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Chapter |. THE MEN THE GOBLI N GOT

MAYBE there is nothing to superstition. Maybe it just happened to be the thirteenth day of the
Wrld' s Fair in New York City. The Fair nanagenent spent hundreds of thousands of dollars for
publicity to let the universe know that this Wrld' s Fair was big, bigger, biggest. It covered nore
acres of ground, offered nore nmeans of anusenent, had nore scientific exhibits. It was worthy of
that worn-out word—eol ossal

To give sone idea

Doc Savage-scientific man of nystery, nuscular marvel, also reported to be an amazing person in

ot her ways-—was to give a series of denonstrations of ultranmodern surgical skill. Odinarily, such an
event woul d have been printed on the front pages of the newspapers in the United States, and cabl ed
abroad. But this time, it was just a part of the Wrld's Fair daily program

Incidentally, Doc Savage’'s first surgical denpnstration by nere chance happened to be schedul ed

for the thirteenth day after the opening of the Fair, which was the day the goblin wal ked

Addi tionally, the Doc Savage denonstration was given before a convention of surgeons and doctors
excl usively, which disappointed a | ot of people who had heard that the |lifework of Doc Savage was
really righting wongs and punishing evildoers in various parts of the earth, a career that had |ed
the Man of Bronze, as he was sonetimes called, into some fantastic adventures

The public had heard that Doc Savage did fantastic things, and it would have liked to see a
denonstration of some fantastic feats. But Doc Savage had a great dislike for publicity, and he
never cut capers for the public’'s entertai nnent

However, the goblin getting | oose was not the first nysterious thing that happened

Two nmen had di sappeared. That was the initial mystery.

On another day prior to this thirteenth day after the opening of the Wrld's Fair, tw hundred

t housand visitors paid adm ssion. Exactly two hundred thousand. And exactly two | ess than that cane
out

They had automatic mechani cal checking turnstiles at all the gates, and a head gat ekeeper whose

job was collecting the figures. The head gatekeeper saw fromthe readings that two | ess people cane
out than went in. He deci ded one of the mechanical contraptions had made a m stake. He was w ong.
Two people went into the Fair grounds and never canme out—and it wasn't any mi stake of any
mechani cal contraption

The goblin got them

THE white-haired man in the | ong rubber apron, when he appeared, acted as if the goblins were
after him too.

The white-haired man was Professor Martin Uppercue, reported to be one of the world s greatest
scientists. H's specialty was el ectrotherapeuti cs—he had di scovered sonme remarkabl e things about how
di seases of the human body woul d react to el ectrical treatnment

He was a small man, thin, with thick white hair on top of a |large head. He nmade you think of the
type of nusician slangily called a "l ong-haired boy."

There was not hing | ong-haired or ol d-fashioned about his scientific discoveries. He was fifty
years ahead of his tine, maybe a hundred. Men of science knew Uppercue as a qui et-nmannered
soft-voi ced person with keenly bright-blue eyes and a sedate deportnent. Especially sedate. He was
al ways dignified



There was not hing sedate about the way Professor Martin Uppercue cane out of his laboratory. Nor
dignified, either.

Prof essor Uppercue’s | aboratory was situated near the center of the Fair Gounds close to the
huge ball of a structure called the Perisphere. It was only a few yards fromthe | aboratory to the
| andscaped gardens al ong the Court of Conmunications. Professor Uppercue dashed wildly into this
garden, which was crowded wi th peopl e.

The natural first thought was that Professor Uppercue was chasi ng sonet hi ng.

As soon as they saw his face, they knew he was not chasing anything. H's face showed terror. H's
eyes popped until they | ooked |ike small saucers stuck, bottons out, on his face.

He ran headl ong, knocki ng astounded peopl e out of his way. There was blood on his face, quite a
bit of it. H s nmouth was al so open, open like the nouth of a dog that has been backed into a corner
and i s being whipped.

Pr of essor Uppercue wheeled his head in different directions as he ran. He seened to be | ooking
everywhere, hoping, it was suddenly apparent, for a place to which to flee. He was carrying two
articles.

One object that he carried seened to be his | aboratory apron. It was a |ong rubber apron and he
had it in his left hand.

The second itemwas carried in his right hand, and it was nore unusual. It was a cylinder,
apparently made of aluminum It was about three inches in dianeter and as long as an average nan’'s
arm and capped at each end.

He kept running, and glaring about in search of sone place to run to.

There did not seemto be anything chasing him

The crowd made the natural mistake. They deci ded that Professor Martin Uppercue had gone insane.
So an effort was commenced to seize the madman.

The attenpt to seize Professor Uppercue failed, but it did acconplish two things.

A man snatched Professor Uppercue’s rubber apron, and kept it, and later turned it over to the
proper authorities, and it proved very inportant.

Secondly, they | earned sonething about that alum numlike cylinder that Professor Uppercue
carried. He whacked different people over the head with it—the thing was light, and did not greatly
damage the recipients of the blows. But several persons were able to testify that a whispering sound
cane frominside the cylinder.

The sound frominside the cylinder was generally described as a whisper. One man testified it was
nmore |like the scuffling of a shoe across a bare floor.

Pr of essor Uppercue got away and ran. He clutched the nysterious alumnumlike tube with both

arns.

THE fl anboyant heart of the Fair G ounds had been called the Theme Center. Here was | ocked the
great spherical Perisphere that was |ike a mammoth white tennis ball two hundred feet in dianeter,
fromaround its base shooting upward great sprays of water that nade it appear the huge ball of
steel was floating on a fountain, and circling these fountains was a white, circular pronenade
bordered by heavy shrubs and foliage.

Pr of essor Uppercue dived into this expensively | andscaped brush patch.

There were two inpressive structures in this Thene Center. One, of course, was the gl obul ar

Peri spher e—+he two-hundred-foot white tennis ball of a thing. The other inpressive itemwas the
Trylon, a spike of steel seven hundred feet high comng to a needle point at the top. The m nds that
conceived the theme of the Fair had been unable to imagi ne anything nore nodernistic than this

bal | - shaped Peri sphere and the needl e-shaped Trylon, and the two were connected by a rising ranp—a
wi de sidewal k that spiraled up under the base of the nassive ball of steel.

When Professor Uppercue next was seen, he was streaking along this ranp.

He now seenmed hardly able to run. He was an elderly nman, unused to much physical activity, and
the wild running already had hi mnear exhaustion. Once he banked into the side banister of the
rising ranp, but he kept going. He was headed for the point where the el evated structure entered one
side of the towering Trylon.

The Fair police—the Fair cops wore neat uniforns simlar to the New York State troopers—and
menbers of the crowd now set out in pursuit of Professor Uppercue. The crazed scientist—and the

i mpression that everyone now held was that the scientist was i nsane—had a head start.

A nunber of people distinctly saw Prof essor Uppercue di sappear into the Tryl on.

A few nonments later the police and nore fleet-footed nmenbers of the crowd arrived at the Tryl on.
Everyone was wheezing fromthe terrific race up the incline. Puffing pursuers crowded into the
Tryl on.

There was gl oom about them strange nodernistic sem twilight. Stretching upward until it

di sappeared in the needl e point several hundred feet above their heads, was the silent network of
steel girders which supported the great Trylon. The spot where the pursuers stood was a platform
built approxi mately a hundred feet above the spire’s three-sided base.

"Where' d he go?" a man yell ed.

They had all beconme aware of a strange sound—roise as if several carpenters had gone to work



si mul t aneously saw ng boards.

"Where' d he go!"

The words literally crashed back at them Everyone junped, shocked by the increased volune, the
i mpact of the sound.

"Great grief!"™ a man nuttered. "Some echoes."

The sound illusion of carpenters sawi ng wood, they realized now, was the noise of their own
breathing that had travel ed upward into the space, and sounded back greatly nagnified by the unusual
acoustics of the Trylon.

A cop explained, "It’s the way the place is built, | guess. But where’d that nut go to?"
"Search me!" grunbl ed anot her cop.

They did not search him but they did search the Trylon—those parts of it where it seened
concei vabl e that a man m ght be hi dden—and then went over the surroundi ng grounds.

There was no trace of Professor Martin Uppercue or his alumnumlike cylinder.

THEN t he goblin wal ked.

It happened not over fifteen mnutes later. Imediately surrounding the Theme Center of the

Fai r—+he huge ball of the Perisphere and spi ke of the Tryl on—waere the nost inportant buil dings,

whi ch housed exhibits having to do with branches of nbdern science. These structures were |arge and,
of course, nodernistic. They were brilliantly colored, for color was the theme of this vast Wrld' s
Fair, if one was to believe the words of the nen who had concei ved the thing.

Prom nent anong the centrally | ocated Fair buildings was the Hall of M nes.

It was inside the Hall of Mnes that the goblin wal ked.

Men and wormen spectators began to come out of the Hall of Mnes, yelping at every junp. They were
frightened. Not as scared as Professor Martin Uppercue had been, but al nost.

A Fair cop grabbed one of the runners. "Wat’'s gone wong now?"

The man jerked a thunb at the Hall of M nes. "Dud-dud-dud-damedest thing in there!"

The cop ran in to see. The Hall of Mnes was an enornous structure, well-lighted; it contained
exhibits intended to depict the progress of mning and netal lurgy fromthe begi nning of things down
to the present. There were hundreds of exhibits and as many scared people. A great deal of
confusion, in fact.

The cop junped on top of an ore-processing nmll where he could be seen.

"What' s going on here?" he yelled.

"Over here," voices told him "In the mne!"

The mine they referred to was a reproduction of one of the fanbus gold shafts of the old West. It
had been a popul ar spot, for the artists who had created it had done a very lifelike job. The shaft
sl oped into an enbanknent and di sappeared into the depths of the earth. There were shovel s and picks
st acked about .

If the mine shaft had unexpectedly turned into a tiger den, the vicinity could not have been nore
deserted.

The cop planted hinmself in front of the shaft. He did not know what to think.

"It come out," soneone yelled for his information. "Then it went back in again."

"What di d?"

"It | ooked |like a hobgoblin."

"A what ?"

"You get a look at the thing," the informant told the cop, "and you'll understand."

At this point, the cop heard the sound—and the short hairs on the back of his neck began to want

to get up on end. The noise came fromthe mne shaft. It was a whinpering, a hoarse throat-tearing

whi nper .
The cop rubbed a hand over his head to make his hair |ie down again.
"Hell, that’'s a dog!" he said. "There's just a stray dog in there."

The cop got a flashlight and a gun and three other cops and went into the shaft. It was very

dark. At various points in the old mne, there stood wax figures of mners and these wax nen were
equi pped with mners’ caps which bore lights—electric lights that imtated the old-time mner’s
kerosene |lanp. It was observed that none of these |anps were |lighted; and the current seened to be
of f.

"It was a dog, of course," the cop said, although they had not seen any.

"The people who saw it don't describe any dog," another cop told him

"Listen, 1'll showyou. I'lIl call the dog. Here, doggi e-here, doggi e—

That cop never called another dog again. As long as he lived, his vocal chords would freeze when
he started to call a dog—because he could not help renmenbering what he got when he called this dog.
It was probably eight feet high. It was not that wide. It had arns, |legs, body. It had eyes that
were great and awful, and it had strength that was the nost awful of all.

They saw it only an instant, not very clearly at that, for it hurled rocks at them boul ders as
large as barrels.

The policenen fled around the corner.

When the policenen had gathered their courage—and ten nore cops and four submachi ne guns, riot



equi prent and tear gas—they advanced. They found not hi ng.
No goblin, no way the goblin could have gotten out. No nothing.

Chapter |I. H DDEN TRAIL

RUNNI NG north and east fromthe Theme Center of the Fair—the spot where the Perisphere and Tryl on
were | ocated—aere broad avenues and nalls branching out |ike the spokes of a wheel.

The Hall of Medicine was on one of these spokes. It was a long, yellowcolored structure just

north of the circular wal k bordering the manmoth Perisphere. |nside was the operating anphitheater,
built like a small theater, with circular tiers of seats form ng an observers’ bal cony. Seated tense
and silent, white masks over their own faces, visiting nedical nmen watched in awe. They were seeing
one of the nost amazing things of their |ives.

G her than the weird panting sounds that canme froma nechanical device that |ooked simlar to a
punchi ng bag, |ocated near the head of the operating table, there was no other sound. That bag

pul sated as oxygen mxed with anesthesia was fed to a snall, still formon the white operating

tabl e—the figure of a boy fromthe slunms of New York.

A tunor was being renoved fromthe boy's brain. It was a type of operation never done before.

Mot i on- pi cture caneras whirred, recording the procedure.

Above that still formonly the surgeon’s eyes were visible. Amazing eyes. The eyes were magnetic,
and like restless pools of rich flake gold. Set well apart, they were conpelling and cl ear, holding
the attention of each assistant. No words were spoken. Instead, those eyes directed, gave al nbst a
sharp command when a nurse was a fraction of a second too slow. There was need for swift, sure
speed. Remai nder of his face was hidden behind a mask of white.

In the observers’ bal cony, a doctor whispered to a coll eague.

"This particular penetration of the ethmid cribriformhas never been acconplished to date. Bet

you he don’'t make it!"

The second doctor said softly, "But that surgeon is Doc Savage!"

"Sure, but the boy's been on the table a half hour now "

It did not seemto those seated above in the tiers that the figure of Doc Savage was unusually
large. Standing alone, the bronze man’'s size was deceptive, which was perhaps caused by the symetry
of his physical devel opment—so well proportioned that he seened no taller than an average six-foot
man. But whenever a nurse, who was tall herself, came close, his unusual size was evident. Doc
Savage was a physical giant.

Cl ose over Doc Savage's head, a cluster of round operating-roomlights sent down powerful I|ight.

A doctor seated in the topnost tier whispered, "Listen!"

Everyone coul d hear the conmotion. An excited nman had stopped to yell at the doornman, probably

not realizing what a serious thing was going on inside.

"A scientist named Uppercue went crazy, and they’'re huntin’ ‘im" the man yelled. "And they saw
sone kind of a goblin in the Hall of Mnes!"

The skeptical doctors in the tiers breathed, "CGood Lord. He'll never pull that |ad through now.
That’ Il distract him"

At the operating table, the nurses jerked worried gl ances toward Doc Savage. But apparently the
bronze man had not heard a sound. His capable fingers noved swiftly. H's hypnotic gaze flicked to
the tiny instrunents in the nurses’ hands, indicating themas he needed them For the first tine, he
made a direct statenent.

"Al nost through,” he said.

But then the cluster of brilliant operating table lights overhead went out.

ONE nurse could not suppress her cry of horror as the big operating anphitheater with only small
wi ndows hi gh above, was thrown into gl oom down where Doc Savage was working. The bronze man was
ready to suture-sew up—the incision close to the boy's brain. One slip now—

A nurse leaped to a wall phone, frantically called the engineer’s roomin the basenent of the
Hal | of Medicine, announced, "Sonething nysterious caused the transforners to burn out."

Doc Savage ordered quietly, "Watch the oxygen closely." He stepped swiftly fromthe room He
always tried to foresee energencies; there was a flashlight in his equi pment case outside in the
sterilizing room He canme back in a noment and passed the light to the assistant.

"Hold it steady."

Doc Savage’'s fl ake-gold eyes never left the snall incision that neant life or death to the snall
boy on the table; his swift hands nmade delicate nmovenents, until finally he straightened, said
quietly, "See that he has absolute quiet. | shall see himlater."

Not until the table with the still formwas wheel ed fromthe darkened room did the fanous

speci al i sts and surgeons appl aud the bronze man’s work. The applause was a roar. Only the greatest
of themreally knew what an ammzing feat they had w tnessed.

Doc Savage, unnoved by the appl ause, was taking off the operating gown, white skull cap and

facial mask.

Most of the visiting nedical nen had never seen Doc Savage before he appeared in the room They
stared, for this Doc Savage was a man of ammzi ng physical appearance.



H s bronze hair was a shade darker than the bronze man's skin, and it lay flat and snooth, while
his nouth was nuscul ar and strong w t hout being severe. Strong facial |ines showed power of
character

Doc Savage said, "What was that interrupti on—about Uppercue?"

The bronze man’s voice—ealm yet with a repressed power and tonal inflection that were
remar kabl e—hel d the attention of everyone, though Doc was only addressing the assistant doctor at
hi s side

The assistant had unmasked al so. It could be seen that the assistant was a young, good-| ooking
man with sl ender height and delicate features. Hi s hair was straw bl ond.

The assistant was Dr. Alexis Mandroff—n charge of the clinic here—and he had willingly offered
his services to Doc Savage in performing this operation to denonstrate a nethod that would save
thousands of lives in the future

Dr. Mandroff replied, "It nust be something terrible, sir."

An attendant put in, "l just phoned to find out. They say Professor Uppercue is in trouble or
something. They're trying to catch him—=

"Catch hin?" Doc asked

"They say he was acting insane."

There were gasps of dismay, for many of these nmen knew the fanpus scientist, Uppercue

To Dr. Mandroff, Doc said, "See that the printed booklet of the operation procedure is
distributed. Al so see that each person gets a copy of the notion-picture film"

Dr. Mandroff nodded. "Da," he said. He neant, "Yes."

The bronze giant noved toward the exit. A nurse handed himhis coat. As he stood in the doorway,
his shoul ders alnost filled the space

Dr. Mandroff hurried after the bronze man

"You were wonderful, sir," he exclained. "I’'ve done some work along that line nyself, but never
anything |ike you acconplished just now "

I f Doc Savage was flattered, he showed no outward indication. Instead, he said, "Any witten
questions they submit will be answered."

"Perhaps | should go with you," Dr. Mandroff offered. "Professor Uppercue is a friend of mne—=
Doc shook his head. "You stay with the patient, doctor."

The bronze man showed respect for the young, handsorme Dr. Mandroff, who had recently arrived from
Russia, and was said to be an anmazingly clever surgeon who was at the Wrld' s Fair to study newest
devel opnents in nedical science

DOC SAVAGE went to investigate the nystery of what had happened to Uppercue

After a few brief questions, Doc knew all that had happened. He | earned about the peculiar neta
cylinder. The Fair police gave him Uppercue's |lab apron, said, "Alot of help this thing is."
They did not realize that the apron was the one clue to Professor Uppercue's trail

"What about this alum num cylinder?" Doc asked

"I't made whi spering sounds."

"What ?"

"Well, that’'s just what somebody said."

The Fair cops now cane fromthe mne tunnel to tell of the goblin

"You' re crazy!" they were told

"Maybe it sounds like that. But half a dozen of us saw that thing."

"What you saw were shadows fromyour flashlights."

"l suppose shadows can throw rocks that weigh two hundred pounds?"

Doc Savage decided to look in the one place that seened to have been passed up—Prof essor
Uppercue’ s | aboratory, the spot from whence Uppercue had started on his wild flight. Looking at the
rubber apron in his hands, the bronze man had noted somet hi ng

Bl ood snears, and long hairs stuck to the inner side of the | ab apron

It seened sensible to learn the cause of Uppercue's flight

The door at the top of the steps down which Uppercue had plunged fromhis |aboratory was still
open. Inside, nore steel steps |led downward in a steep flight, ending in a long, narrow corridor
with only a single dimlight at the far end—a passageway that was all of a hundred feet in length
Movi ng through the underground passage, Doc Savage—his sense of direction was well-devel oped—knew
that he nmust be somewhere beneath the huge Perisphere. The corridor ended at a heavy-panel ed door
and this was al so open. The bronze man had to duck as he entered the room beyond

He was now in a nodern | aboratory, well-lighted, and containing many of the newest scientific
inventions. Doc Savage recogni zed gadgets that were still supposed to be in experinental state. A
scientist hinself, he appreciated these nmachi nes that Uppercue had desi gned

On a wor kbench nearby was a small nodel of a generator, and sonething familiar about the machine
held the bronze man's attention for a nmonment. Then, his observing eyes noved to other objects in the
room

It was blood on the floor that suddenly absorbed his attention. He bent down. H s eyes al ways
sought things easily overl ooked, such as |ong reddish hairs that were stuck in these bl oodstains



They were the sane kind of hairs that had been caught on the rubber | ab apron

The red snmears |led to another, smaller doorway across the room an opening that was |ike the

heavy steel entrance to a vault. There was a |l ever that worked massive |ock tunblers. The door was
open. Light cane from somewhere beyond

Doc Savage noved forward, and was surprised when he saw what |ay past that vault door. Another

| aboratory. Even greater than the first one. There was a hi gh-donmed ceiling, and heavy pieces of
machi nery made the place |1 ook like an electrical powerhouse. Nothing was in operation, though the
pl ace was fully lighted. The blood trail stopped at the threshold to this |arger roomas though
soneone had been dragged as far as the doorway and then picked up

A smal|l sound now cane fromthe Man of Bronze, a sound that was a thrilling, low, exotic, as soft
as a tropical wind filtering through jungle growth at night; it seened to enanate from everywhere
yet nowhere, although actually it cane fromthe bronze man’s throat, and was a sound he

unconsci ously made in nmonents of mental excitenent

It was very strange that Professor Uppercue shoul d have such el aborate | aboratories here at the
Fair—but Doc’s trailing was not the result of that. Nor of seeing the blood trail. Instead, he felt
the presence of soneone watching him A slight sound, probably. He stood very still, listening. Then
he noved toward a massive machine, |ocated in one darkened corner

Someone—sonet hi ng—had noved behind that towering piece of steel and gears. The bronze man’s

f oot steps were soundl ess as he reached the spot and worked his way carefully al ong one side of the
machi ne

He heard a faint swi shing sound. It could have been the noise a huge person nakes when trying to
move a foot cautiously. The floor here was cenment, and the touch of a heavy foot—o matter how

car ef ul =aoul d make such a sound

Doc Savage was inches away fromthe rear of the nachine now. There was conceal i ng space back

there between the wall and the object he was circling

I'n one final novenment, his nuscles, |ike steel cables, sent himaround to the rear of the

machine. He got a grip and dragged the skul ker out

It was a small blue-eyed girl who cried, "Wait! Vait!"

Chapter |11. GOBLIN

SUCH a smal|l and delicate girl—nicely curved, though—i ght be expected to be frightened and
hel pl ess, especially when swooped down upon by such a giant as Doc Savage. But this one wasn't. She
had a small oval face, perky chin, the kind of blue eyes that brought thoughts of the sea at dusk
The eyes were bright and alert, for she was nmad

She ki cked, clawed with one hand, stanped at Doc’s feet with pointed heels

"Let me go!"

Her right hand was behind her, as though clutching for support to sonmething at the rear of the
machi ne

Doc asked, "What are you hiding behind you?"

The girl with the wide blue eyes fought harder for a nonment, then stopped suddenly, defeated by
the bronze man’'s strength. She stanped her small foot again

"l suppose," she snapped, "that if you want to make love to nme, | can't help it!"

Doc junped and rel eased her. He got a little red

Her soft hair was blond and sonewhat curly above her pretty face

Doc Savage stepped back and waited for the blond-haired girl to come farther out into the room
where he could get a better |1ook at her. But she nmerely stood her ground, while one armwas stil
pushed behi nd her

"Cet out of here!" she flared. "Get out of here before | call the—~

Doc said earnestly, "Perhaps you have seen Professor Martin Uppercue? Sonething has happened to
hi m and—

He saw that the girl’'s features tightened. She began | ooking at himqueerly. She was suddenly
frightened, Doc decided. Yet her chin remained firm

She kept her right hand behi nd her back

Doc said, "You know Professor Uppercue, do you not? This is his |aboratory."

Caution slowy crept into the girl's blue eyes. She stared up at Doc, began to nove carefully
around him one hand still behind her. She started to say, "I don’t know you—

Doc Savage had already surmised that. Many peopl e had never seen the Man of Bronze, though they
had read about himin the papers. He was rather pleased. He did not like publicity, and if no one
knew hi m by sight, it would have been better

And though Doc had never net the girl before, he began to deduce certain things. He had tal ked
with Professor Martin Uppercue several tinmes. Once woul d have been sufficient for himto have
remenbered the little scientist’s features. This blond girl’s blue eyes, the shape of her smal
face, the way she carried her chin so proudl y—there was a resenbl ance here to the m ssing scientist
Upper cue.

Doc suggested, "We might stop bluffing."

"l don't know what you nean."



"You m ght accept ny help in finding your father."

ny

Swiftly, the wary | ook came back in the blue eyes.

The girl blurted, "Father? |I don’t know what you’'re talking about. 1'"mgoing to call the police!"
She started backing toward the shadowy corner behind the huge nmachi ne again, her right hand still
behi nd her as though feeling the way.

Doc said, "What have you in your right hand?" and noved after her.

The girl cried out, "Get out of here!" She turned to race around to the other side of the
obstruction and toward the vault |ike door, and Doc saw the object in her right hand.

It was a netal cylinder such as the bow egged nan on the Trylon ranp had descri bed—the strange
tube that Professor Uppercue had been gripping to his chest the last time anyone had seen him Doc
got one view of this, then the girl was through the doorway into the smaller |ab.

The girl screaned, "Help nme! Put out the lights!"

Then it was suddenly very dark.

REACHI NG the other rooma split second ahead of the bronze man, the blond girl had evidently seen
sonmeone whom she expected to help her, and one of themhad | eaped to a wall sw tch, plunged the room
in darkness.

The person whomthe girl had seen nust be soneone friendly, for a man cane | eaping at Doc in the
darkness. This person | anded on the bronze giant’'s broad back, and began to act sonewhat |like a
wiry, long wild cat.

Doc Savage's powerful hands got fistfuls of legs that felt as if they were coated with piano
wire. He yanked the man of f his back. The man tw sted, squirmed, fought in a way that didn't seem
possi bl e of one so fragile in size. The unseen attacker was underdevel oped, but he could scrap.
In the bl ackness, the girl cried, "Now that you' ve got him |'Il turn on the lights!"

She switched on the lab |ights.

The attacker was an anemi c-|ooking man. Pal e hair dangl ed about a head that was oversize, and he
had bright, pal e-blue eyes. From his upsi de-down position, the thin nman | ooked up at Doc Savage.
"Doc!" he expl oded.

Doc Savage sel dom showed surprise; in fact he was hardly surprised now, for just before the girl
had turned on the lights the bronze man had suspected the identity of the wiry hell-fighter.

Doc Savage, in the strange career of righting wongs and punishing evil doers which was his real
life work, had five assistants. The five were men who | oved adventure, as did the Man of Bronze;
al so the five were, each of them nasters of sone science or profession.

Thi s one happened to be the electrical expert of Doc Savage's organization.

He was Maj or Thomas J. Roberts, better known as Long Tom a man sonetinmes called the "w zard of
the juice," since he was an el ectrical genius conparable to Steinmetz and Edi son.

Doc rel eased Long Tom The girl rushed forward.

"You know hi n?" she denanded.

Long Tom said, "Know hin? This is Doc Savage!"

" Ont "
The girl’'s blue eyes wi dened.
Long Tom expl ai ned, "I had an appoi ntment here with Professor Uppercue, Doc. | was |ate, and—

Doc interjected, "You haven't heard about Uppercue behaving queerly, then vanishing?"

As the bronze man spoke, his magnetic eyes shifted to the girl. She stood stiffly, chew ng on her
lip, saying nothing.

Long Tom noted the girl’s suspicious attitude.

"l hadn't heard," he said. "I just drove out here from headquarters."

BRI EFLY, Doc Savage explained to his aid all he knew about the scientist’s strange di sappearance.

As he tal ked, Doc noticed that the girl backed toward the wall again. There was an expression of
fear, of sonmething else in her deep blue eyes.

Long Tonmi s unheal t hy-1 ooki ng face | ooked tense. He said worriedly, "Doc, that’'s funny. Professor
Uppercue is one of the finest scientists living. He sent a request asking me if | wouldn't come out
here for consultation on sonme new, inportant thing he was about to create. | was to meet himhere in
his | aboratory. But now—=

Long Tomi s sharp gaze, too, had gone to the girl, who was acting strangely.

She was staring toward the floor, the slender steel cylinder still clutched in her hand. Suddenly
she bent down, picked up sonething long and very thin. She cringed away fromthe bl ood that had been
on the floor.

The bl ond-haired girl was holding one of the red, long hairs that Doc Savage had seen stuck in

t he bl oodst ai ns.

Long Tom saw t he thing, asked, "Wat is it? Wo—where—

"Perhaps the young lady can tell us," Doc offered. "Were is that hair from mss?"

The girl |ooked scared for a nonent. Then her sharp chin canme up and she snapped, "I don't know
what it is."



Doc’ s fl ake-gold eyes were noving restlessly. Apparently this girl was nore involved in the
nystery than she wanted Doc or Long Tomto believe. She was hol di ng back sonet hi ng.

Doc said quietly, "You' re Uppercue’'s daughter, aren’t you? There's sonething you're afraid of.
Way not tell us what it is?"

Long Tonis pallid face brightened. "Sure!" he cried. "That’'s her—tppercue’ s daughter! | saw a
picture of her once in the newsreels, and she—=

The nmetal cylinder now thrust out of sight behind her back, the girl’s eyes sparkled and she
cried, "I never saw Professor Uppercue in ny life!"

"Then how did you get that netal tube?" Doc asked suddenly.

Doc recal l ed what the bow egged nan had told himon the Perisphere ranp. Doc Savage, of course,
did not know about the soft scraping sound that had been heard inside Uppercue's queer netal
cylinder.

But the bronze man put out his hand and pronpted, "Let us see that thing you are hol di ng behind
you. "

At first, the girl tried to duck away toward the door. Then neeting the conpelling, hypnotic | ook
in the bronze man’s eyes, she stopped. She handed the cylinder over quietly.

Bot h ends of the unusually light object were enclosed with netal caps that were threaded. The
whol e thing | ooked heavy, yet was as light as a feather.

Doc unscrewed one of the caps, turned the open side of the |long tube downward and waited to see
what would fall out.

Not hi ng happened.

He unscrewed the other end and peered through the thing.

It was absolutely enpty.

LONG TOM was staring at both the girl and Doc.

"What the devil is this all about?" he queried.

"That," Doc said, "remains to be seen.”

He turned toward the passageway that |ed back to the steep flight of stairs to aboveground. "The
first thing to do," the bronze nman added, "is find Uppercue."

"But how— the girl started to ask, and then clanped her softly curved |lips tight. She | ooked
wary.

Long Tom put in, "Wien | was talking to the professor on the phone, he said that if |I mssed him
here | mght catch himover at the Hall of Mnes. He al so said—=

There was a small, sharp cry fromthe blond girl. She said suddenly, “"May | go with you?"

The el ectrical w zard remarked, "I thought you sai d—=

Doc said, "Perhaps it would be a good idea."

He gave no further indication of what were his thoughts in regard to the girl.

They went out.

Qutside in the Fair Gounds, the excitement had died down. There were too many thousands of

peopl e here, anyway, for the news of Uppercue's odd di sappearance to have reached the ears of nore
than a few hundred.

World's Fair police had quickly suppressed the runor of sone strange Thing—the goblin, a cop had
called it—being seen in one of the exhibition buildings. No one really believed the tale, anyhow.
Al so, Uppercue’s di sappearance was considered to be the result of the scientist having nmental
troubl e.

No one connected Professor Uppercue's vanishing with the goblin wal ki ng, which was unfortunate.
Few peopl e noticed the arrival of Doc Savage, Long Tomand the girl at the Hall of Mnes, for
visitors were again occupied with staring and gawki ng at the thousand and one narvels of the Fair.
Inside the long building containing the realistic mne diggings, a lecturer was giving a talk on
metal lurgy. The crowd was over there, |eaving the yawning nmouth of the m ne shaft deserted.

Long Tomsaid, "So this is where they saw the goblin?"

"Yes."

"Reckon there' s any connection between Professor Uppercue and the so-called goblin?"

The girl junped forward, gripped the skinny electrical expert’s arm

"No!" she cried. "Wait. |—=

Long Tom and Doc Savage exchanged queer |ooks. Then they wal ked into the mine shaft where the
goblin had been seen.

AFTER t hey had gone a few paces, it was very dark and still. Doc Savage's hearing was probably
devel oped beyond that of an ordinary man—he had spent alnmbst two hours daily in regular exercise
routine since childhood, which was to a large extent responsible for his unusual physique.

The bronze man still had the flashlight that he had used to conplete the brain operation in the
hospital anphitheater. He used this light now, and its beamran over the rock walls like a gray
ghost .

When the girl screamed, it startled themboth. There seemed no reason for it. They had seen

not hi ng.



" Maxi mus! "

the girl shrieked.

She woul d have run, but Doc Savage caught her. She struggled, trying to get away.

"What the blazes ails her?" Long Tom expl oded.

Doc Savage did not know. He was puzzled. He held the girl and asked her, two or three tinmes, what
was wong, but got no answer.

Long Tom said, "You hold her. Maybe she saw sonething deeper in the mne. I'Il |ook."

The girl must have been so busy struggling with Doc Savage that she did not hear what the
electrical w zard said, nor notice what he was doi ng. But when Long Tom had progressed sone distance
down the shaft, she understood.

"Wait!" she shrieked. "Stop!"

She was a little too late with her warning, for at that nonment Long Tomlet out a how of

astoni shment, a howl so astounded that Doc Savage rel eased the girl and raced for the electrical
wi zard’' s voi ce.

The earlier descriptions of the goblin had not been exaggerated. It was, as the cops had said,

all of eight feet tall, hunched in stature, and it had arns and legs. It gripped Long Tom cl osely,
and the electrical expert struggled and shouted.

The thing was fleeing down the tunnel and this, coupled with the fact that it struggled with Long
Tom and stirred up a cloud of dust, prevented Doc Savage fromgetting a clear view

Fast as the bronze man was on his feet, the thing had gained. It rounded a corner. Imediately
there was a terrific crash, a sound that turned into a roar.

The roof of the mine shaft had conme down. Apparently the goblin, or whatever it was, had jerked

| oose the supporting tinbers and let the roof collapse. Doc Savage waded into the dust and expl ored
wi th his hands.

Further pursuit of Long Tom and the thing that had seized hi mwas bl ocked in that direction.

The girl, Professor Uppercue’'s daughter, was gone when Doc Savage ran back to the spot where he
had | eft her.

Chapter |V. GARGOYLE ON THE ROOF

IT was now that tine of the day when late afternoon was giving way to dusk, and a lull seened to
settle, bringing peace for a few nonents to a busy world. The wi de shrubbery-bordered wal ks were

| ess crowded, for nost Fair visitors were eating at Fair restaurants throughout the grounds or

|l eaving for honme. In the Court of Power, a |andscaped park |ike enclosure |ocated near the Thene
Center of the Fair, it was particularly quiet.

Two peopl e were wal king across the Court of Power, a man and a girl. The man was waspi sh, smartly
dressed—n fact, he was probably the best-dressed man on the Fair Gounds that day—and he carried an
i nnocent -1 ooki ng bl ack cane. H s conpani on was al nost as tall as hinself.

The very correctly dressed man was meking threats.

"If | ever get ny hands on Mnk," he threatened, "I'Il make the hairy ape wi sh he was back in a
nice safe jungle!"
The girl was tall. Her hair was an unusual bronze hue and her eyes an even nore remarkabl e

flake-gold tint. She was strikingly beautiful. She |aughed softly.
"Ham vyou're a clever |awer," she said, "but you certainly let Mnk take you in."
"G-r-r!" said the dapper Ham

"Letting themuse you to denonstrate a new man-beautifying machine at Cosnetics Hall!" The girl
al nost doubl ed over |aughing. "How did you come to vol unteer?"
Ham snarl ed. "I thought it was an invention of yours. There was a sign on it that said so."

"Monk must have printed the sign," the girl said.

Ham said a nunber of things about the ancestry of a man naned Monk, none of them conplinentary.
"Monk must have hired the operators of the nachine to persuade ne to take a trim" he gritted.
"The operators were pretty girls. Mnk knew | would be susceptible."

The girl | aughed again.

She was Pat Savage, the |ovely cousin of Doc Savage, as evidenced by her having the sanme unusual,
fl ake-gol d eyes and bronze hair as the Man of Bronze. Omer of an exclusive beauty shop on Park
Avenue, Pat’s clients were of the Four Hundred. Today she had cone to the Fair to see the | atest
inventions of the howto-|ook-beautiful trade.

Her conpani on was Brigadi er General Theodore Marley (Ham) Brooks, the | awyer of Doc Savage’'s
group of five adventurous associ ates. Hanmi s weakness was sartorial splendor, and his hobby was
quarreling with Monk Mayfair, who was another of the Doc Savage group of associ ates. The gag that
had just been played on Ham was one that would take a long tine for himto live down.

Ham had been given a marcel by Mnk Mayfair!

Monk was the clever chemist in Doc’s group. Deceived by sone pretty girl operators—hired by
Monk—that the new nmarcel nachine was a beautifying aid invented by Pat Savage, the | awer had
submitted to a treatment. He had little realized that for sone time he would be going around with a
very neat "finger wave" in his dark hair!

Thi s expl ai ned why Hami's hat was now pul |l ed down tightly over his head; also why he was | ooking



for Monk.

"1"11 assassinate that Mnk!" Ham snarl ed.

Pat pointed at the Hall of M nes.

"Excitement."

" Eh?"

"Over at the Hall of Mnes."

They could see milling excitenent. Then they suddenly glinpsed a giant bronze figure.

"That’'s Doc!" Pat said.

Ham was suddenly moving forward. "You'd better wait here, Pat," he advised. "Looks like trouble."
But Pat Savage hurried after the tall |awer. Ever since she could renenber, she had wanted to be
a nenber of the bronze man’s group. But because of the great danger of their work, Doc sel dom
permtted Pat to acconpany them

"You don't keep ne out of this!" Pat told the dapper |awyer.

Ham | ooked di spl eased, but it was no use to argue with a girl as beautiful as Pat.

"This," he murrmured softly as he ran into the Hall of Mnes, "looks interesting."

DOC SAVAGE was giving building attendants quiet, but inperative orders.

"Shovel s! Picks!" Doc directed. "They may be trapped beneath the fallen stone. Get nore nen!"

A few nonents | ater, when workmen canme running with shovels, Doc grabbed one and went to work. At
| east twenty men took turns, shoveled as furiously as they could.

Ham gr abbed a shovel and joined in.

"What’' s up, Doc?"

"Long Tomis in there—and the goblin."

"What ?"

Doc expl ai ned the sonewhat unbelievable series of events.

"Say!" Hamsaid. "It |ooks |ike the beginning of a darned queer nystery."

The slide was slowy cleared away, disclosing beneath it the solid floor of the tunnel. Beyond
this cleared space was a rectangul ar opening in the tunnel floor. An opening which should not have
been there. Everyone noved close. It appeared to be a deep pit in the floor.

A search showed no trace of Long Tomor the goblin in the mne. The searchers canme back to the
pit in the floor.

The bl ack hole, they could see, was slowy filling up with water that came up from somewhere
below. Along with the rising water there was the rock and gravel that had, through power of gravity,
slid down into the opening. The whol e nmess was bubbling and gurgling.

I't might have been that this shaft had been caved in by the shock of the tunnel roof coll apse.
"No human," Doc said, quietly, "could live in that."

Ham and Pat were silent. As they had worked, the bronze man had briefly expl ai ned about what had
happened at Uppercue’'s |aboratory; of Long Tonmi s suggestion that they come here to perhaps find the
m ssing scientist, or Long Tons strange attacker in the mne shaft.

"\Where did Uppercue's daughter go?" Ham asked.

"No telling. She sinply fled."

"And you have no idea of what is back of this?"

"None," Doc admitted.

At this point, a man came running into the mne tunnel.

" Sonet hi ng el se has happened! " the newconer barked.

"\What ?"

"There's sone kind of a creature |oose on top of the Mdtors Building. There's a crowd over there
waiting for it to cone down—

Ham sai d, "Mtors Buil ding?"

"Yes."

Ham | ooked unconfortable. "This nay be ny fault. | better investigate."

“I"l'l go with you," Pat said. "I don't want to m ss anything."

WHEN Ham and Pat Savage reached the Mdtors Building, a nodernistic structure that housed every
possi bl e device connected with the autonobile industry, they saw a staring throng at one end of the
bui | di ng.

It was night now, and the Fair G ounds were bathed with nyriads of brilliantly colored |ights.

G oups of buildings each had col or schemes of their own, and taken all together, the yellows, blues,
bright greens and a dozen other shades conbined in a lighting effect that was breath-taking.

An apelike figure was noving around in a spotlight ray that was directed at a cornice of the

Mot ors Bui | di ng.

Pat Savage stared upward.

"Cood Heaven!" Pat exclainmed. "That’s Mnk, not an animal!"

Ham snorted. "No one could ever tell the difference."

"Let's go to the roof," Pat said, "and see what that crazy chem st is doing."

"1 think | know" Ham nuttered under his breath.



It was ten minutes before they could find their way to the roof-top. The building was

sl eek-sided, and built like a huge letter T. The section where Monk prow ed was near a tower at one
end of the structure. There was no way up fromthe outside.

I'n the building, Ham caught an elevator and rose to the top floor. Fromthere, he ran up a narrow
iron stairway to the penthouse. Hurrying out onto the roof, he was nonentarily blinded by the
floodlights which illum nated the building walls fromthe ground.

Then he saw Monk, who | ooked like a burly ape clinbing out along the roof edge to a slimledge

that was hi gh above the staring crowd bel ow.

Ham yel | ed, "Come back here, you hairy msfit, before you break your neck!"

Monk turned and glared. Hamreturned the glare. These two |iked nothing better than an argunent.
Monk was Li eut enant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Myfair, chem st of Doc's group. Constructed al npst

as broad as he was tall, and covered with red hairs that bristled |ike dyed steel wool, Mnk | ooked
not unlike a stuffed ape out of a nmuseumjungle exhibit. In strange contrast to his massive body,
however, Mnk’s voice was a thin squeak.

"Come over here, you shyster," he invited. "There's sonething you re gonna explain!"

The skilled chem st indicated an object out near the edge of the precarious |edge. Cautiously,

Ham noved over to the roof edge and peered.

"l don’t see anything at all, you flat-head—

THEN Ham saw what Monk neant. The object was a grotesquely carved gargoyle, one of the

wei rd-1 ooking figures placed on the upper part of many buildings. In this case, a sculptor had |et
his thoughts run ranmpant in designing the honely figure—and, strangely, the head of the gargoyle had
an uncanny resenbl ance to Mnk’s face.

Ham began | aughi ng.

"A perfect exanple of prehistoric workmanship," he gurgled unkindly. "In fact—
Monk’s face was red with rage.
"Listen, you marcelled clotheshorse,” he piped. "You had something to do with this! |’ m gonna

find the guy that made this thing and ask hi mwhere he got the nodel =

Ham as a matter of fact, was responsible for the statue resenbling Monk. The well-dressed | awer
| aughed until he had to hold his sides.

"So you clinbed up here to see yoursel f?"

Monk stal ked to Ham made a grab for the dapper |lawer’s hat, and said, "Wait until you try to
wash the curly-girly out of your hair, shyster!"

That silenced Ham

Wth a grow of disgust Monk swung and started across the |ong roof-top.

"\Were you goi ng?" Pat call ed.

"Where they fum gate for |awers," Mnk snapped.

"Wait," Pat said. "Did you know that Professor Uppercue—

"Let the big clown go!" Ham snapped.

Monk di sappeared into the deep gloomtoward the center of the wi de roof. The buil di ng extended
for a length of several city blocks, and away fromthe edges where floodlights played their
streamers up fromthe ground, the place was in stygian darkness.

Ham still chuckling to hinself, started to | eave the roof. Far bel ow on the grounds, he noticed
two great circular pools that were part of the decorative scheme, and he stopped to admire the
ef fect of colored lights upon the water.

Ahead, in the darkness, there was a shrill yell.

"Ham " Come here! There's sonethin —=

Monk’ s voice! It suddenly broke off in a choking gasp.

Ham s first thought was that it was a trick. But no. No, it was no trick. Suddenly worried, Ham
started running. There had been a note in Mnk’s voice that the | awer had never heard before.
Terror, he believed. Utter terror, too.

And the hairy Monk wasn't afraid of Satan hinself. Yet the tone had distinctly been of awe—and
fear.

Ham banged into an obstruction in the darkness, circled it, then drew up with an open-nout hed
gasp. Just ahead, limed on the raised wall along the roof edge, a figure stood. It was vaguely
human in form but of superhuman size. Hamwas too far away to see the Thing' s face, but he was
aware of its weird, boom ng chuckle. That sound was |ike nothing human. It was hard to think of it
even as a voi ce.

Ham t hought of the goblin as described by those who had seen it.

As he stared in bew |l derment, the Thing | eaped outward into space.

And it was holding Monk as it |eaped.

Chapter V. MAN WTH THE SCAR

DOC SAVAGE had returned to the | aboratory of Martin Uppercue. After Ham and Pat Savage had | eft

to investigate the trouble on the roof, the bronze man had spent a little time |ooking for the small
blond girl. He had not found her.



Doc had then gone back to his car, near the Hall of Medicine, and from an equi pnent case taken a
special ultraviolet light used to penetrate fog or water. He had used the light on the rectangul ar
pit that had been found beneath the mne tunnel heap.

Strangely, when Doc Savage had left the Hall of Mnes, he did not seemgreatly upset about Long
Tonis watery grave dem se.

The smal|l door at the top of the steps outside Uppercue's | aboratory was | ocked. Doc had cl osed
it when they all had left here alittle while ago.

From hi s pocket he got a key that would open al nbst any type of lock. A Fair cop, in his natty
uni form was going by and came up the steps to greet the bronze man.

"l understand," he said, "that you are Doc Savage. |’'ve been instructed to give you any possible
aid. Can | do anything?"

Doc nodded, told the officer that Ham and Pat Savage mi ght be | ooking for him They were to be
pernmitted to enter the | aboratory.

Nei t her Doc Savage nor the officer had heard about the excitement atop the Mtors Buil ding.

The cop said, "Say, M. Savage, there sure is queer things goin’ on around here. Like Uppercue’'s
di sappear ance. You know, | have a hunch that guy was up to sonething. |—

"Has any trace been found of hin?" the bronze man Interjected.

"Naw. Say, | hope you can find him though. They say you' re good at stuff |ike that, and—
"That," Doc finished, "is what we hope to do."

He went inside, down the steep steps and along the narrow corridor to the |l aboratory. The rubber
apron, the enpty nmetal cylinder that the small blond girl had carried, were on a workbench where the
bronze man had |l eft them

He di sregarded these now and noved to the table where the nodel spherical generator was set up.
Doc Savage seened especially interested in the generator.

He noted that it was put together in units that could be quickly dismantled. Soon he had the
nodel apart and was busy exam ning each part. His netallic features were thoughtful.

Doc Savage had di scovered sonet hi ng.

The running feet in the corridor behind himnmade sharp sounds that knocked about the |aboratory
wal | s. Doc Savage turned to face the girl who cane dashing breathlessly into the room

It was the nicely put-together snall blond girl, and she cried, "May | stay with you?"

Doc Savage said, "You seemto be a person who changes her nmind often. Alittle while ago you

di sappeared. You've refused to be at all hel pful."

"It was the man." Her eyes were big and round.

"What man?"

"The one with the scar. | saw himstaring at me over there at the Hall of Mnes. That's why |
ducked out. He was following ne now when | canme this way. | . . . I'mafraid."

"It could not have been that—goblin—that scared you?"

" . . . yes . . . that scared ne, too. But it was the man with the scar that caused ne to flee."

"What is that ‘goblin ?"

The girl said nothing.

"You know what it is," Doc said. "That was obvious. Now, what is it?"
"I won't tell you!" the girl said.

Ham and Pat Savage canme back then with the news of Mnk's seizure.

PAT SAVAGE' S eyes were bright, and a flush of excitenent had clinbed into her cheeks.

"Doc," she exclained, "That . . . that Thing | saw grab Monk was incredible. You should have seen
its size. | was standing there on the roof when—=

Hamcut in with, "And it junped right off the roof with Monk gripped in its arns, Doc! | heard
Monk yell, and tried to reach hi m=

"Junped?"

Doc Savage was at alert attention.

Qovi ously the bronze giant was thinking of the height of the Mdtors Building; that death could be
the only end for anyone |leaping fromits roof.

But Pat quickly put in, "They |landed in one of those two big pools beside the building. You know,
those pools around on the side. There's a lot of shrubbery and gardens surrounding the spot, and by
the time | got there that Thing had di sappeared.”

"And Monk?" Doc queri ed.

"CGone, too," Ham said. He explained. "The spot that Thing junped fromwas directly over one of

the pools. By the time | got down there—by the tine anyone could get there, both Mink and the Thing
were gone. You could see the wet tracks where the Thing had pull ed Monk out of the water."

For once, the snooth-tal king, dapper |awer was upset. He was deeply worried about Mnk. Though
the hairy chem st and Ham | iked nothing better than an argument or fight, either would have gladly
forfeited his life for the other in time of danger.

Doc Savage was thoughtful for a noment, saying not hing.

Then with a brief, "Wait here," he went out to where he had left the Fair cop at the outer door.
Doc Savage questioned the man about the blond girl arriving here.



"She was followed," the cop said.

"Fol | oned?"

"l saw the nmug who was trailin' her. | started for him He ran."

"Can you describe hinP"

"Well, now'—the officer was thoughtful —Yes and no. He had sone sort of scar on his face. And the

bl oke was grinning |ike he was happy as hell about sonething."

Doc Savage said, "Thanks," and went back to the laboratory.

Sonmeone was really trailing the girl. Doc had thought she was |ying about that.

As Doc | ooked at the girl’'s small oval face, back in Uppercue' s |aboratory, he was certain that
she was terrified. It was in her blue eyes. She sat in a chair near the workbench, her small hands
twi sting a | ace handkerchief in her |ap.

Pat Savage noved around to the blond girl’s side, placed an arm around her shoul der and said, "I
wi sh you would |l et us help."

The girl began shaking. "Just get . . . get nme to some place where I'll be . . . safe. That's all
you can do."
Doc Savage said, "W'll take you to a safe place. Ham escort both girls over to that small

bui | di ng near where ny car is parked. They' ||l be safe there."

Pat woul d have objected, but Doc got her aside and said, "G ves you a chance to question her."

Pat was satisfied.

Later, Doc said sonething in an aside to the well-dressed | awer, and Ham smled. The place the
bronze man had referred to was a small |ockup—a jail on the grounds used in case of energency. Doc
Savage knew that a guard was on constant duty there. Thus the girls would be safe.

When Ham had gone out with the girls, Doc Savage stepped through the vault like door into the
large |l aboratory, the roomw th all the machinery that obviously was in readiness to operate

sonet hi ng above.

The bronze man stared upward. Across the room iron steps |like those in a ship’s engine room |ed
to a catwal k near the high done of the room Fromthere, still another iron |adder led to an opening
in the ceiling, a trapdoor of sonme sort.

Power |ines, cables, different kinds of wiring also | ed up to sonewhere above. Doc deci ded that

he woul d | ater go up and investigate.

The tall dark man who stepped out from behind the vault |ike door Doc had just cleared, said
quietly, "Maybe you better stay right here, mster."

There was a lot of gun in the man’s fist.

DOC SAVAGE' S right hand was in his coat pocket. He didn't nove, but |ooked quietly at the tall
young man who noved around to a position in front of him

About thirty would catch his age, and he had pl easant brown eyes, darker brown hair, and was
wearing pin-striped trousers and a dark, semifornal coat. He renmi nded one of the alert young nen who
were nenbers of the diplonatic service in Washington. An enbassy attaché.

He | ooked nothing like a gunman; yet the heavy automatic in his hand was steady on Doc’s chest,
and the young nman’s face was quite grim

The stranger said, "You aren’t fooling me. What’'s the idea of sending that nice kid to jail? I
heard what you said—and don’t act like a toad, either!"

This | ast was an exasperated command when the stranger saw what Doc was doi ng.

The bronze man had taken a deep breath, |like a person who is going to be obstinate. Doc was

hol ding his breath and noving slowy back fromthe black hole of the gun barrel.

The tall nan stepped forward, his face flushed with anger as he glared at Doc Savage. "See here,"
he shouted, "you either start talking or this gun starts blasting!"

Odinarily, the bronze man woul d have been wearing a bulletproof vest. He had left it off because
of the operation he had been asked to performthis afternoon. If that gun went off, nothing would
stop the heavy sl ugs.

And the young nman holding it |ooked nmad enough to fire at any second.

Doc had been holding his breath for fully two minutes. He had backed away fromthe spot where he
first stood.

The brown-eyed nan reached that spot now, choked, started to yank at his collar, and suddenly
coll apsed. His fingers went slack around the gun butt.

Doc Savage caught the man as he fell, picked up the gun, dropped it into his pocket and, lifting
the tall man easily into his arms, hurried himout of the room On the way out, the bronze man
reached back with one hand to close the heavy vault door behind him

Then Doc let out his breath.

He propped the man in a chair and in a few nonents the brown eyes opened.

"l —ugh—Say, what the— the man started to bluster. He clinbed to his feet, swng a steani ng
right fist at the bronze man’s head.

Doc Savage, in a swift nmovenent, caught that fist in his right hand and the young man stopped in
his forward plunge as though he had run into a brick wall. H s eyes |ooked startl ed.

Doc said quietly, "Now | et’s be sensible? That harnl ess gas has nade you |ight-headed. It will



pass in a nonent."

WHI LE the bronze nan’s hand had been in his right pocket, he had broken a small bulb that

contai ned a quick-acting anaesthetic gas. Doc had held his breath, thus inhaling none of the
colorless, odorless gas. The effectiveness of the gas wore off in a few nonents. But as a matter of
precaution, Doc Savage had cl osed the door behind him

Doc expl ai ned about Professor Uppercue; about how he had placed the blond girl with his cousin
Pat in a place where they would be safe for the nonent. He asked:

"You were upset about Uppercue’s daughter, weren't you?"

The young man’s face had flushed when he | earned that the speaker was Doc Savage. He tal ked.

He was Adam Ash, a public relations consul at the Wrld' s Fair. Hs job was that of diplonat
dealing with various representatives of foreign powers with buildings at the Fair. Doc was inpressed
by Adam Ash’s background, his training.

He queried, "Then this girl is Uppercue's daughter? Wiat is she afraid of?"

Adam Ash’s brown eyes | ooked worried. "Uppercue was readyi ng some great experinent," he said.
"Publicity on the thing was being kept fromthe newspapers until everything was all set."

"What kind of an experinent?"

"l don’t know. But sonething terrific."

"There is sonme connection between Uppercue’s di sappearance and this so-called goblin that has
been seen, and has seized two of ny nen. Any idea what the connection m ght be?"

"No. "

The bronze man did not commrent further. Often when Doc Savage did not wish to explain an idea
that was shaping up in his nmind, he maintained silence.

Unexpectedl y, he asked, "Wo has charge of the attendance records here at the Fair?"

Ash nentioned an official’s name, told where he could be |ocated.

Seei ng that Adam Ash-who was apparently quite fond of Uppercue' s daughter, Kay—was willing to

hel p, the bronze man suggested that he go over and see that the girls were all right. Ash agreed,
and then depart ed.

Doc Savage went to the Administration Building, |earned fromthe gate-keeper about the actual
figures on the attendance record sheets.

The masses of figures did not interest Doc Savage, but what did particularly interest himwas the
t wo- | ess-went - out -t han- came-i n angl e.

"Ch, we noticed that," they told him "But one of the machi nes nust have nade a m stake."

As Doc left the official’s office, he paused in the open doorway a nonent as the gatekeeper again
repeated the information. The bronze man’s eyes were thoughtful, and he did not see the figure of a
man lurking in an L of the corridor.

Doc was thinking as he left the building and wal ked through a darkened area where cars were
parked. The bronze man disliked publicity, and he was taking a route that was away fromthe w de,
wel | -1ighted nalls.

Again he did not see the nman who was followi ng him the corridor |urker—an individual with a
peculiar scar on his face.

Chapter VI. THE TH NG CHUCKLES

DOC SAVAGE' S route took himback toward the Court of Communications. This consisted of the broad
twin malls that paralleled a | andscaped green built between. Evening World' s Fair visitors janmed
the wal ks now and it was inpossible for the bronze man to avoid the crowds at this point.

Yet there was little possibility of recognition, for everyone was dazzl ed by the splendor of the

I ong, varicolored-1ighted pronmenade wal k. There were too many things for people to stare at.

The crowd was unusual |y cl ose-packed down near the huge Perisphere. The great white-covered ball

| ooked like a giant round egg in the powerful floodlights.

Sonmeone tugged at the bronze nman’s armas he quietly made his way through the crush of hunan

bei ngs. Doc turned.

And just as he did so, Doc Savage felt another jerk at his coat sleeve, near the shoul der.

But it was no one trying to gain his attention.

Instead, Doc Savage had a brief glinpse of a man whirling away fromhim of a face that seened to
be drawn into a hell-let’s-have-sonme-fun sort of grin and beaded eyes that were as cold as death.
The man el bowed his way swiftly through the crowd.

Doc Savage saw his own torn coat sleeve, and sonething el se.

The obj ect was a long, nickel-plated instrument that was in the man’s hand; it gleanmed for a
brief second in the light. Then the man had ducked through the crowd.

The bronze man did not have to examine his torn coat to know what that tug had neant. The
grinning man with the scar near his nmouth had tried to jab himw th some sort of hypoderm c needle.
Doc took out after him

This wasn't too difficult, for even on the jamed wal ks, the nman’s high silk hat bobbed up above
heads frequently. The assailant’s attire was hardly in keeping with the hard, icy stare in his pig
li ke eyes. For, wearing "tails" and the high silk hat, he appeared, at a brief glance, |ike one of



the many visiting foreign diplomats!

THE chase continued across the wide mall, through the throngs and to a bypath that wound beneath
thick foliage near bordering trees. It was not the sort of chase that draws attention, for there
were too many people to make running possible.

It was really a case of quick footwork in slipping in and out of holes in the jam of people. The
man with the grinning face proved to be quite adept at noving swiftly w thout drawi ng any attention.
But when he got away fromthe wal ks and beneath the enshrouding trees, he got his |egs punping

and | ooked |i ke an open-field runner going places.

Doc Savage ran just as swiftly, but with no apparent effort.

Doc knew that the running nman nust have trailed himfromthe Adm nistration Building. For sone
reason, the stranger had followed himthere, nust have overheard the questions Doc had asked of the
gat ekeeper.

The chase was | eading toward the spot where Doc’s big sedan was parked near the Hall of Medicine.
The man in the silk hat reached another crowded nall agai n—ene of the streets that |ed toward the
Thene Center |ike the spoke of a wheel —slowed his steps, got into the crowd and di sappeared
nonentarily.

But his high hat bobbed up again over near the |ong yellowwalled building; he cut around toward
the rear.

Doc decided that this had | asted | ong enough and qui ckened his stride. Obviously, the stranger
ahead coul d answer inportant questions. He was involved in this nystery somehow, otherw se, why the
attack?

Beneath the bronze nman’'s coat was one of the special machine pistols that he had picked up when

he went back to his car. Like an oversized automatic, the pistol could fire the "nercy" bullets that
Doc’s aids used. The bullets could bring down a crook, make hi munconsci ous without doing any

speci fic harm

But there was a possibility of the bullets traveling beyond the darkened parking space back here
and striking one of the Fair visitors. Doc Savage figured it would be just as easy to catch the man
by hand.

They were now running close to the high walls behind the Hall of Medicine. It was dark back here,
after the brilliant lights of the nall behind. But in the gloom the bronze man’s unusual gold eyes
held to the streaking figure ahead.

Doc Savage closed in. In three nore strides he would be able to bring the stranger down in a
flying tackle. The bronze man's powerful legs started to close that gap—

And a man who cane out of the rear exit of the Hall of Medicine at that nonent opened the door
outward right in Doc Savage's path.

THE heavy door was ripped half fromits hinges as the bronze giant’s formplowed into it. Doc
went down.

He was on his feet in a fraction of a second. Doc Savage's quick m nd had prepared his trained
body for that crash in the heartbeat of tinme before he had hit the opening door. Miscles had set for
the inpact. He was unhurt.

But the tall nman who gasped with di smay, and who noved forward quickly to aid Doc Savage, said,

"l say, but I'msorry! Da. | had no idea anyone was so near this door—

And then he paused, peered at the bronze man’s face and excl ai med, "Doc Savage! Wat-—what’'s
wrong? May | hel p?"

It was good-looking Dr. Alexis Mandroff, the personabl e young doctor who had assisted Doc Savage
in the brain operation this very afternoon.

It was not necessary for Doc to explain. Ahead, the running man had skidded to a halt in the
gravel. His path had taken himtoward the huge Perisphere, and he perhaps surm sed that there he
m ght be trapped. It would be difficult to circle the manmmoth globe with its throng-packed wal ks.
The grinning man cut across the parking |ot, ducked behind a Iine of nmachines on the far side of
the yard. He was out of sight, but there was the sound of his feet kicking up cinders.

Doc Savage said, "I'mtrying to catch him"

Doct or Mandroff, hatless, his strawblond hair runpling as he dropped his black nedical bag and
started running, yelled, "Cone on, then! Between us, we'll fool him"

He went to the left; while the bronze man cut off to the right of their trapped nouse. The victim
was sonewhere behind the parked nachines.

But fifteen minutes later, it was tall Dr. Mandroff who panted, "I guess we've lost him Da?"
"Yes," Doc agreed.

They went back to the bronze man’s car.

Doc Savage unl ocked the door, |eaned inside the car and turned on a switch on his short-wave
radio. He waited a monment until the set warned up, then said quietly, "Ham you m ght cone over to
the Hall of Medicine. Bring the man named Adam Ash who was sent to neet you."

Dr. Mandroff, leaning over to stare at the radio inside the bronze giant’s sedan said "How in the
worl d— His gray eyes were wide.



"That," Doc said, "is quite a sinple device. My nmen all carry snall, portable earphones with

them We use a special wave length and Hamis expecting to hear fromne. You know him | believe."
Dr. Mandroff nodded, suggested that they wait inside in his office, which he had just left.
Mandr of f agai n made apol ogi es for opening the door so quickly in the bronze man’'s path. "I’'m so
sorry, but it was an accident that could not be hel ped," he said mserably.

I nside the building, Mandroff noved on ahead, and flicked on a light in a nodernistically

furni shed office that was nore of a consultation roomthan anything el se. An open doorway on the far
side of the room showed a nore practical, white case-lined office beyond.

A few nonments | ater cane-swinging Hamarrived with Adam Ash. It seened that Ash was al ready
acquainted with Dr. Mandroff.

It was Adam Ash who said: "I think this is entirely concerned with his nysterious experinent that
Upper cue pl anned. The thing he was keeping secret."

THEY were all seated in Mandroff’s consultation room

Ham the snooth-talking |awyer, put in, "But | saw the Thi ng—thi s—whatever it was. | saw it grab
Monk and leap fromthe Mtors Building!" Hamis grip was white-knuckl ed on the handle of his

i nnocent -1 ooki ng cane—+t was really a sword cane.

The | awyer’s voice |lowered and trenbled slightly. "And it got Long Tom another of our

associ ates. "

"How do you account for the seizure of Monk and Long TonP" Dr. Mandroff asked curiously. "Wat
was the notive?"

"They were investigating Professor Uppercue' s di sappearance. Sonmebody didn't want that."

"That m ght be,"” Dr. Mandroff said thoughtfully.

Doc said, "Two other persons have di sappeared on these Fair G ounds, too."

"Who?"

"As yet unidentified. Attendance records nerely show two persons cane in and didn't |eave."
"That," Dr. Mandroff said gravely, "is nysterious."

"Apparently as inportant as the di sappearance of Professor Uppercue, also."

" Eh?"

"An attenpt was made to kill me after | found out that two of the crowd apparently had never |eft
the Fair Gounds."

Ham t hought about it for a moment, then rubbed his forehead in an exasperated way.

"The girls are safe, anyway," he said.

"You're sure?" Doc said grimy.

The wel | -dressed | awyer nodded. "Safe in the Fair jail, with a guard outside the door. Pat is fit
to be tied."

Doc Savage | ooked at Adam Ash. "You |l ook as if something was on your mnd."

The pl easant-faced public relations consul nodded.

"l just thought of sonething that m ght be inportant."”

"Let us have it."

"It strikes me that part of this nmystery has to do with a special netal cylinder that Professor
Uppercue was al ways closely guarding. In it, he had sonmething that he once told me neant the success
or failure of an experinent greater than any known invention."

Doc nentioned the cylinder he had opened in Uppercue’'s |aboratory, the tube he had found enpty.
"If it was enpty, that wasn't the one," Adam Ash said. "He had several other fake ones in case
soneone tried to steal the real cylinder. Precaution, | guess. He was al nost nuts about the whole
busi ness. "

For several nonents, everyone in the roomwas silent. Through the open wi ndows cane the constant
soft hum of voices of thousands of people on the Fair Gounds. Each man was thinking to hinmself that
any one of those innocent persons might be seized by the weird creature that was the goblin.

It was stiffly quiet inside the room until Hamsaid, "Doc, | called the headquarters of the Fair
police. Told themto tell any excited visitors that the | eap of Monk and that—that Thing fromthe
Mot ors Building roof was a publicity stunt or sonething. Oherw se, there might be a panic."

Doc nodded. "That was an excellent idea," he said.

The bronze man stood up, indicating that the talk was finished.

From out side, on the warmnight air, cane a sound that held every other occupant of the room
rigid. A sound |ike nothing human.

It was a guttural chuckling, and the volunme of the sound was enough to vibrate through the whole
room

Ham yel l ed, "That—+that—It’'s the sane sound | heard that goblin of a Thing nake!"

Chapter VII. MONK' S MEMORY | MPROVES

QUTSI DE, they found no one. Whatever strange being had been out in the darkness behind the
bui | di ng, had di sappeared as easily as its weird throat sound had cone through the w ndow.
Ham said, "It m ght have been a trick."

"Trick?"



"To get us all steamed up on the nysterious nonster theory."

Doc Savage did not comment. The bronze nan renpved sone gadgets from special conpartnents built
into the inside of his big sedan, and these he tucked away in a vest he wore beneath his coat. He
al so thought it wise to put on one of his bulletproof vests

Ham asked one nobre question

"Doc—about Long Ton? |s he real |l y—=

The | awyer couldn't get the word out. He had been going to say "dead."

But Doc Savage shook his head. He told about the trouble at the mine exhibit. "W exam ned that
pit beneath the mine cave-in. There was water and fallen earth. But no sign of Long Tom"

"Then how in the devil— Hamstarted to ask

"Perhaps we' |l have that answer shortly," Doc finished and |eft

A few nonments |ater the bronze man was passing over the Bridge of Weels, a futuristic structure
that crossed a busy Long |sland parkway separating part of the World's Fair G ounds fromthe central
portion where the Theme Center was | ocated

Over here was the Mdtors Building and the two big pools into one of which the Thing had pl unged
with Monk in its huge arns.

The pools were surrounded by | andscaped gardens, and what Doc Savage next did was unobserved. He
took fromhis special vest a queer-looking object. It |ooked |ike an ol d-fashioned | antern

Then he carefully circled one of the pools

The water marks that the Thing had | eft when it dragged Monk from a pool had di sappeared now, yet
in a few nonents the bronze man had picked up the trail. The lantern device Doc carried enpl oyed an
ultraviolet light, but it would have been useless for trailing purposes, except for one thing—the
chem cal s which Mnk al ways carried about his person

If Monk was conscious, it was a good bet that he had nmanaged to open one of these bottles of

chem cal s and pour the contents on his captor, where the chemical would mingle with water that

dri pped—and | eave a trail

Sure enough, there were footprints which fluoresced—gl owed as do aspirin and Vasel i ne and ot her
subst ances—when exposed to an ultraviolet |ight

The prints of huge feet glowed with an uncanny |um nance at the pool edge. They led off across a
sweep of green |lawn, cut behind Fair buildings and down a |long slope toward an artificial |ake that
had been especially constructed at the Fair

The | ake | ooked like any real |ake, and was over a mile in length

The tracks swerved away fromthe | ake and avoi ded any buildings. Doc Savage finally found hinself
inafield that was a | eftover part of the vast Flushing Meadows, on which the Wrld s Fair had been
erect ed.

The big prints ended at an iron manhol e cover in the center of the field

The ultraviolet |antern showed sonething el se now Hand prints on the manhol e cover. Big prints
that no ordinary man coul d nmake. They were snudged, usel ess as a clue—but Doc Savage realized that
the creature nmust have gone bel ow ground here

The bronze man lifted the heavy iron cover—+t was all of four feet in dianeter and two inches
thick—+raised it as easily as though it were a pot lid.

Inside, an iron | adder |ed dowward into a danp-snelling cavern. Heat, a steam ng odor floated up
and struck Doc Savage's netallic features

The pl ace was obviously an opening to the underground pipe lines that carried steamfroma

central heating plant to the various Fair buildings. Electrical conduits were probably under here
al so, since there was no wiring visible anywhere about the nodern grounds

Deep down in the black pit a squeaky voice grunbl ed, "Gosham ghty! How am | gonna get outta this
danged Turki sh bath?"

I'T was Monk

Doc Savage renoved a powerful flashlight fromhis pocket and went down the iron | adder swiftly.
The | adder ended in a small circular roomwhose walls were a naze of valves and skinny and fat

pi pes. The pipes were insulated, but still the thick, choking heat caused by steam nmade the place
i ke an oven

Monk was banging his hairy bul k about the place, trying to find a way out. The apelike chem st

| ooked as though he had tangled with a dozen wild cats

"Doc!" Monk squeal ed delightedly. "Blazes! | thought | was a gonner sure! | been tryin to get
outta this damed place for half an hour!"

Monk’s little eyes were red and inflamed in his honely face. He squinted at Doc Savage through

the glare of the flashlight ray. He asked seriously, "Look, Doc, this ain’t one of themshort-cuts
to hell, is it?"

The bronze man’s eyes | ooked slightly worried at the sight of Mnk’'s condition

Cl othes had been half torn fromthe hairy chemist’'s powerful torso. He was brui sed and scratched
Monk |iked nothing better than a good fight, but this time it |ooked as though he had been set upon
by half a dozen thugs

Fighting his way blindly through the underground pipe lines with their intense, choking heat, it



was quite obvious that Mnk was al nost done for.

Doc said, "We'd better get out of here."

He gave the chemist a boost up the | adder, and a nonent |ater they were out in the fresh night
air again. In the distance, the pink-red glow of the many Fair buildings nade the heavens bright as
day.

Monk straightened out rapidly. The fresh air soon cleared his fogged brain, and Doc Savage had
made his aid take a special capsule that quickly brought back renewed strength, after which Mnk
seermed all right.

Briefly, he told the bronze man what had happened.

"Doc!" the burly chem st piped. "You oughta see that Thing! It's at |east eight feet tall and
strong as a bull. We landed in that danged pool and | tried to drown the Thing, but it rapped ne
over the head and | woke up down there sone place."

Monk i ndi cated the manhol e whi ch Doc now had covered again.

"Does it have red hair?" Doc Savage asked quietly.

Monk al nost junped. "Then, you . . . you' ve seen it, too?"

Doc Savage shook his head.

He said, "But we found sone of the hairs mixed with bl oodstains in Uppercue’'s |aboratory."
"Uppercue! " Monk got the nane out in a surprised squeak. "You nmean, it . . . that Thing has
Upper cue?"

"And Long Tom" the bronze man added.

The broad-bodi ed chem st was suddenly trenmbling with fury. "Doc," he exclainmed, "there's
sonethin’ | should renenber! | got a hazy recollection of comin to for a couple nonments down
there."

To help him Doc Savage said, "The Thing had red hair, and was over eight feet high. Wat else?"
"It's got the funniest face, Doc. Like a guy who can't think. The eyes | ook right through you, as
t hough they don’t even see you."

Monk shuddered. "And it’'s dressed in sone kind of a cheap gray suit likea . . . well, like a
convict."

"And the features?" the bronze nan prodded.

Bot h nen were wal ki ng back toward the Fair buildi ngs now.

Monk’ s forehead winkled as he tried to remenber through the nightmare. "Well, Doc, you just
can't describe them They . . . they're blank, is all. And there's sonething else. It seens there
shoul d be somethin’ | should renenmber. |—

Monk’s words trailed off, as though he were slipping back into the fog again.
"Yes?" Doc pronpted.

Suddenly the hairy cheni st gave a whoop and started junping up and down.

"Doc, we've got to hurry!" he piped.

"Hurry?"

Monk | ooked as though he had swal | owed a grapefruit whole. Startled.

"I remenber a little now," Monk raced on. "Someone was talking to this Thing—this
what -you-cal | -it. You know, like a person trying to tell a dog to do sonething. He was saying it
over and over, and—

"Sayi ng what ?" Doc Savage prodded patiently.

"It was sonething about that Thing was to go and kidnap the two girls!"

THE poi nt at which Doc Savage had | ocated Monk was a good two nmiles fromwhere the bronze man had
left his car. But Doc and his assistant had now reached one of the express highways that circled the
Wrld s Fair Gounds.

These roads were al so used by the special Fair police in patrolling the various routes that
skirted the fringe of the many buil dings and snaller crossroads

Doc hailed a cruising radio car, spoke to the nman in trooper’s uniformat the wheel. The driver
was one of the regular Fair police

The bronze man identified hinmself, then asked, "Is this a two-way radio, officer?" Doc indicated
a box beneath the dashboard and a m crophone hanging from a hook near by.

The man in the patrol car nodded. The car was painted the color of an arny car, and the top was

| ower ed

Doc asked, "Then call your headquarters and have soneone find out if the two girls who were left
guarded in that small hol dover tank are all right."

VWi le the officer contacted his dispatcher, Doc Savage expl ained to Monk about Pat Savage and the

blond girl.
In a nonent the | oud-speaker in the police car crackled, and then a voice said, "Car 15 .
Calling car 15 . . . W’ ve phoned the officer on guard at the place you nentioned and he inforns us

that the two young |ladies are O K That is all—=

Monk et out his breath.

"Whew! " he sighed. "If anything ever happened to Pat—

Hi s tone said that Pat Savage was just about the grandest girl living. Monk liked all the girls,



but the bronze man’s cousin rated far above anyone the honely chem st had ever net.

The police car had been cruising the Fair highway while the call had been nade to headquarters.
Doc thanked the officer, directed, "Drop us here."

The spot at which they left the patrol car was not far fromwhere Doc’s own sedan was parked. It
was not very late in the evening, and there were still throngs of Fair visitors on the grounds. Cars
were not pernmitted to use the roads inside, in the nore congested part of the Fair, while so nany
peopl e were everywhere.

Avoi di ng the main thoroughfares, Doc again questioned Monk as they headed toward the nedical

bui | di ng parking lot. Doc Savage had told Monk about |eaving Hamthere w th good-| ooki ng Adam Ash
and Dr. Mandroff.

"Try to renenber sonething el se about that place where the Thing took you," the bronze man
suggest ed.

Monk’ s scarred face was thoughtful. "I"ve tried to, Doc," he said apol ogetically, "but | only
cane to for a few seconds and everything was blurry. But |’mgonna find ny way back to that dammed
steam hol e an’ =

"You didn't see the speaker—the one who gave the Thing the orders?" the bronze man prodded.

"No," Monk stated in his squeaky voice. "It was dark down there, and the place they dunped ne
must have been off from some kind of larger room | just heard the voice—

Monk stopped in his rolling stride. H s massive arns, which trailed to his knees at tines, cane
up to clutch the bronze man’s own. His face was worried again.

"Doc!" Monk exclaimed. "That voice!"

"What voi ce?"

"The di spatcher’s voice just now on the police short wave. The guy that said Pat and that other
dane was O K [|t—

"Wl 2"

"Bl azes!" Monk squealed in his childlike tone. "It just came to nme. |t sounded |ike the voice
that told that goblin—er whatever it is—to grab the girls!"

Doc Savage had continued forward swiftly at Monk’s startling announcenent. They had been close to
Doc’s big car. In a nonent, the bronze nan was working with the short-wave radio, a tw-way set
itself. He got the wave length of the Fair police.

"Hel | 0?" the bronze man said.

An excited voice replied. "Hello? Who is it?"

Doc Savage identified hinself.

And the voice—a different one than they had heard over the police car radi o—said breathlessly,
"There's been trouble over here, M. Savage. W found our regul ar di spatcher knocked out a few

moments ago! He is still unconscious and we can’t |earn what the trouble was—

Doc interrupted with, "Can you contact the snall jail where the two girls are being guarded?"
The voi ce answered: "Just a nmoment. We have an intercommuni cations systemhere. I'lIl get the
guar d—

The radio in Doc Savage's car hummred for a few nonents. Then the voice cane back, and it was
excited.

"We can't get any reply fromthat place!"

the police dispatcher said.

Chapter VII1. LONESOVE

WHEN Doc Savage had left his very attractive cousin, Pat, along with the equally as pretty

bl ond-haired girl, Kay Uppercue, Pat had at first been furious.

She had figured that for at |least once in her life, she was going to be right in the mdst of
troubl e.

But the bronze man had decided differently.

Pat Savage, her unusual gold eyes flam ng, had sat stiffly on the edge of an iron cot within the
single cell and glared. After a while she becane aware of the tenseness of the slender, blue-eyed
girl beside her.

Pat’s inquisitive nature got to work.

"You are Kay Uppercue, aren’t you?" Doc’'s attractive cousin asked.

The small girl seated so rigidly beside Pat Savage nodded. She | ooked too frightened to do

ot herw se.

"Yes," she said tremul ously.

"Then why not tell me what this is all about?" Pat suggested.

"I . . . that is. . . ah—= the girl stamered. Pat’s armwent around the small blond girl’s
shoul ders.

"Please |let nme help," Pat offered.

The girl |ooked up at Pat Savage, at the frankness in lovely eyes that were |ike Doc Savage's
own. She nurnured, "I really ought to. But I . . . I'mterrified! If that . . . that Thing ever
catches me—

Pat indicated the heavy bars of their solitary cell. She pointed to the policeman who was on



guard in the doorway of the small building. The cop was working on his teeth with a toothpick
"Doc Savage certainly couldn’'t have left us in a safer place," Pat said cheerfully.

"Well, maybe |'d better tell you," Kay Uppercue finally adnmtted with a sigh

But just then they were interrupted by the arrival of someone at the outer door, where the guard
was seat ed

The man who stepped inside the small jail roomjust outside the girls’ cell door, |ooked |like
soneone of inportance. Pat could not get a good |look at the arrival, for his back was partly toward
them as he tal ked to the guard

But she heard the man say, "It ees quite inportant, nonsieur. Le Docteur Savage has send these
message to his cousin. It ees ver-ry inportant, non!"

The broad-faced guard | ooked quizzical for a nonent, cocking an eye at the nan who was tal king to
him Then he shrugged. Perhaps he was afraid to offend this nmessenger from Doc Savage, who wore a
high silk hat and tails. These Frenchnmen were pretty touchy, the guard knew.

He shuffled across the room unlocked the heavy iron-barred door that protected Pat and the bl ond
girl, and said, "O K, mster. Talk to ‘em But nake it snappy."

The guard started to go back to his post

The visiting "diplomat" pulled a | ong-barreled gun frombeneath his coat, stuck it against the
guard’ s back, and snarled, "O K., copper, push your face inside this cage and don't try tricks!"
The 1ong gun dug into the guard’ s back. The cop raised his hands. As he noved past the gunman

the stranger quickly lifted the guard’ s service gun froma hip pocket. Then he brought his own gun
barrel down on the policeman’s skull

The guard tunbled face-first into the small cell

Kay Uppercue | eaped to her feet and started to scream

But Pat Savage put in swiftly, "Stop it! | don't think this guy is fooling!"

For Pat had seen the odd | ook on the arrival’'s peculiar face. There was an old scar near the
mouth, and it tw sted the whole face out of shape, so that the gunman seened to be grinning happily
about something. But the small, fishy eyes were as cold as death itself

Over his shoul der, the gunman called, "All right, you guys—one and get ‘em "™ The grinning-faced
man then took an apple fromhis pocket, polished it on his sleeve, and calny took a bite

Six nore "di plomats" junped into the cell roomfromjust outside the doorway. Like their |eader
they were arrayed in tails and high silk hats. They coul d have been easily mistaken in a crowd for a
commttee of visiting representatives of a foreign power.

Close to, they had faces that would have terrified babies

The men grabbed Pat Savage and the girl with her, quickly placed gags in the girls’ nouths, and
pushed themungently toward the door. One thug asked, "Take themto the regul ar place, Lonesone?"
"Yeah," said the | eader, pausing a nonment in his apple chewing, and the girls were bundled into a
car parked just around the corner of the building

Lonesone foll owed, after |ocking the cell door on the unconscious guard

Lonesone was the | eader whose twi sted nouth nade hi m appear |ike he was tickled pink about
sonet hi ng. But there was nothing cheerful about his harsh voice

"This," he said flatly, "will sure get Doc Savage's goat."

He took another bite of the apple

THE bronze man and Monk were still standing near Doc’s short-wave car radi o when the police
energency di spatcher nade his startling announcenent
The apeli ke chemi st got excited. "I’'mgoin’ over there, Doc!" he yelled in his squeaky voice

"Maybe that danme has played a trick on Pat—
"Wait!" the bronze man said swiftly.
There was a buzzing in the | oudspeaker; the police announcer’s voice canme on the air again

"M . Savage,"
the voice said, "we have the intercommunications systemsw tched onto that jail |ockup. W shoul d
have the guard in a nonent . . . W're sending a man over there to investigate—

Just then another sound faded in behind the announcer’s voice. Doc Savage surm sed that it was
com ng fromthe conmuni cati ons speaker, nost likely on the dispatcher’s desk

The sound was Kay Uppercue's screans as the appl e-eating ki dnap | eader naned Lonesone knocked out
t he guard

The announcer’s voice got excited as he started to repeat the information for the bronze man’s
benefit.

But Doc had heard enough. He flicked off the radio in his sedan. Voices spoke excitedly behind
hi m

Ham and young Adam Ash had returned, and both had heard the startling news. Mnk was al nost going

crazy.
He | eaped at the fastidiously-dressed | awer and squeal ed. "You bl asted shyster! Doc says you
were gonna watch the girls. | ought to bounce you so hard on that thing you call a head that it’'lI
t ake—

Wl | -dressed Ham drew hinsel f up stiffly. Hi s eyes gl eaned



"Listen, you hairy gossoon," he snapped. "If it hadn’'t been for you going native and starting to
clinb on roofs, we wouldn’t have had this trouble. Doc should be |ooking for Uppercue and Long Tom
but he had to get you out of a jamfirst. Furthernore—

The battle got off to a nice start.

Quietly, Doc Savage said, "Perhaps it would be a good idea if you tried to find the girls."

That settled that.

Ham and Monk took out in a hurry in the direction of the building where the girls had been |eft
under guard.

Doc started to turn toward Adam Ash, and he saw then that the brown-eyed tall man’s eyes were

bl azi ng.

Adam Ash said stiffly, "I don't like to be hasty, M. Savage, but | nust say |’'mdisappointed in
you. You said the girls would be all right. And now'—the young public relations consul’s usually
pl easant voice rose shrilly—=well, | think I'd better handle this in ny own way!"

Adam Ash stal ked of f furiously.

For a long nonent the bronze nan nerely stood and wat ched Adam Ash di sappear in the gl oom behi nd
the Hall of Medicine. Doc’'s netallic features were thoughtful.

Sonet hing i n Adam Ash’s words had not rung quite true.

Doc Savage decided to follow Ash, for he wondered if the dark-haired young man’s feelings for
Uppercue’' s pretty daughter were as sincere as Ash had pretended.

IT was getting late now, and the extensive Wrld s Fair Gounds were practically enpty of weary
visitors. Display floodlights had been switched off. Many of the brightly-painted exhibit buildings
wer e darkened. The gl anour, the thousand-and-one sights that held a staring visitor’'s attention,
wer e now gl oony-1o0oking structures in the quiet night.

Across the sweeping Flushing Meadows, a chill, dank mi st was rolling in fromnearby Long |sland
Sound.

Curiously, Adam Ash’s steps took himin a direction away fromthose of Doc Savage's w angling

aids. Ash seenmed to be headed for the Lagoon of Nations, the entrance point to building col onies of
foreign countries. It was |like being carried on a magic carpet to far-off |ands.

Doc Savage found hinself trailing along a narrow, cobbled street in the French Quarter. Building
doorways were dark now, the vague form of Adam Ash, sone di stance ahead, was |ike that of a Dr.
Jekyl | stal king the Paris underworl d.

Adam Ash nmade no stops. He seermed to have a definite goal in view He left the French quarter,
crossed a white bridge that |ed across a creek into the nore sedate section that was Great Britain's
exhi bit.

The bronze man’s steps were soundl ess as he followed. He was fairly close behind Adam Ash, yet so
quietly could Doc Savage nove his powerful form that not the barest foot scuff could be heard.

Ash swung around a corner and di sappear ed.

Doc Savage noved silently up to the building corner and stood listening. His trained ears told

hi mthat Adam Ash had paused.

Then there was a new sound: the click of a car door being unlocked and opened. A nonment later a
car motor sputtered into life, gears clashed and Adam Ash took off as though the devil hinself were
after him

Hearing the notor, the bronze nman had | eaped silently forward, planning to swing onto a rear

bunmper of Adam Ash’s car. But the young man’s actions had been too surprising. The car got away
before Doc reached the spot where it had been parked.

The public relations consul’s car reached one of the express highways that circled the Fair
Gounds, and Doc Savage knew that there was no exit fromthat highway until one reached the far side
of the Fair.

Behi nd Doc, sone place, another car was noving in the quiet night.

Doc hastened back to the corner in tine to see one of the Wrld' s Fair police prow cars cruising
toward him An officer in the regulation trooper |like uniformwas at the wheel.

The car was the open nodel, two-seated type of khaki color.

The bronze man hailed the driver, identified hinmself and indicated Adam Ash’s coupé in the

di stance. Doc said, "If you go straight back this road, we can intercept that other car hal fway
around the bordering highway. Hurry."

Doc Savage clinbed in the front seat, the driver got the car in gear again and al npost pulled the
wheel s of f getting away fromthere |ike mad.

Doc | ooked suddenly cautious. "This is the wong way—he started to protest.

The man beside himraised his right hand higher, to show the gun in his steady fist, and said,

"But this roscoe shoots one way, bronze guy!"

Two heads rose up fromthe rear conpartnment—the nen had obvi ously been hunkered down there out of
si ght—and one of the two snarled, "These gats work the same way, too, friend!"

H s gunman partner chuckl ed. "Now we're gonna | earn about that netal cylinder!"

Chapter | X. CURTAIN CALL



MONK and Ham wer e standi ng outside the small |ockup where the girls had been kidnapped. O her
police officers had arrived now, and were inside questioning the dazed guard. Doc Savage’'s two aids
had remai ned | ong enough to hear a vague description of the crook |eader with the grinning face.
Then they had hurried out.

Monk’ s keg-sized arns hung dejectedly at his sides. Hs little eyes in their pits of gristle were
dul | .

The hairy chem st | ooked at waspi sh Ham and said, "The only reason | don’t tear you apart for
letting this happen, is on account of the testinonial."

"The testinonial?"

The qui ck-thinking | awer was wary.

"Yep. |'ve sent a testinonial to the conpany that nakes that marcel nachine, sayin’ how well you
i ked your permanent. They might want a picture of you!"

Ham snorted, and his fists knotted.

The astute |lawyer had a thick shock of dark hair, and was proud of it—but furious at the very
pretty wave that was in that hair now.

"You hairy oaf!" he said. He | ooked at Monk's tattered figure and sniffed. "At least, |'’man
attraction to the ladies. But you |l ook |ike sonmething out of a lost civilization!"

The endl ess bickering that was forever taking place between the two, got under way again.

But the weird sound that canme out of the night cut the near-brawl short.

It seened to conme fromnearby, and yet the only things in the vicinity of Monk and Ham were the
deserted streets that bordered the |long, rectangul ar Adm nistration Building, a parking |ot that was
now enpty of cars, and vacant rest benches that were placed about for weary sightseers.

The | awyer | owered his sword cane, which had been raised over the hairy chem st’s head, and

| ooked startl ed.

"What was that?" he asked cautiously.

The night air was again stiffly silent.

But Monk was | eaning forward strangely, his bullet |ike head straining outward. "It sounds |ike—=
he started to say, and then the sound cane again.

IT was a throaty chuckling, and it cane froma bridge sone distance away fromthem The bridge
was a wal k for visitors going fromthe Adm nistration Building to the Annex, behind, and it was
shaped not unlike a yacht's sleek hull.

The chuckling came fromup there on the bridge. It was an uncanny thing, deep, far-reaching. Any
ot her person woul d have been frozen in tense horror.

But hairy Monk suddenly let out a how and | eaped forward. "That’'s it!" he squealed. "Wat |I'm
gonna do to that Thing this tinme is tragic!"

It was said that Monk woul d probably fight a gorilla, given the chance.

But Hamis black, alert eyes had seen the vague figure on the bridge. It was a hul king formthat
| oomed massively in the dark night. Forgotten was the argunent. Crazy Mnk was headed right for
destruction, and it was the lawer’'s job to stop him For when Death stepped cl ose, Ham woul d have
gladly laid down his life to protect the nman with whom he argued so frequently.

Calling, "Wait, you mssing link!" Hamtook out after his partner.

The Thing on the bridge turned, swng into a long-strided gait and di sappeared toward the w de,
darkened Court of Communications. Its chilling throat sound fl oated back on the danmp air.

The chase continued sone di stance down the wide nall, and then Monk swerved to the left as the
huge figure ducked beneath shrubs nearby.

By the time Ham cane running up, Monk was tearing his way reckl essly through thorn bushes and
rare, inported plants.

"Lost it!" he said grimy.

Ham s face was thoughtful.

Then he asked abruptly, "Listen, where did we | eave Habeas and Chemi stry this afternoon? W
parked the car sone place—

Monk | et out a whoop.

"Bl azes!" he squealed. "I forgot about poor Habeas. They’'re |ocked in our car back at that
Cosnetics Hall. Say! Maybe Habeas could pick up the—=

"—scent of this—this goblin," Hamfinished. "That's why | asked about the pets. Only, that
scrawny pig couldn’t snmell its own dinner. | nmeant Chem stry!"

Monk scow ed.

They hurried back to where their |inousine had been left early this afternoon. The two pets—after
Ham unl ocked the car—eaped out in joyful glee at the sight of their masters.

Then they backed off suddenly and gl ared at one another. Like Mnk and Ham the pets, too,

enj oyed a fight.

THE two pets were renarkabl e-1 ooking creatures. Habeas Corpus, the pig, had long ears like a
jackass, stilt like legs, and a snout nade for boring into gopher holes. Chemi stry was a pint-sized
nodel of an ape and, strangely, |ooked greatly |ike hairy Mnk. The pig belonged to Mnk; Chemistry



to the dapper |awyer. Sarcastic remarks by either of Doc Savage' s aids toward the other’s pet were
sufficient to start a small war.

The pets were quickly separated before a fight started and taken back to where Mnk had | ost the
dimtrail of the man-creature Thing . Surprisingly, both Chenmistry and Habeas Corpus picked up the
trail about the same instant.

The pig scranbled off with its long snout to the ground; Chemi stry went bouncing al ong on hands
and feet.

The two aids of the bronze man raced after them

The chase led far across the Wrld' s Fair G ounds, back to a spot sonewhat near the | ake where

Doc Savage had found Monk in the nmanhole. The pets cut across to a | andscaped stretch of gardens
that curved down to a huge, semcircular building.

Ham recogni zed the structure as the great Marine Anphitheater, built at one end of the Iong,
artificial |lake. The side of the white building they were approaching | ooked |like the high wall of a
stadi um and on the ground | evel were entrances leading to the tiers of seats above.

The two pets went scranbling into an open gate, and were heard prancing up steps to bal conies

over head.

Monk and Ham were cl ose behi nd.

Suddenly, as both aids energed at the head of a long aisle that | ed downward between the tiers of
seats, they saw the pets stopped tensely some rows ahead.

Monk and Ham were in a bal cony high above the | ake. Like a playhouse theater built on a mammoth
scal e, the anphitheater faced a huge, circul ar stage, constructed right out in the |lake. The aisle
at which they had enmerged | ed downward to shadowy gl oom But the pets were cl ose enough ahead to be
seen. They had not noved.

Chemi stry was chattering |ike an excited nonkey. The pig snorted.

Monk whi spered in his squeaky voice, "They' ve found it, Ham"

He started down the steps.

"Careful " Ham war ned.

There was a figure down there, vague in the night light. It was seated in a bal cony seat close to
the aisle.

Monk agai n whi spered. "You got a flashlight, HanP"

The | awyer nodded.

"Flick it on the minute | get close to that Thing."

Monk kept noving cautiously forward.

But Ham slipped Monk a machine pistol. He rapped softly, "Use this, stupid—and if you can’t stop
it, 1've got ny sword ready."

They stal ked forward, stealthily approached the seated figure. Then Mnk said, "Now "

The little, loudly-dressed man who | eaped to his feet as the light ray hit him exclained, "Douse
that light you fools! You're going to spoil everything. |'mtelling you!"

The smal|l man was hol di ng binoculars in his hands.

MONK slowy | owered the machine pistol in his hand and stared at what he had expected to be the
terrible Thing.

He piped, "I . . . ah . . . that is—Gosham ghty, who in blazes are you?"

Habeas the pig bristled his back and gawked |ikew se.

The man they had pounced upon was no taller than the thickset Mnk, and thin. H's clothes were so
loud they al nbst shrieked. He had bright, dark eyes, white hair and eyebrows that were black. Cold
rings with |large stones flashed on several of his fingers.

The stranger drew hinsel f up haughtily and asked, "I don’t believe | know you two, either,
friends. But never let it he said that Shill Burns was one to be highbrow. You gentlenmen are now
talking to the one and only Burns, who knows everybody and has seen everything. Wy, like | always
say, gentlenmen, like | always say—when better shills are born, Shill Burns will first have to be

consul ted. Hal"

The man | aughed at his own remark.

Ham said coolly, "He sounds |ike a side-show spiel er—

"Ah!" cut in the flashy little man. "My friend, you have hit on only one of the acconplishnments

of the great Shill Burns. But now | have been called to this mammoth, gigantic, stupendous Wrld' s
Fair as a special consultant. Like I"'mtelling you, friends, like I"'mtelling you. There is
not hi ng—do you hear ?—not hing that the great Shill Burns does not know—=

"Maybe this mug knows about goblins," Mnk said.

At the renmark, the voluble little nan went tense. His voice dropped to a stage whi sper.

"Say!" he said cautiously. "You gentlenen | ook sonehow fam liar! Wwuld it be possible that you
are two of the well-known assistants of the bronze man known as Doc Savage—

"That about hits it," Ham said.

" AR

Little Shill Burns was suddenly passing the binoculars to Ham

"Then | can hel p you," he announced with confidence. "Consider it fate that has brought you two



friends to nme."

Shill Burns indicated the huge stage out in the | ake

"Look!" he directed

Ham peered through the binoculars. He saw a dark hole that was the stage proper. It was too dark
to make out anything el se

He passed back the gl asses and said frostily, "I don't see a thing."

Monk took the glasses and squinted his apelike eyes. Habeas and Chemistry clinbed up on the back
of two seats and gawked al so.

"Bl azes!" Monk ejacul ated. "Wat is this?"

Shill Burns took the glasses from Mnk and al so | ooked

He announced, "It's gone!"

He swung to ook at Ham "But it's there. It’'s out there on the big stage. Fate has brought you
two gentlenmen to nme. Cone!"

Flashy little Shill Burns started down the bal cony toward a stairway that led to the | ake edge
Monk gave the | awyer a sidel ong | ook

"l can't savvy that nmug, Ham | wonder—

The two aids of Doc Savage were trailing al ong

"He knows sonething," said Ham

" But —

"He's a shrewd cuss. Perhaps he can help us."

Hairy Monk relaxed a little. "Yep. As nuch as | hate to admit it, | think you' re right. Now naybe
we' Il find that Uppercue and Long Tom Daggonit, Ham this nystery is gettin ne."

For once, Ham was qui et and thoughtful

At the | ake edge, they clinbed into a rowboat. The pets tunbled in after them

Shill Burns winkled his nose at the sight of Habeas and Chemi stry. He started to pick up the
oars, but Monk took the rower’s seat and went to work w th bul gi ng nuscl es

Once Ham comment ed, "Those oars bend, usel ess!”

But they safely reached a | anding | adder for the great stage, clinbed to the footlights, stared
at the vastness of the structure, and started noving toward the background of scenery.

Monk grunbled, "Dang it! | don't see no signs of anyone, or any goblin—=
Curtains parted backstage and six men with submachine guns cradled in their arnms covered Mnk and
the | awyer.

The grinning-faced | eader said sadly, "Here's one play that closes before the curtain goes up
dopes!"
Then he calmy went on taking bites at the apple which he held in his |left hand

Chapter X. DEATH W THOUT MJSI C

THE dapper | awyer and Monk were caught off guard

There had been no one on the stage upon their arrival. Both aids of Doc Savage had been staring
at the magni tude of this unusual |arge stage built right out in the |ake, and at the | oom ng
vastness of the circul ar anphitheater across the water

The six ugly black nmouths of the nmachine-gun barrels took their mnds off anything theatrical
Monk expl oded, "Say!"

He then jerked his little head around to ask Shill Burns what this was all about. "You dang well
better explain this, you doubl e-crosser— the hairy chenmist started to exclaim But he stopped
stared

Shill Burns had vani shed
At some point where the three of themhad clinbed up to the stage proper, Mnk and Hamin the
lead with the two pets, the overdressed Shill Burns had taken a silent departure

Ham stared at the nenacing gun barrels and commented, "Neat trick, wasn't it?"

Monk grunmbl ed, "Ah!" and started to bell ow.

Monk was ready to fight, guns or not. The apelike chenm st liked to fight, and when he got into a
scrap his squeaky voi ce al ways changed to a bull roar and he how ed and bel | owed.

He was getting worked up to a fight now.

Ham advi sed quietly, "That won’t help any, you dunce. Those guns will rip you apart."

But Monk howl ed, "Dang it—them Tonm es are fakes!" and dived forward.

Wien the Tommy guns did not start their chatter of death, the thin-waisted | awyer |eaped forward,
too. The six gunnen dropped their weapons, grinned out of evil faces and started slugging at the two
Doc Savage nen.

One thug commented, "Hell, a lotta danage these two birds can do against six!"

The speaker was in error

Li ke a cyclone rel eased without warning, the hairy chem st grabbed two of the nen, banged their
tough heads together three tines in quick succession and dropped the dazed figures to the floor. He
reached for two nore figures

Ham had whi pped his sword fromhis black cane handle and was using it deftly. That sword point
contained a mld anaesthetic drug that, when the point flicked an opponent’s body, quickly put him



to sleep

The dapper |awyer put two nore of the thugs to sleep

The "guns" that had been dropped to the stage floor, were nmerely show "props," and were wooden
Monk had seen this in the nonent before he had barged into the ngl ée

But Lonesomne, the | eader of the gang, had |eaped clear at the first signs of Monk’s fury. He had
di scarded the apple. He came up behind the two scrapping aids now and snarled, "This one isn't a
f ake! "

There was a roar, and |lead slugs tore holes through the flooring at Mnk's feet

The heavy weapon in the grinning-faced | eader’s big hands was a riot gun of |atest design

Monk and his snoot h-1o00ki ng partner decided that maybe the | eader neant business. They drew up
short.

The | ong-eared pig and Chem stry had been scurrying around taking nips out of some of the prone
gunnen. But now they, too, sensed danger for their masters. They |ikew se halted stiffly.

Monk scooped up Habeas and stood squinting at the crook | eader’s oddly-grinning face. He said

bl andly, "For a guy that |ooks |like he's gonna bust out |aughing, you sure sound gl oony."
Lonesone, the |eader, said, "This face fool ed the others, too."

"What ot hers?"

"The ones that croaked."

"But who—

"You two guys won't like the pit either," said Lonesone sadly.

A LITTLE later, the two aids |earned what Lonesonme had nmeant when he had spoken about the "pit."
The five dazed thugs were on their feet agai n—each was that degree of toughness that he had only
been knocked out for a nonent or two—and now they were in charge of Ham and the hairy-fisted
chem st. Real guns taken from shoul der hol sters covered Monk and Ham now.

The cut |ips and swol | en knobs on the heads of the five added none to their hard features
Expressions in the nen’s fishy eyes said that it was going to be fun rubbing out the two Doc Savage
nen.

Ham trailed by Monk with Habeas held in his arns, was pushed down a flight of stairs backstage
There were nunerous dressing rooms beneath the large circul ar stage; but Mnk and the | awyer were
directed away fromthese

One captor said, "You guys get a special room"

The tone of the nman’s words caused Hamto give his partner a guarded, sidelong | ook

But Monk was calmy scratching the porker’s back, and | ooking as unconcerned as a toastnaster
bei ng escorted into another banquet room

The route ended at a snmall trapdoor built into a wall. Mnk had a tine squeezing his broad form
t hrough t he openi ng

He put down Habeas, said sonething in a nunble to the pig and finally got his squat figure
through. Ham followed with Chem stry at his heels

Lonesone’ s nen cane in and grinned

The place was a deep pit—an orchestra pit that was now far bel ow the stage above. The | awyer had
seen such places before

Built along nodern lines, the pit was really like a long, narrow roomthat could be | owered out
of sight when the orchestra was not needed. Al nusical equipment had been renoved fromthe
orchestra pit, and now the space rem nded Ham of a sl eek-sided bear pit at a zoo

It was fifteen feet up the smooth walls to the stage above, and there was not a single thing that
coul d have been used as a foothold to clinb those walls

One gunman said, "Lie down on your backs."

Monk and Ham | ay down

Anot her of Lonesone’s nen said, "That’'s the right position to die in anyway!"

He backed out of the wall trap opening, which was of heavy steel, and the others backed out one
at a time also. Their |eader, Lonesone, had not cone down here with his henchnen

Monk heard the door slam then sone sort of heavy bolt was shot hone. Though the nuscul ar chem st
coul d 1 ook over his head and see night sky high above, he knew that they were just as effectively
trapped as though they had been in a bl ack dungeon

Monk grinned, "They think they got us fooled!"

Ham | ooked at his partner sharply, scow ed. "Listen, chunp, just what else would you call it?"
The | awyer had wal ked around the room once, inspecting the trap briefly. He figured that these
orchestra pits were raised by hydraulic water pressure. When he saw sonet hing—a small round

openi ng—at one end of the room his face | ooked worried

Ham wal ked back and faced Monk. The hairy chem st was grinning cheerfully. He added to his

st at ement .

"Yep," Mnk said. "Those guys sure were dunb. | worked it right under their noses."
"Worked what, you mssing |ink?"
"l wasn’'t scratching Habeas' back," continued Monk. "I was witing the words."

Ham scowl ed. "Wat words?"



"The nessage to Doc," grinned Monk. "I told himjust where we were and to hurry over here. |

whi spered to Habeas to hurry back and find Doc. He'll use that powder on the pig s back, and ny
witing will fl—Iour—

"You nmean fluoresce,” explained the dapper |awyer.

"Yep. That's it. And now Doc will see the nessage and get us out of here!"

Ham | ooked relieved. "Sonetines," he said, "I think you're alnost intelligent. You know what ?"
Ham was i ndi cating an opening, a small pipeline opening in one wall.

"What ?" Monk queri ed.

"This platformis lifted by hydraulic water pressure,” the |lawer explained. "Only now | have a
hunch they’ ve connected a water supply to this inlet here. Lonesonme and his nen plan to flood this
pit and watch us drown like rats."

Monk | ooked undi sturbed. "I sure was snmart to send Habeas with that nessage then, wasn't 1?" he
said loftily.

Before Ham could reply, the bolt slid back in the wall trapdoor, and the grinning-faced Lonesone
stuck his head inside for just an instant.

Lonesone’'s brief words were in strange contrast to his gosh-but-I1’'m happy features. He spoke

gl oom | y.

"Sendi ng that nessage to Doc Savage was a dunb idea," Lonesone said. Then he slammed and bolted
t he heavy steel door.

He had been hol ding the pig, Habeas, in his arns.

LONESOME | ocked the hound-eared pig in a small room beneath the stage and proceeded to anot her,
larger roomwhere his nmen were waiting. It |ooked like a mniature League of Nations nmeeting with
the gunmen in their frock-tailed coats and stovepi pe hats.

But the circle of grim bruised faces seened nore |ike those of a conference of thugs after a
prison break.

One man grinned, "Well, chief, that takes care of Doc Savage's crowd. Now we can go ahead, eh?"
The grinning Lonesonme said harshly, "How about those danes? Are they still where we left thenP"
A second gunnman spoke, "Sure, Lonesone. Gagged, too. | gotta hand it to you for efficiency,
chief. I =

"And that skinny bird called Long Ton?" went on Lonesone.

A third henchman grinned. "He's with the . . . the goblin boss. And they’'re takin' them over to
that room where the brains wants Doc Savage brought."

One of the five nen facing Lonesone | aughed loudly. "N cky sure fooled that Doc Savage!" he said.
"Can you i magi ne a hood |ike Nicky posin’ as one of themradi o-car cops? He even—

"Don’t kid yourself about this bronze guy," Lonesone said icily. "You re never sure when you got
him Has anyone checked to nmake sure Doc Savage is in the operating roon?"

The others shrugged. Apparently, no one had.

Lonesone growl ed a curse and stepped to a wall phone. He dialed a nunber and waited sone tine
before there was an answer.

Then an obvi ously di sgui sed voi ce said, "Yes?"

"Lonesone speaking," the happy-looking but grimcrook said. "We got that Monk and Hamin the
orchestra pit."

"Good!" the voice exclainmed. "That about nmakes it perfect."

"Then you got Doc Savage?"

A nasty laugh floated fromthe nouthpi ece of the tel ephone. "I'lIl say we have. Right here in the
operating room The secret one. Those dunb doctors’ll never find this place!"

"And Uppercue?" Lonesone continued.

There was a short, tense silence.

Then: "Never you mnd about himany nore. I'mtaking care of that angle."

A second |l ater the voice added: "Don't forget to fasten that big tarpaulin cover over the
orchestra pit. That will trap that |awer and Monk Mayfair when you fill the pit. Those birds can
probably swim?"

Lonesone asked, "Then we better drown ‘em now, hunh?"

"You better wait a little," the man giving orders over the wire directed. "W want to make sure
this operation works."

That ended the tel ephone conversati on.

Chapter XI. STRANGE EYES

THE | ast thing Doc Savage recall ed before being brought into the form dabl e-100oki ng room he was
in now, was sonething about an assailant saying, "Now we’'re gonna find out about that steel
cylinder!"

After that, a sharp instrunent had jabbed his back and he had renenbered nothing. This had taken
place in the police car driven by the phony Fair cop.

The bronze man’s power of resistance to any kind of sleep-producing drug was unusual. Perhaps his
great vitality accounted for this.



Thus he had soon thrown off the drowsiness, and now his senses were already alert as he was
carried onto sone kind of novable platform The platformstarted rising in an eccentric arc. Doc
Savage had the sensation of floating in endl ess space

He tried to nove, to stare about. But he was bound securely hand and foot. H's eyes were covered
with tape.

The thing he had been placed upon evidently was noving upward as near as Doc coul d deduce, and
from unusual sounds that the bronze man caught with his sharp hearing, he knew that the platformwas
clinmbing inside some huge pl ace

It was a peculiar sensation

The thing finally came to a stop, and Doc Savage recogni zed one of his captors’ voices as the nan
said, "Carry the bronze guy into the secret room"

Doc Savage was |ifted—t took all three nen—and he caught the assorted odors of a hospita
operating room He felt hinmself dunped heavily on a long table. |mediately rough hands were
fasteni ng heavy straps about the bronze man’s powerful |egs and arns. Then the adhesive was yanked
from Doc Savage’'s eyes

For a nonment, the intense light that struck Doc’s unusual gold eyes was blinding. But slowy he
managed to adjust his vision to that brilliant glare. Doc turned his head

The room where he had been carried was sone sort of |aboratory. Doc saw racks of test tubes
retorts, dozens of shelves with bottles containing various drugs and chemcals. Directly over his
head was a huge, convex w ndow that now reveal ed the dark ni ght above. The w ndow was about twelve
feet square and constructed of opaque bl ock glass. But right now a cluster of blue-white col ored
lights were turned on beneath it, and it was this glare that had struck the bronze man’s eyes

Doc shifted his head again.

In one corner of the laboratory was a strange-appearing machine into which ran all sorts of

wi ring. The nmachine was built around a | ong operating-type table of white. Above the operating table
wer e suspended big glass containers filled with odd-colored |iquids. Rubber tubing went fromthe
containers to nassive-sized gadgets beside the table. These | ooked |ike giant hypodermni c needl es
Al this weird apparatus surrounded the thin, anem c-looking figure strapped down on the

t abl et op

Doc Savage’'s eyes wi dened. The bronze nan sel domreveal ed his enotions, but his netallic features
were tense now.

For the hel pless figure bound to the operating table was that of the electrical w zard, Long Ton

A DOOR opened across the roomand a figure in white walked in

I medi ately, the three nen close to the table where Doc Savage was hel d captive snapped to alert
attention. These three were the two roughly dressed men fromthe police car rear seat, and the car
driver hinself—the one posing as a Fair prow cop. Al, fromtheir talk, worked for the

grinni ng-faced Lonesone.

The strong straps were hol ding the bronze giant across his chest, waist and ankles. But Doc coul d
still lift his head a few inches fromthe table. He raised it now as one of his captors said, "Wll
here’s that Doc guy, professor. | guess gettin’ himabout cleans up the job, eh?"

The figure in white stood silently just inside the doorway. The effect was disturbing

For the figure was clothed fromhead to foot in the garb of a surgeon ready to undertake an
operation. There was the close-fitting white skull cap, a mask that covered the face, all but the
eyes, and the white hospital gown tied in the back. Fromthe el bows down, the arns were covered with
| ong rubber gl oves

The eyes were the nost chilling thing about the figure. This was because heavy goggles fitted

cl ose above the face mask, and behind the thick-1ensed gl asses the eyes appeared | arge and

di storted.

Doc knew that the eyes could possibly be small. It was the goggles that gave the enl arged effect
The figure spoke, "Yes, as far as you nen are concerned, the job is about done. But mne has just
started. Rel ease the bronze man!"

One guard | ooked scared. "But, boss! This guy's dynanmte! Better we should keep himtied—

The figure in white showed a | arge gun that he had been hol ding concealed in his folded arnms. The
gun was a big .45 automatic, and now it ained directly at the bronze giant’s prone figure

"Rel ease him" the nmasked one rapped. "l’ve got to use him"

Doc had been straining his ears to catch every tonal inflection of the speaker’s voice. It was a
voi ce that held the first rather shrill, falsetto pitch of a person with a twi sted nmind

Doc Savage had made an intense study of the human mind. So he knew that the way this person
spoke, the somewhat nervous, shrill pitch, was indicative of near-madness

Either that, or—another, nore startling thought hit the bronze man—the figure could be that of a
wonman!
Doc was unti ed.

THE guards noved back swiftly, cautiously, as the man of bronze swuing his feet to the tile floor
Doc flexed his cable like nuscles. In doing so, the insides of his arns felt for the special vest



that he wore beneath his coat. The equi pnent vest with the secreted gadgets.

It was still there.

Apparently in their quick search of himfor a gun, the guards had overl ooked the vest. One thug
was hol di ng Doc’ s special nachi ne pistol.

H s gaze went to the strange eyes behind the goggl es again. The figure was watchi ng himcl osely,
the .45 now shifted to train on Doc’s head. The masked one addressed as "Professor," said, "I happen
to know you use a bul |l etproof vest. But there isn't anything stopping a slug fromentering your
brain. So be careful!"

The speaker jerked his head toward another, smaller doorway across the room and the three guards
hurried out. A nonent |ater Doc Savage heard the strange whirring sound of the novable platform It
seened to be dropping away into a bottom ess pit.

Across the roomon the weird-1ooking operating table, Long Toms thin figure noved.

The masked one | aughed.

"Your electrical wi zard is drugged," the shrill voice said. "He hardly knows what this is about.
That, however, makes it all the better for the experinent."

The bronze man’s eyes were wary. The gun had not wavered a fraction of an inch fromhis head.

"What experinment?" Doc asked.

"The Man of Tonorrow experinent," the masked surgeon said.

Doc i medi ately thought of the huge-sized, awesone figure—the goblin—that had seized Monk. H's
eyes narrowed inperceptibly, and then his gaze flicked to Long Tom stirring restlessly on the
operating table. Long Tom seened to be slowy com ng out of some sort of stupor. He was munbling.
Doc asked of the masked figure, "You mean—the goblin?"

"That," said the one behind the magnifying goggles, "is the general idea."

Doc Savage coul d not help but give a slight start.

The figure in white continued, "The goblin is called Maxinus. But Maxinmus is a fool. He has no
brain. The experinment ruined that. Maxi mus can only follow childlike directions. But—

The shrill voice got thinner, nore sharp. "But your electrical expert has a trained mind. H's
brain is far superior to nobst nen’s. It should withstand the terrific shock of the Man of Tonorrow
power generation."

"Power ?" Doc Savage asked vaguely.

The bronze man asked the question haltingly, as though slow to grasp what the other nmeant. But in
reality, Doc’s mind had never been nore alert.

"Yes, power!" the nmasked speaker said. "Long Tomis brain in a body of giant size will produce the
greatest man living—the Man of Tonmorrow. | need one thing: the secret of producing a certain type of

electricity—sonmething that I'Il call animal electricity, which is probably a by-product of
processing tremendous voltages. This animal electricity will bring life into body cells of ny giant
man. "

At the statenent, Doc's |lips showed the faintest trace of a smle. "And that’'s what has you
stunmped?" he said.

But the other shook his head.

"Scientist Martin Uppercue knows that secret," the garbed person jerked out shrilly.

"And Uppercue has di sappeared,” Doc finished.

The bronze giant sensed a feeling of relief. Perhaps, then, there was still a chance for Long Tom
and—
Doc’ s guard | aughed oddly. "No, Uppercue is not missing. | have himright here in the next room

1”1l say this for him he has a great scientific mnd that cannot be swayed. He has refused to
reveal that secret."

Dog Savage nodded. Rel axing slightly, he said, "And so you're stunped. Wthout that secret, you
cannot =

The figure in white started shaking its head slowy. The eyes | ooked strangely nad behind the
magni fyi ng goggl es.

"No," the masked surgeon said slowmy. "I was in that audience that watched you and Dr. Mandroff
operate this afternoon. | understand your unusual powers, Doc Savage. So | know Martin Uppercue is
going to reveal his secret!”

"Reveal — Doc started to query.

The masked one held the .45 steady and notioned toward the doorway through which he had entered.
"Yes," he finished. "Because you' re going to make himreveal it!"

THE power of Doc Savage’' s unusual eyes was not a nystery to many nen of science. Those eyes had
been known to hypnotize a man within a few seconds. The scientifically trained m nd behind Doc’s
eyes held an anmmzing control over nen of average intelligence.

I f necessary, the bronze man could even sway the minds of nen of alnpst equal intelligence to

hi msel f.

That seened to be the white-garbed surgeon’s idea in regard to Uppercue.

Doc was at last facing the missing scientist who had di sappeared under such queer circunstances.
Smal |, white-haired Martin Uppercue was tied in a straight-back chair in the room adjoining the



laboratory. His birdlike, wiry figure was no | onger tense and active; instead, sonething of the

brilliant man’s intense energy had gone fromhis slunped figure.
"Uppercue!" the white-garbed figure rapped. "This is Doc Savage, renenber? Look at him"
Martin Uppercue | ooked |ike a person who had been beaten until |ife was uninteresting to him

further. He raised his white head slowy and stared at the bronze nman out of bleak eyes. For a
nmonent, there was no recognition.

The man in surgeon’s garb was standing to one side of Doc, the gun still trained on the bronze
giant’s head. He said now, "You're going to talk, Uppercue. You're going to tell about that steel
cylinder. Were is it? What is in that tube?"

At the words, Martin Uppercue stiffened.

Hi s narvel ous brain, the one part of himthat had not been conquered by terror or threats, again
rebel | ed.

“I"l'l never . . . talk!™ Martin Uppercue nanaged to get out. He | ooked nore directly at Doc
Savage now. The eyes had lost a little of their dullness. It was possible that the little scientist
recogni zed the bronze figure, though he said nothing to indicate it.

To one side of Doc, the masked figure snapped, "All right, hypnotize him Mke himtalk. If you
don’ t =

The man broke off and waggled the .45 significantly.

Doc asked, "Have you got sone bright object?"

I'n hypnotism it is usually helpful to have the subject center his gaze upon sone bright and
shiny object.

Acting carefully, keeping well out of the bronze man’s reach as he held the gun steady in one
hand, the figure in the nask tossed over a ring taken from beneath the surgeon’s gown. It was a
small ring with a bright, clear stone, that held and reflected the light froma bulb overhead.
Doc noticed that the fingers of the masked figure, though rubber-gloved, were long and slimlike
a woman’s.

Doc took the ring, glanced at it, rubbed it on his sleeve.

"Careful!" his captor warned.

Doc’ s hands had been close to his coat. The white-garbed one was taking no chances on the

physi cal giant’s unusual capabilities.

Then Doc Savage started tal king, holding the bright-stoned ring before Martin Uppercue’'s gaze.
The bronze man’s words were soft-spoken, low, yet the tonal inflection of those words held a strange
vi brancy. They were conpel ling, fascinating, gripping.

Slowly, the little scientist’s eyes went to the ring and his gaze held there. This was the first
step in hypnotism

As Doc tal ked, and without an apparent noverment of his head, he nanaged a sidelong gl ance at the
masked figure, to one side of him

Behi nd t he di sgui sing goggl es, the strange eyes were shifting back and forth between Doc and the

ring.
The bronze man tal ked on in a vibrant nonotone.
Wthout a single pause, steadily, like the certain, throbbing beat of a jungle drum Doc Savage's

voi ce intoned words that woul d weaken Uppercue’s resistance.

Once, the thin scientist shot a swift glance to the bronze man's fl ake-gol d eyes. As though he
read a nmessage there, his gaze went back to the ring and its conpelling attraction.

Doc was saying, "You are going to tell ne of the metal cylinder, Martin Uppercue. Renenber? The
cylinder that you were carrying when you ran fromyour |aboratory. Think. Think hard! Wat is the
secret of that tube, Martin Uppercue? What is—

As he spoke, Doc sent a quick glance fromthe corner of his eyes. The masked one’s own gaze was
intent upon the ring.

Doc said without a break in his vibrant flow of words, "Drop that gun!"

The deadly .45 in the hand of the surgeon slipped to the floor.

Martin Uppercue strained agai nst his bindings, his words hardly those of a hypnotized nman.

"You did it, Doc Savage!" Uppercue shouted. "You ve hypnotized him"

Chapter XII. ONE-VWAY EXIT

MARTI N UPPERCUE’ S excl amation was correct. For Doc Savage, instead of hypnotizing the helpless
scientist hinmself, had been cleverly drawi ng the masked figure’'s eyes to the ring. The figure in
whi te had, unknow ngly, centered his gaze upon the bright stone.

The bronze man had not tried to hypnotize Martin Uppercue. Doc had revealed this in a quick,
appeal i ng nessage to the little scientist as he tal ked. The nasked person had not perceived that
gl ance.

But Uppercue had nade one mistake. He had shouted. That was sufficient to break the spell the
moment the white-gowned surgeon dropped the deadly . 45.

Under standing of his error imrediately | eaped into the eyes behind the goggl es. The nasked one
noved.

There was no chance to retrieve the fallen gun. Doc Savage was al ready | eaping forward.



So the figure in white twisted, plunged toward a cabi net standing against one wall of the room

The cabi net contai ned many sharp-bl aded operating instruments. The nasked nan’s rubber-gl oved

hand pl unged t hrough gl ass door and all, then the figure whirled with a deadly-1ooking knife in his
hand, |eaped toward Doc.

Doc Savage had | ost the machine pistol to one of the guards who had hel ped bring himhere. To
pause and pick up the nmasked man's fallen .45, would have been fatal. And Uppercue was tied

hel plessly in the chair.

Doc’s agile fingers had gone beneath his coat.

They canme out with a small object taken from his special equipnent vest. Doc hurled the vial.

The thing struck the nasked figure's knife hand, burst, and a quick-acting anaesthetic gas

envel oped the nasked surgeon’s face. The gas was a type that should easily penetrate the gauze nask
that hid the figure's face.

Doc’ s assail ant staggered, brushing at the air before his goggl ed eyes. He backed against a far

wal |, swayed there for an instant, and then started slowy collapsing to the floor.

The bronze man spun toward hel pl ess Martin Uppercue. The scientist’s small eyes were bright.
"Gracious, now we'll find out who that devil is!" he exclained.

Doc quickly untied straps holding the scientist’s wists to the chair arns. He spoke rapidly,
briefly.

"You can | oosen your own ankles," Doc said. "Try to hold your breath. That gas will float over
here shortly. It is harmess. |'ve got to—

Doc Savage heard the hunmi ng sound of the novable platform CQutside the adjoining room he could
hear the strange object Iifting again, coming up fromsone nysterious depth.

The guards were returning!

The bronze giant whirled toward the operating roomand reached Long Toms prone figure. The
electrical expert's eyes were open, staring at Doc; but there was a vacant, stupefied look in their
dept hs.

Doc Savage quickly | oosened the table straps, then reached inside his coat. H s bronzed hand cane
out with a shining hypodermc needle. He swiftly jabbed the hypo into Long Tomi s arm

Al nost immediately, the aid started reacting to the injection. The hypo was a powerful stinulant
that woul d counteract the drug in Long Toms system And though frail-looking, with a pallid color
that made him | ook anem c, Long Tom had never known a sick day in his life. His little skinny form
was tough, hard—whi pcord and nuscl e.

Long Tom jerked up on the table and excl ai med, "Doc!"

The Man of Bronze nodded toward the door through which he'd been brought into the room said,
"Qunnen are on the way."

The hum of the strangely rising platformwas quite |oud now.

Long Tom had stooped, to renpbve sonething strapped inside his trousers leg. It was one of the
speci al machine pistols that all the bronze man’s aids carri ed.

"Cover the door," Doc directed, as he whi pped back toward the adjacent small room He had to tie
up the masked figure, help Uppercue, return and aid Long Tom before the gunnen arrived.

As Doc neared the doorway, he tossed a small |ozenge into his nmouth. The | ozenge contained a form
of concentrated oxygen that woul d counteract the effects of the gas Doc had thrown in the vial. He
t ook out another capsule to give Martin Uppercue. The gas m ght have reached the scientist—
Across the threshold, Doc Savage drew up with a jerk. His nmetallic features went grim More than
the gas had reached the slender little scientist.

Both Martin Uppercue and the masked figure had di sappeared.

DOC peered swiftly around.

The only exit fromthis smaller roomwas the entranceway back into the operating room There were
no closets; nothing save a couple of chairs, a table and the broken glass instrument case. There was
a tel ephone on the table.

There was a simlar opaque glass skylight in the ceiling, as in the adjoining, |arger room Doc

had noted a queer thing about those ceilings; they were convex and | ow.

The only manner in which the masked figure and Martin Uppercue could have escaped woul d be

through a secret panel. Ooviously, thought the bronze nan, the goggled surgeon had not been

conpl etely knocked out by the gas. The gauze face mask nust have saved him Thus he had regained his
strength | ong enough to seize Uppercue and escape.

There was no time to search, for at that nmoment a bull-fiddle roar cut |oose back in the

operating room

Doc Savage hurried that way.

The door leading to the floating platformthing had crashed open and one roughly dressed man had

|l eaped in with a gun in his hand.

But Long Tom had been ready. Mercy bullets fromthe special pistol in the electrical w zard' s

hand had caught the first arrival in the legs. The man went down nout hi ng oat hs.

He woul d not die.

Doc Savage and his nen never took a life needlessly. They preferred, when possible, to use



gadgets that made a fight bloodl ess. And Long Tomrealized that Doc wanted to capture these nen now,
to question them

A second gunman—the fake Fair trooper—swing into the room H's gun was bl asting even before he
saw the bronze man. The thug was aimng at skinny Long Tom

The third guard was junping into the roombehind his fake cop partner and, with a snarl, he al so
yanked out a gun.

Long Tonmi s queer-1| ooking pistol cut down the second thug. Again the nmercy bullets had struck in
the legs, and the man woul d recover, to talk. The special bullets only caused tenporary

unconsci ousness.

But the tw sted expression on the third gunman’s face said that he would not go down until he had
brought death to at |east Doc or his assistant.

So the bronze man hurled the powder that brought tenporary blindness to anyone in its path.

The gunman choked, batted at his eyes, started triggering his gun recklessly. But he was shooting
too high, through the envel opi ng powder that brought the blindness.

Doc Savage called to Long Tom "Hold it."

The aid of Doc Savage had been ready to bring down the third and last arrival. But Doc did not
want the sound of Long Tomis pistol to draw the blinded thug's fire.

The man fired his last shot through the opaque gl ass skylight above. A pane of glass crashed
downwar d; a gust of night air came into the room-and bl ew the powder directly into the faces of the
bronze man and his assistant!

They staggered about blindly.

Doc called, "Careful, Long Tom That gunman is over toward that entrance door."

Doc Savage, even with his unusual eyes tenporarily blinded, had an uncanny sense of direction. He
headed toward the thug.

Doc heard the door slamand a second |ater the whirring sound of the novable platformnotor.

Doc announced grimy, "He's escaped. Can you see, Long TonP"

The aid was making grow i ng sounds somewhere near by.

Both nmen were so blinded that they seened to be funbling around in pitch-black night, though
lights were still on in the room

Long Tom said, "Blazes! |'mkinda m xed up!"

The tel ephone in the adjoining smaller roomstarted ringing.

MOVI NG careful ly, hands stretched out before him Doc reached the inner roomand the phone.
Lifting the receiver, the bronze man imtated the m ssing nasked surgeon’s voice.

It was a call from Lonesone, beneath the anphitheater stage. The grinning henchman of the nasked
surgeon thought he was talking to his chief. He had called again to ask a question about Mnk and
t he dapper |awyer.

Doc Savage thought quickly. He knew now where his two assistants were held captives. Lonesone

al so spoke vaguely about the girls being safely tied up in some other place.

Lonesone was taking it for granted that his chief knew the l|ocation of that hide-out. It would
not be wise for Doc to ask questions about it. Better to hold Lonesone and his killers off until he
and Long Tom coul d get to the anphitheater stage.

Thus, Doc Savage directed, in the nasked figure's voice, that Monk and Ham be kept alive until
they were certain the operation on Long Tomwas a success.

Lonesone believed these were orders fromhis chief, the nmasked one.

Still moving in blind darkness. Doc Savage hung up the receiver. Somewhere behind him Long Tom
excl ai med:

"Say, Doc! |'ve found it!"

"Found what ?"

"A way outa this danged place!"

Doc Savage noved cautiously forward, toward the source of Long Tonis voice. Doc knew that, in a
few nmonments, the tenporary blindness would wear off.

He said, "But there's no door."

"It’s a panel," said Long Tom "And it opens outward. | can feel it. Wsh | could see, dang it!
It swings outward and there’'s sone sort of space behind—

Suddenly, there was a sharp cry fromDoc's assistant. Long Tomstarted to shout, "Hey, Doc! |'m
falling—

And the words di ed away as though the thin electrical expert had dropped |like a plumet into a
bottom ess pit.

In his worry for Long Tom perhaps Doc Savage noved a little too swiftly. Al so, he had not
realized he was so near the secret panel. Furthernore, the panel had swung open, and renmined that
way, thus leaving no wall for Doc’s sensitive fingers to touch.

Doc stepped through the opening before he realized he had gained the wall.

He went plungi ng downward.

Chapter Xl II. ADAM ASH I S M SSI NG



BECAUSE Doc Savage was a physical phenonenon who was practically fearless, and who had faced
death in many forns, he did not cry out when he plunged into space. The sensati on was doubly awful
when it is considered that the bronze nan was still blinded fromthe powder.

But in that brief second before Doc’s shoulders hit a slick surface and he went skiddi ng downward
at a furious pace, he had realized that the secret panel could not possibly |lead to death.

For certainly the nmasked surgeon and Professor Uppercue nust have used this exit.

Doc knew that he was hurtling down a |long, steep slide, much like the chutes used in a fun house
at Coney Island. Only this particular slide nmust have started at a great height, for the plunge
downwar d was breath-taking, and at train speed.

Finally, Doc felt a slackening in his terrific rush; the chute was flattening out. Built like a
hi ghly polished and waxed sem shell, there was not a single thing to grasp.

But slowy the bronze man’s formwas conming to a stop.

Ahead sone pl ace, Doc Savage heard a commotion. It was Long Tom his aid, and he was growing

oat hs.

A nonent |ater, Doc dropped down beside the thin electrical expert. The slide had ended, to dunp
the bronze giant man off its end and into sone sort of small room Doc Savage felt his body hit
doubl e trapdoors that swung qui ckly downward. They whi pped back into place again as he cleared them
H s large form brushed Long Tomis, and the aid exclained, "Wwew | sure thought | was a goner
that tinme, Doc!"

Doc Savage asked, "Can you see yet?"

"1 dunno," Long Tomsaid curiously. "Either | can't see, or this hole we're in is black as

ni ght."

Doc said, "Wit."

He took a flashlight fromhis special vest and flicked it on. Doc coul d see nothing.

To Long Tom he said, "How about you?"

"How about ne, what?"

"I have a light turned on," stated Doc.

"Then I'"mstill blind," announced the el ectrical wi zard.

DOC renpved a snull vial containing a solution fromhis inner vest. He broke the vial, reached
for his aid’ s hands in the dark and directed, "Here, rub sone of this on your eyes."

Both nmen wi ped their eyes with the solution, and al nost imediately they were able to see again.
The liquid was a special preparation of the bronze man’s invention, made by Doc to counteract the
effects of the tenporary blinding eye powder.

They stared around as Doc Savage directed the flashlight ray.

Long Tomsaid, "It's some sort of tunnel. There's pipes and all."

Doc nodded. He was directing the |ight overhead, pointing it at a thin, alnost invisible line
where the doubl e trapdoors had swung back together. The spot was about eight feet over his head.
"That," Doc said, indicating the closed doors, "nmakes it inpossible to ever reach the secret

| aboratory again. No one could possibly clinb that steep slide. It nust have been over two hundred
feet long."

"Do you renenber how you got into that room where they had nme?" Long Tom asked.

Doc shook his head. "They used drugs. But there was the odd sensation of the way that platform
noved. It didn't go straight up."

"Yet that roomwas at some high point,"’
ceiling skylight?"

Doc nodded.

"What was that masked devil goin’ to do to ne, Doc?"

The bronze man did not answer. Oten, when Doc Savage had hit upon some idea, sone expl anation of

a nystery, he preferred to unravel the whole case before stating his findings. He was turning a clue
over in his mnd now, and a part of the conclusion he had reached was startling.

Doc said, "For the present, it will be inpossible to know where we were just now. Uppercue knows
the answers to this nmystery. And so does that masked surgeon—er, at |east, part of the solution. He
is hol ding Uppercue until he learns nore."

"Then we better trail them" suggested Long Tom He was indicating tracks in the dust at their
feet. Apparently the tunnel was one sel domused, and there were scuff marks in the dust.

But Doc Savage shook his head.

“If we don’t hurry and find our way out of this place,” he went on, "it mght be too |late to save
Monk and Ham "

Long Tomstarted to say, "Then we better—

The startling, guttural chuckling of the thing they knew as the "goblin"—the creature called

Maxi nus—eane from sonewhere ahead in the underground cavern.

the electrical expert offered. "Renenber that funny

USI NG the light, Doc Savage plunged ahead through the dank tunnel. As Doc expl ained hastily to
Long Tom "I want to neet this Maxinus. | want to see him"
Running at Doc’s heels, the electrical expert shuddered.



"Maybe you better not, Doc. That guy, that goblin's got the strength of ten nen. Just |ookin' at
hi m al nost scared me to death—+ike back there in the mne shaft.”

Briefly Long Tom expl ai ned about that.

It seened there had been a way into a basenment cavern through the flooring beneath the m ne.

Maxi mus, the el ectrical expert said, had pulled a supporting tinber |oose inside the tunnel, then
| eaped with Long Tominto the trap opening.

Long Tom renenbered, vaguely, of passing downward and i nto sonme underground room There a nasked
man had nmet them and said sonething about turning on a water-main val ve.

Prodded by Doc for further information, Long Tomstated that he had been knocked out by Maxinus,
and could recall nothing further until he came to on the operating table.

"Was it a place like this?" Doc asked.

Both nen were still running through what seened to be an endl ess naze of pipes. They had found no
trace of the weird thing that had nade the chuckling sound.

"Ye-es," Long Tom said thoughtfully. "It was like this."

"Then," Doc snapped, "that explains it."

"Expl ai ns what ?"

Doc told about finding Monk in the nanhol e openi ng.

He continued: "There are fifteen mles of water mains, thirteen nmiles of gas nmins, and anot her
fifteen mles of electrical conduits beneath these grounds, besides thirty mles of sewers."
Long Tom whistled. "An arny could hide down here, then."

"Or be hidden," Doc Savage put in significantly.

And he added: "Many of those ducts—ike this one—wi |l probably never be used. Thus it is sinple
for the villain to duck out of sight easily and appear el sewhere on the Fair G ounds."

The el ectric expert |ooked puzzled. "But how are we goin’ to get out of this danged place, Doc?"
The bronze man had paused, to study a section they had just entered. They had been running
stooped over. This part they were now in was higher, though, and was joined by a line comng in at
right angles.

"This," Doc indicated, "looks like a way out."

It was.

There was a narrow steel |adder, |eading to above.

Since they had found no trace of the goblin, Doc rem nded his assistant of the predicanment of
Monk and Ham Doc hurried up the |adder, Doc in the |ead.

It took a man of the bronze nman’s great strength to raise the massive iron cover that sealed them
bel ow gr ound.

Then they were out in the night again. Both men stared silently around.

Suddenly, Long Tom said, "Listen, Doc!"

Voi ces were tal king. One was sharp and cl ear. The speaker was rappi ng:

"Look, you hairy baboon, try to raise this side!"

Doc said, "That’'s Ham"

"And he could only be talking to one person that way!" Long Tom added.

Yet the only thing close by was the huge, deserted anphitheater and the |ake, cal mand
fog-shrouded in the night.

THE bronze man and Long Tom had noved around to a point directly in front of the great

anphi theater. They were standing near the | ake edge.

Though the massive, open-air theater was apparently deserted, the squabbling voices of Mnk and
Ham sounded clearly. It seened they were sonewhere above, in one of the bal conies.

Long Tom asked curiously, "Doc, what could those two guys be tryin’ to escape fromup there?"
There had been sonething about, "Trying to raise this danged covert” Mnk’'s words echoed clearly
in the night.

"Acoustics," the bronze man stated. He added: "But Mnk and Hamaren't here."

"But where—-

"The anphitheater acts |ike a great sounding board for any speech out there on the island stage.
The voi ces of Monk and Ham are carrying fromthere. W need a boat."

Long Tom | ooked puzzled, but quickly foll owed Doc as the bronze nan noved toward a snall dock at
the | ake side.

Soon they were silently rowing toward the dark stage.

When Doc and his assistant had, a few nonents later, clinbed the steps to the broad stage, they
heard the spl ashing—a commoti on beneath a heavy tarpaulin cover across the orchestra pit.

Monk was heard to squeal, "Hey, shyster! Get this danged Chem stry off ny back! He's pullin ne
under!"

Doc noved swiftly to the edge of the stage, at a point directly above the di sappearing orchestra
pit. Beside him Long Tom could see where the heavy canvas cover was securely tied down. Apparently,
Monk and Ham had no knives to slash the tough material, and water that was slowy filling the pit
was trapping themlike rats.

From hi s equi pnent vest, Doc quickly got a sharp-edged instrunent. He worked fast with |ong,



sweepi ng noverments. A section of canvas was opened up.

Doc directed, "Over here, Mnk."

The bronze man directed the flashlight ray downward.

Shortly, the hairy chemist, with the pet ape clinging to his back, clinbed out, hel ped by Doc
Savage. Ham foll owed. Both aids |ooked hal f drowned.

Monk squeal ed, "Goshami ghty, Doc! They filled that place with water, an’ it was alnpst to the
top!"

"You nmean—tonesone?" Doc asked.

Monk gl ared. "Yep. And that grinning devil has Habeas! |’'m gonna—

"Per haps," Doc warned, "we mght use a little caution. W mght be able to trap Lonesone and his
mob. " The bronze nman | ooked at Ham who seened to be the | ess excited. "You know where they are,
Han®"

The | awyer, | ooking nmuch di straught, because of his wet, expensively tailored clothes, said, "W
can reach their hideout from backstage."

He led the way.

But just as they reached the rear of the wi de stage, Doc suddenly paused and raised his hand for
silence. He said quietly, "Listen!"

The others stood silently.

Behind them fromout on the water, there was the sound of oars, squeaking in oarlocks. And

voi ces. Voices that carried plainly between the nmassive backgrounds of stage and anphitheater.
Doc Savage recogni zed Lonesone’s voice, and the grinning-faced thug was saying:

"So we gotta find him The chief says he nust have the accumul ator, and that’'s the one gadget
stoppin’ the experiment, now "

A second harsh voice floated across through the foggy night.

"What’s an accunul ator, Lonesome?"

"It's about the size of a suitcase, and if you birds find it, you better be careful how you
handl e it. The chief says that dingus could stop the Niagara Falls power plant itself!"

" But —

The voi ces were fading. The boat was heard to scrape the side of a dock near the anphitheater.
Doc Savage’s aids could hear nothing el se.

But the bronze man’s unusual hearing detected still further conversation.

The | ast words he caught were:

"So you guys | ook for Adam Ash!"

Chapter XlV. STORM CLOUDS GATHERI NG

APPARENTLY Lonesone’s nmen had known of the arrival of Doc Savage and Long Tom at the island

stage. Besides, the gunnen had left by sone rear exit and their boat had not passed the front of the
st age proper.

Monk was all for taking right out after Lonesone’s gang in order to get Habeas. And anot her

t hought hit him

"The girls, Doc!" Mnk piped. "Daggonit, they ve got Pat and that nifty little bl onde hidden sone
pl ace, and naybe—

Ham said significantly, "The only reason that hairy m stake was worryi ng about being drowned j ust
now, was because he hasn't had a chance to date that Kay Uppercue."

Monk grumbl ed, "There's sonethin’ subtle about that crack, shyster. |-—=

Doc said, "Tenporarily, | believe the girls—wherever they are—are safe. That nasked surgeon
figures Kay Uppercue knows sonething. He doesn’t dare harmher. And Pat can take care of herself."
"But— Monk started to query.

"Lonesone is perhaps on his way to neet the masked man and Uppercue."

Doc Savage | ooked at his aids, gave brief orders.

"Long Tomwi ||l look for the girls. Ham you and Mnk follow Lonesone and try to |learn the way
into that secret operating room Uppercue will nost likely be taken back there. Get equi pnent from
ny car and keep in touch with ne."

Ham | ooked worried. "But Doc, whatever this experiment those guys are planning is—what if they
start it—=

Doc and his aids had clinbed down fromthe stage again and were preparing to shove off in the
rowboat .

The bronze man interrupted the | awer’s query.

"Apparently they're stalemated,” Doc said. "Because of one thing. Sonething called an

accurul ator. And the person who has that is mssing."

Hai ry Monk suddenly renmenbered the trick played upon himby the little, flashy Shill Burns. He
told briefly of the voluble man who had brought themthere, and ended with, "Dang it, Doc, |’ m gonna
find that guy. He's mixed up in this nystery sone place!"

"It mght be a good idea," offered Doc.

Back at the shore of the anphitheater, Doc Savage questioned Long Tom quietly. He nentioned the
smal | nodel generator he had seen in Uppercue’'s |aboratory. The electrical w zard s eyes w dened,



and he said:

"Doc, Uppercue was secretive about that. | don’t think it had anything to do with this Man of
Tonorrow experiment on which the Fair people were getting ready to release publicity. It was

sonet hing el se.”

"Correct," Doc said. "And in that generator nodel there was a tiny part mssing. Enlarged from
scale, that unit would be about the size of a suitcase. Did you ever hear of an atom c accumrul ator,
Long Ton®"

The el ectrical expert’s eyes went wide, and perhaps a little horrified. "Big el ectric conpanies
have experinented with those accumul ators!" he exclainmed. "G ven perfect insulation, an atomc
accumul ator could store energy equaling mllions of volts. Enough for that thing to drain the power
of the largest electrical distributing plants. Wy, it wuld even weck—

Doc nodded.

"That," the bronze man said, "is the general idea. And the missing netal cylinder that Uppercue
was first carrying has sonething to do with it, also."

Long Tom was abruptly tense. He gripped the bronze man’s arm The el ectrical expert’'s scientific
brain was swiftly fitting pieces of a gigantic idea together. He gasped:

"Doc, that place where we were taken, that trick, novable platform+ was thinking of that little
nmodel you saw in Uppercue’'s |ab. Good Lord, could they be planni ng—

The bronze man interrupted quietly, though he, too, was tense. "You're on the right track," he
stated. "So, hurry. In the neantine |'’mgoing to | ocate the nan who seens to be holding the key to
the whole thing."

"You nmean—

"That person seens to be Adam Ash," Doc fi ni shed.

Shortly after this conversation with Long Tom Doc di sappeared on a mission of his own.

BUT by the followi ng night, the nystery still had not been sol ved.

And a new nystery had devel oped at the great Perisphere. Al during the day, visitors had been
refused adnmittance to the giant gl obe of steel. The news spread; one stranger told another:
"They won't allow you in the Perisphere!"

"\Why?"

"l dunno. But | heard sone fellow tal king about a goblin."

"What’'s a goblin—ean it hurt you?"

"Danged if | know. But |'d sure |ike to know what is wong in there!"

And so it continued. One telling another. People jammng up along the circular mall encircling
the Perisphere and causing no end of trouble for the Fair cops. There was confusion, questions,
wonder nent .

The excitenent increased throughout the day. There were two persons, though, who were unaffected
by it.

Monk and Ham had fol | owed seemi ngly endless nmiles of the tunnel |ike pipe |ine conduits that
honeyconbed the vast grounds. Lonesone and his men had conpletely el uded them

From their car, they had obtained a sound-detector device to use in |locating any secret byways in
t he underground nains. They were also carrying a portable short-wave transmtter and receiver with
whi ch to keep in touch with Doc Savage.

Both aids were griny and tired fromtheir trek through the gloony, stuffy, narrow tunnels. But
Monk never slackened in his rolling stride, as he said:

"They got Habeas. And that runt pig is smart. Maybe if Lonesone goes to where the girls are

hi dden, Habeas will get back with a nessage, sonehow. "

Ham snorted. Chemistry, the ape, trailing along at his side, the pet’'s face dust-sneared from
peering into dark places, bristled, too.

"That fool pig couldn’t find his own way hone," the |lawer said unkindly. "And all that’'s

bot hering you is shining up to that blonde, Kay Uppercue. |I'Il take Pat any day."

"1l take ‘emboth," Mnk said.

The bi ckering continued throughout the day.

IN the neantine, Long Tomwas on a similar hunt. He had gone back to the manhol e where he and the
bronze man had |l eft the underground pipe lines, traced his way back to where he and Doc had | anded
in a heap after tunbling down the |ong slide.

There seened to be no way whatever of getting back up above, to the strange operating room where

t he masked one had held himcaptive.

The electrical wi zard took tine out to make careful calcul ations. He worked his way slowy back

to an exit and as he did so, jotted down figures on a piece of paper.

He had al so been using a conpass.

When Long Tom was outside in the cromded Fair G ounds agai n—t was late in the afternoon now-he
plotted his way back to a spot that shoul d be al nost over the point where he and Doc had piled up in
a heap underground.

The el ectrical expert stared. Slowmy, Doc’s comments of the night before took on great



significance in this active m nd.

Before Long Tom | ooned t he nassive, round bul k of the Perisphere. He saw the excited crowds and
el bowed his way through.

Tense with excitement, Long Tomhurried up to an entranceway to the huge sphere. He had to get

i nside now, had to—

A unifornmed Fair policenman stopped the electrical genius at the door and said, "Sorry, sir, but
the Perisphere is closed to all visitors."

"Cl osed?" skinny Long Tom sai d.

"There seens to be sonething out of order. No nore visitors will be allowed inside."
The anemnic-1ooking aid of Doc Savage turned hurriedly away. Perhaps he could |l ocate the bronze
man back at Doc’s car, still in the parking |lot behind the Hall of Medicine. Sonething told Long Tom

that there was need for haste. The Perisphere was cl osed! C osed because—
Long Tom started runni ng through the crowds, he had to find Doc Savage!

UNLUCKI LY, the bronze man had left his parked sedan only a few nonents before Long Tonis arrival.
Doc had spent the whole day trailing Adam Ash, the young public relations consul. The |last clue had
| ed back here to the Hall of Medicine. There, the trail ended.

Doc tried to raise Monk and Ham on the short-wave set in his car, and receiving no reply, took a
few nmoments’ tine to visit the youngster he had operated on in the Hall of Medicine.

The boy was in a special hospital roomthat the bronze nan had ordered for him None woul d ever
know that Doc Savage was paying all the |lad s expenses here.

Doc found Dr. Alexis Mandroff in the private roomw th the patient. Mandroff reported cheerfully:
"He's doing fine, M. Savage. But he just dropped off to sleep. Too bad you can't talk to him"

Doc gazed at the snall, calmface in the white bed. Color had already returned to the thin
features. Gone was the expression of pain and fear that had been on the lad s face such a short tine
ago.

Besi de the bronze nman, Dr. Mandroff said, "The nurse says he is picking up rapidly. Da—yes, you
certainly perforned a narvel ous feat, sir."

They noved quietly outside to a corridor.

The bronze man told Dr. Mandroff that he was seeki ng Adam Ash. Doc did not state his purpose, but
merely mentioned that the young public relations consul could not be |ocated.

The tall doctor with the straw bl ond hair was snoothing fawn-col ored gl oves over his hands. He

pi cked up a nedical bag froma nearby table, |ooked at Doc Savage out of keenly sharp eyes. "That's

odd," Mandroff said. "I don’t know why he shoul d be keeping out of the way. He was here only a few
nonents ago, and said that he was going over to watch that noon-rocket experinment tonight as soon as
it gets dark."

Bot h nen were approaching an exit fromthe buil di ng.

Dr. Mandroff asked about the m ssing scientist, Professor Uppercue, about the nysterious way in
whi ch Uppercue had di sappear ed.

But Doc Savage did not mention the experience in the hidden operating room He nerely said, "The

scientist cannot be found. | think it is nore inportant to first |ocate Adam Ash."

Dr. Mandroff offered brief apologies for I|eaving.

"I wish | could help," he said. "But | have an urgent call into the city. Perhaps | could neet
you toni ght—

Doc Savage nodded.

"I"1l be looking for Adam Ash over by that npon-rocket tryout," he finished.

Mandr of f shook hands and left.

But by nine that night, though the bronze man scrutinized hundreds of faces in the great crowd
wai ting to view the noon-rocket sensation, he had not |ocated Adam Ash.

DR MANDROFF had been correct in stating that Adam Ash was going to watch the noon-rocket
experiment. Adam Ash was observing the fantastic event now. But he was not in the jam packed crowds
around the tower where the rocket was to be rel eased.

Adam Ash was seated in his small coupé in a | andscaped snall |ane sone distance away.

There was a strained | ook on the slender, brown-eyed man’'s good-1ooking features. The place where
he had chosen to park was well away fromthe Fair crowds. Adam Ash seened greatly worried about
sonet hi ng.

Once, he got out of the car to walk around to the rear and unlock the runmble seat. He peered

i nside. Looking reassured, he closed the runble lid and rel ocked it.

The obj ect he had checked upon was a flat, |ong case of suitcase size.

Sone di stance ahead, where practically every visitor at the Wrld s Fair was gathered, a great

roar suddenly went up.

They were rel easing the rocket.

The nmoon rocket contained no human beings. It was nerely a test flight of a torpedo-shaped, huge
obj ect of silver color. Inside the rocket had been placed the newest scientific devices for
recording the nmoon rocket’s flight. If the rocket ever returned to be gripped by the earth’s pull of



gravity, special radio-controlled nmachines would guide it to a |anding.

The strange thing left the Fair Grounds with a shrill whistling sound that could be heard for
mles.
There was nerely a silver streak—though huge floodlights had been rigged up to illum nate the

rocket—and then floating down fromthe heavens cane a stream of sparks, cascading |like sone

nmul ticol ored conet.

Adam Ash stood beside his coupé, his head strained backward, and watched those trailing sparks
with tense fascination. Alnbst at the sane nonent thunder runbled far off, and a flash of Iightning
cut through the sky.

The grunbl e of the thunder perhaps covered the heavy step that sounded behi nd Adam Ash.

Too late, the public relations consul sensed the feeling of some bul ky object close to him and
whirl ed.

The thing was a towering giant of man size, and its hair was red. The facial features were set in
a blank, chilling stare, the wi de eyes apparently fastened on sone distant object.

Adam Ash attenpted to |l eap clear.

But powerful arns seized the young nman’s slender form whirled himoff his feet; fromthe giant’s
throat there came a guttural, weird chuckling.

Adam Ash choked out, "Maxi nus—the goblin!"

Overhead, as though angered by the invasion of the manmade rocket, the heavens | oosened a
thundercl ap that drowned out Adam Ash’s frantic cry.

Chapter XV. STAI RWAY TO DOOM

ANOTHER man had observed the trail of sparks fromthe nmoon rocket. And then, later, he again
peered heavenward as the stormgave nmuttering warning of its approach.

Doc Savage was that observer, but he was no |onger near the crowds gathered to watch the rocket’s
fantastic flight.

The bronze man had returned to his big sedan. He was able to contact Monk and Hamw th the
short-wave radio this time, and shortly they put in a bedraggl ed appearance. For once, the usually
sartorially perfect |awer was dust-snmeared and grinmy. Even the high polish of Hanis sword cane was
dul | ed.

Cheni stry, the ape, |ooked noth-eaten.

Monk reported conplete failure in their search for Lonesone and his nmen. He spoke sadly about
Habeas, still m ssing.

Doc told about trailing young Adam Ash.

"You found that crook, then?" Mnk asked.

The bronze man shook his head. "No," he said. "And it seens apparent that he is not a crook,

Monk. "

" But —

"1’ve been checking up on him" Doc went on quietly. "Adam Ash is Kay Uppercue's fiancé. He is a
close friend of Professor Uppercue. Along with his public relations work here at the Fair, young
Adam Ash has been hel ping Martin Uppercue in his experinments at night. Ash is sonewhat of a
scientist hinmself."

Monk got his scarred face screwed up in a knot. He | ooked puzzl ed.

"But Doc," he said, "I can't savvy why this Adam Ash is hiding out—

"Because," the bronze man continued, "he was given sonething by Martin Uppercue to protect.
Uppercue was taking no chances. The netal cylinder, which has strangely di sappeared, was part of the
nystery. Sonething that resenbles a suitcase is another part. | believe Adam Ash has it."

Weary-| ooki ng Ham put in suddenly, "Here he cones now "

ADAM ASH, tall and smartly dressed in his pin-striped trousers and norning coat, wal ked up to Doc
and his aids as though just neeting themcasually while out for a walk. He hardly | ooked like a
person who had been attenpting to hide from sonme vague nenace.

Adam Ash said quite calmy, "I was |ooking for you, M. Savage."

Doc Savage said nothing for a monent. But his flake-gold eyes were unusually sharp. Sone

slightest change in the good-looking public relations consul’s voice had been only noticeable to the
bronze man. That voice seenmed just a trifle shrill.

Doc finally said, "I mssed you at the noon rocket send-off. Dr. Mandroff told ne you would be
over there."
Adam Ash nodded. "That’'s right. | was watching that trail of sparks behind it. Did you ever see

anything quite so marvel ous?"

Doc Savage adnmitted that he had watched the show.

Monk, listening curiously, had to get out a question that was bothering him Qut it cane with a
rush.

"Say, Ash," Monk piped shrilly, "you sure been actin’ funny. Wat’'s the idea?"

The cal mess dropped from Adam Ash’s dapper sl ender figure. He | ooked worri ed.

"I"mconvinced | can trust you nmen," he said confidentially. "I have |earned of Doc Savage's



worth-while work since | first net you. Yes, |’'ve been keeping under cover. But now | think | need
your hel p—your assistance to help save Martin Uppercue from sonething terrible about to happen.”
"Yes?" pronpted Doc Savage quietly.

Adam Ash cast a worried | ook at the dark sky overhead. The thunder was growi ng nearer. He said
tensely, "If this storm breaks, the person behind this nystery will do everything in his power to
work the test tonight."

"What test?" Ham prodded.

"The experiment in the Perisphere!" Adam Ash blurted fearfully. "But first, they' |l need the

metal cylinder. They' ve already stol en another necessary unit fromny coupé. If we could get into

t he Perisphere, perhaps—

The bronze nman appeared uneasy. He said, "Mnk, try to contact Long Tomfromthe car."

The hairy chem st | eaped to obey Doc’s order.

A second later, he returned, to report, "Long Tom s down in Uppercue's |aboratory, Doc. Says he's
located that real netal cylinder. Says to send sonebody over there quick—

Adam Ash seened to reach a sudden concl usi on. He addressed Doc Savage.

"I know a way into the Perisphere, even though it’'s closed," he put in quickly. "Mnk and Ham

here, can go and neet your man nanmed Long Tom But right now, we've got to stop a fiend up there in
the Perisphere!”

Doc Savage prepared to | eave with Adam Ash. "You nean,
of that secret operating roon®?"

Ash nodded jerkily. "And nore!" he cried. "Tonight, if the stormbreaks, a new Man of Tonorrow
will be created!"

A nmorment | ater the bronze man was hurrying toward the huge, |oom ng Perisphere with Adam Ash.

Monk and Ham had gone partway, to circle the globe in an opposite direction and enter Uppercue’'s

| aboratory near its base.

Nei t her Doc nor his assistants could have known of the appearance of Maxinus, the goblin, as Adam
Ash wat ched the nmoon rocket’'s blazing trail!

he asked, "the Perisphere is the location

IT had started to rain. Wth the occasional flashes of lightning, the threat of the com ng storm
the night Fair visitors were rapidly |leaving the grounds. Besides, it was getting late now, and it
appeared that the stormwas going to be a bad one.

Doc Savage and triml ooki ng Adam Ash passed an entrance to the gl obul ar Perisphere that was
guarded by a uniformed Fair officer. This was at the sane door that Long Tomhad tried to enter
earlier today.

But now Adam Ash wal ked up to the man in uniform spoke a few words, and the cop turned to unl ock
a heavy entrance door. He gave a friendly snmle as Doc and the public relations consul stepped

i nside the mammot h gl obe.

They seenmed to be in some sort of walled shell, rmuch like the inner "skin" of a great ocean
liner’s hold. Wthin this double-walled shell was a curving | adder that snaked upward into gl oom
Adam Ash abruptly indicated the | adder and said sharply, "You won't wal k up that, bronze guy.

You' Il be carried up!"

He stepped aside and a half a dozen assorted gunnmen | eaped fromdark corners of the arc-shaped
room The | eader was the man of the beady eyes and the hell-1let’s-go-out-and-ring-doorbells grinning
face. Lonesonme! Hi s voice was a harsh snarl.

Lonesone said, "Watch out this bronze nug doesn’'t go for one of his trick gadgets! Close in on
himcareful, you birds!" Then he continued eating the apple which he held in his hand.

Si x nenaci ng automatics cautiously closed in on Doc Savage. The weapons were in the steady hands
of the hard faced men.

Doc was ordered to put his hands behind his back.

Strangely, the bronze man offered no resistance. And right beneath Doc’'s arnpits, if he noved his
arns in a certain way, were hidden snmall containers that would have sprayed an envel opi ng bl ack gas
into the faces of all.

But Doc Savage allowed hinself to be tied hand and foot.

"CGet Maxinus!" Adam Ash ordered sharply. He referred to the goblin.

A nmorment | ater, the huge, shanbling thing with the red hair canme through a nearby door. It stood
before tall Adam Ash, its staring, blank eyes fastened on the public relations consul in a fixed
manner .

Wth a soothing, strange tone, Adam Ash directed, "Mximnmus, you are going to carry the bronze man
to the operating roomon top of the Perisphere. Understand?"

The giant creature made a queer throat sound. It noved close to Doc Savage.

DOC was tense, unnoving. His netallic features showed no expression, no indication of his

t houghts as he studied the goblin known as Maxi nus. He saw the bl oodshot eyes of the thing, the
broad, vacant stare of the set face, the drab-gray, |oose clothing that covered the nassive body.
Doc was lifted into the huge nan-creature’s arns. Slowy, npnotonously, Mxinus started the |ong
climb up the curving | adder.



The bronze man knew that they were nounting the great arc of the Perisphere shell, going higher

and hi gher toward that strange operating roomin the very top of the globe. Qutside, rain hamered
down and beat against the sides of steel. The runble of thunder increased, and the huge ball seened
to trenble.

Somewher e behi nd the bronze man, the voice of Adam Ash queried, "All exit doors are | ocked and
barred?"

The gl oony voice of Lonesone replied, "The devil hinmself couldn't get in, boss. The only escape
now i s down the chute.”

Adam Ash’ s voi ce seened to be droppi ng back.

He said, "Then we'll go to neet that Long Tom and the others. W sent Mnk and the | awer to neet
him" There was a shrill laugh, a satisfied sound from Adam Ash.

Soneone said, "Jeez, boss, are you goin' to start the thing?"

"That," came Adam Ash’'s voice faintly, "is the nmain idea."

And high up on the upper half of the great globe, still gripped in the arnms of the goblin as the
creature clinbed, Doc Savage recalled that small generator nodel in the |aboratory of Martin
Uppercue, beneath this very giant sphere.

The nodel represented a type of spherical generator which had been devel oped on a huge scal e by
various electric manufacturing conpanies. Its design was known to be nore efficient than any other
type. MIlions of volts had been generated in tests with various ones built.

And now—

Doc Savage’'s thoughts | eaped to different parts of the table nodel he had inspected briefly. Yet
that inspection had been sufficient for the bronze man to retain an exact picture of the whole unit
itself.

Martin Uppercue' s spherical generator was an exact reproduction of the giant Perisphere!

Chapter XVI. MAD MENACE

ONE of the reasons for the success of Doc Savage’s constant fight against evil-doers throughout
the world, was the close unity between the Man of Bronze and his aids.

A spoken word fromthe giant bronze nman, and any one of Doc’s assistants coul d be depended upon
to follow through with some particul ar assignment.

Doc Savage had mentioned to Long Tom the electrical expert, something about the small nodel
generator in Martin Uppercue’'s |laboratory. |Imrediately the unhealthy-Iooking aid s quick mnd had
foll owed the bronze man's trend of thoughts.

As soon as possible, Long Tomhad therefore returned to Uppercue’'s | aboratory, sonewhere beneath
the great Perisphere.

It was here that he had contacted Mnk, at the short-wave set in Dock’s car, announcing that he
had | ocated the odd netal cylinder.

Long Tom had found the thin tube hidden in a cabinet near a workbench where the nodel generator
was set up.

Pl acing the cylinder to one side, the quick hands of Long Tom had gone to work on the nodel
itself. It was quickly dismantled. The electrical wi zard s sharp eyes wi dened as he worked swiftly.
He |l ocated the small missing part and, from quick cal cul ations, saw that the unit which was
needed fitted in at the very top of the spherical notor. In actual size, it would be the shape of a
I ong suitcase.

Long Tom renenbered the "accunul ator” that the bronze man had menti oned.

Recently, Long Tom had | ectured before a group of fanpus engineers on the possibilities of such
an accunul ator. The atonmi ¢ nmachine was a unit capable of storing unlinted power. Hooked into a
power transmssion |ine, an accunul ator would be capable of draining the current and putting out all
lights in a large-sized city.

One thing had halted the perfection of such an invention. A perfect insulator was needed with

whi ch to protect the suitcase-sized unit, when in operation in connection with a huge, spherical
generator.

Long Tomwas intently studying the one tiny part of the nodel that was m ssing. He knew now that
Martin Uppercue, fearful |est soneone should steal his secret, had | eft something out of that
smal | -scal e nodel . He had al so—

Abruptly, there was a commotion behind the electrical wizard. He whirled to face those who had
conme into the passageway from outside.

It was the waspi sh-1ooking Ham arguing with hairy Monk as they hurried into the |aboratory.
Behind themtrailed Chem stry, the small chinp.

Monk squeal ed excitedly, "Long Tom |ook! That guy Adam Ash is with Doc, an’ he had a clue to

sonethin’. We're all to hurry and neet them Maybe we’'ll find the girls there, too; and like | was
tellin Ham—=
Ham managed a pained sneer. "Wit till that Adam Ash | earns you're on the make for his girl, you

m ssing link! There's going to be trouble starting—
From the vault |ike door leading to the larger |aboratory beyond, well-dressed Adam Ash said
col dly:



"Troubl e has already started, friends!"

TALL Adam Ash stepped into the roomw th an object in his hand that had been taken from Doc
Savage when he was brought, drugged, to the secret operating room |t was the machine pistol, a
deadl y weapon when the regul ar hi gh-powered expl osive bullets were used.

Long Tomsaw, with a start, that the drumattached to the weapon was | oaded.

Hairy Monk’s small eyes had blinked rapidly at the sight of Adam Ash. He let out a bull roar.
"You tricked Doc!" the powerful chem st yelled. "You—

Monk suddenly whipped a pistol fromhis torn clothing and started bl azi ng away.

But Adam Ash had acted a split second before the gun cut |oose. He had | eaped back through the
protecting, heavy vault door, to take up a position behind the steel casenent.

From sonewhere deeper in that room cane a shattering roar as one of the gunnen with Adam Ash

| oosened a hail of machi ne-gun | ead.

Pell ets spattered the walls near the heads of Monk and Ham Long Tom had | eaped for a corner of
the room and switched off the ceiling lights.

Adam Ash was shouting orders above the roar of gunfire. Another death gun took up its
nerve-racki ng chatter.

And then, fromthe only other passageway |eading out of this underground room Lonesone’s

sad- soundi ng voice yelled, "I'"'mlockin the door, boss. Gve ‘emthe gas!"

The door slammed to the passageway that coul d have been the only possible exit for the three aids
of Doc Savage.

Imredi ately fromthe vault |ike opening through which an orange-red stream of gunfire was com ng,
there was the sinister hiss of gas.

Chemi stry was squeal i ng.

Monk howl ed, "Blast ‘eml |'’mgoin’ through that door and get that traitor Adam Ash! |’'m gonna—
"Wait, you fool!" Ham snapped in the darkness. "|’ve got sonething that will knock those devils
out of their shoes. Here, give nme a hand."

Monk | ocated the |l awer’s voice. Hamwas crouched in a corner of the darkened room out of range
of the deadly machine-gun fire.

As Monk crept up to his side, Hamsaid, "I’'ve got a hand grenade. Picked it up fromDoc's car
before we came over here. But the pin's stuck. Here, take a hold."

Monk reached out to help, bellow ng happily, "For once, shyster, | got to adnit you're smart.
Wait'lIl we toss this pineapple at those birds—

The chemi st struggled with the jammed pin in the hand grenade. Luckily, it did not rel ease.
For the knockout-gas funes that envel oped the three aids and the pet, Chemistry, within the next
two seconds put themswiftly to sleep.

DAPPER Adam Ash gave terse orders a few nonents |later as Monk, Ham Long Tom and the pet were
carried from Uppercue’s | aboratory.

An exhaust fan—ocated in one wall of the |ab—had been turned on and the room qui ckly cl eared of
the gas funes.

The public relations consul’s eyes were cold, and there was a smrk on his thin lips. "This," he
said to the grinning-faced thug beside him "takes care of Doc Savage's crowd. Take themup to the
operating room Lonesone."

Lonesone | ooked incongruous with the heavy machine gun cradled in his arm For he was still
wearing the high silk hat and "tails." The fixed grin of his nmouth hardly went with the menacing
Tommy. "Hell, chief, let’s give it to themright here."

The eyes of Adam Ash snapped. "You're forgetting the experinment, you fool. Take them above—up the
catwal k." The queer, shrill tone that Doc Savage had noted, was now back in Adami s Ash’s voi ce.
The three aids and the pet were carried through the big motor room where Doc had first found Kay
Uppercue. The catwal k took the nen high above the electrical equipnent of nassive size. Sonewhere in
the long, high-ceilinged room there was the soft, steady purr of a small booster dynano running.
Gunnen reached the small opening in the ceiling, a direct opening into the huge Perisphere above.
Iron steps | ed upward.

Adam Ash paused to see that everyone was out of the big nmotor room bel ow. Then, with a tw sted
grin on his lips, he stepped to a heavily insulated control panel built near the catwalk.

Large contact switches of varying sizes were at his fingertips. Adam Ash started sl apping the

swi tches home—l osing the electric circuits.

I mredi ately, the motor humin the power roomincreased.

Li ke the shrill "winding up" of a big transport plane inertia starter, the notor humincreased to
an ear-splitting how .

Adam Ash | aughed with al nost insane glee. "And now," he grinned, "the real generator starts!"
Above him waiting in the entranceway to the huge Perisphere, the grinning-faced Lonesone

comrent ed:

"That little dude, Shill Burns, didn't do bad when he | ed those guys our way, boss!"

They noved on into the place above.



TH S was the vast, awe-inspiring interior of the Perisphere itself. But now a strange
transformati on was taking place. Levers that Adam Ash had thrown had started a novenent of
giant-sized units in the two-hundred-foot-high globe

Sections of a massive machi ne were swinging out into position overhead. The nen carrying Doc’s

ai ds paused a nmonment and stared in w de-eyed wonder. One thug shivered slightly.

"Hel |, boss," he gasped, "if this thing ever gets out of control —

Adam Ash snapped an order. "Mve!" he said shrilly. "Take those fools up the curved | adder. The
nmovabl e pl atform has been dismantl ed. Others are guarding Doc Savage and the rest, above."
Lonesone, his own voice a trifle awed, remained behind, to query, "Say, chief, that stormis sure
goin' to be a corker!"

Qutside the great steel ball, the fury of the universe seemed to have been unl eashed against the
Peri sphere. Thunder cracked omi nously; a steady trenbling took place beneath the sphere’s very

f oundati on

Adam Ash | aughed queerly.

Sounds of the stormseened to rem nd himof one nore thing to be done. He stepped toward a barred
exit doorway near the base of the Perisphere

Loosening a heavy steel bar, he opened the door to let in a burst of wind and rain. A |ightning
flash reveal ed his satanic face for an instant.

Adam Ash said, "I'Il get back through the laboratory entrance. Bar this last exit. There's one
thing | nust do."

Lonesone stood there grinning, his voice gloony. "But, chief, you better not—=

"That fool, Shill Burns, must be located,” finished Ash. "He's just dunmb enough to stunble onto
sonething. |'ve got to get himalso."

The queer | augh that Adam Ash gave as he di sappeared into the night sent a chilly feather of ice
raci ng down hi s henchman, Lonesone’s, spine

Lonesone had been standing polishing an apple on his sleeve. Ready to take a bite, he |l owered the
appl e and stood with his nmouth half open

Chapter XVII. THE GENERATOR STARTS

SHI LL BURNS was not a brave man. But the flashily dressed little tal ker was an opportunist. Any
little racket in which he could collect his own ten cents’ worth—-while still keeping within the

| aw—appeal ed to the gumchewing little sharpshooter

Burns had seen a chance to cash in on the Martin Uppercue di sappearance, and the night he had
foll owed the strange figure of the goblin—Maxi mus—to the Marine Amphitheater on the | ake, he had

really been sincere when directing Mnk and Hamto the stage. Shill Burns had hoped for a nice
ret ai ner
When Lonesone and his nen had struck, Shill Burns got scared and ran for cover. He had hi dden out

t hroughout that night and the next day.
But now, noving like a little wet terrier in the rain and scary claps of thunder, he was stalking
the deserted Fair Gounds, trying to bring himself to call the police. He knew, sonehow, that Doc

Savage was in trouble. Yet Shill Burns was afraid to contact the |law. He had been m xed in shady
dealings in the past
Shill Burns spent an hour trying to make up his mind

He went back to his little concession office with the determi nation that he woul d put through the
phone call. And tall, gray-eyed Dr. Alexis Mandroff was there waiting for him

Shill Burns had seen the doctor several tines, knew himby reputation. He was surprised at this
conplinmentary visit

Dr. Mandroff smiled and asked, "You're Shill Burns, da?"

Shill’s chest expanded

"No other, friend, no other. To whomam| obligated for this—=
Dr. Alexis Mandroff’'s |ight features grew suddenly serious
"Doc Savage, a friend of mine, once nentioned you," Mandroff hurried on. "Now he and sone of his

aids are missing. | thought you might be able to help me locate them |’ m afraid sonething has
happened—

Shill Burns suddenly decided that he had kept still |ong enough

"My friend," he said confidentially, getting his gumout of the way, "that thought is mutual. |'m

telling you, it's sonmething beyond our grasp. And yet | have an idea-yes, an idea—

"What ?" interrupted Dr. Mandroff, trying not to appear inpatient

"Now you take that Perisphere," said Shill Burns. "There’'s sonething dammed nysterious going on
there—~

"Then we should investigate," suggested Mandroff. He was carrying a cane, and wearing the
expensi ve fawn-col ored gl oves. He stepped toward the door. The doctor was al so wearing a cape
agai nst the downpour outside

Shill Burns grabbed a coat and quickly followed. He said worriedly, "Friend, | gotta hunch Doc
Savage i s sonewhere in that dammed gl obe."



VWHEN Doc Savage was carried into the weird operating roomatop the Perisphere globe, and untied
to be guarded by the ponderous, red-haired Maxi mus, he had made no attenpt to escape.

For the bronze man had permitted hinself to be brought here. It was in this place that he had
hoped to find the others—Martin Uppercue and the two girls.

For the bronze giant had suspected Adam Ash’s trickery!

Martin Uppercue was there, tied again in a chair, and close by were al so the bound, shapely
figures of lovely Pat Savage and the pretty Kay Uppercue. The girls’ faces were pallid, drawn from
their dire experience, and yet Pat Savage nanaged a smile.

Doc, after being searched to nmake certain he was unarned, had been pernitted freedom by gunnen
who stood guard in the room Besides, the brute-sized Maxinus stood towering nearby.

Doc had thought first of the girls.

They were all in the smaller room adjoi ning the operating room
Pat Savage said cheerfully, "for once, ny dear cousin, | |ooked for trouble and found it! Are you
angry?"

The bronze nman was silent. For Doc knew that only one ending awaited all of them now death!

He turned to little white-haired Martin Uppercue.

The scientist said, "Thanks, Doc Savage, for al npst rescuing ne once before in this room But |I'm
afraid there will be no chance at a rescue again." Uppercue | ooked significantly at the nenacing
guns in the hands of the guards cl ose by.

Hi s voice was weary, though no fear showed in the little bright-eyed nman’s face.

"You know what's in there?" Uppercue asked, nodding toward the adjoining, |arger room

Ginning, the gunnen pernmtted Doc Savage to | ook.

The bronze man saw nore bound figures laid out on tables near the weird operating platform Above
the heads of the stupefied victins, rain slashed the opaque gl ass of the convex skylight. Lightning
seenmed to |leap right out of the heavens above and smash agai nst the gl ass covering. The broken pane
had been patched.

Doc returned and spoke to the scientist. "Those are the missing Fair visitors who were jabbed

with hypodermic needles in the crowds. | alnost got the sane treatnent from Lonesone, nyself. They
were to be used to fake the Man of Tonorrow publicity surrounding your own experinent."

Upper cue nodded his bushy white head.

"Correct," he said. "No nman can create a man. That poor devil, Mxinmus, was a Fair visitor

himsel f, once. He was given injections of thyroxine and adrenalin—and changed rapidly into a
pituitary giant. But, in the experinment, his will power was destroyed. Now he only follows the
directions of that masked devil who has himhypnotized."

Doc mentioned that he was aware of the nethod used. He had figured something |like this when he

had checked with the gatekeeper about the mi ssing persons, and when an attenpt had been nade to jab
hinmself with a hypo near the Hall of Medicine.

He said, "The Man of Tonorrow stuff was nerely publicity to draw the Fair crowds—and a shield to
cover your own experinents. But the masked surgeon cashed in on it. Cbviously he is mad enough to
really believe a superman can be created."

Across the room snall Kay Uppercue and Pat Savage were staring in open-nouthed horror.

Doc’s netallic features were tense. "G ven the proper voltage, life mght possibly be brought to
body cells,"” he continued. "That is sonething of this nmasked one's idea, | believe."

Just then there was a di sturbance at the door.

HAM and Monk, along with Long Tom and the pet ape, were carried into the room The three aids had
started to regain consci ousness. Mink was struggling like a bull ape to break | oose from several
scar-faced captors.

Monk saw the two girls and let out a roar of protest.

"What the hell do you nean, tyin' themgirls up like that?" he bell owed.

In the doorway behind them Lonesonme said gloomly, "lI'"mgoing to take pleasure in rubbing out
that dish-faced guy!"

Bef ore Monk could think of a suitable retort, everyone was held tense by the strange vibration
that began to fill the room

The bronze man’s gaze flicked to the scientist, Uppercue, and he saw the | ook of utter horror in
the little man’s eyes.

Prof essor Uppercue stamrered, "My God! He . . . he’'s started the Perisphere generator!"

The hum of some massive notor was slowy, inexorably increasing into a deep-throbbed whine.

Even several of Lonesone’s gunmen | ooked nervous.

One said, "Say, Lonesone, where's the chief? | don't think it’'s goin’ to be so dammed heal t hy
hangi n” around here much | onger!" The gunman was jittery about the electrical whine below them
Lonesone rapped, "Shut up!"

As everyone listened in awe to the weird, slowly increasing speed of the manmmoth generator in the
massi ve ball beneath them a guard suddenly appeared and shoved two nore figures into the room He
said to Lonesone:



"l caught these two guys snoopin’ around!"
The two newest captives were the loudly dressed Shill Burns and tall Dr. Al exis Mandroff.

Chapter XVIII1. UNMASKED FI END

EVERYONE stared at the last two captives brought in.

Shill Burns, protesting volubly, clutched regal-looking Dr. Alexis Mandroff’s armand cri ed:

"Like | said, Doc, you're inportant! You got connections here at the Fair. Tell ‘emthey can't

get away with this—=

The bl ond-haired, tall doctor shrugged his shoul ders hopel essly.

"It looks," he said quietly, "as though you and | have nothing to say about that."

The masked fiend, through his chief henchman, Lonesone, now had captured everyone who m ght

frustrate his plans.

It was hairy Mnk, kicking up a fuss as he tried to wiggle out of his bonds, who croaked

hollowy, "All right, where is he? Were' s that yahoo behind all this troubl e—t+hat Adam Ash?"

Petite Kay Uppercue, hearing Monk’'s words, stared out of horror-filled eyes. She stammered: "You
you said . . . Adam Ash—

Doc Savage knew that the snmall blond girl had been engaged to the good-I|ooking public relations

consul , Adam Ash.

Monk realized his error. The way in which he | ooked at Kay Uppercue said that he thought she was

swel |, and now to have blurted that Adam Ash was the real fiend—
It was Dr. Mandroff who interjected with: "Do you nean to say that young Adam Ash is the one
behind all this? Wiy, | never dreamed— H's voice broke off shrilly.

The wel | -known doctor |ooked at the bronze man, at others in the room

Kay Uppercue was crying softly.

Pat Savage, stiffly erect in the chair in which she was tied, |ooked at Doc Savage.
Li ke Monk, Dr. Mandroff realized his error.

He said thoughtfully, "I'’msorry, Mss Uppercue. | . . . | didn’t understand.”
Only the bronze nman hinsel f had been acting strangely.

DOC SAVAGE appeared not to have heard the others. Instead, he had been intently regarding the
massive figure of Maxinus stationed near hinself to act as guard.

Doc had caught the huge giant's starry eyes, was |looking into their depths peculiarly with his
own. The bronze nman’s conpelling eyes were |ike unwavering, accusing pools of restless gold.
Everyone stiffened as the bronze man spoke.

Wth great tonal inflection, Doc Savage ordered: "Maxinus! You are listening to ne now,

under stand? You are to obey ne."

The increasing generator vibration that gripped the whol e Perisphere seened to | end power to the
bronze man’s words.

"Maxi mus—bring us Adam Ash!" rapped Doc Savage.

Slowly, eyes fixed ahead as though in a trance, huge Maxinmus shuffled step by step to the center
of the room

Fasci nated, Lonesone’s acconplices stepped aside, held spellbound. The gunmen had seened to
forget that the bronze man was unguarded, now that Maxinus had noved away from his side.

In the middle of the room Maxinus paused. C ose above his towering form the snaller glass
skylight of this inner roomwas within reach. The giant figure reached up, released a catch and slid
t he panel back on a groove.

Even Pat Savage shuddered slightly as the fury of the stormlashed into the room Thunder rolled
in great waves; jagged streaks of white |lightning seemed to | eap to the very openi ng above.

The huge hands of Maxi nus reached outward into the storm-and dragged fromthe roof of the massive
steel ball a soaked, linmp form

The hal f-conscious figure of Adam Ash was dragged to the bronze man’'s feet!

Pat Savage gasped.

Kay Uppercue crowded her snall knuckl es against her teeth and tried to stifle a scream

Monk’ s eyes al nost bulged in their pits of gristle. He piped, "Now, howin hell—=

Maxi mus stood dunbly by, awaiting the bronze nman’s next order.

The mi nd of Doc Savage, his great will power, had conquered another sinister brain that
controlled the one of the dunmb brute!

LONG TOM had been roughly dunped in a corner of the roomwhen dragged into the strange Perisphere
hi de-out. But he had twisted to one el bow now. He asked of Doc: "But . . . but if Adam Ash wasn’t
the nmasked man, then who—

G hers, too, were asking that question silently. Even the hard-faced thugs of Lonesone were
staring at Doc Savage. Apparently none had ever known the true identity of the nasked director of
crime, and now—

One thug asked, "Then where is the nmasked guy?"

Through the room even above the ever-increasing noan of the nmonstrous generator in this sphere



underneath them an exotic trilling note floated. It was the identifying sound the Man of Bronze
made in nmonents of mental stress—er perhaps approach to near danger.

And covered by the generator whine, no one had heard the stifled exclamation, the intake of
breath of another person in that room

Yet Doc Savage had heard—because he had been listening for that very thing.

It was Martin Uppercue who cried, "But the accunmulator! It is priceless! Were is it, Doc
Savage?"

Again the bronze man | ooked at Maxinmus. He said firmy, steadily, in that strangely conpelling
tone: "Maximus, now get the accurul ator."

The huge nan-nonster again noved toward the mddle of the room |eaned one hand on the table and
reached upward with the other into the rain that was hamering into the room

The hand of Maxi mus paused. He turned uncertainly, his staring-eyed gaze going to Doc Savage, and
then shifting away, as though pulled by sone other force.

Doc Savage said tensely, "One man in this roomhas controlled Maximus. He is trying to overcone
my power over this dumb servant now. Because that person al so needs the netal cylinder—and sonmeone
inthis roomhas it!"

The bronze man’s words nust have proved a startling shock to the real villain. For the nonent,
his control over Mxinmus was |ost. The huge gi ant again | ooked at Doc Savage, seened to nod in
agreenment —and reached again toward the roof opening.

There was a shrill cry of anger froma person near Doc Savage. A man plunged toward the table
directly beneath the open roof skylight.

The wel | -tailored formof Dr. Alexis Mandroff, his wet cape billow ng out behind him nounted the
table in a single swift bound. Agile, slender hands cl awed the roof opening and the bl ond-haired man
rai sed hinmself swiftly out of sight.

Al exis Mandroff’'s face had been twi sted with maniacal fury.

DOC SAVAGE fired orders.

"Maxi mus! Help the hairy one. And the man with the sword cane by his side. Untie them Hurry!"
Spel | bound by the sudden exposure of a man they did not even know had enpl oyed them the

bul gi ng- eyed gunnmen were slow to nove. The ropes were yanked from Monk Mayfair’'s wists by Maxinus,
with one powerful twi st, and the rel ease of Ham fol | owed.

The hairy chem st dived headfirst into a slow noving thug, grabbed a gun and |let out a whoop.
"l1’"msure gonna rai se havoc now" Mnk baw ed.

Monk bl asted away with the gun.

A thug returned the fire, but his aimwas wild. Perhaps he, too, had been startled by the form of
Dr. Mandroff |eaping out onto the very top of the globe of steel.

Uppercue was screaning, "The accunulator! He's after the accunul ator, Doc Savage."

But the bronze nan had swung with powerful, cabled arns out to the slippery, rain-swept roof. Two
hundred feet below lay the lightning-illumnated Fair G ounds. Mre than a dozen steps either way
fromthat small opening atop the Perisphere, and the bronze man’s formwould skid to swift doom on
the curved, slick surfaces of the sphere.

And towering over all, seenmingly only a few feet away, rose the three-sided spire that was the
Trylon. It lofted still another half thousand feet above the globe of steel—-and fromits sides now
bonmbarded fl ashes of |ight.

The Trylon, during a storm was constantly struck by lightning which harmessly followed its
tapered length into the earth.

Doct or Mandroff had whirled back toward the bronze nman with an object in his hand. It was a | ong
case, approximately the size of a |large suitcase. He snarled shrilly:

"Even you cannot stop ne now, Doc Savage. |’'m going back down there into the room"

Wth his free hand, he fired the .45 autonatic.

Doc Savage had been in the act of hurtling at Alexis Mandroff. Wight had been thrown forward on
the balls of the bronze man’s feet. The heavy .45 slug caught himin the chest, and he pitched
sideward, to roll toward the curve of the roof that dropped off sharply to the wide circular mall
far bel ow.

QUT here in the stormlashed night, the weird roar of the Perisphere generator was a thing that
penetrated far. It was |ike the conmbined bunbl ebee hum of a thousand bonbing planes. It was not a
deaf eni ng sound, but rather a vibration that sent a strange chill through all.

It was too late for Fair visitors nowyet many had gathered far bel ow the spot where Doc Savage
and Mandroff were fighting.

Those persons were the Fair police, attracted by the uncanny sound of the giant generator, and
hundreds of |ate workers and exhi bitors who had been on their way honme for the night.

Prow car sirens screaned |like insignificant play horns, against the greater noi se envel oping
all. Arnmed coppers battered agai nst the heavy, steel-barred doors that had been cl osed at the
Peri sphere base. No one could find a way inside.

And as Doc Savage was seen by Mandroff to slip toward a plunge of death, the nmad-eyed doctor



| eaped back into the roof roomw th the precious accurmul ator case in his hand.

But Mandroff had not figured on the trained hands, the fingers of Doc Savage. Daily, the bronze
man exerci sed various parts of his marvel ous body. Those bronze-col ored hands contained a grip of
steel .

Doc’ s fingers had splayed as he struck the curved roof. Fingertips had flattened m ghtily agai nst
the wet steel surface. Like a vacuumcup tire grips a slippery pavenent, Doc’s fingertips had
stopped his slide.

Slowy, he pulled hinself back to the roof opening. He had not been injured by the .45 slug.
Doc’ s bul | et proof vest had stopped that bullet.

But the force of the shot, catching the bronze man partially off balance as it did, had been
enough to make himslip back on the sleek-surfaced gl obe.

Doc Savage | eaped back toward the Perisphere room

Chapter Xl X. DEATH STRI KES HI GH UP

A TERRIFIC battle was taking place within the roomof the Perisphere.

Hairy Monk had taken tinme out between pile-driver swings, at Lonesone’s nen, to leap to Long
Tom s side. The skinny-1looking electrical expert had been lying helplessly in the same corner of the
room Monk swiftly unbound his wrists.

Yet Long Tom made no attenpt to get up and join the nélée. One leg remained stiffly straight
before himon the floor, as though broken.

But Long Tom picked up a crook’s fallen gun and bopped heads as Monk and Ham sent dizzy victins
flying his way.

And huge Maxinus, apparently still obeying the will of the great bronze nman, joined in to help
Doc’ s ai ds.

One of Lonesone’s henchnen saw the twi sted face and figure of Dr. Mandroff plunge back into the
roomfromthe roof opening. He took one glinpse at the hurtling Mandroff, and baw ed, "M, |'m
gettin’ outa here! This damed Perisphere is goin’ to shake itself apart any mnute!"

The thug went diving through the secret panel wall opening that Doc and Long Tom had once before
used. Another gunman followed, yelling in fear. The great sphere of steel was actually vibrating on
its base. |t appeared that over a hundred thousand tons of netal threatened to collapse at any
second.

Monk let out a yell and raced to the wall opening where the thug had di sappeared down the chute.
He was hol ding sonething solid in his hairy fist, jerking at the object with his other hand.

Then Monk bellowed, "I got it, Ham | got that danged pin outa the grenade. Look it this, wll
ya!" He tossed the bonb, and a second | ater there was a trenendous roar sonewhere below in the
escape chute that led to the underground pipe l|ines.

It was Long Tomwho cried shrilly, "Fool! That’'s the only way out of here. W’'re all doormed now "
Monk | ooked startl ed.

In the excitenent, they saw Mandroff for the first tine.

The doctor, with the heavy suitcase-shaped accunul ator in his hand, had | eaped past the fight to
reach an outer wall of the room This roof prison was built between two outer |ayers of the steel
Peri sphere, and in that outer wall was another four-foot-w de partition of thin steel.

MANDROFF had pushed a wall lever to raise a partition of that outer narrow room He plunged

i nsi de and yanked sonet hing downward with his hand.

He turned, his eyes wild, his face contorted.

"Fool s! No one can reach me now. There's an escape |l adder in here. As soon as | charge this
thing, I'll send you all to doom beneath tons of crushed steel by letting the Perisphere generator
run wild and tear itself |oose!"

Monk and Ham drew up short, to stare. Apparently nothing separated them fromthe w | d-eyed
doctor.

Doc Savage cane hurtling into the roomfromjust above as Monk, with a how, dived toward nearby
Al exi s Mandrof f.

Monk said, "I’'Il get that guy—

And then he gave a yip of pain. The hairy chenmi st had cracked his head agai nst sonething that
appeared to be only enpty space between him and the doctor.

From where he was still tied, Professor Uppercue exclained, "It’'s a sheet of shatterproof,
invisible glass. You can't reach hi m=

The little scientist’s alert eyes suddenly popped |ike round saucers. "Look! He's putting the
accurul ator into the slot! My God, we'll all be—=

The bronze man’s brain had renenbered the nodel generator construction in that fleeting, precious
instant. He said, "But he needs the insulator—the steel cylinder."

Abruptly Doc went into whirlwi nd action. He started shoving everyone toward the adjoini ng
operating room He slammed orders at Monk and Ham

"Get everyone out of here!" yelled Doc. "There's no tine to untie anyone. Take them chairs and
all. Hurry!"



The bronze giant had al ready swung hel pl ess Pat Savage and Kay Uppercue up by a chair in each

arm He plunged through the doorway.

The roomwas cl eared in seconds. The bronze man was the only one to see the crazed Al exis
Mandroff’s | ast novenents.

Behi nd the gl ass screen, the doctor had finally worked the heavy accumul ator into a special

groove nmade for it sonewhere in the Perisphere generator outer wall.

There was a sudden peculiar humm ng. And then the ozone snell that electricity nmakes when

bur ni ng.

Doc Savage hinself noved back into the roomw th the others.

But fromthe large glass skylight of this larger room everyone saw the weird arc of flam ng
lightning that cane fromthe very heavens above, fromthe top-nobst point of the skyscraper-high
Tryl on that adjoined the great ball.

There was a horrible crash, and the Perisphere seenmed to rock and sway. In the outer shell room
where Al exis Mandroff was crouched, liquid fire split the thin steel wall at his back. Steel nelted
around that spot, nelted like a thin scrap of tin caught in thousands of degrees heat. Mlten steel
spl ashed off the side of the Perisphere at that one concentrated point.

There was a single screamof horror fromthe doctor.

Then there was only the stench of flesh and the ozone snell.

Al exi s Mandroff had died the death of white-hot fire.

BREATHLESS seconds passed. No one noved in the outer roomthat had been protected by the second
inner wall of the great sphere

Prof essor Martin Uppercue breathed finally, "W . . . we’'d better not let the girls |ook!"

Doc Savage had gone into the small roomclose to the shell partition where Mandroff had seal ed
hinmself in. The bronze man said quietly, "There's nothing to see. Only dust!"

Dust was all that renmined of the fiend who had been Mandrof f

Suddenly, Monk yelled, "Hey, Doc! The blasted thing' s stoppin’. Listen! The Perisphere
generator’s dyin’ down!"

It was true. The whine that had acconpanied the awful trenbling of the nassive sphere was fading
Vi bration sl ackened

Doc said, "Perhaps Martin Uppercue can tell you the explanation of that—and of Mandroff’s death."
The bronze man had rel eased the small, bright-eyed scientist

Uppercue said shakily: "The accunulator is my invention. It mght be conpared to a storage
battery. Only it stores power—thousands and thousands of volts of energy. The Perisphere
generator—the | argest spherical generator ever desi gned—was needed to charge the accunulator. |t
woul d only take the nassive generator below a matter of seconds to conpletely charge it."

"But how—~ Ham started to ask curiously

Uppercue went on swiftly, his keen eyes bright. "Mandroff had been to ny |laboratory often. He had
seen that nodel of the Perisphere generator. | told him and others, in order to cover ny real work,
that we were planning a Man of Tonorrow experiment and thus needed greater electrical generation
than had ever before been produced."

Ham had to get the question out. "But why was he killed?"

Doc Savage answered the query.

"Because Mandroff failed to use the one thing needed to make the accunmul ator a success," he

expl ained. "That is the insulator, which Uppercue, here, had in the netal cylinder—the cylinder he
tried so valiantly to protect, and which Long Tom found hi dden back in his | aboratory. The insul ator
was needed while charging the accunulator, and to protect it after receiving that charge. Wthout
it—

The bronze man indicated the space where Dr. Alexis Mandroff had only a few nonents before been
"I nstead,"” Doc went on, "when no insulation was there to hold that terrific Perisphere charge

wi thin the accunul ator, the great voltage kicked back and drew the bolt of lightning fromthe
Trylon—and at the sane tinme, shorted the Perisphere generator and perhaps saved us all."

Upper cue nodded, said in an awed voice, "Yes. The generator bel ow us, tons of steel and power,
woul d have probably run wild and torn the Perisphere to pieces."

For once in his scrappy life, hairy Monk was silent for two full nonments. Then he blurted

" Say—gosh! "

DOC SAVAGE interrupted the questions to take care of Adam Ash. The young public relations consu

was still dazed, and there m ght be a brain concussion. The bronze man showed Ham and Monk how to
get back to the narrow steel |adder inside the Perisphere "skin." Unarmed thugs guarded by Mnk and
Ham were put to work carrying Adam Ash bel ow.

Soon coppers who had been battering at the | ower Perisphere |ocked exits had been adnmtted and

were clinbing up here to the secret room It was not until nuch later that norning, in Uppercue's
own | aboratory, that Doc finished with explanations

Sonmeone had asked about the mi ssing netal cylinder, the tube like thing that had caused pretty

Kay Uppercue to act so suspiciously—as well as good-I|ooki ng Adam Ash



The scientist’s daughter was there in the lab now, after learning fromthe hospital that her

fiancé would be all right in a day or so. Her brilliant father gave her a warmsmile.

"Tell them Kay," Professor Uppercue said.

"That tube," the small blond girl said, "contained a nonatomic filmthat was to have insul ated

the accumulator. It was thinner than the thinnest paper. | found the real tube, brought it back here
to the | ab—

Ham asked, smiling fondly at the bl ue-eyed daughter of the scientist, "But where is it now?"

Long Tom | ooked sheepi sh. His anemic features, for once, flushed slightly as he | ooked at the

girl. "I found it—before that Lonesone and his nob knocked out Mnk and Ham and ne, down here! Dang
it, | had it hidden in ny pants |leg, but Mnk got it up there in the Perisphere fight—

Doc interrupted quietly with, "Wll, where is it, Mnk?"

Monk st anmered, coughed, then got words out. "Goshami ghty!" he piped. "That Lonesone had Habeas
locked in a closet up there. So | took a swing at that grinning ranny with that tube thing. |
guess—el |, hell! | guess |I busted it all to bits!"

Uppercue sighed. "It is just as well," he said. "I'mafraid the accunulator’s possibilities were
too great—and al so too dangerous. Wth its unlimted, stored power, it would have al ways been a
treasure sought by nen |ike Mandroff."

Pat Savage was slightly holding well-dressed Hamis arm She still |ooked a trifle frightened,

t hough her lovely gold eyes were bright.

She queried, "But the Man of Tonorrow-what about hin?"

Doc explained, "It was nerely publicity to cover Professor Uppercue's work." The bronze nman

| ooked at the white-haired scientist and received a nod of agreenent.

"Of course, that publicity would have helped the Wrld' s Fair. Later, it could have been

announced that sonething went wong. But Mandroff, having access to persons stricken on the grounds
by the heat and so on, nade a pituitary giant out of one man, to scare off everyone and cover his
own search for Uppercue’s invention, and to throw suspicion on ki dnapped Professor Uppercue. Those
other victinms were being held in readi ness should Maxi nus be killed—to make it appear Maxinmus was
indestructible. "

"And Mandroff even tried to get you!" Pat Savage said.

The bronze man smled. "I suspected himfirst when he barged right out of the Hall of Medicine

si de door when | was chasing Lonesone, the man who tried to jab me with a needle. Mandroff’s
door-sw nging was too nicely tinmed to be an accident. And further, up there in the secret room and
when he was nmasked, Mandroff cut his hand when he grabbed a scal pel froma glass case. | saw the cut
on his right hand when he tried to quickly slip his gloves on at the hospital yesterday."

Queri ed about Maxi mus, Doc explained that he had given the giant man the first of treatnents that
woul d gradual Iy bring himback to normal. Maxinus woul d forever be of huge size, but in tine—after a
delicate brain operation—+the man woul d forget his terrible experience and be a normal hunman.

The other captives, mssing Fair visitors, had been given simlar treatnment by the bronze man at
the hospital early this norning.

Doc al so produced a set of paper-thin eye shells of brown shade. He told how Al exis Mandroff had

di sqgui sed hinsel f as young Adam Ash, using the eye caps to cover his own gray eyes. Mandroff had
known about Adam Ash going to watch the noon-rocket show, and had quickly di sguised hinself and
taken the public relations consul’s place—after having Ash grabbed by Maxinus. It was Mandroff who
had appeared after the nmpon-rocket show, instead of Adam Ash.

It was Mandroff’s shrill voice that Mnk had recognized on the police radi o when, disguised,
Mandr of f had knocked out the di spatcher and taken his place.

Doc produced the ring that had been used to nake himtry and hypnotize Martin Uppercue. The ring,
Doc told, fitted Mandroff’s thin, wonanish finger exactly.

Behind the group, a fanmiliar voice spoke.

A voice that said, "Well, well, well! I"'mtelling you, friends, it is a pleasure to be back with
you again. As | told themover there at the hospital, | got in alittle ness trying to help the
fanobus bronze man. But it was worth it. Oh, yes, indeed, it was worth it! |—=

SHILL BURNS, in a new, scream ng checkered suit and a patch over one eye, cane like a little
ganecock into the roomwith the | ong-eared pig, Habeas, and the runt ape trailing al ong behind.
The vol ubl e, former side-show spieler turned to Monk and Ham and said with an expansive smle,
"Friends, consider yourselves lucky to have ever net the great Shill Burns. | have just this past
hour conpl eted arrangenments for an exhibit of the two nost famous pets in the world—Habeas and
Chenmistry. Like |I always say—

Hairy Monk let out a how of rage. He | eaped toward Shill Burns, who, suddenly wi de-eyed, backed
swiftly toward the passageway exit.

Monk yel | ed, "Exhibit Habeas, will you? Listen, you over-dressed wart—

Ham too, had | eaped after Shill Burns. But the fast-talking and fast-nmoving little opportuni st
had evaded both aids, to disappear madly through the corridor.

Monk and Ham hit the narrow doorway at the sane tine, and janmed there shoul der to shoul der and
face to face.



Monk gave a big-nmouthed grin, raised a hairy hand and lifted the hat that had been jammed over
Hami s head ever since the hair-waving trick he, hinself, had naneuvered.

The |l awyer’s nicely waved, dark hair was reveal ed.

Ham strived furiously to bring up his sword cane with which to bat Mnk.

The hairy chemi st called to demure Kay Uppercue, "Wat do you think of a guy that waves his hair,
Bl ue Eyes?"

Smal |, shapely Kay Uppercue noved close to the two aids of Doc Savage. She sniled at both.

"well, 11—

Monk was beaming, stepping aside at last to face the girl.

"Now i f you weren't engaged to that handsone Adam Ash—- Mnk started in his childish voice.

"Ch, that doesn’'t matter!" said Kay. "Adamtold me not to be blue while he’s laid up. He even
suggested that | go to dinner and a show occasionally."

Monk was ready to start at once. He reached for blonde Kay's arm his eyes as hopeful as a young
cal f’s.

"That’s fine!" he piped. "Too bad about Ham here. Before he can have any dates, he'll have to
grow out that wave—
"Ch!" Kay said. "But you didn't understand. | have a date with Ham al ready. You know, Hamis so

mat ur e-1 ooki ng; thus people are |less apt to tal k about an engaged wonan."
Monk deflated. H s shoul ders sl unped.
Ham cal | ed back, "How about that testinonial, sweetheart?"

THE END



