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CHAPTER | . THE MEN WHO WATCHED

ONE t hing coul d be said about the conversation. It was nonotonous. And it had been going on for
sone tinmne.

"You missing link!"

"Yeah?"

"Nature sure had an acci dent when she nmade you."

"Oh, yeah?"

And so on, and on, and on. For the |ast two hours.

This conversation was taking place in a hotel |obby, the two participants occupying chairs that
were there for the guests. Directly above the speakers was a mezzani ne bal cony. And two nmen were
wor ki ng at desks on this bal cony.

The man at one of the desks on the bal cony suddenly threw down his pencil and made choking

noi ses. He was a large man, and the biggest thing about himwas his fists. They woul d just about
fill quart pails, his fists woul d.

"Holy cow " he said.

He strode over to the balcony rail and | ooked down at the two fellows carrying on the

conversation below. He could hear them nmuch too plainly—the way you can hear two tontats on a fence
at m dni ght.

One said, "Wen you get in a taxi, they |eave the ‘Vacant’ sign up."

The other said, "Oh, yeah?"

The man with the fists tried to pull out some of his hair. He wal ked over to the nan who was

wor ki ng at the other desk on the bal cony.

"Doc," he said.

"Yes, Renny." The other man did not | ook up. There were unusual points about this man, the first
being his size. However, his Herculean build was so symetrical that it was apparent only when
conpared to an object of ordinary size, the desk at which he sat, for instance. H s skin was deeply
bronzed by sun, and his hair was a shade of bronze only slightly darker than his skin. To | ook at
himwas to know i nmedi ately that you were | ooking at a person of dynam c power and extrene ability.
There was that quality about him "Wat is it, Renny?" he asked.

Renny—with the big fists—groaned.

"Doesn’t that gabble downstairs bother you?" he asked wildly. "It's about to run ne up a tree."
"Not particularly." The bronze man lifted his head to listen. H s eyes were noticeabl e nowhis

most unusual feature. The eyes were strangely |ike pools of flake gold being always stirred by tiny
wi nds. He said, "Let nme hear what they are saying."

From bel ow, the bickering voices canme up.

One said, "Wth those ears, you look like a loving cup fromthe back."

The other said, "Oh, yeah?"

The bronze man remarked quietly, "Mnk seens to be short on repartee. H's principal part in the
conversation seens to be, ‘Onh, yeah?' |t does sound a bit tiresome. What are they squabbling about?"
"Search me. Do they need a reason? |’'ve heard themcarry on for days wi thout any reason." Renny
frowned. "Mnk's pet pig may have given fleas to Hanis pet chinp, or sonething. | don’t know what it
is about. How can | lay out enplacenments for coast artillery with that racket going on? The answer
is—+ can't. | can't concentrate."

"No one has ever been able to stop Monk and Ham from quarreling," the bronze man said.

Bi g-fisted Renny turned his eyes upward, apparently in a desperate appeal for sone kind of



celestial deliverance. His gaze lit on the electric-light fixtures. One eye narrowed.

"l think," he said, "that |'ll punctuate this quarrel."
He unscrewed two large electric-light bulbs froma fixture. He winked at Doc. "This will cost ne
fifteen cents apiece for the bulbs,” he said, "but it'll be worth it. Wen these things break, they

sound |ike shots. Watch."

Renny noved to the rail with the two bul bs.

"Monk and Hamw || think they're shot," he said, chuckling.

He tossed both bul bs over the bal cony railing.

Two | oud reports came from bel ow. Then there were three nore reports, even |ouder.

Renny’'s jaw fell. "How d | get so much noise out of two bul bs?" he gasped.

I'n the | obby bel ow, soneone enptied five bullets out of a six-shooter. Judging fromthe noise, it
was a big six-shooter. A nan howed in terror. Things upset violently. There were sone back-alley
wor ds.

"Holy cow " said Renny.

IT was sone tinme before the sedate hotel |obby recovered fromthe effects of what happened during
the next few minutes. The roomclerk at the desk never did fully recuperate. He was a sleek clerk,
rather a panty-waist, and inclined to be supercilious to such of the customers as he did not think
were mllionaires. Really, the first thing he knew about the uproar was when a bullet parted his
hair. It was sort of a cross-part, beginning at the left and running back to the right, and it just
mowed of f the hair and creased the scalp. Actually, that was all of the fray the clerk saw, because

he sat down behind the big mahogany desk and began to call loudly for the nanager, the police and
hi s nother.

Fortunately, the hotel |obby had been al nbst enpty at the tinme. This was |ucky, because the place
was rapidly filling with bullets, burned powder fumes, such pieces of furniture as could be thrown,

and men who were trying to go places in a hurry, or disappear under such items as seat cushions.

It was all very confused. None of the eyew tnesses could give a coherent story. The participants,
of course, had a vague idea of what was occurring.

Monk and Ham were two of the participants. Monk was behind a pillar that supported the bal cony.

The pillar was thin, and Monk was short and wi de and hairy, so that part of himstuck out on each
side of the columm, even though he stood edgewi se. Hamwas in a |large overstuffed divan. Ham was a
sl ender man, dressed |like a fashion advertisenment, and he carried a bl ack cane. The divan was anply
large for him Unfortunately, though, it was not bulletproof.

Monk and Hamis two pets were in the fray. That is, in it as nmuch as their nmasters. Mnk's pet was
a |l ong-1egged, w ng-eared runt pig, Habeas Corpus by name. Habeas had |ined out across the | obby,
squeaki ng at every junp. Hanmis pet was an animal that was not exactly a nonkey, or yet a chinpanzee,
nor yet a scrub ape-science disagreed as to just what he was. Hi s nane was Chem stry. He resenbl ed
Monk sonewhat, or woul d have, if he'd been wearing a baggy brown suit that needed pressing. |f
Cheni stry had been clad, however, it was doubtful if he could have nmade the mighty | eap that had put
hi mon a chandelier, where he was now.

As nearly as Monk and Ham coul d figure, what had happened was this:

First, they had been conducting their usual quarrel. There had been two | oud reports behind them
Three perfect strangers had thereupon junped up out of chairs in the hotel |obby and started

shooti ng.

These three strange gentlemen conpleted the list of participants. They were average-| ooki ng

fell ows, nothing outstanding about them or there hadn't been until they went into action. Now their
hands were full of spouting steel, and to judge fromtheir behavior, their mnds were full of two

i deas—irst, to make corpses out of Mdink and Ham second, to get out of there in a hurry.

"Ham " Monk squal | ed.

"What ?" yel |l ed Ham

"Haven't you got a gun, or sonething?"

"No gun. |’ve got sone tear gas."

"Well, use it, you overdressed shyster!" Mnk how ed.

Ham s tear gas was in a small grenade. He jerked this out of his pocket, flicked the firing

lever, and tossed the thing out to let it hatch in the middle of the |obby. It nmade the sound of an
elderly firecracker, and tear gas spouted to all four walls of the |obby.

The three strange gentlemen with too-ready guns began to have their troubles. Gas masks was an
itemw th which they were not equi pped.

"Gaa op gaten!”

one of them shouted.

VWhatever this was, it opened the gate. The three strangers charged for the street door.

Sonet hi ng now occurred to Monk. He pulled a glass bottle out of his coat. He | ooked at the

bottle; he had forgotten he had it.

Monk stepped out from behind the pillar, drew back his arm and threw the bottle at one of the

men. It was a good pitch. A big-leaguer could not have done better. The bottle hit the target in the
m ddl e of the back. It was a thin bottle; it was thrown hard; it broke. The contents, a |iquid,



spread over the man’s back, and sone of it splashed on his two conpanions.
They went on, dashi ng outdoors.

MONK, now that nobody was shooting at him was belligerent. He raced across the |obby in pursuit.

H s mouth and eyes were both wi de open as he charged, so he got a natural armount of the tear gas. By
the time Monk reached the door, he was not seeing so well.

In front of the hotel, leading fromthe door down to the street, was a long flight of steps. Mnk
did not see these stairs, and under the stress of the nmoment, he forgot all about their being there.
He went down the steps the hard way.

The three strangers with the quick guns dashed up the street. There was a car waiting, a fourth
stranger driving it. This machine and all four of the gentlemen left with all the haste possible.

I nside the hotel |obby, a dead quiet fell.

"Monk!" Ham cal | ed cautiously. Hamwas still ensconced in the divan. He |listened, heard no
answer. "Mnk?" he called again. "Mnk, Mnk!"
Si | ence.

"Ch, great grief!"™ Hamsaid wildly, anxiously. "Did they shoot you, Mnk?"

Consi dering the things that Ham had been calling Monk a bit previously, his present concern over
Monk’ s wel fare was incongruous.

From t he bal cony above, the bronze man’s voice came. It was calm remarkably conposed considering
t he young war which had just occurred.

The bronze man said quietly, "Mnk followed them outdoors. | think he fell down the steps."
"lI's Monk hurt?"
"l cannot tell," said the bronze man. "You feel your way out onto the street. Renny is up here

with me. We will work around and out of the hotel the back way, to avoid the tear gas. W will neet
you in front."

"Right-o0," Ham said. "Wo were those guys?"

"Didn’t you know then?" the bronze nman asked.

"l never saw them before."

"Meet us in front of the hotel. We will talk it over there."

The bronze giant and the one with the big fists, Renny, noved down the bal cony, closing their

eyes against the tear gas, and feeling their way, until they found a door which admtted themto the
inclosed stairway. They descended the steps.

Renny said, "Hamdidn't seemto know what happened."

"No, he did not," Doc agreed.

"l sure set off a Fourth of July with those two |ight bulbs," Renny said.

They reached an alley, walked through it, and noved around to the front of the hotel. They

stopped at the foot of the flight of steps.

Monk was pi cking hinsel f up, neking faces and saying things. Ham stood over himsolicitously.

Ham asked, "Did you miss the steps, Mnk?"

"I mssed the first one," Mnk said, glaring, "but that was the only one |I mssed."

CHAPTER | 1. MONK PLANS A DATE

THE police were understandably perturbed over the situation. The sergeant in charge was a fellow
who filled Size 12 shoes and a Size 48 suit very full of brawn and reddi sh hide, plus an aroused
t enper.

"What the bl azes happened here?" he yelled. "W turned that tear gas | oose?"

Sonmeone pointed out Ham and said, "That fellow, | think."

"Hey, you!" The sergeant stal ked over and gave Hanis shoulder a tap. "You let |oose that tear
gas?"

"Why, yes," Ham adm tted.

"Well, well, well!" The officer put his fists on his hips and gave Hamthe eyes. "And just how
did you happen to be carrying tear gas around, do you mind tellin ne?"

"Tear gas isn't a deadly weapon."

"It’s a mighty funny weapon to have in your pocket," said the policeman. "Are you going to give
me an argunent, so | have to take you down to the station?"

"Look, officer," Hamsaid patiently. "I don't know who those three strangers were. | don't know
why they started shooting. | never saw them before, and neither did Monk, Renny, or Doc. | tell you,
it’s as much a nystery to us as it is to you."

"I's how the tear gas was in your pocket a nystery, too?" the officer inquired.

Ham said, "Wiy, | was caught unarned. | generally pack plenty of weapons. But this tine, | only
had ny sword-cane and that stray tear-gas grenade. As a matter of fact, all of the nen associated
with Doc Savage generally find it best to have a little protection.”

"Who?"

"Who—what do you nean?"

"Who did you say?"

"Doc Savage, you nean. |’'mone of Doc’s associates. He has five of them four besides nyself.



Renny and Monk are two. The other two, Johnny Littlejohn and Long Tom Roberts, are out naking an
inspection trip."

"Ch," said the officer. The name of Doc Savage obviously nmeant sonething to him H s eyes noved
around, |ocated Doc, and he went over to the big bronze man. "M . Savage?" he asked

"Yes," the bronze man said quietly

"l just found out who you were," the policenan explained. "Do you want the police to go ahead
with this, or would you prefer to take care of it yoursel f?"

Doc Savage shook the officer’s hand. He expl ai ned, "Wy, there was shooting, so it is work for
the police, naturally. And if we can be of any help to you, we will be glad to co-operate.”

"You can count on us doing the same thing, M. Savage," the officer said

"It is a rather strange business," Doc told him "Three strangers were sitting in the hotel | obby
near two of ny men. My two associates were carrying on an argunent which disturbed a third

associ ate, who was working up on the bal cony. Hoping to stop the argunment, this third
associ at e—Renny Renwi ck, the noted engi neer—dnscrewed two |ight bul bs and dropped them over the
railing. It was a joke. But the three strangers thought they were being shot at, evidently, so they
unl i nbered guns and started shooting at nmy friends. Then they fled."

Doc Savage then gave a description of the three strangers. He described details, tiny particulars
about their skin, hair and dress, a picture so conplete that he m ght have been | ooking at

phot ographs of the trio

HAVI NG conpl eted the prelimnary investigation, the police sergeant took his nen out of the
hotel, got themtogether, and gave thema little lecture

"You fellows had better prove you are cops," he said. "Do you know who that big bronze fellow
is?"

"They were calling himDoc Savage," a patrol nan sai d.

"Is that all you know about hinP"

"Yes."

"You're pretty dunb," said the sergeant. "This Doc Savage's full nane is dark Savage, Jr., and
you will never nmeet a nore unusual man. You got a |look at his build? Well, he's stronger than he
| ooks, according to what |'ve heard. But he’'s no nuscle guy, | want to make that clear. He's a

scientist. One of the greatest. They claimhis ability as a surgeon is just about w thout equal
"I got all this fromthe chief of the Federal Bureau of Investigation for this district, who
knows Doc Savage," the officer continued. "It seens that Savage was trained from chil dhood by
scientists and physical-culture experts and guys |like that, the idea being to make a kind of
physi cal and nmental marvel out of him so that he could follow a career of righting wongs and
puni shing evildoers outside the law, or ‘way off in the out-of-the-way parts of the earth where
there ain't no law "

"What i s Savage doi ng down here?" asked the patrol man who had never heard of Doc Savage

"He's serving in a consulting capacity with the governnment engineers for that new fortified zone
they' re laying out around Charleston,"” the sergeant replied. "Savage and his five associates are
here on that job."

"Why this lecture, sergeant?"

"l wanted you to know just how inportant this Doc Savage is. The nman is quiet, and he don't bl ow
his own horn. But they don't conme nmuch bigger than he is, I'mtelling you."

"What are we supposed to do?" inquired the patrolman, rather lightly.

"You are supposed to talk | ess and use your head nore," advised the sergeant. "Here's the reason
I"'mtelling you this stuff: Doc Savage gets the co-operation of this police force, understand. He
happens to be a man on the side of |aw and order, and those are the kind of fellows we wll work
with. Anyway, he’s got government conmi ssions that entitle himto our assistance, even if we didn't
want to extend it."

"l see."

"The point |I'mmeking," said the officer, "is that this Doc Savage is inportant people, and don't
ever think different!"

BACK at the hotel, the excitement had died down, and Doc Savage had assenbl ed his associates for
a conference

"Let us get the straight of what happened," the bronze man said

There was no excitement in his manner, no evidence of agitation. Downstairs in the |obby, they
had al ready counted seventeen bullet holes in the walls and furniture. But for all evidence of

di sturbance the bronze man gave, there had been nothing but a tea party. Anyone not know ng of the
rigorous training he had undergone since chil dhood woul d have suspected there was sonet hing
seriously wong with his mnd. But Monk and Ham and Renny knew that he nmerely had a superb

sel f-control

Monk and Ham had gotten rid of the effects of the tear gas, and had retrieved their pets, Habeas
Cor pus and Chenmistry.

Monk—ul | nane Li eutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair: reputation, one of the world's



greatest industrial chem sts—had repaired the danage done by the tunble down the steps. He was
pretty well nasked with court plasters

Ham—ful | nane Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks, pride of the Harvard | aw al umi —had | ost
his concern about Mnk. He had returned to the opposite extrene

"You | ook," Haminformed Monk, "like a guy who got out of his grave to haunt a house, and
couldn’t find his way back again. But that’'s your nornal |ooks."

"Yeah?" Monk said

Renny, who was Col onel John Renwi ck, noted engi neer, was not taking nuch part in the
conversation. In fact, Renny was looking a little sheepish. His little joke had touched off the
fireworks

They got together in the parlor of the suite of roons which they had at the hotel

Doc Savage asked, "Does anyone know what the uproar was all about?"

No one did

"Have you," Doc asked, "noticed those three strangers before today?"

Ham said, "I think | have. | saw one of them yesterday, and maybe before that, once or twce."
Renny said, "I saw them before, too. During the last few days. Since we cane to Charleston."

"As for nme," said Monk, "if | see ‘“emagain, it’'s gonna be too bad for sonebody!"

Doc Savage expl ained, "I have noticed two of the men previously. One of them| saw yesterday. One

of themthe day before. Wiich | eads to the obvious conclusion that they have been shadowi ng us."
"Shadowi ng us? Wiy?" Renny scratched his head

That happened to be the thing they were all wondering about

Doc Savage got up and paced around the room It was not rmuch of a manifestation of enotion, but
for the bronze man, it was considerable. He was censuring hinself

"We nade the mstake," he said grimy, "of not keeping our eyes open. | should have realized that
those strangers have been watching us for at |east two days."

"Three strangers watching us," said Renny, "and we have no idea why."

"Three nervous strangers," Ham corrected. "M ghty nervous, too. Wen you dropped the |ight bul bs
they thought we’'d started shooting."

"The worst part," Renny conpl ained, "we got no way of tracing them"

Monk emitted a snort. A gleeful snort

"There you're wong," the homely chenmist said. "Me, | pulled that bacon out of the fire."

Monk went to the tel ephone, said, "Operator, | want the police department. And right after |I'm
through with them | want all the tel egraph conpanies that hire nmessengers, then | want all the
taxi cab conpanies in town, the m |k conpanies that have drivers on the streets, and the bus conpany.
Ch, yes, and all the departnent stores that hire delivery nen."

Renny stared at Monk and said, "Wat the blazes?"

Ham shook his head hopel essly. "Cone |oose," Hamsaid. "I always knew he would."

Monk said, "Hello, police? Listen, this is Monk Mayfair, right-hand nan to Doc Savage. | am
offering a reward for barking dogs. Not a reward for the dogs. The reward is for any information
|l eading to a spot where a dog, or dogs, is barking nysteriously. The reward is twenty dollars
cash."

The tel ephone recei ver nade raspi ng noi ses

"What do | nean by nysteriously barking dogs?" Mnk demanded. "Wy, just that. There nust be

sonet hi ng nysteri ous about the dogs barking. They nust bark for no reason, see. . . . Ch, they

al ways seemto bark wi thout a reason, you say? Listen, wise guy, | don't care whether you think ny

bearings are |1 oose or not. |’'ve got cash noney, and that talks. Twenty bucks for any information

| eading to dogs that are barking strangely. They nay be barking at a house, a car, a guy wal king on
the street, or anything. You pass the word along to your patrolmen and detectives. . . . Never mnd

what you think about the idea."

Ham sai d, "You see, the police think he's crazy, too."

Monk ignored all comments. He said, "All right, operator. G nmme the tel egraph conpanies. |’ve got
the same speech for them And, operator, if you see a nysterious barking dog, you tell ne about it
and you will win a reward of twenty dollars, all for yourself. . . . How nysterious, you say? Well
1”1l be the judge of that, angel." He covered the nouthpiece with a hand, w nked and said, "I wonder
if she’s as good-lookin' as she sounds."

"And | wonder," Ham said, "where we can get a strait jacket for you."

"Get outta here, so | can talk!" Mnk yelled. "Say, operator, you wouldn't happen to be a married

| ady? You aren’t. Say, |’'Il bet you would like to see ny pet pig named Habeas Corpus."

Monk spent the next half-hour calling up people and offering twenty-dollar rewards for

nmysteriously barking dogs, making it clear that he was not interested in the dogs, but in the spot
at which they did their barking. By the tine he finished, it was evident that he was getting news of
his reward to persons who were noving about the streets a great deal of the tinme. There was that
much nethod to his madness

"Her name is Hester," Mnk announced finally

"Who?" asked Renny.

"The tel ephone operator."



"Listen, do we bat you over the head," Renny demanded, "or do you make sense out of what you're
doi ng?"

"He can't do it," Hamsaid. "It wont nake sense."

"What' Il you bet," Mnk demanded, "that when we find the nysteriously barking dog, or dogs, we’l
find our late visitors?"

"What ?" Hamyelled. "How Il you do that?"

"That’'s my little secret,” Monk assured him "I think I'Il nmake a date with Hester."

CHAPTER 1 11. THE BARKI NG DOGS

IT was dark in Charleston, South Carolina, the night being touched with a certain balny quality
that did not have the cool harshness of Northern nights, nor yet the sticky |lethargy of tropica
nighttime farther south. A nice kind of darkness

"This is interfering with my date with Hester," Mnk decl ared

He got down flat on his stomach in the dust. Doc Savage, Ham and Renny did |ikew se. So did Long
Tom Roberts and Johnny Littlejohn, the two of Doc’s group of associates who had missed the tiff at
the hotel. Long Tom and Johnny had since joined Doc’s group, having returned fromtheir daytine duty
of selecting suitable locations for a string of land mnes cal culated to di scourage an eneny from
maki ng a | andi ng near Charleston, should that eventuality ever occur. Long Tomwas an el ectrical

wi zard of note, and Johnny, being a geol ogist, probably one of the best there was, knew all about
what was inside the earth. These two qualities fitted in nicely with the job of mining the terrain
al ong the Carolina coast

"Let nme get this straight," said Long Tom who was a scrawny fell ow who | ooked as if he had
matured in a mushroom cellar. "Some guys cut | oose shooting this afternoon. And we want to know

why. "

"Yes," Doc said

"And Monk thinks these fellows will be found around sone nysteriously barking dogs?"

"Yes."

"An anonmlistic equiparability, 1'lIl be superanal gamated," remarked Johnny Littlejohn. He was a

man as long as his words, and only sonewhat thicker than a rake handle

"Eh?" said Mnk

"He says the idea is nuts,"” said Ham "Wich is what |’ve been saying."

Monk snorted. "I found a case of nysteriously barking dogs, didn't 1? And you said | wouldn't."
"Wl —

"They were barking at that boat, weren't they?" Mnk demanded. He pointed. "That boat over

there."

The craft which the chemist indicated was a type often seen along the Atlantic coast, but nost
frequently found in the Chesapeake Bay section. It looked like an old-time clipper ship, except that
it was flatter, and the two masts slanted back rakishly, while the sails were fore-and-aft rigged
which neant they were roughly triangular in shape. It was a Chesapeake Bay bugeye type, a boat that
was unusual in design because of its flat-bottomed construction, enabling it to sail in very shallow
water. Originally they were devel oped for oyster fishing in the Chesapeake, and the bottom was nade
out of solid logs drifted together with Swedi sh iron rods

Thi s bugeye was spi ck-and-span, all brass and varni sh. No workboat, obviously.

"A yacht," Renny said.

"The dogs," said Mk, "were standing on the dock and barking at the bugeye. A sailor would cone
out and chase the dogs away, but they, or other dogs, would cone back and start barking. Alittle
colored boy noticed it. | paid himtwenty dollars reward."

Ham sai d: "Mysteriously barking dogs! For the love of little goons!"

Doc Savage entered the conversation. He spoke quietly, but he got attention on the instant. The
bronze man said, "Ham you and Renny and Long Tom get rowboats and approach the bugeye fromthe

harbor side. Wien you are all set, inmtate a seagull, and we will answer. After we answer, wait five
m nutes, then close in. W will do the same. And all of you be sure to wear these capes with the
gasproof hoods, and have the hoods handy. \Wearing those hoods, we'll be able to identify each other

by touch, in the dark."

THERE was nusic sonmewhere in the still night. A banjo and an accordion, Negro voices singing. On
a yacht tied in the basin a bit to the south, there was other nusic, a |loud and blaring kind that
cane froma portabl e phonograph

Doc Savage was al one with Monk and the bi g-worded Johnny Littlejohn. The others had noved off to
find boats somewhere and approach their quarry fromthe water

The bugeye sat silently on the dark harbor. Springlines which held it to the dock were slack
There was no |ight aboard

Doc Savage noved forward al one. He nmade al nost no noise, and it was nearly inpossible to

di stinguish his figure fromthe lunps of shadow nade by | unber heaps, boxes, piling. The effect was
ghostly. He returned after a while

"The cabin portholes of the bugeye are heavily curtained," he said. "But there are |lights



inside."

"That | ooks suspicious," said Johnny.

Such smal | words were rare for Johnny, except when he spoke to Doc Savage. Using small words with
Doc was a mark of respect, evidently, because Johnny enpl oyed them on no one el se. Except that he
did occasionally becone very excited and revert to single syllables for tenporary periods

Doc Savage said to Monk, "The matter of barking dogs being used to |locate the three strangers
interests us. | happen to know you have done consi derabl e chemical experinmentation, ainmed at

devel opi ng scents which would frighten or attract animals. The idea was to develop a nore effective
chemi cal concoction for keeping pet dogs and cats fromsleeping on furniture, and that sort of
thing. In connection with your experinments, didn't you devel op a chem cal m xture which woul d cause
dogs to bark at any object on which they snell the stuff?"

"So you saw through it," Mnk said

"You had a bottle of the mxture with you in the hotel |obby," Doc said. "That right?"

Monk nodded. "1 just happened to have it. Was the only thing | could think of to use on those
guys. "

"You didn’t," said Doc, "just happen to have it, did you?"

Monk had the snall, squeaky voice of a child. It turned very uneasy.

"l hope that idea don't occur to Ham" he said

"\Why 2"

"Well," said Monk, "if you have to know the truth, | was carrying that stuff around to put on

Hami s pet, Chemistry. And naybe |1’'d have put a little on Ham too. Can you inagi ne how funny it
woul d be, Ham goi ng down the street, all dressed up the way he always is, with a herd of dogs
foll ow ng hi mand barking at hin?" Mnk chortled gleefully at the idea. "Boy, would that kill ne
of f!" Then he turned uneasy again. "But if Hamgot wise to it, the thing wouldn't be funny. He'd
take out after me with that sword-cane of his."

Qut on the water, a sea gull cried out raucously. Doc waited a nonent, then answered with a
simlar cry. He got a response

"We are all set to investigate that bugeye," the bronze nman said. "Renny, Long Tom and Ham are
ready. "

MONK said, "I was going to take Hester canoeing in the noonlight. | hope this proves nore
interesting."

They approached the end of the dock, and the spidery rigging of the bugeye | ooned up before them
the raki sh masts spiking high into the darkness. Doc breathed, "You two fellows stick here a
nmonent. " Then the bronze man swung aboard the vessel. He had renpved his footgear. The hol ystoned
deck was smooth under his feet

He felt his way to a compani onway, |istened, then eased down it. He was exercising every sense
The scientific training which he had undergone for years had devel oped his faculties to an extrene
degree. His sense of snell, for instance, while falling far short of many animals, was keen enough

to detect the near presence of a human being, particularly soneone belonging to a boat, where, for
sone reason or other, baths are usually rather scarce

Ahead of himwas an open door, beyond it a lighted cabin. In the cabin were two people. A largish
man with a white Vandyke beard, and the appearance of being very lazy. A girl who was tall and dark
and nice, and very worth | ooking at

The man drooped lazily in a chair, eyes closed. The girl was biting a pencil eraser, frowning at

a crossword puzzle.

Doc watched themfor a while

Then the bronze man went back on deck, and found Monk and Johnny on the wharf

"Can you bark like a dog, either of you?" Doc asked

"Not ne," Johnny said

"l can’t bark," Mnk declared. "But | can how I|ike a hound naned Ponto that we used to have."
"That will do," Doc said. "In about three mnutes, start howing."

Doc Savage eased back into the innards of the boat. He watched through the door. The man with the
whi te beard dozed placidly in his chair. The girl put several letters into the crossword puzzle. She
| ooked very sweet as she tilted her head to one side and eyed what she had witten. Evidently the

letters did not fit. "Damm the bl ankety-blank luck to hell!" the girl said. "Wy don't the stinkers
make these puzzles up so the dammed things will nake sense?"
She added at |east three cusswords that Doc had never heard before, and still |ooked just as

sweet and snmooth as she had before

The man with the white beard opened one eye reluctantly. "Really, Mss WIlson," he said slowy,
"your |anguage irks me no end, don’t you know?"

"Irk and be damed!" said the young woman. "If | ever neet a |lazier man than you are, | hope
sonebody tells ne."

At this point, Mnk began imtating the hound named Ponto. A creditable imtation it was, too
The how s of Ponto drifted into the cabin

Mss Wlson snmiled. So did the | anguid gentlenman



"Anot her one," said Mss WIlson cheerfully.

"Yes, another dog," said the |azy man.

"Someone is bound," said Mss WIlson, "to report the nysteriously barking dogs to Doc Savage."
"And Doc Savage will conme down here."

"Yes, he will cone," said the lazy man. He grinned, not very pleasantly.

Doc Savage got back on deck as fast and as silently as he could and found Monk and Johnny and put
a stop to Monk’s imtation of Ponto.

"We're wal king into sonething here," Doc Savage said in a whisper. "The purpose of that how ing
Monk was doing was to make a little test on two people on the boat. It was just a precaution. But
they seemto know that we are |ooking for nysteriously barking dogs."

"That’s inpossible!" Johnny excl ai ned.

"Nobody knows we’'re hunting nysterious dogs," Mnk said.

"No one," Doc reminded him "except possibly two hundred people whom you notified about the
reward. "

"Yeah, one of the reward hunters nmust’ve told ‘em" Mnk said. "I shoulda used a fake nane,
that’s what | shoul da."

JOHNNY said, "Doc, what do you suggest we do about this? We have no idea what this is all about.
We shoul d get hold of sonmebody and | earn sonething."

"We mght do what they expect," Doc said, "and pay thema visit."

"You think sonething will happen then?"

"Yes, but no telling what."

Johnny, with his answer, showed the thing that—n reality—bound themall together. Love of
excitement. He said, "Well, what are we waiting on?"

And Monk chuckled. "This may be nore interestin’ than takin' Hester canoein' ."

"Have you seen Hester yet?" Johnny asked, reluctantly using small words.

"Not yet," Mnk admitted. "But fromher voice, I'll bet she’'s the kind of a gal who rings bells."
Doc outlined the plan of action. Monk was to creep down into the passageway am dshi ps and keep an
eye on Mss Wlson and the inert man with the white Vandyke. Johnny was to take the stern and work
forward, |ooking for other persons. Doc woul d take the bow, where the crew m ght be expected to be
found, and would work aft.

Monk took up his position. He reached the passage wi thout trouble. He could see Mss WIson and
her conpani on. Mnk saw no sense of just standing there watching them So Monk calmy wal ked in on
M ss WIlson and the | azy man.

"Hell o, folks," Mnk said. He showed themthe business end of the weapon he was holding in his
hand. "This ain’t an automatic, as you may notice, if you're famliar with guns. It’s a nachine
pistol. It shoots seven hundred and eighty-six bullets a mnute."

After this speech, Monk | ooked at their faces.

He saw enough to realize he had nade a very serious m stake.

In the stern, Johnny conducted an industrious, though very cautious, search of the cabins and
stateroons as he came to them He found no one.

In the bow, Doc Savage did the sane thing. He |ikew se found nobody.

Doc and Johnny nmet on deck and exchanged reports. Then they crept down the conpani onway to the
passage.

The door was still open, and they could see Monk sitting there in the cabin, acting quite
sociable with Mss WIson and her conpanion with the white chin whiskers.

"Monk," Doc said. "Are you all right?"

"Sure, I'mall right," Mnk said.

"That is good," said Doc.

"Cone on in and be sociable,” Mnk said. "I want you to neet ny friends."
Monk then had a coughing spell, or what sounded and | ooked |ike one. Actually, the appearance was
the only genuine thing about the spell. The coughing was a series of words in the ancient Mayan

| anguage, a tongue which Doc Savage and his five associates spoke fluently, and which they
used—because of its peculiar nature, and the fact that al nost no one else in the civilized world
spoke it—+o comunicate with each other when they did not w sh strangers to understand.

Monk’ s coughi ng Mayan words were very explicit.

"There are two guys on each side of the door with guns," was the general text of Mpnk’s Mayan.
"Four guys in all."

"COME right in," Mnk added in English, finishing his coughing.

“I will be right in," Doc assured him

The bronze man pul |l ed the gas-proof hood of his cape over his head. The cape and the hood were

made of transparent plastic material simlar to the so-called "glass" of which suspenders, belts and
such articles are commonly nade. There was a snug el astic around the neck of the hood, and an
adhesive material in addition, which sealed the hood airtight. It nade a good gas outfit.

Wil e one hand was taking care of that, Doc’s other hand got out a gas grenade.



Evi dently Monk coul d see Doc, because he had another coughing spell, and poured out excited

Mayan.

"These fellows |learned their |esson at the hotel," Mnk said in the dialect. "They' re wearing gas
masks. "

"Monk, | hope that cold gets better," Doc said.

He changed his gas grenade for another one, this one a snoker. He tossed it into the room It |et
| oose trenendously, poured out an incredible amount of snoke.

"Everyone nove fast!" Doc called. His voice, without trace of excitenment, was neverthel ess a
crashi ng sound.

Monk took the advice. He canme out of his chair, grabbed up the chair, ran with it through the
snmoke. Like a knight of old in a tournanment, but using the chair instead of a spear, Mnk did his
best to inpale a gunman. He could not see his target, because of the snoke. He missed. He did not
m ss far, however, because the target was standing al nost beside Monk when the latter crashed into
the cabin bul khead. The fell ow rapped Monk on the head with a bl ackjack, and he seenmed to put about
all he had into the bl ow

Monk’ s head was not that tough.

Doc said, "Johnny, get back on deck and waylay themas they cone out." He said it in Myan.

Then Doc did not enter the cabin. He sat down in the passage; or rather sank to one knee, with
the other |eg outstretched across the passage, to trip anybody who cane out.

He got a victimat once. The man canme cautiously. He touched Doc’s leg. He swng a terrific blow
with a fist and fired a revolver blindly, fortunately not in the direction of the floor.

Doc jerked the man's | egs fromunder him The fellow fell backward, and hard. Wth nice judgnent,
the bronze man's fist found the man’s jaw about the tine the fellow hit the floor. Doc held himfor
a nonent, but the man was still.

No one el se cane out through the door.

There was a great deal of excited nmotion inside the cabin.

M ss WIlson cried, "M. Savage—they' re crawing out through a porthole!"

There were two shots crowdi ng each other, and Mss WIson did not say anything nore.

Doc Savage went into the cabin nore cautiously and slowy than he should have, but he did not
realize this until later. Wat made hi movercareful was the know edge that portholes in boats this
size were ordinarily not |arge enough for a man to crawl through. Even in liners, they are seldom
that | arge.

These porthol es happened to be bigger.

Doc got to one of themin time to seize a shoe. There was a brief struggle, and he got the shoe,
but not the man who had worn it. The latter dropped into the water with a splash.

The porthole was a tight squeeze for Doc. Normally it woul d have been inpassable for a man of his
size, but his nuscles were supple and he understood how to make hinself fit cranped spaces. He
started through.

"Renny, Ham Long Toml" the bronze man called. "They are in the water. Pick themup."

There cane a slapping glare of white, eye-hurting |light—froma searchlight, evidently. One that
was on a speedboat, judging fromthe roar of a powerful notor that now surged up. And there was a
machi ne gun on the boat, as well. |t began maki ng a noi se.

Doc got back out of the porthole in a hurry. He found Monk with his hands, dragged the honely
chem st into the passage, and dropped him then flung flat beside Mnk. Bullets fromthat kind of a
machi ne gun were the .30-caliber arny type. The four-inch wood hull of the boat would not offer nuch
di scouragenent to the slugs.

He heard the speedboat pick up the three swmers, and there was shooting all the while. The boat
went away, neking the noise of a seaplane trying to take off. After that—silence.

CHAPTER 1 V. A SWAP

THE Carolina night was still and balny around the boat. The nusic in the neighborhood, of course,
had stopped.

Doc called, "Mss WIlson."

"Yes," Mss WIlsons voice answered. "I'mall right."

"How about your conpani on?"

"M. Lively, you nean," Mss WIlson said. "I don't know. M. Lively, are you still with us?"
"l believe | am | hope, | hope," said the voice of the man with the white beard. "But | don't

see why that thing couldn’t have been conducted a little | ess actively."

Doc Savage went into the passage, and felt of Monk’s wist. Mnk was breathing. Doc |ocated the
man he had knocked sensel ess.

The unconsci ous nman seened to be the sole result of their raid. Doc gave hi manother rap on the
jaw to insure his remaining unconsci ous.

Goi ng on deck, Doc found Johnny intact. The bronze man went to the rail, said, "Ham Renny, Long
TonP"

"Throw us a rope," Long Tonis voice call ed.

"Throw t hem an anchor," Johnny suggested, so irritated he used small words. "They |let those guys



get away."

"I don't think that's funny," Long Tomclinbed the rope Doc dropped to him "I don't think it's a
bit funny. You know what happened? They had a bi g machine gun on a speedboat. They turned a
searchlight on us, and began shooting."

Renny clinbed on deck in tinme to add, "And we had to junp out of our boat, or get shot to pieces.
We had to turn into submarines. It's lucky they didn't have depth bonbs. They had every other kind

of weapon."

Ham was the | ast to clanber on deck and stand dripping. Hs natty clothes were a ness. He had
lost his sword-cane. H's hunor was bad. He said, "I haven't a thing to say."

Doc Savage gave thema terse summary of what had happened on the boat. "I do not think Mnk is

damaged badly," he said, "and we secured one prisoner."

"One prisoner, eh?" Hamthrust out his jaw "Fine. Wt can try that new truth serumon him"

"Just a nonment before we go bel ow decks,"” Doc said. "There are two peopl e down there. A Mss
WIlson and a M. Lively. | do not know a thing about them except that they have plenty of courage.
The way they reacted to that fight, | think they are people who are accustoned to danger."

The bronze man turned his head. "Soneone is com ng on shore," he added.

It proved to be soneone fromthe nei ghborhood who was understandably curious about the noise of a
few m nutes ago.

Renny said, "I'Il take care of this."

"What's going on here?" the newconer asked. "Wat happened?”

"Some practical joker," said Renny, "set off a string of firecrackers. It was a gag."

Rather to their surprise, the newconmer swallowed this as a fact. He went away, saying, "Well,
then, | won't call the police."

"l guess it was such an uproar,"” Renny chuckled, "that he don’t think it could be anything but a
gag. "

They coul d hear the man at the shore end of the wharf, telling sonmeone that it had just been a
bunch of crazy yachtsmen carrying on. So it was all right.

They went bel ow. Myving down the passage, Ham got a glinpse of Mss WIson.

"Brot hers," Ham whi spered. "Mnk can have his Hester. I'Il take Mss WIlson."

M SS WLSON told her story. She told it dermurely with gentle little mannerisms, in a voice which
would nelt butter, and with conplete clarity. Her manners were perfect.

She was English, and she had cone to Anerica with sonme refugee children, as governess and

conpani on during the trip. That had been sonme tine ago. She had not gone back to Engl and because it
was too dangerous, and she was afraid of the horrid old war, and anyhow, in England, she woul d be
just another mouth to feed. She had saved a little noney, and she was touring the United States in a
nodest way.

She had nmet M. Lively, Mss Wlson said, at a tea for the benefit of English refugees. M.

Lively was an Englishman, or rather a Wel shman. This boat, the Osprey, was M. Lively's yacht. M.
Lively liked his boat a |ot, and he had been very anxious to showit to Mss Wlson. In turn, Mss
Wl son had been interested in M. Lively because she thought it was a shanme that a Britisher would
dawdl e on his yacht while his native land was in such a sad plight. Mss WIson had thought she
would like to reformM. Lively. M. Lively had told her he did not want to go back hone and get in
trouble, wars and things, because he would have to be very active, and he preferred not being very
active.

"Definitely," said M. Lively to this. "Oh, very definitely."

So it seenmed that Mss WIlson canme down with M. Lively to |ook at the yacht OCsprey, and they no
nore than got aboard than four uncouth fellows with pistols waylaid them held themin the cabin,
and waited for Doc Savage to appear.

"I amconpletely bew |ldered," said Mss WIlson. "The four men were interested in dogs which kept
barking at the boat. They seened to think that would mean that you would cone, M. Savage." She
shook her head. "I don’'t know the |east thing about this nystery." She turned to M. Lively. "Do you
know anyt hi ng, M. Lively?"

"Not hing," said M. Lively. "Absolutely nothing."

Up to this point, Mss WIlson had been the utter little lady. Now there was a slight change. She
stood up and wal ked over to M. Lively.

"You dammed hyena!" she yelled at M. Lively. "O all the rat-faced buns | ever net, you take the
fur-lined cake. You dirty lunk, the hell with you! And for getting ne in this mess, take this!"
She did several things to M. Lively.

Several seconds later, M. Lively cane to hinself. He was sitting on the floor. "Wat happened to
me?" he nunbl ed.

"She stuck two fingers in your eyes," Renny informed him "Then she kicked your shins, and then
she parked as pretty a haymaker as | ever saw on your Kkisser."

"Ch," said M. Lively weakly. "Indeed!"

"I amsorry," Mss WIlson said. "Wen excitenent gets too strong for ne, | seemto becone an
entirely different kind of a person. An . . . er . . . rather uncouth person. It is a very peculiar



t hi ng about me."

By this time, Mnk Muyfair had cone out of the fog. Consciousness conpletely returned to him he
had remained flat on the floor, his eyes open, getting a full nmental grasp of the situation. And it
had dawned on himthat the worst possible thing that could occur, fromhis viewoint, had happened
to him He had missed a fight, or nobst of one.

"l never got to hit a lick," Mnk said. He groaned. "I could of had nore fun with Hester."

M SS WLSON, not knowi ng the sort of a character Monk was, got the wong idea.

"Poor fellow, he's still dazed," she said.

"He's that way all the tine," Haminformed her.

"Ch, yeah?" Monk said.

Bi g-fisted Renny Renwi ck brought a short Iength of rope fromdeck. He used this to tie the
unconsci ous man. This fellow, Renny pointed out, was undoubtedly one of the trio who had staged the
shooting affray in the hotel |obby.

Wiile Renny was pulling the knots tight, the fellow regained his senses.

"That’'s fine," Renny runbled. "Now you can answer a |lot of questions for us."

"Nei "

the man said. "Gaa vaek!"

Renny turned his head. "Doc, what |anguage is that?"

"One of the Scandinavi an tongues," Doc said.

Renny gave the nman a belt with his fist. "You want to speak English?" he asked. "Or you want to
get along wi thout your teeth?"

The man not only spoke English. He could turn it to sulphur. He said things that nade M ss
Wlson's best efforts look like buttercups in a barnyard. And he wouldn’t talk, he said.

Renny put the heel of a shoe in the man’s nouth. "I better gag you," said the big-fisted

engi neer. "Such | anguage! Holy cow "

Doc Savage renmarked that it mght be a good idea if they went on deck and did their talking, in
view of the fact that their foes might conceivably return with reinforcenents.

"Ham you stay here and watch the prisoner," Doc said.

"Uh- huh," Ham said, not caring for the job, because he was beginning to approve of Mss Wlson's
| ooks, if not her |anguage, and he woul d have preferred to be with her.

They went on deck. Peace had returned to the night. The Negroes were singing again. Ham renai ned
bel ow decks with the captive. M. Lively yawned and col | apsed | anguidly on a deck chair. "Deuced
inconvenience, all this activity," he said.

"M. Lively," Doc Savage said, "have you any idea as to what this m ght be about?"

"Well, no-o0-0," M. Lively said. "That is, there is one small point | haven't mentioned. For two
days, | got the idea some nen have been watching nme."

"Two days," Renny interposed. "That's how | ong they’ ve been shadow ng us."

Doc asked, "What did you do about it, M. Lively?"

"Wy, nothing," said the unlively M. Lively. "It was too rmuch work."

M ss WIlson eyed himdisgustedly. "I tell you," she said, "he's so lazy his heart only beats once
every five mnutes."

"It does a bit better than that whenever | |ook at you, ny dear," said M. Lively gallantly.

M ss Wl son sniffed.

Sounds canme up from bel ow. Mnk | eaned over the conpani onway, called, "Everything all right?"
"What you hear," Ham called back, "is just this prisoner trying to swear around his gag. He's the
first guy | ever saw who could nmeke gruntings and buzzings sound like profanity."

MR LIVELY began to show faint signs of |life. He blinked lazily at Johnny Littlejohn.

"Beg pardon," M. Lively said, "but by any chance are you WIliam Harper Littlejohn, the

geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st ?"

"Yes, that is right," Johnny adm tted.

"Well, | say, now" M. Lively spruced up. "That is a marvel ous thing. You know, |’'ve always
wanted to nmeet you. You see, |'’ma dabbler in geology nyself, in ny livelier nonments, which |11
adnmt are as few as | can manage."

"I's that so?" said Johnny.

"I ndeed, indeed," said M. Lively. "I particularly admred your inprovenent on the Sorby nethod
of making thin sections of rock suitable for the m croscope.”

Johnny began to show interest.

"And | was nuch inpressed by your book on novenents with a horizontal conponent, involving sone
of the nost difficult problens of npdern geol ogy," added M. Lively.

Johnny smled. "Well, well, I'lIl be superanal gamated!" he said. "So you are a geol ogist!"
M. Lively | ooked at Johnny reverently.
"Only a mere tyro, a beginner, in know edge," he said. "Conpared to you, | have done nothing at

all worth mentioning."
Johnny started.



"Wait a minute," he said. "There is a book on stratigraphy that was published shortly before the
war . "

"I wote it," M. Lively confessed.

"Well, it was a good book," said Johnny.

M. Lively did everything but purr.

"Coming fromyou, M. Littlejohn, that is high praise indeed," he said. "Because there is no
question but that you are the world' s greatest expert on stratigraphy."”

"Now, now," said Johnny. "There are people who know nore about it than | do."

"Modest," said M. Lively, "but not true."

M ss WIson showed sonme inclination to nake anends toward M. Lively. "So you're a geol ogist,"
she said. "Well, | didn't suppose you were anything, as nmuch as you hate to nove around. Maybe | was
a bit hasty in telling you what | thought of you."

Doc Savage had taken no part in the conversation. The bronze man ordinarily did not talk nuch. He
was a better listener. However, when he was in a group, there was so nmuch power about his
personality that he was a very-nuch-felt presence, whether he had the floor or not.

Now Doc spoke. He said, "M. Lively, the fact that nen have been shadowi ng you for the last two
days makes it appear that you may be in danger. Moreover, both you and Mss WIson can identify
those three fellows, so you may be in danger because of that as well."

"What do you suggest, M. Savage?" asked M. Lively.

"That we take precautions."

"How would it be," suggested M. Lively, "if you put one or nore of your men with us as a
bodyguar d?"

"That m ght be a good idea," Doc said.

"Could | have M. Littlejohn?" asked M. Lively. "You see, | adnmire his geological ability
greatly. | believe we woul d have sonething in common, and be less likely to grate on each other’s
nerves."

Monk said, "He hasn't started using his words on you yet."

Neverthel ess, it seened satisfactory with everyone that Johnny shoul d serve as bodyguard to M.
Lively and Mss WI son.

Doc said, "The rest of us will stay here and see what |uck we can have giving truth serumto our
prisoner."

M ss WIlson said, "Ch, | forgot ny coat. |I'll have to go down to the cabin and get it. No, don't
mnd comng with me. | can find it nyself."

The young wonman went bel ow decks. She was gone sone tine, so long that Mnk | eaned over and
called, "Mss WIlson, can’t you find your coat?"

"Com ng." Shortly she appeared on deck. "I was saying a word to M. Ham Brooks," she said. "A
nost interesting and |ikable gentlenman."

Monk snort ed.

Doc Savage went with Johnny, Mss Wlson and M. Lively to a car which M. Lively said was his.
It was a dashing sports roadster, the color of a freshly bathed canary.

Doc said, "Just a nonent." He lifted the hood of the car, |ooked at the nechanism He attached a
smal |l box of a device to one of the ignition wires. The others did not see himdo this. He repl aced
the hood. "No bonbs," he said. "There was just a chance."

M. Lively was denpnstrating the gadgets on the dashboard. "Built for confort," he said. "This is
the radio."” He switched on the radio: it warmed up; a series of |oud popping noises cane out of it.
"Seenms to be out of order. He switched off the radio.

Doc wat ched them di sappear up the street. M. Lively was driving, and Johnny rode on the outside,
with Mss Wlson in the mddle.

DOC SAVAGE went back and joi ned Renny, Mnk and Long Tom on the deck of the bugeye.

"Doc, you know sonething," Mnk said. "That M. Lively was an awful slick talker."

"He shoul d be," Doc Savage said. "He is one of the greatest geologists in the British Enpire."
"Ch, was that straight stuff?"

"I heard himlecture once at a geol ogi cal society," Doc said. "He is unquestionably M. Elvo
Sinclair Lively, a very great geol ogist."

"A better geol ogist than Johnny?" Mnk asked.

"There probably is no greater geologist in the world than Johnny," Doc Savage said quietly. "In
certain specialized |ines of know edge concerning subterranean earth strata, Johnny is probably a
century ahead of his time. If you could inagine a man living a hundred years ago and know ng all
about nodern radi o, that woul d be equivalent to the position Johnny occupies in geol ogy."

Renny suggested, "What do you say we go down and get the prisoner? Mght as well pop that truth
serumto him and learn what this is all about."

They descended to the cabin where they had | eft Ham guardi ng the prisoner.

There was a form bunched up on the floor, knotted with ropes, gagged.

"Where' s Han?" Monk renarked.

The figure on the floor made honki ng nasal noises. Renny went over and bent down.



"Holy cow " Renny expl oded.

"What is wrong?" Long Tom asked.

"This is Ham"

More light fromthe ceiling fixture showed it was Ham O the prisoner, there was no sign. They
untied Ham

"That Mss Wlson!" Hamyelled. "She hit nme over the head, tied me up and gagged ne. She turned
the prisoner | oose and he clinbed out through the porthole."

"Mss WIlson let the prisoner |oose!" Mnk expl oded.

"That’s what |'mtelling you."

"Then maybe it’'s not too late to catch the fellow swimring around in the bay!" Mnk yell ed.
During the next twenty minutes, they gave the water front a thorough search with flashlights and
boats, but without success. The ex-captive had made good his departure. They returned to the bugeye,
and were searching the craft when there was an interruption.

A portly gentleman stepped aboard. He was dignified, very well dressed. He turned on the deck
lights. He adjusted rimess spectacles and stared at them

"l demand to know who you fellows are," he said sharply.

"You sound," Mdnk said, "like you owned this boat."
"l do!" said the portly gentl eman.
"You— Monk swal | owed. "I don't get it."

"I am W1 bur Sm th-Stanhope," said the man. "This happens to be ny vessel."

Monk said, "But a M. Lively just got through telling us he owned the boat."

"I never heard of any M. Lively," snapped Smth-Stanhope. "I do not know the gentleman."

"Can you prove you own this hooker?"

"I certainly can," said Smth-Stanhope. "Just acconpany ne to the cabin, and I will show you the
ship’'s papers."

Doc Savage put in quietly, "That is not necessary. A nman naned Snmith-Stanhope does own this

boat . "

They stared at the bronze man.

"When did you find that out, Doc?" Renny asked.

"As a matter of fact," Doc Savage said, "it was before we encountered the four nmen in the cabin.
It was when | was searching the forward part of the vessel."

"Then Mss Wlson and M. Lively lied to us!" Renny bellowed. "Holy cowl And Johnny is with them
and he doesn’t suspect anything. No telling what Johnny will get into!"

"Johnny," Doc Savage said, "can take care of hinmself." He added grimy, "Let us hope."

"But why did you |let Johnny go with then?" Renny asked.

"There happens to be a very good reason," Doc said.

CHAPTER V. "PROTECTI ON' FOR JOHNNY

JOHNNY LI TTLEJOHN was enj oying the leisurely drive upon which M. Lively was taking him They had
passed through the old section of Charleston, the part of town where there were overhanging

bal coni es and pl easant, nellow narrow streets. They had crossed a bridge.

"I have a little place rented down toward Magnolia Gardens," explained M. Lively.

M. Lively was a careful driver, and he believed in taking his tine. He seemed proud, judging
fromthe few words he said, to be with Johnny, because of the latter’s repute as a geologist. "I am
deeply honored," he said.

Any man likes to feel that his presence honors another man, and Johnny was no exception, although
he was a nodest man.

Furthernore, Mss WIlson had devel oped into a | ovely conversationalist. She was not using any
back-al l ey words. She spoke a little of England, of her life there, which had been a nodest one, the
way she told it. She rather gave the idea that she liked Anerica, and was contenplating settling
down there. That was nice to hear, too, because a man could not help feeling that the United States
could do with a few nore girls as beautiful as Mss WIson.

Al t oget her, Johnny had a swell trip.

It was not so honeyed when they reached a rather shabby cottage which sat back fromthe road in a
growt h of vegetation that was alnmost a tropical jungle.

"This is ny little place," said M. Lively. "W are here, Mss Wlson."

"Yes, we are here," said Mss WIson.

M ss WIlson took a small pistol out of a side pocket—t enbarrassed Johnny, because she | eaned
across him and her hair was fragrant against his nostrils, causing himto think that he would Iike
to bite one of Mss Wlson's little shell-pink ears, while she was getting the pistol—-and she janmed
the gun in Johnny's ribs.

"1"11 be superamal gamated!" Johnny sai d.

"You will be saturated with | ead, you big-worded string of bones," said Mss Wlson, "if you as
much as bat one damm eye at ne!"
"What —

"Button that |ip, you bean pole," said Mss WIlson, "and get the hell out of this car!"



M ss WIlson was back in form

Johnny alighted, and submtted to having his wists tied with M. Lively's necktie. M. Lively

did the tying, taking his lazy time, and doing a very thorough job of it. The necktie was so tough
that Johnny could not break it

"We are really doing you a favor," said M. Lively

"Yes, | see," Johnny said sarcastically.
"This is a favor, really,"” insisted M. Lively
"Ch, sure."

"W are protecting you."

"You are what?"

"Protecting you. We really are."

Johnny demanded, "Do you think you can suck me in with any kind of a story you tell me?" He was
agitated enough that he was using small words exclusively.

"You do not understand," said M. Lively. "Wy do you think those men were shadowi ng you the | ast
two days?"

"They didn't shadow ne al one," Johnny pointed out. "They were trailing Doc and the rest of us as
wel | . "

"They were only interested in you."

"Me? Why?"

"Because"—a trace of genuine reverence crept into M. Lively's voice—you are the greatest living
geol ogi st. "

"That doesn’t make sense.”

"They were getting ready to seize you. When your friend dropped those Iight bul bs over the

bal cony railing in the hotel, it upset their plans. They were nervous and foolish enough to start
shooting and gi ve thensel ves away."

Johnny dermanded, "What were these fellows going to do with nme after they got nme?"

"They intended to use you."

"Doc Savage’'s profession is righting wongs and sort of taking care of fellows the law can't seem
to touch," said Johnny. "Wuld that have anything to do with this?"

"Not hi ng whatever," said M. Lively. "They wanted you because you are the greatest |iving
geol ogi st. "

Johnny eyed the gun which Mss WIson was holding. "What is the idea of your grabbing ne?"

"We're protecting you," explained M. Lively. "You see, it is to our interest that you do not
hel p those fellows."

"If you think 1'd help them" said Johnny, "you' re crazy."

"They would force you. You don’'t know them They are not only desperate—they are about as clever
a gang of rogues as this century has seen."

A man cane out of the shadows and said, "I think this palaver has gone far enough." He showed
themthe cylindrical snout of an automatic shotgun which had the barrel sawed off close to the
magazi ne. "You know what this is?" he asked

There was |ight enough to show what the gun was, and to reveal that the man was tall, although
not nearly as tall as Johnny, and clad in a dark business suit, the knees and el bows of which were
sonewhat nuddy, as if he had been crawling on the swanpy earth. H's face was shadowed.

"Drop the gun, ny dear," he told Mss WIson.

"Wy, you bl ankety-blank ape!" said Mss WIlson. "Not by a dammed sight | won' t—=

The man said, "One of these shotgun shells would nake quite a change in your face."

He stepped a little closer as he spoke. His voice was like a dog with a bone. They got a | ook at
his face. They would have felt nore easy if the face had remai ned shadowed. An utterly ugly face
Not ugly the way Monk, for instance, was ugly. Vicious. Mss Wlson let go her little pistol
"This," said M. Lively dryly, "is your new enpl oyer."

"l don’t want the job," Johnny said

The unpl easant man was not di sturbed

"We did not suppose you would," he said. "But it doesn’'t bother us." He addressed the adjoining
bushes, "Cone on out, you fell ows—

The shrubbery began di sgorgi ng nmen. Johnny counted to seven, then lost track. There nust have
been at |east a dozen, maybe nore, back in the darkness. The unpl easant nman, seeing Johnny's
expression, said, "You see, we are not taking any chances. W know what we're doing."

"You don’t know what you’re bucki ng when you tackle Doc Savage," Johnny said grimy

"Ch, but we do. If we had been able to work it the way we first planned, Savage woul d never have
suspected anything. W were going to grab you, then make it look like you decided to go to the
bedsi de of your ill Uncle Ned."

Johnny stared at him "You know | have an Uncle Ned, and he’s ill!" he exclainmed. "How d you find
that out?"

"I nvestigation," the man said dryly. "W were very careful. W’'d better be, don't you think?"
Then he grinned at Johnny. "You don’t know how nuch is at stake, do you?"

"l have no idea what’'s behind this nmess,"” Johnny adnitted



"That’s swell," the man said.
There was the sound of a car on the road, a nmachine traveling fast. The autonobile turned into
the side road, approached boldly, and stopped. A man got out—the prisoner who had been on the
bugeye. Not knowi ng the fell ow had escaped, Johnny gaped at him
The escaped prisoner fromthe bugeye | ooked at Mss WIlson. He said, "Wll, | nade it. And thanks
for turning nme | oose."
M ss WIlson had nade a frantic gesture for himto keep silent, but he hadn't noticed. "You
knot headed nitwit!" said Mss WIson.
M. Lively's eyes were on Mss Wlson. M. Lively' s face becane pale, and his lips noved several
tinmes without sound. Finally he said, "You . . . you—why, | never dreaned!"
"Well, you know it now," Mss WIson said. She went over angrily and kicked the late prisoner’s
shins, jerked his hat over his eyes, then picked up a stick and broke it over his head. "You dunb
bunny!" she said.
"You're working with them"™ M. Lively told her. It was a statenent now, not a question.
"Yes, you fool," said Mss Wlson. "You finally found it out."
Wth fluttering gestures, M. Lively's hands went to his face, which seened to grow whiter. "I

I think I’"’mgoing to faint," he said weakly. The next instant, he collapsed onto the ground.
M ss W son began | aughing tremendously. The others began | aughing, too.
The | aughter stopped when M. Lively suddenly shot into the bushes, vanishing into the darkness.
One nonment he was there. The next, he was gone like a nouse into a hole.

FORTY-FI VE minutes |ater, Johnny was | oaded into a car. Mss WIson entered the machine. The

vi ci ous- 1 ooki ng | eader also clinbed in. H s nood was not pleasant. Al of them in fact, were
worri ed.

"So you didn't catch M. Lively," Johnny said.

"Shut up!" snarled the |eader. He said to one of his nen, "Gag this long string bean!"

Johnny was gagged, and the car set out. Two nore machines carrying the rest of the gang—the cars
had been conceal ed behind the ranmshackl e house—fol | owed cl ose behind. Al the vehicles travel ed
fast. They had left M. Lively's car behind.

Ful 'y an hour later, the caval cade pulled up near a country crossroads where there was an open
filling station.

"I"lIl tel ephone for orders," the |eader said.

He was not gone |long. He cane back at a hurried trot. "Get going," he ordered. He scow ed at
Johnny. "W got our orders," he said. "This isn't going to be very funny for you."

CHAPTER VI. THE NO SE

THE ponpous gentleman with the rinl ess spectacles, WIbur Snith-Stanhope, had not |eft nuch

chance for doubt in the m nds of Doc Savage and the others about his owning the bugeye schooner
naned the Gsprey. Smith-Stanhope had a habit of taking off his glasses—they pinched onto the bridge
of his nose—and shaki ng them as he spoke, and he said his words as enphatically as if he might be
driving nails. He had insisted on their going down into the cabin of the bugeye, and | ooking at the
ship’s papers; further than that, he had shown them photographs of hinmself and friends on the boat,
a newspaper clipping which was dated, froma M am paper, and which showed a picture of

Smi t h- St anhope on board the GCsprey.

According to the newspaper clipping, Shmith-Stanhope was a retired Wall Street stockbroker—ene of
the few who were smart enough to retire before the big pre-depression stock crash, the article
added—who was spending his time cruising around the seven seas on his bugeye yacht, the Csprey. As a
hobby, he experinmented with short-wave radio.

"Are you a geol ogi st?" Doc Savage asked him

"Certainly not," said Smith-Stanhope, driving nails with his words. "Wuat gave you that idea?"

Doc Savage said, "W regret disturbing your boat, but under the circunstances we could not avoid
it. W were decoyed down here by sone people who, for sone reason or other, are neking trouble."

"l do not understand why they picked ny boat," said Snmth-Stanhope.

Doc Savage made no comment. He indicated to his nmen that it was tinme they were leaving. In a

cl ose group, they went on deck, noved al ong the wharf, and prepared to clinb into their cars. The
machi nes, two of them were rented, and of a type having high speed and stam na.

Entering the cars, after first inspecting themfor attached expl osives, they started the notors.
Smi t h- St anhope cane running to them

"Wait!" he called. "Stop, please."

Doc halted his car. "Wl Il?" he said.

Smi t h- St anhope took off his glasses, put themon again nervously, and showed other signs of being
perturbed. "I . . . er . . . | find this hard to say," he said.

"Hurry it up," Doc Savage said shortly.

"Was—you say one of the people on ny boat was a wonman?"

"Yes."

Smi t h- St anhope gave nore synptons of being disturbed. "WIIl . . . will you cone back to the



boat ?" he requested. "I want to . . . to show you a picture."

Doc Savage studied the man closely, then got out of the car. The others followed, and they
returned to the bugeye, trailing Smth-Stanhope below to the owner’s cabin. Curious, they watched
Smi t h- St anhope begi n searching his desk, |ockers and a bookcase. He explained that it was a
phot ograph al bum he was | ooking for. And the book he finally took down—he had hunted fully five
m nut es—was an al bum of the ol d-fashioned famly type. He turned to a picture

"I's this the girl?" he asked

Doc exam ned t he phot ograph

It was an excellent |ikeness of the unusual Mss WIson.

"Yes," Doc said

Smi t h- St anhope went white

"l was afraid so," he said. "I got to thinking after you gentlenen left. That explains how they
happened to sel ect nmy boat. That picture was taken several years ago."

"Who is she?" Doc asked

"A niece of mne," said Snmith-Stanhope. "Her name is not Wlson. It is Ethel Stanhope. Ten years
ago, she gave ne that picture.”

"Was she born in Engl and?"

"No. In Kentucky."

"What el se do you know about her?"

"Not hi ng whatever," said Smth-Stanhope grimy. "I have not seen the young hell-raiser in five
years. She always was a strange one, and | knew she would cone to no good end."

DOC SAVAGE and his associates rode toward their hotel. They had | eft Snith-Stanhope on his boat
sitting in the cabin, head in hands, on account of Ethel Stanhope, alias Mss WIson, whomhe called
the femal e black sheep of his famly

"l feel kinda sorry for the guy," Mink said. "He's such a stuffed shirt that sonmething like this
must hurt him"

"l don't know about Smth-Stanhope," Hamsaid. "I'mnot sure | trust him"

"A guy like you," said Mnk, "would | ook for bones in aninmal crackers. He's all right."

"You' re as inpressionable as you | ook, you hairy error!"

From t hi s begi nning, Monk and Ham managed to get a quarrel started. It was well warned up by the
tinme they reached their hotel

Doc Savage noted at once that there was no sign of a report fromJohnny Littlejohn. The bronze

man got on the tel ephone and checked with the operator, but she inforned himthat no one had left a
message. Not hi ng from Johnny.

The bronze man went into his room canme back bearing a small netal case

He beckoned at Long Tom Roberts

"The rest of you stay here," Doc said. "You mght as well get sone sleep, or do whatever you want
to do. Long Tomand | can do what needs to be done."

Monk consulted his watch. "Say, the evening is still young. | believe I'Il |ook up Hester."
"Once she sees you, you won't get far with Hester," Ham said

Monk grinned. "You don’'t know me. Around the ladies, |I'mso dangerous that | oughta have a red
lantern.”

When Doc and Long Tomleft the hotel, Monk was on the tel ephone talking to Hester and telling her
how bored he had been because he couldn't be with her

ONCE in the car on the street, where no one was near, Doc Savage drew an object from his pocket

and showed it to Long Tom "Know what it is?" the bronze man asked

Exam ning the object, the electrical expert said, "It’'s one of those condensers they put on the
ignition of cars to cut out interference with the car radio. A rather large one, of course. This one
is even greasy and dirty. You nust have taken it off a car."

Doc said, "If it deceives you, it would deceive anyone. It is not a condenser. It is a radio
transmtter. Not a conventional type of transmtter—this one nerely puts out interference on a short
wave | ength."

Long Tom understood instantly

"Ch, so we can use a direction finder to spot a car with this fastened to its ignition," he said

"l see. We have been using an ordinary type of midget transmtter in a box for that purpose, but
anyone who searched his car could find such a gadget." He grinned at the device. "This thing is nuch
better."

Doc said, "Renenber when | |ooked under the hood of M. Lively's car, and nmade a renark about a
possi bl e bonb?"

"You attached one of these to his car!"

"Yes."

Long Tonmis grin widened. "Let's get the radio direction finder to working, then." And he added
grimy, "W know darned well there was sonething queer about that Mss WIson, and maybe M. Lively,
too. My guess is that Johnny may be in trouble."



Doc Savage nodded.

"But first," said the bronze nan, "we are going to pay that bugeye schooner another visit."

"You nean to see Smth-Stanhope?"

"The last thing we want to do," Doc said, "is see Smth-Stanhope."

"l don’t understand."

Long Tom did not open the subject again, but it was not because he had no curiosity. His

curiosity took a | eap, because of what he knew of Doc Savage’'s snmall, peculiar traits.

The bronze man had a habit, with which Long Tomwas quite famliar, of not seem ng to hear
questions which he did not wish to answer. It was a trait of the bronze man to talk very little,
particularly when he was in a group, and the things about which he spoke the | east were those about
whi ch he was not entirely certain, but which mght be inportant. So, when Doc seened not to hear a
question, it was a fair guess that the query concerned sonmething vital.

Long Tomwas still puzzled after Doc Savage conpleted his visit to Smth-Stanhope’ s bugeye, the
Csprey. The bronze man went alone, and silently. He returned the same way. He sinply di sappeared
fromthe darkness beside the car, and after about ten m nutes, he appeared there again.

Doc showed Long Tom a picture.

It was the photograph of Mss WIson which had been in Smith-Stanhope’s famly al bum

Doc said, "If ever an effort should be nade to take this fromme, do what you can to prevent it.
"Why?" asked Long Tom

Agai n Doc Savage appeared not to hear a question. Long Tom subsided. The picture was inportant,
evidently. But he could not see why.

"

"But he said Mss WIson, his niece, gave himthat picture ten years ago," Long Tomsaid. "It is
of no val ue now. "
Doc still said nothing. He got out the portable radio direction finder. It was contained in the

metal case which he had brought with himfromhis hotel room

TRACING a radio transnmitter by use of a direction finder is ordinarily a sketchy proposition.

First, there are always two bearings, and without a cross-bearing it is difficult to tell at which
end of a straight-line directional bearing the transmtter lies. Doc’s new gadget did not renedy
this problem They took a bearing, then drove several mles, and took another, a cross-bearing. This
indicated the little condenser-transnmitter—t gave out a sound resenbling static—was to the south.
But the second difficulty of radio direction |ocating, Doc’s gadget had overcone to a great

extent. This is the problemof telling just how close the direction finder is to the transmtter.
Doc’ s device gave out a nmuch weaker signal on a slightly different wave length, this latter signal
bei ng receivable less than half a mle away. Therefore, when they picked up the second signal, they
knew they were very close to M. Lively's car.

They managed to park their car anmong hushes, conceal ed. They went on afoot. They found M.

Lively’s ranshackl e cabin, and his car.

They did this very silently, which was fortunate, because M. Lively shortly wal ked out of the
swanpy jungl e.

M. Lively did not see them

He was a mess. Miuck covered himfromhead to foot, and he had | ost nobst of his shirt, one | eg out

of his trousers, and had nmade a crude bandage for a scratch on his forehead with his handkerchi ef.
He was al so a scared ness. He crept |ike a dog skul king alleys, and Doc Savage’s highly devel oped
sense of hearing barely |located him

M. Lively sprang into his car. He left very fast.

Long Tom was astounded. "I wonder if he saw us. He sure acted scared."

Doc did not think M. Lively had been aware of their presence. The fact that they could trail M.
Lively by use of the radio direction finder gave themplenty of tinme. Doc used a flashlight to

exam ne the vicinity.

Consi dering that he had not seen what happened when M. Lively and M ss WIson brought Johnny to
the place, the bronze man’s sign-readi ng was uncannily accurate.

"M. Lively and M ss WIson brought Johnny here and made hima prisoner," Doc said. "Here are the
mar ks where they nade Johnny lie down to tie him and traces of the rope around Johnny's ankl es show
here in the soft earth. Following that, a nunber of nmen, at |east a dozen, appeared. Evidently they
were enenies, because M. Lively fled. He did it with a trick. He fell down here, possibly faking a
fainting spell, which gave hima chance to dive under these thorn bushes, and escape. He had to get
down very low to get under the thorns, and a fainting spell was a |ogical ruse. Then the men took
Johnny and M ss Wlson away in three cars. One of the cars had arrived after the excitenent, the
tire prints show, and the driver was the prisoner who got away fromus, thanks to Mss WIson, on

t he bugeye. He was wearing a shoe with a torn sole, and the prints here are of such a shoe."

Long Tom swal | owed. Personally, he had not been able to nake head or tail of the footprints.

"WAs Mss WIlson a prisoner, too?" he asked.
"There is no sign of her putting up a struggle,
"We might as well follow M. Lively," he added.

Doc said. He noved toward their conceal ed car.



MJUCH of the country around Charleston is |low and. Al nost tidal |ow and, with extensive islands
that are a part of the marsh country except for the creeks, sone of thembrackish with salt sea
wat er shoved in by the tides. Spots so isolated that until recent years the natives sel domgot as
far as even nearby Charl eston, and even today speak a |ocal dial ect conposed of English and Cull ah,
whi ch is hardly understandabl e to a Yankee.

The creek was wide. At this point, it was straight as a string for at least half a mle. There
was tall shrubbery on the banks.

M. Lively had parked his car in the bushes.

The plane was noored to the steep nud bank. It was a | ean, powerful ship, not an American pl ane.
The pilot was natty and uniformed. Hi s manners were alert. The naval salute he gave M. Lively
was snappy.

Doc Savage and Long Tomlay in the nearby weeds, and Long Tom touched the bronze man’s arm He
whi spered, "An English naval plane."

"Yes," Doc said

"And an English naval pilot," Long Tom added.

"Yes."

"Strange they' d be hiding out here," Long Tomsaid. "In fact, this whol e business is strange."
Doc Savage made no comment. M. Lively and the naval pilot were conferring. Their voices were not
I oud enough to carry. Then both turned and wal ked into the shrubbery. The npon was up, and gave
enough light to show what they were doing. They pulled | oose vines away froma pile of five-gallon
gasoline tins. They began refueling the plane.

Wor ki ng together, M. Lively and the naval pilot would each pick up a five-gallon can, carry
these to the plane, then assist each other in pouring the fuel into the tank.

"Long Tom" Doc said.

" Yes?"
"Go back to our car, and return to Charleston," Doc directed. "Round up our nen, and stand by the
radio. | will try to get orders to you later."

"What are you going to do?"

"Stow away on that plane."

Long Tom shivered. "Do you mind if | stick around until | see whether you nake a go of it or
not ?"

"That m ght be best," Doc said.

WATCHI NG from t he bank, Long Tom never was sure exactly when Doc Savage got aboard the plane.
Naturally it had to be during one of the trips which M. Lively and the naval pilot nade for
gasoline tins. But Long Tom was watching the plane with intent nervousness, and still he did not see
the bronze man get aboard.

Later, after the refueling was done, the plane took the air with M. Lively and the pilot inside.
The ship’s nmotor made a great roaring and the craft strung a thread of foam down the creek, a thread
that spread widely in the moonlight, then slowy disappeared. It was gone by the time the notor noan
was only an illusion in the night.

So unsure was Long Tomthat he shouted a question.

"Doc!" he called. "Didn't you nake it aboard?"

He got no answer.

CHAPTER VII. THE TERROR

DOC SAVAGE extricated hinself fromthe tail conpartnent of the plane—a niche that contained such
equi prent as a fol ding boat and energency rati ons—where he had been hiding. It was not a good spot
of conceal ment, but it was the best that offered, and M. Lively and the pilot had not |ooked into
it, having no reason to suspect a stowaway.

M. Lively and the pilot sat side by side. Doc got close behind them without trouble.

He said, "I hope there will be no difficulty."

They reacted in the fashion of nmen startled out of their wits, which was natural. The pil ot
grabbed for a gun. Doc twisted it out of his hand.

"No, lieutenant!" M. Lively ordered the pilot hastily.

The tight-1ipped, confused pilot nuttered, "Yes, your lordship."

Doc Savage said, "So you are a lord now. "

M. Lively did not answer for a noment. His thoughts seened to be an upheaval in his mnd, and he
was trying to straighten theminto a senbl ance of order, to pick a path of |evel-headed reason.

"I ammany things," M. Lively said finally. "Some of which will probably surprise you."
Sincerity had cone into the man’s voice. He had settled back lazily in his seat, and was rel axed,
| angui d, the way he had been on the Csprey. Apparently he knew definitely what he had to do.

"M . Savage," he added, "can you tell when a man is being entirely truthful."

"You nean that you are going to be truthful?"

"Exactly."

"Go ahead."



"You won’t believe ne?"
Doc Savage did not reply for a while. "On the contrary," he said at |ast

Smal | beads of perspiration had come onto M. Lively' s forehead. "I amglad," he said. "Very
glad. You see, | have bungled one of the nost inportant things in ny life."

"You nean that you bungl ed tonight?"

"Exactly." M. Lively nodded soberly. "I was never trusted with a nore vital, a nore inportant
m ssion, and | succeeded in nmessing it up thoroughly. You see, | should have told you the truth

then asked your help."

"Way didn't you?"

"Secrecy." M. Lively's voice was tight and earnest. "I was warned above all else to preserve
secrecy, no nmatter what the cost. There was to be no publicity whatever because—wel |l = He went
silent, the words apparently tied up in his throat

"No publicity? Wy?" Doc asked

The man stared up at Doc. "Can you imagine what it would be like if . . . if terror should seize
forty mllion people? O what might be worse, if these forty mllions, when they should be
terrified, should get the idea that their governnent was crazy, entirely mad—at a time when faith in
their government is nore inportant than it has ever been in history?"

Doc Savage studied the man’s face, seeking signs upon which to base a decision of truth or

fal sehood. In the end, when the bronze man knew that M. Lively was speaking truth, and noreover
realized just how inportant the matter nust be, an unusual thing happened. The bronze man nmade a
smal|l trilling sound, a tiny unconscious thing which he did in noments of nental excitenent, w thout
bei ng aware always that he was making the sound. The trilling neant, as it always did, that the
bronze man was deeply inpressed

"You make it sound serious," he said

"l do not know which would be worse," M. Lively said. "The terror, or the contenpt of those

peopl e for a governnment they would think was insane."

"You had better go into detail," Doc said
"l guess so." M. Lively noistened his lips. "But first, | would Ilike to have your prom se that
this whole matter will get no publicity. | know, of course, that the shooting in the hotel this

afternoon was in the newspapers. But | nean publicity beyond that."
"I'n what way?"
"You nust never tell the newspapers, or even your governnent, about this thing."

Doc Savage shook his head. "I will nake no such promise. | will prom se this: According to what
in ny judgnent is best, that will | do."

M. Lively | ooked away. The sea was far bel ow now, a bluish vastness in the noonlight, and there
were smal |, vague clouds around themlike cotton batting that had been picked apart by invisible

fingers. M. Lively took a deep breath and fixed his eyes on Doc

"That is good enough for nme," he said. "We will go back into the cabin and talk." After they had
noved away fromthe control conpartnment, M. Lively nodded in the pilot’s direction and said, "Even
he does not know what | amgoing to tell you. He is nmerely follow ng orders, as good navy nen do."
"l see," Doc said

"It is difficult to start telling about this thing," M. Lively nmuttered. "It is so fantastic."

He rubbed the side of his face slowy with a hand. "Wuld you believe that the homes, the careers
the famly ties, the very lives of forty mllion people could be nenaced by one single thing?"

"It seems a bit far-fetched,” Doc admitted

"Yes, it does. But nmy government is perfectly sure the nenace is genuine. That sounds as if ny
government m ght be crazy, doesn’'t it?"

"There are many peopl e who would think so."

M. Lively nodded. "I believe you see ny point about the necessity of avoiding publicity. This is
no tinme to have ny governnent |ooking foolish to its people. If we ever needed confidence, we need
it now "

"That is true."

"Well, | might as well start the story," M. Lively said. "I will begin by asking you if you
remenber Ingento Island, in the Pacific Ccean?"

"Whi ch I ngento Island?"

"I ngento Island—the one south of the Japanese-nandated group."

"The island that |ast summer— The bronze man was silent for a nonment. He nmade, very briefly, his
strange trilling sound. He was intensely disturbed. "What are you getting at?"

"What do you remenber about |ngento?" M. Lively asked grimy

"Last summer, the island di sappeared.”

"I ngento Island vani shed. That is what | mean, exactly."

Doc Savage studied the other. He could see that M. Lively's earnestness was conplete. He said
"The di sappearance of Ingento, which was a tiny island, got practically no attention in the
newspapers, due to the political uproar the world was in at the tinme. But scientists attributed the
di sappearance to a natural disturbance of the earth’s crust."

"There was nothing natural about it," said M. Lively



"What makes you so certain?"

"Suppose | was to tell you," M. Lively said, "that my governnent was notified three weeks in
advance that Ingento Island would vanish at a certain hour on a specified day."

"It would seem fantastic."

M. Lively showed his teeth fiercely.

"It was fantastic, quite," he assured the bronze man. "The crews of two English destroyers who
saw the island vanish thought it was quite fantastic. You see, ny governnent thought the thing was a
wi | d schene to decoy one of our country’s nerchant vessels to the vicinity so that an eneny raider
could sink it. So we sent two well-armed destroyers instead. But it turned out that the island
actual |y di sappeared, and on schedule."

Doc’s flake-gold eyes were fixed. "You seem conpl etely serious about this."

"l am | can assure you quite truthfully that the fate of many people is at stake."

"Just a nonent," Doc Savage said. "Does this plane have a radio?"

"A very good one," M. Lively replied.

"That is fortunate," Doc Savage said. "I will need it to get in touch with ny associates and

start themout trailing us."

CHAPTER VI I'| . HESTER

THREE of Doc Savage's associ ates—Ham Renny and Long Tom+had not spent a particularly pleasant
bal ance of the night. Long Tom had returned and told themof the fact that Johnny seened to be a
prisoner, and that Doc had stowed away in a naval plane carrying M. Lively and an English naval
pilot.

They sat in their hotel suite and kept the radio turned on. In order to make sure of not m ssing
any call that Doc m ght send over the air, Long Tomtel ephoned the coastguard stations nearby and
asked their operators to nonitor the wave bands Doc was nost |likely to use. But Doc Savage had not
r adi oed.

Another irritation was the fact that they had not been able to | ocate Monk. The honely cheni st,
with his hog, had gone out earlier in the evening to neet Hester. Having net Hester, Mnk seened to
be doing the town. They had tel ephoned several night spots, but it seened the honely chem st had
already made his visit.

Bearing down on their spirits particularly was concern over Johnny. Wat actually had happened to
the thin, |ong-worded geol ogi st? Wiere was he now? Was he in danger? Alive? It was not a pl easant
subj ect, and thinking about it did no good, as well they knew, but they could not keep it out of
their m nds.

Di scussing the situation did no good, either. They had tal ked over M. Lively, Mss WIson and
Smi t h- St anhope, without arriving at anything satisfactory. Long Tom had told them about the picture
whi ch Doc Savage had lifted from Smth-Stanhope’'s fam |y al bum the photograph of Mss WIson.

"l don't see why Doc considered that picture inportant,” Long Tomsaid. "But he did. And if you
ask me, that looks as if it mght involve Smth-Stanhope, in sonme way."

The tel ephone rang. Renny went to it, answered, spoke for a nonment, said, "Sure, come on up," and
put the receiver down.

"Speaki ng of the devil," Renny renarked.

"Sm t h- St anhope?"

"Downstairs." Renny nodded. "He is coming right up."

"y 2"

"l don’t know. He seened to have ants on his shirt tail."

The concern which Renny had detected in Smth-Stanhope’s voice was apparent on his face. He was
not ponpous. He was grimy determned, worried. He held his hat in his hands, entering.

"CGood evening," he said. "Or rather, good norning. | hope you won’t consider this an unwarranted
intrusion.” He took three quick steps into the room and turned slowy until he had faced each of
themin turn. "You see," he said, "I want to work with you."

Renny’'s long jaw fell. "Wich—you which?"

"It dawned on nme that | owe sonmething to ny poor sister," said Smth-Stanhope. "My sister—M ss
W1l son's nother, you know. | do not want her to suffer disgrace. Therefore | want to find Mss

W1 son and make her behave herself properly. That is the best way of avoiding disgrace."

Long Tom and Ham were favorably inpressed. They seened to think Smth-Stanhope’'s notives were

sound. To Renny, who had never had any famly ties worth mentioning, it appeared a bit thin.

Renny’'s idea was to tell Smith-Stanhope to go roll his hoop. Ham and Long Tom argued wi th him
gradual |y bringing himaround to a point where Renny at |east admitted that they might as well |eave
it up to Doc Savage, should the bronze nman ever comunicate with them

Deeply grateful even for that concession, Smth-Stanhope showed his good faith by telling thema
great deal about Mss WIson, the things she |iked—tennis, sw nmmng, boating—and the things which
she excelled at, one of these being marksmanshi p. She was an excel |l ent pistol shot.
"Monk hasn’t come back yet," Ham nuttered. "Maybe Hester is an expert pistol shot, too.

IT was a scandal ously | ate hour when Monk put in an appearance. The pig, Habeas Corpus, was



wearing a pink ribbon. The honely chem st hinself was grinning fromear to ear.

"Ch, boy!" he said.

"Li pstick and flypaper," said Hamsourly, "are a lot alike. They both catch anything that fools
around with ‘em"”

Monk, still wearing his grin, got out a handkerchi ef and w ped his cheek. He | ooked at the
handkerchief. "Hmmm" he said cheerfully.

Ham j erked the handkerchi ef out of Monk’s hand and | ooked at it.

"You four-flusher!" Hamsaid. "This isn't lipstick. It's red ink out of that trick two-color
fountain pen you carry"

"That's a lie!" Mnk yelled. "That ink |looks just like lipstick—+ mean, you can’t tell—=
Everyone burst into laughter. Even Snith-Stanhope pernmitted hinself a reserved snile.

Monk sank sheepishly into a chair. "On you guys, fooey!" he said.

"What happened when you met Hester?" Ham asked.

"Not hi ng, " Mnk sai d.

"Cone on, now. What happened?"

"Nothin'. | don’t wanna talk about it."

"You're so |low you could read dice fromthe bottom" Hamtold Mnk. "Wat went w ong?"

Monk was stubbornly silent.

"How di d Hester |ook? Was she one of those cute little things that ring bells?" Ham denmanded.
"You' Il never know the half of it, | hope," Mnk said gloonly.

"Did you make the big conquest you were going to?" Ham persi sted.

For sone reason or other, this last remark agitated Monk exceedingly. He junped up, yelled,
"Listen, you overdressed shyster |awer, you lay off me, see! Lay off, or I'Il smack you so flat you
could wear a silk hat and still wal k under a duck."

Monk was in a bad hunor, obviously. Ham was so pl eased at what had gone w ong—whatever it
was—that he had no intention of relenting.

Long Toni s excited bark—the electrical expert was riding the radio receiver—aas undoubtedly all
that prevented a major quarrel.

"Doc!" Long Tom shouted. "He's on the radio."

THE bronze man spoke in Mayan, using the radiotel ephone. H's words were conci se.

M. Lively, said Doc Savage, had told himthat Johnny Littlejohn had undoubtedly been taken to a
tiny coral atoll on the Bahama Bank not far from Bi mni.

Doc Savage and M. Lively were bound for an atoll about fifteen mles away, from which point they
intended to attenpt a rescue.

Doc said, "There is a great deal nore to this thing than we probably inmagined in our wldest
dreans. "

The bronze man’s next suggestion surprised them They were to go at once to the bugeye Osprey and
find Smth-Stanhope. They were to prevail upon himto take themon the boat to the island, where Doc
woul d neet them "If Smth-Stanhope does not want to take you," Doc said, "I suggest—

"Wait a minute, Doc," Long Tom put in. "Smith-Stanhope is here now. He just came. He wants us to
help himfind Mss WIlson, so he can get her back on the straight and narrow path."

They were still speaking in Mayan, so Smth-Stanhope had no idea that he was being di scussed.
"Ask him" Doc said, "if he will bring you over on his bugeye."

Long Tom put the question to Smth-Stanhope. The man nodded.

"And ask him" Doc added, "if he mnds getting rid of his regular crew Only you fell ows and
Smi t h- St anhope cone over on the boat."

Wien Long Tom asked Smith-Stanhope about that, the man licked his lips. Then he said, "Yes, of
course. My crew are all away on vacation, or |eave, as seafaring men call it, at the present tinmne.
The matter will be sinple.”

"Yes, Doc, he says he will do it," Long Tomtold the bronze man.

"Good. Get going at once. Do not tell Smth-Stanhope the |ocation of the island. Do not tell
anyone. And do not sail a direct course.”

"l get you," said Long Tom "Make it look |ike we're going sonewhere else."

"Right."

"In this boat, it will take a couple of days to get down there," Long Tom said. "Sail boats are
slow. Do you think Johnny will be safe?"

"Johnny," said Doc Savage, "will be safer as a prisoner than you fellows will be during your
trip."

"\Npy 2"

"Because Johnny happens to be the expert geologist he is," Doc said.

"Can you give ne sone idea what this is all about?"

"It would be better if we did not discuss it over the air, even in Mayan," explained the bronze
man. "We nmight be overheard by sonmeone who understands the tongue, and, slender as that possibility
is, we do not dare take that chance."

That ended the radi o communi cati on.



AN edged tension had been built up by the bronze man’s tone and words. They knew Doc quite well,
so that they were sure the nmystery in which they were involved was a big and vital thing.

The tension got a comedy break as they were |eaving the hotel.

She was bl onde. She cane running to Monk, threw her arms around the chemist’'s neck with a gl ad
giggle. "Ch, honey-doodle!" she cried.

Ham s eyes popped.

Not only was this a blonde; she was a cute blonde. Snall and trim |ike sonething to go on a
watch charm A bit rounded, it was true, but in the right places.

Li ke a bug’s ear, Ham thought. And Monk, the big dope, doesn't seemto like it.

Monk, in fact, was turning rainbow colors. He was al so struggling to get the blonde’s arns | oose.
Not succeeding in that, he began steering her away.

Casting a tortured glance over his shoul der, Mnk said, "Wait for me outside, you fellows."
Monk managed to steer the blonde into one of the parlors opening off the hotel |obby.

The others went outside and got in their parked cars. Al except Ham were amazed. Ham was
stupefied. A girl as pretty as that one, and Monk trying to escape! It was strange. It was downri ght
i mpossi ble, in fact.

When Monk joined them he was running. This was about five minutes later. Mnk |ooked as if the
wol ves were after him

He junped into the car. "Get going!" he gul ped.

Ham who was at the wheel, nade no nove to start the car. "Wat’s the hurry, honey-doodl e?" he
screaned.

"Get noving!" Mnk screaned.

The horely chemni st sounded |ike potential nurder, so Ham hastily meshed the gears. The car noved
down the street. Traces of dawn were streaking the sky.

"Monk, who was that?" Ham asked.

"Hester," Mnk nunbl ed.

"Ch," said Ham "Then that was |ipstick on your face."

"No, it wasn’t," Monk said.

"But | don't understand," Hamtold him "How you did it, | don't know, but you obviously made
progress with the young | ady."

"The progress you saw was what | made the first half-hour,"” Mnk said. "The rest of the tine, |
was trying to escape."

"What did you do with Hester?"

"l locked her in that parlor," Mnk confessed, "and ran."

"Wy honey-doodl e, you old neanie!"

"How woul d you like a wung neck?" Mnk yell ed.

THEY boarded the bugeye Csprey. No one said anything to Monk, because it was plain that he was in
a hunmor where conversation with himwas not safe.

A qui ck exam nation disclosed that anple stores were aboard the bugeye. And the fuel tanks were
full on the starboard side. It did not take long to rout out a marine attendant and get the other
fuel tank brimmng. They freshened the water supply. Renny, the engineer, took over managenent of
the engines. There were two of them both big Diesels, so that the boat was overpowered for a craft
of her type.

After they cast off fromthe dark dock, and headed down the channel, it devel oped that the GOsprey
was surprisingly fast, even without her sails. The tide was going out, and it bore them al ong as
smoothly as if they were on a magic carpet of velvet.

Long Tom and Ham t ook the covers off the sails. Mnk sulked for a while, then joined in the work.
But he did not say anyt hing.

"Honey-doodl e," Ham coul d not resist saying.

There was a sharp sound in the darkness. Ham bel | owed out angrily.

"He hit me!" Ham how ed.

"And next time I'Il walk on you, too," Mnk advised fiercely.

"Now, now, holy cow" said Renny placatingly. "This is nothing to get in such a stew about."

"A lot you know about it," Mnk said grimy. "That girl has decided to marry ne."

"How cone she decided that?"

"Well," Mnk confessed, "I proposed."

"Why’' d you do that, you fool ?"

"l always propose to ‘emat |east once the first half-hour,"” Mnk admitted. "It's part of ny
technique. Only | never got took up before."

Ham t hought it was so funny that he had to go aft to keep from being heard | aughing. He sat there
on the railing and shook with mrth.

They reached the sea. It was |like clinbing on the back of a green nonster, for there was quite a
swel |l running, and a whistling wind. The wind came down fromthe north and met the Gulf Stream which
was traveling to the north, and the result was a seaway of proportions.



M. Snmith-Stanhope took it on hinself to explain about the Gulf Stream

"You see," he said, "the tropical climate of the Gulf of Mexico warns this water, and there is a
great current which carries it north. Passing the Florida coast, the Gulf Streamtravels in a
channel no nore than fifty mles wide, but a mle deep. It travels at amazing speed, al nost as fast
as a man can run in spots. That great streamof warmwater flows north and across the Atlantic and
war s t he European coast and the islands of Ireland and England. Wthout the current, it is believed
that the climate of those countries would be as severe as that of Nova Scotia, or even southern

G eenl and. "

Long Tom got the idea the man was tal king to keep from asking questions. Smth-Stanhope was

puzzl ed. Long Tom had taken over the steering and navi gating.

"You might as well get sone sleep," Long Tom suggest ed.

"I will not be needed, you think?"

"Not likely," Long Tom said. "You see, Doc Savage has trailed M. Lively to the north, to a place
near Panmlico Sound, and we're going up there to meet him W will sail north, and follow the culf
Stream"

There was not a particle of truth in this, but Long Tomthought the prevarication was justified
under the circunstances.

"Very well," Smith-Stanhope said. "I will retire for the balance of the night. O norning, |
shoul d say."

He went bel ow decks.

The sun was coming up. The boat clinbed over big swells, and spray flew up fromthe bows with a
jewel ed display in the new sunlight, fell along the decks with the sounds of small animals running.
Long Tom prepared to give the order to set the sails and change course. It was his plan to follow
the edge of the @ulf Stream southward, keeping close inshore so that the current woul d not be so
strong agai nst them

But Smit h- St anhope cane rushing out on deck.

"My stateroom " he exploded. "She's there!"

"Who is in your stateroon?" Long Tom denmanded.

"That . . . that blonde person."

"You nmean Hester?"

"Yes," Smith-Stanhope gasped. "She is down there in nmy cabin. A stowaway!"

Long Tomturned to Ham "Ham" he said, "you better go tell honey-doodle that his fiancée is
aboard. "

"Not ne," Hamsaid flatly. "Send hima tel egram"

CHAPTER | X. THE PI LOT

DOC SAVAGE had sel ected wood which burned to a white ash, and he had coll ected the ashes

carefully. Now he spread the cover of the plane’s life raft out on the island sand. It was a dark
khaki col or. Doc rubbed ashes on the cloth of the life-raft cover, after first danpening it, until
he had changed the color to a dingy gray approxi mately the hue of the weathered coral sand. He
spread this cover over the dark metal of the engine exhaust stacks and the shining al um num of the
propel l er.

The bronze man went back to the fire. He extinguished it. He had burned the fire carefully, so

that its flame would not be visible for nmore than a few yards.

Returning to the plane again, Doc made sure beach sand had been sprinkled on top of the plane

wi ng thickly enough to make it blend, even froma height of a few hundred feet, with the surrounding
beach.

The pl ane had been backed up against the jungle. They had gotten tail assenbly, fuselage and one

wi ng under cover of the shrubbery. A few branches cut and placed over it had conpleted the

conceal ment. OQther branches thrust into the sand in front of the craft concealed it very thoroughly
from di scovery by any passing boat.

"l believe that will do the job," the bronze nman said.

"It should," agreed M. Lively lazily.

M. Lively had gone back to his lethargic manner. As he frankly expressed it, his dislike for
activity was intense, and that was no affectation.

The naval pilot stood nearby. He had asked no questions. He had followed all orders with crisp
alacrity. He was a | ean, dark young fellow with a cockney accent. H s reticence, the way he kept to
hi msel f, was al nbst unnatural .

Morni ng sun slanted glare and increasing heat across the island, flashed fromthe waves that

crawl ed in and burst with grunts on the sloping beach. Gulls circled lazily. Two pelicans sat

of fshore a short distance, in the | agoon, and watched proceedings. During the early norning hours,
I arge fish had done considerable junping in the |agoon, but they were quiet now

The island was |ow. There were a few palmtrees on the |ow ridge, tough undergrowth of Iignum
vitae and other intensely hard wood, and el sewhere, particularly on the easterly and | owest side of
the island, there was mangrove thicket.

"1"mhungry," the pilot said unexpectedly.



Doc Savage nodded. "W cannot get far on enpty stomachs. Wiat do you think of broiled crawfish
for breakfast?"

"Good," the pilot said.

"Sounds good to ne," said the lazy M. Lively, "if you fellows catch them"

So Doc and the pilot went crawfishing on the reef. The crawfi sh here—+ti ke | obsters of the North,
except that they had no |large pincer-claws—grew to surprising size, sonetines as heavy as fifteen
pounds.

Catching the crawfi sh was sinple. You waded out on a reef, watching holes in the coral for the
ant ennae, or whiskers, of the crawfish, which were yellowi sh in color. Discovering a set of

whi skers, you | eaned over and grasped one gently, holding it, but not pulling. The crawfish

t hereupon made buzzing noises, and it was a sinple matter to reach under and grasp the shelled body.
Broiled, they were delicious, tasting al nost exactly like |obster.

M. Lively showed no scruples about eating twi ce his share, and smacking his |ips.

THE pil ot stretched out on the sand, explaining that he had been wi thout sleep for alnpbst two
days.

M. Lively gestured inperceptibly at Doc Savage. They arose, noved sone distance through the
under growt h, and stopped beneath some palnms. M. Lively picked up one of the fallen coconuts and
shook it. "We can pretend to be gathering nuts," he said. "They tell me if a fallen nut gurgles, it
is no good. You would think it would be just the other way around."

"What did you want to tell me?" Doc asked.

"Anyt hi ng you woul d care to know?"

Doc consi der ed.

"Where does Mss WIlson come into this case?" he asked.

"Mss Wlson," said M. Lively, "is a two-faced doubl e-crosser. She was supposed to be a secret
agent, assigned to work for me. Mss WIlson has been a faithful secret agent for ny governnment for a
nunber of years—that is, we supposed she was faithful."

"But now you think Mss WIlson is one of then?"

"A green el ephant could hardly be nore obvious, could it?"

Doc said, "Suppose you give ne the |ogical procession of events up to this point."

"Well, before Ingento Island vani shed—

"You told ne about Ingento Island, and its vanishing," Doc said. "Go on fromthere."

"The crews of the two destroyers saw Ingento |sland di sappear, and naturally they reported, and
just as naturally, the governnent was flabbergasted. There was a great deal of discussion. It |ooked
like this master mind, this evil genius, could do what he said he could. He set his price—=

"What was his price?"

"Enough mllions of dollars that it was ridicul ous—until one got to thinking about what mi ght
happen if the sumwasn't paid."

"So it was decided to pay?"

"Not exactly," said M. Lively, after hesitating. "I was sent here to carry on negoti ati ons.
Actually, | was also to investigate. That was why Mss WIson was assigned to work with nme. She was
to help investigate."

"And you think they bought Mss WIson of f?"

"Either that, or she went to themand sold out."

"Just how far did your investigation get?" Doc asked.

"Not far," said M. Lively. "First, | learned that they needed a geol ogi st of WIIiam Harper
Littlejohn’s ability, and that they intended to ki dnap Johnny and nmake hi mwork for them | think
they even"—M. Lively smled grimy—intended to kidnap me at first, but they discovered that ny
ability as a geol ogi st was not equal to Johnny’'s."

Doc said, "Am 1 right in supposing you were assigned to this job because of your attainments in
geol ogy?"

"Correct."

"And it was your plan at first to take Johnny and hold himin a safe place?"

"Exactly. That woul d have prevented the successful conpletion of their schene." He shrugged. "But
they saw through that. They got Johnny."

"You al so learned the location of the island where they have their headquarters?" Doc asked.

"I . . . | do not guarantee that," said M. Lively. "I believe the island is south of here not
many mles. If | amright, that is where they took Johnny Littlejohn. If | amwong"—the | azy nman
shrugged, and his beard jerked with his resigned smle—we are not nuch worse than we were before.
We had nothing to go on, to begin with."

Doc Savage was silent for a while. The tiny winds that stirred his flake-gold eyes seened to be
almost still, as if he was calmy assenbling facts, seeking points that were unclear.

He said, "How did you and M ss WIson happen to go to the bugeye schooner, the GCsprey?"

"I lied to you about that, of course," M. Lively said.

"1 know. "

"We actual ly went down there to neet the master mind and di scuss details."



"You nean that you were going to neet the man behind the plot on the bugeye?"
"Yes," said M. Lively. "He owns the boat."
"The fellow we're trying to catch owns the Gsprey?"

"Right."
"What is his nane?"
"The devil’'s nane," said M. Lively, "is Smth-Stanhope."

DOC SAVAGE' S excel l ent control of his enotions prevailed to such an extent that he gave no
indication of surprise. He began tearing the shuck off a coconut. The husk nade a ripping noise as
it cane | oose.

Doc said, "Do you think this incredible schene is possible?"

"I know it is," M. Lively said flatly.

"Wiy so sure?"

"There was Ingento Island. Don't forget that."

"That could be accounted for by a natural explanation," Doc said. "A clever geol ogist, for
instance, could have told in advance what was to occur, if conditions happened to be just right for

such a prediction. | will admt that circunstances woul d have to be very fortunate, and the

geol ogi st highly skilled. But such an explanation is possible."

"l mpossible."

"Perhaps. | think not."

M. Lively said, "Listen, | amgoing to tell you what | have nanaged to | earn about exactly how
Ingento |sland vani shed. Then you will not doubt the possibility. It was like this: Ingento Island
was—

He fell silent. Sound of footsteps in the nearby jungle had stopped his voice. He waited. The
pil ot appeared, and stared at them

"Ch," the pilot said. "Picking up coconuts, eh?"

"Coul dn’t you sl eep?" asked M. Lively.

"No. | get that way when |’mon edge." The pilot shrugged. "You woul dn't by any chance have sone
sleeping pills? | don't like to take them but this once m ght not hurt."

"l have no pills,"” said M. Lively.

"You will have, if you don’t watch out." The pilot took a revolver fromhis pocket. "They' || be
made of |ead. Understand?"
"What . . . what— gasped M. Lively.

"Get your hands up!"

M. Lively's arns flew up.

"You, too," the flier told Doc.

The bronze man obeyed, his netallic features expressionless.

"I"msorry, gentlenmen," said the pilot dryly. "I thought | would hold off for a while, until you
got nearer the island. But | amnot man enough to keep up the strain. It seenmed that you did not
trust me."

"It's a good thing, too!" snarled M. Lively.

"Ch, |'ma very capable fellow," said the pilot. "You could do worse."

"You rat!"

"That is a strange nane for anmbition." The pilot noved his gun warningly. "You fellows stand
still. I amgoing to search you gentlenen."

He conducted the search without incident, keeping his gun on cock and ready. They saw the snall,
tense shaking in his hands, and they did not nmake any noves that mght excite him

M. Lively said, "Answer ne one question."

"Yes?" said the pilot.

"Are you working with Mss WIson?"

"Yes, of course." The pilot showed his teeth briefly, and added, "Wth a gentl eman naned
Smi t h- St anhope, too. Did you ever hear of hin®"

M. Lively turned pale and swal |l owed. He | ooked conpletely horrified. Hi s fingers twtched.

"I .. . 1 think I"'mgoing to faint," he said.

And he piled up on the earth close to a bush.

The pilot kept his gun cocked and ainmed at M. Lively while he went over and gave M. Lively's
temple a kick with his toe, a kick hard enough to induce unconsci ousness.

"Now let’s see himwork that fainting gag again,"” the flier said.

Doc Savage said nothing. He was naking no effort to escape, although there had been a nonmentary
opportunity while the pilot was engaged in kicking M. Lively.

The flier said, "M. Savage, how do you feel about death?"

Doc sai d not hi ng.

"About the same as the rest of us, | imagine," the pilot remarked. "W would prefer to postpone
it. He lifted the gun and | ooked across the sights deliberately. It seenmed to be ained at a spot
between the bronze man’s eyes. "I want to know where your nen are, your five associates. \Were are

t hey?"



"One of them was kidnapped," Doc reninded him
"The other four, then. Were are they?"
"You are wasting your tinme," Doc said.

"You will not tell nme?"

The bronze man sai d not hi ng.

"You prefer to be shot, then?" the flier asked. "I assure you that ny hunor isn't good."

Doc’ s silence hel d.

The flier shrugged col d-bl oodedly. "I don’t feel like wasting time." H's gun sights noved back to
the spot between Doc’s eyes. "l can give you about ten seconds,” he said. "You can use the tine to

think, or to pray."

CHAPTER X. TROUBLE SAILS WTH A WOMAN

SAI D Col onel Renny Renwick in an exasperated tone, "Holy Cow If you can't think of anything

el se, you mght try praying."

"I tried that," Mnk said, "and | ook what happened. Hester!"

"You nust have asked for your just desserts," Ham suggest ed.

Monk wat ched the waves roll through the tropical sunlight toward the bugeye schooner Osprey, and
his nbod was not inproved. The waves were short and fierce, they carried foamon their crests like
teeth, and they lunged forward and seized the bugeye and shook it fromstemto stern, although it
was a sizable craft. The waves were |ike Mnk’s npod.

"l gotta hide," Mnk said desperately. "You guys gotta tell Hester | fell overboard, and the
sharks ate ne."

Ham said, "It would be better if it was true. Wiy don't you junmp in? And take that hog with you."
Monk eyed Habeas. The pig grunted.

"The heck of it is," Mnk said, "I think Habeas is what fascinated her. Darn the |uck!"

Renny rubbed his jaw. "Mnk, naybe |’ve got an idea."

"CGosh, what is it?"

"We're not using the mainsail in this wind. Wiy don't you clinb into the furls and stay there?
She will never think of |ooking for you there. And that sail is big and baggy, so that there is
plenty of roomfor you."

Monk thought this was a first-class suggestion. He followed it. After naking sure Hester was not
in sight, he clinbed into the furled sail with his pig, and made hinself confortable, to a certain
extent. "As snug as a bug in a rug," he advised them

"More like a toad in sonebody’s pocket," Ham said.

"l don't |ike you," Monk said.

The horely chenist began to think as he lay in the sail. He was disgusted with hinself, as well
as troubled. His natural inpulse under such conditions was to try to figure out a way to throw the
nmonkey on Hanmis back, although Hester could hardly be called a nonkey.

After about twenty mnutes of cogitation, Mnk rolled out of the sail. He wiped the grin off his
face.

"Long Tom " he said, "you remenber about a nonth ago when | went to that experinmental |aboratory
and tal ked them out of the special netal you needed for some el ectrical experinments? You said then
that if | ever needed a favor, just call on you. Well, I'mcalling on you."

"Now, wait a minute!" Long Tomsaid. "If you're trying to use ne as a red herring to drag across
your trail for Hester’'s benefit—=

"No, no, that ain't it," Mnk said. "Listen."

Monk spoke earnestly and to the point for sone tine.

"Ch, that's different," Long Tom adnitted.

The el ectrical w zard then turned the wheel over to Mnk, and went bel ow decks.

Monk had not been steering the boat | ong when Hester found him

"Oh, honey-doodl e!" Hester cried joyfully.

Monk bore up bravely. He even managed to smle slightly. "Have you got any noney, Hester?" he
asked.

"Wiy, no, lanbie," Hester said. "You have plenty for both of us. Er-why do you ask?"

"Uh—not hing," Monk said. "But it's too bad you ain't rich."

This remark was a groundwork for what followed a bit later. Long Tom canme up from bel ow decks.
"Hell o, radio operator," Hester said to Long Tom which indicated that Long Tom had taken pains
to lead the young lady to think that he was a person of no financial consequences.

Long Tom handed Monk a paper. "Radi o nmessage,"” he said. "Hope it’'s no bad news."

"Hmmm" Mnk said. He unfol ded the paper and read. "Ch, this is awmful!" he gasped.

Hester read the nessage, which Mnk just happened to hold in such a way that she could do it
easily.

"Cee!" she said in horror. "You ve lost all your nmoney! Wrse than that, you owe fifty thousand
dollars."

Monk nodded sadly. "Yes. | will have to starve nyself for no telling how nany years to pay it
back. "



The horely chemi st went through the notions expected of a man who had just lost all his worldly
goods. He did get a chance to wink furtively at Long Tom to indicate that Long Tom had faked a good
nmessage.

"Where's Han?" Monk demanded feverishly. "If he will |loan me several hundred thousand, | might be
all right. Hamought to loan it to ne; he's got plenty."

"Hamis in the main cabin, | think," said Long Tom

“I"Il have to hit himup," Mnk nmuttered. "Ch, nmy, this is awful. My poor wife and thirteen
children will— He caught hinmself as if in guilt, |ooked at Hester, then got up and fled.

"Hs wife and—= Hester clenched her fists. "Did | hear himright?"

"Hadn't you heard about his wife and thirteen children?" Long Tom asked innocently.

There was no wife and thirteen offspring, actually. It was a gag. It was a |ie which Monk or Ham
whi chever one got to do it first, usually told on the other when there was a pretty girl concerned.
They had been telling attractive young | adi es the fal sehood about each other for years.

"Ch, the buml" Hester exclained. "The | ow down bum "

"Tsk, tsk!" said Long Tom synpathetically.

"I's M. Ham Brooks so very rich?" asked Hester thoughtfully.

"Very,"

Long Tom sai d.

"Well, well!" said Hester, and a gl eam cane into her eye.

BY the middle of the afternoon, they were getting worried. Over themstill hung the cloud of

anxi ety over Johnny’s whereabouts and fate, and tinme was darkening this apprehension.

To their concern now had been added the | ack of any word from Doc Savage. They had expected sone
form of communication fromthe bronze man. None had cone. Long Tomwas riding the radio. He was even
calling in Mayan, using false call letters, in an effort to raise Doc, but to no avail.

Even Monk barely nmanaged to smile when he told Long Tom "N ce work with Hester. And thanks. Call
on me sonetine."

Ham Br ooks had spent some time questioning Smith-Stanhope about Mss WIson. Ham was show ng
considerable interest in Mss WIson.

"It mght devel op, you know," he told Smth-Stanhope, "that she is not guilty, after all."

VWi ch was probably wi shful thinking on Hams part. Hamliked a girl with spirit. Mss WIson was
one of those.

Smi t h- St anhope said sadly, "She was always a rather unusual girl. | amafraid her high spirits
got her into bad conmpany, and now she is in serious trouble. There is no doubt in nmy mnd but that
she is one of our enemes." Then Smth-Stanhope gave Ham a thoughtful |ook. "Didn't you say you were
going to sail north?" he asked.

"North?" Ham | ooked unconfortable. "Ch, yes, | did tell you we would sail north—er rather,
soneone else did."

"l notice, though, that you are sailing south."

"Well, yes," Ham confessed. "W got a nessage from Doc Savage."

"l see. At the speed this boat will travel—-and | notice you have been going full speed—you mnust
be somewhere near the Bahama Islands.”

"Sonewhere near," Ham admtted. There was no need of lying. The nman knew about where they were.
"Why are you heading for the Bahamas?"

"W hope to find our missing friend, Johnny Littlejohn," Hamsaid. He figured that was telling
little enough.

Ham ended the conversation as soon as he conveniently could. He noved forward in the bugeye to
the radio room The craft carried a good equi pnment, both C. W and phone, and it was housed in a
roomof its own. Long Tom was bendi ng over the instruments, calling nonotonously into the

m crophone, now and then changing the wave | ength of the receiver.

"Any news of Doc?" Ham asked.

"Not yet."

"It just occurred to nme," said Ham "that it was kind of strange Doc should want Smith-Stanhope
brought along. W could have nade this trip a | ot quicker by plane."

"l thought of that, too," Long Tom agreed.

Ham frowned. "Be careful. If | were you, | wouldn't tell himanything. He was just trying to punp
me, it seened."”
"O K ," Long Tomsaid. "I'l|l keep an eye on Smith-Stanhope. |’ m suspicious of him too."

MONK steered the vessel during the afternoon watch. Life was now quite blissful for Mnk. Hester
had deserted him The sun was warm but not excessively hot, although earlier the heat had been
excessive, and the Qulf Streamwas intensely blue, so strangely clear, as it always was. A school of
por poi se snorted al ong near the bows.

Before long, the bliss of Mink’s life was increased.

Ham dashed on deck. The dapper |awer had a wild expression.

"You pol ecat!" he snarled at Monk.



"Me?" Monk put on a | ook of innocence.
"Hester," grated Ham "is on ny neck now "

Monk did his best to | ook synpathetic. "Wy, |I'’mnot surprised. You are a very handsone

gent|l eman. Those fine clothes you wear. Yes, you are handsone, indeed."

"I was trying to help you," Ham said desperately. "I was telling her | was sure you wanted to
marry—+ mean—that is, all | said was that she was such a pretty girl | would nmarry her in a mnute
nyself." Hamlifted his voice. "I ask you," he yelled, "was that a proposal ?"

"Sounds |ike one to nme," Monk said.

"You liar!"

"Did Hester think it was?"
"She said she did," Hamsaid bitterly. "Wat am| going to do?"
"There is a nice place in the mainsail where you can hide," Mnk informed him

"I'f I thought you engineered this," snarled Ham "I would skin you alive."

After Hamleft, Mnk doubl ed over the wheel and |aughed so hard that he forgot all about

steering, and the boat wore off and the foresail jibed, nearly tearing the chain plates out of the
hull . Renny dashed on deck and said a nunber of things pertinent to Monk’s ancestry, and the idea of

such bl asted foolishness when the situation was so serious.

"You better not call ne such things," Mnk warned him "or nme and Hamw || sick Hester onto you."
Then Monk straightened. Renny’s expression was serious.

"What’'s wong?" Mnk denanded.

"I't’s Long Tom"

"What about hin®?"

"W just found himunconscious in the radio room" Renny said angrily. "And the radi o apparatus
was snmashed!"”

WHEN Monk went bel ow, after laying the boat to—pointing its nose into the wind and adjusting
sheet ropes and rudder so it would stay there w thout anyone attending the wheel —he found them
wor ki ng over Long Tom The electrical expert’'s clothing was not deranged, so evidently there had
been no fight. But there was a dripping cut on Long Tomi s head, on the side above and slightly in
front of his right ear, as if he had been from struck behind. Renny worked on this cut for a tine.
"Look here," Renny said, indicating the wound. "Wat do you nake of this?"

Monk stared. "Strange shape."

"Did you ever see a sailor’s pal nP"

“I"'mno pal mreader— Mnk's jaw fell. "Onh, you nean one of those thing sailors use to sew sails
wi th. Made out of rawhide, with a lead inset for the needle to push against." He bent over and
inspected the wound nore closely. "Soneone used a sailor’s palmfor a blackjack."

"It looks like it," Renny said. "Whoever hit Long Tomsinply slipped the pal mover his fist with
the lead-filled protuberance on the outside, and slugged himwith it. Not quite as effective as a
pair of brass knucks. But it did the job."

"The weapon coul d have been sonething el se."

"Yes, but | don’t think so."

Monk exam ned the radi o apparatus. He was no great electrician, but he could see that the radio
was entirely wecked. A fire ax had been used for the job. Fire axes were kept at various points on
board the vessel. This one had cone from outside the door.

"How i s he?" Mnk asked.

"Coming out of it finally," Renny said. "He got quite a belt."

Twenty mnutes later Long Tomwas not as good as new, but he could hold his head, discuss his own
stupidity bitterly, and explain that he had not seen who hit him The bl ow had come from behi nd.
Long Tom had been operating the radi o, and what had happened had been like lightning striking him
He had renenbered not hi ng.

"Then you don’t know who it was?" Mnk asked.

"No, | don't," Long Tomsaid grimy. "But do you think | need nore than one guess?"

He neant Smit h- St anhope, obviously.

Ham beckoned with his head, indicating he had sonmething to inpart. He got themaside. "I don't

see how it could have been Snith-Stanhope,"” he said. "To tell the truth, | have been suspicious of
the fellow, and watching him |’ve had nmy eyes on himpractically the whole tinme, up until Hester
got on ny trail. And even while she was working on me, we were in the main cabin. Smth-Stanhope was

aft in his stateroom To reach this radio roomin the bows, he would either have to cone through the
cabin, or go out on deck." Ham gl anced at Mnk, "Did he come on deck?"

"l would swear he didn't," Mnk said.

"Then how coul d he have got to Long Ton?"

Renny runbl ed. "You fellows are overlooking the point that nobody but Smth-Stanhope is aboard,

so he had to do it."

"That’'s right," Ham adnmitted.

"Monk, you get up and put the boat under way again," Renny directed. "W'Il| take care of

Smi t h- St anhope. | think we have sone truth serumw th us. That may do sone good."



Monk went on deck. Because he hated to miss out on the questioning of Smith-Stanhope, and a
fight, if the man put up one, the honely chem st ascended the conpani onway reluctantly and slowy.
Quietly al so, by accident.

When he saw Hester, the blonde was in the act of throw ng sonething overboard.

Monk rushed to her side.

"What was that?"

"N-not hing," Hester said.

"What was it?"

"A . . . a chew ng-gum wrapper."

It hadn't |ooked like a chewi ng-gum w apper to Mnk. In fact, he was sure it wasn’t. He picked up
Hester, threw her overboard. He junped into the sea after her.

Wthout waiting to see if Hester could swim Mnk dived for the object Hester had pitched

oversi de. Because of the clarity of the water—t was possible to see a half dollar for sonme seventy
or eighty feet at alnost any point in the Gulf Stream-he had little trouble reaching the article.
It was a sailor’s palm

CHAPTER Xl . THE SEA TRAP

THE bugeye schooner Osprey, lying hove to with its bowonly a few points off the wi nd, was not
exactly stationary upon the sea. There was some drift in the direction of the wind, but not enough
that even an average swi nmer coul d not overtake it.

Hester was better than an average swi nmer, and she was stroking al ong, keeping pace with the
craft, and noving toward the bow, where the bobstay chain, extending fromthe end of the bowsprit to
the waterline, gave a neans of getting aboard.

Monk lifted the sailor’s pal mup before his eyes, as soon as he reached the surface.

Bl oodstai ned, all right. The water had not had tinme to wash away the stains.

Monk swam toward Hester. His idea in tossing Hester overboard was to keep her fromgetting the
bugeye under way, in which case Monk m ght well have been | ost. The waves were so high that, even in
broad daylight, it would be difficult to find a man overboard.

"So you slugged Long Tom " Monk said.

"l didn't!" Hester denied angrily.

Monk swamrapidly to the bow, dragging Hester by the arm and grasped the bobstay chain before he
spoke agai n.

"Then how cone you were throwing this away?" he denanded.

"l found the nasty thing in nmy cabin," Hester said. "It was all bloody, so | was getting rid of
it."

"Way didn’t you throw it through the porthole of your cabin?"

"Why shouldn't |," asked Hester, "if | was guilty?"

That was one to think about.

And now it came to Monk’'s attention that this was no spot to conduct an argument or a third
degree, dangling in the warmnorth-flow ng water of the Gulf Stream It dawned on Mnk violently.
For he saw a thing like a black thunb, only narrow and nore pointed, cutting the surface of the
water in their direction.

"Shark!" he gasped.

Hurriedly, he boosted Hester up the bobstay until she could grasp the basketwork of roping
designed to keep a sailor fromgoing into the sea in case he lost his balance while working with
sails on the bowsprit.

The shark cruised under them

"As big as a submarine," Mnk said, in awe.

"WAs that thing—what you called it—used to strike M. Long Ton?" asked Hester.

"It's a sailor’s palm" Mnk said. "And yes, it was. And you shoul d know. "

"I didn't do it. Someone planted the thing in my room"

Monk was wat chi ng the shark. The shark was not quite the proportions of a subnmarine. That
impression was an illusion. But it was big enough. The thing rolled and | ooked up at them and it
occurred to Monk that the shark seened hungry, and had half a notion to try junping for them

Monk whirled to clinb higher. He narrowly mssed inpaling his eye on Hester’'s knife. It was a
long knife. Such a long one that Monk wondered in amazenent where she had been keeping it.

"Junp, " ordered Hester.

Monk tried twi ce before he whispered, "Wat?" in horror.

"I think the shark is hungry," said Hester. "Junp."

It was a conpletely different Hester. This one was no silly blond dope. This one was as heartless
as a fenale tiger. She made a pass with the knife. Mnk got his hands out of the way. The knife
shaved paint and wood off the bowsprit. It was razor-sharp. Hester hacked again. Once nore, Mnk got
clear. Hester resorted to lunging tactics, and shoved the deadly bl ade out |ike a spear. Mnk was
too busy to yell, probably too perturbed to nmake a noise if he had tried. Ordinarily Mnk's fights
were noi sy things, but he was not accustoned to fighting a wonan, nor did he like knives. Hester
again tried to needle him Mnk lost his balance. He fell toward the water. It seenmed to himthat



the shark had its nmouth open before he hit the water. He could see the nonster’s teeth, ivory bl ades
that were conpletely hideous, capable of nmasticating a man without any difficulty whatsoever

WHEN t hey haul ed hi mout of the sea, Mnk was shaki ng uncontrollably. They sat himon the deck

and he still shook. His teeth knocked together, and even his fingers tw tched

"Monk, Monk!" Renny said anxiously. "The shark went away. You scared it."

"l skuk-skuk-skuk— Monk swal | owed, tried again. "I scared the shark!" he said. "Wat do you

think the shark did to ne?"

"Cet sone brandy for Mnk," Renny said over his shoulder. "I never saw himlike this before

Monk, you are safe. You fell in the water, and the splash scared the shark away. You yelled as you
fell, and we heard you. You're safe."

Monk cl enched his jaws to stop the clattering of his teeth. He stared at his fingers. They were
twitching as if trying to get hold of invisible | adder rungs. He managed to make themstill. "Ch,

me!" he said

Ham cane dashi ng on deck

"What turned your hair white?" he asked Monk. "And you're all wet!"

Monk shut his eyes tightly and was silent

They had not yet captured Hester. But Long Tom had her cornered near the stern. Hester was backed

against the rail, still with her knife. "Keep away from me!" she snarl ed
Long Tomcal l ed, "There is one of those circular cast nets they use for catching mullet—+ think
it’s in the forecastle. | sawit there. Bring it here, wll you?"

Wth the net, they nanaged to ennesh the bl onde. The net was circular in shape, and closed with a
drawstring system so that it was quite suitable for the purpose. Wth a boat hook, Renny managed
to pin the young woman’s hand to the deck, and they got her knife

"So you slugged Long Tom" Renny said grimy

Hester surprised himby answering, "Yes, | did. And what are you going to do about it?"

To all of themit was now obvious that Hester had been playing a part. She was a conpetent

person, w thout fear. And not without some cleverness, as well. As he watched her, Renny went back
over the circunstances of her presence aboard. His big fists clenched
"Now | know sonet hing," Renny said. "I know who tipped that gang off that we were using that

bar ki ng- dog device to | ocate them You were the tel ephone operator at the hotel, and Monk nade al
his calls, offering twenty-dollar rewards, through you. You listened in."

Hester shrugged. "Wy do you think | was planted at the hotel ?" she asked

"Ch, so you were posted at the hotel!"

"We paid the regular operator a hundred dollars to get sick and send nme, as her sister, to work
her job," Hester said frankly. "It was all part of getting a line on you fellows. You know by now
that you were being watched for two days before this thing broke, don't you?"

Renny said, "W have a faint idea."

Ham said, "I see now how she got to this boat. She didn't have to follow us. She knew where it
was. "

Renny found a ball of marlin, tough treated cord that was used for whippings on |ines, and which
was i mensely strong for its size. Wth this, he fashioned a pair of wist bindings for Hester, and

another for her ankles. "If you weren't a wonan," Renny said, "we wouldn’t have any scruples to hold
us back. We woul d know how to deal with you."

"I'f you just knew it," Hester said, "it wouldn’t make any difference. You haven't got tinme to do
much. "

"What do you nean?"

Hester’'s smile was grim "Do you think," she said, "that | was sucker enough not to nake use of
that radio, before | smashed it? | called— She lifted her head, |listened. "Well, you can see for
yoursel f," she said

She did not nean see. She neant hear. The sound of a plane. It was distant, so far away that the
ship itself was not visible against the polished dome of the afternoon sky, but it cane closer

NO SE of the plane engine canme, borne on the breeze, and it was distorted, at tinmes fading out

at other tinmes louder than it seenmed possible for it to be without their seeing the ship. Then it
appeared. It was hard to see because it was a shiny all-nmetal, |oww ng plane equi pped with
retractabl e | anding gear so that there was no chance of its alighting on the water. Like a seagul
made of steel, it came out of the sky, floated down, drifted slowy over the bugeye schooner

Over the side of the plane cane an arm holding a piece of life-preserver cork. The cork bl ock
fell, twisting and dancing in the air currents. It fell near the bugeye. Renny brought the boat
about, and they fished for the cork. They could see there was a nessage tied to it

The message said

You will heave to and throw your weapons over the side. Hester will take command. Hester w ||
signal when you have conplied

There was no signature, nor any necessity for one. Renny asked, "Hester, can you signal themgive
them a nmessage?"



"l can, sure," she said

Renny runbl ed, "You better signal themthat we are going to throw you overboard, then."

This was a grimkind of a gag, the only thing Renny could think of doing at the nonent, but

Hester did not know that. Her face tightened, and she becane somewhat pale. But her nerve did not
slip.

The bugeye went back on its course and sailed along, clinbing over the tall seas and occasionally
di ppi ng the bows beneath the crest of a wave, so that water came pouring in softly hissing floods
down the scuppers. There seenmed to be nothing to do but keep sailing and see what woul d happen. They
got weapons out on deck, of course

The plane followed them It did not drop any nore notes. Instead, after a while, it lifted
overhead, and canme boring down in a V-shaped dive. At the point of the V, directly over the
schooner, sonething came over the side of the plane. It was evidently a steel keg. A fuse was
attached, and trailed thin white snoke

When the keg expl oded, the effect was worthwhile. A sheet of water |eaped over the bugeye

together with an inpact that knocked all of themflat, and split the foresail fromthroat to outhau
cringle. The keg had mi ssed by what they had thought was a safe margin. But now that it exploded, it
was |ike a direct hit

And then the foam went away, and water ran off the decks, and the boat got back in such a

position that they could stand on the decks wi thout hanging to lines and cleats

There nmust have been two or three minutes of silence. Through the ringing in their ears, they
coul d hear the beelike drone of the plane above

Renny put his head out of the conpani onway. "Leaking," he said. "Not bad. | started the punps.”

Smi t h- St anhope took two pillows off a deck chair and placed them on deck. He |ay down between the
pillows, one pillow on each side of him so as to keep fromrolling. He had a rifle, a .30-06
sporting gun with a two-and-a-hal f-power telescopic sight. He ained deliberately. The rifle nade a
ripping report, and jarred his shoulder. He rel oaded carefully.

Hester said, "The cockpit of that plane is arnored. Fat chance you have of doing any harm"

Smi t h- St anhope showed by no sign that he had heard her. He was aimng deliberately, firing
reloading, firing again, with intense care

Renny said, "You better let ne try it."

"Can you put nine out of ten bullets in a standard bull’s-eye at a thousand yards?" asked

Smi t h- St anhope

"Not quite," Renny admtted

"Well, | can," said Smth-Stanhope, and he kept on shooting, as painstakingly as if he had been

on a target range

The plane flewa little higher. It did not drop any nore bonbs. Smith-Stanhope enptied his rifle
magazi ne three tines, then shook his head and stopped shooting. Hester said, "I told you the cockpit
of that bird is arnored."

In a tense voice, Renny said, "Over to the east. Boat coming."

The boat was |low and long, and it came with a great white bone of spray in its teeth. Not as

large as the torpedo-carrying so-called nosquito boats used by the navy, it was probably faster. As
it swept around the Csprey, they sawthat it was not flying a flag, and a plank had been spiked
across the departnent-of-comerce identification nunbers

It arched in close. The great tone of its notors softened. A voice cane to them They coul d not

see the speaker, but his words were understood without difficulty. "Ahoy the Gsprey!" he said
"Ahoy you, whoever you are," Renny booned back

"The plane inforns us by radio that you haven't thrown your arns overboard," the voice said. "You
will do so at once."

Renny did not answer. He said to Smith-Stanhope, "See what your rifle will do to that boat."

Smi t h- St anhope enpti ed a magazine. They could hear the bullets strike arnor steel on the

speedboat and travel off into space, sounding like plucked fiddle strings. Sonmeone on the speedboat
| aughed very loudly, to I et them know how futile the shooting had been

The small, lean craft picked up its bows and ran away across the sea, |eaving a boil of wake and

a plunme of exhaust snmoke crawling in blue curls up out of the turbul ent water

Over head, the plane di pped down in another one of its V-shaped dives. They could see a nan braced
in the open cabin door, holding another keg

"There's nothing to keep themfromhitting us this tinme," Renny said grimy. "I w sh Doc Savage
was here. Me, | don't know what we can do about this."

CHAPTER XI | . MJDDY WATER

MR LIVELY had turned sonewhat near the color of a lobster in the |ate stages of boiling. The sun
had been bl azing down on himall day. He was staked out on the beach, arns and | egs being fastened
to four stout pegs driven down into cracks in the coral. The other stakes, one on each side of his
head, made it inpossible for himto turn his face to get away fromthe sun

Doc Savage was nearby, in the sane conditi on—except that the sun had not bothered his bronze skin
greatly.



The pilot sat in the shade nearby, |eaning back against a palmtree, revolver lying on his
stomach. For nearly two hours, he had not noved. Hi s eyes had hardly as much as bli nked.

M. Lively groaned. "I can't stand this nuch |onger," he said desperately. "In fact, | had enough
of it hours ago."
Doc said, "It will probably be harder tonorrow. Through the cool of the night, we will have tine

to think about how bad the day was."

M. Lively shuddered.

"1 al nost wi sh he had shot you," he said.

Doc said, "You remenber when he pointed his gun at ne and said he was giving ne ten seconds for

prayer, or thinking? A nman who is going to kill you never does a thing like that. Not a sane nan, at
least, and this pilot is perfectly sane."

"Yes, | remenber," M. Lively muttered. "But don't underestimate that fellow. He's a crue

beast."

The pilot said, "You guys heard the one about sticks and stones won't break nmy bones, ain't you?

Go ahead and di scuss and cuss all you want to." He got up and cane to Doc Savage. "I don’'t see why
you won't talk. You worry ne." He frowned down at the bronze man. "In fact, you’'ve been too easy al
along. | can’t get rid of a hunch that you re working sone kind of a gane on ne."

Doc had scarcely changed expression during the day. But now he smled. Awde smle, it was ful
of confidence. And it startled the pilot Iike an unexpected bl ow.

"Hey?" the flier exploded. "Wat're you so gay about?"

"Did it occur to you," Doc asked him "that ny four associates might be headed for this island
and due to arrive about now?"

That hadn’t occurred to the pilot, apparently. He junped back. Hs eyes noved in the direction of
the opposite side of the island, which |lay beyond some hundreds of yards of swanp nuck and mangrove
t hi cket. Suddenly he began running that way. Then he stopped. He cane back

"Maybe you figured on getting me away from here so you could escape,” he said. "Well, "Il fix
that."

He cane close to Doc and | eaned down with his gun held as a club

Doc Savage brought up his right fist and clubbed the man beside the tenple. The flier dropped

M. Lively gave the frayed rope on the bronze man’s wist a pop-eyed stare. "You raked it in two
on a sharp edge of coral," he said. "How | ong ago did you do that?"

"Nearly two hours,"” the bronze man said

Doc rolled over, |oosened his other wist, then his ankles. He got to his feet, worked sone of
the stiffness out of his nuscles, then searched the flier. The man had two guns—the one he had been
hol di ng, and another, a hideaway, a small and dark automatic, which had been thrust in the top of
his left sock and held there by a rubber band

Doc freed M. Lively.

The bronze man then went back to the pilot, and struck himagain, a jaw blow calculated to
prolong his period of sensel essness

"Watch this fellow, " Doc said

"Where are you going?" M. Lively denanded

"1"11 be back," Doc said

He went into the jungle

HE travel ed rapidly for a while, until he had reached hi gher ground, where palmtrees were the
tallest. Then he clinbed a palm The bole was at |east eighty feet, only a little | ess smoth than
gl ass. The bronze nman went up it with bare feet and hands, using the somewhat grotesque nethod, |ike
a spider, that was favored by South Sea natives. He made it seem easy

But fromthe top he saw nothing. The Qulf Streamwas an enpty expanse of intense blue corduroy.

No sail. Not even a steaner’s snpoke. And to the east, on the banks, the water was anber-col ored and
vacant except for a few sea birds, and the dark stains of weed beds here and there
Doc gl anced at the sun, calculated the time. Hi s head shook slightly and his trilling sound cane

into existence, but only briefly, and with a di sappointed quality. He backed down the palmtree
careful ly.

Now hi s manner was different. He seemed to be searching, but for no definite thing. He noved into
the nore swanpy part of the little island

He cane to a long pool of water, spanned by a | og. The water was very nuddy, he noticed. And when
he started across on the log, an alligator lifted its head at him then sank

The bronze man noved quickly, finding a heavy, solid club, returning cautiously to the nuddy
pool . The reason for nmud in the water, of course, was the alligator. Doc watched carefully. And then
sprang, struck with the club. He stunned the alligator

When he dragged the alligator out on the bank, it proved to be not large, a bit over seven feet
Wth his belt, and with strong vines, Doc |ashed the jaws, fastening themfirmy together

He used a long stick to sound the pool carefully, watching the water closely. It becane apparent
there was no other alligator in the pool

Next, he found sone red berries. But they were not satisfactory for his purpose. He returned to



the alligator. It was bleeding slightly fromone nostril, and the bronze nman used that instead of
the red berries, which had very little juice. He plugged the base end of the revol ver barre
carefully with paper. He filled the barrel with the red fluid. Then he plugged the nuzzle end
pushing the plug down enough so that it would not be too noticeable

Converting the revol ver cartridges into blanks was next. This was a little nore difficult than
sinply twisting out the lead bullets, a task which his netallic fingers nmanaged readily. The powder
was exposed. He inserted wads, crinping themin carefully. Finally the blanks went back into the
gun.

He cl eaned the weapon thoroughly, gave the alligator another rap with the club, tossed the
alligator into the pool directly beneath the log, and left

By the time he canme back to the beach, the pilot had regai ned consci ousness. He gl ared

"See anything of hel p?" asked M. Lively.

Doc said, "You stay here, Lively. You can see the plane fromthis point. Keep an eye on it."
"What —

"l have sonething to show the pilot," Doc said

M. Lively had tied the pilot. Doc freed the fellow "Get up and wal k ahead of ne," the bronze
man said. "W are going to the other side of the island.”

The flier hesitated, then heaved to his feet. He stunbled around, dizzy, then got hinself

organi zed, and headed into the jungle

They penetrated about fifty feet, and Doc said, "Hold on there. | want to tell M. Lively

sonet hi ng. "
Turning to go back, the revolver slipped out of the bronze mans pocket. H s hands were nowhere
near the gun when it fell, and it |ooked perfectly natural

Doc could tell by faint sounds that the pilot hurriedly seized the gun. He did not try to fire it

i medi at el y—a nove whi ch was possi bl e, but not probabl e because Doc was carrying the other gun, the
smal | one.

When Doc turned his head, the pilot was standing there. The gun was out of sight

"M. Lively," Doc called, "don't hesitate to shout if you see a suspicious craft. But do not be

al armed at whatever you may hear fromthe direction | take."

"l wish | knew what was going on!" M. Lively snapped

"You will," Doc said. He turned back to the pilot. "Get going," he ordered. "Straight across the
island."
THE schene worked wel |, considering howintricate it was. Doc woul d have preferred sonething

sinmpler. Too many things could go wong. The pilot mght try to use the gun ahead of tinme, the

bl anks in the weapon mi ght not nmake a noi se | oud enough to convince the flier of their

genui neness—any one of a dozen mal functions m ght occur. But there were no neans i mediately

avail able of pulling a sinpler trick

It cane off nicely. They reached the pool. It was still nuddy. The alligator, in the stages of
comng out of its stunned condition, was |ying on the surface, only its eyes showing, immediately
under the | og which crossed the pool

The pilot started across the |og

Doc said, "Turn and face ne, when you get on the other side."

The flier obeyed

Doc eyed the alligator, then let hinmself show signs of nervousness. He put one foot on the |og
teetered there, then backed away. He put the smaller gun in his pocket, then picked up a long stick
to use as a bal ancing nedium and agai n noved out on the |og

He was al nbst across before the pilot shot him

The flier took no chances. He shot the bronze man in the chest. Doc teetered wildly on the

| og—+ong enough for the man to see the red snear on his chest, but not |ong enough for the fellowto
realize it had come out of the gun barrel. Then Doc fell into the nuddy water. He added a scream
anply realistic, for good neasure

He dragged the alligator down with himas he went under. The creature cane to life and threshed
furiously. To the best of his ability, the bronze man nade sure the ‘gator’s arnored tail would
appear above the surface several tines.

He rel eased the alligator. The creature i nmedi ately sounded, took refuge on the bottom of the

pool. Doc left it there. There was no question but that the alligator would soon free itself of the
belt and vines which held its jaw, water woul d soak the belt |eather, so that it would stretch, and
the vines would chafe in pieces. Being scared, the aninmal would remain on the bottom of the pool for
a tine.

Doc hinself followed the bottomof the pool. Lack of air in his lungs was the problem now. He

had, under ideal conditions, and using the nmethods of the pearl divers in the South Seas, managed to
hold his breath as |ong as several nminutes. But the present circunstances nade it nore difficult
One thing was in his favor—+o the man on the bank, each m nute would seemlike an age. The pil ot

no doubt, thought that the bronze man’s associ ates had | anded on the other side of the island. The
shot had been | oud; the fell ow woul d suppose it would spread an alarm He would not tarry overlong



And apparently he did not linger, either, because he was gone when Doc cane to the surface.

The bronze man noved with trenendous speed. He headed for the plane. Only once did he divert his
course, and then only for a nmoment, to sink into a mangrove creek of clear water, where brightly
colored fish scurried fromhis presence, to wash hinmself. The nud did not come out of his shirt and
trousers readily. He stripped themoff, left them

He had, he discovered, lost the snall pistol sonmewhere.

Going on toward the plane, clad only in shorts, he put all his strength into speed. He cane out
in the undergrowth close to the plane.

From where he crouched, Doc watched M. Lively. The man had forgotten all about the plane; he was
facing the jungle. After a few nonents, M. Lively took two or three tentative steps into the
undergrowth. He was out of sight.

Doc got aboard the plane without being seen.

THE hot sand had dried the bronze man’s feet, so that they did not |eave noist prints. Doc nade
sure of that. Then he crouched bel ow a wi ndow, and watched cautiously through it.

Soon M. Lively backed out of the jungle. The pilot followed, the gun a dark nenace in his fist.
M. Lively evidently tried to say sonething. His words were not audible. But the actions of the
pilot were quite visible. He struck M. Lively on the head, dropping him

Pocketing the gun, the flier heaved M. Lively over his shoulder and carried himto the plane. He
dunped his burden into the cabin. Doc was already back in the small conpartnment in which he had
stowed away earlier.

The wil dest of haste narked the scanpering about of the pilot as he renoved the canoufl age from
the plane. He knocked the bushes off the fusel age, kicked themaway fromin front of the ship, and
tore the ash-colored life-raft fabric off the nmotor and propeller.

Afterward, when he clinbed into the cabin, his breath was a whistling in his nostrils, plainly
audible to Doc. The starter made its prelimnary noise, then took hold, and the plane trenbled to
the runmbl e of the notor.

They were in the air a little nore quickly than was safe for that type of plane.

Doc Savage |ay notionl ess, concentrating on keeping track of the plane’s route. Sinplicity was
hardly a word that could be applied to this. He had no neans of seeing earth or sea or sky; there
were no windows in the cubicle. H's sense of direction served sonewhat, aided by the careful track
whi ch he kept of the banking of the plane, its turns.

Evidently the pilot flew straight, a clinbing course, for sone tine, until his nervousness

subsi ded, and he got his breath. Then he nust have | ooked back at the island, and di scovering no
trace of a boat, became curious. For he banked back, and flew circles, each one |ower than the
precedi ng. He kept that up for several m nutes.

Finally satisfied that there was no boat, and probably puzzled about it, the flier turned the
craft sout hward.

Doc settled back to wait. The pilot thought he was dead, probably a neal for an alligator by now.
And the flier was taking M. Lively sonewhere. The headquarters of the gang woul d be a good guess as
to the somewhere.

THE bronze man’s thoughts noved back to Ingento Island, the bit of |and that had vani shed, far

out in the Pacific Ocean. He renmenbered clearly the details which had been printed, recalled them
not only because of the filing-systemthoroughness of his trained mnd, but because the incident had
vaguely interested himat the time. The newspaper accounts, of course, had been sketchy and without
much detail, nmerely enphasizing the fact that an island had vani shed. The itens had been on inside
pages, because they hardly conpared in sensationalismwth the war news.

Two technical journals catering to geol ogists had carried nore detailed material about Ingento
island, and its disappearance, to Doc’s certain know edge. There mi ght have been nore printed
material than that. But he had read those two.

One of the technical articles had been authored by a geol ogi st who had visited Ingento, and this
man had professed to be frankly amazed. |slands had di sappeared before. In fact, there was nothing
startling about an island vanishing beneath the sea. Plenty of such cases were on record. But the
vani shing of an island like Ingento was a different nmatter.

Ingento Island was not vol canic, nor situated in volcanic territory. Islands which vani shed were

al ways those situated in an area of earth-crust disturbance, either volcanic or earthquake in
nature. A ways, that was, before. But Ingento was not like that. Ingento had just been an island,
too small and barren to be inhabitable, but, neverthel ess, peaceful.

Taken al t ogether, the vanishing of Ingento was a strange thing.

CHAPTER Xl I'|. DARK | SLAND

THE plane tilted downward, the sound of its notor becane |azy, and the hull smacked the tops of
several waves quite hard. There was a rending noise. The plane began to jerk about as if a huge hand
had hold of it. Then it junped up in the air, and came down on the water with a terrific jar, so
that at |east one of the wings was torn off, and the fuselage was split open by the force of the



wat er. The sea poured in. It deluged Doc Savage in his hiding place. He had barely tine to get his
lungs full of air, and he was inundated. The notor was still attached to the nose of the ship, and
its weight pulled the craft down. Planes usually remain on the surface for sone tinme after a crash
but this one did not. It took no nore than two hundred seconds to sink. A bit over three mnutes
As the plane went down, Doc Savage wrenched at the rip in the fuselage with his hands, fighting
the metal and the inrushing water in an effort to widen the hole enough to permt himto escape
There was no air now, even in the high corners of the niche

He got the hole | arge enough. Half out of it, he felt sonething com ng downward toward him It

was the damaged wi ng of the plane, folding back. It crushed against him before he could get back
into the cubicle, and for horrible seconds there was squeezi ng death. Then the wi ng noved away, and
he got out

Either there was oil in the water, or it was night. There was no taste of oil

Doc swam He was weak, bruised. Air was gone fromhis lungs, thanks to the crushing force of the
wing. It took awful effort not to charge his lungs with water. Slanting upward, he reached the
surface

It was as dark as his fondest hopes

Quite near, the pilot yelled, "Help! Hey, you guys! Get a nove on!"

"Com ng!" a voice bell owed.

Doc Savage swam away fromthere, careful not to lift his arns out of the water, making no spl ash
He kept his head | ow

He was in sone kind of a |agoon, judging fromwhat he could see. There was sound of breaking surf
tothe left. To the right, possibly two hundred yards away, there was a furry line of palmfronds
A boat canme fromthe line of palns, driven by an outboard notor that sounded |ike soneone

dragging a stick along a picket fence. Doc Savage, well clear of the spot where the plane had gone
down, stopped swi nmi ng

"Hurry up!" how ed the pilot

The smal| boat arrived. "Here, grab this rope," a man said. But the pilot shouted, "No, no, give
us a hand. This guy got a rap on the head. | can hardly hold himup."

"Who have you got there?"

"A secret agent," said the pilot. "An English secret agent. Lively is his name." He swore at
soneone. "Don’t grab ne by the hair, you fool!"

After sonme splashing, M. Lively was hauled into the boat. He lay on the floor boards where they
dropped him Then they dragged the pilot into the craft

"What happened to the plane?" a voice asked. "Wat went w ong?"

"l forgot to haul up the |anding wheels."

"Wat ?"

"The retractabl e landing gear. | took off froman island, using the beach. | forgot to crank up
the retractabl e wheels. | wasn’'t expecting themto hit the water, and they tipped the plane over at
hi gh speed. "

"You fool! You lost us a plane.”

"l couldn’t hel p—=

"Coul dn’t hel p—hell! There was an indicator |ight on the dashboard, wasn't there? Wat ailed you?
You go blind, or sonething?"

"l killed Doc Savage," the pilot said

Silence followed. An iced stillness. The outboard notor had stopped; the operator nust have
accidentally jabbed the cut-off button. Against the sky overhead, dark clouds craw ed |ike dark
animals with silver-edged fur, hiding the nobon beyond

"That," said the pilot, "is why | was nervous."

DOC SAVAGE began swinming. H s eyes had distinguished, off to the left, the bulk of a powerboat
of fair size. That meant there was a navi gabl e channel into the |Iagoon, and such a channel would
admt sharks. The bronze nman, conpletely unarnmed, had no intention of staging a shark fight if it
coul d be hel ped

The beach was not sand. It was coral, stuff that |ooked |ike cow tracks which had dried in gunbo
mud. The edges were as sharp as broken glass. Doc worked over it carefully. Except that the stuff
cut his hands and feet slightly, it was an advantage, because its dark surface offered a bl ending
background for his bronzed body.

Once in the jungle, he noved to a spot close to where the outboard boat was | andi ng

"You sure about that?" a voice was asking harshly

"I tell you, | shot himthrough the heart," the pilot said grinmy. "Savage was on a log at the
tinme, and he fell off into the water, landing on an alligator that was lying there. The alligator
grabbed his body. | could tell by the way the ‘gator threshed around that it was tearing up Savage's

body. "
"Why did you bring this Lively with you?"
"Because | didn't have any orders to do otherwise. | had orders to kill Savage the first chance

that offered, if | couldn’t find out where his other men were. | had ny chance, to tell the truth



but | delayed and tried to torture himinto talking. As a result, he got the upper hand of nme. It
was only through a freak accident that | was able to kill him"

"But you brought this Lively."

"l can shoot himnow," the pilot said

"No, no," the other man said hastily. "As a matter of fact, it’'s about the luckiest thing in your
life that you didn't t kill Lively."

"\ 2"

"You'll find out."

"Lively is an English agent, isn't he?"

"Sure, sure, he's exactly that."

They noved away into the darkness, one man going ahead with a flashlight and picking a trail. The
vegetation on this island differed little fromthe type common to the Bahanas. Palmtrees with tal
silver boles were few in nunber; there were nore short, spreading pal ms. There were tough, scrawny
trees. And there was a great deal of cactus, as nuch cactus as could be found on an Arizona desert
The men stopped

The | eader demanded of the pilot, "You haven't got any dynamite caps on you? The el ectric kind

O have you?"

"No," the pilot answered. "Wy?"

"In a mnute, we'll go under a high-frequency line," the | eader explained. "The field around the
line is strong enough to explode caps, the electric ones. | think they're testing the line tonight
and it mght be charged at any mnute. But as |long as you haven't got any—

A loud crashing noise interrupted the man. Actually, there was a grinding of netal, then the
crash.

"What's that?" gasped the pilot

"Just a drill tower they're dismantling."

"Drill? What do you nean—drill?"

"It looks like an oil drill," the other said, "only it ain’t. Don’t worry about it. Cone on."
"What —

"Conme on! Conme on!" the |eader said inpatiently.

Doc Savage stopped, then noved into the jungle. Hi gh-frequency lines and drill towers interested

him As silently as he coul d nanage, he noved toward the source of the crashing. Voices now cane
fromthe spot

The voices proved to be only one man, who was alternately cursing and praising four other nmen who
were westling with a long spider of a steel beam They had the drill tower about two thirds

di smantl ed. Light for the job came from gasoline | anterns

The man who was straw bossing the job stopped swearing and turned a flashlight on his watch

"Al'l right, get back," he said. "In two mnutes, they're going to run a five-mnute test on the
line."

The workmen hastily dropped their tools and dashed into the jungle. They canme toward Doc Savage
but stopped before reaching him so the bronze man judged he was safe enough. He crouched down
wai t ed

Suddenly a fuzzy electric-blue snake appeared in the darkness. It extended parallel to, about
twenty feet above, the earth. A fuzzy kind of a snake, |like a thousand-legged worm and very hairy.
Sonme of the hairs were ten and twenty feet |ong, and they appeared and di sappeared

The appearance of the thing was acconpanied by a singing noise, as if one had put an ear to a big
bee-hi ve which was in trouble

Ahead of Doc Savage, one of the nen who had been working on the drill suddenly becane scared

| eaped to his feet, and fled past the bronze man, shouting, "Maybe them dang sparks can junp this
far!"

Doc doubted it. The hi gh-frequency current was not being carried on a wire, but on copper tubing
that was at |least six inches in dianmeter. At intervals, the tubing was supported by strands of
insulating materi al

As the bronze man watched, the beehive buzzing increased, and the snake seenmed to thicken. They
were increasing the charge on the line. They kept increasing it until here and there breakdowns
appeared in the shape of big balls of squirmng green light which bounced down to the earth, or
soared to nearby trees

Doc frowned. CQutside of certain huge experinental |aboratories, he had not known of equi pnent
such as this being in existence

The test ended. The el ectric-blue snake disappeared. In the air hung the odor of ozone, the sane
scent that pervades the vicinity where lightning has just struck. A bird, electrocuted partially by
the high-frequency field, was fluttering hel plessly sonewhere in the jungle

The straw boss again turned his flashlight on his watch

"Five mnutes is up," he said. "Another hour before the next test. W can go back to work." He
wal ked toward the drill tower. "Get a crowbar, one of you guys. Let's see if we can't pry this beam
over so you can get at the bolt."

Doc Savage left the vicinity.



CHAPTER XIV. LOSER S CHO CE

THE radi o shack was made of sheet tin nailed over a two-by-four framework, and there was no door,
two sheets of tin formng an awning instead. Probably to avoid interference fromthe high-frequency
el ectrical apparatus on the central and northern portions of the, island, the radi o equi prent was
located at the far southern end. The apparatus itself was not particularly powerful, and portable as
well. It stood on a bench nade of boards.

A gasoline | antern showed the operator what he was doing. He sat on a canp chair, headphones

cl anped over his ears, while he idly read the com c section of a Sunday paper. He was a | ean young
man, thin and hard, with carroty hair.

Doc Savage went in and got himby the neck. One hand closed the fellow s wi ndpi pe agai nst an
outcry. The bronze man’s other hand began working on the nerve centers of the fell ow s neck.

By conbi ning his know edge of anatony and nervous structure, the bronze man had devel oped a

met hod of inducing, without |lasting harmto the subject, a tenporary paralysis. The victimof his
systemwas |like a paralytic case, eyes open, breathing, organs functioning nornally, except that
through the early stages the brain was incapabl e of conprehendi ng what went on, so that the coma was
al nost conpl ete unconsci ousness. Usually a few hours returned the victimto normal cy.

Havi ng i nduced the state of paralysis, the bronze nman rel eased the radi o operator.

In a box under the table, Doc found a hammer. Wth this, not too noisily, he denolished the radio
apparatus, not stopping until he was certain all the transmtters were out of comm ssion.

Sonme of the broken glass fromthe tubes and the neter faces, Doc sprinkled on the radio

operator’s clothing.

He put the hammer in the man’'s fist and closed his fingers over it. Then he stepped outside.

After Doc had left the radio hut, and was noving back toward the central part of the island,

where he had noted several tents and at |east two buildings of sheet netal, he heard nen
approaching. He stepped off the trail.

There were two nen. They passed himrapidly, headed toward the radio hut. Doc followed them

Reachi ng the shack, "Hey, Sparks," one of the nen called. "Chief says to get hold of the Gsprey.
Have t hem shoot those four Doc Savage nen at once. Savage is dead. No need of keeping the four alive
to make themtell where Savage is."

There was a natural |ack of an answer frominside the hut. The man shoved forward.

"What the bl azes! Look here, Eddie!"

They dived into the place. Doc, froma position outside, could see them bending over the

operator. Their words came to himclearly, "Sonebody’'s busted the radio!" one yell ed.

"WAit a minute," said the other, "Sparks did it hinself! Look, he's still got hold of the
hanmmer . "
"What the hell is the matter with the crazy fool ?"

"Look at him A fit! He had a fit of sonme kind. Heck, the guy has gone nuts!"

Wi ch was the opinion Doc Savage had hoped they would form The bronze man left the vicinity. But
his netallic features were strained now, and there was a tense heavi ness about his novenents.

Luck, this thing he had just done. Pure luck. He had put the radio out of conm ssion to hanper

the gang in communi cating with such units as mght not be on the island. Unwittingly, he had served
anot her purpose-saved the lives of his four aides. Saved themfor the tine being only, however. They
were prisoners. It was the first he had known of that.

THE bronze man dodged—suddenly and wildly, throwing every effort into the frantic notion. He
reached the shelter of a bush. Then he took a deep breath and stood there, very angry with hinself.
It was only the high-frequency current in the tubular conductors. The buzzing green snake with

t he whi skers again. Juice had been cut into the conductors.

The fact that the phenonmenon had startled himout of his wits irritated him Usually he had

better control of his nerves.

Now he coul d see that the high-frequency conductor extended in both directions fromthe center of
the island. The line was not straight, but curved—the angle of turn was very slight—so that it was
like a segnent of a half-nmoon facing the Gulf Stream He watched the trenmendous voltage spread a
bl uish field about the copper tubing. It was on the conductor for a longer interval than before, and
this tine it was not stepped up until a breakdown occurred. Apparently they had found the highest
current which could be applied, and they set the juice at that point and ran a tinme test.

It was an eerie thing. Like a curved bar of al nost noiseless lightning that lay close to the
ground for m nutes.

Doc stopped watching it and noved toward the buildings at the center of the island. The bl ue

snake di sappeared. He paid no attention, except to go nore slowy. H s near-nakedness was a help in
avoi di ng the bushes that plucked at him and m ght have made noise if disturbed.

The two nen fromthe radi o shack, carrying the paralyzed operator, reached the buil dings a nonent
after Doc arrived in the vicinity.

"Sparks had sone kind of a spasm and busted up his radio," they explained. "Look at himl What

ails hinP"



The swearing that followed was violent. But evidently there was no skilled physician on the

island, for no one came near the truth in diagnosing the operators condition. A fit, they decided.
Doc Savage prowl ed the vicinity. He did not override his luck by trying to get too close. Through
the gaping holes in the two buildings that served as doors, he could see—these structures were
lighted by electricity—a quantity of ponderous electrical machinery. Some of it was

si npl e—generators and step-up transfornmers. Other pieces were |arge-sized | aboratory equi pment—for
instance, the huge contrivances for raising frequency, and vacuum tubes that were i mense.

Circling around to the back, the bronze man did nmanage to get fairly close to the one opening in
the buil dings which was closed with a glass wi ndow. He could | ook into what was evidently an office,
judging fromthe tables covered with blueprints. The wi ndow, the |lower half, was lifted.

M ss WIlson was | eaning over a table. She wore tan slacks, and she was tall enough to wear them

wel | . She was watching an ordinary wi negl ass.

Besi de her, a young man was sawing steadily on the string of a violin with a bow, at the sane

tinme adjusting the tension peg of the violin string on which he was scraping the bow He was a dark
young man, tall, wth sideburns, slick hair and the general manner of a | ad who fancied hinself with
t he opposite sex.

"Your boss may not |ike this denpbnstration,” Mss WIlson said, and Doc heard her voice

distinctly.

"*Sall right," the young man said. "I'mhis right hand. 1'Il get this thing to—+isten! Hear it!"
M ss Wlson | eaned close to the wineglass and |istened. "Wy, it is naeking a singing sound."
"Vibrating in synchronismwith the violin string," the young man assured her. "Sone people can do
it with the sound of their voice. Renenber the story about how Caruso, the singer, used to bust

wi negl asses with his voice. Now watch this one break."

The singing of the w neglass began to reach Doc’s ears above the whine of the violin.

The bronze man was not particularly interested. He could do the trick with his voice. He knew the
wi negl ass woul d break shortly, shattered by the violence of its own vibration. And it did.

M SS W LSON strai ghtened. "That was a very effective denonstration," she said. "But electricity
and sound are two different things."

"I'"mgetting to that," said the denonstrator. "You see how sound can smash a substance. O
rather, vibration. Vibration is what does the job."

"Yes, you just showed an exanple."

The young man grew nore enthusiastic. "I'Il show you another exanple. He picked up a gadget. He
must have gotten it together for the purpose, for it was a comon el ectrical shocker—battery, spark
coil, and hand el ectrodes—such as al nost every boy assenbles at one time or another to shock his

friends. "This is harmess,” he said. "Here, hold the el ectrodes.”

M ss WIlson held them He turned on the current. Mss Wlson's arns twitched, and she let go the
el ectrodes.

"You see," said the young man.

" See what ?"

"How your arm nuscl es jerked when the hi gh-frequency current was going through them"

"Yes, they did, didn't they?"

"The muscles contracted when the current hit them"

"1"11 take your word for it."

"I"l'l admit it is not a perfect illustration of what our apparatus here on the island will do,"
said the young nman, "but for the purpose of explanation, it will do."

"Are you telling ne," denmanded M ss WIlson, "that the earth will really do the sane thing?"
"Contract and expand? Not the earth. Not dirt, although the individual particles could be made to
do so in a laboratory. But strata of stone will, when subjected to our nmethod, contract and expand.
In fact, they will do exactly as that glass did."

"Fly to pieces?"

"Well, not that. Disintegrate would be a better word. O better still, let us say that the rock
strata can be caused to shatter for a depth of many mles, so that it |oses nost of its ordinary
strength. "

In the other building, a buzzer sounded.

"Sorry, another test," said the young man. "W'Il| have to get out of here. I'Il conplete the

denonstration later."

He noved away.

Mss Wlson left the building. Doc kept track of her. She entered one of the tents. Soon

afterward, when the big conductors again becanme alive with current, Mss WIlson cane to the door of
her tent to stare at the display of weird electric blue.

Doc crawl ed under the rear wall of Mss Wlson's tent and stood erect. He waited until the faint
blue l'ight cast by the electrical display subsided, which it shortly did.

"Mss Wlson," Doc said in a whisper. "This is Doc Savage."

M ss WIson noved very fast. She had the nmuzzle of a revolver against his chest—+t seened to

hi mbefore he stopped speaking.



"Get your hands up," she said

He lifted his arns.

There was an electric light in the top of the tent. She funbled for it, located it, and turned it
on. She switched it off instantly.

"For a dead man," she said, "you' re alnobst indecently undressed."

And she | owered the revol ver

THE young worman’s cal mself-grip that enabl ed her to make a hunorous remark under such conditions
was—Aot surprising, because Doc had al ready judged her character fairly well—-a relief. It was |ike
findi ng sonething dependably solid when it was badly needed

She said, "Here is sonmething you may not know. Your four nen and Sm th-Stanhope are prisoners on
that bugeye schooner, which is due to arrive here in an hour or so. They were keeping your nen alive
in hopes of making themtell where you could be found. They want to get rid of all of you, but you

nmost of all. Now that they think you are dead, you had better think fast to save your friends."
Doc said, "I put the radio out of commi ssion."

"Ch, was that you? It was a nice job. They don't suspect. But as soon as the boat gets here
you' || have to do sonething nore."

"Johnny?"

"The geol ogi st of your crew," said Mss WIlson, "is getting the works. No, they' re not beating

himup. They are nore subtle than that. They are going to send a man back in an effort to find your
body, hoping to have a few of your fingers they can show Johnny, one at a tinme, to persuade himto
do what they want himto do. If they do not find your body, which I'mbetting they won't, they may
use your other four men for that purpose. They have not thought of that, and noreover, they may not
want to risk leaving your nen alive, so | don't think your four aids are any too safe."

Doc asked, "Can we get to Johnny?"

"Not without rousing the whole island," she advised him "There are four men with him But as

told you, he is not being harnmed physically. He is too valuable for themto damage him"

"Val uabl e for his geol ogical ability?" Doc suggested

"That’s right." Mss WIson nodded. "Have you noticed those big drills?"

"l noticed themdismantling one of the towers."

M ss WIlson noved to the tent door, l|istened cautiously to make sure they were not being
overheard. "They are finished with the drilling," she whispered, com ng back. "They put down hol es
that were nearly thirty inches in dianmeter, and sank them thousands of feet into the earth. They
have been at it for nonths."

Doc said, "The holes are for the purpose of planting el ectrodes deep in the earth?"

She stared at him "You know all about this?"

"Not everything," he said. "But something."

"How did you know | was not one of then? That | was actually an English agent?"

Doc said, "Smth-Stanhope had a photograph. It was of you, but he told us it had been taken ten
years ago, which was not true. The clothes you were wearing did not have the style of ten years ago
They were up-to-date."

"Sm t h- St anhope was given that picture in order to have sonmething with which to identify ne."

"l surm sed so."

"Did Smth-Stanhope tell you any of the truth?"

"Not a word. He told a story about being your uncle, and interested in your welfare."

M ss WIlson smled. "Smth-Stanhope is a nice old goose. A bit stodgy, but determ ned. The

British governnent thinks very well of him"

"And M. Lively?"

"Also well thought of," said Mss Wlson. "M. Lively is a bit strange. So very lazy at tinmes

Then again, conpletely animted."

"But M. Lively is a reliable English agent?"

"Ch, yes."

"Then," said Doc Savage, "the English government has three agents working on this
nmystery—yoursel f, M. Lively and Smth-Stanhope?"

"Four."

"Who is the fourth?"

"The pilot who shot you, or thought he did. He was an agent, | nean. He sold out on us."
"Now there are only three we can depend on."

"Right."

Qutside, a shout drifted through the night. It came fromthe top of a palmtree—Mss WIson

whi spered this information to Doc—where there was a | ookout posted

"Sail ho!" shouted the | ookout. "It's the bugeye. Coming around the south end of the island.”
Anot her voice ordered crisply, "You men with red lanterns, get in a position to mark the channe
so the boat can cone in. And be careful! That channel is narrow "

M ss WIson whispered, "That channel is only about a hundred feet w de, and not far offshore. If
we could only—=



"Conme on," Doc said.

CHAPTER XV. THE RAI DERS

THE under growm h—al nost entirely mangroves—extended to the water, even overhung the surface in

many places. There was a shelf of shallow water, then the deep tidal rip of the channel, sonber in
the night. On the opposite side of the channel, a man stood with a red lantern. There was another
lantern at the far end of the lagoon, to serve as a bearing point. The two red lanterns in line,
pass the first one to port side; these were evidently the bearings for entrance.

Doc said, "Mss WIlson, you will stay here until this is over. You will be safe here."

"l don't like that idea," Mss WIson said.

Doc made no comment. He left the young wonman standi ng anong the nangroves, then noved out
cautiously into the water, sank to keep out of sight, and noved forward. There was a thick growh of
sea fans and seaweed on the shelf. He reached deep water.

And then he knew M ss WIson was beside him She stroked up to his shoul der.

He whispered, "I told you—

"And | told you I didn’t like it," she whispered back. "Taking that schooner nay be nore than a
one-man job."

" Shar ks—=

"Ch, sure. | thought of them"

Doc nmoved on. There was nothing nuch he could do. And time was short. The schooner had rounded

the end of the island, blinked a signal, and was setting into the channel.

The bugeye canme sl owy, pushing against an outgoing tide. The Diesel notors made a steady,

nonot onous noi se.

The noments when the boat cane cl ose were tense ones. There was only one point where they could

get aboard—the bowsprit and the bobstay chain. If they missed that, they would be out of luck. The
boat, although it did not seemto be noving fast, was probably shoving against the tide sonewhat
faster than a man could swim

When the bronze man’s hand cl osed over the bobstay chain, he reached out and seized Mss WIson.

O herwi se, she could not have made it. He haul ed her close, and she grasped the chain. "Thanks," she
said. Their bodi es dragged through the water. Doc whispered, "W mght as well go up together."
They clung to the chain, clinbed carefully. Rushing water made enough noi se to cover drippage
fromthem and noreover the tide around the schooner was not silent.

A man said, "A bit to the starboard, Harry."

He was | eaning against the mast. He had a pair of binoculars in his hands, keeping themglued to
his eyes, no doubt holding the bearing marker in line with the forestay that came down fromthe top
of the mast to the end of the bowsprit. The man’s bi nocul ars prevented his seeing them

Doc flung against the man. One arm he used to band the fellow tightly agai nst the mast. The other
hand he enployed to dig into the man’s throat, fingertips searching for the nerve centers that woul d
produce unconsci ousness.

Afterward, Doc |owered the man to the deck.

"That’s one," said Mss WIson. She had caught the binocul ars.

THERE appeared to have been only two nmen on deck. The other one was handling the wheel.

Doc imtated the voice of the man he had just overcone. He said, "Hey, what’'s that astern?"
"Where?" called the man at the wheel. "I don’t see anything."

Doc said, "I'Il show you," in the |ookout’s voice.

Wth the ruse, he nmanaged to get close enough to seize the hel nsman. The fell ow kicked the

bi nnacl e once, very hard. But that was all the noise he made. That, and the sound of Doc's fist,
whi ch was not as loud as it was violent. The steersman becane still.

Doc asked, "You know this channel ?"

"l don't need to," said Mss WIlson. "You just steer toward that red light."

"Do it, will you?" Doc said. He cut the speed sonmewhat by closing the throttle controls.

Going to the conpani onway, the bronze man |lifted his voice boldly. Again, he put his trust in his
ability to mmc other voices.

He said, "How s it go down there?"

"Are we alnpst in?" a nman demanded. "l'mgetting tired of this job."

"How are the prisoners?"

"Hell! How could they be, tied up like they are?"

Doc said, "I'Il take a |l ook." He descended the conpani onway, and there was a lighted corridor. It
was all of twenty feet to where the guard stood, and there was nothing for Doc to do but cover all
of that distance before the man could lift the rifle which he was hol di ng.

The bronze man pulled his shoul ders together and drove out with his |legs. Fortunately, bare feet
had enabl ed himto descend the conpani onway wi thout much noi se, an advantage. He reached the man
with his hands, got hold of the gun, twisted it fromthe other. The man yelled. There was no
preventing the sound. But Doc hit himbefore he could shout again. The fellow went back against the
wal |, then tilted forward stiffly.



"Monk, " Doc said.

"Bl azes!" expl oded the honely chem st’s voice. "Were d you cone fronP"

Doc asked, "How nany nen aboard?"

"Three men," Mnk said, "and a worman."

"Woman?"

"Hester," Mnk said gloomly. "She'll be taking care of the nmotors, | think. And Doc—watch out
for Hester. She's a ring-twisted tiger, that girl is!"

They were | ocked in the cabin. Doc tried the door, drew back, set hinmself, and put a foot and all
his wei ght against the panel near the lock. It cane open. He said, "Do not show yourselves on deck."
The engi ne roomwas aft, al npost under the wheel. Hester was |eaning through a porthole, watching
the progress of the boat. Doc canme up silently behind her, picking a |large handful of clean waste
out of a box as he passed it.

Doc had bad | uck then. Hester got her chin hooked over the porthole rimin sone fashion when he
grabbed her. She hung there | ong enough to scream And it was a remarkably | oud shriek for such a
small girl.

Then Doc got her inside and gagged her.

Fromthe shore, a nman yelled, "Wat’'s wong on board there?"

From on deck, Mss WIson answered. "That was nme—Hester," she said. "I just yelled because | feel
good. How are things?"

"Things are O K.," the nan said.

TEN minutes later, Mss Wlson said, "This is as far in as we can go with the bugeye. The water
shoal s up from here."

Doc Savage went forward, dropped the anchor. The chain rattled out with the grunbling sound of a
big animal. The bronze man went back aft.

Monk and Ham had finished tying and gaggi ng Hester. They ordinarily failed to work together
peacefully, did Monk and Ham but this time they collaborated with enthusiasm

Anot her voice cane fromthe shore.

"Take a gun," it ordered, "and get rid of Doc Savage's four nmen."

Doc again used the voice of the man who had been | ookout near the bow. He said, "You nean bunp
‘em of f?"

"Sure."

"What about Smth-Stanhope?"”

"Don’t hurt him But nmeke sure he sees you shoot Savage’'s nen."

"Right," Doc said.

"Then cone on deck," the voice ordered.

"Right."

They went bel ow. Smith-Stanhope, when he canme into the cabin light, was pale. He also trenbled a
little, kneaded his hands together. "I . . . | assure you that . . . well . . . |—=

"Assure us what?" Doc asked.

"l amnot one of them" Smth-Stanhope said wildly. "I amafraid because they did not order ne

killed you will think—=

"Nonsense," Doc said. "They are trying to scare you. That is why they wanted you to w tness the
nmurders. "

The bronze man had col | ected guns belonging to the men they had overpowered. He used one of
these, fired it deliberately, giving plenty of tinme between shots, and doi ng sone extenporaneous
scream ng that was inpressive. For good neasure, he fired twi ce nore.

He went on deck.

"Wl 1 ?" yelled the voice fromshore. "Did you get the job done?"

Doc made his assumed tone horrified. "It . . . it was pretty bad," he said.

"Hel ! Take a drink or sonething," ordered the shore voice. "Then bring Smth-Stanhope ashore."
"Fetch Sm t h- St anhope ashore?" Doc denanded.

"Yes."

"All right," Doc replied. "But it’'ll take a minute or two. He ain’t in very good shape right
now. "

"Hurry it up."

"Right."

The plane was still circling overhead, but dropping |ower. Now, answering a blinked flashlight
signal, it slanted down on the |agoon. The pilot beached it at a spot perhaps two hundred yards
di stant.

Doc asked, "M ss WIson, how nmany planes have they?"

"That one," she said, "and another big one, a transport seapl ane."

"Are they both cl ose together now?"

"They keep them both down there where that one just |anded," she answered.

Doc turned to his nen. "There are two |ifeboats on board. Mnk, you and Ham and Renny take one of
them and get it into the water. | am going ashore with Smth-Stanhope."



THE bronze man nmade only one preparation. He changed clothes with the first man he had overcone,
the fell ow whose voice he was imtating. That man had worn a broad-brimred hat, a brightly checkered
sports coat of distinctive pattern. Mreover, he was a man of sonme size, so that Doc nanaged to
squeeze into the garnents.

"Boat ready," Monk reported.

"Good," Doc said. "Did you fellows bring any equi pnent cases aboard?"

"Sure."

"Have they been thrown overboard, or destroyed?"

"They’'re in the nmain cabin," Mnk said.

The bronze man called the others around him "Here is the situation," he said. "There are at

| east twenty nmen on shore. They think Mss WIlson is an English secret agent who sold out to them
They have M. Lively, and they have Johnny. They know that Snith-Stanhope, here, is an English
agent =

"l amthe chief of the English delegation which was to handl e these fellows," Smth-Stanhope
interrupted. Even under the circunstances, he nanaged to sound a bit ponpous with that.

"All right," Doc said. "As soon as | shove off, the rest of you, with the exception of Mss
Wlson, will get into the water and swimfor the opposite shore. As soon as you reach it, you wll
get to those planes, then put them out of conm ssion."

"And after that?"

Doc noted a snall pronontory which stuck a dark thunb into the | esser blackness of the |agoon.
"There," he said. "I will meet you there. Have plenty of fighting equi pment with you."

"What about nme?" demanded M ss W/ son.

"Someone has to watch the boat."

"And it has to be me?"

"Yes. W don't want these prisoners waking up and spoiling things."

M ss WIlson took a belaying pin out of the pinrail. "They won't be waking up for a while," she
sai d.

Doc Savage hel ped Snith-Stanhope, who was trenbling again, into the boat. The others | owered away
on the falls, and the boat touched the water.

"You get up in the bow," Doc said. He took the oars, and rowed toward the nman who had done the
shouting fromon shore.

This was ticklish business, as the bronze nan knew. But he saw no way of avoiding it. He was
banking on the formati on of the | agoon—very shall ow near the shore, but quite deep in the central
portion. |If the rowboat would only ground before it reached the beach—

The grating of sharp coral against the hull planking was the nost wel come sound he had heard that
ni ght .

"Get out and wade," he told Smith-Stanhope loudly in the assunmed voi ce.

"What’'s the matter?" grow ed the voice on shore.

"Here's your Snith-Stanhope,” Doc said. "This water is too shallow. | gotta go back to the boat."
"What you gotta go back to the boat for?"
"To take care of those bodies. | better make sure they're dead."

"Ch, sure," grunted the other. He turned on a flashlight. Fortunately, Doc had his head tipped
forward, the wide hat brimpartially hiding his face. And the |oudly checkered coat was enough fal se
identification to save him "Conme on, Smth-Stanhope," ordered the man with the flashlight.

Doc then rowed away. He gave the oars all the force they would safely take until he reached the
bugeye. The lifeboat had a | ong painter, and he tossed this up to Mss WIson.

"Good | uck," she called softly.

"Thanks," Doc said. He slid over the side of the |ifeboat and swam for shore.

CHAPTER XVI. SCHEME

THEY had Snmith-Stanhope in the small section of the building which was wi ndowed and served as an
office. Half a dozen other men were there, waiting, so Doc Savage reached a point outside where he
coul d wat ch.

Finally, the foppish young man entered, the fell ow who had given Mss WIson the denpnstration.
"The chief says for me to do the talking," he said.

For sone reason, he winked at his nen, and two of them | aughed.

"What . . . what is there to say?" asked Smth-Stanhope nervously.

"Just this—we’'re through killing time," said the young man grimy. "The English governnment has
had its chance to pay off. Instead of that, you tried to throw a nonkey wench in the works."
"W only wanted to nmake sure—

"Make sure we could stop the flow of the Gulf Stream-ike hell that was what you wanted!" The
young man snorted. "You were trying to weck us, and you knowit. So do we."

" But —

The young man took a grimstep forward. "Your government was told, right at the beginning, that
there were others who woul d pay plenty to have the Gulf Stream shut off."



Smi t h- St anhope sai d suddenly, "The whole idea is utterly fantastic!"

"It was when other nen tal ked about it," the other said dryly. "But this tine it is different

You see, we've got a system of conbining high-frequency sonic vibrations caused by the contraction
and expansion of rock strata under electrical current, conbining these with high-frequency current
itself, so as to create a weakness in the earth strata over a |large section. The result"—he young
man smled grimMy—wll be, and you will have to take nmy word for this, a major earthquake and

upheaval of the earth crust. W are quite sure that it will lift the sea floor under the Qulf Stream
sufficiently that the Streamw ||l no longer followits present course. In other words, the Qulf
Streamw || no |onger affect the clinmate of England."”

"Ri di cul ous!"

"l hope you still think so after we do it."

Smi t h- St anhope was perspiring slightly. "You really believe this mad thing, don't you?"

"Perhaps you have forgotten Ingento Island, and what we did there."

"You only said you created an earth disturbance which w ped out |ngento."

"Of course. I'monly saying that we can shut off the GQulf Stream and turn England into a country
with a climate as bl eak as Nova Scotia, or even Al aska. Possibly not as bad as interior Al aska. But
not exactly balny."

Smi t h- St anhope swal | owed. "What do you devils want?"

"Pay-off."

"But how—

That was all Doc Savage waited to hear. It cleared up the nystery, as far as notives were
concerned. Much of it the bronze man had al ready surm sed—the fact that they needed a geol ogi st had
been his first tip-off. Johnny, one of the nost skilled of living geol ogists had been necessary to
check the drilling cores, to assure themthat the strata under the Gulf Streamwas of such a nature
as to respond with contraction and expansion to a high-frequency electrical field which they
intended to project into the earth

The bronze man noved away.

HE found his nen assenbl ed on the pronmontory which thrust out into the | agoon

"We fixed the planes," Mnk said. "There were three guys watching them W fixed those birds

too."

Doc asked, "Have you got bullet-proof vests?"

"Yes. Here's an extra for you."

Doc took the garnment. It was of an alloy material, chain-nmesh construction, and would stop
anything up to and including an arnmy rifle bullet—although being hit by the latter with one of the
vests on was no joke. The bronze nman donned the vest

He said, "W have them cornered, to sone extent. Their planes are out of conmi ssion. W have the

boat. The speedboat is still out to sea sonewhere—

Renny said, "I heard them say the speedboat was going to prowi up and down the shore severa
mles out inthe Gulf Stream to nmake sure no fishing boat happened to put in here. They do that
every night."

"CGood," Doc said. "Wait ten mnutes. That is, wait that long unless a fight starts. After ten
mnutes, go into action."”

"Any particular plan of action?" Mnk asked

"Just use your judgnent."

"That," said Monk, "is the kind of a fight | like."

Renny runbl ed gleefully. "This should be good. They think we're all dead. Al right, ten mnutes

unl ess we hear you get in trouble, Doc. W' ve got it."

The bronze man noved away silently into the night. He foll owed the beach, then turned inshore

and approached the vicinity of the two buil dings

He got cl ose enough to | ook inside one of the structures, but had to retreat. Half a dozen nen

were working there, too many to overpower.

Trying the other building, he found it the same there. But he did manage to see enough of the
interior of this one to know that it was here that his interest should center

For one thing, they had Johnny Littlejohn inside the place. They had a noose around Johnny’'s
neck—ot a hangman’s knot, but a sinple nonchoking bow ine—and the other end of the rope was tied to
a ceiling beam Johnny could do nothing but stand on tiptoes. It was not a particularly vicious form
of torture—for the first five mnutes one had to undergo it. Then it becane rather horrible. To go
down flat-footed meant that it becane inpossible to breathe, and it was inpossible to stand
indefinitely on tiptoes

When he saw how purpl e Johnny's face had becone, Doc had to restrain hinself

TEN mi nut es

Bi g-voi ced Renny Renwi ck let out a series of how ed orders that echoed fromend to end of the
island. "All right, sailors,”" Renny bellowed. "Landing parties close in! Let’'s go! Radio
operator—give the destroyer a signal to start shelling the buildings!"



A quick grin of appreciation, a rare thing, crossed Doc’s netallic features. Renny and the others
were trying to nake the foe think a naval attacking force had | anded. It was good strategy.

There was a whistle. It sounded very much like an artillery shell com ng. The expl osion foll owed,
and it was satisfactorily violent. It was, Doc knew, nothing but a hand grenade which one of his
ai ds had tossed

Renny roared, "Radio operator! Tell themto correct their range about two hundred feet to the
north! Sane distance!"

By that tine, the building had about enptied. And the lights had gone out. Fromthe bl acked- out

pl ace, men poured in an excited covey.

Doc imedi ately went into the structure. There was a pocketknife in the suit he was wearing, and
he used it to cut Johnny down.

"You all right, Johnny?" he demanded in a whi sper

Johnny stunbl ed about, trying to remain on his feet. "I'ma fuh-fuh-foot longer than | was," he
gasped

"Get outside," Doc said. "Take it easy. Keep under cover. Get to the lagoon. Try to get in shape
to swmto the bugeye schooner you will find anchored in the | agoon—+f we lose this fight."
Johnny said, "I'll be superagl amsuper— He gave it up and stunbl ed outside

Doc Savage renmmined in the building. He could not do what he w shed without light, and to turn on
the ceiling lanps would invite trouble. But he renenbered a work bench at the far side, and a
mechanic’s lanp with a long cord lying there. He located it, wapped the bulb in his coat, and
switched it on. The cord was | ong enough

Because of his intensive training in electricity, he had a general idea of the nmake-up of this
apparatus. Much of it was a nystery to him and woul d probably take weeks of study to understand
conpl etely. The mind that had designed this had been a genius of sorts, both in geol ogy and
electricity.

But his sketchy understanding of the nmachinery was anple for his purpose. There were w enches
pliers, on the bench. Wth these, he clinbed boldly into the apparatus, and began changi ng
connecti ons

Qutside, the fight had turned into a guerilla thing. H's aids had scattered, and were firing
desul tory bursts fromtheir machine pistols. The weapons nmade an awesone sound in the night

Renny was still shouting orders to his imaginary marines, or whatever fighting force he was
bringing off the imagi nary destroyer

Monk was doing the imtation of a cannon shelling the place. He would whistle, then toss a
grenade. Soneone over to the east of the canp, doubtless Long Tom was codperating to the extent of
firing his machine pistol after each explosion, so that the absence of a boom ng report from seaward
woul d not be noticed

Doc Savage finished his job on the apparatus

THE nmorment he was outside in the night, the bronze man realized that the attack was not meking
much progress. Their foes, after the first wild uproar, had settled down. They were assenbling
conpactly, follow ng orders shouted by the voice of the sleek young nan who had denonstrated their
system of creating earth disturbances to Mss WIson.

Doc circled them got between them and the beach

He nade a great crashing, as if he was charging up fromthe beach. He used the voice which he had
assuned earlier.

"The whol e English navy!" he roared. "They' ve captured the bugeye! There’'s a mllion of ‘enm"

The terror he nanaged to get in his voice had an effect. Soneone bellowed out in anger. "I'm
through!" the man shouted. "You kill some of those sailors, and they'|l hang us!"

Doc called, "Come on, nmen! Close in on them"

He used his own voice. H's aids heard. Probably they would have known it was the psychol ogi ca
morment, anyway. They cane in quickly, firing short bursts fromthe machine pistols. One of the
rapid-firers, charged with explosive slugs, created a deafening uproar

Doc roared, "You fellows! You' ve got one chance to surrender. And frankly, we don’t care whether
you take it or not."

Two men took advantage of the offer. They broke away fromthe others, rushed forward, how ing,
"Var forsigtig!" in a Scandinavian tongue, in their excitement. "W are surrendering," one yelled
It was the nonent for themto break

But an angry, determined voice rallied them It was a new voice, mad with rage

"Keep your heads, you idiots!" the new voice rapped. "The machinery is ready! We'll turn it on
That destroyer offshore will have plenty to do once the earth starts heaving up!"

Surprisingly, it was Mss WIlson's adm rer who squalled an objection. "Wait!" he screeched. "W
don’t know what it’'ll do to this island! Wait, boss!"

The other cursed him There was a shot. Agony-stricken now, the sleek young man wail ed. "Boss
Boss, pl ease—

Doc Savage lifted his head. He could not see nuch; it was too dark. But he could hear footsteps
poundi ng toward the sheet-iron buildings



The bronze man lifted his voice

"Keep away from those buildings!" he shouted. "It's dangerous!"

Hi s words had no effect—except on his associates. Doc’s aides had | earned to take the bronze

man’'s words at their worth, and ask questions later. They pronptly retreated. Doc followed their
exanpl e.

Li ght came on inside the building in which Doc had done his tanpering. Mchinery started

operating. Big notors at first, their exhausts banging and spitting sparks; then, as their speed
grew, generator whine becane the | oudest sound

The ensuing hol ocaust took, at the nobst, a minute and a half. The variety of what happened, and

its violence, made the interval seemlonger. Geen-white flame at first. Turning blue. Not |arge
but Iike a welding torch. Just one at first. Then two, three, four, and dozens of them The crashing
reports began then, great snapping concussions that were like lightning, nmade by terrific electrica
current breaking down air resistance and arcing. For a nonment, it was al nost cannon fire. In the

m ddl e of the sound, a man began screami ng, his shrieks very |oud, but decreasing in volune, and
endi ng suddenly, so that they could no | onger be heard for sone tinme before the uproar subsided and
dar kness canme. Not conpl ete darkness, for in scores of places the electrical wiring was flam ng or
snol dering, and even in the jungle nearby, a few trees were afire. The ozone created by electrica
di scharges drifted and spread, a weird perfune

A man’s voice said, "The boss was in there."

CHAPTER XVI|. THE QUESTI ON

THE norning sunlight was warm and cheerful. Mnk basked in it. He raked his fingers through his
hair, flexed his big nuscles, and said, "I'mgonna get ne a sun tan," to Mss Wlson. Mss WIson
did not need a tan herself, being already nicely that way. In fact, seen in the bright glory of the
nmorning, Mss WIlson did not need much of anything. She canme close to perfection as she was.

She pointed. "There he cones."

A lifeboat fromthe bugeye—they now stood on the deck of the Osprey—was conming in through the
channel fromthe sea. Doc Savage occupied the craft. He had found an out board notor in the bugeye's
equi pmrent, and this was propelling the snall boat

He cane al ongsi de.

"Any | uck?" Monk asked

"No, the big speedboat fled," the bronze man advised. "If they have enough gasoline, they wll

get down in the islands, and we will never catch them"

Monk chuckl ed. "We got enough prisoners as it is."

"Where are they?"

"W’ ve got themall |ocked up bel ow decks," Mnk expl ai ned. "Ham and Long Tom are keeping an eye
on them" The honely chem st | aughed. "You know, sonme of them guys still think the English navy has
got them™"

Smi t h- St anhope canme to the railing. He said, "Mss Wlson and | would |ike very nmuch to go
ashore. W want to | ook at those buildings."

Doc said, "The main building is practically destroyed. The apparatus inside it is—well,

conpl etely denolished. Those short-circuits burned up everything, alnost. And the other building
contai ns nothing but the generators and notors."

Smi t h- St anhope shook hi s head

"W are interested in sonmething else," he said

"Get in the boat," Doc said

Johnny appeared. "M nd if | go al ong? Ham and Renny and Long Tom can handl e these prisoners."
"Get in," Doc said. "We will not be gone long."

As the boat noved toward the beach, Johnny said, "I'|Il be superamal gamated! |’'mjust getting so
can think straight about this crazy thing."

Smi t h- St anhope | ooked at him "Was the thing possible? Could they have forced an earthquake, or
simlar disturbance, which would have lifted the ocean floor enough to damoff the Gulf StreanP"
Johnny hesitated. "Their theory was all right. They had the right apparatus. As to what woul d

have happened—we’ || never know that. Their nmachinery is ruined."
M ss WIson shuddered. "I'm damed glad the dirty buzzards didn't get to try it," she said. Then
she flushed. "I've got to quit swearing," she said

"l think | can help you," Mnk vol unt eered

Monk had no doubt but that it would be a very pleasant task

They | anded and wal ked up to the buil dings. Smth-Stanhope stopped. "You know what | want to
see," he said. "I . . . | know who he is."

"Their |eader, you nmean?"

"Yes." Smith-Stanhope got out a handkerchief and w ped his face. "I—+this is a blenmsh on ny
government. | feel it as deeply as if it was on ny own famly."

Doc said, "Every country has men like that."

"l guess so," Smth-Stanhope admtted. "Ch, well, he cane to a just end."

The Englishman wal ked into the ruins of the building, nmoving gingerly. After a while, he found



M. Lively. Considering the violent fashion of M. Lively's death, his face was pl acid.
"It gets nme," nmuttered Smth-Stanhope, "that no one suspected M. Lively of being the brains
behind this thing."

THEY rowed back to the bugeye in silence. Looking at a body was not exactly a push into
conversation. But finally Smith-Stanhope said, "M. Savage, when did you first suspect the fell ow?
O did you know it was M. Lively before |ast night?"

The bronze man said, "Suspicion and certainty are two different things. M. Lively nmade several
breaks that indicated his guilt. For instance, on an island north of here, M. Lively made a renmark
about renenbering when the pilot was going to shoot me, when at the time M. Lively was supposed to
be unconscious. The remark indicated he was faki ng unconsci ousness, which proved he was in cahoots
with the pilot, who was obviously one of the gang, as proven later. And there were other snall

t hings."

"l see.”

Monk asked, "What are we gonna do with these prisoners?"

"This is English territory," Doc said, "and Smth-Stanhope has clained the captives. They will be
turned over to the English navy."

Monk grinned rueful ly.

"When they get Hester," said Mnk, "the English navy better watch out."

THE END



