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Chapter 1. THE FI RST SPOOK

LEO BELL was a counter clerk in a Boston tel egraph office. Leo was |evel -headed. He certainly did
not believe in spooks. At |east, he did not believe in spooks at precisely ten o' clock at night, as
he noved behi nd the counter straightening the books of nessage bl anks.

At five mnutes past ten Leo's disbelief in spooks received a rude jarring.

It happened that Leo Bell was an anbitious young man who had studied the finer points of selling,
so, of course, he knew the inmportance of mmking things convenient for a customer, even the small
things. It was Leo's habit to place three or four books of message bl anks on the counter top so that
prospective senders of telegrans had nerely to step up and start witing.

As he went along tidying the counter, Leo exami ned each of these books, because carel ess
custoners sonetines went off and left scribbling on them At this particular exam nation, all of the
bl anks were clean and fresh, show ng unmarked sheets. Leo was sure of that. He renmenbered it
particularly.

Leo stood at the end of the counter and waited for a custoner. None cane in. Leo was positive of
that, al so.

No one even passed on the street outside. It was very quiet.

Then the wast ebasket upset.

The wast ebasket was not placed exactly where it should have been - near the witing table - but
was out about a yard fromthe table. It upset noisily. Trash fell out.

Leo Bell |eaned over the counter and his eyes popped. He licked his lips. Then he rubbed a hand
over his eyes. Finally, he wal ked around the counter. He thought a cat or a dog m ght have gotten
into the wastebasket. But there was no cat or dog.

Leo straightened the basket, then stood and scratched his head, trying to decide what had
overturned the basket, and failing to reach any satisfactory conclusion, he noved over to the
counter. There, he got his next shock.

The tel egraph bl anks there had borne no witing when he arranged them a nonent before. But one
now bore a nessage printed in heavy but sonewhat uncertain strokes. It read:

DOC SAVAGE

NEW YORK CI TY

MATTER OF VI TAL DANGER TO THOUSANDS MERI TS YOUR ATTENTI ON STOP PLEASE BOARD BOSTON TO NEW YORK
PASSENGER PLANE OF EXCELSI OR Al RWAYS AT NOON TOMORROW STOP GET ABOARD | N BOSTON STOP SUGGEST YOU USE
DI SGUI SE AND BE PREPARED FOR HI DEOQUS AND AMAZI NG EXPERI ENCE

A N ONYMOUS

(1440 Powder Road)

Leo Bell stared at the message, noting that it was narked to be sent collect at destination. He
was dunfounded. He felt as if cold water had trickled unexpectedly down the back of his neck. He
eyed the address on the nessage and shook his head, because he knew, from past experience, that a
tel egram addressed to one man in a city as large as New York had very little chance of being

del i vered.

Leo carried the nmessage back to the night manager.

"l have here a straight tel egram addressed to Doc Savage in New York City," he told the night
manager. "I think we should get a better address."

"Where have you been all your |ife?" demanded the manager.



"Huh?" Leo blinked.

"1 thought everybody had heard of Doc Savage," said the other.

LEO asked, "Who is this Doc Savage?"

The ni ght manager opened his nmouth as if to speak, but did not.

"Wait," he said. "I'll show you something."

The ni ght manager wal ked to his desk in the rear. The night nanager was a studi ous individual.
There was a | arge book open on his desk. The counter clerk knew this book was a |ate work outlining
in brief the discoveries of scientists during the past ten years or so. The ni ght manager was
interested in different branches of science. He riffled through the pages, and opened themto the
section narked, "Light."

"Read this," he advised, and pointed out a paragraph.

Sonme to the nobst advanced study of the dispersion of doubly refracting and naturally gyrating
subst ances has been conducted by C ark Savage, Jr., (better known as Doc Savage).

Leo Bell asked, "What are naturally gyrating and doubly refracting substances?"

"Never mnd," said the night nanager.

He opened the book at another section marked, "Chemistry," and said, "Read this."

Great inpetus has been given colorinetric analysis by recent work of Doc Savage.

Before Leo coul d speak, the night manager turned to another part of the book marked,
"Electricity," and pointed out an item

To Doc Savage, the field of electric science is indebted for new theories concerning velocity of
propagation of electro-magnetic effects through air.

The ni ght manager hurriedly shifted to a portion of the volune designated as dealing with
"Surgery."

One of the greatest nmethods of recent years for the intravenous administration of hypertonic
solutions in delicate brain operations is credited to Doc Savage.

Leo Bel |l expl oded.

"Whew! " he gul ped. "That guy Doc Savage seens to be tops at everything!"

The ni ght manager grinned. "There's a note at the front of this book about him It says that Doc
Savage has one of the nost renarkable brains of any man ever to live. It says he is a nental
marvel . "

They both re-read the tel egram which had been found on the counter blank. Leo Bell now broached
the subject of the upsetting wastebasket and the nysterious appearance of the m ssive, but he spoke
hesitantly, and none too firmy, because the whole thing seened ridicul ous.

The ni ght manager | aughed hi m down.

"Sonmebody cane in and |eft the nessage," he said. "OF course we'll send it!"

They sent it.

HALF an hour later, the tel ephone rang, and Leo Bell answered it. He heard the npbst striking

voi ce to which he had ever listened. It was a nan's voice, and even over the tel ephone it had
inpressive quality and a tone of great flexibility and power under careful restraint. There was
sonet hi ng conpel | i ng about the voice.

"This is Doc Savage speaking from New York Cty,
fromyour office tonight, was it not?"

So gripping was the unusual voice that Leo Bell had to swallow twi ce to | oosen his own vocal
cords.

"Yes, sir," he said.

"Wl you describe the sender, please," Doc Savage requested over the tel ephone.

"I c-can't," Leo Bell stuttered. It was the first time he had stuttered in years.

"Why not?" queried the unusual voice.

The mnysterious circunstances surroundi ng the appearance of the nmessage then came out. Doc Savage
heard it through without comrent, then advised, "There is probably no A, N. Onynous listed in your
directory."

Leo Bell looked in the directory.

"No," he said. "There is not."

"The name was the result of a trick witing of the word 'anonynous, Doc pointed out. "The
dictionary defines an anonynous work as one of unknown authorship, which seens to fit this case. Ws
there an address of sender given on the nessage?"

"There was."

"What was it?"

"1440 Powder Road," said Leo Bell, after consulting the nessage.

"There is no such address in Boston," Doc Savage said, and hung up.

Leo blinked dazedly after the connection was broken, wondering how Doc Savage had known the
address was a fake - and it was indeed false. Leo ascertained a nonment |ater, upon consulting the
street directory. There was no such nunmber on Powder Road.

Leo wondered vaguely if Doc Savage did not know as nuch about Boston as he did about the

di fferent branches of science. Leo woul d have been surprised.

The two enpl oyees in the tel egraph office discussed the happening through the remainder of their

the voice said. "Atelegramto nme was filed

P



tour of duty. It seened as if something snmacki ng of high adventure had touched thembriefly, and
they rather liked the manner in which it spiced their humdrumlives

They woul d have |iked nmore of it. But this was, fortunately, or unfortunately, as near as they
were to conme to the chain of horror and nystery which followed the sending of the strange nmessage
The affair really got under way the next day at noon

THE Excel si or Airways was anpong the nobst nodern lines serving the east coast of the United

States. Their planes were huge tri-notored jobs carrying a pilot, co-pilot and a stewardess in the
crew.

The seats were confortable, and each bore a nunber, for it was customary for passengers to nake
seat reservations in advance. The passengers who got aboard were prosperous-1|ooking individuals
busi ness persons obviously - with one exception

The fat man was not the one exception. There was nothing particularly outstanding about him He
was neither |arger nor smaller than the average portly man. H's gray suit was neat, well-tailored
The only thing which characterized himat all was the black felt hat which he wore, and his

whi t e-gol d-ri mmed spectacl es which he adjusted fromtine to tine as if they were not confortable
This fat nman presented two tickets. These called for seats |ocated one behind the other. The fat
man wal ked sl oWy down the aisle and took the rearnpst of the two seats which his tickets called
for.

If any one noticed there was sonething just a bit strange in that, they gave no sign

And if there was nothing exceptional about the appearance of the fat man, there was a great dea
out of the ordinary about the |ast passenger to enter the ship. The size of this man was trenmendous
He had to bend over nuch nore than any one el se as he came down the plane aisle

Nor was his great size the |least of the man's marked qualities. His face was sonmething w th which
to frighten infants. It was scarred, in fearsome fashion. The ears were thickened, tufted with
welts. One of the eyes drooped al nost shut. Over the brows, there were rolls of gristle which m ght
have been put there by much poundi ng. Wen the man opened his nmouth, he showed nunerous gold teeth
The passengers | ooked at himcuriously. The mark of the man's trade was unm stakable. He was a
prize-fighter.

The pugilistic-appearing individual |urched down the aisle, came to the vacant seat ahead of the
fat man, | ooked around, saw the closing of the plane door to indicate no nore passengers were
expected, and started to take the enpty seat

"No, no!" the fat man squaw ed

He |l eaped to his feet, gave the scarred giant a lusty shove, and | ooked very belligerent

The other kept his balance with the ease of a man who m ght have received many lusty belts in the
squared ring

"\What sa i dea?" he grow ed

He had a voice fully as pleasant as the sound of a heavy box being dragged over a concrete

floor.

"l reserved this seat and paid for it!" snapped the fat man

The prizefighter scow ed. His scarred face was terrible. He gave the appearance of being but
little |l ess dangerous than an angry lion, and he seened on the point of doing violence to the other
But finally, when the hostess approached and indicated the seat which he had paid for was in the
rear, but on the side of the plane which would be in the sun, he shrugged

"You needn't have been tough about it!" he rasped to the fat man, and padded back to his rear

seat .

The plane took off w thout nore incident. To all appearances, there was to be no nore excitenent
during the flight. But appearances are deceptive

IT was near New York that one of the passengers forward reached up and jerked open the w ndow
beside his seat. No doubt he wanted to thrust his head out and stare at the skyscrapers of
Manhatt an, which were coming into view ahead and bel ow.

As a result of the wi ndow being opened, a strong wi nd whipped into the plane cabin.

Swept by the gale, a square of paper appeared over the back of the enpty seat in front of the fat
man. |t slapped into the face of the fat man. Startled, he grabbed at it, and securing it, naturally
glanced at it.

The results of that one | ook at the paper which had been bl own over the back of the enpty chair
were surprising. The fat nan lifted slightly in his seat, as if his I eg nuscles had tensed. Hs
nmout h canme open and round; his eyes grew equally round. He was naturally a florid man, and it was
distinctly noticeable that he becane pal e. Suddenly he sagged back in the chair as if sonme nerve
cord had been cut

He sat there for sone tine. Then he reached under his coat, thrust a hand beneath the left arnpit
and brought out a stubby but deadl y-Iooking revolver. Sinultaneously, he wenched at his hip pocket
and produced a handkerchi ef. He w apped the handkerchi ef around the nmuzzle of the gun as he stood
up

He | eaned over the back of the enpty seat in front of him There was an expression of wld
desperation on his features

Hi s gun went off three tines, as rapidly as he could pull the trigger. The reports were |oud



In the mddle of the shooting, a shriek piped out. It was an eerie, hideous shriek, a sound which
hel d the rasp of death.

The fat man sat down and w apped both arms over his head and face. The way he did this was very
strange.

Then the voice sounded. It was a strangl ed voi ce, one which was |abored, gurgling, and hardly
understandable. It said four words - really two pairs of words with a slight pause between the first
pair and the second. Just where the words cane from it was inpossible to say. The fat man had his
mouth covered with his arnms. The other passengers were watching the fat man and not each other. But
al mrost every one heard the words, which sounded above the uproar.

"Doc Savage - be careful!"

Chapter 2. NUT?

THE average American lives in a high-pressure world where things happen with rapidity. He is not
inclined to becone wildly excited about an occurrence which does not nenace himdirectly.

These pl ane passengers were no exceptions. They nerely | ooked around. Those farthest away stood
up. Nobody screaned. Nobody yell ed.

The stewardess went forward and said sonething to the two men in the control conpartnment. The
assistant pilot left his seat, came back and confronted the fat man with the revol ver.

"What's the idea, brother?" he demanded.

The man with the gun noistened his lips, then reached up and absently adjusted his black felt

hat .

"I"'mterribly sorry," he said.

The co-pilot did not seeminpressed, but repeated, "Wat was the idea?"

The plunp man becane glib.

"I aman actor," he said. "I was nmentally rehearsing a scene frommy new show. My enthusiasm got
the better of ne, and before | realized this was no place for such a thing, | had | eaped up and
reenacted a bit fromny part."

The fat man was still standing up, and he absently reached around and stowed his handkerchief in
a hip pocket. The paper which had bl own over the back of the enpty seat was still in the hand which
hel d the handkerchi ef.

The man carefully stowed the paper in an inner pocket.

The assistant pilot whipped out a hand suddenly and seized the other's gun before he could
resist.

"You m ght have shot sonebody," he said angrily.

The portly man rolled his eyes, then fixed them downward at the enpty seat. Perspiration beads
cane out fromunder the band of his black hat.

"I fired blank cartridges," he said.

The associate pilot broke open the gun, ejected the cartridges, and three enpties and two sl ugs
cane out. Wth a finger he indicated the | eaden pellets in the two unfired cartridges.

"This don't look like it," he said.

"The first three were blanks!" the plunmp man gul ped.

"Yeah?" The flier scomed. "I'll see about that. The bullets should have hit sonmewhere."

He | eaned over, as if to get into the enpty seat and hunt for bullet holes.

The fat man did a surprising thing. He | eaped back, threw out his arns dramatically and began to
speak in a stagelike voice.

"The nortal noon hath her eclipse endured,” he intoned. "And the sad augurs nock their own
presage. Incertainties now crown thensel ves assured, and peace -

The associ ate pil ot straightened.

"What the hell?" he denanded.

" Shakespeare,” declared the plunp man. "The suprene dramatist, my good fellow The suprene
dramatist! And a very good friend he was indeed" The man wi nked and crossed two fingers. "He and |
were like that."

The pilot smled slightly and his weather-beaten features assunmed a knowi ng | ook. He wi nked at
the other passengers, then dropped an armover the fat man's shoul der.

"So you and Shakespeare were buddies," he said, with the manner of one agreeing with a person he
consi ders insane. "Tell nme about it, mster. |'ve always wanted to neet soneone who knew
Shakespeare. "

"Shakespeare was the suprenme dramatist," said the fat man. "Knowing hi mwas a pleasure, a suprene
pl easure. Indeed it was!"

"Sure, sure," said the pilot.

The aviator thrust the portly one down in his seat, then sat on the chair armand encouraged him
to talk ranblingly of Shakespeare, who had been dead hundreds of years. The plane swung down toward
the landing field.

The passengers had been interested in the little drama. Two or three had crowded cl ose, anong
these the big fell ow who | ooked like a prizefighter. He had | ooked closely at the enpty seat into
whi ch the gun had been di scharged.

There were no holes or tears in the seat where a bullet mght have struck.



The prizefighter individual went back to his seat. Seated in such a position that no one could
see his hands, he opened one hand and exam ned the object which it held. This was the fat man's
handker chi ef, the one which had been w apped around the gun nuzzle. It had been filched fromthe
owner w th consunmate cl everness.

There were hol es in the handkerchi ef, undoubtedly hol es made by | eaden bullets ripping through.
THE pl ane | anded wi thout event, and the portly man arose to get his baggage and disenbark with
the rest of the passengers. But the co-pilot grasped his armfirmy and requested, "Please wait."
The plunmp man's next words were not nearly as inane as his earlier ranblings.

"What for?" he demanded.

"Shakespeare wants to see you," said the flier.

It looked as if the portly one was on the point of venting an explosive, "Hell!" but he did not.
I nstead, he stated, "Shakespeare has been dead a long tine."
"Well, you'd better talk to this fellow who says he is Shakespeare," said the assistant pilot,

and went forward to consult with the airport operations manager.

They di scussed the fat man and the shots.

"He's daffy," said the co-pilot. "Sonething ought to be done about a guy like that running around
with a gun. He'll kill sonebody."

"Put himin a car and take himto the police station," suggested the manager.

"Cood idea," agreed the co-pilot.

"The pilot will help you," added the manager.

There were two observers to this conference, neither of whomwas cl ose enough to overhear. The
fat man was one, standing and funbling his black hat uncertainly. The prizefighter individual was
anot her, al though he | ooked on in a fashion calcul ated not to arouse suspicion. He was ostensibly
funbl i ng over his baggage.

The plane had enptied by now, and nechanics had appeared to wheel it into a hangar. One of them
drove a small caterpillar tractor, which was hitched to the ship and pulled it toward the hangar.
The pilot and co-pil ot approached the fat man.

"We're going to take you to this guy who clains to be Shakespeare," said the pilot.

The plunp fellow put a very serious | ook under the black hat.

"The man is an inposter!" he declared |loudly. "He cannot be Shakespeare, because | am
Shakespeare! "

The instant he got that out, the man spun and |l eaped wildly in the direction of the operations
of fice. The abruptness of his nove took the pilot and his assistant by surprise. By the tinme they
started in pursuit, their quarry was already passing through the operations office door. He slanmmed
the panel. The spring | ock clicked.

Pilot and co-pilot hit the door with their shoulders. It held. They bounced back, |ooked at each
ot her.

"He's sure bats!" said the pilot.

Inside, the fat man nade a silent snarl when he heard that. Hi s face had been benign, a bit
vacuous. The snarl turned it into the visage of an animal.

He fanned a gl ance around the room There was a desk, a typewiter. He | eaped to the typewiter,
seized it and used it as a clunmsy club, and with one driving bl ow, snashed gl ass and net al
crosspieces froma windowin the rear wall. The aperture was hardly anple to pass his plunp frane,
and he struck again, so violently that his black hat fell off. Then he started to junp through.
H's eyes lighted on a small group of men standing a short distance away. He waved his arnms and
caught their attention.

The fat man now nmade a remarkabl e series of gestures with his hands. These gestures were small -
such casual novenments as mght be made unthinkingly by a man who was nerely idling tinme away. He
rubbed thunb and forefinger together. He made various kinds of fists. He drummed soundl essly with
his fingers.

Al of these snall gestures were nade with |ightning speed, and the group of nen whomthe fat
fell ow had sighted saw them and when they were finished, one went through the notion of adjusting
his right coat sleeve slightly.

The fat man's nmanner showed that the sleeve adjusting was a signal that his other pantom m ng had
been under st ood.

The fat man now turned, picked up his black hat, put it on, went over to a mirror and tried three
or four grins before he got one which was particularly silly. Wth it fixed on his face, he opened
the door and adnmitted the excited pilot and his assistant.

"What on earth has so excited you fell ows?" he denmanded cal my.

THE nmen to whomthe fat individual had signal ed were no | onger standing inactively. They had
noved at a fast wal k toward the hangar where the passenger plane had been haul ed. The noisy little
caterpillar tractor was still attached to the plane, and three field attendants were assisting in
storing the air giant.

The attendants stared in surprise at the group to whomthe fat man had signal ed. The nmen had

stal ked into the hangar w thout speaking.

There were six nmen in the group. They ranged froma young fell ow who | ooked as if he mght be a



hi gh school student to a white-haired individual who | ooked as if he were past sixty. None of them
wore flashy clothing, but all were neat. Neither would any of themattract attention because of
their garb. They m ght have been a party of conservatively dressed business people. It was certain
that all of their faces were above the average in intelligence

"What do you want?" demanded one of the airport flunkies

One of the six strangers coughed twice. It was obviously a signal - for all six men drew

revol vers and pistols of various sizes and calibres

"Silence," said the one who had coughed. "W want a lot of it, too!"

The attendant stuttered, "Wwwhat's t-t-the idea?"

"Turn around," directed the spokesman. Stand with your backs to us."

The attendants conplied, which was obviously the sensible thing to do

Two of the six nice |ooking strangers kept the attendants covered while the other four went to

the plane, opened the cabin door and scranbl ed inside. The plane, being |arge and high, could not be
surveyed fromthe |level of the hangar floor. One of the attendants, turning his head, could not see
what the four in the ship were doing

Anot her of the attendants did not waste nore than a single glance on the ship, then shifted his
attention to a row of oil druns a few feet fromwhere he stood, a row three drunms thick and al nost
as high as his own belt, and extending several yards to a small side door used by the mechanics
Thi s door was open

One of the four strangers in the plane all but fell out of the cabin door. He was highly

perturbed

"It ain't herel" he said shrilly.

"But did you look in the seat?" squawl ed the spokesman

"Yeah," said the other. "W went all over the ship. W even got down on our hands and knees and
felt around.”

The spokesman was the nice-looking old man with the white hair. He began to curse. He stopped

qui ckly, however, and spun and grabbed one of the attendants

"That plane door was cl osed when we got here," he snapped. "Was it open at any tine while you

were hauling the plane fromin front of the operations office?"

"l d-don't k-know," stuttered the grease-nonkey.

One of the nice-looking nen said, "Damm it, anyhow The door was open when the passengers got

out. That was enough!"

At this point, the attendant who had been | ooking at the oil druns decided this was his chance

He gave a great |leap, sailed over the druns, landed in their shelter and scuttled for the door

The men with the guns yelled at him They fired, but their bullets only made oil |eak fromthe
drums.

The attendant got outside through the door, slammed it, secured the hasp fastening, then ran away
as fast as he could

THE shots threw the airport into an uproar. Two nmen loading mail into a postal service truck drew
their guns and took shelter behind their vehicle

The group of nice-1ooking men came racing fromthe hangar. The mail guards yelled at themto

stop, and were pronptly shot at. They fired back. A pitched battle ensued, with the raiders
retreating toward two sedans which were parked on the airport road

They reached the machines, dived inside and drove off at high speed. The mail truck tried to
pursue, but its tires, were pronptly punctured with bullets

There was nmuch running and shouting, but the pilot of the Boston plane and his assistant kept a
tight grip on their fat prisoner. The latter was now talking quite rationally and insisting he had
never claimed to be Shakespeare

After some delay, a plane took the air to scout for the two fleeing sedans

The burly individual who | ooked like a prizefighter - the sane who had been a passenger in the
plane - was still at the airport. As a matter of fact, it was he who suggested that a plane be sent
up in search for the sedans

He had been observing proceedi ngs nore closely than any one suspected. But he renained in the
background, and no one paid himparticular attention, except to give his unusual appearance a second
scrutiny.

Two ot her individuals were not receiving nuch attention. These gentlenen had not even put

thensel ves in marked evidence. They were in a car parked on the large |lot reserved for spectators at
the airport

The machine was small, unobtrusive. Only a very close scrutiny would have shown that its notor

was not the one provided by the manufacturer, but one with nearly three tinmes as nuch power, and
that the wi ndows were of thick bulletproof glass and the body of arnor steel

The two nmen sat slunped down in their seats. Fromtinme to time they pressed small but powerfu

bi noculars to their eyes. In each case, the glasses were focused on the burly man who had the
appearance of a pugili st

The pilot and his assistant were arguing with the fat nman

"l certainly cannot recall insisting | was Shakespeare," asserted the latter. "Nor do | renenber



firing a revolver in your plane."
"Maybe we're wong," the pilot said
The fat man noistened his |ips, |ooked indecisive, then shrugged el aborately.

"I guess | will have to tell you nen ny weakness," he said

The pilot |ooked interested. "Wat do you nean?"

"l nmust have been airsick," said the fat man. "I have. a peculiar ailnent. Wen | becone airsick
or seasick, | grow slightly demented. Once, when crossing the Atlantic, | was unbal anced the whol e
way over."

"Hmmm?" The pilot did not seemvery inpressed

"l hope you two nen are not going to enbarrass me by turning me over to the police," the plunp

man sai d anxi ously.

Wth a noisy whoop fromits exhaust stacks, the plane which had taken off to search for the two
sedans cane in and | anded. The pilot got out and reported that he had found the two cars, but that
by flying, low, he had peered inside and ascertai ned that they were abandoned. The group of

ni ce-1 ooki ng men had escaped

The pilot of the Boston plane gave the fat man's arma tug and said, "Cone on."

"What are you going to do?" demanded the prisoner

"W're going to enbarrass you," said the pilot, "by turning you over to the police for
observation."

THE pil ot used his own car, an open touring, and he got behind the wheel, designating the task of
guarding the fat man to the assistant pilot. The latter was husky, and he had a gun

"l thought for a while that you were nuts," he advised their guest. "But now you seemall right
Just keep in mind that if you try any funny business I'mliable to blow holes in you."

"Even riding in a car makes ne airsick, or seasick, or landsick, or whatever it is, sonetines,"
said the fat man.

"You'd better hope this is not one of the tinmes," the other told him

They drove out of the airport

The prizefighter individual had been loitering, but now he cane to life, striding out onto the
gravel area where the cars were parked. He paused beside a nmachi ne which was enpty. This was a
coupé. The windows were up. The man's hand made a series of |ightning-fast gestures, as if he were
witing on one of the w ndows.

There was, however, no visible mark on the w ndow when he wal ked on

The pugilistic-1ooking one got into a roadster. This machine was |ong, sonbre, a vehicle designed
to escape notice, to nerge unobtrusively with other traffic. On this car, too, a close exam nation
woul d have shown tires filled with particularly soft sponge rubber, tires which could not be
punctured readily with bullets, and an enornous notor, along with arnor plate and gl ass which coul d
not be penetrated by ordinary bullets

The roadster raced out of the parking lot, the grind of its tires on the gravel alnost its only
sound, and speeded after the touring car bearing the two fliers and the fat man who had fired the
nmysterious shots in the plane

The two nen who had been waiting, and occasionally using the binoculars, in the small car, now

whi pped open a door of the nachine and alighted

The first to appear had an astoundi ng physique. H's height was little greater than that of a boy
in his early teens, but he had shoulders, arnms, a bull neck that a professional westler wuld have
envied. H s head was a nubbin with an enornous slash for a nmouth and eyes like snmall, bright beads
sunken in deep pits of gristle. Reddish hair only slightly |less coarse than rusty shingle nails
covered his frame. A stranger woul d not have to encounter the man in a very dark alley to think he
had nmet a bull ape

The second man was slender, with |ean hips and an hourgl ass wai st. Hi s not unhandsome face was
notable for its large orator's nouth. The man was attired to sartorial perfection, his frock coat
afternoon trousers, gray vest and silk topper left nothing to be desired. The costune was set off
perfectly by the slender black cane which he carried

The man who was a fashion plate wheeled to get a small |eather case fromthe car

"Hurry up, Ham" the apish individual urged. He had a tiny voice which was rem niscent of a snal
child tal ki ng

"Ham" - Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks - the dressed-up one, got the case. It was about
the size of those used to carry home-novie canmeras. He carried it as they ran to the coupé, on the
wi ndows of which the prizefighter individual had been seen to wite - yet had left no visible traces
of writing.

"Hold the lantern case, Mnk," directed the dapper man

The gorillalike "Mnk" - Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair - took the | eather case. Ham
mani pul ated the devi ce which he had extracted, an apparatus outwardly resenbling a small

ol d-fashioned magic lantern. He turned it on the coupé wi ndow, threw a switch on the apparatus

The lantern itself threw no visible light. But upon the glass of the car window lettering
appeared. It was very faint, alnost indistinguishable in the sunlight, a nebulous tracery of eerie
electric blue. Not without sonme squinting difficulty, Mnk read it



Fol | ow and keep out of sight.

There was no signature, but the witing itself was so distinctive that it needed no signature, it
was nachi ne-perfect.

Nei t her Monk nor Ham commented on the nmanner in which the nessage had been brought out. Ham
switched off the lantern - it was in reality a projector of "black light," or ultra-violet |ight
whi ch was invisible to the naked eye, but which had the property of naking certain substances gl ow,
or fluoresce.

The witing on the glass had been done with a chal k which left no visible mark, but only a

traci ng whi ch woul d gl ow when subjected to the ultra-violet beam

"Things are | ooking up," grinned the small-voi ced Mnk.

"Cone on you mssing link!" Hamtold hi munkindly. The tone was insulting but it seemed to neke
no i npression on the honmely Monk. They turned toward their car.

From down the road came a series of distant rapping sounds.

"Shots!" Mnk squeaked.

Chapter 3. NO CHANCES

THE dapper Ham seened to be a little faster on his feet, although the api sh Monk noved with
fantastic speed for one of such grotesque physique. Hamreached their car first, whipped open the
door and dived for the wheel.

Qut of the car cane a |loud, displeased squeal. There was a flurry of novement. A pig which had
been in the front seat shot over onto the rear cushions. The pig had enornous ears, and as he
junped, the ears had the appearance of wings. The shote was |ong-I|egged, |ean-bodied, incredibly
ugly.

Monk, rumbling angrily, sent out one huge hand and closed it about the dapper Hams throat.

"You ki cked Habeas Corpus!" he gritted. "I gotta notion to see how easy your head cones off!"
Ham made croaki ngs past the fingers constricting his throat. He tried to slug the apish Mnk in
the pit of the stomach, and the sound was much as if his knuckles had rapped a hard wall. He
grimaced in agony, and funbled at his black cane. The cane cane apart near the handl e, revealing the
fact that it housed a sword with a long, razor-sharp blade. This blade was tipped for three or four
inches with a sticky-1ooking substance.

Monk rel eased his throat grip before the nenace of the sword cane tip and dodged back. His
movenents were so fast that they barely could be followed with the eye. Ham swal | owed twice, then
sharled, "I didn't kick that hog, but sonetime |I'mgonna bob his tail off right next to his ears!"
The two | ooked at each other with what seened genuine, utter hate.

From down the road, the sound of nore shots drifted.

"Step on it you overdressed shyster," Mnk grow ed

Ham put the car in notion. H's driving was expert. They were far down the road before the | ast of
the gravel which their wheels kicked up had fallen back to the airport parking |ot.

This was the sane road which passed the airport, and fromthe city out to the airport it was wide
and wel| paved, but here, beyond the flying field, it was narrow, rutted, flanked by high weeds and
smal | -trees. Side roads, barely nore than trails, branched off at infrequent intervals toward
scrawny shacks al nost lost fromsight in the shrubbery.

The car rocketed around a curve. Ahead, another car was cocked over into the ditch. It was the
machine driven by the pilot and his assistant. Three tires were flat.

Both fliers stood al ongside the nachine, arns held up rigidly.

Clustered about the car were the half dozen nice-looking nen who had rai ded the hangar. Al were
arned. Wth themwas the fat man whomthe two fliers had been taking to a police station.

There was no sign of the roadster bearing the individual who resenbled a prizefighter.

Ham bent over the wheel, clipped, "Wat'll we do?"

"Barge right in!" Mnk grunted.

Ham put nore wei ght on the accel erator. Mnk grabbed door handl es and cranked. It becanme apparent
that the unusual car was fitted with two sets of glass. The second had conceal ed panels, which now
cane into view, were thicker and equi pped with thin | oophole slits reénforced with steel bullet
defl ectors.

When he had raised all of the shields, Monk dug a peculiar weapon froman arnpit holster. This
gun resenbl ed an oversize automatic with a drum nagazine. Its mechani sm | ooked intricate.

Ham trod the brakes, jockeyed the wheel. Tires shrieked on the roadway, the car rocked and
finally came to a stop not many yards fromthe ditched touring car.

Two of the nice-looking men broke for the brush al ong side the road.

"Hold it!" Monk conmanded, his small voice suddenly a great how . "Get your hands up!"

One of the nen whipped up a revolver and blasted a bullet at the homely Monk.

THE slug hit the thick bulletproof glass shield with a noisy clank and left a spider web of fine
cracks. A flattened blob, the lead fell back to the road.

The pilot | eaped at the gunman, swung a fist fromnear his heels and knocked the man flat on his
back.

"Get down!" Monk roared at him "W can handle this!"

Monk then shifted the nuzzle of his unusual gun toward the fleeing pair. The, weapon enitted an



ear-splitting roar, a sound not unlike the note of a gigantic bullfiddl e. Beside the running pair,
weeds and snall shrubs upset as if cut off by an invisible scythe.

Both fugitives stopped, stunned. They had not been touched by the stormof bullets, but they were
scared, know ng the weapon was a machi ne pistol of a type they had never before encountered.

"Get '"emup, get '"emup!" Mnk squawl ed. "All | gotta do is make one pass and you guys are named
mud! "

It was not a situation which afforded opportunity for much debate. Guns were dropped. An

aut omati c expl oded fromthe shock of striking the road, but its wild bullet hit no one. Hands went
up.

Monk and Ham both heaved out of the car. Mnk's pet pig, Habeas Corpus, followed them

The two airnen | ooked sonewhat dazed.

"What in the devil is this all about?" the assistant pilot demanded.

Monk nenaced carel essly the nice-1ooking men with his machine pistol.

"Maybe they didn't like the way you were treating their friend," he said.

"They were taking himfromus" said the associate flier. "They shot our tires to pieces, then
junmped out in the road when we stopped. W didn't have a chance!"

"Where were you taking the fat guy?" Mnk demanded.

"To a police station up this road," the other replied. "He's nuts!"

"Nuts - hell!" the other aviator interjected. "I don't think he's any nore nuts than | am"

Monk grunted, "Just what's behind this?"

"Search nme!" The pilot waved his arns angrily. "This fat guy ups in our plane and shoots off a
gun three tinmes into an enpty seat. Then he tal ked |like he was bats, and knew Shakespeare. He even
cl ai med he was Shakespeare!"

"What about the excitement in that hangar back at the airport" Ham put in.

The pilot gestured at the nice-looking men. "These guys raided the hanger to |l ook into our plane.
They were hunting for sonething that they didn't find."

"This fat man ordered themto search the plane, | think," Ham said.

"Huh?" The pilot blinked.

Ham expl ai ned: "The fat man nade sone kind of sign talk through the back wi ndow of the operations
office. He probably told themto rescue him too."

The fat man, unnoticed, had sidled to one of his nen and was surreptitiously dropping a hand into
the fellow s pocket. He brought out a nickel ed revol ver.

He did not use it. Instead, he yelled out in surprised pain and the gun left his fingers. The
weapon renmai ned suspended a few inches fromhis hand. He grabbed at it. The gun, with absolutely
nothing visible sustaining it, evaded his clutch.

Monk gaped.

"For the love of nud!" he gul ped. "Spooks!"

SO astounded was the honely fellow that the gang got their chance. They noved sw ftly.

Monk started to swing his nachine pistol around, but was tardy, and was knocked down. A |usty

ki ck sent the superfirer into the ditch.

Ham was al so disarned and, with the fliers, forced to put up his hands.

The pi g, Habeas Corpus, retreated hastily to the nearest brush clunp.

"We'd better blow" said the plunp nman.

There was a noise in the brush beside the road, and a huge figure appeared. It was the individual
who | ooked like a prizefighter. He held a shiny revolver in one scarred lunp of a fist.

"l was just ready to help you birds," he said. "But | don't guess you need ne. Say, what happened
to that gun?"

Instinctively all eyes sought the gun which had behaved so nysteriously. It now lay in the ditch
besi de the road, No one had observed just how it got there.

"Never mind the gun!" rapped the fat man. "W're | eaving here!"

"We might as well ride," said the prizefighter individual.

He ran to the car in which Monk, Ham and the pig had arrived. This was obviously the only nachine
avail abl e for an escape, since the tires of the aviators touring were flat. The man dived behind the
wheel and reached for the key.

The fat nman and the others were running toward the car, but were not yet close enough to see the
pugilist as he grasped the key, and, instead of turning it, pulled it out and palned it. Then he got
out.

"Bl ast thembirds!" he grow ed.

"What's wong?" demanded the fat man.

"They took the key!" The fell ow shrugged his huge shoulders. "W'I|l have to leg it away from
here."

"Then what are we waiting on?" the fat man snapped.

They all ran into the brush beside the road.

They covered a hundred yards and got thensel ves organized so that they traveled in a string, one
behind the other, taking turns at |eading the procession and opening a way through the thick tangle.
The plunp | eader dropped back beside the prizefighter.



"l never saw you before," he said. "W ought to know each other."

"It mght help," agreed the pugilist

"What's your nane?"

"Bull Retz, right now," said the scarred man. "Did you go to the fights in the Boston Arena | ast
ni ght ?"

"I rarely go to fights," said the plunp man.

"Then you didn't see nme," the pugilist nmuttered. "It's lust as well. Boy, did | get bopped
around! "

"You | ost, eh?"

"And how " The man blew on a scarred fist. "There was a young punk, and could he sling his dukes
Say, that guy got red pepper on his gloves sonehow and after he started ny eyes smarting, he hit ne
with everything but the water bucket! If |I ever neet that punk -

"Let it ride." The fat man adjusted his black hat. "Like | said, | never saw you before. Wy'd
you hel p us?"

"l was coming down the road," said the others. "It |ooked |ike you guys were behind the eight
bal I ."

The eyes under the black hat brimwere very curious. "And why did you hel p us?"

The man who said he was "Bull" Retz seemed to consi der deeply.

"You | ooked like right guys," he said

"Meani ng what ?"

The huge shoul ders shrugged. "The nmanager and training expenses ate up the |loser's share of |ast
night's purse. I'mflat. | nooched that plane ticket off a newspaper |ug who got it for nothing. So
| saw you guys, and you | ooked like a right crowd who would return a favor."

"l see." The plunp man adjusted his hat again. "You thought we would return a favor."

"Why not?" The other squinted suddenly. "Or maybe | was m staken?"

"You don't need to beat around the bush, with me," the portly man said dryly.

"O. K" The scarred face warped into a grin. "I'mflat, like | said. | thought nmaybe you coul d

t hrow sonet hi ng ny way."

"What are you good at?"

The scarred grin widened. "Strong-armstuff. And | ain't too particular."

"l see," said the fat man

They went on, and the individual who |ooked like a prizefighter began to regi ster doubt and

uneasi ness; finally, he turned and confronted the fat man

"Say," he whined, "I ain't askin' much. | done you guys a turn, see? Don't | get sonething out of
it? | don't nmean that you have to pay off. Just put me next to sonething. You know, sonething where
a guy can 'nmake a buck. How about it?"

"Of course," said the fat man, "we'll put you next to sonething."
" Sonet hi ng good?"
"Very good!"

They went on, and the fat man dropped back a pace, absently sinking his hands into his pockets

He brought one hand out slyly a noment later. It held a shot-filled |eather blackjack which he nust
have secured earlier fromone of the other men. He swung the bl ackjack suddenly, terrifically.

It seened that the pugilist sensed the blow comng for he sank a little, taking the sw ng across
the top of his head. But there was a |oud thud as the sap | anded, and the scarred man sagged forward
on his face, quivered a little, then becane |inp, unnoving

One of the nice-looking nen eyed their fat chief

"The guy might have neant all right, Telegraph," he said

The fat "Tel egraph” nodded peacefully and returned the sap to his pocket

"W are not in a position to take chances with gentlemen whom we do not know," he mnurnured

Chapter 4. THE SNATCHI NG GHOST

THEY did not |eave the fallen formof the pugilist imediately. Tel egraph bent over and pi nched

hi m soundly, but elicited no novenent which would indicate returning consciousness. Then he went
through the burly individual's pockets

He brought out letters addressed to Leopold Retz in Boston, and read them finding all had to do
with matters routine to a prizefighter's training and search for further matches. There was also a
bundl e of newspaper clippings, which | ooked fresh. They were from sporting pages, and, one was
headed

A TAME BULL

Bull Retz proved one thing conclusively in his match last night. As a fighter, he nmakes an
excel | ent doormat.

Tel egraph | aughed, and went through the other clippings

"What a fight that nmust have been," he murnured

"This guy seens to have been genuine," said one of the others. "Maybe we shoul dn't have bopped
him"

"Why not?" Tel egraph demanded. "He was a stranger, wasn't he? And what saps we would be to take a
stranger in. This thing is too big for nmugs |ike this pal ooka."



That seened to settle the affair - and they went on, hurrying. One of the party evidenced a

knowl edge of their surroundi ngs, and before long they cane out on a heavily travel ed thoroughfare
They did not advance to the pavenent itself, but paralleled the road for a quarter of a mle unti
one of the men pointed and said, "I knew it was around here sonmewhere."

The obj ect he indicated was a tel ephone pol e al ongsi de of which stood a snall booth. It was one

of the tel ephones provided along the highway for notorists who m ght need energency aid

One of the nen went to the tel ephone and nade a call

"One of our cars will be out here for us in half an hour," he said

They retired into the brush to wait and to talk.

"G ve us the | owdown on what happened in that plane, Tel egraph,” one of the nen requested

Tel egraph took off his black hat and began to turn it around on one knee

"It seemed that everything was going perfectly," he said. "I got two seats reserved in the plane
and took the rear one. Then, when we were nearing New York, some guy up in front opened a w ndow to
stick his head out and get a | ook or something. That made a draft, and a paper blew out of the front
seat - the seat right in front of ne, | nean."

One of the men lifted a hand

"Ps-s-t!" he warned "A guy is driving down the road in a cart. He m ght hear us."

They lifted up and made out the man in the cart - the cart was rickety, |laden with junk, and the
man was a shabby fell ow whose garb advertised his calling: a junk collector

Tel egraph ceased speaking. But that did not nmean his recital was interrupted. He began to neke

the small, unusual gestures with his hands. The novenments seermed to conprise a semaphore shorthand
by which rapid communi cati on was possible. They were certainly not the system of al phabetica
letters used by the deaf and dunb

The conmmuni cation in this strange fashion went on until the peddler and his cart were out of
hearing, after which oral discussion resumed. The recital seened to have progressed a good deal
during the period in which they had talked with signals

"And you say after you fired the shots, you heard a voice yell?" asked one of the nen."

"Exactly!" said Tel egraph

"Was it Easeman who yel | ed?"

"Easeman?" Tel egraph shook his head. "I don't know | thought Easeman was dead. By all the |aws,
he shoul d be dead."

One of the nen shrugged. "Well, | told you what we found when we searched the plane. Exactly
not hi ng! "

Tel egraph groaned and took his head in his hands. "It's all a dammed nmess - and | haven't told

you what really worries ne."

"What ?" demanded a man

"The words that were yelled out in the plane," said Tel egraph

"What were they?"

"Doc Savage - be careful!" announced Tel egraph

FOR the space of a dozen seconds, no one said anything. Then one of the nen, a thin fellow who
|l ooked as if his health were none too good, |eaned forward. He had becone quite pale

"Listen," he gul ped hoarsely, "did | get that right? Sonebody nentioned Doc Savage in that

pl ane?"

Tel egraph’'s nod was slow. "Exactly!" The frail man groaned audi bly, sank back and munbl ed, " Now
remenber!"

"You renmenber what?" Tel egraph scow ed

The frail man straightened up nervously. "Look! Wat do you know about this Doc Savage?"

"Just the stuff that's cropping up in the newspapers all of the time," Tel egraph said. "I don't
pay nuch attention. Doc Savage is supposed to be a conbination of nuscular strength and nental skil
sonet hing out of the ordinary."

"But his profession," the man gasped. "You've heard of that?"

"Maybe you'd call it a profession," Tel egraph said dryly. "I don't. The man goes around m xing in
ot her people's troubles."

"He hel ps those whom he thinks deserve it," the other pointed out

"Fromwhat |'ve heard of him he's a big-tine adventurer - a soldier of fortune," Tel egraph
retorted. "But what are you getting at?"

"You' ve heard of his five assistants - | nmean the five guys who hel p Doc Savage?" asked the one
who was patently scared
Tel egraph nodded inpatiently. "lI've read of them too. Each one of themis supposed to be a

specialist in a particular line. One is a chem st, another a | awer, another an engi neer, one an
el ectrical expert and - "
"Say!" interposed another of the group. "Wat has all of this got to do with the fact that Doc

Savage' s nane was yelled out in that plane? |I've seen Doc Savage. | know him by sight. Once you see
that guy, you'll never forget him He wasn't on that plane."
"Shut up!" snapped the frightened one. "I'mtalking about his two assistants named Monk and Ham

Monk is the chemist in his line-up, and Hamis the | awer."



"So what ?" Tel egraph asked wearily.

"So didn't you ever hear of the pet pig naned Habeas Corpus that this chem st, Mnk, carries
around with hin?" demanded the ot her.

"Pig!" Tel egraph | ooked stunned. "Wy - those two men back there - they had a pig!'"

"You said it!" the other told him "The guy who | ooked |ike an ape was Mnk. The other one, the
bird with that black cane, was Ham That's a sword cane."

Tel egraph took his head in his hands. For a long mnute, he said nothing.

"This is hell," he muttered finally.

"It's a fair sanple,” the frail man said grimy. "But when this Doc Savage catches up with us,
we'll get the real thing. |'ve heard things about that guy."

THERE was sil ence while they said nothing and exchanged uneasy gl ances.

"Doc Savage has got a line on us," one said. "How did that happen?"

Anot her reached out suddenly and gripped Tel egraph's arm

"Was it Easeman who yelled out in the plane?" he denmanded.

"l don't know," Tel egraph said wearily. "It was a strangled voice. And | told you | thought
Easeman was dead."

"How do you account for the note that blew into your face?" he was asked.

The man put his black hat on his head and unfol ded the note under discussion.

"There were little boxes with witing paper, ink and a pen on the backs of the seats," he said.
"This is a sheet of the paper. Here - look it over"

The men crowded their heads together to read the note. Tel egraph stood up and noved away from
them a few paces and kept his eyes fixed on the road. It was a busy highway. Cars passed at
intervals. Tel egraph cane back when the men had fini shed reading.

"That makes it pretty plain what has happened, does it not?" he asked. "That's Easenan's
handwriting, you know. "

"But how d he get the information?" one of the group questioned vacantly.

"By spying on: us!" Tel egraph snapped. "That's the only way he could have gotten it. Damm that
fellow He wasn't as weak as we thought. He was getting ready to gang up on us." He tapped the note
angrily. "This proves it!"

"Maybe Easeman rang in Doc Savage," sonme one suggest ed.

"I"ve been thinking of that," Telegraph said. "It's not nice to think about. Hell's bells! Just
when we thought we had things going nicely!"
"Maybe Easeman is dead after all," a man nuttered hopeful ly.

"That woul d hel p," Tel egraph agreed.

Tel egraph was refolding the note slowy. Holding it between thumb and forefinger, he prepared to
stow it back in his pocket. He never conpleted the gesture.

H's mouth flew wide. A shriek ripped out. H's pudgy frame convul sed. H's | egs drew up and an
uncanny thing happened - for the space of several seconds, he seened to be suspended entirely in
md-air, with nothing whatever supporting him Then he collapsed heavily to the earth.

The note came out of his pocket and fluttered up vertically to a height of some six feet, opening
as it arose, then the breeze seened to catch it and the missive fluttered away, spinning over and
over.

Tel egraph's face was a nmask of horror. He fought to regain his voice.

"Use your guns!" he shrieked.

THE men had picked up their weapons on the road after the fell ow who | ooked |ike a pugilist had
rel eased them They whi pped the guns out, began shooting. Their firing was wild. They ained at no
target, but it was noticeable that they did not drive bullets into the air, or into the earth. The
slugs clipped | eaves, chiseled bark off trees.

Tel egraph scranbled to his feet. His features were flushed, his eyes protruded. He stroked his
neck.

On his neck, long purple marks were visible. At one point, the skin had been broken. Scarl et
drops gathered there, |oosened fromtheir anchorage and chased each other down to stain his neat
white collar. He seened to recover his self-control.

"It's no use!" he yelled. "Stop shooting!"

The thunder of guns ceased.

"Where'd that note go?" Tel egraph denanded.

A man pointed: "Over that way. The wind blewit."

"Cet it!" Tel egraph snapped. "Then we'll clear out of here."

Thei r behavi or was strange. They grouped together, back to back, eyes, ears and guns alert, and
moved for the spot the breeze had carried the bit of paper. Covering sone yards, they began to | ook
about wi th increasing anxiety.

"It's gone!" Tel egraph groaned.

One of the nen yelled, pointed.

"Look!" he baw ed.

Fifty yards distant, a bush was swaying as if it had been disturbed. There was, however, nothing
visible in the shrubbery. The nen advanced, guns ready, until one, eyeing the ground, nade a hissing



sound and | evel ed an arm

The earth was soft, and it bore tracks - footprints and such marks as a man m ght make while

craw i ng on the ground.

"Sonmebody was hangi ng around, " Tel egraph grated.

They broke into a run, following the tracks. A nonent |ater, they caught sight of a flashing
nmotion ahead. It was a nman, a giant of a figure, lunging for the shelter of a clunp of trees. They
all saw him

"It's that damm prizefighter!" Tel egraph snarled. "W shoul d' ve finished himoff!"

Two of them discharged bullets. Both, knowi ng they had m ssed, cursed.

"Spread out," comuanded Tel egraph. "We'Ill get that guy out of our hair, anyhow "

A thin wailing sound sprang up in the distance and grew perceptibly louder. It had an unearthly
quality. Tel egraph and his men exchanged pai ned gl ances.

"State troopers," Tel egraph said.

From near by on the road canme the three mnusical notes of an autonobile air horn. Al nost

i mredi ately, the notes repeated.

"That's our car," one volunteered. "W'd better blow"

"Good idea," agreed Tel egraph.

They sprinted for the road.

As they ran, the men whi pped out handkerchiefs and carefully w ped finger prints fromtheir guns.
Then they threw the weapons away. They had obvi ously experienced difficulty with the police before
and knew of the regul ati ons agai nst carrying firearns.

"Sure none of you left finger prints inside of your guns when you oiled themlast?" Tel egraph
puffed. "And you wi ped off the nagazines of the automatics before you clipped themin?"

"Think we're amateurs?" some one grunted.

They reached their car. It was a big sedan, neither too old nor too new. A neatly dressed,

pl easant -faced young man was driving. He got the doors open.

"Cops nmust have heard your little war," he offered. "Were d' you wanta go?"

Tel egraph was the last into the car. He |l eaned out to grasp the door and close it.

"We'll have a talk with Easeman's daughter,” he said grimy. "You know the address - Central Park
West. She nay have a line on her old nan."

He was facing the brush patch which they had just quitted when he said that.

The sedan door slammred shut. The driver let out the clutch and cl ashed gears. The machi ne | unged
away. |t gathered speed rapidly, going in a direction opposite that fromwhich cane the siren noise
of the State police car.

The car was not yet out of sight, nor had the police nmachine put in an appearance - there was a
bend in the highway which hid it fromview - Wen there was a great crashing in the brush and Mnk
and Ham put in an appearance. They had been running, but neither breathed heavily, an indication of
good physical condition. The afternoon garb of the lawer, Ham was sonmewhat |ess immaculate than it
had been before. He still carried his sword cane. The pig, Habeas Corpus, trailed them

It was the shote which first |ocated the personage who resenbled a prize-fighter. The latter was
standing in a brush clunp, holding the conpact cylinder of a tel escope.

Monk and Hamran to him Both grinned widely, and the pig, Habeas Corpus, bounced about as if

del i ght ed beyond neasure.

"Say, Doc, what's this all about?" Mnk questioned.

Chapter 5. G RL I N GREEN

THE giant with the scars, the tufted ears, the nodul ar hands, dropped the tel escope in a pocket
and wheel ed back into the brush.

Qut on the road, the State police car wailed along slowmy, the two uniformed occupants | ooking

for the source of the shots which nust have been heard sone di stance away. Possibly the yelling of
Tel egraph's men had al so been heard, and sonme one had put in a call for the officers.

"What about them cops?" Mnk denanded

"They woul d ask questions for an hour or so." The pugilistic-looking man gestured in the
direction of the airport. "W have places to go."

They retreated, slowy at first, being careful to make no noise, then nore swiftly. The giant

with the pugilistic appearance had undergone a series of striking changes. He had strai ghtened his
hunched shoul ders, and his head, which had been carried drawn down so as to thicken out the neck,
was now carried nornally. He seened fully a foot taller than before. Gone also was the shuffling
met hod of handling his feet which is a characteristic of many professional fighters.

"What started the shooting back there, Doc?" Mnk asked, when they were beyond earshot of the
road.

The gi ant began working at one hand as he wal ked. The hi deous-I|ooki ng knobs and scars peel ed of f.
He applied a fluid froma snall flask which he brought froma pocket, and the pallid texture of his
skin turned into a grayish stain which he wi ped off with a handkerchief. The hand, finally denuded
of its disguise, was powerful and corded with tendons of startling size. In color, the hand was an
unusual bronze hue, and the skin had a remarkably fine texture.

"The thing which started the shooting was very nysterious," the big man said slowy.



"What cha nean?" Monk queried

The giant told briefly of the note, of the weird attack on Tel egraph, of the shooting, of the

di sappearance of the note. H's voice had changed fromthe rasping tone of the pugilist whom he had
been portraying. It now possessed renarkable quality and vibrant, restrained power

"Bl azes!" Mnk expl oded, when he had heard the recital. "That was a spooky business! Didn't their
conversation explain it?"

"They di scussed a nan naned Easeman and were very concerned over whether or not he was dead,"
said the big man. "They al so did sonme conversing by a systemof signaling on their hands. |t nust
have been a systemof their own, a sort of shorthand by gestures. There was not a novenment for each
letter of the al phabet, but notions which evidently neant whol e phrases or sentences. Unfortunately
| failed to make out nuch of it."

He had rid his other hand of its disguise, and now went to work on his features. The nalfornmities
on his ears proved to be noul ded of a rubberlike substance. Tiny metal forns spread its nostrils.
Wax, renoved from his cheeks, changed the whol e contour of his features

"What do you nmake of this whole thing, Doc?" Mnk queried

The giant was slow in replying

"It is inpossible to say," he stated finally. "I sinply received that tel egramfrom Boston
requesting ne to be aboard the plane in disguise. The tel egramwas signed with a trick name meani ng
not hi ng. "

He applied substance fromthe flask to his pale features, then wiped it off, and the
transformation was little short of incredible. H's countenance became one of remnarkable
handsonmeness. The skin was the same amazi ng bronze hue as his hands. His hair, rid of its dye by the
liquid in the flask, was of a bronze hue only slightly darker than his skin.

Pl ane noi se narked the position of the airport ahead. The bronze giant veered off to the right
and shortly they came to his roadster, alnpst concealed in the clunp of snall trees into which he
had driven it while trailing the fat Tel egraph and the two fliers.

Monk demanded, "But, Doc, what kind of a clue have we got to go on?"

"Tel egraph told his driver to take themto the hone of a man naned Easenman, who has a daughter,"
Doc Savage expl ai ned

Ham ej acul ated, "But how did you get close enough to overhear -

He did not finish. He had remenbered their com ng upon Doc Savage in the act of using the

tel escope. The bronze giant was an acconplished lip reader, along with a nyriad of other abilities
P. TREVE EASEMAN S apartnment was situated in one of the magnificent structures facing Centra

Park West. There were other Easemans listed in the tel ephone directory whi ch Doc Savage had
consul ted, but none resided on Central Park West.

Doc parked in a side street adjacent to the apartment nonolith and with Monk and Ham advanced
toward the el aborate narquee entrance where two doormen stood, caparisoned as el egantly as nava
admral s.

"Ps-s-t!" Mnk hissed unexpectedly. "Lookit! Pullin' into the curb!"

Doc Savage said quietly, "Stopping to change clothing nmust have del ayed them"

A dark sedan, |arge and expensive-looking, the chauffeur mrich livery, was nosing at the curb
and the two bedi zened doormen clicked off salutes and westled with the door handles. The file of
men who got out | ooked very dignified, very respectable in their inmmaculate full dress, conplete
even to white gloves, silk hats and shiny black evening sticks

Tel egraph | ed the parade. Four others followed him all nmenbers of his organi zati on who had taken
part in the airport affair.

A boy, a lad who was noisy and none too tidy, ran up to the party alighting fromthe sedan. He
waved newspapers

"City's leading jewel er goes insane!" he bawl ed. "Wix-t-r-a! Read about it!"

One of the doormen said, "You cannot sell papers here."

"Jewel er sees jewels fly away and goes insane!" how ed the urchin. "Wix-t-ra p-o-iper! Read about
it

The doorman nmade an opening in one corner of his nouth and gritted, "Gt outa here, you brat
"fore | put a foot in your pants!”

Tel egraph crinkled his round face with a pleasant smle, advanced, said, "A nonment, please," and
bought one of the urchin's newspapers. Then they entered the long, indirectly |ighted | obby and
confronted the priml ooking tel ephone operator

"M . Ednmunds and party to see M ss Ada Easenan," Tel egraph announced

The operator announced them over the house phone, then advised, "You are requested to go up."

Tel egraph | et his conpani ons gl ance over the newspaper headlines as they were wafted upward on a
silent elevator. The news story seened to interest themgreatly.

JEVEELER UNBALANCED

TELLS WEI RD STORY

W Carlton Snythe-Vancell, |eading New York City jeweler, has been placed under the care of a
psychiatrist, it was |learned this evening

Snyt he-Vancel | is reported to be suffering fromthe delusion that he saw a tray of his firms



nost valuable jewels arise and float, unaided, fromthe showoom The jewels, valued at only
slightly less than a million dollars, are said actually to be missing. Police are on the case
Tel egraph and his men showed by not the slightest flicker that the itemheld interest for them
but when they had alighted in a tower corridor and the el evator had departed, one of the nattily
clad group |aughed dryly
"A spook must have carried off those jewels," he chuckled
"Very possible," Tel egraph agreed. Then he eyed the fell ow who had of fered the remark about a
spook. "What were the jewels actually worth?"
"A cool two million," said the other. "A fence has already bid a million, and he'll go even
better."
Tel egraph said calmy, "You gentlenen realize, of course, that this matter of the jewels was only
what mght be called a test of the efficiency of our discovery when directed along certain lines."
"Certain lines is right!" chuckl ed one of the men
Tel egraph stated with great satisfaction, "Gentlenen, we have the world at our feet!"
"It may take sonme convincing to nmake the world think so," offered another
Wth a plunp forefinger, Tel egraph tapped the newspaper story about the jewel er who was
supposedl y derent ed
"This is the first step,"” he advised. "As soon as we dispose of the matter of Easeman and O d
Bonepi cker, we shall have noney to operate on a full scale."
The corridor down which they strode was one of trenmendously rich furnishings. Comng to a door
they rang, and the panel was opened and they entered boldly. It was gl oony inside. They blinked nore
when blinding white light filled the room
"Did you gentlemen ever see an autonatic shotgun work at close quarters?' a grimy determ ned
f em ni ne voi ce asked
OBVI OQUSLY, Tel egraph and his neatly clad conpani ons had control of their nerves, for they nerely
| ooked at the yawni ng snout of the shotgun, and with the exception of one who |lost a cigarette
hanging fromhis lip, none showed undue perturbation
A young worman hel d the shotgun, and her nmanner of holding it was that of a trapshooter awaiting
the rise of a clay bird. It was an action which showed she had handl ed a shotgun before
"You will each seize the brimof your hat and yank it down over your eyes," she directed. "If you
think I ambluffing merely don't take orders and see what happens!”
She had a throaty, educated voice which, holding no trenors, carried enphatic conviction
"Quick!" she snapped. "Get those hats down over your eyes and blindfold yourselves!"
Her nails were enanel ed an unusual enerald hue. This tint exactly matched the | ow backed, nore
than snug evening frock she wore.
Tel egraph and his men pulled their hats down over their eyes. Then the girl ordered their hands
up and noved anong them searching with deft fingers and renoving guns from hip pockets and underarm
hol sters
As the young worman noved about, it became evident that she was no ordinary bit of femninity.
There was feline snmoothness in her novenments, along with the rippling play of nmore than ordinary
muscul ar devel opnent in her arns and shoul ders
Tel egraph spoke fromunder his hat, "My dear M ss Easenan, you are naking a m stake. W are
detectives - "

- hired by ny father as bodyguards before he di sappeared,"” the girl took himup. "So you told
me on a previous visit. And on that occasion you deftly punped ne to ascertain just what | knew

about nmy father's di sappearance. | suppose you cane back this time for the same purpose?"
Tel egraph began, "But ny darling girl - "
"Rats!" said the young woman. "I found out who you are."

She herded theminto a | arge, sunmptuously furnished library and wenched open the drawer of a
massive table. Fromthis she extracted two articles - a cocktail glass and a tiny canmera whi ch was
conposed largely of |ens

"I tried to seemvery dunb on your previous visit," she said. "That was so | could get a chance

to use this canmera, which will take snapshots by ordinary electric light. And | al so maneuvered you
into leaving finger prints on this cocktail glass. | took the pictures and the finger prints to the
police rogues gallery."

This informati on caused Tel egraph to sigh loudly.

"l must be slipping," he said

"You certainly haven't lived up to your reputation,” the girl told him "A search of the rogues
gal l ery showed you to be ' Tel egraph’ Ednmunds, one of the snoothest swi ndlers and confidence nen in
the country."

"Preposterous!" Tel egraph Ednmunds si ghed, hal f-heartedly.

"You got the nickname of 'Tel egraph’' because of the system of gestures which you use to

communi cate with menbers of your gang," added the young woman

This seened to rem nd Tel egraph Ednunds of somet hi ng which he had overl ooked. He cl eaned a finger
nail on his right hand with the thunb nail of his left. He brushed an imaginary speck fromhis cuff
One of the other men pressed the thunb and forefinger of his left hand together



"Stop it!" rapped the girl. "You're talking to each other with your system of sign tel egraphy!"
"Preposterous!" Tel egraph repeated, and shrugged. H s hands did not becone still. They nmade nore
smal | gestures, notions which, one not suspecting, mght have m staken for mnor nervousness but
whi ch the girl was sharp enough to recogni ze as nore of the signals

Her shotgun went off with an ear-splitting report

TELEGRAPH, screeched, fell to the floor. He tied hinmself into a knot and grovel ed, and his groans
wer e hi deous

"Get up!" the girl grated, and nenaced every one with the shotgun. "I fired over his head!"

Tel egraph continued to squirm and noan. H s convul sions brought himface upward, so that his
count enance was visible. H's visage was now drenched with red fluid. He noaned and scarl et bubbles
puffed and burst on his full |ips.

The girl seenmed stunned. She becane slightly pale. Her shotgun wavered

One of the inmacul ately dressed nmen slid a toe out, hooked it behind a nodernistic floor stand
and ki cked the piece of furniture at the girl. She side-stepped

One of the other nen snatched off his silk topper and hurled at the girl. The range was short
the hat sl apped her face hard

The next instant, they were upon her, westling for the shotgun, which they got al nost

i mredi ately. Three of them devoted al nost their entire effort to hol ding the young woman

Tel egraph got up fromthe floor, used a handkerchief on his face, and picked up the broken parts
of a fountain pen which had been filled with red ink. He pocketed the pen fragments

"A swell gag," he chuckled. "She was too busy watching everybody to see ne snear it on ny face."
Then he went to the outer door, opened it and listened for a long tine, after which he nade a
quick circuit of the richly fitted apartnment. He placed a guard in the outer corridor

"This place occupies the whole floor and is probably just about soundproof," he decided
"Apparently nobody is going to investigate that shot."

The girl demanded angrily, "Wat do you want here?"

"My dear, we want to know where your father, P. Treve Easeman, can be found," Tel egraph inparted
calmy

"l don't know where he is," the girl snapped

Tel egraph smled w thout enthusiasm

"You know, of course, what has happened to your father?" he stated

"l do not," said the young wonan. "Suppose you tell ne."

Tel egraph chuckl ed harshly. "That would be a bright nove on ny part."

Ada Easeman threw back her head

"My father disappeared,"” she said grimy. "Since then, sonme strange things have happened. A |arge
sumin cash disappeared froma safe here in the apartnment, a safe to which only ny father and nyself
had the conbination. My father's broker has advised ne that father tel ephoned himto sell certain
bonds and stocks for cash. The broker did so, bringing the noney to his office. The noney

di sappeared nysteriously."

"It would seemthat your father has been raising cash,” said Tel egraph

"Yes," the girl retorted, "and you probably know why!"

"How much cash has he raised?" queried Tel egraph

"A great deal," Ada Easenman said coldly. "Sonewhat over a mllion dollars."

Tel egraph had been smling, but it had not been a genuine smle. The smle now becane hearty,
actual ly joyful

"This makes it look as if old Easeman actually intended to conply with our demands," he told his
conpani ons

"But he was trying to fight us," one of them pointed out

"Natural ly," chuckl ed Tel egraph. "But he got the noney ready, which shows be intended to pay off
if he had to."

The other grunted. "The thing to do is to whip Easeman in line sonehow - if he's still alive."
"Still alive!" the girl cried out shrilly. "wWat do you nean?"

Tel egraph produced a handkerchief and calmy jamred it between her jaws, doing it with the hee
of his hand so that she would not bite himduring the process

"l know how we can stop Easeman," he said. "W&'l| give this girl the sanme thing we gave him"
"That should do it," the other agreed. "I hope you can straighten out the rest of it just as
easy."

"What rest of it?" Tel egraph denmanded

"The Doc Savage angle," the man expl ai ned

Tel egraph swore.

"We'll talk that over with the big boss," he growed. "He's a match for even this Doc Savage."

A deep, youthful voice said calmy, "I do believe this is what one would call a tableau!"
TELEGRAPH EDMUNDS was hol ding his silk topper with both hands. He dropped it, spun and faced the
door which led to the outer corridor. H's nouth became round with surprise

"Careful!" he gulped at his nen

"Fitting advice, | call that," stated the deep, young voice. The speaker stood squarely in the



door. He was a | ean man of nore than average height and nmuscular build. Extrenely black curly hair
made hi m | ook even younger than he was; his pleasant features were tanned, and he had, a waxed
nust ache which, in contrast with the darkness of his hair, was alnmost white. He | ooked efficient,
wor | dly.

Clasped closely to his chest with a left arm he held the | ookout who had been posted in the
outer corridor. The latter was unconscious. In his right hand, the young man with bl ack hair and
whi te nustache held a revolver, a large calibre gun built into a small frame. The weapon gave the
i mpressi on of being conposed nostly of barrel and cylinder.

"Have themyank their hats over their eyes so they can't see, Russ," the girl, said, getting the
gag out of her nouth. "That's the way | did."

"Excel lent idea, | call that," smled the young man.

Tel egraph Edrmunds made gritting noises with his teeth.

"Who is this bird?" he demanded.

One of Tel egraph's gang answered the angry questi on.

"H's name is Russel Way," he said.

"l don't give a hoot what his name is," Telegraph grow ed. "Wio is he? What is he?"

"He was Sawyer Linnett Bonefelt's bodyguard," advi sed the other.

"l have never heard of Sawyer Linnett Bonefelt," said Tel egraph, ponpous firmess in his manner.
"A gorgeous lie, | must say," snapped white-nustached, bl ack-haired Russel Way. "Sawyer Linnett
Bonefelt has dropped out of sight just as P. Treve Easeman did. And you birds know sonet hi ng about
it

Tel egraph said snugly, "We are detectives hired by Easeman as bodyguards, just as you yourself
were hired by Bonefelt. Qur purpose seens to be the sanme. W should work together."

"I'"'l'l work a few chunks of lead into your systens!" Russel Way threatened.

"Watch them Russ!" the girl gasped. "They're lying! They are responsible for the di sappearance
of father and O d Bonepi cker."

"d d Bonepi cker?" Tel egraph | ooked puzzl ed.

"That's what they call Sawyer Linnett Bonefelt, and don't tell ne you didn't knowit!" the girl
snapped.

Tel egraph started to say something in reply, but held the words back, and his jaw sagged, his

pl unp hands nmade a vague gesture as if fending sonething off. He was watching the door.

The door led to the corridor, and its knob was turning slowy. The |ock made a faint click as the
bolt cleared the recess in the janb. Then the panel opened slowy.

A horribl e expression overspread Tel egraph Ednund's vi sage.

"Watch out!" he screaned. "Watch out!"

Chapter 6. PHANTOVS

THE apartnent structure had a height of nearly forty stories, and the P. Treve Easeman nénage was
near the top, in the tower section, which was a smooth, chimey-like spire of masonry only a little
| ess smooth than glass. The apartnment house was not constructed of commonplace brick but of a

pol i shed gray native stone, and the bl ocks were set together without noticeable cracks.

To eavesdrop at the Easeman apartnment w ndows, a man woul d have to scale the wall - and that was
patently inpossible. But there was a listener-in.

The eavesdropper was not a human listener-in, but an especially bulky contrivance of netal and
wires and insulating conposition. This was held to the wi ndow pane of the large library wi ndow by a
rubber suction cup of the variety used to fasten ashtrays and other accessories to autonobile

wi ndshi el ds. The faint thud as this had been swung across the pane some tinme before, had escaped
notice.

From t he device, which an electrician would have recognized as a highly sensitive m crophone,
wires | ed upward, passed over the roof coping and entered a box containing powerful audio anplifying
appar atus. The sounds picked up by the w ndow microphone finally entered a set of three ordinary
headphones.

Doc Savage wore one headset. Monk and Ham wore the other two. They were very silent, listening
raptly to what went on in the P. Treve Easeman |ibrary. They had eavesdropped on practically all
that had been said fromthe first. The highly sensitive m crophone had mi ssed very little. They
coul d hear Tel egraph Ednmunds shouti ng.

"Watch-out!" he was screaming. "Be careful!"

Monk, the apish chemi st, pulled one headphone away froman ear as if to hear hinself talk and

gul ped, amazerment in his small voice, "I'ma whatcha-call-it if | understand this!"

Strange sounds cane over the listening device. Certain thunps were undoubtedly chairs upsetting;
men groaned and grunted, and feet tapped parqueted flooring frantically. A vase or sone other
brittle bric-a-brac broke with a jangle which edged teeth. A man shrieked. The shriek was wordl ess,
but it conveyed by its quality an awful horror and a mad fear.

"Sounds |ike a regular janboree," Mnk grunted.

"If you don't want a rib kicked in, shut up!" Hamtold himshortly.

Doc Savage said nothing. It was a characteristic of the bronze nan that he indulged in | ong

peri ods of silence, rarely speaking, and never bandying idle conversation unless there was a



pur pose, sone end to be gained.

Down in the Easenan apartnent, a nan wailed, "W can't whip the thing! It'Il kill us all!"

"Don't call it a thing!" Tel egraph Ednunds snarled. "You know what it is!"

There was nore bedl am Soneone fired a gun. A splintery crash as a chair shattered indicated sone
one had swung with the piece of furniture.

"We haven't got a chance" Tel egraph Ednmunds yell ed suddenly, "Qut of the apartnment, everybody!"
A man bar ked, "Wat about the girl and this Russel Way chick?"

"Let 'emstay here!" Tel egraph rapped. "W gotta get to the big boss and tal k things over. C non!
Clear out!"

Sounds indicated the men were fighting their way toward the door.

Doc Savage haul ed the headset fromhis ears.

"We're going down!" he said, and there was no trace of excitement in his remarkabl e voice.

Monk and Ham pronptly charged for the hatch by which they had gai ned access to the roof, Mnk
pausing only |ong enough to grab up his pig, Habeas Corpus, by one oversize ear. Habeas seened
accustoned to this method of transportation.

Doc Savage tarried briefly. Beside the box containing the listening-in-device anplifier stood a
second case of apparatus. He connected the two devices with a pair of flexible wres.

SINCE the P. Treve Easenman apartment was not far bel ow the roof, they used the stairs rather than
await arrival of an elevator.

Monk runbl ed as he bounded down steps. Mnk al ways becane noi sy when excited. H s usually
childlike voice became a bull bellow, and he had been known to stand in the mddle of a fight,
absol utely unhurt, and yell bloody nurder nerely for the sake of the noise.

"Swell stuff!™ Mnk runbled. "W snoop around and listen in on the merry-go-round down in that
apartnment, and what does it get us? A headache!"

"WIIl you shut up?" Ham requested.

Monk continued. "We gunshoe around and we ain't got no nore idea of what this is all about than
when we started! Now if that ain't -

They reached the corridor of the Easeman floor. The Easeman door was open. An airy rushing noise
was conming fromone of the elevator shafts. OQtherw se, the hallway was extrenely quiet.

Doc Savage whi pped to the door and |unged inside. The rug was bunched, and scarlet sneared the
floor. He went on. The library was a nmess - furniture broken, askew, upset.

"M ss Easeman!" Doc call ed.

Si l ence answer ed.

"Way!" The bronze man's voice was a crash.

There was nore silence. Then a great smashing of glassware came fromthe kitchen regions. Doc

whi pped for the noise, cane through a door and saw Ada Easeman and Russel Way standing in a
glittering | ake of broken glass. They had evidently tried to nove a cabinet to barricade the door
and it had spilled its contents.

The girl did not look as if she had been through anything nore strenuous than a débutante dance.
Her enerald frock was unruffled, her hair undisturbed.

Contrasting with her immcul ateness, Russel Way's black hair was oozing red in two places, and a
fist had nashed one spi ke of his waxed nustache into his lip, although the other spike stuck out
straight and alert.

"What was the attacker?" Doc Savage asked.

Both stared. Neither spoke.

"What attacker?" Doc repeated, and there was in his unusual voice a quality which rapped out a
demand for obedi ence.

Russel Way spat noisily to get the nashed spi ke of his noustache away from his bruised lip. Then
he spoke.

"I think they were crazy!" he said.

"What do you nean?" Doc denanded.

"There wasn't anybody!" Way's voi ce was uncl ear because of his damaged |ip. "The door opened.
Then the gang began to junp around and yell and throw furniture. It was positively crazy!"

"Wait here, you two!" Doc Savage directed.

The bronze giant spun, crossed roons, cane out in the corridor and found Monk and Ham j abbi ng

el evator buttons insistently. A nonent |later, a cage sighed to a stop and the doors whi spered open.
The three men dived inside with a suddenness whi ch caused the operator to emt a frightened squawk.
Doc Savage hinsel f dropped the cage toward the street level. There was excitenent in the | obby.
The tel ephone girl was a pale, notionless heap in her arncthair, where she had fainted; the doorman
was sitting down, crinson |eaking through the fingers of both hands, which he kept pressed tightly
over his face.

Monk, still carrying the pig by one huge ear, dashed out onto the street. He | ooked up and down
the street. He put the pig down on the sidewal k.

"They got away," he said.

DOC and his nen did not give up the pursuit imediately, although they woul d have profited as
much to have done so, for there proved to be no substantial trail. Tel egraph Ednmunds and his nen



were a canny crew. They had not been picked up in flight by the sane rich car in which they had
arrived, but by another and nuch nore shabby nmachi ne which had been parked near by, attracting no
attention.

"Those birds are ol d heads,” Mnk offered.

Ham fl ouri shed his sword cane irately.

"The talk we overheard in that apartnent didn't make sense," he snapped. "P. Treve Easeman and
another man called O d Bonepi cker have di sappeared. The Easeman girl and Way are scrapping with
Tel egraph Ednmunds and his gang! Each accuses the other of knowi ng nore than they told."

Monk pi cked up Habeas Corpus and scratched the bristles atop the honmely shote's head, as if to
encourage a thought process. "Wat gets ne," he said, "is that fight in the apartnent. It sounded to
me as if there was quite a scrap. But that bird Way clained there wasn't any attacker."

Bot h Monk and Ham eyed Doc Savage.

"What do you make of it, Doc?" Mnk asked.

Instead of replying directly, the bronze man said, "W will talk the affair over with Ada Easeman
and Russel Way."

They entered the apartnent house again.

An el evator operator, gape-nmouthed with unsatisfied curiosity, |let themout on the Easeman fl oor.
They coul d hear the other elevators sighing in their shafts as they wal ked to the Easenman apartment.
The door was closed. Doc tried it.

"Locked," Mnk hazarded al oud when the panel did not vyield.

The bronze man rapped. There was no response.

"Jove," Ham nurnured. "They were supposed to wait here."

Monk squinted at the |ock. "This baby is one of them new unpickable kind." He straightened. "W'd
better, try to get a key fromthe super.”

Doc Savage noved a hand, not speaking, but the gesture indicating that the others should wait;
then he took fromhis clothing a tiny case which held an assortnment of probes and picks, and with
these he went to work on the | ock. Seem ngly, he was unhurried, but hardly nore than a minute

el apsed before the el aborate tunblers surrendered and the door came open.

They entered and noved through roons, stepping erratically and carefully that they m ght nmiss the
crinmson puddles on the floor, and fromtime to time calling out in a |low voice. Not until they had
gone through the entire apartnent were they sure of the truth.

"The girl and Way cleared out," Mnk grow ed. "Now, what was the idea of that?"

"This don't 1 ook so good for Way and the girl." Ham spun his sword cane in a nmanner a juggler
woul d have envi ed. "They skipped, which bally well nakes it seemthey were afraid to talk to us."
Monk snorted |oudly. "Then that yarn about nothing attacking Tel egraph Ednunds and his gang and
scaring them away was probably a fake."

Ham started a nod, then thought of something and al nost dropped his spinning sword cane.

"A thought just cane to ne," he said.

"Be kind to it," Mk snorted. "It's in a strange pl ace."

"Remenber back in the woods by that road, after we foll owed Tel egraph and his gang fromthe

ai rport?" Ham demanded. "Tel egraph and his nmen acted strangely there, acted as if sonething had
attacked them - sonething that couldn't be seen.”

"Sonet hi ng invisible?" Mnk denanded.

"Quite right," Ham said.

"Nuts!" Monk told him

Doc Savage said, "I suggest we go back to the, roof for a few nmonents."

MONK and Ham regi stered puzzl ement as they foll owed the bronze man up the stairway and out

through the roof hatch. They had been associated with himlong enough to know that he did not make
idl e suggestions, and they were puzzled to know what the roof could offer themin the |ine of

assi st ance.

Catching sight of the listening-in-device, they seenmed crestfallen, thinking the bronze nan had
merely conme up to get the apparatus.

Doc Savage bent over the two cases of nechani smand began doing things with his sinewy fingers.
"Hey!" Monk ejacul ated. "What's that other jigger?"

Instead of answering, Doc. Savage opened the lid that the honely chem st might see the cl ockwork
nmotor, the gears, the cylindrical black wax record and the voice-recordi ng box which the case held.
"Voi ce recorder!" Mnk grunted. "You hooked it on the |istening device?"

That hardly called for an answer, for the bronze man tilted the recording box so that a play-back
needl e was brought in contact with the record, then changed connections of the headsets so that the
voice line was picked up, anplified, then hurled into the receivers with renarkable intensity and
fidelity of tone.

They heard sounds - mad sounds they were - of men running wildly, and realized these were the

noi ses made by Tel egraph Ednmunds and his men in flight. Then there was an interval of silence,

foll owed by the sound of Doc Savage's unusual voice calling out, "M ss Easenman!" "Way!" Then there
was the footstep noise of the bronze nan entering.

So extrenely sensitive was the pick-up that nost of what Doc Savage and the girl and Way said



back in the kitchen regions was not only audi bl e, but understandable. The record had caught the
noi se of Doc's departure fromthe apartnent.

Silence followed. Then canme a surprise. Footstep noises indicated Way and the girl had cone back
into the library.

"Who was that big bronze man?" asked a voi ce.

The speaker was not Way. It was a nale voice, however, but one which neither Doc Savage nor his
men had heard previously. There was a strained, unnatural quality about the voice, a tang of
unreality, and it was very coarse, an aged voice, querul ous.

Response to the words was startling. The girl shrieked softly. Way barked sonething surprised
and unintelligible.

"Who was he?" the strange voice repeated.

"ad Bonepicker!" the girl cried out in a shrill, amazed voice. "Wat are you doing here?"
"I followed that devil Tel egraph Ednunds," said the voice. "I've been follow ng himever since he
arrived in a plane this afternoon. |'ve been hoping he would lead me to his boss, the master nind

who is behind what he is doing. Now, who was that bronze than?"

"Doc Savage," said the girl.

"Hmmm" munbl ed the strange voice. "Wwo brought himin?"

"My father," said the girl. "Tel egraph Ednunds had been holding nmy father in Boston to keep him
fromgetting in touch with you. They did not know that you had already started working together,
through nyself and Russel Way here. Father tel egraphed Doc Savage to be on the Boston plane by

t oday. "

"Bad," said the voice which the girl had attributed to the nysterious "O d Bonepicker." "Your
father shoul d not have brought Doc Savage into this. It will only excite these devils. They will
start operations on a large scale. Left alone, your father and nyself m ght have acconpli shed
sonething. If they get stirred up and really cut | oose we'll be helpless. The world will be in a
terrible shape, because all of the policermen and all of the arm es and navies won't be able to help
a bit!"

"I was afraid of the sane thing," said the girl.

"Sonet hi ng has happened to your father," said the querul ous voi ce.

The girl made a | oud gaspi ng sound of horror.

"Now don't get hysterical," snapped O d Bonepicker. "You go out to the airport and see what you
can find. You do that, see?"

"We will," the girl agreed.

Chapter 7. THE SPOOK AT THE Al RPORT

THAT was the end of the recorded sounds, and Doc Savage clicked off the switches and hurriedly
packed the apparatus for transportation. Mnk hel ped. Ham who was no great nechanic, stood by and
vouchsaf ed remarks.

"So the trail leads back to that airport!" he snorted. "I wonder just what we m ssed out there!"
Monk gl anced at a wi ndow.

"CGonna be dark before we get out there," he offered.

Hamtilted his sword cane. "Are we going to the jolly airport?"

Doc Savage said, "It is the best lead."

Down on the street, they found traffic thick enough to hanper progress, but there was a police
siren under the hood of Doc Savage's car, and the license plates bore distinct numerals of very | ow
denomi nation, a conbination which enabled themto split traffic wi de open in the dash over the |ong
el evated roadway to the airport at which the excitenment had occurred earlier in the afternoon.

Doc cut the headlights when they pulled off the nain highway and drove by the gl ow of the noon.

He parked before getting near enough that the car might be heard, and they went on afoot.

Monk, carrying Habeas by an ear, lifted on tiptoe to eye the black, silent hunps of the hangars,
the regular and brilliant white splash of the beacon and the array of colored lights marking the
tarmac confines.

"Plunb peaceful," he offered.

They did not approach the hangars by way of the main entrance, but surmounted the high netal
guard fence sone two hundred yards di stant and went forward, crouching in the conceal nent of an
ornanmental hedge which paralleled the netal fence. It was with scarcely a sound that they eased into
the bi g hangar which held the transport plane that had arrived that afternoon from Boston.

Monk breathed. "We | ook for a guy naned P. Treve Easenan - is that it?"

Doc Savage was silent a nonent.

"You go over the plane interior, Mnk," he directed. "Hamand | will exam ne the hangar itself."
Monk grunted, "But thembirds this afternoon searched the plane."

Doc Savage said nothing, and Monk, shrugging, got the cabin door open and, still carrying his pig
by an ear, swung inside. He put the shote down.

"CGo get 'em Habeas," he directed.

THE pig stood perfectly still. He sniffed. Bristles on his neck and back hackl ed up,

dog- f ashi on.

Monk, busy examining the cabin by the aid of a tiny flashlight which had a spring generator



instead of a battery, missed the significance of the shote's actions. Mk started with the pilot
conpartment and worked aft, exam ning each seat as he came to it. He roved his flash beam over the
cushi ons.

Wel | aft, he came to a seat, the cushion of which was stained in a rather queer fashion. Mnk
scrutinized the stain closely. It puzzled him He reached down and touched it.

He nearly junped out of his skin and dropped the flashlight, which rolled under the seat. The
cushion felt wet.

Monk hurriedly got down on all fours, retrieved the light, twisted the | ens head so that the beam

was wi der, then turned the illum nation on the seat. He touched the stain again, felt a distinctly
wet sensation and eyed his fingers, expecting to see sonething. There was not hi ng.
The fingers still felt wet, and he hastily wiped themon his trouser leg. An instant later, it

felt as if a wet liquid, wiped fromhis fingers, had soaked through the trouser fabric to the bare
ski n.

Monk wi nked small eyes. The |ight went out and he rewound the spring generator with wild haste.
Then he reached around to snooth down certain hairs on the back of his neck, hairs which felt as if
they were standing on end.

He hesitated, then touched the cushion and transferred his finger tips to his lips. He spat
violently. There had been a distinctly salty taste.

Forward in the cabin the pig, Habeas Corpus, squeal ed shrilly.

Monk heaved up on his feet. The pig was back against a seat, tusks bared. The aninmal | ooked
scared. Monk |unged down the aisle.

Two steps, and he emitted a how that could not have been | ouder had he been unexpectedly

st abbed.

DOC SAVAGE and Ham were scrutinizing the far end of the hangar, devoting nore of their tine in
listening than in searching, in hopes of hearing either Way or the girl. Wen Mnk yelled, both
spun sharply.

"Monk!" Doc rapped. "What is it?"

"Bl azes!" Monk bawl ed. "There's sonmethin' screwy about this crate!"

They coul d see the honely chem st through the plane wi ndows. He was crouched |like a great ape,
novi ng forward cautiously, the flashlight beamroving. Suddenly, Mpnk paused. He stared. H s small
eyes seened to swell in their sockets.

One of the seat cushions in front of himwas distinctly sinking. It was as if a weight were
bearing down on it. But there was nothing to be seen!

Monk hel d his breath. The pig was tense. Forward in the cockpit, a pair of clocks ticked in
mechani cal concert.

Then - and Monk afterward swore that it stood his hair permanently on end - there was a groan. It
was a very distinct and awful groan. The sound had such a hoarse quality that it was difficult to
tell fromwhere it cane.

Monk noved. He had to do sonething, if only junp. He drifted a hand out to grasp a chair and help
himself in the direction of the door. He never took hold of the chair. Instead, his fingers
encountered sonething faintly warm- and wet.

Monk fell back into his habit of yelling when he was excited.

"Whew! " he how ed. "Bl azes! For the |ove of nud!"

At the other end of the hangar, Hamyelled, "Stop that noise, you mssing |ink!"

" Spooks!" Monk baw ed. "There's a danged spook in this sky chariot!"

Doc Savage and Ham both ran toward the pl ane.

They did not reach the ship. One of the huge sliding hangar doors cane back with a whirring of
track rollers. Men popped through. They w el ded powerful hand searchlights and an assortnent of
submachi ne guns and ordi nary pistols.

Tel egraph Ednunds | ed the rush.

THE horely Monk, in the plane, forgot his spook troubles. He snapped a red-bristled hand to his
arnpit and brought out one of the conpact super-nachine pistols which resenbl ed overgrown

aut omati cs.

The pl ane wi ndows were of non-shatter glass. He banged one out with a fist, |eveled the machine
pistol and tightened down on the trigger. A whooping noan filled the great hangar.

The gun was charged with nmercy bullets, a type which did not kill but produced unconsci ousness in
the course of such a few seconds that it seemed their effects were instantaneous.

Wen Tel egraph Edrmunds did not go down inmedi ately, Mnk was not surprised. But when the plunp
Tel egraph spun, dived for a pile of oil drums and reached them w t hout incident, Mnk was sonewhat
astoni shed. He was even nore surprised when Tel egraph began to shoot deliberately at himw th an
automatic pistol.

Then the expl anati on dawned on Monk.

"Them guys have got bul | et proof vests!" he how ed.

Then he ducked. The transport plane was no arnored war craft. Revolver bullets cut through it

wi th invisible viciousness. Mnk dived for the door, reached it, tunbled out and ran toward Doc
Savage and Ham



Ham had tucked his sword cane under an arm and un-linbered another of the supermachine pistols.

He fired, and the slugs splashed their chenmical content on the oil druns behind which the assailants
had taken cover. A foe cursed and his profanity snothered off in a way which showed he had been hit
effectively by one of the mercy sl ugs.

Tel egraph Ednmunds was grunbling orders and in a nonment his men began placing their flashlights on
top of the drum so that the blinding beans ranged the hangar, illum nating Doc Savage and his two
conpani ons.

Monk sl apped prone on the floor. Shooting together, he and Ham hurriedly wi ped out the row of
glittering flashlight eyes. It was nice narksmanship.

Tel egraph swore distinctly and feelingly.

"Get to the dammed pl ane!" he how ed. "W want that spook the ape of a guy was yelling about!"
Monk, scuttling swiftly, reached Doc Savage and Ham about the tine these words were shouted. The
homely chemi st grunted unbelievingly, and perhaps with some relief.

"There was sure sonethin' strange in that plane," he nmuttered. "I tell you, | felt sonething
salty and wet where there wasn't anything!"

"Hal | uci nations," said Ham

"Who?" Monk demanded, not catching the word.

A bull et struck near by, scouring up concrete fragments, and Monk and Ham hastily inched

backward. Their own lights were out now. It was dark in the hangar, the only illum nation being
starlight which spilled in through the open sliding door.

"Doc, what d'you reckon is in that plane?" Mnk asked.

There was no answer.

"Doc, " Monk repeat ed.

Then he felt about. There was no trace of the bronze man.

AT the nonment that Monk was putting his question, Doc Savage was wor ki ng al ong the hangar wall
some yards distant. He traveled with the silence of a phantom but did not go far. He paused,
observing that there was |ight enough ahead - the gl ow of noonbeans which canme through the door - to
di scl ose his figure.

The hangar was of rugged construction, sheet nmetal over |large steel beans, and the bronze man
grasped one of the latter and began to ascend. It was no mraculous clinb, but it was tedious, for
only the tight clanmp of his fingers on the vertical fins of the beans kept hi mup.

A man with an ordinary set of nuscles would have nounted ten feet, possibly fifteen if he were in
good trim It was sone forty feet to the top, and after that, there was a | abyrinth of beans to
traverse in intense bl ackness, with a m sstep neaning a death drop to the hard concrete floor far
bel ow.

The door tracks were high up, and by crouching to one side Doc Savage managed to put sudden

wei ght agai nst the panels and send them whirring shut. The darkness which cl anped down inside the
hangar was intensely bl ack.

Tel egraph swore. So did some of his men. They shot at the door, raking the panel, thinking sonme
one had reached it fromthe floor |evel.

Monk and Ham opened up with their superfirers.

Tel egraph cursed some nore. The supernmachi ne pistols had special conpensators built into the

muzzl es which, in addition to balancing recoil, digested nuzzle flane so that it was difficult to
spot the little weapons.

Doc Savage changed his position, having slow going in spite of his trenendous nuscul ar strength,
and reached another vertical girder. He went down this, using only the grip of cabled hands, and
touched the floor, directly behind the oil drums which sheltered Tel egraph and his gang.

It is virtually inpossible for a man to nove in the darkness without neking at |east sone sound.
The men behind the oil drum barricade m ght have heard the bronze giant descending had not they been
concentrating on the fight. As it was, the sounds they were naking guided Doc in his attack.

The first victimmade a stifled mewing sound that m ght have come froma very hungry cat. That
much of a noise squeezed past the trenendous clutch of bronze fingers which fell upon his throat.
Doc did not try to exert throttling pressure. Instead, he used upon the nan a device which he had
di scovered the course of anatom cal research upon the human brain and which he had mastered by | ong
practice. He felt about, located certain nerve centers with his finger tips, and bore down with a
sharp, paralyzing pressure which rendered the victimunable to nove or speak for sone tine.

One of the others heard the noise. He lunged, feeling with his hands, and his clutching fingers
encount ered Doc Savage. The next instant the fellow was reeling backward froma tremendous blow in
the face. He emtted a how .

Across the hangar, Mnk and Ham heard the shout, guessed what had caused it and began to yell and
fire their machine pistols. The conbination of noise and danger was too nuch for the hangar
attackers.

"This is too tough!" Tel egraph grated. "C ear out!"

They surged up in a wild charge for the door. The sliding panel had secured itself in sone
fashion. It resisted. Three of them got one behind the other and hurled their conbi ned wei ghts
agai nst a sheet of the metal hangar covering. The sheet split and |l et themout into the night.



THE earlier quietness about the airport did not nean that it was deserted, but only that the
personnel were having a slack hour, and were gathered, talking, in the operations office. The
shooting, the yelling, had stirred up a turmoil. The landing lights, tremendous flood | enses
sprayi ng i ncandescence that was al nost hot daylight, had been sw tched on. Some of the nmen were
arned. Pilots carrying mail were authorized to have firearns.

Menmbers of the airport personnel yelled questions. Tel egraph swore and drove a flurry of bullets
over their heads.

Instead of fleeing, the airport force scattered, cutting off flight in the direction of the road.
They began shooting. One of Tel egraph's nen bellowed and fell, clawing at the hole which a bullet
had opened in his |eg.

Tel egraph glared at his party. They were not a nobile force, since they were carrying those who
had been overconme by the nmercy bullets in the hangar, as well as the pair made unconsci ous by Doc
Savage.

Angrily, Tel egraph jabbed a pudgy hand at the sensel ess burdens.

"Can't leave 'em" he groaned. "This Doc Savage will grab 'emand make 'emtal k!"

"We can fix it so they can't talk," some one rem nded.

"Don't be a nut!" Tel egraph grunted. "Good nen are too scarce."

One of the nen yelled, sloped an arm

"Why not use that buggy?" he barked.

The "buggy" was a single-notored cabin nonoplane - a new ship if its bright paint and shiny netal
were any indications. There was a neat canvas jacket over the notor.

The men ran toward the plane. One gave a | eap, seized-the canvas cover and yanked it off, then
ran around and yanked at the door. It was |ocked. He beat in a window with a pistol and got to the
door and unlatched it fromthe inside.

Tel egraph Ednunds was hangi ng back, showing little enthusiasmfor the plane escape.

"They' || takeoff in another ship and follow us!" he barked.

"Sure!" snapped one of the others. "But we can't get to our car carrying these birds."

"The plane won't hold all of us," Tel egraph shouted angrily. "Sone of you take the unconscious
men and get in the air. The rest of us will nmake a try for the cars."”

They proceeded to carry this suggestion out. Tel egraph and three conpani ons keeping a steady fire
directed at such nmen as exposed thensel ves around the airport. The plane notor was equipped with a
starter; this turned the notor smashing over noisily. The pilot - one of the gang was a flier - gave
the cylinders little time to warm but opened the throttle, and the plane kicked its tail up and
scudded across the tarnac.

Tel egraph and the others ran for the edge of the field, dropping flat at intervals to shoot the
floodlights out, so that they were envel oped in darkness.

It becane evident that they were going to make good their escape.

DOC SAVAGE, Monk and Ham were doing about all they could do - striving to head off the escape.
They were handi capped. Tel egraph and his nmen seened to have plenty of amunition, and were not at
all reluctant about expending it. Once, the airport attendants m stook themfor enem es and turned
| oose a stormof lead, driving themto cover. They shouted angrily, trying to convince the skepti cal
attendants they were not foes. By the tine they succeeded, the plane bearing Tel egraph's nen was in
the air, and Tel egraph Ednmunds hinsel f was near the field edge.

Doc Savage and his nen set out after the group fleeing on the ground.

An attendant ran to a powerful searchlight and turned it upon the plane. The craft was circling,
gaining altitude, and evidently standing by to offer aid, should necessity arise, to Tel egraph
himsel f. The ship was a glittering, buzzing nonstrosity in the brilliant searchlight glitter.

Tel egraph and his three conpani ons scranbled wildly over the high nmetal fence bounding the
airport. He paused, rested a gun on the fence wire and fired, but his other men, clanbering over,
shook the fence until the bullets went wld.

Doc Savage reached the fence a hundred yards distant. He did not run to it and clinb, but
attacked the barrier like a cat, with a tremendous leap which lifted himnearly to the top. He
landed lightly on the other side. Then he stood there, attention suddenly fixed on the plane.
Somet hi ng was happening to the craft. It dipped, wabbled. It seenmed on the verge of cracking up.
Then it straightened out and, motor a-howl, swooped upward. The searchlight followed it.

Monk and Ham now stared at the plane. Its antics were fantastic.

"Hey!" Monk expl oded. "Sonebody threw a parachute overboard!"

The smal | packet of the parachute was barely distinguishable in the intense searchlight glitter.
It descended slowy, not turning over and over as it fell, as m ght have been expected. Then
sonet hi ng unexpect ed occurred.

"Bl azes!" Mnk gul ped. "Look at that!"

The parachute had opened, blossomng into a great nmushroom of snowy silk. It did not fall as

| oose cloth might have. It held its belled shape. Below it the shrouds stretched rigidly, as if
supporting a weight. But there was nothing visible in the harness.

"bserve the plane!" Ham snapped.

The ship had resuned its antics. It nosed up too steeply, stalled, slid off in a spin, and did



not recover. The notor nunbled at ordinary speed, but the flying wires began to howl in a fashion
that could be heard a great distance

The craft was probably traveling in excess of three hundred mles an hour when it hit the ground
The searchlight followed it to the last. Flying earth and débris geysered upward. Then there was a
sheet of white flame as if a photographers flash gun had gone off. This lasted only nonentarily, and
left a bundling mass of redder flames which had enw apped the whol e craft

Doc Savage shifted his attention to the parachute. It was coning down on the tarmac. The harness
touched the field. The night breeze carried the big | obe over and it dragged the harness al ong. The
harness was not touching the ground, but elevated nearly two feet. And bel ow t he webbi ng straps
there was a di sturbance. Dust stirred up. C ods of earth were dislodged. Two shal | ow grooves
appeared. They m ght have been nade by a pair of heels

Monk bawl ed, "Does anybody el se see what | see?"

Ham still retained his sword cane. He funbled it absently.

"There is sonething on that 'chute!" he gul ped. "Sonething you can't see!"

THE airport attendants, as stunned as any one, ran for the 'chute, sone for the crashed plane

Doc Savage said, "Tel egraph Edmunds! We'll trail him"

The bronze man and his two aides ran in pursuit of Tel egraph. The latter, with his three

conpani ons, had paused to witness the disaster to the plane and the nysterious parachute descent
but now they began running. They were not far ahead, but were fast on their feet, for they were
scared. Gaining the edge of the flying field, they turned sharply to the left, diving into a brushy
lane. A nonment later, the nmotor of a car they had conceal ed there began to npan

The machine - a sedan - lunbered into view. Mnk lifted his nachine pistol and drove a hooting
vol l ey of slugs. They flattened on the sedan w ndows.

"Bul | et proof!" Monk snorted

The sedan wi ndows, it devel oped, cranked asi de enough to allow a slit which would admt a gun
muzzl e. Men began firing through these, using submachi ne guns. Doc Savage and his two aides
possessed of no quality which nade theminpervious to | ead, sought the roadside ditch

The sedan betook itself noisily away.

Doc Savage said, "Qur own car!"

They ran back to where they had parked their machine, entered it and tranped the starter. Nothing
happened. Doc wrenched up the hood, dashed a flash beaminside, then pointed

The wiring had been torn out. Stepping back, the bronze man exam ned the soft earth around about
noting the size of the inpressed tracks. Anpng other things, he had developed a facility for
retaining accurate optical neasurenments in his nmenory; he could look at a print and recogni ze
instantly, hours later, another print made by the same shoe. He had seen Tel egraph Ednmunds's
footprints during the afternoon

"These are Ednmunds's tracks," he said quietly. "He disabled our car."

Over on the airport fence the pig, Habeas Corpus, was clanbering up the high barrier, having sone
difficulty and squealing plaintively. Mnk hel ped the shote over

"We're getting nowhere fast," he conplained. "Seens |like things are breaking so we can't learn a

thing."
"We know one thing!" Ham snapped. "There are invisible things of sone kind mxed up in this." The
hormely Monk scowl ed at the dapper barrister. "I always did know you'd study |aw until you went

nuts," he said

Ham gritted, "Then how do you explain that parachute business? And didn't you feel sonmething in
t he pl ane cabi n?"

Monk dangl ed Habeas by an ear, and, said nothing. Hs apish features wore a baffled expression
They went back to the airport grounds to exam ne the wecked plane. There was a crowd. Two fire
extingui sher wagons had been run out and were playing chemical streans on the wecked pl ane. But
they were too |ate. Flames had consumed nost of the ship

It was doubtful if any of the bodies inside could be identified

DOC SAVAGE ferreted out the airport attendants who had been first to reach the nysterious
parachute and questioned them extracting informati on which did nothing to explain what had
occurred, for the attendants insisted there had been no one near the 'chute

Asked to explain the manner in which it had cone down, they were vague, and finally tried to
laugh it off as a freak occurrence

"It was screwy, though," one of themadnmtted. "After the 'chute collapsed, the webbing harness
junped around as if something were getting out of it. Then it fell to the ground.”

Doc Savage said, "Let us exam ne the spot where the 'chute came down. There nmay be narks on the
ground. "

They might as well have saved their tinme. Excited persons going and com ng fromthe burning

pl ane, had stanped out whatever tracks there m ght have been

Police arrived, and nade the mi stake of devoting all of their energy to clearing the crom from
about the plane, extinguishing the flames and extracting the charred bodies. It was sone m nutes
before they got organi zed on the matter of the shooting

Doc Savage got his two aides aside



"We can answer police questions later," he said. "W will |eave now."

That decision was a m stake, one of the few in judgnment errors which the bronze man had nade.

But, renarkable as was his trained mind, it had no powers of clairvoyance, and he could not see into
the future.

There was one nore unexpected happening. It occurred as they left the airport.

"Over there!" the bronze man said suddenly, and pointed.

H s two assistants, following his indicating arm saw the figures of a man and a wonman. They were
wal ki ng cl ose together, staggering a little. Their arns were out, but not around each other. Rather,
the arms seened to support sonething between them sonething which, as far as visual evidence went,
was not there.

The two forms canme in range of autonobile headlights. Their identity was apparent.

"The girl, Ada Easeman, and that guy, Russel Way!" Mnk roared. He hurtled toward the pair.

Ada Easeman and Russel Way reached a car, an open touring which had the top down. They seened to
have sonme difficulty getting in, and it seened that they were hel ping their unseen burden. The girl
got behind the wheel, and the machine, tires spouting gravel, rocketed away | ong before Doc Savage,
for all his sprinting speed, was near enough to stop them

"Sei ze a car!" Doc rapped.

The nearest machine was a taxicab, which had evidently brought a passenger out to the airport.

The driver had just gotten out and was running toward the burning plane. All of his interest was on
the flam ng ship. He did not | ook back as Doc Savage, Mnk and Ham entered the cab, started the
nmotor and drove in pursuit of the girl and Way.

The hack was neither new nor in good nmechani cal shape; when wei ght was put on the accelerator, a
carbon knock tinkled and a piston slap made angrier acconpani nent. The speedoneter needl e bogged
before it reached fifty.

The touring car bearing the girl and Way was probably doing eighty when it went out of sight.

DOC SAVAGE sl owed down and the cab seened to run even nore noisily, while an overheated snell

cane fromthe notor. The wheel had a distinct list to the right.

"There oughta be a | aw against a heap like this" Mnk grunbl ed. "Boy, are we having tough |uck!"
The engi ne stopped suddenly.

Doc Savage, at the wheel, renmined as notionless as if graven in the bronze netal which he

resenbl ed, except for the slight shift of his arns as he coasted the car to the edge of the pavenent
and put on the brakes. The brakes squeal ed |ike pigs.

"Hurrah!" Mnk snorted. "Now we can wal k back."

Doc Savage's |ips seened scarcely to nove as he spoke.

"Look at the switch," he suggested.

Monk squinted at the key. "Huh! It's off!" He noved to turn the key on.

"Wait!" Doc told him and started to add sonething nore, but the pig, Habeas Corpus, emtted a
series of uneasy grunts. Mnk frowned at the shote, which was in the rear seat, and demanded, "What
ails you?"

Doc Savage's voi ce was enotionl ess as he spoke.

"I think there is something in the car with us," he said. "Sonething we cannot see. It turned the
switch off!"

Monk gul ped, "Well, for - " and could think of no adequate finishing phrase.

They all eyed the switch which had turned off so strangely. It was Doc Savage who saw the rear

door opening. He whi pped open the door on his side, dived out and flung for the other door.

The door slanmmed just before he reached it. He clutched madly at the air. Apparently he
encountered nothing, for he stood still and seemed to |listen. Then he | eaped far to the left and

cl utched again.

"No use," he said. H's voice showed neither disgust nor excitenent.

The horely Monk demanded | oudly, "Am | going nuts?"

Ham cl enched his sword cane tightly.

"There was sonmething in here," he said. "It got out, whatever it was, after it turned the swtch
of f."

Doc Savage cane back to the taxi, opened the rear door and got inside slowy, his hands groping,
searching, but finding nothing. H s eyes, however, |ocated sonething of interest, for he | eaned down
and thurmbed on a flashlight.

"Look here," he requested.

The cab rear was lined with rather ancient |eather. Sone sharp object - it was probably a screw
whi ch had cone | oose fromthe nmeter fastening and now lay on the floorboards - had scratched a
nunber of words in the |eather. They read:

Savage:

Go to opera tonight.

There was no signature.

Monk fini shed reading, drew back, absently started to scratch his own head, then scratched the
bristles atop Habeas Corpus's nodul ar skull i nstead.

"They do say nmusic uplifts the soul," he said. "Personally, | never felt less |like going to the



opera.”

Doc Savage consulted a wist watch which had a jewel ed, shockproof novenent.

"The performance is already on," he said. "But we can nake the end of it."

Ham sheat hed and unsheat hed his sword cane.

"That invisible thing, whatever it was, nust have been able to wite," he said slowy.

Chapter 8. TERROR AMONG ERM NES

THE structure that is the center of operatic Anerica, the citadel which draws the crowned heads

of the profession for their finest performances, is a building which outwardly resenbl es an enornous
and very griny warehouse. Viewed fromthe street, it offers nothing inpressive other than its size,
except on opera nights, when it takes on a dignity and an aura of glittering inpressiveness.

Doc Savage, Monk and Hamleft the Times Square subway station and worked southward toward the
opera house. The bronze man rarely wore a hat, but he had donned one now, yanked far down, and his
coat collar was turned up. He did not wish to be recognized.

He was, against his own inclinations, a celebrity, thanks to the industry of newspaper reporters.
Shoul d he be recogni zed, a crowd of curious individuals and autograph hunters was sure to collect.
There was sone delay at the opera house. None of the three wore full dress, and they | ooked
somewhat di shevel ed. Nor did they have tickets; and the house was sold out. O so the young man at
the ticket w ndow said.

Doc Savage made known his identity.

"l beg your pardon," bowed the young man at the window. "I did not recognize you. | will have an
usher take you to your box."

Monk eyed Doc Savage as they were escorted inside.

"How | ong has this been going on?" he wanted to know.

"You nean the box? | have had that sone tine; in fact, ny father had it before nme."

Monk digested that, and wondered just how nmuch the bronze man contributed for use of the box.

Pl enty, no doubt. Mnk renenbered that there had been talk of an unnaned contributor who had lifted
the operatic enterprise fromits financial dilema. The bronze man had a habit of doing things |ike
t hat .

"Hey!" Monk barked. "Whatcha think you're doin'?"

The usher had grasped Habeas Corpus by the scruff of the neck and was preparing to take him

away .

"Animal s not allowed," the usher expl ained.

Ham i ndi cated Monk with his sword cane and suggested, "The ape falls in that class, too. Better
take him"

Monk, bristling indignantly, declared, "That hog is a well-behaved hog and he likes nusic. He
stays here!"

There was nore squabbling, but when the usher departed Habeas remai ned behi nd, perched on the

rail in plain view of the audience, ears distended to catch the boom ng of a dark and extrenely fat
basso.

The performance had reached a point where the fat basso was whoopi ng and noaning in the throes of

i ndeci si on about whether to surrender an equally plunp prim donna to the arns of the rival who sang
t enor.

"l guess it'll be over when he nakes up his nmind," nuttered Monk, who had no great appreciation

of fine nmusic." That'll probably take another five mnutes."

Over in the diamond horseshoe, a wonman screaned suddenly and with a vol ume that made the high

note of the prima donna on the stage seemsnall in conparison.

MONK said, "I knew that basso would drive sonebody nuts!" Then he stood up and stared. He shed

hi s wi secracki ng manner, how ed, "Hey! Lookit!"

The worman who had shrieked was | ong and bony and much bejeweled. An ermne wap was in disarray
about her shoul ders and she was clutching madly with both hands. She shrieked again.

The article at which she grabbed was a di anond pendant, a dianond that was very | arge and caught
subdued fire fromthe lights on the stage. It seenmed suspended in md-air, as if by an unseen
string, before the woman's face. It noved as she snatched at it causing her to mss.

Then a j ewel ed band about the woman's hair seemed to junp fromits anchorage. The worman screaned
as her hair was yanked. The gaudy band j oi ned the pendant The wonman continued to shriek.

There was a smacki ng sound, |oud enough that Doc Savage and his nmen heard it distinctly over the
squaw i ng of the woman, and she coll apsed, as if knocked out.

"The invisible thing!" Mnk rapped.

Doc Savage was al ready out of the box. An ornanental rail ran along the fronts of the boxes,
joining them and the bronze man sprang upon this, running along it. The main floor was nore than a
score of feet below, and a drop would have neant at |east bad injury upon the seats.

Fart her down the row of boxes, another wonman began to flounce about and shriek. She seened to be
losing large rings off her fingers. Alnpbst instantly there was a third di sturbance.

"The spooks are robbing these people!" Mnk gul ped.

He got up on the rail with the idea of followi ng the bronze man, but took one | ook bel ow and
scranbl ed of f again. He charged out of the box and through the aisles.



Ham unsheat hed his sword cane and foll owed the api sh chem st, making passes at apparently enpty
air with the bl ade

"Careful!" he. rapped at Monk. "You cannot see the infernal creatures."”

Monk heard, wheel ed back and scooped up his pet pig. "Habeas seened to be able to snell them or
sonet hi ng, before," he said; then to the pig, "Do your stuff, hog!"

Doc Savage had reached the tall, bony woman who had shrieked first. He drove bronze fingers
about, searching, but encountered nothing. The jewels had seened to drop down and had becone lost in
the gl oom of the aisles. Best efforts of his flake-gold eyes failed to | ocate them

There was a growi ng bruise on the woman's jaw, nmark of the nysterious bl ow which had knocked her
sensel ess

The bronze man rushed for the next victim There, too, he found nothing. Oher women were how ing
as they lost their jewels. Ushers were rushing about. One tripped and fell down one of the sloping
ai sl es, and opera patrons, leaving their seats madly, piled over himin a nél ée

Doc Savage fanned a gl ance about and | ocated a young worman who wore a particularly
expensi ve-1 ooking collection of jewels. He ran toward her. Before he reached her, she ripped out a
cry of horror and struck at the air before her. One of the invisible beings seened to have grabbed
at her jewels, and she had avoi ded the grasp. She spun and fled, racing up the aisle toward a red
light that marked an exit

Doc foll owed, tremendous |eaps closing the gap between hinself and the fleei ng woman. She dived
into the dark cavern under the scarlet exit |lanp. There the bronze man caught her

"Stand still!" he comanded

" Sonmet hi ng touched nme!" the woman gurgl ed. "Sonething which | could not see -

There was a sudden ugly sound. It was a hollow report, very nuch as if a hamer had hit sonme hard
subst ance

Doc Savage fell as if all of his giant sinews had been severed sinultaneously.

THE womman with the jewels fell froma second, far less violent blow a nmoment |ater. Her baubles

| eft her person and canme together, making clicking noises, as if they were being dropped in an
absol utely transparent container

The nap of the carpet beside Doc Savage crushed down as if an unseen wei ght were bearing upon it
One of his hands lifted, but in a strangely |ifeless manner, and the bronze skin over one wi st
acqui red a depression that mght have nmeant his pul se was being tested

There was a short peculiar whistling sound, the kind of a whistle by which a man m ght summon a
dog

From the darker recess down the fire escape corridor a netal tray floated, an ordinary tray of
the type used by housew ves to bake muffins, divided off into ten cups. In each of these cups
reposed reddi sh, soft-looking wax. The tray came to a rest on the floor beside Doc Savage's right
hand

One by one, the bronze man's fingers were lifted and pressed into the soft wax, making an
impression in which the whorls and lines of the finger tips were distinct. The tray shifted to the
ot her side, and the sane thing happened to his left hand

The tray floated away and was | ost in the darkness

The jewel s had remai ned suspended in md-air, but now they al so swng away wi thout visible
suspensi on; the manner of their going sonething to lift the hair of a superstitious observer, had
there been one

Doc Savage renmmined, linp and unstirring, where he had been felled. H's features had slammred the
floor heavily when he went down; and snmall crinmson bubbles broke at his lips fromtinme to tineg,
showi ng that he still breathed.

The opera house was in an uproar, wth wonen shrieking and nmen bawing out in rage and fright
whi | e down on the stage, the fat basso sang at the top of his voice, a lilting tune that was
calculated to quiet the clanor, but which failed conpletely

Police whistles shrilled as an energency squad bored into the opera house

Chapter 9. MARI KAN

MONK beat an open newspaper with one hairy fist and said, snall-voiced, "Look at this! Look at
it

Ham | ooked up wearily fromhis task of daubing a fresh supply of chemical, intended to produce
qui ck unconsci ousness, upon the tip of his sword cane

"Wl you stop ranting?" he requested. "This thing is crazy enough wi thout you addi ng your
nickel's worth."

It was cool in the gigantic |laboratory with its labyrinth of chemical and el ectrical apparatus
The cool ness was that of artificial air conditioning. The huge wi ndows were cl osed; they always
remai ned cl osed. They were of bullet-proof glass

Through the wi ndows, the tallest of New York's skyscrapers could be seen, for these w ndows were
on the eighty-sixth floor of the city's nost inpressive cloud-piercer. Beyond the tips of the higher
buil dings, the city was a checkerboard of lights. It was an aérie of nasterly situation, this
head- quarters of Doc Savage

The bronze man hinself was seated in the maze of an X-ray machine, enploying mrrors and



fluoroscopic screens in such a manner that he coul d exam ne his own head. He was kneading a spot
over the tenple.

"The bl ow seens to have been delivered with sonmething resenbling a blackjack," he offered

quietly. "It did no great danmage."

"Look at this paper!" Mnk repeated. "It says that over four hundred policenen got down to that
opera house before the excitenent subsided. They had bonb squads, detective squads and homi ci de
squads. They even had the fire departnment."

"We know all about that," Hamtold himpeevishly. "W were jolly well there, weren't we?"

"And the sumtotal of what all the cops found was just exactly nothing," Mnk continued, ignoring
Ham "They won't even admit for publication that invisible beings had sonething to do with the
affair.”

Doc Savage put in, "It is rather a preposterous thing for a hard-headed policenan to believe."
Monk wrinkled his remarkably honely features in a scow .

"What ever the robbers were, they sure made a clean-up of jewelry," he inparted.

"I's an estinmate of the anpbunt given?" Doc asked.

"One paper says it will run as high as four or five mllions," Mnk advised. "Can't tell nuch by
newspaper guesses, though."

Doc Savage did not comment further, but seemed engaged in naking a conplete exam nation of his
own person. He came around to his finger tips and gave thema great deal of attention. He scraped a
smal | deposit of reddi sh substance fromunder one of the nails, took it over to a spectroscopic
anal yzi ng devi ce and worked over it.

"What'd you find?" Mnk queried.

"A material which | have no recollection of touching," the bronze man expl ai ned.

"What is it?"

"A form of nodeling wax which is used when soft and | ater becones very hard," Doc announced.
"Yeah?" Monk nudged the pig, Habeas, with a toe. "Were could you have picked the wax up?"

The bronze man seened not to hear that. He switched of f the analyzing device, replaced slides and
cover, then started for the door, indicating the others should follow

"Where to?" Ham questi oned.

"The nanme of Sawyer Linnett Bonefelt, or O d Bonepicker, has cropped up a nunber of tinmes," Doc
Savage remi nded. "W will see what we can |earn about him"

As they entered a specially constructed speed elevator, built for Doc Savage's exclusive use,

whi ch dropped themto a private garage in the skyscraper basenent, Mnk nentioned a point upon which
he evidently had deci ded convictions.

"Whoever scratched that nmessage in the hack, tellin' us to go to the opera, knew in advance what
was gonna happen, " he said.

SAWYER LI NNETT BONEFELT was listed in the local financial guides as a private banker; a short
history of his career indicated he had started as a pawnbroker and a vender of bail bonds, had
branched and grown, and was now a financial, power. His specialty was buying up defunct corporations
and manufacturing enterprises and breaking theminto parts and selling themfor what usually
amounted to a profit. This had earned himhis soubriquet of "Od Bonepicker." H s financial rating
was well up in the mllions.

"A buzzard's way of nmeking a living," Mnk opined, one snall eye cocked in Haml's direction. "Only
worse thing | can think of is bein' a lawer and livin' off people's troubles."

Ham who was one of the nost astute and sought-after attorneys in the country, maintained a cold
si |l ence.

The directory gave them Sawyer Linnett Bonefelt's address. This was a doorway, a very decrepit
doorway, in a grinmy and uninviting street in that section of the city which welfare workers liked to
call the worst slum One peculiar thing they noted at once. The entire bl ock of buildings seened to
be unoccupi ed. The wi ndows bore the grime deposit of nonths; sone were boarded up.

They exam ned the door, found no bell button, and knocked; but there was no answer, nothing but

t he bunpi ng echoes, faintly audible, of the knock inside. They waited for a tinme, then Doc Savage
went to work on the lock with his picking kit. It surrendered shortly.

The hall beyond the door was bl eak and uncarpeted, but clean. Opening to the right was a bare,

m serable office, and on the left was a bedroom equally unprepossessing.

Ham went over to the desk, opened the drawers and boldly riffled papers inside. He exanm ned sone
cl osel y.

"Jove!" he breathed in an awed tone. "These papers have to do with the breaking up and selling of
a ten-mllion-dollar corporation. Inmagine a fell ow who does business |ike that using this place for
an officel"

Doc ran a finger over the desk, and noted the deposit of dust on it.

"The desk does not seemto have been used for" - he paused and noted the tightness of the room
against city grine - "tw or three weeks."

They exam ned the bedroom Nothing was there. At the back of the corridor, they found a door.

Monk tried it.

"Feel's pretty solid," he offered.



Doc Savage tapped the panel, tested it with one of the | ock-picking instruments which had a sharp
poi nt.

"Of arnor plate steel," he decided.

MONK | ooked very surprised, said, "That's danged funny!" and stepped aside so that Doc could go
to work on the lock. Once through the door - and the lock did not surrender as easily as had the
other - they were in vastly different surroundi ngs.

Carpet on the floor seened an inch deep, and was of an expensive grade. The walls were paneled in
wal nut and sone ot her wood which was a brilliant yellow in hue. The lighting was indirect, with no
bul bs vi si bl e.

The horely Monk offered in a dry tone: "O d Bonepicker seens to be sort of a Jekyll and Hyde guy.
He kept that miser's office and bedroom outside to inpress people, and probably |ived back here."
They advanced hurriedly toward the nearest door, only to stop as the panel opened.

"l beg pardon," said the man who had opened the door. "Just what are your doing here?"

He was rotund with a full, flushed face and hair which was rather splotchily white. He wore a
respl endent butler's uniform

"l am M. Bonefelt's butler," he stated further.

Doc Savage advanced. He rarely showed expression, except by design. He was smiling now.

The butl er backed away, |ooking puzzled, and let themin, and under the brighter |ight apparently
recogni zed the bronzed giant, for he started violently. But by that tine, Mnk and Ham were al so
inside. The servitor started to close the door.

"Wait." Doc Savage said.

The bronze man sei zed the door, which was al nost cl osed, opened it again and addressed the
apparently enpty corridor.

"Cone on in, guys," he said, and his tone was one in which one underworld deni zen woul d address
anot her.

"O K ," said a coarse voice fromout of thin air.

Monk and Ham were standing behind the butler, so that their starts of surprise fortunately went
unnoticed. An instant later, they got control of thenselves, realizing that Doc Savage was playing a
game and using his excellent ability as a ventril oquist.

The butler was deceived conpletely. He junped at conclusions of his own. A gusty sigh of relief
escaped him

"So Doc Savage throwed in with you, eh, boys?" he chuckled at what he apparently thought were

i nvi si bl e conpani ons of the bronze man. "That's swell!"

Monk nearly choked.

"This guy knows sonething!" he howed. "Gab "im"

The butler saw he had been tricked. He pitched backward. Both hands fanned under his | ong,

brai ded coat tails and came out with a pair of enornmpus arny automatics. He did not use them Doc
Savage was upon him gripping his wists.

The guns whooped thunder, and their lead tore the rich carpet and split hardwood fl oorboards
underneath. The man ki cked, tried to bite. Doc Savage lifted himbodily, upset him banged hi m down
on the floor, and such was the shock that the man | ost his weapons. Mnk sat upon him

"Aory be!" grinned the siman chemst. "W finally got sonebody we can ask questions."

Ham unsheat hed his sword cane and |l et the butler look closely at the long blade. He lifted a
handkerchi ef fromthe prisoner's pocket and drew it across the blade: the |linen square was cut
through, a graphic illustration of just how sharp the fine steel sword was.

"Take his right ear first, Ham" Mnk suggested. "I think it's a little bigger than the left."
Ham said, "An ear does not hurt. We will take an eye, because when you pull an eyeball out and
begin to cut through the nuscles behind it, it feels as if the whole brain was being haul ed out."
"Aw, nuts!" said the prisoner. "I been through this third degree stuff before!"

DOC SAVAGE studi ed the man, then knelt and kneaded sone of the fellow s joints in a manner which
produced great pain. Doc noted the results carefully. He shook his head.

"Physical pain does not terrify this man," he said. "The fellow knows he can take only so nuch,
then he will faint. Many crimnals are that way."

Monk scow ed. "Let's try it, anyhow "

Instead of replying, Doc Savage produced a snall case little larger than a cigarette lighter, and
fromit drew a hypodermic needle with a transparent barrel. He charged it with a bright-green fluid,
froma magazine contained in the tiny case.

"Truth serum"” he said. "The results are not always reliable, but the man will talk; and in the
course of time we are certain to get at least a line on what we want to know. "

The captive sneered.

"Bulls tried that on nme once," he growl ed. "They didn't get a thing!"

"They did not try this kind," Doc assured him "It is a concoction devised by nyself and Monk,
here."

The captive screaned as the serum was adni ni st ered.

Monk bounced around on the prisoner's chest as the nan sought vainly to arise and flee.

"How | ong?" the honely chemni st queried.



"Five mnutes, perhaps," Doc replied.

"The man's talk will be ranbling, at tinmes naking no sense, but we nay be able to pick out - "
THE bronze man hurtled to the left, then lunged wildly for the south wall. H's eyes were fixed on
a spot in the wal nut paneling, a place where what seened to be a knot graining in the wood, had
opened, disclosing the black maw of a conceal ed peephol e.

Red flane | ashed out of the aperture. A lightning bolt seened to crack in the room so |oud was
the shot.

On the floor, the prisoner emtted a |ong, awful how .

Monk toppled off the captive, rolled wildly after Doc. He, too, had seen the open peephole. The

hi dden gun whacked thunder again. Mnk baw ed, clawed at his chest. Miutilated lead, a bullet
flattened agai nst a bull et proof vest which Monk wore, fell to the carpet. Then Monk gai ned the
wal | .

Ham noving as swiftly, was also against the wall, out of range.

"Stay there!" Doc Savage rapped.

The prisoner reared up on the floor. His chest was |eaking a pencil-sized red stream He grovel ed
and tried to insert a finger in the bullet hole to plug it.

"They're croakin' me to shut me up!" he wail ed.

Monk roared, "Now s your chance! Talk fast, guy!"

The wounded man screaned, "Go to the Spook's Nest!"

"The Spook's Nest?" Mnk barked. "Were's that?"

"Mari kan!" the man gulped. It's Marikan's place in the country. Get into the north tower and -
The hi dden gun banged again. The man's head jerked violently. The bullet nust have been a dundum
because bits of the head contents were carried out as it passed through, and the man fell over,
dead.

Doc Savage was under the secret |oophole now It was of a size little nore than sufficient to
pass a gun snout. Doc thrust a hand into a pocket. The object he brought out mi ght have been a steel
bal|l bearing. He flipped it through the hole. Then he sprang away.

Monk and Ham lunged furiously to get clear. They had seen those things which resenbled ball
bearings used on other occasions. They were tiny grenades, incredibly violent.

There was a roar, a splintering of wood, a screeching of drawn nails - and nost of the wall about
the | oophol e caved in, admtting a cloud of dust and débris. This flooded across the floor, al npst
covering the prisoner who had been shot through the chest, then through the brain.

Doc Savage waded through the weckage while it was still settling. He had covered his ears with
his hands so that the concussion would not deafen him and now he used both aural organs and eyes.
He saw not hing. There was nobody inside the other room which was narrow and apparently a bedroom
He did hear footsteps. They were rapid, and in the rear sonewhere. He raced in that direction.

He cane to a dining room One of the chairs had been upset and was still rocking on its rounded
back portion. Doc went on, tried the door on the other side. It was |ocked. He crashed a fi st
agai nst the panel. It split. He used a foot, and the panel fell out. He reached through and found a

key in the other side and unl ocked the door and passed through.

"You will explain yourself," said a deep, youthful voice.

IT was gloony in the passage - which led to the regions of the back door - and a brief instant
el apsed before details becane apparent.

Russel Way, dark hair and white nustache nmaki ng hi m seemslightly bizarre, was holding a

| ong-barrel ed revol ver which, unlike the blunt weapon he had wi el ded at the Easeman apartnent,
| ooked as long and | ean as the nman who had it.

Behi nd Way stood Ada Easenan. In her capable right hand was Way's stubby gun, of large calibre
on a small frame. She still wore her eneral d evening frock.

Doc Savage denmanded, "Wich one of you shot that man?"

They | ooked surprised, then they glanced at each other and strange expressions canme upon their
features. The girl spoke first.

"I didn't," she said. "W just canme in and had separated to search the house. Then the shooting
started, and that terrible explosion. W net here."

Doc Savage | ooked at Way, said nothing.

"l never shot any one!" Way snapped.

"lIs there nore than a back and a front door?" Dec asked.

"That is all," the girl said.

Hamran into the corridor. H's sword cane was unsheat hed, but he showed no undue excitenent.
"Monk is watching the front door," he advised.

"You take the back door," Doc told him "We will search the house."

Ada Easenman interjected, "Wait! Do you know what this is all about?"

Doc Savage eyed her. "W are beginning to get an idea."

"I'nvisible men," she said.

The bronze man nodded. "Who is the brain behind the thing?"

The girl fingered the fabric of her evening gown absently. The tint of her nails bl ended
perfectly with the enerald hue of the garnent.



"That is what we want to know, " she stated. "My father, P. Treve Easenan, and Sawyer Linnett
Bonefelt were seized and nade invisible by these nen."

Doc exhi bited no surprise. "Wy?"

"Extortion," said the girl. "A flat sumof one mllion dollars in cash was demanded to make each
of themvisible again. Whatever the infernal process is, it seens that a man can be made invisible,
then changed back to visibility again."

"Then what happened?" Doc Savage asked.

"They took father to Boston to hold himwhile he was invisible, so that he would be separated
fromd d Bonepicker - | nmean, M. Bonefelt," explained Ada Easeman. "But ny father managed to evade
his guard, undiscovered, and tel egraph you to get aboard the plane by which he was to be brought to
New York City the next day."

From the region of the front door, Mnk called, "There ain't no sign that the noise attracted any
attention. Some people canme out and | ooked, then went back in their houses. | guess nobody el se
lives in this block."

"a d Bonepicker owns the entire block and allows no one to live here, so that it will be quiet,"
said Russel Way.

Doc directed the girl: "Go ahead with what happened in the plane."

"My father was witing a note on airplane stationery to get to you when sone one opened a w ndow
and the note bl ew back and Tel egraph Ednmunds got it," she el aborated. "Telegraph read it, and it
made himso nmad that he shot ny father. Here; | have the note."

She fished a fol ded paper fromher gown and passed it over.

DOC SAVAGE studied the missive without unfolding it. The paper was soiled and about of the size
of the communi cation which Tel egraph Edmunds and his nen had exam ned beside the road near the
airport. It was on Excel sior A rways stationery.

The unfinished witing read:

I, P. Treve Easenan, and anot her man, Sawyer Linnett Bonefelt, have been seized and nade
invisible by a gang of nen. Tel egraph Ednunds, seated behind me, is a lieutenant of the gang, but
not the chief. | do not know the latter's identity.

This gang plans to extract a million dollars a piece fromnyself and Bonefelt for meking us
visible again. Then they are going to neke thensel ves invisible and start a canpaign of gigantic
robberies. Their first crime, planned for tonight, will be robbery of the audience at the opera, and
their second -

The writing ended there, evidently stopped when the gust of wind had conme through the opened

pl ane w ndow.

Doc Savage asked, "Can you expl ain what happened at the airport?"

"I certainly can," the girl snapped. "My father had tel ephoned Bonefelt that he had enlisted your
aid. You see, Bonefelt had escaped, and was at the airport. During the excitenment, he foll owed
Tel egraph Ednmunds and his men. It was he who snatched this note back again."

"Where was your father?"

"Wounded, " said the young woman. "He managed to get out of the plane before tel egraph’'s nen
searched it, then crawl ed back inside and lay in one of the seats, unable to nove. Your man Monk
found him Then Tel egraph cane, and during the fighting which followed, Russel here, and nyself, got
ny father away, aided by O d Bonepicker.

"Ch, yes, O d Bonepicker came to ny apartnment and got us. That was right after you told us to
wait. | was so anxious to find ny father that | neglected to tell you where we had gone."

The dapper Ham had heard the whole recital fromwhere he was guarding the rear door. Now he
expressed an opi nion.

"Thin," he said, "very thin."

The girl and Russet Way | ooked i ndignant.

"Where is your father now?" Doc Savage asked. "Wiere is this O d Bonepicker?"

"In a linmusine in a garage out back," said the girl. "Maybe they're right here now, |istening.
You can't see them"

"We'l| get them" Way declared. "They can tell their own story."

"Just a nonent," Doc Savage put in. "W is Mrikan?"

"Mari kan?" the girl echoed bl ankly.

"l never heard of any one nanmed Marikan," said Way.

Chapter 10. |NVISIBLE RAI DERS

DOC SAVAGE wit hhel d advi ce that the nane Mari kan had been uttered by the man recently slain,

al t hough both the girl and Way showed curiosity on that point; but the bronze man spoke before they
got around to voicing an inquiry.

"CGo get the two invisible nmen, Easeman and Bonefelt," he suggested. "Bring them here."

"You might help us," Way pointed out.

Doc Savage appeared not to hear the words, and made no reply. Way frowned; his white nustache
shifted as he nipped his upper lip, then he turned and wal ked past Ham and through the rear door.
The girl foll owed.

Ham flicked his sword cane. "Should we watch then?"



Doc Savage said, "That killer is still somewhere on the prem ses, possibly"

"Sure it wasn't Way or the girl?" Ham queri ed.

Agai n, Doc Savage did not answer. He noved back to the chanmber where the little grenade had

expl oded and exam ned the dust which had settled on the floor; but this bore no footprints. The
slayer had fled either before or immediately after the blast.

Doc gave attention to other doors and found sone | ocked, others unl ocked.

He was picking the lock on one of the doors when there was a sharp outcry in a strange voice.
"Hel p!" It was a man's voice. "She's killing ne!"

Ham yel |l ed fromthe door, "Doc! Something is happening out behind the house!"

Doc Savage was already in notion. He flung down a corridor, whipped past Ham and was in a large
garden which ran the entire length of the bl ock.

The garden was a remarkable thing for the slumdistrict, an affair of exquisite taste and beauty.
The overhead area was gl assed in, the transparent panels arranged so they could be swng back
mechani cal ly, and there was a hot-house system of steam pi pes. There were nmany rare tropical plants
in bl oom

"Hel p!'" bawl ed the strange nmale voice - "Help!" The cries were comng fromthe south end of the
garden, where there was an arched door. The bronze man raced past a glass case in which orchids were
growi ng, and reached the door and dived inside.

"Hel p!" squal |l ed the voi ce.

The shouting man lay on his back. He was handcuffed wist and ankle. A swarthy man, he had big
ears, a tremendous nose, a small nmouth, and the rest of himwas plunp. H's neat blue suit bulged a
little with fat.

Over himcrouched the girl, Ada Easeman. She was threatening himw th the stubby gun. The stare
whi ch she directed at Doc Savage was hard to fathom

"It's a trick!" she snapped. "This man tried to seize nme, even though he is handcuffed."

The dark man squaw ed, "What a liar she is! The hussy! It is ready to kill nme, she was!"

"That is not true!" Ada Easenman gritted.

"Who is he?" Doc. demanded.

The girl shook her head. "I never saw him before."

"The lying hussy!" the handcuffed man yelled. "She knows ne well!"

"Your nane?" Doc said quietly.

"Mari kan," the man barked - "Angus Angel o Marikan!"

RUSSEL WRAY appeared, racing from somewhere in the depths of the building, flourishing his |ong
gun, denmandi ng, "What on earth is happeni ng?"

"Let me have your gun," Doc Savage request ed.

Way puckered a frown around his white nustache and thought that over. Hi s facial expression was
not hard to read. He decided not to surrender his weapon.

Doc Savage seened prepared for no sudden novenent, but he changed position, doing it so swiftly
that his notions were a trifle blurred. Way grunted loudly and tried to do sonmething in defense
with his gun, but was far too slow Doc got one netallic hand on the |long gun. They scuffled. Way
barked once in pain, then spun conpletely around and upset. He had | ost his gun.

"Good, very good" Marikan clashed his manacle |inks together in getting unsteadily erect. "They
are working together, these two."

"He's crazy!" snapped Way. "Loony!"

Marikan tried to wave his arms, but the handcuffs prevented the novenent.

"Hal f an hour ago they seize ne, handcuff ne and put rags and stuff in nmy nouth!" he shouted.
"They | eave ne. They are crooks!"

The girl jutted her stubby gun.

"You stop those lies!" she rapped.

She did not see Doc Savage until the bronze man was at her side. Doc got the gun out of her
fingers with a deft whipping notion which |eft her staring, surprised, at her enpty hand.

The bronze man now exam ned both the girl's gun and that of Way's. He broke them scrutinized
the cartridges in the cylinders and found both fully | oaded, with no enpty cartridges. Both barrels
were clean, oily.

"That proves we did not, shoot the man inside!" the girl said angrily.

Mari kan rasped handcuff |inks and how ed, "Nothing, it proves! Nothing! The girl had another gun.
| sawit, | truly did. It was a big gun, and she carried it in an enerald hand bag. You know - a
hand bag what is green.”

The girl whitened, and grated, "Everything he says is a lie!"

"l see her hide sonething in the garden!" Marikan bellowed triunphantly. "Maybe it was the gun! |
show you. "

Doc Savage studied the girl. "Did you have such a bag?"

She hesitated, snapped, "You wouldn't believe nme!"

"l show you!" Marikan how ed triunphantly.

He led the way out in the garden, to a spot which was visible fromthe door, and began to peer
around.



"It was here, sonewhere," he said. "Truly, it was!"

Doc Savage searched. Nowhere did the rich black earth in the plant boxes show traces of recent

di sturbance. Then he lifted a fallen tropical leaf. He dug in

The gun which he brought out was blue, of large calibre, and the discharged cartridges exactly
mat ched in nunber the shots which had been fired inside the house

The weapon was encased in an evening bag, a large one, of an enerald green hue which exactly

mat ched the color of the girl's evening frock

"Your bag?" Doc asked

Her nod was sharp, enraged. "Yes."

Wth a pocket lens, the bronze man studied the gun. He saw no finger prints, but did discern
smears whi ch indicated they had been w ped off

Then, quite unexpectedly, the gun and bag were wenched from his hands

It was one of the rare occasions when the bronze man was taken conpletely off guard. Such was the
shock that he stood a nonment, held stationary by surprise

"Look!" Marikan screanmed. "The gun, it is floating in the air!"

He sounded beside hinself with horror

As if the shout had switched off the spell, Doc Savage |unged for the gun. Both arns were out
clutching. Then came a flash. Varicolored lights exploded in his eyeballs. He had been struck a
terrific blowin the face

"Run for it!" said a voice

It was an invisible man, and Doc Savage had heard the voice before. Coarse, aged, querulous! It
had been on the voice recorder planted in the P. Treve Easerman apartnent. O d Bonepi cker speaking
The venerabl e tones were deceptive as to source, but Doc Savage |unged, still half blinded by the
agony of the smash in the face, endeavoring to seize then unseen speaker. He encountered no one, and
was not greatly surprised

The girl and Way both whirled, ran

Doc Savage | eaped to stop them Something he could not see got between his |egs, and he tripped
and went down. There was the agony of a second terrific smash on his head. Dazed for all of his
fortitude, he rolled to one side

Mari kan was junping up and down, clashing his cuff Iinks and how i ng.

"Crazy, | must be!" he screaned. "So the thing you no can see she in here!"
Then there was a smack; Marikan's nose flattened, then shaped out again and began to stream
scarlet as he fell. The invisible attacker - attackers if there were nore then one - had felled him

He grovel ed, bellowi ng incoherently in very erratic English

The girl and Way were out of sight. Monk and Ham canme chargi ng through the garden fromthe other
part of the slumlabyrinth which seened to be O d Bonepicker's home. Both were excited, anxious for
a fight

The gun which had been seized from Doc, and the other guns, were gone. Either the girl or Way
nust have borne themoff in the excitement

In the direction which the fugitives had taken, an autonobil e engi ne began noani ng. Doc Savage
heaved up and nmade for the sound. So dazed was he by the bl ows that Monk and Ham kept up with him
and even drew ahead, sonething they could not ordinarily have done

They entered a | arge garage which hel d an expensive |inpusine and two | arge coupés; and over in
the corner a black, rich town car. The door to the street was open. Doc lurched to it

A car - it looked |like the same phaeton which the girl and Way had used at the airport, although
the top was now up - heel ed around a corner at the end of the block. Its roar receded. There was no
other vehicle in sight

Mari kan cane up how ing. "They're the crooks, the whole lot!"

DOC SAVAGE did not attenpt to reach his own nachine, knowing the limtations of pursuit through
the gloony city streets. He closed the garage door, found there was a | ock on the inside, and
secured it

"They're the crooks!" Marikan how ed

Monk scowl ed at him "And who are you?"

"Me?" Marikan tried to spread his hands, but was hanpered by the handcuffs. "Me? | amthe
chiropractor."

"The what?" Mnk's scow darkened

"l doctor the chiropractor way," explained the other, and tried to wave his arns. He al nbst | ost
hi s bal ance on his |inked ankles, and barely m ssed upsetting. "Wen sonebody, he feel the pain,
push and pull the spine, and he get well." He snapped fingers. "Just like that!"

Monk kept his scowl . "What are you doing here?"

"This man, Sawyer Linnett Bonefelt, the one they call O d Bonepicker, he have take treatnents and
owe nme the bill," explained Marikan. "I come here to collect. Boy, do | get in mess! That girl in
green dress, and that man with black hair and white nustache, they grab me -

"Why?" Monk interjected

Mari kan shrugged, alnost fell again

"How | know?" he snorted. "They do not want ne prowl around, | guess."



"How di d you get in?" Mnk quizzed.

"A key, O d Bonepicker give to nme," Marikan explained. He fished in a pocket with sonme
difficulty, and brought out a rather massive key.

"You see, it is often | come to treat O d Bonepicker," he elaborated. "It is customfor ne to
just walk right in."

Monk gl anced at Doc Savage.

"What do you think, Doc?" questioned the honely chenmist. "Did that girl and Way kill the man
inside to shut his mouth?"

Ham cl i pped, "The dying man mentioned this fellow Marl kan, under suspicious circunstances."
"That's right!" Mnk exploded. He glared at Marikan. "What's the Spook's Nest?"

Mari kan bl ew on a wist which the nanacl es had chafed.

"It is nmy skunk farmyou tal k about, maybe?" he grunted.

"Your what?" Mnk gul ped.

"My place where the skunk, she is raise," Mrikan replied. "You know him the fur farm | raise
skunks. Nobody is ever conme around because the place, she snell bad. So |I call her nmy Spook's
Nest . "

"This thing sure has its angles," Mnk grinned.

Inside the house, a tel ephone started ringing.

THE phone had hardly stopped ringing when Doc Savage was racing toward the instrument. He found
it in one of the sunptuously furnished roons near where he had encountered the girl and Way. He
lifted the receiver.

It was with O d Bonepicker's aged, querul ous tones that the bronze man spoke, and in the
exactness of the imtation was an indication of just how perfectly he had nastered the art of voice
mmcry.

The tone which came fromthe other end of the wire was harsh, surprised, but identifiable. It was
Tel egr aph Edmunds.

"What the heck?" he rapped. "You there, Bonepicker?"

"What do you think?" Doc parried in Od Bonepicker's voice.

"Does Doc Savage suspect Ada Easenman and Way being mxed in with us?" Tel egraph denanded.

Doc replied, "That is hard to say."

"Well, we oughta know, because the girl and Way can do us a |lot of good if Doc Savage don't
suspect them and they can get to working with him" Tel egraph stated. "Now, about this Federated
Payrol|l matter. It's all set for eight o'clock this norning."

"What is the plan?" Doc asked in his assuned tone.

"Just what we figured on," said Telegraph. "I just thought |'d give you the | owmdown. There ain't
a chance of a slip." Then he hung up.

Monk and Ham canme in, Marikan trailing themwith a series of awkward | eaps that got himalong at
a fair rate in spite of his bracel eted ankl es.

Doc Savage asked him "Did O d Bonepicker ever go to your Spook's Nest fur ranch?"

Mari kan nodded. "Sure, he did."

"\Why 2"

"a d Bonepi cker, he help pay for her," Marikan explained. "Then the old Shylock, he say he take
it away fromnme because | can no pay interest."

"We going out there?" Mnk demanded.

"Yes," Doc said. "But first, we are going to be on hand at the Federated Payroll offices, where
sonet hi ng seens to be set for eight o' clock."

Chapter 11. GHOST PRI NTS

FEDERATED PAYROLL was a product of the conplexity of the nodern business world. They took
contracts fromfactories and | arge business establishnments, whereby they agreed to handl e payrolls -
getting the noney, taking it to their offices having their own accountants apportion it in snall
envel opes bearing the names of workmen. Then arnored cars carried the envel opes to the respective
pl aces of enploynent, where arned attendants distributed the wages.

The payrolls were made up in the nmorning, and it was not unusual for a |arge sumof noney to be
on hand.

The clock on the car dash stood a fractional bit back of eight when Doc Savage, Mnk, Ham and
Mari kan pul l ed up before Federated Payroll. The sun had brought a swelter of fog in rising, and the
air felt damp and cl oying, although sidewal ks were dry.

Two uni formed guards eyed closely Doc Savage's party as they entered the establishnment. They were
to remenber that |ater.

There was a flight of stairs, closed at the bottomby iron gates which were now open, and beside
whi ch other guards stood. At the top of the stairs was a waiting roomenclosed by a netal grille,
and beyond that, the enormous roomin which the payrolls were made up.

At each end of this room high up, was an arnmor plate pillbox w th machi ne gunners posted inside.
Feder at ed Payroll took few chances.

Doc Savage stepped into the barred anteroom It was like a signal - there came a how from one of
the pillboxes. The next instant, a guard toppled out. Fromthat distance, it |looked as if the entire



top of his head had been caved in.

St enogr aphers shrieked. A man sprang for an alarmbutton. There was the noise of a blow, and he
fell. Tumult seized the room The other machine gunner toppled out of the other arnmored pill box.
A large pile of greenbacks slid off a table and piled up in md-air below, as if they had been
scooped into an invisible sack.

"The invisible men!" Mnk baw ed.

Anot her pile of greenbacks lifted, as if they had becone lighter than air, and drifted al ong an
aisle. Two girls | ooked at them and fainted.

Monk howl ed, "What'll we do?"

"Block the exits, you missing link!" Hamtold him

Doc Savage rapped, "Get under cover!"

Monk eyed the bronze man. It was the first tine he could recall having seen his chief sidestep a
fight. Monk often suspected that Doc |liked a scrap better than any of them and that sort of
excitement was the spice of life to himself and Ham

"We've tried to fight these invisible nmen before with ordinary nethods, and had no | uck," Doc
said rapidly. "The thing to do is play safe until we can cope with them"

Sayi ng that, the bronze man swept Mnk, Ham and Mari kan back through the door.

Mari kan junmped up and down and stuttered, "Awful, | call it! Awful!"

TWO or three of the head clerks were yelling commands and a guard was dashi ng about waving his
gun, but their attenpts to bring order were conpletely lost in the chaos. Now and then, a clerk
would fall to the acconpaninent of a grisly blow It was evident that sone of these nen were being
kil'l ed.

Money was junping of f desks and out of sacks and strong boxes and floating away. Seeing that,
even the men becane hysterical. It was too uncanny for quick conprehension.

On the chief clerk's desk, a bottle of ink was upset by one of the invisible beings. The clerk
stared, eyes popping, as he saw what | ooked to himlike a splash in the ink, as if a hand had
dropped in it; then a series of black finger prints appeared on the desk.

The clerk could see the ink clinging to the invisible fingers. Then the owner of the transparent
fingers wiped themon the desk blotter, and threw the blotter at the clerk. The clerk shrieked as if
the entire earth had been hurled at him That gave him an idea.

"Throw i nk on the things!" he how ed.

No one heard him The uproar was deafening. One of the guards had turned | oose senselessly with a
machi ne gun.

Doc Savage and his party got to the foot of the stairs and closed the barred gate.

"Use tear gas," he ordered the guards there.

But they wanted to know what was going on. The result was an argunent, and in the mdst of it
there was a shout froma man around the corner, on a side street. They ran out. The one who had
shout ed was a pedestri an.

"Money!" he squawl ed. "A nmillion dollars! It came out of that w ndow and went floating down the
street!”

Doc Savage gl anced at the window. It gave adnmittance to the payroll concern, and the bars had
been shoved aside. One of the invisible men nust have wal ked into the establishment earlier and
| oosened the rods.

Trailed by his party, Doc ran in the direction which the noney had taken. He found nothing -

whi ch was about what he had expected. There were alleys, side streets and a score of doorways into
which the invisible raiders could have ducked.

"Most incredible thing | ever heard of!" Marikan gul ped. "And you think nmy polecat farm she

m ght have sonething to do with her?"

Monk roared, "It'd better have! If we don't stop these spook guys, they'll rob the country blind!
Man, they've got the world by the tail!"

Police sirens were how ing.

Doc said, "Cone."

"You go to ny polecat farn?" Mari kan demanded.

"W do," said the bronze man.

BACK in the offices of Federated Payroll, the excitenent was accentuated rather than cal med by
the arrival of squads of puzzled policenmen and detectives. These bustled about, few of them

bel i eving what they were told, despite the occurrence of a kindred calamty at the opera the night
bef ore.

Fi nger print experts arrived and went to work. They were not long in finding the prints on the
chief clerk's desk, and they photographed them from many angl es.

"Those are prints of one of the invisible nen," the clerk insisted, and told about the blotter
being thrown at him

Wthin a quarter of an hour, the prints had been rushed to the police department and identified.
There was a new burst of excitenment. Every one of the police broadcasting stations went into
operation.

Doc Savage had a radio in his car, and it was tuned to the police band. He wanted news of the



i nvi si bl e-man robber, and he got plenty.

The police announcer was so excited he could hardly speak.

"Urgent to all cars!" he said rapidly. "Finger print identification of one of invisible-man
robbers. Print was found on desk in payroll conpany office. It was traced. It is the print of Doc
Savage, whose prints were on file in connection with a special conm ssion which he holds on New York
police force. Arrest and hold this man for questioning. He was seen by Federated Payroll guards at
the scene of crine."

"Ah," Monk said sourly. "Do we all stand up and cheer?"

"Cheer!" Marikan stuttered. "Very extrenmely bad, | call it. You should cheer, | ask you?"

"That is just the missing link's way of saying he is dunfounded," Ham put in dryly.

Monk was driving. He took his hands off the wheel to wave his arns.

"But how d Doc's prints get on a desk?" he yelled. "We weren't even in the part of the office
where the desks are.”

Travel i ng near seventy, the car angled hungrily for the edge of the pavenent.

"Watch your driving!" Ham screaned.

When the machine was strai ghtened out again, Doc Savage spoke. His remarkable voice still

mai ntained its tranquillity, and he showed by no visible mannerismthat he had just heard anything
of significance.

"Renmenber when | was unconsci ous at the opera?" he asked.

"Do | ?" Monk snorted.

"Examining ny fingers later, | found traces of wax - as | told you," Doc reminded. "That wax
means ny finger print inpressions were taken. Fromthose nolds, it would be sinple to make castings
with sone flexible stuff which they then made invisible. Wth these, ny finger prints were pl anted
on the desk."

"Jove!" Ham bent his sword cane thoughtfully. "They have confidence. They picked you for their
fall guy, if | may resort to slang."

Chapter 12. FUR FARM

MARI KAN' S rural establishnent for the propagation of skunks proved to be well down the New Jersey
coast, which was a help, since it was situated in a different State.

Nevert hel ess, Doc Savage careful ly avoided the nain highways, and got out of sight bel ow the
doors when they passed cars, especially after he heard the stations of the Newark and Jersey City
police radioing his description and a pi ckup order.

The police radio broadcast brought the information that no | ess than seven persons had been
killed by head blows during the raid of the invisible men upon the payroll firm The |license
nuneral s of Doc Savage's car were given, together with a description of its body style and col or.
"It'd be tough if we were picked up,"” Mnk stated. "Maybe we'd better change cars."

"At least, we should change the identity of this one," Doc Savage agreed.

Monk stopped the car in a deserted-1oo0king spot, and the bronze man drew fromthe tool

conpartment an extra set of license plates for each of the States bounding New York. He selected a
pair for New Jersey and substituted themfor the tabs which the car already bore. Qut of the tool
conpartnment cane a contrivance which resenbl ed an ordinary hand sprayer.

"Those Jersey tags under your name?" Mnk questi oned.

"No," Doc told him "They were issued to a second-hand car which was run into the ocean after the
new pl ates were renoved. "

The bronze man now turned the sprayer on the car and began working the punp handle. This threw a
cloud of alnost colorless material over the machine. The stuff had a biting tang that set Mnk and
Ham coughi ng. The col or of the car had been a sonber black. Now it changed, becomi ng a rather I|ight
and cheap gray tint.

"Chemi cal bleach,” the bronze man expl ai ned. "Mich qui cker than repainting"

The entire car had changed col or when they again entered it and drove on.

An airplane droned in the sky in the direction of New York City. Mnk thrust his hand out, then
yanked it back, grunting,

"That might be a police plane," and used the rear-view mrror, which he wenched fromits
anchorage, to observe the aircraft.

"Funny," he said finally.

"What i s?" Ham snapped.

"1"1l swear that plane took a distinct swing to avoid passing overhead," advised the honely

chemi st.

"l magi nation," Ham jeered.

"Maybe," Monk admitted. "But it |ooked like they didn't want anybody to | ook 'em over too
closely."

Doc Savage asked Marikan, "In just what direction does your fur farmlie?"

The bi g-nosed nman pointed. "There, |ong way."

The bronze man wat ched the plane which Mnk had observed, noting particularly the direction which
it took, and the others in the car caught the significance of what he was doing, and al so
scrutinized the craft. It was a seapl ane, they noted.



"Son of my gun!" Marikan exclainmed "That bird, she go over by direction of ny cat farm"

THE fur farmwas situated on nmarshland - rather, on a bit of highland in a considerable area of
marsh, and there were no neighbors within some two niles.

"The swanp, she have no bottom" Marikan advised. "No can build her a house on the nud or she
jump right up and sink out of sight."

Cutting very close to the nmound on which the fur farm stood was a stream of no great depth but

for some width - a salt water tidal creek. This chanced to run straight and closely resenbled a
canal - it probably had been dredged at some time in the past, for the banks gave evi dence of being
sonewhat hi gher, and supported a growth of rather stunted trees.

On the stream hidden by the trees, rested four seaplanes. They were not |large craft, all being
singl e-notored, capable of carrying no nore than eight or ten persons at the nost. Anmong them was
the ship which Monk had observed.

"I"'mson of nmy gun!" gul ped Marikan. "Wat all this stuff, she nmean?"

"You sure you don't know?" Monk demanded sourly.

Mari kan waved his arns and | ooked vastly injured.

"“If | know sonet hing she is phony, would | bring you out?" he asked.

"Yeah," Monk agreed. "That's so, too."

They had parked the car a |ong distance back, under a tree where it was hidden fromthe air. They
had gone on foot, stooping lowin the salt grass, crawing at times, wading nore often. Wen they
made out the planes, Doc Savage stopped.

"There is sonmething going on," he said slowy. "Ham you and Marikan wait here. Monk and | will

go on."

"Can't we go together?" demanded Ham who disliked to miss the possible excitenent.

"No telling what will happen to us," Doc advised him "Should it be necessary, sone one had best
be in the clear, to get hold of the other nenbers of our crowd and set themto work on the thing."
Ham nodded. The ot her nenbers of Doc Savage's organi zation - Col onel John "Renny" Renwick, a
fanous engi neer; WIIiam Harper "Johnny" Littlejohn, a renowned archeol ogi st, and Maj or Thomas J.
"Long Tom' Roberts, an electrical engineer who was considered a wizard - were not at present in New
York, but scattered, the engineer and the electrical expert in Europe, and the archeologist in the
western part of the United States, investigating a new cliff dwelling discovery.

Doc Savage went on, Mnk trailing himclosely. Because they found it was going to be necessary to
wade a small | ake, they renpved nost of their outer clothing. It was very chilly. The fog which had
characterized the earlier nmorning hours had al nost vani shed.

They reached a point where they could discern activity about the planes. Men, well-dressed,
intelligent-looking fellow who, neverthel ess, conveyed the inpression of being hard and

unscrupul ous, were transferring bags and satchels fromthe planes.

Nurer ous bags and satchels were coming out of the planes of their own accord and floating ashore,
obvi ously carried by invisible nmen.

"Thei r headquarters!" Mnk whi spered.

The horely cheni st wheel ed and pushed his pet pig, Habeas Corpus, down on his haunches, advising
in a whisper, "You stick here, Habeas."

The shote obeyed like a well-trained dog.

HAM wat ching wi th binocul ars, nmanaged to keep fairly close track of Doc and Monk. Marikan |ay
besi de Ham and nuttered under his breath.

"I like this a whole lot, you can say | don't," Marikan munbl ed.

"Be silent, please," Hamrequested shortly.

Mari kan gave anot her opinion, but it was too low to be heard. Then the nman fell silent, and the
only noise was that of the breeze in the marsh grass and an occasional cry fromone of the gang
unl oadi ng the planes - taking off the | oot of their opera and payroll forays, no doubt. O herw se,
there was very little sound. Then Marikan grunted.

Marikan's grunt was loud. It was al so strange. Ham spun over - they were |lying prone - and eyed

hi s conpani on. Mankan was lying very notionless, and his face was jammed into the soft swanp mre in
such a manner that it was doubtful if he was breathing.

Ham opened his nmouth. He did not intend to shout. Rather, the nouth opening was a surprise
reaction. Hamregretted the unconscious act an instant later. Sonething jamed into his gaping
mouth. It felt like cloth - but it was invisible.

Ham hacked, gagged. He reached for the unseen obstruction. His arns were gripped by unseen

forces. He kicked. Ponderous, unseen weights seened to attach thenselves to his |egs.

"Take her easy, dude," a voice advised. "You were suckers to think you could walk up on this

pl ace. Way, we've got invisible men standing along all of the roads! W've got our nen in the police
stations, listening to every word that is said!"

Ham t hrew back his head and nade as | oud a noise as he could through his nose. H s best effort

m ght have been heard a hundred yards away. Doc Savage was al ready far beyond that distance.
Croaki ng sounds of pain escaped Ham as sonething he could not see, probably a finger, jabbed into
his left eye.

"Keep quiet or you'll lose the lanp!" he was directed.



Mari kan now turned over, the grotesqueness of the notion showing that the invisible nen were
doing the shifting. H's mouth came open and swanp dirt junped out, apparently under the prying of an
unseen finger.

"He's only unconscious,"” said another of the invisible nmen. "What'l|l we do with then?"

"Hold them here a while, until Doc Savage and the other one are taken," said another unseen
speaker. "Then we will see what reaction a particle of |ead of a predeternined size, say .38
calibre, has on their nental processes. It ought to be an interesting study."

Ham said nothing. Odinarily, he did not becone scared or greatly unnerved, but now he felt as if
he were being showered with dry ice and was receiving a series of electrical shocks. It was his
cl osest encounter with the invisible men, and the unearthly strangeness of it was appalling.

Mor eover, the invisible nen knew Doc Savage and Monk had gone on, and were probably closing in on
the pair now.

DOC SAVAGE and Monk were very close to the fur farm The establishment consisted of a battery of
wire pens with an unpl easant odor, and two |ong, ranshackle stuccoed buil dings, one of which was
open at the sides and obviously intended for the harvesting of the crop, the skinning of the aninals
and the curing of the hides. There was al so a section devoted to the storing of food for the fur
bearers.

It was into the larger building, probably a dwelling, that the nen and their invisible associates
were bearing the |oot.

Monk said, "Maybe | oughta brought Habeas al ong. You know, he - "

The pig trotted up.

Monk scow ed at the shote adnonishingly.

"l told you to stay behind," he breathed. "Haven't | got you trained so -

He fell silent. H's small eyes widened as they scrutinized the honely porker. Habeas seened
uneasy. Oversize ears were distended. He roved his head fromside to side.

Monk | ooked at Doc Savage. "Invisible nen!'" he grow ed.

"So it would seem" Doc whispered back.

They were keeping their tones down so that they barely carried to each other, and now Monk gave
Habeas a shove.

"Where are they?" he whispered. "Snell 'emout, hog!"

Not for nothing had Monk expended nost of his spare time over a period of years in training
Habeas, who, due to the hardships of a youth spent in deserty Arabia, showed no signs of grow ng
beyond the stature of a small pig. Habeas noved away slowly, plainly with reluctance. A nonent
later, he was pointing, after the fashion of a hunting dog.

"Swel I 1" Monk whi spered. "An invisible man over there!"

But Doc Savage shook his head, watching the pig.

"Not so good," he said. "The invisible man seens to be follow ng our trail through the marsh
grass.”

Monk gul ped, "Bl azes! How we gonna get the guy? We can't tell where he is!"

Doc Savage did not reply, but watched Habeas Corpus instead. The pig was now in sonmething of a
wel ter of excitement. He pointed a different direction, then shifted his attention. He crouched down
and scuttled back to Doc and Mnk, fear in his every novenent.

"Surrounded!" Doc Savage said grimy. "They have been watching us the whole tine!"

Monk snaked a supernachine pistol fromits hol ster. The nechani smof the gun, the nercy bullets,
were both inpervious to noisture.

Doc Savage directed, "Get set! Things are going to break!"

Monk gave Habeas a shove.

"Beat it, hog," he directed. "This ain't gonna be no place for you!"

Chapter 13. ALCHEMY

DOC SAVAGE still wore a vest of peculiar construction. It consisted of a bulletproof outer
covering, and, under that, nunerous pockets, padded and tailored in place so that, in wearing the
vest, the bronze man's proportions were increased only slightly.

The pockets held innunmerabl e devices, the scientific gadgets w th which Doc Savage chose to
fight, rather than with nore prosaic firearns.

The vest pockets yielded up several small grenades of varying color. There were tiny detonating

| evers on these. Doc actuated the |evers, then hurled the mssiles away - one to the right, another
to the left, a third behind them and a series ahead, progressing toward the two buil di ngs.

The grenades burst and spewed an astounding quantity of snoke that |ooked sonme degrees bl acker
than drawi ng i nk. The pall spread. The whole vicinity became bl anketed with intense sepia.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, ran away, grunting loudly and taking trenmendous | eaps.

Doc Savage said, "I'mdown, Mnk - out of your way!"

Monk grunted and held his nachine pistol to his side, latched the firing | ever back and pivoted,
spraying a stormof nercy bullets at the height of an average man's wai st. Pained how s indicated
the barrage had sonme effect.

Doc Savage clipped, "Enough!" and came to his feet when Mnk ceased firing. He was | ess than an
arm's length fromthe homely chem st, but could not see him He found Mk by touch. They



retreated.

Monk tried to make for the shed, but Doc guided himto the left, toward the house.

"But they're all in there," Mnk gul ped.

Doc did not answer. He threw nore of the snoke grenades. He added four tear gas missiles, and
others containing a gas which produced quick unconsci ousness. He hurled these far enough away that
they woul d not affect himself and Mnk, for they had no masks.

They reached the house. The snpke had penetrated the dwelling. Inside was a black, how ing

bedl am

Tel egraph Ednunds's voi ce was baw i ng orders.

"Watch the marsh around the place," he squawl ed. "Watch it close! They can't keep up this snoke
very long. Then we'll get them"

Doc Savage pushed Monk down.

"Wait here,” he breathed.

The bronze man whipped in the direction of the creek where the seapl anes were noored. He could
hear others running near by, obeyeing Tel egraph's orders, spreading to watch the narsh.

The snoke pall did not extend as far as the planes, and Doc Savage, peering through scrawny
brush, could see an armed man standi ng on a pontoon, watching intently. Escape by that route was
mani festly inpossible.

"You in the black plane!" Doc call ed.

There was only one black ship, the other three being a nore common yell ow. The pilot was standing
on the |l eft pontoon, holding a submachine gun. He started at the sound of the voice.

"Yeah, boss!" he replied.

Doc Savage had used a tone, the inflection and delivery so closely approxi mating the voi ce of

Tel egraph Ednunds that only with the two side by side, speaking alternately while being conpared
closely, could a difference have been detected.

"Take your ship and fly back to the place where you picked up the last |oad," Doc directed.

It was a |ong chance. The pilot hesitated.

"What about this mess here?" he demanded.

"We'll handle it," Doc said in Tel egraph Ednunds voice "You circle around overhead until the
smoke bl ows away, and if you don't see themrunning off over the marsh, go on away."

That seered rational to the flier.

"O K.," he agreed, and clanbered into the cockpit.

Doc Savage eased back and, a nmonent |ater, heard the plane engine start and knew fromthe nanner
in which the roar receded that the flier had taxied down the creek and was taking to the air.
DEPATURE of the plane brought fresh uproar fromthe fur farm Tel egraph Ednunds dashed to the
creek bank, glared at the plane, which was now in the air, and indulged in a species of spasm His
face was bl ue before he stopped cursing.

"They got away in that plane!" he baw ed.

The pl ane cane buzzing back, and was greeted with a fussillade of bullets. The snoke had not yet
di ssi pated and the pilot nmade the m stake of thinking Doc Savage and his nen were doing the
shooting. He merely banked farther away and circled lazily, watching the marsh to see that no one
fled. Thus, he was too distant to nake out the nad armwavi ng of Tel egraph Ednunds.

It dawned on Tel egraph that other planes were at hand for a pursuit. He ordered themin the air.
Runni ng toward the ships, Tel egraph’'s nen cane upon one of their nunber - not an invisible man -
I yi ng unconsci ous. He seened to have been hit on the jaw. H's gun was gone.

They reached the creek, stared at it, and Tel egraph permitted hinself another fit of rage.
Gasoline, glistening in all the rainbow hues, was covering the creek waters, |eaking fromthe tanks
of the planes, through bullet holes.

Tel egraph failed to even suspect that Doc Savage had seized the gun and shot holes in the fuel
tanks during the firing at the ship which was in the air, thus blocking pursuit.

The breeze finally stirred the snoke and pushed it away, and since the little grenades had ceased
to pour out the black pall, the air cleared.

Monk and Doc Savage were inside the house which was untenanted except for thensel ves, excitenent
having drawn all others outdoors.

Monk was not exactly satisfied.

"Wsh we was in that, plane," he nuttered. "They ain't gonna like it when they find us in here."
Bel yi ng the danger of their position, the apish chem st wore a wi de, sonehow rather cherubic
grin. The same grin he had been known to wear on certain other occasions when the chances of his
living nore than a few mnutes had seened negligible. Monk was a rare type of individual. He seened
unabl e to conceive of such a thing as danger.

Doc Savage was gl anci ng about the house. There was a bedroom dining room 1living room and
kitchen, all poorly furnished. He opened closet doors, |ooked in the cupboard.

"That is strange," he said.

"The whole thing is strange," Mnk agreed.

"The | oot they were carrying in is nowhere in sight," Doc pointed out.

Monk lost his grin, began to circle the roons and exami ne the wal k. He was very careful to keep



out of range of the wi ndows. Tel egraph Ednunds and his crew t hought Doc and Monk had escaped in the
pl ane, hence it had not occurred to themto | ook inside

Doc Savage joined Monk in the hunt. The stove which stood in the living roomwas a round-bellied
affair on a netal floor protector

Peering closely, the bronze man noted one | eg of the stove seened brighter than the rest, as if
fromhandling. He grasped it. H's fingers found a catch concealed in the concave rear of the leg. He
pressed the catch. A nmechanismclicked, and stove and floor protector lifted and swng to one side

"Well, well," Mnk breathed. "Secrets and everything!"
THE hol e they had exposed was | arge enough to pass a nman confortably, and the | adder had w de
rungs and a hand rail. Doc Savage scrutinized the top of the |ladder. He did not descend on the

rungs, but swung and dropped sone ten feet to the floor of a concrete passage and exam ned the foot
of the ladder. There was no hidden alarmw ring guarding it

"All right," he whispered, and Monk canme down

The mechani sm for closing the unique stove-trapdoor was convenient and easily sol ved. Darkness

cl anped down when it was closed. Doc Savage still carried the generator-operated flashlights which
they had enpl oyed during the night; these, being waterproof, still functioned

Fl ash beans di scl osed a sl opi ng passage, which they traversed, conming to a door of steel -

sheeted on the inside with | ead, they discovered in passing through. It was cl osed when they found
it, so they closed it behind them

They were now in a room which hummed faintly, as if frommachinery, and where the air snelled
somewhat |ike that inside |arge generator power plants. At intervals there was a burst of brittle
crackling, as if glass were being broken by large pailfuls. The walls, floor and ceiling were
enanel ed a sanitary white

"Maybe there's a back door to this dunp,” Mnk of fered

Doc Savage made no comment, had no tine to speak, in fact, before they heard voi ces ahead, sounds
whi ch indicated that nmen were approaching. It was the first hint that the subterranean | abyrinth was
t enant ed

There was a door to the right, manifestly not the one through which voices were com ng, and Doc
and Monk whipped for it, got it open and eased through into a passage

Opening of f the passage were various small niches, sonme of which held stores. Both nmen eased into
a niche which held barrels and a tarpaulin covering. They sheltered thenselves with the canvas

Bef ore many nonents, there was a bustle in the other rooms. Men filed down fromthe surface
muttering and excited. Then Tel egraph Edmunds put in an appearance, and his shouted orders were
audi bl e

"Snap it up!" he commanded. "W've got to change our schedule and rush it through. This Doc

Savage will spread an alarm W haven't nuch time!"

Monk sucked in breath as the door of their passage opened. Men began to file through. The lights
were not turned on and they were indistinct figures in the gl oom

The first of the parade passed; then another and another. Their breathing was noisy. That m ght
indicate they were worried. Al nost a dozen filed along. Then Tel egraph Ednunds appeared at the
entrance

"Hep, hep!" he barked. "Make it snappy! |'ll take a flashlight and go through these stores in

this passage and see if there's anything that should be removed. Then I'Il follow the rest of you
And you birds be careful about showi ng lights."

Doc Savage and Monk exchanged nudges in the darkness

"We will have to take the chance," the bronze man deci ded

They arose boldly and joined the procession. It was not an especially courageous course, and it
was not renarkable that they did it wi thout being discovered. The nen were going fast, crowding each
other, and it was dark; Doc got into |line ahead of Mnk, and they went forward rapidly.

They canme to a roomin which there was consi derable activity. Some seconds el apsed before they
real i zed what was happening there

"Be sure to renove every stitch of clothing," said a voice. "That includes wist watches, rings -
and false teeth, if any. Remenber that the presence of the slightest bit of metal on the body is
liable to have fatal consequences."

Monk found Doc's ear - he could tell the finer texture of the bronze man's skin by touch - and

whi spered, "Wat do we do?"

"Do as they do," Doc decided. "Shed your clothing."

"I don't like this a lot," Mnk advised, but conplied with the suggestion

Wthin a few nonments, a peculiar prickling sensation becanme noticeable. It nmade itself apparent
first, about the eyes and nostrils and other tender parts of the body, then spread all over
"Whew! " sonebody conpl ained. "I nust have the itch!"

The voi ce which had given orders said, "You are being exposed to the first conditioning rays in
this room This treatnent brings about an oxidizing reaction which is quite necessary."

Sorme time passed, and it seermed that every one had renoved clothing, for the room was
conparatively quiet except for breathing and the rasp of finger nails on skin as sonebody scratched
hi nsel f



"You have been here ten mnutes," said the comrandi ng voice. "You will now file out the door to
your left. You have been instructed what to do."

MONK and Doc followed the crowd, jostled along, and found thensel ves shoved t hrough a snall door.
They heard a series of |ong brushing noises, but failed to recognize the significance of that until
they were propelled by the crush of bodies behind over a small rise in the floor.

Beyond was a steeply sloping chute. They slamed headl ong down this and | anded in a vat of sone
liquid which felt smpoth and creany. They nade a | arge splash and nmen cursed them

"What is it?" demanded the voice of the director sharply.

"Sonme fool fell down the chute,” another replied.

"That's all right," said the first. "Take |long breaths and duck bel ow the surface. It is
essential that this conpound cover every exposed inch of your body."

By the noises, Doc and Monk decided that the nen were paddling across the tank, whatever it was,
and cl anbering out on the opposite side. They followed suit.

They heard a man yell ahead. An instant |ater they knew the reason, for a fine spray of sone
chemi cal concoction struck their bodies, and the effect was very much as if hot |ead had been poured
upon them They followed the others and dashed through the spray with all speed possible.

The darkness was profound and showed no signs of abating. The voice explained the reason for
this.

"It is essential that no light reach the optical nerves in your eyes," he said. "Qtherw se, you
may find yourselves irreparably blind."

"What the heck are we getting into?" Mnk gul ped.

"What cha say?" demanded a harsh voice at Mnk's back.

"l said you oughta brought a vel oci pede," Mnk grow ed.

"Yeah?" snarled the other.

"Sure," Monk confided. "Then you wouldn't have to ride ny heels |like you been doin'!"

"That is the spirit," said the voice. "Keep up your nerve. There is no danger."

A nmorment afterward, they were precipitated into another chem cal tank. This one was the nost

unpl easant of all. Cl anbering out, Mink felt strange. Al of his body seermed filled with unholy
fire.

A bl ack roomwas next. It was |long and narrow, and al ong one side of it was what felt like a
bench.

The commrandi ng voi ce said, "You will each stretch full Iength on the conveyor and be perfectly
quiet."

The conveyor proved to be the bench-like affair, and Monk and Doc reclined there with the others.
The frightful flame in their bodies seened to | eap and surge and consune them leaving only a

sl uggi sh hull fromwhich the interior had been burned, with even their brains envel oped. Mnk
realized this nmeant they were approachi ng conpl ete unconsci ousness.

Unexpectedly, the conveyor began to nove.

WHAT fol |l owed was not so bad, l|argely because they were virtually insensible. As they passed

t hrough a chanmber which was filled with an intense blue haze, col dness followed the bodily fire.
Next there was a long tube filled with a play of weirdly col ored sparks which came in crashing

di scharges - the sound which Doc and Monk had heard on first entering the weird place.

Another liquid bath followed, after which there was a tube filled with an even nore bl ue haze,
and frightful pain. At that point, something happened to their eyes, and they could see no nore.
Monk was filled with an apprehension that he was permanently blinded, and he endeavored mightily to
sit up, to nove, to do sonething, anything - but he could not stir.

He heard a voice. It was Tel egraph Ednunds, the honely chemni st decided.

"Some one had better go and get those fellows Ham and Mari kan," Tel egraph was saying "W will
take care of them next."

Then Monk | ost all conprehension of what went on around him

Chapter 14. SPOOK WAR

HAM |ying where he had been held by the invisible nen for al nbost an hour, heard heavy footsteps
approaching fromthe direction of the fur farm saw the marsh grass bendi ng, and observed deep
prints appear in the soft earth. He knew the invisible nen had come for hinmself and Marikan.

Mari kan al so saw.

"A crazy man, this will make nme!" he wail ed.

"Pi pe down!" said an invisible man roughly, and Ham and Mari kan were |lifted and borne toward the
fur farm

Ham being the lighter, was carried much the faster, and was soon inside the house. He was handed
down into the first enaneled room This was large. At first, he thought only Tel egraph Ednunds was
present, then it dawned on himthat the roomwas literally crowded w th invisible nen.

A door opened and a stretcher seemed to float in, was |owered to the floor and turned over, so
that its burden was deposited on the floor.

"How many nore?" Tel egraph Ednunds asked.

"Two," replied a voice froman invisible source. "Then we will be ready for you to go through."
"All right," said Telegraph. I'll handle this other first." He went out, was gone a few nonents,



and came back with the invisible nmen bearing Marikan. The latter seened to be in the |ast stages of
terror.

Tel egraph | ooked about the room posing before the invisible audi ence he knew was wat ching him
and wi nked el aborately.

"The invisible processing will work on dead as well as live bodies," he said. "W will shoot this
man Marikan, and Ham then put them through and dunp their bodies in the creek. Being invisible, the
corpses will never be found."

Mari kan wail ed, "No, no! Not to ne, don't do it! Let ne join you! | can help! | am good
chiropractor, and if you a pain in the back get, maybe | can -

"It's a pain in the neck, you are!" Tel egraph snorted. "Tie him nmen."

Ropes canme snaking out of a pile in the corner and seenmed to wap thensel ves about Marikan, after
whi ch Tel egraph seized him drew a revol ver, spun the cylinder, and dragged Mari kan into the passage
which led to the first processing room

There was a nonent of silence. Marikan began scream ng, blubbering pleas for mercy. A shot nade
an ear-splitting bang. After that there was silence, until the pounding of Telegraph's feet broke it
as he canme back.

"Now t he other one," he said.

IT seened that the shot sound still rang in the cavern.

At least, it seenmed that the shot echoes still seeped about, as far as Mnk was concerned. The
hormely chem st was vaguely aware that he was experiencing sonething he had never expected to feel
agai n: consci ousness. The crash of the shot seermed to have revived him He sat up and | ooked
around.

He was in the white-enanmel ed room and he saw Tel egraph Ednunds with the revolver in his hand
still curling a trace of snoke, and Ham who was being held, it seened, by unseen hands.

Monk sat up, tried to stand, and, much to his surprise, succeeded. But he was not erect for |ong.
A spasm of dizziness seized him got the best of himand he fell heavily.

Wt hout |ooking around, Tel egraph Ednunds said, "Do not try to nove around too nuch when you
first revive. It won't hurt you, but you'll be pretty dizzy."

That surprised Monk vastly. He brought his hands up to his head. Then he discovered sonething,
sonet hing so uncanny that he distinctly felt his eyes squeeze out of their sockets and a parade of
cold chills travel his spine. He shook his arms to be sure. He even touched his own nose.

"Bl azes!" he gurgled aloud. "I just aint!"

Monk had found hinself to be invisible.

He got up again, and this time nanaged to stand. He wal ked, pronptly stunbl ed over a prone
figure, and elicited a groan. The stretcher came in again and deposited another invisible man.

Tel egraph Ednunds was exam ning his revol ver.

"This bird Hamw Il be next," he said.

That wrenched Monk out of the horrified trance which his personal fate had woven. He noved toward
Ham dodgi ng away from Tel egraph Ednunds and trying to keep behind him wuntil he realized that he
could not be seen. Then he advanced bol dly and crouched beside Ham intending to whisper in the
dapper |awyer's ear.

He never succeeded. A sudden, awful clutch laid hold of him He was yanked upright, and felt
fingers racing along the back of his neck. That told himwho his invisible assail ant was.

"Doc!" he squawked.

"Monk!" came a voice out of thin air - the bronze man's voice. "Break for it! I'Il handle Ham "
Tel egraph Ednunds, sl ack-jawed with astoni shment, roared, "Wat in blue hades is going on here?
He got his answer when there was a sudden, terrific scuffle around Ham Then Hamwas |ifted and
borne with astoni shing speed toward the door.

TELEGRAPH EDMUNDS began to yell orders at the top of his voice. He lifted his revol ver.

But Monk was ready for that. He had |lunged to Tel egraph's side, and as the gun came up, he struck
the man's arma terrific blow Telegraph not only how ed and dropped his weapon, but fell down as
wel | .

Monk ran for the steps. He joined Doc Savage at the top, inside the roomof the fur-farm house.
Escape, it devel oped, was far from conplete, since other invisible men were about outside. They
cane into the roomso silently that they were not heard, and seized upon Ham

The fight was short. The attackers had not reckoned upon the presence of Doc Savage and Mnk,
both invisible. Ham freed, stunbled for the door.

"Run for it!" Doc Savage told him "Mnk and | will follow you. That way, we w |l not get |ost
fromeach other."

They followed that system sprinting down the road at full speed until they heard a shout behind
them then ducking off into the marsh grass. They nade straight for the nearest road, a distance of
fully two mles, and traveled it as swiftly as possible.

A car canme spinning along. Mnk stood in the center of the road and cartwheeled his arns only to
realize at the last instant that he could not be seen. Awild |leap got himclear.

"Bl azes!" he conpl ai ned al oud. "This being invisible is going to have its drawbacks!"

Ham squi nted at the sound of the honely chenmist's voice.



"You there, Mnk?" he demanded.

"Sure," Monk grunted.

Ham smiled at the apparently enpty space from which the childlike voice cane.

"l nust say that you | ook better than | ever expected you to |ook," he advised.

"Yeah?" Monk growl ed. "Well, there's another car comng."

Ham hai l ed that machine by lying prone in the road. The nmotorist, driving a ranshackle touring
car, stopped and with great solicitude hel ped Ham who was pretendi ng unconsci ousness, into the car.
Wien the fellow drove of f, Monk and Doc Savage were also in the rear seat.

Ham r egai ned consci ousness conveniently at the first filling station, and contrived to alight.

DOC SAVAGE went into the filling station, lifted the tel ephone receiver and called the nearest
State police station.

"You will find the headquarters of the invisible men on the fur farmowned by Angus Angel o

Mari kan," Doc announced, and gave the |ocation of the skunk-raising establishnent.

He could tell by the burst of excitement that there woul d be i medi ate and deci sive action.

"Take bl oodhounds to trail the invisible nmen," Doc advised.

"Who are you?" he was asked.

Doc hung up.

Turning, he sawthe filling station attendant in the door. The man was starkly white and | ooked
as if he were in the throes of a great terror. Hs throat nuscles convul sed. H's hands trenbl ed. He
must have heard the voice and seen the tel ephone receiver junp back on the hook, apparently by its
own accord.

The man stunbled to a chair and sat down. He nust have thought hinmself denented, for a noment,
then he probably remenbered the invisible nen incidents in New York City.

"They're here!" he squawl ed. He dashed out through the door and ran at full speed down the road,
not | ooki ng back.

Doc Savage went outside. Ham had gotten rid of the notorist who had picked himup, and was

standi ng besi de a gasoline punp. He heard Doc's footsteps, and knew the bronze nman was near.

"How were you made invisibl e?" he denmanded.

"l secured only a hazy idea of the process," Doc Savage explained. "It has something to do with
altering the, electronic conposition of the body, securing an atomc notific status which results in
conpl ete di aphaneity."

"That," said Ham "does not nean a lot to ne."

"Nor a great deal nore to nme," the bronze man - he was possessed of neither form nor hue now, as
far as appearances went - admitted. "The process was extrenely involved. Monk and | |ost

consci ousness before we were very far along. | do not know what happened after we were sensel ess.”
Monk spoke up, causing Hamto start violently.

"We'll solve the nystery when the raiders clean the gang out of that skunk farmand we can

exam ne the apparatus," he said.

Ham nodded. "Poor old Marikan. He was the goat all of the way through. They used himas a dummy
owner of the farm w thout his know edge. Then they killed him"

Doc Savage started to comment, but w thhold the words to listen to the wail of distant sirens. A
speck appeared far down the road, grew |larger, and becane a careening State police car. Another
foll owed, and another. In the last, there was a pack of bl oodhounds. The noi sy parade nade for the
fur farm

At Doc's suggestion, Ham departed in the direction of New York City, with the understanding that
he was to await Doc's appearance in the skyscraper headquarters.

Doc and Monk followed the New Jersey State troopers.

THE troopers did their work efficiently. They deployed, circled the farm and advanced. They
scattered the bl oodhounds so that an attack on any part of the |line would be scented.

When they were still sonme distance fromthe farm buildings, the earth junped, shook itself and
emitted a great runble. A cloud of débris junped up at the fur farm sinmultaneously. That was the
first of a series of nearly a dozen expl osi ons.

The troopers broke into a run. Two were injured slightly when there was another underground

bl ast, and they backed off to await quiet. Reassured, they went forward. Their first inspection
showed that little of value would be found. The bl ast had been terrific, and whatever delicate
machi nery had been underground was now destroyed.

Mor eover, there was no sign of the invisible nen. The bl oodhounds were put to work. The aninals
did much sniffing, and followed many trails to the edge of the creek. The troopers depl oyed,
searched, and thereby discovered that there had been at |east two boats conceal ed sonme di stance down
the stream These were gone now, and the invisible men with them

Doc Savage and Monk - they kept track of each other by observation and by exchanging a word now
and then - watched the fiasco froma distance.

"Blast it!" Monk conplained. "Now we are up in the air. W haven't got another clue to go on!"

He fell silent, watching a stirring in the grass near by, thinking at first that it was a rabbit
or other small animal. Then the homely chem st emtted a glad how .

"Habeas Corpus!" he expl oded.



The shote had cone through the marsh grass, apparently having scented Monk or heard his voice. He
broke into a gallop, approaching

"Habeas!" Mnk chuckl ed, and advanced

Habeas stopped. H's ears stood out straight, and the coarse hairs on his nape hackled. He enmtted
a skeptical grunt or two.

"It's tough, hog, but you've now got a spook for an owner," Mnk said

Habeas nade his ears stiffer. He grunted again, explosively. Then he spun and fled, taking
tremendous leaps as if to take advantage of the gliding power inherent in his enornmous ears

"Hey, blast it," Mnk called. "It ain't as bad as that!"

The horely chemist set out in pursuit, but did not overhaul Habeas until the latter was held up
in swimmng a stretch of water which Monk coul d wade. Monk grasped his porker by one flapping ear
and carried him a grunting, suspicious and disgusted shote, toward the road

HALF an hour later, a truck driver was surprised to discover a pig wth enornous ears riding in
the rear of his vehicle. The trek was | oaded with seed potatoes, and the driver threw one at the
pig.

H s hair stood on end when a child-like voice out of thin air advised him "Hey, guy! That ain't
no way to act!"”

The driver was so doubtful of his own nmental bal ance that he alighted at the first roadside |unch
stand and took on the stimulation of hot coffee. Wen he went out, the pig was gone

A taxi driver found the pig in the rear of his nachine next, and later, a notorist who had passed
through the Holl and Tunnel under the Hudson River also found the porker. The pig fled when a capture
was attenpted. None of these individuals suspected that two nmen, spectral in that they were entirely
invisible, were acconpanying the pig. They did note that the pig seened frightened and entirely
di sgusted with the course events were taking

In getting uptown with the porker, Doc Savage and Monk experienced sone difficulty, but finally
managed by filching nore rides in taxicabs and other vehicles. There was a fruit stand near where
they finally alighted, close to the skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's headquarters

"I'mgonna try sonething," Mnk decided

Several persons stared at the sound of the voice. The proprietor of the fruit stand gaped as an
apple left its rack and began to separate into good-sized bites, to the acconpani ment of a juicy
crunchi ng

Monk, nouth full of apple, demanded, "Do you see the blame thing after it's in nmy nouth, Doc?"
"Yes," Doc advised him "And you better get it out, or the crowd will be chasing that piece of
apple all over town."

Monk hastily spat the apple out

Chapter 15. THE LIFE OF A GHOST

EXCI TEMENT was as real as a cloud over the skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's headquarters. Al
of the doors and the |ower-floor wi ndows had been closed by stout wire screens. Entrance and exit
fromthe | obby was being acconplished by a revolving affair of wire netting which resenbled a
revol ving door, the partitions only |arge enough to pass one figure at a tine

Pol i cenen were everywhere, heavily arned. They felt carefully in the rotating door affair to make
sure no invisible persons were getting inside

"Bl azes!" Mnk breathed. "Wat's this mean?"

They pl anted Habeas Corpus under a parked car where he would not attract attention, and |loitered
about, listening, stepping out of the path of such pedestrians as came past. It was not |ong before
they heard an enlightening conversation between two policenen.

"You say they got one of Doc Savage's nmen in the can?" the first cop asked

"The one called Ham" agreed the second officer. "He showed up here and they nabbed hi mand took
hi m down to Centre Street."

Doc Savage and Monk stood aside as several elderly, bespectacled and schol arl y-1 ooki ng gentl enmen
got out of a linpusine and were passed into the skyscraper by the officers

"Who are the great brains?" one of the cops asked when the party was inside

"Scientists," replied the other. "They've found a |l ot of queer instruments and apparatus in Doc
Savage's | aboratory and they're going over it to see if it isn't stuff he has used to make hinself
and his gang invisible."

Doc and Monk withdrew with that, and held a consul tation

"The stupes!" Monk grunbled. "The only apparatus in the |laboratory is stuff that has been there
sone time, and is probably too advanced for the average expert to understand. It has nothing to do
with invisible nen."

"Certainly not," Doc agreed; then added, "W had better get Hamout of jail."

They caught an elevated train down to Centre Street, the journey being nmade interesting by the
efforts of train attendants to put the pig, Habeas Corpus, off the train. Tw ce these gentlenen
succeeded, and Monk and Doc nerely caught follow ng trains

They paused at a newsstand to read the | atest headlines

I NVI SI BLE MAN CHI EF | DENTI FI ED!

HE |'S DOC SAVAGE



They went on wi thout reading nore.

"That's a danged lie," Mnk conpl ai ned.

"Some one is junping at conclusions," Doc agreed.

In order not to | ose each other they |inked hands when nearing street corners, and, at other
tines, they nerely kept watch of the pig, Habeas Corpus. The porker was proving convenient as a
visible link by which they could keep track of each other.

It was near the noon hour and they passed a group of chattering office girls, out for |unch.
"Whewl " Monk expl oded, when the femninity was behind. "Is ny face red!"

"Yes?" Doc pronpted.

"Do you realize," Mnk asked, "that we're wal king down the street w thout a thing on?"

EVI DENCE that the invisible man scare had settled heavily upon the city could be seen frequently.
Many jewelry establishnents were closed, and others were fitted with little revol ving doors of
screened construction. Banks were al so equipped with the rotating doors, and guards were feeling
carefully to see that only visible individuals were adnitted to the nbney houses.

Newsboys were al ready hoarse from how ing headlines, and were vending their wares by waving them
wildly. There was little need for sal esmanshi p anyway, since each batch of extra papers was absorbed
al rost as soon as it was unl oaded fromthe fast delivery trucks.

Habeas Corpus stopped beside a newsstand, and Doc Savage knew Monk must have paused to read nore
headl i nes. When the pig went on, Doc also trailed, and a nonent |ater Mnk found the bronze man.
"This is a fine ness!" the honely chem st grow ed. "The newspapers say there's already been nore
than fifty robberies, all of thembig ones. Tel egraph Edmunds and his invisible men are cleaning
up. "

"W will try to get sone line on themafter we free Ham" Doc replied.

They had sonme little difficulty in locating Ham but eventually found himconfined in what was
supposed to be an escape proof portion of the jail. In freeing Ham they found it necessary to
over power two guards.

Doc Savage did this by exerting a pressure against spinal nerve centers, a harm ess process
entailing no great pain, which brought an unconsci ousness that would wear off shortly. Doc hinself
unl ocked Ham s cell.

Ham backed away, put up his fists and refused to cone out until Doc spoke to him

"Chn!" Ham gul ped. "I was afraid it was some of Tel egraph's gang."

Once clear of the station, they took a taxicab, Hamentering the vehicle and giving directions to
the driver. They left the machi ne uptown, mngled with the crowd, then caught another cab, left it
after a tinme, and wal ked to the exclusive establishment where Ham whose | egal career had been so
honor abl e before he joined Doc Savage, maintai ned bachel or | odgi ngs.

The el evator operator had no idea that his car carried aloft any one other than Ham and Habeas.
The hal lway on Haml's floor was enpty. They wal ked toward his apartnent.

A peculiar thing had happened to the deneanor of Habeas Corpus. In the past, the pig had never
been known to have anything to do with Ham Now he trailed along at Ham s heels, and seened happy
enough to do it. He only grunted disgustedly and sidled away violently when the invisible Mnk tried
to pick himup.

"l thought better of you, Habeas," Mnk grunted.

They entered Haml's apartnment and the dapper |awer went at once to a case and lifted out a sword
cane, an exact duplicate of the one which he had carried earlier and which had vani shed somewhere in
the previous excitement. Ham kept an assortment of the canes. He flourished the weapon.

"Now | feel better," he announced.

"Then maybe we can tal k," suggested a hi gh, querul ous voi ce.

HAM started violently. The voice did not belong to Doc or Monk. He was sure of that. He pronptly
sidled into a corner and unsheathed his sword cane, prepared to put up a defense. There was an
invisible man in the room

"Al'l right," Ham snapped grimy. "Just what is the next nove?"

"Conversation, as | told you," said the squeaky voice of the invisible man.

Ham was an actor, and he showed by no gl ance that Doc and Monk were also in the room Too, he had
recogni zed the venerabl e voi ce.

"a d Bonepicker," he said.

"l believe people call ne that," admitted the invisible nan, who had apparently been waiting in
the apartment.

"What do you want?" Ham asked.

"Doc Savage," said O d Bonepicker. "P. Treve Easenman and nyself wish to talk to hintf

"l have not seen Doc Savage for sonme tinme," Hamreplied - truthfully.

The pig, Habeas, apparently baffled by the phenonena of so many invisible nen, grunted |oudly and
scuttled under the nost convenient chair.

A d Bonepi cker began speaking rapidly, earnestly.

"Easeman and nysel f have been doi ng sonme wondering," he said. "It is strange that we were
selected as the first victins to be made invisible, in the plot to extort noney fromus to make us
visible again. This is especially inexplicable in view of the conduct of Easenman's daughter and that



Russel Way, if you get ny neaning."

Ham frowned and fingered his sword cane, still keeping the blade alert.

"You nmean that you think the girl and Way may be working with Tel egraph Ednunds and hi s gang?"
he demanded.

"It is a thought which has occurred to us," said Od Bonepicker. "There are other suspicious
circunstances of which you do not know. Suppose you cone with nme to Easeman, and we w || discuss
them "

"How i s Easeman - recovering fromthe gun wounds he received in the plane?" Ham asked.

"Cetting along nicely,” Od Bonepicker answered. "Of course, it was extrenely difficult to dress
a bullet wound that cannot be seen in a man who is al so not apparent to the eye."

"I will go with you," Ham deci ded.

THREE quarters of an hour after the strange conference, Ham and Habeas Corpus, apparently al one,
strode into an office suite in a skyscraper just outside the Wall Street sector of downtown New York
City. There was a nanme on the office door:

EASEMAN ENTERPRI SES, | NC.

P. Treve Easenman, Pres.

"This is one of Easeman's offices," informed O d Bonepi cker, who was clinging to Haml's arm

Two pictures were prominent on the wall. One was of a distinguished, stoutly built man; the other
was a sl ender, bony, hawk-faced fellow Both were m ddl e-aged mnen.

"The pictures are nyself and Easeman," O d Bonepi cker offered.

Ham surveyed the |ikenesses with interest, it being his first hint of what the two actually

| ooked i ke.

"The sl ender one is you?" he asked.

"On the contrary, | amthe stout one." O d Bonepicker's chuckle was a dry, ghostly rattle in the
room "My voice is sonmewhat deceptive, | amafraid."
"You and Easeman are friends?" Ham asked. "I nean - you were friends before this affair

materialized?"

"W were," said Ad Bonepicker. "W had business dealings."

Ham nodded. "Where is Easeman?"

"In the inner office."

Ham hi nsel f cl osed the door, and surreptitiously operated the lock, fixing it so that the door
woul d not fasten. The | awyer wanted the way open for Doc Savage to enter, along with Mnk, and
over hear what was to be said.

Ham was guided into the inner office, arich roomfitted with a | arge desk, uphol stered busi ness
chairs, filing cabinets and a | eather divan.

"Easeman is on the divan," O d Bonepi cker advised.

Ham | ooked at the divan and felt the short hairs on his nape stir, sinply because there was

not hi ng whatever on the divan but a dressing such as m ght have been over a wound. This lay a little
above the | eather of the divan. It was al together ghostly.

Ham said, "M . Easenman, do you feel well enough to tal k?"

There was a | oud bang fromthe outer room as if the door had sl amed.

Ham hal f turned. Then he watched the divan. A large and businesslike revolver lifted from behind
the couch and pointed at Ham

"l am Easeman," a voice said fromthe divan. "You cannot see ne, but you can see this gun. You
will stand perfectly still."

"Atrick," Ham expl oded.

"Exactly!" said Od Bonepicker's voice. "I was surprised that you fell for it."

Ham snapped. "Wy not? | wanted to find out what it was all about."

"You dammed wel | know what it is all about," said P. Treve Easeman's voi ce.

There were nore sounds fromthe outer office. Then the voice of the girl, Ada Easeman, called
out.

"Cone and hel p us!" she appealed. "I think Doc Savage and another man cane inside after Ham They
are invisible!"
HAM st ood perfectly still, for it seemed the best thing to do. Easeman heaved up fromthe divan.

A shaking of the gun indicated the man was enfeebl ed.

"I will watch this |lawyer," he said. "Bonepicker, you take care of Doc Savage."

Bonepi cker backed away - crushing of the rug nap showed that - and entered the outer office. Ada
Easeman was there, with a revolver. Russel Way was al so present, and |ikew se armed. They had their
backs to the door. Their eyes were fixed on the apparently enpty office.

"Where is Doc Savage and the other one?" O d Bonepi cker asked.

"I'n here sonewhere,"” the girl replied.

Way now renpoved the key fromthe-outer door. He and the girl separated, bent over and picked up
corners of the rug. It was obvious that the room had been prepared before-hand for just such a
procedure.

A d Bonepi cker slamed the door at his own back, closing the office.

The rug covered nost of the floor area. It was lifted and, |like a huge net, brought forward. An



instant later, it was evident an invisible man had been netted.

Way yelled, hurled the rug over the unseen one, and sprang atop the squirm ng bul k.

A pained how canme out of the rug. No one who had ever heard that voice woul d have trouble
identifying it again.

"It's the one called Mnk!" barked O d Bonepicker. "Get him"

Al three of themhurled upon Monk. In the terrific fight that followed, the invisible Mnk tore
the rug and nearly managed to escape.

Way hammered nadly with his gun. It struck sonething that sounded |ike wood. The struggles
ceased.

"Ht himon the head!" Way rapped triunphantly.

They got cords and proceeded to tie the unconscious Monk. Way then secured a bottle of ink and
poured it on the captive, thus making sonme of his outlines visible.

A search was pushed for Doc Savage. They lifted the rug in the inner office and advanced
carefully, as if seining. The result was a bl ank.

"But he rmust have cone in!" O d Bonepicker insisted querulously.

They searched again. They went over the office with infinite care, and even seined a snall

washr oom whi ch adj oi ned the inner sanctum They lifted the washroom wi ndow and | ooked out, shaking
their heads when they saw the sheer expanse of bricks outside.

Ham wat ched themin nonconmittal silence. Wien they entered the washroom he held his breath. He
knew sonet hing they did not suspect. He had seen the washroom door open furtively and close with
infinite silence, after which he thought he had heard the w ndow open and cl ose. Hamrat her
suspected that Doc Savage had departed by that route.

"What are you going to do with ne?" Ham demanded.

RUSSEL WRAY cane over and glared at the dapper |lawer. Way's face was sullen, and his lip, which
had been injured in the brawing the night before, had swollen, cocking his white nustache up.
The girl came over and stood beside Way. She was still garbed in her eneral d eveni ng gown, but
it was showing the effects of strenuous action. The winkled state of the frock seened to detract no
whit from her unquestionabl e beauty.

"Doc Savage is the chief of the invisible horde," Way said.

Ham snorted. "You are wasting your tine trying to kid ne. You are mixed up in it yourself! That
cane out at O d Bonepicker's house."

"If you mean what the liar, Mrikan, said, you are mistaken!" the girl snapped. "W did not
handcuff him?"

"Marikan is dead," Ham sai d.

Way sniffed unbelievingly. "Wo killed hinP"

"Tel egraph Ednmunds, " Ham advi sed. "No doubt you know that very well."

The girl and Way exchanged gl ances.

"He is lying, of course," the girl said. "Doc Savage is a scientific wizard, and no doubt

di scovered bow to make nmen invisible and is now trying to cash in on it."

The tones of P. Treve Easeman interrupted. "Well, question this fellow and find out where Doc
Savage has his machi ne for meking men invisible."

"Don't think we won't do that!" Way said grinmy.

They grasped Ham and smashed hi m down on the | eather divan and tied himsecurely, then expended
several mnutes in trying to catch the pig, Habeas. The porker, however, proved so agile that they
were forced to permit himto remain at |arge.

O d Bonepi cker asked, "What will we do with this lawer fellowif he will not tal k?"

"The same thing that we will do with himin any event," said P. Treve Easeman - "turn himover to
the police."

Ham frowned. Suddenly he lifted his voice to its greatest vol ume, which was surprising, for he
had trained hinself to nake his natural voice carry to the limts of the |largest courtroons.
"Doc!" he shouted. "They're going to turn ne over to the police when they are done! | believe
they are honestly trying to find the chief of the invisible nen!"

Chapter 16. THE SPOOK DETECTOR

DOC SAVAGE heard the shout emtted by Ham and understood the words, a fact which influenced his
future procedure to a narked degree.

The outside of the skyscraper was not as insurnountable as it had appeared to the girl and Way.
One skilled in the art of the so-called "human fly," and possessed of nerve and unnaturally strong
fingers, can clinb a surface which would baffle the layman. It is the conbination of height and the
fear of falling which defeats them rather than the |ack of finger purchases.

The bronze man was near a wi ndow to which he had gone fromtine to time to rest. Since he was
invisible, it was not necessary for himto worry about being seen. He clanbered to the wi ndow now.
The of fice beyond was full of stenographers and clerks at work.

Doc Savage pl aced a pal m agai nst the pane and nmanaged to shake the wi ndow so that it nade

consi derabl e noise. This disgusted a clerk and the fellow cane over, lifted the window in an
endeavor to see what was wong, and Doc Savage slipped inside.

It was inpossible to avoid brushing against the clerk, and this startled the latter, although not



to the point that he realized what had happened.

An el evator operator answered what he nust have concluded was a fake call; and on the twelfth
floor, where there was another ring, a woman got on with a dog, and the cani ne behaved very
strangely goi ng down; how ing and barking, much to the nystification of its owner.

Doc Savage experinmented with the dog, bending over and touching it, and it was evident that the

ani mal knew of his presence only because of the sense of snmell, and was unable to see him

Qut on the street, the bronze man found the sidewal ks conpletely filled with noontine crowds. So
thick was the throng that he had difficulty avoi ding persons. This problemhe solved by getting
behind a uni formed policeman who seened bent for some definite destination. There was a cl eared
space for wal king behind the cop, due to the instinct which nakes people instinctively step wi de of
a pol i ceman.

Doc caused an uproar in the subway station, nore from absentm ndedness than anything el se. From
force of habit, in leaving the station uptown, he passed out through one of the turnstiles. The man
in the ticket booth saw the stile turn, and was quickw tted enough to realize the truth. He emtted
a series of hows which filled the station with uniforned officers, but not before Doc Savage was
safely on his way.

On the street, he discovered it highly dangerous to jaywal k, and but by the grace of an agile

| eap did he escape the wheels of a speeding notorist. He landed in a puddl e of gutter water, and in
wal king on, left a procession of wet footprints. These were seen by a wonan who pronptly fainted,
and a bedl am of yelling went up.

Doc raced to the nearest newsstand and wiped his feet on newspapers while the proprietor stood
still and yelled his terror. After that, no tracks were deposited.

Doc then clung to an open trolley car, stepped fromthere to a taxicab fender without touching

the ground, and alighted when the taxi turned onto another street, thus thwarting any endeavor to
use bl oodhounds to trail him

He finally reached the skyscraper which housed his headquarters.

THE guards and netting turnstiles were still in place before the doors, and only persons who

coul d prove occupancy of the building, and those with urgent business, were being admtted. Doc
Savage did not attenpt to wangle his way inside.

He sought a narine store near by which sold yacht supplies, and since attenpting to purchase an
article would only have caused great excitenment, he appropriated a small grapple and a hank of stout
line, which he would pay for later. He got these out through the rear door wi thout any one noticing
that they were seenmingly floating in thin air.

Al | eyways, side doors, and even the ruse of holding the package so close to the side of a
pedestrian that it would seemhe was carrying it, got Doc into a departnent store building across
the street fromthe skyscraper which held his headquarters. He worked to the roof of this.

There were many offices unoccupied for the day in the skyscraper across the street, due to the
difficulty in gaining adm ssion and the quite natural disinclination of persons to put thenselves in
proximty with the invisible nmenace.

Doc sel ected a wi ndow whi ch was open, waited until he was sure the office behind it was not

occupi ed, and hurled the grapple, to one end of which the |line had been made fast.

It was not a throw that required supernatural ability, but it did take nice calculating, and Doc

m ssed the first time. The clang of the hook drew people to w ndows, although Doc got hook and rope
back before they sawit. He waited until they went away, then tried again, and succeeded.

The hook caught on the sill inside. He tested with a yank that put far nmore strain than his

wei ght on the rope. Then he made the other end of the |line fast about a ventilator.

In swinging out over the street, Doc kept a tight grip on the rope, so that, should the grapple
give, he would be ready to cling to the line and attenpt to break his smashing sw ng agai nst the

ot her building. But the crossing was w thout such incident.

He entered the office, let hinself out, and rode an el evator secretly to the eighty-sixth floor.
The door of his office was barred with wire, and the corridor was filled with armed nen. Doc
withdrew to the floor bel ow, where there was a secret door back of a fire cabinet which gave to a

| adder | eading up to the |aboratory room

A nmonment |ater, he was in the |aboratory.

SOME six men were present in the |laboratory. None of them were young, and they all had the
appearance of men who had devoted their lives to | earning. They were going over the apparatus in the
| aboratory, handling the contrivances delicately, congregating around the nore advanced devi ces,
attenpting to ascertain their nature.

"One of the nobst remarkabl e collections of scientific apparatus in existence, no doubt," said the
man, and waved an armto include all of the great room "You might say that here is concentrated the
| earning of man since the beginning of time. No wonder this man Savage is considered to be sonething
of a mental marvel"

"I would give a good many years of ny life for this |laboratory,"” said another. "Wth it, marvels
can be acconplished, true enough. Take, for instance, this device for light analysis of nmetals. In a
few minutes, it can equal the work of hours by ordinary nethods."

Doc Savage advanced. He had cone to the | aboratory to get a portable kit, property of the honely



Monk, which was probably one of the nost conplete chem cal analysis and conpoundi ng units of its
size in existence. The bronze man took half a dozen steps, paused, and his eyes rested steadily on a
gl ass shel f

There was an ordinary el ectroscope on the shelf. Its | eaves were standi ng apart

Doc Savage retreated. The el ectroscope | eaves cane together slightly. He advanced. The |eaves

flew apart.

FOR a long tine the invisible giant stood there, considering the el ectroscope phenonena. The

devi ce was affected, of course, by static electricity, and woul d behave variously in the presence of
radi oactive materials. Obviously, the bronze man's body, in its invisible state, was giving off an
emanati on, or perhaps was only inpregnated with a static charge, which affected the el ectroscope
Doc Savage tried various experinents, unnoticed by the scientists who were going over the

equi prent. He grounded his body. This seenmed to have no effect on the reaction of the el ectroscope
VWhen he had finished, he knew that he had at hand a detector which would indicate the presence of

i nvisible nen

There was nore than one el ectroscope in the |laboratory, and Doc Savage gathered together a nunber
of these, using cotton to pad them and inserting themin a stout carton which he carried down into
the secret entrance

Due to the necessity of acconplishing his mssion wthout being observed, he was delayed fully an
hour .

The line by which he had crossed the street was thin and up high, and had escaped notice

Carrying the box of electroscopes and Mnk's portable |aboratory, which was contained in neta
cases, Doc Savage was al nost across the rope before he - the load, rather - was seen fromthe street
bel ow. A cop, unusually alert, was the discoverer. He cut |loose instantly with his gun. Wth mad
haste, Doc swung the remaining distance

Nor did he tarry in the departnment store. Racing down fromthe roof, he ran to the elevators. The
sinmple sight of the nmetal boxes and package floating into the el evator was enough to send all other
occupants fleeing. Doc ran the cage down.

Police guards were already at the street doors. Doc sought the rear, found a wi ndow and managed

to drop through wi thout damaging his burden. There was a taxi stand at the corner, and one of the
machi nes was unoccupi ed

Doc pl aced his burden in the driverless cab, then entered a cigar store which had a tel ephone
booth from which the cab coul d be watched. There was no one near the tel ephone. He dialed police
headquarters

"This is Doc Savage," he said. "Odinary el ectroscopes can be used to detect the presence of the
invisible men. Issue themto your policenen. Next to that, bloodhounds are your best bet."

He pressed the hook down on a storm of excited questions. Next, he |ooked up the nunber of P
Treve Easeman's downtown office in the directory, then dialed and got an answer. It was O d

Bonepi cker who replied

"How are ny assistants, Mk and Han?" Doc asked

A d Bonepi cker swore.

"They haven't tal ked, and we are going to turn themover to the police!" he squeaked

"Very well," Doc told him "I nerely wished to ascertain that they were safe."

Over the tel ephone, he heard Monk and Ham both yell out sinmultaneously in perfectly healthy

voi ces apparently by way of showing that they were not greatly danaged

The wire went dead as O d Bonepi cker hung up

Chapter 17. SElI ZURE

OLD BONEPI CKER gl ared at the tel ephone angrily after he had cracked the receiver back in place
"The nerve of that big fellow" He gritted

Attractive Ada Easeman, standing at O d Bonepicker's el bow, asked doubtfully, "Could it be that
Doc Savage is not the head of this gang after all?"

"Bosh!" O d Bonepicker snorted. "You're letting his | ooks sway you!"

For that, the young wonan sniffed at the spot where O d Bonepicker, absolutely invisible, was

st andi ng.

"What are you going to do?" she asked

"Call the police," said Ad Bonepicker. "That's what we should have done | ong ago."

The tel ephone lifted fromthe desk in ghostly fashion as he picked it up, the receiver junped
fromthe hook, and he requested the number of police headquarters. He seemed to have a good

knowl edge of who was who in the department, for he called for the detective bureau chief of that
district by nane

"We are holding two of Doc Savage's nen in the office of P. Treve Easeman," he said, and gave the
exact location of the office. "W also have sone information that will help you. Better cone at
once. "

"Are these two Doc Savage assistants invisible?" asked the detective

"One of themis," said AOd Bonepicker

"Brother, we'll be right over!" the | awran roared, and slammed the tel ephone down on the desk

The police detective upset his chair, such was his haste in arising. There were buttons on his



desk for summoni ng subordi nates. He pounded these

"Two of Doc Savage's nmen being held!" he yelled

Then he gave the address of Easeman's office

The words were loud, calculated to carry to all of the policenen rushing into the roomin answer

to the buzzer summons

A fractional nonent later, a wadded chunk of paper near the door changed position, as if it had
been ki cked. There was no one near. The rear stairway had not been dusted recently, and fresh tracks
appeared nysteriously in the dust. That was all that indicated the novenent of an invisible man -
until the door of a parked sedan down the street came open

"By hangi ng around the police departnent, | got a line on two of Doc Savage's nen, if not on Doc
Savage hinsel f!" said the voice of Tel egraph Edmunds. "The two are being held in Easeman's office
Get down there, quick!"

There was a driver in the seat of the car. Hs face was an unusual brown color, and a close
scrutiny woul d have shown that it was not his face at all which showed, but a covering of very thin
rubber, a hoodli ke mask which could be drawn on and taken off. He wore goggles to disguise the enpty
hol es that were his eyes, and his hands were encased in gloves. Only a nore than casual inspection
woul d have shown the truth

The sedan hurtled away fromthe curbing. Voices indicated at |east half a dozen nen in the rear

and possibly sone clinging to the running boards, but those who | ooked into the car saw an
apparently enpty machi ne

The party of invisible men got into the P. Treve Easeman office building w thout attracting
attention, and filched rides on an elevator. On the cage, they had a mishap. It chanced that al

ot her passengers alighted before the Easeman fl oor was reached

"Twenty-ei ght," said Tel egraph Ednmunds, thinking to deceive the operator

But the operator |ooked around, saw the enpty cage and |l et out a screech, guessing instantly who
hi s passengers were. The unlucky attendant was slugged, beaten into insensibility, and his car run
on up

TELEGRAPH EDMUNDS knocked bol dly on the Easeman office door

"Who is it?" asked Ada Easeman

"Police!" boonmed Tel egraph

Ada Easeman unl ocked the door. Instantly, Telegraph's invisible conpanions hit it, battering it
open. The girl cried out, but she m ght as well have saved her breath, for the unseen assailants
flooded into the offices. In a nonent they had found O d Bonepi cker and Easenman, sinply because they
wi el ded guns, hoping to see a target, and the weapons marked their positions so that they could be
sei zed

Russel Way was caught flat-footed and knocked down before he could resist effectively. The gir

was al so floored by nmain strength

"Beautiful!" chuckl ed Tel egraph Ednmunds. "Beautiful! It could not have worked out better. Now we
only have to get Doc Savage."

"Ch!" exclaimed Ada Easeman. "Then he is not working with you?"

Tel egraph snorted. "He's working on us!"

No tine was wasted. The prisoners, visible and invisible, were bound and gagged, and the

purl oi ned el evator was enployed to carry them not to the |Iobby, but to the basenent |evel, from
whence they were spirited, by great good |uck and nuch caution, out into the sedan. They were forced
tolie on the floor

As the sedan pull ed away, police cars cane down the street, sirens scream ng. There was an
extremely large force of officers, the gathering of which probably accounted for the delay. They
alighted, and jointed hands in a line across the front of the office building. Their superiors went
up, to have their confidence shattered when they found their birds had been renoved

Hal f an hour later, the story was in the newspapers. In the newspapers also was the matter of the

t el ephone call concerning the el ectroscopes which Doc Savage had made. One tabl oid had sent a squad
of reporters out with an el ectroscope, and the | eaves of the thing flew apart when they neared the
first bank, indicating an invisible man. The |latter had escaped, however, but not until there had
been quite an uproar

The invisible man had no doubt been standing by, trying to figure out a way of getting into the
bank. The bank pronptly cl osed, announcing it would do no nore business until the invisible man
menace was squashed

The newsboys, such of them as had not already how ed thensel ves hoarse, ran about crying the new
devel opnment s

Doc Savage heard the shouting, and read the story over a fat man's shoul der. The bronze man did

the reading by spurts, devoting nost of his attention to the sedan bearing Tel egraph Ednunds and his
prisoners

Doc had arrived at the Easeman office just in time to follow the raiders and their captives down

to the sedan. Doc had ridden clinging to the tire carrier

THE sedan was waiting before the entrance of a private garage in the uptown section of the city,

a rather respectable residence district, and one of the invisible men had no doubt gone inside to



open the door and admit the car

Doc Savage waited. The street was quiet, although far fromdeserted, and traffic rolled slowy.
On the nearest corner, three or four houses away, there was a subway station, the entrance newy
constructed, but the entry was boarded over. This was evidently a part of the newly constructed
subway system not yet opened to the public

The subway ventilating gratings were spaced al ong the sidewal k. Qut of these came the noan of a
train. Doc Savage, who knew the subterranean tracks were not carrying passenger trains as yet
decided it nust be a work train

The garage door opened, unlocked fromthe interior. Doc Savage sidled up al ongside the sedan as
it began to nove. It was fortunate that he had gone immediately to the Easenan office

The car passed into what seened to be a very ordinary garage, stopped, and the driver got out. He
renoved the tight rubber facial mask, which was probably unconfortable and pulled off his
chauffeur's coat. He discarded his hat. The result, a pair of shoes and trousers paradi ng about, was
uncanny to a point where even the invisible nen thensel ves were affected

"Be fish or fow, guy!" a voice suggested. "Either get them pants and shoes off, or put on sone
nore clothes. You give ne the creeps!"”

The chauf feur chuckl ed and ki cked off his trousers. They had scarcely dropped to the garage fl oor
when a clock inside the house struck twice.

"Two o' clock," said Tel egraph Edmunds. "We had better get inside. Qur nmen will be dropping in
They are all to be here by four."

"What's the idea?" sone one asked

"Conference," said Tel egraph. "W've got to plan tonmorrow s work. We'I|l operate in New York
tonorrow, then shift to Chicago. That way, no extended preparations can be made for our capture. Two
days in Chicago, and we will shift to another town."

A man announced, "Say, |'m hungry. How we gonna work this eating business?"

"Go ahead and eat, but lightly," Telegraph directed. "You'll find that the food is visible in
your mouth and throat but after it gets down, it alnost instantly disappears. That is, unless you
load up on grub. Do not eat much nore than the equival ent of a sandw ch."

"This being invisible is a funny business," another offered. "I'd like to know nore about it."
"The big chief will show up at the four o'clock conference," Tel egraph advised. "Ask himthe
questions. He's the guy who discovered the process.”

"You sure he's actually got a nachine that will make us visible agai n?" asked a skeptic
"Positive," said Telegraph. "I've been through it. The thing works to perfection and only
requires a few nonents."

"That's swell," said the other. "I don't fancy this |life of a spook any too much. | don't think

my girl friend would like it."

"You keep away fromthe girl friend," snapped Tel egraph

"Don't worry," snorted the other, "she wouldn't stick around ne like |I am now. "

The prisoners were being haul ed out of the sedan

"What' Il we do with these?" an invisible man asked

"Hold themuntil the chief gets here at four," directed Tel egraph Ednunds

A MAN asked, "What about the swag we've annexed?"

"That is being conceal ed at various places, and the chief is keeping a record on his person,"
Tel egraph explained. "W will divide it up later."

The captives were carried into a room bare of furniture and dusty. They were deposited roughly
on the floor and their bindings exam ned

Tel egraph Edrmunds cal | ed four names and the owners answered

"You four watch the prisoners," Telegraph directed. "I'l|l station others about. W don't want
them getting away."

"Listen," a man interrupted. "Wat about the bags for carrying the loot? | didn't have any today
and a cop dammed near got me by shooting at a necklace | had snatched off an ol d dane."

"In the next room" Tel egraph stated, "Conme on and | will show themto you."

The show ng process proved to be one of feeling rather. The invisible men went to a corner and

touched piles of rough fabric which felt not unlike chain mail, and which was absolutely invisible
to the naked eye

"Seens to be netal," sone one grunted

"It is metal," Tel egraph answered. "I know that nuch about it. Seens that the boss tried |lots of

different things, but decided on this alloy because it was |ighter and besides, could be nade
invisible easier. It's just a cloth woven out of flexible wires."

They left the pile after a time and went into another room where they spread thensel ves on
chairs, quarreling mldly when a man woul d chance to select a chair in which another had al ready
deposi ted hinsel f

However, sone fifteen mnutes later, a man did decide to go to the pile of invisible |oot
containers and get one, stating his purpose was to handle the thing to get its feel, so that he
coul d mani pul ate the thing nore readily.

"Get so | can find the nmouth of the bag easy," he said



He was not an unusual ly discerning individual, hence his sense of touch did not informhimthat

the pile of bags was sonewhat snaller than it had been a few minutes earlier

Chapter 18. UNMAKER OF SPOCKS

THERE was much wonder on the part of the city when the depredations of the invisible |egion

ceased shortly before four o'clock that afternoon, although it did not dawn i nrediately - except to
the police departnment, who had been swanped by calls all day - that the mani pul ati ons of the spook
horde had stopped. The policenen could not understand it, and did little but snatch time for hurried
sandw ches.

In assenbling at the uptown house where Monk, Ham and the other prisoners had been taken, the
invisible nen used nore than average caution, for not once was their presence detected

Nearly thirty of themgathered. It was not a | arge nunber, considering the furor they had raised
but they were not ordinary crimnals. They were clever, the pick of Tel egraph Ednunds's |arge
acquai ntance of confidence nen, swi ndlers and other crooks of nore than average ability. Any one
coul d have donned suitable attire and mngled with the best society. There was not a nug anong

t hem

They were a happy crew, but they kept their spirits down until they were inside the house, and

even then, they did not permt their |aughter to become too boisterous

As one put it: "We've got the world by the tail, as long as we can keep fromgetting stepped

on."

A few seconds after four o'clock, there was sonething of a commotion as an invisible nan of nore

i mportance than the others arrived

"The big chief, the man with brains enough to work this all out," Tel egraph Ednmunds announced

The newconer voiced no word

"Do you want to outline future plans, chief?" Tel egraph asked. Sonething was evidently whispered

in Tel egraph's ear by the | eader, sonething none of the others heard, for Tel egraph cleared his
throat and began to speak rapidly.

"Qur operations so far have been highly profitable," he declared. "W have gathered at a
conservative estimate sonme twenty nmillions of dollars in the course of the day. The newspapers are
claimng that it is a great deal nore, but it is actually around that sum whi ch, however, may shrink
somewhat before we turn it into hard cash."

Tel egraph was sonmewhat of a politician and knew how to keep his men happy, as well as encourage
themto future efforts, for he now launched into a brief review of the nore profitable crimes of the
day, handing out praise to the participants. The neeting was devel oping into a regul ar conference
Voi ces were kept | ow. The house was gl oony, and seem ngly unoccupi ed, the doors being closed, the

| ookouts - one at each door - did not stir about, or even peer out into the street

Perhaps that was a m stake. They woul d hardly have seen anything. But they m ght have heard sone
slight, although interesting sounds

Doc Savage, who had been away fromthe house until slightly after four o'clock, was back again.

THE bronze man had purloined a delivery truck - hardly theft, because the vehicle belonged to a
bakery concern in which he had a large interest. He had equi pped hinmself with trousers, a ragged
topcoat and a hat, and had wal ked boldly into a drug store and gotten grease paint fromthe section
devoted to the sale of theatrical supplies. The grease paint had outlined his features wi th passable
di stinctness

He had experienced nore difficulty in getting what the truck held - coils of heavy insul ated

copper cable. There was an alley near by, and he parked the truck in this. No great |abor was
entailed in hoisting the insulated cable to the roof

Doc Savage worked swiftly. He located an electric power line and hooked on to it with his cables
which were in turn connected to high-frequency spark coils. The latter, the bronze nan had carried
froman electrical supply house on | ower Broadway.

From the coils, the copper cables were conducted to doors and wi ndows of the house. There, the
bronze man operated nore painstakingly, enploying a material which was as invisible as he hinself
for he had renoved cl othing and grease paint

When he had finished, he had strung over the doors and wi ndows strands of the invisible neta

fabric fromwhich the | oot bags had been woven. He went over all connections, nmeking sure the

insul ated cables were connected to the invisible netal strands in the proper manner

He hurried to a tel ephone in a drug store and called the sane policeman to whom he had earlier
given the information regarding the effectiveness of the el ectroscopes. He inparted the address of
the house in which Tel egraph Edmunds and the invisible | egion were gathered

"All of the invisible men are there," he advised. "Do not try to raid the place. Block the

adj acent streets and rooftops with woven-wire fencing. Allow no | oophol es whatever. Station nen with
spray guns, filled with ink or paint. Assenble your dogs. Have tear gas and | aughing gas. In short
take every possible precaution.”

The police official was silent for a tine

"This is not a gag?" he asked. "You know, your finger prints have been found on the scene of

crime after crime which these invisible men have commtted."

Doc Savage hurriedly expl ained about the finger tip inpressions taken while he was unconsci ous



"All right," said the officer

"How many nen can you assenbl e?" Doc asked

"Five thousand," said the other

"“Not enough," Doc told him "Call on the Brooklyn navy yard and .the |ocal arny posts for

reénforcenents. If this attenpt to corner the invisible nen fails, there will probably never be
anot her chance."
The official debated again. "I wll have plenty of nmen."

Doc Savage hung up, went to a fire escape which he had lowered in the alley, and clinbed to the
roof . He wal ked through a cluster of pigeons; they obviously did not see him for they did not fly.
There was a roof hatch, closed but not fastened. Doc Savage opened it

A guard bel ow heard the opening and grow ed, "Wat the hell?"

"Careful!" Doc hissed. "I think Doc Savage is around here sonewhere."

"Yeah?" rasped the other. "Were?"

Doc had | ocated the invisible man by his voice. He struck once, then again, then lunged with open
arns and grasped the unconscious man before he could fall

Doc descended stairs

TELEGRAPH EDMUNDS had finished the prelimnaries of his talk, and had neared the end of the plan
to raid Chicago

"Are there any questions?" he asked

"What about the prisoners?" sone one denmanded

"We might as well dispose of them" Tel egraph said. "And that reminds nme: There's sonething

want to ask O d Bonepicker."

The captives were now ordered hauled into the room and Tel egraph Edmunds found O d Bonepi cker by
the sinple expedient of kicking each of the invisible prisoners and |istening to themgroan. He

| eaned over O d Bonepi cker

"Remenber that fight at the airport, when | split ny gang and part of themtook off in the

pl ane?" he snapped. "The plane got in the air, and sonething happened to it. An invisible man cane
down in a parachute. That was you, wasn't it? You caused that plane to crash and kill ny men?"

A d Bonepi cker made a snarling sound

"They tried to kill me after they found nme!" he grated. "Could | help it if the pilot, the only
flier aboard, got knocked out in the scrap, and | dived overboard with the only parachute?" "So
that's the way it was," Tel egraph grunted. "You're going to pay for that!"

If he expected a response from A d Bonepi cker, he was di sappoi nted. The elderly financier
returned only silence

"Aw, bl azes!" sonebody said. "Let's get it over with."

A man in the back of the room spoke up

"One thing we ain't discussed," he said dryly. "And that's how we're gonna nake oursel ves visible
again. Boy, that's an inportant point as far as |'m concerned."

"You said it," declared another. "If we have to stay invisible, a fine chance we've got to enjoy
the proceeds of this little scheme. |'mbeginning to get a first-class idea of why nobody ever heard
of a cheerful ghost."

Tel egraph Ednunds | aughed

"Woul d you feel any better," he demanded, "if you saw the apparatus which will make you visible
agai n?"

"l sure would!" the man said

"The door to the right," Telegraph directed. "Walk down the steps you will find, and open the
door at the bottom"

The command was conplied with, the amount of scuffling, jostling and grow ed comrents indicating
that nost of the invisible nen were going to see the device. They descended to a | arge basenent
room

In the center of the roomstood a conplicated affair, consisting, at a first glance, of

hi gh-vol tage transfornmers, many coils, a long cylinder, and nunerous el ectrical valves of the type
used to generate Rontgen and ot her rays

Tel egraph Ednunds advanced.

"It is sinple," he said. "All of the operations are synchronized. You sinply throw the switch and
put yourself in that cylinder and stay there until you are visible again." Tel egraph raised his
voice slightly. "Isn't that right chief? You nade the jigger."

A voice replied, "That is right. And now, the prisoners should be finished."

They went back. The first man in the room where the captives should have been enitted a viol ent
yel |

There was no trace of the prisoners, all of whom had been tightly bound and gagged

TELEGRAPH EDMUNDS, at a hi ssed suggestion fromthe nmysterious chief of the raiders, dashed
forward, shouting commands to the door guards. He had not taken many steps when there cracked out
the sound of a loud blow Telegraph fell heavily. He was not out, however

"Watch it!" he bell owed.

The invisible men spread out. One cried out as he was slugged, and flailed about. He hit sone



one, friend or foe he knew not, and was struck back in return. Twenty seconds of that saw the room
in an uproar.

Doc Savage circled warily, lashing out with his fists. He knew Monk and O d Bonepi cker were
sonewhere in the room Doc had freed themwhile the visibility device was being inspected. P. Treve
Easeman, the girl and Russel Way were in a stout closet, the door of which they had secured on the
inside, if they had followed instructions.

A chair lifted fromthe floor, swung and cracked down on an invisible head. The rungs splintered.
Monk bawl ed out wathfully as sone one hit hima blow

Then an invisible man came charging fromthe direction of the door.

"The place is surrounded!" he squalled. "Cops! Soldiers! Sailors! Anmillion of 'em They've got
woven wire up in the streets and on the buildings!"

The fighting in the roomstopped as if by magic, anple proof that the invisible | egion had been
maul i ng each ot her.

"They're wise to this place!" Tel egraph Ednunds yelled. "W'd better blow"

A man wailed, "If they've got the place surrounded, how are we gonna get out?"

"Easy," said Tel egraph. "W took care of that."

Bar ki ng orders, Tel egraph Ednunds now backed down the stairs to the room which held the

visibility apparatus. There was a door across the chanber, and he opened it. A sloping tunnel was
di scl osed.

"CGo down," he directed.

One of the invisible nen barked, "Can't we take that jigger along?"

"\What jigger?"

"The contraption to nmake us visible again."

"Not a chance," Tel egraph advi sed.

"But can another one be made?" the nan wanted to know.

"Of course," Telegraph retorted. "Just |ike we'll make another machine to cause nen to becone
invisible, when we get around to it. Isn't that right?"

"Correct," said the voice of the |eader. "Now, waste no nore time. | will remain here until the
last. Then, before | leave, | will smash this visibility device, in order that it may not fall into

the hands of this Doc Savage."

The men began scranbling into the tunnel, feeling with their hands to keep fromtranpling on each
other. Tel egraph Edrmunds waited until the |ast.

"That's all, chief," he inforned.

"Go yourself," directed the leader. "I will follow"

Tel egraph Edrmunds grunted noisily as he wedged his plunmp bulk into the rather narrow tunnel.

A nmorment later, a large pipe wench lifted froma bench which held tools in the corner. It

floated through the air toward the delicate mechanismin the center of the floor, then lifted as if
to strike. But it never fell.

There was a stifled gasp, then a blow, and the wench fell to the floor.

"dory be!"™ Mnk snorted. "Doc, | figured you were waiting for himto do sonmething to show where
he was."

THE bronze man said rapidly, "I will follow themalone. They will expect their chief, and if they
challenge nme, | will try toimtate his voice."

"Swel | ," Mnk replied. "And |'mgonna fix this baby so that he'll sleep for a while."

There was a robust whack, as if a fist had collided soundly with a jaw, as Mnk nade sure their
pri soner woul d renai n unconsci ous

Doc Savage entered the tunnel. He was forced to turn side-wi se to pass his shoul ders through, and
this made progress somewhat difficult, since the floor sloped steeply. He becane conscious of a
faint runbling sound. Then he realized the cause

He cane out in an arched cavern as wide as a city street and which stretched away an infinite
distance in either direction. It was the tunnel of the newy conpleted subway.

Tel egraph Ednunds hail ed Doc Savage sharply: "That you, chief?"

Doc assuned the voice he had heard

"Let's get going," he said shortly.

"O K.," said Telegraph. "l've started the boys out to the east."

Doc Savage got in the middle of the tracks and ran. Ahead, the tunnel sloped downward sharply,
and the bronze man knew that the decline nmeant that it was | eading under the river. Sonme three
quarters of a mile ahead, the tunnel came up again and there was a station exit by which the
invisible nen no doubt intended to depart

Doc stopped abruptly. The roaring noi se he had heard was growing louder. It was a train, a work
train possibly, com ng from behind

"Careful!" he called suddenly. "There is not much roomin the tunnel to let that train pass."
Tel egraph Ednmunds swore harshly, then grated, "We'll fix that!"

St acked beside the tracks, and arrayed neatly between the supports between the two |ines of
rails, were nunerous pieces of netal equipnent - tools not yet haul ed away by the subway contractor
Tel egraph Edrmunds how ed orders, and these tools were seized and thrown upon the rails



Doc Savage started to order a stop, but held the words back, realizing they would betray his
presence

"Run!" Tel egraph how ed when he deci ded enough objects littered the track to guarantee derailing
the train. "Get down the tunnel far enough to be out of danger. And keep going!"

The invisible nmen began runni ng away

Doc Savage did not follow, but raced back and began throwing the litter off the track. He sl anmed
metal bars against the third rail that ordinarily conducted the electric power, but nothing
happened. Current had not yet been turned on, and the approaching train was either notorized or
carried its own batteries

The roaring of the train increased. Doc was al ready noving faster than he could recall ever

havi ng noved before. But there was a great quantity of stuff on the tracks

The train's headlight spouted whitely. The train did not slacken speed, the notorman evidently
failing at first to distinguish the crowbars and pi pes which conposed nost of the array on the
rails. Then he slammed on the brakes

A trenendous shrieking of wheels on rails filled the tunnel. Doc Savage saw he coul d not clear

the stuff away in tinme, and gave it up. He sprinted madly, reached the hole which led to the tunne
t hrough which the invisible men had come, and dived inside

The train noaned past. The bronze man scranbled with wild haste

Came a great crashing and rending fromthe tunnel

WHAT happened was a brand of justice, if harsh. The notorman did not quite pay with his life for
not seeing the obstruction in time, but it was weeks before he left a hospital. The | oconptive
junmped the rails, angled sidewi se, hit the row of supports between the rails and knocked t hese over
like straws until, because the posts were anchored nore solidly at the bottomthan at the top, the
l oconptive clinbed up on its rear trucks and poked its snout out through the street, overturning two
motor cars and vastly exciting policenen in the cordon about the vicinity.

The followi ng cars of the train were | oaded with steel rails. They smashed forward with
irresistible force. Squeezing past the | oconotive, they piled crosswi se of the tunnel, and due to
their trenendous power, rammed through the tunnel's retaining walls

They hit a water main. It was a main some four feet in diameter, carrying high pressure, and when
it burst, a Niagara was unleashed in the tunnel. The water spouted, flooded, and since there was
nowhere else for it to go, it ran down the sloping tunnel toward the river, rising nore than wai st
deep

Tel egraph Edrmunds and his invisible men heard it coming. They cried out in horror. It was

doubtful if any one heard their screans, for the flood nade a deaf eni ng noise

It was even doubted in sone quarters that the invisible nen perished; but that doubt subsided in
the course of two or three weeks, when the tunnel was finally punped dry. The bodies, after being in
the water that long, were not exactly invisible, but rather |ooked somewhat |ike |arge oceany
jellyfish

Doc Savage, with a good idea of what would be found after he |ooked into the tunnel and saw the
wat er spouting fromthe main, retreated to the basenent

Chapter 19. DEATH DEVI CE

REACHI NG t he subt erranean room which held the apparatus for bringing back visibility, Doc Savage
di scovered the honely Monk as large as life and perfectly visible

Monk, it appeared, had put hinself through the nachine. He was drawing on a pair of trousers

"l found these in a closet," he advised, then grinned widely. "I hereby resign fromthe spook
legion. | don't care for the life."

P. Treve Easenman and O d Bonepicker, it devel oped, had al ready been through the apparatus, and

had donned cl othing. Doc Savage, studying the pair, saw that O d Bonepi cker was indeed the plunp
jovial -1ooking menber of the pair, in spite of his aged voice

Doc Savage hinself got into the nmachine. Mink threw the master switch. The sensation of what
happened was somewhat blurred to the bronze nan, but he was consci ous of rmuch blue Iight and a
tingling which suffused his whol e body, at tinmes, alnost attaining the violence of a pain. Then he
began to see his own contour

When he |l eft the apparatus, he was nornal again, although feeling rather as if he had just
experienced a violent chill which had left sone fever

He found a pair of trousers in the pile which would serve, although they term nated well above

hi s ankl es.

Ada Easeman and Russel Way appeared. They | ooked shaken, but showed no signs of serious danage
Ham fol  owed them a nonent |ater.

"Cops are outside!" he rapped. "I told themnot to come in for a while. Looks like they're

convi nced now that you are not mxed up with the invisible legion."

Then he retreated

Monk said loudly, "And now |' m gonna put the guy who invented these traps through his own mll,
and see what he | ooks like."

The horely chemist felt about on the-floor, |ocated the unconscious chief of the invisible nmen

and with some grunting and straining, got the fellowinto the apparatus. He stepped back and threw



the switch. Instantly, there was a great hissing and crackling and a play of unearthly blue haze
interspersed with regul ar stabs of orange and green

I'n uncanny fashion, a human figure took shape before their eyes. The naster plotter who had
perfected the invisibility device! At first, his features were not distinguishable. Then big ears, a
tremendous nose and a small nmouth took form

"Mari kan!" the dapper Ham expl oded, conming in fromthe front of the house, where he had been
scouting to nake sure no invisible nen renuined

Monk gul ped, "But they killed Mrikan!"

"Pretended to kill him it would seem"” Ham corrected. "Wy - he took us out to that skunk farm
knowi ng he was leading us into a trap! He arranged the fake killing just so we wouldn't suspect him
on the |l ong chance that we shoul d escape!"

Monk and Ham fell silent, for Marikan was stirring, evidently having been revived by the process

of being nade visible again. He opened his eyes. Then he |unged upright and tried to | eap out of the
devi ce

Results were disastrous. Marikan nust have been dazed still, not realizing exactly where he was

He crashed into a gl ass tube which was naking the blue haze, and it broke explosively. Hot electric
sparks showered. Marikan screaned, fell backward. H s body crashed into high-frequency current
conductors and nashed them together, and there were nore ripping sparks and showering gl ass

Doc Savage dived for the switch. But it had happened too quickly. A cloud of snoke and the tang

of ozone were rising fromthe apparatus. Doc turned the current off and ran over, along with Mnk
and the others

Monk surveyed the weckage, the lifeless body of Marikan, and shook his small head slowy.

"That guy sure took all of his secrets with him" he said

MONK' S words proved a true prediction, for in the ensuing weeks, Doc Savage conducted nunerous
experiments to ascertain the secret of invisibility, but with results which were scarcely
phenonenal . Mari kan, he concl uded, had worked al ong sone line as yet entirely unfamliar to nodern
scientists.

"The nystery will have to die with Marikan," the bronze nan stated. "How he did it is beyond ny
know edge. "

This statement was, in a sense, hardly the truth, because Doc Savage, in the course of his
investigation, did come upon certain clues which told along what |ines Mari kan had experinented to
acconplish his result. These clues, Doc believed, could be devel oped by hinself to acconplish the
same thing that Marikan had succeeded in attaining

But he did not proceed. The process was conplex. Ordinary scientists would not stunble on it
perhaps for centuries. And, judging fromwhat had al ready happened, it was a thing better |eft

al one

There were other matters to occupy the bronze nman's attention. In Mrikan's discarded clothes

they found a listing of the spots where the | oot of the invisible men had been cached, and, thanks
to that list, practically all was recovered. There was, also, the matter of The Secret In The Sky,
whi ch was to be the next nenace that confronted Doc Savage and his aides. The Secret In The Sky was
sonething different, something difficult for men to conprehend; and because nmen, since tine
imrenorial, have feared what they cannot understand, it brought terror. A nman was seized in San
Franci sco at noon. Hi s dead body was found in New York City exactly three hours later. And because
the dead man was a friend, Doc Savage took a hand - and found hinmself in the nobst concentrated nel ée
of terror, death and nystery which he had ever confronted

There was also a matter that occupied the honely Mink's attention in the days i mediately

followi ng the snmashing of the nmenace of the invisible I egion. The nmatter was pretty Ada Easenan
Monk pursued her industriously. It was sonething of a shock to himwhen, two days |ater, she
announced her engagenent to Russel Way.

Monk tol d Habeas Corpus confidentially of the only explanation he could see

"1 was handi capped by being a spook for a while," he grunbled. "Wo ever heard of a spook with a
lady friend?"

THE END
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