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Chapter 1. THE MAN W TH NO TONGUE

PARADI SE is a beach. It is on Long Island Sound near New York City and, being one of the nost
conveni ent spots for swnmmng, is nmuch frequented during the summrer. The patrons are jaded citizens
of Manhattan who, having struggled for a living in the great city all week, come for a rest.

Par adi se Beach was qui et. That was another reason why it was so popul ar.

On the first Saturday of Septenber, however, the quiet of Paradi se Beach was rudely shattered.
The |ife guard—he sat atop a tower which stood out where the water was deep—was first to see the
thing in the water. It was night, about two hours after sunset. Big floodlights blazed al ong the
| ocker house, while others were on high poles out beyond the life guard’ s tower. It was the
illum nation of these which first disclosed the thing in the water.

"Drowning man!" yelled the life guard, making a m stake.

The guard executed a snappy dive off his platformand swamrapidly out into the Sound. A man was
swinm ng feebly out there. The guard had t hought he was a bather who had ventured out too far. But,
reaching the swi mer, he discovered the fell ow was cl othed, except for shoes and coat.

A wave cane in; it was not large, for they do not have |large waves on Long |sland Sound during
cal mweather. Yet it submerged the man swnmmng in his clothing, and it was some nonents before he
cane up, gasping feebly.

The life guard lent a hand, holding the fellow up and, at the same tinme, peering out into the
Sound in an effort to | earn where the unfortunate had cone from It was too dark to see nmuch. The
guard decided the man nust have been in a boat, that had sunk.

"Were you al one?" he demanded. "Does anybody el se need hel p?"

"Shut up!" said the one who was being rescued. "Either get me ashore or leggo so | can swim"

A light skiff, rowed by another life guard, arrived at that nonment and both the first life guard
and the man swnmmng in his clothes were taken aboard and paddl ed to the beach. The rescued man
started to get out of the boat, as if he were in a great hurry to | eave.

The fell ow was restrai ned, however, by the |ife guard, who knew that persons who have been near
drowni ng soneti nes becone hysterical and do not quite know what they are doing.

"Leggo, dope," snarled the man who had been found swinmring in his clothes.

"Not until the doctor |ooks you over," said one of the guard.

The rescued man then acted very ungallantly. He seized an oar and nmanaged, after a short

skirm sh, to crack the life guards over the head, knocking them both sensel ess.

The man ran away, his wet clothing naking sl opping noises.

A THRONG of no small proportions was on the beach, but the rescue had been executed so quietly
that only a few had realized what was happeni ng. Mst of the sharper observers had been advanci ng
cautiously to investigate. They broke into a run, and a |loud outcry went up as they saw the bri ef
skirm sh which felled the two |ife guards.

At first, there was no attenpt to apprehend the fleeing man. New Yorkers learn early that
attending to their own business is a policy which avoids trouble. However, two anbitious souls did
attenpt to stop the runner. One of them a fat man, got an oar jabbed in the stomach for his pains.
The other was discouraged by a bl ow over the head.

The fleeing man reached a row of bathhouses and ducked between them

At this point, it was doubtful if many persons were aware that a dark notor boat had cone into



the floodlighted area fromthe Sound. This craft carried several men. Driven by a powerful notor, it
swerved in close to the beach, and all but one of the occupants sprang overboard and waded ashore
The man who rermained in the boat took it back out into the Sound, and it was shortly lost in the
dar kness

El ectric excitenment suddenly swept Paradi se Beach. Those nen who had gotten out of the notor boat
wer e masked. Mreover, they carried revolvers

The masked, arned nen raced after the one who was fleeing. At first, they were not interfered
with, the patrons of the bathing beach naturally being unarned

Then one of the Paradi se special policemen canme racing forward. He shouted, and had a gun in his
hand. There was a pronpt burst of shots. The special officer suddenly concluded that his salary did
not cover gun fighting, and ignon niously took shelter

The processi on—fl eeing swi mrers and arnmed pursuer—+eft the confines of Paradi se Beach behi nd
them In the pavilions, the bathhouses, half a dozen tel ephones were being enpl oyed to cal
policemen. This, incidentally, did no good whatever

The fugitive, by now, knew the pursuit was close on his heels. There was a parking | ot beyond the
bat hi ng beach buil di ngs, and he ducked into this, dodgi ng anong the parked nachi nes, peering
frequently into vehicles, obviously trying to find one that was not | ocked

On the far side of the lot, an autonobile engine started. It was a notorist who, blissfully
unawar e of what was going on, had decided to | eave. The fugitive raced madly for this machine

Hi s pursuers outguessed him Hearing the car start, they surm sed what he would do and directed
their course to cut himoff. They succeeded. In grimsilence, they sprang upon the runner

The late swinmrer was virtually exhausted, which was one reason they had caught himso easily. He
was beat en down, knocked as thoroughly sensel ess as had been the two |ife guards

HALF an hour later, the victimregained his senses. He | ooked about at the grimforns of his
captors, still masked and visible in the glow of a single flashlight, and peered at thick scrub
brush beyond them This was plainly a renote spot

"He shoul d be dead by now," one of the captors said, callously. "The guy has nore lives than a
cat."

The prisoner said nothing, tried to nove and did not succeed. He was being held tightly.

"He's bound to be in Davy Jones’s |ocker before long," said another of the men

"Turn me adrift," grow ed the prisoner. "You swabs have your lines tangled."

"So you think," snarled one of the masked group. "You scuttled our ship for us. Fixed it so it'll
sink sure."

"l didn't," snapped the victim

"W caught you," the other pointed out

"l don't know anything about Taz, or the rest of it," wailed the prisoner. "You got ne all wong!
Sure you have!"

"We got you, all right," one echoed, and |aughed. QG hers al so | aughed, not pleasantly.

"Your nane is Verne, ain't it?" demanded one of the masked men. "Twenty- Thousand-Leagues Verne
they call you, don't they?"

The prisoner denied this vehenmently. "No!"

"Ch yes, you are," said the masked man. "And Di anond Eve Post hired you!"

DI AMOND EVE POST?" the prisoner nunbl ed. "Never heard of her."

He tried to sound puzzled, earnest, but he was not a very good actor

"Listen, guy," said the other, "don't lie about it. W know she hired you."

"No," the man insisted

"She sent you aboard to open the sea-cocks of our hooker, while all hands were ashore," the other
told him grimy. "You went her one better than that. You snuggled a keg of acid aboard."

"And dunped the acid in the bilge," echoed another. "The cursed stuff ate the plates right out of

the bottom of our hooker. She's leakin' |ike a sieve!"
"This is all a mistake," insisted their captive
"We found the enpty acid keg," he was told. "It was glass lined. It was a keg you said held your

private stock of liquor."

The prisoner rolled his eyes wildly.

The captive was a small man, but he had very |arge bones which gave hima sturdy aspect. There
was a bald spot as round as a plate on top of his head. H s clothing was rough and his pants |egs
had | arge bottons, sailor fashion

One thing about his appearance was particularly striking—his skin: it |ooked as if sone weird
phenonmenon had brought all blood vessels to the surface. This gave a purple conplexi on which was
rat her hi deous

He struggled slightly, and there was a great horror com ng over his features

"I"'magonna die, if you don't let me go," he wailed. "After what you scuts done to nme, there's
only one thing—



A captor kicked him snarled, "Put |ashing on that tongue!"

The masked group seened to be undeci ded about what to do next.

"Puttin’ a knife in his ‘mdships is the quickest way out," one suggested.

"N x," another objected. "W want to give that Di anond Eve dane sonethin’ to think about. W had
himfixed, only he's tougher than we expected."

"He's done for," said a third. "It may take a little tine, but he's done for."

The one who had suggested the knife snorted.

"What if he gets to a hospital ? Some of them Manhattan hospitals are fitted up to take care of
what’ s gonna happen to him"

They thought that over.

Suddenly, one grunted and drew a bottle fromhis clothing. He shook the bottle, so that the
l'iquid inside gurgled.

"This is a sanple of what's left in that glass-lined keg," he said. "I was keepin' this stuff to
show the big shot. But | got an idea."

He fell upon the prisoner, wedged the fellow s nouth open with a gun barrel, uncorked the bottle
and poured sone of the contents into the captive’'s nouth. The result was grisly. The unfortunate man
emtted a series of horrible shrieks, until they clanped a coat over his face. It was some nonents
before they renoved the coat.

The captive's nouth, lips, and the lIower part of his face were hideously burned. H s whining and
gaggi ng noi ses were pitiful.

ACID," said the man with the bottle. "It'd eat the flukes off an anchor."
"What about his hands?" a nman objected. "He'll wite a note asking to be taken to a hospital."
The man with the bottle leered. "I'Il fix that, too."

He flashed a sheath knife and used it.

"Scuttlin’ our ship is nearly gonna make us | ose out on that Taz thing," he grow ed. "This pays
you back for that. And it'll teach Dianond Eve a | esson!"

He rel eased the victimand the nan staggered away, neking snall, unearthly noises. Agony fromhis
burned nouth was so great that he was oblivious of the trickle of scarlet fromhis wists. He began
to run as best he coul d.

Hi s hands were now usel ess. The tendons had been severed.

A shout, ugly, full of threat, cane fromthose who had naltreated him But it was doubtful if he
hear d.

"Tell the dame—f you can—that she'|ll get worse than that, if she don't furl her sails!" advised
the one who shout ed.

The mutilated man’s run was nore of a stagger, which an average wal k woul d have out paced. He

came, unexpectedly, out of the brush and found hinmself on cl ose-mown grass, beyond which glittered
light on a great shedded platformwhich stood on steel stilts.

The victin s eyes were running with tears of pain and he had to peer for some nonents before he
recogni zed the structure as the termnus of an elevated line. He ran toward it.

There was a crowd of sweltering citizens, bound for the parks, the beaches. Many gasps of horror
wer e brought by sight of the nutilated man. A woman fainted. Strangely enough, no one touched the
fellow or offered to help him Possibly, the hideous sight of himkept them awnay.

The metal steps of the elevated stairway were slippery with scarlet before the nman got to the

top, and he had fallen tw ce. The crowd—those who had stout stomachs, followed himup, but kept
their distance, as if he were sonme poisonous thing. The man faced them nmde his horrible sound at
them but nothing that coul d be understood.

Bel ow, they were shouting for policenmen, for an anbul ance. A woman was screami ng that a maniac
was at | arge and had butchered hinself.

The mutilated man was plainly desperate. He roved his pain-hazed eyes.

And at this point, fate stepped in. Probably the fact that the victi mobserved a certain poster,
could not be attributed to anything but a conbination of circunstances. But it was certain that he
saw the poster. For he stunbled close to it, let his blurred eyes observe it nore closely.

It was nerely one of the large posters exhibited on railway station platforms in the netropolitan
area for advertising purposes. This one was plugging a certain popul ar national nmgazi ne. The nan
plainly was not interested in the title of the magazine. His attention was centered on the words
whi ch described the | eading features in the nagazine for the nonth. It read:

DOC SAVAGE S AMAZI NG SAGA—

ASTOUNDI NG DETAI LS ABOUT THE

MAN OF MYSTERY

IN TH'S MONTH S | SSUE

What he had read suggested sonmething to the nutilated man. He dived into a train which had been
standing at the platform

The train was due to | eave and the conductor nust have been unaware of what was happeni ng,

because he applied the current and the string of cars clanked away. The victimhuddled in the rear



of a coach and rebuffed those who sought to aid him

Chapter 2. THE MJTE AND THE DEAD

An argunent was taking place behind a door on the eighty-sixth floor of a towering m dtown
skyscraper. The lettering on the door read:

CLARK SAVAGE, JR

One of the voices sounded as if its source might cone froma snmall child. The other was suave,
wel | nodul at ed, one obviously accustoned to nuch public speaking.

"You' re nuts, Ham" affirmed the childlike voice. "They wear ‘emthat way so they can get ‘emon
and of f easy."

"Monk, you thick-headed missing link," said the other voice, "they wear themthat way sinply
because it makes them | ook snart, and for no other reason!"

The pair who had been arguing, interrupted their dissension. They were as unlike as their voices.
The one with the childlike voice, in the dimlight of the reception room mght easily have been
m staken for a two-hundred-and-fifty-pound gorilla. He had practically no forehead, an incredibly
honely face that was made pl easant by an overly large nmouth, and arnms which extended his furry hands
to well below his knees. He was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair.

The other was a | ean-hi pped nman whose garnents were the absolute ultimate in fashionable
perfection. He had a not unhandsone face with a high forehead, keen eyes and the nobile nouth of an
orator. He carried a slender black cane, which he had been waving in an effort to drive home his
argurments. He was Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks.

"You' re wong, you anbul ance-chasing shyster!" "Mnk" continued the altercation. "They wear ‘em
that way because they can get out of ‘em easy when they fall overboard."

"Hanl' waved his cane in Mnk’'s face.

"You have the mnd of a child!'" he shouted. "The fact that they are cut that way has no

signi fi cance whatever!"

A newconer had silently entered the office. A huge man of bronze.

"What are you two argui ng about now?" he asked.

The two di ssenters—bonk and Hamunped as if they had suddenly found their feet in cold water.
"Doc Savage!" Ham excl ai nmed.

"CGosh, Doc, you ginmre a scare,"” Mnk said, surprised.

"What is the argunent now?" Doc Savage asked them

"Sailors’ pants," Mnk squeaked. "Any fool would know they' re cut big at the bottomso that the
sailor can get in and out of themin a hurry, but this dunb shyster Ham—=

"This accident of nature!" Ham slashed his cane at Monk. "Just to look at him you would know his
head coul d not possibly hold a brain cell! Now, sailors’ pants—

AN el evator door clanged in the corridor. Footsteps clattered. A figure cane weaving through the
door .

Monk stared at the hideous apparition and his big nmouth opened very nearly to its w dest. He mnust
have tried to say sonething, but words did not cone out.

The nmutil ated man stood before them I|f possible, he was a nore hi deous specter than when he had
frightened the cromd at the elevated station. Hs wists had stopped | eaking. H's nouth, however,
was now running scarlet, and with each of his faint breaths he blew a fine m st of spray.

He tried to speak. It was a gurgle.

"Hey," Monk squeaked at him "what’'s wong?"

The victimweaved and went down on all fours, but his slashed wists would not hold himand he
fell on the floor, squirmed. As they noved toward him he scranbled to his feet with a species of
mad energy. He gurgled and coughed, as if trying to speak. He gave it up. Then he staggered to the
big, inlaid desk.

An inkstand with pens was on the table. Hitting this with his el bow, he knocked it to the floor.
Bl ack and red ink gushed over the costly rug.

"Ni x, nix!" Mnk shouted, too |late. "The Khedive of Egypt hinself gave Doc that rug."

The mutilated man was in no condition to care. He stabbed a toe into the ink, began to draw |ines
on the rug. It was slow work, for his shoe proved to be no suitable brush.

It was now evident that the man was trying to print a nmessage.

Doc Savage whi sked across the reception roomand through a door which gave onto a library, a huge
room yet one which was jamred al nost to capacity with ponderous-1|ooking tones. This was a
scientific library which was equal ed by none.

Crossing the library, the bronze man entered a | aboratory-workshop.

He got a can of paint—t was used in coating the unusual devices which he so frequently
constructed—and a brush, also a coil of wire for use in |lashing the brush to the man’s shoe.
Carrying these, he whipped back into the reception room

Soret hi ng horrible had happened to their visitor. He was a contorted heap on the floor.

MONK, who was crouching over the fellow, |ooked up. "It beats ne, Doc," he barked. "The poor bird



got some kind of cranps or sonethin’ and just fell over in kind of a fit."

Doc Savage went to the man, bent over him examined him

"My instrument case," he directed Mnk.

Monk ran into the | aboratory and came back with the instrunent case. Doc Savage had been trained
in many things, but his first, and probably his greatest, forte was surgery. He straightened from
hi s di agnosi s.

"Monk, you stay here." He pointed to the strange marki ngs which the m streated man had nanaged to
ink on the carpet. "Watch those. And try to deci pher them"

Monk, who disliked being |eft out of anything, wailed, "But, Doc, what-—=

"Only one thing will save this man," Doc Savage said. "W have that thing down at our water-front
place. | nust take himthere."

Doc Savage gathered up the stricken nman. Then he addressed Ham

"Endeavor to find where this fellow came from" he suggested.

"Ri ghto," Ham agreed.

Bot h Monk and Ham busi ed thensel ves at their assigned tasks.

It took Doc with his burden but a short tinme to reach what was ostensi bly a huge unused war ehouse
on the Hudson River water front. The warehouse was really a conbi nati on hangar and boat house.

Doc carried the victimto a device which resenbled a |l arge steel tank, with a hatch in the end
and nurerous val ves and gauges on the outside. There was nothing unique about this thing. Any
prof essional diver would have recognized it as an "iron doctor." Divers enter the "iron doctor" for
deconpression, after being subjected to the terrific pressure of a deep dive, to prevent the
formati on of fatal air bubbles in their blood stream

Doc Savage did not open the "iron doctor." Rather slowy, he laid his burden down.

The man had di ed!

Doc Savage worked furiously over the body, attenpting to return a spark of life, even taking the
corpse into the "iron doctor" and turning on the pressure. It was, however, of no avail.

The victimhad been seized with what divers call the "bends." Recently, his body had been
subjected to terrific pressure and he had not been properly deconpressed. The resultant formation of
ni trogen bubbl es m ght not, necessarily, have been fatal. The "iron doctor," perhaps, would have
saved him

But the "bends" had not killed the man. He had died fromthe effects of the acid burns about his
mouth, the loss of his life streamthrough his slashed wists.

Doc Savage searched the fellow s clothing, exam ned the body. An untrained searcher, perhaps,

woul d have sworn there was nothing to be found.

There were a few grains of sand in the cuff of the still-danmp trousers. Doc Savage exam ned these
under a pocket magnifier.

"North shore of Long Island Sound," he said, as if to hinself.

That woul d not have surprised a trained geol ogist. Sands fromdifferent localities frequently
have as distinct a personality as have finger prints.

On the dead man’s shirt, the left shoul der, there was a reddi sh brown snmear, which the water had
not entirely washed away. Doc added | enses to his nagnifier, increasing its power, and scrutinized
the stain.

"Copper bottom paint off a ship," he concl uded.

Next he got a clean netal pan and, not without sone difficulty, nmanaged to wing a few drops of
water fromthe man’s clothing. He carried the pan across the buil ding.

The interior of this building, which outwardly resenbl ed an ol d war ehouse, was of enornous size.
The walls were thick. The roof as nearly bonbproof as it could be nade. The place housed a

remar kabl e assortment of vehicles for travel in the air, on the water, and under the water. There
were several planes, ranging froma huge speed ship to a snall autogiro; there was a dirigible of
unusual design; there were speed boats; and off to one side in a drydock of its own stood a small
submari ne.

From a | ocker, Doc Savage took a netal case and opened it. An array of chemi cals and chem cal

equi prent, ingeniously conpact, was disclosed. This assortment, an unbelievably conplete portable
| aboratory, belonged to the honely Mnk, and he invariably took it along on expeditions.

Wth a skill born of much study, Doc Savage set to work analyzing his water sanple. It was not
easy, but neither was it inpossible. Water in the vicinity of Manhattan contains a certain type of
pollution, and this dimnishes with distance fromthe netropolis. Before |ong, Doc Savage knew
approxi mately where the water had come from

"The nei ghbor hood of Paradi se Beach," he deci ded.

That was the extent of the clue. The bronze man left the body in the "iron doctor," padl ocked the
hat ch.

Shortly afterward, he was back in the skyscraper |aboratory. He |istened. There was no sound.
"Monk!" he called. Then: "Ham "

No answer.

The bronze man whi pped across the | aboratory, through the library, and stopped on the anteroom
threshol d. He remained there poised and made for a nmonment a small, peculiar sound, which was anpbng



the strangest of his characteristics. This note, a vague, eerie trilling, was indefinable as the
vagaries of a wind in a denuded forest, rose and fell. It had a quality of ventriloquism for one

| ooking at the bronze man could not have told that he nmade the sound. It was doubtful if Doc Savage
himsel f realized he was authoring the fantastic note. He nade the sound only in nmonents of intense
mental excitemnent.

Monk | ay spread-eagled on the anteroomfloor, flat on his face. And there was the stillness of

t he dead about his apish body.

Chapter 3. DI AMOND EVE

Part of the rug was gone.

The expensive panel of weaving had been cut with a sharp knife and a segment, roughly circular in
shape, renoved. No trace of this could be seen.

The m ssing section bore such printing as the nutilated man had nmanaged to acconplish with his
foot before he coll apsed.

The door gaped open, and Doc Savage went to it. Half through, he found a formspraw ed on the
shiny tiling of the corridor floor. The victimwas sensel ess, apparently havi ng been knocked out by
a bl ow over the head.

It was dapper Ham and he had fallen atop his innocent-1|ooking black cane. Doc Savage carried him
into the reception room

Monk proved upon examination, nerely to be unconscious, |ikewi se froma head bl ow, and Doc
started admnistering to him to Ham to bring themout of their forcibly induced slunbers.

Monk, the toughest of the pair, revived first. Lost in a nmental fog, he nunbl ed words.

"Justa dunb shyster, Ham" he squeaked faintly. "Sailors’ pants are big at the bottons because—~
He broke off, sat up suddenly, blinked several times, said abruptly in a rational voice, "Man,
have | got bells in ny head!"

"What happened?" Doc asked him

Monk j abbed a hairy, contenptuous thumb at Ham who was beginning to stir. "It was the shyster’s
fault. He brought some wonman and a guy with her. They—*
"It's alie!" Hamsaid, without opening his eyes. "It was Mnk's fault. He shoul d have been on

the | ookout."

"Lookout!" Monk squawl ed. "You brought themin—=

"And they pronptly knocked nme sensel ess,” Ham finished. "I nmet themdown in the | obby, while I
was trying to trace that fellow with the burned nouth. They said they had sone inportant
information, so | brought themup."

"It was the woman," Monk grow ed. "She had two guns. She tried to push one through that swell
dinner | just ate. Then she popped ne over the ear with the other one. | kinda lost interest."
"They obviously tricked ne into bringing themup," Ham adnmtted w thout pride.

Doc Savage indicated the missing section of the rug. "How did they know about that?"

Ham puckered his forehead, as if trying to think of the best way of admitting an indiscretion.
Homely Monk snorted, "The girl was a knockout. Boy, did she have what it takes! |I'll bet Hamtold
her all about what had happened."

"Shut up, you ape!" Ham snapped. "She said the man with the burned nouth was her brother, and
want ed to know what had happened to him She was sobbing and carrying on, and it kind of got under
ny skin."

"So you told her about it," Mnk jeered.

"I did!'" Hamyelled, angrily. "And you woul d have done the sanme thing, you missing |link! She was
so pretty and so grief-stricken—

"You know just as much about wonen as you know about sailors’ pants,"” Mnk told him unkindly.

HAM cont enpl ated Monk, as if he would greatly relish separating the honely chem st fromhis

gnarl ed ears.

"I made a mistake," he admitted, grudgingly. "Those two tricked me into getting themin here, and
knocked us out. Then they stole part of the rug, so that we would not have a chance to figure out
what the poor devil was trying to print there."

Monk scow ed at Ham as if the latter had conmitted sonme crinme which coul d never be forgiven.

"That means the nessage was inportant,” the siman chem st pointed out. "It's gone. And | think
there was enough of it that we could have translated the thing. You couldn’'t read it right off, of
course, but—

"W will see about that," Doc Savage interposed.

The bronze nman now noved the nassive inlaid table into the center of the roomand stood upon it,
from whi ch point he could reach the ceiling. This was decorated in nodernistic fashion, with trim
triangl es and discs of shiny metals and col ored gl ass. Under his manipul ati on, what had appeared to
be an ordinary glass plate cane away and proved itself a part of a notion picture camera, which was
recessed into the ceiling.

"A few nonents will be required to develop this," he said, and took the filmnagazine into the

| aborat ory.



After he had been working a few minutes, Doc called to Ham "Tel ephone Paradi se Beach on Long
Island Sound and see if you can |earn anything about a strange visitor."

Ham consuned two headache pills. Then he used the tel ephone

"The fell ow appeared at Paradi se Beach," he said when he finished. "He swamin fromthe Sound
knocked out two guards and fled. A nonent later, a notor boat |anded a group of masked men who
pursued him No one at Paradi se seens to know nore than that."

Doc Savage was using a quick-devel opi ng process of his own on the notion picture film which was
of mniature size. The whirring of the device which wound the filmthrough the devel oper solution
ceased. He transferred the filmto a reel and carried it to a projector

"When did you start that canera?" Mnk asked, curiously

"Just before leaving to take the man to the ‘iron doctor,’" Doc replied. "The canera control, you
know, is just inside the library."

The filmclicked through the projector

"There it is!" Mnk expl oded, suddenly. "Say, we got a fine shot of that message!"

"W will run the rest of the film" Doc Savage said. "Another |ook at that wonman woul d be
interesting."

I T had happened about as Mnk and Ham had said. The film showed Monk peering at the inscription
on the rug and scratching his head, when the door opened and Ham cane in, closely followed by a
bl onde girl.

"Boy, oh boy!" Mnk nmurnured. "Is she a queen!"

The girt, twentyish, arrestingly blonde, m ght have stepped out of some particularly excellent
chorus. Her frock had that carel ess nodi shness which only the best designers achieve

One thing in particular caught their eyes: her jewels. D anonds—en her fingers, on her throat
circlets of them about her wists. They were all |arge stones

"She was wearing a fortune," Ham said

Monk grow ed, "Look at the gorilla with her."

Monk had called the girl’'s conmpanion a gorilla. It would have taken a psychol ogi st to explain why
he did that. Probably because he secretly resented any nman being in the conpany of a specinen of the
fem nine sex so entrancing

The dianond girl’s conpanion was a tall, sturdy and not unhandsorme young fellow wi th a markedly
weat her-beaten face. His hair was either naturally light or sun-bleached, and was wavy; it bore a
cl ose resenbl ance to nolding clay. The young man wore a bl ue pea-jacket, and trousers that did not
have an ordinary cut

Monk pronptly drew attention to the trousers

"Lookit," he grunted. "Sailors’ pants, big at the bottons."

Ham began, "They wear themw th | arge bottons nerely because it is the style—=

"Wong!" Mnk snapped. "They're big so—

"There is a sound track on this film" Doc Savage interposed. "W will connect the scanning cel
and the anplifier to the |oud-speaker. Watever they said mght be of interest.”

The necessary connections did not require long. As the film began noving again, the |oud-speaker
humed and the bl ows which struck down Monk and Ham were distinctly audible. Mink had emtted a
trenendous groan in the course of his Waterl oo and Ham now seened to find this vastly anusing. He
chuckl ed over it until a speech fromthe dianmond girl silenced him

"Qui ck, Seaworthy," snapped the young wonan. "W won’t try to smear that nessage on the rug

We'll cut it out.”

She had a voice which recorded beautifully.

Her conpani on, whom she had call ed Seaworthy, frowned at the rug and said, "Just what was Verne
trying to wite? Can you nmake it out?"

The girl noved over and studied the rug

"Ch!" she gasped. "That woul d have put Doc Savage right on the trail! He would have | earned al
about Taz. W nust get rid of it. Cut it out."

Seaworthy produced a knife and went to work.

The girl stood to one side during the cutting operation, and it was apparent that she was under
strong enotional strain. Once she nade a sound very like a sob

"Poor Verne," she said, quietly. "They nust have caught him | wonder if he got the acid into the
bilge of their ship."

"I'f he did, the tub’lIl sure sink," grunted Seaworthy. "That'l|l cook their chances of getting to
Taz ahead of us."

The girl shuddered. "I wonder if it’s worth it. It nmeans mllions, and nore than noney, too. But
isit worth it? Sonetines, | wonder why noney isn't abolished. It causes so nuch trouble."

"Sonet hing el se would take its place for people to fight over," said Seaworthy, who seened to be
sonet hi ng of a phil osopher

Seaworthy rolled the piece of rug, tucked the bundle under his arm then squinted at the di anond
girl.

"Why don't you want Doc Savage in on this?" he asked her, suddenly. "W might nmake a deal with



him"

She stanped a foot at him

"I'"mgreedy," she said with frankness. "I want the noney, the power that will come from Taz. |
woul dn't get it, if Doc Savage mixed in the affair. He would throw the thing open to the world."
The two now took their departure. Followi ng which the novie film+t had run on and on—becane
rather uninteresting. Nothing in the roomnoved. Except that the part of the rug bearing the witing
was gone, there was nothing which really held interest.

"There won’t be nothin’ else," Mnk said.

"No harmin running it through to the end," Doc Savage repli ed.

Perhaps a minute later Monk |let out an excited whoop.

"Look at that!" he squaw ed.

"That" was the figure of a man who had glided furtively into the anteroom

THE newconer’s appearance partook of the nore flanboyant qualities of a rainbow H's pants were
plumcolored. H's coat was of distinct red and blue checks. His shirt was a jaunty yellow, his tie a
checkered green. A | enon handkerchief, a green hat and bright yell ow shoes conpl eted the ensenbl e.
The picture of this apparition was projected in the full brilliance of its color. For Doc Savage
had | ong ago ceased using ordinary black and white negatives for photography.

The rai nbow man peered furtively around the reception room then ducked into the library and was

| ost from sight.

The man returned shortly and stood staring at the section which had been cut out of the rug. Then
he went over and kicked Monk and Hamin turn, as if he thought that mi ght awaken them

"l wondered how | got that sore place on ny ribs," Mnk grow ed.

A voice canme fromthe | oud-speaker. The exotically clad man had not spoken, for they could see
that his lips had not noved.

"Find anything, Cap’'n Flanmi ngo?" the voi ce demanded.

"Nothin’!" booned Captain Flam ngo in a powerful voice.

"Fl am ngo, the bird of brilliant color," Ham murnured. "That nane certainly fits the gentleman."
Captai n Fl am ngo spoke agai n.

"1"d like to know just what happened," he said. "Wat kind of a stormlaid these two swabs out
l'ike this?"

He wal ked over and ki cked Ham agai n.

Ham wi nced, as if the blow had actually fallen again, and said, "I object strenuously to that."
The voice—+t was comng fromthe corridor—alled to Captain Flam ngo, "Well, what’'re we gonna do
about it?"

"W will not drop anchor here, that’'s certain," said Captain Flam ngo. "W’'Il see if we can't

find a cove across the street where we can watch the channel into this little harbor."

He wal ked out with, the rolling gait of a seafaring nan.

The filmran through to its end w thout anything nore of inportance occurring. Doc stopped the
projector, reversed it until one of the best shots of the ink nmarks on the rug was depicted, and
stopped it.

"An enl argenment of this would help," he said.

The bronze man started the process of nmking an enlargenent fromthe miniature filmfrane.

Monk snorted and stabbed a big forefinger in the general direction of the street bel ow

"You heard what our sailor visitor with the bright duds said, Doc," he squeaked. "H mand his
buddy was gonna watch this place. Ain"t we gonna glomonto ‘enP"

"That is one of the few excellent ideas Mnk ever had," Hamsaid. "If we catch those fellows and
question them it mght clear the whole thing up."

"WAnt to take care of that while this enlargement is being nade?" Doc asked.

Monk rubbed his ribs where, as he had discovered in the picture, he had been kicked. "Do I!"

"CGo ahead," Doc consented.

Monk and Ham |l ost no tinme, but seized powerful binoculars, opened the wi ndows, |eaned out and
began to scrutinize the street below, first turning out the lights in the roombehind them There
was little chance of their being observed. The sky above was cl oud-gorged, intensely black, and
lum nance fromthe street |lanps did not penetrate this high. Hanis eyes proved the nost alert.
"See that!" He pointed.

Monk | ooked and saw an individual who was unmi stakably their late visitor of the rainbow
clothing. This fellow was stationed in a doorway from which he could observe the skyscraper
entrance.

"He's waitin' for us, even if he don't knowit," Mnk grunted. "Cone on."

MONK and Ham nanaged to gain fromthe rear the roof of the building in front of which their

quarry stood. A bit later they left the roof, descended stairs, and peering around an angle in the
corridor, they could discern through the frosted glass of an outer door the |urking watcher.

There was little Iight where Monk and Ham stood. They swapped scow s by way of assuring each

other that they were ready. The door had a spring |ock, which meant it could be opened fromthe



inside. They turned the knob and went out suddenly

The rai nbow hued man heard them turned. He | ooked very much surprised, but |let Mnk take one of
his arnms, Ham the other

"Well, reef ny jib," he nmuttered. "I been boarded!"

He did not seemtoo greatly concerned about it. The reason for that was evident an instant |ater
"You're on a rock, mates," said a quiet, bitter voice

Monk and Ham | ooked up. The areaway was ol d, elaborate, built for merchandi se displays, and there
was a |ine of show wi ndows and a tiny bal cony above

A man was | eaning over the balcony with a sawed of f shot-gun

Monk hunched his big shoulders and started to runble. It was a peculiar trait of Mnk's that he
lost his small voice when he got into a fight, his shouts assum ng a deep, bass resonance; and he
liked plenty of noise at his fights

Hamenmitted a slight, "Ps-s-st! Get smart!"”

The bitter-voiced man with the shot-gun spoke casually

"You two birds may have yoursel ves decked out in bulletproof vests," he said. "But ne shooting
down this way kinda takes care of that. This scatter gun is |oaded for deer."

Monk nuttered, "Now, how d that guy know about the vest?"

"It shows under your coat, stupid,” Hamtold him "If you would get a decent tailor and have your
garnents padded so that vest would not show itsel f—

"You two can argue fashions later," said the man in the rainbow attire

"I"mcomn’ down, Cap’'n Flamingo," said the one above. He tossed his shotgun down to Captain

FI am ngo, then grasped the railing, swung over and descended w thout much difficulty.

Fl am ngo, with his gun, had kept Doc’s two aids covered

"Get going," the two prisoners were ordered

"You guys were all set for this," Mnk conpl ai ned

"Sure," chuckled Captain Flam ngo. "Wy do you think | been standin’ down there where | could be
seen from Doc Savage' w ndows?"

"I"l1l bite," Mnk gritted. "Way?"

"Why, you might say we were fishing," Captain Flamngo told him "Fishing for just what we got
see?"

"But whatcha want w th us?" Mnk grunted

"observe, and ye shall learn," chuckled Captain Flam ngo. "Now, reef the tongues and let’s steer
a course."

THEY got underway. A series of hallways | ed conpletely through the bl ock. Wen they reached the
next street, Captain Flam ngo showed hinself on the sidewal k. A car pronptly came cruising toward
t he unm st akabl e beacon whi ch his gaudy rai ment nade.

The car was a sedan, not expensive, not new, and not well-kept, but very large. The driver had a
thick neck and a round face. His skin had a raw, red look, as if it had been sandpapered recently.
He wore a sailor hat. There was a nane on it

Captain Flam ngo | ooked at the sailor hat and gave an excellent denonstration of a man about to
have a fit. He grabbed the driver’'s throat with one hand and the sailor hat with the other

"Have you plunb | ost your ballast?" he snarled

Then he got a | ook at the name on the cap

TROPI C SEAS

Huh!" gul ped Captain Flam ngo. "Put sone wind in ny sails, natey. What’'s the idea?"

"If somebody got a look at me, or if | was to lose that hat," said the driver, "I figured it
woul d | ook— He | eaned over and whi spered words in the gaudily clad man’s ear

Monk and Ham did not catch it

"Sure, sure," said Captain Flam ngo, delightedly.

Monk denmanded, "What’'s the idea here?"

Captain Flam ngo glared at him

"I lost a ship of mine tonight, matey," he grow ed, unpleasantly. "A swab poured acid in the
bilge and it ate the plates out of her. | ain't in a helluva good hunor. You better do what you're
told to do. Get under way."

Monk, Ham were | oaded into the machine and it rolled downtown.

The bul | et proof vests were stripped off Monk and Ham and Captain Flam ngo spent his tine

exam ning themcuriously. The car joined traffic and runbl ed over one of the bridges spanning the
East River into Brooklyn. It turned right and followed the water front

Pi er sheds along the river were large at first, but dimnished in size and grew, for the nost
part, nore ranshackle. They canme to a section devoted to small shipyards

Suddenly, for no reason that coul d be seen, Captain Flanm ngo’ s conpanion began to |augh. He

| aughed |1 ong and heartily and finally wound up by stuffing his own fist into his nmouth

"Batten your hatch," Captain Flam ngo warned him

Monk squirned and denanded, "What do you fellows want with us?"



“I"Il tell you," said Captain Flam ngo, suddenly. "W want you to tell us just how nuch Doc
Savage knows about this business."

Chapter 4. "TROPI C SEAS"

I T was before one of the shipyards that the car finally pulled up. The driver switched off the
lights. He left the engine running.

To a wharf at the bottom of the shipyard was tied a small rusty-looking steaner, a craft with a
length of |less than two hundred feet. She needed painting. Naked, blazing electric |ight bulbs
dangl ed over her rails at intervals of not nore than a score of feet, lighting every inch of the
wat er and the wharf about her. Not a soul was visible on or around the craft.

Monk and Ham were forced into a small shed, foul -snelling of ship stores. They were questioned,
after their ankles and wists were bound. It seemed Fl am ngo wanted informati on of "D amond Eve" and
" Seawort hy. "

They stepped outside the shed for a private conversation. As they did so, a huge shadow gli ded
into the shed. Monk felt fingers wenching at his bonds, felt the ropes snap, and recogni zed the one
person whose strength could acconplish the feat so easily.

"Doc!" he gul ped.

"Quiet," the bronze man breat hed.

"How di d you find us?" Mnk whispered.

"By trailing the car which brought you," the bronze man explained. He then rel eased Ham al so.
Doc glided out the door of the shed, to attenpt capture of Flami ngo and his two nen. But they
suspi ci oned sonet hing and hastened for a pile of tinbers. Doc threw a piece of wood at the gl oom
behind the tinbers and it drew a shot that thunped into the side of the steaner.

Excitenent in quantities now broke out aboard the tranpi sh-1ooking steaner. Men with rifles
appear ed on her decks.

From where they lay, Doc and his nen could neke out the nane of the boat:

TROPI C SEAS

The armed nen fromthe ship ran down the gangpl ank and began an advance. Sonme of themcarried
hand searchlights.

Doc pressed into the hands of Monk and Ham t he oversize nachine pistols of Doc’s invention,
shooting nercy bullets which did not kill but only produced unconsci ousness.

"Watch the gate," Doc Savage directed. "Keep Captain Flam ngo and the other two fromretreating
in that direction. Their only chance will be to swmfor it."

Monk and Ham eased in the direction of the gate.

After they had departed, there was no stirring in the shadow to indicate Doc Savage had al so
moved. But he had changed position; doing so with the al nbpst uncanny stealth of which he was
capable. He was, in fact, now not nore than a score of feet from Captain Flam ngo and his two
conrades. He could hear the trio quarreling.

"Bringin themtwo guys here to question ‘emwas a damfool, reckless stunt!" snarled one of the
nen.

"Belay that!" growl ed Captain Flam ngo. "Sure, it was a risk. But | was tryin' to get Doc Savage
onto that Tropic Seas gang."

At that noment, a |loud and very astounded excl amation came fromthe direction of the gate. It was
Monk. Plainly, he had just received a profound surprise.

Doc Savage nmade a cautious survey to ascertain what had so noved Monk. He saw al nost at once.

The girl of the dianonds! She had conme off the ship, Tropic Seas, and was directing the sailors,
urging themto charge. Wth her was the man whom she had designated as Seaworthy, during her visit
to Doc Savage's office.

Captain Flam ngo’s voice snarled, "Here’'s where | teach M ss Di anond Eve Post a | esson!"

Wth all the speed of which his trained nuscles were capable, Doc Savage got a small flashlight

out of his clothing. He thunbed it, planting a beam squarely upon Captain Flam ngo. The latter had a
revolver leveled in the direction of the girl. The unexpected flashlight flare surprised himout of
shooting at the young woman. Instead, he whirled and fired at Doc. But, by that time, Doc had doused
the light, was down. Captain Flamingo's lead hit the tinber behind which Doc lay. It jarred the
timber slightly.

Ri fles crashed. Bullets storned overhead. The Tropic Seas crowd had opened fire.

Captain Flam ngo began to swear in a shrill, alnmost insanely nad voice. He could not renmin where

he was. The Tropic Seas attackers were spreadi ng out, would soon have hi mfl anked.

"We'll hit the drink!" Captain Flam ngo rapped.

He | eaped up, ran toward the water. The other two trod his heels. The darkness aided them They
reached the water.

Surprisingly enough, they did not dive in immediately. Instead, they flung thensel ves down behind

a painters’ float which had been haul ed out, and did sonething. Just what they did, Doc Savage coul d
not discern. The bronze nan was at that nonent engaged in getting hinself into the background.

It was reasonable to expect that Captain Flam ngo and the others had renoved part of their



clothing, to make swi nm ng easier. But when they got to their feet, it proved they had done nothing
of the sort. Fully dressed, they plunged into the bay. They disappeared and did not cone up

i medi atel y, which was to be expected, since there was every chance that they would be shot the
instant they broke the surface again.

What happened next was surprising, a bit unbelievable. Also, it was sonething that later offered

a grimsignificance of entirely surprising nature. It was a thing that, in a sense, forecast the
amazi ng, fantastic events that were to occur before the whole incredible adventure cane to an end.
The men who had | eaped into the water did not come up at all!

THAT they did not come up, was absolutely certain. The nen fromthe Tropic Seas aligned al ong the
shore had turned on their hand searchlights. Ohers lowered two notor tenders over the sides of the
rusty old tranp, and crui sed about. The tenders were equi pped with surprisingly powerful
searchlights.

The young worman who di spl ayed the dianonds was in charge of the whole thing. And she handled it
efficiently. The man called Seaworthy seened to be second in charge.

Fully hal f an hour had passed before Doc Savage joi ned Monk and Ham near the gate. They were

al one here and coul d converse.

"Captain Fl am ngo and the other two nmust have had portabl e diving apparatus,” Mnk nuttered.
"No," Doc told him "Their figures showed distinctly just before they entered the water and they
certainly had no diving equipnent."

"Then they drowned," Ham said, dryly.

"It is strange,” Doc Savage said. And his words were slow. "They entered the water confidently,
as if they knew what they were doing."

Monk snorted. "This is a screwy business, and we still haven't the slightest idea of what it’'s
all about."

"We have two angles to work on," Doc Savage told him

"What do you nmean?" Monk queri ed.

"This affair right here is one," Doc replied. "The other is the witing the dying nman did on our
office rug."

"What was the witing?" Mnk demanded. "It didn't |ook |ike anything to ne but sone funny marks."
"There was not time to make sure about it," Doc Savage told him

The bronze man now withdrew fromhis clothing a rolled photographic print.

"This is the enlargenment of the marks," he said. "Keep it, and both of you stay undercover."
"What ' re you gonna do?" Mnk asked.

He failed to get an answer, which did not conpletely surprise him Doc Savage had a snall habit,
nost aggravating at times, of conpletely neglecting to explain what he intended to do next. Now, was
one of those occasions. He noved away soundl essly and was | ost in the darkness.

Monk and Ham | ooked at each other, shrugged, crept out of the shipyard through the gate w thout
bei ng observed, and conceal ed thensel ves anong di scarded autonobiles which littered a junk yard
across the street.

DOC Savage had sonmething very definite in mnd, it was evident fromhis novenents. The

tranpi sh-1o0oki ng Tropic Seas was al nost deserted, all hands being engaged still in the futile search
for the three men who had sinply vani shed under the water. The |ights woul d have reveal ed Doc
Savage, had he attenpted to wal k down the wharf. So, near the shore, he swung over the edge and,
hangi ng by his hands, swung along the stringers until he was close to the rust-scabbed hull.
Such portholes as were open were not |arge enough to adnmit him He reached the gangpl ank, nade
sure no one was near, whipped onto the dock and got aboard the boat.

Shortly afterward, he heard the crew returning. He took pains to conceal hinself where he could
listen w thout being seen.

The voice of the man called Seaworthy was first to become distinguishable.

"Blast Cap’n Flami ngo!" Seaworthy conplained. "H mand the two with himgot clean away."

That statement was startling, to say the | east—n view of the apparently obvious fact that the
three men nust have drowned.

"W are in ajam" said the girl who wore the dianonds. "Wat was Captain Flam ngo doi ng here?
What caused himto fire the shot which attracted our attention?"

This indicated that they had no inkling of the presence of Doc Savage and his two aids.

There was the noise of fingers snapping loudly. Evidently, this was Seaworthy.

"You know what ?" Seaworthy barked. "I’'Il bet Cap’n Flam ngo cane here deliberately and started
that shooting. He knew it would draw a police investigation."

The girl enmtted a manni sh whistle of surprise.

"A police search of the ship would sink our whole plan," she said, grimy.

"Listen," Seaworthy suggested. Somewhere in the distance, a police siren was nmaking a faint

cat erwaul i ng noi se.

"Police!" the girl gasped. "Sone one tel ephoned them Probably sonme nei ghbor! Wat are we going
to do?"



"We'll set sail!" Seaworthy yelled
He began to bawl orders

THE di sreputabl e ship had | ooked as if it were driven by steam but evidently its appearance was
decei ving. The power proved to be Diesels, and ones equipped for quick electrical starting, at that
Doc Savage could tell this by their sound as they began revol ving

The hawsers were cast off. Propellers churned in reverse. The ship noved with surprising facility
for a hooker of her appearance

The police arrived in time to do nothing but stand on the end of the dock and shout

Al'l hands, except those in the engine room were on deck during the excitenment of the departure
Doc Savage nmade use of the opportunity to examine a portion of the vessel. He | earned a surprising
fact

The Tropic Seas had |ately been a cargo carrier, but she had been built over for some purpose

the exact nature of which was difficult to determine. Living quarters for a very large force of nen
had been installed am dships, not in the forecastle as was custonary

Oiginally, there had been one hatch forward. Now there were three. Cargo boons had been taken

of f and substantial derrick affairs substituted. It could be seen that the hatches were heavily
padl ocked

Doc Savage snothered a hearty desire to learn what was in the hold when the crew began to nove
about the decks and come bel ow. The Tropic Seas was now well out in the harbor and, judging fromthe
vi bration, was heading for the open sea

Al lights were being extinguished. No illum nation was needed for navigation. The anpl e nunber

of lighted channel buoys took care of that. The green and red |ight points of these buoys were
sliding past at a much greater rate than m ght have been expected. The old Tropic Seas was fast
Doc Savage worked his way toward the bridge. He nmanaged to attain that goal wi thout being

nol ested, aided no little by the intense darkness. The bridge was gl ass-encl osed, but w ndows were
of the sliding type and now open. He took shelter in a niche behind the bridge, where he could
over hear what was being said

For a tine, there was only the routine conversation having to do with the piloting of the

speedi ng vessel. They had nuffled the engine roomgongs for the tinme being. Somewhere aboard, a
ship’s clock started striking and a man swore, ran to it, and nmuted it before it finished

"The police are sure to radio the coast guard," the girl said, uneasily

"It's not likely they'Il pick us up," Seaworthy told her. "It's dark as a cave. And our radi o nan
reported, before we started, that he had tuned in on sone ships out off Scotland Light vessel. Fog
out there."

"By morning, we should be so far out they will never find us," the girl adnmtted

Seawort hy | aughed

"The world won't hear fromus again until we spring Taz on them" he chuckl ed

"How |l ong do you think it will take us to reach Taz?" the girl asked

"Don’t know, Di anond Eve," Seaworthy said

"Don’t call me that nicknanme!" the girl snapped. "The newspapers hung it on nme, and | do not care
for it."

Seaworthy clicked off a pronpt salute, and said, "Certainly mss."

THE girl strode out on the starboard wing of the bridge and, with binoculars, swept the night
The Tropic Seas was now in the nmouth of the harbor, the portion shown on the chart as the Narrows.
Brookl yn was a diffused light bank on the left, while Staten Island lights were farther away to the

right
"Not a sign of the coast guard,"” the girl said
"They run without lights, too," Seaworthy rem nded her. "But | think we'll nake it."

The young worman wal ked back to the center of the bridge, and questioned, "You are sure we can
trust the nen we have aboard?"

"Absol utely," said Seaworthy. "I know every one of them personally. |'ve sailed with themall at
one time or another."

"Spare us another Captain Flam ngo experience," the girl said, grimy

"Captain Flanm ngo!" Seaworthy nade a grow ing noise. "W sure dismasted him That idea of mne of

getting acid into the bilge of his boat was swell, huh?"

The girl shuddered, said, "Poor Twenty-Thousand-Leagues Verne."

"We'll settle a fortune on his relatives," Seaworthy said. "W can do a lot of things, after we
get to Taz."

The girl was silent a nonment

"You sure you have all the necessary equi pnent aboard?" she asked hi m

"All we had the noney to buy," Seaworthy told her. "Of course, if we'd had nore noney, we'd ‘a
got a small submarine and fitted it up with |locks by which divers could enter and | eave."
"I"mbroke." The girl’'s voice was grim "I staked every-thing on this. | even sold ny di anonds
These things |'’mwearing are glass."



"They don’t |l ook like glass," Seaworthy told her.

"Ch, they nake good imtations these days," the girl replied, casually. "And | had to keep nyself
in character by wearing them"

She turned and wal ked of f the bridge.

Doc Savage was there in the darkness to neet her. Before she saw him she was inside the trap
which his corded arns nade.

Chapter 5. THE SCI ENTI ST

To make a prisoner of one person within a few yards of another wi thout the |atter becom ng aware,
is no feat sinple of execution. In this case, it was made nore difficult by the conparative quiet
reigning in the vicinity of the bridge.

Doc Savage held the girl tightly with his right arm her feet off the deck; with his |left hand he
cl osed her mouth, her nostrils.

Her struggl es, however, made enough small noise to attract the attention of Seaworthy, who was
handl i ng the wheel .

"Sonet hi ng wong?" he denanded.

Doc Savage had spent countless hours experinenting with his own voice, striving to do unusual
things with it. One of his major desires had | ong been to acquire the ability to imtate the voice
of a woman. He had never achi eved what he considered success. But, for a few words, he could do
fairly well.

"1 bunped into sonething," he said in a voice very |like that of Dianond Eve Post.

That was no lie.

"Ch," said Seaworthy, deceived. "See you |ater."

Doc Savage retreated with the greatest caution, carrying his struggling captive. Seizing her had
not been an inpul se. The Tropic Seas was obviously sailing for some far goal, and Doc did not wi sh
that until the nystery was cleared up. If he could succeed in renoving the young wonan, it was a
reasonabl e supposition that the sailing would be del ayed.

In meking his seizure, the bronze man was, as a matter of fact, taking no great chance, the
vicinity of the bridge being deserted. But one ability he did not possess. He could not see into the
future; he was no clairvoyant. He had no neans of telling that Seaworthy woul d pick that instant to
remenber a question he wanted to ask the young wonman.

"Hey, skipper!" Seaworthy barked. "Were did you put that piece we cut out of Doc Savage’'s office
rug?”

Doc tried to get out of the predicanment by again imtating the young wonan's voi ce.

"Never mind that," he called.

"l must know! " Seaworthy shouted. "I just renenbered! Maybe we left it on the wharf!"

He was excited. He left the wheel and cane racing through the passage. It was just another bad
break that he paused to turn on the lights.

He saw Doc Savage and the girl.

SEAWORTHY had a remarkabl e voice. H's how of surprise nust certainly have been heard in

Brookl yn. And, still squaw ing, he charged.

Doc Savage used discretion and retreated, carrying his captive. There was a sizable crew on the
Tropi ¢ Seas. They all | ooked conpetent. He could not fight the whole crowd.

He descended a conpani onway, taking the steps in a single long junp. A few feet beyond, was a

bul khead door. He got through it, slamed it. The panel was of the type which could be fastened from
either side, and was of metal. He secured it.

The Tropic Seas was in an uproar. Fore, aft, am dships, nmen were shouting. And Seaworthy was
certainly contributing his bit to the bedl am

"It’s the bronze guy!" he was bellowi ng. "He's grabbed the skipper! Head himoff!"

Doc Savage was having a little difficulty with the girl. She was no weakling. She bit himtwice,
until he tightened the grip of his hand over her face.

The bronze man, instead of heading deeper into the inwards of the tranpish vessel, changed his
course and sought the topsides. He had surveyed the vessel carefully back at the pier, before comng
aboard. The | aunches, notor-powered, in which the main search had been made for Captain Flam ngo and
his two conpanions after that trio had di sappeared beneath the water, were hanging in the davits.
They had not yet been swung aboard and | ashed.

Doc Savage headed for the port side, where the | aunches hung. He noved as swiftly as he could
manage. Wth the best of |uck, he would have no nore than a mnute or two.

He reached the bow [ aunch. Holding the girl so that she could not cry out while he disconnected

the lowering lines fromthe cleats, proved to be a task. He nanaged it wi th one hand, but took sone
bri sk puni shnent from the young wonan.

The davits were rigged so that the lines could be handl ed fromthe descending |aunch itself. They
had not, however, been intended for one-man operation. Doc Savage got the little shell down a dozen
feet. Then something went wong and he all but spilled hinself and his captive into the sea. He had
to free her. She pronptly yelled bl oody nurder.

It did not nake nuch difference. The bl ocks needed oiling, and their squeaking had betrayed them



Doc di scarded caution for speed.

The boat hit the water with a distinct report. A wave pronptly banged it agai nst the hull plates.
Doc Savage scranbled forward, and then aft, to throw off the davit lines. He got his foot against
the Tropic Seas’ hull and shoved off.

NO lights had been turned on, as yet. That made their escape sinpler. And there was also a

war ni ng whi ch Seawort hy shouted repeatedly.

"Don't shoot!" Seaworthy how ed. "He's got the skipper with him"

Doc Savage had found it necessary to release the young woman. She inmmedi ately sought to junp
overboard; but he caught her, haul ed her back, held her as he worked over the engine.

Di anond Eve Post began shri eki ng.

"Seaworthy!" she hailed in her |oudest voice.

"What is it?" demanded Seaworthy fromthe rail above.

"Sail without nme!" the girl cried. "Go on to Taz!"

Ni x!'" Seaworthy barked. "We'll get you away fromthat bronze guy!"

"Don't be a fool!" Dianond Eve Post shrilled. "Doc Savage seized nme to make the Tropic Seas turn
back! He thought you wouldn’t go on without ne!"

Doc was having trouble with the engine. The gasoline seemed to be shut off, and the valve was
difficult to locate. He shifted one hand to the girl’s mouth for the purpose of silencing her, but
was not inmmediately successful.

"Sail for Taz!" the young wonman shrieked at Seaworthy. "If you turn back, Doc Savage will spike
t he whol e busi ness!"

Seaworthy wail ed, "But you—

“I"Il be all right!" shouted the girl. "I'Il get rid of this Doc Savage! Then |I'l|l charter a

pl ane, and find you at Taz! O maybe |I'Il wait until you return!"

Seawort hy objected, "But | don't like the idea—

"Go on!" the girl shouted.

At that point, Doc Savage succeeded in nuffling her. He got the engine started al npst

simul taneously. The |launch was fast. It lifted its nose and noved rapidly, lurching in the swell.
The bul k of the Tropic Seas was speedily lost and there was only the noise of the shouting men
aboard to mark its position. But after a time, the night swallowed this, too. It was evident that
the Tropic Seas had continued on toward the open ocean, as the young woman had conmmanded.

Doc Savage told D anond Eve Post, "Now we will have a long talk and you can explain a nunber of
things."

"You' re an optimst," she said.

BY the time they had reached Doc Savage’'s skyscraper headquarters, it was beginning to look as if
the young worman was right, and that she was going to shed no |ight whatever on the general nystery.
As a matter of fact, she consented to answer only one question. She did this as they were riding
up in the elevator.

"What becane of the piece you cut out of the rug?" Doc asked her.

"It's aboard the Tropic Seas," she said, maliciously. "You' ll never |earn what was on it."

The el evator |let themout on the eighty-sixth floor, and they swing al ong the corridor.

I nredi ately, the sound of an altercation came to their ears.

"Just a dunb shyster," insisted Monk’'s squeaki ng voice. "You re too bull headed to admt it, but
you know very well they're big at the bottons for a reason."
"Ri di cul ous!" Ham snapped. "It is just an inane idea."

It was the sailors’ pants argunent again.

The two dissenters called a recess and stared in frank amazenent at Doc Savage's conpani on. Mnk
got up and executed a snappy bow.

"l do not know any one | would be nore delighted to see right now," he said.

"l hate to throw cold water," the girl snapped.

"Huh?" Monk blinked.

"Having me here is not going to do you any good," she advised him "So you m ght as well get
unhappy. "

Ham nurnured, "A young |ady of determ nation."

"You said it," agreed the young wonan.

Ham treated her to a specul ative exam nati on.

"She's a bit saucy," he said. "Perhaps if we took her down and | et her |ook at poor
Twent y- Thousand- Leagues Verne, it would cool her off."

The girl lost a little of her ruddy color. But she kept her hard exterior.

"What did they do to hin?" she asked.

"Burned his mouth with acid, and cut the liganments of his wists," Hamrecited, callously. "And
they did sonmething to himthat caused himto get the bends."

The girl swal |l owed several tinmes.



"There was probably an ‘iron doctor’ on Captain Flam ngo's schooner," she said. "No doubt they

put Verne in that, subjected himto terrific pressure, then took himout w thout deconpressing him
slomy."

"What is Taz?" Doc Savage queried, abruptly.

The girl cupped her chin in a palmin a nocking attitude of deep thought and rurnured
sarcastically, "Let's see, what could it be? It mght be a three-letter word neaning the first part
of Tasmania. But no; that’'s wong—

"That crack fell pretty flat," Mnk suggest ed.

"I"I'l brush up on ny jokes," she retorted.

Doc Savage interposed, addressing Mnk, "Do you have that enlargenent?"

"Sure." Mnk passed it over.

Doc spread the thing out on the table. Considering the snallness of the negative which had been
its source, the enlargenent was encouragi ngly distinct. The marks which the dying man had scraped
with his toe were plainly discernible.

The girl stared at the picture, gasped, "Wat is that?"

"A phot ograph of the rug before your friend Seaworthy went to work on it with his knife," Doc

told her.

"Ch!" The girl knotted and unknotted her hands. "Oh!"

She gave every indication of being conpletely floored.

DOC SAVAGE now consi gned the job of watching the young wonan to Monk. This task the honely
chem st plainly relished.

"If you give me your word not to try to get away, it mght nmake it easier on you," Mnk told her.
"Not hi ng doi ng!" she snapped.

Ham | ooked at the ceiling and said, as if to hinself, but in a |oud voice, "That shows what a
sucker Monk is for a pretty girl. He'd take her word, and it’s probably not worth anything."
"I"I'l renenber that, you dude!" the girl snapped.

"l believe her word woul d be good," Mnk insisted.

"Thank you," said the young wonan. "It would, but | amnot prom sing anything."

It was evident that Monk was engaged in putting hinself in solid.

Doc Savage gestured the young wonman's attention to the enl arged photograph.

"l do not suppose you would translate those marks for us," he suggested.

"Right. | cannot see any neaning in them" the young woman assured him
"But the man who nade them was working for you," Doc rem nded her. "He was trying to tell us
sonet hi ng. "

She snapped, "He was mad with pain. He did not know what he was doing."

The bronze man did not press her further. Ham who had secured another sword cane, cane over and
studi ed the enlargenent intently. Mnk joined him but was careful, however, to keep one eye cocked
in the direction of the young woman. Monk was fully aware that, if she escaped, he woul d never hear
the last of it from Ham

Ham shook his head over the enlargenment print. "I fail to nake anything out of it."
Monk | ooked at the puzzling hieroglyphics fromseveral angles.
"There's that wiggly line," he said. "It kinda | ooks like a crawling snake. There's kind of a

half loop in the mddle. There's what |ooks |like a cross mark on the edge of the loop. An’ there's
sone other lines off to the side, as if sonebody had tried to draw a checkerboard. "

The interior decorations of the anteroom had been nade over recently, given a nodernistic tw st.
The purpose behind this was not an appeal to the eye. The nodernistic panels forned an excell ent
background for concealing such things as the map case whi ch Doc Savage now opened.

This chart case was a large affair. It was rimed with very brightly polished metal. This was an
entirely effective mrror.

Doc Savage unrolled a chart of Long Island Sound. At the sane tine, he watched the girl’'s
reflected inage in the bright chart case rim Doc ran a finger along the chart.

The young worman tried not to | ook uneasy and did not entirely succeed.

"The dead man was a sailor," Doc Savage said. "Therefore, he knew charts. The line he drew was a
shore line."

"Huh?" Monk expl oded. "Then that half a loop is a cove! Alittle bay. Wwnder what one."

"Ten Fathom Cove, it would appear," Doc Savage said.

The bronze man indicated the spot on the chart, and Monk and Ham after a brief inspection,
nodded, agreeing that the shore |line contour depicted on the chart al nbst exactly matched the
wanderings of the wavy line which the dying nan had inscribed on the floor.

Monk gave the young wonan an am abl e grin.

"We ain't so dunb, eh?" he asked.

"You' d better watch your step," nipped Di anond Eve Post. "That’'s all | can say."

THE sun may come up like thunder in China, as the bards intimate, but along the north shore of
Long Island at this season of the year the rising of the solar orb was sonething of a sneaking



process. A m st usually crawms up out of the Sound and rolls inshore. Qut of this the sun craws
wi th apparent rel uctance.

The sun was not yet up as Doc Savage braked his car to a stop. As a matter of fact, there was no
evidence of it. But the usual dawn mists were beginning to roll in.

Monk alighted, then turned, ostensibly to aid D anond Eve Post, but actually to keep a grip on

her armto discourage flight. Ham got out of the front seat. Unless absolutely necessary, Ham nade
it apolicy not toride in the same seat with Monk. Doc Savage | ocked the car.

There was deep stillness about them No breeze fluttered | eaves. Birds were quiet. It evidently
was not the usual tine which roosters picked for crow ng.

Monk suggested to the young woman, "It’'d sure be nice, if you d bust |oose with sone

information."

"Whuldn't it," she said shortly.

The road was behind them They had pulled off on a disused | ane, which led in the general
direction of the Sound, and it was down this |lane that they now wal ked.

"This is the quietest darn place | ever saw," Mnk nunbl ed.

He was mistaken. He knew that an instant |ater.

A voice in the brush said, "Holy cow | thought you woul d never show up!"

The texture of that voice was somewhat astounding. It was remniscent of a lion roaring in a

cave.

"Renny!" Monk expl oded. "Wat brought you out here?"

The newcorer now separated hinself fromthe brush, lighting his way by a flashlight over the |ens
of which he had tied several thicknesses of handkerchief, so that it would afford only a di m gl ow.
The man was a giant. Hi s size, however, faded to insignificance, once a glance was directed at

his hands. These nenbers were unnaturally large. Each fist was conposed of only slightly less than a
gall on of bone, gristle and | eathery hide.

He had a long puritanical face, and, if its expression was any indication, he had not a friend on
earth. It was a peculiar trait of "Renny’'s" that he registered his enotions inversel y—the happi er he
was, the nore gloomthat might register on his countenance.

"How d you cone to get out here, Renny?" Mnk denanded agai n.

Doc Savage answered Monk’s question, saying, "Renny got the story fromne over the tel ephone,

whi | e you and Ham were having your troubles with Captain Flam ngo. It was nmy suggestion that Renny
come out here."

"Then you had al ready deci phered them marks on the rug?" Mnk questi oned.

"It was only a guess at first," Doc Savage said. "Later, our young |ady here verified the
accuracy of the guess by the anxi ous | ook on her face when this spot was indicated on the chart."
Monk addressed Di anond Eve Post hopefully: "It would save a | ot of head scratching, if you would
tell us what this is all about."

"Ch, quit bothering nme," she snapped.

Renny runbl ed softly, "Plenty has been going on around here, Doc. |’'ve got sonething | want to
show you first."

They noved forward, a silent caval cade. Big-fisted Renny |ed the way.

Renny was Col onel John Renwi ck, world-faned civil engineer, and one of Doc Savage’'s group of five
ai ds.

There were two other menbers of Doc Savage’s organi zati on—Maj or Thomas J. "Long Tonf Roberts, an
el ectrical expert, and a geol ogi st-archaeol ogi st, WIIliam Harper "Johnny" Littlejohn—but neither of
themwere at present in the United States. The electrical w zard was in South America, the

geol ogi st -archaeol ogi st in Europe, each engaged in follow ng his respective trade.

Renny stopped them when they had reached the beach, before they had wal ked out where they m ght

be seen.

"Now, isn’t that something?" he said, and pointed.

THE scene in the little cove m ght have been lifted fromsonme historical saga of pirate days,
when stout ships were careened on coral sands of the Caribbees.

The ship had been run in hard, parallel to the beach, and grounded. This had been done at high
tide, and a main part of the hull now showed. It was a sailing ship, with auxiliary power of sone
ki nd—they could see the faint outline of the propeller. O the three nasts the forward was rigged
with squaresail and raffee, the other two carried fore-and-aft rig—a bit of a hybrid schooner.
There was no stir of life.

"The hooker isn’t as deserted as she | ooks, by a long shot," Renny said, having difficulty
keeping his great voice |ow.

Doc Savage asked, "What have you seen?"

"The ship had al ready been beached when | arrived," Renny explained. "You told nme just to nose
around, and so that’s all |’ve been doing. They’ ve been taking stuff out of that schooner and
loading it on barges. And tugs have been draggi ng the barges away."

He pointed out into the Sound, where the running lights of a tug with a tow could be seen.

"There it goes with the last load," he said. "I don't think they ve enptied the schooner, though.



The tide went out so nuch that they couldn't get the barges alongside to load them If you ask ne,
they' re taking a recess."

Ham denanded, "Can you expl ain why they beached that boat?"

"I crawl ed down close,” Renny told him "That hooker has no nore bottom than a sieve. Looks |ike
the work of extremely strong acid in the bilge."

"Have you any idea what they are unloading to the barge?" Doc asked.

Renny shook his head. "All the stuff was boxed. There was one exception: sonme big druns of wire
hawser . "

"W will go down and | ook around,"” Doc Savage sai d.

"You either have lots of nerve, or no sense," the girl put in.

Doc Savage suggested, "Renny, you might remain here and watch the young wonman, while the rest of
us board the boat."

"I will not," said Renny, visioning hinmself mssing out on a fight.

"I"ll stay with her," Mnk of fered.

Ham said dryly, "Renny would, too. Only, it has been too dark, so far, for himto see what a
beauty she is."

"1 hope you all get your blocks knocked off," the girl said, unkindly.

They left her with Monk and crept along the beach, keeping close to the scrubby trees which
overhung the sand. It was a sinple matter not to make nuch noise. Snall waves made small sounds.
Doc Savage breathed a suggestion: "Notice how the bowsprit runs up alnost into the trees. That
shoul d offer us a chance to get aboard."

"Water nust be deep in that place, to let “emget this close in," Renny nurnured.

"They call it Ten Fathom Cove for that reason," Doc Savage told him

They caught sight of the nane of the schooner, faintly discernible in the nurk:

HI GHLOW

Queer name, " Renny breat hed.

"On the contrary, a very fitting nane," Doc Savage repli ed.

Renny frowned. "Wat do you nean—

He neither finished his question nor got an answer. At the nonent, a large crashing rose in the
brush inshore. Several nen seened to be approaching and, judging fromthe noises, fighting as they
cane. Angry growl s were frequent, as were bl ows.

"This," Renny breathed hollowy, "is sonething new "

DOC SAVAGE and his aids were al nost under the desired goal, the bowsprit. But, hearing a stirring
on the deck above, they w thdrew, easing thenselves into the shrubbery as silently as was possible.
Noi ses in the brush approached. A man was swearing. They recognized the voice.

Captain flam ngo!

It was incredible. It was |like having sone one arise fromthe dead. For Captain Flanmi ngo, to all
appear ances, had certainly perished when he sank under the water at the shipyard and did not appear
again. But he was here now, and loud as life.

He was saying, "You might as well cal mdown, natey. W're keepin’ you right with us."

"This is very puzzling to nme," conplained a shrill voice. "And it will go very hard with you for
the indignities you have forced upon ne!"

This speaker was plainly quite angry, yet he managed to mamintain a scholastic dignity in his
manner of speech.

Ham breat hed close to Doc’s ear, "The voice of that |ast speaker struck ne as famliar."

"You have heard it over the radio a number of tines, no doubt," Doc said.

"l fail to place it," Ham whi spered. "Wo is—

A group of half a dozen men canme out of the shrubbery and stood in the sand under the schooner’s
bowsprit. One of themcarried an ordinary oil lantern. He held up the light, enabling Captain

Fl am ngo to board the ship. The others were busy escorting their captive.

Alittle gray rabbit of a man was this prisoner. He had a little nose that tw tched, big fugitive
eyes and even oversize ears. Hs suit, light-gray and of some very fuzzy material, bore out the
general rabbit inpression. He wal ked stiffly.

They had a rope around his neck and they held his arns, and indications were that he had been
manhandl ed, sonewhat .

Renny, doubtless irked by an evening of inactivity, breathed, "W can take this crowd, Doc."

It was possible that Renny spoke deliberately, in order to start things. The gang with the
captive heard his whisper. They started violently and stared into the nurk.

Then Renny hit them He wei ghed around two hundred and sixty pounds, all of it bone and gristle.
He knew just about every rough-and-tunble fighting trick in the book, and his huge fists were about
as effective as two concrete bl ocks.

Two men dropped before they even had a chance. A third got his guard up, both fists doubled in
front of his face. Renny swung, not around the guarding fists, but at them driving them back

agai nst the man’s jaw. The fell ow dropped.

Doc Savage had entered the fray with Renny. His corded arns gathered in two nen. He crushed them



close, fell with them Hs netallic fingers were very busy for a nonent. \Wen he stood up, the pair
did not rise.

Doc Savage had devel oped the ability to produce abrupt unconsciousness in a sonewhat unusual

way—by admi ni stering pressure on certain spinal nerve centers. It was nuch nore effective than a
knockout bl ow.

Ham entered the nél ée in a manner calculated not to ruffle his i muacul ate clothing. He unsheat hed
his sword cane. The tip of the blade was coated with a sticky, bilious-looking substance, which was
actually a chem cal concoction that produced quick unconsci ousness. A slight prick was sufficient to
admini ster it.

He dropped the surviving nan.

The late prisoner, he who resenbled a rabbit, stumbled clear. Al of his | eg novenents seened

rat her clunsy.

"Wonderful! Marvel ous!" he gasped. "They have had ne in their power for weeks!"

"Ha!" Ham rapped sharply. "Now | renenber who he is."

"Stanl ey Watchford Topping is his nane," Doc Savage said. "He is one of the great authorities on
deep-sea narine life."

"That is indeed I," said the rabbit man.

He said it so that it sounded, sonehow, a bit silly.

Chapter 6. THE BRASS CASE

During the next few mi nutes, Doc Savage, Ham and Renny did little but renmain concealed in the
brush and keep the scrap with the schooner going. There had been no opportunity to question the nan
they had rescued, Stanley Watchford Topping. Now there came a lull.

Stanl ey Watchford Topping was at Doc Savage’'s el bow.

"You sai d sonething about their holding you prisoner," Doc suggested.

"For weeks," agreed the little rabbit of a man. "It has been quite hideous, | can assure you."
Doc queried, "Wat was their purpose?”

"The schooner," nunbl ed Topping. "She is ny craft."

Si x evenly spaced shots canme fromthe schooner. It was a revolver. The |ead knocked about in the
foliage, the echoes rattled about the cove.

So far, the fighting had not drawn outside attention. Nor was it likely to do so, this being an
isolated spot, the nearest traveled road nearly a mle distant. Mreover, not many persons were
abroad this early in the norning. |f the skirm sh continued on into the day, it mght tell a
different story.

"Why did they hold you?" Doc Savage asked Toppi ng again.

"Piracy!" said Topping.

"Piracy?"

"Exactly!" the rabbitlike man snapped. "They took possession of ny schooner and they held ne
captive, so | could not give an alarm"”

"Have you any idea why they wanted the boat?" Doc Savage asked.

"It is the one | use in ny deep sea expeditions," announced Topping. "It has sonme remarkabl e

equi prent aboard, devices such as you will not find anywhere el se. Apparently, they wanted to use
this equi pnment."

"For what purpose?"

"That" said Topping, dramatically, "is an amazing story. You would not believe it."

"Suppose you tell it," Doc Savage suggested.

Two tongues of flame spurted over the schooner rail—a rifle this tine. The jacketed | ead canme too
cl ose for peace of mnd.

"I will do better than tell you," Topping said, grimy. "I will show you."

"What do you nean?" Doc denmanded

"l own the land around this cove," Topping explained. "I keep ny schooner here, because it is an
excel | ent anchorage. | have a house. It is only a little distance fromhere, on the higher ground."
"Newspapers have run stories about your establishment here," Doc Savage told him

"Yes, | know," agreed the man. "But if we can reach the house, | can show you sonething."

"\What ?"

"I would rather show it," Topping said, after hesitating. "It will be nore believable."

More shots whacked fromthe boat. Renny |eveled his nachine pistol, let it npan two short bursts.

After the whoopi ng echoes had died, there was sil ence—excepting for occasional sounds of novenent
aboard the schooner, which showed that the defending force had not been put out of comm ssion.
Toppi ng suggested, "If we could just get to the house—~

"All right," Doc Savage told him "Those fellows on the schooner will stay put, especially since
it will be daylight before long."

Doc Savage called to Ham and Renny and, with Stanl ey Watchford Toppi ng, they eased back through
t he shrubbery.

Monk, they surmised, was still guarding the girl.

The house was big, which was about all it had to recommend it to the eye. It had as nuch



architectural coneliness as three or four boxes of unassorted sizes arrayed one agai nst the other.
There were not enough wi ndows in the house.

"It is inside, this thing you want to show us?" Doc Savage asked.

Toppi ng wi ggl ed his nose. There was now |ight enough to see this small rabbitlike habit of his.
"I nside." He nodded. "It will explain everything."

Renny runbl ed, "Holy cow Then what're we waitin’ outside for?"

They advanced to the door. Topping shoved it open, then he hesitated.

"My mind is not exactly easy," he said.

"What do you mean?" Doc asked him

"It is a strange thing," Topping munbled. "Their |leader is really a wonan. She works for that
devil, a gaudy parrot of a person who calls hinmself Captain Flamngo."

"Holy cow" was all Renny could manage at that.

Ham astoni shed, |ipped, "Look here, do | get this right? That girl is really their chief?"
"She is," Topping nmurrmured. "But she has taken great pains to conceal it. Wth Captain Flam ngo’'s
ai d, she has even managed to keep it fromtheir own gang."

Doc Savage and the others thought that over. It was food for thought. Indeed, if anything could
be called a stark surprise, this was it.

"But what makes you uneasy?" Doc Savage asked at |ast.

"The woman nay cone here," Topping said, uneasily. "Or Captain Flam ngo nmay appear."

"The woman is a prisoner," Doc Savage told him "One of our nmen, Mnk, is holding her at a point
down the beach."

Toppi ng did not seemgreatly reassured.

"Perhaps it would be better if we left a watchman at the door," he suggested.

"W will do that," Doc agreed. "Ham you are elected."

Ham said, "Certainly,"” and took up a position just inside the door.

THE air inside the house was heavy with two odors, one of themquite distinctly that of fish. The
other snell was | ess easy to define, and Doc Savage put a query about it.

"It comes fromthe special food for ny norays," explained Topping.

"Huh?" Renny grunted. "Wat's a noray?"

"l keep tropical fish and other |ive specinens,” Topping explained. "It’'s ny business, you know.
| am a specialist on deep-sea life."
"What’'s a noray?" Renny repeated. "I'’mno ichthyol ogist."

"A noray is possibly the nbst ferocious and deadly thing in the sea," Topping informed him "They
are eels."

They were noving along a corridor. Cases on the walls held nounted fish.

"Eel s?" Renny sniffed. "An eel don’t appeal to me as being a fierce critter."

They entered a room a large roomin which there were many gl ass aquariumtanks in which fish
swam and in which strings of bubbles rose from aérating apparatus.

"Mrays are fierce," said Topping, dryly. "These | have can a bite a man half in two, and they
are of a particular species a great deal nore poisonous than rattl esnakes."

They crossed the aquariumroom and Toppi ng unl ocked anot her door. The doors of the house seened
to be made of netal, |ooked very strong.

"Nice custoners," Renny said, referring to the norays.

"Here they are," Topping told him and turned on the lights in the next room The chanber was
absol utely wi ndow ess.

Renny t ook one | ook.

"Holy cow " he expl oded.

He was not easily excited or surprised or appalled. The underwater specinens before himlived up
to their advance notices. Not that, in repose, they |ooked particularly terrible. But one noray
happened to have its jaws di stended, offering an excellent chance to exam ne the equi pment which
made it so feared.

In this roomwere tanks little short of gigantic. The plate glass of their sides seened to be
very thick. They began at the floor, and a man on tiptoe could not touch the top. They held water.
There was a grille of slender but stout steel bars over the top.

"One of the nobrays got out of its tank once," Topping said. "W had a very difficult time with
it. O course, they cannot remain out of water for long. But they are very active."

Renny frowned at the noray which had its jaws di stended. Probably, the thing was yawni ng. Just

| ooking at the jaw equi pnent caused the back of Renny’s neck to feel cool. He held no doubts about
the thing being able to renmove one of his legs with a single snap.

Doc Savage interposed: "Wiere is the thing we cane to see?"

"There." Topping pointed, indicating the end of the w ndow ess room

THERE was an aisle before them w th the huge noray tanks on either side. At the end of the room
was a shelf, probably for use in naking notes during scientific study of the habits of nbrays. On
the shelf stood a case.



"Col d!'" expl oded Renny, |ooking at the case.

"Not hi ng so val uable," Topping corrected. "It is nerely brass."

In the sonewhat inadequate |ight, the case did |ook like gold. Its height was about six inches;
its width near a foot. Renny would have had to stretch his arns to span its length. It had a hinged
lid, and this was padl ocked.

"Is it yours?" Doc Savage asked.

Toppi ng gave a distinct shudder.

"It belongs to that terrible and clever girl," he said. "Captain Flam ngo has been keeping it for
her."

They advanced between the tanks. Doc Savage studied the norays curiously. He knew a great deal
about the things, was fully aware that they were probably the npbst dangerous denizen of the tropical
seas.

It was the first tine the bronze man had seen norays, especially tank specimens, act as these
did. They seemed particularly ferocious.

The party followed themthen, eyes intent, the length of their tanks. Renny was carefully wal ki ng
in the mddle of the aisle and did not | ook especially confortable.

"What is in the brass box?" Doc Savage queri ed.

"Aterrible thing," said Topping. "An incredible thing!"

"That is repeating about the sane statenment you made before," Doc reninded him

"l brought you here to show you the contents of that case," Topping replied. "I wanted you to see
with your own eyes. It would be too nuch to expect you to believe a verbal recital."

Renny gave a distinct junp, as one of the norays rubbed against the side of its tank.

"You're sure one of these things can kill a man?" he denmanded.

"l have seen it denobnstrated." Toppi ng shuddered again. "It is an altogether horrible death."
They reached the shelf on which the brass case stood.

"Wl the thing blow up?" Renny queri ed.

"No, no, nothing like that," said Topping, hastily. "Not unless you are speaking figuratively,
referring to the effect this thing will have upon the world if it ever gets out."

Renny scowl ed. "You neke it sound big."

"l cannot exaggerate the inportance of this terrible thing," Topping said, and indicated the
case.

Renny reached out and lifted the case, testing its weight. "Don’t feel very heavy," he said.

"I will get a hamer," Topping nurrmured. "W will have to break the |ock."

Renny let out a sigh that was like a small gale coming froma cavern.

"Boy this has built up on me," he said "I'mas jittery as if | was gettin married. |1'Il be glad
to | earn—

THE world canme apart. It was not exactly that, of course. But it had all the abruptness, the

vi ol ence.

There was an explosion. It threw them against the shelf. The brass box was knocked to the fl oor.
The 1ight went out. The w ndow ess pl ace bl ackened utterly.

There cane a distinct clang all too full of nmeaning. The door through which they had cone had
been slamed. A rattle which followed indicated it was being | ocked.

St anl ey Watchford Topping enmtted a scream only a sound of fear and horror at first, then the
wor ds becomni ng articul ate.

"The norays!" he squawked. "That expl osi on—a bonb! It broke the tanks!"

There was a pause, during which vivid splashings and slitherings could be heard.

Renny tried the shelf to ascertain if it would support their weight. It broke away fromthe wall.
"The norays are out!" Toppi ng was gi bbering now. "We can’'t keep themoff in the dark!"

It was true. There was water on the floor, the warmh of it came alnpbst to their knees—water of a
warnth to which these norays, vicious denizens of the tropic seas, had been accustoned. It felt,
that water, like the life fluid of sonething living.

Chapter 7. MONK HUNTS DOC

MONK was in rags. His clothes |looked literally as if they had been torn fromhis body. And they
had.

Monk had been in a fight. Wile guarding the girl, Dianond Eve, the apelike one had been attacked
by Captain Fl am ngo and sonme of his nen. Monk had been bl ackj acked before he could get into action,
and bound and guards put over him

But during the struggle, Dianond Eve had slipped away unnoticed and cane back with a revolver to
hol d up Monk’s guards and rel ease Monk from his bonds. Wiy she did this, Mnk couldn't figure out.
It was then the fight had taken place, for the girl had taken the guns away fromthe guards and
told Monk to defend himnself.

And he had! Thus the condition of his rainent.

And then had conme the explosion fromthe house.

Saf ety demanded that Monk retreat a bit. He did so. Fromhis new position, he caught sight of the



house

"Doc!" Monk roared.

No answer.

The horely cheni st made for the house. His progress had the noise and | ack of caution of an

el ephant charge. He held to a straight line

Guns began going off around him The undergrowth seenmed full of foes. Their |ead nmade a great
racket in the |l eaves and tw gs.

Monk, when he got in a fight, often had what mi ght be called unnatural |uck. This was probably
more a product of his fighting style. In conbat, Mnk often did what woul d seemthe | east sensible
t hi ng. Which probably expl ai ned why Monk was hit by none of the bullets. Any hunter who has failed
to bag a deer running through brush could have explained it. Had Monk tried to be cautious and
skul k, the likelihood of his collecting bullets would have been great

A man was sprawl ed outside the door of the house. He lay on his side, legs drawn up a little,

head reposing on one crooked arm He |ooked as if he were asleep, but it was not a convincing
imtation

Ham certainly would not be asleep there

Monk vaulted a | ow stone fence, hurtled across the yard. A fresh crash of gunfire nade viol ent
echoes. The bullets nmade ugly noi ses around Mk, rifles and revolvers. There was a perceptible

di fference between the noises the slugs nade in passing. Rifle |lead whistled shorter, fiercer

Monk reached Ham grabbed the dapper |awer up and went on through the open door, |eaving the
storm of bullets behind

"Doc!" Mnk vyelled

Agai n he received no answer.

The thing which Mnk val ued nbost was, undoubtedly, the well-being of Doc Savage. But the thing

whi ch coul d concern Monk the greatest, although he woul d have parted with an armrather than admt
it, was danger to Ham

Ham Monk’ s anxi ous exam nation discl osed, was only sensel ess, and not very profoundly so at

that. A knot on the back of the dapper |awyer’s head indicated the cause. Finding it was not
serious, Mnk fingered the knot rather ungently.

This caused Hamto stir, groan

Monk grabbed Hami's ears and gave them several violent tw sts. Hamrevived enough to take a sw ng
at his tormentor

"You didn’t need to do it that way," Hamgritted

"l was waking you up," Mnk said. "Were' s Doc?"

Two bullets came in, dug plaster off the walls, and they noved back a little before Ham answered
"I'n here somewhere," groaned the |lawer. "I was |ookout. Something expl oded. The bl ast of air

t hrough the door knocked nme down. Sone one ran around the corner of the house and kayoed ne before
could get up."

"A swel | |ookout you turned out to be," Mnk said, unkindly.

They entered the room which held the small aquariunms. Mst of the glass cages had been broken by

t he expl osi on. The doors of the roomwere of rather peculiar construction, with raised threshol ds
and this had caused the floor to become a pond in which swam an amazi ng assortment of finny

speci nens. That the fish did not have dispositions to match their beautiful coloring, was evident
fromthe way the big ones were already gobbling up the little ones

"It's sure dog eat dog in this world," Mnk grunbled, and waded in

He reached the door at the end, which led into the tank roomof the norays. It was |ocked, with
the key gone. Monk wenched. The door held. He hit it with his shoul der, and thereby discovered the
panel was of heavy netal

"Doc!" Monk bellowed. "You in there?"

No reply cane from beyond the | ocked door. Mnk put an ear against it, close to the keyhole. He
coul d hear watery noises, gurglings, sloshings, slitherings. This threshold was al so raised, and the
sounds plainly indicated the room beyond had a floor covered with water. Mnk exanm ned the keyhol e
The | ock coul d be picked fromeither side, but Monk did not have suitable instruments

A comotion behind himdistracted his attention. It was Ham The dapper |awyer was putting on a

| udi crous performance. An especially large and brilliant piscatorial specinen had apparently decided
to sanple the nourishing qualities of Ham s shanks, and Ham was headed for the other door, the fish
in pursuit.

Monk, amazingly, did not |augh. He made a run, did sonme fish dodging of his own, and joined Ham
"What do you make of this?" Ham gasped

Instead of answering, Monk squeaked, "Listen!"

There were sounds outside the house, sounds of nen running. Monk and Hamraced to the door
Heavily arned nen, nore than a dozen of them were converging on the place. Captain Flam ngo |ed
t he charge

Monk sl amred the door, rapped at Ham "G ve ne your nachine pistol."

"The man who knocked nme out took it," Ham snapped

"Then we're really jammed up," Monk grow ed.



Bul | ets began coming in though the door. They retreated to the threshold of the aquarium room
They stood there, trying to think of something to do

Then sounds behind them caused themto spin. The door to the nmoray tank room had opened. Doc
Savage cane through

Chapter 8. FOUR SLEEPERS

I N one bronze hand, Doc Savage held a snmall picklike instrunent, which he always carried for
mani pul ating |l ock tunblers. H's other hand gripped the end of a grille of steel rods. Renny and
Stanl ey Watchford Topping held the end of this grating, and also the ends of three others, with
whi ch they had fashioned a pen about thensel ves

They seened very glad indeed to get out of the room The instant they were through the door, they
dashed for Monk and Ham Renny was carrying Doc’s small flashlight

"Holy cow " Renny thunped. "Is ny hair white?"

"No, " Monk grunted. "Wat happened?"

"Moray eels,"” Renny said. "Poison. Able to bite like sharks!"

"W tried to use our machine pistols on them" Doc Savage expl ained. "But those nmercy bullets
flattened, the instant they struck the water."

Renny booned, "Then Doc managed to get the gratings off the top of the cases. W nmade ourselves a
pen.”

Stanl ey Watchford Topping piped out in a voice that was shrill, alnpost inarticulate with
hysterical relief.

"W escaped!" he bl eated. "Unbelievabl e—<ertain death—+ shall never forget those nonments!"”

"Thank Doc for that," Renny runbled at him "Blast it, you were clunsy enough handling your share
of those netal grilles—

Then, apparently for the first tinme, Renny saw what had made Toppi ng clunsy. The fell ow had been
carrying the brass case

"l give you credit," the big-fisted engineer grunted. "You had presence of mnd. | never even
t hought of that thing."
"Nor would I," Topping retorted. "Doc Savage requested ne to bring it."

Monk frowned at the |ong brass box. "What's that thing?"

"Sonmething that will explain what this whole terrible affair is about,"” answered Toppi ng

"Boy, that’'ll be somethin'," Mnk grunted. "Open it up."

There was a terrific crash. The whol e house seenmed to trenble on its foundation. Walls creaked
and plaster fell off. It was a grenade, and it had bl own down the front door

"We will have to postpone for a short tinme the examination of the box," Doc Savage said, and
there was absolutely no enotion in his voice

Renny’ s machine pistol was the only firearnms in the party. The big-fisted engineer latched it to
singl e-shot position, and whacked two random nmercy bullets out through the door

"The ammo drumis about enpty," Renny booned, uneasily. "| gotta be a little stingy with what's
left."

There was a door on the right side of the aquariumroomwhich held the small fish tanks. This had
al nost escaped notice in the gloom It admtted to a room which held a workbench and shel ves on
which were littered wi cking, cotton, plaster, preserving fluid, varnish, coloring—the type of stuff
used in mounting fish. There was a hal f-mounted barracuda on the table

"My workroom " gasped Topping. "Beyond it a stairway |eads to the upper floor."

"What about a back door?" Doc Savage asked

"This way." Topping gui ded them

They were in the part of the house used for |iving purposes now, and it differed little fromany
other dwelling. There were rugs on the floor, substantial furniture. The stuff was not expensive
nor was it cheap

The back door was a wooden one with a frosted-glass panel. The norning was still early enough
that it was sonewhat dark in the house, and Doc Savage was using his flashlight. The instant the
glow fell upon the gl ass-panel ed door, bullets began to strike. The glass fell out, jangling
"They had the back covered," Doc Savage said

Renny booned, "It begins to |look Iike we went out of the pan into the fire!"

DOC SAVAGE asked Toppi ng, "Have you any guns in the house?"

"Only fowing pieces,"” replied the rabbitlike authority on deep-sea life. "I ama skeet fan."

He led themupstairs to a spot which, it devel oped, was al nost ideal for defensive purposes. It
was an enornous square, glass-enclosed sun room A case on one wall held three expensive fowing
pi eces, two of them over-and-under English guns. There were boxes of shells and reloading kits
Topping, it appeared, did his own reloading, like a true gun |over

They unlinbered the weapons. Carrying one, Doc dashed back downstairs. He sighted the door, which
had been bl own open, just in tinme to neet the charge of four nen. He ained at their legs, and his
shot gun unl oosened two ear-splitting blasts

The four men ran away. The other two shotguns cut | oose upstairs. Qutdoors, men yelled in pain



Rifles, revolvers barked. Doc Savage fired twice nore fromthe door, and their besiegers retreated
back into the brush.

Going upstairs into the sun room the bronze man found nost of the w ndows shot out. Those that
remai ned were rapidly disintegrating under a hail of lead. It was getting lighter now, and it would
soon be very dangerous for the occupants to attenpt to | ook out.

Doc Savage crawl ed to a dresser, upset it, broke the mrror into |large fragments and passed these
pi eces around. They could lie on their backs, hold the mirror sections up, and get, reflected, a
fair imge of what was goi ng on outside.

Before | ong, Captain Flam ngo—his nmen rather, for Flam ngo hinself remained under cover—started a
charge. A volley fromthe shotguns broke it up in short order. At that distance, a shotgun was not a
fatal weapon, but the agony the little pellets wought was very di scouraging.

Guns continued to smash. The walls of the sun room bel ow the wi ndows were of masonry and thick
enough to stop even the high-powered rifle bullets. Despite the tension, tinme began to drag.

It rmust have been an hour | ater when Doc Savage, |ying on the seaward side of the house,

suggest ed, "Have a | ook, you fellows."

They gathered on that side for a brief scrutiny of what the bronze nan had seen. It was a tug and
a barge, comng in fromthe open Sound. The tug ski pper knew his business, and jockeyed his barge
al ongsi de the stern of the beached schooner without del ay.

Quite a nunber of Captain Flanmi ngo' s nen now gave up the siege of the house, hurried down to the
schooner and began to transfer |large boxes to the barge. Sone of this nmerchandi se appeared to be
very heavy. Sails had been cut away fromthe schooner gaffs, and these were being enpl oyed as cargo
boorms.

Doc Savage still had his small microscope tube which, by altering the | enses, could be changed
into a strong tel escope.

"What’s in the boxes, Doc?" Mnk asked.

"They are unmarked," the bronze man replied, and gl anced at Topping. "Do you know?"

"I amnot sure," Topping told them "but | suspect it is paraphernalia to aid themin this
terrible thing they are trying to acconplish."

Renny runbl ed, "Listen, Topping, it's about tine you gave us the | owdown on that."

"Let's open the brass box," Mnk suggest ed.

Renny peered about, gulped, "Holy cowm Where is it?"

Toppi ng | ooked frightened and rabbitlike, and spoke hastily.

"Downstairs," he said.

Renny yelled, "What’'s it doi ng down there?"

"I left it in ny workshop," Topping explained. "I guess | was excited. |'Il go get it."

"And 1'Il just go along to see you don't forget what you went after," Renny snorted.

The two of themcraw ed across the floor and di sappeared down the stairway.

IT was the first opportunity which Monk had had to speak with Doc Savage when Toppi ng was not
present. The honely cheni st made good use of his chance.

"Doc," he squeaked, "I think Topping' s one of the gang!"
"What gave you that idea?" the bronze man queri ed.
"Things | overheard Captain Flam ngo say when | was attacked with the girl," Mnk explained. "He

seenmed pretty sure you were headed for a trap. And you were, it turned out."

Ham spoke up, probably nmore for the sake of argument with Mnk than anything el se.

"But Topping was in there with the norays, along with Doc and Renny," he pointed out.

"I's that so?" Monk squinted at Doc.

"He was there," the bronze man said.

Monk frowned, scratched his nubbin of a head. "Didn't the guy have some way of duckin’ out or
clinmbin’ onto the wall or sonethin’? Some way of making sure the norays woul dn’t bite hin®"
"There was absolutely nothing he could clinb upon," Doc Savage said. "There were no w ndows, and
the one door was | ocked."

"What do you say to that, Mnk?" Ham demanded.

"Hunph, " Monk grunted. "Maybe he had themeels trained so they wouldn't bite him or sonethin' ."
"Not those norays," Doc Savage assured the honely chem st. "No, they would have killed Toppi ng
just as quickly as they would have killed us."

Monk said, "Well, that kinda nakes it look like he's straight. Now, after we see what’'s in that
brass case—

A shout canme up fromthe |ower roons. It was Renny’'s voi ce—surprised, angry.

"The brass case is gone!" Renny thundered.

Monk heaved up, was shot at from outside, got down on all fours and scuffled to the stairway.
"Where'd it go?" he roared.

Renny seened to be trying to find that out. He could be heard questioning Stanley Watchford
Topping. In Renny’s bull-like voice there was rmuch suspicion, and little patience.

A few minutes later, Renny and Topping cane up. The rabbitlike expert on fishes |ooked as if he
woul d have dearly loved to crawl in a hol e sonewhere.



"This guy," Renny poked a derisive thunmb at Topping, "still says he left the case down there.
Sonebody got it."

"One of Captain Flam ngo's nmen nust have sneaked in from outside," Toppi ng quavered.

Doc Savage, not w thout sone risk, had his little tel escope trained on the schooner.

"Have a | ook," he invited, abruptly.

Ham t ook the tel escope, peered, then said sonething explosive under his breath.

"Now what ?" Mdnk dermanded.

"The brass case," Hamsaid. "Captain Flamngo's nmen got it, all right. They took it onto the
schooner, and fromthere to the barge. That was what Doc was |ooking at."

Renny scow ed darkly at Toppi ng.

"You' ve done enough stallin'," the big-fisted engineer runbled. "Spill what you know. "

Toppi ng was patently a very nervous and scared man, and individuals in that condition often do
queer things. Topping now blew up. Hi s rabbit face grew purple, and the veins stood out on his
forehead. He made his rather scrawny hands into fists, seemed on the point of taking a sw ng at

Renny.

"“I"ve had all the bulldozing I"'mgoing to stand for!" he shrieked. "All of you can go stick your
heads in the ocean! | won't tell you anything!"

"You runt," Renny runbled. "You'll talk, or you'll get your neck wung!"

Just what the outcome of the quarrel would have been was sonething they were not to learn. The
gunfire outside suddenly increased, until it took on the proportions of a pitched battle. Strangely

enough, hardly a bullet was going through the sun room
Doc Savage stood up for a | ook.
"State troopers,"” he said. "All of this shooting was bound to attract them"

CAPTAI N FLAM NGO and his nmen pronptly fled. Retreat was orderly enough. They carried their

wounded, converged on the schooner and got aboard. They shifted to the barge, then to the tug. The
tug’s rail, of thick solid tinbers, furnished an excellent bul wark.

Li nes hol ding the barge to the schooner were cast off. The tug s exhaust pipe spurted steam

wat er boil ed under the stern, and tug and barge noved out into Ten Fat hom Cove.

The police kept up a rattling fire, but this had no effect.

Doc Savage and his nen were out of the house by now, and Doc expl ai ned the circunstances to the
State police. Then, detailing Renny to watch Topping, Doc with Monk and Ham stood on the headl and at
the mouth of the cove and gazed over Long Island Sound. The tug and barge were lost to sight in an
early norning fog.

Deci ding to question Topping nore closely, they could not find him Then they discovered Renny in
a clunp of bushes, unconscious. Stanley Watchford Toppi ng had taken Renny unawares, clubbed hi m down
with a rock and escaped.

Doc suggested they return to their headquarters. On the way, he tel ephoned the coast guard,

aski ng about the tranp steamer, Tropic Seas, which had | ast been seen heading outward into the

Atl antic. The vessel had not been | ocated. Fog conditions on the Atlantic were even worse than on

t he Sound.

Devel opnents at this point seemed very nuch at a standstill. Monk and Ham even resuned their
argunment as to why sailors’ pants were tailored with oversize bottons.

The argunment was goi ng strong, when Doc Savage, Renny, Monk and Ham entered their eighty-sixth

fl oor headquarters in m dtown Manhattan.

Swi ngi ng down the corridor toward the anteroom door, Haminsisted, "The cut of the pants is

nothing but a style."

"Nuts," Monk declared. "Now, take them dude pants you got on there. |If a wave washed over your

feet and they got wet around the bottons, how d you get ‘emoff? You d have a heck of a time. There,
that proves ny point."

The ant eroom door opened when Doc Savage drew near it. This phenonenon, nystifying to the

unadvi sed, was sinply explained. Concealed in the floor in front of the door was a sensitive

el ectroscope connected to a relay, which, in turn, actuated the mechani smthat opened the door. Doc
wore a plaque of radio-active nmetal in a shoe heel, and this affected the el ectroscope, putting the
apparatus in operation.

They entered the office.

THE argunent resuned.

"You're pig-headed,"” Mnk told Ham

"You baboon," Hamgritted at Monk. "Arguing with you is about as hopel ess as—

A sudden | eap on Mnnk's part caused Hamto break off. Mnk was headed for the inlaid table. On
this stood an article which had not been there when they were here before. It resenbled an oversize
traveling bag of very stiff black |eather, with a ventilating screen at each end. Mnk lifted the
case, and a series of grunts came fromit.

"Habeas Corpus," Mnk chuckl ed.

Ham exhi bi ted synptons of apoplexy, and yelled, "How d that get here?"



"My secretary nust have brought it up," Mnk grinned, and opened the carrying case.

Habeas Corpus canme out. Habeas was Monk’'s pet pig, and as honely a specinen of the porcine famly
as Monk was of the human race. The pig had unnaturally long legs, ears like sails, a snout built for
inqui sitiveness, and a body of no consequence.

Ham st al ked indignantly to the wi ndow and | ooked out. Habeas, he had repeatedly maintained, was
the one thing in the world he could not tolerate.

Monk began, "Sailors’ pants—

"Shut up!" Ham screaned.

Ham seened to have reached the end of his rope. He spun, lifted his fist, took a step toward
Monk. Only one step; then sonething strange happened. Hamis nouth opened very wi de. A queer
expression overspread his face. H's knees hinged, and he sat down on the floor.

"Poi soned by his own spleen,"” Mnk said unkindly, thinking it was sonme kind of an act.

Ham sank flat on his face. An instant later, Renny fell. He went down like a felled tree.

"Bl azes!" Monk gasped. Then he, too, began to | ook strange.

Doc Savage noved. Wth all of the trenendous speed of which his great trained sinews were

capabl e, he flashed across the anteroom into the library, on to the |aboratory. There was al nbst an
incredible frenzy in his novenents. He reached a chenical case in the |aboratory.

The case held bottles. Labels on these bore the strange synbols with which chemi cals and chemni cal
fornmul ae are designated. Doc got out three bottles, drank fromeach in succession, holding the
contents of all in his mouth, mxing themthere, then swall ow ng.

The bronze man ran back into the reception room There was still that strange frenzied speed in
hi s nmovenents.

Ham Monk, Renny—all three were sprawl ed out on the floor. The pig, Habeas, was al so down and not
nmovi ng. Doc Savage stood, |ooked at them

The bronze man’s trilling sound, eerie and fantastic to a greater degree than usual, filled all
the anteroom the library and the | aboratory beyond. Its | oudness was greater than usual, and it was
a bit steadier, at first, but it began to subside very slowy, as if its source were being
throttled, stifled.

And, as his trilling subsided, so did the figure of the giant bronze man. The bend of his knees,
hardly perceptible at first, increased, and he folded, finally to topple forward, braced with his
hands on the floor, and remain there for a tinme. By slow jerks, he let hinmself down.

He seened to relax conpletely.

Chapter 9. PASSENGERS FOR NASSAU

DOC SAVAGE wor e not hi ng above the waist. His nuscles, even in repose, were |ike cables, bundled
wire, over which the fine-textured bronze of skin had been painted.

Doc sat in a chair. A porthol e behind himwas open, and through this cane salty sea breeze and
the noi se of water rushing past. In the roomwas a washstand, a built-in wardrobe, a rather worn
rug, two life preservers in a rack, and a notice on the door telling where the |ifeboat stations for
the cabin were to be found. There was al so a bed.

On the bed lay Renny, Ham Monk and the pig, Habeas Corpus. There was no sound for many m nutes.
Doc Savage did not nove. A ship’s clock struck six bells. Two wonen passed in the corridor outside,
chattering.

"We reach Nassau sonetinme |late tonight," one of the wonen said.

Then they wal ked on.

Ham stirred a little on the bed, lifting an armand letting it fall on Mnk. Mnk brushed at the
hand, as if it had been an annoying insect. Renny, without stirring in the slightest, emtted a
runbl i ng sound.

Doc Savage got up fromthe chair, went to the washstand, took a drinking glass out of its rack
and drew water. He dashed a glass of water, very hard, into the face of each man. He threw one on
Habeas Corpus. The pig pronptly got up, junped off the bed and scranbled under it.

Monk sat up slowy, keeping his eyes shut until he was in a sitting position. Then he opened his
eyes, | ooked at Doc, |ooked at the cabin, at the rest of the men. He blinked a number of tinmes.
Then, with a perfectly sober face, he reached over and shook Ham

"Hey, shyster," he munbled thickly; "why are sailors’ pants big at the bottons?"

Ham opened his eyes after a bit, focused themwth difficulty and | ooked at Monk, nmuch as if he
had just discovered his own personal devil. He said nothing. Renny runbled again, rolled over on
Ham and the dapper |awer set up a vague bl eating.

It was fifteen mnutes before they had entirely awakened. Mnk ranged snall eyes over the cabin
once nore.

"What | want to know," he munbled, "is where are we? How d we get here? And what’'re we doin’
here?"

"You omitted an inportant question," Doc Savage told him w thout expression.

"What ?" Monk demanded.

"The day of the week," Doc replied.

"It was Saturday norning when we passed out," Mnk grunted. "I guess this is Saturday afternoon."”



"Thur sday, " Doc Savage sai d.

"Huh?" Monk squinted. "You wouldn't fool a guy?"

"This is Thursday," Doc Savage repeated. "You have been out of the picture for the better part of
five days."

Had t hey awakened to the discovery that they had undergone transmigration to some unexpected form
of afterlife, they could not have been a great deal nore surprised. Ham sprang off the bed, ran to
the door, tried it and found it |ocked. Monk nmerely sat on the bed and | ooked bewi | dered. Renny,
however, |unbered to the porthole and managed to jam his head out.

"Water," he said, taking a | ook around. "Nothing but ocean."

"We have a starboard cabin," Doc Savage told him "W should be able to pick out Geat |saac
before long."

Renny frowned. "Wo's ‘Geat |saac’?"

"An island on which stands a |ighthouse,"” Doc Savage explained. "It is situated on the edge of

t he deep-channel steaner |ane to Nassau."

"Nassau?" Renny | ooked bewi | der ed.

"The main port of New Provi dence, one of the nore northerly islands of the Caribbean Sea," the
bronze man el aborated. "The ship is scheduled to reach there sonetinme tonight, judging fromthe
conversation of two |ady passengers, who went down the corridor a short tine ago."

Monk got down on his hands and knees on the floor, put a long furry armunder the bed and brought
out Habeas Corpus. Habeas seened pretty nuch di sgusted by the whol e business. H's usual agility was
m ssing, but he had enough life to reassure Mnk.

Monk | ooked intently at Doc Savage.

"What happened to us?" he demanded.

"It is a queer story," Doc informed him

Monk snorted. "The whol e thing has been queer, right fromthe mnute that guy staggered into our
office, about ready to die. And it wound up with the nystery talk Stanley Watchford Toppi ng gave
about that brass case."

"What is the last thing you renenber?" Doc queried.

"Sonet hi ng queer happening in the office," Mnk replied. "I went to sleep, it seened like."

"That was caused by a new type of anaesthetic, now coming into use in hospitals,"” Doc told him
"It would not be hard to forge credentials and purchase it fromchem cal concerns. That, possibly,
expl ains how the girl got it."

"G rl?" Mnk sprang off the bed. "Do you nean that Di anond Eve Post dame—

"Di anond Eve Post did it," Doc inforned him "probably by forcing the gas, which is nearly

odorl ess, under the door sill. She then noved us all aboard this steaner, which is a small

conbi nati on- passenger - and-frei ght vessel, nmaking a regular round of the Caribbean islands."

"She brought —4s—aboard?" Mnk said jerkily, as if the thing were too preposterous to believe.

"She nanaged it with great secrecy," Doc advised. "W were put in large trunks, which were sent
to this cabin, then renoved after we were taken out. It is doubtful if any one but D anond Eve Post
knows we are aboard."

"What' s her reason for doing this?" Mnk denmanded.

"That is a nystery," the bronze man admtted.

Monk squinted at Doc. "How do you know what happened? Have you tal ked to the girl?"

"No," Doc said. "She probably thinks we are still senseless."

"Then how did you |l earn so nuch?" persisted the honmely chemi st.

"An antidote for the anaesthetic," Doc Savage told him "It was ny fortune to recogni ze the
nature of the stuff, when Ham went down, and there was tinme to get into the laboratory and m x stuff
whi ch woul d counteract its effect.”

"Then you haven’t been unconscious?" Mnk grunted the query.

"At no time," Doc told him

MONK shook his head slowy, as if he found Doc’s notive very difficult of conprehension. After he
had given the matter thought for a nonment, he queried, "But why play possun? Wiy not just grab her?"
"She is a very difficult young woman to handl e, as you may have noticed," Doc Savage said slowy,
a bit dryly. "She brought us aboard this boat for some specific purpose. The nost sinple and
effective nethod seened to be to trail along and ascertain what resulted."

"Is Di anond Eve Post aboard?" Mnk asked, with a perceptibly quickened interest.

Doc Savage nodded. "She is."

Monk’s grin draped his honely face fromear to ear.

"Boy, it’'s gonna be swell to put a fast one over on her," he chuckled. "She sticks in nmy hair
like chewing gum "

After that, Monk appeared to recall something. He got down on all fours again, |ooked under the
bed, grunted, and with his long arms raked out a number of netal boxes. These were nunbered and
equi pped with carrying straps. He scow ed at the boxes.

"This is the equipnent we usually take al ong when we go on a job," he nurnured. "How d it get
here?"



"The girl," Doc said.

"But how d she know—

"The equi pment was all in one cabinet for convenience, you recall," Doc remnded him "She did
not need to be a scientist to tell what it was. So she just brought it along."

Monk demanded, "And why woul d she do that?"

Ps-s-st!" Ham hi ssed. "Sone one is com ng!"

They |istened. The water sl opping outside the boat made noises |ike the sighing of a big green
beast. Footsteps in the corridor were firmand bold, and they came up with every indication that the
one who nade them was bound al ong the corridor. But they stopped quite unexpectedly outside the
door .

A faint clicking gave the inpression at first, that a key was being inserted in the |ock; but the
clicking persisted. It was no key. Some one was trying to pick the | ock.

Doc Savage gestured at the bed. He nmade his neaning clear. They were all to play unconscious

agai n.

It was, in truth, arelief to spread thenselves out on the mattress once nore. Wth the exception
of Doc, they felt aftereffects of what they had gone through—di zzi ness and some nausea.

They got thensel ves positioned, w thout noise, before the door opened, and Doc Savage was w th
them He had an arm carel essly across his eyes, so that he could watch w thout his open eyes being
observed.

The door opened boldly. Stanley Watchford Topping came in. He entered w th shoul ders back, step
firm but he did not quite keep fear and uncertainty off his face. Cbviously, he had forced hinself
to enter in this manner, in hopes of making it seem he was not skul ki ng.

He shed his bold attitude the instant he saw the figures on the bed. He | ooked about as scared as
a man could | ook, whirled, wenched the door open and got half through it. Then it dawned on him
that the figures on the bed had not noved.

He hesitated for sone noments, and then reéntered gingerly. H's nose twitched rapidly, rabbit
fashion. He trenbled. He even wung his hands.

"That terrible girl!" he gasped, distinctly enough that all the men feigning sensel essness heard
him "That terrible girl!"

He peered at the men on the bed, but did not approach them

"That girl," he gulped. "She has killed them"

Then, unexpectedly, the door opened behind him The panel swuing back with sw ft viol ence.

Captain Flam ngo and three of his men canme in, taking guns out of their pockets.

Doc Savage watched the entire action fromunder his arm eyelids pinched to the thinnest slit
possi bl e that would still permit vision. The bronze man did not nove.

St anl ey Watchford Topping had plainly not expected the new arrivals. He recoiled wildly, got his
back against one wall of the cabin and | eaned there, the wall supporting him He said no word.
Captain Flam ngo stared at the forns on the bed.

"What’s wong with then?" he demanded. Then, w thout waiting for any one to answer, he swung
over, grabbed Renny and shook himviolently. Renny was an actor. He managed to seem asl eep.

"Wl varnish ny topnmasts,"” Captain Flam ngo nuttered, puzzled. "They’'ve got somethin’ wong with
Cen "

"It's the work of that girl," said one of his nen.

"She's slicker than pot lead," nmuttered Captain Flam ngo. "She's had ‘emin here since we sailed
from New York, and we never got w se. W never even knowed she was aboard, til we see her cruisin’
into the dinin” roomon the sly."

"Trailin" her, until we seen her conme in here, was a lucky nove for us," added a man behind him
Captai n Fl am ngo now exhi bited every appearance of indulging in deep thought. He adjusted his
bright necktie, shifted his gaudy hat on his head, and pulled out his lower lip and let it snap back
agai nst his teeth several times. Then he smacked the palms of his hands together.

"Fog’'s gone," he chuckled. "I see what the girl’'s ganme was."

"What ?" dermanded one of those with him

"She trailed us and | earned we cone aboard with her stuff,” said Captain Flam ngo. "She guessed
the kind of a course we planned sailin’. So she brought the bronze guy and the others aboard,
figurin' she’d turn himloose on us."

"She sure did fix us up with a |l ee shore," the other agreed.

Captain Fl am ngo produced an enornous sailors’ clasp knife and said in an utterly cold voice,
"Here's where we sink our Doc Savage troubl es pernanent."

He stepped toward the bed. The nen who had entered the roomw th himal so produced knives.

St anl ey Watchford Toppi ng had not noved or spoken.

Doc Savage cane off the bed. The abruptness with which he did this just about defied the eye. One
instant he was on the bed, the next he was erect on the floor.

Monk, Ham Renny were on their feet a fraction of a nonent |ater. They separated, confronting the
foes. Prospects for a very bloody and terrific struggle | ooked excellent.

The scrap failed quite to jell. This was due to an interruption froma totally unexpected source.



The voi ce of Dianpbnd Eve Post said casually, "It is very lucky indeed that this is a repeating

shot gun. "

A picture, so insignificant that no one had noticed it before, was now canted away from one

st ateroom wal | -shoved asi de by what was unmi stakably the barrel of a repeating shotgun, held by sone
one in the adjoining cabin.

A SCREAM cane from Stanl ey Watchford Topping, a screamso shrill that it might have been enmitted

by a woman. He dived for the door, tore it open and popped out.

VWhet her it was because Topping’ s action unnerved them or whether cold reason told themthat

flight was the best course, there was no indication. But Captain Flam ngo and his followers fled,
not even attenpting to use their knives. The | ast one through the door got it shut before Doc Savage
reached it.

Doc seized the knob. One, maybe nore, of the fugitives was holding it on the other side. Doc

wr enched. The screw which held the inner knob on its shaft nust have been defective. The knob cane
of f.

The man on the other side jerked the shaft out of its hole. The fellow s grunt of delight at this
devel opment was plainly audible. He could be heard running away with Captain Flam ngo and the

ot hers.

The door was not |ocked, but it mght as well have been, for the latch held it securely. Doc

tried to insert a finger in the hole where the knob shaft had been, but there was not sufficient
purchase to turn the mechanism He hit the panel with his shoulder. In novies and fiction, doors are
smashed quite easily. In practice, it is different, especially with a door as strong as this one.
Doc hit it at least half a dozen tinmes. Then the lock ripped out and he was in the corridor. He

| ooked forward, aft. The fugitives were not in sight. It had sounded as if they had run toward the
stern. Doc noved in that direction.

The adj acent stateroom door opened. The barrel of a shotgun came out, then D amond Eve Post.

The young worman tucked the shotgun under an arm and gave Doc Savage a nost radiant smile.

"They’ ve gotten away," she said. "It would not be the healthiest thing in the world to pursue

them "

"Why not?" Doc asked, quietly.

"Captain Fl am ngo has not |less than thirty nmen aboard,"” the young wonman announced.

"Thirty?" Doc Savage eyed her steadily.

Monk and the others had by now crowded out into the corridor. They did not |ook especially

ent husi astic, being still weak fromthe |ong confinenment, which, judging fromthe way their stomachs
felt, had been wi thout food.

"W will go back in the stateroom" Doc Savage told the young worman, "and ask you questions."

"You can ask them" she said. "It won't do you any good."
"You are still not going to tal k?" Doc queri ed.
"Still." She nodded vehenently.

They filed back into the stateroom and Doc’s three men registering weakness, sat down—two of
them on the bed, one of themon the chair.

The girl frowned at Doc Savage. "You're entirely too wi de awake. How conme?"

In a tone which contained neither pride nor a sense of triunph, Doc Savage expl ai ned that he had
been at no time unconscious as had the others

The young worman | ooked somewhat stunned, and gasped, "But | have frequently observed you through
that hol e behind the picture, and never suspected a thing."

"The hole was not hard to find," Doc Savage assured her. "You could usually be heard entering
your cabin."

A sharp report reached their ears. The sound had an unusual quality. It was as if sone one had
hit the deck outside a single blow w th a hanmer

"A shot!" Mnk squeaked. "Somewhere down in the hold!"

"Captain Flam ngo," Dianond Eve Post wailed. "He's going into action now"

It was the first tine they had heard genuine fear in her voice

Chapter 10. Pl RACY

DOC SAVAGE was suddenly in notion. He grasped the girl’s arm and his trained voice put a
question with an inperative crash.

"What is Captain Flam ngo attenpting?" he demanded.

"He wants this boat," said the girl.

"Robbery?" Doc denanded.

"No." She shook her head. "W put the schooner he was using out of conm ssion. He has to have a
boat. So he's seizing this one."

Doc Savage rel eased her arm whipped to the door, opened it and lunged into the corridor. She
foll omed him Mnk, Ham and Renny, |ooking for once as if they would not relish a fight, staggered
after them

"Your equipnment?" the girl snapped at Doc Savage. "In the stateroom"”



"W may need it," Doc agreed

They went back, gathered up the netal cases which enclosed their equipnment, carried them al ong
"l have concentrated food in ny cabin," the girl said. "I'Il get sone of it."

She bobbed into her stateroom which differed very little fromthe one occupi ed by Doc Savage and
his nen, and canme out a nonent |ater bearing a commbn weekend case of | eather

Monk noted the dimnutive size of the case, and sniffed, "Huh? | could eat nore than that can
hold, right now "

"Not of the stuff that’'s in here," she assured him "You put a pill of it in a kettle of water
and you' ve got beef broth."

Doc Savage interrupted with, "W will head for the npst inportant spot on the ship."

"Where's that?" Mnk demanded

"The radio room" Doc retorted

"I think it’s topside somewhere," said the girl. "Near the bow—=

"Nearer the stern," Doc corrected her. "This is a one-design class of steamer. Its nanme is

Cari bbenda, is it not?"

They were running along a narrow corridor, bordered with handrails for use in a seaway. A

st ewar dess stood gaping at them then stepped hastily out of their path

"How di d you know what boat this was?" the girl demanded

"Overheard the nane several tines in the |last few days," Doc expl ai ned

"Ch!" She smiled thinly. "I was beginning to think you were clairvoyant or sonething."

They clattered up a conpani onway. Somewhere, a man began to scream The voice seened to conme from
above, but it had an unnatural, far-away quality. It was, however, an absolutely horror-stricken
voi ce

They cane out on deck. It was the topnost deck and presented the usual junble of ventilators
funnel s, masts, hatches, stays, deck chairs, and shuffleboard courts

The radi o shack was just that—-a shack aft which |ooked as if it had been put there as an

af t ert hought

A man was standing in front of the open door of the radio shack. He held a revolver. Evidently
he was not a man who believed in taking chances, because the instant he saw Doc Savage, he took a
flying leap over the rail toward the | ower deck, disappearing fromview.

Doc Savage reached the radi o shack. One gl ance inside was enough. The operator on duty was
unconsci ous on the floor. It was comon for ships of this size to carry only two transmitting
set s—ene short-wave, one |ong-wave. A fire-ax had been used to denolish both of these

THE honely Monk had dropped his equi prent case, picked up a deck chair, and run to the railing
over which the man with the revolver had leaped. It was quite a drop to the | ower deck, but the
fell ow had managed it and was running away. Monk threw the chair at himand did a very good job of
it. The fugitive went down.

The fell ow was not unconsci ous, however, only upset; and he did not |ose his gun. After he
stopped rolling, he did not try to get up, but lay there and began shooting at Mnk. The honely
chem st yanked hi nmsel f backward

The steaner’s whistle started npaning, continued to noan steadily. It was an extrenely |oud

whi stle. It nade conversation, even at a scream ng pitch, inpossible at nore than the shortest

di st ances.

Doc Savage and his aids, after bellowing ineffectually at each other a few tines, resorted to
sign talk on their fingers, deaf-and-dunb fashion. They had practiced this in the past until they
were quite skillful

"The radi o apparatus is out of conmission," Mnk stated on his fingers

"Yes," Doc Savage agreed in the sane fashion. "W will try to keep themout of the engine room"
They ran forward, headed for the conpani onway which woul d give admittance to the engi ne room

They passed a ventilator fromwhich came various, unnatural sounds. Doc stopped the group
"Listen," he signaled on his fingers, and pointed at the ventil ator

Qut of the flaring mouth of the horn-like airshaft came the stifled nmpaning of a man. There was a
shot, a shout; and after a nmoment, silence

Captain Flam ngo’s voice, comng out of the ventilator, said, "That puts us in charge of the
engine room W don’t give a hoot about the rest of the vessel. And the radio is out of conm ssion."
Doc Savage got the attention of his nen centered on his bronze fingers

"This ventilator |eads to the engine room" he signaled. "Captain Flam ngo seenms to have taken
over, down there."

A gun banged fromthe bridge. One of Captain Flam ngo’'s nen was shooting at them It was a

hi gh-powered rifle, and the bullet nade a deep perforation in the by no neans thin netal of the
ventil ator.

Doc Savage and the others drifted hastily to cover. They still had their equi pnent cases. They
opened these, took an inventory of the contents
"Holy cow " Renny’'s big runble penetrated even through the din of the whistle, which still blew

"No machi ne pistols."



The girl shrieked, "I did the best | could! | couldn’t find them"

Monk was pawi ng over his own share of the paraphernalia

"No gas!" he shouted. "No masks, even if we did have gas! Say, this is gonna be a tough

busi ness! ™"

Di anond Eve Post added to the general cheer by managing to convey at the top of her voice a bit
of information

"Captain Flam ngo has all kinds of weapons!" she advised. "He had a chance to bring everything
that he woul d need!"

There were shots, now, in other parts of the ship. There was al so a good deal of shrieking on the
part of wonen passengers, and hoarse baw ings by nen.

Unexpect edl y, Doc Savage left the others and crawled forward to the radi o shack. He nanaged to
get inside. Wien he canme out, he was carrying a bundl e of yellow sheets which were fastened to a
clip-board

"What' s that?" Mnk asked

"Radi ograns; sent and received since the ship left New York," Doc told him

MONK wanted to ask questions, the expression on his honely face plainly showed, but the inquiries
wer e side-tracked by a sudden burst of shouting from bel ow deck. Brittle voices were giving orders
Captain Flam ngo’s bell owing tone was anong t hem

The passengers, it seened, were being herded under the after deck

Monk drew to one side, seeking the I ee of a large skylight hatch. The thing had the size of a

smal | house. It was alnost as high as a man’s head. Mnk was carrying a netal case. Opening this, he
began to pore over the contents

Doc Savage j oi ned Monk. The box the honely chem st was exam ni ng contai ned one of the remarkable
little portable chemical |aboratories of which Monk was so proud. Monk had prepared several of these
and kept themin various boxes, convenient for emergencies. The girl had evidently found this one
and included it with the other equi pnent

Toget her, Doc and Monk went over the bottled contents

"What can we rig up outa this, Doc?" Mnk asked

Monk, despite the fact that he was conceded to be one of the nation's |eading industria

chem sts, was not hesitant in conceding that seeking Doc Savage's hel p woul d be a wi se nove. Mnk
had a deep suspicion that Doc knew the nost chemistry of the two of them

"We can try one thing, at least," Doc Savage told him

The bronze man now went to work. In three trays he mxed three different groups of chemicals. The
trays were of an ingenious collapsible type, which were folded perfectly flat. He sel ected a nunber
of small gl ass phials. These were of progressive sizes so that they nested, one within the other
for compact carrying. There were corks to fit each

He filled the phials, drawing fromeach tray in about equal proportions. He pronptly corked each
one tightly, then shook it. It could be noted that during this operation he was very careful to hold
his breath. When he did find it necessary to breathe, the bronze man craw ed a nunber of feet

di stant, where he could get the fresh, sharp sea breeze fromthe bow

"They' Il be able to see it," Mnk said, when the work was done. "It takes special equipnment to
make the stuff so that it is perfectly colorless. It'Il snell alittle, too."

"We will try to get around that problem" Doc told him

They coul d, they were discovering, nove around with a surprising degree of freedomon the top

deck. It seened that Captain Flam ngo' s nen, occupied with taking over the rest of ship, were busy
with their own devices for the tine being. No doubt there were plenty of guards stationed in the
conpani onways, however

DOC SAVAGE now crawl ed to a | arge wooden box, which had a hinged top. Boxes like this were
distributed al ong each side of the deck. They held fire hose

The hose was of cotton-and-rubber construction. Doc Savage nmade a bundle of it, and over this he
sprinkled a highly inflammabl e chem cal taken from Monk’s portable | aboratory. Then he craw ed to
the base of a large ventilator, dragging the bundle, then applied a match to the hose. It began to
burn with a blue, sizzling violence. Doc Savage hurriedly di sengaged the grating which covered the
mouth of the ventilator, and heaved the flam ng bundle through

"That ventilator is part of the systemwhich supplies the saloon and cabins with fresh air," he
said. "The snoke will be distributed through the major part of the ship.”

"They' Il find the burning hose, and put it out," said the girl, who had been watching curiously
"Of course," Doc agreed. "But not before it nakes sone snoke."

They now wai ted, expectant ears cocked in the direction of the ventilator. Perhaps five mnutes
passed. Shouts began to go up

"Fire!" baw ed sonebody, nervously.

Looki ng astern, and taking a chance and peering down the conpani onway, they could see snoke. The
stuff was strong enough to set a number of persons coughing

Monk began to chortle gleefully. "The snoke' |l keep ‘emfromsnellin’ or seein’ our stuff!”



Doc Savage now worked forward. He carried with himthe glass phials which he had filled with the
chem cal m xture. As he passed each ventilator, he hurled one of the small bottles into the nouth of
it—hurled it with sufficient violence that it broke. For good neasure, he |obbed two at the bridge
and then threw two entirely over it, so that they broke on the forward deck. Then he craw ed back to
join the others.

"Now we will watch them and see what happens,"” he said.

Di anond Eve Post seized his arm dermanded, "Wat was that stuff in the bottles?"

"Aliquid which will vaporize into a gas that produces unconsci ousness when breat hed," Doc Savage
told her. "It has the advantage of being effective at very | ow concentration."

THE wi nd—they noticed its direction carefully fromthe snmoke drift fromthe funnel s—was com ng
of f the starboard bow. Accordingly, they positioned thensel ves as near the starboard rail as they
safely coul d.

"Can't they escape the gas with masks?" Di anond Eve Post asked, anxiously.

"They will not have time," Doc Savage told her. "They will not discover the presence of the stuff
intime, due to the snoke."

"Want to make a bet?" asked the young woman.

"What ?" the bronze man queri ed.

"You won’t get to first base with this gas gag," she announced.

Monk, overhearing, snorted, "Huh, you don’t know this gas."

"You have to breathe it before it works, is that right?" asked the young woman.

"That’s the general idea," Mnk told her.

"All right," she said. "It won’'t work. Watch and see."

It mght have been noticed that, during the next few nonments, Doc Savage watched the young wonman
curiously, as if endeavoring to read her m nd. Wiat she had just said had, undoubtedly, interested
hi m

Meani ngful sounds began to come up fromthe | ower deck. Men shouted. There seened to be a small
pani c.

"They’' re dying!" a woman screaned. "They're falling over dead!"

Monk grunted. "Too bad to scare her, of course, but they're only fallin’ over unconscious."

The pani c noi ses began to subside. Fewer and fewer persons cried out. Wthin the course of the
next several mnutes, the ship acquired the qui etness of a tonb.

Doc Savage said, "W might as well go down, now "

Di anond Eve Post caught his arm nervously.

"Don't!" she gasped.

Doc Savage studied her. "But the gas—

"Ch, darn it," she snapped. "Captain Flam ngo won't be taken in by this. I’mnot going to tell
you what, but | know he took themy all of his nen took thembefore they started out to capture the
ship."

"Woul d you mi nd maki ng yoursel f clear?" Doc Savage requested.

She gave hima very w de-eyed | ook.

"Do you renenber, back in the shipyard in New York, when Captain Flam ngo and two of his nen went
under the water and did not cone up?" she denmanded.

"That incident is not very easy to forget," Doc told her. "It certainly seemed they were drowned.
Yet they were not."

"All right," said the girl. "I"'mnot going to tell you any nore, except this: Be careful when you
go below. "

Doc Savage watched her steadily for sone nonents.

"W are going to | ose patience with you," he said. "Chivalry, you know, will extend only so far.
There are ways of mmking even a young wonan tal k. "

"Boo," she said, carelessly. "Am| scared?"

DOC SAVAGE vouchsafed not hing nore, but worked his way aft toward the conpani onway. Mnk, Ham

and Renny trailed him There was no sound from bel ow.

"She’'s sure a sassy gal," Renny runbled resentfully. "A good ol d-fashi oned spanki ng woul d hel p

her a lot."

The ship now swing slightly, as if there were no hand at the wheel. The sun made shifting shadows
that caused themto note the position of the solar orb. It was al nost on the horizon; there would be
dar kness shortly.

Doc Savage halted his little caval cade.

"The girl seenmed very sure of herself," the bronze man said, quietly. "It mght be advisable for
us to use a great deal of caution.”

The bronze man now changed his course and reached a snaller skylight. Being famliar with the
layout of a small steanmer such as this, he knew the skylight admtted to a dimnutive witing room
|l ocated aft. The skylight could be opened fromthe outside—and without nuch noise, as trial proved.
There was sufficient space for the bronze man to craw through. He did so.



The drop to the floor of the witing roomhe managed without undue noise. He listened. No sound.
He glided to a porthol e which gave a view of the after deck.

Passengers and the regul ar crew of the steaner had been herded to the after deck before the gas
struck them They were now spraw ed in such positions as they had chanced to drop. There did not
seemto be a conscious individual anong them

Doc Savage noved to the door. He stepped through it into the gory red sunlight of the tropical
dusk. Instantly, half a dozen guns crashed.

Chapter 11. H DDEN CARGO

IT is commonly recogni zed that the human eye requires a little tine, brief though the interval
may be, to recognize novenent. Registration of an optical inmage is no instantaneous process. If it
were not for this, many things would not be possible, anong themthe ordinary notion picture.

Doc Savage, through long, intense training, could possibly perceive a thing nore quickly than the
aver age person; but that was not what saved himnow. He had spent a great deal of time acquiring the
ability to nove nore quickly than the other man.

Captain Flam ngo and his nen were conceal ed about the deck. They had guns. It was necessary to
aimthe weapons after they saw Doc Savage. In the fraction of a second required for that, Doc

fl ashed back out the door.

Roar of the shots was ear-splitting after the prol onged quiet. Chopping, rending, making ugly

noi ses, the bullets did a great deal of damage to the door casing and the witing roomwalls.

Doc Savage wasted no tine. The girl had been right. He flashed to position under the skylight,

| eaped, caught the edge. Monk and Renny, hanging their arnms down, furnished wel cone assistance to
Doc in getting back on the top deck. They banged the skylight shut.

"Holy cow " Renny runbled. "The gas didn't work!"

"It was effective on the passengers,” Doc replied. "But our young lady friend was correct about
it not touching Captain Flam ngo and his nen."

Monk scow ed. "They nust have had masks."

"There were no masks in sight," Doc assured him "Had they been wearing them they would
undoubtedly still have had themon."

Monk growl ed, "That’'s what | call dang funny."

Captain Flam ngo’s shouting voice interrupted them The | eader of their foes was bel ow sonewhere.
"Conme down offa there!" Captain Flam ngo bellowed. "One at a tine! Have your hands up!"

Wth his |lips, Mnk nanaged to make a very |oud, disrespectful sound known as the "Bronx cheer."
"Cone up and get us!" the honmely chemist invited at the top of his voice.

"Not us!" Captain Flam ngo bellowed. "My man you caught outside the radi o shack saw you carryin’
a bunch of netal boxes! | know all about them gadgets you swabs like to fight with!"

Renny used an enornous hand to wi pe imaginary perspiration off his long, puritanical face.

"Nice to have a reputation,”" he runbled softly, careful that his words would not carry to the
eneny.

"They been afraid of us all along.” Mnk grunted. "That's why they haven't given us a rush.”

Di anond Eve Post craw ed over and joined them The light had failed perceptibly, the sun having
dropped entirely fromsight in the west. There was illum nation enough, however, to show the

"l -tol d-you-so" expression on the young wonan's attractive features.

"Who was wrong about the gas?" she asked.

I'F inquisitive |ooks could have penetrated, the young woman’s mind woul d pronptly have been

probed to its deepest recesses, and all its secrets laid bare. As it was, all they saw was her
pretty countenance wearing a derisive |ook. Mnk evidently decided on the spur of the noment to try
his hand at verbal persuasion. He became the dignified chem st.

"We are in a very dangerous spot here, Mss Post," he said, levelly. "You are in as much danger

as ourselves. Don't you think it is the better part of common sense and safety to tell us what you
know?"

"Phooey, " said the young woman. "So now you try logic on ne."

"I amonly tal king common sense,” Mnk assured her. "Those nen are trying to kill all of us. W
have no idea of what they are after, what is behind all of this, let alone why that gas didn't get
them "

"Listen," said Dianond Eve Post. "The | ess you know, the better | like it. We're all—€aptain

Fl am ngo, Stanley Watchford Topping, nyself, everybody—after Taz. You don’t know what Taz is.

Swel I 1"

"The course you're taking is not logical," Mnk told her.

"Ch, yes, it is," she said. "I amafter Taz. Rightfully, Taz belongs to ne. | haven't the
slightest doubt but that you would think differently. You would insist Taz bel ongs to the whole
world. It’s big like that, see? You and | are working together nicely, because Captain Flanmingo is
after both of us. After that—+t's me for nme."

Her | ong speech nade Monk nad.

"For two cents, |'d put you across ny knee," he grow ed.



"l love you when you get ranty," she told Mnk.

Monk | ooked so indignant that Ham choked on suppressed mrth.

Captai n Fl am ngo began how ing at them from bel ow.

"Doc Savage!" he roared.

"What is it?" the bronze man demanded.

"Take a | ook at the fore deck," Captain Flam ngo suggested. "You ve got our word that we won't

take a shot at your bowsprit."

Doc Savage noved at once.

Monk gul ped a wild warning. "You can’t trust that sailor talkin nug, Doc."

"I't will not be necessary to trust him" Doc Savage repli ed.

Fromwi thin his clothing, Doc Savage produced his little tel escopic device with interchangeabl e
mrrors and | enses, which could becone, alternately, periscope, telescope, and microscope. The girl
had not renoved this fromhis clothing during the period she had thought hi munconsci ous—the peri od
when she had brought Doc and his three aids aboard the steaner. Fitting the periscope mrrors on the
devi ce, Doc peered over the rail.

Captain Flam ngo was not in sight. Several of his nen were in view, however. They stood over
various unconsci ous passengers. The guns in their hands were cocked and ained at the notionless
figures at their feet.

Captain Flam ngo’s voice canme from sone point of conceal nent.

"You | ookin', bronze guy?" he denanded.

"Yes," Doc Savage adnmitted.

"You can reach a |ifeboat fromthe upper deck!" Captain Flam ngo roared. "Geat Stirrup Cay is a
bit to the southeast. By bendin’ smart to your oars, you can reach ‘er. You can get a trade schooner
to Nassau, or wherever you want to go. It’'s a good idea, don’t you think?"

"W might not like it," Doc told him

"Maybe you' d |ike seein’ these passengers shot better?" Captain Flam ngo roared.

DOC Savage's long silence, following the captain’s speech, m ght have neant that he was wei ghing
the circunstances, the probabilities. They were not pleasant to contenplate, there being no reason
to think Captain Flam ngo did not nmean what he was saying. The man had al ready conmmtted piracy. For
that, he stood an excellent chance of hanging, if he were caught.

"What about the passengers?" Doc asked.

"We're puttin’ ‘emover the side in boats," Captain Flamngo replied.

Doc Savage told him "You can hardly expect your word to be trusted on that."

"You don't have to trust nme!" Captain Flam ngo yelled. "I'mloadin’ ‘emin the |ifeboats and
droppin’ ‘emover the side right now A n't rmuch current here. They can see Great Stirrup |ighthouse
when they wake up. They'll nanage to rowto it, all right. And if you don't get off yourself, we'll

run down every lifeboat and sink it."

That was final enough. There seened to be nothing nore to be said on the matter. It was a
question of take it or leave it.

"We'll get off inthe lifeboats," Doc Savage said. "But at the first sign of treachery on your
part, there will be genuine trouble."

"I"'msailin’ a clean course with ya, matey," Captain Flam ngo prom sed. "But there’'s one thing |
forgot."

"What ?" Doc queri ed.

"The girl —bi anond Eve Post," said Captain Flam ngo. "She stays."

"No," Doc said, pronptly.

"Think it over," the other suggested.

Doc Savage craw ed back to his conpanions. The young worman | aughed softly in the increasing
darkness. Her voice held an unnatural quality.

"You really think a lot of nme," she said. "You're all hepped up to get yourself killed for nme."
"Don’t be like that," the honmely Monk told her. "You' re scared stiff, and you knowit."
"Listen," she said suddenly, "you fellows are swell!" And there was that in her voice which
indicated she certainly did mean it.

THE situation now confronting themheld themsilent. Captain Flam ngo's nmen were not noving about
much. Lights were conming on. The ship’'s clock struck.

"This is gonna be real tough, what | nean," Mnk munbl ed. "W haven’t got any weapons worth-—=

A rapid patter of footsteps silenced him He failed to catch their significance i mediately. Wen
he did, he heaved up, roaring.

"The girl!" he how ed. "She's goi ng—

She was not only going. She was gone! Gone to join Captain Flam ngo! They knew that when excited
shouts cane from bel ow decks, followed by Captain Flanm ngo’s delighted how .

Monk gul ped, "Now, why' d she do that?"

"Try not to be such a sap," Hamsaid, dryly. "That girl’'s got what it takes. She saw we weren’'t
going to give her up. So she gave herself up. Just a smart gesture, nmy honely friend, toward saving



our lives."

Doc Savage went into action. Myving forward, he called down to Captain Flam ngo, stating that he
and his aids would leave in the |ifeboat, providing the passengers were put off

"It's a go, matey!" whooped Captain Flam ngo in high spirits

Doc Savage went back to his nen.

"Watch over each rail," he directed. "Make sure the passengers are really put off into the
l'ifeboats; and the crew, too. Then we will |eave."

Silent, their spirits very low, they separated to do as had been directed. It was quite dark now,
with no lights on the upper deck, and they |lost sight of Doc Savage. They naturally presumed the
bronze man was sonewhere near, |ikew se watching over the rail

They were wong. Doc Savage, a very few mnutes after he had sent themto the rail, was not even
on the upper deck. He had worked forward, silently renmoved the grating froma ventilator, and
scranmbl ed into the aperture. The ventilator was not so |arge but that he could | ower hinself by the
pressure of his hands and feet against the sides. At the bottomwas a hatch, obviously there to
facilitate in cleaning

CAPTAI N FLAM NGO put the passengers and crew of the little steamer over the side in |ifeboats, as
he had agreed. Mnk, Ham and Renny watched closely to be sure of that. The operation was one that

t ook some tinme.

A lighted lantern was placed in each lifeboat. This was no Samaritan gesture on Captain

Fl ami ngo’s part, but a precaution to enable himto |ocate them for sinking, should Doc Savage not
fulfill his end of the agreenent

"All set, Savage!" Captain Flam ngo shouted, finally. "W're heavin’ to, to nmake it easier for

you to get off!"

Monk peered about in the gloom He had not seen Doc Savage for sone tine, not since a nonent

after the girl had deserted them

"Doc!" the honely chem st called

"Over here," the bronze nan said, quietly. "We will use this lifeboat."

The lifeboat was an all-nmetal one, with air tanks. Into it they |oaded their netal equi pnment

boxes. As a matter of precaution, they made sure the boat held the fresh water and energency rations
required by |law. Renny thunped the netal sides of the boat with a big fist

"Wn't turn bullets,"” he said, disgustedly

The davits had been nmaintained well. It was not difficult to swing the boat out

"They could turn a searchlight on it and shoot us down," Ham said, uneasily.

"That thought occurred to nme," Doc Savage told him quietly. "A certain mxture of chemcals from
Monk’s little |aboratory may hel p sol ve our problem™"

The bronze man, it devel oped, had been delving into the homely chemist’s pet piece of equipnent.

I'n his hands he held a copper can. This had not been anid Mnk’'s paraphernalia, but was a contai ner
froma life preserver flare, which the bronze man had enptied and was using for his own purpose

He extracted a match from a water-proof container, struck it, and applied the flame to the

contents of the can. The stuff burned yellow, and also gave off a prodigious quantity of very bl ack
snmoke. The ship was at a standstill. Doc heaved the can down into the water. The dense snpbke which
it gave off spread, nushrooned, clinbed upward. It would effectually nmask their descent

"Down we go," Doc said

"Wait, Doc," Mnk squawked. He began to call, "Habeas, Habeas!"

"Leave the pig aboard," Doc Savage directed

"No!" Monk roared, pronptly.

It was the first instant that any of the others renenbered, where Monk had openly revolted

agai nst a suggestion of the bronze man. But he was in rebellion now.

"Danged if | |eave Habeas!" he shouted again.

Doc Savage did not discuss the natter. Argunent with Mnk, as Hanis experience had | ong proven

was an interm nabl e process. Mreover, it was doubtful if the honely chem st could ever be convinced
on the present point

Doc sinply gathered Monk up bodily and slamred himinto the |ifeboat, and before the apish fellow
recovered, the lifeboat had descended nearly to the water

Enraged profanity above and to the side, coupled with the ineffectual glow of searchlights

proved beyond a doubt that Captain Flam ngo had really planned treachery. He had stationed riflenen
along the rail. Quns began to crack; bullets screaned and smacked the |ifeboat. The boat hit the
wat er. They disconnected the falls, gave the little craft a violent shove. They did not row straight
out, but diagonally.

"Anybody hit?" Doc asked

"No," Renny grunbled. "Holy cow, that snpke gag sure saved us!"

Monk got up fromthe floor of the boat, where he had been flung. He said no word, but seated

hi msel f and grabbed an oar

The 1ifeboat was heavy, but they were not inexperienced oarsnen and they got the craft noving at

a fair rate. They splashed as little water as possible. As another nmeasure to keep the noi se down,



they scooped up water in their palns, kept the oar |eathers—where they fitted into the oarl ocks—wet,
so they did not squeak as nuch.

They covered a full two hundred yards before searchlights fromthe steamer picked themup. Rifle

| ead pronptly began to dig up water around them Captain Flam ngo, it was plain, did not intend for
themto escape alive.

Doc Savage shi pped his oar, and changed his position to the stern of the |lifeboat. There was, it
devel oped, a quantity renmaining of the inflanmmabl e chem cal m xture which gave off such intense
smoke. Doc applied a match to at.

In the murk of the tropical night the snoke | ooked many tines blacker than it coul d possibly have
been. The breeze, fortunately, was not blowing in such a direction as to sweep the poll away and
uncover them

The rifle bullets began to go farther and farther am ss. The sharpshooters were baffled by the
snoke.

The Cari bbean, as oceans go, is a quiescent pond, although it does have its tantruns, during

those few nonths of each year known as the hurricane season. It was quiet on this night, with few
waves and little swell. The play of phosphorescence in the water was sonething of eerie, remarkable
beauty.

"This is a fine ness,"” Renny conpl ained, audibly. "W got no idea of what this Taz thing is, or
where it is."

"It does look as if we had been pretty well shunted out of the affair," Ham agreed.

Monk said a gloony nothing. It was plain that he had Habeas Corpus on his m nd.

They rowed briskly, keeping excellent tine with their strokes. Phosphorescence, |ike withing
little nonsters of fire, |eaped back from each stroking oar blade, and a | ong snake of the stuff
clung to their stern, only to shorten itself and di sappear entirely when Doc Savage gave the word to
cease rowing. They were now well out of rifle shot.

Fromwi thin his clothing, the bronze man brought out a flat bundle of yellow papers. He began to
go over these with his pocket flashlight.

"What are they?" Renny booned, interested.

"The file of radio nmessages sent fromthe Caribbenda," Doc told him

The bronze man continued sorting through the m ssives. He renoved one, then another, and another
until he had an even half dozen. He showed themto his conpanions. The first was a nessage filed for
sendi ng:

SEAWORTHY

STEAMER TRCPI C SEAS

PLANS GO NG NI CELY STOP THI NK CAPTAI N FLAM NGO CAN BE STOPPED STOP KEEP ME ADVI SED YOUR PROGRESS
POST

Doc’ s aids ran through the other nessages. They were all copies of radiograns received. One read:
POST

STEAVSHI P CARI BBENDA

MAKI NG GOOD TI ME TONARD TAZ

SEAWORTHY

The other nessages, received at |ater dates, were alnost identical.

Renny | ooked up fromthe radi ograns, stared, gave a violent start and enmtted a roar.

"Look!" he how ed. "Here cones the steaner! They're gonna run us down!"

RENNY’ S excited cry was an exact statenent of Captain Flamingo's intention. At the wheel of the
Cari bbenda stood Captain Flam ngo hinself. He was still attired in the civilian garb of bright

rai nbow hues which he affected. Cocked at a jaunty angle on his head, he wore a uniformcap

purl oi ned fromone of the Caribbenda officers.

It was not the skipper’s cap. Captain Flam ngo had | ooked all the caps over and sel ected the one
with the nost gold braid and the jauntiest cut. This headgear, it chanced, had bel onged to the
purser.

"Man them searchlights,” Captain Flam ngo ordered, grimy.

Men flew to do his bidding. They were well-trained, this pirate crew.

"Bring the girl to the bridge," Captain Flam ngo directed. "I want her to see this. She needs the
wind taken out of her sails."

Shortly, two nmen appeared with Dianond Eve Post. The young woman's ruffled appearance was
sonewhat rem ndful of an angry cat. She had been working on her two captors, it was plain. They were
plentifully scratched; their hair looked as if it had been thoroughly pulled; their clothing was
torn; and each had the makings of an inpressive black eye.

"Why don’t you go ahead and shoot nme?" she snapped at Captain Flam ngo. "I know it’'s not because
I"ma wonman. "
"No, that’s not the reason,"” Captain Flamingo admtted, frankly. "W’ re nmakin’ live ballast outa

you. You m ght consider yourself a fact in an argunent."”
"Tal k sense," the young wonman suggest ed.
"Qur good fellow sailor, Seaworthy," Captain Flam ngo growed. "He'll reef down sonme when he



finds you' re aboard us. Seaworthy figures you're about the trinmmest little vessel afloat, nmy lady."
Di anond Eve Post did not answer that. |Instead, she noved suddenly and, before her captors could
prevent, |anded a vicious kick on Captain Flam ngo' s kneecap. Flami ngo hopped on one |eg and how ed
in pain.

"We're al nost on Doc Savage's lifeboat!" yelled a | ookout forward

Captain Fl am ngo, standing on one |leg, gave his attention to the wheel. A searchlight had picked
up Doc Savage's little shell. The steaner was bearing down on it

The bronze man coul d be observed in the stern, hurriedly igniting nore of the chem cal which gave
of f the heavy snoke

"Wn't do himany good," Captain Flam ngo chuckl ed

Di anond Eve Post, suddenly realizing what was contenplated, emtted strangl ed sounds of horror

and began to struggle violently. This did her no good. She was dragged to the rail, forced to | ook
in the direction of the nenaced |ifeboat

Captain Fl am ngo went about the business at hand quite casually. He decreased the steaner’s

speed, swung the hel mexpertly.

There was faint thunmp fromthe bow, as the |ifeboat was run down.

DI AMOND EVE POST noaned. It was the first hint she had given that she was capabl e of deep
enotion. She pinched her eyes shut tightly and swayed, and an instant later she was linp in a faint
Her two captors held onto her tightly, fearful that she might be pulling a trick

Captain Fl am ngo was very busy. He slammed the engine roomtel egraph into reverse. The steaner
trenbled to a stop. A searchlight and gasoline |anterns were abl aze along the rail

"Li feboat’s on the starboard side!" a man yelled

There was a surge for that rail. Light blazed downward. Gasoline lanterns were even tied to ropes
and | owered

The |ifeboat was not nore than two score feet fromthe steaner’s hull plates. It floated upright
buoyed by its air tanks. The oars floated near it

O Doc Savage and his aids, there was no sign

"Break out bullets!" Captain Flam ngo yelled. "They may be hidin’ under the opposite rail of that
l'i feboat!"

Rifle shots smashed in a scattering volley. So bright was the glare of searchlights that bullet
hol es, appearing in the sides of the lifeboat, could be distinctly seen

"Stove the air tanks with your |ead!" ordered Captain Flam ngo. "Sink the bloomn’ thing!"

It required a fewminutes to do this. In the neantine, searchlights were put to raking the sea
Their beans were intensely brilliant. They even picked up, far astern, the |lifeboats carrying the
| at e passengers and crew of the Caribbenda. But no trace of Doc Savage or his three conpani ons was
di scl osed

The lifeboat, air tanks riddled, went down am d a boiling of phosphorescence. Bubbles came up
prof usel y.

Captain Flam ngo strained his eyes overside until the bubbles ceased rising

"We got three lifeboats left,"” he said. "Get ‘eminto the drink. We gotta nake sure this thing is
furled up tight."

The boats were | owered. Those who manned them carried gasoline |lanterns. They spent all of an
hour rowi ng back and forth. They even circled the Caribbenda several tinmes, exanmning the water |ine
to make sure that no one was acconplishing the seem ngly inpossible task of clinging there. By the
tine the boats were haul ed back up in the davits, Captain Flam ngo was satisfied

"They’'re in Davy Jones’s |ocker," he said

A man plucked at his arm anxiously, and nmunbl ed, "Say, Cap’'n, suppose they knew nore about Taz
than we figured. Suppose they could fix themselves up like we did back at that shipyard, when we
went under water. And here, when their gas had no effect—=

"Not a chance," Captain Flam ngo snorted. "They' re drowned, that’'s what."

The man who had nade the suggesti on shrugged, and went away.

Captain Flam ngo went to the bridge, set the engine roomtel egraph to full speed ahead

"Al'l canvas set for Taz," he sang out, joyfully.

The ship had not yet gathered full headway, when two nen approached the bridge. Between them
they carried Habeas Corpus, each man hol ding one of the shote's enornous ears

"We caught this insect below " one of them advised. "Wat'|| we do? Feed himto a shark?"

Captain Flam ngo adjusted his bright necktie in his brighter waistcoat, and deliberated. It took
him several nonments to decide on the disposition of the pig

"We' || make breakfast bacon out of him" he said, "the day we reach Taz."

Chapter 12. MYSTERY-AND HASH

Engi nes of the Caribbenda had stopped. The effect of this was as if sonething very necessary were
m ssing, as if sonething had died

"Sailors’ pants are big at the bottons for another reason," said a snall voice that m ght have
bel onged to a child. "Now, you take a sailor when he's on deck barefoot. Them big pants bottons



hangs down and keeps his feet warm"

The speaker was Mnk, and obviously he was continuing the interm nable argument with Ham Hi s

voi ce was sonewhat startling, breaking out as it did in the eerie silence

" Pi pe down, baboon," Ham advi sed, sourly. "They m ght hear you. The engi nes have stopped-so their
vi brations won't cover any sound we m ght nmake, as they have been doing."

It was intensely dark around the voices. The air was bad, too, being breathable and not nuch

nore. Bilge odor was present, nuch too strongly. Bilge odor, especially that along the keel of a
smal | steamer in the tropics, can acquire an unpredictabl e nunmber of unpl easantnesses

Bi g-voiced Renny tried to whisper, and the result was a series of noises about as soothing to the
ear as steam escaping froma pipe

"How | ong have we been in here?" seenmed to be the substance of what Renny was trying to enquire
"Seven days, sixteen hours, and thirty mnutes," Mnk said

"Pretty close,” Renny agreed, consulting a waterproof wist watch "Only it’'s forty-eight mnutes
instead of thirty."

Doc Savage’'s voi ce sounded subdued, carrying no particular enotion

"Sonet hing seens to be happening on deck," he said

They listened intently. It was a wel cone diversion. For days they had crouched here, the spot
where they were least likely to be found: literally, the bilge of the steamer. At tines, especially
when the little steaner had pitched considerably, during what nust have been a blow, there was nore
t han one occasi on when they had been all but subnerged

Doc Savage al one had ventured forth during their period of hiding, and this he had done only
twice; both tines to ascertain if Dianond Eve Post was unharned. The young woman, it seened, had
suf fered no danage thus far, except to her dignity

I'n the hiding place of the bronze man and his aids was the assortnent of netal cases which
contained their equipnent. CGetting the stuff aboard had not been easy, especially since it had been
necessary to make Captain Flam ngo think they had been drowned.

Deception of Captain Flam ngo had been nanaged with the aid of what is commonly called "lungs."
The apparatus—a nasal clip and a nout hpi ece through which oxygen was supplied froma tiny tank—was
an adaptation of simlar devices already on the market

Doc Savage and his aids had been out of the |ifeboat when the steaner ran it down. Wen the

st eamer stopped, they had managed to get under the hull w thout being discovered. They had worked
aft on the starboard side, until they cane to a rope which hung down in the water

The rope was one Doc Savage had planted there for that specific purpose, before departing in the
lifeboat. They had clinbed it, pulled it up, concealed it, and sought their hiding place. This was
done while Captain Flam ngo was trying to find some signs of life around the |ifeboat on the
opposite side of the ship.

The days of doing nothing had foll owed.

DOC, " called Moink’s small voice. "Wy do you figure the engines have stopped?”

Monk had | ong ago gotten over his ire at having to | eave Habeas Corpus behi nd, having realized
that the shote woul d have been drowned in the course of the venture which Doc Savage contenpl ated
Doc sl opped aft in knee-deep, snelly water to join Monk. There was a snall hatch, ill-fitting,
through the cracks of which noises could be heard nore distinctly.

The Cari bbenda gave a lurch, and al nost at once lost all headway. The novenent was acconpani ed by
a loud grinding and thunping fromthe starboard side. Men ran about on deck. They shouted. Heavy
obj ects apparently being noved around. In the course of a few nobnments, the sound subsided

Then silence fell. It was absolute, and was very puzzling

Wth Doc Savage | eading the way, the party worked their way cautiously to the deck. Wen their
eyes, after the long days in the dark hold, becane adjusted to the dazzling sunlight, they saw an
ast oundi ng si ght

The Cari bbenda was |ying | ashed al ongsi de another vessel! It was the Tropic Seas

For nonents, Doc Savage and his aids renai ned where they were. They were |listening for sone
indication of life on the two steanmers. But they saw nothing, heard nothing

A search of both ships produced no person. And, strangely, none of the lifeboats were m ssing
except those Captain Flam ngo had used when putting the passengers off the Cari bbenda

No land was in sight. And in attenpting to find their position fromthe ship’'s charts, Doc Savage
di scovered themto be gone

It was a conplete nystery as to what had becone of the crews of the two ships

Monk, | ooking over the Caribbenda, was overjoyed to find Habeas Corpus in a food | ocker near the
galley. And on the galley stove he discovered a stew cooking over a slow fire

Monk rushed on deck, swinging the pig as he always did, by one oversize ear, and yelling his
happi ness at the top of his snall voice

Bi g-fisted Renny turned a hungry eye on the porker

"Brother, | could sure surround sonme food," Renny runbled. "That concentrated stuff we’ ve been
living on may furnish the necessary vitanmns and things, but it sure don't pad a man’s stomach



confortably."

"Reckon they poi soned the grub, Doc?" Mnk asked.

"Hardly |likely," Doc Savage replied. "It is alnpbst certain they did not know we were aboard."
Monk, in a state of high elation because he had found his pet pig, suddenly whirled and charged
wildly toward the galley of the Caribbenda.

"That stew! " he shrilled over his shoulder. "I just thought of it!"

It was indicative of the hunger of the others that they reached the galley al nbst as quickly as
did Monk. They found the homely chem st licking his |lips and surveying the boiling pot of stew.
"Cone here," Mnk said, and waved at the door into the dining sal oon.

He showed them di shes on the table which had been used quite recently. G ease on the bacon

pl atter had not yet hardened.

It did not take a close exami nation of the stains on the plates to show that a part of the sane
stew, now bubbling up the galley, had been a prom nent viand in the repast.

"If they ate the stew, it wasn't poisoned," Mnk announced. "Me, |I'’mgoing to town on the stuff."
They got bow s and big spoons. The stew coul d have been very bad, and its quality still have
escaped comment. They had existed on scientific rations for nore than a week; and previous to that,
while the girl held them unconscious, they had practically been on a fast—with Doc the exception.
But hungry men, having their stomachs filled, become critical of quality. It is one of the
synptonms of a full stonach.

"Their cook nust have flavored this stuff with a few pieces of tarred rope," conpl ai ned Ham who
was only on his fifth bow of the slungullion.

Monk scow ed and, because it was his habit to contradict everything Ham said, grunted, "This
stuff is swell."

"It tastes like the stuff they dip sheep in," runbled Renny. "I wonder how the heck | managed to
get down eight bows of the stuff. Holy cow, | nust not care what | eat!"

Doc Savage, whose consunption of the stew had kept pace with that of the others, offered no
comment, but he drank water, then tasted the concoction fromthe kettle again, so as to get a nore
exact idea of its flavor.

The result of the test produced no visible effect on the bronze man. Yet he was certainly not
unnoved, for the small fantastic trilling sound, which was his characteristic reaction in nonents of
stress, canme into being and traced its tiny, ethereal notes in no specific tune.

The sound died finally. It left the others staring at the bronze man, w de-eyed, w de-nouthed.
"Holy cow " munbl ed Renny.

"Bl azes!" Mnk expl oded. "What’'s wong with the stuff, Doc?"

The bronze man did not answer. He went into the dining room On the table lay a ladle with which
the hash had been di shed out to the diners during the preceding nmeal. There was still a little of
the stuff init. Doc tasted it.

"It is exactly the same," he said. "These nmen ate it. So it can be presuned that we were not

poi soned. "

"But the stuff does not taste right," Hamclipped. "lIs it because of the cook, or what?"

"Take a drink of water," Doc suggested.

Ham conplied, only to grinace distastefully.

"Water tastes the sanme way," he said.

"Take a full breath," Doc Savage requested. "Take several of them rapidy."

Ham did this, filling his lungs to capacity several times in succession. The results were

remar kabl e. Hamls face flushed. In the course of the next few noments, when he started to take a
step, he teetered and nearly fell down. He gave theman idiotically happy |eer.

"Nushi ng wrong wi sh shoup,"” he said, having trouble with his speech.

Any one coming up on Ham at that noment woul d have sworn he was drunk.

Renny | ooked very gl oonmy—whi ch neant he was happy—and runbled, "I gotta notion to try that."
"Suppose you hold your breath, instead," Doc Savage requested.

Renny did so, curiosity on his long, puritanical face. A full mnute passed. Then a second | ook
of profound amazenent crept over his long face. He had the | ook of a man who has just discovered
that something incredible had happened to him He stopped hol di ng his breath.

"Holy cow " he gul ped. "Doc, it seenms as if sonething—

"Let us make sure of it," Doc Savage told him "The thing is possible, although science has never
been able to acconplish it on nmuch nore than a | aboratory scale."

Renny swal | owed several tines before he could get words out. "But it—t’'s so queer," he gul ped.
"It scares ne!"

That, comi ng from Renny, was an adm ssion, of consequence, because occasi ons when Renny admitted
to being scared were very rare indeed.

Chapter 13. MONSTERS UNDER WATER

Wit here," Doc Savage suggested.
The bronze man went bel ow to the engine room and fromthe tool cabinet selected several



wrenches, picking themfor their weight, rather than their nechanical utility. He carried them back
to the deck, where his men waited.

During the interim Mnk had apparently nade a discovery of his own. He gesticulated wildly with
his overly long arns.

"Doc" he squawked. "Blast it! |I'mdying or sonething! Wy, |’ve discovered—=

"We had better not discuss it until we have sonme clearer ideas," Doc Savage interposed.

Monk how ed, "But if |’m about to die—

"No shush |luck,"” chimed up Ham who was still giving an excellent imtation of a man in his cups.
Monk shrieked, "You shyster, |I'’mdying and you crack a joke! Wy, 1'Il-=

"Quiet," Doc adnmoni shed Monk. "The thing that seens to have happened to us is rather weird to
contenpl ate. Suppose we do not discuss it until we nmake some experinments. Wen we know nore about
it, we can talk it over."

"l know too ruch about it now," Mnk nmuttered. "I know how | feel. | tell you when | =

"The thing has a scientific explanation," Doc assured him "You recall ny statement of a noment
ago that it has been done on a |laboratory scale. You are chem st enough to realize the neasures
necessary to nmake such a thing possible."

Monk groaned, "The stuff nust have been in that hash."

"It was," Doc Savage told him "And in the water, too."

"We shoulda tasted it at first," Mnk wail ed.

"The substance evidently requires sone tine to affect the taste glands," Doc Savage told him
"And we ate in nmuch too great a hurry. It serves us right."

The bronze man now distributed his wenches. "Each of you take one," he directed.

Doc renoved his outer clothing, his shoes. He walked to the rail, holding a heavy wench in one
hand. He swung atop the rail, hung poised there, and spoke over his shoul der.

"You nen can use your own judgnent about follow ng ne," he said.

Then his bronze form arched downward into the water in a clean dive. He entered w thout nuch

spl ash.

The bronze man’s three aids, on the deck of the Caribbenda, waited. A half mnute—a mnute. The
seconds were long. Two minutes. |f possible, the seconds seened to grow | onger. Three m nutes.
Those watching were worried, but not exactly appalled. For they knew that Doc Savage, who had
studi ed the art anmong the master pearl divers of the South Seas, could renain under water an
unbel i evabl e 1 ength of tine.

Four minutes. Five minutes. Monk was trenbling. Six mnutes. And six mnutes is an unbelievable
length of tinme for a man to remai n beneath the surface.

Time ticked on.

The bronze man had now been beneath the surface |onger than even he, with the incredible physique
that a lifetime of training had given him could remain and still live.

THE tension of watching, of waiting, had been very effective upon Ham He appeared to have

conpl etely shed his queer jag.

"I"mgoing in," he said, grimy.

He clinbed to the rail, poised there only briefly, then hit the water in a dive that was not bad.
Bi g-fisted Renny preferred to foll ow Ham

"Wait," expl oded Monk. "Maybe you die when you hit the water, or sonething."

"Wn't any water kill ne," Renny thunped. The overconfidence in his tone indicated his boast was
partially to reassure hinself. "Doc may have jammred hinmsel f, sonehow, down there. It’'s not too late
for artificial respiration to bring himout of it."

Renny nade his dive.

Monk clinbed on the rail.

"Here goes the tail after the rest of the cow," he said, and junped in.

It did not surprise Monk that the water was rather warm The bal mi ness of the air, and that
particul ar intenseness of the sun which characterizes the tropics, had told hi mwhat to expect. Mnk
grasped his heavy wench in both hands, so that he sank head-first.

For the few nonments, a character study of the honmely chem st’s features woul d have shown that he
was very apprehensive, concerned for sone reason over the effect the water would have on his own
person. He bent his neck frequently to | ook hinself over. Streans of bubbles arose fromhis
clothing, as the air was squeezed out of the garments by pressure of the water. The fact that he
felt no profound ill effect seemed to reassure Mnk.

The water was clear, alnost fantastically so, in fact. A |landlubber, accustonmed to nuddy streans
and stagnant ponds, woul d have maintai ned such cl earness was inpossible. The clarity of the water,
however, did not amaze Monk unduly. He was accustoned to such phenonena in the tropics.

Looki ng down, Monk abruptly distingui shed bottom He had not seen it previously, for the very
good reason it was not the usual light sand to be found in the tropics, but was rather dark. Mnk
fl oated down nmore slowy than he had expected, doubled, and got his feet on the bottom He stood
there, held down by the weight of the wench.

Around one hairy wist, he wore a jewel ed watch. He held this close enough to his eyes that he



coul d distinguish its hands, figures. The second hand had nmade its circuit once. It circled again

It was doubtful if an expression of greater amazenent coul d have cone over Monk's honely
countenance. |t was incredible, this thing which had happened to him Monk goggl ed at the watch. The
second hand had gone around again. The watch, of course, was waterproof, and there was not nuch
doubt but that it was telling the truth

Monk’s smal|l eyes were all but popping out of his head, and this was not caused by the water
pressure. His knees shook visibly. He all but dropped the wench.

The inpossi bl e had happened to him

He could live w thout breathing! For his watch told himhe had been under |onger than was

possible, and still live

IT was, of course, nanifestly inpossible to breathe under water, since Monk had no diving

equi prent for an air supply. Not even Doc’s marvel ously conpact little diving "lungs.” And the
hormel y cheni st had now been under water fully twice as long as he had ever been able to hold his
breath. He felt not the slightest desire to breathe

Hal f suspecting sone weird formof death was |aying hold of him Mnk pinched hinself. There was
not hi ng wrong, except that he overdid the pinch somewhat, all but taking off a section of hide. No
it had sinply becone no | onger necessary for himto breathe

The certainty of his strange condition fully realized, Mnk began to | ook around for the others
Strangel y enough, he found their trail. The bottomwas of some kind of dark, powder-fine sand; and
Renny and Ham wal king through this, had stirred it up. Monk followed the nurky trail

Ham and Renny had j oi ned each other, according to indications, then had gone through a series of
erratic wanderings, obviously in search of Doc Savage. No doubt, the eccentric nature of their
novenents was partially due to the state of amazement which nust have gripped them when they found
they had suddenly acquired the ability to get along w thout air

Monk was still a bit nervous. He flexed his arns repeatedly, pinched hinself, but not as

violently as before. Physically, he seened to be right enough. There was water pressure, of course
But Monk was famliar with this, having done a goodly bit of diving on other occasions

The two serpents of nurk lying on the sea bottom that were the trails of Renny and Ham abruptly
strai ghtened out. The pair had kept their sense of direction, and were heading toward the spot where
the anchor of the Tropic Seas should be. They nust have concluded that Doc Savage m ght have cli nbed
up the anchor chain to the two | ashed steaners

Because there was a cal mon the surface, the anchor chain was draped very slackly. Peering

upward, Monk had distinguished the big links in the Iight which the tropic sun diffused through the
dept hs

Wal ki ng was sl ow busi ness. Mnk peered ahead, and the water seened to be saltier than usual. But
that was probably imagination. It stung his eyes, which were not yet accustoned to the stuff

Monk caught sight of three figures ahead, near the anchor. Joy seized Monk. That would be Doc
Renny and Ham

But no! Monk gaped, startled

Four

figures: Doc, Renny, Ham-and sone one el se: Mnk, shoving hinself forward against the inertia of
the water, got close enough to distinguish the identity of the fourth person

The girl, Dianond Eve Post

DI AMOND EVE POST, it becane apparent, was handcuffed to the heavy |inks which conprised the
anchor chain of the Tropic Seas. The young wonman wore no diving equi pnent of any kind. It was a
reasonabl e conjecture that she had been there, beneath the surface, for at |east an hour. Doc Savage
and his aids had prow ed the decks of the two ships in their search for fully that interval

Yet it was plain that Dianond Eve Post still retained her faculties. She was very much alive

Doc Savage was engaged in the process of freeing her. To do this it would be necessary to snap
the handcuff links, or to pick the lock. Doc was trying to break them They were very stout |inks.
He borrowed the sl eeves from Renny’'s shirt—Renny still wore all his clothing—and was w appi ng the
links. H's hands thus protected, he laid hold

Si news stood out on his arnms and across his back in unearthly ridges. The bronze nman seened to
becone a great bundle of nuscle that was as hard as the liganents distinguishable on the back of an
ordinary man’s hands

Monk was not surprised when the |inks snapped

The young worman nmanaged to convey a smle of trenendous gratitude through the clear water. She
gestured upward, conveying that she wished to go to the surface

Doc Savage nodded for her benefit. Then he flicked a hand to catch the attention of big-fisted
Renny. The engi neer watched the bronze nan’s hand

Doc made a rapid succession of novenments with his fingers. It was the deaf-and-dunb sign

| anguage, the systemuniversally used by those thus afflicted. Doc Savage’'s nen had learned it in
the past, knowi ng there would be many occasi ons when they would desire to confer by visual neans
only.



"Captain Flam ngo and his nmen obviously left under water," Doc Savage told Renny on his fingers.
"We should station a | ookout to watch for their return. How would you like to be watchman for a
time?"

"O. K by nme," Renny signal ed.

"If Captain Flami ngo and his crowd return, they will probably clinb up the anchor chain," Doc
conveyed.

"I"Il stick around,"” Renny fl ashed.

Doc Savage, Di anond Eve Post, Ham and Monk, all clinbed the anchor chain. The links were not so
large but that they could be gripped confortably, and the clinbers haul ed thensel ves up easily by
their hands. They did not throw away the w enches.

Renny wat ched them go. He could follow themalnpst to the two |ong, dark shadows that were the
hul l's of the ships, afloat on the surface.

Some befuddl ement still held Renny. The frankly unbelievabl e phenomenon of finding hinself able
to do w thout breathing had amazed himfully as nuch as it had Monk. He scratched his head and

t hought deeply about the matter. Probably Doc Savage woul d be able to explain it.

Renny nade a m stake. Under the circunstances, it was possibly excusable. He became so w apped up
in his thoughts that he failed to keep a close watch on his surroundi ngs.

Suddenly, he gave a violent start, stared, and his nmouth came open. Hi s enornous fists clenched.
Al'l about himthe dark bottom of the sea seened to be rising up, formng a cup around him preparing
to enclose himin some sinister grip.

THE i npossibility that the bottomwas rising renained Renny’s belief for only a nonent. Mnentary
surprise was responsible for the mistake. He speedily realized that sonmething was agitating the
dark, powdery sand of the sea bottom stirring it up. This was happening on all sides. He was
conpl etely encircled.

What was stirring up the pall, the horrified Renny had not the slightest idea. Hi s gaze coul d not
penetrate the dense cloud. Whatever the nature of the thing, nonster or not, behind the ring, it was
drawi ng cl oser.

The sl ow approach of the nystery thing affected Renny about as profoundly as anything he had ever
encountered before. He felt very nmuch as if the water around himhad turned into ice. There was a
di stinct imaginary inpression of snall animals running up and down the back of his neck.

No one had ever questioned Renny’s nerve. But this appeared to be a situation where nothing was

to be gained by fighting, unless Renny knew the nature of the thing he battled. He rel eased the
heavy wrench, which was keepi ng hi mdown, then straightened, powerful |egs shooting himtoward the
surface.

Only then did he | ook up. He probably w shed he had done so earlier. For there was sonething

above him too. It was grayish, pale alnost nebulous. He could see the sun’s reflection through it.
But it was sonething very solid, very real, he discovered when he hit it an instant later. He
crowded the thing. His fingers slithered over it, gaining no hold. It felt slick, a bit slimy.
Renny had a nonentary inpression that the thing was the paunch of some nonster of the deep. It
seened to possess a very definite weight. It was bearing himdown, forcing himto the bottom
Directly into the center of that wall of roiled, boiling, sinister-powlered sand, he was being
carried.

He fought nedly. His great fists |ashed. Their blows were terrific. Renny’s boast, that there was
no wooden door out of which he could not knock the panels with his fists, was no exaggeration.

The boil ed bl ack sand closed on him H gher than his head it towered. Its sepia opagueness was
that of ink. Renny heaved. He |unged. But that hideous gray, slinmy thing pressed hi mdown. Under his
futile attack it recoiled; but always it came back.

A gripping sonething laid hold of Renny’s ankle. He kicked it off. It came back, got his knee
this time. Then sonething grabbed his other |Ieg. Madly he fl oundered.

What was attacking him it was inpossible to tell. He was conpletely enbedded in the roiled water
now, and what seened |like scores of clutching claws had fastened upon him

He was not exactly borne down. He was sinply surrounded, enbedded in the phantasm which had
assailed him H's mghtiest struggles availed only for the instant.

Renny was entirely hel pl ess.

Chapter 14. THE | NCREDI BLE DOVAI N

Di anond Eve Post stood on the deck of the steamer Carribenda, gingerly exam ned her rather
shapely hands. The hands had been sonmewhat scuff ed.

"I tried to pull out of the handcuffs," she said. "Just one of ny many m stakes."

"Where is Captain flam ngo and his gang, and the rest?" Mnk denanded.

"l could show you," she said. "But, under the circunstances, it will be inpossible for me to tell
you. "

"Huh?" Monk bl i nked.

"See, | want to go along," she said. "If | told you, you mght |eave ne behind."

Monk exaggerated a weary shrug.



"So now you're going to keep on being sassy," he conpl ai ned

"We're still what you might call ‘friendly enemes,’" the young woman explained. "We're fighting
a common eneny. After we polish himoff, we'll turn around and fight each other."

Monk tried his best to scow blackly at her, but wound up by grinning

"You sure get in ny hair," he chuckled. "But | like it."

Ham not quite so dapper in his drenched clothing, addressed Doc Savage, demanding, "Doc, we seem
to be able to get along w thout breathing. How do you explain that?"

"It is rather remarkable,” Doc told him

Di anond Eve Post interrupted sharply

"It's not half as remarkable as some of the things you're going to buck into," she said

Ham tol d her peevishly, "If you're not going to give us any information, | w sh you'd keep
quiet."

"Thank you," she said. "For that piece of politeness, I'll bring a steamcalliope to your
funeral . "

Ham i gnored her el aborately.

"What about this thing of our not needing to breathe?" he asked Doc Savage

"The answer to that might best be started by asking a question," Doc Savage told him "Wy do you
br eat he?"

"Mainly to get oxygen," Ham said, pronptly

"Correct for the nost part," Doc agreed. "There are other reasons, but we will not invite
confusi on by discussing them Supposing a chem cal mxture which, if taken internally, would supply
the oxygen to neet your bodily requirenments; what would that nean?"

"You woul d not need to breathe," Ham said

Monk expl oded. "But oxygen |iquefied by conpression would work sonething like liquid air. It
woul d freeze a man’s insides."

"Wait," Doc Savage interposed. "An explanation of that was coming up. Oxygen is taken into the
body to acconplish certain very necessary functions. It is conceivable that these same functions
m ght be acconplished by another chenical or elenent, nmuch | ess bul ky than oxygen, and which could
be handl ed nore easily than oxygen."

Monk scratched his nubbin of a head, obviously lost in a fog of technical, chemca

possibilities

"Use your head, missing link!" Hamtold Mnk, unkindly. "Sure, it is possible. Take those
concentrated food tablets we’'ve been living on, blast them They were not beef steak and oni ons, but
they gave you the sanme necessary el enents, did they not?"

"Hah, an oracle!" the young woman said, bitingly.

"Yeah," Monk adnmitted, finally. "It’'s possible, all right."

Ham mur nured, "The stuff was in the stew That, | presunme, is what nade it taste like old
overshoes. "

The girl put in, "You ve guessed it."

Doc Savage asked her, "You knew that ?"

"Yes," she said. "They' ve been taking the stuff regularly, just on the chance it might cone in
handy for themto stop breathing. It did. That's why your gas failed to get them"

"How long will the effect of the quantity we got in the stew |last?" the bronze man questioned

"It depends on how much stew you ate," she countered

"It was a lot," Mink nuttered, feeling absently of his stomach

"Several hours, possibly," she told them "But they also have the stuff in concentrated paste.
know where it is kept."

"Show us," Doc requested

"Anything to oblige," she replied, and |l ed the way bel ow.

THERE were many boxes in the forward hold, nobst of them of heavy wood strapped with nmetal. Cd ose
observation woul d show that a certain portion of these boxes had been constructed either by the sane
person or by the same gang of workmen. All of these simlar boxes bore |abels consigning themto a
firmin Nassau

"Captain Flam ngo’s equipnent," the girl explained. "He shipped it aboard, and he and his nen

sai |l ed as passengers."

They found a box which had been opened, delved into the contents, which proved to be w de-necked
bottles, filled with a stuff that, as far as appearances went, resenbled apple butter. Mnk uncapped
one of these, scooped up sone of the contents on a finger nail, snelled it, tasted it

Oo-0-0-0!" he said. "This is what nmade that stew taste |like old socks!"

The girl said, "A spoonful of that stuff, swallowed every two hours, is plenty. And don’t breathe
too much. You'll get oxygen drunk."

"Each of you take one of the bottles," Doc suggested

They sel ected bottles, and Monk carefully pocketed an extra one

"For Renny," he said. "I know he'll relish the taste of the stuff."



Monk, being no clairvoyant, was blissfully unaware that Renny had encountered the weird,
renorsel ess attack where he had been keeping his vigil by the anchor chain.

Doc Savage ripped covers off sone of the other cases. In sone he found regul ation diving
equi prent. I n others were weapons. Quite a nunber held expl osives, along with paraphernalia
necessary for blasting. There was very conpl ete diving equi pment.

"Captain Fl am ngo was prepared agai nst every energency," said D anond Eve Post.

Doc Savage eyed the young woman. "l suppose it is useless to ask you questions."

"You bet it is," she replied.

"Where is your friend, Seaworthy, and the men from his ship?" Doc Savage asked, suddenly.
The young worman | ooked concerned, a bit nervous. She noistened her lips and nmade fists out of her
hands.

Taz," she said.

Ham i nterposed, "This is once we won’t ask you what Taz is. But I'll wager you we finally learn."
For once, she did not cone back with a verbal dart.

"Captain Flam ngo and his nen also went to Taz ," she advised. "I amworried. There is sure to be
a fight."

Monk said, tapping the extra bottle which he had taken, "I amgoing to give this to Renny." The

hormely chem st went out.

DOC SAVAGE and Ham engaged in several verbal exchanges with Dianond Eve Post during the next few
moments. Their manner was casual and they did not ask her for information. Actually, however, they
tried to maneuver her into dropping information unwittingly. They had no success. She was cl ever.
"How about guiding us to where we can find Captain Flam ngo and his nen?" Doc suggested.

She hesitated. Finally the idea intrigued her, but she put her lips together firmy and shook her
head.

"No," she said. "Seaworthy is no weakling. | do not think Captain Flam ngo can take him"

Ham pointed out grimy, "Captain Flamingo is clever."

She did not take the bait.

"l"mbetting on Seaworthy," she said.

At that nonment, a series of frenzied human squawl s cane to their ears. It was Mnk, afloat by the
anchor chain, yelling at the top of his voice.

"Renny’ s gone!" the honely chem st how ed. "Sonmethin's got him"

Doc Savage, Ham and the girl reached the sea bottom besi de the anchor chain in the shortest tine
possi bl e. The water was enveloped in a great pall of powder-fine sand. Doc Savage dived through this
tinme after time, searching. But no Renny.

Locati ng Monk, who had gone to the bottomafter giving the alarm the bronze nan nade
conversation on his fingers.

"Did you see any sign of Renny?" he asked.

"No," Monk fingered back. "He was gone when | got down here. Al | could see was that ness of

mud. "

Doc Savage nmade a wider circle. He found a trail where the fine sand—+t could hardly be cl assed
as nud-was suspended close to the bottom not unlike snoke. There seened to be no current whatever
in the sea at this point.

Wth scooping notions of his hands, Doc got the water in notion enough to wash the suspended sand

to one side, so as to expose the tracks. But the marks thus reveal ed were not very illum nating.
Indentations in the powdery sand did not retain a definite form
The bronze man started to follow the trail. He progressed only a few yards, then turned back to

explain to Monk on his hands.
"There were | ead diving shoes in Captain Flam ngo's equipnent in the hold of the Caribbenda," he
coded. "W will need them"

THEY got the shoes. It required several mnutes for this. Qut of the water, the things were
clunmsy, but in the depths, not inconvenient.

Such clothing as they were wearing they discovered was a handi cap. So they dispensed with shirts,
undershirts, but not socks and shoes. They tore their trouser |egs off above the knees. After that,
they made better tinme.

Monk, draw ng al ongside Doc, fingered jerkily, "Any idea what got Renny?"

Doc Savage, for answer, pointed at the vague snokelike trail they were follow ng.

"l know you can't tell much by |looking at the trail," Mnk fingered back. "Could it have been a
shar k?"

"Sharks do not nove along the bottom" Doc Savage reninded hi mby signals.

Monk nodded, propelled hinself ahead of the others, and his furry hands managed to shift sone of
the suspended nud away fromthe trail. He scrutinized what was revealed closely. It did not tell him
much. In fact, it had a tendency to nmake his hair feel as if it wanted to stand on end. It was
difficult to conceive a nonstrosity which woul d make such a mark.



The trail averaged two feet in width. There was a snmall ridge along each side, as if the soft
sand had been pushed aside. The center of the trail was pocked with innunerable pits. These
indentati ons adhered to no particular pattern

Monk addressed Doc Savage on his fingers. "You know what this makes me think of?"

The bronze man gave the answer that was naturally expected: "Wat?"

"A centipede, one of themthousand-|egged wormthings," Mnk fingered. "All of themlegs' d | eave
a trail just like this."

Ham had cone up in tine to catch the hideous possibility suggested by Mnk

"Don’t you ever think of anything cheerful ?" the | awer demanded, and gave his fingers an angry
flirt after they had fanned the |ast signal

Monk stuck to his guns

"It would take a centipede six or eight feet high, and no telling howlong, to nake this trail,"
he conveyed

They went on, Mnk | ooking very uneasy. Mnk, the truth was, had managed to scare hinsel f
thoroughly with his own supposition, nmuch as a snall boy frightens hinself by conjuring up ghosts
Doc Savage, |eading, halted abruptly. The others cane up with himand | ooked their questions. A
| evel ed armwas the bronze man's reply.

They peered through the crystal-clear water, illumnated fairly well at this depth by the intense
tropi cal sunlight above

An om nous bl ack hole, semi-round, alnost |arge enough for an autonobbile to have been driven in
gaped a few yards distant. Into this the murky trail disappeared

Monk nmade frantic signals on his fingers

"The den of sonme kind of a nonster," his digits w ggled

THEY stood there, eyes fixed on the hole. The sea bottom sl oped up sharply here

It was renarkable, this place where they now stood. It was tropical water. The warnth showed
that. There shoul d have been marine growth, seaweed, sone of the nyriads of marine flora comon to
tropi cal water. There should have been crustaceans, shell fish. There should have been fish. There
were none of these

The whol e watery domain was as barren as death itself

They advanced. Inside the hole was intense blackness. No telling what it held. They had no |ight
"l can go back to the Caribbenda for an underwater searchlight,"” Mnk signaled on his fingers

"I't would take too long," Doc replied in the same nanner

They hesitated, exchanging glances. Sunlight, filtering through the water, gave their skins an
eerie cast. They kept their nmouths closed. They had stuffed bits of cloth in their nostrils. Salt
wat er could be taken into their lungs without fatal consequences, but it caused an agoni zi ng
smarting

Doc Savage noved first. He entered the hole. The instant he was inside he di sappeared from sight
of the others, as if gobbled up conpletely.

They fol | owed, encountered the bronze man. He managed to convey that they should |ink hands. They
did so, went forward. Sand was underfoot for a time, then stone. They could tell the difference

t hrough the heavy | ead diving shoes. Doc Savage stopped

Fi nding Monk’s wist, Doc Savage began to tap out a nessage in regulation wireless code. It was
not difficult; Mnk knew the code

"Coi ng on ahead," Doc tapped. "WII| carry two snall rocks. Follow ne. Rocks tapped together
rapidly will mean danger."

Then the bronze man was gone. He noved rapidly, |leaning forward until his hands were frequently

on the floor of the tunnel. It was a tunnel. Qutlines of a flagged flooring could be felt, covered
in many places with sand
It was bl ood-chilling business, that creeping forward through bl ackness toward the unknown

Absol utely nothing could be seen. Doc kept his hands out ahead. Each held a snall stone, fragnments
fromthe flagging underfoot. So suddenly that it was as if lightning had struck, they cane out in
brilliantly |ighted water again

Gathering in a conpact group, they |ooked around. Wat they saw was profoundly interesting. Mnk
clanped an excited grip upon Doc’s arm

The honely chemist was so excited that the first letters he nade with his stubby fingers were too
erratic to be understood

"Thi s explains everything," he nmanaged to convey, and waved an armto take in their surroundings
Ham to one side, stood very straight. Ham s aplonb, his air of being always at ease, confident

of hinself, was remarkable. That it was not an atnosphere created by his usual sartorial perfection
was proven by the present situation. He stood perfectly unruffled in the presence of what was one of
the last things they had expected to see

The young worman, Di anond Eve Post, caught their attention. Then she stepped to one side, where
there was a patch of snpboth sand. She gestured at their surroundi ngs, then | eaned over and nade
marks in the sand



Taz," she scraped with her finger.
And Monk, with fingers that seemed nore than a little stiff, signaled, "Renny—here sonewhere!"

Chapter 15. OQUT OF MYTHOLOGY

Renny, had he been asked at that nonment where he was, could not have told. He was in the throes
of a hideous seizure. Hs lungs felt as if they were full of red ants. He gagged, pitched and
wrenched, and his chest throbbed and ached. There was a fog in his head, but, quite suddenly, the
fog cleared.

Renny lay perfectly still. The agony in his chest, he realized, was due sinply to salt water
whi ch had entered his lungs. He was still under water, of course. Conpletely surrounding himwas a
wal | of stone, very snmpboth and al nbst a score of feet high. The place seened to be a well, lighted

now because the sun was directly above. There was rubble on the floor. Renny |ooked upward again.
There was sonet hing strange about the sunlight, a weird quality which could not be expl ained by
the fact that it was shining through water. It was queerly diffused. Renny stood up.

H s head ached. That would be froma bl ow whi ch had rendered hi m sensel ess.

Renny had been knocked out before he even |l earned the nature of the weird thing which had
attacked himnear the anchor chain of the Tropic Seas.

The big-fisted engi neer swam upward. Myvenent, he di scovered, made his head swm put a blur of
pain before his eyes; but he reached the top of the shaft. There he was stopped.

St opped by sonet hing he could not see. O could he see it? H's vision was not up to par. He
pushed his hands upward. It was difficult to feel things properly, but there was certainly sonething
over the top of the shaft. It was resilient. It felt slimy.

VWhatever it was, it was exactly the sane thing which had prevented himfrom escapi ng upward
during his weird fight.

Because he did not feel equal to protracted exertions at the nonent, Renny rel axed. There was
little or no air in his aching lungs, so, |acking buoyancy, he sank slowmy to the bottomof the pit.
A slight sound—sound travels well through water—brought himaround. He perceived then that he had
a conpanion in msfortune.

Stanl ey Watchford Topping, the rabbitlike expert on deep-sea life, was draped listlessly on the
sand, and had evidently been watching him The two men stared at each other—Renny w th what coul d
hardly be called friendliness. Topping, according to Renny’s way of thinking, had behaved queerly
t hroughout the affair.

But Renny’s desire for infornation exceeded all other considerations. He tried deaf-and-dunb sign
| anguage on Topping. No response. He | eaned forward and scraped letters on the sandy portion of the
floor with a huge forefinger.

"What brought ne here?" he wote.

Toppi ng shook a negative. Then he parted the scanty hair on his head to exhibit a rather
frightful bruise.

"l just regained ny senses," he managed to scrape in the sand.

"Where are we?" Renny wote.

Toppi ng narked three letters.

Taz."

Renny shook his head, snpothed out the patch of sand they were using as a slate, and wote, "Wat
is Taz?"

The nost amazing place on earth," Topping scratched back.

Renny | ooked as if he could have bitten heads off nails. He was not feeling so well, and this
continued nystery about Taz was aggravating himto the point of madness.

"What is Taz?" he scratched so violently that he all but tore up the patch of sand.

Stanl ey Watchford Toppi ng was naked above the waist; but he still wore his trousers, his socks,
his shoes. The stiffness, the awkwardness with which he handled his | egs was very noticeabl e as he
bent to smooth the sand again.

"l do not really know what Taz is," he wote. "That is the truth."

If he had felt alittle nore like his usual self, Renny would probably have bl own up. As it was,
he only sank back wearily, too disgusted to do nore than wait for his strength to return. But
inactivity palled, and within a few nonments he was again grooving letters in the sand.

"How di d you get here?" he queried.

Toppi ng | ooked very rabbitlike and extrenely defeated. He marked his reply.

"They kept me prisoner," he explained. "They brought me here. They thought | knew all about Taz.
They were mi staken."

Renny printed, "What did you see as they brought you here?"

Toppi ng snoot hed out their sand sl ate.

"Nothing," he lettered. "They knocked ne sensel ess, soon after | left the ship."

"Have you seen Seaworthy?" Renny tried.

"No," wrote the rabbit of a man.



Di sgusted, feeling a little stronger, Renny got erect, |eaped and swamup to the top again

d anci ng down, he saw Topping follow ng himup. For an expert on the deep sea, Topping handl ed

hi msel f very poorly under the water

Renny gave attention to the thing over the top of the pit. H s eyes were not blurred now, and he
had a firmer grip on reality. He pronptly nade an astounding di scovery

The eerie, nysterious, sliny, sem-transparent thing was no nystery at all. It was sinply a
netting, not unlike wi ndow screen, only of nuch finer mesh. The stuff was made of bright

stainl ess-steel wire. Wen contacted under water, the polished snoothness of the wires and their
cl ose spacing gave the whole thing a slick feel

Renny at once felt nuch better. He maneuvered around and got a grip on the pit edge with his huge
left hand. Making the right hand into a fist, he drove it upward. It was one of his best blows, one
he had practiced for the particul ar purpose of knocking panels out of doors

The smash got results. The netting split. Tearing, Renny w dened the aperture. He scranbl ed

t hr ough

Turni ng, he gave Stanl ey Watchford Toppi ng assi stance. Both nen pushed thenselves a few feet from
the pit edge, then stopped

Turning slowy, they surveyed their surroundings. The sight which | oomed before his eyes caused
Renny to stiffen, nmade his nmouth come open. So startling was the spectacle that Renny all but sank
to his knees. It was the last thing he had expected

Not the last thing. That came now.

Col ored flame seenmed to burst in Renny's eyeballs, to spread, blaze through his brain, to shatter
his whol e body. Wth the flash, all things became swi mrming unreality.

As Renny nelted down to the sand by the pit edge, he was seized, queerly enough, wth one
consum ng wi sh. He wanted to hear what Doc Savage would say, if the bronze man ever saw Taz

Then a nonster of black gobbl ed Renny.

Chapter 16. TAZ

Renny was destined not to gratify the strange w sh which had seized himin the m dst of disaster
since it was unlikely that he would live his life over again. For Doc Savage was al ready | ooking at
Taz.

The bronze man was al so watching the coment which honely Monk scratched in such snmooth sand
patches as they passed. Monk was still trying to get information out of D anond Eve Post

"How di d you find Taz?" Mnk lettered

The young wonmaen stopped to scrape out a reply.

"l financed a deep sea expedition," she wote at |ength. "Captain Flam ngo conmanded the shi p.
Seawort hy was second in charge. Topping was al ong as technical expert."

Conveying the information took sonme tine, but it was interesting enough to be worth it

Monk wote another inquiry: "What started the trouble?"

"Everybody wanted what was in Taz," the young woman wote. "W quarrel ed. Seaworthy sided with

me, so—

Doc Savage interrupted the exchange with an inperative gesture

"Renny!" the bronze man's fingers conveyed

They went forward. There was enough of a trail for themto follow One man could do that, while
the others | ooked at Taz

Taz was a city!

The bl ack tunnel through which they had cone, they knew now, was in the nature of a gate through

a wall around Taz, a wall against which the sea and tine had drifted sand

There was drifted sand agai nst the buil dings about them too, but not as nmuch as m ght have been
expected. Only a few barnacles, clung to the stone ranparts, which was little short of amazing
considering the length of tine these architectural structures must have |ain here beneath the
surface

Sonme of the buildings were huge, containing individual blocks of masonry which nust have wei ghed
tons. Everything was built in squares, rectangles, triangles. Nowhere was there a circular building
Nor had the original constructors seened to understand the arch; if they had, they had neglected to
enploy it

There was anot her remarkabl e aspect: the carvings. They were everywhere. The original architects

of Taz, it appeared, had abhorred an unadorned surface. Werever a snooth piece of stone presented
they had chiseled a design upon it, caricatures of aninmals, grotesque |ikenesses of men

conbi nations of man and beast. A few of the scul pturings defied recognition

Not that the place | ooked as if the popul ace had just vacated it. Nothing of the sort. Sone of

the great buildings had fallen down. Sand was drifted high in many of the streets. No doubt it had
completely filled a nunber of buildings. Yet, considering that Taz nust have been under the sea for
ages past, its condition was to be narvel ed at

And marvel they did, slowing frequently to stare at especially inpressive sights. Wthin the
course of alittle tine, they were strung out in a line, with Doc Savage | eadi ng, Mnk perhaps a
score of feet behind him Ham even farther back, and the girl trailing the | awer



This was their position when Ham di scovered the young wonman in the act of escaping

IT was not entirely luck on Hanmis part that caused himto nake the di scovery. Ham was nothing if

not suspicious of Dianond Eve Post. Besides, her cocksure manner had gotten under his skin, and he
was keeping an eye open to see that the young woman did not put anything el se over on them

And now she was diving in between two stone buil dings, neking frantic swinming notions with her
hands to help herself al ong

Ham pronptly sped after her. Head down, he stroked furiously with his own hands. Speed was hard

to attain. There is nothing nuch nmore clunsy, Hamreflected, than a nman under water

Ham s heavy | ead shoes, which enabled himto remain upright in the water, chanced to cl ank
together. This small sound reached Mnk, but not Doc Savage

Monk turned. Cear as the water was, he could barely distinguish what was happeni ng

Not exactly sure what was up, Mnk set out after Ham The honely chemni st had been admrably

fitted by nature for this kind of life. H s long arnms nade first-rate flippers. He overhaul ed Ham
The | awyer, by gestures, indicated the girl was trying to escape. O course, this was by now
entirely apparent. Monk and Ham both pursued her. They now nade a discovery of which they were not
especially proud. The young worman coul d just about hold her own. How she could do this was baffling.
Over the huge, tunbled bl ocks of what had once been a great building, the chase |ed. They seened

to be getting on higher ground—er in shallower water, rather. This was indicated by a | essening of
the bodily pressure. Too, the architectural significance on each side of themwas nore inpressive
Sonme of these great buildings, Mnk reflected, should very nearly break the surface of the sea

How had this place escaped the attention of the world? There mi ght be a nunber of explanations. The
tops of these great stone buildings, barely subnerged, if observed fromthe crow s nest of a vessel
m ght readily be mstaken for reefs; and mariners are notoriously reluctant about venturing near
reefs.

Unexpect edl y, Monk di scovered why the young wonan was hol di ng her own so well. She was taking

smal | quantities of the unique chenical concoction which supplied the necessary functions of oxygen
Evidently, the stuff acted as a stimulant

Monk and Ham now fol | owed her exanple. Results were gratifying. They overhaul ed her

Di anond Eve Post dodged frantically, veering sharply down a narrow passage, hoping to cause them
to |l ose sight of her. The ruse very nearly worked. Wen they reached the passage, she was nowhere to
be seen

A few square openings gaped in the walls of either side. A haze of disturbed sand in one of these

i ndi cated where the girl had gone

Monk and Ham hal f ran, half swam through the aperture and found thensel ves in Stygian gl oom

MONK and Ham kept their heads. For two individuals who had never been known to address a civi

word to each other, they now did sonme nice teamwrk. They joined hands and wal ked abreast, |ooking
back over their shoulders at the |lighted rectangle of the door, to make sure the girl did not duck
out again. There was no use in |ooking ahead; the place was as dark as the inside of a box of

| ampbl ack

It was possible, by long and short squeezes of their joined hands, to converse tel egraphically.
"She wouldn’t go in far," Mnk coded. "She’'d be afraid to."

"She's not afraid of anything," Hamtel egraphed back

"Maybe not," Mnk admitted. "But she don’t know this place. She wouldn't take chances."

"How do you know she doesn’t know the place?" Ham conti nued

"She does know it," the | awer pressured by dots and dashes. "She knew where she was going while
we chased her. | noticed that."

Those tel egraphic comuni cations were very slow, and by the time they had exchanged this nuch
information, quite an interval had el apsed. There was no sign of the young woman

They hesitated, trying to make up their minds. They decided to penetrate deeper. They went

forward

Monk banged a wall forcibly with his head, saw stars, recoiled and gave Hanis arma vicious jerk
by way of relieving his feelings. For this trick, he got a kick on the left shin from Hani s heavy
| ead diving shoe. Each squeezing the other’s hand fiercely, they worked along the wall and found a
doorway.

The doorway was narrow and not tall enough for themto pass through erect. It was very cranped

in fact. Ham went through first, rather easily, and, when Mnk becane nonentarily wedged in the
cranped space, Ham gave the honely chem st several ungentle jerks. The result was that they both
fell through into the room beyond

There were other results, too, totally unexpected. Cane a grinding and jarring, which they
distinctly felt. There was a |loud inpact, as if a great weight had fallen

They scranbl ed up. Both were badly scared, and honest enough to adnit it. Their paranmount thought
was to get outside again. They shoved thensel ves to the door

But there was no door

The opening was now cl osed by a huge bl ock, so ponderous that they could not possibly budge it



They tried several tines. Both of them at that instant, would have given a great deal to be out
where they could see the sunlight through the water again

Monk found Hamis arm and squeezed tel egraphically.

"Some kind of a trap,"” he conveyed. "W sprang it by struggling in the door."

"Yes," Ham agreed

It was no inpossible hypothesis. The nmechani smwas, no doubt, of stone, which certainly would not
disintegrate with tinme, as woul d netal

Unexpect edl y, Ham drove his fist into Monk’s side. It was no fighting gesture. The | awyer nerely
wanted to call the honely chemist’s attention to a sound. A series of sounds, rather

Monk had heard them and was already trying to identify them They were strange noises, eerie
scrapi ngs and scratchings. Sonething comng through the water, certainly. But what?

Monk t hought, and the thought was curdling, of that queer trail which they had followed to this
fantastic underwater netropolis of Taz

—the trail which |looked as if it had been made by sone gigantic centipede. The sounds they were
hearing now in the abysnal bl ackness were noi ses such as m ght conceivably be nmade by such a thing
com ng upon them

Monk suddenly had not the slightest doubt but that they were being attacked by the sane horror
whi ch had made away wi th Renny

Chapter 17. DEATH I N THE DEPTHS

But Renny had not been nade away with. He was only sensel ess—and would not be in that condition
long, if indications could be trusted

Doc Savage was working over the big-fisted engineer, kneading nuscles, admnistering small pains
cal cul ated to stinulate wakeful ness. There were now two unpl easant bruises on Renny’s head, one
appearing nore recent than the other. The | atter one probably explained his present sensel essness
The fact that Doc Savage had not foll owed Monk, Ham and the girl was sinply explained. He had
not, for a few nonents, discovered their absence, his attention being centered on trailing Renny.
Then, alnpbst at the sane tine that he becane aware of their non-presence, the bronze man had
perceived Renny, a |inp hul k beside the round, black maw of the big-fisted engineer’'s late prison
Renny now awakened. He revived in a manner which gave a suspicion he did not nuch care what
happened. After opening and shutting his eyes several tines, he summoned enough energy to nake sign
talk with his hands

"What was the thing that grabbed nme?" he queried

Doc Savage countered with sign | anguage. "Do you not know?"

Renny shook his head, which evidently nade it ache. For he felt of it hurriedly, gingerly. Then
he used sign talk to explain how he had awakened in the pit. He described the presence of Stanley
Wat chf ord Topping, and narrated the fact of his clinb to the top and his break through the

stainl ess-steel net. He finished with the sudden, nysterious attack which had | aid himsensel ess
"And | have no idea what becanme of Topping," he conpleted

Alittle time would be required for Renny to get in condition for novenent. Doc Savage expended
the interval in exam ning the stainless-steel net, which was still in place over the pit. He was
particularly interested in the sling attachnents around the edge of the net. These gave an idea of
what the thing had been intended for

A washi ng screen, a device for separating small articles fromthe fine sand of the sea floor. It
could be stretched at a slant between supports, and used exactly as builders enploy a screen to
separate large stones fromthe sand they intend using in concrete

Renny was now on his feet

"We will hunt Monk, Hamand the girl," Doc signaled him

THEY backtracked to the point where the young wonan had deserted the caval cade and had been
pursued by Monk and Ham There was a trail of sorts through the sand. It could be followed, even if
slowy.

Renny, who had been sensel ess npbst of the tine since he had been brought to Taz, showed great
interest in his surroundings. He was an engineer, so the structural aspects of the place intrigued
hi m

"The size of sonme of these stone blocks!" he notified Doc on his fingers. "Handling them woul d be
a problem even with nodern machinery."

"What do you make the architecture out to be?" Doc queried

Renny scrutinized his surroundi ngs closely

"Mayan," he deci ded. "They covered everything with carvings."

"It has Egyptian aspects al so," Doc pointed out

"It does," Renny adnitted

Several monents |ater, Doc Savage conveyed his own idea

"You mght call it Egypto-Mayan."

They shoved thensel ves over huge, tunbled nasonry piles. Progress was now not only difficult, but
the trail was getting faint. Renny |lost his balance atop a huge bl ock, and fell head-first. Had he



not been under water, he mght have suffered fatal damage. As it was, the weight of his shoes pulled
hi m down feet-first so that he | anded w thout harm

Renny went through a snall pantomi ne. He nade a cross with his arns. Then he put a hand agai nst
either side of his head, fingers sticking out to indicate horns, and noved his jaws as if chewing a
cud. Thus he conveyed his ejaculation, "Holy cow "

DOC SAVAGE and Renny cane finally to the doorway through which Monk and Ham had fol | owed Di anond
Eve Post. Entering, Doc and Renny discovered the stone bl ock which barricaded the opposite end of
the passage. Their best efforts failed to nove it

Qut side again, they circled the building, endeavoring to find another entrance. The rather

unusual design of the building itself now struck them It was circular, the one circular building
they had seen in the whole netropolis of Taz. Too, the building was in a remarkabl e state of
preservati on. Nowhere had even a single block fallen fromthe walls. The stone was of a hard
obsidian variety, alnost as glassy as the day it had been cut and set

They cane to what seened to be the nain entrance. But just as the building differed fromall the

ot her buildings, so was this entrance unlike the rest. It was an arch, the single one they had seen
Over this arch was a carving which explained why the place had been called Taz by D anbnd Eve

Post and the rest. The design consisted of three groups, probably intended to depict men engaged in
nortal conbat. Their interlocked, contorted figures, as seen through the crystal water, |ooked like
the three letters: T AZ

The entrance was open, inviting. But they were getting cautious. They had approached anong huge

bl ocks of stone which of fered conceal nent. They remai ned anong these, reconnoitering

It was fortunate that they did; perhaps unfortunate, in the Iight of |later devel opments

Doc Savage tapped Renny’s arm unexpectedly, pointed. Renny followed the bronze man’s indicating
finger with his eyes, squinting. The salt water was making their eyes raw, and it was al so having an
unpl easant effect on their bare skin. The human body was probably never intended to take up a

pi scatorial existence

A file of men was approaching. Seaworthy, |ooking young and renmarkably stalwart, led them The

ot hers—the crew of the Tropic Seas

—trailed him They noved in Indian file, one behind the other, each holding to the belt of the

man ahead of him This was the sinplest nmethod of |oconotion, since keeping one’'s balance in the
water was difficult; joined together thus, the matter was sinplified

Doc stared at the trail they were leaving in the sand. It explained a great many things. The
nunbers of treading feet left a long mark, exactly resenbling the one left by Renny's captors
Renny, then, when he was captured, had been seized by nen

SEAWORTHY | ed his procession directly through the arched door, being net just outside the opening
by nore of his crew Wthin the space of a few nonents, every one of them had gone inside

Renny | ooked at Doc Savage. The bronze nman nodded. They advanced. CQutside the arched door, they
listened carefully. There was no sound; and had there been any, the water would have carried it
excel l ently. They shoved thenselves inside, striving to make as little noise as possible

The place was darker, Renny reflected, than any other spot in which he had ever been. He brought
his hands up to his eyes and did not see the fingers—enly felt them when they cane in actual contact
with the eyeballs. They advanced a few yards, stopped, used their ears

They heard noi ses, scuffings, rattlings—distorted, of course, in the manner in which water alters
sound; but the noises were indicative of a group of men in notion and they canme from far ahead
Doc and Renny put on speed

Wth an unexpectedness that was total, light drenched them As light goes, it was probably
diffused, a bit pale; but, bursting out as it did in the intense darkness, it was blinding. They
bl i nked, squinted, until their pupils becane accustonmed to the gl ow.

Di anond Eve Post stood near by. She held an electric, underwater hand flash, and the backgl ow
reveal ed her figure

Doc Savage and Renny acted quickly. They noved forward, separating so as to converge on the young
wonman from either side. She fathoned that their intention was to seize her

She shook her head violently and, bending, snoothed out the tranpled sand which covered the floor
and stroked letters with her forefinger

"No," she printed. "I want to take you to Monk and Ham"
Doc Savage turned, so that the young wonman could not see what he was doing, and made finger talk
at Renny.

Di anond Eve Post had previously given no indication that she understood the finger synbols, but
she was so full of tricks that Doc was taking no chances

"She is not telling the truth,"” Doc informed Renny.

"I't would not surprise nme a bit," Renny stated. "Wat nakes you think so?"

"Her triunphant manner," Doc signaled. "W will get her flashlight, then take her along with us."
Bot h Doc Savage and Renny now | ooked as grateful as they could and drew near the young wonman. She
was not caught nappi ng, however. She notioned them back, indicating that they keep their distance



and when they did not, she tried to flee. She was nmuch too slow. Doc caught her, got the electric
lantern without difficulty.

The girl had, indeed, been deceiving them In fact, she had been playing with them For |ights
now sprang up all around them brilliant electric underwater hand |ights, they were. Seaworthy and
his men held them

Doc Savage bent swiftly, |oosened the straps which held on the heavy |ead diving shoes. Renny did
li kewi se. Freed of these encunbrances, they could put forth their best in sw nm ng.

Doc retained the girl’s electric lantern, as he shot upward through the water. It m ght be

useful, even if dragging its bulk did slow his nmovenents.

SEAWORTHY, it devel oped, had evol ved a system of signals for comunication with his subordinates.
He nust have perfected them by nuch practice aboard the Tropic Seas, in New York.

By deserting their |ead shoes, Doc and Renny secured a distinct advantage. Seaworthy and the

others retained theirs, and when they wanted to get off the floor, it was necessary for themto swm
furiously.

Renny sei zed Doc’s arm and, by pressure signals, telegraphed, "Wich way?"

"“In," Doc replied by the same nethod.

This was agreeable with Renny. Monk and Ham it was reasonable to believe, were somewhere in

here.

For the next few nmonents, they swam furiously. Renny was an expert in the water. The fact that

Doc was ordinarily nuch faster did not count for so nuch now, because the hand Iight slowed the
bronze man perceptibly.

VWhen the opportunity presented, Doc swam down to the floor and along that in darkness, in an

effort to find small stones. He | ocated none. He stroked up to the ceiling again, a distance of |ess
than a score of feet, and tapped the electric lantern against the stone. There was nethod to his

t appi ng—he was conveying as nearly as possible letters in the International Tel egraph Code. He was
requesting that Monk and Hamreveal their presence by a |ike tapping.

Answer cane al nbst at once. It was hard to locate, for sound direction is deceptive under water.
Doc judged its source by turning slowy, swamtoward it, Renny follow ng.

It was necessary that they wedge through a none too anpl e door. The room beyond was | ow of

ceiling.

Monk and Ham were confined in a surprising fashion! Each lay on his back in a pit in the floor.
These pits were each barely | arge enough to receive a human figure. Mnk's bulk, in fact, bul ged out
of the one in which he was confined.

Across the chest of the two prisoners |ay enormous bl ocks of stone. These covered each captive,
except for his head and feet. The bl ocks were held in place by an ingenious contrivance of sone
metal which had not rusted. The device resenbl ed an oversize screen door hook in sone respects, and
was so located that it could not be freed by the prisoners.

Monk had signal ed by kicking his | ead shoes against the stone of his cranped pit.

Doc’ s captured hand |ight revealed this. The bronze man swamswiftly to Monk. Renny went to Ham
They worked over the slabs’ fastenings. These were not difficult.

Doc got his fastenings free first, but he did not shove the block i mediately. He bent over,

exam ned it.

What he found caused himto whip erect. Too |ate! The big-fisted engi neer gave the bl ock over Ham
a lusty shove.

Resul ts were di smaying. The bl ock noved easily enough; but, sinmultaneously, cane a great grinding
and a crash behind them

They spun. Doc flicked the light switch. Electric whiteness spouted, hit the door.

The door was now cl osed by parallel stone bars which had dropped down from above. They were

square, would neasure a foot either way. Plainly, the shifting of the bl ocks over the prisoners had
actuated a trigger which dropped the bars.

Renny made signals in the light with his big hands.

"Great stuff!"” was his comment.

Chapter 18. THE TREASURE FABULOUS

Brilliant Iight appeared a nonent |ater beyond the bars, and Di anond Eve Post, Seaworthy, and
their crew came up. They were grinning, triunphant. The young woman stuck out her tongue at the
scow i ng Ham small-girl fashion.

Seaworthy, it devel oped, was well prepared. He produced a slate and pencil of a type which could
be used for communication under water.

"This place is full of traps, such as the one you just sprung on yourselves," he wote. "You have
to be careful. On our previous visit, when we discovered the place, we |ost four nmen."

He passed the slate through the bars for themto read and to nmake a reply.

"What are you going to do with us?" Monk wote on it.

Seaworthy took the slate back and scribbled, "WII| you give nme your word not to try to escape?"
Monk used the whole slate to wite the two letters that conprised his reply: "No."



That did not faze Seaworthy in the slightest. There was evidently a nethod of operating the bars
from outside, because they now opened. Several of Seaworthy’'s men cane in.

The attackers had |l ong poles with razor-sharp bl ades of steel on the ends. They were literally
spears. Probably they had been brought along to use against sharks or other under water denizens.
They were very effective weapons. Doc and his aids were crowded backward.

Doc Savage did nanage to seize one of the weapons. He wenched, got control of it; but he threw

it down again alnbst at once. Seaworthy’'s nen were a thick, determ ned wall before him To escape,
he woul d undoubtedly have had to take |lives. He never did that, if it could be avoided.

Doc, Renny, Monk and Ham were crowded into a corner, seized, and |light, stout ropes nade fast to
their necks. In tying these ropes to their necks, Seaworthy cunningly enployed a comon hangnan’s
knot, one of the nost difficult for the victimto untie. They were |l ed out.

Seaworthy had explored this place previously, it becanme certain. His manner, as he stepped away
forward, was sure. Dianond Eve Post noved at his side. Al of their electric torches were on. They
traversed narrow corridors, descended runways, nounted stairs, turned often.

Monk dropped back to Doc Savage's side and managed to convey a short explanation in the sign

| anguage.

"Ham and nme chased the girl,"

he signaled. "She led us into Seaworthy’'s hands."

THE strange caval cade canme finally to its goal.

It was a large room and it was reached by passing through a solid stone wall, every bit of

twenty feet in thickness.

At first glance, the nost amazing thing about the roomwas the ceiling. This—there was not the
slightest doubt of it-—was conposed of a single, titanic block of stone. It was, Doc Savage realized,
probably the largest single block of stone ever enployed in construction work. Certainly there were
no historical records of a larger one. Strangest of all, this colossal slab seemed not to lie over
the top of the room lid-fashion, but was cut to fit inside the walls. What held it up could not be
di scer ned.

In geonetrical rows on the rooms floor stood what, at first glance, mght have been m staken for
stone coffins; but they were shallower, narrower, somewhat |onger. They were of sone black stone so
hard that it had managed to retain some of its original polish down through the ages. The lids
fitted tightly, but had no visible fastenings. In nunber, these cases exceeded a hundred.

There was sand on the floor of the roomto the depth of several inches. In this, near the

entrance, lay the broken fragnents of what nust have once been a pottery jar. Seaworthy strode over
to the jar bits and kicked about anong them stirring up a cloud of the fine sand. He got down on
all fours and sifted the stuff through his fingers. Finally, he straightened, holding a tiny object,
a thing that glinted green in the electric light. He extended this to Doc Savage.

It was an enerald, not large, not especially perfect, yet one which would have brought several

t housands of dollars on the open market.

Seaworthy wrote on his slate, "Captain Flam ngo got enough of these on our first visit to buy his
equi prent and pay his gang. He had big ideas of screening nore of them out of the sand."

Doc Savage recalled the screen which had been over Renny’s pit. Renny’s captors, then, had been
Captain Flam ngo and his crowd.

Seaworthy wote on the bottomof the slate, "Souvenir," and passed Doc Savage the enerald.

That surprised the bronze man. He took the slate.

"This is part of the treasure you cane after?" he wote.

Seaworthy grinned wi dely, shook his head. He reached for the slate.

"All the jewels in the world are not worth what we cane after." His slate pencil nade scratchings
unpl easant to the ear, as they vibrated through the water.

Doc Savage shook his head and conveyed by gestures that he did not understand and was puzzl ed.
Seawort hy shrugged, stepped to one of the cases, grasped the lid, strained, got it off. The case
was filled with nmetal plates. These stood on edge, not unlike the plates in a storage battery.
Seaworthy extracted one.

It was of sone strange black netal, as intensely black and shiny as enerald.

The entire surface was covered with remarkedly cl ear hieroglyphics.

DOC SAVAGE' S fl ake-gol d eyes were set unwaveringly upon the strange pl aque.

Seaworthy placed it on the case, picked up the slate and conveyed the statenment: "It is possible
that that plate alone is worth mllions of dollars." He put several exclanmation points after the
statement to gain an effect that was not necessary.

Doc Savage did not nove. His eyes were still on the plate, on the synbols inscribed whitely
thereon. It was witing, hieroglyphics—ot Egyptian, not Mayan, a conbination of both.

And Doc Savage, who was somewhat famliar with both, was slowy translating the synbols on the
plaque. It was very interesting. Put into English, it would have read somewhat as:

CENTRAL SCI ENCE LI BRARY

PLATE OF 1001—ENTAL TELEPATHY

BEI NG A RECAPI TULATI ON OF EXHAUSTI VE EXPERI MENTS BY CENTRAL SCI ENTI FI C LABORATORY WH CH PROVE



CONCLUSI VELY THAT THOUGHT | MPULSE OVER THE NERVE STRUCTURE OF THE HUMAN BCDY IS A PHENOVENON AKIN TO
THE FORCE KNOMWN AS ELECTRI CI TY; THAT SUCH THOUGHT CURRENTS ARE GENERATED BY ATOM C REACTI ONS

CHEM CALLY PRODUCED;, THAT THERE IS A DI STI NCT THOUGHT MAGNETI C FI ELD AROUND HUMAN NERVES AND THE
BRAI N CELLULAR STRUCTURE, JUST AS A MAGNETI C FI ELD IS FOUND ARCUND W RES CARRYI NG ELECTRI C CURRENT.
VWHEREI N THI' S AND FOLLOW NG PLATES | S DESCRI BED FOR POSTERI TY CONSTRUCTI ON COF APPARATUS SU TABLE
FOR RECEPTI ON OF SUCH THOUGHT VI BRATI ONS—

At that point, Seaworthy hastily replaced the plate in the case. He grabbed his slate and wote,
"Can you read the stuff?"

Doc Savage nodded.

"What do you think of it?" Seaworthy wote.

"Incredible, if true," Doc Savage w ote machi ne-perfect characters on the slate.

Seaworthy took the slate and scribbled, "It is genuine."

Doc Savage lettered a question: "How do you know?"

Seawort hy grabbed the sl ate back.

"l took one set of plates away on nmy first visit," he wote. "Translated, it told howto mx the
chem cal which has made it unnecessary to breathe."

MONK, Ham and Renny had crowded up to take in this witten exchange. The proper anount of

amazenment was on their countenances. |f they had visioned a treasure as being behind all of the
nystery and danger through which they had gone, it was certainly one of jewels and gold; but this—t
was entirely different, just a bit unbelievable.

They stood there and tried to visualize nore of this ancient city of the past.

Seaworthy was as happy as a snall boy in a toy shop. He nade signals to his nen. They scattered.
Around their waists they were wearing sashes, long | engths of narrow cloth. They now unwound these.
Taking plates fromthe cases, they began to wap themcarefully in the sashes.

Once nore, Seaworthy wote on the slate and shoved it at Doc Savage.

"How woul d you like to be declared in on this?" he had witten.

Doc Savage considered, then took the slate.

"On what basi s?" he pencil ed.

Seaworthy frowned, as he conposed his terns.

"You get a percentage for translating the plaques and buil ding the apparatus they describe," he

wr ot e.

"A percentage of what?" Doc Savage countered.

"You don’t think we're suckers enough not to cash in on this?" Seaworthy added two big

excl amation points after this.

"A thing such as this should be admi nistered for the benefit of mankind," Doc Savage wote.
Seaworthy grinned, seized the slate.

"Sure," he printed. "And a lot of dollars will sure benefit nme." He added, "And Mss Post, too."
Doc Savage | ooked at Mbonk.

"Phooey on the cluck," Mnk signaled with his fingers.

Doc Savage nodded. Those were his sentinents. The affair was not yet over.

Just how far it was from being over becane apparent a nonent |ater. There was excitenment over by
the door. It started mldly, with a clattering of |ead shoes on the stone and sand of the floor and
a rasp of one of the spear points as it scraped rock. Al glances went in that direction. Wat they
saw was eye-filling.

Captain Flam ngo and his nen were coning through the door. The forenost of themcarried an
ordinary glass jug of five-gallon capacity. To prevent breakage, this was encased in a wooden crate.
The name of the jug’'s contents had been put on the crate with black paint:

H2SO4

Doc Savage, Monk recogni zed the common chem cal synbol. Sul phuric acid!

Doc Savage conprehended the purpose of the stuff instantly. It would be released in the room

Even diluted with the water, it would affect their eyes, blind them

Chapter 19. THE DEVIL IS A RABBIT

Every light in the science library roomof the ancient city now blazed in the direction of the
door. Captain Flam ngo stood in the door, arrogant, confident. Under other conditions, he would have
been ridicul ous. He wore his gaudy necktie, his brilliant vest, but had no shirt. He still had his
brilliant trousers.

He wore underwater goggles. So did all his men. That would preserve their eyes fromthe sul phuric
aci d.

He strutted to one side of the door. A hand entered a pocket. What proved to be a colored crayon
came into view. On the wall he wote the nmessage:

YOU GET A CHANCE. LIE DOWN ON YOUR FACES AND WE TIE YOU. VE WON' T KILL YQU.

Doc Savage turned on Seaworthy. That young man had been so confident a minute before. Now he was

t horoughly squashed. Doc took the slate.

"Say you accept," the bronze man wote. "Get over to the side wall. Renpbve the |ead shoes."



Seaworthy’'s first inpulse plainly was to refuse. He scow ed, then he shrugged. Looking at Captain
FI am ngo, he nodded vehenently. Wi ch nod gaudy Fl am ngo undoubtedly took to nean assent to his
wi shes.

Seaworthy led the way to the right-hand wall. The girl, his nmen, followed closely. Bringing up
the rear were Doc and his three aids

The norment they were against the wall, Seaworthy nmade signals, then renoved his own heavy | ead
shoes by way of illustrating what he wanted. The others followed suit

Captain Flam ngo was plainly puzzled by their actions. He advanced. Waving his arns, he caused
his nen to spread out across the room They all carried knives, or spears such as Seaworthy’'s crew
possessed

The man with the jug also walked into the room It was little concern of his whether the acid jug
got broken or not

Doc Savage waited. Flam ngo's crowd drew cl ose. Doc Savage made a gesture. Expressive, it
conveyed his w shes perfectly

Seaworthy and his nen pronptly planted their electric underwater lights on the floor, so that
they shone directly into the eyes of the approaching Fl am ngo party.

Doc signal ed again. Every one, relieved of the weight of the heavy | ead shoes, swam upward.

The man with the jug broke it, releasing a mass of sul phuric acid

CAPTAIN FLAM NGO, for once in his foxy career, was caught flatfooted. The lights in his eyes

bl i nded himand his nmen nonentarily. For a nonment, they stared through pinched eyelids

They were handi capped al so by the fact that they still wore their |ead shoes. They could get off
the floor only by the nost violent effort. For the space of a few seconds, they did nothing
effective

Doc Savage, his nmen, sonme of the others, m ght have escaped. But it was too nuch to hope for al

to get away. Accordingly, none fled. They held together, a compact group, noving as swiftly as they
could, ready for attack

Attack canme. Captain Flam ngo, grotesque in his goggles, gestured frantically at his followers.
Sonme of themgot their |ead shoes off, came up

Spears, knives nmet them Seaworthy’s nmen had not dropped their arns.

It was a fantastic thing, that fight which followed. It m ght have been sonme rankly imagi nary

nmovi e depicting conbat in a |land where there was no gravity, the filmthen bei ng shown in sl ow
nmotion. Al npst none of the conbatants wore nore than trousers. The goggles on Flam ngo’s nen gave
them a sem - human aspect, as if they were beings from another world

Doc Savage’s nmaneuver had acconplished nuch. His force had nanaged to get conpletely over the

heads of Captain Flam ngo's crowd. They did not swimdown to the floor, but kept high and worked as
swiftly as possible for the door. They had a very good reason for this

Doc Savage knew the specific gravity of sulphuric acid. It was heavier than water, hence woul d

tend at first to remain near the floor. Excited, two of Captain Flam ngo's men ran through the
concentrated solution of sulphuric acid before it dissipated. It burned them They flailed about
madl y.

Doc Savage, finding D anmond Eve Post beside him gave her a brisk shove toward the door. She
tunbl ed alnpbst to it, spinning slowy through the water, regained her balance and grinmaced at him
Then she evidently decided to see if Captain Flam ngo had | eft |ookouts outside. She di sappeared

t hrough t he door

That was dangerous. She was an overconfident young wonan, likely to get herself into trouble

Doc Savage studied the fighting. Seaworthy’'s crowd, aided no little by Monk, Renny and Ham were
nore than holding their own. Doc Savage's aid was not essential, and it was very necessary that the
retreat trail should be opened

Doc Savage eased back and whipped into the doorway. He traveled swiftly, swimming, for that was
infinitely faster than wal ki ng under water

A brilliant |ight appeared ahead. It was Di anond Eve Post, paddling along, not very swiftly, with
an underwater |ight which she had managed to retain throughout the excitenment. Doc caught her
Wthout prelimnary explanations, he grasped the |light and extinguished it. She tried to pull his
hair for that, but had no success. He left her there, no doubt sputtering with rage, and went on. He
traversed darkened roons, black passages, for a tinme, guided by his sense of touch

Anot her |ight appeared ahead. It did not surprise him Captain Flam ngo possibly had | eft guards
posted. Doc Savage drew cl oser, made a discovery. No Flam ngo guard this

It was rabbitlike Stanley Watchford Toppi ng

TOPPPI NG was crouched in the mddle of a glaring white blaze of light, given off by a powerfu
underwater lanmp. Fully two-thirds of his time was devoted to casting nervous glances about. So close
a watch was he keeping that it was doubtful if even a m nnow coul d have swum cl ose wi thout being

di scerned

During the nonents when he was not watching his surroundi ngs, Topping was working over a dark

box, out of which projected a plunger that had a handle on it. Wres ran fromthe box into the sand



that covered the floor. Were they went fromthere, it was difficult to tell.

Doc Savage eased backward. Surprising Topping woul d be a hopel ess task, so he was | eaving the
rabbitlike expert on deep-sea |life alone. Back through the passages, Doc Savage swam Nearing the
room whi ch had proved to be the scientific library of the lost civilization, the bronze nan was

sei zed suddenly from behind. He received two painful blows in the ribs. The girl, D anond Eve Post!
Doc successfully snothered an inpul se to shake her, and dragged her on ignomniously to the
fighting.

Al of Seaworthy’s men had gotten out of the library room Captain Flam ngo and his followers

were still inside. Mnk, Renny, Ham and Seaworthy had spears, were hol ding the door. The door itself
had originally been closed by a huge slab of stone which swing on ingenious pivots. During the ages,
however, sand had banked up in front of this. Too, the slab stuck on its pivot, probably due to the
gromh of a few barnacles. Seaworthy’s men were fighting to free the slab.

They budged it, straining, lunging. They noved it. The four defenders of the portal drew back to
let it close. It shut.

Captain Flam ngo’'s crowd pronptly began ramming it fromthe other side. Men scattered, searching
for rubble with which to block the opening of the slab. The stone bl ocks, they discovered, could be
pried fromthe floor of an adjacent room

They made a nound of stone against the door, building it carefully. Doc placed the stones as they
wer e brought. Eventually, he decided the stone would hold the door for a tinme. He signaled that fact
with his arns.

Seaworthy had lost his slate, but he still had the pencil.

He wote: "W'Il go to the ship, get equi pment, cone back and cl ean up."
Doc took the slate pencil.

"Right," he printed. "But extinguish all |ights. Mike no noise."

"What ?" Seaworthy wanted to know.
"Toppi ng" Doc printed. "He is connecting what appears to be a bl asting nmachine."
Fi st shakings and fierce faces conveyed what Seaworthy thought of Topping.

Stanl ey Watchford Topping still crouched where Doc had | ast seen him He still worked over the
generator, which was of a waterproof type, probably especially equipped for underwater work.

Doc Savage led the way to the left. They kept away fromthe wall, the floor, the ceiling, and

they were careful, so as not to make noise, not to strike their persons with their hands as they
swam They passed Topping, entered the | ast passage and in a nonent coul d discern the conparatively
brilliant outer water.

I'n quick succession, they swam out of the strange, round buil ding which housed the scientific
library of the pre-historic civilization.

Doc Savage stopped Monk and addressed himin sign | anguage.

"We are not out of this yet," he fingered. "You and Renny and Ham are probably better sw mers
than any of this crowm. Beat them back to the ship."

"l get you," Mnk answered on his fingers.

"Make them conme aboard one at a time," Doc Savage continued. "Having themclinb up the anchor

chain woul d be excellent. Bind each one."

"Whol e gang prisoners,” Mnk nmade a big grin. “I'lIl like that."

He conveyed the infornmation to Renny and Ham The three of them set out at once, rising to the
surface so as to locate the ships and set a direct line for them

Seaworthy and the girl were plainly stunped by this action. They got together and tried to
exchange opinions, but their sign |anguage was inadequate. They started | ooki ng around for a snooth
patch of sand to use as a slate.

Doc Savage went back into the round buil di ng.

That Stanl ey Watchford Toppi ng contenpl ated sonet hi ng desperate, there was not the slightest

doubt. Topping, of course, had knocked out Renny, after Renny had nanaged to get them both out of
the prison pit. Topping, no doubt, had then gone back to the ship, gotten the expl osive.

Just what Topping intended to do was a nystery. Doc intended to find out what it was, and stop it
if the nove was counter to his own plans.

The bronze man caught sight of Topping.

Si mul t aneously, he saw a nunber of other things. Captain Flam ngo! The nman who | oved gaudy

clothing was closely trailed by some of his men. They nust have broken through the barricaded stone
bl ock door to the library room

The room in which Topping crouched was | arge. Doc Savage, on one side of it, could barely

di stingui sh Captain Flam ngo, on the opposite side, com ng through a door. This, despite the fact
that Captain Flam ngo carried a brilliant electric hand light. The water in the room of course, was
roil ed somewhat by the traffic.

Toppi ng saw Captain Fl ami ngo. The effect of the discovery was pronounced and, as it turned out,

cat acl ysmi c.

Doc Savage drove forward. He realized what was going to happen; but there was not tine to prevent
it.



Toppi ng cane down hard on the handl e which generated the current that ran through the wires, and
set off the blasting charge. The charge, it developed with a roar, was planted just inside the door
t hrough which Captain Flam ngo and his men were comng. The wires had been conceal ed under the sand.
Doc Savage saw the flash, a hideous red blaze; and a split second before that he managed to get

his hands over his ears. That probably saved his hearing.

The concussion was terrific. Pressure such as he had never before experienced rammed agai nst

every inch of his great frane.

The bronze man nust have been knocked out for a nonent. He was never quite sure. He was aware of

a terrific shock as he slamred agai nst the passage wall, and knew that the rush of water was
carrying himout. Light blazed in his eyes. He was in the water outside.

There was a great runbling and roaring, as of a trenmendous earthquake.

Chapter 20. THE LOST

Soret hi ng was happening to the titanic circular building which housed the anmazing archives of the
lost civilization. The walls cracked in a place or two. Masonry fell. Geat clouds of nud, water and
sand spouted fromthe door.

The motion in the water carried Doc Savage upward and he let hinself go, stroking a little.

Then a force—a vortex—seized him dragged himtoward the building. The sea in the vicinity was
nmoving as if rushing into a great pit. The cause of that was evident a nonent |ater.

The library roomroof—+that titanic block of solid stone—had dropped. Perhaps its wedgi ng had been
| oosened by the blast. Perhaps its original builders had rigged it as a cataclysmic trap of sorts,
just as they had rigged strange traps el sewhere in the circul ar building.

But the roof had dropped. Countless tons of stone now wei ghted down the secrets of the ancient
civilization.

A cloud of nmud and sand boiled up, spreading, swirling, diffusing. It hid the whole, it smarted
Doc Savage’' s eyes.

The bronze man swamto the surface. It had seened bright in the depths, but the sunlight on the
surface was infinitely painful in its whiteness.

Doc Savage swam about for a long tine, waiting. No one cane to the surface. No bodies rose.

He struck out for the two ships.

Monk, his hairy siman frane encased in dry clothing, |eaned over the bow of the Tropic Seas and
wat ched Doc Savage clinb slowy up the anchor chain.

"Boy, are they squawking their heads off!" The honely cheni st grinned.

"You got themall?" Doc Savage asked.

"Every one," Mnk chuckl ed. "The girl, too. |Is she saying things!"

Doc Savage swung aboard.

Monk asked, "What about Captain Fl am ngo?"

Doc Savage hesitated, then said slowy, "Cone."

They wal ked aft.

Renny net them and runbl ed, "W were plenty worried about you, Doc. Holy cow, that was sone
expl osi on!'"

Seaworthy, Di anond Eve Post and the crew of the Tropic Seas were bunched amidships. Al were tied
hand and foot. Doc’s nmen had done a good job. Ham watched them fingering a rifle.

The girl | ooked at Doc Savage, and her expression was that of a young wonman who coul d think of
many unpl easant things to say. Deliberation, however, evidently decided her to hold her tongue.
"What about Captain Flam ngo?" she queri ed.

"Toppi ng set off an explosion," Doc replied. "Every one perished."

"Topping," the girl said slowy. "He was Captain Flam ngo’s boss, at first. Captain Flam ngo nust
have turned on him Probably Toppi ng demanded too big a cut."

Monk nade an expl osive sound, intended to convey surprise.

"Toppi ng one of then?" grunted the honely chemist. "I know it |ooked like it, at tines. But back
in New York, in that noray eel trap, he took the sane chance of being killed as the rest of us."
"Wong," Doc Savage corrected.

Monk blinked. "Huh?"

"The norays woul d have been unlikely to have bitten any of us higher than the knees," Doc Savage
told Monk. "Topping was safe.”

"Why?" Monk was still puzzled.

"Toppi ng," Doc Savage said, "had artificial |egs. You woul d have known that, had you observed
closely the way he wal ked. "

Monk | ooked dazed. "But if you knew he was one of them why didn't you—~

"There was the nystery of Taz that needed solving," Doc Savage reni nded.

"You' re right about those artificial legs," the girl put in.

Seaworthy scow ed at them Seaworthy seemed to have a very | ow opinion of hinself at the present
nonent .

"Now who gets the library of Taz?" he nuttered.



"No one," Doc Savage said

Seaworthy started. "Wat do you nean?"

"The roof of the library dropped,” Doc told him "No equi pment available in either of these ships
will get at it."

THE bronze man’s surm se proved to be correct in the days that followed. They spent al nbst a
nmonth on the scene, attenpting to penetrate again into the library with its undoubtedly fabul ous
weal th of scientific secrets. They used up all their dynamite. They tried every ruse suggested by
Doc Savage’'s and Renny’s conbi ned engi neering skill. They got exactly nowhere.

This city of ancient civilization—Faz, as it has been dubbed, stood on what was once the top of a
nmount ai n, exploration devel oped. Soundi ngs taken a few nmiles away in any direction, showed rather
deep water. Nor did a search of other buildings of the netropolis reveal nmuch of value, although it
proved highly interesting.

In the course of the explorations, Mnk cleared up one nore point that had puzzled him It had
nothing to do with exploring, however.

"What about that brass case that caused us so nuch trouble at Topping' s house?" he asked Di anond
Eve Post. "What was in it?"

"It was probably Captain Flam ngo’s chart box," she replied. "It might have held a chart show ng
the location of Taz , possibly maps of Taz itself."

They sailed from Taz on the thirtieth day. Doc Savage stood on the after deck of the Caribbenda
and watched the light patch, |ike a shoal, which marked the |ocation of Taz, watched it until the
vastness of the sea swallowed it. A radio conpass, inprovised fromthe wecked equi pment of the
Cari bbenda, woul d gui de them back to civilization.

The Tropic Seas was left riding to her anchor, to be sent back for when they reached | and.

Doc Savage, although the others perhaps had not realized it, was not |eaving enpty-handed. That
chem cal concoction, the one which nade the function of breathing unnecessary, was certain to prove
i nval uabl e to American nedical science. It nmeant, in fact, a new lease on |life to sufferers from
lung afflictions; and it would have other uses.

The di sappearance of the shoal patch, which marked the |ocation of Taz, meant the end of this
adventure. There would be others. The very pursuit of his strange career of righting wongs, aiding
the oppressed, neant unending trouble for Doc Savage and his aids.

Ami dshi ps, Monk and Ham were quarreling as usual. Pretty Dianond Eve Post was the subject of the
squabbl e this tine. Mnk had been nonopolizing the young woman, and Hamwas trying to cut in.
"Beat it, shyster," Monk told Ham "The young |l ady is teaching ne to dance."

"You can dance better than she can," Hamtold Mnk. "You re deceiving her, telling her you can't
dance a step."

Possibly it was the reflection on her dancing ability that caused D anmond Eve Post to bl ow up.
"Always quarreling," she shrieked. "Keep away fromne! |'mgetting tired of it!"

Monk | ooked very contrite and said, "I'"mawfully sorry. | wouldn't have done—=

"Nuts!" said the girl. "And quit shining up to me. My husband don't like it."

"Your husband?" Monk gul ped.

"Seaworthy," advised the young wonan. "We’ve been secretly nmarried for alnost a year."

Monk | ooked very di sappointed and scowl ed at Ham who al so | ooked very di sappoi nted, but who

bri ght ened when he saw the degree of the honely chem st’s disconfiture.

"Whi ch shows what you know about wonen," Ham said, nastily.

Monk groped for sonething stinging. The only thing he could think of was a resunption of their

ol d argument.



"At least, | know as rmuch about them as you know about sailors’ pants," he grow ed.

Seawort hy cane around the corner of the deckhouse, demanding, "Wuat’'s this about sailors’ pants?"
Ham snapped, "Mnk clains they're large at the bottom so as to go on and off easily. He's
crazy!"

"Ham says they're big just because it’s a style," Mnk grow ed. "He's crazy!"

"You're both crazy," said Seaworthy. "How could a sailor roll his pants up when he wants to scrub
a deck, if they weren't big at the bottons?"

Even t hough Seaworthy gave them an answer, Ham and Monk woul d probably continue their argunent
indefinitely—at least, until Doc called themto aid himin another adventure.

THE END



