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Chapter |. THE ONE WHO FELL
THE word “concerned,” says the dictionary, nmeans to be affected, disturbed, troubled or anxious.
One of the men was concerned.
The other man was just grim So grimthat his cheek nuscles stood out in hard knots in front of
his ears, making himlook |ike a |large gopher with two walnuts in its nouth.
They stood on a street corner. The city was New York. There was not hi ng distingui shed about the
street, except that George Washi ngton had once stayed in a house in the next block. The street
| ooked as if nothing in the way of upkeep had been done to it since.
The green buil ding had been built since the days of George Washi ngton, of course, because it was
a skyscraper of sorts. Sixteen stories and a water-tank high. It still had nost of its w ndows,
except for the first three floors above the ground. Three stories were about as high as the brats in
t he nei ghborhood could pitch a stone. They were not very strong brats in this neighborhood. A
surprising percentage of themended up in tubercul osis sanitariunms, and sone of the survivors
graduated to the stone walls at Dannenora or Sing Sing. One had even gotten as far as the little
island in San Francisco Bay. It was neither a healthy nor a wealthy nei ghborhood.
The concerned man and the grimman were gazing at the tall green buil ding.
“You will go to your death!” said the concerned man.
The concerned man had | ean strength and power and range. Tinbre in his voice. Character in his
face. Muscles on the backs of his hands and in his neck. H's suit was blue and good, and his face
was shaved, his hair cut.
There was, however, sonething hard and sharp about him Not a crimnal |ook. Just hard and sharp.
Li ke a gl eaming knife that had cut, and could cut again, and still be polished.
“l cannot help it, Strand,” said the grimnman. “There is nothing else to do. Nothing.”
The grimman was snmall and conpact with the I ook of a bull pup. And his attitude toward the other
was sonehow that of a well-trained bull pup toward its naster. Master and servant, perhaps.
Certainly, at |least, enployer and servant.
“There may be sone other way, Rod,” said Strand.
“Nane it.”
Strand could not name it. He was silent, baffled, unconfortable and worried.
“I"'mgoing in there,” Rod said.
Strand pulled a deep breath. “lI order you not to,” he said.
Rod | ooked at himstrangely. Rod was thinking of sonething to say and wondering whet her he shoul d
say it. Finally he did say it.
“You are not in the army now, Strand,” he said.
Strand got very white, like a man who had taken a needl e through his stomach in a way that woul d
make a man very sick. He did not say anything.
“You will be going to your death,” Strand repeated.
Rod swal | owed. The trouble he had with his swall ow showed he was scared as well as grim
“It's the only thing left to do,” he said. “Shake hands, Strand.” He took Strand's hand and shook
it gravely. “I'mgoing in. If it is to death that is the way it will have to be.”
And with that, Rod wal ked into the green skyscraper, walked in to his death as he had been
war ned!

DEATH, however, cane to Rod Bentley in a fashion which was not imedi ate but which was startling.
Several things happened first, but one of these things was nore inportant than the others, as is
often the case with incidents.

The inmportant thing was Tottingham Strand's inability to get into the green building. He tried.



He stood there for a few seconds, fighting his inmpulse to save his friend or at |east share his
friend' s danger, until he lost the battle. Then he rushed forward to the door through which Rod had
gone. The door was | ocked.

Strand wrenched savagely at the knob. He was incredul ous; he stepped back, scow ed. He | eaped
forward and ki cked the door.

“QOpen up!” he bel | oned.

Echoes of his kick on the door and his shout canme back frominside the building with about the
sound a pebbl e makes when dropped in a large cavern. He tried it again.

Strand' s anxi ety became a kind of frenzy. Sweat stood |like hot grease on his forehead. He ran
back fromthe door. He stood and stared up at the building, and the building was |like an old green
skel eton. Not hing noved. There was no |ife anywhere.

The sweat kept coming out on his forehead. He started trenmbling, the calves of his legs first,
then his knees. And finally, when he tried to wipe the perspiration off his face, it was as if his
hand were patting agai nst the skin.

He stood there for minutes. Then he began running along the side of the building, |eaping to get
at the windows. There were boards nailed inside the windows. The gl ass was broken out al npbst
everywhere. But the boards were too solid for himto burst inside.

He ran back in desperation to | ook again at the building, and it was then that he saw the nman on

t he | edge.

The | edge was high up, one floor down fromthe roof. It was not w de, probably two or three feet.
The man there was Rod Bentley. There was no doubt of that. He was backing away al ong the | edge.

He had gone out on the |edge, fleeing from sonething.

There were shots, then! Two rapping reports. Then three nore. Rod Bentley slunped down as if hit!
In order to see better, Strand wheel ed, raced back to the opposite side of the street, then

st opped and stared upward.

Down the street, a couple had stepped out of a doorway to stare. A man and a wife, probably. They
had heard the shots. The worman | evel ed an arm at the high | edge and began scream ng. She screaned
twice, with a quick intake of breath between. Then she stopped shrieking with her nmouth roundly
open, a cavity of surprise.

Strand becane rigid, as if all his nuscles were tight strings.

The figure above had fallen off the | edge. Possibly, the term*“fallen” was not applicable,

because the figure, although com ng off the | edge, was going upward! It fell up! It fell up and up
until it was small in the sky, finally a dot, eventually nothing that was visible. The formthat had
been on the w ndow | edge becane, in plain, unvarnished fact, if evidence of the eyes was to be

bel i eved—and there was no reason to di sbelieve theman upward-falling object that fell out into
space.

This, of course, was not easy to believe, even if seeing is believing. The two people, the man
and wi fe who had come out on their doorstep to see what the shooting was about, stood there

gap-j awed for sonmething like five mnutes before they thought of anything to say to each other.
Strand had started running and had run out of sight by that tine.

Chapter I1. IN A GREEN FOG

TOTTI NGHAM STRAND did a hard job of thinking. He wal ked streets. He got in a subway and rode to
the end of the line and back again. He stood at the stone wall near the Soldiers and Sailors
Monument on Riverside Drive and | ooked at the placid Hudson. He stood there for a long tine.

Wi le he stood there, Strand saw a man snatch a worman's purse. Actually, the nman eased the purse
of f the bench where the woman had placed it at her side. The fellow zi pped open the purse, nmade a
scoop at the contents and put themin his pocket, then returned the purse to the bench. The man
arose idly and strolled away fromthe bench, then stopped abruptly near Strand and stood | ooki ng out
over the river.

The reason for the man halting, Strand saw, was the approach of a bl ue-coated policenan.

An inmpulse hit Strand. He thought it was a rather silly idea. But sonething inpelled himto go
through with it.

Strand arose, approached the nman, spoke out of the corner of his nmouth. “Savage is after you,”
Strand said.

“Huh?”

“Doc Savage,” said Strand, wondering why he was doing a silly thing like this, “is on your

trail.”

The sneak thief turned conpletely white except for shades of green around his mouth. For a stark

m nute, he said nothing. Then he vaulted the stone wall, dropped a wild fifteen feet or so down the
sl ope on the other side and it running.

Strand wat ched hi m di sappear. Then Strand clinbed on a downtown bus, rode it to the m dtown
district, got off and entered the tallest building. He was calling on Doc Savage. The thing he had
done on inpulse to the sneak thief had decided him He could not have expl ai ned exactly why, unless
it was because there was suddenly no doubt in his mind but that Doc Savage was a nenesis of evil.
He did not neet Doc Savage, however.



He met two other fellows, and they were in a fight when he found them O practically. One of
them was a dapper nman with splendid shoulders, was smartly dressed, and was hol ding an

i nnocent -1 ooki ng bl ack cane. The other was a wi de, short man with a coating of hair that resenbled
rusty shingle nails and a face that was sonething to stop cl ocks.

Totti ngham Strand stepped forward. He cleared his throat to get attention.

“l beg your pardon,” he said. “Could you tell me where | can find Doc Savage?”

Nei t her Monk nor Ham paid himany attention. The two had been having an argunment. Monk stood
glaring at Ham

“Ham where do the flies go in the winter?”

“Search ne!” Ham snapped.

“Ch, | won't bother,” Mnk said smugly. “I was just wondering.”

Ham gl owered and lifted the bl ack cane.

“Centlenmen!” Strand said sharply. “Please, may | have a m nute?”

Monk turned his head. He saw the tight glacial expression on Strand's face, and forgot their

quarrel .

“You can't see Doc,” Mnk said. “It is inpossible!”

Strand wet his lips. “lIt is inportant. Very inportant.”

Monk shrugged. “l can't help that,” he said. “You can talk to us.”

“Who are you?” Strand inquired.

“We hel p Doc,” Monk explained. “I'm Mnk Mayfair. This guy with the fancy clothes here is Ham
Br ooks.”

Strand thought for a while. The desperation in his mnd noved across his face like grim
reflections inamrror. “I . . . | wuld like to talk to you, then,” he said.

MONK and Ham conducted Strand to an elevator. They had net in a snmall office in a |ower floor of

the building, an office which the elevator starter had informed Strand was used to intervi ew persons
who wi shed to see Doc Savage. They rode to the eighty-sixth floor. They crossed a corridor, opened a
pl ai n bronze door which bore the nane “Cl ark Savage, Jr.,” in small print.

Strand found hinself in a reception roomfurnished with a few confortable chairs, a safe big

enough for a bank and an inlaid table that was really an unusual piece. He was shown a seat.

“What's got you |l ooking |ike that?” Mnk asked.

“I . . . looking like what?” asked Strand, surprised.

“As if the Indians were comng.”

Strand tried to be nonchalant and lighted a cigarette. His first inpression of Monk and Ham had
been that they were a pair who had sonme bolts | oose. But now he was not so sure. They were as
direct, now, as two roosters after a worm

Ham said, “What is worrying you? What is this trouble you want Doc Savage to hel p you out of?”
Strand, startled, said, “lI have not nentioned any trouble.”

“Sure,” Ham said. “But you would not be coming in here with that | ook on your face unless that

was it.”

“l see,” Strand said. “You are accustonmed to this sort of thing?”

“ Sonewhat . ”

“l see.”

Monk, who was no di pl onat and had never yearned to be one, said, “VWhat you had better see is that

we haven't got all day to sit around and listen to you stall. Did you cone up here with sonething to
say?”

Strand frowned. “If you wish ne to be blunt, | will be that,” he said. “I want help. | want you

to get sonmething. It is very valuable.”

“Does this thing,” asked Mnk, “belong to you?”
“I't certainly does.”

“Where is it?”

“Sone men have it.”

“Where are they?”

“l can show you where they are,” said Strand.
“What is this thing?”

“I"1'l show you.”

“What shape is it?”

“We can handle it all right, once we get our hands on it,” Strand said.
Monk pointed a finger at him
“Friend, you'd better be nore definite than that,” Mnk said, “if you want us to show nuch

interest.”

Strand began tal king then. H s voice was deep and smooth, his delivery faultless, and his words
seened to have power and persuasiveness. Mnk and Ham who were skeptical fellows, found thensel ves
listening and noddi ng thoughtfully. Mnk, in particular, drank it in, while Homwas a little sl ower
on the upbeat. Ham was a persuasive orator hinself, but he was up agai nst such a naster in the
person of Tottingham Strand that it did not occur to himthat he was being tal ked i nto sonething.



Strand told themthat he had a friend named Montgonery and that the friend had left a chest with
him Strand did not know what the chest contained, but it nmust be of valuable content, because
Mont gonery had been very concerned over its safety. Then—as Strand expl ai ned it—-strange things had
started happeni ng: People watching him an attenpt to burglarize his house, and, finally, the chest
had been stol en.

“I't happened an hour ago,” finished Strand, “and | canme straight to you for help.”

Ham nodded. He was to find out later that he had just listened to as snooth a cloth of lies as
anyone had ever woven before his face. But he now thought every word that had been told himwas the
truth. He had been taken in!

Ham said, “Really, the thing to do is call the police. You can tell themthe story, and they can
do nore than we can. Mnk, telephone the police.”

In alarm Strand held up a hand.

“No,” he said. “Unfortunately, mnmy friend Montgonery said | nust not, under any circunstances,
involve the police with the box.”

Ham frowned. “We want nothing to do with anything crooked,” he said sharply.

Strand smled grimy.

“Neither do I,” he said. “Suppose we do it this way: You help me. | let you |l ook at the contents
of the chest, whatever they may be. If you think the police should be informed, we will do so, and
they can arrest Mntgonery.”

“You woul d doubl e-cross your friend?” Mnk asked.

“That,” said Strand, “would not be double-crossing. If the man involved nme in sonmething crimnal
in giving ne the chest, he is no friend, and deserves none of the treatnment of one.”

That appeal ed to Ham

“We'll help you,” he declared. “Just a minute, until we get our equipnent together.”

BY equi pnent, Ham neant sone of the gadgets which Doc Savage had devel oped. The bronze nman's
inventive genius had turned out numerous unusual —unusual” was a mld word for sone of them-devices
for use in their profession. The gadgets were unorthodox. The bull et proof undergarnments, nmade of a
chai n-nmesh all oy that was not nmuch heavier than a suit of long, winter red flannels, was an exanpl e,
and probably the nost commonpl ace of the devices they were in the habit of using.

Monk said, “You know soret hi ng?”

“Where flies go in the winterti me?” Ham sneered.

“No. No, |'mnot kidding,” Mnk insisted. “You know what? | think that guy talked us into

sonet hi ng.”

“He told a very convincing story.”

“He sure did,” Mnk said strangely.

Ham scowl ed. “You nean he sucked ne in? Ridiculous. Listen, | have heard experts put out a line
of talk, and |I've done it nyself nore than once.”
“All right, smart boy,” Mnk said. “lI bet you we find out, and don't say | didn't tell you so.”

Strand | ooked at them anxiously when they cane back out of the l|aboratory with their equipnent.
He asked, “Are you sure you can handle this? It is dangerous.”

“We're as sure we can handle it as we can be,” said Mnk, “w thout knowi ng what it is.”

“Coul dn't you get nore hel p?”

“Not right away,” Monk said.

“Why can't we get hold of Doc Savage?” Strand asked. “You have not explained that.”

Monk and Ham saw no reason why they should not tell himthe reason.

“Doc,” Monk said, “is at an uptown hospital, perform ng an operation.”
“We can stop for him” Strand suggested. “We wi |l tel ephone ahead, and they can get soneone el se
to performthe operation. I'll pay whatever fee Savage was to get for the operation, so he won't

| ose anything.”

“They can't get anybody else for this operation,” Mnk told himbluntly, “because nobody else is
able to do it. And you want sone advice?”

“Advi ce?” said Strand, puzzled.

“Don't mention noney around Doc,” Mnk advised.
can buy any of Doc's services.”

“That seens rather strange advice.”

“Doc doesn't work for noney.”

“l don't believe | understand,” Strand said.
Monk sai d nothing, but he wished he hadn't brought up the subject. Doc Savage had as good an idea

of the value of noney as the next man. But Doc was fortunate in having a source of wealth which he
could tap at will, a secret hoard in a lost Central Anerican jungle valley, a place presided over by
descendants of an ancient Mayan civilization. The source of wealth was a result of one of their
earlier adventures. It was al so a secret.

“Doc doesn't do anything in which he is not interested,” Mk said, and let it go at that.

Whi ch was not exactly true. Wiat Mnk neant was that Doc could not be hired. That the bronze nan
was sol e judge of what needed doing, and that his paynent for the job was that sanme know edge that

“l mean, don't give himthe idea you think noney



it needed doing. Monk had heard Johnny Littlejohn explain it that way once, and the expl anati on had
confused Monk until he thought about it. Johnny Littlejohn had a habit of expressing his statenents
in abstruse phrases, or of using words so big that no one could understand them

Thi nki ng of Johnny Littlejohn |ed Monk to nention a fact.

“There are three nmore nenbers of Doc's group,” he said. “There is Renny Renw ck, the engineer;

Long Tom Roberts, the electrical expert, and Johnny Littlejohn, the archaeol ogi st and geol ogist. Al
three of themare down in Washington at a defense-board neeting, so they are not available to help

us.”

Totti ngham Strand nodded. “I w sh we had nore help,” he said.

Monk's feeling that Strand was shystering them grew stronger and stronger.

THEI R di strust of Strand was actually responsible for what happened to them which was
enbarrassing. Usually, distrust kept themout of trouble. This tinme, it got theminto it.

It happened in an involved way.

First, Strand took theminto an old building on a side street in a squalid part of town. He
clinbed stairs. They followed, full of caution. They clanbered out on the roof.

“Keep down,” urged Strand in a tense voice.

He meant keep down behind the brick walls around the roof. They did so. They got roof tar on
their knees, got skinned with gravel and collected dust.

Eventual |y, Strand indicated an old dil apidated hul k of an office building which was col ored
green.

“I'n there,” he said.

“That green buil di ng?” asked Mnk, surprised.

Strand nodded. “In there, sonmewhere. That is where the thieves took it.”
“It's a big place,” Mnk pointed out suspiciously.
“It seems to be abandoned,” Strand explained. “I think they may have rented it, or maybe they

moved in without any authority to do so. Anyway, that is where they went.”

“You sure they're there, now?”

“That,” said Strand grimy, “lI wouldn't swear to. They were there three hours ago. They may have
left. We can nove across this roof and get into one of the wi ndows of the green building.”

Three hours ago? This guy had said his chest had been stolen only an hour ago. Now, he said three
hours. Monk glanced at Hamto see if the dapper |awer had noticed the slip, and Ham had. They
exchanged neani ng | ooks.

“Strand,” Mnk said. “By the way, you said your nanme was Strand, didn't you?”

“Yes. Tottingham Strand.”

“All right, Strand—what does this nysterious chest |ook |Iike?”

“I't is green,” Strand said. “You'll know it when you see it. Green, and |longer than a nan, but
not as wide. Thicker, though.” He indicated the building. “Tell you what: | will craw inside and
make an investigation. |f the coast is clear, | will come back and tip you fellows. If it isn't

cl ear, use your own judgment.”

He craw ed away.

Monk and Ham proceeded to nake their mstake. They did not have to hold a conference over it.
They just | ooked at each other, and Hamsaid, “It snells to ne as if he was going in there to tip
his friends to be ready for us, then plans to cone back and get us.”

Monk was sil ent,

They crawl ed forward after Tottingham Strand. They clinbed in the same w ndow t hrough which
Strand had eased hinsel f. Then peopl e began shooting at themnl

THERE was not nuch shooting. Two bullets. Both were purposefully ained to one side.

A voice, evidently belonging to the one who had caused the bullets, said, “Stand still, you two.”
Monk and Ham stood still.

The voice said, “That's fine. Now, listen. We haven't any great wish to drum up business for the
undert akers. Suppose you two wandering Wllies go away from here and have a forgetting spell.”
Monk said, “Ham | never heard that voice before.”

“l, either,” Ham said, precisely. Wen Ham becane precise in speech, it neant he was very angry.
The voice said, “Did you cone with Strand?”

Monk and Ham | ooked at each other.

“Who's Strand?” Monk asked.

The voice | aughed grimy. “Hunorists, eh? W saw you with him Incidentally, we have himw th us
now. ”

Monk lifted his arns slowy to the level of his shoulders. Then he flexed themat the el bows and
cl asped his hands over his head.

“You don't need to put your hands up,” the voice said. “W coul d shoot you dead before you could
do anything.”

Monk said nothing. He flexed his biceps. He nade the nuscle get very big, so that it pressed
against a brittle container in his sleeve and broke it. Wen he felt it break, he w nked at Ham and



began hol ding his breath, Ham al so held his breath

Monk | owered his arns slowy so that the gas he had rel eased could get out of his sleeve and
spread through the room

The voi ce said, “Maybe you would feel better if Strand told you to go away. Boys, get Strand
Tell himto advise his two pups to go away. We don't want any nore troubl e than—=>

The man stopped

There was a sound like a sack, loosely filled with potatoes, being dunped on the floor

“What the hell!” said the voice

The voi ce was speaking to themthrough a crack in the door on the other side of the room
“Gas!” a voice screaned. It was a new voice. “They let |oose sone kinda gas!”

“SOME ki nda gas” m ght have been one description for it. Explicitly, the stuff was an odorless

and col orl ess anesthetic of great power and quick effect, one which becane quite worthless, however
after it had mingled with atnosphere for froma nmnute to a minute and a half. Doc Savage and his
associ ates used it as a regul ar weapon

“Gs, gas!” the man kept bel |l ow ng.

Monk noved fast, got down, went to the right, out of range of the door. Ham al so noved, dipped a
hand into a pocket, brought out a small grenade, and put it hard against the door. It was the type
that woul d expl ode on contact when the pin was out. It nade splinters and flame out of the door

Monk roared. He liked to roar when he was fighting. He plunged into the debris that the door had
become

He saw a man picking hinmself off the floor twenty feet down a corridor. The man had been tunbl ed
that distance by the blast, but not stunned. The fellow ran. Mnk got another grenade, heaved it. It
did not explode. Either the grenade was defective, or Moink had not released the firing pin properly.
At least, the quarry got away up a stairs

There were two nmen spread out on the floor, and neither of themwas Tottingham Strand. There was
only the runner, the one who had escaped up the stairs. Mnk chased him

“Be careful!” Hamyell ed warningly

Care was sonething Monk never knew in a fight. He hit the door. Sonmeone was trying to hold it on
the other side |ong enough for soneone else to fasten a | ock. Mink yanked. There was a short
struggl e of nuscles. Mnk could strai ghten horseshoes with his unaided hands. He got the door open
got a man by the neck and another man by the arm

The stairway was narrow enough to nake it a little conplicated as they went around and around and
over and over in a cloud of dust and profanity. Monk was entirely happy for twenty or thirty
seconds, which was as long as the two foes |lasted. During the fracas, Hamtried to join in, and Mnk
managed to put an accidental foot in Hamls face and shove. The latter incident made the brief fray a
| usci ous success

Monk got up and knocked dust off his hands

“Where's sone nore?” he asked

Ham hel d his aching nose and denmanded, “Was that an accident?” He added a threat, “If | thought

you ki cked nme on purpose—

Totti ngham Strand called to them from above

“CGet help!” he shouted. “There are too many of theml And they've got that green fog com ng—
Judgi ng fromthe sounds, Strand was either kicked in the throat or slugged with a bl ackj ack

Monk and Ham went up to see. They expected to be shot at, and to discourage that they tossed up a
snoke grenade and two thin-walled containers holding the powerful anesthetic gas

They got their lungs full of good air, held their breaths, and clinbed the stairs silently. They
coul d hear footsteps running away, clinbing higher into the green building. They canme out on a floor
and found another stairway and went up that into a hall like the other two, where they paused to
consult each other concerning a rather strange phenomenon which had conme to their attention

“Ham” Monk said

“Yes?”

“Do things | ook kind of green to you?” Mnk asked

“They do,” Ham admitted

“Kind of as if there was a green fog in the air?”

“Kind of,” Ham sai d.

Chapter 111. ANOTHER WHO FELL UP

THE remar kabl e aspects of encountering a green fog held themthere for a short tine. They did not
say anything i medi ately, but they gave the thing considerabl e thought

“Gas,” Monk suggested

“l don't think so,” Hamsaid. “lI don't feel anything.”

Nevert hel ess, both hastily dug out their gas protection, which consisted of a hood api ece, nade

of a material resenbling cellophane in its transparency. Elastic held the hoods snugly around their
necks. The things had no oxygen attachnments, but they would be effective for a short tine.

They went up nore stairs. There was no one, nothing but the fog, and that was nore green. |t



rem nded Monk of the color of a pond frog's back.

They came to a netal door. It was | ocked. Ham touched Mnk's arm and made signs with his fingers.
This was next to the top floor, Ham signal ed. He had kept track. Monk was noddi ng agreenent when
they heard Strand scream

Strand's yelling came from above, but fromoutside. They ran to the w ndows, threw them up. Monk,
al ways reckl ess, took a chance and thrust his head out and | ooked up.

Strand was |ying across the |l edge. His head, his arns, were visible. Judging fromhis actions,
sonmeone was hol ding his |l egs. He yelled sonething.

Monk wrenched off his gas hood to listen. He was badly in need of air, anyway.

Strand shouted, “Get out of the place! Get help! It's hopel ess!”

Hands grasped Strand's head. They struck him One of the hands had a gun. Strand was haul ed back.
A nmorment | ater the gun expl oded!

The gun report had a dull, nushy quality, as if the nuzzle was against the man's body when the

bl ast came. A thin stream of red appeared, began to trickle off the | edge. The greeni sh fog was so
thick that Monk did not see the red string until it began to spatter, blown by the breeze, over the
sill of the wi ndow from which he | eaned.

“They shot him” Monk said.

Ham said, “Here, let me there. I'll fix them”

Ham had a machine pistol in his hand. The little weapon, no larger than a heavy arny autonatic,

coul d di scharge an enornous nunber of bullets per second. The bullets were very snmall in caliber,

and of infinite variety—either “nmercy” slugs which woul d produce unconsci ousness, or explosive, or
snoke pellets.

He | eaned out of the wi ndow, but he did not shoot.

“Monk!” he squal | ed suddenly. “Look!”

Monk thrust his head out of the window “Blazes!”

“He just fell off the |edge,” Ham said.

Monk gaped unbelievingly. “But—he's falling up!”

The figure, hard to distinguish in the green fog, but nevertheless a figure with Strand's
clothing and with the shape of a man, was falling upward and upward until it was becomng lost in
the olive haze.

Monk said, “You sure that's hinP”

Ham had to clear his throat before he coul d speak. “Positive!”

They stood there in iced astonishment until the figure was no |longer visible in the sky.

The iron door blocking the stairs that led on up to the higher floor was strong. But it came to
pi eces under one of the small explosive grenades. They went up cautiously and found not hing.
“Blast this pea-soup fog!” Mnk conpl ained while they were | ooking cautiously around. “I couldn't
see a rabbit twenty feet away.”

“Ten feet away would be nore like it,” Ham said.

Their earnest and wary search di scl osed no one, which was no end baffling.

“Wonder where they went,” Mnk nuttered. “Think they could all have floated off into the sky? W
didn't watch.”

Ham sai d sonething violent and skeptical. “You really think we saw a man float up into the sky?”
“All | knowis what | saw,” Mnk said. “Wat would you say?”

“It couldn't happen, regardl ess of what we saw. ”

“All right,” Mnk told him “But you called nmy attention to it yourself.”

Monk went to the wi ndow. There was wet redness in which he put his finger. “See?” he said.
“Blood! This is where they shot Strand.”

Ham pointed at the sky. “And there's where he went,” he said. “Don't tell ne we aren't crazy.”
Monk grimaced. “l hope not hi ng unexpected or violent happens, |ike a nmouse squeaki ng, or
sonething. |'min the frame of mind to junp fifty feet straight up.”

They prowl ed around in the green fog. Monk di scovered he had several small cuts on his |egs. Ham
found his own | egs bore simlar wounds. They concl uded one of the nen they had fought downstairs had
been using a small penknife that they hadn't noticed.

Suddenly their minds were relieved.

They found a fire escape.

“That's the way the others got out of here!” Monk exploded in relief. “Wile we were busting down
the door, they just went down the fire escape.”

Ham nodded soberly.

“Fine,” he said. “Now you just find the invisible strings that pulled that man up in the sky and
we can go hone and say we know everything.”

“How about the green chest?”

“You nmean the one Strand had stolen from* Hamwent silent. “Green,” he nuttered after a nonent.
“Green! This fog is green.”

“Kind of significant, huh?” Mnk suggested.

“l don't know what it is,” Ham snapped. “Let's go downstairs and collect our prisoners.”

They made the descent of stairways w thout relaxing caution and found that there were no



prisoners. They had left at |east four unconsci ous nen behind them and now there were none.
“Col | ected,” Ham sai d.
“Yeah, the guys went down the fire escape, picked themup, then took to their heels,” Mnk

agr eed.
“You think there's any use of hunting for the green chest?”
“If there was a green chest,” Mnk said, “we mght as well look for it.”

They | ooked and did not find it. Later they stood on the street, disgusted.

“The fog is down here, too,” Mnk pointed out.

“Thi cker,” Ham agreed. “It seenms to have covered the whole city. It is alnpst as green as grass.”
The little man with the big hat met themon the corner. He was standing there winging his hands.
“CGentl emen, please,” he said. He put a hand on Hamls arm “Excuse ne, but have you noticed

anyt hing strange for the last half-hour?”

“Strange?” Ham pronpt ed.

“l—er—green,” said the little man.

Ham snorted. “Strange is the word for it. You nean this fog, don't you?”

“Yes, yes,” said the little man eagerly. “Yes, indeed. |I'mso glad you see it, too. | thought |
was going slightly off.”

Ham | ooked up at the sky. “We can understand your feelings,” he said.

“I"'mso glad,” said the little man. “1'Il run and tell ny wife that we're all right after all.”
Ham sai d, “By the way, you haven't noticed things going up, have you?”

“Up?” said the little man vacantly.

“Never mind,” Ham said.

PAT SAVAGE net them at headquarters. Pat was sitting in the reception room applyi ng adhesi ve tape
to an extrenely well-nol ded ankl e.

“I"'msure glad to see you,” she said. “Wat is this stuff? This green stuff?”

“Fog,” Monk suggest ed.

“Don't be funny. Fog is gray.”

“Al'l right, you can do what | was doi ng—guess what it is,” Mnk told her.

Patricia Savage had nany of the physical characteristics of her cousin Doc. She had his

fl ake-gol d eyes and his remarkably bronze hair, a little of the tanned bronze of his skin.

“Doc has been hurt,” she said.

“Hurt?” Ham yelled. “Were? How badl y?”

Patricia Savage operated an excl usive beauty establishment on Park Avenue and spent her odd
nmonents trying to chisel in on the excitenment that usually surrounded Doc and his associates. Pat
liked excitenment. The difficulty was that Doc did not appreciate the presence of Pat in his
organi zation; it was his belief that the work was too dangerous. He had never been able to convince
Pat on the point.

“Pull your eyes back in,” Pat suggested. “He isn't hurt badly. Two fellows got in a street fight,
and one of them had a knife. One man knocked the knife out of the other's hand and it hit Doc. Cut
hima little, that's all.”

“Where is he?” Monk demanded anxi ously.

“He will be here before long.”

Monk rel axed and eyed Pat's ankl e approvingly. “VWat happened to your running gear?”

Pat finished applying the adhesive tape. “You know as much about it as | do. Sonething skinned ny
shin. A man on the street—lunsy oaf.”

Ham went out and threw up a wi ndow, |ooked out. “I can't tell about this fog,” he said. “It may
be thicker in other parts of the city, but | can't be sure.”

Pat asked, “What tine did you first notice it?”

“About an hour ago, | imagine it was,” Ham said.

Pat said, “I only noticed it about half an hour ago.”

“Probably it took sone tinme to spread to your part of town.”

Pat stared at him “You nean you know where it started?”

“No, | don't!” Ham snapped. “l don't know anything about it, except that it is the color of grass
and danged nysterious.”

“What is wong with Han?” Pat stared at Ham “He doesn't look right to nme.”

Monk chuckled a trifle horribly. “Hamis on edge. He saw a man fall up, and it upset him”

“Up?” Pat frowned. “You nmean up?”

Ham whirl ed on Monk and yelled, “You shouldn't have told that, you silly goon! Nobody will
bel i eve us!”

Pat becanme conpletely blank. “You nmean to stand there in your skin and bones and tell nme you saw
a man fall up?”

“*S a fact,” Mnk said gloomly.

“How far up did he fall?”

“Qut of sight, and no telling how nmuch farther.”

Pat contenplated themfor a while in silence. “Sonebody,” she said, “has been dropped on his



head.”

Chapter |V. FAINTI NG SPELL

DOC SAVAGE said, “Pat, when did you first notice this green-fog effect?”

“Forty-five mnutes ago,” Pat said.

“And you, Monk?”

“An hour and fifteen m nutes ago, about.”

Ham said, “Doc, that isn't all, either.” He rubbed his jaw sourly. “A guy cane in here with a
story about a green chest that had been stolen fromhim H's name was Tottingham Strand, he said.
You want to hear that story now? It ended when he fell up into the sky.”

Doc Savage studi ed Ham thoughtfully. “Go ahead with the story,” he said.

Ham went ahead.

Doc Savage was as big a man physically as his reputation. This was not apparent until one stood
close to him so well proportioned was his big body. There was nothing, in fact, about himthat

| ooked ordinary. His eyes were |ike pools of flake gold, always stirred with tiny wi nds, full of
magneti c power. A single glance at himdid not |eave the slightest doubt about his nuscular strength
and vitality.

He | ooked what he was—a scientific product. Literally a product of science. Because he had been

pl aced in the hands of physical culturists, psychol ogists, educators, chem sts, and a raft of other
scientists at chil dhood. He never had a normal youth. The scientists mght have considered they were
making it as normal as they could under the circunstances, but they were wong nost of the tine.
The strange upbringi ng of Doc Savage had been the idea of his father, who had had a fixation of
bringing up a son who woul d be a kind of nmodern knight and Sir Gal ahad, with test tubes and
scientific gadgets for his sword and horse. The fixation of the elder Savage, |ong since gone
beyond, was the result of sonme terrible thing that had happened to him but the son had never

| earned exactly what it was.

Ham fini shed his recital.

“He fell up, as sure as |'msitting here,” he said. “lI know how it sounds, and Monk knows how it
sounds. But we saw what we saw.”

“The green fog came up on you shortly after you had your first fight in the buil ding?” Doc asked.
Ham nodded. “The building was green,” he said. “The chest was green, Strand said. The fog is

green.”
Pat said, “There seens to be a green tinge to the thing.”
Suddenly Doc Savage startled the others. The big bronze nan made a small trilling sound, an

exotic note that seened to conme fromeverywhere in the roomrather than froma definite point. It
was very low, hardly audible. Pat and the others knew it meant that Doc Savage was concerned. The
sound was a small unconscious thing he made in nonents of mental stress.

“Pat,” he said, “suppose you get on the tel ephone and check with sone friend in another part of
the city on the fog.”

Pat nodded, picked up a tel ephone and dialed a nunber. “Hello,” she said. “lIs Susan there? .

Oh, she isn't. Wwo is this, the mmid? . . . | see. By the way, is it foggy up there? . . . It is
green, eh? . . . Thank you. Tell Susan | called, will you? But tell her it wasn't inportant.”
Pat hung up. “The green fog is up in Wstchester, where Susan d aspell lives. That was her naid
on the tel ephone.”

Monk grunted, said, “lI know a guy down in Jersey. | think I'Il call and ask him”

He got on the tel ephone but did not succeed in getting his friend. He did get a friend of the
friend who was at the friend' s office, and who said the fog was there in Jersey, as green as peas
and as thick as soup.

Monk hung up. “More than passing strange,” he said.

Then Doc fai nted.

SIXlittle devils with hammers wal ked around on Doc Savage's head in dignified circles, testing
the ringing qualities of his skull. Wen Doc finally managed to awaken, he grabbed at the devils
with both hands but got fistfuls of his hair.

“You all right, Doc?” denmanded a voi ce.

The face that belonged to the voice seemed to bel ong to Monk.

Doc was silent until he had coll ected enough of hinself to sit erect. He asked, “Did you fellows
see what nmade ne pass out?”

“No,” said Mnk's face and voi ce.

“How | ong have | been out?”

“Two or three mnutes.”

Doc di stingui shed a dapper figure that should belong to Ham It was hard to see the | awer's
features through the thick green haze.

“The fog getting worse?” Doc asked.

“Mich worse.”

“Where is Pat?”



“She went out,” said a voice that seemed to emanate from Ham *“She went hone.”

“\ihy 2"

“We persuaded her that this thing m ght be too dangerous for her.”

Doc Savage frowned. H s head seened unusually thick. It was incredible that Pat could have been
per suaded anythi ng was too dangerous for her. “Wat was wong with Pat?” he asked. “Was she ill or
somet hi ng?”

“l don't know,” Ham said.

“Do you fellows feel all right?”

“Qur heads seem ki nd of thick,” Ham confessed. “Your voice sounds different, too, Doc. Kind of
thick.”

The bronze man had been about to remark on the difference in the voices of Mink and Ham al so. He
nodded.

“Can you fellows find that green office buil ding?” he asked.

“Sure,” Mnk said. “But what is the sense of going there?”

“To get on the trail of this nystery,” the bronze man said. “That seens to be the only point of
attack we have.”

“Al'l right,” Mnk said, “if you think that's the thing to do.” He gave his trousers a hitch. “I'm
going to get sone equi pnent together.”

He wal ked through a door into a library equi pped with thousands of volunes which, as indicated by
the titles, were all of scientific nature. He closed the door behind him Crossing the inpressive
library, he entered a |l aboratory of vast proportions. He closed that door, too. Then he listened to
be sure he was not being foll owed.

Havi ng satisfied hinself with these precautions, Mnk said, “Al right, Stinky.”

Stinky was a | ong bl ade of a nman who was hi dden behi nd sone chem cal cases. He showed hinself.
“The rest of you cone out, too,” Mnk said.

Four ot her nen appeared. They were not badly dressed, but they did not |ook Iike gentlenen who
woul d put things in Christnmas stockings.

Monk said, “Boys, we will have to pull it. He insists on going hunting for Strand.”

Stinky grunted. He did not | ook happy.

“We go through the motions of a fight with you, then escape?” he asked.

“That's right.”

The others | ooked as unhappy as Stinky. “You sure this will go off all right?” one demanded. “If
this would fall through and he caught us, | don't like to think of what will happen.”

Monk noved over and indicated a rope | adder hanging out of the wi ndow. “You go down this. You'll
have plenty of tinme. Wat nore could you want?”

“All right,” the man agreed reluctantly. “Let's start dropping our eggs.”

Monk then sl apped the man, and the man yell ed and sl apped back. None of the blows that followed
was hard, but all the noise was vigorous.

DOC SAVAGE wheel ed around in the reception roomat the first fight sounds.

“I't's Monk!” Hamyelled. “He's in trouble!”

Doc hit the library door. It was |ocked, and it was also of netal stout enough that breaking it
down barehanded was out of the question. He drew back, produced an expl osive grenade.

“That door cost plenty!” Ham wail ed.

Doc put the grenade against the door. It made flame and noi se and changed the shape of the door.
He went through. The other door, the one into the |aboratory, was not | ocked.

Monk was wal king erratic circles in the laboratory and hol di ng his head.

“Qut of the window” he croaked.

“You hurt, Monk?”

“Not bad. One of them knocked the wits out of me for a mnute.”

Doc Savage went to the wi ndow. The greenish fog was an inpenetrable mass so thick that, a dozen
feet fromhis face, it was like a solid thing. He started to swing out on the rope |adder which he
found there.

Monk suddenly had hold of his shoulder. “Don't, Doc!” Mnk gasped. “That's just what they're
figuring on.”

Doc hesitated. “Wat do you nean?”

“l sneaked up on them and heard themtal king,” Mnk expl ained. “The idea of the attack was not to
danage nme. It was to create a diversion to draw all of us, and you in particular, Doc, out of the
bui | di ng.”

The bronze man was grimy silent for a noment. He made briefly the strange, low, exotic trilling
whi ch was hi s unconsci ous nanneri smin nonents of stress.

“You sure of that?” he asked.

“Positive!” Mnk said. “For sonme reason they don't want us in the building.”

Ham sai d, “That sounds silly, Mnk.”

“It's what they said.”

“Seens kind of opposite to me,” Ham grunbl ed. “Lots of times people have tried to get us to stay



in here and not stick our noses into things. But this tine they want us to | eave.”

Monk said, “That's why | say stay here.”

Doc Savage had one | eg over the window sill. He withdrew it. “That m ght be wi se,” he said.

But five mnutes |ater, when they were al one—Boc and Monk—n the | aboratory, Doc Savage casual |y
took hold of Mnk's necktie and asked, “What was the purpose of the attack you had faked on
yoursel f, Monk?”

Bl ank astoni shnent nade creases in Mnk's face for a while. “Gosh, Doc—you didn't get fool ed?”
“Friends of yours, were they not?” Doc inquired quietly. It was one of the bronze man's strongest
characteristics that he did not lift his voice or show excitenent even under extraordi nary

ci rcumst ances.

“Yeah,” Mnk said. “Or not exactly, that is. Just sone guys who were willing to nake a buck and
not ask too many questions. Honest guys, of course,” he added hastily.

“What were you trying to do?”

Monk groaned. “Gosh, | hate getting caught like that.”

“What was your idea?”

Monk gripped the bronze man's arm “Doc, you know | have been with you a long tine.”

“Yes?”

“Well, | thought it entitled ne to try to keep you out of danger,” Mnk said.

“And what was the nature of this danger?”

Monk groaned again, with earnestness.

“Ham and | saw that man fall up, and we saw the begi nning of that green fog. This green fog,

"

because it's still with us,” said the homely man “W¢'re worried. You know we don't get worried
easily, Doc.”

“What makes you think I will be safer here?”

Monk said evasively, “lI knew that if | gave you the idea there was an eneny who wanted you to

| eave here, the thing you would do would be to stay.”

“Way woul d | be safer here?”

“Look, Doc. W don't know what this is, do we?”

“Nor are we likely to find out, sitting here.”

“Yes, but we better know what we're doing before we start barging around,” Mnk said. “I tell
you, Doc—this thing is so queer it scares ne.”

The bronze man made no comment for at |east a minute.

“I's that the way your mnd works?” he asked finally.

“Uh—yes.”

Doc said, “Get your equipnent.”

“You nmean we're going to that green buil ding?”

“That guess,” Doc told him “is rmuch better than the idea you had.”

The bronze man then closed his eyes, doubled his knees slowy until he was down on the floor, and
fell forward on his side! H's breathing was regular, nmeasured, as if he slept.

Chapter V. HAM S NECK

HAM said, “It has been about ten minutes. You fainted again, Doc.”

“Where are we now?” Doc asked.

“Down in the street outside headquarters,” Ham explained. He pointed. “See, there's the street
sign. Can you read it through the green fog?”

Doc | ooked at the sign. It was readabl e, although barely so.

Monk said, “We thought there nust be sonething upstairs that was naking you faint. Muybe being
cooped up in the place. So we cane down here for air.”

Doc said, “Drive to that green building.”

“But listen!” Mnk exploded. “Do you feel able-=

“Drive to the green building!”

Monk said nothing nore. He put the car in notion and drove slowy, keeping close to the curb,
blatting his horn warningly. There was not much traffic, and it noved slowy, the drivers |eaning
out of wi ndows and staring.

Monk' s manner was sullen, and when finally he stopped the car he said, “This isn't ny idea.” He

got out of the nmachine. “Doc, |'m going back and watch headquarters.”
“You think that necessary?” the bronze man inquired.
“l sure do.”

Monk wal ked away, was speedily lost in the green void that the world had becone.

Ham coughed unconfortably. “Doc, | think he is scared.”

The bronze man was silent.

“Something is sure wong with Mnk,” Haminsisted. “He acted queer back there in headquarters.
You know what? Coul d that attack on himhave been fake? | sort of got the idea it was.”

Doc said, “It was a fake.”

Ham sl apped his knee. “Then |'I|l bet he was responsible for you fainting!”

“You think so?”



Ham sai d neaningly, “You feel fine as soon as you regai n consci ousness, don't you? Doesn't that
make you think of sonething?”

“Qur anesthetic gas, you nean?”

“That's it. The odorless and col orl ess anesthetic gas we've been using for a long time. |1'll bet
Monk used sone of that on you on the sly. All he would have to do would be to bust a capsul e when
you weren't |ooking, then pretend you were having sone kind of queer spells. It wouldn't affect him
if he held his breath for a mnute, and he can do that. |'ve seen himhold it a lot |onger.”

Doc Savage's netallic features were conposed, but his voice showed interest. “That m ght be a

| ogi cal explanation.”

“l bet it's as logical as cats liking mlk.”

“You have a theory about his notives?”

“He's scared,” Hamsaid. “He's worried about you. He wants to scare you into not having anything
to do with this nystery about a man who cane to see you about a green chest, and who fell up into
the sky, and a green fog that came. Doc, all Mnk is trying to do is protect you. | believe his
heart is in the right place.”

“And you think Moink just left us because he is scared?”

“As much as |'m ashaned to say it-yes.”

THE green building was tall and gaunt and enpty, full of nothing but stillness and the odors of

di suse. There were the sounds their feet nmade, of course. And there was the green fog and the air
m xed with the dust their feet churned up. The tenperature was |ow and the hum dity heavy enough to
be depressing

Ham pointed to tracks in the dust, and they clinbed stairways slowy, stopping often to listen
Doc said, “You chased themall the way to the roof?”

Ham replied, “Right. Top-floor |edge was where Strand took off from’

“You searched the place?”

“After a fashion.”

Doc began to hunt casually. “Were do you think Strand was sei zed?”

“Downstairs. First or second floor, probably. W don't know, they m ght have got himright after
he entered the building. But whatever they did to hi mwas done on the top floor.”

“What suggests that assunption?”

“Time,” said Ham “They didn't have tinme to do anything to himon the lower floors. W didn't
give themtinme. They took himto the top floor and did what they did there.”

“We will go to the top floor,” Doc said

The vest was |lying on a roof below. Doc Savage did not find it for half an hour, which was |ong
after he had gone over the top floor painstakingly, making no comrent except to point out that an
ol d gunny sack had been nopped over every foot of floor space to spoil all tracks, and had been
swabbed over the | edge outside

The vest cane later, after Doc had noted a freshly broken wi ndow. He had asked Hamif he or Monk
had broken it, receiving the answer that they had not

It was not a whole vest. It was half, or alittle less. Actually, there was only the left side of
a vest fromthe arnmhole down. Its two pockets contained four natches, a five-cent stanp, a broken
cigarette, a receipt froma florist, and a cube of sugar of the paper-w apped type with the paper
wr apper bearing the nane “Sout hern Susan,” but no address or other infornmation

Ham sai d, “Southern Susan. | wonder what that is.”

Doc Savage was nore interested in the receipt fromthe florist

He went to a tel ephone and talked to the florist

He got an address, also a nane. The nane was Erica Anbler-Hotts

“I"I'l drive the car,” Ham said. “Damm this uncanny green fog!”

He directed the car uptown, then across town in the traffic. There was nore traffic than there
had been, but very few of the cars were noving. Now and then one was traveling slowy. But the
others were standing still. Taxicabs, trucks, passenger cars, all notionless. But the drivers and
passengers were in them just sitting there and staring, so that the effect was somewhat weird
They stopped finally at a building which had a doorman who was togged up like a Gvil War
admral .

“Mss Erica Arbler-Hotts' apartment,” Doc Savage said

The doorman acted as if he had been hit. Then he made a dash and came back with a gentl eman who
was wearing an afternoon suit and perspiration

“Who are you?” demanded this gentleman. “I amthe manager. | nust insist that you answer ne, or
assure you that | shall call the police.”

Doc Savage nmamde his identity known.

“Ch! On!” said the manager. “l have heard of you. What can | do for you?”

“Mss Ambler-Hotts,” Doc said

The manager turned the palnms of his hands up sadly. “W don't know. The boy was found dead on her
floor. She is not in her apartment. The door was standing open. One of the porters saw her |eaving
with several nen, and the inpression was that she was a prisoner.”



“Boy?” Doc Savage said.

“The el evator operator. He was found dead in the cage on her floor. A very hideous thing. An ice
pick in the back of his skull!”

“She is English?”

“M ss Anbler-Hotts? Yes, indeed. Very English. Wrks for one of these societies to save Engl and,
| understand, | cannot tell you the exact nane of the organization.”

“Did she have a visitor this afternoon?”

The manager nodded. “Yes, indeed. Gentleman.”

“Description?”

“A very good one,” said the nmanager. “Qur doornman has an excellent nenory, fortunately.”

He described a gentleman who was not unhandsone and who had sonme quality about himthat was
arresting in a strange way. “'He was as fascinating as a razor blade,' was the way our doorman put
it,” the manager advised. “Qur doorman is very good at descriptives.”

Ham enitted an excl anation.

“The visitor,” he said, “was Tottingham Strand!”

DOC SAVAGE went through the girl's apartnent. M ss Anble-Hotts was, as the nanager had said, very
English. Particularly her clothes, her knotty-thorn wal king stick, the severe pictures of herself.
Judgi ng fromwhat witten stuff they were able to find, she was an energetic, but not an inportant,
enpl oyee of one of the British groups now working in the United States in behalf of England. A

tel ephone call to the British group verified this. No one at the place could think of any enem es of
M ss Anbl er-Hotts, or any suspicious acts committed by her recently, or anything el se that woul d
lift the lid on the nystery.

There was a book with a legend in it that said:

To Erica, in appreciation of a faith as pure as the perfune of roses and as sure as gravity.

Tot Strand

“Poetic fellow,” Ham renmarked.

Doc Savage continued his search. Ham seened to think the hunt had been thorough enough, and that
further effort was a waste of energy. The nanager of the apartnent house seenmed to share the

convi ction, because he excused hinself politely and | eft them al one.

Ham rubbed his jaw thoughtfully, remarked, “Mnk kind of worries ne,” he said. “W've been
together a long tinme, Doc, haven't we?”

“A good while,” the bronze man admtted.

“And Monk has worked on a |l ot of experiments with you,” Ham continued. “He's a great chem st,

Monk is. | wouldn't admit it to his face, but he is good. About the best, next to you, | inagine.”
Doc nade no comment.
Ham seened |l ost in thought for a while. “I renenber a |lot of the experinents you and Monk wor ked

on. You renenber your work on that stuff called ' Compound Monk,' the chemi cal el ement conbination
which was so touchy and cranky that it was |ike Mnk?”

“Monk had very little to do with developing that,” Doc said. “In fact, as | recall, he took no
part in the experinents.”

“CGosh, | thought he did. What did you ever do about that conpound? | think | renenber the
description you gave of it as being so sensitive to notion radiation that the absorption of such
radiation by its atons |leads to the ejection of three electrons, or sonething like that.”

Doc made no conment.

“Wasn't that what Conpound Monk was?” Ham asked.

“Ceneral |y speaking.”

“What did you ever do with it?”

Doc Savage seened not to hear the query.

“Do you still have the formula for it?” Ham asked.

Wt hout neking an answer, Doc Savage went downstairs, with Ham followi ng, and got in his car and
drove four blocks to a deserted road, where he pulled to the curb and stopped the nmachine. He
swi tched of f the engine.

He took Ham by the throat with both hands!

“You are going to be fortunate if | do not kill you!” he told Ham

There was sonething horrible in his voice which showed that he neant it.

Chapter VI. MONK VS. MONK
WHEN Monk Mayfair had left the vicinity of the green building he had proceeded to do sone
t el ephoni ng.

“Stinky,” he said into the tel ephone, “it didn't work. He is smarter than we supposed. He got

wi se.”

In an agitated voice, Stinky said, “lI hope not w se enough to know who we are. If so, | am going
to hurriedly see about plane reservations to South Amrerica and points beyond.”

“l got out of it,” Mnk said. “lI told himenough of the truth to satisfy him”

“How much was that?”



“Ch, that | had hired you to fake an attack on ne so that he woul d think somebody wanted himto
| eave, which | told him!| figured would nake himstay.”

“Hnmm”

“Don't sound so skeptical,” Mnk said. “I've got a job for you.”

“l don't think 1"'mgoing to like the job,” said Stinky.

Monk expl ained the details of the plot with great explicitness, and the worst fears of Stinky
seened ful filled.

“Why don't you just ask me to cut off my head and be done with it?” Stinky demanded.

“You going to follow orders?” Mnk demanded grimy.

“Sure. What else can | do?” asked Stinky. “But | don't have to like it.”

Monk hung up violently and carried a scow out of the tel ephone booth. The scow lasted until he
was out on the street and in a taxicab.

He rode uptown to a hotel room where a young man in a tweed suit gave hima wi st-poppi ng

sal ute.

“Washington waiting with a report, sir,” said the young nan.

“Get them”

Soon a man in Washi ngton was saying, “The series of conferences ended an hour and a half ago.

Col onel John Renwi ck, WIIliam Harper Littlejohn and Major Thomas J. Roberts went to their hotel,
t el ephoned the new airport for their plane to be refueled, went to their roons and began packing.”
Monk snapped, “Wasn't their plane disabled? You had orders to do so.”

“Sorry, sir. If you would let nme finish,” the man said. “They received a tel ephone report that
their plane had been damaged. They are now on their way to the airport to investigate.”

“You sure the danage was thorough?”

“Very thorough.”

“Cancel the three reservations you nade on the Washington-to-New York plane. Tinme it so they wll
be able to pick up the three reservations when they apply for airline tickets to New York.”

“l have just done so, sir. | think the timng was right, although I have not yet had a report.”
“Report at once if they |leave on the plane, giving the flight nunber of the ship.”

“Yes, sir.”

Monk hung up with a satisfied expression.

He lighted a cigar and snapped his fingers and ordered a cold long drink. He sat at a wi ndow with
these, enjoying the cool flow fromthe air-conditioning vent at his side and smirking out at the
city.

He spoke only once, when he said, “Renny, Johnny and Long Tomw || take that plane and fall right
into ny hands. | will get rid of themw thout a hitch.”

He had spoken boastingly. After that he did nothing but snoke and rattle the ice against the
sides of the glass.

Eventual |y the tel ephone rang.

The man in Washington said, “Just leaving. Flight 29.”

“What is the German word for 'good' ?” Mnk said.

“aut,”
said the nan at the other end of the wre.
“That's what it is,” said Mnk, “in every sense of the word.”

He put the tel ephone down and gave orders with viol ence and haste. The orders got himin a car,
with five other men in it, in very short order. They drove to the vicinity of LaGuardia Field, but
did not enter the airport. Instead, they turned off on an overpass and parked behind a | arge noving
van. There were four nore nen with the van.

“One of you go to the airport,” ordered Monk. “Gve us the signal when Flight 29 from Washi ngton
starts to land.”

The man sal uted and departed.

Monk clinbed into the van and nade sure that the interior was lined with railroad rails carefully
bolted in place. The steel rails seened to raise sone doubt.

“You sure these things will turn a .30-06 bullet?”

“They will stop a bullet froma tank gun,” a man told him “There are not likely to be any tank
guns around the airport.”

The truck had an additional piece of ingenious nechanism An extra control position. Weel and
brakes, throttle and clutch, and a rod extending to the gear shift, all mounted back in the

steel -protected body. The truck could be driven fromthat point.

“CGot the dummy?” Monk asked.

A man shoved hima stuffed, nanlike figure. “Fits right behind the wheel in the cab. W fixed
clips to hold it there.”

Monk grinned. “Probably not necessary. But it will keep anyone fromgetting excited over an
apparently driverless truck careening through the streets. And we can't take a chance of a man
sitting out front driving. He m ght get shot.”

They settled down to consune cigarettes, |ook innocent, and wait. After a tinme they drove the
truck to the big airport trucking yard and waited.



A BI G passenger plane swung in over Flushing Bay, leveled out, lowered its tail and settled on
the runway

A man stepped out of the big operations office, lighted a firecracker, a big one, and tossed it
out on the gravel, where it let loose with a |loud report

“Put her in gear,” Mnk said

The big engine of the arnored truck began runbling. The vehicle backed away casually and went
toward the steel-wire fence. It was going rather fast when it hit the fence, and it went through the
fence with about the sanme ease that a fist would go through a cobweb.

It went on and hit the tail of the plane, caving it in.

The men who got out of the arnored truck had short automatic rifles, steel helnets, bulletproof
vests, gas nasks and a nad determination to do a fantastically bold job in a hurry.

The pl ane door was open and people were spilling out. The pilot |eaned out of the control cabin
with a blue revolver in his hand, and was pronptly and thoroughly nade dead by a bullet above his
left eye

“Cet out, everybody,” ordered the man who had shot the pilot. “Renny Renw ck, Long Tom Roberts
and Johnny Littlejohn—you three stand to one side.”

A man with big fists—he was an enornous man, but his fists were still greater—eanme out of the

pl ane headfirst and rushed forward until a gun rmuzzle practically speared himin the eye. He had a
long, funeral-going face

“Renny Renwick, | believe,” said the man with the gun. “Get in the truck!”

“Holy cow” said the big-fisted Renny.

“Get in the truck!”

He got in the truck

Johnny Littlejohn was a man of extrene tallness and startling thinness. His clothing fitted him
like a sack on a fishing pole, and a nonocle dangled fromhis |apel by a ribbon

He had one remark, which was, “I'll be superanal ganated!”

Long Tom Roberts was a man di stinguished for nothing in particular, as far as appearances went,
except his mushroomcellar conpl exion, a conpletely unhealthy aspect

He had not hi ng whatever to say, which was typical of him

Not one of the three nmen really | ooked what he was. Renny Renw ck was an engi neer, one of the
greatest. Johnny Littlejohn was known to scientists all over the world for his work in archaeol ogy
and geol ogy. Long Tom Roberts was an el ectrical expert whose name woul d be in the books a hundred
years hence

They were not three men who | ooked, acted, or thought alike. They had one strong bond, wherein
all three were associated with Doc Savage

“Load in,” said the man who had killed the pilot. “Don't try anything. Don't waste our tine,
either.”

Renny said, “They sure caught us flat-footed.” Renny's voice was a runbling |ike sonething deep
in a cave

They clinbed in the truck. It devel oped that there were chains and padl ocks with which they were
to be lashed to the truck floor

The truck began noving

By now there was a little desultory shooting. The dead pilot's head had | eaked a plune of bright
scarl et down the silver nmetal side of the plane, a wet red banner that had spread al arm and
conviction that this was no theatrical stunt

The truck withdrew fromthe nangled tail parts of the plane, wheeled slowy, and left the airport
the same way it had come, by plunging headl ong through the steel wire fence. Wre strands snapped
like fiddle strings. The truck sidesw ped a roadster, took the hi ghway, chipping a slab off a
concrete post and bending a sign double

“You fool!” said the killer. “You aren't driving a tank!”

“l can't see too good,” said the driver. “If | was out on the front seat behind the other wheel =
“If you were out there, you would be dead,” the other assured him

Monk took charge again. He had been crouched beside the driver, watching the road. He got up and
went back to the prisoners

MONK ki cked Renny Renwick in the ribs. “For a long tine |'ve wanted to do that,” Mnk said

The kick and the remark got a how of |aughter. Pleased, Mnk kicked Renny again

Renny said through his teeth, “Have you gone crazy, Mnk?”

That got another bellow of mirth fromthe onl ookers. Ginning w dely, Mnk proceeded to boot Long
Tomin the ribs, then gave Johnny the sane treatnent

“I'"1l be superanal gamated,” said Johnny, distressed

“He just knows that one word, eh, Stinky?” said Mnk

Long Tom said, “Wo is your pal Stinky, Mnk? Wat is this, anyway?”

Monk assunmed an air of inparting a great confidence

“Thi ngs have conme up,” he said, “that nmake it necessary to get rid of you three fellows.”



“Where's Doc and Han?” Long Tom denanded.

Monk said, “Doc hinself would be surprised to know.” And that also got a burst of glee.

Long Tom scow ed. “What's the natter with you apes? Wiat is so funny?”

Stinky shouted suddenly, “Hey, there's a State police car trailing us.”

They fell suddenly silent, and their faces got white. Two men craw ed back to the rear with | ong
rifles fitted with tel escopic sights and crouched there for a while. One of themcursed his

tel escopic sight loudly. The other fired. The one who had cursed released a bullet. Both of them
shot again.

“They' re dropping back,” said one of the riflenen.

Monk said, “Slow up when we hit the first bridge. Dunp three or four grenades on the bridge.”
They did this, then went on. They drove for half an hour, turning off into a road that was al nost
nothing, and ending finally on a small bluff beside the gray-blue corduroy surface of Long |sland
Sound.

Monk got out and signaled to a cabin cruiser which lay offshore. The boat imedi ately headed in.
Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were tossed out of the truck, after being unlocked fromthe chains.
Renny bel l owed, “What're you trying to do? What is this, anyhow?”

Monk eyed them and said, “You renenber sone experinents Doc was working on sone tine back—a
conpound he called 'the Monk m xture,' or sonmething like that?”

“l don't renmenber,” Renny said.

Long and bony Johnny said, “Say, | recall sonething about some such experinents.”

Monk | ooked at Johnny as if he were very glad to hear that. “W'll go into it later, ny friend.”
H s statement had an omi nous tinge, the sanme tone a dentist would use in saying, “My friend, we'll
have to pull all your teeth.”

Stinky said, “CGood idea to park your revolvers and pistols in the truck and | eave them Also the
two rifles you shot at the State police with. Taki ng chances never pays dividends.”

At this point, only Mink was standing outside the truck, with Long Tom Renny and Johnny.

The others were inside the truck, getting rid of their weapons.

This was the situati on when a second Monk canme around the nearest clunp of bushes.

“Holy cow " gasped Renny. “Two Monks!”

“Yes,” said the second Monk. “And very strange it is, too.”

THE second Monk took hold of the first Monk in the way a knife would neet butter, the second Mnk
bei ng the knife.

“Start shutting off their water!” he yelled at Renny, Long Tom and Johnny.

They began taking hold of the first Monk as if they meant to denude himof arms and | egs.

“Cet that truck closed!” yelled Renny.

He sprang to do it hinself. He got his big hands on the truck doors and forced the ponderous

t hings shut, but not before two men had nanaged to pile through to the ground.

One of the two who had gotten out—t was Stinky—had a revolver. He scranbled and rolled clear,
sat up and began taking a deliberate aimat the newy arrived Mnk.

From t he nearby bush came Hamwi th his sword cane. He held the blade for throwing the way a spear
is throwmn, let fly, and suddenly ei ghteen inches or so of the blade was protruding fromthe other
side of Stinky's arm

Stinky made strange noises and finally becane still on the ground, the tip of Hams sword cane
being coated with a chemical which produced qui ck unconsci ousness.

Monk said to Ham “It's about tine you got into action, you fashion plate!”

The other man had dropped his gun and was trying to get to his feet and snatch up the weapon at
the same time. Renny nmade a rush at the fellow and created nmuch the effect of a | oconotive hitting a
cow.

Then nmen began to crawl out of the front of the truck with guns and plenty of rage.

Ham said, “Don't you think we'd better run?”

It was obviously the thing to do. The second Monk—the genuine one, it was by now apparent—gave
the first, and fake, Monk one |ast punch. It was terrific! Mnk took it off the ground somewhere
near his heels. He made it whistle. It gave the fake Monk's jaw the shape of a wet pretzel and nade
teeth fly like gravel.

The five hit the brush then, traveled a few yards, changed direction, and went down the sl ope.

Bul | ets began hunting them gl ancing off branches and riddling foliage. Renny runbled, “This way!”
They turned again.

Johnny said, “Susurration mght be perspicacious.”

They ran for a while.

“I"'min no nmood for those words,” Mnk said. “Wiat did you say?”

Hamtransl ated, “He said a little | ess noise m ght be wise.”

Monk' s eyes canme out somewhat as a bullet cut alinb fromin front of his face. “He's got
sonething there,” he gasped. He got down on all fours, changed his course at right angles, and
crawl ed. The others followed the same tactics.

Back of them was shooting and shouting, running around—but not too recklessly—n the undergrow h.



From t he beach came angry inquiring yells. The nmen fromthe boat wanted to know what in the name of
little fish was happening, as one of themexpressed it in a scream
Monk and the others sat down to see what woul d happen now.

RENNY punched Mnk in the ribs. “How cone there's two of you?”

“Search me,” Mnk said

“Strange, don't you think?”

“The deeper | get into this thing,” Mnk said, “the less | get amazed,”

“You can't explain it?” Renny asked him

“I"'mnot going to try,” Mnk assured him

“How di d you happen to rescue us?”

“Ch, that was as sinple as falling off a log,” Mnk explained. “I telephoned Washi ngton and found
out what plane you had taken and—=

“l was the one who tel ephoned Washi ngton,” Ham rem nded hi m

“Well, we tel ephoned and found what plane you were on,” Mnk continued, pretending not to hear
the interruption. “So we cane down to neet you.”

“You saw what happened at the airport?”

“Yes. And we saw we couldn't stop it single-handedly.”

“What did you do?”

“Got around on the other side of the plane during the uproar,” Mnk said, “and laid down on the
front bumper. O Hamlaid on the bunper. | took the running board on the off side fromthe driver.”
“I't's a wonder they didn't see you there!” Renny excl ai med

Long Tom was puzzl ed. “How come you rushed out to the airport to neet us?”

“Troubl e,” Mnk said

“What ki nd?”

“Green fog, green chests, and nen falling up instead of down,” Mnk said. “And if that isn't
enough to make you think you're crazy—boc has di sappeared.”

Long Tom started to excl ai m sonmet hi ng shocked about that, but Ham hi ssed and grabbed his arm Ham
pointed with his sword cane, which he had recovered fromthe man he had speared. He indicated the
beach.

“Those fellows fromthe boat are confused,” he said. “They're rushing up the hill to help their
friends. Does that give anybody an idea?”

“The boat,” Long Tomsaid. “Let's try to take it. We might collect a prisoner, and nmake himtalk
later.”

“Super mal agor geous, ” Johnny agreed

FIVE minutes | ater Renny clubbed down a man with a big fist, and he fell in the nud a few feet
fromthe bow of the cabin cruiser, which had been gently beached. They gathered up the nan, threw
himon the deck of the cruiser, and clinbed aboard thensel ves after shoving the boat off. Renny
dashed bel ow and started the engine

“That,” booned the big-fisted engi neer, “was what you would call alnpst too easy.”

The crui ser—+t was about forty-two feet long with a two-hundred-horsepower engi ne—ehurned
backward in a quarter circle, then dug its stern down and surged forward. It took a bone inits
teeth and travel ed

A few bul |l ets began com ng fromshore and there was a rush to get bel ow and behi nd the engi ne
The cabin cruiser was essentially a lightly constructed yacht and offered only slightly nore
obstruction to a bullet froman arny rifle than a tomato can

Monk and the others haul ed the prisoner below with themas if he were precious

Monk admired the captive

“Nice and plunp,” he remarked. “Looks like he might be a talkative fellow”

“l hope so,” Ham nuttered

“So do I,” Monk said. “I think | begin to put this nmystery together. There's a fake Mink and a

fake Ham The two fakes are part of a scheme of some kind. There is a trap, | believe. Doc may have
fallen into it. |I'meven beginning to suspect that green fog.”

“What do you suspect about the green fog?” Ham denanded

“l don't know for sure,” Monk said. “I'mgoing to nake this fellow tell about that.”

“Suppose he doesn't know anything.”

“That,” said Mnk, “isn't likely.”

“What makes you so sure?”

“Intelligent face. A guy like that would be sure to know what everything was about.”

VWil e Monk was thinking of sonmething that would fit to query the captive, the bow cane off the
boat! It was a case, at |east, of dynamte. O a bonb of sonme kind, or a box of hand grenades. The
Doc Savage aids never did decide exactly what. But a rifle bullet fromshore probably hit somnething
and started the blast. The air inside the boat seemed suddenly to turn to water and snoke.

Chapter VII. PLOT LABYRI NTH



DOC SAVAGE had given up choking “Hanf and had belted the man senseless with his fist. Then Doc

had sei zed the wheel of the car and had driven away rapidly, with the horn blowi ng a steady noan. He
travel ed in that fashion until he reached the nearest police precinct stati on—+two bl ocks away—where
he crashed the car over the sidewal k and agai nst the precinct steps. He got a sudden flow of cops
out of the place, which was what he wanted.

“Grab anyone who | ooks as if he mght be following nme,” he called loudly. “Particularly in a

car!”

One of the officers recognized the bronze man and rel ayed the order. There was sone running, two
shots. Finally, the police returned.

Doc had remained in his car, by now al nost blinded by the green fog.

“There was soneone followi ng ne?” he asked.

“l don't understand this darned thing,” one of the officers said.

“Was there?”

“Fol | owi ng you!” the policenman expl oded. “They were all around you.”

“I'n cars?”

“I'n big machines marked with red signs,” the policenman explained. “The signs read: 'Danger!' They
al so read: 'Beware the car carrying dangerous high explosive!'“ The officer came closer. “Wat is

this, anyway?”

Doc Savage was silent for a nonent.

He asked, “Did the signs on the cars also warn all traffic to stop, or go slowy, while the car
they were escorting passed?”

“Sure,” the cop said. “You were supposed to be the car carrying the explosive. Is there any in
there?”

Doc Savage was silent again. Then he said, “That explains how they nade the traffic go slowy.”
“I't sure went slow,” said the cop. “Reports of this caval cade have been conming in as it crossed
town. It went to that old green buil ding downtown, then went up to the apartment-house district.
That right?”

“And traffic stopped all the way?”

The policeman approached. “That's right.”

“Why, hello, Lieutenant Evers,” Doc said.

Evers dropped his jaw “Geat grief, did you just recognize me?”

“You just cane close enough for me to see you.”

Li eut enant Evers was concerned. “Sonething happened to your eyes?” He |ooked into the car. “Wat
have you got there? That is your aid, Ham Brooks, isn't it?”

“An excellent imtation only,” the bronze man said. He did not el aborate on the remark, although
Evers was puzzled. “Lieutenant, will you drive me to nmy headquarters?”

“Why, sure,” said Lieutenant Evers. He noved in behind the wheel as Doc Savage clinbed into the
back. “Fast or slow?” he asked.

“Fast,” Doc said grimy. He had not mentioned the green fog.

“I"1'l have a squad car pace us,” the officer said.

The paci ng was somewhat, but not much, under seventy miles an hour. They took the | ong wi de sweep
of Eighth Avenue, then turned | eft and stopped at the stone skyscraper which housed the bronze man's
establ i shnent .

Li eutenant Evers pointed at “Ham” “You need any hel p getting hi mupstairs?”

Doc shook his head slightly. “No, thanks, Evers. But you might tell me sonething.”

“Sure! Anything you want to know.”

“Do you see anything that |ooks like a green fog?”

Evers swung slowy, staring everywhere.

“No. No green fog,” he said. “That's a strange question.”

PAT SAVAGE ran across the eighty-sixth-floor reception roomto greet Doc.

“Doc, you're safe!” she gasped. Then she saw the nman Doc was carrying. “Haml Wat has happened to
hi n?”

Doc carried his burden into the | aboratory, placed the man on a table. He asked, “You renenber
that knife scar on Haml s back?” Pat nodded. Doc then stripped open the man's shirt and exhibited an
expanse of unmarred skin. There was no scar.

“I't isn't Haml” Pat excl ai med.

“No,” Doc Savage said grimy. “lIt is a very good imtation, though.”

Pat said, “Doc, those fainting spells we had—they did something to us. Gas or sonething.”

Doc nodded. “Sonething of the kind. They knocked all of us out, then took ne away.” He eyed Pat.
“Did they harmyou or Mnk or Han®?”

“No.” Pat shook her head. “We just woke up. And you were gone.”

“That was when they sprang the trap,” Doc said.

Puzzl ed, Pat said, “How do you nmean?”

“Sei zed ne,” the bronze man expl ained, “and took ne away. They had a fake Monk and Ham al |l ready
for me, | think. At least, here is the fake Ham"” The bronze man frowned. “They were unbelievably



clever about it. They had an escort of cars, marked with signs that kept everyone away from ny car.
That was so | would think the green fog was all over the city and that no one was out driving. The
signs caused nmotorists to pull over to the curb and stop. The signs | abeled me as carryi ng dangerous
expl osi ves.”

Doc began strapping the false Hamto a table that was narrow enough for the purpose.

“Where are Mnk and Han?” he asked.

Col or went out of Pat's face in a quick rush. “They went to the airport to neet Renny, Johnny and
Long Tom"” she said. She waited, and, when Doc Savage nade no conment, she asked, “Haven't you heard
what happened at the airport?”

Doc strai ghtened suddenly. “Wat?”

“A big truck and a bunch of heavily armed nen snmashed into the plane carrying Renny, Long Tom and
Johnny,” Pat said. “The pilot of the plane was shot dead when he resisted. Renny, Long Tom and
Johnny were seized and carried off in the truck.”

“Monk and Han®”

“Not a word fromthem since,” Pat said.

Doc was silent a monent. “WIIl you check the tel ephone,” he said.

Pat reached for the instrunent.

“Qutside, | mean,” Doc said. “Go to the drugstore in the |obby, or the restaurant, and tel ephone
me here.”

Pat nodded and |eft.

Several minutes later, she returned with a surprised expression. “Tel ephone operator told nme the

t el ephone was out of order,” she said.

“Renmenber when you called your friend Susan G aspell, to ask if the green fog was present in
West chester County?” he asked.

“Yes, of course | recall,” Pat said. “l got Susan's maid.”

“Notice any resenbl ance between this tel ephone operator's voice you just heard and that of Susan
G aspel |'s mai d?”

Pat nibbled a lower lip, and a frown began crowdi ng her eyebrows together. “Cone to think of it,
the voices were very nuch alike.”

Suddenly, Pat sprang to the tel ephone, dialed a nunber at random and said, “Gve nme M. Jonathan
Doe.” She listened to a voice, put the instrunent down, and stanped a foot. “I was assured M. Doe
was out of the building,” she said. “That was ny own tel ephone nunber | dialed, and there is
certainly no Doe working for ne.”

W thout comment, Doc returned to work on the fake Ham

Pat snapped, “I get it! They've got our tel ephone line tapped, with a girl riding it and telling
us that the people we want to talk to aren't there. What's the idea of that?”

“Atrick.”

“But why? They're pulling a fast one on us for sone reason. But why?”

“The green fog.”

“l don't,” said Pat, “get it.
“There is no green fog!”

Pat junped. “Wait a mnute! They say, seeing is believing. | see a fog.” Wen Doc did not answer,
she demanded, “Don't you see one?”

He nodded slightly.

“But it does not exist,’

”

he sai d.

THE man who had nasqueraded as Ham was wearing a wonan's tight, ol d-fashioned corset to give

hi msel f the rather waspish mdriff which was Haml s proud possession. A chenical test showed that his
hair was dyed, that his skin was shaded, that he wore a netal arrangenent inside his nostrils to
shape them Doc glanced at the labels in his clothes. The nane was the sane tail or which Ham
patroni zed.

Pat had been thinking about the fog.

“Doesn't exist,” she said. “But | see it!”

Doc said, “Step into the chem cal storeroom wll you, and get No. 22800."

“That's the truth serum isn't it?” Pat remarked. She went to the cubicle where they stored the
chem cals. The storeroomwas a cubicle only in relation to the general size of the rest of the

| aboratory. Actually, the place was |larger than nost |iving roons.

The fake Ham opened his eyes. He had been hit very hard. The man did not say anything.

Doc said, “You did a cormendabl e job of acting.”

The man wet his lips. Hs first effort to speak was a croaking noi se which enbarrassed him
“Thank you,” he nmanaged to say. “It should have been good. | have studied day and night for the
part for over a nonth.”

“I't was very good,” Doc agreed.

The man expanded. “Naturally, as | say, it was not bad. Matter of fact, | nenorized everything
about Ham Brooks which ten detectives were able to unearth. You should hear me spout |egal
termnology. | bet | could pass a bar exam nation.”



“No doubt.”

“Kept you fooled, didn't |?" said the man proudly.

“For about thirty seconds.”

“You nmean”—the man's eyes popped—you got wi se to us right away?”

“ Al nost . *
“l don't believe it. Hell, we thought of everything. Every possible neans of meking you think we
were Monk and Ham and that there was a green fog—we used themall. W didn't overl ook anything.”

Doc Savage said, “You recall when you told ne Pat was not there because she had gone hone?”

“Yes. What was wong with that?”

“You said she had gone because you had persuaded her there might be danger for her.”

“Yes.”

“That,” said Doc, “was an inpossibility. No one coul d persuade Pat anything was too dangerous.”
Pat had come back in time to hear the last. “Thank you kindly,” she said cheerfully. “You should
know, Doc. You've tried often enough.”

The bronze man sl apped the fake Ham on the chest. Not hard, but with enough force to renove sone
air. He said, “Wat we want out of you is conversation.”

The man's eyes becane stony.

“Hell of a bit you'll get,” he said.

Doc Savage contenplated the man for a while, said abruptly, “W will not waste time with you.” He
pi cked up a hypo needle and used it, and the man barked once, nore in anger than pain. Then Doc
st epped back.

“Watch him” he told Pat. “The stuff will take about fifteen mnutes to work.”

“What's that junk you gi me?” snarled the man.

Pat said om nously, “You won't care.”

The chemical the bronze man had used was a type of truth serum which he had devel oped after

consi derabl e research. It was violent inits effect on the victim so dangerous that Doc rarely used
it except in extrenme energencies.

THE bronze man proceeded to change clothes, apply a light coloring to his face, put dark optical
caps over his eyeballs to change the distinct coloration of his eyes, and pull on a coat with a
built-in back deformty. He whitened his hair and took a cane.

He made a tour of the nei ghborhood, noving casually, stooping to conceal his extraordinary

hei ght, and wearing gloves. He did not have to pretend to be nearsighted. He was unable to see nore
than twenty or thirty feet because of the greenish haze in his eyes. The fog.

He studied the taxicabs at the stand on the corner. Taxicab drivers in the city frequent the sane
stands day after day. There was only one strange cab in the line. Doc approached the machi ne, opened
the rear door.

“Sorry, mster,” the driver said sharply. “This cab is engaged.”

Doc got into the cab. “Never mind that,” he said. “VWien do they nove in on Savage?”

The driver junped, turned his head, stared. “Wat you tal ki ng about, brother?”

Doc said, “Didn't you turn in the word Savage had cone back here?”

The man seened to consider the point. “Elnmer send you?”

“What mekes you think anybody sent ne?”

The man was suspicious. “Brother, you better identify yourself.”

Doc put an angry note in his voice. “You better not waste ny time, fellow The nman who was
playing the part of Hamis in serious trouble. Not that anybody gives a hoot about him but Savage
may have ways of nmaking himtalk.”

“Ch!” The driver settled back in his seat. “So it's that way. The boys are neeting down the
street. That side street on the left. Didn't they tell you?”

“No. What's the plan?”

“Straight raid. They will go into Savage's garage in the basenent and take the private el evator.”
“How wi | | they nmanage that?” Doc was genuinely surprised. Existence of the basenent garage was
supposed to be nore or less of a secret, and certainly no one could gain adm ssion who did not
under stand the operation of a nunmber of secret devices.

“The mechani ¢ who worked on the place will lead the way,” said the taxicab driver.

Doc nade no i medi ate comment. A nechanic had nade sone repairs on the private elevator recently.
The fell ow had been highly recommended. But someone evidently had made a m st ake.

The bronze man got out of the cab. “Keep your eyes open,” he said.

HE took the fast elevator to the eighty-sixth floor, swng into the | aboratory, picked up a knife
and sl ashed the lines with which he had secured the fake Hamto the table.

“Come on,” he told Pat. “They are on the verge of raiding the place.”

Pat said, “Wiy can't we stay and fight?”

The bronze man shook his head slightly. He carried the false Hamto the el evator, went down a
dozen floors and stopped at the private apartment which he had maintained in the place for sone
tine.



Pat was surprised. “l didn't know you had this apartnent.”

“Keep himhere.” Doc put the fake Ham on a bed. The man was goi ng under the effects of the truth
serum acting as if he was conpletely drunk. “If he begins to have spasnodic attacks, break sone of
these vials under his nostrils.” He gave Pat several thin-walled, gauze-wapped vials of the type
sonetimes used for snelling salts.

“Where you goi ng?” Pat asked, concerned.

The bronze man seened not to hear the question. He went to the door.

“If | should be delayed,” he said, “you proceed with questioning the man.”

Pat nodded. “Pry out of himwhat this green fog is, what is in the green chest and what nmade nen
fall up. That the idea?”

“We want the reason for this nystery.”

“Sure. I'Il get it.”

Doc went to the el evator and dropped down to the garage. For conveni ence, he kept a store of
gadgets in the garage. He selected a pair of |large hand grenades and took a position near the

el evat or.

He watched the relays and notors which controlled the big outer door. That the foe might gain

adm ssi on through the garage was surprising. They woul d have to operate a radio control, and the
devi ce had a conbi nati on which was changed regularly. It functioned after the fashion of relay
office calls on telegraph lines. For instance, this week only a conbination of

dot - dot - dash- dot - dash- dash- space- dot - dot woul d nake the device function. Next week, the conbination
woul d be changed. If they got in, they would be ingenious.

They were ingenious enough, for suddenly relays clicked and notors whined and the big door noved
up.

Men started to come in. A dozen of themat the |east.

Doc tossed the grenade so that it hopped across the floor and blew up in their faces. The bl ast

was not close enough to kill anyone, but it brushed them back out of the opening as if a great hand
had sl apped them The second grenade was a conbi nation of tear gas and snoke, and he threw that one
directly in their mdst.

They broke and ran.

Doc wheel ed, raced up a stairway, pounded across the |obby floor and dived out on the sidewal k.
Wth great commotion and haste—-still wearing his makeshift disguise—he piled into the taxicab run by
the driver to whom he had tal ked.

“I't went wong,” he said excitedly. “Clear out of here. Quick!”

The driver was not excitable. “They put out orders to get back to the neeting place in case this
went wong,” he said.

Doc settled back on the seat. “The neeting place, eh? By all neans.”

Chapter VIIl. FEAR | S A GOATHERD
THE taxi driver took himforty mles out on Long Island and turned |left on a deserted road and
st opped.

The man pointed. “Up there on the hill.”

Doc Savage surveyed the place in the increasing darkness of early evening. It was not yet night.
Red color mxed with gold splashed over the foliage as the sun rode just out of sight belowthe
hori zon. A single spike of sunlight came through a split cleft in the trees and made a | ong thing,
like a steel broadsword bl ade, across the deep-blue surface of Long Island Sound.

“Deserted spot,” Doc said.

“What do you want? The middle of a sidewal k?” The driver started his car again, pulled over to a
wal | of brush, worked his way through it, and there was suddenly a ranshackle shed with two ot her
cars and a truck. The truck was a huge thing, marked by bullets.

Since it was undoubtedly the truck which had seized Renny, Long Tom and Johnny at the airport,
Doc Savage nade his snall trilling noise briefly and unconsciously.

“What's that noise?” the driver grunted.

Doc silenced hinself. He never knew that he was neking the sound until he nade it. It was

sonet hi ng that, when the circunstances were right, was as natural as breathing.

“The wi nd, probably,” Doc said.

“There ain't no wind to speak of.”

A man canme out of the shadows with a rifle. “Wat went w ong?”

“l guess plenty,” said the taxi driver. “The attack on Savage's place to rescue that guy who was
pl ayi ng Ham Brooks blew up |ike a skyrocket.”

The man | ooked into the back seat. “Who's your pal ?”

“One of the boys.”

“Wi ch one?”

“l dunno.”
The taxi driver turned around. “What's your nane?” he asked Doc.
The other sniffed and said, “Mean to tell ne you never even asked who he was? Hell, why not just

pi ck up anybody and bring hi mout here?”



The taxi driver did not like that. He and the man seened to have quarrel ed before. The driver got
out .

“He knows all the answers,” he said, indicating Doc. Then he reached for the other's collar.

“Pal, I've told you before about getting tough with me. | don't take it, see!”

Doc Savage alighted fromthe cab, doing his best to ook as if he was interested in nothing but
the fight that was about to devel op.

The man with the rifle hastily backed away fromthe taxi driver. “Now wait a mnute, Freddy,” he
said. “This ain't no time to get each other skinned up.”

“I't looks like a good tinme to me,” said the taxi driver, Freddy.

“Ni X, nix, you sap! W've got trouble here of our own.”

Freddy scow ed. “Whatcha nean?”

“We got all five of Doc Savage's aids cornered,” the man explained. “And it's a hell of a job
grabbing them”

Freddy was incredulous. “All five? | thought only three were conming in on the plane.”

The man shrugged. “Mnk and Ham-the genui ne ones—showed up, took their three friends away from
us, got on our boat. We had a box of hand grenades in the boat. Stinky's brother put a bullet in
them and the boat sank.”

“What becane of Savage's nmen?”

“They got on a pile of rocks that is exposed at low tide. There's cover for them They're hol ding
us off.”

“If you can't get themoff the rocks,” Freddy said, “why not get the blazes out of here and | eave
t hen? Suppose a coast-guard boat shows up.”

“We'll get "em” The man | aughed grimy. “The tide is comng in. And fast.”

There was autonobil e noi se that approached fromthe direction of the highway.

Freddy said, “That will be the rest of the men who were going to raid Doc Savage's place.”

The other nman scowl ed at Doc. “Who is this bird? | still want to know. ”

Doc said quietly, “I can prove that.” He wal ked over to the man and held out a sheet of paper
that was bl ank—al t hough this was not inportant—and when the nman started to look at it, he hit the
fellow neatly on the jaw

Freddy was sonewhat nore difficult. He was quick. He went back like a skater, twisted with
serpentine speed, lifting his hands as if he was surrendering, but coming out with a short, blunt
bl ack pistol that had been under his tightly fitting uniform cap. Doc got his hands on the gun, and
they went to the ground, fighting to see whether the safety of the automatic would be on or off. Of
it was.

Freddy croaked, “Don't hit ne!” just as Doc Savage hit himon the jaw Freddy was evidently
thinking of a set of false teeth, parts of which flew out of his mouth. He rolled over on his side,
spat out the rest of the teeth and was silent, notionless.

Doc left the shed. He heard four quick shots fromtoward the sea. He made for the Sound.

THE rock pile in the sea seened to consist of four |arge boul ders and enough snaller ones to nake
a ranmpart. The tide had come in until no nore than two feet of the stone bul warks projected, and
waves were breaking over this.

A long, lean and fast-looking boat cruised slowy across the bl ade of sunlight that was fading
fromthe water. The craft was painted as a pleasure vessel, but it was |arger and slinmrer, seened
charged with power. Doc Savage studied the vessel, decided it was no pleasure craft at all.

The boat nosed slowmy toward the cluster of rocks. There was a report, not loud, then an
enornmously | ouder blast and a geyser of water ahead of the craft. That would be one of the
supermachi ne pistols, the conmpact little weapons which Monk and Ham no doubt had brought with them
An expl osive pellet. The boat was keeping out of range, for it now sheered off.

Doc Savage studi ed the scene as best he coul d, handi capped by the greenish haze in his eyes. The
powerful prisnms of the nonocul ar which he carried was a help. Even with its strong nagnification, he
was not positive of the situation.

He noved downward through the brush, attracted by a man who was standing in view of the boat, but
out of sight of the rocks. The man had two shirts tied to sticks.

Doc cane close to the man with the w gwag equi pnent.

“All right, all right!” the nman called inpatiently to sonmeone. “On the boat, they want to know
what to do. What shall | tell then?”

A voice cursed the gathering night. “Gve us an hour, and the tide will drown them out.”

“We won't have an hour.”

The other swore again. “Tell themto wait. Hold that torpedo.”

Doc Savage noved away hastily, and used his strong nonocular on the long slimboat again. He saw
now what had made the craft | ook queer. A rather bulky build-up on the forward deck, giving that
part of a boat a homermade appearance that did not fit the rest of the craft.

There was a housing that covered a pair of torpedo tubes, he suddenly decided. A so-called
“mosquito boat,” not Anerican either, he decided.

He went back to the flagnman, cautiously skirted the fellow, and found that the nman who had been



giving the orders had gone away for the nonent.

Doc took a | ong chance.

He imtated the voice of the man who had been giving orders to the flagnman, and said, “Tell them
to lay a snoke screen around that rock.”

The flagman junped. “Are you crazy?” He scow ed toward the bush where Doc was conceal ed. “What's
the matter with your voice?”

Under other conditions Doc woul d have been enbarrassed. He had studied voice imtation under a
master. Usual ly, he was nore successful.

He said sharply, “Signal them you fool! The snoke screen!”

The flagman junped at the tone, saluted. He began an expert waggling with the sticks to which the
shirts were tied.

“Tell them” Doc ordered, “to lay the snoke screen, then stand by on the other side. They are to
capture anyone they see. But there is to be no shooting.”

“Right, sir,” said the flagnman.

“Be sure they wait on the other side of the snoke screen.”

“Right, sir!”

DOC wor ked down to a point where, close inshore, the water was deep. He watched the |ong torpedo
boat Iift its nose and charge around the rock at a respectful distance, trailing a great worm of
snoke that flattened.

The fact that they had snokescreen equi pment aboard checked his conviction that the craft was a
naval one.

The breeze drifted the snoke toward shore. As soon as it reached the beach, Doc scranbl ed down
and entered the water.

Behind him there was suddenly profane excitenent. The flagnman was assuring soneone he had done
not hi ng but follow orders.

Doc swam strongly. He would not have nuch tine. As fully equi pped as they were, they would have
radi o apparatus. The boat waiting on the other side of the snmoke could not see the w gwag signals,
but a single radio contact could tip themoff that sonething was w ong.

Nearing the rocks, Doc called, “Mnk!”

Monk's smal | voi ce squawked astoni shment, and Renny runbled, “Holy cow”

Doc reached the stony refuge. Waves were breaking over his nen. He demanded, “All of you safe?”
“I wouldn't call it safe,” Long Tomsaid dryly. “We're all here, though.”

Doc said, “Wait five mnutes. Then swimout of the snoke.” He pointed. “Head in that direction.”
“Their boat is out there. We heard the notors.”

“Your job,” Doc said, “is to divert their attention while | clinb aboard by the stern.”

“All right,” Long Tomsaid. “But this won't be easy. Those guys have a regul ar navy here. | never
saw such efficiency.”

Doc asked, “ls there a | oose rock around here about the size of a man's head?”

“Plenty of them”

The bronze man put on one of the transparent hoods of Cellophanelike material which, pulled over
his head, was held tightly about his neck with elastic. Inside this, clanped between his teeth, he
pl aced a conpact breath-purifier of the artificial-lung type. It was not, of course, as efficient.
But it would keep himsupplied with oxygen for possibly ten minutes. He got his bearings, took the
rock and went under.

LOCATI NG the boat was nore a matter of patience than superhuman ability. The water was not deep.

He nerely spotted the dark hulk of the craft outlined on the water above, let go the stone, and swam
up cautiously to the stern. The propellers were notionless, two big dark bl ades.

He ran a hand over the hull. Rough with barnacles. The boat had been in the water a long tine.

Wth extreme care, hanging to the rudder, he got his head above the surface. No one above. He
reached upward. The rail was too far away.

He unlinbered the col | apsible grapple, attached to a silken cord of great strength. He al ways
carried the thing. He tossed the grapple, hooked it over the rail, waited to see that no one had
been al armed. Then he went down into the water again and waited.

There was a shout. Sudden rush fromthe propellers nearly threw himout of the water. He fought
the cord, managed to get hold of the rail.

They were crowded on the forward deck, except for two nen who were at the wheel and controls. The

| ast pair were anidships.

Forward, a man bel |l owed, “Get your hands up!”

Monk's voi ce answered. “Cone and get us. We're surrendering! The darn tide covered those rocks.”
The man who had bel | owed said, “Careful, men. This snells like a trick.”

Doc was on deck by that tine. He went forward. The boat was traveling fast now, making a w de
circle around the swimmng figures of Mnk and the others.

The bronze man hit the pair at the controls. He struck hard with a shoul der, sent one man
overboard. The other whirled, gasped, dodged the fist Doc sent at him He stepped backward, got out



of reach.

Doc knocked the engine throttles w de open. He put the port engine into reverse, the starboard
one full speed ahead. He put the wheel hard to port. The result was a hairpin turn by the boat.
Narrow beam of the craft had never been designed for such turns. It went over, not conpletely
capsi zing, but tipping fully half over, the starboard rail and half the cabin under. This happened
at near forty miles an hour, and the result was |ike an aval anche of stone as water came over the
bows. Everyone on deck was washed overboard, with the exception of one man, who got hold of a cleat.
Doc picked a cover off the binnacle and hurled it at that man, and the fellow slid over the side.
It was then no trouble to go back and pick up Monk, Ham Long Tom Renny and Johnny. The l|atter
imredi ately piled bel ow decks to see if there was anyone left there. There was a commoti on. Excited
voi ces. Doc listened to them

Long- bodi ed, bi g-worded Johnny put his head out of a conpanion and said, “A syzygy,

enphatically.”

Monk al so cane up from below. Mnk's face was bl ank with astoni shnent.

“A syzygy,” Monk said, “is probably the word for it.”

Johnny seened surprised that Monk shoul d know what such a word nmeant. “You know what it neans?”

he asked suspi ci ously.

“Syzygy,” Monk said, “is when one planet neets another, or sonething like that. Isn't that it?”
Johnny nodded.

Doc Savage said. “Wiat are you two tal king about?”

“A nmeeting of planets,” Mk explained. “The way that fellow Tottingham Strand fell up into the
sky, we supposed he woul d be floating around anong the stars, by now But he's back to earth!”
“You nmean he is on board?”

“He is tied to a bunk down bel ow,” Mnk said.

Chapter | X SYZYGY WAS NO GOOD

JOHNNY made anot her statenment. He used snall words, so he was very inpressed.

“There is also a girl,” he said.

“A princess,” Mnk corrected him “Such a regal creature as to nmake your heart go flop-flop.”
“Her name is Erica, she says,” Johnny added. “Erica Anbler-Hotts, she says.”

Doc Savage changed the subject by pointing upward. “That plane,” he said, “is comng down as if
it had a purpose.”

The plane was a yellow craft with two flat, fish-shaped floats and a | ean shark snout of a

wat er-cool ed notor. It cane down in a long falling dive, not steep enough to strip off the wings.
The wing slots were set, after the fashion of a dive bonber.

Monk said, “I don't like the way that thing acts.”

Doc Savage—he had turned the boat back to pick up the crew nenbers who had been dunped

over boar d—suddenly knocked the throttles w de open again and spun the wheel. He began to make snaky
S curves over the surface.

The pl ane changed course two or three tines, pulled out of its dive. There was a whistling, then
commotion and water and snoke clinbing into the air, and deep underwater noi se.

“Alittle closer,” Mnk said, “and there would really have been a syzygy.”

“Bonbs!” Johnny nuttered. “I'Il be superanul gamated! A regul ar dive bonber.”
“Navy type,” Doc said.

“What navy?”

“That would be hard to tell,” the bronze nan said.

Johnny rubbed his jaw thoughtfully.

“Nice m xture of events, wouldn't you say?” he remarked. “A man cones, Mnk tells nme, about a
green chest which was stolen fromhim He doesn't know what is in the chest because it belonged to a
friend naned Montgonery, for whom he was keeping it. Then the man falls up into the sky. Then a
green fog affects Doc, Mnk, Ham and Pat =

“Wait a minute!” Monk yelled. “Aren't you seeing the green fog?”

“Certainly not!” Johnny replied. “And now, a naval plane is dive-bonbing us. It's a little m xed
up, if you ask me. Some expl anations would help clear part of it.”

Monk col |l ared the gaunt geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st. “Are you seeing any fog?”

“Nol

Monk | ooked bl ank. “That's funny. | see a fog.”

Doc Savage had been watching the plane as it arched up and canme back agai n. Machi ne-gun bullets
began boiling the water as guns on its wings—two on each wi ng, two through the propeller—hung out
red tongues. Doc changed the course of the boat rapidly.

“CGet below,” he said sharply. “The decks are probably arnored.”

Monk and Johnny dived for the hatch. Doc yanked at a projection which proved to be what he

t hought it was—a steel shell which hinged up over the steersman's post, and would turn nmachi ne-gun
slugs and possibly the Iight-cannon shells with which nodern planes are equi pped.

Ham shout ed, “Doc, you want to put out a snoke screen?”

“Cood idea,” the bronze man said. H's voice was conposed, in contrast to the gnashing rip and



tear of nmachi ne-gun slugs, the shotgun-loud smash of a cannon shell that suddenly tore away deck
pl anki ng and exposed the silver shine of arnor plate bel ow

The boat put out snoke, and they noved around under it.

After a while, the night was dark enough to escape. The bronze man noted that the gas tanks were
well filled. He sent the boat toward the city.

MONK wat ched the lights of the Triborough Bridge nove overhead |ike a great nonocol ored rai nbow
on whi ch noved the | um nous patches of autonobile headlights. The boat notors were a runble like a
subway train underfoot, and two white ram horns of spray stood out fromthe bows and, now and then
grew, |longer or shorter.

Long Tom cane on deck. “You want to talk to the State police on the radio, Doc?”

The bronze man asked, “Did you give themthe story?”

“All but the silly parts,” Long Tomsaid. “l didn't nmention green chests, nen falling up, or
green fogs. | told themthere were sone foreign agents or sonething stirring up a nmess.”

“Were they caught?”

“Every one of them was gone by the tinme the police got there.”

“No cl ues?”

“Not yet. They are checking on the plane, have the roads bl ocked, and the coast guard is starting
to search all boats. Ham and Mnk furni shed descriptions of all those we had seen.”

Monk cane on deck in time to say, “The best description | gave was of that fake Monk. That sure
gets me. You woul dn't believe anyone could | ook so nmuch like nme.”

“You sure said sonmething there,” Hamtold him

“What you nean?”

“Looking like you is a feat | didn't think anyone could do.”

“Look,” Monk said bitterly, “I"'min no nood for that stuff you call wt.”

Renny put his head out to | ook at the breathless spectacle which was New York seen at night from
the river. They swung past the Sutton Place and Tudor City districts, high apartnent houses with
many |ighted w ndows.

“They won't talk,” Renny reported.

“Wi ch one?”

“Both of them” said Renny. “The girl clains she doesn't know anything. Tottingham Strand says he
can't imagine what it is all about.”

Doc Savage inquired quietly, “Is he sticking to the story about a nysterious green chest which a
friend gave himto keep?”
“That's his story, and he's stuck with it, if you ask me,” Renny runbled. “Personally, | don't

believe it any nmore than | believe storks bring little babies.”

Doc turned the boat in to a pier.

Surprised, Long Tom asked, “Aren't we going around to the warehouse?”

The “war ehouse” was an innocent lunp of a building on the Hudson side of Manhattan |sland, a
structure that bore the |egend “Hi dal go Tradi ng Conpany.” The interior had been converted into a
seapl ane hangar and boat house. A pneumatic man-carrying tube of Doc's desi gn—ene gadget which woul d
never becone popular with the public; a ride in the tube was about as soothing as a trip through a
forest on a skyrocket—ted directly to headquarters.

“No, we shall stay away fromthere,” Doc said. “It is probably being watched.”

“Not many peopl e know about it.”

Doc was silent a nmonent. “These nen we are fighting, whoever they are, know an incredible anpunt
about us. They knew enough to substitute two inpostors for Monk and Ham to gain access to our
headquarters at will.”

Long Tom s nouth jerked open, then closed. “Doc, isn't Pat at headquarters with the fake Han?
Doesn't that nean she may be in danger?”

“Pat,” the bronze man explained, “is in the same building, but on a different floor. In ny
apartment.”
“Apartment?” Long Tomsaid. “lI didn't know you had one there.”

“Nor did anyone el se,” Doc said. “So Pat probably is safe.”

PAT SAVAGE | ooked anyt hing but safe when they wal ked in on her. She was ghost-pale. “Have you got
smel ling salts or sonething?” she asked.

The idea of Pat needing snelling salts was startling.

“What happened?” Mnk demanded. “Did the fake Hamfall up, too?”

Pat shuddered. “He went down, if anything—the part of himthat left.”

“What —= Monk stared bl ankly.

“A button off his vest, | think it was,” Pat explained. She sank in a chair. “It was awful . |

t hought | was tough. | was the one who ate up excitenment. Wiew”

“Button?” Mnk asked.

Pat said, “He ate it, before the truth serumgot him That is, he began to feel the effects of
the serum and he ate the button. It was a hollow shell, and there was some powder—hem cal of sone



kind—n it. The man—the fal se Ham-bragged about it. He said it would keep hi munconsci ous for days,
so we could not get anything out of him You know, |ike spies do, and |li ke we have done on occasi on.
It's an old trick.”

“Poi son?” Doc Savage put in.

Pat nodded. “I don't think—+'m sure he did not knowit. That was horrible, wasn't it? Woever he
was wor ki ng for knew he would be in very desperate straits before he ever used that chemical-filled
button. It was nurder!”

Doc Savage gl anced at Erica Anbler-Hotts. She was as cool as creamin a refrigerator.

“l would like you to | ook at the body,” Doc told her.

She did not flinch. “lI don't mind,” she said.

She went into the other roomand glanced at the body on the floor. The man had gone through

nmotions in dying that had clawed up the rug and upset things. Erica Anbler-Hotts was not all cold
stone. She | ost color.

“l never saw him before,” she said. She turned quickly and wal ked out.

Doc brought in Tottingham Strand. The nan was conposed, but it was the conposure of a steel

spring tightened to its last turn. Mire than ever, the man was |like a tenpered blade, a fine cutting
instrument, inpersonal, always on his feet, like a cat. He went to the body and turned the face into
different positions.

“l have seen him” He straightened, |ooked at his hands distastefully, took out a handkerchi ef

and wiped them “This nman tried to kill ne a few days ago. He was in a car that sought to run ne
down. ”

Doc asked, “Did you go to the police about that?”

Strand shrugged. “l1 have explained to your associates why | did not go to the police with any of

this. My friend Montgonery—he |left ne the green chest—fequested me not to go to the police.”
“You nust have been willing to do a great deal for your friend Montgonery.” Doc's netallic eyes

were suddenly as still as hardened gol d.

Strand spread his hands. “l did not know what | was getting into.”
“And what did you get into?” Doc asked.

“That,” said Strand quickly, “is something | wish you would tell ne.”

“What part do you want nme to tell you?”

“Way men fall up,” Strand said.

Doc was silent.

Strand, after smling wyly, added, “And why Mss Anbler-Hotts was seized. They were going to
kill her. But first they were going to torture her to make her tell what she knew about ny actions
and what | knew and what | had done.”

Doc said, “You know, then, why they seized you?”

“Ng. "

Doc Savage's face was usually expressionless, but that did not nean he coul d not show enotion. He
di spl ayed feeling now. The feeling was profound skepticism |t was so plain that Strand coul d not
mss it. Strand flushed.

“My friend Montgomery got me into sonmething,” Strand said grimy. “I wish you would tell nme what
it is.”

WH LE Doc Savage was answering Strand's |ast statenment with silence, Monk and Ham cane into the
room Monk gestured skyward with a thunb, said, “Hamand | are going up to headquarters.”

“Be careful,” was all Doc Savage had to say.

It was a rare occasion when Doc gave a warning, so Monk and Ham were inpressed when they wal ked
out.

Doc Savage watched Strand for a while. Doc's face was now expressionl ess. Then he nade the | ow
trilling which was his peculiarity. The sound was al nost i naudi bl e.

“Strand,” he said, “there is a place for everything.”

Strand hal f-cl osed one eye. “So |'ve heard.”

“This is the place,” Doc said, “for the truth.”

The Englishman's face jerked into a mask, telling nothing except that he was on guard.

“Sorry,” he said.

“You have not told the truth.”

Strand wheeled stiffly. “Sorry,” he said. He wal ked out.

A nmonment |ater, there was a runble fromthe outer room Doc went to the door. Strand was trying
to |l eave, and Renny had his way barred, with big fists cocked. “Holy cow” Renny told him “You're
not just wal king out!”

“CGet out of nmy way,” Strand said coldly.

Renny | ooked at the steel expression of the man and said, “You don't neke ne shake in ny boots,
friend. Go back and sit down.”

Strand did sonething that was hard to do. He went back and took a chair and nade it seemthat he
had not been bluffed in the |east.

Later, Renny got Doc aside. “That fellow,” Renny nuttered, “is not soneone | would want to find



in adark alley, if he didn't like nme.”

Doc Savage nade no comment. He went to the tel ephone and dialed his headquarters upstairs, using
the unlisted number which woul d get a quick response.

Monk answered and said, “They have been in here, Doc. But they're gone. W've got the photographs
fromthe conceal ed canera that takes pictures of intruders. You want us to develop the fil n?”
“Bring the filmand devel opi ng chemi cals downstairs,” Doc directed. “And there are sone other
chemicals you can also bring. Better get a paper and pencil and nmake a list.”

The list of chem cals which Doc Savage naned was | ong and conplicated. He added a few pi eces of
equi prrent .

“It's a good thing you told ne to wite them down,” Monk said.

He and Ham soon appeared, heavily burdened. Ham patted his pocket. “Here're the filns. Want us to
use the bathroomor the kitchen?”

“Bat hroom” Doc Savage picked up the chenmicals and carried theminto the kitchen. He worked for
sone time, mxing and testing.

Monk cane in with a print which he had nade. “This is the best one,” he said. “Look here; we've
seen these guys. Sonme of themwere in the gang that we fought out on Long Island—part of the crew
that cornered us on that rock.”

Doc exami ned the print.

Then he | ooked at Monk and asked, “How is the green fog, Mnk?”

“Still see it,” Mnk said. “Renny and the others say it doesn't exist. But Pat and Hamand | sure
see it. W see a fog, and it's green.”
Ham had conme to | ean agai nst the door. “Doc, |'ve noticed a queer thing about this fog.”

“You mean that it seems to turn red at times?” Doc asked.

Ham stared. “How did you know?”

“Ever hear of santonin?” Doc asked.

Monk popped his pal ns together. “Blazes! For the love of little fishes!”

“You know what it is?” Ham demanded.

“Sure!” Mnk explained. “Geat grief! Doc, how did they adm nister it to us? Santonin. They
couldn't have done that!”

Doc Savage said, “The fact that we saw only green indicates they used either a devel oped form of
santonin, or a simlar conpound. It may have been a gas. |t probably was.”

“I'"m going back upstairs to see how they gave it to us!” Mnk yelled.

The horely chemi st burst out of the room

Ham shook his head. “I still don't know what this santonin stuff is.”

“A chem cal ,” Doc Savage explained. “It makes things appear all green or all red to its victins
for several days. It is a drug.”

Ham gave that deep thought. “Wy,” he asked, “did they do that?”

MONK cane bursting back into the apartnent with triunph all over his clock-stopping face. “It was
easy when | knew what to |ook for.”

“You found how t hey gave us that chem cal ?” Ham denmanded.

“DidI!" Mnk grinned. “How do you think?”

“Don't be cute, you |ummopx,” Ham advi sed.

“You renenber one of the very first things that happened to Doc when this thing began?” Monk
demanded.

“The green fog—=>

“No, no! Before that.”

“Doc was up at a hospital perform ng an operation nobody el se coul d perform=>

“Right after that,” Mnk said.

“Why, Doc had an accident. There was a fight. Sone stranger with a knife. The knife was knocked
out of the fellow s hand and struck Doc, cutting himslightly. But Doc wasn't even involved in
that.”

Monk grinned. “Renenber what Pat was doi ng when we found her at headquarters?”

“Bandagi ng her ankle.”

“\ihy 2"

“Cnh, some fellow on the street had ki cked her shin or something and ski nned—= Ham went silent.
Hi s eyes narrowed. “Wait a minute! That's a kind of a coincidence.”

Monk sai d, “Remenber what you and | did just before we began seeing the green fog?”

“We were in a fight.”

“Exactly,” Mnk said. “And no doubt that was when we got jabbed with a hypoderm c needl e
containing this advanced formof santonin.”

Ham | ooked di sgruntled. “You nean to tell ne the santonin was administered with the knife that
cut Doc, with a needle in the toe of somebody's shoe that skinned Pat's ankle, and to us during that
fight?”

“That,” Mnk said, “is howwe got it.”

“How did you find it out?”



Monk tapped his forehead. “By using what's in here.”

Ham snorted. “What's in there will never trouble Einstein.”

Ham sat down in a chair, rubbed his jaw and began to realize just how puzzled he was. He scow ed
at Monk. He did not like to discuss serious matters with Monk, because the inpulse to insult Mnk
was overwhel ming. Rather, it was a necessary act of self-preservation, for Monk would do plenty of
insulting hinmself if not held at bay in some fashion. Hamstrained his hair with his fingers.
“Doc,” he said. “Wiy did they give us that stuff—that santonin?”

“To make us think there was a green fog.”

“For what purpose?”

The bronze man's features were inscrutable. “It was part of an astoundingly clear and el aborate
plot.”

Ham s eyes flew wide. Wien Doc referred to a thing as astounding and el aborate, it neant a great
deal. One of the bronze man's habits were understatement. Ham had heard himcall an earthquake a
m nor trenor when the quake was strong enough to shake the hat off a man's head.

“Plot,” Hamsaid. “Plot, eh?” He was puzzled. “They gave us santonin. That nade us see a greenish
film because of what it did to our eyes. They nade us think it was a fog. | renmenber when Monk and
I were around that building—se net a fellow who asked us if there wasn't a green fog. That fellow
was one of their men. He was hel ping to make us think there was a fog.”

“But why?” Monk asked.

“To make it easier to deceive nme,” Doc explained, rather loudly. At |least, there was perceptibly
greater volume in his voice, although for no apparent reason.

Ham nodded. “I think | get it. They wanted to hanper your vision so you wouldn't recogni ze the
fake Ham and the fake Mnk. But they gave us the stuff, too, so that, when we were first with you,
it would be coomon. You'd think the fog was over-all.”

Doc said, “Yes, and they did not want ne to realize | was in a fake headquarters.”

Ham stared. “There was a phony headquarters, then?”

“An exact duplicate.”

Monk nmuttered, “That's a hard one to believe. | don't see how they duplicated it.”

“There have been weeks of patient effort behind this,” Doc Savage advised him

THE bronze man's voi ce was becom ng | ouder by degrees. The gradual increase in volume had not

gone unnoticed by Monk and Ham but they were nore or |ess excited over the fantastic evidence that
soneone had gone to the enornous pains of duplicating their headquarters exactly. They were now
doing as people will do when another lifts his voi ce—they were speaking with nore vol une,

t hensel ves.

Ham paused to rub his jaw reflectively.

“What,” he asked, “was the idea of the fooling us with the fake headquarters?”

“A psychol ogical trick.”

Ham frowned. “I don't see the psychology init.”

“The idea,” Doc explained, “was to nmake ne think | was safe in headquarters anmong friends—the

fake Monk and Hamwere to be the friends for that occasion—-and get ne tal king.”

Monk got into the conversation with a grunt.

“l can see how it mght have worked,” Mnk declared. “W always talk freely to each other. If Doc
thought he was with me, or if | thought | was with Doc, or with Ham+n other words, if we thought we
wer e together and nobody el se around, we might |et sonething slip. Sure, it'd work.”

Ham put in a skeptical snort. “If,” he said, “we knew anything to let slip.”

Monk forgot hinself and nodded agreenent with Ham

“That's right,” he said. “W don't have anything they woul d want.”

Doc Savage said quietly, “But we have.”

They stared at him “Huh?” Mnk said.

“Conpound Monk,” Doc said.

Ham Br ooks chuckl ed heartily. “Mnk is a conpound, all right,” he said. He glanced at Mnk. “A
conmpound of a missing |link and nobody could figure what else.”

Then Ham stopped speaking. His jaw fell. He had remenbered sonethi ng.

“Say!” he expl oded. “You nmean that stuff-—that chem cal stuff-—you devel oped a long tinme ago? |
remenber hearing sonebody say sonet hing about sonme new di scovery you had naned ' Conpound Mnk'; but
not hing nore was ever said about it, and it slipped ny mnd.”

Monk said, “I remenber that stuff. It was very sensitive to notion radiation. The absorption of
such radiation by its atons led to the ejection of three el ectrons, as against two-electron ejection
by so-call ed photoel ectric substances sensitive to light radiation.”

“Greek!” Ham said.

“It's not Greek, either,” Mk snapped. “It's a perfectly sinple thing. You' ve seen |light neters?
Phot ogr aphers use themto neasure light.”

“What,” asked Ham “has a light meter got to do with this affair?”

“Not hi ng.” Monk | ooked exasperated. “But | can take the perfectly sinple principle of the |ight
meter and explain it to you, and use that to illustrate Conpound Monk—



Doc Savage interrupted. There was even nore volunme in his voice now.

“The formula for Conmpound Monk is in the big safe upstairs,” he said. “We might get it, look it
over, and see if it would explain what the nystery is about.”

A nmonment | ater, Tottingham Strand appeared in the door.

“l can explain what it is all about,” he said.

RENNY, Long Tom Johnny, Pat and Erica Anbler-Hotts had evidently been |istening, because they
appeared behind Strand. Strand stepped aside, and they entered. Strand remained in the doorway.
Noting that, and realizing there was now no one between Strand and the outer door, Mnk arose and
sauntered past the man, then stood where he could shut off an escape attenpt.

“I't was because they were fools,” Strand said.

Doc nade a slight negative gesture. “On the contrary, they were clever.”

Strand showed his teeth with no hurmor. “They were trying to deceive ne—and failed.”

Doc said, after a nonent, “You are not naking yourself very clear.”

“They were going to let me escape and go to you for help.”

Doc Savage spoke quietly in Mayan, the tongue which he and his associates used for consultation
when they did not wish to be understood by others. He spoke to Monk. He told Mnk to cone back out
of the other roomand | eave the way free for Strand to take flight.

“What did you say?” Strand denanded.

Monk swal | owed his surprise, though fast, and said, “All right, Doc. I'Il go into the kitchen and
m x nore of that stuff to clear the green fog out of our eyes.”

The horely cheni st wal ked past Strand into the kitchen.

Strand was relieved. “The explanation of all that el aborate deceit was this, M. Savage. First,
they wanted you in a fake headquarters, where you were virtually a prisoner guarded by two of their

men. By two nen guarding you, |, of course, nean the fal se Monk and Ham”
Strand stared at them
He said, “lI was pernmitted to escape—er so they planned. | would go to you, they knew. And they

knew | would talk to you; tell you everything. The fake Monk and Ham woul d be present and overhear
all | told you.”

“Then,” Doc said, “our guess at the purpose of the green fog and the fake headquarters was
correct?”

“Yes. It was to get information out of you and ne.”

Doc asked, “They had reason for thinking you would try to reach ne?”

“Excel | ent reason.”

“What was it?”

Strand drew hinsel f up.

“l came to America fromEngland to see you,” he said. “They knew that.”

Monk's curiosity got so strong that he put his head out of the kitchen and denanded, “What did
they expect to |learn?”

“They wi shed to hear what | would tell you when | canme to see you,” said Tottingham Strand. “They
had the fake Monk and Ham pl anted for that purpose. But”-his face darkened, and his hands cl osed—
was too experienced for that gag. | saw through it at once. | told themso.”

Monk rather derisively, said, “You' re clever, huh?”

Strand smiled again, and it was |like a knife blade showing its steel.

“l was not fool enough for Savage to deceive ne,” he said.

Monk | ooked as if he had been sl apped. “Hey, what do you nmean?”

“l mean,” snapped Strand, “that | do not think Savage coul d have been decei ved by those men even
for a monment. Therefore, he was not deceived. Hence, he is working with them”

“Brother,” said Monk coldly, “words |ike those nay | ose you your teeth.”

“Savage has you duped,” Strand said coldly. “He did not want you to know he had sold out; so he
pul l ed that el aborate and inpossible yarn about a fake headquarters to deceive you. He did not want
me coming here. He wanted me away fromyou, but he knew | would expect to find sone of his
associates with him You and Ham Brooks are the nost prom nent. Therefore, Savage prepared a fake
Monk and a fake Ham for ne.”

Monk shook his head slowy.

“Man, you're as crazy as a box full of |oons,” he said.

Strand showed nost of his teeth.

“I"I'l just leave you with that thought,” he said.

Then Strand | eaped back, slammed the door and | ocked it. Sound of his feet went away fromthe
door fast.

Monk bounced forward, bellow ng, “He scrammred! | knew he was fixing to!”

Erica Anbler-Hotts stood with her hands pressed to her cheeks and nade an extrenely coherent

st at ement .

“Poor Tot Strand is so terrified by the magnitude of this thing,” she said, “that he has made a
frightful m stake.”



Chapter X. THE MONK COVPOUND

THE ei ghty-sixth floor of the m dtown building had been Doc Savage's headquarters since the

begi nning of his rather strange career of righting wongs and punishing evil-doers.

Fromtinme to time, he had nmade changes in the place, added gadgets and trick devices, until it
was a remarkabl e |l abyrinth of the unexpected.

There was, for exanple, the wall passages by which they could nove fromone roomto another and
wat ch through di sgui sed | oopholes. It was possible to nove fromthese to a |l ower floor, thence out
of the building by the regul ar el evator service.

Doc Savage wat ched Tot Strand crouch before the big safe in the reception roomand go through the
contents. Doc stood in a narrow passage and | ooked on through the glass eye of a large stuffed fish
whi ch hung on the wall.

Strand had found the safe open. He had |located a file marked: “Confidential Formulae.” There were
envelopes in this file, fat ones, each of which contained a notebook—a record of the experiments in
devel opi ng the formul a—and a package whi ch contained sanples of the forrmula itself, whenever the
stuff was not perishable.

Strand found a package, grunted |oudly.

He put his find in his pocket and fled the place. He was so nervous that he was perspiring.

Down in the | obby, he took a great deal of care to nake sure no one was waiting for him

This informati on was rel ayed to Doc Savage by Renny Renwi ck, who said, “He got off on the

mezzani ne floor. He's |ooking over the railing, scouting to see if the coast is clear.”

Renny was sitting in the | obby barber shop, which had huge gl ass wi ndows that offered a full view
of the | obby. Renny had seated hinself in a chair, lathered his face, and | eaned back. The barber,
who knew what was expected, had handed Renny a tel ephone when the latter gestured.

Doc said, “Tell me when he | eaves and what route he takes.”

“He's doing it, now,” Renny said. “The south door. He is going west.”

Doc directed, “Go back upstairs. Keep an eye on that girl, Erica Anbler-Hotts. She knows nore
about this than she has told us.”

“That will be a pleasure,” Renny said.
“l's Bob follow ng Strand?” Doc asked.
“Yes.”

Bob was Bob Gaston. He operated the newsstand in the south |obby of the building. Bob Gaston was

al so a product of the institution which Doc Savage and his associates referred to as the “college.”
The “coll ege” was located in a renpte section of upstate New York, and its purpose and even its

exi stence were unknown to the general public. The purpose of the “college” was the renovating of
crimnals by unusual nmethods. When Doc caught a chronic crook, he commtted the fellow to the place,
where the patient underwent a delicate brain operation at the hands of specialists trained by Doc
himself. As a result of the operation, all nenory of past was wi ped out. The patient was then
trained to hate crinme and taught a trade, after which he was “graduated” as a useful citizen. Bob
Gaston was such a graduate. Once a crimnal, he now bore no traces of it, no nore trace than he had
recol | ection.

BOB wat ched Tottingham Strand enter a snall apartment house in the Jackson Heights section. He
calmMy wal ked into the | obby, and entered the elevator with Strand. The place did not have a
doorman, and the front door was |eft carel essly unl ocked during the day.

Strand got out at the fifth floor. So did Bob. Strand entered Apartment 5C.

Bob went back downstairs, hurried to a drugstore, and tel ephoned Doc Savage. He tol d Doc where
Strand woul d be found.

“Watch the place and wait for me,” Doc said.

The bronze man's voi ce was pl eased, and Bob Gaston felt very good about the matter as he left the
drugstore and wal ked back toward the apartnent house. Bob understood vaguely that, in some way, he
owed a great debt to Doc Savage, although he did not know exactly what it was. Sonething to do with
his earlier life, he suspected. His past was a blank, largely. It did not bother him except that,
once or twice, he had met men who seenmed to know him but whom he did not recognize. Such nenories
as he had were only very vague stirrings, nothing tangible enough to shape into an actual

recol | ection.

Bob was perfectly satisfied. He operated the newsstand and cigar counter in the great skyscraper
whi ch contai ned Doc Savage's headquarters, and he nade a good living. He knew that he owed his
prosperity to Doc, so he was particularly anxious to please.

He now noticed a taxicab in front of the apartnent house. It had been there earlier, not exactly
in front of the place, but at a parking spot designated as set aside for cabs.

Ht by an idea, Bob approached the cab. “Care to rent this heap for a couple of hours, buddy?” he
asked. “Let me drive it, | nean.”

The taxi driver stared in astoni shnent. “Huh?”

“l would like to take over your cab for a while,” Bob expl ai ned.

The driver had a round punpkin of a head and snall eyes as gray as pencil erasers. “G wan
somewhere else,” he growed. “l got no tinme for stews.”



“l am not drunk,” Bob explained carefully. “l wish to hire your cab. | will pay you for it.”
“You think I'mcrazy?” countered the driver. “Hell, | don't know you. | own this cab nyself.
Think |'mgoing to turn it over to a stranger?”

This was a | ogical argunment. Bob chuckl ed. “Look,” he said, “would it nmake any difference if you
knew | was working for Doc Savage?”

The taxi driver seemed to junp an inch off his seat. “Savage?”

“Doc Savage,” Bob expl ained innocently. “I"'mon a job for him so your cab will be safe enough.”
The driver had trouble getting his chin up off his chest.

“You work for Doc Savage?” he asked.

Bob Gast on nodded.

“What you doi ng?” asked the driver.

“l'"mshadowi ng a man,” Bob said. “l want to use your cab to keep track of him So, driver, you
can see it is perfectly all right. Here, I'll give you ten dollars for the rental of your cab the
next hour.”

“Ten dollars!” The cab driver sounded utterly anazed. “Sure, pal. Here, let nme get out.” He
alighted fromthe cab. He renpved his cap. “Here, take ny cap.”

Bob reached for the cap and the driver used the bl ackjack he had managed to slip unobserved out

of his pocket; used it so hard that the leather split and small shot flew and bounced and scanpered
over the sidewal k 1ong after Bob Gaston was |ying notionless on his face.

W th uncanny abruptness, two nore men were beside the driver. “Wat happened, Joey?” one

demanded.

“This guy followed Strand to the place,” said the driver. “He came up and tried to hire ny cab to
trail Strand, the fool. He even told me he was working for Savage.”

“Hell, if Strand | eft Savage, that neans he's got what he cane after!” exploded the other.

“We better see about that,” said Joey.

There were nore than the three of them The others were conceal ed in the adjacent darkness. Joey
made a series of gestures with his arns—senaphore signal s—standing under the light in front of the
apart ment house.

“l told "emto stand by for trouble,” he said.

THEY went upstairs, using the stairway instead of the elevator, and clinbed warily. They did not
knock on Strand's door. Two of themsinply hit it together, and the third stood back with a gun.
It was not a well-nade apartnment house, and the door split, letting theminside. The nan who had
stood back was instantly inside with his gun.

Totti ngham Strand dropped a suitcase. Another suitcase stood on a chair, partially packed.

Joey said, “Cetting ready to | eave us, Tot?”

Strand stood very stiff with hands splayed against his legs. He trenbled slightly. Wen he spoke,
it was to nake low, guttural remarks that went into great detail about the debased nature of Joey's
ancestry.

Joey whitened and said, “Shut up!”

Then Joey went |ooking around the room He |ocated on a table a packet and noted its markings:
Conmpound Monk

“You got it!” he yelled. He bounced over in front of Strand, so excited that he drooled. “You got
it! You got what you cane all the way from England to get!”

Strand, who had conposed hinself coldly, said nothing.

Joey saw the expression. He chilled. “Wat you | ooking so snug about ?”

Strand indicated the package. “No good.”

“What ?”

“A plant. A fake. Just sonething Savage put in his safe for ne to find.”

Joey glared. “I don't believe it!”

Strand shrugged. “Ch, he sucked nme in properly. | fell for an old trick—ene of the oldest. He let

me escape and get this, that package. He even let a clue drop to where it was.”

Joey, suddenly frenzied, ripped open the package. He exam ned the contents, stuff which | ooked
sonewhat |ike quicksilver in a small glass bottle. It was heavy.

When Joey noticed how heavy the stuff was, he began getting pale. He dug a silver coin, a
quarter, out of his pocket, and uncorked the bottle, put sone of the contents on the coin. He
rubbed. The coin got a wet silver sheen.

“Mercury!” Joey bellowed. “Ordinary nercury!”

Strand shrugged. “lI told you it was just a bait.”

Joey' s eyebrows pulled together. “Yeah, | guess that explains why Savage's nman was fol |l ow ng
you."” He wheeled. “Get out of here,” he told his nen.

“What about me?” Strand asked.

“You go with us,” Joey advised him “And this tine, we'll see if we can't do a better job of
hol di ng you.”

THEY got down on the street with scared haste. Joey had rolled unfortunate Bob Gaston into the



cab. He rolled himout again. Bob was still unconscious. Joey got behind the wheel. H's two men and
Strand clinbed in the rear. Joey nade semaphore signals with his arnms, and they left.

They drove fast and cautiously, and in silence for a time. Then Strand spoke.

“Cot sone new hel pers, haven't you, Joey?” he asked.

Joey only grunted. Then he demanded, “What do you nean?”

“Earlier today. The two boats. The plane. Al those nmen going around giving each other snappy
sal utes.”

“What about ' en®”

“Rat her an augnented organi zation, | would say,” Strand remarked grimy.

“They work for ne,” Joey snapped. “Wat of it?”

“You and Stinky and the other two didn't have noney enough to hire such a collection.”

“You're nuts,” Joey said. “l got nore noney than you think.”

Strand showed his teeth unpleasantly, in the strange knife-blade way he coul d manage. “You have
an excess of brains,” he added. “An inpossible excess.”

JCEY drove into a stretch of deserted road, and watched the rearview mrror carefully. Only one
car followed. He blinked his headlights. The other car blinked its lights three times quickly, in
response, and Joey breathed easily again. They were his nen follow ng.

“What' s excessive about ny brains?” he denanded.

“You

didn't have the sense, Joey, to think up that rather fantastic, but shrewd, scheme to get Doc
Savage to a fake headquarters with a false Monk and Ham so that | would escape and go to them and
reveal —-you hoped—to your false Monk and Hamall | knew. And Doc Savage would, in turn, reveal all he
knew—you hoped.”

Joey grunted disgustedly.

Strand said, “You did not think that up, Joey.”

“l don't see why it didn't work,” Joey said.

“You could not put a thing like that over on Doc Savage,” Strand advised him

“Hell, it was fantastic enough to have worked,” Joey snapped. “They told ne Savage wouldn't fall
for anything ordinary, but this would be so wild he woul d=

Joey then caught hinmself and swal | owed unconfortably.

Strand gave a laugh with an edge. “So you do have a boss, now, Joey. Someone with brains.”

Joey said, “You're nuts!” unconvincingly.

Strand | eaned back and si ghed.

“Joey,” he said, “you have no inmmgination. You could have sold this thing for an enpire. And I
actually mean an enpire, a kingdom You could have been king of any one of a dozen countries you
coul d have named.” Strand | aughed. “Wat did you get? A hundred thousand dol | ars?”

“l got half a mi|—= Joey began indignantly, then caught hinself again.

There was genuine mrth of a cold, desperate kind in Strand's | augh.

“A ki ngdom you could have gotten, Joey,” he said. “You could have been king of England, perhaps.
How woul d you like that, you m serable gutter rat?”

Joey did not say anything. He was white.

Joey went to a deserted woodl and section, and got a portable radio out of a tree. He al so
produced a code book and began rather painfully a coded transm ssion that was supposed to sound |ike
an airplane pilot attenpting to contact a control airport. He got an answer, also ostensibly from an
airport, and worked frantically with a pencil, paper and a flashlight. Finally, he came back to the
car.

He was triunphant.

“We got a plan to get hold of Savage,” he said. “This time, it will work!”

“l's Savage supposed to fall for this one because it is so fantastic?” Strand asked w theringly.
Joey snorted. “This one is so sinple anybody would be taken in. W' re gonna work through sonebody
that Savage won't suspect in a mllion years.”

Strand said, “You do function well when you connect up with someone who has brains, don't you,
Joey?”

Joey snarled, “Pop that guy if he don't close his nmouth!”

One of the nen sl apped Strand.

Undi sturbed, Strand said, “You sold too cheap, Joey. A kingdom Think of it, you m serable dupe.”
Joey got in the car and drove on, but he had become pal e again.

Chapter XI. THE UNDERCOVER AGENT

DOC SAVAGE was quietly undisturbed with Bob Gaston. “It could happen to anyone, Bob,” he said.
Bob Gaston was miserable over his failure. “To anyone who has no sense whatever,” he decl ared.
“Mysel f, for exanple.”

“Forget it.”

“It's nice of you to say that,” Bob nmuttered. “But | nade a mi stake in blabbing too nuch to that
fellow | thought was a taxi driver. | guess being a detective isn't ny line of work.”



“How i s the newsstand goi ng?” Doc inquired

“Ch, fine,” Bob said. “I owe you so nmuch. That's what nakes ne feel particularly bad about

| ousing up the job you gave ne.”

Doc Savage |eft Bob Gaston at the newsstand in the |obby of the building. It was now | ate night

l ong past closing tinme, and the | obby was deserted except for scrubwonen and janitors. Doc rode an
el evator up to his apartnent

Monk and Pat and the others, including Erica Anbler-Hotts, net him The bronze nan expl ai ned
quietly that the enenmy had knocked Bob Gaston sensel ess and had apparently nmade off w th Totti ngham
St rand.

“There was nothing in Strand's apartnent to shed light on the nystery,” he finished, “except that
Strand rented the place only two weeks ago. There were stickers on his |uggage when he arrived
indicating he had come by steanship to South America, thence to New York by plane. The stickers had
been steaned off his luggage, indicating he did not want anyone to know about his recent arrival
The informati on about the stickers came fromthe superintendent of the apartnment house, who is a
travel bug.”

Bi g-fisted Renny spoke in Mayan, saying that he wanted to speak with Doc privately. The bronze

man noved into the bedroom Soneone had covered the body of the fake Hamw th a sheet

“Strand showed us one thing,” Renny said. “They are after the Conmpound Mnk, as we call it.”

“Was that what you wanted to di scuss?”

“No, not exactly.” Renny bl ocked out his big fists thoughtfully. “It's this Erica Anbler-Hotts.”
“What about her?”

“l don't place her in this,” Renny said. “She says she doesn't know a thing. But when Strand

cl eared out, she said sonmething about his being so terrified by the nagnitude of the affair that he
was making a terrible mstake. | ask you this: Doesn't that sound as if she knew sonethi ng?”

Doc Savage nodded slowy. “Did you question her about that?”

Renny snorted. “Yes,” he said. “And you can guess about how nuch she told ne. What the little boy
shot at. Nothing.”

The bronze man said, “W mght hear her story again.”

He returned to the outer room He took his tine opening a conversation with Erica Anbler-Hotts

as if he had no particular notive

“By the way,” he said, “how did you becone acquainted with Strand?”

Erica smled wyly. “Wth Tot? Ch, |'ve known the fellow for ages. H's father was ganetender on

nmy father's estate when | was so high.” She indicated sonmething an inch or two long with thunb and
forefinger. “We've plowed into each other at intervals ever since. Really nothing close between us
Just a gabbi ng acquai ntance, you m ght say—=*

“Can you tell us anything about Strand?” Doc asked idly.

“Nothing, I"'mafraid.”

“Nothing at all?”

“Not hi ng.”

Doc Savage picked up the tel ephone. “I want the transatlantic operator,” he said. “I amplacing a
call to Scotland Yard, in London.”

Erica Anbler-Hotts jerked up straight. “Just a minute. You calling about Tot?"

“Yes.”

“I'n that case,” Erica said, “lI had better tell you about himnyself. Rather you get the
informati on froma synpathetic source.”
Doc told the tel ephone operator, “Never mnd, cancel the call,” and hung up

Erica Anbler-Hotts took a deep breath
“Poor Tot Strand is wanted in England for nmurder!” she said

MONK dr opped an appl e he was peeling. Habeas Corpus, Mnk's runt hog, stooped up the apple and
scuttled into the kitchen, pursued by Haml's pet chinp, Chem stry.

Bl ank astoni shnent was all over Mnk's honely face. He said, “That's hard to believe. Strand is a
tough guy—+ could see that. But it seenmed to nme that it was a clean kind of toughness.”

Eri ca hal f nodded

“He is also wanted for treason!” she said

Monk nuttered, “Blazes!”

“Both of those crinmes,” Erica announced grinmy, “are punishable by the death penalty.”

Monk shook his head. “I still can't see himas that kind of a man.”

“Tot would like to hear you say that,” Erica said

Monk eyed her thoughtfully. “You seemto believe he is not guilty.”

“That's right.”

“What makes you think he isn't guilty?”

“l know Tot. That's jolly well enough for ne.”

Doc Savage entered the discussion again with a conpletely enotionl ess request. “Suppose you give
us the details about the nurder and treason charge agai nst Tottingham Strand,” he said. There was
sonet hi ng about the flat enotionl essness of his voice that conpelled an answer nore than a show of



agitated interest would have.

“Really, | can't give you the exact details,” Erica told him “But the way | understand it, Tot
was doing a spot of service for the war departnent. He was working with a man naned Coxwell.”
“What kind of work was Strand doing for the war ministry?” Doc asked.

Too quickly, Erica said, “lI do not know. Coxwell, the man who was working with Strand, went to
his superior officers and told themthat he suspected Strand of selling out the English governnent.
Coxwel | had no proof. He just suspected. He was a rather sleazy sort, this Coxwell chap was, and |
fancy the chaps in the war mnistry rather doubted his word.”

She paused to give dramatic effect to her next statenent.

“Coxwell was found killed in Strand's apartnment off Kensington,” she said. “Strand di sappeared.”
“When was that ?”

“Not quite six nonths ago.”

Doc Savage said, “Had you been in constant contact with himsince?”

“Ch, certainly not. |I had not seen himfor nonths. Not until a few days ago, in fact, when he
gave me a ring on the tel ephone.”

“Any particular reason for his calling you?”

“Not that | was able to learn.”

“Any reason,” Doc asked, “for you to go out with a mnurderer?”

She tightened visibly. “Really, | don't believe you think |I've told you the truth.”

Doc reached for the tel ephone.

Into the tel ephone, the bronze man said, “Transatlantic operator, please.”

TO the operator, Doc said, “I want to talk to Carl Mrenta, of the International Gane

Associ ation, Longacre Road, London, England.”

He listened for a few nonments.

“That is too bad,” he said. “Put the call through immediately after the wire is nade available.”
He hung up, and explained, “The wire is being used for mlitary matters. It will be turned back
to civilian use again in half an hour. There is nothing to do but wait.”

Erica Anbler-Hotts | eaned back in her chair. She took out a cigarette and lighted it. They had
not seen her snpoke before.

“Cigarette?” she asked Pat, and Pat shook her head.

Doc Savage spoke to Monk. He used the Mayan tongue, which only his associates understood.

“Gve this girl a chance to escape,” Doc said. “Answer ne in Mayan, as if we were holding a
conversation.”

“So you think she's been lying to us!” Mk said in an astoni shed voice, using the Mayan |ingo.
“That's good,” Doc told him “Now you will receive orders to | eave and performcertain duties.
Ignore the orders. Instead, followthis girl if she |eaves. W do not want any slips. She is our one
chance to get back in contact with the nystery.”

Pat Savage was not supposed to understand the Mayan |ingo.

She said in Mayan, “Wat am| to do, Doc?”

A flicker of astonishnment crossed the bronze nman's usually enotionless face. “Were did you | earn
t he | anguage, Pat?”

“Ch, | talked Monk into teaching it to nme,” she said.

Monk | ooked enbarrassed.

Doc said, “Mnk, take Ham and Johnny and visit your |aboratory downtown. Get together equipnent
that we mght need. Take it to the water-front hangar. Pat, you and Renny and Long Tom had better

get out and talk to the British consular officials. | want to know whether they have any inkling
about this nmystery. Better talk to them personally, to get results.”
Pat nodded. “If we started talking to them over the tel ephone about nmen falling up,” she said,

“fat lot of information we would get.”

They departed, |eaving Doc Savage alone with Erica Anbler-Hotts,

Doc told Erica, “I amwaiting for the tel ephone call to England to go through. The hal f-hour

delay will have el apsed shortly.”

She nodded. “Can | do anything to hel p?”

“You are not scared, are you?”

“l imagine so,” she said. “I have no inpulse to wing ny hands and npan, however.”

Doc asked, “Wbuld you be afraid to go downstairs and get sonething for ny associates to eat when
they get back? There is a delicatessen in the next block. You take the south side entrance and turn

right.”

The girl was expressionless, as enigmatic as the bronze man. “I would like to help,” she said.
“Cf course | will go.”

“Thank you.”

Erica Anbler-Hotts arose. “By the way, M. Savage, why do you think Tot Strand fled the way he

did? You recall he said he had cone all the way from England to see you, and it sounded as if he was
telling the truth.”

Doc faced the young wonan.



“Tottingham Strand got into our safe and seized a package marked ' Conpound Mnk',” the bronze nan
sai d.

Eri ca was shocked. She |owered her head, did things with her hands calculated to nake it seem she
was not concerned. She noved to the door.

“I will get the food,” she said.

She went out.

Five mi nutes passed. And ten. An hour finally, and a bit nore. Then the tel ephone rang. It was
Renny, with his big bull-in-a-box voice.

“She's scrammi ng,” Renny said. “Holy cow, Doc! She nmet three very snooth-I|ooki ng guys who
probably live on nails and sandpaper, and they're out at a private airport on Long Island. They're
warm ng up a plane.”

Doc asked, “Have you a portabl e radio?”

“Yes.”

“Keep in touch with nme,” the bronze man said. “And give nme the location of the airport.”

The tel ephone began ringing as soon as the bronze man put it down, and the operator said, “This
is the transatlantic operator. | amready with your call to London.”

Chapter X I. THE FLYI NG MAN

ANDREW BLODGETT MONK MAYFAI R and Theodore Marl ey Ham Brooks had been good-natured enenies since
they had known each other. The brand of good nature was hard to recogni ze. Strangers often yelled
for the police upon hearing themengaging in what was a mnor bit of persiflage, conparatively
speaki ng.

An hour before dawn the foll owi ng norning, they were crawl ing through brush with their two pets,
Habeas Corpus and Chemi stry.

They were discussing a small matter about which Monk was feeling injured.

“Thi s Conmpound Monk they're tal king about,” Mnk said grimy. “How come | didn't know the stuff
was naned after me?”

“l wouldn't know,” Ham said. “There are probably two or three things since the beginning of
creation that you don't know. O did that ever occur to you?”

“Don't try to be nasty,” Mnk advised. “l'm asking you a sinple question.”

“*Sinmpl e describes nost of your questions.”

“Why' d they nane that stuff Conmpound Monk?”

Ham began grinning, but the grin was |ost on Monk because of the darkness. However, when Ham
burst into snothered | aughter, Mnk realized the state of the dapper |awer's feelings.

“You shyster!” Mnk sounded bitter. “There's sonme gag connected to them nam ng that chem cal, or
whatever it is, after nme!”

“And how! " Ham chortl ed.

Monk thought of several bitter things he wished to say, and said none of them because they were
craw i ng through the runt bushes which fringed a beach. The sand was hard and gritty under their
hands.

“Imtate a |loon,” Ham said.

“You do it,” Monk snarled. “It should cone nore natural to you.”

Ham gave a passable inmtation of a loon's cry, got an answer, and they headed for the sound.
Shortly they came upon the others.

Bi g-fisted Renny said, “W began to think you two fell ows were never going to join us. Al the
others were here an hour ago.”

“Aw, Ham had to go past his club and get the proper clothes for the occasion,” Mnk grow ed.
“Does he figure he knows what the proper occasion wll be?” asked Renny.

“Fromthe size of his suitcase, | guess he prepared for an assortment of occasions,” Mnk said.
Doc Savage was soundl essly beside them He had come from the night somewhere.

Doc said, “The plane is preparing to take off. Erica Anbler-Hotts and her three conpani ons
apparently have been waiting for daylight.”

Renny runbled, “1'Il wake up Pat. She could sleep through the end of the world.”

He went over and tickled Pat's nose with a grass blade. She pronptly slapped him then tried to
go back to sleep.

“Wake up,” Renny advised. “W're about to start cutting oats around here.”

“They nmust be pretty wild,” Pat conplained, “if you have to sneak up on themin the dark this
way. "

DOC SAVAGE' S pl ane was the | arge experinental job which he had devel oped in transparent plastic.

Not that it was an invisible ship. Nothing of the kind. But the skin fabric was al nost as
transparent as glass, and sonme of the control cables were nmade of the sanme stuff, which was al nost
as tough as duralumn. The notor and the other solid parts were painted a dark col or above to bl end
with the earth, a light color belowto nerge with the sky.

Riding along in the experinental craft was sonewhat eerie, and did not please Monk. He picked his
way through the cabin with a ghastly expression.



“If there was a hole in the floor of this thing, you couldn't see it!” he conpl ai ned

Pat watched the ground. “At least it nakes sightseeing easy.”

That was true. At first, they had felt no need whatever for w ndows. This was one of the great
mlitary values of the transparent plastic; it would enable the occupants to watch for attacking
pl anes fromany direction. But as the flight had progressed, the inevitable oil vapor fromthe
nmotors had stained the plastic hull, hanpering vision

Renny pointed at the ground, runbled, “Nice country for a giant to wal k over.”

“He woul d sure stub his toe,” Pat agreed

It was the rugged coast above Maine, a snaggle-toothed coast line that was noted for its high
tides and brittle weather. The rocks were |ike black teeth, and, back inland, the earth had been
clawed by the weather into great ravines that stretched for miles.

Long Tom Roberts |owered a tel escope alnpst as long as his arm He rubbed his eye. “They're about
five thousand feet above us,” he said. “Just went through that rift in the clouds. They seemto know
where they're going.”

“I'nel uctabl e dial ecticism” Johnny renarked

“My, ny,” Pat said. “Two very nice words. Wat do they nean?”

“l think he nmeans it's obvious,” Long Tom said

“What's obvi ous? Where Erica Anbler-Hotts and her three friends are goi ng?”

“That's the idea.”

“What makes it so obvious, if | may ask?”

“They've flown a straight line ever since they left Long Island,” Long Tom poi nted out. “That
shows they know where they're going.”

Monk grabbed a seat, felt of the transparent cushions to nake sure they were solid, and sank on
them “Doc,” he said

“Yes?” called the bronze man. Doc was at the controls

“You ever get that call to London through?” Mnk asked

“Yes.”

“That Carl Mrenta you asked for—sn't that a nane you call to get hold of the head office of the
British arny intelligence service?” Mnk inquired

“Yes.”

“l was just wondering,” Mnk continued, “why you went to such pains to let Erica Anbler-Hotts
know you were calling Carl Morenta—>

Long Tom burst out in a how of astonishnent. “Down there!” he bellowed. He jabbed with his

tel escope. “Right north of that big ravine that runs down into the sea.”

Monk stared. “What the heck is it? You' ve got the tel escope.”

“It's a man,” Long Tom shout ed

Monk snorted. “Wat's so renmarkabl e about a man?”

“This one,” Long Tomsaid, “is falling up into the sky! If we keep going the way we are, we'l
pass right by him O he'll pass by us.”

Doc Savage said, “Cet on your parachutes. Quick!”

There was a rippling grimess in the bronze man's tone that was like cold ice against their
backs

GETTING into a parachute is not sonmething to be done in a hurry. There are two straps over the
shoul ders that snap together across the chest, and two nore that snap, one around each |eg. But
haste makes an inexplicable snarl out of the webbing straps. Renny started it off nicely by getting
the wong 'chute. There was only one on the plane that would fit him “Holy cow” he runbl ed

It did not help that they all tried to watch the man falling up. By now, they could see the nman
falling up with their unai ded eyes

Al so, they could see the plane ahead. The craft had turned suddenly, it appeared, and was com ng
back. It became nore prominent in the norning sky.

Monk said, “Looks as if they've seen the man falling up, and are coming back to investigate.”
He was wong. How wong, it was suddenly obvious when the other ship banked wildly.

“CGosh, looks as if they saw the man falling up, and are fleeing fromhim” Mnk said

Long Tom used his tel escope. “The man is falling toward them” he yelled

Ham said, “You're crazy. A man falls up. He Doesn't fall toward airplanes.”

“Don't call me crazy!” Long Tom snapped. “You get in the habit of that, talking to Monk. It'l
get you new skin on your nose if you aren't careful. And a nan does not fall up!”

Ham shrugged. “Well, yonder is one falling sonewhere.”

Doc Savage asked, “Can you distinguish the features of the nman who is falling up?”

Long Tom puckered an eye against the small end of the telescope. “Too far away,” he said. “He's
got his arnms and | egs spread out, stifflike.”

The next devel opnent they could all see with naked eyes

“I"I'l be superanual ganated!” said bi g-worded Johnny

The occupants of the distant plane were junping. Four figures in quick succession. Black forns
that fell down through the sky.



“At least, they aren't falling up,” Mnk said

They tunbled for a long way, alnost to the earth, before the parachutes opened. As a result, they
| anded cl ose together, conming down in a small clearing, the only one in nmiles, apparently.

The plane which they had deserted lifted its nose into a stall, fell off in a left spin and went
down and down after them

“Bl azes!” Renny runbl ed. He was pop-eyed. “The man who was falling up is now falling down.”

The figure did not fall downward for long. It seemed to follow the spinning plane a while. Then
it began dropping behind. It floated around idly. It started to fall up again. Then it changed
direction

“Holy cow” Renny booned. “Now, it's after us!”

Doc Savage spoke again, and there was nore crashing concern in his voice than had been there when
he had ordered themto put on the parachutes

“Junp!” he said

Stupefied, they watched the figure comng toward them It was traveling, they began to realize
with surprising speed

“Junp!” Doc Savage rapped. “Take to the parachutes. Do like the others did—fall to within a few
hundred feet of the ground before you pull your ripcords.”

DOC boost ed open the door, began shoving the others out into space. Pat was pal e when she went
out. She did not care nuch for parachute junping. Not that the others were enthusiastic about it
either. Monk and Hamcarried their pets. Each animal had a collar, and they had snapped these inside
the chest rings of their parachutes

They fell for a long distance, closely packed, only a few score of yards between them Then they
cracked open the 'chutes, had a few nonents to tug at shrouds to stop swaying and to direct their
descent slightly. Then they were busy getting out of the harness, ready to free thensel ves the
nmonent they hit ground, so that they would not be dragged

Doc ran in search of the others. He found Monk first. Monk was sitting on the ground, as pale as
anyone had ever seen him

“What happened?” Doc asked

“l aged fifty years in that junmp,” Mnk said weakly. “My hog got to kicking around and got a |leg
through the ripcord ring so that |I couldn't grab hold of it. | thought | was never going to crack
that 'chute.”

Ham cane up in time to hear that and snort. “Your 'chute opened ahead of anyone else's.”

Monk was too shaken to answer.

Doc Savage was watching the sky

The others | ooked upward al so. Suddenly, there was an expl osion, a sharp blast, although not a
terrific one. Distance took away sone of its force

What had happened was plain to the eye, but hard for a brain to accept. It was nanifestly

i mpossible. A man falling up was inpossible, to begin with. And the fact that a man falling up could
overtake a plane, plunge directly into the plane, and blowit to nore or |ess snall pieces—at |east
into such a condition that it fell helplessly toward earth—was even harder to accept rationally
Al of themwatched, with breath corked tightly in their lungs, for the same thing—a glinpse of
the man who had fallen up

They did not see him

They watched with eyes out and |lips getting dry and arns and | egs begi nning to ache from bei ng
held stiff, until parts of the plane, heavier parts such as notor assenbly, began striking the
ground

But no nman

“I't was the man that blew up!” Mnk breathed

Ham s expression becanme strange. Suddenly, he emtted a blurt of laughter. “Blurt” was the word;
the laughter cane out of himw thout his consciously authoring it. It had a silly sound, so asinine
that he caught his lips involuntarily.

Monk stared and asked, “VWat's the matter with you?”

Ham shook his head wordl essly. He was pale. The horrible jackass | augh he had made had gi ven him
a start. He was wondering if his mind had suddenly snapped, so that he was crazy

Pat said, “I know how it feels. | could nake a noise like that, too.”

Bi g-fi sted Renny Renwi ck nodded soberly. “It was the man bl owi ng up. That's what does it for ne.”
“Does what ?” Long Tom asked him

“Makes nme sure |I'mcrazy,” Renny said

Doc Savage said, “Do not let it worry you. There is a perfectly logical, if sonewhat unusual

expl anation.”

Renny runbl ed, “The only thing that would sound logical to ne is that a man did not fall up.”

A brisk twist of an enotion that probably was hunor appeared in the bronze man's eyes

“You can rest assured,” he said, “that a nman did not fall up.”

Chapter Xl I1. DECEIT



ERI CA AMBLER- HOTTS cal | ed: “M. Savage! Please don't answer nme. Don't |et them know where you
are!” She was to the right, sone distance away.

Her voice had a kind of vibrating terror.

“Cet away if you can!” she added loudly. “Get plenty of help! Call on the American government.
Tel ephone the naval intelligence departnment and tell them Morenta 72 told you to get help. Don't
forget that—Morenta 72.” Her tone got |ouder. “Repeat that nane to be sure—No, no, don't! They
m ght hear your voice and | ocate you. Please go!”

Monk said, “That girl sure sounds as if sonebody was trying to nake her eat a snake.”

The bronze man nade no audi bl e comment. But he gestured enphatically, indicating that he and his
men were to take cover and make no noi se.

They craw ed several yards. A wing fragment of their plane, the last to fall, hit the rocky ridge
to the south.

Ham caught Doc's eye and used the deaf-and-dunb finger |anguage to say, “l'mgoing to use
Chenistry to spot them”

Doc nodded.

Ham col | ared his pet, and proceeded to give several hand signals. The chi np—er runt ape, for

there was some scientific doubt about Chemi stry's ancestry-seenmed to understand.

Monk wat ched with no pleasure. He prided hinmself on the intelligence of his pet hog, Habeas

Corpus. But it had not occurred to himto teach Habeas to understand hand signals which could be
given silently.

Obeyi ng Ham s gestures, Chemistry took to the trees.

“Hunph!” Monk sai d.

They waited. The undergrowth, thick about them was drawn tight with a kind of uneasy stillness.
Not stillness, either. The sea was close by. The sound it nade was a sobbing one, rising and
falling, but it was always |oud enough to cover snmall noises around them

Finally, Chemi stry dropped silently out of a tree near them The chinp went to Ham danced up and
down, turned and took off the way he had come. He | ooked back with an al nost human appeal for them
to foll ow.

“Probably found a bird nest,” Mnk nuttered. “He sucks eggs, doesn't he?”

Doc Savage asked, “Ham will Chem stry guide ne al one?”

“Probably,” Ham admitted. “If you want to try it alone. But wouldn't it be safer if all of us—=
“You stay here,” Doc said. “Do not nobve, and do not neke any noise.”

The bronze man noved after the chinp. He went quietly, so silently that it was uncanny. The chi ef
of the Mk native tribe in the Arazon jungl es who had taught hi mwoodcraft woul d have been proud of
the way he nmerged with the undergrowth and shadows.

Cheni stry discovered that Doc al one was follow ng, and showed a spell of indecision over the
matter that woul d have enbarrassed Ham Doc repeated the gestures Ham had used. After he did it the
second tine, Chenmistry surrendered and went ahead.

ERI CA AMBLER- HOTTS was tal king to the nman called Stinky and the one who had pl ayed the part of

Monk in the green-fog-and-fake-headquarters trick. There were other nmen. There was Freddy, the taxi
driver who had been duped by Doc Savage into taking the bronze man from headquarters to the spot
where Monk and the others were besieged on Long Island. Freddy wore a white bandage around his jaw,
evidently part of repairs made necessary by the bl ow Doc Savage had struck.

Erica's three conpanions were there. Renny Renwi ck had described themas three very

snoot h-1 ooki ng gentl enen who probably lived on sandpaper and nails. That was right. They | ooked
exactly like that.

The three stood there, holding their hands in the air and | ooking |ike men who knew they were the
same as dead.

Erica was smiling. She talked animatedly with Stinky and the fake Monk and the others.

It was clear that Erica was engaged in sone kind of a double cross.

Doc Savage got the small tel escope out of his clothing and began to watch the girl's lips. He was

an excellent |ip-reader. Her English accent, in so far as it changed her |ip novenents, bothered him
slightly. But he was able to make out what she said.

H s face got grimas he listened. One of the three snpooth-Iooking men spoke angrily to Erica. She

sl apped the man. The fake Monk then knocked the fell ow down. Erica showed her teeth in a kind of
she-wol f smle that was utterly convincing—+f one wanted to be convinced that she was a very capabl e
t hi ng which headed for a goal about the sanme as a bullet after it |eaves an arny rifle.

WHEN Doc Savage rejoined Monk and the others, Ham junped and dropped his sword cane, which he had
managed sonehow to retain. The bronze man's reappearance was abrupt and silent. Chenistry dropped
out of a tree beside the bronze man.

Ham pointed at Chenmistry. “He find themfor you?”

“Very efficiently,” Doc replied. “How rmuch equi pnent have we on hand?”

Monk and the others immediately dug into their clothing. They brought to life what was, in total,
a startling assortment. It ranged from grenades—expl osive, snoke, gas, flashers for producing



morment ary blindness—+o several drums of cartridges for the supermachine pistols, gas
equi prent —rasks, suits—and various other gadgets.
Doc selected certain itens that surprised the others. Then he went away, silently as before.

IT was al nost an hour |ater when Doc Savage appeared unexpectedly in front of Erica Anbler-Hotts.
“Cn!” exclainmed the English girl.

She was al one.

Doc asked, “Were are your conpani ons?”

“They were captured,” she said, without hesitating at all. “Wiy didn't you flee after |I called to
you?”
The bronze man shrugged. “It seened senseless to get so close, then flee.”

“You think you are cl ose?”

He said, “This is one of the nost deserted sections of the country. A very good place for a
foreign power to land its agents and for themto headquarter.”

She seened startled. “You seemto know a great deal about this affair.”

“I't is clearing up, bit by bit.” He gestured. “Suppose we join ny nen and Pat.”

Eri ca nodded. Again her response was without hesitation. Doc indicated the direction they were to
take. They wal ked through the undergrowth, using care in noving bushes, |ooking for the quiet places
to put their feet. Monk and Renny were suddenly in front of themw th nmachine pistols.

“Holy cow” Renny said. “You were nmaking so much noise we thought it nust be soneone else.”

Erica showed surprise. “I thought we were being very quiet.” She |ooked around. “You are all

saf e?”

Renny nodded.

Pat frowned at Erica. “How are you, Mrenta 72?” she asked.

Erica stared at them “You already knew | was a British agent, didn't you?”

Pat said, “Doc seened to know it. He was going to call sonebody naned Morenta in England. Wat is
Morent a? A password?”

Eri ca shook her head.

“Morenta isn't exactly a password,” she said. “It is headquarters of a branch of English

espi onage service. There are various branches. The Mrentas are engaged primarily in devel oping or
securing war inventions. Each Morenta is a nunber rather than an individual. | happen to be Mrenta
72"

Doc Savage said, “Tottingham Strand was once Mrenta 7, was he not?”

Erica started. “How did you find that out?”

“l talked to Morenta 1 on the tel ephone after you fled,” Doc expl ai ned.

“l fled because | knew you were getting too close to the truth,” Erica frankly admtted. “Qur
orders are not to allow our identity or our missions to becone known to outsiders, under any
condi tions. You were beginning to discover the truth. | had no choice but to clear out.”

Doc said, “Mrenta headquarters nade that fairly clear. At |east, they surmi sed that nust be your
notive.”

Ham put in, “Mss Anbler-Hotts, you say Tottingham Strand used to be one of these Mrenta
agents?”

“Yes.”

“l told you what happened,” the girl said sharply. “A man named Coxwel| was found nurdered in
Strand's apartnment. And Strand di sappeared.”

“Who was Coxwel | ?”

“Anot her Mrenta,” Erica said.

Doc Savage put in, “Wiat was behind the nurder?”

“Didn't Mrenta 1 tell you?”

“No. "
“It's a long and bally involved story,” Erica said. “W can't stay here. They are all through the
woods. | think we can reach the spot where they keep their boat. | know where it is. Cone on, and
we'll straighten this out later.”

Doc Savage said, “Good, W will travel in single file. You and | and Long Tom and Monk will | ead.

The others will follow”

The girl seened dissatisfied. “How will they follow us? By keeping us in sight?”

Doc opened a snull case. It contained a chemical and a pair of rather bul ky goggl es.

“The chemical is not noticeable to the unaided eye,” he said. “But seen through these glasses, it
is abrilliant yellow W wll blaze the trail with the chem cal. The others will have the
spectacl es and can foll ow.”

(The gadgets and chem cal m xtures which Doc Savage enpl oys may seem unusual to the point of
being fantastic, but scientific investigation will show any reader that the bronze man i s ahead of
other scientists only in degree of devel opnent. Rarely does the bronze man use anythi ng which has
not already had | aboratory treatment. Because unscrupul ous individuals have been known to nake
crimnal use of such information, specific details and chem cal fornulae are purposely omtted.)
Erica swallowed. “You fellows have the darnedest gadgets,” she said.



Doc Savage, Monk, Long Tom and Erica noved forward. The girl led the way. Fromtinme to time, Doc
Savage nmade brief nmarks with the swab contained in the bottle of chem cal

Erica was confident, noving straight ahead, as if her destination was definitely in mnd. And it
was.

THE destination was several men with rifles. One of themwas the fake Monk. The cab driver called
Freddy was anot her

Freddy cocked his rifle, said, “One of you want to nake a noi se?”

Erica stanped a foot. “Quiet, you fool! H's aids are following us. Be still. They will appear in
a mnute.”

“CGood, " Freddy said

They waited. Waited a long time. And no one cane. Ham Pat, Renny and Johnny did not put in their
appear ance

Freddy grow ed, “He nust have got wi se.”

Erica snapped. “He couldn't have. He did not speak a word to the others, except to tell themto
follow. He did not even use that strange | anguage in which they occasionally converse.”

“Neverthel ess,” said Freddy, “sonething just nust have conme uncorked.”

Doc Savage, Monk and Long Tomwere |led forward. There was no path, exactly. But men had gone that
way before, frequently, always taking a slightly different route so that there would not be a trail

Chapter XIV. BATTLE STATI ONS SUBMERGED

THE trail |ed down to the sea, to a cove that was a cup in which green water churned and nade
sobbi ng noi ses anong the rocks

The boat in the cove was a sailing yacht, schooner rigged, not nore than forty feet over all
slightly less at the waterline. A fat old wonman of a hull, patched sails

SEAGRI D,

NEW YORK

That was what lettering on the stern of the old boat said. But it was tied out there in the cove
with lines that were too heavy.

They got into an old twelve-foot dinghy. The dinghy ferried themout to the schooner

Freddy ordered: “Take them bel ow,”

A man shoved Mnk. The honely chem st took a couple of steps, stopped, started to swing on the
man who had pushed him Then Mnk becanme nore interested in the construction of the boat. He stanped
a foot.

“Doc, there's sonething phony about this hooker,” he said. “It's nade of steel.”

He | eaned forward suddenly to ogle the sails

“Heck, these aren't sails!” he exploded. “They are nmade of steel and painted. Inmitations. That's
what they are!”

He got shoved again and was nenaced with a rifle nuzzle. They were pushed to a hatchway and
started down a | adder. The | adder had wooden rungs for six feet, where there was an opening in the
floor, then the rungs turned to steel, carrying themon down into the interior of the submarine

DOC, Monk and Long Tomwere | ocked in a steel conpartnent that was evidently the skipper's

cabi n.

Monk expressed his feelings by kicking the door

“I't 1ooks like we're mixed up in an international incident,” he conpl ai ned

“I'f you ask nme,” Long Tomsaid, “we fell for a woman's story.”

Doc said, “Do not be too concerned about it.”

They gaped at him “Doc, you don't nean you expected this to happen?”

“Sonmething like it,” the bronze man said. He was w thout expression

That was all they got out of Doc Savage, because he began to conment on the cl everness of the
submari ne di sguise. The imtation boat which had been constructed around the conning tower. The
bronze man seened to have an extensive know edge of the craft, because he nentioned the way it was
jointed, howit was fastened to the conning-tower structure so that, in an energency, it could be
jettisoned by nmechani cal neans. The entire craft was of steel, so cleverly fashioned that they had
not realized it was not a genuine yacht until after they were aboard it

“The periscope,” Doc explained, “is actually inside the mast. Presummbly, it is an accessory

peri scope and can be cast off when the false structure is rel eased

“The disguise is particularly effective,” he added, “because it gives the submarine a neans of

wor ki ng al ong the coast and enabling it to enter alnost any harbor which it would care to enter. The
underwat er surface of the subnmarine is painted so that only a close observer froman airplane woul d
notice anything peculiar. Then, froman airplane, it would only appear that the schooner was under
way, |eaving a wake. The boat structure is on the forward portion of the submarine, and the after
portion is painted white, nottled so that froma height it would |l ook Iike a wake being trailed by
the schooner.”

Monk was suspi ci ous by now.



“Doc, you seemto know a | ot about this sub,” he said.

Doc Savage dropped the subject of the submarine w thout making an answer. He selected a chair,

| ooked over the reading matter the cabin offered, and selected a copy of the “Atlantic Pilot,” the
government volune of information for masters of small coastw se vessels.

WHEN Pat, Ham and Long Tom were brought aboard, not nore than half an hour had gone by. The three
prisoners were marched past and crowded into a steel niche that passed for a cabin across the
corridor.

“How di d you get caught?” Mnk asked.

“Your blasted hog,” Hamsaid. “They trailed himto us.” Then, after Mnk had felt the shock, Ham
corrected: “They just had a piece of luck and caught us.”

“Where is Johnny?”

“They' re hunting him?” Ham expl ai ned.

“This gets no better fast,” Mnk nuttered.

Anot her forty-five minutes brought Erica Anbler-Hotts to the snall steel network which ventil ated
the steel door. She was sobbing.

“They will not let himgo,” she said.

Doc asked, “Let who go?”

“Poor Tot,” she said stiffly. “Tot Strand. They promised to free himif |I would trick you into a
trap.”

From across the steel hall, Pat said, “I like that bargain, sister. | hope | get ny hands on
you.”

Erica tightened. “Ch, it was dirty! But | thought you could take care of yourselves. And | wanted
poor Tot out of it.”

Pat snapped, “Wy should you think they woul d keep their word?”

“Why not?” Erica sounded baffled. “They have all of Tot's notes, his apparatus, his working

nmodel s. They even have the Conpound Mnk that Tot came to America to get.”

Doc Savage put in, “They do not have the Conmpound Monk. We nmisled Strand into thinking he had
taken it.”

“Then they lied to me,” Erica said mserably. “They told me they wanted nmerely to seize you and
hol d you prisoner so that you would not nolest themuntil they got back to Europe. But that wasn't
it; they wanted to force you to give up the Conpound Monk.”

A man cane down the corridor hurriedly, a sailor in the uniformof one of the warring nations.
“Ruhi g!'”

he yelled. “Quiet! Wat is this?”

Erica Anbler-Hotts whirled, said, “Get away fromme, you lying pig!” She had a wrench under her
arm and she suddenly tried to lay it against the sailor's head. He dodged, clutched the girl. She
crowded the sailor against the door of Doc's cell. Doc nanaged to get two fingers through the steel
grille, and clanped themon the sailor's arm It was not nmuch of a grip. The sailor began to scream
More sailors came, struggled and got the sailor |oose.

“Meine nmutter!”

he croaked. “He tore the flesh out of nmy arm”

A sailor shoved a pistol through the grille and fired five times. It was for effect. The effect
was inpressive. The bullets noved around |ike hornets, splashing |ead that was |ike driving red-hot
needl es.

The group spent the next fifteen mnutes hunting in their hides for particles of |ead.

“That | ooked inpressive,” Mnk said. “Wat kind of an act do you suppose it was?”

“No trick,” Doc said.

“Huh?”
“She told too nmuch of the truth that tinme,” Doc said.
Long Tom conpl ained, “l like this less and | ess. These cookies are nail-eaters fromway back.

When they go to work on us for information, it will not be any taffy pull.”

THE door of their cubicle had no inner |ock, so that when sailors came for them there was not
much they could do about it. They were led to the control room bel ow the conni ng tower. Another
group arrived shortly with Pat, Ham and Long Tom

The hatch was open above their heads. They coul d | ook straight up through it and see two or three
stars, notionless in an inky night. The night wind was |ike a perfune after the oil stench.

A tall, dark, handsone man faced them He said, “lI want information, bitte,” with a heavy accent.
“You will tell ne where is the other menber of your party. The one called Johnny.”

Monk said, “You want in on a little secret, brother?”

The man bowed politely. “Yes, of course.”

“We will tell you nothing,” Mnk said. “Not even the tinme of day.”

A half inch of red appeared above the handsome nan's collar. “You m sunderstood us,” he said. “W
wi sh no trouble with you.” H's face was wooden. “Were is Johnny?”

“Mster, trouble is what I'd like to have with you,” Mnk told him



The hal f inch of red becanme an inch, and the man suddenly popped his palns together, as if he was
summoni ng a waiter.

“Bring Strand,” he ordered.

He did not look irritated, but he must have been in a bad hunor, fromthe way the sailors junped.
Four of them doubl e-qui cked out. Wiile they were gone, no one said anything. They cane back with
St rand.

Totti ngham Strand had not been inproved by handling. One eye resenbled an apple that had been in
the hot sun too long. Skin was mssing fromhis knuckles. Among other m ssing things was a smle,
more skin, a shirt sleeve, and possibly a handful of hair, although it was hard to be positive about
the latter.

Monk told him “You look as if you and our friends here have had a conference.”

Strand said five words which expressed fully his opinion of his captors. Sone of the captors got
red necks. Pat smiled.

“Beg pardon,” Strand told Pat.

“I't's all right,” Pat told him “I was trying to think of sonething like that to say.”

Strand bowed slightly. “Thank you.”

He was cal m enough. His surface was ice. His eyes and his nuscles were |ike edged steel.

Doc Savage asked in a conversational tone, “They have everything but the Conmpound Mnk, have they
not ?”

Strand returned the bronze man's look with no visible enmotion. “Yes,” he said. “They have. But
then, they have had it for weeks. | was not aware of it until two days ago.”

“How di d you make the di scovery?” Doc asked.

The man cal l ed Freddy put in, “Shut up, you two—

“Let themtalk, please!” snapped the handsome man. Hs tone |left no doubt about who was boss
here.

“My friend Rod Bentley—the only real friend | had in the worl d—$found it out for me,” Strand told
Doc Savage. “He discovered they were conducting experinments in that green building in New York City.
We went there to investigate. | was cautious, and Rod was reckless. | would not go into the
building. He went in instead. They caught and killed him And when they killed him they
denonstrated that they had ny invention.”

Doc asked, “There was no green chest?”

Strand shook his head. “There was never one.”

“You told us a nan naned Montgonery gave you a green chest to keep,” Doc rem nded.

“l told you several things that were not quite true,” Strand said.

MONK put in disgustedly, “No green chest, no green fog, no sense to anything. Wat is this,
anyway? Did a man fall up or didn't he?”

Strand showed his teeth briefly. “A man did not fall up. Not at any tine.”

Monk started to say sonething el se, but caught Doc's eye. Monk went silent.

Doc asked, “Strand, you cane to Anerica to get the formula for Conpound Monk?”

“Correct.”

“I't is essential for the operation of your device?”

“Correct again.”

“How di d you expect to get the Conpound Monk?”

Strand's snmile was steel. “By stealth or by force. Any way | could.”

Doc said, “You did not think of trying a frank approach on the subject?”

Strand shrugged. “lI thought that out. It was no good. To get the fornmula, | would have to explain
things. You are too snmooth to be fooled. | tried to concoct some jimecrack invention that | could
use to make you think I needed the formula for sone innocent purpose. It was what you Anericans call
"no dice.' | knew | couldn't deceive you. So | wasn't trying.”

Doc said, “But others—these fellows we are mixed up with—went ahead and tried a trick.”

Strand nodded. “I guess you know what they did. They used that fake-headquarters gag, and the

phony Monk and Ham They thought you could be taken in, particularly after they used the stuff that
made the green fog effect in your eyes. They were after the fornmula, which they didn't have. They
were in the sane position as | nyself; they had ny invention, but it was usel ess w thout the key
secret, which you had devel oped, and which no one but yourself knew. O course, | didn't know at
first that they had ny invention.”

“You first found out your device was in their hands when?” Doc inquired.

“Two days ago,” Strand said.

“ How?”

“My friend Rod Bentley told ne.”

“That was the first tinme you realized?”

“Yes.”

Doc Savage was silent a nonent. During the interval, he made the small trilling which was his
peculiarity when disturbed. Monk and the others stared at him puzzled.

Doc inquired, “What were you going to do with the device in the end, Strand?”



Strand becane strangely white. “Wat do you think?”

“l do not believe,” Doc told him “that you were going to sell it.”

The whiteness went slowy out of Strand's face. He smled, and it was the first genuine smle any
of them had seen on his face.

“Thank you,” he said. “But you are wong, in a way. | wanted the device to nake a trade.”
“Trade?”

Strand asked stiffly, “You know ny record in Engl and?”

“You nmean the nmurder and treason charges?”

Strand di spl ayed his eyeteeth. “lI see you do know. Yes, that is it. | was going to try to trade
this gadget for freedomfromthe charge.”

“Trade it to the English governnent?”

Strand drew hinsel f erect. “Exactly.”

Qui ck and warm | ights of approval appeared briefly in the bronze man's strangely fl ake-gold eyes.
“Did you receive offers fromothers?” Doc indicated their captors. “Fromthese gentlenen, for

i nstance?”

Strand stared at the dark handsome nan, at Freddy, with contenpt. “You would not believe how nuch
they offered me,” he said.

Doc Savage sai d not hi ng.

After a while, Strand |lowered his eyes. “This nmay not matter,” he said. “But if | get out of
this, there will be no trade. | will give the thing to Arerica and England jointly.”

Doc said, “You nean that?”

Somet hing in the bronze man's voice startled the darkly handsone man. The fellow s hand nade a
flashing gesture, and held a gun. He held the weapon with nuzzle on the floor, said, “You had better
lift your hands, M. Savage.”

Doc did not nove.

“Schnel I'1”

the man snapped. “Quickly! Your hands!”

Doc put up his arms, and his hands touched an |-beam which conprised one of the submarine ribs.
Only Ham was wat ching the bronze man closely, and he saw what none of the others had noticed—a small
gl obul e, not larger than a pigeon egg, fastened to the side of the beamw th a strip of adhesive
tape. Ham saw Doc pluck the object |oose.

Observing the bronze man get hold of the gadget in such a fashion, Ham understood sonet hing.

He becane positive that Doc had been aboard the subnarine earlier in the day.

Ham shut his eyes tightly. He knew what was conming, was prepared for it. Even then, with his eyes
shut and his nerves steel ed, he got a shock.

The obj ect was a flash grenade. Tiny as the thing was, it gave off a conpletely blinding |ight.
Actually, what it emanated was nore than |ight. The chemi cal contents burned in such a fashion that
they emtted rays of a wave length extrenely shocking to the optic nerves. The effect was sonething
li ke |1 ooking at an arc-welding flame for a period of time, except that it was created in a fraction
of a mnute.

Foll owing the flash, a man screaned and a pistol exploded. Feet pounded up the steel

conpani onway. They got the hatch cl osed.

“Crash dive!” shouted the dark, good-1ooking man. He repeated the order in his native tongue.
There was fighting. Monk was one of the battlers. Mnk's warfare was al ways noisy. A pair of
fists were making big noises, which was probably Renny. The place began to fill with sailors who
were not blinded.

The submari ne began sinking under their feet, runbling a little, water displacing air in the

t anks.

Doc said loudly, “Mnk, Renny-stop fighting! W have no chance of breaking out of here!”

“Holy cowl ” Renny conpl ai ned.

But they stopped.

Chapter XV. THE WARSHI P

THE bronze man's next statenent made Renny feel better.

Doc said, “Comnmander, you will surrender to us inmediately.”

The dark man junped. He said several things which were not conplinmentary and which expressed his
personal feelings thoroughly.

Doc said, “Very well.”

“Was nun?”

the man snapped. “What do you nean—very well?”

“You mght,” Doc said, “put a man on your underwater sonic apparatus.”

The dark man swore and yelled at a sailor. The underwater sonic equi prent was part of all warship
equi prent. In the present nodern form it was a nost efficient device for locating a ship by sound
of its engines and propellers.

The sailor made an excited report. “A vessel,” he said. “Very near, sir.”

“What type?”



The |istener-operator seermed puzzl ed.

An expert trained for the job could identify craft—tell destroyer fromcruiser, freighter from
battl eshi p—by the difference in sound.

“Rather difficult to identify, sir,” he reported.

“What is it?” yelled the commander.

Suddenly nervous, the listener said, “It is a strange type of vessel, sir.”

Doc Savage spoke again. Hs voice had vol ume enough to cut through the excitenent and a calm
power that was convincing.

“Tune your radio to the navy band,” he directed.

The commander stared, whirled and gave an order to that effect. The radio room for convenience,
adj oi ned the control conpartnent. The operator cut in a |oud-speaker, fromwhich a brisk voice cang,
saying, “Crew 7, how are you comng with those mnes across the cove entrance?”

The radio clicked off, came on again, and another voice, very muffled, said, “W are on the
fourth row, lieutenant. A fish could hardly get out of that cove now, much | ess a submarine.”
“Cood,” said the first voice. “Send one of the light boats into the cove and put down a small
depth charge.”

There was a short wait. Then the |listener reported, “A boat seems to be comng closer, sir. | do
not identify its notor. It has a strange sound.”

He hardly finished when there was a thunping jar. The subnarine rolled violently, tunbling people
off their feet. Mink took occasion to land a hard blow on a sailor's square jaw. Another sailor
instantly nmenaced the honely chemist with a pistol.

Ham suddenly pale, warned, “They'll shoot you, Mnk!”

The radio said, “Hello, the submarine. We geht es | hnen? How are you?”

There was deathly stillness. Somewhere, a thin streamof water was snarling through a sprung
seam

“Hell o, the submarine,” said the radio voice. “You better answer us if you know what is good for

you.”
There was another silence, and it was pretty bad.
Doc Savage said, “I suggest you answer. At this close range, your radio will function.”

The commander swore. He sounded as if something had hold of his throat.

The radio said, “Light boat, put down another snmall depth charge.”

They were prepared for the blast that cane, but it was bad anyway. The subnmarine rolled, jarred.
The backrush of water into the vacuumcreated by the blast nade a suction that lifted the

conni ng-tower hatch, and a sheet of spray knifed in and drenched them It shut off in an instant,
but everyone dodged wildly.

The radio said renorselessly, “Hello, submarine!”

More silence. And a sailor made the sounds of a small duck as he breat hed.

Fromthe radio: “All right. W won't fool with themany nore. Boats 5 and 9. Get in there with
heavy depth charges. Blow all the water out of that cove.”

Wth a face conpletely drained of everything including expression, the submarine comuander
stepped to the radi o-room door.

“Tell them we surrender,” he said.

The radi o operator relayed the information, having difficulty with his English.

The radio, in great relief, said, “I'll be superanal gamated!”

DOC SAVAGE hit the control panel as Renny got a sailor by the neck and bell owed, “Holy cow He
gave it away!” Mnk, for once was a little slow getting into a fight. The honely chem st had known
it was Johnny up there sonmewhere, but he had not expected Johnny in his excitement to use a big word
and give away the deception. He was caught by surprise. Johnny usually did not make mi stakes in a
crisis.

The ot hers—Ham and Long Tom and Pat —oi ned the fight. Renny slamred his victimagainst a

bul khead. He went on in a rush for the engine room D stances were short inside the submarine. He
got to the engine room Being an engineer, Renny knew the intricacies of a submarine. He knew that,
if they could blow the air supply out of the tanks, the submarine would not dare submerge again.
Because, w thout conpressed air, it could not expel water fromthe tanks to rise again. He worked
val ves, at the sane tine shouting at astonished engineers that they were prisoners.

At the control-roomval ves and | evers, Doc Savage did the same thing Renny was attenpting—bl ew
the tanks and brought the submarine to the surface |like a cork.

They coul d hear the rush and roar as the sub broke surface.

“I't is a trick!” screamed the commander. “Down again! Quickly!”

But there was no trick about the sudden rending blast fromthe bow section. Nothing fal se about
the stream of water that flooded through a gapi ng aperture.

Johnny had put a hi gh-expl osi ve grenade agai nst the bow of the subnmarine as soon as it canme out

of the water.

Doc said loudly, “Get overboard. The boat is going to sink.” He repeated it in the |anguage the
sail ors spoke, for effect.



The fighting broke up in an anxious rush for the conning-tower hatch. Mnk and Doc fought side by
side, with fists.

“Strand, can you sw n?” Doc demanded.

“Excellently,” Strand said. He was cool again. “So can Mss Anbler-Hotts.”

“The north shore of the inlet,” Doc said.

“Right-o0.” Strand took Erica's arm started her up the conpanion stairs. He followed.

There was no actual fighting now, only struggle to get out. Water conming in the rent bow was |ike
roaring thunder. Doc Savage backed his men to the |adder. They clinbed, Pat first, then Ham and
Renny and Monk and Long Tom Doc followed them kicking off clutching hands.

“The north shore,” he said.

As they swam away they could hear the commander bellowing to his nen to head for the south shore.
Johnny was standing in the shallow water, holding a | ong paddle affair and a notched stick with
whi ch he had been inmitating the underwater sound of a boat.

Monk scranbl ed out beside himand said, “Those big words of yours danged near upset the cart.”
“I'"I'l be superanual gamat ed!” Johnny gasped. “Wat happened? What went wong? | imtated boats,
used the radi o and threw hand grenades into the water near the submarine, just as Doc had pl anned.
What went w ong?”

Monk said, “A word.”

“Eh?”

“That ' superanal gamated.'"“

“l do not,” said Johnny, “conprehend.”

“You were imtating a navy in first-class style,” Mnk told him “In fact, you were a regul ar
war ship all by yourself. Then you got excited and used that word.”

“I—= Johnny groaned. “l did, didn't 1? It slipped out. 1I'll be superanal ganat ed!”

“The word,” Monk assured him “expresses what danged near happened to us.”

Soneone took a shot at themw th a sidearm They craw ed away. Rocks shoved up around them heavy
cover. They took shelter.

Doc tasked, “Did you contact the coast guard by radi o, Johnny?”

Johnny was gl oony. “Yes, they will be here shortly.”

Erica Anbler-Hotts put a hand on Doc's arm “It looks as if you pulled a trick of your own.”

Ham tol d her, “Doc saw you getting the ultimatumto turn himin to save Strand's life. He can
read lips. He knew you agreed. So he hatched a schene.”

Erica was silent a nonent. “The subnmarine was nentioned in that conversation. The fact that the
supposed sailing craft in the cove was really the sub.”

“Right,” Mnk told her. “So Doc went aboard.”

Eri ca gasped. “lI do not see how he could do that,” She turned to Doc. “How did you manage?”

Doc said, “It was luck, largely. The guard on the forward deck mistook ny voice for that of the
man they called Freddy. | went bel ow and made a tour of the vessel, managing to plant various
gadgets.”

“You put the flash grenade—+ guess you call it that—en the control-room ceiling, then?”

“Yes,” Doc admitted. “However, there were other gadgets conceal ed at various vantage points. W
had the submarine well prepared for a fight when we pernitted ourselves to be seized and taken
aboard.”

Ham added sonet hing el se. “The subnmarine couldn't have left the cove, anyway.”

Ast oni shed, Erica demanded, “Wy not?”

“Doc jammed the steering mechani sm when he was aboard.”

The beam of a searchlight appeared like a white needl e out of the sea, and Ham said, “That nust
be the coast guard.”

VWi ch was a good guess.

Chapter XVI. THE FRI END

SUNLI GHT sl anted agai nst the panes of Doc Savage's skyscraper |aboratory and was cut into thin

bri ght sheets by the Venetian blinds. Rooftops were a forest bel ow the w ndows, and out beyond, the
vista was lost in a blue haze of incipient fog.

Doc Savage wat ched Totti ngham Strand without enotion. “You are sure, Strand, that you wish to

give this thing to the Arerican and British governments jointly.”

“Right,” Strand said. Much of the steel was gone from Strand's manner, as if something bitter had
been taken out of his existence.

“You understand this is no trade. It will not affect the nmurder and treason charges which are
agai nst you.”
Strand nodded. “I understand that fully.”

Pat cane into the room She was |ooking pleased with herself and, in the frock she was weari ng,
she was sonething to nake men wal k into | anp-posts.

Pat indicated the roof. “Those generals and other officers are ready for the denonstration,” she
sai d.

Doc Savage nodded.



Erica Anbler-Hotts junped to her feet. She took Strand's hand. “Tot, |'mglad you did this,” she
sai d.

Strand's eyes fell. “I'"mnot proud,” he nmuttered. “| should have done it in the first place. It
makes me no happi er, because |I know exactly why | didn't. | was |ooking out for nyself. | wanted to
trade the thing for ny freedom’

Erica said, “You were always an efficient fellow, Tot.”

“Sure,” Strand agreed wyly. “And see what it got me?”

Erica smled. “It is getting Anerica and England an anmazi ng war weapon. You are giving it to them
voluntarily, Tot. Nothing can take that from you. You have not only a great inventive mnd, Tot. You
have a heart.”

She ki ssed Strand then, and nobody was surprised. Her tone had said that was exactly what she was
going to do

Strand's reaction was a little nore surprising. He seened to tighten fromhead to toes, then give
way. Hi s arms went about Erica, and he buried his face against her hair. They saw that there were
tears in his eyes

Ham | ooked on, utterly disgusted. He knew | ove when he saw it. What disgusted himwas the fact
that he had been giving Erica sone admring attention hinself

Monk shoved open the reception-room door w thout knocking, |ooked at the embraced coupl e
grimaced, said, “Anybody want to | ook at what the coast guard caught?”

Strand and Erica canme apart, wheel ed

Monk said, “I only brought one. The coast guard caught npst of them But this was the really
interesting specinen.”

Monk shoved a man into the room a man who sonehow resenbl ed a whi pped bull pup

“Rod Bentley!” gasped Strand

Rod Bentl ey said nothing. There seened to be nothing he could say. The handcuffs on his wists
wer e expl anation enough of his present status

Strand said finally, “I |ooked on you as the best friend | ever had.” He |aughed. It was not

pl easant. “You made a fool of ne in the greatest way.”

Rod Bentl ey stared at space

Strand said, “Rod, you were an eneny agent?”

Bentley curled his lips slightly. “I amnot English. | amproud of it.”

Monk said, “Bentley was kind enough to explain why he di sappeared so that you woul d think he was
dead. He had the idea Mss Anbler-Hotts had gotten wise to the fact that he was not what he seened.”
“l did suspect,” Erica said. “lI never told Tot, because no one could have nade hi mbelieve. That
incidentally, is why | was seized by the agents here in the city after Tot called on ne.”

Strand seened beyond words

Doc Savage produced a packet of papers bound with a rubber band. “This seens to be an appropriate
time for these.” He tossed the packet on the table. “Your pardon, Strand.”

Strand nodded sl owy. “Pardon?”

Doc nodded at the documents. “The orders Rod Bentley received over a period of two years. He kept
them They were on the submarine. | found them when |I went over the craft before we faked the
capture and were brought aboard.”

Strand | ooked at the papers as if they were gold. “Wat do you nean by the word ' Pardon'?”

Doc said, “Rod Bentley rigged the nurder of which you are accused. His orders there will show
that. He planted the suspicion of Coxwell, the man you killed. He planted suspicion of you al so
Then he told Coxwell you were framing him and egged Coxwell into attacking you. He warned you, and
you killed Coxwell when he cane.”

Strand shut his eyes tightly. “So that is how it happened.”

Doc added, “They wanted you to be an outlaw. It would give thema chance to buy your
contraption.”

Strand's nod was slow. “Yes, | can see, now,”

Pat said, “They're about ready on the roof.”

THE t hi ng was about seven feet high and fatter than a nman because it was full of gas. It |ooked
somewhat |ike a man, too, because there were four distended |inbs that somewhat resenbled arms and
legs. On the ends of these projections were the devices that nade the thing so uncanny.

The assenbl ed arny officers, United States and British, watched with interest

Totti ngham Strand told them “The device really has two vital parts. First is the gas, which is
lighter than air and highly explosive. Thus, | get both lift and expl osive viol ence in one
operation.”

“What,” asked an officer, “makes it go fast enough to overtake a pl ane?”

“The rocket principle,” Strand said

“Athing as light as that could not carry enough rocket fuel to push it around over the sky unti
it found a plane,” said the officer

Strand nodded agreenent. “The rocket fuel will drive it only a mle or two. As a matter of fact
it cannot overtake a fast plane. But it can neet one.”



He stepped over and slashed a cord which held the unusual nanlike gadget to the roof. The thing
i mredi atel y began ri sing.
“A man falling up,” Renny runbled. “Holy cow”

Strand said, “Watch. It will rise slowy to five thousand feet, when the built-in altimeter wll
automatically armthe detonator device. The thing thereafter will be expl osive upon contact.
Sonmewhat |ike an ordinary mne.”

The arnmy man said, “It hits a plane and expl odes. W understand that.”

“Righto.” Strand smled. “The altinmeter keeps it frombeing effective below five thousand feet.
Your own planes can fly under it with perfect safety.”

“Wn't it chase then®?”

“No. The pursuit device cuts in at the sane tine the detonators are arned.”

“Then this altimeter arrangenment will keep it fromrushing at objects on earth?”

“Yes,” Strand said.

“But it will chase any noving thing in the sky?”

“Not any noving thing,” Strand corrected. “Only very hot objects, such as airplane notors giving
of f heat and novenent.”

The arnmy man grunted. “WII| you explain that fully?”

Strand hesitated, then turned to Doc Savage. “M. Savage, would you attenpt that? | amafraid |
can not go into the details wi thout beconming too technical.”

Doc Savage nodded quietly. “You gentlenen,” he told the arny nen, “are famliar with the ordinary
photoel ectric cell which is in light neters.”

“I"ve got one for ny canera,” admitted an officer. “It registers light. That's all | know about
it.”

Doc nodded again. “The device in M. Strand's apparatus is simlar in principle,” he said. “The
photoel ectric cell is conposed of a conpound whi ch, upon the absorption of nobtion, ejects two

el ectrons. This conmpound differs in that the absorption of notion and heat by its atonms |eads to the
ejection of three electrons.”

The officer pondered. “I take it that one of the arms which is nearest a plane notor picks up
this radiation, and that sets off the rocket affair so as to drive the thing in that direction. That
it?”

“That,” Doc said, “is exactly it.”

“What is this conpound?”

“I't is called Conpound Monk.”

Ham poi nted upward. “The thing is after a plane now,” he said.

Strand watched placidly. “There is no need for alarm” he said. “The pilot of the plane
understands that the gas will not expl ode because the detonators have been renoved.”

They watched the device strike the arnmy plane in the sky. The pilot shut off his notors before
the collision occurred, so that no harmwas done. The pl ane began to spiral slowy toward Fl oyd
Bennett Airport. They saw the crew reach out with hooks attached to poles and gather the device into
t he ship.

“Holy cow” Renny nuttered.

LATER, Monk got Doc aside. Monk was perturbed.

“Who naned that stuff Conpound Monk?” he demanded. “How conme | never knew about this?”

The bronze man smiled slightly. A display of enption was rare with him “It seened a good idea at
the time,” he said.

“l don't get it,” Monk grow ed.

Pat overheard and | aughed. “I thought it was a perfect nane,” she said. “This conpound is very
sensitive to the presence of novement and warnth. |t chases novenment and warnth. Everyone knows that
you chase after any pretty girl who happens along. Both you and Conpound Monk chase hot nunbers. Get
it?”

Monk didn't like getting it.

“l can see that was one of Hams ideas,” he grow ed. “Were is that shyster? I'll make a conpound
out of him”

DOC Savage sat at a dinner in a restaurant with Monk and a friend.

The girl appeared and wal ked directly to their table. She was very pretty. She was a stranger.
She seened to know what she was doi ng.

She carried a small soft purse and she jamed this agai nst Doc Savage's left side bel ow the
shoul der bl ade and squeezed.

Then she opened the purse, took out the hypo needl e which she had just enptied into Doc Savage's
back and placed it on the table in front of them

“You naturally know what that is,” she said. “However, it mght be interesting if you al so knew
it was—was, mnd you—filled with gerns.”

Doc Savage contenplated the girl.

“What,” he asked, “do | do now?”



“You help nme,” the girl said. “lI need your help. | had to have it; so | used those gerns on you.
You' ve now got to do sonething about those gerns, and you can't do anything about them wi thout
hel ping ne. Get the idea?”

“This seens a little strange,” Doc said.

“You haven't seen anything yet,” the girl said. “Vait until you find out about the three wild
men.”

The remai nder of this affair of “The Three Wld Men” is related in the issue of Doc Savage
magazi ne on sal e next nonth.

THE END



