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Chapter |. FEAR OF BOXES
IT was a cel | ophane box, so it was not invisible.
Bei ng nade of fairly good cel |l ophane—+ten cents a sheet in the dine stores—t was transparent. Not
as transparent, perhaps, as good w ndow gl ass, but you could see through it without trouble.
It was approximately half the size of a shoe box; as wide and as high as a shoe box, but only
half as long. Gtherwise, it bore no resenblance to a shoe box. The lid was not the same. This lid
was a kind of flap.
It | ooked, as nearly as Doc Savage had been able to nake it | ook, exactly like the newspaper
phot ographs, and the police photographs, of the other boxes.
So it looked like the invisible boxes. Not like the invisible boxes, exactly. But at |east |like
the invisible boxes | ooked before they becanme invisible. Those that had been phot ographed.
It was a little conplicated. O nore specifically, baffling. Baffling was the word.
Doc Savage was putting the box on a man’s doorstep.
It was a little nore conplicated than that, of course. Getting into the building had not been
entirely sinple. It was an office building, the time was near the noon hour, and the place was
crowded with people who m ght recogni ze Doc Savage. He knew this. The people were not personal
acquai ntances and no one he had nmet, but there just m ght be someone who m ght recognize his picture
fromthe newspapers. So he had conme in through the freight entrance and wal ked up el even flights of
stairs.
He had stood on the eleventh floor, in the hall, for twenty mnutes. Rather, he had occupied a
broom cl oset, with the door opened a crack, for that |ong.
J. P. MORGAN
I nvest nents
That was what it said on the door.
It was not the J. P. Mdorgan, however. This one’'s nane was not Pierpont, and he was not an
international banker, or a private banker at all. He was just a buyer and seller of cheap securities
of the type called cats and dogs. And he was not very prosperous.
Sorme detective work by Andrew Bl odgett Monk Mayfair, associate of Doc Savage, had unearthed that
much about this J. P. Mrgan.
Finally, the secretary had gone out to |unch.
Monk Mayfair had explained that the secretary wasn’t very pretty. That undoubtedly neant she was
as honely as a nud fence with the hide of an octopus tacked on it. Mnk Mayfair was easily affected
by wonen; and when he thought one was honely, she was honely indeed.
This was right. The secretary wasn't attractive. She |ooked hungry and in a hurry. She hadn’'t
| ocked the office door behind her, which indicated that J. P. Mrgan was in.
Doc Savage had wanted M. Mrgan to be in. He wal ked to the door, opened it and entered, careful
to make no sound.
The reception roomwas furnished with a desk, an unconfortable chair, a tel ephone—these for the
secretary—and a seedy and once-|uxurious divan for clients.
Doc put the cell ophane box on the desk. He picked up the tel ephone, connected it to the inner
room pressed the key and got a man’s voice in answer. Presuming this was M. Mrgan, Doc Savage
spoke rapidly. Doc was a man of many unusual capabilities, and one of these was the ability to
imtate voices, even a woman’'s voice after a fashion.
Because, being quite nmasculine, he could not exactly duplicate the secretary’s voice exactly, he
used a whi sper instead.
He said, whispering, "A package just cane for you, M. Mrgan."
The voice said, "Bring it in."
"You better come out and get it," Doc said.



Then he got out of the office, closed the door to a half-inch aperture and waited to see what
woul d happen.

He had put the cell ophane box on the stenographer’s desk; so he hadn't literally left the box on
the man’s door st ep.

J. P. MORGAN cane out of the inner office alnost inmrediately.

In 1 ooks, M. Mrgan was an ol d gentl eman of surprising benevol ence. He was of |ess than average
hei ght, nore than average width. His hair was very white, his whiskers very silky and as white as
his hair. He had fawnlike brown eyes with little crinkles at the corners.

Peace and good will; | love ny brother. That was M. Mbrgan.

M. Morgan | ooked around the office, then saw the cel | ophane box.

He proceeded—f one should want to put it hunorously—+o have kittens.

H s eyes seened to be trying to get out of his skull. That was the first thing, as he | ooked at
the box. Then he made a noise. It was the noise of a man caught under a freight train.

He junped backward wildly. H's eyes hunted for a weapon. He snatched a fire extinguisher off the
wal | and squirted the extinguisher contents at the box.

He did not go near the box, or try to put it on the floor. He just squirted the extinguisher
streamat it. The pencil of tetrachloride—er whatever was in the extingui sher—knocked the cell ophane
box off the desk, and it fell to the floor.

The scared M. Mrgan kept squirting until the extinguisher was enpty. He threw the extingui sher

at the box, mssing it.

Then he proceeded to try to burn the box. He dunped the contents of the wastebasket on it, struck
a match and applied it to the paper. He didn't seemto give a hoot about whether the shabby rug got
a hole burned in it or not.

Fortunately or unfortunately, the streamof fluid fromthe extingui sher had soaked the contents

of the wastebasket, so the paper woul dn’t burn.

First he had tried to extinguish it; now he was trying to burn it. This was rather silly. It
showed only one thing: M. Mrgan was so scared he didn't know whet her he was standing on his head
or on his feet.

Then it dawned on himthat the cell ophane box was enpty. He bent over, staring at the box. He

| ooked utterly relieved. He sank back in the stenographer’s chair so | oosely and so hel pl essly that
the chair upset, scooting out fromunder him and depositing himon the floor. He sat there on the
floor like a man who had been nearly knocked out.

Doc Savage wal ked into the office.

"It might be advisable for you to tell me why seeing that box excited you so," Doc said.

MORGAN stood up so straight that he seened to Iift an inch off the floor. He | ooked at the wi ndow
as if he wanted to junp out of it.

"Ch, hello," he said vaguely.

Doc Savage noved toward him saying, "M. Mrgan, | presune."”

This was purely a conversational statement because Monk Mayfair had described M. Mrgan, and
this was he.

The ol d gentl eman | ooked at the doors as if he wanted to dash out through them and at the

st enographer’s desk as if he wished to craw under it.

"I . . . er . . . beg your pardon," he said.

Doc Savage took himby the arm He did not resist. Doc led himinto the inner office. The place
was furnished with a desk, filing cabinet, an unconfortable chair behind the desk for M. Morgan,
and a |l ess confortable one in front of the desk—exactly the reverse, in confort degree, of the
arrangenent in the outer office. Doc sat himdown in the chair.

The bronze man went to the outer office, then returned with what was |eft of the cell ophane box.
He put this on the desk in front of M. Morgan.

"Why did it excite you?" he asked.

Morgan swal | owed, and the ends of his fingers twitched as if they were in cold water.

He was not going to talk.

Doc Savage was a big man, so big that his real size was startlingly apparent whenever he stood
close to an ordinary object, such as a chair or a desk. H's skin was deeply bronzed, and his eyes
like liquid gold under narrowed |ids. He was, in whole, a striking figure. Strength seened to flow
like nolten nmetal under every square inch of his skin.

Doc said, "Four men have died. Four that the police know of, and there have been many others."
Morgan began turning white.

Doc continued, "The deaths have nystified the police. There seened to be no reason for any of
them and no connection between the four deaths."

Morgan started trenbling.

"They were not natural deaths," added Doc Savage. "Each one was nysterious, unexplai ned—and are
still unexplained. The | eading scientists of the police departnent were baffled, and the consulting
experts called in on the cases are baffled."



The white-haired man’s breathing now becane audible. It was a sound like cloth tearing deep
within him a soft and | ow sound, but disturbing

Doc said, "A box was found near each dead man. In each case, it was a box, presumably nade of
cel | ophane. "

Morgan opened and cl osed his nmouth

"The boxes | ater vanished," Doc said. "They di sappeared conpletely and inexplicably, and no one
seens to be able to explain just what did happen to them It is very nystifying to the police."
Morgan took hold of his lip with his teeth, very tightly.

"The newspapers are referring to themas invisible boxes," Doc added

Morgan’s pal eness, trenbling and strained breathing had all conbined until he now | ooked and
acted like a man about to fall into fragments

Doc Savage nade what was obviously his final statenent in his summary

"All of the nysteriously dead nmen," he said, "happened to be acquai ntances of yours, M. Morgan
That is a matter which the police were not fortunate enough to discover."

The white-haired man broke

FOR sonething nore than five minutes, he alternately sobbed, clenched and uncl enched his fists
or pounded wildly on the desk in front of him He junped up, or attenpted to do so several tines, as
if he wanted to run screamng fromthe place. In each case, Doc Savage restrained him

But finally, he said, "I amonly Uncle Joe Mrgan. Wiy should anyone want to do such things to
me?"

Doc Savage took a chair, the unconfortable one. H's eyes, which had been narrowed, seened to
relax, so that the lids widened. H's eyes were |like pools of flake gold stirred by tiny w nds
"So you do know sonething about the affair," he said

Uncl e Joe Morgan shuddered. It was the fifteenth tine, at |east, that he had shuddered. But this
time he did it violently.

"I ama gentle man," he said

"l have no enem es because | amnot an anbitious man." He noved a hand vaguely, indicating his
office. "I nmake a very nodest living, dealing in | owpriced, but sound, stocks, bonds and
commodities. | have no bad habits. My only hobby is boating, and practically ny only piece of
property is a small schooner which I own."

Doc Savage studied him

"Which is all prelimnary to your saying what?" he asked

Uncl e Joe Morgan swallowed with great difficulty. "I have realized the coincidence of each of
those men being an acquai ntance of mne," he said. "And it has frightened me. As far as | know,
those men who have di ed have had no connection with each other, except that they knew ne!"

"Whi ch nmeans?"

"I . . . | wuld give everything to know. All | own." Uncle Joe Mrgan clenched his hands. "I
nmean that."

Doc Savage indicated the cell ophane box. "Seeing that box disturbed you a great deal."

The other man bowed his white head. "I know. | have just told you why."

Doc Savage said nothing. His netallic features, rugged and wel |l -npl ded so that they were handsone
wi thout being in any sense pretty-pretty, showed no expression. Hs face gave an inpression of
control | ed power.

"You seened very scared,"” he said

The other straightened. "You do not believe me?"

"You were unusual ly disturbed," Doc said

Uncl e Joe Morgan took out a handkerchief, wiped his face

"l give you ny word | know nothing about this,” he said. "I amjust unnerved by those deaths
Those men were not extrenely close to nme, but | knew themquite well. They have di ed one after
another, in that weird fashion, and it has terrified me. Just the men | know are dying? Wiy is

t hat ?"

"You cannot explain it?"

"No. "

"You mght try to think of sonething."

Uncl e Joe Morgan’'s lips were paper-white and his breathing had, all during their talk, becone
nore and nore |ike cloth tearing. The tearing had started, seenmingly, deep in his lungs, so that it
was barely audible; now, it was up in his throat, and |oud

"l have thought about it," he said, "for four straight days and nights. | have not slept."

Doc Savage arose. There had been no sound audible to normal ears. But the bronze man went to the
recepti on room door, opened it; and the honely secretary was there. She |ooked up curiously at Doc
Savage and then, fascinated by the unusual power which the bronze man radi ated, as peopl e al ways
were, kept staring at him

He cl osed the door and went back to the desk. He put both hands on the desk. The sinews in the
backs of the hands stood out |ike steel pencils

"What about Ted Parks?" he asked. Then, when the old man seened to nelt in his chair: "So you' ve



t hought of that, too?"
"You nean—Ffed Parks al so knew the nmen who have di ed?"

"Yes."

“I . . . | knew that."

"We had better talk to Ted Parks," Doc Savage said.
"He . . . he has disappeared.”

"Yes," Doc said. "So we discovered."

"Look." Uncle Joe Mdrgan reached into his desk and brought out an envel ope. Fromthe envel ope he
took a paper, which he spread on the desk. "Look," he repeated.

I't read:

| amconming to see you at four o'clock Friday. You better be there, and you better not tell
anybody | am coming. AND | MEAN NOBCDY.

Bughi de.

"Ted Parks wote that. Today is Friday. So he is conmng at four o' clock today." Uncle Joe Mrgan
drew in a deep breath. "That name he signed to it, Bughide, is a nickname | called Ted one tine. |
think he has always resented it. | called himthe nanme because he is so easily offended. | think I
referred to himhaving a hide no thicker than a bug, at the tine."

Doc Savage | ooked at the note in silence for a while.

He asked, "Have you any objections to ny being present at four o’'clock this afternoon when Ted
Par ks pays you this call?"

The white-haired man sat up straight.

"l woul d be delighted,” he said.

"Have you any idea why the note has this violent tone?" Doc asked. "The reference, in particular,
that you had better not tell anyone."

"l have no idea."

"Expect me shortly before four o' clock," Doc Savage said.

DOC SAVAGE | eft the office building and stepped into a nearby restaurant. He took a seat in a
booth in the rear, a booth with high wooden partitions in front and behi nd.

A man was already seated in the booth. He was a short, w de man covered with rusty-red hair. He
had sl opi ng shoul ders, no forehead worth mentioning and a face that was sonething to start dogs
bar ki ng.

This pleasantly apish fellow had a pig under the table. The pig was sitting there in confort, one
eye on the proprietor of the restaurant, who did not | ook happy.

"Well, did he admt getting the note from Parks?" asked the man.

"Yes, Monk, he admitted that," Doc Savage said. "But he admitted to very little else.”

Monk Mayfair grinned. "That's a point in his favor. | don’t reckon he could have known | went
through his mail and gave that letter a go-over with Long Tonmis pet portable X-ray machine."
Doc Savage asked, "Is Long Tomon the job?"

"Yes," Monk said. "He has tapped Uncle Joe Mdrgan's tel ephone |ine and put a recording instrument
onit."

"And Renny?"

"Renny has rented an office across the street. He is sitting there with a pair of binoculars,

wat ching the inside of Uncle Joe's office."

" Han@"

Monk sniffed, as if he did not care for Ham Ham was Bri gadi er General Theodore Marl ey "Han{
Brooks, noted | awyer, one of Doc Savage’'s five assistants. Monk’s sniffing about Ham was mi sl eadi ng.
They were |ike brothers, and they never |let a day pass—and sel dom an hour—w thout a quarrel.
"Ham " said Monk, "has gone to hire a good, trustworthy lip reader to sit in the office with
Renny and read the lips of Uncle Joe Mrgan, or any visitors he has, with the binoculars."

"The situation seens to be taken care of," Doc Savage said.

"Fromthis end, it is."”

The bronze man arose. "Contact nme at headquarters if necessary."

Monk nodded. "O K. By radio. Right."

Doc Savage left. The restaurant proprietor was wi ping his hands on his apron and glaring at the
pi g under Mnk’s table.

I't was then one o’ clock.

Chapter 11. G RL BRI NG NG TROUBLE

AT two o' clock, the frantic girl came to Doc Savage.

He was, at the time, on the eighty-sixth floor of a m dtown skyscraper. The floor was divided

into three roons—a reception room a library and a | aboratory. Doc was engaged in preparing plates
of nutrient nmedia for a bacteriol ogical research he was conducti ng.

One of his assistants was presiding over the reception room The assistant was Brigadi er General
Theodore Marl ey Brooks, called Ham by everyone because he hated pork, hogs, and anything swine, wld
or tame. Hamwas an em nent |awyer. The Harvard | egal alumi were very proud of him He was



consi dered one of the great |egal mnds.

He was not engaged in a deep |legal problemat the nmonent, however.

He was teaching his pet chinpanzee, naned Chenmistry, to tie one end of a string to an object,

then tie the other end of the same string to a different object. Hamwas getting a great deal of

gl ee out of this teaching, chuckling as if he had something devilish in mnd.

The frantic girl arrived suddenly. She began beating on the door and scream ng!

Li ke that. Suddenly. One nonent Doc was tinkering with nutrient nedia and Ham was teaching his
chinmp to tie strings and there was an am abl e silence. Then the screeching; the pounding of fists on
the door.

Ham bolted to his feet. Chemi stry, the chinp, nade a brown streak to safety under the nearest

desk. In the |l ab, Doc Savage put the slide of nutrient nedia in a tenperature-controlled vacuum case
as if nothing had happened.

The girl’'s words were nostly garbl ed.

But she was telling sonmeone to, "Get away from ne!"

Ham Br ooks had been associated with Doc Savage | ong enough to know better than to take chances.

He |l eaped to an inlaid desk, jammed a finger against an inlay which was a conceal ed button and
caused a sheet of bulletproof glass, as clear as any plate glass, to drop between hinself and the
door. He punched another button which opened the door.

Wasted precaution. The girl was actually in trouble. If not, it was a very real imtation because
the man who was fighting her seemed to be doing his best to get his knife into her throat! The knife
had a bl ade the size of a razor, somewhat the sanme shape.

Had he been a larger man, the girl’s yelling and struggling would have ended by now. He was not
large. The two were, in fact, about a match in strength, and the girl had hold of the knife armwth
bot h hands.

Ham | eaped forward. In his chivalrous haste, he forgot all about just |owering the glass panel.

He got his nose flattened. He went around the glass, pain twi sting his face, and charged.

The smal|l man saw Ham comi ng. He dropped his knife, so the girl would rel ease his arm She did

so. The man ran. Ham gal | oped after him

The man realized he woul d be overtaken. As soon as he understood that, he whirled, drawing a gun.

It was an autonatic, huge and flat, with dark bul k.

He ained the gun at Hamand fired. And part of the top cane off his head, not off Hanis head.

THE girl —she was not bad to look at, at first glance, and she inproved on acquai ntance—sade a

mewi ng sound and cl osed her eyes fromthe bottomup. She fell loosely and lay on the floor, beside
the knife.
Doc Savage cane out of the reception roominto the hall. He took one glance. Then he went back

inside the reception room |eaped to the inlaid desk and pressed several curlicues of inlay which
were buttons.

As a result of the buttons he pressed, all elevators in the buil ding stopped, the stairways were
fl ooded with a gas—not tear gas, but one that woul d produce unconsciousness through its ability to
be absorbed by the skin pores—and the armed el evator starters in the ornate |obby received a warning
flash of signal |ight.

Then Doc returned to the hall.

Ham was bendi ng over the body of the small nman. He had picked up the gun, what was left of it.
"Real ly," he renmarked.

Doc Savage took the weapon. He picked up several fragnents which had blown off it and exam ned

t hese.

"The gun was fixed to kill the man," he said.

Then he sank to a knee beside the small man.

"Dead?" Ham asked.

Doc nodded. He went to the girl.

"Just fainted, didn't she?" Ham asked.

Agai n Doc nodded.

"I never saw either one of them before,” Ham said. He got down and went through the pockets of
the dead nan. They were enpty. He | ooked inside the clothing for |abels. There were no | abels. He
searched for laundry nmarks. None of those, either.

"That’'s strange," Hamremarked. "You hear of nurderers taking the |abels out of their victins’
pockets so they can't be identified. But | never heard of a guy wal king around with the | abels out
of his clothes. He sure didn’'t want to be identified in case we caught him"

A purse lay near the girl. Doc picked it up, went through the contents. There was the usual wonman
stuff. No nanme, however, on anyt hing.

The girl had brown hair, brown eyes, nice nmouth, and a turned-up nose. Faces of wonmen who have
fainted are usually | oose, colorless and unlovely. But this face was firm conposed, and even
beauti ful .

There was no question but that she was in a genuine faint, not faking. Doc nade sure of that.
"Certainly strange, these |abels mssing," Ham said again.



Doc Savage indicated the remains of the gun

"This weapon," he said, "had been deliberately tanpered with so that it would kill anyone who
fired it."

Ham s eyes wi dened

"Say, Doc that makes it look as if soneone gave himthe gun so that, if he got in a jamand tried
to use it, he would kill hinmself. Kind of an automatic elimnation, as it were."

The bronze man nodded

They carried the girl inside, and Doc worked over her with resuscitating materials

Ham went to the big inlaid desk, pulled out a drawer and exam ned an array of signal lights. He
used a tel ephone which connected with the elevators and the elevator starters on the ground fl oor
"This fellow doesn’'t seemto have had anyone with him" Hamreported. "At |east, we caught
nobody. "

The girl opened her eyes

"l don’t know why they took my brother," she said

Ham Brooks was aware that he junped and that Doc Savage showed no emotion. Doc’s self-contro

al ways amazed Ham al t hough he had known the bronze man a long tine.

"Who took your brother?" Doc asked

"They will kill him" she said

Her voice was charged with horror

Patiently, Doc inquired, "Wo?"

She got hold of herself. "I am. . . ny nanme is Jeanette Bridges. Jen, they call nme. You are Doc
Savage. You were pointed out to me, once, froma distance. | was told at the time that you follow
the rather strange career of righting wongs and puni shing evildoers; that you hel p people who are
in trouble. | need your help."

She did not say this in one breath, but it had that effect
"Who was the man outside?" Doc Savage asked
She cl osed her eyes and shuddered trenendously. "That man—he was the one who warned nme. You see

| aman artist. | do fashion layouts for departnment stores. | take orders in the norning and work in
the afternoons. Today | came back to my home a little after one o’ clock, and four men were taking ny
brother away. | realized sonething was wong. | confronted themw th a demand to know what was goi ng

on." She stopped. Her hands trenbled. "My brother suddenly burst out in a wild rush of words."
"Your brother’s name?"

"David."

"And these wild words were?"

"That the four nmen were going to kill himkill ny brother!"

"What happened?"

"The four nen dragged ny brother away. Later that . . . that man out in the hall cane back. He
said there was sonmething big and terrible involved. He said | should keep ny nouth shut about what
had happened to ny brother. He said | was to forget | ever had a brother. He said it would be too
bad for me if | didn't. And after he told ne all that, he went away."

"And then you did what?"

"l thought of you," she said. "I came here. That man nust have followed nme. He set upon nme with
the knife in the hall."

Doc Savage’'s eyes becane nore alive, alert.

"WAs an invisible box nentioned?" he inquired

"A what ? What do you mean—nvi si bl e box?"

"You do not seemto have read the newspapers."

"Ordinarily, | do. But the |ast few days | have been too busy."

"You are an artist?"

"Yes."

Doc Savage went away and cane back w th draw ng paper, pencils and erasers

"Sketch the faces of those four nmen—er the three who are still alive-as best you can from

menory," he said. "Also, sketch their figures and any details about their clothing."
The girl went to work, draw ng rapidly. She was good

HAM BROOKS stared at the line drawing the girl had finished and said, "By Jove! Wait a nonent!"
Suddenly excited, he sprang to his feet, and went to a filing cabinet. He began hunting frantically.
Doc Savage had been watching the drawi ng. He glanced at Ham said, “In the Afile, Ham He is
filed under Acquaintances."

Ham found a sheaf of papers. He canme back, put a paper under the girl’s nose. It had an ordinary
newspaper phot ograph pasted to it

She stared. "That's hinml" she ejaculated. "That's one of the nen!"

The cut lines under the picture, the print identifying the subject of the photograph, read

Elmer 1. lvers, banker, who says the foreign situation will inprove

Jen Bridges jabbed a finger excitedly at the picture. "That was one of the men. How did you
happen to have his picture?"



The man in the photograph had wide, thin eyes, a nose that turned up until the nostrils were
visible only as two holes, and a thatch of hair that was like the top of an oat shock in general
shape. Thick horn-rimred spectacl es gave himan additional distinction.

"How do you happen to have this?" the girl asked.

Ham gl anced at Doc, and the bronze man shook his head very slightly.

Ham said to the girl, "Ch, we keep a file of such stuff. A kind of rogue’'s gallery."

Jen Bridges | ooked around the roomat the library and | aboratory which showed through open doors.
She seened i npressed.

Doc Savage went to a small portable radio, put it in operation. "Mnk," he said into the

m cr ophone.

Monk, the honely fellow with the pet pig, had a squeaking, ridiculous voice that m ght have

bel onged to a small child.

"Yes," he said over the radio.

"Has Uncl e Joe Morgan left his office?" Doc inquired.

"No. "

"Has he tel ephoned anyone?"

"Not a soul since you left him Long Tom says."

"Or received any calls?"

"Not a one," Monk reported.

"Keep a close watch on himand advise ne if he nmakes a nove, places a tel ephone call or receives
any, or has visitors, dispatches, nmessengers—anything he does."

"Right."

The bronze man switched off the radio apparatus. "M ss Bridges," he said, "do you know a M. J.
P. Morgan?"

"l don’t nove in those financial circles," Jen said.

"Not that one. This one calls hinself Uncle Joe Mrgan."

She shook her head i mrediately. "I do not know him?"

"And did, or do you, know Elnmer |. Ivers?"

"Who is he?"

"A businessman and banker. He controls the |verson Chemcal Co."

"No, | do not know him" she said. "Except, of course, he was one of the nen who seized ny
brother. | can see that fromthe picture of him But that is all | know about him?"

"Do you mind staying here with M. Brooks?" Doc asked.

"No, | don’t mnd," she said.

Doc Savage noved into the | aboratory and began getting equi pnent together and stuffing it into
his pockets. Ham followed himto the door and watched.

"You are going to investigate Ivers?" Ham asked.

"That is right," Doc said.

Ham gl anced back at the girl. He cane into the | aboratory and cl osed the door so she coul d not
overhear him

"Elmer lvers is one of the men we investigated in connection with the nystery of the invisible
boxes," Ham sai d.

"He happened to know two of the victins," Doc Savage agreed. "But Uncle Joe Mdrgan is the only
man we have been able to | ocate who knew all victins."

Ham started. "Say, doesn’t Uncle Joe Mrgan know El ner |vers, too?"

"He does."

Doc Savage finished collecting gadgets which he m ght or might not need in the course of the
investigation he planned.

As he was leaving, the girl asked, "Are you going to help find ny brother?"

"You can be sure of that," Doc told her.

SOVEONE shot at himas he was | eaving the buil ding!

The shot came froma distance and evidently froma single-shot silenced rifle, equipped with a

tel escopic sight. It was probably a rifle with a small bore and fantastic velocity—en the order of a
.220 Swift, .219 Zipper, or .22 Hi -Power—udging fromthe way the bullet hit. The pill of |ead, not
as large as a bean, was capable of stunning like a stick of dynamte.

Doc was able to judge the type of bullet fromwhat it did to the bulletproof glass of his car

wi ndow. It practically denolished the outer coat of the glass, which should shatter, and put a big
depression in the w ndow.

Doc stopped the car instantly. He did not roll down the wi ndow. He waited. No nore bullets cane.

H s flake-gold eyes nobved unceasingly.

There were at |east a thousand windows in the adjacent batteries of great buildings fromwhich

the shot coul d have cone. But nowhere could he detect anything.

Cars bl ew horns inpatiently behind him He drove on.

Into the radio, he said, "Ham soneone with a good rifle, soneone who can shoot well, is watching
the building."



Ham said, "I will get hold of Johnny and Pat and have themtake a |l ook. It begins to seemthat we
have stuck our noses into sonething that is pretty well organized."

"Leave Pat out of it," Doc said

"All right," Ham agreed

Pat was Patricia Savage, a young | ady who | oved excitenment. She was Doc Savage’'s cousin; and
because she was entertaining as well as a handy gadget to have around when there was trouble, the
others liked to work with her. Doc also |iked to work with Pat. But he considered nost of their
busi ness too dangerous for a girl.

Chapter IIl1. WHAT THE G RL BROUGHT
DOC SAVAGE did not, ordinarily, go out of his way to hunt trouble, but the present case was an
exception

The big bronze man had been trained fromchil dhood—a weird sort of upbringing, with his being
placed in the hands of scientists fromchildhood onward for devel opment—for the business of righting
wrongs and puni shing evildoers. The training was the idea of his parents; and the results had been
remar kabl e, as far as making a physical nmarvel and a nental genius out of Doc

It was a plan on the part of his parents which could easily have gone wong and warped the bronze
man’'s character, his disposition, even his soul

Privatel y—and the psychol ogi sts agreed with himon this point—boc considered the thing a

danger ous experinent which could easily have failed. O worse, it mght have created a kind of human
nonst er.

Fortunately, Doc had inherited a | ove of excitement and a sense of humor. So the training had

been em nently successful. Many people had come to himfor help, and he had ai ded sone; while

ot hers, undeserving, or who had sought to use his genius to help line their pockets, had received a
pai nful education

He had hordes of enenies.

He was proud of them

He had a great many nore friends

He had gone into the nystery of the invisible boxes because it was intriguing and because the
police seemed to be maki ng no headway. He had entered it thoroughly, beginning with a conplete
investigation of all possibilities, which was how he happened to | earn of Elner Ivers

lvers, being a wealthy man, lived in eccentric fashion on board a ferryboat

Not a ferry which plied across New York harbor. This one was out of service, tied up to a dock

of f fashionable Sutton Place, near the inpressive shadow of Queensboro Bridge

The ferryboat home of Ivers had received a splash of newspaper publicity fromtinme to tine

because of its human quality. Ilvers, it seened, had started business life as a huckster of peanuts
popcorn and crackerjack on this identical ferryboat, many years ago. Since, he had grown rich
purchased the old boat and rebuilt it into a bizarre hone.

DOC SAVAGE parked his car near the boat. He had driven cautiously and indirectly, keeping a watch
on the traffic to make sure he was not being followed.

Afternoon sun was behi nd the high Manhattan buildings, a few clouds loitered like lanbs in the
sky, and river traffic noved lazily.

The bronze man used the bol dest course. He wal ked to the dock, strode out on the gangpl ank and
reached the entrance of the ferryboat. He knocked. No answer.

There was a foghorn of the hand-operated type which was obviously intended to double as a
doorbell. He gave it a whirl. The thing bellowed |ike a bull

Foot steps cane to the door, and the door opened

The man had a turned-up nose, a thatch of hair like the top of an oat shock, thick horn-rinmred
spectacles. H's clothing was good, expensive. There was a brown stain on the spotless front of his
dress shirt, as if a pipe had drool ed there

"I amsorry," he said. "The servants are away for the afternoon."

Doc said, "lvers?"

The other blinked behind the spectacles. "Yes, | amE ner lvers."

"Doc Savage," Doc said

"l have heard of you."

"May | cone in?"

"I'f you wish."

The man | ed Doc Savage to a room It could not be called a cabin, although it was on the
ferryboat; it was a roomtarge, confortable, a reception office of some kind, evidently, because
there were no w ndows.

There were two doors, one by which they had entered and another, directly opposite

"WIl you wait a moment?" lvers said. "I left sone eggs frying, and | had better—

He stepped toward the other door as he spoke. Doc knew, then, that plenty was wong. He junped
for the man. But the other was fast on his feet. He raced through the doorway and sl amed the door
shut



Doc Savage hit the door, and it was too solid. He went back and hit the other door, the one by
whi ch he had entered. That one was | ocked, and al so solid.

The man began scream ng, then. Hs voice began at a high pitch, and |ost tone, then volune. It
was |ike a siren dying down, except that the shrieking was not a continuous sound but a series of
rendi ng screeches in descendi ng scal e.

The voi ce silenced.

The whol e boat seened to becone full of running feet.

Doc Savage produced an object the size of a cherry froma pocket—t |ooked a little Iike a black
cherry, of steel—-and thrust the tapered steminto the |ock of the outer door. Then he got back.
He held his nouth wide open to | essen the concussi on when the "cherry" let go. It soon did, with
blue flame, awful noise, and viol ence enough to make the door look as if a dozen axes had worked
upon it.

Doc Savage went through the opening.

Men appeared before him

He | ooked at them and stopped.

"The fell ow went through this other door," he said.

The men were policenen, nost of themuniformed. They had guns and tear gas and determ ned
expressions. One of them Doc Savage knew.

"Li eutenant Bl osser," Doc said, "the man went through that door, yonder. As soon as he was on the
ot her side, he began scream ng."

Li eutenant Bl osser said, "W heard the cries, M. Savage." He went to the door.

"It is locked," Doc Savage said.

Li eut enant Bl osser took hold of the knob, and the door opened. It was not |ocked. He gl anced at
Doc Savage queerly. Then he went into the room

At once, he reappeared. His face was grim

He said, "M. Savage, you say a nman ran in here?"

"Yes."

"A man with a turned-up nose, thick horn-rimed spectacles, tangled strawcol ored hair?"

"Yes."

He ran into this roomand began screamni ng?"

"Yes."

"Did you follow himinto the roon?"

"No. "

Li eut enant Bl osser conpressed his lips. "Have you been in this other roon?"

"No. "

"You are sure of that?"

Doc Savage's netallic features were expressionless, but his flake-gold eyes seened puzzled. "Wy
are you skeptical, lieutenant?" he asked.

Li eut enant Bl osser stepped back.

"Cone in here and see for yourself," he said.

Doc did so. The room had no wi ndows. The only door was the one by which they had entered. There
was no neans of leaving or entering the room in fact, except by the door.

A man was dead on the floor. A stubby man with thick spectacles, matted hair, and a nose turned
up to show its nostrils.

A cel | ophane box stood beside the dead nan!

LI EUTENANT BLOSSER was a young man with clear blue eyes and good shoul ders. He also had a jaw
sui tabl e for hammering rocks.

He said, "I amsorry, M. Savage; | cannot |et you exam ne that box."

Doc Savage gl anced at two policenen who had cone to stand cl ose beside him

"Whay not ?" he asked.

"Fingerprints," Lieutenant Bl osser said, and | ooked at the box.

The box resenbl ed the one which Doc Savage had constructed from cel | ophane and left on the
figurative doorstep of Uncle Joe Mdirgan. This one, if anything, was a trifle smaller.

"Get a photographer in here," ordered Lieutenant Blosser. "Have himget pictures of that box.
Detectives Grant and Mbzen, you watch the box. W do not want this one disappearing."

"That is a good idea," Doc said. "And we mght take a | ook at the body."

He started to where the man |ay dead on the floor.

Li eut enant Bl osser got in his way and said, "I amsorry."

Doc Savage studied him "Wat do you nean?"

"You will please stay where you are," the officer said rather stiffly.

The bronze man hesitated. Then he drew out a billfold, opened it and presented a document. "You
will find this to be a commi ssion,"” he explained, "on the New York police force."

Bl osser shook his head.

"We are wasting tine," Doc said, a trifle inpatiently. "There appears to have been a nurder here.
You will find that this conmm ssion bears the rank of inspector, which is above your own, and



entitles ne to overrule your orders. | regret doing so, but—=

Li eut enant Bl osser becane pal e.

"It is not a license," he said, nodding at the conmi ssion.

"A license for what?"

"To commit crimes," Blosser said bluntly.

Doc Savage said nothing for a nonent. Then he asked, "Have you any objection to ny calling

Conmi ssi oner Strance?"

The white tension on Lieutenant Bl osser’s face increased.

"It would relieve me greatly if you would," he said. He held his lower lip in his teeth briefly.
"As a matter of fact, | was going to do so nyself. You see, M. Savage, you are in a rather peculiar
position in this thing."

Doc | ooked at him "Peculiar in what way?"

"W received a tel ephone tip—anonynmous—to the effect that you were behind these invisible-box
murders. Also, that Elmer lvers was to be killed and that you woul d appear here this afternoon and
commit the nurder."”

Doc Savage nmade, briefly, the snmall sound which was peculiar to himin nonents of nental or
physical stress, a trilling which seemed to conme out of inaudibility and travel nusically up and
down a scale, then ebb away.

Bl osser added, "W cane here. M. lvers ridiculed the whole idea. He said he had no enem es; that
he did not even know you. But we remmi ned anyway, conceal ed in the neighborhood. W saw you cong;
saw |vers admt you. And then— He shrugged.

"You say a tel ephone tip brought you here?" Doc Savage asked.

"Right."

"What tine was it received?"

"About an hour ago."

"Was it after one o’ cl ock?"

"Yes, the tip cane after one o’ clock," Blosser said.

COWM SSI ONER STRANCE, acting head of the police departnent, was a blunt granite rock of a man who
had few words and used themlike bullets. He had come up from pounding a beat in G avesend, and
there had never been a question about his honesty. Nor his courage.

He said, "Hello, Savage. Too bad. Don't like it."

A homi cide-detail detective came in fromthe roomwhere the body |ay. He had a sheet of paper and
an envel ope, tinted bronze.

Strance read the paper with hard eyes. He handed it to Doc.

If the police come to you and you tell them anything, even tell themyou know ne, you will not
live long.

Savage.

"Found on the body," the homicide man said.

"Yours?" Strance asked.

"Type of paper | use," Doc adnmitted.

"You wite it?"

"No. "

Conmi ssi oner Strance stared at himstrangely but did not comment. Strance was a man of few words,
of steel convictions. He was not a nman inclined to | ean over backward in being fair. He believed,
instead, that it was the duty of the courts and juries to decide innocence or guilt.

A detective cane in and reported, "W’ ve gone over the boat with a mcroscope, alnost. There's
nobody el se aboard."

Doc Savage's fl ake-gol d eyes becane intent. He did not say anything. He knew by now that he was
in a serious predicanent.

A fingerprint nman cane in from headquarters. He had a card on which were Doc Savage’'s
fingerprints.

They conpared these prints with a latent print on the crystal of a wist watch. The crystal was
cracked.

"l dentical," said the fingerprint man.

Li eutenant Bl osser stood in front of Doc Savage. "Watch off the dead man's wist," he said.
"There was evidently a struggle, and the assailant grasped Elnmer Ivers wist. The assailant left a
t hunbprint on the watch crystal. The print is yours!”

Doc said, "Mnd letting me | ook at that watch?"

Bl osser took a step forward to conply, but Conm ssioner Strance interrupted with one word.

"No!" Strance said.

In a voice which showed no enotion, Doc Savage asked, "M nd letting ne | ook at the dead nan?"

Bl osser glanced at Strance.

"No," Strance said. "Clues. He's clever. Mght destroy."

Doc Savage showed sone of the astonishnent he felt. He had been working with the police for a
long tinme; he had done them many favors, and he had, in turn, received favors fromthem



Li eut enant Bl osser evidently knew what was in the bronze nman’s nmind. He began speaki ng.

"1 fully understand your high position, M. Savage," he said. "And believe me, | regret this as

much as | possibly can. But you can see the position in which we are placed. W received an
anonynous tip that Elmer lvers was to be nurdered by you. To tell the truth, we did not believe it.
But we showed up on the scene anyway. And sure enough, you appeared, and lvers was nurdered. Al the
clues point to you."

Doc made no conment.

Li eut enant Bl osser said, "Perhaps you think we are being unduly harsh with you. But let ne rem nd
you that several men have died under nysterious circunstances. W have been without clues. The death
in each case puzzled our chem sts." He swung to a nedical exam ner. "Saunders," he said, "of what
did that man in the other room-El mer |vers—die?"

Saunders, a conpetent-|ooking man, said, "I cannot tell. | do believe that it is the same thing
that killed those other men. A |aboratory test will prove the point later."

Bl osser | ooked at Doc Savage. "You see. This is the fifth nman to die nysteriously. W cannot
overl ook this; and, much as we regret it, | amafrai d—=

Conmmi ssi oner Strance interjected a grunt.

"Too many words," he said. He turned to Doc. "You' re under arrest. Charge is nurder!"

There was just one other devel opment. |t happened i mredi ately. Conmi ssioner Strance asked to have
a |l ook at the cell ophane box which had been found near the nurdered nman.

Li eutenant Bl osser |ooked satisfied with hinself.

"The boxes found on the scene of the other nurders have di sappeared dammed nysteriously," he
announced. "So | took good care that this one wouldn't."

"Where is it?" Strance demanded.

"I put it in a pillow case," Blosser said. "And two of ny nen have been watching it."

He sent for the two nen. They cane in, carrying the pillow case.

"Open it," Blosser ordered.

One of the nen untied a shoestring which he had fastened about the open end of the pillow case,
fashioning it into a sack. He stared inside—and becanme pale. The other detective also | ooked into
the sack. His jaw dropped.

"What the hell’s the matter?" Strance barked.

The matter was that there was now no box inside the pillow case!

Chapter |V. CONVI NCI NG BLOSSER

LI EUTENANT COLONEL ANDREW BLODGETT MONK MAYFAI R and Bri gadi er General Theodore Marl ey Ham Brooks
were a deceptive pair. Each had, on necessary and urgent occasions in the past, risked his life to
save the other. To listen to them associate with each other, no stranger would believe this

possi bl e. No one ever recalled Hamis having said a pleasant word to or about Mnk. And vice versa.
The unpl easant ness even extended to their two pets, Mnk's pig, Habeas Corpus, and Ham s chinp,
nanmed Chemistry. They fought several tinmes a day.

Monk sl ammred down the tel ephone in Doc Savage’ s headquarters.

"They’' ve got Doc in prison!" he said. "W’ ve got to do sonething."

Perspiration had cone out on Mdnk’s honely face.

Ham said, "That is ridiculous."

"It’s not so blanmed ridiculous but what it has happened,” Mnk said. "You ve been bragging for
years around here that you had the brains of this gang, you overdressed shyster. So now you better
deliver. Think of sonething."

Ham stared at pretty Jen Bridges.

Jen’s fingers were against her pale cheeks. "This is terrible. |I caused it. | asked M. Savage to
hel p ny brother, and now—=
"We are still helping your brother. Please don't worry," Ham sai d.

Monk was tenpted to wal k over and kick Hamin the ribs, and his expression showed how he felt.

Monk resented Hami's enjoying the good |uck of having been left at headquarters to take care of a
girl as attractive as Jen Bridges. Mnk coul d detect signs of Hamis having made the best of the
opportunity.

Monk took two angry stamping turns around the room Then he went to the radio.

"Renny, " he said. "You there?"

A voice, a runbling like something big in a deep hole, admtted that Renny Renw ck was present at
another radio transmtter.

"We got into the flypaper the first thing," Mnk said. "A girl named Jen Bridges showed up here
and said her brother, David, had been grabbed and haul ed off by sonme nen. Jen is an artist, and Doc
had her draw the faces of the nen who ki dnapped her brother. Doc recogni zed one of them as El ner
lvers, a well-known banker and businessman. Doc went to talk to Ivers. Ivers was nurdered—ene of the
i nvi si bl e-box things. Doc is accused of the crinme. Framed!"

"Holy cow" said big-fisted Renny. It was his favorite exclamation. He was silent a noment. Then,
"You want to know if Uncle Joe Mdrgan was hooked in it?"

"That's it."



"l don't see how he could be," Renny said

"He m ght have called sonebody to set this trap for Doc."

Renny runbl ed disgustedly. "Wait until | contact Long Tom" he said. "He's riding the tel ephone
line to Uncle Joe Mdrgan's office.”

The consultation with Long Tom the electrical expert of Doc Savage’'s group of five assistants
did not take |ong

Renny reported, "Long Tom says Uncl e Joe Mirgan has not used the tel ephone since Doc |eft the

pl ace. Long Tom al so says he has not used any other kind of device, radio or wire, to signal anyone
Long Tom has sonme kind of a supersensitive detector rigged up that tells himthat."

Monk demanded, "What about you?"

"From where | am posted,"” said Renny, "I can see right into Uncle Joe Mrgan's office. He has not
been out of sight. He has hardly been away fromhis desk. He just sits there and fiddles with his
wat ch. "

"How do you nean—fiddles with his watch?"

"Keeps taking it out, holding it in his hands, playing with it, and then putting it back in his
pocket. And taking it out again. Does that over and over. Acts nervous about the tine."

"A man naned Ted Parks was to cone to see Uncle Joe Mrgan at four o' clock."”

Renny said, "Ted Parks is the only other man, besides Uncle Joe Mrgan, who knows all those men
who have died in the invisible-box nystery. That right?"

"That’'s right," Mnk agreed. "That's why Doc wants to talk to Ted Parks. He's mixed up in this
nystery sone way."

"Just what is the nystery?" Renny demanded

Monk let the radio remain silent for a noment. "You guess," he said finally

Renny snorted

"Say, Renny," Monk said, "what about the |lip reader you said you could get? Hamwas going to hire
alip reader to sit in that office with you and watch Uncle Joe Mirgan through a pair of powerfu
gl asses. But you called Ham and said you al ready had one."

"The lip reader," said Renny, "has been on the job. But she hasn't detected Uncle Joe saying
anything. The old duffer doesn't talk to hinself, apparently, and he hasn't had any visitors."
Monk | ooked i nterested

"She?" he asked. "you nean your |lip reader is a worman?"

"It's Pat," Renny explained. "Pat has taken it up in her spare time. She's pretty good, so
called her in."

Ham Br ooks heard that and | ooked dunfounded. He canme over and took the radi o m crophone away from
Monk.

"Look here, Renny," Ham said. "Doc doesn’t want Pat mixed up in this. He gave me specific orders
to that effect.”

Renny did not answer. Instead, Patricia Savage's voice cane over the air

"This is once," she said, "that | get in on one of these things at the beginning."

She sounded triunphant. She |iked excitenent

Monk grunted and switched off the radio

A BIT later, WIliam Harper Johnny Littlejohn came in. He was the fifth nenber of the group of
five assistants—six, including the obtrusive Pat. He was a very long, very thin man, a peranbul ating
beanpol e who wore a magni fying gl ass that passed for a nonocle in his lapel. He was a fanous

ar chaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, and sonehow he | ooked the part

He used one of his words i mediately.

"1"11 be superamal gamated, " Johnny said. "I do—

Monk pounced on himimredi ately. "None of those words of yours,"” he said. "I"min no hunor for
them'

Johnny | ooked i njured

"No trace," he said, "of the individual or individuals who shot at Doc as he was |eaving here to
go to see Elnmer lvers."

WHEN t hey arrived at headquarters, Lieutenant Bl osser was not brinm ng over with accommodation
"This is a serious case," Blosser said. "However, considering that the prisoner is Doc Savage,
will let you talk to him"

"That’s fine of you," Mnk said sarcastically. "After all Doc has done for the police."

Ham was al so indi gnant. He popped an afternoon newspaper with his fist

"Who gave this to the papers?" Ham denanded

Li eut enant Bl osser glanced at the newspaper. He had already read the item and it had nade him
feel uneasy. The newspapers, never particularly a booster of Doc Savage, because the bronze man
disliked publicity and was not at all co-operative in furnishing the press with sensational news,
had not been kind in their stories of the bronze man's arrest in connection with the invisible-box
mur der s

There were open hints that Doc Savage m ght not be the benefactor of mankind which he had



hitherto appeared to be.

This particul ar newspaper commended the police on ignoring the bronze man’s special privileges.
"I’ mnot responsible for what the papers print," Blosser snapped.

They interviewed Doc Savage the way a common crimnal would be interviewed, through a separating
fence of steel nesh. Doc displayed no particular enotion, except that he smled.

"l would |ike to know exactly what Uncle Joe Mdrgan did fromthe time | left him" he said.

Monk furnished a full report on that. Doc Savage |istened wi thout comment.

"Then all Uncle Joe seens to have done is sit at his desk and fiddle with his watch," he said,
when the report ended.

Monk nodded. He was concerned and showed it.

"The thing doesn’t nmake heads or tails," he said. "Wat do you suggest we do next, Doc?"

"Get hold of Ted Parks if you can find him"

"If he doesn’'t show up to talk to Uncle Joe at four o clock that will be a job." Mnk gl anced at
his wist watch. "It's past four o’ clock now, incidentally."

Doc Savage said, "Just keep stirring things up. Later, we nay be able to launch a definite
canpai gn. "

As they filed out of the interview ng room Mnk nuttered disconsolately, "The plain fact is,
there’s nothing we can do, and Doc knows it."

Li eut enant Bl osser net them outside. Conmi ssioner Strance was wi th Bl osser.

Strance said, "Blosser is your man. |'massigning himto you."

Monk frowned. "What do you nean—assigning Bl osser to us?"

"Just that."

Monk deci ded there was an unpl easant inplication. He bristled. "You nmean," he yelled, "that you
suspect us!"

When Monk yelled, it was sonething. Cops dashed out of doors to see what was wong. G ow ng nore
i ndi gnant, Monk took Conmi ssioner Strance by the necktie.

"You knob-headed lug!" Mnk said. "If you had any sense, you'd turn Doc | oose and |l et himsolve
this thing. By locking himup, you' re working hand-in-glove with the nurderer."

Conmi ssi oner Strance had a tenper which did not arouse easily. But his neck got red.

"Bl osser works with you!" he snapped.

"Wat ches us, you nean?" Monk bel | owed.

"Frankl y—yes," Strance said.

LI EUTENANT BLOSSER did not seem sensitive about his position in Doc Savage' s group of associates.
He was not wel come, knew it and didn’t mnd.

"You guys can outsmart nme, | know that," he said. "But | would like to see you let nme play al ong
with you. After all, I'"'mnot out to frane Doc Savage. |'mhere to see that justice is done."

Ham saw t he wi sdom of that.

"l think we have the sane ains," the dapper |awer announced. "So there is no objection to your
working with us."

Monk—he never agreed with Hamif he could possibly help it—+et out a snort that was plainly
expressive of his opinion.

They went to the vicinity of Uncle Joe Mirgan’s office. They visited, in fact, the | ookout across
the street where Renny Renw ck and Patricia Savage were keeping an eye on the frightened dealer in
smal | -time stocks.

Col onel John Renny Renwi ck was a big nman who was nade very notable by the size of his fists. He
had an envi abl e reputation as an engi neer, and a voice which would serve as a foghorn.

Pat Savage was a cousin to the nman of bronze. She had Doc’s netallic col ori ng—bronze skin,

fl ake-gol d eyes—and was extrenely attractive. She seened to radiate her liking for excitemnent.
Hamtold Pat, "This is Lieutenant Bl osser, assigned by the police departnent to assist us."

"The bl oodhound of the Baskervilles," Mnk corrected sourly.

The enbarrassed Li eutenant Bl osser was nmuch inpressed by Pat Savage.

Renny runbl ed, "The old geezer hasn't had any visitors yet. He keeps junping up, sitting down,
and fooling with his watch. This Ted Parks was supposed to cone at four o’ clock, Doc said. It’'s way
past four, now. "

Ham t ook a | ook across the street at Uncle Joe Morgan's office. He could see the

benevol ent -1 ooki ng ol d gentl eman stal king up and down; he seened to be endeavoring to control

hi msel .

"I think we might as well talk to him" he said. "I tell you what-Blosser, Mink and | will go
over and put the conversational bee on him Jen, you stay here with Pat."

“I"mworried about ny brother," Jen Bridges protested. "Can't we do—

"We're just as worried about Doc as you are about your brother," Pat told her. "This thing seens
to be all hooked in together. When we get one straightened out, we'll have them both."

Jen sighed, said, "I guess so," wearily, and sank in a chair.

WHEN Monk, Ham and Li eutenant Bl osser got across the street, Uncle Joe Mdrgan at first would not



admt themto his office. Blosser pounded on the door and shouted, "This is the police. Lieutenant
Bl osser of the hom cide squad. Open up!" To which cane a quavering demand to know how Uncle Joe
coul d be sure they were police

"Cal |l headquarters and find out about me," Bl osser snapped

And evidently Uncle Joe did this, because he admtted them

"Where is this Ted Parks?" Mnk demanded, after they had identified thensel ves

Uncl e Joe becane nore pale, which didn't seem possible, and flopped into the chair behind his
desk like a fish hitting a dry bank

He didn't know. That was the essence of what he had to say, although he took many words, violent
gestures, and tooth-chattering pauses to get the idea across

"Just why are you so scared?" Mnk denanded

Uncl e Joe Morgan bl ew up.

"1’ m convinced | amgoing to be nmurdered!" he croaked. "The victinms in the invisible-box things
have all been acquai ntances of mne."

Then an idea hit Uncle Joe. He looked as if he wanted to get on his knees, but he didn't

"Could . . . would sonme of you nen, or a policeman, stay with ne as a bodyguard?" he asked

Li eut enant Bl osser frowned and denmanded, "What nekes you so sure that your life is in danger?"
"I just know it," gasped Uncle Joe Mdrgan. "Only nmen | know are being killed by this thing."

Bl osser was far fromsatisfied. "That note from Ted Parks, saying he would be here to see you at
four and that you better be here and not notify the police—did that have anything to do with scaring
you?"

Uncl e Joe nodded violently. "It certainly did. Believe nme, it did."

"Meani ng— Bl osser’s eyes narrowed—you think Ted Parks nmay be one of the instigators of this?"
Uncl e Joe seened to shudder from head to foot

"Exactly," he said

Then they drew lots to see who would remain with Uncle Joe. Hamlost, to his disgust, and was
stuck with the job—despite the fact that he tried to get out of it by insisting his |egal know edge
shoul d be at working freeing, or trying to free, Doc Savage

Uncl e Joe seened to have no definite reason for suspecting Ted Parks

"All | can tell you about Parks," he said, "is that he used to live in an apartnent on
Fifty-fifth Street." He gave themthe nunber

"Did you tell Doc about that apartment?" Mnk denmanded

"l forgot it," said Uncle Joe

MONK and Li eut enant Bl osser collected Long Tom Renny, Pat and Johnny, as well as Jen Bridges

and lost no time in getting into cars and heading for the Fifty-fifth Street address. Al seven of
themrode in the same car, a linousine, and it was crowded. Bl osser, who was in front, rolled down
the wi ndow and demanded, "Say, just what do you know about this Ted Parks?"

Pretty Jen Bridges | ooked puzzled. "Wio is Ted Parks? You keep referring to him but nobody has
told me who he is.”

"He's the one man besides Uncle Joe Mdrgan who knows all the men who have died nysteriously,"

Monk told her. "That's all we have been able to dig up on him"

Bi g-fisted Renny runbled, "Well, he's a young doctor. We |earned that nuch. He finished courses

in this country and took advanced nedicine in Europe before everybody started shooting at everybody
el se over there. After that, he dropped out of sight, reappeared in New York, was gone again, and
then cane back. The last tine he cane back, he had changed. He was thin, |ooked as if he had been
very ill and was deeply sunburned."

"Tanned, you nean," Mnk corrected. "Tropical suns, probably. Looked as if he'd had the fever

they said at a club or two to which he had bel onged. "

Li eut enant Bl osser spoke up then

Had he not spoken, sonmeone might have noticed that Jen Bridges had settled back in her seat with
tight hands and an ebbing of color fromher face

"Say, how-er when—did you learn of all this?" Blosser asked

Monk snorted. "We started investigating this thing, three days ago. Doc got interested in the

mur ders because they were so weird. W had nothing to go on. So we began checki ng on acquai ntances
of the dead nmen. W found that only two nen seened to know all the victinms. The two, as |'ve told
you, were Uncle Joe Morgan and Ted Parks. W were able to dig up quite a bit on Mrgan—ostly that
the old codger is interested in sailing, and goes away on | ong ocean cruises on his little boat. But
about Ted Parks, we |learned |ess. Parks is a clever fellow, and sonething of a figure of nystery."
"You nean," dermanded Bl osser, "that Parks has hidden his actions during the | ast year or tw?"

"l don't know whether he hid them" Mnk said, "or was just a nodest fellow Anyway, nobody seens
to know rmuch about what Parks has been doing with his tinme."

Renny said, "Ham | earned that at Harvard they considered young Parks a genius."

Monk sni ffed

"They consider Ham a genius at Harvard," said the honely chem st disgustedly. "They nust be a

dime a dozen up there."



THE apartnent was on the third floor of a walk-up on Fifty-fifth Street, on the wong side of
Broadway. They got the nanager to open the door for them Lieutenant Blosser’s badge did that

wi t hout much argument.

Li eut enant Bl osser seened to be feeling that there was nore and nore possibility of Doc Savage
not being guilty. Mnk, Pat and the others felt they were doing well, even if not making nmuch
progress.

But what they found in the apartnent blew to bits everything they had acconpli shed.

Fi rst, nobody was hone. Nobody alive, nore exactly.

Secondly, the man dead on the floor had one hand outstretched, with a pencil in the hand, and the
flyleaf of a book open under the pencil.

"Parks!" yelled Blosser. "They' ve killed him"

Jen Bridges nmade a sound like the last dying note of a small siren and coll apsed on the floor. As
she went down, every joint in her body seened to bend, like the joints in a carpenter’s rule.
Monk said, "It isn't Parks. Parks is a younger man. Pat, see if Jen's heart was all right."

Pat bent quickly over Jen Bridges.

The dead man on the floor was a toughened fell ow of mddle age, not vicious, but with call oused
hands, a deeply weathered hide, and snaggled teeth. His clothing was fairly new but |ooked as if it
had come out of a bargain basenent. Pants and coat did not quite match, although both were bl ue.
Li eut enant Bl osser stepped close to him then | ooked around the room

"This is another one of those invisible-box killings," he said. "Were' s the box?"

There was no box.

Pat strai ghtened from exam ning Jen Bridges. "She is all right. She just fainted."

Monk swung forward, bent over to look at the pencil in the dead man’s hand and at the note on the
floor under it.

Monk read—and turned white. Renny Renwick said afterward that Monk | ost so nuch color, and had
such a weird expression on his face, that he | ooked conpletely like a ghost.

The not e:
Savage killed nme because—
That was all. The nman seened to have died as he finished the word "because."

Li eutenant Bl osser read it. He straightened, took a service revolver froma belt holster and held
it without pointing at anyone in particular, but so that it nmenaced everyone.
"This convinces ne," he said, "that Savage is as guilty as they cone."

Chapter V. SLEEPER, M NER AND MONKEY

AT ten o' clock that night, it was still warm The day had been hot, and the heat held on with

un- abating stuffiness. Heaviness of the warnth penetrated into the district attorney’ s conference
room which was not air-conditioned. No one in the roomwas confortable. The D. A wiped his face
frequently, and Lieutenant Bl osser had put a handkerchi ef inside his collar. Conmm ssioner Strance
was red-faced in the heat. Doc Savage was w thout his necktie, but that was because of the custom of
taki ng neckties off prisoners, so that they will have nothing with which to throttle thensel ves.
There were no strings in his shoes, either. The others—Ham Johnny, Long Tom Renny, Pat, Jen

Bri dges and Uncl e Joe Morgan—sat around in disconfort. O the whole group, Mnk was the only one who
had renoved his coat. Monk did not give a particular hoot about what people thought of his |ooks; he
had | ong ago realized that nothing he could do woul d make hi m nuch nore honely.

Ham Br ooks nade a statenent.

"The whole thing is too pat," said the lawer. "It's a frame-up. Anybody with eyes can see that."
Conmi ssi oner Strance showed his teeth.

"Add stuff,” he said; "claimng frame-up."

Ham col ored indi gnantly.

The district attorney—his nane was Ei nsflagen, and he had anbitions in the direction of the
gover nor shi p—+apped the table sharply.

"l wi sh you woul d remenber, Strance, that you are not dealing with an ordinary individual," he
said. "M. Savage is a famous man. He is known all over the world. | can hardly believe this thing
about him and it may not be true. Therefore, he is deserving of every consideration."

Conmi ssi oner Strance showed his teeth again, unpleasantly.

"Crook is a crook," he said. "And nurder is what electric chairs are for."

No one said anything for a while. Ham breathed heavily. He knew, better than any of the others
probably, the gravity of the situation. There was al ready, Ham stood convi nced, enough evi dence
agai nst Doc Savage for even a nediocre district attorney to get a jury to convict himof nurder.
Monk al so was silent. He was thinking, remenbering the body of the man who had di ed when the gun
expl oded in the corridor outside Doc’s skyscraper office.

Monk had done sonet hing about the body. He hadn’t told any of the others. But he wanted Doc
Savage to know about it.

The bronze man and his aids, when they w shed to communi cate without being understood by
strangers, ordinarily used an anci ent Mayan di al ect which they had |l earned in the course of an



earlier adventure. The Mayan tongue, differing fromthe Iingo spoken by the nodern Mayans in Central
Anerica, could be understood by very few people in the civilized world other than thensel ves.
Monk began coughing and sputtering, apparently. That was the beauty of the Mayan lingo. You could

use it, and still sound as if something was caught in your throat.
Monk said in Mayan, "l conceal ed the body of the man who was killed when his gun bl ew up. The
others are keeping still about it; so that is one less killing they will try to hang on you."

Doc Savage indicated by a slight gesture that he understood. Mnk took out a handkerchief and
wi ped his lips, then blew his nose.

District Attorney Einsflagen tapped his desk distractedly.

"A nost unpleasant affair," he said. "The last victimhas not been identified; the man found in
this Ted Parks’ apartnent is the one | amreferring to. Neither have we been able to |ocate Parks."
Ham got to his feet. "M . District Attorney, | did not ask for this neeting in order to rehash
the case, or discuss the progress being nade toward its solution.”

Ei nsfl agen eyed him "Wy did you ask for the neeting?"

Ham t ook a deep breath.

"l demand," he said, "that you release M. Savage. The evidence against himis planted evidence,
a fact that is obvious fromthe circunstantial nature of it."

DI STRI CT ATTORNEY EI NSFLAGEN was in a predi canent and knew it. The bl untness of Ham Brooks’

demand did not surprise him He respected the directness nore than if Hamhad tried to use oratory
and persuasion. In Einsflagen's opinion, oratory was only used on fools; and he resented people
trying to talk himinto things. He supposed Ham knew how he felt, and that was why Ham had been
direct.

None of which changed the fact that Einsflagen could not afford to nmake a m stake. Doc Savage was
prominent, influential, not a man to be wonged. Einsflagen felt that, if he nmade a m stake now, fat
chance he stood of ever becom ng governor. He turned slowy to face Doc Savage.

"M . Savage, this puts nme in a spot,"” he said frankly. "So | amgoing to ask you sonmething. | am
going to ask you if, were you in ny position and had a prisoner against whomthere was the
circunstantial evidence which is against you, what would you do? Before you answer, | want to point

out that the evidence seens to indicate you are certainly guilty of two nurders, and possibly four
others. Realizing this, what is your answer? |If you were in ny shoes, what woul d you do?"

The bronze man’s response was pronpt.

"The evidence indicates that | amguilty," he said. "That |eaves you with no alternative but to
hol d me."

The color, and relief, slowy came back into Einsflagen's eyes.

Doc Savage began speaki ng.

"Monk, Ham and the rest of you—+ want you to set your watches exactly with the clock here," he

said. "I want all your tinepieces to be together. Jen, you and M. Mrgan pl ease set your watches,
al so."

Uncl e Joe said, "I do not understand this."

"Woul d you m nd conplyi ng anyway?" Doc suggested.

The benevol ent ol d gentleman smiled and took out his watch, a large turnip affair of dull-Iooking
nmetal. He set the hands with the wired time-clock on the wall, as did the others.

Conmi ssi oner Strance and Lieutenant Bl osser |ooked on in puzzled astonishment. The district
attorney was bl ank.

Doc said, "Good. Now, here is what | want you to do."

He fixed his gaze on Renny.

"Renny, at exactly midnight, | want you to walk into the advertising office of the Daily Pl anet
and insert an advertisenment for a man who has slept three weeks at a stretch.”

"A what ?" demanded the astounded Renny.

"I want a man," said Doc Savage patiently, "who has slept not |less than three weeks wi thout

waki ng up, and can prove it. Preferably the proof shall be nedical testinony, although that is not
absol utely essential."

He pondered a nonent.

"We do not need to discrimnate in this matter," he added, "so you can advertise for either a nan
or a worman. But they nust have slept three weeks or nore."

Renny swal | owned.

"Holy cow " he said.

Doc turned to Monk. "Monk, at exactly one o’ clock, in the Morning World, | want you to insert an
advertisenent for a man who is a radiumminer."

It was Monk’s turn to drop a jaw. "Any particular kind of a radiumn ner?"

"Just one who has engaged in the business within the last few years for a period of not |less than
one year," Doc said.

Monk swal | owed. "O. K. "

Patricia scratched her head and asked, "Don't | get a hand in this?"

"You," Doc told her, "can take charge of the nonkey hunt. | want the nanmes and addresses of every



person who had bought a nonkey, or sold one, during the last six nonths."
"You nean just here in the city?"

"All over."

"Great grief!" Pat ejacul ated.

"That will not be as rmuch a job as you think," Doc said. "Mnkeys are very scarce outside of
zoos, circus organizations, and a few for organ grinders."

“If you want to know who bought nonkeys recently, 1'Il get the information," Pat said.

"That," Doc Savage told them "is all."

LI EUTENANT BLOSSER started to | eave the police station with them Mnk got in front of Blosser,
beetl ed his eye brows and said, "Don't we ever get a vacation fromyou?"

"l have orders to continue to string along with you," Bl osser said.

"Legally," Hamput in, "you can’t do that."

"Keep out of this, shyster," Mnk growl ed at Ham To Bl osser, he said, "Physically, you can't do
it either, and I"'mthe guy who will denpbnstrate."

Li eut enant Bl osser, who had shown few signs of being scared of anything, returned Monk's scow
with enthusiasm "You lay a hand on ne," he told Mnk, "and you will learn two or three things in a
hurry."

"Cone on," Renny runbled inpatiently. "Holy com W get tired enough of Monk and Ham squabbl i ng.
Do we have to put up with a new addition to it?"

Monk stalked to their car. His feelings were not inproved toward Lieutenant Blosser when he

di scovered that Ham had nmade use of the diversion to grab the seat next to pretty Jen Bridges, a
| ocation Monk had earmarked for hinself.

They drove uptown, all of themin one sedan, except Renny, Johnny and Uncle Joe Mrgan, who

foll owed in another machine.

Pat was growi ng nore puzzl ed.

She remarked, "A radium mner, a man who has slept three weeks and peopl e who have bought
nmonkeys. "

Jen Bridges winkled her forehead. "I do not understand M. Savage nmaki ng such strange requests."
Ham sai d, "When you’'re around Doc, you frequently bunp into things you don’t understand."

Pat was | ost in thought for a while |onger. Then she did an unexpected thing. She |eaned back, a
light of relief overspread her attractive face, and she | aughed.

When the others stared at her, startled, Pat said, "Brothers, get rid of those long faces. Doc
has got the whole thing figured out right now, |'mwlling to bet you."

Jen Bridges frowned. "What nmakes you think that?"

"When Doc starts doing things nobody can understand,” Pat assured her, "he is really naking
progress.”

They drove into the garage at headquarters. The garage was situated in the basenent of the great
building. It was entirely private, its doors actuated by radio control, and was served by a private
el evator.

The car containing Uncle Joe Mdrgan pulled into the garage behind them

Renny told Monk in an aside, a bit later, "That old Mdrgan codger worries nme. | think he's the
nost scared nman | ever saw. W ought to give himsonething—a sedative or a hypnotic or sonething."
"Anight's sleep mght help him"

Renny shook his head. "The only way he'll get to sleep is for soneone to hit himw th a sl edge
hamer. "

Chapter VI. DANGER FOR DAVI D

THE sun canme up the follow ng nmorning, throwing its light into the eighty-sixth floor w ndows of

the m dtown buil ding. The sunlight splashed over Monk as he read a hal f-page newspaper advertisenent
t hat began:

RADI UM M NER WANTED

"My ad sure got a display," he said. "Renny, how did yours cone out?"

Bi g-fisted Renny Renwi ck was studyi ng another paper. He runbl ed disgustedly.

"Holy cow They seemto think it’'s sone kind of a gag—eur wanting a nan who has slept three weeks
and can prove it by a doctor’s testinobny. Here's a story in a box on the front page about it. Couple
of other papers are carrying the story, too."

"That’ s good," Mnk sai d.

"It sounds goofy," Renny conpl ai ned.

There was an interruption in the shape of an uproar—sound of things upsetting, angry squeals.

"Who's got hold of ny hog?" Monk yelled, leaping to his feet.

Habeas Corpus, the pig, shot out of the library, sounding like a small |oconptive with exhaust
stacks open and whistle going at every other junp. Attached to one of his legs was a string and a
particul arly hi deous photograph of Monk.

Monk captured his pig and untied the photograph.

"Who did that?" he bellowed. "Were's that Ham Brooks?"



"Oh, shut up about Haml" runbled big-fisted Renny. "He isn't even here. He is out having
breakfast with Jen Bridges."

That didn’t inmprove Monk's tenper. He scow ed. "The hog didn’t just get tangled up in that cord
and picture," he said. "There was a knot in the cord."

Renny | ooked at the photograph of Mnk. He chuckl ed

"l can understand it's scaring the hog," he said

Monk subsided into an indignant silence

It could not have been nore than five minutes |ater when the tel ephone rang. Mnk picked up the
receiver. It was a voice he had never heard before

"Put Doc Savage on here," said the tel ephone voice

"Doc," said Monk gloomly, "is in jail. Don't you read the newspapers?"

The voice was silent a few nmoments

Then: "Just the advertisenents,” it said

"You nean those advertisenents in the newspaper?" Mnk was interested

"Yes."

"Whi ch one are you?" Mnk demanded. "The radium m ner or the man who has slept three weeks or
| onger ?"

"I'"m Ted Parks," the voice said

"Ch, | thought you m ght be sonebody—who?" Mnk bolted upright. "Ted Parks? Were are you?"

The voi ce which had identified itself as belonging to Ted Parks was silent a while

"I"mwhere | have been hiding out," it said finally. "Listen, since you fellows advertised for a
radi um m ner and a man who has slept three weeks, it’s obvious you understand what is behind the
murders they are calling the invisible-box killings. You are wise, aren’t you?"

"Ch, sure," said Mink, who did not have the slightest idea what connection a radiummner and a
sl eeper coul d possibly have with the invisible boxes. "That is, there are sone points we don't know.
We would like to have themcleared up. Can you do that for us?"

Agai n the pause

"Woul d you care to drop around and talk to ne?" asked the voice

Trying not to seemtoo eager, Mnk said, "I suppose we could. But it might be better if you cane
here."

"l can’t cone there."

"Why not ?"

"l mght not be alive when | get there."

"Well, we can cone to see you, then."

"You nmust promise not to tip off the police."

Monk said, "That won't be so easy. There's a cop naned Lieutenant Bl osser who has fastened
himsel f on us, and | don’t know whether we can give himthe slip."

"You' ve got to."

Monk considered. "All right, we'll do it sone way."

"When you slip this cop,"” said the voice, "conme to 346 Westwood Road. "

That was all the voice said

MONK and Renny Renwi ck wore innocent expressions when Lieutenant Bl osser, Pat, Ham and Jen
Bridges returned to the reception room

"W | eft Long Tom and Johnny finishing their breakfast downstairs," Blosser explained. "There
been any devel opnent s?"

"All's quiet in the dawn," Mnk said. He yawned and patted his stomach. "Renny, what do you say
we turn it over to themand go down get a bite to eat?"

Renny tried to | ook hungry. "Suits me."

They arose, sauntered to the elevator and rode it down to the street |evel. They headed on a run
for the restaurant in the building, flung through the doors, dashed for Johnny and Long Tom
"Cone on!" Mnk barked. "W've got a line on this Ted Parks!"

"1"11 be superamal gamated!" gasped Johnny.

They dashed outside and scranbled into a taxicab, after Renny warned, "There's a checker-light in
the laboratory that lights up when anybody is in the garage. W better not try using one of our own
cars."

Renny runbled at the cab driver, "346 Wstwood Road."

"Where' n heck’s that?" asked the cabby.

They got out and went hunting a street directory on the newsstand. "I wish | had Doc’s nenory for
streets," Mnk conpl ai ned. They found Westwood Road to be in the Bronx

The cab ran over to the el evated highway and shot north past the piers that were whiskered with
steanshi p masts and col ored funnels. There was very little outbound traffic, and the speedoneter
waver ed around sixty.

Monk chuckl ed. "We worked that slick. Blosser is sidetracked there at headquarters. And the two
girls are safe there, too. Hamcan take care of them" He burst out in laughter. "Hamis going to
mss this. He won't like that."



They turned off on Westwood Road where it angl ed down sharply toward the river. It was a decrepit
district—old shacks and, close to the river, the remains of an anusenment enterprise which had been
abandoned

The place was a cross between an anusenent park and a night club, not extensive enough for one

and too large for the other. The fence around it had been coated with stucco once, but npbst of this
had scabbed off. The place seened to be No. 346

They paid off the cab

"Go back three blocks and wait for us," Mnk told the driver

That aroused the suspicions of the driver. They watched himdrive back the three bl ocks

hesitate, then go on, increasing his speed. The cab di sappeared

Renny nunbl ed di sgustedly, decided, "Ch, well, we can get another cab."

They deci ded that a convenient alley was the best approach to the ruin they were to investigate
Twenty yards inside the alley, a young man stepped out before them He stood there. He seened to

t hi nk they shoul d recogni ze him

"Well," he said finally, "haven't you seen ny picture, or got ny description?"

"Ted Parks?" Mnk asked

"That’'s right."

THE young man was tall, muscular in a slab-sided way. He had dark hair, a somewhat small nouth
eyes whi ch were sunken and hard to read behind | arge spectacles

"l figured you would conme down this alley," he said. "So | waited here. | had to head you off."
Monk eyed him "You had to head us of f?"

"Exactly."

"\Npy 2"

The young man jerked a thunmb over his shoulder. "They found ne," he said. "That is, they found
where | was hiding. But | saw them com ng. They're searching the place, now There are four of
them "

"Who are they?"

"Do you know a man naned David Bridges?"

"lIs that the one," asked Mnk, "who has a sister named Jen?"

"That’s him"

"W’ ve been hearing of him W haven't nmet him He was supposed to be seized | ast night by sone
men and carried off. Hs sister cane to us for help."

The tall, dark, intent-looking young man seened astoni shed. Then a grimsnile twisted his lips
"That’'s good," he said. "The sister took you in."

Renny bl ocked out his big fists. "You nean that girl has been lying to us?"

"That girl is one of the nurderers,” the young man said. "I don’t know whether she has lied to
you, because |'m not aware what she has told you."

Renny denanded, "Wy should she lie to us?"

The other snorted. "To get next to you, of course! So she could be with you, find out your noves
and tip off her brother so you couldn’t catch him"

"Her brother is behind this?"

"Sure!" The young nman jerked his head toward the dilapidated ruin near the river. "He's in there
now. He's one of the four nen |ooking for ne."

"There’'s only four men in there, now?"

"Yes."

"Let's take them" Renny runbl ed

The young man seened apprehensive. "They're tough guys. They may try to use that invisible-box
death on you. | don’t know what it is, but they may try it."

"Come on!" Monk said

Johnny Littlejohn held up a hand. "Wait a m nute. Parks, suppose you sketch this thing for us?
Make it brief. We want to know what is going on."

The young man nodded. "Here it is in a nutshell. Four men have died nysteriously—er rather, six
now. | see by the norning newspaper that an unidentified man was found in ny apartnent, and ny
friend Elner Ivers died yesterday afternoon. | know all those men except the unidentified one. As
far as | can learn, | amthe only one who has known themall. So | got scared, began investigating
and imedi ately an attenpt was nmade to kill me. So | hid out."

"Way didn’t you go to the police?"

"I was afraid they would try to frane something on ne."

"That’'s kind of a thin excuse," Johnny suggested

"I don't give a damm how thin it is," said the other. "It's the truth."

Johnny was using small words, which indicated that he was excited

"Uncl e Joe Morgan—do you know hi n?" he asked

"Sure. A harmless old codger. He knows all of the nen who have died, too. But | discounted him
He isn't the kind of an old duffer who would be mixed up in a thing like this."

Johnny was becom ng suspi ci ous



"That isn't telling us nuch," he said

"l don't know nmuch."

"Have you told us all you know?"

"Yes."

Johnny took a grimstep forward. "Wen you tel ephoned Monk, you said you did so because of the
advertisenents in the newspapers for a radiummner and for a man who had sl ept three weeks."
The young man backed a pace. His face twisted. Then he lifted his voice

"Take them fellows!" he called.

Men began coming out of adjacent doors and w ndows, nen with guns and unpl easant expressions

"I'S there just these four, N ck?" one of the armed nen asked

"That's all," said the young man
Johnny’ s expression was assured, calm as if nothing had happened. It would have done credit to
Doc Savage

"I"1l be superaral gamat ed! You are not Ted Parks," he renarked

"Naturally not," said the young man. "You wal ked right into it, didn't you?"

Monk said, "And wal ked right out again!" and kicked the arm which the young man was using to draw
a gun. The armbroke in at |east two places

One of the gunmen shot Monk in the chest. Mnk wal ked over to him+ather, he nade it in one great
jump—and grabbed hold of him As soon as Mnk took hold, the man began screaning

Monk had a little trick or two which he liked to denpnstrate to friends, one of these being to
take a silver half dollar between thunb and forefinger and bend it until the edges touched. The
man’'s scream ng was nore horrible than | oud

Anot her man bel | owed, "A bulletproof vest! They' re wearing— He didn't finish, because Renny got
hi m

Johnny tangled his |ong, bony frame around two others

Long Tom the electrical w zard, paused to drag out a thing that coul d have been an iron goose
egg, but wasn’t. He dropped this; and it popped like a firecracker, throwing out particularly vile
yel | ow vapor

"Tear gas!" a voice squalled

It was a natural, if wong, conclusion. The stuff was not tear gas. Forns of tear gas could be
defeated by a mask. This stuff was nore sinister. It worked through the skin pores. Mnk was very
proud of it. He had worked it out in co-operation with Doc Savage

Best point of the gas was the method Doc Savage and his aids used in inmunizing thensel ves. They
did it by using small quantities of the gas daily on thenselves until their systems built up what is
sonetimes called a tolerance for the stuff. They had done this over a |long period of tine.

Strong quantities of the gas woul d nmake them unconsci ous. But snmall anpunts, such as exuded from
grenades, made themonly a little dizzy.

Two minutes later, Long Tomcalmy stepped up to the |ast dazed woul d-be attacker and knocked him
down

"That," announced the puny-1ooking electrical wzard, "is that."

IT wasn't—quite. Long Tom hadn’t taken into account the presence of two other attackers, well
clear of the gas. These men were armed with automatic rifles, and they had kept under cover. A kind
of reserve troop, as it were.

They showed thensel ves and their guns

"Get your hands up!" ordered one man

Monk and the others stared in astonishnent. They had presuned all forces were in the attack

These new entries had caught them by surprise

"GQuess we'll have to blast ‘em Jake," said one rifleman. "They’'ve got bull etproof vests on; so
shoot themin their heads."

Monk hastily shot his hands above his shoul ders. Renny, Johnny and Long Tomdid |ikew se. They
were trapped

The two automatic-riflemen cane close, but not near enough to get into the gas

"For sone reason or other," one of themrenarked, "that gas got our boys, but didn't affect these
guys. "

Monk got an idea. He registered worry.

"Look here, let us step out of this stuff!" he said pleadingly. "If we stand in it, the gas wll
get us."

The riflenen took the bait

"Just stand in it, then," one said

Monk had expected that. He let his jaw sag and his eyes roll, trying to | ook weak. He sank to his
knees. He groaned. He slunped forward on his face

Renny, Long Tom and Johnny followed the hormely chenist’s exanple.

"I"ll be danged," said one of the riflemen. "It did get them at that."

He pulled out a whistle and blewit. It was a police whistle, so it had a natural sound after the



shoot i ng.

The police whistle accounted for the m sfortune which befell the police patrol man who happened to
have the nei ghborhood beat. The officer arrived in a hurry, gun out, demanding to know what was
goi ng on.

"Homici de detail," said one of the riflenmen, pointing at his own chest with a thunb. "Look here,
will you hold ny gun a minute? | want to search those fellows."

He wal ked toward the patrol man holding out his rifle, butt first, and got close enough to the
officer to bump himforcibly between the eyes with the nmetal -plated wal nut. The officer coll apsed,
not dead, but disinterested.

A truck appeared. It was a large truck with a van body. Ooviously, summoning it was the purpose
for which the police whistle had been bl own.

By that tine, the wind had drifted the gas away fromthe recunbent forns in the alley.

"Load themin the truck," ordered a rifleman. "All of them W'’ve got to get out of here."

"What about the cop?"

"Ch, let himlay!"

"He saw us," said the other rifleman.

"That's right. Better bring himalong, too. We'll get rid of himwhen we get rid of the rest of
them "

THE truck was powerful and noisy. It runbled northward at a rapid clip, follow ng streets which
trucks usually foll owed. They were not allowed on the boul evards or hi ghways.

One of the riflenen produced a rope froma box and began cutting it into | engths.

"We've got to tie up Savage's nen," he said. "Here, help ne divide this rope up so it’'ll go
around. "

The other rifleman hel ped him There were three additional nen who had been in the truck when it
canme. They mmde, including the unconscious victinms and prisoners, a crowd.

The second rifleman said: "Jake."

"Yes," replied his compani on.

"When they were tal king—did you hear them say sonethi ng about a man, or sonebody, nanmed David
Bri dges?"

"Yes."

"Who can David Bridges be?"

"He's a brother of a girl named Jen Bridges, didn't they say?"

"Who the hell is Jen Bridges?"

"There you' ve got ne."

They finished cutting the rope.

"What do we do with these guys, now? Knock them of f?" asked one of the trio who had been in the
truck.

"Not until we catch Ted Parks, or find out where he is," said a rifleman—not the one named Jake.
"Them s orders. Find Ted Parks, then croak these fellows and frame it on Parks. Then see that Parks
commits suicide before he can spill what he knows to the police." The man chuckled. "N ce, eh?"
They began tying the prisoners. A man took hold of Mnk’s ankles. Mnk becanme active.

The truck suddenly filled with uproar! But it was a sad kind of an affair, taken generally. Mnk
and the others had underestimated the effects of the gas, or the good qualities of the tol erance
t hey had devel oped to the stuff. The gas had not weakened them as nuch as it had slowed their
ability to react.

The upshot of it was that Renny and Johnny were al nost inmmedi ately knocked sensel ess with bl ows
fromrifle stocks. And Johnny was pinned hel pl essly under two bodies.

Monk fared better. Monk was a fighter by nature and instinct. It was the thing he |iked best to
do.

So he got out of the truck. He literally burst down the tailboard, and piled out to the highway.
He did this as a last resort, after he saw what had happened to Renny, Long Tom and Johnny, and
under stood the sanme thing would soon occur to him

The truck was going all of forty miles an hour. Mraculously un-killed, Mnk rolled like a ball.
He managed sonehow to direct his wild tunble so that he ended up near the curbing, on his feet, and
runni ng.

He ran sonewhat after the fashion of a man with one leg off at the knee. But he nade tine. And
the erratic course he took caused three rifle slugs, and all the bullets fromat |east one revol ver,
to miss him

He got into bushes. He ran.

TEN m nutes afterward, Monk stunbled into a small nei ghborhood grocery. It was a district of

smal | homes and few nmercantil e establishments.

"Tel ephone! " Monk gasped.

They stared at Monk, pop-eyed. There was now a little hide left on Mink’s hands and features, but
not much. Hi s | ooks were not inproved.



He found the tel ephone for hinself and dial ed headquarters. Ham answered.

"Ham please don't give ne an argunment,"” Mnk said. "Listen to this: Ted Parks is in danger and
is to be framed for those invisible-box deaths. Jen Bridges is deceiving us. She may not even have a
brot her naned David Bridges. The girl is a crook."

"You're crazy!" Ham said.

"Li sten—Renny, Long Tom and Johnny are in a truck. Prisoners! Headed for |-don’'t-know where. They
are to be killed. The killing franed on Ted Parks."

Ham was i ncredul ous. "What is this you're telling ne? Wiere the devil are you? You are crazy,
aren’t you?"

"W wal ked into a trap," Mnk said. "Get up here as soon as you can. The truck is headed north.
We may be able to spot it. I'Il contact the State troopers and have them start watching for it."
"Where are you?" Ham demanded.

Monk turned around, |ooked at the storekeeper, and asked, "Were aml|?"

The man told him stuttering somewhat.

Monk rel ayed the information to Ham

Then the rifleman named Jake and one of the men fromthe truck came into the store behind guns!
They wore masks made out of handkerchiefs. They fired a few bullets into the ceiling.

Monk tried to run, but he was weak, exhausted, his lungs on fire and his | egs rubber. They beat
hi m down, hanmmered hi m sone nore, then haul ed hi moutsi de. Jake paused | ong enough to pull the

t el ephone | oose fromits wires, as if it were fruit on a vine, and hurl it at the gape-nouthed
st or ekeeper.

Chapter VII. ONE MAN LOOSE

HAM BROOKS, in the headquarters reception room downtown, heard sone of the uproar in the distant
store. He also identified the noise of the tel ephone being ripped fromits wiring. He was not
cheer ed.

He turned a pal e col or which would have caused Monk to razz himunmercifully, had Mnk seen it.
Ham t hought a | ot of Mnk, actually.

He upset a chair getting from behind the desk.

"Monk and the others—they got a call froma fake Ted Parks and went to see him It was a trap."
He ran to a corner for his sword cane, an innocent-|ooking piece of foppery. It was a bl ack cane,
the bl ade of Danascus steel, tipped with chem cals which caused unconsci ousness.

Li eutenant Bl osser bounded to his feet.

Hamtold him "You stay here. Take care of Mss Bridges and M. Mrgan."

"l go with you," Blosser said grinmy.

Pat had di sappeared into the |aboratory. She came out with a case of equipnment, one of the small
bronze netal boxes which they habitually used as contai ners.

"We'll all go," she said. "Wat’'s wong with that?"

There was plenty wong with it, but Hamdidn't believe there was time to argue. He renenbered
Monk had said pretty Jen Bridges was a fake. Ham could hardly believe that. He wanted time to think
before he committed hinmself to a decision.

"Come on, then," he said inpatiently.

They pil ed—Ham Bl osser, Pat, Uncle Joe Mrgan and Jen Bridges—nto the special elevator to the
basenment garage. They selected a car. Hamdid the choosing. He picked the machine they called "the
tank. "

"Get in!" he barked. "Hurry up!"

Qutwardly the car resenbled any six- or seven-year-old rich man’s |inousine. The interior was not
much different. But the body was arnor plate, the w ndows the best process bulletproof glass, the
body gas-tight. It could knock down a stone wall, or at |east conme as near doing so as an arny

t ank.

Ham opened t he radio-controlled doors while he was starting the engine. The garage doors slid
apart as noiselessly as big lips.

They drove out into the street.

What happened then was not excusabl e because it was unexpected. Ham was | ooking for trouble. He
got it. Violently!

A truck in front of themwas big. It had good brakes and it stopped on a dinme, alnost literally.
At | east Hamjamred on the hydraulic brakes full force and barely escaped ramm ng the truck, which
had a huge box car of a body.

There were other cars, one on each side. One a coupé, the other a coach, and |ooking entirely
harm ess. Too late, Hamrealized their |ooks were deceiving.

He realized this when the truck pulled ahead a few feet, and Hamtook his foot off the brake,
thinking traffic had cleared and they were goi ng on.

The back end of the truck body dropped down fromthe top. It formed a kind of ranp.

Ham was ast ounded.

Anot her car, a big and heavy one, hit hima hard blow frombehind. In the fractions of seconds
during which Ham coul d not get his amazed foot back on the brake, their car was knocked up the ranp



and into the truck body.

Li ke a sheep being shoved into a box.

The thought in Hamis brain was: "This is crazy! |'ve seen it in the funny papers! They' ve done it
in novies! And it happened to us once before!"

But there they were.

LI EUTENANT BLOSSER grabbed the door handl e.

"Stay in here!" Hamyelled at him

Bl osser was in the back seat. And he did not know that the car was a fortress, as hard to crack

as a good safe. So he paid no attention to Hami s advice. Blosser piled out.

The drop-1eaf door of the truck was closing. Evidently, there was an arrangenment of pulleys and
lines. Blosser took a run, junp, a hard fall, and hit the pavenent.

H s police revolver was in his hand. One of the cars, the one that had bunped them was just

backi ng away. Bl osser lifted his weapon with the idea of shooting the car full of holes. He did get
one bullet into the windshield; then the machine was junping at himlike a great steel animal.

Bl osser dodged the car partially, enough so that he was only knocked head over heels instead of

bei ng crushed to death. He lost his revolver.

He got the gun again in, it seened to him no nore than a second. It nust have been | onger.

Because the car was gone, and the truck itself was |unbering around the corner.

Li eutenant Bl osser’s revolver held five cartridges, and he transferred the lead fromthese to the
back of the big truck. There were no results. Except that the sidewal ks cl eared magical ly.
"Police!" Blosser howed. "Police!"

There was a police call box not six feet fromhim but he was as excited as a citizen. He never
even saw the call box. He tore down the street after the manner of a wild man, |oading his gun as he
went. Al this got himwas a briefly tantalizing glinpse of the truck disappearing in the distant
traffic.

" Whew! "

gasped Bl osser.

He tried to commandeer a cab, but the first two were strangely enpty, and the driver of the
third—he | ooked as American as the Bronx—was strangely unable to understand English. The fourth cab
was piloted by a nore venturesone character.

But, by then, it was too late. After Lieutenant Bl osser had charged the cab around several bl ocks
with the horn blowi ng steadily, he came to his senses enough to realize that the thing to do was to
call the police.

It enbarrassed himto renenber how often he had given ordinary citizens hell for delaying |ess

tinme than this in notifying the police when a crine had been conmi tted.

Reaction had gripped Bl osser, by now. He was both nervous and enraged.

He found a tel ephone and shook until he had to brace his el bows against the wall while he was
notifying the radi o bureau, then Conmi ssioner Strance, then District Attorney Einsflagen, of

devel opnents.

"You had better cone down to headquarters after the district men get there,
told him "The D. A and you and | will have another talk about Doc Savage."

Conmi ssi oner Strance

Chapter VIII. ACTION I N BRONZE

DI STRI CT ATTORNEY EI NSFLAGEN want ed very badly to be governor. He'd gotten the anbition when he
was a kid who had to deliver papers after school to pay for his own clothes, and it had never |eft
him Practically everything he did was ainmed toward that goal. Hi s speaking, for instance. He had
practiced public speaking endl essly, because he figured you had to be good at that to be governor.
Wenever the chance presented, he was inclined to |aunch into el aborate rhetoric.

He was maki ng a speech, now.

It hadn’t started out as a speech. The platformdelivery had just intruded.

In sum and substance, he was taking fifteen mnutes to tell Doc Savage that he was filled with
respect for the bronze man’s nental equi pment and that, therefore, things which Doc Savage did were
frequently not what they seened on the surface.

Take, for instance, said Ei nsflagen, the natter of the bronze man’s interest in contacting a nan
who had sl ept three weeks, a radium mner, and people who had dealt in nonkeys recently. There was
an exanpl e, Einsflagen suggested. Three things, all three bizarre, all three bearing no apparent
relation to each other. That was an exanpl e of how Doc Savage’'s brain worked. Al three

t hi ngs—+adi um mi ner, sl eeper, nonkeys—were doubtless very inportant, but it befuddl ed an ordinary
brain to try to see what connection they had with the matter in hand.

Al'l of the speech-nmaking led to a point.

This point was that the D. A did not believe the seizing of Ham and the others was genuine, or

t he di sappearance of Mnk and his party, either.

"I n other words," said Einsflagen, "your associates felt the necessity of doing one of two

things: Either disappearing, or getting rid of Oficer Blosser so they woul d be unhanpered. W do
not know which the motive is, | will admt."



For once, Doc Savage’'s self-control slipped. He stared at them unbelievingly.

"You do not believe nmy nen, and M ss Savage and M ss Bridges, are in danger right now? Perhaps
dead?"

Ei nsfl agen showed his teeth in what was no smile.

"We are not conpletely gullible," he said.

Doc Savage continued to stare at him

"What are you going to do about this?" he asked tensely.

"We are going to order your nmen arrested on sight," said Einsflagen. "And we are going to presune
that they are not in danger, have not been ki dnapped, and that they are in a position to know nore
about this than they will, or have, admtted."

Doc Savage nade his trilling briefly. It had biting, fierce quality.

He said, "I have been a fairly satisfactory prisoner thus far, | hope?"

The district attorney nodded. "l understand you have." He turned to Conmi ssioner Strance. "He
has, hasn't he?"

St rance shrugged.

"Smart. Naturally, he's nodel. Doesn’'t nean a thing."

Doc Savage cane to his feet grinmy.

"From now on," he said, "you can expect sonething else."

THEY stood a guard outside the door of his cell for that. The guard was a burly cop who didn't

i ke peopl e who enjoyed privileges. They nust have picked himfor that reason and told hi m Doc was
ex-privil eged.

Commi ssi oner Strance did the guard placing. He did it at the urgent request of District Attorney
Ei nsfl agen. Strance hinself was beconming a little dubious.

"l don't know but what there might be a m stake here," Conmi ssioner Strance told Doc. "But |I'm
not sure. As soon as | decide you mght be innocent, |I'll do sonething about it."

"That," Doc told himgrimy, "mght be too late."

"Now m ght be too soon."

Conmi ssi oner Strance went away.

The guard | ooked in through the bars at Doc Savage.

"Let’'s not have any trouble out of you," he said, not unpleasantly, but firmy.

The cell was one of a battery, a line of them opening on to a second-floor catwal k of steel.
Second-tier catwal k woul d probably be a nore apt description. At any rate, the doors all |ocked from
a common bar, controlled by a time clock. The cells opened at a certain hour for breakfast, another
for exercise hour, and so on. The rest of the time, it was controlled by a time clock, and nothing
but a master key in the hands of the head jailer would open the doors.

It was al nost exactly like a penitentiary, except that there was no enforced | abor. No | abor of
any kind. And the prisoners wore their own clothes, mnus the usual deletions of neckties, belts and
shoestrings.

Word went through the jail that Doc Savage was in the place. It had a rather queer effect.
Ordinarily, there could reasonably have been expected a denonstration of sone kind. |nstead, there
was a conplete silence. An appallingly conplete silence.

It was as if a hawk had appeared over a flock of rather evil birds.

"Cigarette?" Doc asked his guard.

The guard had a red face and little know edge of Doc Savage, or he woul d have known the bronze

man never snoked.

Doc took the cigarette. He retired to the back of his cell. He did not snpke the cigarette.

I nstead, he burned a few yarns twi sted fromhis blanket to nake the odor and sone snoke, but not
enough snoke that anyone would notice it was wool burning, not tobacco.

The rest of the time he spent tanpering with the cigarette. He crushed one of his shirt pocket
buttons and inserted the powder in the cigarette.

The stuff was a chem cal intended to be administered through the nouth, but it had the property

of also being effective if snoked, |ike opium

He let some tinme pass.

"Cigarette agai n?" he asked the guard.

The guard grunted and extended the package. Doc had a little trouble getting a cigarette out. He
took the package in his own hands for a nmoment.

During the instant when he had control of the cigarette package, he was fortunate. He managed to
get his doped cigarette into the package, substituting for one he took. He returned the pack to the
owner .

He snoked the cigarette he took this tine. He sat close to the cell door, snoked it and blew the
smoke out through the bars, so that it would tantalize the guard.

It was done subtly and casually, and the guard fell for it. He reached into his pack, pulled out

t he handi est cigarette, which was the doctored one that had just been planted, and lighted it. He
snmoked | uxuriously.

Doc allowed the proper tine to pass. The guard was now gl assy-eyed, rather rigid.



Doc said: "Cuard."

The man did not answer.

Doc said, "Quard, go to the end of the stairs. Go down the stairs. There is a snall autonatic
fire-alarmthernostat at the foot of the stairs. Strike a match and hold it against the fire alarm
When the bells begin to ring, pull the I ever which unlocks all the cell doors."

The bronze man watched the guard wal k away. He held his breath. The drug was a result of
experiments with hypnotismand artificial aids toward inducing it. It was quite effective, but only
briefly, in reducing the victimto a state where he would do anything anybody told him But he would
be in that condition less than five mnutes, after which he would drop off in a sound slunber. So
the drug, except for such uses as this, was quite usel ess.

(Fol I owi ng the usual policy of Doc Savage nmgazi ne, the actual chem cal fornul ae used by Doc are
not reveal ed, for the reason that such information in the wong hands could do a great deal of harm
Furthernore, many of the chem cal concoctions, inproperly used, would possibly have fatal results.)
The guard struck the match. The substance between the el ectrodes of the al arm points—er a
thernostat, if it was that type—did what it was supposed to do.

The fire-alarmbell cut |oose.

For the sake of safety for the prisoners, the prison, a nodern one, had been designed so that the
cells could be quickly unlocked in case of fire without waiting for the naster key.

The guard pulled the unlocking lever. There was a rattling. Doc inmedi ately shoved open the door

of his cell.

It was a tribute to the crimnal world s fear of the bronze man that no one tried to | eave any of
the other cells.

Doc ran along the catwal k; his feet took the steps in a machi ne-gun hamering, and he threw the

| ever back in position to lock the cells again.

The guard was weaving on his feet. "Wake up!" Doc told him "Wen the guards cone, yell that you
are sick! Yell it loud."

The bronze man then went over to the only possible spot of conceal nent, a point not at all close
to the flat steel door that led to freedom

There was a concerted rush in answer to the fire alarm Those who canme bore fire extinguishers

and guns. They shoved the door open, and those with guns came in first.

The guard did his act well.

"I"msick!" he bellowed. "I'msick, sick!"

And then he fell on his face.

Doc ran for the door when that happened. He had taken off his shoes because the strings were

m ssing and they would have flown off anyway. He went on tiptoes, w thout nmuch noise, as far as the
door, where he was seen.

Men accustoned to routine require a little tine to react to something new. A prison guard's job

is very dull routine. So Doc got fifty feet of flying start.

He reached anot her door just as nore nen cane through with fire equi pnent.

"The fire may be there!" he told them He pointed to help them out.

Doc was a man who believed in avoiding lies if possible. The fire mght be in there, of course.
Probably it wasn't.

Anyway, it got himthrough that door, which was the | ast |ocked one. He put on speed. He was

being fortunate. He had not expected it to click off as it had, |like teeth of two matched gears
fitting together. Tonorrow there woul d, he suspected, be a session of carpet-standing for those
responsible for his uninterrupted flight.

He knew the | ayout of the building, now He broke a wi ndow which adnmtted to an iron fire escape.
This, in turn, deposited himin an alley, and it enptied himout on a street. He kept running. He
was barefooted, tie less, hatless. Men do not go around in that condition on New York streets. Not
as fast as they could run.

Eventual ly, he piled into a taxicab which was standing at the curb, notor running, but m nus
driver. He drove the nachi ne away.

It was car theft, but he was not in the npod to worry about that. For one of the fewtines in his
life, he was angry.

Chapter | X. TRAILS

A DEBONAIR, if big, old gentleman with a thorn cane wal ked out of a subdued apartment house on
upper Madi son Avenue. His hair was white; it |looked like a fall of snow on his head. H's skin was
very light, rather white, in fact. H s nustache was the anple type commonly known as a soup
strainer, and his Vandyke was clipped |like a French poodl e.

He twirled his cane, whistled merrily, and asked a policeman where he mght find Monsieur

Pi quen’s of Paris, Fifth Avenue Branch. The cop didn't know.

VWhat was nore inportant, the officer didn't know that the old gentleman was Doc Savage in a

di sguise. This was particularly good, because it happened that the policenan was one who knew Doc
quite well by sight.

The excl usive club patroni zed by Ham Brooks, the |l awer, was in the nei ghborhood. Doc had visited



the place often, which was how he had nmet the cop.

That test passed, Doc took a cab to the unusual ferryboat hone of the late Elnmer |. lvers, banker
and financier.

The home was under police guard. Two uniformed patrol nen. Doc wal ked up boldly and showed them a
card which bore the misleading statement that he was Joshua Weel s, a syndicated newspaper
columist. M. \Weels was inportant and carried weight with the police departnent.

"You say you have perm ssion to exam ne the boat?" said one of the officers. "I wll call
headquarters and check on that. Just a nonent."

He went away and cane back.

"Good, M. Weels," he said. "It is all right. Wuld you like us to go with you?"

Doc had thoughtfully taken the precaution of tel ephoning M. Weels, whom he knew very well. He

had arranged for M. Weels to get hinself permission to make the examination of the ferryboat which
Doc intended to nmake in his place.

"One of you might acconpany me, to explain to the servants," Doc said.

He proceeded to give the place a thorough hal f-hour exam nation, w thout making nmuch show of

doi ng so.

"There are several servants aboard, now," he remarked. "I understand that, the night of the

murder, there were no servants on the boat."

The policeman, visualizing his nane in the widely read Joshua Weel s syndi cated col um,

expl ai ned, "Yes, true. They say they were summoned hurriedly to the office of their enployer’s

| awyer. The summoni ng was done by tel ephone, and it was the voice of their enployer, M. lvers, who
talked to them That is how M. l|vers happened to be alone on the boat when Doc Savage cane."

"The servants nust have been away sone tinme."

"Quite a while," admtted the officer. "You see, the voice on the tel ephone told themto wait at
the lawyer's office until he—the voice that said it was M. lvers—arrived. So they waited around for
hours. "

"You talk as if the voice did not belong to M. lvers."

"We have no proof, but we think it did not."

"Who do you think it was?"

"1 understand the district attorney is working on the theory that it was Doc Savage. |t is known
that M. Savage is an excellent imtator of voices."

"Have you any ideas on the point?"

The officer hesitated. "To tell the truth, | think they are naking a grisly mstake in trying to
saddl e this thing onto M. Savage." He frowned. "That isn't a popular opinion, right now But | know
crimnals have always feared M. Savage. To ne, that is a good sign."

"But soneone," said Doc, "decoyed the servants away so that M. lvers could be nurdered?"

"Soneone al so tel ephoned the police a tip that M. Savage would arrive and nurder M. Ilvers,

whi ch was how the police happened to be here. To ne, that neans M. Savage was franed." The officer

put out his jaw. "It sickens me, the way people are turning on M. Savage and trying to hang this
thing on himjust because they can't find anyone el se who mght be guilty of those invisible-box
t hings."

"Have you any ideas on the invisible boxes?"

"Sone kind of a trick, nust be," said the officer. "Anyway, they shouldn’t turn on M. Savage. He
has done a | ot of good, | understand. And you take a man crimnals are afraid of—+that man is all
right."

"Human nature," Doc suggested.

"Rat nature, seens to ne," said the policeman.

DOC SAVAGE turned up next at Fanning’s Funeral Home, a subdued and expensive establishment. It
was here that the body of Elnmer I. lvers |ay.

Doc gai ned adm ssion, and an inspection of the body, by the same device he had used at the lvers
ferryboat honme—pretense of being Joshua Weels, the col umist.

He saw at once that the body of Ivers was in expensive afternoon attire for internent.

"Where are the clothes he was wearing when he died," Doc inquired.

Ast oni shingly enough, they had them "They are here," the attendant said, opening a netal

cabi net.

Doc arranged the garnents on the table. He inspected them but did not touch themor turn them
after he had spread them out.

They consisted of the pants of a tuxedo, a white shirt of the sem -dress variety with a spotless
bosom a snoking jacket, black |eather punps, and such accessories as black tie and onyx cuff |inks
to go with the outfit. Doc Savage exami ned the spotless shirt front in particular.

The odd point was that he remenbered there had been a brown stain, as if a pipe had drooled, on
the shirt front of the man who had said he was Elner Ivers and adnmitted himto the ferryboat.
Doc went back and | ooked at |vers’ body again.

It was not the lIvers who had admitted himto the ferryboat. This was a different man. Not the
same man, not the same cl ot hes.



"Quite sure this is Elmer |I. lvers?" Doc asked

"Ch, quite sure," said the attendant. "The police say so."

Doc Savage took the dead man’s fingerprints with an outfit which he had foresightedly brought
al ong

"Why do that?" asked the astonished attendant

"Hobby," Doc told him

ON hi s way downtown, he stopped off at a tel ephone to get in touch with the witer, Joshua

Weel s, and explain, "You have visited the Ivers ferryboat and talked with a policeman named Jones
who thinks they are naking a mistake trying to hang this on Doc Savage. Next, you visited the
Fanni ng Funeral Hone and | ooked at Elner Ivers’ body twice, and also at the clothing he was wearing
when he was killed. You also took Ivers’ fingerprints."

"I"ve been busy, haven't |?" said Joshua \Weels

"And next you will go downtown to the bank of which M. Ivers was president, and you will get M.
lvers’ fingerprints."

"How do | know they' Il have his fingerprints?"

"It is the customto fingerprint bankers, usually. In case you do not get them you are going to

be di sappointed and ask a | ot of questions ainmed at finding where you can get a set of fingerprints
which are surely M. lvers'."

Joshua Wheel s chuckled. "Call me up and |l et nme know when | get done doi ng such strange things,"

he said. "I wouldn't want to be two places at once, but | do have an appointnment with a radio chain
for two hours from now. "

"You will hear," Doc told him

The bank had the fingerprints of Elmer |. Ivers, they said. A vice president sent a clerk |ooking

for them Then, after time had dragged past, the vice president got up to see what was keeping the
clerk.

Later the vice president returned, a bit ruffled

"Very sorry about this," he said. "Seens our file girl has gotten the files m xed up and
unfortunately, we cannot find M. lvers’ fingerprints."

Doc Savage’'s eyes—their flake-gold color was conceal ed by colored optical caps which fitted
directly on the eye pupil s—narrowed.

"You nean," he said, "that the fingerprint card has di sappeared?"

The vice president took out a handkerchi ef and wi ped the wet beads off his neck

"Nonsense," he insisted. "W will find it."

Doc Savage nede the kind of a remark that Joshua Weel s mi ght have nade

"It will be a very hot day when you do, | imagine," he said
He left the bank with a conviction
Elmer |. lvers had been dead when he cane to the ferryboat that afternoon. Al ready nurdered. The

fake Ivers had nmet Doc, planted the scene by summoning the police previously, and everything had
clicked to schedul e

There was still the problem of the di sappearance of the fake lIvers fromthe ferryboat

Doc got the genuine Joshua Wieel s on the tel ephone again.

"You have to pay lvers’ ferryboat another visit," he told Weels. "Could you cancel that radio
appoi nt mrent ?"

"I's it inportant?"

"Si x people, at least, have died. The lives of that many nore are in danger."

"Consi der the appointrment cancel ed,” Weels said

JONES, the policeman who did not believe Doc Savage was guilty, was as cordial as he had been
before. But he acconpani ed Doc on this inspection also, which was not to the bronze man’s I|iking
There was no way, however, of getting rid of Jones w thout arousing a possible suspicion

"What brought you back, M. Wieel s?" asked the officer

"Doc Savage insists that there was a fake lvers who met himand that the real |vers was already
dead in that room The fake Ivers ran into the room containing the body, shut the door, then
screanmed and carried on. Then he escaped, |eaving the body of the real Ivers where it had been |lying
dead. "

"l hadn't heard that story," said the astoni shed Jones

They went to the murder room

"Could we get a hammer from the servants?" Doc suggested

They coul d. The bronze man went over the walls, tapping, not missing a square foot of space. He
got no suspi cious sounds. Then he tried the floor. There was a rug, which he rolled back. But no
results

The ceiling was very high; this had originally been one of the upper decks of the ferryboat. It
was covered with plywood.

"What is above?" he asked

Roof, the servants seened to think. So the bronze nan got a stepladder, clinbed atop it, tried



different parts of the ceiling and found a panel that lifted upward.

Jones, the policeman, gasped in astonishnent.

Doc Savage clinbed through the aperture. He showed Jones a rope | adder, evidently an ornanent
fromsonme part of the boat. He dropped it down, and Jones clinbed it w thout trouble to join Doc.
Doc said, "The way the nurderer escaped."”

Jones was excited. "Then the killer was not M. Savage. |'mglad to learn that, M. Weels."

The pl ace where they crouched was space between roomceiling and curved roof. It was about three
feet high where they were, |ess el sewhere.

They began crawling and came out on an upper deck. The spot was exposed to the cold sweep of
river winds, but it was also in plain view

"The killer could not have escaped this way," Jones said.

"Way not ?"
"l was one of the police party watching this boat that night," Jones explained. "This deck was
wat ched. Men were posted here. In fact, Lieutenant Blosser personally was up here, | think."

"That makes it | ook bad for Savage again," Doc suggested.

"It sure does," said Oficer Jones regretfully.

Doc said, "WII you inform Conmi ssioner Strance of this devel opnent?"
"Sure."

THE bronze man left the ferryboat and tel ephoned Joshua Weel s again

"You have turned up a surprising devel opnment in the Savage and invisible-box nystery," Doc told
Weels. "Your findings lead you to feel that a fake Ivers net Doc Savage when he canme to the
ferryboat that afternoon. The real Ivers was, at the tine, dead. The fake Ivers | ed Doc Savage to
the scene, dashed into the roomw th the body, created an uproar to attract the police, and then
fled by a nore-or-less secret exit leading to an upper deck. Thus, the police were presented with
what had to be a nurder perpetrated by Doc Savage, or a |ocked-room nystery."

"I think | had better see that this gets publicity," Weels remarked

"Thank you."

"Don’t mention it," Weels said. "I'mhappy to step on the toes of District Attorney Ei nsflagen
The fellowis a trifle ruthless about his anbition."

Doc said, "You have ceased being a dual personality."

"CGood. | can just nmake that radi o appointnent after all."

DOC SAVAGE went next to the vicinity of the police station to which Lieutenant Bl osser was

assigned. He entered a tel egraph office. He spent sone tinme head-scratching over a pencil and paper
and eventual |y managed to wangle his way into conversation with the nanager.

The tel egraph office was a snall one, with one nan serving as manager and operator of the

tel etype nachi nes over which the nessages were sent and received. Doc presented a very credible
story about being an ex-operator of "mux," as the tel etypes were sonmetinmes called. He called the job
by its trade termof "puncher," and began bragging a little.

It was a tribute to the bronze man’s personality that he managed to strike up a bosom

acquai ntance with the operator-nmanager in not nore than fifteen mnutes. He told the fell ow how fast
he coul d punch out nmessages. It was a tall story, and the operator professed disbelief. Doc Savage
got around behind the counter to denonstrate.

"I wWill run off a few words first to |inmber up,” he expl ai ned.

He wrote:

LI EUTENANT LARRY BLOSSER POLI CE DEPARTMENT NEW YORK Cl TY-W LL BE AT PCLI CE STATION TO MEET YOQU AT

FI VE O CLOCK TODAY WHEN YOU CGET OFF WORK—CALL MARY AND TOM FOR ME-AUNT SUSAN-STONEHAM CONN., 9:45
A M

Then he wote:

THE QUI CK BROAN FOX JUMPED OVER THE LAZY DOG. NOWIS THE TI ME FOR ALL GOOD MEN TO COME TO THE Al D
OF THEI R PARTY.

Fol  owi ng that, he said, "Now, here is what | nean."

He proceeded to strike awe into the puncher-nmanager by showi ng what speed could be made on the
teletype. It was the sinplex variety of nmachine which printed directly on a tape, instead of being a
page printer.

LATER, he sauntered out of the tel egraph office.

He had the tape containing the nessage he had punched to Lieutenant Bl osser in his pocket, as
wel | as a blank and an envel ope which he had Iifted.

He pasted the tape on the blank in the proper fashion, put it in the envel ope, and then carried
it into the police station.

But, grow ng suddenly prudent, he left without trying to deliver the nmessage, found a taxi with a
large driver, and borrowed the man for the job, at an expense of five dollars.

The taxi driver swallowed the story that it was a gag on one of the policenen—which it was, in a
way of speaking.



Chapter X. TRAIL TURNS

LI EUTENANT BLOSSER took the tel egram when he cane in to wite out a report. He was only idly
curious. Then he read it, and his gloves fell fromunder his arm where he had been hol ding them
H's left armbegan trenbling, the left side of his face twitched. It was a nervous difficulty

whi ch nmanifested itself in noments of extreme stress

Bl osser left the police station as if pursued by an aninmal, ran around the corner to a parking

lot and piled into his car. He drove reckl essly.

On Eighty-first Street, west of the Park, he piled out, opened the door of a garage, and then
drove inside. It was gloony in the garage, which was a huge place not in use, as far as storing cars
for the public

I nside the garage stood three trucks, one of themthe huge nachine in which Hanmis car had been

| oaded so uncerenoniously a bit earlier. There were four passenger autonobiles. None of these were
new.

There was a young nman | eani ng agai nst a bal cony across the back, a rifle to his shoul der

Bl osser yelled, "Be careful with that thing, Nck!"

The man on the bal cony |lowered his rifle.

Bl osser dashed forward, bounded upstairs to the bal cony. "Were is ny dad?" he barked

Ni ck jerked an indicating thunb; he started to say sonething. Bl osser dashed past him acting so
excited that Nick followed. They passed through a door, close together

Then Ni ck remenbered sonet hi ng

"Hey, you didn't close the outside door!" he conpl ai ned

"Co close it," Blosser snapped

Ni ck swore, returned and descended the stairs, closed the door to the street. He waited there for
a while, watching a mrror which had been attached outside a window in the door. The mrror, snal
and hardly noticeable, afforded a view of the street in one direction; and there was a second mrror
for inspection of the other end of the street

Satisfied that no one was in sight, Nick went back to the balcony. He entered a roomin which a
man was tied to a chair.

The man tied in the chair | ooked very nmuch |ike Blosser. The difference between them was one that
coul d be detected readily enough when they were side by side. But separate them and it would not be
easy to distinguish

It was a father-and-son resenbl ance, helped out a little by hair bleach

Bl osser had confronted the ol der nman. Bl osser |ooked ashamed of hinself. But he still had his
det erm nati on

"Look, dad, I'min a spot," he said

The ol der man said nothing. Hs face was very sad

"Look, | got a telegramfrom Stoneham" said Blosser. "It was from Aunt Susan. She's com ng at
five o' clock when | get off work."

The ol der man was still silent.

"She’ll recognize ne," Blosser said wildly. "She won't be fooled. The cops were taken in, but

Aunt Susan won't be."

"What do you want ne to do?" asked the ol der man

Their voices, like their appearances, were startlingly alike. The same small mannerisns, the sane
slight touch of south Brooklyn

"You have to neet Aunt Susan, steer her away fromne," said Bl osser

The ot her shook his head sadly.

"No," he said

Bl osser clenched his fists. "Look here—this is vital. You have to, see. This has gone too far to

have it upset, now. | have the cops fooled."

"No!

"l have the cops fooled," Blosser repeated. "They think |I’myou. They have to go on thinking

that. | exchanged places with you, and made the police believe | was you, and got away with it. I'm
on the inside. | have to stay on the inside. | have to do that because | have to pick up information
that he needs."

"Who is he?"

"The guy with the brains." Blosser sneered. "If you think you get told nore than that, you're
crazy."

"No. "

"You won’'t do it?"

"You know that without asking."

Bl osser breathed inward slowy and deeply. "You know ne, dad. Nothing stands in ny way. I'IIl kil
you if you don't do this for nme."

The ol der man shook his head. There was a kind of conplete sinplicity in the gesture

"No!'" he said.

Bl osser took a gun out of a pocket. Not his service revolver, but a snaller weapon, a single-shot



pistol of snmall caliber and short barrel. A gun which would kill a man as conpletely as a .45, if
ainmed carefully, but not nake nuch noi se.
Doc Savage cane out of the adjacent shadows at that point!

A STOOL, a three-1egged wooden stool, actually preceded himout of the shadows. He threwit with
care, accuracy. It turned over twice in the air, struck Blosser’s gun hand. Blosser |ost the gun.
Doc cane not quite, but alnobst, as fast as the thrown stool. He struck the man with the rifle,

Nick, with the edge of his hand at the throat. He grabbed the rifle out of N ck’s hands. Nick
staggered, sounding like a toy balloon with the air leaving it. Doc hit him N ck becane silent.

Bl osser was funbling for his service revolver with his left hand. H s right-hand thunb was

sprai ned, and one finger was back in a shape it should not have been, out of joint.

Doc cane toward him Bl osser stopped funbling for his gun, tried to square off. Doc stanped on

one of his toes. Blosser’s guard cane down. Doc’s knuckles slid just enough after they |anded on his
jaw to renmove sone skin. Blosser hit the floor like three or four sticks of |oose wood.

The old man sat in the chair, staring at Doc, but not straining against the ropes which held him
He did not say anything.

Doc Savage picked up the rifle and | ooked through two ot her roons opening off the bal cony. He

went down the stairs and | ooked in what had once been a roomfor the garage mechani cal departnent.
There was no one.

He examined the trucks, the cars. No one was in them He |ooked over the interior of the cars and
truck carefully. In one, he found a short rusty-looking hair bristle. It could have cone out of a
clothes brush; but nore likely it was one of the hairs off Mnk's pet pig, Habeas Corpus, which had
dropped of f Monk’s cl ot hi ng.

In the van body, he did an unusual thing. He produced a snall gadget, simlar to a flashlight,

but with an opaque lens. It was a projector of ultraviolet light, and he began going over the truck
interior with it.

He found nothing in that truck.

In the other truck, he found his arnored |inousine. This was apparently the machine in which Ham
Pat, Jen Bridges and Uncle Joe Mrgan had been riding with Lieutenant Bl osser when another car
bunped them from behi nd and knocked themup into a truck ahead. This, of course, was obviously the
truck.

In the sedan, written on the back wi ndow, was a nessage in green fire. Not literally fire, of
course. The stuff was a trace of chemical witing |left by Ham he had used a special button off his
shirt for the inscribing. Normally, it was unnoticeable. But, under ultraviolet light, it fluoresced
brilliantly. So brightly, in fact, that it could al nbst be read in daylight.

Ham s nessage:

They trapped us with the old truck gag. | nust be slipping! They are going to run their truck and
our car into the river if we don't come out. They will lock the truck on the outside before they do
that; so we will have to give in, | guess. For some reason, they do not want to kill us. | think
there is sonmebody inmportant to their plans who won't continue helping themif we are killed.

Monk, Renny, Johnny, Long Tom have been caught. Pat, Jen, Uncle Joe with ne. So they have us all.

I still do not have the slightest idea of how to explain the invisible-box nurders, or what is
behind it.

Ted Parks, the young doctor, is inmportant. And they are mentioni ng someone nanmed Rensance.

Ham

Doc finished the remarkably conpl ete nessage. Ham nust have had plenty of tine to wite it.

DOC SAVAGE went back to the bal cony. The older nan tied to the chair stared at him The fellow
still had not said anything.

Doc said, "You are actually Lieutenant Bl osser?"

The ot her nodded.

"I'f | turned you | oose," Doc said, "what would you do? Hope that you would be able to snatch up
one of those guns and save the situation?"

The ol der Bl osser gaped in utter astonishnent.

Doc Savage went over and exam ned Nick, who showed signs of returning to his senses. Doc hit N ck
again, not hard enough to permanently weck him but a clip that woul d extend unconsci ousness.
Young Bl osser was stirring, munbling. Doc shook him slapped his face lightly. Blosser finally
got his eyes to focus, and they fixed on his disjointed finger.

Doc gripped the finger, pulled, set it back in joint. Sudden sweat appeared on Bl osser’s
forehead, but he did not make a sound.

Doc faced the older nman in the chair.

He said, "A son kidnapping his father and taking his father’s place on the police force—t could
not happen." He glanced fromone Bl osser to another. "It is too fantastic. And you two nen are not
in character with such a thing. Your son would not do such a thing to his father. There are—+ am
glad to say they are rare-sons who woul d do such a thing. But not yours."

The ol der Bl osser twi sted his |ips.



"l hope they are not as perceiving as you are," he said

"They?"

"Whoever is behind this."

"You do not know that, of course.” Doc said this as a statenment, not a question
The ol der Bl osser eyed himin surprise. "You seemto have cone to the truth."

Doc said, "Is it a police trick?"
"You think it is?"
"Yes."

Bl osser sighed. "That’'s right." Then the ol der man shuddered. "But if those fell ows get w se— He

nmoved his eyes and nmouth to inmitate a dying nan. "Wat tipped you of f?"

"It becanme obvious that the nmurderer of Elner lvers escaped fromthe ferryboat past the spot your

son was guarding. Only two conclusions could be drawn fromthat: either you were a crook, or your

son had taken your place with your know edge. There have been cases of a son ki dnapping his father
but the people in such cases were not the caliber of you and your son."

"Thank you," the el der Blosser said

The younger Bl osser gl anced anxiously at the unconscious Nick. "If this guy wakes up and hears
this, the beans will be spilled."
"He will be unconscious some tinme yet," Doc said. The bronze man swung to the el der Bl osser. "Let

me have the story."

Bl osser hesitated

Hi s son said, "Go ahead, pop. | think the departnent has been naking a m stake all al ong about
Savage. | don't think he's guilty."

The ol der Bl osser swal | owed.

"We are both policemen, ny son and I," he told Doc Savage proudly. "Larry, here, is an undercover
man. He speaks several |anguages, and he understands foreign custons. As a matter of fact, he is a
menber of the section of the police departnment assigned to ferreting out foreign espionage agents—a
section of police activity about which the public knows nothing, incidentally."

The el der Bl osser gl anced anxiously at N ck

"Larry first heard of this thing when the runor canme around to himthat a nysterious individua
was assenbling a sinister organization of sone sort," Blosser continued. "Dangerous crimnals

cl ever ones, were being enployed and paid | arge suns."

"A foreign agent at work?" Doc suggested, but not as if he believed this was the notive

Bl osser stared at him "I can tell by your tone that you know it wasn't. No, it is not a spy or
sabotage thing. O course, we thought at first that it was. That is how Larry cane to get interested
init. Larry was assigned to sabotage-investigation activities, as | told you."

"What is it, then?"

"Frankly, we don’t know. "

"Do you know how t he invisible-box nurders are comm tted?"

"No. "

"O why they were conmitted?"

"No. "

The bronze man’s flake-gol d eyes narrowed. "Just what have you | earned?"

"That the individual behind this has gone to great pains to keep his identity secret, and is
succeedi ng," Bl osser said. "Names have been mentioned. A doctor named Ted Parks is invol ved
sonehow. "

"I n what way?"

"Larry here has just heard talk that I eads himto believe Parks is the brains behind it."

"Have the police |ooked for Parks?"

Bl osser nodded. "They can't find him"

"Why were the nmurders committed?"

"We don’'t know. "

DOC SAVAGE paused, went over to Nick, and nade sure the nman was still sensel ess. Comi ng back, he
said, "Are you telling nme that the police departnent knows what you are doing and is working with
you?"

"Of course. Do you think Larry could have taken ny place otherw se? The police departnment is not
that gullible."

Doc pounced on this point. "Just what was the idea of Larry, your son, taking your place?"

"After Larry heard these runors about a sinister organization being formed, he wangl ed around
until he got hinself into it as a menber. They investigated himthoroughly, particularly the point
about his father being on the police force. Larry has never nade a secret of that in his undercover
work, or of the fact that he used to be a policenan. You see, that’'s what he al ways says: that he
was a cop and got bounced. That's his story."

"Larry pretends to be a crooked cop who got fired?"

"Right."

"And so?"



"Qut of a clear sky cane the order to kidnap me and take ny place," said Blosser. "W talked it
over and decided to do it. W didn't know what the idea was."

"They gave a reason for your son’'s taking your place?"

"Ch, of course!"

"What was it?"

"So ny son could get inside information for themon the progress the police were neking toward

sol ving the invisible-box nmurders."

Doc Savage was silent a nonent; then his trilling seened to cone into existence, a sound so |ow
that it hardly left his throat. He said, "Wich does not explain how your son |let the nurderer
escape on the ferryboat."

"Larry didn't know there was to be a killing," said the older Blosser grimy. "He was told to get
on the police detail assigned to the ferryboat, if he could. And he did. He was told that a man
woul d | eave the boat by the upper deck, sliding down a rope into a rowboat conceal ed under the dock.
This man woul d nove the rowboat along by hand to the nouth of a large drain pipe, which enptied into
the river at that point, and hide in the nouth of the pipe until the excitenent was over. This was
what Larry did and | et the nan escape. Then he found out there had been a nmurder, and he went to get
the killer. But the fellow hadn’t waited in the pipe. He had escaped.”

Doc swung to young Bl osser. "That right?"

The younger man nodded. "Every word the truth. It sounds wild, but there it is."

"And you do not know the notive for these nurders?"

"No. "

Doc Savage picked up the rifle which Nick had carried and the two revol vers young Bl osser had
brought —+he service gun and the small single-shot pistol. He tucked the rifle under an arm and
dangl ed the revolvers froma finger.

He went to young Bl osser.

"Nick will get back to his senses soon," Doc said. "Wen he does, tell himhe has not been
unconsci ous long. Tell himyou drove ne off. Tell himl fled. Tell himyou have to get out of here
ina hurry."

The yout hful Bl osser eyed him "Meaning you want to get Nick on the run, so he will maybe |ead
you to the higher-ups?"

"Right."

"Cood!" Blosser got to his feet. He extended a hand. "G ve nme ny service gun."

Doc extended the revol ver.

Bl osser took the weapon, reversed it, and pointed it at Doc Savage' s head.

"Get your hands up!" Bl osser said.

The bronze man’s nmouth tightened, but otherw se his expression did not change. "So you have been
lying to me?"

Young Bl osser was shaking in his excitement. "W haven’t told you one damed lie," he said.

"There is just one thing we left out."

"You omtted—

"That we have absol ute proof you are the brains behind this infernal thing!" Blosser snarled.
"Proof ?" For once, the bronze man’s control was shaken.

Bl osser pointed at the man called N ck.

"Nick has told me you are behind it!" he said.

DOC SAVAGE reached out, then, and snaked young Bl osser’s gun. There was dazzling speed in his
gesture—and careful cal cul ation, because his thunb dropped on the hamer, holding it back. The
gesture was not as reckless as it |ooked. The gun was pointed at his chest at the nmoment, and he
wore a bul | et proof undergarnent.

They fought then, briefly, violently! Blosser ended up on the floor, expelling a tooth and
profanity. Doc found a rope, a tow rope fromone of the trucks, and tied him

Soon after that, the man called Nick opened his eyes, did sonme groaning, and got hinself

organi zed. He stared at Doc Savage.

Both Bl ossers seemed to hold their breath as they waited for N ck to speak.

Ni ck said, "Boss, why did you have to hit nme?" He | ooked straight at Doc Savage, and his voice
was sincere as he said it.

Young Bl osser expelled his breath, grimy satisfied. The ol der man dropped his shoul ders wearily.
Doc Savage's face suddenl y—ike an actor going into a part—began to show expression. He frowned.
H s brows beetled. "Wwo told you | was head of this thing?" he demanded.

"Why, | got that from— N ck stopped.

" Fr om whon?"

Ni ck squirned. "Listen, | haven't told anybody."

"You told them " Doc indicated the Bl ossers.

Ni ck wheel ed and cursed young Bl osser. "W oughta knowed better than trust an ex-cop!" he

snarl ed.

"Who gave you your information about me, Nick?" Doc Savage persi sted.



"I . . . er—= Nck swallowed. "I can't tell you, boss."

"But the man told you I was the |eader?"

"Sure! The whol e organi zati on knows that. They know you were trying to keep it quiet, but there
was a | eak sonewhere. That was why you had your friends—that Monk Mayfair, and the others—grabbed."
Doc’ s tone was om nous. "Wy did | have them sei zed?"

"Ch, the organization understands that! They don’t know you are the brains in this thing—your
friends don't, that is. But they began to get suspicious. So you had to get themout of the way. You
ordered them grabbed. They aren’t to be killed. They are just to be held until this thing is
settled. "

"So that is why Monk and the others are not being killed?" Doc said.

"That’s the talk."

"And what about Uncle Joe Mrgan?"

"Ch, him" N ck shrugged. "You just had him marked for one of your victinms."

"Victinms in what?"

Ni ck | ooked unconfortable. "Watever you re pulling. you know as well as | do that none of us has
been told what is behind this."

"And what," asked Doc Savage, "about Ted Parks?"

"He's in with you. He's your partner."

"Parks is ny partner, eh?" Doc Savage began to | ose expression, to resune his nornal conposed
manner. His voice also lost its enption. "Wat do you know of Jen Bridges and her brother, David?"
he inquired.

"Then®?" Nick shook his head. "Nobody in the organization can figure out who they are, or where
they hook into this."

Doc Savage straightened. "But you are positive | amyour |eader?"

Nick stared at him "Wo you kiddi ng?"

"You think | am deceiving you?"

"If you claimyou ain't the boss,"” N ck said, "you are kidding me. | know you are. | know because
I have heard you talk to the organi zation and issue orders. | recogni ze your voice. And we found
your fingerprints on a tel ephone you had used. One of the boys used to be a fingerprint nman; and,
just for fun, he took the prints off the tel ephone and checked themwi th your prints, taken off a
glass in a restaurant where we watched you eat. They were the sanme. You' re the boss, all right."
Doc struck Nick on the jaw and put himnotionless on the floor.

Chapter XI. MAN DANGER

NI CK escaped ten minutes later. It mght have been sonewhat |ess than ten minutes; it was as

qui ckly as Doc Savage could arrange it.

The bronze man first wal ked over and tested the bindings of the two Bl ossers. Then, carrying his
captured guns, he strolled down the stairs to the cars.

Under the back seat of the |east conspicuous car—which was al so the slowest—he placed a snall

fi ber case. The case, although not large, was the nost bulky thing that had been in his pockets. A
little larger than a kitchen nmatch box. He had sone trouble getting this up under the cushion
springs in such a spot that it would not be noticeable, should anyone sit on the cushion.

He started the car notor and left it running, as if to warm up.

He went up to the bal cony, picked up Nick, carried himdown and put himin the car.

He had not tied N ck. He nade a business of |ooking around for rope. "Any rope up there?" he
called to the Blossers, who naturally did not answer him Then he went back to the balcony, as if
seeki ng rope.

Reachi ng the bal cony, he dropped to a knee beside the younger Bl osser.

"Nick wasn’t hit hard enough to make hi munconscious," the bronze nan said. "He will try to
escape. | amgoing to follow him You two try to get it through your head that soneone is taking
infinite pains to get me into trouble. Try to understand that. Notice that Nick did not know | was
his | eader. He had just heard | was. Nick’'s msinformati on was part of —

The car suddenly nmeshed gears on the garage floor below. Doc junped to the railing. To make it
good, he yelled. He also fired a pistol, directing the bullet into the floor.

Nick was a scared man. He sent the car headl ong at the garage doors, nmanaging to get enough speed
so that, when he hit the doors, they burst open with splinters and dust and noi se. The car, sadly
battered, dived out into the street.

Doc Savage was not pleased. He had not figured the man would be fool enough to drive headl ong at
the door, batter up the machine so that it mght have to be abandoned i nmediately.

Abandoni ng the car woul d, of course, render useless Doc’s snall radio transmtter which he had

pl anted under the seat with the idea of using a direction finder to keep track of the car.

The bronze man lost no tinme |leaving the garage. He ran until he located a taxi, though N ck and
the battered car were gone, by now Doc told the driver, "Ansterdam Avenue, and fast." Then, on
Anst erdam he said, "Turn right, six blocks." And at the end of the hal f-dozen bl ocks, "Stop here!"
The building was as shabby as any on Ansterdam Doc dropped down a basenent stairway, nanipul ated
a lock, at the same time holding a pal magainst a brick at the side of the door in what coul d have



been an innocent gesture, but wasn’t. The hand on the brick operated a capacity-type device which
unbol ted the door. He went in.

This was the | aboratory of Long Tom the electrical w zard of Doc’s organi zati on. Because Long
Tom | i ked secl usi on when he worked, few outside the group knew of the place. Doc felt sure the
police would not have a guard over it, and he was positive there would be a portable radio direction
finder in the place. There was.

Al'so a great hel p was the car which Long Tom kept in an adjacent garage. The car was an el derly
rattletrap containing a tank-type nmotor, which nmeant an airplane motor, |iquid-cooled

THE man called Nick left his battered car in the north Bronx, near the Westchester line. He

sinmply parked the car, wal ked two blocks to a street-car line, got on a car and rode. Later, he
transferred fromthe street car to a bus

Doc Savage followed himin Long Tonmis old autonobile. Later he left the car and noved on f oot
after Nick, as Nick entered a | unchroom

It was a dining-car-type lunchroom the clients sat with their backs to the wi ndows, facing the
counter and the back bar, which was all shining chrom umwhere it was not steam ng coffee urns and
pol i shed toasters. Nick ordered coffee

Soon, a man canme and sat on the stool beside Nick. The two seened to exchange no words. But they

| eft together

From this, Doc surmi sed the hideout was near and that the |unchroomwas being used as a
precautionary contact point, to nmake sure the coast was cl ear

They went, Nick and the man who had nmet him to a residential street, where they entered a brick
house. It was al nost dark by now, and a flash of |ight showed fromthe house interior as they opened
the door and went in.

Doc Savage noved around to the back. He was carrying Long Tonis radio direction finder, because
the device was a gadget of nore than one use. The anplifier part of it, for instance, could take a
tiny quantity of sound, a fractional decibel of it, and step this up to a bl ast

The bronze nman attached a sensitive contact mcrophone to the panel of the rear door, hitched it
to the anplifier, and then fed the tubes vol une.

What he got was di sappointing. A refrigerator ran noisily sonewhere in the house, its vibration
interfering with such noises as were words. One thing he did | earn: there was no guard inside the
door. So he tried the door. Locked

He used his belt buckle on the glass in the door. The belt buckle | ooked cheap. He used the end

of the tongue, or, rather, the tiny dianond that was set in the tip of the tongue. The di anond coul d
groove the hardest alloy steel, so the glass did not give it any trouble. He waited until a car went
past, tapped; the glass came out, and he reached in and unfastened the | ock

The pl ace where he stood, now, snelled of food, so it was evidently the kitchen. He went on. He
heard feet com ng down stairs. Then voices. He got close to the voices and |istened

One voice said, "Hello, N ck. Wat has happened?"

"1"ve got up against something | don't understand,” N ck said. "Doc Savage has broken out of

jail. He talked to me, and he acted as if he ain’t the boss. In fact, when |I told himhe was, he
bopped nme on the jaw. He started to load nme in a car, | don't know what he planned. | got away."
"How conme you nmde the break?"

"l got the idea he was mad because | let the cat out of the bag about everybody know ng he was

boss. So | tried to cover up by skipping."

"You think he was actually mad?"

"If he wasn’t, he was acting darn funny."

Doc Savage’'s netallic face was grim They actually thought he was their enployer. The situation
had not seened believable, but now he was convinced

It was, on the whole, clever, and diabolically so. It indicated an agile brain as well as a
tenaci ous and fiendish one. What better basis for starting a crimnal enterprise than to build up an
identity as another man, particularly one notable enough that there could be no doubt about what
i ndi vi dual you were pretending to be?

Ni ck’s words stabbed into Doc’s sunmary.

"What about the Rensance thing. Joe?"

"That goes through tonight," Joe said. "This Rensance is being bl ockheaded about it, so that’'s
too bad for him"

"Are all the prisoners here?" N ck inquired

"No. Orders canme through to only keep the ones we got with the Ted Parks trick up at that old
amusenent park."

"That Monk, Long Tom Johnny and Renny?"

"Right. They' re here."

Doc Savage tucked his apparatus under his armand wal ked into the room where the two nen were
tal ki ng

"Take it easy, fellows," Doc said in a cal mtone.

They gaped at him



To Nick, Doc said, "Sorry about the tap on the jaw | gave you. It was a little distressing to
find out that ny identity was not the secret it was supposed to be."

Ni ck exhaled relief explosively. "So you are the chief!"

Doc made no conment on that. Because he was a man who always went to great pains to do exactly
what ever he said he would do, and to be whatever he said he was, he did not commit the trivia
deceit of telling Nick he was his | eader. He was, however, letting N ck draw that concl usion
The distinction between deceiving a man, and not actually lying to him was one whi ch Doc Savage
was careful about. Monk and the others were noved gleefully to declare that Doc Savage had never
actually told a lie.

Ni ck was deceived. The other nman, |ikew se

Doc asked, "How nmany of the boys are here, Joe?"

"Why, just Jig, upstairs watching the prisoners,"” said Nick’'s conpanion. He was a round bl ond man
with flashing white teeth and only a certain scraped-bone grayness in his eyes to indicate his
vi ci ous character

"Sit down," Doc said, "and tell nme how things are going."

Joe licked his lips. He was extrenely interested in Doc Savage

"You nmean about Rensance?" he inquired

"Right," Doc said calmy

Joe was evidently an anbitious boot-licker. He expanded, began to fawn. He fell over hinself to
offer a full explanation

"It's all set," he said. "Rensance has bal ked. So the word is to knock himoff. But you would

know what the word is." Joe grinned at Doc Savage. "It's all set."
"Do you know the exact detail s?"
"I . . . er . . . sure." Joe was sonmewhat uneasy, for he m ght have felt that he shouldn’t know

the details.

"Repeat them" Doc ordered. "Let us see if anything has been balled up."

"The gang is to close in on Rensance at nine thirty," Joe said. "They are to neet at the
abandoned gat ehouse on the estate. At thirty-five past nine, the man will show up w th the—whatever
it is."

Doc took no chance. "The whatever-it-is?" he repeated and waited

"The invisibl e-box business."

"You do not know what the nurder nethod is?"

"Not me." Joe sighed. "That’'s one thing | don't know "

"How | ong, " asked Doc, "would it take to get to Rensance’s pl ace?"

"Not |long," Joe said. "Half an hour, maybe."

Doc Savage nmade el aborate show out of |ooking at his watch. "Care to go there with ne, Joe?" he

asked. "I need a driver to the spot."

Joe sprang to his feet. He was eager to get in solid with the big boss

"Sure, sure!" he said. "You should see nme drive. | used to tool a car for Legs Dianond in the old
days. "

They left the building, wal ked down the street, reached the car in which Doc Savage had arrived
They clinbed in the machine

Doc went through the notions of a man who had forgotten sonethi ng—excl ai m ng, snapping fingers
He said, "Wait here. | want to tell N ck sonething." To nake Joe | ess suspicious, he added, "To
tell the truth, | do not trust Nick too far."

JIG the nman watching the prisoners upstairs, had no eyebrows. There was nothing el se peculiar
about him He was a |long, |ean man of nondescript feature and average clothing. But he had no
eyebr ows.

Nick said, "This is the chief."

Jig said, "Pleased to neet you, M. Savage." He extended a hand

Doc took the hand and put on pressure. The pain doubled Jig forward for a nonent. Doc sl apped him
on the back while he was doubled over. It was a robust, friendly slap

"Geat fellows, all of you," Doc announced

He gave Nick a hand-shaking and a slap on the shoul der for good neasure, which somewhat
ast oni shed N ck

Both Nick and Jig | ooked at their aching knuckles and, still |ooking at them sank down to the
floor. The sinking was not immediate, but it was conplete

Doc renoved the hypoderm c ring which had been on his finger when he did the back-slapping; it
woul d repeat and inject half a dozen doses, if necessary, of unconsciousness-producing drug. He
placed the ring in the netal case where he ordinarily carried it

Monk, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were sitting in |arge overstuffed chairs, hands tied, faces
taped. Doc renoved the tape. They began coughi ng up sponges

"I"1l be superamal gamated," said Johnny, spitting sponge. "Pyrotically invidious phylum
porifera."

Long Tom stared at him "Says which?"



"l was eating that dammed sponge so | could yell for help," said Johnny in snall words. "I had it
hal f eaten." He | ooked di spl eased.

Doc untied Mnk and indicated he was to free the others.

"Listen," Doc said.

They gave him attention.

"It stands this way," Doc said. "Mysterious nurders. |nvisible boxes. No reason. Uncle Joe knows
the victins. So does Ted Parks. Parks has vani shed nysteriously. W begin investigating. So they
start framing the killings on nme. Jen Bridges comes to us with a story of a brother who has been
ki dnapped, but the story has not been substantiated. | was put in jail. You were grabbed in a body
and held here. Ham Jen Bridges, Pat and Uncle Joe Mrgan have been grabbed, al so, and are being
hel d el sewhere. "

The bronze man broke his summary off for a moment. Then he said, "That is all repetition. But |
want you to get it straight."

Monk said, "About the radium m ner, the man who slept three weeks, and the people who’' ve bought
nonkeys—where do they cone in?"

Doc seened not to hear that.

He said, "The latest victimintended seens to be naned Rensance. | have tricked the thug naned
Joe into taking ne there. You fellows follow. Be ready for action.”

Long Tom said, "W have no weapons."

Renny bl ocked out his big fists, runbled, "These are all the weapons | need." He was angry.

"Me, too," Monk said hopefully.

JCE was a talker. He did not bother opening the conversation with the weather; he got right to
the subject in which he was npst interested. Hinself. He was a great guy, Joe was—to0 hear himtell
it.

He was not a bad driver. He admired the car, particularly the power of the great notor which Long
Tom had put inside the hood.

"You want the police to bother us for speeding?" Doc asked once.

That sl owed Joe. Because there was plenty of tine, they stopped at a roadhouse and had coffee.
The route was taking themnorth into the section of |arge estates.

At twenty-five past nine, Joe pulled the car into the brush beside a | ane. He got out. Doc
followed him They cane to a great stone wall and an iron gate, with a keeper’s | odge of stone close
by. The gate stood ajar. They passed through.

It was then nine thirty.

The gate-keeper’s | odge was in darkness. But a door opened, disclosing that there was di mred

I'i ght inside.

A voice fromthe door said, "Get in here before sonebody sees you."

They entered the | odge. The man who had called to themthrew the door shut, then tripped a switch
which nade the lights bright. He showed them the business end of a punp-action repeating shotgun,
ten-gauge, at least, fromthe size of its barrel.

"Kindly join nmy collection," he said.

He was, Doc Savage realized, Ted Parks.

Arranged al ong one wall were four nen. Their hands and feet were tied.

Chapter Xl I. THE VAGUE MR RENSANCE

DOC SAVAGE and Ted Parks | ooked at each other. There was no doubt in Doc’s mind that this young
man—+tar ge, brawny, shoul ders stooped slightly, eyes strained behind thick spectacl es—was Ted Parks.
In their prelimnary investigation of Uncle Joe Mdrgan and Ted Parks, Doc and his aids had dug up an
old picture of Parks.

Parks’ lips parted. He lost color.

"I"ll be dammed!" he said hoarsely.

He started to lower his gun, then lifted it again.

Doc Savage paid no attention to his indecision. He turned, tapped the astounded Joe on the jaw
with a fist and stretched himout on the floor beside the other prisoners. There was a hank of rope
handy. He tied Joe.

"Any nore com ng?" he asked Parks.

"l Parks swallowed. "I don't know."

Doc said, "There seens to be one special man who does the so-called invisible-box nmurdering. Has

he shown up, yet?"

Par ks shook his head. He was bewildered. "I . . . | don't get this. How did you show up here?"
"Along story," Doc told him "Let ne have your story."
"You are supposed to be in jail," Parks said. "I . . . |'ve been trying to figure howto get in

touch with you, since | saw those advertisenents for a radiummner and a man who had sl ept three
weeks. "

"Those advertisenents neant sonething to you?" Doc asked.

"1l say they did!" Parks exclai nmed.



Interruption, a voice, cane fromoutside the stone keeper’'s |lodge. It was Mnk. He called, "Doc,
everything all right?"
The bronze man held out a hand. "Your gun, Parks." After hesitating, Parks handed over his

shot gun.

Doc went to the door.

He told Monk, "The nurderer is not here. He was to be five mnutes late, | think. Scatter. Watch
for him"

"We' Il grab him" Monk declared grimy.

"Do that without warning him" Doc said. "G ve himabsolutely no warning. And do not go hear
him" The bronze nman passed several gas grenades out to Monk. "Use these. And whatever you do, don’'t
go near him"

"That won't be nuch fun," Mnk said.

Monk |iked a physical fight.

"Get close to that fellow," Doc said, "and there is probably nothing that will save your life."

| npressed, Monk noved back in the darkness. Wth Renny, Long Tom and Johnny, they scattered to
keep a watch, dividing up the supply of gas grenades anong thensel ves.

Doc cl osed the | odge door and swung to face Ted Parks.

"W have time to hear your end of this," he said.

Par ks nodded. He | ooked miserable. H's eyes fixed on the floor. "My end of it isn't very sweet."
"Tell it."

"l guess it wouldn't have happened to me if | had been a different kind of a guy," Parks
muttered. "But |’'ve always been as poor as that church nouse you hear about. |’ve had to nake ny own
way. |’'ve had one goal all ny life—+to be a great doctor. Not a surgeon. A specialist in research.
Fi ndi ng cures for cancer, sleeping sickness, treatnments for chagres fever, dengue disease,
tularema, and things like that. |’'ve worked hard—

Doc said, "W checked on your past life. It is very commendable."

Parks straightened. "All right, you know ny career neans everything to ne. That is why, when this
thing the police call the invisible-box death began striking, | was afraid to go to the police. |
was a coward. All | could see was that the thing would result in the Medical Association expelling
me, barring me fromthe profession |'ve spent ny life learning."

The grinding agony in his voice showed how he feared being thrown out of the profession.

Doc asked, "The nurders were franed on you?"

"The first ones, yes." Parks nodded. "The police do not know it, yet, but they were."

" How?"

"Those so-called invisible boxes were made in ny | aboratory! | discovered the process."

Doc Savage said quietly, "You discovered the whole nurder nethod, did you not?"

Parks stared at him "How did you know?"

"A guess. It would take a highly scientific mnd, such as you have devel oped, to do the job."
Parks groaned. "I didn't discover it with the idea of using it to nurder anybody."

Here, one of the bound men made a noise, got their attention. The fellow said with terror in his
voice, "What will they do with us for our part in it?"

Par ks’ answer was a snarl. "El ectrocute you, no doubt!"

The scared prisoner licked his lips. "I ain't directly guilty. | didn't know—

"The hell you didn't, you yellowrat!" said one of his conpanions.

The frightened man burst out with what he wanted to tell them wailing, "The plans were changed
toni ght! The guy with the—+the nmurderer was to go direct to get Rensance. He wasn't to cone here,
until he finished the job. W were to watch the gate. That was all."

Doc Savage took a step forward. "You nean—

"Rensance may be gettin' killed right now" the man wailed. "And renenber, I'mtellin’ this to
prove |I'minnocent of any intent—

Doc yanked t he door open.

"Monk, Ham the rest of you—watch this place!" he called. "Watch these prisoners!"”

He ran toward the distant nansion.

THE house was not actually visible, except as a |lunp of shadow, a presence in the night rather
than a reality. No wi ndows were |ighted.

The path had a covering of blacktop conposition. Doc’s feet made some noise on it, as little as
he coul d manage. Nearing the house, he paused briefly, stripped off his shoes, and carried them
He pounded hard on the first door he reached. Then he went on. Shrubbery around the house was

hi gh, tangled. He waded in it, found there were no doors until he reached the back. Here there was a
wi de veranda, a door opening fromthat.

He waited. He heard the door at the front of the house open. No one cane to the rear door. No one
left by any of the wi ndows. He knocked on the rear door.

The man who opened the door was no servant. Yet, a house this size would have three or four
servants, at |east.

"Yes?" said the man.



He was an old gentleman, with white hair, clear eyes, and ruddy skin. Blue-gray snoke curled from
a cigarette in a | ong hol der.
"M . Rensance?" Doc asked.

"l —yes."
"Where are the servants?"
Rensance lifted the long holder to his lips, drewin cigarette snoke. "I beg your pardon?" Blue

snoke dri bbled off his Iips.

Doc Savage studied the man. He noticed the fellow s left hand was a tight fist.

"Has he cone yet?" Doc asked.

"Who?"

"The man who was going to kill you."

Rensance did not show by word or expression that the statenent neant anything to him H s eyes

did not widen; his nmouth did not nove in the slightest. He lifted the cigarette holder to his lips
slowy and drew in |l ong and deep. And the hol der snapped in two pieces in his fingers; the cigarette
flew upward, a skyrocket of sparks in the night.

Doc put a hand agai nst Rensance’s chest, pushed himback into the house and cane in after him He
shoved Rensance down in a chair. He yanked down an el aborate cord attached to a servant bell and
tied the man with it. The cord was deep-blue velvet and made a very tight knot.

There was no one in the house when Doc searched it. The only light was burning in a photographic
darkroom on the second floor. Evidently, Rensance was an amateur photographer. The darkroom had
finer equipment and nore of it than many a commercial shop.

Some of the paper on the darkroom floor was crunpled black |ightproof sheets from packages of
printing paper, sone was ruined prints, and sone of it was paper bindings off packages of currency.
$1, 000. 00

$5, 000. 00

$10, 000. 00

That was the way the printed figures on the bindings ran. None was snaller than a thousand, none
nmore than ten thousand dollars. Doc gathered themup. There was a good handful. He m ght have mi ssed
sone.

He took them down and showed themto Rensance.

"l presune you paid off after all,"” he said. "How | ong has he been gone?"

Rensance cl osed his hands slowy and with force, as if he was nol di ng hard snowbal | s.

"Hal f an hour," he said.

"I's there a tel ephone to the gate | odge?"

"Yes."

Doc Savage | ocated the tel ephone. At the other end, Mnk finally answered.

"Look sharply, Mnk," Doc said. "There was a hitch. Qur nan cane here early. There was no nurder.
Rensance paid off. But the killer nay show up there at the | odge."

"So noney is behind this, the root of evil," Mnk said amably. "O K W'I|l peel our eyes for

the guy."

DOC SAVAGE swung back to Rensance.

"How di d the man happen to cone early?" he asked.

"l got in touch with them"

" How?"

"Carrier pigeon."

"Carrier pigeons," Doc Savage said, "roost at night."
"It was before dark. About four o' clock, in fact."
"Have you any nore pigeons?"

"One. They just sent me the two." Rensance shuddered. "I know who you are, so | inmgine you have
escaped fromjail and are trying to clear yourself. | did not imagine you were guilty. Yes, they
sent nme only the two pigeons. | was to use one if | decided to pay. | have one pigeon left."

"How much did you pay?"

"Two hundred thousand dollars,"” Rensance said.

Involuntarily, Doc nade the trilling sound which was his peculiar expression of intense

excitement. The sum was enornous. Fantastic!

"Plain extortion?" he asked.

"Not hing el se.”

"If you had not paid—

Rensance was getting nore ruddy. H s skin seened to have the peculiarity of getting red instead

of white when he was intensely disturbed.

He said, "Death, they told ne. | was approached a few days ago, after the first three of those
mysterious nurders the police and newspapers refer to as the invisible-box nurders. | was told those
men had been killed because they would not pay suns demanded of them | was inforned nmy contribution
was two hundred thousand dollars."

Doc Savage said, "You should have gone to the police and the newspapers imediately with that."



Rensance breathed in and out deeply, the air whistling slightly in his nostrils.

"Newspapers, " he said, "are what they kindly sent ne, with the suggestion that | read them | did
so. | saw plainly that the police were hopelessly at sea to explain the deaths."

"So you decided to pay."

"No, | went to the police. | told themthe whole story."

Doc Savage was taken by surprise. He had not known that. The police, who usually worked with

hi mthey were hardly doing that on this case, however, which was understandabl e—had in the past kept
hi minformed on such points. He had presuned that the police were in the dark as to the notives.
The authorities were not, it seemed, in the dark. They sinply had not turned the information over
to the newspapers.

"Your first reaction was not to pay, then," he said.

"Right."
"What changed your mi nd?"
"You renenber the death of Elnmer I. Ivers?”

Doc | ooked at Rensance to see if the remark was sone kind of grisly gag. Apparently it wasn’t.
"Slightly," Doc adm tted.

The death of Elmer Ivers was only the incident which had led to his being arrested by the police
and charged with nurder, so he had sone cause to recollect it.

"The police knew Ivers was in danger, and they were guarding his boat," Rensance said grinmy.
"But he died anyway. When that happened, my courage broke."

"The police should be guarding you," Doc said. "Wy aren't they?"

Rensance shrugged. "They are watching ny city apartnent. They think | amthere. The place has a
back door, which | used. | cane here to make ny paynment. | was ordered to do that."

"Do you know who is behind this?"

"A man naned Ted Parks," Rensance said.

LIKE a bullet followi ng an expl osion, there was an echo to Rensance’s statenment. A yell. Not Ted
Par ks, voice. Not the voices of any of Doc’s aids.

It said, "Pat and Jen are here! Help ne quick!"

It cane fromthe vicinity of the gate | odge.

Doc Savage was wat chi ng Rensance as the cry cane. There was expression on the man’s face
suddenly, the kind of an expression that would follow the jab of a needle.

Doc swung to Rensance, fastened a hand on the nman’s arm "You know that voice. Who is it?"
Rensance whitened rapidly, but said nothing.

"Who is it?" Doc demanded.

"The man | paid the noney to—+ think," Rensance said.

There had been delay, a noment or two. It angered the bronze nman. He seized Rensance, propelled
the man to the nearest w ndow.

Doc put crashing volune in his voice. "Mnk, the rest of you! Be careful! That was a trick!"

He got an answer, a quick whistle from someone. A dash-dot-dash in code. The letter "K " Short
for okay. They had heard his shout.

Gi ppi ng Rensance’s arm he hauled the man out of the house alnpbst bodily. He left by a w ndow
because he was not sure now but that the doors m ght be watched. He began running.

Rensance stunbled frequently; he had trouble with his going. The man was out of shape, his arm
soft enough under Doc’'s fingers to be filled with water.

But they nmet no one until they neared the gate | odge, where Doc stopped.

The bronze man called, in Mayan so no one but his aids woul d understand, "You fellows identify
yoursel ves. Do not use English."

Monk’ s squeaky voice came fromthe left. "Long Tomis with nme," the honely chem st said. Johnny
was to the right, Renny to the left. Ted Parks was with Renny.

"Have you found anyone?" Doc called in Mayan.

They had not.

"Monk, cone here," Doc said. "Do not nove. Do not nmeke a sound."

Monk approached. The bronze man turned Rensance over to the chem st, saying, "Watch him"

Movi ng away, the bronze man found a spot to listen. There was no sound but the night insects,
distant traffic, and a train very far away. Then, off to the right, he heard what the ears of the
others had not caught: A man goi ng away.

Doc called in Mayan, "Get away fromthe | odge. Get at |east a hundred yards away. Cone here
first, though."

They j oi ned hi mRenny, Monk, Long Tom and Johnny. He gave thema flask. Ted Parks al so joi ned

t hem

"Rub this liquid over your faces and hands," he said. "Sprinkle it on your clothing."

Renny unscrewed the flask cap. He snelled the contents. He gagged. "Holy cow " he gasped. "Wrse
than a skunk."

"Rub it on yourselves," Doc said. "Rub it on Rensance, too."

He poured sone of the stuff in his own palm sneared it over his exposed skin, letting drops



spill on his clothing, as he ran in the direction of the footsteps he had heard

The stuff stung his skin. It snmelled. The odor was nothing like the one Renny had attributed to
it—skunk—but it was as distinctive in its way. He was careful to keep it out of his eyes. Once he
heard Monk bl eat out in involuntary agony behind hi mand deci ded the honmely chemi st had not been as
careful about his eyes. Doc had forgotten to warn them

He heard, shortly, a motorcycle engine start up, then roar away. He got one glinpse of the

machine, its headlight, a spike of white which it pursued. It was far away. He fired once, using one
of the guns he had captured. It was too dark to see gun sights. He missed it. It was one of the few
tinmes in his career that he had used a gun on a person and—he thought of this grimy—the first tinme
he had ever missed with a shot when it was vitally inportant that he should not m ss.

He went back to the others, and Monk said, "I'mblind! |'"'mas blind as a bat."
"He means in one eye," Renny anended.

"It will not last," Doc said.

"I't won’t, huh?" Monk was relieved. "It’'s sure hell while it does last."

Long Tomsaid, "Doc, that fellow yelled out that he had Jen and Pat. Wy did he do that?"
"Possibly to decoy you away fromthe | odge," the bronze nman said grinly.

Monk began, "Say, what was that stuff we rubbed— He stopped. "To get us away fromthe | odge?
Say— He whirled and headed for the gate | odge.

"Easy!" Doc warned.

They went to the | odge. The bronze man used a flashlight, first on the | odge exterior. Al

wi ndows, both doors, were cl osed.

ASTOUNDED, they watched Doc’s actions. Watched himgo to first one wi ndow, then another, and
explore inside the roons with the flashlight beam They saw his face go grim and they cane to his
si de when he gestured.

They | ooked through the wi ndow at the nmen notionless on the floor. The prisoners they had |eft
there. Al four of them still tied.

And now quite dead!

They stared at the semi -transparent box, which m ght have been nmade of cellophane, which stood on
the floor inside the window. Stared until their eyeballs seemed to grow col d.

Doc made a slight, but grim noise and went to the door.

Ted Parks gripped his arm

"Wait," Parks said hoarsely. "I'Il go in."

"This is not necessary,"” Doc told him "This liquid smeared on our faces, and clothing wll
protect us."

Parks was trenbling. "We can’'t be sure. 1'lIl go in. | amresponsible for the existence of this
horrible thing. If it kills me—

He opened the door, entered, and then closed the door behind him

"1"11 be superanal gamated," Renny said thoughtfully. "I believe that took nerve."

Parks struck a match. He found a newspaper, set fire to it. They watched him grow ng nore

puzzl ed. Parks wal ked around the room several times, holding the newspaper like a torch. The paper
burned. He fired another.

Wth this blazing torch, he got down on the floor, craw ed around. He poked his torch under the
tabl es, the chairs. He got up and poked it up against the windows. All the time, his eyes seened to
be straining, seeking sonething that he was not finding.

Once he dodged back wildly, and they saw that his face was |ike greased ivory under the sneared
liquid. But he got control of hinself. He went on sticking his torch into various places.

"Holy cow" Renny said.

Later, Parks opened the door.

"Everything is all right," he said.

Then he quietly fainted.

Chapter Xl'Il. THE Pl GEON

LONG TOM ROBERTS, the electrical expert, finished exam ning the dead mnen.

"It's another case of the invisible-box death," he said. "But farther than that, you can't prove
a thing by nme."

The tension, the horror, made hi mspeak barely above a whisper.

Monk Mayfair took off his coat and put it on the floor. He placed the seni-transparent box on the
coat, after thunping and exam ning the box and saying, "If this isn't cellophane, 1'll eat it." He
then tied the various extrenmities of the coat together to make a package. Then he searched through
the | odge and cane back with an old gunny sack. He put coat and box in the sack and tied the sack
nout h.

"This is one box that won't get away from anybody," he decl ared.

Ted Parks stared at Doc Savage. "W cannot report these deaths. The police will insist you are
responsi ble."

The bronze man nodded. "Do you know where the nmurderers’ headquarters is?" he asked.



"l know one place," Parks said. He gave an address.

"No good," Doc told him

"Way not ?"

"That is where Mnk, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were being held," Doc explained. "It was a

hi de-out for a part of the gang. We want their real headquarters, assuming that there is where Ham
Pat, Jen and Uncle Joe Morgan will be held."

Parks said mserably, "I cannot give you any idea where the rest of your associates are."
Rensance said in a terrorized voice, "Perhaps they are dead."
"Shut up!" Mnk snarled at him "I don't like that kind of talk."

Renny bl ocked out his big fists and | ooned over Rensance. "You might know nore than you' ve told
us, fellow |’ve got a notion to work you over to see what cones out." Enpotion nade the huge

engi neer’s deep voi ce have the sound of a truck on a bridge of |oose boards.

Rensance trenbl ed hel plessly. "I’ve told you all | know. "

"Yeah?" Renny grabbed him "You sure?"

Doc said, "He seenms to be telling the truth."

"W have to find Pat and Ham and the Bridges girl," Renny runbled. "That old Mrgan fellow, too."
Renny’ s voice was not stable. He was, if they stood there nuch | onger, going to fly to pieces.
"Conme up to Rensance’s house,"” Doc said quietly.

Wal ki ng back to the nansion eased the tension somewhat. Ted Parks had difficult going. He had
recovered quickly fromhis faint. But he was weak, and several times both knees buckl ed

si mul t aneously, al though he did not fall.

Par ks was evidently thinking, too. When they were in the big house, he faced them

"This Bridges girl," Parks said. "Wat does she | ook |ike?"

Monk described her. Mnk’s nenory for fem nine pul chritude was dependabl e. The description of
pretty Jen Bridges was al nost photographic.

Ted Parks heard the description to its end.

"That is ny sister," he said.

And he quietly fainted again.

Doc Savage exami ned Parks, and his nod to the others indicated that this faint was no nore
serious than the other one.

"Rensance, " Doc said, "where is that pigeon?"

"I"lIl get it," said Rensance nervously.

"Yeah, and |I'll go with you," Renny told him making no secret of his distrust.

The two of them went away, brought back the pigeon. It was an ordinary carrier pigeon in a
not-too-clean cage of wire. A parrot cage. As they carried the cage, the pigeon flapped its wings a
little to balance itself. Wen the cage stood quiet on the table, the bird eyed them placidly, then
closed its eyes and seened to sl eep.

"Tane cuss," Long Tom comment ed.

Doc indicated the bird. "Long Tom Renny, Mnk and Johnny—al|l of you stay here the rest of the

ni ght and guard that bird."

"Quard it?" Long Tom said, surprised.

"Do not let it get away," Doc told him "If it does, it will nmean losing the only chance | can
see of locating Pat and Ham and the others."

They were inpressed.

"Rensance will stay with you," Doc added.

"And 1’11 guard him" Renny decl ared.

Doc turned to Rensance. "Have you a car?"

"My linousine," the wealthy extortion victimreplied. "You may use it."

Doc pi cked up the unconscious formof Ted Parks. "Show me the car,"” he directed.

They wal ked through the house to a connecting garage. Mnk trailed. He was in the throes of

puzzl ed surprise. "So Jen Bridges is really Parks’ sister," he said. "Now, | wonder why she told us
her name was Bridges. | guess Parks is the brother she was so worried about. But why' d she tell us
he had been seized? Wnder if he was seized?"

Doc nade no comment.

THE ni ght was darker when Doc drove out of the estate with Ted Parks linmp on the seat of the

i mousi ne beside him Lightning that was not heat |ightning pronmised rain in the south. He drove
rapidly.

He had noticed a fountain pen in Parks' pocket. He used the ink fromthis to cover his face as
best he could, darkening it. There had been a chauffeur’s topcoat and uniform cap hanging on a nail
in the garage. Both articles were very old, but he had brought them He put themon. The cap was too
small; he had to rip it up the back to give it a resenblance of a fit.

By that time, Parks had regai ned consci ousness.

"Feel better?" Doc asked.

"Jen," Parks said hoarsely. "So she got mixed up in this. | was afraid she would."

The bronze man drove at a sedate speed, joining traffic on a boul evard.



He said, "She canme to us, gave the false name and said you had been seized."

"Trying to help me," Ted Parks muttered. "I mght have known she woul d do sonething |ike that

after she found out | had taken the fake name of Bridges."

"You went under an assuned nanme?"

"After the nurders began, yes. Jen found it out. Her nane is not Jen, incidentally. That is, her
first nane isn't Jen. She is Susan Eugenica Parks. | guess the Eugeni ca gave her the nicknane of
Jen." Parks considered for a nonent. "I tel ephoned her to bring nme some clothing, and she tel ephoned
back to the nunmber and found out | was using the name of Bridges. She demanded to know why.

woul dn’t tell her, naturally. She got the idea | was in trouble. Wiich | was."

"And she ended up by conming to ne for help," Doc said

Par ks nodded. "She evidently did that when she found | had di sappeared fromthe place | was

stayi ng under the name of Bridges. That nust have nmade her distraught."

Doc asked, "Where were you staying as Bridges?"

Parks told him nanming street and number. A walk-up on Fifty-fifth Street, on the wong side of
Broadway. The pl ace where one of the invisible-box victins had been found

Par ks nust have read Doc Savage's thoughts

"l know a dead man was found there," Parks said. "That was their first direct effort to frame

you. Before that, it had been indirect."

"What did you do after you left there?"

Par ks became eager to explain. "A man was watching the place, so | trailed him | was trying to
find out who was behind the sinister thing. | trailed this fellow here and there. As a matter of
fact, that was all | did. | didn't learn anything. | finally became desperate, decided to grab a
bunch of them and scare theminto telling me what they knew "

"You think those nen back in the gatekeeper’s |odge knew the identity of the man behind what is
happeni ng?"

"I"msure of it."

"Most of them seenmed to think it is ne," Doc said

"They were deceived."

"These men did not think it was ne?"
"No, they knew who it actually is," Parks insisted. "Else, why do you think they were killed?"
ANDREW BLODGETT MONK MAYFAI R was a peculiar fellow. As ugly as a nightmare in a thunderstorm he
actually | oved beauty, but was ashaned to indulge publicly. He had a penthouse-laboratory in the
Wal | Street district—where no one |lived, except a few eccentric captains of finance—where he had
turned hinmsel f | oose. Ham Brooks called the place a "plush-lined nonkey’s nest," which was not an
i nept descriptive

Doc Savage went to this |aboratory. At the hour of night, the building was deserted. To get to
Monk’s perch in the clouds above the noney mart, you opened what | ooked like a rusty freight door
and found a fine gilt elevator, all private. So it was not hard to arrive unnoticed

Doc renoved his coat, drew on a set of rubber gloves, an all-envel oping jacket, and prepared to
don a gernproof mask. "You will help," he told Parks

"What are you going to do?"

"Prepare cultures of sonme germwhich will affect a man quickly, but which can be cured by use of
the proper serum" Doc explained. "The di sease al so needs to be contagious."

"I still don't get it?" Parks was frowning

Doc arranged m croscope slides before a case in which Monk kept germcultures. "W want to give
soneone a quick, violent, perhaps fatal, disease," he said

"How wi Il it be carried?"

"On that pigeon,” Doc told him "O in a container attached to the pigeon, which will be so
arranged that it will scatter the gerns over the victimwhen the container is opened. A smal
contai ner, necessarily."

Par ks began to get the idea. "How about a toxic poison? | think | renmenber a place where we could
get some bushmaster venom There's few things nore fatal."

"Were did you | earn about bushmaster venom being avail able in New York?"

"Fellow in South Anerica told ne about shipping it to a firmup here."

"You were in South America |ong?"

"Four years."

Doc said, "W do not want venom W want gerns! Let us see what Mnk has avail able.”

Parks joined the bronze man. He was startled by the conpl eteness of Mnk’s |aboratory

"Why, this is amazing!" he exploded. "I never had anything in his section as conplete as he has
right here devoted to research in bacteriology and toxicol ogy."

Doc nade no conment. His own | aboratory was nmany tines nore conplete than this. He watched Parks
wor k and knew that he had been guessing correctly about the young man. Parks had great skill.

THE sun cane up with a shower of gold on the hills of Westchester and was cast back in jewel ed
reflections fromthe w ndows of the Rensance hone



Doc sat in the library and wote with a pen:

When you opened this nessage, you rel eased enough gerns—tul areni a, dengue fever, sleeping

si ckness—+to0 kill you and everyone you conme in contact with. So consider yourself paid off for trying
to frame me.

Ted ParKks.

"Parks, you think that |ooks enough like your printing? O do you want to copy it off yoursel f?"
Doc asked.

"l print about |ike that," Parks said.

Doc pl aced the nmessage in the trick container they had rigged. It would rel ease a shower of

gerns, and the gerns were genui ne. He attached the container to the pigeon.

He freed the pigeon. It flapped away in the norning sun, clinbing, setting out to the east.

"Holy cow " Renny runbled. "The pigeon will give these guys sonething they' |l have to get a serum
to combat. That the idea?"

Doc nodded. "And the seruns for those diseases cannot be had everywhere. W will watch the places
where they are distributed, or have them watched, and will check everyone who needs seruns for
treating those diseases."

Long Tomcane in. "Three tel ephone lines are all that cone into the house," he said. "I have them
rigged up on separate instruments."”

"That is good," Doc said. "You and Johnny and Renny get on the tel ephones. Start calling chem sts
and pharmaceutical concerns dealing in renmedies for tularem a, dengue fever, and sleeping sickness."
Long Tom nodded. "You want particularly to be notified of anybody who wants treatnent for all
three."

"They m ght get one serum at one place and go to another for the other," Doc said. "So do not
depend too much on their asking for all three seruns at the sanme spot."

The el ectrical expert nodded. He and Renny and Johnny becane busy on the tel ephones.

After that, there was no sound but the quietly efficient murmur of their voices and the clicking
of receiver hooks as they recalled operators to the |ines.

Monk had no tel ephone. He paced nervously, uneasy because he had nothing to do; he felt he was
not acconplishing anything.

"Doc, where's ny pig, Habeas Corpus?" he demanded.

"At headquarters. Do not dare go get the animal. Police will be watching the place."

"Yeah, | guess they will at that. Wat about Cheni stry—poor Hami s pet?"

"Chemistry," Doc said, "seens to have been wi th Ham when he was grabbed. No one has seen anything
of the chinp since."

Chapter XIV. THE SKEPTI C

THE hands on a bank clock stood at the hour of four in the afternoon when Doc Savage wal ked into
a tel ephone booth in a drugstore and call ed New York police headquarters. He got Lieutenant Bl osser.
"Yes," said Bl osser.

It was the father.

Doc said, "Savage speaking. Do you still feel I amguilty of these invisible-box rurders?"

The el der Bl osser hesitated. "I'’mafraid so," he said.

"Woul d you care to be shown differently?"

"l sure would," Blosser said instantly.

Doc told him "Bring your son. Cone to Westchester county." He gave an address. "Enter the place.
I will contact you there. But you nust cone al one."

"Why al one?"

"We are about to try to clear all this up," Doc Savage informed him "It may be dangerous, and
certainly it is no job for a bulky force of men. Four of ny associates are free and will help ne.
Al so Ted Parks. So conme alone. Two nore nmen will not make our group too bul ky."

"My son and | will be there alone."

"You prom se that you will bring no outsiders?"

"No outsiders." Blosser then repeated the address for certainty.

"That is right," Doc told him

That ended the tel ephone conversation.

Doc had a bite to eat, then approached the address he had given Bl osser as a neeting place. The
spot was another store. This one sold cigars. A small candy shop was | ocated diagonally across the
street; and, fromthis, a view could be had of the cigar store’'s interior. Doc took a booth, ordered
a soda and wait ed.

He saw both Bl ossers arrive and enter the cigar store. Doc went to a tel ephone, called the cigar
store.

"Wl you page Lieutenant Blosser?" he said.

To the el der Bl osser, who cane to the tel ephone, he said, "I wonder if you would drop down the
street five blocks turn to the right one block and wait on the corner?"

"What’s the idea?" Bl osser denanded.

"I will meet you there," Doc said. He hung up.



Then he watched the Bl ossers | eave the cigar store. He stepped out on the sidewal k and wat ched
thementer their car. He saw no visible evidence that they had given a signal, or that other police
were with them

So he met them on the corner he had indicated

Both Bl ossers seermed a little suspicious

Doc told them about the pigeon, about the gerns, about the seruns and antidotes for the gerns

whi ch nust be obtained in a hurry and could only be obtained at a few spots

"Why, that’s a slick one!" Blosser exclainmed. "Did it get results?"

"Cone on," Doc Savage said, "and we will see."

HAZE of twilight was gathering like fog anong the trees as they drove their cars into roadside
brush and unl oaded. The spot was a renpte one as far as human habitati on was concerned. |t was not
far, though, in mles fromthe city.

Long Tom and Johnny were with the Bl ossers and Doc Savage. They had driven in a second car. The
Bl ossers and Doc had ridden alone in the police nmachine, which was a big sedan of the type used by
the detective bureau. It had no identification on the outside to show it was an official car, other
than license plates, but it was equi pped with radi o and weapons

"Need guns?" young Bl osser asked

"Probably," Long Tomtold him

They noved a few yards into intense undergrowth. Mnk Muyfair appeared al ongside themwith the
startling abruptness of a jungle denizen

"Hello, there," Blosser said

Monk frowned at him He had not |iked Lieutenant Bl osser in the beginning, and he did not |ike
himnow "It was Doc’'s idea to ring you in, you pest," Mnk told him

Li eutenant Bl osser |ooked startled. He was not accustoned to such blunt talk

Doc asked, "Wat is the situation, Mnk?"

"Seenms all right," Mnk told him "As you know, two guys showed up and bought sone of the
necessary serum and we trailed them"

Li eut enant Bl osser said, "Just because a nan bought serum | don't see how you could be sure—=
"They bought treatment for tularem a, dengue fever and sleeping sickness—all three. It's not

l'i kel y anybody but these rats would need all three at the sanme time. Those three diseases don’'t
commonly run together."

Bl osser was inpressed. "I see."

Monk turned back to Doc. "The chem cal house managed to hold these guys by telling themthey had
to get the serumand it would take half an hour, then the firmgot in touch with us. W trailed the
men to"—he gestured into the woods—that house in there. They're all there. It’s their
headquarters."

Doc addressed Blosser. "W are going to close in on the place. Are you with us?"

"Absol utely!" Bl osser decl ared

The bronze man produced a case closed with a zipper, opened it and handed out bottles contai ning
i qui d.

"Smear this stuff on your faces," he said. "Never mnd the snell."

"It goes good in the eyes, too," Mnk said dryly.

Li eutenant Bl osser stared at the bottle, puzzled. "What does this do?"

"Keeps the invisible-box death away from you," Mnk informed him

Bl osser gaped. "I don't believe that!"

Monk snorted

"How does it keep it away?" Bl osser demanded

Monk ignored him

Bl osser took a step forward, grabbed Mnk’s arm and rasped, "Look here! If you fell ows know—
Monk brought his armslowy down and around and tw sted out of Blosser’s fingers. "You put your
hands on ne again," Mnk told him "and I'Il pull themoff and stuff themin your ears."

Bl osser retreated hastily. In Blosser’s private opinion, Mnk Muyfair was about as safe as a can
of nitro-glycerin. Wich was what Monk wanted himto think

Meekl y, Bl osser snmeared the stuff over his face and hands. He sprinkled it on his clothing. His
father did |ikew se.

Doc Savage | ed the way, and they worked through the trees and brush

Bl osser touched Doc’s arm asked, "You think your friends—Ham the two girls and Morgan—are
alive?"

"Probably."

"What makes you think that?"

"The man behind this has gone to el aborate pains to build up the inpression that | am
mast erm nding the thing," Doc explained patiently. "He has given the inpression that nmy aids are not
to be killed for that reason. That was part of the build-up. He cannot rnurder them now, without
destroying the inpression he has so painstakingly created."

"That's |l ogical," Blosser admtted



THE house was | arge and ancient, partly of stone, the rest of wood. It was not a mansion; it

m ght have seen the days when it was one, but that had been at least fifty years ago. The north w ng
needed a new roof

Long Tom and Johnny and Monk were joined by big-fisted Renny, who had been watching the place at
close range with young Ted Parks

The Bl ossers eyed Parks intently. The younger Bl osser gripped Parks’ arm

"You are under arrest," Blosser said, "for suspicion of conplicity with Doc Savage in these

murders. There is a great deal of evidence pointing at you as one of the killers, as well as at Doc

Savage. "

Doc was displ eased. "I thought you two officers came here to learn the truth."

"And make arrests," Blosser told himcoldly. "I have just nade one of them"

Wthout a word, Monk belted young Bl osser on the jawwith his fist. Blosser was out for a noment
then sat up groggily, gasping. "Wat . . . what—

"That," Monk told him "was the cancellation of your arrest. You came along to observe, not start
asserting authority."

Bl osser subsided, concerned with the ache in his jaw, with the grimair of Doc and the others
The darkness was getting nore intense. And Doc and the rest seemed to be doi ng nothing but waiting
Finally, "Use that chem cal on your skins again," Doc said. "Then spread out. W will approach
the house fromfour directions. No one make any noise. Start getting inside, and try to find the
prisoners. That is the first job."

The Bl ossers watched the others fade away into the darkness

"You stay with nme," Doc told them

"What about this Parks?" demanded the younger Bl osser. "You trust hinP"

"Conpletely,"” Doc said. "He risked his life last night to make sure we were safe."

"Where does he hook into this?"

"Parks devel oped this thing you have been calling the invisible death,” Doc told him

Young Blosser literally lifted off the ground. "Wat? Geat grief. And you |l et himrun around

| oose?"

"Quiet!" Doc said. "Here is the house."

The Bl ossers becane reluctantly silent

Doc added, "My nen are conpletely armed and protected. W will go ahead. You follow "

Doc went forward quietly, drawing a species of hood over his face, a thing that was sonething
like the chain mesh hoods worn by nedieval knights. This one was lighter, and the face-piece was of
transparent plastic which would arrest any slug carrying | ess than a thousand foot-pounds of energy.
That included nost revol ver bullets

He reached a side door, waited. They had outlined a plan of action earlier

Rensance was to knock on the front door. Rensance had been conceal ed in the darkness nearby, had
not conme out while the Blossers were being introduced to the situation. Rensance was enbarrassed
about having paid extortion; he was anxi ous to redeem hinself. H s courage had returned

Knuckl es thundered on the front door. The sound was so |loud that the Bl ossers junped

Rensance bel | owed, "Quick! Let nme in! Open up! |I've had to kill one of Doc Savage's nen!"

Doc shot out a hand and grabbed young Bl osser just as the officer was bent on charging around to
the front

"Trick," Doc whispered. "Quiet!"

Rensance was a good actor. He squalled, "Please let ne inl |'ve got one of Savage's nen here
He' s dead!"

Doc knew the situation: Rensance at the front door. Mnk sprawl ed out on the wal k. Monk with red
ink wet on his face. Wth nore red ink in his nouth, so that he could gurgle realistically at the
psychol ogi cal nmonent. Wth a knife haft appearing to protrude fromhis chest. A piece of fakery
When enough commotion was going on in front to have distracted attention, Doc reached for the
door knob

The door was not | ocked, and he went in, cautiously, on toes. The Blossers followed him No one
seermed to be in front of them

Doc whi spered, "Careful about rubbing off that |iquid you sneared on yourselves. That is all that
stands between you and death!"

The el der Bl osser halted abruptly. "You nmean if men come here who haven't that stuff on them
they will be in danger?"

Doc said, "They will be facing fairly certain death."

Bl osser made a sound that was horror. He wheel ed and, before Doc could stop him |eaped back to
the rear door

"Stay back, men!" Bl osser bellowed into the night. "There' s danger here! Stay back! Don't raid
the place!"

The trees tossed echoes of his yell back in the darkness

Then silence for a nonent

"Who were you yelling to?" Doc asked



There was sonething bitter, condeming, in the bronze nan’s tone which shocked Bl osser.

"My nen," he said. "Policenen."

"1 thought you said you were not bringing officers," Doc said.

"l know." Bl osser was miserable. "I was not taking any chances, that’'s all."

"That precaution,” Doc told him "quite possibly may result in all of us losing our lives."

THE bronze man was as near as he ever cane to being violently enraged. He seized young Bl osser
and sl amred him across the room The officer ended up sprawming in a corner. Doc shoved the ol der
Bl osser toward the sanme spot.

He said, "Stay there!" and there was no doubt but that he neant it.

He | unged across the room tried a door. It was |ocked. He retreated, brought an arm back, flung
an expl osive grenade. It expl oded against the door |like a Fourth-of-July torpedo. The door, through
sone freak of concussion-tortured air, junped outward instead of inward. It floated around like a
big leaf in the flame and snoke and splinters.

Doc wal ked t hrough t he w eckage.

Monk yel |l ed, "Conme on, boys! Joe, Jerry, Fred—you take the left. Half a dozen of you head for the
upstairs. The rest of you cone with ne! Don't crowd!"

Wi ch was typical of Munk in a fight. Sounding |ike an arnmy. Actually, he was al one.

No Joe, Jerry and Fred. No half dozen to go upstairs. Only Mnk. Roaring and bell owi ng and havi ng
the time of his life.

The fight was on, now. And no one had been taken very much by surprise, thanks to the warning

Bl osser had been forced to shout to the police.

Doc realized both Blossers were following him Father and son, close together. He whirled on
them And the father snapped, "All right, we made a mistake. So we'll do our part of this fighting."
Monk was yelling to nore inmagi nary nen.

At the other end of the house, Renny had started doing the same thing. He was telling his

hypot hetical arny to take the basenent.

Sorme one of the defenders, inpressed, bellowed, "Get rid of the prisoners down there!"

That nmeant the captives were in the basenent. Doc headed for the stairs going down. No great
ingenuity was exercised in houses of this size, fifty years ago; so he knew about where the basenent
steps shoul d be. They were there.

He went down. Lieutenant Blosser and his father trailed close on his heels. Their feet was a hard
drunmm ng on the steps.

They were shot at, once at the foot of the stairs. The bullet nmade the side of Doc’s left hip
ache with a glancing blow, went on, and chi pped the bone in young Blosser’s left |leg. Blosser fell
silently, trying to save hinself, and upset Doc. They spraw ed on the basenent fl oor.

The man with the gun fired again. That one was a conplete mss. Doc reached him chopped down on
the gun armw th a fist. Blosser pounced on the gun when it fell.

"Haml " Doc call ed.

Ham s voi ce answered i nmedi ately, "Watch out, Doc! They' re turning | oose those infernal

nmosqui t oes! "

Ham call ed fromthe coal bin, it devel oped. Doc went into the place with a flashlight. Three very
bl ack, indignant figures proved to be Ham Pat and Jen Bri dges.

"Where are the npsquitoes?" Doc demanded.

"Next door—their workshop," Ham yell ed.

Doc told the Blossers, "Untie these people!" and went next door.

HE found a room crowded with nakeshift chemi cal apparatus and nunerous cases of fine bronze nesh
wi re. The cases contai ned nosquitoes of rather unusual species, |arge and col ored, rather |ike
hornets. Large nosquitoes, but not giants. New Jersey has themas big. These were a tropical
variety, however.

A man was opening a wi ndow. Obviously, his idea was to escape by that route.

Hal f a dozen of the cages were open, with npsquitoes escaping!

The man did not see Doc until the bronze man reached him Then he half turned. Doc slugged him
Then Doc picked the fell ow up, pitched himout through the basement w ndow.

Chemicals were plainly marked. He picked up three jugs that were inflammble in content, snmashed
themon the walls. Then he touched a match, and flames craw ed |ike red animals.

He went back and got the prisoners, who were now | oose.

"Cinb out through the window, " he said, "and run for it."

The wi ndow was actually a coal chute. They cl anbered atop the coal, worked out through the chute.
Doc cane last. It was a tight fit.

There was fighting in the house. Not much. One gun crashing.

Doc lifted his voice.

"Run for it," he shouted. "That ‘invisible-box" death is |oose!"

He bellowed in Mayan, so that his nen would understand and not be likely to nistake his voice for
anot her.



Monk, Renny and the others piled out through wi ndows.

I nside, a voice began bleating in terror.

"Help me!" it screaned.

Monk said, "That's old Uncle Joe Mdrgan! I'mgoing in after him"

The horely cheni st dived back inside the house. He was not gone |ong. He had Uncle Joe Mrgan
over his shoul der when he reappeared. Uncle Joe was tied hand and foot.

Doc said, "You fellow have flares. Light themand scatter them Blosser, bring in your

pol i cemen. As that house burns, those fellows will have to conme out. They may have to cone out
sooner to escape the nosquitoes. Apparently, we have them cornered."

Chapter XV. WATCH

LI EUTENANT BLOSSER, the father—both father and son were |ieutenants, which nade it

confusi ng—ooked tired when he wal ked into Doc Savage's office at ten o’ clock the follow ng norning.
He carried Hanis pet chinp, Chenistry. He deposited the animal on a table.

"A policeman found himhiding out in the woods," he said.

Monk scowl ed at the chinmp. "Now | don’t |ike policenen," he said. "Wiy'd you have to find that

bl asted critter?"

Ham snort ed.

Pat Savage, Jen Bridges, Uncle Joe Mdrgan, Long Tom Renny and Johnny were in the library. Al of
them | ooked very tired, but nuch relieved.

"Where is M. Savage?" asked the el der Bl osser.

"He and Ted Parks will be here soon,"” Mnk explained. "For sone reason, Doc wanted us all

toget her."

Bl osser nodded. "The police departnent owes you an explanation." He funbled in a pocket, and
produced a packet—an article enclosed in waxed paper. He unrolled this. It was a gl obeli ke gadget
with thick fingertips. It was nade of sone kind of conposition simlar to rubber, but nore sticky.
"This," said Blosser, "explains how Doc Savage's fingerprints got in the wong pl aces."

Monk cane over and eyed the glove affair. "Doc’s fingerprints on that?" he denmanded.

"Worked into the plastic with a system of photo-engraving," Blosser said. "At |least, that's what
the police expert tells me. Says he just got copies of Doc’s fingerprints and made up these things.
The plastic is inpregnated with an oil simlar to the oil on human skin. It wasn't exact, of course.
But it had us fooled."

Monk said, "He was a scientific cuss, the guy behind this."

Bl osser nodded. "The fellow nust have been."

"Take those death-deal i ng nobsquitoes,"” Mnk grunted.

Bl osser hesitated. "You know, the department is a little dubi ous about those npsquitoes being

able to kill a man instantly."
Monk shook his head. "They didn't kill himinstantly. It took a few m nutes, naybe nore than an
hour . "

"But those nen nurdered in the gatekeepers’ |odge at the Rensance estate—

"Were murdered with big injections of the poison," Mnk said. "Later exam nation of the bodies
will show that."

"But there were nosquitoes |oose in the |odge."
"Sure, on the chance we would barge in and get bit."
Bl osser was still doubtful. "The departnent experts,
nmosquito story."

"Ch, it's sinple enough," Mnk told him "Parks was working on the probl em of disease-carrying
nosqui toes. He was tackling it fromthe angle of determining just what poisons or gerns npsquitoes
could carry in their systems w thout thenselves dying. He found out npbsquitoes could carry a poison
that would kill a man, and not |eave nuch trace."

Bl osser strode to the wi ndow. He gl anced at Jen, hesitated.

"I don't mind saying Parks isn't clear yet!" he finally said.

Jen becane pal e.

"Nonsense! " Ham snapped, and got a grateful |ook from Jen which Mnk imrediately w shed he had
recei ved.

"The nurderer sinply got a |lot of nobsquitoes and doped themup wi th poison,"” Ham said. "Then he

put themin a cellophane box, sent themto the men he wanted to kill—he nmen who wouldn't pay the
sums he asked. That was all there was to it."

"Yes, but the boxes di sappeared,"” Bl osser said.

"They couldn’t have."

"One of our policenen had one of them which vanished."

"

he said, "do not entirely believe the

"He lost it."
Bl osser becane indignant. "He did not!"
"All right, 1'lIl prove that the boxes are ordinary cell ophane,” Ham snapped. "Mnk had one of

them wrapped up in his coat and shoved in a gunny sack. He turned it over to me to take care of.
I"ve got it right there in the corner. | looked at it not thirty m nutes ago, and the box was still



there."

"Show nme, " Bl osser chal |l enged

Ham got the gunny sack, enptied it and becane gap-jawed when there was no box

Monk Mayfair burst into a how of |aughter. "You should see that face of yours!" he told Ham
"lIt’'s even dunber than usual."

"What becane of it?" Ham asked vacantly.

"Those boxes were nade of stuff that just evaporated," Mnk said. "In other words, it wasn't

cel l ophane. It was a colorl ess sem -transparent conposition which was volatile at room tenperatures
O you might call it soluble in air. You know these capsul es you take nedi ci ne i n~you know how t hey
dissolve in water? Well, this stuff dissolved in air."

Li eutenant Bl osser interrupted. "If | hadn't seen sone of the things Doc Savage has devel oped in
the line of scientific gadgets, | wouldn’'t believe that."

Monk chuckl ed. "I think the smartest thing Doc did was advertise for a nman who had slept three
weeks, a radium m ner, and the addresses of nonkey purchasers."

Bl osser was startled. "I still don't understand that."

"Why, Doc did that to tip off the gang that he knew what was going on, but at the sane tine not
give themthe idea he knew too much," Monk expl ained. "This poison is a devel opment of the
stuff—gerns or whatever they are—that causes sl eeping sickness. Any man who had sl ept three weeks
woul d have to have sl eeping sickness of sonme kind. As soon as Doc advertised for a man who had sl ept
that long, the villains knew he was on the sl eeping-sickness trail."

"And the nonkeys?"

"Monkeys are used by scientists in experinents with the effects of sleeping sickness and ot her
simlar diseases," Mnk told the officer. "That was sinply another tip-off for the villains."
"Savage wanted themto get scared?"

"Sure. So they' d do sonething desperate enough to give hima line on them They did. They began
grabbing us, so we couldn’t help Doc investigate."

"l see."
Jen Bridges spoke up. "The radi um mi ner—what was he for?"
"That," Mnk confessed, "is one | haven't figured out."

A FEWm nutes | ater, when Doc Savage arrived, Mnk put the query to the bronze nman

"Hey, Doc, we can’'t figure out why the radium mner."

Doc Savage noved to the middle of the room Parks took a position near the door

Doc said, "The radium m ner? Wiy, that was a warning to the man behind the extortion nurders that
we had a clue to his identity. It was intended to excite the fellow"

" How?"
"Because of the nethod he was using occasionally to signal his nen."
Bl osser shook his head. "I don't get it."

Doc nodded to Parks. Parks stepped outside, and cane back bearing a I ong box of an affair which
had at one end a hood that fitted over a man’'s head, after the fashion of the light-cloth on a
phot ographer’ s studi o canera

Long Tom recogni zed the gadget instantly.

"A honenade fluoroscopic scanner," he decl ared

Bl osser stared. "A what?"

"It is used to |ocate objects giving off radi oactive emanations, such as X rays."

"Or like radiunP"

"Or like radium" Long Tom agreed

Bl osser lost his control and sprang to his feet. "Look here, I'"'mgetting tired of all this talk
about scientific gadgets!" he how ed. "W want results. Conmi ssioner Strance and District Attorney
Ei nsfl agen want to know who the man behind this was. None of our prisoners will admt know ng. Wo
was he?"

"The man behind it," Doc Savage said, "was the one who used his watch to signal his nen."

"Huh?"

Doc said patiently, "In the very beginning of this thing, the brains of the organization had to
signal his men to nmake an attenpt on ny life, and prepare a trap for me. W were watching him so he
was not able to talk to anyone, wite a nessage, use a radio, or speak over a tel ephone. He had
surm sed such a situation mght devel op, and he was prepared for it. This fellow |iked gadgets. So
he had rigged up the device for spotting radioactive emanati ons. He had put a bit of radioactive

m neral inside his watchcase. The watchcase was | ead-covered. Lead will stop radium enmanations of
smal | power, such as these were."

Bl osser understood that. "You nmean he just opened and shut his watchcase to make dots and dashes
and sonebody across the street, or somewhere nearby, watched through that fluoroscopic scanner and
read it."

"Atrifle fantastic," Doc admitted, "but true. As | remi nded you, this mastermnd is rather silly
on the subject of chem cal and nechani cal gadgets."

"Who is he?"



Doc turned to Ted Parks. "Parks, who is one of the cleverest nmen you know al ong that |ine? Wo

was your assistant for sone tine in your experinents?"

"Way, Uncle Joe Mdrgan, there," Parks said. "I went to South America on Uncle Joe's small boat,

and he helped ne with the work on nosquitoes—

Doc said, "Mrgan, let us see your watch."

Uncl e Joe Morgan cursed terribly, sprang to his feet. They did not, however, find out what wld

t hing he contenpl ated doi ng because one of his ankles was tied to his chair, and he fell flat on his
face.

It was a sinple matter for Monk to stroll over and sit on the back of Uncle Joe' s neck.

Monk | ooked at the chinp, Chemi stry, with an expression that was al nost approving.

"Now | know what has been tying tin cans and ugly pictures to ny hog," he said. "Ham you've

taught that danged what-is-it of yours to tie knots."

Doc renoved the watch from Uncle Joe Mdirgan’s pocket and tossed it to Blosser w thout a word.

Bl osser examined the watch. He held it in front of the contrivance for naking radi oactive enanations
visible to the unaided eye.

"Uncle Joe it is, all right," he said. "He sure set a trail to you, Doc, and to Ted Parks when

Parks threatened his chance to get all that noney."

After that, he went to the door and yelled at a policeman posted in the hall.

"Fetch a pair of handcuffs in here, Andy," he said.

THE END



