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THE STEEL HAMVER
The year is 1936...

CHAPTER 1
THE SMXKXE OF DEATH

Tobi as Wetzel was no stranger to death.

Born in the hills of West Virginia, he'd seen four of his brothers and sisters die of various

di seases before he was twelve. His nother died in child-birth bringing a final sister into the
world. Hs father and an ol der brother perished in a coal mine cave-in. As a miner hinself, Tobias
knew what it was |like to face death daily.

O at |east he thought he did.

But it took the Geat War to show Tobias Wetzel what it was like to have death as a constant
conpanion. As a U. S. narine in France, he saw the ravages of shot, shell, and poison gas. The death
potential of the battlefield made the coal mines seemtane by conparison.

After the war, Tobias could see no reason to return to the mnes of West Virginia. Like so nany
other hill people, he ended up in Pittsburgh. H's background as a nmarine secured himenploynent as a
police officer.

In the line of duty, Tobias continued to see death. He saw nurder by gun, knife, and bare hands.
He was on the scene of suicides, traffic accidents, and drowning. Hi s current patrol route took him
al ong the All egheny River.

The All egheny and Monongahel a Rivers nmeet in Pittsburgh to formthe Chio River. The neeting pl ace
of the rivers, known as “The Point”, is the center of downtown Pittsburgh. The rivers are the
lifeblood of the city, bringing in the barges of raw materials for the steel mlls, and carrying out
the numerous manufactured products for which the city is well known.

Three large rivers in the downtown section of a city make for many bridges. Pittsburgh has well
over 100 autonobile and | oconotive bridges. Beneath these bridges the city’'s popul ati on of w nos
passed their days and nights.

Pat r ol man Tobi as Wetzel had the downtown “wi no patrol”. The unofficial departnent policy was not

to spend nuch tinme with this section of the population. Their addiction to al cohol |eft nbst of them
i ncapabl e of providing any serious threat to the general population. As long as they kept out of the
mai n downt own busi ness and shoppi ng areas, did not cause disturbances or pass out in public, and
conmm tted no serious crinmes, they were |eft al one.

Most river-front patrol officers tended to be “bulls”, ruling with a quick jab and smack of the

ni ghtstick. Wetzel was the exception. Perhaps fromhis early years, he understood the troubles that
can affect a man’s life. Perhaps it was because he so often cane across fell ow veterans of the G eat
War. Less fortunate than he, many had been unable to adapt to civilian life again, and fallen into

the bottle. O perhaps he had an ulterior notive.

The river front winos were Patrol man Wetzel's snitches. In return for his selective “blind eye”,
they provided himw th what information they could about crimnal activity in the area. Tobias

Wet zel had an inpressive string of commendations for crinmes that had been sol ved based on tips he'd
received fromhis informants.

The worst part of the job, though, was the constant presence of death.
Hardly a day went by that Tobias Wetzel did not have to deal with a dead body. The life

expectancy for a wino is not very long. They starve to death. They die in convul sions fromdrinking
any manner of al coholic concoctions (or non-alcoholic -- paint thinner was inevitably fatal). Living



outdoors with no nmedical treatnment, they were liable to die of exposure in any nonth of the year,
not just during the winter. They fell (or junped) into the river and drowned. They cut each other
wi th knives, razors, and broken bottles for a single swallow of booze.

But none of this -- not a lifetine of hardship, not a world war, not the daily exposure of his
police beat -- prepared Tobias Wtzel for the terror of the Steel Hamer.

ON THE day the Hammer struck Pittsburgh, Patrol man Wetzel was on the east bank of the Allegheny
Ri ver between the Sixth and Seventh Street Bridges. He was | ooking for an old wi no nanmed Dakota
Pete, and hoping he wouldn't find him

Dakota Pete was old for |life under the bridges. He clainmed to have been with “Col onel ” Roosevel t
during the Spani sh-Anerican War, and certainly he was ol d enough. For the past nonth, whenever
Wet zel had seen the old nan, he’'d noticed his condition had worsened. Pete was | oosing weight and
had a cough that was awful even by the tough standards of Pittsburgh -- America's Snokiest City.

Pete usually hung out around in this area. Wtzel hadn’'t seen himin three days. Now he was
wal ki ng the river bank, peering into old packing crates and warehouse entryways, trying to see if
one of them had beconme the old man’s final resting place.

Tobi as Wetzel was just straightening up fromshining his flashlight into the a | ean-to nade from
wooden nilk crates when the Hammer struck.

First came the crackling noise. Like the fat froma 500 pound strip of bacon exploding fat into
the fire. The sound of |oud snapping and crackling filled the air.

It was coming fromthe river. Wetzel turned and | ooked to see where it was conming from

And he couldn’t see the river!

Instead there was a gigantic cloud of yellowgreen fog boiling up out of the river! It rose up
into the gray Pittsburgh sky in thick, billow ng clouds. Wthin seconds it conpletely masked the
water. The Seventh Street Bridge was |ess than 100 yards away, but the rolling clouds of

yel l ow-green fog blocked it fromview

The sizzling, crackling noise comng fromthe river assaulted patrol man Wtzel's ears. He found
himsel f surrounded by the thick, putrid-Iooking yellow green clouds,

That was when the scream ng started!

Wet zel covered his ears. Unbelievably |oud and high-pitched, it blended with the crackling noise
in a ear-shattering cacophony.

Instinctively, Patrol man Wetzel drew his service revolver, driven by a prinmtive urge to protect
himsel f. This can’'t be happening, he thought. I'’min downtown Pittsburgh, right between two of the
busi est streets in town.

But from what Wetzel could actually see, he could have been on the dark side of the noon. The

vast clouds of yellow sh-green limted his vision to no nore than arnis length. The crackling and
the scream ng sounds came fromthe river in a fury.

Then, out of the mists, a hand grabbed his shoul der!

“CGod, help nme! 1'mdying!” cane a hoarse, choked voi ce.

THE PI TTSBURGH At hl etic Association is one of the nost exclusive private clubs in town. It

pronpotes athletics in the city, and has a nodern gymmasiumfor its menbers. But it's real reason for
existing is otherwise. It’'s where the novers and the shakers of the Steel Cty sit and make million
dol I ar deal s over lunch and cocktails.. The annual nenbership fee is about the cost of a new
Chevrol et .

The big man striding through its entrance did not |ook like a typical nenber.

Standi ng six feet, four inches tall, the man nust have wei ghed 250 pounds. Big as he was, the



nmost startling thing about the man was his hands. Curled into fists, they were the size of quart
mlk pails.

On the man's face was a | ook of utter gloom Whatever hopes of riches and prosperity the wealthy
menbers of the Pittsburgh Athletic Association had were not apparent in this nenber.

And Col onel John Renwi ck was a nenber. Not because he was an up-and-coming Pittsburgh
busi nessman, but because the big engineer spent so nmuch tine in the city that he needed a regul ar
place to stay while there.

“Renny” Renwi ck was one of the nobst outstanding engineers in the world. In the past several
years, he had been a consultant in the area for construction projects involving steel mlls,
hydro-electric plants, flood control dams, airports, the new turnpike -- the list went on and on.
When a conpany had a building problem and they could afford the best, the sent for Renny.

He didn't always take the job offered.

For Renny Renwi ck was an associ ate of Doc Savage, the Man of Bronze. His |ove of adventure far
outstripped his interest in engineering challenges or any desire for noney. |If Doc Savage needed
assi stance, Renny woul d drop everything to rush to his side. Every consulting contract Renny signed
contained a clause allowing himto cancel it on the spot if the Man of Bronze needed him

Renny was in Pittsburgh this time to consult on the location of a new airport. One group of

advisors to the mayor was determned to |ocate the new skyway as close a possible to downtown. Renny
was convinced they were wong. The size of new aircraft would require much nore space for |anding
fields than ever before. Renny had spent the nmorning out beyond the city limts surveying
prospective sites.

“Col onel Renw ck,” said the club’s dining room manager.

“What ?” said Renny, in a | ow deep voi ce.

The di ning room manager decided this was not the time to mention the big man’s nud- caked
engineer’'s boots. “Right this way for your table, sir.”

“O K | want two of the biggest steaks you got, bloody in the mddle, sone fried potatoes, and a
t el ephone,” Renny sai d.

Renny had been in Pittsburgh for nearly a week. That was about all the tine he could stand
wi thout any excitement. He was going to put through a | ong-distance call to Doc Savage’s
headquarters in New York City. Doc nmintained his headquarters on the eighty-sixth floor of the

city's tallest skyscraper

The Pittsburgh Athletic Association spared no anenity to its nenbers. The tel ephone was at
Renny’'s table in less than a minute, the steaks not |ong afterwards.

“G mre Doc Savage in New York,” he told the |ong distance operator.

No tel ephone nunmber was necessary. Such was the fane of the Man of Bronze.

The call went through quickly. Renny gave the code-words to the operators of the private
detective agency that screened the hundreds of calls Doc received every day. The code-words all owed
Renny to be connected directly to the eighty-sixth floor.

“Yeah,” came a child-like squeak over the phone.

“Monk, this is Renny. What's going on?”

“Cot me a hot date with a chorus-girl fromthe Roxy,” chortled Mnk.

Renny was uni npressed. “Any action going on?” he asked

“Nah. Doc’s in the lab with Long Tom every day working on that televisor thing,” Mnk said. Doc
Savage had five associates. Each was renowned in the own field of expertise, as well as a | over of

adventure. “Mnk” was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, one of the world' s |eading
industrial chemsts. The “Long Tonf he referred to was Major Thomas J. Roberts, the electrical



W zard.

“Well, I"'mstill here in Pittsburgh,” Renny said with nore gl oomthan ever, if such a thing was
possible. “Let me know if anything cones up.”

“Yeah, all right.” There was a short pause, and then a squawk. “Dang it all, Haml | going to --"
“Col onel Renw ck?” came an excited voice from behi nd Renny.

“Yes,” Renny replied. He turned, phone still to his ear, and recognized one of his fellow
cl ub-nmenbers. It was Pittsburgh's police conm ssioner.

“Col onel Renwi ck, | just got word of an energency downtown! We are under a poison gas attack!”
“Holy Cow " expl oded Renny. “Let’s go!”

St andi ng, he barked into the tel ephone, “Mdink | just got word of a poison gas attack here in
Pi ttsburgh! Let Doc know ”

Renny dropped the receiver an ran out of the club. He junped on the running board of the police
commi ssioner’s official black-and-white police car. and they took off with a screamof tires and the

snel | of burning rubber.

The tel ephone receiver lay forgotten on the floor of the Pittsburgh Athletic Association dining
room

The tiny, squeaking voice of Mnk issued fromit. “Renny! Hey, Renny! Wat’'s happeni ng?”

Chapter 2
Cl ouds of Death

“Everybody down on the floor!”

The mai n downtown of fice of the Pittsburgh National Bank was on Seventh Street, just three bl ocks
fromthe river. Passers-by had already crowded into the bank to escape fromthe billow ng cl ouds of
yell ow-green fog that were rolling in fromthe direction of the river.

Qut of that fog burst the seven nasked nen.

Each of the nen wore a yell ow green hood of the same shade as the peculiar fog. Three of the nmen
carried tommy-guns, three carried burlap sacks, and the final man carried two | arge cowboy-style
si x-shooters.

These he fired into the ceiling.

“l nmean it! Everybody down on the floor!”

The bank’s customers and enpl oyees obeyed hi minmredi atel y.

The man with the six-shooters waved the right one in the air. “Get with the plan, boys!”

One of the Tommy-gunners kept watch by the door. The second noved with his back to the wall,
covering the terrified crowmd. The third disappeared into the bank’s offices, reappearing a nonent

later with a florid, portly man in a three piece suit. “Here’'s the manager, boss!”

The | eader of the crooks pointed one of his six-shooters in the man’s face. “Qpen the vault, or
diel”

“Pl ease, please! The vault is open! | swear it is! It’s alnost always open this tinme of day!” the
bank manager quaked.

“He’s right, boss!” cane a shout. The three crooks with burlap sacks had vaulted the counter and
enptied the tills at the teller’s windows. Fromthere, they had found the bank’s vault to truly be
open, and were filling their sacks with bricks of U S. currency.



The boss was | ooking at his wistwatch. “Fifteen seconds!” he holl ered.

“Already got it!” The three crooks came back over the counter with their sacks. “Everything
twenty or higher!”

“Let’s go!” As the crooks crowded out the door, their |eader reached into his pocket. “Al nost
forgot ny calling card,” he said, dropping an object to the floor.

For over a minute the terrified people in the bank continued to keep their heads down. Finally
t he bank nanager gingerly stood up, as did one of the security guards.

“Why didn’t you do anything?” the manager asked the guard.

“M. Rley, you don’t pay me enough to draw a pistol agai nst gangsters with machine guns,” the
guard retorted. “Besides, all | saw you do was bl ubber about the vault being open.”

Ri |l ey shook his head, as if to rid hinself of the shaneful nenory. “That doesn't natter. |'d
already tripped the silent alarmbefore they got to me. The police probably have them al ready.”

The guard | ooked out into the street, which was still blanketed with yellowgreen fog. “If they
can see to find them”

He wal ked over to where the crook had dropped his “calling card”.

Lying there on the floor of the bank was a snall hammer, about four inches long, nade entirely of
steel .

“Mghty strange,” he nurnured. He opened the door to | ook out in the street.
And al nost instantly shot right back inside.

“Gas! Poi son gas! Those crazy clouds is poison!”

kkkkkkkkkkkkk*

“Renny? Hey, Renny? What’s happeni ng?” The speaker was only a few inches over five feet, and
al nost as broad as he was tall. Virtually every inch of exposed skin, other than his face, was
covered with bristly, red hair. The eyes were snall, and deep-seated. The brow was low. It was
obvi ous to the world how “Mnk” Mayfair had received his nicknane.

“Yell |ouder. Maybe he can actually here you in Pittsburgh then,” cane a snide, cutting voice.

The man who spoke was sl ender and el egant, dressed in the height of fashion. It was said that
tailors would follow Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks down Fifth Avenue in New York to see
how nmen’ s cl ot hing should be worn. But he was better known as one of the finest legal mnds in
Anerica. And in addition to being a top notch | awer, “Hani Brooks was al so an associate of Doc
Savage.

The ni ckname was courtesy of Monk. During the war in France, Brooks had provi ded Monk with sone
choi ce French phrases with which to greet a visiting French general. They were decidedly not,
“Hell 0. How are you? N ce weather we’'re having.”

Monk wound up in the guard house, and vowed revenge. Shortly thereafter, the Anerican

Expedi tionary Force was witness to the sorry spectacle of having the second-ranking nenber of the
Judge Advocate’'s office court-martialled for being in possession of stolen hans. That Mnk had

pl anted the evidence, and franed him Brooks had no doubt, but his legal skills were unable to prove
it, and he had been known as “Hani ever since.

“Dang it, Ham 1'mgoing to have at you!” Mnk cried.

“Have at it, nmonkey-boy,” Hamreplied. He twisted the top of the sleek black cane he was

carrying, and it came away reveal a sword's bl ade inside. Ham Brooks was rarely without his trusty
sword-cane. In fact, nmoments before, when he had wal ked into the room and seen Monk bent over the
table tal king on the tel ephone, he had applied it in the style of Jimy Foxx to the burly chemist’s
backsi de, thus causing the entire ruckus.

“Put down the cane, shyster,” Monk grow ed.



“You' d like that wouldn't you, mssing link?" Hamretorted. The tip of the sword' s bl ade was
coated with a chem cal which caused unconsci ousness when it pricked the skin. “I think an afternoon
nap woul d i nprove your disposition.”

“I"I'l inprove your face by rearranging it!” Mnk bellowed, but as he stepped forward he was
suddenly stopped by a voice behind him

“What did Renny want ?”

The voi ce was quiet, but confident. It had a very unusual tone, meking it instantly menorable.

The hi ghly unusual voice seened to go with the nman who spoke. Wth a skin bronzed by a thousand
tropi ¢ suns, matching the close-cropped hair, the man filled the doorway. At first he did not seem
as large as he was -- no part of his body was |arge out of proportion -- but on second | ook, the man
was obvious a giant.

This was C ark Savage, Jr., the Man of Bronze. Trained frombirth by his father’s team of
scientists, supported by the gold of a secret Central American Indian tribe, he had becone the
worl d's forenpst adventurer, protector of the weak and eneny of evil.

The ni cknane “Doc” cane from his nedical practice -- he was one of the world s forenpst surgeons.
He was al so one of the world s ranking experts in chem stry, physics, engineering, |aw, and nany
ot her professions.

Wel | known throughout the world, Doc shunned publicity. He regarded it as a nui sance, sonething
whi ch could only distract himfromhis true work of hel ping others. That was the reason for the
el aborate tel ephone screening systemhe had set up for his headquarters. There were too many people
who wanted to take up Doc’s time with petty conplaints, wild goose chases, and outl andi sh
pronotional schenes. The screening systemensured Doc was able to pay attention to the nost truly
urgent calls.

“Don’t know, Doc.” Monk's voice was instantly serious. “l got distracted.”

“My fault entirely,” said Ham

“Ah, | shoul da been paying nore attention,” Mnk nmunbl ed.

“l said it was ny fault, and | nmeant it, you reject fromthe freak show,” Ham gl owered.
“Brothers, let's check the box,” Doc said, quieting theminstantly. Mnk sheepishly click a
switch on a small black box connected to the tel ephone. Inside was a new device of Doc’s own design,
whi ch made sound-recording on a | oop of magnetized wire. The recording |oop could be instantly
broadcast into the room

“Yeah.”

“Monk, this is Renny. Wat’'s going on?”

“Cot me a hot date with a chorus-girl fromthe Roxy.”

“Any action going on?”

“Nah. Doc’s in the lab with Long Tom every day working on that televisor thing.” “Wll, I'mstill
here in Pittsburgh. Let ne know if anything cones up.”

“Yeah, all right.” There was a short pause, and then a squawk. “Dang it all, Haml | going to --"
Very faintly, they could then here a voice say, “Colonel Renw ck?”

There were some garbled words, and then they heard Renny explode with, “Holy Cow” And then,
“Monk | just got word of a poison gas attack here in Pittsburgh! Let Doc know ”

”

“How i ng calamties!” Mnk cried. “Doc, are we a-going to --



But Doc had al ready di sappeared back into the I ab. He was back a nonent |ater, carrying one of
his 200 pound bronze netal equi pnment cases as a farmboy might carry a hay bale.

“We'll go right nowin one of the racing planes,” he announced as Ham and Mnk foll owed hi m out
of the door. “Long Tomw ||l follow along with the big tri-nmotor so that we will have full |aboratory
facilities if we need them”

The Bronze Man's eighty-sixth floor headquarters were served by a variety of special elevators.
The one the three conpani ons headed for was a super-speed job; a direct drop to the of over ninety
stories to the fifth-level subbasement of the skyscraper.

From there they would board the pneurmatic trolley, the “flea run”, which would rocket them
through a tunnel beneath the streets of New York to the riverside warehouse of the H dal go Tradi ng
Conpany, where Doc’s anmzing array of vehicles were stored.

Little nore than ten minutes after getting the news, Doc and his two aides were taxiing an
anphi bi an pl ane out onto the river. Inside of fifteen mnutes, the sleek bronze aircraft was w ngi ng
west at over 300 mles per hour!

Pittsburgh streets and traffic being what they are, the yell ow green gas cloud had dissipated by
the time Renny and the police conm ssioner at the riverfront. The street were full of police cars,
fire engine, and anbul ances.

“The poison gas just came up out of the river!” shouted one eye-w tness, as they pressed through
the crowd.

“How do you know it was poi son gas?” Renny asked the conm ssioner.

“We’ ve had numerous report, right fromthe start,” the conmi ssioner said. “Ah, here' s Patrol nan
Wet zel , one of our local beat officers who reported in. What’'s happening, Wetzel?’

“What's happening, sir?” Tobias Wetzel replied dryly. “Nothing rmuch. The river rose up in a huge,
crackling, scream ng sound and turned into a cloud of yell ow green poison gas.”

“How do you know it was poi son gas,” Renny runbl ed.
“Take a | ook right here,” Wetzel said, pointing a bundle of rags on the riverbank.

Only it wasn't a bundle of rags. It was the corpse of Dakota Pete, his features and body horribly
constricted.

“l reckon | saw enough of this in France.” Wetzel said evenly. “l reckon | know what poi son gas
will do to a body.”

Renny had seen a sane thing in the G eat War, and knew instantly that the patrol man was correct.
This man had been killed by poison gas. Not on a battlefield in a far-off place overseas, but in the
heart of a major Anerican city in broad daylight!

Chapter 3

Poi son in Pittsburgh

In only two hours, Doc, Mnk, and Ham were approachi ng Pittsburgh.
“Where are we gonna | and, Doc?” Monk asked.

“The radio reports we've been listening to en route | ocate the disturbance in the downtown area
along the Allegheny River,” said Doc. “W'll land right there.”

Al of Doc’s airplanes were equi pped with retractable “triphibian” capability. They were equipped
wi th | anding gear which could be |owered for |and, water, or snow. The Man of Bronze was prepared
for any eventuality.

Only an ace pilot would attenpt a water |anding on one of Pittsburgh's three rivers. Snmoke from
the city's heavy industry blankets the area nost days, providing for very limted visibility. The



cities nunerous bridges provide a nost forbidding obstacle. To land on the water, the pilot nust
make a | ow | evel approach, then dart down under a bridge, being extraordinarily careful not to “nose
in” -- the cause of nobst fatal water |andings.

But this kind of landing was old hat to Doc and his nen. Doc dropped the speedy bronze job down
under a bridge near as you please. Skinm ng the river, he eased the plane down so gently that even
Monk and Ham experienced as they were, couldn't tell when the float plane's pontoons touched the
wat er .

As Doc taxied up towards a large crowmd standing by the Seventh Street bridge, a small notorboat
bearing a red-faced police sergeant chugged out fromthe shore to neet them

“Clear off fromhere!l” the sergeant yelled. “W don’t need anynore newspaper scribblers or
Hol | ywood newsreel phot ographers comng to act |ike vultures about this thing. Now get that airplane
out of here!”

Doc stuck his head out of the cockpit w ndow.

“Doc Savage!” The veteran cop recogni zed himinstantly. “Thank God you' ve cone! This is a
horrible, horrible thing that's happened here, sir, and | know we're going to need your help. Let ne
take you right to the conm ssioner.”

Doc got up out of the pilot’s seat. Mnk and Ham had fini shed securing the plane’s anchors.
“Monk, began taking residue sanples that the poison gas may have left behind. W'll be able to
anal yze them when Long Tom arrives with the tri-notor and our equi pnent.”

“Cotcha, Doc.”
“Ham see what eye-witnesses to this thing you can find.”
“I"'mon it, Doc.”

Doc shoul dered the equi pnent case he had carried fromthe eighty-sixth floor |aboratory and
stepped down lightly into the waiting notorboat. The red-faced sergeant sped himaquickly to shore,
and then led himthrough the crowd. “Qutta the way, outta the way! We got Doc Savage com ng through
here!” For Doc, who shunned publicity, it was an enbarrassing display of attention, but he suffered
it as the quickest way to get to the authorities he needed to see.

“M. Savage, | am prepared to have you take conpl ete charge of the case,” the Pittsburgh police
conmi ssi oner announced upon Doc’s arrival. He knew that Doc held the honorary rank of *“Senior
Inspector” with the Pennsylvania State Police.

“Conmi ssioner, |I'msure you and your nmen are capable of handling this,” Doc said. The

conmmi ssi oner beaned at the inplied conplinment. “My associates and | would just like to offer our

assi stance.”

“We certainly won’t turn that down,” the conm ssioner replied.

“My associates would like to help gather evidence and interview w tnesses. | would like to go to

the hospital where the victins have been taken. 1’'ve devel oped a new treatnent therapy for poison

gas.” He indicated the bronze equi pnent case resting lightly on his shoul der.

“We had themtaken to the Veteran's Hospital. W figured those doctors woul d have the nost
experience in dealing with poison gas attacks.”

“Excel l ent, conmissioner. But tinme is inmportant now. Can you give ne a squad car to take ne there
qui ckly?’

“Cf course. Sergeant Rayburne, get Doctor Savage out to the Veteran's Hospital right away!”
“Ten-four, commissioner!” the sergeant barked, and headed for the street. Doc followed him head

and shoul ders above the crowd, the 200-pound equi prent case still easily bal anced on his shoul der..

MONK was engaged in the business of taking air and surface sanples. Hs stubby fingers skillfully
and qui ckly opened small glass collection vials. In each he took either a sanple of air, or a sanple



of liquid. Each vial he then labeled with the exact |ocation where it had been taken, as well as the
time.

Monk followed a grid pattern, taking regular sanples. Later, when he ran chemical analysis tests
on the sanple, he would be able to develop a picture of the intensity of the poison gas attack, as
well as identify the gas involved. He would be able to do this once Long Tomarrived with Doc
Savage's large tri-motor aircraft, which had on-board an ultra-nodern portable |aboratory.

Ham Br ooks went through the witness’'s statements. They all agreed about the attack starting with
a loud, crackling sound. Then cane the yell ow green cloud, and then the scream ng

Beyond that, the witness’s did not agree about anything. Sone said the cloud cane right down out
of the sky. Others said the normal gray snog the city of Pittsburgh is noted for had turned

yel | ow- green. One w tness swore the gas had cone from grenades thrown by crooks to cover a bank
robbery.

Ham began cross-checking the statenents. The wi tness who denied that the sound was actually | oud
turned out to be alnost entirely deaf. Several of themw tness who swore the yell ow green cloud
descended fromthe sky were actually in office buildings at the time of the attack, and really were
only guessing. The wi tness who “swore” the poison gas cane from gas grenades thrown by bank robbers
turned out to be only “guessing” about the grenades

The bank robbery turned up a nunber of wild stories

“There were four of them’

“There were at | east a dozen!’

“There were ten of them”

“They had handkerchi efs over there faces!”

“They had hoods over there heads!”

“They were dressed in yellowgreen suits, |like nmen fromouter space!”

“They had pistols!”

“They had tommy guns!”

“They had ray guns!”

Havi ng gone through all of the statements, Hamwasn’'t even sure that the bank robbery had

anything to do with the poison gas attack. Perhaps it was nothing nore than a coinci dence, though an
amazi ng one at that. He | ooked through his list of statenents. There was one nore person he needed
to talk to. A patrolman named Wetzel had been on patrol in the area where the attack had first been
reported

As a police officer he would be a trained observer, and a reliable w tness. Having been where the
poi son gas attack started, he should be able to give plenty of details. Ham asked to have Wetze
brought to the police command post

Tobi as Wetzel had had a | ong day. He was tired, wet, nuddy, and nore than a little angry. The

utter terror of the attack had in turn given way to the rush to try and save any survivors, followed
by the never-ending routtine police paperwork.

He was not happy having soneone want to go over his statenent again. “l put everything in there,”
he said roughly. “Believe it or not, but the river stated crackling and turned into the screaning
poi son gas cloud. That is what | saw happened.”

“Your statenent is fine, Officer Wetzel,” Hamsaid in the same tone he had used to calma

thousand wi tnesses on the stand. “But what |I'mtrying to nail down is how you were able so quickly

to determine that this was poison gas.”

“l guess | saw enough of it during the war to know it when | see it.”



“And your statenent said you saw the man nanmed ..."

“Dakota Pete. He came running up behind me and grabbed me. | turned around, and suddenly it was
like | was back in France again. H's eyes...” Wtzel shuddered.

“Just one nore thing. Wat direction did Dakota Pete cone fron?”
“From Seventh Street. Had to be. |'d already checked the Sixth Street bridge, and he wasn't
there, so he had to have cone from Seventh Street. How many tinmes do | have to tell you Doc Savage

guys this?” Wetzel conpl ained.

“Lots of times, ‘cause |lawyer bill by the hour, and they're real slow learners!” It was Mnk’s
squeaki ng voice as he arrived at the police comand post.

“Shut up, you hairy mistake!” Ham shot to Monk. And then to Patrol man Wetzel he asked, “Wat do
you nmean when you say you've told this to Doc Savage guys?”

Speaking slowy, as if he were talking to a small, rather stupid child, Wtzel said, “I already
told his to the big guy. Renwick. Told himthe entire story. Nearly three hours ago. Don't you
fellows ever talk to each other?”

“Say,” Ham said to Monk, “have you seen Renny since we | anded?”

“Nope. Hey, where do you suppose he's got to?”

“l don’t know. In fact, this man,” Hamindicated Wetzel, “is the first person who's even
mentioned him?”

“That’s because he was hardly even here,” Wetzel said.
“But you did see hin?” ham asked.

“Ch sure. Talked to himright when he got here. He got here before they even carried old Dakota
Pete of f in the neat wagon. Then | took himand showed hi mexactly where | was when it happened.”

“Looks like Renny’s way ahead of this on this one,” said Ham

“Wonder what he found ?” wondered Monk.

“He found that blonde girl,” answered Wetzel.

“What!” expl oded Monk and Ham t oget her.

“Cood-1ooking little thing. Came up and said she was | ooking for her brother. They started
arguing, and she went all crazy, started trying to hit him He finally grabbed her and haul ed her
of f. Said he was going to keep her in custody until Doc Savage arrived.”

Monk and Ham checked with police officials. There were no blonde girls in being held in custody,

good- | ooki ng or otherw se. And Renny could not be found. Since he and the blonde had left Wetzel, it
was as if he had vanished fromthe face of the earth!

Chapter 4
Three Strikes and Renny’s Cut

Renny felt like an utter idiot.

Getting bopped on the head by a pretty girl was a foolish stunt that Monk might fall for, or even
maybe Ham but never Renny.

But it had. And now he was bound, gagged, and very unconfortably stuck in the trunk of a car that
was headi ng down a very bad road. There was the pain to random parts of his body as the car kept
hitting bunps. There was the pain fromhaving his six feet, four inch frame folded nore than in
hal f. But worse than either of these was pain of having fallen for one of the oldest tricks in the
book.



He' d been trying to get information fromthe patrol man, Wetzel, about the poison gas attack. As a
Col onel of Engineers, Renny had plenty of action during the Great War, and a single glance at the
pitiful remains of Dakota Pete was enough to convince himthat the man was in fact a victim of

poi son gas. He'd followed Wetzel to the place where the police officer had been when the gas

att ack.

“... And then, with this big crackling noise, the whole river turned into a big cloud of gas,”
Wet zel had sai d.

Renny was only half-listening to the man. He had only a basic engineer’s know edge of chemistry,
and was still trying to figure out by what process common river water could be transfornmed into a
deadly poison. He didn’t see the girl come up behind him

“Are you Doc Savage's man?” cane the feninine voice.

Renny turned and saw her, then -- young, blonde, pretty, carrying a nonstrous purse at her side.
“Who wants to know?” he runbl ed.

“My name is Sally Morgan, and | want to know where nmy brother is!” the girl snapped.
“Holy Cow, lady, try the m ssing persons department,” Renny said, annoyed.

“My brother is working for Doc Savage, and | want to see him” the girl demanded. “Those ot her
pol i cemen said you were Doc Savage's assistant. Now | need to see ny brother.”

“Listen, little Mss Sally Mrgan,” Renny said, “l’ve got no idea about you brother, Mster...”
“Hank Morgan,” the girl supplied.

M ster Hank Morgan, and neither does Doc.” Renny knew this would be true. Although Doc’s
good works were far-flung, he always worked anonynously so as to avoid publicity or endangernent of

innocent 1|ives.

“Now | "'mreally busy here, sister,” Renny continued, “so you need to go peddl e your papers
sonewhere el se.”

“He does so work for Doc Savage!” Sally Mrgan said angrily. “W got a letter. He said Doc Savage
had given hima job, the first he'd had in tw years. That Doc was hiring lots of veterans and
giving themjobs on one of his secret projects.”

“Whi ch he then bl abbed to you right away,” Renny said under his breath.

“Did not! the girl retorted. “The only reason | knew he was here was because the postmark on the
letter read ‘Pittsburgh’, so | knewit was mailed fromhere. He said it was a big secret, but that
it woul d probably be all over the news this week.”

“Eh?” Renny grunted. The only news out of Pittsburgh this week woul d be about a bizarre poison

gas attack. And if Hank Morgan, allegedly working for Doc Savage, had some kind of advanced notice
of the attack.... Renny suddenly |ooked at the girl sharply. Her eyes got wi de, and she took a half
step back.

“Just what's the big hurry for you to get hold of your brother?” Renny asked, as he edged toward
her.

“Ch, uh, Pa’'s done taken sick real bad, and we need Hank at home on the farm”

“Nuts to that news, sister. You're no farmgirl. Those duds of yours are big city, through and
through.” The girl turned to run, but Renny caught here arm

“Let me go, you big lug!” Sally yelled.
“No, | think I'lIl have the cops hang onto you until Doc shows up. Then you and he can have a
little talk about this brother of yours and the poison gas attack.” Renny began frog-marching the

girl back towards the police comrand post.

Sal |y Morgan fought |ike a wldcat. She clawed, scratched, and ki cked any part of Renny that she



coul d reach.

“Holy Cow, you little heathen!” Renny exclainmed w th exasperation. “Your coming with me.
Consci ous or unconscious, it doesn't matter.”

Sally Morgan col l apsed. “lI'msorry,” she cried. “I don’t knowwhat... | nmean... | just...” and
then she burst into tears.

Renny | oosened his grip. “OK, cone on now,” he said vaguely. Teary-eyed fermales were a nystery to
hi m

The girl sniffled, and then nodded her head. “Whatever you say,” she said dejectedly.

They took two nore steps towards the command post, and then Sally said, “ | dropped ny purse back
there.” Renny saw the big black bag | aying on the ground, and retrieved it for her.

“Thank you,” she said. “lI nmust look a sight! Gve me a mnute to fix nyself up.” She funbl ed
openi ng the purse.

Wonen, thought Renny. One minute crying and fighting to beat the band, and the next worrying
about their make-up. He had his head turned, and he never saw Sally Mrgan take the foot-long | ength
of | ead pipe out of her purse, and bring it down on his skull.

The bl ow woul d have felled any ordinary nman, but Renny nanaged to catch his balance and turn, so
that he did see the lead pipe as Sally brought it down the second tine. Then he saw no nore.

Now, hours later, tied up in the trunk of a car headi ng who knew where, he counted three bunps on
his head. So the girl had given himone nore for good measure.

“I'T WAS an education being in the operating roomw th you, Doctor Savage.” The speaker generally
acknow edged to be the finest surgeon in Western Pennsylvania. He hinself had been called to the
Veteran's Hospital to consult with the doctors there about the poison gas cases. But once there, he
quickly deferred to the expertise of Doc Savage.

Doc’s innovation in treating a person afflicted with poison gas involved treating the lungs with
his own healing gas. This gas was adnministered to the patient through a breathing tube. Doc had
brought a small supply his special gas with him and he had set the hospital’s pharmacy staff to
wor k preparing additional doses.

The qui ckness with which the healing gas was delivered was the key to restoration of lung tissue.

In this case, with Doc’s quick arrival, he expected npst of the three dozen patients to nmake a full
recovery. O the four nost seriously injured, he had already dictated recovery treatnment plans while
he was doi ng surgery.

“I's there anything we can provi de, Doctor Savage?” asked the hospital’s chief adm nistrator.

“There were three gas victinms brought here who were dead on arrival,” Doc said. quietly. “Please
have your senior pathol ogi st conduct the autopsies, and have him |l ook for traces of these

chem cals.” Doc quickly jotted down several conplex chem cal formulas on a sheet of paper.

“We' 1l do that. What about the Coroner’s O fice? The other bodies were taken directly there.”

“Yes, please give themthat information as well.” Doc paused, “Do you know how many bodi es were
taken to the Coroner?” Doc asked.

“Six,” the man replied.

A strange | ook came over Doc’s face. Alowtrilling sound filled the room It was a noi se Doc
made unconsci ously whenever he canme across sonething that truly amazed him

“Thank you for allow ng me operating privileges here,” Doc told the hospital officials.

“We were able to learn so nmuch just from watching your procedures,” the chief admnistrator
replied.



But Doc was al ready gone. Tearing off his surgeon’s operating gown, he strode down the hall way
| ooki ng for Sergeant Rayburne and the squad car too take himback to the river bank.

WHEN Doc arrived at back at the police command post, Mnk and Ham were argui ng.

“Every witness says the cloud came fromthe river, you hamrerhead,” Ham stated coolly. “Are you
i ncapabl e of seeing the |ogic of the situation?”

“I"I'l situation you one,” squeal ed Monk.
“What's goi ng on?” asked Doc.
Both nen i medi ately reported.

“All the witnesses say the cloud of gas cane fromthe river,” said Ham “It was acconpani ed by a
crackling noise at first, and then by a scream ng noise. There was a big cloud of yell ow green gas
that reached about five blocks into the downtown area before it dissipated.”

“But it ain't the river, Doc,” Mk chinmed in. “Even with the small analysis kit fromthe plane,
| can tell you that there’'s nothing in the river water but good old aitch-two-oh and the usual
industrial pollutants. Absolutely nothing out of the ordinary.”

“But every witness said the gas cane out of the river,” rem nded Ham

“Wtnesses? Hell, you got a witness that says men from outer space robbed a bank!” Mnk expl oded.
“And besides that, we ain't even told Doc that nost inportant thing.” he stopped, and then continued
in arare, serious voice. “Doc, Renny’'s disappeared!”

Chapter 5
The Steel Hamer Denmands

THE LOW trilling noise that Doc had made at the hospital returned. It continued while Mnk and
Ham fill ed Doc on their investigations, including the story of Renny and the blonde girl.

“It’s dang strange, Doc,” said Muink. “It ain't like the big galoot to get his head turned by a
pretty face.

“You're right,” said Ham “That’s like sonething you d do.”

“Way you --" Monk responded.

“Anyt hing el se?” Doc interrupted.

“Not hi ng, Doc,” Hamreplied dejectedly. “The patrol man gave us a nane, Sally Mrgan, and a pretty
fair description. He seenmed to think that Renny thought she was sonehow connected to the attacked.
Sonet hi ng about her brother working for you and being involved in sonething big happening this week.
But after they left him nobody here’'s seen them?”

“Nothing fromne either, Doc,” added Monk. “Once Long Tomarrives with the tri-notor and we’'ve
got alab, I'll be able to analyze the air and liquid residue sanples.”

“Long Tom shoul d be here within the hour,”
chem cal analysis as soon as he gets here.”

the Man of Bronze said. “Mnk, |'lIl want you to began

“CGotcha, Doc,” the burly chem st replied.

“There are very few known types of poison gas in the world,” the bronze man continued. “W nust
see if we are dealing with a stolen U. S. nmlitary gas, or if perhaps sone foreign power is
invol ved. Ham..”

“Yeah, Doc?”

“CGet with police. Try to identify the exact |ocations where every poison gas fatality occurred.
And see if they have any clues about the bank robbery. | can hardly think it was a coinci dence.

“WIl do, Doc.”

“I"'mgoing to take the speed plane and try to find Renny.” Wth that, Doc Savage was gone.



THE CAR finally came to a stop. Renny could hear the girl get out, walk to the rear, and open the
trunk. Suddenly a flashlight was blinding himfull in the face

“My turn to ask the questions now, big fella,” the girl said good-naturedly. “Don’t bother acting
foolish when | take the gag out, because we're niles from nowhere.”

The gag cane out, and Renny whooshed in a big breath of air. The girl sat down on the car’s
bunper. “Question nunber one,” she asked. “VWere's ny brother Hank?”

“CGo to blazes,” Renny snorted

“Now that shows a very disrespectful attitude to a lady,” Sally Mrgan replied. “l’d have thought
my friend M. Lead Pipe had already taught you that |esson, but perhaps you are a slow | earner and
need to be rem nded.” She began rumagi ng around in her purse

“Whonmp on ne all you want,” snarled Renny. “But it won't do you any good, Sally Mrgan, if that
is your real nane.”

“It is!”

“Sure, just like you and old Pa were down on the farmwaiting for brother Hank to come hone. Tel
me a better story, sister.”

“OK, how about this,” the girl said, her voice changing slightly. “There isn't any farm Dad | ost
it four years ago when the bank foreclosed. He died a year later. My bother Hank is the only
relative |’ve got |eft

“Hank’s -- well, he's had a hard tine since the war. He was with the Rai nbow Division in France
and saw a lot of things in conbat | don’t think he's ever told anyone about.”

“Happened to a | ot of good nen,” Renny said instinctively.

“l guess so,” the girl said sadly. “Anyhow, since the war he hasn’t been able to keep hold of a
job, even when there were jobs to keep hold of. And then suddenly | get a letter fromhim He's
wor ki ng for Doc Savage on sone hush-hush project. He doesn’'t say where he is, but the envelope is
post marked from Pittsburgh. There a twenty dollar bill in the envelope -- he wites that it’'s ny
bi rt hday present.”

“So you canme to Pittsburgh to deliver your thanks in person?” Renny asked sarcastically.

“Huh?” the girl gul ped

“Let me get this straight, you dropped everything and rushed to your brother's side in

Pi tt sburgh. Why? What was urgent? Wiy did you cone Pittsburgh to see the big, hush-hush thing your
brot her was supposedly working on with Doc Savage? Wiy are you so interested in Doc Savage? How are
you involved in this?”

“Listen, buster, | ask the questions here, see?” the girl responded

“Then do a better job of it,” Renny replied. “Cause |'Il give you the answers. Answer One: Doc
Savage has never heard of your brother. Answer Two: Doc Savage didn't hire your brother for a
hush-hush project. Answer Three: Doc Savage is going to get to the bottomof this poison gas
attack”

“How can you be so certain?” Sally Mrgan asked

“Doc doesn’t work that way,” Renny stated flatly. “Ch, he hires people all right. There are

t housands of people in this country who have jobs working for Doc. But they don't know it. Doc works
behind the scenes. That way he avoids publicity and protects people.”

“Protects peopl e?”

“Right. If crooks knew a business was run by Doc Savage, they could use it as a target, or as a
way to try to get at him”

“So if my brother wote me that he’d been hired by Doc Savage?” the girl asked



“Then it was just a lot of hot air,” Renny said.
“Take that back,” Sally demanded junping to her feet.

“Sorry,” Renny said. “Face the facts. Doc doesn't hire people |ike your brother said he was
hired. So maybe he was nmaki ng sonmething up to inpress his sister.” A thought suddenly struck Renny.

“Unless...”

“Unl ess what ?” asked the girl.

“Unl ess he was hired by someone pretending to be ne,” said Doc Savage, coning out of the
dar kness.

“HOLY COWN Doc!” blasted Renny. “l thought you' d never get here.”

“You seemto have survived all right,” Doc said, taking a knife fromhis pocket and cutting
t hrough Renny’s bonds. The big engineer eased hinself out of the car trunk and began stretching.

“You --- you're Doc Savage,” Sally Mrgan blurted. “You' re so big!” Mst people were over-awed
meeting the Man of Bronze for the first tinme.

“And you would be Mss Sally Mrgan,” said Doc.

“Yes,” said Sally.

“Sally Morgan from Chicago,” Doc added.

“How di d you know that?” Sally and Renny asked in unison.

Doc ignored the question. Instead, he answered, “Mss Mrgan, | do not enploy people directly.
Your brother may have fallen in with a vicious crimnal schene. It would help if you could give us
any and all details fromhis letter. He may be in grave danger.”

“There really weren’t nmany,” the girl said. “He said that your organi zation had hired hi mand

ot her veterans, nen who could be trusted, to work on one of your secret projects. | realize now that
he wrote he was working for you, but he never cane out and stated that he had actually net you.”
“Did he give any details about this project?” queried Doc.

“No, only that he expected sonething big to happen this week.”

“Anyt hi ng el se? Any nanes?”

“Nothing else. Cnh, at the end of the letter he did mention a nanme.” Sally paused and then
quot ed,

“Cot to go now, Sis. Od Swabbie Phil is trying to get up a card gane.”
“Swabbi e. A sailor of some sort,” said Renny.
“So it would seem” said Doc.

“But | still have a question, mssy,” said Renny, turning to the girl. “Wat was the big deal
running to Pittsburgh once you got the letter?”

“And what makes you so sure |I'mfrom Chi cago?” Sally denmanded of Doc.

“The Chicago ‘Inquirer’ newspaper publishes the colum of a crime reporter naned Sally Mrgan,”
expl ai ned Doc. “She enpl oys unconventi onal methods of obtaining information. She is not above the
‘ ki dnappi ng’ of an occasional subject for interrogation, and is said to be nuch stronger than she

|l ooks. Her interest in this case would thus seemto be professional as well as sisterly.”

“l really aman old farmgirl,” Sally said to Renny, flexing a bicep. To Doc she said, “I figured



I could break a big scoop if | was already in Pittsburgh when the big, hush-hush event happened.”
“Yah,” sneered Renny.

“Tough enough to stuff you in a car trunk, big boy,” Sally Mrgan said with a flourish. “Now,
where did you cone fronP” she asked Doc Savage.

“There’s nothing nmore for us to learn here,” Doc said to Renny.
He turned and vani shed into the darkness. Renny followed him

“Wait a mnute!” pleaded Sally. “Were did you come from Doc Savage? How did you find nme here?
VWhat kind of weird nagic was this?”

But no answer cane fromthe Pennsylvania night. Doc Savage was gone.

IT WAS not nmagic, of course, but rather Doc’s superior scientific skill that had brought about
the rescue of Renny.

Built into the heel of Renny’s engineer boot was a tiny battery-powered radio transmtter of

Doc’s own design. It sent out a Mdrse Code signal “R on a special frequency every five seconds.
Renny had activated the transmitter as soon as he woke up in the car trunk. Fromthen on, he knew it
was just a matter of time until rescue cane.

Doc had taken off fromthe Al egheny River, and flown a | oop around the city, with the radio
receiver in his plane tuned to the frequency of Renny's boot heel rescue radio. The signal was
com ng from sonewhere southwest of Pittsburgh.

Fifteen minutes later he was circling over the signal’s source. The ultra-quiet nodern aircraft
motor made so little noise that Sally Myrgan never heard it. Doc had slipped on his infra-red
goggl es, which turned night into day, in order to pick out a suitable landing site. He had put the
speed ship down in a farnmer’s hay field about half a mle away fromthe roadsi de spot where Renny
was being interrogated, and slipped silently though the woods.

“That was dang dunmb of me, Doc,” Renny nuttered as he and the Man of Bronze went through the
before take-off checks on the airplane. “No way | should have let that little news-hen put one over

on ne like that.”

“Let’s try the radio,” Doc suggested. “I left Mnk and Haminvestigating this thing in
Pi ttsburgh, and Long Tomwas to join themthere with the tri-notor.”

“Roger that, Doc.” As they took off -- as neat of a short take-off over rough ground at night as
you' d ever see -- Renny activated the plane’s radio.

“Doc, is that you?” cane Mnk’'s squeaky voice in reply.
“It’s me,” Renny said. “W're on our way back to Pittsburgh right now "

“You got that cute little blonde with you?” Mnk cackl ed.

Renny wi nced. He had not known that Doc’s other assistants knew the circunstances of his
“ki dnapping”. “We're on our way,” he repeated dully. “Any news?”

“So what happened to the bl onde?” asked Monk.
There was a scuffling noise, and then Doc and Renny coul d hear Hami's voice in the background,
“Knock of f the stuff about the bl onde, and give Doc the news, you second cousin to a

chi npanzee!”

There was the sound of nore scuffling, and then the acerbic voice of Long Tom cane over the
radi o, “Doc, Renny, we got a ransom denmand.”

“What details do we have?” Doc asked.

“An envel ope was |l eft on the steps on the Fifteenth Police Precinct Station, addressed to the



Mayor. He just provided us a copy of it.”
“Please read it,” said Doc.

Back in Pittsburgh, Long Tom stared down at the note in his hand, It was still to incredible to
bel i eve. The note read:

DEAR AMERI CA,

I LEFT MY CALLI NG CARD AT THE BANK I N PI TTSBURGH YQU HAVE SEEN WHAT | CAN DO. PI TTSBURGH WAS THE
FIRST. OTHER CI TIES WLL ALSO BE ATTACKED UNTIL | HAVE BEEN DELI VERED A RANSOM OF $100, 000, 000 I N
GOLD. | GNORE THI' S WARNI NG AT YOUR PERI L!

THE STEEL HAMVER

At the bottomof the note was a tiny drawi ng of a hammer.

Chapter 6
The Harmmer Falls Again

The norning papers had hit the streets in Pittsburgh by the tinme Doc and Renny | anded. Long Tom
had put down the big tri-motor plane on the Chio River, about three mles fromdowntown Pittsburgh,
where there was a long stretch of water without a bridge to bl ock and anphi bi an | andi ng.

The headl i nes bl ared:

PO SON GAS ATTACK! !'!
DEATH I N THE STREETS!!'!

There was nore:

DONNTOWN BANK ROBBED

DURI NG GAS ATTACK;

CROOKS GRAB $50, 000

None of the newspapers nentioned the ransomnote to Anerica for a hundred million dollars.

“We decided not to release that information,” said the Pittsburgh police conm ssioner. Doc and
Ham were neeting with a group of local civic leaders in his office. “For one thing, such news would
cause a trenmendous pani c anong our citizens.”

“Are you sure the note is genuine?” Doc asked.

“What do you nmean?” the conmi ssioner responded, puzzled.

“We have a series of events,” Doc explained. “W have the gas attack, the source of which is
still unknown. We have the robbery in the bank. And we have the ransom note. What we need to find

out is if all of these events are in fact connected.”

“We're determined not to head up a blind alley chasing a false |ead,” Ham added. “Ri ght now, all
we have is circunstantial evidence.”

There was a | ow nurnmuring anong the nen sitting in the conm ssioner’s office.

“A steel hamrer was left at the scene of the bank robbery,” the conm ssioner said sternly.
“That's hardly circunstantial.”

“The hammer is a piece of evidence,” Hamsaid, in his best talking-to-the-jury voice. Ham

recei ved two-hundred-dol | ars-an-hour during his courtroom appearances, when he made them But they
were rare; he preferred adventure with the Man of Bronze. “But did the note cone fromthe gang that
pul l ed the robbery?”

There was a | ouder murmuring now.

“What the...”



“Well, who else...”

“Who el se?” Ham finished. “Sonmeone who wanted to try and cash in on this thing. Someone who
trying to create confusion, and have us |ooking in the wong place..."

The murnuring qui et ed.

“You see, gentlenen.” Ham said, and he comuanded there attention, “there is an obvious
discrepancy in this affair. On the one hand we have what seens to be a well organi zed band of bank
robbers making off with $50,000. And on the other hand, we have a cryptic note demandi ng

$100, 000, 000 in gol d.

“What is going on here? If the gang is intent on getting a hundred-million in gold as a ransom
why take the risks in robbing banks for a nere fifty grand? And why was ransom note addressed to
“Anerica” delivered to the mayor of Pittsburgh? A responsible official, to be sure, but hardly one
able to pay off in gold.”

A qui et canme over the room Hamis analysis of the probl em had dashed their hopes for an easy
sol uti on.

The mayor of Pittsburgh spoke to his police commissioner, “Clearly this is beyond our
capabilities. W will need to concentrate our efforts on protecting our popul ation, and searching
for these diabolical fiends here in the city. But the investigation will require nore than your
departnment can provide.”

The mayor turned to the Assistant Director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation, who had fl own
in overnight fromWshington, D. C. to head the investigation. “Wat is the FBI doing?’ he asked the
G man.

The FBI nman detail ed what his office had done with the physical evidence. It wasn't rmuch hel p.

The ransom note had been typed by an inexperienced typist on ordinary, bond paper, on a Royal
typewiter manufactured sonmetinme between four and ten years ago. The steel hanmmer fromthe bank was
of a cheap type, made in Japan, usually sold in a cocktail set with an ice pick. The cocktail sets
were inported by at |east four different conpanies, and sold in stores all across Anerica.

From there, the discussion went to the mayor’'s request for the Pennsylvania National Guard to
provide the city with gas masks. Doc said quietly to Ham “There's nothing nore to be | earned here.
Let’s get back to the tri-notor and see if the others have turned up any clues.”

Despite his great size, Doc had the ability to nove quietly. He and Ham had been gone fromthe
meeting for five mnutes before their absence was noticed.

Doc and Hamtook a cab to the Point Bridge. This edifice crossed the Al egheny River at the point
where in nerged with the Monongahela River to formthe mighty Chio River. Waiting there, at its base
were two nen with a notorboat.

One nan | ooked like he was in the final stages of sonme term nal disease. His coloring was
distinctly unhealthy, and he m ght have wei ghed 130 pounds soaking wet. An insurance agent m ght
have | ooked at himin horror; an undertaker seeing himwould have rubbed his hands together in
antici pation.

But “Long Ton? Roberts had never been sick a day of his life, and could whip nine out of ten nen.
Havi ng | anded the huge tri-notor downriver, he had rented the notorboat to allow the crew to reach
t he downt own area conveniently. Wen the speed plane had | anded, Long Tom had brought Doc and Ham
back to the city, while Monk and Renny worked in the tri-notor’s |laboratory. He had waited with the
boat during the neeting.

Long Tom i ntroduced his conpanion, “This is Harvey Grace, an old friend of mne. He's the chief
engi neer for a big radio station here.”

“The biggest,” said Harvey Grace. “Pleased to neet you, Doc.” Doc Savage shook the man’s hand.



“Harvey thinks he’'s got a clue for us,” Long Tom sai d.
“What is it?” Doc asked.

“Qur station is right downtown on Liberty Avenue,” the radio man expl ai ned. “We were working out

in front of the station, doing our ‘Man in the Street’ radi o program when the attack cane. Well, let
me tell you, we were scared. As soon as we heard that noise and gas that gas, we were all inside,
hiding in the...”

“It’s a recording show, Doc,” Long Tom broke in. “They ask the questions, and record the answers
right out on the street. Then they broadcast the record later.”

“And we recorded the whole thing,” said Harvey Grace. “Wien | ran inside |I left the machine on.
VWhen | canme back out, it was still running. So we've got a recording of the entire attack.”

“l figure | can separate the sounds out, and see what exactly the crackling noise and screani ng
noi ses were,” said Long Tom

“You won't be able to do that with equipnent in the tri-mtor |ab,” Doc said.

“l know,” Long Tomreplied, “but Harvey here will lend me a studio at the biggest radio station
in Pittsburgh, right?”

Harvey Grace nodded, and Long Tom continued, “And | can borrow sone stuff from another buddy I
have over at Westinghouse Labs. | ought to be able to put it together by this afternoon.

“The sound is one of the nost puzzling aspects of this whole thing,” Doc said. “I have ny
suspi cions, but | don’'t want themto influence your analysis. Go ahead and start on this right now,
Long Tom”

The electrical wi zard and his friend hurried off for the radio station. “Hopefully we have sone
nmore good news back at the tri-nmotor,” Doc said to Ham They cast off and headed downriver in the
not or boat .

The city of Ceveland, Chio sits on the southern shore of Lake Erie. The city grew up around the
Cuyahoga River, which flows into Lake Erie here. The river now separates the eastern and western
hal ves of the city.

The river runs through the industrial portion of the city. The river is very w de here,
artificially widened so that it is capable of handling the giant six hundred foot long freighters
which ply the Great Lakes.

The Tecunseh was no giant freighter. Rather, she was a old, hundred foot rust bucket. Very few of
her year and class were still active in the Geat Lakes trade. The Tecunseh stayed in business
because of the experience, savvy, and business contacts of her owner, who was al so her captain.

Captain Aaron Andrews had sailed the Great Lakes for nearly six decades. He knew the ins and the
outs, the indicators of weather, the dangers the waters held. He al so knew the cargo managers and
di spatchers. Even these days, there were always snall cargo |oads to be had by a nan who was on the
spot and knew the busi ness.

Ri ght now, Captain Andrews was off-loading a load of iron ore pellets at the O evel and dock of

the Washington Steel Conpany. |f he could finish in the next two hours, he had the chance to nove a
mle down the river and pick up a cargo of steel bridge girders bound for G een Bay, Wsconsin. The
girder cargo wasn't |arge enough to require a |large ship, but the speed of delivery was inportant to
t he conmpany, and the Tecunseh was the only freighter in port ready to head west right away.

The captain was on deck supervising the unloading. That was nore properly the job of the deck
officer, but the Tecunseh did not carry the normal freighter’s conplement of officers and hands. In
fact, the only other ship's officer, as such, was Captain Andrew s twenty year old grandson, Jinmy,
who was asleep in his berth, having piloted the Tecunseh into port that norning.

Captai n Andrews was | ooking towards the shore, watching the cargo boom maneuver over a rail



gondol a car, when he suddenly becane aware of the crackling noise. Years of working in the proximty
of loud nmachinery had left Andrews partly deaf, so he knew that the noise had to be pretty |oud
before he had heard it

He turned, and saw the yell owgreen fog come up off the river and roll over the Tecunseh. The fog
bank grew and grew, and the crackling continued

“What's this!” came a shout right into his ear. It was Jimmy Andrews, up on deck

“Weirdest thing | ever seen!” Captain Andrews shouted back. “Yellerish and greeni sh! Never seen
the like!”

“Lord, this was on the radio news!” shouted Jimy in reply. He grabbed the old nan’'s shoul der to
push hi m down bel ow deck. “lIt’'s the death cloud!”

That’' s when the scream ng noise started

Chapter 7
Questions Wthout Answers

The state of Mchigan is divided into two parts. The | ower peninsula, wth Lake M chigan on the
west, and Lakes Huron and Erie on the east, is the famliar “mtten”-shape from school geography
books. It is the industrial heart of the state, hone of Detroit and the autonobile industry

The upper peninsula of M chigan borders Lakes M chigan and Huron to the south, and has the
freezing depths of Lake Superior to the North. It is a wild, uninhabited place, not even fully
explored in sone places, and there are secrets there that men do not yet know.

At an isolated cove along the Lake Superior shoreline of the upper peninsula, a snall, npdern
float plane was at anchor. Paddling a netal canoe out to the plane fromthe shore was a very tall
gaunt man with a nmonocle in his left eye

The man reached the plane, and loaded into it the tools and sanpl e bags of a geologist. Then
reaching down and flipping three small sw tches, he collapsed the canoe into a rectangle the size of
a dictionary.

The canoe was of Doc Savage’'s own design. The man was WIIliam Harper Littlejohn, better known as
“Johnny”. He was one of the world's forenpst experts in geology and archaeology -- and the fifth of
Doc Savage’s associ ates.

For the past 72 hours he had been traveling by foot and by canoe across the wilds of the upper
peni nsul a, and had uncovered three previously undi scovered mneral sites for iron ore, and one for
copper. The prelimnary prospecting had been done fromthe plane in the air, using sophisticated
magneti c detection equi pnent

This woul d have been sufficient for some geologists to use for their reports. But Johnny was of
the ol d school, and always desired to make a personal exam nation of a site on the ground -- to
actually get his hands on the rocks. To him the gathering of the sanples was the vital part of an
expedi tion

Though he | ooked |ike a beanpol e, Johnny was easily tough enough to handl e the challenge. He had
covered over a hundred miles cross-country in the previous three days

As he stowed the gear and sanpl es aboard the float plane, Johnny flipped on the plane's radio

The iron ore deposits in the region played havoc with radi o signals, warping the el ectro-nmagnetic
spectrum Johnny had not been able to reach Doc’s headquarters in New York since he had first
arrived in the area a week ago

At the same tine, other radio signal cane skipping into the region fromfar away. Johnny was able
to pick up a regular commercial radio station in St. Louis as clearly as if it had been in direct

line of site

“...and officials are releasing few details on the case,” cane the announcer’s voice. “It is
known, however, that Doc Savage is helping in the investigation.”

“An occurrence of some awesomne inportance,” uttered Johnny, who never used a small word if he



could think of a | arger one.

“News flash!” barked the announcer. “This just in! Ceveland, Chio is now under poison gas
attack! | repeat, we have a report that Ceveland, Chio is now under a poison gas attack!”

“I"1'l be superanal ganated!” Johnny burst out. He hurriedly began preparing the float plane to
take of f.

“ GREETI NGS FROM t he Steel Hammer!”

The Fourth United States Federal Reserve Bank is |ocated on East Sixth Street in downtown
C evel and.

It is an inpressive, eight-story stone structure. Its vaults are of the strongest steel. Its
alarm systemis the nost nodern avail able. Security procedures have been desi gned by agents of the
Treasury Departnent.

None of this nmattered at all when the Steel Hammer struck.

As the yellowgreen clouds filled the city streets, seven nen in yellow green hoods burst into

t he bank. Three had tommy-guns, three had burlap sacks, and one, who had shouted the evil greeting,
had two cowboy-style six-shooters. A quick burst of tomy-gun fire into the ceiling sent the bank's
custoners and enpl oyees to the floor, cringing. Many of themwere trying to cover their nouths with
handkerchiefs, in a feeble attenpt to ward of f poison gas.

Wth disciplined precision, three of the hooded crooks |eapt the counter and headed toward the
vault. Two gunners covered the hostages, while the third searched for the bank nanager. Their
| eader, waving his twin six-shooters wildly, shouted directions.

“Cot that guy yet?” he called to the back of the bank.

“Right here, Seven,” replied the tommy-gunner, prodding the bank manager out of his office at
gunpoi nt .

That vault right there,” the | eader said, poking a gun in the nmanager’s face.

The bank manager stared back w thout expression, and allowed hinself to be led to the vault,
whi ch he then opened.

As the crooks began filling their bags with noney, their |eader reached into his coat pocket and
pul led out a small object. He held it high in the air, and then dropped it. It nmade a high, ringing
sound as it rebounded off the marble floor of the bank.

“Tell the newspapers, folks!” the crook’s |eader roared. “The robbery is courtesy of the Steel
Hamrer, and he nmeans business!”

DOC AND Monk were in the Man of Bronze's tri-notor airplane, headed for C evel and.

Upon hearing the news of the second poison gas attack, Doc had quickly issued orders for

departure. Long Tom had been |l eft behind in Pittsburgh to continue his analysis of the recording of
the Steel Hammrer’'s attack. Doc and Monk were headed for Cleveland in the tri-nmotor. Doc had ordered
Renny and Haminto the speed ship. Renny was to deliver Hamto Buffal o, New York, and then continue

on to Detroit, M chigan.

“What’ s the deal, Doc?” Mnk asked. “Wat are the shyster and the big gal oot going to do while
we’' re handling the action?”

“l doubt we have any action,” the bronze nman repli ed.
“What do you mean, Doc?”

“This Steel Hammrer gang is very professional. Unless the Ceveland police are able to stop them
which | think unlikely, they will be gone by the tine we arrive. W will be nainly |ooking for clues



which can tell us nore about them”

“So what will Renny and Ham be doi ng?”

“W need to try and anticipate what the Steel Hammer’s next nove will be,” Doc replied. “Both of
his attacks have been fromthe water. Cleveland is on the shore of Lake Erie. Buffalo is at the
eastern end of the lake, and Detroit is on the western end, where it connects to Lake Huron.”

“So you figure the hammer guy will nove along the | ake, one way or another.”

“That is nmy theory, yes. Renny and Hamw Il work with local officials in Detroit and Buffalo to
try and prepare a trap to catch the gang.”

“Yeah, but one thing, Doc,” Mnk said. “If this is sonme kind of weird water menace, and it’'s
nmoving along the | ake, how did it get there fromPittsburgh? None of the rivers in Pittsburgh
connect to Lake Erie.”

“That | do not have an answer for yet,” said Doc. Changing the subject, he added, “Wat can you
tell me fromyour chemical analysis of the poison gas?

“l couldn’t get a handle on it, Doc,” Mink admtted. “It’s some kind of choking agent that works
on the lungs.”

“The autopsies confirned that,” Doc said. “”"Have you nade an identification?”

Monk shook his head. “Nope. |’'ve been able to rule out that it is Anerican mlitary issue, and it
doesn’t look like a variation of anything |I’'ve seen, either during the war, or after it, when we
went through all the captured German stuff. But 1'Il tell you one thing.”

“Which is?”

“1t ain’t nade out of river water.”
“How do you know?”

“The only sanpl es of poison gas residue | found were in the area right around the Seventh Street
Bridge,” Monk expl ai ned.

“Whi ch the police reports stated was the exact |ocation of the poison gas fatalities,” Doc said
quietly.

“Exactly,” said Moink excitedly. “But the yell ow green cloud went several bl ocks into downtown.
And | found yell ow green resi due everywhere. But all it turned out to be was Phenol Yellow Four.”

“The industrial conpound?” asked Doc.

“Right,” replied Mnk.

Doc’s low trilling sound filled the aircraft. Phenol Yellow Four was a common industrial die,
used for adding color to a wde variety of manufactured articles. Even in large quantities, it was
not harnful. But sonmehow it was associated with the poison gas cloud -- a cloud that, oddly enough,

was not al ways poi son.

Doc adjusted the plane’s fuel mixture to try and get extra speed out of the ship as he and Mnk
rushed to the latest attack site in C evel and.

“THATS AMAZI NG " excl ai med Harvey G ace.

“Just not quite,” Long Tomsaid to nobody in particular. The scrawny el ectrical engi neer was

seated at the radio station’s main “sound m xi ng board”. This |arge console was devoted to the
production of broadcast quality sound. Four hours ago it had been the nost nodern that Harvey G ace
had ever worked with.

But now, thanks to Long Tomis nodifications, Gace could barely detect its original design.



For Long Tom had changed it into a device that would literally take sound apart. Finely
calibrated to decibel and frequency levels, it would allow himto separate the wild pandenoni um of
the Steel Hanmmer’'s attack into individual and distinct sounds.

First came the crackling noise.
“That’s even | ouder than | renenbered,” Harvey Grace said. “You know what it is?”

“No,” said Long Tom “but Doc’ll know.” The Man of Bronze had trained hinself in the use of his
five senses far above the abilities of normal human beings.

The record rolled on and the screanming started. Long Tom worked the dials on the console, and the
crackl i ng noi se di sappeared. Wthout it, the scream ng was nore distinct.

“Sone kind of siren,” Long Tomidentified.

“l think your right,’
fright ening.

said Harvey Grace. “Wen you're able to hear it alone, it’s a lot |less

” “

“But its a big one,
hundred pounds.”

puzzl ed Long Tom. To get that much volune, it’'d have to weigh a couple of

“Mounted on a truck?” suggested G ace.

Long Tom shook his head. “This is nore like an air raid siren. It’d need a good-sized power
source. Besides, fromthe Doppler effect on this, it doesn't seemto nove. In fact....”

Long Tom worked several switches on the console.

“What is it, “ Grace asked.

“This was recorded right out in front of the studio here?” Long Tom queri ed.
“Absolutely,” replied Grace. “Wat do you have?”

“Because | ‘mnot sure what the crackling noise is,” Long Tom answered. “But the so-called
scream ng cones froma large air raid siren. And that siren had to have been located right in the
m ddl e of the Allegheny River!”

Chapter 8
Mystery Womman Nunber Two

TWO YEARS earlier, a reformm nded mayor of C evel and had set out to make great changes in a
police force known for corruption. He had in a retired Arny Mlitary Police Colonel to be the new
chief. The mere announcenent of this had caused the retirement or resignation of nearly 200 of

C eveland’s | ess-than-finest.

“We won’t miss one of them” the new chief commented, and he was prophetic. Wth firm | eadership,
hi gh standards, and respect for the individual police officer had turned The Cl evel and Police
Departnent into one of the finest in the country.

But no police departnment in the world was ready for the Steel Hammer.
The chief did make a game try.

After hearing the news from Pittsburgh, he had ordered a special notorized squad to be equipped
with gas masks, to respond to any possible attack. These rushed to the Cuyahoga River docks as soon
as the yell ow green clouds were reported. The reports had arrived quickly -- freighter captains had
shi p-to-shore radi os capabl e of reaching the police radi o frequencies.

As the gas clouds rolled east, acconpanied by the crackling and scream ng sounds, panic filled

the streets. Pedestrians rushed into any available building to seek shelter. Mtorists either
abandoned their autonobiles in the streets while they ran for shelter, or they drove wildly at high
speeds to get away fromthe clouds.



When the panic seened like it could get no worse, the news cane in fromthe Fourth Federal
Reserve Bank. A courageous teller had tripped a silent alarm

“Rush all available units to the bank, Chief?” his top assistant asked.

“Negative,” the Chief grow ed.

“But Chief, that's standard policy.”

The Chief whirled. “Look, | don’t like this any nore than you do!” he snapped. “But we’ve only

got fifty gas masks in the whole city, and they're all with the notorized squad at the river! I'm
sure not going to order police officers into poison gas w thout protection.”

“Shoul d we send the notorized squad to the bank, Chief?

“Negative, negative! W' ve got panic in the streets already. The boys drive into that gas cloud,
and they' || be running over civilians before you know it, and just making things worse. No, here’'s
what we'll do...”

He wal ked over to a city nmap on the wall of his office. “The gas is coming off the river.

According to Pittsburgh, these crooks have sone kind of gadget that turns water into poison gas.
They' re using it to cover their robberies.

“Figure that there’'s two bunches of crooks. One knocking over the bank, and one nmking the gas.
Sonmehow they’' re going to get back together. Either the crooks fromthe bank will head for the river
and nake their escape by water, or the crooks at the river will try and drive away.

“Get me the head of the notorized squad,” the Chief ordered. “I want a cordon thrown up around

the Cuyahoga River. Full scal e roadbl ocks. Nothing goes toward the river; nothing goes away fromthe

river.

“And get ne the Coast Guard,” he added. “Have themget their patrol boat over to the river’'s
mout h. Have them block it off and check out any suspicious characters.”

It was a sound plan. But it cane to naught.

By the tinme the gas clouds dissipated, the roadbl ocks had stopped hundred of panicked citizens,

and zero escapi ng crooks. Thinking the villains had hol ed up somewhere, the chief ordered a

bl ock- by- bl ock, buil di ng-by-building search of the downtown area between the bank and the river. It
also failed to turn up anything.

The cl osest the Coast Guard cane to finding a suspicious character was when they reported a

large, tri-motor airplane buzzing the | akefront. They radi oed the police, and the Chief hinself was
on hand when the plane nmade a water |anding on Lake Erie, and two suspicious characters energed --

Monk Mayfair and Doc Savage!

CLEVELAND' S TOP cop quickly filled the Man of Bronze in on what had happened.

“Not a trace of themto be found,” he concluded. “Doc Savage, whatever you can do to stop this
menace, you need to do it quick!”

“Where have the poison gas victinms been taken?” Doc asked. “There’'s a medical procedure I'll want
to instruct your doctors on performng.”

“They're centralized at Menorial Hospital, for the nost part.”

“I"l'l go there inmediately,” said Doc. “I'Il want to talk with you nore later.”
“I"1'l have ny driver take you there personally,” the chief said.

“Time is of the essence. Flying is quicker,” Doc replied.

“Flying? But Menorial Hospital is in a downtown area. You can't |and an airplane there,” the
chi ef protested.



“I"mnot going to land.”

SEVEN M NUTES | ater, with Monk at the stick, the tri-nmotor was circling Menorial Hospital.

Doc was fastening hinself into a parachute harness. He would junp fromthe plane by parachute,
carrying with himthe initial batch of medicines needed in treating the poison gas victinms. Since he
had arrived here sooner after the attack than he had in Pittsburgh, he hoped for an even greater
rate of recovery anobng victins.

“I"1l hit riverfront,” Mk hollered over his shoulder. Try and see what | can come up with in
the way of sanpl es.

“Look for a poison concentration,” Doc instructed. He was busy packing glass bottles of his
seruns into a shock-proof container he would junp wth.

“Like in Pittsburgh?”

“Exactly. My theory is that the entire cloud is not poison.”

“Huh?” Monk sputtered. “Watta you nean, Doc?”

“The big cloud is to induce the maxi mum amount of terror over the w dest area possible. But the
poi son concentration is small. My bet is that you' Il find no evidence of poison gas anywhere near

the Federal Reserve Bank.” Doc made the final adjustments to his parachute harness.

“But Doc,” Monk protested. “A gas cloud that’s poison sonme places and not poi son other places?
There's Boyle's Law, and Gay-Lussac’s! It just ain't possible.”

There was no reply. Doc Savage had | eft the airplane.

HAM BROOKS cursed his luck. He would have far preferred to acconpany Doc Savage to d evel and, for
a chance to take on the Steel Hammer. But he followed the bronze man’s orders w thout question, as
did all of Doc’s assistants.

Since he had been flying with Renny in the speed plane, he had actually reached Buffal o, New York
bef ore Doc and Monk reached C evel and. Never one to waste time, and anxious to be on to his own
errand in Detroit, Mchigan, Renny had taxied up to the public wharf and kept the notor running
while Ham ninbly junped to the pier. Then he turned and was in the air before Ham had found a taxi
cab to take himto Cty Hall.

Pani ¢ had taken hold there. The mayor’s advisors were brimming wth advice.

“Send for the National Cuard!”

“National Guard, hell, send for the Arny!”

“We nmust evacuate the city!”

“Seal off all doors and wi ndows!”

Ham wi ggl ed unconsciously under his jacket. Lately, he'd had his tailor give hima

doubl e-breasted style. The extra material nmade a nore natural drape over the supermachi ne pistol
that he carried in his shoul der holster. The superfirer, of Doc Savage’'s own design, had nore power
than a conventional machine gun. It had a variety of amunition cartridges, including high

expl osi ve, incendiary, and special anesthetic nercy-bullets which induced sleep rather than death in
their target.

Ham si ghed. Shooting it out with the Steel Hanmmer gang woul d have been straight forward action,
agai nst an eneny he could focus on. Here in Buffalo, the enem es were fear and ignorance. It would

require a ninble nmnd and a quick tongue to defeat them This was why Doc had sent hi m here.

Ham Brooks started to adjust his tie, but then decided that it was already perfect. He wal ked



into the mayor’s office to began bringing order out of chaos

“ARE YQU sure the siren had to be in the river?” Harvey G ace asked Long Tom
“Absol utely. Maybe nmounted on a boat,” Long Tomreplied

“Listen, | understand that this gang was able to turn the river into poison gas,” Gace said. “So
that would explain a boat on the river. But why the siren?”

“Cood question.” Long Tomrubbed his chin. “Wiy a |loud siren indeed? |I can think of two
reasons.”

“Vhat 2"

“First, the noise is terrifying. It could be calculated to panic people to the greatest degree
possi ble.”

“I"d think the crackling and the poison gas would do the trick,” argued G ace. “How nmuch nore
terrified can people be?”

“l think you're right, “ said Long Tom “ So, second, it just might be there to cover sonething
up.”

“To cover sonething up? Like what?”

“Let’s see.” Long Tomreset the record back to the beginning. "l’ve got the crackling noise
figured. This tine I'Il isolate the frequency and deci bel level of the siren.”

It becane nore conplicated than that. Long Tomhad to isolate and renove city traffic noi ses, and
then the sounds of panic in the streets. It was nearly mdnight by the tine he finished and pl ayed
it back.

“Harvey keep track of the running time on the recording,” Long Tom ordered

“Cot it.”

“O K., and mark, the crackling starts.”

“Check.”

The record continued to play.

“Mark, the siren starts,” said Long Tom

“60 seconds,” Gace replied

The record played on

Suddenly there cane the sound of sharp expl osions

“Mark!” Long Tom yel |l ed

“120 seconds!”

The sound of the expl osions repeated

“Mark!”

In all, there were nine explosions. They came in three sets of three. The first three occurred

al most sinmul taneously 120 seconds after the crackling began. The next three foll owed four second

later, and the final three cane fromthe 128 seconds to 130 seconds after the initial sound began

“What are those expl osions?” asked G ace.



“Fromthe decibel level, I"’'mgoing to guess they're nortar shells going off,” Long Tom answer ed.
“Mortar? In a city? That doesn’t nmake any sense!”

“Nei t her does poison gas,” said Long Tom

“l nmean, | nean, this is like a war!”
“That’s exactly what |I'’mafraid of.” Long Tom began di sassenbling his apparatus. “l appreciate
you letting nme use your studio here, Harvey. |’'ve got to get this news to Doc Savage as soon as

possi ble.”
“Let me go and try to get you a long distance line in ny office.”
“That’ d be great. Try the Chief of Police's office in develand.”
“Cot it.”

Harvey Grace left the recording studio. He returned a nonent later. “There' s sonebody out hear
you need to see,” he said.

Long Tom went out into the corridor outside the recording studio. There stood a Pittsburgh police
of ficer and a pretty young brunette girl.

“You' re Tom Roberts, the Doc Savage nman?” the cop asked.
“1 am”
“I"m Tobi as Wetzel,” the patrol man introduced hinself.

Long Tom started with recognition of the name. He said, “You re the one who was w th Renny
when....”

“Yes,” Wetzel interrupted. “I’ve been nost of the day trying to track one of you down. Found out
Doc Savage had headed for O evel and, and nost of you had gone with him Finally found a cab driver
who had dropped Savage off at the Point Bridge. Started |ooking for other cabbies who had picked up
a fare in that area, and eventually tracked you down here.”

“So has there been a new devel opnent in the case, Oficer Wtzel ?”

“Sort of,” Wetzel dissenbled. “You see, this young lady,” he indicated the brunette, “canme into
the precinct house this norning with a very interesting question that |'mpretty sure you'll want to
hear.”

“I"ve had all of this | can take!” the brunette burst out suddenly. “This idiot,” she indicated
Wet zel , “has been |l eading ne on a wild goose chase all over town since this norning.

“Now, you,” she pointed her finger at Long Tom *“
Savage, and what's he done with nmy brother!”

you, M. Doc Savage nan, you tell ne where's Doc

Chapter 9
When Renny Met Sally, Again

Monk was taking sanpl es al ong the Cuyahoga Ri ver when a O eveland police officer directed himto
the Great Lakes freighter Tecunseh. “The captain says he saw the start of the whole thing,” the cop
sai d.

“Are you sure you saw this thing start, Captain Andrews?” Mnk asked.
“Yes, are you certain, G andpop?’ added Ji my Andrews.
“Hell, yes, I'msure!l” spat the elderly sea captain. “I may be old, but I ain't senile just yet!”

Captain Aaron Andrews used a pocket knife to cut a chew froma plug of tobacco. He shoveled it into
his nouth. “Whole thing started on the river right behind us.”



“Can you tell ne what happened?” Monk questi oned.

Captai n Andrews | ooked Monk in the eye, and then spat brown juice over the rail. “Coppers say
your a Doc Savage man. That true?”

“That’s right.”

Captai n Andrews nodded. “Do nme a bit of reading out on the | akes. Newspapers and nmagazi nes

nmostly. They can't seemto figure Doc Savage out. Goes around hel ping fol ks. Doesn’'t seemto try and
make a fast buck like so many fol ks seemto try and do. They can't figure out how he does it.”

Monk stayed silent. One of Doc Savage’'s greatest secrets was the source of his funds. Once a

month a mule train left a gold mne in the wilds of Central America. The mine was operated by an
Indian tribe that owed its continued existence to Doc’s protection. The mule train nade it’'s way to
the coast, and eventually the gold reached the 86th floor headquarters of Doc Savage in New York
Cty.

W ping sonme stray tobacco juice fromhis chin with the back of his hand, Captain Andrews

continued. “Seens |ike the papers and nmagazines all figure he should be trying to cash in. G to
Hol | ywood. Buy hima big nmansion. Take it easy. Live the good life.”

“Uh. Doc just ain't like that,” Mnk said, unconfortably.

“No reason he should be,” Captain Andrews. “l just like to be knowing that there are still good
decent folks in this world who' Il help out.” He shook his head. “It’s a wonder ne ‘n Jimmy ain't
dead our ownsel ves.”

“You did see this start up?” Mnk prodded

“Sure did,” the old sailor replied. “There watching nmy cargo go ashore when | heared this
crackling noise, like an ice cube hitting a griddle. Coming right frombehind ne, on the river.”

“And the gas cloud?”

“Bubbling right up out of the river. Wien | first see’d it, it was maybe thirty feet high. Could
see over it to the other side of the river.”

“Well, then what happened?”

“Tarnation, it just kept getting bigger and bigger. Rose up into the sky, and the w nd brought it
right over the Tecunseh here.”

“We were incredibly lucky,” broke in Jimy Andrews. “I canme on deck right then, and as soon as
saw it | hustled G andpop bel ow. We dogged all the hatches down as tight as we could so the poison

gas wouldn't get us.”

“You were incredibly fortunate to escape fromthis predicament,” cane a voice fromthe Tecunseh's
gangpl ank

Turni ng, Monk saw the trimform of Johnny. “Permi ssion to cone aboard?” Johnny addressed Captain
Andr ews.

“Who be you?” questioned the captain
“WIliam Harper Littlejohn, at your service,” answered Johnny
“He's another one of Doc’s hel pers,” added Monk. “Wen'd you blow into town, Johnny?”

“l make a water |l anding at the |akefront approximately half an hour ago,” Johnny said. “The
authorities directed ne to this location as the proverbial scene of the crine.

“Now you, good sir,” Johnny addressed Captain Andrews, “have stated that this unexpl ai ned
phenonena was initiated directly adjacent to your vessel, and yet fortuitously you were conpletely

unaf f ect ed?”

Captai n Andrews squinted at Johnny, spit over the rail of the ship, and draw ed, “Yah wanna put



that in English, young fella?”

Johnny had a | ove of words. He never used a five cent word if he could think of a two dollar one
He coughed, and then said, “lIn nonosyllabic utterances, then: the - gas - cane - right - up - next -
to - you - but - you - were - not - hurt?”

“That’s the ticket, all right!” Captain Andrews agreed enthusiastically. “Put it down to clean
living, or pig blind luck, but old Aaron Andrews was right here where this poison gas thing started
and never even coughed once!”

Monk and Johnny found half a dozen other w tnesses who verified that the yell ow green gas cloud
had originated fromthe river behind the Tecunseh. But nobody in the area had been the least bit
af fected by the poison

Monk took air and water residue sanple fromthe area around the ship. Wien he anal yzed t hem
there were very high concentrations of the harnl ess Phenol Yellow Four col oring conpound, but no
evi dence of any poi son whatsoever. The poi son gas was not poison

“TAKE ME through your story one nore time,” Long Tomtold the girl.

They were sitting in Harvey Grace’'s office in the radio station. Patrol man Wtzel had turned the
girl over to Long Tom “W don't have anything to charge her with,” he'd said. Maybe you can nake
sense of this story than your pal Renw ck did.”

“Like I"ve told you three tines already,” the girl replied, “ny nane is Margaret Adanms. Doc
Savage hired ny brother Phil for one of his secret projects. He wote to us fromNorfolk a nonth ago
and told us about it

“When Monma got sick down hone, we had no way to contact Phil. | was fixing to get on the train
in Atlanta and cone to New York City to check with M. Doc Savage in person when we heard he was
here in Pittsburgh. So here | am Now,” her voice lowered into a tone that rem nded Long Tom of a
li oness defendi ng her cubs, “where’s ny brother?”

“And like 1’ve told you three tinmes already, lady,” Long Tomreplied, “Doc doesn't work that way.
Your brother’s been duped.”

“How can you be so sure?” Margaret Adams stormed back, her dark eyes flashing

“Because you're the second girl in tw days to come in with this sane story. The | ast one was
flaki er than the crust on an apple pie.”

That stunned Margaret. “Are, are you sure?”

“Let me lay out the other girl’'s story so you can try it on for size. Your brother was out of

work, and couldn’t hold a job. Sonebody who said he represented Doc Savage hired himfor a secret
project. Your brother never actually nmeets Doc, but he's told he's working for him and he isn't to

contact his family until the hush-hush work is over. That sound famliar?”

“Well, except for the part about not holding a job. He'd | earned a good trade when he was in the
Navy.”

Long Toni s ears perked up. “The Navy?”
“Yes,” Margaret Adans answered. “In fact, he'd been working as a nmechanic at the big Navy Base in
Norfol k until they cut back their civilian work force. And then he couldn’t find work any pl ace

el se.”

A light bulb went on for Long Tom He asked slowy, “Wy couldn’t a mechanic find work anywhere
el se but for the Navy?

“He’ s a specialized nechanic,” Margaret answered. “He works on subnmarines. And who el se besides
the Navy had submari nes?”

“Submarines! Well, I'lIl be damed,” said Long Tom



He stood up. “Congratul ations!” he told Margaret. “You get your wi sh!”

“What ?” the girl responded incredul ously.

“You' re going to talk to Doc.”

“What do you nean?”

“l mean we're renting a plane and heading for develand,” Long Tom announced. “I want you to tel
your story to Doc Savage in person!’

DETRO T WAS bracing itself against the threat of the Steel Hammrer

Renny arrived in the speed plane to see the preparations. Two battalions of the M chigan National
Guard were digging defensive positions along the banks of the Detroit River. Every soldier was
carrying a gas nmask for protection

The governor and the mayor had requested authority fromthe president to declare a city-w de bank
holiday. Until the request was approved, the |arge downtown banks had added squads of private
detectives for additional security.

Renny visited all of the nmain banks, giving advice, and hel ping arrange their security
preparati ons. Then he proceeded to the Detroit airport. A major part of his plan was to have his
airplane in constant readiness. The Steel Hammer’'s attacks in Pittsburgh and O evel and had shown how
futile pursuit on the ground woul d be. An airplane, speedy and flying above the clouds of

yel | ow green death, would be the perfect neans of running down the crimnal gang when they struck
Once there, he radioed to Doc in Cleveland, to see if the bronze man had any nore clues

“Doc’s still at the hospital,” Mnk replied

“Have you | earned anythi ng?” Renny asked

“This thing is crazy!” squeaked Mnk. “There's these poison gas clouds, but they're not poison.”

“That doesn’t nmke any sense!”

“You tell me. Anyhow, Doc’s still at the hospital. He's finishing up his treatnents, and he was
going to check on the autopsies of the people the gas killed.”

“Dang it, Monk, has Ham snmacked you in the head one too nmany tinmes!” Renny roared. “You're
tal king crazy! How can gas that isn’t poison be killing people?”

“l dunno, but it is,” Mnk said in a small, confused voice
Johnny’s voice replaced Mnk’s. “A nost nysterious conundrum” he conmment ed
“Johnny? Is that you? Wiat’'s going wong with Mnk?” burst out Renny

“Indeed, it is |,” said Johnny “Qur chem st col |l eague perhaps puts it best when he says ‘this
thing is crazy'.”

“l's Monk O K. ?”

“l believe so. H's reasoning powers seemto have been inpacted by the situation here. W have the

toxi c vapors appear fromthe river, apply their lethal ways to the citizenry, and then exam nation
shows that they are not really toxic at all. According to Mk, this is “plunb dang inpossible !”

“Poi son gas that ain’t poison, but kills people anyway?”

“You have deduced the conditions we are observing,” Johnny answered

There was a banging on the door of Renny’'s plane. “O K., I'll check back with you in a couple
hours to see what's up.” Renny made his way out of the cockpit to the rear of the plane and opened



t he door.

There on the tarmac stood Sally Morgan.

Renny pal ed and sl ammed the door cl osed.

Sal |y pounded on the door again. “Open up, Renw ck!” she called. “You and |I've got a job to do!”
“CGo away! Get lost! Put an egg in your shoe and beat it!” the big engi neer responded.

“Aw. ¢’ rmon, big guy,” pleaded Sally. “lI know we didn't get off to the best start. But let's let
bygones be bygones.”

“Let’s not! Let’s have you | eave the prenises before | decide to wing your pretty little neck!”
“Listen, Renwick, |'msorry about the smack in the head...”
“Smacks!”

“... sorry about the three smacks in the head. It wasn’t personal. But listen, we can’t dwell on
the past, because we’ve got to get going.”

“You’' ve got to get going,” Renny suggested nmenacingly. “Get going far, far away from here.”

“No, we’ve got to get going, because we can get ‘seven’.”

Renny opened the door. Sally was still standing there.

“Expl ain yoursel f,” he denmanded.

“You know as well as | do, big fella,” Sally Mrgan replied, clinbing up into the airplane. “One

of the crooks in the devel and robbery addressed the Steel Hanmer as ‘ Seven’'.” She brushed by Renny,

and made her way up to the plane’'s cockpit. Renny followed her, dunbly.

“Nobody’ s been able to figure out what it neans,” Sally said, sitting down in the co-pilot’s seat
and strapping herself in. “But | know what it means.”

She | ooked up at Renny. “Are you listening to ne?”
Renny nodded.
“Then get this bucket of bolts in the air, and let’'s go catch the bad guys!”

Chapter 10
Sear chi ng For Seven

The newspaper headlines blared the story across the country.

STEEL HAMMVER STRI KES CLEVELAND
PO SON GAS MENACE CONTI NUED

The authorities still had managed to keep the demand for a ransom of one hundred million dollars
fromthe press. But alnpbst all other details of the attack in O evel and had beconme public
knowl edge.

HAMVER GANG VANI SHES
ELUDES POLI CE CORDON
Gang of Seven Grabs $100 Grand
Escapes Into Poison Gas O oud

The newspapers all had their own interpretati on of what had happened in the robbery:
OQovi ously, the Steel Hammer gang is organized with mlitary

preci sion. Each nenber of the gang seens to have a code nunber
to use instead of their name. So the gang of seven crooks was | ead



by a man naned Seven.

Not all the newspapers agreed thenselves. One ran a story proclainmng that the Steel Hanmmer was
obviously the | eader of a misguided cult, so lacking in humanity that it indul ged in whol esal e
murder, and had inpersonally replaced names with nunmbers. Another paper insisted that the Steel
Hanmrer had been addressed as “Sven”, not “Seven”, and advi sed authorities to round up

“suspi ci ous-1 ooki ng Norwegi ans and Swedes” for questioning.

“I'1"S ALL bunk,” said Sally Mrgan.

Renny and Sally were in the cockpit of Doc’s speed plane, flying over southern M chigan at over
250 mi |l es per hour.

“And you're so sure of the because...” Renny suggested.

“Because | know who the Steel Hammer really is,” Sally continued. “He’s a Chicago ganbl er naned
Steve McSwain, called * Seven-El even’ because he | oves craps.”

“And hearing the nunber seven, you automatically figure himto be the Steel Hammer?” Renny
comrented. “Lady, | need nmy head examined, listening to you.” He began to work the stick and the

rudder pedals to turn the plane around.

“No, listen!” Sally cried earnestly. “MSwain is big cowboy notion picture fan. He often decks
hinmself out with a pair of six-shooters, just like the Steel Hammer.”

“And that’s all?” Renny said quizzically. But he kept the plane flying straight.

“No. The surveillance caneras at the bank show the Steel Hammer to be about six foot three, 220
pounds. That exactly matches Seven-El even McSwain's rap sheet.”

“Anyt hi ng el se?”

“Just that the guy has dropped out of sight for the past nonth. Nobody's seen hi manywhere.”
“Just like your brother,” Renny whispered under his breath.

“l heard that,” snapped Sally.

“Do you deny it?”

Sally turned in her seat to face Renny, “Look, | know things don't |ook real good right now for
nmy brother. But if Hank is wapped up in this thing, then | want to try to get himout of it..”

“Strange, | figured you for nore the wanna-w n-the-Pulitzer-Prize type of newshen, nyself,” said
Renny sarcastically.

“Bel i eve what you want,” Sally stated defiantly. But the fact is, my sources tell me that the
bi ggest crap game of the year is happening tonight in Toledo, Chio. If he's alive, Seven-El even
McSwain will be there.”

“And if he is?” asked Renny.

Sally smiled. “I figure between your nuscles and ny brains, we'll take care of him”

THE POLI CE department delivered the two tel egranms to Doc Savage just as he was | eaving Menori al
Hospital. The first read:

DOC SAVAGE
CARE OF CHI EF OF PQLI CE
CLEVELAND, OHI O

RECORDI NG CF ATTACK ANALYZED STOP HAVE
ANOTHER G RL W TH M SSI NG BROTHER AND BI G
REPEAT BI G NEWS STOP COULD NOT GET YOQU OR



MONK ON RADI O SO RENTI NG PLANE AND COM NG
TO CLEVELAND

LONG TOM

The second telegramwas also in care of the Chief of Police:

SALLY MORGAN HERE I N DETRO T STOP | DENTI FI ES
CHI CAGO GAMBLER SEVEN ELEVEN MCSWAI N AS THE
STEEL HAMMER STOP COULD NOT GET YOU OR MONK
ON RADI O STOP FLYI NG TO TOLEDO TO TRY AND
TRAP H M

RENNY

The low trilling sound emtted from Doc
“What can we do?” asked the police officer who had delivered the nessage

Real i zi ng that he had been unconsci ously making the noi se, Doc instantly stopped. “"M aircraft
is probably anchored at the |akefront,” he said. “Can you take ne there?”

“Ri ght away, sir!”

“WHAT HAVE you found out?” Doc Savage asked Monk and Johnny when he arrived at the big tri-notor
pl ane that was anchored off the Cl eveland | akefront. It was nearly m dni ght

“Bl azes, Doc, | hardly know where to start!” exclaimed Monk. “Johnny got here, and nme and him
gat hered sanples until dark, and interviewed w tnesses. Then we cane back here, and found recorded
nmessages from Renny and Long Tom”

“l got telegrans fromthem Where are they now?”

“Renny’s | anded in Tol edo, Doc,” said Johnny. Doc Savage was the one human being he did not use
hi s advanced vocabul ary on. “He and the girl have cooked up a schenme to capture this Seven-El even
McSwai n character that they think is the Steel Hanmmer.”’

“And Long TonP”

“He should be here in about an hour or so. He's bring a girl named Margaret Adans who supposedly
al so has a brother working for the Steel Hammer gang.”

Monk sl anmmed a huge hairy first into the netal side of the plane. There was a resounding
metallic, gong! “This thing is getting screwi er and screwi er! Guess what | found when | ran the
liquid sanples | collected through the testing process?”

Doc turned and faced Monk. “You found anpbunts of the chem cal conpound Phenol Yellow Four

t hroughout the downtown area. The concentrations of it were strongest near the Cuyahoga River. The
only place you found any trace of the poison gas was in a two bl ock area al ong East Second Street.”

“Bl azes, Doc, how d you know that!” Mnk was astoni shed

“Because the only authenticated poison gas fatalities which were brought to the hospital cane

fromthat area.” Doc turned to Johnny, “I’mglad you're here. What do you nake of this?”

“On the surface, Monk has it right -- it doesn’'t make sense,” Johnny replied. “Poison gas that

isn’'t always poison. Ganblers and bank robberies and i nsane ransom demands. |’'mstarting to think
" He paused.

“Co ahead,” said Doc quietly.



“Certain cultures place a great value on conplicated rituals. They tend to use misdirection and
schermes to confound their enemes to a greater extend than we do. The logic of western civilization
tends to be linear. A leads to B, which leads to C, and so on

“But in other cultures, Aleads to D, which leads to J, which | eads nowhere, while B leads to C
which leads to K and the true path,” Johnny finished

“You lost me with the al phabet,” Mnk said glumy

“l believe you have deduced this correctly, Johnny,” said Doc. “Mich of what we have been dealing
wi th here has no doubt been calculated to confuse us and deflect out inquiries. There are nany
things which are not what they seemto be. W are dealing with a very dangerous group who w shes

their notives to remain secret.”

Monk snorted. “Doc, | think themasking for a ransom of one hundred million snackers in gold
woul d give a guy a pretty good idea as to their notive.”

“That’s a crimson Cl upea harengus,” el ucidated Johnny.
“Translate or | wing your scrawny neck.” grow ed Monk

”

“Ared herring,” Johnny said. “Something they want us to puzzle over which they have no intention
of follow ng through upon.”

“How do you know?” Monk asked

“Mat hematics.”

“« Huh?"

“The price of gold is fixed by the government at $32 an ounce,” Johnny said. “One thousand
dollars in gold weighs roughly about two pounds. One nillion dollars in gold weighs two thousand
pounds, or one ton. One hundred mllion dollars weighs...”

“...0One hundred tons!” Mnk finished. “They’d need a | oconptive to haul it away!”

“Precisely,” agreed Doc. “Nobody could ever realistically hope to collect such a ransom W can
assume such a demand was nmade only to divert us frominvestigating the Steel hamer’s rea

pur pose.”

“Whi ch is?” asked Johnny

Doc shook his head. “I do not know. |’ve gained sone information, but not enough.”

“Pol i ce boat coming out fromshore,” Mnk called

I T CARRI ED Long Tom and the brunette he introduced as Margaret Adans.

“lI"ve got big news, Doc,” he said. “I didn't want to put it in the telegram too many prying eyes
out there. We rented a plane and | anded at the Minicipal A rport here about twenty m nutes ago. The
cops gave us a lift here.”

“You were able to anal yze the sound recordi ng?” asked Doc

“Absolutely. I've nmade a copy to play back for you,” said Long Tom

“Set it up on the plane’'s electrical |ab equipnent,” Doc ordered. “Mnk, Johnny, prepare for
take-of f.”

“Now just a coal-fired mnute here,” said Margaret Adans. “Wat is going on here and where's ny
br ot her ?”

“Mss Adans, we are in a desperate situation, and the lives of countless fell ow Anericans depend
on our success,” Doc said sternly. “lI need to find out information fromyou, but | also need to
begin traveling i nmediately. Therefore, |'’mgoing to have to ask you to acconpany us for a while



Pl ease sit down here,” Doc guided her to a seat, “and strap yourself in with these belts, and you
and | will talk presently.”

Three mnutes |ater the plane bearing Doc Savage, Mnk, Johnny, Long Tom and Margaret Adanms took
off into the Chio night.

Chapter 11
Lucky Seven
“Listen to this, Doc,” said Long Tom

The Man of Bronze sat in the electrical section of the big tri-motor plane’'s |aboratory. He had a
set of headphones on.

“First, the crackling noise,” Long Tomsaid, flipping a switch to play back the recording.

”

“Rapidly boiling water, in nassive anmobunts,” said the bronze man.
“Exactly. Now, the so-called screamng.”

“An air raid siren. English manufacture.” Long Tomraised his eyebrow at Doc’'s ability to discern
this merely from hearing the sound.

“And now this, Doc.”

Doc listened silently.

“l take themto be nortar shells,” Long Tom suggest ed.

“Yes, of course,” Doc said. “l| suspected as much.”

“You did?”

Doc clicked on the airplanes intercom “Mnk, have Johnny take the controls and cone back here.”

“Sure thing, Doc,” Mk replied. The burly chemist quickly made his way back to the big tri-notor
pl ane’s | ab. “Wat’ cha got?”

“Long Tom has sol ved the poison gas nystery for us,” Doc announced.
“So howis it that a poison gas isn’t all poison?” challenged Monk.

“We're not dealing with Boyle's Law, Mnk,” said Doc. “Think nore along the lines of van der
Waal ' s Equation.”

“ad van der Waal's Equation?” Mnk's brow furrowed. “Van der Waal ? You nmean?” he snapped his
fingers. “Of course! Blazes! There's two gases!”

“Exactly,” agreed Doc. “The crackling noise comes fromwater being rapidly boiled, which forns
the cloud. During the boiling, Phenol Yellow Four is added, giving the cloud its distinctive
yel | owgreen color.”

“So how does the poison gas get there?” Mnk asked.

“After the yellowgreen cloud is built up, they start the screamng siren, Partly, it terrifies
the popul ace, but it also covers up the sound of nortars being fired.”

“Mortars!”

“Yes, they shoot poison gas shells fromnortars into the yellowgreen cloud. Wth the cloud and
the noi se, nobody knew that had happened, and everyone assuned the entire cl oud was poison.”

“Alittle bit of the poison gas goes a long way to scaring innocent people,” comented Long Tom

“And they're careful not to get it near where their own guys are,” said Monk.



“Yes, in both Pittsburgh and C evel and, the poison gas was introduced far away from where the
actual robberies took place,” Doc said. “Even with gas masks, the crooks don’t want to take any
chance with poison gas.”

“O. K, | see howthat part of it is working,” Mnk said slowy. “But how are they making the
yel l owgreen cloud in the first place?”

Long Tom smiled. “Doc, Mk, | think it’s time you net Margaret Adans.”

“I'F THI' S doesn’t work, |'’mnever listening to you again,” Renny runbl ed.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” snapped Sally Mrgan. “If this doesn't work, we'll both be dead.”

The bi g engi neer’s appearance was greatly altered. Using one of Doc’'s disguise kits in the speed
pl ane, he had altered his appearance. Hi s hair was died black, parted down the nmiddle, and slicked
down. A black, pencil-thin nustache adorned his upper lip.

The di sgui se had been Sally Mrgan's inspiration. “It’s kind of a stretch,” she had pondered,
“but with your build, and voice, | think we'll be able to pass you off as Blackie Wite, the East
Coast nob boss.

“Besi des,” she added, “a crook that big will get admtted automatically to a gane like this.”
“Just two little problens,” Renny had runbl ed.

“You can find a problemw th anything,” retorted Sally.

“Probl em nunber one,” Renny continued. “What if the real Blackie Wite shows up?”

“He won’t. Things got too hot for himlast winter, and he had to | eave the country until things
cool ed of f. Nobody's seen himin nonths.”

“And probl em nunber two,” Renny pl owed on ahead, “what if we run into sonmebody who knows the real
Bl acki e White, or knows where he really is?”

“I'f there's trouble,” Sally said confidently, “either we bluff our way through it, or shoot our
way out of it.”

“Hel luva pl an.”
“You do have one of those super pistols that Doc Savage has invented, don't you?” asked Sally.

Renny nodded, and drew it from his shoul der hol ster. The super-firer, of Doc’s own design, could
fire hundreds of mniature bullets mnute. “This'll clear a roomin a hurry.” he said.

“Cood, let's get ready,” Sally, had said.

A QUI CK hours shopping had provided Renny with a gray doubl e-breasted, pin-striped suit, and

Sally with a red dress. Neither suit nor dress was |arge enough for the wearer. But while Renny

| ooked |ike a large fellow who had trouble buying clothes |arge enough, the effect of the too-small
dress on Sally was rather sensational -- she |looked like a first-rate gangster’s nol !

Sal |y’ s newspaper and underworld contacts had provided themw th the location of the big crap
gane. It was in the Elite Auto Garage in downtown Tol edo. Two hoods were standing guard outside of
the. When Renny and Sally got out of the cab on the street, Sally got nost of their attention, but
one of themtook a close | ook at Renny.

“Hey, ain't you ..." the guard began.

“Who | amis kind of ny business,” grow ed Renny. “And maybe you ain't supposed to be seeing ne,
under st and?’

“Yeah, sure, uh. Bla..., uh?” nunbled the hood.



Renny forced a smle to his lips. He slipped two bills out of his pocket. “But maybe you and your
buddy recogni ze ny buddy? President G ant?”

“Yes sir!” The two fifty dollar bills quickly disappeared. “Right this way, M. Wite!”

“Pl ease, no nanes,” Renny said with a sharp edge to his voice.

“Yeah, sure thing.” The hoods held the door to the garage open.

“Let’s go, Doll Face,” he order Sally, for the benefit of the hoods.

“Sure thing, Sweetie Pie,” she replied.

The aut onobil es and repair equi prent had been noved out of the Elite Auto Garage. A | arge gam ng
table for rolling dice was in the center of the garage. Snualler tables, for the not-so-high rollers,
surrounded it. A bar was set up in the back of the garage, and liquor flowed freely anmong the fifty
or so ganblers present.

“Do you see him?” Renny whispered out of the corner of his nouth as he and Sally enter.

Sal | y scanned the room as unobtrusively as she could, |ooking for Seven-El even McSwain. “l don't
think so.” They circled the room stopping at the bar, and ending up at the big crap table. There

was no sign of the ganbler Sally suspected of being the Steel Hamer.

“It’s still early,” whispered Sally. “Lots of times the real action doesn’t start at these things
until after mdnight..”

Renny and Sally went to the big, center table. They watched the action, and Renny had Sally nake
smal | side bets, which she invariably |ost, acconpanied with a squeal of dismay. They both drank
steadily, but beforehand had taken a special pill of Doc Savage' s design which conpletely
neutralized the effects of alcohol, and so were conpl etely sober.

Various participants in the ganme cane up to them but Renny quickly nade it clear to one and all
that the name “Bl ackie Wite” was not to be spoken, and that his fondest desire was for his presence
to remain unnoticed.

It was shortly after midnight when there was noi se and shouting fromthe doorway.

“The big noney’'s here!”

“Now the table gets hot!”

Atall man in a cowboy hat and a western suit with a string tie swaggered into the room

“That’s him” Sally hissed.

“Wahoo!” the man in the cowboy hat shouted. “Seven-Eleven's here, and the dice are calling!”

The ganbl er was obvi ously well-known, and he exchanged greeting with many people as he made his
way to the center crap table. G abbing the dice, he said, “The new shooter’s here! Now |l et ne see

whose noney |'m going to be w nning!”

Seven- El even McSwai n | ooked around the table. Wien he saw Renny, his face contorted, and he
instantly fell to his knees.

“Ch, Cod, Blackie, please don’t kill me!” he screaned.
Chapter 12

Snake Eyes

Renny was stunned. No one el se that they had net had seemed that well acquainted with Bl ackie
Wiite. Sally Mrgan had not nentioned any special relationship between the gangster he was
i npersonating and Seven- El even M Swai n.



Renny knew he’d have to play this one by ear.
“Maybe |'Il kill ya, and maybe | won't,” he said nenacingly. “How about you give ne a reason?”

The big ganbler, still on his knees, cringed. “Aw, jeez, Blackie, this is maybe the biggest gane
of the year. How could | mss this?”

“You tell me,” Renny said flatly. He was trying to draw McSwain out, to try and figure out what
the ganbler’s connection to the crine boss really was.

“Bl ackie, | know you want to keep us all isolated, but --" MSwain suddenly | ooked around, as
though he’d said sonething he shoul dn’t have.

“You and | need to talk,” Renny said boldly. “But not here. Too many ears.”

“CGotcha, Blackie,” said McSwain. The ganbler got up off his knees, and dusted hinself off.
“There’s are alley out back here,” he said, indicating a dimdoorway at the rear of the garage.

“Sounds good,” Renny agreed. Things were working out swell. Seven-El even McSwain was voluntarily
heading for an isolated spot where Renny could grab himand begin getting to the bottom of the

nystery of the Steel Hanmer.

They headed for the rear doorway, with Sally follow ng. McSwain shot a curious glance at the
girl.

He's getting suspicious, Renny thought. He turned and growl ed gently to Sally, “You stay inside
here and stay warm Dol l-Face. Man’s business.”

He turned and fol l owed Seven-El even out the door. Better and better, Renny thought. He was goi ng

to put the bag on McSwain, and then ditch the pesky girl reporter, all at the same time. Arare grim
crept over Renny’s rough features.

LONG TOM quickly filled Doc Savage in on what he had | earned from Margaret Adans. “It’s the sane
story that Morgan dame gave Renny,” he finished.

“l understand,” Doc said. To Margaret Adans, he said, “How did your brother |earn about submarine
engineering in the first place?”

The brunette girl sinply stared at Doc.

“M ss Adans?” he repeated.

The girl remained speechl ess. Doc had experienced this phenonmena before. Young wormen woul d be
overcome by the tremendous physical appearance the Man of Bronze presented. Some woul d even throw
thensel ves at him To these, Doc would have to explain that there was no place for romance in his
life. H's enem es woul d use any known ferml e conpanion as a way to get at Doc.

“M ss Adans, please!” There was a commanding tone to Doc’ s voi ce.

“Huh? Oh, excuse nme,” the girl replied. “You were saying?”

“Your brother, Phil. Were did he gain his know edge of submarines?”

“I'n the navy, during the war. He was a machinists mate. Then, after the war, he got civilian job
wor ki ng for the navy working at the big base at Norfol k. But they cut back two years ago, and he
hadn’t had a job since until you hired him” The girl stopped. “But | guess it wasn't you that hired
Phil, was it?”

“Soneone has gone to a great deal of trouble to nake people think I was hiring people, Mss
Adans. | believe your brother has been innocently duped into their schene. W are desperately
searching for clues. Can you renmenber any details of letter your brother wote to you?” Doc asked.

“I"'mtrying,” pleaded Margaret. “I really wish | could.”

“Do you see nmy watch, Mss Adans?” Doc asked quietly.



A bronze pocket watch, suspended froma chain, was swi nging back and forth slowly in front of
Mar garet Adans face.

“yves. "
“Pl ease keep your eyes on it. See it swi ng back and forth?”
“Yes.”

“As you look at it, you will find that you are getting sleepy. Wien | count to three, you wll
fall into a deep, relaxing sleep. Do you understand?”

“yves. "
“One. Two. Three.”

Margaret Adans was instantly asleep. Hypnotism had been part of Doc’s nedical training. Not every
person can be hypnotized, but Doc had realized that Margaret’s close interest in himnmade her an
i deal subject.

“Can you hear ne, Margaret?” Doc asked.

“Yes.” The girl’s voice was nornmal; not the fake, ethereal sound used often to depict hypnotized
subjects in notion pictures.

“Do you renmenber the letter your brother Phil sent you?”
“Yes.”

“Do you renmenber what the letter said?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what the letter said.”

The girl spoke normally and surely. “Dear Momma and Everybody. | got a job. It is a special

project run by Doc Savage for war veterans. W are helping him The pay is real good. | haven't seen
the big guy personally yet, but | amlooking forward to it. |I can’t tell you nmuch about what we are

doing cause it is one big secret, let me tell you. Hint, hint, I'"mworking on a newfangled kind of

the same thing | worked on in the navy. Don't worry about me, cause | amfine. W are real good took
care of, with plenty to eat. But is sure is cold up north here, and the danp tunnels play heck with
my old sinus problem G ve everybody down on the farma big hug fromne. Love, Phil.”

“Submarines and tunnel s!” exclaimed Long Tom “What in blazes is going on here?”

“When | count to three, you will awaken,” Doc said to Margaret. “One. Two. Three.”

“l did renenber, didn't I!” Margaret burst out immediately. “But do you know what it means, M.
Savage?”
Doc Savage sat notionless. But the low, trilling sound Doc nade during periods of intense

concentration filled the cabin of the plane.
IN CRAPS, a roll of seven is a “natural” -- an automatic winner. Wen the shooter rolls a seven,
he wi ns.

When Renny Renwi ck stepped out into the alley after Seven-El even McSwain, he found hinself on the
losing side of a “natural”.

Waiting for himout in the alley were six of the ugliest toughs whose photographs had ever graced
want ed posters. Not one of themwas under six feet tall, not one was under two hundred pounds.

“Get him” shouted McSwain, and the seven junped the big engineer.



W thout thinking, Renny |ashed back. Hs huge fist shot out and laid two of his attackers |ow
al nost immediately. No tinme now to consider how McSwai n had seen through his disguise; there were
only the incredible seven-to-one odds to fight against.

It was a hopeless fight. But the darker the picture, the nore near cheerful Renny becane. A ghost
of a smle alnost cane over his puritanical features.

In craps, aroll of a pair of ones is known as “snake eyes”.

It is alosing roll for the shooter.

Renny fought a valiant battle. He had fought against seven.

But the fight ended with only two nmen standing. Neither was Renny.
He had crapped out.

Chapter 13
Under the Hammer

Doc Savage noved quickly to the plane’s cockpit. “Johnny, we’'re approaching Tol edo. | want you to
activate the hom ng tracer on Renny’'s shoe.”

“WIIl do, Doc.”
“Circle over it. I’'mgoing to bail out. Land the plane, get a car, and I'l|l nmeet you there on the
ground.”

“I"'mbailing out with you, Doc!” cried Mnk, who was ready for a fight.

“No. You're flying this plane to Detroit as soon as you |et Johnny, Long Tom and the girl off in
Tol edo. ”

“But Doc---"

“Wrk with the Detroit authorities. Assune an attack is planned in the financial district near
the waterfront, somewhere near Cass Avenue. Sweep through and guard every park and vacant lot within
a five mle radius,” Doc ordered.

“Cuardi ng parks and vacant |ots?” Mnk queried. “Wat gives, Doc?”

But Doc was already noving away to the radi o room

Monk turned to Long Tom “Can you figure it?”

“Five mles is about the maxi num effective range of a nortar shell?” replied Long Tom

“I'f you can get all the firing positions covered, you nay be able to catch themtrying to depl oy
the nortars and stop a poison gas attack.”

“Yeah, | got it,” squeal ed Monk. “Hey Doc ---"

But he was addressing the planes open door. Doc Savage had | eapt out into the inky black of

ni ght.

“GET UP, you nuggs,” Seven-El even M:Swain grow ed.

Slowy, the five thugs Renny had put down struggled to their feet.

“Who was that guy?” One of themlisped, as he spit out a tooth.

Anot her rolled over Renny’'s unconscious form The streetlight shown down on Renny’'s features,
made up to ook like Blackie Wite. “Kee-ripes! W got the boss!” the nman excl ai nmed.

“We got a spy,” corrected McSwain. “Blackie Wiite should be in the hideout up in Mchigan right
now. There's no reason for himto have cone to Tol edo, and even if he had, he wouldn’'t have us here,



not the way ‘Weels’ drives.” He thunped the biggest of his henchmen on the arm

“So when | walk up to the garage, and they boys out front tell me that Blackie Wite is inside, |
knew that it had to be a set-up. | had you boys wait for ne out back here, and all | had to do was
get the guy to conme out into the alley.”

“Pretty clever, Seven-Eleven,” nunbl ed Weels.

“Yeah, | even amaze nyself sonetines,” MSwain stated with proud self-adnmiration. “Now | et’s get
this guy in the car.”

“Where we headed?” came a question.

“W're going to make hima present,” said McSwain. “The guy wants to dress up like Blackie Wite
-- why, | say we give himto Blackie Wite!l Let Blackie figure it all out.”

There was general chuckling approval to this suggestion. Two of the men grabbed Renny’'s feet, and
t hey began draggi ng himdown the alley, none too gently.

“CGet your hands in the air or 1I'lIl blow your heads off!” cane a |oud, unmistakably fenale voice.
Sal |y Morgan had not waited inside.

SEVEN- ELEVEN MCSWAI N responded by drawing his twin six shooters and blasting away into the

dar kness.

In response cane the roar of an automatic weapon, resenbling the sound of a huge bullfiddle. One
of McSwain’s henchrmen went down, and the rest scurried for cover.

“Let’s scram” suggested the big, burly Weels.

“Yeah, we’'re scrammn’,” agreed Seven-El even quickly. “Rocko, Nails, |lay down sone covering fire
while we get these guys to the car.”

Lead flew in both directions. Determ ned not to be cut out of the action, Sally had foll owed

Renny into the alley. Wiile she’'d been in Renny’'s plane, Sally had appropriated one of Doc’s
super-firers, and concealed it in her purse. Unfamliar with the weapon, she was not very accurate,
but she | aid down a huge volunme of fire, and McSwain’s henchnmen were glad to pile into their big

touring car and quickly |eave the scene, to the sound of squealing tires.

“Did we get everybody?” Bl ackie denmanded as they sped through the streets of Toledo. “Do we got
the fake Bl acki e back there?”

“CGot him” canme the reply.

“How about Leon? Wasn't that himthat got hit back there?”

“We got himtoo, Seven-Eleven.”

“CGood,” McSwain said with satisfaction. He hadn’'t wanted to | eave anyone behind to becone
prisoners, who mght be interrogated. Then, thinking his nen mght not understand his attitude, he
added, with feigned concern, “Is Leon hit bad?

“l can’t even see where he was hit,” replied Nails.

“Huh?”

“l mean there’s not a mark on him Nothing. But he's just sleeping |ike a baby.”

“ Sl eepi ng?”

“Yeah... Like he’s been knocked out instead of shot. Like he'd been ...”

Al'l at once, everyone in the car said it out I|oud.



“Doc Savage!”

“Yeah!” yelled McSwain with glee. “The Savage guy uses knock-out bullets instead of regular
slugs.”

“l don’t like the idea of Doc Savage being on our tails,” Nail said.

“Don’t sweat it,” said MSwain.

“Don't sweat it? Wth Doc Savage out there?”

“Ya nmoron, Doc Savage ain’t out there,” said Seven-El even.

“Whatta ya nmean, he ain't out there? How do you know?” argued Nails.

McSwain turned in the front seat of the car. “Think about it, stupid. Doc Savage is a great big
tough guy. He's a master of disguise. Think what we got.” He pointed at Renny’s unconsci ous form on
the floor of the car.

“Doc Savage ain’'t ‘out there'. He's right here.

“Don’ t cha understand, ya nuggs? W' ve captured Doc Savage!”

A STRAY shot in the gunfight behind the Elite Auto Garage had creased Sally Mrgan’s arm
The sounds of the gunfight had attracted the Tol edo police. They were debating rather to take her
to the hospital for stitches, or to take her to the police station for questioning. Sally' s side of

the debate consisted of advising themto go junmp in the |ake.

That was the situation when the taxi cab pulled up with Johnny, Long Tom and Margaret Adanms in
it.

“Are we going to be jake with the local |aw?” Long Tom asked Johnny as they got out of the cab.
“I'ndubi tably,” Johnny replied. He searched through his wallet and pulled out a credential card
showi ng an honorary commission in the Ohio State Police. Doc and his nmen habitually carried such
identification, given to themfor their many past efforts in hel ping | aw enforcenent agencies.

“That’s got to be Sally Mrgan,” Long Tom said, indicating the bl onde reporter.

“Yes, such pandenoniumcould only be causated by that illustrious nenber of the fifth estate,”
pronounced Johnny.

“What did he say?” asked Margaret Adans.

“I"’mnot quite sure,” said Long Tom “but dollars to doughnuts, that's the other girl with a
m ssing brother. Now |l et ne get over there before Johnny hopel essly confuses the cops.”

THR TOLEDO police were only too happy to turn over custody of the conbative newshen to Doc
Savage’' s ai des.

Sally Morgan was | ess inpressed.

“So where’'s the big bronze guy hinsel f?” she asked.

“He isn’t here?” replied Margaret Adans.

Sally considered the snall brunette. “Littlejohn and Roberts | recognize, but how do you fit into
all this, little sister?”

“I"'mlooking for nmy brother. He's ---"

“Listen,” interrupted Long Tom “we’ll play twenty questions later on. Right now, we're |ooking
for Renny and Doc.”



“You don’t know where they are?” Sally shot back.

“Perhaps you woul d enlighten us by recounting recent occurrences in these environs,” Johnny
sai d.

“Nothing like a big vocabulary to attract a woman,” said Sally sharply, But then she quickly told
of Renny’s disguise as Blackie Wite, the arrival of Seven-El even McSwain, and the subsequent

ki dnappi ng of Renny.

“Doc Savage never showed up all,” she concl uded.

As she finished, Long Tompulled a small device fromhis jacket pocket. It was a mniature radio
direction finder. He tuned in to the frequency of the small transmitter that was hidden in Renny’'s
shoe.

“This is crazy,” he said.

“Expl ain.” said Johnny.

“According to this, Renny hasn’t gone anywhere. He's right here in this alley!”

“That is crazy,” agreed Sally Mrgan. “I saw McSwain and his thugs haul himoff.”

“Let me recalibrate,” Long Tom sai d.

The device again indicated that Renny was not nore than fifty feet away fromthem

“That’s so spooky,” said Margaret Adans.

“There’'s got to be a rational explanation,” said Long Tom

It only took themfive mnutes to find it.

The viol ence of Renny's fight against seven-to-one odds had separated himfroma good part of his
cl ot hi ng.

H s jacket was in the alley, in three pieces.

So was the left sleeve fromhis shirt.

And so was the shoe with the radio homng transmtter init.
Renny was truly gone!

Chapter 14
The Real Bl ackie Wite

No police officer had ever visited Paul son Orchards.

There was no reason. The small apple orchard located in the “thunb” of M chigan, about
seventy-five mles north of Detroit was an ordinary |ooking place. That nade it the perfect crimnal
hi deout .

The owner, “Apples” Paul son, had provided refuge for his brother-in-law, a noted M d-Wstern
bank-robber. Wrd had spread, and now Paul son Orchard was one of the best-kept secrets of the
underwor | d, providing a secure hideout for wanted nmen -- at a price of a hundred dollars a day.

Fol | owi ng careful directions from Seven-El even McSwai n, Weels pulled the getaway car containing
the captive Renny into the orchard when it was al nbst dawn. Driving past the carefully ordered rows

of apple trees, he cane to a stop in fromof what appeared to be an apple storage barn.

In reality, the building housed a dormitory for wanted crimnals, and neeting rooms in which they
could plan future crines.

“Keep an eye on him boys,” commanded McSwain, as his thugs cragged Renny out of the car. “You' ve



all heard how tricky this guy can be.” He di sappeared into the apple barn.

Ti ed hand and foot, Renny lay on the ground with his eyes cl osed. He had beconme consci ous over an
hour earlier, but was keeping quiet, hoping to learn nore informati on about the Steel Hammer gang.

Seven- El even McSwai n was gone inside the building for about ten minutes. Then the door opened,

and he stepped out, followed by another man. The nan wal ked over to where Renny |ay, grabbed him by
the hair on his head, and pulled his face close.

“Wake up, Savage,” the man grow ed.

Renny opened his eyes. It was like looking in a mirror. He was facing the real Blackie Wite.
“How d you tunble onto us, Savage?” Bl ackie asked.

Renny sai d not hi ng. Sonehow the crooks were convinced that he was in fact Doc Savage in disguise.
Renny was going to et themgo on thinking that. It would give Doc tine to take his own actions to

stop the gang.

“The guy really is a nmaster of disguise,” said Seven-Eleven. “If | hadn’t known it couldn't have
been you, | woul d' ve been fool ed.”

“Yeah, for once your stupid way of not being able to follow orders really paid off,” Blackie
said. He | ooked closely at Renny's disguised face. “Sonebody get me a flashlight,” he suddenly
or der ed.

The thin Iight of dawn was not giving Bl acki e enough light to see by. A flashlight was produced.
Bl ackie White shined in intently on Renny's disguised face.

“Doesn’t Doc Savage have gol den-col ored eyes?” he asked.

There was general agreenent.

Bl ackie I et go of Renny’s hair, and let himfall to the ground. “Then this guy ain't him” he
sai d disgustedly.

THE FI RST person Monk nmet when he |anded in Detroit was Ham Brooks.

“You over-dressed fashion-plate! What are you doing here?” demanded Monk. “lI thought Doc told you
to go to Buffalo.”

“Change in plans, King Kong Junior,” Hamreplied. “Doc radioed me to rent a plane and cone here
before you all left C eveland. And he sent ne another quick message before he bailed out of your
pl ane over Tol edo.”

Am d rmuch noise and threat of bodily harm if not actual physical dismenberment, the two filled
each other in on the details of the case.

“...and so | let Johnny, Long Tom and Margaret Adams out at the airport in Tol edo, and headed
strai ght here,” Mnk concluded. “Now you can help nme convince the Detroit Police and the M chigan
National Quard to start poking around in the city parks.”

“That out to be a snap, conpared what he asked ne to do.”

“What's that?”

“Chase down a submarine. On dry land.”

ONE OF Seven- El even McSwai n’s henchmen recal |l ed hearing runors that Doc Savage enployed thin |ens

of glass, inserted onto the eyeballs, in order to change their color. After much poki ng and proddi ng
of Renny’'s eyes, they determined that their prisoner was not in fact Doc Savage. Exactly who he was,

and what he had been doing, inpersonating Blackie Wite remained at nystery, since Renny renai ned
grimMy silent during a series of kicks, punches, and threats about what m ght be done to make him



tal k.

Wil e this was going on, nobody noticed that the driver, Weels, had slipped away into the apple
barn. The |l arge man nmade a quick yet thorough tour of the building. There was nothing there. Blackie
Wi te had been the only nmenber of the gang at Paul son Orchards.

Alow, trilling sound filled a small corner of the apple barn.

For Wheel s, Seven-El even McSwain’s huge drive, was in fact Doc Savage!

DOC HAD arrived by parachute while Renny had still been inside the Elite Auto Garage with Sally
Morgan. He had made an investigation of the premi ses fromthe rooftop.

From there he had observed the arrival of the large touring car. One nman had left the car, talked
to the guards in front of the building, and then returned to the car. The car had i nmedi ately pulled
around the alley behind the building, and the seven men piled out to set up their anbush.

Slipping silently off of the roof, Doc had noved silently behind the | argest of the nen, and
grabbed himat the base of the neck. The man, Weels, went linp. Doc’s skill as a surgeon all owed
himto isolate a particular nerve cluster, and by conpressing it, produce instant unconsci ousness.

Using a small, yet well-equipped disguise kit that he carried with himalways in a speci al
conmpartment of his vest, Doc hurriedly disguised hinmself, and joined Seven-El even’s gang.

The joker in the deck came when Sally Mrgan came out into the alley and started bl asti ng away
with the super-firer. Doc’s plan was to go with the gang, trying to trace the base of operations of
the Steel Hammrer.

It would not serve to get involved in a running gun-battle in Tol edo. Though he never carried a
gun hinmself -- Doc believed that the habitual carrying of a firearmnade a man too reliant on a
physi cal weapon, rather than his wits -- he was a master marksman. Using Weel s' pistol, he had
pl aced several accurate shots very near to Sally Mrgan. These forced her to keep her head down
whil e McSwai n’ s henchnen | oaded Renny’s unconscious forminto the big touring car.

But the plan was not working out how he had hoped. Apparently, Blackie Wite was the only other
menber of the gang here at the orchard hideout. There were no nortars, no nortarmen. No subnari ne,
no sailors.

So as not to arouse suspicion, Doc slipped back outside.

The interrogation of Renny was just concl uding.

“Probably some G man,” Blackie Wite guessed. “The only thing | don’t knowis that if they' ve
figured out the Steel Hamrer angle, or it this is some old business catching up with us.”

There was sonme grunting and concern fromall present. There was not a man there with |less than
$5,000 in rewards posted of their capture.

“Hey, don’t you nuggs start worrying now” Seven-El even crowed. “This thing is fool -proof. Al

you' ve got to worry about is how you re going to spend the mllion bucks apiece you' re each going to
get for your share of the payout.”

“Newspapers say the payout is supposed to be a hundred million smackers,” comrented Rocko.

“And what do you care about the newspapers?” MSwain chal |l enged.

“Aw, | ain't saying nothing, Seven-Eleven,” Rocko answered. “Just that we’'re the ones wal ki ng
into the banks, noving through the poison gas, and taking the risks.”

“Listen up!” said Blackie Wite. “You need to appreciate how big this thing really is. 1've got a
lot nore than you guys on the payroll, and there's been plenty of expenses too. You agreed to your
end of the split when we started this thing. Besides, none of you have been anywhere near the gas
when it’s gone in.

“Now | ' m gonna get Paul son to set us up some breakfast here in a little bit. You guys get sone



rest. The Steel Hammer is scheduled to take down the Peninsula Bank on Cass Avenue in Detroit at
hi gh noon today!”

Chapter 15
The Dry-Land Submari ne

The witing on the wall had | ed Johnny and Long Tomto Detroit.

After finding Renny’'s shoe, they had made a nore thorough search of the alley. Using devices

whi ch | ooked like mniature flashlights. The devices projected light beans of ultra-violet, outside
of the visible spectrumof lights. Doc and his men carried pieces of a special chem cal chalk, which
could be seen only when an ultra-violet light hit it.

They found the unconscious body of Weels, and a nessage chal ked on the wall:

I"M FOLLOW NG RENNY -- SEND TH S GUY
TO COLLEGE -- GO TO DETRO T

It was in Doc’s handwriting.
“What’s that?” came Sally Myrgan's voice.

Both nmen quickly shut off their ultra-violet light projectors. The so-called “college” was one of
Doc Savage's bi ggest secrets.

“Well, what did it say?” Sally continued.

Rel i eved that she hadn’t seen the contents of the nessage, Long Tom gave her an edited version.
“Doc is with Renny. They're no doubt shadow ng the gang. We're to head to Detroit.” He omtted any
mention of the “college”.

Doc Savage rarely turned over any crimnals he captured to the authorities. Instead, he sent them
to his “Crime College” in upstate New York. There, they received a delicate brain operation, devised
by Doc, which erased their nmenories and cured themof the crimnal tendencies. They were taught
citizenship and a useful trade, and rel eased back into society as useful citizens. The concept of
“curing” crime was probably a hundred years ahead of its time, and Doc kept the operation very
secret, for fear of public outcry.

Johnny took Sally Mrgan and Margaret Adans along with himto cry and make arrangenents for

travel to Detroit. Long Tom contacted the | ocal branch of a nationw de detective agency to arrange
for the transport of the prisoner to Doc’s college. The agency was nost reliable and discrete --
alnost all of its enployees were “graduates” of Doc’'s facility.

I T TURNED out the quickest way to Detroit was to continue on in the taxi cab. No speedy airplanes
were available for quick rental, and an autonobile driven with a heavy foot woul d beat the fastest
train. The pronise of a $100 bonus for speedy delivery gave the Tol edo cabby a very heavy foot

i ndeed.

The command post of Col onel Lawson of the M chigan National Guard was where they nmanaged to |ink
up with Monk, who was hel pi ng organi ze search grids.

“Jeez, am| glad to see you guys,” the big chenist said to Johnny and Long Tom “ls that bl onde
babe Sally Mrgan?” Mnk al ways had an eye for the | adies.

“And |’ m guessing you woul d be Monk Mayfair?” Sally replied.
“At your service,” Mnk said gallantly.

“So with you here, and Doc Savage and Renw ck undercover somewhere, the only menber of your group
I haven't met would be the | awyer, Ham Brooks. Were's he?”

“Aw, old Hamjust left to try and make a tel ephone call to check on his wife and thirteen
hal f-wit children,” Mnk |ied solemly. Ham and Monk often conpeted for the favor of good-I|ooking



wonen, and neither ever mssed the opportunity to ruin the other’s chances.
“And what are you doing here, M. Mayfair,” Sally said, taking Monk’s armin her hand.

“Ch, call me Monk. | here coordinating...” Mnk suddenly stopped. Mre than once, he had gotten
into trouble for blabbing to a pretty face. He | ooked to Johnny and Long Tom

“Co ahead. Tell her everything,” said Long Tom

“The two femal es of the species have conducted an epic conversation, and have deduced virtually
the entirety of the situation,” said Johnny.

“l"ve warned you about that vocabulary,” Sally told Johnny. “And might | remind you, if it wasn't
for us fenmales, you fellows would still be in Pittsburgh scratching your heads.”

That wasn’'t entirely accurate, but there didn't seemany point in arguing with it, so Monk went
ahead and began expl aining that they were | ooking for places where nortars could be fired from

“l still can’t believe that ny brother Hank woul d have anything to do with these poi son gas
attacks,” Sally said.

“My brother either,” said Margaret Adans.

THE TRUTH was that both girls were right.
Their brothers had been played for prize suckers by Blackie Wite.

He had not, as was popul arly believed, been hiding out sonewhere out of the country. Instead he

had been, as “Frank” Wite, been assenbling one of the nobst clever crimnal gangs in history. A gang
all the nore dangerous because nost of the menbers had no idea that they were involved in anything
crimnal.

Instead, they understood that they were helping for fight crime with Doc Savage!

Hank Morgan, the fornmer arny nortarman, had no i dea he was actually firing poison gas shells. It
had been explained to himin this way.

“Doc Savage has learned of an incredible plot to attack this country wth poison gas,” Bl ack
VWiite had lied, just as he lied to all of the nen he recruited. “He has come up with new inventions
to stop this threat.

“One of themis this “Anti-Gas” nortar shell. Wien it explodes, it instantly provides a
neutralizing effect that stops poison gas.

“Another is the “Anti-Gas” gas that the submarine produces. It sets up a protective barrier that
stops the gas fromaffecting people. You'll be able to tell that it’'s working, because it wll
appear as a yellowgreen fog.”

This line proved to be surprisingly effective. Al npbst everyone knew that Doc Savage operated
secretly, with a disdain for publicity. The nortarnmen had no idea of the contents of the shells they
were firing, and the submariners did not know the fog they produced only served to hel p a vast
crimnal conspiracy.

In fact, both groups of men were feeling very proud of thenselves. They were convinced that they
wer e hel ping Doc Savage, and that what they were doing had prevented hundreds, naybe thousands, of
peopl e frombeing killed by poison gas.

Frank Wite gave themdirections, based on what he said were “orders from Doc Savage”. The
submarine fog and nortar shelling would be coordinated down to the very second. Neither group of men
knew of the existence of the third group -- Seven-El even McSwain's group of bank robbers.

Questions the men asked were answered with lies. They were to neet Doc “shortly”. Doc thought

they were doing a terrific job. They had to nove in and out secretly, so that they could be nore
effective -- if the Steel Hammer managed to find out how Doc was “stopping” his poison gas, he m ght
change his formula. The air raid siren on the mniature submarine was really a warning alarmfor



poi son gas.

Now bot h groups, based on orders relayed to them by the nan the thought to be, “Doc Savage’'s
contact man, Frank Wiite” were headed for Detroit. The nortars would deploy to a wooded area of
Wl verine Park. The submarine would be | aunched from a secluded sight into the Detroit River.

Doc had deduced that there was no way the subnmarine could be continuously traveling by water.
There were no waterway connections, and mniature submari nes | acked the speed and fuel capacity to
make | ong di stance voyages. The submarine, he concluded, nust be carried fromplace to place on a

| arge, covered or panel ed truck.

This was the “submarine on dry |and” that Ham had been sent out to find.

SURPRI SINGLY, HE had little trouble finding it.

Doc’s instructions were to ook for a site along the Detroit River, not nore than thirty mles
fromthe city. It nmust be on the Anerican side of the river -- the Steel Hammer woul d not take the
risk of trying to cross through custons into Canada on the opposite shore. It needed to be private,
and able to support a large nmotor vehicle. Doc’s estimate was that a five ton truck woul d be

required to transport the sub.

There were really only three places that fit these requirement. In his rented plane, Hamflew a
patrol pattern, checking each in turn.

At nine o' clock in the morning he was rewarded with the sight of a large, covered truck pulling

up to an isolate river landing just north of Detroit. Canvas was pulled fromthe rear of the truck,
reveal i ng a sl ender, cigar-shaped craft.

Banki ng his airplane in and out of clouds, to avoid ground observation, Ham kept watch.

He switched the plane’s radio to the command frequency of the M chigan National Guard.

“Calling Mk, calling Mnk,” he said.

“Whatta ya want, shyster?” squawked a reply.

“Listen, you furry oaf, you'd better get cracking,” said Ham |l oudly.

There was commotion, and a female voice in the background said, “ls that Ham Brooks?”

“Who is that?” Ham asked.

“None of your business, fancy pants,” said Mnk. “You just keep right on with your little
submari ne hunt on dry land.”

“I"ve found the submarine,” Hamreplied. “Now you' d better find the nortars before the Steel
Hammer strikes downtown Detroit!”

BACK AT the Hammer gang’s hideout at Paul son Orchards, Seven-Eleven McSwain and his nen were
finishing their breakfast.

“You get on the road, Seven,” said Blackie Wite. “The tinmetable for this is very precise. The
fog will start comng in off the river at 11:53. The nortar shells with the gas have a
tine-on-target of 11:59.”

“They’ re nowhere near us, right?” MSwain asked.

“The target in the intersection of Second Avenue and Hol | and. That’'s ei ght bl ocks south of the

bank. You go in on Holland, fromthe north, and make your getaway on Tenth Avenue. You'll be
perfectly safe.” Blackie Wite stood to |leave. “I'I| see you at the warehouse hideout in Chicago
toni ght.”

“Think the feds will be ready to pay the ransom by then?” asked Rocko.



“l think our this denonstration will convince themthat we're serious,” Blackie said. If they
need nore convincing, we'll do the Lincoln Federal Bank in Chicago tonorrow to keep the pressure
on.

“Ch, and one nore thing.” He pointed at the bound formof Renny laying on the floor. “Before you
go, put a bullet in this guy’'s head!”

Chapter 16

Hammer Tine on Hol | and Avenue

The crackling and sizzling noise and yell owgreen fog started just before noon.

One minute the Detroit River was quiet and placid.

I'n the next nonent, the Steel Hammer struck!

The terrible crackling noise, like a piece of bacon the size of a Mack truck sizzling on the
devil’s own griddle, filled the air. The very river itself seened to be burning, and the

yel | owgreen fog rose.

Dug in along the riverfront, two battalions of the Mchigan National CGuard quickly put on their
gas masks. They maintained perfect discipline -- until the scream ng started.

When the scream ng sound began coming in off the river, several machi ne-guns cut |oose. The

effect was just as Doc had foreseen -- the air raid siren, with its unholy wail com ng as such cl ose

quarters, caused panic, even in trained nen who anticipated the event.
Corporal s and sergeants ran up and down the line, stopping the wild firing.

“You know better!” an old First Sergeant, a G eat War veteran, roared. “Hold your fire until you
can see your target!”

“Sarge, we can't see three feet in front of us,” protested a nachi ne-gunner.
“Well, hang on until you can. Themi s orders!”
“But Sarge....”

“"But Sarge’ nothing! Just shut your yap, and hold your fire. Wrd is that we’ve got Doc Savage
and his nen hel ping out on this.”

“The Man of Bronze hinsel f!”

“That’s right. He m ght even be out there on the river right now, fighting this thing. So hold
your fire until you ve got a definite target.”

“WI1l do, Sarge.”

AT THAT tinme, Doc Savage, still in his disguise as “Weels”, was naneuvering the big Packard
touring car down Holl and Avenue.

Beside him in the front seat, Seven-Eleven McSwain was checking the loads in his twin

si x-shooters. In the rear of the car, the six henchmen were readying their tommy-guns and burl ap

| oot sacks.

“l’ve never seen you so blood-thirsty, Weels,” MSwain said. “lI had you picked as a top-notch
driver, but | didn't figure you for such an anxi ous gun-hand, especially to bunp off a fed.”

“Yeah, well, you know...” Doc replied non-conmtally. “There was this job once...”
“Back when you were running with the Barrow gang?” MSwai n asked.

“Something like that,” Doc replied.



“l"d always heard that an undercover inforner set you up for the Texarkana job. And you were the
only one to get anyway on that one.”

Reasoni ng that nobody in the back of the car could contradict him since Wieels had been the only
one to escape, Doc spoke nore freely, inventing a story of a federal undercover agent who had passed
informati on about the gangs activities. H's encycl opedic know edge of crimnal activity enabled him
to recall reports of a Texarkana bank robbery with one presuned escaped robber sone five years

previ ously.

“... so |l figured | was finishing up paying them back, bunping off that fed back at the apple
farm” he concluded violently.

When Bl ackie White had order the execution of the disguised Renny, Doc had volunteered to do the
j ob.

As “Wheel s”, he'd drug the bound figure of Renny down the long rows of apple trees to where
Paul son, the hideout’s operator, stood beside a freshly dug grave.

Reaching the grave, he threw Renny violently into the hole.

“l don’t need to see nuthin’,” said Paul son, turning his back. “I ain’t witnessin' nuthin.” He
never heard Doc step up behind him and never felt Doc squeeze the nerve cluster at the base of his

neck, producing instant unconsci ousness.
Doc quickly untied Renny, gave himhurried instructions, and fired a single shot into the
now enpty grave. Then he headed back through the rows of apple trees, to drive the Steel Hammer gang

to Detroit.

Now as the gang approached the central business district, Seven-El even McSwain gave final
instructions.

“Cet ready, ya nuggs. Get you gas nasks on.”

“l can’t see for nothing wearing this thing,” conplained one of the bag-nen, Rocko.

“You' d rather breathe poison gas?” chided MSwain.

“Ain't supposed to be no poison gas anywhere near us!” shot back Nails.

“l know that and you know that,” said McSwain. “But nobody in Detroit knows that. They expect the
yel l owgreen stuff to be poison, so we wear the nmasks, so that they don’t think any different,
see?”

“CGotcha, Seven,” Nails said.

“Besi des, we don’t know how good those nortarmen are. Are they really going to be able to hit
where they' re supposed to?”

THE MORTARMEN were very good.

Their truck cane rolling in to Wlverine park at 11:45. The nortar crews quickly carried their
nortars to three firing positions, formng a triangle around the truck. Azinmuths were checked with a
conpass, and direction stakes quickly pounded into the ground. Amunition bearers stacked the
supposed “Anti-Gas” shells and powder charges at each gun.

Mortar crews take their instructions froma Fire Direction Center. The firing chief, having
successfully conputed the required trigononetric functions for |launching a bullet into the air and
making it come down in a particular place, relays this information to his gun captains, who pass it
to their crews.

Hank Morgan was the chief of the Fire Direction Center. “Gun Crews! Perform safety inspection!”

“Performsafety inspection!” echoed the gun captains. At all three nortars, gunners and their
assi stants inspected their weapons.”



“@un One up!”
“Qun Two up!”
“@un Three up!”

Satisfied, and marking the tine by his wistwatch, Hank Mrgan began calling out the various

pi eces of information required for the fire mssion -- the precise direction of fire, how far the
gun tubes should be el evated, how many charge bags of powder should be used, and finally, with
particular pride, he called out, “Amunition, ‘Anti-Gas’ Special!”

“Ammuni tion, ‘Anti-Gas’ Special!” the gun captains echoed. This was the nmonment they had cone to
savor. Al the nen were convinced that their actions were going to nake a difference, were going to
hel p Doc Savage, were going to save lives...

“Hang the first round!” Morgan ordered.

“Hangi ng!” At each gun, the |oader held a nortar shell *“hanging” over the end of the tube. On
command, he would drop the shell, which would fall to the bottomof the nortar tube. There is would
hit the firing pin, which would set off the primer, which in turn would ignite the seven charge bags
of powder. This explosion would send the shell blasting out of the nortar, up into the air, on a

| ong, rai nbow shaped parabol a that woul d end twenty-ei ght seconds later with the shell inpacting at
the corner of Second and Hol | and.

Hank Morgan had his eyes glued to his watch. Everything was going exactly according to schedul e.
The shells were to land at exactly 11:58. Figuring a twenty-ei ght second flight tinme, that neant
that the shells had to be fired at exactly 11:57 and thirty-two seconds. Per standard nortar

operating procedure, the order to hand the first round was given ten seconds before firing.

Frank Morgan gazed intently at the second hand on his wistwatch, and opened his nouth to give
the command, “Fire!”

But it never cane.

I nst ead, Hank Morgan | ooked up to see his sister Sally in the conpany of a very tall, gaunt nman
wearing a nonocl e.

“Stop!” tall Johnny ordered, using the single syllable. “Stop! Cease and desist!”

“Hank, stop!” cried Sally.

Hank Morgan was besi de hinsel f.

On the one hand, he was confused and amazed at the presence of his sister, and the tall stranger,
telling himto stop. But on the other hand, he was convinced that his duty was to | aunch the speci al
“Anti-Gas” nortar shells to hel p Doc Savage thwart the plans of the Steel Hammrer.

Duty won the day.

Hank Morgan cried, “Fire!”

AS “WHEELS", Doc turned the car containing the Steel Hamrer gang right off of Holland, and
squealed to a stop in front of the Peninsula Bank and the corner of Tenth Street and Cass Avenue.
The streets were clouded with the yell owgreen fog, and the sizzling and scream ng sounds fromthe

river, sone el even blocks distant, were trenendously | oud.

There were no people out on the street. Al had taken cover inmediately as soon as attack had
begun.

“Right on the noney,” Seven-Eleven McSwain said with satisfaction as he | ooked at his watch.
“Keep the motor running, and be ready to zip out of here, Weels.”

“CGotcha.” Doc replied.

“Set the time, Nails!” ordered MSwain.



“One mnute, and mark time .... now” replied Nails, pushing the button on a stop-watch.
“Let’s go!”

The three tomy-gunners entered the bank first. Seeing their gas-masked faces, the custonmers and
enpl oyees fell to the floor. Most of themdidn't see the three gas-nmasked nen with burlap sacks when
they entered. And they didn’t see, but rather heard, Seven-El even McSwai n when he entered, crying,
“Hell o, Detroit! The Steel Hammer is in the Modtor City!”

Qut in the getaway car, Doc was using a small radio transmtter he'd kept conceal ed on his

person. He was trying to contact Johnny, Long Tom or Monk, hoping that they had been able to stop
the nmortarmen from |l aunching the poison gas attack. The radio set only was effective over relatively
short distances, but if his aides had been able to stop the poison gas attack, they should be in
range.

Again Doc tried to reach his friends.

But there was no answer.

Chapter 17

Hamrer and Anvi |

Downt own Detroit was chaos.

The yell ow-green fog fromthe river covered the central business district. throughout the area

the sizzling, crackling scream ng noise -- the trademark of a Steel Hanmmer attack -- reigned
suprenme. Citizens cowered inside buildings, pressing handkerchiefs and any piece of cloth they could

find against the cracks around doorways and w ndows, hoping to keep out the dreaded poi son gas.

I nside the Peninsul a Bank, Seven-El even McSwai n swaggered about with his trademark six-shooters
in his hands, as his nmen enptied the vault.

“People, if you live through this, you need to tell themthat they’'d better pay up!” MSwain
roared theatrically. “There’s no bank in the country that can stand up to the Steel Hamer!”

“Thirty seconds,” reported Nails.

Qutside in the getaway car, Doc continued to try and raise his aides on the radio. Had they not
been successful, there would once again be civilian casualties.

Doc hoped to keep up his disguise, and follow along with the Hanrmer gang. But if there were
poi son gas victinms in Detroit, his oath as a physician would require that he break the disguise to
rush to their aid.

Once nore he tried the radio.

“That you, Doc?” came Mnk's small, squeaky voi ce.

I T HAD been a cl ose shave.

Really, it was Johnny who had saved the day. Using a topographic map, his geologist’'s eye had

seen that the terrain of Wlverine Park had of fered the best nortar firing position. Rushing there
with carloads of Detroit police officers, they had arrived just in the nick of tine. Hank Mrgan had
actual |y hesitated when he’d seen his sister, not for long, but for just enough time for Doc’s aides
and Detroit’s finest to intervene.

Two of the nortar shells had never left the |oaders’ hands. The final man had actually dropped
his shell into the tube, but a flying kick from Mnk had sent the nortar flying sideways. It never
reached the firing pin at the bottomof the nortar tube.

“Whew! ” excl ai med Monk, picking hinself up off the ground. “They don't get much cl oser than
that!”



“You don’t understand,” Hank Mbrgan was saying to the police officers who were trying to slap him
into handcuffs. “You ve got to let us go! W work for Doc Savage, and we've got to save the city!”

“Hank, you poor sinple lug,” said Sally, hugging her brother.
“Sis, you've got to listen to me. They' ve got to let us go.”
“No, Hank. You've got it wong. You ve been tricked.”
“Tricked? What do you nean?”

“l mean...” Sally Mrgan stopped, for once at a |l oss for words. How coul d she explain to her
brother that he had been tricked into causing the death of innocent Anericans.

“What do you mean, Sally?” Hank asked.

Monk filled the silence. “She neans we’'ve got a lot of talking to do. See, | work for Doc
and...”

“Me too,” interrupted Hank.

“That’s what they told you, and that’'s what we’ve got to tal k about,” Mnk said. Mnk suddenly
becane aware of a buzzing noise, coming fromthe area where he had fallen after kicking over the
nmortar. Looking, his saw that his mniature radio had fallen fromhis pocket, and was |aying there
on the ground buzzing. Rushing to it, noving fast and close to the earth like his siman nanesake,
he grabbed it and held it to his ear.

“That you, Doc?” he asked.

“Have you stopped the nortars?”

“Sure have, Doc.”

“Good. Can you keep what is going on there secret?”

“l believe so,” Johnny said over Mnk’s shoulder. “I think we can convince the authorities to
cooperate with us.”

“I"1l sweet talk’em” added Sally Morgan.

Doc paused for a nmonent. He hadn’t expected to hear the girl’s voice. Cbviously, she was still
involved in the case, despite the best efforts of he and his aides.

“Keep things quiet. I'll radio instructions shortly.” Doc turned the radio off.

I NSI DE THE bank, Seven-El even McSwain was | eaving his calling card. The snall steel hamrer nade a
ringing sound as it fell on the marble floor.

“Renmenber, tell’emto pay up, or else!” he threatened, as he followed his gang out of the bank’s
door .

Qut on the sidewal k he found a surprise.

Doc had taken out the tommy-gunner first, since they were the biggest threat. Getting out of the
car, and noving through the yell owgreen fog, he had stepped between two of themas they exited the
bank. Si multaneously, using both hands, he had applied pressure to the nerve clusters in their
necks, and they had fallen unconsci ous.

The third tomy-gunner had started to raise his weapon, only to find it town fromhis grasp. Doc
grasped the man, and used himto knock over the three nen carrying the loot. Fromthere on, it was
pl ai n rough-and-tunble fighting, with Doc supplying the rough, and the Hammer gang doing the

tunbl i ng.

This was the surprise that awaited Seven-El even McSwai n when he came out of the bank. Six of his
gang lay prostrate on the sidewal k. The seventh man, Weels, was standing there in front of him



McSwai n was qui ck.

He didn't spend tine tal king. Taking the situation in at a glance, he ainmed both his six-shooters
right at Weels.

O rather, tried to aimthem
Bot h weapons were sl apped from his hands before he could pull the triggers.

But McSwain was still quick. He nanaged to bl ock Doc’s hand, reaching for his neck, and foll owed
up by actually landing a punch to Doc’s head.

Doc followed with a single punch of his own.

McSwai n fl ew backward through the air for twenty feet before hitting the sidewal k and skidding to
a stop.

Doc | oaded himand the other six nenbers of the gang into the car and drove off. the screaning
and crackling noises had stopped, and the yell owgreen fog was beginning to drift away.

THE BORROWED Detroit policecar was headed toward the river. Margaret Adans was behi nd the wheel.
Doc had issued further orders. Johnny and Long Tom together with Sally Mrgan, her brother, and
all the other nortarmen, were to go to an isolated Mchigan farm called Paul son Orchards. Doc
provi ded directions. Mnk was to take Margaret Adans to the airport, neet Ham and follow his
directions to |locate Phil Adans and the crew of the mniature subnarine.

Monk and Ham had begun quarreling before the propeller on Hanmis plan even stopped turning.

“Finally, the legal beagle turns up after the fun is over,” Mnk stated as his greeting.

Ham i gnored him concentrating on Margaret Adans. “And you woul d be the M ss Adans that Doc
Savage has been telling me about,” he said.

“He told you about me?” the girl asked.

From her tone of voice, Hamcould see that this was obviously another girl with a crush on Doc.

He answered her question indirectly. “Doc has |l et ne know how inportant it is that we reach your
brother. He thinks if you are with us, that your brother will be nore apt to understand the
situation. Your cooperation is vital”

“Pretty slick line, clotheshorse!” snorted Monk.

“You' Il excuse ny colleague,” Hamsaid to Margaret. “H s nother was an epileptic, and frequently
dropped himon his head when he was a small child. No doubt he's already regaled you with his
ridicul ous fantasy about ny having a wife and thirteen children.

“A psychol ogi st would call it ‘projection’, a delusion resulted fromhis inability to confront

his feeling about Ms. Muyfair and the thirteen siman off-spring swinging fromthe chandeliers at
t he Mayfair househol d.”

“That does it!” roared Monk. “l’mtaking your head right off those shoul ders!”

“Whenever you think you' re ready,” Hamreplied, swordcane in hand.

“About ny brother,” interjected Margaret Adans. “Can we get around to finding hin®”

An ensui ng argunent about who should drive had only been settled by the trimbrunette girl’'s
getting behind the wheel of the borrowed policecar and starting the engine. “Save the animal act for
another tinme!” she said. “Let’s get ny brother.”

Monk and Ham had piled in beside her, and the car left the airport at a high rate of speed.

Now, thirty mnutes later, they were approaching the river. The site where the miniature



submari ne had entered the river was an abandoned fishing canp, right near a good hard-surfaced
road.

As Margaret pulled up, the submarine, an ingenious craft only about twenty feet |ong, was being
wi nched up out of the river onto wooden stay on the truckbed. Once on the truck, false walls would

be erected around the undersea craft, and a tarpaulin draped over it, hiding it conpletely.

A dark-haired man wearing a nmechanic’s coveralls came wal king towards the police car. “Oficers,
just contact Doc Savage, he'll explain every--"

He stopped suddenly when he saw Margaret Adans get out from behind the wheel. “Margaret, what are
you doi ng here?”

“Ch, Phil,” said Margaret, and she ran and hugged her brother.

“Say, | recognize you,” said the driver of the truck to Monk. “You're one of Doc’s top five
aides, ain’t that right?”

“That’s right,” Mnk replied.

“So does this mean we’'re going to finally neet the big bronze guy hinsel f?”
“Sonmething like that,” said Mnk.

“Hey, what are you crying for?” Phil Adans asked his sister.

“It’s a long story,” Hamsaid, “and we need to get you to where you can tell your side of it to
Doc. ”

Wthin fifteen minutes, the borrowed policecar and the truck | oaded with the m niature subnarine
wer e headed north, bound for Paul son Orchards.

Chapter 18
Bl acki e Wiite Sees Red

The newspaper headline blared the news fromDetroit:

STEEL HAMMER STRI KES DETRA T!
25 Killed in Gas Attack!

TERROR SPREADS
MORE DEAD -- $60, 000 TAKEN

VWHERE W LL THE
STEEL HAMVER STRI KE NEXT?
“Pay Ransonf Says Public

The Chicago “Inquirer” ran a special eye-wi tness account fromtheir on-the-spot reporter:

DEATH STRI KES DETRO T!
The Fatal Gas Attack!
by Sally Morgan

The story detailed Sally Mrgan's eye-w tness account of the Steel Hammer’'s attack on Detroit. It
told of people being overcone on the streets of Detroit by poison gas, of the efforts of anbul ance
drivers, who braved death to take the victinms to a |local hospital, of doctors and nurses who | abored
there to save lives, and of the anguish of the relatives of the victins, as they waited to find out
if their loved ones would Iive.

The story was an outstanding piece of journalism It detailed facts. It caught the nood of the
city inits hour of peril. It praised the courage and dedi cation of those who worked to save lives.
It showed conpassion for the those who had been stricken.



It was an outstanding piece of journalism in every way but one.
Like all of the other stories comng out of Detroit, it was totally false.

After apprehendi ng Seven-El even McSwai n and the gang, Doc had quickly contacted authorities, and
outlined his plan. Accordingly, anbul ances had been dispatched to the vicinity of the corner of
Hol | and and Second Avenue. They then proceeded to Sister of Mercy Hospital, where the supposed
“victims” were isolated in a special ward.

The doctors issued bulletins about the condition of their supposed patients. The police

conmi ssi oner provided informati on about the robbery and the attack. To all intents and purposes, the
story matched the pattern of the attacks in Pittsburgh and C evel and. The Steel Hamer had robbed a
bank in the mddle of a major Anmerican city, under the cover of a vicious cloud of an unknown

yel | ow green poi son gas.

In the neantine, Doc arranged for Hank Mdrgan’s nortarmen and Phil Adans’ subnariners, who had

al so been duped by “Frank” White, to be released to his custody. H's aides were escorting themto
Paul son Orchards, which Doc planned to use as an isol ated base of operations, while he questioned
everyone involved in the case.

The interrogati on of Seven-El even McSwain and his gang of bank-robbers came first. Unfortunately,
it provided very little information. Even under the admi nistration of Doc’s special “truth serunf
and hypnosis, they added very little to what Doc had al ready found out.

Bl ackie White had recruited McSwain and the others as his bank robbers. They knew about the ruse
of the submariners and nortarmen, who thought they were working for Doc Savage. Each was convi nced
that they would be part of a one million dollar per man pay-off once the hundred million dollar
ransom was paid. .

Doc had finished his interrogations by the tine that Long Tom and Johnny arrived with Sally
Morgan, her brother, and his fellow nortarmen. The group had been delayed in Detroit as Sally Mrgan
tel ephoned in her “on-the-spot” story about the Steel Hammer’'s attack to her newspaper

It was a despondent group of nmen that unloaded fromtheir trucks. Sally Mrgan had told her

brot her how he had been tricked. Long Tom and Johnny had sadly confirmed her story. Hank and his
fell ows now realized how they had been fool ed.

DOC ADDRESSED t he nen as soon as they arrived.

Al eyes were drawn to the bronze man as he stood in front of them “Men,” he said, “you are the
victinms of an ingenious plot. Evil nmen have used your patriotismand trust to take advantage of you,
and enlist you in their schene.”

Doc spoke in clear, even tones. He used his study of psychiatry to try to relieve the nmen’s

anxi eti es about what they had been involved in. He assured themthat he considered themto be
innocent victins of a foul plot, and that they would not be prosecuted. The nen were visibly
relieved at this news.

“But right now, ny aides and nyself are going to need to ask you sone questions. W need to find
out what you know about what has gone on. W need to find out as nuch as we can. Please try and
remenber as nmuch as you can. There nmay be details that you know, which you don’'t think are relevant,

which may in fact be clues to tracking down the Steel Hammer.”

Long Tom and Johnny broke the nortarmen down into two groups, and began questioning them Doc
renoved one of the poison gas shells fromthe truck, and began examining it.

He was interrupted by Sally Morgan.
“Where’s Renw ck?” she asked abruptly.
Doc sai d not hi ng.

“He’s not hurt, is he?”

Doc turned and faced the young wonan. She seened genuinely concerned. Doc surm sed that Renny



m ght have an interesting situation on his hands when he net up with Sally Mrgan again. “Renny is
fine,” Doc said.

“I's he here?”

“No.

“I"1l1 bet you've got himon the trail of Blackie Wite?”

Doc was surprised, though he showed no emption. Sally had figured out a part of his plan. Since
she had already conme up with several good clues, and had a reporters understanding of how the
Chi cago underwor | d worked, Doc decided to turn the questioning around.

“Way would | have himtrailing Blackie Wite?” Doc countered.

“To find the real boss of the Steel Hammer gang, obviously!”

“Are you so sure Blackie Wite isn't the boss?”

“Don't patronize me, M. Cark Savage, Jr.,” Sally said. “Blackie Wite is a big-tinme nobster,
sure. But he never woul d have had the brains to set sonething like this up by hinself.”

“Are you sure?”

“Darn sure,” said Sally. “Not to nention the fact that this thing was incredibly expensive to set
up. He's had over fifty men on a payroll for nonths, feeding them hiding themout, buying
submari nes, setting up hide-outs, noving people all around the country. He's easily spent over a
mllion bucks just setting all this up.”

“You don’t think he spent the nmoney to set it up, with the idea of collecting it back a hundred
tines over with his demand for a hundred million dollar ranson?” Doc quizzed.

Sal ly Morgan ticked off points on her fingers. “One, Blackie Wiite never had a mllion bucks at
one time in his life. Two, if he did, he'd be swigging rumon the beach in Rio. And three, | seemto
recall that the Steel Hammer requested that ransom ‘in gold .”

“And you think that significant?”

“Ms. Mrgan's ol dest daughter paid attention during arithmetic, mster. Amllion dollars in
gol d wei ghs just about 2,000 pounds -- one ton.

“While we were driving up here, | asked ny brother Hank how nuch those trucks he's been using
could carry. He told ne that they had a payl oad capacity of two tons each.

“I"ve worked kidnapping stories in Chicago. Crooks |look for a ransomthat can be delivered

qui ckly and secretly; a suitcase thrown out of a car window at night at a special spot on a deserted
hi ghway. Nobody with half a brain would expect to get away with a ransomthat had to be delivered by
a convoy of 50 trucks!”

“You’ ve obviously thought, this out, Mss Mrgan,” said Doc.

“You bet | have! And |I’'ve been a good scout all through this,” she continued, conveniently
forgetting clouting Renny and ki dnappi ng himback in Pittsburgh, “and I filed the story with ny
paper |like you asked. So the |east you can do is let me in on what is going on.”

“We're waiting,” said Doc.

“Wai ting? For what?”

“For the submarine, and for Blackie Wite.”

BLACKI E WHI TE got the news of the Steel Hammer’'s attack on Detroit at a gas station outside of

Flint, Mchigan. He was headed for Chicago in a shiny new Ford, and had stopped to fill up the tank,
when he heard the news flash cone over the radio the station had playing.



“Bull etin! Downtown Detroit has cone under attack by the Steel Hammer! Poi son gas has filled the
street and ...”

Bl ackie White paid for his gas, and cruised on toward Chicago. The Detroit robbery had gone
according to plan, and should net a m ni mum of another $50,000. The bank job he had planned in
Chicago for the day after tonmorrow, targeting the third | argest Federal Reserve Bank in the country,
shoul d net a m ni mum of $100, 000.

Maybe his silent partner really believed the U S. governnent would fork over a hundred-mllion
dol I ar ransom Maybe Seven- El even McSwai n and his band of robbers believed that woul d happen, with a
mllion dollar pay-off apiece.

No way Bl ackie Wiite believed it. The problemw th any ransom caper was that you had to show
yoursel f to make the pick-up. And even if the government would pony up the gold, there would be no
getaway, no matter what his partner m ght think.

Not that he was worried. Hi s partner had provided the plan and financial backing to set up the
entire Steel Hammer operation. Blackie Wite had been his front man, setting things into notion. And
now, he would have the loot fromthe biggest bank heists in history. Let MSwain and his gunmen wait
for a mllion bucks tin gold they'd never see -- Blackie Wite planned to be south of the border
with close to $300,000 in U S. greenbacks -- the proceeds of the Steel Hammer robberies.

He didn't notice the pick-up truck from Paul son Orchards that was followi ng him mainly because
it was rarely in sight.

Behi nd the wheel of the truck was Renny. He followed Bl ackie Wite's Ford by neans of a tiny

radi o tracking device that Doc had planted in the car while he was disguised as the driver, Weels.
Doc’s instructions to himhad been to shadow Bl ackie Wite.

Renny followed the radio signal, keeping back out of sight, until his radio buzzed.

“CGo ahead Doc,” he answered.

“l just finished questioning McSwain and the others,” came Doc’s voice over the small two-way
radio he had left with Renny when he’'d left himin the orchard. “They know nothing. Stop Bl ackie
Wi te and bring himback to Paul son Orchards.”

“WI1l do,” Renny runbl ed.

He popped the pick-up truck into top gear, and stonped the gas pedal to the floor.

Al Blackie Wite saw was an ol d pick-up truck trailing a cloud of oily snoke roaring up behind
him Then in an instant, the truck was beside him forcing himoff the road into the ditch. H's head
bounced off the steering wheel.

That’ s when Bl ackie Wiite saw red. He was not going to have some ignorant farmboy in a best up
truck ruin his plans. Roaring, he forced open the car door, which had been slightly jamed by the
crash. “Wy I'11...."

He got one foot out of the car.

That was as far as he got.

Bl ackie White only saw red for a very short tine before his face net one of Renny's giant fists.
He went to sleep very soon after.

Wien he woke up, Bl ackie Wite would be black and bl ue.

Chapter 19
Tunnel Terror

The questioning of Hank Morgan and his fell ows Provided some useful information. The “tunnel s”
used as their headquarters were | ocated about seventy mles east of Pittsburgh.



Oiginally, they had been planned as part of the Pennsyl vania Turnpi ke, cutting under Laurel
Mount ai n. But frequent cave-ins at the west end had caused the turnpike to nove to another |ocation
to go through the mountain, and the tunnels had been abandoned.

Bl acki e White, known as “Frank” Wiite to them had been their only contact. Al of their order
came through him

Wien equi pnent was delivered, all of the nen had been cleared fromthe area, “for security
purposes”. A tunnel sector was cleared of all people. Doors, flanked by read and green lights, were
cl osed. Nobody was allowed in while the red |ight was on.

Then the green |light came on, they were all owed back in, and a supply truck was there. Once they
unl oaded the truck, they left again/ The red |ight came on, and the truck left, w thout being

observed. .

“We just thought we were follow ng your orders, Doctor Savage,” Hank Mrgan expl ai ned,
tearful ly.

Exam nati on of the nortars showed themto be standard American Arny issue fromthe G eat War,
except --

“They' re counterfeit!” said Long Tom
“Replicated reproductions,” echoed Johnny.

As for the captured poison gas shells, Doc exam ned them but he did not discuss his findings
wi th anyone.

“So what now?’ asked Sally Morgan.

“We wait,” Doc said. The bl onde news-reporter had nmanaged to becone nore involved in one of Doc’s
adventures than anyone ever did. She was clever, and would not take “no” for an answer.

“Wait for what?”

“Wait for Monk and Hamto get here with Margaret Adanms, her brother, and the submarine. Wait for
Renny to arrive here with Blackie Wite...”

“Blackie Wiite! Renw ck’s got hin®”

Doc ignored the question. “...so that we can question himabout who is really behind all of
this..”

“And then do we head for the tunnels in Pennsylvania?”

Doc did not answer, although he had to admt that Sally had correctly guessed the plan. He wanted
to discuss the tunnels with Renny -- the big engineer had been the nan who had done the cave-in
survey that had caused these tunnels to be abandoned, and he woul d have first-hand know edge on how
to proceed in getting into them

That was Doc’s pl an.

But it didn't come off.

“Cone in, Doc,” came Mnk's squeaking voice over the radio.

“How | ong until you get here?” Doc replied.

“W’'re not coming.” That was Ham

“Change in plans.” That was Mnk.

Doc noted that Monk and Ham were not squabbling. They must have found out sonething inportant.

“What's up?” said Doc.



“Meet us at the Detroit airport,” said Ham “We talked to Phil Adans and found out the |ocation
of the tunnels. We need to fly to Pennsylvania.”

“l know about the tunnels,” Doc said.

“Doc, we gotta get there fast,” Mnk said. “W talked to these guys and they told us --" Mnk
stopped to catch his breath, “--they told us there's another subnmarine!”

ORDERS WERE qui ckly given.

Hank Morgan and his conrades volunteered to the man to cone along for any possible fight. Since
there would not be roomfor themon Doc’s plane, their services were very politely declined. They
agreed to wait at Paul son Orchards for further order from Doc. Phil Adanms and the crew of the

m ni ature submarine would be joining them

Doc, Johnny, and Long Tomraced to the Detroit airport. Acconpanying themwas Sally Mrgan. Her
press credentials and reputation m ght come in handy again. At |east, that was what Doc told

himself. It was easier that arguing with Sally.

Wien they arrived at the airport, they found that Monk and Ham al ready had Doc’s pl ane ready for
t ake-of f.

“Head west,” Doc ordered as they rolled down the runway. Monk was in the co-pilot’'s seat.
“West ?” Monk questi oned.

“We need to pick up Renny first,” said Doc.

“Renny?”

“He’s captured Blackie Wiite, and is headed this way. W'll be |landing on the highway to pick up
hi mand his prisoner.”

“Cotcha. Hey, you need to go see the shyster, Doc. He's got this book Phil Adams had on the
submarine that mght be a clue. W hadn’t had tine to ook at it.”

Leaving Monk at the controls, Doc noved back to the cabin of the plane.

“Doc,” said Ham “l’ve got sonething to show you.”

“Monk mentioned a book,” Doc said.

“Yes. Apparently some sort of technical manual on how certain engi ne conmponents of the submarine
wer e supposed to operate. But witten in the weirdest English you ever read.” By now, Ham had patted
every pocket he had, but had not |ocated the book. “I just had it,” he said weakly.

“Weird English is right,” said Sally Murgan. The book was in her hands. “Listen to this,” she

read. “If turbine revolutions go above 700 in a minute, turn the rel easing value a twenty-five cent
piece turn to the right, please.”

“Now what does that nean?” she asked.

Doc said nothing. He merely reached out for the book, which Sally surrendered. Doc | eafed through
the book, seemingly only glancing at each page.

The low trilling sound filled the airplane. It seened to cone from everywhere and nowhere at
once. Al aboard knew that Doc had di scovered sonething..

“What is it, Doc?” asked Long Tom
Doc silently handed the manual to Johnny.
Johnny turned through several pages. “Cultural eccentricities abound,” he nurnured.

“Last warning on the big words,” said Sally Morgan.



“Merely an intellectual note on the linguistic patterns which nanifest thenselves in certain
cul tures,” Johnny said.

Sally Morgan's reply was stopped by Monk’s announcenent fromthe cockpit.

“l”ve got Renny on the road down bel ow”

RENNY HAD a deputy sheriff helping himstop traffic on a straight stretch of the highway just
outside of Flint, Mchigan. Doc put the big plane down on the road and taxied up to where the

Paul son Orchards truck was parked by the side of the highway. Renny, carrying Bl ackie Wite easily
by collar and belt, anbled aboard, and the pl ane wheel ed around and took of f again.

“Holy Cowl” runbled Renny as soon as he saw Sally Mrgan. “Wat’'s she doi ng here?”

“Nice to see you too, Muscles,” said Sally.

“M ss Morgan has been -- helping -- us with our inquiries,” said Doc. “Has your prisoner given
you any infornmation?”

Renny gl anced at Bl ackie Wite, who |lay unconscious on the floor of the aircraft. “Yeah, after |
knocked hi mout, he cane to, and sang |like a canary. H s name nay be Bl ackie Wite, but at heart
he's yellow. He told nme the whole story. Made nme so nmad | slugged hi mand knocked hi m out again.

“Blackie Wiite isn't the Steel Hammer. He's been the front man for a secret partner. and his
partner --"

“-- is Japanese,” finished Doc.

“BLAZES! " EXCLAI MED Ham

“How d you know?” gasped Renny

“Idiosyncratic cultural manifestations now becone apparent,” said Johnny.

Doc nodded. “Exactly,” he said.
“You want to explain that?” asked Sally Morgan.

“Lots of little clues added up,” said Doc. “The poison gas was not of American or European
manufacture. Only a very few countries in the world could have manufactured it, Japan being one of
them . And Japan is one of only a few countries doing devel opmental work on mni ature submari nes.
The manual we just read from had been obviously translated into English from Japanese.”

“But what was M. Big Wirds going on with about the cultural stuff?” Sally queried.

“Japanese cul tural does not follow the sane direct |ines of reasoning that we use. They are very
likely to wap an idea in secrecy, so as to msdirect people as to its true purpose. You yourself
nmentioned that the ransomidea made no sense at all. That was correct.

“This whole thing, fromthe story of hiring men to work for me on a secret project, to a series
of bank robberies, to the ransom demand, has been nothing nore than a series of deception plans to
cover-up the true purpose -- a terror attack on the United States.”

“Of course,” said Ham “Japan has been meking all kinds of mlitary noise in the Pacific,
bui | di ng new naval ships and airplanes. They're afraid we’'ll try and stop their expansion.”

“And so by having a supposedly crimnal conspiracy attacking our major cities, they hope to
divert attention fromwhat they' re doing in the Pacific,” concluded Sally.

“Exactly,” said Doc. “The poison gas attacks terrify the public. The American people woul d demand
to be protected. Qur defense npbney woul d be spent defending our cities, and not on new aircraft
carriers and battl eships, which would worry Japan.”



THE ATTACK on the tunnels cane by parachute.

The wild nountain country of central Pennsylvania offered no place to |and an airplane. Doc,

Renny, Mnk, Ham and Johnny put on parachutes. Doc gave a reluctant Long Tominstructions, and he
stayed at the controls of the plane. For once, Sally Mrgan did not demand to acconpany Doc. Junping
out of a perfectly good airplane was where she drew the line for getting a story.

The tunnels were two bl ack holes, twenty feet high, entering the nountain. In between the two

tunnel s was a series of maintenance and control roons for the tunnels. Hank Morgan had reported that
this was were gasoline-powered el ectrical generators were |ocated, which provided power.

But the gasoline tanks had been enpti ed.

The tunnels were pitch black. Doc and his aides used snall, but very powerful flashlights to
illumnate the interior. In the first tunnel, they found the area that had been used as a barracks
to house the men who thought they had been working for Doc.

“The other tunnel should have the submarine workshop area,” Ham said.

“Yeah, that's where they were working on the two mniature submarines, according to Phil Adans,”
added Monk. And then, “He, what the ----- ”

There was the sound of wild scuffling. Munk’s flashlight went flying. Monk grow ed.

There was the sound of flesh neeting flesh, and then the sound of sonething crashing on the far
si de of the tunnel.

“Monk!” shouted Ham
There was no answer.
Chapter 20

The Bronze Hammer
Monk was down and out.

They quickly | ocated him unconscious, |aying agai nst some packing crates at the side of the
tunnel .

“I's he O K, Doc?” Ham asked anxi ously.

“He’ Il be fine,” said Doc.

“Holy Cowl” Renny expl oded. “Wat coul d’ ve knocked Monk out so quickly?”
Doc didn't answer. But suddenly, there was a quick noise behind the group.
They turned. There lay Johnny, in a pile.

“I't got Johnny, too!” Renny shouted.

“What is it, Doc?” Ham said.

Their flashlight showed nothing in the tunnels except darkness.

“Cet Monk and Johnny out of here,” Doc ordered. “I’'Il neet you outside.”

Ham and Renny were besi des thensel ves. They wanted to stay and fight at Doc’s side. But they had
al so | earned fromyears of experience that followi ng the bronze nman’s orders was for the best

Rel uctantly, they gathered their fallen conrades and carried themfromthe tunnel.

Doc was left alone in the darkness.



THE M GHTY bronze man. turned off the beamof his flashlight. He slipped out of his shoes so that
he could nove silently in stocking feet.

Then he sinply stopped breat hing.

From birth, Doc had been trained in a wide variety of disciplines. Every day he put hinself
through a series of exercises designed to increase his physical and nental capabilities, so that
they were i nmproved far beyond those of nost men.

The tunnel was too dark even to allow Doc to see. But he could still hear.

By stopping his breathing, Doc could concentrate on the what he could hear. Air noving slowy
through the ventilation shaft. Dropping water. And sonethi ng noving.

Sonet hi ng bi g.
Somet hi ng not quite hunman.
What ever the sonething was, it was attenpting to follow Doc’s ai des out of the tunnel.

Doc trailed it, concentrating on the sounds of the creatures breathing and its al nost silent
footfalls.

The creature stopped.

Doc stopped as wel | .

Then the creature stopped breathing.

Doc stopped breathing again at the same nonent.
The tunnel was silent and dark.

A mnute passed.

Two mi nutes.

Doc had studied under the pearl divers of the South Seas, and was able to hold his breath for an
extraordi nary anount of tinme.

At the three minute nark, there was a gasp as the creature opened its nmouth for air.
Doc sprung like a panther. He flew across the tunnel.

A huge arm caught himin md-flight and flung hi mback the way he cane. An armlarger than any
human arm had any right to be.

Doc rolled as he | anded. There was no silence now, the creature, whatever it was, cane directly
after him

Springing to his feet, Doc reached out to grab the nerve cluster at where he assuned the base of
the creature’s neck would be. He felt cloth -- whatever it was, it wore clothes -- and nuscle
under neat h.

Doc squeezed.

Not hi ng happened. The nerve cluster was buried under a solid mass of nuscle.

A gi ant hand grabbed Doc’s own neck. Doc wiggled to keep it fromgetting a grip. Again he reached
for the nerve cluster and squeezed. Again, nothing happened.

Two giant arnms w apped around Doc’s body, and held tight.

And suddenly Doc understood what he was fighting.



Not a creature. But no ordinary nan either.
The real Steel Hammer had |l eft behind as a guard in the tunnel a sunp -- one of the giant
wrestlers of Japan. Enormously nuscl ed, weighing perhaps four hundred pounds, and very highly

trained, the sunp were the nost unique fighters in the world.

Punching the sunmb was usel ess. Layers of nuscle and fat woul d deflect the power of all blows. Al
nerve clusters and pressure points would al so be protected.

Choki ng the suno was inpossible. There was no neck; the head nerely wi dened down into the massive
shoul ders.

Doc squirmed and pushed, trying to escape fromthe iron grip that held him There seenmed to be no
way free.

Then Doc felt sonething brush against his back. It was one of the non-working ceiling lighting
fixtures of the tunnel. Doc reached around and grabbed it, pulling with all his mght.

The lighting fixture could not stand the strain. It fell fromthe ceiling, trailing electrical
wires. But before it did it gave Doc the advantage he needed. It created the slight change in angle
needed to change the | everage Doc required to break the sump’s grip.

The bronze man and the gi ant Japanese warrior crashed to the floor, and Doc rolled free.

On his feet imediately, Doc concentrated his hearing on listening to the heartbeat of his
opponent. Conventional fighting styles would not work in this battle, and the normal rules of human
anat ony which Doc used to defeat his enem es did not apply.

The only way to defeat a sunp was to fight as a suno.

When the giant sumb westlers of Japan fight each other, they hurl their bodies into violent
collisions. Their mass and nuscle force are used to force their opponent fromthe westling ring.

Crouching to the floor, coiling like a spring, Doc |aunched hinself through the darkness, ained
at the vague sound of his opponent’s heartbeat.

The sunmp was quick, very quick. Hearing the sounds of Doc's feet racing across the tunnel fl oor,
he was able to turn and push hinself in Doc’s direction.

The collision of the two men was gigantic. Flesh and bone collided as hard as humanly possible.
Doc rebounded i medi ately after hitting the sunp, not wanting the giant westler to get a grip on
him He stopped and fell silent, listening for his opponent. The sunp’s breathi ng had change, but

only slightly.

Droppi ng down to the tunnel floor, and then exploding like a sprinter out of the bl ocks, Doc
threw hinsel f at the sunp.

The two giants collided.
And this tine there was only one nan | eft standing.

The Man of Bronze.

“HOLY COWN what's that!” exclainmed Renny as Doc drug the sunp fromthe tunnel.
“Looks |ike Mnk’'s Japanese kinfolk,” said Ham “Didn’t know they had apes there.”

“I"I'l *kinfolk’ you one, you Harvard fashion-plate,” threatened Monk, now recovered from bei ng
knocked out.

“A sunp,” observed Johnny, recovered as well. “Left behind to guard the tunnel. 1’11 wager you
had to conbat himin the traditional style, Doc?”

“Yes,” answered Doc. “Have you checked the other tunnel ?”



“We did,” said Renny. “No sign of the second subnarine.”
“But we did find this,” Ham said. he held out a fol ded piece of paper to Doc.
It was a nap of Washington, D. C

Chapter 21
The Bronze Anvi l

I'n Washington, D. C., on Capitol HIl, the House of Representatives was debating whether or not

to pay the $100, 000, 000 ransom dermand of the Steel Hammer. Opinions were fairly evenly divided, with
representatives from Pennsyl vania, Chio, and M chigan, states that had undergone the Hammer’s deadly
attacks, warning their coll eagues of the dangers of doing nothing.

One mle west of Capitol Hill, on the Potomac R ver, near the Tidal Basin, and the

soon-to-be-conpl eted Jefferson Menorial, clouds of yellow green fog began form ng, quickly hiding
the shape of the small submarine was surfacing. By the time the sub was fully on the surface, and
activated its siren, sending the scream ng noise out over the U S. capital, the yellowgreen fog of

death covered the river frombank to bank.

And one nmile east of Capitol Hll, in alightly wioded area of Lincoln Park, two trucks were
pulling onto the grass and rapidly unloading nmen, nortars, and anmunition.

The men were a dozen in nunber, obviously Japanese. The nortars were three in nunber, and they
were identical to the ones Hank Morgan had used in Pittsburgh, develand, and al nbst Detroit.

The anmmuni ti on was poi son gas

The intended target was the U. S. Capitol. Wiile the nation’s el ected representati ves debated
whet her or not to pay the outrageous ransom the yellow green fog woul d conceal the poison gas
shel l s | aunched by these nortars.

Guttural commands in Japanese echoed as the nortars were depl oyed, and the shells readi ed.

Then the Steel Hanmer net the Bronze Anvil!

The map in the tunnel gave the details of the plan. The supposedly unbeatabl e sunb was to have
guarded the secret, but Doc had defeated him and gained the clue he needed.

When the real Steel Hamrer gang of Japanese arrived at Lincoln Park, they were walking into an
ambush carefully laid by the Man of Bronze.

A bronze whirlwind fell on the villains. Doc raced among them his hands darted |left and right.
Every time his hand reached, gripping a nerve center, a man fell to the ground unconsci ous.

Renny was |l ess fancy -- he nerely | ooked for targets for his giant fists. Wenever he found one,
he al nost smil ed.

In battle, Mnk tended to grab onto one opponent, and use that man’'s body to batter others into
submi ssion. This was acconpani ed by roars that suggested feeding tine at the zoo.

Ham had hi s swordcane unsheat hed, was ready to use it to thrust into the enemes, the tip being
coated with a chem cal which produced unconsci ousness. But when he leapt into the fray he was
di sappoi nted, along with Johnny and Long Tom

“It’s all over,” said Hamin disgust, reluctantly putting away his sword cane.

“Nobody left for us to fight?” Long Tom asked.

There was not. In less than a mnute Doc and his crew had vanqui shed the Steel Hammer. El even of
them were on the ground, unconscious, and the twelfth was Doc’s prisoner.

“Well, "Il be superanual gamated!” sai d Johnny.



DOC S PRI SONER was a thin, non-descript Japanese man, apparently in his early forties. He spoke
perfect English.

“Cbvi ously you have defeated the dupe Bl ackie Wite, and ny sunp as well,” the nman said.

“A boarding party of U S. Mrines fromthe Washington Navy Yard is capturing your subnarine on
the Potomac River even as we speak,” replied Doc.

“Then you need to know that My nane is Tak Tayanoto. | am assigned to the Japanese Enbassy here
in Washington, D. C as the Cultural Attaché.”

“Then you and your men will be sent back to Japan,” said Doc.

“What the blazes kind of idea is that!” squawked Monk. “You mean your going to let this nmurdering
sline go?”

“Diplomatic imunity,” Ham said.
“Di pl omati c what ?” excl ai mred Mnk.

“Diplomatic imunity,” Ham expl ained. “This man is part of his enbassy’s staff. Under
international law, he is immune from prosecution by the [aws of our country. W cannot inprison him
we nust send him back to Japan.”

“That is correct,” said Tayambto. “Unless --" he | ooked at Doc Savage, “unless you would do ne
the favor of killing ne now?”

Doc shook his head, and spoke a qui ck phrase in Japanese. Tayanoto, the brains behind the Steel
Hammer attacks, |owered his head, and allowed hinself to be handcuffed and | ed away by the FBI
agents Doc had standing by for just this purpose.

“He wanted you to kill hin? Wat was that all about?” asked Monk. “”"The guy is going to get away
with this Scott free! Wiy was he asking you to kill hin? It nakes to sense!”

“To us, perhaps,” said Johnny, “but in Japanese culture, Tayanoto is a dead man wal ki ng.”
“What ?’

“Tayanot o has been captured and failed to conplete his mssion,” said Doc. “Hi s superiors back in
Japan will not tolerate such a failure.”

“So what will happen to hinP” asked Long Tom

Doc said nothing. Johnny replied, “If he had been killed here in battle he would have been
consi dered a hero. If he had died fighting Doc, his death woul d have brought himgreat honor in
dying while trying to conplete his duty.

“But he failed, and he was captured. H's countrynen will consider himto be a man with no honor.

“He will be left alone in a roomwi th a sword and given the chance to comit ritual suicide by
hari-kari.”

IN THE end, the governnment decided to hush things up. The prisoners were returned to Japan, and
the State Departnent nade it quietly very clear to the Japanese governnment that the presence of any
Japanese spi es planning sabotage within the United States woul d be considered as an act of war. Tak
Tayanmot o and his men were never heard from again.

Bl acki e Wiite, Seven-Eleven McSwain, and all the Anerican crooks involved were sent to Doc’s
“Crime College” in upstate New York, where Doc’s special surgery renpved their crimnal tendencies,
and they were given rehabilitation to make theminto good citizens and productive nenbers of

soci ety.

Phil Adans and the Anerican subnariners went to work for a conpany Doc operated that was doing
research on submarine construction. Hank Mdrgan and the other nortarnmen found thenselves recalled to



active duty in the US Arny, as a special training teamon using nortars in urban conbat. Al were
sword to secrecy about the incident, as was Margaret Adans.

That left Sally Mrgan.

She got to wite the exclusive story about how the Steel Hanmmer gang, |ed by the notorious
gangster Bl ackie Wite, had been captured by the authorities, with the assistance of Doc Savage.

She al so got to publish an exclusive interview with Doc Savage. Shunning publicity as he did, Doc
normal ly did not give interviews, but this was part of Sally’'s price for being sworn to secrecy. As
part of the interview, Doc let it be known that his five aides were the only assistants that he ever
used. He did not want another crimnal genius tricking men into thinking they were hel ping Doc
Savage.

There was one nore denmand Sally Mrgan wanted net.

“She wants to fly back to Chicago,” Doc announced.

“The sooner the better,” runbled Renny.

“...and she wants you to be the one to fly her there.” continued Doc.

Holy Cow, no! You didn't agree to that, didja, Doc? That dane’s crazy!

"Crazy for you, ya big galoot!” Mnk said to Renny. “Inmagine, a fine |ooking babe |ike that, and
she woul dn’t even give nme the tinme of day. | figured Ham had given her sone big story about ne, but
it turns out she's sweet on you, ya old sourpuss!”

“Sweet to see ne get ny head busted,” said Renny. He turned. “Doc, what'll | do?”

“Co to the airport,” said Doc. “Beyond that, | offer no advice.”

THE END



