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Chapter |. A RUSTLING NO SE
NO one realized that Doc Savage stunbled upon the rustling death quite by accident. Had that fact
been known, some terror m ght have been avoided. O at |east del ayed.
The occurrence in the hotel |obby was really a coincidence. But the small
man with the wise face apparently did not think so. He had bushy hair, bushy eyebrows, a |ong
poi nted nose that twitched, and small eyes. He stood, as if frozen, in the center of the |obby of
one of Washington’s nost fashionable hotels. An expression of fear was stanmped on his pinched
features.
The newconer at whom the pinch-faced man stared did not |look like a fearsone creature. He was a
tall, handsonme nman, dressed i nmacul ately. He signed the register: "Theodore Marley Brooks, New
York." Then he took the elevator to his rooms with the announced intention of dressing for dinner.
A windy sigh escaped the |lips of the pinch-faced man. He darted quickly to the desk. Before the
clerk had a chance to turn the renovabl e signature card around, he seized it w th skinny hands and
twi sted the card so that he could read it. A ghastly, croaking sound craw ed fromhis |ips.
The clerk was solicitous in a superior sort of manner.

"Are you ill, M. Strang?"
Strang croaked again. He strove to recover his poise.
He darted toward a bank of phone booths. The clerk was still smling in a superior fashion as the

little man raced, rabbitlike over the floor. Fox Strang was the sort of guest who had to be treated
with just so nuch respect. He paid his bills. There was no question that he had noney. But the
managenment wi shed that he' d stay at another hotel.

Fox Strang had never been convicted of a crine. He had been accused of nurder, arson, grand

| arceny and several other infractions of the law. But he was smart. No one had ever caught him
red- handed. That was how he got the name of Fox.

He was perspiring as he wedged hinself into a booth separated sonewhat fromthe rest. He got a
number in New York City.

"Hel | o, Krag?" he barked. "Ham Brooks just blew in. That neans Doc Savage is probably w se."

The voi ce that came back over the wires was stilted in tone, practically w thout inflection.

"Doc Savage wi |l be disposed of at this end. You nerely follow instructions."

He hung up, |eaving Fox Strang staring at the nouth piece of his phone. Fox shuddered.

"I wish I'd stuck to picking pockets,"” he nunbl ed.

Then he nade a coupl e of phone calls. Wen he had finished, he stepped out into the | obby. He
bought a paper at the newsstand, sank into one of the biggest easy-chairs in the | obby, apparently
to read. But first, he punched a hole in the mddle of the newspaper with one finger so that he
coul d see what was going on in the | obby without anyone noticing that he was watchi ng.

Fox twitched and fidgeted for quite a while. The man he had cal |l ed Ham Brooks apparently took his
time at a leisurely dinner. Wien he finally emerged fromthe dining roomand strode to the street,
Fox got up and fol l owed him

THEODORE MARLEY BROCKS was the subject of two strange coincidences that night. Ham Brooks, as he
was called by his friends, had cone to Washington on perfectly legitimte business. One of the best
| egal brains ever to have been graduated from Harvard University, he intended to plead a case before
the United States supreme court the foll ow ng day.

Ham had two further clains to fane aside fromhis legal ability. For one thing, he was recogni zed

as one of the best-dressed nen in the nation.

But he was al so one of the five aids of Doc Savage. It was this distinction that really set Ham
apart from nost other men.



The dapper |awer was not thinking of any particular distinction or prowess as he strolled

through the beautiful night in Washington. Hamwas quite at peace with the world. It was quite
natural that Ham shoul d have wandered toward the outskirts of Washington to enjoy the noonlit night
And having reached the fringe of the city where there were few dwellings, it was quite natura

for himto notice the four lighted windows of the only structure that seened inhabited for nore than
a mle. There is something about a solitary lighted dwelling at night; it draws one

There was not hing about the shack that particularly attracted the dapper lawyer’'s scrutiny. It

just happened that the noon, rising in the distance over a ridge of tall trees, offered an
impressive picture fromthat spot. Ham paused, |eaned on his shiny cane as he gazed at it

It was at that noment that a young man cane al ong

At first, Ham thought the oddly pal e countenance of the nman was nerely the reflection of the

white noonlight. Then he noticed the stark expression of the eyes. Ham noved toward the young nan
intending to ask himif he were ill. But before he could open his nouth, the pale nan was gone

He headed straight for the shack. Then he slowed. Stealth was evident in his sudden crouch. In

anot her half a dozen seconds the man bl ended into the shadows cast by shrubbery in front of the
buil ding. Hamturned to follow The soft, slurring tones of a Virginian cane from behind him nade
hi m pause

"Maybe M. Jan is workin' late tonight. Guess Ah'Il jes check up on it, though."

Ham turned his head. A Washi ngton policeman swung down the street, twirling his nightstick. Ham
nmoved i nto the shadows. There seenmed no point in identifying hinself in something that mght be a
quite ordinary and innocent situation. He shrugged, as the patrolman strode toward the shack. The

| awyer then turned to go on his way.

But in that nonent, the terror that was to sweep the land nade its first appearance

Ham froze where he was. At first, an eerie rustling noise seened to cone fromall directions at
once. There was an omi nous, threatening note to it, as if sone giant virago of vengeance had stepped
fromhistory's pages with an enraged swirl of skirts that were silk and crinoline

Then a scream of pure terror welled up fromthe flat-roofed shack

The lights of the shack flickered strangely, then went out. Ham | eaped to swi ft notion; he began
to race toward the shack. He whi pped up the shiny black cane he carried, pressed a hidden button
The bl ack case dropped away, fell to the ground. It left a long, slender blade of spring steel that
was tipped with a sticky substance. This was a sl eep-inducing drug, instantaneous in its action
Ham s sword cane was a cel ebrated weapon that had won a | ot of scraps. The dapper |awer had

conpl ete confidence in his ability to cone out on top, even against great odds. It could have been
expected that he would plunge right into whatever eneny nmight be lurking in the darkness

That made his sudden hesitation quite peculiar. The rustling sound grew | ouder, a weird

omi present thing. Ham shuddered. An expression of amazed uncertainty spread over his features. He
gave the inpression of a man awakening froma nightmare, still certain that it is real and terrible
And, in fact, a queer overpowering feeling of apprehension was gripping Ham H s flesh was
suddenly danmp with perspirati on—dripping with the sweat of a terror that he coul d neither understand
nor admt to himself was really there

The rustle of silk and crinoline ceased. In its place there came a humthat was not a hum It was
a sound that the ear did not record; something sensed and felt rather than heard. Ham Brooks
staggered. His brain grew fuzzy. Meaningless words junbled fromhis lips. Hs eyes stared with a

| ack of conprehension that seemed to indicate approaching idiocy.

He slowed to a grotesque, exaggerated pace, sonewhat |ike a slow notion novie

Tine lost all neaning for Ham Brooks. He sank slowy and wearily to the ground. How | ong he | ay
there, his eyes half seeing, he had no idea

RATI ONAL t hought crept back into Hamis brain slowy. He again had the sensation of energing from
a dream This tinme, he was aware of the reality of the world into which he was waking. It was a dark
world, illumned only by the pal eness of the noon

He staggered to his feet, glanced at his wist watch. Less than fifteen nminutes had actually gone
by. He shook his head, picked up his sword cane and noved toward the shack, which was now in
darkness. He stunbled over sone |arge, soft object. From one pocket he took a spring-actuated
flashlight that was an invention of Doc Savage. He washed the ground with its bright beam

At his feet lay the body of the Washington policenman! Ham | eaned over, felt the pul se. The nman

was quite dead. The |awyer rolled the cop over and noved the light up and down. There seened to be
no mark upon his body, no indication of what had caused death. Ham strai ghtened. Then he heard the
soft nmpani ng sound fromthe open door of the flat-roofed shack. Cautiously, he noved toward it

The second body was inside the door. This nan was not dead. He lay on his back, half-seeing eyes
staring at the ceiling. Mans of anguish came fromhis |ips

This man was about the same size as the pale young fell ow who had crouched outside. But his ruddy
face was round and chubby, rather than pale and pointed. Ham | eaned over and shook the fellow s
shoul ders. The eyes flickered, seened to conme nore into focus. The voice rose to a thin scream
"P-pl ease d-d-don’t kill me!"

Then he opened his eyes wi de and sat up. He could see Hamin the reflection of the |awer’s



flashlight. "Wi-who' re you?" he denanded. "Were’'s Jan?"

The voi ce was brisk, businesslike. Hamparried with two questions of his own.

"Who are you and what’'s all this about?" he snapped. "There's one dead man here already."

The young man with the round, chubby face paled slightly. He | ooked past Ham and saw the dim
outline of the policeman’ s body.

"Gosh!" he said. "I'm Tester Lyons. | worked here for Jan Vanderlee."

Ham want ed to know what the nature of the work might have been. Tester Lyons shuddered. He
staggered to his feet, found a light switch. Then he gasped. The interior of the shack | ooked as if
a hurricane had gone through it, followed by a tornado, a typhoon and an earthquake.

What little there was |left of benches and equi pnent had been smashed to bits so small as to defy
repair or even, in many cases, identification. There was a huge hole in one wall where sonme heavy
apparatus had apparently been taken out. Tester Lyons stared at the weckage and then at Ham
"J-Jan nust have taken it away," he stamered.

Ham st anped his foot.

"What is it?" he demanded. "Quit stalling!"

Tester Lyons drew a deep breath.

"Jan Vander| ee was wor ki ng on sonething he said would revol utioni ze warfare and sonme branches of
peace-time industry," he explained. "Jan is an inventor. |I'man electrical engineer. |’'ve been
working for Jan a nonth, and | don't know what it is he has invented—except that it is terrible."
Ham consi dered that for a nonent.

"What did Jan | ook |ike?" he inquired.

Tester Lyons described the youngi sh man with the pale, pointed face who had passed Hamout in the
street.

"l saw himcone in the shack," Tester said in his brisk voice. "Then that is all | remenber

except a sort of rustling noise. | think Jan nust have been afraid | was getting wise to whatever it
was he’s discovered."”

"\Were you?" Ham asked.

Tester Lyons’ eyes grew thoughtful. He shook his head.

"No! | wish | had been. It nust be worth mllions."

Ham did not reply to Lyons. Instead, he twisted a fancy pin on his tie, switched on the hidden
transmtter of a conmpact two-way short-wave set. Then he began to give a detail ed account of what
had happened to himand what he had found. Ham was using a throat m crophone, simlar to those used
by some air-line pilots, which is hidden underneath the collar. It picks up sound by vibration from
the outside of the throat.

Chapter |I. PLANS FOR DOC

A Fl VE- PLACE cabin job was taking off froma private flying field in another part of Washington.
The pilot, a scarred and thoroughly tough-1ooking individual, occupied one of the five seats. The
one beside himwas filled with baggage. Behind himsat Fox Strang. The other two seats were taken up
by a skinny giant who was so tall that he had to sit sideways, his knees occupying the space that
nornmal |y woul d have accommodat ed anot her passenger.

The tall man had an Adanis apple so prom nent that it made one think of an ostrich who had

swal | oned a baseball. Wien he spoke, it was with the general effect that he was starting a speech of
great inportance.

"The boss will expect us to nove with expedition,"” he runbled. H's voice started down somewhere
near his shoes.

Fox Strang bobbed his head up and down in agreenent. "That’'s right, Ward. |'mwaiting for a call
from hi m now. "

He adjusted a radio headset to his ears. Then he grunted. Signals began to cone in.

"The boss,"” he said. Then he devoted his attention to the radio set.

"Ward Hiller and | are taking off from Washington," he reported. "W were getting ready to nove
the stuff when Ham Brooks showed up at the shack. We tried to get him but a dunmb cop stunbled in
the way. We got himinstead. The stuff is being taken care of. Wat'|Il we do?"

Words poured over the air. Fox Strang nodded his head. Finally he took off his headphones.

"We go to the spot in New York," he said. "The trap is set for Savage. If we get himnow, we
won’'t have anything nore to worry about."

Ward Hiller grinned tightly. H s eyes glowed briefly with sone private enjoynent.

"Smart guy, the boss," he said.

Fox Strang shot a covert glance at his long, skinny conpanion. Apparently he thought Ward Hiller
knew nore than he had confided.

"Just who is the boss?" Fox asked. "I know his real nane ain’t Krag. That's probably just a
phony. "

H Il er shrugged.

"Maybe it is and naybe it isn't. Wio knows?"

Fox tried again.

"Wonder what nationality he is. He tal ks good English. But it sounds kind of foreignlike."



Ward Hiller nerely smled again. He | ooked out of the window at the lights of Baltinore spread
out bel ow t hem
"Must be up about five thousand feet,"

he observed.

TESTER LYONS' nouth dropped open as Ham began to talk. As far as Tester could see, Ham was
talking to himself. Then he began to realize that Hamwas using a throat m crophone.

Fromthe tiny receiver that was inserted in Hanis right ear cane a shrill, netallic voice.

"Yes, you danged shyster. A phone call cane in on the automatic recorder froma guy naned Tester
Lyons sayi ng sonet hi ng phony was going on in a shack out there."

Haminterrupted the voice. He turned to Tester Lyons.

"Did you phone Doc Savage?" he asked.

A variety of enotions seemed to pass over Lyons’ face.

"What if | did?" he demanded. "Wat business is it of yours?"

"l amone of Doc’s men," Ham explained quietly. "I amin conmmunication with his office at the
nonent . "

Tester Lyons’ eyes went wi de.

"Gosh!" he blurted. "Gee, |'mglad you re here. Maybe we can bust this thing open now and find
out what it’'s all about."

Ham nodded, then held up his hand for silence. He switched the short-wave set back on again.
"Where is Doc?" he asked.

The shrill voice informed himthat Doc Savage would return to the office within an hour and that,
in the nmeantime, the speaker was |ooking forward to an extrenely pleasant tine.

"You should see her, you |l aw book in doll’s clothing," the voice said. "She’s a dream Brown eyes
that would nelt an iceberg and a shape that an artist would rave about. Isn't it just too bad,
shyster, that |'ve got the inside track all to nyself?"

Ham Br ooks snorted in inpatience.

"Listen, you missing link, we've got to find this Jan Vanderlee. Never mind about beauti ful

wonen. "

The voice from New York | aughed.

"You worry about the missing Jan Vanderlee. |'mbusy. |I'Il call you when Doc gets back."

There was a click as the New York transmitter cut off. Ham stood glowering at the big hole in the
wal | of the shack. Hi s concentration was so great that he did not hear footsteps that crept softly
up behind him Tester Lyons, beside him was staring vacantly in the same direction in which Ham was
| ooki ng.

The lights wi nked out and there were twin thuds as bl udgeons of some sort smashed into flesh.

I'N New York, the owner of the high-pitched voice nmoved back fromthe radio transmtter.

Mbost people called himMnk. H's face was friendly in a siman sort of way. The eyes were sunk in
deep pits of gristle. Long arms hung to his knees. The visible portions of his anatonmy were covered
with a stiff, reddish bristle. Wien he opened his nmouth in a grin at having irritated Ham Mnk’'s
entire head al nost di sappear ed.

It was still a fact, however, that Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair was one of the
outstanding industrial chem sts of the age. He was al so a valuable aid of Doc Savage and the bane of
Hami s exi st ence.

He sighed audibly and turned toward an outer reception room He'd left a brunette there. Mnk was
very susceptible to good-1ooking wonen. So, for that nmatter, was Ham A good part of their vehenent
quarrels had started over wonen.

Monk opened the door |eading to the reception room The hairy chem st had been nore than usually
smitten by this brunette vision, the kind of a girl that made a man think of a cottage with vines
and a garden. She had given her nane as Nada Morrell. She wanted to see Doc, personally.

Monk opened the door and put on his friendliest snmle. He |ooked at the girl. He also | ooked into
t he business end of a pearl-handl ed autonmatic. The gun was in Nada Mrrell’s slimwhite hand. And
the hand was perfectly steady.

The chemist’s nouth dropped open. He stared.

"l heard every word you said," Nada Mrrell said in clipped tones that did not renmind himof a
cottage with vines and a garden. "You nust have bunped into the lever of an interoffice

communi cator. What do they want Jan Vanderlee for?"

Monk gul ped.

"It looks like he killed a guy," he said.

"Anyone he killed deserved it," she snapped. "Now, don’t conme near ne."

She backed toward the door. Monk noved toward her instinctively, put out one gnarled hand. The

gun bl asted! The |lead tore past Mnk's ribs.

"The next one," she informed him "will not mss!"

Monk gasped. He staggered back against a table, noving it. The girl backed slowy through the

door. The chem st nmade no nove to stop her. The door swung closed and she was gone.

Monk went into action then. Wien he had stunbl ed against the table, a | ever had been pressed



whi ch rel eased a thin chenical sheen on the floor outside the door. That sheen woul d inpregnate the
girl’s shoes with a chemical that could be easily followed with the aid of infrared gl asses; which
woul d nake the stuff fluorescent. Al so, Mnk had her fingerprints. He quickly devel oped a set of
prints froma specially treated magazi ne cover she had been reading while waiting for Doc.

Monk put the devel oped prints under a television-transm ssion unit which would reproduce themin

a private office in Washington. Ham he figured, could then take themto the F.B.1. and learn

i medi ately whether the girl had a record.

The hairy chem st had not seized the girl before she left for two reasons. In the first place, he
was afraid she m ght have been injured. Doc’s aids did not nake war on wonen. Mnk, hinself, was
quite safe. He was wearing at the tinme a bulletproof garment that covered his entire body like a
suit of long w nter underwear.

The other reason was that, believing she had gotten free without identification or leaving a

trail that could be followed, the girl mght lead themto sone clue that would really help them But
when Monk | ooked out in the hall, he decided that she had taken off her shoes to fool him Mnk
returned to the | aboratory. He wal ked to a narrow panel that bore six names. There was a switch
under each of them He pulled the switch under the inscription, "Doc." Then he sat down in a chair
to wait.

DOC SAVAGE at the nonent was in a large building in uptown Manhattan. There was quite a crowd in
the room Even in the di mess, necks were craned to give their owners a better | ook at the bronze
man. Doc Savage towered in a crowd. It was by conparison with other nmen that the giant size of Doc
Savage becane apparent. Away from other men or familiar objects, Doc’'s devel opment was so
symmetrical that the effect of size was lost. His hair was a bronze hue just slightly darker than
hi s skin.

He noved through the crowd with the supple grace of perfectly codrdi nated nuscles. The bronze man
was a striking figure; one upon whom strong nen | ooked with awe. His eyes were probably his nost
conpelling feature. They were flake-gold pools, constantly stirred as if by tiny whirlw nds of

t hought. They had a hypnotic, dynamic quality that caused great disconfort to persons of uneasy
consci ence.

Doc Savage had dedicated his life to an unusual career. He and his five aids directed their
energies toward hel ping the oppressed and to punishing evil and evildoers. Doc paused in the center
of the crowd, now. There was a crackling, spitting noise in one corner of the room G gantic sparks
ripped the air between two large balls. The device he was watching was an artificial-lightning
machine, simlar to the one that had been on display at the Wrld' s Fair for two years. It had been
claimed that this one was utilizing a hitherto unheard-of voltage with interesting results.

Anot her man wedged in beside Doc Savage. He was an extrenely unheal thy-appearing fellow. He was

of slight build and | ooked as if any well-devel oped | ad of sixteen could have given hima battle.
That appearance had fooled a | ot of people about Thomas Long Tom Roberts. It seldomfool ed the sanme
person twi ce. Long Tomwas the electrical w zard of Doc’s group and an able scrapper in his own
right.

"l don't see anything so unusual about this generator,"
nmore powerful than the one at the Fair."

Doc Savage nodded. He was silent for a nonment. Suddenly he turned, started out of the roomtoward
a bank of phone booths.

"Mnk is calling," he said. His voice was well nodul ated and carried just as far as he desired it
shoul d. Long Tom heard him But no one else in the roomdid.

Monk’ s signal indicating that there was infornation of inportance at headquarters, was received
only by Doc. The bronze man and each of his five aids, when in New York, wore a conpact netal ring
that was thermally reactive to a certain wavel ength stimnulation. The wave | ength in each ring was
different. The ring Doc wore had beconme heated, informing the bronze man that Mnk was calling him
The hairy chem st told Doc what had transpired. He told himabout Hamis communication from

Washi ngton and of the queer death of the Washi ngton policenman.

"It | ooks |ike something pretty big to me, Doc," Mnk said.

Doc Savage agreed with him

"Long Tomand | will return to the office imediately," he said. "Contact Ham at once. Tell him

to pick up the televisor-transmtted fingerprints and get themto the F.B.1."

Doc hung up the receiver and rejoined Long Tom Together, they wal ked to a | ong, sleek sedan
parked at the curb of a side street. Doc tooled it carefully over to the West Side el evated hi ghway
and down toward m dtown Manhattan.

They were just cutting off a few bl ocks bel ow Forty-second Street when the two-way short-wave set
of the sedan began to crackle. Mnk’s high-pitched voice cane fromthe speaker.

"l can’'t raise Ham" he shrilled. "He said he’'d keep his receiver open, Doc. | think sonething s
happened to him"

"W will be in the office imediately," Doc Savage tol d Mnk.

Long Tomtold Doc. "It is little, if any,

DOC SAVAGE' S of fices occupied the entire eighty-sixth floor of one of New York’s npst inposing



skyscrapers in the mdtown area. Ordinarily, Doc, when driving, entered the building by a private
ranp that led to his own garages beneath the ground

This time, he parked a bl ock away from the buil ding

"It would not surprise me if we were expected,"” Doc said

They entered the big building through a little-used entrance. It gave onto a |ong corridor that
ended in the main | obby. The building was practically deserted at this hour of the night. Doc paused
a nonment inside the door through which they had cone. He said several words to Long Tom It was

hi ghly doubtful that anyone overhearing them could have gl eaned nmuch information. Doc was speaki ng
in anci ent Mayan, a |anguage understood by scarcely a dozen people of the so-called civilized world
Long Tom nodded as they wal ked al ong the corridor. Suddenly he stopped. An omipresent rustling
noise filled the great office building. Then there was the humthat was not a hum the high drone
that the ear could not record, but was sensed rather than heard. The unseen virago shook her silks
and crinoline with greater vigor

Slowy, Long Tom sank to the floor. Doc’s greater physique apparently resisted nore strongly. But
presently, the bronze man sank wearily to the shiny marble floor beside the electrical wzard

Doc’s eyes were gl azed. Meaningless words cane fromhis lips. Then he was still.

Chapter 111. BEH ND THE | NVENTOR

I'N a sunptuously appointed office not far away, two nen | ooked into the |um nescent scanner of a
television set. Across the screen stretched the fornms of Long Tom and Doc Savage. The tabl eau
brought pl easurable reactions fromthe two watchers

Fox Strang gave vent to a dry chuckle that was both brittle and harsh. He rubbed his hands
together with obvious gl ee

"Didn't think we could do it," he gloated. "The boss really is smart."

Sprawled in a big |l eather chair, his feet stretched before him Ward Hiller cleared his throat
Hi s anazi ng Adani s appl e bobbed up and down as if it were on a string

"Certainly," he runbled. Hller could make a single word sound revealing and inportant

Fox Strang nodded. He | eaned forward and spoke into a m crophone with his dry, crackling voice
"Bring in the equi pment, Flathead," he snapped

"O K., boss," athick voice replied. "I'mon ny way."

Fox swung around to Ward Hiller and snapped off the radio and televisor. He reveal ed one of his
busi ness secrets

"Al ways pick ‘emdunb enough so that they don't get ideas," he suggested. "Dunb guys follow
orders best and don’t ask any questions. Like Flathead."

FLATHEAD SI MPSON i ndeed did not have any ideas of consequence. Al he knew about the portable
short-wave receiver he carried in his pocket was that he pressed a button and it worked. He had no
concern whatever with what m ght have been inside of it. Flathead shuffled through the | obby of the
bui I di ng that housed Doc Savage's office. He was a tall, stoop-shoul dered man whose head | ooked as

t hough his nother had kept a flatiron on it during nost of his formative years

Fl at head Sinpson carried a nop and a big pail with a winger attached. He | ooked like a janitor

But as he shuffled through the | obby and toward the arch that led to a | ong passageway, he hid the
mop and pail in an open el evator that was shut off for the night

When Sinpson | ooked into the corridor, he could see the still forns of Long Tom and Doc Savage

They seened to be |ying between two decorative pillars in the center of the passageway. Then he
began to blink. There was a faint runbling of machinery, and the scene changed slightly

Fl at head shook his head. He couldn't understand it. Had he been a bit brighter, he would have
realized that a conplex arrangenent of mirrors somewhat in the anmusenent-park mirror-nmaze manner was
being lifted by automatic machinery.

In a nonent or two, the bodies of the two men were not between the decorative pillars. They were

at least a hundred feet away. Flathead grunted. Al of this funny business was no concern of his. He
opened an access door on one side of the passage and wheel ed out a baggage truck that had been
conceal ed there. He | oaded the two "decorative pillars" onto it and wheel ed them out of the building
to a waiting truck. He picked up a simlar set fromeach of two other entrances to the building. If
Fl at head had been a little brighter, he mght have reported the odd change in the set-up in the |ong
passageway. Had he reported it imrediately, things mght have turned out sonewhat differently. But
he didn't. He was well away fromthe building before Fox Strang snapped the television set on to
have another | ook at the victins.

"THE boss had the canera installed in a lighting fixture," Strang said. "It’'Il be interesting to
have a | ook when Savage’'s body is found."

Ward Hiller cleared his throat

"Extremely."

The greeni sh | um nescence of the iconoscope flickered weirdly. The prone fornms of Doc and Long
Tom were plainly visible. Fox Strang chuckled dryly. The chuckle turned to a thin scream of
disbelief. Ward Hiller sat erect in his chair and stared with fascinated eyes at the iconoscope



receiver.
"It . . . it ain't possible!" Fox croaked. "It c-can't—=

THE form of Doc Savage stirred slowy, then sat up on the floor of the corridor. Doc put one hand
to his forehead. He shook Long Tom The electrical genius noved slightly. Disjointed words cane from
his lips. Then he opened his eyes and saw Doc Savage beside him He sat up.

"What happened, Doc? | feel as if I'd been living in a nightmare."

Doc sprang to his feet and hel ped Long Tomto his own.

"Did you notice those two decorative pillars that were in the corridor?"

Long Tom nodded.

"l thought it was funny that they' d just been installed."

"Qur mirror direction scranbler made soneone think we were between those posts,” Doc told him
Conpr ehensi on dawned on Long Tonis face.

"And if we had been—

Doc Savage nodded. The two nen di sappeared around the corner, out of the line of vision of Fox
Strang’ s tel evision radio.

GREAT beads of sweat stood out on Fox Strang's forehead. H's |ong nose quivered. Slowmy, he
reached for the phone w th one skinny hand.

"The boss is going to be sore as hell," he nuttered.

The boss was. When Fox put the phone down again, he was pale and shaking. He licked his lips with
a tongue that was dry and hot.

"Nobody can talk to me that way," he nuttered. "Not even Krag. Not—

He | ooked at Ward Hiller and shuddered again.

"He wants you to call on Doc Savage," Fox told him

It was the tall, skinny man’s turn to sweat.

"Wh-what for?"

Strang smled. He was feeling better.

"Savage will be | ess dangerous if we know what he’'s doing. Krag says for you to go to himand ask
for help. Tell himyou' ve heard some terrible things and that you are afraid this thing is going to
sweep the country.”

Ward Hiller got to his feet. H s head al nbst scraped the ceiling of the room

"We ought to get rid of Savage," he runbled. "If we don't, he’'s liable to give us a |lot of
trouble."

That was probably one of the npbst accurate predictions that Hller had ever mmde.

He ducked his head goi ng out the door, crouched in an elevator that took himto the street.
There, he hailed a cab and gave the address of Doc Savage's office.

MONK was yelling at the top of his voice when Doc and Long Tom cane into the reception room The
chem st junped up and down. He nmade big, hairy balls out of his fists, brandished themlike clubs.
H s honely face was creased with lines of rage.

"They can’t do that!" he yelled. "I'Il bust ‘“emin two. 1'Il snmash every one of ‘em |'I|l—=

He stopped with his nouth open when he saw Doc Savage. Quickly, he picked up a late

speci al -edi ti on paper.

"This just came up the tube, Doc. Look at it."

Late-edition papers were always delivered imediately to the office. The type on this one was a
font the editor dusted off only for major catastrophes.

VEEI RD RUSTLI NG DEATH SWVEEPS

WASHI NGTON, DOC SAVAGE Al D

KI DNAPED BY MJURDER GANG

Bel ow that there was a bank in sonewhat snauller type:

Inventor’s Assistant Warns of

More Horror to Comne

The story quoted Tester Lyons. It described the rustling death as Ham had seen it and as he and
Ham had di scussed it. He said that he and the | awyer had been standing in the shack that had been
Jan Vanderl| ee’s | aboratory when thugs had sneaked up behi nd them and bl udgeoned theminto
unconsci ousness.

When Tester Lyons had recovered consci ousness, a policenman was standing over him Ham had

di sappeared. And there was still no trace of Jan Vanderlee. At first, police had been somewhat
skeptical about the rustling-death business. But Tester Lyons’ story had finally been believed.
Monk | ooked anxiously at Doc. Hi s face bore an expression of nournful panic.

"We've got to find Ham" he said. "Can’'t we get going?"

Monk and Ham exi sted in a perpetual quarrel that apparently approached nurder or at |east mayhem
on many occasions. But actually, either of the two men would gladly have given his life for the



ot her.

Tiny whirlwinds stirred Doc Savage’'s fl ake-gold eyes. He noved silently across the roomto a
fingerprint rack where Monk had |left a copy of Nada Morrell’s prints. Doc answered Monk as he
studi ed the whorls and ridges.

"As long as we are alive, it is likely that they will hold Ham as hostage," Doc said. "He would
be of no value to them dead."

Monk subsi ded grudgi ngly.

At that nmoment a red |ight began flashing on and off beside an obl ong screen on one wall of the
room Presently the black silhouette of an automatic pistol showed on the screen.

"Avisitor," Long Tom observed.

The device was a television relay which called attention to and photographed any netal object

| arger than a coat button that a visitor to the office had on his or her person.

Monk and Long Tom faded back to the two side walls of the roomas the handl e of the outer door
turned. Doc Savage stood in the center of the floor. The man who cane in was the incredibly tall and
skinny Ward Hiller. He | ooked at Doc and his two aids and cleared his throat noisily.

"Good evening, gentlenen,” he booned. "I flew here from Washi ngton, hoping I'd be able to find
you. "

The | ast remark was addressed to Doc Savage. Hiller cleared his throat again. He | eaned slightly
forward.

"Sonething terrible is going on in Washington," he confided. "It's got me so scared |’ ve been
carrying a gun."

It occurred to Monk that Hiller nust have known about Doc’'s mechani cal stool pigeon. Doc notioned
the tall man to a chair.

"Sit down, M. Hiller," he said pleasantly. "W are already interested in what is going on in
Washi ngton. "

Ward Hiller’s jaw dropped open.

"Y-you know nme?" he asked in surprise.

Doc Savage acknow edged that he did. The number of novenents, scientific and political

devel opnments and personalities that Doc kept tabs on was a constant source of amazenment even to his
own aids.

"You were canpai gn manager for the senatorial race of J. Wndham Watherton," Doc recall ed.

Ward Hiller beamed at the recollection. J. Wndham Wat herton had won the senatorship of a

M dwestern state, partly due to the astute managenment of Ward Hiller. Hiller had a finger in a great
many political pies both in state and national politics. Sonme of themwere legitinmate pies. Ohers
were not so savory. Hiller cleared his throat.

"A great nman, Senator Weatherton," he said.

"Yes," Doc agreed. "Weatherton's latest venture has been the financing of a young inventor named
Jan Vanderl| ee, who has di sappeared, apparently after nurdering a Washi ngton policenan."

Ward Hiller's jaw dropped open even farther than it had the last tine.

"You do |earn things, don’t you?"

"We are now interested in |l earning what you can tell us of Watherton's interest in Vanderl ee,
and what Vanderlee's invention was supposed to be."

Ward Hiller half rose fromhis chair. He acted |i ke a man who had suddenly di scovered that he was
unconfortable. He made fishlike motions with his mouth, seenmed to have difficulty in locating his
Voi ce.

"G g-gosh!" he runbled finally. "I honestly don’t know anything about it. Watherton and |
haven't been too friendly since his election.”

Doc gave no indication of either belief or disbelief. As a natter of fact, he had heard
conflicting reports about the alleged differences between Hiller and Weatherton. Hiller nade anot her
contribution then. It was sonewhat of an understatenent.

"If he's g-got anything to do with this rustling-death business, sonething ought to be done about
it."

WHI LE Ward Hiller was delivering that piece of wisdom the red |light above the nechanical stool

pi geon began to blink again. This tine, all it showed was a flat cigarette case that could hardly be
classed as a | ethal weapon. The door opened and a barrel of a nan stood there, with an expression of
surprise in his face.

The newconer opened his nmouth with the apparent intention of speaking. He sneezed instead.

"Ker shweeze! "

It was a good one. Papers blew off the top of a desk. Doc Savage put the visitor at ease.

"Cone in, M. Cortlandt," he said quietly.

Representative King Cortlandt smiled his thanks. He put out his hand. "Pl eased to—Kershweeze!"

Monk ducked. He knew of the pictures of the beet-faced barrel of a man. King Cortlandt was

filling out an unexpired termof a congressman who di ed suddenly. He represented a Sout hwestern
state. Cortlandt was not a particularly inportant |egislator, having taken no very decisive stands
on any vital subjects. He had only one really outstanding characteristic. H's colleagues referred to



himas the King of Sneeze.

In the spring, it was rose fever. Hay fever cane in the sutmmer and asthma mthe fall. In the
winter, any old cold would keep King Cortlandt sneezing. He held a handkerchi ef over his nose, now,
as he tal ked to Doc Savage.

"I cane to—-Ker—

He jammed one finger against his upper lip and held it there.

"lI"ve got sone information on this rustling death that | thought you ought to have," he finally
told Doc Savage. "It has to do with a nysterious person known as Krag. | understand that he is a
forei gn agent and that he has been in contact with Jan Vanderlee."

Ward Hiller suddenly stood erect.

"G gosh," he said in his subway-express voice. "That invention was supposed to have sonmething to
do with national defense. Wwe ought to investigate this thing."

Doc’ s voi ce was qui et.

"We are starting our investigation at this nonment. W will |eave here imrediately."

Doc barked orders to Monk and Long Tomin Mayan. He directed that certain portable equi pment be
taken. Then he turned and wal ked out of the office between King Cortlandt and Ward Hiller.

After a few nonments’ wait at the el evator, they were joined by Monk and Long Tom Mnk's |ast act
was to set an autonatic device that would admi ni ster a harnl ess, sleep-inducing gas to any narauders
who might try to force entrance to the office during their absence.

DOC was in the lead as they stepped out into the street. He turned to the left and was fifty or

so feet fromthe entrance when the Tommy-guns cut |oose. Lead splattered against the granite walls
of the buil ding.

"Drop flat and roll," Doc rapped out. His two aids and the other two nen dropped. They roll ed.

Doc Savage noved in a weaving crouch. His hands nade notions as if he were bouncing a ball. Then he
spoke agai n.

"Run!" he yelled. "Follow nme."

Doc stood erect and raced along the sidewal k. The brrrrt! of subnmachine guns rose to a crescendo.
Dimfigures slouched fromdark corners all along the block. There were probably a dozen arned
gunren, all shooting at once.

Chapter 1V. TRUFFLE HUNTER

CURSES ripped fromthe brutal lips of the nobsters to punctuate the blasts of gunfire. They were
curses of bew ldernment. It was beyond their understanding that the five figures kept on running. A
dry, brittle voice added profanity and advice to the scene.

"Cet Savage and his two nmen. They're the ones we want."

Fox Strang crouched beside his nen. He ripped a Tormmy-gun fromone of them ained it. Doc, Mnk

and Long Tom were several feet ahead of the other two men. Doc had instructed Monk and Long Tomto
separate fromthem That would draw fire away from probably innocent targets, if his own defense did
not work. But the defense was working. Doc clipped further orders in Mayan. He dropped to one side
and headed directly for the gangsters!

Doc’s right hand | ooped up. Small round gl obul es of glass shot fromhis fingers. The npbsters in
the foreground put down their guns. They sighed, stretched out on the pavenent and began to snore.
Fox Strang yelled in frustration. He beat a hasty retreat, racing around the nearest corner. Fox
knew when he was |icked. The anaesthetic-gas bonmbs with which Doc had put sone of the gunnmen to
sleep were famliar to Fox. But he was still nystified at the terrible aimexhibited by his gunners.
Fox had not noticed the notions of Doc’s hands that were sonewhat |ike a basketball player
dribbling the ball down the court. Doc had used a new diffusion gas that he had recently devel oped.
It filled the air with fine refracting particles of noisture that acted nuch like the prisnms in a
peri scope. The whol e scene shifted in such a fashion that the gunners were firing far fromthe real
direction of their target.

A gentle breeze began to dissipate the gas. But by that time, the npbsters who were consci ous had
fled. Monk and Long Tom strode over beside Doc. They had in their hands queer oversized weapons that
| ooked sonmewhat |ike automatic pistols, fitted with intricate amunition druns. These were Doc’s
superfiring machine pistols, the rate of fire of which was so rapid that, in operation, they sounded
like gigantic bull fiddles.

A wail of police sirens came fromthe distance. The sound of the shooting had attracted police
attention. Doc did not wish to be delayed at that noment.

"W will leave," he said. "Long Tom you will get the car.

Doc’ s reason for |eaving the building by way of the street entrance had been to retrieve the car

he and Long Tom had parked a bl ock away. Ot herw se, he coul d have reached his next destination

wi t hout appearing on the street on foot. He turned now to King Cortlandt and Ward Hiller.

"You are wel cone to acconpany us," he said sinply.

Ward Hiller said he would go along. But King Cortlandt had business to attend to in New York. He
hail ed a cab and departed. Long Tomdrew up in Doc’s sedan. The bronze man, Mnk and Ward Hiller got
in. Then Long Tomdrove to the Hudson River water front, under the express hi ghway.



THE sign on the big, barnlike structure said "Hidalgo Trading Co." It was a nondescript sort of

pl ace. The appearance of the gaunt dock warehouse gave no hint that it was a veritable fortress
cont ai ni ng one of the nost amazing collections of transportation units ever gathered under one roof
Phot oel ectric cells actuated automati c doors as Long Tomdrove in fromthe street. A second set

of doors responded to a short-wave inpul se on a conbi nation of wave lengths. It was sort of a radio
safe, as difficult to unscranble as the conbination of a bank vault

Ward Hiller gasped when they were finally inside

"l heard you had some kind of place like this," he runbled, "but |I didn't really believe it."

One half of the great building was given over to aircraft. They ranged fromtiny single-seater

speed planes that were nostly engine to a huge four-nmotor transport. A small dirigible was noored at
one end of the building. A water |ock near the planes held a trimDi esel yacht and a queer-| ooking
submarine with a superstructure that |ooked like glorified sled runners. The runners were for use
under ice

Ward Hiller nade the trip through the Hidal go warehouse with his nouth open. Doc and his two aids
went directly to the big transport plane. Doc took the controls. A powerful electric notor |owered
pontoons fromthe belly of the ship for a take-off fromthe river. Geat sliding doors opened in the
river side of the warehouse at a touch of a button on the plane’s instrument panel. Powerful notors
roared into life and the plane was out on the water. In the air, Doc set a course for Washi ngton and
cut in the robot control

THERE was |little conversation on the trip. Flying at better than two hundred and fifty miles an
hour, the big transport was soon over the lights of the nation’s capital. The first streaks of dawn
were just beginning to show in the east

Doc Savage occupi ed hinself during the trip by scrutinizing the newspaper report of the rustling
death and Hamis ki dnaping. The radio was turned on to an all-night station that was devoting
considerable time to news bulletins

When they were well over the city, Doc switched the ship to nanual control and pointed her nose
toward the ground. He did not head for the airport. The newspaper description of the terrain
surroundi ng the shack indicated that the ship could | and there. The transport was equi pped with
special landing flaps that permtted her to come down in an amazingly small space

Doc dropped nagnesium flares both to give hima clear view of the terrain and to warn back any
persons who were on the ground. Then he brought the transport down to a gentle |anding

There were half a dozen policenen, three newspaper reporters and Tester Lyons at the shack that
had been a | aboratory. The chubby-faced assistant of Jan Vanderlee apparently was enjoying hinself
The newspaper reporters were making quite a hero of him

"The cops don't think the ki dnapers got far with your aid," he told Doc Savage as the bronzed nan
cane up. "The police checked on the tinme el ement and think they were here within half a dozen
seconds after we were knocked out."

One of the policenen wore the insignia of a |ieutenant

"W’ ve searched the whole area for niles," he said. "Can’t find a trace of anything suspicious."
The reporters drifted off to phone their papers on the arrival of Doc. One of them nore nosy
than the rest, noved toward the transport. He had heard a | ot about Doc Savage's planes, but this
was the first time he had seen one

Monk, Long Tom and Ward Hiller were listening to the conversati on between Doc and the police
lieutenant. No one was paying any attention to the reporter. Suddenly, there was a screamfromthe
direction of the transport plane. It was a screamof real terror

Cops whirled around, whipped up their guns. The |ieutenant gasped. The apparition that raced
across the field was enough to wing a gasp from nost anyone. The nosy reporter was plungi ng toward
Doc and his aids. Astride his neck, riding himlike the old man of the sea rode Sinbad the Sail or
was what |ooked startlingly like a sonewhat snaller edition of Monk. And at the |uckless scribe’'s
heel s, nipping themferociously, raced one of the nbst peculiar-looking pigs it had ever been the
privilege of any of these cops to see. One of themainmed his service revolver at the pig

Monk let out a yell. He bunped into the cop who was apparently about to shoot the plunging

por ker.

"Habeas! Stop it!" Mnk yel ped. Then he picked up the pig by its ears. Habeas Corpus was Mnk’s
pet pig. The ungainly shote, which was |ong-1egged and | ong-nosed, was often of use to Monk. But his
principal purpose in nornmal tines was to annoy Ham

The reporter had come to a halt. He npaned through the furry black fingers that were gripped
around his nmouth

"You woul dn’t have to have sonebody hel p you get rid of the thing if you hadn't been so nosy,"
Monk remi nded him Then, to the unwanted passenger: "Get down, Chemistry. He's had enough."

The ani mal unwound hinself fromthe reporter and | eaped to the ground. He barked and chattered
happily. He wal ked over to Monk with a rolling, sailorlike gait and took a playful bite out of
Habeas’ runp. The reporter took a deep breath

"Th-that—What is it, anyway?" he blurted



"You're right," Monk said and left the reporter to figure that out. But a what-is-it is exactly

what Chenistry had cone to be called. Sone experts had | eaned to the theory that he was a stunted
gorilla. Others were nore of the baboon belief. There wasn’t any agreenment, however, so Ham had
registered himas a what-is-it. Chemistry was Hami s pet. Mnk had put the two aninals in a rear
conpartnment of the plane before they had | eft the big warehouse

The hairy chem st haul ed the pets away fromthe shack. He began to sing in a shrill, off key

voi ce. No one noticed that the words of the song sounded |ike gibberish. If Mnk had used the sane
strange words in a conversational tone, it would have been apparent that he was giving Doc
information in sone foreign tongue

Monk took a snmall vial fromone pocket. He broke it and sneared the contents over the |ong snout

of Habeas Corpus. He rel eased the pig then and stood back, watching him Habeas grunted ami ably and
began to walk in a circle. Suddenly the saillike ears went up. Habeas’ grunt qui ckened. He wheel ed
around had headed directly toward the flat-roofed shack. At the edge of the building, Habeas skidded
to a stop and began to dig

Monk began to yell. He raced to the transport plane, clanbered into it. A few seconds |ater, he
reappeared, carrying two collapsible shovels. He tore across the ground to the spot where Habeas was
di ggi ng. Long Tom joined Monk and took one of the shovels. The two nen dug beside the porker. Tester
Lyons, Ward Hiller and the cops | ooked on with baffled expressions

Suddenly the ground erupted beneath them Turf and bushes flew into the air. Wat appeared to be

a cleverly arranged trapdoor, somewhat |ike the winged cellar doors set flush in city sidewal ks
opened. Three figures hurtled out of a yawning pit

The nove was so sudden that it caught the police by surprise. Three automatics barked as the

three men plunged fromtheir hiding place in the ground. Slugs smashed into the bodi es of Long Tom
and Monk. The bul | et proof undergarnents they wore saved their lives. Both nen drew out their
superfirers

The nmoan of giant bull fiddles seemed to fill the air. The superfirers were | oaded with nmercy
bul l ets, which were light shells filled with a chem cal that brought instant unconsci ousness but did
no permanent harm Doc’s nen did not take lives when it could possibly be avoi ded. The nercy sl ugs
al so would pernmit the later questioning of their enemes

But the cops were excited. As the three nen—erdinary gangsters fromtheir appearance—hurled |ead

at Monk and Long Tom the cops went into action. The sharp bark of Police Positives rose above the
moan of the superfirers. The gunmen slunped to the ground. There was, in that nmonent, the intense
lull that frequently follows a noment of exceptional stress. But for one thing, a pin could have
been heard, had it dropped

That one thing was the sophisticated voice of Ham

"Take this blaned pig away fromme, you hairy baboon. | was better off before he rescued ne."
Several anmmzed faces | ooked into the hole fromwhich the gunmen had plunged. The pitlike cave had
apparently been a storage place for chem cals of some sort. Narrow steps went down sone ten feet
into the ground. The walls of the place were of concrete. Shelves were lined with bottles and vials
Stretched out on the concrete floor was Ham Habeas Corpus sat beside the | awer

DOC SAVAGE noved through the crowd. He descended the narrow steps to untie the lawer. As he did
Doc asked questions in a voice so |low that no one except Ham heard it: Mnk knew that Doc wanted to
hear Hamis story before any remarks were made in public. So he created a diversion by explaining the
remar kabl e behavi or of Habeas Corpus

This was one of the few times in which Mnk’s constant attenpts to play practical jokes on Ham

had turned out to be a |lifesaver. Mk had sneared all of Hamis clothing with a chem cal that the
human nose coul d not detect. The pig' s nose, also, was insensitive to it unless sneared with a
conpl ementary chemical. But when it was treated that way, Habeas could not only snell the other
chem cal but was irresistibly attracted by it

Doc energed fromthe pit with Ham He let the lawer tell his own story to the police. It was as
Tester Lyons had already told them The gunnen had done sone tal king in the dungeonlike affair in
whi ch Ham had been hel d. Apparently, they had intended to take Ham sonewhere el se as soon as
surveill ance was rel axed around the shack. They usually got their orders from Fox Strang

The only hint of their real purpose had cone in guarded nmention of someone called Krag. They had
never seen him Ham said. Krag was, Ham assured the police, an agent of sone foreign power.

Chapter V. WARD HI LLER LAUGHS

THE next step, Doc Savage decided, was to contact Senator J. Wndham Wat herton. Wether the
senator was involved or not, there were sone questions that he would have to answer. \Watherton was
the friend and backer of Jan Vanderlee, the inventor of the thing the newspapers were calling the
rustling death

The tel ephone still operated in the flat-roofed shack. Doc used it to phone the senator’s

Washi ngt on residence. Wiile he was phoning, Ham favored Monk with a w thering glance

"l presunme you got along all right with the brunette blitzkrieg," he said sarcastically. "Al ways

t hi nki ng about wonmen when there’s work to be done."



Monk tried to appear nonchal ant, but his face got very red.

"Here comes Doc," he said. "Maybe he got the senator."

"So," Ham snapped, "she turned you down, did she?"

Long Tom couldn’t resist a word there.

"Yeah," he said, "she turned himdown with a gun."

Doc Savage cane up swiftly.

"The plane," he clipped. "The senator has gone to the airport. We may be able to intercept him"
Doc’s three aids followed the bronze man to the plane. Ward Hiller went al ong.

THE qui ckest way for themto get to the airport was to take off fromthe field and fly there. The
trip took only a few minutes. At the adm nistration building of the airport, information concerning
Senator J. Wndham Weat herton was instantly available. The di spatcher had recogni zed the tall,
stately legislator. He had just taken off in a private plane and headed west. He had said he was
going to his Mdwestern estate.

There was nothing particularly daming about a sudden decision to | eave Washi ngton. But the

di spatcher wanted to be as nuch help as he could to Doc Savage. So he described the slightly built
man whom the senator had nmet at the airport and who had flown w th hi mwestward.

The description | eft no possible doubt that Senator J. Wndham Weat herton’s conpani on was Fox

St rang!

Monk, Ham and Long Tom gasped. Doc Savage said nothing. An eerie, tuneless yet nusical trilling
sound filled the air. It seemed to come fromno particular direction. Doc’s aids paid no attention
toit. They knew that it was a small, unconscious thing that Doc did when he encountered a

particularly knotty problem or when he was baffled by sone unexpected turn of events.

Ward Hiller cleared his throat. Hi s expression was one that seenmed to indicate that things were
even worse than he had suspected.

"l hate to think that ny canpai gn managenent helped to elect him" the tall politician groaned.

"W will follow him" Doc Savage said. "Watherton nust be the key to this thing."

The bronze man turned toward the big plane. Ward Hiller hesitated.

"I would like to go with you," he said. "But | have urgent business that keeps me in Washi ngton

t oday. "

Doc Savage nodded.

"Thank you for the time you have given us," he said.

The tall politician shook hands and turned away toward the adm nistration building. As he turned
the corner, a sly smle spread over his face.

"When | said good-bye, | really nmeant it," he grunted to hinself.

Doc Savage was the first to reénter the big plane. A small blue light was blinking on the nain
instrument panel. Long Tom coning in behind the bronze nman, sawit.

"Renny and Johnny," he suggested. "They nust have tried to get us in New York."

The New York headquarters was equi pped with an automati c message-recordi ng device that worked on

a secret short-wave band. Wen they left the office, Doc adjusted it to relay any incomi ng nmessages
to the plane. He took a spool -wound ribbon of steel froma container, now The recorder utilized a
magneti zed steel ribbon to store nessages, instead of the nobre conventional wax recording.

The ribbon yielded its nessage to a photoelectric-cell pick-up device. It was, as Long Tom had
suggested, a report from Col onel John Renny Renw ck, one of the world's |leading civil engineers, and
Wl liam Harper Littlejohn, better known as Johnny. The |latter was an archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st
whose nane was known wherever men of those sciences net. Renny and Johnny rounded out Doc’s band of
five adventurers.

The voice that came fromthe magneti zed-steel tape was that of Renny. It had about it the quality
of an enraged bear in a deep cave. It was a hollow roar.

"l think we’ve stunbled onto sonething pretty big, Doc," Renny’s voice booned. "If you can get in
touch with us, | think you' d be interested. We're going out, now, but we'll |eave our set on
autonmatic record.”

That was all there was to the nmessage. There was no hint of what their discovery m ght be. Renny
had been engaged in a routine engineering inspection trip in the Southwest. Johnny had gone along in
the hope of finding interesting geol ogi cal specinens. Doc Savage sent out a nessage directing his
two aids to fly at once to the home town of Senator J. Wndham Weatherton in the Mdwest. Renny and
Johnny were using a two-nmotor cabin job of Doc’s on their trip.

That message havi ng been di spatched, Doc swung the big plane into the take-off runway. He got an
"all clear" fromthe dispatcher and the big ship roared down the runway and lifted into the air. As
soon as she was off the ground, Doc Savage turned the controls over to Monk.

Chapter VI. BOLT OF DEATH

JOHNNY st ood beside Renny while the engineer transformed Doc’s nmessage froma magnetic inpul se on
the tape into words. Johnny was extrenely tall, and thinner than, it seemed, any nan could be. No
tailor could fit clothing to his bony frame. As a result, all of his garments appeared ill-fitting.
"Accel erated action would be received with jocundity," Johnny observed in clipped, scholarly



accents

Johnny had only one bad habit that annoyed his conpani ons. He never used a short word where a

I ong one would suffice

Renny’ s bi g voi ce boonmed with annoyance

"I"'mhurrying as fast as | can."

The skill with which Renny nani pul ated the steel tape was surprising when one considered the size

of his hands. Each bony fist was a quart of bone and gristle. The engineer was a huge man with a
long face which habitually bore an expression of utter gloom The happier Renny was, the gl oonier he
| ooked

The message informng themto fly immediately to the honme town of Senator Watherton cane from

the transform ng device. The two nmen listened to the transcription of Doc’s voice. Then Renny tried
to contact Doc’s ship on short wave. He had no success

"Doc’ s message ostentatiously indicated an essentiality of acceleration,” Johnny suggested

Renny clinbed to the pilot’s chair, kicked the starter of the two-nmptor ship

"You're right," he nmunbled. "W better get there as fast as we can."

The ship raced along a wide stretch of snooth desertlike sand and rose gracefully above the

mesqui te and sagebrush. Renny set a northeast course and cut in the robot pilot. They had nore than
a thousand mles to go

It had been nmid-afternoon by the tinme they had returned to the ship fromtheir tranping. Dusk was
beginning to fall as they neared the Mdwest city that was Senator Watherton's hone. The city was a
smal | one, not on the schedule of any of the mgjor air lines. The airport was not of nuch inportance
and was not well equipped for night |anding

Johnny was the first to see the other plane

"Apparently we are under surveillance," he observed

It was i medi ately obvious that Doc’s nessage to them had been intercepted

The other ship was pacing them about a quarter of a mle to the right. It was a slightly |arger

ship than Doc’s fast two-notor job. Neither of Doc’s aids noticed anything peculiar about the other
pl ane. The only unusual occurrences that were noted took place right in the plane Doc’s nen were
flying.

It happened first to Johnny. The archaeol ogist tried a | ong jawbreaker of a word and his tongue

got all tangled up. That in itself was unusual. Johnny's diction was normally extremely precise. But
it was even nore odd that neither Johnny nor Renny noticed the slip. Each of them was suddenly
overcorme by a feeling of extreme apprehension. There was a sensation of terrible, unreasonable fear
The last clear thing either of themrenenbered about the end of that flight was Johnny's

observation that they were being followed. Instinctively, they buckled their safety belts. That was
an ordinary precaution anticipating possible action

Both of the nen were staring vacantly ahead, before they were over the little airport. Neither of

t hem had heard of the brain-nunbing effects that came with the rustling death. They had no reason to
know that the horror had noved westward from Washi ngton and was riding at the nonent in that plane a
quarter of a mle to the right

THE pilot at the controls of the other ship was the sane scarred and tough-Iooking fell ow who had
flown Fox Strang and Ward Hiller fromWshington to New York. He was the only visible occupant of
the pl ane

In the center of the cabin, a wall of duralumn, or some other light alloy, cut the plane

entirely in two. Behind that partition, machi nery humred and crackl ed. QOccasionally, a voice cane
fromthe hidden conpartnent. The tones were nuffled by the confinenent and distorted by the sounds
of the machinery. It did carry, however, a gleeful chortle of triunph

"It is beyond ny wldest dreans," the voice blurted. "W’ ve got what scientists dream of but have
never been able to develop. A death ray that works!"

Strain showed on the pilot’s face

"Get it over with," he called back. "That thing is beginning to get on ny nerves."

The voice frombehind the partition |aughed raucously.

"Watch! Their plane will dissolve. It will conme apart as if a mighty hand had torn it."

The voice died away in a mad-soundi ng chuckl e. The sound of the voice was replaced by the rustle
of silk and crinoline. The rustling noise rose to a crescendo of ear-piercing intensity. Wth it was
the effect of sound that the ear could not detect, bombardi ng the consci ousness w th brain-nunbing
force

The pilot clawed at his throat with one gnarled hand. He gave the inpression that he was stifling
a screamwith great difficulty. He peered out the wi ndow and watched Doc’s two-notor plane in the
dimm ng |ight of dusk

The right wing of Doc’s plane crunpled first. It fell away fromthe netal fuselage. The ship
careened, tw sting over and over. The rustling noise knifed into the cold air. Then two things
happened al nost sinultaneously. Two bl ack figures shot fromDoc’'s plane as if catapulted. In the
next instant, the entire nmetal fuselage of the ship disintegrated. There was a mghty crackling
sound. The nmetal seenmed to dissolve as if a giant bloworch had breathed the heat of destruction



upon it.

The pilot craned his neck. He peered into the gl oom of dusk unbelievingly. He watched the

par achut es nmushroom out above the two bl ack dots that had been catapulted from Doc’s ship.

"W got the plane, but we missed the two guys we were after,” he called to the rear conpartnent.
"That must be that new seat-parachute gadget |’'ve heard about."

He was correct about that. Doc Savage had devel oped an idea that was once suggested for American
commercial planes. As long as the safety belt was in place, his aids were safe from any pl ane
disaster in his ships. Unless a switch were thrown to disconnect the device, the chairs on which the
pl ane occupants sat were autonatically ejected with parachute attached as soon as the ship dropped
bel ow t hree thousand feet.

Johnny and Renny were dazed, scarcely conscious. But they were drifting safely toward the little
airport bel ow t hem

The pilot of the plane carrying the death ray contenpl ated the descent.

"They' Il be taken care of, anyway," he said. "They won’t be on the | oose very long."
The chuckling voice frombehind the center partition of the plane interrupted him
"It doesn’t matter. What we've got here is so powerful that nothing can stop us. | don’t care

what happens to those two birds."

THE two "birds" in question didn't seemto be caring nuch, either. Johnny and Renny | anded
sitting down. It was quite a bunp. Neither of themwas quite conscious. Renny had the nore powerful
physi que of the two. He stunbled to his feet and lurched toward the withing formof Johnny. The
ar chaeol ogi st sat up and rubbed his head. Slowy, rationality began to filter into the m nds of
Doc’s two aids. Renny recovered first.

"Holy cow, Johnny. What happened? | don't renenber a thing after we sighted that other plane."
Johnny shuddered. He was so shaken that he used little words.

"l only remenber a sensation of terror," he admtted. "I haven't any idea what happened to us."

Bi g-fisted Renny shook his head. He'd encountered sonething he woul d rather not think about. He
gathered his ‘chute and repacked it. Johnny did |ikew se. Together, they wal ked toward the tiny
caretaker’s office on the field. There wasn't even a light in the place. At first, the whole place
seenmed deserted. Beside the caretaker’s office a man cleared his throat. Renny junped.

"Beg pardon, sir," an apol ogetic voice offered. "If you two are M. Savage's men, |’ve been sent
for you."

The man stepped fromthe shadow of the building. He was a gray-haired, hesitant sort of fellow,
clad in a chauffeur’s livery. Doc’s two aids saw the |inpusine then. It had been hidden by the
caretaker’s office. The chauffeur coughed nore apol ogi es.

"Senator Weatherton sent me, sir," he nmunbled. "I shall be pleased if you will pernmt nme to drive
you to the estate."
Johnny and Renny were still a bit foggy fromtheir encounter with the rustling death. Had they

not been, perhaps they woul d have been nore suspicious of the apol ogetic-appearing servant. As it
was, they both clinmbed into the back of the |inousine.

The fact that there were no handl es on the inside of the doors escaped their notice.

A faintly snelling gas filled the back conpartnent of the Iinousine. Johnny and Renny | eaned
toward each other. In a nonment, they were both snoring gently.

The apol ogetic chauffeur |ooked in through the glass partition. There was nothi ng apol ogetic
about his grin.

THROUGHOUT the United States, there were hundreds of men in all sorts of jobs, trades and

prof essi ons who owed their present status in |life to Doc Savage. They were aware of the fact, but
none of them knew why. They realized only that menory for them was a conparatively recent thing.
These men were all graduates of Doc’s upstate "hospital." Crimnals who were captured by the

bronze man and his aids were sent to the college, as Doc referred to the institution. There, a
delicate brain operation was perforned which robbed themnot only of crimnal tendencies but also of
all menory of crimnal past and associations.

One of the graduates of Doc’s college lived in a town that was only a dozen nmiles or so from
Senator J. Wndham Weatherton’s estate. This graduate was a dealer in tractors, wagons and farm

equi prent. He was al so an anateur short-wave fan. Hs name was Dan Walters. Doc contacted hi m by
radi o and made certain arrangenents. Doc did not want his huge transport recognized in this section,
if he could help it.

It was dark when the bronze man nosed the ship earthward. Dan Walters had lighted a large field

that belonged to himw th four acetylene flares. So far, none of his neighbors had been sufficiently
curious to ask himwhat he was doi ng and why.

The big transport plane came into the field with only a mnor amount of bunping. The field was

pl owed and planted. Dan Walters rushed over the field, a flashlight in his hand. He was a thin, gray
sort of man with a perpetually nervous manner. He shook hands with Doc Savage and | ooked over the
bronze man’s shoul der at Monk, Ham and Long Tom Then the three adventurers went to Walters’ hone.



Chapter VII. KRAG S WARNI NG

THE norni ng sun was hi gh when Monk, Ham and Long Tom entered the Watherton estate. As they

rounded a corner of the big house, Hamsaw the girl. Instinctively, he reached up to straighten his
necktie. She was really sonmething worth | ooking at—a denure brunette with large, nelting brown eyes.
Ham bowed | ow.

"You are M ss—

"Nada Morrell," she told himwith a friendly smle. "I am Senator \Watherton's niece."
A bell owing roar interrupted anythi ng Ham m ght have been going to say.
"This is the sane girl," Mnk yelled. "It’s the babe who pulled the gun on me in Doc’s office.

I"ve got a score to settle with this young |ady."

Nada Morrell’s nose went up.

"My uncle will deal with you," she snapped.

They decided to get that angle straightened up right away. The senator, they learned, was in his
second- fl oor study. They went into the house.

WEATHERTON was standing, his feet wide apart and his back to a |large window. He was a tall nan
with a clipped gray nustache and | eonine gray hair. He was deep in conversation with Doc Savage.
Monk gasped.

"Doc! You here?"

The bronze man smled slightly.

"It seens that your preceding me to the estate was not needed," he said. "Senator Watherton was

quite willing to see ne and has been entirely co-operative."

Weat herton coughed. He spoke with the full, rounded tones of a man who has spent many hours
speaking in public.

"M . Savage had no way to expect that. However, | do not blame himfor being highly suspicious."

Weat herton’s glance rested lightly on his niece. There was a soft, sonewhat sorrowful note to his
Voi ce.
"I amafraid that we cannot ignore the possibility that Jan Vanderlee may really be involved in

this thing," he said. "After all, he never did tell us exactly what he was inventing."
Nada Morrell shook her head stubbornly.
"I don’t believe it," she insisted. "I don't believe he would have lied to the woman he intends

to marry. He told me he was afraid of soneone naned Krag who had threatened him"

"Who in heck is this guy Krag?" Mnk wanted to know.

Ham chi ned in then.

"Krag is either Vanderlee hinself or sonme other person who threatened him" he suggested. "But
what | can’t figure out is what Krag is going to do. He seens to have sone terrible weapon that
Vander | ee was devel opi ng. But he hasn’t used it to get away with anything. If he is a foreign agent,
you'd think he'd just take the thing and di sappear."

Doc’ s qui et voice cut in.

"l believe we shall find out before |Iong what Krag’s intentions are. He apparently has been

del ayi ng any definite noves for sone reason."

Monk snort ed.

"My guess is that Krag is Vanderl ee and that sonething scared himout of the |aboratory before he
was quite ready."

Nada Morrell turned toward the hairy chemist. Wrds poured out in a torrent. She first apol ogi zed
for drawing a gun on Mnk. She said that she had gone to Doc to ask hel p against the force that
Vander| ee had said was threatening him

"That m ght have been an alibi," Mnk interrupted. "He mi ght have been building up an out so he
woul d not get blamed for what was going to happen.”

Nada stanped her foot.

"That’'s what | was afraid you would say," she conplained. "That was why | ran away. Then | hired
Fox Strang. If there were crimnals working against Jan, | thought 1'd fight fire with fire."
Ham wanted to know how a girl in her position would know Fox Strang. Senator Watherton coughed
apol ogetically at that question.

"Strang is well-known to a great nmany politicians," he admitted. "He's known as an investigator.
Sonme of the work he has done has been legitimate."

Wiile they were still talking, Doc wal ked to a phone on the senator’s desk. He called Washi ngton,
got the chief operator on the wire. Her voice changed when Doc identified hinself.

"I want to talk to Ward Hiller if he is in Washington," Doc said. "Please give ne a report at
this number within ten minutes.”

Wen the bronze nman put down the phone he spoke again to Watherton.

"We believe that Hiller is involved in this thing, senator. And | amof the opinion that he can
be made to talk."

Weat hert on waggl ed his head in agreenent.

The phone bell jangled. It was the chief operator of the Washi ngton exchange.

"M. Hiller flewout to the Mddle West yesterday," she informed Doc. "I amunable to |learn



anything nore than that."

Doc thanked her. He put down the phone again and repeated the nessage he had just received

"If he flew out yesterday he has had plenty of time to get to any part of the country that he
desired to reach.”

Doc Savage's fl ake-gold eyes were stirring gently. He nmade one nore call. That was to Dan

Walters, the radio fan. He told Dan that he wanted to locate Ward Hiller. The tall politician's
description was one easily renenbered

Radi o "hans" are a queer fraternity and a very useful one. Queer bits of information have been
turned up by them They have nmaintai ned conmunications in flood-ridden areas; have intercepted
furtive nessages that were valuable to the governnent. They are a gabby lot. Mst of their |eisure
tine is spent gassing over the air

Dan Walters was back on the phone in less tine than anyone had believed possible. A "hant

acquai ntance had just come off duty froma comrercial airport in a city fifty mles away. Before he
sat down to lunch, he'd listened in. The operator had seen Ward Hiller less than fifteen m nutes
before. Hiller had been in the process of chartering a |local plane to take himto Senator

Weat herton’s home town. He should, Walters told Doc, be in the air by then

Doc Savage noved swiftly. "We should neet Hiller at the airport, if possible," he said

Senat or \Weat herton agreed

"My car is ready. It will hold us all."

Nada Morrell stayed behind. The rest of thempiled into Senator Watherton's |inopusine. Though
they had no way of knowing it, it was the same |inousine that had carried Renny and Johnny fromthe
airport the night before. The handl es had been replaced on the inside of the doors. And the
chauffeur was not the same. The man who drove them now was a skinny, watery-eyed fell ow whom

Weat herton said he’d had in his enploy for nany years

THE airport was only a ten-minute drive fromthe estate. The little caretaker’s shack was open

now. The caretaker, a little rabbit of a man, met them He was quite inpressed with a visit fromthe
senator. He was nore inpressed when he recogni zed Doc Savage. He was al so bursting with infornation
"Funni est thing," he said. "There is part of a wecked plane over at the edge of the field. It

| ooks like it had been burned in a blast furnace."

Doc Savage was inmediately interested. Wiile he had said nothing, the bronze nman had been worried
about the nonappearance of Renny and Johnny. Doc followed the care taker over to the edge of the
field. The skeletons of the fusel age and one wing of a plane were crunpled there. The |ight
dural um n skin had been entirely burned away. The skel eton framework was scarred, pitted and

tw sted.

"Sonet hing hotter than a gasoline fire did that," Mnk said

Doc made no conment. He recogni zed the framework as that of his own plane. He exam ned cl osely

the alloy-steel seat frames. Two of the seats were m ssing

"Renny and Johnny were apparently catapulted out by the automatic safety device," Doc said

Monk’ s nouth dropped open

"CGolly, Doc, | didn't realize it was our plane."

Monk coul d hardly have been bl aned. The bit of charred weckage on the ground was not easily
identifiable. Monk started to say sonething el se. But a droning sound fromthe southeast grewinto a
recogni zabl e roar. A plane was approaching themfromthe direction of the city in which Ward Hller
had been negotiating for a flight to Watherton’s honme town.

"Here he cones," Mnk shrilled gleefully. He took out his superfirer, inspecting the mechani sm
closely. "I hope he's brought sonme of his pals along."

But Monk was not destined to get into a fight with Ward Hiller. Doc and his aids flattened

agai nst the caretaker’'s shack as the plane banked into a wide circle to nake an upw nd | andi ng. Like
a great silver bird, the chartered ship began the long glide toward earth

It was still a thousand feet up when the rustling drifted through the air. The sound rose to a
crackling crescendo. Wth it canme the indescribable beating of sound that was felt rather than
detected by the ear

There was a crackling roar as the gliding plane broke in two, then burst into flames. The

caretaker screaned in terror. He clapped his hands over his eyes and raced into his shack. Doc’s
aids and the senator were silent as the appalling disaster took place before them As the two

bl azing, rapidly disintegrating sections of the stricken plane drifted toward the ground, two
figures tunbled free, plumreting down beneath it

Doc nmoved swiftly toward the falling bodies. He exanm ned them as soon as they struck. One of them
apparently had been the pilot of the chartered plane. The other was undoubtedly Ward Hiller. The
features were badly burned. But it was highly unlikely that there were two persons in that section
of the country with such an unusual build

A COWPLETE silence followed this newest visitation of the rustling death. It was broken presently
by the ring of a telephone in the caretaker’s shack. The little rabbit of a nman tunbl ed out of the
door.



"It's for you, M. Savage. Long distance."

Doc’s eyes stirred strangely. His weird, trilling noise welled into the air. A phone call for him
at the airport so well tinmed was a bit too nmuch of a coincidence to be overl ooked. Doc started for
t he shack.

Doc Savage's hand slipped into an equi pnent vest he al ways wore when possible. Three conpact

pi eces of apparatus came fromthe vest. One was a flat induction coil that |ooked sonething like a
smal | heating pad. A tiny earphone and nout hpi ece conbi nati on plugged into that. The two were in
turn plugged into a small battery. The device was an induction pick-up circuit which enabled the
bronze man to cut in on the phone line w thout being closer than fifty feet fromit.

"This is Doc Savage," he said.

A blinding flash ripped fromthe netal box of the phone. The snell of ozone was strong in the

air. Had Doc Savage been standing at the phone when he answered, he would no | onger be alive. A
raucous | augh blurted fromthe receiver of the phone. The terrific force seened to have killing
power to leap fromthe instrunment w thout destroying the working parts of the phone.

The raucous | augh was followed by a scratching voice. The rest of the men at the airport were
crowded into the small roomwi th Doc, now. The voice could be heard all the way across the room It
was nuffl ed, obviously disguised. But the sneer that was in it was beyond di sgui si ng.

"I am Krag," he chuckled. "I have been delayed in the final perfection of the rustling death. But
it is now ready."

There was a pause. Then another sneering chuckle.

"Senator Weatherton, if you are present, step to the phone. Doc Savage shoul d be dead by now. |
did not realize that he was alive until he phoned Washington to |ocate Ward Hiller. | believe now
that | have killed him But step up, senator; you need have no fear-yet."

Sweat dripped from Watherton's chin. He | ooked nervously at Doc. The bronze man nodded. He was
certain that, for the tinme being at |east, Krag desired Weatherton to renmin alive.

The | egislator stepped gingerly to the phone and identified hinself.

"You will receive the first of nmy instructions shortly, senator," the nmuffled voice said. "You
will be wise if you obey them And you nay tell the world, for Krag, that the rustling death awaits
anyone who fails to do ny bidding."

There was a click as the connection was broken fromthe other end. Doc got the operator quickly;
he asked to have the call traced. It was possible to do that because it had gone through regul ar
service. Doc got the answer al npbst inmediately.

The call had cone froma pay station in a nediumsized city, mdway between the town where Doc

was now cal ling and Washington. The city was on a main air line and was only two hours by plane from
the nation’s capital. And, of course, by private plane only a simlar length of time from

Weat herton’s estate.

It told them absol utely nothing.

Chapter VII1. | NSTRUCTI ONS

THERE was |little conversation on the return trip to Senator Watherton’s estate. The senator’s
face was particularly gl oony.

"1 wonder what traitorous piece of work this fiend will demand that | do?" he asked.

Doc Savage's expression did not change.

"You assune that Krag really is a foreign agent?"

Weat hert on shrugged.

"l fear so. What do you think?"

Doc Savage did not answer. Until Doc had indisputable proof of suspicions, he sel dom voiced

opi nions. He had found that the expression of such opinions frequently prejudiced the clear thinking
of others.

The big linpusine drew up to the Watherton mansion about that time. They all got out and went to
the senator’s study. Nada Morrell met themthere. Her face was anxious with worry.

"There has been a phone call for you from Washington," she told her uncle. "You're to call the
chi ef operator.”

Weat herton | ooked questioningly at Doc.

"You may as well take the call," Doc said. "I doubt that you will be in any danger as long as you
are potentially useful to this fellow"

Weat herton nodded. He went to the phone and contacted the chief operator in Washington. The call
was i medi ately conpleted. Doc, by arrangenent, was listening in on an extension. The voice that
cane over the wire was not the nmuffled sneer of Krag, but the voice of King Cortlandt, the
representative who had accused Weatherton of being involved in the rustling death.

Cortlandt’s voice was nasally apol ogetic. He sneezed a couple of tinmes before he nmanaged to get
hi s message across.

"I"'msorry | accused you of conplicity in this thing, Wndham" he said. "I just got a nessage
fromthis man who calls hinmself Krag. It's a list of what he calls ‘nust’ legislation."

J. Wndham Weat hert on stanmered.

"Wh-what has it to do with me?"



King Cortlandt sneezed again.

"Some of the bills on his |list are pieces of |egislation you ve been fighting against," he

expl ai ned. "When | saw that, | knew | owed you an apol ogy."

VWi | e Weat herton was at the phone, a uniformed tel egraph messenger appeared at the study door. He
handed in a tel egram which Nada took. At a nod fromher uncle, she ripped it open. It was a |ong
message, signed by Krag. It contained a list of pending bills which the sender terned "nust"

| egi slation. Nada handed it to Watherton.

The tall, dignified senator choked when he | ooked at it.

"This is an outrage," he bellowed into the phone. "I . . . | won't do it."
Cortlandt on the other end apparently stifled a sneeze.
"l agree with you," he said. "If you will stand pat, so will I."

Then Cortl andt gasped.

"Did you hear that?" he demanded.

A sneering chuckl e sounded over the wire, an eerie voice that apparently had been eavesdroppi ng.
"Do not try to trace nme," the nuffled, disguised tones challenged. "I amcut into the line in
such a fashion that | cannot be traced. But | wish to take this opportunity to warn both of you. |
was quite sure this phone call would be nade, so | prepared.”

King Cortlandt’s voice cane on the wire then. It was hushed, expectant.

"Who are you?" he husked.

"I am Krag," the voice declared. "And | have prepared a denpnstration for you fools. Your office

| ooks out upon the airport, does it not, Cortlandt?"

"Yes."

Cortlandt’s voice was a nere whisper of terror. Krag's brittle [augh canme then.

"Look out the w ndow, fool. Watch the new arny bonber that is starting out on its first official
flight. Watch what Krag does to that with the rustling death. Then ask yourselves if opposition to
ny plans is worth the price!"

The voi ce was suddenly gone.

Over the wire, the rising roar of a mghty four-notored bonber could be heard.

I N Washi ngton, King Cortlandt rushed to the wi ndow of his office. He saw the great bird of war

taxi slowy across the field; saw her roar down the runway. The tail lifted first. Then the huge
plane was in the air, a graceful fortress of steel alloy equipped to bring death to the nation’s
eneni es.

The plane was | ess than a thousand feet in the air when the rustling death struck it! Screans of
terror welled up fromthe crowd that had assenbled to watch this first official take-off. The giant
ship disintegrated before their eyes. It fell in flamng pieces, a snoldering coffin of a thing that
only seconds before had been the pride of the United States arny.

King Cortlandt tottered back to this phone.

"It . . . it was awmful," he noaned. "The nman is a fiend."

In halting tones he described what he had seen to \Wat herton.

"Y-you' d better cone to Washington," Cortlandt suggested. "Wwe ought to talk this thing over."

"l shall take a plane fromthe nearest airport," the senator agreed.

DOC SAVAGE was silent as he went over Krag's "nust" list. The bills nentioned in the |ong

tel egram appeared to be an extremely uninportant collection of suggested | egislation. There were
bills for bridges over creeks to be included in the rivers-and-harbors omibus for the session.
There were post offices to be built in out of the way places. There was a power damto be built in a
Sout hwestern state that could not nmean an expenditure of nore than a few thousand dollars. There was
no single itemin the list, nor was there any group of related itens, that anpbunted to enough to
create a furor even in committee. Senator Watherton shook his head.

"l cannot understand it," he said. "I have opposed sone of these bills as unnecessary

expendi tures. But none of them seened to be of great inportance to ne, one way or another. It nust
be that this prelimnary list is uninportant, nmerely designed to get Congressman Cortlandt and
nmysel f accustonmed to taking orders. Wat do you think?"

Doc Savage was silent for a noment. His gold-flaked eyes stirred with suppressed enotion.

"I agree with you that this is a nmere beginning," he said quietly. "But there may be nore than is
apparent in even this innocuous list of bills."

Weat herton strai ghtened. Hi s clipped gray nustache quivered.

"I"l'l not do it," he said with finality. "To yield would nerely be the first step toward

servi tude."

Doc nodded.

"That may be," he adnoni shed. "But Krag has the power to trap soneone else if you fail him It is
better, for the present at |east, that you give every indication of co-operation.”

Weat herton si ghed.

"You are probably right. | will fly to Washington i nmedi ately and consult w th Congressman

Cortl andt."



Doc turned to Nada Morrell.
"Call the linpusine," he instructed. "My own plane is only twenty mles away. It will take the
senator to the nearest air-line termnal."

MONK and Ham were getting a bit restless. They went out of the Watherton home and wandered into
the yard behind the house. Mnk suddenly realized that sonmeone was watching themwith nore than idle
curiosity. The staring eyes were directed toward them from behind a corner of the stables.

"W se guy by stables,"” Mnk grunted to Hamin Mayan. He started for the stables w thout

apparently | ooking at them

The man by the stables tried to absent hinself in a hurry. But he underestimated the speed with
which the hairy chenmist could nove. He |anded flat on his stonmach with Monk sitting on him Ham
inspected the tableau with inpartiality.

"You mght let himup, now," he suggested. "W will cook himlater."

Monk stood up. He picked up the eavesdropper by the neck.

"So you won't talk, eh?" he piped. "I'Il fix that right now "

Monk cl enched his fist. The man’s neck happened to be inside the fist. H s eyes protruded |ike
grapes. Monk had no way of know ng that the gaunt and gray fell ow was the chauffeur who had abducted
Renny and Johnny the night before. On the other hand, the "chauffeur" had no way of being certain
that they didn't know.

"We're wise to you," Hamchirped. "If you don't talk, he'll bust you in two."

The pressure of Munk’'s fist increased. The man’s face began to get purple. He waved his hands in
the air. Apparently he had deci ded that conversation was preferable to strangul ation.

"Put himdown," Hamsaid. "He's ready to talk."

"Yeah, he’'s ready," another voice cut in. "But he ain't goin’ to."

Ham whirl ed. Fox Strang and half a dozen nobbi es crouched in the door of the stable. Al of them
had autonatics.

"Let themhave it," Strang barked. "Aimfor their heads. They got protection everyplace else."

Fox Strang knew of the bulletproof undergarnments. Half a dozen automatics roared. The unfortunate
crook in Moink’s grasp slunped. He died a victimof his own confederate’s shooting. Monk and Ham
sinmply turned their backs and ducked their heads.

The nobbies held the triggers of their automatics back and the magazi nes enptied thensel ves. That
was a fine systemfor one fusillade of |ead. But they soon ran out of bullets.

There was one prol onged roar. When that was over, Mk whirled around and let |loose with his
superfirer. The bull-fiddl e nban whooned into the air. Mbbies fell to the ground. Fox Strang went
for his own automatic. He got it. But he didn't get a chance to use it. Before he had it in firing
position, he found that he was dangling in the air just as the phony chauffeur had been, a few
nmonment s before.

Fox Strang dropped his gun. He was not a nan to entertain certain death. And that, he was

certain, was what he was |looking at in Muink’s little eyes. There was nothing am able in Mnk's face
as he spoke.

"You can take us to Renny and Johnny," he said, "or | wll squeeze your neck as if it were a
banana. "

He gave a partial denobnstration. Wen Fox coul d speak again, he started giving mnute directions.
"Swel | ," Monk grunted. "You go first. And ny hand doesn’'t |eave your neck until we get there."
"Maybe not then," Ham observed. "I'd still like to see that banana stunt."

Chapter | X. CONFESSION OF GUI LT

SENATOR WEATHERTON pi cked up a brief case and went to the |linmpusine with Doc and Long Tom Nada
Morrell remained at the estate. The |inopusine whisked themthe twenty niles to Dan Walters’

est abli shnent where they got into Doc’s big transport plane.

The fifty mles fromthere to the nearest comrercial air-line termnal was spanned in little nore
than a quarter of an hour. As they glided down to a |anding, Doc gave Senator \Watherton sone
parting advice.

"You will be wise if you start at once on this list of so-called ‘nmust’ legislation. If there are

any bills of hidden inportance, they will probably be found buried under innocuous neasures. So, |

woul d start fromthe top of the list. Proceed as slowy as you can wi thout giving any indication of
stalling."

The tall senator nodded in agreenent.

"How much shall | tell King Cortlandt?"

"You can be frank with him If sonmething does not turn up to give us further information on Krag,
it will be necessary to act on all of the bills, anyway."

Weat herton shook his head.

"I hate to give in to this fiend, but—=

An expression of fear glowed briefly in his eyes. Watherton was thinking of the new arny bonber
that had disintegrated above the airport in Wshington.

Doc Savage had been bringing the big ship to the ground while he talked. As he braked it to a



stop, Long Tom poi nted out of the window. He had an air-line tinmetable in one hand.

"Two ships in," he said. "One just cane in fromthe East. The other is bound for Washi ngton. She
takes off in three mnutes."

Weat herton bustled in preparation to | eave. He had scattered several papers froma brief case

onto the floor. Long Tom hel ped himpick themup. Neither of themnoticed the excited figure that
raced past the idling westbound plane to Doc’s ship. The nan was young, nedi umsized and
chubby-faced. It was Tester Lyons. He began to yell as he ran.

"l heard you were at the senator’s place, M. Savage," he shouted. "I|'ve got sone information for
you. |—

Senat or \Weat herton stepped out of Doc’s plane, then. Tester Lyons shut up as if he'd been

sl apped. Hi s face assuned a sullen expression. Watherton opened his nmobuth to speak. But he shut it
again. Lyons’ attitude did not encourage conversation and the senator now had about a mnute and a
half to make his plane for Washington. He raced across the airport.

Tester Lyons turned, watched him There was a thoughtful expression in his eyes.

"l don’t trust him" he clipped in his businesslike tones. "After all, he was Vanderlee's
financial backer."

Doc Savage did not conment on that fact.

"What evi dence have you di scovered?" he inquired.

Lyons was instantly all business. He flipped open a brief case and handed Doc a sheaf of papers.

The bronze man’s flake-gold eyes stirred with restless life as he glanced at them A weird trilling
sound rmounted into the air. The papers were all letters addressed to Jan Vanderlee. And each of them
was signed "Krag."

"l found themon a shelf in that underground chanber," Lyons blurted. "I didn't show themto the

cops. Thought you'd want to see them You do as you want."

The fornmer assistant to Jan Vanderl ee | ooked proud. Cbviously, he believed he' d done sonething
pretty smart. Long Tom | ooked over Doc’s shoul der as the bronze man read the letters. Sone of the
phrases brought excl amations of anger fromthe electrical w zard.

Your experinments will be invaluable to nmy country . . . no price is too high to ask. . . . The
under st andi ng reached in our |ast conversation has met with the approval of ny leader . . . Wthin a
few days, now, we will be in a position to act—

The | ast statenent was contained in a letter dated May 1st. It was now the 10th. Doc gl anced from
the letters to Tester Lyons’ chubby face.

"These are very interesting," the bronze man said quietly. "I believe they will be of great
assistance to us."

Lyons beaned hi s happi ness.

"L-let me be of some help," he begged. "There ought to be sonething | can do."

Tester seened overwhel ned by the chance that he might be allowed to travel with Doc Savage. Doc
nodded.

"We will take you with us,"’
these letters.”

Lyons’ face fell.

"D-don't you think they are genui ne?" he asked.

Doc did not answer. He strode to the airport adm nistration building and di sappeared into a phone
booth. He called the Federal Bureau of |nvestigation and asked for an agent whom he knew to be in
charge of subversive activities and espi onage. Wen Doc identified hinself, the agent was nore than
glad to give himwhat information he could.

The agent in charge was well acquainted with the name of Krag.

"We have a great deal of data which indicates that Krag is an active saboteur and espi onage

agent," he told Doc. "But, unfortunately, we have not been able to prove either his nationality or
identity."

He said that they had nmanaged to seize specinens of Krag’s handwiting. Doc described the
signatures on the letters Tester Lyons had given himin the terns of an expert graphol ogist. The
F.B.1. agent checked themw th signatures on file and agreed that they probably were the sane.

Doc thanked his informant, pronged the phone receiver and returned to his plane. Tester Lyons’
chubby face was creased with a frown of anxiety.

"Wwere they O K ?" he asked.

Doc nodded.

"Apparently, the letters are genuine,
Tester Lyons sighed.

"To think that | worked for that guy. And hima traitor."

"W will return to Senator Weatherton's estate,” he said. "Monk and Ham may have sone progress to
report.”

he agreed. "But right now, | wi sh to check up on sone aspects of

"

he said. "It is certain that they will be of great help."

MONK and Ham were shoving Fox Strang ahead of them The trail led through a boggy, heavily wooded
section. Then the narrow path began to rise. Mnk kept asking the pinch faced gang | eader questions.
Each tine he would ask one, his hairy fist would tighten experinentally around Strang’s neck. The



ef fect was one of extreme persuasion.

"Who is this guy Krag?" Mnk denanded.

Strang tried to shake his head wi thout success.

"Honest, | don't know," he whined. "I’d begun to think it was Ward Hller until . . . until—= Hs
voi ce died away.

"Until what?" Ham snapped.

"Until we got orders to bump him"

After some persuasive denonstrations of the disconforts of strangulation, Fox told that the
orders had come through a snall portable short-wave set that was in the hide-out he was taking them
to. He said that he nerely transmitted the orders to the operator of the rustling death, whose face
he had never seen. Mk began to think he was really getting sonewhere.

"What is the rustling death?" he wanted to know.

Fox Strang began to shake all over. He gave every indication of being nuch nore afraid of the
rustling death than he was at the thought of strangul ation.

"It . . . it’s awful," he whined. "N-none of us know what it is. There're two machi nes that we
know of . One is in Washington. The other’s been out here. It cane out in a plane. Then we
transferred it to a truck to get the plane that Hiller flew here in. The boss was afraid Hiller
woul dn’t stand up under a grilling."

That was all Strang really knew. The rustling death was generated in a huge cabi net that took
four men to nove, he told them What it was or how it worked, he had no idea. No one who ever saw it
work, he inforned them ever thought of trying to put anything over on the nan they knew as Krag.
One piece of information was interesting to Doc’s two aids. Fox said that since Krag first used
the rustling death, he had developed it far beyond its original power. The master mind was still
experimenting, however.

At this point in the conversation, Fox Strang energed fromthe woods at the foot of a big

moundl i ke hill. One side of the hill showed signs of having been excavated. |t was shaped sonmewhat
like a round | oaf of French bread.

"I ndi an burial mound," Ham said.

Fox nodded in agreenent.

"Hol |l ow i nside," he said. "You'll see in a mnute."

Excavat ors searching for valuable relics had dug holes into the big burial mound. Apparently,
there was a big hand-hewn cave in the center. An oblong door, shored up like a mne entrance, was
hal f conceal ed by a big boul der. Fox Strang headed for that.

Monk still had Strang’s neck in his grip when they stepped into the dark, tunnellike entrance.
Ham was right behind Monk. The dapper | awyer had his sword cane unsheat hed. He had renewed the
sticky chemical on the blade with fresh anaesthetic.

There was a netallic snap when they were a dozen or so feet down the corridor. That was foll owed
by a thunmping sound. A dimlight flashed on. Monk began to howl. Smooth, shiny steel plates had

dropped across the corridor, like fire doors in a ship’s passageway. Mnk, Ham and Fox Strang were
in a steel cubicle about six feet square.

"Choking me will do no good," Fox Strang squeaked. "The others will not rel ease you even if you
do kill nme."

Monk grunted in frustration. Ham sniffed.

"Gas!" he said. "W won't |ast |ong against that."

Wi tish vapor began to drift up froma tiny hole in the floor. Mnk’s nostrils dilated. The stuff
was sticky sweet. The hairy chemi st staggered and sank groggily to the floor. Ham sl unped down
besi de him

Chapter X. VANDERLEE APPEARS

MONK recovered consci ousness before Ham di d. He shook his head and opened his eyes. Dimlight in
what appeared to be a subterranean chanber showed himthat he had been stripped to his shorts. A
t horough job of searching had been done.

Reduced to shorts, it was undeni able that Monk did | ook an ami able gorilla. Soneone behi nd Monk
comrent ed on the fact.

"An ineffable anthropol ogi cal nmanifestation of conversing fauna," a cultured voi ce observed.
"Johnny!" Monk yel ped.

"You're right," another voice booned in the nurky sem darkness. "The manlike animal can talk."
Monk yelled and tried to leap to his feet. He discovered he was tightly bound. He rolled over on
his side. Renny and Johnny were there. They al so were reduced to shorts and were tied tightly. On
the other side of Monk, Ham stirred. He nunbl ed groggily and opened his eyes. He saw Monk and shut
t hem agai n.

"It must be a nightmare," he said. "If it isn't, | won't open ny eyes ever again."

"W’ ve found Renny and Johnny," Monk yelled joyously, ignoring Ham "Now, we have to get out of
here."

"An efficient search for weapons seens to have rendered us hel pless," Johnny inforned him

"Maybe Monk is brighter than he |ooks," Ham suggested. "He seens to have it all figured out."



Monk grimaced. He doubled up and tried to scratch his foot. Tied as he was, it was a difficult

t ask.

"Doc figured you d need a guardian," he said. "So he sent ne along."

Monk reached the shoe and scratched it vigorously. The entire sole came off. The other shoe
yielded a simlar false sole. The chem st rolled on his back, got his fingers on flat tubes of
chem cals that were pressed into the false soles. There was a snell of burning rope. |In another
nonent, Monk was free.

He untied Renny, Ham and Johnny.

"\What happened to you two?" he asked.

Renny described their flight back fromthe Southwest. He told of the terrible disintegrating
effect of the rustling death.

"Holy cow " Renny booned. "The thing made us punch-drunk first. W didn’'t know what was goi ng on.
If it hadn’t been for Doc’s automatic catapult seats, we’d have been goners."

"W were then lured into a |inousine where gas was adm nistered," Johnny said. He described the
phony chauffeur of the machine. Mnk gul ped.

"That’'s the guy we captured, Ham H's own pals killed him"

Johnny rubbed his hands together.

"W had best endeavor to | ocate a neans of exit," he suggested.

Monk grunted and agreed with him He picked up the two fal se shoe sol es and tucked them carefully
under one arm One end of the cavernlike prison gave onto a narrow corridor. Mnk started down that.
The others were behind him The corridor made a right-angle turn into another |arge subterranean
chamber .

As they turned into that, Mnk collided with a medi umsized man who was trying to go in the
opposite direction. Mink asked no questions of identity or purpose. He started slugging right away.
The other man slugged back as well as he could. Monk shoved himout into the room There was a dim
light in that chanber al so. Ham | ooked over Mnk’s shoulder at the hairy chenmist’s captive. Ham
began to yell!

"It’s Jan Vanderlee!" he shouted.

Monk hel d the pale young man with the pointed face at arm s |ength.

"O K," he said, "if this is Vanderlee, he'll lead us out of here or |'ll nmake hanburger out of
him*"

Jan Vander| ee | ooked wildly about him

"I . . . | don't know the way out," he insisted. "I was trying to get out nyself."

Monk snort ed.

"Just waiting for a streetcar, | suppose."”

Jan Vander| ee | ooked behind him He mi ght have feared other enem es, or he m ght have expected
reinforcenments. It was difficult to be certain. But Monk was not one to waste a great deal of tine
in usel ess indecision. He smacked Vanderlee with the flat of one hand.

"You' re not going around killing any nore people with your danged inventions," he shrilled.

"You' re going right along with us. So quit stalling.”

Vanderl ee’s eyes went wild with panic.

"My invention was not deadly. | cannot understand it. The whole thing baffles me. | . . . | don't
want to—
Vander| ee gave a superhuman | eap. Mnk still had hold of the young man’s coat collar. But the

inventor was out of it. He started racing in the opposite direction fromwhich they had cone. Mnk
let out a yell of rage and tore after the fleeing nman. But for sudden interference, Mnk woul d have
caught him

THE interference was the arrival at that instant of Fox Strang and his nobsters. They crowded

into a narrow doorway.

"Shoot to kill," Fox rapped. "W don't need these birds any nore."

Monk dropped to the floor. He began to roll rapidly backward. He yelled to Doc’s other aids.

"Run for it, fellows! It's our only chance."

Renny, Ham and Johnny took Mnk’'s advice. They knew he woul d not have instantly decided upon

flight unless he had sonme reason. Mnk never ran froma fight because it was dangerous.

Monk rolled toward the two fal se shoe sol es he had dropped on the floor. The hairy chem st

realized that in searching Doc’'s aids, Strang’s nmen had renoved the bullet proof undergarnments which
were their only protection against flying |ead.

Monk’ s hands gripped the fal se soles as he rolled. He rubbed themviolently together. There was

an instant explosion. Red flane and pitchy-black snoke billowed up into the underground chanber. The
snoke had an acrid, tear-gas effect. Mk |eaped to his feet as snoke ruined any ai mthe gangsters
m ght take. He plunged into the corridor and found Renny, Ham and Johnny crouching just around the
corner.

Fox Strang’s voice yelled orders.

"Go through the snoke after them"

Monk nudged Ham



"Take a deep breath. Go right back through the snoke past them Keep well over to the right.

We' Il go out the door on the other side of the chanber."

Hi s three conpani ons whi spered their agreenent. Doc’s aids crept through the bl ack snoke. The
mobsters were plunging in the direction they thought the four nen had taken. They passed each ot her
in the center of the chanber.

There was no one in the doorway on the far side of the room The four men plunged down a dim
corridor. It twisted on a downward course. Suddenly, they found thenselves in a brightly |ighted
chanber that was on the edge of the old burial mound. This seemed to be sort of a wardroomfor the
mobsters. There were chairs and tables. On one of the tables was a pile of clothing. Mnk yelled
with delight. The clothing was theirs. Apparently, the nob had been going through it for hidden
weapons or chenmicals. Hamis sword cane was even on top of the pile of stuff.

They pulled on the clothing swiftly. Their superfiring machine pistols were on a wall rack. The
surfaces of the weapons were scratched, as if the gangsters had been trying to take themapart to
see what kind of mechani smthey had.

Monk grow ed.

"Let’s go back and take them" he said. "Arned, we can lick the bunch of them"

No one objected. The four nen retraced their steps. They encountered one guard stationed al ong
the corridor. There was a bull-fiddle roar as Monk poured mercy bullets into him In all probability
that one roaring shot told the rest of the gang that Doc’s nen had escaped and that they had found
their weapons.

The four nmen toured every passageway they could find in the old burial nmound. They didn't find a
singl e nobster. Nor did they find Jan Vanderl ee.

"He's in onit," Mnk insisted. "He's the guy who's controlling the rustling death."

Ham for once, felt inclined to agree with his apelike friend.

"Let's go back to the estate and find Doc," he suggested. "He'll want to talk to Renny and

Johnny. "

DOC SAVAGE was not at the Weatherton estate. The bronze man had just |anded his four-notored
transport at the small air field nearby. It had been arranged that Senator Watherton's |inousine
woul d pick himup. But, apparently, the chauffeur had been del ayed.

The caretaker had left for the day. The only other person at the airport was Nada Morrell. The
senator’s niece was tinkering with a light speed plane she had taken froma hangar that was half
conceal ed by trees.

"It's ny plane," she explained as Doc wal ked across the small airport. "I'mjust checking the
notor to see that it is in order if | should want to go up."

Tester Lyons stood beside Doc, watching Nada Mrrell. H s chubby face registered deci ded

approval .

"Maybe | can help her," he said.

Doc wal ked back to his ship. Long Tom was adjusting sone of the instrunents on the panel. Doc

| ooked at the chrononeter there.

"Weat hert on shoul d have reached Washi ngton by now, " he observed.

Long Tom stood up. He saw Tester Lyons and Nada Morrell strolling over toward the ship. Tester
seened to be making good tine; Nada's smle was extrenely friendly.

"Monk and Ham better get busy," Long Tom comnment ed.

Doc Savage picked a small portable radio fromthe floor. It slightly resenbled the type of
portabl e used by picnickers. He flicked a switch and twi sted the two dials.

"Did you put the eavesdropper in the senator’'s brief case?" he asked Long Tom

The el ectrical genius nodded. When he had hel ped Weatherton pick up the scattered papers fromthe
floor of the plane, he had dropped a small, conpact microphone with self-contained transm ssion
power into the briefcase. The thing was ingeniously contrived to conserve power. It only functioned
when an i npul se was sent out fromthe receiving unit. There was nothing but a cough of static at
first. Then the round full tones of Weatherton’s voice runbl ed out.

"ls Congressman Cortl andt in?"

A fem nine voice, apparently a receptionist, answered.

"He is expecting you, senator. Go right in."

There was a faint sound of |eather heels striking against hardwood flooring. A door slammed. Then
King Cortlandt’s voice cane through the | oud-speaker.

"Ah, |’mso happy to see you, Wndham | . . . kershzweeze . . . we've got a terrific problemon
our hands, senator."

There was a sound of Weatherton clearing his throat.

"I certainly agree that we have," he said. "It is obvious that we will have to go along with this
fiend for the time being. On these bills, | nean."

King Cortlandt’s voice was a reluctant sigh.

"Yes, | presume—=

"There are some things | nust pick up at nmy office," Weatherton interrupted. "I wll be right

back. If you don't mind, I'll leave this brief case here for the nonent."



King Cortlandt apparently didn’t mnd. There was a sound of a door slamming again and apparently
Cortlandt was again alone in his office. A peculiar |augh came through the pick-up m crophone. |t

rose to a guffaw of triunph. The voice was still King Cortlandt’s. But it was coarse and sneeringly
har d.
"The fool," he jeered. "He's falling in line nore easily than |I thought he woul d."

The grating, jeering laugh rolled through the | oudspeaker again. Then it faded as Cortl andt
apparently wal ked away fromthe brief case which Senator Weatherton had left in his office.

Long Tom gasped.

" Whew!

Do you suppose Cortlandt is really Krag?"

Tester Lyons and Nada Mrrell were both open-nouthed, speechless. Doc Savage did not answer. He
stepped quickly fromthe plane and | ooked toward the road. Senator Watherton’s |inmousine had
arrived.

Monk, Ham Renny and Johnny piled out of the back seat. The chauffeur stepped gingerly fromthe
driver’'s seat. He was closely followed by Habeas and Chenistry; Ham and Monk had picked up their
pets at the estate.

"Gosh, Doc!" Monk blurted. "Johnny's got sone information that sounds inportant."”

"We will discuss it on our way," Doc Savage said. "W nust get to WAashington i mediately."

Monk qui et ed down. Ham wanted to know who were to go.

"All of us," Doc said. "That is, if Mss Mrrell and Lyons desire to acconpany us."

Tester Lyons wanted to go along. Nada Morrell dermurred. She said she was still hoping to find
sone trace of Jan Vanderlee. If any word came, she insisted, it would come through the phone on the
estate. Monk tried to argue the girl into going along with them but it was no use.

Doc took the controls and lifted the big ship fromthe runway of the tiny field.

"What did Renny and Johnny | earn?" he asked.

The tall archaeol ogi st began to talk. He realized fromDoc's attitude that something crucial had
cone up, so he spared Doc any of the details of their encounter with the rustling death or their
capture. Those things the bronze man could | earn about later. Johnny also cut things down by using
short words for a change.

"Renny was inspecting the engineering aspect of a small uninportant power project," Johnny said.
"l dug around in the rock substrata and di scovered a natural tunnel partly obscured by an ancient
slide of shale. W took soundings fromthere on down a valley and found that it fans out for nmles."
Renny was getting excited as Johnny tal ked.

"Holy cow, Doc! That thing is supposed to be a cheap power job. Actually it will furnish perfect
irrigation to a hundred nmles of country that has been considered worthless. Wiy, the thing is worth
more mllions than any one guy woul d even think about."

"What is the exact location of this site?" Doc asked quietly.

Monk coul dn’t hold hinself any longer. He'd been biting his tongue in an effort to keep quiet.
But now he expl oded.

"That’s the whole point. The damis the one this guy Krag mentioned in his list of ‘nust’
legislation for Weatherton and Cortlandt to put through Congress!"

Monk sat back, expecting Doc to show sone surprise. But Doc seenmed to find nothing unexpected in
the information.

"It is quite apparent that the rest of the |egislation was nerely included for w ndow dressing,"
Doc said. "The other itens served to draw attention away fromthis one."

"Holy cow, Doc!" Renny boonmed. "There’'s a government surveying party due down there in the
nmorning. They're quite likely to discover what Johnny found."

Doc Savage sat suddenly nore erect. He | ooked out of the plane’s wi ndow, quickly scanning the

I andmar ks.

"You are undoubtedly correct," the bronze man said. "And if they do find it before that bill is
passed and signed, they will probably be visited by the rustling death!"

Doc shifted the plane's course, stepped the four nmotors up to maxi mum speed. He pointed the
ship’s nose for the comrercial air-line term nal where he had seen Senator Watherton off for

Washi ngt on.
"Renny, Johnny and Long Tom had best charter a plane here and fly at once to the power-project
site," Doc said. "Warn the surveying party to stay away fromit for the present. | wll have

aut hori zations for their delay tel egraphed from Washi ngton."

On the long glide to the airport, Doc told those who had not been present of the nonol ogue of

King Cortlandt that had been picked up by the transnmitter.

"Criminy!" Mink said. "I bet he’'s working the Washington end, with Jan Vanderl ee on the M dwest
part of it."

He told Doc about their encounter with Jan Vanderlee, Fox Strang and the gunnen. Doc was busy

| andi ng the big ship. Renny, Johnny and Long Tom got out. Then Doc took off inmediately and headed
for Washi ngton.

Chapter Xl . STOCKHOLDERS | N DEATH



THE normal air-line tine fromthat termnal to Washington was slightly nore than two hours. Doc’'s
transport could do it in a few mnutes over an hour and a half. The bronze man set the robot control
as soon as the ship reached ten thousand feet. Then he turned to the receiver that was tuned to the
wave |ength of the transmitter in Senator Weatherton's brief case. He flicked it on.

At first, there was only the confusion of sound that is always present in the mdst of any

| egislative body. There were fragnments of whispered confidences, coughing and the clearing of
throats. Feet shuffled uncertainly. Then a chair scraped back, there was a crackling of papers and
the clear voice of Senator J. Wndham Weat herton came over the m crophone.

"Centlemen, | have a neasure to introduce which should become part of the rivers-and-harbors
appropriation. It is, perhaps, a minor itemfroma part of the nation that is usually neglected. My
utter belief in the justice of the neasure is attested to by the fact that this snall inprovenent is

not even within the borders of ny own State. There is a small power project needed to give the
benefits of civilization to a really deserving group of =

Monk began to runble epithets that no senator would like to have applied to him Ham frowned at
the hairy chem st.

"You dope—bBoc told himto go through with the bills."

Monk | ooked sonewhat abashed. He still didn't like the set-up, however. He glanced at Doc. The
bronze man seened entirely unperturbed, even satisfied. Mnk sighed. Ham assuned a sonmewhat superi or
attitude.

"Wth what we know about that project, neither King Cortlandt nor anybody el se can get away with
anything in that valley," he rem nded. "After all, the hill nust be passed by the House and then
signed by the President before it can becone |aw. We have plenty of time to upset any plans
Cortlandt nmay have."

Monk grunted in annoyance.

"The world would still be better off w thout |awers," he grunbl ed.

Monk got up and anbl ed back to the conpartnent where Habeas Corpus and Chemistry were kept. He
wanted to see if the animals were both confortable. Both of themwere asleep, so Mnk returned to
his seat. Doc, meanwhile, had nade a radi o-tel ephone contact with the main Washi ngton swit chboard.
He call ed Congressman King Cortlandt at his private office near the airport and received no
response. He tried himthen at the regular House O fice Building. King Cortlandt was there and
delighted to hear from Doc Savage-so he said. Doc told himquite truthfully that he was flying into
Washi ngt on and expected to see him

"That will be . . . kershzweeze . . . that’'ll he fine," King Cortlandt told him "I’ve just seen
Senat or Weatherton and | would very nuch like to talk things over with you."

Tester Lyons had been quiet up to that point.

"The ol d hypocrite," he said, now. "He ought to be boiled in oil."

Monk snort ed.

"You're too gentle."

"Hol d your hats, boys; we're coming in," Haminterrupted. Doc nosed the plane down toward

Washi ngton Airport. He radioed for clearance and was signaled into an open runway. The bronze man
taxi ed the plane to a hangar, sprang out and gave orders to a head nechanic to refuel and lubricate
the ship. Then he turned toward the main gate, followed by his two aids and Tester Lyons. Mnk and
Ham |l eft their pets in the rear conpartnent of the plane.

THE office building that housed the private offices of Congressman King Cortlandt was a new and
nmodern structure. It had a veritable arnmed guard of night attendants. The offices were easily
accessi bl e, however, because all of the night force had seen pictures of Doc Savage. They were
consi derably inpressed.

"Congressman Cortlandt is expecting me," Doc told the captain quite accurately. Cortlandt was
expecting Doc—+n the House Office Building, several blocks away.

The night elevator operator let themoff at the fourth floor, on which King Cortlandt’s suite was
| ocated. Doc Savage used a skeleton key to get into the door. There were certain records that the
bronze man thought he might find in the filing cabinets of the office. He wished to inspect them
before calling on the supposedly crooked | egislator.

Monk, Ham and Tester Lyons followed the bronze man into the outer office. There were no files of
any inportance kept in that room So Doc went on into the bigger office. There was a slight spark as
Doc opened the door. Instantly, an omi nous rustling sound lifted into the room

Monk | eaped back to the door of the outer office. The same power that had caused the spark and
the weird rustling sound had apparently |locked it. The rustling noise grew |louder. Every man in the
room began to undergo the strange sensation of "hearing" a sound that wasn’t a sound at all. The
queer pul sations beat against their mnds with brain-nunbing force.

Tester Lyons began to scream

"We're trapped!" he yelled. "W will never get out of this. It’'s the rustling death! It

it's—=

Then Tester Lyons began to babbl e neani ngl ess words. He sank to the floor, a w de-eyed vacant
expression on his face. H's head weaved fromside to side and he grinned foolishly. Muink and Ham

"



fl oundered around the room bunping into each other. Mnk clawed at his throat.

Doc Savage was stretched prone on the floor. Beads of perspiration stood out on the bronze nman's
forehead. The fl ake-gold eyes were open. But they were still and dull. Doc’s face was contorted with
lines of intense concentration. The mighty brain of the bronze man was battling to resist the

nunmbi ng force of the rustling death. Doc rolled. One hand came out of his pocket. The fingers
clutched a peculiar two-bladed key. The bl ades were simlar to the prongs of a light plug that would
fit a baseboard socket.

Doc’s corded nuscles were knotted with trenendous effort as he rolled toward one wall. H's hand
moved |ike sonmething in a slownotion novie. Finally, the pluglike key touched a wall socket. The
prongs sank into it.

There was a sudden, blinding flash! The lights went out. The rustle of silk and crinoline ceased.

So did the terrifying i npul se of the soundl ess hum There was silence in the big office for several
nonent s.

DOC SAVAGE was the first of the four nen to revive. He sat erect, |ooked around him The

gol d-fl aked eyes stirred once nore, as if driven by tiny whirlw nds.

Doc had deduced that the notive power for the rustling death might originate in the lighting
circuit. He had short-circuited that and bl own out a fuse. \Whatever principle the hideous death
machi ne m ght use, its power source had been cut off. The bronze man got to his feet. As he did so,
the others began to regain their senses.

Doc Savage was going systenatically through the big desk in one corner of the office. Tester

helped in the search. He tried a nmetal filing cabinet near the desk. Wen he pulled the top drawer
out, there was a blinding flash. Red flane and snoke gushed out into the room It nushrooned out so
qui ckly that there was no possibility of extinguishing the flanes.

The fire spread rapidly over the office. Doc backed toward the door.

"Cortlandt apparently prepared this to destroy any evidence if the rustling death failed to
function," the bronze man said. "I believe we can conclude that there is nothing here that would be
of interest.”

Doc, his two aids and Tester Lyons retreated to the hallway. Fire sirens wailed in the street

outsi de. The snoke, billow ng froma w ndow, had evidently been spotted. A confusion of firenen,

bui | di ng-servi ce enpl oyees and curious citizens filled the corridors. In that confusion, Doc Savage
and his group escaped.

In the street, Doc gave Monk and Ham certain specific instructions. He told Tester Lyons that he
could nmeet themat the plane later. In the nmeantime he could do as he pl eased.

"l amgoing to see Senator Watherton again," Doc said.

Then he was gone.

DOC waited several minutes in Weatherton's business quarters in the Senate Office Building. A
secretary ushered himinto the senator’s private office. Presently, the tall, gray-haired |egislator
cane in the door. H's eyes |lighted somewhat at the sight of Doc Savage. But then his shoul ders

dr ooped agai n.

"l don't like this, M. Savage," he said in a tired voice. "Perhaps these bills are all harnless.
But taking orders froma naster crook who nmay be a foreign agent is not a pleasant prospect."”

Doc nodded synpat hetically.

"l hope the situation will not continue nmuch |onger," Doc said. "I amin search of certain
evidence that may be sufficient to bring this thing to a close."

Weat herton nopped his forehead.

Then two things happened which materially changed the course of Doc Savage's battle against the
rustling death. The first thing was the arrival of Mnk and Ham Watherton's secretary announced
them While Monk was crowdi ng through the door, the phone rang. The senator answered it, and his
face went pale. He held the receiver out to Doc.

“It's for you," he said in a lowvoice. "I think it is. . . Krag!"

Doc Savage’'s gol d-fl aked eyes stirred with life. The weird, trilling sound of bafflenent welled

up into the air. The bronze man took the phone quickly. He did not fear another |ightning attenpt
upon his life right then. Doc had reason to believe that Krag wanted to talk to him

"This is Doc Savage," he said into the nouthpiece.

Over the wire came a muffled laugh. It carried a defiant, sneering note.

"l have just followed your two nmen, Doc Savage," the sneering voice gloated. "They succeeded in
the m ssion on which you sent them And now the information will be worthless. Things which becone
obstacles to me nust be destroyed. This is Krag, Doc Savage. And you may rest assured that the
rustling death is just beginning!"

There was a click as the man hung up. Doc whirled to Monk and Ham

"Qui ck!" he snapped. "Wat did you |earn?"

"We tel ephoned every power official in two States and the record clerks of three counties in the
Sout hwest," Ham said. "W found that the power project Johnny told us about and the trenmendous

| eases to exploit the valley it will control are all owned by dummy corporations of King Cortlandt."



Doc nodded. He was obviously not surprised

"l hope we can reach himaquickly," the bronze man said. "I amafraid things are taking an

unexpected turn."

Doc picked up the phone. He called Congressman Cortlandt’s phone in the House Ofice Building

There was no answer. The bronze man put the phone down quickly. He sprang to his feet and started to
t he door

"Cone on," he said. "It is barely possible that we nmay be able to prevent another death."

Chapter Xl |I. DEATH CHANGES HANDS

ABOUT the tine that the nysterious Krag was warni ng Doc Savage that the rustling death was just
getting under way, a trimspeed plane started a long glide for the runway of \Washington Airport. The
pil ot was Nada Morrell

The girl's pretty face was tense with enotion. She had a radio tel ephone connected with the nain
Washi ngt on switchboard

"I tell you Jan Vanderlee nust be sonewhere in the capital," she said. "He nust be near a phone
because he called ne |ong distance an hour and a half ago."

The chi ef operator came on the wire then

"W have checked the |ong-distance call to you, Mss Mrrell," she said. "It was nade from a pay
station in a drugstore."

Nada Morrell thanked her. She shut off the radi o phone and devoted her entire attention to

I andi ng her trimtwo-seater ship.

"Jan nmust be in trouble,"” she said to herself. "H s voice sounded as if he were frightened."

The wheel s of the plane hit the concrete in an al nbst perfect |anding. Nada taxied the ship to a
row of private hangars. A nmechanic trotted across the field. She clinbed out, turned the ship over
to him

"It is Senator Weatherton's," she told him "Take care of it."

The girl hurried fromthe field. Near the adm nistration building, a newsboy was hawki ng
late-edition papers. It was now |l ate evening and dark. The newsboy yelled sonething about a fire and
the rustling death. Hastily, Nada Mrrell bought a paper and gl anced quickly at the front page
There was a bulletin about the nmystery fire in the private offices of King Cortlandt. Somewhere, the
reporter had gotten a hint of the presence of the rustling death. He nade the nost of the hint

Nada Morrell shuddered. She thought of the rustling death. And she thought of the fear in Jan
Vander| ee’s voice. Jan had not instructed her to cone to Washi ngton

Nada had no definite plan in mnd to |ocate her fiancé. She turned to a phone booth in the

adm ni stration building. The nost natural place for her to call was her uncle's office. She got
Senat or Weatherton’s secretary on the wire just after he had left the office with Doc Savage. The
secretary inforned her that the senator had gone to the House O fice Building to see King Cortl andt
Nada hung up and started the several blocks to the same destination

And there, she had her first actual encounter with the rustling death

AN excited crowd mlled in front of the House Office Building. Nada Morrell felt her hair

stiffen, as if the air were filled with highly charged static electricity. Her pulse hamered as if
sone unseen, unknown force were pounding at her eardruns w thout maeking an audi bl e sound. The girl’'s
hand went instinctively to her throat. She had an inexplicable inpulse to screamand stifled it with
great difficulty

The lights in the House Office Building were all extinguished when Nada cane up. Then soneone

turned themon or found whatever it was that had cut themout. Wnen screaned as the lights cane on
again. One m ddl e-aged bl onde staggered out of the building and down the steps. Her eyes were
vacant, staring. The whol e scene had about it an atnosphere of unreality.

Nada Morrell faltered at the steps. She had a prenonition of disaster. Then she brightened. Four
figures were shoul dering their way through the crowd. The bronze hair of Doc Savage | oomed above the
cromd. Alnpst as tall as Doc, the dignified gray hair of her uncle showed. Mnk and Ham fol | owned.
The senator’s niece waited for themon the steps. She felt a strange reluctance to go into the
bui | di ng al one. Doc Savage nodded slightly as he passed her. The bronze man | eaped up the steps

Nada Morrell kept as close to himas she could. When Doc opened the door and went inside, Nada was
beside him A groan escaped her lips as she went into the |long corridor

Down near the other end of the corridor, a face showed briefly. The features were pale, the face

wi de at the forehead, tapered to a pointed chin. It was visible only for an instant. Then it was
gone. Nada Morrell gasped

"Jan!"

The girl ran down the corridor. Monk and Hamtore after her. Doc Savage turned directly into the

of fices occupied by King Cortlandt. They were hal fway down the long corridor. The outer office was a
shanbl es. Filing cabinets were overturned. Papers were strewn all over the richly carpeted fl oor

An attractive brunette secretary was sprawl ed on the floor. She was dead. J. Wndham Weat herton

gul ped

"CGood heavens!"



Wt hout conmment, Doc wal ked on into the inner office of King Cortlandt.

The body of King Cortlandt lay on the floor. It was tw sted grotesquely, as if the man, even in
death, were trying to escape fromhis fate. Doc Savage | eaned over the body. Once nore, the eerie,
tunel ess expression of amazenent rose into the air.

"Wh-what is it?" Senator Weatherton stanmered.

Doc straightened fromhis inspection of the body. "There is not a single mark on the body," he
said. "But the flesh is as pulpy as if it had been beaten. It was obviously subjected to sone
terrific force as yet unexplained."

A | oud-speaker on King Cortlandt’s desk began to crackle with static. Then the words gushed out
of it.

"You have seen different manifestations of the rustling death, Doc Savage. Look the body of King
Cortl andt over carefully. Remenber the airplane in which your aids were riding. Then warn the world,
Doc Savage, that Krag cannot be stopped!"

Doc lunged to the desk and whi pped up the | oudspeaker. He found that it was radi o-controll ed;
that there was no way of tracing it. Wile he was | ooking at that, Mnk, Ham and Nada Mrrell cane
into the office.

"H he di sappeared into the crowd,"” Mnk said. "W didn't see himagain."

Senat or Weat herton’ s brow wr i nkl ed.

"Did you get a good | ook at his face?" Ham nodded.

"The features were the sane as those of the man | saw the night of the laboratory attack. And it
was definitely Jan Vanderlee that | saw then."

Nada Morrell hung her head. Her pretty |ips were pouting.

"I"'mafraid | have to admt that he is right," she said. "I saw his face, too."

Nada began to cry. Between sobs, she told of the phone call she had received at the estate.

"Jan just said he was in Washington," she noaned. "He didn't exactly ask nme to cone. But |
thought | could find himand cheer himup. So | flew East."

The girl sat down in an overstuffed chair. She pillowed her head on one armand cried quietly.
Doc Savage was silent for a few nonents. He inspected the roomcarefully.

Monk was fol | owi ng Doc.

"It looks like this King Cortlandt wasn't guilty after all," he comment ed.

Doc Savage shook his head.

"On the contrary,” he said quietly. "King Cortlandt was our nost inportant enemny."

Monk bri ght ened.

"Then, it’'s all over."

"No!" Doc snapped. "Krag is set to give us a reign of terror that is ten times what we have seen.
Furthernore, he will be willing to sell out to the highest bidder a death machi ne whose
possibilities even he is just beginning to realize!"

Doc | eaned over once nore to inspect the hal f-cooked corpse of King Cortlandt. It appeared that
Cortl andt had seen death approaching. H s body was at |east a dozen feet fromhis desk. H s dead
face was contorted with an expression of terror and surprise, as if someone he had trusted had
turned upon him Doc Savage renmenbered the nmoments of terror that had come with the first threat of
the rustling death. The intense prenonition of disaster, the horrible fear of the unknown and

unf at homabl e, had been the principal reaction of everyone who had been subjected to the weird force.
Doc’s trilling note welled into the air again. King Cortlandt had apparently tried to | eave a
message to those who di scovered his body. Wth one fingernail, he had managed to scratch a nunber
into the varnish of the floor. Doc recognized the nunber. It represented the bill concerning the
power project that Senator J. Wndham Weat herton had proposed; the bill would have nade King
Cortlandt a multimllionaire if he had |ived.

Doc Savage strai ghtened.

"W will fly inmrediately for the Southwest,"” he said. "It is likely that the rustling death wll
strike next in that direction."

AS they left the office, Monk tried to piece some of the bits of tangled yarn together in his

m nd.

"CGolly, Doc," he piped, "this Cortlandt guy couldn’'t have been Krag. Wt traced a call from Krag
back to a drugstore in a city two hours away from Washi ngton by plane. And fifteen mnutes |ater
Senat or Weat herton got Cortlandt on the phone in Washington."

"It is entirely possible that the | ocation of Krag's voice does not tell us nuch," Doc said
quietly. "It may be that the real crimnal behind this instructs an assistant to simulate his voice
to throw suspicion away fromhis actual |ocation. He uses sone device to disguise his own voice. An
assistant could easily do |ikew se."

Monk’ s nout h dropped open. Then he snapped it closed in sudden decision. An expression of dawning
conpr ehensi on swept over his face.

"If an assistant could do that, he could bunp off this main guy and take over for hinself."

Doc Savage nodded.

"But he would first have to learn the identity of the real Krag," Doc explained. "And so far, no



henchnen we have | ocated had been permitted to know the identity of their boss. And the second thing
any anbitious assistant would have to do would be to gain conplete control of the rustling death."
Monk grunted in annoyance

"Yeah," he agreed. "And it ain't likely that the master mind would | et any of his assistants find
out too nuch about that."

Ham paced thoughtfully al ong beside the chem st

"l was beginning to think this Tester Lyons guy was not on the level," he conplained. "But he
certainly walked right into a trap with us in Cortlandt’s other office."

"It’s Vanderlee," Mnk insisted. "I’ve said that all along."

The mention of the mssing inventor’s nane nmade them | ook around for Nada Morrell. The girl had

di sappeared. They all knew of the phone call she said had brought her to Washi ngton

"I"mnot sure she doesn’'t know nore about it than she adnmits," Mnk said

Senat or Weat herton bristled. He denied that his niece could be involved in anything inproper. He
said he would go in search of her. If possible, he said, he would get in touch with Doc in the

Sout hwest. They parted not far fromthe House Office Building. Doc, Monk and Hamtook a taxi to the
ai rport

THE big four-notored transport was refueled and ready for a quick take-off. As they approached

the ship, Monk asked Doc what their exact destination would be

"The site for the power dam" Doc told him "That is where we will find Long Tom Renny and
Johnny. "

A figure noved silently in the dark on the other side of Doc’s plane. The man apparently had paid
no attention to Doc’s plane nor to the conversation that had taken place. He wore the uniformof a
ground mai ntenance man of the airport. He had a flat head that |ooked as though he had grown up with
a flatiron weighting down his skull. The man was Fl at head Sinpson, the "janitor" who had picked up
the rustling-death device that had nearly killed Doc and Long Tomin the New York office building
Fl at head was a vague, dimfigure as he drifted away. Doc was reading a note that had been wedged
into the instrument panel. As he read it, a radio receiver, tuned to a news broadcast, blared out
information about the rustling death of King Cortlandt. Doc handed the note to Monk and Ham wi t hout
comrent. |t was from Tester Lyons

Waited for you here until the excitenment began. Couldn't stand it any longer. On ny way to House
Ofice Building. WIIl be right back. Wait for me if you can

Lyons

"Goin' to wait, Doc?" Monk inquired

The bronze man shook his head

"l do not believe there is any tine to be lost," he said quietly. "We will fly at our greatest
speed to the Southwest."

Doc lifted the plane into the cool night air. Wien he had | eveled off at ten thousand feet, he

set the robot control. A flashing light on the instrument panel indicated that soneone on their
secret wave |length was trying to establish communication. Doc flicked a switch. The voice of the
F.B.1. agent, whom Doc had contacted the day before to learn of the activities of Krag, cane

t hrough. Doc acknow edged the establishment of contact

"The departnent is extrenely anxi ous to have you help us locate and identify this man called
Krag," the agent told Doc. "We have just received reliable information that Krag has contacted a
dangerous foreign power. Krag offered to sell the secret of the rustling death. The state departnment
is extrenmely concerned."

Doc Savage’'s nouth tightened slightly.

"It is as | feared," he said sinply. "We can only hope that he will dicker over a price |long
enough for us to get into action.”

Doc flicked off the radio. H's voice was curiously tight

"I'n the hands of an eneny, the death device could be disastrous before a defense could be figured
out against it," he said

Ham t ouched on a question of doubt regarding the wi sdomof their present direction

"Now that Cortlandt is dead and that we know his plans in the Southwestern irrigation project

isn't it likely that Krag will abandon this part of the venture?"

Doc shook his head

"By the time Cortlandt’s part had been learned and it was therefore necessary to kill him Krag

had undoubt edly noved equi prent for the rustling death to the power site,” Doc explained. "If he is
now negotiating with a foreign power, he will have to destroy all equipment that he doesn't actually
sell. And he also has to wipe all of us out. Krag cannot yet be sure how nuch we know. "

"How Il he know where we’ve gone?" Ham wanted to know.

"He had a spotter at the airport," Doc said. He described Flathead Sinpson, though he did not

know the spotter’s name at the time. Doc Savage had deliberately pernitted the eavesdropper to
overhear their direction and escape. As Doc tooled the big transport through the night, he knew he
woul d be followed. In fact, he preferred it that way.



Chapter X II. H DDEN TERROR!

IT was shortly after daybreak when Renny, piloting the chartered plane, sighted the desert town
nearest the proposed power-damsite. Cactus and nesquite spread out in the parched, sandy |and. The
town itself was of little inportance. It was conprised of a couple of dozen adobe huts. It was known
as Cactus City

Two aut onpbil es began to crawl out of the dust-dry main street of Cactus City as Renny put the
plane in a wi de bank. Long Tom | ooked over the big engineer’s shoulder with a powerful pair of

bi nocul ars

"They’ ve got surveyi ng equi pnent stacked in the back seat of one of the cars," he said

"It's probably the governnment surveying party," Renny offered

Renny circled twice, then put the ship into a long glide. He selected a wide flat of sand that

| ooked sufficiently solid to take the oversized inflated tires of the |anding gear

Renny taxied toward the two-car notorcade, swung the ship around parallel with the road and

| eaped out. Johnny and Long Tom fol | owed him

The head car screanmed to a stop. An incredibly [arge nman untangl ed hi nsel f from behind the whee
and stepped out to the road. There were two itens about the large man that were peculiar. One was
the oddly elliptical face that gave himthe expression of an amable, if slightly surprised, goat
The other itemwas a brace of six-shooters, one of which was clutched in business-like fashion in
each of his fists

"If yuh honbres is honin’ fer trouble, yuh'll git it pronto," he said in a flat Western draw . "I
hear some coyote naned Krag's proddin’ down this way an’ we're set fer him"

Renny drew a deep breath

"We are just as determined to get this Krag as you are," he runbled. "W are Doc Savage’'s nen."
The big man’s face broke into a snile

"Tarnation," he blurted. "Wiy didn't yuh say so. My nane’'s Goat Smith."

He put out a hand that was alnpst as big as the quart-sized fist that Renny used to grip it

Renny told Goat Smith that they were | ooking for a surveying party.

"Reckon that’'s us," Coat Smith said. "W're foggin’ out to a power site right now Sone fool in
Congress wants to spend noney on a creek that ain’t got no nore water ‘n yuh kin spit."

Renny tal ked fast then. He drew Goat Smith aside and explained to himthat it was essential to
keep the surveying party away fromthat site for at |east another twenty-four hours. Renny didn't
tell the boss of the gang that Doc Savage expected the rustling death to strike there. He relied on

Doc’s prestige and the power of his own honorary F.B.|. badge to persuade the tall man. And it
proved to be enough
Goat Smith | ooked narrowy at the seven nmen who still lounged in the two cars

"Don't have to tell these jaspers twice that there ain't no work to do today," he said. "They'd
rat her set than nove around anyway."

He sighed. Then he | eaned over closer to Renny.

"*S funny thing," he said softly. "As | told yuh, there ain't no nore water’'n yuh kin spit in
that arroyo where they’'re goin’ to build that dam But yuh kin hear water roarin’ somewhere down
under that dry ground like a waterfall."

Renny tried to | ook surprised. That phenonenon was what he and Johnny had di scovered. That faint
subterranean roaring had set the two of themoff in an investigation as to its reason. The
underground river, Johnny's geol ogi cal probing convinced them was the unknown source of a
tremendous irrigation project that would nean literally mllions of dollars

"We got here late yesterday, a day ‘head of schedule," Smith said. "An’" while we were out there
we started down a deep coul ee that yuh oughta know about. There was a thunpin’ sound conmin’ from
down there."

Goat Smith described the gulch and the noises they had heard. Renny's interest was far from
sinmul ated as the surveyor talked. He had Smith give a detail ed description of the surroundi ng
terrain and |l ocate the coulee for himas accurately as possible. Then he left Snith

The two touring cars turned around and headed back toward Cactus City. Renny tore over the sand
toward Johnny and Long Tom who had retired a few hundred feet, believing that one man speaking in a
confidential manner coul d probably acconplish nore

"There's a big Diesel plant already installed down here," Renny blurted. "It |ooks |like the
set-up for the rustling death is all set to do business."

Renny had recogni zed the characteristic thunp of Diesel engines fromSnmth's description. And he
could think of no other reason for a Diesel plant to be already operating out in the desert

The big-fisted engineer clinbed back into their chartered plane. He drewrapid lines in a cross
section on a topographical nmap of that part of the desert area

"This must be the coulee that he neant," Renny said. "It’'s about twenty mles fromthe site of
the power project and m ght not be found easily."

"A conceal nent nade secure by nonexpectation,” Johnny said. "One would certainly not find it

unl ess conducting a specific search.”

"Let's go," Long Tom snapped. "You guys say you were all over this area and you didn't find it
Maybe this Goat Smith was |ying."



Renny gunned the plane into a take-off. They soared up into a cloudl ess sky that the desert sun
was heating into an inverted bow of shiny brass. Al three of Doc’'s aids studied the map closely as
Renny flew the ship sout hward.

Presently, the instruments indicated that they should be directly over the gulch Goat Smith had
told themabout. In addition to that, various |landmarks that the |anky surveyor had nentioned
checked with their instrument bearings. But below them as all three studied the terrain with
powerful gl asses, there seened nothing to indicate the presence of anything nore than rocks, trees,
sagebrush and cactus. There was a coul ee that had a small brook. Green trees grew beside that. But
they could find nothing nore.

Long Tom checked the map carefully.

"That’'s where it ought to be," he said. "And if there is anything there, it's well |ocated.

Flying to the power-damsite fromthe east, a plane would al nost have to cone over this spot."

On either side of that area, jagged peaks of the Rocky Muntains rose to heights that al npst
prohibited flying. Renny put the plane’s nose down toward the nearest flat stretch of sand that he
coul d see.

"I think Smith was either lying or had a pipe dream" the big engineer grunbled. "But | guess

we'd better investigate."

Long Tom and Johnny both agreed. The ship bunped over sand ridges that could not accurately be
estimated fromthe air. Renny cut the notor and the three men clinbed out of the plane. Each of them
slid his superfiring machine pistol fromits holster and checked the nmechanism Then they headed for
the gul ch that had been but dimy visible fromthe air.

A smal| stream bed | ed between two rocky sandstone buttes that |ooned |ike reddi sh shoul ders into
the nmorning sky. The entrance to the coul ee was narrow and shaded fromthe early sun. A grove of
sycanores nmade a green arch over the streamjust above the towering shoul ders of sandstone.

Then the three nen stepped into a world that was different fromthe sagebrush and cactus of the
flatlands they had |l eft behind them Silt, carried there and spread out on a mniature delta, had
given birth to trees and green shrubbery. It was a natural oasis in a desert—for a few hundred feet.
Then the hand of man showed itself. G ant trees, whose greenness cane from chem cals, |ooned

besi de the sycanores that nature had put there. The trunks of these new trees were nilled
four-by-fours. Their greenery was a continuous clunmp of clever canoufl age.

And with the sight of this manmade forest cane a pul sing thunp-thunp-thunp that told themthat

Di esel power of considerable strength was turning over.

"Coat-face told the truth," Renny booned. "There’'s something going on here that shouldn't be."
Long Toni s unheal thy pallor seened to be suddenly intensified.

"Listen," he whispered.

Above the poundi ng of the Diesel engines rose a rustling sound that was at first faint and then
mounted with a gradually increasing volume. Big Renny, in the |ead, wavered slightly.

"Holy cow, | feel funny," he runbled.

Johnny was staring ahead as if expecting to see a ghost pop out frombetween the prop trees.

"An i nconprehensi bl e psychol ogi cal upset,” he said. "My brain is reeling and there seens no

reason for it."

There was sweat on Long Tonmis face. The electrical genius al nost never perspired.

"It feels as if sonething you can’t see was pressing against your brain," he offered.

A RAUCOUS | augh filled the air behind them
"Yuh ain’t seen half of it yet, pardners," the unnistakable voice of Goat Smith said. "Yuh
sidewi nders kin go along or fight it out, now It nakes no difference to us."

Long Tomwhirled and drew his superfirer all in one swift notion. He could see no one on the back
trail at all. Johnny spoke then in Myan.
"They have us covered," he said. "W can fight it out now and | ose. And dead, we will be of no

help to Doc. It is perhaps best to play along."

The 1 ogic of Johnny's remarks was obvi ous. Long Tom | owered his nmachine pistol.

"You win for the present, Smth," he said. "Wat do you want us to do?"

Goat Smith | aughed.

"Just keep on goin'," he said. "W'Ill take yuh when we want to. W could have done it when yuh
first cone down. But we thought Doc Savage m ght have sone gadget that would give the play away
then. This way it's better." H's voice hardened. "Throw them guns away, |obos."

Three superfirers hit the stream bed.

"Doc won’t walk into a trap, anyway," Renny said with nore hope than certainty.

Goat Smith | aughed again and stepped out from behind a big boulder. He was foll owed closely by
the seven other nenbers of the "surveying party."

"Savage is on his way here, now," Goat said. "An’ he's got to fly over this coulee to get to the
power-damsite."

Sm th chuckl ed harshly.

"Get goin’," he ordered.

Doc’s three aids noved ahead. Renny staggered slightly. A vacant expression crept into his eyes.



Long Tom began babbl i ng neani ngl ess words. CGoat Smith yelled sone instructions to soneone ahead of
t hem

"Cut it off, Scar. We got ‘em No use nmakin' themall the way |oco, yet."

The rustling noise subsided and there was only the pound of the Diesels to blanket the rippling

of the tiny brook that ran through the coul ee. Renny ceased staggering. Gadually the mnds of the
three men cleared. They rounded a rather sharp turn in the |long gul ch.

"Holy cow " Renny said. "Look!"

Under a | ow canoufl aged screen to cut out all visibility from above, there was an el aborate

| ayout of machinery. Mdst of it was unfathonmable to Renny and Johnny. Some of it even to Long Tom
the electrical wizard. Two batteries of |ightweight Diesels were hooked up to powerful -l ooking
dynanos.

The dynanps were connected by heavy cabl es to square boxes that were apparently step-up
transforners. Then there was other apparatus, apparently designed for the production of ultraviolet
light, which, as far as Long Tom knew, was entirely harnm ess. The whole of it baffled the electrical
expert. The terminal of the conpl ex hook-up seened to be in a conpact cyclotron, the usually nassive
| aboratory machi ne used for the producti on of subatom c beans.

"Keep goin', honbres," Goat Smith said frombehind them "Yuh ain't got no interest in this

busi ness, even if yuh think yuh have."

Beyond the nmaze of el ectrical equi prent and the poundi ng Diesels, the coul ee deepened. A bl ack,
square hole at one side offered an entrance to a huge cavern that was |ighted by the power plant.
The rocky floor of the cavern glistened with danpness. Spraw ed agai nst one wall were five men, all
tightly bound.

A scarred, ugly-looking man towered over the five prisoners. It was the pilot who had flown Ward
Hller and Fox Strang. When Hiller had been killed by the rustling death, he had been in a chartered
pl ane. Goat Smth | aughed when he ordered Renny, Long Tom and Johnny into the cavern.

"This here’'s the surveyin' party yuh was huntin'," he sneered. "Now, yuh've found ‘em"

Goat Smith was obviously very proud of himself. He strutted. The scarred pilot |ooked on

grinning. Both of them suddenly snapped out of it. A |oud-speaker in the cavern barked into life.
The dry, brittle voice of Fox Strang snapped fromit.

"Tie Doc Savage's nmen up quickly," Fox ordered. "The bronze man’s plane has been sighted. He'll

be here in less than half an hour."

Goat Smith noved swiftly. He nade a grab for Long Tom And, instantly, he realized that he had
underesti mated the weak-1ooking electrician. Long Tomlet out one yell in Mayan and plunged at the
tall, rangy crook. One conpact fist snmacked Goat Smith on the jaw, sending himreeling into the
rough wal |l of the cavern.

Renny and Johnny swung into quick action. The big engineer’s quart-sized fists punped |ike

pistons. Goat Smith's nobsters went down like pins in a bowing alley. Johnny plunged in. But he
paused to pepper the floor of the cave with anaesthetic capsules. He and the other two of Doc’s aids
held their breaths for a nonment. Unless breathed within a few seconds of rel ease, the gas was
ineffective. But if inhaled within those first few seconds, it would keep the victi munconscious for
several hours.

Goat Smith and the scarred pilot stunbled. They sagged to the floor as if they had grown

suddenly, irresistibly weary. The rest of the gangsters were simlarly affected. Renny’'s big voice
was booming a veritable battle cry. It |ooked like clear sailing. Goat Smith and his nobsters were
all snoring gently on the floor.

But the | oud-speaker burst into life again. Fox Strang’s brittle voice crackl ed out again.

"Clever, ny friends—but usel ess. You cannot escape."

The omi nous rustling noise welled up again. This time it was acconpani ed by a crackling roar as

if a gigantic spark gap were open. Renny | eaped for the nouth of the cavern. It was as if his big
body were held in an invisible vise. H s nuscles strained mghtily, but he scarcely noved at all.
Fox Strang’s voice cane again.

“If | gave you the full force of the rustling death, you would virtually disintegrate."

A strange, envel oping heat filled the cavern as Renny, Long Tom and Johnny sank to the floor of
the cave. There was a sharp click then, a heavy clanking noise, and a grille of steel dropped down
over the square door that led to the floor of the cavern. Fox Strang's voice broke into a cackling
| augh.

"And now, ny friends, we will greet the great Doc Savage!"

Chapter XIV. DOC DI SAPPEARS

THE four-notored transport bored through the hot, dry air at two hundred and forty mles an hour.
Doc was at the controls, silently glancing fromthe instrunent panel to the vast area of sagebrush
and sand bel ow t hem

Monk and Ham had grown tired of nmaking cracks at each other. The two men were silent, side by
side in tw chairs.

The bronze man noved several small |levers at the edge of the instrument panel. Monk and Ham knew
that the levers had been recently installed. But they didn’t know what they were for.



Doc’s two aids noved up behind himand | ooked over his shoulder. Fromthe map spread out beside

the instrunent panel, they could see that they were rapidly reaching their objective. And sonething
aside fromthe map told themthey were nearly there. Monk heard it first. It was the awesonme sound
that came with the rustling death. The big four-notored ship began to pitch about on air that seened
to have not a breath of w nd!

The plane went up and down five or six hundred feet at a time. Mok put both hands to his head

He could feel that brain-nunbing beat of the sound that he could not hear; could feel his mind
whirling like a thing over which he no | onger had control

Then they felt the heat. The thernoneter on the wall of the plane went up and up. The nercury
showed an inside tenperature of 120°, despite the fact that the big ship was heavily insul ated

agai nst either heat or cold. The nmetal chair frames grew too hot to touch. Sweat dripped from Doc
Savage’' s chin as he continued to mani pulate the small |evers on the instrunent panel. The

gol d-fl aked eyes stirred nore slowy, then began to | ook al nbst vacant

"l do not know how long | can resist this thing," Doc said. "Get parachutes, both of you. Put
themon and fasten yourselves to the automatic safety seats."

Monk and Ham hastened to a ‘chute rack. Then Mnk yelled shrilly.

"Habeas and Chemistry," he cried. "W’ ve got to get themoff safely."”

In answer, Ham went to the conpartment in the tail where they had left the pair. Both of the
animals were panting with the terrific heat. They were overjoyed to see Monk and Ham but even that
was subdued. The aninmals coul d sense fear

Monk gave Habeas an affectionate scratch between the ears. Then he strapped on a special ‘chute
that he’d had nmanufactured for the porker. He sneared the hog’'s snout with a chem cal somewhat
simlar to the one he had used to | ocate Hamin Washi ngton. Then he opened a sliding port in the
side of the ship and tossed himout into the slipstream A nonent |ater, Chemi stry sailed out of the
port. Twi n parachutes opened automatically. At least the aninmals would reach the ground safely.
Monk and Ham turned then, braced thensel ves. The big pl ane was doi ng everything except twi sting
itself in tw. The mercury in the thernonmeter registered 130°, right through the insulation. Doc
Savage’' s nuscl es bul ged as he fought the controls

Monk gl anced at an indi cator which showed the tenperature of the outside skin of the plane

"The triple insulation on the gas tanks is all that keeps us fromblow ng apart right now," he
nmuttered

Suddenly, the notors screaned in a power dive. Wnd shrieked past the wi ngs and fusel age. The big
plane twisted into a terrific tail spin, then straightened in a vertical dive that nade Mnk think
his feet were coming right up through the top of his head. Less than five hundred feet fromthe
ground, Doc pulled her out. Centrifugal force put both Monk and Ham on the floor, unconscious. Even
Doc coul d scarcely nove as he set the ship down on the sand and braked her to a stop

Monk sat up groggily

"Golly, Doc, we beat the rustling death. How d you do it?"

Doc Savage’'s voice was weary. That was extrenely unusual. The bronze nan sel dom gave any

i ndi cati on whatever of mnuscular or nmental strain

"We beat it only because it was not ainmed properly,"” Doc said. "Those | evers actuate a system of
mrrors which create a false inpression of our altitude fromthe ground. Had the rustling death been
ai ned properly, we would not be here now "

Monk shudder ed

"Jehoshaphat, Doc! Isn't there any way to stop it?"

Doc Savage hesitated

"l cannot tell," he said. "It depends upon what principle is being used in this death ray. It has
not yet been possible for me to find that out. It nust be sonmething far in advance of any scientific
met hods that are generally known."

Ham sat up then. He picked up his sword cane, unsheathed it and inspected the chem cal

"What do we do, now ?" he asked

Deci sion on the next step was taken pretty nmuch out of their hands right then. The interruption
came in the formof a fast, two-notored plane that roared out of the east. The ship | ooked |like a
medi um bonber. As it circled overhead, it could be seen that it carried neither insignia nor nunber
The bonber circled once, then nosed down, four nachine guns spitting fromthe wing tips

DOC SAVAGE' S pl ane was bul | et - proof ed. The nachi ne-gun sl ugs splattered harnml essly against the
sides. But the sliding port through which Monk and Ham had dropped Habeas Corpus and Chenistry was
still open. A stream of slugs roared into that

Instantly, Doc’s two aids were groggy. The slugs were a gas-rel easing type. The gas was one that
deadens nerve centers—nmmobilizes but does not take consci ousness away. Monk and Ham were prone and
hel pl ess on the floor. They were unable to nobve even their heads to see what had happened to Doc
Savage.

They were still that way when the bonber | anded and di sgorged heavily armed nen!

The | eader of these nen stuck his head through the open port. It was the fornerly vacant-eyed

stupi d-appearing "janitor" and airport attendant, Flathead Sinpson



There was not hi ng st upi d-appeari ng now about the man with the m sshapen head. H s eyes darted
around the cabin of the plane, mssing few, if any, details. Wen he spoke, it was in a guttura
foreign tongue. He gave orders to the swarthy men who were with him The only understandabl e words
to Monk and Ham were "Doc Savage."

Wi le his men were scranbling about, |ooking under things, over things, Flathead Sinpson got the
door open and cane into the cabin of Doc’s plane. He personally searched every nook and cranny that
he could find there. Then he turned to Monk and Ham

"You two will not be able to talk or nove for a while longer," he snarled gutturally. "But when
you are able, you will tell me where the bronze devil went. Yes?"

Monk tried to get his answer in a glare of defiance. But even the nuscles of his eyes woul d not
answer. Flathead turned to the short-wave set. He turned it on and shifted the wave band to one of
hi s own choi ce

"Fox?" he snapped into the microphone. "This is Sinpson. The one you ordered around as Fl at head
Yes. | amconming in with the two Doc Savage nmen. They will be in ny plane. My men will followin
Savage’'s ship. My country has conme to an agreenment with Krag and he will be here shortly."

He snapped it off, turned toward Monk and Ham His |ips were tw sted sardonically.

"It is a fine joke, no?" he rasped. "I worked for Krag for quite a while. | do not know who he

is. But neither does he know who | am But | know, all the tine, one thing. Either ny |eader gets
the rustling death, or | destroy it."

Awld light of fanaticismglittered in the flat-headed spy’'s crafty eyes. He smacked one fi st
into the palmof the other hand. He could not resist a bit of gloating

"My | eader pays Krag a great fortune for the rustling death. Me, | think it is too nmuch. But ny

|l eader is the smart one. When he cones into this country again with the rustling death, he will just
take the nmoney back fromKrag. Al noney then will belong to ny |eader."

Si npson | aughed. It all seened ingeniously sinple to him

FLATHEAD SI MPSON gave orders with an air of inperious authority. The foreign agent’s back

strai ghtened to ranrod stiffness. He screwed a nonocle into one eye socket and bent an

unconprom sing glare upon his nen

Fl at head alternated between his native tongue and a heavy, guttural English. The fact that he
seened entirely unperturbed at the fact that Monk and Ham were sufficiently conscious to listen did
not nake either of Doc’s aids particularly good insurance risks

"Georg, Emile, Dorfman," he snapped, singling out three of his aids. "Search the bushes."

The sandy soil was dotted with thick barrel cacti, creosote bushes and nesquite. Georg, Enile and
Dor f man hastened to conply

They spread out fanwi se and did a thorough job of searching the desert in strips about a hundred
feet wide. The only thing they didn’'t do that might have hel ped was to count the shrubbery as they
went along. At one point after they had passed one stretch and when Fl athead Sinpson had his back
turned, a sizable clunp of mesquite noved quietly froma section that had not been searched to one
that had been

Natural Iy, when they finished, they had not found Doc Savage. The foreign agent with the

m sshapen head was inpatient. He strode toward the two-notored bonber

"Carry the two men to ny ship," he instructed. "I will keep themin sight until they are finally

di sposed of."

The spy | eader called four of his nen over to himthen. He addressed the tallest of them a burly
brute of a man with powerful shoul ders

"You, lgor, know the directions,"” Flathead said. "You will take these three nen and pilot the big
ship to the valley of the rustling death. W may have need of the ship later."

Igor saluted, clicked his heels and strode to Doc’s four-notored bonber. The other three foll owed
him O her nenbers of the spy gang were hauling Monk and Ham over to the bonber. Flathead took over
the controls of his ship, swing her around into the wind and clinbed rapidly into the hot desert
air. He leveled off at only a few hundred feet and set a course northward.

I gor growl ed guttural orders to his three conpanions and clinbed into Doc’s big ship. The burly
spy was a little awed by the conpl ex instrument panel. The mass-production planes he' d been famliar
with in his own country were nothing like this. As he tried to take off, he found that he was not
only awed but considerably baffled. It was necessary for himto stop and carefully study severa
controls which were new to him

Finally, he grunted in understanding, gave the ship the gun. The four notors roared in a
trenmendous crescendo of power, and the big plane nounted into the sky. Wen lgor leveled off, the
ot her plane had di sappeared. Wthout hesitation, he set a course and began wat ching the ground

Thi ngs m ght have gone snoothly then, if one of his aids had not gotten curious. He saw an access
trap that led to a storage space where the w ngs joined above the fusel age cabin. Curiosity got the
better of the man. He tugged at the knobs that opened the thing

It opened suddenly! The fast-noving form of Doc Savage plunged down on top of him

Doc’ s hands reached out. One seized the swarthy nan whose curiosity had opened the trap. The

ot her hand seized a second of the foreign spies. The third one backed, whipping out a flat, black



automatic. He squeezed the trigger, and the gun blasted | ead and fl ane.

The man’s ai m mi ght have been accurate when he had squeezed that trigger. But he was firing at a
noving target. Doc and the other two nmen were weavi ng about the center of the ship. The |ead from
the automatic missed Doc Savage and nmade a great, bleeding hole in the back of the skull of Igor

t he hul ki ng espi onage agent who was at the controls of Doc ‘s plane

I gor slunped over the instrument panel. The two nmen in Doc Savages grip went linp, and the bronze
man plunged toward the tail of the ship and seized the spy who had enptied his automatic. The nman
was struggling to reload. He didn't get the opportunity.

Doc whirled around, |eaped for the controls. He haul ed the dead |Igor back and set the plane on
robot control. Then he pulled a hypoderm c from his equi pnent vest, jabbed the needle into the neck
of one of the unconscious spies. The man's eyelids flickered. He | ooked up at Doc, terror in his
face.

"Where is the valley of the rustling death?" Doc demanded. He pressed fingers against certain

nerve centers in the man’s neck. The pressure acted |ike scopol am ne, the truth-producing drug. It
robbed the man of any will to refuse to answer. But it becane apparent that Igor was the only one of
the four who knew the directions

"I . . . 1 don't know," the man insisted. "N-none of us know where it is."

Doc | eaped back to the control panel and wedged hinmself into the pilot’s seat. He banked the

plane into a wide, circling spiral and checked the terrain closely

Doc saw great stretches of sand, sagebrush and cactus. Here and there were defiles of varying

sizes in which there were stream beds. Fromthose, green trees towered, shouldering their |eafy
heads together to hide whatever secrets they might hold from prying eyes

Doc Savage had known when he dodged from his nesquite clunp and into the plane that there was
little tinme to be lost. The conversation the master spy had had with Fox Strang, and the fact that
Renny, Johnny and Long Tom had not communi cated, convinced the bronze man that his three aids were
prisoners. Monk and Ham were now in the hands of the gang. That they would all be killed as soon as
the flat-headed spy had concluded his arrangenments with Krag was a foregone concl usion

The bronze man set the robot controls to continue the sweeping circles

From an after conpartnment, Doc took a snmall noving-picture canera. Attached to the nachine was a
smal | tank and heating device with an electric notor

Doc cl anped the canera to an open w ndow, then pointed it at the ground. The whirring click of

t he machi ne sounded faintly above the nuffled drone of the notors. The tank and notor were a
fast-devel opi ng apparatus. Sixteen-mllineter filmbegan to energe fromthe tank like a ribbon

Doc ran the ribbon through a second nmachi ne which was a projector. The terrain bel ow spread out

on a small screen. There was one peculiar thing. The trees were invisible. Doc Savage's gol d-fl aked
eyes stirred swiftly as he watched that panoranma unfold. Then the weird trilling sound of Doc’s
filled the cabin of the plane. In one coulee, the trees stood out plainly. The heavy green foliage
regi stered in dull nonotone

Swiftly, Doc whipped up a relief map and checked the corresponding coulee. He whirled toward the
controls. But he was just a split second too late to stop one of the four spies who had regai ned
consci ousness. The spy did not try to take over the plane. He nmerely sw tched on the short-wave
broadcaster.

"Savage is in the plane," he snarled gutturally. "W're prisoners and Savage is going to land."

The bronze man | eaped to the spy, ripped himaway fromthe m crophone. He put himback to sleep
with a single twist of his neck. Then Doc snapped off the automatic control, headed the nose of the
pl ane for the coul ee that had appeared on the screen to be richly equipped with foliage

Doc had used a sinple test. The infrared fil mwhich he used woul d not show any genui ne foliage

Chl orophyl |, which is the green-producing quality of plants, is invisible to the infrared ray. Any
trees that showed their foliage on an infrared filmhad to be an artificial canouflage, even if the
human eye coul d not detect it. Doc nosed his plane down toward a wi de stretch of sand that spread
out at the lower end of the coulee. Then he went quickly toward the tail of the big plane. Wen he
cane back, he was carrying a conpact package under one arm

At that nmoment, the terrific heat of the rustling death struck. The brain-nunbi ng bonbardnent of
soundl ess sound beat against the bronze nman’s brain |like some weird cosmic ray, bent on destroying
sanity. Wsps of snoke began to curl fromthe all-nmetal wings of the mighty craft. The rustling silk
and crinoline blended with the weird m nd-robbing quality of the thing

The right wing began to crunple. The huge ship was dooned. The tip of the wing canme off

al together. The strain weakened the insulation on the wing gas tank. That let go with a flat
roaring boom The fuselage hurtled through the air, a projectile of death. The whol e ship was

envel oped in a nass of snoke and fl ane!

The plane that had cost Doc Savage as nuch as a flying fortress costs the governnent, plunged
toward earth in a blazing shroud. A pall of snoke settled slomy over it

SEVERAL figures rushed out fromthe coul ee as the plane crashed. One of them was |ong-nosed
pi nch-faced Fox Strang. He was closely followed by Flathead Sinpson. Flathead s back was stil
straight as a ranrod and he still had the nmonocle in his eye. Fox Strang barked orders to his



gunnen.
Three of themrushed out with a portable fire-fighting apparatus, set it up and poured chem cals

on the still blazing fusel age of the plane. Gadually, the blaze subsided. Strang raked around
inside with a | ong hook, somewhat |ike firenen used to work with on ol d-fashi oned coal - burni ng

st eaners

There were bodies inside the death plane. It was still too hot to go inside to | ook them over

But Fox Strang nmanaged to hook one of themclose to the edge of the ruins. His flat chuckle rattled
out again |like the breaking of bunches of dry sticks

"It is Doc Savage, boys. W bagged the bronze man this time. Now we can take our time with his
aids. This is a triunph."

Fox rubbed his hands together in high glee

"We will have a celebration, boys. Enemies of Doc Savage all over the world will pay homage to

its. W& have done what no one el se has ever been able to do."

Strang, the espionage agent and their conbined entourages turned toward the heavily wooded

coul ee. Strang and Fl athead wal ked armin armtoward the faint thunmping of the Diesels

"l am expecting a nessage fromthe boss, soon," Fox said. "He is on his way here, now "

Chapt er XV. NEW PRI SONERS

MONK and Ham were tenporarily inprisoned in the bonber of the foreign agents. Both were virtually
hel pl ess, due to the nerve gas that had robbed them of notive power. It happened, however, that the
gas was quite simlar to one on which the hairy chem st had been quietly working for sonme tine

As was the usual custom of Doc and his aids, when any offensive device was devel oped, they al so
perfected an antidote before bringing it into use. Monk had an antidote for his own nerve-deadeni ng
gas. He had sone of it in glass vials in one pocket. He rolled over on that pocket, now, and banged
his body up and down on the floor of the plane's cabin

A thin vapor lifted up into the air. It had a pungent, sweetish sort of odor. The first reaction
was a sneeze from Ham The dapper | awyer had been the first to succunmb to the gas. He al so had been
first to come out of it

Monk struggled to his feet

"Conme on, shyster," he grunted. "Let's get out of here."

Monk took a couple of steps forward and fell flat on his face. Ham stunbl ed awkwardly.

"This gas isn't quite the same as mne," Mnk conplained, "so ny antidote is only partially
effective."

"Keep goi ng," Ham snapped. "You | ook nore natural on all fours, anyway."

Monk staggered back to his feet with sone difficulty. He clinbed fromthe plane to the ground and
wal ked as well as he could to the shelter of thick underbrush that flanked the real trees in the
coul ee. Ham noved quietly along beside him A hundred yards fromthe plane they halted in a snal
clearing to hold a parley on strategy. Both nmen still found considerable difficulty with | oconotion
Ham | eaned against a snall willow tree, bracing hinself with one hand

Monk turned away for a nmonent. There was a sudden commoti on on Hanis side of the clearing. The
dapper |awyer shot up into the air as if he had been sitting on a small volcano. Wth a squealing
grunt of pure delight, Habeas Corpus plunged across the clearing and sat down in front of Monk
Doc’ s pl ane had been approxi mately over this area when Ham and Monk had shoved their two pets out
with their special parachutes. The chemical Mnk had sneared on Habeas’ snout had brought himin
Monk’ s direction as soon as the alien bonber had cone down in the valley of the rustling death

Ham struggl ed back to his feet, giving an unconplinmentary opinion of all hogs in general and

Habeas Corpus in particular. But a soft, anxious chattering behind the | awyer nade himturn around
Chemi stry huddl ed there, chattering with the pleasure of seeing his master again. Ham si ghed

"Guess |I'lIl even have to forgive Habeas," he said. "Well, we’'re all in the same boat, anyway. Did
you hear what Fox Strang was yelling just before we got |oose?"

Monk nodded. There was an expression of misery on the chemist’'s honely face. He had heard Fox
Strang say that Doc Savage was dead. He didn't like to talk about it or even think about it. But he
knew it was sonething that would have to be faced

"Strang identified Doc’s body," Mnk admitted. "It sure |ooks |like the end."

Ham cl eared his throat, but he couldn’t think of any words to say

"W have to find Renny, Long Tom and Johnny," Monk said finally. "Doc would want us to get them

out of this thing first off."

Ham nodded

"They’' re bound to be around here sonewhere," he said

The two nen thrust their way through the underbrush

At that nonent, a roar of surprise welled up frombeside the foreign bonber. Their escape had

been di scovered. Fox Strang began to yell orders

"Spread out. Get those two birds or we'll all be in plenty of trouble.”

The guttural voice of Flathead Sinpson cut in, half in English and half in his own tongue. He
ordered his men to help in the search. Mnk and Ham crashed through the underbrush. They strove
their mghtiest to get away. But the effect of the nerve gas was still upon them Their nuscles



sinply woul d not respond properly. The nobsters and spies swiftly overhaul ed them

The fight that foll owed was one that several nobbies renmenbered for quite a while. Even wi thout
their full strength, Doc’s two aids gave a thorough accounting for thenselves. There was plenty of
bl ood around the small clearing where the gangsters caught them One nobby energed minus an ear.
There were several broken arms. Mnk had nost of his clothes torn off.

"Take themto the cavern with the others," Fox Strang rasped. "Wwen the boss gets here, we'll

di spose of the bunch of them™"

Strang canme up and | eaned over the two captives and burst into a fit of rage that al nbst gave him
apopl exy.

"This isn't the chem st, you damm fools," he raged. "This is that dammed nonkey that belongs to
the |l awyer!"

Ham cocked his head on one side and | ooked at Strang.

"Of course," he said calmy. "I prefer nore pleasant conpani onship than the chemst."
Fox Strang nerely glared at him He couldn’t think of any proper retort.
"Take himto the cavern," he rasped. "I'msick."

THE nobsters nmade another attenpt to corral Monk. But the hairy chem st had a good head start by
that time. Also, the effects of the nerve gas were dissipating to a considerable extent. Mnk had
shifted Chem stry into the hands of the nobsters while the nél ée was at its height. The npbnkey had
been used before to double for Doc’'s aid. He carried on the fight just as if he had been Mnk until
he was over power ed.

Monk crowded through the underbrush, now, followed by Habeas. He canme to the area of the

canoufl aged foliage and saw the conplicated power plant of Diesels, dynanps and cycl otrons. Mnk
didn’'t know enough about highly technical electrical apparatus to understand the underlying
principles here. But he knew he was | ooking at the source of the rustling death.

He cut off onto the side of the wide gulch, got lost in the underbrush and finally found his way
back to the center. Mnk knew only that he was searching for a cavern. He'd heard Fox Strang direct
that Ham be put in a cavern with the rest of Doc’s aids.

After what seened hours of wandering, he saw the iron grille that nmade a prison of the cave that
hel d Renny, Long Tom and Johnny. Monk rushed to the grille. He called the names of Doc’s three aids.
Renny | unbered over to the grille. The big engineer put one huge hand between the bars and gri pped
Monk’ s arm

"I't'Il take dynanmite or sonmething as strong to do anything with those bars," he told Mnk.
"Where's Doc?"

Monk dodged t he questi on.

"I"ve got sonme chemicals with me that will cut steel. If |’ve got enough—

The chemist’s hands went into his pocket. But at that instant, a yell went up fromthe center of
the coul ee. Renny gave Mnk a shove.

"Run!" he bellowed. "They' ve spotted you!"

Monk took one | ook. A dozen gunnen escorting Hamto the cavern prison were whipping out
automatics, blasting |ead at the chemist. Slugs whistled through the air, ricocheting off rock
besi de Monk’s head. Bullets smashed into the bulletproof clothing that he wore. Monk fled. It would
be suicide to face all those guns at the nonent—ot only suicide for hinself, but for Doc's four
other aids as well.

Monk went wel|l over the next rise of ground into an adjoining arroyo before he slowed down. As he
did, he heard an excited squealing from Habeas Corpus, who had been runni ng ahead of him Monk

qui ckened his pace. Then his nmouth dropped open.

"Doc!" he blurted.

Monk rushed toward a small pool of water that bubbled fromthe ground. Leaning over it, drinking,
was Doc Savage!

But as Doc turned slowy, two things became i medi ately apparent to the hairy chem st. One of
those two things made his blood run as cold as the bubbling spring water that the bronze man was
drinking. There was no recognition in Doc Savage’'s eyes. The flake-gold pupils were dull and flat.
Doc’s jaw hung | oosely. Hi s novenents were slow, conpletely w thout drive or interest. Doc grinned
foolishly. He picked up a pebble and showed it to Monk.

"Pretty?"

Monk felt the life running out of his veins. A sinking sensation tied up the pit of his stonach.
He reasoned that Doc had succeeded in nmaking up the corpse of a spy to look like him It was
probabl e that Doc had performed that shift of identity before the rustling death took sufficient
hold to rob himof his nmental facilities.

But Doc had obviously renmained too long in the plane that was being bonbarded with the terror

ray. Monk suspected that the bronze man had to wait until flame and snoke had obscured the ship,
before he dared leave it in a parachute.

But he had been forced to wait too long. Doc’s mind was definitely affected! Mnk felt a wave of

i ndescri babl e horror sweep over him Doc’s mind had been one of the nost brilliant that had ever
been known.



Suddenly, Monk heard voices. They were the tones of Fox Strang and Fl athead Si npson. The chem st
put one hand on Doc’s arm and pulled himback into the bushes. The voices cane nearer.

Doc Savage | ooked at Monk. Then he | ooked in the direction of the voices. He held out his pebble.
Apparently, he wanted to show it to the strangers.

"Pretty?"

It was all Monk could do to hold himdown and keep himquiet. In his peculiar nental state, the
bronze man seened reluctant to put forth any real effort, so it was possible for Monk to restrain
him Fox Strang was so pleased with hinself that a minor noise would not have disturbed himin the
| east.

"The boss sent a short-wave nmessage," he said in his flat voice. "He is on the way, now, and w I
be here shortly."

Fox | aughed brittlely.

"The boss and I will have millions," he gloated. "You can have the rustling death."

The flat-headed foreign agent grinned sardonically. He adjusted his nonocle. The eye behind it
glinted with malicious enjoynment. Perhaps he was thinking of the day he had mentioned to his

conf eder at es—the day when he thought his | eader would use that sane rustling death to invade this
country and take those mllions back from Krag.

Fox Strang chuckl ed agai n.

"We have two nore visitors conming, too," he said. "They are special guests of the boss."

LESS than a hundred nmiles fromthe valley of the rustling death, a trimspeed plane raced through
the sky at an altitude of twelve thousand feet. The pilot was denure, brunette and pretty Nada
Morrell. The girl’s oval face was serious.

The ship was a two-seater. The passenger in the front conpartnent, under the |ong transparent
hood, was tall, distinguished Senator J. Wndham Wat herton.

The legislator and his pretty niece tal ked over a communication circuit within the ship. Nada was
| eaning forward, watching the fast-nmoving panorama of rugged Western terrain beneath them

"He told me to hold this beamuntil we arrived," she said. "Wien we get right over our objective,
we will hit a dead spot on the beam Jan said he would neet us shortly after we | anded on the
nearest |evel space fromthat dead spot."

J. Wndham Weat herton snorted. He nopped perspiration fromhis brow H's gray face was lined with
worry. The senator gave every indication possible that he was a nan who regretted a too hasty

deci si on.

"I"ve yielded to you, Nada, because you really love this man. You say he is not guilty in this
thing, and | would like to help you prove it. But—

Weat herton | ooked over the side at the wild and unfriendly scenery. He had the expression of one
who expects nountain lions and rattl esnakes to suddenly emerge fromevery cave and crevice.

"l tell you, Nada, if it weren't for the fact that Doc Savage is out here somewhere, | wouldn't
have sanctioned this trip."

The girl's lips tightened. She twisted a dial on the instrument panel that brought her the radio
beam she was foll owi ng. The beam suddenly grew in intensity. Then it stopped al together.

Nada Morrell drew in her breath. Her cheeks were crinson with excitenment. Her dark eyes were

wi de, dilated. She banked the plane into a wide circle. Below, she could see only the bright-green
verdure of waving treetops that nade a |long plune of a ridge. At one end of that was what, from her
altitude, |ooked like a flat expanse of sand. Nada pushed the stick ahead, |et the nose of the speed
pl ane drop toward the ground.

Air whistled past the struts and around the wings as the ship picked up speed. Twel ve thousand
feet becane eight; eight becanme five, and five dropped to three. Then Nada saw the four red flags
that staked out an area of the flat sand. Above one of them an inprovised wind sock fluttered in
the 1ight breeze.

Nada smiled then. That was sufficient evidence to her that she was expected; that this narked
field and the wind sock constituted her welcone. The girl banked the plane into a wider circle. She
dropped altitude, turned and came in for a skilled upw nd | andi ng. Nada snapped the hood back when
the ship rolled to a stop. She leaped lightly fromthe plane.

When she saw Fox Strang her expression changed.

"Where is Jan?" she said in a | ow, tense voice.

Fox Strang bowed | ow i n nock obei sance.

"The master is expecting you," he said in his brittle voice. "I will do ny best to entertain you
until he arrives."

Nada Morrell’'s eyes narrowed. Wth one swift notion, she whipped a small automatic froma pocket
of her flying suit and leveled it at Fox Strang. Behind her, Senator Watherton snapped into

deci sive action. An ol d-fashioned .38 revolver was steady in his fist.

"1’ve had about enough," Weatherton said flatly. "And if | go down getting a few of you, |I'Il be
content."

Nada Morrell stanped a trimfoot inpatiently.

"Where is Jan?" she repeated. "I'I| bet you' ve got himprisoner sonewhere."



Fox Strang | aughed.

"I"mnot answering questions today," he sneered. "But | can tell you that you won't get anywhere
with those guns. Half a dozen nachine guns are trained on you, right now Better drop your toys."
As he spoke, some of his nobsters noved out of the coul ee and displayed their Tommy-guns. Wth a
sigh, Senator Watherton tossed his revolver to the sand. Nada let go of hers with nore visible
reluctance. Fox jerked his head at a couple of his boys.

"Escort the senator and his niece to headquarters,” he snarled. "And be nice, or you'll wind up
like idiots. The boss is interested in that babe."

At those words, Nada Morrell turned her head. She did not speak. But for the first tine there was
a suspicion of doubt in her large, dark eyes. The gunnen |led her up the deep coulee with the
senat or.

Chapt er XVI. BUSI NESS BEFORE PLEASURE

AFTER Fox Strang and Fl at head Si npson passed by, Mnk enmerged fromthe bushes in which he and Doc
had hi dden. The hairy chemi st wanted to follow the gang | eader and the spy. He watched Doc narrowy
out of the corner of one eye.

Monk had never before been confronted with a situation such as this. The bottom of everything

that he depended upon had dropped suddenly from beneath him To have Doc there and not be able to
depend upon him for anything was a sorrowful situation.

"Let's follow them"™ Monk suggested tentatively.

"Sure," the bronze man agreed. He followed Monk with a | oose-jointed gait that was not at all

|i ke Doc Savage. Mdnk groaned. He scratched his head angrily. Sonmething had to be done, but Monk
sinply didn’'t have any ideas.

The chemi st heard the drone of Nada Morrell’s plane notor. He saw the ship circle above them He
didn't recognize it, but he assunmed that these were the two "visitors" Fox Strang had spoken about.
Monk qui ckened his pace. The route he was taking | ed down an arroyo, adjoining the deep coul ee that
hel d the power plant of the rustling death. The two converged near the bottom As Mnk and Doc
reached the bottom Nada and Senator Watherton stepped out of the ship and confronted Fox Strang.
Monk stopped and |istened to the conversati on. Doc Savage wal ked bl andly ahead as if he were on

an afternoon stroll. Mk nmuttered to hinself. He made a quick decision. He dabbed in his pocket,
pul led out a small vial of powerful anaesthetic and saturated a handkerchief with it. Then he crept
up behi nd the bronze man, |eaped upon his shoul ders and hel d the handkerchi ef over Doc’s nostrils.
Doc made scarcely any struggle at all. He slunped down on the ground and began to snore softly.
Monk blinked his little eyes. Wiat he was doing brought himalnost to tears. He took a snmall roll
of tough rawhide froma pocket and tied Doc hand and foot. Then he rolled himout of sight under a
thick clunp of nesquite. He shook his head sadly.

"CGolly, Doc," he npaned. "I hate to do this, but they d just shoot you down like a clay pigeon if
you wal ked out there."

Monk left himthere and crawl ed through the underbrush toward the clearing where Nada Morrell’s

pl ane had conme down. He saw the gunnen escort Nada and the senator up the coul ee. Then he saw Fox
Strang nove quickly to the fuselage of the girl’s trimspeed ship.

Strang qui ckly opened a baggage conpartnent that had an outside access trap. As he worked, he
laughed brittlely. He was hugely enjoying sone joke of his own.

A body squirnmed fromthe trap. At first, Mnk could not see his face. The man was clad in flying
togs. He wore the type of flying helmet that has earphones built into the | eather. A microphone hung
around his neck. Fox Strang could hardly restrain his mrth.

"Krag a stowaway with the good Senator Watherton," he |aughed. "That’'s one for himto live

down. "

Fl at head Si npson stood beside Strang. He spoke in his heavy guttural.

"The senator is going to live nothing down," he snarled. "You well know he is not to live at

all."

Krag strai ghtened then. He pulled a snall but powerful short-wave transmitter from his vol um nous
flying suit, dropped it on the ground. Then he pulled off his helnmet. Mnk gasped. He saw the w de
forehead, narrow chin and pale features of Jan Vanderl ee! Flathead Sinpson advanced toward hi m and
thrust out one hand.

"If everything is as you represent it, Krag, our bargain is conplete."

Krag | aughed nasally.

"It is even better than your |eader desired," he said thickly. "The extent to which the rustling
death has been perfected in this valley will amaze even you."

Krag, the espionage chief and Fox Strang turned toward the coul ee. For a nonent the speed pl ane

of Nada Morrell was unguarded.

Monk wriggled slowy toward it. He had only one wild idea. If he could get to that plane, whip it
into the wind and up, he might get away. There was just a chance, an extrenely outside chance that
he might be able to get beyond the range of the rustling death before it could be directed at him
If he could do that, and get to an arny post—

Three gangsters | anded on Monk as if they were holding footbhall practice! The wi nd went out of



the hairy chem st. But he struggled up, began to slug and yell. Mnk yelled his |oudest. Wen he
yel l ed, he fought better. An angry squeal of rage welled up beside him Habeas Corpus |unged from
the underbrush to help his master battle.

Mobsters yelled in pain at the bites of the infuriated pig. Ohers yelled at the pain of Mnk's
fists. But there were too many of themfor Mnk to battle. Slowy, they bore himdown to the ground.
The chemist’s brain was reeling fromrepeated blows as he was finally subdued. Hi s last voluntary
act was to yell an order to Habeas to get out of the way and save hinsel f.

One of the gangsters sat on Mink and rested for a nonent.

"W were watchin’ you, wi se guy," he said. "You were pretty optimstic to think you could do

anyt hing by yourself."

Monk grunted noncommittally. He permtted hinself to be dragged to his feet and prodded toward

the deep coul ee. At |east, the gangsters had apparently not discovered Doc where : Monk had hi dden
him That was sone consol ati on, even though Mnk did not know what help Doc could be in his present
condi tion.

KRAG and his two conpani ons had halted to watch the recapture of Mnk. Then they turned and
strolled up toward the center of the coul ee. Monk coul d hear snatches of their conversation. He
steamed in hel pl ess indignation as he |listened. Krag was not going to give the foreign agent
anything until he was sure of his profits. And Krag had the stronger force of arned men in the
valley of the rustling death. He nentioned that.

Fl at head Si npson nodded.

"There is two million dollars in currency in nmy bonmbing plane at present,” he said in his

guttural voice. "If anyone but nme tries to take it, the plane will explode with a force that will
take half of this valley. The |eader takes no chances."
He paused.

"It is yours, however, if the rustling death lives up to your promse. And there is an additional
two mllion dollars on deposit in tw New York banks. The rustling death is worth that to ny

country."

Krag nodded his pale, w de forehead.

"You shall see," he promised. "The formula is not too difficult. It will be easier for you to

learn the secret and build your own nachines than to transport this one. This should be destroyed so
that you alone will have the secret."

The foreign agent nodded.

"The machi nes and the nmen who know about it nust be destroyed,"” he said flatly. "That includes
Doc Savage’'s aids, and your other visitors. Your own nen do not know the secret, ny identity or
yours. "

Fl at head Si npson chuckl ed very hoarsely.

"I't would be of considerable interest to Washington to learn ny real identity."

He | aughed in mirthless anusenent. Krag nodded.

"They all go, of course,"” he said. "Except the girl. She is inportant to ne."

Fl at head shook his head.

"Today, she is delightful. Tonorrow, she may be a nenace. My country does not recogni ze such
sentinments. She nust die with the rest of the neddl esone persons."

The young masterm nd si ghed. He shrugged his shoul ders.

"l thought a great deal of her," he said. "But, as you say, pleasure should not interfere with
busi ness. "

Monk groaned as he was prodded on up the coulee and toward the cave in which Doc Savage's other
four aids were inprisoned. As he got there, he heard another voice.

"l hope yuh guys’ll let me an’ Scar outta here when yuh put that ape in."

CGoat Smith | ooked out with his curious face. He and the scar-faced pilot had recovered fromthe
anaest hetic capsul es Renny had broken on the floor of the cavern.

The two gunnmen who thrust Monk inside tried to et Goat and Scar out. But Doc’s aids all headed
for the door behind them There was a nél ée at the iron grille. In the end, Mnk was thrust inside.
But CGoat Smith and his conpani on remai ned inside as well.

THE Di esel s, dynanps and cyclotrons of the rustling death were |ocated within sight of the cavern
in which Doc’s aids were inprisoned. On a wide platformbeside the machinery, there were now five
persons.

One of themwas Krag, who began manipulating a small but intricate instrument panel. Beside him
inspecting the operations for his | eader, was Flathead Sinpson. Fox Strang was nerely an interested
spectator. The other two watchers were tightly bound. They were Senator Watherton and his niece.
Their presence was Fl athead’s idea. The spy had a tw sted sense of hunor.

"It will please ne to have one of the nation’s |egislators watch the denonstration of the power |
amgoing to take away with ne," he said. "Even if the esteened senator then nust die."

Krag had becone so imersed in his invention that nothing el se seened to interest him He | ooked
at his watch, then gave quick orders to Fox Strang. The gang | eader directed the clearing of



imtation foliage that canoufl aged the machinery of the rustling death. Krag turned to the foreign
agent .

"An air-mail plane will be along within half an hour," he said. "She will by flying at ten
thousand feet. Wthin half a dozen seconds, | will conpletely disintegrate the ship."

FI at head nodded.

"But is so nuch nachinery necessary at all tines?"

Krag shook his head.

"I will cut out the dynanpbs and Diesels entirely. The portable storage transformer will carry the
full load. It will—=

A plaintive voice interrupted him

"l wish yuh honbres’d let Scar an’ ne outta here, now. W got them Doc Savage honbres hogtied."
Krag flinched in annoyance. Fl athead | eaned over toward him whispered in his ear.

"They' ve all got to take it, anyway," he snarled. "Let themout and give themthe rustling death
while we are waiting for your mail plane."

Krag nodded. A smile of cruelty twisted his lips. He jerked his head at Fox Strang. The gang boss
| eaped to obey. He raced to the cavern prison and funbled with the grilled door. The tall,
long-faced man with the Western drawl anbl ed out, followed by the nore squat Scar. The iron door
cl anged again. Fox Strang nuttered. He seened to have some trouble with the | ock.

The tall Westerner anbled slowy toward the machinery of the rustling death. Suddenly, Krag
rapped out orders.

"Smith, Scar! Stand still!"

A snarl escaped Krag’'s |lips as he stepped up the lever of a rheostat. A faint rustling sound
filled the air. The two nmen stood stock-still, expressions of surprise frozen on their faces.
"They are only getting a touch of it, now, " Krag explained to the foreign agent. "The control is
conpletely flexible."

A yell welled up fromthe cavern prison then.

"Wy, yuh sidewindin’ son of a Mex coyote, yuh think that there is ne an’ yo're doubl e-crossin’
ne! "

Goat Smith, clad in his shirt and shorts, burst out of the cavern grille and started plunging
down the side of the coulee. He began to yell as he ran.

"Hey, fellers! This lobo’s fixin to kill the bunch of us who know anythin’ ‘bout this business."
Gangsters who had been on guard with Tommy-guns began to nmutter. Krag grew nervous. One hand hit
the rheostat, shut it off accidentally. The "Goat Smth" and "Scar" who had anbled fromthe cave
before, fell down at the sudden rel ease of power. Wde-brinmred hats rolled fromtheir heads. Mnk
and Ham scranbled to their feet, rushed toward the control panel of the rustling death.

The real Goat Snmith, followed by Scar, also in shirt and shorts, plunged toward the figure of
Krag. They were yelling about the double cross. Krag was in the middle. Monk and Ham hit himfirst,
before he had a chance to get his hands back on the rheostat.

Monk waded in yelling. Hamfell across the instrunent panel, blocking any attenpt to get at that.
Into that situation, Renny’s big voice booned.

"Here's the real Jan Vanderlee. He was tied up back in the sane cavern we were in!"

The young man with the pale face and pointed features raced out of the cave and toward the w de
platform A gasp of ammzenent escaped Nada Moirrell’s lips. Jan ran directly to her and began to
untie the bonds that held her.

Gangsters with machi ne guns appeared fromthe di mess of the coul ee’s heavy underbrush. They
seened undeci ded as to what they should do. Fox Strang’s brittle voice began to yell.

"It's all atrick! Don't fall for it! Doc Savages nen are trying to nake suckers out of you.
They're the ones to kill. Get them"

The nmobsters pressed closer. One of themtentatively touched the trigger rel ease of his
Tommy-gun. It went br-r-r-r-t! But he hadn’'t been aiming at anything in particular. He yelled at his
conpani ons.

"Fox is right. Let's get them guys."

It was difficult to decide anything by shooting. Goat Smith, Scar, Krag and Monk were one bl ur of
action. Mnk was yelling at the top of his voice. Ham |eaning on the instrunent panel stood it as
Il ong as he could. Then he hurled hinself in to help Mnk. The npbsters were about deci ded who their
eneny was when a voice that nade themall hesitate filled the air.

"Goat Smith is correct. Every one of you is scheduled to die because of your know edge of the
rustling death. Turn on your nasters. They are going to betray you with death!"

The voi ce was that of Doc Savage!

THE bronze man stepped into sight fromthe edge of the clearing. The gangsters gasped. Fox Strang
had been the one who identified the body in the burned plane as Doc. Fox had thought it was Doc. But
the nmobsters didn't believe that, now Wth yells of rage, they turned toward Fox Strang and

Fl at head Si npson.

Fox Strang began to run. Krag squirnmed fromthe tangle of nen in which he was battling. Mnk

reached out for his face, wenched away a plastic mask that had conpletely changed his features. The



real Krag was revealed then. It was the round, chubby face of Tester Lyons

Wth a scream of fear, Lyons began to run froman ugly thug with a Tommy-gun

In that instant, Flathead Sinpson acted. A crafty expression of triunph glittered in his eyes. He
| eaped to the instrument panel of the rustling death. Doc Savage was racing toward the foreign
agent. But the bronze man had been too far away. The spy tw sted the rheostat before Doc could reach
the platform

Doc Savage backed away

"Run!" he shouted. "All of you run. Go straight down the coulee. It is your only chance."

Fl at head Si npson | aughed raucously. He snarled instructions to his confederates. They huddl ed
behind himin a tightly knit group. Then Flathead twi sted the rheostat to its highest point. He
swung a device, somewhat similar to a directional radio beam down the coul ee. That was the
direction in which everyone was fl eeing

The scranbl e down the coul ee was a nmad rush of tangled bodies. The real Jan Vanderl|l ee pushed Nada
Morrel |l ahead of him Senator Weatherton, whom Vanderlee had al so freed, was close on their heels
Doc shouted sone of his instructions in Mayan

H's five aids rushed down the gulch, not understanding why they were fleeing a death that seened
a certainty. Flathead Sinpson paused just a nonent. He was enjoying the sight to the fullest

Per haps he visualized how an arny could be put to rout with the rustling death

"They will all die!" he snarled. "My leader will get the rustling death. And he will be saved
four mllion dollars. A traitor does not deserve that, anyway, no nmatter what country he is
betraying."

He | aughed harshly and swung his directional control device straight down the valley. The

horrible rustling of silk and crinoline rose to a crackling crescendo. The tenperature of the entire
valley rose as if a giant fire were raging beneath it. The curious, brain-nunbing throb of the
soundl ess pul sations beat down upon the fleeing nob

And between the death device and the others, a bronze figure nmoved with speed and precision. Doc
Savage was braving the rustling death in a mghty effort to save the lives of the others and to halt
the theft of a horrible device by enem es of the United States

THE bronze man was behaving in a peculiar fashion. He swept through the coul ee waving an

instrument that | ooked not unlike the portable sprays used in covering large fruit orchards with
insecticide.

Sweat poured fromhis body. The heat was nearly unbearabl e where he was racing back and forth

with his queer spraying machine. A nmulti-colored vapor hissed fromthe nozzle of the sprayer. The
air in the deep coulee was still, without a vestige of wind. The queer vapor hung in the air like
sone great artificial cloud

Bet ween the nachine of the rustling death and the cloud of vapor, trees snapped in two and began
to burn. Huge tinbers disintegrated. But behind that screen, nothing nmuch happened. The trenmendous
tenperature drove animals fromtheir lairs. Birds left their nests in a brilliant flurry.

But no life was taken. Trees did not burn or disintegrate. Doc Savage's gol d-fl aked eyes were
whirling like tiny windstorns as he watched the effect of his work. Then he raced off on a tangent
and cut behind the curtain of vapor

Doc was not where he was protected by the weird cloud wall he had erected. The bronze man

advanced swiftly fromone side of the coul ee. Flathead Sinpson was so intent upon the | ower end of
the coulee that he at first did not notice Doc Savage. He was cursing to himself in two |anguages
enraged with the |lack of sudden death he expected to be brought down by the nmachine that he
oper at ed

Then he saw Doc out of the corner of his eye. Wth a scream of rage, he whirled around and swept
his beamdirector toward the bronze man

It happened that the foreign agent’s countrynmen were between hinself and Doc. Wth screans of
terror, the spies fell to the wooden platform Doc Savage sent one hand up in a looping throw A
tiny glass ball sailed through the air, exploding behind the foreign agent. Sinpson started. He
lunged forward, tripped. He fell over the instrument panel, got his coat tangled up in the rheostat
He rolled off, fell in front of the beamdirector. Flathead screaned. The |ower part of his body
seenmed to dissolve into the air

Doc Savage skirted the beamdirector. He found the rheostat and shut it off. Instantly, the

om nous rustling sound ceased. Qui et descended upon the coul ee. Doc | ooked down at what was |eft of
Fl at head Sinpson. The flat skull seemed to have fallen off onto the wooden platform Doc picked it
up; he looked at the face that was now reveal ed

A slight frown of worry crossed the bronze nan's features. He replaced the flat skull which was
really an expert piece of nmake-up. Doc decided that the real identity of the nmaster spy who called
hi msel f Fl athead Si npson had better be for the confidential ears of Washington al one. Hysteria m ght
mean national tragedy follow ng the public indignation that would result fromtoo wide publicity of
his identity

DOC turned fromthe platformand ran lightly down the coulee to the flat stretch of sand where



Nada Morrell’s speed plane rested.

Tester Lyons, Fox Strang were on the ground, dead. Al so anpbng the fatalities were Goat Smith and
Scar .

"They shot it out," Ham expl ai ned. "Mst of the nobsters are over there."

He pointed toward the ruins of Doc’s ship. Mnk, a superfiring machine pistol in one hand, was
calmMy tossing what | ooked |like marbles at a huddl ed and very frightened group of gangsters. One by
one, the killers lay down and began to sleep. Mink was breaking anaesthetic gas bonbs in the m dst
of the nobsters. Later, they would be given a | onger sleeping potion, then be transported to Doc’s
"col |l ege" where they woul d undergo the operati on which would renove the tendency and nenory of
crine.

Jan Vanderl ee extricated hinmself somewhat unwillingly fromthe arms of Nada Morrell. He wal ked
toward Doc, frank gratitude in his eyes.

"l don’t pretend to understand what you did, M. Savage," he said. "All | can ask you to believe
is that what | had devel oped was not a death ray."

Doc nodded.

"You devel oped a renpte-control beam for boats, planes and torpedoes which could not be
intercepted," Doc said. "You were using a new application of ultrasonic rays."

Jan Vander| ee nodded. "But | don’t understand how=-

"King Cortlandt hired Tester Lyons to apply to you for a job," Doc said. "Cortlandt wanted to

find out what you had. He was a specul ator before he was a congressman. Lyons told hi mwhat he

t hought could be done as a result of your experinments, though you didn't realize it.

"You had experinented with neutrons, with electrons and with ultrasonic rays, individually. Lyons
found a way to conmbine themall. It has already been suggested to the arny that el ectrons al one,
carried on an ioni zed beamof ultraviolet light, be tried as a death ray. Tester Lyons bettered the
i dea and the equipnent. He used a carrier beamof ultraviolet, the electronic charge for destruction
and disintegration, and the ultrasonic ray for trenmendous heat and m nd-deadening qualities."

Long Tom who had just cone up with Renny and Johnny, overheard Doc’ s expl anation. The pale

el ectrical genius showed nore ani nmation than was usual for him

"CGee, Doc, | never saw anything like it. And the way you stopped the thing was tops."

The bronze man sel domclainmed credit for any of the many things he had done to save |ives and,
sonetimes, even nations. Long Tom had just isolated and anal yzed sone of the "fog" Doc had thrown in
the path of the directional beam of the death ray. He had al so recogni zed the spray device as an
instrument that had been in a fireproof conpartnment of Doc’s plane.

"Doc sprayed the air with a tinted gas that filtered out the ultraviolet light," Long Tom sai d.
"Wthout the ultraviolet carrier beamto ionize the atnobsphere, the air acted as an insulator and
stopped the death rays."

Ham was still a lawer to the end. Who was guilty and why were al ways the things Ham wanted to
know, rather than the scientific angles. He wanted to know about King Cortlandt.

"Cortlandt only wanted to use it as a nmeans of extorting noney and action on |egislation that

meant nmoney to him" Doc explained. "Lyons nerely worked for him Wen Tester blundered into the
death ray that Cortlandt had set up in his office and not told himabout, he decided to kill himand
take over. He al so knew what we had di scovered about Cortlandt. You will remenber that it was not
until after Cortlandt was killed that the foreign agents were able to nake any contact with Krag."
Monk gul ped. There was an expression of extrene enbarrassnent on his honely face.

"l see," he said. "Cortlandt was Krag until Tester took it over. Say, Doc—+ . . . | guess |

shoul dn’t have tied you up back there. | thought you were a little—=

Monk got red. He perspired. H's expression of enbarrassment changed to one of agony. Doc relieved
his m nd.

"You did properly,” he said. "Utrasound can conpl etely unhinge the mnd to the point where one
needs restraining. Fortunately, it is tenporary and | eaves w thout treatnent."

Monk sighed. A droning hum from overhead nade hi ml ook up. They all |ooked up. It was the nail

pl ane. Nada Morrell drew a deep breath.

"Just think—that was schedul ed for destruction."

"

THE END



