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Chapter |. THE | MPCSSI BLE YELLOW THI NG
IT was too bad that nobody actually saw what happened to the new arny X-ship on its test flight.
It happened that there were clouds that night, and anyway, the inpossible thing occurred twenty
thousand feet in the air.
So all the information they got was what the pilot told themover the radio. And, of course, no
one could hardly believe that. It was too incredible.
However, there was no denying plane and pilot vani shed.
Al so, there were the photographs, which the pilot took and dropped—the picture that actually
showed the thing that had grabbed the plane, incredible as it was.
The arnmy wasn’t fooling that night.
There had been a congressional investigation, and it had resulted in the boot being taken to
certain high staff officers until, as one old-tiner put it, the seats of their pants rang |like
bel | s.
The investigation had brought out the sinple and undeniable fact that the arnmy—the United States
arny—was about as well prepared as a man with a nusket. The arny, the soldiers of the Stars and
Stripes, mght make an inpressive sight when stood in a row+f nobody noticed that they stood in
about the same equipnment as in 1918. Every European sol dier had a subnachi ne gun, even the, Chinese
had sub-gun conpani es, but the American doughboy, the boy in khaki —what did he have?
He had a rifle—2918 style. H s commandi ng general al so possibly had a polo pony, listed in the
records as a caval ry nount.
It had peel ed hides, had that congressional investigation. It had wanted to know why there were
only half a dozen or so antiaircraft guns available to protect New York City, although there were
plenty of soldiers riding around on horses, the way King Arthur rode around in the fifth century.
Engl and had nulti-barreled anti-aircraft guns capable of firing several thousand shells a
m nut e—and Engl and had al nbst as many of those guns as the U S. A had soldiers.
Anerica wasn't going to fight England, of course; in fact, it |ooked as if she was figuring on
Engl and to protect her. O figuring on sonebody. It certainly didn't appear that she was thinking
much about protecting herself.
Army, you better do something, was the word.
Europe was full of nen who were trying to be Napol eon. There were even sonme in South America. The
only thing that inpressed these burglars was the fact that you wore a pistol.
So the arny wasn’'t fooling. For once, actually, it wasn't. It had even fired its publicity nen,
t he boys who could take two crack-pot tanks produced by a nut inventor, and send out enough pictures
and bal | yhoo bal oney that some of the U. S. A really thought it had a mechani zed arny.
Arnmy wasn’t fooling, and it was testing the new X-ship, the new X-ship being a plane that was
actually the kind of plane they had been saying the previous ones were. It was a supership, which
could outfight and out fly by fifty per cent the best plane of any other arny in the world, and this
was no press-agent slop.
To test-fly the X-ship, the arnmy had call ed upon the greatest engineer in the arny reserve—a nan
who was probably al so the second greatest engineer in the world.
Col onel John Renwi ck was this engi neer—Renny Renwi ck, the man with the fists, and the
I’ mon-ny-way-to-a-funeral face.
The man who was associ ated with Doc Savage.
THE stage had been nicely set for a devil of a nystery; only nobody knew that as yet.
The X-ship was so good that the arny really wanted to keep its performance a secret; so
precauti ons had been taken. The test was being held froma deserted sand-dune island on the North
Carolina coast, and the one bridge |leading to the island was watched; while a notorboat fl oated



around and around the island | oaded with arny officers dressed |ike local fishernen.

It was to be a night hop.

The new X-ship was there, sitting on the hard sand beach, a creation of canouflaged netal that

| ooked as stocky as a bulldog and as vicious as a yell ow hornet.

The snouts of nine machi ne guns poked out of various streamined ports, her innards were full of
racks for bonbs, and there was a hi gh-powered aérial canera and a gigantic photoflash contraption,
so that the plane could take a night picture of nmany square niles of eneny territory.

Everyt hing was ready except Test Pilot Col onel John Renny Renwi ck. He hadn’t shown up.

Around about stood generals and nmajors and |ieutenants and sergeants.

No smal|l armount of interest centered on the arny’s new electrical "listener" for |ocating
airplanes flying high. Four of these stood on the sand. The gadgets were very efficient—but nost
every other arnmy in the world had themas efficient.

The idea of tonight’'s test was: The new X-ship had a silenced nmotor, a special propeller, and it
was hoped it could fly so silently at an altitude of twenty thousand feet that no el ectrical
listener could spot it. This night's test would tell.

The arny radi onen had their outfits set up, too. A bang-up, new two-way radi ot el ephone was part
of the equi pment of the X-ship, and they were going to test that.

The men at the electrical "listeners" gave a start

"Sir, there’s a plane com ng," one reported.

The plane came down with a brisk whistle of wind past wings, stuck out two whiskers of light from
its wing floodlights, and canme to rest on the beach. The occupants—three nen-alighted.

" Col onel Renw ck!" someone sai d.

Col onel Renny Renwi ck had a voice that sounded sonething |like the roof of a mne com ng down nust
sound to a miner.

"Holy cow" he said. "Sorry if we're a little late. | wanted to pick up two friends of mne."
"Two friends?"

"Sure."

"To witness testing of the X-ship, you nean?"

"Yep."

The arnmy officers | ooked at each other and nust have said nmentally, "Ch, damm, what’'ll we do

about this?" The test of the X-ship was supposed to be very, very secret, and not for outsiders to
see.

"We—ah—that is—

"Sure, | know." Renny Renwi ck runmbled. "But it will be all right for these two guys to watch.
They're in the arny, too. They're Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair and Brigadi er General
Theodore Marl ey Brooks."

" Oh!

"Yes," Renny said. "The two are Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks."

That made it different. Very different.

"Did Monk bring his pig?" an officer asked.

That got a burst of |aughter.

"And did Ham fetch his chi npanzee?" inquired a second officer.

Thi s caused anot her | augh.

The arnmy officer was referring to Habeas Corpus, a pet pig that bel onged to Mk, and Chem stry,

a pet chinpanzee that was Hamis property. The pig, Habeas Corpus, had ears |arge enough to be wings,
long legs, and an inquisitive snout. The chinp, Chenmistry, was a runt aninmal that was astounding for
the reason that he bore an incredible, personal |ikeness to Monk. It was this |ikeness that had
first caused Hamto collect Chem stry. Each animal had been carefully trained by his owner, and they
were a continual source of trouble.

Presence of Monk and Hamwas all right with the arny nmen. Al nost everybody in the service had

heard of Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks—Monk, who was a fanmous industrial chem st, and Ham who was

al so fanmous, or infanous, depending on the point of view, as a |awyer.

Monk and Ham were Doc Savage aids, too.

PREPARATI ONS, to test-fly the X-plane proceeded, but there was no particul ar excitenent, for as

yet nothing out of the ordinary had happened. The out-of-the ordinary was still to cone.
Monk and Ham got into a quarrel, of course. But that caused no surprise, for it was what everyone
expect ed.

Monk Mayfair had a ludicrously wide nmouth, a nose that did not have the same shape with which it
had started life, and the kind of hair that the brush sal esman rubs when he says, "Lady, this is
exactly what you need to scrub that back porch." Mnk was constructed along the lines of—well, no
one ever had to | ook at Monk and wonder where he got that nicknane.

Ham Br ooks had been sel ected "The Best Dressed Man in New York" five tines running. He was the

Beau Brummel | of the decade, a tailor’s dream and a never-ending pain in Mnk’'s neck—f one
listened only to what Monk said. Ham Brooks had a thin waist, broad shoul ders, an orator’s w de and
rubbery nouth, a voice that made radi o announcers hide their faces in envy. He always carried an

i nnocent -1 ooki ng bl ack cane that contained a sword that he frequently had occasion to use.



Ham got out of the plane and shook his cane under Mnk’'s nose.

"You get funny with nme," he yelled, "and |'I|l anputate those flaps that you call ears."

Monk put his fists on his hips, put an evil look in one eye.

"There ain't nothin’ funny about it!" he said. "At ten o' clock tonight, |I'mgoing to break your
left leg. At eleven, |I'mgoing to break your right |eg. Every hour thereafter, |'’mgoing to break
one of your bones, until | run out of bones."

"l didn’'t do it!" Ham shouted.

"You didn't?"

"Nol "

"The heck you didn't!" Mnk shoved his face close to Hamis, and snarled, "I can see the devil all

over your face!"

"It's the first tinme," Hamsaid, "that | ever knew ny face was a mrror."

One of the arny officers asked Renny, "Wat's wong with them now?"

Renny expl ai ned, "Sonebody took a picture of Monk and sent it to a nmamgazine | abeled as an African
baboon dressed in nan’s clothing. The nagazi ne published the picture, claimng it didn't notice the
di fference. Monk figures Ham sent the picture.”

"l see," said the officer.

"Monk saw, too," Renny said, "assorted red."

Renny Renwi ck had a long jaw and a thin nouth that was al ways indescribably sad when things were
going well. It was doubtful if he could have put either one of his fists in a quart pail.

He got in the X-ship.

"This won’t take long," he said. "Watch out for the sand, boys."

The army nen got back away fromthe funnel of sand which the propeller slipstreamscooped up, and
the plane buzzed off down the beach.

Col onel Renny Renwi ck was wrong about it not taking long. It was going to take long, |long, very

| ong.

THE X-ship went up through the night sky with a baw and a noan.

"She’'s sweet," an arny nan said. "A sweet job."

Monk and Ham had their noses jammed together. They separated them now, and wal ked over to the
radi o-receiving outfit, which had a | oudspeaker so that those interested could gather around and
hear .

"Thi s dangerous for Renny?" Mnk asked.

"He'll be all right," an arnmy nan said.
"Don’t w ngs cone off themthings sonetinmes when they test?"
"Well, sonetines,"” the arny man adnitted.

"That’s what | thought,"” Monk said.

He sat down by the radio. Ham sat down, also, but out of reach of Mnnk’s long arns. Both indul ged
in deep silence, apparently thinking of future violent remarks to nmake to each ot her.

It was a nice night, except for the clouds. Alittle chilly, perhaps. The wi nd—+there was al ways
wind in these sand dunes—pushed fine sand around and made faint whispering sounds, and waves craw ed
up on the beach and burst with sighs like long, fat white hogs.

Renny’ s voice cane fromthe | oudspeaker.

"Altitude twelve thousand," Renny's voice said. "Getting into clouds."

"Holy pups!" an arny man said. "Look at that rate of clinb!"

The wi nd whi spered, the waves sighed, and the | oudspeaker went on droning. It told of thousand
after thousand feet of clinb, of air speed, of engine tenperature, or other things.

Suddenly, the voice changed.

"Holy cow" it expl oded.

Monk and Ham jerked up straight, stared at the radio | oudspeaker.

I't nust have been three nminutes before the radi o nade anot her sound. Then:

"Listen, down there," it said. " | haven't nade a dive, | haven't made any sharp turns, and |
haven't put a strain on nyself in any way. So | can't be delirious and seeing things."

Monk | eaned over and grabbed the mi crophone.

"What the blazes is wong, Renny?" he asked.

"This Mnk?"

"Yes; it's Mnk."

Renny’ s voice said,

" Al right, Mnk; listen to ne. I'mgoing to tell you about this cloud. I'Il describe the cloud.
It’s about a quarter of a mle long, and probably half that wide. It’s about two hundred feet deep,
or maybe deeper in sone places and less in others, because you know how cl ouds are shaped."
Renny’ s voi ce had sonehow changed. It was full of ripping excitenent. It had the frenzy of a buzz
saw that had gone to work on a pine knot.

Monk said, "Say, what’'s the idea of tellin ne about a cloud.”

"Because," Renny’'s voice said, " this cloud is yellow"

"Eh? It’s—=

"Yel | ow. "



"Say, big-fists," Mnk said, "who you kiddi ng?"

"The cloud," Renny said, " is as yellow as a pond frog."
Monk nuttered, "I don't think your joke is so funny."
"The yellow cl oud,"” Renny said, " is chasing nme!"

THAT was about all of that. O, at least, the end of it nmust have come while Mnk and Ham and the
arny men were standing around with say-is-this-sonething-you’re-supposed-to-I|augh-at expressions on
their faces.
It is not incredibly unusual for an eagle or a buzzard to chase a plane, and an ow m ght
concei vably be up that hi gh—twenty thousand feet—at this time of night; and the ow might have been
in a disposition where it wanted to chase a plane. Another plane m ght conceivably have chased this
pl ane. But a cloud? Ch, no! Qut of the question. Sonebody was crazy.
Renny’ s voice said,

1" mgonna take a picture of the cloud.”
They saw hi mtake the picture. That is, the brief, terrifically strong photo-flash device with
whi ch the X-plane was equi pped, nade such a surge of light that it penetrated, even through the
thick layer of clouds, sufficiently that those on the beach saw its nonentary gl ow
A mnute passed.
Renny’ s voi ce was now nore tense.
"I"mgoing to drop the picture filmby parachute!" it said.
Monk yel l ed, "Hey, Renny! Wat—=
The voice fromthe sky got wld.
"The cloud is going to catch ne!" Renny yell ed.
That was all.
Chapter |I. PROOF OF | MPCSSI BLE
IT must have been five mnutes before those on the beach sand realized it was going to be all. At
least, it took themthat long to come to |life. Then Monk reared up how ing.
"Bl azes!" he yelled. "Wy didn't we think?"
Monk neant the plane in which they had conme. He legged for the craft. The plane was |arger than
the X-ship, and a different type; but it could clinmb to twenty thousand feet.
Ham di ved into the plane after Mnk. Although they squabbled at all other tines, they seened to
coordi nate perfectly, once they had sonething urgent to do. Up went the plane, noaning hungrily for
the stars.
An hour later, the plane bunped on the beach again, and Monk and Ham stepped out, trailed by
their two strange pets, the pig and the chinp.
"Not hi ng. "
The arnmy nen stared. "But—
"l know," Mdnk said. "You ain't telling us hownuts it is. Coud strata extends to thirteen
thousand feet. Over that, it’'s as clear as crystal all the way to the noon. But no Renny, no plane."
"And no yel |l ow cl oud?" a captain asked.
Monk gl ared at him
"Listen!" Mnk snarled. "Renny isn’t crazy, but just the same there ain't yellow clouds—and if
they were yellow, they woul d chase pl anes."
The captain said, "Cone over here."
"Eh?"
"I want you to hear sonething," the captain explained.
The captain led Monk and Hamto one of the electrical "listeners" for locating air raiders. The
device sat on a truck, resenbled a nagnified, old-tinme phonograph with ten-foot horns sticking out
in every direction. The operators rode saddl es and had tel ephone headsets strapped to their ears.
The captain said to one of the operators, "You were |listening to the X-ship?"
"Yes," the operator said. "That is, we listened until—=
"Until what?" the captain pronpted.
"Well, there was a kind of shriek, as if sonething huge had rushed through the air up there," the
|istener-operator said. "Then there was a crash."”
"What kind of a crash?”
"A crunchy one. Kind of tinny."
"Exactly what was that crash |ike?" the captain asked.
The operator thought for a nmoment.
"Like a plane would sound if it were being smashed into a lunp by sonething big," he said.
Monk got a bl ui sh pale.
"Was that all?" he asked.
"l should think it was enough," the operator said.
MONK and Ham went over and | eaned against the wing of their plane. They did not say anyt hing,
because there did not seemto be nmuch they coul d say.
The wi nd was mounting, pushing the big white waves up hi gher on the beach, and the waves were
sighing like bigger hogs as they broke.
"It's inpossible,"” Ham said.



"Sure," Monk agreed.

They wal ked over to the army man in command of the whole project of test-flying the X-ship.

Monk said, "Look here, sir; it is probable that gas fromthe notor nade Renny delirious, then
unconsci ous, in which case he probably crashed the ship. | suggest a search for the wecked plane."
"Excel l ent idea."

An intensive search began for weckage of the X-ship.

Monk and Ham joi ned the search. They had little to say, and there was grimtightness around their
nmout hs. For once, there was none of their perpetual squabbling.

They had been closely associated with the m ssing Renny Renwick for a long time. On several

occasi ons they had saved his life, and there had been instances when he had saved theirs. In fact,
they were bound together about as closely as it is possible for men to be cenented, for they were
all menbers of one of the nmobst unusual little groups—enly six men bel onged—that ever had been
assenbl ed. A group, incidentally, which had no nanme, except that they were known as Doc Savage and
his nen. The group did not need a nane to be feared in the far corners of the earth.

The group had no name, but nere whispered runor of its presence in a nei ghborhood brought terror
to wrongdoers, nen outside the |aw

For Doc Savage and his little group were engaged in one of the nost unusual of careers, that of
righting wongs and puni shing evildoers, frequently in the far ends of the world. It was not an
occupation—eften they did not profit financially. But nbney was a minor notivation, Doc Savage
having a secret source of fabulous wealth sonewhere in the Central Anmerican nountains.

Furthernore, each of Doc Savage’'s five assistants was naster of a profession, and capabl e of

maki ng an excellent inconme fromit.

Exci t enent +that was what bound themtogether. A |love of excitement and action. That, and the

thrill that continually came from association with an individual as unusual as Doc Savage, amazing
man of nystery, sonetines called the "Man of Bronze."

Monk and Ham i king Renny as they did, were terribly concerned over his fate.

"He m ght have got out of the plane with the parachute,” Mnk nuttered.

"Sure," Ham sai d hopefully.

The sun canme up and the wind went down, and the waves did not roll up on the beach as violently;
and Negro fishermen rowed out through the island channels, chanting as they strained their backs
over the long oars.

Now that it was light, Monk and Hamtook off in their plane and | ooked for X-ship weckage or a
parachut e.

They found the parachute, a snmall one, not a man-sized parachute. It was dangling froma tree,

and on the end of the shrouds was a little canvas bag. It was the kind of parachute used to drop

t hings from pl anes.

In the little canvas bag attached to the parachute were the photographic filns that Renny’'s voice
had nentioned while the inpossible was happening the night before. It did not take long to rush the
films to a dark room and devel op them But it did take a long time for Monk and Hamto get over the
shock of what the photographs showed.

They had not, really, believed there was a yell ow cl oud.

"UH" Mnk said, rather as if he had been hit hard in the stomach with a fist. He sat down. He

| ooked at Ham and after a m nute Ham backed away fromthe picture as if it mght have fangs.

They had been brought up in this | ogical-mnded world which is growi ng nore scientific each year,
and whi ch has an expl anation for al nbst everything except what causes col ds and seasi ckness and what
makes people live. This was inpossible. A yellow cloud chasing an airplane—there wasn't such a

t hi ng.

The picture showed evidence to the contrary. It appeared that Renny had rolled the plane over and
pointed the airplane canera upward to get the picture.

There were stars visible behind the cloud.

There was every indication that the cloud was what Renny’'s voice had described—+ength a quarter

of amle, width half that, depth two hundred feet in places, nore or less in others. They could not
tell about the yellow hue, for this was not color film But it was unusual. It was a solid cloud. It
seened to have body to it.

"Whew! " Monk said. The honely chemi st got up and exam ned the cloud, then bit his lips as if
trying to get stiffness out of them

"The cloud," he added, "does not seemto have eyes, nouth, arns, or wings. It's just a cloud."

Ham gri pped his sword cane and | ooked up.

"Listen," he said. "You don’t believe there was a yell ow cl oud?"

"l don’t know what to believe," Mnk said.

They still did not know what to believe |ate that afternoon when they clinbed wearily into their

pl ane, gunned the motor, and vaulted off for the north. Both nmen were silent, alnpst stupefied. It
was hard to accept that no trace had been found of Renny or the X-ship. Land ships had scanned hal f
the State of North Carolina, and the navy had done the same with the adjacent ocean. No success at
all.

Monk and Ham | anded at the airport across the Potonac from Washi ngton. They needed fuel. Mnk got



back into the plane scowing.
"Look at these newspapers," he grow ed.
The headl i nes said:
DOC SAVAGE Al D M SSI NG
I N ARMY PLANE TEST
"Let ne see that!" Ham said. He snatched the paper and read. "Well, they didn't nmention the
yel | ow cl oud business," he said.
"The arny wants the cloud business kept quiet," Mnk explai ned.
"It"s all right with ne," Hamsaid. "I don’'t want people thinking we're nuts."
The evening sun was red in the west, and filled the high-flying plane with a gory glow. The
shadows of hills and houses | engthened swiftly on the ground. "W shoul d nake New York in an hour
and a half," Mnk said.
The plane radi o—t was tuned in on an arny stati on—began to tal k, saying,

Cal ling Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks; calling—
"You got us," Mnk said into the m crophone.
The radi o said,
' W have a report for you. Two planes were flying over Pennsylvania. One of themwas attacked a
by yell ow cloud, seized and carried away. The second pl ane nmanaged to escape."
Monk chewed a fingernail and stared at the radio as if he doubted his ears. He said, "Say that
again."
The radio said it again, and added, "The pilot of the plane that escaped is at Central Airport,
Phi | adel phia."
Monk and Ham | ooked at each ot her.
"What's the pilot’s name?" Monk asked.
"Brick Palmer," the radio said.
"Thanks, " Monk sai d.
Ham who was flying the plane, gave the ship enough I eft rudder to send it toward Phil adel phia.
The two nen were silent for a long tinme. They had been trying not to accept the existence of a
yel l ow cl oud, because it was fantastic; and now that they were confronted with the specter of the
thing again, they were w thout words.
They did think, though, that they might be able to | earn something of the fate of Renny by
questioning this flier, Brick Palmer, who had actually seen a yellow cloud grab a pl ane.
"l wonder what kind of a man this Brick Pal mer is?" Mnk nmuttered.

Chapter 111. STRANGE LADYBI RD

THE girl held the gun in both hands quite steadily. She had cone into the airport waiting room
with the weapon concealed in her flying helmet, which she was carrying in her hands, and now she had
the gun pointed at Monk and Ham

Monk and Ham stared at her in gap-nouthed astoni shnent.

Qut on the tarmac somewhere a transport plane was runbling its big nmotor, and in a hangar

mechani cs were bangi ng hammers agai nst machinery. The airport was far enough outside Phil adel phia so
that there was no runble of the city.

Monk started to put his hands up.

"Keep themdown," the girl ordered grimy.

She was a small girl, sonewhat a spriggins of a girl. Fromthe qui ck way she noved, she seened
about fifteen years old; but she was a little older than that—twentyish, naybe.

The sky winds had browned her. Nature had put red in her |ips and mahogany-colored fire in her
eyes. She was pretty. Striking enough that Monk, who was a connoi sseur of fem nine pulchritude,
woul d have opened his nmouth and batted both his small eyes—even if she had not been letting himl ook
into the nmuzzle of a gun.

"Listen," Mnk said. "W only want to see a party nanmed Brick Palnmer."

"Yes," Hamsaid. "W came—

"Shut up!" the girl advised.

She stood small and tense. She had dropped her flying hel net—+t was of the sanme brown | eather as
her zi ppered jacket.

"Wal k out of that side door," she ordered. "Act natural."

They stepped out of the side door upon the gravel of the airport parking lot. It was al nost dark,
and the big beacon had been turned on and was swi ngi ng at nonotonous intervals. Col ored border
lights made a far-flung path.

"Get in your anbulance," the girl said.

Ham stared at her. "Anbul ance?"

"We canme in a plane," Mnk explained.

The girl did not believe that. She had picked up her hel met and covered her gun again. She lifted
the helnet slightly, showed the weapon nuzzle.

"l don't fool people!" she said grimy.

"Do you tell people who you are?" Ham asked.



"You know that. You asked for ne."

"You' re not Brick Palmer!" Ham expl oded.

"Abricketta Pal ner. Yes."

Ham said, "Oh!" and | ooked at Mnk, who said, "Blazes!" They were astonished and puzzl ed.

"Co get in your anbulance," the girl said. "You' re taking me away from here—but not the way you
hoped. "

"W haven’'t got any anbul ance, | tell you," Mnk said.

The girl | ooked at themtensely, wondering what to do.

"We'll walk then," she said. "Get going."

They wal ked down the nain road and turned into a side lane at the girl’s command. They passed a
house, and a dog canme out of the yard and followed them barking violently, but went back. It was
not very dark. There was much traffic on the road they had |l eft, but none on this |ane.

They cane to a spot which was | onesone.

"l better search you here," the girl said.

She went through their pockets while they held their arns high. She nade a little nound of their
bel ongi ngs on the road, and then struck a match for a light. She examined the cards, |ooked at the
nanmes on envel opes. She straightened, |ooking foolish.

"I made a mistake," she said.

THE girl did not point her gun at themany longer. She rolled it in her helnet, unconfortably.
She expl ained, "Wien | told nmy story back at the airport, they thought | was crazy. | heard them
say sonet hing about sending for sonmebody to take me to a psychopathic ward for a nedical

exam nation. A psychopathic ward is an insane asylum isn't it?"

"Sonething like that," Mnk said.

"l thought you were two attendants who had cone to get ne," the girl added. "I was determ ned not
to go. Wien you cane, they just said there were two nmen to see ne and shoved ne in that room so
| —wel | —

Monk and Ham stood and squinted in the grow ng darkness, neither know ng what to say.

"W thought you were a nman," Monk nmuttered finally.

The girl picked up the things she had taken fromtheir pockets and began handi ng t hem back.

"You are associated with Doc Savage?" she asked.

"Yes."

"I have heard of him" she said. "Quite fanous, isn't he?"

Monk asked, "Wat about the yellow cl oud?"

The girl shuddered. "W were flying at about ten thousand feet. Chester’s plane was about a nmile
ahead of m ne—=

"Who' s Chester?" Ham asked.

"Chester Palner, ny brother," the girl explained. "He was about a mle ahead. W were flying over
a cloud ceiling. This cloud just seened to junmp up, yellow and grim fromthe ordinary clouds bel ow
and envelop nmy brother’s plane. It was |ike—hard to describe—as if a puff of yell ow snoke had been
bl own up."

Ham asked, "Did this happen in the daytime?"

"Yes."

"Then what occurred?

The girl stuffed her flying helmet in one pocket of her |aced whipcord breeches and shoved the
gun into another pocket. She took out a handkerchief and began to choke it.

"l got close to the yellow thing—l oud— she explained. "It junped at ne. That is, one whole
section of the cloud just kind of spurted at me. | banked plane, barely got away. |t chased nme for
at least fifteen mles and al nost overtook me. | never saw ny brother or his plane again."

"How fast did you fly," Ham asked, "when it was chasing you?"
"About two hundred and fifty mles an hour."
"And this yellow cloud kept up with you?"

"Yes."

"What was it?" Mnk asked.

The girl took a long tine to get an answer. "l don't know," she said.

The ni ght had been still, but now several small frogs—er they mi ght have been crickets—set up an

orchestration in the ditch water along the edge of the | ane. The dog that had pursued them cane
snuffling down the road, barked three times, then turned and ran back again.

"Now you know," the girl said, "why | thought you were two men who had cone to take nme to an

i nsane asylum"

"Was this an arny plane your brother was flying?" Mnk asked suddenly.

"Ch, no. Just an ordinary three-place, open-cockpit comercial job."

Monk said, "Cone over here, Ham"

The two nen noved down the | ane a short distance and the girl remained behind until she was out
of earshot.

"It's so utterly screwy,"” Mnk nuttered.

"You're telling ne!" Ham said. "But what do we do?"



Monk had sonething on his m nd—he was thinking back. During the last two or three adventures in
whi ch Doc Savage had been invol ved, Monk and Ham had been unfortunate. They had fallen for fem nine
wiles. Three tines in arow, a pretty girl associated with the eneny had nade fools out of them Doc
Savage had not said much about it, but they suspected he had thought a great deal.

"You thinking about what | an?" Mnk asked.

"I amthinking," Hamsaid, "that we had better look into this girl’s story."

"That’'s the idea," Mnk agreed. "This tinme, we don't fall for the first pretty face that cones

al ong. "

"You think she mght be trying to pull a phony on us?"

"l don't know. Nothing about this thing so far is even believable, much | ess naki ng sense."

They went back to the girl.

"l hope," Mnk told her, "that you don't mind being investigated."

MONK and Ham never did quite figure out how that next thing managed to happen to them so
unexpectedly. They were taken by conplete surprise. Maybe it was because the girl was so pretty that
they couldn’t keep their mnds on anything else.

They were wal king into the airport waiting room and the girl was saying, "I hope that Doc Savage
will interest hinself in finding out what happened to ny brother."

"You want Doc Savage to try to find your brother?" Mnk asked.

"Ch, | do, | do!"

"I think Doc will help," Ham said.

"Ch, wonderful!" Brick Pal mer excl ai nmed.

Her throat seened full of relief.

"You see," Ham said, "a nman naned Renny was the first—

He never did finish.

The previous Fourth of July, Mnk had lighted a nickel firecracker and threw it, and the cracker
hit a tree |linb and bounced back and hit Mnk on top of the head, exploding just as it struck. Ham
had thought it very unpl easant.

Monk’ s head, now, felt the way it had when the firecracker exploded. He fell to the floor.

Part of the airport waiting-roomfloor, Mnk noticed for the first tine, had been freshly painted
deep-red. It had been bl ocked off by stretching a twine string to which was clipped pieces of
newspaper. Mnk had broken the string when he fell, and it and the newspaper fragnents had fallen in
the fresh, deep-red paint, also.

Vaguel y, he becane aware of yelling.

"Hel p me, stupid!"™ Ham was how i ng.

Monk got his thinking reconnected. He’d been banged on the head. By a man—a very long and active
man who had skin that was the col or of a good English boot.

There were three other nen, all active, but not the sane color. They were lighter, one having a
reddi sh face. They were closing in on Ham

Ham had unsheat hed his sword cane, danced into a corner. He stood poised in the fencing stance
they had taught himat Harvard. He liked to performw th that sword cane, did Ham He |unged, sent
out the blade. A man yel ped, dodged back. The man’s el bow began | eaki ng red.

"Only nicked nme!" the man snarled triunphantly.

You think!" Hamgritted.

The tip of the sword cane was coated with a sticky chemi cal, and even a scratch fromit would
soon render a victimunconscious.

MONK got up and roared. He always roared when he fought. His ordinary voice was a childlike
squeak, but his fighting voice was sonething that m ght have conme out of the big horn on the front
of the Queen Mary’'s forward funnel.

"Hel | -gun ‘eml " yelled the boot-col ored man.

They nust have been keeping their guns out of action because of the noise. But with Mnk roaring,
there could hardly be nore noise.

The boot-col ored man drew a thin-nosed pistol. He ainmed at Ham He shot Hamthree tinmes in the
stomach. Ham sat down backward.

Monk hit the boot-col ored man. Monk brought his fist fromfar back, and the nan sailed across and
t hunped the wall, bounced like a rubber ball and fell.

The other men swung around with their guns.

Monk hated to mix any caution at all with his fights. But he could, when he had to. He took a
precauti on now.

Qut of one pocket Mnk snatched an egg-sized blob of netal. He pressed a lever on the thing. It
popped, and spouted bl ack snoke. The snpke spread, and al nost instantaneously, the roomwas full of
drawi ng-i nk bl ack.

@Quns were crashing. But Monk was noving, and the bullets mssed him

"Get up an’ fight, Haml" he how ed.

Monk went silent, cane up on tiptoes, and nade for the spot where he had | ast seen the girl.
Abricketta Pal mer wasn't there.



The boot-col ored man began yel ling.

"Get the girl and beat it!" he shouted, and added sone profanity.

He sounded as if he had had enough fight.

Men began getting out of the airport waiting room Mnk felt around, slugged soneone, and nearly
got shot in the head. He becane cautious, worked to the door and crept outside.

There was snoke outside now. There was yelling and confusion around the airport.

Monk crept out of the snoke, but dived back in again when the nmen began shooting at him Al four
of the raiders were outdoors. They had the girl. Mnk got back in the airport waiting room and
listened to | ead nake holes in the walls. The waiting roomwas nmade of tiling, plastered, and the
bul l ets breaking through sounded as if they were snashing pottery.

After a while, the shooting stopped, and an autonobile |left at high speed.

Monk dashed out doors.

"Call the State troopers!" he yelled. "Have ‘emget that car!"

LATER t he ni ght breeze bl ew the bonb snoke out of the waiting room Mnk wal ked in. H's shoe

sol es made stick-stick sounds in the tacky paint.

Ham sat on the floor. He was taking off his clothes.

"Way didn't you get up and fight?" Mnk asked.

Ham said thickly, "You were doing all right, weren't you?"

"They got away."

"Personally," Hamsaid, "I was glad to see themgo."

Monk wal ked around and around Ham exam ning him He nade tongue-cl ucki ng synpat hy sounds.
"Hurt?" he asked.

"Listen," Ham snarled, "were you ever shot three tinmes in the stomach?"

"You had on your bulletproof undershirt, didn't you?"

Ham scowl ed and yel | ed, "Bull etproof undershirt, or no shirt—were you ever shot three tines in
the stomach?"

Monk asked, "What are you undressing for?"

"The zi pper of the infernal bulletproof shirt," Ham explained, "is stuck."

Ham eventual |y got out of the undershirt, and seemed hard to convince that there were no holes in
his stomach. The undershirt—t had been devi sed by Doc Savage, and all of the bronze man’s group
wor e them habitual | y-was of very light, special alloy chain-nmesh fabrication, effective against
anything less than a nilitary rifle slug.

Monk said, "They tried to kill us."

"Did they?" Ham asked sarcastically.

Monk wal ked around the waiting room exam ning the footprints in the fresh paint with

consi derabl e interest.

Ham asked, "What becane of the one | nicked with my sword cane?"

"He ran off with the others."

Ham pi cked up his cane and examined the tip disgustedly.

"I"l'l have to mix a stronger batch of dope for the point of this thing," he nuttered.

Monk anbl ed out to their plane. None of the Doc Savage crew travel ed without carrying sonme of the
equi prent which they used in their strange profession. Mk cane back fromthe plane carrying a
police type of canera. He began photographing the footprints.

He selected a footprint, got down on his knees beside it, and carefully placed a ruler so that it
woul d show, in the picture, the exact length and width of the print.

"That’'s your own footprint, you hairy gossoon," Ham said.

Monk’ s neck got red.

"All right, all right," he grunbled. "I'mstill dizzy. One of themguys hit me over the head with
a gun.”

"Why?" Ham asked.

"He was trying to knock ne sensel ess."

"l mean," Ham said, "what was the whol e idea?"

"They couldn’t have been after the girl, could they?"

Ham j erked up straight. "They didn t—=

"They took," Mnk explained, "the girl."

Chapter 1V. MEN AFTER FI LM

THAT was Hamis first inkling that the raiders had carried away Brick Pal mer.

"Did you get State troopers after then?" he asked grimy.

"Sure."

The two men said nothing nore for some time, but their mnds were not at rest. They had
intelligence considerably above the average, although they were addicted to acting |like clowns at
times. Ham coul d not have becone a fanpus | awer w thout wits, and Monk coul d not have becone one of
the greatest chemists without gray matter. Their present period of silence nmeant that they were
cudgeling their brains, trying to nake sense out of what had happened.

"Thi nki ng about it," Mnk nmuttered, "just nakes ny head ring."

"l npossi bl e! "



"Eh?"

"Sound can’'t travel through a vacuum" Ham said unkindly.

Monk scowl ed, evidently could get no suitable retort on his tongue, janmmed his hands in his pants
pockets

"W were starting to investigate that girl when the keg of nails burst open," the honely chem st
said. "Wiy don’t we go ahead with that?"

"CGood idea," Ham adm tted

After some argument with the airport management about who woul d pay the | ong-distance tel ephone
calls, Mnk and Ham began contacting distant airports. They did this alnmost half an hour, then got a
result.

"Listen to this!" Hamsaid. "It’'s the Colunbus, Chio, airport nanager. He's a tough guy."

Toget her, each crowdi ng one ear against the receiver, they listened to what the Col unbus airport
man had to grow

"A man nanmed Chester Palner, and his sister, Abricketta Palnmer, |anded here in two planes," said
the voi ce from Col unbus. "They took off later, saying they were going to fly across Pennsylvania."
"We want the truth," Mnk said

"Say, why should | lie to you?" the Colunbus airport man asked indignantly.

Monk said, "Keep your shirt on. We just wanted to make sure the girl and her brother were flying
two planes."

"Well, they were. Say, you ain't calling me a liar?" The nman sounded as if he wanted to fight
"No," Monk said. "We're just trying to solve a nystery."
"Mystery!" snapped the Col unbus man. "What nystery? Tell nme about it. I'mall ears.”

"So is a jackass!" Mnk said, and hung up. "Wse guy," he added

Ham said, "The girl told a straight story, it looks Ilike."

"Yeah," Monk agreed

A State policeman arrived in a bad hunor

"We found that car," he said. "Deserted.”

"The girl and the guys—

"No telling where," the trooper said. "They abandoned the car down the road a few mles. W think
they changed to another car, maybe."

Monk and Ham remai ned at the airport until mdnight. It was a noonlight night and regul ar
passenger planes took off or landed at intervals, and there was an entertaining argunment between a
large woman and the ticket clerk about an excess baggage charge. Monk and Ham sat around, worried
about Renny, wondered what had happened to the girl, tried to make sonething |ogical out of the
nystery. They were too depressed to carry on their usual quarrel

They got out the photograph of the cloud and examned it. "I figure," Mnk said, "that we had
better get this to Doc Savage."

"What good will that picture do Doc?" Ham denanded

"More good than it’s done us, | hope," Mnk said

They wal ked out to their plane and got in. They had left their pets, Habeas Corpus and Chemi stry,
| ocked in the ship.

An airport attendant canme running. He said, "Hold it a mnute, fellows! Another ship is using the
runway. "

Monk and Ham wat ched the other ship. It was a cabin craft, streamined, all new design. It cane
roaring fromthe nurk beyond a far hangar, turned on to the runway, gathered speed, picked up its
tail and took the air. It clinbed a big spiral around the field

Nei t her Monk nor Ham t hought anything of the incident. They did not notice that the plane

foll owed them as they took off and flew toward New York. The other ship kept far back, and
extinguished its flying |lights, which was agai nst commercial regul ations

THE brick warehouse—the structure that bore the sign "H DALGO TRADI NG COVPANY" on its front—-had
stood on the Hudson River water front for thirty years or so. The sign bearing the name, however
was of nuch later date; but the building itself had been there | ong enough that the citizens of New
York, those that passed that way, had come to accept it and never given it a second gl ance

If a plane was occasionally seen noving on the river near the warehouse, that attracted no undue
attention either, because seapl anes were no novelty in the netropolis

The war ehouse was Doc Savage’'s hangar - boat house—the place where he kept his planes and such water
craft as he and his associ ates had occasion to use. Few knew the purpose of the building, for the
ol d war ehouse | ooked innocent and unused

Monk and Ham | anded their plane on the Hudson, taxied toward the end of the wharf. Mnk stood up
in the cockpit with a long device that was |ike a flashlight, except that it had a black |lens. The
gadget was a projector for infra-red |ight—ight of wave |length too short for the eye to perceive
The beam struck a photoelectric cell on the end of the warehouse, and this closed a relay, and an
el ectrical apparatus operated to open the door. Mst of the warehouse end was conposed of door
They taxied the plane into the warehouse. The door cl osed

Down over the river drifted the other plane, the ship that had been following them Its riding
lights were still out, and the cockpit was bl ack



"Dam!" said a voice in the darkened cabin. "W're gonna lose their trail."

"They' || go straight to Doc Savage," another voice said. "W'I| pick ‘“emup there."
"We gotta do nore than pick themup!" said the first speaker savagely. "W can't have
investigating this."

The dark plane turned toward one of the Long Island airports.

Monk and Ham inside the warehouse, tied their ship on one of the snall floating slips.

Monk changed the radio to a wave | ength habitually used by the Doc Savage group. He said into the
m crophone, "Hello, Doc."

The voi ce that answered was remarkabl e. Not even the tonal shortconings of the radi o | oud-speaker
could lessen its vibrant quality.

"Yes, Mnk?" it said.

"Where are you now?"

"Laboratory."

"You know about Renny di sappearing?" Mnk asked.

"The newspapers have the story."

"There's a heck of a lot of it they haven't got," Mnk said. "W'll be right up."

Doc Savage’s New York establishnment was el aborate, particularly in the natter of defenses; their
enem es were many, and sonme of them were ingenious. To facilitate qui ck secret passage fromthe

wat er-front hangar to the group headquarters, Doc Savage had installed the thing that Mnk called
the "flea run."

Ham opened a steel door of what appeared to be a | arge concrete block that stood on the floor.

They stepped inside into a bullet-shaped car, hardly nore than four tinmes the size of a barrel. This
was wel | padded, the necessity for the padding being plainly evident as Mink closed the swtch and
there was a rush of conpressed air and the car began slamm ng through a tube like tunnel. The speed
increased. Monk and Ham hel d onto things. The car shook, slammed, jarred and finally came to a stop
with a terrific bunp.

Monk got out and felt of his teeth to see how many had been | oosened.

"That thing gets worse every tine we use it," he conpl ai ned.

They wal ked into Doc Savage’'s |l aboratory. At first the roomseened to cover half an acre. It

wasn’'t that large, really—the aspect of size cane fromits whiteness, the vastness of the w ndows
that banked three sides. The wi ndows were doubl e-strength, bulletproof glass. One had to | ook down
fromthemto see even the highest roofs of Manhattan, for this establishment was on the eighty-sixth
floor of one of the city' s tallest skyscrapers.

The | aboratory was full of apparatus—glass and netal in fantastic shapes. It was one of the nost
conpl etely equi pped in existence. Mnk, |ooking over the place when it was first built, had started
to dub it the "Wzard' s Den," but had not because the word seemed a little too near the truth.
"Doc!" Monk call ed.

There was sil ence.

Monk nade a circle of the | aboratory, then passed through the library—a great panel ed room

contai ning an amazi ng assortnent of scientific tomes—nto the reception room which held |arge

| eather chairs, a great inlaid table and a huge safe. These three roons conprised the headquarters
suite.

"He's not here!" Mnk said, astonished.

"But we talked to himon the radio not five mnutes ago," Ham said.

THEY sat down and scratched their heads. It was a little puzzling.

Later, there was a knock on the door.

"Must be Doc," Monk said.

"Doc knows how to open that door, doesn’'t he?" Ham asked.

The door was operated by a trick mechani cal device—a relay which functioned on the sane

scientific principle that causes the | eaves of an el ectroscope to separate when a bit of radioactive
metal is brought near. Doc and his nmen carried slightly radi oactive nedallions, opened the door by
merely bringing these close to a certain spot.

Ham went over and opened the door.

A smal lish, rather wide man | ooked at him The man had eyes that slanted slightly, high

cheekbones, curly hair and a brisk expression. One of his ancestors had probably been an Oiental.
"Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks?" he asked swiftly.

"Right."

"Doc Savage," said the little brisk man, "sent me to get you."

"Yes?" Monk said. "How conme?"

The other explained. "Doc Savage got a call froma man who is in trouble. He's down the street."
"Who are you?"

"One of the bystanders. Doc Savage nerely asked if | would conme for you." The little man nmade a
quick gesture. "WIIl you please hurry? | rather got the idea it was a rush matter."

They | eft Habeas and Chemistry in the office, walked out into the corridor, took an el evator down
to the street. The |obby, vast, full of black and chromum was as inpressive as the building. It
was al nost dark this tine of norning. During the day, pedestrians occasionally stopped to | ook

em



upward, the building being so high that it was still a curiosity, although it had been constructed
several years. There were few pedestrians at this |late night hour.

"l've got a car," the small man said.

He crossed the sidewalk to his car. It was an average bl ack machi ne, a sedan.

There were two men in the rear seat.

"My friends, Joe and Charlie," the man said. "Get in."

There was not hi ng suspi ci ous about it, really. Not until Mnk and Ham had slipped into the car
seats, and saw Joe and Charlie draw guns and point the weapons at them did they realize what it
was.

"Hey!" Monk barked. "Wat—

"Sh-h-h!" said the small man.

"Yes," one of the men with the gun told Mnk. "W’ ve heard how noi sy you can get."

THE car’s starting junp jerked Monk and Ham back agai nst the cushions. There was not nuch
traffic, and the machine travel ed fast, northward, swinging |eft and taking El eventh Avenue to avoid
the theatrical district. It hit the express hi ghway—the new boul evard system by which it was
possible to leave the city at forty mles an hour w thout stopping.

One of the men began to chuckl e.

"l just thought of sonething funny," he said.

"CGot your mind on yourself, eh?" Mnk grow ed.

The man said, "Doc Savage is going to be puzzled when he gets to that Brooklyn address and finds
an enpty lot."

Monk stared at him "Wat do you nean?"

"How d’ ya think we got himaway from your skyscraper |ayout?" the man asked. "The answer is easy.
We sent hima fake tel ephone call asking for help in a hurry. He rushed right out, left the coast
clear for us to nab you."

Monk said grimy, "Thanks for the infornation."

The car charged through the night, now and then giving a little vault as it went over culvert or
bridge. There were woods on each side of the road now.

"Where's the filn?" a man asked.

"What filnP" Mnk said.

The car turned right suddenly. It junped, twi sted and groaned over a rutty road. It went down a
hill, a hill so steep that the car all but stood on its radiator, while the driver swore and fought
the brakes. There was water at the bottomof the hill.

Ham sai d, "The Hudson River."

"The River Styx, to you," a man said.

They got out of the car. The captors held flashlights and guns. Monk and Ham had been searched en
route. They wal ked through knee-high grass that was wet with dew

There was a rickety one-plank catwal k that | ed out over the water to an enornous gray object.
They trod the plank catwal k, bal ancing carefully. The blurred gray nonster becane an old river
steanboat, tied up at pilings to die of old age.

The main salon of the old boat was a nmusty cavern where the paint was peeling, and sone of the
floor had been purloined by river shanty-boaters for stove wood.

"Search ‘emagain," the spokesman ordered. "The big one is wearing sone kind of bulletproof vest.
Look under it for the film"

Monk stared at gun nuzzles, stood hel pl ess while they went over himagain. They found the film
He had put it in an envelope and was carrying it under the bulletproof undershirt.

"That’s all we wanted," the man said.

He put the filmin his own pocket.

Monk said, "You'll let us go now, eh?"

The man showed his teeth unpl easantly.

"Go down and break some chunks of iron loose in the engine room" he ordered one of his fell ows.

"We'll use themfor weights, after we shoot them"
"You think anybody wi |l hear the shots?" asked one of his nen.
"Unlikely."

"Why not get the shooting over with first, then?"

"Maybe we'd better," the nman said.

He lifted his gun, selected a spot between Mnk’s eyes.

Instead of firing, he how ed, doubl ed over and began clubbing at his ankles with the gun.

NONE of the flashlight beans were pointed at the floor at the nmonent. Monk could not tell, at
first, what had happened. Then he saw what had grabbed the man’s ankl es—

Two bronze hands, long-fingered, alive with cabled strength, had cone up through an adjacent gap
inthe floor to seize the man.

"Doc!" Monk yell ed.

The horely cheni st doubl ed, pitched for the nearest foe. Hamdid |ikew se. The grabbed nan kept
snarling, striking with the gun. Then it occurred to himto shoot. He tried to point his gun. One
bronze hand closed on it, seened to take the weapon out of the man's fingers wthout effort.



The man lunged, tried to get away. His feet slipped and he sl ammed down. The bronze hands changed
to his body in an effort to hold him Wen they got hold of his coat, the coat tore

The man got up, |leaving his coat behind, and ran

"It’'s Doc Savage!" he yelled. "Mdre of his gang may be with him Get out of here!"

It had happened fast. Monk and Ham had the other two men on the floor. The gun of Hanis foe was
sailing into a corner. Munk had hold of the weapon of his opponent, was twisting to get it

The man who had escaped Doc Savage junped into the nél ée. He kicked and slugged. Ham fell back
dazed. Monk how ed in pain, scranbled away—he had the gun which he had been trying to get. But he
had no chance to use it

The three foes dashed out of the salon. They had one flashlight

The other flashlight lay on the floor, glowing, and its |um nance showed the great form of Doc
Savage as he swung up through the gap in the floor. There was not nmuch room |t took hima nonment to
make it.

Monk heaved up, yelled, "Muybe they' Il fall off that catwal k!"

But the three nen did not have trouble with the catwal k. They reached shore—they were already on
shore when Monk, charging down the deck, fell through a hole. Mnk how ed angrily in the ship's
hol d. Doc and Hamraced out on the catwal k. Ham unbal anced, had to drop and grab the plank; but Doc
went on

The three fugitives raced to their car. There was profanity as they found sonet hing w ong.
Evidently they were unable to use the nachi ne, because they went on up the road swearing

"Hey! Here's another car," one of themyelled a nonent later. "Mist be the one the bronze man
cane in."

A car notor burst into life, headlights blazed white and the machi ne went bouncing up the rutted
road.

Ham f ound Doc Savage standing in the road | ooking after the careening machine

"No chance of overtaking it," Doc said

"I's it one of our machines?" Ham asked

"Long Tomis car," Doc explained. "Long Tomwasn't in it, however."

Long Tom was Maj or Thomas J. Roberts, another of Doc Savage's group of aids. Hs car

ol d-1 ooki ng, had a special nmotor and was capabl e of high speed

"Blast it!" Ham said. "They got away."

They went back to where Monk bellowed in the abandoned steanboat hol d

"l can't get out!" Monk roared

Ham said, "Here's a hole, you missing link."

Monk crawl ed out and sat on the deck and groaned

"O-o0-0!" he croaked. "I fell on ny crazy bone."

"Conb your hair different and it won't show, " Ham suggested

Monk said a nunber of things about Hamis ancestry and added comments concerning the | aw
profession in general. Wile he was doing that, Doc Savage noved away.

THERE was one peculiar aspect about Doc Savage's size. He was a giant, but so symmetrical in
muscul ar devel opnent that his real size was apparent only when he stood near other nen, or was close
to an object to which his proportions m ght be conpared

Doc searched the boat, using a spring-generator-operated flashlight with a lens that could be
adjusted to throw a pencil of light or a fan. He rejoined Monk and Ham

"There is an al cohol stove and sone bl ankets in one of the cabins,” he said. "Apparently, the
boat has been used as a hide-out fromtinme to time." H's voice was unexcited. But it had a
controlled quality that suggested trained power.

Monk asked, "How in blazes did you happen to turn up, Doc?"

"It was not difficult,"” the bronze man explained, "to follow you in the car. They had no | ookouts
posted, so it was easy to get aboard and drop down through a hatch into the hold."

" But —

"There was a chance they might say sonething that woul d show what is behind this," Doc expl ai ned
"l didn't nmean that," Monk said. "How did you happen to get the trail in the first place? Didn't
they pull you over to Brooklyn with a fake tel ephone call?"

"The call," Doc said quietly, "was sonewhat too fake. The caller said he was in Brooklyn."
"l don’t see—

"You know that new systemwe installed for quickly tracing tel ephone calls?" the bronze man
rem nded. "Well, the trace showed that the call cane from Manhattan—a bl ock away from our

headquarters, in fact. That was suspici ous. Suspicious enough to cause nme to go down to the street
and start | ooking for trouble."

Monk rubbed his bruises. "I see."

Doc Savage picked up the coat which he had stripped fromone of their opponents, and froma

pocket took the film

He said, "This seens to be what they were after."

Ham said, "That's the picture which Renny took of the yellow cloud."

"l can't understand why they were so hot to get it," Mnk grunbled. "Me and Ham have spent hours



|l ooking at that picture. It don't tell us anything."

"When we get back to headquarters we can exanine it," Doc said.

"We can ride back to town in their car," Mnk suggested.

"If we can get it started,” Ham corrected. "They couldn’'t. That’'s why they took Long Tonis
machi ne. "

They went to the car which belonged to the three nen, and Monk got in, ground the starter for
sone tinme without getting results, then got out and | ooked under the hood.

"Hey!" the honely chemi st expl oded. "The spark-plug wires are di sconnected." He | ooked at Doc
Savage Wi th sudden suspicion. "Did you do that, Doc?"

"Yes," the bronze man admitted.

"\Npy 2"

"So they would take Long Tonis car."

Monk scratched his head. "I don't get it."

Doc Savage did not explain. That was another of the bronze man’s unusual traits—he had a habit,
sonetimes a little aggravating, of occasionally neglecting to clarify notives for some of the things
that he did.

Chapter V. TELEVI SION M X- UP

IT was still night when they returned to Doc Savage’'s skyscraper headquarters. C ouds had craw ed
across the heavens during nost of the night, but now the sky was clear and held stars by the
mllions. Down in the street, mlk wagons were beginning to rattle around.

The big white | aboratory was very qui et except for the grimvoices of Monk and Hamtelling the
story fromthe beginning. Mnk said, "This yellow cloud thing is crazy, but it’'s supposed to have
grabbed Renny, the arny plane, and a plane flown by the girl’s brother, Chester Palnmer."

Ham put a period to the recital with, "W know there is sonething sinister back of it. That is
proven by the fact that those nen grabbed the girl and tried to get the picture. The girl saw that
yel l ow cl oud, and the picture shows it."

Doc Savage had made an enlarged print fromthe negative—the gelatin image was cl ear enough that

he had "blown" it up to a picture about three feet square. He took this out of the big photographic
drier and put it under a light.

They gathered around the picture.

"I don’t see that this shows anything," Ham conpl ai ned. "You can see the cloud, but it’'s—ook at
it any way you want—ust a cloud."

"It | ooks kinda solid," Mnk pointed out.

Doc Savage seened to have no comment, although he scrutinized the enlargenent at |ength.

The bronze man’s eyes were one of the nost effective things about him They were |ike pools of
flake gold always being stirred by small winds, and they had a hypnotic, conpelling quality.

Doc Savage went to the w ndow, stood |ooking out. He made a striking figure outlined against the
stars in the sky. The light fromthe |aboratory enhanced the bronze tan that tropical suns had given
to his skin.

He was | ooking at the stars when he made his trilling sound. It was a strange sound, this
trilling which Doc Savage made in nonents of mental stress. It was low, with a ventriloquial quality
that made it seemto cone fromeverywhere in the room yet fromnowhere. It was strange, as exotic
as the passing of an arctic wind through naked ice spires.

Monk and Ham stared sharply at the bronze man. That trilling sound—Boc nade it

unconsci ousl y—al ways meant that he had di scovered sonmething inportant or had hit upon an unusual
line of action.

Monk asked, "You got sone idea of what it's about, Doc?"

I nstead of answering, the bronze nman went to the tel ephone. He nade a call.

"Long Tom" he said into the tel ephone nout hpi ece.

"As nmuch of nme as isn’t asleep,” Long Tomis voice answered drowsily.

Maj or Thonmas J. Long Tom Roberts was the electrical wi zard of their group.

"WIIl you cone down to headquarters at once?" Doc requested.

"Way it isn’'t even daylight," Long Tom prot est ed.

"W want to test your new device," Doc said.

"That’'s different," Long Tomexclaimed. "I'Il be right down."

Monk | ooked puzzled as the bronze nan repl aced the receiver.

"Test what?" the honely chem st asked.

"How i s your know edge of television?" Doc countered.

"Not hing to brag about,"” Mnk said. Wich was probably a little npbdest, Mnk having no snall
learning in the field of electrochemstry.

Ham asked, "What has television got to do with this business of yellow clouds?"

DOC SAVAGE | aunched into an outline of the elenentary principles of television. Mnk and Ham
listened, unable to see just what he was getting at.

"Television is vision at a distance by el ectronmechani cal neans," Doc began. "It has been accepted
on an experinmental scale for a nunber of years. Tel ephoto, the sending of pictures over wires, is
comrercially practical and has been used by news agencies for some time. Tel evision by radio,



however, is not as advanced.

"Original radio television was acconplished by photoel ectric-cell-and-nechanical -scanni ng di sk
devices. This nmethod was inpractical, |largely because of the difficulty of perfectly synchronizing
transmtter and receptor scanning disks.

"The next devel opnent was the cathode ray tube, which elimnated the synchroni zing problem but
whi ch had the handicap of picture size. It was nearly inpossible and prohibitively expensive to get
a picture nore than a few i nches by each dinension."

Monk interrupted, "What is this |eading up to?"

"Long Tom" Doc said, "has been working for some time on the tel evision problem with ny

assi stance. He has taken the nobst prom sing principles, tested them and di scarded them one after
another in an effort to find a new principle of television scanning. He has tried oscillating
reflecting optical elenents and other nethods."

"Al'l of which,"” Ham said, "would sure confuse a jury."

Monk said, "I still don't see what television has got to do with our yellowcloud nystery."

"Long Tom " Doc Savage said, "has hit upon sonmething really astounding and revolutionary in
television. A discovery so unusual that he has not been able to figure out the scientific theory of
why it works."

"If Long Tomcan't figure it out,” Hamsaid, "it must be pretty conplicated. He knows nore about
what goes on inside an electron than | know about a courtroom"

Monk growl ed, "You nean Long Tom has built a new tel evision gi mmck, but don’t know why it

wor ks. "

"Exactly," Doc agreed.

"Isn’t that," Ham asked, "putting the cart before the horse?"

Doc Savage shook his head slightly.

"Many inventions have been di scovered by accident," he explained, "and the scientific theory

wor ked out later."

At this point, Long Tom arrived.

Maj or Thomas J. Long Tom Roberts was a nan who | ooked as if he had grown up in the kind of dark,
danp place preferred by nmushroons. Undertakers often | ooked at Long Tomand felt |ike rubbing their
hands in anticipation of early business. Long Tonis | ooks were deceptive, however.

"Any trace of Renny, yet?" he dermanded anxiously.

"No," Doc admtted.

Dapper Ham said, "I hear you' ve invented sonething without knowi ng just what you' ve invented."
"You nust nean that televisor," Long Tom said, and | ooked sheepi sh.

"Does it work?" Ham asked.

"Does it work?" Long Tomrolled his eyes upward, made a gesture of huggi ng sonething. "Boy, does
it! The thing is a honey!"

Monk had been standing in the background, looking as if he wanted to bite his fingernails. Now he
lost his patience. He windnilled his arns.

"I want to know," he yelled, "what a television jigger has got to do with the question of what
happened to Renny!"

Doc Savage answered that.

"You renenber that the three nen fled fromthe old river steanboat in Long Tonmis car," the bronze
man reni nded.

"Yeah, but what—=

"One of Long Tomis new television transmtters," Doc Savage expl ained, "was in the car."

MONK st opped waving his arns, |ooked blankly startled, then began grinning.

"You nean it's possible to tune in the televisor in the car? And maybe see where the three nmen
are?"

"W hope."

"Then what’'re we waitin’ on?"

Long Tom dashed into the | aboratory, fished a big key out of his clothing, and unlocked a white
steel cabinet, revealing a second door with a conbination |ock. He went to work on the conbi nation.
"I kept this thing in ny own lab at first," the electrical w zard explained. "Then it dawned on
me that it was too valuable to let lay around."

He clicked the conbination, opened the second cabi net door, disclosing a nest of apparatus that
appeared as conplicated to Monk as the inside of a sixteen-tube radio nmust seemto a Congo bushman.

Long Tom said, "I don't guarantee results fromthis."
"Why not?" Monk asked curiously.
"It behaves funny," Long Tom explained. "It isn't perfected. | tune it in sonetines and get queer

lights and shapel ess shadows and things."

The el ectrical w zard began adjusting his device. There was a fol ding screen of sone size,
apparently an ordinary beaded screen of notion-picture variety, upon which the received i mage was
proj ected. Arrangenents conpl eted, Long Tomdrew the curtains of the |aboratory w ndows to shut out
the morning sunlight.

"Cross your fingers," he said.



He threw swi tches. The mass of apparatus nmade two or three clickings, then began to hiss like a
snake. A blob of bluish Iight appeared on the screen, enlarged and becane square. It turned yell ow,
then white, then yellow again, and gray spots and streaks appeared. These changed around.

"Looks as if," Mnk ventured, "you've tuned in a London fog."

Long Tom sai d sonet hing unconplinentary about Mnk’'s sense of hunor. Long Tom al ways took his
electricity seriously.

"Hey!" Ham yell ed suddenly. "Wat's that?"

The shadows on the television screen had resolved into two sets of w ndows, two rows of seats,
with terrified people in the seats.

"A pl ane cabin!" Ham expl oded.

"Yeah," Monk said. "The cabin, of a big plane, at that."

Long Tom conpl ai ned, "I thought you said the television transmitter was in ny car."

"You can see," Mnk said, "that it nust have got changed to a plane."

Ham | evel ed an arm suddenly at the tel evisor screen.

"Sonething’s wong there!" he said sharply.

The occupants of the plane had | eaped up to stare out of the starboard w ndows. There was w ld
anxiety in the way they did it. Anxiety, and terror, unm stakably. Four or five passengers were
wonen, the rest men.

One of the wonen in the plane cabin suddenly put her hands over her eyes and col |l apsed,
apparently in a faint. She nust have screaned as well, fromthe way her nouth strained open.

The co-pilot and a nmechani c rushed back into the cabin and began forcing the passengers back into
their seats. Evidently the shift of weight as those in the cabin rushed to one set of wi ndows had
unbal anced t he pl ane.

Wth great difficulty, the co-pilot and nechanic got sonme passengers back in their seats.
Everyone aboard the plane seened terrified.

MONK and Ham had st opped breathing while they stared, and Long Tom had his nouth open in a

what - t he- devi | - does-t hi s-nean expression. Doc Savage’'s netallic features remained outwardly
inscrutable. But all three aids were astonished.

An increased dramatic effect seened to spring fromthe very silence of the tabl eau being enacted.
It was no talking picture. It was horror, stark and silent.

"Doc!" Monk croaked.

"Yes?"
"You recogni ze uniforms on the co-pilot and nechanic?"
"Yes, and recognize the plane cabin as well. The plane is the new Bernuda Wnd, flying regular

transoceanic air service between New York, Bernuda and Engl and." Doc Savage paused a nonent for
enphasis. "The plane is flying fromEngland to New York at this tine, according to the newspapers."”
Long Tom al nost mi ssed that. Then he yel ped, gave a violent junp.

"l nmpossi bl e!" he exploded. "Can't be flying from England! How would ny television transmtter get
aboar d?"

"Sh-h-h!" Monk, adnoni shed. "Watch what’'s happenin'!"

The big seagoing airliner, judging fromthe way the passengers were |leaning in their seats, had
banked sharply to the left. A nonment later, it swng to the right. Then it went into a steep,

twi sting dive.

"That pilot shouldn’'t stunt a passenger plane!" Ham snapped.

"He's tryin’ to escape sonethin’, you shyster!" Mnk said.

The plane canme out of its dive in a long roll that made sky and water change pl aces—and which
caused sonething el se to appear through the plane w ndows.

As clearly as if someone had expl ai ned, Doc Savage and his men knew what was happeni ng.

Monk voiced it.

"There's a yellow cloud after that plane?" the honely chem st gasped.

The others nodded wordl essly. They had barely glinpsed the nodul ose, opaque mass through the

pl ane wi ndows, but there was no doubt about what it was.

New terror swept the plane.

It was now that the round brown man with the big ears appeared. He was short in stature, shorter
than al nost any other nman in the plane. But what he lacked in size, he made up for in agility and
determ nati on.

The small brown man reared out of his seat. His ears stood out |like flags. He socked the co-pil ot
on the jaw, dropping him The mechanic surged forward threateningly, and the little man floored him
al so.

It appeared that the big-eared dwarf was determined to get out of the plane.

He dashed forward, w enched open the door of a |ocker, and dragged out one of the
automatic-inflating life rafts carried by comrerci al seapl anes. He hauled this to the door, tried to
force the door open, and couldn’t because of the air rush. He did nanage to open a w ndow.

He stuffed the life raft out through the wi ndow. It was neither heavy nor bulky, but once it hit
the water, chemicals inside would turn into gas and inflate the thing into a buoyant craft of sone
proportions.



The floored co-pilot got up. Wth some of the nen passengers, he started to rush the little
fellowwi th the big ears. The latter drew a gun, nenaced them kept them back.

The smal|l man got a parachute out of the same | ocker fromwhich he had secured the life raft. He
put it on, still keeping the others back with his weapon.

Finally, the man clinbed through the plane wi ndow, feet-first. He hung for a nonment, ears seem ng
doubly large. Then he dropped toward the sea.

The whol e thing, seen through the televisor in Doc Savage's office, had been weird and soundl ess.
And it continued so to the end—an end that was not |ong del ayed.

The pl ane clinbed, banked, dived, in an effort to escape.

Suddenl y, bl ackness covered several cabin wi ndows, blackness that closed in fromthe outside. It
bl anket ed nore wi ndows.

The pl ane wi ndows began breaki ng.

The sides of the cabin slowy crushed in.

The tel evision screen became conpl etely dark.

Monk croaked,

"The cl oud got the plane!"

Chapter VI. BI G EARS

THERE was al nost breathless stillness in the |aboratory atop the skyscraper, and the drawn
curtains nade it dark. The place was air-conditioned, and treated air was comng in through the
shaft vents with a steady rush. Down in the harbor a steanmer horn was hooting departing sal utes.
Monk pointed at the tel evision apparatus. "Are you gonna tell ne what we just saw actually
happen?" he asked Long Tom

Long Tom sank in a chair, took hold of his hair with both hands. "Don’t talk to me!" he nuttered.
" But —

"l don't know what to think," Long Tom snapped.

"But you built this televisor and you should know—*

Long Tom junped up and gl ared angrily.

"Don't start riding nme about this!" he roared.

"Why, who's riding you?" Mnk asked hi m bl ankly.

Long Tom shook his fists at Monk, shook them at his tel evision apparatus.

"l don’t understand it!" he how ed. "How t hat nachi ne managed to pick up such a thing is beyond
ne! "

"Don't act |ike a fool," the honely chem st said.

"No, Monk wants a nonopoly on that," Ham chined in unkindly.

Doc Savage had gone to one of the tel ephones. There were several instrunents, and each coul d be
cut into a | oud-speaker so that conversations could be heard by all in a room

Doc called the transatlantic plane conpany which operated the Bernuda Wnd. "Do you have any news
fromthe Bernmuda Wnd?" he asked.

"How did you | earn about that?" screanmed a voice at the other end of the wire. "It just happened!
Over the radio! The pilot . . . we're trying to raise himnow."

"What did the pilot say happened?" Doc Savage asked.

"Crazy stuff! About a yellow cl oud—=

A superior nmust have shouted to the man on the other end of the wire at that nonent and he
dropped the receiver, not taking time to put it on the hook. They could hear, carried by the

tel ephone, the excitenent in the air-line offices.

After a nonment, Doc Savage broke the circuit, and stillness came again to the vast white

| aboratory.

Monk said, "Long Tom that contraption of yours really works!"

Long Tomstill sat and held his hair. "Don't talk to nme!" he nuttered.

Doc Savage went to the big chart case that was a part of the equipnment in the library. He
unrolled a | arge square chart of that part of the Atlantic Ocean between Bernuda and New YorKk.
He made a second tel ephone call, this one also to the Bernuda Wnd air-line office. They had
beconme nore coherent in the airport office, and Doc got what he wanted—the position of the Bernuda
W nd when di saster struck.

The bronze nman narked a spot on the library chart.

"Hey!" Monk exploded. "That's only a hundred mles out to sea."

Ham sai d, "W saw one nan go overboard with a parachute. The little fellow with the big ears.
Maybe he escaped.”

"We'll go out and see if we can pick himup," Doc Savage said quietly.

There was instantly a rush for the tube device which Mnk called the "flea run." They crowded
into the capsule of a car, and Doc jerked the |lever and set the nechanismin operation. The car
jerked, rattled, banged, and Monk put his fingers in his ears and squalled, "I wish |'d wal ked!"
The car came to the other end of the tube—which neant it was in the Hudson River water-front

war ehouse—and stopped. Doc shut off the nechanism twi sted the door handle.

The door did not open.

A voice outside said, "Right here is where we have an understandi ng!"



MONK still had his fingers in his ears. Not having heard the voice, he had m ssed the

signi fi cance of what had happened. He extracted his fingertips fromhis ears.

"Well, what are we waiting on?" he conplained. "Open the door and let’s get out of this dragon's
egg. "

Doc Savage wenched at the door, obviously, it had been fastened fromthe outside. He threw the
controls. The car remmined stationary, showi ng that the driving nmechani sm had been cut off by the
person outside as soon as they arrived.

Monk’ s expression changed. "What —what —

"I"”mnot kidding you," the voice outside said.

Monk’s face altered again. "Pat!" he yell ed.

"Monk, |'mnot fooling you, either," the voice said.

"What do you think you' re doing?" Mnk yell ed.

"Getting what |'mafter,” Pat said. "Just this once, |’'mgoing to do it."

Pat was Pat Savage—Patricia Savage, who operated an el aborate Park Avenue beautifying

establi shnent that charged outrageous fees. Pat’'s business was strictly carriage trade, and
profitable. The guiding of it was al so conplicated enough that it should occupy the energies of the
young wonan; but Pat was Doc Savage’'s cousin, and she had the bronze man's famly trait of

restl essness and thirst for adventure. She had an incurable yen for excitenent.

Tine after time, Pat had attenpted to join Doc Savage’'s group in the course of an adventure. Mbst
of the tine she failed. Wen she succeeded, it was usually through some ruse. She had joined up with

them just often enough to whet her thrill appetite.

Doc Savage said, "What do you want, Pat?" He had a pretty good idea of what she wanted.

"l read in the newspapers about Renny," Pat advised. "I want in on this thing. | want to go
al ong. "

"Qut of the question," Doc said.

"All right," Pat advised. "You stay in there."

Monk and Ham nade di sgusted noi ses, began fighting with the capsule door. They had no success.
Then Monk began kicking the netal angrily.

"Bang away," Pat said. "It's good exercise."

Doc Savage nade a gesture of resignation.

"All right," he said.

"l get to go?" Pat demanded.

"Yes."

"You won’t doubl e-cross me?"

"No. "

Pat unl ocked t he door.

PAT had the sane fl ake-gold eyes as Doc Savage, and the bronze man’s suntanned skin. She was
tall; in an evening gown her figure made her a sensation. There was a bright vivacity about her that
was cont agi ous—a cone-on-|et’s-have-fun air.

"Pat, that was a dirty trick," Mnk said.

"Ch, sure," Pat said. "Do you remenber the tinme you gave ne a package and told me to go off to
the nmountains and guard it with ny life? After | guarded it for a week, | looked in it and found a
picture of a goat. Was that nice?"

"It got you out of danger," Monk pointed out.

"Hah!" Pat said disgustedly.

She brightened. "Were do we go now? Wat’'s up?"

They floated fromthe hangar a big seaplane, a four-notored ship that would stand up under an
ocean | anding. Doc warnmed the nmotor, sent the craft down the river, put it "on step," and a few
moments | ater they were volleying out to sea.

There were clouds over the land as over the sea for a few nmiles out, then the air becanme clear,
visibility unlimted.

Monk had been explaining to Pat and finally he finished.

"It doesn’t make sense," Pat said.

"It's about to drive ne out of nmy mind," Mnk admtted.

"Lucky!" Ham said. "Who'd want to stay in a mnd like yours?"

Monk gave Ham a nean eye. "One of these days," he said, "I'mgoing to del ete the nenbership of
the bar association by one."

Long Tom sat back in the cabin. He alternately strained his hair with his hands and chewed his
fingernails. The fact that his television device had picked up a picture where there was not
supposed to be a transmitter, had plunged himinto a dither from which he had not recovered.
Doc Savage flew the plane, throttles wide, toward the position where the Bernuda Wnd had
reported. Monk and Ham quarreled for a while, then got out binoculars and began to scan the sky.
The ship was far enough out so that there was no sea traffic. Also there was little wind. The sea
was mrrored turquoise that flung away to the horizons, and the sky was a bright chrom um bow .
Doc dropped snoke bonbs occasionally. By sighting back at them he could check w ndage. He took
frequent radio bearings, and finally he slanted the plane down at the sea.



"Look!" Ham yel | ed.

"Right on the nose," Mnk nuttered.

The pneumatic raft was striped orange and bl ack, the two nost apparent colors for aérial
visibility.

There was a man-speck on it. Mnk yanked open one of the w ndows, |eaned out to use his

bi nocul ars. He made pl eased grunting noi ses.

"Is it the fellow we saw by tel evision?" Ham asked.

"l can see ears sticking out," Mnk said, "so it nust be him"

THE man on the pneumatic raft had dried out his parachute and had been trying to contrive the
thing into a sail which would pull the raft al ong.

"He must plan to sail back to Europe," Mnk nuttered. "That's the way the wind is blow ng."

They hastily fastened the seat straps across their stomachs, having | earned that a sea m ght | ook
calmfromal oft, and still have as many ups and downs as a Coney Island roller coaster.

The landing was fairly gentle, however. They taxied close to the raft.

The raft’s passenger grinned at them

"You taking on any hitchhi kers?" he asked.

They got him aboard. He had a | eathery skin, one that apparently had been exposed to many stornmns,
and there was a certain pop-eyed expression about his face that was puzzling. He was not a white
man, nor yet was he exactly an Asiatic. H s spoken English, however, was free-flowi ng and good
enough, if a bit slangy.

"You're not hurt?" Mnk demanded.

"l doubt if the experience has done nme any good," the man said.

Monk, puzzl ed about his nationality, asked, "You a Chinaman?"

"Not unless |’ve been nisinforned. "

"Then what are you?"

"An Eskino."

" Eski mo?"

"Sure. We eat blubber and live in ice houses, renenber?"

Monk blinked, uncertain how to take the man’s manner. There seened to be a little too much levity
for a fell ow who had been sitting on a rubberized cloth sack full of gas, well out in the Atlantic
Ccean.

Monk ext ended his hand.

"My name is Monk Mayfair," he said.

"My name is Noe," the man said. "Heck Noe. A typical Eskinp nane, as you nay notice."

He cl asped Monk’s hand—and Monk enmitted a howl. An extrenely startled how. He gave his hand a
violent jerk and got it away fromthe man to whom he had just given it.

A small palmfitting, mechanical buzzer of the kind used by practical jokers fell to the plane
floor.

"Hah, hah!" Heck Noe shouted. "I just had it in ny pocket. Good joke, eh?"

"Ur-r-runp!" Mnk said.

Doc Savage asked, "Just what happened to the Bernuda Wnd, M. Noe?"

The Eskino sat down in a seat and rubbed his jaw.

"You know, |I'mwondering if | hadn’t better |ie about that," he said. "Qtherw se, nobody is going
to believe me. Worse still, they may want to stick me in an insane asylum"”

"What happened?"

"Well, a yellow cloud overtook the plane. The pilot dodged it for a tinme, and while the dodgi ng

was going on, | heaved the life raft out of the wi ndow, put on a parachute, and junped. | had ne a
little fighting doing that, but | was scared, and the ocean didn't | ook so bad conpared to that
thing that was chasing us. Anyway, |’'d just as soon drown as be crazy, and | sure thought | was
crazy at the tine. After | junped, | |ooked up and saw the yell ow cloud wap around the plane. |

never saw the plane again. The cloud went off to the west."

The man stopped, |eaned back, and appeared to stiffen hinself for a barrage of skepticism After
he had | ooked at themfor a time, his jaw began to sag.

"What!" he gasped. "You believe nme!"

Long Tom asked, "Was there a television transmitter in the back of that plane cabin?"

"A what ?"

"Atelevision transmtter."

"What would it |ook |ike?"

"It was in a metal case about the size of a steamer trunk."

"The only thing in the back of the cabin," said the Eskinp, "was a darned pretty stewardess."

DOC SAVAGE took the pneunmtic raft and the parachute aboard, noting that each was narked with the
insignia of the ocean air |ine which operated the Bermuda Wnd. He taxied around for a tinme, then
lifted the ship off the waves and flew a few yards above the surface, exam ning the sea closely for
signs of Bernmuda Wnd w eckage. Ham and Pat took binoculars and assisted in the hunt.

Monk and the rescued nan, Heck Noe, sat farther back in the cabin. The Eskino | eaned over.

"Who's the big bronze guy?" he asked.



"Why, Doc Savage," Mnk said. "Don’t you recogni ze hin®?"

"Never heard of him"

"Well, you should have."

"l can see that," Heck Noe said thoughtfully.

The plane continued its slow circling, Doc Savage watching fromthe cockpit, and Ham novi ng back
and forth to peer fromdifferent w ndows.

Ham was very dapper—t woul d have been remarkable if he wasn't—n the latest thing in sport

flying clothes. During the flight, he had produced a conplete outfit fromsome hiding place aboard
the plane, and had changed in the rear washroom

Heck Noe pointed at Ham

"Who's that?" the Eskinp wanted to know. "One of the Four Hundred?"

"One of the ciphers,"” Mnk explained

Wth a sudden surge of its notor, the plane clinbed. Doc Savage had evidently dism ssed the
chances of finding any trace of the Bermuda Wnd. He turned the plane back toward New York, then |et
Pat take over the controls. Pat liked flying, and she was good at it

Doc Savage cane back, sank his big frane in the seat across from Monk and Heck Noe. They could
talk freely; the plane cabin was sound- proof

"Do you have any idea," Doc Savage asked, "why the disaster overtook the Bermuda W nd.

Heck Noe shook his head. "Since you have paid ne the conplinent of believing ny story about the

crazy thing that happened to the plane," he said, "I'lIl make a sensible answer. That pl ane seened
like a very unusual type of ship to me. Its speed particularly. | happen to be an explorer of sorts
and | know maps. | checked the course of that plane. | think we flew al nost four hundred niles an
hour at tines. O is that speed inpossible?"

"Four hundred mles an hour," Doc said, "is very good. You say you are an explorer?"

"Expl orer, yes. Mdern type, you know. | do mneral ogi cal research—+ook for mnes—n the arctic."
This seened to satisfy Doc Savage, who went back to the pilot’s conmpartment. The plane flew | ow,
and its speed nust have nade it sound |ike a passing cannon ball to such surface craft as were on
their course

They net, and passed, three ocean airline planes en route out to sea to investigate the

di sappearance of the Bernmuda Wnd. Mnk decided to rem nd Doc that they had m ssed breakfast

Monk got up, took a step—and piled down in the aisle, all but braining hinself

He turned around and di scovered that soneone had surreptitiously tied his shoelaces to the seat
Monk scowl ed, glared at Heck Noe. Heck tittered

Monk untied hinself and got up and stanped to the pilot’s conpartnent

"That guy," Mdnk said disgustedly, "is a noodl e-head."

Chapter VII. G RL TRAIL

HECK NOE, the Eskinp mneral ogi cal explorer, was an interested observer while Doc Savage set the
bi g pl ane down on the Hudson River and taxied to the warehouse, and opened the big doors with the
infrared device, finally mooring the plane in a slip

The Eskinp stared in amazenment at the other equipnent in the warehouse—+two or three speedboats

Di esel yacht, an old sailing vessel which Doc Savage was keeping because it had a hull of remarkably
perfect design, and even a subnarine equi pped for under-the-ice polar exploration

"CGosh!" Heck Noe said

They did not take the "flea run" back to the skyscraper. They rode a taxicab, and it was crowded
with the six of them-Pat, Mnk, Ham Heck Noe, Long Tom and Doc Savage

Heck Noe gaped at the reception roomthe same way he had ogled the riverfront warehouse

"I don't get this," he said. "Wat are you guys, anyway? What's your racket, with a layout |ike

t hi s?"

Ham said, "Sit down and I'Il explain."

Wi | e Ham was maki ng Heck Noe's nouth open w der and wi der by describing the strange career of
righting wongs and punishing evildoers which was foll owed by Doc Savage and his five
assistants—Si x assistants!" Pat interjected at this point. "Don't forget ne! |'’man assistant this
time."—bPoc Savage went into the library with Monk and seated hinself before the tel ephone

Long Tom the electrical wi zard, went to a corner and hunkered with his chin in cupped pal ns.
"There wasn’'t any television transmtter on that plane!" he was heard to nmunble. "How could we pick
up a picture of what happened?"

Monk said, "Long Tomis sure doing sone nental bullfighting."

Doc Savage again tel ephoned the air |ine which operated the Bernuda Wnd. He got a high official

on the wire. "I understand," the bronze nman said, "that the Bermuda Wnd was able to |l og a speed of
al nost four hundred mles an hour."
"I o owell .. . now*

"That seens fast for a commercial plane," Doc said. "Can you clarify the point?"

The man at the other end did some henm ng and hawi ng and never did respond w th direct
informati on. Instead, he said, "You had better call Admiral Jelks of the navy departnent in
Washi ngton. "

Admiral Jel ks was a naval officer whose existence was al nbost unknown to the American public that



read newspapers. However, he was not uninmportant. The nmen in the service knew that he had the nost
nodern set of brains in the navy. Admiral Jel ks was personally well acquainted with Doc Savage, and
he greeted the bronze man with the enthusiasmof an old friend over the tel ephone. The tel ephone
conversation was brief. Doc made his wants known.

"If it was anybody but you," Admiral Jelks told Doc Savage, "I wouldn't know a thing. But for
you—the truth."

"And what is the truth?"

"The Bernmuda Wnd was our new navy super bonber." Adnmiral Jel ks explained. "To avoid too nmuch
public attention and give the new ship a hard flying test, we had turned it over to the conmerci al
air line operating to England."

Doc said, "Like the X-ship, the Bernuda Wnd was a new nilitary craft?"

"That's it."

Doc Savage hung up, turned, and watched Monk push out his |ips and nmake bl owi ng sounds.

"This yellow cloud,"” Mnk said, "seens to have an appetite for new nmilitary planes." Then the
hormely chemi st sat up suddenly and shook his head. "No, wait! There was a plane flown by the Pal ner
girl's brother. That was an ordinary comercial crate, the way | understand."

Heck Noe cane into the library. He | ooked |ike a man who was bursting with an idea.

"Look here, this fell ow Ham Brooks has just told nme the kind of an outfit you fellows are," he
said excitedly. "The way | get it, trouble is your business. Right now, you re out to solve the
nystery of what happened to the Bernuda Wnd. That right?"

"Right," Doc admitted.

Heck Noe put his hands in his pockets, teetered back on his heels until it seemed he would fall

over. He wore a determined |look. "In that plane," he said, "was a brief case of mne. It contained
the only copies of mneralogy surveys that it took me two years to nake. Wth them gone, |’ mout two
years of work. | want them back. How about letting ne help you on this nystery?"

Pat said, "Oh, Doc never |lets anyone help him"

"There will be no objections,” Doc told Heck Noe, "to your aiding us."

"I mwong again," Pat said.

Long Tom sprang up suddenly fromhis corner. He had pulled his stringy, colorless hair out from
his head until it |ooked like |ion nane.

"I"'mgonna try that televisor again!" he yelled.

LONG TOM unl ocked the | aboratory cabi nets again and contenplated his tel evision apparatus with
much the sane enotion that a Dom ni que hen nust feel upon discovering that she has hatched out a
nest full of turkeys.

"What do you figure you'll tune in this time?" Mnk asked.

"Don't start getting funny!" Long Tomsnarled. He tinkered with the sw tches, made m croscopic
adjustments of dial settings, then stood back and stuck out his jaw at the television receiver as it
began to make its snakelike hissing.

On the screen, the |lights appeared and shifted as they had on the previous occasion, and slowy
the screen image took on definition, shape—a picture appeared.

Long Tomlet out a how. "Yeo-o-ow" he yelled. "This tinme, | got it!"

What the device had gotten appeared to be a schoolroom mnus pupils. At |east there were desks,
school variety, and a bl ackboard encircling the room

The case containing the television transmtter seemed to be setting on one of the desks. There
were several nen in the room They had drawn the curtains and it was rmurky, so the identity of the
men was di scernible only when they wandered close to the transnitter.

"There's that guy with the riding-boot hide!" Mnk ejacul ated. "The one who raided us at the

airport.”

"I think | see the girl!" Ham expl oded. "There in the corner."

The | awyer crowded close to the tel evision screen, batted his eyes owishly and nade di sgusted
mutterings.

Long Tomsaid, "Get farther away fromthe screen and you can see clearer. It's |like the novies."
The school room they could see now, was shabby, apparently disused. Scabs of paper were | oose.
Over the bl ackboard, prom nently displayed, was a politician' s yellowed canpai gn poster.

The canpai gn poster had a picture of a fat man who resenbl ed nodel s usual |y enpl oyed by
cartoonists to illustrate a politician. Printing on it said:

VOTE FOR HONEST TOM HELLER

COUNTY REPRESENTATI VE

At this point, one of the nen in the school room nust have sauntered over and perched on the desk
infront of the television transmtter, because the screen went dark.

"Bl azes!" Mnk exclaimed. "How we gonna find out where that school house is?"

"We might try elimnation," Doc suggest ed.

Swiftly, the bronze man expl ai ned what he wanted themto do, and they got on tel ephones. First,
t he school house was abandoned, and they could tell it was in a rural district. A nunber of rural
school houses had gone into disuse with the recent establishment of consolidated schools and use of
busses to haul pupils. This nmust be such a school.



"Get a list of abandoned schools," Doc directed.

As the tel ephoning continued, it becane evident that the list of abandoned schools was going to
total at |east a hundred.

"Fine lot of help this will be,"” Mnk grunbled. "W ain't got time to search a hundred

school houses scattered to hell’n’ gone."

Doc Savage next tel ephoned State denocratic |eaders, asking, "Can you tell me anything about a
candi date for county representative called Honest Tom Hel |l er?"

At |ast Doc got hold of a politician who | aughed and said, "Ch, that's the guy they sent to the
State penitentiary |ast year."

"What county was he fronP"

"Long Green County."

"Thank you," Doc said.

Long Green County, their list showed, had only three discontinued school houses, and two of these
had been sold and razed.

"So there’'s only one Long Green County abandoned school house standing," Doc pointed out.

"That does nake it sinpler," Mnk admtted.

THEY all rode in one car, in a |long machi ne of subdued bl ack color, one that did not |ook quite
like the rolling fortress that it was—the body of arnored plate, the glass bulletproof, the tires
full of sponge rubber instead of air, and the whol e machi ne rendered gas-tight, and equi pped inside
wi th oxygen apparatus. Underneath the car there were conceal ed gas chanbers containing vapors to
produce unconsci ousness or nmake a snoke screen.

Pat drove. Mnk rode beside her, and Heck Noe crowded in the front seat with them Doc Savage,

Ham and Long Tom occupi ed the rear, Ham poring over a road map. It was afternoon now, but still too
early for the hone-fromwork traffic. They went north on Manhattan Island, turned | eft across George
Washi ngton Bridge. The abandoned school house was i n Pennsyl vani a.

They had covered about fifty mles when Pat screeched. Her yell was short, but had the expl osive
viol ence of a firecracker.

She came up out of her seat and her intentions seened to be to clinb on top of Monk’s head and
burst out through the top of the car, if possible. The car angled off the road, stood on its nose in
a ditch. Fortunately, it was going slowy up hill at the tinme.

"A nouse!" Pat screaned.

They piled out of the nmachine. Monk got down on the floor, searched, and cane up with the nouse—a

mechanical tin thing that was covered with an artificial fuzz. It still buzzed. Wen Mnk hung it on
his coat, it clinbed.

"It clinmbs right up anything it cones to," Heck Noe said, "including a fem nine ankle."

Pat screeched, "Did you stick that thing on me?"

Heck Noe grinned. "Well, it seened |like a good joke."

Monk got between Pat and Heck Noe and probably saved the Eskinmo fromlosing sone hair.

"You better curb your idea of practical jokes," Mnk grow ed, "or you' re gonna get unpopul ar."
They put their shoulders to the car in an effort to get it out of the ditch. The engi ne npaned,

t he wheel s spun, and the vehicle renmained rutted. There was a woods on the left and Monk wandered
into that and cane back with sharp sticks with which they proceeded to dig.

Miuch digging, grunting, and notor-gunning got the car back on the road.

"Where's the practical joker?" Ham demanded, astoni shed.

There was no sign of Heck Noe.

"He was here a nmonent ago," Monk said.

They | ooked around for the Eskinmo. They shouted. But no results.

"Mist have fled to escape Pat’s wath," Mnk ventured.

"Probably the smart thing for himto do," Pat said om nously.

Long Tom-he was still indulging in glumsilences due to the erratic behavior of his
televisor—ane to life and denmanded, "Are we gonna stick around and hunt that crazy Eskinb—er go
after the girl, Brick Pal mer?"

"We'll go on," Doc said.

They got in the car, straightened the machine out and rolled on up the hill, disappearing over
the top. The notor of the car was large, but did not make nmuch sound, and shortly there was nothing
but the woodl and stillness at the spot where the car had gone into the ditch.

In freeing the nachine the nen had stirred up sone dust, but this settled or was bl own away by
the slight w nd.

HECK NOE cane out of the woods. Hi s manner was cautious and he listened, |ooked carefully in both
directions.

The Eskinp did not seeminterested in the direction in which Doc Savage's car had gone, but in
the other direction.

After a noment, he gave a pleased grunt and took up a position in the center of the road.

A car appeared, traveling fast, obviously followi ng Doc Savage's nachi ne. The driver saw Heck
Noe, but did not slacken speed. Heck Noe waved his arns. "Wait," he called. The car woul d have run
hi m down. Heck Noe | eaped wildly, escaped.



"I"mworking with you!" he yell ed.

The men in the car—+two of them-heard the words. The machi ne scudded on up the hill. Then brakes
squeal ed; it stopped, and eventually it came back down. Heck Noe put a foot on the running board as
it halted.

The two car occupants stared at him They were young nen who | ooked ol d and experienced. They

hel d guns on their |aps, not ostensibly displayed, but ready.

"You sai d what?" one denanded.

"Don’t you know nme by sight?" Heck Noe countered.

"Shoul d we?"

"Ch, hell! You nust be two of the new boys." Heck Noe | eaned forward confidently. "W better get
acquainted. At tinmes, you will be taking orders fromne."

"We don't know you," one of the nen said. "W don't know what you are tal king about."

Heck Noe grinned at them "Listen," he said. "Doc Savage is on his way to that school house. If we
work it right, we have a perfect set-up to get rid of him But nmuff it—and you will be muffing it if
you don't listen to ne—and we're in a ness."

The two nen | ooked at each other, undeci ded. They were suspicious, but the suspicion slowy went
away. "All right," one said. "Wat do we do?"

"What’ s the |layout around this school house?"

"lIt’s abandoned. "

"l know that."

"And it sits in the mddle of a tobacco field. It’s been two or three years since they used the
school house, and the farmer plowed the field up and pl anted tobacco."

Heck Noe asked, "Have you got machi ne guns? Can you plant theminside and cover that tobacco
field? Then when Doc Savage tries to crawl close, cut |oose."

"We could if we got word to them at the school house."

"Go ahead. Get doing it."

"What about you?"

"Watch me fix an alibi for nyself."

The Eskinp got in the danp roadside ditch, |lay down, proceeded to dirty his face and hands and

soil his clothing. He dug his fingers into the earth and got dirt under the nails. He took off coat,
vest, shirt, tore themin strips, then tied the strips into a rope.

"You call that an alibi?" one of the men demanded.

"Sure," Heck Noe said. "I fell in a well. Wnt |looking in the woods for sonmething to help pry the
car out of the ditch, and fell in an abandoned well. Had nme a tine getting out."

The two nmen seened satisfied. They drove away.

Heck Noe struck out down the road afoot.

"The bear cage," he said, "has got the door open."

Chapter VII1. SCHOOLHOUSE LESSON

THE school house was as uninviting as a dead, white | eghorn hen lying in the tobacco field.

Anerican youth has never been noted for its veneration of the school house—ot, at |east, until
later in life—and this building had suffered as a result, younger vandal s having pried bricks from
t he chi mey, pounded hol es in the weatherboardi ng, and doubtl ess been prevented from breaki ng every
wi ndow only by the presence of nail ed-up boards.

Around about was hill country, with woodl and close to the tobacco field on three sides. The road
ran through one of these woods.

Doc Savage turned his car off into the woods, followed a | ane through thick brush, and stopped.

He got out, and was followed by Monk, Ham Long Tom and Pat.

They wore serious expressions, as if they had something new on their mnds, even Long Tomfor the
moment appearing to have stepped out of his puzzled sulk over the m sbehavior of his television pet.
They went back to the road and stood there.

Before long, a car approached. The newly arrived machi ne stopped sone di stance away, and Heck Noe
got out. The car was apparently one which the Eskinmp had hired, for he paid off the driver, and the
machi ne turned around and left, after which Heck Noe started for the woods.

"Ps-s-t!" Mnk hissed.

Monk, when his hissing was up to standard, could nmake steam escaping froma boiler seem
insignificant. Hs skill had been devel oped, he clainmed, by sitting alone in parks and thinking
about Ham Br ooks.

Heck Noe came gal |l oping toward them

"Great!" he exploded. "I was afraid | wouldn't find you!"

Pat said grimy, "I suppose you've got nore trick mce?"

Heck Noe grinned at her. "If you had seen nme fall in that well," he said, "it mght nake you feel
better."

"What wel | ?"

Heck Noe | aunched into an el aborate description, conplete with gestures, of an imaginary incident
during which he had sauntered into the woods searching for a tinber to use as a lever in freeing the
car fromthe ditch, and had found suitable tinbers in the covering of an abandoned wel | .



H s description of how he hit the bottomof the well, and of his clinb out again, was
particularly graphic. He finished with, "I was knocked senseless by the fall. Mist have been out
when you left, reason | didn't hear you calling, if you called."

Having finished his story, Heck Noe | ooked quite honest. The dirt stains on his clothing, the

grinme under his fingernails, made his story convincing. He added, "I found a farner and hired himto
bring me here. | was with you when you found the |ocation of the school house, so | knew where to
cone. "

"Kind of a rattlebrained story," Pat said

The Eskino threw up both arnms resignedly.

"All ny stories rattle, seens as if," he said. "Does this one rattle any worse than the one about
a yell ow cl oud chasing an airplane through the sky and grabbing it?"

Long Tom j oi ned t he di scussion gloomly

"There's a | ot of hard-to-swallow things about this!" he said. "How about ny television receiver
getting a picture fromthat plane, where there couldn’t have been a transmtter?"

Doc Savage had been standing aside fromthe discussion, as he habitually did, and now he put in a
poi nted rem nder, saying, "The situation amounts to this: Renny Renwick in an arnmy pursuit plane, a
man naned Chester Palnmer in an ordinary commercial plane, and a whole | ot of passengers and a navy
bormbi ng plane, and a girl named Brick Palmer are all missing. All of which is very nysterious, and
sone of it not quite believable. But the job we are on right nowis rescuing Brick Palner. She is
supposed to be in that school house."

"We are wasting a lot of tinme here," Mnk grunted. "Cone on!"

THE tobacco was |i ke cabbage that had not headed, and the plants grewin long rows that were

mat hematically straight, each plant spaced so that the tips of its |eaves just touched its

nei ghbors. The sun burned down brightly and there was enough breeze to keep the tobacco | eaves
wavi ng, which, as Pat remarked, was fortunate, because if they should cause a plant to shake while
crawming across the field, it would be less likely to be noticed fromthe school house

Doc Savage went flat on the ground and crawl ed out into the grow ng tobacco

"Wait a mnute!" Heck Noe said. "I got nore story."

The bronze man did not cone back i mediately. He seenmed interested in testing the solidity of the
field earth to see if it would support a heavy autonobile w thout too nmuch bogging. Finally, he cane
back.

"Story?" he asked

"I didn't tell you all of what happened," Heck Noe said hurriedly. "Wiile | was wal ki ng down the

road, a car approached and | decided it was trailin’ you. Just on the chance it was, | yelled at
‘em | hollered, ‘I'"mworking with you!" And sure enough, they cane back."

"Who canme back?" Mnk asked bl ankly.

"Two guys in a car," Heck Noe explained. "So | made nme sone lie-talk. | told ‘emyou was going to

close in on the school house—

"You idiot!" Mnk yel ped

"Listen, you honely piece of neat," the Eskino said, "I didn't tell them anything they didn't

al ready know. They were follow ng you to the school house, weren't they? They woul d know where you
were going, wouldn't they?"

"Go ahead"—Mnk was scowling—with your interesting story."

Heck Noe grinned cheerfully.

"I told “emto come on and set a nachine-gun trap,"” he said. "And they did. And here | amtelling
you about it."

"That’'s the part | didn't expect—you telling us," Mnk said

"Sinple," Heck Noe said. "I sold themguys on the idea |'’mone of the gang. So now | join ‘em"
Monk’s jaw fell. "So now you what ?"

"I join ‘em" Heck Noe said

" But -

"And | tip you off the best way to nake the raid," continued the Eskinp. "Or maybe | capture ‘em
al | single-handed."

Doc Savage, having listened again w thout coment, put in a few quiet-toned words which, without
being either grimor particularly firm neverthel ess settled the question under discussion
"Joining those in the school house woul d be too dangerous,"” he said. "You will stay with us."
Heck Noe protested, "But see here—

"That’'s settled,” Mnk said. "But | nust admt |’'mkinda di sappointed. We figured you was a
crook, and they’'d pronmised ne the privilege of kicking your teeth in."

The Eskinp's eyes went round. "Thought | was a crook?"

"Sure."

"How conme?"

"Well, you see,"” Mink said dryly, "we didn't actually go off and | eave you back there when the
car went in the ditch. W just drove over the hill. Doc got out and went back and watched you."

"Doc Savage watched ne!" Heck Noe expl oded
"And |istened," Mnk added, "to what you had to say to themtwo guys when you stopped them"



THEY went back into the woods to the car. "W'Il get the machine ready," the bronze man said

They went over the car, giving it a brief check. Mnk, the chem st, craw ed under the machi ne and
exam ned the chem cal tanks nmounted on the chassis. Mnk had built the chem cal devices and it was
his job to see that they functioned properly. Doc Savage jerked a | ever and the radi ator becane
shuttered with thick steel

"Listen here," Heck Noe said, "I hope you don't think I'ma crook!"

"Why should we?" Ham asked

Monk said, "On the other hand, there's plenty of reason why we should think you're only partly
equi pped with wits."

"Matter of opinion," Heck Noe said aniably enough

The raid on the school house was sudden, violent, and so charged with excitenent that it satisfied
even Pat. They got in the car. Doc drove. The nmotor burst into life; the machine plunged out of the
woods into the tobacco field. The field earth was dry and a great worm of dust junped up and

squi rmed behi nd the machi ne

The car drew near the school house, veered left, jounced over tobacco rows. Doc threw a | ever, and
from chem cal tanks under the machine poured an i nmense vol une of black snoke. He jerked anot her

|l ever and tear gas mingled with the snoke

"Cet masks on," he directed

Long Tom had the masks ready—skel et on-goggl e-nose clip-respirator affairs. They put these on, and
by that time the car had circled and drawn a bl ack snoke ring around the school house. The ring
spread, becom ng a sooty pancake of snmoke and gas in the mddl e of which stood the school house |ike
a di |l api dat ed nmarshmal | ow.

A suspiciously silent marshnal | ow.

Monk took off his gas mask. The car was gas-tight, so it was safe to do that

"Where are those nachi ne guns?" he denmanded

"You' ve got ne," Heck Noe said. "I don't know "

"Well, there's sonething suspicious about this. They shoul d have started shooting."

DOC SAVAGE swung out of the car. Visibility in the snoke was hardly nore than a yard. He went
quietly to the side of the school house, put an ear against the weatherboarding and |istened

The bronze man’s ears had been trained to an aninmal sensitivity, as had many of his other

facul ties: he had managed to take, each day since childhood, a two-hour routine of exercises
designed to develop his faculties. He al ways managed to sandwi ch these exercises into the day. They
were responsi ble for some of the apparently superhunman physical feats which he nanaged to perform
There was no sound inside the school house, which was not as it should be

From his clothing, the bronze nan took a col |l apsible netal grapple to which was fastened a | ong
silk line knotted for clinbing. He backed a few paces, tossed this. The grapple did not take hold of
the roof ridge that tine, but on the next attenpt it did.

Doc clinbed to the roof. He nmade sone noise deliberately. He was not fired upon, nor did bullets
interrupt hi mwhen he began tearing shingles off the roof

The bronze man nade a hol e, dropped through onto the rafters, tapped |ath and plaster |oose with

a foot, then listened again. There was no sound. He |owered hinself through the hole, let |oose

| anded on a desk, and the desk broke

A thick fog of snoke and tear gas had penetrated into the school house

Hacki ng gag sounds seened to be coming fromone corner

Doc searched, and al nost at once he found the cache of dynanmite. The dynamite was ei ghty-percent
stuff, and there was enough of it to have possibly thrown the walls of the school house out of the
tobacco field. The detonator was a battery and coil, and the device was connected to the door and to
the windows; so that any attenpt to enter by these routes would have fired the expl osive

The gaspi ng sounds kept coming fromthe corner. Snmoke was making it darker inside. Doc Savage

exam ned the dynam te-expl oding mechani smcarefully, then got it disconnected with a quick gesture
after which he went over the doors and windows in a swift search to be sure there was no second
death trap. Then he went out to the car where the others were waiting like soldiers in a fort

He gestured for themto cone in

Once inside the school house, Mnk perceived the eneny was not there and was so di sgusted he took
of f his gas mask to comment, conplaining, "Blast it! | hoped we would have a fight in here. Ever
since | was a kid, |'ve wanted to tear up the inside of a school house."

The gaspi ng sounds canme fromthe corner again

Monk dashed to the corner and strained his tear-|eaking eyes. "Wio the thunderation is this?" he
yel | ed

THE shooting began then. They had expected it earlier, when they had thought the quarry was in

t he school house, but it came now froma distance, fromthe woods; and it was mlitary nmachi ne guns
the new hi gh-powered kind, the bullets cutting through the walls of the school house |ike .22-caliber
sl ugs goi ng through cardboard

There was no need for Doc to yell to get down. They were all on the floor instantly

Monk—he realized he was handi capped by the tear gas he had foolishly breathed—yelled, "I'll take
care of this guy in the corner, Doc."



Doc Savage pitched out through a wi ndow, |anded beside the car. The others foll owed. They got
into the machi ne. Passing bullets nmade a procession of ugly, abbreviated whistles.

Doc drove the car out of the snpke and the gas. The big nachine had many qualities of a mlitary
tank, principally the bullet-resisting ones.

The machine guns were firing fromthe east where the trees were thick.

Ham and Long Tom dragged nachi ne pistols out of arnpit hol sters. These nachi ne pistols had been
perfected by Doc Savage. Little larger than autonmatics, they ejected slugs faster than nost mlitary
weapons, and had the additional advantage of firing "nercy" bullets that produced unconsci ousness
only, or explosives or even gas pellets.

Ham cl i pped a drum of gas slugs into his machine pistol and cranked the wi ndshield down farther
than it usually slid, thus disclosing a round porthole. He fired through this, spraying the woods in
the vicinity of the machine gun.

Pat said, "I wish | had one of those things."

"l wish you weren't here," Doc told her.

"Don’t | know that!" Pat ejacul ated gleefully.

Heck Noe said, "Boy, have we got excitenent!"

Machi ne-gun bullets hit the car. Their inpact was deafening and the bull etproof glass in the

wi ndshi el d becanme fanned with cracks. Suddenly a bullet cane through the w ndshield.

"Better get down," Doc said. "They are using newtype guns."

Ham fired again. Explosive slugs this tine. A tree upset and clouds of dirt flewin the air as
the expl osive bull ets detonated.

The machi ne-gunners ran then. They fled wildly through the woods, strangely aninmated figures in
the shadows.

Ham and Long Tom clipped druns of mercy bullets into their pistols. The weapons noaned like big
bul | -fiddl es.

A barbed-wire fence separated the tobacco field fromthe woods, and the car broke through this
easily. For a hundred feet the machine lunged into the woods. It scraped a tree, glanced off another
one and was suddenly wedged. The tinber was too thick to allowit to pass. It stopped.

Doc Savage flung out of the car, raced for the fleeing nmen. There were half a dozen of the
running fugitives.

Al of them had good | egs, and they nmade speed.

The farmer who owned this patch of tinber knew sonething about forestry, and he had trained the
copse carefully; so that there was no underbrush, and the tree trunks stood strai ght and heal t hy—and
crowded. It was inpossible to shoot through the trees with any precision. The chase progressed in
pel I -mel | haste, the woods full of glancing, random bullets.

Bi rds came up out of the treetops by scores, and an ow, a large brown ow, said, "Wo, who,

who! " and started west.

I't devel oped that there was another road beyond the woods and a car waiting upon it, the notor
turning over.

The fugitives piled into the car. There was a short discussion of sonme kind, profanity. Doc
Savage and his aids were too far back to hear exactly what was said.

When Doc first saw the car, a man was standing on the running board aimng a gun at Brick Pal ner,
who was running down the road.

DOC SAVAGE flung back, scooped the nachine pistol fromHanmis hand, cane on around and
fired—seenming to do it all in one nonment. The bronze nman never carried a firearmhinself, not even a
machi ne pistol, but he had practiced until he was skilled with their use.

The mercy bullets slammed into the I egs of the man aiming at Brick Pal mer. He squawked, doubl ed.
Hands dragged hi m back into the car.

The car took off then. It was a fast machine, and used all its speed.

Long Tom sprang into the road, then junped around angrily because he could not use expl osive
bullets to stop the receding car. The road was crooked, and the nmachine had traversed one of the
curves. The explosive slugs would not reach it. Long Tomtried, broke off two trees and frightened
several birds badly, but got no other results.

Heck Noe pointed at the gun. "Just what do you shoot out of that thing, anyway? Bonbs?"

"Al nost anything," Long Tom said. The electrical w zard | ooked extraordinarily cheerful. The
excitement apparently had lifted himfromhis despondency over his television apparatus.

Brick Palner had junped into a ditch. She clinbed out now and cane back toward them She seened
puzzl ed until she recogni zed Ham

"Ch," she said. "You were at the Phil adel phia airport! Were is your partner?"

"Monk is back there." Hamjerked a thunmb in the direction of the school house. "Are you all
right?"

The girl did not answer. She sank on the edge of the road, and her face becanme strange.

"Damm!" she said. "I think I"'mgoing to have an attack of the after-it-happens!”

She had it—the attack consisted nostly of lip bitings and hand cl enchings and an occasi onal big
shake, and recovered sufficiently for conversation by the time they were hal fway back through the
woods, on their return trip to the school house.



"This is the nost unearthly thing," she said

Ham t ook over the questioning of the girl. Ham had gotten the questioning habit fromhis practice
as a | awyer.

"Way did they seize you?" he asked

"To get me away fromyou," the girl replied. "They did not want you to question nme. And the
reason was that they seened to be afraid | could tell you nore than they wanted you to know about
that fantastic yellow cloud apparition that seized ny brother’s plane."

"And what can you tell us?"

"Not hing of value," the girl said. "I think they realized that after they seized ne."

Ham conpl ai ned, "You nean that this nmess is still up in the air?"

"Down in the nmud, nore like it," the girl said. "Black nud. | can't nake heads or tails of it."
"Did you hear anything about your brother?" Ham asked

"Not a thing."

"Or about Renny Renw ck?"

"Who is he?"

"Renny, " Ham expl ai ned patiently, "is one of our associates who was, as far as we know, flying
the first plane that was seized by the cloud."

"Ch." The girl passed her hand over her forehead. "l guess | haven't much of an idea of what has
happened. "

Heck Noe had been Il ooking at the girl, pulling one of his overly large ears in a thoughtful way
while he did so

"You saw that yellow cloud?" he asked

"Yes," Brick Pal mer said, and shuddered

"l saw it, too," Heck Noe nuttered. "Wasn't it a hell of a thing?"

THE school house was enpty. The interior was gl oony except for the spots where sunlight slanted in
through the hole that Doc Savage had made in the roof, and through the w ndows which they had
smashed when they left the place in haste. Also, there were a few pencil-thin sunbeans poking in
t hr ough hol es whi ch machi ne-gun bull ets had nmade.

Ham s face turned stark

"Where' s Monk?" he expl oded

The others | ooked bl ank, realizing they had |eft Monk here at the school house to guard the

i ndi vidual who had been naki ng the hacki ng and gaspi ng sounds in the corner

Long Tom had rushed into the school house concerned only about finding whether his television
transmtter was there

It was there. He stood beside it. But his interest in the apparatus had changed to concern about
what mi ght have becone of Mnk. He funbl ed absentmi ndedly with the tel evisor

"This is the only one of ny new theory television transnmitters in existence," he nuttered. "If it
was here—n this school house—how did we pick up the scene on the trans-ocean plane, Bernuda W nd?"
No one answered. There nust have been a nest of hornets up in the attic, because their buzzing
was audi bl e; and shortly one hornet canme down through the hole that Doc had kicked in the ceiling
laths and crui sed around, sounding like a mniature pursuit plane out |ooking for an eneny.
Concern over what m ght have happened to Monk suddenly overcanme Ham

"Monk!" Ham squal | ed anxi ously.

The dapper | awyer rushed out of the door, and all but fell over Monk

"Fire somewhere?" Mnk asked

Ham yel | ed, "You awful m stake of nature! Sone day |I'mgoing to cut your toenails off close up to
your ears!"

"What," Monk asked in an injured voice, "have | done now?"

Ham went to work on Monk with his tongue in a way that made his previous concern over Mnk's

saf ety seemincongruous; while Mnk protested with growing indignation that he had nmerely gone into
the woods to escape the traces of gas which still lingered around the school house. The others did
not listen. They were interested in the man with Mnk

The fell ow who had done the hacking and gasping in the corner of the school house was a tall young
nman.

Pat, fromthe school house door, took one | ook at him

"Say, he isn't bad!" she nurnured

"My nane," said the young man with dignity, "is Phil van Blair."

Chapter I X. MONK, THE BEAUTI FUL

THEY had plenty of tine to size up Phil van Blair during their search—a hunt that was entirely
fruitl ess—of the school house and vicinity.

Phil van Blair, it at once becane evident, was a young nan that Ham was going to |ike—and Mnk
was going to detest. Monk didn't |ike handsone nen, and this Phil van Blair was, as Pat whispered to
Ham "just about the handsomest thing put on this green earth recently."

Al so, Phil van Blair had a habit, whenever he | ooked at Monk for any length of tinme, of emtting
a well-bred titter. He seemed to find Mnk’s honeliness indescribably funny. This al one was enough
to put Phil van Blair in solid with Ham



Monk began wearing his raw neat-eating | ook. He was particul ar about who snickered at his

honel i ness.

Anot her point Phil van Blair and Ham Brooks had in common was cl othes. Both, it devel oped,
patroni zed some of the same tailors, and both knew the history of fanpus sartorial artists back to
the days of Disraeli, Beau Brummell, and even beyond.

"The two rag-nags!" Mnk gritted.

"The what?" Long Tom asked.

"They' re two mal e cl ot heshorses,"” Mnk transl at ed.

Phil van Blair had certainly been built to hang cl othes upon. He had the shoul ders. Al so the
arns, hands, chest and legs. In college football, they learned |later, he had just m ssed making the
Al - Anerican. There was a suntanned | ook about him

"A Pal m Beach and Newport suntan!" Monk opined di sqgustedly.

Long Tom growl ed. "Between this aristocratic Phil van Blair and that practical joker, Heck Noe,
you're going to be sliding a splintery plank."

Monk snort ed.

"You just go back to worryi ng about how your television ginmck put out such super special
performances!" he advi sed.

Doc Savage concluded further investigating about the school house was usel ess. The pl ace had
merely been used as a hide-out in which to hold Brick Palner and Phil van Blair, just as the
abandoned river steamer on the Hudson had been another hide-out.

They extricated Doc’s arnored car fromthe woods. Doc drove. He seated Phil van Blair beside him
"While we go back to New York," the bronze man said quietly to Phil van Blair, "suppose you
explain just who you are, as well as how you happened to be in the school house."

"I'f he can explain it," Mnk nuttered.

Phil van Blair turned around in the seat and the well-barbered hair on the back of his neck was
standi ng on end.

"I don’t like that crack!" he said.

"You have to be an animal lover to |ike Mnk," Ham said.

PH L VAN BLAI R, when he got the hot red out of his neck and settled back on the cushions, told a
coherent and concise story.

"l belong to the Van Blairs of Bar Harbor," he said.

Ham nodded, inpressed. Ham dabbled a bit in society.

"I amin love with Brick, here," Phil van Blair stated.

Pat | ooked di sappointed, and the others saw where it was reasonable. Abricketta Pal ner was snall
and lively, and even confinement and rough treatment had not detracted fromher |oveliness. Both
Monk and Ham had been giving her a great deal of attention.

"Brick Palner called me on the tel ephone,” said Phil van Blair.

"That was after those ugly nmen seized ne," Brick Palmer explained. "I got a chance to get to a
tel ephone. | asked Phil for help. He was the only person | knew to call on. The men nust have
overheard me call."

Phil van Bl air nodded.

"The men cane and seized ne," he said, "because they had heard Brick ask ne for help."

Brick said, contritely, "I’'mso sorry | involved you, Phil."

"That's quite all right," Phil van Blair said, and snmled at the young lady in a way that caused
Monk to get an |’ ve-found-a-wormin-this-apple expression.

Ham said, "It seens to me to be a very reasonable story."

Monk bl ew out one of his biggest snorts.

"How cone, " he asked, "that you just waited to be seized after Brick Palner called you for hel p?"
Phil van Blair scow ed and did not |ook at Monk.

"If someone else will ask nme questions, | will answer them" he said. "I do not care for this
prehistoric person—this Mnk."

"Suppose you answer the question," Long Tom said, while Monk was gl aring.

"M ss Palnmer," Van Blair said, "did not have time to tell me where she was. Wen they saw |

wasn’t of any use to them they wanted to kill me. So they left me bound and gagged in this room
with the dynamite. Luckily, you didn't conme in through the door or w ndow, so the explosive didn't
go off."

Phil van Blair answered a nunber of other questions |ogically enough that Monk could find no
reasonabl e grounds to object to, although he wanted to, and the others seemed satisfied.

When the questioning was over, Doc Savage nmade a summary and a suggesti on.

"We are not," he said, "nmaking nmuch progress toward solving the nystery of that yellow cloud, or
finding Renny. To work efficiently, we should streamine our party."

Pat gave a start.

"Now | ook here, Doc," she exclaimed. "If you think—=

Doc said, "Wioever takes over the guarding of Brick Palmer will have a dangerous job. The eneny,
whoever they are, may attenpt to seize her, or even take her life."

"Ch, sure," Pat said. "Renenber that tinme you sent ne off to the nountains with a goat picture?"



Doc continued, "The fact that Johnny Littlejohn, the other nmenber of our group, is in Central
Anerica doing archaeol ogi cal work, reduces our nunbers. Renny, of course, is not with us, and we
must find him"

Pat said, "So to sinplify mtters—

"You will take Brick Palner to your beauty establishment and guard her," Doc said flatly.

Pat planted her fists on her slender hips and | ooked as if she had at |east fifteen m nutes of
steady objecting on the tip of her tongue. Finally, she thrust out her lower |ip peevishly.
"1"mstuck again," she said. "Nothing ever happens to ne."

THE next incident seened so uninportant at the tinme that part of the group never noticed. In

fact, no one but Mnk appeared even slightly interested.

It happened when they drove past Pat Savage's beauty establishment on Park Avenue, to drop Pat

and Brick Palmer. The latter had agreed to remain under Pat’s guardi anship.

Pat did not let her |ove of excitement interfere with her business sense. Her establishment of
"Patricia, Incorporated,” was an artful display of nmobderni smthat managed to be gaudy enough to
knock the eyes out, and at the sanme tine seemclever and in good taste. It was no nere beauty shop,
al t hough that was incl uded.

There was everything necessary to take a fat dowager who was dripping chins and streanline her
into a sixteen nodel, or make her think she had been streamined, it being a profitable process for
Pat in either case.

Pat’s latest installation was a skilled plastic surgeon, an inpressive-looking fellow with hair
that stood on end, and a manner of insulting his clients that woul d probably make himquite the
rage. He was, incidentally, a political refugee fromVienna, Austria, and that would not hurt his
future.

Two things probably contributed to the incident that occurred to Monk. First, there was the fact
that Brick Palner, a very pretty girl, seened totally unaware of Mnk’'s existence. Second, Phil van
Bl air, who had a face nore handsone than any nman shoul d have, seened to have Brick Pal ner

hypnoti zed. Mreover, Pat Savage herself did not seem unaware of the perfect Van Blair physiognony.
Monk was di sgust ed.

Monk’ s di sgust probably accounted for what happened | ater.

But first Monk happened to see hinself in a mirror. He did not look in a mrror too often,

because it al ways gave hi m sonewhat of a shock. He now i nspected hinmsel f dubiously.

"Ugh!" he said, displeased. "Sonething to scare babies with!"

Monk stood for a while and contenplated a white door on the seventh floor of "Patricia,
Incorporated,” a door that bore one word:

FLORENSO

"Fl orenso" was the nane used by Pat’s new plastic surgical inportation from Vienna.

"Hmmm" Mnk said. "The idea never occurred to ne before."

Concei vably not hing woul d have conme of the thought that had been planted in Monk’s mind, if Phil
van Blair and Ham had not continued to treat the subject of Mnk’s honeliness rather unkindly. Mnk
had never minded Ham s pointed remarks; in fact, he always wel conmed a fight wi th Ham

Monk got to the stage where he woul d have wel coned a fight with Phil van Blair, too, but that
young nman al ways had the good judgnent to avoid a personal encounter. Mnk could take a horseshoe in
his two hands and straighten it out, and he frequently offered to do the reverse to young Van

Bl air’s spine.

Monk tried to explain that his honeliness didn't matter.

"Peopl e |i ke me—peopl e who aren’t clotheshorses!" he yelled at Ham "Dogs like me."

"Dogs |ike you, eh?" Ham asked.

"Strange dogs always |lick ny hands!"

"Why not eat with your knife and fork, instead?" Ham asked unkindly.

Fol | owi ng that crack, Ham got a | ook at Monk's face; so he lit out in a race for his life. Mnk,

it was apparent, had suddenly started taking seriously remarks about his | ooks.

Probably Mnk’s state of mind was just an inevitable thing that was bound to happen to a fellow
who was that honely. He got to a point, in the next few days, where he inagined all his bad Iuck
could be attributed to the fact that he | ooked as if he had been a piece of nortar that the Master
Bui | der had scraped off the back of the trowel.

DOC SAVAGE was busy in the neantine. The bronze man, working with grimthoroughness, spread a
network that included every airport in the United States, Canada, Mexico and the Caribbean | sl ands.
The purpose of this was to get a thorough check-up on all planes, and particularly any craft
resenbling the X-ship, the Bernuda Wnd, or the commercial ship flown by Brick Pal ner’s brother,
Chester.

Police tel etypes carried a broadcast of Renny’'s |ooks, and a thorough description of all the
menbers of the nysterious gang which Doc Savage or his aids had seen. There was al so announcenent of
reward to be paid for information | eading to any of them

Doc Savage unearthed the fact that the airport waiting roomin Phil adel phia, where Monk and Ham
had first encountered the eneny, had been freshly painted red. Doc anal yzed the paint, concocted a
chem cal which woul d show traces of its presence on shoes, and had hundreds of bottles of the



chem cal distributed to shoe shops and shine boys, with the information that there was five hundred
dollars’ reward for the identification of any pair of shoes that bore the paint stains

The only victimthis netted was Ham who had thoughtl essly sent his own paint-stained shoes to a

cl eaner.

"We're getting nowhere fast," Long Tom nuttered

The idea that a yellow cloud coul d have seized three planes out of the sky was still fantastic
As Ham expressed it, "I still won't believe it even if we find the yellow cloud and get it in a
box. "

The arnmy was nmuch agitated over the di sappearance of the X-ship, and the navy was goi ng around
pulling hair over the loss of the Bernuda Wnd. But worry could not help the matter

Doc Savage and his nen were plenty worried over the fate of Renny. Heck Noe expl ai ned repeatedly
that he was convinced Renny was dead, as were all the passengers who had been in the Bernuda Wnd.
"But the reason for all this!" Hamsaid wildly. "Wat's the reason?"

"Maybe there isn't any reason," Heck Noe nuttered

Ham said. "Don’t be foolish. There's a reason for everything. The only tine you think there isn't
a reason is when you can't find one."

"1 hope we hurry up and find this one," Heck Noe said

They began to get accustomed to Heck Noe's practical jokes. The Eskinp's gags were harnl ess
except to the nerves. The principal drawback was that he seened to have a nmillion of them When
aristocratic Phil van Blair put his hands in his coat pockets, and found a raw oyster, they knew
Heck Noe was responsi bl e

Monk thought the oyster rather appropriate, but the homely chem st was not so pleased when the
zoo called up and said they would send a truck and a strong cage right down, and Mnk discovered
they were sending it after him

There was a procession of mnor jokes which kept Heck Noe from being very popul ar. Mnk | oved
hot - dog sandwi ches, and he chewed up half of a rubber imtation wener, so heavily was it coated
with nustard, before he found out the difference. Heck Noe had a rubber thing that |lay under chair
cushi ons and made a disturbingly |loud and uncouth sound when sat upon, and sonmeone was continual ly
finding this in his chair. Once in a while, however, he pulled sonmething that was really funny.
Phil van Blair was distinctly the aristocratic young man of wealth, who did only the correct
things, and did themthe correct way. Fortunately—n particular, it was fortunate for Mnk’'s
sanity—he was not with themcontinually, but cane and went.

He lived at honme, with his folks, including a title-hunting pair of sisters, a class-conscious
nmot her and a banker father who was sonewhat of a stuffed shirt. Monk offered to bet anybody that
young Phil van Blair would not eat an oyster unless he had the correct fork with which to eat it
Nobody took Mnk up on that

Long Tomtuned in his television receiver repeatedly, and received no nysterious or inexplicable
pictures. Gadually, he came back to a state of mind where he spoke civilly to people. But one had
only to look at his televisor and chuckle to be furiously sworn at

"Long Tomi s nechanical crystal-gazer," they fell to calling the television receiver

Long Tom acted as if he wanted to offer a reward to anyone who woul d di scover how his tel evisor
had pi cked up the Bernmuda W nd drana.

Monk went into a darker and darker nood over the shape of his own face

One day he beat the inlaid desk in the reception room "lI'mgoing to Florenso!" he yelled

HAM BROOKS nearly had joyful apoplexy. He couldn’'t believe his ears

"What ?" he gasped. "You're what?"

"I"'magoing to Florenso, the Vienna plastic surgeon," Mnk snarled. "And no cracks out of you, you
fashion plate!"

"But why?"

"To have ny face operated on and beautified!'" Mnk said grimy.

Ham opened and shut his nouth like a fish

"But this—+ never dreaned— Ham burst into a roar of |aughter. "Ch—eh—sonebody call a doctor

This will kill me! It's the funniest thing—

He screamed with mirth until he had to bend over and grab his middl e and stagger around

Monk stanped out indignantly

Long Tom overtook himin the hallway and said, "Say, you pick a fine tine to get yourself
operated on and beautified."

"How d’ you nmean?" Monk snarl ed

"We're trying to find Renny, who may be dead, although I'’mgetting the idea Doc thinks he isn't,"
Long Tom expl ained. "And we're right in the mddle of tracing out a swell nystery."

Monk growl ed. "The trail to that nystery has gone up in snoke. W haven't got a snell of an idea
of which way to turn."

" Speak for yourself."

"Who el se would | speak for?"

"Doc Savage," Long Tom said, "seens to be remarkably confident. | can't see where he has a thing
to go on. But unless |I'm m staken, he expects things to break soon."



Monk seemed affected by the argunent.

"Yeah," he said. "Maybe | oughta wait until this ness is cleaned up. Only I'mgettin’ blasted
tired of carrying this face around for people to |laugh at."

Long Tom had anot her sensi bl e point.

"You know Doc Savage is the best surgeon in existence," he said. "Wy not have himoperate on
you, if you want yourself beautified?"

Monk snorted sheepishly.

"l wouldn’t have the nerve," he said.

"Why not ?"

"Listen, I'd have to put up with bein’ kidded for the rest of ny life!"

"What makes you think you won't, anyway?" Long Tom asked.

This caused Monk to depart with dignity. H's enthusiasmfor the beauty operati on was considerably
danpened, and he began to wonder just why he had been so nuch for it in the first place. He was
sonething |ike a man who has gotten mad and had a fight, and then wonders afterward what was
sensi bl e about it.

Monk went to see Florenso, anyway. He figured it would not hurt to listen to a sales talk on

pl astic operations to beautify the human mal e.

VWhen Monk did not cone back that afternoon, Doc Savage tel ephoned "Patricia, |ncorporated.”
"Why, | thought you knew," Pat said. "Mnk had Florenso give hima beauty operation this
afternoon.”

Chapter X. PAT GUESSES WRONG

DOC SAVAGE arrived suddenly at "Patricia, Incorporated.” The giant bronze man was trailed by Long
Tom Ham Heck Noe and Phil van Blair, all of whomwere somewhat out of breath.

They were net by Pat Savage and Abricketta Pal ner.

"Beauty operation?" Doc rapped. "Mnk had a beauty operation?"

"This afternoon."” Pat nodded.

Doc Savage seened puzzled. "But what cane over hin®"

"l don’t know. | was out shopping and | mssed the excitenent." Pat sighed disgustedly. "I mss
everything. It seems Monk came in here and he wanted to be beautified right now, and Fl orenso
beautified him"

"Fl orenso?"

"My plastic surgeon from Vienna," Pat said. "You ve heard of him and you know he’'s good. He
won't do Monk any harm"

"He couldn’t," Ham said.

"Where i s Monk?"

"Upstairs in one of the patient’s wards."

Bef ore they reached Mnk, they encountered Florenso.

Fl orenso was a tall, w de nan, middle-aged or past—+t was hard to tell—-and his hair stood

strai ght on end. There was a great deal of it, and it was only slightly less red than a red neon
sign. He had piercing brown eyes, a |large nouth, enornous hands with skin as snooth as velvet, and a
vocabul ary that woul d | eave a mul e-ski nner breathl ess.

"This dammed patient," he said, "don't want to be bothered."

"Why not ?" Ham asked.

"He thinks you' re going to |laugh at him"

"Let us in," Ham chuckled, "and we'll show himjust how right he guessed."

Doc Savage said, "It came as rather of a shock to us to hear that Mnk had done anything like
having his face beautified. Just what seens to have possessed him anyway?"

Fl orenso cocked one eye at pretty Brick Palner, shoved fingers through his red hair, and

shrugged.

"Hel |, wonmen probably," he said. "The funny-Ilooking devil just came to nme, and he was glued to
the i dea of being beautified. He asked me if | could nake himbeautiful. |I told himl| didn't know
about beautiful, but | couldn’t hurt his looks even if | hit himwith a hamrer. So we had an
operation.”

"How i s he?"

Fl orenso | ooked at Doc Savage.

"You're Doc Savage, aren’'t you?" he said. "|I have studied your books, and notion pictures of your
operating nmethods. You are six thousand nine hundred ninety-nine times the surgeon | amand | tell
this Mk that, but he says, ‘The hell with that, Florenso,’ so we go ahead and operate. Do you want
to see hin®"

Doc Savage nodded.

They went upstairs and passed through a white door into a white roomwhere stood two very pretty
nurses and a bed on which reposed a wi de, squat figure with a bandaged face from which stared two
smal | eyes.

"How are you, Mnk?" Doc asked.

"I"'mall right," Mnk said. "But did you have to bring Hamand that Phil van Blair al ong?"

Habeas Corpus, the pig, was under Mnk’'s bed. The shoat seened |istless, bleary-eyed.



Ham poi nted at Habeas. "What's the matter with the pest?"

"You lay off that hog," Mnk said sourly. "He got to rooting around the anaesthetic gas tanks

that Florenso used, and upset one. Habeas has got a gas jag."

Ham asked, "Monk, what kind of a nose did you order? A Clark Gable or a Robert Taylor? O are you
trying a M ckey Muse?"

Monk reached for a pitcher of liquid. He nust have placed it handy when he heard them com ng. He
dunped the entire pitcher contents over the immacul ate Ham who di scovered that Monk seened to have
m xed gravy with water, and enmtted indignant how s

"You' ve ruined this suit!" Ham squalled. "Can't you tell |’ m wearing expensive garb?"

"l know hi gh-priced garbage when | see it," the bandaged Monk said. "Nurse, hand ne those two
tomatoes | saved fromdinner. | knew this fashion plate would be around."

They got out in haste

"When Monk gets well,"” Hamsaid, "I'mgoing to kid the life out of him A beauty operation! Hah
hah, hah!"

Pat asked, "Doc, when is the excitenent going to start again?"

The bronze man appeared not to hear

"Not hi ng," Pat conplained bitterly, "ever happens after | cone around."

AN hour | ater, Pat decided she was slightly m staken

Doc Savage had gone back to headquarters, acconpanied by Long Tom and Heck Noe. Phil van Blair
had visited with Abricketta Palner for awhile, then gone hone. Florenso had departed for his

pent house apartnent. Abricketta Pal mer had gone upstairs to the enmergency bedroom-+the place had
bul | et - proof doors and a host of burglar al arnms—which she and Pat were occupying until the mystery
of the pl ane-sei zi ng-yel | ow cl oud- and-t he- nen- who- di dn’ t - want - Doc- Savage-i nvestigating-it was
settled

It was now dark night

The street doorbell rang

"Yes," Pat said suspiciously.

The man standi ng outside wore the uniformof a departnent-store deliveryman

He said, "A man named Ham Brooks ordered a dozen assorted hand mirrors delivered to a man naned
Monk Mayfair at this address. | have them here."

"That nmust be Hamis idea of a joke," Pat said

Her suspicions were allayed, and she opened the door. The nman reached in and took her by the
neck. He woul d not have been able to hold her, but three other nen cane running fromthe shadows and
hel ped him These three did not wear departnent-store-deliveryman uniforns.

One of themwas the color of a good English riding boot, and Ham woul d have recogni zed that one
and the others as belonging to the gang who had taken Brick Pal ner fromthem at the Phil adel phia
airport, and who had al so been in the group of nmachi ne-gunners at the school house in the

Pennsyl vani a t obacco patch

They got Pat inside, and the fight became noisy. Pat was a young | ady who believed in keeping in
trim Moreover, she enployed fenmal e Japanese jujitsu artists in her beauty establishnment, and had
spent considerable tine working out with them There was grunting, gasping and groans—naone made by
Pat —-and one of the nen tore away and dashed to the door and yelled, which brought two nore of the
gang to hel p.

They upset a table and broke a chair. Pat got |oose. She dashed up a stairs. A man threw a chair,
hit her legs, and she fell. They caught her. The fight boiled on up the stairs into the second-fl oor
corridor

The establishment of "Patricia, Incorporated,” enployed a night force. Sone of these people did
cl eaning, others worked on the books, and some prepared products for the next day’'s work.

These persons, of course, heard the fight and cane running. It was they who tol d about the
amazi ng fight put up by Monk Mayfair

Monk j oi ned the scrap about the tinme the observers got there

Monk cane down the stairs with nightshirt flying. They said he | ooked |like a devil who had nade a
m stake and got in an angel’s white robe. Mnk bellowed as he cane. He had a shiny netal chair. He
hit the fight and dropped two nen senseless with his first two bl ows. He bounced another off the
wall. He got a third down, and wal ked on that one’s face with his bare feet, junping up and down
Monk did very well, until someone hit his nubbin of a head a blow with the heavy part of a large
revol ver. Then Monk |ay down and was stiff

Pat was next clubbed sensel ess

One of the nen ran upstairs, cane back draggi ng screeching Abricketta Pal mer

Pat and Abricketta Palmer were carried out and | oaded into two waiting cars. The raiders haul ed
their casualties outside, dunped theminto the cars, and the nachi nes departed at hi gh speed and
di sappeared conpl etely.

Pat and Brick Pal mer had been carried off neatly.

THEY cal | ed Doc Savage when Mnk regai ned consciousness and rem nded themthat was the thing to
do

"It was the same gang we’'ve been trying to nail all along!" Mnk yelled



Monk’ s yelling, however, sounded a little weak and strained.

Fl orenso arrived, gave Monk a thorough cussing-out, assured himthat he, Florenso, would take no
responsibility if Mink | ooked |ike an anteater when the bandages were renoved, and ordered the
homely chemi st to bed.

Doc Savage got the story of what had happened, listened to the tale of Mink’s remarkable fight,
agreed with Florenso that Monk m ght |1ook |ike an anteater as a result, and did sone routine
detective work, such as photographic fingerprints off objects which had been used in the fight.
They went back to headquarters, and Doc devel oped the fingerprint photographs.

He was exam ning the print pictures when he nmade, with nore startled vehenence than usual, the
low and fantastic trilling sound which was his peculiar habit in nmoments of nental stress.

"This thing," the bronze nman said, "is becom ng conplicated."

Long Tom and Ham stared at the bronze man. So did Heck Noe and Phil van Blair.

"What do you mean, Doc? Ham asked.

But the bronze man was hol ding a magnifying glass to the fingerprints again, and he did not
answer. Nor did he, although they stood around expectantly, explain what had provoked either the
trilling sound or his remark about things getting conplicated.

Ham went into the library and tried to keep his mnd off Pat’s di sappearance by readi ng a book on
corporate | aw procedure, which Doc Savage—no one knew how he had found tine—had witten.

Ham had al ways hel d a suspicion that Doc Savage knew nore |aw than he, Ham did, and reading the
book verified the suspicion. Doc Savage, due to scientific and intense training which he had
recei ved from chil dhood—hi s parents had planned fromthe first for himto follow his present strange
career—had given hima skilled and conpl ete know edge of many things.

Long Tomwent into the laboratory to sit and contenplate his tel evision receiver, and wonder how
it had picked up a picture froma spot where there was no transm tter—and wonder how they could find
Pat and Brick Pal mer.

Heck Noe and Phil van Blair had never given any sign that they knew each other, or were in the

|l east interested in each other. Heck Noe had repeated several tinmes that his main interest in life
was to get back his brief case containing his mneral ogical survey reports, although the others
suspected his main interest in life was his childish, practical jokes.

He was a rowdy, noisy fellow, this Heck Noe, always seeing a funny side to sonething, or trying
to make one. He seened to be fascinated by his proximty to Doc Savage, and watching the bronze man
operate, or just sitting and staring at Doc.

The bronze gi ant, however, frequently affected people that way. There was something gripping in
his nere presence in a room even to soneone who had never heard of the bronze man’s reputation
previ ously, which Heck Noe clainmed to be his own case.

Heck Noe was an Eskinp, and a piece of living proof that it does pay to educate the poor savage,
and that not all aborigines |eave college and go back to their tepees or igloos.

Philip van Blair had never paid nuch attention to Heck Noe.

Phil van Blair was a young nman who was a world apart fromthe educated Eskinp practical joker. He
was a society boy, with the taste of a gold-plated spoon in his nouth at birth. He was not
interested in people, because he had been born at the top and had never | ooked up to anyone better
than hinsel f, which was probably unfortunate. He certainly did not seemthe type of young man who
woul d be interested in Heck Noe.

Certainly not the type who would nmeet Heck Noe furtively in the corridor that evening.

"W better talk,"” Phil van Blair said.

"Sure," Heck Noe agreed. "But Doc Savage probably has this place coated with m crophones and

di ctographs. W better go downstairs."

THEY found a booth in a candy store, where they could put their unlike heads together in privacy.
Heck Noe said, "You know that trilling sound of Doc Savage’'s."

"Yes," Phil van Blair said. "It was sone tine before | knew what it was. Strange sound, isn't
it?"

"That Long Tomtold nme Doc does it unconsciously when he finds out sonething inportant.”

"Yes?

"You saw when he made it tonight."

"He was exam ning those fingerprints."

"Exactly."

"You think he already suspects the truth about Vikkers?"

Heck Noe asked grimy, "What would you say?"

Phil van Blair said, "I'd hate to be in Vikkers' shoes."

The two were silent while a waitress brought two ice-cream sodas, which they had ordered. She put
a box di spenser of paper napkins on the table. Wen she had gone away, they resuned their
conversation.

"Vi kkers," Heck Noe said, "is a nane that Doc Savage probably does not even know exists."

"I wouldn't," Phil van Blair nuttered, "be too sure."

The Eski nb pondered, then nodded his head soberly. "You mght be right at that. |1’'ve been

wat ching this Doc Savage, and | think he's got us all fooled. |I don't think even those nen of



his—and they' re clever devils, don't ever think they ain't—half suspect a lot of stuff that goes on
in the bronze guy’s mind. You know what? | think we'll make no mistake if we assume right now that
Doc Savage knows who we are, and what we are."

"That woul d be incredible!" Phil van Blair expl oded

"But it wouldn't surprise nme," Heck Noe said

"l don’t believe it!"

"I didn't say he knew. | said maybe."

"1 npossi bl e! "

"All right," Heck Noe said, "but don't ever underestinmate this Doc Savage. Vikkers and the boys
have been running circles around himso far, but they're just like a school of fish and this big
bronze man is watchi ng which way they’ve got the habit of swming. Pretty soon he's going to have
themall in a net. You mark ny words."

"Doc Savage has never heard of Vikkers."

"Maybe not."

The two men sucked straws in silence. They wore very serious expressions

"What are we going to do?" Phil van Blair asked

"We could do plenty— Heck Noe broke off. He pointed at the door. "Here cones Boots," he
muttered. "The damm fool! Suppose sonebody sees us neet!"

Boots was the man with the hide the color of a good English riding boot, the fell ow who had taken
Brick Palner in Philadel phia, and taken both Pat and Brick again this night in New York

Boots slid into the booth with Heck Noe and Phil van Blair

"Hello, pals," he said

"Beat it, stupid!" Heck Noe ordered

"Sure, after | let go sone wi sdom" Boots said. "I just got word that Brick Palnmer is on a plane
bound for the castle."

Phil van Blair winced and becane pale. Boots grinned at him

"You love that girl, don’'t you?" Boots asked dryly.

Phil van Blair swallowed. H s expression was affirmative answer enough

"Swell. She's a nice kid." Boots stood up and | ooked down at them "Nothing is going to happen to
her," he said, "unless you two cause it."

He wal ked away.

PH L VAN BLAIR and Heck Noe stared at each other, aghast

"Damm!" Heck Noe said furiously. "If we make a nove for ourselves now, they' Il kill that girl."
White tendons stood out in Phil van Blair’'s clenched fists

"Do you think," he asked, "that Vikkers knows we both are planning to double-cross himand take
over the whol e project?"

"He may. He's smart.”

Phil van Blair took a paper napkin fromthe box di spenser and nopped his forehead

"What' Il we do?" he croaked

"Tough it out," Heck Noe said

" But —

"W're in a swell position," Heck Noe explained. "We go along with Doc Savage and help himunti
he corners Vi kkers and gets the whole nmess under control. Then we step in unexpectedly and take
everything away from Doc Savage. And we've got it."

Phil van Blair considered. "Everything depends on Doc Savage not suspecting us."

"Sure. He won't."

"He shouldn’t," Phil van Blair said grimy. "That business at the school house, the trick of ne
l'ying bound and hel pl ess in the school house with the case of dynanmite that was wired to expl ode when
the door or w ndows was opened, was very convincing."

"M ghty convincing," Heck Noe admitted. "I think it fool ed Doc Savage."
"Of course it did. He didn't find out that the electric cap in the dynamte had been fixed not to
expl ode. "

"No, he didn't."

"The trick fool ed Savage."

"Sure. We've got himfooled."

The two now got up and | eft the candy shop

The wai tress came back and pi cked up the box-shaped di spenser of napkins. The thing resenbled the
ordinary type found in | ow priced restaurants, being nade of netal on two sides and top, and the
napki ns being pulled out of the other two sides. The waitress carried this to the back door, the
ki tchen door, of the candy shop which gave out upon a side street

She handed the napkin dispenser to a giant bronze figure which stood there

"Thank you," Doc Savage said. He gave the waitress a five-dollar bill, added, "This is for your
trouble in putting the napkin box on their table."
The waitress took the noney quickly. "I don't know what it’'s about," she said, "but thank you."

Doc Savage tucked the napkin di spenser under an armand ran, taking a roundabout route back to
the buil ding which housed his headquarters, but traveling fast enough to return before the arriva



of Phil van Blair and Heck Noe. He was in the | aboratory and had put the napkin dispenser away in
the steel cabinet where he kept such unusual gadgets, before the two appeared

The napkin di spenser was a conpact radio transmtting station, of the type commonly used by
commerci al radio networks in broadcasting crowm prograns, the type of transmtter dubbed a "beer
mug. " The thing was conpl et e—ni crophone, crystal oscillator frequency doubl er, power anplifier
nmodul ator, and power enough for several hours’ operation—and it was sensitive enough to pick up
ordinary conversation at a distance of several feet and transnmt the words to another receiver to
whi ch Doc Savage had been |istening outside the candy store

The bronze man had heard everything said between Heck Noe and Phil van Blair and the nan called
Boot s

Chapter XI. NOT SOUTH AMERI CA

DURI NG t he next hour or two, Doc Savage seened to be doing sone intense thinking, and seened to
reach a conclusion. Then, because he knew the value of letting an idea cool and then reexam ning it
he spent two hours doing his usual daily routine of exercises. He was aware that there are different
ways of cooling an idea-sleep on it, or concentrate on sonething else conpletely different for a
tine.

The exercises were conplicated and i ntense enough to conpletely occupy his mnd. It was by taking
them seriously that he had nanaged to derive so nuch benefit fromthem

Some parts of the two-hour routine were unusual enough to border on the ridicul ous—except that he
happened to know of the excellent beneficial effects. The operation of reading Braille print, the
rai sed-dot al phabet systemused by the blind, to devel op his sense of touch, had been highly
efficient.

Having let the idea cool, he contenplated it again and apparently it still satisfied him

Doc then joined the others in the reception room

"Better get sone sleep," he said, "because tonorrow we close in on the gang."

Ham and Long Tom gave astoni shed starts

"You nmean you’ve got a line on them Doc?" Ham expl oded

"A plan, at least."

Long Tom asked, "What kind of a plan?"

Phil van Blair and Heck Noe sat in the background, wearing |-hope-I-don’t-I ook-nervous
expressions. Doc Savage did not give them enough attention to make them suspect what he knew about
t hem

"We finally have," the bronze man said, "not only a definite line on the gang, but a nethod of
trapping them"

Ham denmanded, "How nuch do you know about them Doc?"

Doc Savage did not answer inmediately.

"They are led by a man naned Vi kkers," he said. "This Vikkers is clever. He has an extensive
organi zation."

"What' s he doi ng?" Ham ej acul ated. "Wat’'s behind all this strange business?"

"That," Doc Savage said, "may come out tonorrow . . . we hope."

To forestall further questioning by Hamand Long Tom who were boiling over with inquiry, the
bronze man went over to Phil van Blair and Heck Noe. He gripped each of them by the shoul der

"W hope," he said, "that we can depend on you to help us. Wth Johnny Littlejohn in South
Arerica, and since Renny has di sappeared, as well as Pat, that |eaves only Ham and Long Tom as aids
Monk, of course, will probably be unable to assist us, due to his facial operation.”

"I would give nmy right arm" Phil van Blair said fervently, "to see Brick Palner safe. You can
depend on ne."

"All 1've got at stake is a brief case full of mineralogical survey charts," Heck Noe said, "but
you can depend on ne, too."

Doc Savage thanked them seriously

Ham fl ouri shed his sword cane

"“I'f | know Monk," he said, "a little thing like a beauty operation won't keep himout of this!"
THE group now separated to get sleep. Doc Savage, It devel oped, was going to remain in the
skyscraper headquarters, sleeping on one of the huge |eather divans in the library. Long Tom went
off to the conpartnment which he maintained in conjunction with his electrical experinmenta

| aboratory. Ham departed for the swanky club in which he lived

Phil van Blair, of course, lived on Park Avenue with his parents in a twenty-two-room dupl ex
apart ment .
"I think "Il go home," he said, and left

Heck Noe, the Eskinp, had taken up residence in a gaudy m dtown hotel, where there was a roof
garden with a noisy floor show and plenty of undraped chorines

"What time do we get organized in the norning?" he asked

" About eight o' clock," Doc said

"CGood night," Heck Noe said, and wal ked out

Heck Noe went to his hotel room unlocked the door, sailed his hat on the table and went into the
bat hroom where he drew hinself a glass of ice water. He canme back with the ice water and sat down



and stared at Phil van Blair.

"Anybody see you cone here?" he asked.

Phil van Blair shook his head. "I don’t think so."

Heck Noe gul ped ice water.

"Doc Savage knows nore about this than we figured. Like | suspected," he said.

"What do we do about it?"

"You nean about this trap Doc Savage is going to spring in the norning?"

"Sure."

The two nen stared at the floor. They seened to be getting headaches.

"I wish," Phil van Blair grow ed, "that we could stand back and | et Doc Savage grab Vi kkers and
the whol e gang."

"The whol e gang woul d include us," Heck Noe remninded him

"That’s the hell of it!"

Heck Noe finished his ice water. "If we don’t go ahead and do our part, Brick Palnmer is going to
wi nd up dead."

Phil van Bl air nodded.

"That settles it," Heck Noe said. "Two things we can do. One: call Vikkers and tell hi mwhat Doc
Savage told us; two: take a boat for Europe and hope the bronze guy don't catch us."

Phil van Blair stood up. "W call Vikkers," he said.

THEY got Vi kkers by tel ephone fromthe hotel room Vikkers had the voice of a bulldog with a
bone.

A rather small bulldog, at |east the voice was high-pitched. There were snarling undertones that
gave it a vicious quality.

"Great stuff, eh?" he said. "Have we got this sewed up now "

"It's not as sewed up as you think," Heck Noe said.

The other voice turned startled. "Wat?"

"Toni ght Doc Savage told us," Heck Noe explained, "that tonmorrow we were going to clean house on
the gang."

The other voice made a strangling noise. "Was he kidding, you reckon?"

"He knows your nane."

The hoarse bul | dog voi ce of Vikkers barked a profusion of swear words and ended by yelling, "Tell
me exactly what he said!'"

Heck Noe denonstrated that he had a devel oped nenory. He gave al nbst word for word the statenments
whi ch Doc Savage had nade that evening. Phil van Blair got on the tel ephone and gave corroboration.
Vi kkers said, "Stay there. |I'’mgoing to do things. I'Il call you back."

Heck Noe repl aced the tel ephone receiver and he and Phil van Blair sat waiting for Vikkers to
call themagain. Their faces were long and they were nervous.

"Vi kkers," said Heck Noe, "is smart. Gve himcredit for that."

"He's a damm good actor, too," Phil van Blair said grimy. "Do you suppose that he suspects we
figure on cutting himout?"

"We tal ked about that before," Heck Noe nuttered, "but | don't think so."

"It's a trenendous schene,"” Phil van Blair said slowy. "There's so trenmendously nuch nmoney in it
that . . . well—=

"That nobody can very wel |l back out."

"That's it."

The tel ephone rang twenty minutes later, and it was Vi kkers’' dog-grow voice on the wre.

"We're playing safe," Vikkers said. "Everybody, including nyself, is going to clear out of New
York City and go up in Canada."

"You nean," Heck Noe denanded, "that we desert Doc Savage?"

"No. You stay with the bronze guy. He don’t suspect you."

Heck Noe asked, "Were will we get in touch with you if anything cones up?"

"Call amateur radio station COXEN," Vikkers directed. "The fell ow who operates it is ostensibly a

trapper who is also a radio ham W'Ill land our plane on a little |lake close to his cabin and wait."

"You won't go on to the castle?"

"Not until later."

"We understand," Heck Noe said. "ls that all?"

Vi kkers | aughed grimy. "No, here’'s the inportant part. Doc Savage is going to be made to think
we’' ve gone to South America with that girl Pat."

"Sout h America?"

"Sure. When the bronze nman lights out for South Anerica, don’t be alarned.”

"W won't be," Heck Noe said. The tel ephone conversation term nated on that assurance.

DOC SAVAGE had the faculty of seeming tireless, which was probably due to his training and the
remar kabl e physical fitness in which he managed to keep hinsel f. He | ooked fresh.

Long Tom arrived | ooki ng anything but fresh.

"You look," Hamtold him "as if you'd had ni ghtnares."

"Electric ones," Long Tom admitted.



"Eh?"

"l dreaned," Long Tom explained, "that this television contraption of mne had turned into

si xteen ghosts, and they were all sitting around the edges of ny bed."

There was a commotion at the door. It burst open and Mnk, his face still bandaged, bounded in.
Monk ran to the inlaid table, picked up a heavy dictionary which reposed there and returned to the
door .

Fl orenso had appeared in the door. He | ooked angry.

Monk rai sed the dictionary nenacingly.

"Unl ess you want to get hit with a ot of words," he said, "you beat it."

"You darn fool!" said Florenso disgustedly. "How can | nmake beauty operation successful if you
get up and run around? That face of yours . . . hell of handicap to begin with."

"Vanose! " Mnk said. "Scram"

"But— Fl orenso stopped objecting, dodged the dictionary and departed in rage, his |ast words
being, "I hope you do look like an anteater!"

Monk recovered the damaged dictionary and returned it to the inlaid table. "That Florenso," he
expl ained, "clained | wasn’t able to stand any excitenent."

Habeas, the pig, got up fromthe floor where Monk had deposited himwhen he dashed in, and wal ked
around the roomwith rubber-|egged uncertainty. He emtted a plaintive squeal or two.

"He's getting over his gas jag," Mnk explained proudly.

Ham snorted. "He looks it."

Monk then stared around and was inpressed by the grimlooks on their faces. "Wat’'s up?" he
demanded. "Has sonet hi ng br oken?"

Doc Savage answered that. "Long Tomis going to tune in his televisor," the bronze man expl ai ned.
Long Tom wi nced and peered at the bronze nan to see if he was being kidded. He decided he wasn’t.
"I don't get the idea of this," he said. "And it won't get any results. The only transmtter was
that one at the school house, and we recovered it, and it’s here. You can’t pick up an inmage over
anybody’s tel evisor without a transmitter."

Monk asked, "How do you account for seeing what went on in the Bernuda W nd?"

Long Tomyelled, "Don't talk to ne about that."

"Quit yelling and turn on your nechanical crystal gazer," Ham suggest ed.

The idea of referring to the televisor as a mechanical crystal gazer irked Long Tom particul arly,
but he switched on the device, nuttering that he didn't expect results, and he’d be damed if he was
going to put up with nuch nore kidding.

The tel evisor nade its whining sound, the assortnent of |ights appeared on the screen, and a
gradual resolving took place, until a picture took shape on the screen.

"Bl azes!" Mnk said. "W got sonething again!"

Long Tom the electrical wi zard, took one gaping |l ook at the picture on the screen, then grabbed
his head and sat down.

"l give up!" he nmuttered. "Sonething’s screwy with this thing."

As far as they could tell, the inage on the screen was the interior of another airplane cabin.
Not a giant sky-liner like the Bermuda Wnd, but a smaller craft.

They waited for sonmething to happen on the screen. It was al nbst an hour before anything did
occur.

WH LE the hour was passing, there was enough of interest in the plane to hold their attention.
First the craft was flying; second it was full of men, and at |east two wonmen, and sone of the men
were Vikkers' followers, in particular one who had a skin like an English riding boot.

At the end of the hour, one of the wonmen turned around in her seat.

"That’'s Pat!" Ham expl oded.

It was undoubtedly Pat Savage, and she proceeded to nmake some furtive notions with her fingers.
"She’s spelling out words on her hands!" Ham yel | ed.

Doc Savage and his nen had | earned the hand signals used for comunication by the deaf and dunb,
and Pat al so knew the al phabet.

"She must know there’'s a television transmtter turned on her!" Long Tom nuttered. "But how could
she? Unless there’s one in the back of the plane cabin. But there couldn’'t be—The only transmtter
is here." He grabbed his head again. "Wat a nmess!"

HEADI-NGFORSOUT-HAMERI-CA

L-A-N-D F-1-E-L-D T-WE-N-T-Y MI-L-E-S

WE-S-T OF CARAGCAS, V-EENE-Z-UEL-A"

There was no doubt about this being Pat’s nessage. She spelled it out four times in

successi on—and stopped instantly when one of the nen passengers turned around in the plane cabin.
Ham br eat hed, "What a break for us."

Monk barked, "The thing for us to do is head for South America by plane—n a hurry."

Long Tomglared at the televisor and said, "I wonder what that thing will pick up next!"

Heck Noe and Phil van Blair said nothing at all, but they exchanged the slightest of glances, and
these said, "Well, Vikkers has got himoff on a wld-goose chase to South Anmerica."



Then Phil van Blair put his hands over his middle and groaned. He groaned again. Then he sat down
on the floor.
"It's ny heart!" he gasped. "Too nmuch excitenent. The doctor warned ne!"

Doc Savage said, "I will nake an exami nation."

Phil van Blair shook his head wildly. "Not much you won’t! You light out for South Anerica and
rescue Brick Palner. I'Il be all right. I'll go to ny famly doctor."

Doc Savage consi dered that.

"It might be the best idea," he said. "You will remain in New York under your famly doctor’s
care."

They carried Phil van Blair to the el evator and took himdown to the street. He was linp all the
way. Wiile they were waiting for a cab, Heck Noe got a chance to hiss in Phil van Blair’'s ear.
"You fool!" Heck Noe gritted. "Wat's the idea?"

“I’'mgoing to fly to Canada and get Brick Palmer away fromthe gang,” Phil van Blair said. "Then

it’ll be safe to go ahead with our double cross."
They put Phil van Blair in a taxi and watched the cab pull away.
Doc Savage said to the others, "Go to the water-front hangar. |'Il neet you there."

The bronze man wal ked back into the skyscraper |obby. He was already out of sight when the others
went in after him

Chapter Xl I. BACKWARD FLYI NG

PHI L VAN BLAI R stopped his heart trouble gasping when his taxicab had gone a block. After it
covered six blocks, he grow ed at the driver.

"Central Airport," he ordered.

The driver gaped. "But | thought—=

"Dam what you thought! Take ne to Central Airport." The driver was puzzl ed, but not displeased.
Central Airport was out on Long Island far enough to make a good haul. Three dollars and thirty
cents’ worth of haul, to be exact.

Phil van Blair paid the hack off, said, "I won't be needing you."

The airfield spread vast and naked under the sunlight, the hangars neat with fresh paint. It was
a large field, but used nostly by private fliers. Something of a society airport, for it was not far
fromthe large Long Island estates of the wealthy.

"l want mny plane out and serviced at once,” Phil van Blair told the attendants. "Put in every
drop of gas that the tanks will hold."

They rolled the plane out in the sun and stopped it beside the pits that held the gas punps and
hose. The plane was an anphi bian, could be operated fromland or water.

The fueling had hardly started when the fire broke out in No. 4 hangar. First warning of the fire
was snoke. An incredible quantity of snoke, very black, that poured out of the hangar doors.

The wi nd caught the snoke and swept it across the field, and it envel oped Phil van Blair’s plane.
Van Blair swore at the delay, cursed the fire, and ran to help the field attendants extingui sh
it. They found that the bl aze was not serious—nerely two oil druns that had sonehow becone upset and
i gnited.

They got the oil-drum bl aze exti ngui shed.

"More snoke than | ever saw before," a pilot nuttered.

After awhile, the snoke was bl own away from Phil van Blair’'s plane by the breeze.

By that tine the big bronze figure that skul ked unnoticed through the snoke had escaped fromthe
field. He had not been seen.

The fact that he had conceal ed, in the back of the fuselage of Phil van Blair’'s plane, a conpact
radio transmtter that was sending out a steady series of dashes, had not been noticed.

The bronze man got in his car, one of the machines that he kept in his garage in the skyscraper
basenent. It was a fast nmachine, but not a gaudy one, and he had managed to trail Phil van Blair to
the airport w thout much difficulty.

Doc Savage drove back to New York and eventually joined Monk, Ham Long Tom and Heck Noe at the
wat er front hangar.

"You been maki ng departing arrangenents?" Heck Noe asked curiously.

"Sonething like that," Doc admtted.

THEY rol |l ed open the door of the water-front hangar and the bronze nan taxied his |largest speed

pl ane out on the Hudson River. Doc hinself handled the control s—the ship was heavily |laden with
fuel —during the take-off. There was a big English passenger |iner backing out of one of the upriver
piers, and they taxied slowmy until they were beyond the vessel, with a clear river ahead. Doc put
the plane in the air. Then he turned the controls over to Ham

Doc went aft and spoke to Heck Noe. "I'mglad to have you along," he said.

Heck Noe tried to | ook proud of the part he was playing.

Monk canme up, small dark eyes bright behind the bandages. He had a roll of charts.

"I"ll get the radio going," he said, "and ask Pan-Anerican for weather reports."

"CGood idea," Doc admtted.

"Are we going to fly a direct conpass course for South Anmerica?" Mnk asked.



Doc Savage did not seemto hear. He was watching Long Tom who was fooling around his television
receiver. He had brought the thing along at Doc’s suggestion, and he was nesting it down in blankets
and pillows and air-filled rubber sleeping mats as if it were an overgrown and exquisitely delicate
infant.

"This thing frightens me," Long Tom conpl ained. "It does things it couldn't do!"

Doc Savage went back to the cockpit, took over the controls. They flew south—toward South

Anerica. After a while Ham got up and went back into the cabin to quarrel with Mink, and the bronze
man was al one

Monk and Ham had brought their pets, Habeas and Chenistry. Habeas still seemed groggy. Chemistry,
the chinp, was subdued, as if worried about the condition of Habeas, his perpetual eneny.

Doc worked with the conpasses a while. After he had finished his tinkering, they still pointed
south, but the plane was flying north and west.

The plane was equi pped with a radio direction finder of the highest type, used in taking bearings
on radio stations. Doc adjusted this, tuned carefully

He picked up the series of dashes coming fromthe radio transmtter he had hidden in Phil van
Blair's plane. He kept the nose of his own ship pointed toward these

There were cl ouds, a packed, unending |ayer of gray vapor that seemed to cover the whole

hem sphere. That was a break. Doc flew in the clouds with neither sky nor earth visible, and the
clouds lasted for hours on end

Monk cane and sat in the co-pilot’'s seat

"South Anerica is gonna be a change," he said. "I ain't seen South Anerica for sonme tinme." He
grinned and sighed, feeling of the bandages on his face. "I hope | ain't disappointed.”

"Let’s hope not," Doc said

I T was ni ght when they | anded. There was a noon above, water bel ow, and Doc Savage dropped the
plane silently, the motors barely idling. The craft landed with a |long, sighing splash. Later, it
coasted up to a dark shore line. Habeas, the pig, squealed a feeble protest

"Anchors out," Doc said. Chem stry bounded atop one of the seats, balanced there

Monk and Ham scranbl ed out and westled with the light, collapsible plane anchors. There were two
of the anchors. Monk was shaki ng when he got back in the plane cabin

"For South Anmerica," he muttered, "it’'s dang-blasted cold."

Ham said, "I don’'t remenber there being any | akes around Caracas, Venezuela."
"Not ice-water |akes," Mnk added
The honely chemist sat down in one of the plane seats. He was still trenbling and he seened weak.

"Blast it!" he muttered. "Afine time for me to get to feeling like this."

Long Tom by steady peering, was beginning to get sone idea of the |ake shore. Tall trees thrust
up like a wall at the water’s edge. There were rocks, beyond themcliffs, and everywhere trees so
green that they | ooked intensely black in the night. On a nearby ridge the trees were outlined
agai nst the moonlight in some detail

"If those are not spruce trees," Long Tomnuttered, "I’'Il eat this television contraption of

m ne!"

"Spruce trees!" Mnk said weakly. "They shoul d be pal ns."

The night stillness was broken by an inpressive sound that echoed fromthe surrounding cliffs
Ham gave a violent start. "That was a noose!" he barked. "They haven't got any npose in South
Anerical "

Monk got up, his intention apparently being to open the cabin door and clinb out on one of the
wings to get a better ook at their surroundings. After two steps he groaned, staggered, and went
back to his seat

"Fl orenso was right," he croaked. "I haven't got enough strength to slap a rabbit down."

"You had better stay in the plane," Doc said

"I don't want to," Monk nuttered, "but | don't see any choice."

Doc Savage said, "W are in the northwestern part of Canada. We followed Phil van Blair’s plane.
It landed on this lake, | believe."

The night air was cold, but Heck Noe began to perspire

THE pl ane was equi pped with col |l apsible boats built along the kayak line, but alittle nore
stabl e. They put one of these over the side and got in

Doc Savage took a portable radio direction-finder. Long Tomsat in the bow and operated this
Heck Noe, Ham and Doc Savage paddl ed

"I"Il be all right," Mnk said. "I got one of the nachine pistols."

The | ake water was ice-cold. They could feel it through the sides of the boat. The chill bit
through their clothing and Long Tom soon began to shiver, although paddling kept the others warm
Phil van Blair’'s plane was resting its nose on a snall pebbled beach. The instant his trained
eyes discerned the craft, Doc Savage sent the collapsible boat to the shore, breathed directions for
the others to wait, and noved silently along the beach

There was no one in the plane, or near it. The motor was still warm Doc clinbed into the cabin.



Hs tiny radio transmtter was sealed with wax, and the seal was unbroken, so the device apparently
had not been di scovered.

Doc went back to the fold boat.

"Paddl e out in the |lake where it will be safe,” he directed, "and wait there while | |ook—=

A loud roar cane fromdown the | ake. One of their machine pistols! It fired a long burst. Then a
voi ce began howing, bawing in rage and fright.

"Monk!" Ham expl oded tensely. "In trouble!"
Doc Savage gave the fold boat a shove, sent it scooting out onto the | ake.
"Paddl e to help him" he rapped. "1'Il take the shore."

He pitched along the | ake bank. It was tough goi ng. Dead branches gouged him I|ive branches

whi pped him big boulders walled his path and snall ones turned underfoot. But he travel ed nuch
faster than an ordinary man coul d have done, and nore swiftly than the fold boat out on the | ake.
The machi ne pistol hooted again. There were nore yells. Mre terror in the yells.

Then Doc saw the cloud. He cane to a clearing, was plunging across it, and saw the cloud. It was
yel | ow.

Two hundred feet high, a fourth that in thickness, and dark-yellow. That was the cloud. Al nost
yel lowblack. It was like a nonster that stood on its nose over the | ake, its snout touching the
wat er where they had | eft the plane.

Seen by moonlight, it seemed black. But three or four tines a |umnous flush seened to spread
over the thing, and the flush was yell ow.

The machi ne pistol gobbled. Its flame-tipping nuzzle seemed to be on the water, as if Mnk were
swi nmi ng and shooti ng.

Doc raced on.

The yellow cloud lifted slowy and drifted, apparently with the night breeze, over the nearest

ri dge and beyond sight.

There was now no pl ane upon the water.

Monk swamto the shore and clinbed weakly fromthe water.

"Doc!" he croaked.

Doc Savage |istened, nade sure no one el se was on the | ake shore, then went to the honely

cheni st.

The yel l ow cl oud got our plane!" Mnk croaked.

LONG TOM Ham and Heck Noe arrived in the fold boat. They had seen the yellow cloud fromout on
the | ake. Monk’s cough-punctuated descripti on—he was half strangled with | ake water—ef the cl oud
added little to what they had seen. The thing had just pounced onto the |ake and the pl ane.

"I saw it intime to junp," Mnk nmuttered. "It just settled over the plane, then lifted, and the
pl ane was gone."

The nmoon was bel ow the adjacent hills by now, so that the night was om nously black. The w nd
made faint hissings in the trees, and boughs scraped together as if, it suddenly seenmed, skeletons
wer e rubbing hands in anticipation.

"It got Habeas Corpus!" Mnk croaked. "He was in the plane."

"And Chem stry?" Ham gasped.

"Chemistry, too," Mnk said mserably.

"Van Blair’'s plane!" Doc Savage said suddenly. "W had better get it!"

They rushed for Phil van Blair’s ship. The bronze man hopel essly outdi stanced the others—so nuch
so that it seened an age before they cane to the little beach where the Van Blair plane had stood.
Doc Savage’'s giant formnaterialized in the darkness.

"Cone," he said.

Long Tom gul ped, "But how—=

Monk nade a gasping sound and sank to the pebbles.

"My face feels like hell!" he croaked.

Ham unable to believe the Van Blair plane was really gone, had gone exploring along the beach.
He cane back.

"This leaves us in a fine nmess!" he nuttered. "Do you suppose Van Blair just decoyed us down and
marooned us by having that . . . that cloud, whatever it is, get our plane?"

"Van Blair," Doc rem nded, "did not know we were following him"

Ham di gested that information.

"Then Van Bl air had reached wherever he was going," he decided. "This is the spot. The thing to
do is | ook around.”

Long Tom snarled, "Wiat're we | ooking for? A yellow cloud? That's crazy!"

Doc Savage said quietly, "Renny, Pat, and Brick Pal ner have been seized. An arny X-ship, a Navy
bonmber, a commercial plane, have all been seized. Just now, our speed ship was taken."

Monk asked weakly, "What nakes you think they're all to be found here?"

Doc appeared not to hear the question.

"What is that yellow cloud?" Long Tom snarl ed.



Doc ignored that one, too.

"You get in the fold boat," Doc directed. "Ham you take the bow, Long Tom you the stern. Keep
your nachine pistols ready. Be ready for anything. | wll search.”

"What if the yellow cloud comes agai n?" Ham demanded.

"l can assure you," Doc said, "that it won't."

"You seemto know a | ot about this, Doc?" Mnk said curiously.

"Enough," the bronze man admtted, "to be fairly certain it is going to wind up shortly."

He did not explain his remark. They went back to the fold boat, found it intact, and got in. Mnk
stunbl ed, sank on the bottom of the boat, held his bandaged face, and groaned.

"Doc, take a look at nmy face before you go," he croaked. "It hurts like a widow s conscience."
"Of course," Doc said.

Monk fol ded his handkerchief and put it over the lens of his flashlight, so that only a gl ow of
light escaped. He held this close to his face and Doc unw apped Fl orenso’ s bandages.

Monk’ s face was purple, puffed, and there were slits which were closed by surgeon’s stitches.

Ham peered at the hideous visage.

"l thought your |ooks couldn’t be worse," Ham nuttered. "But | was wong."

"It's part your fault!" Mnk snarled at him "Always riding ne about ny |ooks!"

Ham gl anced agai n at Monk’'s face and shudder ed.

"I"'msorry," he said, for the first time in his life being contrite about sonething he had said
to Monk.

Doc repl aced the bandages, explaining, "It probably is not as bad as it feels. But you m ght keep
an eye on him Ham in case he becones delirious frompain. It wouldn't take much to upset that fold
boat . "

"Right."

"Heck Noe," Doc Savage said, "will you cone over here?"

HECK NOE was nervous, uncertain, as he followed the bronze man in the bl ackness. Doc |istened
carefully to the educated Eskinm practical -joker’s footsteps—and he heard them hesitate, then start
sidling off in the darkness. Heck Noe had becone frightened, was going to flee. Doc headed him off
and cl anped a hand on his arm

"Too late for that," the bronze man said grimy.

"Eh? I . . . ah . . . | thought you went over that way," Heck Noe said, trying to nake his escape
attenpt | ook innocent.

Doc said, "You and Phil van Blair are co-scheners. You belong to Vikkers’ gang, but you are al so
schem ng to take the gang away from Vi kkers."

"What on earth!" Heck Noe ejacul ated. "You get the craziest—=

"Vi kkers doesn’t trust you, and he's holding Brick Palmer so as to keep you and Van Blair from
getting rash. Brick Palmer is one of the Vikkers gang, but she’s in love with Van Blair, and he with
her. So Vi kkers brought Brick Pal mer up here, and Phil van Blair followed, and we trailed him"

"y _n

"Yes or no?" Doc asked.

Heck Noe stuttered, not knowi ng what to do. His worst fears were justified; he was suddenly
realizing that even he hinself had underestimated the bronze man, despite the fact that he had
assured Van Blair that Doc was far nore equi pped with wits than they imagined.

"Yes," he said. "Now what happens to me?"

"You have a choice," Doc told him "You can help ne."

" How?"

"Stay with ny nmen. See that nothing happens."”

"See that nothi ng—

"You understand exactly what | nean," Doc said.

"Great blazes!" Heck Noe gasped. "You even know*

Doc said, "W haven't nuch tinme. Do you help ne?"

Heck Noe’'s answer was pronpt. "I’mwth you."

They went back to the water, and Heck Noe got in the fold boat, and the fragile craft shoved out
into the | ake.

The darkness of the shore swall owed the man of bronze.

Chapter XII1. CRAZY HOUSE

DOC SAVAGE did not leave the vicinity inmediately. He waited until the fold boat was well out in

the lake, his ears follow ng the faint sounds nade by the paddl es. Then he went back to the spot
where Phil van Blair’s plane had been.

The bronze man did not follow the | ake shore. He went higher up the cliff, where he would not be
expected, and incidentally, where he could search for a path.

There was a path, a clearly defined one. It nounted gradually, zigzagging. Doc did not followit
exactly. He clinbed, slowmy, and with infinite regard for silence, pursuing the general route of the
path. At times he was clinbing sheer stone where there were al nbst no foot hol ds.



The crest of the cliff was like a tabletop, furred with spruce. It was very still. Sonewhere in
the distance a wol f pack was setting up clanmor. The noose called again. There was noonlight up here.
Doc went toward the house.

Even at first glance in the noonlight, it |ooked like a crazy house. It was spraw ed, and its
shape—+f it had a shape at all-—was |ike a house that had had a convul sion. Some of it was white
stucco, sone of it painted clapboarding, and sone dark | ogs.

It just began with one room and there were other roons that wandered in different directions,
with sone roons stacked on top of those.

Doc Savage got down and craw ed and |i stened.

After awhile he saw a figure at one of the house wi ndows. The figure seened to be trying to get
in, and failing.

Doc crept close.

"Van Blair," he said.

The figure lunged, but the bronze man was in front of him They crashed together. Their fight, a
silent straining of strong nuscles, was brief, and Doc had the other stretched out hel pless.
"You canme here to get Brick Palner," the bronze nman breathed. "W have a nmutual purpose. |'m
after Renny and Pat."

Phil van Blair panted for a few nonents.

"How di d you get here?" he asked.

"Fol | owed your plane. There was a portable radio planted in the back."

The young man digested that in silence.

"How | ong, " he asked, "have you known | was working for Vikkers?"

Doc Savage answered frankly, "Since we found you tied up in the school house. | noticed that the
detonator cap of the dynamte bonb in the school house had been doctored so it would not expl ode the
charge. It was evident then that you were being planted on us."

Phil van Blair nuttered incredul ously. "Then why did you let ne stay with you?"

"That shoul d be obvious," the bronze man rem nded. "Wthout you, we might not be here at this
m nute."

Philip van Blair took in a deep breath.

"And the yell ow cl oud—you know what that is?" he asked.

"Yes."

"When did you first find out?"

"The ni ght that Renny and the X-ship di sappeared, and the photograph cane floating down. O

rat her, when Monk and Ham | ater showed nme the photograph.”

"l don't understand. That picture was perfect."

Doc did not explain, and after a nonment Phil van Blair asked anot her question.

"You know who Vikkers is right now?" he inquired.

"Yes.
"Then why—
"By letting things ride," the bronze man explained, "I was being |led closer and closer to Renny

and the secret of the whole nystery. It seened best to let themride."
Phil van Blair suddenly gave up questioning.
"I figured | mght find the prisoners in this house," he said.

"Then we will, go in," Doc said.

"l don’t know anything about the house," Van Blair said, "except what | have heard. It is a
strange place. It is Vikkers’ house, and sonmething like the man hinself, |1've heard. Wird."
"W go in," Doc decided.

"You' re crazy! They' |l trap us and put us with the other prisoners!"”

"That," Doc Savage said, "would be very good."

THEY went to a door, Phil van Blair looking as if he half suspected the bronze man was crazy. The
door was | ocked, but it had a | arge ol d-fashi oned gl ass panel.

"Breaking it will make too much noise," Phil van Blair breathed.

Doc Savage’'s tiny spring-generator-operated flashlight was equi pped with a vacuum cup—the sane
type put on the accessory snoking sets which stick to autonobile w ndshields—so that the flashlight
could be stuck to nmetal or varni shed wood surfaces. Doc pressed the vacuumcup to the glass door
panel and it gripped.

He took out a special pocketknife which he carried, one that had, anong other things, a

di anond-cutter point. He ran the point around the edge of the glass, then tapped the glass, and the
entire panel broke out. It was held by the vacuum cup, and he placed it on the ground beside the
door .

"Watch the gl ass edges," he breathed. "W' || clinb through. There mght be a burglar alarm"

He hel ped Phil van Blair clinb inside, then swng in lightly hinself.

A sharp gasp cane fromVan Blair. The young man gri pped Doc’s arm poi nted.

"Am | nuts?" he gul ped.

Doc Savage | ooked, and he, too, was startled. Enough so that he nade his strange trilling sound



briefly.

One wall of the roomwas entirely open to the outer air. It was not a case of a door being
open—the whol e wall was m ssing. They could have wal ked in with ease, instead of going to so nuch
troubl e burglarizing the door.

"But | went all around the house!" Van Blair croaked. "There wasn't any wall open before."
"Sh-h-h," Doc warned.

They noved across the room searching for another door. Van Blair kept ogling the missing wall,
muttering, "Makes you feel silly, doesn't it? |'d swear that—

Doc touched his arm The bronze man had found another door. It opened readily at his touch. Doc
listened, and there was only silence; so they went in.

Very briefly Doc splashed illumnation fromhis flashlight.

It was a large room furnished with a circular rug that was about fifteen feet in dianeter, on
whi ch stood a circular table, and several chairs with circular bottons. Directly across the room was
anot her door.

Doc extingui shed his flashlight.

They noved forward, shoul der to shoul der. Hal fway across the room Phil van Blair stopped,
breathed, "I feel a little dizzy. Do you?"

Doc did. But the feeling passed a noment |ater and they continued, and the bronze man's sensitive
fingers found a doorknob.

Doc opened the door and they stepped through. The bronze nman cl osed the door.

"Hel |l and damation!" Phil van Blair snarled. "Do you see what | see?"

"W’ re back where we came in," Doc admitted.

They were. There was the door they had burglarized, and the open wall they had found, to their
enbarrassment, after they got in.

Doc made his trilling again. It had a disgusted quality. Then he went over and exami ned the door
again. This time he found what he had m ssed before—+tiny wires cemented to the inside of the glass
panel .

"Breaki ng the wires when we renoved the gl ass nust have caused the wall to slide down," he said.
"An el ectrical device."

The bronze man went back into the other room This time he lifted the circular rug. A round
turntable, it began to revolve, and made a half turn before it stopped. There was no need to remark
that this explained their dizziness.

"We'll try it again," the bronze man said griny.

"What you had better do," a voice growled, "is throw down your weapons, if you have any."

THE voi ce had cone through sone small opening—+t had a hollow quality. Its direction was
difficult to |ocate.

Van Blair hissed, "That’'s Boots! The worst of Vikkers' nmen!"

Doc asked, "And if we do not throw down our weapons?"

He wanted to get a line on Boots' voice.

"You won’'t have a chance," Boots snarl ed.

Doc said, "All right. |I'"mdropping the first weapon."

He dropped it—tossed it—lose to the right wall. It was a netal egg with a tiny lever that he
flicked just before he heaved it. He seized Van Blair with one hand, grabbed the table with the
ot her hand, and upended the table shield fashion.

Even with the table as a shield, the explosion of the grenade he had tossed knocked t hem agai nst
the opposite wall with stupefying force. After the grenade’s expl oding flash, eye-hurting, débris
flew

Boots squal | ed. But he was maki ng noi se running away before Doc got organi zed.

The bronze man pitched across the room The grenade had opened a splintered hole. He janmed
through that, getting scraped, collecting splinters.

"Cone on!" he rapped.

"I"mcomng!" Van Blair gritted.

Doc used his flashlight. Boots was racing down a passage. He doubled left, was |lost to sight. Doc
flung after him

"Why didn’t you shoot hinP" Van Blair yelled.

Doc did not have a gun. He never carried one.

The bronze man reached the end of the passage, turned left after Boots. There was no door there,
exactly. It was a swinging wall panel, and once it closed, doubtless the wall would appear solid.
But the panel had not had tinme to close; it was ajar a crack. He hit it. For a nonment great bronze
nmuscl es and el ectrical panel -closing nechani smfought a battle. Miscles won; sonething broke—and
they were through.

The roominto which they cane was wide, walls and ceiling a bilious shade of green, and the floor
a darker green, and as snmooth and shiny as gl ass.

Boots was across the room flattened against the opposite wall.

Doc | unged for himknew instantly that it was a mstake. He tried to double back. He woul d have



made it, although the floor was already opening. But Van Blair had slower wits and feet. He was in
the way. The two nmen crashed together. And before they could do anything else, the floor had opened
downwar d.

There was nothing on the glasslike surface to grip. They went through, dropping into space

It was a short fall, no nore than six or eight feet. The bronze nman | anded cat fashion, but Van

Bl air struck on head and shoul ders and was stunned. The surface on which they had | anded seened to
be cone-shaped, sloping downward on all sides. Van Blair, stupefied, began to slide down this, and
Doc caught him slipped, fell, but nanaged to stop their sliding

Wth a sw shing sound and netallic clang the floor closed over their heads. Darkness cane
intensely bl ack

Doc Savage had dropped his flashlight, and it had gone hoppi ng down the cone and off into space
"Mat ches?" the bronze man asked

"l haven't got any," Van Blair nmunbled thickly. "Were . . . what . . . where are we?"

"You have a gun?"

"Yes. | couldn’t get it out of ny pocket."

Doc Savage took the weapon. It was a revolver. Wrking by the sense of touch alone, the bronze

man renoved one of the cartridges, wedged the lead in the end of the barrel, and twisted it out of
the brass cartridge case, saving the powder. He | eft sone powder in the case, spread nore on his
handker chi ef, and by shooting the inprovised blank at the handkerchief fired the powder thereon and
got the handkerchi ef burning

He noved carefully to the edge of the cone—t was of polished steel —and | ooked down by the |ight
from the bl azi ng handker chi ef

Bel ow was a stone-walled pit—a pit that |ooked at least fifty feet deep

The pit floor was studded with gleaming netallic spikes, needle-pointed, standing al nost as cl ose
t oget her as wheat stal ks

Van Blair craw ed to the edge and stared. He nmade a hol | ow sound of horror

It was then that the cone began to turn

THE turning was slow at first, a barely perceptible nmotion. But it grew faster

Gipping Phil van Blair’s arm hel ping the young man, Doc Savage got back to the center of the
cone. The center was steeper, but rounded at the apex so that there was nothing to grip. The bronze
man gave | ow orders, and they gripped hands, stood one on each side of the peak, and tried to wal k
with the rotation of the cone

"They have these things in amusenent parks," Doc said quietly. "Ever try to stay on one of then?
It |ooks easy. It isnt."

Van Blair said nothing for a nonent. He was trying to time his walking with the cone. The
handker chi ef had burned away, and in the darkness it was difficult to keep a sense of direction. And
the horror of those spikes below stuck in their brains |like fish hooks

"l1"ve heard of this house," Van Blair gul ped. "Heard Vikkers’ men talk about it. Vikkers is a nut
for practical jokes." He tried to swear, croaked instead. "But those spikes are no joke."

Doc said, "Heck Noe is a fiend for practical jokes, too. Maybe that is why Vikkers |iked hin®"
"Heck is clever, too," Van Blair said. "And he knows this North country. Wth Heck Noe as a

gui de, not even the Royal Munted could catch Vikkers."

The cone turned faster and faster.

Doc asked, "Wy did you join then? Your famly is wealthy."

"It isn't," Van Blair said. "That's the point. W're as poor as anything. W live in that Park
Avenue dupl ex only because dad paid the rent two years in advance. W' ve kept people from know ng
Dad thought it would hel p himnake a coneback in the Street."

"Vi kkers paid you highly?"

"He prom sed seventy-five thousand dollars a year. | get around in international circles. | know
peopl e. Bankers and di pl omats and i nportant people. My job was contact nan."

" Sal esman?"

"Well, yes. O course, we sold what we didn't have, then went out and got it. O rather, | guess

you' d say we took contracts to get certain things for certain people.”

"Not very nice."

Van Blair croaked. "As long as people didn't die, it wasn't so bad. But | saw that people were
going to die. Heck Noe saw it, too. W thought we woul d take the ganme away from Vi kkers and run it
in a humane way, without killings."

Doc said, "Such a business has never been operated without killings."

They said no nore—+t was too hard to keep bal ance. Staying on top of the cone occupied all their
attention. But they were nmmnagi ng, taking short skipping steps. The cone, by now, was spinning at
furious speed

Van Bl air groaned once. The nmenory of the needl e-pointed spi kes bel ow stuck like icicles in his
brai n.

Doc was hal f expecting what happened next. He flung his weight wildly when it occurred. But it
was no use



The cone stopped, began to turn the opposite direction. The change was instantaneous. And they

went sliding off the cone, on opposite sides, and hit the snboth stone walls of the shaft. They fell
hel pl essly toward the needl e- poi nted spi kes bel ow, and Van Bl air began screaning a | ong screamthat
| asted throughout the fall, then ended nore suddenly than it seenmed any sound could end.

Chapter XI'V. MADHOUSE RAI D

THE fol d boat sat on the lake. It had devel oped a slight |eak, nothing of consequence, except
that the water was cold; for there were no seats in the fold boat, and they sat on the bottomon the
rubberi zed fabric that was stretched taut over the arrangenment of alloy nmetal ribs. Long Tom was
usi ng his handkerchi ef to soak up the water and squeeze it out overside.

The darkness seenmed to have becone bl acker, for the nmoon was | ower behind the hills. The breeze
ki cked up waves that were | arge enough to rock the fold boat di sagreeably when the craft was in the
trough; so Ham and Heck Noe stroked wi th paddl es and kept the fragile craft bowon into the w nd.
Now t hey were tense and |istening. They had been that way for sone m nutes.

Down fromthe crest of the cliff had drifted a holl ow expl osi on—+the bl ast of Doc Savage's grenade
that had opened the hole in the wall and put Boots to flight, although they had no way of know ng
that. They did not know what it was. They were worried.

Monk kept | ooki ng upward.

"That bl asted yellow cloud," he squeaked, "could cone right down in this darkness, and have us
before we could do anything about it."

Ham dug viciously at the water with his paddle.

"W’ re going ashore!" he gritted.

Long Tom rapped, "But Doc said to stay—

"l know what he said. But he’s never told us not to use our own judgnent. That explosion up there
meant he was in trouble. Fighting."

" But —

Monk said, "I vote with Ham this time. W go help Doc."

Qutvoted, Long Tom subsided. He did not dislike the idea of going into action; the contrary, if
anything. It was just that Doc Savage’'s judgnment was usually correct.

They drove the fold boat hard for the shore. Waves knocked agai nst the bows, broke, and spray
fell in the craft, or wetted their faces and bodies. They struck a boul der in the darkness close to
shore, half swanped, and waded the rest of the way.

When they stood on the pebbl ed beach, Heck Noe started to speak. He had concl uded he had better
mention the text of his conversation with Doc Savage, particularly the fact that he had agreed to
hel p the bronze man.

Heck Noe got as far as, "Wen | tal ked to Doc Savage—

Then Monk stepped up and struck himon the jaw. It was a hard blow, it sounded as if soneone had
dropped a cenent block on a concrete sidewal k. Heck Noe fell, kayoed.

"Listen, honely and stupid," Ham snapped, "what was the idea of that?"

"He hasn’'t been ki dding anybody," Mnk said grimy. "He and Phil van Blair are nmenbers of

Vi kkers’ gang."

Ham made a strangled noise. "That's a lie!"

Monk said, "You're crazy if you think so. Doc Savage has known it all along. Doc didn't say
anything, but |'’mnot blind."

Ham was so astoni shed that he felt around in the darkness for a boul der and | eaned agai nst that.
"l nmust be the one that’'s blind," he nuttered.

"Sure," Monk said unkindly. "I've been telling you that you re an overdressed dope for years."
Long Tom grow ed, "Now that you two are in agreenent for once, let’s get going. What do we do
with our igloo man friend?"

"Heck Noe? Take himalong." Mnk snorted grimy. "W may need a shield for bullets.”

THEY found the path and the top of the cliff, and eventually, the house. The house was still

wr apped in the noonlight that slanted across the cliff-top, and it |ooked as unusual to themas it
had | ooked to Doc Savage.

Their straining ears caught no sound, no stir of life around the place; so they advanced and cane
to the door that was minus its frosted-glass panel, and the room which was open on one entire side.
"Kind of sleeping-porch effect," Long Tomnuttered, "mnus any screens."

"Do we go in?" Ham asked uneasily.

"Why not?" Monk grow ed. "W’ ve got nmchine pistols, haven't we?"

They entered, passed through the first room and discovered the débris on the floor, and the hole
whi ch Doc Savage's grenade had bl asted through the wall.

"Doc did this," Long Tom guessed in a gri mwhisper. "But what’'s happened to hinP"

They had been carrying the sensel ess Heck Noe. He was heavy. They put himdown on the
floor—dnwittingly placing himon the round carpet.

There was a grindi ng noi se—nade by débris as the floor turntable began to rotate—that gave thema
bad shock. They reached for Heck Noe; he wasn't there, and Ham cast a flashlight beam The |ight



showed Heck Noe’s form noving slowy away.

In the murk and confusion they thought Heck Noe was noving, not the floor. They dashed after him
sei zed him and confused by the noise and unstable feeling of the floor, they backed through a
door —what they thought was the same door by which they had entered. Actually, the floor turntable
had carried themto the roonis other door.

After they were through it, the door slammed.

They stood in the brightly noonlit night.

"W’ re outdoors again!" Ham expl oded.

Long Tom nuttered, "Wat the devil kind of a house is this, anyway?"

A gurgle of a laugh escaped Monk. It sounded hearty.

"Now is a dang poor tine," Hamsnarled, "to get hysterical."

Monk snapped, "I'mnot hysterical. It just struck ne as funny."

It was not funny to the others; just bizarre, and a bit bl ood-curdling, under the circunstances.
"If we'd paid a dine to get in," Hamgritted, "it mght be different."

They stood in silence. There was only the yodeling of the wolf pack in the distance, and the

chill of the night wind against their faces. They tried the door; it would not budge.
"Let's go around," Mnk suggested, "and cone in that other door again."
Ham snapped, "1’'d prefer al nost any other door."

Long Tom and Ham shoul dered the |inp Eskinmpb, and they crept furtively along the nmeandering walls
of the crazy house. They rounded a second corner, a third-stopped at the fourth.

Uh!" Ham croaked. "Wh—=

He didn't have words. But he didn't need words. They coul d see. The noonlight was bright enough.
The bear was big, so huge that it seenmed to stand on legs that were |like the trunks of gnarled
appl e trees. They could see the bear’s claws; they |ooked like curved bone, inches |ong. The bear
reared up, snarled and showed teeth. Then it |unbered for them

Ham whi pped up his nmachi ne pistol, yanked the trigger. There was only a click; no bullet cane.

Long Tom and Monk al so ai ned, got useless clicks fromtheir guns. They jacked the firing mechani sm
back.

"That Heck Noe!" Mdnk snarled, "has taken the powder out of our cartridges!"

THE next thing was to run. They did it. The bear was naking for themw th | unbering purpose. They
did not drop Heck Noe.

Monk was unburdened. He seened to have been revitalized with strength by sight of the bear. He
got ahead of the others, tried doors wildly as he cane to them The third door—there seened to be a
| egi on of themwas open.

"What a break!" Mnk croaked, and dived inside. The other two followed with Heck Noe. Monk

sl ammed the door.

The bear made a snuffling sound and scraped wood of f the other side of the door with its claws.
"That bear!" Hamsnarled. "As if we didn't have troubl e enough!"

Long Tom said, "Well, we’'re safe now. "

As if his words had irritated the strange joke of a house, there was a nechanical rattle—-and two
sides of the roomcol |l apsed. They were hinged and fell outward, hitting the earth with a bang,

| eaving two sides of the roomentirely open to the nmoonlight night.

Long Tom said sonething. He never did remenber what. Mnk giggl ed. And Ham ki cked Monk, very hard
and earnestly, and rasped, "You fool! That bear wants to eat us!"

The bear, judging by its noises, had such intentions. It had not yet discovered that it had only
to wal k around the one standing wall to reach them

They had dropped Heck Noe. They, picked himup again.

"Why not | eave himfor the bear?" Mnk asked.

"I"d rather |eave you!" Ham said.

They ran again, and were just rounding another corner when the bear saw them It came after them
boundi ng, snarling.

Coming at full speed to the room of the house which they had first entered, they dived inside,
charged on into the roomw th the round rug.

Monk used his flashlight.

Ham snapped, "Let’'s try that hole blown in the wall. Muybe the bl asted bear can’t get through!"
They crossed the roomfast enough to make it before the turntable could trick them agai n—and

pi tched through the grenade-made hole in the wall. They stabbed thenselves with splinters.

And when the bear put its head through the hole they went on, running, down the passage whi ch Doc
Savage had traversed. The secret wall panel stood open at the end, and they followed the bronze
man’s course into the roomwth the shiny floor, w thout know ng that Doc Savage had gone that way
bef ore.

A nmorment later the floor had opened and they were upon the cone. Long Tom put his flashlight beam
downward and they saw the netallic spikes; so that they had a full mnute of utter horror before the
spi nning of the cone sent them skidding off to fall into hideous space.



Chapter XV. PIT TRAP

THE spi kes were nmade of rubber. They were like the toy daggers sold in dinme stores—sade of rubber
and painted with alumnumto | ook real. The spikes, instead of stabbing them actually cushi oned
their fall until it would not have been particularly unpl easant, under other circunstances. And the
shaft was not nearly as deep as it |ooked—hardly nore than a dozen or fifteen feet, the illusion of
great depth coming fromclever construction and the use of paint.

Ham felt of the spikes. He couldn't help, even after he found he could bend a dozen of themwith
one hand, recoiling in horror.

"Rubber!" he croaked.

There nust be rubber cushi ons under the spikes, too, judging fromthe |lightness of their falling
shock.

Monk said, "What a place!"

He started to chuckle, but stopped suddenly, apparently having renenbered Ham s boot.

Long Tomfelt around in the darkness, recovered his flashlight fromanong the spikes and threw

the beam

"Here's a hole big enough to crawl through!" he said.

They crept into the aperture. Beyond was a tunnel of stone, so |low that they had to crawl. Ham
cane | ast, draggi ng Heck Noe.

It was Ham who squall ed that the roof was coming down. And it was, a mass of stone, slowy
settling. Acconpanying the descending tunnel ceiling, there was a grinding of stone, a realistic
runbling until—+they knew by now that they were in, alnost literally, a Coney Island crazy house—they
could not help but think the tunnel roof was really coll apsing.

Long Tom I|eading, crawied with nad speed—and the tunnel ended in a stone wall. A dead end.

"Go back!" Long Tom bar ked.

They could not. The ceiling had dropped too nmuch. And slowy it pressed upon them mashing them
out with awful force, until they were nore certain than ever that this was no gag—the tunnel ceiling
was really falling.

They lay there, pinned, sure life was being crushed fromthem How | ong, Ham never knew.

Then, suddenly, the floor dropped, and he fell onto a snmooth netal chute, went sliding for a

di stance, and went spinning out on a stone floor. A nonent |ater Monk hit him then Long Tom

Heck Noe’'s senseless formdid not follow them

I't was intensely dark.

Doc Savage's voice said, "Wwo is it?"

"Doc!" Monk expl oded. Ham and Long Tomidentified thensel ves, and Long Tomsaid, "I was draggi ng
Heck Noe. It felt like he was jerked out of ny hands just before the tunnel floor opened."

Doc Savage expl ained that. "They got Phil van Blair away fromme the sane way. There are probably
sections in the tunnel ceiling, and they lifted one of those and took Van Blair, and |ater, Heck
Noe. "

Ham said, "I think |I still have ny flashlight."

THE bronze man’s aids carried the spring-generator type of flashlights, and Ham gave the base of
his a twist to wind the notor spring, and the lens threw a fan of light which hurt their eyes and
was infinitely conforting.

They were in a stone cell. There was no trick about the place. The door was of steel, heavy, with
an openi ng perhaps a foot square that was heavily barred.

Ham went to the barred aperture and cast his light. He saw a long, penitentiary like corridor
lined with other barred doors.

"Hell o out there!" Ham call ed.

Voi ces answered hi ma babbl e of voices, sonme plaintive, sone hysterical, all scared. Anpbng them
was one bull-like tone that runbled out above all the rest.

"Renny!" Ham yel | ed.

"Holy cowl " said Renny's deep voice fromone of the cells. "How many of you have they coll ected?"
"All of us," Hamsaid gloomly. "Wio are these other people?"

Renny booned, "They're off that big plane, the Bernuda Wnd, nost of them They were the
passengers, as well as the pilot and crew. Then there's sonme other people. There's a chemst."
"A chem st?"

"He had a poison-gas formula,"” Renny explained. "There’'s a Japanese who just had a brief case.
He's been telling ne about it."

"Brief case?"

"Containing the details of a secret mlitary agreenent between his country and a coupl e of

Eur opean nations."

"Ch," Ham said.

Pat Savage's voice said, fromanother cell, "Don't forget ne. | didn't have any gas formnulas or
brief cases. Just a yen for excitenment."

Ham said, "I hope you’'ve got your craw full of it."



"Just about," Pat admitted gloomly. "Were's Brick Pal ner?"

"Isn’'t she in a cell?"

"No. "

"And Van Bl air?"

"Not here."

Ham wi t hdrew from the barred aperture to consider what he had | earned and see what it added up to
in his mnd

"l begin to see how this shapes,"” the dapper | awyer—he was not so dapper now+wuttered. "But a |ot
of it still doesn’'t nmake sense."

Monk was sitting on the cell floor. He groaned, nuttered sonething unpl easant about his face, and
added di sagreeabl e threats about what he hoped to do to plastic-surgeon Florenso, if he ever got his
hands on the Viennese

Monk said, "What do you say we take a vote?"

"On what ?"

"Whet her Doc tells us all he's figured out about this mess," Mnk said peevishly.

"It is probably tine for that," Doc Savage agreed quietly.

THEY listened to the bronze man’s words

"We are up agai nst an organi zation," Doc said, "that has been stealing mlitary secrets and
selling them It is not the only such organi zation in existence these troubled tines, by any neans
This one just happens to have a | eader who is a bug for practical jokes, who |likes to fool people.”
Wth brief, concise phrases he sunmari zed what had happened, beginning with the di sappearance of
the X-ship and Renny, and the matter of the yellow cl oud

Doc Savage said, "There was no yellow cloud when Renny and the X-ship vani shed. They knew Renny
was going to test-fly the X-ship, so they prepared. There was a stowaway in the plane. In the air he
knocked Renny out. The man could imtate Renny' s voice, which was not difficult over the radio. He
described an inaginary yellow cloud. He probably used a bunch of snall firecrackers to nake sounds
that the listeners thought were the plane being crushed. And he had previously prepared the

phot ographi ¢ plate showi ng the yellow cloud, which he tossed overboard. The plate was faked, of
course."

Monk asked, "Wen did you first know the plate was faked? And how?"

"When | examined the plate. The stars gave the hoax away."

"Stars?"

"The stars," Doc explained, "were not in the position that the constellations occupied that

ni ght. The picture had been taken al nbst a week previously, and the cloud faked in."

"Bl azes!" Mnk nuttered

Doc said, "The activity of Monk and Ham al arned the gang. So they had Brick Pal mer appear and

tell of another yellow cloud seizing her brother. She really has a brother and he is one of the
gang. "

"Hal f brother,"” Pat called. "He's that devil they call Boots."

Doc added, "Brick Palmer’s appearance had a doubl e purpose. They hoped to convince us there was a
yel l ow cloud and get us hopel essly confused, and al so have Brick Palner join us under the pretense
of hel ping us search for her brother. She could then spy on us."

"But they seized Brick in Philadel phia!" Ham pointed out

"That was to make it | ook very, very good. And get her out of the way until they were sure you

had checked on her story and believed it. Then they gave her back to us—at the school house."
Haminterjected. "And the yellow cl oud seizing the Bernuda Wnd! That was a fake?"

"The Bernmuda Wnd," Doc said, "was seized by force—plain armed force. The thing that we tuned in
over the televisor was a notion-picture filmthey had carefully prepared. They nmerely projected the
picture into one of Long Tomis televisor transmtters."

Mention of the television device touched a sore point with Long Tom He sprang up and swore.
"They’' d already stolen ny televisor plans?" he yelled

"Weeks and weeks ago," Doc surmised. "And they had made transmitters and receivers so they could
sell the devices to the highest bidder."

"The skunks!" Long Tom snarled. "l’ve worked years on and off and worked ny fingers to the
bone—the pol ecats!" He added sone choi ce opini ons of persons who stole another nman’'s brain fodder
"Vi kkers," Doc said, "has imagination of a practical-joke turn. He doubtless thought it was

funny, using the yellowcloud hoax to confuse us, and Long Tonis tel evision device to further the
deception. "

Monk made a grow i ng sound. "Heck Noe was planted on us, too?"

"Of course. If we hadn’t picked up the televisor picture—they nust have tined the show right

after we went to headquarters, and they reasoned we would tune in the tel evisor—they woul d have

fl own out and rescued Heck Noe thenselves."

Long Tom said, "Wat | want to know i s—

Ham i nt errupt ed

"What we’'d better discuss," the |awer grow ed, "is ways and neans of getting out of here."



"Not yet," Doc Savage sai d.

" Eh?"

"We're conming to the inportant part."

"l don’t see—~

"The identity of Vikkers," Doc Savage stated abruptly. "Isn't that inportant?"

"Say!" Ham expl oded. "Nobody has seen Vikkers yet, have they?"

There was silence inside the cell. Silence that woul d have been utter, except for faint sound
that came fromone of the other cells, the sound of someone sobbing.

Then there was a sharp scuffling. A blow followed. A quick snap of a blow, so sharp that the
others knew instinctively that Doc Savage had struck it. There was a brief groan. Doc struck again.
A formfell heavily.

"Do not show any light!" the bronze man said steadily.

IN the cell they were astounded. There was a nonment when they did nothing; then they surged
silently to where Doc had spoken. Ham stunbl ed over sonething.

"Hey!" he breathed. "There's sonebody on the floor here."

Doc Savage’s voice explained, "There is a door in the cell wall here. A secret door."

" Open?"

"Open now," Doc said. "I heard this fellow opening it and caught himbefore he could get it

cl osed again."

They eased through the aperture. It was a slit, not nmuch nore than a foot w de, but well over six
feet high. It gave into a narrow stone cavity through which they had to squeeze. The cavity went two
directions, away fromthe cell, and along its side. They followed along the side, came to a door,
soon stood in the corridor lined with cells.

"No lights," Doc warned in a whisper. "Go along the cells warning themto be quiet."

The bronze man hinself went to work picking | ocks. He used for this purpose a hairpin which he
got fromPat. The cell |ocks, large and strong, were not conplicated, because they were situated
where there was no possibility of the prisoners reaching themfromthe inside.

Doc rel eased Renny first. Then he opened the other cells. Al though he worked fast, and had good
luck with the locks, it seemed to take an interm nable tine.

But they nmade al nost no noi se.

There was a doorway at the end of the cell corridor. The bronze man expl ai ned that he believed an
arned guard was posted in a lighted room beyond this door, because of glinpses he had secured
through the barred cell opening before Mnk, Ham and Long Tom arri ved.

Doc went to the door.

He imtated, as closely as he could, Boots’ voice.

"Quard!" he rapped. "Cone in here! They' ve found out the truth about Vikkers, and it may be just
too bad!"

Ham and the others were astonished at the way that wi ped caution out of the guard s mind. He
flung open the door, bounded through—and Doc hit him

The guard wal ked crazily backward into the |ighted roombefore he fell.

Another man in the lighted roomsprang for a door howling, "They're out!"

Chapter XVlI. THE MONKHOUSE

CAUTI ON went to the winds. It was usel ess now. The man went through the door, clinbed stairs,
bellowi ng at the top of his voice. "They're all out of the cells! Help, help!'"

Doc charged across the lighted room took the stairs. The late prisoners crowded hi mclose.
Probably no arny ever went into battle with nore enthusiasmfor it. Because they all had reason to
suspect that eventually they would die if Vikkers had his way. He could hardly rel ease them

Shouti ng | eaped through the devi ous passages of the crazy house. The al arm had spread.

Doc topped the stairs. H's quarry was working at a door. Doc |anded upon the nman just as he got
the door open, and they piled through into a room and al nost under the feet of the two nen with
rifles who were approaching. The two could not stop, tried to junp Doc and his opponent, and the
bronze man freed arnms and got hold of their |egs, bringing themdown. One lost his rifle.

Renny came through the door, swung fists larger than brickbats, and nore form dable. Ham dived at
a man, had the msfortune to get kicked in the face. That destroyed what patience the dapper |awer
had | eft, and thereafter his behavior was that of a wild cat, including the spitting sounds.

Doc took a man’s neck, and his corded bronze fingers exerted pressure on the spinal nerve

centers, in a spot which caused instantaneous paralysis to spread through the victinms body, a
condition that would last for some tine.

Ham got hol d of the fell ow who had kicked him taking the nman by the hair and knocking his head
on the floor until he was sensel ess. Renny had already taken care of the survivor, seened

di sappoi nted there were not nore.

"Holy cow, where are they?" he roared.

They were across the room opening another door to look in. At least, one of themwas. He didn't
i ke what he saw and sl anmmed the door. Doc and Renny hit it. The panels left the door, although the



rest stayed in place

The | ooker-in was a snall man. He had been caught under Doc, Renny, and the door weck. He yow ed
li ke a stepped-on pup. Renny reached for him In some way the little man got up, dodged them and
fled like a rabbit. They pursued

The fight began to spread all over the crazy house

Long Tom who had taken a different direction with the others, later clained that fighting

Vi kkers’ nen wasn't so bad. It was the house. The nut house. "Everything you didn't expect
happened, " as he told it

Doc and Renny agreed.

There was the roominto which they chased the little nman—and two ot her fugitives who had joi ned
him They plunged into the room saw their opponents lining up against the opposite wall, and Renny
laid hold of a chair. Chairs were Renny’'s favorite throwing mssiles. But this one wouldn't conme up
It was bolted to the floor

Reason for the bolted-down chair becanme apparent when they dashed across the room There was a

| oud cl anki ng of nmachi nery, deafening crashes and blinding crashes and bursts of white snoke; they
lost their balances, flew through the air hel pl essly—

And then they were sitting on the ceiling of the room it seened

It was stupefying, until they realized that it was a trick roomand that it had turned over, the
occupants of the insane place taking up positions on the ceiling when it becanme the fl oor

The change had disconfited the others as nmuch as Doc and Renny, but they recovered nore quickly.
The fight was brief, marked by three shots which only damaged the walls, and two broken knuckles in
Renny’'s right hand, which convinced himhe might knock panels out of doors with his fists, but he
couldn’t knock holes in log walls, even by accident

Leaving three foes asleep, one with a broken arm Doc and Renny went on

Renny sighted quarry, bellowed bloodthirstily, and set out again. It was only one man this tine,

so Doc let Renny go it al one

Renny’'s victimfled out of a door into the night nmoonlight, and Renny foll owed. The chase went

away through the spruce woods, with Renny doi ng consi derabl e bel | owi ng.

DOC SAVAGE turned right, drawn by shooting. The shots were deliberate, as if soneone were
entrenched. Crossing two roons, the bronze man began using caution, and opened a door. He found that
several of Vikkers’ nmen had upended furniture to make a barricade, behind which they were crouched
covering the opposite door with rifles.

"Get our noney together!" one man was snarling. "Hell, don't bother about anything else! W gotta
get out of here!"

Doc took a table and rushed with it. He rammed the nen from behind and nmashed theminto their

barri cade

Ham and the rest cane yelling through the opposite door and joined the nél ée. They outnunbered
their foes now Two of the enenmy lost their rifles, and the others |lost their courage, at about the
sane tinme. There was flight

The flight |led through a roomand the fugitives sonmehow doubl ed away in the darkness and got

conpl etely away for the nmoment. They sinply di sappeared

Doc and his group hunted industriously.

Ham was rushing across a roomw th many hunting trophies on the wall when a lion head suddenly
junmped at himand enmitted an ear-splitting roar, scaring Ham so thoroughly that he fell down. He
shot the nechanical joke lion between the eyes in his rage

"They' re outside!" Pat shrieked. She had peered through a w ndow.

The fugitives were in flight down the path, it devel oped. And the chase was on

The big and fearsone-|ooking bear was galloping along with the fleeing men, their flashlights

di scl osed. The bear was acting as if it wanted to play

"That’'s a tane bear!" Ham snarled, renenbering how it had terrified themearlier

The chase led to a hangar, a large one for seaplanes. It was on the | ake edge, nade of wood and
canvas, canouflaged to somewhat resenble stone, with a few prop spruce trees grow ng out of the top
There were half a dozen planes inside, including the X-ship, the Bermuda Wnd, Doc Savage's speed
ship, and others which were Vikkers’ private craft

THE fight in the hangar was noi sy, probably sounded nore dangerous than it was. Doc and the

others found they could poke holes through the portions of the hangar walls that were canvas. They
did so with their rifle muzzles. They had collected plenty of rifles.

First, they shot holes in the plane tanks, starting gasoline |eaking. The fugitives took refuge
behind oil drunms. It did not occur to themto get in Doc’s ship, which was fortunate. The fusel age
of that one was coated with alloy arnmor that woul d considerably discourage ordinary rifle bullets

After enough gasoline had |eaked to fill the place with fune stench, Doc spoke
"We're going to throw lighted firebrands in there if you don’t come out peaceably," the bronze
man called. "In which case, you' |l burn before we can do anything to help you."

Those inside thought it over until Long Tomlighted a match and set fire to a paper. Then there



were yells, and the Vikkers nmen cane out with their arns up.

Doc had them narched back up the cliff path, keeping plenty of light blazing fromflashlights.
"Keep the prisoners outside," Doc directed. "Sonme of us will go in and nop up, in case sone of
the other victins have regai ned consci ousness. "

Ham said, "I sure hate to go back in that blasted house."

"Vi kkers!" a labored voice said. "I'mtied up in here!"

Ham went into the room It was dark. There was a bl ow. Then other bl ows—and Ham cane flyi ng out
of the room backward and piled up on the floor. He clapped a palmto his left eye.

The i ndividual who had slugged Ham canme waddling belligerently out of the room

Ham j erked the hand fromhis left eye to stare. The eye was al ready turning bl ack.

"Monk!" Ham yel | ed unbelievingly.

"Aory be!" Mk said. "Was it you | hit? | hope so."

"But your face!" Ham expl oded. "What happened to your beauty operation?"

"What beauty operation?" Mnk asked.

Monk’s face was puzzled. And it was certainly a face that had not been operated upon recently. It
was as pleasantly honely as ever.

"You went to Florenso—

"Ch, that," Mk said. "I didn't have any operation. | went to talk to that Florenso about it.
And he hit me when | wasn't looking. Hit me with a blackjack. Wien | woke up, | was in a plane bound
for here, also bound with rope."

Monk pointed at the room out of which he had just cone. "They’'ve had ne in there since. A minute
ago | tried to change ny voice and decoy one of Vikkers' nen inside. But you came in." The honely
chem st grinned at Hanmis eye. "That was all right, too."

Ham made a wild gesture.

"But who's the other Mnk?" he yelled. "The one with the bandaged face that’'s been goin’ around
w th us?"

"That," Doc Savage said, "is Vikkers."

HAM sat down and felt of his bad eye and tried to get it all straight. The others scattered to
seize and bind the victinms of the fight.

They found Heck Noe and Phil van Blair |locked in a room and pretty Brick Pal mer in another room
and brought themto Doc Savage, asking what should be done about them

"It won’t hurt them" Doc said, "to get the same treatnment as Vikkers and the others."

Phil van Blair, Heck Noe, and Brick Palner didn't think that quite fair, they explained

voci ferously. Wiich | ed Doc Savage into an explanation that they would nerely go, with the other
Vi kkers’ crew, to the bronze man’s crimnal-curing "college,"” an unusual institution which he

mai nt ai ned secretly in upstate New York.

Here they woul d undergo delicate brain operations which were not dangerous when perforned by the
speci ali sts Doc had trained, and which would wi pe out all menory of the past. Follow ng that they
woul d be trained to hate crime and criminals, and taught trades or professions at which they could
make good |ivings.

Van Blair, Heck, and the girl still did not like it very much, even after Doc explai ned. But they
gave up protesting.

Renny was still m ssing.

They dragged Vi kkers up out of the cell which Doc and the others had |lately occupi ed.

"He could tell fromour talk," Doc explained, "that he was going to be unmasked. He tried to

sneak out of the cell. | was watching for that."
"But you exam ned the fake Monk!" Hamyelled. "Tonight, down there on the beach! By flashlight!"
"By very poor flashlight illumnation," Doc agreed. "He was careful about that. He took the

chance to allay any suspicions we nmght have had. He does resenbl e Moink, and he had paraffin and
drugs shot into his face and a few cuts nade, until he | ooked the part. Florenso nust have done that
for him Naturally, | didn't reveal his identity then, because | had known for sone tine."

"But why didn't you unmask hi m before?"

"Because," Doc said, "while Vikkers was with us disguised as Monk, no mass attenpt at nurder was
likely to be nmade."

LONG TOM found Habeas Corpus, the pig, and Chemistry, Hanmis pet chinp, in the kitchen. The

ani mal s had broken into the food | arder and were unconfortably stuffed.

Monk asked, "Doc, when did you get the idea this other Mnk wasn't nme?"

"The first night, after the fight when Pat was seized," the bronze man replied. "The fake Mnk
rushed into that fight with a shiny netal chair. |I found none of the fingerprints on the chair were
yours, which was suspicious."

Monk pi cked up the overstuffed Habeas Corpus by one winglike ear. "Did this thing act |ike that

ot her guy was nme?"

The fake Monk had doped Habeas," Doc said. "He said Habeas had upset the anaesthetic equi pnent



and gotten a gas jag. Habeas was really too drugged to know the difference."

Monk scowl ed at his pig.

"l was gonna give you to Hamfor bacon, |ike he's been wanting for years," he said. "But | guess
I won’t now. "

Long Tom said thoughtfully, "Vikkers was Mk, so he just told us a story about seeing the yellow
cloud on the |l ake tonight. Say, cone to think of it, we saw the yellow cloud."

"What we saw," Doc said, "was snobke from an ordinary snudge bonb, with a yellow spotlight thrown
on it—probably the beamfroma flashlight that had yell ow gl ass over the lens."

"Ch," Long Tom grunted. "And the fake Mdnk nmust have been afraid Heck Noe was gonna tell us who
he was. That’'s why he slugged Heck Noe."

"No doubt."

"The whol e thing happened,"” Long Tom said, "because Vikkers was hired by sonme foreign power to
steal the new X-ship and the new navy bonber, which was really the Bernuda Wnd. "

And he stole them"

"But he didn’t nake it stick."

Renny cane back then, an anbling tower in the darkness, carrying fists. Over his shoul der he had
alinp figure slung. He dunmped this formon the ground.

Renny peered at Ham who was massagi ng his eye.

"Sonet hing wong with your eye?" he asked.

"I"'mtrying to see through ny fist!" Ham snarl ed.

Renny snorted, and touched with his toe the linp formof the man whom he had chased into the
woods, then brought back.

"Fl orenso, the plastic surgeon,” he said. "Holy cow, could he run!"

Monk began rolling up his sleeves.

"Wake Florenso up!" the honely chemist ordered. "lI’mgonna give ‘imny private kind of beauty
operation!"

THE END



