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Chapter |. G GGLING G RL

THE di ctionary says:

G GELE: To laugh with short catches of the breath and voice; to laugh in an affected or a silly
manner or with an attenpt at repression.

That is the definition of a giggle as given in the dictionary.

There is nothing extraordi nary about giggling. Mdst persons giggle a little at one tine or

anot her. The psychologists claimthat it is a formof |aughter, and therefore good for you.

But when ghosts giggle, it is different.

The giggling these ghosts did was not good for anybody, it devel oped.

Li ke many unpl easant and nonentous events, the existence of the giggling ghosts began as runors.
There was nothing very definite. Just stories.

A smal | boy cane tearing honme one night and told his nother he’d heard a ghost giggling in a
brush patch. Now npbst ghosts are seen by snall boys, and so the story was pleasantly smiled upon. No
one thought anything about it. Naturally it didn't get in the newspapers.

A New Jersey politician—the giggling ghosts seened to haunt only New Jersey—was the next nman to
see a ghost. Hi s constituents had | ong ago stopped believing anything the politician said about
| owering taxes, so they treated his story dubiously.

He’ d been taking an evening walk in a Jersey City park, and he'd heard a giggling ghost, and
caught a glinpse of it. This little itemgot in the newspapers, and quite a nunber of people
hurmorously remarked that nore politicians should be haunted.

Two or three other giggling ghost stories got around, and at this point a bad m stake was made:
Too many peopl e thought the stories were being inmagined. This was the Twentieth Century, the age of
realismin thought and action. There were no such things as ghosts.

Particularly, there could be no such thing as giggling ghosts.

A girl was the first one to make the awful discovery that the ghosts’ giggling was catching.

"MAM" DAVIS was the girl’s nane. She had been standing with her head shoved through a hol e

where a pane had been broken out of a window of an old storehouse just across the Hudson River from
New York City.

She had heard a giggling ghost. She was trying to see it.

She had been trying to see the ghost for about three m nutes when she caught the giggling.

The giggling of girls is usually pleasant enough to listen to. Grls will giggle if you tickle
their necks, and when you tell themnice little lies.

The giggling of Mam Davis was not pleasant to listen to. Not in the least. It was terrible.

Her sounds were made with short catches of the breath; there was certainly an attenpt at

repression; she did not want to make the noises. She was giggling, according to the literal word of
the dictionary definition.

The girl grabbed her nouth with her right hand, her nose with her left, and tried to stop the
sounds comi ng out. She had no luck. Then she tried to gag herself with a nmouthful of her own coat
collar. That failed.

She ended up by fleeing wildly fromthe storehouse.

The storehouse was made of brick, had a tin roof. It |ooked as if the Bureau of Public Safety

shoul d have ordered it torn down about ten years ago. The storehouse was full of steam shovels, dunp



trucks, excavators and other construction equi pnent.

At one end of the storehouse was the Hudson River. Past the other end ran a typical water-front
street: rutted, dirty, haunted by snells.

The sky was a done of gloomin the |ate dusk, crowded with clouds, promsing rain. It had
shower ed about an hour ago, just enough so that the marks were visible where rain drops had

spl attered the dust on the pavenent.

The girl got in the mddle of the street and ran. Ran as if sonething were after her. She covered
about a bl ock and reached a car—a small convertible coupe, new and neat—and pitched into it.

The girl was frightened. She jabbed at the rear-view mirror, knocking it around until she could
see herself init. She saw a pert, dynamic small girl with an unusual quantity of copper-col ored
hair, large blue eyes, inviting |lips, and a face that was distinctly fascinating in a bright way.
Suddenly she giggled. Convulsively. She couldn’'t help it. And conplete terror canme on her own
face.

She started the car notor and drove away speedily.

FI FTEEN minutes later, sone policenen listened to the girl—and smiled. She was an easy girl to
smle at. Also, her story was ridiculous, and that encouraged themto smle.

"How di d you happen to be | ooking into a storehouse for a giggling ghost?" a cop asked
skeptically.

M am Davis giggled hysterically.

"l followed the ghost there," she said.

"Ch, you followed it. Well, well!"

"I was working late," the girt said. "When | left the office—+t’s in a factory not far fromthis
storehouse—+ saw a shadowy figure. It was a ghostly figure." She | ooked at them giggled, and then
screaned wildly, "A ghost figure, you hear? | followed it. It giggled! That's why | followed it. |
had been hearing those stories about giggling ghosts."

"Was it a male or a female ghost?" a cop inquired.

The girl giggled angrily.

"You don’t believe me!" she said, between giggles.

"There have been sonme yarns about giggling ghosts floating around,"” one policeman adnitted.

The captain of police came in, then, and heard the story. He did not believe it. Not a word of
it.

"Go home; go to bed and call a doctor," he ordered.

The girl stanped an irate foot, giggled wathfully at him and fl ounced out.

A cop foll owed her, and stopped her when she reached her coupe.

"Look," the cop said, "why not go to Doc Savage?"

This apparently failed to mean nmuch to the girl.

"Doc—who?" she asked.

"Doc Savage."

The girl frowned, trying to remenber, then said, "There was a story in the newspapers a while
back about a man named Doc Savage who had di scovered sonethi ng new about atons or nol ecul es or sone
such thing. But why shoul d—er do you nean he treats—erazy people? Wll, |I'mnot crazy!"

The cop waited until she stopped giggling.

"You' ve got me wong," the officer said. "This guy’'s a scientist, but that ain't his main racket.
He puts in nost of his tine going around hel pi ng peopl e out of trouble. And the nore unusual the
trouble they're in, the better he likes it."

"l don't understand," the girl said.

"It’s his hobby, or sonething. Hel ping people. | know it sounds crazy, but this Doc Savage is a
good man to see about this giggling ghost business.”

The girl giggled while she thought that over.

"It won't be much trouble," the girl said, "to see this Doc Savage."

"No," the cop said, "it won't be nmuch trouble."

They were both w ong.

THE girl drove across the George Washington Bridge into New York City, guided her car to the

upt own business district, and parked her car near a very tall building.

The el evator starter in the big building said, "So you want to see Doc Savage?"

The girl nodded, and she was ushered to an express el evator.

A man hurried and got in the elevator with her.

The man was tall, thick-bodied, and wore an expensive gray hat with a snap brim fuzzy gray
sports oxfords, and gray gloves of high quality. He also wore a yellow slicker.

M am Davi s—she was not giggling as nuch now-noticed what the nman wore. She did not see the man’'s
face, because he kept it averted.

The el evator clinbed up its shaft.

Suddenly the man in the slicker yelled, "Operator! The girl is gonna hit you—

Then the man hinself hit the operator. He knocked the fell ow senseless with a blow from behind, a



skull blow with a bl ackj ack whi ch he had whi pped froma pocket. The operator could not have seen who
had hit him

Because of what the nman had yelled, the operator would think that the girl had struck him

The man who had sl ugged the operator showed cigarette-stained teeth in a vicious grin

"He' Il think you slugged ‘im" he told the girl. "That won't do you any good."

He bent over, lifted one of his trousers |egs, and renpved a doubl e barreled derringer froma

clip holster fastened, garter |like, below his knee. He pointed the derringer at the girl

"This wouldn’'t do you any good, either!" he said

Chapter |I. CHANGED M NDS

THE G RL stared at the derringer

The gun was not ruch | onger than the mddle finger of the man who held it, and the barrels were
one above the other so that [ooking into their maws was |ike | ooking at a fat black colon. She could
have inserted her little fingers in either barrel without much difficulty. She could see the

bull ets, like |ead-colored bald heads

"This thing"—the man noved the derringer—will do as nmuch damage as any other gun."

The girl noved, pressed herself into a corner of the elevator, and went through swall ow ng
notions several tinmes

The man said, "Wen we get back to the | obby, we say the el evator operator fainted, see? Then you
wal k out with ne." He gestured again with the gun. "Mke any cracks, sis, and they' ||l be your

epi taph! "

The girl tried to swall ow again.

The man fol ded his newspaper carefully and tucked it in a pocket so it wouldn’t be left Iying
around for fingerprints. He stepped to the elevator controls. Wen the operator had dropped after
bei ng slugged, he had instinctively shifted the control lever to the center, so that the cage had
cone to a stop

The man set the control at, "Down." He seened confident. He | eaned agai nst the side of the cage
cocking an eye on the girl, whistling idly as he waited. Abruptly his confidence got a puncture
"What the devil?" he gul ped

The el evator was not going down. It was going up. Up! The man doubl ed over, stared at the
controls. The handl e was on "Down." But the cage was goi ng up

The man yanked at the handl e, thinking control nmarkings m ght be reversed—but the cage kept going
up. The controls now seened to have absolutely no effect on the el evator

The man’s nmind | eaped instantly to the conclusion that he was in a fantastic trap. He nade
snarling noises, even fired his derringer at the el evator controls, but acconplished nothing except
to deafen hinself and the girl.

H s eyes, searching for escape, found the safety escape hatch in the top of the cage. He junped
at that until he got it open. Wth a great deal of grunting, kicking and snarling, he nanaged to
pul | hinself through the hatch at the top of the slowy rising cage

The girl let himgo

The man crouched on top of the cage; there was no stable footing. He clutched at a cable to
steady hinsel f, but the cable was noving, and he cursed

The el evator was rising very slowy, although it was an express lift, and expresses in this
building normally travel ed at high speed. Obviously there was sone kind of enmergency nmechanismin
operation

The skyscraper was served by a battery of elevators, all operating side by side. There was no
division between the shafts—enly the vertical steel tracks on which the cages operated

The man peered upward, saw another cage descending in the adjacent shaft. He made a |ightning
decision to take a | ong chance; he junped for the top of the other cage as it passed. And he nade
it!

THE el evator in which Mam Davis was |left alone with the sensel ess operator continued its

snail -1i ke progress upward.

The girl stood with her back agai nst the cage, pal ns pressing against the side panels. Wen the

el evator stopped, the girl took hold of her lower lip with her teeth and giggled a little.

For a norment there was silence

Then, outside, a voice spoke. An unusual voice. It was a calmvoice, with a remarkabl e tona
inflection, a quality of repressed power.

"The door will be opened in a noment," the unusual voice said. "The best thing you can do is to
come out peacefully."

A nonent |ater, the elevator door did open, and Mam Davis saw a gi ant bronze nan

The bronze man was so remarkabl e that she knew instinctively that his was the voice which had
spoken a noment before. It had been a striking voice, and this bronze giant was striking

There was symmetry about his physical devel opment which took away from his apparent size, unti

he was viewed at close range. He seened nornally built at a distance. H s features were regular, his
skin was an unusual bronze hue, and he had eyes that were |ike pools of flake gold being stirred by



tiny w nds.

The bronze man stood not nore than a pace in front of the el evator door—where, Manm Davis

t hought suddenly, he coul d have been shot down by any gunman inside the elevator.

The bronze man was so close that he saw the el evator was enpty, except for Mam Davis and the
unconsci ous operator.

"You slug the operator?" the bronze nman denanded.

M am Davis shook her head and giggled. "No, |I—

"There has been trouble before in elevators that |ead up here," the bronze man said. "W
installed a mechanical device that, if the operator doesn't hold the control in a certain fashion,
causes the cage to rise slowy to this floor. Also, an alarmbell rings. Now what happened?"

M am Davis heard an electric bell buzzing steadily somewhere. Probably that was the al arm which
the bronze man had said rang when sonmething went wong in the el evators.

"There was a man in here." She pointed at the roof of the cage. "He clinbed out. | think he
junmped to a cage in another shaft."

From bel ow cane shot sounds: two reports; a pause about |ong enough for the man to have rel oaded
the derringer followed; then canme two nore reports.

A man screeched. The screech was faint, with an eerie quality lent by the great distance it
travel ed up through the el evator shaft.

"You see!" the girl gasped. "He's down bel ow Shooting!"

M am Davis then stepped out of the elevator, advanced—brought up with a gasp. She had wal ked
into sonmething she couldn’'t see! She explored with her hands. Bulletproof glass, she decided. It
nmust be that.

She fumbl ed for a way around. The panel was like a fence in front of the el evator door. No wonder
the bronze man had felt so safel

The bronze giant nobved to a second el evator, entered, and sent the cage down. This was a private
lift, and it sank with al nbst the same speed with which it would have fallen free, then brought up
at the first floor with enough force to cause the bronze man to brace hinself. He got out.

Peopl e were running around in the |obby, and the proprietor of the cigar stand was under the
counter for safety. Qut on the street, a cop was blow ng his whistle furiously.

"Anyone hurt?" the bronze man asked.

" Sonet hi ng queer just happened, M. Savage. A man rode down on top of one of the cages. W
started to ask hi mquestions. He fought his way out."

"He shoot anybody?"

"No, M. Savage. He had a derringer, and you can’t hit nmuch with one of themthings."

The bronze man went out to the street.

A cop said, "He got away, M. Savage. A guy in a car picked himup."

VWHEN Doc Savage returned to the eighty-sixth floor, Mam Davis had given up trying to get past
the bul |l et-proof glass around the el evator door.
She had di scovered the panel did not quite reach to the ceiling, and that accounted for her

havi ng been able to speak to the bronze man. She didn't feel like trying to clinb over the top.
Doc Savage went to a wall panel in the corridor, opened it, and disclosed a recess containing
small levers. He noved a lever and an electric notor whirred and the glass panel sank into the

floor, its edge then form ng part of the nodernistic design of the floor. Mam Davis |ooked at the
bronze man.

"What | read about you in the newspapers nust’ve been straight stuff,"
"What do you nean?"

"l read you were a remarkable guy with a lot of scientific ginmcks."
"oh. "

"And | was told that your business is hel ping people out of trouble. Is that right?"

"It isn't far fromthe truth," the bronze man adnmitted.

"“I've got trouble. That's why | amhere." Mam Davis nade a grimnouth. "Mre trouble than I
thought, it begins to seem"”

Doc Savage led the way into a recepti on room whi ch was furnished with a huge safe, an exquisitely
inlaid table, a deep rug and confortabl e chairs.

The wi ndow afforded a startling view of Manhattan spires, and an open door gave a glinpse of

anot her rooma great panel ed room where all available floor space was occupi ed by bookcases.
"Have a chair, please."

The girl sat down weakly.

"Now, suppose you give ne sone idea about this trouble of yours," Doc Savage suggested.

"That man on the elevator tried to stop ne fromcom ng here—

"Go back to the beginning."

she said.

"Ch—wel | —= Mani Davis took a nmonment to assenble her information. "It began this afternoon when |
saw the ghost sneaking into a water-front storehouse and | followed it."
" CGhost ?"

"Wel | =+ thought so."



The girl giggled a little, helplessly.

"You were curious and followed a ghost into a storehouse," Doc Savage said. "So far, it's—well,
unusual . But go on."

"Then | began to giggle,"” the girl said. She shuddered.

"You what ?"

"G ggled."

"l see."

M am Davis knotted and unknotted her hands. "It sounds silly, doesn't it?"

"Well, at |east extraordinary," the bronze man adm tted.

"It was horrible!l Sonmething just—ust came over ne. | seened to go all to pieces. It frightened

me. So | fled fromthe storehouse."

"And after you fled fromthe storehouse, then what?"

M am Davis did not | ook at Doc Savage. "A policeman told ne about you. It just occurred to him
you, mght be interested. So | cane here."

Doc Savage’'s netallic features gave no indication of what he m ght be thinking.

"Let us hope," he said unexpectedly, "that you are telling the whole story."

"Ch, but I am"

Chapter 111. THE MAN WHO OANED A STOREHOUSE

W THOUT speaki ng, the bronze nman took the young wonman by the el bow, guided her into a vast room

whi ch contained a great deal of |aboratory equipnent, seated her in a nodernistic netal chair and
did several things: first, he had her inhale and exhal e several tinmes through a tube which led to a
conpl i cat ed-1 ooki ng contraption; then he exam ned the young wonan, giving particular attention to
her eyes. Wen he finished, he seenmed slightly puzzled

"You're not intoxicated, apparently," he said

"I like that!" the girl gasped

"Your eyes indicate that you are not a drug addict, and you seem earnest, although excited."

"Maybe |'mcrazy,"” Mani Davis said dryly

"We might have a | ook," Doc Savage said, "at the storehouse where you trailed the giggling

ghost . "

"Please,” the girl said earnestly. "Let’'s do that."

"Just a nonent.’

Doc Savage went into the library, picked up the tel ephone, and spoke for sonme mnutes. The

tel ephone was fitted into a boxlike device which, when pressed against the face, nade it possible to
use the instrument without being overheard by anyone in the room the girl did not catch anything
that the bronze man said. Doc put down the tel ephone

"All right," he said. "W’'ll go now."

Rain had started to | eak out of a sky that was griny-Iooking, when Doc Savage, driving one of his
cars, headed into the street. The rain came in drops as fine as fog, so it would probably continue
for some tinme. It was rain that obscured vision, and nost cars had their headlights turned on

Doc Savage's car was a coupe, |ong, heavy, of expensive make, but with a subdued paint job that

did not attract attention. There was little outward indication that the machine was arnor-pl ated and
equi pped with bulletproof glass. Doc used his car in preference to that of the girl's, which he
placed in his garage that |ay under the towering skyscraper

Finally the bronze man said, "This seens to be it," and pulled up before the old brick storehouse
with the tin roof

"You still think |I’ma phony?" Mam Davis demanded
"l still think it is unusual for a woman to follow a ghost."
"Well, I—= The girl giggled, although she tried not to do so

Doc asked, "What did it |ook |ike—this ghost?"

"l #+t was just a shadowy figure."

"Did it make a noi se wal ki ng?"

"l didn't hear any noise."

"I'f you would tell the truth—

The girl put up her chin indignantly. "I told you everything that happened!"

W thout commenting on that, the bronze man wheel ed his car over the curb and up to the side door
of the storehouse

When the bronze man went to the storehouse door, he carried a piece of apparatus which he had
taken froma conpartnment in the car

This device had three principal parts: The first part, which he fastened to the storehouse door
with suction cups, was small, and insulated wires ran fromthis to an electrical anplifier; and from
the anplifier other wires ran to a tel ephonic headset which the bronze man donned. He sw tched on
the contrivance and |istened

The device was a hi gh-powered sonic anplifier which took the smallest sound and increased its

vol une several hundred thousand tines

Somewhere in the storehouse a rat ran and squealed, and in the anplifier headset it sounded as if



an el ephant had gal |l oped over a wooden bridge and trunpeted. The girl cane close and |istened, too
They had not |istened | ong before they heard the giggling

THE giggling was inside the storehouse. Three or four gigglings, all going at once, judging from

t he sounds

It was fantastic. No other sound—ust a concert of giggling inside the storehouse

"Now, " the girl said, "what did | tell you?"

"You think that is your giggling ghost?"

"It sounds |ike nore than one."

Doc Savage took the listening device back to the car and replaced it in its conpartnent.

The bronze man returned to the storehouse carrying a small cylindrical metal container hol ding
anesthetic gas under pressure. The container was equi pped with a nozzle and valve. He inserted the
nozzle in a crack at the bottom of the storehouse door and turned the val ve

Wth a hiss, gas rushed out of the container into the storehouse. Doc waited, depending on the
sound of rain on the tin storehouse roof to keep the "ghosts" inside fromhearing the gas. Evidently
the rain on the roof was the reason they had not heard his car coming

The girl pointed at the cylinder. "I don’t get this."

"Gas. Anesthetic. Practically no odor or color. There are men inside the storehouse, and the gas
wi Il make them unconsci ous wi thout doing themany |lasting harm"

" Oh,

Eventual ly the bronze nan tried the storehouse door. It wasn't fastened; it cane open at his
shove. Inside, there was a cavern of gl oominhabited by the strange crouchi ng shadow nonsters that
were the machinery. The place was full of the sound of the rain on the roof

Doc Savage waited until the gas lost its potency—+t underwent a chemi cal reaction with the oxygen
of the air and becane inpotent usually in about a m nute—then went into the storehouse. The
flashlight which he used—he had taken it froma door pocket—threw a beamthat was |ike one | ong
white finger

There were four unconscious nen in the storehouse

One man was very long, with a body which gave the inpression of being a tube filled with round
things. He had an Adanis apple like a golf ball, a large nelon for a stomach, but not nuch of
anything for a chest. His eyes were closed in sensel essness, but it was evident that they nust be
very large. H's nose, his nmouth, his ears, were also |large. H s face had a benevol ent expression
The other three nen were policenmen in blue uniforns.

Al three policenmen were slunped in the cab of the steam shovel. The |ong-1|ooking | oose-Iinbed
man was |ying beside the caterpillar tread of the shovel

Doc Savage went out and got the girl and took her in to | ook at the men

"You recogni ze any of these?" he asked

M am Davis shook her head whil e exam ning the policenen, but frowned when she cane to the

| oose-jointed man. She seened a bit doubtful about him

"Thi s one"—she pointed at the |ong-Iooking man vaguel y—sure needs sonme exercise."

"You know hi n?"

"l thought for a minute | had seen himsonmewhere. | guess | was wong."

DOC SAVAGE was a scientific product. He had undergone specialized training fromchildhood to fit
him for the unusual work which he was doing. Surgery had been his first training and his nost
speci al i zed; but through patient effort he had nanaged to acquire an amazi ng amount of know edge
concerni ng geol ogy, chenmistry, electricity and other sciences

This anesthetic gas was a product of the bronze man’s chem cal skill. He had managed to keep the
conposition of the stuff a secret. Victins of the gas, however, could be revived by the

adm nistration of a proper stimulant made up in the formof tablets, pills that were large and a
deep- bl ue col or

After Doc Savage administered stinulant pills to the nen he had made unconsci ous—the tablets cane
fromhis carryall vest he wore—+t took about fifteen mnutes for the victinms to revive

The cops canme out of it first, and squirned around, got their eyes open, then sat up, one at a
tine, acting like men who had been in a sound sl eep

Doc Savage and the girl were both keeping out of sight behind the steam shovel. Doc wanted to

l'i sten.

The cops | ooked at each other for several noments before they spoke. Finally one giggled, then
asked, "What the blazes happened?"

The trio scratched their heads, rubbed jaws, and giggled

"It seened," one said, "like we got the giggles, then went to sleep.”

"That’'s crazy!"

The other pointed at the | oose-jointed man, who was snoring softly.

"Bi rm ngham Lawn | ooks like he is asleep, don't he?" he demanded by way of proof

The first policeman scranbl ed over to the |ong-1ooking man

"l hope he's all right," the cop said. "He’'s a swell old guy. Funny-looking, but swell. Always



whi stling."

"Whi stling?"

"Sure. Wistles all the tinme."

"You' re sure he ain't a giggling ghost, then?"

"CGhosts—hell! Don't let’'s start believing such | op-eared stuff. |1’ve known Birm ngham Lawn for
years. | bought ny little honme through the real estate firmhe runs."” The officer went over and
shook the |ong-Ilooking, |oose-linbed man. "Wake up, Lawn! \Wake up, dang it!"

Bi r m ngham Lawn opened one eye, then closed it. He licked his large lips, then opened both eyes,
and worked his face around in puzzled shapes. He sat up and felt of hinself, then started giggling a
little.

Apparently in an effort to stop giggling, he whistled, pursed his |ips and whistled a bar or two
from a popul ar song.

"You feel all right, Mster Lawn?" asked the policeman who knew him

"l do not feel," Birm ngham Lawn said, "in the least like giggling. And yet | cannot help
giggling."

Doc Savage cane from behind the steam shovel and asked, "Did you gentlenen follow a giggling
ghost here, too?"

The cops stared at the bronze man; then they gave hima brisk salute. They had recogni zed hi m and
remenbered that he held a high honorary conm ssion on both the New York and New Jersey police
forces.

Bi r m ngham Lawn stared, |ooking puzzled, then anazed, then delighted. He giggl ed.

"Look here!" he exploded. "Aren’t you Doc Savage?"

Doc admitted it, and Birm ngham Lawn becane as excited as a novie fan neeting a picture star. He
bounced up, rubbed his hands together and gl owed.

"“Marvel ous!" Lawn exclained. "I amdelighted! | have read about you and | have heard about you. |
have certainly wanted to neet you. This"—he was very earnest—is a high point inny life."

Doc Savage | ooked unconfortable. Being the focus of admiration was somethi ng he found
enbarrassing, which was one of the reasons he kept out of the public eye as much as possible.

IN a cal mvoice, Doc began telling the policeman and Birm ngham Lawn what had happened.

"l thought fromthe giggling | overheard,” Doc explained, "that the—er—ghost the girl foll owed
was still here."

"That checks exactly!" Lawn ejacul at ed.

"Checks with what?" Doc asked.

"l own this storehouse,” Lawn said. "This is ny construction equi pment here. | heard about the
girl having caught the giggles when she followed a ghost to the storehouse, so | got these policenmen
and came to investigate. W were here only a few m nutes when we—well, we got the giggles, too."

Doc Savage asked the policenen, "You searched the place?"

The cops said they had, and that they had found nothing. They added that they didn't believe in
ghosts, giggling or otherw se.

"Mnd if | |ook around?" Doc asked.

They didn’t m nd.

The bronze man noved around, pointing his flashlight at different objects. After a while, he went
to the car, came back with his fingerprint paraphernalia. Birm nghamLawn trailed Doc closely,
wat chi ng every nove the bronze man nmade wi th hero-worshi ppi ng earnestness. Judging fromhis
expression, Lawn expected to see a procession of mracles performed. Doc was busy trying to find
prints.

At |ast Lawn | ooked di sappoi nted when nothing startling occurred. He began to poke around for
himsel f, anbl ed about aim essly. He was drawi ng near the girl, Mam Davis, when he doubl ed over
abruptly, then straightened.

"Huh!" he grunted. "Here's sonething!"

M am Davis cane over and | ooked at it.

She emtted a strangled gasp. "Ch!" she choked. "|—dropped that!"

" But =

"It's mnel" The girl snatched the object.

Lawn shrugged, |ooked puzzled. He wal ked back and devoted his energies to watching Doc Savage.
M am Davis went to the bronze nan. She had a pal e, desperate expression.

"I"'msorry," she said, "but | lied to you."

Doc | ooked at her.

"You what ?" he asked.

"I lied to you," the girl said. "I wasn't even in this storehouse. | didn’t have any giggling
fit. It’s all alie. Abiglie."

Chapter |V. WAR OVER A WATCH
THE men gathered around the girl and stared at her in astonishment. The cops frowned, Birm ngham
Lawn | ooked anazed, and Doc Savage’'s netallic features renai ned conposed.



The girl | ooked at themw ldly.

"Don’t you understand?" she gasped. "I didn't tell you the truth! Nothing that | told you was the
truth!”

A cop shook his head skeptically.

"Then how conme you went to Doc Savage with the yarn?" he asked.

The girl | aughed; she seened to get the laugh out with the greatest difficulty.

"Why woul dn’t | want to see Doc Savage?" she demanded. "He's fanpus. |'ve read about him |
just—well, | wanted to see him That's all."

The cop began, "Now, |ook—

The girl whirled and raced wildly to the storehouse door and flung through the drizzling rain,
not | ooking back, flight her only object.

As the girl fled, she held, clenched in her right hand, the object which she had taken from
Bi r m ngham Lawn.

The policenen started to chase the girl.

"Let her go!" Doc Savage said.

" But —

"Let her go," the bronze man repeated, but didn't elaborate his instructions.

The cops stared at Doc, apparently wondering what his object m ght be.

The bronze man turned to Birm ngham Lawn. "You gave the girl sonething?" he asked Lawn.
"You—you saw it?" Lawn seened startl ed.

"Yes."

"I 4+t was a small article |I found,” Lawn expl ai ned.

"What was it?"

"It was a girl’s wist watch. | picked it up off the floor."
"Wrman’ s wat ch?"
Lawn nodded. "It was back there in the corner where soneone nust have dropped it."

"And it excited the young wonman?" Doc demanded.

"It did seemto,"” Lawn admitted.

"What do you nmake of it?" Doc asked him

"Me? | +—why—why should | make anything of it?"

The bronze man did not commrent, and this seemed to confuse Birm ngham Lawn.

A policeman janmed his clenched fists on his hips angrily. "That girl was lying'!" the cop said.
"She was lying |ike nobody’'s business!"

"Coviously," Doc agreed.

"Sonmebody tried to stop her gettin’ to you, renmenber? Wen she changed her story, she forgot
that!"

Doc Savage went out to his car, got in and switched on the radio. It was not an ordinary radio;
it was a short-wave transceiver. He picked up the m crophone.

"Monk!" he said into the m ke.

A smal |, squeaky voice answered. "Yes, Doc?" it said.

"You are following the girl who just fled fromthe storehouse?" the bronze nman asked.

"We sure are," said the squeaky voice. "Me and Ham both."

"Keep on her trail," Doc Savage directed. "Let me know where she goes."

"What's up, Doc?" the squeaky voice asked.

"W're not sure yet, Mnk," Doc explained. "But it is something strange. This girl, was
frightened into flight by the fact that a woman’s wist watch was found in the storehouse."
That ended the radi o conversation.

"MONK, " known as Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, and Brigadi er General Theodore

Marl ey "Ham' Brooks were two gentlenmen so renarkabl e that people frequently foll owed themon the
streets to stare at them

The two were alike in only one way: both were associ ates of Doc Savage, assistants to the bronze
man. They differed in every other particular.

Monk Mayfair came near being as wide as he was tall, had arns |onger than his | egs, and he was
covered with a prodigious quantity of rusty-looking hair; he resenbled, in fact, an ape. But despite
his | ooks, Monk was one of the world' s |eading chem sts. People did not foll ow Monk down the street
to admire his erudition; they foll owed hi mbecause he was as funny-|ooking as a baboon.

Ham Br ooks, on the other hand, was |ean and dapper, and when people gaped at him it was because
Ham was living up to his reputation of being one of the world s best-dressed nen. Ham changed his
clothes at least three tinmes daily, always carried a slimblack sword cane, and was adnitted to be
one of the nobst astute | awyers Harvard had ever turned out.

Monk and Ham were riding in a large linousine, with Monk driving. Ahead of themwas a taxicab
which the girl, Mam Davis, had hail ed.

Wiile they trailed the girl, Mnk and Ham di verted thensel ves by quarreling. They could quarrel

on any subject. Now they were squabbling about nmarriage, both of them having barely escaped getting
married in the course of a recent adventure.



Monk | eaned back, gullied his honely face with a big grin, and announced, "The only reason

ain't never got married is because | don’t believe in likes marryin’ likes. Now, if | could find a
girl the exact opposite of me, |'d marry her in a mnute."

Ham said, "Surely you could find an honest, beautiful girl of high character?"

Monk said, "No, | don’'t—= Then he got the dirty dig and glared at Ham "Hey, that was a crack!"
he squeal ed

"Merely a statenment of fact, you hairy oaf!" Ham said

Monk | ooked i ndi gnant

"You—-you seed!" he bellowed. "I could eat you alive, you overdressed runt—and you’' d probably
taste like a scallion!"

Ham snort ed.

"In that case you' d have nore brains in your belly than you' |l ever have in your head!"

Wi le Doc’s aids drove along in the wake of the girl’s cab, the two continued this type of

di scussion, doing so with a | oudness and viol ence that was deceptive; for it seened that they were
continually on the point of stopping the car and trying to nurder each other, whereas they were
actually the best of friends. There had been a tinme or two when each had actually risked his life to
save the other

In the back seat of the car, a minor edition of the Mnk-and-Ham bi ckering flared up occasionally
between their two pets. Two pets naned Habeas Corpus and Chem stry. Habeas Corpus was a

remar kabl e-1 ooki ng pig. The pig had long |l egs, winglike ears, a snout built for inquiring into
hol es. Chenmistry was a freak edition of an ape. Chenmistry |ooked rather remarkably |ike the honely
Monk.

Habeas Corpus, the pig, belonged to Mnk

Chenmistry, the ape, belonged to Ham

The car made very little noise. The sw ck-swack of the wi ndshield wi per was |ouder than the notor
or the rain. Qccasionally they crossed | ow places in the pavenent, and the wheel s sent water
sheeting outward. It was beginning to get dark

Monk st opped squabbling to remark, "The girl seens to know where she’'s goin'."

"Apparently she's going toward Sheepshead Bay," Ham admi tted

"Yep, as much as | hate to admt you're right about anything," Mnk grunbl ed

Later, the girl’s taxi cab swerved over to the curb and stopped

Monk promptly turned off the street to get out of sight. They were a block behind the girl. Their
car junped over the curb and stopped behind a rattletrap building bearing a sign which said

FRESH BAI T

Monk squinted at the sign

"l hope that ain’t an onen," he nuttered

Ham poi nt ed suddenly. "Hey! Who's that?"

Monk squinted in the direction Hamwas pointing and saw not hi ng but sone ol d rain-drenched
bui | di ngs and grow ng gl oom

"Who' s what ?" he asked

Ham expl ai ned, "I thought | saw a man start toward us, then junp back out of sight after he got a
better |ook at us."

"Maybe we’'d better go see about that," suggested Mnk

Monk was happi est when he was in trouble

HAM had actually seen a man. The man had cone out of a |long, narrow, discouraged-|ooking building
of planks. He had fled back into the same building. This structure had no w ndows, and one whol e end
was open. The building was a place where snall boats had once been built, and what was left of a
marine railway sloped fromthe open end down to the bay water

The nysterious man was the sane individual who had attacked Mam Davis in Doc’s headquarters

The man wat ched Monk and Ham through a crack in the planks. He wore his yellow slicker, gray hat
gray gloves, gray suit and gray sport shoes, all rather soggy with the rain

When he saw Monk and Ham coming toward the buil di ng—the pets had been left in the car—he gave a

di sgusted grunt and plucked his silk handkerchief froma pocket and held it ready to hide his face
if necessary

The man then ran to the open end of the building and made a qui ck survey of the marine railway.

It was obvious that he could get on all fours, crawi down the bed of the abandoned railway, and get
to the edge of the water. So he did this

There was a retaining wall of piling and tinbers along the shore, and many ranmshackl e wharves

The man found cracks which gave purchase for his toes and hands, and worked al ong until he reached a
dock to which several fishing boats were noored. He crept out under the dock, clanbering fromone
stringer to another, until he reached a fishing boat

This fishing boat differed very little fromseveral others. It was a party boat of the kind

whi ch, for a dollar and a half, took you out to sea a few niles, furnished your dinner and a hook
and line, and you could fish over the side

The man crept down a conpani onway into the |lighted cabin of the fishing boat



Three men in the boat cabin | ooked relieved when they recognized him but when they saw the
grimess on his face, they grew uneasy again.

"Sonmet hin’ wong, Batavia?" one asked.

Bat avi a nodded.

"The girl showed up, like we figured she would," he said. "She's probably on Hart’'s boat now. "
"That’s hunky-dory, then."

"It's a hunk of trouble!" Batavia grow ed.

"Huh?"

"Two guys named Monk and Ham showed up right behind the girl," Batavia said.

The other man scratched his head. "Wo're they?"

Bat avi a | ooked di sgusted. "Two of Doc Savage’'s nen; that’'s who they are!" he snapped.

"l don't see anythin’ to get in a sweat about." The other man shrugged. "I think you and the
boss, and everybody el se, are gettin' steaned up too nuch about this Doc Savage."

Batavia put his fists on his hips and | ooked utterly disgusted.

"Those have been the |l ast words of nore than one snmart cluck,"” he growl ed. "This Savage is worse
than lightnin'; you can generally tell by lookin' at the sky when there's any chance of |ightnin’
strikin ."

The ot her subsi ded.

Batavia said, "W gotta get the girl!"

"What about this Mnk and HanP"

"We'll tie arock to ‘em and drop ‘emin the bay!" Batavia said.

Wi le the other men got guns and flashlights, Batavia pulled up his left trousers |eg and

exam ned a skinned area on his shin. The damage had been done when he had | eaped from one el evator
to another in the skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's headquarters.

MONK and Ham had poked around in the ranshackl e boat house and found not hi ng.

So they stood for a few nonments and abused each ot her.

"You and your imagination!" Mnk piped disgustedly. "Saw a man, did you?"

"You di sh-faced ape," Hamsaid, "I did see soneone!"

They went back to their car, and peered around the corner of the buil ding which bore the sign
"Live Bait."

The girl’'s taxicab was driving away.

M am Davis went down a rickety dock and stopped beside a small schooner which was hel d al ongsi de
the dock by spring lines. She picked up an oar and whacked the deck of the schooner.

"Hey, on board!" she call ed.

The schooner was about fifty feet |ong, two-masted, a pleasure type of craft. It was gaff-rigged.
Also, it was elderly, but well kept. There were patched canvas covers over the furled sails to keep
out the rain, and a cockpit awning that was al so patched.

The girl gave the deck another whack.

"Hart!" she cried. "Are you aboard?"

M am Davis got on the schooner. She was evidently accustoned to boats, because she used care
that her high heels did not cut the deck. She went to the cabin hatch, opened it and entered. The
cabin of the schooner was neat, and arranged in a way whi ch showed the boat-owner was no | andl ubber.
The girl searched the boat. She looked in a little stateroomaft, in the galley, the forecastle;
then she came back and sl unped down on a transom seat in the cabin.

There was no one aboard the boat.

M am Davis had turned on the electric lights in the craft. She let this burn.

MONK and Ham had followed the girl to the boat by now Al so, they had been able to tell, fromthe
way |ights had gone on in the boat, that the girl had searched the craft.

St andi ng on the dock, they could see her crouched tensely on the transomseat. The two aids
retired to the shore end of the dock for a conference.

"This is a goofy business!" Mnk conpl ai ned.

"How do you nmean?" Ham asked.

"It don’t nake sense. Chosts that giggle. Is that sense?"

"We haven’t dug into it yet, stupid!"

Monk said, "One of us better report to Doc. He said he wanted to know where the girl went."

"CGo ahead, dunce," Hamdirected. "It will be a pleasure to get you out of sight."

Monk wal ked away, rather resenbling an anbling wart in the murk. He grinned as he noved al ong; he
was al ways happy when involved in sonme kind of nysterious excitenent. To be sure, Mnk didn't know
what they were mxed up in. That bothered him

When Monk reached the car, he switched on the radio receiver with which the car was equi pped.
"Doc!" he said into the m crophone.

"Yes, Monk?" Doc’s voice answered al nost at once.

Monk advi sed t he whereabouts of the spot to which they had trailed the girl.

"Look, Doc," the honely chem st added, "what’'s this all about?"



"There is no way of telling, just yet," the bronze man expl ai ned.

Monk was not entirely satisfied. He rubbed his jaw, scratched his nubbin of a head, and snpot hed
the bristling hair down on his nape.

"What do you want us to do?" he asked.

"Keep an eye on the girl," Doc Savage said. "And eavesdrop."

"Eavesdr op?"

"Try to find out why the fact that she found a wist watch nade her take flight," Doc expl ai ned.
"In case you can’'t |earn anything by eavesdropping, you mght grab the girl."

Monk gri nned.

"Grabbin’ that girl would be a pleasure!" he chuckled. "She's a | ooker, what | nean!"

That ended the radi o conference.

Chapter V. THE JAMEROO

MONK cl osed the car doors, |ocked them and went back to the dock where the schooner was tied up.
He wal ked out on the wharf confidently, came to a patch of gl oom behind a piling, about where he had
|l eft Ham and stopped.

"Ham " he said, "Doc says—

The bunch of shadow that the chemi st had t hought was Ham strai ghtened. Monk suddenly found a gun
jamred into his middle. A gun snout that made a rasping noise as it hit his belt buckle.

"Pi pe down!" said a strange voi ce.

Monk peered, trying to nake out the features of the speaker. He got a slap in the face for his
pai ns.

"Where' s Han?" Monk gul ped.

Considering that during the |last hour he had stated at |east a dozen tinmes that he intended to
tear Hamlinb fromlinb, Mnk's anxiety was inconsistent.

"Shut up!" said the man with the gun.

Men appeared on the schooner. They had been hidi ng behind the deckhouse and di nghy. The men
clinmbed onto the dock.

"Search this clunk!" ordered Mnk's captor.

"Sure, Batavia," one man said.

Monk swel | ed indignantly as he was searched, but there seened to be nothing he could do about it.
"Now, " Batavia told Mnk, "you get on the boat."

Monk clinmbed down on the boat and entered the cabin.

"Ham " the honely chem st yell ed.

Ham was |ying on a bunk, notionless. Mnk |eaped to him clutched the dapper |awyer’s wist, and
was relieved to discover pulse. Hamwas alive! Mre than that, he was in the act of regaining
consci ousness, it appeared, for he squirned, blinked open his eyes and focused them on Mnk. As soon
as he had organi zed hinmsel f, Ham began to scow .

"What's the idea," he snarled, "sneaking up behind and banging ne on the head?"

"Listen, Blackstone," Mnk said, "I didn’t bang you—

Bat avi a came over, gouged Monk with the gun nuzzle and said, "Sit down and shut up!"

Monk sat down on the transom seat near the girl.

M am Davis was tied hand and foot. She was trenbling, but she nade no sound because of the
adhesi ve tape which crisscrossed her |ips.

Bat avi a nmoved toward the conpani onway, his slicker rustling.

"I"ll see if | can get hold of the chief," he said to his nmen. "Gotta find out what to do with
these three."

Bat avi a clinbed the conpani onway and went out.

Monk said, "What | want to know is about them ghosts—

A man canme over and showed Mnk another gun. "Listen, you ginlet-eyed baboon, you re on the spot!
Keep that ugly trap shut!"

Monk subsi ded.

Rai n washed the cabin roof, sluiced along the decks, and the wi nd sl apped the halliards agai nst
the mast. Little waves gurgled |like running water along the hull.

BATAVI A cane back a little while later. He was scow i ng.

"We croak ‘emlater," he said. "I couldn't get hold of the chief."

Monk frowned at the girl, Mam Davis.

"When you tal ked to Doc," he accused, "you left out some stuff."

The young worman nodded. Her nouth seened to be too tight with strain to |l et words cone out.

Monk said, "That was a m stake. Now we’'re in a janeroo."

Batavia took a fid out of a rack. The fid was a steel rod a foot long, half an inch in dianeter
at one end and tapering to a needle point. The fid was used to separate the strands of rope while
spli cing.

Bat avia waved the fid under Monk’s nose. "Another blat out of you, and I'Il peg your tongue down
with this fid"



"Why don’tcha let us | oose?" Mnk asked hopefully.

"Brother," Batavia said, "you' ve been unlucky. You got nessin’ around with somethin’ too big for
you. "

"Too big?"

Bat avi a poked Monk in the chest with the sharp end of the fid.

"You're just a beetle," he said, "that got in front of the wong steamroller."

Bat avi a then gave a nunber of orders.

"We' Il get rid of their car first thing," he said.

A man nuttered, "Ain't Doc Savage liable to trace these two guys?"

"We're going to nake sone preparation for Doc Savage!" Batavia said.

Bat avia had a craggy face. All angles of his face were sharp; the nose was al so, and so was his
jaw; his eyes had a piercing intentness, and his ears were pointed. He was either darkly tanned, or
of Latin extraction. Beside his fondness for grays in dress, he had one other principal character
tag: This other was his cigars.

Batavia's cigars were thin, hardly half ordinary thickness, and about two inches |onger than the
usual cigar. The ends were equipped with cork tips.

Bat avi a renoved t he Cel | ophane wrapping fromone of his cigars, put it in his nouth and tried to
light it with one of the nodern flaneless type of lighters designed for lighting cigarettes al one.
The lighter didn't fire the cigar immediately.

"Dam this gadget!" Batavia conpl ai ned.

He finally got his cigar going. Then he took a five-yard roll of one-inch adhesive tape out of
his slicker pocket. Strips of this tape, he crisscrossed over the nouths of Mynk and Ham

"Adenoi ds!" Mok croaked wildly just before the tape was sl apped on his |ips.

Bad adenoid cases will suffocate to death if gagged.

Monk then pretended to be unable to breathe through his nostrils. He faked suffocation. He

fl ounced around, made whistling noises through his nose, blew out his cheeks, did his best to make
his face go purple.

Bat avi a got behi nd Monk and slugged himw th the heavy end of the fid. Mounk fell his Iength on
the floorboards, nonmentarily dazed, and began to breathe in a normal fashion.

"That honely ape," Batavia conplained, "is full of tricks. Wat d you think of that—tryin to get
out of bein gagged?”

The prisoners were prodded out of the hatch, goaded onto the dock, and led to the street.

Batavia said, "W better get rid of their car."

BATAVI A went to the |inopusine which Monk and Ham had used. A couple of nen went with him He
opened the door, started to get in, and was greeted by a belligerent grunt and an angry chattering
noi se. Batavia turned a flashlight beaminto the rear seat. He was curious.

The pig, Habeas, and the ape, Chemistry, batted their eyes in the flashlight glare.

"A regular zoo!" Batavia grunbled. He got into the car. Wen the pets tried to escape, he slammed
the door and kept themin the autonobile.

Bat avi a drove the car out on a dock, headed the machine toward the wharf end, and junped out and
sl ammed the door. The car ran to the end of the dock, nosed over, and entered the water with a
whoosh! of a spl ash.

"You left that pig an’ the ape in there!" a man nuttered.

Bat avi a stood at the dock edge and listened to big bubbl es nmake gl ub! noises. He dashed his
flashlight beam down briefly. The water was slick with oil, and bubbl es kept boundi ng out of the
water like frightened white aninals.

"You left that pig an’ ape in the car!" the man nuttered again.

Batavia said, "I didn't |like the way the danged things | ooked at ne."

Batavia threw his cork-tipped cigar in the water, took a fresh cigar out of his clothing, renoved
t he Cel | ophane band, threw it at the bubbles and put the cigar in his mouth. Then they led the
prisoners to two cars parked in near-by side streets. The captives and half of Batavia s nen | oaded
in one nachine.

"You fellows take the prisoners to the boss’s place."

"What are you gonna do?" a man denmanded.

Bat avia took his cork-tipped cigar out of his nouth and | aughed grimy.

"I"magonna rig sonethin’ for Doc Savage," he said.

The car pulled away with the captives. Batavia vanished in the darkness, headed back toward the
little schooner. Half of his men followed him

Chapter VI. HUNT FOR A WATCH

DOC SAVAGE had conpl eted a t horough exami nation of the old bleak storehouse with the tin roof.

But to all outward appearance, the search netted nothing.

Bi r m ngham Lawn seened di sappoi nted. The gol f-ball protuberance that served Lawn as an Adanis

appl e went up and down as he swal | owed. He had whistled something froma tune, and the rest of the
time he had giggled, or just watched.



"l was hoping," he said, "that you would solve the nystery."

Doc Savage did not comment.

The policenmen by now had tired of the nmystery, and in addition, they held a suspicion that the
whol e busi ness woul d not | ook so good in the newspapers.

"The public will think the Jersey police are a |ot of jackasses," a cop nuttered, "once the
newspapers get hold of this."

"Then why notify the newspapers?" Doc asked. The bronze man didn't |ike newspaper publicity.
The policenen thought that was a swell idea.

One cop said, "Furthernore, maybe there ain't nothin' to it. The girl admitted her whole story
was a lie. She just nade the thing up so she could neet Doc Savage."

Doc Savage neglected to remind the cops that an attenpt with violence had been nmade to prevent
the girl reaching him

Finally the cops took their departure.

Doc Savage began | oadi ng his fingerprint paraphernalia in his car. Birm ngham Lawn trailed the
bronze man around.

"Matters seemto have beconme quiet for the tine being," Doc Savage told Lawn. He extended a hand.
"It's pleasant to have nmet you, M. Lawn, and | et us hope that your property is not nolested again."
Bi r M ngham Lawn nmade a big grin.

"Could | nmake a request?" he asked.

"Request ?"

"l haven't the slightest doubt but that you are nolested a great deal by pests," Lawn said. His
mel on of a stomach shook as he chuckled. "But | should like very nmuch to go along with you,
providi ng you have any intention of continuing to investigate thi s—ah—-nAystery."

"Why do you wish to go al ong?"

"Well, |1've read a great deal about you." Lawn squirnmed and | ooked enbarrassed. "Matter of fact,
I"’ma great admirer of yours. 1'd give a lot to watch you work for a while." He smiled fatuously. "I
suppose it's a formof hero worship, and I'mfully aware that you probably consider nme a silly
pest. "

Doc Savage said, "It may be a little dangerous."

"In that case," Lawn said, "you can depend on ne to run. | amnot a brave man."
Doc Savage got into his car.
"My aids, Monk and Ham are trailing that girl,"'

he expl ai ned.

TAKI NG for granted that he had perm ssion to acconpany the bronze nman, Birm ngham Lawn pl ant ed

his long-1inbed, |oose-jointed frame on the car cushions and settled back, |ooking eager, and al so
nervous, |like a man who has started out rabbit hunting with a shotgun and just renenbered he is in
bear country.

Doc Savage worked with the radio.

"Monk! Haml" he said into the mcrophone.

He said that several times, then remarked, "Probably they are away fromthe other transceiver."
Doc Savage drove away fromthe storehouse, turned right, and drove toward the spot from which

Monk and Ham had | ast reported.

Rain cane down steadily, the drops swirling like snowflakes in the glare of the headlights.

Several times Birm ngham Lawn opened his mouth, as if he wanted to say sonething, but was unable to
think of anything to fit the occasion.

"You have no idea," he told Doc finally, "what a reputation you have." He fell to whistling bars
froma popul ar tune.

Wien Doc Savage brought his car to a stop near the ranshackl e boat house, Monk and Hamis car was
nowhere in sight.

Doc Savage listened to his radio. The transmitter in the other car was swi tched on; the

transcei vers were always kept ready for instant communication while Doc and his nen were

i nvestigating.

The carrier wave of the other transmtter sounded very cl ose, which nmeant the car was not many
yards away. But where was it? It wasn’t in sight.

Doc Savage swung out and exam ned the car tracks. It was dark enough now so that he had to use a
flashlight. In the mud, he found car tracks with distinctive tread design used on the machine driven
by Monk and Ham

It was obvious that Monk and Hanmis car had backed out into the street; but there, the rain had
washed away any traces that mght have been visible to the unai ded eye.

Doc Savage went back to his machine. Froma conpartnent—all the spare roomin the car was

occupi ed by conpartnments—he got a device which resenbl ed nothing so nuch as an ol d-fashi oned nagi c
lantern. This contrivance, however, had a | ens which was al nbst jet-black.

"What' s that?" Birm ngham Lawn wanted to know.

"Sel f-contained ultra-violet ray projector," the bronze nan expl ai ned.

"Utra-violet ray?"

Doc Savage pointed the lantern lens at the tracks left by Monk and Hamis car, switched the device



on and, although it enmitted no light visible to the eye, tiny fleck like spots glowed with greenish
| um nance on the pavenent where the tires of Mink and Hamis car had roll ed.

Bi r m ngham Lawn proved to have enough scientific know edge to solve this phenonenon. He said,
"There are chenical substances which gl ow, or phosphoresce, when subjected to ultra-violet |ight.
Some such chem cal must have been incorporated as an ingredient in the tires of the car your two
associ ates were driving. Am| right?"

"That," Doc Savage admitted, "is correct."

THE bronze man followed the trail of Mnk and Hanis machi ne down the street, and out to the end

of the dock; a splintered patch, where the bunper had dragged as the car went over, told him
instantly what had happened.

The bronze man shucked off his coat and dived off the dock edge. The water was cold and intensely
bl ack.

The subnmerged car lay on its side with the doors closed and the thick bulletproof w ndows intact.
Odinarily, with the windows closed, the machine was airtight, this feature having been incorporated
inits construction as a defense against gas. Like nbst of the cars used by Doc Savage and his nen,
this one was a rolling fortress.

Doc wenched, got the car door open. An air bubble a yard across |eaped past him and rushing

wat er sucked himinto the nachine.

Later, when he swamto the top, Doc had the two pets, Habeas Corpus and Chem stry. After handing
the animals up to Birm ngham Lawn, Doc clinbed to the dock.

"l don’t understand this!" Lawn gasped.

Lawn sounded fri ghtened, confused.

Doc Savage took Lawn’s el bow and I ed himoff the dock and to the car, Lawn all the while
stuttering demands to know what it was all about. Doc put Lawn in the back seat of his car, placing
Habeas Corpus and Chemistry in with him The bronze nman then slanmed the car door shut, twi sting the
handle in a certain way that automatically closed all the other doors. Lawn tried the car handl es,
then beat on one of the bulletproof w ndows.

"Hey!" he conpl ained. "You |locked nme in here."

"Where you' || be safe," Doc Savage expl ai ned.

"I"ve got enough of this!" Lawn howed. "I don’t like it. | want to go hone. Let ne out!"

Doc Savage noved away. Lawn woul d be as safe in the machi ne as anywhere, and out of the way—f
there was going to be trouble.

Doc used his ultra-violet lantern. H's aids, when operating al one, were under instructions to

bl aze their trail frequently, using a special chal k which each carri ed.

This chal k resenbl ed the styptic pencils used to heal small cuts, and were made of a chem cal
conposition and left a mark which was invisible to the naked eye, but which fluoresced when

subj ected to ultra-violet light. Doc found marks on a dock dol phin. Ham had printed:

G RL ON THI S SCHOONER

An arrow i ndi cated the schooner.

The bronze man went to the boat. There was a light in the cabin. Doc craned his neck, saw no one,
then swung quietly on to the schooner and put an ear to the cabin top.

There was no sound to indicate |life aboard the boat, and he noved toward the conpani onway.

Bl inding glare froma flashlight junped over him

"Just keep the peace, friend!" a voice advised coolly.

THERE was a man standing in a dinghy under the dock, holding a flashlight. The man shoved a gun
out into the light, a gun that was a single-action six-shooter, |ooking big enough for el ephants.
"Lie down on the deck!" the man ordered.

Doc | ay down on the deck.

The man pulled the dinghy to the rail and swung aboard the schooner. In the glow fromhis
flashlight he was a | arge young man who seened to be conposed nostly of shoul ders. He had bl ack
curly hair. H's black slacks and dark polo shirt were drenched, the wet shirt sticking to his torso
cl osely enough to show sonme unusual mnuscl es.

This burly fellow jabbed Doc with the gun and said, "Get down in the cabin!"

They entered the cabin. The young nman had bl ue eyes, a gri mnouth.

He growl ed, "There's sonethin’ familiar about you."

Doc Savage said, "Is there?"
"l dunno what this is all about, but I'mgonna find out." The young man cocked his single-action
si x-shooter. "I find nmy hooker has been searched. Then | see you nonkeyin’ around. Now spill it!

What’' s the idea?"

"Where is the girl?" Doc asked.

"Eh?"

"The girl who was aboard this schooner."

"l live on this hooker alone. There's no woman around. | |ike boats. | don't |ike wonen."
Doc Savage said, "Wuld you know anyt hing about two nen naned Monk and Han®"



"No. Never heard of ‘em" The brawny young nman squinted one eye thoughtfully. "I still think I’'ve
seen you sonmewhere before."
"What is your nane?"

"WIlliamHenry Hart," the young man grow ed. "l ain't ashamed of it."

"And your profession?"

"I's none of your damm business!" the young nan grunted. "However, |'man inventor."

"l nventor?"

"W won't go into that," the other growed. "I manufacture things, too. |'’mnot such a

smal | -tiner!" He waggled a thunmb around at the boat. "Just because | live on this hooker, it don't
mean | can’'t afford a penthouse." He beetled his brows and added, "I don't |ike wonen."

Doc Savage explained, "I'mlooking for two friends of mne who were | ed here when they trailed a

young wonman who cl ai ned she caught a strange giggling fit froma ghost."

"That sounds crackpot!" The young man shoved out his jaw and his gun. "Come across with a story
that makes sense—er |’ m gonna get tough!"

He took a step forward, hooked his thunb over the hammer of his gun, so the gun woul d not

di scharge, used the big six-shooter as a club to strike at Doc Savage's head.

Several blurred things then happened. The gun clubbed the spot where Doc’s head shoul d have been,
but the bronze man had noved. The young man went off bal ance. Doc grasped his gun wist.

The young man started struggling—struggling confidently—but his confidence went out of himlike
air out of a split balloon. For the gun was yanked out of the young nman’s hand; he was sl apped down
on the floor, held there, searched, and although all the while he struggl ed—he was a very strong
young man-hi s nuscles m ght have been as soft and unmanageabl e as a sack of mice.

He peered dazedly at the bronze nan.

"Now | know why you seened familiar!" he nuttered. "You' re Doc Savage!"

Doc Savage did not answer that. He was exam ning an interesting object yielded by the young man’s
pockets: a woman’s wrist watch.

Chapter VII. ROAD TO DEATH

EARLI ER that evening in the storehouse, Doc Savage had seen the wist watch that Birm ngham Lawn
had handed to M am Davis. Lawn had al so described the watch in detail: small purple jewel in the
stem the two snall dianonds, one at either end of the dial.

Thi s was undoubtedly the watch which had scared the girl into flight.

And now it had been in WIlliam Henry Hart’'s pocket.

Doc Savage tossed the burly young man’s bi g six-shooter overboard. Then he took a yachting book
off a shelf and glanced at the flyleaf; the book was marked:

PROPERTY OF W LLI AM HENRY HART

"Do you know a girl naned M anm Davis?" Doc asked.

Effect of this on the brawny Hart was pronounced. He sl apped both hands agai nst his chest and
gaped, his mouth very w de.

"Who?"

he expl oded.

"Her nane," Doc Savage said, "is Mam Davis. This is her watch, supposedl y?"

"l —ah—auh—

The young man haul ed hinself up and sprawl ed on the transomseat. "She’'s ny secretary,” he said.
Doc Savage pointed at the watch. "How did this watch get in your pocket?"

"I found it lying’ on the chart table when | canme back," Hart said.

"That all you know about it?"

"l gave the watch to Mss Davis as a Christmas bonus," Hart said. "A couple of days ago, she said
it had stopped runnin’. | told her | would get it fixed. She gave it to me, and | guess | put it on
top of the chart table and forgot all about it." He scow ed. "Now what about it?"

"For one thing," Doc said pronptly, "someone night have taken the watch and nade her think you
lost it in that storehouse."

"What storehouse?" The young man with the | arge shoul ders | ooked puzzl ed.

"Again, you mght have lost it in the storehouse,” Doc said.

The other glared. "What's this storehouse tal k?"

"I's she in love with you?" Doc asked.

"Love—who?"

"Mam Davis—wth you."

"How the hell would | know?" Hart yell ed.

Doc Savage opened a galley |ocker, took out a can of coffee and poured it on a galley table. He
reached for the salt.

"What in blazes you doin’?" Hart yell ed.

"CGoing to give your boat a thorough search,” Doc expl ai ned.

"Over ny dead body, you will!" the burly young man how ed.

The search proceeded over his bound and gagged body; during the incidental fighting and ki cking,
a | ocker door was caved in, the table kicked |oose fromits fastenings, and some di shes broken.



The note had been jamed hastily into the nouth of a brass chart case.

It was a plain white envelope with Hart’'s nane on the outside. Its content was a single sheet of
white paper. Printed on this:

Hart:

The two Doc Savage men and the girl have been taken out to Beach Road.

Doc Savage held the note in front of Hart’'s eyes. Doc renpved Hart's gag.

"What do you say to this?" the bronze nan denanded.

"1’ve been framed!" Hart yell ed.

"That is hardly original," Doc said.

Bl RM NGHAM LAWN was beating on the car window, trying to break them when Doc Savage returned to
the machi ne. Doc unl ocked the doors.

"This is no way to treat an innocent bystander," Lawn said indignantly. "Locking ne in the car!"
Lawn pointed at Hart. "Wio's this fell ow?"

"Ever see him before?" Doc asked.

"No—never."

Doc Savage expl ai ned. "Mnk, Ham and M am Davis have been seized and carried off. | intend
hunting for them™"

"You can take me home," Lawn said sourly. "l1’'ve got enough of this nmess!"

Doc Savage's patience was about exhausted, but his words, rather than his tone, betrayed the
fact.

"There is no tine to chauffeur you home," he said. "Either you walk, or you go with nme."

Bi r m ngham Lawn peered around at the drizzling darkness |ong enough to lose his taste for a walk
inthe rain. He licked his |ips, changed feet, then whistled a bar.

"If your car is as hard to get into as it is to get out of," he nmuttered, "I'Il probably be
safe.”

He got into the rear seat with Hart, whose ankles and wists Doc had bound.

Doc put the car in notion.

"Where we goi ng?" Lawn wanted to know.

"A note said they had taken the prisoners out Beach Road," Doc expl ai ned.

Beach Road was the name applied to a rough, wi nding thoroughfare along the shore of New Jersey.
The shore was a marshy district, with many shoal bays and inlets. The road passed through dune
sections, where sand had drifted like dirty snow across the rutted bl acktop pavenent. Bridges were
frequent.

Doc’s car traveled fast, bucking in ruts, sloughing when it hit sand. The rain washed down
steadily, and there was fog.

They had covered all of a dozen miles down the Jersey coast when Birm ngham Lawn screaned.

LAWN S yel | was strangl ed, agoni zed. Sinultaneously, the rear door of the car flew open—boc
hadn’t | ocked the doors this time—and Hart’'s burly form shot out of the speedi ng nachine.

Doc stanped the brakes; the car skidded, went broadside, straightened, turned broadside the other
way, then stopped. Lawn was maki ng barking noi ses of fear on the back seat.

"You hurt?" Doc rapped.

"He kicked me!" Lawn how ed. Lawn held his nmelon of a stomach. His squalling could have been
heard a mle away. A man badly hurt could not yell like that, so Doc left him

Doc Savage ran to the spot where Hart had junped, flashlight in hand. Rain beat against the
bronze man’s face; his feet knocked up water. Hart wasn’'t where he had | anded.

Doc dashed the flashlight beam about searchingly. He saw wet, disturbed sand where Hart had

| anded, but no tracks led into the dunes which shoved up drably on either side of the road; so the
escapi ng prisoner nmust have gone down the road.

Doc turned the flashlight beam down the road, and it picked up nothing. The bronze man ran down
the road, using the flash continually, and still found no footprints.

He was hunting when the rifle report smashed out.

The bullet cut the air close to Doc’s head, its sound like a big fiddle string breaking. Possibly
it missed the bronze man only because he was holding the flashlight so as to give a wong inpression
of where his body was—a habitual bit of caution. Doc extinguished the Iight. He doubl ed down,

whi pped to one side.

The rifle began slamming again; it was an automatic gun, and put out a dozen bullets in the tine
it would take a man to swall ow. Then sonmebody cursed sonebody el se for shooting too quick. Feet
retreated. There were evidently two nen with the rifle.

Doc set out after the fleeing gunnen. He did not catch the retreating riflenmen because they had a
not orcycl e hidden in the dunes. The cycle engine started, as noisy as an angry bulldog; its

headl i ght junped whitely; the cycle wallowed in the sand.

The two gunners, straddling it, kept it upright with their legs. The motorcycl e reached the road
and went away |ike a scared rocket.

Doc Savage reached the spot where the notorcycle had been, and found a greasy canvas cover which



had been over the nmachine to keep off the rain. Doc exami ned the cover and the sand around about.
The cover was just dirty canvas, and the sand was too sloppy to retain footprints.

But he found two soggy cigar stubs, cork-tipped cigars, discarded on the sand.

The bronze man stood, listening, and the rain reached through his clothing with cold fingers.
Then suddenly he spun and raced back to the car and whi pped behi nd t he wheel.

"Hang on!" he ordered.

An utter silence in the back seat caused Doc to | ook around. Now Birm ngham Lawn was gone.

Bi r mi ngham Lawn nust have been fright ened—he had said he was a very timd nman-so it was | ogical
to think of himleaving the car and fleeing into the sand dunes, frightened by the rifle fire.
Doc spl ashed flashlight glow on the sand beside the road. Yes; there was a man’'s tracks, |eading
into the dunes.

There was no time to foll ow Lawn.

Doc started the car notor, maneuvered the machi ne around, and set out after the riflenmen on the
motorcycle. Fifty miles an hour was as high as he dared send the car over this crooked, rutted,
sand-drifted, rain-flogged road.

VWhen Doc had covered four mles, he knew that the notorcycle had turned off sonewhere, and that
the riflemen stood a good chance of escaping.

THE two riflemen on the nmotorcycl e were reaching the sane concl usion; they thought they were
going to escape, too. They had turned off about two miles back, and had ridden to an abandoned
sunmmer bungal ow. Paint was scabbing off the sides of the bungal ow, and the roof was |eaking strings
of water into the rooms.

One of the riflenmen was Batavia. Batavia stood shaking sand off his trousers with one hand—the
front wheel of the nmotorcycle had plastered himw th the wet stuff—-and with his other hand, he held
a tel ephone receiver.

He kept saying, "Hello, dammit!" into the tel ephone. Finally he got an answer.

"Look," Batavia said, "did you get Monk, Ham and the girl hidden?"

"Did you get Doc Savage?" the tel ephone voice wanted to know.

"l asked you," Batavia yelled, "if you got the prisoners hidden!"

"Yes, yes—keep your shirt on! Did you get Doc Savage?"

"Not yet," Batavia explained. "Savage hasn't crossed the bridge yet. Hart escaped from Savage’'s
car just this side of the bridge; we knew fromLawn’s yell that Hart had got away. Then Doc Savage
cane huntin’ Hart, and we cut loose with arifle. We figured if we didn't get Savage, we'd at |east
give Hart a chance to vanpose."

"Did Hart get away?"

"l don’t know yet."

"You sound excited," the other said.

"Excited—hel I!" Batavia barked. "If you had been ridin' a damm notorcycle with Doc Savage after
you, you'd be excited, too!"

"How you gonna know if Hart got away?"

"Sone of ny boys are waitin’ at the bridge with a speedboat," Batavia explained. "They' |l pick up
Hart."

"And Savage will—=

"He' || probably go on across that bridge," Batavia said.

"When he does, we're rid of him"

This term nated the tel ephone conversation. Batavia went outdoors to stand in the rain and listen
for some sign of Doc Savage. Then he took the motorcycle around to the back, where there was a small
wharf; he wheeled the cycle out on the wharf, and toppled it into the water.

"No use |eavin' evidence around,"” he nuttered.

The man who had been with Batavia was a squat fell ow who wore the coat half of a suit of

oil skins. He was stanping his feet and grunting, trying to get a grain of sand out of his eye.
Suddenly there was noi se of a boat, and a light out on the water. The bungal ow stood besi de one

of the sea-water tidal creeks which indented the shore of New Jersey.

The boat canme to the dock of f which Batavia had toppled the notorcycle.

"That you, Batavia?" a voice asked.

"Did you find Hart?" Batavia demanded.

"Yep." The fellow jerked a thunb at Hart, who stared angrily fromhis seat in the boat.

Batavia said, "W gotta blow fromhere in a hurry.” He dropped down into the boat. Batavia's
conpani on on the motorcycle ride also got in the boat.

Bat avi a excl ai ned al oud, pointed at a strange figure in the boat. "Wo's this?" he barked.

Bi r m ngham Lawn, who sat with a gun jammed into his back, said peevishly, "I am Birm ngham Lawn,
and an innocent bystander in this whol e disagreeable matter."

"He's the |unk who owned that storehouse,” a man said. "How he got nessed up in this, | don't
know. "

"l am an absol utely innocent bystander," Lawn insisted.
Bat avi a dropped on a seat in the speedboat.



"Pull her ears down!" he said.
The man running the craft pulled the gas | ever down and the speedboat went away fromthere at a
great speed.

A FEWm nutes |l ater, Batavia ordered the boat stopped, directed that the bow searchlight be
extingui shed. The boat then floated silently on black water with rain slopping down. A nan bail ed
occasionally with a tomato can.

Fromthis spot, they could watch the | ocation of both the bungal ow and bridge—a bridge where the
road spanned the tidal creek. It was too dark to actually see nuch nore than their hands before
their faces. The bungal ow was in the distance. The bridge was cl oser at hand.

Suddenly a |ight appeared at the bungalow. It went off and on repeatedly, and di sappeared inside
the house, canme out, then progressed out on the dock.

"That’ || be Doc Savage." Batavia nuttered. "He's |l ookin' around. Fat |ot of good it’Il do him"
Doc’s distant |ight vani shed and the bronze man’s car headlights retreated in the direction of

t he road.

Bat avi a | aughed shortly.

"The next ten mnutes makes or breaks the whole thing!" he said grimy. "If Savage crosses that
bri dge—

The speedboat got broadside to the waves and began rocking violently, and Batavia grow ed an
order to the man in the bow to put out a small anchor. Raindrops nmade a steady sobbing on the water.

W lliamHenry Hart sat very still, scow ed, did not say anything at all.
Bi r m ngham Lawn squirmed and tried to say again that he was an innocent bystander, but someone
got hold of his ear, twisted it, and snarled an order, and Lawn fell into silence.

"Hey!" Batavia hissed. "Stand by to signal!"

A car was approaching the bridge, headlights pushing a great fog of |um nance ahead of it. The
bri dge was of wood with plank banisters, and it appeared ancient. The car rolled out on the bridge.
"Put a light on the bridge!" Batavia barked.

The speedboat searchlight beam sprang at the bridge in a blinding white streak which | anded on a
car. Batavia strained his eyes.

"It's Doc Savage' s machine!" he yell ed.

He whi pped out a gun and fired twice at the water—the signal.

The bridge came apart under the car. Came apart with blue-white flash, ear-splitting roar. Parts
of the bridge clinbed up—dp—fragments that swirled around the car.

The car, arnor-plate though it was, split; opened like a tin can. Water under the bridge rushed
back to | eave a great hole. Scores of yards in all directions, concussion knocked trees flat.
The glare of the explosion went away and | eft blackness, and for nmonents there was the sound of
heavy things falling back and spl ashing and crashi ng.

"Whew! " a man in the |launch nuttered. "W danged near blew this neck of the woods off the map!"
"Pick up the man who fired the charge," Batavia ordered.

The | aunch angl ed over to a bank of the creek, where a man stood, the man punping his ears with
the palms of his hands to get rid of the effects of the explosion. At the nman's feet lay a generator
of the type used to detonate expl osive.

The man got in the |aunch.

"That," he said, "was what | call blowin your troubles away!"

Chapter VIII. THE EARTHQUAKE- MAKERS

THE nost placid hours of the day in New York City are probably those fromthree o' clock in the
norning until dawn. The city does not quiet down nmuch before three o' clock in the norning, even on
rai ny nights.

It was after three o' clock in the norning and very dark, when Batavia rolled a |arge sedan to the
curb, near an array of inposing stone buildings in uptown New York. The buildings were very large. A
nanme was chiseled on the facade of one of them The nane:

METROPOLI TAN UNI VERSI TY

Bat avi a got out of the car, and three nen followed him Al of themwore dark suits, dark-blue
shirts, black hats and dark gl oves.

Batavia said, "Don’t waste any tine!"

The men went directly to one of the larger buildings; they stopped at the steps |leading up to the
front door. One of the men lay down on the wal k. A second man crouched beside him

Bat avi a went up the steps, grabbed the door handl e, began to shake the door and shout.

"Hel p!" he yelled. "Help!"

The remai ni ng nenber of the party had eased back into the darkness, where he wasn't likely to be
noti ced.

Bat avi a continued to shake the door and shout until the watchman appeared, unlocked the door, and
cane out. The watchman splashed light on Batavia's face. Batavia then | ooked as scared as he coul d.
"He's had a heart attack, or sonething!" Batavia pointed at the man lying at the foot of the

st eps.



The wat chnan ran down the steps and stared at the prone nan.

"1"11 tel ephone for a doctor!" the watchman excl ai nmed.

"I"ma doctor," said the man kneeling beside the prone one.

"What do you want nme to do?" the watchman asked wildly.

"Just wait a mnute," said the man who clained to be a doctor. "I'lIl see if we can bring this
poor fellow out of it."

During the excitenment, the fourth menber of the party had left his conceal nent in the shadows,
and had entered the building through the door which the watchman had unl ocked and | eft open.

The man who entered the building seemed to have a very definite idea of where he was going, what
he wanted to do. He gall oped through the massive halls—his rubber-sol ed shoes made little

noi se—until he came to a room whi ch housed the scientific instrunments.

This was the science hall of the university.

The man stopped before a sei snograph, the conplicated and highly sensitive device which

regi stered, by recording mcroscopic earth convul sions, the occurrence of earthquakes.

The marauder put a flashlight on the sei snbgraph recordi ng apparatus. He renoved the cover with
skill and speed which showed he knew a great deal about sei snpgraphs, then studied the inked record.
Wth infinite care, he reached into the seisnograph.

He made the sei snograph show an earthquake which had not occurred.

The prowl er then replaced the cover, satisfied hinself there was nothing to show the sei snograph
had been tanpered with, and eased back to the door.

The wat chman was standing, staring at the man lying at the foot of the stairs. He did not see the
prowl er quit the building. A few mnutes |ater, when the man who had been |ying on the sidewal k got
up and vouchsafed, with a proper anmount of shakiness, that he felt able to navigate, all the men
went away.

The wat chman returned to his duties, having no suspicion that anyone had gai ned entrance to the
bui 1 ding by the use of an el aborate trick.

BATAVI A and his nmen got in their car and Batavia drove grimy, holding his nmouth tight. Several
tinmes he grunbled about the long trip fromthe New Jersey bridge, where they had dynam ted Doc
Savage's car, to the city.

"The length of that trip delayed us," Batavia grow ed. "It nade us get started at this business
too late in the night!" He was full of conplaints. Then he turned to the man who had entered into
the science hall. "You sure you fixed that seisnmograph?" he snarl ed.

"l know nmy business,"” said the man who had tanpered with the sei snbgraph.

"Them t hi ngs show the direction of an earthquake, don't they?"

"Leave that part to ne!" the other said ill-tenperedly. "I know nore about seisnographs and

eart hquakes than you ever read. You do your part as well as | do mine, and we won't have any nore
hi tches!"

"Who' s caused hitches?" Batavia snarl ed.

"You have!" said the seisnograph expert. "You tried to stop the girl fromgetting to Doc Savage
in the first place, and got scared out of your wits!"

"For a little," Batavia grated, "lI'd stop this car and knock that sass out of you!"

Bat avi a speeded the car up, nmade a left turn, traveled a few bl ocks, took a right turn, and

pul l ed up on the obscure side of the block of buildings on Central Park which housed the Anmerican
Museum of Natural History.

"This one may be a little tougher," Batavia said.

"If we get one seisnpbgraph, we’'ve got to get themall," the seisnbgraph expert said.

"Ch, shut up!" Batavia grow ed.

There was no el aborate trickery about their method of gaining adm ssion to the nmuseum their ruse
was sinplicity itself.

A man opened the door for themand greeted theminpatiently; he was one of Batavia's nen, and he
had hi dden hinself in the museum before the closing hour. He had nade sure no watchman was in that
portion of the nmuseum

"You guys been taking in night clubs?" the man demanded. "You were due three hours ago!"

"Pi pe down!" Batavia ordered. "W been busy."

They went to the room whi ch contained the seisnograph, and the others took up positions of

| ookout while the expert went to work on the instrument. When he had caused the university

sei smograph to record a fake earthquake, the expert had noted the tine to the split part of a
second—he wore a jeweled wist watch with a large second hand for this purpose.

The expert then made a fake earthquake register on the Museum of Natural H story’'s seisnograph,
made it show at the precise instant that he had recorded the one at the university.

"That fixes it," he said finally.

THEY left the nuseumthe way they had cone. The nan who had hidden in the place to let themin,
left with them Batavia consulted his watch as he got into the car.
"We may make it," he admitted grudgingly.



They drove to the nearest hotel, and found a tel ephone booth. Batavia scow ed at the seisnograph
expert.

"You cal |l Washington," Batavia ordered.

The expert was in the booth several minutes, part of which tine he spent ringing the bell wth

quarters, to pay the toll on his Washington call. Wen he cane out, he |ooked pl eased.
"Bub will call me back," he said.

"How long will it take?" Batavia demanded.

"An hour maybe."

"We'll wait."

They settled in the hotel |obby chairs, where it was nurky and quiet. Street cars went clanging
past occasionally, and now and then the exhaust of a bus nade noi se.

Bat avia grow ed, "You sure the nug in Washi ngton knows his busi ness?"

"He’s no nug. He's ny brother." The sei snpograph expert scow ed.

Bat avi a subsi ded. The hour dragged past, and still there was no call from Washi ngton. Suddenly
t hunder gave a great whoppi ng gobble outside, and it began to rain again. Finally the tel ephone
rang; it was Washi ngton.

The man who knew al | about seisnographs talked to his brother in Washington and | aughed several
tines. He canme out of the booth chuckling.

"Perfect!" he said.

"He have any trouble getting to the Washi ngton sei snbgraph?" Batavi a denmanded.

"Nope. He had keys to the place." The expert chuckled again. "He nmade the Washi ngton instrunent
show a quake at the sane place and tinme that we faked one on the two machines here. You know, |I'm
beginnin’ to enjoy this gag."

"You're sure," Batavia asked, "that these seisnographs are the only ones in this part of the
United States?"

"The only ones in operation," the expert said.

"Then we got us an earthquake all fixed up," Batavia decl ared.

Chapter I X. THE G GGLI NG PECPLE

THE next instance of a giggling ghost came to the public notice about nine o' clock the next

ni ght. The newspapers did not print the story of this giggling ghost that night; that cane |ater.
No gi ggling ghost actually appeared this tine.

A man just caught the giggles.

He was not a very happy man, which nmade his giggling all the nore startling; startling at first,
that was, before it began to be realized that being happy or sad had very little to do with the

gi ggl i ng.

This first victimwas a grocer; he ran a store, which he kept open evenings. The store was cl ose
enough to his residence that he could go hone for dinner, and he habitually took a short-cut across
a vacant | ot which was thickly overgrown w th weeds.

On this night he took his usual short-cut. He was rather a bug on health, and he al ways wal ked
with his chest out and head back, taking deep breaths.

He did not see a ghost.

He began to giggle shortly after he had crossed the weed-grown lot. He started with snall

sni ckers. When he got home, he sat down on his front porch and tittered. He snickered until he had
to hold his sides, but strangely enough, there was no joy on his face. Rather, there was grow ng
terror.

The grocer’s wife cane out on the porch. Hs wife was a large woman with affirmative ways, and
after she had asked himseveral times what he thought was so funny, and her husband only snickered
at her, she lost her tenper and gave hima kick in the ribs.

Her husband toppl ed over and continued to shake with his giggles.

"@Qug—gug—get a doctor!" he giggl ed.

Hs wife did not believe in doctors. She hauled himin the house, and tried doctoring himherself
wi th good ol d-fashi oned renedi es such as castor oil, ice packs, snelling salts, and a hot foot bath.
But by m dnight the grocer was so much worse that his wife grew really scared, and called an

ambul ance.

The anbul ance attendants | ooked puzzled as they carried the grocer, quaking and giggling, out to
the white vehicle. The anbul ance noaned through the streets to the hospital.

In the hospital, all the doctors |ooked puzzl ed.

The giggling merchant went into the diagnosis room where he was X-rayed, had his refl exes

tested, his netabolismneasured. Mst doctors joined the conference.

Then all the doctors stood around and shook their heads. The giggling nerchant had them stunped.
When five other giggling people |anded in the hospital the followi ng day, it was a nuch bigger
mystery. The newspapers got hold of it. The giggling ghosts becanme an incredible story.

IT had been a quiet day for the newspapers; the international situation was calm the stock
mar ket was stationary, and there had been no interesting nurders. True, there had been a nysterious



bri dge explosion on a renpte New Jersey road two nights before.

Residents of the thinly popul ated district had heard this detonation, but no one had been found
who had witnessed it. This nystery of a destroyed bridge was played up in the early newspaper
editions, but lost prom nence after an anonynous note reached the sheriff of the New Jersey county,
a note stating that sone unruly boys had been experimenting with a honme-made bonb.

This note caused the authorities to start looking for unruly boys; it kept them from draggi ng the
deep water under and around the bridge, sonething they had been considering doing; so the note
succeeded—Bat avia had sent it—+n its purpose: a ruse to keep Doc Savage's subnerged car from being
f ound.

There al so appeared in the newspapers a snall itemto the effect that WIIliam Harper "Johnny"
Littl ej ohn, the em nent archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, had stated that Doc Savage had di sappear ed.
Johnny Littlejohn was another one of Doc Savage's five assistants.

The fact that Doc Savage had di sappeared woul d have received a burst of newspaper publicity,
except that WIIliam Harper Littlejohn declared there was no justification for any belief that the
bronze man m ght have nmet with foul play. Johnny nade this tenpering statenent because he knew of
Doc Savage's dislike for publicity.

The bridge expl osion, the m ssing Doc Savage, were wi ped off all the front pages by the giggling
peopl e.

By six o' clock five gigglers had turned up in hospitals, in addition to the nerchant.

Some of these insisted they nust have caught the giggles fromthe giggling ghost, or ghosts.

Aut ormobi | es | oaded with doctors kept rushing fromone hospital to another, trying to diagnose the
epidemi c. As might be expected, there was di sagreenment anong the specialists, sone contendi ng one
thing, and sone anot her.

Gradual 'y, however, they all agreed that the giggling was caused by spasns of the respiratory
muscul ar system undoubtedly was the result of sonething drastically wong with the respiratory
nervous centers.

By ten o' clock that night, over twenty gigglers were in Jersey hospitals. The gigglers were all
in Jersey: there were none in Manhattan, the Bronx, or Staten Island.

Each victimof the giggling nal ady becane steadily worse.

The police investigated, of course. The police at once noticed that all gigglers were being found
in Jersey—+n a certain area of Jersey, to be exact. The sector was confined to a district on the
river front, near the nmouth of a vehicular tunnel which had been recently constructed under the
Hudson River.

It was a region of lowpriced hones, not a particularly fashi onabl e nei ghborhood. By dawn the
follow ng norning, it was absolutely certain that every giggling victimhad come fromthis sector.
So had the stories of the giggling ghosts.

Al 'so by norning, it had been ascertained that each of the gigglers had one thing in common: they
each had taken a wal k that day, or that evening. In every case, the victimhad wal ked through the
streets in the river-front district.

At nine o' clock the next norning, A King Christophe put in an appearance.

A. KING CHRI STOPHE was a very fat man, with round eyes, not nuch of a nose, a puffy face and very
bl ack hair. When A King Christophe bl ew out his cheeks and gl ared, which he had the habit of doing
on the slightest provocation, he | ooked very fierce. He was a geol ogi st. Newspaper investigators
later in the day learned that A King Christophe was a rather well-known geol ogi st.

Geol ogi st A. King Christophe got a | oad of newspaper publicity that day, for it was he who cane
forth with a discovery of the source of the giggling nal ady.

A. King Christophe arrived in a taxicab. Wen he alighted fromthe cab, he carried a suitcase,

| arge and nuch worn. He inmmediately had a quarrel with the taxi driver over the fare, and bl ew out
his cheeks and | ooked so fierce that he bluffed the driver.

When A. King Christophe’s worn suitcase was opened, it proved to contain |litnmus papers and ot her
scientific aids for analyzing the conposition of earth and air. For two hours he prow ed over the
regi on, using the devices. Then he went to the police.

"See!" he said. "I have idea."

"Go away," the cops said. "Everybody seens to have ideas around here to-day. Ghosts with the

cont agi ous giggles! Al kinds of ideas!"

A. King Christophe blew out his cheeks, glared and intimdated the officer into |istening.

"She are gas that make all this giggle!" Christophe declared. "She are gas, and she cone from
ground!"

"What kind of gas?" the cop wanted to know.

"Gve nme tine, give ne tine!" said A King Christophe indignantly.

The policeman called other policenmen, and they called chem cal experts; and A King Christophe
denonstrated to the satisfaction of everyone that the earth in certain parts of the Jersey gas area
was undoubtedly saturated with a nysterious vapor.

The newspapers broke out their biggest type.

MYSTERI QUS EARTH GAS,



NOT GHOSTS,

CAUSI NG G GGLE DEATHS!

Two giggling victinms had died by now. The poor grocery nmerchant went first, and the other victim
was a truck driver

A. King Christophe was hailed as a hero; he had acconplished nothing, but he was hail ed anyway
He had | earned there was gas.

But what kind of gas was it? That was the question

"Have chem sts make anal ysis," suggested A King Christophe. "They mght learn."

Wiy did the gas happen to be coming fromthe ground? That was anot her question. A King
Chri st ophe pondered that

"l have theory." Christophe blew his cheeks out. "Suppose this gas are deep in earth for |long
time. Suppose she not get out because of strata of rock over it, like a |lid. Suppose earthquake
crack the stone lid."

" Eart hquake?"

"I say it may be."

It appeared, however, that no one had felt any earthquakes around New Jersey recently. The

gi ggling ghost story seenmed as sensible

"Many earthquakes no one are notice!"™ A King Christophe said angrily. "To find earthquake, | ook
at instrunent nade to record them-+nstrunent called sei snograph!"”

They consul ted the sei snbgraphs at the university, the nuseumin Washington; so they found

evi dence of a subterranean earthquake in the vicinity of Jersey.

A score of people then popped up to declare they had felt the earthquake at the precise tine the
sei smograph records said it had occurred. These peopl e even descri bed how pictures danced on the
wal I s and gl asses had junped off tables; such is human nature

Now it was generally concluded that a nystery gas had been inprisoned under the earth’s crust for
centuries, that an earthquake had cracked the crust, and that the gas was com ng out and meking
peopl e giggle thensel ves to death

Ghost s—ot hi ng!

Then W liam Harper Littlejohn put in an appearance, and the affair began to get conplicated

AS a geol ogi st W1 Iliam Harper "Johnny" Littlejohn had a reputation considerably exceedi ng that of
A. King Christophe. Johnny was just about tops in the geol ogy business

Johnny Littlejohn was al so probably the | ongest and the thinnest man who had ever been in that
part of Jersey; newspapernen |iked to | abel Johnny as being two nen tall and half a man thick, and
he came near being that. Johnny's clothing never fitted him for no tailor could quite nmanage to
cope with such a broonstick physique

Johnny appeared in the gas disaster district to conduct an investigation of his own. Johnny's
scientific instruments were nore conplicated than those used by A King Christophe. Because Johnny
had a geol ogi cal reputation, a nunber of newspapernen followed himaround, awaiting his conclusions
When Johnny voiced his findings the first time, nobody understood him

"I"1l be superamal gamat ed!" Johnny excl ai med

He had a habit of never using a snmall word when he could think of a big one

"An ul traconsunmat e nmunpsi nus! " he added

The reporters copi ed Johnny’s big words down; the tongue-knotters al ways nmade good color in a

news story.

"Now, just what do you nean?" the reporters asked. "Ghosts?"

Rel uctantly, Johnny fell back on little words

"There is gas," he said. "There is no doubt that the gas is causing the giggling, because it

seens to be sone nature of pul nonic—=

"Whoa!" a reporter interrupted. "Little words—+f you don't mnd."

"A pul monic," Johnny explained, "is an agent affecting the lungs. In this case, it is causing
spasnodi ¢ behavi or, and eventual disintegration of the affected nervous area."

"So that’'s what you said," a reporter grunted. "That's what you neant by ultra-ultracon—

"No, it isn't," Johnny corrected

"Huh?"

"What | said," Johnny explained, "is that there has been a trenendous nistake."

"M st ake about what? You don't nean there is a ghost?"

"The earthquake. "

" Meani ng?"

"There wasn’'t any earthquake," Johnny said

WORD of this renmarkabl e statenent reached A King Christophe who, after sneering several tines
bl ew out his cheeks

"Who is this WIliam Harper Littlejohn?" he jeered

"He's got a bigger reputation than you have," he was told, but nore inpolitely.

" Poof ! "



A. King Christophe let the air out of his cheeks. "He has reputation as Doc Savage hanger-on! |
not consider himauthority."

The reporters, on the | ookout for the dramatic, made an inquiry. "Wuld you like to tell Johnny
Littlejohn that to his face?" they asked.

"Yes," said A King Christophe.

The two geol ogi sts met and surveyed each other like two strange roosters. Physically, they both
cane rather close to being freaks, and the news caneranen got busy taking pictures.

"1"11 be superamal gamated!" Johnny said grinmy.

A. King Christophe | ooked startl ed.

"Whi ch?"
W Iliam Harper Littlejohn said, "In Doc Savage's headquarters there is a seisnograph.”
" But —*

"And this seisnograph of Doc’s did not register an earthquake,” Johnny sai d.

"But three other seisnographs did register one!" A King Christophe shouted.

"l don't care what registered which!" Johnny yelled. "There wasn't any earthquake! | stake ny
opi ni on on Doc’s machine!"

A. King Christophe stanped away meki ng remarks about |ong, |ean wal king dictionaries.

Chapter X. FAKE QUAKE

W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN did not care for reporters, because of the joy the scribes took in
exaggerating the long, |ean geologist’s characteristics.

As soon as Johnny had given the press his opinion about there having been no earthquake, he
retired to the midtown Manhattan skyscraper where Doc Savage nmade his headquarters.

Johnny was worried about Doc. The bronze man had been missing two days. Johnny had | earned of the
excitement here in the building two days ago, when soneone had tried to prevent a young wonan from
reachi ng Doc Savage.

This was the effort Batavia had made to stop Mam Davis, but Johnny had no nmeans of know ng
that; he just knew there had been sone trouble, follow ng which Doc had di sappear ed.

Johnny had been at headquarters about an hour when there was a knock on the door. The gaunt
geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st hurried over, hoping it was Doc, and opened the door.

"Ch!" he said.

The visitor was a stranger, a tall young nman with great shoul ders and a body that was

i mpressively nmuscular. The visitor scow ed at Johnny.

"I"'mWIIliam Henry Hart, an inventor and manufacturer," he said.

Johnny frowned at Hart, whom he had never seen before. "Is replication exigent?" he asked.
"Huh?" said Hart.

Johnny translated, "Wiat do | say to that?"

"You nmean |'m W IIliam Henry Hart—and so what?"

"Equi parably correct," Johnny said.

WIlliam Henry Hart | ooked puzzled. He put out his jaw "Look here," he grow ed, "use little
words, if you don’t mind."

"What do you want?"

"lI"ve got inportant bad news," Hart said. "Ah—Poc Savage is missin', isn't he?"

"Doc seens to have di sappeared,"” Johnny adnmitted.

"He's dead," Hart said.

Johnny took a step back, sank in the chair. H's face blanched. H's fingers tightened until they
bit into the chair arm H s jaw sagged.

BECAUSE Doc Savage led a |ife of constant danger, Johnny had al ways feared of disaster befalling
the bronze man. As a matter of fact, all Doc’s nen were in enough danger constantly to nake them
concerned about each other’'s safety.

It was several nonents before Johnny coul d speak.

"Who—what - He still couldn't frame a coherent sentence.

Hart hooked a long | eg over the desk corner.

"l could ve broke it easier," he said. "But | figured bad news was bad news."

Johnny’ s hands shook. The shock was tremendous. He could not believe that the bronze man was—was—
He said, "What happened?" hoarsely.

WIlliam Henry Hart got off the desk, clasped his nuscular fingers behind his back and tranped the
length of the office, then back again.

"l don't |ike wonmen!" he said.

Johnny | ooked up. "What?"

"Well, a girl was the cause of this. Agirl named Manm Davis. She's the one who got nme and Doc
Savage mixed up init."

Johnny said, "Please tell a coherent story."

"O K.," Hart said. "Here it is—plenty coherent. Mam Davis followed a—a gigglin' ghost to a
storehouse, or so she said. In the storehouse, she got a gigglin’ fit. Then she came to Doc Savage.



A man tried to stop her, but failed. The girl took Doc to this storehouse. Then she found her wi st
wat ch; she’d given ne the watch to have fixed. The watch was Iying’ in the storehouse.

"The girl then came rushin’ to the boat where | live. Wiy, | don’t know. Sone nen grabbed her at
the boat. At the same time, the men grabbed Monk and Ham who were trailin the girl."

Hart expl ai ned how Doc Savage had arrived at the boat, and found the note sayi ng Monk, Ham and

M am Davis had been taken out to Beach Road.

Hart then described the incident on the way.

"Thi s Bi rm ngham Lawn," he said, "kept tightening the knots of the ropes which bound ne. He nust
have pulled the wong rope end or sonething, because the ropes got |ooser all of a sudden. So | got
| oose and junped out of the car."

"Strange thing for you to do," Johnny said griny.

Hart put out his jaw and gl ared.

"Look!" he snapped. "Any tine a guy barges in on ne and ties ne up with a rope, |I’mgonna do
sonethin’ about it! | don't care if the guy is Doc Savage!"

"You junped out of the car," Johnny pronpted. "Then what?"

"I went tearin’ across the sand dunes,"” Hart explained. "I hit the beach, and about that tine a

bunch of mugs popped out and shoved guns into ny ribs. They put ne in a speedboat."”

Then Hart described in blunt detail the blasting of the bridge when Doc Savage’'s car appeared
upon it.

"They killed Doc Savage right there," he finished.

JOHNNY sat and contenplated his own feet with blank intentness, and no nuscle in his |ong body
seened to stir, his eyes did not blink, his breathing was inperceptible, and the throbbing of a vein
in his forehead was the only sign of Iife about him

"Why did you conme to nme?" he asked hollowy.

The burly young man said, "Well, hell, what else could | do?"

"They turned you | oose?"

"They did."

"Can you give any clues?"

"You nean clues to who those nmen were—er where you can find then? O clues to—well, this giggling
ghost stuff?"

"Any of that."

"Not a clue," Hart said. "They blindfolded ne in the boat, after the explosion. They kept ne

bl i ndfol ded until they kicked ne out of a car. They kicked ne out on a New Jersey road."

Johnny grow ed, "You say this Birm ngham Lawn was al so taken a prisoner?"

Hart scow ed.

"Yes," he said. "And | ain't plunb satisfied about that nug, either."

"What do you nean?"

"Lawn seenmed too damm innocent to nme!" Hart grow ed.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn got up and shuffled to the wi ndow He seened to have becone as stiff as
an old man. An oppressing shroud of fog lay over the dark, snoky towers of Manhattan.

"When did Mam Davis have her giggling fit?" Johnny demanded.

Hart gave the tine.

"Then the girl was a victimbefore the time this earthquake is supposed to have happened! That is
important!”

Hart was puzzled. "Before the earthquake—

"It proves," Johnny said grimy, "that an earthquake had nothing to do with the gas!" Johnny
turned away fromthe window H's face | ooked so sunken that it seemed conposed of nothing but bone.
"What about Monk and Han?" he asked.

"I think they were goin’ to kill them" Hart said.

Johnny wi nced. Hi s nouth worked.

Hart got up, straightened his coat on his w de shoulders, and jammed his large fists in his
pocket s.

"I thought 1'd tell you this," he said. "Them guys prom sed to croak me if | opened ny nouth to
anybody, but"—he stuck out his jaw—let ‘emhop to it! And if they harmthat girl"—his voice lifted
to an angry yell—=1"1l tear the heads off every last one of ‘enm"

Hart went over and cl asped Johnny’s arm "Look here," he continued, "I’mworried about that girl.
The snip! If they dare hurt her—

"You are in love with Mam Davis?" Johnny asked.

Hart swal | owned.

"l don't know," he growled. "But |'mworried as hell about her."

Johnny said, "I amgoing to call on you if you can be of any assistance."
"Do that," Hart said grimy. "I got a rushin little manufacturing business to | ook out for, but
it’s gonna be neglected until | find that girl is safe.”

Hart then stanped out of the office, holding his jaw out belligerently.
Johnny flung to a tel ephone.



"Long Tom" he said into the instrunent.

"Yes!" a voice responded

"A man is |leaving the office"—Johnny described Hart—and | want you to follow him"

"Right!" "Long Tont said. "Wo is he?"

Johnny said, "Man nanmed Hart. He says Doc is dead. | think it’'s queer he cane to ne with the
story, instead of going to the police."

The other man, Long Tom nmde a horrified noise over the tel ephone. "Doc—you say—but it can't—
"Fol | ow Hart, Long Tom"

"I"l'l follow him Renny is with me. W'll both follow Hart."

The man call ed "Long Tom' was Maj or Thomas J. Roberts—specialty electricity; avocation that of
Doc Savage assi stant.

"Renny" was Col onel John Renw ck, a great engineer, also a great hand to prove he could knock
panel s out of wooden doors with his huge fists. He, too, was an aid to Doc Savage

These three men—Johnny, Long Tom and Renny—wi th the m ssing Monk and Ham conprised Doc Savage's
staff of five associates

Chapter Xl. NO MEDDLERS

BY now there were alnost fifty giggling victins in the hospitals. Each one of these had cone from
one small section of Jersey. Only this area was affected. Police had roped off streets leading to
the district, and were keeping back the spectators. Sone of the curious were idiots enough to want
to venture into the affected zone and take chances with the gas, solely to see what was going on, or
| ook for giggling ghosts, if there really were any.

Evacuati on was comencing. Just as river bottons menaced by flood waters are cleared of

inhabitants, so was the gas area to be cleared. Huge noving vans, piloted by policenen wearing gas
masks, noved in and out, carrying househol d goods

The evacuation was a pitiful spectacle. The section was one of small honmes. The honmes were
unpretentious, often shabby, but neverthel ess hones in the real sense, because the homes were owned
by those who lived in them

These peopl e were stubborn. They did not understand. They could not see the gas, not actually see
it, and many of themwere inclined to be suspicious of the attenpt to get themout of their hones
The fact that the gas did not conpletely blanket the district made the exodus nore difficult to
arrange. The gas appeared only in spots; whole blocks were not affected

A conpany of national guardsnmen were sent to the scene to assist

Meanwhi | e, geol ogi sts and scientists went around, wearing gas masks, trying to figure out sone

way of bl ocking off the gas. Many possibilities were suggested; one possibility was that deep wells
m ght be drilled, the gas drawn off through these, and piped out to sea

Arny engineers came to investigate the chances of conpressing the gas and storing it in

containers, to use in the next war.

THAT night, in the vicinity of all this confusion, a sinister nmeeting was held

It was held in a very large, very old house. This house stood alone in the center of a vast |ot
that was jungled with shrubbery. The house was made of concrete blocks, and it had four entrances
one on each side

Batavia was first to arrive at the house, and he bustled around, unlocking all the doors, naking
ready for the nmeeting. To-night Batavia wore a different assortnent of gray clothes, and he chewed a
cork-tipped cigar

He did not seem happy.

Men who arrived for the conference cane furtively. They entered the house by different doors

coat collars turned up, hats yanked down, handkerchiefs held to their faces. Two or three
apparently not caring, made no effort to conceal their visages; one of the latter was the man who
had fired the blast under the bridge as Doc Savage’'s car was crossing

The interior of the house was kept dark. Each man had to give a password. Beyond that, little
tal ki ng was done, and this was confined to grunts

Several tines, however, there were outbursts of giggling

When nore than a dozen nmen were present, Batavia called order by clearing his throat |oudly. Then
he turned a flashlight on his own face and let all the nmen see him

"l am Batavia," he explained. "Sone of you already know ne."

H s audi ence was silent, except for one man, who couldn’t help giggling

"I amthe man who hired all of you," Batavia said. "Your orders canme through ne."

He paused to let that sink in

"There is another over ne," he said. "I amnot the real |eader."

This got two or three surprise grunts fromthe assenbl age. The men squirnmed uneasily, for the
spooky at nosphere in the old house had their nerves on edge

Bat avi a said, "Progress has been satisfactory. The public is being fooled into believing gas from
the earth is causing the giggling. No one now believes there were any giggling ghosts."

Batavia threw his cigar on the floor and put a fresh one in his nouth



"It's a good thing for us," he said, "that we got that ghost story stopped."

He added, "Doc Savage was di sposed of. That was good work, too."

Sonmeone in the audi ence started giggling, and Batavia waited until the man could control hinself.
"Sonme nore trouble has devel oped,” Batavia said. "One of Doc Savage's aids, a man named Johnny
Littlejohn, is causing the trouble. This Littlejohn is going around claimnng there wasn't any
eart hquake. W can't have that!"

Bat avia now cal | ed out four nunbers; evidently the nen in the organi zati on answered to nunbers
rat her than nanes.

"l want you four men," Batavia said, "to go with me, to-night. We’re going to get rid of this
Johnny Littlejohn as fast as we got rid of Doc Savage!"

A man in the background nuttered, "What about this guy naned Birni ngham Lawn?"

Bat avi a | aughed harshly. "Don’t worry about Lawn!"

"And that geol ogist, A King Christophe?”

"Christophe is harm ess," Batavia said. "Forget him"

Bat avi a extingui shed the flashlight which had been glowing on his features.

Then he did sonething dramatic.

"Gentl enen," he announced, "I have a surprise."

Tense sil ence dropped over the room

Batavia said, "I told you a noment ago that another nan was the real |eader of this. That man is
here now. He wants you to see his face, wants you to know him so that, when he gives you an order,
you will know who he is."

Bat avi a pointed his flashlight at an open door.

The light struck full on the face of a man standing there.

At | east one of the group knew the face by sight, because this individual emtted an excl amation.
"WlliamHenry Hart!" he ejacul ated. "The inventor!"

Bat avi a | aughed.

"Yes," he said. "The boss is WIlliamHenry Hart."

GECLOGE ST W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN habitually drove an old goblin of a car that appeared as

i ncapabl e of efficiency as its owner, but which was just as deceptive in appearance. Johnny had been
known to go at top speed for an astonishing length of tine w thout sleep or food, and his old car
had like qualities, except that it never fasted; it drank prodigious anbunts of gas.

I't was mdnight—an hour after the neeting in the old cenent bl ock house—when Johnny, driving his
anci ent chariot, drew up beside the waterfront curb.

A man cane out of the darkness and got in the car.

The new arrival, besides being big, was distinctive for two features: he had a | ong

goi ng-to-a-funeral face, and his fists were nearly the size of quart pails. This nan was Mj or John
"Renny" Renwi ck, engineer, fist-smasher of door panels, and a Doc Savage aid.

"Holy cow" Renny said, trying to find a soft place in the car cushions. "That Hart sure led us a
chase. "

Renny had a voice remniscent of a lion roaring in a cave.

"Has Hart done anythi ng suspicious?" Johnny asked.

"Heck—no! He just bounces around like the Irishman’s flea. | never saw a guy do nore work than
he’s done."

"You haven't |ost sight of Hart at any tine?"

"Long Tom and | have watched himevery mnute," Renny said.

"Where is Hart now?"

"In the Digester Conpany plant just around the corner. You mght as well walk."

Johnny got out of his traffic hazard. Al ongside Renny, Johnny |ooked incredibly thin. They wal ked
about two bl ocks, and were confronted by a new brick factory building which, while not extrenely
large, was neat and nodern. A sign across the front of the factory said:

HART DI GESTER COVPANY

"What’' s a digester?" Johnny asked.

"It's a contraption they put on snokestacks," Renny explained. "It takes the soot and snell out
of smoke. This patent digester of Hart's is sonething a little extraordinary. It purifies the air.
If it could be generally adopted, they claimit would be a boon to cities."

"How does a snoke digester purify the air?"

"I"'mno chemst!" Renny grunted. "But it takes the inmpurities out of the air, and puts back
oxygen, or something. Wrks with chemcals."

"Works with chemcal s? That seens significant."

"W thought so, too," Renny said grimy.

"If Hart invented the purifier, he's a chemst."

"Hart is a chemist, all right."

"It would take a chemi st to devel op a gas that makes peopl e giggle thenselves to death."

"Still," Renny said, "I wonder if that business about giggling ghosts ain’t nore inportant than
we figure."



Looki ng thoughtfully over their conclusions, the two nen entered a vacant |lot located directly
across the street fromthe factory. The | ot was surrounded by a tall board fence.

Long Tom was posted at a knothole in the fence, using a pair of binoculars.

It was a fact that undertakers always brightened when they saw Long Tom Roberts, because he
appeared to be an imedi ate prospect for a funeral.

Long Tom had been a weakly baby, and a feebl e-appearing youth, and all through his nanhood he had

| ooked as if he ought to be in a hospital. This appearance of being an invalid was m sl eadi ng; Long
Tom coul d lick nine out of ten of the average run of men on any street.

"Hart is still working," Long Tom expl ai ned di sgustedly and poi nted. Johnny put his eye to the

knot hol e.

HART was seated at a desk in his factory. Hart had his jaw shoved out, and he was doing things to
papers with a pencil. He was plainly visible because the entire wall of the room was w ndows.
"That all he’s been doi ng?" Johnny asked.

"Yep," said Long Tom

"You sure?"

"Listen!" Long Tomsaid belligerently. "We ain’t taken an eye off himsince he |eft Doc Savage’s
headquarters!”

"I"1l be superamal gamated!" Johnny conpl ained. "I hoped he'd |l ead us to Monk and Ham"

They stood there gloomly, thinking of Doc Savage and Monk and Ham and the fate that had

befal l en them

"Well, Hart hasn’'t nmade a guilty nove," Long Tomsaid finally.

Johnny sighed. "W might as well get himand take himwith us. He said he was willing to help. As
long as he’'s with us, we can watch him"

"Take himwi th us where?" Renny denmanded.

"We're going," Johnny said, "to interview a man naned Birm ngham Lawn."

VWhen Johnny, Long Tom and Renny wal ked in, WIlliamHenry Hart flung one hand on a handkerchi ef
lying on his desk. Hart glared at them a burly and belligerent young nman.

He pointed at Renny and Long Tom "Who are these guys?"

Johnny expl ai ned that Renny and Long Tom were nore Doc Savage associ ates.

Hart then took his hand of f the handkerchief, picked the handkerchi ef up, and disclosed a |arge
automatic pistol under it.

"I ain't takin' chances," he explained. "I've had enough funny business to do nme for a while."
Johnny said, "W hope you will join us."

"l got work to do!" Hart said.

Johnny said, "W will ook for Man Davis anong other things. W thought you—

This had an i medi ate effect on Hart. He put down his pencil, kicked his chair back, and picked
up his gun and tucked it in the waistband of his trousers.

"Let's go hunt bear," he said.

They left the snoke-digester-air-purifier manufacturing plant.

"We'll start our hunt," Johnny said, "with Birm ngham Lawn."

"He's one of our bears, if you ask ne," Hart said.

They reached Johnny's old car and got in.

Wien the engine started, it shook the whole elderly vehicle, and when the conveyance got in
nmotion, there was a suspicion that one or nore of the wheels were square.

WIlliam Henry Hart took his gun out of his belt, and began unloading it.

"What’'s the idea of that?" Johnny asked.

"I"'mafraid this car will jar it off!" Hart explained unkindly.

Chapter X I. THE RESCUED

LAWN mi ght not have had the |largest house in the country, but it was unlikely there were nany
houses with nore dignity. Lawn’s house was as dignified as an art gallery; it also | ooked rather
like an art gallery, being made of |ight-colored stone, and it was the shape of a |long cube, with no
ornate gincracks or decorations. Everything was so sinple and reserved.

The house sat alone on a grassy knob, and there were a few trees. A white gravel driveway wound
fromthe house to a gate in a bleak stone wall. It all looked a little |like Munt Vernon,

Washi ngton’s hone, except that the house was nore severe.

There was a gatehouse at the gate, and a gat ekeeper.

Johnny pull ed up before the gatehouse, stopping his rattletrap by sone conbination of which he
al one was the master.

"An abode of attitudinarianism®" Johnny renarked.

Hart | ooked at Johnny. "Huh?"

"He means a showpl ace," Long Tom transl at ed.

"It would be easier for himto say so," Hart nuttered.

A gat ekeeper cane out of the gatehouse to frown disapprovingly at the old car.

"We wi sh to see Birm ngham Lawn," Johnny sai d.



The gat ekeeper went back into the gatehouse and, judging fromthe sounds, he tel ephoned an
inqui ry about whether or not he should admt the visitors, because he put his head out the door to
demand their namnes.

"M. Lawn will be glad to see you," he announced then.

Johnny drove through the gate, along the wi nding gravel walKk.

Johnny | ooked at Hart. "I thought you said the gang had Lawn prisoner."
"They must’ve turned himloose," Hart said.

" Hunph! "

Hart made a grow i ng noi se and shoved his face al nost agai nst Johnny’s.
"You wouldn’t," he grated, "be insinuating that I'ma liar!"

"You said Lawn was a prisoner. But he isn't."

Hart yelled, "I'Il take the hide off anybody who calls ne a liar!"

Renny bl ocked out his two huge fists and shoved them under Hart’s nose.
"You see these?" Renny denmanded.

Hart ogled the fists.

"Water buckets!" he nuttered.

"They' re the buckets to pour water on that tenper you ve got!" Renny said.

THERE were no nore verbal pyrotechnics. The car arrived before the inpressive entrance of Lawn's
house, and stood shaking itself until Johnny turned off the notor. A butler in a resplendent uniform
told themthat Birm ngham Lawn woul d see themin the library.

Lawn did not seemvery enthusiastic about the visit. Lawn stood behind a large library table in a
softly lighted study where there were many bookcases. "Good eveni ng, gentlenen," he said.

Hart wal ked around the table and | ooked Lawn up and down.

"Last time | saw you," Hart said, "you were tied up with ropes."

Lawn | ooked unconfortable and swallowed two or three tines. He whistled a bar froma popul ar
song.

"They turned ne | oose," he expl ai ned.

"You saw Doc Savage—killed?" Johnny asked with an effort.

Lawn | ooked at the floor.

"l —vyes, | saw it happen.”

"Why didn’t you tell the police?" Johnny grated.

Lawn paled and sank into a chair. "I—well—=

Johnny cane over, said, "Wy didn’t you?" savagely.

Lawn seened to shrink. "I—aell, | was afraid. They said they would kill ne!"

Hart sniffed. "They told ne the sanme thing."

"I"mnot a brave man," Lawn said plaintively.

Johnny said, "Lawn, we want every particle of information you have."

Lawn sat and frowned at the desk top. He chewed his lower lip. He whistled for a nonent, then
st opped.

"l know not hi ng," he said.

The floor then literally junped under everybody's feet.

A PART of the ceiling also came down on their heads, the part of it that was plaster. Big cracks
appeared in the floor; dust flew up out of these. The dust fogged the room

When the comotion subsided, it was evident one wall had received the brunt of the blast. The
wal | was out of shape.

"A bonb!" Long Tom gul ped.

" Anybody hurt?" Renny how ed.

Apparently no one had been seriously hurt.

The bonb, obviously, had expl oded outdoors.

There was a wi ndow, covered on the outside with huge ornamental iron bars. The bars were still in
pl ace. But the bars had been | oosened by the blast.

Renny cl anped his huge fists to the bars, set hinself, began yanking. The bars gave slowy.
"Listen!" Long Tom expl oded.

From out si de cane sounds; bl ows, angry gasps and threshing of shrubbery. There was a fight going
on in the darkness outside.

"Fight out there!" Renny ejacul at ed.

He got the bars | oose. Then Renny and Johnny | eaped outdoors, used their enmergency flashlights
they carried in their rear pockets. The air was so full of dust it was hard to distinguish details.
They di d nmanage to distinguish a shaking in a clunp of shrubbery.

Long Tom suddenly whirled fromthe w ndow. He discovered Lawn in the act of opening a desk
drawer. Long Tom | eaped over and knocked the drawer shut.

Lawn pointed at the drawer. "A gun in there, if you want it," he said.

Long Tomsaid, "W don't use guns."

Wl liamHenry Hart grow ed sonething and started toward the wi ndow.



"Stay here!" Long Tom ordered.

Hart ignored Long Tom so the feeble-looking electrical wi zard ran over, stuck a foot out and
tripped Hart. Hart got up, snarled. He swing a roundhouse right at Long Tom

Long Tom caught the arm went through a convul sion, and Hart sailed up in the air, turned over,
hit the floor flat on his back, knocking up a cloud of plaster dust. He didn’'t have breath enough to
get up.

Qut doors, Renny and Johnny were floundering around in the bushes where the nysterious fight was
going on. Their flashlights picked up three figures.

The air reeked of burnt cordite. Apparently the bonmb had been Iying on the ground when it |et

| oose, for shrubbery had been torn out of the earth.

Two of the figures lay on the ground, apparently just knocked sensel ess. The third man stood.
"Holy cow " Renny booned.

He tried to say nore, but was incoherent.

Johnny went ri gid.

Long Tom put his head out the shattered wi ndow and yelled, "Wat’'s goin’ on out there?"

Then he saw the standing nman.

"Doc!" Long Tom whooped.

Doc Savage pointed at the two sensel ess nmen at his feet.

"These two," Doc said, "threw that bonb at ne when they found out | was follow ng them"

Chapter Xl I1. ACClH DENT

BY the time Doc Savage had carried the two sensel ess bonbers into Lawn’s house, Renny, Johnny and
Long Tom had tamed down with their delight. They had stanped gleeful circles in the |lawn, yelled,
whooped.

The entire party now gathered in another room of Lawn’s house.

W IlliamHenry Hart stood in glaring silence.

The prisoners—two heavily constructed, unpleasant-|ooking men—sat on chairs. They wore dark
clothing, gloves, and both had expressions of deep gloom They had been gagged.

"Did they follow us here?" Renny demanded.

"No," Doc said. "They cane later. | amthe one who followed you."

"You followed us?"

"Exactly."

"But why?"

"Because it was logical to think soneone m ght make an effort to get rid of you."

"Ch, then these men with the bonb were—

"Were probably sent to kill you."

At this point, WIlliamHenry Hart came over and poked a puzzled finger at Doc Savage.

"I don't get this," he said. "I saw ‘em bl ow you and your car higher’'n a kite, along w th your
traveling zoo!"

Doc Savage's netallic features remained inscrutable. Right now the pets were safely hidden away
in a vacant house that Doc had taken themto after the explosion. He had then followed his aids with
a coupe he'd taken fromhis hangar. But Doc didn't elaborate on all this.

"You saw them bl ow up the car—ust the car," he said to Hart

"You weren't in it?"

"l got out just before the machine rolled onto the bridge."

"How in the devil did you know enough to do that?"

"l was suspicious of the bridge in the first place. Bridges have been bl own up before. So |
stopped down the road, left the car, and investigated the bridge. It wasn't difficult to find the
expl osi ves. "

"But it was dark."

Long Tom the electrical wi zard, said, "Doc has an infra-ray device to see in the dark."

Bi rm ngham Lawn and Wlliam Henry Hart stared at Doc Savage, bewi |l dered. Renny, Johnny and Long
Tom did not | ook as surprised, being famliar with the bronze man’s strange worki ng net hods.

"You let us think you were dead!" Lawn nuttered. "I don't see the reason for that!"

Doc said, "As long as the nen think | amdead, they will not try to interfere with nme."

DOC SAVAGE renpved from his coat pocket three snmall netallic disks. These appeared to be nade of
stainless steel and were the size of English penni es—about twi ce as |arge as Anmerican one-cent
pi eces. Each di sk bore an address.

Doc Savage indicated these nedallions.

"These," he said, "are keys."

He gave one of the netal disks to WIlliamHenry Hart, and anot her one to Birm ngham Lawn.

Doc put the third disk back in his pocket.

Lawn and Hart eyed their disks, puzzled.

"Keys?" Hart nuttered.

"On each disk," Doc Savage said, "there is an address."



Hart eyed his disk. "A street nane, a house nunber, and a room nunber," he said.

"Exactly," Doc Savage agreed. "Go there if you wish to get in touch with ne."

"Where does the key part cone in?"

"On the door will be a small black spot,"” Doc said. "Press your disk against this spot, and the
door will open. It’'s a magnetic |ock. Those di sks are nagnetized."

"Then this address is where you're hiding out?" Hart denmanded.

Doc Savage nodded.

The bronze man then picked up the two prisoners, handling themboth w thout apparent difficulty,
and prepared to | eave.

"Wait, Doc!" Johnny gasped. "I’'ve got questions! A lot of questions! Wiat's this all about?"
"What do you think?" Doc Savage countered.
"Well," Johnny said, "|—-we—you see—wel|l—=

"It’s got us superamal gamated!" Long Tom sai d.
"It woul d superanal gamat e anybody," Doc told him
Doc Savage went out carrying the prisoners.

“I"Il get in touch with you," he said.

DOC SAVAGE kept under cover of one of the hedges and carried his prisoners to the road, then down
the road sonme distance to a spot where an inconspicuous coupe was parked. Doc put the captives in a
rear conpartnent of the coupe and | ocked the Iid. Then he got behind the coupe wheel and drove.
Reachi ng the nearest boul evard, the bronze nman turned toward the city. In a short tine he was
passing through the new vehicul ar tunnel under the Hudson River, the coupe running quietly, and the
gl eam ng white sides of the tunnel flashing past. Despite the length of this new tunnel, the air was
clean and pure. This was the tunnel that had recently been conpleted, with its New Jersey nouth near
the sector affected by the gas.

Doc Savage ignored the skyscraper which housed his headquarters, and drove to the Hudson River
water front; he cane to a stop before a huge, sonber brick building. This structure had a

weat her - beat en si gn which said:

HI DALGO TRADI NG COMPANY

This was Doc Savage's water-front hangar and boathouse. The doors opened automatically as his

coupe approached, a matter acconplished by a radio device, an apparatus sinmlar to the type which
anyone interested in gadgets can buy on the market. Doc drove into the great vault of gloomthat was
the warehouse interior.

He renoved the prisoners fromthe rear conpartnent. They glared at him buzzed around their gags;
he had also tied their wists and ankl es.

The war ehouse hangar had for a long time been a secret establishment, but now the bronze man
suspected that quite a nunmber of persons knew of its existence.

Doc Savage | ooked at the prisoners. "I have to hide you here," he said. "And still your friends

may know about the place.”

They glared at him

Doc Savage dragged the pair to the other end of the building. Here, anong a mass of paraphernalia
stood a diving bell—-a type of contrivance sonetines called a bathosphere, and used for diving to
great depths.

The bell was of thick steel; there was a ring in the top for a cable, also a hatch for entrance

and exit.

"You can avoid trouble," Doc advised the prisoners, "by telling all you know. Begin with the

rumors about the giggling ghosts."

He renoved their gags.

"Bl azes with you!" one man snarl ed.

The other man was nore detail ed about where the bronze man coul d go.

Two or three tines, Doc tried to get information out of them but with no success.

"Unfortunately," Doc said, "there is no tine to go through a process of extracting information."
Doc then put the nen inside the diving bell. They fought as best they could, being bound. Doc
closed the diving bell lid on the pair.

IN order to prevent the lid being opened fromthe inside, Doc wired the patent dogs with which
the lid was secured. Inside the bell the men kicked angrily and screamed. Then, with a jerk, the
prisoners felt the bell rise off the floor.

They gave each other terrified | ooks. They felt the bell swing slowy. There was clanking, as a
hydraulic lift lowered them There was a gurgle as water closed about the bell. Finally the bell
settled on the bottomw th a thunp.

The men squirmed around, managed to roll together, worked on each other’s knots. They got free.
They threw the ropes aside.

One nman kicked the interior of the diving bell angrily.

"Sank us in the water!" he snarl ed.

The other grow ed agreenent.



"Maybe we can get out, though."

They worked with the hatch fastenings until their fingers began | eaving crinmson snmears. Having
failed to budge the lid, they | ooked at each other uneasily.

"Not a chance,"” one croaked, "of gettin out."

The men sat there, swearing until they ran out of breath. Then they noticed somnethi ng

el se—sonething that horrified them It was a buzzing sound, a tiny buzzing sound such as water makes
com ng through a small hole

"A |l eak!" one yelled

They sprang up wildly and tried to find the | eak. They succeeded. The |eak was under the fl oor
grille, and when they tried to wench up the grille, they could not, for the grille was riveted
down.

One got down on his knees, shoved his fingers as far as he could through the grille. He jerked
the fingers out as if they had been bitten

"Water!" he gasped. "I feel the water!"

It was intensely dark, and the nen funbled through their clothing for matches, finally found one
and struck it, then crouched close to the grille, popping their eyes at the water which they could
see coming in a thin needl e stream bubbling and buzzing

The match went out; the man dropped it, and the end sizzled in the water under the floor grille
Horror held the men speechl ess. Then, suddenly, as if both had the same nad hope at the sane
instant, they began to scream

They squalled, "Help!" and, "We're drowning!" until the lining al most came out of their throats
After that, they lay panting and speechless, listening for an answer that did not cone

Chapter Xl V. NO QUAKES

DOC SAVAGE stood at the far end of the warehouse, where there was no possibility of hearing
sounds that m ght be made by the two men in the diving bell

Doc was disguising hinmself. He pulled a wig over his head, rubbed bl eaching conpound on his
bronze skin, fitted faintly colored glass cups over his eyeballs to change his eye color

He began chewi ng a chem cal substance which would stain his teeth, and give thema poorly tended
| ook. Lastly, he put on a rather |loud suit and began carrying a cane

Doc Savage got in the coupe, left the warehouse, and drove to a nei ghborhood drugstore. Froma

t el ephone booth inside this store, he got in touch with a newspaper which, he happened to know,
enpl oyed a reporter naned Bill Sykes. Doc got the city editor on the wire

"Bill Sykes," he said, using Bill Sykes's tones as nearly as he recalled them "Wat's the
address of this geol ogist named A King Christophe?”

"The Twentieth Avenue Hotel," the editor said. "Say-what the hell? Here's Bill Sykes sitting at
his desk!"

Doc hung up and drove to the Twentieth Avenue Hotel, which proved to be a hostelry |ocated on
upper Broadway above the theatrical district. It was an inposing edifice, as far as size, but not
too high in quality.

It had, for instance, a doorman who needed his shoes shined and his brass buttons polished; and
the | obby floor could have stood a scrubbing. The clerk behind the desk al so had no busi ness snoki ng
a cigar while on duty. It was that kind of hotel

Doc Savage said, "A. King Christophe—wahat roonP"

"He’'s not in his room" the clerk said. "He's over in Jersey, where they’'re havin' that giggling
ghost trouble."

"Exactly where?"

The cl erk gave the address

DOC SAVAGE | eft the hotel, drove to Jersey, to the address the hotel clerk had given him He put
on a gas nask, which he took fromthe car

A. King Christophe was crouching on a vacant lot, working with sone apparatus. He wore a gas
mask, one of a type which, |ike the one Doc was using, pernmitted the wearer to talk. A tel ephone
headset was clanped to his ears

"I"mvery busy," he said inpatiently. "Go away!"

Doc Savage saw that the contraption with which Christophe was worki ng was a soni ¢ device for

expl oring the subterranean strata of the earth. Geol ogists use simlar devices to | ocate formations
favorable to oil.

Doc Savage bent close to Christophe’ s ear

"Keep this a secret," the bronze man whi spered, so no one else could hear. "I am Doc Savage."

A. King Christophe nmade a gul ping noise inside his gas nmask and sprang to his feet

He said, "|-what-—-who—bPoc Savage?"

Then, because Doc wore a di sgui se, the stubby geol ogi st concluded there was a m stake. A hoax. He
puffed out his cheeks fiercely

"You are not |ook |ike Doc Savage!" he snapped

"Di sgui se," Doc expl ai ned



"But why—=

"1"m supposed to be dead," Doc warned. "Do not tell anyone differently."

"What do you want with me?" Christophe demanded.

"There is a question of an earthquake,” Doc rem nded him "between yourself and an associate of
mne, WIIliam Harper Littlejohn."

A. King Christophe blew out his cheeks to the fullest.

"Littl ej ohn—+that skinny bluffer!" he exclained. "He try to claimthat are no earthquake. Pah! All
sei snmographs are show one. Still he claimthere are no earthquake! Pah!"

The stubby little man said, "Pah!" several times, and ended with an expressive, "Phooey!"

Doc Savage pointed at the sonic apparatus for exploring the depths of the earth by the use of
sound waves.

"What are you doing with that?"

"I try to locate fissure that gas cone through.”

"l see," Doc said. "WII| you be kind enough to give me any informati on you may secure?"

A. King Christophe beaned as nuch as a nan coul d beam behind a gas nask.

"l should be delight!" he said.

Doc Savage took out the third disk of netal which | ooked Iike steel. He gave the disk to A King
Chri st ophe.

"l would be very pleased if you brought the infornation to the address on that disk." Doc said.
"l am-eh—hi ding out at that address."

He expl ai ned how the coinlike piece functioned as a key.

"l do that," A King Christophe said. "I tell you what | are learn. That Littlejohn—pah."
Doc Savage asked, "Have you found any trace of ghosts that giggle?"
"Ghost s—pah! "

Doc Savage went back to his car, consulted his wist watch as if he had an appoi nt nent.
Apparently he deci ded he had plenty of time, because he drove at a |leisurely pace through the
district which was affected by the gas.

For the sake of safety, he rolled up the car windows. This coupe, like all of his closed cars,
could be shut up until it was conpletely gasproof.

THE bronze man was taking advantage of his first opportunity to survey the district haunted by

the giggling ghosts. Hi s previous know edge was secondhand, gai ned fromthe newspapers, and
newspaper accounts were often overdranati zed.

The picture he saw now was grim as heart-rending as an evacuation in the path of a war. Mst
houses were now enpty, but a few noving vans were backing up to doors or runbling along the streets.
The district already | ooked dead, despite the fact that the gas had first appeared only a few days
ago. Newspapers littered the sidewal ks; shrubbery | ooked ragged.

Real signs of the giggling gas terror were few A few dead birds and pigeons lay in the streets.
At one place lay a peddler’s horse, dead fromthe gas, which the Departnment of Sanitation had not
yet renoved.

Doc Savage got out a gas nmask, put it on, then opened the car w ndows. He opened a cardboard box
whi ch contai ned enpty bottles having airtight rubber corks.

The bronze man got air sanples throughout the gas zone in these bottles.

Doc Savage then drove back to his warehouse-hangar on the Hudson River water front. The big

hangar doors opened with the radi o device; he rolled the car into the vaulted gl oom

Doc showed no inmmediate interest in the bell or the two prisoners inside it; he made, in fact, no
effort to see how they were getting al ong.

I'n the warehouse-hangar was stored quantities of equipnent: nechanical devices the bronze nan had
used in the past, others he' d prepared for future enmergency. Mst of the regul ar equi pmrent was kept
here, for this was the point fromwhich Doc and his aids started expeditions by plane or boat.

One itemwas Monk’s portable chemical |aboratory. Mnk usually took this on expeditions. The

| aboratory contai ned, anong other things, a device for spectroscopic analysis—a contrivance for
ascertaining the chem cal make-up of any given substance by exam ning a burned vapor spectrum

Doc Savage used the anal yzer to examine the air sanples fromthe gas district. These were not the
first gas sanples he had anal yzed; he had taken others fromthe storehouse, at the beginning of all
this strange nystery. But exami nation of these had not been especially helpful; they had contained
such mcroscopic quantities of the gas.

When Doc Savage finished anal yzing the gas sanples, he stood frowning thoughtfully. Now he knew
the conposition of the gas. Knew it exactly. It was not exactly a pioneer discovery. The police
chenmi sts had al ready nanaged to ascertain the general nature of the gas.

The stuff affected the human respiratory centers and associ ated nervous system eventually

produci ng conplications which resulted in death. But that was al ready known.

Were was it actually coming fron? That was what Doc was trying to | earn. Had he secured any
clue? The sanple bottles were nunbered, and he’d nade a nental note of where each sanple had been
sel ected. He knew, now, exactly where the gas was thickest.

The bronze man stood contenplating the results of his efforts.



Then, al npst inperceptibly, there cane into existence in the huge warehouse a tiny, trilling

note, a low, strange, exotic sound which rose and fell. A sound with a strangely human quality, this
trilling; and yet it was eerie, as fantastic as the call of some rare jungle bird, or a chill w nd
in an Arctic waste.

It had a quality of ventriloquism although the sound was perfectly real, it would have been

al nost inpossible to locate the exact source. It was the sound of Doc Savage. The sound he nade
wi t hout conscious effort.

The sound invariably presaged, or acconpanied, a state of intense mental activity or a discovery.
Doc Savage went back to the place where he had sunk the captives in the diving bell.

THE two nen in the diving bell had lived | onger than they had expected; had lived too | ong. Too
long by ages, as tinme in terror is nmeasured.

They were pale. They trenbl ed. They had spent so nuch of thenselves in fear, that they had hardly
vitality to nove. The water was rising. Rising, rising, and rising; it should have filled the diving
bell long ago. Strangely it had not.

At tinmes, hope had cone to the two, only to | eave. Maybe air pressure would keep out the water!
Maybe the bell would fill only so high, no higher! But when they got one of these frenzied hopes,
they woul d see the water had crept above another seam Above another bolt or another rivet head.
The pair stood now with only their chins out of the water. Their eyes, w de and nad, were fixed
in the darkness.

"We haven’ t-haven't—

"Not a chance!"

One man took hold of his own throat; the water was up high enough that part of the hand was under
wat er .

Earlier, the nen had cursed profanely. They had raved, beat and kicked the walls of the diving

bell. But now that ugly fire was gone, and they were |inp. They were nmen who were | ooking at death
with plenty of time for doing it.
"If we—we—

"If we'd tal ked, you nean?" the other croaked.

"We—eoul d have told him Mnk and Ham are alive. And the girl."

"We shoul d’ ve done it!" the other said wildly. "W should ve told himthe prisoners were at
Hart’s pent house!"

"Yeah!" the other croaked. "And then Hart woul d’' ve fixed us!"

They were trying to keep up their spirits. They did not have deep minds, so their talk was not
spiritual, not philosophical. It was talk of realities. But even that did not keep up their courage.
One man suddenly began to scream To his mad mind came sonehow the idea that his partner was
responsible for his predicament. He struck out at the other, claw ng, digging, biting. They went
under water.

Later, half drowned, they had to stop fighting. They cane to the top separately, stood choking,
panting |ike animals.

They did not realize the diving bell was being lifted out of the water. Then the hatch opened.
The hatch! A hole through which they could craw back to lifel

The men fought to be first through the hatch; once through it, they junped around, yelled, swore.
They were mad with delirious pleasure.

But the joy took a drop when Doc Savage fell upon them Doc tied their wists and ankl es.

"What —what — The nen glared at him

"You coul d’ve drowned us!" one snarl ed.

"Hardly," Doc Savage said quietly. "Didn't it seemstrange you were able to breath the whole
time? Normally, the oxygen woul d have been used in a short while. You would have suffocated."

" But —

Doc said, "Oxygen was being supplied to the bell automatically. Too, the water |evel was not

al l oned to get over your heads."

They gaped at him puzzl ed.

One said, "But why—

"This is why," Doc said.

The bronze man went to a device in a portable cabinet, a mechani smfor recordi ng sounds picked up
by a m crophone.

Doc said, "The m crophone of this recorder was in the top of the diving bell."

He set the recording device to play back. The "playback" functioned through a | oud-speaker. For
sone nonents there was clatter, thunping, grunts and curses—the noi ses as Doc Savage first put the
prisoners in the bell.

Every word, every curse, every whisper in the diving bell had been recorded.

The prisoners stared at each other.

"So Monk, Ham and the girl are being held in a penthouse owned by Hart," Doc said.

DOC SAVAGE contenpl ated the prisoners gravely. "What is behind this giggling ghost business?"



They glared at him for they had recovered courage.

"Devil with you!" one gritted.

"It's too big for you to stop, anyway!" the other snarl ed.

Doc’s face was grim He picked the two up, popped theminto the diving bell.

"There will be no oxygen this time," he said. "No control of water |evel."

Then the men yelled. Horror faced them their nerves broke.

Doc Savage haul ed them out and they tal ked.

The men knew little, really. Only that a man named Batavia had hired them At Batavia's orders,
they had helped with the bridge trap for Doc Savage.

To-ni ght, Batavia had ordered themto follow Long Tom and Johnny and Renny; to kill themif
possi bl e. But principally, about the giggling ghosts, they knew not hing.

"You are sure," Doc asked, "that you do not know the reason for the gas? And you don’t know what
the giggling ghosts are?”

They knew not hi ng about the gas, or the reason for it.

Doc Savage got a hypodermic needle, administered to each prisoner a drug which woul d cause them
to remain unconscious for sone tinme. Doc then sent the captives away to his upstate crimnal-curing
institution—the "college", as they called the institution.

A weird place, that "college," its existence unknown to the world. At the "college," crimnals
underwent delicate brain operations that w ped out nenory of the past, after which they received
vocational training to fit themas honest citizens.

They were turned into assets to society.

Chapter XV. H GH TROUBLE

WHEN Doc Savage wal ked into the skyscraper headquarters, WIliam Harper Littlejohn was frowningly
contenpl ati ng an i nked sei snograph recording. The record was off Doc’s sei snbgraph the night there
was supposed to have been an earthquake.

Johnny gl anced at Doc Savage and frowned. He did not recognize the bronze man; Doc still wore a
di sgui se.

“I"1l be superamal gamated!" Johnny conpl ai ned. "Can just anybody wal k into this place—

"Make anything out of that record?" Doc asked.

"Ch!" Johnny recogni zed Doc’s voi ce.

Johnny got over being surprised, pointed at the seisnograph record. "There wasn’'t any

eart hquake!" he said.

Doc asked, "Did you conpare that record with the recording of the seisnographs at the university,
the museum and in Washi ngton?"

Johnny nodded. "I did. Funny, too. The other records are exactly like this one except for this
singl e earthquake. Qur seisnograph doesn’t show the earthquake. The others do."
Doc Savage said, "Monk and Hamare still alive. W have a line on their whereabouts."

Johnny sprang up fromthe table; he | ooked as delighted as a man who had won a sweepst akes.
"Renny!" he howl ed. "Long Toml Cone here!"

The other two cane running out of the |aboratory.

"Doc’s got a line on Monk and Haml" Johnny shout ed.

"Where are they?" Renny roared.

Doc gave them what infornation he had secured fromthe two prisoners.

"The two didn’t know what is behind this devilish gas business?" Renny demanded.

"They did not know," Doc said. "They did not know the truth about the ghosts, either."

"There's an infernal nmystery behind the gas," Renny grunbled. "That giggling ghost business is
the nmost puzzling of all."

Doc Savage consulted a tel ephone directory. He found WIlliamHenry Hart listed in an apartnent on
Ri versi de Drive.

"Holy cow Reckon Hart don't live on his boat all the time," Renny runbl ed.

Because they m ght need nore than one car before they were through, Doc and his aids took two
machi nes for the short trip to Riverside Drive. Doc drove his coupe; the others rode in a sedan.
When the bronze man pulled to the curb in a side street near Riverside Drive, the other car drew
up behind him and Renny, Long Tom and Johnny cane to Doc’s coupe.

"How we gonna work this?" Long Tomwanted to know.

"You wait here," Doc said.

The bronze man wal ked around the corner, found the nunber listed as Wlliam Henry Hart’s address.
It was a tall brick building, one of the npost inpressive on the Drive, where there were quite a
few i npressive buil dings.

The sign said:

APARTMENT HOTEL

Doc Savage entered the building, went to the rental agent. Doc had little fear of being

recogni zed, for he had not discarded his disguise.

"Pent houses?" the agent nurnured.

"Yes. |'minterested in one," Doc said.



"I"msorry. We have only one. It is rented."
"Is there any possibility of it being vacated soon?" Doc asked.
"l —ah—ean’'t say."

"I'f you will show me a floor plan of the penthouse," Doc said, "I might be interested in the
future."
Any hotel, apartnment or otherw se, likes to keep one hundred per cent rented. The proposal

appeal ed to the rental agent.

"l have a floor plan!" he said quickly.

"Who is the present renter?" Doc asked.

"A man naned Wl liam Henry Hart, a young inventor and manufacturer," the agent explained. "Here
is the plan."

DOC SAVAGE took the penthouse | ayout and went back to his nen. They got in the larger car to hold
a consul tation and exam ne the penthouse pl an.

"This is gonna help," Long Tom grunt ed.

They saw t he pent house contai ned al nost a dozen roons, was actually on the roof of the hotel,
with a terrace taking in all the rest of the rooftop.

"As a battlefield," Renny runbled, "there’'s plenty of room"

Long Tom said, "How d they manage to get Monk, Ham and the girl up there secretly?"

Doc Savage pointed out the probable method. "Notice the private elevator. It does not open into
the hotel |obby, but into a private hallway, with a side door, on the ground floor."

"They probably got |ookouts all over the place!" Renny booned.

"W will see."

Doc went to the side door which admitted to the private penthouse el evator hallway. He wal ked in
nonchal antly, imedi ately stopped, and | ooked as confused and surprised as he coul d.
"Er—€oesn’'t this door lead to the hotel ?* he said uncertainly.

"Nawl " said the man. "It don't."

The man was built for guard duty. He had big hands, thick arns, sloping shoulders, and a

scow -ridden face. Also a natural |ook of suspicion.

Fromthe ceiling, a flexible wire ran down to the man’s right fist; he was evidently holding a
push button on the end of the wire. He nmust have to hold it all the tine he was standi ng there.
"This door is private!" he grow ed.

"I"msorry," Doc said.

The bronze nman then backed out, and went back to his nen.

"They have a guard," he said.

Long Tomgrow ed, "I'Il get a messenger boy’'s uniform |'Il take hima tel egram-and bop himon
the head."

"I't will not work," Doc said.

"No?"

"The guard is holding a push button in his fist," Doc explained. "The nonent he releases it, an

alarmw || probably start ringing."

"Holy cow " Renny runbled. "Then we can't gas the guy, or rush him or nothin!"

That was about the situation.

Doc Savage said, "Wiit here."

" But =

"The fireworks will start in about twenty minutes," Doc said. "Wen it does, you fell ows use your
own judgnent."

DOC SAVAGE got in the coupe, took the express hi ghway south, meking as nuch speed as possible

wi t hout nenacing other traffic. Later he pulled up before his water-front warehouse-hangar.

The hangar portion of the building housed a nunber of planes, ranging froma huge speed

shi p—three-notored, capable of naking a junp half around the world on one fueling—down to a snall
gyro, or "windmll", which could descend vertically.

Doc took the gyro. He ran fuel into the craft, started the notor, and while it was warm ng,

opened the great doors in the river end of the hangar. The plane was equi pped with both pontoons and
retractabl e wheels, so it could operate fromland or water.

The bronze man | oaded equi prent he needed for the inmmedi ate project. He guided the craft out on

the river, and took to the air.

It was | ate afternoon. Sidewal ks of Manhattan spread bel ow, crowds hurrying fromwork. Down the

bay, two liners were | eaving, one behind the other, headed out to the Atlantic Ccean. The sea
stretched away in gray-blue flatness until it was lost in the haze. Few clouds. The clouds were very
whi te.

Doc flew north, the gyro nose pointed upstairs, gaining altitude. Wen he was hi gh over the | ower
end of Riverside Drive, he cut the notor. The craft began to settle. The windm Il craft did not
glide forward after the fashion of an ordinary plane, but settled strai ght downward.

Fromtine to tine, Doc gave the craft enough headway for nmaneuverability, so he could keep



descending directly above the roof of the tall apartment hotel on Riverside Drive.

The sol e sounds the gyro made were about the sounds that a big bird woul d make flying.

Doc hung his jaw over the cockpit edge, watched. He studied the penthouse, judged possibilities.
It did not | ook so good.

Thi s building, unlike many structures on Manhattan, did not have a water tank tower on the roof.
The roof was flat and unobstructed, except for sone wires which appeared to be a radio aérial. So
far, good.

But the penthouse itself was a wi de building of Spanish architecture, with a sloping tile roof
and a patio in the center. In the patio there was a sw nm ng pool .

Al the rooftop surrounding the penthouse had been planted in grass and shrubbery. That was the
bad part. It would be |like landing in a backyard rock garden.

There was no doubt that the plane could get down safely. Wether it could take off again was
doubt ful .

Two hundred feet over the roof, Doc dropped two | arge grenades overside. They were not expl osive
grenades. These contai ned anesthetic gas. Being fish-shaped and stream|ined, the grenades fell
faster than the craft, and hit the roof ahead of it.

Doc had tine to put on an abbrevi ated gas nask.

First, the gyro hit a radio aérial. It tilted. It slid sideways, |anded with a crash.
Undercarriage snapped, the ship tipped over, two of the rotor blades snashed into the shrubbery and
| ost shape.

Doc was out of the craft instantly; he seened to bounce out. He went headlong for shelter of
bushes. The shrubs grew in sunken boxes of earth.

Doc nade conceal nent, waited and |i stened.

SCREEN doors banged and nen cane tearing out of the penthouse to see what had happened.

"A plane hit the roof!"

"Hell’s bells!"

A strangl ed sound; the noise of a body falling. At |east one nman had inhal ed the gas.

"Hey! What's happened to Joe?"

"I't’s gas!"

The screen doors all banged again as the nen ran back inside. Next, there was shouting in the
pent house. Rushing around. Excited baw ing of orders.

Sormeone began to punp bullets through a window into the plane. The gunman fired nethodically,
enptying clip after clip, five shots to the clip, into the craft.

A | ouder voice now shouted angrily that they would have to | eave, that the uproar would bring the
pol i ce.

"Get the prisoners into the elevator!" this voice ordered.

Doc Savage worked through the shrubbery to a window. He tried it. The sash was open. He shoved it
up, dived through into a roomwhich had a bare tile floor and furniture of Spanish type and a gaudy
bl anket hangi ng on one wal | .

Doc whi pped across this roomto a door, had al nbst reached it, when a nman cane through holding a
gun. The gun hol der asked no questions. He fired.

Doc Savage, twisting, bent down to let the bullet pass over his head. There was a rug on the
floor; Doc yanked it. The other man tilted over, firing again, his bullet gouging plaster out of the
ceiling.

Doc got hold of the gun arm and the armwent out of joint and the nman began scream ng, one
shriek after another, in agony.

There was now shouting through the penthouse, enough to indicate men were running to see what had
happened. Doc tossed a snoke bonb through the door. It was a snall bonb, but it made big snoke. A
pal | of sepia spouted, grew, snoke that was as black to the eye as drawing ink froma bottle. The
charging nen got in the snoke and swore and shot off guns.

DOC SAVAGE | eft the roomthrough the wi ndow by which he had entered. Looking for another way in,
he canme to a wi ndow covered with steel shutters.

The wi ndow shutters were shaking; soneone was pounding on themfromthe inside. The one doing the
poundi ng was also yelling in a squeaky voice that coul d be recogni zed anywhere.

Monk! 1t was Monk!

A bar fastened the shutters fromthe outside. Doc wenched the bar |oose, got the shutters open.
Monk peered at Doc. "Who—who the bl azes are you!"

"Isn't it Doc Savage?" M am Davis denanded.

"It don't look like him" Ham sai d.

Wiich was a tribute to the bronze nan’s disguise as an old nan.

"Qut!" Doc said.

He could talk through his gas mask.

The girl came through the wi ndow, then Ham Monk, comng last, all but got wedged.

Ham peered at Doc’s si ze.



"It's Doc all right," he said. "But—but they told us they bl ew up—

"How do we get out of here?" Doc demanded.

Ham said, "There's only one way out; that’'s the elevator."

Inside the roomthe prisoners had just vacated, there were yells. The escape was di scovered.
"Away from here!" Doc said.

They dived through the shrubbery, turned right, were in a kind of flower garden. The flowers,
fortunately, were tall; there were entwining vines on trellises overhead. Good conceal nent.

Bedl am was al | through the penthouse. Batavia's nen seened convinced the roof was bathed with
poi son gas. Evidently they had no masks, for none canme out to investigate.

They did not hesitate, however, to shoot through the wi ndows at every object that m ght conceal
an attacker. The bullets, all from high-powered rifles, were not pleasant things.

Doc Savage crawl ed to the roof edge. Here, there was a blind spot, one point which could not be
covered by gunfire fromany of the penthouse w ndows.

Doc took fromhis clothing a thin silk cord that was |Iong, and to one end of the cord was affixed
a light, collapsible grapple. This cord was little larger than tw ne.

"Let ne tie this around your waist," Doc told the girl.

She stared at the thin cord.

"What =

"We'll lower you to a window," Doc said. "You break the window, then clinmb in."

The thinness of the cord horrified the girl.

"On that— She stabbed a finger at the cord. "W're twenty floors up!"

Then the girl closed her eyes and dropped, conpletely slack, to the rooftop.

Ham sai d, "She fainted—

Then he, too, fell over.

"Bl azes!" Monk said. "Ham fainted, too—

And then Monk went down.

The gas which had been in the aérial bonbs was not exactly like that used in the little pocket
grenades that the bronze man carried. This gas did not lose its strength so soon after it becane
m xed with the air. Doc had broken a couple in one hand and held his breath.

M AM DAVI S woul d have been really frightened if she could have seen what happened next, if she
had seen Doc Savage gather the three of themtogether—bonk, Ham and hersel f—and |l ash themall in a
cluster on the end of the silk cord. Then he | owered them over the roof edge.

There was not enough cord to reach twenty floors, of course. Doc |owered the burden to the first
wi ndow, then tied the line to a steel pipe, part of the trellis supporting the vines.

The silken cord was equi pped wi th knots—bul ky knots for clinbing purposes—and the bronze man went
down after the captives, apparently unaffected by twenty floors of space bel ow.

He had overguessed the distance to the window a little; that was not as bad as an underguess. He
broke the wi ndow with a quick kick, driving the glass inward.

Reaching in, Doc turned the |ock, after which he raised the sash. A step in through the w ndow, a
little nmore trouble hauling the gassed victins inside, and it was all over.

They were now in an apartment, nodernistically furnished, with bright-colored walls, gaudy rugs,
furniture all straight lines. Apparently no one was hone.

Doc went out into the hallway and began trying to cut off electric current to the el evator that
ran to the penthouse. Wthout power, the elevator could not nove; flight fromthe penthouse would be
cut off.

But he was too late. The el evator had already been used in flight.

There was a crash of shots, a slammng volley of themlike buckshot on a tin roof, in the street.
Doc caught the regul ar passenger el evator downstairs.

He was in tine to see two policenen cone flying in the door, one of themreeling, holding an arm
whi ch was | eaking bl ood. Both cops had been tear-gassed.

Doc Savage nmade for the door, but stopped when tear-gas funes bit his eyes. He retreated, got his
own nmask back on. Then he went out into the street.

The street was full of tear gas and excitenent. Canme an expl osion, sudden, terrific, jarring the
earth. Doc’s big arnor-plated |inousi ne—the car whi ch Johnny, Long Tom and Renny shoul d have been
occupyi ng—turned half a flipflop, lit on its back. A high-explosive grenade had gone off under the
machi ne.

At the far end of the street were two cars, going fast. They rocketed around the corner, and were
out of sight.

"RENNY! " Doc call ed.

No answer.

"Long Tom Johnny!" Doc shout ed.

The bronze man’s voice was a great anxious crash in the street.

There was no trace of Doc’'s three aids.

Doc Savage whi pped back to the front of the hotel. A police squad car stood there, notor running.



Doc dived into the nachine.

"Around the corner!" he said. "W’ ve got to chase! Quick!"

The cop driving the machine | ooked at him

"Who—who the bl azes are you?"

"Doc Savage," Doc expl ai ned.

The cop snorted, "Listen, | know what Savage | ooks |ike and you' re not kiddin —=

Doc lost tinme explaining there was such a thing as a disguise. By the tine they set out in
pursuit of the fleeing cars, none of the machines were in sight. There was nothing, no trace, to
show where they had gone.

The private el evator fromthe penthouse was down and enpty. There was no sign of the guard, no
trace of anyone in the elevator. Doc rode up to the penthouse, acconpani ed by policenmen. There was
not a soul to be found.

"They got away with Renny, Long Tom and Johnny," Doc decided grimy.

Chapter XVlI. THE GOOD MAN

THE excitenent at the penthouse on Riverside Drive got considerable publicity in the newspapers.
Doc Savage, however, nanaged to keep his connection with the affair unknown, and as a result,

nmost newspapers attributed the fracas to a dispute of gangland. It was a good story because of the
unusual fact that a gyro had been used.

The giggling ghosts still nonopolized the newspapers, however.

The giggling nystery received a new i npetus. A fresh angle entered the situation. The fresh angle
was the SSR G V.

The SR G V. was the abbreviation the newspapers used. The letters stood for, "The Society for

the Relief of Gas Victins."

There is al nost always a nmushroom growth of relief and aid agencies after a disaster, nost of

them wel | -intenti oned. These new chicks rarely get much attention, the ol d agencies such as the Red
Cross being the ones depended upon.

The S RGV. was different. It hit the public prints with a bang, and for a sound reason. The

S RGV. was going to do a great good; it was going to buy up the hones of the giggling victinms. It
was going to see that no one was inpoverished by the disaster.

That is, if its noney held out the S RGV. was going to do all that. It was runored a group of
weal t hy philant hropi sts was behind the SR GV., nmen who didn't want their names to be known.

The S.R G V. began to buy hones, paying, it was explained, all that it was possible to pay.
Paynment, in a great many instances, was not nearly what owners thought they should get. But the

S RGV. said it didn't have all the noney in the world to spend, that the whole thing was
philanthropic, and that it was inpossible to pay pre-disaster prices. No one, the society added, was
being forced to sell.

The gas scare got fresh inmpetus when sonic devices for exploring the subterranean strata of the
earth indicated the presence of faults. This bore out the theory that gas came from sonme pocket deep
in the earth, where it had |ain unsuspected for no telling how many centuries.

Apparently it did not occur to anyone that the faults might have been in the strata for ages,

too, and m ght have nothing whatever to do with gas.

However, there was one runor that ghosts with the giggling disease m ght have cone out of the
cracks. It was | aughed down, of course.

It began to be suspected that people could never again live in the area. In view of that, it was
consi dered kind of the S RGV. to take property off people’s hands.

As Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett "Mnk" Myfair said, "Human nature is sure a great thing."
"What' s great about it?" Ham asked him

"Well, you overdressed shyster, you take this SR GV.," Mnk pointed out. "Look how they're

hel pin’ out them poor gas victins. That’'s wonderful, that is."

MONK and Ham had recovered fromthe effects of Doc’s anesthetic gas. So had the young wonan,

M am Davis. The three of them were now at Doc Savage’'s skyscraper headquarters, in the great
library.

Doc hadn’t expl ained why he'd used the anesthetic gas on them but Mnk and Ham suspected he’'d
done so in order that he could work alone to find a way out and attenpt to capture some prisoners.
Later on, after the di sappearance of Long Tom Johnny and Renny, Doc had returned and brought them
to headquarters, where he had revived them

Doc Savage was in the reception room now, seeing sone policenen.

Later, when Doc Savage rejoined them the bronze man seened pl eased.

"The police," Doc explained, "are going to keep the newspapers fromlearning that we had anything
to do with the fight at the penthouse."

The homely Monk frowned. "As | understand it, Doc, you are still supposed to be dead. Is that
right?"

"That's it," Doc told him "That is, if we can fool anybody into thinking so."

"But why? Wiat's the idea?"



"No one hunts buffalo any nore."

" Huh?"
"Because everyone knows there are no buffaloes to hunt."
"Ch. | see.”

"For the first tine since the penthouse business, we have tinme to talk. Wat did you learn while
you were prisoners?"

"They just kept us tied up," Mnk said.

Ham nodded.

"Can you add anything to that? Surely you | earned sonething."

"How | ong did they hold us?" Mnk countered.

"About three days," Doc told him

"Well," Monk said, "I never learned |l ess during three days in ny life!"

"It would help,” Doc said, "if you got sone idea about the reason behind this whole grimmess."
Monk said, "We didn't get a smear of an idea."

"l hate to agree with hairy ignatz"—Ham jerked a thunb at Monk—but he’'s right. We didn’'t learn a
thing."

"Not even about who their |eader is?"

"The | eader," Mnk said, "seens to be a guy named WIliam Henry Hart. But you nusta knowed that.
You found us in his penthouse."

"This Hart is an inventor," Hamsaid. "He has a factory manufacturing a snoke-di gester."

"How did you find out that?" Doc asked.

"Ch, we heard our captors talking,” Mnk explained. "I guess they figured we’d be unable to
repeat what we heard."

"What | don’t understand,"” Hamsaid, "is why they kept us alive."

Monk peered at the bronze man. "Doc, can you explain why they didn't kill us?"

Doc said, "Perhaps because they wanted soneone around to overhear what they had to say."

" Huh?"

"What do you nean, Doc?" Ham barked.

"Let us drop that point until we have nore information," Doc said.

Doc got up, went into the | aboratory, and cane back with the two aninals, Habeas, the pig, and
Cheni stry, the questionable ape. Monk and Ham greeted the two animals with enthusiasm

"M ss Davis," Doc said, "maybe you can help us."

M AM DAVI S had been silent. She sat on a large chair—a pert, dynamc girl, with copper-colored
hair in a tangle, a haunted look in her |arge blue eyes.

Her breathing was irregular, and often she was bothered by a convul sive affliction of her
respiratory nerve centers which made it seem she was giggling—the after effects of the slight
gassi ng she had received in the warehouse, at the beginning of the nystery. The dose she’'d received
hadn’t been enough to kill her |ike the other unfortunate victins.

Doc Savage went to her. "How do you feel ?"

"Not so good," the girl admtted.

Doc asked, "What did you nean by inferring that perhaps you can hel p us?"

The girl bit her lips.

"l hate to say anything," Mam Davis said, "because |—well, I'min love with him"

"That was why you ran away fromthe storehouse that night, wasn’'t it?" Doc asked.

She nodded.

"You deci ded he had been in the storehouse, didn't you?"

"Yes." Mam Davis nodded again. "He had been there, too. It was ny watch. | had given it to him
to have fixed, and he had lost it there in the storehouse."
Monk said, "I take it you're talkin' about Hart."

The girl winced, bit her |ips, |ooked down.

"Yes," she said.

"He's the guy behind this," Mnk insisted.

Doc Savage did not comment. Mani Davis apparently did not want to speak either, because she kept
silent for along time; then, finally, she doubled over in her chair and put her face in her hands,
sobbi ng.

"Do you know the reason for this giggling nystery business?" Doc asked her.

The girl got out several wenching sobs before she could answer. "No," she said. "No, | don't
know a thing about any ghosts."

Doc Savage showed no inclination to question her further. He got up, went out into the reception
room and worked the conbination of his huge safe, |eaving Monk and Ham and M am Davis behind in
the library.

Now Monk and Ham made two or three stunbling attenpts to strike up a conversation with M am
Davis. They wanted to get her mind off WlliamHenry Hart. They failed. She was so miserable that
she even depressed Monk and Ham so they fled into the reception room where Doc had gone.

Doc Savage was before the huge safe, fingering through governnent bonds and gilt-edged



securities.

He carried the securities over to the inlaid table and put them down.

"Ham " he said.

Ham-he was dapper again, his first act of freedom having been to change his cl ot hes—anme over and
eyed the securities. Ham now wore i nmacul ate evening dress, and carried one of his innocent-I|ooking
bl ack sword canes, a supply of which he kept on hand.

Doc said, "Your legal training nakes you the man to take charge of our next nove."

"Charge of what?" Ham was puzzl ed.

"W are going into conpetition,"” Doc Savage explained, "with the SRGW."

"Wth the what?"

"The SR G V.—the Society for the Relief of Gas Victins."

Ham frowned. "Conpetition! But it strikes ne that society is doing good work."

"Have you noticed prices they are paying for property?"

"No. "

"If you had, it mght change your ideas about the philanthropy of the S RGWV."

Ham frowned, rubbed his jaw thoughtfully and suddenly | ooked bl ank. The bl ankness was fol | owed by
an | -begi n-to-see-through-this expression.

"Say!" he exploded. "Could it be that—

"We had best not junp at conclusions," Doc Savage said. "But we will go into this ghost district
and pay full value for any property that any victimwants to sell. Buy anything and everything
offered. Do not |let anybody rob you, but pay full prices."

"Ri ght," Ham nodded.

"Al so," Doc Savage added, "tell everyone who sells you property that he can buy it back for the
sane price at any tinme."

"Ri ghto."

HAM went to work on the project at once. He sat down with a pencil and paper, conposed handbills
and newspaper advertisenents and di spatched these; then, although it was late at night, he routed
out a landlord near the gas area and rented a suite of offices.

Ham got painters at work putting a sign on the front of the building, by electric light: It read:
DOC SAVAGE RELI EF AGENCY

That was the nane of the new organization. Ordinarily, Doc Savage did not permt his name to be
used in connection with any public benevol encies, but this was different. It was believed that Doc’'s
nanme woul d draw, create confidence.

Ham naintained a law firmof his own that was so expertly staffed that it could run itself for
mont hs whil e Ham was of f adventuri ng.

Ham suppl i ed the new organi zation with enployees fromthe law firm and by ten o' cl ock the next
nmorning, handbills were being scattered; newspapers carried hal f-page advertisenents saying the "Doc
Savage Relief Agency" would pay full price for all property in the ghost zone.

Ham s venture into real estate began to do a rushing business.

Ham did a |l andoffice trade all that day, and nobst of the night. H s apprai sers went around,
wearing gas nasks, and estinated the value of property being offered for sale.

Such was the reputation of Doc Savage—as the wong fellowto try to pull any crookedness on—there
were few attenpts to get half a dozen prices for property. In fact, such was the bronze man’s nane
for fairness, the appraisers were often permtted to set a price, which was at once accepted.

Al sellers were prom sed that they could buy the property back any tine they wi shed, for the
sane price.

It was mid-afternoon on the second day after the establishnent of the Doc Savage Relief Agency,
when Birm ngham Lawn put in an appearance.

Bi r m ngham Lawn cane into Hamis office jauntily, his round nelon of a stomach junping up and down
as he wal ked. He was whistling something.

"Hello, M. Lawn," Ham said.

"You know nme?" Lawn excl ai nmed.

"I"ve heard you described,” Hamtold him "Wat can we do for you?"

Bi r m ngham Lawn seened to have sonething very pleasant on his mind. He perched on a chair, folded
his hands over his tumy, and changed his tune.

"Look," he said. "I have a renarkable idea!"

"Yes?" Ham was interested.

"The newspapers," Birm ngham Lawn pointed out, "are full of this great work you are now doi ng,
buying up this property."

Ham did not comment, but it was a fact that the newspapers were giving Doc Savage's relief agency
consi der abl e space.

Lawn continued, "I have beconme very interested in this project, and | want to hel p." He repeated
the last for enphasis. "I want to help!"
" Hel p—how?"

"l want to put ny own noney into your project. | amquite wealthy, you know "



"You nean," Ham denmanded, "that you want to help us see that the gas victins don’t |ose

anyt hi ng?"

"Exactly."

Ham was amazed. He was accustomed to gestures of grand philanthropy on the part of Doc Savage,
but it was rare enough el sewhere and Ham was inclined to be bow ed over.

Bi r m ngham Lawn becane, for such a |ugubrious-Iooking man, extrenely businesslike. "I will place
unlimted cash at your disposal,” he said, "and | will also put part of my own real estate office
force to hel ping you. WIIl you accept?"

Ham consi dered the proposition. He called Doc Savage on the tel ephone, explained Birm ngham
Lawn’ s proposal, and asked advi ce.

"Take himup," Doc said.

So Ham accepted Birm ngham Lawn’s offer to join the Doc Savage Relief Agency.

THAT evening, fireworks began. A tabloid newspaper, which had never been particularly friendly to
Doc Savage, was first to nake insinuations.

The story was played up under front-page headlines, and evidently the newspaper’s phal anx of

| awyers had gone into a huddle over the item because it was cleverly worded. It said everything it
was intended to say, but left no cracks through which the spear of a libel suit could be ramed.
The yarn took the formof several questions:

WHERE | S DOC SAVAGE?

WHAT COULD DOC SAVAGE TELL ABOUT THE MYSTERI QUS G GGLI NG GHOST | N NEW JERSEY?

WHY | S DOC SAVAGE BUYI NG UP PROPERTY | N THE GAS DI STRI CT?

SAVAGE | S REPORTED TO BE A HUVAN BENEFACTOR, BUT WHY DOES HE SURROUND HI MSELF W TH MYSTERY?

These thinly veiled insinuations created a stir and comment, favorable and unfavorable.

Monk becanme extrenely angry. The honely chem st called up the newspaper and went into detail
about what he thought of the sheet. They were not inpressed.

"We snmell a rat in this property buying," the editor said.

"You snell yourself!" Mnk snarled at him

The honely chenmi st went |ooking for Doc Savage.

Doc Savage had been dividing his efforts. Part of the tine he sought sone trace of Renny, Long
Tom and Johnny, and the rest of the time he devoted to the gas victins.

The bronze man’s skill in surgery and nedici ne was probably the greatest training he possessed;
it had been his first application, his npst intensive. Although he was skilled in many itenms, it was
in surgery and nedicine that he excell ed.

AT odd times, Doc Savage nade furtive expeditions on which he did sonme things that seenmed

sensel ess. For instance: The sole object of the secret trips seenmed to be to clinb on top of factory
bui | di ngs and apartnment houses and | ook at snpkestacks. Not only did he | ook at snokestacks, but he
wore a gas nask while he was doing so; and sonetines he spent as nuch as an hour around each
snokest ack, meking chemical tests.

He did not seemto be interested in any snokestacks except those in the gas zone.

Doc told no one of these trips; but the results nust have satisfied him because on a nunber of
occasi ons he made the strange, low, exotic, trilling sound which was his characteristic sound in
nonents of exciterment, nmental stress, or satisfaction.

Monk found Doc in a Jersey hospital, where the bronze man was worki ng as a vol unteer surgeon. Doc
had managed sonmehow to keep his identity unknown.

Monk expl ai ned about the tabloid newspaper insinuation.

"l saw it," Doc Savage admitted. "It is one of those things."

"But they’'re insinuatin’ there's somethin’ dirty about your relief agency!" Mnk yell ed.

"Do not let it bother you," Doc said.

Monk si ghed disgustedly. Wen anybody stepped on the honely chemi st’s toes, his inpulse was to

ki ck shins and knock heads together.

"O K. ," he grunmbled. He changed the subject. "You doing any good hel ping these giggling

victins?"

"Sone," Doc said. "At least, we do not think there will be any nore deaths. And in tinme, we wll
undoubtedly get a cure."

"l call that acconplishin' a lot!"

Monk got up, took two or three turns around the room stanping, gnawing his lip. "But about

Renny, Long Tom and Johnny," he grow ed. "|l—we—well, we haven't acconplished a thing toward hel ping
them And Hart—what about hin? Hart is the guy behind this, you know. "

"Hart is innocent," Doc said.

"What ?"

Doc nodded.

"In fact," the bronze nman said, "we had better pick Hart up and keep himout of sight for his own
protection.”



DOC and Monk drove to WlliamHenry Hart's little boat, tied up to the wharf at Sheepshead Bay,
where he I|ived.

He was not aboard.

"He's probably at his factory,” Mnk said.

They drove to the factory. The nonent they turned into the street before the little manufacturing
structure, they knew sonething was wong. The crowd! Half the crowd was police. There were two
anbul ances, white-clad internes, and stretchers on which nmen | ay.

Doc Savage swerved to the curb and he and Monk sprang out.

"Ki dnaping," a cop explained grimy.

"Ki dnapi ng?"

"They got WIlliamHenry Hart a few minutes ago," the cop said. "W don’t know who it was. They
were a tough-Ilooking bunch of nugs. There was shooting. The plant foreman tried to stop them and he
got shot, and a workman got shot, then Hart was carried off."

Doc Savage asked, "Any description of the raiders?"

There was description enough to identify one of the snatchers as a tall nman who wore grays.

Later, Doc found, discarded on the scene, the stub of a cigar which had a cork tip.

"Batavi al" Mnk excl ai med.

"Yes," Doc agreed. "Batavia undoubtedly seized Hart."

Chapter Xvil. GUILT

| NVESTI GATI ON convi nced Doc Savage there was no way of tracing WIlliamHenry Hart and his

ki dnapers. The bronze man got in the car, with Mnk, and they drove away.

"Maybe the snatch was a fake anyway," Mnk said. "Maybe he staged this ki dnaping to nmake hinsel f

| ook innocent."

Monk had expected Doc Savage to drive back to the high headquarters building, but the bronze man
did not do this. Instead he headed toward the East Side of Manhattan, and stopped in a section of
brownstone fronts, second-rate room ng houses.

"What’' s this?" Mnk demanded.

Doc Savage said, "You renenber those netal nedallions?"

"Metal —

"The three netal disks about the size of an English penny," Doc Savage said. "On each was an
address. "

"Ch, | renenber," Mnk said. "You told me about that. You gave one disk to WIlliamHenry Hart,
one to Birm ngham Lawn, and one to A King Christophe."

Monk | ooked startled. "I been wondering why you did that."

"There was a very good reason,"” Doc told him

The bronze man got out of the car, went up the steps of the old brownstone house and exam ned the
door. At the top of the panel, where it would not have been noticed, there was a seal which | ooked
exactly like a spider web—a seal Doc had placed there to show whether the door had been opened.
From hi s pocket, Doc Savage took out a small device which resenbled a dimnutive box canera,
except that it had a dark-blue lens. In reality, it was a tiny projector of ultra-violet |ight.
Maki ng an inpronptu dark roomw th his coat, Doc turned the device on, focused the rays on the
seal . The seal gl owed bl ue.

"First blank," Doc said.

"l don’t get this!" Mnk conpl ai ned.

They got in the car again and Doc Savage drove to another address, this one on the West Side. It
was an ol d building, a walk-up apartnment. They went in, clinbed steps, and once nore the bronze man
exam ned a door and found the seal unbroken, found it gl owed blue under the ultra-violet |ight.
"Second bl ank," he said.

By now Monk was bewil dered. He planted hinmself in Doc Savage's path. "Explain this chasin’

around, Doc!" he grunbl ed.

"We have a nunber of suspects in the gas nystery, Mnk."

"One suspect as far as |'mconcerned—and it's Hart."

"Each of the medallions had a different address,"” Doc expl ai ned.

"But | don't see—

I nstead of going into explanations, Doc Savage visited the third address. This one was a private
house, across the river in New Jersey. A house that stood al one, w ndows bolted, rear door planked
shut. The only ready entrance was through the front door, which Doc exam ned.

THE seal this tine was a piece of chewing gum and it was apparently intact. But when Doc Savage
put the ultra-violet light rays upon it, this one glowed distinctly yell owi sh—not bl ue.

"This is it!" the bronze man said.

"I't?" Monk said, puzzled.

"The door is not sealed with the gum| used. My gumwould fluoresce blue."

"Ch! Then sonebody’s been here!" Mnk grew excited. "Wio had the key with this address?"

Doc Savage apparently did not hear the question; the bronze man had a habit of appearing not to



hear a query when he did not wish to answer. Mnk was accustoned to this trait, but he | ooked

di sappoi nt ed.

"We going in?" the honely chem st demanded.

"Not through the front door," Doc said.

The bronze man went around to the rear, where there was a dil api dated coal shed. He got on the
shed, then to the roof of the house. He tore off a patch of shingles, wenched up sheathing, and
made a hole | arge enough to pass his bronze franme. It was fortunate Doc entered the house in that
f ashi on.

The house was nmined. There was al nost five hundred pounds of high explosive in the basenent. The
TNT was wired to wi ndows and doors, so that it would expl ode the instant anyone tried to gain
adm ssion by that route.

Doc Savage rendered the gigantic bonb harniess.

Then he went out, got Mnk, and showed hi mwhat was in the house.

"Bl azes!" Mnk showed an i mmedi ate desire to | eave.

"The person who had the disk with this address," Doc Savage said, "planted this death trap."
Monk shudder ed.

"Who was it?"

" Bi rm ngham Lawn, " Doc sai d.

DOC SAVAGE was grimas they drove back, as grimas he ever becane, although he rarely showed
enot i on.

The car pulled up before the Doc Savage Relief Agency office. Hamsat at a | arge desk—he had a
liking for big desks—ontenpl ating the bareness of the office. The place was practically enpty of
cust omer s.

"It's been that way all afternoon," Ham conpl ai ned. "Say, did you read that tabloid newspaper
story? A bunch of dirty insinuations, and thinly veiled hints that we’'re crooks stealing this land."
Doc Savage asked, "Were’'s Birnm ngham Lawn?"

Ham bri ghtened. "Now, there’'s a swell guy! Letting himhelp us out was a good idea. He brought
his real estate nen, who are trained in this line."

"Where is he?" Doc repeated.

Ham pointed, "In the back room"

Monk scow ed at Ham "Your swell guy is just the devil behind this giggling business!"

"What ?"

Ham gasped.

"You heard nme!" Monk gritted.

" But —but —

"Lawn’s medal lion," Doc Savage expl ai ned, "was used to open a bungal ow where we found a death
trap set for nme."

Ham nade croaki ng noi ses, | ooked bewi | dered.

"But Lawn has been hel ping us; he put his own nmoney into this thing of buying property—= Ham
stopped stuttering and pondered. "Ah-h-h— get it. The man is going to falsify our records! He is
going to change the deeds so he can take over the property we buy!"

"After he gets rid of us!" Mnk agreed.

The honely chem st appeared angry enough to bite heads off spikes.

"Wpe that man-eating | ook off your face," Doc told Mnk.

"Why not just go in and bat ‘imone?" Mnk snarl ed.

"We can use further proof," Doc said. "So far, the only thing we have against himis that disk
that we connected with the death trap."

Monk subsided reluctantly; Mnk was seldomin favor of cautious tactics. He preferred sl ap-bang
drag-out. Wen the honely chem st had his face strai ghtened, he and Doc entered the rear room
Monk’ s utter honeliness gave himone advantage: it was inpossible to tell, fromlooking at him
what enotion he was experiencing.

Bi r mi ngham Lawn greeted them Doc returned his handshake cordially. Lawn shook hands with Mnk.
Monk, however, could not nake his own hairy paw seem|ike anything but a dead fish.

Bi r m ngham Lawn seened worried. He notioned, indicating he desired they should all get in a
corner of the roomwhere they could be alone. And when they were all in the corner, Lawn stood
staring at them and abstractedly whistled a few bars from sonething that sounded |ike a funeral
mar ch.

"l have had a strange thing happen to ne!" he said hollowy.

MONK barely refrained fromsaying that a | ot of things were going to happen to Lawn.

"What do you nean, Lawn?" Doc asked.

"That metal coin you gave nme," Lawn expl ai ned.

"What about your disk?" Doc asked.

"A man cane to nme," Lawn said, "and offered ne five thousand dollars to trade disks with ne."
"Five thousand!" Mnk expl oded. "Ofered you—



Lawn swal | owed, meking his golf ball Adanmis apple go up and down in his neck.

"It happened last night," he said. "l—well, | didn't know what to do. Five thousand dollars is a

| ot of nobney. The only condition of the bargain was that | should never tell you about the trade."
"You made the trade?" Doc asked.

"l did," Lawn said. "I traded. The man gave ne five thousand dollars and his nmedallion, and I

gave himny nedallion."

Monk | ooked bl ank.

Lawn continued. "This norning, | turned the five thousand dollars in as a voluntary gift to help
rei nburse the poor inhabitants of the gas district for their loss. You will see the five thousand on
our books. In the neantinme, | began trying to get in touch with you to tell you that |I had traded."

"Just why," Mnk demanded, "did you trade?"

"Five thousand dollars," Birm ngham Lawn said, "can do a |lot of good in this poor world."

"Then why break your word?" Mnk barked. "You prom sed not to tell us about the trade."

"l amnot an honest man," Lawn said, "when | think | amdealing with a crook."

Doc nmoved to one side. Monk followed the bronze nman; they stood together close to the door, while

Lawn was still at the desk in the corner, out of ear-shot.

"Doc," Monk breathed, "it |ooks |ike sonebody got Lawn's disk to throw suspicion on him"
Doc Savage studied the honely chemi st. "But a few nonents ago—

"l know, | thought Lawn was the guy with the horns and tail!" Mnk scowl ed. "I junp at

concl usi ons too quick."

"Who, in your opinion, is the one who set the explosive trap?" Doc asked.
"Whoever traded medal lions with Lawn," Mnk said.

They went back to Lawn. Doc Savage put a question.

"Who traded disks with you, Lawn?"

"The man naned A. King Christophe," Lawn said.

MONK, Ham and Bi r mi ngham Lawn got on tel ephones, began calling different places in an effort to
|l ocate Christophe. In order not to arouse the suspicion of the cheekbl owi ng, eye-poppi ng geol ogi st,
they let the inpression go over the tel ephones that they were newspaper reporters who wanted to
interview the man.

Chri stophe had been interviewed so often recently—he was getting a reputation as the man who had
first discovered the gas cane from subterranean fissures—that he should not think it strange the
press wanted anot her session.

Wi |l e the tel ephoning was going on, Mam Davis approached Doc Savage. The young worman had been
hel ping Hamwith the activities of the Doc Savage Relief Agency.

M am Davis | ooked worried, and appeared to have been recently in tears.

"Ham was telling ne about WIIliam Henry—about Hart," she said in a | ow voi ce.

"You nean about his di sappearance?"

"About that-yes."

"I wouldn’t worry too nuch about it yet," Doc told her.

M am Davis bit her lips and blurted, "But they may have killed him"

"There is reason to think he is alive now," the bronze man said.

The young worman tightened. She got sonmething fromthe remark that horrified her. She began to
trenbl e. Suddenly she grabbed the bronze man’s arm

"You think he’s the | eader of this! You—you re wong!" she screaned.

Her trenbling increased and she began to | ose color. She was close to a break-down.

"Stop that!" Doc Savage said. There was such a quality of power and command in the bronze man's
voice that it quieted the young wonan al though Doc hinself was a little surprised that he got
results; he could never tell about womnen.

Monk, Ham and Bi rmi ngham Lawn rushed into the room |ooking as if they had acconplished

somnet hi ng.

"We got A King Christophe located!" Mnk yell ed.

"He's got a headquarters!" Hamrapped. "A house on the edge of the gas zone! W' ve got the
address!"

They raced outside to their car. Lawn galloped after them Lawn, it devel oped, wanted to go al ong
in his own car. Mnk volunteered to ride with Lawn.

Doc and Ham were getting into the other car when Manm Davis cane running up. She was excited,

al so det erm ned.

"I"mgoing with you!" she cried.

"But — the bronze man began.

"You may find sone trace of Hart!" she gasped; "I'mgoing along! You can't stop ne! | may be able
to help!"

Rat her than face a prol onged argunent, Doc Savage gave in, and told the young woman to ride with
himsel f and Ham Their car was an arnored nachi ne, and she woul d be safe enough.

It did not take long to drive to the spot where they hoped to find A King Christophe.

It was early night, and darkness was unusual |y bl ack.



It was a very large and elderly house which stood alone, like a gray wart, in the center of a
huge lot. The house was nade of concrete bl ocks, had doors on four sides, and the | ot which
surrounded it was a jungle of shrubbery.

When Lawn peered at the old structure, he gave a start of surprise.

"Why, " Lawn ejacul ated, "I handled the renting of that place!"

The other stared at him "You rented it?" Mnk gul ped.

"I"'ma real estate man, you know," Lawn said. "My firmrents property here and there—busi ness
bui | di ngs, apartnents and residences."

"Who did you rent this house to?" Mnk asked. "To A King Christophe?"

"No. "

"Who, then?"

"To WIlliamHenry Hart," Lawn said.

EFFECT of this on Mam Davis was stark. She recoil ed—+ecoiled with such a jerk that Ham who was
sitting beside her, junped also. The girl put her fingers over her Iips.

"Hart —+ented— The words choked up in her throat.

"Hart rented the place all right," Lawn said grimy.

"In that case," Mnk nuttered, "maybe he's hiding out in there. | want to see that guy Hart.
There's too nmuch evi dence against him"

The girl screamed, "But he was ki dnaped—

Ham gri pped her arm said warningly, "Not so |oud, miss!" The dapper |awyer added, "Hart could
have faked the kidnaping. We were hot on his trail, and that kidnaping happened m ghty
conveniently."

The girl lost control. She l|unged forward, slapped Ham crying sonething incoherent. Ham dodged.
Monk grabbed the girl and held her.

"You got no right to accuse Hart!" the young woman screeched. "He' s—he’'s—+ |love him" She began
to sob.

Monk said, "You may love ‘im but it don't make ‘imas pure as driven snow. "

"You better lay off that line, honely face," Hamtold him "She'll scratch out themlittle gimet
eyes of yours."

Monk subsided. They waited for the girl to get control of herself, and in a few mnutes, she
managed to do that.

"I"'mall right," she said, brokenly, wi ping at her eyes.

There were four gates in the wall around the old house, and four sidewal ks that |ed through the
shrubbery to the four doors in the scabby-| ooking cement-bl ock house.

Doc’s party went through one of the gates, imediately got off the sidewal k into the shrubbery.
It was extrenely dark now, with clouds packed in the night sky. They had stopped the cars where
the headlights could not be seen fromthe house, so that it was hardly likely that their arrival had
been di scovered.

"I hope we ain't expected!" Mnk nuttered.

Doc Savage said, "W will go closer to the house. Then you will wait, Lawn and | wll |ook
around. "

They did that, the bronze man going in the | ead, opening a silent path through tangl ed brush.
Later, they stood, about twenty yards fromthe house, in a tiny open space that was wal |l ed around
wi th shrubbery.

Doc said, "Lawn, you and | will [ook the house over."

Lawn gul ped, "But why me?"

"Your real estate firmrented the place," Doc explained. "You have been in it. You can be of

hel p. You know the | ayout of the roons, and things like that."

"All right," Lawn agreed reluctantly. "But remenber, | amnot a courageous nan."

Doc and Lawn went on. Their going was ghostly in its silence.

The others wai ted—a m nut e—two—fi ve—sayi ng not hi ng and doi ng nothing, except to hold their breath
a great deal of the time. They could feel suspense.

Then unexpected di saster hit them Mam Davis had been standing tense, nuch too tense, and Ham
had been hol ding her arm Now, so suddenly that the surprise nade her successful, she wenched away
fromthe | awer.

Si mul t aneously, she snatched a flashlight which he was carrying in his hand, but not using. The
girl junped away. The next instant, she thunmbed on the flashlight, inpaled themall inits white
gl are.

"Get your hands up!" Mam Davis said grimy.

Her hand—the hand that was not hol ding the flashlight—appeared in the luninance. It gripped a
flat automatic pistol, not |large, but plenty dangerous.

"I"ve been afraid | would have to do this!"™ Manm Davis gritted.

The next devel opnent was about the npst unexpected thing that coul d have happened.

THE gi ggl i ng ghosts appeared.



There was nore than one ghost. Fromthe very first, there had been a question about the nunber of
ghosts. No one knew whether there was one, or nore. But now Monk and Ham knew the truth. There was
nore than one.

Al so, fromthe very first, there had been doubt about whether giggling ghosts really existed at
all. They had been nore runmor than actuality. They had never been seen distinctly at any time. No
one had observed them at cl ose range.

But then, few ghosts are ever seen at close range.

This was Monk and Hamis first experience with ghosts.

They heard the giggling. It was low, stifled. But it was very close. So near that they whirled
wildly. They knew with terrible certainty that the giggling ghosts were literally upon them

The girl made a gasping sound. Her fingers nust have slipped off the flashlight button, because

t he beam exti ngui shed.

Monk and Ham were a long tinme forgetting what happened next.

They tried to fight. Ham began jabbing with his sword cane, in the hope that the chemi cal - coated
tip would put a ghost or two to sleep. Oddly enough, his sword cane seened to pass through air.
Suddenl y, sonet hing grabbed his sword cane, and Hamwas forced to use his fists. Next to hi m Mnk
roared, as he always did in battle.

Monk and Ham al ways insisted they put forth their best resistance. But there was no time, and it
was all so weird, so inpossible, so utterly—well, it was ghostly business—that they really
acconpl i shed nothing at all.

Doc’s aids were rendered unconscious. It happened violently. The insides of their skulls seened
to expl ode. Shock, crash, colored pain-lights, described what happened to their heads.

There were forns there, darksome ghostly fornms that floated out of the shrubbery. Mnk and Ham
could tell that, an instant before the expl osions occurred.

Then everything was still and bl ack.

Chapter XVIII. THE MESOZO C AGE

PSYCHOLOG STS cl ai mone of the strongest traits in mankind is the inpul se for self-preservation.
There is some argunment about whether self-preservation is man’s strongest inpulse. In the case of
animals, there is evidence indicating the inmpul se of self-preservation may be subjugated by the
enotion of rage.

Smal | dogs, for instance, will attack much | arger dogs, even when there is every certainty that
they will neet defeat, maybe death. Men, on the other hand, seemto be notivated nore by the desire
to preserve their lives.

Monk awakened with this inpulse for self-preservation. Mnk, who had the stam na of an oak post,
was first to revive. However, he lay still, batting his small eyes and running his tongue around his
lips, and deciding his nouth felt as if it had been recently inhabited by a cat. Because he saw no
sense in advertising the fact that he was consci ous, he made no sound. He thought of the giggling
ghosts, and fell to shivering.

Were was he? How | ong had he been unconscious? At first, he believed he was blindfol ded; then he
deci ded he was lying in a dense darkness, and there nust be a roof overhead because there were no
stars. He began feeling around. Haml Wat had they done to Han? Was he here?

Ham was there, close at hand. Ham nust have been bordering on regai ni ng consci ousness, nust have
been in the state in which sleepers find thensel ves when they involuntarily give big spasnodic
junmps. As soon as Mnk’s hand touched him Ham gave a great junp.

"Sh-h-h!"

Monk qui ckly adnoni shed. "Quiet!"

Ham went, "Huh?" and "Wh!" confusedly. To stop that, Mnk took a handful of Hanmis nouth and nose
and held it. He kept that nmuffler on the dapper |awyer until Ham had assenbled his wits, then

rel eased him

Ham snarl ed, "Choking a nan is no way to wake himup!"

"Pi pe down!" Mk said. "lIt’s the way 1'd | ove to wake you up!"

"Where are we?" Hamwanted to know. "Were are the ghosts?"

Monk took another | ook around. Getting no better idea of where they were than before, he decided
to l et Hamdraw his own concl usions, and said not hing.

Monk arose, took two or three steps, with his hands out in front, exploring. A yank at his ankle
toppl ed himon his face.

"What's the matter?" Ham demanded.

"Sh-h-h!"

Monk hi ssed.

He added sone things that he had not |earned in Sunday school.

"There's a chain around ny ankle," he expl ai ned.

"M ne, too," Ham said.

They investigated the chains and found themlarge enough to qualify as |og chains. The chains
wer e padl ocked to their ankles; the other ends of the chains seened to be | ocked around thick iron
bars.



"Bl azes, | hope we ain’t turned into ghosts ourselves," Mnk croaked, "with chains an’
everything!"

THE bars interested Monk and Ham They investigated and found a bar about every six inches, each
one nore than an inch thick.

"Cage!" Ham gul ped. H's hand noved toward a pocket for his matches. A nonment |ater, he swore.

"Cot a match, Monk? |’'ve |ost nmine."

Monk funbl ed through his clothing until he found a match, then debated whether to strike the
match. He |istened; when he heard no sounds, he rasped the match along the steel bars, and made a
reflector for it with his pal ns.

"Whew! * Ham said, relieved. "W |00k too solid to be ghosts. So do the bars."

"It's a cage, all right," Mnk said.

"W're outside it," Ham added. "Thank our stars for that!"

In the fitful, dancing glow of the match, Doc’s aids saw that there was a concrete sidewal k

inside the cage. A sidewal k about a dozen feet wide with another set of bars on the other side. They
| ooked to see how long the sidewalk was and it dawned on themthen that the sidewal k was a | ong
tunnel of steel bars. How | ong they could not tell.

"A sidewal k protected by steel bars!"™ Mnk nmuttered. "That’'s a queer one."

Al'l around where they stood was jungle! Such jungle! The growh was grotesque. Mnk stared, his
smal | eyes popping, at a leaf beside hima |leaf so large that he could hardly have spanned it with
his long arnms. There were fernlike plants, closely resenbling the ferns in w ndow boxes, except that
these nmust be nore than thirty feet tall; the match light reveal ed they extended up at least thirty
feet, and they were even higher.

But all this jungle growh was not Gargantuan in size. Sone of the |eaves were delicate, tiny.
There were vines as thick as Monk’s barrel chest, but there were also creepers as fine as silk

t hr ead.

The match burned Monk’s finger, and he yipped, dropped it. Darkness clenched around them as

bl ack as a squid's juice.

"Sone place!" Monk breathed.

"Strike another match," Ham ordered.

Monk went through his pockets. "I haven't got one."

They stood silent and puzzl ed, wondering what kind of place they were in.

"Bl azes!" Mnk said hollowy. "Blazes!"

"What do you nmmke of it?" Ham asked.

"Never saw nothin’ like it before." The honely chemist sat down and felt of the padl ock which
held the chain to his ankle.
"But there ain’t nothing nysterious about this lock," he said. "It's ordinary."

"They didn't take our clothes," Ham said meaningly.
Monk said, "O K. Let's get these |ocks off."

MONK was—this was generally admtted—a chem cal w zard. Working with Doc Savage, Mnk had

devel oped i nnunerabl e chem cals useful in the strange career which the little group foll owed. For
Doc and his nen fought with such trick weapons.

Monk had wor ked out ingenious nethods of carrying chemicals. Men's suits, for instance, had a
stiffening fabric around the shoul ders and collars. Mnk had inpregnated this fabric with a
stiffening agent that was really a thermte conpound—a concoction which burned with nmetal -nelting
heat .

Doc’s aids got to work on the |ocks. They tore the fabric out of their collars, wapped it around
the locks, and lighted it by grinding a vest button against it. The button was a firing agent for
the thermte.

There was a fizzling, a bright glare that blinded them conpletely. But they managed, in the
mddle of it, to kick their chains off.

After the thermte burned out, it was several nmoments before they got over being blinded.

"What do we do next?" Ham asked.

"Let's just strike out," Mnk grow ed. "W dunno where we are, anyway."

They crept away fromthe spot where they had been chained, feeling ahead in the intense darkness
with their hands. The jungle growth felt anazingly coarse. Leaves were as thick as planks, and as
hard. They skinned thensel ves on bark; they got into thickets of thorns that were |ike needl es.
Monk got involved with a vine, a thin spider web of a thing, and it was strong as wire and he
cane near not escaping fromthe tangle.

"Bl azes!" the honely chem st nuttered.

They canme to what felt like a cliff of stone. They had no way of telling how high this was. They
had no light. They could not reach the top of the cliff and it was too slick to clinb.

"Let's follow al ong the base of the thing," Ham said.

Monk gul ped suddenly; he had sonething on his mnd that he wanted to get off, sonething he had to
say.



"Ham " Monk said, "l—-well, that girl nust have been working w th—er—the giggling ghosts, fromthe
first."

"Why did you wait this long to say so?" Ham demanded.

"Er—she fooled ne."

"Hah!"

"And why didn't you nmention it earlier, either?" Mnk denanded

"Er—she fool ed ne, too," Ham confessed

"l feel like a sucker."

"Here, too," Ham said.

It was a rare occasion when these two adnmitted accord about anything; it was practically a
record

"1 WONDER where Doc is?" Mnk munbl ed.

"And Hart, Lawn, and Christophe," Ham added. "Not to mention Renny, Long Tom and Johnny."
They stood and worried about that, tenporarily forgetting their own predicanment

"The ghosts didn't catch Doc when they got us, did they?" Mnk asked

"l don't think so."

"Maybe they caught himafter they got us."

They were worried about Doc. They were enbarrassed over the way the girl had fooled them Ham
al ways went through an unconsci ous gesture when he was enbarrassed: he hooked a thunb in his
wai st coat pocket. He did this now And immediately he was aware that one thunb had touched
sonet hi ng. He dug the object out of the pocket

"Mat ches!" he excl ai med

"Mat ches!" Monk nuttered. "I thought you | ooked in your pockets before."
"Er—+ always carry ny matches in a certain pocket. When they weren't there, | thought | had
none. "

"You nickelwits!" Mnk gritted

Di scovery of the matches took their mnds off the fate of Doc and the perfidy of the girl. They
continued their efforts to escape by creeping along the stone wall or cliff, or whatever it was.
"Ugh!" Monk said suddenly. He stopped

Ham br eat hed. "Wat —

"Sh-h-h!"

Monk said. "Cone over here! Feel this!"

Ham noved to Monk’s side, passed his hands over the shape that had aroused Mnk’'s startled
wonder .

"What d’you think it is?" Mnk wanted to know.

"Like nothing | could describe!" Hamsaid. "I'’mgoing to strike one of ny matches."

Hami's matches were in a little book and he tore one out, closed the cover, and rasped the natch
head on the striker conposition. Light junped over the object about which they were so curious

The item was about fifteen feet tall, and thirty or forty feet |ong—they could not tell how w de
It had the hide of an el ephant, but it had warts, also. Warts as big as knots in a pine board. It
had four legs. The two front |legs short and small, small in proportion, that was, for they only had

claws a foot long. The nonster was half sitting up, and | ooking down between its paws at them
The nonster’s nmouth had four rows of sharp teeth, the size and shape of dirty candles, and the
mout h was | arge enough to take a bite of approxinmately half a horse

"Yeo-o0-ow " Mnk squall ed

W THOUT any thought of why, wherefore, or anything el se, Monk took off fromthat spot. He crashed
into Ham They went down. They got up. They ran. They tripped, smashed into things, all but beheaded
t hensel ves on tough vines

Because they ran blindly, they fell into the fissure

Monk and Ham fell headlong into the crack, sprawing. For one horrible flash, they thought they
were going to their deaths, but the fissure wasn't that deep. Only a dozen feet or so deep. They hit
the hard bottom

Monk had started yelling, a hair-splitting squall, and when he hit, the yell ended in a sound

like a bad note out of a trunpet

Al nost instantly a weird greenish |ight appeared and suffused the crevice in which they lay. The
light increased, and they began to see their surroundings

Ham stared upward. Hi s eyes got round with horror

"Monk!" he croaked hoarsely. "It’'s—+ook—

The nonster—f not the one they had seen, but one very like it—was | ooking down into the crevice
and it appeared that the thing could easily reach themw th its jaws

Chapter XIX. THE BLOWM BACK
ONE of mankind's strong traits is also his inpulse to show off; be an exhibitionist
Al'l through history men have shown off. The Romans had triunphal parades; kings have al ways had



ponp and pageantry, and the circus is popular the world over; and so are the exhibitions comonly
called world’'s fairs

New York City's latest world' s fair was being advertised as an exposition to top all expositions
a manmmot h undertaki ng; a phantasmagori a beside which the recent international showin Paris or the
Century of Progress in Chicago, would be rather ordinary

For more than two years, work on the exposition grounds, buildings, and exhibits had been in
progress. The fair would not open for sonme nonths, but many of the exhibits were already conplete
Doc Savage was driving his car into the exposition grounds. The bronze man pulled to the side of
a street, stopped the car, and worked with the dials of a portable radio direction-finder

Doc Savage's face was grim Back at the old house of cement bl ocks, his nen had been whi sked away
before he could do anything to stop it . Doc had been inside the old cement house with Lawn. There
had been no enenies inside the house. They were all outside, seizing Monk and Ham and M ani Davi s
Doc had been unable to follow the men who had seized Monk and Ham Unable to follow them at once
The reason was very sinple

Doc’s car had been stolen. So had Lawn’s nachine. Batavia and his nen had taken both nachi nes
Now Doc was taking up the chase, alnpbst an hour late. He had been forced to go to the basenent of
hi s skyscraper headquarters and get another car

Lawn stared at Doc. Lawn was puzzl ed. For Doc Savage seened to be trailing the prisoners

Trailing thembut how? Lawn was wonderi ng

He got it.

"Ch!" Lawn pointed at the direction finder. "That is a radio direction finder! But what is it

| ocating? Wiere is the other transmtter?"

"In ny car," Doc said

"You nean the car they took when they grabbed Monk and Han?"

"Exactly."

"l see. But why haven't they noticed the transmtter?"

"It is concealed in the body of the car," Doc explained. "Unless they knew it was there, they
would not find it. It is just another of the gadgets we keep in operation, to help us get out of
trouble."

Doc Savage put his car in notion again. They passed huge trucks | oaded with strange itens—wahol e
trees, a small airplane, a Venetian gondola, a neteorite as |large as a room Construction in the
fair grounds was proceedi ng on a day-and-ni ght basis

Li ghts bl azed everywhere, and truck drivers yelled; hoist engines clattered, and wel ding torches
sent lightninglike glare over the confused scene. The unfinished buildings were fantastic shapes
When Doc Savage stopped, it was beside a huge structure, a building that was |like a gigantic half
a muskmel on. It was about the color of a nmusknmelon. Inside, it nust be as |arge as Madi son Square
Gar den.

Bi r m ngham Lawn doubl ed over his stomach to | ook at the vast done. "Goodness! Wat a huge thing!"
"The di nosaur exhibit," Doc said

"Di nosaur ?"

"A nanme designating prehistoric nonsters,"” Doc said. "This building contains an exhibit
constructed for the fair. It is supposed to be renarkable."

"l see," Lawn said vaguely.

"The prisoners are in there, apparently," Doc said

THE bronze man seened in no hurry to |leave his car. Instead, he | eaned back, and there was a
trace of a frow on his netallic features. "I think," he said, "that we’'re very near the end of this
thing."

Lawn | ooked startled. "I—-why—+ hope so," he gul ped

"For the sake of clarity," Doc said, "we might gather factors together and array them There has
been some confusion. It should be straightened out."

"l —yes," Lawn said. "Straighten out the confusion. Yes indeed."

"Several nonths ago," Doc Savage said, "a new vehicular tunnel was conpleted, from Manhattan
under the Hudson River to that part of New Jersey directly opposite thickly popul ated New York City.
For the first time in years, a particular section of Jersey then becane easily accessible. At a
stroke, as it were, part of Jersey was placed at the front door of Mnhattan."

"What has that to do with this?" Lawn asked

"That part of Jersey near the tunnel becanme suitable for residential apartments,” Doc said. "If
any one could get a large block of the section, it could be turned into a profitable apartment
devel oprent . "

"Why—that is true," Lawn adm tted

"But it was hard to buy land in the section. The people did not want to sell their homes cheaply.
So soneone thought up a hi deous schene of forcing the land on the market, and buying it up for

al nost not hing."

Lawn stared at Doc bl ankly, said nothing

Doc said, "The giggling ghosts runor was an accident. It was not intentional."



"CGhost s—acci dent?" Lawn said foolishly.

"The giggling ghosts," Doc said, "were nmen who were preparing to perpetrate the gas hoax. Sone of
those men, in handling the gas, got dosed with the stuff. Not seriously. But enough to give themthe
gi ggl es occasionally. W know that the gas takes effect to varying degrees. These nmen noved about
furtively as they got ready to perpetrate the gas hoax.

"These men who perpetrated the gas hoax," Doc continued, "were seen noving about furtively, and
their giggling was heard, hence the stories about giggling ghosts."

"Hoax?" Lawn said stupidly. "The giggling horror was a hoax? And the giggling ghosts were nmen who
whiffed a little of the gas while planting it?"

DOC SAVAGE nodded. "All a hoax," the bronze man agreed. "Seisnograph records were faked to nake
it seemcracks had opened through which the gas might conme. The ground in that part of New Jersey
was inpregnated with chem cals. Then the gas was distributed by means of

snoke-di gester-air-purifiers which WlliamHenry Hart had manufactured."

Lawn grew suddenly excited.

"Hart! Then the gas cane fromHart's snoke-digesters! WIlliamHenry Hart is guilty—=

"Hart is the goat," Doc said. "All along, Hart has been framed. Many of the hired thugs were |ed
to actually think a man named Hart enpl oyed them Hart was to be the victim Probably they were
going to conveniently ‘discover’ that the gas really canme from snoke-di gesters." The bronze nan
paused. "O course, once it was | earned gas was not comng fromthe earth, the |land would becone
val uabl e again," Doc added.

"I +— Lawn swal | owed. "Incredible!"

"A. King Christophe, the geologist, is a crook hired by the crooks to pose as the real

Chri stophe, who, at present, is away on a trip for his health," Doc went on. "They nay have gotten
the fake Christophe out of the way, because we were getting hot on his trail. They al so ki dnaped
Hart, because we were too close to learning that Hart was innocent. And they grabbed ny nen, of
course, because we were fighting them"

Lawn gul ped, "What about the S.R G V.-the Society for the Relief of Gas Victins?"

"That," Doc Savage said, "is the mediumthrough which Jersey |and was to be bought cheaply."
Lawn said, "But the girl—

"The girl was only a bystander—n love with Hart. That is all. She saw sonme strange-acting nmen
wat ching Hart, and followed them It was Batavia and his gang. They went to a storehouse, when they
saw the girl followi ng, and tried out the gas on her, before they released it on the Jersey
district. She got scared and cane to ne."

Lawn nunbl ed, "You—er—-have you found out—

"Yes," Doc Savage said, "we have a good idea who is behind the whole thing."

"You know the | eader?"

"H's identity should come out in a few mnutes," Doc said.

Lawn said, "It will come out before that!"

Lawn then took a gun out of his coat pocket, jammed the nuzzle agai nst the bronze man’s chest.
Lawn said, "Now you know I'’mthe man behind the gun—all the way."

DOC SAVAGE sat very still and watched Lawn back away an inch at a tinme, until he sat at the far
side of the seat.
"Make one nove," Lawn said, "and I'Il kill you!"

The bronze man’'s face renmi ned fixed.

Lawn said, "Drive up to the nain door of the dinosaur exhibit! Honk your horn. Honk it three
times long, tw ce short!"

Doc Savage did that. He was careful to nake no quick noves, for Lawn’s gun hand was nervous.
There was a wait after the bronze man honked the signal in front of the door.

Doc said, "It was difficult to understand why the prisoners should be brought here. It seens
strange. The reason nust be that the chemi sts you hired to concoct the giggling gas nust be working
on this exhibit."

"Shut up!" Hart said.

Doc, apparently not hearing, said, "The dinosaur exhibit is supposed to be a scientifically exact
reproduction of the world as it was mllions of years ago. Strange vapors and vol cani c gases rise
fromfissures in the earth in lifelike fashion. The chem sts called in to create the vapors nust
have made your gas, too."

"You sure figured it out!" Lawn said.

"

"Shut up!" Lawn neant it this tine.

The di nosaur exhibit door opened a crack. It did not open wi der for some nonments, evidently while
the men inside were making sure that it was safe. Then the big panels rolled ajar.

"Drive inl" Lawn told Doc.

Doc drove in. The car rolled across a concrete floor, stopped on the fringe of nbdern man’s idea
of a prehistoric jungle.



Lawn ordered Doc Savage out, and the bronze nman left the car. Lawn followed him holding the gun
ready. Men gathered around. The nmen seened to be excited.

"What is wong?" Lawn demanded.

"That damm Monk and Haml " Batavi a expl ai ned. "They picked the | ock and got away. That is, they
got to wanderin’ around in the exhibit."

"Where are they now?" Lawn snarl ed.

"W got ‘emcornered. | think the boys have grabbed ‘em"

This proved to be true, because shortly a group of men approached, dragging a crestfallen Mnk
and Ham Mnk and Ham exchanged unconplinmentary remarks, each accusing the other of not having sense
enough to know that the nonsters they had seen were not real ones.

They fell gloomly silent when they saw Doc Savage.

One of the captors doubled over with |aughter.

"Haw, hawi " he whooped. "Onh, golly! Haw, haw "

Monk gl ared at him

"Funniest thing | ever saw" the tickled man chortled. "These two gooks"—he indicated Mnk and
Ham—t hought them was real nonsters. They was scared green."

Monk and Ham said nothing. Privately, they suspected it would be a long tine before they |ived
this down, providing they had an opportunity to live it down.

LAWN asked, "Have we got all of then®"

"The girl and Hart are over here." The man pointed. "The other three—Johnny, Long Tom and
Renny—are with them"

"Then we' Il finish this up right now" Lawn said.

Sonme of the nen apparently had never seen Lawn before, and wondered how he cane to be giving
orders.

"Who's this big mouth?" A man jerked his thunb at Lawn.

"Shut up!" Batavia told the man. "That’s Lawn—the chief!"

"But | thought the boss was a guy naned Hart—

"Hart is the goat, you fool!" Batavia snapped. "Hart is one of the prisoners we've got here!"
"But that Hart ain’'t the one you showed us in the old cenment bl ock house that night—

"That was just a guy who pretended he was Hart," Batavia said. "W had it fixed so everybody
woul d think Hart was the guy running this."

Lawn said, "Get the prisoners all together. W' Il knock ‘emin the head, then throw themin one
of the volcanic cones and run in that cenent you are going to use for fake lava."

A. King Christophe arrived, shoving out his jaw and | ooking inmportant. He saluted Lawn airily.
"What about the Jersey |l and, chief?" he asked.

"My SSR GV. bought up a lot of it," Lawn said. "And |’ ve got ny people in the Doc Savage Reli ef
Agency office. We'll grab what |and Savage bought, too."

Several men went away, cane back draggi ng Long Tom Renny, Johnny, Mam Davis and WIlliam Henry
Hart .

The girl, Mam Davis, stared at Monk and Ham and bit her |ips.

"I" msorry-sorry—+ pointed that gun at you," she said jerkily. "I thought—+ was afrai d—you were
going to grab Hart."

Monk peered at her. "You didn't know Lawn’s nen were around that old cenent bl ock house?"

The girl shook her head. "No."

"Cut that out!" Batavia ordered.

"Take ‘emto the volcanic cone," Lawn conmanded.

"Just a minute," Doc Savage said.

The bronze man had been standi ng notionl ess, watching Bi rm ngham Lawn’s gun. The muzzle of Lawn’'s
weapon had not nmoved for an instant from Doc’s chest, and the bronze man had waited, seeming to do
only one thing: his lips had noved at intervals. Mwved as if he was cal culating the passage of a
certain interval of tine.

The men stared at Doc Savage.

"Damm you!" Lawn snarled. "If you pull—=

"It has already been pulled," Doc said.

"Huh?"

"In the car." The bronze man noved his head slightly. "A bonb! Under the car frame, wired to a

cl ockwork device. The clockwork staits when a little switch is thrown under the dash. | threw the
sw tch."

Lawn yell ed at Batavia. "Go see—~

The command was never executed. There was a sl amm ng expl osi on—Aot so nuch a detonation as a
great whoosh!

VWhoosh! It cane fromunder the car, out in all directions. Wth the noise, there | eaped bl ack
snoke. Intensely black snoke that shot a score of yards in every direction in the bat of an eye.

DOC SAVAGE was al ready noving. He went into the snoke, eyes shut, holding his breath. The



contai ners under the car were | oaded with snoke-bonb chemical inpregnated with tear gas.

Doc reached the car, flung inside, got a pocketknife out of a door conpartnment. There were al so
airtight goggles, a breath filter, and he put those on.

There was yelling now, and shooting. Men slugging at each other. Mnk, Ham and the others were
tied with ropes, and Doc sought them holding the knife ready to free them

A man staggered against him Doc grabbed the fellow, tried to learn if he was one of the
prisoners by feeling whether the man’s hands were tied. Wiile Doc was doing that, another man
stunbl ed into himfrom behind. The newcorer slugged, asking no question.

They fell down, Doc and the two men. Neither man was a Doc aid. They flopped around, and Doc | ost
his knife. Then he got an arm around the neck of each man, and brought their heads together, not
with skull-crushing force, but hard enough, and they collapsed. Doc got down on all fours and | ost
time seeking the knife.

Sormeone fell over himand said, "Holy cow "

"Renny, here!" Doc cut the big-fisted engi neer |oose.

Lawn was screami ng in agony.

"Sonebody shot ne!" he baw ed.

Bat avi a barked, "Don’t use those guns, you fools! W’'ll kill each other!"

After that, shooting stopped.

Doc yelled, "Get in the car!" He yelled it in ancient Mayan, a practically unknown tongue which
he and his nmen spoke fluently, and used when they did not want to be understood by outsiders.
"Take Hart!" Doc called in Mayan. "And the girl, too!"

A phantomin the black snoke, the bronze man whipped in search of the other prisoners; he found
Monk and Ham cut Mnk | oose, and ordered the chemist in Mayan to carry Hamto the car.

Renny bellowed in Mayan that he had found WIliamHenry Hart and was taking himto the car.

Doc | ocated Johnny. Johnny and Long Tom were working on each other's rope, trying to get free.
Doc sl ashed Johnny | oose, and Johnny carried Long Tomtoward t he nachi ne.

"M ss Davis!" Doc barked in English.

"Here!" cried the girl’s voice.

Doc |unged, got her, swept her away, just as two nmen charged for her voice. Doc carried her to
the car, and heaved her uncerenoniously into the back seat, which seemed to be full of squirmng
forms.

Doc then got in the front seat.

"All in?"

"Think so," Mnk gurgl ed.

Doc tried to slamthe doors, and got all of them shut but one; there was sonebody’s |eg hangi ng
out of that one, and whoever it belonged to was too excited to nove it. Doc started the car notor,
meshed gears, backed blindly, feeding the nachi ne gas.

The car got headway. |t was heavy, tons heavy, and when it hit the door, which had been cl osed,
there was an earthquake crash and a rending ripping, and the door caved. The car went out.

Doc kept on backing. Wnd whipped in the open door, nade the black snoke vapor boil around and

| eave the car. Then the bronze man could see a little.

He drove down the street a short distance, stopped the car.

Police were running toward them

In the back seat Monk suddenly yelled, "That danged Lawn got in here by accident!"

"Hold ‘im" Renny runbled. "I1'Il pop ‘im"

There was a | ong norment of quiet, then Monk nmade a nmuttering noise.

"You wouldn’t want to hit a corpse!" the honely chem st nunbl ed.

THE verdict of the coroner’s jury: In the case of Birm ngham Lawn, death came about accidentally
as the result of a bullet fired by a mal efactor enployed by the deceased.

"That’'s a | ong-wi nded way of sayin'," Mnk explained, "that he got in front of one of them

bull ets the gang was throwin’ around so free."

Said the police chief: "W are satisfied, gentlemen of the press, that with the aid of Doc

Savage, we have every crook in this case in custody."

"He neans all Lawn’s gang are in the cal aboose," Mnk expl ai ned.

Said a tabl oi d newspaper:

DOC SAVAGE EXPOSES G GGLI NG GHOSTS

AS HORRI BLE HOAX

"And that neans," Mnk explained, "that we’'ll have to hide out to keep newspaper guys from

runnin’ us ragged, wantin’ to know details."

Monk was wrong about that, though. This tinme Doc Savage did not run fromthe glare of newspaper
publicity. He did not exactly seek it, but he did not disappear. Doc stuck it out so he could work
in the hospitals.

Every day the bronze man nade rounds of hospitals where gas victins were confined, helping with
the treatnents, studying them Largely as a result of Doc Savage's trenendous nedi cal know edge, the
victins eventual ly recovered.



The famlies of those who had died sued the estate of Birm ngham Lawn, and got enornous cash
settlements. Ham the |awer, saw to that.

Ham and Doc Savage al so saw that the | and bought up by the S R GV. was returned to the forner
owners. The | and bought by the Doc Savage Relief Agency was al so returned. Too, heirs of Birm ngham
Lawn were persuaded to turn over Lawn’s estate to reconpense gas victins, and it was to be suspected
that Ham had a good deal to do with that, also.

"It begins to |ook," Mnk explained, "like everything ain't gonna be so bad."

Monk al so had a conplaint to nake. A disgusted one.

"When we get this giggling ghost ness straightened up,” he grunmbled, "I guess we gotta go to a
weddi ng. "

He neant the wedding of WIliamHenry Hart and M am Davis.

THE END



