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Chapter 1. THE BLOW UP

VWHEN Et hel s Mana bl ew up, she shook the earth in nore ways than one.

Et hel s Mama was on Fan Coral Island in the South Pacific when the lid came off. But probably the
first man to di scover what had happened was a professor in the |laboratory of Yale University in New
Haven, Connecticut, U .S. A He happened to be watching the seisnograph. What he failed to realize
was that he had noted sonething nonentous, sonething that was going to stand the world on its

col lective ear.

Et hel s Mama was a vol cano. On the maps she was tagged Mount Ettilusamaunma, but it was easier to
say Ethel’s Mana. An earthquake apparently started Ethel’s Mana of f. That was what fool ed everybody.
It looked like an ordinary earthquake. The Yal e sei snograph regi stered the shake at two hours and

el even minutes and forty seconds past noon, Eastern Daylight Saving Tine.

The Yal e professors said there had been a central earth di sturbance about ten thousand nmles

di stant.

A few newspapers carried a paragraph or two.

Then the palmtree | anded on the Fan Coral resident governor’s house. It happened in the night.

It was a big palmtree. Afterward the resident governor’s house was not worth rebuilding. The
resident governor hinself was out on a rumand-line spree, or there would have been a vacancy on his
country’s political pay roll.

How a two-ton palmtree cane to be sailing around in the night sky over Fan Coral I|sland was a
question. It was not scorched, so it was not some norsel ejected by Ethel’s Mana.

A newspaper reporter who had foolishly quit his job to wite a book was on Fan Coral Island at

the time. Otherwise the world m ght never have heard about the palm The erstwhile journalist sought
needed spare change by cabling, or radioing, volcano yarns to every news agency which would take the
stuff collect.

The | one newshawk had unwi ttingly discovered a gold mne.

The uphill landslides were next. Wien the Fan Coral journalist radioed the story about the

aval anches that slid uphill, three of his newspapers radi oed right back that they wanted no nore of
his stuff. They thought he was a goof who was drawi ng on a not-too-sage i nagination.

But it was just what the misjudged journalist said it was. Patches of rock and earth cane | oose

and slid uphill. They were not very big patches. The strips were probably fifty feet w de.

The next night it rained coconuts. And there was no cycl one whi ch coul d have picked them up and
dropped themon Fan Coral City.

Newspaper nen from various parts of the Pacific began to drift toward Fan Coral |sland by airplane
and boat .

A fine yacht named the Fifth Wnd turned up in Fan Coral harbor. It belonged to a man named

Cadwi | | er O den, the crew of the craft said. No one had ever heard of Cadwi ller O den. The cables
carried a color story which nentioned the yacht. No one dreaned how i nportant that was going to be.
Et hel s Mana was getting interesting.

FI VE days after Ethel’s Mana started erupting, Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks turned up
at Yal e and asked for the seisnograph records. He came near not getting them
"Hani' Brooks was a Harvard product, admttedly one of the nbst astute | awers Harvard had ever



turned out, and proud of his Alma Mater. He therefore had no use for Yale, and had said so publicly
on occasion.

Marl ey Brooks, called "Ham" would have been designated as a dude thirty years ago. As it was,

the newspapers called him Anerica's best-dressed man. He always carried an innocent-| ooki ng bl ack
cane.

"But Doc Savage wants the records of the seisnpbgraph of the Mount Ettilusamauna eruption,” Ham

expl ai ned.

Doc Savage! That nade it different, admitted the Yale officials, who conceivably had heard of

Cl ark Savage, Jr., better known as Doc Savage, the man whom t he newspapers called the "Mental

Marvel ," the "Scientific Genius," the "Miscular Mdas," the "Man of Mystery," and other things.

"Doc does not w sh newspaper publicity." Hamrem nded the Yale officials.

O course, of course. No newspaper publicity. But sonme one let the cat out, and the afternoon
papers carried it.

Newspaper reporters were lying for Hamat Gand Central Station. Those who did not know Ham by
sight had been told to ook for a very dapper gentleman who woul d be acconpani ed by a very

remar kabl e pet ape named Chemistry.

Ham gave themthe slip. He did not have his pet ape along, anyway. Ham had suspected sone one

woul d slip. Consequently he got off at the station before G and Central and waved down a taxi.

Doc Savage was in his remarkabl e headquarters library and | aboratory on the eighty-sixth floor of
the city's nost inpressive skyscraper when Ham entered. Doc had been working with chemicals and wore
a rubber snmock which hid everything but the fact that he was a gi ant bronze man w th amazi ng si news
in his hands and neck. He also had a pair of strange flake-gold eyes which had an al nost conpelling
power .

Ham was surprised at the speed with which Doc Savage went to work on the sei snbgraph records. The
bronze man used calipers and nagnifying gl asses on the curves. Then he consulted various instrunents
of his own and did some mathematical cal cul ati ons.

Ham was even nore startled when he heard Doc Savage nake a small, alnost inaudible trilling

sound, a weird, exotic note which the bronze giant nmade only in nonents of intense nental stress, or
in surprise.

"What' s up, Doc?" Ham demanded.

The bronze man said absently, "The majority of scientists have always believed it inpossible for
such a thing to exist. Yet the behavior of that volcano shows that it does exist."

"Eh?" Hamsaid. "I don't understand."

"Ham " the bronze giant stated, "the world does not know about it yet, but mankind is up agai nst
sonething pretty terrible."

"You nmean that vol cano?" asked the puzzl ed Ham

"Sonething in the heart of the earth, under that vol cano," Doc Savage expl ai ned. "The thing has
lain there, its presence unknown to scientists. The eruption of the vol cano apparently disturbed it,
and it woul d appear that the thing has worked up toward the crater of the volcano with the lava. In
a short tine it will be out of the volcano, unless ny opinion is wong."

Ham rubbed his jaw. "You talk like this was inportant."

The bronze man did not answer inmmediately. Wen he did, he spoke slowy and grimy.

"It is nore than inportant," he said. "It may well be the nost terrible calanmity ever |oosened on
the human race."

Ham swal | owed. "But wwhat is it, Doc?"

The bronze man consi dered.

"W will call it Repel," he said. "My opinion is that that is what the rest of the world wll

call it when it beconmes known."

"But that does not explain what it is,

Ham r em nded.

"l amgoing to wait until | have nmade a cl oser exam nation on Fan Coral |sland before venturing
any exact description of Repel," the bronze man said. "W will leave imediately. Get the men
together, Ham And have themtake plenty of fighting equipnment."

"Fi ghti ng—

" Super machi ne pistols and mercy bullets, gas and gas nasks," Doc directed. "And the rest of the
stuff we usually take."

Two hours | ater Doc Savage's huge tri-notored anphibian plane was in the air, headed for San
Franci sco. The ship was streanlined, and could easily hop the Pacific on one fuel |oad. Doc napped
the course—San Francisco to Hawaii to Tahiti to Fan Coral |Island.

Wth Doc Savage in the plane was Ham and his other four assistants. These were Col onel John
"Renny" Renw ck, an engineer; Mjor Thomas J. "Long Toni' Roberts, electrical w zard; WIIiam Harper
"Johnny" Littlejohn, archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st; and Li eutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett " Mnk"
Mayfair, a chem st, who had his pet pig, Habeas Corpus, with him

Al five assistants were curious about the reason for their hurried flight to Fan Coral |sland,
and particularly curious about the reason for taking so nmany weapons.

Ham asked, "Are you figuring we'll have sone trouble, Doc?"

"We have got to keep the thing coming out of that volcano fromfalling into the wong hands," Doc



Savage said quietly

"Is it that bad?"

"It would be al nbst inpossible to estimate the terrible possibilities of Repel," the bronze man
st at ed.

He ran the plane’s notors with the throttles wi de open

THE next devel opnent that followed the strange eruption of Ethel’s Mama occurred in Shanghai

Chi na. Shanghai boasts of a newspaper printed in English

A man sat in a Shanghai bar and read this newspaper. He was a lean and fit-looking fellow. And he
was very interested in the accounts of Ethel’s Mama. He al so watched the bar

Soon another lean and fit-looking man drifted into the bar and ordered a drink. The two nen were
very nuch alike in build and face. But the new arrival had hair which was white on top, but black at
the tenples. He al so had a square of adhesive tape stuck over the back of his right hand and anot her
on the pal m

The first man joined the second. They had recently nmet, their casual remarks reveal ed. After a
while the first man suggested trying a second bar which he knew about. The other agreed, and they
left

The man who had been reading the paper steered the course into a deserted street. He stopped
"Listen," he said, "you are Snowbal| Eagan, a newspaper witer, aren’t you?"

"That’s right," agreed the man with the white scalp | ock and the taped right hand. "But what—

"And you' re headed for Fan Coral Island, to cover the eruption of Ethel's Mama, aren't you?"

asked the second

"That’'s right."

"We're about the same build."

"So what ?"

"If | was to dye ny hair white on top and put a piece of tape on ny right hand |'d | ook |ike
you. "

"Listen here," snapped newspaperman "Snowbal | " Eagan, "what are you driving at? Wo are you

anyway? You haven't told nme your nane, and | saw you duck when you saw a cop com ng."

"I’ mone of the nobst dangerous international crimnals alive," the other man said calmy. "The
Shanghai police are watching every road, steanship, railroad and airplane | eaving Shanghai. | cannot
get out of the city. My pal, Bert, got out. He was lucky. He is now on Fan Coral Island, and |I’'ve
got to get there. The only way of getting there that | can see is to take your place. You
newspaper nen have a plane chartered which is |eaving to-night for Fan Coral Island. The other

newspaper men don’t know you very well, and | could easily get by as you."
Snowbal | Eagan, the newshawk, exploded, "But what is there on Fan Coral Island for a crook |ike
you?"

"If that vol cano has coughed up what | think it has, it will nake a guy like me just about able
to run things in this world," the international crimnal said grimy

"You' re crazy to tell ne this," snapped Snowbal | Eagan, "because |I'm not going to change pl aces
with you! You can’t bribe ne!"

"l wasn't going to bribe you," the other said

Wth which he whipped up a knife and cut the unfortunate journalist’'s throat as neatly as could
be

The newspaper plane |eft Shanghai that night and carried the fake Snowbal | Eagan

Counting Doc Savage's group, that made two parties interested in what Ethel’s Manma was coughi ng
up. And both were headed for the spot by plane

The fal se Snowbal | Eagan, having the shorter distance to go, arrived first

The world did not know when Doc Savage arrived. He brought his big plane in at night, planted it
inalittle cove on the opposite side of the island, and he and his five men did not nmake their
presence known. They did not want to attract a lot of attention because Doc Savage disliked
newspaper notoriety.

ON the day following the arrival of Doc Savage's plane on Fan Coral Island, a very tall and
wonder ful Iy bony man wal ked down the street in Fan Coral City and had a narrow escape

A chunk of lava the size of a football cane sizzling dowmn fromthe sky. It exploded with a | oud
report on the sidewal k beside the bony gentleman. The latter junped into the nearest door with the
alacrity of a rabbit which had been shot at

"I"1l be superamal gamated!" the bony nman gasped. "A conmminatory indubitably exanplifying
perrorative incidentation."

A newspaper witer in a near-by store overheard this and grabbed excitedly at an armof a
conpanion witer. "Did you hear that?"

"Yes," said the other witer. "And | could hear it again and still now know what he said."

This other witer was |ean and fit-Iooking enough to fill the public conception of a tiger

hunter. There were two other renmarkable things about him H's hair was black at the tenples and
white on top, exactly reversing the usual order. A two-inch square of white adhesive tape was stuck



on the back of his right hand and another square on the palm He had introduced hinself as Snhowbal
Eagan from Shanghai, and sone of the other newshawks had heard of him

The first witer said, "Nobody ever understands that tall drink of water unless they ve got a
late dictionary and plenty of time to | ook up the words."

"You know hi n?" asked Snowbal | Eagan

"No. But there can't be any m stake. He uses the words and | ooks the part. He's WIIiam Harper
Littlejohn."

Snowbal | Eagan patted the piece of adhesive tape on the back of his right hand gently. "So what?"
"CGood night! Don’t you know? Littlejohn, or Johnny, as they call him is one of Doc Savage' s five
assistants."

Snowbal | Eagan suddenly | ooked very interested

"Savage!" he exclainmed. "You nean the Anerican they call the man of bronze?"

"The gentleman of nystery hinmself. This chap Johnny is one of five aids who work with Doc Savage
Johnny is a top archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, and Savage’'s other aids are all experts in sone line
But the bronze lad hinself is better than any one of themat his own profession."

"That’s hokuml" sniffed Snowbal | Eagan

"Don't kid yourself."

"It's just the old bushwa for publicity."

"If you ever tried to interview the bronze nman you’'d know about how he goes for publicity. Just
like a fish goes for the Sahara Desert."

"Alot of gargle," said Snowball Eagan. "Watch nme interview this assistant of Doc Savage's for a
starter.”

The two scribes wal ked up to the bony word user and Snowbal | Eagan said, "G eetings, Professor
Littl ejohn. We are newspapernmen. WIIl you tell us what you are doing here? |Is Doc Savage with you?
And if so, why?"

The bony gentleman frowned. H's right hand funbl ed absently at a ribbon which ran fromhis | ape
to his upper coat pocket and al nost drew into view a nonocle, then stuffed it back hastily.

He said out of one side of his nouth, "Wwo yez nmugs t’'ink yer kiddin"? Ganan! Drag yer freight
‘fore | pop yez one in de feed hole!"

Wth that the bony fellow shuffled off, keeping a wary eye on the black sky and its occasi ona
lava rock hail stone

Snowbal | Eagan scoffed at his conpanion. "An em nent archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, was he?"

The other journalist grinned sheepishly.

"Wl | —hel |, everybody can nmake a m stake. Buy you a drink on this."

They had a round of Fan Coral toddy, so-called. It was a |ocal beverage. The newshawks had taken
to claimng that a native had fallen down and broken a bottle of the Toddy on the side of Ethel’s
Mama, hence the eruption

SNOWBALL EAGAN broke away after a time. He wal ked around until he was sure he was al one. Then he
turned up at a bungalow by itself on a closely clipped am. He did not enter. He stood under a
wi ndow and whistled twi ce, one |ong and one short

A muffled, worried voice said frominside, "For the love of nmud! Has your disguise flopped so
qui ck?"

"Pi pe down, Bert," Snowball Eagan said in a |low tone. "Nobody is going to find me out. | used to
be a newspaperman, and that makes it a cinch to put this across."

"But what if they find the real Snowball Eagan’s body?"

"They won't identify it if they do. The hair and the right hand are gone. | burned them M hair
is dyed |ike Eagan’s. And these patches on ny hand are |ike those Eagan al ways wore over the bullet
hole in his hand that never healed."

"I didn't like the idea of killing Eagan. These coppers here are tough babies to fool around
with. You d better watch your step!"
"What the hell! Eagan was just a newspaper bum headed over here. | had to skip Shanghai. The cops

had nme covered everywhere. And taking this Eagan’s place was ny only sure-fire chance of getting
here. It’'s a good thing you got out of Shanghai before they got wise to us."

"W’ ve been over that before," the voice inside said. "Have you deci ded how we' re gonna work

t his?"

"That's what | came here about," said the fake Snowbal | Eagan. "As you know, |’ve been a bit
doubtful. | haven't been plunb sure that vol cano has coughed up what | think it has. But now
know. "

"How cone?"

"Because the big time has gotten interested init."

"Big ti me? Watcha nean?"

"Doc Savage. | just saw one of his hel pers.”

No sound cane fromwi thin the bungal ow for such a long interval that Snowball Eagan |eaned cl oser
and said, "Well?"

"l wonder if you' ve gone crazy?" asked the one inside



"I's a crack |like that necessary?"

"Sonething is necessary to bring you back to your right mnd. Don't you know this Doc Savage's
reputation?”

The rascal calling hinself Snowball snorted. "Scotland Yard has a rep, too. Wat did it get

t henP"

"The Yard is different. They're just police. Doc Savage is—+s—sn't quite human. He has sone
incredible scientific disguises, fromwhat |'ve heard. And he’s put in his life chasing crooks
around. Fromwhat | hear, not many of them got away."

Snowbal | started breathing through his nose. He was angry.

"Don’t give me an argunent!" he gritted

There was another long silence frominside. "All right."

There was fear in the voice inside

Snowbal | said, "W're goin’ to work on this Doc Savage right away. If he's down there after the
sane thing we’'re after, we’'ll have to do things about it."

"And what do you think you'll do?"

"l guess Doc Savage and his gang will have to wake up dead," Snowbal| Eagan grow ed

Chapter 2. THE MAN OF M GHT

SIXlittle brown tents were pitched in a row under a huge rock on one side of Munt

Ettilusamauma. The rock overhung and sheltered the tents. The sea was half a nmile west and two
thousand feet in the direction the old-tinme preachers clai mred Hades woul d be found. The top of
Ettil usamauma was four mles east, seven thousand feet up, and it | ooked as if Hades were up there
instead of down bel ow.

Tongues of flane, sone apparently at least a mle long, went lunging up into the sky. Dust, snoke
and rocks canme whi zzing out. And the crater was boiling over in one place, where a great lava river
fl owed.

This lava made a red snake down the nountainside, passing within four hundred yards of the six
little brown tents, then ran into the sea. Were it entered the sea, it was naki ng al nrost as nuch
steam as Ethel’s Mama was meki ng snoke

Two smal| boats carrying notion picture cameramen were fooling around the steam A plane was
flying up and down over the lava river; another cameraman was | eaning over the cockpit edge with his
nmovi e machi ne

The tall nman who used the big words, the | ong bag of bones who had been nearly brained by the

lava rock in town, canme out of the scorched jungle and approached the tents. Finding no one there he
wal ked toward the | ava stream

Before long, he cane in sight of what at first m ght have been nistaken for an ape lying on its
back, holding a snoking cloth to its forehead. The bony nan approached

"Hell o, Monk," he said. "Were' s Doc?"

The individual on the ground sat up. He was nearly as broad as he was tall, his face was nostly
mout h, and he was covered with hair which resenbled rusty shingle nails. He held the snoking towel
in first one hand, then the other

"Hyah, Johnny!" he squeaked in a voice that m ght have belonged to a snmall child. "Wat’'s wong?"
Johnny pointed a bony finger at the snoking towel. "Wat's that?"

"Dry ice of a new kind that | invented, and which is all that’'s keepin’ nme alive in this place
Brother, is it hot over by that rock river! What’'s wong?"

Johnny said, "What makes you think sonmething is wong?"

"You're usin' little words, professor. Sonething has to happen to neke you do that."
"Two newspaper reporters recognized nme in town," Johnny explained. "I think | fooled them But
later, while | was finishing up nmy shopping, | saw a man trailing me. He was one of these natives.

think | gave himthe slip. But Doc won't like this. He wanted our visit here kept secret."

"That |ast has been eatin’ on ne," Mnk announced. "Wy the secrecy? Wiy the hurry to get here?
What's up, anyhow?"

"Why not ask Doc?"

Monk grinned. When he did this, nost of his honely face becanme grim

"It wouldn’t do any good," he said. "Doc has a habit of keepin' things, or suspicions, to hinself
until he is dead sure before he tells anybody."

Johnny said, "I'mgoing to ask himnysel f."

He wal ked in the direction of the lava river

"Don't get frostbhitten!" Mnk squeaked

MONK unrolled his towel to inspect his dry ice. The di m nished size of the cube—snoking because

it was so cold instead of so hot—eaused himto groan lustily. Mnk's ordinary speaki ng voi ce was
small, but his groan was sonething like a piece being torn out of the side of a circus tent. He |ay
back and repl aced his cooling invention on his forehead

When the earth shook and red Iight washed over the ground, he raised up on his elbow to gl ower at
the top of Ethel’s Mama. Monk was just in time to see sonething happen



The plane with the caneraman was flying over the upper end of the lava river, near the crater’s
lip. The plane lifted straight upward many scores of feet. It turned end over end as it went. There
was no visible reason for this occurrence.

The aircraft fluttered about regaining equilibrium Then it sailed around, and |like a hen which

had been bitten unexpectedly by a harm ess-l1ooking worm it buzzed back cautiously to investigate.
Al nost the sane thing as before happened to the plane. Sonmething invisible seened to knock it
through the air. It traveled straight backward this tine.

Monk scranbl ed erect, still holding his dry ice poultice to his head.

"Maybe Doc and the others didn't see that!" he grunted. "l better tell ‘em Come on, Habeas!"

Monk | ooked around, waiting.

"Habeas!" he rapped.

A remarkabl e-1 ooking pig reluctantly left the shade of a rock. The shote had long thin | egs and
ears which a bat would have considered suitable for flying. He was Habeas Corpus, Mnk's pet. If the
surroundi ngs had not been so hot, Mnk woul d probably have been traini ng Habeas. He spent nost of
his spare tinme educating the pet hog.

Monk started off. Habeas foll owed hima dozen paces and stopped.

"Habeas!" Mdnk squeaked. "C non, or |I'Il tie knots in your |legs!"
Habeas paid no attention. He seened interested in a clunp of scrub pal ns.
Monk said, "Cone on, Habeas, or I'll give you to Ham "

The rusty-1oo0king bristles on Habeas's back began to stand on end.

Monk frowned at the scrub pal mcluster. "Wiat the heck!" He started over to investigate.

A barefooted, brown man with a big revol ver cane out of the palmcluster.

"You fella savvy stand still!" he said fiercely.

Monk savvied. He put out his jaw. "Say, what's the big i dea?"

The brown man wore denim pants, no shirt, and an ugly | ook. He got down to business i mediately.
"You fella tal k chop-chop,"” he said. "Wy all sane fella Doc Savage cone ‘| ongside Fan Coral ?"
Monk squeaked, "You wanta know why Doc came here?"

"Savvy," said the other. "You bet. Me fella want know. "

The man’s revolver had a big barrel and a big cylinder, and the sun was just right for Mink to
get a look at the round, shiny noses of the cartridges. They were inpressive.

"Who sent you to ask that question?" Mnk grow ed.

The brown man started to answer when he saw a shadow | oomi ng on the ground beside him It was a
bi g shadow, and it had not been there an instant before.

The shadow was all the brown nan ever saw of the fate that overtook him Fate in the shape of a
gi ant of bronze.

THE bi g bronze fellow had cone silently out of the jungle, and he got the gun and dropped the
native with one blow, all as if it had been rehearsed a thousand times. H s remnarkabl e bronze
features had not changed expression, had in no way showed that the ghostly silence with which he
moved was at all unusual, or that dropping an armed native was anything out of the ordinary.
Strangely, there was enough of the unusual about the big bronze man to make it seemthat the
incredi ble was rather to be expected fromhim

There was nore about the bronze man than bigness. The tendons on the backs of his hands resenbl ed
round files, and the rest of his sinews |ooked as if they were made up of cables of the wires they
brace airplane wings wth.

He wore not hing above the belt, and his muscul ar devel opnment was fabul ous, yet so symmetri cal

that, had he been fully clothed, and seen at a little distance, he woul d have appeared no nore

Her cul ean than an ordinary nan.

Probably the nost striking thing about the bronze giant was his eyes. They were |ike pools of
flake gold, always stirred by some tiny force. They contained a weird quality, sonething conpelling,
hypnoti c.

"Doc!" Monk exploded a relieved grunt. "How d you happen al ong just then?"

"Coming to warn you," the bronze man said.

" Huh?"

"Better run for it. You saw what happened to that plane a nonent ago?"

The bronze man’s voice was |ike the rest of him+emarkable. It was a trained voice, unexcited and
subdued, but somehow giving the inpression that it could carry for mles if necessary.

"I was comin’ to tell you about the plane when this bird junped nme," Mnk expl ai ned. "Say, what—
"Run," Doc Savage interposed quietly. "If the thing comes this way, the | edge under which the
tents are pitched will probably be the safest place."

"Thing!"

Monk squeaked. "What thing?"

But the bronze man had al ready whi pped back into the jungle. He reappeared i medi ately, carrying
a large netal case which seened to contain a great deal of delicate apparatus. He had evidently put
this down while he crept upon Mnk's captor.

The bronze man raised his voice. It was a crash of volume, as if stepped up by a power anplifier.



"Long Tom Johnny!" he called. "Renny, Ham"

"Coming!" canme a faint shout fromthe direction of the |ava stream

Monk scooped up the unconscious native. "Instead of this |ad askin’ ne questions, he's gonna

answer sone!"

The bronze man and Monk ran through the jungle, then worked anong a | egi on of boul ders evidently
deposited there by Ethel’s Mana in sone past eruption. There was a stretch of brush beyond, then the
canp of the six little cinnanon-colored tents under the overhangi ng | edge.

Doc Savage put down the instrunent box and Monk dropped his captive.

FOUR nen appeared on one side of the canpsite, running toward the tent and the | edge. One of them
was the gaunt archaeol ogi st and user of big words, Johnny. Dangling fromone of his eyes was a
nmonocle, in reality a powerful magnifying glass that had served many uses.

The second man was the dapper |awyer, Ham the best-dressed nman in Anerica and one of the world' s
cleverest lawers. In one hand he gripped a sword cane whose point was coated with a drug produci ng
unconsci ousness.

The third nenber of the group was a form dable tower of a fellow who would weigh in excess of two
hundred and fifty pounds—but if he had been built in proportion to his hands, he would have wei ghed
in the nei ghborhood of a ton. It was doubtful if he could have put either fist in a gallon pail. He
had a long, naturally gloony face which woul d have been excellent stock in trade for an undertaker.
The big-fisted man was Col onel John Renwi ck—Renny"—noted for three things: his ability as an

engi neer, his boasted ability to knock the panel out of alnmbst any wooden door with either fist, and
his nmenmbership in Doc Savage’'s little group of five aids.

Maj or Thomas J. Roberts, the electrical w zard, was the fourth man. He had the conpl exi on of a
mushroom and the physique, as far as outward appearance went, of a fellow who had spent his life in
a wheel chair. He had collected the nanme of Long Tom after a ludicrous adventure with a type of

anci ent cannon desi gnated by that nane.

The four were carrying nore conplicated-appearing instrunents.

"W will set the apparatus up inside the shelter of the | edge and continue to watch it," Doc

Savage said.

The bronze man bent over the instruments, adjusting dials, knobs, watching indicator needles, and
twice plugging in a tel ephone headset to get frequency hums. Long Tom Johnny, Ham and Renny | ooked
on curiously.

Monk | ooked around, saw his pet pig, Habeas, nowhere about, and hastily anbl ed outside. Mnk’'s

api sh physi que gave hima strange, short-legged gait which made himseemin no hurry even when
running at full speed.

Doc Savage continued to watch the dials. The gold flakes of his eyes seened to be noving a little
faster, but there was nothing el se about his expression to show he was excited.

"It is undoubtedly follow ng the lava stream down and getting close," he said.

It was very quiet under the |edge. Ethel’s Mana nade a runbling now and then. One of the
instruments hunmmred faintly.

"It is very close," the bronze man said.

CQut si de, Monk’s voice bl ared.

"Bl azes!" the honely chem st squaw ed. "Wat the heck’s got hold of nme?"

Chapter 3. THE UNSEEN

THE tree was snall, gnarled and tough, as tropical trees often are.

Monk clung to the tree trunk with both arnms and his chin. The expression on his honely face
showed that he was using all his strength. H's |l egs were stretched out parallel wth the ground.
Soret hi ng mi ght have had hold of his ankles, pulling with great force. Some nedium certainly, was
doing just that. But there was nothing visible!

"Hel p!'" Monk squeal ed. "Shoot the dang thing or sonethin'!"

"Holy cow " expl oded big-fisted Renny.

Johnny said, "I'll be superanal gamat ed!"

Long Tom and Ham | ooked on in astoni shnent.

Monk how ed, "Help, blast it!"

Monk suddenly lost his grip. He was carried through the air at least twenty feet before he hit

the ground. End over end he tunbled. A thorny shrub scratched him and he squaw ed angrily.

"Shoot the dang thing!" he bell owed. "Make it |eggo nme!"

Bi g-fisted Renny dug into a conceal ed hol ster under an arm and brought out a weapon whi ch had
sonewhat the appearance of an oversize automatic. Renny aimed. The gun made a noise like several big
riveting machi nes going sinmultaneously. Renny arched his streamof bullets so they passed all around
Monk.

Monk suddenly managed to stop rolling.

"Keep shootin'!" the honely chem st bell owed. "You scared the blame thing away!"

Renny started his nachine pistol again, but stopped quickly. H's sad eyes alnost fell fromhis

gl oony face.



"Holy cow " he booned hollowy. "Look!"

A tall, spindling tree between Monk and the | edge was bending over slowy, as if depressed by an
invisible weight. It was |eaning west. And blistered grass bl ades were bending as well. G eat masses
of gravel and earth began to slide!

"It's coming this way!" Ham yell ed.

Doc Savage said, "Get the instrunents into the back of the recess under the | edge. Jamthem

agai nst the solid rock, then do the same with yourselves. Cing to the cracks in the rock."

The bronze man sounded totally unexcited.

The others sprang to follow the suggesti on—and never nade it. Something unseen, terrific, hit
them They were entirely helpless. Carried off their feet, they were driven deep into the | edge
recess.

Renny’ s head struck rock and he fell back stunned. Tall, |ean Johnny and pal e Long Tom got
entangl ed, and hit with enough force to take air out of themboth. Hamhit the wall of rock feet
first, and did an eerie thing—he staggered around on the vertical wall, trying to keep his bal ance,

just as he might have done on | evel ground.

The next instant, all were blinded by a roaring inrush of sand, dust and sticks. There was a
great grinding and runbling. The earth trenbled. Came a tremendous crash, and it grew abruptly
gl oony under the | edge.

Then silence fell.

"STAY where you are for a nonent," Doc Savage advised quietly. "It may cone back."

The bronze man was agai nst one wall, half buried in the sand, dust and débris which had been

swept into the | edge niche. Cradled and protected in the muscul ar cordon of his arns was one of the
cases of sensitive apparatus. It seened to be intact.

The other cases had been smashed.

The opening under the | edge was not nearly as wide as it had been. A huge boul der had come from
sonewhere and roll ed agai nst the aperture. Smaller boul ders were stacked against it. The tents were
down.

Suspended dust started the men coughi ng, sneezing.

" Hol y—ker choo—

cow " Renny expl oded. "Were's that native?"

Doc Savage was already on his feet and | ooking around, flake-gold eyes probing everywhere.

There becane audible within the little cavern under the | edge, penetrating to all its recesses, a
smal |, strange sound. The note was predominately a trilling, but it had an eerie nature, a quality
which was ethereal. It might have been the progress of a tiny wind around sone cranny in the big

boul der bl ocki ng the entrance.

Doc Savage's four aids stared at the bronze giant. They knew that sound, had heard it nmany tines.
It was a characteristic of Doc Savage, a snall and unconscious thing which the bronze nan did when
surprised, or when confronted with a new di scovery or realization.

O the brown-skinned native who had tried to seize Mnk there was no sign.

Monk yel |l ed outside, "You guys all right?"

Doc Savage noved to the boul der. There was enough roomto squeeze out. The others followed him
Monk, rubbing his eyes, spitting out dust, joined themin staring in the direction of the |ava
stream

"I"I'l be superanal ganat ed! " Johnny gul ped.

The patch of big boulders was directly before them The masses of rock had been fairly evenly
distributed. But there was nothing even about the way they now | ay.

A path nore than a score of feet in width had been swept al nost clean of | oose stone. The rocks
had been pushed, as if by a gigantic broom to the sides, and in the direction of the |edge.

"Bl azes!" Mnk breathed. "Think how big that thing nmust be! Sone of those rocks weigh tons!"

The others were silent. What had just happened was so fantastic, so inpossible, that they could
not think of much to say about it.

"What gets nme," Long Tomsaid hollowy, "is that you couldn’'t see anything! | can't understand
that!"
"Well, it was sonething that was alive," Mnk declared. "You saw how it turned nme | oose when

Renny opened up with his nmachine pistol. Say, where's that native?"

"Gone, " said Ham

"What ?"

"He's di sappeared. "

Monk opened and shut his big nmouth several tines.

"Maybe that whatchacallit came after the native," the honely chem st nunbl ed.
Bi g-fi sted Renny peered about suddenly.

"Where's Doc?" he booned wldly.

THE five nen stared about them then at each other. The bronze man was not in sight. Sonething
pal e and cold seened to flowinto the faces of each man.



"Doc!" Renny gul ped. "Do you suppose—

The rest of it stuck in his throat, and his fists made big bl ocks that m ght have been marble

pai nted over with a brown stain.

"Doc!" Monk squaw ed.

"In here," the bronze man said quietly frombeneath the | edge.

The five men charged for the opening, got inside, saw the bronze man over the instrument which he
had saved, and | ooked at each other sheepishly.

"As jittery as a bunch of kids in a spooky graveyard!" Renny thunped disgustedly. "Wat does that
contraption show, Doc?"

The bronze nman took a nonment before answering.

"It isalittle surprising," he said. "This is a device to register and neasure automatically the
presence and strength of certain invisible wave |l engths of |ight such as the so-called infra and
cosmc rays, particularly those which have the property of penetrating solids. The device went
conpl etely haywire."

"You nean it didn't register?"

"It registered, but the recording |lines make absolutely no sense."

Renny booned, "Say, Doc, you got an inkling of sonething queer here just by reading the
newspapers and | ooki ng at that Yale seisnograph record. You cane here in a hurry. Just what did you
expect to find?"

Instead of answering that, the bronze man said, "It mght be best if we did sonething besides

tal k. Renny, suppose you | ook around for some trace of that native who tried to make Monk tell why
we were here. Johnny might help you."

Renny sighed, realizing he was not going to get any information now. "Righto." The engi neer and
Johnny wal ked of f.

"Long Tom " Doc suggested, "you mght |00k through the stuff under the tents and see if you can
find our capacity field device to detect the presence of prowers. Maybe it is intact."

The pal e-1 o00king electrical w zard delved into one of the collapsed tents and cane up with a

bl ack box which had a long coil of flexible insulated copper braid attached, as well as a headset.
The box had a profusion of knobs. Long Tomtested.

"It still works," he said.

"Bring it," Doc requested. "Mnk and Ham m ght as well go with us, also."

VWHEN t he bronze nman got into notion, it was evident his destination was the streamof flow ng
lava. He followed the path which had been so fantastically swept clear of boulders. Doc and his aids
saw plenty to interest them

The trail led straight to the |ava stream

"Blast nme!" Mnk nuttered. "What kind of a gollawhoppus can live in nelted rock?"

"CGol | awhoppus is right!" Ham agreed.

Doc Savage turned toward the sea. The aids began to notice queer things. In several spots, nolten
| ava was spl ashed high on the banks of the little valley in which the lava flowed. Fires which this
liquid hot rock had started had not burned far.

"l hate to think | mght be going nuts," Mnk conplained. "But it looks as if that thing did a

I ot of junping around or sonething and spl ashed this rock out on the banks."

Ham st opped suddenly, opened his nouth and began to giggle. Finally he | aughed |oudly and
violently.

"Sonethin’s goofed you!" Mnk snorted.

Ham sobered with a snort.

"Not hing of the sort. This—this spirit out of the hot place, or whatever it is—+tried to grab you
and carry you off, didn't it? It just struck me that O d N ck nmust be getting so anxious for your
conpany he couldn’t wait for you to turn up your toes in the ordinary manner."

Monk gl ared indignantly, but the best he could think of was, "The place is probably so full of

| awyers by now that there’s no room"

Doc Savage stopped.

"Long Tom " suggested the bronze man, "here is as good a place as any to set up your capacity
detector alarm Stay with it, and if any one is following us, the apparatus should register that
fact."

Pal e Long Tom nodded, noved back fromthe | ava where the heat was not so intense and set up his
devi ce.

He hardly had the headset on when he shouted sharply.

"There's sonething noving around here!"

Doc Savage got under cover so suddenly that he seened to vani sh where he had been standi ng. Mnk
and Ham were only a shade sl ower.

They listened. It was hard for their ears to tell much. The flowi ng | ava nade grisly sounds.
Moreover, fires set by the splashing |lava were crackling. Ethel’s Mama nade an occasional runble.
"Sure you ain't hearin’ the lava in that contraption?" Mnk asked.

"No," Long Tom said. "Watever it is, is comng closer."



Monk produced one of the rapid-firing pistols froman under-arm hol ster. The weapons had been
perfected by Doc Savage, and since they fired anything fromgas to denolition cartridges, could do
surprising things

"If it’s our invisible friend, I'lIl be ready for ‘“imthis tine!" Mnk said grimy

A peculiar-1ooking creature came out of the jungle and anbled toward the group. It resenbled a
menber of the ape famly, although inportant anthropol ogi sts had di sagreed on this. Very striking
was the what-is-it’'s |ikeness to the honely chenist, Mnk. Had Monk been relieved of two hundred
pounds or so, he and the ape would not have to be seen in a very thick fog for there to be a case of
m staken identity.

"Chem stry!" Ham expl oded, relieved at seeing his pet

"l got a notion to shoot anyway!" Monk grunbl ed

A nmorment |ater, Monk's pet pig, Habeas Corpus, appeared, trailing Chem stry. The two | ooked as if
they had just had a fight. They probably had. They got al ong about as well as their owners

Long Tom said, "That’'s what mny apparatus |ocated."

Doc Savage appeared from his hiding place and wal ked toward the sea, follow ng the |ava. Mnk

Ham and their pets went with him

Long Tom renri ned behind with the capacity detector alarm and suspended the braided, insulated
aérial of his device between two small trees. It really was an aérial in substance. The whole
contrivance functioned somewhat on the principle of the old-tine regenerative radio receivers which
how ed when you brought your hand near them Doc Savage had expended a good deal of his remarkable
scientific skill on the device, however, and it was uncannily sensitive

Long Tom donned the headset and adjusted the dials nore carefully. It was very hot, even though

he had a tree between hinself and the flowing lava. He tried fanning hinself with the tropical

hel net he was wearing. But the capacity detector gave off little whines each tinme his hand noved
Long Tom st opped fanni ng

The detector, not quite as finely refined, was already in use around New York as a burglar alarm
Rich nmen had a wire strung around the wall enclosing their estates, and when any one canme near the
wal | a bell rang

AFTER about ten mnutes, Long Tom showed suddenly increased interest in his apparatus. Sonme one
was comi ng. The feeble-1ooking electrical wizard got to his feet and | oosened his machi ne pi stol
The weapon was charged with "nercy" bullets which produced unconsci ousness. They were

chemcal -filled capsul es which did not do nuch actual damage

When the new arrival popped into view, Long Tom nearly dropped his weapon. It was a girl.

A scared girl! Her eyes were big, and she breathed rapidly.

"Cone quickly!" she gasped. "It may get away! That is, if it’'s not dead!"

The big eyes were blue, a nice shade. There was nore about her that was nice, too. Her nose, the
shape of her mouth. Long Tom had a weakness for slender girls, and this one was certainly slender
She wore stout |eather boots, shorts, a khaki blouse and a khaki pith helnet. There was a | eather
case for a miniature canera and a pair of binoculars slung over her right shoul der and a canteen
over her left.

"Don't stand there staring!" she snapped. "I want a w tness! Sonebody to prove | sawit. | took
pictures of it, but they can be faked."

"Er—+ don’t—understand,"” Long Tom said uncertainly.

She grabbed his arm "It’s lying in a side canyon up above. | saw you nen through the trees and
ran down here as soon as | found it and took pictures."

"Who are you?" Long Tom wanted to know.

"Special witer. Don't ask questions. It may nove."

Long Tom swal | owed twi ce. "Wat is it?"

The young woran | ooked inpatient enough to shake him

"It is about fifty feet long, ten feet wi de, and about the same high," she said rapidly. "It's
got the nost fantastic kind of arms, and a horrible body. It was sort of like a mass of clear glass
when | first sawit, but it is getting darker, changing color."

"Good night!" Long Tom excl ai med. "The thing that grabbed Mnk!"

"What's that?" asked the girl.

"Not hi ng!" Long Tom snapped. "Let’'s have a look at this critter!"

The electrical w zard | ooked in the direction which Doc Savage, Mnk and Ham had taken. The trio
were not in sight. Ethel’s Mama was nmeking quite a runble at the nonent, and he doubted if they
coul d hear him shout. He decided he could call themlater

He ran up the lava stream bank with the excited young | ady.

"There's a big palmtree on the bank of the side canyon where the thing is lying," the girl said

THE big palmhad lost its fronds in the heat. It was a coconut palm The coconuts still hung in a
knot at the top, charred and bl ack, although not a frond remained. At the foot of the tree lay one
of those big pal mcrabs, the kind which have relieved many an unwary native of a hand when he
reached for a coconut. It was baked pink and had cracked w de when it hit the ground



Long Tom | ooked at the crab and said, "That's just the way | feel, Mss—M ss—= She didn't take
the hint, so the electrician came out with it. "Wat's your name?"

"Al berta. Come on."

They ran past the singed coconut, working around several |arge boulders, and the girl |eveled an
arm The leveling gesture stretched her wist out of her sleeve and revealed a wist watch and a
band—the band nounted with sone di anonds that were nearly as big as the small wist watch dial.
Long Tom coughed sone of the sul phurous vol canic air out, hooked sweat out of his eyes with
crooked forefingers, and stared.

"Say, what kind of a gag is this?" he grow ed.

There was not nuch of a side canyon. And there was certainly nothing in it. Nothing unusual, at

| east.

The girl gripped Long Tomis arm There was nore strength in her fingers than Long Tom had t hought
any worman woul d ever have. It made his whol e arm nunb.

"Look!" she shrilled.

Long Tom | ooked.

He saw a wave of purplish black come out of the back of his brain and break over his eyeballs,
and with it there was a phenonenon as if sonebody had popped one of those Australian bul |l whips over
his ears. The ground sonehow got up against the side of his face.

"Don't!" he heard the girl cry.

Then the world and everything el se went off somewhere.

Chapter 4. THE SCARED G RL

MONK and Ham were never together very long at any tinme wthout practically comng to blows. That
exciting things m ght be happening around themmade little difference with their quarrel. They had
been known to lie in a frontline trench during a bonbardnent and pass the tine by threatening to
skin each other alive.

"You awful accident of nature!"™ Hamwas telling the honely chemist. "You something to scare

babies with! You' ve taken a file and sharpened that hog’s tusks!"

"So what of it, you shyster?" Mpnk sneered. "Your Chem stry keeps devilin' ‘im Habeas has gotta
have a defensive armanent."

Ham gl anced conpassionately at Chemistry, who seenmed to have cone off on the scarred end of his

I ast brush with Habeas.

"I"'mgoing to take a rock and do sonme dental work on that hog!" he decl ared.

"You do and I'Il use the sanme rock for a major skull operation on you!" Mnk prom sed.

Doc Savage had been paying no attention to the argunent. The three had approached to within a few
hundreds yards of the cliff which dropped sheer to the sea. It was over this cliff that the hot |ava
poured and set up clouds of steam which actually extended for nmiles into the tropical sky.

The bronze man poi nted. Monk and Ham | ooked, but coul d discern nothing that had not been

happeni ng for several days.

"Watch. It may come up again." Doc got on top of a small rocky knob.

Great sheets of the hot | ava unexpectedly splashed out of the creek of nolten rock. This happened
about a hundred feet back fromthe cliff edge. There was absolutely no reason for it occurring, as
far as could be seen.

"Conme on, Habeas," Monk said in a small voice. "I think me and you will hunt us a hole

somewhere. "

"Afrai d?" Ham snort ed.

"Not of anything | can look at," Mnk said, glancing at Ham "But that thi nganungrabber got hold
of me. |I'd just as soon sonebody el se had the pleasure next time. If you ask me, it made that splash
just now when it junped out of the lava."

Ham scoffed, "A lot of help you are going to be in investigating!"

"Go right ahead, feller. I'll wite a book and tell your posterity, which you ain't got any,
t hank heavens, how fearl ess you were."
Ham pl anted his sword cane on the ground, glared and gave all signs of being willing to delay for

an argument. He started out by telling Monk how his ancestors had lived in trees, and probably
scrubby trees at that. He was getting around to detail when they both di scovered Doc Savage had gone
on toward the sea.

Wien they foll owed the bronze nan, Monk and Ham kept rather close together.

DOC SAVAGE was positioned in a depression on the cliff edge some di stance fromthe spot where the
lava streamenptied into the sea. The little pit where he crouched, nade by the weather, was about
the size of those the covered wagon inmm grants used to dig up to fight redskins.

Monk and Ham strained their eyes after they joined the bronze man. The nolten rock was nmaking a
tremendous boiling in the sea. The breeze was off the land, and carried nost of the steamout to
sea.

The boats carrying the notion picture caneramen—the craft were a yawl and a cabin crui ser—+ooked
surprisingly tiny at the base of the gigantic mass of steam The whole effect was that of a



| evi athan nature aroused and giving an exhi bition which brought home definitely the smallness and
instability of the world which man is liable to accept as so great and unchangi ng only because it
seens so to him

"Brothers, this is quite a show. " Mnk's small voice had grown nore tiny than usual.

Doc Savage said, "The thing has followed the | ava stream down and is about to enter the sea. It
may be interesting to watch what will happen."

Monk swal | owed tw ce.

"After the thing has been livin' in that |lava, the sea water may be kinda cold," was all he could
t hi nk of .

They waited. The bronze nman had produced a small, powerful tel escope froma trousers pocket and
was studying the lava flow

The tel escope was hardly necessary to see what happened. The |ava where it went over the cliff—t
was |like a fantastic taffy being poured out of a nonstrous kettle—began to squirmand fly apart. It
was as if sonething inside it were kicking and flinging about, sone behenpth thing which did not

quite showitself. It fell into the sea.
Instantly there was a vastly augnented uprush of steam A turmoil in the water. A threshing. The
steamrolled and grew, spreading until it hid whatever was happeni ng.

"There it goes!" Mnk squaw ed.

A fast-traveling swell had appeared on the sea al nost beneath them It was such a turmoil as is
made by a big fish swiming close to the surface of water.

The boil of water abruptly changed direction, veering out to sea. It left a trail of steam behind
it. It altered its course again, alnost doubling back.

"Hey!" Monk barked. "It's just like a fish that’s been hooked!"

A cloud of water arose in the air. There nust have been tons of it. They distinctly heard the
roar as it fell back, loud over the express train roar of the sea boiling around the |ava.

"It junped out!" Ham gul ped.

But it hadn’t. It was still traveling under the sea. Back and forth, in straight lines, in snaky
curves. The ridge of water which it lifted was not as high.

"It’s slowin down!" Monk exclai nmed.

It was. Wthin five mnutes—+ts wanderings did not take it nore than half a nmile fromwhere they
stood—the thing had al nost stopped. It did stop twice, only to nove again.

They wai t ed.

Monk wet his lips. "Just as if the thing was dyin'!"

Doc Savage had not spoken. The renarkabl e bronze nman rarely expended words in comment.

"There! It has stopped again." Ham poi nt ed.

A colum of water was rising fromthe surface of the sea about a quarter of a mle offshore. A
thin colum, it was not unlike the eruption of a geyser. At its topnost point, the water was flung
to a height of nearly a hundred feet.

The geyser remmined where it was—four mnutes, eight.

Monk shook his head. "I'Il be durned if | can savvy what kind of a critter that is."

Doc Savage had apparently been giving all attention to what was happening in the sea, but now he
said, "Some one is comng. Running."

Monk and Ham frowned, strained their ears ahead of cupped palns. The fact that they heard nothing
did not surprise them The bronze man had an al nost abnormal hearing devel oped by years of
scientific exercise.

A girl canme running down the lava streamtoward them

SHE was a slender girl in boots, the sane one who had been with Johnny a few m nutes before. Her
bl ue eyes were wide with enotion, and she was w nded.

Her sun hel met was dented. That side of her face was stained a little with red.

"The thing nmust have taken him" she cried out.

Doc Savage whi pped to neet her. "Wo?"

The girl eyed the bronze giant, and for a mnute seemed to go absent-m nded. But for that matter,
men had been known to do the sane thing when they first saw Doc.

Doc repeated, "Wo?"

"A pal e-1ooking nman!" the girl gasped. "I saw the thing and photographed it, then ran to get him
to look at it, so people wouldn’t think me a liar!"

"Pal e-1 ooki ng!" Monk expl oded. "That’'s Long Tom "

The girl shuddered. "W got to where | saw it, and sonething junped us! It knocked nme out. |
didn't get to see what it was. Wien | cane to, the pale man was gone. So was my canera!"

Doc Savage said, "Show us the place!"

It was quickly evident that the girl had about run herself out. She was slower even than Ham who
m ght have been fast, except that he invariably went around any bushes that m ght damage his

i mracul at e cl ot hi ng.

Doc Savage picked the young woman up. He carried her across a shoulder until she gasped, "I can't
see anything!"



Doc shifted her to an erect position, which she maintai ned by hol ding his head. She | ooked soft
but there was a hardness about her that was alnost nmetallic. She gave directions in a voice which
once the rasp of breathl essness was gone fromit, showed cul ture

She expl ai ned what the thing had | ooked |ike when she had first seen it. It was the sanme thing
she had described to Long Tom a mass |ike glass, or transparent jelly, that was slowmy taking on
color. A nonstrosity of a shape of no known earth thing

The smal| party reached, finally, the big singed palmw th the pitiful cluster of blackened
coconuts at its top. She pointed

"As you can see," she said, "there is nothing here."

Doc Savage said, "Spread and | ook for Long Tom"

FI'VE mi nutes |ater Monk found Doc Savage noving slowy back and forth through the jungle and over
stretches of rock—minly over the stretches of rock. Mst of the surrounding terrain was conposed of
stone. It was a poor spot to find footprints

Monk | ooked at the ground. "You're wasting tine here, Doc. W found where this thing dragged Long
Tominto the |ava."

"You nmean the parallel marks fromwhere the girl said she |ast saw Long Tomin the nei ghborhood
of the lava?"

"Yep. Them narks coul d have been made by a nman’s heel s dragging. | |ooked close and found bits of
brown | eather scraped off on the rough rock. Long Tom was wearing brown shoes."

Doc Savage was silent for a tine, his flake-gold eyes traveling over the expanses of naked rock
whi ch woul d retain no footprints

"Where is the girl?" he asked at |ast

"Hamis taking care of her," Mnk said

They hardly joined Ham and the girl before big-fisted Renny and | ong, bony Johnny arrived. The
pai r | ooked as though they had sonething on their mnds

"Qur comiciliary anbul ati ons were ascendant!" Johnny said. "W—

"This is no time for themwords!" Renny booned. "Doc, we found that native who tried to hold Mnk
up. He did not get away."

Doc Savage said, half questioningly, "He was under that huge boul der which rolled against the
mouth of the |edge."

Renny blinked. Johnny swal | owed. "You knew t hat ?"

"Suspected it," Doc admitted. "He was senseless, there was no tine to get himunder cover, and
the rock cane to rest here it could have crushed him"

"He was under it," said Johnny. "W dug himout."

Renny bl ocked and unbl ocked his big fists and said, "And | suppose you know what el se we

| ear ned?"

Doc Savage said, "You nean that he was not a native, but a white nan who had dyed his skin and
curl ed and dyed his hair?"

Renny and Johnny swapped bl ank | ooks

"I"1l be superamal gamated!" Johnny nurmured. "How did you know that, Doc? W alnost didn't find
it out ourselves."

"The features, the finger nails, the coloring of the eyes, were not those of a native, even a

Pol ynesi an," the bronze nman expl ai ned

"Wonder who he is, and what he was up to?"

"W will see what we can |l earn about him" Doc Savage said

Chapter 5. THE THI NG ON THE BOTTOM

THE dead man had lived in the bungal ow that stood al one on the edge of Fan Coral City. He had
rented it after landing froma steaner five weeks before, a quiet, taciturn fellow, inclined to be
sullen. He had mixed not at all. No one had dreamed he was not a native w th noney

Doc Savage, Monk and Ham entered the dead nman’s house. There was a question whether they had the
legal right to do this, although Doc had a paper, a kind of conmi ssion, fromthe governnment which
had a protectorate, so-called, over Fan Coral. The paper had been given Doc for a past service, and
was supposed to entitle himto al nbst any kind of codperation

"The place has been ransacked!" Mnk decl ared, staring around

Unl ess the dead nan had pul |l ed out bureau drawers, ripped up the floor nattings, dug holes in the
roof thatch, and enptied all the food containers in the kitchen onto the floor, Mnk’s deducti on was

good
Doc said, "Done not nore than half an hour ago." He pointed out that a puddle of syrup was stil
spreadi ng, and pickles froman enptied jar were still danp.

The bronze man did not probe into corners, turn objects over, or otherwise act as if he were
searchi ng. But Monk and Ham stood back and watched, expectant. They had seen hi mwork before. They
had seen Doc wal k past as many as five chessboards, crowded with nmen, and when the pieces were swept
of f, return and place each not only in its correct square, but facing just as it had been

Doc Savage went outside abruptly. There were three palns in the yard, all big ones, laden with



coconuts. Mdre coconuts were on the ground. A sign said:

THESE COCONUTS PRI VATE

KEEP AVWAY!

There were, at a conservative estimate, a couple of mllion coconut trees on Fan Coral, nost of
themfree to anybody who wanted a nut. The sign was either the work of a miserly crank or it had a
pur pose.

Doc Savage began picking up and shaki ng coconuts. He nust have done that to at |east two hundred
before he found one that did not gurgle. He broke it open. It had been sawed in half and cleverly
gl ued back together.

The contents was nostly noney, with a few papers. Doc read the papers, principally the newspaper
clippings and wanted circul ars.

"The dead man was Bert Banner, alias Bert the Blood, alias a lot of things," the bronze man said.
"He is wanted for three nmurders in the United States, two in Australia, and one in China. The itemns
about the Shanghai, or China, crinme bear the |atest date."

"He nust have been hiding out here," Ham said.

Doc added, "He seens to have had a partner in nost of his crinmes. A man naned Stage Chinkins,
alias some others. Stage got his name because he was once a ham actor."

"l wonder," Monk pondered aloud, "if Stage Chinkins is around here, too?"

DOC had asked Renny and Johnny and the girl to neet himw th Monk and Ham at the Fan Coral City
muni ci pal dock, and the trio were on hand. Johnny was about to burst over sonething he had just
| earned. He used small words, and whirled his nonocle around a finger by its ribbon, as he did when
perturbed.

"This young | ady"—he whirled his nonocle at the girl—is a journalist!"

"A free-lance feature witer," the young |lady corrected. "My nane is Al berta Mantle, and | cane
here to cover the volcano for the Anerican Journal of Geol ogical Science."

Johnny | ooked startled. "The American Journal of Geol ogical Science! Wiy didn't you say so? That
takes you out of the class of ordinary reporters. You have to be a crack geologist to wite for
that."

"l ama crack geologist," the girl, announced.

"Prove it," Johnny requested. "Wat are sone varieties of chal cedony?"

"The forms of agates and onyxes," said the girl.

"Correct."
The young wonan | ooked at Doc Savage rather warmy. "I know your abhorrence of publicity. But |
do not wite stories of sensationalismfor the newspapers. | ama scientific witer. |I wsh you

would let me stay with you and work along with you until this nmystery is solved."

Doc was silent, no expression on his renmarkable bronze features. Honmely Mnk waited anxiously.
Monk was very nmuch susceptible to femninity. Al nobst any one woul d have been susceptible to this
young woman.

"I think that’d be all right, Doc," Mnk ventured hopefully.

"It probably will be," Doc said. "Yes, Mss Mantle, you can stay with us."

"Thank you very nuch," said the young | ady sweetly.

Bi g-fisted Renny | ooked sonewhat dazed. It was a rare occasi on when Doc Savage had ever let an
outsider join them Renny, however, was not averse to the idea.

Al berta Mantle struck himas a touch that could dress up any nystery.

Doc Savage now approached a group of uniformed nmen on the end of the wharf. They were officers
of f a cruise ship which had put in at Fan Coral during a South Sea tour to give the passengers the
unusual privilege of seeing a volcano in eruption. The bronze man spoke with the captain for sone
tinme. That individual hastily put out to his ship.

When he canme back shortly it was in a roony |ifeboat equipped with a D esel notor.

"You are welconme to use this as long as you wi sh," the captain said.

Monk scratched his head. "How d Doc manage to pronote that so sudden?"

Ham said, "I don’t know, you missing link, but | have a hunch Doc owns a slice of that steanship
conpany. "

Monk did not | ook surprised.

Bi g-fisted Renny | ooked at the power lifeboat. "What’'re we doin’ with this, Doc?"

"Diving for that thing which came down into the sea in the lava," the bronze man replied.

"Holy cowl How about Long Ton? We gotta find him"

"Diving for the nystery thing," Doc said, "is probably the quickest way of |earning what did
happen to Long Tom "

Renny dropped his eyes to his enormpbus fists soberly. Did that nmean the unknown horror had taken
Long Tominto the sea? He did not ask. He didn't care about hearing what the answer m ght be.

MONK and Ham were not very happily surprised to discover they had been del egated to remain
ashore, on the rimof the cliff over which the streamof l|ava flowed into the sea.
"Merely watch for anything that might be interesting," Doc suggested.



Then the bronze nman eyed the young woman thoughtfully. "You had best remain with Monk and Ham No
telling what will happen when we dive after that thing."

"But | want a close contact with what you do!" Alberta Mantle said.

"The boat may be destroyed, and we may be drowned. | can assure you that mi ght readily happen.
There is a great deal nore danger connected with this, probably, than any of us have dreaned."

"I amnot afraid," the girl declared.

"You will stay with Monk and Ham" Doc said with finality.

Monk and Ham began to | ook nore cheerful.

Long, thin Johnny was sober. Doc Savage had intimated there was nore danger than any of them

t hought. Johnny did not think Doc had sounded as though he were exaggerating. The bronze man had
seened serious.

Johnny, who was a student and inclined to nmeditate, chanced to drift off to one side by hinself.
The others did not particularly notice.

Nor did they notice when Johnny fell to watching Doc Savage’'s hands steadily.

The bronze man was standi ng where only Johnny could see his hands. His netallic fingers were
moving swiftly, formng letters in the deaf-and-dunb al phabet. The bronze man and his aids had all
nmast ered that nethod of conversation.

Johnny eventual |y went over to a sack of copra and sat down. He sighed a number of tines, w ped
his forehead, opened and shut his nmouth. He got up finally and shuffled over to the others.

"' m-sick," he said weakly.

"Huh?" Monk barked. "Maybe you been poi soned?"

Johnny shook his head, then held it with both hands. "No. To tell the truth, | nade a silly

m stake. There is a candy bar Mnk invented, one with a chemical in it which keeps you fromgoing to
sl eep. Monk will probably make a fortune selling it to truck drivers who make | ong hauls. | had
several bars of what | thought was candy in nmy pocket, and ate them but they turned out to be
Monk’s stuff. 1t’s nade ne as sick as a dog."

"It wouldn't if you hadn’t nade a hog outta yourself!" Mnk said indignantly. "But it won't do
anyt hi ng serious."

"l1"msick!" Johnny groaned. "I cannot go with you. |'mgoing to the hotel."

"Renny and nyself can manage the diving," Doc said quietly.

DOC SAVAGE and his nen had conme to Fan Coral Island in one of the bronze man’s gi ant speed

pl anes, which was anchored out in the harbor, anmong a nunber of yachts and other airships. The

di does of Ethel’s Manma had nade Fan Coral Island a popul ar place. Doc's plane bore no distinguishing
marks, and it had been mi staken for another commercial craft.

Doc and Renny drew al ongside the plane in the borrowed power |ifeboat to get diving gear. Doc,

when he went far fromhis New York headquarters, took a renarkably conpl ete equi prent. Everything he
woul d need, as nearly as possible.

The diving gear consisted of suits of |light waterproof fabric backing a featherweight alloy chain
mai | which woul d di scourage the teeth of any eels, barracudas or sharks that mght want to test
their appetites with a man.

The hoods were not metal, but globes of a transparent conposition as clear as glass and al nost as
tough as steel. Air was taken care of by a chemical purifier. There were tiny two-way radi o sets
which were effective over a range of a mle or so.

Monk and Ham watching with the girl on the cliff rim also had portable radio sets with which

they could listen to the divers, and talk to them

For weapons, Doc and Renny carried an underwater netal-cutting torch which was Doc’s invention.
These m ght have been pistols with barrels two feet |ong and round netal bul bs attached to the
handl es. They ej ected a chemi cal gas which conmbined with the elenments in the water and burned with
terrific heat.

The bronze man and Renny anchored the |ifeboat a short distance fromthe spot where the strange
geyser of water was still playing above the surface. Then they stepped overboard. The shoes, of a
nmetal heavier than | ead, were not bul ky, and coul d be di sengaged by a certain foot novenent, making
it unnecessary to use the hands, perhaps sonetinme when the hands m ght have sonething el se to do.
There was the usual phenonmenon caused by increasing pressure as they sank. The suit mechani sns
automatical ly conpensated for the pressure.

The water was not clear, due to the proximty of the lava. It was distinctly warm It was dark

al nost at once. The clouds of steamcut off the sunlight.

Doc switched on the cutting torch, holding it behind his back. The intense white lance fromits

tip showed illum nation.

"I"m about fifteen feet fromyou, | judge," Renny’'s voice said.

Monk, fromup on the cliff, cut in, "You fellers see any sign of Long Tom yet?"

"Gve us time," Renny said.

Doc touched coral growing up fromthe bottom It was like a tree, sharp, and woul d have cut

through the fabric of an ordinary diving suit. The nmetallic gloves protected the bronze man’s hands.
He went down, and it was like sinking into a fabul ous forest on another planet.



CGol d was suddenly all around him Craw ing, swaying strings of aureate wonder. Sone gigantic sea

pl ant. Wen Renny touched the streanmers they nelted into a ful vescent shower, and suddenly all the
water was filled, as if sone Mdas was pouring finest gold flake by the bushel. On the bottom huge
purple sea fans curtsied greeting, with cactus-like sea urchins clustered about their base.

A blue fish, as tapered and steellike as a knife blade, flashed away, and battalions of tiny

fishes with all the colors of the spectrumfled for their lives. Atiny octopus, half hidden under a
sea fan, vanished in a cloud of his own ink.

"Holy cow " Renny said wonderingly.

DOC kept his torch going for light. There was enough of a charge in the grip nagazine to keep it
going for nore than an hour. They worked toward their objective.

A shadow crui sed over them Renny popped his torch on, gasped loudly, got it off again.

"Did you see that?" he gul ped.

"Shark," Doc Savage said w thout enotion.

"l thought it was a subnarine!" Renny nuttered.

Ham fromthe clifftop, said, "Sharks won't bother you if you let them alone."

"The heck they won't!" Monk sneered. "You stop puttin’ out buminformation like that or I'Il hit
you so hard on top of the head that you won’t know which toe to craw out fromunder!"

Ham sneered audi bly. "Listen, creation’'s joke, if |I have to slap you down, they' Il —=

"Tune out, will you!" Renny conplained. "Do it on another wave length!"

Renny was wat ching the shark. The nonster cruised about in several short circles, plainly
curious. The two men stood perfectly still. The shark started down. As Renny had said, he did have
sone of the proportions of a submarine.

Doc popped on the glaring white of his torch. The shark left for other parts with a swirl of

wat er that shoved them about in the sea grow h.

Doc said, "W had best keep close together, Renny."

The big-fisted engi neer chuckled over the two-way radio. "I can stand a | ot of conpany. This is
t he spooki est-1ookin’ ocean | ever saw. "

The two nen worked forward, both Hercul ean figures, as nen go. Renny’'s nuscles were perhaps the
nore spectacular froma distance, but on close exanination he faded al ongside the sinewy wiriness of
the bronze man’s devel opnent.

There were nore fish, mllions, alnost, and several snall octopuses. One stingaree passed
overhead, its white underside giving it a strangely angelic aspect, trailing its |ong snake tail
with the deadly barb. It was a big one.

I't seened to becone easier and easier to nove as the two men went forward.

"Hold it!" Doc said sharply.

Renny stopped wal ki ng—and found hinself still going forward!

"Holy cow " he expl oded, and grabbed a sea fan. It slid through his fingers, stripping off its
purple outer coating, |eaving the black, tough skeleton.

WORRI ED now, Renny grabbed again, this time at coral. It was |oose in the sand, broke out, and he
dropped it. He stabbed his feet into a big sponge. That did not hold, either. He tried a seaweed
growth. No | uck.

"Hey, Doc!" he thunped. "Sonethin's pullin ne!"

The next instant the bronze nman was al ongside him Both were being carried al ong. Faster than
bef ore.

"W waited too long," Doc said quietly. "And we were a bit careless.”

Doc got hold of a growth resenbling coral. It was sone variety of millepore, and did not hold.
The bronze man speared the nozzle of his torch into the sand. It did not hold.

"The thing is suckin us to it!" Renny roared.

Doc kept his torch on. They both saw a spire of coral ahead. It |eaned over the way they were
being swept. But it |ooked solid.

Renny, struggling frantically, yelled, "I can’t—sake—t!"

But he did. Rather, Doc Savage got hold of the coral with one hand, and whipping out his feet,
managed to contact Renny. The next instant they clung to the coral. They would have lost their
torches, except for the lines that attached themto their belts.

Renny stared in horror. Bits of sea growth, fishes, sailed past, being drawn irresistibly.
Sponges, |unps of coral, sea t urchins, now and then a shellfish, rolled along the bottom
Peering upward through the transparent globe of his helnmet, Renny could see an octopus clinging
to the coral spire above them It had a body about the size of one of his huge fists. The octopus
sonehow depi cted utter terror.

"What are we gonna do, Doc?" Renny gasped.

"W probably will not have nuch choice."

"Huh?"

"This coral is giving."

Renny snapped his torch on, peered at the base of the coral spire.



"Ch, damm!" he groaned.

The coral was giving way. Either it had grown up out of the sand, or it was thin at the base. |t
was uprooting, not unlike a tree. Bending over. Not as a tree would fall. Mre slowy. And | oosened
sand curled in little rivers away fromits base.

"We're going!" Renny squaw ed.

The coral canme loose with a distinct groaning noise. It had one long root like a tree, and that
scooped up a cloud of nud and sand.

THE rush of water carried the two nen al ong. Renny thought at first that the thing was sucking

the water toward it. He knew better now. It was sinply throwing water up fromthe ocean fl oor—the
geyser which they had seen on the surface. It was the water rushing in to be thrown upward that was
draw ng them

But what incredible thing could be forcing the water upward? Renny used his flashlight. An

instant later he sawit.

Bl ack! A lunp! Sonething as shiny as black dianond, a | arge chunk with no particul ar shape. But

it had in the top of it a narrow crack, or eye, and out of this poured an incredible, indescribable
sonmet hing that was driving the water upward with an incal cul able force.

Renny found hinself conpletely baffled as to the nature of the thing. He had other things to

t hi nk of, anyway.

He and Doc Savage were thrown hel plessly toward the surface in the rush of water. Mul ed,

battered, tenporarily unable to swim both powerful men floated on the surface for a tine.

Their little radio sets had been damaged and were out of conmi ssion. And they chanced to be

afl oat on the opposite side of the geyser, so that Monk and Ham on the cliff, could not see them

Chapter 6. BAD BALDW N

MONK and Ham waited on the cliff brink in a tension as brittle as an icicle. The little radio
sets fitted on their arnms, like big wist watches. They kept their ears jammed to the tiny speakers
and their eardruns hurt fromlistening, but there was no sound. The girl watched cl osely and
quietly.

"Ch, blazes!" Mnk croaked hoarsely. "Doc! Doc! Renny! Wat's happened?"

Both nen’s eyes strained at the sea. But the rolling clouds of steam had nmushroomed, for the
nmoment, over everything.

Ham sai d sonet hi ng hoarse under his breath. He couldn’'t have understood it hinself.

Farther up on the slope behind the cliff, and to the south, another nman al so said things. But

what he said could be understood. Profanity, utterly disgusted, guttery.

"I can’t tell a dammbl asted thing except they' re goin’ after somethin’ in the water!" he snarl ed.
The wat cher was the man who had taken the identity of Snowball Eagan, journalist. He ground his
teeth and spat on the |l enses of his binoculars and wi ped themoff. That didn’t help.

"Wth Bert croaked, they ain’'t nobody to help ne!" he gritted. "Watta-ell can | do sol 0?"

He scowed in the direction of Fan Coral City. His face was a wi ndow to his thoughts. He was
deciding to do sonething he had thought about doing as a last resort. Into their case he jamed the
bi nocul ars. The adhesive tape on his palmhad cone | oose. There was no wound, no scar of any kind,
under it. He pasted it back in place.

“1"11 ring in help!" Eagan grow ed. "Lucky | know nore about the owner of the Fifth Wnd than
anybody el se around here."

He struck out for the harbor.

There were yachts in Fan Coral harbor. Fan Coral was not exactly a far corner of the world.

Peopl e had been there before the eruption, snall yaw s and sl oops and ketches. O her yachts had cone
since Ethel’s Mama had erupted. Big ones.

The Fifth Wnd stood out anmong the others |ike the Enpire State building would stand out in
Podunk Falls. She was two hundred feet of jewel, three masts, hollow spars, nmahogany, chrom um
The price of her tenders would have bought any one of half the other yachts in the harbor. She
was schooner-rigged, and her sails were Egyptian silk. She was shall ow enough to go where any
forty-footer could; centerboards, twd, one on each side; and with her new hi gh-speed Diesels she
could cruise thirty knots.

There probably wasn’t a warship in the world that could overhaul her. She carried two tubby
little seapl anes and a catapult. The planes were nostly engine, and they had synchroni zed machi ne
guns. The owner |iked to gun sharks fromthe air, the sailors had said.

Nobody had questioned that. The sailors didn't look like the kind of fellows one started an
argunment with. For no sailor of the Fifth Wnd weighed | ess than two hundred pounds.

A bum boat sculled by a brown | oafer put Snowball Eagan on the |anding stage of the Fifth Wnd.

SNOWBALL EAGAN got on deck, and four sailors got in his way. They didn't say anything. He | ooked
over his shoul der and saw two nore sailors in his way in case he wanted to go back. He grinned at
everybody. They didn’t grin back. They were giants.
"I"1l talk to Cadwiller O den," Snowball Eagan said.



"You'd better talk to me first, maybe," said a man who cane from behind the stand of the plane
catapul t.

The fellow s ears grew up to a point, and his jaw out to a lunmp. H's nmouth was about |ike any

mouth without |ips. He was naked except for shorts. A strip of hair as wide as two fingers grew from
his belt straight up to his neck. H's knees were knotty, his feet big. Fromhead to foot he was red
wi th sunburn, and al nost dripping with sone oil he had put on for it. H's height would not mss
seven feet nuch.

"Kinda struck me |'d seen you before," he said. He jerked his lunp of a jaw at the sailors.

"That’s why the reception.”

Snowbal | Eagan | ooked at the man. He | ooked startled. He stepped close to the man, but not too
fast.

"You' re Buddy Bal dwin," he said, so that none of the others could hear.

"And that," grunted Buddy Bal dwi n, "nmakes you practically a dead man."

Snowbal | Eagan kept his grin. It didn't look as if the foundation was any too firm

"You haven’'t seen ne, Baldwi n. You ve seen ny picture. |I'm Stage Chinkins. But |'m Snowbal | Eagan
now. "

"Buddy" Bal dwi n worked hi s shoul ders under the skin, as a man |ikes to do when sunburned.

"They damm near got you in Shanghai," he said.

"They dam near," Snowbal | Eagan agreed. "Only | turned journalist."

"What do you want ?"

"Achin with Cadwiller Oden. | got sonething."

"Talk to nme first," said Buddy Bal dwi n.

"The hell | will!"

"Then over the side you go."

"Maybe you think—tisten, this is big. It's not your size, Baldwin. Mnd you, you're a |ot bigger

guy than | am but it still ain’t your size. Cadwiller Oden mght handle it."
"What do you know about Cadwiller O den?"
"Not hi ng," Snowbal | Eagan said dryly. "I never will know nothin ."

"You been hearin’ sonme gossip?"

Snowbal | Eagan | aughed. He | aughed heartily. Then he said, "Don’t make nme |augh! Cadwiller O den
is a big oil man from kI ahoma. "

Buddy Bal dwin grinned. "Let’'s see if you're a false alarm™"

The two went down a conpani onway which had teak treads and chrom um handrails and tranped through
a passage dark with mahogany, deep with silk pile carpets. There had been no ventilator funnels on
deck. The Fifth Wnd didn’t need them She was air-conditioned.

Buddy Bal dwi n stopped before a door. He | ooked at Snowbal| Eagan. "You pretty well nuscled?"
"Pretty."

"Then take off your coat and shirt. And when we go in, suck your belly in and nmake your chest and
arm nmuscl es stick out. Like this." Buddy Bal dwi n showed a rather startling set of |iganments.
"y 2"

"Notice our sailors?"

"They’'re a bunch of dang giants."

"That's the idea."

Snowbal | Eagan snarled, "If there’'s an idea, | don't see it!"
"The chief," said Buddy Bal dwin, "likes big men."
Snowbal | Eagan noi stened his lips. A strange expression canme on his face and stayed. "I see," he

sai d. He swal | oned agai n.
They went in.

THE furniture in the roomwas big. Every piece nust have been specially made. But the creature

who stood in the place nade the furniture look like doll stuff. He was about the color of a bottle
cork that had been in a fire. One finger was off his left hand, and part of one ear was cut fromhis
head. Sonmething with an edge had left a gray gristle connection between his right eye and his nouth,
and the eye did not look right. His chest was big enough to make his el bows stick out when he hung
his arms. Hi s nouth was open and there was no tongue in it.

He was the biggest human thing Snowbal | Eagan had ever seen.

"We want to see the chief, Nero," Buddy Bal dwi n said.

The nonster opened his nmouth and made the best noise he could without a tongue. He pointed at a
door.

It was a big door, large even for the dark nonster, Nero. It had a big knob which Buddy Bal dwi n

had to take with both hands to turn.

Snowbal | Eagan had started to sweat, and had sunk his head in his shoulders a little, as does a

man who wal ks under sonething he thinks may fall. They went in.

There was a giant bed, giant chairs, a giant bookcase with the smallest book in it an

encycl opedia. One waded in the rug. The bed had been slept in, but there was nobody in it now

Of to one side was a child s crib. It was an elaborate thing, with carvings and gilt inlays, and



here and there rows of pearl studding.

When Snowbal | Eagan was a little closer his nmouth opened and shut, for he knew the gilt was real
solid gold bars and the pearls genuine. Snowball, as he called hinmself now, was an expert on such
t hi ngs.

Buddy Bal dwi n had his stonmach in and his shoul ders hunched forward and his arns crooked, with all
the muscles sticking out all they could. Snowball Eagan did that, too, and they stopped beside the
crib.

The crib was about four feet |ong. The man who occupied it had plenty of room

MOST mi dgets have sonething wong with their appearance. Their |egs are stunpy, or their bodies
too long, or their faces too round, or their shoulders too broad. This one was different.

He was a little gemof a nan.

Gven three feet and a hundred and twenty pounds, he would have had a good chance of beconing a
mati nee god. H's head was not too big, his shoulders not too bulky, and his | egs were snall, sinewy
and perfect. His face had that utter handsomeness which pen-and-ink artists give their heroes in the
| ove story nmgazi ne drawi ngs.

He wore little bathing trunks and a little bathrobe, snoked a little cigar in a little holder,

and a toy glass on a rack at the side held a toy drink in which | eaned a toy sw zzl e stick.

Buddy Bal dwi n, speaking unnaturally because he was still trying to hold his nuscles ridged out,
said, "Chief, this bird with me is Stage Chinkins, known right now as Snowbal | Eagan."

The little gemof a man did not offer to shake hands. He drew on his cigar and squirted the | ower
part of his crib full of rich blue snoke.

"What’'s on your nmind, Snowball Eagan?" he asked.

He had a perfect little voice.

Snowbal | Eagan coughed to get the fingers of awe |oose fromhis throat. He was not tough, did not
bl uster. He sounded as if he were about to get down on his knees.

"I think 1"ve got something that will interest you," he said. "You have heard of Doc Savage, the
man of bronze. Wherever you find him you usually find sonething big. Doc Savage is here in Fan
Coral. He's investigating something nysterious that came out of that vol cano."

Snowbal | Eagan paused. The tiny man, Cadwiller O den, did not speak. Eagan swal |l owed and went on.
"Me and ny buddy, Bert Banner, started to find out what Doc Savage was after,"” he said. "W
figured it must be big stuff, because this bronze guy has a rep. But Bert got mashed under a big
rock. There's sonethin’ queer about how that happened. | didn't see it. | only know Savage brought
in Bert’s body. Maybe he killed Bert, but I don’t think so, on account of |’'ve heard that Savage
never kills anybody."

He hesitated again, finished, "Wth Bert out, I'mafraid of it. |I thought 1'd tip you off."
Cadwi Il er O den took a sip fromthe drink. "Do you know just what Doc Savage is after?"

"No. "

"Then why are you going to all this trouble?"

"l know Savage's rep. | needed a stake. Were Savage is nonkeying around, things get big.

Anything he’'s after would be worth plenty of jack."

"You are evidently not fully acquainted with this Doc Savage's career," said Cadw |l er O den
calmMy. "Strangely enough, the size of a thing does not seemto gauge its inportance to him He once
spent two weeks working on the eyes of a blind apple peddler in Chicago. He made the peddl er see,
then turned around and ignored an offer of a quarter of a mllion to do a plastic surgery job on a
rich old guy who wanted a young-looking face. You cannot tell about the bronze man."

Snowbal | Eagan wet his lips again. "Well, | thought there mght be a |ot of shekels rattling
around in this somewhere. | had a hunch."

"Your hunches seem good," Cadwiller O den said quietly.

" Eh?"

"1"11 tell you why we're here. Wiy | have ny entire organi zati on here, working under cover. W
are after the sane thing Doc Savage is after."

Sur pri se knocked Snowbal | Eagan’s nouth open.

Cadwi |l er O den said, "The thing we're after is probably worth nore dollars than you or | or
Rockefel | er ever dreaned about."

Chapter 7. THE SECOND BAD BALDW N
SNOWBALL EAGAN S nouth stayed open. He was |ike a man who had found his pocket picked. But he did
not bluster. He bowed, not very gracefully, but a bow.

"l didn’t know you were already mixed in this," he said. "|’'ve always heard you were the
cleverest man alive, and this bears it out. You have Doc Savage covered, and | never got an inkling.
Well, that lets ne out. | won't try to hornin. | won't even ask questions. | will |eave the island

imredi ately if you prefer.”

Sorme of the fake Snowbal | Eagan’s crook acquai ntances m ght have swooned if they had heard that.
Snowbal | Eagan was as tough and chiseling a rascal as the Orient had seen in generations. That he
woul d neekly back off the field when he found another crook after the sane goal was startling. O



perhaps not so startling.

Most of Snowbal | Eagan's ilk had heard of this strange, incredible creature, Cadw |l er Q den.
Snowbal | Eagan did not |eave. He asked permi ssion.

"Can | go?" he inquired uneasily.

Cadwi | | er A den shook his head. "Wuld you care to work for me on this?"

Unadul t erat ed del i ght swept Snowbal |l Eagan.

"D you nean it?" he exploded. "Say, that’'d really be sonethin’! Man, oh, man! |'ve tried a dozen
times to contact your organization, and never got to first base!"

"El even times you have tried, to be exact," said the small, genlike man.

"You knew about it!"

"Every tinme. | have been watching you, studying your record. Your hol dup of the Ml bourne

I nperial Bank was wel| executed, as was your |ooting of the pearl dealer’s safe in Manila."
Snowbal | Eagan nearly choked.

"I went solo on themjobs!" he gulped. "I didn't think a soul in the world knew | pulled ‘em"
"Knowi ng things is convenient," Cadw |l er O den pointed out.

Snowbal | Eagan had been afraid of the little man when he cane in. He was plainly nore frightened
now. But he was overjoyed, too.

"I't’1l sure be swell, workin' for you," he said.

He did not say working with you, as mi ght have been expect ed.

The little man got out of the crib. The dressing gown which he put on was brocaded with gold. He
went to a panel, and did sonething to it with his hands and a safe door was abruptly reveal ed. He
took out a mass of noney, done in bundles. He separated five of those bundles, put the rest back.
He handed the five bundles to Snowball Eagan.

Eagan | ooked at the nobney. His eyelids rolled back off the balls, and breath ran out of him
slowy. A mark on each bundle wapper said twenty thousand doll ars.

"My organi zation pays off by dividend," said Cadwiller Oden. "I amdeclaring you in on the |ast
dividend. It is not well for a man to be | ow on noney, and you say you are |ow."

Snowbal | Eagan suddenly did the |ast thing any one who knew hi m woul d have expected. He got down
on his knees and bowed his head to the man he could have thrown a score of feet with one arm
"Chief," he said, "the anbition of ny lifetine is being fulfilled."

The little gemof a man strutted slightly as he went into the other room

CADW LLER OLDEN sl i pped off his clothes. Al his body was perfection in mniature. He began to
dress. His garnents were exquisitely tailored.

He began to talk. His little voice was cul tured, nusical.

"Doc Savage nust have done as | did, realized fromthe newspaper and sei snograph reports what was
comng out of Ethel’s Mama," he said. "I did not think that any one on earth but nyself woul d guess
the truth. But they say this Doc Savage has a certain anpbunt of ability."

He went in the other roomto let the giant who had no tongue tie his tiny necktie.

Buddy Bal dwi n grinned at Snowbal | Eagan. "Buddy, you got what it takes," he whispered adnmiringly.
"That |ast touch, where you got down on your knees, was swell. The chief ate it up!"

Snowbal | Eagan did not grin back. He licked his |lips and shivered.

"lI’ve heard things about Cadwiller O den," he said.

"What you heard wasn't a drop,"” Buddy Bal dwin said, suddenly grim "Gve that little fellow
another ten years and he’'ll control the civilized world. And I'mnot kiddin !"

Cadwi | | er O den cane back. He was in inpeccable afternoon attire, and carried a sl ender bl ack
cane. He flipped the cane, admred it.

"An exact duplicate, except for size, of one a gentleman naned Brigadi er General Theodore Marley
Brooks carries,"” he said. "Qite a gentleman, Ham Brooks. W have the sanme tailor, although he does
not know it."

He | ooked at Buddy Bal dwin and Snowbal I Eagan.

"l have been keeping close tab on Doc Savage in a very sinple way," he said. "The bronze man is
now di ving for the thing which came out of the volcano, the thing which can be nore valuable, in the
ri ght hands, than the crown of England."

Snowbal | Eagan opened his nmouth, apparently about to ask just what the nysterious object was. But
he thought better of it. He was deathly afraid of this handsome, tiny man’s slightest whim
Cadwi | |l er A den said, "I amawaiting word fromone of ny valued agents. As soon as the report is
in, everything is set to get Doc Savage and his assistants out of the way."

The little man | ooked at Snowbal | Eagan.

"Did you know we al ready have one of Doc Savage's nen, a fellow they call Long TonP" he asked.
Snowbal | Eagan gul ped. "No!"

"We have," Cadwiller Oden smled. "One of ny agents decoyed him wth a clever story, into the
hands of ny nen, who seized him He—=

Noi se outside. The tonguel ess nonster cane in. He made a sound startlingly like an eagle

scream ng, and did some kind of sign talk with his hands.

"My agent is here to report on Doc Savage," Cadwiller Oden said. "It is the same agent who



trapped Long Tom "

The girl who had told Doc Savage her name was Al berta Mantle cane in.

"Meet Bess Bal dwin," said Buddy Baldwin, "ny sister. Right now she’s Alberta Mantle, a witer on
scientific things."

"CGeol ogy," the girl said, and | aughed.

THE girl | ooked at Cadwiller O den, and her |aughter stopped with a snap.

"Doc Savage is not doing so well with his diving," she said. "He and Renny went down while |
stayed on the cliff with Monk and Ham and wat ched. Doc—

"They do not suspect you?" the tiny man interposed.

"Absolutely not!"

"Go ahead."

"Doc and Renny got caught in the uprush of water which the thing seens to be squirting out," the
girl said. "They had a very brisk few nmonents and were thrown high into the air."

"Not injured, | hope," Cadwiller O den said dryly.

"They have very efficient diving equi pnment. Doc Savage is an inventive genius."

Cadwi | |l er O den said, "We will act inmmediately. Doc Savage will not reach the floor of the sea
again."

The girl nodded. But she seened to have sonething on her mnd. She nipped her lower lip with even
white teeth.

"You have sonething on your mind?" the tiny gemof a man asked.

"Yes," the girl said slowy, "I have."

"What is it?"

"l -ell, darn it, | know you're not going to like this."

"Qut withit." Cadwiller Oden smled slightly.

"Wel | -+hat man—boc Savage—+i sten, | never have asked a favor. My brother and nyself have been on
the up and up. W' ve been paid, of course. But neither of us has asked a special favor."

"So you want to ask one now?"

"That's it."

"What ?"

"Don't kill Doc Savage!"

The girl said it slowy and earnestly, and there was no doubt but that she neant it.

Cadwi | ler O den put a small smle on his little face and spun his little sword cane.

"My intention is not to kill Doc Savage," he said. "I admre that bronze man's brain. It could be
put to excellent use. | will tell you nowthat | intend to take Doc Savage alive and use his
scientific know edge, as soon as | can bring himaround to an understanding. |In reaching that
under st andi ng, you m ght be of considerable assistance, Mss Baldwn."

"Thank you," the young woman said tremnul ously.

"That will be all."

She left.

Cadwi | | er O den | ooked at Buddy Bal dwin. There was no expression in the dimnutive, beautiful
eyes, or on the small, chiseled |ips.

"Love," Cadwiller Oden said, "is a wonderful thing."

The shadow of a horror and fear seenmed to come into the back of Buddy Bal dwi n’s eyes and stay.
Cadwi | | er O den chuckl ed quietly.

"Doc Savage and Renny are preparing to descend," he said. "Monk and Ham are on the clifftop,

wat chi ng. You see, | have excellent reports.”

Cadwi | | er A den then gave sonme orders to Baldwin. Alittle later a dozen nen or so |left the boat
and headed for Fan Coral Island. Baldwin was with them Strangely enough, the nmen headed for the
spot where Monk and Ham were. But they took a roundabout way. They were taking no chances on being
caught .

Chapter 8. THE CAPTI VES

MONK hel d his pet pig by both big ears and yelled, "You try to kick nmy hog again and 1’1l grab
your head and put it in your left pants pocket!"

Ham hel d his ape, Chemistry. A nachi ne-gun procession of sneezes was com ng from Chem stry, and
the animal’'s eyes were red and watering.

"You put red pepper or sonmething in that hog's hair!" Ham how ed.

"Your ape had no business |ooking for fleas on Habeas!" Mnk snapped.

Renny’s voice runbl ed out of the radio speaker, "If you comics can't lay off, cut your
m crophones off!"
Ham said, "I1’'Il cut Monk |oose fromhis, right next to his chin!"

"W're ready to go down again," Renny said.

At this, both Monk and Ham | ooked over the cliff edge. For the nmonent the wi nd was sweeping the
steamfromthe lava in the sea away, and they could see Doc, Renny and the |ifeboat.

Doc and Renny were standing in the stern. They were hol ding an anchor to which was attached a



long cable with a large knot every three feet or so. Conversation was being carried on by the
radi os. Doc had repaired his and Renny’s on |anding

"The plan is to make the anchor secure, then use the rope to keep frombeing swept into the rush
of water," Doc Savage expl ai ned

Monk demanded, "You say you didn't get a look at the thingamajig the last time?"

Renny answered that. "Only a glance, through the water. It was big, alnost black, and

approxi mately round, as nearly as we could tell."

"Bl ack! You sure?"

"l said so, didn't |?" Renny demanded grouchily.

"Ch, all right, big fists. | just thought it was funny the thing was bl ack now when it was
transparent or sonething when it grabbed ne."

Ham snapped, "The girl said it started to change color, didn't she?"

Monk | ooked around. "I wonder where she went? She said she’'d be back soon."

"She went after another canera," Hamrem nded hi m peevishly

Renny, down in the boat, grunbled, "Johnny picked a heck of a tine to accidentally dope hinself
We need his help around here."

Monk asked, "You fellers think you Il get that thing | assoed, or whatever you' re gonna do to it
this time?"

Renny t hunped, "How should | know?"

Renny and Doc Savage | owered the anchor carefully. It was very heavy, and until it got overside
and into the water, it needed both their conbined strength. They felt it land on the bottom then
carefully strung the long rope overside, so that it would not tangle

"Ready?" Renny asked

"Yes," Doc said

A tiny blue light in one end of the bronze man's portable radio glowed faintly.

"Wait," Doc said

He held the instrunent close to an ear and changed the tuning knob. The next instant, his snal
strange, trilling sound, the exotic note that had no tune, yet a quality definitely rnusical, was
audi bl e

"Holy cowl" Renny booned. "Wat is it?"

He knew that sound al ways presaged sonething startling.

"Quick!" Doc rapped. "There s—

" ON W W W W

Monk squaw ed

Doc and Renny didn't need the radios to hear Monk’s frenzied how fromthe cliff rim

MONK was in the grip of three men. One had each arm a third his neck. How they had conme up so
quietly he couldn't inmgine

Monk how ed again. A bit joyfully. Physical conbat was his joy. He ducked his head, nanaged to
turn a neat somersault, and |anded on his back—i th one man under him That fell ow made a noise |ike
a stepped-on cat and rel axed

Ham had been a bit nore fortunate. At the first alarm he took one wild leap. It put himvery
near the cliff rim But it gave himtime to unsheath his sword cane

Ham was the sword cane’s naster. The bl ade seened to vani sh, defying the eye with its speed, and
did not becone visible again until it rested in the armof one of three nore assailants who had
rushed him

More nmen were coming out of the jungle. Alnpbst a dozen, all told

"Yeo-ww "

Monk howl ed. "There ain’t enough of you to give us a workout!"

The man Ham had stabbed sighed and | ay down. The drug on the tip of the dapper |awer’s sword
cane worked qui ckly.

Monk suddenly rose to his feet with a bound like that of a rel eased spring. He spraddled his

| egs, began to whirl. The nmen on his arns lost their footing and swing out |ike weights on a
governor. Mnk ran toward the other assailants

Results were remarkable. In an instant, nen were down, howling, cursing, Mnk with them Hanis
sword cane dropped anot her

Monk hit a jaw. One of the victinms teeth flew out and hit Monk in one eye. That fortune of war
was probably his undoing. It is hard for a man to wi nk one eye when excited. Mnk blinked both of
his. Sonmebody grabbed up a fistful of grit and rubbed it in his face. He was blinded

Some one cane running with a bush. He shoved it at Ham and the dapper |awer’'s sword cane cut

t hrough sonme of the tough hardwood, but not all. Tropical bushes are tough. Ham went down, his sword
out of conmission

Buddy Bal dwi n and his sister cane running up

"Don't kill them " Bess Bal dwi n gasped

Buddy Bal dwi n used the bl ackj ack which he carried

The natives of the South Sea islands have a way of carrying a pig. They tie its |egs together and



swing it on a pole, and a man gets at each end of the pole.

Monk didn't think nuch of the means of |oconotion. He nmade noi ses about it through his nose; his
lips were taped. He could see Ham being carried the same way. Their little radio sets were gone. The
machi ne pistols, which there had been no tine to use, were no |onger under their arns.

A pl ane droned overhead. It | ooked to Mnk |ike the same plane which had been photographing the
vol cano and the lava stream For the last hour, though, it had not been in evidence.

The men who carried Monk and Ham pig fashion were not natives of this part of the world. One or
two had an Oriental cast. But npst of themwere white, Anericans.

Jungl e was all about them Swarns of mnulticolored birds showered up ahead of them and settled,
squawki ng, behind them

Monk twi sted, jiggling up and down, trying to work ahead until he could kick the man with the
front end of the stick. The man behind tapped Monk’s head with a revol ver barrel, discouraging that.
Monk started swinging fromside to side, making it as tough on the fellows carrying himas he could.
He stopped that abruptly. The plane noi se was cl oser, |ouder. The ship nust have seen somet hi ng.
It was comng to investigate!

Monk wat ched, and an instant later blew a delighted snort through his nose. For the plane swept

| ow over them a hel meted head cocked over the fuselage. Then it arched up and went away.

One of the nen carrying Munk | aughed harshly.

"Don’t get pepped up, buddy," he said. "That guy is one of us. People think there’'s been a hell
of a rush of newspapernen and caneranen to this island, but nore’'n half of ‘emare our nen. Qur pal
up there went after gasoline, and now he's back."

That gave Monk enough to keep him quiet.

The men were trotting. Both Monk and Ham coul d see Buddy Bal dwi n ahead—and hi s sister.

Monk al | but strangled behind the tape when he saw Bess Baldwin. It was not the first tine a
menber of the fem nine sex had fool ed Monk. But every bl ow seened the biggest.

The party filed down into a canyon. Monk noted that they were taking pains to |l eave a plain
trail. The caval cade stopped.

Monk squirmed angrily. One of the men | ooked back at him

"Here's where we set the trap,"” the fellow said.

Monk tried to say sonething. The other chuckl ed.

"Don't worry," he said. "It ain’t an ordinary anbush. You ve heard of the new photo-electric
burglar alarms, ain't you?"

Monk had nore than heard of them As an el ectrochem st, he had done experinental work in

devel oping them You wal ked across a beamof invisible light, and that set off an alarm

The other nust have read his thoughts.

"W got the photo-electric rig off the trail, and there ain’t nobody wal ked fromthis part of the
trail to ‘“em" he said. "So there ain't a chance of Doc Savage bein’ tipped off."

There was a noise up on the canyon side.

"Man up there now checkin’ themover," the man said. "They' re fixed to open a big gas container.
The gas will roll down here in the canyon because it’'s heavier’'n air, and it’l|l get Savage and your
other pal."

Monk gargled angrily.

"You ain’t the only scientist around here," said the man.

Then the fell ow paused to watch the plane. It had come droni ng back and swooped al nost over head.
The pilot seemed to be using binoculars this tine.

Then the pil ot began gesturing—his armnoved right, then left—twice to the right, once to the
left. It kept noving.

"That fool will tip Savage off!" snapped the girl.

Buddy Bal dwi n swore and waved his arnms angrily.

The pl ane went away.

"Maybe Savage won’'t barge into the canyon," sonme one said doubtfully.

"Sure he will. W'll be farther up, on the cliff, and he can see us."

The man who had exam ned the apparatus of the trap joined them They went on.

MONK kept his eyes opened and reached an absol utely unpl easant conclusion. The trap was perfect.
The canyon was a bl eak place, and with one glance Doc could tell that no one lurked there in anbush.
He would certainly walk straight into the photo-electric device beam

The captors were in a hurry now, so nmuch so that Mnk judged Doc and Renny were not far behind.
They had had to clinb the cliff, of course.

Anxious to delay the flight, Mk started his swinging fromside to side again. It was effective,
causi ng the two who carried himto fall down. Then one of themgot a rock. Each time Mnk swing he
got clouted with the rock. It discouraged him

The caravan reached the opposite end of the canyon. From here they started up a steep sl ope.

There was sone jungle here, but not much. They were in the open a good deal.

Doc could see them frombelow. It would draw hi mon.

Monk turned his head. He could see straight down to the far end of the canyon.



Doc and Renny were already in view

The bronze man and the big-fisted engi neer were running. Doc was carrying what seened fromthat
di stance to be a box of apparatus.

What foll owed was over quickly. Doc and Renny did not wear the transparent hoods, so the gas got
them al nost imediately. It was not a visible gas—not visible fromthat distance, at |east.
Renny went down first, but before he did so he threw back his head and a cry poured fromhis
lips, a grisly screamwhich raised the hair. Wen he fell, it was slowy, and he twi sted about.
Doc went down next, but without an outcry. Yet once the bronze giant was on the ground, he, too,
squirmed slowy; his giant frame tied into a tight bundle at first, then he grew nore slack, spread
out, seened to grow | arger.

It was as if his giant body were unwinding after the life had left it.

Chapter 9. THE TRAPPER TRAP

THE two Bal dwi ns cracked orders. Mnk and Ham were rushed back down the hill to the canyon. They
stopped just outside the gash, and the girl opened a snall knapsack she was carrying and w t hdrew
what | ooked like a square of blotting paper and a bottle of blue liquid. She soaked the paper wth
the liquid, then advanced cautiously into the canyon, watching the paper.

It turned slightly pink.

"The wi nd has bl own nost of the gas out!" Bess Bal dwi n call ed.

Monk scowl ed. It was some kind of litnus test for gas, a new one on him This gang nust have
sonmebody who was no scientific slouch.

A nmonment | ater they were surroundi ng Doc Savage. The bronze man was sl ack, his eyes shut. Renny
had both big hands fastened around his own throat.

"Doc!" Monk choked.

The honely chemist gave a mighty flounce. It upset his porters, and he tunbl ed down al nbst upon
Doc. He hit the ground heavily, clawed to get erect, and his hands dug into a soft place in the
ground.

It was only by chance that he happened to be | ooking at the place where his hands dug in. He saw
something nmetallic, small and bright. It had been freshly buried.

Monk gave anot her mighty flounce—and covered the buried object again before anybody el se saw it.
"Doc!" Monk npaned. "He's dead!"

The men who had carried Monk sprang upon him They kicked himuntil they felt better.

Doc and Renny still wore the netal -over-silk diving suits, but had discarded the transparent
hel met s.

"Be careful with those diving suits," Bess Baldwin ordered. "The chief will be interested in
them "

"Good thing they discarded the helnmets,"” a nman nuttered. "It would ‘@ been a heck of a note if

they’ d been able to wal k right through the gas."

They found out how to unfasten the suits, and carefully stripped themoff. They got the portable
radio | oose fromRenny's mdriff. They worked over the one around Doc’s belt. Gunted, strained, and
said things when their fingers lost skin and nails. The belt was netal, |ocked, secure.

"We're gonna have to smash it," one said.

"Don't," directed Bess Baldwin. "Let the radio stay there. It won't do himany good. And the

chief will want all those radios. He hasn’t anything |like them"

A man went over and picked up the case which Doc and Renny had been carrying. That was | ocked,

too. He got a rock, beat at the |l ock. He nade snoke sparks fly, but that was all.

"Let it ride," said the girl. "W do not want to ruin any of Doc Savage's equi pment. The chi ef
wants it all. Savage is a nechanical genius."
"Let’s roll," ordered Buddy Bal dw n.

Monk saw a man | ooki ng over the ground for anything that m ght have been dropped. Instantly, Monk
began to kick and flail and hoot through his nose.
They knocked himover the head with a rock, as he had expected they would. It got black.

A MAN had his foot on Mink’s stonmach and was working it up and down, and some unconscious reflex
caused Monk’s big lungs to work as a bellows, punping air in and out. As the air went in and out it
made hootings and gobblings, and all the nmen standing around sl apped their hips and held their
stomachs and | aughed.

"Wake up, evolution!" the man was telling Monk between titters.

Monk opened one small eye and made it nean. The tape was off his nouth. He showed them his teeth.
He was still bound hand and foot.

"He's absolutely and positively the funniest-1ookin' geezer | ever saw, or | hope ny nother
paddles me if he ain't!" the man chortl ed.

The jungl e gl ade was hot under a curtain of volcanic snoke. A fine ash was sifting down, making
all the jungle gray and strange-looki ng. They were on the north end of the island. That end was
swanp.

Doc and Renny |ay near; Ham was beyond. Doc and Renny were still weirdly slack. They were not



tied yet.

Monk suddenly sat up enough to get his teeth in his tormentor’s leg. Mnk’'s nmouth was bi g enough
to accommopdate a respectable portion of |eg. The man who had been stanping his stomach threw back
his head and honked |ike a goose.

“I"1l kill “im" he screamed, and scooped up a rock.

"Lay off!" the girl said sharply.

The man gritted, "But the chief is gonna get rid of ‘em anyway!"

"Wait until he gives the word!" Bess Baldwi n retorted.

"Listen, sister, what's the difference if—=

The girl showed her argunment. It was flat and blue and probably held seven cartridges. The man
lifted his lip off his upper front teeth, but did not say anything nore.

Monk squinted at the girl. That man was afraid of her.

That meant the |ady nust be a pretty tough egg.

Every one stood around as if waiting for sonmething. Monk wondered what, and craned his neck. He
saw a man off to one side with a portable radio outfit. It was a nodern set of nmilitary type, but
alongside Doc’s little gadgets, as crude as an alarmclock beside a lady’'s wist watch. They were
wai ting for sonething over the radio.

The girl | ooked at Doc. She had been doing that a |lot. She punished her lower lip with small
white teeth.

"Savage shoul d have awakened by now " she said anxiously. "I'mafraid he didn't react naturally
to the gas."

"Keep your shirt on, sis," her brother said. "He's alive."

Monk et out a relieved breath. He had not been sure.

The man at the radio called, "It's com ng!" and |istened.

He got up, eyed the prisoners, and spat.

"The chief ain't gonna wait until he |locates that other one, Johnny," the man said. "He says for
us to take Monk, Hamand this one with the big fists—hief says his nane is Renny—ever to the |ava
stream Sone of the other guys will be there with that runty one, Long Tom All four of ‘“emgo into
the lava stream"

Bess Bal dwin stiffened suddenly. "What about Savage?"

"You and Buddy stick here and watch him" the man advi sed. "The chief says you better not let him
get away."

The girl put her teeth into her lower lip, and when she took themout, little red beads appeared.
She said shrilly, "lI've got sonething to say, too, and | might as well do it now"

She ran to the radi o and el bowed the operator out of her path. It was a phone outfit. She knew
how it operated.

"Chief," Bess Baldwin said into the m ke, "you ve steered clear of killing all through your
operations. You've said that nothing stirs up trouble quite as fast. Wy change your ideas now?"
She |istened. What was said to her was not |engthy. She put the transmitter and headset down. Her
face was bl ank.

The men picked up Monk, Ham and Renny and |eft.

The pl ane buzzed around in the sky above. Otherw se there was silence. The vol canic dust fell
quietly. Doc lay notionless.

"What’' d he say, sis?" Buddy Bal dwi n asked.

"He just—aughed,"” Bess Bal dwi n said hoarsely.

The brother dropped an arm over his sister’s shoul der.

"That little toy of a man is the worst fiend who ever lived," he said. "Don't cross him"

The girl nodded. There was a sound as if something had come up fast in her throat and stopped.
Bess Baldwin still had the gun in her hand when she sank besi de Doc Savage, groaning, "l can't
under stand what is keeping himsenseless for so long."

Doc’s hand had to nove less than a foot to take hold of her gun.

THE girl said "On!"

Buddy Bal dwin said "Ch-h!" got both hands over his nmiddle and went into a squat. The gun which
had hit himin the stomach hi ppety-hopped over the ground.

The girl | ooked vacantly at her hand. She did not quite realize it was her gun which had hit
Buddy. Doc’s throw had been sonething of a blur.

Buddy Bal dwi n had a gun sonewhere in his clothing. He got his hands started toward it. Then Doc
took hold of him

Bal dwi n was big. He had | earned sel f-defense in a school where nen had fought for their Iives.
And he had no del usions about his ability. He knew he was up against it.

He got his arns around Doc, then tried to rub his bristling hair into the bronze man’s face. Doc
knew that one. The hair was greasy, flecked with sonething, sone kind of powdered chem cal that
woul d blind an opponent.

Doc got his jaw around behind one of Baldwin's ears and rubbed nerve centers. Bal dwi n screeched
in agony.



Buddy Bal dwi n convul sed. His shirt was silk. It tore. He got out of it, and Doc had the shirt,
greasy with sunburn concoction and sone of the man’s red, burned hide.

The man tried to box next. He was good at that, too. They sparred. Their four fists seenmed to
becone half a dozen fists. There cane three or four small knuckle reports, then a | oud one. Buddy
Bal dwin fell on his back.

Doc rushed. He was ordinarily nore cautious. But the other had brushed his knuckles against his
hair, and had put some of the chemcal in Doc’'s eyes. Baldwin got his feet up in tine.

Doc lifted, swapped his head for his feet. The kick had caught himwhere it should have disabl ed,
or worse. But he landed as easily as a cat that had junped off a porch.

Buddy Bal dwi n got up. He used his feet now. He knew a | ot about a Scandi navi an boxi ng gane
conducted only with the feet. A deadly art of defense.

Suddenly the two men were together and down. Buddy Bal dwi n never did know exactly what went
wong. He used his fists. And when he felt the hardness of the bronze man, a kind of unbelief cane
into his eyes. Sticks, dirt, leaves flew. The vol canic ash was a cl oud.

The cloud settled, and Doc Savage was on Buddy Bal dwin's back, with a hold that was sonethi ng of
a nelson, but different in a terrible way. Buddy Bal dwin's skin pores began to | eak.

He nmpaned about his nother.

The girl ran into the jungl e and back. She had gotten the gun.

"Let himup!" Bess Bal dwin said, and pointed the gun at Doc Savage.

Buddy Bal dwin’s eyes fixed on his sister.

"Don’t!" he croaked. "He can kill ne before he dies."

THE girl stood there. Her left arm the one that did not support the gun, started shaking, and

t he shaking cane across her body and down her other arm She |owered the gun.

"Through?" Doc Savage asked. Hi s remarkabl e voice was | ow, and there was not nuch hurry in his

br eat hi ng.

"Through, " Buddy Bal dwin said hol | owy.

Doc Savage rel eased the nman, but stayed a nonent, considering sonething. Buddy Bal dwi n woul d not
have died had the girl shot, not by any chance. Know ng what he had shown he did about fighting
hol ds, there was not the slightest chance that Bal dwin had not known that a shot fromhis sister
woul d save him

The Bal dwi ns nmust have known what Doc was thinking. Buddy Bal dwi n said, very |low, "She has never
killed anybody."

Doc got up, wal ked to the girl and took her gun. She did not lift it.

Bess Bal dwi n | ooked relieved when he threw it far into the jungle wthout |ooking at it.

The bronze man knew why she | ooked relieved. She did not think he had noticed that there had been
no bullets in the gun. She nust have taken them out when she ran into the jungle after the gun.
An odd length of the line the Baldw ns had used to tie the other prisoners lay where it had been
cast aside. Doc got a length three feet long, tied one end to Buddy Baldwin's right wist, ran the
cord across the fellow s back and tied the other end to the other wist. This gave enough play for
Baldwin to punp his arm necessary for fast running, but not enough for himto fight.

The two Bal dwi ns watched the tying silently.

"Does Cadwiller O den know what canme out of that vol cano?" Doc asked.

The Bal dwi ns gaped surprise. The girl dropped a hesitant "Yes."

"Do you?"

"No. "

"Keep noving," Doc said.

The qui etness of the bronze man’s voice alarnmed the Baldwins. It was something |like the purring
that comes from sonme grenades before they expl ode. The Bal dwins did exactly what they were told.
It was sl ow going over the swanp ground. Vines, weeds, brush came to their necks. Mud at tines
nearly did the sane. Birds had settled for the night and didn’t want to be stirred up. They nmade a
fuss about it. The sun had conme to rest on the horizon.

Doc asked, "Wy didn't Cadwiller Oden tell you what was comi ng out of the vol cano?"

Bess Bal dwi n sl oughed through a puddl e, kicked nmud at the jungle.

"It nust be worth a lot. Maybe Cadwiller O den was afraid we’'d turn on himif we found out."

She ran onto what |ooked |ike a patch of sun-baked nud. Doc got her out before she sank beyond
her knees.

"Cadwi |l er O den knows his followers would not turn on him" Doc said. "Oden could wal k the
loneliest jungle with half a million in small bills, and not a man who knew his record woul d dare
touch him"

Wonder came into Bess Baldwin's voice. "You seemto know a | ot about him"

DOC did not answer that. The ground got higher, the growmh | ess thick. The sun seemed to be

gat hering courage for the junp into bl ackness beyond the horizon. Snoke and steam over the vol cano
was a Gargantuan nonster, often red but nostly bl ack.

Buddy Bal dwi n pl ugged along with deep thought etched on his red face. Sweat trickled in big



jewel l'i ke drops down his oiled skin. He took | ong, hard breaths.

He said, finally, "Savage, how | ong had you been out fromunder the effects of that gas, back
there, before you junped us?"

"Renny and nyself," Doc said, "were not gassed at all."

"Huh?"

"W plugged our nostrils and used nmouth filters," the bronze man expl ai ned. "W were nearly

di scovered when Monk accidentally kicked dirt off one of the filters, which we had buried when the
gas was gone and you had started back down the nmountain. But Monk kicked dirt over it again, and no
one saw. "

Buddy Bal dwi n groaned, "I'Il be dammed!" with a rage nore at his stupidity than anything el se.
He ki cked savagely through brush, stanped across rocky stretches. The three could snell the |ava
and the vol cano now.

Doc was following no trail apparently. Only nmaking in the general direction of the lava flow
"How do you expect to find your men this way?" Bess Bal dwi n asked.

Bi g Buddy Bal dwi n grow ed, sinmultaneously, "Say, how d you know t here was gonna be gas in that
canyon, anyhow?"

Doc pointed at the sky ahead. "The answer to both questions."

He meant the plane. Back and forth and around and around, the craft droned, |azy as a bee that
had just robbed another hive.

Buddy Bal dwin snorted, "That's one of Cadwiller O den's aviators in that crate!"

"And he will be back to see how we are getting along," Bess Bal dwin added. "That wi |l cook your
goose. "

Doc Savage seened remarkably undi st urbed.

Chapter 10. THE FI NE HAND OF FATE

THE Fifth Wnd was after the nmystery thing which had come out of the vol cano.

Doc Savage and his two prisoners could see that as they cane nearer the lava flow. The sleek
schooner was anchored al nost in the geyserlike uprush of water. Sheets of the falling water at tinmes
sl oshed over her decks. Her anchors were out fore and aft.

Lifelines and tel ephone wires were over the side. They had divers down.

Doc gl anced at the girl. "You knew they woul d be there?"

"Yes," Bess Bal dwin said. "They were headed for the spot even before we seized Monk and Ham"

The bronze man seened puzzl ed about a point.

"Who advi sed Cadwiller O den the nature of what cane out of the vol cano?" he asked.

"Cadwi | ler O den is a scientific genius. | have heard hi mboast that he knew nore than you. |If he
had to be a scientist to figure out what cane fromEthel’'s Mama, he has the ability."

"He had to be nore than a scientist,"” Doc said. "He had to have enough imagination to realize
that here was sonething scientists have never dreaned existed."

"What is it?" Bess Bal dwi n asked.

Doc seened not to hear her. She appeared about to ask again, but the inscrutability of his
metallic features kept her silent.

Al'l watched the plane, when they had tine to watch anything except the ground they were
traveling. The girl was gasping, weaving as she ran, about exhausted. Doc Savage picked her up,
carried her as he had earlier in the day. Buddy Baldwi n’s tongue was showing in his nmouth, and he
was sweating enough to | eave wet footprints.

He wat ched Doc Savage, fascinated by the fact that the bronze giant’'s breathing had not quickened
much, and no perspiration had appeared.

"Damm!" Bal dwi n munbl ed between gulps for air. "And | thought | kept in trim"

The pl ane continued to drone around aimessly. But the group could see the pilot |eaning over the
cockpit rim Down on the schooner, they were making flag signals, but the flier paid no attention.
The flag signal was regul ation marine international code. The girl could read it.

"That’'s strange!" Bess Bal dw n gasped.

"What is?" Doc asked.

"That aviator is one of Cadwiller Oden’s best nen," the girl explained after hesitating. "But
there he is ignoring the chief's orders."

"Under the circunstances, not so strange," Doc said.

"l don't get you?"

"The man really in control of that plane,” Doc told her, "is one of ny associates, Johnny."

W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN, nore often ternmed Johnny, was in control of the plane, but there was
sone doubt how | ong the status would continue. Johnny had the nuzzle of a supernmachi ne pistol
agai nst the pilot’s head.

Johnny was serious. He was using little words.

"Get on that radio and tell your boss that you're all right and that everything is fine!" he
ordered.

"Tell ‘imyourself, you bonebag!" the pilot snarled.



The flier was a nman who | ooked as if he had grown in the foot half of a coffin. He had the shape
and color. Sonme one with a sharp knife had once relieved himof the end of his nose

"Now don’t be coy," Johnny advised gently. "They' d know ny voice. Wiy do you think | brought you
along, after | grabbed you when you | anded for gasoline a couple of hours ago?"

"Squirrel fodder to you!" the nman sneered

The accident to his nose gave his words a gander tone

"You’' ve been nice right along,"” Johnny rem nded. "You sat still while | kept an eye on what is
happeni ng bel ow, and particularly where Mnk, Ham and Renny are being taken, so | can tell Doc. Wy
get stubborn all of a sudden?"

"G-r-r!"

said the pilot

He was hurting his eyes |ooking at the nachine pistol, the nuzzle of which Johnny kept in his

ear.

Johnny gl anced over the side. The plane was | ow enough to furnish a ringside seat for what was
happeni ng on the ground

The gang with Renny, Mnk and Ham was standing on the side of the lava river, waiting

Anot her gang draggi ng Long Tom were com ng up fromwhere a boat had | anded them off the schooner
Johnny coul d not have perspired in an oven, or he would have sweat now. He coul d see Doc, and the
bronze man woul d have to cover ground fast to get to the lava streamin tine.

The gaunt geol ogi st frowned at the cow of the plane. A machine gun was nmounted there, but he did
not know if it was in working order. There was no ammp drumin it. He poked in a pocket in the
cockpit, well forward, at the same time keeping his gun near the pilot’s head

Johnny was actually doing the flying, but the ship was a one-seater, and he sat side by side with
hi s prisoner

The pocket held ammp druns. Agreeably surprised, Johnny picked one out, stood erect, and reached
forward to clip the druminto the breech nmechani smof the synchroni zed machi ne gun. The arrangenent
was not the best in the world

The captive flier gave the rudder a violent kick. The plane noved enough to throw Johnny off

bal ance. The flier kicked the nmachine pistol fromits position. Johnny hit himover the head, but
not nearly as hard as he would have |iked to. The pilot bent down and took a bite at Johnny's right
| eg.

"I"1l be superamal gamated!" Johnny said painfully. It was the one big word he could always think

of in excitement

He hit the pilot again. The fellow squawked, tw sted, and got down in the bottom of the cockpit

to protect hinsel f. Johnny thunbed at the machine pistol’s safety. He hadn’t wanted to kill anybody,
and had kept it there. About that tine the pilot kicked himw th both feet

JOHNNY went flying out of the cockpit. He did not |eave the ship, but came down astride the

fusel age, a yard or so aft of the cockpit rim He reached, but before he could get .the rimhe slid
back toward the tail. He slithered around and nearly fell off. It was worse than riding a Tibetan
yak, Johnny’s worst experience in steeds up to that nonent

He was gl ad when the tail of the plane jabbed his spine. He had sonething to hold onto. He had

not |ost the machine pistol, but that was because it was fastened to his neck with a lanyard in the
fashion affected by Northwest Munted policenen. He grabbed it

The pil ot popped his head out of the cockpit. He had the fire extinguisher. He nade a bull’s-eye
Johnny rocked in pain, fell across the stabilizer, pawed nmadly, then got the bright idea of hitting
the fabric with his fist. For a mracle, it split. He took hold of a strut

The control wires for that side were rubbing his face. Johnny freed one hand, grabbed them and
tried to fly the plane. He had no satisfying luck, but it gave the pilot an idea. He opened the
throttle, grabbed the stick, stanped the rudder, and the plane began to act as if there was a hawk
after it.

Johnny saw the ground and sky and vol cano at unexpected places, then rather lost track. It could
not have been nore than a minute |ater when he got flipped off in space

About that tine, he was very glad indeed that he was wearing the pilot’s parachute

Johnny grabbed his machi ne pistol as soon as he got back the breath which the opening parachute

had shocked out of him He funbled in a coat pocket for a different ammo drum for the weapon, one
charged with expl osive bullets

Doc had perfected the expl osives; one of them m ght sink a battleship, if placed carefully

enough, and half a dozen could do it, with practically no care at all

Johnny tried a shot for range. It hit in the lava stream and there was suddenly a gap in the

lava that nen could have gone through if they ran fast enough. Rocks rolled around on the ground for
a hundred feet in every direction

The men who held Monk, Ham and Renny picked thensel ves up and hunted for the palmtrees with the

t hi ckest tops

Johnny twi sted around and dug a skyscraper basenent ahead of the crowd which had Long Tom

There was a sew ng-machi ne noi se. Johnny | ooked up. He could see a row of red dusk |ight across



the top of the parachute. About that time the plane whooped past. Its slipstream nudged the
parachute around. The pilot reached up leeringly and patted the iron runp of his nachine gun. Then
he banked the plane up to conme back.

Johnny gathered an arnful of the ‘chute shrouds on one side and haul ed them down. The ‘chute
didn't quite turn itself inside out, although there were tines when that |ooked probable. The ground
cane up, and the plane did not get close enough in two dives to put its bullets nearer than
listening distance, and Johnny let the shrouds loose in tinme to fill the ‘chute and | and nuch harder
than he had expected.

"Johnny! You all right?"

It was Doc Savage's voice. C ose. Johnny had been a bit too busy to note where he was landing in
relation to the bronze man. But he was pleased. He waited | ong enough to think up a big word for an
answer .

" Appropi hqui ty enjubilating!" he shouted.

H s delight had evaporated by the time Doc arrived with the two prisoners. Johnny | ooked

sheepi sh.

"What happened?" Doc asked.

"l got took |ike a goop, right when things were in a jam" Johnny nmuttered. He rarely used sl ang.
"Nonsense, " Doc said quietly. "You did excellent work fromthe instant you started to follow the
young | ady here."

Bess Bal dwi n junped, scow ed at Johnny, and yelled, "He foll owed ne?"

"Fromthe time you left us with the excuse of going for a canera until you got aboard the Fifth
Wnd," Doc told her.

"But why?" she shrilled.

"Doc’s idea," Johnny told her.

Bess Baldwin stared at Doc. "But how did | give nyself away?"

"Wth your story about the nysterious, jellylike nonster you saw in the side canyon," Doc told
her.

"That was a lie, of course," she said. "Cadwiller O den nade it up for nme. But what was w ong
with it?"

"Plenty," Doc said. "The thing which came out of the volcano is certainly no such a creature as
you described. "

Johnny expl oded, "Doc! You know what the thing is?"

Doc’s reply was, "W had better see what we can do for our friends."

Bul l ets began to cone through the jungle. Sone made cl ean singings, but nobst of them

zi p- zapped—that was about the sound—fromtree to tree. And the plane came down with noise inits
nose and one red eye that was a firing machi ne gun.

THERE is one thing about a cow -fixed nmachine gun on a plane. After its bullets go marching past,
you know you have a nonent. The plane has to turn around and cone back.

Doc used the interval to get every one into better cover.

Johnny told the girl, "The fact that you're with us doesn’'t seemto nake nuch difference to your
friend up there."

"Did you expect it to?"

Savage said briskly, "Johnny, have you any ammp drum of those snpkescreen bullets for your

machi ne pistol ?"

Johnny produced the drum It was snall. The machine pistol bullets were snall, not rmuch |arger
than .22 cartridges, although they could not in any way be conpared to ordinary ammunition of that
cal i ber.

Johnny clipped the drumin place of the explosives, swung the gun around and let it nmoan. The
slugs hit the ground and |l et |oose their chem cal conmpound which turned into black snoke. One, two,
or a dozen m ght not have done nuch, but a hundred or so hel ped out the approachi ng night
materially.

Doc changed their position.

The pl ane canme down, riveted the ground full of bullets where the party had been, and went up
again with the noan of a baffled spook.

"He'Il play heck hitting us in this snoke," said Buddy Bal dw n.

The pil ot nmust have thought |ikew se. He did not come back.

"Come on," Doc said.

The group ran toward the lava stream The gang there had stopped driving rifle lead into the
jungl e at random

"They’'re waiting for us," Johnny hazarded.

They weren’t. Both of Cadwiller O den’s gangs were heading for the sea, dragging their prisoners,
who were now doing all they could to delay the flight.

"Now that’'s queer," nuttered Buddy Bal dwin. "The chief gave ‘emorders to croak them prisoners.
And now they ain’'t. They nust have gotten new ones."



THE two gangs with their prisoners nust have received their new orders by radio fromthe

schooner, for Doc and Johnny and the two Bal dwi ns canme upon radio sets of the field mlitary type
lying where the fleeing men had thrown them

The schooner was excitenment itself. The plane catapult put its nose over the side and spat off a
plane with a noi sy gush of snmoke. It turned around, boons whirred and bl ocks yow ed, and the other
pl ane was on the catapult in tine that would have nade a navy catapult crew hide their faces. The
second pl ane was shot into the air, too.

Both plane pilots warned their guns. These held denolition cartridges, and they dug holes, tore
up trees and made it sound |ike another earthquake.

When the planes went overhead, the pilots got rid of several bonbs, nost of them gas, but enough
of them fragnmentation to nmake the nei ghborhood sound as if it had a piccolo orchestra.

Doc’s netallic features showed no enotion about that tine, but Johnny | ooked as if he were gl ad
they had turned | oose plenty of snoke fromthe nachine pistol and were off to the right, where the
pl anes di d not expect themto be.

The party raced for the cliff.

It was getting much darker, and the snoke from Johnny's special cartridges had drifted upward,

hel ping it al ong.

The planes found them and the group had to work their snmoke cartridge trick again. Twi ce,

rather. The first tinme the pilots were not deceived, and things would have ended there, only a ditch
was handy. They were nore fortunate the second try.

"Snoke about gone!" Johnny groaned.

"Even noney," Buddy Baldwin said, "that by this time to-nmorrow the great Doc Savage and his
friends are only a bunch of epitaphs on sone tonbstones!"

Chapter 11. THE THI NG THAT LEFT

ONE of the pilots upstairs thought he saw Doc’s party up on the nountain. Both planes took

t hensel ves and their noise up there.

Sound |ike several coffee grinders working hard renmained. It cane fromthe sea below the cliff.
Men were shouting and swearing at nen who swore back at them

"They’' ve reached the cliff!" Doc said sharply. "Stay here! Johnny, watch these two!"

Johnny did not want to watch anybody. He had had enough fight to want nore. But before he could
obj ect, the bronze man was gone, headed for the cliff.

The bronze man got in the open for speed, taking a chance on the planes sighting him which was
not likely, as dark as it was now.

Hi s speed now was prodigious, and for once there was an expression on his face. Ginmmess. He had
not been doing so well. The desire to keep the Baldwi ns in hand had slowed his pursuit of the gang
wi th Monk, Ham and Renny.

Doc had pl anned on Johnny in the plane keeping track of them advising their location, stepping
into scatter themif they actually tried to throw the prisoners into the lava. But fate had set in.
Doc reached the cliff and | ooked over. It was no smooth wall of a cliff. There were plenty of

pl aces to get down.

The two gangs with their prisoners had gotten down and were already in the fast boats with

engi nes that sounded |ike coffee grinders. The boats got organi zed and headed for the schooner.
The tiny gemof a man, Cadwiller O den, seemed to be mentally anbi dextrous to the extent that he
could direct two entirely different operations at the same tine. Mre nmen aboard the boat had been
carrying on the diving operations as if all were peaceful.

They were now | oweri ng boxes overside in a sling. Doc Savage had eyes phenonenal |y devel oped by
scientific training, perfectly ordinary eyes to start with, but remarkabl e now. He studied the
boxes.

Suddenly, he lifted his voice.

"Ahoy, the Fifth Wnd!" he call ed.

The words were thunder of a kind, and when the echoes went to sleep, everything was silent down
on the water. The coffee-grinder motors had even been throttled to a pop now and then.

"Do not set off any explosive near that thing on the bottom"

They heard that on the schooner, and it nust have been half a mle away.

There was an interval of silence.

A voice called fromthe schooner. The words did not carry to Doc, and big-fisted, big-voiced
Renny rel ayed, probably voluntarily.

"They say for you to take a big running junp fromwhere you' re standing, Doc!" Renny thundered.
"Setting off a blast near the thing may cause it to wipe us all out!"

They heard that on the schooner, too. Renny relayed the answer.

"Same thing as before!" he boomed. "And they say they' re gonna separate it in pieces, as it’s in
too big a lunp now to take aboard."

There was no need of nore shouting. The nen on the ship were going to set off the blast. The
schooner wi nches were al ready gnashing the anchor chains, draggi ng themup. Breeze and tide noved
the schooner slowy away fromthe spot where the geyser of water played steadily above the sea.



In the unholy red of volcanic twlight, the geyser |ooked eerie, om nous.

The two pl anes canme droni ng down to hunt for Doc Savage’'s voi ce.

Johnny, fromnearby, said, "I figured it was all right to come down here."

The two Bal dwi ns did not say anyt hing.

On the schooner, they dipped a flag.

A man in a launch, with a blasting generator between his feet, bent over briskly with the
generator treadle.

The ocean went up.

IT was cataclysm c, that which happened. The geyser fell back and net the sea rising, and the sea
continued. The sea did not reach the sky, or even the clouds, but it nust have lifted all of two
hundred feet. The wave, when it reached the cliff, smacked alnpbst to the top, and tons of spray cane
down around Doc, Johnny and the two Bal dwi ns.

It was inpossible to see exactly what was happening. There was a torrent of spray, of water

shooting high, and along with that a gurgling and roaring that m ght have been a score of N agaras
flow ng by spurts. It continued for seconds, mnutes. The big noise of the planes becane small and
almost lost in the watery bedl am

A second tidal wave hit the cliff. Doc Savage grabbed Johnny as water dragged himtoward the

edge. Buddy Bal dwin held his sister with one hand, a bush with the other. The threshing and gurgling
kept on, and every one of themwas struck with the |likeness to a fantastic nonster floundering in
tornent.

"I"I'l be superanal gamated if | don't think we'd better back away!" Johnny gul ped. "Supposin’ the
thing gets up here, or sonmethin!"

It took a major calamty to make Johnny slur his words.

Then there was a strange sound. Johnny never forgot. It was as if the cork had been pulled out of
the world, and the innards had come flying out. There was a scream Those in Paris heard such sounds
when a Big Bertha turned | oose.

The big npan went away, infinitely far away. It left behind echoes that cane whining back from

the bosom of Ethel’'s Mama in succeeding peals that got rapidly weaker.

The sea finally settled down. Mst drifted slowy away.

On the top of the water was floating tinmbers, boards and sonme arns that stuck up through the foam
and waved.

The stern of the schooner was sticking out. The ship had capsized, and the part that showed was
rem ni scent of a big turtle showing its head. Wien it went out of sight, it was as if the turtle had
seen sonething that demanded a cautious retreat.

Some of the coffee-grinder boat engines were still going.

THE boats—they were fast tenders off the schooner—ski pped around picking up the nen in the water.
The pl anes—they were seapl anes—di pped down and tried to | and and hel p. One of them stubbed its fl oat
on a wave and shed both its wings and the pilot. No one seenmed to care about any nore shooting.
Johnny lay on the cliff brink. He groaned and nuttered; he said words that nobody who knew him
woul d have thought he knew, words that grewin no dictionary. He was nmad at his eyes because they
did not have enough catlike quality to penetrate the nurk of the night.

"l can’t tell!" he mpaned. "I can't tell!"

He meant that he couldn’t tell if Renny, Mnk, Ham and Long Tom had di ed.

"Renny!"

Doc thundered. No answer.

"Long Tom "

" Monk! "

" Ham

No answer fromthe boats, which had finished their |ooking around, and with the renaining plane
headed up the shore for Fan Coral City.

"We can head themoff!" Johnny gasped.

He had spoken wi thout enough thought. The jungle was tough going. The boats beat them

Two big planes were missing fromFan Coral Harbor when they got there. Everybody had thought

t hose pl anes had brought newspaper correspondents and notion picture photographers. They had borne
the names of a world-w de news agency and a big Hol |l ywood concern. But sign painters can be hired
al nost anywhere, and the planes had left in too great a hurry.

Doc Savage found the remaining snall plane used by Cadwiller O den's fliers, but nobody was
around.

The bronze man went to the radio station.

The worl d began to keep its eyes open for two sea-air giants—each could |lift forty passengers and
a pay | oad—which bore the name of a world-wi de news agency and a great notion picture concern.

The pi g, Habeas, and the ape, Chemistry, canme wandering furtively into Fan Coral Cty that night.
The two animals were behaving queerly. Every one noticed it. The beasts kept |ooking at the eastern
sky.



It was into the eastern sky that the roaring thing fromthe vol cano had gone

Chapter 12. STRANGE STORI ES

ETHEL' S MAMA had been in the eyes of the world rather prominently, and what had finally happened
was sonewhat in the nature of a blinding flash which caused the newspaper-readi ng and

radi o-1istening public of all nations to sit back, blink its eyes—and wonder who was crazy.

Any nunber of persons on Fan Coral |sland had seen the comption that had resulted in the sinking
of the schooner. The uproar of fighting could not fail to draw attention, although just what it was
all about, practically no one could figure

Doc Savage was on the island, alnpst every one heard, and the renarkabl e man of bronze was

involved in the affray on the edge of the cliff. Doc Savage's repute had reached al nbst every ear on
Fan Coral Island in the past, and people knew the things he was involved in were likely to be big
and exciting

But when newspapernen—the | egitinmate ones—went |ooking for Doc Savage, they found he had

di sappeared, and along with himhis gaunt geol ogi st aid, Johnny, as well as two other persons, a big
sunburned man and a pretty and capabl e-1ooking girl, neither of whom any one recogni zed by nane.
Wth them had gone the two pets

Si nce nobody found Doc, and no one was absolutely certain there really had been a fight, the fray
did not appear in print except the statenent that, "reports of an affray of some kind prior to the
strange di sturbance which w ped out the schooner have not been corroborated."

The phenonenon of sonething com ng out of the sea and whistling away through the sky was

sonething that did get a lot of publicity. It was very nysterious, and enough persons had heard it
to assure that there really had been such a happeni ng

A nunber of additional scientists cane to Fan Coral Island to investigate

They nmade a surprising discovery. Ethel’s Mama had stopped erupting. The |ava no | onger flowed,
decreasi ng amounts of snoke and steam appeared, and all was getting serene

Several scientists mentioned that the object which had whistled through the sky might have had a
connection with the cessation of the eruption. But when they were pressed for a definite reason why
t hey had none

Di vers found a disturbed place on the bottom of the sea, where expl osive m ght have gone off, but
not hing el se

The divers did bring up several bodies, and the crabs and fish had | eft enough of some of themto
allow identification. There was sone surprise when it was |earned the victins had been npst noted
crimnals

What the world did not know or discuss was that the naval forces and | and police of a nunber of
nations had been keeping a sharp | ookout for two big seapl anes, one bearing the nane of a news
agency, the other that of a cinema concern

What even the naval and civil authorities did not know was that probably one of the greatest

coll aborations in history had been effected between private detective agencies all over the gl obe
The private sleuths were also | ooking for the planes, for Cadwiller O den, the amazi ng m dget

for a fake Snowbal | Eagan, and for four aids of Doc Savage nicknamed Monk, Ham Renny, and Long Tom
The man in charge of this collaboration of private detective agencies knocked on the door of an
eighty-sixth floor suite in a New York skyscraper two weeks | ater

The door bore the name, "Clark Savage, Jr.," in small letters. Cark Savage, Jr., was Doc Savage.

WHEN he was seated in a large reception room furnished with expensive |eather chairs, a

remarkabl e inlaid table and an enornous safe, the chief of the private detective organi zati on spoke
"l received your word that you had reached New York, and | amhere to report," he said

"CGo ahead," Doc Savage directed

"Every airport and every possible | anding point has been covered as well as we could,"” the man
said. "I get daily, and often hourly, reports fromthe Orient, Australia, Africa, Mexico, and al nost
everywhere el se. W have watched the trains, the airways, the autonobile highways, steanships and
transoceanic dirigibles. This has cost you approximately half a mllion dollars already. It is
probably the nost thorough and expensive detective job ever attenpted. And it hasn’t acconplished a
damm thing!"

"Not hi ng?"

"Absol utely nothing!"

"Keep at it," Doc Savage said

The fell ow who had organi zed the private detective collaboration swallowed tw ce. He | ooked

i ncr edul ous

"It's going to cost alnobst a hundred thousand dollars a day," he said

"The lives of four of ny friends may be at stake," Doc Savage said quietly. "And if that fellow
Cadwi |l er O den is not stopped, it is going to cost the world a good deal nore than a hundred

t housand a day."

The man nodded and got to his feet. "And what about the other thing?"

"You wish to know if the private detectives are to keep on watching for sone trace of the thing



which flew out of the sea at Fan Coral |sland?"

"Exactly," Doc replied.

The head of detectives nodded again. "There has been only one report on that, and it was nothing
but a rumor. A sheepherder says he and his sheep were knocked every which way by sonething that went
past a nountain with a roaring noise. The thing seened to conme down, then go up again."

"That was in Womi ng," Doc said.

"It was."

"Keep | ooking," Doc directed quietly.

The visitor stunbled out, sonewhat dazed by the presence of an individual who coul d spend that
much noney | ooking for four friends, a mdget, and something in the sky that nmade a npani ng noi se
and knocked things around.

JOHNNY cane into the reception roomafter the visitor had gone. Johnny, who had al ways | ooked as

if he couldn't possibly |ose any wei ght, had neverthel ess | ost some. And he had not used a big word
since they had left Fan Coral Island secretly in Doc’s big private seapl ane which had been lying in
a renote cove on the island.

He carried a | arge | oosel eaf not ebook.

"Look here," he said wonderingly. "I’ve been going through this notebook you handed nme. It’s full
of dope on Cadwiller Oden."

"W try to keep a file on all the |eading crooks," Doc rem nded.

"l know, but this was started all of two years ago. And it shows how, step by step, and with

remar kabl e genius, Cadwiller O den has progressed until to-day he is probably the npbst dangerous
crimnal alive. It gives lists of his known followers, and their pictures, some of them And | ook at
this!"

Johnny hel d the book open, disclosing a pair of pictures.

"Bess Bal dwi n and her brother!" the gaunt geol ogi st exclainmed. "You knew fromthe very instant

that she appeared just who she was and what she was probably up to!"

Doc’s silence adnmitted that fact.

"Anot her thing"—Johnny bl ew his nose—since we've been back, you sent the Bal dwi ns away

somewhere. Wiy, | don’t know. What's the idea?"

"Cadwi | l er A den," said Doc Savage, "is a clever man. | wouldn't put it beyond himto make an
attenpt to rescue the Baldwins. For the present | have had them renoved sonewhere where even O den
cannot find them You will soon see them again."

Johnny, curious, attenpted sone nore questions, but the bronze man shut up like a clam So Johnny
went back to the book. He shook it. "There's a picture and description of the Fifth Wnd here.
There’s even a plan of her furnished by the shipyard which made her over to suit Cadw ller Oden's
i deas. So you knew she was the mdget’'s boat."

"For a year," Doc said.

"Now | begin to see why we went to Fan Coral |sland so secretly. Now | see. Sure! You were going
after Cadwiller Oden. You saw in the newspapers that his ship had turned up in the harbor at Fan
Coral . You figured he was up to something."

"Not up to sonething," Doc corrected. "The seisnograph records of the initial eruption of Ethel’s
Marma show—

"l never could see anything strange about those records,"” Johnny interposed.

"The earthquake record was perfectly normal," Doc said. "But there was no earthquake on Fan Coral

I sland of any great violence. An earthquake of the strength of the one registered in Harvard woul d
have shook things up briskly on Fan Coral Island. It was the Fan Coral shock which was registered.
The time proves that.

"We had, therefore, a shock which was not violent, but which registered as a violent one. That is
easily explained. An ordinary earthquake is usually a slippage of subterranean strata. You stand on

a platformand if it is jerked up and down, you still keep your feet, but if it is jerked sidew se,
you upset. Therefore the disturbance was a thrusting of forces rather than a slippage disturbance."
"Now we' re getting sonme place," Johnny said. "But | still don't see why the fact that the earth

jurmped up and down instead of slipped was renmarkabl e enough to send us flying hal fway around the
world to Fan—

The singing of the tel ephone annunciator cut in. The tel ephone was connected to a | oud-speaker

and m crophone instead of the conventional instrument. Doc clicked the switch, said, "Savage," and a
voi ce canme out of the speaker.

"This is inportant,” it said.

"CGo ahead," Doc directed.

"This is a private detective stationed to watch the news di spatches handl ed by the bureau office

of the Associated Press in St. Louis," said the voice, sounding as if it were com ng over a

| ong-di stance tel ephone wire. "I think we have sonething here that you should be informed about."
"Let's have it."
"It is a dispatch fromthe small town of Bagnell, in the Mssouri Ozarks, near the Lake of the

Ozarks," said the informant. "The story is about a hillbilly they had to put in jail down there."



"Get to the point," Doc requested.

There was a brief pause, during which the tel ephone | oudspeaker seened to be reproducing the

crackl i ng of paper.

"I"'mreading the itemagain," the detective said. "It seens that this hillbilly was naned Snig
Johnson, and he was put in jail because he went around claimng he was a reincarnati on of Mses."
"Moses?"

"That’'s what it says here in the story. It says this Snig Johnson went down the main street of
Bagnel | yelling, ‘I stretched out ny right hand and the waters were divided, a wall unto ny right
hand and unto ny left, and | could lead the children of Israel into the mdst of the water upon the
dry ground.’” The story goes on to say he was |l ooking for an Israelite to lead, only they caught him
before he found one and put himin the hoosegow. "

"Thank you," Doc said.

The bronze man broke the connection, and inmedi ately had the | ong-distance operator get himthe
marshal at Bagnell. But it seened "Snhig" Johnson was in the county jail at a town called Tuscunbi a.
Doc got Tuscunbia. There was sone argunent, and he got Snig Johnson on the phone.

Sni g Johnson did not sound as if he thought hinself another Moses.

"Listen, mister, they got me all wong," he conplained. "I had maybe had a nip or two of this
Ozark panther sweat. | renmenber | was feelin’ right good. You know how it is. | figured I'd sorta
tell ‘emabout it, an’ maybe kid ‘ema little. But hell! They got ne all wong. They think I'm bats.

An’ now they got ne in the cal aboose, an’ this dang sheriff has ordered a strait-jacket fromJeff
Cty."

"What gave you the idea of the water like unto a wall on your |eft hand and on your right?" Doc
asked.

"It's a fact, dang it!"

"Tell me about it."

"You joshin’ nme, mster?"

"Not a bit. This is very inportant."”

"Al'l right. 1've heard about you, Doc Savage. |'ma farner. Leastways, | raise me a tomato now
an’ then, when themdang red oak hills ain't too dry or too wet. Mstly |I do a business in redbone
foxhounds. | train pups for fellers all over Mssouri. An’ | got the best durn dogs in Mssouri or

Arkansas, and—
"W were tal ki ng about divided waters," Doc rem nded.

"Who said we wasn't? Day ‘fore yesterday, mister, | had Od Blowhe' s ny best dog—eut with sone
green pups. Od Blow is dang good, because he'll pile right onto them pups for runnin’ rabbits an’
barkin’ at skunks an’ things. Anyhow, we conme to a neck of the |ake—=

"What | ake?"

"Quit interruptin’ me. Lake of the Ozarks. We come to this neck of the |ake, an’ | hope ny
foxhounds run rabbits forever if there wasn't the waters, divided as you please. | didn't divide
‘em They was al ready divided, an’ Mses couldn’'t ‘a done a better job.

"They' re still divided, or was the next nornin’ when | went down there to see if | was crazy. The

dang | ake has just got a path in it where there ain't no water, an’ no reason for there not bein’
any, except maybe the heck of a wind that's blowin’ around there."

"What is the exact |ocation?"

"One mle north of ny farm"

"Thank you," Doc said.

"Wait a minute, mister! | read somewhere that you go around helpin’ fellers out of trouble. You
talkin' to one right nowthat's in sonme trouble."

"We'|| see what we can do," Doc said.

He hung up. Johnny | ooked excited. "We' Il head for Lake of the Ozarks at once!" he excl ai ned.

Then he wheel ed.

THE i nstant he turned, Johnny’'s eyes popped, and he seened to be having inner trouble. He choked
expl osi vel y.

The bad Bal dwi ns, Buddy and his sister Bess, were standing just inside the door.

Johnny yell ed, "How cone you're running around | oose? How nmuch of that did you hear?"

Buddy Bal dwin said, "W were shoved in here a mnute ago by the nen you have had guardin’ us, the
private detectives. We ain't heard nothin ."

Doc Savage said, "Put out your hands."

The two Bal dwi ns—Johnny had di scovered they were known as the "Bad Bal dwi ns" when he read the
record book—extended their wists. Doc clicked on handcuffs.

That was another puzzler. Doc rarely used handcuffs. He had chemnical concoctions which kept
prisoners hel pl ess without harmng them The potions had the advantage that only Doc coul d erase
their effects with another chem cal mixture, so that if the captives’ pals rescued them they were
still nothing better than living munmm es.

"Stay here," Doc suggested to Johnny. "You mght entertain yourself by getting nmore famliar with
Cadwi | | er A den's record."



Johnny nodded. But it would not be entertainment. What he had already read about Cadwiller

A den’s nethods had al nost curled Johnny's hair.

Doc Savage and the two Bad Bal dwi ns went outside, the Bal dwi ns handcuffed. Johnny held the door
open until he heard the el evator depart with the trio, then went back and picked up the record book.
Johnny had ceased being surprised at the fact that Doc had secured, |ong before the present
trouble started, a conplete line on Cadwi ller O den. Doc had been battling evildoers for some tine,
his nethods phenonenal |y successful, and not because of | uck.

Doc overl ooked no possible angle of preparation. He had arranged access to the fingerprint and
picture files of police departnents all over the world, and he enpl oyed detective agencies
continual ly.

A shot interrupted Johnny’'s nusings. He | eaped to the wi ndow. One glance out and he nade a

croaki ng sound of horror.

Doc maintained a private speed elevator. It took Johnny down to the street |evel alnost as fast

as a stone woul d have fallen. He dived out to the street.

Doc Savage lay on his back on the sidewal k. A pool of scarlet |eakage was growi ng under the

bronze man’s head.

The two Bad Bal dwi ns were nowhere in view

Chapter 13. THE TRAIL AGAIN

TWO fat men craw ed out fromunder an autonobile where they had dived for refuge. They | ooked

I'i ke brothers.

"A man and a worman!" one gasped.

"Handcuffed!" bleated the other.

"The man drew a gun!"

"The woman, too!"

"They shot that man!"

"It’'s Doc Savage! Doc Savage is dead!"

Johnny had seen crowds gather in a hurry, but this tine it was a record. They could not have
arrived nore swiftly if they had been shot out of a shotgun. There was a radio police car, two
patrol men, an anbul ance, another police car, and a taxicab driver got excited and ran into a | anp
post .

Oficials and excited persons ran up and tried to seize Doc Savage and hel p nove him One

souveni r-hunti ng mani ac whi pped out a penknife and woul d have cut a piece off the end of Doc’s
necktie if Johnny had not kicked himwhere it woul d di scourage hi mthe nost.

Police ran around nudly, grabbing people at random and handcuffing them not because they thought
they were guilty, but because they wanted wi tnesses. Johnny shouted descriptions of the Bal dw ns,
how ed orders to take Doc up to the skyscraper headquarters instead of the hospital, and squaw ed at
the nmob to get back and give the bronze nman air.

Si x persons tried to carry Doc when two could have done the job better. A procession of fire
apparatus began to arrive for no apparent reason, shaking the streets and deafening every one.

In the mdst of the excitenent, Doc Savage said, "If no one mnds, |I'lIl get up under ny own
power." Hi's voice was weak.

Twenty minutes |ater, when Johnny had chased the | ast newspaper reporter out of the skyscraper
reception roomwth a chair, he slamed the door shut, panting, and eyed Doc reproachfully.

"You shouldn’t have |let those newshounds have the story!" he said.

"But the Bal dwi ns escaped fromne," Doc said. "Broadcasting their pictures and descriptions wll
hel p i n apprehending them"

Johnny groaned. "It'Il give all the crooks the idea that you aren’t so hot, after all. You know
very well we scare a | ot of weak-kneed bad actors into turning as straight as a string, just with
our reputation.”

Doc sai d not hi ng.

Johnny took a prow around the place as a matter of course. The establishnent consisted of a
library of enornmpus size stocked exclusively with ponderous scientific works, and a | aboratory which
was probably one of the nost fully equi pped for advanced research.

As Johnny had expected, he found a reporter who had hidden in the | aboratory to get pictures and
sone exclusive angle on the story. The scribe nmade the door just ahead of Johnny’'s toe. Johnny was
getting crochety.

"You're not hurt bad, you re sure, Doc?" he demanded anxiously.

"l can navigate," the bronze nman said.

"Does this change things? Are we still heading for the Ozarks?"

"W are."

THERE was a police dragnet out for the Bad Bal dwins. Every cop in town was |ooking for a slender,
bl ue-eyed girl and a big nman who was sunbur ned.

Two col ored people, a nman and a wonan, attracted no attention strolling down a Harlem street. The
| ady was bent and white-haired, and the old fellowwth her was al so stooped, and as bald as an



el ephant’s tusk. Both carried canes. The nan had a white cloth wapped around his face in the nanner
of one who has a toothache.

They shuffled up to the policeman on a corner and asked himto recommend a good dentist. There
was a sign in the middle of the block:

SAM

SPECI ALI ST OF TEETH

"l guess he's all right," the cop said.

The two ol d darkeys mounted a stairway and found thensel ves in a prosperous-|ooking office. They
seened a little confused, and the old man uneasy. A neat colored girl asked them what coul d be done
for them

"Pap’s got hisself an ache, missy," the old | ady said.

The dentist saw themin his private room He was a |ean, bald colored fell ow who | ooked as if he
m ght have a little wolf in his ancestry.

"What can | do for you?" he asked crisply.

The ol d colored | ady held the pal mof one hand out, opened and closed the fingers three tines,
then crossed the two | ongest fingers.

The dentist got up and cl osed the door.

"All right," he said. "I half expected you would show up here."

"You know us?" the old | ady asked.

"Yeah, but not if | hadn't been expecting you. You're the Bad Bal dw ns."

The Bad Bal dwi ns nodded. "This disguise won't serve forever," Buddy said. "W want to contact
Cadwi | | er O den."

"Suppose O den shoul d prefer your keeping under cover?" the other suggested.

"We have inportant information for him"

The dentist seened to be only an internediary, a cog in the machine of crine which had been built
by the tiny, evil genius, Cadw ller 4 den.

Removi ng his white snock, the dentist got his street coat and donned it, and said, "Come with
—_—

H s destination was a room ng house which did not seemto do nuch business. He led the way to a
roomon the top floor. Four large trunks stood around the wall. They were enpty. Wat they had held
was assenbled in the mddle of the room It was a conpact beam wave radio transmitter of

consi der abl e power.

THE dentist worked with the control knobs a while, getting the wave | ength.

"We nove the station occasionally," he said. "Even if there is practically no chance of |ocating
it with a direction finder such as the Departnent of Commerce |Inspectors use."

Finally, after giving sone of the passwords, Cadwiller O den' s snall voice said, "WlIl?"

"W got away from Doc Savage," Buddy Bal dwi n said.

"l know," Cadwi |l er O den chuckled. "I just heard it broadcast in a news report. You're sure it’'s
not a trick? Maybe Savage | et you escape.”

"Hell, no! | think we killed him"

"You didn't. The news broadcast said he was still alive."

"Dam the luck!" Buddy Bal dwin snarled. "Wll, anyway, we got hot stuff for you."

"Yes?"

"Doc Savage knows the |ocation of Repel."

"Of what ?"

"Of Repel!" Buddy Bal dwin |laughed grimy. "The thing that came out of the vol cano."

"So do I."

"You what ?"

"The location. | knowit. | have known it since yesterday."

"1"11 be damed!"

"Furthernmore, | have al nbst succeeded in securing it. It is a matter of hours."

Buddy Bal dwi n expl oded, "It’'s in the Lake of the Ozarks in M ssouri!"

"That is right."

"Can you get it before Doc Savage arrives?"

"Possi bly. And when Savage does arrive, he will find sone el aborate arrangenents to receive him"
Cadwi | l er O den said grimy.

There was a brief and unconfortabl e pause.

"What do you want us to do?" Buddy Bal dwi n asked.

"My agent will explain how you may secure a plane," replied Cadwiller Oden. "You will fly
imediately to ny base at Lake of the Ozarks. The agent will mark the | ocation of the base."
"We're off," grunted Buddy Bal dwin. "Ch, say! Wat about Doc Savage's four friends?"

"I have themhere in the Ozarks," said Cadwiller A den. "I should have gotten rid of them | have
not thought it advisable to use themas bait for a trap for Savage, which was ny first idea."
"That woul d be dangerous,"” Buddy Bal dwi n agreed. "Doc Savage has been hoping for that. Qhers
have tried the trick before, with the result that the bronze man used the contact to trail down his



friends and effect a rescue.”
Cadwi | | er O den snapped, "W are already preparing to dispose of the prisoners!"”

Chapter 14. THE MASTER CROOK S TOUCH

TUSCUMBI A was a M ssouri county seat town, built to live in rather than to get rich in. The jail
evidently didn't do much busi ness.

The sheriff was in his office, talking to hinself and | ooking at the new strait-jacket.

"You won't get a heck of a lot nobre out of Snig Johnson," he said.

"Why?" Doc inquired.

"H m and a bootl egger got together through the jail w ndow "

Doc went in to see Snig Johnson. Johnson was long and hard as rails and as brown as the spots on
one of his redbone foxhounds.

"Yipee!" he said. "Hell wi sh everything! I"'ma bird, jush a bird in a gildesh cage!"

"l can give himsone stuff that will sober himup so quick he will think lightning struck him"

Doc sai d.

"Don’t wanna get shruck by nothin'," Snig Johnson yelled am ably. "Wanna live in their shail.
Li ke the durn place. Swell shail —sha—shai |l —hel | —€al aboose. "
The sheriff said, "I think he is afraid he is going crazy."

"I f you sheen shone waters divided, what’d you shink?" Snig Johnson asked, not w thout sone

| ogi c.

"Let himalone," Doc said. "Do you know the |ocation of his farnP"

"Sure. It’s down in the next county, Canden. You stop at Linn Creek, and they can tell you."

Doc Savage thanked the sheriff. The bronze man and Johnny went back to their plane, which was the
center of a group of snmall boys in a cow pasture not far fromtown.

The smal| boys had evidently had experience with an aviator of tenper, because four of themran
when they saw Doc and Johnny returning. The others stuck around and popped their eyes at the giant
bronze man.

"How many of you are going to be aviators when you grow up?" Doc asked them pl easantly.

Naturally, they all were. They found their tongues.

"Pete was clinmbin’ all over your plane, mister," one announced. "W told himhe' d better not do
that, but he said he wasn't afraid of you."

"Who is Pete?" Doc asked idly.

"He ran away."

Doc got into the plane with Johnny and took his seat in the control conpartment. Modern airliners
have a multitude of controls, but the instrument panels on this ship nmade them seem as sinple as
those on an autonobil e dashboard. There were dials overhead, on the sides, the floor, and in front
where there were no wi ndows.

Doc’s flake-gold eyes drifted over them watching needles crawl and jiggle as the big notors

war ned. Suddenly he whi pped into notion.

Doc sei zed Johnny, |unged backward, and dived out of the plane.

"Run!" he thundered.

There was sonmething in his voice that made every one run.

DOC SAVAGE separated from Johnny, heading for a patch of red oak brush on the far side of the
pasture. He haul ed out fromunder his coat a sack of tan stuff which, when he pulled it over his
head, fitted snugly, w th unexpectedly thick goggle |lenses at the eyes, and skirts |ong enough to
hang down over the chest. It was a bull etproof hood, with an arrangenent of plates that protected
the skull.

There was an odd noise, a big sound as if a giant fruit had burst. The fleeing kids began to yell
excitedly. Doc switched a gl ance back. The plane had grown a hairy red coat of flanmes and shed sone
of it onto the ground. The parts of the wings where the gas tanks had been were split wide.

A three-strand barbed-wire fence shut the red oak patch off fromthe pasture. Doc took it with
hurdling stride. The brush did not furnish very effective cover above shoul der height. He kept down.
A nmotor cleared its iron throat noisily on the other side of the red oaks. It settled down to

busi ness, sinking its power into gears with a clash, and taking itself away with the velocity and
vi ol ence of a scared coyote. A notor cycle going away.

Doc reached a road through the brush, a road ground into hazel brush by the weight of wheels

al one, and never graded. But it was a road, and the notor cycle had taken everything but its noise
away. There was no ot her conveyance in sight.

Doc stood on the edge of the road while a disturbed jaybird got rid of opinions on the top branch
of an adjacent hickory tree. Hi s flake-gold eyes were busy.

"All right," the bronze man said w thout excitenent, "cone on out."

Three small boys came sidling out of the brush. They had the | ook of fellows who had unexpectedly
found thenselves in a nelon patch with the owner, without in the |least wanting to be there.

"It was Pete," one said.

"Pete had a motor cycle," volunteered another hesitantly.



Doc Savage snmiled to quiet them to |oosen up their conversation.

"Who is Pete?" he asked.

They shook their heads.

"A new kid," one said. "He cone up while we was |ookin’ at the plane, and said his nane was

Pete."

Doc Savage went back to the plane. Johnny was throwi ng dust on the burning plane when he was not
chasi ng away the snmall boys, who now wanted to hel p. Dust would not hel p nuch.

"The equi pment cases are fireproof,"” Johnny grunbled, "so not nmuch of the stuff is liable to be
harmed. But say, what caused that?"

"Chem cal s which resulted in spontaneous conbustion," Doc replied. "The vibration of the notors,

as soon as they were started, caused an agitation which m xed the chem cals. The idea was for a few
mnutes of this to be necessary before the gasoline wuld be expl oded, so that the plane would be in
the air."

"But how d you get wise in time?"

"We have had experience with stuff in the gas tanks before. Mnk installed a device to register

any foreign matter in the fuel. It has the added advant age of showi ng when unscrupul ous airport
gasoline filling stations try to slip us | ow grade fuel."

"Ch! The device showed it!"

Doc nodded and | ooked at the plane. He said, "As soon as we can get the equi pnent boxes out, we
will head for Snig Johnson's farm It is plain that we have a tough job ahead of us. Qur enenies are
al ready here."

"Huh?" Johnny expl oded.

"The boy, Pete, was the midget, Cadwiller Oden," Doc said.

SNI G JOHNSON' S farm consi sted of a house that was about to fall down and a barn that had. Doc and
Johnny heard the place |ong before the taxicab driver from Tuscunbia put themout at the foot of the
| ane which was rain-gullied so badly that he refused to drive his car up to the house.

"Sounds like Snig’'s hound dawgs is gettin’ hungry," the taxi driver said after he pulled under an
elmtree and parked to wait. The driver had a face Monk woul d have cal |l ed a pickl e- puss.

It sounded as if all the dogs were how ing steadily.

Johnny had picked up the St. Louis newspapers in Tuscunbia. He carried one along, and shook it in
front of Doc in a puzzled way as they got out of the car.

"Look here," he said, indicating an item "That private detective didn't notice the story until a
day late. It was first published yesterday. Cadwiller O den nust have seen it before we did."
"That woul d expl ain how he beat us here," Doc adnitted.

The taxi driver got out.

"If you fellers is goin’ fishin', you m ght need sonebody to take the fish off your hooks, or
sonethin’," he suggested.

"No, thanks," Doc told him "You stay here."

The driver shrugged. "I can run that there boat that the power conpany keeps in a boat house

t’ other side of Snig Johnson’s place."

Doc sai d not hi ng.

"l notice you stopped at the power conpany an’ picked up the keys to the boat," the driver
insinuated. "So | guess you're goin’ out init. | canrunit."

Doc said, "W’ll manage."

Doc and Johnny wal ked up to Snig Johnson’s house.

The dogs were in a pen, junping, barking, chasing around with their noses to the ground, and
sneezing. There were two sorrel mules, some chickens and gui neas, nore gui neas than chickens. The
tomato patch on the rocky hill did not |ook so good. There was no one around.

"Sni g Johnson said the spot where the |ake was divided is a mile north. W will get this power
boat and go up there," Doc said.

"I't's lucky we managed to locate a power boat in this part of the lake," Johnny said.

They set out through the red oaks, following a trail that slanted down toward the | ake.

"Those dogs were acting queer,"” Johnny said. "They didn't | ook gaunt, as if they were hungry."
"Pepper," Doc said.

"What ?"

"Pepper. Sonme one did not want themfollowing a trail. They are foxhounds, but they might be nmade
to trail a man."

Chapter 15. DEATH UNDERFOOT

LAKE OF THE OZARKS is not a natural lake. It is the result of a gigantic hydroel ectric project,

the damm ng of the Gsage River in Mssouri. The damis high. It has caused nmountain valleys to fill
with water for many mles, creating a scenically entrancing body of water with a shore |ine of

consi derably nmore than a thousand nmiles. Yet at no point is the lake so wide that a good rifle would
not send a bullet fromshore to shore.

As Doc and Johnny had conme in the plane earlier, the |lake fromthe air had resenbl ed some squat,



Gargantuan |l eafl ess tree of deep blue lying flattened out on the undul ati ng verdant vastness of the
Ozark Munt ai ns.

The power conpany owni ng the dam nmakes an effort to keep the | ake clear of floating snags, for

this driftwood m ght be carried past the protective boons at the dam get into the turbines, and
cause trouble. For this clearing work, the concern maintains power boats at various points. It was
one of these which Doc and Johnny had received perm ssion to use.

The keys Doc had gotten at the powerhouse fitted the padl ock on the boathouse. The structure was
unpai nted, heavy, built on a float which was in turn noored to piling, to take care of the rise and
fall of the water. The boat house was reached by a narrow catwal k of planks nailed to | ogs.

The boat was a bit over thirty feet, a cabin cruiser, not newy painted, but in good shape.

Johnny swi tched on a flashlight. There were cobwebs entw ned back and forth across the boathouse
and over the boat.

"That’'s a relief,” Johnny said. "Nobody has been around the boat for a few days. The spider webs

prove that."
Doc said nothing. They got aboard.
"Tank’s full," Johnny remarked. "1'll check her over, then we'll go."

THE driver of their taxicab was using the hood of his machine as a witing desk while he penciled
a note:

I”ve gone up the hill to pick blackberries.
"That oughta do it if they come back," he chuckl ed.
He did not go up the hill. He went down it. And a hundred yards put himon the bank of a creek

full of water that was green with depth. He scranbl ed down the bank.

"I"d pipe out next time if | was you, palsy-walsy," a voice said apparently froma |arge bush.
"You don’t know how near you cone to gettin' a gob of lead."

"You' d gotten a gob right back," said the other. "Take ne to Cadwiller Oden."

The bush noved asi de, becom ng boughs laid carefully over a small highspeed outboard racing shell
to which was attached an enornous outboard notor. The rig was probably good for better than sixty
m | es an hour.

"Chief," the taxi driver grunted. "Get ne to ‘im"

The man produced two stubby canoe paddl es, wapped with rags for two feet above the bl ades for
sil enci ng purposes. He was not a particularly good paddl er.

"Take this," he directed, and handed the taxi driver a straw hat, a casting rod and a creel.

"Hel I!'" said the driver. "I can't use one of these things."

"Make a stab at it. W gotta | ook like fishernen."

They went across the |ake trying to look like fishernmen.

"The chief’s in here," the boatnman said and rowed into a crack of a bay.

The crack was about thirty feet wide, and the walls alnbst as high. Twenty feet in, it seened to
termnate in a wall of vines. That is, if one were a little distance out in the |ake, it would | ook
l'i ke vines.

The wall was really a curtain of green fresh stuff. It hung froma rope stretched across the
inlet. Rocks were tied along the bottomof the curtain at intervals. If the supporting rope were
cut, the rocks would pull the curtain under the water imedi ately and | eave the way clear for the
pl ane.

The plane was not nmuch nore than a flying nmotor. A big, grimpilot sat ready in the control
cockpit.

Cadwi |l er O den was taking a constitutional up and down the plane wing. H's feet were sockless in
dark-bl ue strap sandal s which showed his tiny toenails were painted. He wore dark-blue trousers of
sone wool Iy stuff, a lighter blue checkered sport coat, a very dark-blue sport shirt with extrenely
long points on the collars. Hs throat and head were bare. He wore a gol d | ocket.

He | ooked like a beautiful toy.

"Wl ?" he demanded.

"Doc Savage is headed for the boat," the taxi driver said. "I worked it slick."

"You were not suspected?" Cadwiller O den demanded anxiously.

"Not ne. | did ny bit to make ‘emthink the boat was all right, too."

Cadwi | | er A den turned purple. He showed his teeth. He had suddenly beconme a vicious little blue
mnk of a creature.

"You incredible fool!" he snarled. "Don’t you realize this Doc Savage is clever? How he nanaged
to discover the solution in the plane tank is incredible! | can't understand how he did it."
The driver |ooked uneasy. "I can savvy it. | heard himand that skinny guy with himtalkin’.

There was a gadget on the instrument board that showed the specific gravity and any foreign
substance in the gasoline. The gasoline ran through a gadget on the dashboard that had some |itnus
papers of different kinds in it and—=

"l know how it would work!" the midget gritted. "Wat did you say about that boat?"

"l just asked ‘emif they needed a guy to go along to run it for ‘em"

"ldiot! Suppose they had taken you up?"



The driver squirned. "I figured they wouldn't."

"l alnpbst wish they had!" Cadwiller Oden told himfuriously. "That boat had a torpedo type bonb
fastened to the keel. There is a small propeller on the nose of the bomb, and when the forward
motion of the boat causes this to turn over a certain nunber of times, the device will explode."
The driver, anxious to get the mdget’s thoughts off his own bad playing of his part, gul ped,
"But what if Savage gets wi se that the boat has been tanpered with?"

"He won't," Cadwiller Oden said. "W got cobwebs out of the woods and placed themcarefully so
that it woul d appear no one had been in the boathouse for days."

THE driver grinned widely. He was a politician of sorts. He knew it always helped to cheer the
gags whi ch the boss thought up.

"Reckon they' || hear the propeller on the bonmb?" he asked.

"Not a chance. The notor of the boat will cover that."

A muttering sound cane across the water.

"They’' ve started the boat’s nmotor," a voice called softly.

Cadwi |l er O den took a running junp off the plane wi ng and nade the shore. He had the agility of
a nonkey. The others followed him

Several men were depl oyed al ong the bank, well concealed in the brush. Their steel war-tine
hel nets, automatic rifles, gas nmasks, and chest bullet protectors nmade themresenbl e sol diers.
"Ha!" said the taxi driver. "You' d think this Doc Savage and his pal was an arny."

The | ook that came over Cadwiller O den at that made the driver wi sh he’'d kept his mouth shut.
One of the others noted it also, and an instant |ater got the driver aside.

"The chief is jittery, buddy," he said. "Better watch your tongue."

"You nean he's scared of Savage?" the driver whispered.

"Yeah, but don’t nention it to his face, if you want to rai se any grandchildren."

The driver snorted. "I ain’t afraid of this bronze guy."

"That’s a sanple of the reason why you're not runnin’ this outfit," said the other.

The driver |ooked indignant. At |east, he knew when he had been called a dunb cl uck.

Cadwi |l er O den had a pair of binoculars, tiny glasses, but powerful, customnade for hinself,
gold-trimred. He adjusted them on the boathouse.

The structure was in the shadow of one bank of the |ake, and the sun was blindingly brilliant on
the water, which made it difficult to distinguish a great deal of detail. But the boathouse doors
were opening, it could be seen.

"Sh-h-h!"

said Cadwiller O den. "Don’t anybody nove! This is the critical mnute. Savage will | ook around

when he cones out of the boathouse."

Every one froze.

The sound of the boat’'s motor got |ouder, then took on a | abored note, which indicated the clutch
had been thrown in. The boat canme out, stern first. The bow cleared. The clutch went into forward
speed, and the propeller threw up a boil of water.

"They aboard?" a nman breat hed.

"Yes!" hissed Cadwi |l er Odden. "Sh-h-h!"

The boat gathered speed. It scudded al ong cl ose under one bank. Its notor noi se cane thunping off
the rocky bank with the holl owness of a drum beat.

Cadwiller O den’s small |ips noved. He seened to be counting. He got to fifty, and began to | ook
expect ant .

He was not di sappoi nted.

There was a flash, hotter than the sunlight. The |ake split, the boat went up. It came to pieces
in the air. The pieces fell back. They were not very big pieces. The | ake surged in to gobble them
Crows and bl ackbirds and jays flew over the woods in flocks, their startled outcries a plaintive
bedl am

Cadwi | | er O den strained his eyes through the binoculars. He cursed, rubbed sweat off the |enses.
His front teeth began to show, ratlike, then slowy all of them He suddenly hurled the binocul ars
into the | ake, junped up and down and screeched gleefully.

"Damed if we didn't get ‘imat last!" he squaw ed.

THE men stood around. They didn’t exactly | ook happy. They were relieved of an eneny who had
struck genuine terror into the hearts of every one of them But they had also just helped kill one
of the best known of living nen, and that was sonething to think about.

Cadwi | I er O den evidently knew how they felt. He ran to the plane, |eaped aboard, and cane back
with a gallon jug which had evidently been filled at some Ozark hillman's private distillery. The
men coughed and sputtered over the white mule.

"Snap out of it!" Cadwiller O den chortled. "Think of the future!"

"Yeah," muttered a man. "But between you and nme, |’'d as soon have assassi nated sone one else."

The mi dget master snorted.

"We've got the Repel!" he remnded. "Wth that in our hands, nobody can touch us! Battl eshi ps,



pl anes, not a thing!"

Hi s nen cheered a bit, heartened nore by the invisible wine of greed than by the liquid result of
a mngling of mash, heat and a copper worm

Cadwi | | er O den began to give orders.

"Al'l but four of you will come—

He stopped. Sone one was approaching. The state of the nmen’s nerves was shown by the alacrity

wi th which they sought shelter behind trees and got their rifles ready.

It was only nore of the gang.

Buddy Bal dwin and his sister were with them as well as Snowball Eagan. The latter had changed
his hair back to its nornmal black color, and had taken the tape off his hand.

"We heard the explosion!" Buddy Bal dwin barked. "Did it go off without a hitch?"

"It did," Cadwiller Oden told him wth satisfaction.

Bess Baldwin said, "Wll, he wasn't invulnerable after all."

Cadwi | | er O den | ooked at her intently.

"You seenmed to have had a crush on him Aren't you sorry?"

If the girl had any enption, it did not show.

"l did all ny crying over spilled mlk when | was a baby," she said.

Cadwi | | er O den | ooked very pleased. Then he took up the issuing of orders where he had been

i nterrupted.

"All but four of you will come with ne," he said. "W will get Repel out of the water. Qur nen
have succeeded in putting an alloy steel band around it so that the tragedy of Fan Coral Island wll
not be duplicated."

He designated four nen who were not to acconpany this party.

"You four," he said, "will go to the spot where Doc Savage's men are held. You will shoot them
tie rocks to them and drop theminto the | ake."

The pilot of the plane was one of the four designated for this task.

"I't"1l be a pleasure!l" he gritted. "I'Il get the silencer for mnmy pistol out of the plane."

He whirled, ran toward the plane.

At best the nost careful plan of nortal nman is a structure which Ieans on a prop that is held in
pl ace by a single pin. Should this pin drop out, and it can be easily jarred, the whole structure
crashes to earth.

This flier dislodged the pin. He junped into a patch of brush which any one woul d have expected
himto go around. But the man was in a hurry, or excited, or didn't notice, and into the brush he
went. But not far.

He stopped. Hi s eyes popped. He cried out as if eternity had cracked open and | et himhave a | ook
at what future life held for him

No words, that scream Just a gargling bleat.

But Buddy Bal dwi n junped forward and | ooked. He had words.

"Doc Savage!" he baw ed.

Chapter 16. CHO CE

THE next instant Buddy Bal dwin was flying head over heels, unexpectedly wapped up with gaunt
Johnny’s incredibly bony arns and | egs.

The pilot had fallen down in his fright. He was tangled up with the brush.

A man who had | eaned his automatic rifle against a tree sprang for it. The tree seermed, by sone
phantasmagoria, to turn into a giant of bronze. Before the man’s brain quite accommpdated the fact
that Doc Savage had whi pped around the tree, sonething awful hit himin the stomach, doubl ed him
and sonmething nmore merciful on his jaw put himto sleep.

Before that fellow was on the ground, Doc had reached a second man. That one had a revol ver
sonewhere. In his excitement he had forgotten just which pocket. He went out w thout |earning which
one.

Surprise evaporated. Three nen dived in. Two were barehanded, one had a knife. Doc watched the

kni fe. The bl ades-man lunged |ike a fencer. Doc went sidew se ten inches, crooked an el bow aki nbo.
Kni fe and hand went between side and el bow.

Doc tightened down. He pivoted. The armgot an extra joint, and the sound was as if three glass
mar bl es had been crushed together in a palm

A fist hit Doc’s jaw. Another hit an ear. A man ran and junped against the small of his back with
both feet. Doc went down.

"Kill “em™ Cadwi ller O den squeaked.

Buddy Bal dwi n got hold of Johnny’'s string of a neck, gritted, "That's the very idea!"

He tightened down. I mmediately he got two long fingers in his eyes. He snarled, |et go, popped
Johnny in the nose. Johnny hit Baldwin’s Adamis apple. The man gurgl ed and hacked and got green.
Baldwin tried to stanp on Johnny’s head. Johnny got his leg, twisted. It was good jujutsu. Johnny
had both | egs ready when Baldwin fell. He kicked the man into the top of a scrub oak tree. Bal dwin
em tted panther how s as the branches gored him

"Kill ‘em" Cadwiller O den pleaded.



Men were over Doc |ike hounds over a caught fox. Arns and legs got into all positions. Every
second or two sonebody got his clothes ripped. The fight noved about, literally a rolling ball of
men. Snowbal | Eagan was trying to get at Doc with another knife. He stuck a pal by accident. The pal
reached around, got a fistful of hair and pulled it out before he saw who it was. Were the hair
cane out it left a conpletely bald spot alnpst as large as a palm It was an excellent job of

pl ucki ng.

"Your head nust be rotten!" the hairpuller exploded.

“1"11 rot you!" Snowball snarled, and shifted the knife.

A bronze hand cane out of the nél ée and got Snowball’s right ear. He was pulled into the pile.
Then sonebody tried to stand on his face. A gun went off in the pile. It had a nmuffled sound.
Cadwi | | er A den ran around and screaned, "Were are those grenades? Were are those grenades?"
Buddy Baldwin hit the ground under a tree and groaned, "I should ‘a stayed on the farm"

He | ooked as if he were too dazed to know where he was, nuch | ess what he should have done.

W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN S em nent associ ates of his coll ege professoring days woul d have been
agog, at the very least, to see their staid and bi g-word-using fellow tutor just now.

Johnny was em tting an el ephant-trunpeting noise, racing about, striking and kicking. H's |ong
arms and fists made a rock-on-a-string conbination. Rarely did he have to hit a man a second tine.
Johnny had been shot twice already. Once in chest, once in stomach. The men didn't seemto
understand he had on a bul |l et proof undergarnent. At |least, they didn't shoot himin the face or
neck, where they would have gotten results.

Johnny dropped a man, wal ked the length of himto discourage his getting up, and ran to aid Doc.
Doc needed aid then. A nonent |later he didn’t. A renarkable sequence of events occurred. Snowbal |
Eagan cane flying out of the pile of nen. He had | ost consciousness sonehow. Then Doc got upon his
feet, by the sinple expedient of grabbing a small tree trunk and clinbing up hand over hand.

Men clung to him Doc knocked one off. He got another by the face with one hand and twi sted. The
victimwas glad to run backward out of the ngl ée.

Doc got a little higher. He kicked another man off. H s two knees cane together, trap fashion,

got a head. The tongue canme out of the head farther than it seenmed possible. The owner got down on
hands and knees when he was rel eased. Doc | eaped away fromthe tree.

Two men, cal msouls who had kept their heads, stood to one side with rifles, waiting for a clear
target.

Cadwi | | er O den saw Doc Savage junp clear. The m dget made a whi npering noi se and sl ashed his
gaze over the ground all around. There was no hole. Doc started toward him

Bess Baldwin ran forward with a rock and struck at Doc’s head. It was a heavy enough rock to
shatter a tub.

Doc seened not to see the girl.

But he doubl ed, going alnost to all fours. The girl fell over his back. The weight of the rock
carried her on over. She smacked the ground hard.

Both rifles banged. The bullets passed where Doc had been.

Johnny saw the riflemen for the first tine. He dipped a bony hand in his clothing, brought out a
fistful of metal things the size of eggs, began doing sonmething to them and sl amm ng t hem agai nst
t he ground.

They squirted out an unbelievable quantity of black snoke.

BY the count of fifteen, the woods for yards around was gorged with cuttlefish black. The

riflenen let fly a few bullets. Then they turned and ran fromthe approachi ng snmoke. They thought it
m ght be gas. The brush was thick, and the snoke caught them |t was not gas.

Men ran around in the snoke, cursing and swi nging at trees, bushes or other nen—anything they
touched. The snoke was the bl ackest stuff they had ever seen. It had a queer odor, too. It snelled
like perfune. They thought it was sone strange gas, and that didn't help their peace of mind. They
dashed about nore nmdly.

They were not too busy to have been vastly surprised had they been able to observe what Doc

Savage and Johnny were doi ng.

Doc was lying flat on the ground, where there was | ess chance of being shot accidentally. He drew
an al um num case out of a pocket. It was about the size of the cases used to carry the little sports
bi nocul ars which are worn in the fashion of spectacles. In fact, it was such a case.

The goggl es, highly conplicated ocul ar-mechani cal gadgets, converted the invisible infra |ight
into a visible form Doc put them on.

The men were for the nost part groping about hel plessly.

The pilot of the plane was not in sight.

Neit her was Cadwiller O den. But Oden’s voice rang out an instant |ater.

"Bat!" he yelled. "Bat!"

"Over here, chief!" yelled "Bat."

Bat was the flier. He was on the opposite side of the snoke pall.

"You out of that stuff?" the mdget yelled.



"Yeah. | ran for it."

"Get to them nmen of Doc Savage’'s! Get rid of them Shoot them"

"Right!" yelled Bat.

Johnny had his goggles on by now. He got up, face anxious, and started for the pilot, Bat.
"Johnny!" Doc call ed.

Johnny stopped. "Yes?"

"Get the midget!" Doc directed.

Johnny whirled and | eaped for the spot fromwhich Cadwiller O den had yell ed.

Doc ran in the direction taken by the flier.

Several bullets searched the spot fromwhich Doc had called shortly after he left.

BAT, the flier, was losing no tine. An agile physical specinen, like all the sinister mdget’s
men, he was fast. Too, he had the good sense to make as little noise as possible, with the result
that Doc found it inmpossible to trail himby sound al one.

The rest of the gang was nmeking a great racket. Two of themwere fighting each other by m stake,
both yelling bl oody nurder.

Doc encountered thick brush. It delayed him He finally took to a tree, whipping aloft with
snoot h speed, and fromthe top boughs saw Bat. The man was making for the plane, had al npst reached
it. Doc had not expected that.

The bronze man took | ong drops to the ground and | onger |eaps for the plane. He heard a watery

si ghing, and knew the concealing curtain of vines had gone down. The plane’s notor cleared its
exhaust stacks with a noisy backfire. The inertia starter noaned again. The engi ne began turning
over.

Doc wenched off the goggles. They were no great help now that he was out of the snoke. The plane
was noving, its propellers driving a vast wind through the red oaks. It had to travel only a few
yards before it was clear out on the | ake. Doc changed his course.

Bl ue of the | ake appeared through the trees. Then the gliding yellow of the plane w ngs. The
craft nmoved fast. Even a fish would hardly catch it in the water now.

Taki ng the only chance, the bronze nan kept his speed. He did not have any nobre. He was using it
all now. He reached the brink of the rocky creek bank and went out into space.

It was a prodigious |eap, and he alnost didn't make it. Doc’s leap fell short, but he had seen it
woul d, and doubl ed forward, arnms bent and stiffened. H s chest and arns smashed down on the pl ane
wing, and his netallic fists went through the fabric.

THE pl ane buil ders had done a good job, and the struts held. The man of bronze hung to the w ng,
al though his feet sloughed through the water.

The pilot glared, but he could do nothing. He had to fight to keep the plane from crashing. The
craft roared out on the | ake.

The flier cut the gas, intending to |l et the plane sl ow down while he finished the bronze man with
a gun. Doc swung up on the wing, started along it, doubled over. The pilot changed his m nd about
slowi ng. He fed the big cylinders gas.

Fire, noise, canme out of the stacks. The ship rocked. Struggling, doing a good job, the flier
held the wing up under Doc’'s weight. The bronze man had to drop prone to keep on the w ng.

He was clinging there when Bat got the ship off the water.

Bat knew his plane. The way he clinbed it would have tickled the designer. The | aboring notor
left a vague snake of snpke behi nd.

A slip, and a vertical bank, Bat tried next. Doc managed to hold on. Bat |ooped, an inside |oop.
That was not as hard on the bronze man. The centrifugal force hel ped.

Bat got set for an outside loop. It was a deadly instant. Doc could never have held on through
the maneuver. But the flier took a ook at the torn fabric where the bronze man’s fists had pl unged
t hrough the wi ng—and changed his m nd about going outside. Mre of the fabric was tearing off.

Bat stood up in the cockpit. He had a revolver, and wore a confident | ook.

Chapter 17. THE LOST REPEL

DOC was set for that nmove. He had driven in the top fabric of the plane wing and had his hand
inside, a firmgrip on the control which ran to the aileron on the wingtip. He gave it a yank. As a
good pl ane should, the craft went over.

Bat went back into the cockpit to fight the controls again, too busy to do any shooting. Doc got
his own wing down. Bat, contrary, tried to get it up. Doc let him Then the bronze man slid down the
wing to the fusel age.

Qut of habit, Bat had his eye on the bank indicator. He didn’t see the bronze nman’s nmaneuver. And
when he missed Doc he thought he had | ost himoverboard. He raised up, a happy expression on his

vi sage, to | ook down and watch his eneny hit the |ake. The next instant Doc was in the cockpit with
hi m

The cockpit was not |arge enough for rmuch action with both of themin it. Bat concentrated on
getting Doc out. He paid no attention to his feet, and none at all to the control stick. The stick



got jamed forward. The rudder was at center. The throttle was w de open.

The plane went into its outside | oop.

Wien it pulled over at the bottom the fabric popped, cane off the left wing like the skin off a
banana. The plane started for its end at three hundred, three fifty, then four hundred niles an
hour. And it did not have far to go.

Bat, by that tine, was in a condition where he had only a hazy idea about what was happeni ng. He
had | ost his gun to Doc Savage. He was alnost |inp; his parachute pack, which he had not had tine to
strap on, was screwed around over one ear.

Doc got the parachute pack just before the roar of air swept it overboard. He did not |ook out.
Sound had told himwhat had happened. He twisted into the ‘chute. The pack harness was tight.

He held Bat with both arns and both | egs and nanaged to roll out of the cockpit. The tail

assenbl age wal | oped them then they were clear.

It is a fact surprising to a layman that a plane can dive nuch faster than a human body w ||

fall. The plane, its bad wing giving it a twist, |eft them behind.

Doc got hold of the ripcord and yanked. Bat screamed when the pilot cane out of the ‘chute pack.
He woul d probably never screamagain like that as long as he lived, for he had revived enough to be
sure that the bronze giant would not be able to hold him

He was wrong.

When they were swinging, with the shore of the | ake—they could land on earth or water, as they
chose, by slipping air fromone side of the ‘chute—boc reached up with his right hand and grasped
all Bat's hair that the hand woul d accommpdate. Bat wore his hair conveniently long. Doc tested. Bat
shri eked. The hair held.

Doc tilted forward, swi nging his | egs and body back where Bat could not grab them Then he |et

the man hang, supporting himby the fistful of hair. Bat's scalp rose with rubbery elasticity, and
he screanmed so hard in terror that his shrieks becane only a snarl of air out of his throat.
"Quiet!" Doc said.

Bat shut up. He probably couldn't have told why.

"The hair starts comng out after a while," Doc told himgrimy. "After about so nmuch of it is
gone, you are going to be sonewhat enbarrassed."

This was truth, except for the matter of time, which Doc had no intention of mentioning. As
strongly as Bat’'s hair was rooted, it would probably stay with himto a ripe age.

But Bat had no brave ideas on the subject. He did what any other normal rogue woul d have done.

"Pl ease!" he croaked. "I'Il do anything you say!"

"WHERE are ny four nmen?" Doc asked.

Bat | evel ed an arm eagerly. "There!"

The plane made a big splash in the | ake. Wen the water ran back there was not a vestige of the
craft afloat. It was alnpbst a mnute before oil came to the top.

"There!" Bat croaked.

The spot seened to be a | og cabin about a quarter of a mle fromthe | ake shore. As a protective
caution against fires, a clearing had been opened up around the cabin.

Three men were standing in the clearing, ogling the descending parachute. They had rifles, and
were holding themas if they wanted to shoot, but didn't think the nonment quite right.

"My men are in that cabin?" Doc asked.

"They are!" Bat croaked.

He wasn’t lying. No nman would be likely to, in his position.

What happened next puzzled Bat vastly. He was haul ed up. Naturally, he grabbed the bronze man
with all his strength. They whirled around and around.

Bat found a gun in his hand—his and the bronze man’s hand, rather. The gun began to explode. It
was Bat’'s weapon, which Doc had taken in the plane. It went off six tinmes. It only held six
cartridges.

Doc becane as linp as death in the parachute harness. His arns and | egs hung down, dangling.
"You' ve just shot me," the bronze man said. "And if you act as if you haven't, you are certainly
going to wi sh you had wi ngs."

They swung sl owly downward, while Bat thought that over, trying to figure it out.

Doc’ s eyes were open—the nen around the cabin could not see open eyes fromthat distance.

The bronze man coul d see the spot where the Repel lay. Only the water was not parted. Two boats,
power cruisers, were anchored at the spot, and divers were over the side. They seened to be hauling
sonething to the surface.

Two huge pl anes were anchored near by. They were giant craft that could fly the seas.

"Huh!" Bat expl oded.

He had figured it out. Doc had pulled a trick to nake the nen around the cabin think that he,
Bat, had shot the bronze nan.

Bat was glad enough to let it go at that. He even put the enpty gun, which he still held, into
Doc’ s pocket, being very careful that the act was not visible fromthe cabin.

They | anded painfully in a bl ackberry patch.



THE men in the clearing at the cabin were in a dil emm.

"Bat shot Savage!" one expl ai ned needl essly. "W better go help him He may be hurt."

"Chief said stay here with them prisoners,"” another warned

"But Bat—

"Hell with Bat!"

They renmi ned

Before long the nen heard noise in the brush, and remarked that here Bat cane. But when the
necessary anount of time had el apsed, Bat did not wal k out. Instead, there was silence. Then his
voi ce

"Alittle help, you guys!"

It was Bat’s voice, but queer and croaking, as if sonething had happened to him

The men ran into the brush to help their conrade.

Doc Savage whipped into the clearing fromthe opposite side. He had spent a good many hundreds of
hours over the course of life from chil dhood perfecting his comand of voice imtation and
ventriloquism He angled into the cabin

It had two roons, one big, one snall. The prisoners were in the small room Doc Savage stopped in
the door, and instead of |ooking joyful, he registered stark shock, disappointment

There were only two prisoners

Monk and Ham Ropes bound them sponges were taped in their nmouths, and each had a big rock tied
to his feet. A rock that would sink a body deep in the | ake

Doc wenched out the sponges. Hi s cabled bronze fingers went to work on the ropes, and the
strands began to snap, those that were not easily untied

"Where are the other two?" he asked quietly.

"Renny and Long Ton?" Monk had been gagged so long that his voice sounded queer. "They are at the
ot her place."

"\What ot her place?"

"l don't know where it is," Mnk groaned. "Judging fromthe amount of flying the planes did to
get here, the hide-out is between two and three thousand mles away."

"You are sure Renny and Long Tom are not here?"

"Positive." Mnk groaned. "They brought me and Ham al ong in case they m ght need us for a dicker
or for bait. They kept Renny and Long Tomin reserve." Then he added, as an afterthought: "Is Habeas
all right?"

Doc assured both Ham and Monk that their respective pets were at his headquarters buil ding, being
taken care of by one of the el evator boys. Monk appeared greatly relieved. He was about to say
sonet hi ng el se when Ham broke in with, "The guards are com ng back!"

THE guards stood outside and grunbled for a while. The fact that they had not found Bat seened to
bother them and to be puzzling as well.

Doc gave Monk and Hamtinme to windm |l their arms and do squatting exercise, then whispered
"Ready?" inquiringly

"Boy, amI!" Mnk gritted in anticipation

Doc tensed his vocal cords and nade Bat’'s voice ring through the house

"Where in blazes are you guys?" Bat’'s voice said

Wth profanity, and perfectly natural curiosity, the nmen outside came charging in. They were not
ready for anything, and the odds were even, anyway. There was a great deal of noise for a very brief
period. And then it was all over

Monk and Ham found rope enough to tie their prisoners. Doc went for Bat; he had left the flier,
knocked unconsci ous, near a tree. Wen two of the captives cane to, Monk made an el aborate business
of tying the big rocks to their feet, and so ferocious was the honmely chenist’s expression that the
pair becane satisfyingly convinced they were to be consigned to the | ake w thout nore ado

"You just can't repress the beast in you, can you?" Ham sneered at Monk

"Right now |’ mgonna |let the beast prow ," Mnk grinned

Doc rapped, "There is a lot to do. Find Johnny. And try to get that Repel away fromthem"

"Have they got it?" Ham expl oded

"By now, yes."

The bronze man set a fast pace through the woods, the other two having troubl e keeping up unti

the stiffness shook out of their joints

Droni ng of plane notors started out on the |ake. Two ships, but nore than two notors. The big
craft. They were com ng down the | ake. Over their synphony, nen shouted

"Listen," Doc requested

The group halted, |istened—and heard Cadwiller Oden’s small, piping yells. The sound set them

off like a starting gun

Doc | eft Monk and Ham behi nd, and when they caught up with him the bronze man was poi sed on the
shore of the |ake. Mnk stared

"Of all the breaks!" he groaned



Many heads were in the water, far down the |l ake, and well out, noving toward the planes, which
had sl owed. One head was huge, bullet-shaped, and dark.

"That's the big dummy, Nero," Mnk said. "He's a holy terror. Every man in the gang is afraid of
him They say he used to be a cannibal, and ain’t refornmed. He worships that little devil."

The little devil was swi mm ng abreast of the huge creature who had no tongue. Buddy Bal dwi n and
his sister were al ong.

The pl anes picked themup, ignoring the bullets which Monk and Ham were dropping around the craft
with rifles which they had picked up in the cabin. Wth a great bellow ng of huge notors, the ships
took the air.

One seened nuch heavier than the other. It ran alnpst a mle before it got off loggily.

"The Repel is aboard that ship," Doc Savage said quietly.

Not until the two big planes had gone sone distance did Doc speak again.

"W had better find Johnny," he said.

JOHNNY | ooked as if he had been through a great deal. He still wore part of his pants, and one
shoe. It would be nonths before his bruises went away.

He was guarding several prisoners.

"It was that big black dummy," he said sheepishly. "I caught Cadw |l er O den and was carrying him
back when the dummy junped ne."

He stopped, and thought about what had happened.

"l never saw anything |like that nmute," he said finally, and shivered.

Ham snapped, "What happened?”

Johnny | ooked at the ground, the sky, and felt of his hurts, and did not wince.

"I"d like to lie about it," he said. "I ran."

Ham had a sharp tongue. He opened his nouth to use it. Then he nust have thought of sonething,
undoubtedl y the giant black fiend.

"I"d have done the sane thing," Ham said.

Monk grinned, and for one of the rare times in his life agreed with a statenment which Ham had
made.

"Me, too," he said.

Johnny, relieved and wanting to change the subject, said, "It’s tough the nifty we pulled on them
at the start of this didn't finish the whole thing up. You see, they had planted taxi drivers in the
little towns around here, and we hired one. Doc inquired around town before we hired the driver, and
| earned he was a stranger. So that gave us a hunch he was one of the gang."

Johnny si ghed.

"W pretended to | eave the driver and wal k to the boathouse,” he said. "Then we ducked back, and
wat ched the driver go across the | ake with another fellow, very furtively. W knew, then, that he
was one of the gang. So we went back and | ooked the boat over very thoroughly.

"Doc found the bonmb under the hull. He backed the boat out, headed it down the |ake, and dived
into the water through a hole we had chopped in the hull on the side where they couldn’t see it.
Wen the boat blew up, we weren't aboard."

The gaunt geol ogi st shook his head. "We had a time crossing that |ake, swimmng. | thought sure
they'd see us, even if we did run up to where it was narrower. But they didn't, and we ran back, and
were nicely set to overhear them when we had bad |uck and they found us. That set off the
fireworks."

MONK had fallen to staring at Johnny. The honely chemist’s nouth was w de open, a renarkable
cavity.

Doc Savage said quietly, "They got away wi th Repel."

Ham started, and an expression of grimess cane over his features.

"That is going to be bad," he said after a tine.

Doc nodded. "It is."

Sonmething in the bronze man’s tone, the seriousness of it, made Johnny shiver involuntarily.
"Maybe," he ventured hesitantly, "the heavily |aden plane will crash with it."

Then, at honely Mnk, who was still favoring himwith an agog stare, "Wat's the nmatter with
you?"

"You," Mbonk breat hed.

"What's the matter with me?"

"You're using small words!" Mnk gasped wonderingly. "You ve finally turned human!"

"A prepol |l ency of eventuation," Johnny expl ai ned.

"Aw, heck!" Mnk said.

Chapter 18. TERROR

THE ti me—+wo weeks later. The place—the |ofty headquarters of Doc Savage in New York City. The
state of the public’'s peace of mnd—tranquil. The nasses did not yet have a suspicion of what was
com ng.



Perhaps a score of nen did know. They were scientists, men from Europe as well as the United
States. An eninent aggregation, they had assenbled hastily in New York at a call froma nan they al
knew, Doc Savage.

A nunber of them had been instrunental in fashioning the remarkabl e individual which the man of
bronze had becorme. They had hel ped teach him inparting their own know edge until his trained brain
had absorbed all that they knew, and had gone on into the real ns of new research

They had just finished a nunber of days of intense discussion, these nen, and they had gathered

in the skyscraper reception roomto report to the man who had asked their help

A renowned specialist in electrochem stry as applied to astronony, from Vienna, served as

spokesman

"I'n you alone hope lies," he said without prelimnary oratory. "You have studied with us, and we
know t he extent of your ability and know edge; or, rather, we know that it is beyond ours. W
appreci ate the fact that you appealed to us, and are touched by it, and warnmed, for it shows that
you have not become overconfident of your own ability, in spite of what we know to be true, that you
are infinitely nore advanced than any of us, your old teachers."

Doc renmai ned expressionless, but kept his gaze on the inlaid table. He was touched deeply, for
these elderly men were masters, scientists whose nanmes and work woul d be known to posterity for
centuries. And they were nmen who did not—-he woul d have been | ess enbarrassed if they di d—dse what in
street lingo is designated as the old "soft soap."

"Then you believe there is no i medi ate protecti on agai nst Repel ?" he asked

The spokesman shrugged. "Have we anything in science that is not affected by gravity?"

"No substance,"” Doc agreed

"Gravity is a force which draws substance toward the earth," said the other. "As yet the nature

of gravity is not definitely settled by science."

Doc nodded. "True."

"The force thrown out by Repel is undoubtedly the direct opposite of gravity," the elderly
scientist continued. "It is a force hitherto unknown to science. Instead of attracting, as does
gravity, Repel forces away."

THERE was silence in the lofty room Traffic noise came faintly, fromthe street

"What the source of the force of Repel is, we do not know," the scholar went on. "W designate

t he substance by the nanme assigned to it by those unscrupul ous men who now have it in their
possession. They call it Repel. That is as good a nanme as any.

"Repel is, undoubtedly, some new substance. |, personally, lean to the belief that it is a
concentration of electrons, or of the conposites of electrons, so acting upon each other that the
hitherto known | aws of electricity and force are unbal anced."

"That is nmy own conclusion," Doc agreed quietly

The ol d scientist |eaned back and seemed to delve into his nmenory.

"A theory was once advanced that gravity is the pulling force of a deposit of sonme substance in

the approxi mate center of the earth,"” he said. "The scientist who advanced that idea was no fool. He
performed a great nunber of experinments which tended to prove his theory."

Doc said, "If ny recollection is correct, the scientist you nentioned ventured that

concentrations of these electron conposites occurring in the universe had drawn, each one for
itself, the masses of atonms which go to make up the planets. In other words, the sun, the noon and
the stars exi st because such concentrations occurred, and that accounts for the pull of gravity. On
pl anets where gravity is less, it is sinply because there is less of what we mght call the gravity
netal . "

"Exactly. Repel mght possibly be another such substance, or elenent, having an effect exactly
opposite of gravity, forcing things away instead of draw ng them"

Anot her scientist spoke up

"It is nmy understanding as you explained it," he told Doc, "that this Repel seenmed to be encased

in a shell of netallic stone inpervious to it?"

"Exactly," Doc replied. "The case had cracked open over a tiny strip, and the force was escapi ng
through this crack. Myself and ny associ ate, Major Renw ck, got close enough to observe this crack
It was hardly wider than a pencil. Yet an incredible amobunt of force was escaping. |Inagine what this
power, unbridled in unscrupul ous hands, wll do."

The grave countenances of the listeners indicated they had thought about that point

There was nore discussion, growing nore technical in nature, but it all added up to the sane

thing. Repel had them baffl ed.

Eventual |y they departed, to pool their know edge in study and experinments

"Any day," Doc warned them "this fantastic midget may start his work. And it will not be

pl easant to witness."

DOC SAVAGE, when the scientists had gone, started for the | aboratory where he hinself was
experimenting. Ham and Johnny were in the library which |ay between the recepti on roomand the
| aboratory. Monk had his honely face in a huge dictionary.



"A propell ency of eventuation," he nmuttered. "A propell ency—

"P-r-e-p-0-1-1-e-n-c-y," Johnny corrected absent m ndedly.

"Huh?" Monk shuffled | eaves. "Well, heck! Wy couldn’t you have just said, ‘the force of

ci rcunst ances’ ?"

Johnny | ooked up, puzzled. "Wen?"

"When you tried to explain why you used little words for once!"

Doc paused at the nmil desk. There were approxi mately twenty cables, twice as nany tel egrans. He
opened them Negative reports, all. No trace of Cadwiller O den and his men—-and Renny and Long Tom
There was a telegramfromthe chief of a private detective agency in St. Louis. A crooked dick

who had furnished Cadwiller O den with the report of the presence of Repel in the Lake of the Ozarks
had been found. He was being spirited to New York, for Doc to deal with hinself.

There was a report fromDoc's upstate "crimnal curing" institution, which said:

THE RAW MATERI AL RECEI VED HAS GONE THROUGH THE PROCESS OF MANUFACTURE VERY SATI SFACTORI LY

The crooked detective from St. Louis would probably go through the institution.

Doc went on into the |aboratory and began to work.

It was not nore than three or four mnutes |later when the | aboratory’s high w ndows darkened
slowy, and the bronze man, gl ancing out, noted black clouds crawing in fromthe sea.

He stood at the window for a while. It was alnost |ike an onen, the coming of those clouds.

And when he turned on the lights, he did it several tinmes, slowy and thoughtfully, swtching

them on and of f.

I't was not often that he became so neditative.

At al nost the same tinme that the man of bronze was neditating, trouble was occurring on Long
I'sland Sound. Trouble the bronze man had known woul d cone. And when it cane, it struck with a force
that was appal | ing.

Chapter 19. THE COM NG OF REPEL

THE |iner went aground on Montauk Point, Long Island, On Mnday. It was due to dock in New York
that evening. A horror-stricken, incoherent passenger appeared at a farmhouse with the first word.
Not as nmany had died as m ght have. The captain was raving, unbal anced tenporarily. But the first
mat e expl ained that the ship had been shoved off her course by sonething invisible. She had been
carried along on a great tidal wave, and finally deposited, high and dry, on the sandy, uninhabited
mar shl and of outer Long Island.

Then the nen with the guns had conme aboard. Wth the fantastic guns. They were not shaped as

ordi nary guns, although they had sonewhat the shape. And they did not send bullets.

The guns shot force! Men had been knocked down, carried backward, thrown high into the air.

The rai ders had gone away, satisfied, with the two million in earmarked gold in the strongroom
Doc Savage and his nen were at the spot an hour after the frightened passenger reached the

t el ephone. There was not nuch they could do but | ook—and pick up one idle remark that explained a
| ot.

"There wasn’t a thing in sight," explained the shaky first mate, "except a little plane flying
of f on the seaward side."

The bronze man’s little group conferred on the way back to New York.

"That’'s the first," Mnk said. "There'll be plenty nore."

"The plane carried the |arger Repel ‘gun,’" Doc decided al oud.

He was flying. He had secured a new speedpl ane, one which carried nore bonbs and machi ne guns,
and was faster than anything he had ever designed.

"Them guys used the stuff in guns of some kind," Mink nmuttered. "I savvy how they would do that.
The trigger pulls a gate open and lets the force out. But one thing buffal oes ne."

"What ?" Doc queri ed.

"Why ain’t there no recoil? For every force operating in one direction there nmust be an equal and
opposite force."

"That," Doc explained, "is the accepted |l aw of forces. But Repel is force, or the source of force
of a new kind. That problem can best be answered with a question."

"What question?"

"Did you ever think of an equal and opposing force for the force of gravity?"

Monk sat and thought about that until the bronze nman put the plane down in front of the big
hangar—+t was di sqgui sed as a war ehouse—whi ch he maintai ned on the Hudson water front, and which
connected with his skyscraper headquarters by an underground pneurmatic tube with cars in it which
men could ride.

"I"magetting a headache," Mnk summarized his thinking.

THE Bank of the People was robbed the next nmorning, just after opening for business. There was
nothing to it—fromthe robbers’ point of view They sinply drove up in a car and turned their Repel
cannon on the bank.

Desks fell across the roons. Tellers and custoners fell after them One of the guards tried to

wal k around to the end of the room and nanaged, unfortunately, to walk up near the ceiling. About



that time the bandits turned off the Repel. The guard fell and fractured his skull, dying that sane
day.

The raiders did not get nmuch, conparatively. Alittle under a hundred thousand.

The Security was next, then the Universal Trust, the Drivers and Wrkers, and the House of

CGol dber g.

A police patrol car chased the bandits as they left the House of Goldberg with forty-odd thousand
dollars. But the car suddenly stopped and began to fall backward up the street. It hit a building
wi th about the sane force as if it had dropped fromthe top of a skyscraper.

Every banki ng house in the city closed down, |ocked its noney in the vaults, and stationed guards
wi th machi ne guns.

They coul d have saved thensel ves the effort. That was the end of the bank robbing for the day.
The raiders went to work on the jewelry stores. They got four stores before the jewelry
establishnents all closed up.

An arnored truck, a departnent store, and the stock vaults of a conpany which stanped gol d watch
cases foll owed.

The raiders were seen. Plenty of tines. But their cars were arnobred. Once they cane to a
barricade of sandbags whi ch had been placed conveniently across a street. The cops behind the
barricade thought they had them Then the cops and their barricade fell alnost a quarter of a nile
down the street.

Doc Savage no | onger went to the scenes of the crines. There were too many, and nothing to be
acconpl i shed, anyway.

The bronze man went to the nmanagenment of the skyscraper in which he had his headquarters. He
owned enough of the concern’s assets to get what he wanted done. Attendants began to nmake the rounds
of the offices, and tenants started noving out.

"W go, too," Doc told his aids.

"But danged if |'’mgonna let a little guy no bigger than a peanut run nme outta here!" Monk

yel | ed.

"Let the missing link stay," Ham suggested.

Acting as if he did it because he never conplied with any of Ham s suggestions, Mnk |left the
building with them

The dirigible nooring mast on top of the skyscraper fell off two hours later. The whol e buil ding
| eaned and groaned, and bl ocks of masonry dropped—went sailing across town, rather.

"I"1l be superamal gamated!" Johnny gul ped.

"Cadwi |l ler O den tried to destroy the building, hoping we would be init," Doc said. "The
structure is probably the strongest of its size in existence, or it would have gone down."

Monk pointed. "There’'s where the Repel came from "

He was indicating a plane. A large, fast craft, it droned about, unafraid. Doc and the others

wat ched it. They could hear the plane's notor.

They noticed sonething abruptly. Monk remarked upon it.

"They' re signaling," he said.

The others heard it. Three short bursts fromthe plane’'s notor. Then a | onger one.

Doc Savage said nothing. But, strangely, his snmall, fantastic noise which he nade in nonments of
mental stress, but which the others had not heard in days, cane into existence. It ran heartily
through its exotic scale which was definitely nusical, yet w thout a tune.

The men stared, wondering what had caused the sound. The bronze man did not explain.

THE newspapers carried the next devel opnent on their front pages.
SURRENDER OF DOC SAVAGE

DEMANDED BY REPEL MASTERS!

MAYOR SAYS W LL REFUSE!

Al the journals had it. The letter had cone to each through the nail. Directions to Doc had been
i ncl uded:
The man of bronze will understand the power of Repel, and what it can do to the buildings in the

large cities of the United States if he refuses.

Doc Savage will appear alone in an open power boat in the Atlantic Ocean five mles south of Long
Beach, Long Island, one half hour before dusk to-night.

When Savage surrenders, we guarantee to destroy no nore buildings and take no nore |ives.

"They didn't say anything about taking no nore noney," Mnk grow ed, reading this.

"It's ridiculous, of course!" Johnny snapped.

They separated, a bit later, each to assigned tasks, Monk to consult with mlitary officials

about planting antiaircraft guns about the city, Hamto nmeet with the police officials to afford
what hel p he could, and Johnny to nake a tal k over a radi o network—dsing small words—to expl ai n what
Repel was, to allay the horror which the nmystery of the thing had created. This tal k was supposed to
decrease public fear. He doubted if it woul d.

They were to nmeet in Moink’s penthouse | aboratory down near Wall Street, Doc with them

Doc Savage, however, did not appear.



Chapt er 20. SURRENDER

THE smal | boat had one quality: It was fast. But the designer had not put enough flare at the
bow, with the result that spray came aboard by the bucketful, and it was necessary to keep a canvas
cover over the notor. The boat had never been intended for the open sea, anyway.

Doc Savage was wet from head to foot, and because it was nore confortable thus, had stripped to
trousers. He consulted the tachoneter, and judged the |ocation of the boat by the distance to the
hazy shore.

He was about five nmiles off Long Beach, Long Island, and it was about an hour until the tine

whi ch the nautical al manac gave as the sunset hour.

He waited. The boat had no covering. His wet trousers clung to him Al told, the nost cursory

gl ance woul d show that he carried no weapon on his person or in the boat.

Cl ouds were over head.

A pl ane cane dropping out of them motors idling. It had the silence of a ghost. Not until it was
less than five hundred feet fromthe sea did the notors pick up, and the plane nade a | arge,
cautious circle. The sea was clear. The plane cane in for a |anding.

It taxied close alongside. Men clinbed out on its wings. Buddy Bal dwin was one of them They

| ooked into the boat and at Doc Savage. Then they clinbed back into the plane’ s cabin.

"You may have a big bonb under that boat!" Buddy Baldwi n yelled. "Junp overboard and swmto the
pl ane! "

Doc junped overboard and swam He reached the plane, clinbed aboard while scared nen stood back
from hi m behi nd pistols. Wen they had overcone some of their fear they searched him They found
not hi ng.

"l can’t understand this," Cadwiller O den said.

He cane out fromthe rear of the cabin, where he had been conceal ed, watching. He scow ed at Doc
Savage, a tiny statuesque figure, inmmacul ately dressed as ever.

"What’'s the catch?" he demanded.

"No catch," Doc said quietly.

"You're not kidding ne!" the midget snarled. "You didn’t give yourself up so quickly w thout a
reason. | expected it to take weeks!"

"And many lives!" Doc added grimy. "Did it not occur to you that it m ght be ny desire to save
as many lives as possible?"

"Alot of things occur to ne!" Cadwiller O den grated.

The little man said nothing nore until the plane was in the air. He stood back, and his big
bodyguard, Nero, canme and stood behind him eying Doc Savage with a strange, fierce intentness.
Once, the bestial Nero nade his strange croaking noise and forned characters with his fingers. It
must have been a deaf-and-dunb sign | anguage of his own, for Doc had never seen it before.

"He'll tear you linmb fromlinb, Nero," Cadwiller Oden told the big dummy—ot a dummy entirely,
evidently, for he could hear.

Ner o nade savage notions with his fingers.

Cadwi | | er O den shrugged. "All right, Nero. You can have himfirst, when we get ready. It will be
sonething to watch, you two together."

Then the midget glared fiercely at the man of bronze.

"l still think there's a trick!" he barked. "Do you want to see your two nmen whom| still hold
before you die?"

Doc Savage showed no expression. It was not exactly easy; for this was the first tine he had been

sure that Renny and Long Tomwere still alive—f they were.
"No, " Doc said.
"In that case," Cadwiller Oden leered, "I'Il let themsee you. They' ||l get a kick out of

wat chi ng you and Nero together."
Huge Nero made a crow i ke sound.

THE pl ane flew out over the Atlantic Ocean for some hours and alighted al ongside a rusty old

st eamer whi ch had CABLE LAYER enbl azoned on its hull. The craft, which | ooked perfectly legitinmate,
was anchored over the route taken by an ocean cable.

A boom hoi sted the plane aboard. The wi ngs were renoved. They seened to be of a quick denpuntable
type. Big, special hatches opened in the decks, and within twenty mnutes the plane was out of

si ght.

Cadwi | | er O den, Nero, and a dozen nmen with guns in their hands escorted Doc Savage to the living
quarters of the ship. There was a | arge crew aboard.

Bess Baldwin net them She was nade up, wore a nodi sh evening gown, and | ooked nobre entrancing

t han usual .

"You have nore lives than a cat," she told Doc Savage quietly.

The bronze man | ooked at her and seened not to see her.

The m dget chuckl ed.

"We' || get this over with as soon as possible," he said. "Nero, what'Il it be? Knives?"



The nonster made croakings and finger nmovenents.

"You're a fool," Cadwiller O den said. "But you can take hi mon bare-handed, if you w sh."

Buddy Bal dwi n chuckl ed, then interposed, "Chief, if | mght nake a suggestion. The boys woul d

like this. Wiy not wait until some of the planes get in? They had to fly a roundabout course in case
some one tried to follow them"

Cadwi | | er O den considered that. It seemed to please him

"All right," he agreed.

The men hel d Doc Savage in a cabin that was as palatially furnished as anything the finest ocean
liner had to offer—but for the fact that the furniture was all of tiny size, to fit Cadwilier O den.
The m dget hinself seened nervous. He wal ked up and down, and frequently drew out the bl ade of

his little sword cane to inspect it. He held it where Doc Savage could get a glinpse of it.

"An exact duplicate of the one carried by Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks, is it not?"

he asked.

It was. Doc said so.

The m dget chuckled grimy. "If Nero is not the nan he thinks he is, | do think |I shall try this
out on you."

Doc sai d not hi ng.

"There is one difference between this cane and Hamis," Cadwiller O den remarked. "This one is
coated with a fer-de-lance extract that is usually pretty fatal."

PLANES arrived, one at a tine, and were haul ed aboard and stowed bel ow decks. The anount of
shouting in greeting was about in proportion to the anount of | oot each ship brought. It must have
been consi derabl e.

Cadwi | I er A den remnded grimy, "Only the beginning. Only the beginning."

The mi dget was becomi ng nore inpatient, and when sone twenty mnutes el apsed and no nore pl anes
came, he gave it up.

"The fools should have made better tinme!" he snapped. "Let themmss it. Get noving, you!"

"Wher e?" Doc asked.

"We are going below to get your two nen."

So his aids were still alive! The bronze nman’s face was a mask as he was |ed down a corridor,

down a conpani onway, and stopped deep in the hold before an iron door with a barred aperture.
Renny’s huge fists were fastened around the bars. He had bent thema little, an incredible feat of
strength.

"You two will get shot at once if you nake a fal se nove!" Cadwiller O den warned.

Renny and Long Tom cane out when the door was unl ocked and opened. They were herded in the
procession. They were thin, haggard, but alive enough. They | ooked around, and the same expression
cane over both their faces. They were ready to fight for it now

"Take it easy," Doc said quietly. "These nmen are arned, all of them"

The procession went back the way it had come. On the upper deck, the course veered to what was
apparently the crew s dining room Tables and chairs had been cleared out.

Nero, huge and ugly, tranped cl osed behind Doc Savage, as if hungry. Doc was not bound, had not
been bound at any tine.

Buddy Bal dwi n was besi de the nen who had guns. He lined themup, telling each exactly where to
stand. They were in a line, close together, not unlike a firing squad. There was no need of nen at
the other end of the room The door was barred.

"You can cover the door from here," Buddy Bal dwin warned. "Stay right where you are."

"Good work, Baldwi n," Cadwiller O den chuckl ed.

Bess Bal dwi n stood near the door.

"What are the rules?" she asked gayly.

Doc Savage said, "I do not think there are any rules," and turned and broke Nero's jaw with his
right fist. Sinmultaneously, Renny and Long Tomwent into action.

Buddy Bal dwin threw hinself at one end of the nen he had lined up so carefully.

Bess Baldwin turned off the lights.

Chapter 21. THE END OF TRI CKERY TRAI L

HAD lightning hit in the cabin at that instant, results would hardly have been as sati sfying.
Nero fell down. The rifleman whom Buddy Baldwin hit did likewise. And it was suddenly so dark, foe
could not tell foe.

Doc reached the door an instant later. Men were trying to cone in. He got under them upset sone,
tranpl ed ot hers.

"This way!" he said sharply.

He touched Bess Bal dwin as she whi pped past him

"CGood work!" he said.

Long Tom got out, then Buddy Bal dwi n. There was no Renny, but there was a procession of |oud
reports such as big fists m ght nake.

"Renny!" Doc rapped inperatively.



"Holy cow " Renny boomed, surging out the door. "1'd kinda like to stay in there in the dark with
them guys. | was sure enjoying nyself!"

"Fists won't do this job," Doc advised

The bronze man contacted one of the gang in the darkness, found a gun, and ran down the passage
He used the weapon to shoot out the lights farther on. They left plenty of excitement behind, and it
was spreadi ng

"This way!" The bronze man nmade a turn. "The radi o shack!"

The radi o operator on duty heard them com ng. But he only saw Buddy Bal dwi n, and while he was
demandi ng to know what was wong, Doc cane up behind him took his neck, and he never did | earn what
was w ong.

The radio installation was very good. Few liners had its equal. Doc worked with knobs, sw tches
He put the carrier wave on a certain wave length, switched to CW and weighted the sending key down.
The set now sent a steady how into the ether waves

A bullet or two cane along the deck

"They’' re coming closer," Long Tom announced

"W only have the ammunition in ny gun and the one sis has!" Buddy Bal dwi n groaned. "Savage,

t hought you were going to bring weapons with you when you canme?"

Doc answered that with a question

"Where are the gold bars they took out of the vaults of the Bank of the Peopl e?"

"We can reach them" Baldwi n grunted, "but | don’t see what good gold bars will do us now"

A flurry of lead arrived. Renny how ed |l oudly, then nore softly, "Leg! Can wal k!"

"Show us those gold bars,” Doc directed

They were not hard to locate. The | oot was stacked on the second deck, aft, in a bare room There
was a surprising quantity of the stuff. The bullion was piled out, each bar separately, where it
made the best show. Most of the gold was marked with the sign of the bank. Doc | ocated the Bank of
the Peopl e | oot

He picked up a heavy bar, ran to the door, saw the corridor was enpty, and waited. A man appeared
at the far end of the hall. He saw Doc, lifted a rifle

The bronze man did something with pressure on three sides of the heavy bar sinultaneously. Then
he threw it down the corridor and junped back

The rifleman’s bullet came into the gold room It was followed i mmedi ately by much of the
corridor, in pieces of various sizes

The noi se was so |oud that Doc and his group al nost stopped hearing things

THE ot hers probably shouted, but Renny’s how ing voice al one had power to register on stunned

ear drums.

"Holy cow " the big-fisted engineer bawl ed. "l’ve heard gold was power, but that’'s the first
denonstration!"

Doc, working swiftly, got the others over to the side

"CGoing to open a hole in the hull,"” he expl ai ned

It was quite a hole the gold bar made in that part of the ship. They picked thensel ves up

"But we never dreaned themwasn't gold bars!" Buddy Bal dwi n yell ed

"They are carefully nade," Doc told him "The cases are thick, and the explosive itself heavy."
"When did you plant then?" Long Tom asked

"Mre than a week ago," Doc told him "A nost every large bank in the city substituted them for
their bullion. It was just a chance. Banks were | ogical game when the looting started. These bonbs
are arranged to bl ow up after twenty-four hours, by thenselves. That was not ny idea, incidentally,
but the police insisted upon it. Cone on."

The sea, black with night, squirmed bel ow the opening in the hull

"I's the launch noored astern?" Doc asked. "The one they use for a crash boat in case one of the

pl anes has an accident in |anding?"

"Yes," said Buddy Bal dwin. "That seens to be ny one useful contribution thus far."

"The information you have furnished me fromtinme to time while pretending to be a nmenber of the
gang still, has helped a lot," Doc assured him "Especially the plane signal, the three short blasts
and the long one fromthe plane notor over New York—the signal agreed upon to indicate it was safe
for me to becone a hostage, in case they tried that. The signal indicated they did not intend to

kill me i mediately."
Long Tom asked, "Can everybody sw n?"
Everybody apparently could, for they all junped, Doc pausing, however, to hurl another of the

gol d brick bormbs down the corridor. It fell through the floor, and expl oded deep in the ship
sonmewher e

The excitement was enough to occupy the gang until Doc and his party reached the |launch. It was

not | arge enough to be welcomed joyfully as a vessel sone hundreds of miles offshore. But it was
handy enough at the nonment. Renny had a knife and cut the painter

They had drifted a hundred yards before bullets started arriving. Buddy Baldwin started the

notor. Those on the ship turned a searchlight on them The |launch had a powerful searchlight of its



own for locating crashed planes at night, and they turned this back at the ship. The shooting as a
whol e was not very effective. The bronze nan’s band woul d not have been hit, even if they had not
all crowded down behind the notor.

"They' Il follow us!" Bess Baldw n cried.

She was wong, and they were all quite astounded when they were not followed, and when they
finally lost all trace of the lights of the ship.

Four hours later a plane could be heard overhead. The pilot was flying |ow and giving a series of
short signals by racing his motor. Doc turned on the |aunch searchlight and blinked it. The pl ane
| anded.

Monk, Ham and Johnny were aboard.

"l sent thema note at Monk’s | aboratory," Doc explained. "They were to get the plane and fly to
the first steady CWradi o signal using the direction finder."

MONK, Ham and Johnny cleared up the puzzle of the ship which had not followed the escaping
prisoners.

"Bl azes, didn't you know?" Monk yelled. "The hooker sank. They sent out an S OS."

"That | ast bonmb you threw," Buddy Bal dwin told Doc.

Renny emitted a runble.

"l don't believe it," he decided. "It's sone trick."

He cane nearer believing it the next nmorning, when they saw the floati ng weckage and picked up a
few men who were clinging to it.

Cadwi |l er O den, the terribly remarkable little man, had gone silently to his roonful of doll
furniture, they said, and no one had seen himthereafter. Undoubtedly he had perished with Nero, his
huge bodyguard.

Monk pondered for several days before he figured sonething out.

"I"ve got it," he did say finally. "Cadwi |l er O den was a psychol ogi cal case. He was so small he
got sensitive as heck about it, so he got hinmself all fired up with the idea of becom ng a very big
shot over ordinary-sized people. He took the quickest way of getting power: robbery. It turned out
to be the worst."

"It usual ly does," Buddy Bal dwi n agreed thoughtfully.

Doc and his party got sone of the Repel, but the larger quantity had gone down with the ship.
From what they did get—fromthe Repel weapons of men they captured, |argel y—boc Savage | earned a
great deal.

H's theory as to its nature, and that of the other scientists, had been approxi mately correct, as
nearly as he could tell.

Doc never was sure—because Repel lost its strength! It sinply dissipated itself, gave up its
force, and was through in the course of tine.

The crimnals who had been rescued froma watery grave were consigned to Doc’ s uni que "coll ege"
for remaki ng. Monk and Ham t ook them up, and evidently had a roughhouse on the way back, judging
from their appearance.

They refused to discuss the newest difference, but it was noted that Monk dated up entrancing
Bess Baldwi n that evening, and Hamdid not try to cut in, which was unusual for Ham They had
evidently settled that on the way back.

Monk thus got around to asking the young | ady sonething that had been bothering him Bess herself
broke the ice.

"When | think that nyself and ny brother belonged to that gang | amutterly horrified," she said
earnestly.

Monk was no di pl onat .

"Listen, when did you get around to changing your m nd?" he asked.

"Didn't you know?" Bess Bal dwi n showed surprise. "Wen Doc Savage got us the first tinme, he put
nysel f and ny brother through his college."

"Ch!" said Monk.

The "Oh!" explained a lot. It had suddenly come to Monk that the "escape" of the Bal dwi ns from
Doc Savage had been a piece of clever faking.

THE END



