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Chapter 1. THE POCKETBOOK GAG
ONE OF two pedestrians wal king on a New York street turned, pointed at the big bronze man they

had just passed, and said earnestly, "I wouldn't trade places with that bird for a mllion bucks!"
The pedestrian's conpani on al so | ooked at the bronze nan.

"You said it," he agreed. "I wouldn't last a day in his shoes, if half of what |'ve heard is
true."

If the bronze man was aware of their attention, he gave no sign. Many persons turned to stare at
him newsboys stopped shouting abruptly when they saw hiny but the bronze man nerely went on with
long, elastic strides.

"He's not often seen in public," some one breat hed.

"And no wonder!" another exclaimed. "The newspapers say his enem es have nade countless attenpts
to kill him"

The heads of the tallest individuals on the New York street did not top the bronze man's

shoul ders. He was a giant. Yet it was only the manner in which he towered above the throng that made
him seem as huge as he really was, so symretrically perfect was his great frame devel oped.

"They say he can take a piece of building brick in one hand and squeeze it to dust," offered a
man.

Huge cabl es of sinew enw apped the bronze man's neck, and enornous thews stood up as hard as bone
on the backs of his hands. There was a |iquid snoothness about the way they fl owed.

Persons who saw the netallic man's eyes nmade haste in getting out of his path. Not that the eyes
were threatening, but there was sonething about themthat conpelled. They were |ike pools of

fl ake-gol d, those eyes, and the gold flakes were very fine and always in noverment, as if stirred by
di m nutive, invisible whirlw nds.

Strange eyes! They hel d power, and the pronmise of an ability to do weird things.

Two policenen on a corner saluted the bronze giant enthusiastically.

"Hel | o, Doc Savage," they chorused.

Tile mghty man who | ooked as if be were nade of nmetal acknow edged the greeting with a nod and
went on. His features were strikingly regular, unusually handsone in an enphatic, nuscular way.
More than one attractive young stenographer or clerk felt herself inexplicably noved to attenpt a
mld flirtation the instant she saw the big bronze fellow But the anazing giant had a manner of not
seening to see such incidents.

The bronze man canme to a section where the sidewal k was al nost deserted. He stopped.

On the wal k before himlay a small object of |eather. Stooping, be picked it up.

The article was a pocketbook of good quality, and its plunpness hinted at a plentiful content.

The sinewy cables on the bronze man's hands flowed easily as he opened the purse.

There was a poppi ng sound, such a noise as m ght have been nade by a stubborn cork being pulled
froma bottle. Instantly after that, the bronze man dropped the wallet, and it slithered along the
sidewal k for a few feet before coining to a rest.

The man's arnms becane sl ack, his strikingly handsonme head sl unped forward, and he began to weave
slightly fromside to side. Suddenly, as If a master nerve controlling all of the nmuscles in his
m ghty frame had been severed, he collapsed upon the street.



NUMERQUS | NDI VI DUALS saw t he bronze giant drop, but one was nearer than the others. This man was
a bulky fellowwith an extrenely long nose, a round puncture of a nouth, and a skin which was
flushed redly, as if the fellow were very warm One thing particularly outstanding about the man's
appearance was the manner in which he always seened to be perspiring a little.

The man carried a small, plain black |eather case

He ran toward the prone form of Doc Savage, swooping enroute to pick up the pocketbook which the
bronze man had been exami ning an instant before he collapsed. This went into a pocket

Reachi ng Doc Savage, the perspiring man sank to a knee. As he placed his bl ack | eather case on
the sidewal k, it came open -- and those curious persons who ran up, saw that it held a doctor's
equi prent .

"This man has been stricken by heart failure!" the man said loudly, after a brief exam nation

A taxi cab swerved to the curb and the driver craned his neck. The perspiring man stood erect and
beckoned sharply at the hackman

"Gve me a hand!" he shouted. "W've got to rush this big fellow to an enmergency hospital to save
his lifel"

The taxi driver tunbled fromhis nmachine, ran over and lent his aid to noving the recunbent Doc
Savage. The hackman was burly, but the two of themgrunted and strained, so heavy was the giant
bronze formthey were carrying to the cab

A cop pounded up, puffing, "Begorra, what's goin' on here?"

"Heart trouble," he was told. "The big bronze fellow had an overworked heart, and it caved on
him"

They managed to haul Doc Savage into the cab. The | ong nosed nman, perspiring somewhat nore
freely, dashed back, got his bag of instrunments, and piled into the taxi

"Begorra, |I'mgoin' along," said the cop

"I's that necessary?" snapped the sweating man

"This bronze | ad be Doc Savage, no |less," declared the officer. "The finest ain't half good
enough for him and |I'm gonna see that he gets it!"

The cop | eaped into the machine

Behi nd the wheel, the driver nade a pass at the shift lever and the cab lunged forward. The horn
bl ared, pedestrians dived aside, and the cab volleyed down the street

"Ri de your horn and tronmp on it!" called the cop

Tires how ed as they took a corner; skyscrapers shoved up close walls that shut out the sunlight
so that the cab pitched through gloom On the sidewal ks not many people coul d be seen

The perspiring man di pped a hand into a coat pocket, brought out a heavy blue automatic pisto

and lifted it. The policeman was occupi ed i n exam ni ng Doc Savage and never saw the gun whip toward
hi s own head

There was the sound as of a football being kicked hard. The officer let air out of his lungs and
sl umped, head lolling

The rear door of the cab opened and the cop toppled out, driven by a lusty shove. Mnentum of the
car caused himto roll end over end and slaminto a parked nachine, where he |lay, not seriously
danmaged

THE HACK driver |ooked around. He had freckles, a loose lower lip and cigarette-stained fingers
"When that cop piled in | figured we was sunk, Leaking," be chuckl ed

"Wat ch your driving!" grow ed "Leaking," and dabbed at the perspiration on his forehead

Leaki ng now produced the billfold which had lain on the sidewal k. Once he had opened it, there
was disclosed a small flat netal phial, the cork of which was yanked when the fol ding hal ves of the
purse were separated

"Neat!" the sinister, |ong-nosed man chuckl ed. "He never snelled a rat-and when he opened it, the
gas in the metal phial got himbefore he knew what it was all about."

He passed the ingenious wallet forward to the freckled, slack-1ipped driver. "Stick this away
sonewhere. "

"Sure." The hackni an had been watching his rear-view mrror to nake sure there was no pursuit

The cab swung west and streets became shabby.

A robe hung on the rack in the rear, and Leaking drew this over the slack formof Doc Savage to
prevent casual observers from sighting the giant bronze nan

"Sure his nibs is alive?" asked the driver

"l don't care a hell of a lot," said Leaking. "But he's still breathing."

"Hal l et wanted himalive, didn't he?"

"Sure."

"Any idea what that shyster has up his sleeve?"

"No," said Leaking. "Shut Lip and drive."

"Whose idea was that pocketbook trick?"

"M ne," Leaking snapped. "And will you shut up and drive!"

The cab passed a play street where griny kids how ed, skirted tall gas tanks and a solid vast
cube of bricks wherein generators wailed |ike banshees, and from which high-tension wires stretched
in profusion.



Streets becane even nore decrepit, and the hack ran nore swiftly, a carbon knock tinkling under
the hood. They were goi ng downtown toward the financial section now, using streets which were al nost
deserted. The machi ne sl ackened speed and turned into nore popul ous streets after a tine.

"This is the joint," said Leaking.

The "joint" was a towering skyscraper of white brick, nodernistic, inpressive, one of scores, all
resenbl ing each other closely, which shot up Ilike cold thorns around Wall Street.

Between the structure and the one adjacent was a narrow all eyway intended as a frei ght entrance.
The cab popped into this and dragged its tires to a halt.

The driver alighted and entered the skyscraper. Probably he engaged the attendant on the freight
el evator in conversation, for that worthy did riot appear to interfere with Leaking as he unl oaded
Doc Savage's great frane fromthe hack and, not without sone |aboring, conveyed the bronze nan into
the lift.

At the twentieth floor, Leaking unloaded his cargo and enployed a large janitors' closet for
tenporary storage while he returned the freight elevator to the ground | evel w thout any one bei ng
aware that he had taken it.

Then the man rode up on a passenger lift to the twentieth floor, swabbing at perspiration, waited
in the corridor until no one was in sight, then picked Doc Savage up and staggered out of the
janitors' closet with him

CGol d-lettered on a frosted gl ass door was:

N. BECKELL HALLET ATTORNEY- AT- LAW

Leaki ng shoved this door open and walked in with his burden. He dunped Doc's great frane in a

swi vel chair, and the chair squeaked | oudly.

Across the office, the side wooden door of an inner sanctum flew open.

"l knew it!" wailed the man who | ooked out. "I knewit!"

LEAKI NG SCONLED and snapped, "You knew what, Hallet'?"

"Knew what Doc Savage woul d damage you or one of your nen seriously," groaned the other.
Leaking's scowl turned into a laugh as he realized that Hallet was not standing where he could
see Doc's features and had mistaken the identity of the bronze man.

"Hel I'!" chuckl ed Leaking. "This is Doc Savage."

"What ?" Hal | et gul ped incredul ously, then advanced gingerly to eye the bronze giant.

Hallet was a fat man with the manners of a bird. He was round and sl eek and plunp, but there was
a mncing daintiness to his novements. His Suit was sparrow col ored and added to his birdlike
aspect, as did his sharp beak of a nose.

"It is Doc Savage!" Hallet wung his plunp hands.

"Well, you wanted him didn't you?" Leaking grow ed.

"Yes, but -- " Hallet slunped into a chair, pulled a foam ng square of silk handkerchief fromhis
breast pocket and dabbed it at his neck. "How did you do it?"

"Fake pocketbook with a doo-dad in it that threw gas into his face when he opened it," grinned
Leaki ng.

"l never thought you would secure himthat easily,” Hallet nmurnured, restoring the handkerchief.
"They say this bronze man is incredibly clever. Wongdoers all over the world fear him"

"Does he | ook |ike something to be scared of now?" Leaking jeered.

"His name is synonynous for fear in the far corners of the earth," Hallet went on earnestly. "Hs
life career is helping others out of trouble. They say he has acconplished fabul ous things, feats
that range from stopping a revolution in an European country to

"I'n your hat!" |aughed Leaking. "He's overrated. Here he is. Wat do we do now?"

"Tie himup," Hallet said hastily. He minced into the other office and came back with thin,

stout, braided cotton rope.

The two nen grasped Doc Savage, apparently with the idea of noving himfromthe chair to the
floor, where he could be bound with nore facility. But what happened was hardly the thing they
anti ci pat ed.

There was blinding notion, two slapping sounds. Leaking and Hallet tried to cry out. They nade no
sound, for a great corded bronze hand had grasped each of themby the throat.

Chapter 2. THI RTY- STORY DEATH

THE NEXT few seconds offered a study in abject hel pl essness and an exhibition of incalculable
strength. The two seized nmen at first wind mlled their arms, but the awful agony of the grip on
their necks seenmed to surge |ike deadeni ng poi son through their bodies, and they becane |inp.
Around Doc Savage's netallic fingers, and between them the flesh of his victins all but oozed,
so terrific was the pressure. The faces of the pair turned purple, eyes ogled and tongue stuck out
stiffly.

Doc arose, and the two were linp as rags hanging fromhis great hands. They quivered a little and
that was all.

The bronze man rel eased them and although neither was fully unconscious, they were too weak to
do nore than make croaking noises.

A search of their clothing brought the light snall suns of noney and billfolds containing cards.
Leaking's full nane seened to be Manuel Caesar Dicer. Hallet carried a blue arny autonatic and



Leaking the slightly smaller gun with which he had clubbed the cop in the taxicab.

The outer office was fitted with a | eather divan. Doc popped the two captives down on this, bound
their wists and ankles securely with the same cord they had intended to use upon him and fell to
eying them steadily.

"I want to know what is behind this," he said. "It is going to be very, very unfortunate unless
you start talking."

The captives glared, exchanged gl ances and sai d nothing. The gl obul es of npisture on Leaking's
forehead fattened, broke fromtheir noorings and chased each other downward, formng little
rivulets.

"Tal k up!" Doc said sharply.

The pair registered disconfort, but held silence. This was sonething of a feat in itself, for
there was a fierceness in the giant bronze man's weird fl ake-gol d eyes.

Doc strai ghtened suddenly, swung around the office once, then went into the inside room This was
fitted with desk, chairs, ice water stand, a large sheet netal clothes |ocker the color of grass,
and shel ves hol di ng i nnunerabl e | aw books. Atop a fat legal volume on torts perched a tel ephone.
Scooping up the instrunment, Doc unpronged the receiver and asked for a nunber. H's voice was | ow,
and traffic sounds fromthe street bel ow the open w ndow kept his words conpletely fromthe two in
t he ot her chanber.

"Monk?" Doc asked when he got an answer.

"Sure," said a nouse |ike voice.

Doc Savage now spoke rapidly, but not in English. The tongue he used was not unnusical, conposed
of liquid gutturals and sharp clackings, but it was doubtful if nore than half a dozen people in the
so-called civilized world woul d have understood it. Yet the |anguage was the nother tongue of a race
once anmong the nost powerful and cultured -- the ancient Mayans of Central Anerica.

H s conversation conpl eted, Doc hung up and went back to the prisoners. They had been trying
ineffectually to escape, but desisted when they saw him

"I never saw either of you gentlemen before this afternoon,” he said in an om nously cal mtone.
"Yet you go to great trouble to seize me off the street."

Birdlike Hallet trenbl ed; Leaking perspired; and neither let a word escape.

"Wiy did you seize me?" Doc asked, his voice vibrating a grimpower. "Wat (lid you intend to do
w th ne?"

This time, Leaking spoke. "H how did you get rid of the effects of that gas so quick?"

"The gas never had any effect on me in the first place," Doc said.

"Wwhat ?" Leaki ng stuttered.

"You underesti mate the human powers of observation," Doc assured himdryly. "Wen you dropped

that trick purse, | saw you."

"You picked it up, knowing it was a trick?"

"The pi cking was done nost carefully, if you had noticed," Doc told him "There were two | ogical

things to suspect -- a poisoned needle and gas. To avoid a needle, | did not open the purse in the
usual manner of a man who has found one. And to checkmate the gas, | nerely held ny breath until the
breeze bl ew the vapor away."

"But why?"

"Why pretend to be overcone? Merely to find out what your game was. And now, any nore
questions?"

Leaki ng only gl ared.

"Then perhaps you will relieve ny curiosity," Doc suggested. "Wy did you seize nme?"

Leaki ng bl ew sweat off his upper lip and said, "You go to hell I"

VI OLENT ACTI ON fol | owed Leaki ng's profane suggestion. Doc Savage |unged, closed netallic hands
upon the fellow and lifted him

Leaki ng grimaced in agony and opened his nmouth wide to cry out. Doc corked a wadded handker chi ef
into the gaping maw, and Leaki ng could only squeal through his nose.

Next, Doc gagged plunp Hal]et.

Leaki ng was carried hel pl essly through the door into the inner office. The door was sl ammed
shut .

Hall et, the sparrow i ke |awer, spraw ed hel pl ess on the divan and ogled the cl osed door. He
tried to nove. His ropes were drawn excruciatingly tight, many of the strands al nbst buried in the
fellow s soft flesh, and the gag distended his nmouth to its greatest capacity.

Suddenly his eyes flew wider and his jaw sagged in horror. Qut of the inner office were com ng
awful thuds, smackings and grunts. It was as if a man were being horribly beaten.

"You won't talk. eh?" Doc Savage's grim powerful voice canme through the door.

The sound of nore blows followed, together with buzzing sounds that m ght have been a gagged nman
crying out in terrible pain.

Hallet tried to scream hut his own gag made his best effort a whining, and he desisted to |ay
panting through his nostrils, round face draining of color until it had a clay hue. He was the
picture of a man scared out of his wts.

Certainly the sounds emanating fromthe adjacent office were such as to strike horror. Again and



agai n Doc Savage's unusual voice put questions, to which Leaking only whizzed or whined through his
nostrils, or, the gag renoved, cursed smashingly. The bl ow thuddi ngs al ways resunmed, nore viol ent
than before. And finally there came the climax.

"Well, if you won't talk, out of the w ndow you go!" Doc booned.
The wi ndow rattled up.
Hallet's face was white enough to he witten upon with a pencil, for he was visualizing that

twenty-story drop to the street, and the hard sidewal k bel ow. Many tinmes he had | ooked down and
visual i zed what would be the | ot of one who fell

Hal l et abruptly tried to screamthrough his gag. He had heard a scuffling sound, as of a living
body pushed over the window sill. A gruesone cry, faintly receding, followed that

The connecting door | eaped open. Doc Savage cane through, his weird eyes hot aureate pools, the
tendons on his neck standing out like rifle barrels

Hal | et sought to scream again. He had never glinpsed anything which | ooked quite as terrible as
did the bronze giant

Doc swept Hallet up easily and carried himto the inner office. The wi ndow was open, and Doc
shoved Hal l et hal f outside

"Look down!" he directed

Hal | et | ooked, and shook as if be had taken bold of a charged electric wire

The crowd on the sidewal k bel ow resenbl ed flies around sonme dark speck of succul ence, while other
flies cane scudding across the street or clinbed out of cars which were stopping. Afly in blue ran
for the spot, tweetling a police whistle

Doc wenched Hall et back. Hi s great voice was a grimcrashing

"They'll be up here to investigate in about two minutes," he said. "You have that long to tel
your story'."

"l d-don't know anything!" Hallet stuttered when his gag was out

Doc picked himup hel plessly and ran himtoward the open wi ndow, and the man screeched out in
chilling fright, confident the bony hand of death was cupped to receive himdown there in the
street

"I"11 tell you everything!" he shrilled

Doc calmy carried himback into the outer office and tossed himon the |eather divan

"Way did you and our -- er -- unlucky friend, Leaking, attenpt to seize ne?" the bronze man
demanded

Hallet wet his lips. "W were hired. W were to get ten thousand dollars for grabbing you and
hol di ng you where no one could find you for two weeks."

"So sonme one wants me out of circulation for two weeks, eh?" Doc showed no great surprise at the
news; indeed, now that Hallet was tal king, the bronze features had settled into a netallic repose
"Who hired you?" he continued

"l don't know," Hallet nmuttered

Doc grasped the nan, runbling, "The windowis still open!"

"Fountain of Youth, Inc., hired me!" Hallet shrieked fearfully.

"Who?"

"It was handl ed in a roundabout way," Hallet nmunbled rapidly. "I was approached over the

tel ephone with this proposition to seize you and hold you. The party who called ne said there was no
need of us ever seeing each other, and it would be better, in fact, if we didn't. The only nane

got was Fountain of Youth, Inc."

"Man or woman?"

Hal I et squirned. "I amnot positive."

"Don't forget that window" Doc said neaningly. "You should know whether you talked to a man or a
woman over the tel ephone.”

"It was a shrill, unnatural voice," Hallet gulped. "I couldn't tell. Honestly, | couldn't."
"Why did this Fountain of Youth, Inc., want ne hel d?"
"l haven't the slightest idea. | asked that question, of course, but was told that there was no

necessity for me know ng."

Doc's strange eyes dwell ed upon the frightened | awer for a nonment. "Since you have no
informati on of inportance, | shall have to consign you to that wi ndow, it seenms. Has Fountain of
Youth, Inc., got an office?"

"Yes. It is Room 1402, the Queen Tower building."

"\What about a tel ephone?”

"Yes. It is in the Queen Tower office. | had it traced.”

"So you tried on your own hook to |learn sonething of this nysterious Fountain of Youth, Inc.?"
Hal | et had gotten sone of his nerve back and was al nost chirping, birdlike, when he spoke. "Do
you blanme ne for trying to get a line on thenP"

Doc did not answer, but considered. Al though his features showed no expression, there was a
certain finality about his nmanner which indicated that he was sure Hallet had no nore information to
reveal

Doc swung into the next office. Hallet could see the bronze nman through the open door. Doc went



to the big grass-green clothes | ocker and opened it.

Si ght of the object which rolled out caused Hallet to turn very' purple in the face.

LEAKI NG HAD been in the | ocker, bound and gagged. He fell out when Doc pulled the door ajar, and
his garments made noi st squi shings, so profusely had he perspired. Leaking was uninjured.

"l thought -- | thought -- " The words choked Hall et up and he coul d not finish.

"The power of suggestion,"” Doc assured himdryly. "A few noi ses, some words, and you got the idea
he had gone out of the wi ndow. "

"But the body on the street --

"Ever hear of ny five assistants?" Doc asked.

"Y-yes," Hallet nunbled. "But wwhat --

"One of them Monk by nane, played the part of the body in the street," Doc explained shortly.
"New Yorkers are curious souls, and they all ran to see what a man could be lying on the sidewal k
for. That naturally nmade Monk's trick very lifelike. You see, Monk was summoned by tel ephone. "
"Ch!" Hallet swallowed. "I renenber | did think I heard you phoning."

Leaki ng, when the gag was renpved fromhis jaws, swore choice profanity in a | ow voice that
dripped rage. Wien it was suggested that he tell what he knew, he only snarl ed.

O a different caliber was this Leaking. A block of a jaw and ugly eyes showed determnination,
offering a hint that to get information fromhi mwould take application of a nore noving

t hi rd- degree nmethod than had urged Hallet to talk.

"My assistant, Mnk, who played the dead man in the street, will be up here shortly," Doc stated.
"Wth himw |l be another of ny group of five aides, Ham By the way, Hamis a lawer of no little
reputation and may want to take measures to have you, Hallet, barred from practice."

Hal | et scow ed; Leaking went on profaning in a guttural, hoarse nonotone.

The afternoon sun sl oped through the both offices, throwi ng shadows into the fear lines on
Hallet's face, and glistening on the wetness that filmed Leaking' s features.

An el evator doer clanked in the corridor outside, then feet tranped the hallway. They approached
the office door.

"That will be nmy two men," Doc said. He wal ked over and yanked the door ajar.

A man cane in, holding a revolver straight out in front of his chest.

"Ain't | the lucky one, Savage!" he gritted. "Get them hands high!"

Chapter 3. M STER SANTI NI

THE MAN with the gun was the freckled, |oose-lipped taxi driver who had hel ped Leaki ng ki dnap Doc
Savage. The automatic in his cigarette-browned fingers was a | arge one.

Behind the driver strolled half a dozen other nen. They were tough | ooking after the nodern
style, too fancy of dress, with a sleek, unnatural manner about them the manner of nen | ong
accustonmed to acting either very bad or very innocent. Al held weapons.

"CGot rid of the hack and was comin' back here with the boys," grow ed the driver. "W saw sone
funny stuff downstairs -- a guy layin' on the sidewal k. That tipped us off to cone up here with our
rods ready."

"Watch that Savage!" snarled Hallet fromthe floor.

"He's covered!" the driver snorted; then, nmuch |ouder: "Get back! Get back!"

Doc Savage was advanci ng, apparently heedl ess of the |leveled pistol. The taxi driver jabbed the
gun threateningly. It was pointed at Doc's chest.

"“1"11 plug you," the man bl ustered.

Sprawl ed on the divan, Leaking conprehended Doc's Intention and tried to yell a warning.

"The guy's probably got a bulletproof vest!" he how ed. "Point your rod at his head!"

Too late! Doc |leaped. His arns were up clear of the line of fire, and he twi sted as he cane in.
The gun smacked thunder and the bullet opened a long rip in the bronze man's coat, below the |eft
arnpit, then gouged stuffing out of the divan on which Leaking and Hallet spraw ed. Doc, by

twi sting, had caused the slug nerely to scrape across his bulletproof vest.

The driver swore, tried to fire again. There was a dull inmpact. None present were quite sure they
saw Doc strike the blow But the hackman's nose was suddenly a flat, scarlet stringing pulp and he
was gagging to keep from swal | owi ng di sl odged teeth. He fell down on all fours, concerned
exclusively with his own pain.

The other nmen were not yet inside. Doc banged the door. It had a spring |l ock and would hold for a
time. Swinging into the inner office, he closed and | ocked that door behind him

A pistol whooped in the corridor. The bullet, puncturing the door, nade a round dai sy of
splinters, then scooped | eaves out of a |aw book which lay on the reception desk.

"You dopes!" Leaking shrilled. "You'll hit us. Bust the door down!"

Sonmebody ki cked the frosted glass out of the outer door, reached in and turned the spring |ock,
whi ch was better than breaking the panel down. The six nen cane inside gingerly, guns darting here
and there so that they rather ridicul ously resenbl ed novie bad nen, except for the killer
expressions on their faces.

"The inner office," Hallet grated. "Get him And tie us loose -- | mean, turn us |oose!" The
excitement tw sted his tongue.

Hal I et and Leaking were freed by the use of sharp knives. They had to be helped to their feet, so



taut had been their bindings.

The i nner door resisted kicking. They shouted angrily for Doc to open up, got no response, then
lighted on the great idea of picking up the reception desk and hurling it at the door. This knocked
the door off its hinges.

The cat-wal ki ng across the threshold, guns ready, was repeated. They peered about, bewi | dered.
"CGone!" Hall et gul ped.

LEAKI NG M NDFUL of his own incarceration, sidled over and yanked open the grass-col ored | ocker;
but it was enpty, and he stood cursing, swiping at his moist forehead with first one coat sleeve
then the other.

"Was there a rope or sonethin' in here that he could ve used to slide down to the ground?" he
demanded.

"The only rope was the one he used to tie us," Hallet disclained.

A man ran over to the wi ndow and | ooked out and down, then drew back, growling, "No sign of

v

Leaki ng whi pped to the wi ndow and gave close attention to the nature of the brick walls. They
were very snmooth, the bricks being set with a mnimumof nortar and the nortar not grooved, but
smooth and flush with the masonry.

"It'd take a good fly to stick on that wall," Leaki ng grow ed.

"l always did hear this Doc Savage wasn't quite human," a man nunbl ed.

"Shut up!" Leaking told him "Let's |ook around. That bronze guy went sonewhere."

The tel ephone rang | oudly.

The men started as if something totally unexpected had happened, then | ooked sheepi sh, and Hall et
went over, his gait nore birdlike than usual, to answer the instrunent.

The conversation lasted for a long minute, with Hallet saying nothing except "Yes." at intervals.
But finally he put in a conplete sentence.

"We got Doc Savage, but be escaped," he said.

Expl osi ves cane fromthe receiver, after which Hallet hurriedly explained exactly what had
occurred and, judging fromthe way his neck turned red, took a cursing.

He hung up and stood adjusting a sleeve of his sparrowol ored coat, eying his conpanions the
meanwhi | e.

"That was Fountain of Youth, Inc.," he said. "But it wasn't the sanme voice that usually calls ne.
| could tell this one was a nan."

"Did this bird give his name?" Leaki ng demanded.

"He did. Said to call himSantini."

"Santini, eh? Any first handl e?"

"None. Just Santini. He said to come to the office of Fountain of Youth, Inc., at once, and if he
wasn't there to give us orders, there woul d be an envel ope under the blotter on his desk, with our
directions inside."

"Why didn't you tell himto go to hell?" Leaking snarled, and nopped sweat. "This is worth nore
than we're getting."

"Santini said there would be seven one-thousand-dollar bills in the envelope," Hallet smirked. "I
forgot to tell you gentlenmen that. The noney is by way of a bonus."

Leaki ng stopped nopping and | aughed. "That makes it different. Let's set sail, bozos."

They swung around, apparently having decided to dismss the problem of Doc Savage's di sappearance
for the time being, and made for the outer door. But before they reached the aperture, the wecked
panel swung ajar so forcibly that portions of the shattered glass fell out.

A man | ooked inside the office and said in a tiny, mld voice, "I"'mlooking for a man named Doc
Savage. "

The newconer was a study in evolution. Hi s height barely topped five feet, but he would trip the
scales at better than two hundred and sixty pounds. H's face was incredibly home, only in a pl easant
way, and great beans of arns dangled well bel ow his knees.

H s eyes were snmall and bright; big mouth was so large that it |ooked as if there had been an
accident in its making. Exposed portions of his skin were stuck full of hairs which resenbl ed

| engths of rusty barbed wire.

Hal | et gul ped, flopped his arnms |ike wi ngs, swallowed and got words out.

"Monk!" he squawl ed. "This is Mnk, one of Doc Savage's five nmen! |'ve seen his picture in the
newspapers!"

Pi stol snouts |eaped in "Mnk's" direction. Like an ungainly ape, the hairy fell ow bounced back
out of sight.

BEH ND MONK in the corridor crouched a slender wasp of a nman whose cl othing was sartori al
perfection, and who carried a bl ack, expensive-looking cane. In |eaping back, Mnk bounced into this
dandi fi ed gentl eman and al nost upset him

"Drat you!" rapped the nattily clad man. "Watch where you're going!"

"Get outa the way, Ham" Monk grunted. "There's eight guys in there, nost of "emwth guns!"

The two backed hastily down the corridor. Hands dipped into their coats, and fromcarefully
contrived arnpit hol sters drew strange-| ooki ng weapons whi ch perhaps bore nore of a resenbl ance to



oversi zed autonmatics than anything el se. To the firing nmechani sns of these were attached curled
magazi nes.

"Any sign of Doc?" "Hanl demanded.

" Nope. "

Monk suddenly tightened on the trigger of his strange gun. Fromthe ejector, enpty brass
cartridges clinbed so rapidly that they | ooked like a brass wire; sinultaneously, the weapon enitted
an ear-splitting roar.

A man had | ooked out of Hallet's |law office, and the fell ow suddenly went linp and fell out into
the hal l way. Hi s conpani ons grabbed his heels, which were still in the office, and haul ed hi mout of
sight. Voices cane out of the office.

"He ain't dead," barked the taxi driver's coarse tone. He evidently referred to Monk's victim
"Looks |ike the slugs flattened and burst when they got under his skin."

"Mercy bullets!" said Hallet's voice. "They're hulls filled with a chem cal which produces
unconsci ousness. |'ve read about 'emin the papers.” "Themtwo guys nust be usin' the supermachine
pistols that Doc Savage is supposed to have invented," grow ed Leaking.

After that there was nore conversation, but it was pitched so low that the words failed to reach
Monk and Ham The latter two had stopped down the corridor and were exchangi ng conplinents.

"You dunmb missing link!" the dapper Ham advi sed. "You hairy' freak! You certainly stirred up
sonet hi ng when you wal ked up and shoved your ugly face through that door."

"I wanted to see if Doc was in there," said the snall-voiced Monk. "And if you keep on callin' ne
nanes, |'mgonna shove you out where themred-hots can get a shot at you."

The two glared at each other, then, as if each had been nauseated by sight of the other, both
spat on the floor.

"Where coul d Doc have gone?" Ham ponder ed.

"Suppose you dope it out with that great legal brain of yours," Mnk invited.

Qut of Hallet's office sailed a netal canister. This clank-clank-cl anked down the corridor,
suddenly went plop, and vanished in a wad of vile fumes of its own spew ng.

"Tear gas!" Mnk how ed, his snall voice abruptly vast, roaring.

He and Ham dived for the nearest stairway.

THEY STOPPED one flight down and exchanged bl ack, hateful | ooks.

"If you had kept that noisy trap shut, we could have heard 'emgettin' ready to throw that
cry-baby," gritted Monk.

Ham sneered expressively, and his slender-fingered hands tugged at his black cane and it

tel escoped froma point near the handle, thus disclosing that it was in reality a sword cane with a
bl ade whi ch | ooked razor-sharp.

"One of these days |'mgonna see if there's a man under that hairy' hide," he prom sed.
"Listen," advised Monk. "There's sonething going on upstairs."”

They strained their ears, catching nunmerous small sounds that probably were foot scufflings,
together with certain grunts and | ow words. The neani ng of these dawned sharply.

"They're takin' the freight elevator down!" Mnk how ed. He sprinted down the hallway and sl oped
around a corner, Ham at his heels.

The fact that these two seened continually on the point of comng to bl ows appeared to have
little effect on their teammrk. They reached the sliding freight elevator door. This naturally
could only be opened frominside the shaft.

Ham tapped it with his sword cane. The panel was of steel and sounded solid.

Monk drew back and gave the panel a resounding kick, but with no results.

He reached for Haml's sword cane. "G me that tin toothpick."

"No," said Ham "What do you want to do? I'll do it."

"See if you can | oosen the |ocking device while | shove on the door," Mnk directed.

At that point, the cage passed downward with a noisy sigh. This caused the two to redouble their
efforts, Ham fishing through the crack between the halves of the door with his sword cane and Monk
shovi ng heavily.

The door cane open. Far bel ow, the cage pronptly stopped, due to the safety device which cut off
the current the instant the door was open.

Monk shoved his nubbin of a head inside, peered down, and snapped back as a bullet clinbed
squealing in the shaft.

"We got 'eml" he grinned. "They're between floors, and can't do a thing but shoot up through the
grilled roof of the cage."

"Look down again and nmeke sure," Ham suggest ed.

"Yeah -- and get shot." Mnk haul ed out his superfirer pistol, exam ned the nagazi ne indicator,
then leered at Ham "I'ma great big black cloud and I'm gonna rain on them guys."

"You don't talk |ike you had good sense,"” Ham assured him "But go ahead. It's not a bad idea."
Monk prepared to fire, but instead of doing so, |ooked over his shoul der and started violently.
Doc Savage stood far enough down the corridor that distance made himseemless of the netallic
giant than he was -- until his stature chanced to be conpared with the nearby office doors.

"Let themgo," said the giant bronze man.



Ham and Monk pronptly let the sliding doors of the freight elevators swi sh shut. Then they joined
Doc.

DOC SAVAGE had a passenger elevator waiting, and they entered this without delay at the bronze
man's gesture. The |ift sank, whistling a little.

"Where'd you go, Doc?" Mnk denanded.

For answer, the bronze man said no word but sinply drew froma pocket a collapsible netal
grappling hook, to the shank of which was affixed a slender and very stout silken cord.

"Huh!" Monk grunt ed.

"Slid fromthe office wi ndow down to the wi ndow bel ow, then | oosened the grapple by flipping the
cord," Doc explained. "Were they puzzl ed?"

"Plunb stunned, fromthe sound of it," Mnk grinned.

The passenger cage let themout in the |obby. They ran around to the alleylike freight entrance,
but a swiftly receding taxi was all that they saw of their quarry'.

That the cab carried Hallet and the others, they were sure, due to the heavy way in which the
machi ne was | aden and because they saw Hallet's face against the rear w ndow.

Less than a minute later, Doc Savage had secured anot her hack.

"The Queen Tower building," he directed.

Monk began, "But, Doc --

"No chance of trailing that gang," Doc explained. "Anyway, | think they will head for the Queen
Tower building. The office of Fountain of Youth, Inc., is there."

"What's Fountain of Youth, Inc.?" Mnk demanded.

"That is one thing | want to find out," Doc told the honely gorilla of a fellow "The other
puzzle is: Wiy did that gang seize ne? Fountain of Youth, Inc., whatever that is, seens to have
hired them But why?"

They mull ed over the enigma in silence as their cab jerked and honked its way through downtown
New York traffic, but after a few nonents, Monk and Ham gave up the problemand fell to glowering at
each other.

An onl ooker woul d have sworn they were about to fly at each other's throats. The manner they bore
toward each other was deceptive, however, for each would risk his life to preserve the other, and
both had done so on occasion.

Their cab finally groaned to a stop.

"Queen Tower building, gents," said the driver.

THE QUEEN Tower was one of the newer structures in |ower Manhattan, which neant its front was a
synphony in black and white and shiny netals. Its | obby was spouting humanity, for the quitting hour
of office workers was at hand.

Doc slid out of the cab. Then he seemed to expl ode, so suddenly was he back in the nachine.

A man had stepped fromthe throng. He presented a startling appearance, due largely to his

anmazi ng nustache. This was extrenely black, no thicker than a pencil at the base, and each w ng was
fully three inches long. It resenbled a pair of oversize cat whiskers.

The man wore a brilliant red ribbon slantwi se across his shirt front, and his afternoon garb was
faultl ess. A pearlgray derby topped off the ensenble. Even in New York, his appearance comranded
attention.

But what interested Doc Savage and his two aides was the flat automatic the stranger was pl ucking
fromunder the tails of his afternoon coat. The weapon glinted pearl and gold inlay as it came up
The gun whacked. Two wi ndows fell out of the cab as the bullet passed through.

"Oh, damm ne!" shrieked the driver. He spilled out of the front seat and ran down the m ddl e of
the street, not | ooking back.

Doc and his two nen got out alnpst as quickly, hitting the sidewal k on the side opposite the
gunman. Monk and Ham had their superfirer pistols out. Doc's hands were enpty, for he never carried
a firearm depending rather upon his wits and his scientific devices.

Monk tried to shoot under the cab at the man with the uni que nustache. But the fell ow was
running, junping high, a poor target. The next instant he popped into the Queen Tower.

"Dang jackrabbit!" Monk grunted.

Doc Savage and his two men reached the Queen Tower entrance together and surged inside.

A wake of howling, excited office workers showed the route their quarry had taken toward the
rear. The chase |ed past the elevators, through a small door, down unfinished stairs and out a rear
door, which gave upon an odorous side street.

A heavy, fast coupe was swerving away fromthe curb. The nustached gunman was at the wheel.

Monk lifted his machine pistol and it npaned. The bullets only flattened agai nst the coupe gl ass.
The honely chemist tried for the tires. He knocked off bits of rubber, but the tires did not go
down.

The coupe roiled on, reeled around a distant corner and vani shed.

They sought to find a taxi in which to push a pursuit, but the quarry was hopel essly gone before
they got a hack lined out on the trail.

"That nmug had the coupe waitin' for a get-away," Mnk grunbled. "It was sonme boat. Had

bul | et proof gl ass and solid rubber tires."



"Wonder who be was?" Ham ponder ed.

That question was answered in the | obby of the Queen Tower, for it devel oped that the proprietor
of the | obby cigar stand had not only seen the running gunman, but knew his identity.

"That was M. Santini," the proprietor explained.

"And who is M. Santini?" Doc queried.

"The president of Fountain of Youth, Inc."

Chapter 4. THE UNSEEN MESSAGE

AN ELEVATOR | et them out on the fourteenth floor of the Queen Tower building and they wal ked
toward a door which bore the | egend they were seeking.

FOUNTAI N OF YOUTH, | NC.

"M. Santini seened to know us by sight," Mnk said grimy, his honely face sol em.

"That doesn't nean anything, you accident of nature," Ham pointed out sharply. "Doc's picture
appears often in newspapers and magazi nes.

"Sure, shyster," Mnk sneered. "Nobody but you would think of that."

Doc Savage, studying the door of the office, put in, "The thing which puzzles ne nost is why
these nmen should be so anxious to get us out of the way."

Doc was listening. H s sense of hearing was fabul ously keen, due to a scientific device, an
apparatus emtting sound waves of a frequency above and bel ow t he audi bl e range, with which he
attuned his ears for a certain period each day, as a part of a two-hour exercise routine that he had
not mssed taking each twenty-four hours for many years.

"Seerms to be no one inside," he said.

He tried the knob, found the door |ocked, and enployed a small curved netal device which he
removed from a pocket. This was an especially designed | ock picker and opened the door within a few
nonent s.

The offices beyond -- outer reception chanber and two inner roons --were sunptuous to an extrene,
the furniture being of genuine mahogany. the upholstery |eather soft and rich, and the carpeting
deep and silky. The latest in automatic typewiters, dictaphones, and announci ng devi ces were
instal |l ed.

Doc Savage nade one rapid circuit and ascertained that Do one was present, then began a sl ower
and nore intensive scrutiny. H's strange gol den eyes missed little. There were words enbl azoned on
the door of one of the inner offices.

Q SANTI NI, PRESI DENT.

In that room alongside a rich desk, Doc picked up a crunpled envel ope to which he gave
particular attention, although outwardly it seened little different fromnuch other wadded paper.
"What's so interesting about that?" Mnk wanted to know.

Doc produced a magni fying glass that the homely chemi st mght discern what the bronze man's

hi ghly devel oped eyes had noticed -- the paper was noist, as if crunpled in a perspiring palm
"One of the fell ows who grabbed me was cal |l ed Leaking, probably because of sonme strange
affliction which makes himperspire a great deal," he explained. "Only a man who sweats freely woul d

have danp palnms on a day like this."

The bronze man now gave attention to the desk. In a drawer was a pad of plain white paper,
together with a package of envel opes which matched the one he had found on the floor. If there had
been a nessage in the envelope, it was logical to suspect that it m ght have been witten on the
pad.

Qut of Doc's clothing cane a tiny metal device, the principal gadget on which was a small
reservoir filled with a liquid the color of coagul ated bl ood. Doc held the paper pad over this and
flicked a | ever, causing the apparatus to give off a vapor.

After a nmonment, Doc exam ned the pad. The vapor had caused it to change color slightly. Vague,
but clearly readable, witing had appeared.

"This is the message which was witten on the top | eaf of the pad," he explained.

Ham funbl ed his sword cane and | ooked bewi | dered. "But how did you bring it out?"

Doc returned his apparatus to a pocket in a special toolcarrying vest which he wore, a vest
cleverly enough padded that its presence was not noticeable to the chance observer.

"The application of iodine vapor to bring out inpressions left by a pencil point is not exactly
new," he said. "Let's read this."

MONK AND Ham cane close to read what the paper held. The penmanship was firm rounded, very
readabl e.

"HALLET:

Kel Avery in on eight o' clock plane fromFlorida and nust be prevented from comunicating with
Doc Savage. Better grab and hold for ne.

SANTI NI . "

"Ch, oh," Monk grinned. "Now we're getting places."

"Leaking and Hall et and their gang beat us here and got the nessage,” Doc deci ded.

Then the bronze man continued his search of the office suite of Fountain of Youth, Inc.

"Ain't we gonna do nothin' about this nessage?" Mnk questioned, using a type of grammar that
gave little hint that he was one of the nmost highly educated industrial chem sts |iving.



"It's twenty mnutes after five," Doc replied. "That gives us two hours and forty mnutes before
this Florida plane bearing Kel Avery arrives."

At Doc's words, Ham surreptitiously eyed an expensive wist watch which he wore. The tinme was
exactly twenty after five, a fact which caused Hamto sheath and unsheath his sword cane

t houghtfully, for he knew Doc carried no watch, and there was no clock in sight in the office. To
Ham s recol |l ection, they had not passed a clock within half an hour

Doc's uncanny ability to judge the passage of tinme was sonething at which the dapper | awyer had
never ceased to marvel

Doc cane to a filing cabinet of netal painted to resenbl e nahogany, and unearthed cards which
held his attention. The cards were |arge, indexed al phabetically, and each bore a nane.

"Look here," the big man of netal suggested

Monk cane over and riffled through the index

"For the |love of nmud!" he said, small-voiced. "This |ooks |ike a who's who of the town's
nmoneybags. "

"An index of the richest nen in New York City," Doc agreed, and drew out a second drawer. "And
here are other files of wealthy individuals, their nanmes |listed by states."

Ham j oi ned them tucked his sword cane under an arm and inspected the files.

"Every rich man in Anerica," he murnured. Then he pointed at a small silver star which had been
pasted on a card. "Wonder what this neans?"

Doc's supple fingers travel ed back and forth through the cards a few tines. He found nore silver
stars, and gold one as well.

"You'll notice the cards give not only the man's nanme and the probable size of his fortune, but

al so his age and the state of his health. The old and feeble nen rate gold stars, while those around
fifty are marked with silver stars. The younger and nore healthy nmen are not marked."

Ham twirl ed his innocent-I|ooking black stick. "Get it, Doc?"

Doc nodded. "I'mafraid | do get it."

"Get what?" Monk demanded

"I'"ll explain, hairy stupid," Ham began. "The nmen narked with gold stars are --
The phone rang

DOC SAVAGE swung to the instrunent, scooped it up, seened to hesitate and consider for the
briefest of intervals, then spoke. Fromhis |ips came an astoundi ngly exact reproduction of the
brisk, birdlike voice of Attorney Hallet. Mink and Ham grinned in appreciation, although they had
heard the bronze nman's unusual command of voice mimcry exercised on other occasions

"The office of Fountain of Youth, Inc.," Doc said quietly

"Kel Avery can be found at 1120 Fish Lane," said a man's Voice over the wire

The voice was surprising. It sounded youthful and as full of bubbling life as a nountain brook, a
voi ce which suggested a rather ridiculous vision of a boy joyfully turning handsprings as he spoke
Doc Savage began, in Hallet's tones, "But | thought Kel Avery -- "

"Was on a plane bound foah New Yawk," said the spontaneous voice. "You are mnistaken. Kel Avery is
at 1120 Fish Lane."

So exuberant was the voice that the pronounced accent of the South had not been noticeabl e at
first, but as the informant spoke this second tine, the twi st of speech was nore apparent on certain
wor ds

"Who is this?" Doc demanded, inpersonating Hallet. "The receiver does not seemto bring your

voi ce clearly enough for ne to recognize it."

"You nevah heard nah voice before, Mstah Hallet," said the tone of youth

"Then who are you? You know ny voice."

"You take care of Kel Avery," advised the other. "I'I|l explain who Ah amlater."

The distant receiver went clank on its hook. Doc Savage put his own instrunent down slowy, eyes
on his two men

"That was the strangest voice," he said. "It sounded indescribably young and joyful; as if it

bel onged to an irresponsible lad."

"What' d he say?" Monk queried

"That Kel Avery was at 1120 Fish Lane."

"Fish Lane is out in them Flushing nmarshes," Mnk said slowy. "The district is not so hot."

Ham br andi shed his sword cane and put in, "But | thought this nysterious Kel Avery was on a plane
to arrive fromFlorida at eight o' clock!"

Instead of commenting, Doc Savage |ifted the phone again and requested a nunber to be found only
in private lists which never went beyond the walls of the tel ephone conpany offices

It was the nunber of Doc's office-laboratory-library on the eighty-sixth floor of the city's npst
i mpressi ve skyscraper

A gentleman with a scholastic voice and a remarkabl e command of big words answered. Doc gave him
a brief synopsis of what had occurred

"Lookit -- Habeas!" Monk expl oded. "How d that hog get down here?"

HABEAS CORPUS was gal l oping toward them great ears flopping |like w ngs. The shoat, no |arger
than a small dog, presented such a grotesque picture that pedestrians halted and rubbered



Ham | evel ed his sword cane. "Wat do you know about that!"

He was indicating a |ong, sonber-I|ooking sedan parked at the curb. This machine he had recogni zed
as bel onging to Doc Savage; there could be no mistake, for he had ridden in it numerous times and,
nmoreover, it bore the distinctive license plates which the bronze man was pernmitted to use.

A young worman got out of the sedan.

Habeas Corpus, squealing delightedly, pawed at Mnk |ike a dog.

"Cut that out or I'Il kick you out from between your ears!" grunted Monk, who was interested in
the girl. Pretty girls always intrigued Monk greatly, and this one was a knockout.

Doc Savage ordinarily did not let his features regi ster nmuch expression, but now he was | ooking a
little astounded.

Doc had a fixed policy which he had adhered to for a long tine, and that was to steer clear of
fem nine entangl ements. The life he led was too perilous to permt such, for enem es woul d not
hesitate to strike at himthrough any young worman upon whom he might pernit his affections to dwell.
That a young wonman shoul d be alighting fromhis car was entirely surprising.

Then she turned and they saw her face. "Pat Savage!" Mnk how ed.

Patricia Savage, tall, exquisitely noul ded, had the sanme renarkabl e bronze hair as Doc Savage

hi msel f. They were cousins, and Doc had | ast seen her in western Canada, nonths before, when he and
his five aides had gone through some perilous adventures in tracki ng down a gang who had slain
Patricia' s father.

Doc went forward eagerly which was sonething unusual for the bronze man. Ordinarily, he felt
unconfortable in the presence of young wonen, especially girls as entrancing as Patrici a.

But Pat was an exception. Pat was something of a two-fisted scrapper herself, and al nost as
unique in her way as the big Doc was in his.

"Tell Renny and Long Tomthe yarn, Johnny," the bronze

man directed. "Then the three of you head for 1120 Fish Lane. Investigate this Kel Avery report.

Monk and Ham and nyself will be here for ten or fifteen minutes |onger."

"WIIl you join us later at this piscatorial thoroughfare of Fish Lane?" asked the big-worded
"Johnny. "

"Right."

"Exactly what is your present whereabouts?"

Doc gave himthe address of Fountain of Youth, Inc., then asked "Wy?"

It was a rare thing when Johnny | aughed, but he | aughed now.

"You are going to get a surprise, Doc," he chuckl ed.

And with that, he hung up.

DOC SAVAGE was thoughtful as be replaced the receiver.

"Johnny does not go in for playful nysteries as a usual thing," be pondered aloud. "I wonder what
is on his mnd?"

"Maybe his big words finally made himdizzy," Mnk grinned.

"More |likely his association with you has gotten hi mdown, you hairy m stake," Ham said

unki ndl y.

The pleasantly ugly Mnk scowl ed and registered injury.

"I'"mgonna tell Habeas on you," he nuttered seriously.

Ham's grip on his sword cane tightened. Habeas Corpus was Mnk's pet pig, a big-eared,

| ong- | egged shoat which was fully as ridiculous a | ooking menber of the pork famly as Mnk was of
the human race.

Doc went through the file containing the data on Anerica's npst wealthy nen. One card was
dog-eared with thunb marks, as if it had been handl ed nore than the others.

The card bore the name of Thackeray Hutchinson, a banker who was anong the weal t hi est and whom
the United States government had once tried to convict of illegal practices in connection with the
failure of a public utilities project. The charge had been defeated by clever |awers.

Doc got Thackeray Hutchinson on the tel ephone, then stated that he wi shed i nformati on on Fountain
of Youth, Inc.

"Never heard of it!" snapped the ponpous banker, and hung up.

"He was lying," said Doc, who was a judge of voice expression. "We'll investigate himnore
thoroughly a bit later."

They rode an el evator down to the street. On the sidewal k, they halted and stared.

"l got tired of the woods," Pat smiled. "Johnny and the others told me | could catch you here if
I hurried."

There was no gushing display of affection. She and Doc nerely shook hands warmy.

"1 brought Habeas along," Pat told Mnk |aughingly.

Monk took in her smart frock, her chic hat and the slender silk of her ankles.

"Golly, Pat," he said, grinning fromone ear to the other, "you sure make these city gals | ook
rusty. Thanks for bringing Habeas. Ham here, will appreciate that."

Ham scowl ed at Monk, bowed graciously to Pat.

"Haven't you two settled your quarrel yet?" Pat |aughed.

"One of these days |'ll lose ny tenper," Hamsaid grimy. "Then they' |l be hunting for a coffin



wi de enough to hold that ape."

Doc Savage indicated the car. "W'll talk on the way uptown, Pat, but I'mafraid we'll have to
drop you at the office until we get a matter settled."

"A matter?" Pat asked curiously. "Sounds interesting."

"There's a plot afoot;" Mnk inparted. "Or rather, some other cookies are plotting sonething."

"I"magoing along!" Pat declared firmy. "I've mssed all the excitement we had while you fellows
were up in my country. To tell the truth, it was in hopes of seeing sone action that | came down to
visit you."

Doc shook his head. "It's dangerous, or may be."

"Aw, Doc," Mnk grumbled. "Pat's regular. What we went through in Canada proves that."

Doc surrendered. "All right."

They entered the sedan, Doc taking the wheel. The machine did not | ook new or particularly
efficient, but the nmotor cane to |ife under the hood with scarcely a sound, and the quiet power of
their departure fromthe curb indicated costly gears and great power.

"The yearning to hunt trouble nust run in the Savage blood," said Pat. "Gentlenen, | yearn for
sone action.”

"Here it is!" Doc rapped abruptly, and stepped heavily on the power brakes

A taxi had sl oughed crosswi se of the narrow street. It was the sane cab which had been used a bit
earlier by Leaking to kidnap Doc

MEN MATERI ALI ZED wi t h sini ster abruptness out of the crowds on the sidewal k. Sone carried
tronbone cases, and others |ong hand bags. They snapped them open. Qut came sawed-off rifles,
shot guns, a machi ne gun or two.

Patricia Savage slid off the seat onto the floorboards, opening her chic hand bag as she did so
Qut of the bag cane an enornous, nmuch-worn single-action six-shooter. The gun had neither trigger
nor sights, and a fanning spur had been wel ded onto the hanmer

Monk and Ham wr enched out superfirer pistols

"There's that Santini bird!" Mnk rapped

Ham squinting at the gunnen rushing toward the car, added, "And there's Hallet and Leaking!'"
Santini, resplendent in red chest ribbon and cat-whi sker nustache, was one of the attackers who
depended only on a hand weapon. He held his pearl-and-gold inlaid automatic

"Tutto ad un tratto!" he howed. "All at once! Let them have it!"

The cl ose confines of the street quaked, thundered and echoed with the crash of guns. Fully a
dozen men had surrounded the sedan, and all fired simultaneously. Machine gun and autonatic pisto
ejectors sprayed enpty cartridges on the pavenent

It seened inpossible that those in the sedan could live under that storm of powder-driven netal
Chapter 5. THE HANG NG MAN

FI SH LANE was an unpaved rut which ran out into the bog that was the upper end of Flushing Bay

This bog was furred with tall, coarse salt water grass, and along the Lane stood a few shacks of
wood, tar paper and tin, nost of these structural naterials apparently having cone from nei ghboring
j unk heaps

A car cramed quietly into Fish Lane, a long, streaniined nmachine with a fishtail back and pants
over the wheels. It stopped

The man who first alighted fromthe nmachine had hands of startling size. Huge and knobby, they
eclipsed the other proportions of their owner, who would wei ght in excess of two hundred and fifty
pounds, and who was gaunt and bony.

Wearing a |long, solem, funereal-going expression, he asked of sone one still in the car, "Fish
Lane is where Doc said to cone, wasn't it, Johnny?"

"Eminently correct, Renny," said Johnny's scholastic voice. Johnny was a scarecrow of bones

except that the garments were hung on his frame were of excellent quality. Nowhere on his skel eton
did there seemto be even a normal nuscle, far less any surplus flesh. Dangling fromhis shirt |ape
was a nonocle on a ribbon

They were a strange pair, these two. "Renny" was known all over the world for his ability and
acconpl i shments as an engi neer, having constructed bridges, dams, power plants, railroads, in many
countries

The bony Johnny was equally famous in his field of archaeol ogy and geol ogy, and he had formerly
been the head of the natural science research departnment of a fanmpus university, an environnent

whi ch perhaps had given himhis |ove of big words

Bi g-fisted Renny's engi neer associ ates knew himas Col onel John Renw ck, while scholastic
gent | emen knew Johnny as WIIiam Harper Littlejohn

Gaunt Johnny peered into the car and advised, "Alight, Electrophobia."

The man who now got out of the car, stuffing a tangle of wires and delicate electrical apparatus
into a door pocket as he did so, |ooked pale and al nost feeble. Alongside the great, big-fisted
Renny, he seened al nost an invalid, a fact that was deceptive, however, for the giant Renny woul d
have hesitated about mixing in a fight with the puny | ooking one, knowi ng himas he did

The apparent invalid was Major Thomas J. Roberts, "Long Tonl to his intimates, an electrica

wi zard extraordinary



These three were the other nenbers of Doc Savage's group of five renarkabl e assistants, and each
was an expert, a so-called genius, in his line, although in their case as in npst others, genius and
hard work and protracted study.

Renny pointed with his huge fist. "There's the place where this Kel Avery is supposed to be --

1120 Fish Lane."

THE BUI LDI NG at 1120 Fish Lane was grayi shly shabby and resenbl ed a barred rock hen nested in a
tangl e of brush. Shingles were scabbing off the roof, tin cans had been split and nail ed over

knot hol es in the up-and-down plank walls, and sacks and ol d clothing were wadded in place of mssing
wi ndowpanes.

The Flushing el evated tracks were not far away and a train passed on it, naking nuch clank and
runbl e.

"That joint isn't nmuch," Renny runbled. "W won't need to wait for Doc. Let's take it."

They were all agreed on the idea, and they went forward. Doc's word had been to await his

arrival, but they knew the bronze man had nade that statement in a general fashion rather than a
literal one

If there had been any apparent need for needing Doc's consummate skill in the present instance

the three woul d have waited. But to | earn whether Kel Avery was in the shack or not seened but a
sinple matter

Doc Savage's five nen were not puppets who did the bronze nman's bidding. They were nen of

training, of sharp nmentality, and had a habit of going ahead on their own initiative. Sometinmes they
made mi stakes. More often, they did not

Turning into the ranmshackl e building, they stepped over a fallen fence and trod a furrow through
the brush and weeds where feet had tranpled. In one spot they noticed tracks -- the prints of |ong
narrow shoes -- enbedded in the nmoist | oam

"Seens to have been only the one guy wal king in and out here," runbled big-fisted Renny.

Anot her train passed noisily on the near-by el evated

Gai ning the door, the three men knocked; but there was no answer. Gaunt Johnny shifted to a

knot hol e uncovered by tin and pasted his right eye to the aperture. His violent start was plainly
visible to both Renny and Long Tom and he used a pet ejacul ati on which he saved for occasions of
suprenme shock

"I"I'l be superanual ganated!" he expl oded

Renny and Long Tomreached his side in concerted | eaps. They cl apped eyes in turn to the

knot hol e, and each tensed. Then Renny bounded back to the door

There was blurred notion, a crash, and splinters clinbed in a cloud around Renny. Wth one bl ow,

he had sent an enornous fist through the door

It was a remarkabl e exhibition of iron ruggedness, but Johnny and Long Tom showed no surprise

for they had seen its equal and had heard Renny's frequent boast that no wooden door was nmade with a
panel so stout that he could not smash through with one swing of the nonstrosities which he called
fists.

Weakened, the door collapsed. The three nen dived inside. They gazed upward the instant they were
across the threshol d

"Horrible!" Johnny breathed. "Revolting!"

"Damm bad!" agreed pal e Long Tom

THE TRASH of years of abandonnment |ay about the room and fromthe rotting floor in one corner

had sprouted a few toadstools. Paper had peeled fromthe walls | ong ago, while maraudi ng boys had
bel ted gl ass out of the windows with stones and the glass reposed in shattered fragnments over the
floor.

The door of a closet hung askew, half closed; fromthe partition between the shack's two roons,

the door was missing entirely, only hinges that clung like rusty scabs showi ng that there had been
one.

Eyes of the three nen renmined fixed overhead, where the ceiling lath had | ong since been torn
away to | eave the attic naked and exposed to its highest recess, except for the two-by-four tinbers
to which the |aths had been nail ed

They were not calloused nmen, these five aides of Doc's, although they had wal ked long in the
shadow of violence and peril. They were not beyond being gripped by a scene of horror. They were
gri pped now.

From the roof peak stretched a rope which was a yard in length and term nated around the neck of

a man. The man's feet dangled off one of the two-by-fours a distance of a foot or so

The hangi ng man had a white beard which cane nearly to his belt, and it covered the front of his
chest like the stiff front of a dress shirt. His hair was white and very |long, snowy beard and hair
I ending hima nost striking appearance. H's face was darkly purple fromthe throttling effect of the
rope

"Qui ck!" boormed Renny. "He may be alive!"

Renny and Johnny prepared to lift Long Tom the lighter of the three, up to | oosen the hanging

one. Then their hair all but stood on end

The hands of the man on the rope were crossed. They noved with flashing speed, darting inside his



coat. Reappearing, each hand held a blue revol ver.

The bearded one squirned and his feet found a two-by-four cross-piece. He shook his head
violently and | oosened the rope from his neck.

It all happened in the space of a finger snap, before the three nen below could do a thing.
"Bettah keep yoah hands in sight," the stranger advised.

Chapter 6. DAN THUNDEN

VERY SLOALY, so that the white-bearded man with the two bl ue guns coul d see each nobve, Renny and
Johnny | owered Long Tom back to the floor. Then Renny's huge fists knotted and unknotted angrily.
"Take it easy," Long Tomwarned. "This guy took us in, what | nean."

The whi skered one dropped down to the floor, white hair' flying. There was a weird |ightness and
agility about his noverments. Hs features were unusual, also. They had the lines of a man of fifty,
yet the skin was clear and the eyes had a yout hful sparkle.

"Stand still," advised the gunman in a youthful, drawing voice. "I'mgoing to search yoah
pockets."

H s bony but agile fingers brought to view, fromarnpit holsters worn by Doc's three nen, a trio
of the unique supermachi ne pistols which were the bronze man's invention. He funbl ed these,

obvi ously curious about their mechani sm

Renny t hought he saw his chance. He | ashed a big hand at the white-bearded one.

The results were choking to Renny. There was a whistling sound, a bonki noise. Renny sat down
heavily, eyelids fluttering.

He had been hit between the eyes with one of the blue revolvers and the bl ow had cone so swiftly
that be had not even seen it.

Long Tom and Johnny stared. They had just w tnessed speed such as they had imagi ned only one man
coul d possess -- Doc Savage.

"Why didn't Santini, Hallet and Leaking cone, instead of sendin' you gentlenen?" asked the

remar kabl e white-haired man dryly.

"Are you Kel Avery?" Long Tom demanded.

The other juggled the two blue guns slowy. "Are you tryin' to kid ne?"

"Are you Kel Avery?" repeated Long Tom

The thatch of white hair shook. "No, suh, and you should know that, hem in Santini's gang."

The el ectrical wi zard frowned, "Wong, whiskers. W're not working for Santini

"Save that guff, suh," snapped the other. "Ah don't believe you can talk fast enough to fool old
Dan Thunden."

"Dan Thunden," Long Tom grunted. "That your nane?" Dan Thunden | aughed | oudly, boyishly. "Just as
if Santini hadn't told you."

"I tell you we're not

"Shut up!" The blue guns jutted angrily.

Gaunt Johnny put in, cal mvoiced, "Wuld you condescend to answer a single interrogati on?"

Dan Thunden threw his white hair back with a headsnappi ng gesture. "What is yoah question?"

"How ol d are you?" Johnny asked, using snmall words for once.

"One hundred and thirty-one yeahs old," Dan Thunden said pronptly.

Renny' s jaw sagged. Long Tom and Johnny | ooked little | ess shocked.

"A dang lie!" Long Tom snapped. "Nobody could be as spry as you are at that age!"

Dan Thunden's white whiskers bristled indignantly and he seened on the point of putting up a
voci ferous argunment. Instead, he spun toward the door.

Doc Savage stood there, his great bronze frane alnost filling the opening. Behind himwere the
honmel y Monk and sword-cane-carrying Ham The three of them had approached with great silence.
Thunden | evel ed a gun at the door, roared, "Yoah hands up, suh!"

But Doc was already hurtling forward.

THUNDEN S GUN convul sed. The shack quaked wi th powder roar!

Doc was noving with the full coordination of his trenendous nuscles, and the bullet missed. A
wal | board split as the lead clouted it.

There was no tinme for a second shot. Thunden ducked wildly as Doc's great hands grasped for him
He got clear, dancing aside.

Johnny junped for the white-haired man who said his his age was a hundred and thirty-one.
Thunden threw a blue gun. It took Johnny in the mddle. The bony geol ogi st fol ded, face

di storted, tongue protruding.

Monk came in fromthe rear with the speed of a great cat. Thunden hurled his second gun. Mnk
wai | ed and w apped both hands over the top of his bullet of a head, where the weapon struck. He sank
to the floor, his wail turning into a how of rage and pain. Al of himbut his vocal apparatus
seened paral yzed.

The next few seconds held action as Doc's five men had never before w tnessed. They had seen many
fights, but never one in which their bronze chief had been pitted against a man anywhere near his
own equal in agility.

Dan Thunden coul d not possibly possess the Hercul ean strength of the bronze giant, but the
white-haired old fellow did nove with an unearthly speed. Tine after tine, Doc seened oh the point



of grasping Thunden, only to have the strange fellow get clear. They flashed to the ends of the
room two nen of superhuman abilities.

Dan Thunden did not have an easy tine of it, however. At first, when he had carel essly used his
guns to lay out Monk and Johnny, he had seenmed suprenely confident of his own ability. A grin had
been on his aged, but remarkably healthy |ooking face. But the grin faded. He began to | ook
worri ed.

"You sho' are no ordinary man!" he gul ped, and his expression was that of a man who had net
sonet hing he did not believe existed.

Leapi ng desperately, he reached a wi ndow. G ass and aged wood expl oded as he went through it
head-first. Surprisingly enough, he nanaged to land on his feet outside and started running.

The wi ndow was too snmall to pass Doc's big frame in a hurry, and he had to sw ng around and out
through the door. That lost himtinme. Thunden had gai ned yards.

Renny and Doc's other men piled into the chase. Johnny, bringing up the rear, still had his arms
across his mddle and groaned with each junp.

It becane evident that Dan Thunden was no nmatch for Doc in a straight race. The bronze nan

over haul ed the bearded fell ow

Thunden stopped, whirled. A gun -- a tiny flat hide-away automatic -- came frominside the

wai st band of his trousers.

"Down!" Doc rapped, and flattened with his nen.

Thunden's bullet nmade an ugly hissing as it cut through the brush and salt water grass. Shot
echoes sl amed, then canme jarring back in fainter echoes fromthe distant walls of Flushing

war ehouses.

"White whiskers seens to be a wal kin' arnory," Mnk grow ed, and snapped the safety off on his
machi ne pistol.

The superfirer hooted. Bru]sh and grass toppled as if nowed. The honely chem st enptied an entire
drum then reared up to observe effects, He slapped down again in wld haste.

Dan Thunden had crawl ed through the salt grass and now fired froma spot fifty yards from where
he had | ast been seen. Despite Mnk's mad speed in flattening, he mght well have been shot had it
not been for bronze-haired Patricia Savage, who sent a bullet snapping near Thunden, startling the
white haired one into aimng badly.

Pat was in the sedan, parked a short distance up Fish Lane. She had renmined in the car as a

| ookout .

Dan Thunden got away, reaching a paved street which abutted on the marsh ground and runni ng up
that until he had the good fortune to encounter a prowling taxi. He paused an instant before |eaping
into the cab to yell at his pursuers.

"If you don't believe I'ma hundred and thirty-one yeahs old, | ook up the records on the skippah
of the Sea Nynph, a schoonah that sailed from New York in 1843!" he shout ed.

Then, menacing the driver of the taxi with his gun, Thunden forced the cab to carry himaway in
great haste.

Farther up the street children were playing, and that prevented Doc and the others from using
their superfirers, or Pat her single-action six-gun.

PAT, PLUGGE NG fresh shells into her big revolver as Doc cane up, grinned w dely.

"Two fights and I've only been with you half an hour!" she |aughed. "Tal k about | eadi ng viol ent
lives!™"

Bi g-fisted Renny overheard that and was puzzl ed.

"Two fights?" he demanded.

Pat indicated the sedan with a sl ender, capable hand. The car wi ndows had a frosty appearance and
wer e pocked. Paint was knocked off the body.

Renny nodded soberly, conprehending. Wndows and car body were of bulletproof construction.

Indi cations were that the nmachine had recently been in the path of a barrage.

"Santini, Hallet and Leaking and their gang junped us," Pat explained for the benefit of Renny,
Long Tom and Johnny. "Stopped our car by blocking the street with a taxi. Then they ran out with
guns and cut | oose."

"What happened?" Renny booned.

"l aged ten years wondering if the sedan was really bulletproof,” Pat smled. "And was it a good
feeling when those bullets bounced off!"

"What about Santini's gang?"

"They ran," Pat advised. "They had things all set for a fast get-away. They were gone before we
coul d get straightened out and follow them"

Renny's puritanical face grew |l ong and gl oony, which nmeant, contrary enough, that he was

del i ght ed.

"You're in awful bad conpany, Pat," he said seriously.

"I love this conpany," Pat assured him

An hour later, Doc Savage and his five nen were going through ancient shipping records by way of
conplying with strange, white-haired Dan Thunden's suggestion that they check up on his age.
"Here it is," Doc advised, indicating yellowed papers. The others gathered about and read. The



schooner Sea Nynph had sailed from New York in 1843, according to the aged docunents, and her

ski pper was a gentl enman bearing the name of Dan Thunden, whose age at that time was exactly forty.
Gaunt Johnny fingered his nonocle and did sone nental arithnetic.

"Conput ation indicates Captain Dan Thunden of the Sea Nynph woul d be a hundred and thirty-one
years of age if he had lived to this day," advised.

"Nuts," snorted the honely Monk.

"To whom are you attributing the qualities of a hardshelled fruit?" Johnny asked in an injured

t one.

"Not to you," Mnk grunted. "But it's silly to think any guy a hundred and thirty-one years old
could be as spry as that old white-whiskered gent."

Doc riffled through nore of the anci ent papers. He pointed.

"Look, " he advi sed.

Again, the other read.

"Holy cow " gul ped Renny. "That voyage in 1843 was the Sea Nynph's last. She was |ost at sea and
never heard from again."

SHORTLY AFTER the di scovery that the Sea Nynph was |isted as one of the nysteriously |ost ships
of the sea, Doc Savage spoke w thout consulting a timepiece.

"W have about thirty mnutes to spare before heading for the airport to neet this Kel Avery who
was ordered seized by Santini."

"Do you think they will go through with the attenpted capture?" Pat asked curiously.

"Why not? They do not know we intercepted Santini's orders to Hallet and Leaking."

"Right," Pat admtted. "Wat about the half hour we have to spare?”

"We'll nmake a stab at learning what is behind this," Doc told her.

" How?"

"Recall the file of wealthy men in the offices of Fountain of Youth, Inc.?"

"You told me about it."

"l phoned one of the nanmes in the file -- a banker by the nane of Thackeray Hutchinson," Doc

expl ained. "He acted very secretive and hung up on ne."

"Whi ch nmeans he knows sonething," Pat said pronptly.

"Right."

"And we're going to ask himquestions?"

"W are."

Chapter 7. MJRDER

BANKER Thackeray Hutchinson's domicile was one befitting a man who was by way of being one of the
nation's weal thi est and nobst unscrupul ously greedy noneybags. |t was a penthouse covering the entire
roof of a costly building which Thackeray Hutchinson owned in the Wall Street sector.

"l never did like this Hutchinson octopus," Mnk nuttered as they unl oaded before the building
whi ch supported the penthouse. "He should have been shot when he was born."

"He's an orphan robber," agreed pale Long Tom

A private el evator gave adnmttance to the penthouse, and this was operated by a rather

t ough-1 ooking fellow in a gaudy uniform

"M. Hutchinson, is not in," the operator advised harshly.

"We'll go up anyway," Monk grow ed.

The attendant started to object, but eyed the chemst's gorilla hulk and changed his mnd. He ran
themup in sour silence.

A butler put his nose in the air and al so inparted that Hutchinson was not in. "Don't lie to us!"
Doc Savage said shortly. The flunky stared coldly at the bronze man. Then his haughty apl onb

col | apsed. There was sonething about Doc's flake-gold eyes and the qui et power of his voice that did
not prom se easy going to those who tried to resist his will.

"In the library," the butler nunbled.

Banker Thackeray Hutchinson sprang wildly fromhis easy chair as they wal ked uncerenpniously into
his presence. He stared at Doc Savage and his expression was that of a rabbit hunter who has just
net a bear.

The noneybags had the jow s of a bulldog, the eyes of a lizard and the body of a pelican, along
with the pelican's neck. H s head was utterly bald and an unpl easant white, as if the top of his
skul | were show ng.

"Damm you, get out of here!" he yelled. He wore a checkered suit with a ridiculously youthful

cut, a suit such as a college freshman might wear until his classnmates |aughed himinto |leaving it
at home. The effect was such that Ham whose hobby was cl othing, made a face as he glinpsed the |oud
suit.

"My name is Savage, M. Hutchinson," Doc began. "W have called upon you to --
"1 know you're Doc Savage, and a big shot with some fools!" the banker roared. "You may buffalo
sone people, but you won't get to first base with me! Get out!"

"We have called to | earn what you know of Fountain of Youth, Inc.," Doc finished.

"Never heard of it!" the pelican man snarl ed.

"That is not true," Doc charged. "Your denial doesn't ring sound."



Hut chi nson ground his teeth and | eaped for a tel ephone. Mnk noved with a |azy speed and got
there first. The banker shrank away fromthe api sh chem st

"Hel p, police!" he screaned. "Help! Mrder!"

"The police are here," Doc advised

Hut chi nson snarl ed, "Were?"

"We are the police. Myself and each of ny nen hold conm ssions on the New York police force."

The man whose nanner of getting wealth had interested the Federal governnent retreated, scow ing
trembling a little. He was the picture of a man in a panic

Doc Savage studied the fellow During Thackeray Hutchinson' 5 trial in connection with the public
utilities fiasco, there had been nmuch in the newspapers and little of it conplinmentary. There was
one angle worth renmenbering -- this man had an awful fear of going to jail. It was runored that he
had spent over a mllion dollars in defeating the governnment charge

"You are under arrest," Doc said abruptly

Hut chi nson bl anched. "W w what ?"

"Fountain of Youth, Inc., has nade repeated attenpts to kill ne within the last two hours," Doc
told himquietly. "You have been connected with the concern, and that neans a trip to jail."
"Y-you're crazy!" the banker snarled

"Accessory to nurder, or attenpted nurder, is a crimnal charge," Doc pointed out quietly. "Your
money won't keep you out of prison.”

Doc was bluffing, but the utter cal mess of his voice gave Thackeray Hutchi nson no hint of that
The threat of jail did what perhaps nothing el se could have done. The pelican man collapsed in a
chair.

"Wwhat do y-you want to k-know?" he nunmbled. "I'IIl tell you."

AT ONE side of the room dapper Hamtw rled his sword cane and masked a smle. H s | aw career had
made Ham a nmaster of scaring unwilling witnesses into divulging the truth, but even he coul d not
have bested the job Doc had just done. The bronze man had hit on their victims one fear --that of
going to prison

"I"'monly a c-customer of Fountain of Youth, Inc.," Hutchinson stuttered in his haste to get the
information out.

"A custoner?" Doc pronpted

The banker wung his hands. "This is horrible! If only Fountain of Youth had not gotten into
troubl el They had the secret! The secret man has hunted for since he was able to think for hinself

And now they've got in trouble and it'll be lost."
The hand wringi ng becane nore viol ent
"l was to pay thema mllion dollars for the secret," the nobneybags went on. "It was cheap at the

price. A select list of other rich men was to receive the secret, too. W had been sel ected
carefully because of our wealth and-er-er other qualifications by Fountain of Youth. A mllion
api ece, we were all to pay."

"WAit!" Doc put in. "This isn't making sense. What is this secret for which you and ot her wealthy
men of your type were to pay a mllion each?"

Thackeray Hutchinson twi sted his bald head to peer about uneasily

"They' ve got a man here." he munbled. "They said they had to be sure we did not tell the secret
or plot against themto get the weeds."

"Fountain of Youth has a man here? One of Santini's gang?"

The bul | dog-j owl ed capitalist shuddered. "Yes. One of Santini's men."

"Who is he?" Doc rapped

Thackeray Hut chinson opened his nmouth to reply. He shut it before words cane out. He lifted half
out of his chair. Gagging sounds escaped himas he tried to point at a door on the opposite side of
the study.

The hard-1ooki ng el evator operator stood there, lifting a revolver

"Spill your insides, will you?" he snarled

H's gun |lipped flane; the recoil kicked his armup. The roomseened to fly apart and cone
together again, so earsplitting was the report

Thackeray Hutchinson sat down |loosely in his easy chair. H's eyes were closed tightly. There was
a round blue hole in the mddle of his forehead. Then his nouth fell open and let a scarlet flood
spill down the vest of his loud suit

Doc Savage scooped an ornanental vase off an end table. It was not an effective weapon, but the
handi est one. He threw it

The gunman tried to step aside. He was far too slow. The vase hit his gun arm Enanel ed particles
geysered. The nman dropped his revol ver, stooped to recover it, saw there was no tine for that and
| eaped backward. He sl ammed the door

"The el evator!" Doc rapped. "Watch it!"

Bi g-fisted Renny and honely Mnk dived to obey.

The gunman got the key turned in the lock -- they could hear it click

Doc hit the panel. It was stout. The bronze nan bl ocked out one netallic hand and struck. H's
knuckl es drove conpletely through the wood, a feat that seemed nore than bone and tendons could



stand, yet, when he withdrew his fist after turning the key, there was no apparent danage.

Doc plunged down a passage. Yells and curses indicated the killer had been cut off fromthe

el evators

"He's makin' for the terrace!" cane Renny's great runble.

Doc crashed through doubl e gl ass doors. The slayer was on the opposite side of the terrace
peering over the parapet. He | ooked around, grimaced, swore hoarsely, then swung over the edge and
vani shed

Two | ong | eaps took Doc to the edge. An ornamental fresco ran downward, the carvings of this
formng fairly substantial handhol ds. The gunman was perhaps ten feet down.

Doc swung over and started after him H s novenents were swift, naking those of the nan bel ow
seem sl ow by conpari son

The killer glanced up. D scovering Doc al nost upon him he yelled a nmeaningless threat. Then he
tried to increase his own pace

It was no spot for a race. The slayer missed his grip in his mad haste. He clawed the air
furiously, but failed to recover, and his body tilted outward, arms wi ndmlling

At the beginning of his fall, he turned over so that he faced the street sone forty floors bel ow.
The sight caused himto shriek long and horribly, and the sound grew rapidly fainter as his fal
carried himaway from Doc and the others

On the street, pedestrians |ooked up, they ran away and nade a place for the body to hit the
sidewal k. The concrete cracked a little fromthe inpact

Doc clinbed slowy back to the terrace

Ham cane out of the penthouse and said grimy, "Thackeray Hutchinson died |like that!" and snapped
his fingers to illustrate

Chapter 8. FAST STUFF

THE CLOCK on the front of the main hangar was big enough that it could be seen fromall parts of
the flying field, but it was dusk now, and one had to be quite close to make out that the clock
hands stood at eight.

Monk got out of Doc's streamlined car, saying in his small voice, "One thing is sure, and that is
we haven't seen all the guys in this Fountain of Youth gang. So we gotta be careful." He jerked a
thumb to take in the airport in general. "Some of them nmugs m ght be around here anywhere, waitin
for Kel Avery's plane."

Somewhat of a crowd was about the airport waiting roomwith its |ong tel escopi ng canopy that
coul d be hauled out to planes on little wheels. The throng had a heterogeneous appearance. Sone
persons carried small books and others had caneras

" Aut ogr aph hounds and phot ographers,"” runbl ed big-fisted Renny.

"Wich means a celebrity is arriving, doesn't it?" Patricia put in.

Doc said, "Pat!"

"Yes?"

"Can you change your appearance in a hurry?"

"I'f I had sonme dark glasses, | could. You can't imagine what a difference dark glasses nake in a
girl's | ooks."

Doc Savage dropped a hand into a door pocket and brought out a snall |eather case

"Here they are. | do not think that Fountain of Youth crew got a good |ook at you this afternoon

and if you alter your appearance slightly, they m ght not recognize you."

"The idea is that nobody is to think I|'mw th you?" Pat queried

"Exactly."

"All right." Pat tapped Hamon the arm "Lend nme that snappy topcoat you're wearing."

"Hul a?" Ham was startled

"It's cut like a |ladies' garnent. Cone on, shed it!"

The horely Monk expl oded stifled | aughter and Ham ears getting red, slid out of his snappily
tailored topcoat and passed it to the bronze-haired young woman.

"Keep your eyes open and be ready to grab any | oose ends that we let slip, Pat," Doc directed
"I will." Pat faded into the gl oomanong the other parked cars

A few nonments | ater, when they saw her again, she had donned the snoked spectacles, changed her
hair, and had draped the topcoat over her shoul ders

"Smart kid!" Renny runbled softly. "I'd hardly know her nyself."

Monk, gurgling mirth, npaned ecstatically, "I always did know sonething was wong with that
topcoat, and now | see what it is. The thing was made for a woman."

Ham glared in the nurk, funbled his sword cane and snarled, "For two cents |'d nake hash out of
you!"

Doc put in, "Listen!"

Qut of the southern twilight was coming the multiple drone of airplane engines

"That'll be the ship carrying Kel Avery," decided the bronze man. "Let's go."

They got out of the streamined car, six nen so unusual as to attract nore than one curious
stare.

Doc kept in the background; he sel domwore a hat, but he wore one now, yanked low to help the



murk hide his features. He did not want to attract the caneras or the autograph hunters.

Long Tom so pale as to seeman ill man, stopped an airport attendant, asking, "Wy the

exci tement ?"

"Maureen Darleen, the novie actress, is comng in on this plane fromFlorida," the attendant

repli ed.

WH LE THE bi g passenger plane noaned cl oser, Long Tom sauntered over to Doc and spoke in a | ow
voi ce.

"The photographers and autograph grabbers are here to neet Maureen Darleen, the picture queen,"”
he inparted. "But if | remenber ny novies, this Darleen is not such a big shot. The best she's done
is play opposite a well known actor or two. And that nmakes nme wonder why all the fuss?"

"Haven't you read your papers |ately?" Doc asked.

"Naw, " Long Tom shrugged. "I been busy working on ny electrical invention to utilize sonic waves
to kill insects and crop pests.”

"The papers yesterday and this norning were full of Maureen Darleen,"” Doc explai ned. "She was

ki dnaped in Florida yesterday, but escaped. Sonme of the newspapers hinted unkindly that it was a
publicity stunt."

"Probably was," Long Tom grunted skeptically. "These novie people will do anything for
publicity."

"They have to. If the public does not know their names; they have no box office pull, and big box
office pull nmeans big salary."

"You seemto be sticking up for this Maureen Darleen."”

"l do not know her personally,"” Doc replied. "But | do know that she spends nobst of her salary to
support a home for orphans in her hone town down in Ceorgia."

"That may be a publicity stunt, too."

"She does not advertise her connection with the hone. Anyway, there are |ess expensive nethods of
grabbing publicity."

Long Tom patted his arnpit where reposed a supermachi ne pistol.

"Sone of these caneramen and autograph hunters may belong to the Fountain of Youth gang," he
grunt ed.

Doc nodded. "I was thinking of that."

The big plane circled the field once, the notors decreased their clanor and the ship swing in,
sinki ng. The pilot was good and touched his ponderous charge to the tarmac w thout a bounce; then,
wi t h whoopi ng gusts fromthe propellers, drove the craft toward the canopy.

Field attendants yelled and grunted and shoved to keep the crowd out of range of the propellers,
and other flunkies ran the tel escopi ng awni ng out.

The pl ane engi nes stopped and the cabin door opened. The throng burst bounds and rushed for the
door, caneranmen yelling and junping up in an endeavor to get pictures, the autograph fans shouting
for Maureen Darl een's signature.

Doc Savage and his five nen kept in a group, although they were jostled about. They |ost sight of
Patricia in her disguise of dark gl asses and borrowed topcoat, as she was subnerged in the excited
novi e fans.

Suddenly a voice yelled fromthe edge of the nelee. It was a shrill voice, very loud, and the
words were plainly distinguishable as they knifed through the bedl am

"Here is Kel Avery!" it cried.

Instantly after that, a man shrieked. Blows snmacked. Men cursed.

"Hel p! Hel p!'" bawl ed a voi ce.

Doc Savage pitched in the direction of the cries. Hs great frane went through the crowd like a
torpedo through water. At his beck, his five men were a flying wedge.

"Hel p!" bawl ed the voice. "Leggo nme!"

Doc sighted the fight. Several hard-faced, roughly clad men had seized a fat, stocky fellow and
were hauling at him beating and ki cking.

"Stop that!" Doc rapped.

"Who the hell are you?" snarled a man, and swung with a clubbed revol ver.

Doc was not where he had been when the bl ow descended, but a yard to one side. H s fist |athed
out; there was a wet smack. The man with the revolver threw lip his arnms and fl oundered hack, his
lips a pulp and his teeth show ng through splits where Doc's netallic knuckles had | anded.

The others ran with the fat man. They did not get far. Doc was upon them his five nmen close

behi nd. They struck, grabbed, tw sted.

Johnny, who | ooked so incredibly gaunt, grabbed a thug twice his own wei ght, enw apping the

fell ow spider fashion. The victimshrieked terribly, proving that Johnny had a fighting ability that
belied his professional appearance.

The braw attracted a crowd. A newspaper photographer began to junmp about in his excitenment and
funbl e his flashlight apparatus.

"It's Doc Savage in action!" he howed. "T hell with the novie dane! Get this!"

Hi s flashlight gun nade a whoosh!" and an eye-hurting splash of white Iight. O her caneranen
joined the outskirts of the fray and their flashes w nked blindingly.



A man wearing an aviator's helmet ran into the scrap, fists swi nging, and was pronptly knocked
sensel ess, falling at the feet of a woman who began scream ng hysterically.

Long Tom bored into the nmiddle of a large man with a gun; his fists nade a rapid drumroll, and
the man col | apsed, gurgling. Running for another foe, the electrical w zard went out of his way to
bump a canera from a photographer's hands and step on it, ruining the exposed plates. Long Tom knew
Doc's dislike for newspaper publicity, and the camera bel onged to the newspaper which the

phot ogr apher worked for, anyway.

Quite suddenly, the fight was over. O the gang who had tried to seize the fat man, all were

hel pl ess, spraw ed on the ground. There were exactly seven of them and all had the earmarks of
smal | -time crimnals.

Doc hel ped the fat victimto his feet. "You're not hurt, Avery?"

"My name is not Avery!" shrieked the fat man. "I'mJoe Snmith and |'ma reporter on the Mrning
Conet "

Doc beckoned ot her newspaper nmen to cone close. "This man says he's Joe Snith

"Sure, he's Joe Smith of the Morning Conet," said a journalist. "W all know hinm"

Doc Savage's strange flake-gold eyes roved fromJoe Snith to the overpowered assailants, and the
bronze man's features were strangely fixed, nore netallic than ever.

There sounded unexpectedly a weird, low, nellowtrilling note, a fantastic sound which seened to
cone fromeverywhere and yet fromno definite source, and which ran up and down the nusical scale,
definitely rhythmatic, yet adhering to no specific tune. Even those bystanders who heard the exotic

trilling and | ooked at the bronze man's lips, could not tell fromwhence it came. Yet Doc Savage
aut hored the sound.
The trilling was a small, unconscious thing which Doc Savage di d when under sudden stress, or

when greatly surprised. Even he could not tell exactly how he nade it, but the sound al ways had
great significance. Just now it neant that he was shocked and utterly disgusted with hinself.

At Doc's signal, the men who had attacked the reporter were haul ed into the nearest hangar and
the doors closed. The thugs were scared and bewi |l dered and entirely willing to talk, hoping it would
prevent them being charged with a worse crine than assault.

"A guy nanmed Santini hired us to junp this bird Kel Avery when the plane cane in, and beat him
up," one of the men npaned. "Santini pointed out Kel Avery to us. W got fifty bucks apiece."

"It was Joe Smith, a reporter, you attacked and not Kel Avery," Doc said grimy.

"Santini said that guy was naned Kel Avery, and for us to yell out his name," insisted the
frightened yegg.

DOC SAVAGE turned the gang over to the airport officials and went outside to join his aides.

"We fell for atrick," he said grimy. "Santini hired these cheap crooks to attack a man in the
crowd and get our attention."

"But why get our attention?" Ham demanded, puzzl ed.

Bi g-fisted Renny cane up with the answer to that. The engi neer was excited.

"Doc! Doc!" he ejaculated. "During the fight, another gang grabbed this Maureen Darleen and

anot her woman and carried themoff in a car, according to people |'ve talked to in the crowd. They
sl ugged a bodyguard this Maureen Darl een had al ong."

A nmorment of silence followed the news and Doc Savage's strange trilling sound seenmed to echo, but
it was very low and hardly perceptible to the ear.

"What beautiful dopes we turned out to be," Hamnuttered. "That other fight was to get our
attention while this gang grabbed Maureen Darleen."

"But | thought it was sonebody naned Kel Avery that they were after!" Renny runbl ed.

"Where is this bodyguard of Maureen Darleen's?" Doc demanded.

"Over here." Renny |ed the way.

The bodyguard | ooked the part. He was an athletic giant alnost as inpressive in physique as Doc
Savage. The fellow s great nuscles were nore bul ging even than Doc's, which neant he was a trifle
muscl e-bound. He had a square head, a corded neck and square, powerful fingers. Slung across his
chest, in plain sight, was a harness for carrying two pistols in underarm hol sters.

The man was sitting up, shaking his head slowy, when Doc approached him He peered at the bronze
man a bit vacantly, then felt of the holsters attached to his harness. They were enpty.

Doc knelt, grasped the fellow s shoul ders and shook him "Are you Kel Avery?"

The overnuscl ed one shook his head fromside to side. "Meester, ny name, she is no Kel Avery. My
nane is Da Cim, yes."

H s English was understandabl e enough, but the words were put together in the manner of one who
had | earned the tongue in later life. Such accent as he had was that of southern Europe.

"You are Maureen Darleen's bodyguard?" Doc questioned.

"Her guard, yes. Maybe was her guard." Da dinma sighed. "She, maybe it is, won't want a guard who
as a guard is not so hot, no?"

"Do you know a Kel Avery?" Doc asked.

Da dinma squinted. Miscles as |arge as nuskmel ons bul ged up under his coat as he lifted hinself.
"Kel Avery is Maureen Darleen," he said. "You not know that, no?"

"Maur een Darleen and Kel Avery the sanme person?" Doc repeated, as if to make sure.



Da dinma nodded. "Kel Avery, or Kelm na Avery, she don't use that name, not so much. The nane
Avery, she not so good on the novie picture, no. Maureen Darleen nuch better, so the girl she use
the name of Avery not so,, much."

"A lot of these novie actresses have stage nanmes, Renny runbl ed.

Monk canme up, short |egs taking great |eaps.

"Pat ain't around here anywhere!" he snapped.

Doc gripped Renny's thick arm "You said that gang nade off with two wonen, didn't you?"

"Yes."

"Let's go!"

Chapter 9. KEL AVERY'S STORY

THE CAR bearing the kidnapers and their two wonen prisoners was a |ong blue phaeton. It had gone
toward New York. These two bits of information were forthcom ng from menbers of the crowd who had
seen the snat ching.

Da Clima piled into Doc's streamined car with the rest.

"Da dim, he go along," he growl ed. "W catch themand Da Clinma, he do themlike this!" H's

nmuscul ar hands made pantom ne of breaking things.

"How about that, Doc?" Monk questi oned.

"Let himcome, of course. W want to ask him questions." The big engine cane to |ife under the

t apered hood, but only sudden ani nmation of amreter and oil gauge showed that. The machine was fitted
with an autonatic shifting device, and Doc thrust the | ever which neshed the gears, after which the
shifting required no further attention.

Tires threw gravel all the way out of the flying field, shrieked on concrete as they swerved to
the pavenent, and then there was only the hiss of exhausts and the wail of air past the streaniined
curves.

The speedoneter arm junped around to seventy. Doc touched a switch, and a siren started a banshee
wai | .

Doc spoke to Da Cinma w thout taking his eyes off the scudding concrete.

"What do you know about this?" he denmanded.

"Me, | not know the nuch," Da dima disclained.

"Tell us what you do know. "

"Yesterday, | read about it in the papers, the kidnap what is tried on Maureen Darleen," said Da
Cima. "I amin this Florida then. Maybe you read about that, no? The kidnap what is try on Maureen
Dar | een

"Call her Mss Avery so there will be no confusion," Doc suggested. "Yes. W read about the
attenpted ki dnapi ng."

"I go to her, to Mees Avery," Da Cima continued. "I amonce the fighter, not so hot. Now, the
nickel | pick up where I can. | fight. | shoot. I'mplenty the tough guy, nme."

"Don't brag," Monk growl ed. "You're with guys who are tough, now "

"But you not so good in the head, no?" Da Clim queried. "You run to the wong fight while them
fellows, they get Maureen -- Mees Avery. They nake of you the sap, no?"

Monk scow ed. "Say, you funny-tal kin' bundl e of beef, are you huntin' a scrap?"

"Stop it," Doc put in quietly. "Da dinma, you went to Mss Avery after you heard of the attenpt

to kidnap her and offered your services as a bodyguard -- is that it?"

"That's her, the idea," Da Cim nodded. "I put up the talk and tell her that me, | amthe one
she need. So she hire ne to watch out for her."

"A swell job you done," Mnk snorted.

Da Cima started to answer, but caught sight of the speedoneter and his eyes opened w de and
bl ack. He wet his |ips uneasily and nuttered, "Boy, we travel -- no?"

The speedoneter read eighty-five. Buildings went by like pickets and cars, frightened to the curb
by the siren, were blurred.

"What el se do you know?" Doc asked.

"Me, nothing," said Da dinma.

"Don't you know anything about Santini, Hallet, Leaking, or a white-bearded man naned Dan

Thunden, who clainms he is a hundred and thirty-one years old, or a conpany which calls itself
Fountain of Youth, Inc.?"

"Nope," said Da dima. "Never heard of any of them no.,,

"What an information mne he turned out to be!" Mnk grow ed.

Da Cinma scow ed at the honely chenmist and said, "Da Cima, he not |ike you, not much."

"Brother, the affection is returned,” Mnk rapped.

"Look!" pal e Long Tom shri eked.

DOC SAVAGE had al ready applied the power brakes. The heavy streanmlined car squatted a little,
slithered, straightened, slithered again, then, as the bronze man alternately stanped and rel eased
the brake pedal, the nachine spun with tires scream ng and stopped with its radiator pointing hack
the way it had cone.

Da Cdinma was pale, frightened by the wildness of their stop, and his hands were cl enched, his
breath coming and going rapidly.



Under the tread of the accelerator the big car |unged back upon their course, then slackened
speed and swerved of f the pavenent, bounding over the packed shoul der, and stopped.

A worman was standing in the ditch beside the road, in water to her knees. She was dishevel ed, nud
spattered, her frock was torn at the shoulder, as if she had pitched into the ditch froma

rapi dl y-moving car. She canme toward them wi ping nud off her face.

"Maureen -- Mees Avery!" Da Clima cried in astonishment. Kel Avery was a tall young woman,

bl onde, bl ue-eyed, and even though she was swathed in nud and roadside grine, it was not hard to see
why, as Maureen Darl een, she was considered one of the up-and-com ng young novi e actresses.

She got in the car and said, "Back the way you were going, gentlenmen! And step on it!"

Monk grinned as if he liked that and made room for her, while Doc jockeyed the car around
skillfully. They resumed their conetlike progress, siren a-how .

"Whi ch one of you is Doc Savage?" Kel Avery asked.

Monk pointed at the front seat, but said nothing.

Kel Avery took in the bronze man's remarkabl e head, his expanse of shoulders, the netallic
texture of his skin.

"Ch," she said. "I didn't get a look at him or |I would have known."

"Ask her questions, Mnk," Doc directed. "This driving takes a lot of attention. We're getting
intothe city limts."

On the fl oorboards, where he had been throughout, the pig Habeas Corpus sniffed of the novie
actress's drenched, shapely ankles until Mnk kicked himlightly in the ribs.

"They threw me out," said Kel Avery.

"After they went to all that trouble to seize you?" Mnk asked incredul ously.

"Ch, they thought | was ny maid," explained the blonde actress. "The other girl made themthink
she was Kel Avery."

"What other girl?"

"The one who rushed to ny side and acted as if she was one of ny party, when the trouble started
hack at the airport. Say, that young |ady would go great in the novies. She's got |ooks, and how she
can act! She made themthink she was Kel Avery, and when she got her chance, whispered to me to
begin to screamand they might throw ne out, and if they did, | should find Doc Savage and tell him
ny story. So | screaned and they did throw ne out."

Doc tool ed the plunging car past an intersection, then threw a question over his shoul der.

"What did this other girl |ook Iike?"

"She was beautiful, as | said," advised Kel Avery. "And she had bronze-colored hair-hair |ike
your own, M. Savage."

"It was Pat!" Monk groaned.

THERE WAS unpl easant silence for a while-silence, if the whoopi ng noise of the big car's progress
coul d be except ed.

Doc Savage hinself showed little expression, for his command of his facial nuscles was conplete,
but his five men showed that the thought of Patricia Savage being in the hands of Santini's crew was
anyt hi ng but pl easant.

Da Cdinma held on, face white, and seened to shrink each tine the speeding car careened.

"I was coming to New York by plane to get your help, M. Savage," volunteered bl onde Kel Avery.
"Did you tell that to any one?" Doc questi oned.

"Nobody. Wy?"

"Because Santini and his outfit |earned you were coming to ne and tried to grab ne and put ne
where you could not find ne," Doc told her. "Or that's how it seens."

"Santini ?" Kel Avery sounded puzzl ed.

"Ever hear of hin?"

"Or of Fountain of Youth, Inc.?"

"What about Hallet or Leaking?"

"Never heard the nanmes that | recall." The blonde's voice had a ring of genuineness.

"What about a white-haired man nanmed Dan Thunden who says he is a hundred and thirty-one years

ol d?"

"ohi "

Doc lifted his eyes fromthe road and turned his head for a quick glance. The girl | ooked
startled. "You have heard of Dan Thunden?" Doc asked.

"Yes," said Kel Avery. "He is ny greatgrandfather, according to the letter | got fromhim M
greatgrandfather on ny nmother's side, his letter said."

"What else did his letter say?" Doc asked grimy.

"It said for me to take the package that was with the letter and guard it with nmy life, to be
sure not to open it, and to conme to Florida and | would be worth fifty mllion dollars within thirty
days," the blonde said all in one breath.

"Holy cow " Renny runbled. Doc inquired. "You obeyed instructions?"

"Ch, it sounds silly, but | did," Kel Avery sighed. "You see, the press agent of the novie
conpany | work for thought it would be a great idea to get sone newspaper space. The conpany even
paid me a salary to go to Florida as instructed, and the press agent was going to neet nme there. But



before he cane, | was kidnaped. That scared ne. | canme North."

"Why conme North?" The actress smiled. "To put the thing into your hands." "Was that the press
agent's idea?" Doc asked

Kel Avery | ooked bl ank, then color crept up in her cheeks under the nud and she gl ared

indignantly at the back of Doc's head

"Those nmen threatened to kill me and | was scared!" she snapped. "They told me they would kill me
unless | got the package. As a matter of fact, | didn't escape. They turned ne | oose to get the
parcel. And the press agent does not know where | am The press agent hadn't even gotten to
Florida."

Doc was silent after the sharp answer, his nmetallic features expressionless. He made no

novenents, except suck as were necessary in controlling the car

A corner | ooned ahead. Kel Avery screaned softly; Da Cima groaned and put big hands over his
face; the car reeled, rubber shrieked, then they were around the corner, straightened out and goi ng
on safely.

"Where is the parcel now?" Doc asked, his great voice calm

“I'n the plane on which | arrived, back at the airport," said Kel Avery. "You see, | sent it by

air mail, knowing it would conme on the sane plane."

"Wy that precaution?”

"I was afraid to carry it. Maybe |I'mnot very brave."

"You're brave enough," Doc assured her

"This is what | call a deep, black nystery," Mnk nuttered

Doc sl owed the streamined car abruptly, much to the relief of Da Cima, who swelled
proportionately as the nmachi ne sl ackened speed, so that, when they were traveling forty, his chest
was out, his chin up, his eyes bright and brave

"It's no use," Doc said. "The car carrying Pat has given us the slip."

Bony Johnny absently fitted his nonocle into his left eye, where it gave his optic a grotesque
appearance, for the nonocle was in reality a powerful magnifying glass which the gaunt geol ogi st and
ar chaeol ogi st found occasion to use in the course of his work.

"This thing about Pat is appalling," he said. "Appalling'"

Chapter 10. THE PACKAGE TRI CK

MANY CI TI ZENZ of New York Gty knew of the headquarters which Doc Savage nmaintained on the
eighty-sixth floor of Manhattan's nost inpressive skyscraper, for the newspapers had published that
fact innunerable times. But not many citizens had seen the establishnent. Had they done so, they
woul d have been astounded

The establishment consisted of an outer reception roomand office which was sunptuously, but not
gaudi |y furnished. Beyond this was a library which for conpleteness in its assortnent of scientific
books coul d be equal ed perhaps by but one other library, its location unknown except to Doc Savage
hinmsel f, being in a nysterious and renpte spot which the bronze man termed his "Fortress of
Solitude," and to which he retired at intervals to study, none know ng hi s whereabouts, not even his
five trusted aides.

Connecting with the library was an experinmental |aboratory, this also having an equal only in the
second | aboratory which the bronze nan maintained at his "Fortress of Solitude." The city |laboratory
hel d apparatus for alnbst every conceivable scientific experinent, as well as tools for the
construction of the numerous devices for which Doc Savage found need

Monk stood in the outer office, nudgi ng Habeas Corpus gently in the ribs with a toe, and spoke

his mnd

"That ol d yahoo, Dan Thunden, is sure a lick-splitting freak," the honely chem st decl ared

"I magi ne a gink a hundred and thirty-one years old being able to hop around |ike he can."

Only beautiful blonde Kel Avery was |istening, but she was audi ence enough, since Mnk would talk
all day if it would keep himin the conpany of a girl as attractive as this one

Doc was i ssuing comuands, having just finished witing a nunber of names and addresses on slips

of paper.

"Here are sonme of the wealthy nmen whose nanes were in that file which we found in the offices of
Fountain of Youth, Inc.," the bronze man expl ai ned

He distributed the slips to Long Tom Renny, Ham and Johnny

"Investigate," he directed. "Those nanmes were in the file for some reason, just as was that

banker, Thackeray Hutchinson."

Renny fol ded his paper slip with huge fingers. "Sone of these birds should give us information,"
he sai d.

"Be careful," Doc adnoni shed. "W do not want a repetition of what happened to Thackeray

Hut chi nson. "

"That guy got what was coming to him" put in Mnk, who had paused to overhear

"What happened to hin?" bl onde Kel Avery asked curiously.

"He got shot between the eyes," Hamtold her

"Ch!" The young wonan gasped and sank into a chair.

"This hairy ape" -- Hamindicated Monk with his sword cane -- "thinks it was all right for a man



to get killed."

"Aw, he was an orphan robber," Mnk said unconfortably, know ng very well Ham had deliberately
put himbefore the novie actress in a calloused |ight.

"What about Pat?" Renny runbl ed anxiously.

"We haven't a lead to go on," Doc pointed out. "W'Ill have to see what turns up."

The four men departed with their paper slips, intent on running down sone information about
Fountain of Youth, Inc.

Big Da dina went to the water cool er, drank deeply fromthe gurgling fountain, then cane back
and stood in front of Doc.

"Me, | think | go out, not for I|ong,
"Why?" Doc asked.

Da dina shrugged nuscl e-bound shoul ders, and said, "Business."

"Very well," Doc agreed.

Da Cina |unbered out toward the el evators.

Doc nodded at Monk. "Follow him"

Monk grinned and waved Habeas Corpus back.

"Boy, do | hope this Da Cim gives nme sone excuse to tie into him" |leered the honely chem st.

"l don't like him"

Monk went out .

KEL AVERY tried to wing nuddy water out of her drying frock and asked, "You do not trust Da
adim?"

"Just a precaution,” Doc told her quietly. "And it gives Monk sonmething to do. He would feel
neglected if he wasn't doi ng sonething."

"You have a remnarkabl e group of nmen," said the young wonan.

Doc bowed politely, suggested, "It is not advisable for you to | eave here, since Santini and his
crew nust know about this headquarters. You can use the tel ephone and have fresh cl othing sent up
froma shop. There is an excellent one in the building."

"Thank you."

Doc Savage retired to the library where there was a second tel ephone -- and while Kel Avery

call ed the shop, the bronze man put in a call of his own to the post office officials. Much talk
ensued, and he was transferred to several officials before he got full satisfaction.

He had to explain twice what he wanted, and he found it necessary to give the nmail officials the
nunber on a small card which he drew froma pocket.

The card which Doc used held the information that he was a fully conm ssi oned postal

investigator, and bore the postmaster general's signature. This was one of many honorary conmi ssions
whi ch Doc hel d.

Doc went next to the laboratory, where he switched on a short-wave radio tel ephone

transm tter-and-receiver. This comunicated to other short-wave sets in the autonobiles used by his
aides in their work.

Doc call ed Johnny, Long Tom Ham and Renny in rapid succession -- but only Johnny answered. The
others were evidently interviewng their rich nen.

"You have ny unadulterated attention, Doc," said bigworded Johnny.

"Listen," said Doc.

Then he spoke rapidly in the Mayan di al ect which he used to communicate with his men when

conveyi ng secret and inportant orders.

" Super mal agor geous, " sai d Johnny when the conversation ended.

Doc went in and joined Kel Avery in the outer room "You have arranged for ny air nmil package to
cone here?" asked the nobvie actress.

"It will be here in not nore than twenty mnutes,” Doc replied.

"You took quite a bit of time," the young woman pointed out. "Did you experience any trouble?"

The bronze man seened on the point of inform ng her of sonething unusual about the call he had
made to the mail officials, but before the words formed, the outer door opened and Da Cina cane
stanping in.

"Me, | get two new ones,"” said Da Cdim, and threw back his coat, revealing in his shoul der

harness a pair of heavy blue revolvers. "My other two ones, themfeller at the airport they get," he
added.

"Bought two new revol vers, eh?" Doc said slowy. "They are not easy to purchase here in New

York."

"For the feller with the noney, anything she easy," grinned Da di ma. "At a hock shop. | get

them and | no need the license for to carry, either."

Monk anbl ed in shortly, tossed a bundle of newspapers on the inlaid office table, said, "There
they are, Doc," as if he had been sent out to get the papers instead of to follow Da Cima. Then he
anbled into the | aboratory.

Doc j oi ned Monk as soon as he could do so without attracting Da Cima's suspicions.

"The mug went into a hock shop, stayed a while, then came back here," Mnk grunbled. "He didn't

do nothing else.”

he sai d.

"

"



"Call the police and tell themto have that pawnbroker's license to do business taken away from
him for selling firearnms to unlicensed persons,"” Doc directed

Monk nodded. "Any word from Pat?"

"None. "

DOC VENT back into the outer office while Mnk used the inside phone to make his call about the
pawnbr oker who sold guns to unlicensed persons, and who was therefore undoubtedly a source of
firearms to the underworld

The cl ot hing which Kel Avery had ordered came up, and a dressmaker acconpani ed the garnments
ready to make any alterations which m ght be necessary.

Bedr aggl ed and nudcaked, the light-haired young actress retired to the library, and was out again
shortly, the frock having fitted her w thout changes

"Now you | ook again |ike Maureen Darleen, the novie queen," Mnk grinned. "Not that you | ooked
bad before, though."

"Thank you," the young wonman snmiled, then studi ed Habeas Corpus. "A renarkabl e-100king pet pig

you have."
"Habeas is quite a guy," Mnk adnitted. "Speak to the Hol |l ywood heart-throb, Habeas."
"Monk, | think she's a queen," said Habeas. Entrancing Kel Avery |ooked sonmewhat stunned, then

realized Monk had used ventriloquismto nmake the honely pig apparently speak, and burst out

| aughi ng. But she sobered very suddenly

"I"mworried about that other girl -- Pat," she said uneasily. "Wat do you -- think -- they're
doing to her?"

"Probably trying to buffalo her into telling themwhere the box your great-granddaddy Dan Thunden
sent you can be found," Mnk guessed

"1"1l give up that nysterious box in an instant if it will get her freedom" Kel Avery said
grimy

"The mail men with the box should be here shortly," Doc put in.

Kel Avery eyed the bronze man curiously, then said, "Just as Da Cima cane in, you started to
tell me sonething about the call which you made to the air mail officials about their sending ny
package here. What was it? O have you changed your m nd?"

Doc Savage smiled. "I haven't changed ny mind," he said. Then, before continuing, went to the

wi ndow and | ooked down fromits tremendous height into the street. He was silent a nonent as if in
t hought, then began, "Wat | was going to tell you

He fell silent, then pointed down through the w ndow.

"An arnmored mail truck is pulling up in front," he said. "It nust be bringing your package."

Kel Avery ran over to the window "You told themto use an arnored truck?" she asked

"Of course.”

Then Doc stiffened. The young worman gl anced down and al so becane rigid, while Monk and Da Cina
cane over quickly, stared, then grew slack-jawed and attentive. The street bel ow was brightly

i ghted

"Ch, oh," breathed Kel Avery in a small, horrified voice

AN UNI FORMED postal carrier carrying a package, had gotten out of the truck and had started for
the skyscraper entrance. But at the same time three men had stood erect man open touring car which
was par ked near by.

The men lifted their arms and threw what resenbl ed gl ass bottles. The containers struck the
sidewal k at the feet of the postal nen and burst, making wet smears on the concrete. These wet

spl ashes seened to evaporate with startling suddenness. Bright street lights made this visible
"Gas!" breathed Mnk, the cheni st

The vapor, whatever its nature, was potent, for both postal men collapsed within a few nonments
Anot her carrier, springing out of the truck with a revolver, apparently canme under the spell of the
gas, for he al so went down

One of the nen sprang out of the touring car and ran forward.

"Santini's gang!" Mnk groaned. "He's holding his breath. Doc, can't we do sonething?"

"Quiet!" Doc rapped

The man far bel ow reached the recunbent postal carriers, stooped and seized the package whi ch one
had been carrying. Then he gall oped back to the touring car and dived inside. The nachi ne was novi ng
al nost as he hit the cushions

"There goes the package!" gritted Mnk

"Them damm feller, they sure the smart guys!" Da Cima grow ed, and swung for the door

"Wait!" Doc barked

There was a ring of authority to the bronze nman's voice that brought the excited Da dina up and
caused himto return, his expression puzzled, to the window, where he peered downward again

The touring car was rolling nmore swiftly down the street. Monk wenched up the w ndow, roaring

"I can hit "emwth ny superfirer pistol!"

"No," Doc told him

Monk spun around. "Doc, have you gone nuts?" But before the bronze man coul d possibly nake
answer, the homely chem st | ooked sheepi sh, then began to grin



"Doc, you pulled a fast one," he accused. "Wat was it?"

"Have a | ook." Doc pointed

Down in the street, a snmall undistingui shed coupe was darting in and out through traffic in a
manner that made it plain to the watchers above that it was follow ng the touring car

Those in the open car could hardly tell they were trailed, due to the intervening taxicabs and

pl easure cars

"Johnny's coupe!" Mnk barked

"Exactly."

"But how did he

"l got himon the short-wave radio at the tine | called the postal officials,"” Doc explained
"Johnny was to follow the mail truck, and if anything cane up, he was to use his own judgnent."
"This may |lead us to Pat," Monk grinned

"Let us hope."

Chapter 11. THE SEl ZURE

BU LT I NTO t he skyscraper whi ch housed Doc Savage's headquarters, was a special high-speed

el evator whi ch gave access, not only to the ornate | obby downstairs, but to a basenent garage where
the bronze man kept his assortment of cars

The presence of this garage was known but to few persons outside Doc's imediate circle of five
ai des

Kel Avery was nmade a bit breathless by the terrific speed with which the elevator |owered themto
the basenment, while Da Cinm, who seened brave enough in the face of everything but speed, paled a
little.

"The fast noving, you sure do a |lot of heem no?" he nmunbled as they got out in the passage that
led to the garage

"There ain't no crook ever noved fast enough to keep ahead of Doc in the long run,"” Mnk said

"They may outguess himonce in a while, but the first thing you know -- " Mnk finished by making a
gesture of catching sonething imaginary in the air

Kel Avery put a hand on Doc's arm and asked, "It was about having Johnny trail the truck that you
were going to tell ne?"

Doc nodded

She smiled. "I amglad of that, because if you had not told nme, it would have shown you did not
trust me."

Doc Savage selected a car which Santini or his followers would not be likely to recognize as they
woul d if Doc used the streaniined machine. The machine he entered was a vehicle which resenbled an
ordinary delivery truck such as is used by small |aundries or groceries

Bul | et proof glass and arnmor plate construction made this virtually a fast tank. The tires were
filled with sponge rubber instead of air. The cab portion was fitted with confortabl e seats which
swi vel ed before conceal ed portholes, and there were racks hol ding supefiirer pistols, body arnor
gas masks, grenades, canisters of gas and even a small field gun that could be carried by two strong
men and which fired a two inch shell

"This, she sonme bus," Da Cima said admringly

A sloping ranp let themthrough the street door, which opened automatically at their approach and
cl osed behind them actuated by a hidden nechani sm

Doc switched on the short-wave radio tel ephone and spoke into the nouthpiece

"Johnny? Johnny?"

"Coing north on Broadway," cane Johnny's precise voice fromthe | oudspeaker. "So far, there has
been no difficulty."

"Have they seen you?" Doc asked

"Enphatically a negative answere to that," said Johnny, who hated to use a little word where a
bi g one woul d do

"He means no," Monk advi sed Kel Avery.

The young wonman was staring at Doc Savage as if fascinated, for sight of the bronze man's

remar kabl e skyscraper establishment had brought home to her the fact that he was no ordinary

i ndi vi dual

"l begin to understand how you get the results which have nade you fanobus," she nurnmured. "You do
not depend al one on your own personal skill and that of your men. You use every scientific device
possi bl e in your work."

Doc said nothing, but gave his attention instead to the traffic. He disliked tal ki ng about

hi msel f

"Devi ating eastward over the bridge to Long Island,"” cane Johnny's schol astic voice fromradio
Long Tonis tones cane in over the air waves, followi ng the professorial Johnny's information
"What's goin' on here?" the electrical w zard demanded

THE DI FFERENT radi o sets used by Doc Savage and his men were all fixed on the sane wave | ength
with crystal devices which prevented changes in frequency. Accordingly, conversation could be
carried on nmuch as if they were all hooked to a party tel ephone line

Evidently Long Tom had just turned his set on and was puzzled at what he was hearing



Doc told the electrical expert about the theft of the air nall parcel

"Head for Long Island," the bronze man directed. "And tell me what information you received when
you interviewed your rich nan."

There was a pause while the distant Long Tomturned his ear in the direction of Long Island, then
he began speaki ng

"My rich man had flown the coop,"” he advised

"Unfortunate,"” Doc said. "What are the particul ars?"

"He got a telephone call a little while before | arrived, according to a maid," Long Tom

expl ained. "He acted excited, grabbed sone noney out of his private safe, snatched a few cl othes and
jamred themin a suitcase. He ran out of the door and that's the last they saw of him"

"Sounds as if he were tipped off that you were conming," Doc hazarded

"You said it."

Shortly afterward, Renny and Ham both reported experiences simlar to that of Long Tom They had
not found their nen at home, and in both cases, the fellows had fledhurriedly only a few nonments
before their arrival

Johnny interrupted to advise. "The nen who appropriated that package are now traversing an
unpopul ated section of beach road."

"Careful ," Doc warned him

"You are cautioning nme!" Johnny snorted

There was silence, except for the noise of traffic and the nuffled sounds made by the cars

Johnny reported his position nore exactly, and Doc marked his whereabouts on a map of Long Island
The region into which Johnny was follow ng his quarry was one of the nost thinly inhabited sections
of the Island

Renny runbl ed over the radio, "Doc, it's obvious Santini's gang warned the rich nmen to skip out
and they did it."

"What puzzles nme is what persuaded themto skip so pronptly,"” Haminterjected

"They probably knew what happened to Thackeray Hutchinson," Doc stated. "The newspapers are on
the street with news of his death by now Fear of a like fate is enough to urge those wealthy nen to
do what they were told."

"Santini is sure taking plenty of trouble to keep us fromlearning what this is all about," Renny
booned. "Brothers, it nmust be big, whatever is back of this."

A few minutes |l ater, Johnny spoke. He forgot his big words. His voice was a rattle of haste
"They' ve stopped their car and are getting out!" he exclaimed. Then he clipped off his exact
location. "It's on an old road near the beach."

"It will take us fifteen or twenty minutes to get there," Doc advised. "You' ve been traveling
faster than it seened.”

"I'mgoing to trail them" Johnny said

"Do that. And watch your step."

JOHNNY SW TCHED of f the radio transmtter with a bony forefinger. He had stopped the car after
pulling into tall brush where the machine was fairly well hidden, and he did not want the radio
speaker to attract attention

Drawi ng hi s handkerchi ef froma pocket, the gaunt geol ogi st wapped it carefully around his
nmonocl e, then pocketed the padded gl ass where it was not likely to get broken. This was a habitua
precaution with Johnny when he contenplated going into action

The sand was so soft that it seemed alive under Johnny's feet as he noved forward. There was a
brilliant npon which caused the scrawny beach shrubs to cast grotesque shadows. Sonewhere a night
bird pi ped, and waves on the beach sounded as if some unseen person was pouring buckets of water
upon the sand

Light fromflashlights splattered ahead. Voices nuttered; |aughter cackled. That would be the

quarry
"The way them mai|l carriers caved!" a man | aughed. "Sweet, | call it!"

"It won't be so sweet if they croak," grow ed another. "Uncle Samis a tough nonkey to have on
your neck."

"Forget it!" he was told. "That gas just nade 'em senseless for a while."

They went on and Johnny, hurrying, got close enough that he could hear the nush-nush of their
feet in the soft sand. If they posted a | ookout, he wanted to be cl ose enough to hear the command
Johnny was puzzl ed about their destination. This section of beach, |ow and unheal thy, was not
even popul ated by summer cabins. Taken altogether, it was as renmpte a spot as could be found in the
imrediate vicinity of New York City

"Who the hell's that?" challenged a harsh voice

"Santa Claus," growl ed one of the trio who had robbed the mail carriers. "Wio's you think? Is his
ni bs here?"

"Santini is," said the one who bad chall enge, apparently a sentry.

"He'll do."

Johnny, mentally thanking his lucky star that he had been cl ose enough to catch the chall enge
circled and evaded the watchman, then continued after the trio. They did not go nmuch farther



A haze of flickering red appeared, resolved into a canp fire which burned before a tunbl edown
shed that was open on one side

Santini appeared in the fire glow, then Hallet and Leaking, the latter still perspiring despite
t he cool ness of the night

Johnny stared steadily at sonething in the murk beyond the fire. It stood in the edge of the
water, a few yards offshore. Sone one threw wood on the fire, and he made out the lines of the

t hing

A plane! It was a big ship, massive of hull, with great wing spread and two canvas-swat hed radi a
mot ors. An anphi bi an-for the thin geol ogi st coul d nake out the streamlined hunps whi ch harbored the
| andi ng wheel s, flow cranked up out of the water

Santini nopped at a small cut on his chin and grow ed, "That damm Pat Savage is a cat. She kicked
me in the face and al nost got away!"

That snapped Johnny's attention off the giant seaplane. So they knew Pat was not Kel Avery! How
had they | earned that? But nost inportant of all, Pat was here

"We got it," vouchsafed one of the three newconers. "Bueno!" Santini pocketed the handkerchi ef

wi th which he had been dabbing at his cut chin, adjusted his sharp nustache points, then extended a
hand. "G ve ne!"

He was handed the parcel which had been taken fromthe mail mnen

The breeze fromthe sea whipped in briskly, causing the noored seaplane to bob and fine sand to
whi sper agai nst beach grass and shrubs

"We will go inside where it is not windy," Santini decided

The instant they were inside, Johnny started to advance. He wanted to observe the contents of

t hat parcel

But the bony geol ogi st stopped as if his spine had frozen. And it did feel cold, too, fromthe
chill metal object which had jabbed agai nst the back of his neck

"Unl ess you be proof against bullets, you'd bettah stand still," a remarkably youthful voice
breat hed in Johnny's ear

Chapter 12. THE DI SAPPO NTI NG PARCEL

JOHNNY STOOD as i nmmobile as he could, for he had recogni zed the juvenile tone as belonging to
whi t e- bearded Dan Thunden, and conmpn sense told himthe cold thing against his neck was a gun
snout. Hands sl apped agai nst his person and the superfirer pistol, his only weapon, was renoved
Johnny wore a bul |l et proof vest, a fact that Dan Thunden's search discl osed

"1"11 shoot you in the head," advised the boyi sh-voiced old man

"So you're still working with them " Johnny whi spered back

Dan Thunden cursed round, seafaring oaths under his breath

"I'"'mwikkin' on them not foah them" he gritted. "I laid aboard the | ookout back yondah, and he
won't set his sail foah sone tine to cone."

"Then you and | had better work together," Johnny said hopefully, his large words forgotten in
the urgency of the situation

"Add Dan Thunden i s wukkin' foaH hinsel f," Thunden whi spered vehenently. "I didn't know who you
was when | met you befoah, but now | know you are one of Doc Savage's outfit. Well, | don't want any
paht of you."

"Listen," Johnny began. "Wat -- "

"Bel ay yoah jaw an' wal k up to that shanty," Dan Thunden grated. "W are gonna do sone

listenin' ."

Johnny, feeling discretion the better part of fool hardiness, since the gun snout was a determ ned
pressure agai nst his neck, anbled forward and stopped agai nst the shack wall. There were wi de cracks
bet ween the boards which offered orifices for both eye and ear. Burning brightly on the open side of
the ramshackl e structure, the fire spilled |ight over the interior, and they could see plainly what
went on within.

Johnny's first |1ook gave hima shock. Patricia Savage was not in sight

Several men besides Santini, Hallet and Leaking were in the shack, anong themthe killer of the
banker, Thackeray Hutchi nson, who had masqueraded as an el evator oper ator

Santini kicked litter aside on the floor and made a cl ean place on which he placed the mai

par cel

"We've had fits over this," he said

Fishing in a watch pocket beside the ribbon that crossed his chest so gaudily, he brought out a
penknife with which to cut the tyings on the bundle

After the string and outer wrapper of paper was renoved, Santini lifted a folded square of heavy
paper. He opened this. It crackled and fluttered in the breeze that eddied inside the shanty.
"Veraneilte!" Santini exploded. "lIndeed! Dan Thunden, the old goat, even sent his

great - granddaughter a map show ng the island' s whereabouts!"

"You are sure it is the island?" asked the man who had killed Thackeray Hutchi nson

"Yes. Here is the island," said Santini, and placed a finger on the nap

Johnny strained his eyes and made out the general location of the island -- it was in the

Cari bbean, sonme considerabl e distance fromFlorida -- then Dan Thunden gave his head a push to



prevent himfrom seeing nore. But Johnny had fixed in his nmenory the approxinate |ocation of the
isle

Inside the hut there was scuffling sound, a low, stifled cry. "The damm girl!" snarled Leaking
"W no | onger need her," Santini said callously. "Shoot her!"

The man who had killed Thackeray Hutchinson | eered, drew a revol ver, spun the cylinder, then
growl ed, "A knife won't nmake as nmuch noise,"” and drew a long hunting knife froma sheath sewed to
the inside of his vest

Dan Thunden's gun nudged Johnny's neck

"Wal k, " breathed the young-voiced old man. "Quick! Befoah they ha' m mah granddaughtah."

Johnny found hinself urged around to the open front of the structure. Dan Thunden was going to

use himas a shield -- and the fact that he wore a bulletproof vest failed to ease Johnny's mnd a
great deal

"I couldn't mss yoah-all from heah," Dan Thunden called fromthe open end of the hut

NOT A nman inside the ancient building stood still at the 'unexpected words, for it is human

nature to start violently when surprised, an inheritance probably fromtree-dwelling ancestors who
found it necessary to leap for their lives at sounds of danger

But only one nman was foolish enough to try resistance. The killer of Thackeray Hutchinson held

his knife in hand. He whi pped back his armto throw the bl ade

Dan Thunden's gun roared splittingly in Johnny's ear, and its nuzzle flane seared his neck

The knifeman let fall his blade, took two or three bobbl ekneed steps, then put both hands over

the spot where the top of his skull seened to be torn off, and dived head-first to the sandy fl oor
He lay there, a red flood spilling out of the top of his head

"He's dead," Dan Thunden advi sed the others neaningly

Santini jutted his hands up and the others followed his exanple

Then Johnny saw Pat Savage. She had been lying against the wall through the cracks of which they
had peered, this accounting for the failure to discover her earlier. Ropes bound her arnms and ankl es
and a strip torn fromHanm s natty topcoat had been used to gag her

Dan Thunden gave Johnny a shove. "Get ovah with them wheah | can watch you!"

Pi cking up the nap which Santini had dropped, the whitehaired man hurled it out into the fire

Fl anes bundled it hungrily and it turned into a black crisp and a curl of yellow snoke

"l should nevah have sent that to nah great-granddaughtah,” Thunden grow ed. "But | didn't know

but that we might find use foaH it. | guess all concerned can find the island if need be." He paused
to scow at Johnny. "Except Doc Savage and his scuts, and we don't want themin on it."
Wth that, he continued unw appi ng the package. A box of thin, light wood cane into view It

resenbl ed a | arge cigar box, except that there were no printing or labels on it

Expressi on expectant, the young-old man flipped the Iid back. He tensed, gul ped sonething
unintel ligible under his breath. H's long-fingered hand dipped into the contents turning up fl akes
of greenish-gray | eaves

"This heah ain't it!" he how ed suddenly. "This heah stuff is just plain sage!"

So shocked was white-haired Dan Thunden at the discovery that the box contained sonething other
than he had expected, that his attention left his prisoners

"Look out!" Johnny rapped

He was too late. Santini |eaped. H's foot collided with Dan Thunden's gun arm The weapon spun
away .

"Presto!" Santini yelled. "Haste! Gab him"

Men piled on Dan Thunden. They were met with a whirlw nd of blows, a dazzling display of fighting
skill. The old nan was an anmzi ng acrobat and a fighting cycl one

Johnny joined the fray by clouting a jawwith a bony fist. He failed to drop his quarry, due to
his own haste, and was clouted back for his pains

A man junped astride Johnny's bony back, |ocked |egs around his mddl e and drubbed the back of
Johnny's head and neck with hard fists. Johnny fell backward on the fellow The man who had been hit
on the jaw junped on Johnny's stomach with both feet

Pat Savage began to flip about, endeavoring to get rid of her bindings. Failing in that, she
managed to trip a man who was runni ng at Dan Thunden

Thunden had felled three assailants with his bare fists. Then Santini danced around behind the
old fellow and struck hima terrific bl ow al ongside the ear. Thunden's knees hinged; his eyelids
fluttered

Santini's nen took advantage of this weakness. They rushed, swarmi ng over the white-haired man
and bearing himdown. In a nonent he was beaten fiat, gripped and held hel pl ess

Ginning, Santini got up, ran over and kicked Johnny twice in the head, after which the bony
geol ogi st was easily subdued. Santini stepped back and adjusted his ornate nustache. The ribbon
across his chest was | oose and he carefully fitted it back in place

"Bueno!" he exclaimed. Then his pleasure faded as his eye lighted on the box. He went over and
scooped up sonme of the greenish contents, let the flakes sift through his fingers, then
strai ght ened

"This is not the stuff!" he snarled



Dan Thunden, straining at the men who held linma' growl ed, "This heah gal nmust have nade a
change. ',

Santini swore.

Pat made unintelligible noises through her gag

Dan Thunden gl ared at Pat. "Wat did you do with the package that | sent you?"

Santini started at that. Dan Thunden had addressed Pat as if she were his great-granddaughter
and this was a surprise to Santini, who had learned in sone fashion that Pat was not Kel Avery
Dan Thunden's mi stake was no surprise to Johnny. Had bl onde Kel Avery not said that she had never
seen her greatgrandfather? A d Dan Thunden did. not know Kel Avery by sight, and naturally had

m st aken Pat for Kel

Santini took a full breath. It was plain that he was going to advise Dan Thunden of his m stake
Johnny said loudly, "Mss Avery, don't tell thema thing! Watever you do, don't tell thema

t hing!"

Instead of speaking, Santini blinked. H s expression showed that he bore half a conviction that
Pat was Kel Avery.

"Mu-mmbur-r-r," said Pat through her gag

"Untie her and see what she says!" ordered Santini

A man started toward Pat, but stopped very suddenly, for Pat had whi pped up a gun in her bound
hands. It was the weapon which had been ki cked from Dan Thunden's handat the start of the fight, and
whi ch Pat had nanaged to reach without being noticed

"Muimmmmwurr-r-ah," said Pat.

It was not hard to understand what she neant, and hands went up

"EXQUI SI TE!' * BREATHED Johnny, and sprang to undo the gag and free her wists.

Pat nade hacki ng noi ses when the gag was out

"I cane to New York for excitenent," she said. "Man, oh man, am| getting it!"

She stood erect, stanping her feet to restore cranped circulation, but keeping the gun |level and
det er m ned

"Why did you mail that package?" she asked Dan Thunden sharply

The white-haired man shrugged. "I was hopin' you would see fit to becone nah pahtnah.”
"What ?" Pat demanded i ncredul ously.
"You see, | needed noney," said Dan Thunden. "I was goin' to neet you in Florida and tell you the

whol e story." He paused to glare at Santini and the others. "But these gentlenen nust have got the
tel egramyou sent nme tellin' ne you would go to Florida. O did you send such a nessage?"

"The nessage was sent," said Pat, evidently deciding she could get nore out of himby pretending
she was hi s greatgranddaughter

"l nevah got it," said Dan Thunden. "And that explains why |I did not neet you in Florida. Did
Santini send a man down theah to

Santini suddenly took a | ong chance. He stood near Dan Thunden at the nonment. Leaping, he got

behi nd the whitehaired man and shoved with all of his strength

Dan Thunden was hurled toward Pat. Taken by surprise, and not w shing to shoot the old man, Pat
junmped aside. That gave Hallet and Leaking their chance, working with wits al nost as deft as
Santini's. They sprang quickly forward.

Pat shrilled angrily and fired, but her armwas knocked up and the bullet nerely clouted rotten
wood out of the ceiling. Santini ran in and got her gun

Johnny struck Santini in the face. Wiirling, Santini put the nuzzle of the gun against Johnny's
chest and pulled the trigger until the gun was enpty.

The reports were deafening in the shack. Johnny was knocked back, spinning, by the force of the
slugs. Coat fabric over his chest snoked and dripped sparks. He fell flat on his back and lay there
eyes widely open, all of his gaunt I ength inmobile

Dan Thunden, still stunbling fromthe shove which had propelled himat Pat, got his bal ance and
whirl ed, but saw the odds were against him for Santini's thugs already had their guns out

Head down, Dan Thunden pl unged outside. A Santini gunman shot at the white-whiskered formflying
through the firelight, but Thunden only | eaped higher into the air and went the faster, until he was
lost in the darkness and the stunted brush of the beach

Four nen, struggling together, held Pat

"What a life!" Santini gasped

A MAN ran over to exam ne Johnny.

"Let himgo," snapped Santini. "I shot himmany times in the heart."

Leaki ng swabbed at perspiration running off his face in fast drops

"Boss, | nmove we shake the dust of this place," he puffed. "Things are getting too tough. This
skinny guy you shot is one of Doc Savage's outfit, and that neans hell. This Doc Savage will nove
the earth to get the guys who rubbed out his pal."

"Only too true,” put in Hallet nervously. "Kidnaping that bronze man was one thing. Killing one

of his men is another. Savage is a wi zard, and the United States is going to be too warmfor us."
Pat said, "You birds are just getting wise to yourselves!"
A man sl apped her over the mouth. She bit him The man cursed, lifted a gun



"No!" yelled Santini. "She is the one who knows where the other box is!"

"But she ain't old Thunden's great-granddaughter!" objected Leaking.

"Maybe we make the mistake and she is Kel Avery," said Santini. "Did you not see the old goat
accuse her of naking away with the parcel ?"

"Maybe," Leaking admtted. "But we got word --

"Never mind the 'buts,' " Santini rapped.

After that, there was a brief pause during which no one seened to know what to do next, and it
was obvi ous every one was thinking desperately.

Santini's swarthy face lighted. Hs sharp nustache ends shot up in the air as he grinned. He
swung a hand around his head and brought it down on a thigh with a great snack.

"Bueno!" he yelled. "Good! Excellent! Wonderful!"

"l hope it is," Leaking said pessimistically.

"It is," Santini |laughed. "The one great idea, | have. We will take the plane and go to the
island. Doing that, we will be away fromthis Doc Savage. W will get a supply of -- " He stopped
and eyed the surrounding night, and did not finish.

"What about the girl?" Leaking questioned.

"We take her along," Santini grinned. "We make her tell where that parcel go to. It may be we do
not find the -- " He paused again and scow ed at the night. " -- we do not find what we want on the
island, then this box be very val uabl e indeed."

"Not a bad idea," Leaking admtted.

Wth that, Pat was haul ed, kicking and striking, out to the beach and thrust into the giant

seapl ane.

"Boss," a man addressed Santini.

"Si," snapped the chief. "Wat eating you?"

"When we reach this island and find the storeroom do we get to use the stuff ourselves?" the nman
asked.

Santini hesitated, shrugged. "Of course. Si, Si."

The man who had asked the question expanded Visibly and slapped his chest solidly, delightedly.

"l feel like a guy who had just been promised a mllion," he smrked.

The canvas jackets were wenched off the notors; selfstarters whirred, clanked, and the exhaust
stacks spilled sparks, snoke and noi se.

Wth every one aboard, the plane wallowed away fromthe beach. Hammering notors put the big craft
on step, and it took the air.

I NSI DE THE tunbl edown beach shack, Johnny stirred slightly. He shut his eyes and noaned; several
times he sought to arise, and at |ast succeeded. Propped up shakily, he tore open his coat, vest and
shirt.

The bul | et proof vest which he wore was of mail, not rigid arnor plate. It was a vest designed by
Doc Savage for hinmself and his nen to wear continually, and therefore it was light, intended to save
themonly froman occasional bullet.

I mpact of the revol ver slugs at close range had stunned Johnny, rendering him hel pl ess, and he
had lain there, at no tine unconscious, but unable to fight effectively and knowing it.

He had heard all that was said.

Getting up on his £feet, he wavered outside, fell down, then got up and propped hinsel f agai nst
the shack. There was a roaring in his ears and he coughed a crinmson spray, but it was not until the
roaring went away slowy that he realized it was notors of Santini's enornous plane which he had
been hearing, and that the craft had seened to recede to the southward over the Atlantic Ccean.
Johnny peered around, unsteady on his feet, trying to find sone trace of Dan Thunden. But there
was none, and he was still peering fruitlessly when a fast car nade noi se on the beach road and
headl i ghts waved a white glare.

It was Doc Savage's arnored delivery truck, and it stopped near by. Doc and the others unl oaded.
Monk ran up and stared curiously at Johnny.

"Do you know any cuss words?" Johnny asked thickly.

"Hell, yes," Monk said.

"Then cuss some for ne," Johnny nmunbl ed, and fell forward on his face.

Chapter 13. FEAR CAY TRAIL

A THOUSAND bi g, noi sy thunderbolts seened to be naking nusic for Johnny while he sat on a cl oud
in sepia blackness. The thunder nusic was steady, and not nice to listen to, nor to feel, either,
because one of the cannonadi ng thunderbolts occasionally flew off at a tangent and struck Johnny
heavily in the chest, making himfeel as if he wanted to open his eyes and junp, except that the
cl oud which held himup was so soft and confortable.

Sonebody said, "C ose the windows. | think Johnny is coming out of it."

Johnny opened his eye and what he saw showed hi mthat he was not on a cloud, but on a confortable
berth in Doc Savage's | argest speedpl ane.

Monk was cl osing the windows to shut out the notor noise, which was terrific, the silencers being
cut off fromthe exhausts for greater power efficiency.

Around about were Kel Avery, burly Da Cim, Doc's five nmen and Doc hinself. The plane hit an air



bunmp, junped a little, then settled | evel again. O oud scud scraped past the w ndows.

"Where are we?" asked Johnny, and was surprised at the strength of his own voice.

"Over the Caribbean," Mnk advised.

"Wat ?"

"A good many mles off the southern tip of Florida," Mnk el aborated.

"But the last | renenber is folding up on that Long |sland beach!" Johnny gul ped. "How did you
find out where Santini went?"

"You tal ked," Monk assured him "Maybe you don't renmenber it. Doc shot sonme stuff into you to
make you rest. You told us a conplete story."

Johnny shut his eyes; opened them "I recall now It was |like a dream How badly am | hurt?"

"A few cracked ribs," said Monk. "You can navigate all right now, Doc says, unless you junp
around too brisk."

“I"I'l be superanual gamated!" sai d Johnny.

"Whi ch nmeans he's all right," snorted Ham who was on a berth opposite, sword cane across his
knees. "A sick man couldn't think of such words."

Johnny sat up, found hinself fairly steady, then asked, "How | ong have | been out of the

pi cture?"

"You got slammred night before last," Mnk expl ai ned.

The bony geol ogi st asked hastily, "Have | m ssed anythi ng?"

"Not a thing."

"What about the patriarch with the al abaster |ocks?"

"Dan Thunden?" Mnk grunted. "Believe it or not, he hired one of the fastest planes in New York
and lit out for this part of the world. A bird named Wndy All en owned the plane and flewit."
"How di d you acquire that know edge?"

"The pilot he hired, Wndy Al len, was talkative and told around what a swell wad of coin he was
to get for flying the old goat down to the Caribbean. Doc checked up the airports as a matter of
routine, and got the dope there. That Wndy Allen sure lived up to his nanme."

Johnny rai sed higher, |eaned over and peered down through gossanmer puddl es of cloud which were
al nost blindingly white because of the sun shining upon them Perhaps a nmile below was a finely
riffled expanse of ultramarine, a limtless vista of blue that slid away to the horizons in a
panorama so vast that it was a bit breath-taking.

"The Caribbean," Johnny said. "Right."

"Bring me a chart and I'Il point out the exact spot that Santini indicated."

Long Tom had retired to the tiny, soundproofed cubicle which held the radi o apparatus. He popped
into view |ike a pale jack-in-a-box.

"I just got an S.O S.!" he barked.

DOC SAVAGE swung back to his side. "Were is it comng from Long Ton®?"

"The bird isn't giving his position," advised the electrical expert. "Fromthe sound of his fist,
he's sending the letters as he picks themoff a code chart."

The bronze man bent over the instrunents and adjusted the dials. The signals fromthe

| oud- speaker were very weak, and he turned on nore volune. Irregular, hesitant, the dots and dashes
whi ned out of the ether.

"Whoever is sending does not know the code," Doc agreed. "We'll try the directional antenna."
Doc turned a | arger knob, and this swung a directional |oop aerial nounted in the plane fusel age
to the rear of the cabin. Possibly thirty seconds were required to pick the point at which the
erratic signals were the |oudest.

"Ei ther northwest or southeast of us," he decided.

Kel Avery winkled her brow, "But can't you tell nearer

"The directional |oop only shows the plane of greatest intensity of radio signals,"” Doc

expl ained. "The sending station is on a |line drawn through our present position fromthe northwest
to the southeast, but the only way we can tell the exact direction is to take another bearing when
we have gone on a fewmnmles."

Johnny cane hobbling back, favoring his injured chest, holding a chart in both bony hands. He

poi nt ed.
"The place Santini indicated is southeast of here," he said.
"The radio S. 0. S.!" Long Tom barked. "I wonder -- " He did not finish.

The radi o speaker continued to buzz three dots, three dashes, three dots in nonotonous

succession. The signals seened to grow weaker as the minutes passed.

Doc worked with dividers, rule and pencil on the chart, and some five mnutes later, when the

great plane had hurtled through al nost twenty-five mles of sun-scorched sky, he took a second

radi o- conpass bearing and drew a line. Wiere this intersected the first bearing, was the |ocation of
the wirel ess appeal for aid.

" Sout heast," he announced, and pronptly went forward to change the course of the plane.

Johnny had fallen to studying the chart. A puzzled expression overspread his |ong, studious

face.

"1"11 be supermal gamated!" he nuttered.



"What's eating you?" Renny wanted to know.

"There is no island shown where Santini had his finger on the nmap," Johnny nuttered.

Doc cane back fromthe cockpit, having turned the flying over to the ingenius nechanical robot.
Johnny nmet the bronze man with a | ook of bew | dernent.

"The chart does not show an island, Doc," he advised.

The bronze man considered for a nmoment, then went on back. to the radio cubicle. He swtched on
the transmitter and alternately sent and received for sone tine.

"There may be an island, after all," he said at |ast.

"Huh?" Renny grunted. "But the map -- "

"l got in touch by radio with the hydrographic office of the Navy Department,"” Doc expl ai ned.
"They | ooked over old charts of this region for us, and it seens sone anci ent maps di d show t he
presence of an island.”

"Did the island have a nanme?" Renny asked.

"Fear Cay," Doc said. "It was nanmed that on the old maps."

RETURNED to the wave | ength on which the S. 0. S. call was being sent, the radi o speaker

continued to buzz dots and dashes. At no tinme, however, was anything received other than three dots,
three dashes, three dots.

"Queer the guy don't give his position," Mnk nuttered. "Anybody w th gunption woul d know enough
to do that."

Long Tom after listening intently, glanced around. "That sender cannot be far away," he said.
"How can you tell!" Kel Avery asked curiously.

Long Tom shrugged. "GCh, when you're close to a station, very close that is, there's a noticeable
di fference. You can al nost hear the key close."

Ham |l aid his sword cane aside, got a pair of binoculars and began to use themthrough the
scattered patches of cloud. A slight quantity of oil fromthe engi nes had sneared the wi ndows and he
slid one of the panes back in order that he m ght see better. The notor nmpan came in w th whooping
vol ure.

"Fear Cay!" Ham bawl ed suddenly.

Every one in the plane crowded to cabin wi ndows.

Pretty Kel Avery was breathl ess. She | ooked even nore the cinenma star now, for she wore about

what a novie director would request his star to affect when maki ng an adventure picture. Her boots,
| aced breeches and | eather bl ouse were new, but serviceable.

Bi g, overnuscled Da Cima hulked in the background, his square face slightly purple, as if he
were straining nmentally, possibly trying to envision what not even Ham s powerful glasses could as
yet reveal .

Fear Cay was still mles away. But it seemed to rush toward them so terrific was the speed of

t he pl ane.

Doc went to the pilot's cockpit and tilted the plane downward.

The sea heaved up at themlikea bl oating green paunch and the cay, clinbing out of the haze, took
on definite contour.

"l say," Ham pointed out excitedly. "It doesn't |look like a place where a boat could |land!"

The | awyer was drawing attention to the coral reef around Fear Cay. Such reefs encircling islands
of coral formation were a rule rather than an exception, but usually 'they had one or nore openings
whi ch gave access to the lagoon within. But there were no apertures in the jagged band around this
cay.

Looki ng down fromthe height of the plane, the reef resenbled a necklace of ugly gray foam for
the waves broke over the coral fangs w th smashing viol ence.

The island itself was | ow, a bog of mangrove swanp and jungle. Nowhere did it project nore than a
few yards above the sea.

"Coul dn't be seen froma great distance," Renny boomed. "That hel ps explain why it isn't on the
nodern charts."

Long Tomjamed his head into the radio box, then hauled it out again.

"That S 0.5. is being sent from Fear Cay!" he barked.

Ham dr opped t he bi nocul ars and scooped up his sword cane to point.

"Yes, and | think | see where it's being sent from" he shouted. "Look! That wecked pl ane!"

THE REEF around Fear Cay was a foaming ring of stone, but the isle itself had at npbst points a

wi de beach of silver-colored sand, lined with tall royal and cocoanut pal ns. The trees bobbed, their
bundl ed fronds contorting, for there seemed to be considerable of a breeze.

The plane lay at the beach edge, half buried in a tangle of nmangroves. Both sl ender w ngs were

wi ped off. The wind fluttered fabric around the edge of a great hole which gaped in the fusel age,
and the single engine was detached and | ay deeper in the mangroves, barely distingui shable.

Ham cal | ed, "Doc! See any one?"

"No," said the bronze man.

"Are we going to [ and?"

"W are."

Doc banked the plane out over the reef where jade and enerald surf sloshed itself into an ivory



suds, then swooped over the lagoon with its kal ei doscopic coloring. The hull touched so lightly that
only the braking effect and the appearance of a long foamtail showed themthey were down. Wooping
not or gusts ki cked theminshore

The royal palnms seemingly grew larger, standing up like pillars of silver fromthe gaudi ness of

ol eanders, jessam ne, poinsettia. Qulls and a fork-tailed frigate bird sailed inquiringly about the
pl ane

The breeze was bl owi ng inshore, and the air above the beach was gray with fine driven coral sand
The pal m fronds convul sed steadily, and palnmetto | eaves trenbled to the w nd

Doc cut the notors. The plane was kicked around with its nose into the wind, then sailed backward
until the reinforced hull grounded on the beach

The nmen unl oaded

"Eyes open!" Doc warned

They all ran toward the wecked plane. The w nd-bl own coral grains gnawed at their naked skin

like sleet, and the sun was brazen, nerciless with its heat. They waded into pal mettos, sank

ankl e-deep in soft ground, then worked through mangroves

Doc stopped abruptly and pointed, saying nothing

"Holy cow " Renny gul ped

A long, grisly object lay under a bush. He was clad in khaki trousers, boots, a |eather blouse

an aviator's helnet. It bore the shape of a man, vaguely, but where face and hands shoul d have been
there was only grisly, bare bone

"A skeleton!" Renny runbled. "But Doc, it takes years to turn a body into a skeleton! And those

cl othes are not even weat her-beaten!"

Doc Savage advanced, while Mnk caught Kel Avery's arm and gui ded her back so that she woul d not

be unnecessarily upset

The | eather blouse of the thing on the ground was unbuttoned. Only rib bones were beneath. They
were bare and white; al nost polished

"A freshly made skel eton,” Long Tom deci ded al oud. "Now, | ask you, brothers, what do you nmake of
t hat ?"
A brittle silence was his only answer. Doc picked up one of the boots, shook it -- and bare white

tibia, fibula and netatarsal bones rattled out

"Whew " Ham gul ped, and his knuckl es whitened on his sword cane

"What d' you make of this?" Long Tom asked

Doc Savage indicated the skull, after renoving the helmet. "The top of the head is caved in, as
if it mght have been fractured when the plane crashed.”

"“1'"11 be superamal gamated!" Johnny murnmured. "You maintain this is the pilot of the denolished
aircraft?"

Doc did not answer, but arose and studied the tracks around the plane and the marks it had nade
when w ecked.

"The ship was trying to take off, probably just got into the air, and a nunber of bullets put the
mot or out of commission,” he said. "The ship is full of bullet holes. Possibly it crashed trying to
land! "

Doc cane back and searched the | eather jacket which had enclosed the bones. He found papers and
letters which bore a nane.

"This is Wndy Allen, old Dan Thunden's flier," he announced

THE BRONZE man gave attention to the wecked plane. Inside, there was a radio transmtter and
receiver. Doc renpoved the netal shields and held a pal mon the vacuumtubes on the transmtter

si de

"Hot," he said. "That nmeans sone one used them for sending, probably up until the time our plane
was sighted.”

"Who?" asked Renny

The big-fisted engineer did not put the query with the nmanner of a man asking a question to which
he does not expect an answer. Renny knew Doc's ability as a sign reader

Doc circled slowy, the flake-gold pools of his eyes seenming a bit nore agitated, nore reful gent
There were tracks in the soft earth, prints which told the bronze man what had occurred

He had seen the footprints of Santini, Leaking, Hallet, old Dan Thunden and the others on the
south beach of Long Island. Al of those prints were here about the wecked plane

"The ship seens to have been shot down by Santini and his crowd," Doc announced. "Thunden and his

pil ot were aboard. Dan Thunden escaped into the jungle, but the pilot got a fractured skull in the
crash.”
Renny indicated the skeleton. "But what nmade the pilot like -- this? They couldn't have been here

nmore than a few hours? Wiat made hima skel eton so quickly?"

Doc Savage did not reply, and there was a sonewhat breathless silence while the others waited
hopeful ly. Then Renny shivered, knowi ng Doc was not going to commit hinself

"Who used the radio?" the big-fisted engineer persisted

"Thunden, " Doc said

Renny booned, "Then the whol e crooked crew -- Santini, Thunden and everybody -- is on this



island!"

"Exactly!" Doc said. "And that neans it would not be a bad idea to |locate Santini's plane."

" How?"

"Fromthe air."

Renny nodded and | ooked about. Mnk and Kel Avery were sonewhere back toward the beach. Ham
Johnny, Long Tom and Da Cinma had separated, evidently to | ook over the vicinity.

"We'd better call our gang together and get in the air," Renny decided.

They noved toward the beach, the whisper of w nd-blown coral particles increasing, palmfronds
a-rattle above, the small gale wailing faintly in the mangroves.

"I wonder if Pat is all right." Renny runbled, and nade flinty bl ocks out of his massive fists.
"Say, if they've done anything to her -- " His teeth ground audibly.

They gathered about the plane, prepared to wade out and cl anber aboard.

"Look!" Doc said sharply, and pointed.

Down the beach some two hundred yards, a man had popped out of the mangroves. He was a wiry man
with white beard that covered his chest like the front of a dress shirt, and a great nane of snowy
hair.

"Dan Thunden!" Monk breat hed.

Dan Thunden threw out his chest, fashioned a cup around his mouth with his hands and how ed into
t he w nd.

"Bonb in your plane!" he yelled.

HAD THE bonb gone off at that point, astonishnent could not have been nore conplete. Kel Avery
and Doc's five nen, all of whom had conme running at the call, stood rigidly and stared at Dan
Thunden.

Da Cinma for once showed a ninble wit. He | eaped toward the plane, big feet churning up water and
sand. He dived through the cabin door. Doc Savage was on his heels. They raked the plane interior
wi t h anxi ous gl ances.

Doc worked aft, for there was the nost likely hiding place. Da dim went forward, nuscle-bound
shoul ders hunched, eyes roving.

"The bonb, how she get in the plane?" he munbl ed anxi ously. "Every damm minute sone of us feller,
he watch the plane. Yes."

Doc pounced abruptly. He had di scovered a cabin pocket which | ooked nore plunp than it had

before. H's hand delved in gingerly and brought out a bundle of six or eight sticks of dynamte to
whi ch was attached a trio of flashlight batteries wired together, a detonating coil, and an alarm
clock with a crude set of contacts rigged on the m nute hand and the cl ock face.

Da dina |unbered up and | ooked.

"That, meester, she no so funny!" he gulped. "To go off in five mnutes, the clock she is fixed,
no?"

Doc cl anbered out of the plane with his explosive prize, carefully adjusted the clock hands to

cl ose the contact earlier, then flung the bonb far down the beach. It bounced, rolled close to a
royal palm lay there an instant, then detonated.

Coral sand clinbed in a great nushroom Tiny seashells were mxed with the sand and whistl ed
about |ike buckshot. The silver bole of the royal palmsplit, fronds fell out of the top, then the
pal mupset slowy and nmjestically. Echoes coughed hollow y then subsided.

Even the whine of the breeze, the hissing of coral sand, seened to subside. Dan Thunden still
stood on the beach two hundred yards away.

Abruptly, down the beach in the opposite direction fromthere Dan Thunden stood, there was a
comotion behind a gum bush. A nman stepped out, stood staring at the plane, seeming surprised that
it had not been blown into fragnents.

The newconer was Santini, and he was so far away that the red ribbon across his chest seened
smal |l as a scarlet thread.

Doc Savage spoke rapidly in a | ow voi ce.

"Monk, Ham Da Cinma and Mss Avery -- stay with the plane," he directed. "Johnny, you and Long
Tom and Renny get hold of Dan Thunden if you can. He and Santini are fighting each 'other, and I'd
like to know why Thunden won't throw in with us. He warned us and probably saved our plane fromthat
bomb. "

Renny runbl ed, "What about you, Doc?"

"I"ll try to do business with Santini," Doc said grimy.

Chapter 14. THE | SLAND OF DEATH

SANTI NI SHOWED scant interest in doing business with the bronze man's party, however. The instant
Doc started toward him the nustached nan dived a hand for the coat |apel under which his chest

ri bbon di sappeared, and brought out his ornate automatic. Evidently he no longer carried it under
the tails of his coat.

The gun whacked. Powder noise and its echoes cackl ed anong the tall palms. The slug kicked up
sand, went on a hundred yards and ki cked sand agai n.

Monk unlinbered a superfirer pistol and bl asted away at Santini. But Santini had dived to cover.
In the opposite direction, Dan Thunden scanpered to shelter, white beard flying.



Doc ran in pursuit of Santini. The three nmen he had designated to chase Thunder -- Johnny, Long
Tom and Renny -- set out

"Dang it, Doc, don't you want sone hel p?" Monk yelled

"If anything happens to that plane, we mght spend the rest of our lives here!" Doc called, not
turning. "You stick there!"

Santini did not shoot again. Tracks showed that he had set out directly across the island. The
terrain was higher here, with a growth of crotons, cal abash trees, custard apples and even guavas
cactus. There was sand and enough grass that Doc could follow Santini's trail w thout great
difficulty.

They crossed a | ow stretch where mangroves were a tangle, a festering norass popul ated by

hunp- backed spiders and | and | eeches. Then canme high ground again and | arge gnarled silk cotton
trees, and farther on, jungle with |lianas and grotesque ae"riai roots entw ning

Santini was following a definite trail, one cleared through the jungle some nonths ago, judging
by the shrubs which had grown up in the path. The swarthy man with the remarkabl e nustache was
evidently running at a head-1ong pace, for Doc hinmself was going fast and had not yet sighted
Santini .

Fromthe air the island had seened entirely of coral formation, but it now becane apparent, as
the terrain lifted sharply, that the central area was of nore substantial construction

The bronze man's casual gl ances discerned clay-slates, mcaceous and tal cose schists as well as
crystalline and conpact |inmestones, a formation which his know edge of geology told himconstituted
what geol ogi sts call the Caribbean series

Doc paused frequently and listened. He could judge Santini's progress now by the occasi onal
outcries of tropical birds. These noises, raucous at best, might have sounded no different to an
i nexperienced ear, but the bronze man could detect those that were al arnmed

Abruptly, Doc turned aside. Santini had stopped

A nmetal lic phantom nmaking no appreciable stir in the jungle, Doc circled until he caught sight
of Santini. The man had halted to use his eyes and ears. Santini seened satisfied that he was not
foll omwed. The swell and col |l apse of his chest, as he sighed his relief, was visible

Santini went on nore slowy, breathing deeply to regain his w nd, nopping perspiration

The breeze nmade soft noise in the foliage. Qulls going past overhead sailed sidew se in the smal
gal e. Thrushes and banana birds flew through the trees when disturbed, rather than above the foliage
where the breeze was stronger

Voi ces cane from ahead. Doc qui ckened his pace, then halted to peer through a screen of vines
Santini had net the lawer, Hallet. The fat barrister seened to be nervous, his birdlike
manneri sns nore pronounced. He had stripped to his undershirt and was fanning hinself with a dry
pal m frond. Two heavy blue revol vers were belted about his middle, cowboy style, the belt |oops
stuffed with cartridges

The pair consulted in voices so |ow that the words did not reach Doc. Then they went on, and the
bronze man | ost sight of them He followed their trail

It was not nore than four or five mnutes |ater when weird things began to happen

A loud cry rasped out, guttural with an awful terror. It was Hallet's Voice. And it ended in
uncanny fashi on, ended suddenly, as if the nan who shrieked had been envel oped conpletely by the
horror which had come upon him

Macabre silence followed. Then birds flew up, calling harshly fromall over the jungle, naking a
frightened bedl am

DOC SAVAGE glided forward and soon caught sight of Santini

The swarthy man with the waxed nustaches was backi ng across an expanse of rock, eyes fixed with
hypnoti c steadi ness upon the stone a few yards distant

The rock was snooth except for the undul ations and tiny cracks nmade by the weather. There was
not hing to show what fascinated Santini

Doc Savage renmi ned where he was, ears straining, and abruptly he caught a horrible npaning cry,
muf fl ed until he could not tell fromwhere it cane.

The cry affected Santini in grisly fashion, for he sprang backward as if the sound was that of
sone voraci ous beast, invisible in the scalding sunlight, but which was nmenaci ng him

Santini veered to the left abruptly and ran across the expanse of weather-cracked stone. He

vani shed over a snall ridge of rock

Doc ran forward, swinging so as to pass near where Santini had been when he evidenced such
terror. Nothing out of the ordinary came to the attention of the bronze nan's eyes

What had happened to Hallet was a profound nystery. Doc topped the rocky ridge. He halted so
suddenly that his feet skidded a little.

Santini had vani shed

Doc went forward a few yards, flake-gold eyes probing and alert. Then he circled, warily, |est
there be a trap. It was too nuch to believe that Santini had sprinted far enough to get into the
jungl e beyond the rocky space

Doc went conpletely around the rocky area, and nowhere did be find tracks left by the swarthy man
who affected the waxed nmustache and the scarlet chest ribbon



Goi ng back to the starting point, the bronze man began a pai nstaki ng process of follow ng
Santini's trail over the smooth, hard stone. To do this, he enployed a small, powerful magnifying
gl ass.

Santini had plunged through a small water puddl e at one point, deposited by a recent rain. For
the next few yards the trail was clear, wetly defined.

Doc ran ahead, following it. Suddenly, there was a low, dull clanking noise. Down went the slab

of rock on which Doc stood!

There was no time to pitch clear. Doc plumreted downward. Eight or ten feet he judged his fall to
be. Geat nuscles enabled himto land lightly on hard rock.

Scuf flings and scratchings cane fromone side. Aterrific blow smashed down on his head. He sank
as if struck by a gigantic hamrer.

DOC SAVAGE was twisting aside instinctively as the blow | anded, and the novenent absorbed nuch of
the violence. H s head remained clear. On all fours he scuttled to the left, encountered a rough
stone wal |l and stood erect.

Silence fell. Stone grated softly above, probably the stone trapdoor closing nore tightly. It

must have been made wi th di abolic exactness, for Doc's sharp gaze had failed to detect it. True,
part of his failure to notice the trap could be blamed on Santini's wet tracks, for they had
progressed boldly across the slab which had tilted.

The bl ackness was al nost eye-hurting. Doc felt in a pocket, found a coin and tossed it. His
opponent failed to fall for the trick. The metallic tinkle echoed and reechoed, indicating a |arge
cavern with many passages.

Doc wore his vest of many padded pockets containing the nmechani cal devices which he used
frequently. They were gens of scientific skill, these gadgets. They had saved his life on many
occasi ons.

A tiny tubular container, hardly as large as a tal cumcan, canme out of the vest. Doc opened it

noi sel essly, then made several passes through the air. A cloud of fine powder, quite invisible in
the intense nmurk, was wafted in the direction in which he knew his foe to be.

Doc replaced the container, and nore slowy, deliberately waiting for the powder to settle, he
produced what an observer, had there been one who could see in the dark, would have m staken for a
flashlight. But this had a lens that was so purple as to be al nost bl ack.

Doc thunbed the button. The flashlight device was a tiny, powerful projector of ultra-violet

rays, the light which is commonly called "bl ack" because the retina of the human eye is not
sensitive to them the beams which cause certain substances, such as ordinary vaseline, to glowwth
weird col ors.

A startling thing happened. The figure of Doc's foe stood out in the darkness, an eerie blue
apparition. The floor on which he stood and the contour of a stone wall behind him was al so
Visible. This was due to the fact that the powder which the bronze nman had thrown was one which

gl owed when exposed to the ultra-viol et beans.

The eneny coul d not see his bronze quarry. He never knew Doc was close to himuntil netallic
fingers closed about his throat, stifling an outcry.

Clutching, Doc got hold of a short rifle with which the nman had cl ubbed that first blow He
wrenched and got the weapon. Then he crushed the fellow down to the floor.

The man struggl ed and kicked, tried to cry out, but his nmuscles mght have been denuded of life
for all the good it did him Against the bronze giant who held him the attacker was hel pl ess.

Doc sought and found a certain spot on the back of the fellow s head, |ow down near its juncture
with the top cervical, the chain of small bones which conprised the neck. He exerted pressure in a
fashi on taught himby his fabul ous know edge of surgery.

The Victimpronptly becane rigid, paralyzed. He woul d remain hel pl ess and speechl ess until Doc,

or sonme one Wi th equal skill and know edge, worked on his neck again, after which he woul d have
nothing nmore than a bad headache and a stiff neck to show for his experience.

Doc used a conventional flashlight.

The man was one of Santini's thugs. The fell ow had been a nmenber of the party which had
endeavored to kill Doc and his conpanions in the car outside the office of Fountain of Youth, Inc.,
in New York City.

Roving his flash beam Doc di scerned a passage which led to the left and downward. The fl oor was
sandy and showed numerous tracks. The bronze man advanced, follow ng the tracks.

A TWST at the head of the flashlight caused the beamto narrow until it was no larger than a
cigarette, a long white string which roved ceasel essly. The flash was one which operated froma
spring generator rather than a battery which m ght exhaust itself. The generator ran soundl essly.
Details of the cavern becane apparent. The underground | abyrinth was not the work of human hands,
but of the elenents. Softer stratas of stone had been worn or dissolved by subterranean waters. At
spots there were chanbers of considerable size. Again, it was necessary to stoop and even craw .
But nature had received assistance at sone points. On three different occasions Doc's |ight

pi cked up spots where the passages had been wi dened by hunman hands to permit confortabl e passage.
A strange odor, not exactly pleasant, soaked the stale air. Doc sanpled the tang several tines,
once stopping for several nmoments to give his nostrils a chance. The snmell was not animal, nor was



it of putrefaction. It was vague, baffling

Di scovery of a light ahead caused Doc to forget the arona for the tine being. He doused his own
illumnation, then glided forward.

The other lights came fromelectric lanterns -- several of them Doc heard the thunp of hamers
on stone, and the scraping of shovels

Santini and a nunber of his men were gathered in a long, |ow chanber. Evidently they had not
heard Doc's encounter with their fellow at the entrance

"Stop making noise!" Santini snarled. "Fermate! Stop!"

Men who had been tapping the stone walls and shoveling in the sand floor, ceased their efforts
Santini took a long breath, shuddered and wi ped his forehead with a silk handkerchi ef

"Che vergogna!" he nmuttered. "Wiat a shanme! Qur good friend Hallet has met with msfortune."

"Hel I!" said a thick-necked fellow, and dropped his shovel. "You nean that Doc Savage got 'inP"
"Wrse than that,"” replied Santini

"What cha mean, worse?"

"There was a trapdoor in the rock of which we knew nothing," explained Santini. "Hallet wal ked in
advance and fell through. He screaned, and | saw what happened to himbefore the trapdoor closed
again." Santini paused to shudder. "Si signors, | saw. It was ghastly! And after the trap cl osed,
coul d bear hi mnoan!"

The man with the shovel cursed, then asked, "It was --

"He is a skeleton by now, " affirmed Santi ni

DOC SAVAGE advanced a few paces nore and stood well within the chanber, but to one side in

anot her passage which led off to the north, or so it felt fromthe current of air against his neck
The air was strong with the unexpl ai ned odor

The men with the lights and the tools were silent for a time. Evidently they all understood what
had happened to Hallet, and were thinking it over. Several |ooked uneasy.

"It's that dammed ol d Dan Thunden's work!" grated a man

"Yeah," another agreed. "The old rip! He's sure caused us hell. It mghta been better if we
hadn't tried to doublecross '"imin the first place. Gvin' himhis half split in the racket would' ve
been better than goin' through what we're goin' through."

Santini sighed. "It is spilled mlk. How were we to know that ol d Thunden woul d steal that
package, containing all of the product that we had, and mail it to this relative of his, Ke
Avery."

"Kel Avery," a third man grunted. "Damm it! |'mstill wonderin' if the girl we've got is really
Kel Avery, or that Doc Savage's cousin."

"W shall know the answer to that before long, | promise you," Santini declared

The men stood in silence, as if not knowing what to do. Doc occupied the interval w th thinking
over what he had heard. Dan Thunden had once been a partner of Santini's, it seened, and they had
split after a quarrel over Thunden's receiving half the proceeds of whatever nefarious schene they
had under f oot

"Way did ol d Thunden send the girl the package in the first place?" a man pondered al oud

"It was undoubtedly his first step in an effort to persuade her to furnish financial backing for
his project," said Santini

"You nean that old white-whiskers intended marketing the stuff hinself?"

"Si," Santini nodded. "That is ny guess."

"Did you destroy Savage's pl ane?"

Santini swore round oaths of south Europe. "Non! The bonb was in the plane -- but Dan Thunden was
wat chi ng, unknown to ne. He junped out and yelled a warning, and they got the bonb out in tine."
The man with the shovel dug savagely into the sand. "But why'd Thunden do that? Is he workin

wi th Savage now?"

"Non." Santini shook his head. "His is the game of a masterm nd. He hopes for Savage and his men
to vanqui sh us. Then he will step in and elim nate Savage."

"G ve old Thunden credit," sone one nuttered. "He's got a brain."

"He oughta have," said another. "He's been around a hundred and thirty-one years. A guy that old
oughta have sone gray nmatter."

Agai n the conversation gave signs of getting nowhere, and Doc Savage decided to try an expedi ent
whi ch he had used on other occasions. The bronze man was a naster of mmcry, of voice imtation
The |l ast man to speak had been on the outskirts of the group, in conparative darkness. Doc set
himself to attenpt a difficult feat, that of using his skill as a minmc and as a ventriloquist to
make it seemthat the man had asked a question. Doc wanted to find out just what had happened to
Hal | et

Santini interrupted at the wong instant, saying, "You had best resune the search. W nust find
Dan Thunden's supply of the nmaterial. The old devil has hidden it well."

"You think it's in this mess of caves?" asked sone one. "lI'mnot certain, but it is likely,"
Santini replied. "It was in these caves that Dan Thunden dwel |l ed for the ninety-one years since his
ship was wecked here in 1843, and only he alone of the crew reached shore. It is reasonable to
think that he would store it here."



"Right at that," sonmebody agreed.

Doc decided to try his ventriloquismtrick.

"What gets nme is just how those bodies are turned into skeletons so quickly," he said, assuming
the voice of the man on the outskirts of the crowd. "Just howis it done?"

The bronze man got a bad break. Fromthe direction of the entrance, feet pounded. Leaking
appeared, a-drip with perspiration, excited.

"Doc Savage is in here!" he how ed.

THE | NSTANT he heard that, Doc Savage noved silently along the wall, intending to get past

Leaki ng unobserved, if he coul d.

"How do you know Savage is in here?" Santini roared.

"The guard at the door was laid out!" Leaking barked. "He's paral yzed, or sonethin'. Only that
bronze guy coul d' ve done it!"

Fl ashlights and el ectric |anterns which had not been in use by Santini's party, were now turned
on. Their glow flooded the confines of the cavern and outlined Doc's great bronze frane.

Leaki ng saw Doc. The fellow s pores seened literally to squirt water as terror struck him

"There he is!" he squaw ed.

Guns roared. Lead spaded at the hard stone, knocking off fragnments, |leaving netallic snears.

Only one avenue of flight was open. Doc took it. Back into the side passage he whi pped.

Behi nd hi m weapons continued to thunder, the rap of pistols intermingling with the whoop of
repeating shotguns. A machine gun let |oose a staccato bedlam Bullets squaw ed and ricocheted and
seenmed to pursue Doc |ike invisible bees.

Doc used his flashlight, for haste was nore desirable than conceal nent. He rounded an angle in

t he underground channel, vaulted over a slab of stone which had fallen fromthe roof and slid down a
steep sl ope.

Next cane a |arge room and beyond that a narrow passage again. Doc scuttled along this for a
hundred feet. Then a door barred his way.

The door was of tinbers, very solid, and nowhere could be discerned a fastener. Doc threw a

shoul der against it. The panel held like Gbraltar, did not as much as squeak under his hanmering

bul k. He stood still, his flashlight roving the tinbers.
A shouting, shooting tumult, the pursuit came closer. It |ooked very nmuch as if Doc were
trapped.

Chapter 15. THE NET TRAP

Doc SAVAGE kept his flashlight beamon the door. He had twisted the | ens assenbly again, naking
the beamwi de and brilliant, and as he stared, he gave the spring wind of the generator another
twi st, an act which mght possibly have been attributed to nervousness. But in no other way did he
show that he was in peril of immnent death. H's bronze features were conposed, inscrutable.

He reached up abruptly and inserted his fingers in a narrow crack at the top of the door. Beyond,
barely in reach of his finger tips, he found a small lever. He threw this, and the door canme open.
Doc's eyes, sharp beyond the average under ordinary circunstances, had m ssed nothing in this
moment of stress, for he had discerned faint snmudges at the top of the door, a sufficient clue.

He pitched through the door and slamred it at his back.

Santini and his nen reached the panel, cursing, firing their guns. The |lead slugs dug dully at

t he hardwood, but did not cone through.

Doc ran his flashlight beam about in search of fasteners, but they were concealed in the stone
wal | in such a fashion that he could not get to themwi thout a | engthy search.

Fi ngers came through in search of the secret catch. Santini and his men obviously knew of it. Doc
struck the fingers with a hardened, netallike fist. A man screamed and the fingers were w thdrawn,
dri pping crinmson.

Somebody thrust a machine gun snout through the hole and began to spray bullets nethodically. Doc
grasped the gun nuzzle, pulled, but the weapon was too large to cone through. It continued firing,
and the barrel soon becane too hot to hold. Doc released it.

A second rapidfirer joined the first. Then sone one began to fish for the catch with a bent
rantrod. Doc clutched the ranrod and jerked it through, getting a screamfromthe fellow who had his
finger hooked in the loop at the rod end. "Badate!" yelled Santini. "Take care, Signor! W are
getting nowhere this way!"

"I've got a grenade!" a nman barked.

"Conme bello!" Santini squawl ed, relapsing into his native tongue in his excitenment. "How
beautiful! Datem! Gve ne!"

Doc retreated hastily fromthe door. The grenade woul d bl ow down the panel, and it was safer for
himto attenpt to find an exit.

He was a score of yards down the passage and roundi ng an angl e when he heard the door grate open.
They had di scovered they could reach the catch, hence had not used the grenade.

Preceded by a stormof angry bullets, Santini and his gang charged in pursuit.

"We've got 'imnow" a nman baw ed.

"Fool!" grated Santini. "W do not know, but that there nay be another exit fromthis passage."
"Haven't you explored all of this place?" some one demanded.



"Non," said Santini. "On ny first visit here, when we found the old man, Dan Thunden, |iving

here, we did not pry into this place. It was not healthy."

Doc crossed a chanber, dived into another underground channel, and a nonent |ater the voices of

his pursuers were echoi ng behind him

"Didn't old Dan Thunden trust you when you was here the first time?" a man grunted. "Looks |ike
he'd have been so glad to see his first white man in over ninety years that he'd have fallen over
hinmsel f to show you around!"

Santini said nothing to that except to snarl, "Presto! Mike haste!"

And Doc Savage, with his pursuers close behind him came to a sudden stop. H's flake-gold eyes
aghast and faintly unbelieving, rested upon the nacabre thing before him

He had conme upon a vision to inpel horror in the nost strong-wlled of nen

COVPLETELY forgotten for the nonment were the words which the bronze giant had overheard -- words
whi ch had told himthat Dan Thunden had been a castaway upon this island since the wecking of the
schooner of which the nman was captain in 1843; and that the first visitors to the island had been
Santini's party.

How Santini had arrived at the island, remained to be seen, but it was probably by air, for the
ugly reef conpletely around the island was an i npassable barrier to any surface vessel

Winkled trousers, a shirt open at the throat, costly shoes now nud-stained, |lay on the floor
before Doc's eyes. The garnments were winkled -- winkled, but not entirely collapsed, for there
were bones inside. 'The skeleton of Hallet, the birdlike |awer

That the skel eton had bel onged to Hallet was not to be doubted, for Doc had seen the garments on
the living man. The jungle nuck on the shoes was still danp, and overhead was the mechani smof the
trapdoor which had precipitated the shyster |lawer to his death

Doc's eyes roved over the floor; his flash beam probed. But there was nothing to indicate the
nature of the fantastic fate which had overtaken the bird-mannered barrister. The floor bore no
stains, no prints

There was a minor fracture on Hallet's skull, as if he might have fallen upon his head and been
knocked unconsci ous, or perhaps nortally hurt. But what had turned himinto a skel eton renai ned an
unearthly nystery.

A yel |l peal ed behind Doc. Flashlights splattered their beams upon him Santini and his gang had
arrived. A gun bellowed in the cavern, all but rupturing eardruns, and Doc felt the cold snap of the
slug past his head.

The bronze man ai med his flashlight beamat the nen and it raced an i ncandescent rod agai nst

their eyes. They cursed, blinded

"Fate presto!" Santini yelled. "Make haste! Seize him"

But Santini did not take the lead and his nmen showed no desire for a fight at close quarters

There was nothing to prevent them shooting, however. Their guns sounded as |oud as cannons in the
under ground | abyrinth

One man was canny enough to throw up a hand and drag his black hair down over his eyes, serving

to shut off sone of the glare so that he could tell about where Doc's flashlight |ens was. He
enptied an automatic. Luck was with him

A bullet collided with Doc's flash; glass geysered, and the white funnel of the beam coll apsed
magi cal ly.

"Bueno!" how ed Santini. "Good!"

Doc whirled and glided down the passage. He was handi capped. He had no other |ight, except the

one which utilized ultra-violet rays and the powder which glowed, and that was of no use just now.
Running was difficult, noreover, and slow, since each yard of progress had to be felt out, the

subt erranean way being full of stony outthrusts which snagged face and |inbs at the nost unexpected
nonent s

Wth his best speed and a reckl ess disregard of physical pain in smashing into jutting rocks, Doc
barely managed to keep ahead of the baying pack at his rear. He covered what seened to be at |east a
hundred yards. Side passages were everywhere. This portion of Fear Cay was virtually an underground
honeyconb

The bronze man hal ted suddenly, his ears alert. Ahead, there was sound

He listened, and the skin at his nape felt an absurd tendency to craw in spite of his power of
control, for the sound fromin front of himwas weird, a noise which resenbled nothing so nuch as a
great pan of frying fat. It was |ouder at nmoments, a crackling and popping such as is heard when an
egg i s broken into a skillet of hot grease

Santini and the others heard it, too. They stopped hastily. Strained silence held themfor an

i nstant.

"Hell's bells!" a man nunbl ed

"A scoltate!" breathed Santini . "Listen!"

"I"'mdraggin it outa here!" another wailed in terror

They fled in abject fear

DOC SAVAGE stood and listened to the flight of the nen who had been stricken with stark terror by
the sound that was |like grease in a pan on a hot stove. The strange noi se canme cl oser as the bronze



man del ayed, and he could tell that it was close to the cavern floor, as if it mght be flowing in
the fashion of liquid

Qut of his pocketed vest Doc brought the canister holding the powder. He flung sonme of the stuff
in the direction of the sound. Then he used the ultra-violet projector

VWhat he saw nade himfeel as if cold fingers had grabbed at his nape and rimed up through his
hair, standing it on end. There was no beast, no nonster, nothing of physical size com ng toward
hi m

The cave floor, however, seemed to be alive and undulating as if it were a river. Indeed, sone
fantastic fluid m ght have been flowi ng toward him The powder, |anding on top of such a sinister
stream and floating there until it was made phosphorescent by the ultra-viol et beans, would have
caused such a phenonmenon as he saw now. But it was very dark and the eerie sheen of the powder did
not reveal details

Doc backed away. The frying sound seemed to grow | ouder and the ani mation on the cavern fl oor

nore boisterous. It was as if the incredible nmenace was angered by his retreat

The bronze man put on speed in his retreat. Santini and his gang had fled and were not nenacing
him so there was no sense in risking his life just to learn the nature of the nmystery on the cavern
floor.

The crackling and popping was |eft behind. Watever made it did not seem capable of traveling
swiftly.

Doc found hinsel f wandering through the tangle of underground tunnels. He still retained his

sense of direction, but the course over which he had come was bl ocked by the nysterious horror which
flowed on the cavern floor, so there was nothing to do but prow cautiously in an effort to |ocate
anot her exit.

Santini and his nen were still in the subterranean passage. Fromtine to tine Doc heard echoi ng
shouts, the words unintelligible. The sounds were ghostly in the inky darkness

The bronze man searched through his pockets. And that was a sign that he was worried, for he knew
very well that the pockets held no matches. True, there was a pair of tiny bottles holding chenicals
whi ch, when exposed to the air and m xed, would burn brilliantly and with great heat, but their
light would last for only a nonent. It would not be wi se to waste them

Unexpect edl y, he saw light ahead, It was the unm stakable gl ow of the hot tropical sun. Doc ran

f orwar d

There was a rectangul ar aperture overhead. Perfectly square, it had been evidently hewn out by
human hands. A ladder led up to it, a stout |adder that was al nbpst a staircase

The bronze man was exam ning the | adder when an excited shout baw ed out behind him

"Here's the bronze guy!" the voice how ed

IT WAS one of Santini's men. H's Voice echoes bounced hollowly. Then Santini hinself shouted from
near by

"Buena!" Santini barked. "Do not |let himescape!"

Feet scuffled as nen ran forward. A gun roared. The bullet chopped at the stone

Doc | eaped for the |adder. Three steps he nounted with dazzling speed, then four. But something
happened. There was a grinding. The | adder dropped downward, carrying the bronze man with it

Too late, Doc realized this was another of the traps which the fantastic underground real mheld
There was no tine to |eap clear

He fell fifteen or twenty feet, was torn off the |adder by the shock of |anding, and sl anmed down
on hard stone. Leaping up, not greatly danmaged, he felt around him

There was only snoboth stone, circular, sone eight feet in dianeter, with no opening as far up as
he coul d reach

A man threw a flashlight beaminto the rock pit fromabove, and Doc saw that his prison was a
wel | -l1i ke cavity capped by a trap on which the | adder had rested. The man with the flash was

Leaki ng.

Leaki ng nopped at his face, shifted his flashlight to his left hand and used the right to draw a
revol ver

"Here's where | fix everything," he snarled, and | evel ed his weapon

Santini |unged, knocking at the gun. It roared -- and the bullet, deflected, flattened near Doc's
f eet

"Wait, Signor," Santini said grimy. "I have the big idea."

"Huh?" grow ed Leaking

"W will nmake this bronze man do a job for us," chuckled Santini. "Ah -- great, wonderful

maj estic, superb! This idea of mne, she is the swell one."

"It'd better be good," Leaking nuttered doubtfully.

Chapter 10. THE TRAIL SI NI STER

LEAKING s gun, in firing the shot which Santini had knocked aside, had nade a good deal of noise

and the sound had voll eyed through the hole toward which Doc Savage had been clinmbing when the trick
| adder col | apsed. The report had carried sone distance through the tropical sunlight

The big-fisted engineer, Renny, heard it. He pronptly halted. cupped big hands behind his ears

and |istened



"Hey, gang, did you get that?" he runbl ed.

"A percussion with the characteristics of a firearm" adm tted the gaunt Johnny.

"Let's look into that," snapped Long Tom

Renny dropped his oversized paws fromhis ears, started forward, then hesitated.

"Doc set us to hunting old Dan Thunden," he pointed out.

Long Tom shrugged hi s weak-I|ooki ng shoul ders and said sourly, "A fine ot of luck we've had! The
ol d geezer gave us the slip like a ghost. We're wasting tinme prowing around here. Let's see what
that shot was."

"A recomendati on of acumen," said Johnny, and pronptly threw his bony frane at the tangl ed
jungl e.

Johnny was the freshest of the three, for they had put forth no small effort in endeavoring to
over haul white-bearded Dan Thunden. The heat and the density of the vegetation was a conbination to
sap vitality. The huge Renny was perspiring and bedraggl ed, while Long Tom although far from
exhaust ed, seened a bit pal er than usual.

Johnny's fortitude was remarkabl e, considering the fact that another man woul d have been in a
hospital fromthose cracked ribs.

I'n Johnny's incredibly thin frane there seened to repose an unlinmited resistance to fatigue.
Johnny' s out standi ng physical quality, in fact, was his endurance. He seened never to get tired.
They canme out upon a conparatively | evel expanse of weathered stone.

"The shot cane from about here," said Long Tom

"I think it was farther on," Renny runbl ed.

The el ectrical wi zard shook his head in a violent negative.

"It was nmuffled, as if fired in a hole or sonething. Let's |look around and see if there's a pit
or a cave in these rocks."

' They advanced, eyes busy. Johnny, lifting his tower of bones on tiptoe, peered around and got
hi nsel f | ocat ed.

"I"I'l be superanal ganated!" he said quietly.

"Eh?" Long Tom queri ed.

"It was right around here that we |ast saw Dan Thunden," said Johnny. "The fellow traversed a
convol utionary course prior to his evanescence."

"Eh?" said Long Tom "I didn't get that last."

"He neans that Thunden prow ed around a | ot before he vani shed," expl ai ned Renny.

"You're going to choke on those words sone day," Long Tom warned the bony Johnny.

They continued their search for the source of the shot.

As a neasure of safety, they carried their small super-machine pistols in their hands and made
sure that spare nmagazine druns, fully |loaded with the nercy bullets which produced quick
unconsci ousness, were handy in coat pockets.

Renny t hunped sonething unintelligible, Iifted his machine pistol and sent an ear-splitting baw
of sound over the cay.

Long Tom gul ped, "What the --

"Dan Thunden!" Renny runbl ed. "Over there!"

He pointed -- and his two conpanions, |ooking, saw a thatch of white hair, a snowy beard, an

ol d-young face, vani sh behind the thick bole of a cocoanut palm

"He flattened before | could line up that first burst of bullets,"” Renny grow ed.

The big-fisted engineer fired again. The nmachi ne pistol was charged every third cartridge with a
tracer bullet, and a grayish thread seemed to stretch fromthe nuzzle to the distant palm where a
shower of cocoanuts were kicked down.

Renny corrected his aim but Dan Thunden had reached nore substantial cover.

Forgotten was the investigation of the shot they had heard. The three nen raced in pursuit of Dan
Thunden.

They crashed headl ong into brush, tore at |lianas and entw ning plants. Knee deep in sline where
the ground was | ow, they kicked and wal | owed, knocking off the big | and | eeches, avoiding the

hi deous | ooki ng spi ders.

A cayman, an alligator not nmuch |onger than one of Johnny's bony arms, fled madly at the uproar.
For a time, they lost their quarry. Then they saw himpeering at themfroma tangle of mangroves,
and they set out again.

But once nore, Dan Thunden di stanced themwi th an ease that was disgusting.

"He must know every inch of this island to get around like that," Renny grunbl ed.

"The fellow has the agility of an acrobat," conpl ai ned Johnny.

Then they saw Thunden again. He was | eaning frombehind an upthrust of coral this time. He ran
before they could fire.

Renny and his two conpani ons, follow ng, cane near enough to the beach that they could hear the
surf grunbling in sea coves of coral out on the reef.

Thunden had vani shed once nore, but only for a few nonents for they saw hima third tine, far
down the beach, running easily.

"For a lad a hundred and thirty-one years old, he takes the cake," Long Tom snapped, and



increased his speed.

Renny stopped, booming, "Wait!"

"What's the idea?" Long Tom pul |l ed up.

"Yes, elucidate,” Johnny invited.

"l just got wise to sonmething,"” Renny runbled. "Od snowy whiskers is pulling a fast one on us.
He is showi ng hinself deliberately, to | ead us where he wants us to go."

Johnny absently drew his nonocle out, unwapped it fromthe protecting handkerchief, sawit was
unbr oken, then replaced it, seeming at no tinme to be aware of what he was doing.

"Em nently correct," he admtted. "W are bei ng decoyed."

Long Tom plunged on, calling over his shoulder, "0. K ! Now that we know what he's doing, we'll
keep our eyes open. But I'min favor of giving hima chase."

The other two reached the same decision and ran after the electrical w zard. But they were nore
cautious now, at times barely trotting. That Dan Thunden was | eading themto sone spot which he
wi shed themto visit was evident, for he was careful not to et themlose his trail.

"Strange way for himto act," grunbled Renny.

"No stranger than his warning us of that bonb in our plane," Long Tom countered.

Renny nodded. "I1'd like to get ny hands on him He'd tell things."

"You said it," Long Tom agreed. "And the first thing he would explain would be just what turned
that aviator into a skeleton."

' The conversation ended sharply, for Dan Thunden had halted and was neki ng strange gestures with
his hands -- one finger was to his |lips; he patted the air with the other hand.

"Seenms to be asking us to be careful,"” Renny decided al oud.

Dan Thunden now stepped off the beach into the jungle, and did not reappear.

Renny and the other two went forward cautiously, nearing a headl and where the nangrove swanp
jutted out. Beyond was a jungle-walled cove, with a beach of black nmanganese instead of white coral
sand.

But they did not progress far. Fromthe jungle a revol ver baw ed. The bull et squawked over their
heads and chopped up water out near the reef.

The shot had come fromthe jungle.

THE THREE nen pitched for the undergrowth, Johnny grimacing a little. The racing about, heedl ess
of his fractured ribs, was beginning to have its effect.

They opened up with their superfirer pistols. The slugs nowed down | eaves, splattered agai nst
hard pal m bol es and cut away vines.

A man how ed in fright, and they coul d bear himrunning away through the tropical |abyrinth.

"l recogni ze that voice," Johnny groaned. "It's one of Santini's gang!"

The agony in the gaunt geol ogist's voice caused Long Tomto eye him anxiously.

"The ribs?" he queri ed.

"No, " said Johnny.

"That's a dang lie," Long Tom snapped. "You're about played out. Blast it, you oughta be in a
hospital yet. Stay behind!"

Johnny obeyed that command as they rushed forward; but not from choice. He was sinply too weak to
hold up his end of the charge.

They sighted a man fleeing through the growth. He was maki ng for the cove. Renny sighted
deliberately. H's superfirer npaned.

The runner threw up his arms, tossing a revolver high into the air. Then his head went down and
he stunmbl ed, turned a perfect sonmersault, after which he lay and squirned with decreasing vigor

until, by the time Doc Savage's three aides had reached him the man was |inp and unconsci ous from
the effects of the mercy bullets.
The flesh was torn slightly across his shoul ders, but he was not greatly damaged -- unless

infection set in fromthe wounds, which was unlikely, since the mercy bullets carried their own
antiseptic agent, and even the tracer chemicals were of a type which did not produce infection.
"Let's see where he was goin'!" Renny booned.

They plunged on, caught the blue wi nk of sun fromwater ahead, and came out on the cove beach.
Gasoline snell met their nostrils.

"Holy cow! " Renny expl oded.

The three of them pitched backward for the shelter of the jungle.

THE COVE was a narrow, shallow indentation, and at one end the mangroves grew out into the

wat er .

A plane -- Santini's great seaplane -- was beached near this point. G een boughs had been cut and
spread over the cabin and wings of the plane; others, longer, cut and thrust into the soft black
manganese sand around the ship. The result was a perfect job of canouflagi ng, which expl ai ned why
they had not sighted the plane fromthe air.

Under the conceal ment of wideflung palmfronds near the plane there was a hut, also of green
fronds, thatched so that its presence had escaped notice from above.

Three men stood near the hut. Each held a submachi ne gun. At sight of Doc's nen, they began
firing.



Renny's superfirer, bawing, sent back a hail of lead. One of the eneny trio went down. The other
pai r dived behind pal mtrunks.

The fight which followed was short. Santini's men were at a di sadvantage, bei ng out nunbered now,
three to two. Nor were they as good marksnen as their foes. They had to plant bullets in vul nerable
spots, and that was difficult because of the bulletproof vests which Doc's nen wore.

The decisive factor in the fray, however, was the fact that the slightest wound fromone of the
mercy bullets would put the man who received it out of conm ssion.

As the last of the pair fell frombehind his palmtree, squirmng with the deliriumthat preceded
the quick stupor of the mercy chenical, Renny darted forward.

Johnny tried to follow, stunbled and went to his knees, grinmacing. He tried to get up, but
failed.

"1'"1l be superamal gamated," he gritted. "I seemto have -- folded up!"

Bi g-fisted Renny went back, scooped the bony geol ogi st up easily, and bore him al ong. They
reached the plane under his covering of green linbs and Long Tom tearing the boughs aside, burst in
to inspect the ship.

H s feet sloshed through the water; nmetallic thunps indicated he had stepped upon the floats; a
clatter showed he was in the cabin. Then his voice came out hollowy.

"I"'ma son of a gun!" he ejacul at ed.

"What is it?" Renny denanded.

"Come in here and | ook," the electrical w zard invited.

Renny, carrying the vociferously objecting Johnny, worked to the plane and found Long Tom
pointing at the wings, nore particularly at el ongated punctures which gaped in the thin netal skin
of the wings.

"I first noticed the fuel tanks showed enpty on the gauges, then | ooked around for the reason,"
said Long Tom "There's the reason."

Renny nodded soberly. The cuts in the wings nust have been nade by a snmall ax, or a knife wi el ded
by a strong arm and they had penetrated the fuel tanks.

The strength of the gasoline odor noved Renny to glance down, and he saw in the bl ack nanganese
sand the tiny pocks made by the dribbling fuel.

They stared at the evidence of vandalismin silence.

A jubilantly youthful voice said, "You gentlenen did a good job theah. But youah work is not
done. "

The three nen knocked down a | ength of canpuflage wall in getting outside. They stared in

ast oni shnment .

Dan Thunden stood sone fifty yards distant, beside a ridge of ragged gray coral.

Renny snarled, lifted his superfirer.

"Wait!" how ed Dan Thunden. "Youah boss, Doc Savage -- Santini has gotten hold of him"

Renny | owered his gun. "What?"

"You had bettah hel p Savage," called Thunden. "Just tag al ong behind me and |'l|l show you what to
do."

Renny yelled, "Wait!" but Thunden bobbed behind the coral ridge and vani shed.

The three nen started in pursuit, but wenched up as they heard a stirring in the hut near by. A
fem nine voi ce canme out of the shack of green boughs.

"Do | get any attention around here, or not?" it asked.

Chapter 17. TROUBLE UNDERGROUND

"PAT!" RENNY how ed -- and all three nen whirled back and dived into the crudely constructed

hut .

Patricia Savage sat on the black sand inside, her face flushed and angry. A length of stout piano
wire, evidently a spare piece fromthe plane repair kit, had been fastened securely around her

sl ender wai st and the other end spiked to a palmwhich formed the rear brace of the hut.

Renny | owered Johnny and pounced upon the piano wire. He wenched at it, but it held. He began
twisting it, kinking and unkinking in an endeavor to break it.

"You won't get anywhere that way," Pat advised. "I did that for hours."

Renny nodded and put his huge hands to work on the knots. They were tight, and had evidently been
fled with pincers.

"You all right," Long Tom asked Pat.

They coul d see that she was.

"I"'m madder than a tontat caught in a rat trap,” Pat inparted violently. "Wat was that | heard
the ol d whi skered goat yelling about Doc?"

"Somet hi ng about Santini having gotten Doc," Renny said grimy.

"Ch!" said Pat, and shuddered.

"l don't believe it," Renny informed her, after freeing one strand of the piano wire. "Doc has
never yet been in a jamwhere he didn't have an ace up his sleeve."

"This Santini is the devil with a red ribbon across his chest," Pat mnurnured.

"Did they ever find out that you weren't Kel Avery?" Long Tom asked her.

Pat shook a negative with her bronze head. "I wouldn't be here if they had. Man, those fellows



are bad! They'd have thrown ne out of the plane if they had known who | was. They very near did it
anyway. "

"They kept you alive in hopes of making you tell themwhere the contents of that air mail parce
went to?" Long Tom questi oned

"That's why."
"Where did it go to?"
"Do you think | know?" Pat asked sarcastically. "Ask that other girl -- Kel Avery, or Maureen

Darl een, or whatever she calls herself."

"You don't seemto |ike her."

"l don't l|ike anybody who got ne into what |'ve just gone through," said Pat

Long Tomgrinned. "I thought you wanted to be anused by a little excitenent."

"Thi s has gone past the anusenent stage," Pat said, then grinned back at the electrical w zard
"But | don't mind, rnuch."

Renny gave the piano wire a wench. It came free and he straightened, advising, "There you are."
Pat junped up and ran out of the hut. "Conme on! Let's see if anything has really happened to
Doc!"

Qutsi de, they |ooked around hopefully. It was Johnny, his eye unaffected by the weakness that
cane fromhis shattered ribs, who |eveled a pointing armand declared, "There he is!"

Wi t e- hai red Dan Thunden had waited. They could see himthrough the jungle, poised near a
conveni ent pal mbol e that was bul | et proof

"Hey, you! -- c'mere and tell us what this is all about!" Renny roared
Dan Thunden's answer was a qui ck di sappearance behind the palm
"For two cents, |'d shoot himfull of good hard |lead bullets the next time he shows his nose,"

Long Tom snarl ed

"l wouldn't," Pat advised

"Way not ?"

"He's on our side -- until we clean up on Santini's outfit."

"Where'd you learn that?"

"From Santini's talk."

THEY SET out after the elusive Dan Thunden, hol ding their anger in check, but vow ng vengeance

It was humliating to be pawns naneuvered about by the old fellow, but they were not so unwi se as to
fail to realize it was best that they foll ow him

At such tines as they lost the trail, Dan Thunden showed his white head and made a noise to put
themright
Toward the expanse of rock near the center of the cay, their course led -- the sane stony area

where they had heard the shot which they had as yet no way of knowi ng had signal ed Doc Savage's
capture by Santini's crew.

"Did Santini's talk tell you anything el se?" Renny asked Pat as they worked through the tangled
under gr owt h.

"Plenty!" Pat advised. "Wat?"

"The npst fantastic story you ever heard," Pat explained. "This Dan Thunden was shi pwrecked here

in 1843, nore than ninety years ago, and was the only one fromhis ship to reach shore. He has |ived
here since."

"lI'"ve still got ny doubts about that guy being a hundred and thirty-one years old," Long Tom put
in.

"Santini does not seemto doubt it," Pat retorted. "And Santini is nobody's sucker."

"We'll let that ride, then," Renny grunted. "Wat else did you | earn?"

"That Santini found this island by accident," said Pat. "He was flying from South Anerican in a
stolen plane. He had gotten into sone trouble down there over killing a government official in

Venezuel a, and he was nmaking for the United States, after |eading every one to believe he was flying
sout h.

"He could not take the usual air routes, or fly over islands where there were settlenents and

radi o, or where he was |likely to sight ships. That explains why he happened to cone over this

out - of -t he-way corner. He was having notor trouble and | anded."

"Then what ?"

"' Then the nystery darkens," Pat replied. "They found Dan Thunden -- and sonething el se

sonmething worth a great deal of noney."

"Wat ?"

"Search me."

Renny came to a full stop in order to eye Pat curiously.

"Do you nmean to say you don't know yet what all this fighting is over?" he runbl ed

Pat winkled a nose at the big-fisted engineer. "Are you criticizing ne?"

"No," said Renny. "But | had hi gh hopes."

"So did I," Pat told him "I tried to punp Santini, but got precisely nowhere. 'They were very

glad to learn | did not know what was behind the trouble. And | had to be careful not to get themto
believing | was not Kel Avery."



Johnny put in, rather weak-voiced: "Santini and his gang canme to Fear Gay to get nore of the
stuff which was supposed to be in that air mail package, but wasn't, didn't they?"

"Right," Pat said, then | ooked anxiously at the bony geol ogi st.

Johnny had negl ected his pet luxury, his big words, and that showed he was suffering. Johnny
managed a twi sted grin of reassurance.

Pat continued: "Santini's crowd shot down Dan Thunden's plane when it arrived, and killed the
pilot. Since then, they've been trying to catch Thunden to neke hi m show t hem where the thing
they're after is hidden."

"Santini -- killed -- the pilot?" Long Tom asked sl owy.
Pat caught the strangeness in the electrical expert's tone said curiously, "Yes. Wy?"
"The pilot was a -- skeleton -- when we found him" said Long Tom

Pat shuddered. "And that remi nds ne of another thing. There's sone horror on the island of which
Santini and his nen are in deadly terror. They would not tell ne what it is."

RENNY TOSSED tip a beam of an arm and advi sed, "There's that stretch of bare rock ahead where we
heard the shot."

Dan Thunden vani shed from si ght of thema nonent later, and they drew their superfirers and
haunted the jungle shrubs as they crept ahead, aware that the strange ol d-young man's previous
di sappear ance had marked the nearness of danger.

Pat studi ed the expanse of naked stone, then gasped, "Oh!" softly.

"Eh?" Long Tom eyed her.

"l heard Santini and his nmen tal k about this place," said Pat. "It is honeyconbed underground
with caves. It was here that old Dan Thunden lived for nore than ninety years. Santini and his gang
t hought the stuff -- whatever it is that they are searching for -- was hidden here."

There was silence while they peered through a bank of ol eander and poinsettia in an effort to

| ocate an opening. But there was no sign of an aperture. They advanced, Renny in the |ead.
"Careful ," Pat warned. "From Santini's talk, | think this place is a net of traps. Dan Thunden
rigged themup as a diversion while he lived here."

"Sone idea of a pastime!" Renny snorted.

They continued to go forward, eyes busy on the rocky surface underfoot. There were many cracks,
nunerous tiny pits, but none of them seened to be a secret door.

Unexpectedly, Dan Thunden called to themfromthe jungle.

"Stanp on that square of reddish rock to youah right," he advised. "That'll open the trapdoah!"
Renny hesitated, then swung to the right. A few nonents |ater he was inspecting the panel of
faintly rose-col ored stone. Then he put his hands in his pockets and teetered thoughtfully on his
heel s.

Renmovi ng the big hands from his pockets, he dropped to his knees and began to feel over the dull
verm lion stone.

"The ol d goat said to stanp on it!" Long Tom snapped.

"Dry up," Renny said, trying to keep his runbling voice down to a whisper. "I'magoing to get even
with white whiskers for his little tricks!"

Renny fumbled with the cracks around the stone for a time, then stood up. He stanped.

To Dan Thunden it undoubtedly appeared that Renny was slamm ng his heel down on the square of red
stone, but he was actually kicking a few inches to one side. Renny turned.

"It don't work," he called.

"Try it again, suh!" yelled Dan Thunden.

Renny stanped -- again mssing the square panel.

"Sonet hi ng has gone wong!" he shouted. "We'll get over to the other side of the place while you
come and open it."

Wth that, he guided Johnny, Long Tom and Pat away. They stopped some hundred and fifty yards
fromthe stone, turned and saw Dan Thunden scuttling for the rock.

The ol d man reached the panel and delivered a resounding blow with a heel. 'The panel pronptly
flew open, lid fashion.
Dan Thunden howi ed, "I told you to stanp --

Then he sank down prone on the stone and seened to go to sl eep.

RENNY AND hi s three conpanions, reaching the whitehaired man, found hi msnoring |oudly, unnoving.
'The square of red stone was still open. A black cavity was bel ow.

Pat | ooked puzzled for a nonent, then smiled understanding.

"Doc's anesthetic bul bs!" she excl ai ned.

"CGood guess," Renny grinned. He indicated the edges of the secret door, where tiny particles of
thin glass could be distinguished. "I put sonme of the bul bs around the slab, and they broke when the
lid opened. The gas inside of them produces qui ck unconsci ousness."

Pat drew back instinctively.

"The gas loses its strength in less than a mnute," Renny advised her. "It won't overcone us

now. "

Long Tom who | ooked |ike a physical weakling, stooped and picked up Dan Thunden's frame with
mani f est ease.



"The ol d goat wasn't so wise after all," he grinned. "Boy, when he wakes up will his face be

red! "

There was a stir in the black void below the secret door. A man cursed, then queried, "Wat's

goin' on out there?"

It was one of Santini's nen; he nust have heard the noise as the hi dden panel opened, and cone to
investigate. He was canny; they could tell by his voice that he was well back in the subterranean
depths, protected froma bull et

Renny tried a trick, knowi ng that his voice would sound unnatural to the nman bel ow and hopi ng the
fellow would fail to identify it

"We've got old Dan Thunden," Renny said. "Cone up and have a | ook."

"Yeah," growl ed the man beneath. "Who're you?"

That stunped Renny; but Pat came to the rescue

"Tell him Snicker," she breathed. "That's the nane of one of the three who were watching ne."

"Sni cker!" Renny called

The man in the cavern was silent, still suspicious, and finally said, "C non down here where

can get a look at you. | gotta be sure it's you, Snicker."

Renny's long, puritanical face was very sober for an instant, because he knew the Santin

gangster woul d becorme al armed before | ong. ' Then the gl oony-1ooki ng engi neer di pped a huge hand into
his coat and brought out some of the tiny glass globes which held nore of the anaesthetic gas that
had vanqui shed Dan Thunden

Taking careful aim Renny |obbed three of the bulbs in quick succession. Htting and breaking

t hey made squi shing sounds. The gas was col orl ess, odorless, and victinms were always unaware of the
effects until it was too late to do anything

There was a sound as of a bundle of old clothes being dropped, and they knew the nan bel ow had
col | apsed

AFTER DESCENDI NG a series of steps cut in the native stone, they found their victim-- a broad

and squat man with a crooked nose and a pitted face-snoring lazily behind an outthrust in the cave
wal | . They relieved the fellow of a submachine gun and a canvas knapsack containing extra amunition
druns.

Johnny, who had been receiving Renny's assistance in traveling, asked, "Wat inpends now?"

Long Tom who did not snoke, but who carried a cigarette lighter in lieu of matches, thunbed the
tiny flane alight and squinted in the fitful glow which was cast over their surroundi ngs. He noted
particularly the rugged nature of the cavern floor

"This is no place for you, Johnny," he breathed. "The going will be too rough for those ribs of
yours."

The thin geol ogi st sighed. "That is regrettably true."

"So you better stick here on guard. You can watch Dan Thunden and this other guy."

"They will be unconscious for at |east an hour," Johnny pointed out. Then he groaned slightly and
sat down. "But I'Ill stay here

"Sure you won't pass out?" Renny asked

"Positive," Johnny insisted

"They left himthere, a formas thin as death itself, crouched above the two nmen who slept so
weirdly. His bony fingers held a superfirer pistol, and handy it' his right coat pocket were severa
of the anaesthetic bul bs

A man who knew how, coul d use those bul bs wi thout a nask, sinply by holding his breath for the
space of alnobst a minute, during which tine the vapor would have its effect on an eneny who breat hed
it, then dissipate itself. The stuff worked only when taken into the lungs

Pat whi spered, "Careful! Renenber, there's sonething on this cay that can turn a man into a

skel eton. Whatever the thing is, Santini and his nmen are in deadly fear of it."

"We've seen a sanple of its work," Long Tomreplied quietly, thinking of the skeleton of the

avi ator which they had found on the beach

They endeavored to nmake as little noise as possible. Between the three of themonly Renny had a
flashlight, one of the instruments which got its current froma self-contained spring generator. The
beam of this was played about cautiously.

Once they heard a faint, strange noise fromsone side avenue of nocturnal nurk. Listening, they
wer e puzzl ed

"Sounded |ike fat frying," Long Tom nunbl ed

When the sound did not cone closer, but continued | ow and barely audible, as if comng from

behind a cl osed door, they went on

To avoi d becom ng | ost, they daubed spots of a chem cal mxture at intervals. This stuff would

gl ow when exposed to ultra-violet light, and Long Tom the electrical genius, carried a projector of
the "black light" simlar to the one which Doc kept on his person. 'Thus their back trail would be
marked plainly if needful

They were crawl ing along a sand-fl oored tunnel, when Renny's huge hand stopped them

"Get that!" breathed the engineer

THERE WERE voi ces ahead, hollow, the words not understandabl e. They advanced -- and a gl ow of



light appeared. Men stood in a circle around a great metallic figure which lay on the sandy fl oor of
a chamnber.

"Doc!" Renny gul ped. "They did get himafter all!"

Doc Savage was bound with a stout rope woven fromplant fibre. Literally hundreds of turns

encircled his mighty frame. He resenbl ed a nmumy.

Santini and a part of his gang nmade up the circle of men. They seened still to fear the bronze

gi ant, securely though he was bound, for they did not venture close. And they were careful to keep
their flashlight beans off the bronze man's eyes. There was sonething about those flake-gold orbs, a
hypnotic quality that chilled. Santini said, "You re probably wondering why we did not shoot you
when we had the chance, Signor Savage." Doc said nothing.

Santini scow ed. "You were kept alive to do a bit of work for us. 511 And if you do it well, we

will permt you to live."

Long Tom s machi ne pistol clicked softly as he threw the safety.

Renny, gripping the electrical expert's arm breathed, "Let's listen to this first."

They coul d hear Santini perfectly.

"There is sonething on this island which is worth many millions of dollars, Signor Savage,"

Santini continued. "It grows here. But we do not know what it |ooks |ike when it grows. W only know
what it resenbles after it is dried and treated. This material is hidden somewhere, and only ol d Dan
Thunden knows of the hiding place.

"When we visited this island the first time, we |learned of this thing and arranged with Dan

Thunden to sell it to wealthy men who could afford to pay us mllions for it. W went to New York
and made contact with a number of wealthy nen."

"The nanmes in the file at the office of Fountain of Youth, Inc.," Doc suggested, and his powerful
voi ce showed no strain.

"Exactly, Signor Savage," Santini agreed. "They were very anxious to buy what we had to sell, and

pay a handsone price. It was then that we decided to get rid of Dan Thunden. That m ght have been a
m stake. He found out our intentions and seized a box containing our entire supply of this

fabul ousl y val uabl e subst ance.

"The old man had very little noney, and he hit upon the idea of persuading a relative who had

much noney -- Kel Avery -- to finance himin selling the stuff. He sent the box to Kel Avery and
arranged a rendezvous in Florida, which we were fortunate enough to apprehend his mail and prevent
hi m keepi ng.

"We tried to kidnap the girl and get the box, but failed, and she becane al armed and decided to
call on you for aid. We tried to seize you before she got to you, and there our troubles really
started. "

"Why the review?" Doc demanded sharply.

Santini smirked. "Merely a foundation for telling you that we want your aid. We will trade the
safety of yourself and your party for your help."

"How can | hel p you?" Doc asked.

"l know sonet hing of your ability,” Santini said. "You will notice that we keep our flashlights
of f your eyes. That is because we happen to know you are a skilled hypnotist. You can hypnotize Dan
Thunden and rmake himtell where this -- shall we call it a treasure -- is hidden."

"You haven't got Dan Thunden," Doc said dryly.

"We will get him" Santini snapped. "Now "

"The man whirled with his flashlight and started for the exit.

So unexpected was the nove that Renny, Long Tom and Pat were caught unprepared. Santini's
flashlight illum nated them

"HOLY CON" Renny booned. "W've gotta nmake a fight of it!"

H s superfirer blared. Sinultaneously, he pitched into the cavern. Long Tomtrod his heels.
Santini's gang, taken by surprise, reacted variously. One cried out in fright. Mther dropped his
flashlight. Ohers drew guns. One fell from Renny's blast of mercy bullets.

It was Santini hinmself who showed the npbst presence of mnd. He sprang backward and vani shed into
the gl oony rear of the underground room It seermed that he had a definite destination.

Long Tom and Renny were both shooting now. They concentrated Ol the flashlights, the blinding
beans of which were a nenace. Wth expl osions of glass, bows fromthe nmen who held them the
flashes went out. More men dropped. Confusion grew.

"We've got 'emgoin'!" Renny roared, and charged. Long Tom and Pat followed. Pat carried the
submachi ne gun which they had taken fromthe man at the entrance, but she did not use it, know ng
that it was the way of Doc and his nen never to take human life.

Then sonet hi ng happened. There was a rattling at the sides of the room The sand seened to cone
alive, exploding upward.

A net appeared, a nmesh woven of stout fibre. It had been buried under the sand, and was being

pul l ed by ropes attached to the sides and hidden in recesses in the walls. The notive force was
evidently a great weight sliding in a pit, for they could hear the runble and jar of its descent.
Renny and the other two were jerked fromtheir feet. The net nesh was | arge enough to pass their
feet and their arms through, and they hung there like fish caught by the gills.



The net trap was cleverly constructed. It haul ed them over and sl amed them agai nst one wal |,

hol ding themthere with an inexorable strength.

Renny snarled, and tore at the net. Hi s huge hands did nanage to snap two of the strands. He shot
down a man who ran toward him

Then Santini's gang was upon them Santini appeared fromwhere he had retreated to actuate the
trap, howing, "Non! Non! There is no need to kill them now"

Cl ubbi ng guns reduced the prisoners to sensel essness. "Go see if they left a watcher at the
entrance!" Santini gritted.

Chapter 18. LOTS OF LUCK -- ALL BAD

W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN was sitting on the top step of the secret entrance when he heard nen
runni ng through the caverns beneath him conming closer. Johnny was perspiring and pal e, absently
fingering his nmonocle magnifier. He was suffering fromhis injured chest.

He stood erect hastily. An instant later, he knewit was Santini's men who approached. He grasped
some of the anesthetic bulbs, took his time, then threw theminto the bl ackness bel ow.

Startled curses indicated he had downed at |east one man. There was a confab. He could not catch
the words. Sonme one tried to shoot him but had no luck. Johnny returned a blast fromhis superfirer
for effect.

Had there been only the one exit, Johnny m ght have held Santini and his men prisoners bel ow for
an indefinite period -- but there were other openings.

A hundred yards distant, a section of stone flew up. Two nen popped out wi th sawed-off shotguns.
Johnny did the only thing possible -- he got up and ran. G asping Dan Thunden's inert frame, he
attenpted to carry the white-haired ol d-young man al ong.

I'n Dan Thunden reposed the secret of Fear Cay, and Johnny wanted mightily to get at the bottom of
that nystery.

Santini hinself put in an appearance and yelled, "Non! Non! Do not shoot Thunden!"

Johnny tightened his grip on Thunden, realizing that the presence of the white-headed man neant
safety. But the burden slowed his pace anazingly. He staggered. Twice he went entirely down.

It dawned on Johnny that he was never going to escape with his prisoner. So, reluctantly, he
dropped the formof Thunden, then sprinted into the jungle. He reached the dense growth, plans and
gumtrees sheltering himfroma stormof |ead.

Head down, Johnny ran with a |ong-1egged stride. He was headed for the spot where Doc's pl ane had
| anded, and he kept going in that direction. At his back, pursuit was steady, but the eneny did not
gain.

Johnny was reeling and nearly out when he canme upon Monk and Ham

The api sh Monk was bristling, eager for a fight, his pet pig, Habeas, trailing him Ham had his
sword cane in one hand, his superfirer in the other.

"We heard the shootin'!" Mnk grunted. "What's goin' on?"

Johnny waved a bony hand to indicate pursuit, then sank down weakly on the nost

confortabl e-1 0ooki ng spot, an expanse of rank green plants. He sat there while Mnk and Ham dashed
forward.

"Where's Kel Avery and Da Cinma?" he called in a feeble Voice.

"Back at the plane," Ham called w thout stopping.

An instant later there was a bawl ing of nmachine pistols, the slammng reports of repeating

shot guns and the cackl e of automatics. Lead made eerie noises in the jungle. Leaves were cut free
and drifted with the breeze. Cccasional cocoanuts dropped noisily. Frightened birds nmade a great
uproar until they had all fled the scene of hostilities.

For perhaps five minutes, the guerrilla warfare continued intermittently. Then Ham and Monk cane
creepi ng back through the jungle. They had resumed their perpetual quarrel.

"If you'd throw that sticker away and |l earn to shoot, we'd have better |uck," Mnk grow ed, eying
Ham s sword cane.

"How coul d | find anybody to shoot at when you charged around |ike an el ephant and showed t hem
where we were?" Ham snapped. "Nature had sure run out of brains when she got around to equipping
you!"

This was a slight exaggeration, considering Mnk's reputation as one of the greatest of living
chem sts.

They reached Johnny, and Monk advised, "There was just a lot of |ead-throwi ng and noise. | don't
think anybody was hit. And they beat it. Now, tell us what's happened."

Johnny did not reply. He was on all fours, eyes close to the ground, and he did not | ook up. He
seened in the grip of some spell.

"What' s been going on?" Mnk asked Johnny agai n.

The bony archaeol ogi st and geol ogist did not lift his eyes. He seened frozen in his crouching
posi tion.

"Hey!" Monk barked anxiously. "Wat ails you?"

Johnny lifted an arm beckoned.

"Look at this," he requested, and indicated one of the plants in the bed of which he had been
seat ed.



Monk cane over and stared.

"Just a funny-lookin' weed," he snorted.

JOHNNY LOOKED pai ned, and pointed at the growth of plants.

"Weed!" he sniffed. "Neither of you ever saw flora of that type before."

"So what ?" Monk queri ed.

"Exam ne the confines of this area of vegetation," Johnny invited.

Monk and Ham conplied with that request, and the result was a surprising discovery. The plants
which had intrigued Johnny grew in even rows, as if cultivated.

" Sonebody' s garden patch,” Mnk grunted.

"This is very strange," Johnny nurnured.

"Not half as strange as sone other things," Mnk said. "For instance, what is it that is nmaking
peopl e into skel etons around here? And what is Santini after? C non. Let's go back to the plane."
Before | eaving the spot where he was seated, Johnny carefully plucked a few shoots of the plants
whi ch had so intrigued himand tucked the sprigs inside his hat band where they would not be
crunpl ed.

By the tinme the nmen had reached the plane, Johnny had conpleted a rapid outline of what had
occurred. Monk and Ham grinned wi dely over the news that Dan Thunden had been seized, but scow ed
darkly at word of the final outcone.

They stood on the white coral beach where the sand stung their faces, and | ooked about. There was
no one in sight.

"Thought you said Da Clima and Kel Avery were here," Johnny suggest ed.

Monk, his expression suddenly anxious, lifted his voice, '"Mss Avery!"

Si | ence fol |l oned.

"Bl azes!" Ham nuttered, and nervously sheathed and unsheathed his sword cane.

Monk call ed again. Once nore there was no answer.

"Sonet hi ng' s happened!" he rapped. "Da Cima and Kel Avery had orders to stick right here!"

A nmorment | ater, Habeas Corpus began squealing and grunting off to one side. The three nmen dived
for the spot, Hamusing his sword cane to knock aside the jungle vegetati on, Monk and Johnny with
thei r machi ne pistols ready.

"1"11 be superamal gamated!" Johnny munbl ed, and all three stared at what Habeas had found.

Bl G DA CLI MA was piled slackly on his stomach in the | eafage, his |l egs crossed in a grotesque
fashi on, one armtw sted under his chest, the other flung up and over his head as if to protect it.
H s head was askew, the face up, and a crinmson rivulet had crawl ed down out of his hair, trickled
on down his face and over neck, to redden his shirt collar.

"Look for Kel!" Ham barked, and sank down to see how badly Da Clim was hurt.

Monk dashed about; Johnny tottered. Both waved their rapidfirer pistols, anxious to find a
target, and both had rage-tensed faces. But neither found a sign of the eneny.

When they went back, Ham | ooked up fromhis task of kneading Da Clim's wists, got their

di sgust ed head shakes, then said, "He's comng out of it. There's hardly any bump at all on his
head. "

Da Cinma sat up at last. H s manner was rem ndful of the first tine they had seen him back at
the New York airport. He blinked, swayed his read fromside to side and | ooked stupid.

"Where's Kel Avery?" Ham snapped.

"Da Cima, how he know?" the overnuscled man nunbl ed.

"\What happened to you?"

Da Cdima (lid not seemquite positive on the subject.

"For you feller, | stand around and listen, yes," he said 'vaguely. "Then all of a sudden the top
of my head, she go bane! like the firecracker on the Fourth of July."
"Then what ?"

"How do | know?" Da Clinma scowl ed. "' The world, she kind of stop for to go around, then."
"Sonebody sneaked up behind and ki ssed your bean with a gun barrel or sonething, eh?" Mnk
grow ed.

"Maybe," Da Cima adnmtted. "I no see the soul, not a soul."

The big man stood up, glared at his knees which seenmed inclined to buckle, then hamrered hinself
upon the chest -- weakly at first and erratically, alnmobst missing with his own fist, then nore
accurately and soundly, so that his great torso gave off hol | ow boom ngs.

"Show me the damm feller who is do this to Da Clima!" he roared. "I tear fromhimthe armand

| eg, yes!"

"You sure do talk, big boy," Mnk growl ed. "But in action you ain't been so hot."

Da dinma gl owered. "What you mean by that? The insult, no?"

Ham put in placatingly, "Don't mnd the mssing link, Da Jdima. He fell out of the nest when he
was little."

Da dinma |aughed harshly and frowned at Mnk. "I might have known this feller he born in a nest
in the tree, |like the nonkey."

Johnny snapped, "Stop it! This is no time for personalities! Wat are we going to do?"

"Take the plane and try to spot Santini's men," Ham suggested. "Maybe we can | ocate them before



they get Kel Avery to their headquarters."”

They ran for the plane, clanbered into the cabin, and Monk took the control bucket. He threw
starter sw tches. Nothing happened. They cl anbered out and investigated.

"Santini's men took the carburetors off the notors!" Ham groaned.

THEY UNLOADED, held a brief conference, and it was decided to head for the rocky area afoot. Just
what they would do when they reached the scene of the underground caverns they were not sure, but
each man nade a pack of equi pnent which he thought m ght be necessary.

Johnny described the | ocation of the expanse of stone, and they concluded the place could be
reached nmore quickly by taking the slightly circuitous route around the beach. They could travel
nmore swiftly, especially Johnny, who was not equal to rmuch nore jungle.

"Boy, you're gonna suffer for that crack about nme fallin' out of the nest," Mnk prom sed Hamin
an undertone as they trotted along the white coral sand.

Ham started sonme caustic retort, held it back and pointed. "Wat is that?"

Al four men followed his indicating arm Bits of tinber, aged and weat her-beaten, projected
above the sand close to the jungle.

"An old weck," Mnk snorted, and woul d have gone on.

"Wait!" Johnny said sharply.

The skel eton-thin geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st went forward, eyed such of the tinbers as were
above the sand, then kicked about, uncovering others.

It was the frane of a ship -- not a large Vessel. The wood had once been carved in el aborate
fashi on.

"What're we killin' tine here for?" Mnk demanded inpatiently.

Johnny eyed him "Did you ever see a Roman gal |l ey?"

"Bl azes, no!" Mnk growed. "I'mnot two thousand years old."

"This," Johnny indicated the weckage dramatically, "was once a Ronan galley. | amsure of it."

The enphasi s which the gaunt scientist put on the declarati on was enough to inpress the others.
They knew from past experience that Johnny was not addicted to excitenment without just cause.

"A Roman galley," Mnk said slowy. "But howdid it get here on this side of the Atlantic?"
"Drifted, perhaps."

"N x. Ccean currents are wong for that."

"Then possibly it had sails which were set, and the wind blew it across, "said Johnny. "The thing
is not inmpossible. It could have happened. This island is on the outskirts of the Caribbean, and a
craft blown across the Atlantic mght conceivably have | anded here, or been wecked, as this one was
undoubtedly. "

Monk nodded. "I still don't see why all the excitenent?"

Johnny touched his hat band where the sprigs of weed reposed.

"l have an astounding theory," he said. "But we will go into it later."

"Yes," said Ham "W've got Kel Avery and the rest to worry about now. "

Soon they turned into the jungle. They went as quietly as possible, but banana birds and noi sy
parakeets were stirred up, while gulls and frigate birds sailed inquiringly overhead.

"CGonna be hard to get close w thout bein' heard," Mnk opined.

The expanse of snpoth stone opened before their eyes. The sun was nearing the horizon, but still
hot, and the rock was |ike so nuch nolten substance poured out, still white with its own heat.
Crouched behind a gnarled silk-cotton tree at the edge of the stony area, they used their eyes
and small pocket tel escopes, but discerned no sign of life. Mre inportant, there was no trace of
the secret entrances. 'The flinty surface | ooked one solid nass.

"Can you find any of the trapdoors?" Ham asked Johnny.

Johnny grimaced doubtfully. "I don't know. | shall try."

They advanced, weapons ready, pausing frequently to sink down and jamears to the hot stone to
listen for sounds from bel ow. The heat waves danced and all but scorched their skins. They were
already red with sunburn, their northern tan being little protection against this tropical inferno.
But they heard not hing.

Suddenly Da Clima, off to one side, dropped to all fours and pawed at a crack.

"Me, | find the hole!l" he gul ped.

DA CLI MA wr enched, pounded with the heel of a hand and so suddenly that they all sprang backward,
a lid of stone flew up, exposing a dark gullet that |ed downward.

Monk extended a hand. "Shake," he sm | ed.

Da Clima glared at the hairy paw. "Wat for?"

"I'"ll take it all back," Mnk informed him "You have finally perforned a useful service."
"Ahr-r-r," growed Da Cim, and scranbled down into the black cavity which he had uncovered.
The others unlinbered flashlights which they had brought fromthe plane, and foll owed the
over-nuscled Da Cinma. Roughly hewn rock enclosed themso closely that Mnk's massive shoul ders
rubbed and at tines he had difficulty in passing. Da dima's bulk was only slightly |ess.

The way widened for a time, then narrowed again. They passed a side tunnel. A stout hardwood | og,
whi ch they tested carefully, bridged a crack that cleft beneath them

Monk dropped a tiny pebble, counted alnpst to twenty before it hit water.



"Ni ce place, this," Mnk whispered.

"Pi pe down," Ham suggest ed.

Monk pi cked up Habeas, who was following them and carried the big-eared pig tucked under an arm
Habeas was maki ng no sound now. Not for nothing had Monk spent innumerable hours in training the
shoat .

Da Cima, first into the depths, was still in the lead, and as they cane to a point where it was
necessary to get down on all fours and crawl, he went ahead.

"Ugh!" Da Cima expl oded unexpectedly.

The next instant, his gun enmitted a blast that all but ruptured their eardrunms. Then the mnuscul ar
giant scuttled forward, reached a sizable chanber, and reared erect. He plunged on.

"A man, he see ne!" he how ed. "That guy Santini, | think it was | -- "

Men shout ed ahead. They caught Santini's foreign accent. A gun |ashed red flane. They fired back.
Their shots were not answered.

"CGonna be tough from now on," Mnk grow ed.

They stood there in darkness, their flashlights extinguished.

"1," said Ham "have an idea."

THE DAPPER | awyer coul d be heard funbling at the pack which held the stuff they had brought from
t he pl ane.

"What is this idea?" Mnk whispered.

"We'll use the light-spot cartridges on those birds," Hamsaid grimy. "That should give them
sonmet hing to think about."

"Boy, you are bright," Mnk admtted, and dug into his own pack.

Li ght-spot cartridges was the designation given by Doc Savage's nen to a special shell which the
bronze man had designed for the superfirer. Doc had created many unusual bullet types for the
remar kabl e guns, fromtracers and nmercy slugs to explosives of such power that a single one could
knock down a snall house.

The |ight-spot pellets were anong the nost unique. They were charged with a mixture of thernite
and magnesi um the exact ingredients known only to the bronze man, and burned with a brilliant white
I'i ght wherever they struck.

Certain of the amino druns were charged alternately with five |ight-spot slugs and five nercy
bull ets, an effective conbination. The new drunms were fitted and the guns |latched into single-fire
posi tion.

"Let's go!" Monk grow ed.

They charged forward. One of Santini's nmen fired at them

"Let 'em have the spots!" Monk rapped.

A volley of netallic clicks followed. Utter silence ensued.

"Bl azes!" groaned Mnk.

"Sonething's wong!" Ham grated. "These ammo druns are duds!"

Monk snarled unintelligibly. "I know Wen those birds got to the plane, they doctored the

bul lets!™"

He got no further. Santini must have heard their Voices.

"Rush them" he how ed.

Feet slammed. A gun glared red lightning. Monk thunbed on his flashlight, then tossed it to the
floor where it would furnish illumnation for the fight.

The next instant, Santini's nen were upon them There was no shooting now. The Santini gang
seened confident. They swung cl ubbed guns, fists, kicked and cl awed.

A dozen seconds of desperate conflict told Monk and the others that they were outnunbered. They
tried to retreat.

Da Clima got the retreat idea first. He popped into the cranped tunnel through which they had
just craw ed. In sone fashion, he seened to stick there. He began to bawl in terror.

Monk pinched Da Cinma, shoved him but the big fellow did not budge, although Mink's pinches nust
have been very painful.

"Danged if this mess of nmeat ain't a jinx!" Mnk roared, and gave Da Clima another terrific

pi nch.

Three Santini followers sprang upon Mnk, and three guns bl udgeoned together for his head. For
Monk, it seened as if all of the lights went out suddenly and his surroundi ngs becane very still.
Chapter 19. THE WEEDS

MONK' S eyes opened a little, rolled until they were all whites, then slowy assumed nornmal cy, and
he | ooked at Doc Savage.

The bronze man was sone ten feet distant, tied around and around, nummy fashion, with turns of
fibre rope. H's head and his hands al one projected fromhis tyings, and cloth had been | ashed over
his hands so that he could not use his fingers.

Monk tried to nove, groaned, "Blast it, |'mparalyzed!" then realized he was tied in nmuch the
same fashion as Doc.

"They don't take nmany chances, do they?" he nunbl ed.

"Are you all right?" Doc asked.



"H's skull is thick," Hamls voice said from sonmewhere

Squi nti ng about, Mnk saw that Ham |l ay near by, bound like hinmself. Johnny, Long Tom and Renny,
formed a row al ong the sandy fl oor

Da Cinma scow ed at Monk and strained against his ropes. He lay just at the edge of the area
lighted by an electric lantern

Pat Savage and Kel Avery were opposite, both tied, and white-bearded Dan Thunden was between
them Thunden seenmed to be slunbering yet fromthe effects of the anesthetic gas

They were in a ragged stone chanber. Santini and his men stood about, | ooking el ated

"It is the big reunion, eh, signors?" Santini inquired

"I n your hat," Monk grunted

Santini |aughed jubilantly, cane over and stood playfully on Mnk's chest, bouncing up and down a
little.

Monk rolled abruptly, throwing Santini, and Santini, regaining his feet, kicked Monk in the side
with great violence, swearing the while in his native tongue

Monk showed his teeth and grunted loudly at each inpact. like an aninmal in distress

"This is the joyful occasion for ne," said Santini

Then he went to Renny and began to kick and abuse himas he had Monk. He treated Long Tomin |ike
fashi on, and was standing on Da Cinma's nassive torso when Dan Thunden rol |l ed over and groaned
Dropping his diversion, Santini sprang forward and pointed at the white-bearded ol d-young nan
"This is what | wait for!" he snapped. "Take hi m sonewhere and nmake hi m answer our questions!"
Two men pi cked up Dan Thunden, head and heel s

"Do not go near that door with the secret |ock," Santini warned. apparently as an afterthought
"We do not want our friends here to turn into skeletons. Not yet, signors."

The two who carried Dan Thunden started out with their burden, but before they had gone far, Doc
Savage spoke. His words were in the guttural, not unnusical tongue of ancient Maya, the |anguage
which only the bronze man and his five aides spoke and understood, excepting those in the | ost
Central American valley to whomthe | anguage was native

"Talk to me in this |language," Doc directed in Mayan. "Make themthink we're cooking up
sonet hi ng. "

Santini glared as he heard the unintelligible wrds, then snarled, "Non! No,i! Speak so that
under stand! "

"CGo chase yoursel f," Mnk advised himin Muyan. "Say, Doc, what's the idea of this jabbering?
It"I'l only start himkicking our ribs again

"I want themto separate us," Doc said in Mayan. "if | can get by nyself, | have a schene to
try. "

Monk asked in Mayan, "What is it?"

He never got his answer. Santini, sputtering his rage, took the bait

"Take this bronze nman to another room" he ordered. "Two of you watch him Shoot himat the |east

suspi ci on!"
Doc was pronptly haul ed out.
Monk nmuttered in Mayan, "I don't see what Doc can do. They've searched him and he's tied up |like

nobody' s busi ness. "

"Losing faith in Doc?" Ham asked sourly.

Monk sighed and | ay back. "Brother, he's the only hope we've got."

DOC SAVAGE was carried into a circular recess in the stone, a place fromwhich there was only one
egress, and deposited on the sandy floor. The two who had carried himstrai ghtened up, puffing
perspiration |ike a shiny grease on their foreheads

"The guy weighs a ton," one captor grunted

"Pi pe down!" the other muttered, and planted an electric hand | antern so that its beam bore upon
the bronze man

"That's the idea," said the first. "W've gotta watch 'im™"

But Doc Savage did not want them scrutinizing himtoo closely, and he discouraged their attention
by the sinple expedient of staring at themintently, |ids w dened so that the full power of his
fl ake-gol d eyes had effect

"Cut it out!" snarled one of the two captors

Doc seened not to hear, and a nonent later, the hand | anterns were shifted so that the bronze nan
did not liein direct brilliance, nor yet in conplete gloom but in a half |ight where he could not
nmove appreciably wi thout being observed

"The guy can hypnotize a feller with themeyes," the nore burly of the pair nunbl ed. "That's what
Santini said, anyhow | ain't takin' no chances nyself."

There was no apparent possibility of Doc Savage gaining his freedom so securely was he bound

The bronze man's five aides knew sonmething of his remarkable ability, had seen himacconplish the
seenmi ng inpossible in the past, and even they had been skeptical about his chances. Mxed with the
skeptici sm had been hope, though, for Doc had a way of making the incredible seem sinple.
Santini's nen had wenched the heels off Doc's shoes to nake sure no gadget was hidden there

"The nails which had held the heels projected. The shoes were fitted with nodern zi pper fasteners



instead of tinme-honored | aces.

Movi ng an inperceptible bit at a tinme, Doc hooked a heel nail in one zipper ring and stripped it
down. He did the same with the other shoe.

From sonewhere down the passage that led fromthe room Santini's voice ordered, "Cone here, you
two! "

"You nean us?" called a guard.

"Si, si, you!" snapped Santini's voice.

"But we're watching -- "

"Canes!" snarled the voice. "Dogs! He will not escape in the mnute | need you!"

The two wat chmen wal ked out of the stone cubicle.

Doc Savage kicked off his shoes. H s great frane seened to turn to rubber, for be doubl ed
backward in the fashion of a skilled contortionist, and his toes found the knots that secured his
rope bindings. There were no feet in his socks, nerely spatlike straps under the instep, leaving his
t oes uncover ed.

The bronze man's toes took on the prehensile deftness of fingers. In fractional seconds, the
knots were untied. He twi sted about, working with fabul ous speed, but naking little noise. He cane
to his feet.

Down the stone passage, the two guards were peering about in puzzled fashion, for they had not
found Santini at the point fromwhich the man's voi ce had apparently cone.

"Boss!" one grow ed. "Were the deuce did you go?"

There sounded two dull thunps. Both men dropped sensel ess. Neither was ever exactly sure what had
happened, for they did not see or hear the netallic nenmesis who | oonmed abruptly behind them and
struck with both fists sinultaneously.

Nor did either guard realize at the monent that they were the victins of a skill at voice mimcry
and ventril oqui sm

Santini had not called. Doc had done that.

DOC VENT forward and | ooked into the roomwhich held his five aides, along with Pat, Kel Avery
and Da dima. A nunber of Santini's nmen were there, alert and watchful. An attenpt to free the
captives was sure to nean a fight, noise, an alarm

From a nearby cavern emanated gruff words, interspersed with angry expl osives. That would be
Santini questioning old Dan Thunden. Doc made for the sounds.

In addition to Santini, four men were with Thunden. Four ropes had been tied to the white-haired
man's wrists and ankles and a man held the end of each rope, pulling backward with all of his
strength.

Thunden's finger tips were gory horrors. Santini held a pair of small pliers. Even as Doc sighted
the group, the pincers were enployed to yank another nail off one of Thunden's fingers.

Thunden npaned, withed. Crinson crawled fromlips into which he sank his own teeth.

"That is all of the finger nails, Signor Thunden," Santini said callously. "It seens that we wll
have to pull out an eye next. | will do it slowmy, so that you can see with the other eye the knife
as it cuts the nuscles to free the orb fromyour head."

The recitation of grimdetails seened to acconplish what the previous torture had not done.

"What do you want to know?" he groaned.

"l suppose you have no idea?" Santini sneered.

Doc advanced a little to be in a position to better catch the words. His feet, still bare,
contacted sonething. He stooped and felt with sensitive fingers.

It was the packs which his aides, Mnk, Ham Johnny and Da Cima, had brought fromthe plane. The
knapsacks made a little nound. Doc stepped around them and went on a few feet, then stopped.

Dan Thunden said, "The stoahroom suh, is just inside the wooden doah."

Santini swore. "You nmean that we have to take a chance with those -- with those --
"Wth nmy little friends, yes," Dan Thunden grow ed. "And | do hope you have an accident."

"How do we get in there?" Santini denmanded.

"Can you walk on stilts?"

"Non!"

"l don't give a hoot how you get in!" Dan Thunden snapped. "I have told you wheah the stoahroom
is."

"Just how is it opened?" Santini asked.

"Theah is a black |ledge in the rock," said the whitehaired man. "You jam youah wei ght agai nst
that."

Doc Savage waited to hear no nore, but glided backward. He paused to run deft fingers over the
packs lying on the floor, and thus managed to | ocate the one which Mnk had found.

Monk' s pack was distinctive because it held a thing w thout which Mnk sel domventured into
action -- the apish chem st's ammzing portable | aboratory which contained chem cals and apparatus
for alnost every purpose, all nested in a marvel ously conpact space.

Wth Mnk's pack, Doc raced al ong the passages.

THE BRONZE nman reached the nassive wooden door with out incident. He |istened, an ear against it.
There was no trace of the sound that was like fat frying. H's fingers found the secret catch and the

"



ti nbered panel swung back, grating softly

Doc's novenents in the passage beyond were silent. Mnk's pack held a spare flashlight, and he
used this. The bl ack | edge which Dan Thunden had nentioned was easily distingu ished

Doc started to plant weight against the dark stone, then hesitated. He drew back and searched for
sonething with which to exert force without getting too near. He was thinking of those many traps
whi ch ol d Dan Thunden had rigged in this strange subterranean pl ace

Foot st eps sounded beyond the door. They were rapid, running. Doc drifted silently into a patch of
gloom A flashlight swayed cl ose

Leaki ng appeared, dripping perspiration, his upper lip held between his teeth. There was a
desperate expression on his unlovely face, a quivering eagerness in his plunp hul k

Leaki ng's | ook showed Doc exactly what was up. Leaking had heard Dan Thunden's words and was
bound to inspect the storeroom ahead of Santini. Such action could only nmean treachery.

Leaki ng must intend to doubl e-cross his boss

"The flashlight which the perspiring man carried picked up the bl ack Tedge. Leaking's tine was
evidently short, for he threw his wei ght against the black | edge. Nothi ng happened

The man stood back. In his excitenent, he had failed to attach significance to finding the heavy
wooden door open. Once nore, he plunged against the strip of dark stone

Mechani sm grated. Steel flashed. There was a hol |l ow gl ug

Leaki ng reel ed, swayed. He seenmed to cone apart in the mddle and fall in a flood of scarlet
The upper part of his torso fell forward and bl ocked the sl ender panel of stone which had
opened

Doc advanced swiftly, not |ooking at Leaking' s body, and exam ned the unholy nechani sminside the
door. It was of hardwood, cleverly nade, actuated by a | ever on which a heavy wei ght bore
Attached to the device was a great, razor-sharp cleaver, roughly fashioned fromsonme iron part of
a sailing ship. This was rigged so as to slash outward when pressure was placed upon the black
stone

It was this cleaver which had chopped Leaking in two hal ves

Doc Savage still carried Monk's pack. He opened it, using his flashlight. The bronze nman knew
where every phial of chenical reposed. He drew out bottles, then walked into the storeroom eyes
alert for other grisly traps

THE STOREROOM was not large, and the walls were inset with crude shelves. On these reposed jars
of baked earthenware

Doc opened the handi est, dipped in fingers and brought up some of the contents

The bronze man did not seem surprised at what he saw -- | eaves, a bilious green in color, dried
and carefully packed. The sprigs did not have the col or and shape of tea, nor yet of sage

A bot ani st woul d have been intrigued by the | eaves, for they were of a type difficult to
cat al ogue. But Doc Savage, who was ordinarily interested by anything new and strange, gave them
little attention. He let themfall back, and opened several nore of the nobst convenient containers
Over the |leaves in each jar, he sprinkled a bit of the chemical which he had taken from Mnk's
portabl e | aboratory.

H s departure was as ghostly as his conming, and executed none too soon, for steps could be heard
as a nunber of nen cane near. They appeared, Santini and sone of his followers.

They did not glinpse Doc, for he had conceal ed hinself where they woul d wal k past, |eaving him
behind them At sight of the open door, Santini snarled profanely and sprang forward. He di scovered
Leaki ng's decapitated form

"Che!" he gul ped. "What -- what is this --

Then he burst into a roar of ugly mrth which bent himover and caused himto slap his beribboned
chest to regain his breath

"Leaking is try to pull the crooked deal on us, si," he chortled. "And old Dan Thunden is try the
sane thing. Leaking is fall into Thunden's trap. Cone hello! How beautiful!"

They advanced into the storeroom and clutched up the handiest jars, which were those that Doc
Savage had opened and sprinkled with chem cal

"At |last we have the material," Santini murnmured, and waved an armto take in the other jars
"There is enough of it here to make us all rich nen."

A man eyed Santini eagerly. "Boss?"

"SiL"

"You're going to keep your pronmise, ain't you?" asked the man. "You said, back on Long Island
that night, that we would all be given the weed when we found the storeroom

Santini hesitated, then nodded. "It is true. Later, you can al

The men were bright-eyed with eagerness. There was a near madness in their manner. a strange
spell woven by sight of the unusual weed in the jars

"Now," muttered the spokesman. "Let's sanple the stuff. It's supposed to nmake a guy feel better
right off, ain't it?"

Santini nodded. "It is.''

"What's the word? Do we sanple it now, or not?"

"It must be mxed with water," said Santini. "We will try it at once. Al of us."



"That's the idea!" The speaker was al nost blubbering his joy, and the others were |ike him
excited to the point of incoherence

"The real Fountain of Youth," one gul ped

"You said it," agreed another. "The stuff that nakes you live forever!"

Chapter 20. THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH

SANTI NI AND hi s nmen appeared shortly afterward at the |ong cavern which held the prisoners
carrying the jars of the weed.

The captives stared at them and seenmed puzzled -- with one exception

Johnny, the bony geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st, who al so knew a great deal about botany, was the
only one of the prisoners who |ooked as if he had an inkling of what it was all about. But he said
not hing for the nonent

"We have found it!" Santini shouted. "Bi'enc! W shall all live forever, ny nmen, and we wll sel
enough of the stuff to make us all mllionaires!"

Santini retired to a near-by roomwhich had, it seemed, been Dan Thunden's living quarters in the
past, and where could be found utensils for mxing the strange | eaves, as well as a spring of fresh
wat er .

In the excitenent of the nonent, the guards forgot their charges. There was little chance of the
captives escapi ng unai ded, however

Laughi ng, excited, the men crowded to the point where the mxing was in progress, and the room
where Renny and the others lay was | eft unwatched

"l don't get this a-tall,"” Mink nmuttered. "Did you hear what they said? The crazy dopes seemto
think they've found sonething that will give themeverlasting life."
Ham made a sudden tongue click of surprise. "I get it now Fountain of Youth, Inc.! Remenber the

Fountain of Youth that history says Ponce De Leon hunted for? It was supposed to be sonmewhere in
Fl orida."

"You' ve gone as crazy as they have!" Mnk snapped. "The Fountain of Youth could be on this cay,"
Ham i nsi sted. "Maybe, |ong ago, the reef was passabl e and canoes cane here. The Fountain of Youth
m ght not be a fountain at all, but that funny-looking weed Santini had. Maybe that plant does bring
everlasting life."

"Nuts!" said Monk. "I won't swallow 110 such scatterbrained i deas. Not nuch!"

"Stay stupid, then," Hamretorted. "Or have you a better explanati on?"

Johnny had been holding his tongue with an apparent effort, and now he spoke

"Hamis em nently correct," he said

Monk managed to roll over where he could eye Johnny. "Yeah?"

"Remenber the weckage which we found that bore a pronounced resenbl ance to structural segnents
froman anci ent Roman gall ey?" Johnny queri ed

"Has that got sonething to do with this?" Mnk asked

"It has, enphatically," said the big-worded geol ogist. "That wecked galley was the clue that
made nme think of a |legend from history which explains the presence of this weed that brings

everlasting life -- supposedly.”

Monk sniffed, "I still maintain that's hooey! There isn't no -- "
"Ever hear of Cirene?" Johnny interrupted

"Cirene?"

"C-i-r-e-n-e." Johnny spelled it out

Monk assumed a pai ned expression, his habitual |ook when thinking. "Was that a city that grew up
about the time of old Egypt and Carthage?"

"Right," Johnny nodded vehenently. "Cirene stood on a plateau, and its source of wealth was a
fabul ous nedi ci nal herb known as sil phium Even the coins of Crene bore a design of the ruler
wat ching his subjects weigh this remarkabl e pl ant

"Legend gives this herb great powers, claimng it cured every ailnment; wounds -- even di sease
Fromall over the ancient world ships cane for this herb, and it becane extrenely high-priced
"The Romans cane and put a tax on silphium an enornobus tax. The people of Cirene were enraged
and, hating the Romans trenmendously, they set about destroying the herb to rib thensel ves of the
high taxes. In tine, silphiumbecanme extinct

"Men have searched for some sprigs of it, even a single plant, since that age. Only a year or two
ago, there was a newspaper story about an Italian doctor who thought he had di scovered sil phium
again in Crenaica."

"I don't believe it," Mnk grunted

"It's in the history books, dammit!" rapped Johnny. "Now, it is foolish to think the people of
ancient Cirene would destroy a plant so val uable. Perhaps they | oaded sone on a galley and sent it
out for an island or another part of the coast, and the galley got |ost and eventually wound up here
on Fear Cay."

In his vehenmence, Johnny had departed fromhis big words, and his recitati on was the nore
enphatic

The others were silent after he finished

Two of Santini' 5 men canme in. Wthout a word, they picked up big Da Clinma and carried hi mout



Renny shuddered, runbled, "They've started their killing!"

"Poor Da Clima," Pat said sorrowfully.

A voi ce of quiet power canme fromthe nmurk near by. "Do not worry too nmuch about Da Clima," it
sai d.

"Doc!" Renny breat hed.

The bronze man appeared, adnoni shing silence, and began untying them

"I was waiting for themto take Da dinma away," he advi sed.

Monk grunted, "You figured they'd take him Wy?"

"He is one of them"

Monk's jaw fell down on his barrel of a chest. "Da dim is working with Santini?"

"He is."

"How | ong have you known that, Doc?" the honely cheni st breathed wonderingly.

"Since Santini was tipped so nysteriously that the air mail package was conming to nmy office in
New York," Doc said. "Only Da Cinma had an opportunity to pass that information along."

KEL AVERY, still looking very nuch the notion picture actress in spite of all that she had been
t hrough, overheard Doc's information and seened deeply shocked.

"When Da Clima canme to me in Florida and offered his services as a bodyguard, Santini had sent
him" she gasped.

Doc nodded. He had Renny, Johnny and Monk free of their bonds. He went to work on Pat's ropes.
Their situation was dangerous. At any instant, sone of Santini's men mght return.

"Doc, was | right about that silphiumfrom Cirene theory?" Johnny questioned.

"You were," Doc replied. "I saw the weed, and it is unquestionably the highly nedicinal species
of silphium"

Johnny gl anced triunphantly at the doubter, Mnk. But Mnk appeared not to have heard, being
engaged in nmaking fierce faces and rubbing his huge arns to unlinber nuscles.

"Wait'll | get that egg Da Clima!" he gritted. "I knew he was a phony all along. He was
responsible for us bein' caught. Pretended to get hinself wedged in a hole and bl ocked our
retreat.”

Al were on their feet now Doc opened a knapsack and passed out the superfirers which had been
taken fromhis men, and which he had found in the course of his prowing through the stone

| abyrinth. Receiving the guns remi nded Monk of sonething el se.

"Sonme of our ammo drums were duds," he growed. "I'Il bet Da dim was responsible for that."
They grouped closely and started an advance. They were, they knew fromwords they had previously
overheard their captors drop, in a dead end of the caverns. To escape, it would be necessary to pass
Santini and his men, either by violence, or by stealth.

"There's just one thing that ain't cleared up," Mnk said softly. "Wiat's turnin" nmen into

skel etons on this island?"

"Quiet," Doc breathed. "That will have to wait."

"So you know what it is?"

"l saw the things -- after a fashion," Doc replied, and did not el aborate that his glinpse had
been by use of the powder which gl owed under ultra-violet |ight.

M sfortune wal ked with them it devel oped, for Santini and three of his nen appeared, |aughing,
swabbing at their lips, evidence that they had quaffed of the sil phium brew

Santini emtted a startled bawl. Hi s hands, clawing for his inlaid gun. tore the bright ribbon
| oose fromhis chest. He shot as he | eaped backward. H's bullet, fired hastily, hit no one. Those
wi th hi msought cover, one lifting a subnmachi ne gun.

Storming lead fromthe rapidlirer drove Doc and the others to cover. They crouched behind stone
bul war ks, and it could not but dawn on themthat their position was as dangerous as at any tine
hitherto.

"Bl azes!" Mnk munbl ed. "Got any of those anaesthetic bul bs, Doc?"

"l could not find them" the bronze man advised. "Santini did not put themwth the rest of our
weapons.

Santini began yelling again. "Fate presto! Make haste! Bring nme the bundle containing those glass
bal | s which we took fromthese porcos!"

"Hey, boss, you can hold your breath until the gas loses its punch," said a nenber of the gang.
"Da dim, here, says to do so."

"We will throw themone at the tinme," snapped Santini. "Thus we will keep the cloud of gas fresh.
They cannot bold their breath forever."

"That, she is the big idea of mne, yes," Da Cinma's big 'voice chinmed in. "Da dinma got the good
head, no?"

Tense uneasi ness gripped Doc's party as they heard the words, for they knew that their enemes
had hit on a nobst effective way of capturing them

"That damm Da dima hatched that one," Mnk grated. "If | could have one wi sh before I kick off,
it'd be to get that bird in ny hands."
"For once, | can agree with you," Ham grow ed. Renny booned, "Doc, |'min favor of rushing 'em

Let's go out with fireworks!"



"Wait," Doc advised

"Bl azes! Do you think there's another way out?"

"No. W won't even waste tine hunting for one."

"Then --

"Just wait," Doc advised. "Let's see what happens."

DURI NG THE next few nonments it seemed that the future held nothing but trouble. Santini and his
men fired occasionally to prevent a charge. They were only waiting for the thin-walled glass balls
whi ch contained Doc's unusual anesthetic gas

Then Santini, in a strained, uneasy voice, said, "Do you feel -- queer -- signors?"

A man cursed. Another groaned

"That dammed weed -- " sone one began, and did not finish, but fell to coughing and gaggi ng
These sounds of agony decreased in strength, termnating in a thump which m ght have been a man
falling

Doc and his party waited. Pat stood near enough to Doc that the bronze man could hear her even
breat hi ng. Somewhere in the distant reaches of the cavern there was a piping, forlorn squeal
"Habeas," said Monk. "I'mglad he's all right."

"Cone, " said Doc, and stepped out boldly.

Monk cl utched anxiously for the bronze giant, thinking he was taking unnecessary chances in
thrusting hinmself into the zone of fire. But nothing happened. G ngerly, half expectant of a bullet
Monk foll owed Doc's exanple. They were not fired upon, although they stood boldly outlined in the
glare fromthe flashlights of Santini's gang

"Holy cow " Renny runbl ed, and | eaped forward.

They found Santini spraw ed upon the stone floor, linp, but still breathing, and the other
menbers of the gang were near by, all immobile on the sandy floor. Not one of the crew was
consci ous

"l1've seen |lots of unexpected things happen,” Mnk nmuttered wonderingly, "but this one cones
nearer to nmagic than the rest. How do you explain it?"

"The silphiumtea that they drank," Doc told him

"Huh? |Is the stuff poison?"

"Not that | know of," Doc el aborated. "You see, Mnk, | put sone powerful narcotic from your

chem cal laboratory into the handi est containers of the siphium”

"You drugged 'em " Monk expl oded

"Indirectly," Doc agreed. "Yes."

Kel Avery emtted a sudden piercing shriek. They whirled upon her, startled. She threw back her
head and began to | augh, wildly, madly, while tears ran fromher eyes. She trenbled and beat her
hands t oget her

"She's hysterical, nowthat it's all over," Mnk nunbl ed, and went over to quiet the young
actress as best he could

"Let's get out of here," suggested Ham

In single file, the nost convenient way of traversing the tortuous passages of the underground
network, they worked forward

"We've still got to find the parts they took off our plane," Long Tom rem nded

"Sure," Renny agreed. "But even if we don't find them we can repair the fuel tanks in Santini's
pl ane and shift the gas fromour ship. Reckon old Dan Thunden punctured Santini's tanks."

Monk stopped suddenly. "Dan Thunden! What becanme of hin? | forgot all about the old goat."

The answer to Monk's query cane from no nenber of the party, but fromthe stone of Fear Cay
itself. The entire cay seenmed to junp violently. There was a roar that |left their heads aching. A
torrent of air, sand and small stone gushed upon them bow ing Long Toni and Johnny off their feet
"That cane fromone of the entrances!" Doc rapped

They ran forward, but did not go far before a whoop of hateful |aughter yanked them up. The sound
came froma passage to the left, and it was Dan Thunden's ol d-young voi ce

"I've got Santini's grenades," the strange character shrilled. "You just heard ne cl ose one
entrance, and |'ll get the othahs Wen | open the place up again, theah won't be nothin' of you but
bones! "

Chapter 21. THE CRAW.I NG TERRCR

ITWAS difficult to locate the enraged voice in the holl ow y-resoundi ng passages. Doc |ed the
rush for the spot fromwhich it seenmed to emanate

"He was tied up the last | saw of him" the bronze man offered quietly. "He must have gotten

| oose. He is trenendously strong."

"A living exanple of how effective this Fountain of Youth is," Ham agreed

Dan Thunden evidently had a gun -- for it roared in the cavern

Monk grunted loudly and fell down, but heaved up again, grimy silent

"Are you hurt badl y?" Doc denmanded

"My leg," said Monk. "I can still navigate."

Dan Thunden becane terrified at their advance and fled. Knowi ng every cranny of the caverns as he
did, he traveled so swiftly that they barely managed to keep wi thin earshot of his footsteps



"Where's he headin' for?" Renny pondered al oud

"There's a heavy wooden door which shuts off a part of the cavern," Doc explained. "He seens to
be making for that."

"What's behind the door?"

"The things which made that skeleton we found on the beach, and turned Hallet into one like it,"
Doc replied

They found the bones of unfortunate Hallet shortly afterward. They were scattered, for sone of
Santini's gang had evidently given thema kick in passing

Johnny was weak, and being hel ped al ong by Renny. Pat kept close to Doc's side, along with Ke
Avery, whose hysteria had subsided magically at the return of danger

"That old man is dangerous," Pat warned. "If we don't head himoff, he'll entonb us in here and
turn his pets, or whatever is behind that door, |oose on us

They soon caught sight of Dan Thunden. He had opened the massive door with the secret fastener
and was just passing through. H's formtowered fully eight feet off the floor

"He's on stilts!" Long Tom barked. "What d'you think of that!"

"I think he's thinking fast," Doc said grinmy. "And we haven't nuch tine. Get that door shut. Let
himgo, if necessary."

But Thunden had other plans for the door. He spun, facing the glare of their flashlights, and
thrust a hand into a coat pocket. Bringing out a small object of nmetal, he threwit’

A hand grenade! The thing arched toward them But not far! Doc's hands, as usual, were enpty of
guns. The only thing he held was a flashlight. He threw that

Fl ashlight and grenade nmet in the air, a little nearer themthan Dan Thunden, and alnost in the
bi g door. There was a white flash, a roar, and the inevitable rush of air

Johnny and Renny both upset, as did Pat and Kel Avery. Doc hinself was staggered. The door split
and the nmassive tinbers nade a great noise falling to the floor

Dan Thunden on his tall stilts was overbal anced. He toppled, tried to bal ance hinsel f agai nst one
stone wall, and in doing so, bore his entire weight on one stilt. The stilt snapped off

The old man fell squarely on his white-thatched head

A weird thing happened to the floor about him Seemingly, it cane to life and began to undul ate
and crowd toward where Thunden lay. In fractional seconds, the rusty-looking floor spread over the
prone form covering it, until Thunden's body resenbled only a rugged hunp of reddish-black sand
There was a great frying noise

"Too late to help him" Doc rapped. "Let's get out of here." They ran back the way they had been
comng, fleeing fromthe horror on the cavern floor. Not until they had gone scores of yards did
they di scover that the concussion of the exploding grenades had in spots jarred great rock fragments
fromthe ceiling

Farther on, the way was entirely bl ocked

"Bl azes!" Mnk nmuttered, resting his injured | eg. "How are we gonna get to Santini's outfit?"
They were not to get to Santini, it devel oped, for they could not find an opening | arge enough to
crawl through -- and behind them grew the sound that was |ike the gentle popping of hot grease into
whi ch an egg had been broken

They gave up the effort to reach Santini, found an exit, and clinbed out into the sunlight

JOHNNY WAS the last to | eave the cavern. He sat on the |lip of the hole through which the others
had scranbl ed, squinting his eyes in the hot evening sunlight, listening to the frying sound bel ow.
"What was that thing we saw?" Kel Avery asked thickly.

"You nean the things that got your great --

"Yes, the things that covered ny great-grandfather, Dali Thunden," said the actress

"Carni vorous jormcoidea," Johnny told her

Monk gl ared at himand snapped, "I ain't in a good hunor! Use little words for once, will you!"
"Ants," said Johnny. "Flesh-eating ants. Isn't that right Doc?"

The bronze man nodded. "They used one part of the cavern for their colony. That is undoubtedly
why Dan Thunden shut it off with that door."

Monk | eaned back and sighed, "So it was that sinple! And | had visioned a new nenace that was

t hr eat eni ng manki nd. "

The voracious ants, literally mllions of them were not a nenace to be taken lightly, they

di scovered in the days following. it was necessary to be always on guard agai nst the carnivorous
insects, for they traveled in armes and their bites induced a poison, if suffered in sufficient
nunmber, that would render a victimhel pless. We to the nan whom the insects came upon when asl eep
The ants were not, Doc expl ained repeatedly, of a species new to science

Their stay at the island was to dig out the entonbed Santini and his men. But they found only
bones. There had been cracks | arge enough to admt the voraci ous ants

The store of siphiumwas intact, and Doc, searching, |ocated growi ng plants on the cay. These
were carefully dug up, packed, and nmade ready for transportation to the United States

Monk tried out some of the silphiumtea on his wounded |l eg, and the results were renarkable. The
puncture began to heal al npbst at once

"Boy, we've got sonething," Mnk insisted. "W've cornered the Fountain of Youth!"



Doc did not disillusion himat that nmonent. The bronze man suspected that old Dan Thunden's
longevity was due to perfect health -- that, of course, the result of drinking silphiumtea -- and
the fact that Thunden, an exile on the is!and, had been kept away fromthe distractions and

di ssi pations of civilization which m ght underm ne health.

That the silphiumwas only a val uabl e nedicinal herb proved correct, for it was an amazingly
efficient antiseptic and tonic, a disease preventative. But they did not learn that until nonths
later, after a nunber of scientists and doctors had nmade careful experinents.

Doc and his party got their plane ready to | eave Fear Cay. They had found the m ssing notor
parts.

"l just thought of one thing that ain't been cleared up yet," Mnk said in sudden excitenent as
they were | oading Up.

"What ?" Doc questi oned.

"The package of silphiumthat Kel Avery sent by air mail fromFlorida," explained Mnk.

"That is in New York," Doc told him

"Huh?"

"Remenber when | talked to the air nail officials?" Doc countered.

"Sure. But nobody heard you, except the mail people."

"I told themto open the package, take out the real contents, and substitute sonething which

| ooked similar," Doc said. "They did."

Pat | ooked at the bronze nan and asked, "Do you ever overl ook anything?"

THE END



