THE VAN SHER
A Doc Savage Adventure By Kenneth Robeson
- Chapter 1. THE ONE WTH THE QUEER BACK

Chapter 2. THE AVAZED MEN

Chapter 3. THE G RL JOURNALI ST
Chapter 4. PICTURE SHOT

Chapter 5. THE FI FTY- DOLLAR PHOTOGRAPH
Chapter 6. OL IN MEXI CO

Chapter 7. MJSIC BOX AGAI N
Chapter 8. SI GMUND HOPPEL

Chapter 9. TANGLE

Chapter 10. TWO BEFUDDLED MEN
Chapter 11. THE WORD TW STER
Chapter 12. THE VAN SHI NG SAl LORS
Chapter 13. MYSTERY' S REI GN
Chapter 14. A NEAR CAPTURE
Chapter 15. THE TRAP

Chapter 16. THE HUMPBACK ACCUSES
Chapter 17. TWO MEN IN A DI LEMVA
Chapter 18. THE JAIL WAIT

Chapter 19. THE TELEPORTER
Chapter 20. THE PLOT

- Chapter 21. MASTER OF CUPIDI TY

Chapter 1. THE ONE WTH THE QUEER BACK

THE early fall issue of a nmgazine of national circulation had carried a feature wite-up about

Doc Savage. The itemwas dramatic, well-witten, and particularly interesting because it carried an
excel l ent picture of Doc Savage. Good pictures of the nman of bronze were scarce. The story told
about Doc Savage's strange, Galahadian |life work of traveling to the ends of the earth, righting
wrongs, aiding the oppressed, and punishing evildoers. It told about the bronze nman's scientifically
devel oped brain and his equally renmarkabl e nmuscles, and gave exanples of the fantastic feats he
coul d acconplish, and some of his eerie adventures. The witer of the article had drawn on his
imagination only a little. Al npbst every one got around to reading the article

So it was not so remarkabl e that John Wner, penitentiary guard, should be readi ng the nagazi ne
article at the nmonment when the horrible and incredible thing known as "The Vani sher" made its first
publ i ¢ appearance—er, perhaps nore correctly, disappearance

That John Wner was reading the article was a coi nci dence because the nystery of The Vani sher was
going to involve Doc Savage in one of the nost startling adventures of his unusual career. John
Wner was one of the night guards at the prison. He was reading in the northwest corner tower. The
hour was three o’'clock in the norning

John Wner had a habit of talking to hinself

"Hey!" he said, suddenly. "Wat was that?"

There was no one around. He sinply asked hinself this question because he had heard a snal

grating noise. He got up, went to a powerful searchlight and turned it on, raking the prison yard
bel ow, and the terrain outside, with the beam The light roved |ike a great, deadly white spook
Inside the prison wall, in a large open space, stood an ordinary freight car. This had been
switched inside the prison earlier in the evening. It held a great deal of conplicated machinery in
boxes and crates.

John Wner knew there was nothing but machinery in the car, because he had been one of a squad of
guards who had searched it. The car was billed as hol ding the new pipe organ which a rich man was
giving to the prison chapel

The rich man donating the organ was naned Sigmund Hoppel. This fact becane sonmething to think

about |ater.

John Wner gave the freight car only cursory inspection, because he knew it was harm ess. Hadn't

he hel ped search it? Freight cars and trucks were custonarily frisked upon entering the prison

wal |'s, lest they be used to snmuggle guns inside

But John Wner would have found a closer watch on the freight car productive of interesting

things. For instance, he m ght have seen a furtive shadow drift swiftly fromthe car to a near-by
wal |

Sorme one had left the freight car and was now prowling the interior of the prison. The sound

whi ch John Wner had heard was the freight car door opening and cl osing

EVEN a cl ose observer m ght have experienced difficulty in getting an idea of what the furtive
prowl er | ooked like. For one thing, the being kept where the shadows were darkest. Light seened
mal i gn

If it was a man—and there could be no certainty on this point—t was not a | arge nan. The



contrary, rather. In stature, the individual would hardly have topped a youth in his early teens
The Seneganbi an marauder did not have the slimess of youth, however; although the |legs were
spindling, the torso was burly and m sshapen

Just what gave the prow er the queer | ook becane evident when a faint gleamof |ight chanced to

be encountered. The creature was a pronounced hunpback

So furtively did this strange individual nove that nothing nore was seen or heard of the sinister
presence until a tiny light appeared in the section of the prison set aside for offices

It was evident fromthe manner in which the Iight roved about the offices that the strange

skul ker had not been there before, and knew little of the layout. Finally, a nmetal filing case was
located. This held cards which showed in what cells the prisoners were confined

The marauder seened interested in those cards dealing with only certain prisoners

A drawi ng of the prison hung on the wall. The prow er consulted this for some nmonments; cells

hol ding the sel ected prisoners were being | ocated

The shadowy, hunpbacked one produced a cane frominside darksome garnents. It was a dark cane

whi ch | ooked heavy. Exactly simlar canes were commonly carried by guards within the prison. The
guards were not permtted to carry guns; the canes were their only weapon

The hunpbacked one eased soundl essly out of the offices, haunted shadows under the walls, and a
few m nutes |ater approached the guard in front of the huge cell house which contained the bad ones
The approach was nmade boldly

The guard was alert. He frowned at the newcormer, noted the regul ation cane the fellow carried

and nmust have believed the strange person was a guard. The |ight was not good

"I"'ma guard of the day shift," said the hunpback. "Making an inspection round. |Is everything al
right?"

"Yep," said the guard

He did not notice that the other had stopped so that the end of the cane was thrust forward

al nost bel ow the guard’s face. Nor did the guard notice a grayi sh vapor which was now pouring from
the end of the cane. The vapor arose, and the guard unwittingly inhaled it

The guard fell over on his face, unconscious al nbpst at once, and began to grovel and kick. In

tinme he becane |inp, absolutely sensel ess

The guard carried keys to the cell block. These were appropriated by the hunpbacked one and

enpl oyed to unlock the grilled door

From the central interior court, the door of every cell could be seen. Ordinarily, only a single
guard was on duty inside the cell blocks at night, but since this was the building housing sone bad
actors, two guards were on duty.

The hunpbacked marauder acted with heartless rapidity. The anaesthetic fumes fromthe cane
accounted for both guards while they stood in front of the strange intruder and asked suspi ci ous
questions

THE hunpbacked prow er now secured the cell keys, noved to the barred door of a cell which housed
one of the selected prisoners, opened the door, crept in and shook the innate

The cell occupant aroused, took one look at his visitor and acted as if confronted by a genuine
witch

"A wonan!" he expl oded

"Sh-h-h-h!"

warned the other. "Don’t nake wild guesses! Are you Jules R MG nnis?"

"Yes—yes," gulped the prisoner. "Wat in blazes is going on here?"

"You were sentenced to fifteen years for forgery?"

"Y—yes. Damm theml | wasn't guilty!"

"I know all about it. Now listen to this: WIIl you spend a year of your life fighting those who
sent you here, if | get you out?"

Jules MG nnis said, "Eh?"

"WIIl you do absolutely what | tell you, warring on the nen who franed you, for a period of one
year fromto-night in return for ny getting you out of here?"

"What the heck is this, anyway?" gasped MG nnis

"It is a chance to get out of spending fifteen years here."

McG nnis swal | oned several tinmes. He seened to be trying to think and having a difficult tine
getting his thoughts organized

"I"'mto—+to do—to do what you say for a year?" he stuttered

"You're taking too long to make up your mind." The deforned prowl er then made a nove as if to
close the cell door on MG nnis

"Wait!" McGnnis exploded. "I'Il do it! Hell, yes!"

"Hel p me get the others," directed the hunpback. "There are exactly twenty nmen here, including
yoursel f, whom| want. They have all been franed by the sane nmen who sent you here."

McG nnis | ooked utterly dunfounded. "Twenty! You mean there’'s that many here—n this penitentiary
al one? That many of their victinms?"

"Twenty, exactly," said the other



McG nni s nmade croaking, stunned sounds in his effort to speak

"I didn't dreamthe systemwas that—+arge!" he gulped finally.

"The system as you call it, has beconme a billion-dollar industry," said the hunchback. "It has
becone a Juggernaut."”

There was a gritting, netallic intensity about the strange figure's remark. A radio actor would
have called it a registration of utter hate

McG nnis peered closely at his strange benefactor

"Good love!" he muttered. "You' re just about the honeliest hag | ever saw "

THE hunpbacked creature seened to nmind the insult not at all. Low, businesslike orders were
issued. Cell after cell was opened. Prisoners were questioned as to their identity and then
propositioned

The human male is by nature a suspicious cuss. This was proved by the fact that not a single cel
inmate agreed instantly to being freed. Two even flatly refused after hearing it explained that they
were to be freed to fight a conmon eneny.

The hunpback cal My bl ackj acked the two who refused to | eave their cells

"Carry themalong," the creature ordered, harshly. "If they do not want to go willingly, we wll
draft them"

Most of the freed prisoners had by this time gotten a fair look at their benefactor. Several had
shivered. A novie director woul d have made up such a nonster as this hunpback to haunt a spooky
castle.

"Who in blazes are you?" asked one of the rescued cell inmates

"I amyour brain for the next year," said the canel -backed person

Wi ch was an answer that was sonething to think about

A bit later, another of the crimnals, after staring for sone |length at the hunpback, said, "I
don’t think you're a woman after all."

The canel - backed one did not reply.

"Sure, it's a wonan," said McGnnis. But he sounded unsure

The last crook on the list was taken fromhis cell

The twenty convicts and their remarkabl e rescuer filed out of the cell block. The convicts saw
the linp guards, and they began to get scared

"We're in a hell of ajam" one groaned. "W can’t get outside the walls!"

Anot her echoed, "We'll get solitary for this!"

The hunpback spoke with brittle cal mess

"Shut up! Walk to that freight car and get inside!"

The convicts stared incredul ously.

"Listen," one growl ed, "there ain't no way of that car gettin’ outside the walls. They even got
it fixed so a railroad engine can't be used to smash down the walls."

The hunpback produced a big revolver. "Get in that freight car!"

THE twenty nmen got in the freight car. They did it very carefully, naking no appreciable noise
and when they were inside, the weird figure with the distorted torso produced a flashlight which
exuded a tiny beam This light roved over the box car floor, illumnating a nunber of objects in
successi on

Jules R MG nnis goggled at what the |light was revealing. He was speechl ess

"G g-good |l ove!" he choked. "Wy these—what-—what - why are the nen here?"

The canel -backed individual replied in a violent, fanatical whisper, "They are to be placed in
the cells which you nmen just left."

Stunned silence held the freed convicts

Jules R McGnnis started a | augh; something alnost mad was in his mirth. He did not get far with
the | augh, because the hunpback grabbed his nmouth with rough fierceness. "You fool! Be quiet!"
McG nnis had recovered his conposure when he was rel eased

"l don't understand this," he said, hoarsely.

"You don't need to," rasped the hunpback. "This is the first nove in a strange canpaign."

Chapter 2. THE AVAZED MEN

I T nust have been half an hour |ater when John Wner, the penitentiary guard in the wall tower
nearest the box car, heard a small sound. He peered over the tower side. At first, he saw nothing
then, near the box car, he perceived a skul king figure

The tower was equi pped with a searchlight. John Wner turned this on, pointed the thin beam and
saw a weird figure, a hunpback. The hunpback drew a gun; the gun banged, and the searchlight went
out. It was a good shot

John W ner knew sonething was wong. He seized his rifle, |eaned out and began shooting. He could
di scern the canel -backed figure in the gl oomof the prison yard

John Wner did not realize he hinmself was outlined against the noon, which was behind the tower,
and furnished an excellent target. A bullet fired by the hunchback, hit John Wner alnost exactly in



the mddle of the chest. Then it was too late to think about being a target

Guards cane running and found Wner a broken, dying heap. He was lying in a grotesque position
so they hastily strai ghtened hi mout

Words came fromWner’'s lips. As a dying man sonetines will, he nouthed fragments of speech about
sonet hing which had lately cone to his attention

"Doc Savage!" munbl ed John Wner. "Man of bronze—troubl e—=

"Eh?" expl oded one of the guards "Wo shot you, Wney?"

John Wner never heard that question. H's incoherent munmblings sinply continued

"Doc Savage," nmunbl ed John Wner "Fights nen—outside the | aw—

The guard straightened and grow ed "Doc Savage shot you? Who the hell is Doc Savage?"

"I'f I was that dunb, |'d at |east keep quiet," said another guard. "Don't you ever read the
newspaper s?"

"No. Reading hurts ny eyes."

John Wner at this point gave one final great, violent kick and let out a breath that sprayed
crinson over the surrounding shoes and trouser |egs. Wen the guards | ooked again, he was dead
"Poor Wney," they said

"It was a guy naned Doc Savage who shot him" grow ed the man who never read the newspapers
"Didn’t you hear him say so?"

"You' d better read the papers sonme, even if it does hurt your eyes," he was advised. "You'l
learn this Doc Savage is not the kind of a |ad who goes around shooting pen guards."

A deputy warden canme up, bawing orders. He wanted the prison | ooked over to see if anything el se
was wrong.

They | ooked the place over and they found plenty w ong.

THEY found twenty strange nmen in their penitentiary. Twenty nen who had never been convicted by
any court of law, or commtted to the pen through regular channels. Twenty men whom nobody had seen
in the pen before

The twenty nmen were asleep. They coul d not be awakened i nmediately, so it was judged they had

been drugged. The prison doctor went to work adm nistering stinmulants in an effort to awaken the
strangers

The sensel ess guards in the cell house were found. It was also realized that twenty genuine
prisoners were mssing fromthe cells in which the strangers had been found

The siren, a big one which was used only to announce an escape, began shrilling. Squads of
searching guards left the prison in cars

The sensel ess guards awakened and nuttered about a hunpbacked witch of a creature who had i nvaded
the place and nade them sensel ess. There was expressed doubt as to whether the canel -backed one was
mal e or fenale.

About this tine, sonething el se that was strange happened. Guards gathered about the freight car
and |istened. They were hearing a weird noise. It canme steadily fromthe box car

The noi se was |ike nothing so much as the tiny tinkling of a child s toy nusic box

The guards did not pay particular attention to the tinkling notes at first. At least, the true

i mportance of the sounds as relating to sonething nysterious having to do with the freight car did
not inmmediately inpress them But they were curious after a bit

"There's a pipe organ in the car," a man volunteered. "G ft of sone bird naned Signund Hoppel ."
"That noi se nust be the pipe organ," hazarded anot her

"Nut! Pipe organs don’t play thenselves, do they?"

"Well, they have player pianos, don't they? Maybe this is a player pipe organ."

IN the neantine, the small, fantastic tinkling notes were continuing to come fromthe freight

car. A man went over and tried the freight car door. It did not give. The nan failed to notice that
the seat was broken and that the car door seened to be fastened fromthe inside

"Must be a npuse running over the pipe organ strings or sonething," sone one decided

This got two or three | aughs

"Well, what’s wong?" demanded the fellow with the nouse theory.

"A pipe organ don’'t have strings."

Bl oodhounds were kept in the prison for the purpose of chasing escaped convicts. This

ol d- fashi oned nmethod of pursuit had managed to hold its own in the age of radi os and hi gh-speed

aut onobi | es.

The bl oodhounds now set up a baying. They cane straight to the freight car and stopped

I mredi at el y, nmachi ne guns were trained on the freight car. A squad brought up tear gas. The pups
were led in acircle around the freight car and did not bay another trail. It was evident that the
convi cts had gone into the freight car and had not cone out

A deputy warden rapped on the car and called for those inside to cone out. He got no response. An
ax was brought. The deputy warden took the ax and his courage in his two hands and chopped the door
in. He made an opening | arge enough to admt hinself. He stepped inside

Instantly, he screaned as if he had lost his legs. As, indeed, it devel oped, he al nost had. For



he fell back out of the car and shriek after shriek poured fromhis lips. Al the while, he pointed
frantically at his |egs

Hi s shoes were gone. So was a great deal of the flesh off his feet. The awful, denuded bones of

his feet clung to the stunps, and as he ki cked, these flew off

Prison guards are hard-boil ed babies, but two of the onlookers fainted at the horrible sight

QUITE naturally, there was a bit of a dither during the next few mnutes. The prison officials

who thought the escaped convicts were in the car and had nanaged in sone way to take all the flesh
of f the deputy warden's feet, drew back a safe distance and gave sone orders that resulted in
nurmer ous druns of nmachi ne-gun bullets being poured into the freight car. After the shooting, tear
gas bonbs were hurled into the car

Guards charged

But the charge was unfortunate and did not show what could truthfully be called good sense

First guard through the freight car door emtted a screech which shamed his predecessor, and fel
down in some manner. His shrieks increased in terrible violence. In a nonent, he canme flying out of
the car.

Sonme gooey substance on his shoes had eaten, not only the major part of the shoes, but sone of

his feet. Mreover, the same stuff was consum ng his hands

The prison guards now used judgnment. They brought lights and mirrors. Holding the mrrors and
lights in the car, they nanaged to | ook the place over without endangering any one el se

What they found was quite a shock to everybody.

There were no prisoners in the freight car

There was no hunpbacked nystery person, nman or woman

There was no pi pe organ

The car, nuch to the surprise of prison authorities, and later, to the puzzl ed astoni shnent of
railway officials, was floored with ordinary glass. The glass was thick. It had been covered with
the board flooring of the car, every one decided, but the flooring was now gone

The strange nusic box tinkling sound had stopped. It had ceased, as a matter of fact, sonetine
during the machi ne-gun volley which had been poured into the car

The car’s floor was covered to a depth of something like two inches with a gooey nmess. This goo
was potent. \Wien they thrust a stick into it, the stick was consuned in a remarkably short space of
time

The prison guards stood around nuttering profane, puzzled coments, and the guard and deputy

war den who had been burned whi npered and npbaned as the prison doctors worked on them

THE warden arrived. Hi s coming focused attention upon the twenty strangers who had been found in
the cells vacated by the m ssing convicts. These individuals were beginning to revive

Newspaper men were by now on the scene, and they listened in on the interview with the twenty
strangers. As a result, the newspapermen had spasns.

Not one of the twenty men coul d explain how he happened to get in a penitentiary cell in place of
a mssing convict. They were absolutely insistent upon this point. They just didn't know.

Their stories all agreed upon one point. They had gone to sleep rather queerly after drinking
various kinds of beverages with their dinners. Consensus of opinion was that they had been drugged
The men were naturally asked to identify thenselves. They did this without trouble. The result
surprised every one

Each one of the twenty men was quite a big shot in one of two lines

Sonme of themwere well-known financiers in charge of holding conpanies. These conpani es bought
stocks and held themfor a rise. Besides stocks, they bought houses, office buildings, steanship
lines, blocks of farms, or anything else that could be purchased cheaply and m ght be sold for nore
money later on. All of these so-called hol ding conpani es were very prosperous, anmong the nost
prosperous of their kind

The rest of the twenty men were directors in nutual insurance conpani es. The conpani es of which
they were directors were |arge, but not especially spectacul ar. The conpani es of which these nmen
were directors were known as conservative. They had never shown any great profits

A 1ot of heads were scratched when the twenty nen made known their identity. Just what connection
twenty men who were proninent in insurance and hol di ng conpani es could have with twenty convicts was
a nystery.

O was it? A puzzling angle cane to light very shortly, when the warden had a brilliant idea and
summoned Doc Savage

"You say John Wner, the slain guard, nmunbled that Doc Savage shot hin?" the warden asked
Confirm ng nods fromthe rest of the guards and the relating of Wner’'s |ast words seened to
convince him

"Send for Doc Savage," directed the warden. "He may be able to help us. It is hardly reasonable
that he could have had a hand in this nurder."

The warden knew Doc Savage by reputation



Chapter 3. THE G RL JOURNALI ST
DOC SAVAGE, when the warden’s phaéton brought himthrough the prison gates, created quite a

sensation. |t was now daylight, and a bright, sunny day well l|ighting the bronze man’s arrival
The prisoners had been kept in their cells, and fromthe w ndows of these, a great many coul d
l ook out and wi tness the com ng of Doc Savage. More than one of these observers had a cold chill and

hastily ducked back. For Doc Savage was the nenesis of evildoers

The sensation of the bronze man’s arrival did not extend alone to the prisoners. The guards
craned their necks and their nouths canme open and their eyes went w de. They had been wondering what
to expect

When they saw Doc Savage, they were not |et down

The bronze man was a physical giant. After he had stepped out of the car and a bit away fromit
so that he was not close to anything to which his size mght well be conpared, he did not seemso
large. This was due to the renarkable symetry of his physical devel opnment

There were other striking things about Doc Savage. H s skin was of an unusual bronze hue, as if
burned by countl ess tropical suns; his hair was straight, fitting like a nmetal skullcap, and of a
bronze hue only slightly darker than his skin

Most striking of all, perhaps, were his eyes. Weird they were, like pools of flake gold always
stirred by tiny gales. They seenmed to possess a hypnotic power, an ability to conpel

Doc Savage was taken to the warden's office. There were a nunber of newspapernen and one
newspaperwonan present. The newspapernen had the usual baggy suits and worldly |ooks, but the
newspaper wonman was different. She did not |ook as if she bel onged. She kept in the background and
did not seemto care about having her face show.

Doc Savage was presented to the warden. The warden was an honest tough guy who did not believe in
beating around bushes and who woul d have stood up for his rights against the president as quickly as
he woul d have stood up agai nst one of his guards

"A dying prison guard nanmed John Wner stated that you shot himthis norning," said the warden
bluntly. "The shooting occurred at a quarter of five this norning. Have you an ali bi?"

"No, " Doc Savage said

The bronze man had a voice in keeping with his appearance. It was not |oud, nor |ow either, but

it had a tinbre, a quality of vibrant power and pleasantly nusical undertone which marked it
instantly. It was a voice which obviously had received years of intensive training

"Then you’re under arrest," said the prison warden

The State prison official who had gone to get Doc Savage shoved hinself forward.

“I"'mafraid arrest is not the wise thing," he said. "I found this Doc Savage giving a |l ecture on
sonet hing or other—

"On el ectrokinetics," Doc Savage supplied

"On electro—electro—well, he was lecturing," said the official. "He was lecturing to a fell owhood
of big-shot scientists and they had been in session, and this bronze man had been talking to them
all night."

"Are you sure?" asked the warden

"Sure I'msure. And the scientists raised hell when | broke up the lecture!"

"It was an inportant |lecture and denonstration," said Doc Savage dryly. "W hoped it would | ead
to the solution of the problem of transm ssion of energy by Hertzian waves."

"It | ooks," said the warden, "as if you have an alibi."

THE worman newspaper representative eased about anong the onl ooki ng nenbers of the press. She held
in one hand sone snall object, a mechanical device of sone description, which she was attenpting to
keep conceal ed

Doc Savage waited, his nmetallic, extrenely good-|ooking features expressionless. Only his flake
gol d eyes belied his easy attitude; they seemed to be in notion steadily, never to rest in their
scrutiny of his surroundings

The warden growl ed, "Wy didn't you tell ne you had an alibi?"

"An alibi is technically a plea of having been el sewhere when an alleged act was committed," the

gi ant bronze man expl ai ned. "The word sonehow has grown to have a stigma attached and does not

appeal . "

The warden scratched his head. "You know anythi ng about this?"

"Not hi ng. "

"And there’'s no funny business about stignmas and words about that?"

"None. "

The young worman journalist was still shifting her position. She seened to be attenpting to work

into a position where she could Iift the object in her hands and point it at Doc Savage

The warden turned as a nmessenger entered the office. The messenger bore an envel ope which he
handed to the warden, and which the latter in turn opened, and read. The warden | ooked up and eyed
Doc Savage

"Fromthe governor," he said. "He suggests that while you are here you nmight be kind enough to

| ook the situation over and afford us sone assistance."



"Of course," Doc Savage said.

The warden abruptly thought of sonething concerning this unusual man of bronze.

"Wl you want us to send for any of your assistants?" he asked.

"That will not be necessary,” Doc Savage assured him

The press representatives were pernitted to acconpany Doc Savage and the warden, together wth
sone prison guards, as they noved on a tour of inspection. The fidgety young wonan journalist went
with them She kept hidden the thing in her hands as best she coul d.

When out in the brilliant sunlight, it becane evident that the young wonan was rather a | ooker.
She wore a coarse frock with practically no lines, but it failed what it was probably intended to
do, conceal a lithe young formthat did not |eave much to be desired.

She wore a spinsterish hat which allowed only a tendril or two of hair to show, gossanery hair
that was al nost the col or of polished silver. Spectacles did not do justice to a pair of entrancing
eyes, and | ack of rouge and lipstick did not detract a great deal fromthe ravishing effect of the
rest of her features.

DOC SAVAGE' S exam nation of the scene inside the prison was rapid enough to surprise alnost every
one. He seened to give only a glance here and there.

"The guy ain’t half trying to solve the nystery," a reporter in the background grunted.

"Don’t fool yourself!" jeered a companion journalist. "That guy is a wi zard!"

At this point, Doc Savage said distinctly, so that every one near by heard, "It mght be best to
interview the twenty nmen who took the place of the convicts in the cells."”

"The twenty nmen are being detained in ny home," said the warden. "I will take you to them"

Doc Savage, the warden and the newspaper nen—and the newspaper wman—sade quite a string wal ki ng
across the prison yard.

Doc asked, "Have you a list of the twenty m ssing convicts."

"Yes," said the warden.

"W need their pictures, finger prints, and a record of their crimes which caused themto be sent
here."

"We'll stop in ny office for the dope," the warden replied.

A rmorment | ater, Doc Savage's strange flake gold eyes were sifting the data. He had done this only
a nonment when a small, strange sound becane audible—a trilling, tiny and fantastic, tracing up and
down the nusical scale without definite tune, vaguely rem ndful of a soft w nd going through a
denuded tropical forest.

This trilling was a small, peculiar thing which Doc Savage did in nonents of intense nental
activity. Usually it meant surprise; sometinmes it marked advent of a proof which he had sought, and
often it precoursed sone definite plan of action. The bronze man did this unconsciously.

"Sounds like winter," renmarked a reporter, not understanding that the exotic sound was not the

wi nd.

Doc drew the attention of the warden to the records he had been inspecting.

"Did this rather peculiar fact cone to your attention?" he asked.

THE war den canme over and scrutinized the docunents. He started shaking his head, then changed the
nmovenent to a sharp nod.

"l see it!" he exploded. "Each of the missing convicts claimed fromthe tinme of his conviction
that he had been franed!"

"Partly that," Doc admitted. "But there is al so another angle—=

A prison attendant came rushing up.

"They' re gone!" he how ed. "The twenty nen who were in the cells are gone!"

"Of course they are!" snapped the warden. "But we'll get those convicts!"

"You don’t understand!" gul ped the attendant. "The twenty nmen who took the convicts' place in
their cells have vani shed!"

Chapter 4. PICTURE SHOT

THE war den blinked stupidly, spat on the concrete underfoot, and sneared the wet spot with his
foot.

"If it ain"t one thing— He charged away. "Hell! They couldn’t!"

They had. The twenty nmen had been confined in the warden’s house, which was agai nst one wal | of
the prison, not in the true confines of the institution, but inside the outer wall. No vicious
prisoners were ever kept in this outer conpound.

The twenty nmen had been convicted of no crinme. It was, of course, strange that they had been
found where they had. Nor had their story been any too believable.

The men had been confined to the warden’s house under the eyes of two guards.

Bot h guards had been found sensel ess. Bars were ripped out of a window in the rear wall. Through
this opening, the prisoners had departed.

Wrd went out to hunt for the twenty men.

They were not found. They had di sappeared as conpletely as if gobbled up by the earth.



Revi ving, the two guards expl ai ned vaguely that some one had spoken to one of the twenty men from
outside the prison, but that the words had not been overheard. Nor had the speaker been seen

cl osel y.

One guard, however, believed that the twenty men had been given instructions, as a result of

whi ch they had unexpectedly set upon the guards, knocked them sensel ess, and made good their escape
Doc Savage was nore of an onl ooker than a partaker in the excitenent which foll owed the discovery
of the escape. He requested and received a |list of the names of the twenty nen. He got also a set of
phot ographs and finger prints of each man. Each of the twenty had been photographed, as a matter of
course, when discovered occupying cells which had |lately been tenanted by others

Doc, after a tinme, resumed his inspection of the box car near where guard John Wner had been

shot

The young worman reporter had been keeping in the background, making herself inconspicuous. But

she chanced to attract the attention of two newspapernen

"Who is that dame?" one asked

"Search me. But it strikes me we should know her, don't you think?"

"Let's get a chance and strike up a conversation."

"An idea."

THE two journalists began to nmaneuver for a position close to the young wonan where they coul d
make a remark and thus break into a conversation with her

The ot her newspapernen gave a great deal of attention to what Doc Savage was doi ng as he went
through the cell house. The bronze man’s actions were puzzling to nost of the scribes

Doc had gotten a metal case fromthe car which had brought him This held a nunber of devices

one of which was what |ooked as if it mght be an ordinary hand spray.

Doc sprayed a filmof chemical fromthis at various points over the cell house floor and on the

| ocks and cell bars. The stuff seemed to harden instantly. He poured other chemicals onto the film
and t hese hardened, and he peeled the whole thing off. He put the sheets in the nmetal case

"What' s he doing?" a reporter wanted to know.

"The chem cal is picking up mcroscopic evidence fromthe floor," explained a reporter who was
famliar with such procedure. "He will analyze the stuff later and find out a lot."

Doc sprayed a different type of chemical on the |ever which controlled the | ocks of the cel

bl ocks. It caused the oily deposit left by human fingers to change color, and shortly he had brought
out a set of varied finger prints. He exam ned these, and gave close attention, through a powerfu
magni fier, to certain snudges

"The rescuer wore gloves," he decided

At the guard tower, he found the nagazine with the pages open to the story concerning hinself. He
drew the correct conclusions fromthis

"The guard had been reading the story,"” he said. "In his dying nuttering, he repeated the nane
suggested by the story."

The warden | ooked as if he had some doubts on that point

The worman reporter was crowding into an obscure corner and attenpting to use the object she was
carrying. The two young nmen journalists were watching her curiously and keeping close to her, hoping
to find sonething to nake a remark about and break the conversational ice

DOC SAVAGE went to the freight car. He was careful not to touch the liquid on the glass bottom of
the car, but thrust his head into the gondola and roved the beam of a flashlight. The flashlight was
one of his own devel opnent, and operated froma spring generator instead of a battery, giving a
narrow, intensely white beamof |ight which could be fanned out wi dely when desired

Havi ng exam ned the interior of the freight car, Doc went over the outside

"It is aregulation freight car," he said. "But it has been rebuilt inside to the extent that the
gl ass covering was put on the floor."

"But why the glass covering?" the warden demanded

"The contents of the car and the news of what had happened inside was evidently intended to
remain a secret for a longer tine than it did," the bronze man replied

The warden hesitated, as if not wanting to seemtoo dunb; then curiosity got the best of him

"I still don't see why the glass bottom" he said, sharply.
"To hold the acid," Doc explai ned
" Aci d?"

"A mixture of acids rather," the bronze man el aborated. "The bl ending was done cleverly, and
shows an enornmous know edge of chemistry. The m xture secured will destroy nobst netals and ot her
solids in a surprisingly short space of tine."

The warden scratched his head. He started violently.

"How terrible!" he gasped

"What was, warden?" barked a newspaper man

"We know the convicts went into that freight car!" gasped the warden. "W know that the car held
an acid which would literally consunme themalive!"



"The car was supposed to hold a pipe organ," a man pointed out

"Yes, but—-
"ls anybody sure it did hold a pipe organ?"
"It held big boxes which were presuned to contain the pipe organ,” the warden explained. "It was

searched, of course, when the car was switched into the prison yards yesterday."

"Who sent the pipe organ, if any?"

"A man naned Si gnund Hoppel . "

"Who’s he?"

"W're going to find out."

The warden shook his head forlornly and added the concl usi on which he had reached

"Some one took those convicts to their death," he said. "Some one canme into the prison, freed the
crooks, and led theminto that car filled with acid, where they were eaten alive."

"Looks as if sonebody woul d’ve heard ‘emyell," said a guard who had heard one of the burned
guards yell

Every one concentrated over the nystery, the newspapernen included, with one exception

The exception was the young woman who showed traces of such renmarkabl e beauty. She w thdrew to
the outskirts of the group and maneuvered herself until she had a clear view of Doc Savage. She
lifted to her eyes the thing which she had been carrying in her hands

It was a miniature canera

She focused the tiny canera on Doc Savage, getting the crossed sighting wires squarely on the
bronze man’s chest so that she would get a perfect full-length picture. She pressed the shutter
trip

The bang! of a gunshot came fromthe tiny canera

Chapter 5. THE FI FTY- DOLLAR PHOTOGRAPH

A BULLET HOLE, round and neat, appeared in Doc Savage's plain dark suit, exactly over the heart

The bullet was evidently a | arge one. The recoil of its discharge knocked the mniature canera

out of the girl’s hands, skinning her face slightly. The canera fell on the ground in such a
position that the | ense was upturned, showi ng that the glass had been bl own out to reveal the round
snout of the firing barrel conceal ed inside, and fromwhich the bullet had cone

The girl squinted painfully and saw the bullet hole over Doc Savage’s heart. Doc Savage was j ust
beginning to fall backward. An indescribable expression came on the girl’s face

The girl whirled and ran. But she used her head. A guard stood near by, holding a submachi ne gun
Loaded subrmachi ne guns are commonly kept only in barred towers and other points where convict
inmates cannot get to them Wen the guns are taken fromone point to another, they are first

unl oaded, and the gun taken to the new point, then the ammunition |later and separately, so that both
cannot be seized at the same tine.

But the convicts were still in their cells, which accounted for this subnachi ne gun being in the
yard. And the guard who held it was a slow thinker, which enabled the girl to grab his weapon

She wrenched. She was strong. She got the gun, reversed it hurriedly and nmenaced every one

"Stand still!" she shrieked

They stood still. The girl backed swiftly to the autonpbile in which Doc Savage had been brought

to the penitentiary. She got in, turned the ignition switch, stanped the starter, shifted fromfirst
to second to high, then | eaped out, at the same time yanking the gas control w de open. The car was
heavy. It hit the barred gate at about forty miles an hour

The gate did not collapse, because it was of heavy steel bars and had cost the State a nice sum

But it did give sufficiently to nake an opening that would pass the young wonan. She squeezed

t hrough, pointed her submachine gun in the air and pulled the trigger

The gun discharged with a hideous clanor. Every guard in every tower wthin sight hastily ducked
his head out of sight.

The young worman threw down the gun. It was heavy enough to inpede her flight. She put her head

down and ran at a surprising clip

At the first corner, she | ooked back. Pursuit had not yet organized itself, except for a few
guards who were junping about in the manner of chickens deprived of their heads. The girl continued
to run.

She rounded various corners, and seened to have no definite idea of where she was goi ng, except
that she wanted to get on a street where there was no traffic. She succeeded in doing this, and ran
swiftly for sone minutes. She began to breathe hard and show signs of being w nded

A car appeared on the deserted street and approached slowy. The girl turned around and eyed it

The driver was hunched behind the wheel and seened to be paying no particular attention to anything
The girl yanked her spinsterish hat over her eyes, so that it did its utnost to conceal her face
She waited until the car rolled close, at the same tinme renobving a scarf fromaround her neck and
draping it over her right hand

When the car was abreast, she suddenly | eaped onto the slow nobving machi ne, yanked open the door
and plunked hersel f upon the seat. She shoved out her hand hidden by the scarf

"Drive on!" she gritted. "And if you want to absorb sone |ead, just nake a nove to call help!"



The driver did not react as he was supposed to do. He reached out and plucked the scarf away,
revealing the girl’s enpty hand. Wen the girl gasped and tried to | eap out of the machine, he
sei zed her and held her.

The young worman now got a glinpse of the Tartar she had caught.

"Doc Savage!" she squeaked.

DOC SAVAGE drove on, saying nothing. The young woman made an effort to get out again, but the
clamp of bronze fingers held her in the car. She discovered that the big man of nmetal had remarkabl e
strength. Hi s fingers upon her skin felt not unlike warm steel.

The young worman noted that the ignition wiring of the car was hangi ng down under the dashboard,

as if it had been wenched | oose, then patched. She surnmised that the car had been | ocked and that
Doc Savage had appropriated it for his own use.

She noted al so the round bullet hole over the bronze man’s heart. She blinked at this al nost

unbel i evingly. Then she reached over abruptly and shoved an extended forefinger into the hole.
"Ch!" she said. "Bulletproof vest!"

Doc Savage sai d not hi ng.

They rode in silence. The bronze man drove expertly, and was soon in the country, taking
unfrequented roads, speeding up when they encountered other cars, but never fast enough to attract
undue attention. His nmetallic features were expressionless, seenmingly in repose, except for the life
in his flake gold eyes.

"Cat got your tongue?" the girl asked.

Doc did not reply.

"How did you trail me?" the girl asked.

It seened at first that Doc was still not going to reply.

"Through the hole in the gate that you nade," he said. "The rest was a matter of keeping you in

si ght and not being seen.”

The girl took off her hat. Her silver hair—t was not quite platinumwas quite abundant.

"Where are you taking ne?" she asked.

"To neet one of ny aides who will take charge of you," Doc Savage said.

"MONK" was human, al though sone peopl e sonetinmes expressed doubts on that point. He weighed in
excess of two hundred and fifty pounds. The hair on his head was about an inch |ong and as coarse as
rusty shingle nails, and the hair on the rest of himwas al nost the sane.

H's full nanme was Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair

occasionally. Odinarily he had the voice of a small child; in a fight, he roared and squaw ed and
whooped and bell owed |ike the bull ape he resenbl ed; and he was one of the world s |eading
industrial chem sts.

Monk was a millionaire with a penthouse |aboratory near Wall Street, and he had a pet naned

Habeas Corpus, an Arabian hog with el ephantine ears, a set of dog’s legs and a snout built for
inquiry. Habeas, the pet pig, had a nud wallow in the penthouse filled with scented nud,
artificially sterilized each day.

Monk was al so one of Doc Savage's five unusual assistants. Mnk's great |ove was excitenent,

whi ch was one of the reasons why he had associ ated hinself with Doc—excitenent and the bronze man
wer e rather steady conpanions.

Monk st ood besi de a sedan parked on a country road. The sedan was innocent-1| ooking, giving no

hint that its body was nade of arnor plate, its glass bulletproof. Mnk was absently picking Habeas,
the pig, up by the ears, swinging him and dropping him Habeas liked this.

Next to excitenent, Mnk’s hobby was pretty wonen. Despite his gorilla |ooks, he usually nanaged
to do quite well for hinself in this direction.

The homely cheni st executed his best bow when the bl ond young woman got out of Doc Savage's car.
"What tree did you conme out of?" the girl asked unkindly.

Monk gave her a big grin.

"Don't judge nme by first inpressions,"” he told her. Then, of Doc: "Wwo is she?"

"A young lady who tried to kill me," the bronze nman expl ai ned.

"Didn't!" snapped the girl.

Doc Savage absently rested a finger on the bullet hole over his heart.

"That was a mistake!" the girl declared.

Monk snorted. "May | take time out for a laugh!"

The girl began to look indignant. "I guess |I'min this over ny ears. But when that bullet was

di scharged, no one was nore surprised than nyself!"

"Want to tell us all about it?" Doc asked.

She nodded.

"I am a professional photographer and detective," she said. "This norning, a man called—

"Isn’t a photographer and a detective an unusual conbination of professions?" Mnk interposed.
"Well, |I'"mconbining them" snapped the girl. "I always did think photography and private
detective work should go together. After all, you know, there is nothing |like a few good phot ographs



to produce as evidence in court."

"Continue with the story," Doc requested

"THI'S morning, a man called ne for an appointrment, and | ater appeared hinself," she went on. "He
said he wanted a picture of Doc Savage. He said Doc did not |like him and woul d have himthrown out
of the prison if he saw him He offered ne fifty dollars to get the picture with his own canmera. He
insisted on his own canera, and since it was one of the nbst expensive mniatures, | did not

obj ect."

"You did not know it was a trick canera?" Mnk jeered. "And you a professional photographer!”
"Believe it or not, the truth!" snapped the girl.

"The work on the canmera was excellently done," Doc Savage said. "It would have fool ed even an
expert."
Monk eyed the bronze man. "You just tel ephoned me to neet you here, Doc. | ain't got no idea of

what this is all about."

Doc Savage did not answer for so long that it seened at first that he was not going to reply.
"The thing is still very much a nystery," he said at |ast

"You think some one sinply nmurdered those twenty convicts?" Mnk questioned

Doc did not answer that

The girl had been | ooking at Habeas Corpus, the pet pig

"Goodness!" she excl ai med

"Eh?" Monk grunted

The girl pointed at Habeas. "I can't make up nmy mind what it is!"

Monk gave her his oversize grin and said, "W’ re used to such cracks, Habeas and ne."
"Did you collect the fifty dollars?" Doc asked

"Half of it. | was to get the other half later."

Monk brightened. "Now, that’'s sonething! How were you to get the other half?"

"At lgor De Faust’'s hotel," replied the girl.

"Who' s he?"

"The man who hired ne," she said, pertly. "At least, that's what he said his name was."
"You have his address?"

"The Beaux Artiste Hotel."

Doc Savage said, "Cone on."

They got in the sedan which Mnk had driven to the spot. The sedan was one of a fleet of cars
all of special construction, nmaintained by Doc Savage. Doc drove

Monk | ooked back and said casually, "I see a cloud of dust coming. Must be a car."
Doc got the sedan in notion. The engi ne made al nbst no noi se and the heavy body and excel |l ent
springing made the car ride easily, lightly

"Care to give us your nane?" Doc Savage asked the young wonan.

Her answer cane without hesitation

"Syrmanthe Yell," she said

Monk, who was wat ching the road behind, |aughed |oudly over his shoul der

"And you made cracks about mny |ooks!" he snorted

The car took a corner and swung in the direction of the city.

"If it’s all the same, |'d prefer being called Sandy," said the young woman. "Sandy Yell."

"You' re Syrmanthe to ne," Mnk told her

The horely chenist continued to watch the rear. H s interest sharpened. He jerked a hairy thunb.
"We're bein’ followed, Doc!" he barked

DOC SAVAGE gl anced back. A coupé, lean and dark, was like a fleet hound upon their trail. The
bronze man increased their speed. The coupé stuck

The sedan heaved, rocked, in spite of its low slinging and excell ent bal ance. Topping small rises
in the road, it seemed to take entirely to the air for yards at a tine. Mnk craned his neck and saw
where the speedoneter needl e stood

"Ain"t no stock car can go this fast!" he squeaked

Doc Savage nodded. "That coupé is following us. W will stop and see what he wants."

Topping a ridge, the bronze nan applied the brakes. Rubber wailed and the car swayed nore madly
whi |l e the passengers braced thensel ves agai nst the decel eration. The nachi ne stopped

Monk di pped into an arnpit hol ster and brought out a weapon resenbling an oversize automatic
pistol. It was a supermachi ne pistol perfected by Doc Savage, a weapon of renarkabl e conpact ness
firing bullets at a fabulous rate. It was charged with the type of slugs commonly known as "nercy
bullets," mssiles inducing unconsci ousness, through a charge of drug contained in a harnl ess shell
The coupé cane over the hill, brakes went on, and it skidded. Al nost broadside, the car cane to a
stop

The man who got out had nice shoul ders and not nuch waist. His face was long, his nouth the |arge
one of an orator, and his forehead was high

Hi s cl ot hing, however, was really sonething which nade himhard to forget. His norning attire was



i mpeccabl e, both for correctness and neatness. The creases in his trousers | ooked sharp enough to
split paper.

He carried a black cane which nanaged to achi eve the appearance of both plainness and richness.
"Ham " Monk roared. "You overdressed shyster! You nenace to the uprightness of the American bar!
What’'s the idea of chasing us?"

"Monk, you accident of nature!"™ "Han' said, grimy. "Wat's the idea of running away from me?"
The two glared at each other as if about to do nutual nurder.

Monk and Ham were good, if strange, friends. Ham was Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks,
one of the nobst astute | awyers Harvard had ever turned out. He was al so one of Doc Savage's five
ai des.

Doc asked, "Ham how did you happen to cone here?"

Monk answered that. "I left hima note, Doc, telling himyou wanted ne to neet you out in the
country, and that sonething seenmed to be up."

"lIs somet hing up?" Ham denmanded.

"l don't know," Monk said. "We're going to a place called the Beaux Artiste Hotel to interview a
guy naned lgor De Faust, to find out why he wanted Doc killed."

Chapter 6. OL IN MEXI CO

THE Beaux Artiste |looked froma distance as if it mght be a dunp. O oser inspection showed the
unexpected cleanliness of the front and the neatness of the doorman’s uniform The nei ghborhood was
nothing to brag about.

Monk and Ham when they cane in sight of the hotel, were quarreling. They always quarrel ed. Ham
had parked his coupé and was riding in the sedan.

"I"'mgoing to whittle you down and see if there is any trace of a man under that hair and
gristle!"™ Ham decl ar ed.

"Al ways picking on nme!" Mnk squeaked indignantly.

"I"mnot picking on you!" Hamsaid. "lI'mgoing to sinply assassinate you for teaching ny
Chenmistry to chew tobacco and expectorate in nmy pockets! |1’'ve had to sew ny pockets shut!"
Chemistry, object of the verbal fray, hunkered on the floorboards of the sedan and kept one eye
on Habeas, the pig. Chemi stry was probably a nonkey, although there m ght have been room for
argunent. Except for size, Chemistry was al nost a double for the homely chemist, Mnk. Chenistry was
Ham s pet, acquired not nmany nont hs before.

The blond girl, "Sandy" Yell, addressed Doc Savage, who was driving, nervously.

"That squabbling is making ne jittery," she said.

"You will get used to it," the bronze man suggest ed.

"But they may hurt each other!"

"They have not yet," Doc said, "and it has gone on for years."

He stopped the sedan in front of the Beaux Artiste and they went in. A clean-looking clerk told
them | gor De Faust had a suite on the ninth floor.

"But I'mafraid you won't find M. De Faust in," the clerk added.

"No?"

"He had me reserve a plane ticket on the Mexico City plane," explained the clerk. "A short tine
ago, he left with his baggage, picking up the plane ticket."

"We will have a look at his suite," Doc Savage said.

"Well, | hardly know what to—

Doc showed hima conmi ssion as inspector on the police force. It was an honorary conm ssion which
Doc had carried for a long tinme, but was none the less effective for being honorary. |t persuaded
the clerk that it was all right for themto go up.

| GOR DE FAUST seened to be a gentleman of sinple tastes. There was some clothing in the closets,
and the suits were reserved, the ties not too |oud.

Doc Savage got the girl aside and asked, "What did De Faust |ook |ike?"

"He had yellow hair," said the girl.

Later, Doc asked the hotel clerk what De Faust had | ooked Iike.

"He had yellow hair," declared the clerk.

De Faust was al so a slender nan of average height, judging fromhis suits.

Doc Savage, down on all fours, hooked a fol ded square of paper out from under a divan.

It was a cablegram It had been sent from Mexico City the day before, was addressed to |gor De
Faust, Beaux Artiste Hotel, and read:

O L PROPERTY PROVEN AND WORTH M LLI ONS STOP MAN HERE AFTER | T AND | NTENDS APPROACH DOC SAVAGE FOR
FI NANCI AL Al D STOP | MPERATI VE GET DOC SAVAGE OUT OF WAY STOP THEN YOU COVE AT ONCE TO MEXI CO CI TY.
The fact that the cabl egram was unsi gned was not unusual, since such mssives are often sent

wi thout a signature.

"I think," said Sandy Yell, "that explains it."

"Sure," Monk agreed. "He played you for a sucker in his scheme to get rid of Doc."

In the bedroomthey found a snall assortnent of tools such as mi ght have been used to put a gun



barrel, sawed-off, inside a mniature canmera. The tools were neatly oiled and wapped in protective

paper.
"This lIgor De Faust nust have headed for Mexico City," said the dapper Ham

They went downstairs when it was evident that the suite held no nore information

Doc asked the clerk, "What air line did De Faust order the ticket upon?"

"Ammex Ai rways. "

Doc Savage went to the tel ephone and called the Amex airport

"Police business," he said. "Can you hold the Mexico City plane? O has it taken off?"

"There is a Mexico City bus warm ng up on the runways now," the airport attendant replied. "And
we can hold it if this business is very official."

"It is very, very official," Doc said

THEY made fast time through the city traffic out to the Amex Airport, which was on Long Island
south shore. Doc’s sedan was fitted with a siren, big and |l oud, and that hel ped get themthrough
That the bronze nan had an excell ent know edge of the city was evident fromthe short-cuts which
he selected. An attendant ran to neet themat the airport. The minute he spoke, it was evident he
was the one who had been addressed over the tel ephone

"Who do you want off the Mexico City ship?" he asked."

A man naned | gor De Faust," Doc Savage replied

The attendant swore. "Wiy didn't you say so over the tel ephone?"

"Whul d that have hel ped, besides letting the De Faust man know, perhaps, that he was wanted?"
"It would have hel ped,” said the attendant. "For instance, | could have told you that this was
the second Mexico City plane. De Faust was a passenger on the first one. It left an hour ago."

Bl ond Sandy Yell teetered on her heels and renarked, "A nice wild goose chase for nothing."

The dapper Ham scow ed at her

"Doc," he groaned, "we can get the route of that plane and radio the pilot to hold this De Faust
at the first |anding place."

"We can radio the pilot of the plane and have De Faust hinself put under arrest on board," Monk
poi nted out

"Don't be silly!" Ham snapped. "W wouldn't want to start trouble on a passenger plane!"

Sandy Yell said, cheerfully, "Wile you gentlenmen argue, | amgoing to get a bite of breakfast
of which | have had none."

She turned and wal ked to the airport lunch room This was a square building, situated on a plot
of ground depressingly bare of vegetation. It was a building which could be watched nost
effectively, so Doc Savage and his aides |et the young woman go

"Country sausage, two eggs, buttered toast and a tel ephone,” Sandy Yell told the waitress in the
I unch room

"Whi ch first?"

"The tel ephone. "

The waitress pointed to a corner. "There it is."

Sandy Yell noted that the tel ephone was not visible through the wi ndows from where Doc Savage and
his two aides stood. She called a nunber

The voi ce which answered was strange. There was sonething wong with it. The words were delivered
slowy and with the utnmost care, and even then they were barely understandabl e

"You insane devil!" said Sandy Yell, hoarsely.

"You did as you were ordered and attracted Doc Savage's suspicion?" asked the queer voice
"Killing that penitentiary guard was no accident, as you clained," Sandy Yell said grimy. "I
know t hat now. "

Sonmet hing in the nature of a mangl ed chuckl e came over the wire. "It is reported that a bl ond
young wonman shot at Doc Savage with a gun concealed in a canmera, then fled."

"You devil!" gritted the blond girl. "You alnost tricked ne into nurder!"

The mangl ed chuckl e cane over the wire again. "That was necessary."

Sandy Yell said, hoarsely, "If | had shot Doc Savage, they would have hung ne!"

"Do you think I would have taken that chance with so valuable and willing an assistant as
yoursel f?" the strange voi ce asked derisively. "Doc Savage al ways wears that bulletproof vest. |
knew he woul d not be harned."

The girl rapped. "WIling? You don’t need to rub it in!"

"You do not by chance, think you don't have to take my orders?"

The girl’'s reply was slow. "No," she said. "I wouldn’t kid nyself."
The hardly understandabl e voi ce took on a somewhat placating tone and asked, "Is Doc Savage goi ng
to Mexico?"

"Looks as if he were. He is going to chase this lIgor De Faust, who—

"Who is a down-and-out actor nmade up to |look |like the genuine lIgor De Faust," said the voice over
the tel ephone, "and who knows nothing of the nationw de inportance of this affair."

"Suppose, " said Sandy Yell, "you tell ne what is back of this?"

"There is an old proverb that no poison is as deadly as know edge of the wong sort." The other



hung up.

THE person with the strange voice renmoved a hand fromlean |ips after the conversation with Sandy
Yell ended. It was the hand over the mouth which had lent the voice its strangeness.

In order to speak at all coherently through the nostrils, innumerable hours nust have been spent

in practice. But it was an effective voice disguise.

The roomwas dark. It was al so danp and snelled |like the inside of a jug which had been corked

for a long time. The occupant of the roomshuffled over, opened a door and a little light came in.
The person had a hunped back and was stooped. The clothing was carefully chosen to nmake shapel ess
the wearer.

The face was particularly striking. It was a wad of winkles, nuch too red and heal t hy-I ooki ng,

and white hair hung down fromthe forehead and hid the ears, if any.

Thi s unique nonstrosity shuffled into an adjacent room which was illumnated by a single small
electric bulb. The roomwas |ong, had a concrete floor, cenment block walls, and was absolutely bare
of furniture.

Stretched in a neat row on the floor were twenty nen. The convicts who had vani shed so

nysteriously fromthe State penitentiary. They seened to be asl eep.

The hunpbacked personage expl ored inside shapeless clothing with a hand that was encased in a
rubber gl ove and brought out a small oilskin sack with a drawstring top. The sack seened to hold big
bl ack pills which resenbled small |unps of coal. One of these was inserted into the nmouth of each
sl eepi ng convi ct.

TEN minutes later, all the convicts were awake and | ooki ng sonewhat dazed. They stared at each
other. They glared at the cenent walls. The latter nust have | ooked |ike hone.

"I knew we’'d | and back in the cells!" MG nnis groaned.

"And in solitary!" echoed anot her.

"Do not get excited, MG nnis," the hunpback said, calmy. "You are not in prison. You are, in
fact, at a point nore than fifty mles fromthe penitentiary and in a different State."

"Yeah? How d we get here?"

"That," said the hunpback, "is sonething | hope will be a nystery for a long tine."

"What’'re we here for?" demanded the baffled MG nnis.

"You are starting a year’'s strange warfare for me in return for freeing you fromprison."

The befuddl ed convicts considered this. Several took their heads in their hands while they

t hought, or perhaps the gesture was due to bad headaches.

"Mean you took us out of the big house to get yourself a nmob?" demanded MG nnis.

"Sonething like that."

"And | suppose that now we’'ve got to rob banks, nmurder and give you the |oot?"

The hi deous-1 ooki ng hunpback was silent while turning slowy to the entire collection of

convi cts.

"You think | want you to rob for ne?" asked the hunpback.

This got enough nods to indicate a consensus of opinion.

"You are wong!" snapped the canel backed creature. "I want you to work to wi pe out a great
wrong!"

"Then what the hell do you want us to do?" asked a man who had gained the reputation of one of
the greatest living experts on deadly poisons.

"You are going to fight the organization which sent you to prison!" grow ed the hunpback. "W are
going to smash it!"

A convict peered closely at the deformed one, then nuttered, "Man or woman, whatever you are,
you're crazy! It can't be done!"

The reflection on the hunpback’s nental bal ance got only an odd | augh fromthe queer creature.
"Due to a slight msfortune in getting you out of the penitentiary, we nust lie low for a few

days, " renmarked the hunpback. "We were, as you nay recall, sighted by one of the pen guards as we
entered the freight car. | shot this fellow Shot himin a hasty nmonment, | admt.
"I'n dying he nuttered the nane of Doc Savage. For what reason, | do not as yet know. At any rate,

this resulted in Doc Savage being called on the scene."

ONE of the convicts got up fromthe floor where he had been lying. He was noticeably paler than
he had been. "We're bucking Doc Savage, and there’'s a nurder rap?"

"Yes."

"Count ne out of this!"”

"l have taken neasures to dispose of Doc Savage for the tinme being," said the hunpback, ignoring
the other. "He has been tricked into followng a false scent to Mexico City, and by the tinme he

| earns he has been tricked, we shall have our plans so far along that even Doc Savage cannot do a
thing about it. In fact, Doc Savage’'s frenzied efforts will only add to the unrest."

"l don't care to be the object of his efforts, frenzied or otherw se!" snapped the nan who had
gotten scared.



The fellow s recalcitrant attitude appeared to be contagi ous, because the other crooks began to
bristle. There seened to be nothing nuch between thensel ves and freedom but a hunpback who di d not
appear to anount to much

"Thanks for getting us out of the big clink," one said ironically. "But if you think we’'re going
to buck Doc Savage and especially that—that other—You're as crazy as we think you are! W're

bl owi ng! "

The hunpback made no effort to retreat or to draw a weapon. The m sshapen figure seened pitifully
dwarfed in the face of the grimassenbl age

"I aman alchenmist, in a sense," said the hunpback. "Or perhaps you might call ne a foresighted
witch."

"You're a cuckoo!" growl ed a voice. "Plunb nuts!"

"You were given, a few mnutes ago, a black pill apiece," said the hunpbacked one. "The pil

caused you to revive froma sleep which, if it had continued another two hours, would have resulted
in death."

A bl ack-gl oved hand groped, brought out the pill sack and presented it

"You will find in here a single pill as a sanple.”

"So what?" sonme one snapped

"So you will die unless you receive these pills regularly,” the hunchback replied, calmy. "You
can take ny word for that, or you can |leave here and find out I amright."

The convicts hesitated. This was sonething to think about

"l1've heard of the gag being tried before!" one snorted at last. "lIt's a bluff! He—she—got it out
of a book."

"It is not a bluff!

No one but nyself has the slightest idea of how those tablets are made up. And do not think you
can go to a physician or a chem st and do yoursel ves any good. None of themare smart enough to help
you. "

There was a brittle decisiveness about the voice that tended to nmake the words sound true. The
convicts shifted. unconfortably

"l took no chances on you wal king out on nme," said the new nmaster

JULES R MCGA NNI S said, quietly, "You really think we have a chance agai nst—the organi zati on?"

"I amsure of it," retorted the hunpback. "I have a plan. It involves a reign of terror."

"Pl acing those twenty men in the penitentiary in our places was part of that terrorism plan?"

"It was."

"It will take nmore than that to whip the organization."'

"l have got nore than that. Mich nore."

"Yeah?" said McG nnis skeptically

"l have," said the m sshapen one, "a weapon which is the nost incredible and effective thing ever
devel oped. "

McG nni s shook his head slowy. "Mre and nore, | ambeginning to think your sanity is as
distorted as your body. You can't have a weapon which will whip the organization."

The hunpback | eaned forward suddenly and whi spered sonet hi ng. The whi sper reached no one but

MG nni s

McG nnis reacted as if he had been hit between the eyes with an invisible hammer. He squinted

i ncredul ously, massaged his forehead with his finger tips, filled his lungs with air and let it out
slowy

"That's inpossible!" he gul ped

"l can assure you it is entirely possible," said the hunchback levelly. "Wat do you think of it
as a weapon?"

"I ncredible!"

"WII it work?"

"It will!" McGnnis stared at the hunpback. "Just who are you?"

"That, | amnot going to tell you."

"Are you one who has been persecuted by the organi zati on?"

"I am"

"And you have no other notive?

"None. "

"CGood | ove!" gulped MG nnis. "lI'mglad of that! Wth this weapon you' ve got, you could just

about take anything in the world that you happened to want!"
The hunpback | aughed. It was not a very pleasant |augh

Chapter 7. MJSIC BOX AGAI N

DOC SAVAGE was expressing, alnost sinultaneously, about the same opinion of the intellect behind
the nystery

"The gui di ng geni us, whoever he or she is, can think quickly," said the bronze man. "The public

hardly had the word that | had been involved in the escape of the twenty convicts when the dying



guard munbl ed ny name, and preparations were underfoot to send us off on a wild goose chase after an
imaginary oil field, presumably in Mexico."

Doc, Monk and Ham were not on their way to Mexico City. They were in Doc’s sedan, rolling through
the outskirts of the city.

The bl ond, Sandy Yell, was with them

"You shoul d be ashaned of yourself," Mnk adnoni shed the young wonan.

"I am" said Sandy Yell. "You'd never guess."

"Trying to trick us like that," Mnk continued. "Tsk, tsk!"

Sandy Yell sighed deeply. "Wat | want to know is how you happen to know every word of the

t el ephone conversation | had with the chief?"

"You asked the waitress in the airport lunch roomfor a telephone,"” Mnk told her. "Doc had his

eye on you, just as a matter of course. He can read lips. You weren't too far away. So he knew you
wanted a tel ephone.”

"That does not explain how you eavesdropped on ny tel ephone conversation?"

"Hol d your hat," Mnk told her patiently. "In this car, Doc carries sone of his gadgets. One of
these is a contraption which can pick up conversation going over a tel ephone wire. W do not have to
tap the wire. We just drive the car near the phone circuit, if there is only one as there was in
this case, and turn a switch on our radio. Qur tel ephone eavesdropping contraption is a part of the
car radio receiver. Listen."

Monk turned a switch and a bedl am of voices, nale and fenmale, cane fromthe radi o | oud-speaker
under the dashboard. The voices were too nunerous and junbled to understand. The honely chem st
pointed at a tel ephone cabl e suspended al ongsi de the street where they were driving.

"Voices conming fromthere," he said. "There’'s a lot of wires. If we wanted to talk off any one,
we' d have to attach a wire to our contraption, then carry it close to the phone circuit we wanted to
eavesdrop on. Understand how it is done?"

"Mich too well," said the blond girl.

Monk surveyed her al bescent beauty admiringly. It was plain fromthe honely chenmi st’s expression
that he considered Sandy Yell about the npst hugable bit of fem ninity that had cone his way
recently. And Monk was sonething of a connoisseur.

"You're too sweet a girl to be mixed up in sonething like this," Mnk told the young woman.

"Hadn't you better confess everything and help us get it straightened out?"

Sandy Yell asked, calmy, "Since when can you tell what is in a package by |ooking at the

wr apper ?"

"She's right!" Ham said shortly.

"Who asked your opinion?" the girl snapped.

"Yeah, you shyster!" Mnk growl ed. "Wo pulled your strings?"

Doc Savage said, "W will call the tel ephone conpany and get the | ocation of the phone which the
girl called."

THE t el ephone authorities said the tel ephone was at 617 National Avenue in Norwal k, Connecti cut,
and that address was, somewhat ironically, the local lunatic asylum

"Of all the danged things!" murnured Mnk.

The asylumwas not a large one, nor did it |ook particularly prosperous. Discreet inquiry brought
out that it was not privately owned, but was maintained out of public funds. There was only one
tel ephone line into the place, and Doc Savage |ocated that.

To the tel ephone line, the bronze nan attached certain instrunents. Wen he had finished with

adj usting rheostats and resistance coils, he had a Weatstone effect which neasured accurately the
resi stance of the tel ephone wire.

Doc Savage told Ham "Go to a tel ephone and call the asylum and ask for the head nurse, and after
you get the head nurse, hang up."

Ham departed. Doc was an interested eavesdropper on the call.

A muffled, strange voice answered the call, and Ham asked for the head nurse.

"Just a minute," said the queer, nasal voice.

A pause. Doc watched the instruments of the bridge.

"Hell o, hello," said a new voice. "This is the asylum speaking."

Ham asked for the head nurse, got her and hung up. He cane back. "Well?"

"Very sinple," Doc told him "The wire is cut. A voice answers, and if the call is for the
asylum the institution is then connected."

"Just where is the circuit cut?" Ham wanted to know.

"Wt hout knowi ng the nornal resistance and capacity of the circuit, it is extrenely difficult to
tell with accuracy," Doc said. "But we should not take long in finding it."

They did not take long. The search narrowed down to a ranbling, decrepit-|ooking brick building.
This bore a sign across the front:

NATI ONAL W NERI ES, | NC.

"Now what ?" Monk wanted to know when they had surveyed the vicinity and noted nothing suspicious.
"Feel |ike some action?" Doc asked.



Monk grinned his biggest. "I don't feel like nothing else but!"

Sandy Yell snapped, "You had better be careful! You are barging into sonmething a |ot larger than
you dream "

"Tell us all about it," Mnk invited. "Muybe you can scare us out of rushing the place."

"Phooey to you," she sniffed. "Go ahead and get yoursel ves nopped up."

They had not ventured cl ose enough to the w nery building, which seened to be abandoned, to
attract attention. Doc now guided the sedan into the street which fronted the aged structure. The
speed was about thirty mles an hour.

"Cet down," Doc directed.

Monk and Ham sank out of sight on the floorboards, hauling Sandy Yell down with them

"l got another idea," said Monk, and produced a string and began to tie the girl's wists.

She fought, biting and claw ng, and her remarkably blond hair got down in her eyes. She nmade

hi ssing sounds, but did not swear or call them nanes.

Then Doc crashed the sedan into the buil ding.

THE wi nery door was |arge, no doubt originally designed to pernit entrance of w ne trucks. And
while it was a noderately solid door, it had never been expected to withstand the inpact of the
sedan, which had a frane al nost as heavy as railroad rails and a body of arnor plate as thick as

t hat which encased sone arny tanks.

The door caved; the sedan went into the wi nery building, the heavy bunmper nudging a roof pillar,
and a part of the roof came down. Dust boil ed.

Ham had opened the sedan doors an instant before the inpact, so that they would not be cranped
shut. He and Doc dived out. Mnk followed, |eaving the girl lashed to the foot rail. She could free
hersel f, but it would take m nutes.

Doc had a snall object ready in his hand when he cane out of the sedan. He flipped the thing away

fromhim Atiny flare. It ignited, filled all the gloonmy confines of the wine shed with brilliant,
white light.

There seened to be only one nan in the shed. He was retreating, and the unexpected brilliance of
the flare blinded himsomewhat, as Doc had intended. The fellow bunped into one of the roof
supports.

Doc caught him The man was a bit pale, a bit overfat. H's suit | ooked nediumpriced and did not
fit too well. Doc flung the man toward Monk.

"Hold him"

"Aww, heck!" Monk conpl ai ned, and gathered the captive in a bear hug.

The girl, craning, saw the captive, but none of themnoticed her. They were too rushed. The girl
shut her eyes, seened about to faint.

Doc went on. He discovered a wi de stairway, |eading dowmn. To the wine cellars, naturally. He
descended.

The instant Doc was out of sight, Monk told the captive, "If you think I’m gonna stand around
here and hold you and miss out on this fight, you' d better change your ideas!"

Monk belted the man senseless with a hairy fist to the jaw, let the fellow fall, and | eaped after
Doc.

REACHI NG the stairs, Monk started down, only to cone flying back, propelled by Doc. The two of
them got clear of the steps barely in tine to let a fistful of bullets cone up.

Ham who had veered to the left to make sure no foes were lurking in the rear of the shed,

gal | oped up. He watched slugs knock holes in the roof to the acconpani nrent of nuch noi se.

"It appears they are in the basenment," he said needlessly, "with what the newspapers call a Tommy
gun. "

Doc did not reply. He inserted a finger in one of the many pockets of a special vest which he
wore and produced one of the tiny, high-explosive grenades which he frequently used. He rel eased the
firing mechanismand flipped it down the steps.

There was a roar, a gushing stormof dust and concrete fragnents. The grenade had not expl oded at
the bottom which made it unlikely that the gunman had been killed. But the concussion nust have
di sturbed them judging fromthe crackling profanity.

"The next one will conme all the way down!" Doc called. "To save a good deal of disconfort, you
men had best cone out one at a tine, w thout your weapons."

The swearing underground cane to a stop. There was a voice. The voice was predom nant, was giVing
orders. It seened that the nen bel ow noved away.

Then canme the tinkling that sounded |ike a music box.

Doc said sharply, "Mnk! Haml Watch the outside! There may be a tunnel fromthe wine cellars!"
Monk and Ham rushed for the door and vani shed into the outer sunlight. They had supernachi ne
pistols ready in their hands. This section of Norwal k was by no nmeans thinly popul ated, and the
noi se had attracted attention. Curious persons were approaching fromevery direction.

Monk and Ham boosted and haul ed each other atop the winery roof, in order to see better.

Sandy Yell called to Doc, "Your two shadows are wasting their tine watching the outside!"



"Thi nk so?" Doc asked, dryly.

"Big fellow, | know what you' re up against, and you don't!" snapped Sandy Yell. "You hear that
tinkling noise?"

"What about it?" Doc countered.

"Not hi ng much that 1'"mgoing to tell you," the young woman replied. "Only you' Il never get your
hands on the nob below Not this tinme, you won't!"

M NUTES passed. The eerie tinkling continued, a sound sonewhat as if mice were running over the
strings of a metallic harp.

Qut si de, Monk howl ed, "I don’t see no sign of no tunnel!"

Ham added, "In five mnutes, we're going to have a bigger crowd than a circus!"

Doc began easing down the steps. The dust stirred up by his grenade had settled by now It was
dark farther down, and he got out his generator-operated flashlight, used it.

W eckage | ay everywhere.

The nysterious nusical tinkling stopped.

At the foot of the steps—the stairs had been nangl ed badly by the expl osi on—an open under gr ound
room of some size, but with a lowceiling. Dust was thick in the air. At the opposite end was a
door.

Doc went to the door and found it heavy, sheathed on his side with what appeared to be rather
thick steel plates. Certain wines are valuable, and this one chanber had evidently been equi pped for
the maximumin safety. A test showed the door very solid.

St eppi ng back, Doc tossed one of the grenades. He was braced when it went off, but the inpact
upset himeven then. Getting up fromhis knees, he saw the roof sagging. But it did not come down.
The netal door had caved in.

Doc went to it, but did not go through. The roominside did not have great dinensions—was, in
fact, about the scale of a bedroomin a New York apartment. The floor, like the other flooring in
the wine cellars, was of concrete.

But the concrete floor had been covered carefully with a coating of thick glass.

On the glass, to a depth of perhaps two inches, was a vile-looking |iquid.

Doc drew a handkerchi ef out of a pocket and, leaning forward, let it dangle into the liquid. The
i mrersed part of the handkerchief was consuned al npst instantly.

There was no sign of any men. And there was no exit fromthe small underground chanber. Somehow,
nmysteriously, the nen had di sappeared without |eaving any trace of their forner presence.

Doc studied the roomquietly with his flake gold eyes. Then into being canme his eerie whistle,
this time denoting puzzlenment. He left the roomand went back up the stairs, heaved the prisoner
into the sedan alongside the girl, got behind the wheel, found the sedan would run, and backed out
of the building, after some difficulty.

Monk and Ham sprang down off the roof and got into the sedan.

There was a crowd about. Doc spotted a policeman, |eaned out and said, "Be extrenmely careful when
you exam ne that wine cellar. Do not step into the liquid on the floor."

"Wait a minute!" the cop barked. "What’'s been goi ng on here?"

Wthout replying, Doc started to drive off. The policeman sprang on the running board, hung on
with one hand and put his other hand on the grip of his pistol. Then he recogni zed Doc Savage.
"Ch!" he said, and got off the running board and | et them go.

THE bronze man took to the roads on which there was alnost no traffic. They drove in silence for
a while.

"What happened to them guys?" Mnk demanded suddenly.

"They vani shed, " Doc expl ai ned.

Monk snorted. "There must have been secret tunnels or something! Ain't we nmakin' a m stake not
hangin’ around to hunt for ‘enP"

"We would not find them" Doc said.

The girl, Sandy Yell, eyed the bronze man sharply.

"So you're beginning to learn the truth!" she gasped.

Doc studied her. His flake gold eyes were conpelling, alive. "Wat you know woul d hel p us a great
deal . "

The girl noistened her |ips. She had been hard-boiled, brittle, in her dealings with themso far.
Her character had seened nore that of a man than the softer nature of a wonman.

But her brazen exterior was a shell, a shell that cracked now and permitted a glinpse of an inner
soul that was terror.
"l can't doubl e-cross themnow " she said suddenly, wildly. "I can’t!"

Monk and Ham both saw now that the girl was scared stiff.

Monk said gently, "You know Doc’s reputation, don’t you?"

She sai d not hi ng.

"You're in ajam" the honely chem st continued. "And you're |ooking at a bunch of guys who neke
a specialty of jams. |f anybody can get you out of trouble, we can."



The girl parted her lips to speak.

"If talking will get you in bad with that hunpback, better keep your trap shut, sister," said
their other prisoner, who had unnoticed, recovered fromhis sensel essness.

"Don't worry," the girl said, grimy. "I was going to tell them!| can't talk!"

Chapter 8. SI GMUND HOPPEL

MONK reached down, took the man prisoner by the throat and squeezed. The fell ow gargl ed,
floundered, beat Monk and beat the floor with his fists.

"Hi s Adanis apple feels funny when it goes up and down agai nst the pal mof ny hand," Monk
chuckl ed.

Wien the nan’s face was purple, and he had all but stopped breathing, Mnk released him Doc
pul l ed the sedan into a patch of woodl and and stopped. There were no houses in sight.

Ham t ook the young woman’s armat a nod from Doc.

"This probably will not be anything for a lady to see," the dapper |lawer told her. "You woul dn't
want to be kept awake nights."

"You don’t knowwhat | already have on ny mind," Sandy Yell said jerkily. But she followed the
dapper Ham away fromthe car.

Doc | eaned over the prisoner. The fellow did not |look as if he viewed the future any too
brightly. He rolled his eyes toward Mnk.

The siman chenmist was not a vision to inspire cheer, for Monk was registering his fiercest

vi sage. Monk, who was at heart a peaceful enough soul got a lift out of using his fearsone
appearance to inspire terror in the heart of an eneny.

"Jules R McG@nnis is your nane," Doc said. "You are one of the twenty convicts who vani shed from
the penitentiary."

"You're mstaken!" the pale man grow ed.

"The prison official furnished your pictures and record,"” Doc reni nded.

The man gl owered at them He drew a deep breath of resignation.

"All right," he said. "So what?"

Doc said, "You were at one tinme enployed by an insurance conpany of which a man nanmed Si gnund
Hoppel is president."

"It's still—so what?" the man snapped.

"Si gnund Hoppel was the name furnished by the donor of the pipe organ which was not in the box
car in the prison yard."

McG nnis grinned thinly, fiercely. "Ain"t that funny now?"

Doc asked, "How were you gotten out of the penitentiary?"

"We went into that box car," said the other.

"Then what happened?"

The man was silent for a long noment. "Believe it or not, we all went to sleep in the box car
after that hunpba—after we took some stuff out of a bottle. W woke up in that wine cellar."
Monk snorted, said, "Wat a story!"

Doc asked, "What is behind this nystery?"

"Think 1'd tell you?" the man asked sarcastically.

"Yep," interposed Monk. "And here’'s a sanple of the reason why."

Monk took the man's throat again, and began to squeeze.

Resul ts were inmedi ate. The man becane purpl e-faced, and foam fl ecks appeared on his lips. H's
eyes protruded. He | ooked as if he were dying, and becane quite rigid.

MONK rel eased McG nnis hastily.

"Bl azes!" gul ped the honely chem st. "I didn't squeeze ‘imhard enough to cause nothin' I|ike
that!"

Doc Savage whi pped back to exam ne the nan. MG nnis seenmed to be having some sort of a seizure,
an attack which was obviously not caused by Monk’s mld strangul ation.

"We' Il rush himto the |aboratory," Doc said crisply.

I mredi ately they drove toward the heart of the city of New York, where Doc maintained a
headquarters which had as a part of its equipnment a |laboratory which, for conpl eteness, was equalled
by few others. The prisoner was tal king freely now

It was not the talk of a healthy nman, but the ranblings of an unconscious mnd. Not all of the
wor ds wer e under st andabl e.

"Organi zati on—ot guilty—erganization framed nme," the man nmunbl ed. "—head bookkeeper—wasn’'t sure
what it was all about—-had a suspicion—

He fell silent for a tinme.

"Catch all that he says," warned Doc. "This man was head bookkeeper for the conpany which

enpl oyed him He was accused of enbezzl enent and convicted."

McG nni s continued his ranbling, "—suspicion—went to wong man—di dn’t know*

They had to bend forward to catch his words. Ham was keeping an eye on the girl. Mnk drove.
"—+framed nme—didn’'t know-even then—what for," MG nnis continued. "O gani zati on—began to



realize—all over country - damed cl ever —aobody suspects."

"l wish he’d be nore definite, Jove | do," said Ham

"—hig thing—twenty nmen in one penitentiary," ranbled MG nnis. "—all framed—got w se—+o0 what was
going on—failed to prove—snoot h—+aw could not touch—=

Suddenly McG nnis stopped nmunbling

Monk said, "I wonder just what ails hinP"

McG nnis did not speak again in his deliriumuntil they were nearing Doc Savage' s headquarters in
downt own Manhattan. Then his words had a startling effect on Sandy Yell.

" Si gmund Hoppel '’ s home—Washi ngt on—san naned Max Landerstett,” munbled MG nnis

The girl put both hands over her nouth but did not keep a low cry from com ng out

HALF an hour later, Hamwas still pegging questions at Sandy Yell in an effort to nake her revea
what had caused her to cry out

"Conme on, conme on!" he insisted. "By keeping information fromus, you are only making it tougher
on yoursel f!"

If she even heard the question, she gave no visible sign. This was the attitude she had

mai nt ai ned throughout. The name Max Landerstett neant a great deal to her, but what, she would not
say.

"Why not lay off her?" Monk growl ed. "After all, her reasons for wanting to keep quiet nmay be
overwhel mngly in her favor."

"Keep that ugly face out of this!" Ham snapped

"But she may be in such a position that she cannot tal k wi thout endangering her life, or the life
of sonebody el se."

Ham | ooked doubly indignant. He pulled his innocent-Ilooking black cane apart near the handle, and
it becane evident that it was a sword cane with a | ean, keen bl ade, daubed near the tip with a
sticky substance. The adhesive gob on the tip was a drug which caused a prick of the cane sword to
produce a form of unconsci ousness which was al nost instant and | asted a consi derabl e period

"You," Ham accused the honely Mnk, "are just showing off. Trying to nake the young | ady think
you're quite a guy."

That this was the truth was indicated by Monk’s great burst of indignation at the suggestion

"You shyster fashion plate!" he yelled. "You and your big nmouth! | think I'Il pull that |ong

poi nted tongue of yours out and tie a knot in its end!"

"Cone on," Haminvited, and |launched into a | ong and shocki ng account of Mnk’'s tree-dwelling
ancestors, an account which was none the | ess vituperative because it was couched in words which
could be found in the nicest dictionary.

They were in Doc Savage’' s headquarters reception room on the eighty-sixth floor of one of

Got hanmi s nost inpressive skyscrapers, and the establishnent was soundproof, so it was unlikely that
their quarrel would attract attention

Their voices, in fact, hardly penetrated to the | aboratory, where Doc Savage was worki ng

The bronze man had taken the usual bl ood and spinal sanples fromthe convict, and, in addition
bits of tissue, extractions fromthe stomach, and nunerous X-ray photographs

At present, the bronze man was engaged in burning bits of the body tissue, which he had taken at
the expense of leaving a small wound, and phot ographing the snoke fromthe consuned tissue through a
spectroscope, a nmethod of anal ysis which was quite speedy.

The | aboratory was an enornmous room conprising the major portion of the eighty-sixth floor. The
reception roomwas snmall, and the only other roomwas the library, which was of good size

Doc fell to using his nost powerful mcroscope

McG nni's, the prisoner who had been seized so oddly, sat in a netal chair. He had sat there for a
long time now w t hout sayi ng anythi ng whatever. Sonme of his unnatural color had departed and it was
evident he was getting better

H s eyes, which had been cl osed, now opened. They were rational

Doc cane over to him "I amgoing to let you go. Can you find this creature who got you out of

the penitentiary?"

MG nni s hesitated

"Yes," he said finally. "But why are you letting ne go? To follow me to nmy boss?"

"No," Doc said. "You will not be followed, for the sinple reason that it mght cause the |oss of
your life."

"l don’t get you."

"You," Doc told him "have been inoculated with an enornous dosage of a germ which requires
another germto keep it in check, to prevent death. Inoculation with the germcould be for only one
| ogi cal reason—to give sone one a hold over you. In other words, you will die in the course of the
next five hours, approxi mately, unless you receive inoculation with the counteractant germ"

McG nnis swal | owed. "So the hunpback wasn't bluffing!"

DOC SAVAGE sai d not hing, but watched McG nnis intently.
"You are right about the business of sonebody getting a hold on nme," McGnnis said finally.



"It is a very effective nethod," Doc said. "This personage literally carries your life about with
himin the formof hypoderm c capsules."

McG nnis shut his eyes. He seened to be thinking deeply.

"Listen," he said abruptly, "can you fix up those counteracting gerns, or whatever they are?"
"Not before you woul d be dead," Doc answered. "Cultures of those gerns cannot possibly be
produced in | ess than days."

McG nnis blinked slowy. "You'll let ne go? You won't follow nme? Wy?"

Doc hesitated. "It is," he said, "against our policy to take human life. If we keep you prisoner,
you will die. As a matter of fact, if we attenpt to give you truth serumin an effort to persuade
you to talk, death would probably result, since truth serunms are sonewhat hard on the hunman system"
McG nnis got up shakily out of the chair. "Can | go now?"

"You can."

"I won’t be foll owed?"

"No," Doc said. "For the reason that your chief might learn of it, and flee fromyou, causing an
interval of time to el apse which would result in your death."

McG nnis wal ked across the | aboratory, across the library, the recepti on room where Monk and Ham
quarrel ed, and to the outer door. He paused there, turned and watched Doc for a tine.

"That hunpback says we are working to right a great wong," he said. "But | don't know "

Doc was silent. Monk and Ham stared, puzzled, as did pretty Syrmanthe Yell.

"The hunpback does things that | ook queer," said McG nnis. "The whol e business may not be on the
up and up."

His listeners held their silence.

MG nni s sighed shakily.

"Thanks for turning nme | oose," he said. "And if | decide the hunpback isn’t on the up and up,
you' Il hear fromne."

He went out.

MONK bounded for the door, howing, "You ain’t gonna let that |lug wal k out?"

"Let himgo!" Doc said sharply.

Monk squeaked, in a clunsy effort at furtiveness, "I'Il follow him See where he goes."
"No," Doc said. "Desirable as that is, we do not want to cause the man’s death."

McG nnis, reappearing unexpectedly in the door, outside which he nust have waited and
eavesdropped, smled crookedly at them

"Thanks," he said. "I wanted to be sure you neant it."

He went away again.

Monk nmade gurgling noises. "But what’'re we gonna do now?"

"W will investigate Signund Hoppel ," Doc said, "and sonme one naned Max Landerstett."
Sandy Yell gave hima tight-1ipped face when he glanced at her. But back in her eyes was a
wonder, and the beginnings of an infinite admration for the giant nan of bronze.

"l guess—the reason you gave for turning McG nnis | oose—was sincere," she said at |ast,
hesitantly.

Chapter 9. TANGLE

SI GVMUND HOPPEL was not in the tel ephone directories of New York City.

"Washington, D. C., was nentioned in MG nnis's delirium" Doc said.

They found the name in a tel ephone directory of Washington, D. C., and environs.

They took Doc Savage's big speed plane to Washington, meking time that woul d have surprised
persons accustoned only to the rather good clip of the conmercial air lines. Doc’s speed plane was
tri-motored, streamined, silenced, soundproof, could |and on water or |and, and had been studied as
a sanpl e of aéronautical advance by experts.

Doc set the ship down on the Potonmac River south of Washington, D. C. They passed the col umed
white maj esty of Mount Vernon, the slave houses, the greenhouses, the | andscaping of the gardens,
and the hillside tonb of George Washington, a few mnutes before they set the plane down for a

| andi ng on the Potonmac.

"Si gnund Hoppel lives on an estate on the Potonmac bel ow Mount Vernon, according to the

directory,"” Doc said.

Now t hat they were bobbing on the river—not too near the vicinity, but two miles upshore, where
their plane would not be as liable to attract suspicious attenti on—Ham frowned critically at
Syrmant he Yel | .

"You don’t like ne very well, do you?" the entrancing bl onde asked.
"He don't |ike anybody but hinself," Mnk said unkindly.
Sandy Yell frowned at Monk. "I think he is perfectly justified in being suspicious."

Monk stared at her, his expression saying that he considered it inconprehensible that she shoul d
be standing up for the dapper and sharp-tongued Ham

Ham | ooked out one of the plane’s windows to hide a knowing snmile. Ham had been practicing
psychol ogy, in order to get the best of Mnk. The api sh Monk was such a honely fellow that wonen



instinctively felt sorry for him or sonmething, and wanted to be nice to him

Ham on the other hand, was such a handsone fellow in conparison that the fairer sex
instinctively resented his unkind remarks about Mnk’s appearance, remarks which Ham coul d not
resi st making

Ham had decided to be particularly cutting toward the next personable young thing they contested
for, on the theory that she would think hima wonan hater and try to win himover. Ham thought he
knew enough about wonen that this would work out

It seened to be working, too

Si gnund Hoppel did live on the |arge estate downriver which they had sighted fromthe air. A
filling-station attendant gave themthe information after they had beached the plane and gone
ashore. They decided to walk to the estate by |and

Wien they were nearing the estate, pretty Sandy Yell paused and nade a strange request

"Have you any handcuf fs?"

"Yes," Monk told her

"Then put a pair on ne."

"What ?"

"Put a pair on ne, please."

Wi | e Monk and Ham st ood dunfounded, Doc Savage said, quietly, "Do it."

S| GMUND HOPPEL bel onged to what a radical would termthe capitalistic class, judging fromthe

i npressi veness of his estate on a wooded bank of the Potomac

The house consisted of several pillar colums, displayed the old lines of Southern architectura
construction. It was laid out somewhat after the style of historic Munt Vernon, except that there
was a noderni zed touch here and there

There was a small but nice airplane landing field to the rear. Garages for half a dozen cars and
as many trucks. A swinmmng pool. And to the west side of the building a golf course, one consisting
of nine holes, and just beyond an array of tennis courts

The ground in front of the house sloped down sharply to a boathouse, toward a pier to which was
moored a fifty-foot cabin cruiser

"This place," Mnk said, "should be in the novies."

Doc Savage addressed the blonde. "This Signmund Hoppel is the same Hoppel who has been nentioned a
nunber of times in investigations into |obbying activities in Washington?"

The girl hesitated, then nodded. "The sane."

Monk waved an arm "And so this show place is to entertain politicians, eh?"

Doc stopped the others and directed, "Wiit here."

He left them behind a patch of shrubbery a short distance fromthe edge of the estate and went
forward. He kept out of sight, a sinple task because there was plenty of shrubbery. An estate of
this size nust require a nunber of gardeners to nmaintain, but there were none in sight

There was no wind; even the | eaves on the shrubbery hung lifeless

The only sign of life was a row of [awn sprinklers which were in operation, hissing steadily. The
mushroom ng mi st of water glistened in the sunlight. The spinning sprinkler heads hissed |ike
snakes

Doc crept forward. The sprinklers were spaced rather closely, and seenmed permanent installations
wi th pi pes underground. Picking a spot where the sprinklers’ spray fell thinnest, Doc scuttled
forward. Even then, he was danpened slightly fromhead to foot

He approached a window. It was his idea to reconnoiter before nmaking any other nove.

But when he was still a dozen feet away fromthe nearest window, a frostily casual voice

addressed him

The voice said, "That lawn is underlain with a capacity burglar alarmsystem consisting of wires
surrounded by a hi gh-frequency field which, when the capacity of it is changed by the introduction
of a bulk such as yourself, actuates a sensitive relay through an anplifier, resulting in the giving
of an alarm al nost the instant you were on the place, in case you are interested."

DOC stood very still. He was fanmiliar with the capacity method as applied to burglar alarms. Hi s
flake gold eyes roved in search of the individual who had made the ranbling speech
Then Doc saw him The nan was | ean, not especially tall, and had the |l ook of an athlete. Hs lips

coul d have been fuller; there were dark pouches under his eyes, and his hair was a nest. Hs voice
had not |ied; he was young

He held a revol ver, and he stood just inside the wi ndow, sighting his gun under the sash, which
was opened a little.

Doc studied himcarefully, and decided the revol ver was pointed at his chest. That was better
because he wore a bul |l et proof undergarnment of chain mail in which he had confidence

Wth infinite sl owness, so that the other could see that he was naki ng no sudden noves, Doc
inserted two fingers inside his vest and brought out a snall netal object. He let the other see it
and carefully shoved it out in front of him as if to drop it

The puffy-eyed young man began, "It is always gratifying to w tness what m ght be called horse



sense in a person, since that kind of sense is likely to be | acking under trying conditions such
as—

Doc squeezed the netallic globule. A cloud of black snoke cane fromit. The snpke cane with such
abruptness that it was alnost a black flash. It hid Doc conpletely.

Doc | eaped to one side, whirled and | eaped in retreat

The young nman with the gun did not shoot, somewhat surprisingly. It would not have done nuch good
anyway, since the sepia mass of black snmoke hid Doc conpletely. But nine out of ten men would have
cut |oose with |ead

Doc was maki ng good speed. It seened certain that he would get away. He approached the |ine of
sprinklers

And st opped

A |l ong nonment he stood there, just inside the flying spray. Then he retreated, flake gold eyes
fixed on the mist fromthe sprinklers. That m st had changed color. It was different. It had a
bilious aspect, a pungent, rather obnoxious odor

A chenical had been introduced into the water. To venture into the mst fromthe sprinklers would
undoubt edl y nean unconsci ousness and naybe death

It was very apparent now why the house had been surrounded so conpletely by the sprinkler
installation.

A MOMVENT | ater, the young nman with the pouches under his eyes cane wal king around the cloud of
snmoke, his revolver ready. He reached out a hand gingerly, at the same tinme keeping a watch on Doc
Savage, and inserted a finger into a tendril of Doc’s black vapor. He | ooked relieved when it did
not nip him

"Harm ess," he said. "Not at all like the stuff com ng fromthe sprinklers, which, if you venture
intoit, | can guarantee will kill you instantly."

Doc said quietly, "This place seens to be thoroughly equi pped agai nst attack."

"Isn’t it, though," smirked the young man. "Such unusual defensive neasures, too."

The smirk did not go with the pouches under his eyes nor the worried | ook, the aspect of strain
whi ch close inspection showed in his eyes and features

The young man peered steadily at Doc Savage, and seenmed to be groping in his menory. He gestured
toward the house with his revol ver

"In," he said. "And if you make a nove, | shall shoot you neatly between the eyes, or as close to
that spot as | can, which | will assure you should be quite close, considering that | have a
trunkful of nedals for pistol shooting, a nunber of themwon not so nany years ago."

They went into a reception hall which was col oni al -100king, and held a genuine antique piece of
furniture or two, along with some rather good fake antiques

The young man of |ong speeches picked up a newspaper froma table and | ooked at Doc Savage's
picture on the front page, under the caption

DOC SAVAGE

is involved in penitentiary nystery

The young man said, "Your being Doc Savage does not surprise ne, since there was sonething

fam liar about you which | did not realize at first as being the presence in nmy nenory of the
know edge that | had seen your picture in the newspaper along with the story of your being connected
with this affair which has apparently so nystified everybody, but which is actually far nore

remar kabl e than any person, even with the wildest imagination, has so far suspected, and the exact
nature of which you may or may not know, but if you expect me to tell you rmuch, you are going to be
m st aken, because—

Doc gave up waiting for the sentence to end

"Who are you?" he asked

"Max Landerstett is the nanme," said the young man of many words

DOC SAVAGE failed to change expression and asked, "You are presunmably the young nman in whom Sandy
Yell is so interested."

The wordy young man becane very still. Hi s mouth was shut and the faint novement of his nostrils
in and out as he breathed was noticeabl e
He began, "The fact that you know of Sandy Yell leads nme to the conclusion that she has in sone

manner obtained a contact with you since she was so unfortunately tricked or forced into shooting at
you in the penitentiary with the trick camera, a procedure which was nothing if not risky,

consi deri ng—

"Sandy Yell is waiting at the edge of the estate," Doc interposed

"Huh?"

"She could hear you if you shouted froma w ndow," Doc continued. "But two of ny nmen, Mnk and

Ham are with her."

"We'll have to do sonething about that," said the young man with the worn eyes. "Under the
circunstances, it is essential that | get ny hands on Sandy and especially your two nmen, but just at
the moment it does not occur to me exactly how—+



"Wth your permssion, | shall call to themto cone in," Doc said.

" ER?"
"No tricks," Doc said. "I shall call to them tell themeverything is shaping up satisfactorily,
and advise themto conme in."

The young man consi dered. "That means you are willing for themto beconme prisoners?"

"Right."

"It also nmeans you are perfectly sure you can get away whenever you want to? Am| correct?"

"You are."

The young man showed nice teeth in a smle that was not amusing. "You are at |least frank, and |
will say that for once | do not appreciate frankness, although previously | have considered it a
nobility of character which—=

"Shall | call thenP" Doc asked.
"Go ahead."
Doc call ed.

MONK, Ham and Sandy Yell appeared and began wal ki ng across the grounds toward the |line of deadly
sprinkl ers.

"I shall turn the sprinklers off for the time being," said the young man, wal ki ng to what

appeared to be a radiator valve and giving it a twist without interrupting his flow of speech, "and
the chemi cal spray will be out of the way so that they will not get into it, and they will be safe,
providing they keep to the sidewal k, and providing their shoes have no holes in the soles, which |
trust will be the case, since your aides are reportedly wealthy men, and one, the fellow called Ham
is noted for his immcul ate attire—hands up!"

The | ast was for Monk, Ham and the girl, who had conme close to the house.

Verbose Max Landerstett stood in the doorway and showed them his gun for enphasis. After
considering a bit, they came in.

Sandy Yell stared intently at the young man with the dark patches under his eyes.

"Max," she said evenly, "I did not bring themhere."

"Shut up," said Max. "I know you didn't."

Monk and Ham eyed Doc Savage, then fell to staring at the revol ver which Max Landerstett held.
"W canme here hunting Signmund Hoppel," Mnk vol unteered, wondering if the infornation would gain
anyt hi ng.

The wordy Max Lenderstett smiled with a forced brightness at them "And hunting Igor De Faust,
too, | trust?"

"Huh?" Monk gul ped. "Well, we'd like to see him too!"

"An anbition | can enable you to fulfill,"” said Max Landerstett.

Chapter 10. TWO BEFUDDLED MEN

THE prisoners—boc, Mink and Ham—were now di sarmed, first being lined against a wall so that they
coul d be searched w thout too much opportunity to snatch at weapons. The blond, Sandy Yell, did the
searching, while Max Landerstett stood back with his revolver. Sandy and the wordy young man wor ked
together with only an occasional nod or a word of comunication.

VWhen she had finished searching Ham the young | ady cal my gave the dapper |awer’'s shins a

vi ci ous ki ck.

"That," she said, "is for all the nice things you said about ne, you clothes horse!"

Ham | owered his arns, either to retaliate or grab his agonizing shins.

"No, no!" exploded Max warningly. "Be careful, for | should not want to have to shoot you at this
poi nt, and, anyway, you nust beconme accustoned to Sandy's eccentricities for if you do not realize

now, you will realize later that she can be depended on to give back with interest whatever—
"If you ever die," Sandy told her associate, "it will be fromovertal k. What do we do with these
men?"

Max Landerstett notioned with his revolver, indicating that the prisoners should wal k toward
another wing of the house. They did so wi thout comrent, and as the party noved al ong, Max spoke,
addressing the girl.

"You talked to themjust how nuch, ny dear?"

"I talked to themnot at all, and |'’mnot your dear," said Sandy Yell. "Listen, you know ne well
enough to know | can keep ny nouth shut."

"Consi der me reprimnded,” Max grinned at her. "How much do they know?"

"Doc Savage has ideas," Sandy replied. "I don't think he knows what is behind it all."

"lI"m damed gl ad of that!"

The young wonan frowned at Max Landerstett.

"Did | hear you say you had Hoppel and De Faust?" she asked.

"You did."
"Aren’t you kind of rushing things?"
"You nean," said Landerstett, "haven't |, in a manner of speaking, rather taken the bull by the

tail, and if that is your question, that answer is that | am doing, and have been doing, ny |evel



best to do so, and | might even go farther and venture to say that | have apparently succeeded to
some—

"Mich too great an extent!" snapped Sandy Yell. "Have you got everything or not? Cut out the
wor ds! "
"l1’ve got Hoppel and De Faust and nothing or nobody else," said the wordy young man. "l night

al so say that | have Doc Savage, here, and his two aides, but | have a suspicion the bronze man can
free hinself, or thinks he can, at any tine he desires, although for the life of ne | cannot see—
Sandy Yel |l |ooked at Monk and shrugged. "Max's father was a si deshow barker and you can't tell ne
there’s nothing to heredity."

Max Landerstett opened a door a crack, shoved his gun into the aperture and nmade his voice ugly.
"You two guys get back and behave yourselves!" he gritted. Then, to Doc Savage, "In with you and
your two shadows, and | still say I'Il be darned if | can see how you are going to get away,

consi dering that you are w thout weapons, and this roomis so solidly constructed that | have a
suspicion it was intended all along for a prison, although how the buil ders knew when this house
must have been constructed, forty or fifty years ago, that they were going to need a—"

He shut the door behind Doc, Mnk and Ham

Monk | ooked at two ot her nen who were already in the room

"The Messieurs Hoppel and De Faust, if | may be permitted a guess," he said.

THERE was no troubl e about recognizing | gor De Faust. A slender nman of average height, and he had
yellow hair. Very yellow hair. H's eyebrows were yellow, and his yellow beard, although not nore
than a day’'s growth, gave himthe | ook of a man who had yel |l ow jaundice. He had utterly blue eyes.
"That actor," said Mk, "done a good job on De Faust. A darn good job."

I gor De Faust gave them a bl ack stare "Actor—ob—"

"The actor who was hired to make up like you and fog it off to Mexico in hopes of draw ng Doc on
a wi |l d goose chase that woul d keep himaway fromthings here."

De Faust blinked and swal | owed. "Mexi co—goose chase—thi ngs here that—

"Yeah," Monk said, somewhat vaguely. "Yeah."

Monk | ooked at the other nan and said, "Hoppel, | think you've got a swell place here."

Si gmund Hoppel grinned handsonely. "Denks, please. Conming fromyou, dat nmakes her a conplinent,

Li eut enant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair."

He did the pronunciation of the military title very nicely.

"Yeah," Monk said, again vaguely. "Well, well. So you know ne?"

"I n newspapers, your photograph, yes," said Hoppel. "Me, | renenber her."

"You couldn't forget her," Hamsaid, dryly.

Si gnund Hoppel grinned at themlike a big dog that has just met some other dogs. Sigmund Hoppel
was a big man, big every way, fromtop to bottom and around the middle.

Hi s face and his nouth and his eyes and his grin were all big. The dianond on the little finger
of his left hand was big. He had been perspiring and that gave his skin a greasy cast, which
together with the fact that he was dark nade it look as if lard and coal dust in quantities had gone
into his make-up.

Bot h Hoppel and De Faust fell to staring at Doc Savage.

"Poy, COh poy!" said Hoppel. "Me, am| a relief that Doc Savage are on this pizness!"

Ham who was never too careful of anybody’s feelings, grinned and started—t was plain in his
eyes—to0 nake sone crack about the way Hoppel nurdered the King' s English. Mk calmy kicked Ham s
shins, all but knocking the dapper |awer’'s feet fromunder him

Doc Savage asked, with his flake gold eyes on Hoppel and De Faust, "Just what is happeni ng here?"
Hoppel started to speak too hurriedly. He choked on the English words, then stuttered.

"Pl ease, maybe you could tell us?" he questioned earnestly at |ast.

" Act or —rake- up—Mexi co—~ De Faust mnurnured vaguel y.

HAM shifting fromone foot to another to favor his agonizing shins, spoke to Hoppel and De
Faust. "You gentlenen nean to tell us that you do not know why you are in this room prisoners?"
"As a guesser, you are a good stabber," said Hoppel. "She's the truth."

"This is surprising," Ham said.

"She no surprise you half so nmuch as she surprises us," declared big Hoppel. "Two weeks for now
we have been all over with surprise. Wiat you call hinP Gatterflast? Flattergas—gasserflat—

"Fl abber gasted, " Mnk supplied wearily.

"Denks, mster," said Hoppel.

Doc Savage asked, "You have been prisoners two weeks?"

"Wait," said Hoppel. "Let’'s count him"

He went to a window sill. The wi ndow beyond was closed with what seened to be a steel shutter,
but along the window sill he pointed to a row of deep scratches.

"My belt buckle put himhere," he explained. "One scratch each tinme they feed us. Lemme see.
Zirteen scratches. Dat whatcha call lucky as hell, no?"

"Thirteen neal s, but how many days?" Monk asked.



"Zirteen days, on account they slip us the zoup once a day."

Monk opened and shut his big nouth. Hoppel’'s grammar was getting hi mdown. The nman seened to have
a congl onerati on of nost of the m stakes made by foreigners starting to | earn English

" Act or —-aeke- up—Mexi co— De Faust nurmured vaguely.

Monk grow ed, "Listen, Hoppel, is he nuts?"

"I'f 1 am | would be the | east surprised of any one, considering what is happening," De Faust
said calmy and rationally.

There was a rattle at the door |ock. The panel opened, and Max Landerstett put his head and a gun
i nsi de

"l have been listening with the greatest of interest, and | amsurprised," he said, "to hear such
a strange story, such a fantastic story of a fortnight's inprisonment coming fromtwo such gentlenmen
as Hoppel and De Faust, although | never have held any great ideas about their veracity, which is
probably in keeping with their character, yet none the less, | am—

"CGoing to get Doc Savage out of there," Sandy Yell interrupted from behind Landerstett

"Yes," said Landerstett. "Doc, conme out."

Doc cane out. They shut and | ocked the door on the other prisoners

MAX LANDERSTETT' S eyes were bright above their dark pouches, and he nmade a snall gesture to draw
attention to the gun in his hand

"Don't forget what | said about the nedals for shooting, for |I can assure you that the aforesaid
menti on was no exaggeration in any sense, but was a true statenment—

"Max," said the girl, "I'lIl bet you talk after you are dead."

"l hope so, because | love to talk," Max grinned. "Doc, you will walk down that corridor. My
call you Doc, since we are in a way of becom ng very chumy?"

Doc Savage said nothing. The corridor was paneled in a cherry red, done in a natural tint that
showed good taste. A runner covered only a part of the floor. Passing through a door brought them
into a vast roomwith a ceiling so high that it seemed lost in infinity.

A great expanse of hardwood floor was waxed glassy, and in the center stood a table that was a
bul k of mahogany, and several neat nmmhogany chairs with bright red | eather seats

"Park yourself," invited Sandy Yell
Max Landerstett waved an arm expansively to draw attention to the huge size of the room and
began, "Note the cathedral proportions of our cubbyhole which will make it conparatively easy for ne

to get at |east one, and maybe nore, pot-shots at you should you decide to nake a break, but of
course you will not decide to—

"Sh-h-h-h!"

Sandy Yell interposed. She |ooked at Doc Savage. "W’ ve brought you in here to ask you
questions. "

Doc watched her as if she did not interest himparticularly.

"We want to |learn just how much you know," said the young wonman

"What | know?" Doc asked. "O what conclusions | have reached?"

"That's it," said the young wonan eagerly. "Wat conclusions you have reached."

"You would not like them" the bronze man said, dryly.

The girl blinked both eyes. "So | wouldn't |ike then?"

The concussion of a great crash filled all of the house. The crash started with the bang! of an
expl osion, and after that there was the uproar of falling débris, and that trailed away to permt
the steady ringing of an alarmbell to be heard

"I don't like that," exploded Max Landerstett

THE al arm bel | rang nonotonously, an even clangor that neither rose nor fell. Over its donging
cane the noi se of men running, of shouting. These sounds were not | oud

"Now what in the hell has happened is the question | want to have answered, if anybody has an
answer ready," said Max Landerstett. "The thing puzzles nme greatly, and"—he flung his gun to the
girl—=if you will take this firearm my pretty blond col| eague—" He dashed for the door. "I'Ill do
my best to learn just what the hell has happened.”

He vani shed through the door.

The girl | ooked after him biting her |ips.

Her nonentary diversion of interest was a mistake, for it gave Doc Savage an opportunity to |eap
H s spring was |ong and silent, and he clanped a corded bronze hand upon the gun and got it as
readily as if the girl had handed it to him The floor was too slick for such gymastics and Doc
l ost his balance and cane down, bringing the girl down al so

She was fast. She al nbst jabbed her fingers into his eyes, but he noved enough and her mani cured
finger nail s—she wore them mani cured to points after the current fashion—ut his bronze skin a
little.

Doc put a hand agai nst her shoul der and shoved hard and she spun around and around on the slick
floor, clawing and scratching in an effort to stop herself and nmaki ng angry gaspi ng noi ses

"l told—that w ndy Max—ever to | eave nme al one—guarding you!" she said in spurts



Doc got on his feet and left her, confident she had no other weapons, because her snug frock
afforded no conceal ment for any. The floor was so slick that the bronze man found it best to nove
his feet as if skating on ice

The girl screaned a warni ng when he was nore than hal fway across the room

"Back of you!" she screaned. "Watch out!"

The warning was a nove on the girl’'s part that showed her character was not bad, showed that she
was involved in the affairs for sone inspirational reason, and that she did not approve of
life-taking. But the warning was not necessary, for Doc had al ready heard the door open

He | eaped, putting his feet out straight ahead, so that when he came down, he slid across the
glassy floor as if greased, lying alnobst prone. It was sinple to turn his head and note what had
happened

There was a door on the far side of the room it had opened. He had heard the opening. In the
aperture, two nen stood spraddl e-|1 egged and ai med sawed-of f shotguns at them both

The men were two of the twenty insurance and hol di ng concern nen who had been forced in cells in
pl ace of convicts who had vani shed so nysteriously fromthe State penitentiary. Doc recogni zed them
fromthe pictures taken before they had fled the warden’s house through a wi ndow.

Their sawed-of f shotguns blasted fire, noise and buckshot slugs as |large as pistol bullets

DOC SAVAGE was rolling, reaching for the doorknob when they began shooting. They had cone into
the rooma little too late, and were shooting too suddenly. The buckshot slugs—eut of cartridges
| oaded for deer hunting in brush with shotguns—erashed into the walls, mssing Doc

Then the girl went into action. She tipped the heavy nahogany table over, tried to send it
sliding toward the men in the door. Her feet slipped and she fell prone. One of the men shot at her
but the thick mahogany table top stopped the slugs easily.

Doc Savage went out through the door, which he had gotten open

The big cathedrallike roomwhere the girl lay behind the table was |ighted by one chandelier, a
fruit tree of bright, small lights hanging fromthe renote ceiling

The girl, remaining behind the table, reached, got a chair and heaved it upward. It hit the
chandelier. Fortunately, it caused a short circuit which brought a shower of hissing blue sparks
then dar kness

Wth the darkness, Doc Savage cane back into the vast room It was surprisingly dark. There were
no wi ndows in the room except high up, and these were curtained and draped. It could hardly have
been darker at m dni ght

"Damm that girl!" said one of the men in the door. "W gotta get her!"

"Sure," said the other. "Only don't kill her. | can swallow nbst things. But not wonman croaking!"
"Bl amed knight in arnor!" gritted the first, and cut |oose three tines with his repeating
shotgun, driving slugs toward where the girl lay sheltered. "Danme or guy, it's all the sanme to this
cooki e! Come on! Let’'s fog her out of there!"

The other said, hoarsely, "The human race is | ower than damed ani mal s!"

Doc Savage reached out in the darkness and took the first man by the neck, one hand back and

bel ow the ears, the other hand back and above the ears. The bronze fingers did sonething slow and
skillful, grinding, exploring a little.

"Ee-e-e-k!"

said the man, small and nouselike, and he becane as slack as a sack of sticks

Doc Savage | owered the man, who was sensel ess because of the skillful pressure on nerve centers
The other had heard his compani on squeak

"What was the idea of making a noise like that?" he denmanded

The next instant he knew, because he nmade one hinself, an alnost identical noise, perhaps a bit

| ouder than his conrade had made

He fought madly. Hs gun went off, throwing a nonentary red blush over the surrounding floor and
showi ng, with alnost inperceptible briefness, the spraw ed formof the other convict. Then Doc |aid
the second invader alongside the first

"Mss Yell," Doc called
"Ch," said the girl’s voice. "So you didn't run out on ne?"
"No," Doc said. "I wanted to talk to you."

"That’'s too bad," the girl remarked grinmy, "because now |'mgoing to run out on you."
She did. Doc raced her madly to the opposite door, but she got through it, got it locked in his
face.

IT was a heavy door. The bronze nan grasped the knob and exerted strength until the screw hol di ng
the knob to the | ock spindle broke and the | ock came away in his hands. He thunped the door once

experinmentally with a palm then set hinmself on the slippery floor and gave a terrific smash. The
panel split, let his hand through, and he groped for the key.

When he got the door open, the girl was gone

Men seened to be running all through the house. There was one shot, nmuffled, as if a firecracker

had gone off under a tin can. Feet ran nore swiftly. Men yelled



Monk began tal king in a high, yamering voi ce.

"Dag-goned | awyers!" he conplained. "Al alike! Knock a guy down so they can get away, and what
do they do? Try to take charge of things and go one way while | go another! The dunb cluck of a
fashion plate!"

A gun banged.

"Quch!" Monk said. "Don't you know you m ght shoot me?"

A harsh voice said, "Did | mss you?"

"About an inch."

"I"l'l try to do better!"

The gun sl anmed again. Mnk enmitted a piercing scream a cry such as a man might give in the
throes of violent death. Then there was sil ence.

The silence did not last long. There was a flurry of blows. Awful blows. They sounded as if a
stake maul was beating a quarter of beef. A body fell.

Monk said, "You missed me farther the second tinme, you dope! | like guys |like you! Easy to
decei ve! "

O her guns banged. Feet canme running toward Doc. One nman. The tread was a peculiar shuffle and
skip which went with Mnk's squatty physi que and bowed | egs. The honely chem st cane cl ose.
"Monk, " Doc said.

"Boy, oh boy!" Mnk chuckl ed. "Have | been having ne a tine! Wiat makes this place so dark? It
ain't night."

"W ndows curtained," said the bronze man. "How did you get away?"

"Sonme |ug canme and opened the door enough to let ny fist out,” Mnk said. "He fell over and ne
and Ham barged out."

"Where' s Han®"

"I told himwhich way to run and it nade himnmad, so he ran the other way," Mnk explained. "Here
| amand no telling where he is."

THERE was nore shooting. A lone bullet cane down the corridor.

"This way," Doc said.

They ran on tiptoes and opened a door. This roomwas |ighted by sunbeans stringing in through a
tall w ndow at the opposite end.

A man stood outside this tall w ndow, his back braced against a porch railing, holding a
submachine gun at a level with his waist. Wen he saw Doc and Mnk, the gun opened up.

A ass fell out of the window. Doc and Monk separated. Doc picked up a chair crossing the room to
one side of the window, where the gunner could not see them The fellow was driving short bursts
t hrough the w ndow, nervously.

It had not occurred to himthat his bullets might go through the wall of the house itself, the
construction of which was not overly thick. But he would think of that soon.

Doc swung the chair through the wi ndow without showi ng hinself. The gunner cried out just as the
chair hit him Doc gl anced through the wi ndow and saw the fellow s heels sliding out of sight over
the porch railing.

"Hunpty Dunpty fell off his wall," Mnk said, cheerfully. "Say, Doc, just what has happened,
anyway?"

"The twenty nmen found in the convicts' cells seemto have organi zed a raiding party," Doc said.

Chapter 11. THE WORD TW STER

THERE was swearing bel ow the wi ndow, where the man with the machine gun had fallen. He had
evidently taken quite a spill, since this portion of the house, which faced the Potomac, was high,
due to the downward sl ope of the ground. Sounds indicated other men were running toward him
"Hadn't we better do sonething?" Mnk wanted to know.

Doc said, "W will try to find ny gadget vest where that chap Landerstett renoved it."

"Wherever that guy is, | bet he's talking," Mnk grunted, and foll owed the bronze nan.

It was surprising that they got through the house without being sighted or shot at, for the place
seened to be alive with the raiders. Once they cane to a wi ndow, and through it could see a |l arge
hol e bl own in the ground beside one of the neat, white outbuildings. The outbuilding was no | onger
neat and white, but a weck.

"They bl ew that hole there," Mnk nuttered. "But why?"

Doc indicated pipes and a liquid which was pouring into the hole.

"They bl ew up the pipes which carried the poison into the |awn sprinkling system" he pointed

out.

"Ch!" Monk | ooked wi se. "Then they had been here before. They knew how things were fixed."

Doc did not reply, but entered the room where Max Landerstett had placed the articles taken from
Doc Savage and his two aides when he had searched them The bronze man scooped up the vest with nany
pockets holding his scientific gadgets.

"I"ll take Ham's stuff," grunted Monk. "We'll run into the strong-headed shyster around here
somewhere. | hope he gets pushed around some by these guys, though. Running off |ike that because |



told himwhich way to go!"

Monk sounded worried, and was plainly tal king because he was afraid sonething had happened to the
dapper Ham

Doc slipped into the vest and stripped the zipper fastening shut. The foundation of the vest was
a light chain nmail of a nmetal alloy of renmarkable strength. It would stop anything short of a nodern
mlitary rifle bullet with an arnor-piercing cap.

Monk was al so slipping into a bulletproof undergarnment. He draped Hanmis bull et proof vest over an
arm

"Now | 'mreally ready to go to town," he said.

They eased over to a window, |ooked out. The wi ndow faced the Potomac, and the scene | ooked calm
The waves caused the flashy cabin cruiser to snub gently at her springlines.

Monk began, "She’'s a nice-Ilooking boat, but—

Doc caught his arm

"Huh?" Monk gul ped.

Doc poi nted, saying not hing.

Monk peered, saw. "The girl!"

Sandy Yell was prone in the shrubbery, crawling furtively across the |lawn and doing a very good
job of it. They would not have seen her at all, except for a tiny open space which she had to cross.
"l don't see her pal, Mster Tal king Machi ne Landerstett," Mnk nuttered.

"You'll have to follow her," Doc said, and began openi ng the w ndow.

"Me?" Mohk gul ped. "But Hamis—

"You," Doc told him "I will do nmy best about Ham"

Monk said earnestly, "Believe it or not, 1'd give ny right eye if Hamdon't get killed!'" He eased
out of the window and crouched in the shrubbery bel ow.

"But | hope he gets his socks whipped off!" he added, and crawl ed away, following the girl.

Doc Savage renmi ned where he was, just inside the wi ndow. Mnk was taking no small chance, and if
he were discovered, Doc intended to divert some of the attention in an effort to enable the honely
chem st to get to safety.

But they did not discover Mnk.

Doc backed fromthe wi ndow, turned right through the npst conveni ent door, and stopped to keep
from stunbling over a body.

The body was that of Sigmund Hoppel. A heaving of the nassive chest, a withing of thick fingers
showed that it was not a dead body.

Doc scooped the man up. Wien he was noved, Hoppel groaned and finally got one eye open.

"1’ve been mangl ed, positively!" he said thickly. "I amthe next to dead!"
Doc said, "Where are the others?"
"I wouldn’t know, " groaned Hoppel. "M head! They knock on himw th a damed gun when | am | ook

in other direction! Good night—isten!"

They listened, although it was hardly necessary. They coul d not have hel ped hearing. Guns were
bangi ng. Men yel | ing.

"Sonebody el se has joined the fight!" Hoppel gul ped.

Doc Savage and Hoppel |ooked cautiously for a wi ndow, but before they found one, the fight had
reached its culmnation. One crowd of conbatants was in flight.

It was the latest entrants into the scrap who had been whi pped. Doc got enough of a glinpse of
themto recognize them The convicts!

The hunpback, their |eader, was with them

McG nnis, who had been Doc’s prisoner, was one of the crowd.

The convict raiders nust have struck suddenly, and they had acconplished sonething. They had
taken sone prisoners.

The prisoners seenmed to nunber three. They were tied up with I engths of cloth, probably w ndow
draperies, and gagged abundantly, which nade it difficult to identify them

Hoppel said, "Your man Ham mne friend De Faust, and dat bummer, Max Landerstett. Dat is who
they have tied up."

Doc said nothing, but watched. The fleeing convicts and their prisoners were runni ng down the

hill toward the wharf. Their destination became apparent.
They were making for the cabin cruiser. The hunpback |l ed the retreat, bending |low, for there was
still shooting. It was inpossible to tell, even in broad daylight, whether the unique creature was

man or woman i n gender.
They all got aboard the cabin cruiser, cast off the springlines and the craft surged with them
out onto the cal m Potonac.

THE other men, the fell ows who had been found in the penitentiary cells so inexplicably, kept up
arattling fire that was ineffectual, and the cabin cruiser got out of range.

"l am not happy!" Hoppel groaned. "Now they will turn on us!"

He had nade a good conjecture. The nmen scattered, and a fusillade of bullets cane in the
direction of the house, meking a great deal of ugly noise.



Hoppel gul ped, "They are taking her up where they left off! Poy, Ch poy! Themother fellers, that
hunpback and his convicts, just ran in, grabbed their prisoners and ran away again!"

Doc Savage said nothing in reply. The bronze nan seened to be deliberating. Unexpectedly, his
faint, small trilling note cane into being, ran up and down the nusical scale and trailed away.
"Cone on!" the bronze man rapped. Wthout waiting for an answer, he knocked gl ass out of a w ndow
with a chair and dived headl ong outside. An instant |ater, Hoppel |anded al ongside with a |oud spat,
as if a big piece of liver had been dropped.

"Me, | think we are crazy!" he gasped.

The men who had been substituted for the convicts in the penitentiary cells began shooting nore
rapidly. The bullets made rodent noi ses over the heads of Doc and Hoppel, but could not reach them
because of the slight bulge in the | awn around the house.

"Themfellers," grow ed Hoppel, "sure belonged in the jail cells where they were found!"

Doc began to crawl away fromthe house.

"You get us killed!" Hoppel warned.

Doc said, "It is possible that we will get killed quicker if we stay."

Hoppel trailed Doc, nuttering, "Sonetines | ama nystery even to nyself. Wy | follow you, |

don’ t =

The earth gave a great junp under them The side of the house came sweeping over the earth,

mashi ng down shrubbery, like a big white nonster trying to lie down on the two men.

Doc grasped Hoppel, |eaped nadly, and got clear. Dust, snoke and flame clinbed high into the air,
carryi ng w eckage, which began crashing back to earth.

"Bonb, " Doc said sinply.

Hoppel swal |l owed several tinmes, and no color canme into his face. At last he said sinply, "M!"

THE shots, which had stopped with the terrific explosion, resuned. Lead cane snapping through the
shrubbery where Doc and Hoppel |ay, and Hoppel seermed to find his tongue.

"Dunmers! " he squaw ed. "What you think you are do to ne?"

The shooting pronptly stopped. The nen who had been dong the firing began to run away fromthe
vicinity.

Hoppel gave Doc Savage an open-nouthed stare. "Did you done see what | just did?"

The bronze man sai d not hi ng.

"I tell themto stop," Hoppel nuttered. "They did. Am | suprised? Poy! Next, you think I amtheir
boss!"

Thin-wai | i ng sounds cane fromthe north, where Al exandria |lay. The noises were vaguely |like the

ni ght sounds of a distant coyote pack, except nore |ong-drawn.

"Police sirens,"” Doc said. "The shooting has caused sone one to call the State police. Qur

enem es heard the sirens.”

Hoppel nodded.

Noi se of autonobile engines reached their ears, and it took no stretch of inmagination to realize
the raiders, the men who had just fled, were taking to cars in which they nust have arrived quietly.
The cars went away at a high rate of speed, taking a direction opposite that fromwhich the police
sirens were approaching.

Chapter 12. THE VAN SHI NG SAl LORS

HOPPEL conpl ai ned, "They are getting away! W don’t want that, do we?"

Doc demanded, "Want to stay and watch your house?"

"There is so nmuch left to watch!" snorted Hoppel. "N x."

Doc said, "Cone on!" and ran out of the el aborately |andscaped grounds. A bridle path ran near
the estate, and they got upon that and ran. Behind them the w eckage of Hoppel's house had caught
fire, and snoke, a dirty dark-brown in color, was bul gi ng upward.

Hoppel began to pant at once. He panted with his nmouth wi de open—great, whooping pants which
carried a distance.

"Poy, am | exhausting!" he panted.

They cane in sight of the plane in which Doc and his aides had fl own down from New YorKk.

"l wondered where | was going!" Hoppel puffed. "Foll ow-ears—eh?"

"No," Doc said.

" Huh?"

"The boat," Doc told him "W never saw the cars. How could we | ocate themon the road? Traffic
is heavy around here."

The pl ane shook as Hoppel plopped his big weight into the cabin. The ship hardly vibrated as Doc
got aboard, although the bronze man was probably heavier than Hoppel, even if he did not appear to
be. Doc knew how to handl e his weight.

The three big notors began to hiss through the silencer vents, and the propellers becane al nost
transparent discs. Doc got the anchor up.

Seapl anes are notoriously hard to maneuver on the water. This one was equi pped with brakelike
scoops which, with the yank of a lever, could be projected to engage the water on either side, thus



adding to the turning ability of the ship.

Doc got the plane turned, |evered the scoops in, and canme back on the throttles. The airship
trenbl ed, eased up into the air

Hoppel nust have flown before, as what nodern person has not. He gave the take-off little
attention, but kept his big nose mashed agai nst the cabin wi ndow. He was watching the cabin cruiser
Doc banked the plane toward the fleeing yacht

The crui ser was headi ng south down the Potomac. She had gotten up, by now, what nust be about her
full speed. The bows were riding on top; the stern was deep, and the wake crawl ed up behind in a
great pursuing wave that threatened at any noment to cone aboard. In the center, directly behind the
stern, the propellers hurled up a great, steady spout of foam and spray

Hoppel expressed it. "She has got a fire on her tail, don't it |ook?"

She had a machi ne gun on her foredeck, too, it becanme apparent. It was a small hand machi ne gun
of the submachine type, and the amp druns were sprinkled with tracer bullets. A bad weapon. Its
slugs began to rattle on the cabin of the plane

"l am brave sanme as devil," said Hoppel. "Wat you say we run away?"

Doc did not tell himthat the cabin was bulletproof, that the notors were shielded, and that the
nost i nflanmmabl e bullet could be fired into the gas tanks wi thout danger of conflagration. The
bronze man was watching a bonmb sight. Wen he had it right, he touched a |l ever, and a single
tapering aérial bonb arched downward.

It struck ahead of the cabin cruiser, and the water clinbed up in a great nountain which caused
the boat to rock and reel sickeningly.

In the rear of the plane was nounted a | oud-speaker horn of the type used to broadcast aéria
advertisenents. Doc spoke into the m ke which actuated this speaker, through a power anplifier
"You will stop the boat!" he directed. "Then each of you will cone on deck, throw down your guns
and junp overboard! Such of you as cannot swimmay wear |ife preservers when you go over!"

The words fromthe great |oudspeaker were |ike small thunder

THE men on the deck of the power boat ran nadly inside. In a nonent, not a man was in sight. The
boat began to sl acken speed; it was plain that the engines were in reverse to hasten the stop
"Poy, GCh poy!" chuckl ed Hoppel. "Did demfeller scare us, vice versa!"

The cabin cruiser cane to a conplete halt, rocking a little on the waves stirred up by the bonb
It was a gem of mamhogany and chrom um

"She cost ne forty thousand," said Hoppel

Doc Savage sent the plane back not far above the surface, flake gold eyes fixed on the cruiser

He seened to fly unconsciously.

"You had better begin to worry about your boat," he told Hoppel

"No?"

"Notice the boat topping. It is already under the water."

Hoppel stared. He emitted a squawl of pain that nust have been heard in Washi ngton

"Sinking!" he how ed. "She is going up! First mine house, and now mi ne boat!"

He | ooked as if he were about to cry

"That boat, she is eye of mne apple!"

The boat sank. The sinking was about as sudden as was possible for a boat of fifty feet. It

di sappeared, and water boiled and many bubbl es canme up

No men appeared

A deck chair floated, then sone oars, driftwood, a life preserver or two, some cushions. A greasy
filmof oil covered the surface. Fully five mnutes el apsed

Still no nmen

Doc Savage | anded the plane on the water and taxied warily toward the spot

"Maybe we have a trick," Hoppel suggested

Doc said nothing, but cut the notors so that the plane drifted over the spot where the yacht had
gone down. The bronze man knew about how deep the water would be in this part of the Potomac. He
di ved

The water was fairly clear. He had no trouble finding the sunken yacht. The boat |ay on her side
and there was a great, gaping hole in the bottom am dshi ps. Doc swamtoward the hole. H s eyes began
to burn

The burning in his eyes increased. He turned swiftly and swamto the top

"What did we find?" Hoppel how ed out of the plane' s cabin

"The water is saturated with an acid which ate a hole in the bottomof the boat," Doc said. "It
is the same acid which was found in a freight car inside the walls of a penitentiary, and again, in
an underground wi ne cellar chanber."

"l don't understand," said Hoppel

"A nunber of people do not understand,” Doc told him and dived again

H s eyes burned when he went down, so he came up and waited. There was a strong tidal current
which nade it but a question of tine until the acid would be washed away. The tine interval was
fifteen mnutes, experinment devel oped, and after that, Doc went down w thout feeling the acid in his



eyes.

THE cabin cruiser lay in a scant three fathoms, a depth at which there was only a mld pressure
Doc was careful not to touch the edges of the hole in the hull which the acid had made, for some of
the stuff mght have stuck there. His tiny generator-operated flashlight would function under water
and he put it in use.

There was a hard sand bottom here. The water was rather clear. Q1| streaners were clinbing up out
of the engine room Woden furniture and cushions were up agai nst the topnost sides of the cabin.
Some tinned cookies had gotten out of the container and, water-soaked, dissolved into doughy clouds
when touched

There was not a man aboard the cabin cruiser

Doc nade four trips down and he was sure

O Ham Max Landerstett and | gor De Faust, there was no trace. There were no bodies

"l amdoing ny best to believe it!" Hoppel said, earnestly, when Doc infornmed himof what was

bel ow. "Poy, am| struggling to believe it! But |I don’t know"

"You saw no one come to the surface?"

"Not a son-of-a-gun, yes!"

Doc filled vast lungs with air and went down again. The bronze nman had | earned the art of

unequi pped diving fromnen who were nasters of it—the pearl divers of the South Seas, men who coul d
remai n beneath the surface as nmuch as three to five mnutes. Using the flashlight, he began to
search the cruiser

Only one thing aboard interested Doc. In the after cabin he found it. He brought it to the
surface.

"What it is?" asked Hoppel, curiously.

"An ol d-time nusic box," Doc said

The nusic box was a | arge one, not the parlor type which were designed to sit on the whatnot and
tinkle a tune when a lid was lifted, or when they were noved. This one was nore on the order of a
street grinder’s nusic box, although it was not fitted with carrying straps

Doc lifted the lid. The nmechani sm|ooked intact, and there was a | arge brown envel ope

wat er -1 ogged, lying on top of the nechanism

Doc cranked the nusic box. A whirring of mechani smresponded, then a tinkling, jangling refrain
whi ch did not have nuch nusical quality, but did have plenty of volunme

Doc opened the brown envelope. It held a typewitten note addressed to hinself. The typewiter

i nk was wat er proof enough that the mssive was still |egible

DOC SAVAGE

You have heard the sound of a music box on two previous occasions, would have heard it a third
tinme had the noise of your plane's engines been less, and so | knew you woul d be interested enough
in this nmusic box to take it to the surface. It seened the logical place to | eave this note, which
do want you to read and consider seriously.

| am engaged in a work for the good of the Anerican public. That a few nen nust die is
unfortunate, but not enough to sway ne fromny objective

In fact, a canpaign of terror is the only thing that will secure ny ends

You are at liberty to take whatever steps against me you wi sh. You woul d probably take them
regardl ess of what | said. O course, you will get killed, and your man Ham as well as Syrmanthe
Yell, Max Landerstett and the rest will die

Use your own judgnent.

I will sign this so you will recognize it—fhe One with the Canel Back

Hoppel had been | eaning over Doc’s shoul der, reading, and now he snorted, "Max Landerstett!"
"Why?" Doc queried

"Them | ong sentences, yes, no?" said Hoppel

Doc offered no coment

THEY taxi ed the plane around a bit, and Doc dived once nore to the sunken cabin cruiser. He gave
attention this tine solely to the aperture eaten in the hull. The hole was |ocated at the forward
cabin, and it seemed as if the doubl e-planked hull, the ribs, or franmes, and nmuch of the cabin
interior itself had been eaten out by the acid

He cane up, got in the plane and taxied close to the wharf in front of Hoppel’'s estate. There was
a slight breeze now, enough to keep the plane away fromthe wharf if it were | ashed at the end of a
long line

Hoppel |ooked at what was | eft of his house and said, "M ne hermt days are over, or whatcha

t hi nk?"

There was a crowd of curious people, two fire engines, firemen and several policenmen about the
house, which had by now rather burned itself to ashes

Doc asked Hoppel, "Have you any idea why the hunpback picked on you?"

"Was Max Landerstett who done the picking," said Hoppel

"Thought of any reason for his hol ding you?"



"Yes, not a one."

"You have no idea of what is behind this?"

"N x," said Hoppel. "Me, | am gasserflab—fl attergas—stunped!"

Doc studied the big, strange-talking fellow. Whatever the bronze man’s thoughts were, they did
not showin his weirdly active flake gold eyes

"What is your business?" Doc asked

"CGood feller."

"Eh?"

"I amjust mx around, sorta circulate. Politicians, they eat and drink me outa house and hone
and patience. Sone tine, they do ne a favor."

Doc said, "Lobbying nust be profitable."

Hoppel si ghed

"Ch, | run a holding conpany on side."

"Hol di ng conpany?"

"Sure, Mke. We buy things and hope they go up."

Doc swung al ong the deck toward the shore

"We will wait for Monk to report,"” he said. "Monk was to follow the girl, Sandy Yell."

But many hours passed and Monk was not heard from

Chapter 13. MYSTERY' S REI GN

THAT afternoon, at five o' clock—a chance observer of what happened remenbered that a bank cl ock
was striking at the precise instant—a well-dressed nan wal ked out of a governnental departnent
bui I ding in Washington, D. C. The man was wal ki ng toward the corner when a hunpback stepped out of a
door way.

The strange part about this was that none of the onlookers, and there were several before the
incident was over, could tell for sure whether the hunpback was male or female. Al did agree that
it was a horribl e-1o00king character

The hunmpback overtook the well-dressed man. He said sonething; nobody heard what, but it nust

have been a word to attract the other’s attention, because the neatly clad man turned

He was shot in the nouth as he turned. He was shot, as soon afterward as the hunpback could pul
trigger, in the right eye, the forehead, the right ear, successively. Then he fell on the sidewal k
and two nore bullets scattered the contents of his skull over the sidewal k

The hunpback | aid the revolver on the chest of the man just killed, then wal ked to a delivery
truck parked near by. This truck had a conpletely closed rear, and it was |ater brought out, had
been parked there for some hours

The truck did not drive off. It just stood there. The canel - backed personage had cl osed the rear
of the truck after getting in

Every one who got near heard the tinkling of a nmusic box which seened to conme fromthe interior

of the truck

Pol i cenen naturally were not long in surrounding the machine, riot guns and tear gas ready. They
yelled for the truck’s occupant to come out

The nusic box stopped. There was no other answer. The officers got up their nerve, got their guns
ready, and advanced. Any one in the truck mght kill a policeman or two, but would certainly be
killed al nost as soon. The truck was found unl ocked, and when they opened it, enpty.

It was, of course, quite inpossible for the truck to be enpty.

It wasn't, technically. There was no hunpback inside. There was only a cheap nusic box, such as
coul d be purchased at a nunmber of |arge novelty shops

This nmusic box was later traced to a retail concern which admtted selling, not one box, but four
dozen, to a hunpbacked person. The clerks had been unable to tell whether the rather hideous
canel - backed individual was a man or a woman

By this time, the nurdered man had been identified. He had | ooked comonpl ace enough, as an
individual, in spite of his good clothing. Many insignificant persons wore high-class garnents in
Washi ngt on

But this particular insignificant-1ooking man in good clothing had been hell on wheels

He was a big shot in the U S. Departnment of Investigation. A fellow who had nade a remarkabl e
record. He had been sonething of a dictator in the organi zation, a man who ran everything
personal ly. This was unfortunate. His death left the departnment in poor shape to cope with what was
com ng

IN the Federal murder, and the ensuing di sappearance of the slayer to the acconpani nent of

nmusi c- box notes, every one was struck with the simlarity to the amazing affair where twenty

convi cts had vani shed froma penitentiary. This was the only instance of a nysterious vanishing with
whi ch the general public was famliar

The affair took newspaper headlines by storm

Doc Savage appeared and exani ned the scene of the slaying. He was besieged by reporters
phot ogr aphers and police officers. He told little, said he was nerely curious to see what he m ght



find, and added that he had found nothing. "Not even a nusic box."

He did not explain what significance he believed the nusic box had

A nunber of newspapers remarked on the coinci dence of Doc Savage’'s appearance on the scene of the
di sappearances. One or two editorial witers criticized the bronze man for not telling all he knew
to the police

They did not explain how they had any neans of knowi ng Doc had not told all he knew. They just
took it for granted that he hadn’t. It made a good subject to wite a critical editorial about
Editorials are nore often destructive then hel pful, and these were no exception. They had one

ef fect which no one realized at the nonment, since no one knew what the future held. They started the
public thinking

Doc Savage retired fromthe public eye, as far as any one know ng his personal whereabouts was
concerned. As a matter of fact, he joined Hoppel in a Washington hotel, where Doc had a tel ephone
connect ed—through the courtesy of the tel ephone company—with the tel ephone in his New York
headquarters

"Any word from Monk?" the bronze man asked

"Yes, sir, not a word," said Hoppel. "Everybody el se, she forget to call us, too. Them newspaper
fellers, | should think they keep ringing down."

"This tel ephone is a private nunber," Doc expl ained. "No one but ny five aides know it."

Hoppel raised his brows. "Five?"

"The other three are abroad at the nonent," Doc replied. "In Europe, as a natter of fact."

The hotel enployees knew Doc was in the hostelry, but they kept their nmouths shut because they

had been promised, if any of themtal ked, they would be di scharged. Newspapernen cal |l ed every
Washi ngton hotel, but failed to find Doc

Then sonet hi ng el se happened that caught the attention of the working press

Several things, rather

New Yor k newspapernen got a tel ephone call. It was a terse call, placed in a distinctive voice

whi ch sounded as if some one was speaking through the nose alone. Not a journalist was able to swear
honestly that he could tell whether the caller was a man or a wonan.

The scribes were advised to go to the offices of a |large insurance conpany and inquire concerning
twenty mllion dollars’ worth of government bonds, held by the company in its vaults. The
newspaper men were advised to ask to exam ne the bonds, and to have an expert al ong

They were al so advised to ask for the chairman of the board of directors and to take a good | ook
at him

The gentlenen of the press found it easier to take a | ook at the chairman of the board, who was a
ponpous fellowwith a wealth of novie dignity, than to exanmine the twenty mllion in bonds. They
were |aughed at the first time they asked to see the bonds. They argued, as newspapernen can, and in
the course of tine, got to see the bonds

The whole twenty mllion dollars’ worth of good governnent bonds were not good. They were
counterfeits

THE counterfeiting job was not good enough to fool any one who had ever seen an Uncl e Sam bond
and for the life of them the insurance people could not explain howthey had taken the place of
genui ne bonds

Nor was this a fraction of the sensation. The journalists |ooked around for the chairman of the
board, the ponpous chap, to ask him sonme nore questions. He was nowhere in sight, could not be

f ound

An hour later, the current warden of Sing Sing Prison called up to say he had found a strange nman
in his penitentiary. How this man got there, the warden was unable to explain. Furthernore, the man
himsel f was unable to explain it

The man said he had been wal king in the hallway of his office building when a man with a cane had
st opped himand asked directions. Wile they were talking, a strange fainting spell had come upon
hi mand he had awakened in Sing Sing

The man found in Sing Sing was the chairman of the board of the insurance company which had

di scovered twenty mllion in counterfeit bonds in its vaults

The public had a hearty laugh over the affair. It |looked |like some titanic practical joke

But that afternoon, newspapers connected the incident with the Federal killing—for what reason
nobody was sure. But nevertheless the two were nentioned together, and certain persons began to stop
and t hi nk.

They had a night to think in

The next norning, newspapers received another tel ephone call. In Washington, this time. Reporters
were advised to go to the home of another well-known insurance man

The scribes were al so advised to | ook closely at a water glass standing on a table, or have a
finger-print man do so

The gentl enmen of the press broke speed records getting to the house

They found the well-known insurance man as dead as he m ght be expected to be with an antique
sword out of his own library sticking through his vitals



A finger-print expert went over a glass tunbler found on the table beside the corpse. He found
prints, and conpared them as a matter of course, with a record of prints in the Federal Bureau of
Investigation's files.

The prints were found to belong to a man who, as far as any one knew, had never been in the
insurance man’s hone. The gl ass was checked closely and found to belong to a set of glassware which
the insurance man's servants were positive had been in use for some tine.

The man whose prints were on the glass was Doc Savage.

DOC SAVAGE was in his Washington hotel when newspapers hit the streets carrying the finger-print
story. The bronze man went into the bathroom and | ooked at the gl asses there.

H s exotic trilling sound, which he made w thout thinking during nonments of nental stress, cane
into being and ran up and down the nusical scale.

This time, the sound conveyed disgust. For years, Doc had trained hinself to note every

suspi ci ous thing occurring around him a training which had saved his |life on several occasions. But
this time he had neglected to note that a different type of drinking glass had appeared in the

bat hr oom

"How was it happened, you would ask," said Hoppel.

"Qur hunpbacked friend," Doc explained, "knows we are here. A glass was filched fromthe

i nsurance man’s hone, placed where | would use it, then taken and placed where it would seemthat |
had used it on the nmurder scene."

"Hah!" snorted Hoppel. "Nobody would know that a killer would not stop and take a drink and | eave
his finger prints on a nurder job, not an up-to-date crimnal."
"But the prints were there," Doc said. "That will be sonething to explain."

The bronze man began getting his equi pmrent together.
"They are going to run fromus?" big Hoppel denanded.
"We are not exactly going to run," Doc told him "W will sinply change hotels."

THE bronze man exercised ingenuity in making the shift fromone hotel to another. They changed
taxi cabs several times, once near one of Washington's beautiful parks which had a |arge thicket of
evergreens. They strolled in one side of this carrying their bags, and strolled out the other side
as two gentlemen of color, very African in air.

"Poy, Oh poy, listen to mne Ethiopian accent!" Hoppel grinned.

He spoke a few words of Ethiopian—better Ethiopian, in fact, than he spoke English—+to show how he
coul d handl e the tongue.

They went to a hotel which catered exclusively to the Negro class, a very neat hotel.

"You will wait here," Doc Savage told Hoppel.

"Sure, Mke. But what for?"

Doc did not tell him The bronze nan left the hotel, and went to the |argest Washi ngton newspaper
want-ad office, where he inserted an ad in the | eading afternoon and norning papers.

I't read:

ALUCOATL—PI ease return and all will stop insulting Nora s Nephew.

Doc paid for several insertions of this sinple code nessage to indicate his whereabouts to Mnk.
The word "Alucoatl"” was fromthe peculiar offshoot of the Mayan tongue which they used, and was a
synonym for attention. The rest was sinpler. The first letter of each word was taken, with the word
"stop" indicating the end of a word.

Doing this, the translator of the want ad would get two words, "Praaw |nn.
name of the hostelry where Doc had taken headquarters.

The bronze man took the next plane for New York.

Praaw I nn was the

PLAI N- CLOTHES nen were wat chi ng Doc Savage's New York skyscraper headquarters, somewhat to the
bronze man’s surprise. At one tinme, he had been on the best of ternms with the police, but lately
they had been quick to ask questions when anything out of the way happened.

A change of police conmm ssioners accounted for this. But even so, the bronze man was surprised to
find that a dragnet was out for himon such slimevidence as finger prints on a glass in the U S.
Treasury buil di ng.

The real reason for the police surveillance of the place was nade evident through a gesture by
chance.

A newsboy cane past, bellowi ng, "Read about it! Big news of year! Read about it!"

He was al nost abreast before he expl oded his bonbshell.

"Doc Savage suspected of nurders!" the newsboy whooped. "Read about it!"

Doc bought one of the papers and read it in the seclusion of a subway nen's room

A tel ephone call had come to the Washington police fromanother insurance official, asking them
to call on himinmediately, indicating that he had sonething of great inportance concerning the
counterfeit government bonds.

They called on himand found himw th a knife sticking in his heart. He had been dead no nore
than five mnutes. The peculiar nature of the knife caused it to be exam ned at once. An expert from



the museumsaid it was an ancient Mayan sacred cerenonial knife.

Doc Savage's finger prints had been found on the knife.

There was no difficulty learning they were Doc’s prints because Doc, along with a great many

ot her persons, had placed his fingers prints on record for use as an identifying mediumin case of
acci dent .

Doc di scarded the paper, went out and entered the subway tunnel, choosing a monent when no one
was | ooki ng. He ran down the tracks, reached a niche, ducked into it, and did things to the wall
with his hands. A nonent |ater, he was through a conceal ed door and traversing a dark passage which
| ed under the skyscraper.

The passage ternminated at a door which admitted into the shaft through which traveled a pneunatic
car running, for special rapidity of transit, between the eighty-sixth floor aérie and Doc’s

wat er-front warehouse and hangar.

Doc mani pul ated buttons al ongsi de the hatchlike door. An instant later, the car arrived. It was
bul | et - shaped, and did not have much spare room He entered, closed the hatch and noved the
control s.

H s skyscraper |aboratory, when he stepped fromthe conceal ed door which admtted the pneumatic
car, was enpty. He went directly to the reception room and to the big inlaid desk which was a
promi nent piece of furniture there. He searched for an object which he always kept there. The object
was gone.

It was a cerenonial Muyan knife which he had brought froma lost Central Anerican valley on a
previ ous advent ure.

He exami ned the door. It was fastened with a nechanical and electrical |ock of his own design,

whi ch depended on the action of radioactive material upon an el ectroscopic relay for its opening.
The door was intact. Doc exam ned the wi ndows. One had been forced, but cleverly.

Sonme one nust have gained the roof 4+t was possible, for there was an observation rotunda and

tower up there—and swuing down at the end of a rope during the night and entered the place to filch
the knife which, of course, would have the bronze man's finger prints upon it.

DOC SAVAGE began assenbling apparatus, the securing of which had been the purpose of his trip to
New York. He did not have the apparatus already assenbl ed, but spent a nunber of hours of intensive
work in the | aboratory, hooking it up and testing it. Wen he was done, three oversized suitcases
woul d barely contain the stuff.

Doc sent the big netal suitcases by aérial express, and took a plane hinself, returned to

Washi ngt on.

He wal ked in on Hoppel carrying the suitcases, and Hoppel said, "A gentlenman called, said he was
answering ‘Alucoatl’s’ want ad, no |l ess. He give us a nunber for you to call."

Hoppel handed over a slip of paper with a stiffly penciled tel ephone exchange and address upon
it.

"You might ask for Cedric, dot feller say," he remarked.

There was a tel ephone in the room and Doc used it. A man’s voice, |loud, rather insolent,
answered, and it seemed that Cedric was sone di stance away, because an interval el apsed before he
cane to the tel ephone. During the interval, Doc could hear the click of billiard balls, the gusty
| aught er of nen.

Cedric was Monk.

Chapter 14. A NEAR CAPTURE

MONK said, "Listen, Doc, we're in a heck of a jam"
"Sonmething |ike that," Doc admitted.

"You're accused of two nurders!"”

"True," said Doc.

"No telling what has happened to Ham "

Doc did not comment.

Monk groaned. "And this girl, Sandy Yell, in whom!| was beginning to have sone faith, is
confl abbing with that humpback!"
"Wer e?"

Doc’s one word was a netallic clang.
"Meet you at Fourteenth and ‘G Streets and show you."

Doc hung up.
"You can cone or you can stay," he told Signund Hoppel .
"l cone," said Hoppel. "To get at bottomof this ness, | amchanping at the bit."

Doc picked up the three big suitcases which he had brought from New York, and carried them out of

the Praaw I nn.

At Fourteenth and "G " a swarthy, stoop-shoul dered street cleaner was swinging a broom He seened

to not even | ook up when Doc and Hoppel cane in sight in a rented car. The broom described erratic
sweeps, two or three to the right, one or nore to the left, with pauses between.

Any one famliar with semaphore code, and with reason to be on the alert, would have been able to



read the sweeps of the broom spelling out, "A-r-o-u-n-d c-o-r-n-e-r a-n-d p-a-r-k."

Doc pulled around the corner, parked, and before long, the street sweeper came up. Under the

bl ack-billed white cap Monk’s honely face showed.

"Didja notice how that street shines?" he asked. "I been manicuring it for two hours now "

Doc did not get out of the car. "Were are they?"

"House in the mddle of the block," Mnk said. "The one with the two cenent dogs in front of it."
"You and Hoppel wait here and watch the car."

Doc got into the rear seat and opened the three big netal suitcases, dragging out an array of
contents which | ooked conplicated—and proved conplicated judging from Mnk’s bewi | dered expression
when he | eaned forward and stared

"Your new noi sel ess, high-voltage portable generator set," he said. "But what's the other stuff?"
Doc did not answer. He began hooking the apparatus together. Several tines, he took bearings on

t he house where Monk said the blond girl was conferring with the hunpback. The exact |ocation of the
house seened to have a good deal to do with the apparatus he was rigging

Wth fine disregard for the rental conmpany’s property, Doc opened a set of large holes in the top
of the car—the machine would | ater be paid for—and erected an array of netal tubes, shaped sonewhat
like a large reflector, thereupon

Al of this work took time, and Monk squeaked, "This ain’t the best nmoment in the world to kill a
lot of time."

Doc spoke without |ooking up fromhis work. "On the results secured by this device nay depend a

great deal ."
"Well, what is it?"
Doc seened not to hear, which was a small, often vexing habit he had when not wi shing to conmt

himsel f on a point
It was nearly half an hour before he seened satisfied and noved away.

THE house Monk had indicated was an ol d brick box, three stories high, a fourth as wide, and with
a bul ge of bay windows up and down the front. The door was reached by a long flight of cement
stairs, bordered by bulky cenent railings, at the | ower ends of which sat burly concrete bull dogs
Doc went in the back, first clinbing a fire escape and finding all of the wi ndows were |ocked
then taking out a section of a glass pane with a dianond cutter and a wad of adhesive gumto keep
the fragnent fromfalling inward. He made the aperture | arge enough to adnit his person, which was
just as sinple, for the pane was big

The interior of the house snelled of old plaster and disuse. The gluey, featherlight feel of
cobwebs kept stroking across his features

Doc cane to a door, tried it and got it open noiselessly. Light was faint, but enough to show him
alitter on the floor—a litter usual to houses |ong vacant. The walls were papered, and m ce had
chewed off a lot of the paper in little pieces, probably intrigued by the taste of sweet paste
under neath. There was another door at the end of this room Doc stopped. Voices cane fromit

Sandy Yell said, "I amto go to Doc Savage, tell himthis imaginary story which will lead him
into a trap, and you will kill him Is that it?"
"Admrably put," said the nasal, disguised voice of the hunpback. "I shall also make it |ook as

if Doc Savage killed hinself rather than be captured by the police."

"How wi I | you do that?"

"I will tel ephone the police a tip where to find the man of bronze. Just as they arrive, they
wi Il hear the shot which kills Doc Savage."

There was an interval of silence. Sone one breathed | oudly enough for it to be heard by Doc, who
was |istening

"You—you—devil!" the girl gritted. "You have gone conpletely insane!"

The hunpback | aughed. "I am engaged in a work for the good of the world."

The girl spoke hoarsely and rapidly. "That is what | thought at first, or |I would never have gone
intoit!"

"Now don’t excite yourself, ny dear!"

"Excite nysel f?" shrilled Sandy Yell. "Wien | was tricked into this? Wen | was told there would
be no killing, that no one but the—the organi zati on—woul d be harnmed? Wen | thought—thought | was
hel pi ng get ny brother—eut of the penitentiary?"

"You did cause himto be freed, ny dear."

"Free? When you have dosed himw th sonmething that will kill himunless he can get those bl ack
pellets fromyou? You call that freedon?"

The hunpback rapped, "Lady, you are in this too deep to do anything about it!"

"What do you nean?"

"What do you think Doc Savage would do if he knew your nane is really Syrmanthe Yel tona

MG nni s?"

"l think he already suspects it," said Sandy MG nnis in a small voice

THE hunpback snorted, said, "You are crazy, ny dear!"



"l doubt it," said Sandy. "And | amnot going on with this thing! | quit!"

The nasal voice whickered in sonething that was part chuckle, part guffaw. "You forget that

have Max Landerstett, your boy friend. Something that is not nice might happen to him if you refuse
to trap Doc Savage.'

"lI," said Sandy, "have sonething, also. Look!"

The hunmpback grunted. "A gun!"

"It's alittle gun," Sandy stated, calmy. "But it will kill a man, or a wonman—whi chever you
are. "

There was a short interval of inpressive silence. "Wiat do you propose to do?" asked the nasal

voi ce

"Take you to Doc Savage, if | can find him" said Sandy McG nnis. "Maybe that' |l nake up for sone
of the dirty work you made nme do earlier, when | foolishly thought | was helping to clear ny

brot her!"

"Ah!" said the hunpback

"Now, " declared the girl, "I amgoing to cone over and yank off that wig and that witch's fal se
face and see who you are. As a disguise, it's a silly get-up, but |I nust admt it's effective."
There was sound of steps, then a loud blow. A strangled cry. It was shrilly femnine. A form
fell. Feet ran rapidly away.

Doc whi pped into the room

THE chanber was big, as wide as the house, and longer than it was wi de, and since it was on the
top floor in the center of the building, light came only from an expensive skylight in the roof
There was dust and tracks and a slunped formon the fl oor

The formwas gnarled and grotesque. It had long hair, a hook-nose, an unnatural face and a hunp
on its back, and it lay quite notionless, one gloved hand mashed underneath, the other outflung
Doc whi pped-past the sprawl ed figure and toward a door which was just closing. The door got shut
and its lock clicked before he reached it. Doc hit the panel. It was stouter than was to be
expected. He used a foot and ranmmed at the panel near the lock. It held. The door was stout

Doc withdrew and got one of his tiny, explosive grenades out of his pocketed vest. But he did not
hurl it at the door inmmediately; rather he seenmed to be waiting for sonething. And what he was
wai ting for canme shortly.

A scream A sound of unutterable agony. It rose and rose and gagged off in a sob that was like
sonet hing big being pulled out of soft nud.

The screamwas shrill. It mght have come froma wonan, froma nman

There was a pause

Then the scream was repeated, guttering, frightened as well as agonized. After that, feet ran
Doc tossed the grenade. The expl osi on knocked himback a little; then he went forward, and

t hrough the door which had been bl own down.

Feet were running toward the front of the house, running nadly. Then they were going downstairs
Doc paused in crossing the room paused to stare at the horrible thing which lay on the floor
almost in the middle of the room

The thing was a shapel ess blob of flesh. Human flesh - you could tell by the skin upon one side
of it.

DOC went on, and down the stairs, after the running feet. He heard the front door slam and knew
his quarry was already out. He reached the door. Not |ocked. He opened it—-and ducked backward.
There must have been six or eight nen stationed in the street outside, all wth sawed-off

shot guns and machi ne guns. Slugs seened to cone through the opened door by bucketfuls. None of them
however, penetrated the brick walls of the old house, and Doc was to one side of the door, behind
the walls

The roar of gunfire was ragged and | oud. Al nost at once, inhabitants of the nei ghborhood began to
how in fright—and, no doubt, to call the police

Doc heaved a few anaesthetic grenades into the street. There was not nuch chance of their doing
good. They were only effective over small areas, these mdget ones, and none of the gunners in the
street were near the house door

The gunners began shouting at each other. It seenmed that they had been ordered to retreat

They had cars handy, judging fromthe sound of notors starting. Doc took a chance and | ooked out
The raiders were the convicts who had vani shed fromthe penitentiary so nysteriously.

The gunners had cars, big, powerful, but inconspicuous nmachines. They went away rapidly

Doc ran out and down the street, heading for the spot where he had I eft Monk and Hoppel . He
expected to use the rented car for pursuit, although the machine was a stock job and probably had
the throttle set so it would not do over fifty.

Renting conpanies frequently did that. Barring that, it was doubtful if the machi ne woul d be of
much assi stance agai nst the powerful cars of the fleeing convicts. Doc came in sight of the car
Hoppel was spraw ed out on the sidewal k beside the nmachine, his face mashed down on the concrete
in a widening puddle of red liquid fromhis body.



Monk was gone.

The car’s four tires had been cut open neatly w th knives.

Doc Savage ran to Hoppel, picked himup, and perceived that the man’s nose and |ips were nashed,
and that he had a cut and a knob on his big head. He was breathing, and not even conpletely
unconsci ous.

"Woe is nme!" he groaned. "Poy, the guy who first said that should be in ny shoes!"

Doc rapped. "Were is Mnk?"

"They took hi maway!" npaned Hoppel. "Poy, can dat feller Mnk fight! Mt each hand, he lick
three fellers! But they was too many for him"

"The hunpback’s nen got hi n?" Doc asked.

"That's the fellers!"

Chapter 15. THE TRAP

HOPPEL was able to wal k. Doc hel ped him and they ran back to the corner, down the street and
into the house where the girl had nmet the hunpback.

There were people in the street, and they saw Doc Savage and naturally, since the newspapers had
been carrying his pictures all over their front pages, recognized him

"Doc Savage!" a man yell ed.

"He’s wanted for mnurder!" another voice cried out.

Doc got Hoppel inside the house and shut the door.

"Poy!" said Hoppel. "Are you getting in deeper and deeper!"

Doc ignored the coment, asked, "How did the npb happen to get Mnk?"

"They sneaked up on us," said Hoppel. "They nust have been watchi ng dat place."

"Had it covered, to protect their chief," Doc agreed.

There was sone shouting out in the street. A lone policeman was bl ow ng his whistle, probably
when he shoul d have been at a call box putting in a call which would bring radio cars to the scene.
So far, no other policenen had arrived on the scene. Doc led the way up the littered stairs.
Hoppel said, "If you would ask ne, you would be told we should be getting far away fromhere in a
little time. Them policenens, they will be too glad to see us."

"Right," Doc agreed. "But first, there is sonething el se to take care of."

" Eh?"

Doc Savage led the way into the roomwhere the gnarled, shapeless figure lay on the floor and

poi nt ed.

"There," he said.

The effect that the sight of the figure had on Hoppel was marked. The big man’s face, ordinarily
beni gn and grinning, took on an expression of utter ferocity. He lunged to one side and picked up a
scrap of wood, a bit of two-by-four perhaps three feet long. He lifted this clublike and sprang in
upon the spraw ed figure.

"No!" Doc said, sharply.

The man, if he heard, gave no sign. Doc got in front of himand stopped him bl ocked him Hoppel
struggled a little. Doc took hold of his armand held himoff, and Hoppel fell to staring at the
bronze hand as if unable to credit such strength as was in the grip.

"Dat hunpback!" Hoppel nuttered. "Cause of all of this trouble. Burned nmy house. Killed them
insurance nens that are ny friends. Lemme fix “im"

Doc said, "You neglected to tell ne these insurance nen to whom queer things have been happeni ng
were your friends."

"Sure." Hoppel's big face becane inscrutable. "They are mne friends, a leetle. But what of it?"
Doc did not conment. He bent over, stripped the hideous nask fromthe features of the |inp,
hunpbacked figure on the floor.

The face reveal ed was that of Sandy Yell, or Sandy McG nnis, as Doc had | earned in eavesdroppi ng
upon the conversation with the hunpback master m nd.

HOPPEL seened too stunned for coherent thinking.
"Couldn’t be!" he gul ped finally.

Doc still made no comment. Stooping, the bronze nman gathered up the slender forminside the
grot esque di sgui se. The young wonman seermed to be unconscious froma bl ow.
"Can you wal k?" Doc asked Hoppel. "There may be sone clinbing and running, too."

"Li ke Napol eon maybe said, | can try," nuttered Hoppel.

They went on up to the roof, and found a trapdoor which passed themto the top. These houses were
built side by side, with no space between, but this house was taller than any of the others.

Down in the street, a police siren was caterwauling. It cane up, dying with that peculiar sour
moan of which only police sirens seemcapable. So far, only the one car seened to be conming to the
scene. No other sirens could be heard in any part of the city.

Doc whi pped frominside his clothing a silken cord, thin, immensely strong, to which was affixed

a col |l apsi bl e netal grappling hook. He tied the cord around Sandy MG nnis and | owered her.

"Can you slide down?" he asked Hoppel.



"l should say no," Hoppel gul ped dubiously. "But | will try her."

He did try, and only fell the last ten feet to the roof below H s groan of anguish was a

houndl i ke howl, but fortunately there was enough noise down in the street to conceal it. Doc hooked
the grapple over the coping, slid down hinself, and disengaged the grapple with a flip of the cord.
They went over rooftops to the end of the block, found a skylight which they could open, dropped
down, and wal ked out into a crowd, carrying the girl. They had renoved her hunpback regalia and nade
it into a bundle which they carried al ong.

Doc kept his hat yanked down, his coat collar turned up. Hoppel, big and bustling, provided a

nice bit of assistance.

"The | ady has fainted from hearing the shooting," he growl ed. "One side, you fellers."

They got into a taxi. The driver |ooked themover, seened to think deeply, then put his |ips
together in a tight line.

"l know you, Savage," he said. "|I know the cops are |ooking for you. | also know that you' ve done
nmore good in this world than any living man, and anything | can do for you, I'll do, and to hell
with the cops!"

Doc said nothing, but studied the driver's features.

"l mean it," said the driver.

Doc said, "I know you do," and got into the machine. "The Praaw Inn," he added.

Doc Savage nmintained, in up-State New York, a strange, secret institution to which he sent such
crooks as he caught. In this institution, the crimnals underwent delicate operations which caused
conpl ete loss of menory. Al know edge of their pasts was w ped out. The crooks then received a
course of training in upright citizenship.

Not one of the criminals who had gone through Doc’s unique "college" had ever returned to the
avenues of crine.

This taxi driver, solely by chance, was one of the "graduates."

SANDY YELL—Sandy McG nnis to give her her correct name—nust have returned to consciousness with
the mental image of the scene as she had beconme sensel ess. She shrieked, or would have shrieked, had
Doc’ s hand not been over her lips an instant ahead of tine.

She writhed, struggled, and even continued to fight after her eyes were open and seeningly full

of conprehensi on. Suddenly, she rel axed.

"Ch!" she said, hoarsely. "All of the time | was senseless | kept fighting that—hat—-hunpbacked
nmonster!"

Hoppel |eaned forward and said, curiously, "You are the hunpback?"

"What ?" The girl frowned. "Ch! You nmean—you nust have found nme in that ugly rig! | had just been
made to put it on!"

"Eh?" queried Hoppel .

"The hunpback," said the girl, "wanted nme to trap Doc Savage. | was to wear the hunpback di sguise
and go to Doc, reveal ny identity and tell him| had | earned where the secret of the whole nystery
could be cleared up."

She | ooked at Doc. "I was to take you to a spot where you would be shot. | refused. | tried to
hol d up the hunpback, and the creature | eaped at ne—and that's all | recall."

That part of her story was substantially what Doc had overheard.

Hoppel frowned at the girl. "Mss, hadn't you better tell us an up-and-up story?"

The girl seenmed to consider deeply.

"l guess | had," she said.

"CGood!" barked Hoppel. "Now maybe we | earn sonethings!"
The girl stared at him

"You won't like it," she said. "I amthe sister of Jules R MGnnis."
That didn't click, at first, w th Hoppel.
"Well, what of it?" he asked airily. "I should know a McG nni s, maybe, no? | shoul d—=

He stopped. He swal |l owed. Utter shock was evident on his features.

Doc Savage, shifting position without drawing attention to hinself, got in a spot where Hoppel
could not get out of the roomvia the door.

But Hoppel did not try to get out of the door. He grabbed a chair and with |ightning speed,
brought it down on the girl’s head.

Chapter 16. THE HUWMPBACK ACCUSES

HOPPEL had seened a bi g oaf capable of no great speed of novenment. The truth now cane out. He was
chain |ightning when he wanted to be.

Doc was in the air, springing forward, when the chair struck the girl’s head. It was not a |ight
chair. It broke fromthe inpact with the girl’s head, until it lost nmost of its shape.

Animal trainers often take a chair into the cage with themto fend off fierce jungle beasts.

Hoppel used what was left of his chair to fend off Doc Savage now, trying particularly to strike at
the bronze man’s eyes. At the sanme tinme, Hoppel danced back toward the w ndow.

He was astoundingly agile on his feet. Too, he did not indulge in any tine killing when he cane



close to the window. He sinply junped backward through the gl ass

There was a great uproar of crashing glass, and Hoppel vanished fromsight. He landed in a court

on his feet, as ninbly as any cat. And he was off |ike an apple seed from between squeezing fingers
There was a door. He went through that

It becane evident that Hoppel had prepared in advance for this. He had a key for the door, and he
used it. Doc hit the panel. It was an iron thing, too massive for even his devel oped strength

Doc had to scale the wall to a window, a feat that took tinme and woul d have been well nigh

i mpossi ble for | esser nmuscles. By the time he was out in the street, Signmund Hoppel, hunched big and
round as a bear on a shiny red notor cycle, was off in a volley of pops

Doc did not even trouble to hail a car in an effort at pursuit. The nmotor cycle could equal the
speed of a car, and it could go places where no car could go

The bronze man, huge and dark in his Negro nmake-up, wal ked several bl ocks, entered a chain cigar
store and asked, "Could Ah use yoah tel’fone, suh?"

"CGo ahead."

"Yowsuh. Thanky."

He called the police, speaking in a voice which the cigar store clerk could not hear

"Pick up a man naned Signund Hoppel, head of a hol ding conpany,"” Doc directed. "Hold himfor
investigation and sweat him Tell himlgor De Faust has confessed the whole thing, laying all of the
bl ane on Hoppel . "

"Say, who the hell are you to be giving us orders?" asked the policenan

Doc hung up on him left the cigar store, went to the Praaw Inn, and exami ned the girl. She was

not dead, but she had a concussion, a bad one. Myving her would do no harm

It would be hours, no telling how many, before she would revive to the point of being able to

talk. The length of tine was uncertain. No surgical skill would be of much assistance in shortening
the interval

Wil e Doc was nmeking her confortable on the bed, the tel ephone rang. He went to the instrunent
"This is the Bureau of Investigation of the Department of Justice," a voice said

"Yes," Doc said tentatively

"You are Doc Savage," stated the voice

SOMETHI NG about the positive tone of the voice convinced Doc there was no need of neglecting to
answer the statement. The other knew.

"What is it?" Doc asked

"W just received a tel ephone call froma man who gave his nane as Hoppel, stating that you could
be found at that hotel, disguised as a Negro," said the voice. "This man Hoppel naturally presuned
we woul d arrest you."

"Did he?" Doc asked vaguely

"Listen," said the voice. "The Bureau of Investigation is up against something that has it
baffled, and we are not too proud to ask sone hel p. W& know your record. We have not the slightest
doubt but that you have been framed with the evidence involving you in those two nurders

"No doubt you are investigating somebody’s activities, and that somebody urgently desires for you
to be out of circulation, and took the fram ng nmethod in an effort to acconplish it."

"That," Doc stated, "happens to be the truth."

"1 thought so," declared the voice. "Now, here is what | want to ask of you. Cone to ny office
the office of the head of the Bureau of Investigation, and talk this thing over with us. | amsure
we can hel p each other. WII you do that?"

Doc said, w thout the slightest hesitation, "Of course."

But there was a snall, queer light in the bronze nan’s fl ake gold eyes

"If you wish, | can guarantee that you will be pernmtted to | eave ny offices w thout being

nol ested, whatever the outcome of our interview " said the voice

"That," Doc said, "would nake it seemtoo nmuch as if we were bargaining. No, thanks."

The two receivers fell on the hooks al nbst together

Doc did not |eave immediately. He got a few nake-up itens with which he had changed the hue of
his own skin, and went to work on the girl. He darkened her hair, her skin and in the course of a
few m nutes, she had beconme a nmulatto with a renarkably pretty face

Doc rented another room ostensibly for his sister. He left the girl init.

The doorman at the entrance of the building housing the Bureau of Investigation stared at him
curiously when Doc entered. The el evator operator stared

"Ever do any prize fighting, fell ow?" he asked

"No, suh," Doc said

"You oughta. Man, you got the build!"

Doc had been in the offices of the Bureau of Investigation before. He went directly to the door
of the chief, heedl ess of an adnonitory gasp or two behind him turned the knob and went in

A man with a protruding jaw sat behind a plain metal desk enaneled to represent wood. He was not
an inpressive man except for his jaw. And maybe, to an extent, his eyes. He had a scrubbed | ook
"What's the idea?" he asked



Doc said, "Doc Savage. A few nonents ago, a tel ephone call canme to nme, the caller stating that
you desired to have a tal k and guaranteeing ne freedomfromarrest for comng."

The man’s j aw sagged.

Doc continued, "You did not make such a call, did you?"

"No," said the man. "W didn’t. We don't make bargains with crooks."

I F he had been bitten by the remark about crooks, Doc showed no sign. The other man was probably
but stating a principle of his organization in general, without particular reference to the case at
hand.

The man with the jaw now got up. He got up slowy, w thout effort, and as he noved a hanmerl ess
revol ver appeared magically, alnobst, in his right hand. He did not point it at Doc.

"l have heard enough about you to think this is hardly necessary," he said, with a slight nod at
the revolver. "But we try not to take chances."

Doc sat down in a netal chair.

"There was sone reason for that call," he said.

"There is sone reason behind all of this," nurnured the man with the jaw. "But it is slightly
elusive, to say the least."

Doc said, "Wuld you care for a theory?"

The other eyed the bronze man intently. "Fromyou, yes. | would regard it as being near the
facts. But first, is this theory of yours fairly conplete? Does it explain everything?"

"Just about," Doc replied.

"Excell ent! Shoot!"

A faint, nasal voice said, "Let ne out!"

The man with the jaw started, peered about him as if striving to |locate the source of the faint,
nasal voice.

"l don't believe in spooks," he growed. "But |'ll swear | heard one."

"Pl ease open this door and let nme out," said the faint voice.

Doc pointed. "Behind you. In there."

The room had two other doors in addition to the one by which Doc Savage had entered. They were to
the right and left, and the bronze man was indicating one.

The man with the jaw sidled to it, keeping his gun handy, if not pointed, reached out carefully,
and grasped the doorknob.

"l can't understand this," he said. "This roomhas no other doors and no windows. It is used
merely for records. But | guess sone one could have entered when nobody was | ooking."

He opened the door.

The hunpback cane sidling to the opening.

"l have cone to tell the truth about the whole thing," the strange creature said.

The room becane so quiet that the clicking of a clock was |ike a nmovie ghost wal ki ng.

Chapter 17. TWO MEN IN A DI LEMVA

THE hunpback did not conme out of the open door. The man with the jaw withdrew a pace, as if

pushed back by astoni shnent and curiosity. He seened unaware of the gun which the G Man hel d.

The hunpback | evel ed an arm at Doc. The armwas shapel ess in a volum nous sl eeve which hid it

all. The hand was gl oved in black, and one or nore of the fingers were either mssing or doubl ed out
of the glove fingers. The enpty glove fingers hung |linp and black and wi nkl ed.

"l have been shadowi ng Doc Savage," said the hunpback in the strange nasal voice. "I know all

that he has done. Twice, | have tipped you off to nmurders which Doc Savage has comm tted."

The Departnment of Justice man demanded, "Just who are you?"

"A private detective, enployed by nyself," said the other, "and engaged in the business of seeing
that right triunphs, and that this clever fiend, this man of bronze, is put where he can no | onger
deceive the world and further his own infernal schemes, at the same time pretending to be the nodern
version of an old-tine knight in arnor."

Doc said nothing. His netallic features renmined inscrutable.

"That explanation," said the governnent nan, "does not entirely satisfy ne. My chief was killed

by an individual who answered exactly your description."

A whi zzi ng cackl e of derision cane fromthe hunpbacked figure.

"That killer was Doc Savage, disguised as nyself," the defornmed one said. "I confess | will have
difficulty proving it, however."
"It will need proving!" snapped the governnent chief.

The hunpback again leveled an armat Doc. "Do not worry about ne. Listen to what | amgoing to
tell you."

"Go ahead" Doc suggest ed.

"Savage is here to make hinmself an alibi," snarled the canel -backed i ndividual .

"Ali bi ?" said the governnent nan vaguely.

The hunpback waved an arm "He is here so that it will not look as if he is involved in another
crime which is being commtted now. "



The governnment nman showed signs of intense interest. He | eaned forward fromthe hips, and his
promi nent jaw cane out noticeably.

"What in the devil are you driving at?" he grated.

The hunpback’ s di sgui sed voi ce began to sound snug, self-satisfied. "Doc Savage’'s men are now

committing a crinme. The bronze man hinself is here so that no suspicion will point—
"What are they doing?" yelled the government man with the protrudi ng jaw
"Robbing the private vaults of the International Mitual Insurance Co.," said the hunpback.

"The concern of which lIgor De Faust is chairman of the board of directors," Doc Savage said,
apparently without rel evance.

The hunpback crouched a little.

"1 hope you act on ny information," the disguised voice said.

Then the m sshapen figure bounded back into the roomand sl amred the door. The hunpback, it was
noted, did not nove with a great deal of agility.

THE governnent nman hit the door, and it stopped himdead in his tracks. He tried the knob,
yelled, "Open this! Open this!" and as was to be expected, got no response. He drew his revol ver and
pointed it at the lock. But he did not shoot. |nstead he paused to |isten.

The sound of a nusic box was com ng out of the room A tinkling, snmall and vague, but with the
notes comng in quick succession so that they nmade al nost a continuous sound. The nusic covered
what ever other little noises mght have been nade in the room

"What the hell’s that?" gasped the man with the protruding jaw

Doc said nothing. He dug into the tiny pockets in his vest, seeking the pocket which ordinarily
held the tiny, explosive grenades. He found it, but it was enpty.

"CGet back," he said, and picked up the netal desk.

He threw the desk. It nade a great crash against the door, and papers and drawers flew But the
door held. Doc hurled the desk again.

Men, clerks and stenographers cane into the office barking excited questions. The man with the
protrudi ng jaw waved t hem back.

"We've got the hunpback in there," he said. "The creature can’t get out, because the room has

nei ther doors nor w ndows."

Doc said, "Do not be too sure!" and hit the door again. It was giving. He discarded the table and
used hi s shoul der.

"Let's try this!" rapped the governnent man, and opened up with his revolver, splintering and
mangl i ng the wood around the | ock.

The nusi c box had stopped when the ringing echoes of the shots died down.

Doc hit the door again and again. The shots had not hel ped nuch, but finally, he got the panel
open. He took one | ook inside, then stepped back.

The chanber was a solid one with no other doors or wi ndows or other openings, and the floor,

wal I's and ceiling did not ook as if they held trapdoors—did not hold trapdoors, |ater investigation
di scl osed.

But the hunmpback had vani shed quite thoroughly, and the only souvenir of the former presence of
the queer creature was a tiny, cheap nusic box which stood in the center of the floor. Its spring
was run down, and it tinkled away nmerrily when they wound it.

Doc | ooked, but there was no note inside.

THE gover nnent nan grabbed up some one’s unbrella and ran around the room jabbing and whacki ng
and tapping, as if he was sure there nmust be a mrror trick somewhere. He haul ed up the rugs, noved
the few cases, even haul ed the books out of a bookcase.

"Dag-nab it!" he how ed indignantly. "That’'s inpossible! It couldn't happen!"

He continued to explore.

"You're wasting your tine," Doc told him

The governnent man cane over and put out his prom nent jaw. "Muybe you can expl ai n what

happened?"
Doc | ooked at him "In your present frane of mind, you would think |I was kidding you."
"In ny present frane of mind, | can't think at all!" barked the other. Then he thought of

sonet hi ng. He whi pped out his gun, which he had dropped in the excitenent, and pointed it at Doc.
"Arrest this man Savage!" he yelled. "W' || see if that hunpback told the truth!"

The continuous life in Doc’s flake gold eyes seened to quicken. "You will then—=

"Take you to the International Mitual |nsurance Co. and see if your hel pers are robbing the
vaults."

"That will not prove me guilty of anything," Doc said.

"Ch! Win't it? And why not?" The government man sniffed as loudly as he possibly could. "And if
that won’t, what wll?"

In a few nonents, they were riding behind scream ng sirens through Washi ngton. Passing in

hi gh-speed review, the city seenmed nore carefully laid out, nore inpressive.

The International Mutual Insurance Co. was a building that, like a fat man, inspired confidence.



It was big and substantial, not a skyscraper, but a small "big" building rather, the effect of
massive stolidity being acquired by girth of the colums in front and the proportions and cutting of
the stone bl ocks which made up the structure

The hour was now | ate enough that only a watchman was supposed to be on duty. They knocked, and
rang the bell, but there was no response, so they broke in, but carefully, so as not to nake too
much noi se

They found the watchnman standing on his head. He was in a broom cl oset scarcely | arge enough to
hold him and he was bound, gagged, and about dead fromthe rush of blood to his head. They turned
himother end up and untied and ungagged hi m

"Who did it?" he was asked

"I didn't see ‘em" he said. "They sneaked up on ne. But one called the other Monk and that one
call ed the other Ham"

"Two of then? Nanmes Monk and Han®?"

"I think so."

The government man | ooked at Doc narrowWy. "Your two aides nowin the United States are called
Monk and Ham "

Anot her government agent came up. He had been meking a furtive exam nation

"The burglar alarmsystemis out," he said. "It has been tanpered with."

TWO nmen took up positions on either side of Doc Savage. They did not say anything, but they did

not need to

"Search the building," the | eader of the Federal nen directed

They went into the back, where the vaults were, with big steel doors as round as silver dollars

and all studded with dials and incredibly strong-I|ooking gadgets

A governnent man who seened to know sonet hing about safes pointed and said, "These boxes have

been opened by sonebody who was good. Look at the way the wiring is altered, and the holes cut into
the | ock nechanismw th torches. It’s as sweet a job as | ever saw, and | started in this detective
gane back in the days when safe-cracking was an art."

Doc Savage had said nothing, but now he spoke

"There is some one in the vault," he said

"Huh?" They stared at him

"It you will listen close to the door you probably can hear the sounds,"” the bronze man
expl ai ned

They still stared at him They had heard no noises, and still could hear none

"He al ready knew there was sonme one in there," a man grow ed. "Only way he could tell! There

ain’'t no noise!"

The | eader of the Federal men shook his head

"I"ve heard this fellow has managed to devel op hearing that is nore than normal," he said. "CGo
over and listen."

A man went over, mashed an ear against the vault door and | ooked surprised

"Sonebody’s in there, all right," he grunted

They began to work on the door

"Seens to have swung shut on the guys inside, and the |lock sprung itself, fastening themin,"
sone one concl uded

They had trouble with the vault door

"Let me try it," Doc suggested

They stood back and let him

"I will say," remarked the government chief, "that you are not hesitant about incrimnating
yoursel f. |If you wanted to be sly, you would pretend you knew not hing about such a vault as this."
Doc said, "This frane-up is already so conplete that a little incrimnation will do no nore
harm"

He got the door open, and they grabbed his arns and haul ed hi m back. He nmade no nove at

resi stance, although his strength was sufficient to have bow ed quite a few of themover and he
still wore his bulletproof vest, which would have made their first shots ineffective

Monk and Ham came stunbling out of the vault and had guns jammed into their stonmachs and
handcuffs snapped on their wists.

Chapter 18. THE JAIL WAIT

THE jail was forty years old, and |ooked it. But they built jails as strong forty years ago as
they do to-day. The jail was red on the outside, a hard stone quarried in Pennsylvania, and the
wal s were thick. The windows were not |arge and the bars over themwere big. There was not hing
noderni stic about the place. No inmate could ever inmagine for a mnute that he was not in jail
Bad actors had al ways been kept in the basenent cells, which were snaller, darker and nore
secure. There was only one stairway, narrow, closed by two barred gates, |eading to the second
floor. A guard stood between these barred gates. He was aided by two nore guards at the outer door
Al'l the guards had orders to keep their eyes open for a hunpbacked person

The guards knew the chief of the Bureau of Investigation, and they admtted him passed him



through the two doors into the basenent. He approached the door of a cell

"W went to the Praaw Inn and hunted for the girl named Syrmanthe MG nnis, who you said woul d be
there," he said

Doc Savage, inside the cell, said, "Was there, not would be there."

"Correct. Was there. Or so you say. She's not there now, and there’s no sign of her ever having
been there."

"The hotel clerk knew I rented another room and placed her there," Doc said

"The clerk must have known sonething," the government man said, dryly.

"What do you mean?"

"He was found in the roomyou had rented in the hotel," replied the governnent man. "H's brains
were knocked out with a chair. Your finger prints were on the chair."

Doc Savage’'s netallic features did not change expression, but his small, exotic trilling sound
cane into evidence and seenmed to penetrate to the far corners of the dank old red prison. This
quality of penetration was especially remarkable in that the trilling seened no | ouder than usual
scarcely a whi sper

"Am | accused of that nurder?" Doc asked

"You have been charged with it," replied the governnent man. "That nakes three of them"

"Al'l on circunstantial evidence."

"Men have been hanged before on evi dence no stronger."

Doc said, "lIs that all?"

"No. "

"What el se?"

"You have been in here four days."

Doc nodded. "Right."

"During that four days, the outrages agai nst insurance conpanies have entirely stopped," said the
government man. "That makes it look as if we had captured the person commtting the outrages."
"The person who framed us is clever," Doc said. "Cl ever enough to stop working so that it would
appear the worse for ny nmen and nyself."

"That’'s your story." The governnent man shoved newspapers through the bars. "Maybe you' d like to
read what your public thinks about it?"

"My public?" Doc asked, curiously.

"The newspapers have al ways held you up as quite a knight in arnor, nodern version."

Wth that, the governnent nan wal ked away.

STUDENTS of mass psychol ogy have |ong realized that nothing is much nore fickle than that

ecstatic and unpredictable quantity known as public adulation. Nothing falls with quite the crash of
a public hero. The bigger, the nore fanous the individual concerned, the stronger seemto blow the
runmor gal es

DOC SAVAGE MAD GENI US

That was one of the headlines, in type three inches high, blood-red. A typical headline. Sone of
themdid not use red ink, but they used red expletives

They had editorials on the front pages. Editorials only go on front pages when a war is about to
be declared or the day before election, ordinarily.

FEAR DOC SAVAGE MAY BE MAD

MONSTER OF MANY MURDERS

It seened that the newspapers had been getting tel ephone calls frommysterious sources, hinting
that many individuals had vani shed after comng in contact with Doc Savage

"Heck of that is, it’s the truth,” Mnk grinned cheerfully. "Thenis the guys we sent to that
secret crimnal-curing institution of Doc’s in up-State New York." Mnk chuckl ed heartily. "Boy, has
this thing stirred up a tenpest in a teapot!" H s chuckle becane hearty | aughter

"Listen, O Man That Tinme Forgot, have you no sense of proportions?" Ham growl ed peevishly.

"What proportions?" Mink wanted to know.

"The proportions of this jamwe're in, you mssing |link!" Ham snapped. "How can you stand there
and cackle like a hairy ape?"

"Why, anybody would laugh if he had to stand around | ooking at you in that funny striped suit!"
Monk said cheerfully.

Ham gl owered. He had considered it the height of indignity that they had been forced to don
stripes in the jail, although they had as yet not stood trial

Stripes, he knew, was an indignity inflicted upon especially recalcitrant inmates in nost penal
institutions. The stripes in their own case was a precaution to prevent their wal king the streets
unnoti ced, should they nanage to escape

Ham to get rid of Monk’s goading attention, turned to Doc. "Any idea just howthis is going to
turn out?"

DOC SAVAGE did not respond i nmediately. When he did speak, it was to advance a question, "You and
Monk | earned nothing during the tine you were held prisoners?”



"Not a thing," Hamsaid. "W were drugged. W& woke up in that vault, and that's all we know "
Monk said, "They gloned onto nme on that street, where | was standing with Hoppel while you went
to look for the girl and the hunpback. Before | even noticed, they had ne."

"Not a difficult feat," Ham said, sarcastically.

Monk snorted, picked up the newspapers and exam ned the inner pages. He grinned and snapped one
journal open, passing it over for Ham s inspection

"Take a gander at that," he requested

The itemwas a picture, a very good picture, of Ham s pet nobnkey, Chem stry. The caption bel ow
read:

A PRODI G QUS TOBACCO CHEWER WAS WHAT POLI CE FOUND MONKEY PET OF MAD GENI US DOC SAVAGE S Al DE TO
BE. OFFI CERS ORDER BOX OF LONG GREEN TO KEEP ANI MAL HAPPY.

Ham yel | ed i ndignantly, "They're spoiling Chem stry!"

"Say, he was spoiled by his Maker!" Mnk grunted, and began readi ng another item about his pet
pi g, Habeas, who was being held by the authorities

Time dragged. It had been dragging for the last four days. Monk and Ham w th their perpetua
quarrel, had managed to occupy |ong periods, but the nost violent altercation hardly led themto
feel they were not behind stone walls

Doc Savage had said little. He had voiced no theories he held, and that had borne down on the
soul s of Monk and Ham who—Monk particul arl y—were verbose fellows. Mnk and Ham had even tried to
punp Doc, sonething they rarely did, because they knew it would do no good. It had done no good in
this case

Doc, they were convinced, had sone sound suspicions. They even had a feeling that he knew exactly
what it was all about, and what was what. But the bronze man never made any rash verbal conjecture
on nmaj or theories

It began to get dark in the cells. Ajailor cane with later afternoon papers. This was
practically the only privilege the prisoners were allowed, and it was probably designed to break
their spirit, for perusal of the sheets showed plainly that the public was overwhel m ngly agai nst
the bronze man

Doc read the papers. He spoke, calling attention to a point

"None of the insurance nmen who were found in the penitentiary in place of the vanished convicts
have been found," he pointed out. "Signund Hoppel, lgor De Faust, Jules R MG nnis and his sister
Syrmant he, or Sandy, have not been found. Nor has hide nor hair of the vani shed convicts been

| ocated. "

"That’s why they’'ve got us in the can," said Mnk. "They seemto think we can explain all about
it."

Ham said, "I'Il be glad when we get out of here, believe nme!"

He was not going to be glad. But he did not know that

Chapter 19. THE TELEPORTER

THE guards at the jail were alert. They had been warned agai nst a hunpback, and al t hough they
bel i eved the hunpback had been Doc Savage in disguise, they were alert

They were not, however, on the alert against a dapperly dressed man who strode up to the jai
with a snappy stride and presented a fol ded paper

The two guards at the outer door saw nothing wong with the individual. One took the paper and
unfol ded it, the other staring over his shoul der

There was a snappi ng noise as a spring affair simlar to a nousetrap broke a tiny glass phial,
and a cloud of vapor arose around the faces of the guards, who pronptly fell over sensel ess

The young man pronptly worked the same trick on the inner guard, and, having secured the keys
unl ocked the jail doors leading to the second fl oor

The young man was one of the convicts released fromthe penitentiary at the beginning of the
nystery of the vani shing hunpback, but none of the guards had recogni zed him

Striding back to the door, the young nan whistled softly, one long and two short blasts

"All right," said a harsh, nasal whisper fromthe darkness, "Stand guard."

The young man took up a position at the entrance. There was novenent, and an eerie-| ooking
hunpbacked creature canme out of the nurk, entered the prison, and went down into the basenent.
An alarmbell pronptly rang in all of the near-by police stations

The al arm had been installed by a foresighted prison official who had an i mmense respect for the
ingenuity of Doc Savage and had feared the bronze man woul d contrive to escape

The al arm had been installed secretly, and was one of the new ultra-violet-and-photo-electric-eye
type. The bell rang whenever any one wal ked through a beam of invisible |ight

If a guard did not step on a secret button which caused the alarmto stop ringing, the call was
to be taken as genuine. In this case, the guard who shoul d have done the stepping was sensel ess
So police reserves were on their way to the spot in a remarkably short time. They were shot at by
the young man at the door. The shot drew a stormof bullets in return

The young man sprang back inside, slamred the heavy-barred door, and made sure it was | ocked, on
the principle that nost jails are as hard to get into as they are hard to get out of.



There was a great deal of shooting, howing of sirens, and general how ing hull abal oo. Doc Savage
and his aides were getting away, the police thought, and they knew t he newspapers woul d roast them
out of their jobs if the bronze man was successful. This accounted for there being nore confusion
than was consistent with | evel -headed action

Doc Savage, Monk and Ham were | ooking out of their cell when they saw a hi deous hunpbacked
creature sidling down the corridor toward them

IT was dark in the cell house, alnpbst as dark as it was outside, and by now night had fallen over
the city. They had, as a matter of fact, observed the hunmpback in better |ight on other occasions
But that did not keep them from goggling now.

The hunpback carried a pair of |large nmetal boxes which | ooked al nost identical. These seened to
be very heavy. The creature was breathing noticeably harder when the boxes were finally lowered to
the concrete in front of the cell

The m sshapen creature stared about and di scovered an electric |ight globe. The gloved fingers
began unscrewi ng the bulb

"This power outlet will nake it sinpler," the creature chuckled. "But you three gentlenen had
better hope the city don't shut off the power unexpectedly."

Monk grow ed, "What in blazes is going on here?"

"Quiet," Doc advised. "Unless | am nistaken, you are going to go through sonething you never saw
before, and which you probably believed inpossible with science at its present state of
advancenent . "

The hunpback | ooked up. At this close range, they could tell that the hideous visage was a nask
The eye hol es were distinct, and one of the adhesive |lips had conme |oose fromthe |lip of the wearer
"So," the creature grunted. "You know a | ot about it, eh? Maybe you know how it is done?"

Doc sai d not hing

The hunpback began opening the cases and setting up apparatus. The cases held, it devel oped, a
remar kabl e array of gadgets

An affair of rods and balls was clipped together and set up, and became a contrivance resenbling
vaguely the reflectors used in the directional transmi ssion of ultra-short radi o waves

The hunpback donned a headset and |istened, the while carefully adjusting the direction of the
reflector device.

There was a good deal of pounding on the jail door. Sone one had sent for cutting torches. The
fire department had two trucks on the scene by now, but they had not acconplished nuch
Unfortunately, the jail was just as inpregnable fromthe roof as fromthe walls

The hunpback continued setting up the apparatus. The intricacies of an arrangenent of portable

el ectrodes were getting attention

Unexpectedly, the eerie-looking raider advanced to the cell door, dangling three handcuffs

"Extend your arms!" the nasal voice directed. "I amgoing to handcuff you to the bars!"
"Not me!" Monk grow ed.
The hunpback produced a gun. "It nmakes no difference to me whether you are dead or alive when

do what | am about to do."

To say Monk was inpressed woul d be a vast understatenent. The hunpback seened bot hered not at al
by the terrific uproar outside, and it would certainly be but a matter of minutes until the police
br oke in.

Doc advi sed, "Let him handcuff you."

Monk did so. Ham was next. Then Doc

"This is one of the big noments of ny life, getting you," the hunpback said, calmy

MORE work with the el ectrodes ensued. Finally, the hunpback seened satisfied

Three small capsul es were extended to the prisoners

"Take these," the hunpback directed. "They are harm ess, holding only a drug which will deaden
sone of the prelimnary sensation.”

"Huh!" Monk growl ed contrarily. "Not ne!"

"Suit yourself," said the hunpback

The creature stepped back, picked up the electrode device at the end of a control rod, and

st oopi ng, nmani pul ated several switches

The gl oved hand al so whi pped a nusic box fromone of the cases and started it tinkling.

"This," chuckl ed the nasal voice, "will lend the proper eerie touch, as well as cover the noise
of the apparatus."”

The nusic box tinkle was sufficient to blanket any sounds the mechani sm m ght have made. Even Doc
and his aides could hardly detect the tiny, alnost earhurting whine of high-frequency electricity.
The hunpback approached the barred cell door to which Doc and his aides were handcuffed. The

el ectrode device was held outstretched

"As | remarked, you had best hope the electric current is not turned off," the creature nuttered
Monk gaped, snall eyes al nbst out of their sockets, so great was his suspense and interest. He
wat ched the el ectrodes. The contrivance seened to be filled with a bluish electric haze of sone



kind. He could not be sure. Then he noted the distinct odor of ozone.

The el ectrode approached Ham who was to the left. Ham suddenly and for no explicabl e reason,
becanme as rigid as if turned to stone. Hi s eyes, his |ips, nothing, noved.

Doc was next. Wth the abruptness of a lightning stroke, the fantastic rigidity seened to seize

hi m

Monk squawl ed. He couldn’t help it. He threw back his head and yelled as he had never yelled
before. H's mnd was wi | d; sonething was happening that he could not explain. And as the human m nd
will do in nonents of intense stress, snmall things were noted with alnbst as nuch clarity as were
maj or events.

There was, for instance, a fly upon the cell bar to which Mnk was handcuffed. It was a | arge

fly, a horsefly, and it did not nove when Mnk yelled. Monk wondered, quite madly, it seened at the
nmonent, if noise scared a fly at all. To save hinself, he could not renmenber ever having seen a fly
scared by noi se.

Then the honely chem st saw sonething el se, something his eyes could not credit.

Ham abruptly had no head.

MONK opened his big nouth so wide that his head seened to have cone in halves. He wanted to yell.
He couldn’t. He felt as if his heart were punping |lead, that it was cloggi ng up and suddenly goi ng
to stop.

Ham had no head. Then he had no shoul ders, no arns, no body. In a norment, he was just two | egs,
and a bit later, shoes and feet—and finally, nothing at all.

Monk nmade gargling sounds. He noted that the bars to which Ham had been manacl ed were gone.

The hunpback’ s apparatus had sounded | abored for a time, while Ham was being w ped away, but now
it whined nore freely and the hunpback noved the el ectrodes toward Doc and Mnk.

Doc was still rigid, had not noved.

Monk took his eyes fromthe bronze nman, not wanting to see what had happened. He saw the big fly
again. It had not noved.

Then the inside of his head seened to becone very bl ack.

Chapter 20. THE PLOT

MONK yel l ed. The fly did not nove. Monk waved one hand slightly. The big fly went away.

There was a jangl e when Monk noved, and he | ooked down stupidly to perceive that the handcuffs
were still on his wist, and that the iron cell bar, which nust have been through the handcuff ring,
had nade the jangle in falling out of the ring. The other cell bars lay near by.

Hami s voice said, "You brought part of the jail with you, Mnk."

Monk started violently and | ooked around. He saw a sight which astounded him-and it took a great
deal to astound him after what had just happened.

They were in some kind of a machine. An electrical contrivance. Incredibly conplicated, judging
fromthe wilderness of conductors, electrodes and el ectronic tubes. The device seemed contai ned
entirely within the room although there was a huge antennae of unique type above the device.

Doc Savage and Ham were spraw ed in the machine, alnobst at Monk’'s el bow. Even as he saw them a

| arge hook of a device cane down from sonmewhere, grabbed Monk and yanked hi mroughly to one side.
"M ght as well take themout," said a voice. "They might kick around and disturb the atomc
reassenbl ance of the chief."

Doc and his two aides were haul ed out of the pitlike interior of the device.

There had been a blinding blue light in the pit, they had thought. But it now becanme evident that
this was sonme after effect residue in their eyeballs or optical nerves. The bluish gl ow seened to be
subsi di ng.

Arrayed around the nachine was a crowd of heavily arned nmen. They nust nunber nearly a score.
Jules R MG nnis was anong them They were, then, the convicts who had vani shed so nysteriously
fromthe penitentiary.

Monk grunted | oudly. He was begi nning to understand how the convicts had gotten out of the pen in
such an uncanny fashion. There had, he was sure now, been one of the hunpback’s weird machi nes
hidden in the freight car. After It had served its purpose, it had been sel f-destroyed by a
mechani cal devi ce which rel eased the consum ng aci d.

Peering about, Mk could see that this receiver, huge and conplex as it was, was ready for
destruction. Suspended overhead were huge receptacles, tanks, glass-lined, no doubt, and, if the
homel y chemi st was any guesser, containing the acid which so quickly destroyed netal s and

conposi tions.

A gasp fromthe convicts drew Monk’s attention to the receiver.

The thing was a nass of eerie electrical activity. Queer-looking beans were shifting, noving the
length of an insulated pit, and as they noved, they left behind the figure of the hunpback’ s young
man who had hel ped raid the prison.

The young man was raked to one side hurriedly.

The hunpback arrived next. It was |ike some incredible dream The creature still wore the
fantastic costume, conplete even to dark gl oves and fal se face.



Striving to get erect, the hunpback staggered and al nost fell. Mnk coul d understand how t he
creature nmust feel. H's own siman frame felt as if it were on fire fromtoe nails to hair roots
Hi s head swam The ugly blue light was still in his eyes, but weakening

When the hunpback finally clinbed out of the nachine, a great sigh of relief went up fromthe
assenbl ed convicts. A bit later, the significance of that sigh dawned on Mnk

The hunpback controlled the secret of the germcounter-actant doses w thout which they coul d not
live. Death of the m sshapen nasterm nd was anpbunted to death for thensel ves

Monk tried his voice again. "I still don't believe it happened!"

H s voice was good, just as it had always been. It seemed to be the only unaffected thing about
hi m

"Damation!" Hamgritted unexpectedly. "I’ve been robbed!"

Ham was peering at his cuff buttons. The links had been rich ones, set with dianonds; they were
the same |inks, but the dianonds were m ssing. Strangely enough, the prongs which had held the gens
showed no signs of having been bent back by a pry

A nasal voice said quietly, "The atonmic structure of dianpnds is such that their electrons are

not readily picked up by the carrier. The dianpbnds are nowin the prison cell."

It was the hunpback speaking

"And the prison cell is where?" Ham demanded

"Sonme two or three mles distant."

Doc Savage put in quietly, "Teleportation is not possible over a nuch greater distance with a
recei ving antennae the proportions of this one."

"Too much chance of the carrier beam m ssing the receiver," said the hunpback. Then the hidden
face jutted forward. "So you do know a bit about it?"

Doc said, "It was certain that sone day sone one woul d stunbl e upon the secret of conpletely
statifying, or stopping, all electronic or ionic novenent. It is generally conceded that all matter
is made up of electrical charges, that the apparent solidity of, for instance, the table you touch
is but an illusion, and that the space is really enpty of matter as the ordinary mnd conceived it
"The table is really made up of nol ecules, which are in turn conposed of atons, and that the
atons are probably conposed of protons, electrons and neutrons which in turn surround a nucleus. |f
the inner life of these elements, the electrical charges, could be conpletely stopped, then broken
down and transported when in the static state, and then rel eased, they would assune their origina
position and nature

"In other words, it is the nucleus of the atom which has baffled science. This nucleus of the
atomis considered by sonme to hold the solution to all things."

Doc stopped. No one said anything

Doc went on, "The nucleus of the atomis one of a noveable nature. If it is reduced to an
inactive state, then noved, it will tend to assume its original relation with the nucl eus of other
surroundi ng atons."

Ham said, "I have a headache already!"

"Listen, stupid,"” Mnk said, "it's perfectly clear!"

"Yes!" Ham jeered. "Put it in small words!"

"The nucl eus of these atons have a hom ng-pigeon instinct, apparently,” Doc said

The hunchback interrupted

"That's the general idea," the creature growed. "To transnmt the nucleus of the atom which
results in transmission of the entire atom since the protons, electrons and neutrons of the atom
are al nost inseparable fromthe nucleus, | use a high-inpact beam of el ectronic transm ssion

"The beam si nply scoops up the electrons nucleus and carries it along until it is intercepted by
the receiver, which then causes the electronic beans to drop the nucl eus, which then reassenble.”
"It’s all very clear!" Ham said, sarcastically. "Listen, | don't want to hear any nore about it

| still say the thing is inpossible!"

The hunpback, who seened to have beconme so conpletely absorbed in the scientific discussion as to
forget that the bronze nman and his two aides were prisoners, now strai ghtened and made a sharp
gesture

"Take theminto the |arge room"

THE hunchback thought of sonething a nonment later, and countermanded his first order, directing
that the prisoners be stripped to the skin and carefully exam ned for some trace of weapons. This
was done

Doc Savage’s unusual physical devel opnent got a great deal of awed comment

Doc and his aides were not given back their own clothing. Instead, they were furnished with
ordinary coveralls, which they donned. Doc had sone difficulty with his. They were far too snall
"All right," said the hunpback. "Now take theminto the big room"

The big room proved to be a chanber that lived up to its name. The proportions of the place al so
di scl osed the nature of the building in which the prisoners were now being held. It was a factory
bui I di ng, now di sused. The floor was covered with concrete foundation bl ocks, upon which massive
machi nery nmust once have rested



Upon these bl ocks, forlorn figures were seated. They were the insurance and hol di ng conpany nen
who had been found in the penitentiary in place of the vanished convicts

The girl, Sandy McG nnis, was over to one side, as was |gor De Faust

Doc and his aides were shoved into the place. It was gloony. There were w ndows, but they
apparently had been boarded up on the outside. No sounds of traffic could be heard, so it was
evident the old factory building was sonme di stance from other habitations

The hunpback said, "The rest of you in, too!"

The gnarl ed individual was addressing the twenty convicts. They filed into the big room | ooking
surprised, but |ike whipped creatures, afraid to di sobey.

The hunpback cl osed the door, which was nassive, and |ocked it, then nounted to what seened to be
a snmall bal cony along one wall. There was a door |eading fromthe balcony to the outer world
somewhere. The hunpback unl ocked this, and left it a trifle ajar

There seened to be no other egress fromthe building. There was no ventilation to speak of
either, judging fromthe foul ness of the air

The hunchback | eaned on a | arge wooden rack whi ch stood near the edge of the balcony. This rack
hel d perhaps two dozen glass jugs filled with sone kind of liquid

Doc Savage fell to watching the jugs

The hunchback | ooked down for a long time. No one said anything, but the breathing of nmany
persons could be heard. The breathing was strained

"l have attained the first step, reached ny first goal," said the grotesque-I|ooking individual on
t he bal cony.

Chapter 21. MASTER OF CUPI DI TY

NO one bel ow sai d anyt hi ng

The hunpback waved an arm vaguely. The nasal voice did not carry to all of the big room and a
nunber got up and noved nearer to hear

"The nost of you people have been, or are connected with the insurance business," said the
hunchback. "You know what was goi ng on."

Monk grunted, seened about to nake sone comment, then thought better of it

"It was a gigantic ring, an organi zation of crooked directors of otherw se sound nutual insurance
conpani es, " said the hunchback, apparently for the benefit of Doc Savage. "The directors easily
secured proxi es from stockhol ders, which permtted themto vote and direct the affairs of their
concerns. This is not an uncommon nethod of conducting such corporations

"It was easy for these directors to vote to sell large blocks of stocks to hol ding conpani es and
i nvest ment conpani es. There was nothing visibly wong about that. They sinply voted that, in their
opi nion, a given stock was not a good investnment, liable to sell for less in the future and

therefore, should be sold."

The hunchback paused, went on

"The catch was that the hol ding conpani es and i nvestnment concerns whi ch bought these stocks were
secretly owned by the crooked directors of the insurance conpanies."

Ham snapped, "Wy, blast it! | see how—=

The hunchback interrupted, "The directors were sinply taking the good stocks fromthe insurance
conpani es and selling themto thenselves. |If the stocks went down, they hurriedly sold themback to
the insurance concerns.”

Doc Savage seened to show no great interest in the recital. He had selected an individual in the
assenbl age and was working toward him The individual was Signund Hoppel

Hoppel began to | ook worried when he saw Doc coning

The hunchback on the bal cony continued: "A nunber of persons at different tinmes found out what
was going on, or got a vague suspicion. These persons were framed, usually wth enbezzl ement, and
sent to the penitentiaries, where they woul d be out of the way."

Hoppel got up and noved. Doc qui ckened his pace toward the big fell ow. Hoppel |ooked very scared
now.

The hunchback twanged nasally, "I amthe inventor of the device which we shall call a
teleportation machine. It is undoubtedly the greatest invention of the age. | do not intend to be
robbed of it as other inventors are robbed. | shall use it to nake nyself powerful."

Sandy McG nnis got up in Doc’s path. She | ooked very pretty.

"Listen!" she gasped. "I want to explain! My brother was one of those framed, and | got into this
trying to help him Mux Landerstett was in the power of this hunpbacked devil, whoever he or she is

Max cane to ne and got nme to help in the—=

"Where is Landerstett?" Doc asked

"They killed him" said the girl hoarsely. "They told nme about it. He—he was a swell guy!"
Hoppel was | ooking scared enough to faint. Doc Savage went on toward him

THE hunpback twanged on, delivering an explanatory oration that, beyond a shadow of a doubt, was
ained at attaining sone object.
"l learned of this insurance fraud," the creature said. "I hit on the grand idea of terrorizing



t hese crooked insurance nmen and their consorts in the hol ding conpanies. | got twenty of them
drugged them and put themin penitentiary cells in place of twenty nen they had framed. It just
happened that | could catch an even twenty."

The creature | aughed

"It was a swell gag! It scared the socks off the insurance crooks who were still running around
| oose. They tried to fight me. They did not know which way to turn. Anyway, | was not afraid of
them for | had a nmob—the nmen they had franed. | told these nen we would go after the fell ows who

franed them The fool s!"

The hunpback paused

"The fools!" The voice lost sone of its nasal nature and becane a shriek of delight. "The fools
They believed nme!"

Monk said, "Too nuch scheming has run the old witch about two thirds cuckoo."

Doc Savage caught up with Hoppel. Hoppel trenbled

"You and De Faust were big shots in this insurance sw ndl e?" Doc asked

Hoppel gul ped, looked as if he had no intention of answering, and pronptly said, "Yes. Poy, am
sorry!”

"That is why you clubbed the girl?"

Hoppel croaked, "Sure! She was about to tell on me—"

Doc hit him Doc rarely hit a man without warning. This was not entirely w thout warning, since
Hoppel was standing directly in front of himand | ooking at the bronze nan. But Hoppel probably
never saw the fist

Hoppel raised off the floor as if something invisible had reached down and taken him and sail ed
backward, into the air at first, then with his heels draggi ng. Wen he hit the concrete, it was as
if a whol e beef had dropped

Doc ran to himand | eaned down as if to strike again.

"Stop that!" yelled the hunchback

Doc straightened. In his hand was a |l ength of steel, a bolt which had once secured a machine to
one of the concrete foundation bl ocks

Monk was the only one present who saw what Doc had done—struck down Hoppel to enable himto pick
up the bolt without attracting suspicion

"Boy, that's killing two birds with one fist!" Mnk grinned

The hunchback waved arns and squawl ed, "The insurance crooks have conme to ternms!"

Utter silence fell in the big room

"They have agreed to let ne run the thing and take the nmajor proportion of the profits!" the
harridan squaw ed

THE utter silence persisted. It was as if a shot had been fired unexpectedly, and the shock of it
still persisted.

McG nnis, first to speak, yelled, "Listen! Have you been |ying—

"Not lying," said the hunchback. "I nerely neglected to state fully ny ains. You presuned | was a
swi ndl ed stockhol der trying to push the cause of justice. Nuts to justice!l | was trying, and have
succeeded, in taking over the sweetest little graft that had wal ked around | oose in years!"

The nature of the hunchback’s voice was changing in the excitenent

McG nnis started forward. "Damm your crooked mind! I'II—=

"—do nothing whatever!" shrilled the personage on the bal cony. "Look at these!"

These

was the rack of glass jugs holding vile-Ilooking Iiquid

"A solution of hydrocyanic acid and other ingredients which add the qualities of nustard gas,"

said the disguised one. "Fatal, | can tell you with certainty."

No one spoke. There was very little novenent. Col or seened to be going out of faces

"None of you will get out of here alive," said the hunpback. "I have used you all | desire at
present, and it will be sinple to get a fresh batch of fools. In a nmonent, | shall give this rack a

shove, duck through the door, lock it and let nature take its course."

Ham grated, "Wat’'s the idea of telling us all of this?"

"Grandstanding," Mnk said. "Ever see it fail? The type of a mind that turns crooked is
egotistical enough to want admiration fromothers. Mre crooks have been trapped through their
braggi ng than by any other nethods."

Ham sai d, hoarsely, "Don’t give ne a |lecture on criminal psychol ogy! Think of sonething!"

The hunmpback said, "I hope you enjoy the noise these jars make breaking!" and | eaned agai nst the
rack.

Doc Savage threw his bolt. He threw it as hard and as accurately as all of his trained nuscles
and iron nerves could manage. It was a long throw. It had to be accurate. So he did not |aunch the
bolt at the hunpback’s head, but at the body, which was a larger target. He hit it.

The hunchback shrieked, doubled over, fell flat on the bal cony and floundered. The bal cony had no
rail. The hunpback rolled over the edge, fell ten feet to the floor and lit on the hunp.

The hunp burst. There was a small glitter and flicker of short-circuiting electric sparks, and



glass, coils and wires canme out of the hunp.
"Huh!" Monk gul ped. "The dang witch was wearing one of themteleportation transmtters inside
that hump!"

IN the space that it would take to exhale a sharp breath, the place becane a bedlam Men sprang
up, yelling, racing for the exits, only to find them| ocked

Doc, hurdling, dodging, nade for the hunpback. He was not first to the creature. One of the
convicts, with only a pace to go, was first. This fell ow stooped, took one | ook at the hunpback’s
head, and straightened, screaning

"Dead!" he baw ed. "Skull crushed by the fall! W're all gonna die now"

"Shut up, you fool!" Mnk roared. "What nmakes you think you re gonna die?"

"The black pills!" the man yelled. "W can't get any nore of them now, and—

"Quiet!" Doc rapped. "The hunpback kept a supply of the stuff somewhere. W can find it."

As a matter of fact, they did find it, and without any great difficulty. The black tablets
conposite of germcultures, were found in a car which the hunpback had parked near by for a
get - anay.

The supply was enough to |last until Doc and Monk, conbining their chem cal and scientific skill,
managed to learn the nature of the cultures, and to create a supply, doses of which could be
gradual |y tapered until the victins were no |longer in need of treatnent.

Long before that, however, a terrific fight was waged in the confines of the abandoned factory.
The convicts were trying to subdue the crooks connected with the organi zati on responsible for
fram ng them The crooks naturally objected, and the free-for-all ensuing was sonething to watch
Monk, who loved a fight, did hinself right handsonely, and was done by handsonely, com ng out
with two black eyes, a badly bitten left ear, and ragged I|ips

"But, boy, we got them guys where they won't hesitate to give us the dirt on the whole swindle!"
he snorted when it was over and he stood in front of Doc, panting

Ham cane up, holding his coveralls, what was |eft of them w th both hands

"That teleportation transmtter on the back of the hunchback seens to be smashed badly," he said
"The one at the prison was probably destroyed by the acid trick. You reckon we'll be able to get
hol d of one of then?"

Doc said nothing in reply.

The bronze man later repaired the "teleporter” which conprised the nmaster villain's back hunp
and secured a good idea of the theory of the device. He nmade it work over short distance, and

t hereby discovered the catch in the device

It would work only so far as the eye could see. This nade it no great value commercially. The
"tel eportation" electronic beamextended in straight lines, not following the earth’s curvature
Since the secret was too valuable for general distribution, and had denonstrated itself too
dangerous if in the wong hands, the bronze man sinply put it aside, neither affirmng nor denying
that he knew the secret

It was assunmed that he had failed to solve the device, but he let it go at that

It was when Doc was renoving the "teleporter” fromthe back of the master villain that Mnk got
around to taking a |l ook at the face of the person who had been back of the nystery.

"Bl azes!" He | ooked at Sandy McG nnis. "I thought you said he had been shot?"

The young worman ni pped her lips. "He nust have nade themlie to ne."

The man who had fallen off the bal cony and cracked his skull on the hard floor underneath was

| ong-wi nded Max Landerstett

"Well, hang ny head for a hatrack!" squeaked Mk, when he finally found his voice again

"You shoul d have done that a long tinme ago!" snapped Ham sarcastically. | mediately another
argunent was in process

THE END



