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Chapter |. THE MAN WHO VANI SHED
THE Anerican public gets many of its ideas about what is going on, fromthe newspapers
Newspaper s sonetines neke m stakes, so the public, on occasion, fails entirely to get the true
significance of things that are happening. It was thus in the Jethro Mandebran case
Maybe it was just as well that the public did not catch on to the true significance of the Jethro
Mandebran affair. A good nany heads mi ght have turned gray.
Jethro Mandebran vani shed on Sunday afternoon on his private golf course. He knocked his bal
into the rough, which was a patch of woods, and went in after it. That was the |ast they saw of him
It was utterly confounding. A swarm of private detectives could find no tracks. Some one finally
t hought of the ol d-fashioned i dea of using bl oodhounds, but the dogs picked up no trail
The newspapers broke out their biggest headline type, because Jethro Mandebran, in the staid city
of Phil adel phia, amounted to sonething
As a matter of routine, an exam ner, on Mnday norning, began checki ng the books of the bank
whi ch Mandebr an owned—The Mandebran Trust Conpany. That afternoon, they took the examiner to a
hospital, a potential nervous w eck.
There was slightly nmore than twenty mllion dollars mssing
Wen this cane out, not a newspaper in town carried the story. They were afraid to. Such a
col ossal shortage in the accounts of one previously as honest as Jethro Mandebran smacked of
inmpossibility. The editors of the journals, visioning big libel suits, would not allow a word in
their colums. But after a corps of exam ners corroborated the findings, the front pages of the
newspapers could hardly hold the story.
An exam ner who liked the bright Iight of publicity gave out a list containing the nanes of those
whose npney was anmong the missing funds. The list was a long one. It contained the nane of al npbst
every prom nent person in Philadel phia, as well as nunmbers of financiers in New York, Boston, and
el sewhere
Clark Savage, Jr., was the three hundred and seventy-sixth name on the |ist
The next day, dark Savage, Jr.’s nane as a | oser made the headlines. Cark Savage, Jr., was the
stuff that newspaper copy is nade out of. Myst of the journals, however, instead of calling him
Clark Savage, Jr., designated himas Doc Savage
The mention of Doc Savage’s nane in the newspapers led to his being involved in one of the nost
incredi bl e adventures of a remarkabl e career

NEWSPAPER reporters and caneranmen nmade a rush for a headquarters whi ch Doc Savage nmintai ned on

the eighty-sixth floor of New York’s nost distinctive skyscraper. They were net at the door by a
tall bag of bones who wore a suit nmany tines too large. A nonocle with a thick glass was attached to
this man's coat |apel by a ribbon. He received a certain deference fromthe newspaper reporters

whi ch was surprising, reporters usually being uninpressed by big-shots

The string of bones with the nonocle was Wl liam Harper Littlejohn, one of the nost fanous

ar chaeol ogi st and geol ogi sts. He was asked where Doc Savage coul d be found

"Prognostication effectuates diaphoresis,” the bony gentleman replied

One journalist, fortunately, carried a pocket dictionary, so the reporters nanaged to gather that

t hese seventeen-dollar words were neant to convey that Doc Savage's present whereabouts was a puzzle
to the bony gentleman. Further questions got nore replies that had to be translated. Approximtely



hal f an hour el apsed before it dawned on the reporters that they were being ki dded and tol d not hing.
The scribes then retired to the nearest bar, which happened to be on the corner, and swapped
information.

There was conj ecture about what coul d have happened to Jethro Mandebran. Had he vani shed of his

own accord? Did he have the twenty mllions with himin a couple of motor trucks, which would
probably be the size of the vehicles necessary to haul away such a sun? Why had a nman previously so
honest done such a thing?

These newspapernen | ater had occasion to remark on just how far wide of the facts were their
conjectures on this occasion.

Not one of the journalists guessed anything near the incredible truth!

When the collective conversation shifted to such subjects as the horse races, and the pet
insanities of certain city editors, two nmen detached thenselves fromthe group. They did this
casually. One of the pair carried a |large press canera. The other wore a suit which needed pressing,
and had a vest pocket stuffed full of copy pencils.

As a matter of fact, the man was not a reporter. Neither was his conpanion a news caneranan.

THE two nysterious gentlemen held a conference outside, covering up with the business of |ighting
cigarettes.

"Not so hot, huh?" muttered the one with the canera.

"You said sonething," agreed the other. "That skinny gink with the big words was not putting out
information. | believe Doc Savage is taking a hand in the Mandebran busi ness!"

"But how coul d he have gotten w se?"

"Maybe he isn't—entirely."

"You figure he don’t know how big the thing really is?"

"Probably not-yet."

"Then we gotta make hi mstop nosin’ around before he finds out too nuch!"

"Yeah," the man with the seedy suit and the pocket full of copy pencils agreed. "That's the
chief’s orders.”

"You got any ideas," denmanded the first, "about howto do it?"

"l always got ideas," said his conpanion. "Cone on."

They now wal ked rapidly down a side street, and got in a certain taxicab which had been waiting
for them The driver of the cab was a casual -mannered young nman, with a face which was noteworthy
for its absence of chin.

"The Museum of Natural History," directed one of the passengers as they got seated.

"What the hell?" snorted the driver. "You guys decided to get an education or sonething?"

"Stick around us," he was told, "and you'll get an education!"

Sorme three quarters of an hour later, the trio stood | ooking at a case in the Museum of Natural

H story. The case held a snall plaque which, the card on the case stated, had come fromthe tonb of
the fampus Tut ankhanen.

It was not a busy tine for the nuseum The roomwas enpty, except for two guards.

Wt hout appearance of undue haste, two of the nen sidled over to the guards, drew bl ackjacks from
under their clothing and swung them agai nst the heads of the two guards. Both watchmen fell w thout
an outcry.

The other man inserted a small jimmy under the wooden |id of the case and broke the | ock. He
lifted the tablet out and shoved it inside his shirt under his belt. Then he tightened his belt to
hold it there.

The three men wal ked out of the museumw th their loot, attracting no attention.

TALL, bony WIIliam Harper Littlejohn came to the door of Doc Savage’'s skyscraper headquarters
wearing a weary expression. He also | ooked slightly annoyed. He had been exam ning the al nost
perfect skull of a prehistoric man, which a cowboy in Wom ng had brought to |ight while digging
post holes. The skull was likely to prove the existence of a high type of man in Anerica nuch
earlier than any one expected.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn instantly recognized two of his visitors as having been with the
contingent of reporters and caneranen. The third had the attire of a taxi driver.

"Salutations," WIIliam Harper Littlejohn said, not very enthusiastically.

"l got to talkin’ with themother scribblers, after we left here, and found out you were an

archaeol ogi st," said the man who had played reporter. "I had a friend who died a few weeks ago, and
willed ne his bel ongings. About the only thing he had was a trunk full of junk. Ad jars, tablets
and such things. | thought I'd bring one of the things to you, and naybe you could tell ne whether

the stuff was worth anything or not."

The man now drew out of his shirt the tablet fromthe nmuseum
Wl liam Harper Littlejohn gaped at the object.

"I"1l be superamal gamated!" he expl oded.

"It worth anything?" demanded the fake reporter.

"Antiquity indubitable!" murmured WIIliam Harper Littlejohn.



"There's a lot nore of these thing," said the fake gentl eman of the press.

"I's perlustration a potentiality?" nmurnmured WIIliam Harper Littlejohn.

The visitors | ooked dizzy. The one playing the part of reporter grinned.

"Don’t you know any little ones?" He held up a hand with thunb and forefinger separated about

hal f an inch. "Little ones about that |ong? Wrds, | nean."
"Can | see this trunk?" asked Littlejohn, thereby proving that he did know sone snall words.
"You sure can," said the reporter. "It's in ny room ng house. You wanta go out?"

"Subi t aneousl y!" agreed W Iliam Harper Littlejohn.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn was ordinarily a gentleman of caution. His | ong association with Doc
Savage had nade him so. He was one of a group of five men, each one remarkable in his way, who had
associ ated thensel ves with Doc Savage, partially for the sake of the adventure involved, but also
because they had an unbounded adnmiration for Doc Savage.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn was a bug on archaeol ogy, and highly enthusiastic over this tablet. He
had recognized it as genuine, and had visions of turning up a find of archaeol ogical relics.

H s ent husi asm evaporated in an expl osion of colored lights inside his skull, a nonent after he
was seated in a dark-blue taxi on the street. He did not even see the bl ackjack bl ow com ng.

By the tine he got hinself organized, handcuffs were on his ankles and wists, and a piece of
sponge filled his nmouth, strapped there with adhesive tape.

The bl ue taxicab threaded through city traffic. A lap robe was thrown over WIIiam Harper

Littl ej ohn, concealing his bony formon the floorboards. He struggl ed, but upon receiving a kick in
the ribs, desisted. He could hear his captors talking.

"That was sinple," declared the captor who had played caneranan.

"Brains," said the other. "Brains is what nakes the world go ‘round."

Chapter 11. THE MUMW CASE BUSI NESS

THE bl ue cab went through the Holland Tunnel into New Jersey.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn squirmed, and managed to get hold of the floor carpet. He took a firm
grip. Then he groaned loudly. The groan was to cover the sound of the carpet tearing as he ripped a
piece out. He had to groan three tinmes and strain with all of his mght before he was successful.
When victory crowned his efforts, he held a piece of carpet about the size of the pal mof his hand.
Thanki ng his lucky stars for the presence of the enveloping |ap robe, WIIliam Harper Littlejohn
worked with the bit of carpet.

What he was doing took al npst fifteen m nutes.

The | ank geol ogist’s apparent inactivity had allayed the caution of his captors only a little.
Wien he reared up suddenly, violently, they fell upon him WIIliamHarper Littlejohn, however,
struggled with great ferocity.

He managed to stand up straight and shove his head hard against the top. It broke through.

In the excitenent, the men failed to note the bit of rug being flung fromhis nmanacl ed hands
through an open w ndow.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn was westled down and received a booting for the trouble he had caused.
"We're gonna | ose patience with you!" one of the nen gritted.

The 1 ast half hour of the journey was through sparsely settled country. The car rolled into what
seened to be an estate. WIliam Harper Littlejohn was now blindfolded, lifted out and carried across
a porch that creaked into a house. H's blindfold was removed and the sponge taken out of his nouth.
He was in a dark cave of a room The walls were painted bl ack, which was unusual. There was a
solid black rug on the floor, which was even nore uni que.

But the one article of furniture was nost startling of all. It was approxinately eight feet |ong
and three wide—an irregularly shaped box with a lid. WIliamHarper Littlejohn was startled into
using small words, sonething he rarely did.

"A munmy case!" he gasped.

A man went out, evidently to the car, and came back carrying a pair of pliers. He showed these to
the prisoner.

"See these?" he demanded. "They're gonna reduce your vocabul ary."

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn could hardly hel p seeing them they were alnost jamred in his eyes.

"An anagrammati cal conjugation of exigency!" he nuttered.

"There!" growed the man with the pliers. "That's what | nean! No nore of them words! Them

j awbr eakers! For every big word you use, we're gonna pull one of your teeth. A tooth for each word
we can’'t understand! Savvy?"

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn blinked and | ooked as indignant as a securely bound nman coul d.

"l don't understand what this is all about," he snapped. "Wy did you seize ne?"

"You have no idea?" denanded the other.

"No!" retorted WIlliamHarper Littlejohn. "I'mconpletely puzzled!"

"Swel I!'" grinned the other. "You re gonna be nore puzzled, before we get done!"

They | aid hands upon the skeletonlike formof Littlejohn, lifted him and calmy plunked hi mdown
in the mumy case.

WLLLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN had been able to give the nutmy case nerely the slightest of



inspection, but he had recognized it as being a genuine article. And the idea of lying in a mumy
case failed to appeal to him

"l object to this treatnment!" he yelled

"W know how you feel!" said one of the nen, with grimsynpathy.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn grow ed, "lnacqui escence is—

The man with the pliers sprang forward. He endeavored forcibly to pry the prisoner’s nouth open
There was brisk action for several nonents, during which the pliers failed to get a firmhold on any
of the captive's teeth

"I"I'l let that one go!" the man with pinchers decided, grudgingly. "But for every big word from
now on, you lose a tooth! Listen! They call you ‘Johnny,’ don't they?"

"Yes," WIliam Harper Littlejohn admtted. "But what—

"Johnny, you just shut up and lay there!"

One of the nen left the black room It was fully half an hour before the fell ow reappeared

During this interval, "Johnny" nade several attenpts to |eave the nmummy case, but was knocked back
into the sarcophagus. Al he could do was to lie there and glare indignantly.

The returni ng man bore a newspaper

"l see Jethro Mandebran had a son who was in Europe," he declared

"So what?" asked one of his fellows.

"So the son is tearing home to try to help find his old nan," announced the fellow with the

paper. "It says here that he chartered a plane and flew out five hundred mles in the Atlantic to
catch a transatlantic steamer. It says his plane | anded on the ocean and was haul ed aboard the ship
It also says that the son is gonna |l eave the ship in his plane as soon as he’s within five hundred
mles of New York. In fact, the son is probably in the air again right now."

"I"ll see if the chief has any orders about this," one of the three captors said, and left the
room

JOHNNY strained agai nst the handcuffs, but they were too strong. He indignantly tried to push the
sides out of the mumy case, but had no luck. He tried to get out of the case, but they hit himon
the head with a revol ver barrel

He | ay back, pain neking his eyes water. He was caring |l ess and | ess for the inside of the nummy
case. Possibly it was only inmagination, but he thought he could snell traces of its origina
occupant

Johnny yelled, "Was there any trunk full of archaeol ogical relics?"

"No!" grinned the man who had practiced that deception

"Shut up, you fool!" snapped the other. "You should have told himthere was!"

"He won’t dreamwhat it’'s all about," retorted the first. "And, say, pal, don’t be so free about
who you call a fool."

Johnny addressed the fell ow who had objected to being insulted. "You haven't nuch pride, letting
himcall you a fool and get away with it. Shows you' re short on nerve."

The man grinned widely.

"You ain’t kidding anybody, you bag of bones," he chuckled. "You' re trying to start a fight. Not
a chance! This guy and ne are great pals, even if he does have a face built for nibbling cheese."
The other man, whose features did have sonething of a nousey | ook, shoved out his jaw, nade fists
with his hands, and it seened for a nonent as if there was going to be a fight after all

The man who had gone out of the room+to get orders fromthe nysterious "chief," he had sai d—ane
back. He | ooked very cheerful

He said, "Doc Savage really don't know a thing about this business. W nade a m stake when we
grabbed this bag of bones."

Johnny swal | owed several tines. This was the truth. But how had they learned it?

The man | ooked at Johnny. "W can’t turn you | oose, because you would tell Doc Savage what has
happened and he woul d nmeddle. So we gotta figure what to do."

There was a silence. It did not look to Johnny as if they were doing much thinking. It |ooked as
if they already knew what they would do with him and it would not be pleasant

A man demanded, "Is the Happy Skel eton busi ness goi ng through okay?"

"The Happy Skel eton business? Sure! No slips there."

"You fools had better quit talkin so much," the third man told the rest

They fell silent

Al of this conversation nade not the slightest sense to Johnny.

"What do you fellows want with nme?" the gaunt geol ogi st demanded, angrily

"Not hi ng now," said one of the nen. "W're through with you, brother!"

"You haven’'t done anything with me!" Johnny | ooked bew | dered. "I mean—othing that nade sense."
"It makes plenty of sense, if you only knew " the other assured him

"Then turn me | oose!" Johnny ordered

The other seenmed to consider this at |ength

"As soon as Jethro Mandebran’s son lands in his airplane,” the man said, "I think we shall shoot
you. "



Chapter |11. THE MANDEBRAN SCl ON

ALEXANDER CROWAELL MANDEBRAN was, as was natural under the circunstances, a public figure for the
tine being, a celebrity. Al ex Mandebran had been interviewed aboard the transatlantic |iner and had
named the airport at which he expected to land in the United States. As a result, reporters and
cameramen were on hand to greet Mandebran’s pl ane

The airport selected was one on the outskirts of the city of Philadel phia, the netropolis from
whi ch the missing Jethro Mandebran had di sappear ed

The plane was a small English anphibian, sturdily built. An English pilot enployed by Al ex
Mandebran was at the controls, and, fairly early in the norning, he made an excellent |anding. He
taxied up to the hangar of the airport, and i mediately the ship was surrounded by a crowd.

Al ex Mandebran proved to be a large man, with an especially good pair of shoul ders. He had ful
lips, a square jaw, and his general appearance indicated considerable physical strength. Hs hair
was sneared with gray at the tenples, despite the fact that his age had been reported in the
newspapers at twenty-eight

"Really, now, | cawn’t be expected to waste nuch tinme, can |?" he said, when asked to answer
questions. "Nawsty thing, you know. Fair takes my breath. I'min rawther a hurry to get to

Phi | adel phia and investigate the beastly mess."

Despite the affected English accent, Al ex Mandebran seemed a ni ce enough young man

"What do you think has happened to your father?" he was asked

"Really, | cawn’t say yet," he replied

"What do you think has happened to the twenty million dollars?" was the next question

"Really, I'd rawther not say as to that either," the young man nurnured

"Do you know anything at all about the case?"

"I amsure that the nane of ny father will be cleared in the end, oh, definitely! I amgoing to
Phi | adel phia at once. | trust | shall have nore to say, after | amthere a short tine."

A reporter inquired, "How | ong have you been abroad?"
"Most of ny life, to tell the truth," said young Mandebran

AT this point, a very large Negro, wearing a neat blue uniform stepped up to A ex Mandebran and
saluted deftly.

"Ah got an official cah waitin’ foh yo', suh," he said

Al ex Mandebran blinked. "I do not understand."

"Police, boss," said the Negro. "They done want to be nice to yo' all. In this heah cah, ye' can
make a quick trip, an’ it won' cos’ a cent."

Taking of f his hat, Al ex Mandebran ran his fingers through his hair. "The police want to question
ne?"

"Ah reckons dey do," said the big black man. "Ah woul dn’t know. "

The car proved to be a large, dark |linmousine. The big Negro in the uniform handed young Mandebran
into the rear and got behind the wheel. The car rolled away fromthe airport and headed for

Phi | adel phi a

Three other cars followed. These machi nes hel d newspaper reporters, who had orders to keep tab on
young Mandebr an

The three cars of the newspapernmen started out with full expectations of keeping the machine
ahead in sight. They received a surprise. The dark |inousine traveled faster and faster. The
newspaper men pushed their cars to the utnost, but they were rapidly left behind. Wthin twenty

m nutes, the newshawks had lost all trace of the black car. Thus they missed a bit of drama which
woul d surely have been good for headlines

Al ex Mandebran in the black car becane al armed at the excessive speed

"l say, driver!" he called. "W are hardly going to a fire!"

This got no results. Al ex Mandebran rapped sharply on the gl ass which separated the driver’'s
conpartnent. The big Negro piloting the nachine did not even | ook around. The young man tried to
crank the glass down. It woul d not budge. He endeavored to open the doors. They woul d not open. He
tackl ed the wi ndows. No luck there, either

"What the hell does this nean?" Mandebran shrieked, conpletely shedding his English accent
Getting no answer, he wenched off a shoe and enployed it to beat against the glass. The gl ass
was |ike arnor plate. Al ex Mandebran sank back on the cushions, sonewhat pale

The bl ack |inousine had |left the main highway by now, and was jouncing over rough roads. Turning
of f sharply into a grove of trees, it stopped. The driver got out, calmy opened the rear door
"Dam you, whoever you are!" Al ex Mandebran gritted, and | eaped to the attack

The thirty seconds or so which ensued were brisk and disconfiting to Mandebran. Not only did he
fail to bear the other down with his charge, but he was seized, lifted and slamed to the earth so
hard that the breath left his lungs

The captor held his wists easily, searched himfor a weapon, but found none

"Bl ast you! What are—

Al ex Mandebran went abruptly silent, for he had gotten a | ook at one of his captor’s wists.



Sorme of the disguising color had been rubbed off the wists in the struggle. The captor was
unm stakably a white man.
"What' s the nmeaning of this?" Al ex Mandebran demanded.

THE reply of the nysterious black driver was to begin wi ping nore of the coloring off his
features. He worked rapidly, enploying a chem cal renover which cane in a tube, and which he had
been carrying in a pocket.

Al ex Mandebran began to stare in amazenment. He all but rubbed his eyes in disbelief.

"CGood night!" he gasped.

"So you recogni ze ne?"

Al ex Mandebran wet his lips. "I—+ recognize you fromyour pictures!" he admtted, jerkily.

Al ex Mandebran was now urged into the |inousine, and the erstwhile Negro chauffeur got behind the
wheel . The car was shortly swal | owed by the woods.

Chapter |V. THE STRANGE SON

I T was around noon when a tall and very huskily built young gentlenman presented hinself at the

of fice of the Phil adel phia police chief and requested the privilege of an interview w th whoever was
in charge of the Jethro Mandebran investigation.

"What name shall | say?" inquired the reception clerk.

"Al exander Cromael | Mandebran," said the young man.

A few minutes later, the young man was confronting the police chief, district attorney, a Federal
investigator, police officials and a nunber of newspaper reporters.

"We had expected you earlier," he was told.

"l took the wrong road," the young man expl ai ned.

The district attorney asked, "Do you object to the presence of newspapernen?"

"Not at all."

"You are Al exander Cronmwel| Mandebran, Jethro Mandebran’s son?" he was asked.

"I think I can prove that," the young man said, and smled slightly. "I have a nunber of
letters." He now produced envel opes addressed to Al exander Cromwel |l Mandebran in assorted English
and European cities. These were exam ned.

Wi le the scrutiny was taking place, a newspaperman nudged his conpani on. Both of the journalists
had been at the airport when Al ex Mandebran | anded, and had been with the party of scribes which had
later |lost the scion of mssing wealth.

"Notice anything queer about friend Al ex?" whispered the scribbler.

Hi s conpani on exam ned Al ex Mandebran intently. "Nope. Wy?"

"Maybe it’s ny imagination," said the other.

The investigators handed back the letters which they had been scrutinizing.

"Satisfactory?" demanded the young man.

"Yes," he was told.

THE Federal investigator studied Al ex Mandebran, then asked, "Are you married?"

"No. "

"At one tine you were engaged to a young wonman naned Sylvan Niles," the investigator stated.

Al ex Mandebran | ooked surprised. "How did you know that ?"

"W are | eaving no stones unturned,"” the other assured him "Sylvan N |es broke your engagenent
hersel f, did she not?"

Al ex Mandebran noi stened his lips, then admtted, "She did."

"The engagenent was broken at a London night club, was it not?" the investigator persisted.
"There was sonething of a scene. Sylvan Niles called you sone things and threw your ring at you, did
she not ?"

Al ex Mandebran nodded unconfortably.

"Why did Sylvan Niles break her engagenent?" the governnent man asked.

Al ex Mandebran hesitated. He not only | ooked unconfortable, but indignant.

"She caught nme going out with another girl," he snapped.

Some of the reporters laughed at this, and their mrth drew a scowm from Al ex Mandebran.

The district attorney now took over the questioning, asking, "You are an only child, are you
not ?"

"Yes," admitted A ex Mandebran.

"And, as your father’s only offspring, you should be his principal heir?" the prosecutor

questi oned.

Al ex Mandebran admtted, "l suppose so."

The district attorney took a long breath. "Then tell me," he directed, "why your father’s wll
cuts you off without a cent."

Al ex Mandebran sat perfectly still for a time. He did not |ook particularly disappointed.

"l did not know there was a will," he said, levelly. "Am| to understand that ny father is dead?"
"Not at all," he was told. "W have no idea what’'s becone of him"



"Then why have you opened his will?" shouted the young nan.

"Because we are |eaving no avenue of investigation unexplored," the other replied.

Young Al ex Mandebran was now asked another questi on.

"Do you know the present whereabouts of your former fiancée, Sylvan N l|es?" he was asked.
"l no longer have the slightest interest in Sylvan Niles," Al ex Mandebran snapped.

"Did you know Syl van Niles was here in Philadel phia?" the questioner countered.

"CGood night!" expl oded young Mandebran. "No!"

THE newspaper men obvi ously had not known Sylvan Niles was in Philadelphia either. There was a
bustling anong them as they denanded the young wonan’s address. This was given them The young woman
lived in the Salimar Apartnents.

It might have been noted that Al ex Mandebran listened intently to this address.

Some of the reporters now departed in a great hurry, anxious to interview Sylvan Nl es.

A few nore routine questions were put to Al ex Mandebran. Replying to them the young nan asserted
he had not the slightest idea what had happened to his father, that he considered his parent one of
the nmost honest nen living, and that he could not even hazard a guess as to what had happened to the
twenty mllion.

"Did you know a great deal about Sylvan N les?" he was asked.

"No, | did not," he admitted. "I realized that later. | knew practically nothing about the young

| ady’ s past."

"Did you know a man naned Hando Lancaster?"

"Scarcely at all," said Al ex Mandebran, quickly.

"He was Sylvan Niles enployer, was he not?" pronpted the interrogator.

"That was ny understanding, | think,"

"Her capacity was that of |aboratory assistant or secretary, was it not?" asked the other.

"Sylvan Niles told me very little about her work," replied Al ex Mandebran.

"What was Hando Lancaster’s business?"

"l have not the slightest idea," declared young Mandebran.

"Were you at any tine jeal ous of Hando Lancaster?"

"Good grief, no!" gasped Al ex Mandebran. "Sylvan was the one who was jeal ous!"

There was sone further questioning, but the subjects of Hando Lancaster and Sylvan N |es were not
brought up again. The questions were general ones having to do with the character of the m ssing
Jethro Mandebran. Had he been a ganbl er? Had he been a chaser? Did he drink? Had he ever shown any
di shonest traits? To all of these Al ex Mandebran answered in the negative.

"l should like to put a question of ny own," he said, suddenly.

"Of course,” he was told.

"I'n just what formwas this twenty mllion dollars when it di sappeared?" Al ex Mandebran denanded.
"In the formof unregistered bonds," the district attorney expl ai ned. "Bonds which,

unfortunately, cannot be traced."”

"Now, | should like to be excused," said young Mandebr an.

This seened to be agreeable, so Al ex Mandebran took his departure.

PERHAPS three quarters of an hour later, a taxicab unl oaded the young man two bl ocks fromthe
apartment house where the police had said Sylvan Niles |lived. He sauntered al ong the street and,
under the pretense of waiting for a bus, observed Sylvan Nile's apartnent house.

The apartnent building was a six-story structure, neat and conparatively newl ooki ng. Several

aut omobi |l es were parked in the street in front of the structure and a nunmber of newspaper reporters
were arguing violently with the uniforned doornman. One of the scribes ducked past the doornan, and
the latter pursued him A nonent |ater, the journalist appeared again, with the doorman maintaining
a secure grasp on the seat of his pants and his coat collar.

The young man who had just arrived in the taxi glanced up and down the street and then, w thout
undue appearance of haste, stepped anong near-by bushes.

A streetsweeper was approaching, trundling his |large can on wheels, and occasionally pausing to

use his | ong-handl ed brush. He came opposite the bushes.

"Ps-s-st!"

cane out of the bushes.

The streetcl eaner stopped and peered. He saw a young man on all fours in the bushes, apparently
hunting for something.
"I"'mtrying to find something,
if youll help ne."

The streetcl eaner hastily trundled his can to the curbing, left it and wal ked into the bushes to
stop and | ook down at the young man who was on all fours. Since the latter had not |ooked up, the
streetcl eaner had failed to see his face as yet.

"What cha huntin?" asked the streetcleaner.

"It would be rather hard to explain," said the young man.

He then reached inside his clothing and brought out a snall glass phial. He enptied the contents

the young man called softly. "There's five bucks in it for you,



of this, a liquid, on the ground beside him Sinultaneously, he held a handkerchief over his own
nmout h and nostrils.

"What the heck?" demanded the streetsweeper. "You nuts or sonething?"

The young man nade no reply to this

The streetsweeper seened to grow sl eepy. He yawned. He shut his eyes. Then he fell to the ground
and began to snore

The young nman bent over the streetsweeper and began renoving the latter’'s rather anple white

uni form The streetcleaner was a |large man, and the uniform had been nmade | arger than was necessary
for him since he wore it over his regular clothes

The man playing the part of Al ex Mandebran donned the somewhat soiled white uniform The cap had
"Departnment of Sanitation"” on the band. He pulled it well down over his eyes

He started away, paused, then cane back. From a pocket he withdrew a wallet. The contents of this
must have been thousands of dollars. The man extracted a twenty, folded it, and tucked it in the
sl eepi ng streetsweeper’s vest pocket

NONE of the excited group about the apartnment house paid particular attention to the large nan in
the white uniformof a Department of Sanitation enployee who trundled his trash can past them A
great deal of microscopic trash was cleaned up in the vicinity during the next few mnutes. It did
not take an extraordinarily keen pair of ears to ascertain what the excitenent was about

The newspaper reporters were squabbling with the doorman. The troubl e seemed to be that Sylvan
Niles did not want to be interviewed. She had given the doorman ten dollars to keep the gentlenen of
the press out. The reporters were trying to outbid the young woman, but the doornman had now gotten
mad and was telling themspecifically where they could go

The man in the streetcleaner’s uniformnow trundled his trash can around to the back. He peered
furtively into the delivery entrance of the apartnent house. There was a service elevator, with an
operator. Two newspapernmen were trying to persuade the operator to take themup. They were having no
| uck.

The man in the streetcleaner’s uniformnow hurried to a nei ghborhood grocery store. He brought a
smal | quantity of groceries, which were placed in a spare cardboard carton. He carried these on his
shoul der, so that the box half hid his face, and entered the apartnment house

"Fourth floor," he said. "I wanta collect some noney, so | gotta take ‘emup nyself."

This ruse got himinto the apartment house. He searched rapidly and found a door with the nane

card

SYLVAN NI LES

He knocked on the door. There was no answer. He knocked again

The door whi pped open and a fem nine voice snapped, "I told you newspaper—

The voi ce stopped. The young wonman stared, her eyes w dening. Suddenly she drove her hand into

the neck opening of her frock and brought out a small revolver. She pointed this at the man in the
streetcl eaner’s uniform

"Cone in, Alex Mandebran," she said. "I can't think of anybody | would rather see, right now"

Chapter V. A DI FFERENT COFFI N

SYLVAN NI LES was a young worman with horror in her eyes

She was al so a young woman who achi eved the unusual conbination of being extrenely pretty, and

still managing to | ook efficient. She would never have nade a novie actress. She was too tall. Myvie
directors are chary of having heroines taller than heroes

"Cone in," she repeated. Her voice was queerly hoarse

The man in the white uniformcarried the groceries in, put themon a table in the |living room of

an apartnent which | ooked as if it had been rented furnished

The girl held the revol ver steady

"I’ ve been reading the newspapers!" she said, hoarsely. "It has come to nme what this terrible

thing is all about."

The young man shrugged. "If you know, you know nore than | do."

"Turn around!" ordered Sylvan Niles, grimy

"\What ?"

"Turn around. Put your hands over your head and press you pal nms against the wall. Better still,
step back about four feet, and |lean forward, resting your wei ght against the wall. | don’t want you

movi ng quickly."

The visitor hesitated, then conplied. The young woman sl apped a hand over his person, obviously
searching for a weapon. She found none

"All right," she said. "Now we're going places!"

"What if | don’'t choose to go?" the man demanded

"l don’t know," said the girl. "I mght shoot you."

"They el ectrocute people here for that."

"They wouldn't electrocute ne," Sylvan Niles said, grimy. "Not if what | suspect is true."
"What do you nean?"



"You know what | nean," she retorted. "The world thinks that Jethro Mandebran has absconded, or
possi bly been ki dnaped. There is not the slightest suspicion of what is really behind it. If the
truth should conme out, right now, and the newspapers publish it—aell, it wouldn't be believed."
"Why not ?"

"Too incredible! Too fantastic!"

"What about Hando Lancaster?" asked the |arge young man

This had a remarkabl e effect on the young wonman. She cocked her gun

"You do know what’s behind this!" she gritted

The captive shrugged resignedly.

"Rai se the window" Sylvan N les directed

This was done. There was a rooftop on a level with the wi ndow, but perhaps a dozen feet distant
"You will find a long plank in the bedroom" announced the young woman. "Put it across fromthe
wi ndow to the roof. We are |eaving."

"So you had your get-away all fixed," remarked her captive

"l have not been taking any chances," she assured him "Get a nove on!"

The pl ank was rather heavy, but the young man handled it with narked ease, shoving it through the
wi ndow and pl anting the end on the roof

"CGo across," he was directed. "And do not try to run when you get on that other roof

He obeyed. The young worman foll owed. The roof had been tarred and gravel sprinkled on the tar

The gravel crunched under their feet. There were several buildings in a row, all of the same hei ght
They crossed fromone rooftop to another

"W're far enough away now so that those reporters can’'t see us," said Sylvan Niles. "You' Il find
the fire escape at the rear. Go down that."

The descent was negotiated without incident. The young wonman had | owered the hammer on her

revol ver, but she kept the weapon convenient. Wien they were in the alley where they m ght be seen
she dropped the |ight coat which she had brought along over her armso that it conceal ed the gun
"This way," she said

There was a new nediumpriced roadster parked in the street. The girl took the wheel, started the
engi ne and pulled away fromthe curb

SYLVAN NI LES passed the outskirts of the city and turned into an abandoned factory of sone kind
The main building was of brick. There were a few outbuil dings of wooden construction, but these had
practically all fallen down. A tall nmetal fence surrounding the place, however, was in an excellent
state of repair; it was nearly a dozen feet in height and surnounted by several strands of ugly
barbed wire

The young worman got out of her car, produced a key from her purse and unl ocked the huge padl ock

whi ch secured the gate. She drove inside, got out and | ocked the gate again. Then she drove directly
to a large door in the side of the brick building

She tapped the horn button three times in quick succession. The big door opened, disclosing an
utterly dark interior. The girl drove inside and shut off the engine. The door closed. An electric
bul b flared on

"CGet out!" the girl told her prisoner

The captive alighted fromthe machine and gl anced about with interest. The buil ding had no

wi ndows, and its walls were evidently of immense thickness. Wthout the light of the electric bulb
over the door, it would have been very dark indeed

The man who had opened the door and was now shutting it was worth an inspection. In fact, the

poor fellow nmust have been accustonmed to being stared at. He was a freak. Hi s body was nore nearly
round than it seemed a human torso could be. He was small and his head was trenendously |arge
Indeed, there were times when it seermed his body and head al nbst corresponded in size

He had long, pencil-thin legs. H s arns and hands | ooked remarkably like two | ong weeds which had
been pulled up with the roots attached. His clothing was ill-fitting.

The young worman | ooked at her prisoner

"You haven’'t forgotten Hando Lancaster have you?" she demanded rigidly.

The prisoner bowed slightly. "G ad to see you, Lancaster."

"Like hell you are!" yelled Hando Lancaster

H s voice was as brittle as glass breaking, and he threw the words out in an utterly fierce

cont enpt uous manner

"Woul d you be kind enough to explain what this is all about?" requested the prisoner

"You nean to tell nme you don’t know?" screaned Hando Lancaster

It becane apparent that yelling and shrieki ng was Hando Lancaster’s nornal manner of speech

"He's lying!" snapped Sylvan Niles

"He might not be!" corrected Hando Lancaster, screaming. "W’ |l darn soon find out!"

The prisoner was ordered to hold his hands out. H's wists were | ashed together. He was marched
into an adjacent roomand up a flight of stairs. At the top of the stairs, Hando Lancaster unl ocked
a stout door

This door, it could be noted, was of plate steel, very thick. The room in fact, was literally a



vaul t.

In the center, on the floor, stood a rectangul ar box of sone dark wood. This box |ooked very I|ike
a coffin.

The prisoner was forced to lie in the casketlike box.

THE man in the box now gave every evidence of being profoundly puzzl ed.

"What's the neaning of this?" he demanded.

"It’s an old H mal ayan custom " yelled Hando Lancaster.

Hando Lancaster now |l eft the room He had a rather nmarked facility for noving silently, like a
spi der on a web.

It was very quiet in the vaultlike roomfor a few nonents. Hando Lancaster, in departing, had

cl osed the door, meking the rooma tonmb fromwhich, it was quite probable, there was no escape.
"Twenty million is a big haul!" the girl said, suddenly. "Wth it, operations could be started on
a widespread scale."

"l do not know what you are tal king about," said the man in the box.

The girl becanme very grimas she stared at him "You're lying, of course. You nust be the brains
of the organization. No telling how many are working with you. Hundreds, perhaps."

"I wish you' d tell me just what you are tal king about," stated the fellow in the box.

"The infernal schene nmust be nipped now," the girl said, grimy. "Wthin thirty days, it will be
too late. You'll ruin no telling how many |ives!"

"You credit me with great abilities," said the prisoner.

"Wth this thing, you'll upset the whole course of the world!" shrilled the girl, who seened on
the point of losing control of herself. "It's hideous!"

"It is nmysterious, at least," said the other.

The girl |eaned forward.

"How about the Happy Skel eton?" she demanded.

"Skel eton?" The fellow in the box acted vastly surprised. "You amaze ne!"

Sylvan Niles gritted, "So you claimto know nothing about the Happy Skeleton? Well, 1'IIl tell

you—

THE heavy netal door heaved open suddenly. Hando Lancaster canme flying inside. He | ooked nore

than ever |ike a human spider.

"Don't talk!" he howed at the girl. "Don't tell himanything!'"

"Why not?" she denanded.

"Wait!" shrieked Hando Lancaster. "Watch himclosely! 1'Il be back in a mnute and show you!"

He scuttled out. Hi s arnms had a peculiar habitual nmovement when he wal ked, as if he were rolling
himself along in a wheel chair.

The strange, round-bodied spider of a man canme flying back al nbst at once. He carried a glass
bottle in one hand, a wad of cotton waste in the other. The content of the bottle was al cohol, odor
proved. He poured some of it on the waste, then | eaned over the coffinlike box and scrubbed briskly
at the prisoner’s features. He al so scrubbed the prisoner’s hair.

Sylvan Niles | eaned down and stared at the features of their prisoner.

"CGood night!" she excl ai ned.

Hando Lancaster glared at the girl and yelled, "It’s your fault!"

"Don’t squall at me!" she snapped. "Everybody nakes mi stakes!"

Hando Lancaster leveled an armat the prisoner in the box.

"You're not Al ex Mandebran!" he screaned. "Wwo are you?"

Chapter VI. THE HAPPY SKELETON

A BRI TTLE tension seened to clanp over the confines of the room

"He’s not Al ex Mandebran!" gulped the girl.

Hando Lancaster |ooked as if he was about to attack the prisoner.

"Who are you?" he demanded.

Action was the captive's answer. He got out of the coffinlike box. The manner in which he did

this was the first indication that he was an individual of anmazing abilities.

Hs wists were tied with thick, fuzzy cord, alnpbst snmall rope. It was unquestionably stout. Yet,

by leveling his wists apart, he broke the binding with ease.

Comi ng out of the box, he gave Hando Lancaster a viol ent shove. The spider-like man sail ed

backward, collided with the girl. They both fell, but the girl retained her gun. She nmade a frenzied
effort to get it pointed at the late prisoner. The latter was too fast for her.

A flash part of a second later, Sylvan Niles was |ooking at her own enpty hand with a dazed
expression. She had been relieved of her weapon in a way that smacked of mmgic. She gaped at the
tartar they had caught.

"Who—who— She swall owed twi ce. "Who are you?"

"You do not know?" dermanded the | ate prisoner. This unusual individual’s voice had undergone a
striking change. Previously, he had used an uncanny imtation of A ex Mandebran’s voice. The tone he



was using now was apparently his natural one

The voi ce was not only deep and resonant, but was vibrant with an inpression of controlled power.
Syl van Ni |l es and Hando Lancaster exchanged | ooks, which were not so nmuch disconfited as
bewi | dered. It was plain that they did not have the slightest idea as to the identity of this nman
The man picked up the girl’s revolver, enptied the cartridges, then tossed the weapon to the
floor.

"An exam nation of this coffin-shaped box should prove interesting," he suggested

Hando Lancaster stared at Sylvan Niles. The young wonan stared back

"He doesn’t know what it’s all about!" Hando expl oded

"He's sure to find out!" the girl retorted. "W’ ve got to do sonething."

It began to look as if they contenpl ated desperate neasures

"Be careful," warned their |ate prisoner

He seened on the point of saying nore, but did not. Instead, he whipped to the door of the room
There was sonet hing al nost i nhuman about the speed with which he noved. He gl anced through the door
then ducked back

A bullet came in, richocheted fromceiling to wall to floor. Gun noise filled the building with a
great whoopi ng

THE bi g man whi pped back and got the girl’'s enpty gun. He lunged to the door and threw the gun. A
man squawked in a | oud, shocked voice. Judging fromthunps, curses and other squawks, the fellow hit
by the gun fell down the stairway.

"Nobody knew | was hiding out here!" screeched Hando Lancaster

"They are no friends of yours," said the late prisoner. "They shot the instant nmy form was

di stingui shable in the door, and before they possibly could have told ny identity."

Wth that, he was out through the door

Syl van Ni |l es | ooked at her conpanion. "You know what | think?"

"The sanme thing | do!" retorted Hando Lancaster

"l have guessed who that man is!" said Sylvan Niles. She pulled in a long, shaky breath

"We've been fooling with dynanmite!" said Hando Lancaster

"Wrse than that!"

"Listen!" exclainmed Sylvan N |es

A man was meking sounds. They were wild, involuntary sounds, as if the man could not hel p what he
was doing. Great agony seened to have fallen upon him The uproar ended with suggestive abruptness
The victimhad fallen forward on his face. Strangely enough, he did not seemto be exactly

sensel ess. Hs eyes were open. He breathed regularly, but his arms and |l egs were quite rigid

THE anmazi ng individual who had played the part of Al ex Mandebran paused a few feet fromthe
victimhe had just overpowered. He did not nove for a nonent. There he took fromhis cheeks certain
wax paddi ngs which had given the upper part of his features a beefy aspect and had nade his I|ips
seem t hi cker

He straightened, and it was evident that by a sem crouch and by keeping his head drawn down, he

had kept his true height from bei ng apparent

The thing which he did to his eyes was the nobst renmarkable of all. Fromeach eyeball, where it
had been held by suction, he carefully renpbved a glass cap. These were simlar to the very nodern
eyebal | | enses which sonme opticians enploy. But the bits of polished glass had not been there to aid

vision. They were carefully col ored, although not enough to hinder sight. Wat they acconplished was
to change the color of the wearer’s eyes

Suddenly, every |light went out. |ntense darkness clanped down.

The interior of the big building was so quiet that few human ears coul d have picked up a sound

But the man who had been disgui sed seened to have abilities beyond those of an ordinary nortal. He
plainly detected the sound of a man shifting his position off to the right. He glided in that
direction, and an instant later he struck again. His fingers were on the neck of a crouching man
before the fell ow becane aware of any threat

What foll omed woul d have been cause for further amazenent to an observer. The nysterious one’'s
fingers did sonething swift, and seemingly not very violent, to the back of the victims neck. The
unfortunate never emtted a sound. His arns and | egs becane rigid

He was a victimof paralysis induced by pressure on certain sensitive nerve centers

At that instant, a flashlight cane on and the beamfell on the individual who possessed so nany
unusual abilities

The sight of this person had a pronounced effect on the fellowwith the flashlight

"Lookit!" he bawed. "AOd King Trouble hinself!"

THERE were other men in the building, several at l|east. Gasps and startled curses betrayed their
presence. They did not seem happy

The man who held the flashlight dropped it. The drop did not extinguish the flash. The nman ran
for the door



"Dam you!" a voice squalled at himfrom sonewhere. "Stick with this!"

"Stick with it yourself!" barked the runner. "I'mnot gettin' paid to buck that guy!"

G hers seened to have the sane idea. "Were' s the door?" yelled a man.

"Over here!" shouted the first to start running.

An instant later, the fellow got the door open, letting in light. He popped outside.

A gun started banging. One nan, at |east, had courage. He fired several tines. The bullets
clouted around the spot where had stood the one whose nere appearance frightened them so.

Then the man who had done the shooting switched on a flashlight. Daylight fromthe doorway did
not penetrate throughout the interior of the big building.

"Douse that glim" a man squalled. "That guy'll be able to see to shoot!"

"He never carries a gun!" barked the other.

"Wel |, douse the damm |ight anyway, so he can't see us!"

A shrill scream broke up the conversation. The giant had taken another victimon the opposite

side of the room

"I"'mclearin' outta here!" one of the raiders yelled.

Canme anot her burst of shots as sone one got a glinpse of their eneny. Apparently, none of the

bul l ets took effect. No one showed willingness to go over and make sure, however. All were working
toward the door.

"Pick up the unconscious nen!" ordered a fellow who seened to be in charge. "W can’'t |eave them
here!"

Not very willingly, the others obeyed the conmand.

The men were scared, but they kept their heads. Had they separated and fled wildly; there would
have been a good chance of their being picked off one at a time. They stuck together. Wen they got
outside, they were in a conpact group. They were carrying two unconsci ous nen.

They kept a sharp watch on the door of the big building as long as it was in sight. Wen it was
shut off fromview by shrubbery, they quickened their pace. Those in the mddle of the group carried
t he unconsci ous nen. Those on the outskirts kept a watch.

"We were suckers to leave the cars so far away," one conpl ai ned.

"How the heck was we to know we’'d run into sonmething like this?" another countered. "W trailed
ol d Hando Lancaster here, but there wasn’t no sign of that other—that other guy."

"Reckon they' re workin' together?" a man demanded.

"If they are, it’'s bad," the first said.

Suddenly, the |eader of the gang emtted a bell ow of anger, waved his arns.

"What’'s eatin’ you?" one gasped.

"We |left a man behind!" the |eader shrieked.

THE group stopped. In the confusion and haste, they had not realized they were short a nman.
"It's too late now," one pointed out uneasily.

"Right!" agreed the chief. "Thing for us to do is clear out of here."

They fled. They did not follow the road, but surnounted the high wire fence by | adders, which
they no doubt had placed there at the start of the raid. They struck out across the fields, through
brush and coarse weeds.

"The big guy is poison, fromwhat |’'ve heard," one nuttered. "Ain't like ‘imto let us get away
like this."

"Maybe he’s overrated," snorted another.

"Alotta birds have figured that!" retorted the first.

"Yeah?"

"There's a runor that he don't ever kill anybody," explained the other. "But he does sonethin’
queer to ‘em | know a guy that had a brother that this bronze guy got. My pal later nmet his own
brother on the street. The poor guy didn’t even know him He’d had sonethin’ queer done to him"
A little-used byroad appeared ahead. Two cars were parked on it. They were big, fast nachines.
But neither was new enough or expensive enough to attract undue attention.

The men piled into the cars as if they had been swnmmng in an ocean and had reached |ifeboats.
"Where to?" demanded one driver.

"W better check on the Happy Skeleton," said a man near the w ndow.

"You wanta go to the Happy Skel eton now?" denmanded the other.

"Yeah. Make it snappy."

The cars left hurriedly.

Chapter VII. THE DESTROYED CASKET

THE men in the cars, close as was the | ookout which they had kept, had seen no one watching them
There was, however, an observer. The tall, amazingly powerful -1 ooking man who, for a tinme, had been
the girl’s prisoner.

Thi s individual crouched in the shrubbery near the road. H's position had been quite close to the
cars at their nmoment of departure. He was cl ose enough, in fact, that he had been able to observe
the lips of the one who had told the driver where to go.



He happened to be, anbng nany other things, a lip reader

The man of unusual abilities now headed back toward the large brick buil ding. He covered ground

at unexpected speed, without seemng to be in any great hurry. As he travel ed, he renoved nore of
hi s make-up; by vigorous rubbing, he erased nost of the bleaching coat fromhis hands and face. Thus
it was reveal ed that his skin had an unusual bronze col or and was of snmpother texture than ordinary
H s eyes, w thout the disguising cups of semtransparent colored glass, were |like pools of
flake-gold that swirled and eddied |ike sone inner current

O a sudden, he began to run. Hi s speed was amazi ng

A plunme of snoke had arisen fromthe brush ahead. It craw ed straight up the sky, flattened

dar kened

The ol d brick building—the interior had been of wood—was burning. No doubt of that. The big nan

of bronze ran at great speed

There cane a sound of a car starting near the brick building

The bronze man changed his course, veering to the right, cane to a tree of fair size, caught a
branch and clinbed. He gained a point fromwhich he could see the road

The car was on the road. It had two occupants, one an individual of such gnarled physical build
that he was instantly identifiable

Hando Lancaster was fleeing in the girl’s car

Hando Lancaster’s conpani on was a sensel ess nman, the one Doc Savage had overpowered, and who had
been | eft behind by his fellows.

The car sped rapidly down the road and vani shed

Doc Savage | ooked toward the burning building and deci ded gasoline was responsible for the

viol ence of the conflagration. The girl had not fled. She had a nunber of five-gallon gasoline cans
and was splitting the tops of these open and throwi ng them at the building. She was taking chances
a nonent |ater, she was al nost burned

That nust have scared her. She gave it up, backed away and apprai sed her handi work. What she saw
appeared to satisfy her. The building was going to be a total |oss

THE young worman heaved a sigh, as if she were well satisfied. She threw her other gasoline cans
on the roof. She played safe this time, however, for she did not open them but threw them up
intact, depending on the increasing heat to burst them

There was little more she could do to nmake destruction conplete. She ran through the gate, which
had been | eft open when Hando Lancaster’s car departed. Her halt was abrupt. She grabbed for her
revol ver, which she nust have retrieved and rel oaded

But the bronze giant, who had appeared suddenly fromthe brush, was upon her. She tried to dodge
had no success. A netallic hand plucked the gun out of her fingers

A brief scrap ensued. She kicked her captor’s shins—kicked at themrather, for he dodged her

ki cks with uncanny ease. Looking disgusted rather than frightened, she gave it up

Her captor renarked on the lack of fear. "You do not seem scared?"

"You have the reputation of never killing any one. Wy should | be scared?"

The bronze man studied her. There was absolutely no expression on his nmetallic face. "Just who do
you think | anP"

The young wonman shrugged. "I know you, all right!"

When his flake-gold eyes seened to seek hers with strange power, she | ooked away hastily.

"And you're not going to hypnotize ne!" she snapped

"Why di d Hando Lancaster |leave in the car and |let you renai n behi nd?" he asked. "Wy did he take
that unconsci ous nman?"

Si | ence was her reply.

"You had something in that building," said the bronze man. "Hando Lancaster took it away in the
car. You remai ned behind to nake sure the building burned and wi ped out any traces which m ght have
remai ned. "

"You’ ve added m nd reading to your other acconplishnments!" she said, coldly.

The bronze man nust have concl uded further questioning useless. He threw the gun into a ditch
then led the girl off the road. She | ooked scared, and struggled. He picked her up and carried her
his tremendous strength naki ng her quite hel pl ess

THE reason for his |leaving the road was soon apparent. A fire engine passed with a great racket

O hers foll owed, gathered around the ol d brick building. There seemed to be no water available in
quantity, so they enployed chem cal equi pnent

Success was noticeably absent. If anything, the fire seened to burn nore briskly, the firemen
gave it up, drew back, and devoted their attention to keeping the conflagration from spreadi ng
through the brush. This occupied themfor alnmpst two hours

During the interval, the bronze man and his prisoner remained in the brush. He spoke only once
"What is behind this nmystery?" he asked. "What becane of Jethro Mandebran and the twenty
mllion?"

"Look in your crystal and see!" the girl suggested



He did not ask her any nore questions.

Once the blaze had burned itself out, and there were no nore flying sparks, the firenen | oaded
their equi prent and departed. A few curious persons had gathered, but these drifted off.

"Come, " the bronze man said.

The girl, Sylvan Niles, obeyed because she had no other choice. She was taken to the scene of the
fire. Her captor proceeded to | ook around. He did a very thorough job of it.

Particularly did the bronze nman devote attention to the hot ruins. He risked burning hinself to
scrutinize that part of the remains, where the ashes of the strange, coflinlike box would have
fallen. He found nothing there. The thing had been conpl etely destroyed.

Next, the big man circled widely, searching trash dunps in the vicinity. Prying with a |ong
stick, he worked over their contents. Then he went back to the girl.

"Hando Lancaster has been conducting sonme sort of experinments here, has he not?" be asked.
"It's a pretty day, isn't it? she suggested.

THE bi g bronze man studi ed her for some nonents.

"You are going to talk!"

"That’s what you think!"

He grasped her right wist and they set out down the road. H s strides were |ong, easy, W thout
apparent haste, but she had to trot at tines to keep up.

When they came near the outskirts of the city, she brightened, apparently visioning herself
calling help. But the bronze man thwarted that by tying her wists and ankl es together, despite her
viol ent struggles. Then he gagged her. Hi s work was effective, but not rough.

He left her concealed in a thicket.

A few minutes later, the bronze nan appeared in a near-by nei ghborhood grocery store and asked
permission to use the tel ephone. He nade a brief call, and spoke in a voice so low that no one in
the store overheard.

Then he went back to the girl. She eyed himcuriously, obviously wanting to know what he had
done. He did not explain.

Hal f an hour later, a large linousine arrived. It was the same car which had picked up young Al ex
Mandebran at the airport. Al ex Mandebran hinsel f was occupying the rear seat.

The car’s driver was an individual who nmust have wei ghed in excess of two hundred and fifty
pounds, and whose hei ght could not have been much over five feet. He was al nost as broad. Hair on
his wists was like rusty shingle nails. He had an incredibly big nmouth, snmall eyes, and al nost no
f or ehead.

In short, the gentlenan | ooked |ike an ape.

This siman apparition | eaned out of the car wi ndow and spoke in a voice that was utterly
ridiculous for one of his appearance. It was a child s voice.

"H yah, Doc!" he said.

The girl looked intently at her giant bronze captor. "So | was right about your identity!"

The bronze man’s strange fl ake-gold eyes studied her, but he said nothing.

"You are the fanmous Doc Savage," the girl repeated.

"Who's the | ady, Doc?" demanded the api sh man.

"Mss Sylvan Niles, this is Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Myfair, nore frequently known as
‘Monk,’" the bronze man said. "Monk is one of the world s |eading industrial chem sts."

The young worman | ooked at "Mnk’s" bullet of a head, and asked, "Were do you keep thenP"

"What ?" Monk demanded.

"The brains."

Monk grinned amiably at her, opened the door to the front seat and said, "Get in."

Sylvan Niles stared at a creature which the opening of the door had revealed. It was a pig, an
entirely grotesque-looking shote with long | egs, tremendous ears and a body of no consequence.
"Good night!" the girl gasped. "Wat’'s that thing?"

"That’s no thing," Mk explained in an injured tone. "That's Habeas Corpus, ny pet pig. Habeas,
nmeet the |ady who don't think a heck of a |lot of our |ooks."

"She's too ritzy for ne!" Habeas apparently said.

Sylvan Nl es swal | owed her surprise, deceived for a noment, but then realizing Mnk had used
ventriloquismto make it seemthat the pig had spoken. She started to get in the front seat.

"She had best ride in back," Doc Savage said.

MONK' S |'i fted eyebrows al nbst nmerged with his cl ose-cropped hair.

The bronze man opened the rear door. Al ex Mandebran, sitting inside, |ooked steadily at the young
woman.

"You have nmet Al ex Mandebran?" Doc Savage asked the girl.

The stare which Sylvan Niles bent on Al ex Mandebran was icy. "Do | have to ride with hin®"

"You do," Doc Savage told her.

Wth Al ex Mandebran and Sylvan Niles in the rear of the |inousine, Doc Savage and Monk in front,
the car got in motion. It rolled into Philadel phia.



"Take the bypass road," Doc directed. "We are going on to New York."

Monk nodded. He was an excellent driver. The big nachine slipped along al nbst noi sel essly.

Doc Savage touched a button | ocated out of sight under the dash, then put on what was ostensibly
a radi o headset, but which actually reproduced what was said in the rear seat. It caught and

magni fi ed even whi spers, which was well, because Sylvan Niles and Al ex Mandebran were whi spering.
"I tell you, | cane over to try to help nmy father!" Al ex Mandebran was sayi ng.

"Liar!"

Young Mandebran groaned. "You've got me all wong. You seemto suspect nme of something. | assure

you | amnot guilty of anything underhanded!"
"Liar!" repeated the young wonan.
"I wish you'd do ne the justice of telling ne of what | am suspected,"” the young man whi spered.

"After all, that's only fair. You broke off our engagenent in England without a reason."
"1 gave a reason!"
"It didn’t nake sense! You said | was schem ng agai nst you and Hando Lancaster. | don’t

understand that. Wat was it all about?"

At this point, the car halted for a stop-light, and the young wonman nade a sudden effort to open
the door and | eap out.

"I't’s no use," young Mandebran assured her. "These doors are fastened by sone kind of trick |ock.
I nmyself haven't been able to figure out how they work."

Syl van Niles snapped, "You nean |'ma prisoner in here?"

"Call it that."

The young worman subsided with an indi gnant hiss.

The traffic thinned, and the car picked up speed. They got on the broad, snpoth expanse of an
express hi ghway.

The | oud-speaker reproduced nore conversation fromthe rear seat.

"WHAT are you doing here?" Sylvan N |es demanded.

Al ex Mandebran began, "I told you | cane over to try to help locate nmy father."

"l mean right here in this car!"

"1 am hel pi ng Doc Savage."

"Ah-h-h!" grated the girl. "Don't lie to ne!"

"I"mnot. Doc Savage met nme at the airport. He got nme away by a ruse, so that the newspapernen
woul d not know he had net ne. Later, he explained he was interested in ny father’'s disappearance."
"\ 2"

"Part of that missing twenty mllion is his. Some of it belongs to charitable institutions in

whi ch Doc Savage is interested.”

"l see," said Sylvan N les.

"Doc Savage wanted to investigate secretly, so the crimnals wouldn’t know he was on the job,"
expl ai ned Al ex Mandebran. "He hit on the idea of going to Philadel phia, disguised as nyself. |'ma
| arge man, although not quite as large as he is. He managed a wonderful disguise. The man is a

wi zard!"

Sylvan Niles seenmed to think the matter over.

"Sonetinmes | alnost feel that you are honest," she admtted at last. "I know that can't be
right."

Al ex Mandebran protested, "Wuld | be working with Doc Savage, if | were a crook?"

"l don't know," said the girl. "I don’'t know what to think."

"Suppose you tell Doc Savage all you know, " Al ex Mandebran suggest ed.

"I"11 think it over."

In tinme, they entered on the Skyway over the Jersey flats and approached the Hol |l and Tunnel under
the Hudson River—the entrance into New York City.

Wiile the tolls were being paid, there were sounds of a struggle fromthe rear seat. Evidently
the young woman was trying to attract attention by waving her arns. Doc Savage | ooked back. Al ex
Mandebran had codperated to the extent of pulling the curtains, so that the girl’s antics could not
be seen. He nust be hol di ng her nouth.

They went into the noisy tunnel.

"What part of the city, Doc?" Mnk asked.

"Wal | Street sector," Doc Savage said. "The Mners’ Building. We're going to look into the
mystery of this thing they' re calling the Happy Skel eton."

Monk worried the ribs of his pig, Habeas Corpus, with a toe, |ooked happy as he antici pated

com ng action.

"What we find at the Mners' Building," Doc Savage said, "should help clear up the nystery of the
Happy Skel eton."



Chapter VIII. MYSTERY IN THE M NERS

THE M ners’ Building was exactly what its name inplied—an office structure which housed on its
two-score of floors sone of the world s | eading mning corporations. It was a col ossal structure
and the designer had striven for an effect of nassive strength. There were al nost no decorative
enbel | i shnent s

"Drive around the block," Doc Savage directed

"Huh?" Monk | ooked puzzl ed

"Two carloads of men |eft Phil adel phia headed for the Happy Skel eton,"” Doc Savage expl ai ned

"They were the fell ows who nmade the attack on the brick factory buil ding which burned."

How Doc Savage connected anything called the "Happy Skeleton" with the Mners’ Building, was
beyond Monk. He shook his nubbin of a head and drove as directed. Doc Savage kept a sharp | ookout
without it being too obvious that he was doing so

The bronze man saw no trace of the cars used by the gang which had staged the strange attack
"Park sonewhere," Doc directed

Monk did so

The bronze man now al i ghted. The manner in which he opened the rear door of the car woul d have
been utterly mnmysterious to an observer. He sinply grasped the handl e, turned and the door canme open
It was no nore conplicated than that

There was, of course, a sinple explanation for the mechani smof the door’s lock. Unnoticed in the
pal m of one hand, the bronze man carried an el ectromagnet. The door handle itself was of nonmagnetic
brass, conceal ed in which was a steel plunger, well oiled. Atiny spring kept this shoved in where
it engaged the | ock nmechani sm blocking its operation. Under the influence of the el ectromagnet, the
bolt was drawn out against the pressure of the weak spring, leaving the lock free to operate when
the door handl e was turned

It was a sinple device, but one which not every individual would solve

Sylvan Niles and Al ex Mandebran started to alight. Doc Savage notioned them back, then indicated
that Monk was to enter

"Watch these two," Doc said

"WIIl I!'" Mnk grinned, and put his pig, Habeas, in the back

Leaving the three of themlocked in the rear of the car, Doc Savage entered the Mners’ Building
He consulted the directory of tenants on one wall of the | obby

CASTELLO M NI NG CORPORATI ON

The bronze man’s inspection stopped there. The Castello Mning Corporation was a big concern. Doc
had an amazing nmenory, thanks to training by scientific nmethods

Castell o M ning Corporation had been in the news |ately, having opened up a new vein of gold ore
in their holdings in the western part of the United States. So prom sing had been this strike that
the stock of the concern had skyrocketed. Doc Savage sinply recalled having read this in the
newspapers, together with the location of the concern’s offices

The gold strike had been nmade in the Happy Skel eton range of nountains near Death Valley, and the
Castell o M ning Corporation had recently been ni cknaned t he Happy Skel et on

An el evator took Doc Savage to the seventeenth floor, where the offices of the Castello M ning
Corporation were situated. In fact, the concern had the whole floor

It is a conmon practice for visitors to business offices nerely to walk in. Doc Savage did so

A dead man lying on the floor was the first thing to nmeet his eye

THE dead nan was not alone. He was surrounded by a cluster of silent, staring persons, evidently
conpany enpl oyees. There were two policenen present, and a gentl eman who was undoubtedly the nedica
exam ner. The |atter was goi ng over the body.

The corpse had a bullet hole through the head. The hol e where the bullet had gone in was
powder - burned. The fingers of the cadaver clutched a revol ver

"Who is he?" Doc Savage asked

"John Maurice Castello," a policeman grow ed. Then he recogni zed Doc Savage, and hi s i npersonal
slightly gruff attitude changed instantly. "Anything we can do for you, M. Savage?"

Al nost every policeman in the city knew that Doc Savage held a high honorary conm ssion on the
force

"You m ght answer sone questions," Doc said. "ls it nurder?"
"Ch, no! Not at all."
" Sure?"

"Absol utely!" said the policeman. "Castello wal ked out of his office, carrying a revolver in his
hand. He stood right here in front of everybody and shot hinself."

"There was no possi bl e chance of foul play?"

"None." The officer suddenly | ooked doubtful. "None that anybody can see. You any suspicions?"
Doc Savage did not answer that. Instead, he put a question. "Any notive?"

"You bet, a darn good one!" The officer seened on firmground here. "A couple of nobnths ago, this
guy’s mning conpany opened a rich vein of gold ore out Wst—



"That was in the newspapers," Doc said. "The Happy Skel eton."

"The vein was a fake," explained the policeman. "It was fixed up so that the big news woul d boost
the conpany’s stock. They worked it very snmooth, what | nean!"

"How di d this conme out?"

"The district attorney got a tel ephone tip today," replied the officer. "An investigator fromthe
district attorney’'s office cane over and talked to Castello. He threw a bluff into Castello. The man
confessed that the Happy Skel eton vein was a fake"

"The investigator was here when the suicide occurred?"

"Yeah, and is his face red! Castello said he wanted to dismss his office enpl oyees for the day,
and came out to tell themto go hone. There was a policeman at the door, so Castello couldn’t have
escaped. He nust have had a gun in his clothing. They hadn’t searched himyet. He pulled it out and
shot hinself. That's all there is to it."

DOC SAVAGE noved slowly about the office. He seemed in no hurry, yet his flake-gold eyes nissed
nothing. The late Castello’' s private office was marked by his name on the glass. The door was
partially open. Doc Savage shoved it farther ajar and entered. He stood just inside, eyes roving
"Has the place been searched?" he asked the policeman

"Nope, " said the officer. "W haven't got around to that yet."

"Who tel ephoned the tip about Castell o’ s crookedness?" Doc queried

"Sonebody who woul dn’t give a nane."

The bronze man beckoned. "It mght be a good idea to search this place now. Wuld you care to be
present ?"

"You bet!" said the officer, who had heard a great deal about the manner in which this bronze nan
wor ked. "We might get a line on the other one."

"What ot her one?" Doc countered

"Castello had a silent partner," elaborated the policeman. "Wuoever it was, he sure kept in the
background. Even these enpl oyees here don’t know the person’s nane; but we're prying around. W'l
learn who it was."

"When you do, would you mind letting ne have the information?" Doc Savage requested

"Sure, we'll do that."

The bronze man had been | ooking over the roomas he talked. It was large for an office. The
furniture, as might have been expected, had been selected to create an inpression of substantia
ri chness, the background from whi ch shysters and confidence nmen prefer to work.

There was an enor nbus nahogany desk. A straight-backed chair for visitors was situated at either
end of this. Behind that was the chair apparently used by Castello. This was a great overstuffed
affair of |eather and wood. Probably it had cost as much as sone of the m nor enpl oyees of the
concern earned in a year

"We will exam ne that chair closely," Doc Savage said

The results of his words were unexpected, cataclysmc

There was a flash, a terrific report. A hellish white light filled the room

THE expl osi on had been rather terrific. The policenman was conpl etely upset. Doc Savage hi nsel f

had been sl anmmed backward a few paces, but did not |ose his feet

Doc Savage |unged forward. The bl ast had conpletely denolished the chair. It seened to be Doc’s
idea to get sonme of the fragments. He did not succeed, for a sinple reason

The roomwas on fire!l It was an unusual kind of conflagration. It spread with incredible

rapidity. The desk, which had been partly denolished, was a bundle of red flame. The carpet was
burning. So were the walls

Doc Savage changed his course suddenly, |unged, seized the policeman and dragged hi mout of the
roomto safety. He was not a fraction of a second too quick. The office was literally stuffed with
fire

The cop, while dazed, had not been knocked sensel ess. Wen Doc rel eased him he nanaged to stand
"Whew "

he gul ped. "Wew "

Doc Savage seened to have a nunmber of things to do in a great hurry. He flashed across the

of fice, past the excited, how ing enployees and policenen. In the corridor, he veered left. At the
end of the elevators was a stairway. He plunged into this, descending one flight, and reached the
door of the office suite beneath that of the Castello Mning Corporation. He hit the door hard. The
panel caved

This office also was a mass of flane. There was a hole in the ceiling, undoubtedly bl own out by

the blast upstairs

Fire virtually covered the office. The heat was terrific. The few wi ndow panes unbroken by the

bl ast were starting to nelt and buckle. Doc Savage shiel ded his eyes against the white, hot glare
managed to | ook around enough to determine that a rather miserable desk and a pair of chairs, along
with a cheap rug, had been alnost the sole itens of furniture. Desk and chair were already virtually
burned, and the rug was filling the air with a choking stench of yellow snoke



Doc had partially torn the door fromits hinges in entering. He now finished the job, then
carried the door to the end of the hall and up the stairway.

There was a great deal of excitement in the Castello offices. They were trying to fight the fire
The bronze man ignored the uproar, and took one of the police expert’'s finger print outfits, which
had been abandoned for the nonent, and went over the door which he had brought up. He found no
finger prints

Sonme one strung a water hose fromthe standpipe in the hallway. Water was turned through this and
pl ayed on the fire. The results furnished quite a surprise. It was alnpbst as if gasoline had been
applied to the bl aze

Doc abandoned his search for finger prints, convinced there were none

"Keep water off that fire!" he called, sharply.

They | ooked at himas if they thought he had gone suddenly mad

"Then how you gonna put it out?" a cop denanded

"It is inmpossible by ordinary neans," Doc Savage explained. "The interior of that overstuffed
chair was | oaded with a type of incendiary chemical. The nore water you put on it, the hotter it
gets."

The of ficer waved his arns, bellowed, "But what—

"The best procedure is to let it burn itself out as soon as possible," suggested the bronze nan
"In the meantinme, it mght be a good idea to enpty the building of occupants. This is a fireproof
bui | di ng, but the steelwork may be weakened enough to pernmit the roof to sag."

"We' || do that!" gul ped the police officer

HALF an hour later, the excitement had subsided somewhat. A crowd had gathered down in the street
to watch snoke pouring out of the skyscraper. The assenbl age had been increased by the exodus of
tenants fromthe building

The chem cal fire had burned itself away. The interior of the office in which the expl osion had
occurred had been al nost conpletely destroyed. So had the office below. The floor had fallen in

| eaving only the naked girders of the building’s structure. These were still red-hot, and sagged
Doc Savage noved about in the snoking weckage, still searching. The heat had not only nelted
fromthe wi ndows such glass as had not been broken in the explosion, but had fused odd bits of
metal . Everything even renotely inflammabl e had gone

"*Twas a death trap which some one had set for Castello," decided a police officer

Doc made no conment

"There was a bonb in the chair, with the chem cal stuff," elaborated the policenman. "There nust
have been a wire or sonething down through the floor to the office bel ow, where sonebody was hiding

and set the thing off when you were about to exanmine the chair. They hoped to kill you."
Doc held sil ence
"Well, it was a death trap!" The officer shook his head slowy. "Crine sure don’t pay! That guy

Castello was fixed to get it anyway, if he hadn't commtted suicide!"

At this point, another policeman approached

"W’ ve dug up sone dope," he said

"What about ?"

"The nanme of the partner of this Castello.”

"Who is the partner?"

"The tel ephone operator was lying to us before," explained the policeman. "You know how t hese
t el ephone operators are. They’'re not supposed to talk about the firnmis secrets. This one wasn't
going to talk, but that explosion and fire scared her. She broke down and gave us the nane."
"And are you gonna gi nme that nane or not?" grow ed the man's superior

"Hando Lancaster."

" Eh?"

"Hando Lancaster is the partner’s nane."

THERE cane into the rooma small, weird sound. It was a note which al nost defied description, not

al one because it was vague, but also due to its eerie, ethereal quality. It was best described as a
trilling.

Bot h policenmen peered about curiously. It was the first tine they had heard the sound, so they

did not know that it belonged to Doc Savage; that it was a small unconscious thing which the bronze
man did in nmonments of mental stress.

The trilling faded i nto nothingness, and, since Doc Savage offered no expl anation, the source of
the sound was |left a nystery.

"Any further information on this Hando Lancaster?" Doc Savage asked

"None," replied the policeman. "This tel ephone girl renmenbered the nane, because one tine

Castello put in a long distance call to Hando Lancaster in England."

"Did she listen to the conversation?"

"She did. But what she overheard don’t nake any sense. Or maybe it does! | dunno. Castello wanted
his partner, Hando Lancaster, to put nore noney into the mning conpany."”



"What was Hando Lancaster’s response?"

"He refused."

Doc Savage asked a few nore questions, to which he got replies that added nothing to the
informati on which had already come to |ight. The bronze nman now conducted anot her brief search of
the establishment. He turned up nothing of val ue.

Doc entered the elevator, rode down to the street and pushed his way through the throng which was
still congregated there.

Wal ki ng rapidly, Doc Savage went to the spot where he had left the |inousine containing Mnk,

Al ex Mandebran and attractive Sylvan Niles. The car was where he had |ast seen it. The street was
wet. Evidently a sprinkler had just passed.

The machi ne was enpty.

THE car doors were cl osed. Doc Savage sl apped a hand swiftly into a pocket, got the tiny

el ectromagnet whi ch was necessary in opening the car and wenched the door ajar. Excepting for the
pi g, Habeas, who grunted noi ses of delight when he saw Doc, the interior of the machine was indeed
enpty.

I ndi cations of violence showed. The floor carpeting was wadded in a corner. The cushion |ay

askew. On the cushion was a wet scarlet stain. Doc scrutinized it and deci ded some one had been
wounded.

Doc Savage withdrew fromthe machine.

Wth great suddenness, he dived inside again. Sinultaneously, there was a shrill squeak, a |oud
clank, as a rifle bullet hit. Doc banged the car door shut just as another slug arrived.

The bronze man undoubtedly owed his life at that noment to the routine of exercises which he had
taken each day since childhood. One particular part of that exercise routine had to do with

devel opnent of vision and alertness of eye. Very little of what went on around hi mescaped the
bronze nan.

A man with arifle is a distinctive figure, even when he shows only a part of hinmself and his
weapon in a doorway half a block distant. Doc had seen him and noved a fraction of a second before
the fellow fired.

The bronze man dived forward into the front seat.

A bullet flattened agai nst the wi ndshield. These slabs of glass were not nuch | ess than an inch

t hick, and proof against all ordinary bullets.

The key was still in the ignition switch. Doc started the notor.

Doc drove toward the rifleman. The fellow nust have seen that his nurder scheme had been

thwarted. He sprang back in the doorway.

The district was a sonewhat shabby one, despite its nearness to the financial section. The

bui l ding into which the nan had vani shed was evidently one housing snall factories and | esser

whol esal i ng establishnents.

Doc Savage wenched swiftly in a conpartnent al nbst unnoticeabl e under the car seat. A drawer

cane out. In atray in this, bedded in cotton, were a nunber of glass gl obes, sonewhat smaller than
basebal I s. They held a bilious-looking Iiquid. Doc cranked down a wi ndow a crack, but not enough to
| eave hinmself unprotected. He tossed the glass balls through as he drove down the street.

The spheres burst on hitting the pavenent, the contents splashing wetly. These danp stains
evaporated, as the liquid turned into a colorless, odorless vapor. It was a gas of a type perfected
by Doc Savage. It produced a harm ess form of unconsciousness lasting for intervals varying froma
few mnutes to nany hours, depending on the strength of the ingredients. The stuff was al so

di ssi pated by the air, becoming powerless in a long or short tinme, depending on the strength of
anot her of its components.

DOC did not slacken the speed of the car, but drove swiftly, reached the corner and turned to
circle the block. There would, of course, be a chance for the rifleman to escape into the next
street. Doc was still tossing out gas grenades. It was his intention to lay a barrage of the vapor
around the bl ock.

He ran into difficulties, however. There was a traffic jamin the street at the end of the bl ock.
He saw it, stopped quickly, turned around and headed in the other direction. He escaped the effects
of the gas in the street sinply by holding his breath the length of the block. The gas had to be

i nhal ed, before it would overcone any one.

Noi se of racing autonobile engines reached his ears. Two nachi nes appeared in the street ahead,
both open touring cars. Qut of the door cane the man with the rifle. He flew down the steps, across
the sidewal k and hopped into one car. The autonobile went into notion.

Doc Savage was half a bl ock behind. H's nmachine gained swiftly, for it had nonentum and the other
two did not. The occupants of the cars ahead began to shoot. Bullets, hitting the bull et proof

wi ndshi el d, nade fine spidery cracks which hindered vision.

The eneny cars took the first corner, turning right, and Doc Savage got a glinpse of the

occupants as they swng.

The same gang that had rai ded Hando Lancaster’s buil di ng!



Monk, Sylvan Niles and Al ex Mandebran were in the cars!

Monk was a prisoner. It was inpossible to be sure about the others.

Doc Savage took up pursuit. There was snall |ikelihood of their losing him for they had stock
cars, while the special machine Doc was driving was capabl e of something near a hundred and fifty
m | es an hour.

The nmotor of Doc’s car stopped!

Chapter | X STOCK TRADERS

THERE was not hing indefinite about the stopping of the notor. One instant it was running, and the
next it was not. Doc coasted to the end of the block, wheeled into a side street, where he would be
protected frombullets, and stopped.

A bullet could hardly have cut the ignition. Radiator and hood were arnor-plated, and there was
dual ignition, anyway. The bronze nman gave the gasoline gauge a glance. That cleared the nystery.
Tank enpty!

He searched, and quickly found the reason. Sone one had craw ed under the chassis and parted the
feed line fromthe gasoline tank.

It was rarely that Doc Savage was taken by surprise, due to devel oped powers of observation, but
he had been tricked on this occasion. The freshly sprinkled street accounted for it. Water fromthe
sprinkler, of course, had floated off the gasoline, which had run fromthe tank; otherw se, Doc
woul d have detected the odor.

The interval required to | ocate another car—+t chanced to be a taxi cab—was sufficient for the
eneny in their speeding machines to escape. The bronze man cruised in the hack for several bl ocks,
found no trace of those he sought, and returned.

He spoke briefly to the police, and an i nmedi ate al arm was broadcast to radio patrol cars,
directing that the two tourings be picked up.

Enlisting the assistance of a squad of police, Doc Savage now went through the buildings in the

bl ock around which he had distributed the gas. Since nore than fifteen m nutes had el apsed, the
stuff had dissipated itself. An exam nation of the prem ses showed that no one had cone to harm
Doc Savage neglected to explain to the police just what had put every one to sleep. The police
knew not hi ng of the existence of his unusual gas. To tell themwhat had happened woul d have caused
needl ess conplications. Even Doc Savage's influence would not have preserved himfrom questi oning
and, perhaps, criticism He avoided possible difficulties by keeping still.

The police received a tel ephone report froma precinct station that the two touring cars had been
found, abandoned.

There was no trace of the occupants.

DOC SAVAGE went to the spot. The two autonobiles stood in a little-used water-front street,
literally an alley. The occupants nmust have changed to other conveyances, but there had been no
observers.

Doc Savage went over the two cars for finger prints. There were none. Nor were there other clues.
"This is gettin’ plunb nysterious," said a policenan.

The bronze man said nothing, maintaining his usual |ack of enotional display.

Doc hailed a cab and went back to the spot where his own car had stalled. He picked up Habeas

Cor pus, who had been rooting around the back seat, and transferred himto the cab. Then Doc
instructed the cab driver to go to his skyscraper headquarters.

Doc wal ked cl ose enough to the big building to observe a nunber of nmen |ounging about the | obby.
The fact that some of these had cameras, marked them as newspaper enpl oyees. The bronze man
backtracked, with the pig follow ng, reached the other side of the building and entered what seened
to be an innocent freight entrance into which trucks could be backed. It was really the exit from
his private basenent garage, and he wal ked down the runway, traversed a passage and took his private
el evator to his eighty-sixth floor quarters.

A voice greeted himexcitedly, the instant he entered.

"Doc!" the voice exploded. "There's the devil to pay!"

The speaker was a wiry man with an unusually thin waist. He had a high forehead and the |arge

nmobi l e mouth of an orator, but his clothing was the item about his appearance which struck the eye.
The man was a sartorial mracle, his garb an array to delight the eye of any tailor.

"What is it, Han?" Doc Savage asked.

The sartorially correct man was Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks, better known as "Hanl—a
ni ckname he did not particularly care for. He was by way of being one of the nation's nost astute
| awyers, when he chose to practice. But he was happi er adventuring with Doc Savage.

Besi des Johnny, Monk and Ham Doc Savage had two ot her ai des, who, because their professions
called themfor the time being, were not in the thick of the present nystery. One was

"Renny" —€ol onel John Renw ck, world-famed engi neer; the other was "Long Toni—Maj or Thonas J.
Roberts, a wizard with electricity.

"It’s Johnny," Hamsaid, in reply to Doc’s question.

"What about hinP"



"Let me show you."

Ham |l ed the way fromthe reception roominto a library, the walls of which were lined with
bookcases, hol di ng ponderous-| ooki ng tones.

Ham t ook, fromthe top of a bookcase, a bit of fabric which |looked as if it had been torn from
the floor carpet of a car.

HAM waved the piece of carpet.

"A school boy brought this," he explained. "He said he'd found it Iying on a road in New Jersey."
Doc Savage took the piece of carpet. Fastened to the underside by the clip which nmust have
originally secured it to a ribbon, was a nonocl e.

"The boy said the nonocle was wapped in the piece of carpet so that it would not break," Ham
expl ai ned.

"The nmonocl e is Johnny’'s," Doc Savage said.

"It certainly is!"

The nonocl e was an el aborate one. The concave side of the frame was engraved with what, froma
di stance of a few feet, |ooked |like ornanental scroll-work, but on closer exam nation this proved to
be lettering:

$50 REWARD FOR RETURN

OF TH S TO DOC SAVAGE

"Johnny has all his nonocles engraved that way, in case they get lost," Hamrem nded. "Sonething
has happened to him"

"Cbviously!" the bronze man agreed.

Ham shook his head slowy. "I'"mafraid it won’'t help us nmuch. Poor Johnny nust have dropped it as
a clue to indicate which way he was being taken. But it was dropped hours ago, and there are
hundreds of roads in New Jersey. No telling where he is!"

Doc Savage said, "Suppose we examine the thing a bit nore closely."

Wonderingly, Ham foll owed Doc into the | aboratory. This was an enornous room by far the |argest
in the establishnent. It contained an incredible array of scientific equipnent. The bottles and
phials of chem cals nust have nunbered into thousands. There were supplies of rare netals. There
were retorts, furnaces, even lathes for working netal, and a conpl ete equi pnent of tools. It was
here that Doc Savage devel oped and constructed a great nmany of his unusual devices.

From a cabi net, the bronze man produced a contrivance which resenbl ed an ol d-fashi oned magic
lantern, except that the lens, although it resenbled gl ass, was al nost jet-black. Doc Savage pull ed
t he shades, plugged the apparatus into an electric outlet and switched it on. He pointed it at
Johnny’ s nonocl e.

The unexpected happened. Tiny, carefully nade letters, previously invisible, appeared on the
nmonocl e’ s gl ass:

Sei zed. Blue taxie. Hole in top.

"Jove!" expl oded Ham "Johnny used sonme of that invisible chalk which is only brought out by
ultra-violet light."

"The netal caps of his shoe |aces hold sonme of the stuff," Doc Savage agreed. "He nust have
gotten the opportunity to pull the cap off a shoe lace and wite this nessage."

"We'd better start hunting Johnny!"

"First, it mght be wise to do sone checking," Doc said, quietly.

"l don’t get you."

"We are going to tel ephone a nunber of Wall Street brokerage houses."

"But what earthly good will that do?"

Doc Savage did not expl ain.

THE bronze man went back to the reception room and picked up the tel ephone book. He handed this

to Ham

"Li st names and tel ephone nunbers of stock brokers," he directed.

Pl ai nly not understanding the purpose behind the request, Ham neverthel ess, conplied. As soon as
the first name and nunber was on paper, Doc Savage began tel ephoning. To each brokerage office, he
put the sane request.

"G ve nme the names of your custoners who have made killings on the stock exchange recently?"

Hi s average of answers was not nuch nore than fifty per cent. Sone brokers declared they would

not answer such a question w thout a court order, even after Doc Savage explained his identity.

G hers declared it would take time to assenble such a list. But about half had the information
avail able, and were fam liar enough with Doc Savage's reputation to conply with his request. Doc
listened intently to each recital of names. He did not wite themdown. H's trained nenory nade that
unnecessary, especially since he was only listening for the appearance of one particular nanme on
nore than one |ist.

He spent al nost an hour tel ephoning, then put the instrument down for the last tine.

His weird trilling note cane into existence, persisted for the briefest of nonents, then ebbed
away into nothingness. Ham bri ghtened. He had heard the sound often enough to know that it presaged



an inportant discovery.
"You dug up sonethi ng?" he asked.

"Mar ket killings have not been very frequent recently in Wall Street," Doc said. "Only one person
seens to have taken a good deal of noney out of Wall Street recently."
"\Mho?"

"Sylvan N les," Doc Savage said.

"Who is Sylvan Niles?" Ham queried, |ooking puzzl ed.

Ham had not been enlightened about recent events. Doc now furnished himw th the story, beginning
with his own decision to investigate the Jethro Mandebran twenty-mllion-dollar di sappearance.

In the mdst of the recital, Hamwal ked to a chair on which reposed a cane, gloves, and a hat. He
picked up the cane. It was a neat black stick. He stood fingering this through the remai nder of the
story.

Once, he twisted the handle slightly, and the stick came apart, disclosing that it was a sword
cane with a blade of excellent steel.

Ham eyed Doc intently. "Have you any idea what’'s behind it?"

Doc Savage held his silence.

"It's bally sinister, whatever it is!" added Ham who, at tinmes, affected an English accent.

UNFORTUNATELY, Ham was not gifted with an extra faculty which would enable himto | ook through

t hi cknesses of plaster, steel and wood. Had he been able to do this, his hair mght possibly have
stood on end, although his hair was not addicted to denmonstrations in the face of fear.

Doc Savage's office occupied the eighty-sixth floor of the skyscraper.

The eighty-fifth floor, the one i mediately bel ow Doc’s headquarters, had been rented only the
day before. The four renters were in the suite. Three held machine guns. These rapid-firers were of
a foreign manufacture, evidence that Federal |aws stopping the distribution from American nmakers was
having an effect in crookdom They were hungry, nean-looking fellow who had apparently led a hard
life.

The fourth man was engaged in an extraordinary occupation. He was seated between two huge
suitcases on the floor of the inner room The bags were open and disclosed a conpl ex assortnent of
apparatus, much of which seemed to be electrical in nature.

More interesting, however, was the unique headgear which the man wore. This piece of equi pnent
gave the inpression of a great amount of intricate apparatus packed into the smallest possible
space. Quite a nunber of wires ran fromit to the suitcases. Another wire ran into the adjacent room
and extended up to the ceiling.

The man took off the headset. He had an ugly face, and he seened angry.

"You, out there," he snarled at one of the gunners in the outer office.

"Yeah?"

"So you'd like to croak the bronze guy, huh?" snarled the first.

The gunners | ooked vastly startl ed.

"For the love of Pete, how d you know— The one gunner did not finish. He seemed to renenber

sonet hing. A silent |augh shook his frane.

"Ain't it a great world?" he grinned.

The man using the set was not anused. "Get the hell outta there!" he gritted. "You re nussing up
things. Get over by the door!"

They hastily conplied with the order. "You |l earnin’ anything?" one called.

"Pi pe down!" another of the machi ne gunners suggested. "You m ght be heard upstairs!"

"Not a chance!" said the first. "The bronze guy's place is darn near soundproof, |’ve heard."

The man with the headset had replaced that weird contrivance on his head. It covered his cranium
conpl etely, and I ent hima grotesque appearance.

There was utter silence in the roomfor a nunber of minutes. Then the man suddenly wenched the
set off his head. Utter horror was on his face.

"The bronze guy!" he exploded. "He's got our whole |ayout figured!"

"He can't have!" gasped one of the guards.

"He has! He even knows who the boss is!"

Chapter X. FLIGHT

IN the reception roomupstairs Ham the dapper |awyer, was noving his head slowy, and sheat hing
and unsheathing his sword cane in a baffled way.

"What is behind it?" he was asking Doc Savage, for perhaps the fifth tine.

The bronze nman seened to have gone suddenly deaf. He appeared not to hear the | awyer’s question.
He had offered no expl anations of any theories that he held. Ham as a matter of truth, was not
surprised. He knew Doc. The bronze man was not often involved in a nmystery for |ong before he had
formul ated some fairly correct convictions. But Doc was not in the habit of voicing suspicions which
he was, for the tine being, unable to prove, or which, for other reasons, he did not wish to

di vul ge.

"Ham " Doc Savage sai d, suddenly, "we had best search this office."



"What ?" Ham was open nout hed. "You think—

"A suspicion has occurred to ne," said Doc Savage. "Let us make sure."

The bronze man now | ed the way through the library to the |l aboratory. Wiile three walls of this
great roomwere inclosed nostly in windows, the fourth wall |ooked solid. This was deceptive,
however, as Doc proved by manipul ati ng conceal ed | ocks in a panel. The wall opened, disclosing an
array of recording instruments. These consisted of clockwork devices that turned a paper disk on
whi ch an inked needl e was dragged. One of the disks showed a line which had an irregularity init.
Doc pointed to this.

"Sonme three hours ago, a prowl er entered through the reception roomw ndow. He nust have gai ned
the roof and | owered hinself down. Considering the height of this building he coul d have done that
wi t hout being observed fromthe street."

"Any one observing him would have thought hima w ndow washer," Ham agreed. "Do you think he's
hiding in here?"

Doc Savage pointed out a second wavy section in the recorded line. This inking device was
connected to a clock, for the purpose of designating the exact time of a depredation. There was a
recorder for each w ndow and door.

"The man was inside for perhaps an hour," Doc Savage pointed out. "Then he left."

"We'd better see what he was up to," Ham grow ed.

"Exactly."

The bronze man now noved through his establishment, nmetallic eyes alert. He scrutinized various
drawers and cabi net doors, all equipped with tiny hidden mechani sms which told whether or not the
doors and drawers had been opened.

"The place was not searched," Doc Savage sai d.

"Then what woul d anybody break in for?"

"There can be only one reason."

"Yes?"

" Sonet hi ng was pl anted here!"

There was a pow of a noise, and a great sheet of flane |ashed before their eyes.

DOC SAVAGE grasped dapper Ham and yanked hi m bodily backward, which probably saved him It was a
chair, one of the large overstuffed ones, which had literally expl oded. The bl ast, however, had not
been nearly as violent as the one downtown in the office of the Castello M ning Corporation.

The bursting did throw streans of what |ooked |ike superheated liquid fire. Some of this splashed
al nost where Doc and Ham had been standing, but by that time the two men were back in the

| aboratory, sheltered to one side of the door.

VWherever the liquid fire splashes struck, there was a burst of flame. The heat was blistering,
terrific. Even Habeas, the pig, tough though his hide was, had backed into a corner for safety.
After the incendiary chemcal had fallen, they nade an attenpt to get through the office to the
door. It was inpossible, due to the heat.

Doc and Hamretreated. The bronze man opened a panel and wenched one of three |evers. There was
a loud hissing noise in the reception room From conceal ed vents along the nol ding cane streans of
chemi cal which vaporized as it settled downward. This was the fire extingui shing system which Doc
Savage hinself had installed. The flanes, hot as they were, began to subside.

But the chair, its contents—whatever they were—had been destroyed.

"What set that stuff off?" Hamyell ed.

"Men in an office below, " Doc Savage deci ded, quietly.

"Il 1ook into that!" Ham growl ed, and dashed for the | aboratory.

Al t hough there was apparently no nmeans of exit fromDoc’s establishment other than the
conventional door through the reception room it was actually possible to step fromthe | aboratory
t hrough a conceal ed panel into the corridor. Ham passed through this secret exit in great haste,
picking up a rapid-firing machine pistol on the way. The rapid-firer shot anaesthetic mercy bullets
that did not kill—ene of Doc Savage’'s inventions.

At the end of the hallway, stairs descended. Ham cl attered down. He had conpleted half his

descent when a gun slammed | ead at hi mfrom bel ow.

Ham grunted. It was a very loud, pained grunt. He sat down heavily on the stairs. Involuntarily,
he cl asped both hands over his mddle.

The bullet had hit himsquarely in the stomach!

HAM S head swam Awful lights junped in his eyeballs. As a matter of fact, he had just received
the equivalent of a terrific solar plexus blow. He began to feel quite ill.

But he breathed brief and silent thanks for a bulletproof undergarnment, which all of Doc Savage's
aids habitually wore. The protector was of chain mail, woven froma specially devel oped all oy of
extreme strength. It was |light and stopped bullets, although the shock was sonetines sufficient to
break bones and | eave rather terrible bruises.

The gun bel ow crashed again. The bullet missed, partially because Ham heaved up and retreated.

He got a brief glinpse of the person trying to kill him It was a | ean, soured-I|ooking nman whose



pinched face, while it had nothing definitely wong with it, was not a prepossessing visage. The man
was using a revol ver which appeared to be of foreign nmanufacture.

Ham coughed several tines and rubbed his midriff. He had retained his grip on the nachine pistol.
Now he leveled it. The gun made a noise |like the moan of a bullfiddl e nagnified many times.

The gunman who had fired the shot was no longer in sight, so Ham had no definite target. He was
shooting for effect. He knew how unnerving was the great noise of the superfirer.

There was no return fire. Hamscuttled down the stairs, gingerly. The bullet against his stonmach
had knocked caution into him

He ran into the corridor and peered at the line of elevator cages. One of these seened to have
just started down. Weeling, he dashed back up the stairway and into the corridor of the floor which
housed Doc Savage’'s quarters.

"Doc!" Ham squal | ed.

"Yes?"

"They' re taking an el evator down!" Ham screeched. "lI’'mgoing to followin the speed lift!"

"No!" Doc Savage called, sharply.

Ham howl ed, "They'l|l get away!"

"Did you give thema scare?" Doc Savage demanded.

"l don’t know about that," Ham said. "But they gave me one!"

"They’ re | eavi ng, though?"

"Ch, yes."

"Come in here."

Puzzl ed, Ham entered the | aboratory by the secret panel which he had |eft open—+to di scover Doc
Savage | eaning through a w ndow.

In Doc’s hand was a rifle with a barrel alnost as large as that of a shotgun.

VWere the bronze man stood, he could see the building entrance far bel ow. Even as Ham cane up,
Doc reached into a cabinet, secured a pair of binoculars and focused themon the sidewal k, as an aid
to identifying any one who appeared.

"You do the sanme," he told Ham

The dapper |awyer hurriedly conplied, at the same time using one hand to rub his stomach, which
was still troubling him Ham watched the sidewal k closely. H's glasses were powerful.

Four nen soon cane out of the building far bel ow

"There they are," Ham sai d.

The four nen wal ked directly to a | arge car which was parked at the curb. They entered.

"They're going to get away!" Ham groaned.

Doc Savage’'s reply was to lift the rifle very deliberately and fire. The noise of the gun was
much | ess than mi ght have been anticipated. It was not nuch nore than a | oud cough.

HAM | eaned out of the window with his glasses, staring. He saw the car swing away fromthe curb

as if nothing had happened. The rifle in Doc Savage’'s hands made its strange soft cough again. The
car below did not falter inits flight. It rolled rapidly.

"You're missing it!" Ham gasped, incredulously. The | awer knew that the bronze man, although he
rarely resorted to the use of firearnms, was an expert shot.

The fugitives' car disappeared around a corner.

"Gone!" Ham yel ped.

"Cone on!" Doc Savage cli pped.

The bronze man nade a swift dash for the reception room and | ooked over the scene there. The fire
had been extingui shed conpletely. He | eaped to the ruins of the chair, nade a brief scrutiny. There
was nothing to be found. Destruction had been conplete.

"There nust have been something in that chair!" Ham gasped.

"There was," Doc Savage told him "But they were too quick for us. They destroyed it."

Back into the | aboratory, Doc raced, Ham at his heels. The bronze nan opened a hi dden panel, one
whi ch Ham had not touched in his passage to the hall. This one gave admi ssion to a bull et-shaped
cage, the interior of which was padded and equi pped with straps for hanging on. The thing was not
large. They dived inside it. Ham had scooped up Mnk’s pig and taken it al ong, nmuch as he despi sed
t he porker.

Doc closed the hatches of the bullet-like car, and touched a I ever. The results were astounding.
There was a | oud noan of conpressed air and machinery. The car sank |like a plumet. A few nmonents
later, there was a violent wench as the car changed its course. It was |like a pea being shot
through the barrel of a blowgun. The noise was ear-splitting. Conversation was inpossible. Then the
ef fects of braking mechanismcould be felt. The car slowed. Wth a clank, it stopped, and Doc Savage
opened the hatch. They stepped out.

A few seconds before, they had been on the top floor of the skyscraper, but their surroundings

now were vastly different. It was a huge building of brick, of steel-Poc Savage' s water-front

ai rpl ane hangar and boat house.

Thi s hangar was as much a secret as it was possible to keep it. Quter appearance of the building
differed little fromother water-front structures, being a huge edifice of grimy brick. It was



erected on a pier. Across the front a sign said sinply:

HI DALGO TRADI NG COMPANY

The Hi dal go Tradi ng Conpany was Doc Savage.

The bi g building housed a nunber of planes, boats, a small dirigible, and even a submari ne.

Doc Savage chose a snmall anphibian gyropl ane—a wi ndnmill ship which was perfect for work at close
quarters.

Ham in the neantine, seened to have sonething el se on his mnd.

"Chemistry!" Hamcalled loudly. "Chem stry!"

A CREATURE of astoundi ng physical appearance waddl ed i nto vi ewastoundi ng because the physi cal

I i keness which the animal bore to the honely chemi st, Mnk, was a bit uncanny. Chenmistry was a
large, tailless nonkey with a certain nunber of human points—ust enough of them in fact, to make
it possible for himto be mstaken for Mnk, if seen at a distance and in sonewhat inadequate |ight.
"Conme on, Chemistry!" Ham call ed.

Chemistry swung into the gyro. Ham boosted the pig in next.

Chemistry was Hamis pet, one he had lately acquired as a defensive organi sm agai nst Mnk’'s pet

pi g, Habeas Corpus. Chenistry and Habeas got al ong together practically as well as did Ham and
Monk—whi ch nmeant they never quite got to the point of slaughtering each other.

Doc Savage started the gyro motor, and the ship rolled down the incline and intercepted |ight
beans whi ch played on a photo-electric cell, causing the hangar doors to open. The doors cl osed
automatically as soon as the plane was out on the river.

Shortly, the ship was in the air.

Chapter Xl. QUEER MEN

THE gyro cabin was soundproof, although not perfectly so. The engine, an air-cooled radial, fed
its exhaust gasses through a valve which directed themeither into a |long silencing cylinder, or
into the open air. During takeoff, the cutouts were open, noisy. Doc closed themwhen they were in
the air, to pernmt conversation.

"Get the fluoroscopic spectacle devices," Doc Savage directed Ham

The dapper | awyer noved into the rear of the plane cabin, probed into special |ockers, and cane
out with two contrivances which bore a very faint resenblance to goggles. At least, they fitted over
the eyes, goggl e-fashion. The | enses, however, were as |large as condensed nilk cans and were very
bl ack.

Ham nmoved a tiny lever on the sides of the canlike | enses. They began to nmake the sane ki nd of
sounds given off by a mniature notion-picture canmera when in operation. Hamfitted the | enses over
his eyes.

The bronze man nani pul ated the plane’s controls. Soon they flew over the nmasonry canyons that

were the streets of uptown New York.

Ham | eaned from the wi ndow, peering downward through his strange eyegear. He coul d distinguish
only the faintest outlines of what was bel ow

"Watch for what |ooks like a brighter patch of light," Doc Savage directed.

"Righto," Ham agreed. "I know now what we’'re |ooking for."

Ham wat ched the terrain below intently.

"There it is!" he called.

I mredi ately, the bronze man sent the gyro up.

"Watch the car!" Doc Savage warned.

The gyro clinbed and clinbed. Ham paid no attention to that. He knew Doc was getting up where
they woul d not attract notice. Planes are plentiful over New York, and the conventional autogyros
are not uncommon. This ship, although it was true gyro, could hardly be distinguished froman
autogyro at a distance.

Ham kept a close watch on the spot of light. It was fading, but still discernible.

The | awyer knew what it was. It was the top of the car in which the nen had escaped.

Doc Savage had fired his unusual -1 ooking gun at the nachine. The purpose of this had puzzled Ham
for a tine. The bullets had been shells containing a chem cal concoction in liquefied state, which
had spl ashed on the car roof. This stuff had made a film perhaps unnoticeable to the naked eye,
which reflected infra light better than the surroundings. This was doing with infra light what a
filmdoes with ordinary light.

Doc Savage had merely arranged to trail the quarry to their hangout, hoping thereby to find

Johnny or Monk.

THE State of New Jersey has an unusual distribution of inhabitants. Directly across the Hudson
River fromNew York City and a bit to the southwest, is Newark, a netropolis, a city of consequence.
Not a great many miles distant, however, are sections of brush-covered hill country which night

al nost be cal |l ed uni nhabi t ed.

It was into this isolated section that the trail Doc Savage was followi ng | ed. The bronze nan was
flying the gyro high, and Ham was enpl oyi ng binocul ars to keep track of the car bel ow.



"The car is pulling into a farm" Ham called, abruptly

Doc Savage took the binoculars for a nonent. They were fully twice as long as the |argest

ordinary field glasses, and their magnifying power was a good deal nore than twice as great. They
had, in fact, the strength of a small celestial tel escope

The bronze man studied the spot where the quarry had stopped. There was a high stone wall and a
house, a great ranbling thing of wood. The structure was of a style popular fifty years ago

One car already stood in the yard. FromDoc’'s height, it was inpossible to tell with certainty,

but the machi ne appeared to be a taxicab, painted a faded bl ue col or

There was a small hol e—t might have been made by a man’s head thrusting upward hard—n the top

of the cab

"Hope Johnny and his big words haven't come to harm" Ham said, slowy.

Doc Savage piloted the gyro in a wide swing, until the craft was in the sky directly west of the
house to which their quarry had gone. To see the plane now, any one at the house woul d have to | ook
al nost directly into the afternoon sun. Even then, it was highly unlikely that the ship could be
di scer ned

"You take the plane off again," Doc Savage directed Ham

"Righto!" agreed Ham not |ooking particularly pleased with the assi gnnment

"If either of the cars |eave, follow them"

Doc | anded the gyro in a snall clearing. Hamgot the ship back in the air inmmediately, and Doc
struck out through the scrubby hill growh.

Wien Doc got close to the huge, ancient wooden house and its inposing stone wall, he used nore
caution and searched for a posted guard. Hi s scrutiny of the brush, the ground, was infinitely

pai nstaking. Particularly did he exam ne the sheer threads of cobwebs, on the theory that one of
these could be fine wire, the breaking of which mght set a bell ringing

The wal | around the house, in the rear, was coated with ivy vines. This foliage was thick and
green

Doc Savage scrutinized the place intently. The upper parts of the house which he could see

| ooked decrepit, deserted. There was no sound, no novenent.

Doc’ s pockets were rather anply filled with various of his innunerable gadgets, and he now
produced one of these sonmewhat the shape and size of a cigar case. He opened this

It proved to hold sone apparatus and a small, watchcase receiver. He placed the receiver to an
ear, then turned the apparatus slowy, as he would a searchlight

The thing was an anplifier and sound pick-up, tiny but remarkably sensitive. It could catch the
buzzing of a fly, for instance, farther away than the fly could be seen with the naked eye. Watever
the bronze man heard, it seemed to be interesting

He exchanged the |istener gadget for another device about three tines the size of the little

boxes whi ch hold ordinary pocket matches. This container was of metal. The top had a saucerlike
depression, and there were various dials on the sides

Doc Savage placed this contrivance in the shrubbery. He left it there and wal ked forward.

Somet hing like a score of paces brought himw thin a dozen feet of the wall.

The vines covering the wall parted and a nan stepped out with a sawed off shotgun, cocked

"Howdy, " said the nan

Doc Savage stood perfectly still, and replied nothing

"M ster, maybe you think we ain't glad to see you!" The man | eered. "Bend over and take hold of
the toes of your shoes with both hands, and stand |ike that."

Doc Savage conplied with the command. It put himat a distinct disadvantage. The other advanced
warily.

"l1"ve heard a | ot about you, big guy," he growed. "I ain't takin' no chances."

He pressed his gun to Doc’s back with his right hand, and with his |eft began sl apping spots

where there was likely to be a hol stered weapon. He was as worried as a green lion tanmer on his
first job. It showed in his manner. However, he took no chances

Bef ore | ong, sonething happened which disrupted proceedings. Qut of the brush behind themcane a
voice, shrill, distinctly netallic. It was not a calmor natural voice, but then no voice could be
expected to be calm under the circunstances

"Drop that shotgun!" ordered the voice

It was inevitable that the man with the shotgun would | ook up to nake sure the new speaker neant
busi ness. Wien he did this, Doc grabbed the fellow s ankles and yanked. The man upset. His gun did
not go off, due to Doc’s quickness in clanmping on his wist a grip which caused the finger sinews to
sl acken rather than tighten. The struggl e which ensued was terrific, but lasted not rmuch | onger than
it would have taken a man to get a long breath

Having flattened the man on his back, holding himw th throat clanped so no noise could escape

Doc Savage caused unconsci ousness by exerting his specialized pressure on spinal nerve centers. This
was as effective as a knockout blow, and not noisy.

THE norment the victimwas sensel ess, Doc Savage retreated hastily into the brush and picked up
the metal contrivance which he had placed there before advancing. It was still giving forth an



al nost i naudible whirring noise and would, in the course of a few seconds, repeat other comrmands to
surrender. There was a tiny record inside, and the concave area in the top of the box was sinply a
reproducer di aphragm Doc Savage shut the thing off, pocketed it and went back to the prisoner.

The fellow had not stirred and would not for at |east an hour to cone. Doc Savage picked hi mup

and carried himto a niche in the wall which was conceal ed by vines. The niche proved to be perhaps
about three feet in depth, the sane in width and hi gh enough for even Doc Savage to stand erect.

Wi le the wall around the house was manifestly very old, this niche seened to have been

constructed nore recently, within the past few weeks, judging fromthe appearance of the nortar. The
rear was a wooden door—dnl ocked, fortunately.

There was a square opening in the door, not quite a foot across, and this was strapped with iron
bars. Doc Savage | ooked through the aperture.

The ol d house | ooked even larger than it had froma distance. The ranshackl e aspect seened to

have increased sonewhat. It could be noted, however, that the shingles were intact on the roof, and
that, while the shutters were, in sone cases, |oose and even hanging by as little as a single hinge,
the wi ndows were all unbroken. Moreover, none of the siding was | oose. As a matter of fact, the
house was in good condition, except for paint and mnor repairs.

There was shrubbery in the yard, beds planted irregularly in the ol d-fashi oned way. Lawn grass

was uncut. Such paths as were in the yard were constructed of processions of |arge, flat stones, and
close inspection disclosed they had received recent use.

The bronze man craw ed swiftly, making little noise. About the house was the silence of a tonb.
Basenent wi ndows seened to offer a neans of entry. Doc Savage headed for them

The bronze man | earned | ater that the grounds were wired with an extrenmely nodern type of burglar
alarm The wires of the contraption were buried underground, and the effect as he passed over them
caused sensitive relays to set off an indicator.

The first hint of this was the appearance of novenent in one of the upstairs w ndows. Sone one

was behind the wi ndow, staring downward. The individual noved closer to the pane, the glass of which
had been washed recently.

It was the girl, Sylvan Nl es!

SHE apparently saw Doc Savage. Then she was gone fromsight. The next instant, there was a
crashing noi se. dass dropped out of the wi ndow where the girl had been. A bullet bedded viciously
al ongsi de Doc Savage.

The bronze man noved. Mst of his torso was incased in a bulletproof garment of chain nail, but
his head and neck were always vulnerable to a well-ainmed or a |ucky shot. Qut of his coat he drew a
nmetal egg. There was a small |ever on the side of this. He flicked the |lever, and threw the small

spheroid close to the side of the house.

The thing hatched with a flash that hurt the eyes and a roar that nenaced eardruns. A portion of
the house wall fell inward. d ass junped out of windows all along the side of the house. There was
some bl ui sh-1o00ki ng snmoke and a not inconsiderable quantity of dust.

And there was a hole in the side of the house through which a horse, providing he was agil e,

m ght have junped.

Chapter Xl|I. THE BURDEN OF SUSPI Cl ON

DOC SAVAGE was in notion. He calculated nicely, allowi ng just enough tine for flying débris to
settle, but nmoving quickly enough that the dust and snmoke woul d hel p conceal him

A mess of splintered laths and torn flooring delayed himslightly. The weckage was still

groaning as it settled. A large scab of plaster fell tardily off the ceiling.

Doc waded over the torn nass of a rug, sidestepped a divan which the expl osion had nangl ed. There
was a mirror door and an ordinary door side by side at the end of the room Mst of the mirror glass
was out. Being aware that mirrors are usually put in closet doors, Doc Savage ignored that one. The
second panel was stuck. It proved sinpler to bash the thin wood out and crawl through, than to
bother with opening it.

A gun barked at himthe instant he was in a hall. He rolled, twi sted, and gained an angle in the
corridor. Were he had been when the shot crashed, a cloud of black snoke appeared. It spread
rapidly. A draft pulled some of it through the hole which he had smashed in the door. The rest
mushrooned out in the hallway, shutting off visibility.

The stuff was coming froma netal container which Doc had left there.

The gun did not slam again. The shot had come froma point which seemed to be a staircase. Up
this, feet pattered. The noise they made was rapid and rather |ight, alnost effem nate.

Doc Savage headed toward the fleeing individual. The snoke, while it conceal ed himconpletely

when he was within the cloud, left no traces of soot on his person. Nor did he seemto have
difficulty breathing while in it. However, creeping toward the stairs, he fell to absently rubbing
his hands, one with the other. He rubbed his neck. Then, apparently realizing what he was doi ng, he
put forth an effort and stopped this.

That snmoke bonmb was a very particular type. A great deal of experinenting had gone into its
concoction.

At the foot of the stairway, he paused.



"Johnny!" he call ed.

"Here!" came a nuffled voice.

I't was Johnny’s voice, although the wordy archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st rarely used a word so
small. He seemed to be upstairs and toward the front of the house.

Bul | ets came down the staircase in a businesslike procession. It was plain that whoever was up
there wanted to be alone with the prisoner.

Doc Savage produced another of the powerful little grenades.

"You had better nove!" he called to the gunman. "In about ten seconds, there is not going to be
much left of the spot where you are standing!"

The bronze man listened intently. He never killed or seriously injured any one, if it could be
avoi ded.

The bul | ets kept com ng.

Doc adjusted the firing nmechani smof the grenade. He chose a nonent when there was a pause in the
shooting and flicked the little thing upward. It landed with a small clatter.

The gunman fl ed.

The house shook on its foundations. Noise, snoke, laths, plaster, and a few stray stair treads
came flying down. In the spot where Doc crouched, plaster fell off the ceiling and del uged him
pai nful ly.

He went up the stairway. The hall above was a wreck. A door at the end had been pretty well
denol i shed.

The girl, Sylvan Niles, lay just beyond it. She was on her face, senseless, and it |ooked as if
sonet hing had hit her on the back of the head. Fragnments of the door were scattered over nost of the
room Her outflung right hand still held a revol ver.

DOC SAVAGE | unged to the young wonan, dropped beside her, and proceeded to denpbnstrate that a man
can sinmultaneously do an entirely different thing with each hand. Wth his left hand, he felt the
girl’s pulse and | earned she was alive, then turned her head and opened her eyes. He noved her head,
hol di ng her eyes open. The inactivity of her eyeballs during this operation proved that she was
genui nel y sensel ess.

Wth his right hand, the bronze nan opened the revolver. It was the type which held five
cartridges, and all had been di scharged. The fact that the barrel was warm proved the firing had
been recent.

Doc Savage cl osed the revolver and replaced it in her hand exactly as he had found it.

Heavi ng erect, the bronze nman |unged across the room and found what had evidently, in the heyday
of the old mansion, been a serving pantry. Fromthis, a stairway |ed down.

He |istened. Men were |eaving the house; several of them judging fromthe noise. They seened to
be getting into the cars. Doc did not nove to descend the stairs. They would be expecting that. He
found a door admitting to that side of the house where the autonobiles stood. He tried it. Locked.
He | unged against it. Wth a tearing of wood, it cane open.

In the center of the room stood a strange-looking thing. It was |onger, higher, w der than a man.
A box. But the wood | ooked very ancient, and on it were |limed cabalistic synbols in vermlion and
purpl e and gol d.

Any young | ad noderately up on his history could have identified the thing. A nummy case!

Smal |, weird sounds were coming out of the case.

Doc Savage ignored the noises. He flung to a window, tried to get it up, and found it was nail ed
in place. He smashed the glass out of one panel.

He did not put his head through, for the very excellent reason that a swarmof bullets arrived.
The slugs took the remainder of the glass out and nmade a great noise against the ceiling. Oher
pel l ets began clouting through the walls of the house itself. These |ast nust have been the product
of high-powered rifles. A machine gun of sonme light variety using revolver cartridges was playing
t hrough the w ndow.

The motors of two autonpbiles could be heard through this battle uproar.

DOC SAVAGE veered to the left, at the same tine produci ng another grenade. He did not often nmake

a gesture which he knew in advance woul d be futile, but he nmade one now. He flung the grenade,

knowi ng very well, fromthe angle at which he had to throwit, that the thing would | and nowhere
near the cars. The concussion, however, might be norally effective on the occupants of the machines.
The roar was trenmendous, and the whol e house shook. Immediately, the shooting stopped. The cars
went away, notors straining for speed.

The noi ses were still com ng fromthe mumy case.

Doc Savage took a chance and | eaned fromthe wi ndow Two cars—the taxi-cab with the hole in the

top and the vehicle which Doc and Ham had trailed to the spot—were on the road. Fromthe way they
wer e bounci ng, the occupants nust have been having a rough tinme. The road was not fit for speed such
as they were nmaking.

Doc went to the nummy case. His swift scrutiny showed himthat it was undoubtedly genuine.

Munmi es are not technically supposed to arise fromtheir receptacles, and the ancients had taboos



agai nst outsiders desecrating the contents of such cases. Therefore, it was not equipped with a
l ock. But sone one had fastened the |id down by the sinple expedient of tying a rope around the
whol e case.

Doc Savage untied the rope and opened the |id.

The 1 ong, bony man inside sat up and gul ped, "I'Il be superanual gamated!"

W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN had, at one tine, taught in a college. Ri ght now he | ooked anything but
a professor. The only thing he wore was a breechcl oth which he had fashioned of a large towel. H's
hair was down in his eyes, and he was dirt and bruises and dried bl ood fromhead to foot.

"I"1l be superanal gamated!" he gul ped again, and left the numy case as if it were the last place
in the world where he wanted to be.

"You all right?" Doc Savage asked.

"Do | look like I'"'mall right?" Johnny demanded, indignantly. "The answer is, no! Enphatically,
no!"

He was all right.

"An unequi vocal , bal eful denoniacality!" he sputtered.

Doc Savage | ooked at the sarcophagus. \Wile not absolutely airtight, it was nearly so.

"You were not in there long," he said, stating an obvious fact.

"No, " Johnny agreed. "I heard you call and answered. They grabbed nme, slamed nme in there and
roped the |id shut. Blast their souls! | mght have snothered!"

Johnny, while he affected big words in the course of ordinary conversation, was not exclusively
addicted to them He did not, as a usual thing, enploy his big words in the presence of Doc Savage.
Rat her, he used themto confound | esser I|isteners.

"Did they torture you nuch?" Doc Savage asked.

"l should say they did!"

"Trying to | earn what?"

"They were endeavoring to ascertain just how rmuch you knew of this whole devilish nystery,"”
Johnny expl ained. "In doing that, they were, of course, butting their heads against a stone wall.
Not that | like to designate nyself as a stone wall. Quite the contrary. | think | proved very

i nvul nerable."

"How rmuch did you tell thenP"

"All | knew," announced Johnny. "It anpunted to exactly nothing, so | could see no harmin
telling them"

"They did not believe you?"

"Natural ly not. Hence, their playful parading back and forth across ny chest. They al so ki cked
me, pulled some of nmy hair out, and were getting around to throwing |ighted matches at ny eyes when
you arrived."

DOC SAVAGE nodded. He seened to be interested in the sarcophagus. He noved it. There was a round
hol e perhaps two inches across bored in the floor directly beneath the coffin. There was nothing in
t he hol e.

Doc Savage exami ned the bottom of the sarcophagus and found another hole, a bit larger than the
one in the floor, in the bottomof the death box. He peered into this. It was too dark to see
anyt hi ng.

"Did they talk nuch?" the bronze man asked.

"Too nuch!" said Johnny. "They talked all of the time. They were very w ndy."

"They dropped hints?"

"No man, or group of nen, can talk as much as they did wi thout dropping hints!"

Doc Savage was scrutinizing the inside of the sarcophagus. It seened to be solid. He produced a
pocket kni fe and scraped. This reveal ed that the box, sonetinme in the recent past, had been taken
apart. He continued scraping until he located the joints.

"How many in the gang which held you?"

"l can't say," said Johnny. "Quite a nunber. They cane and went."

"A dozen?"

"At least that many."

Doc Savage seated hinself on one side of the open sarcophagus, put his feet against the other
side. He prepared to use strength.

"Hear anything of Mnk?" he asked.

"Have they got Mnk?" Johnny expl oded.

"Yes."

“I'1l be superanal gamat ed!" groaned Johnny.

THE bronze man put forth a little exertion. The sarcophagus cracked, but did not give. He changed
his position to use nore advantageously his great strength.

"I didn't hear a word about Monk," Johnny said, grinmy.

"We've got to find him" Doc Savage said. "That is our first job."



Johnny nodded. He noistened his |lips. Then, because there seened nothing el se to comment upon, he
poi nted at the nmummy case.

"There is sonething queer about that thing," he said. "I have suspected before this that ny brain
is not the greatest in the world. But now | have a suspicion that it is the dunmbest! They put me in
that case several tines, then took ne out again and took me into another room | could not nake
heads nor tails of it."

Doc Savage exerted the power of his |eg nuscles suddenly, violently. There was a ripping, and the
munmy case cane apart. Doc turned it over and continued his wecking until he had it entirely
separated, the entrails of the thing exposed.

Johnny peered with great interest. He bent down and stared. If there had been a fly speck
present, he woul d have found it.

"Sonebody, " he gul ped, "is crazy!"

The bottom of the nmummy case and a considerabl e portion of the sides were hollow, but contained
not hi ng.

"Were you in this roomall the time," Doc Savage asked.

"No." Johnny frowned. "They could have taken sonething out of that w thout ne seeing."

"They did," Doc Savage told him

"Eh?" Johnny frowned at the bronze man. "You ve got an idea of what this is all about?"

Instead of relieving the | ank archaeol ogi st-geol ogi st’s mnd, Doc Savage gestured. "There is a
person down the hall whomyou might be interested in seeing."

Johnny nodded, started for the door, then stopped.

"I forgot to tell you something," he said—the name of their chief."

"You heard that?"

"Oh, yes. They seened quite certain | was not going to | eave here alive, so the nane was

nmenti oned. "

"What was the nane?"

"Sylvan Niles. A very bloodthirsty fellow, this Sylvan Niles, | take it!"

The bronze man escorted the battered Johnny to the spot where the young wonan | ay unconsci ous. He
poi nt ed.

"Sylvan Niles," he said.

"A worman! " Johnny gul ped. "I’'l|l be superanal ganated!"

Doc Savage asked, "You are sure that the |leader of this gang is nanmed Sylvan Nl es?"

"That is what their conversation led ne to believe," Johnny reiterated.

SYLVAN NI LES showed no signs of consciousness returning i medi ately.

"Wait here," Doc Savage directed.

The bronze man nade a thorough search of the place. Particularly did he scrutinize the room bel ow
t he sarcophagus. The hole was prominent in the ceiling. It seenmed to come straight through. Plaster
which had fallen off the ceiling littered the floor. Doc Savage pushed this to one side with a toe
and examined the floor. He found nothing there to interest him and continued his search of the
house.

Evi dently the place had been used as a living quarters, but for an interval of no l|longer than a
week or so. This was indicated by the state of the discarded cans which had held food. Sone cans had
not been cl eaned out thoroughly, so that it was possible to forman estimte.

It becane apparent that there was no one else in the house.

Doc Savage stepped out into the yard at the rear, where he had left the man he had overcone; but
that fell ow was gone. He had been in no condition to navigate under his own power, so it followed
logically that some of his friends, in their flight had gathered himup and carried hi maway.

Doc went back upstairs.

W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN was surveying senseless Sylvan Niles with a great deal of interest.
Johnny cut quite an inpressive figure in his breechcloth.

"There are wi ndow draperies downstairs," Doc Savage suggested. "They might nmake a nore fitting
garnment than that towel. Your clothing seens to have disappeared.”

"Good night!" Johnny exclainmed. "I had entirely forgotten."

Johnny hurried out, treading gingerly over broken plaster and splintered wood, and worked his way
down the stairs. He canme back some mnutes later, arrayed in a crude toga which he had fashi oned out
of wi ndow draperies. H s pipe-stemlegs and arnms protruded fromthis, giving the somewhat unearthly
i mpression that he was conposed excl usively of bones.

Doc Savage had opened the wi ndow and was | eaning far out of it. Johnny noted that the bronze man
seened to scrutinize the sky.

"Sonet hi ng up there?" he asked.

"Ham was supposed to be flying around in the gyro," Doc replied. "He seens to have di sappeared."”

At this point, Sylvan Niles turned slightly and nmade a sighing sound. After an interval, she had
her eyes open and was sitting up.

She said nothing. She sinply | ooked at Doc Savage, and then at Johnny. She blinked several tines



when she saw Johnny, as if his grotesque figure were sonmething new in her experience.

When Johnny woul d have spoken, Doc Savage adnoni shed silence with a slight gesture. They watched
the young worman. She peered about and evidently deci ded where she was. She | ooked at the w eckage
whi ch the grenade had nmade, then started to feel the lunmp on her head, which nust have been pai ni ng
consi derably. This gesture brought to her attention the revolver which she held in her hand.

She pointed the gun at Doc Savage and Johnny.

Johnny groaned, "Doc, we should have taken that away from her!"

"Stand still, you two!" the young wonman rapped. "lI'mgoing to get out of here!"

Instead of standing still, Doc Savage advanced. He came slowy, giving her anple opportunity to
pull the trigger.

"Back!" Sylvan Niles gritted.

Doc cane on. The young wonan cocked the gun. She set herself desperately and put on what she
evidently intended to | ook |ike a determ ned expression. But when Doc Savage was al nost upon her,
she threw the gun down.

"You’'ve got too darn rmuch faith in your ability to read human nature!" she snapped at Doc. "I

m ght have shot!"

DOC SAVAGE negl ected to informher that the chance of her shooting himwith a gun in which all of
the cartridges had been di scharged was negligible. He picked up the gun and tossed it out of the
wi ndow.

"What happened to you?" Doc asked her.

She seened to be a young worman who was coherent with her descriptions.

"You left ne with Monk, young Al ex Mandebran, and that pig, Habeas, in front of the Mners’

Bui I di ng," she said. "W had only been there a few nonents, when a nan cane al ong knocked on the car
wi ndow and said he had a nessage fromyou. Mnk opened the door. The man managed to keep the door
open while other nmen ran up. They grabbed us."

"They gagged and blindfol ded you i medi atel y?" Doc asked, renenbering that he had seen her and
young Al ex Mandebran without either blindfold or gag in the departing car.

"No," she said. "They did that later."

"Then what ?"

"They brought ne here. They took Mnk and Al ex Mandebran somewhere el se. | don’t know where."
The vicious treatment he had received | ed Johnny to burst in with a suspicious question.

"Suppose you explain how you were |l eft senseless with that gun in your hand?" he requested.

"They hit ne on the head and left nme that way!"

"That is at |east a good story," Johnny said.

The girl glared angrily. "Wo are you, you funny-I|ooking bag of bones?"

Doc Savage supplied, "He is WIlliam Harper Littlejohn, nore often known as Johnny, one of ny
aids."

"l am di sappointed!" said the young woman. "It |ooks as if you went to the zoo for your

assi stants!”

JOHNNY favored the young woman with the col dest of stares, but did not address her again

Doc Savage asked the girl, "WIIl you talk freely now?"

"No!

"It mght make matters sinpler.”

She shook her head mutely, then seemed to think of sonething. She pointed at the basenent

regions. "Did you search down there?"

"Hurriedly," Doc Savage adnitted

"They had a hide-out underneath,” said the girl. "Some of them m ght have got in there. W'd
better |ook."

Doc Savage hel ped her to her feet and it was evident that she could wal k, although with sone
uncertainty. They negotiated the torn area at the top of the stairs and descended

The basenment was not |arge. The floor was of packed clay, the walls of ancient brick. Directly in
the center, rising like a ponderous colum, was the foundation of a fireplace, evidently in the room
above. At the foot of this was a tiny door for the renpval of ashes

The girl pointed. "There."

Doc Savage opened the ash-door and | ooked into the chimey foundation. He took a snmall stick and
poked, bringing out nothing but soot

"It's there," said the girl. "You step into the side of the chimey, or sonething."

Doc Savage searched. Woever had nade the recess had done an excellent job. The joint was hardly
perceptible, even with a magnifying glass. The nmechani sm whi ch opened the thing defied discovery
entirely. Doc went outside, got a heavy rock, came back and smashed it agai nst the chi mey.

In a nonent, he had a panel uncovered-a panel as wi de as his shoul ders, alnost as high as his
head. It was of netal, and the brick had been cemented to the outside. Doc got it open

The recess beyond woul d accommpdate his person with sone squeezing. The footing was not firm when
he stepped upon it. There were ropes on the right hand side, indicating the thing was an el evator



operating in dunbwaiter fashion

"Send the young | ady down after ne," Doc directed

The bronze man turned in the lift, manipul ated the ropes and w thout nmuch noi se, he sank. Severa
tinmes, he put finger tips against the sides of the concrete shaft in order to estinmte speed. The
lift dropped nearly fifteen feet before conming to a stop. Doc produced a flashlight

The walls were shored up with tinbers. There was only a single room and that not |arge. The

pl ace was equi pped with a bench and i nnunerabl e boxes. Tools were scattered on the bench

On the bench al so was a high stack of papers. Doc Savage went over and scrutinized these. They
were receipts for stocks bought and sold on the New York and ot her stock exchanges

The name of the trader in each case was Sylvan Niles. Sylvan Niles seened to be a financia

wi zard. In no case had noney been | ost; and the wi nnings, in sone instances, anpbunted to nany

t housands of dollars

Doc Savage went back to the shaft and called, "Send Sylvan N |es down!"

"Righto," called Johnny

A MOMVENT |l ater, the lift, which Johnny had pull ed up, descended and the young wonman stepped out
Doc was holding a flashlight and he studied her features intently in its glow, as she |ooked the
pl ace over. Either she was genuinely surprised by her surroundings, or she was an excellent actress
Then Johnny canme down

"Just exactly what is in this den?" he demanded, peering about

"Some kind of mechanical construction has been carried on here," Doc Savage said. "We might try
to ascertain exactly what was built."

They centered attention on the boxes. They were already opened. Every box was entirely enpty

Some still held excelsior packing. This was pulled out carefully and sifted, divulging nothing of
interest. There was not even a scrap of paper. The boxes thensel ves bore no narkings

The two nmen went to the bench, scrutinized the tools. Doc indicated a | ong rack above the bench
whi ch, evidently, had once held a great many tools, but was now enpty.

"Every clue has been disposed of," the bronze man said

A shrill gasp drew their attention to Sylvan Niles. She had wal ked to the sheaf of

buy- and-sel | -order confirmations, and was exanining them She was agog

"You nmade a nice profit!"” the bronze man said, dryly

"1 ?" she exploded. "I never saw these before!"

Johnny hurried over to the papers, cast a glance over them then eyed the girl.

"Her neneutical catachresis is expedient," he renarked

"What ?"

"Your explanation had better be good,"” Johnny told her

"lI've been framed!" she snapped. "Sone one has been trading on the stock market and using ny
nane! "

Johnny shook his head solemly. "Very thin!"

Then, as if to go through the papers nore thoroughly, Johnny picked up the whol e bundle. The
results were disconfiting. There was a loud grating of netal overhead, a clang. Doc Savage |unged to
the shaft and | ooked upward.

A heavy steel plate had slid across the shaft, closing it. By wedging hinself into the shaft, Doc
clinmbed upward to the barrier and exerted his strength against it. The thing was entirely solid
They were trapped

JOHNNY was | ooking at the spot on the table where the papers had lain. Coming up through holes in
the wood were two tiny wires, insulated except for the tips, which had been held together by the
wei ght of the papers. Lifting the docunents had allowed the wires to separate, breaking an electric
circuit, which had, in turn, resulted in the closing of the shaft

"Atrap!"

The girl said nothing

Johnny secured a stout screw driver, scranbled up in the shaft and worked on the trap panel, but
made no noticeabl e progress toward getting it out of their way. Clinging in the shaft was a
difficult business, and he dropped back to the floor shortly, exhausted

"I"1l be superamal gamated!" he nunbled. "We're in a jam sure enough nowl We'Ill never get out of
here!"

Chapter X II. HAM HAS DI FFl CULTI ES

BRI GADI ER GENERAL THEODORE MARLEY BROOKS was, at the moment, nowhere near the old country house
where Doc, Johnny and Sylvan Niles were trapped. Furthernore, Ham was headi ng away fromit, and
hoping his gyro woul d not be seen by the occupants of the two cars traversing New Jersey hi ghways at
a high rate of speed

In the rear of the plane, Ham s pet nonkey, Chemi stry, and Monk's pig, Habeas Corpus, quarrel ed

They were evenly matched. Habeas could bite, use his sharp-hoofed feet; Chemistry, while larger, had
only nmonkey fists and | ess effective teeth

Ham had little difficulty keeping track of his quarry, except when they passed through vill ages



Fortunately, there were no | arge towns

The cars took to a di sused woodl and road. Boughs arched over this thoroughfare so that, at tines
the machines were conpletely hidden fromview Hamresisted the tenptation to fly |lower, knowing it
was quiet in the woodl and and they m ght hear the noise of the plane’s notor. Hi s eyes ached
intolerably fromthe strain of using binoculars

Then a peculiar thing happened. The two cars pulled off the road into a tiny clearing which was
surrounded by a dense wall of foliage. In this clearing stood two other cars. It was inpossible to
tell a great deal about these machines fromthis height, but they |ooked |ong, powerful. The nen
changed cars

The dapper | awyer decided drivers had been waiting with a change of cars in the clearing

The two relief nmachi nes headed back the way the others had cone. They traveled at a high rate of
speed, and because two fast cars, one behind the other, would tend to attract attention, they
separated a distance of perhaps three quarters of a mile. These machines were much nore difficult to
keep track of

Ham perspired freely. The goal of the cars becane evident. They pulled up beside the tracks of a
rai |l road which ran between Washi ngton and New York. The nen |left the nachines and scattered al ong
the right of way, which was bordered by brush at this point

Ham deci ded they were doing something with the railroad signal system He kept a sharp | ookout to
make sure they did not tear up rails, or place anything on the tracks which m ght cause a wreck.
Since this district was frequently traversed by planes and one nore was not likely to attract
attention, Ham sank his ship a bit lower. If these men intended to endanger |ives, he woul d
interfere. Gtherwise, he intended to play the role of observer. He was not optim st enough to
bel i eve that, single-handed, he could capture the crowd.

A rather long wait followed.

A TRAI N appeared, coming fromthe direction of Washington. It was one of the new streanlined
trains. It must have been making around eighty mles an hour. Rounding a curve, it streaked down the
strai ght stretch where the nen Ham was observing had stationed thensel ves. Things began happeni ng
First, the block signal |ocated ahead of the train changed, directing a stop. Then nen popped up

al ongsi de the tracks, waving red flags

Since there was no reason why he should do anything el se, the engineer of the train applied the
air. The streanliined cars cane to a stop. The engineer alighted, evidently to ascertain what was
wrong. Men | eaped out of the brush beside the right of way and ran toward him They held guns. The
engi neer put his hands up. More nmen ran down the side of the train and entered the coaches

The whol e thing was executed with great speed. The raiding party was inside the train scarcely

mere than two or three minutes. Wen they reappeared, they were escorting a prisoner. This

i ndividual was |arger than any of his captors, and he kept his hands rigidly above his head. He was
rushed to the waiting autonobiles, which pronptly sped away.

Ham happened to know that this particular railroad equipped its streamined trains with a

so-call ed wired-w rel ess system of communi cati on, whereby the noving train could keep in touch with
internedi ate stations; but this nmust have been put out of conmission by the raiders. A group of
uniformed train officials left the stalled cars and dashed nmadly toward a distant farmhouse
evidently headed for a tel ephone

Ham did not see nore, his attention being centered on followi ng the two cars. They were headi ng
directly for the spot where the exchange fromthe other cars had been nmade. In fact, it devel oped
when they reached that spot, the nen intended to change back to their previous conveyances. They did
so and resuned their journey.

The gyro was equi pped with radio transmtting-and-receiving apparatus. The receiver was of the
universal type in its wave band coverage. Hamturned it on and tuned it to police broadcasting wave
I engths, and before long was rewarded with interesting information

"Calling All New Jersey State Police!"

intoned an official voice fromthe | oudspeaker. "Watch for two | arge bl ack sedans, |icense
nunbers unsecured, occupied by gang of nmen estimated to exceed a dozen in nunber. Men held up
Washi ngton-to-New York railway train and took off Sanuel Gerard Crowell, private secretary to

Senator Lorton, chairman of the committee on tariff revision."
There was nore of it, having to do with the routine of the search for the two cars. This was not
especially inmportant, since the two machi nes had al ready been abandoned

HAM di d some concentrated thinking, which got hi mnowhere. He could not understand of just what

val ue woul d such a prisoner as Crowell be?

bserving that the cars had turned into a roadsi de establishment, Ham put other thoughts fromhis
mnd. He throttled the gyro engine down so that it barely maintained his altitude, and nmade as
little noise as possible. Then he rubbed his aching eyes and once nore used the strong binocul ars
The pl ace bel ow seemed to be a sumer canp and consisted of a large nmain building and a nunber of
smal | er bungal ows, all situated on the shores of a small |ake. At |east one detail of the |ayout was
interesting. There was a building on the | ake shore built over the water, and it was too large for a



mer e boat house. Ham hazarded a guess that it housed a seapl ane.

The dapper |awyer continued his observation until he was certain the cars had reached their
destination. He saw the machines put into garages. Shutting off the gyro notor, he headed the craft
downward to the west of the canp where the blinding effects of the |ate afternoon sun would help
prevent the aircraft being observed. He | anded on the level floor of a dry creek, the only spot
avail able in the wooded vicinity.

He got out and ran toward the canp, trailed rather closely by Chem stry and Habeas Cor pus.

A MAN | oafed on the rustic porch of the canp’s largest building. A shotgun lay across his knees

A cl ose observer mght have noticed that he kept a sharp | ookout over the vicinity. Another nan was
doing the same thing on the rear porch, and he also had a shotgun. Between them they kept the
surroundi ngs under cl ose observation

Noi se suddenly broke out in the brush some distance fromthe house. It was a not inconsiderable
uproar, marked by squeal ings and squeakings. In fact, considering the kind of a noise it was and the
locale, it was a startling sound. In a jungle infested by wild pigs and nonkeys it m ght have been
expl ai nabl e, but here in the Jersey hills it was hard to account for

"Bill!" yelled the fellow on the back porch. "Wat the hell’s going on around there?"

"It’s in the brush!" Bill explained. "Danged if | know what it is!"

So unique and so loud was this noise which had suddenly shattered the solitude of Jersey, that

the two nen joined each other in the yard and stood staring at the brush

"Must be a couple of wanpus cats," one grinned

"They got themin Jersey?" the other asked, with entire seriousness

H s conpani on snorted

"Come on," he said. "Let’'s look into this!"

The two nen, with their shotguns ready, advanced into the brush. The undergrowth being thick

they had to make a little noise thensel ves

The uproar ahead abruptly ceased, and there was a sound as if two animals of not very inpressive
size were leaving the vicinity in great haste

The two men ran forward, craning necks to see what they could. One fell down and got up, cursing
They were no woodsnen, and they did not care for the brush tearing their clothing. They stopped and
junmped up and down |ike dogs |ooking for rabbits in a meadow. They did not, however, catch sight of
the causes of the noise

"Ch, well!" One shrugged. "Every little bit of excitement around this dead hol e hel ps."

They trudged back to the house and took up their positions on the front and rear porches

shot guns ready across their knees. Having been gone only a few nonments, and returning to find no
visible change in the place, they took it for granted that everything was all right

EVERYTHI NG was not all right—ot fromthe standpoint of the two | ookouts. They did not know that
Ham had nanaged to get the two strange pets, Habeas and Chemistry, to stage a fight. Not that this
took a great deal of ability, however. Habeas and Chenistry were ready to stage a fight al nost any
time. Under cover of the uproar which had drawn the two | ookouts away, Ham had flitted across the
clearing and was now i nside the |arge buil ding

Ham had craw ed through what |ooked |ike a basement wi ndow, and had found, much to his disgust

that there was no basement. The house rested on a foundation, about a yard off the ground, and the
rock wall of this foundation was perforated with wi ndows.

Ham was di sgusted. He had run hinself into a hole fromwhich escape would be difficult. He

crouched there, nmentally chewing his finger nails, until his eyes, which had been used to the

af ternoon sunlight, accommopdated thensel ves to the gl oomunderneath the house. It was then that Ham
percei ved that things were not as bad as they had at first seened

Al nost over his head—he was wel|l under the house—there was a trapdoor. The explanation for this
conpletely defied himfor a nonent. Then he decided on the reason

The trapdoor had been newy nade. Sonebody nust have provided it for an escape

Ham gl anced about, then worked toward the rear. Because there seened to be no harmin doing so

he struck matches. They afforded some |ight for his study of floor beans above his head, which were
festooned with cobwebs. These cobwebs were scraped | oose in sone places. Ham found an area which was
al rost free of the sheer silky threads. Directly beneath this spot, he thunped the ground gently
with a fist

As he expected, there was a hol |l ow sound. He scraped quietly with his hands and uncovered a

square board. He lifted this and exposed the mouth of a shaft which was tinbered

Ham crawl ed back to the trapdoor, put an ear to it and caught a voice nmurnur; but the speakers

did not seemto be in the roomabove. Ham put force against the trapdoor. It lifted hard. A nonent
later, he knew it came up under a settee or sone other large article of furniture, and was covered
by a rug

The voices were quite distinct now, the words understandabl e

SEVERAL nen were tal king and they seenmed to be di scussing another man, who was in difficulties



"He'll be comin’ out of it shortly," one said.

"He oughta!" growl ed another. "If you was careful with that chloroform"

"What was that noi se outside?"

Some one nust have gone out and questioned the two guards, because there was a noi se of steps

| eaving, an interval, then they returned.

"Two rabbits or sonmethin’ got to fightin' in the brush."

"Rabbits don’t fight!"

"Well, it was sonethin’. Didn't ambunt to nothin’. Look! Qur friend, the senator’s secretary, is
comn’ ‘round.”

That identified for Hamthe nan they had chlorofornmed. It was the fell ow they had taken fromthe
train. They nust have drugged himto keep him quiet.

Ham listened intently. He heard an assortnent of groans, such as m ght have cone froma man in
the act of regaining consciousness. There was a series of |oud pops, as of hands on flesh. Evidently
the victimwas being sl apped awake.

"Everything set?" demanded one of the captors, anxiously. "The adjustnents should be nade before
he regai ns—

"Shut up that fool talk!" another told him "This guy isn't to know what the whole thing is
about!"

A shrill voice began to sputter.

"What —what —what is the significance of this outrage?" it demanded.

That, Ham deci ded, was exactly the kind of voice that senators’ secretaries shoul d have—the voice
of a young man who had too nuch dignity for his age.

"You know very well why you are here!" one of his captors grow ed.

"Why—why—+ can’t inagine!" snapped the senator’s secretary. "l never saw you nen before! Let ne
go! 1’ve no noney to pay you a ransom "

"We don’'t want noney!"

"Then what do you want?"

"Revenge! "

THERE was a short interval while the young man who was a prisoner tried to decide what they
neant .

"Revenge?" he gul ped. "I don’t understand!"

A norment of silence followed. Ham in his mnd s eye, could see the men who were doing the
questioning glaring at the captive.

"You lyin little whelp! You do know what we're tal kin' about!"

"I don’t!" the prisoner exploded, hastily.

"It happened within the last ten days," he was told.

"But | don't recall anything." insisted the prisoner.

"Think hard," growled the other. "You'll recall it, all right. Maybe it didn't nmean nothin' to
you. But it sure meant a lot to a pal of ours. We're gettin’ even for him see?"

Ham follow ng the proceedings with all his attention, envisioned the prisoner thinking over
every nove he had made during the recent past. Ham al so did some thinking hinmself. He had concl uded
these men were putting on an act, for they were not very good actors and their amateurishness had
gi ven them away.

VWhat was their notive? Hamis best brow winkling failed to bring to m nd anything that woul d
expl ain the proceedi ngs.

Apparently, the problemwas too nuch for the prisoner, too.

"Pl ease!" he exploded. "I|’'ve thought over every nove |’'ve made in the last two weeks. | can't
think of a thing."

A man with a harsh voi ce asked, "What about it?"

Apparently, this question was not addressed to the senator’s secretary.

“I"lIl see," said one of the men, in reply to the question.

Sonme one |eft the roomwhere the interrogating was taking place. Three or four mnutes el apsed.
Then the one who had departed canme back.

"It's all hunky dory," said the man who had left the room

"What’'s the nmeaning of this insanity?" yelled the prisoner.

The man with the harsh voice | aughed heartily.

"Buddy, |’m gonna have to beg your pardon,” he said. "W’ ve nade what you might call a terrible
bi g m stake."

"You nmean |'mthe wong man?"

"You said it, buddy."

"1"11 have you all in jail for this!" shrilled the prisoner, suddenly regaining his courage.
"Unmm" nmuttered the harsh voice. "In that case, maybe we just better tie a rock to you and
drop you in the | ake, instead of turnin’ you | oose!"

There was a nmorment of horrified silence.

"No! No!" exploded the prisoner. "I won't tell any one about this!"



"Blindfold him" directed the | eader. "Take himout."

The prisoner was not |ong on courage. He began to screamat the top of his voice, stopping only
when a hand was evidently sl apped over his nouth.

"Gag him" directed the | eader. "Take himaway."

The young man was dragged out.

Chapter XIV. THE MAN WHO VAN SHED

HAM had confidence in the col d-bl ooded villainy of the men above him and was half convinced that

he had just heard a nurder ordered. He nust stop that! He shoved agai nst the trapdoor and a piece of
furniture—+t was a settee-slid away, nmaking little noise, thanks to the nuffling effects of a rug.
Hamtilted the trapdoor lid back and, in alnpst conplete silence, clinbed up into a room He was

no sooner there than he wi shed he had not been so hasty, because he immedi ately heard words fromthe
next room which assured himthat nmurder was not to be done.

"You ain’t gonna croak the kid?" one of the gang asked, anxiously.

"Nah!" said the man with the harsh voice. "Blindfold and gag him take himover on the other side
of the State somewhere, and dunp him"

"That’s the best out," agreed the other. "If he was to get killed, it’d stir up a fuss."

At that point, a man entered the next roomin some haste. He was evidently carrying papers in his
hands. Ham coul d hear themrustle.

"Wel |l ?" growl ed the coarse voice. "Did you get it all down in shorthand?"

"Most of it! Enough to make plenty of jack!"

"How does it read?"

"The tariff committee is gonna recommend that the inport duty on Cuban sugar be reduced exactly
fifty per cent,"” the man with the papers explained. "And what the committee recommends is pretty

sure to get by the House, the Senate, and the president. That neans the tariff wll be reduced.”
The coarse voice |laughed. "That’s swell! 1’11 get in touch with the big chief right away and
we' Il have brokers buying up the avail able supply of Cuban sugar in no tinme at all."

"How much do you think this will make us?"

"How the hell would | know?"

"l hope it's nore than the Jethro Mandebran haul . "

"It may be," said the other. "Anyway, this is nore legitimate. We ain’t comin’ right out and
stealin’ the noney. If they did catch us, | doubt if they could do anything."

"What about takin' that senator’s secretary off the train? Ain't that kidnapin ?"

"Not for a smart |awer. W didn't ask for ransom did we?"

The man | aughed heartily at his own explanation of just how sinple the circunstances were.

Ham was hearing interesting things, and wanted to go on hearing them He decided accordingly it
m ght be a good idea to get back under the floor, and made a nove to do this. But there is such a
thing as being too cautious, especially when under a nervous strain.

The trapdoor slipped out of Ham's clutch and upset. Had the roof of the house fallen in, it could
not have made a nore di sastrous noi se.

Following the clatter, there was dead silence. Then sone one cursed. Feet rattled on the floor,
as nen made a rush for the door.

Ham was a cautious soul. He was wearing one of Doc Savage’'s bull et proof chain nail undergarnents,
but that did not nean he cared to have the nen shooting at him

Diving a hand at his arnpit, Ham produced from a padded hol ster one of Doc Savage's supermachi ne
pistols. He pointed it at the door, and the thing let out an earsplitting noan as it dropped the
so-called "mercy bull ets" through the aperture.

The noi se of the gun was so profoundly inpressive that the charge of the nen was halted.

There nmust have been a rack of high-powered rifles in the next room The nen used themto drive
bull ets through the walls. Laths and plaster of the partition offered little resistance.

HAM S | egal training and practice had equi pped himwith an agile set of wits. He could think
quickly at all times, but he was possibly at his best in a crisis, and proceeded to prove this now.
He seized the trapdoor, jammed it back in place, covered it with the rug and replaced the settee.
The shooting, the thudding of rifle bullets, the clatter of falling plaster, the howing of the men,
covered any noi ses he m ght have made.

Ham next raced to the window It was closed. He opened it and unhooked the screen. This was to
give the inpression that he had cone in by that route. The two guards who had been outside night
wonder how he had managed to do this unobserved. However, that was their problem

Working swiftly, Hamupset a chair near the window. It was his hope that the eneny woul d think
this was what had made the clatter.

Ham now drew a deep breath. Bullets were smacking through the walls here and there. It was only

by good fortune that he had not been hit, although a head wound woul d be the only kind which could
di sabl e himseriously, thanks to his bulletproof undergarnent.

Ham eyed the opposite wall, then took a short run, junped in the air and hit the wall feet first.



It was a partition giving into another room-not the room from which they were shooting. The
bui | di ng had been constructed for summer occupancy, and the partitions inside were of a conposition
board. This cardboardlike stuff surrendered. Hamwent through to his waist, struggled violently, and
then managed to negotiate the rest of the passage

There was a tiny hallway, and a flight of rustic stairs. Hamraced up the stairs, found a door at
the top and shoved through

"Youl "

expl oded a voice that m ght have bel onged to a small boy. "Talk of the devil, and—=

Ham | ooked at Monk, who was tied up in ropes about as securely as a man coul d be

"Who' d you think it was?" Ham demanded, producing a knife and starting on the ropes

"An arny, fromthe anmount of shooting! Be careful with that dang knife! Were' s ny pet hog?"
"Around sonewhere with Chem stry."

"He's in bad conpany,” Mnk grow ed. "Turn that other guy |oose."

"What ot her guy?"

Monk pointed. "Were's your eyes?"

The upstairs section of the building was little nore than an attic, and since there were no

wi ndows, it was conparatively dark in the recesses. Ham peered and di scovered a figure he had m ssed
bef ore

The individual was stout, gray-haired, with a pair of cheeks as ruddy as apples. Under ordinary
condi tions, he would have been a dignified gentleman with an air about him but there is sonething
about being tied hand and foot which dispels dignity.

Ham | eaped over and began using the knife on the elderly gentleman’s bindings. The latter was not
gagged, and he spoke

"What do you think our chances are of getting out of here alive?" he asked, calmy enough
"Excellent!" said Ham Al ways an opti m st

The elderly gentleman got to his feet. Some of his dignity automatically returned. Ham who was

one of the greatest living experts on sartorial matters, observed that the gentleman’s suit was of
expensive cloth and fine tailoring

"Who, " Ham denanded, "are you?"

"Jethro Mandebran," said the elderly man

IT was not entirely necessary for Jethro Mandebran to reveal his name. Ham had al ready guessed
his identity, having recogni zed the m ssing banker from pictures which had been printed by the
newspapers. Ham peered about in search of other prisoners. The rest of the attic seened devoid of
i nhabi tants

The gang downstairs was still shooting through the walls. No bullets had as yet sought out the
upper portion of the house, so they probably thought Ham was still bel ow

The coarse-voi ced man was shouting, and his orders had an om nous trend. He was directing sonme of
his men to get outside and take up positions where they could cover the house and prevent any one
from escapi ng

"Where is your son, Al ex?" Ham demanded of Jethro Mandebran

A startling change cane over the banker. His fists clenched, and his cheeks distinctly |ost sone
of their ripe apple color

"My son!" he yelled hoarsely. "Have they got hinP"

The yell was heard below. Arifle bullet came up through the floor with an unpl easant rap, and

m ssed Monk not nore than six inches. The honely chem st bounced hastily to one side

"If you got any rabbits in your hat," he told Ham "you better pull ‘emout. W're in a jam"
"Just keep your hairy hide on!" Ham advi sed

The dapper |awyer inserted a hand into a pocket and brought out a flat metal case which held two
amunition clips for his machine pistol. These bullets, however, were not charged with the cheni cal
concoction whi ch produced unconsci ousness. What they held was of nore violent nature

Ham i nserted one of the new druns in his nmachine pistol, ran to the stairs, |eaned over and
fired. He gave the trigger the briefest of pressures, to release not nore than a dozen shots

The result was annihilating. The roons below filled with noise, splinters and reddish flame. It
was as if lightning had struck a dozen times in one spot

Wth a hasty gesture Ham | atched the machine pistol into single-shot position, the high explosive
m ssiles being too precious to waste. Before |aunching nore of them he |istened

As was not unreasonable to expect, the nen downstairs were suddenly giving all of their attention
to getting out of the house. They had suffered damage. One fell ow was scream ng that he had a broken
| eg and demandi ng hel p, even threatening to shoot sonme one if he was not aided

Ham rel eased two nore explosive bullets. They shook the house and hurried the exodus

"Conme on!" Ham ordered Monk and Mandebran. "If we give themtinme to get organized, we'll be out
of luck!"

"My son!" gul ped Jethro Mandebran

"Monk!" Ham rapped. "Wiere' d they take young Al ex Mandebran?"

"Somewhere el se," Mnk expl ai ned. "They said sonething about their boss wanting to question him"



"Cone on!" Ham repeat ed.

The stairway was a weck. Ham bounded hopefully to the lower floor, led the way into the adjacent
roomand, with wild haste, noved the settee and the rug and | evered up the trapdoor.

They all dropped through, and Ham exposed the nouth of the tunnel shaft he had di scovered
previously.

"Hah!" Monk grunted. "I m ght have known he’'d have a hole | ocated!"

HAM t ook the | ead, hol stering his nmachine pistol so that dirt would not get in its nechani sm when
he started crawing. At the best, there is sonmething om nous about crawing through a tunnel barely
| arge enough to acconmodate one’'s person. There were tines when the bul ky Monk, bringing up the
rear, groaned that he woul d never make it. Thoughts of what woul d happen if the walls coll apsed,
pestered them

Ham controlling an overpowering desire to crawl as fast as possible, soon splashed into water

and experienced a hideous feeling that the thing was fl ooded. This proved not to be the case, for it
was only a puddl e of seepage.

After he had crawmed so far that it seened certain they had traversed a large slice of the State

of New Jersey, Ham bunped a wooden door. Fumbling, he found a |atch, which be manipul at ed
cautiously.

He was not surprised to find hinself peering out into a large building which held an anphi bi an

pl ane. The plane was not especially large; it was a single-notored cabin job. The ship had a new
look, as if it had just come froma production |ine.

"This is a break!" Ham scranbl ed out of the tunnel. "Conme on, you two!"

He ran for the ship. Mnk and Jethro Mandebran hurried after him 1ooking vastly relieved. It was
begi nning to seemthat they would nmake a get-away after all.

"This," declared Mk, "is gonna be a cinch!"

Monk had scarcely rel eased the words, when the door of the plane popped open and reveal ed a nan
seated on the cabin floor. He held an automatic rifle. At that range, he could scarcely mss them

"It's a cinch!" the man said. "If you don’t think so, just nmake a funny nove!"
Ham Monk and Jethro Mandebran cane to a dead stop, and seened unable to think of anything to
say.

The man with the automatic rifle remarked casually, "These bullets are copro-nickel and will go
through that arnor cloth stuff of Doc Savage's. We tried it, to make sure."

"How d they find out about the chain nail undergarnents?" Ham asked out of the side of his nouth.
"They took mine away fromme after they grabbed me," Monk grow ed back at him "Johnny was
wearing one, too."

Jet hro Mandebran breat hed desperately, "Shall we nake a break for it?"

I f Ham and Monk were toying with that idea, they dismssed it when a man stood up from behind a
gasoline drumin a corner, two automatic pistols in his hands. Mre nen cane in.

"We thought of watchin’ this end of the tunnel first thing!" one of the newconers grinned.

Ham was relieved of his machine pistol. A stout cord was enployed to |ash his wists behind his
back. Mnk and Jet hro Mandebran received the sanme treatnent.

"We gotta find out what's to be done with you," one of the nmen said, and wal ked out.

HAM eyed Jet hro Mandebr an.

"What have they been doing with you?" he asked.

"That nystifies ne," said Mandebran. "Nothing!"

"Not hi ng?"

"They just held nme! They asked ne questions about bank affairs and so on. | did not even answer
the questions. Strangely enough, they did not insist on replies, nor did they torture ne."

Ham asked dryly, "How about the twenty mllion that disappeared?"

"What ?" Jethro Mandebran’s eyes flew very wi de.

"That sum has vani shed from the bank which you control," Haminformed him

"Why—why— Jet hro Mandebran choked. He was a picture of a profoundly startled and horrified

el derly gentl eman.

"Why, " he exploded finally, "there was that nuch noney avail able, but no one could have gotten
their hands on it w thout know edge which | al one possess!"”

"That is what the authorities think," Ham renarked.

Jet hro Mandebran becane rigid. "You nmean | am accused?"

"The police are doing a |ot of wondering," Ham adnitted.

At this point, four nen marched in, picked up Jethro Mandebran and carried hi mout bodily.

Monk and Ham exchanged curious gl ances. Sone five mnutes later, the sane four nen wal ked in
agai n.

"What’ d you do with Mandebran?" Monk demanded, apprehensively.

The men did not reply. Their nmanner, however, as they laid hold of Monk and Ham was oni nous.
Ham did not like the look of it, and a horrible thought struck him These fellows seened not to
be at all afraid, and it was incredible that they should be unafraid of Doc Savage. Could it be that



the gang had managed to trap Doc? Had they di sposed of hin®?

Chapter XV. THE GNARLED MAN

DOC SAVAGE had not been di sposed of, but he was having his difficulties. Incarcerated with Johnny
and Sylvan Niles in the deep basement room of the old country house, escape from which was denied
them by the steel plate which had closed the top of the dumb-waiter-like shaft, they were trapped.
How t horoughly, they were not sure as yet.

Since the plate across the shaft was extrenely solid, they were trying to dig up alongside it.

For digging tools, they had denolished the bench and were using the big bolts which had held it
toget her. Johnny, finishing his spell at the work, dropped down out of the hole. They were taking
turns.

Doc Savage clinbed up. He had taken the rubber heels fromhis shoes, split theminto sheets with
hi s pocket knife and had bound these around the |ongest bolt handle with a shirt sleeve. This
insulating of the bolt was nmerely a precaution.

Johnny, having caught his breath sonewhat, began throwi ng questions at Sylvan N les. Johnny had
occupied all his rest intervals in that fashion, but his success at uncovering anything new had not
been a narked success.

"How do you and Hando Lancaster hook into this?" Johnny demanded.

"We don't," said the girl. "W were dragged in."

" How?"

"Through the spying and crookedness of a friend, socalled," retorted the young wonan.

"Meani ng young Al ex Mandebran?"

"Meani ng whoever you want to think?" she snapped.

"Be specific," Johnny requested.

"It nust be a swell day outside, don't you suppose?"

"A predicational abnegation!" grunbled Johnny. He knew the girl would now start giving hi msnappy
answer s whi ch meant not hi ng.

Unexpectedl y, Doc Savage dropped down out of the hole which they were digging upward. The point
of the bolt looked as if it had been placed for a time in the flame of a welding torch. Bluish snoke
rol | ed down out of the hole.

"Electricity?" Johnny demanded.

The bronze man nodded.

"H gh anperage stuff carried by a network of insulated wires."

BONY Johnny peered doubtfully at the hole. He funbled with an absent nopvenent at the spot on the
left side of his chest where his magnifying nonocle usually dangl ed. This gesture neant that he was
concer ned.

"The wires can be cut?" he said, hopefully.

"Not with the equi pment we have avail able," Doc Savage corrected. "The handle of this bolt is
wrapped with all the insulating naterials we have. It is not enough. Touching the wires gave ne
quite a shock through the handle."

Gaunt Johnny frowned. "Does that nmean we are stuck?"

"Not exactly,"” Doc told him "But it does nean we will have to try sonething that may conceivably
result in our being buried alive."

"What is it?"

Doc Savage | ooked at the young wonan. "Do you want to take a chance?"

"l mght as well," she retorted. "If we're here when those nmen return, we mght as well commt
hara-kiri."

Wthout further explanation, the bronze man went to work. He drew from a pocket one of the tiny
grenades whi ch had wought such havoc upstairs earlier. He opened this, doing it carefully by a
process of unscrew ng.

Doc conpl eted di ssection of the grenade wi thout disastrous consequences. The expl osive, once he
had it in the pal mof his hand, |ooked sonething |ike grease. He crawl ed up into the shaft and
worked the stuff into the cracks at the edge of the netal plate. After sone difficulty, he also
wedged the detonator device of the bonb al ongside the expl osive.

"Cet back!" he warned.

An instant later, he had set the timng device in operation, dropped down the shaft, |eaped to
the opposite side of the chanber, protecting head and face as well as he could with his arms. Johnny
and Sylvan Niles did |ikew se.

Canme a crash as if planets had collided. They distinctly felt the shock all over their

bodi es—sudden, violent pressure which left a feeling of tingling strangeness. Earth and débris
tunbl ed down. Doc canme erect and raced to the shaft nouth.

"I"I'l be superanual gamat ed! " gul ped Johnny, also reaching the shaft.

The vertical tunnel seened to have collapsed. The |lower part of it was conpletely bl ocked.

THEY began to dig furiously. Dust choked them They had to back away fromthe shaft and stand on



tiptoe to breathe air that was conparatively free of dust. Johnny was perspiring freely. The girl
was pale, grim The explosive had thrown off fumes that nauseated them and stung their eyes

They started digging again, and soon discovered the blast had shattered the steel barrier topping
the shaft

When finally they crawl ed out into the baserment, it was dark. They breathed deeply, coughing and
hacking to get rid of the dust, and slapped earth off their clothing

"If you know a big word neaning hurrah, you might use it!" Sylvan Niles told scholastic Johnny in
t he darkness

"When we get out in daylight, if it’s still daytime, I'Il do ny best," Johnny replied

"Maybe this’Il help!" suggested a how ing voice

The electric lights cane on. The light bulbs were of a 32-volt size, using current supplied by a
smal | farmtype plant, and the lighting was not especially bright

The |ight was enough, however, to disclose Hando Lancaster

HANDO LANCASTER, at his best, was not a gentlenan pleasant to look at. Hi s round body, his
trenendous head, his pipe-stemarns and | egs, were unnatural. Too, his perpetual expression was that
of a man who has just tried to consume a green persinmon

Just now, his appearance was nmade nore forbidding by the efficient-|ooking blue revolver which he
hel d.

"Hando!" the girl gasped. "How did you find this place?"

Hando Lancaster’s features twitched "I had a prisoner!" he screeched at the girl.

She nodded. "Yes! The one Doc Savage overpowered at the old brick factory. You carried himaway
when Doc was chasing the fell ow s conpanions."

"I learned of this place fromthat prisoner," yelled Hando Lancaster. "It took nme tine! | got
here and was searching, when | heard that explosion. | sinply waited to see who was di gging out."
Doc Savage changed his position slightly, and Hando Lancaster jutted his revolver in the bronze
man’'s direction. "You stand still!"

Doc Savage studi ed the strange-looking fellow with the howing voice. "You are taking the wong
course, Lancaster."

"l1've spent ny |ife working on sonething that can change the whol e course of human exi stence!"

Hando Lancaster bellowed. "It's been stolen fromme! The whel ps who got it are using it to steal
nmoney!"

"WIIl you accept ny aid in recovering your invention—-as you call it?" Doc asked

"No!

"That makes it |look as if you contenplate sone crookedness of your own. Perhaps these other nen
just beat you to it."

Hando Lancaster squawl ed, "For thirty cents |I'd shoot you!"

He | ooked as if he neant it

Sylvan Niles interrupted hastily, attenpting to calmthe storm

"Hando and | have spent every cent we possess on experinents,” the girl explained. "Hando' s idea
is worth a fortune. It will do civilization an untold anount of good!"

"It is the greatest invention in history!" yelled Hando Lancaster

"Exactly!" said the girl. "And we are darn well going to get paid for it. Call us greedy, if you
want to."

Johnny was wat ching Doc Savage’'s metal lic hands. The bronze nman's fingers had been noving idly,
as if he were nervous. This, however, was not the case. He was form ng words in the deaf-and-dunb
sign |l anguage, in the nmanipul ation of which he and all of his aids were skilled

"You're two crooks!" yelled Johnny, doing as Doc Savage had directed himby sign | anguage

Hando Lancaster started to shift his gun toward Johnny. Doc Savage, displaying blinding speed

| eaped and grabbed Hando Lancaster’s gun

Chapter XVI. THE BRONZE MAN MOVES

FIVE minutes later, the entire party—boc Savage, Johnny, Sylvan Niles and Hando Lancaster—waere in
Hando Lancaster’s car, a |arge sedan which | ooked shabby, but which seened sound enough

mechani cally. The car had a large trunk on a rear rack

Doc Savage was driving. Sylvan Niles rode beside him In the rear seat, Johnny adm ni stered
rather roughly to Hando Lancaster, who was just recovering froma clip on the jaw which Doc Savage
had found necessary to give him

Hando Lancaster opened his eyes, blinked several tines, and put a fierce grinmace on his |arge
face. This came so near to being his usual expression that, strangely enough, he did not seem
especially angry.

"An antipugnacious attitude is of inestimable signification," said Johnny.

Hando Lancaster frowned and gave several additional blinks

"They didn't have words |like that when | went to school!" he grow ed

"If you're smart, you won't get tough," said Johnny, putting his earlier remark in sinpler

phr aseol ogy.



Hando Lancaster snorted, but he evidently thought it was good advice. He behaved

Doc Savage was driving, and tooled the car along expertly at a high rate of speed. Wen they
reached a village, Doc stopped the car, left Johnny to watch the other two, entered a newsstand and
bought a late edition of a paper. He wal ked out of the drugstore reading the newspaper, and on
reaching the car, handed it to Johnny

"Take a l ook at that!" he suggested

Johnny knew the bronze nman was referring to the headlines

GANG HALTS FAST TRAIN

SENATOR S SECRETARY TAKEN

Hando Lancaster |eaned forward and stared steadily for several nonents, reading the headlines and
a part of the story below. The story explained the senator was head of the sugar tariff revision
conmi ttee.

"Want to tell us what that neans?" Doc Savage asked him

Hando Lancaster only stared

“I"1l tell you," the girl spoke up, unexpectedly. "It's worth it, if we can keep that gang from=
"“Shut up!" yelled Hando Lancaster

"Use your head!" the girl snapped at him "Those nmen stand a chance to make mllions—

"They’ re not robbi ng anybody, are they?" retorted Hando Lancaster

"Yes, they are!" asserted the girl. "That senator’s secretary probably knows what is to be done
about the sugar tariff. These men will junp in and buy or sell sugar, and will take profits that
shoul d go to the people who grow and handl e the sugar."

"Shut up!" yelled Hando Lancaster

Wthout saying a word, Doc Savage got behind the wheel and drove on. He headed for New York City
If the girl and Hando Lancaster expected himto question them they got a surprise, for he addressed
no inquiry whatever to them

DOC drove directly to the skyscraper which housed his headquarters. He did not put Hando
Lancaster’s sedan in the basement garage, but parked it in a side street near the skyscraper

W t hout persuasion, Hando Lancaster and the girl acconpani ed Doc Savage and Johnny into the
building. It was significant that Lancaster and the girl, both virtual prisoners, did not call on a
policeman for hel p, although they passed within a few feet of one and the officer saluted Doc
smartly

They took Doc’s private elevator to the eighty-sixth floor, stepped out into the severely plain
noderni stic corridor and approached the netal door entering into Doc’s headquarters

"Wait here," Doc Savage directed

Leavi ng the others behind, Doc entered the reception room There he did a thing which would have
surprised Johnny, had he seen it. Doc got an ordinary-I|ooking revolver froma case. He carried this
through the library, selected a |large, overstuffed chair and thrust the gun down besi de the cushion
It was out of sight there, but any one sitting in the chair would be alnpst certain to feel its hard
bul k.

Doc went back and admitted the others

"There m ght have been enem es hi dden here," he expl ai ned

DOC gui ded Hando Lancaster and Sylvan Niles into the library, waved at chairs and requested

"Take seats."

Hando Lancaster occupied the chair which was npst convenient to himwhen Doc Savage issued the
invitation. This chanced to be the chair with the gun conceal ed beside its cushion

Johnny left the roomto change fromthe breechcloth he was still wearing, to some street clothes

He cane back quickly

Going to a tel ephone—there were extension tel ephones in all parts of the place—boc Savage got a

| ong di stance oper at or

"Get ne Senator Lorton, in charge of the senatorial committee on tariff revision," the bronze man
request ed

The wait was short enough to be a conplinent to the efficiency of nodern tel ephone comuni cation
Doc Savage made his identity known to Senator Lorton. Evidently, the bronze man’s nane and
reputation were famliar to the |legislator, because there was no prelininary negotiating before Doc
| aunched into the heart of the matter on his mnd

"Your secretary, Sanmuel Gerard Crowell, was seized this afternoon by a group of unscrupul ous nen
who desire to know what the senatorial commttee has decided to do about the sugar tariff question,”
the bronze man said. "Your secretary undoubtedly knew what the committee had decided to do."

"He did," admitted Senator Lorton. "But ny secretary was asked no questions about the sugar

tariff. | have just talked to himhis kidnapers released him not |ong ago—and he stated explicitly
he was not lying."

"Neverthel ess, the informati on was probably secured fromhim" Doc Savage said. "Are you famliar
enough with nmy nane to take ny word that the informati on was secured?"

The senator hesitated for a long tinme. "I'Il assume you know what you are tal king about."



"The nen who got the information undoubtedly intend to use it to trade on the sugar market. If

the tariff is raised, any donestic sugar they buy now can be sold for nore noney a bit later. Can
you do sonet hing about that?"

"I certainly can!" said Senator Lorton. "I will explain to the committee that we nust pigeonhol e
this bill for an indefinite period. Wuld that do the trick?"

"It would," Doc told him "And thank you."

"l would like to have nore details on this."

"You will get them" Doc assured him "Later."

The conversati on was term nated.

During the conversation, the bronze man had been watchi ng the w ndows—but not because he was
interested in the view He could see Hando Lancaster’s reflection in one of the w ndows.

Doc had seen Lancaster give a slight start, then casually insert a hand between the cushion and

the side of the chair in which he sat. Hando Lancaster had di scovered the presence of the gun.

"I"ll be back in a few mnutes!" Doc Savage said to Johnny.

The bony geol ogi st was occupying a chair near the wi ndow. He had secured a nachine pistol from

the lockers in the | aboratory where the weapons were kept. He was not holding this in his hands, but
had placed it on a small table beside his chair. |If he needed the weapon, he would have to reach for
it.

Doc Savage left Johnny sitting there, watching the two prisoners, and wal ked into the | aboratory.
Once in there, Doc noved swiftly, leaping to the rear of the large room Here he mani pul ated hi dden
| ocks, and caused a panel in the wall to open.

Doc stepped through the panel; it closed behind him A magnifying glass would have been necessary
to find a trace of the spot where he had di sappear ed.

IN the library, Johnny watched his two prisoners idly. Neither said a word, but both | ooked very
ill at ease. Hando Lancaster seenmed to be scratching his right thigh.

"Cerebration mght be expedient," Johnny suggest ed.

"Eh?" said Hando Lancaster, who did not seemto be up on | ong words.

"Think it over!" Johnny translated. "If you've got good judgnent, you'll decide to throwin wth
Doc Savage. Only crooks buck the big bronze fellow"

That |ast remark was scarcely tactful, and it caused Sylvan Niles to glare indignantly.

"I"mno crook!" she snapped. "You should realize that by now"

"Your actions haven't indicated as much," Johnny rem nded her.

"What does this indicate to you?" Hando Lancaster asked, suddenly.

Johnny | ooked, and becane a rigid |inkage of bones when he found hinself scrutinizing the

busi ness end of a revolver. The presence of a gun in Hando Lancaster’s hand smacked of bl ack magic
to Johnny, the gaunt geol ogi st not having seen Hando bring it up from between and beside the cushion
of the chair in which he sat.

"Unl ess you figure you' re bulletproof, you d better sit still," said Hando Lancaster. "And don't
reach for that trick pistol there by your el bow. "
Johnny was not exactly wi thout caution, so he sat still. He did his best to peer into the

revol ver’'s chanbers to see if the weapon was | oaded, but the |ight was wong.

"Syl van, get his gun!" Hando Lancaster directed.

The young worman conplied with the request.

Hando Lancaster heaved a sigh of relief when Johnny was disarmed. Then the spiderlike inventor
left his chair, cane forward and gouged Johnny’s stomach with the revol ver nuzzle.

"We're taking you as a hostage!" said Hando Lancaster.

The girl objected, "But that will only get us into nore trouble!"

"Pi pe down!" suggested Hando Lancaster. "Fromnow on, |I'’mgoing to use a different system People
are going to stop walking on ne, if they know what's good for them"

"Nobody’ s been wal ki ng on you," Sylvan Niles told him frostily.

"The heck they ain t!"

Johnny was urged toward the door. Hando Lancaster managed to do an excellent job of watching
Johnny and the | aboratory door at the sane time. Hando evidently feared Doc Savage woul d appear. The
bronze man did not.

Five minutes later, Johnny found hinself seated in Hando Lancaster’s ancient sedan. The car got
into notion.

THE sedan had once been a sunptuous nmachi ne. Uphol stery was of good quality, although worn and in
need of cleaning. There was a clock mounted in the back of the front seat, so that those riding in
the rear could tell tine without craning their necks. This was an electric clock and it was running.
It rewound itself with a rather loud click, which called Johnny’s attention to the tine. Later,

it wound itself again, and Johnny noted that the el apsed tinme was exactly half an hour. The cl ock
was evidently old, or it would not rewind itself so often.

It turned out that the rewinding activities of the clock were to be Johnny’s only nethod of

judgi ng the passage of tine, for, once they were outside the confines of the city, the gaunt



geol ogi st was blindfolded and forced to lie on the car’s floorboards. He listened to the engine
trying to judge how fast they were going. This was difficult, because it was an old and noi sy engi ne
and probably sounded as if it were going a good deal faster than it was.

Once, the car turned sharply and bunped for a short distance over what was evidently a rough side
road. It cane to a stop, the engine died, and they renained parked there for sonme tinme. The only

pi ece of conversation was very short, and enlightened Johnny not at all.

"Hando," said Sylvan Niles, "I think we're doing the wong thing."
"Leave it to nme," retorted Hando Lancaster
"Possibly we shoul d have told Doc Savage the whole story,"” said the girl. "lIt's likely he wll

find out, anyway."

"Not if | can help it, he won't!"

After that, there was deep silence. The car engine seemed to have overheated a little, and Johnny
could hear the radiator boil for a time. The sound finally subsided, but Johnny did not believe they
had stopped because of the overheating of the engine. A remark nade by Hando Lancaster finally told
himthe guess was correct

"Nobody follow ng us!" said Hando Lancaster. "l|'ve watched the road, and there's not an airplane

in sight. It’'s safe to go on."

"Where?" the girl asked him

"I"ll show you," said Hando Lancaster. "I fixed us up a neat place!"

The car backed out of the rough side road onto an asphalt highway. Johnny, even blindfol ded

could tell the difference between asphalt and concrete pavenment. Concrete slabs have expansion
joints at intervals, and cause a series of slight bunmps as car wheels passed over them

The clock reset itself twice before the car finally cane to a stop

Chapter XVII. THE MENTAL TELEPATHER

JOHNNY, still blindfolded, was haul ed out of the car. Hando Lancaster seened to have a great dea
of strength, despite his gnarled stature

Try as he would to | ook down his nose under the blindfold, Johnny had no |uck. He endeavored to
use his ears, but Hando Lancaster had left the noisy car engine running and its uproar blanketed al
smal | sounds

Johnny took several deep breaths through his nose. The girl evidently realized he was trying to
catch sone scent which would identify his surroundings, and pronptly grabbed his nose and held it
forcing himto breathe through his nouth so that he could not snell effectively.

"Il fix that!" said Hando Lancaster

A rmorment |later, a small quantity of gasoline was dunped on Johnny's face. The strong tang of the
stuff overcame all other scents

"It'd make it sinpler if we knocked himout," grow ed Hando Lancaster

He did not do this, however, but lifted Johnny and carried him Johnny, who had expected to be
transported only a short distance, was surprised when Hando Lancaster wal ked for some time. Finally
there cane a series of jars, and Johnny deci ded he was being carried down a long flight of stairs
He distinctly caught the odor of wet earth, of danpness. He was, he decided, being taken to a

subt erranean cavern somewhere

Johnny, had his blindfold been renoved, woul d have received quite a shock. He would al so have

been di sgusted with his own perceptive abilities. Hando Lancaster had wal ked quite a distance, it
was true, but his wal king had been done in a small circle. Now, by a series of short junps, he had
succeeded in giving the inpression to Johnny that they were descending steps, when, as a matter of
fact, they were still on |level ground.

The girl had picked up a handful of danmp earth and was holding it where Johnny could get its

scent through the gasoline fumes

Though quite confident he was underground, Johnny heard hinmself being carried across a wooden
floor and through a door. Metal came under the feet of the man who carried him Then Johnny was
dunped with a painful thunmp on a hard steel floor.

The blindfold was renoved fromhis eyes. He blinked. Intense darkness was all about him

Blinding light |eaped froma flashlanp in Hando Lancaster’s hand, and its roving |um nance showed
the steel wall of a cubicle scarcely nore than eight feet square. The netal had once been red-| eaded
and painted, but the paint had scaled off, and there was a great deal of rust

Both Sylvan Niles and Hando Lancaster were present

Johnny now dermanded i ndignantly, "What’'s the idea of this?"

"Aory bel" said Sylvan Niles. "You do use little words once in a while, don't you?"

"Keep him here," Hando Lancaster directed

HANDO LANCASTER wal ked out of the steel cell of a room his nanner determned, as if he had
sonething definite in mnd. During the interval when he was gone—about five m nutes—Johnny | ooked
around with great interest, endeavoring to ascertain where he was. The steel chanber had no wi ndows.
The only opening was a door, and it was narrow. The place snelled of danpness and rust

Hando Lancaster cane back, wal king gingerly. In his arns he carried an arny of



conpl i cat ed-1 ooki ng apparatus. He put this down near the door and began sorting it out. H s touch
was al nost | oving.

Johnny had been connected with Doc Savage | ong enough to recogni ze nost ordinary types of
scientific devices. He | ooked over Hando Lancaster’s outfit and noted several battery boxes. There
was al so a pair of large cases covered with dials, and with little inspection ports, through which
intricate-looking vacuum tubes coul d be seen. The thing, Johnny decided instantly, was sonething
Hando Lancaster had created hinself.

Stare as he woul d, Johnny gathered not the slightest idea of what the thing was.

Hando Lancaster attached two peculiar-|ooking headsets to the devices. These headsets were

unusual in appearance. They were literally cages of wires and gl ass tubes.

One of the things was placed over Johnny's head. It was heavy.

"You break that and |'I11 knock your brains out!" said Hando Lancaster, seriously.

Johnny had been contenplating just that, but the man sounded so earnest that he changed his m nd.
Hando Lancaster placed the other headgear carefully over his own cranium He squatted beside the
boxes and fiddled with the dials and switches. Johnny waited for sonmething to happen. He half

expected to be electrocuted, but as far as he could tell, nothing whatever occurred.
Hando Lancaster began to grin widely. He was a grotesque-|ooking bug of a chap under the
headgear .

"Who do you think is the main villain behind all this nystery?" Hando Lancaster asked, abruptly.
Johnny had, of course, considered that question before and had concl uded that Hando Lancaster

hi msel f | ooked as much |ike a mastermi nd as anybody. The girl, of course, was working with him
Johnny had concluded. Yet he was reluctant to think her thoroughly villainous. Rather, she nust have
been decei ved by Hando Lancaster. Probably, the fellow had told her whatever he was doi ng was
perfectly legitimate, and she had believed him

"l haven't the slightest idea who is the brains," Johnny said.

"You're a liar!" Hando Lancaster told him "You think |'’mthe nasterm nd."

Johnny blinked and his nmouth came open.

"Furtherrmore, | have not deceived Sylvan Niles, as you think," Hando Lancaster snapped.

Johnny swal | owed several tines. To say that he was stunned, was putting it mldly. He was

dunf ounded. The man was readi ng his m nd!

"Exactly!" said Hando Lancaster.

"Huh?" Johnny expl oded.

"l am doi ng exactly what you think I am doing," Hando Lancaster told him "Reading your mnd."

W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN was an erudite soul, far nore filled with | earning than the average

i ndividual. He was so educated, in fact, that he sel dom saw anythi ng happen whi ch he coul d not
explain instantly. Hs |life had been a hectic one, especially since he had joined up with Doc
Savage. Yet, not often had he been conpletely baffled.

He was baffled now Further, he was profoundly anazed. It was inpossible, of course, that Hando
Lancaster could be reading his mnd. There nust be a trick.

"“I"lIl fool the guy," Johnny thought. By concentrating, he cast his menory back. He thought of an
incident, nonths in the past, when he had gone through sone hair-raising encounters with what had at
first appeared to be nonsters, but which had later turned out to be nothing but oversize |lizards.
"What was | just thinking about?" Johnny demanded.

"You are testing me by thinking about sone big |izards which you encountered sone nonths ago,"
sai d Hando Lancaster.

Johnny woul d not have been nore dazed by a blow on the head with a hammer. The nan was readi ng

hi s m nd!

Hando Lancaster cane over, renoved his apparatus from Johnny’'s spinning head and carried it
toward the door with infinite care, evidently planning to take it outside where it would be safe.
He was backi ng through the door, when a pair of sinewy bronze hands junped from conceal ment

besi de the door and grasped Hando by the nape of the neck.

Hando Lancaster had self-control. He did not want to smash his apparatus, and he |owered it
carefully to the floor before he started to fight.

He tried to reach a pocket, but Doc Savage trapped his arns, preventing that nove. Doc tore the
pocket fromthe suit, and a gun fell to the floor. Sylvan Niles ran for the weapon. Doc Savage got
in her way, still holding his prisoner.

Shovi ng both Hando and the girl into a corner, Doc managed to keep themthere, thwarting easily
their lunging attenpts at escape.

Johnny flounced around on the floor, trying w thout nmuch success to | oosen the bonds which held
his wists and ankl es.

"1"11 be superamal gamated!" he barked. "How d you get here, Doc?"

"Hando’ s car," Doc explained, "has a large trunk."

Hando Lancaster squawl ed, "You were in that trunk?"

The bronze man nodded. It then dawned on Hando Lancaster that he had been tricked throughout.
"You planted that gun beside the chair cushion!" he screeched. "I'I|l bet it wasn't even |oaded!"



"It wasn’t!" Doc Savage admitted

Sylvan Nl es | ooked at Hando Lancaster accusingly.

"l told you he would get the best of us," she said. "W should have taken himinto our
confi dence. "

Hando Lancaster gl owered at Doc Savage. "Wy did you trick nme into | eading you here?"
Doc pointed at the contraption which had been used on Johnny.

"To get hold of one of those things," he said

HANDO LANCASTER and Sylvan Niles, realizing that they were wasting tinme trying to escape, stopped
resisting and sulked in the corner

Doc untied Johnny, then used the ropes which had been on Johnny's ankles to secure Hando
Lancaster’s wists and ankles

Then the bronze man assured Sylvan Niles, "if you try to run, we shall have to tie you also."
"I"lIl stay!" she snapped

Doc dragged Hando Lancaster to the center of the steel room then brought the strange apparatus
over. Doc spent several mnutes exam ning the device, which seemed to pain Hando Lancaster so nuch
that he groaned | oudly.

"Your life's work, eh?" Doc asked

Hando Lancaster only npaned

"Judging fromthe care with which you were handling it, this nust be the only one you have |eft?"
Doc suggest ed

The spiderilke man did not reply.

As a part of the preparations for his unusual career, Doc Savage had studi ed many subjects
intensively. Electricity was one of the sciences in which he had majored, and few living nmen had a
greater general know edge of electricity.

Lifting the headgear, which had been on Johnny, he fitted it over Hando Lancaster’s head

"You want to do the receiving?" Doc asked Johnny.

"WII the thing really work?"

"Try it and draw your own concl usions."

Johnny hesitated. The device had seem ngly acconplished such a confoundingly inpossible thing
that he was skittish about trying it. Finally, he shrugged and pernitted the other headset to be
fitted over his brow. Doc then began adjusting knobs and sw tches

"If nmy mshandling endangers the device, you mght tell ne," he requested of Hando Lancaster
"Turn the filanment control knobs of the current anplifier back about three points,"” Hando

Lancaster growl ed. "They’'re in the upper right hand corner. | nade those anplifier tubes nyself, and
I don’t want them burned out. | haven’t got replacenents!”

"l don't think the thing will work!" Johnny interposed, enphatically

"It operates on a perfectly sound principle,” Doc Savage said, adjusting the knobs. "It is well

known to scientists, and has been for sonme tinme, that tiny electrical currents are generated in the
human brain. These currents are infinitesimal, only mllionth parts of volts."

"Oh!" said Johnny. "I begin to catch on!"

"Many experinmenters have succeeded in detecting the presence of the current by rigging
supersensitive gal vanoneters around the heads of human subjects," Doc Savage told him "A

gal vanoneter is nmerely a device which indicates the presence of an electric current.”

Johnny frowned and seened to be trying to concentrate. "I don’t hear anything," he said

"And you won't," Doc Savage told him "Just relax. Don't try to think of anything."

JOHNNY shut his eyes in an effort to do this. For several noments there was absolutely no sound
"Do some thinking, so he can pick it up," Doc Savage tol d Hando Lancaster

The latter only glared

More nonents of waiting ensued. Johnny began to wear an air of intense concentration. Finally,

his jaw began to sag

"1"11 be superamal gamated!" he expl oded

"You are beginning to see how it works?" Doc Savage asked him

"I certainly am" Johnny replied. "I don’'t hear anything or see anything. A series of thoughts
just pass through ny mnd! | know darn well they’'re not ny thoughts, because | don't know anyt hing
about the subjects with which they are concerned!"

The bronze man nodded. "The device on Hando Lancaster’'s head is a supersensitive antenna," he
said. "It picks up the electric field created by his thought waves. They are anplified and—hrough
the transmtter antenna which you are wearing—npl anted upon the nerves in the cells of your own
brain."

"Sinmple!" said Johnny, dizzily.

"That is only the roughest kind of an explanation," Doc Savage assured him "Actually, the

process is highly involved, anmazingly conplicated. But that is substantially howit is done."

"An ultra-prodigiosity!" said Johnny.

"What i s Hando Lancaster thinking?" Doc Savage asked



JOHNNY sat silent for some tine.

"He is thinking that he would |like to wing both our necks,
Hando Lancaster.

Hando Lancaster returned an indignant glare, but said nothing. There was nore silence.

"He is thinking about the years he spent devel oping this thought tel epathy device," Johnny said.
"He is thinking how he and his secretary, Sylvan Niles, spent all their noney on their experinents.
They went abroad to have a foreign scientist make up some of the highly conplicated vacuum tubes
whi ch they needed."

"Excel l ent!" Doc Savage said.

Johnny continued, "Hando Lancaster is thinking of nmeeting young Al ex Mandebran abroad. He is
wonderi ng how Al ex Mandebran coul d have | earned of the existence of the nental tel epathy apparatus.
He is al so wondering how Al ex Mandebran managed to steal his secret.”

"1’ ve done sonme wondering on that score nyself," Sylvan Niles interjected.

"Pl ease be still!" Johnny told her. "Hando Lancaster is now thinking what a fiendish devil Al ex
Mandebran is, to seize his own father and carry himaway and subject himto exam nation with the
mental telepathy device in order to learn howto rob his poor father’s bank of all those
securities.”

Johnny began to | ook rather excited.

"Doc!" he expl oded. "Hando Lancaster knows absolutely that Al ex Mandebran is the brains behind
this whole affair! Hando Lancaster got that information fromthe prisoner whomyou captured for him
out of the old factory building."

The girl stared at Hando Lancaster.

"Hando!" she gasped. "You did not tell me that you had absol ute proof of Al ex Mandebran’s guilt."
There was a noise fromthe doorway, a significant noise. It drew all eyes.

Three nmen, all the narrow opening woul d accommpdate, were wedged in the door. They had their

hands full of guns.

"You people are finding out too blasted nmuch!" one said, grimy.

he said, and frowned reprovingly at

Chapter XVII11. CLEANUP PLANS

| F Doc Savage noved a rnuscle, it was not noticeable; but Johnny was not as conposed. He w enched
the conplicated headgear off his brow, placed it on the floor and scranbl ed erect.

"You' re kind of a thin target," one of the gunmen in the door told him "But | believe | could

hit you."

Johnny cl enched his fists, but he used excellent judgment and stood still.

"You' ve got us in a fine spot!" Sylvan N |es snapped at Doc Savage.

The bronze man sai d not hi ng.

Entering the steel cubicle with extrene caution, two of the newconers proceeded to search Doc
Savage and Johnny for weapons. They seened surprised to find none on the bronze mans person,

al t hough they renoved his coat, patted his trouser |egs, searched under his shirt, and even yanked
of f the bullet-proof chain nail undergarnent which he al ways wore.

Several nmore nen appeared. Al were heavily arned.

"How di d you get here?" Hando Lancaster screaned at them

"Shut up!" one told him "W ve had nen follow ng you. You cane here and | ooked this place over a
week ago. One of our nen was on your trail."

"Bl ast you!" shrieked Hando Lancaster.

"There' Il be some blasting, if you don’t pipe down!" he was inforned.

A man cane bearing a new, sound rope, and Doc Savage’'s wists were | ashed behind him

One of the nen nudged Hando Lancaster’s mental tel epathy apparatus contenptuously.

"This is one of the first nodels," he sneered. "The receiving antenna has gotta be on a guy’'s

head before it' Il work. Now, with the newer nodels of the set—

"Which you stole fromne!" Hando Lancaster screaned.

"Wth the newer nodels," the man continued, as if there had been no interruption, "reception of
the thought waves is possible at a distance of eight to ten feet, under favorable circunstances. O
course, the closer the subject is to the antenna, the better."

Doc Savage and the others were herded out of the room They were | ed down a narrow, rust-strewn
corridor. There were boards underfoot, and they were rotten for the nost part. The walls were rusty
steel .

They nmounted a flight of decrepit, |adderlike stairs, and Johnny suddenly realized where they

nust be.

"A ship!" he expl oded.

"One of the abandoned War-tinme bul ks, tied up in Chesapeake Bay,
excel | ent hi deaway!"

On an upper deck, they were guided into what had once been a dining roomfor the crew, judging
fromthe | ong benches and tables which were still in place.

On one of the tables stood a conplicated mass of apparatus. It was only a little nore bul ky than

" Doc Savage hazarded. "An



Hando Lancaster’s. One of the men pointed at it.
"That’'s the new nodel!" he said, and scow ed at Doc Savage. "W’'re gonna use it on you. W've
been planting the pick-up antenna in things |like chairs and numy cases."

THEY were evidently surprised at the fact that Doc Savage was offering no resistance. Johnny was
al so puzzled, but kept quiet about it. Doc did not usually pernmt hinself to be hustled about in
thi s manner.

The bronze man was forced to seat hinmself on a bench. The antenna of the tel epathic pick-up
contrivance was not fitted on his head, but merely placed on the bench near him A man donned the
recei ving antenna, which was a conpact headset.

"Keep everybody el se away fromhere," this operator warned.

Evidently this device, while it was nore sensitive than the other, was subject to picking up
interference from persons who m ght be standing near by.

The operator adjusted the knobs carefully, then | eaned back and shut his eyes in an attitude of
frowni ng concentration. It quite frequently requires concentration not to think. For three or four
m nutes, there was absolute silence.

"Damm the |luck!" cursed the man doing the receiving.

"What is it?" some one asked him

"The bronze man knows that the chief is A ex Mandebran!" grated the operator.

"Well, why get fussed up about that?" snorted the other. "W already suspected he knew, didn't
we?"

"That ain’'t the worst of it!" barked the operator.

"What ?"

"What tine is it?"

One of the men consulted a watch. "Ten o’ clock."

"Here's the dig," said the operator. "The bronze guy is thinking that he’'ll be rescued and all of
us will be in the can at exactly m dnight!"

This informati on was not received with what could be called gl ee.

"What ' s gonna happen?" a nan said.

There was a wait, while the man with the receiving antenna tried to get additional information
out of Doc Savage’'s brain.

"Whew! " he said. "This bird thinks like chain lightning!"

"How does he figure he's gonna get out of this janP" snapped one of the group. "An’ how does he
figure we're gonna land in the can?"

There was another wait.

"No use!" snapped the operator. "He's stopped thinkin !"

" St opped?"

"Well, not exactly," the man nuttered, uneasily. "He is thinking about how we will all probably
draw life ternms for grabbing old Jethro Mandebran and the twenty mllion."

"Better see what the chief wants to do about this," one suggested.

The man departed. Shortly, he was back.

"The chief says to put themwth the other prisoners," he advised.

Doc Savage, Sylvan Niles, Hando Lancaster and Johnny were | ed down a conpani onway, along a
corridor, and jamred into a | arge chanber which bore a resenblance to a stateroom There was one
porthole, too small for any one to clinb through.

The four prisoners were jamed into the room The door was sl ammed behind them

"We gotta watchman on deck," one of the guards advised. "The first guy who sticks his head out of
that porthole and starts yelling, is gonna stop a bullet!"

DOC SAVAGE ran a gl ance over the three prisoners which the room already hel d.

Monk and Ham were there and | ooked the worse for wear. The third man, Jethro Mandebran—Boc
recogni zed hi measily from newspaper pictures—was nanaging to maintain his dignity, though bound
hand and foot. Hi s gray hair was tousl ed.

Monk gul ped unbelievingly, "You' re not a prisoner, Doc?"

The gaunt Johnny answered that one, using small words.

"l suppose you think these ropes are on us for ornanents?" he snapped.

Monk groaned noisily.

"Stop that, you hairy crape-hanger!" Ham said, peevishly.

"But we'll never get out of this," Mnk conpl ained. "These guys’'l| shoot us!"

‘ They’ ve taken over ny hiding place here!" Hando Lancaster bleated. "We' || never get help! No one
ever visits this place!"

El derly, dignified Jethro Mandebran broke into the dour recital with a cheerful note.

"W have seen no sign of nmy son, Alex," he said.

"So what?" Sylvan N |es snapped.

"Al ex has probably escaped,"” Jethro Mandebran told her. "I amconfident that he will manage to
rescue us."



The young worman drew a deep, shaky breath. She seenmed on the point of informng the rather
ponpous old man that his son was the nasterm nd responsible for their present straits. But she nust
not have had the heart. She remained silent.

Hando Lancaster, however, held no such qual ns.

"Alex is behind all this!"™ he informed the old man, giving the information in a yell, his

habi tual manner of speech.

The statenent was too big a lunp for elderly Jethro Mandebran to conprehend all at once.

"What are you sayi ng?" he asked, hoarsely.

"Your son, Alex!" Hando Lancaster howl ed. "He's the brains of this thing!"

A d Jethro Mandebran seened to nelt like a tallow candle to which a hot flane has been appli ed.
He had been standing. Now, he sat down slowy.

"That isn't true," he npbaned. "I won't believe it!"

"You woul dn’t!" Hando Lancaster snapped. "But it's a fact!"

"Alex!" the old man gasped. "Al ex—eh—eh—

Chapter Xl X. THE | MAG NATI ON FI GVENT

ELDERLY Jet hro Mandebran’s grief was a pitiful thing to see. The old nman had iron in his nake-up,
for he had stood staunchly under the shadow of know ng that he would have to prove to the
authorities, if he ever escaped his captors, that he had not absconded with the fabul ous sum of
nmoney whi ch was missing fromhis bank.

The story that he had been seized in order that a m ndreadi ng device mght be used on himby a
gang of crooks, who had found out in this manner how to get the noney and had taken it, was a thin
story. Al npst any policeman woul d | augh hinself purple in the face after listening to it. Jethro
Mandebran had known, undoubtedly, that he nust nake this story believable or go to prison. That
knowl edge had not shattered his self-control.

But the infornation that his son was the brains behind the affair, had wecked him He was a
broken old fellow, lost in a swanp of grief. The world, for him had become a cruel and horrible
t hi ng.

It was a long tinme before any one spoke. Even Hando Lancaster was silent, as if regretting what
he had told the old nan.

It was Monk who squeaked finally, his small voice nore than usually shrill, "Have you got any

ki nd of a plan, Doc?"

"Well wait," Doc Savage told him

Johnny eyed the bronze nan.

"What did that stuff about our getting out of this at midnight nmean?" the bony geol ogi st asked.
"The stuff their machine told them you were thinking about?"

Doc Savage did not answer.

"“I"ll confess |’ muneasy,"” Johnny conti nued.

"Do not talk about it!" Doc Savage directed.

" Huh?"

"Their telepathic pick-up antenna may be | ocated close to us," Doc said. "If they can find out
what the plan is, they can thwart it."

"Ch!" said Johnny. "I see!"

| F Doc Savage was having difficulty keeping his thoughts confined to channels which woul d give
their captors no information, he received material assistance sone five minutes |ater when the door
opened and a man canme in. The fellow carried a | arge bundl e of old burlap sacks. He went to the
porthol e.

The glass, as they had all noticed, was missing fromthe port. In fact, the whole rimof the
porthol e was gone, evidently having been salvaged in the past. Into this opening, the man began
stuffing the burlap sacks. He kept at his task until he had the aperture thoroughly stoppered. Then
he made a careful exam nation of the prisoners’ bonds.

"l guess you won't do much noving around,"” he said.

The man now wal ked out; but he was back an instant later, carrying a cardboard box. The open top
of this bulged with excelsior.

The man began picking the excelsior out. He was careful at his task, and when he straightened, he
was holding a fat glass jug, which had been packed in the carton.

He held the jug in the glow of a flashlight, where Doc Savage coul d see.

"You able to guess what this stuff is?" the man asked.

Doc eyed the jug's contents. Liquid. The stuff had a characteristic color, too.

"Hydrocyanic acid," the bronze nman hazarded.

"Check!" agreed Monk, who had not been asked to comment.

"I'f | dropped this, what woul d happen?" the man asked.

"You woul d probably die before you got to the door," Mnk offered, hopefully. "That stuff nakes a
vapor, the effects of which are anong the qui ckest and nobst deadly known."

"What | neant," the man leered, "is what would happen if | threw the stuff in fromthe door and



then sl ammed the door?"

No one spoke.

"It's the boss's idea!" said the man.

At |ast, Jethro Mandebran gasped, "Al ex—Ay son—erdered—

He seened to choke.

Then there was a shout in the corridor, the sound of running feet, and a nan appeared. He wore a
worried expression, and this cleared when he saw the prisoners were unharned.

"What can we do about it besides croak the prisoners and clear out of here?" asked the man with
t he hydrocyani c aci d.

"We're gonna use the tel epathic apparatus on Doc Savage again," announced the other, "and see
what we can get outta him Bring himalong!"

Doc Savage was seized. Four nen carried himout, and back to the dining room He was placed on
the tabl e near the receiving antenna of Hando Lancaster’s renarkabl e i nvention.

A MAN donned the receiving headset, and fiddled with the controls until he had the adjustnent
right. It seemed to be a very delicate matter, this getting an adjustnent.

"All right," the man said.

Instantly, another fellow dashed forward and delivered a terrific blowwith a gun to Doc Savage's
face. He struck again. The blows were calculated to produce great pain, rather than unconsciousness.
The man who had done the beating retreated hastily fromthe zone of the receiving antenna.

"That oughta make it hard for himto keep fromthinkin about whatever plan he's got," the fellow
gritted. There was an expectant silence.

"Cot it!" yelled the man doing the receiving.

The others dashed forward.

"What is it?"

"The bronze guy knew where this place was, before he came here," exploded the operator. "He told
the State police! Troopers have got us surrounded!"

More than one man swore fearfully at that information.

"Quiet!" ripped the man who had used the receiver. "There’'s a way outta this. If the bronze guy
appears on the bridge and turns a flashlight on hinmself to show that he's all right, the troopers
have orders to withdraw and |l et himhandle the thing to suit hinself."

A man barked, "Then all we gotta do is take himto the bridge, untie himand—=

"Exactly!"

Doc Savage was seized and bundl ed out. He was borne with the greatest of speed to the ancient
ship’s bridge. There, they untied him A flashlight was thrust into his hands.

"W’ ve got you covered with guns,” they told him "Stand on the bridge and throw the |ight on
yoursel f. Keep the light on, until you re sure the cops have seen you."

"And just what will refusal nean?" Doc demanded.

"It mean you and the rest of ‘enmi|| get croaked!" a voice grated. "An’ it'll also nmean we can
fight our way outta this trap!"

Doc Savage was silent for a noment, apparently considering the fate of hinself and his nmen. Then
he shrugged.

"All right," he said.

He stepped to the end of the bridge. The rusty old rail was of netal pipe, except for the top
strake, which had been of wood and was still in fair shape. This presented a flat upper surface.
Doc Savage thunbed the flashlight on. He placed it on the rail. The beam was turned, not on
hinmsel f, but on the men with the guns.

Then Doc vani shed!

It happened in flash parts of seconds. It seened that the light was hardly on the nmen before
their guns roared. Yet the interval was sufficient for the bronze man, knowi ng exactly what he was
going to do, to nobve. He |l eaped the bridge railing over the side of the ship.

He did not, however, go conpletely over. Instead, he grasped the rail, |owered hinself and noved
rapidly to the left, clinging with his hands. He was in darkness, so that his action was not
observed. The manner in which he had sailed over the rail deceived the men.

"He's in the water!" they baw ed.

Chapter XX. THE BRAIN

THE men charged for the rail.

The bronze man regai ned the deck sone distance fromthe bridge. H s feet touched a bit of |oose
wood and nade sone racket, but the noise escaped notice in the confusion. Doc picked up the fragnment
of wood and tossed it overside.

"There he is!" they shouted. A burst of shots followed the splash which the chunk of wood made.

Doc noved as silently as possible. Mst of the outer doors had | ong since been renoved fromthe

old vessel, and he entered the first opening which he found. There was a great deal of noise in this
part of the ship. Men were rushing for the scene of excitenent.

Doc Savage descended into the |ower regions of the vessel. It was now necessary to progress by



sense of touch alone, but he nade good speed.

Nearing the stateroomwhere the other prisoners were confined, he net two of the gang carrying
flashlights. He saw themin plenty of time, however, and lurked inside a cabin door in wait for

t hem

H s pounce upon them was the descent of Nenmesis herself. He managed to get an arm around the neck
of each sinmultaneously. He wenched. Their heads came together forcibly. Each kicked once violently,
then becane |inp.

One of the men wore a long, |ight topcoat and a hat. Doc appropriated these two garnents, and

al so one of the flashlights. He put that hat on his head and ran toward the prison stateroom
pulling on the topcoat.

There was a guard at the door. He was holding a flashlight on the prisoners; but when he heard

Doc approaching, nade a nove to turn his flashlight beamin that direction.

"It’s all right!" Doc said, in a voice greatly different fromhis normal one.

Decei ved, the guard did not turn his flash on the bronze man. The fell ow probably never knew
exactly what happened to him Certain it was that he did not see the netallic block of a fist which
hit solidly ahead of his right ear.

The man turned a neat sonersault into the roomand |anded flat on his back, unconscious.

AN instant |ater, Doc Savage was untying the prisoners.

Qutside, guns still banged. The men were doing sone wild shooting, in hopes that a bullet would
find the bronze nan.

"Listen to the fireworks!" Mnk squeaked, excitedly. "Boy, them cops must be cleanin’ house!"
"Quite the contrary," Doc said, grimy. "There are no cops."

"Huh?"

"Their m nd-reading nmachine picks up a man’s i nmaginings, just as it does ordinary thought
processes, " Doc expl ai ned.

Monk gul ped out, "You nmean that business about police being posted around here was inagi nation?"
"It was," Doc adnmitted. "And it took some rather intense concentration to put it across."

Hando Lancaster heaved up, howing, "Let's get out of this! | wish |'d never invented the thing!"
"Not so |oud, guy!" Mnk adnoni shed.

Al of the prisoners were now untied. They crowded out into the corridor.

"W will go toward the stern," Doc said, "and try to make a get-away."

Since caution was nore inperative than haste, Doc used his flashlight only sporadically. They
made fair tinme, however. Mnk and Ham brought up the rear. Jethro Mandebran and Sylvan Niles were in
the m ddl e. Hando Lancaster kept at Doc Savage’s el bow, al ong w th Johnny.

They had covered perhaps two-score yards, when Doc Savage stopped abruptly.

" Sonet hi ng wong?" Hando Lancaster grow ed.

"Quiet!" Doc told him "Listen!"

The others heard it then—a faint scuffling and bunpi ng, close by.

"It’s comn outta that roomthere!"™ Mnk breathed, and pointed.

Doc Savage veered toward the source of the noise. He used his flashlight. It revealed a door, or
rat her the opening where a door had been. He stepped through and thunbed the beam on again.

A man, thoroughly entwi ned with ropes, was disclosed. The fact that this man was blindfol ded and
gagged, made it inmpossible to discern his features. Doc Savage whi pped forward.

The others crowded into the door, behind the bronze man, staring curiously. They had known of no
other prisoners, but here was one!

Doc renoved blindfold and gag fromthe captive, and the man's features becane distingui shabl e.
"Young Al ex Mandebran!" Monk barked.

THERE was shocked sil ence.

Syl van Ni |l es gasped, "But—but—he's their |eader! How did he get here?"

Doc Savage was renoving the rope fromyoung Al ex Mandebran. The man coul d nove better under his
own power .

"Al ex Mandebran is not their |eader!" Doc explained, as he worked with the rope.

Syl van Ni | es gasped, "But they said that—

"They were giving us a clever line of talk to throw the blame on Al ex Mandebran," Doc Savage told
her. "The real |eader of the outfit was, at the time, playing the part of a prisoner with us. He was
buil ding hinself an alibi in rather clever fashion."

There was a scuffle near the door.

"Grab Hando!" Doc yelled, suddenly.

"Too late!" Monk snapped. "He's running for it!"

DOC SAVAGE, rushing for the door, rapped, "W nust stop himl He knows there are no police, and he
will tell the gang!"

Hando Lancaster had denpnstrated on other occasions that there was speed in his pipe-stemlegs.
He proved it again now. He went down the passageway with the agileness of a scared goat. Doc,



putting forth his best efforts, overhaul ed the man, but nuch nore slowy than was to be desired
Hando Lancaster began to yell. The fact that his ordinary nanner of speech was a how ing and
roaring, had given hima foghorn voice. He used it to advantage. H s squalls nust have carried far
beyond the confines of the abandoned boat

From on deck, forward near the bridge, shouts answered, and nmen coul d be heard charging to the
assi stance of Hando

Ahead of Doc Savage, Hando Lancaster cane to a sudden stop. Sensing an om nous purpose behind the
nove, the bronze man al so halted. He dashed his flashlight beam down the corridor

Hando Lancaster had evidently known where the jug of hydrocyanic acid had been placed. He had
gotten it, was holding it in his hands

Johnny, Monk and Ham came up behi nd Doc

Hando Lancaster’s nen were bel ow deck now, coming fromthe direction of the bows.

Wth fierce purpose, Hando Lancaster drew back to throw the jug of deadly acid. He was no nore
than fifty feet away. The jug of hydrocyanic, once he threwit, would either hit Doc Savage or burst
cl ose enough to splash the bronze man. In the cranped confines of the corridor, there would be
slight chance of escaping the stuff

Doc Savage wore | ow cut shoes. They would cone off without unlacing. He renpved one, then the
other. He placed the flashlight on the floor, so that the beam played on Hando Lancaster. Wth the
shoes ready, he waited

The bottle would have to be broken in nid-air with one or the other of the shoes

Hando Lancaster seened to be enjoying hinself, and he took a Iong nonent to get set for the

throw. That was hi s undoi ng

A gun slamred so close to Doc Savage's ear that he was al nost deaf ened

The jug came to pieces in Hando Lancaster’s hands. Since he was hol ding the thing above his head
at the nonent, the contents deluged him splashed over the floor

Hando Lancaster screaned as only a man can scream when he knows he is going to die. He spun and
fled. He did not, however, get far, before he went down, still shrieking—to have convul sions on the
floor and eventually to die

DOC SAVAGE scooped up the flashlight and spun to confront Mnk, who was hol di ng a snoki ng

revol ver

"Why didn’t you wait until the thing was thrown, when no one woul d have been kill ed?" Doc Savage
demanded

"Who do you think I am Annie Gakley?" Mnk snorted. "I was lucky to hit that jug when he was
holding it still in his hand."

"Where did you get the gun?"

"Of that fell ow you kayoed."

"Cone on!" Doc said, grimy

They resunmed their flight. Monk trailed Doc Savage a bit uneasily. Doc had an ironclad rule that
no human life was to be taken by hinself or his nen on any occasi on, whatever the provocation. Mnk
the truth was, had his own idea of what shoul d happen to gentlenen of Hando Lancaster’s ilKk.

A screamrasped out in the depths of the ship. It was followed by others

Doc Savage halted again.

"They ran into the hydrocyani c vapor, not knowing it was there," the bronze man said, slowy.
Doc’s party hesitated for a time, then worked toward the stern. There was nothing they could do
to aid those whom the hydrocyani c was probably killing. They woul d probably have been shot at
anyway, had they tried to offer assistance

Reaching the stern, they stopped. Pursuit seened to have cone to a conplete end

"How d you come to suspect Hando Lancaster?" Mnk asked Doc

"The suicide of his business partner Castello, who headed the Castello M ning Corporation, threw
suspi cion on him" Doc explained. "That was about the only thing which would account for Castello’s
taking his own life. He had | earned what Hando Lancaster was doing."

Monk si ghed

"Me," he said, "I suspected Al ex Mandebran!"

Attractive Sylvan Niles cane close to Doc Savage and spoke in a strained voice

"l did not know what Hando Lancaster was really doing," she said. "I wonder if | can ever prove
it?"

"I think your actions so far have proved it," the bronze man assured her

Seenmingly, Sylvan Niles did not know that Hando, using the know edge gai ned fromthe thought
machi ne, had nade noney in the stock narket in the girl’'s nane.

She was silent for a bit, and when she did speak it was in a |ow voice that pulsed with feeling
"Thank you."

They continued to wait, and listen. After a bit, there was a noise of a snall group of nen

| eavi ng the abandoned ship in a great hurry

Monk growl ed, "It's ny guess that we're finished with this business!"



MONK' S prediction proved to be excellent. A search of the ship disclosed that the greater nunber

of Hando Lancaster’s followers had fallen victinms to the hydrocyanic vapor into which they had

unwi ttingly plunged. The survivors had evidently fled

Four of Hando Lancaster’s strange inventions canme to |light, and Doc Savage set his aids to

packing these for transportation. The things were too dangerous in their possibilities, to take a
chance on their again falling into unscrupul ous hands

The bronze man had concluded to send themto his skyscraper headquarters for exam nation. There

was a possibility that they might turn out to be of sone assistance to police departnents. That they
woul d never be infallible, of course, was proved by the fact that they regi stered any nenta
process; and inmagini ngs were al so picked up as thoughts

The search of the old ship also brought to Iight other things—nearly a truckl oad of them These
wer e seal ed copper boxes. They were sunk in the hal f-subnerged bilge of the old ship, an excellent
hi ding place. Doc Savage retrieved and opened enough of these boxes to ascertain their contents
Loot! Trenmendous suns of it—n Liberty Bonds, securities and currency, the plunder which Hando
Lancaster had taken thus far

This stuff, of course, would have to be returned to the rightful owners

Near dawn, after their work was finished on board the weck, they gathered on the top deck for a
rest. Because there seened to be nothing to say, silence fell. The full |oneliness of the place
becane inpressed upon them It was a quiet night, and the waves nade no noi se. Even the usual quota
of insect sounds was absent

"Bl ast such a place as this!" Mnk conplained. "I'Il take mine on land or sea, not in a backwash
like this!"

Monk sighed again, nore loudly. Dawn was coming. It had already brought |ight enough for himto
catch a glinpse of Sylvan Niles and young Al ex Mandebran. The two young people seened in a fair way
to resune their love affair which had been broken off in England through the fal se accusations of
Hando Lancaster

Monk anbl ed over and gave Hama jab in the ribs

"W gotta go up in the New Jersey woods, shyster!" Mnk grunted

"Why?" Ham demanded, peevishly

"To find ny hog, Habeas, and your baboon, Chenistry," Mnk expl ai ned

"To find Chenmistry," Hamcorrected in his best courtroomnmanner. "I have no interest in your hog
Habeas!"

THE END



