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Chapter |. MYSTERY OF THE "HARPOON

THE man had one arm Hence, to load the revolver, he had to crouch and grip the barrel between

his knees while he thunbed fresh cartridges into the cylinder. The gun had been fully | oaded before
but he was replacing the cartridges, apparently fearing they had gotten wet. The night air was ful
of soaking mist. It was very dark down here by the New York water front. The one-arnmed man had been
skul king, and doing it nost furtively. He had made scarcely a sound. Once, nore than five mnutes
ago, he had frightened an alley cat out of a rubbage can, but that had made only a slight noise
"Devils!" the man gritted. "A npst twenty of us, they would kill!" He nunbl ed some nore,
unintelligibly, and finished up, "Damm 'em They know | won't go to the law for protection!"

Hi s nunbling was a mistake. A bare twenty feet away, the second skul ker heard him This nan had

two arms well filled with nuscle, and his face was chiefly notable for the | ack of space between the
eyes, and an oversized jaw. This man gripped a two-foot |ength of heavy wire hawser which had been
wrapped with adhesive tape. It was an instrunment that could kill a man.

The one with the bludgeon waited. The one-arnmed nan was com ng straight toward him

Upt own, an elevated train clanked south. Qut on the harbor, a bell buoy clanged. Sonewhere far
above, thunder gave a great whoop, but there was no |ightning

The man with the hawser lifted his weapon. He took his tongue between his teeth, as one who

intends to strike hard

The thunder gobbl ed and chuckl ed and went ronmping off into the infinite distances, while down

anong the water front warehouses, it left echoes not unlike that of a big netal barrel tunmbling end
over end. Large drops of rain began to splash the cobbles. They were very cold

The man with the bludgeon took his teeth out of his tongue to suck in a breath, then set hinself
again, ready for the killing blow.

He got a surprise

A noi se sounded from ahead. There was al so a sound as if sone one had pushed down on a tire valve
and let the air |leak out for an instant

The man with the taped hawser sprang forward. He whi pped out a flashlight. He thought that his
one-arnmed quarry had fallen. He wanted to take advantage of that fact

The flashlight popped a white cone. The nman with the hawser let out a loud grunt. He tried to

stop, slipped on the wet cobbles, went down flat on his back, and the big raindrops wet his face. He
turned over, got up, and w t hout |ooking back, ran

He had left his flashlight behind. It was still on, pointed so that the beamwas on him He wore

oi | skins and a seaman's sou'wester. He ran madly, with great |eaps, and did not | ook back as |ong as
he was in the flashlight's glow, which was for sone distance. He had seen an apparition

THE apparition was huge and bl ack, shiny fromthe rain, and it crouched over the prone figure of
the one-arnmed man. The latter was not entirely prone; his head and shoul ders were off the cobbl es
for the fabul ous black figure had himby the neck

An instant |ater there was a draggi ng noise, and a water puddle gurgled as if something had been
haul ed through it. The nearest warehouse was a score of yards distant. A plank squeaked inside of
it.

The big raindrops fell like solid things on the warehouse roof. Thunder |et |oose another great
bunpi ng. The el evated train cl anked on downt own.

Inside the warehouse, a thin rod of brilliant white I|ight appeared. It undoubtedly cane froma
flashlight, but the beamwas little thicker than a pencil, even at the end. It prow ed over the

one-armed man's figure
The fell ow was bound now, with |engths of that very stout-tarred cord known to sailors as Italian



marline. Both his wists and ankl es were secured, and these were |ashed together so that he was
doubl ed over in such a manner as to discourage rolling. A sponge was held tightly in his mouth by a
wi re which could not be chewed through

The one-arnmed man had changed. Changed In a startling way. He actually had two arns.

Oovi ously one of his arns had been confined tightly to his side by a | ong bandagi ng of canvas

The canvas had been stripped off. The thin flash beam picked up its snaky |length on the floor
Several tines the flashlight prow ed al ong the arm whi ch had been strapped under the coat in such
a manner as to be al nost unnoticeable. It was as if the matter of the armconstituted some nystery
whi ch needed sol vi ng

There was not enough of light fromthe thin flashlight to show the giant black apparition who was
doi ng the exam ning. The light string collapsed. The squeak of a floorboard was the only sound as
the big black figure departed

It had not taken long. The slaming of the elevated train was still audible. An extrenely keen
ear mght still have heard the running of the man with the hawser bludgeon - had there been no
rain

The man with the hawser bl udgeon had suddenly acquired a great dislike for the wet night. He was
maki ng for the only spot of |ight visible anbng the piers. This was a single electric bulb, encased
in awre shield, which gl owed above a gangpl ank that |ed, through a hull hatch, into the black
innards of a ship.

The man crossed the gangpl ank wi t hout sl ackening speed. He brought up smack agai nst the snout of

a short rifle.

"Wiere's the fire?" growl ed a coarse voi ce back of the gun

The man with the hawser countered, "Wuere's Captain Wapp?"

"You see a big bad spook?" grinned the riflenman.

"Where's Captain Wapp?" the other shrieked

"“In his cabin." The rifleman stepped aside. "Wat's w ong?"

The hawser carrier ran on wthout answering

CAPTAI N WAPP had to pass sidew se through nore than one door on his ship. He was big. But he

never had to stoop, even for the |ow bul khead doors down near the bilge. The shortest man in his
crew was taller by a head. His belt was a cotton rope that had once been white. Maybe he coul d not
get a leather one |arge enough. The rope belt fastened with a gold snap and ring, set with di anonds
which could not be classed as snall

He was cleaning his finger nails with a big clasp knife. Wen the door expl oded open, he twi sted
the knife in his hand, holding it so that the hilt pointed at the door. The knife hilt was one of
those deadly little novelty weapons, chanbered for a .22-caliber cartridge

"You bane in big hurry," he said dryly.

The newconer still carried his |length of taped hawser.

"Something is screw!" he gul ped

Captai n Wapp absently uncocked the firing mechanismin the haft of the knife. This nade a faint
click.

"Dot be not so good," he grunted. "Tell us about it very snappylike."

The other held his hawser bludgeon with both hands and spoke with the nmad speed of an auctioneer
closing a brisk sale

"1'"m standi ng watch on the dock, |ike you ordered, see," he said. "All of a sudden, | get a | ook
at a man who heaves up between ne and a distant light." The man hefted his hawser. "I get ready to
pop him see, because he's cruisin' around m ghty snaky."

"You bane do right thing," advised Captain Wapp

"Only | didn't do it," corrected the other. "I didn't get a chance to | ay aboard this skul ker

with ny little persuader, here. Sonething el se got him"

Captai n Wapp | ooked interested, "Sonething?"

"Well, it didn't |ook human," grunmbled the man with the bit of wire hawser. "It was big and

black. And I1'll be dammed if it made any sound at all. It wasn't none of Braski's crowd."

They were silent. The bell buoy gonged slowy out in the harbor. Thunder cascaded in hol |l ow

sal vos high above in the |eaking night sky. It sounded nuffled in the cabin

THAT thunder had a nore robust quality at the gangpl ank where the watchman with the rifle was
stationed. The latter was very nuch alert and sonewhat puzzled; fromtinme to tine, he | ooked over
his shoul der, as if expecting sonme one to come fromthe direction of Captain Wapp's cabin and tel
hi m what had gone wrong.

The thunder chased itself away, and alnost instantly a fresh burst crashed, acconpanied by a
flash of Iightning across the whol e southwestern part of the sky. Lightning gl ow showed the wet dock
pl anki ng, the puddles, the big raindrops. It also illum nated the watchman faintly, so that he could
be seen fromthe wharf, but he did not realize that

"Dang that hog, Braski," the watchman nuttered. "Dang old Hezem ah Law and his Spook Hol e and the
whol e di zzy business. We gotta kill a |ot of people, too."

He scowl ed, hefted his rifle and sighed I oudly.

"But, blast it, a mllion bucks is a mllion bucks," he added. "And any part of it ain't to be



sneezed at."

Hi s own nunbling occupied his attention, and when a voice called frombehind him "Hey, you -

| ook here a minute!" he gave a start. Weeling, he peered into the ship. The voice had been strange
very faint.

"What cha want ?" he grow ed.

The faint, strange voice came again

"Look closely," it requested

The wat chman squinted, straining his eyes. He could see no one. He thought that strange. It was
strange, but not so much so that it could not be explained. The man knew little about ventril oqui sm

hence did not dreamthat the snmall, weird voice did not cone fromw thin the ship, but from outside
on the dock
Nor was the watchman aware that the author of the deceptive call, a giant form swathed in black

was gliding silently up the conpani onway.

The watchman's first inkling of danger was a terrible grasp which fell upon his neck. He tried to
cry out. H s vocal cords would not work

He tried to fire his rifle. But, strangely enough, the weapon fell fromhis fingers, and was
caught by the dark assailant before it made a noise on the planking

The watchman tried to get a ook at the features of his assailant. He failed there, too. The huge
one was shrouded conpletely in sone black cloth, probably of silk, which seenmed wat er proof

A nysterious listlessness began to come over the watchman. It seened to come fromthe terrific
pressure on a particular portion of his neck

At first, that pressure had been painful, but nowit was only a tingling. The nan's whol e body
seened to go to sleep. He could see, could hear, but could not nmove a nmuscle. Even his eyes could
observe only what was i nmedi ately before them for the watchman now possessed no power to roll his
eyebal | s

The fantastic giant in black |eft the watchman lying in his queer hel pl essness and noved on into
the interior of the ship.

The flashlight beam of remarkabl e thinness | eaped out at intervals, roving. It picked up a ring
life preserver which some one nust have brought down from deck

The life preserver bore the name of the ship, Harpoon

IN the master's cabin of the Harpoon, short, broad Captain Wapp absently cocked and uncocked the
pistol's mechanismin his big clasp knife

"Sonebody bane prowl around," he said slowy. "So vot? Sone feller dot Braski sent, Aye bet."

The man with the taped | ength of hawser fingered his weapon. He batted it agai nst one oil ski nned
| eg.

"You don't worry enough, captain,” he conplained. "There was two of 'em Mybe one was a Brask
man, sure. W expected Braski to try to lay aboard us. But who was the other one?"

"Dot feller?" Captain Wapp held the knife with one hand, gave his rope belt a hitch with the
other. "A cop, maybe."

"No." The hawser whacked oil skin. "There ain't no one-armed cops. And who ever heard of a cop
working |ike that big black guy did?"

Captai n Wapp | ooked pai ned

"Di s business, Aye bane afraid she give nme a headache," he conpl ai ned

"Listen," grunted the other. "Wy can't we pull out of here? Let's head for Spook Hole and finish
it up."

Captai n Wapp shook his head. "She bane too risky."

"You mean the woman?"

Wapp's head shook again. "Wnan, she bane easy to get rid of. It's dot nonkeyshiner, Oiver O nan
Braski . "

The hawser |ength made two angry pops on the other's oil skins

"Braski knows enough to make trouble, eh?" he demanded

"He could ruin the whole works," said Wapp. "He would, too."

"Scuttle him" the other suggested. "Bat his brains out and leave himin an alley. Hell! W gotta
kill nearly twenty, anyway!"

Captain Wapp sighed mghtily

"For vun whol e week, we have try to do dot very thing," he said. "And vot did it get us?"

The man with the hawser scow ed uneasily.

"You think old Hezem ah Law snells anything?" he questioned anxiously.

"Law bane snmart feller,” Wapp nunbl ed. "But Aye not tank he smart enough."

The other frowned at his hawser |ength

"Well, we gotta handle this right," he said. "Wth naybe a mllion dollars - "

"More dan dot," interposed Captain Wapp. "Fromwhat Aye |laid eyes on, dot Spook Hol e has enough
of de stuff to pay each feller on ny ship not |ess than -

A gun banged loudly in the corridor outside. A man cursed, then began yelling a mad al arm
CAPTAI N WAPP | unged to the door, wenched it open. He had the little pistol knife al nost hidden
in one broad, red-furred hand. The man with the hawser trod his heels. They did not dive into the



corridor, but put their heads out cautiously

One of the crew was in the corridor, crouched back agai nst a bul khead, standing rigidly, not
novi ng any part of his body other than his features as he screaned terribly. His arns were bent in a
grot esque fashion

"The bl asted thing went aft," the man npbaned, and tried to pick up his gun, which lay on the

floor at his feet. H's strangely bent arns refused to function

Wthout comng fromthe shelter of his cabin, Captain Wapp swore at the nan

"Vot you say?" he roared

"Qutside your cabin," groaned the sailor. "It was black. Never had nuch shape. | thought it was a
pile of clothes or something fromthe | aundry. When | cane up, it grabbed nme."

He cried out wordlessly fromthe effort of trying to nove his arns.

Captai n Wapp yel |l ed, "VWich way?"

"Aft," whined the sailor. "I told you that."

Captain Wapp | eaped forward, seized the sailor and gave each of the fellow s arnms a rough

terrific yank. Pain caused the man to burst into tears. But his arms strai ghtened. They had only
been out of joint

"Get up and hel p hunt!" snapped Wapp

They ran aft, yelling an alarm turning on the excellent electric lighting systemw th which the
vessel was equi pped

They found no one. They | ocated no one who had seen anything suspicious, except the watchman at

t he gangpl ank, who was in no condition to say anything

"Vot ails you?" Wapp asked him

The wat chman said nothing, did nothing, acting in all like a man alive and yet dead. Mre of
amazenent than rage on his features, Wapp turned upon the man who carried the taped bit of hawser.
He asked no question with words, but the other read his expression

"l dunno what it was," he disclained. "Sane thing that grabbed the one-arned man on shore."

They hastily rigged big floodlights along the rail - lights which were undoubtedly ready at hand
for night work at sea. The vast quantity of illum nation showed the nature of the Harpoon. It was a
whal i ng ship, one of the nodern type, a gigantic pot-bellied thing, with a runway aft where the
whal es could be hauled up to the processing plant in the innards of the craft

Captai n Wapp and the others on the Harpoon, having found nothing, stood at the rail, nuttered

and | ooked very puzzl ed i ndeed

UNKNOMWN t o t hose aboard the Harpoon, a sinister, fantastic figure stood and watched. The form
huge and bl ack, stood in the shadows of the pier, beyond the floodlight glare. The strange bei ng had
gotten off the whaling ship before the search was well under way.

Not for |ong did the personage of darkness linger to observe. He noved away, and the silence of
his goi ng was al nost supernatural, eerie

Sorme nonents later, the giant of blackness stopped at the spot where the one-arnmed nan - rather
the man who had pretended to have only one arm- had been |l eft, securely bound. The nonster of the
ni ght paused there, rigidly, and there came into the darkness around hima fantastic sound

It was low, that sound, and eerie, a note defying definition by word. It was not a whistle; it

did not seemthe product of vocal cords. It had the qualities of a trilling.

Probably nost fantastic of all was the way the sound seened to cone fromno definite source, but
to come fromthe very air itself, as if it were the ventriloquial note of some exotic tropical bird
Certain it was that the note had a nusical quality which was inspiring to an appreci abl e degree
Certain also was the fact that the strange one of the darkness was meking the sound. And
undoubtedly the strange trilling denoted surprise over a discovery which had just been nade

The one-armed man was gone

The | engths of very stout-tarred marline rope which had bound the one-armed man |ay on the

war ehouse floor. Sonme had been untied. Mst had been cut

The gi ant of darkness produced his flashlight which projected the thin, infinitely white beam He
searched. There was no visible sign to show whence the one-arned man had gone, or how he had nanaged
to get free

After a bit, the dark titan noved out of the warehouse and down a side street which was full of
the thunder's nuttering and occasional snall drops of rain. It was very dark

The gi ant of the night reached a parked car. No glimrer of |ight showed fromthe machine, but

when he opened the door, light spilled out. It was a sedan, a very well-curtained car. Bathed in the
illum nation, the giant began changi ng his appearance

He stripped off a dull-black rubber cape and hood conbi nation which served the doubl e purpose of
keeping off the rain and making himal nost invisible in the night. He renoved bl ack gl oves

It was an anmzing individual who stood reveal ed, a giant nman, a Hercul ean figure, whose

remar kabl e body m ght have been cast from hard bronze

The sedan was | arge, yet as the man stood beside it, the car seemed none too anple. The man was
not fat. Hi s body was a huge nachi ne of sinew

There was nore of the unusual about the bronze man than his physique. H's eyes, for instance

were |ike pools of flake gold always in notion, and possessed of a magnetic quality. His hair, a



bronze hue but little darker than his skin, straight and fitted Iike a nmetal cap.

He got into the sedan.

Two men were already there. One of them spoke.

"Doc," he said. "Wat did you |earn?"

Chapter 11. THE "HARPOON' PRI SONER

DOC SAVAGE, nman of miracles and nystery, replied nothing. That was a peculiar habit he had,
puzzling to strangers, but famliar to those who knew the bronze giant.

He was a character of international note, this man of bronze. He had done things which had
startled the world. He had al so done things even nore startling, of which the world knew nothing. He
was a man with a profession probably as unique as any one had ever followed. H s profession was
trouble. Other people's trouble.

Doc Savage's profession was hel ping others out of trouble, when in doing so, he was righting
wongs. He had been trained fromchildhood - until he was a remarkabl e conbi nati on of nental genius
and physical strength - for his profession. Pursuit of it carried himto the ends of the earth.
Doc Savage was assisted by a group of five aides al nbst as unusual as hinself. It was two of
these who were in the car with himnow.

Sayi ng nothing, the bronze man drew from a pocket a tel egram which he unfolded. It was a |ocal
message, marked by the date |line as having been sent here in New York City. It read:

SUGGEST WHALI NG SHI P HARPOON M GHT | NTEREST YOU STOP BETTER BE CAREFUL

There was no signature.

One of the other two nmen | eaned forward. He was hardly taller than a half grown boy, but he would
have wei ghed well over two hundred and fifty pounds, and the hairs on his wists were |like rusty
finishing nails.

He spoke, and his voice was very small and alnost ridiculously like that of a child.

"We checked on that nessage while you were investigating the boat, Doc," he said. "A one-arned
man seens to have sent it."

"No other information, Mnk?" Doc queried.

"Nope, " said the individual who bore nore resenblance to a bull gorilla than to the human tribe.
"Monk" was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, whose acconplishnments as an industrial
chem st were known in many parts of the world.

The third occupant of the car |eaned forward, resting his sharp chin on the thin black cane which
he carried. He was a lean man with the large, nobile nmouth of one given nmuch to oratory, and his
attire - full evening garb - was absolutely faultless.

"What did you learn on the Harpoon, Doc?" he questioned.

"l met a one-arned man," Doc said. "He really had two arns, however."

The man with the cane frowned. "I fail to understand.”

"Di sgui se, Ham" Doc told him "Possibly he was the one who sent that rather puzzling tel egram
Possi bly not."

"Hani' shifted his chin on his cane. He was Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks, conceded by
many to be the nost astute | awyer Harvard ever turned out, and he | ooked the part.

"And what about the Harpoon," he queri ed.

The bronze man shook his head slowly. "Sonething queer is underfoot there. It concerns some one
named Braski, a man called old Hezemi ah Law, and a place designated as Spook Hol e. There al so seens
to be sonething involved worth some mllions of dollars.”

"That's vague," said small-voi ced Mnk.

"It was all very puzzling," Doc agreed. "I hoped to hear nore, but a sailor came along the
passage while | was listening and di scovered nme. \Were is Johnny?"

"Eh?" Monk blinked.

"Johnny, " Doc said. "Were is he?"

"Ch." Monk waved an arm vaguely. "He went over to help you | ook around. Guess he nissed you.

He'll be back soon, probably."

Doc Savage got out of the car. Hi s novenents were fast w thout seem ng unduly so.

"We had better look into that," he said. "Things seemto be tense around that whaling ship."

THE bronze man opened a conpartment in the car. The machi ne seenmed to be fitted with innumerable
such recesses. The device which he brought out had sonewhat the appearance of a small, ol d-fashioned
magic lantern - one of the type which projected pictures froma postcard to a screen.

The | arge base obviously contained a strong battery. Doc switched it on. As far as the eyes were
concerned, nothing happened. It did not project |ight.

Doc turned the lantern affair on the danp ground. \Were nothing visible had been before, snmall,

gl owi ng patches appeared. The spots were sonething over two inches across and gl owed |ike pale
phosphorous, or snears of the stuff off of radiumwatch dials.

It was noticeable that where Doc Savage and the other two stepped, they left the round, glow ng
marks. Cl ose exami nation woul d have shown that the heels of their shoes were not |eather, but of a
porous fibre inpregnated with some chenical conpound.

"Johnny started off this way," Mnk said, and pointed.

They followed the marks left by "Johnny's" heels. None of the trio comented on the phenonena of



the glowing tracks, for it was not strange to them

The lantern was one projecting ultraviolet, or so-called "black light," and was not so intricate
that it could not have been understood readily by the average el ectrical experinenter

The conposition of the shoe heels was nore conpl ex, being a conpound devel oped by Mnk, the
master chem st, working with Doc Savage. It was sinply a blending of certain of those chenical
subst ances whi ch fluoresce, or glow, when exposed to ultra-violet light - a property not especially
remar kabl e, being shared by a substance as commopn as vaseline

Johnny's tracks were spaced in a manner which showed he was a | ong-1| egged man i ndeed, and they
progressed, after some neandering, to the vicinity of the warehouse where Doc Savage had | eft the
bound form of the nman who was pretending to have only one arm

What had occurred was easily read. Johnny had heard some sound made by the bound man; possibly
the fell ow had beaten his heels against the floor

"So Johnny turned himloose,” Doc said dryly.

Monk chuckl ed. "Wn't Johnny's face be red. For once, |I'll bet he can't think of a big word."
"Johnny" was WIIliam Harper Littlejohn, a gentlenman who had once held the chair of natura

science research in a university which went in for deep learning rather than athletics. He was
anot her menber of Doc Savage's group of five assistants

"Let's see where he went," Ham suggested

Johnny's glowi ng prints were thick about the spot where the bound nman had been rel eased, but they
finally led off through a side door. Soft nmud outside still retained tracks, and these indicated
that Johnny and the man he had freed were together

The prints led to an alley, and in the dark recesses of the latter, nute evidence reposed. Doc
Savage found it first and pointed it out

Bits of thin, broken glass. Scuff marks on the concrete pavenent

Monk picked up the fragnments of glass and inspected them expression and manner rem ndful of a
nonkey exanmining a flea found upon its person

"Johnny's nonocle,"” he said. "Here's where he got what good Samaritans usually get. The fake
one-armed guy crowned him"

"But where is Johnny?" Ham snapped

That, it devel oped, was to be a nystery. Johnny's fiery trail ended in the alley.

"Knocked sensel ess and carried off," Mnk hazarded

Doc Savage issued quick orders

"You two continue |ooking for Johnny," he directed. "Be careful."

Monk, as hurriedly as possible, demanded, "What're you gonna do, Doc?"

Then Monk made a di sappointed grimace. He had not been quite soon enough with his question. Doc
Savage was al ready gone, swallowed up, waithlike, by the darkness. There was no sound to show the
direction he had taken

MONK si ghed, grunbled, "I got a notion to get ny pet pig Habeas. He's better'n a bl oodhound."
The dapper Ham put out a sharp jaw. "That hog is usel ess, and you know it."
"You overdressed shyster!" Mnk grow ed indignantly. "I'mgonna call ny |aboratory and have ny

secretary bring Habeas down."

They noved off in the darkness, insulting each other in a |ow, veherment fashion that woul d have
led a stranger to think they were on the point of blows.

It was perpetually thus with Monk and Ham Nobody could recall one having addressed a civil word
to the other. Yet, conversely enough, they were as attached to each other as two nen could be, each
having risked his life on several occasions to save the other

Habeas Corpus was Mnk's pet pig, a porker of grotesque appearance and sonewhat astoundi ng

intell ect. Habeas was al so the dapper Hamls pet hate

Al t hough wrangling, the two men were keeping a sharp | ook-out for some sign of Johnny. It was
Monk who heard a snall, foreign sound. He yanked Hamto a stop with nore force than was necessary
"You missing link!" Hamgritted

"Sh-h-h!" Mnk adnoni shed. "I think sonebody is ahead of us!"

A new and totally strange voi ce spoke up fromthe darkness to their rear

"There's sonmebody behind you," it said. "Turn around and have a | ook!"

Monk and Ham spun - not around, but to the sides, diving in opposite directions. They noved with
the perfect codrdination of men who had been in trouble before. Their separation was on the
principle that two fires were harder to fight than one

Back of them a man swore, just as a flashlight cane on. The one who cursed had no doubt intended
toillumnate themw th the flash

"Quick!" the fellow barked. "Don't |let themget away!"

It was suddenly apparent that nunerous nen were in the surroundi ng darkness. Mnk bunped sone
one. He swuing a furry fist. It landed solidly.

The one who had been hit skidded backward, feet nmaking slitherings on the wet pavenent, then fel
down

Over on the other side, Ham gave the handle of his inmmacul ate black cane a twist. |t separated
and fromthe dark shaft came a | ean sword blade, the tip of which was coated with a chemnica



concoction, conpounded by Doc Savage, which woul d produce abrupt unconsci ousness once it entered a
wound.

Ham flirted the bl ade about. He did it gently, his object to wound slightly rather than to weak
great danage.

A man canme hard agai nst Hamls back. The dapper |awyer tried to get his sword cane around, fail ed,
was knocked off his feet. The attacker fell atop him mssing the chem cal -coated bl ade by | uck.
They were in a narrow alleyway, and it was suddenly full of quiet fight sounds - quiet until Mnk
began to roar and bellow as he always did when in conbat. But he was not noisy for long. His roars
muf fl ed abruptly, as If a man had sat on his face. Soon after, silence cane.

"Tie them" said the man who had spoken first.

Monk gul ped a faint question past the hand which was over his nouth.

"You birds off the Harpoon?" he asked.

The | eader of their captors |aughed harshly, said in a glad voice, "W got a break, gang. They
must be two sailors off the Harpoon."

ROLLS of bl ack adhesive tape were produced and many turns taken about the wists of Monk and Ham
They were not gagged.

"Let out a bleat, and you'll get muffled in a way you won't |ike," the man advi sed them

Monk strained agai nst the binding. H's physical strength was trenendous. He did not free his
hands fromthe swathing bundl e of tape.

The chief of the captors stepped back, and the flashlight he was hol ding chanced to illum nate

hi s own person.

He was a lean man with al nost incredibly black hair on his head, brows, chin and wists. H s eyes
were round and brilliant. He nade Monk think of a black tontat.

"Yeah, they're sailors off the Harpoon," he deci ded again.

"What makes you think that, Braski ?" one of his party queried.

Braski changed position. He handled hinself like the black cat he resenbl ed.

"Didn't they ask us if we were off the Harpoon?" he demanded. "They hoped we were some of their
pals."

Monk grow ed, "You guys have nade a m stake!"

Braski |aughed. It was not a nice sound.

"Where's Spook Hol e?" he asked.

"That place agai n?" Mnk shrugged. "I woul dn't know, but you probably woul dn't believe that."
Braski stepped forward and calmy inserted a thunb in Mnk's left eye. It was a cruel thing to
do, and Monk withed and groaned while four men westled hi mdown.

"Where i s Spook Hol e?" Braski repeated.

"Bl ast you!" Mnk snarled. "I don't know "

Ham next received the eye treatnent.

"l have no idea where Spook Hole is or what it is!" he gritted in an agoni zed voi ce.

"Maybe they don't know," suggested a man.

"Captai n Wapp does know, " Braski said dryly. "Well go ask him W've got to get himout of the
way, anyhow. The doubl e-crosser!"

"What about the girl?" the man asked.

"We'll get her if we can't nab Captain Wapp," grunted Braski. "I'm al nbst sure Wapp i s hol di ng
her so we couldn't find her and | earn fromher where this Spook Hole is."
The other | ooked dubious, queried, "How || we get aboard? They'll have guards posted all over

that whaling ship."

Braski | aughed again, unpleasantly, and ki cked Monk's shins briskly.

"Maybe they got a password or sonething," he said. "Qur two pals, here, will knowit. They'll get
us through - if they know what's good for 'em"”

Monk grow ed, "Brother, you're steaming up a ness for yourself. W ain't off the Harpoon."

Braski said, "Don't lie to ne!" and poked Monk's eye with a thunb.

They noved in the direction of the Harpoon. There seened to be nearly a dozen nmen in the party,
and all were arned.

THE fl oodl anps along the rail of the Harpoon had been turned off, but a single bulb rmade fitful
gl ow above the gangway. Two nen | ounged there. They wore no weapons visibly, but their manner of
keepi ng hands close to their raincoat pockets was understood by a cl ose observer.

Braski's party and their prisoners stopped well back in the darkness and conferred.

Monk, finding hinmself close to Ham whispered, "This is a pickle. W're supposed to give a
password, or get shot. And we don't know any password. Maybe we oughta tell "emwe're part of Doc
Savage's crowd. "

"No!" Ham breathed enphatically. "They haven't mentioned a thing to indicate they know t hat Doc
is involved. W had best keep still about that. Mght nake it easier for Doc to work."

"Just the same - " Monk fell silent. He was thinking of various past occasions when a connection
with Doc Savage had been the equal of a death sentence. Doc was automatically the nortal eneny of
all who were outside of the |aw

Braski stuck his black goatee out at themand grated, "What are you two whi spering about?"



"The weather," Mnk told him "It |ooks |ike sonebody is gonna get rained on plenty."

"Two cl ever boys, eh?" Braski snarled. "Al right, do your stuff. Walk up to those two watchnen
and get us aboard. And if you fail, you'll be the first to get shot."

Monk wail ed, "Listen! | wouldn't try this!"

"Get noving," Braski directed.

"Qur hands are tied," Mnk pointed out.

"We'll fix that," Braski said, and proceeded to cut their hands free of the tape. "Now, put on
your show. "

They were urged toward the Harpoon gangway. Monk was in the |ead, sinply because a gun nuzzle
happened to gouge nore firmy against his back. The gangway vi brated under their feet. The two
wat chnen becane alert and put their hands in their raincoat pockets.

"Make it good!" Braski hissed into Monk's ear.

Monk punped out his chest, strode boldly toward the first watchman and said, "Were's Captain
Wapp. W got sonething inmportant for him"

The wat chnman, to Monk's astoni shment, grinned widely and said, "You're the captain's friend,
ain't you? We been expectin' you and your crowd."

"Uh-huh," Monk muttered, then, as gun pressure hardened agai nst his back, added hastily, "Sure!
We're friends of everybody!"

The wat chnen stepped back, and one of themcalled | oudly down a passage, "Here's the captain's
friends."

"Bring themto the cabin," called a voice.

They entered the passage, one watchman | eadi ng the way. They progressed sone two feet. A door

cl anked shut ahead. Another slanmmed behind. Their guide turned, and he had two guns out.

"You buns thought you were pullin' sonething!" he snarled. 'We know you, Braski! Drop them guns
and el evate!"

"Is this gonna be a party!" Mnk breathed, and | eaped straight up with considerabl e viol ence.
There was a passage |ight overhead, protected by a wire cage. Mnk jamred both hands against it,
mashing the wire, breaking the glass bulb, cutting his hands a little.

It was the only light in their section of the corridor. Intense darkness clapped down.

Bedl am erupted. A revol ver nade swift, ear-splitting noise. A nan shrieked in agony. Mre guns
whooped.

MONK sl ammed flat, reasoning that fewer bullets would find the floor regions. He groped for Hams
ankle. A foot kicked himsolidly in the face.

He grabbed it, knew by the small ness of the shoe and the spats encasing the ankle that Ham ki cked
him and yanked Ham down, giving the ankle a tw st by way of reprisal.

A man fell on them Mnk grabbed his throat, felt warm wetness flood his hands and | et go. The
man had been shot in the neck and was al ready dead.

Monk barked | oud words in a dialect which would have been intelligible to not nore than a dozen
men in the so-called civilized world.

It was the tongue of ancient Maya, a | anguage Doc Savage and his nmen had | earned on one of their
numer ous adventuring jaunts, and which they now used to communi cate with each other when not w shing
to be understood by outsiders.

Monk had sinply advised Hamthat he intended seeking the other end of the room

"Me, too," Hamsaid in the Mayan tongue.

They scuttled along the wall and net at the other end of the passage. Fromthe anpbunt of shooting
and yelling, it was obvious that |arge nunbers of the Harpoon's crew had rushed to the attack.
"Let's let "emfight it out," Mnk suggested in Mayan. "Think they're comng in at a door over
here. Let's clear out that way."

"One of the few good ideas you ever had," Ham agreed in the sane dial ect.

They had little trouble locating the door. It was still dark, except for the flash of guns, an
illumnation by which little could be discerned. A sailor stunbled com ng through the door and fell
noi sily.

Monk reached down, struck at the man's tenple, hit the floor by accident the first tine, then
corrected his aimand knocked the fellow trenbling and sensel ess.

Monk shoved Ham t hrough ungently, then eased outside hinself. They flattened to one side.

"Get der bummers!" a voice was bellow ng fromdown the corridor.

The speaker charged into view an instant later - a man so huge that he had to cone sidew se

t hrough the bul khead doors Mnk and Ham recogni zed himfrom Doc Savage's description. Captain Wapp.
G oom enw apped the passage, and Captain Wapp charged past w thout observing Monk and Ham
Straight into the fray, the squat giant slammed.

"Gt dot Braski!" he baw ed. "H s neck, we will twist!"

Monk listened to the turnoil they had escaped. Men how ed, guns crashed, and strings of profanity
joined the whole in a violent syncopation.

"When they thin each other out, I'll go in and lick both crowds,"” Mnk chuckl ed.

The honely chemist had no idea that he was bragging. He m ght have been able to do it. He
certainly thought he could. He got to feeling that way in a fight.



But his hope did not materialize. Braski and his men apparently broke through the other end of
the passage, for the fight sounds receded with a rapidity that indicated nen in flight.

"Shall we follow then?" Ham suggest ed.

"Heck, no," Monk grunted. "Let's look this ark over."

ALL hands aboard the Harpoon nust have been called to the fight, for Monk and Ham were not

nol ested as they swung down the passage and up a conpani onway. They had no idea where they were
goi ng, having never been in closer contact with a whaling ship of this nodern type than pictures in
the Sunday newspapers. Shortly, they found thensel ves on deck. They | ooked over the rail.

Men were dashing madly down the gangpl ank. Captain Wapp stood under the gangway |ight and junped
up and down, waving his clasp knife which was also a pistol. He bellowed orders to his nen.
"Braski and his crowd nust have gotten away," Mnk said regretfully.

"Hs attenpt to find where the nysterious Spook Hole is did not get himfar," Ham agreed dryly.
Monk noved al ong the deck. "Let's see what |uck we can have in that direction."

The dark-haired Braski had permtted themto retain their flashlights, and they now enpl oyed

t hese, opening doors and poking into the hol ds.

They found nunerous tanks, boilers and other bl ubber processing nmachinery. The bl ubber "trying
works, " this was, although they did not know the technical term nology. There was an odor present,
anmpl e and not exactly entrancing.

"Bet they don't live down here," Mnk suggested wyly. "Let's try the upper decks, and forward."
They worked forward and up, getting away from the bl ubber vats, but not fromthe odor. Ham
grimaced mghtily and often. He was fastidious in senses as well as dress, and the physical aspects
of the whaling ship did not appeal to him

Ham probed into a room and found spare harpoons, guns and the explosive cartridges used in the
kil l1ing harpoons.

"Not hi ng here," he deci ded.

Monk found anot her door, barred on the outside, but not |ocked.

"Woul dn't be anyone in here, probably," he grunbled, and unbarred the door and thrust his head
and flashlight inside.

The next instant there was a sound such as a billiard ball mght make if dropped on hard ground.
Monk pl opped down on all fours, shaking his head.

"l have a gun," a woman's voice said with brittle abruptness fromw thin the room which had been
locked. "I think | will use it."

Ham poi sed, on the horns of a dilema. He could not see the speaker.

"Careful," Mnk groaned fromthe floor. "She popped ne with sonething, probably the gun she's
tal kin' about."

"Use your |left hands and be very careful and toss me your guns," the fem nine voice directed.
Monk and Ham hesi t at ed.

"Haven't got any," Mnk advi sed.

There was anot her pause. No one noved or said anything.

Still on the floor, Monk grow ed, "I don't believe any woman woul d shoot nme." He got to his
feet.
"You put a lot of reliance in your charns,”" Hamtold him Hamstill kept his arms up.

There was anot her silence.

"Conme out of there, |ady," Mnk suggest ed.

More wai ting.

"l guess the bluff won't work," said the feninine voice.

The worman canme out. She wore a disgusted, defeated and slightly frightened | ook. She carried no
gun, but she did carry a flexible bludgeon, an affair which |ooked as if it were made of silken hose
stuffed with sonething hard. Wth this she had probably felled Mnk.

MONK frowned at her. Ordinarily, he would have turned on the am able grin which made his honely
features surprisingly pleasant to | ook upon. But his head still ached.

The young wonman was not hard to frown at. She was neither unusually tall nor especially short,
nor was her figure especially striking, although it left little to be wished for. But she had hair
the tint of dark honey, and her skin was al nbst exactly the same color. Eyes, |ips, nose, were
exqui site. Taken altogether, she was striking w thout being gaudy in any respect.

Monk reached out abruptly and grasped the weapon she carried. She surrendered it contenptuously.
Monk examined it. Inside the silk hose was cloth, and in that, fragnents of heavy china dishes
broken in small bits - cup, saucer, a plate.

"Your friends evidently did not think | had anything to nake a weapon," she said dryly. "Do
better, next tine."

"Friends?" Mnk grinned. "You got us wong, mss - " He waited. She did not supply a nane.

"Who are you?" he asked.

"You shoul d know," she snapped.

"N x," the honely chem st grinned. "W don't belong on the Harpoon. In fact, if the crew found
us, they'd probably have a scal ping party."

"Ch." The girl frowned. Then her expression changed. She seenmed to junp at a conclusion. "I am



Nancy Law. "

"Nancy Law." Mnk squinted. "So what?"

"Didn't Braski send you aboard to find me?" she countered

Monk started to shake his head, but Haminterrupted hurriedly.

"You're friendly to Braski, aren't you?" asked the dapper |awer

"I"'mthe friend of anybody who will get nme out of here," the girl said vehenently.
"Then let's get off of this boat," Ham sm | ed

They worked toward the upper deck and the rail, using much nore caution now that the young woman
was al ong

Ham asked Nancy Law, "Wy were they hol di ng you?"

"To keep Braski fromgetting hold of me, | heard themsay," the girl replied. "But you should

know that. Didn't Braski tell you?"

"Indirectly, yes," Ham said hastily.

THEY reached the deck, and under the pretense of |ooking over the ground, Ham drew Monk aside
"We'll let her think we're Braski's nen," the barrister whispered. "I think it'll nake it easier
for us to find out what this is all about."

"l don't think the idea is so hot," nuttered Monk, whose policy was to disagree w th Ham whenever

possi bl e
Exci tenent around the Harpoon had di ed, although Captain Wapp, a grotesquely broad and squat
figure, still stood in the light near the gangplank. From all appearances, the dark-haired Brask

and his gang had made a conpl ete escape

Monk and Ham worked forward with the girl and reached a nmooring line as thick as Mnk's anple

|l eg. Monk went down this to the dock with siman ease. The girl came next, not having nuch
difficulty, and Ham brought up the rear. It was as sinple as that. They were not nol ested
"Stands to reason they'll have guards around,” Mnk grunted. "Ham you and ne had better take a
| ook. "

They noved of f, but in separate direction. Reconnoitering took themnot nore than three or four
m nutes. Mnk, for his part, found no one, and decided the way was clear, by a roundabout route, to
escape

He returned to the spot where he had left the girl. Hamwas there. Monk peered into the nurk
"Were's Nancy Law?" he denanded

"That's what |' mwondering," Ham snapped

"Huh?" Monk gul ped

"She cleared out," Hamsaid. "Gave us the slip."

Chapter |11. SPOOK HOLE QUEST

MONK and Ham stood and gl ared at each other. There was nmuch nore thunder overhead now, and sone
lightning, so that they could see each other at fitful intervals

"It was your bright idea, lettin' her think we were Braski's nmen," Mnk accused. "Bet that's why
she ski pped out."

"It was your suggestion, |eaving her alone!" Ham snapped angrily. "You have the sane ideas as a
baboon! "

They worked toward the shore end of the pier, going carefully, listening often, hoping to find
sone trace of the young woman. The only sounds, however, were those nade by Captain Wapp and his nen
about the Harpoon's gangpl ank. Those noi ses were sufficient to urge Monk and Ham away fromthe

vicinity.
Ham |ost w thout his sword cane, suggested, "I think nmy cane was left lying in that alley where
we were grabbed. |'mgoing after it."

They sought Hamls cane, and found it w thout great difficulty. Ham fl ourished the uni que weapon
in an emnently satisfied manner

"Wonder what becane of Doc?" he pondered

"Maybe he's back at the car," Mnk suggested. "We'll go see. If he's not, we'll |ook around sone
nmore for Johnny, on our own hook."

They approached the sedan warily, lest it be watched, circling it conpletely tw ce. Satisfied no
one was near, they strode up boldly in the intense bl ackness and opened the door. At that instant
lightning ripped above. Both distinctly saw an entirely unwel cone sight

A hand was projecting fromthe car and holding a gun alnost in their faces

"Whew! " Monk expl oded, and snapped to all fours on the npbist pavenent

There was absolute silence until the next jagged whip of |ightning

"Dubitation is now an evanescent quotiety," said a dry, scholastic voice fromw thin the car

Monk bounded erect

"Johnny!" he expl oded. "You scared ne out of ten years' growth."

Johnny got out of the car. He was very tall and thinner than it seemed any human frame coul d be
and still retain life. H s raincoat was ripped down the back, one eye was darkeni ng, and he showed
ot her evidences of rough handling

Johnny stowed the gun under an arnpit, in a specially designed hol ster which sat in padding so
that its presence woul d not have been noticeable on a man of |ess skeletal build



The weapon resenbl ed an oversize automatic, except that it had a drum nagazine. It was a

machi ne-gun pistol, perfected by Doc Savage, and capable of a renmarkable rate of fire.
"Consunmat e i schiagra, a bit of cephalalgia, and a touch of torticollis describes ny condition,"
Johnny groaned

"Put it in small words," Mnk requested

"I feel like hades," Johnny conplied

"What happened to you?" Mnk asked

"My noct anbul ation -

"Little ones," Mnk grunted. "I already got a headache."

"I found a nman tied up in a warehouse," Johnny said, lapsing into words of fewer syllables than

he usually affected. "I turned himloose. A bit later, he banged nme over the head. | awakened, nost
ignomnious of all, in an ash can, and cane here, found no one and waited."

"That's all?" Mnk asked

"All," Johnny agreed

They stood there in silence while thunder nmade whoopi ng echoes al ong the darkened streets and

rain began to shoot down steadily in snmall drops

"l think," Mnk said suddenly, "that we're going to have trouble."

MONK was right. Four men cane stepping out of the darkness, and when cl ose, they projected
flashlight beans. They held guns out in the light so that they could be distinguished

"If you want trouble, we got plenty of it," one advised

Johnny sinply | eaned backward and fell into the sedan. The car was bull et-proof. Johnny got his
machi ne-gun pistol out as he fell. Mnk and Ham dived after him They slamed the doors

@Gun noi se nade conpetition for the thunder above as one of the nen fired. His bullet struck a

wi ndow gl ass, but only nade a cobweb design of fine cracks and fell to the pavenent, flattened. The
man swore.

Johnny sei zed the window crank to raise the glass very high. This woul d expose small, shiel ded

| oophol es through which the nuzzles of their machine-gun pistols could be shoved. They were in a
rolling fortress only slightly | ess inpregnable than a tank

"W got 'em " Monk rapped

It was not the first tine he had been wong. The door on the opposite side of the car whipped

open abruptly. It had a lock on the inside, but in the heat of the excitenent, they had overl ooked
throwing this. The visible eneny was on the other side, anyway

But sone one of the gang had raced up, unseen, on the opposite side. Mnk and the others found

t hensel ves staring at gun nuzzl es

"You got just one chance,"” a man ripped

Monk glared. It was suicide to try to bring his machine-gun pistol around. There was only one
thing to do and he did it - put his hands up. Ham and Johnny fol |l owed suit

A man | ooked them over closely with a flashlight. He jabbed a finger at Monk and Ham

"These two are Braski's men and cane aboard the Harpoon with him" he said. He scow ed at Johnny.
"l never saw this pile of bones before."

Anot her man wal ked around in front of the sedan and turned his light on the license plates. He
bent al nost double to stare. Then he junped erect as if he had been kicked unexpectedly. He all but
fell down getting around to the side of the nmachine

"Damation!" he squawl ed. "We're in a jam"

"You gone nuts?" a man snorted

"Them license plates!" the first man rapped. "Take a | ook!"

The other went around with a flash and exam ned the tags. He came back unconcernedly.

"The nunber is DOC 3," he said. "So what? A |ow nunber, sure. But they don't nean anything

speci al any nore."

"For the love of nud!" the first man grow ed. "Mean to say you don't know about themlicense

pl ates fromreadi ng about the guy in the newspapers?"

"What guy?"

"Doc Savage," said the first. "Thenmls special plates issued to him"

It was very quiet. The thunder ronped in the sepia heavens and a flurry of rain canme along with
consi derabl e gusto

"Let's see Captain Wapp about this," a man suggested

CAPTAI N Wapp was standing at the Harpoon's gangway, both hands plunged inside the rope that

served himas a belt, when they cane up. Hi s expression showed that he had heard the shooting at the
sedan and was anxi ous to know what had happened

"Vot it is?" he grow ed.

They told himabout the license plates. Captain Wapp scow ed at Monk, Ham and Johnny, then

wi thout a word, he went back into the innards of the whaling ship, probably to his cabin, to return
shortly with an illustrated nagazi ne which featured true detective nysteries. He had the periodical
open at a story titled:

DOC SAVAGE - MAN OF MYSTERY

TERROR OF CROOKS



There was a picture on the opposite page, one of the rare shots of Doc Savage and his five aides
ever to get publication.

Captai n Wapp pi cked Monk, Ham and Johnny out of the group.

"Them it is," he nmuttered. "Dot is no m stake."

"They are Doc Savage's nen, then?" one fellow rmunbl ed.

"Didn't | just say it?" Wapp retorted.

There was sone nuttering, as those few who knew little of Doc Savage received information from
those who knew rmuch, or thought they did. There was none of their usual boisterous profanity. They
were sober, like men at a funeral.

"Doc Savage nust be working with Braski," a nman suggest ed.

"For a minute, don't you think it," Captain Wapp told the fellow "Dot Savage, he would get on to
a bummrer |ike dot Braski, in a mnute."

"Then what's he doi ng around here?" the other countered.

Captain Wapp took his pistol knife out of one pocket and stowed it in another.

"Dot man Savage is after us all," he grow ed. "Braski. Us. Everybody. | ambetting it."

A man swore.

"You nmean Savage i s hel ping old Hezem ah Law?" he suggest ed.

Captai n Wapp shook his head. "Hezem ah Law know nothing of vot it is we are trying to do to
him"

"Then it's the girl!" the man barked. "She rung Doc Savage in sonehow "

Wapp nodded heavily. "Dot nust bane it."

The man with the uni que weapon nmade of a |length of hawser cane up, curious to |learn what |ay
behind the excitenent. For the first tinme, he was addressed by a ni cknane.

"You been missin' things, Ropes," a nan said.

"Ropes" frowned, heard the |atest devel opnents repeated, and said, smacking the hawser |ength

into apalm "I ain't liked a lot of things that've hove up tonight. This is mghty bad."

"Take der three of 'em aboard,"” Captain Wapp directed. "We'll put der screws to 'em and things we
will learn."

"Acrinoni ous contuneliousness, | call it," Johnny said.

"Holy snoke!" gulped a sailor. "W have the dictionary along with us."

THEY were urged toward the gangpl ank, the gaunt Johnny |eading, Ham at his heels, wth Mnk
bringing up the rear. The tide was near high, and the gangpl ank sl oped steeply. Mnk kept his head
down as he nounted.

In the di stance sonewhere, a police siren was mngling a puny wail with the thunder above,

evi dence that the shooting around the water front had drawn attention.

"Qut of sight, get in a hurry," Captain Wapp directed. "We bane nmake things | ook innocent as your
Aunt O ga's tea party."

A voice cane out of the darkness suddenly. It nmight have been a reply to Wapp, but was not, for

it spoke in Mayan, the dialect of Doc Savage and his group. It was a strange, ventriloquial voice,
and not one in the party had the | east idea fromwhence it cane. The voi ce spoke one short

sent ence.

Monk and the other two betrayed by no sign that they had heard or understood. The stopped because
their captors had hal ted, puzzl ed.

Unexpectedly, fromthe wharf, there cane a fiendish cry, a screech of trenendous proportions.
Startled, every one faced that direction, staring.

Monk, Ham and Johnny shut their eyes tightly, lifted their arnms and buried their faces.

The next instant, there was a hollow report and an incredible flash of light. It was as if a
tremendous phot ographer's flashlight had gone off, except that the glare was |onger in duration and
infinitely nore brilliant.

The 1ight had other qualities besides an infernal brilliance. It reacted on the eyes, affecting
them much as would an electric welding arc if stared at too long. Mnentary blindness seized the
Harpoon's crew. One or two squawked in agony.

Monk and his two conrades cane to life, uncovering their eyes. The call in Mayan had warned t hem
to protect the orbs. The second, unearthly screech had been to draw all eyes toward the spot where
the flash was to be set off.

Janmm ng a shoul der out, Monk |unged, went down the steep gangplank |like a bowing ball through an
array of pins. Ham Johnny trailed him They did not strike blows, but shoved, tripped, ran past
their captors. The blindness would not |ast many seconds.

They cl eared the Harpoon's crew, veered toward the spot from which the flash had cone.

"This way," said an unexcited but powerful voice.

Li ghtning sizzled, and they made out Doc Savage, a tower of bronze in the darkness. Doc |ed them
al ong the wharf, past stacks of barrels which possibly held whale oil and which they certainly did
not stop to exam ne.

Not until they were in the sedan and rolling away fromthe vicinity did they take tine for
conversation.

"BOY, we've been goin' around and around," Mnk told Doc. He el aborated, explaining about the



girl, Nancy Law, and described the nmanner in which she had evaded them after they had freed her.
"There's sonething nysterious behind this, a thing or a place known as Spook Hole," he finished.
"But all we found out and all that happened don't |leave us with any idea of what it's about than
when we started.”

Ham i nterposed, in the manner of a trial |awer summarizing, "W know, or can deduce, that this
Captain Wapp i s seeking sonething in Spook Hol e, sonething belonging to the nan they call 'old
Hezem ah Law.' Braski is after the sane thing, but does not know where Spook Hole is, and is trying
to secure the information from Wapp by force. Since Nancy Law bears the sanme nane, she is probably a
relative of old Hezem ah Law, who apparently is not on the scene, but is in Spook Hol e. That

expl ains things."

"Except the one-arned man who wasn't one-arned," Mnk interposed. "And who called Doc on the

j ob?"

The bronze man hinsel f spoke up.

"I have a plan to try," he said quietly. "A plan which nmay get us information."

"Yeah?" Monk squinted, interested. "Shoot!"

"For the past hour, nore or less, | have been followi ng the man who carries a bit of taped wire
rope for a club," Doc advised. "They called this man Ropes, | believe. Ropes proved to be an

i ndividual with remarkable angles."

Monk frowned. "Angl es?"

"I will explain when we reach headquarters,"” Doc replied. "This Ropes is not exactly dunb."
Chapter |V. DOC SETS A TRAP

AT al nost the sanme nonent, Ropes was receiving oral corroboration of the fact that he was not
exactly dunmb. The statenent came from bul ky Captain Wapp of the Harpoon, and was delivered in the
cabin of the whaling ship master.

"You bane good man," said Captain Wapp. "Aye do right by you, Ropes."

"Thanks," Ropes said.

"Vun of mine men, you will take," directed Wapp. "Look for dis bumer, Doc Savage. Maybe you find
him"

"Sure," Ropes agreed.

Ropes cl osed the cabin door carefully behind himwhen he departed. The passage outside was

gl oonmy. He stopped there and carefully exam ned the length of wire cable which he carried. He
chuckl ed once, and not pleasantly, then went on, stowi ng his weapon.

The man Ropes sel ected to acconpany hi mwas the individual who bore the designation of third nate
on the Harpoon. This worthy was weak-chinned, vacillating, and shy on nerve, a msfit as far as
whal i ng went, except in one respect - he was a navigating w zard.

"l got work to do on board," he said uneasily when Ropes asked himto venture into the night.
"Captain Wapp's orders," Ropes grow ed.

The third mate, who had been dubbed, not unfittingly, "Sextant," signed trenulously and foll owed
Ropes. The watchnen at the gangpl ank passed them They entered the dark waterfront streets.

There, in a narrow, intensely black street, Ropes calnmy whipped out his taped hawser |ength and
stroked his conpanion over the tenple with it.

Ropes had used his weapon a great deal. He knew just how hard he could hit and not crack a

skul I .

Pi cking up the sensel ess nate, Ropes carried himto the vicinity of a street light, deposited him
there, produced a bottle of whisky with which he had thoughtfully provided hinmself, and sprinkled
his victimwi th enough of it to give hima strong odor.

"My buddy's soused," Ropes then told the first taxi driver to cruise past.

The unsuspecting hack driver carried themto an address in the flashy uptown apartment district.
Ropes hauled his victiminto the hallway of a private dwelling, an ancient building sandw ched anpng
new and nodern apartment structures. Possibly a bell rang after Ropes pressed the button beside the
door, but if so, it was so deep within the house that it could not be heard.

Ropes punched the button carefully, giving a signal which nust have been agreed upon previously.
The dark-haired Braski hinself opened the door.

Not more than an hour ago, Captain Wapp's nmen had been doing their best to kill this same Braski.
Wapp woul d no doubt have been surprised to witness the warnth with which Braski now greeted Wapp's
own henchman, Ropes.

"l amdelighted," Braski said. "Cone in and we'll talk."

ROPES | aughed. "You're lookin' at Santa C aus hinself," he said, and stepped back so that Braski
could see the third mate of the Harpoon.

Braski started, gul ped, "Dead?"

"What kind of a dope do you think | an?" Ropes grinned.

"Who is he?" Braski denanded.

"Third mate and the bird who does nost of Captain Wapp's navigating,"” Ropes explained. "In other
words, he's the |lad who shoul d know where Spook Hole is."

An expression of infinite delight overspread Braski's swarthy features.

"It was a wi se nove when | decided to give you a third cut for throning in with me, Ropes," he



chuckl ed.

Ropes grinned appreciation of the conplinent.

"Got any ice water?" he asked.

“In the refrigerator,” Braski replied, and nodded toward the kitchen regions.

As Braski stepped back fromthe door, it was evident that he could not wal k wi thout |inping. He
gave slight aid in handling the senseless third mate.

"Bul l et grooved ny hip in that scrap in the Harpoon," he explained. "That wasn't such a bright
nove, tryin' to get aboard to grab Captain Wapp."

Ropes sai d nothing, but anbled off in the direction of the kitchen. The ease with which he found
the culinary region showed that he had been in the house before. He ran faucet water over a tray of
ice cubes until they were |oose.

Repl acing the enpty tray in the refrigerator, he returned to the front room and rubbed ice on the
mate until the |latter awakened, npaning. Ropes gave the nman no time to consider his situation.
"Where' s Spook Hol e?" he demanded.

The third mate, blinking, recognized Braski, then Ropes.

"Doubl e-crosser!" he snarled at Ropes. "I had a feeling you were a crook!"

"Aren't we all?" Ropes chuckled. "Answer ny question, you nug."

"l told Captain Wapp you could not be trusted!" yelled the third mate. "But he said he had known
you in the old days and you were just the kind of a man we needed."

"Where' s Spook Hol e?" roared Ropes.

"Go bite a blubber spade!" gritted the other.

Ropes gl owered, then fell upon the mate, westled with hima bit and succeeded in tying the
fellow s wists and ankles with the flexible wire ripped froma floor |anp. Then Ropes drew a bottle
fromhis coat.

It was the one holding the Iiquor which he had previously sprinkled on the mate's clothing, and a
quantity of the amber fluid still remained.

Ropes doused whi sky on the man's hands. Then he struck a match and applied it. The al cohol in the
liquor did not ignite imediately. Then it began to burn bl ue.

THE mate began to shriek. Three tines he nanaged to thresh the flanes out, and each tine, Ropes
ignited the |iquor again.

Braski ran into a bedroom and cane back with a pillow which he placed over the victinls face,
muf fling his agoni zed cries.

Wthin five mnutes, they had the third nate talking freely.

"l don't know where Spook Hole is!" he nmpaned. "So help ne, | don't."
"In a whale's eye," Ropes grow ed. "Captain Wapp has been there with the Harpoon. And you're his
navi gator."

"l wasn't on the Harpoon when she made the visit," the tortured man insisted desperately.
"Captain Wapp recruited ne, just like he did you, Ropes, after he decided to croak ol d Hezem ah Law
and take over Spook Hole."

"Damm lie," Ropes opined.

"l got discharge papers off another ship, right in ny pocket, to prove | wasn't on the Harpoon
then," the other declared. "Look at 'em Ropes. You know that Captain Wapp took the Harpoon to the
pl ace nore than six nonths ago."

d aring, Ropes found the papers in the man's pockets. He inspected the date. He swore, hurled the
papers to the floor and junped upon them

"Five nonths ago you left the other ship!" he grated. "Blast it! You weren't wi th Wapp when he
went to Spook Hole!"

Braski now scow ed bl ackly at Ropes.

"A fine out!" he snapped. "Now what do we do with this third mate?"

"We damm sure can't turn himloose," Ropes said darkly. "He'd put Captain Wapp wise to nme. We got
our troubles without that, what with this Doc Savage nonkeyin' around."

Braski suddenly | ooked sonewhat as he might have had a bolt of the |ightning crashed down upon

hi s house unexpectedly.

"Doc Savage?" he echoed in a small voice.

"l FORGOT to tell you," said Ropes.

Speaking rapidly, he advised Braski of events at the wharf and aboard the Harpoon.

"So that's all you forgot to tell me!" Braski snarled. "That's all! Just nothing at all! |
suppose you thought it didn't anmount to anythi ng?"

Ropes scow ed, said, "You don't see me in any icebox just on account of Doc Savage."

Braski said dryly, "I'mbeginning to wonder if you have good sense. That nan Savage i s conpound
poi son. Hi s appearance on the scene changes the whol e conpl exi on of things."

"Wel | ?" Ropes demanded. "Do we give up the whol e thing?"

"Gve up - " Braski let his voice trail off. It was sone seconds before he resuned. "There's
mllions at Spook Hole, if we can just get it. MIlions, | tell you. I've seen the quality of the
stuff, and have sone idea of the quantity. | ought to know. |'ve been marketing it for old Hezem ah

Law. "



"Whi ch adds up to what?'
"We stay in there and keep plugging,"

Ropes wanted to know.
Br aski

of our hair."

The mate nust have been under the inpression he was in no great danger,
dawned upon himthat he was to be killed. At no tinme had his courage been great.

"Don't!" he gulped. "Please don't."
Ropes said, "Believe it or not, |
taped hawser | ength.

The mate gargl ed i ncoherently.
"Don't!" he choked. "Keep ne here.
tongue, so great was his horror. "I'll help you.
"Alot of help you' d be to us," Ropes snorted.
He hefted the taped hawser once again,

deci ded.
"Swel | !'" Ropes reached down and got the bound third mate by the throat.

Do anything. Only don't - "

"Now | get this guy out

and now it suddenly
Now he bl anched.

croaked a ten-ton whale with this thing once,” and lifted the

He seened about to swallow his own

work for you."

bringing it against his left palmw th solid force.

Then

he lifted his armfor a longer swing and bent over the hel pl ess nate.
There was no concern whatever on his features and there was not the slightest doubt but that he

intended to kill.

There cane a crashing knock fromthe street door.

"Police!" a voice baw ed. "Open up!"
"Dam!" Ropes gritted, and prepared to swi ng his bl udgeon.
Braski caught his arm ripping, "You fool! Kill

lay. We'll try to clear out."

him and if we got caught,

They left the prisoner and raced for the rear of the house.
THE frightened third nate of the Harpoon obviously had no nore desire to encounter the police

than had Braski and Ropes.

He struggl ed desperately with the wires which held him concentrating on the ankles.
but his two captors had watched himclosely. Now, it

have freed hinself earlier, if allowed to try,
did not take himlong to get |oose.
The bangi ng at the door had ceased.
skel eton key or a picking device.

The third mate raced toward the house rear.

but the mate felt confident they were far ahead. The
Li ght ning showed himan all eyway. Enpty. He scuttled

The man ran on his toes,
sl opped water a good deal .

so as to avoi d naki ng noi se
Wien the all ey approached

a |l eisurely manner which would not attract attention.
Par ked cars were gl oony hunps al ong the darkened thoroughfare,

zone at the corner, not unlike a ball

It was the sane direction taken by Braski
rear door was open.

out.

as nmuch as possible. As it was,

a street,

of soiled yellow cotton.

we'd hang! Let him

He could

I't now sounded as if sone one were trying the lock with a

and Ropes,
He peered out cautiously.

his feet
he sl owed his pace and swung along in

and the street |anp nade a pal e

The fleeing man had covered no nore than forty feet when a door opened in one the parked

machi nes. The car was a sedan.

The third mate took one | ook at the individual
stop. He shifted fromone foot to another,

I't had curtains of
lighted and no hint of that had been evident until

remar kabl e efficiency,
t he door opened.
reveal ed inside the machine and wenched to a
uncertain as to what he shoul d do.

for the interior was

The mate had recogni zed the party in the car - a giant man of bronze whose fl ake-gol d eyes seened

to hold a remarkabl e power.
"Get in the sedan,"” the bronze man conmanded.

Down t he street,
triggered that

a gun whooped out six times.

two or three violent |eaps,

| eaps, sliding on his face.

Doc Savage | eaned back into the sedan and from sonme one of

of hi s machi ne-gun pistols.

He rarely carried one of the weapons on his person,

the bearer to depend too nmuch upon it,

titanic bullfiddle. Doc roved the barrel,

striving to search out the killer whom he coul d not see.

The drum nagazine ran enpty. He clicked a new one in place instantly. Like the first,
lead, but with so-called "nmercy bullets," slugs which only brought

charged, not with nortal
unconsci ousness.
There was no return fire,

MONK cane racing fromthe direction of Braski's house.

"1 knocked on the door and yelled that |

was a cop, "

he said rapidly.

its numerous conpartments,

"Your life is in danger."
The third mate hesitated, and that was his death.

It was an autonatic.
rapidly. Echoes were one big sal vo.
The third mate of the Harpoon was standing in the light that knifed fromthe sedan,
then threw back his head as if trying to scream but
his throat shot a stream of crinson which sloshed over the sedan side.

No revol ver coul d have been
and he gave
instead of words,

He went down after one of his

brought one

bei ng convinced that carrying a firearmled
thus being the nore helpless if disarned.

The superfirer sheeted flame and filled the street with a sound rem ndful
hosing the vicinity fromwhich the shots had coneg,

of the nban of a

it was

no sign that the nercy bullets had hit any one.

"What happened?"



"Get under cover," Doc directed, and when the honely chem st had conplied, the bronze man added
expl anation. "Your knocking on the door frightened Braski and Ropes away and saved the third mate's
life for a while. But when the mate cane out, sone one shot himfromdown the street. Probably it
was Ropes. He and Braski ran in that direction."

Doc Savage eased away fromthe sedan, keeping behind other parked machi nes, and approached the
spot fromwhence the killer had fired. He searched thoroughly. No enpty automatic cartridges did he
find. The slayer nmust have kept a hand over the ejector as he fired, catching them

There was no sign of Ham and Johnny when Doc returned to the parked sedan.

"W got a tough break," Mnk grunbled. "Here you had watched that guy Ropes and found he was
two-timng with Braski, and we trail himand his prisoner to Braski's house and listen, hopin" we'll
hear sonething. But they were gonna kill the third mate, and we have to pull that fake cop gag to
save his no-good life. And even that didn't work. And now we've | ost Braski and Ropes. And where's
Ham and Johnny?"

"No sign of themyet?" Doc queri ed.

"Naw. " Monk shook his bullet of a head. "Wat were they doin' while | was hamrering that door and
howin' 'I'ma cop!'?"

I nstead of answering, Doc Savage got into the sedan. The street had been quiet for a few nonents
after the shooting, but suddenly a man had started bellowing for the police. He was sone

househol der, no doubt, who had been | ooking out of his window and had seen the body in a |ightning
flash.

"No use noving the Harpoon's third mate," Mnk said, and got into the sedan. "He's stone dead."
Doc Savage put the sedan in notion, driving without the headlights, so that no one woul d see the
license plates.

Monk said, "No sign of Ham and Johnny, yet. | don't like that."

"On the contrary,"” Doc told him "It is a very favorable sign."

"Yeah?" Monk blinked owishly. "That sounds as if you had hatched sone kind of a plan."

Li ghtning, the nost tremendous burst of the night, raced blue, twisting fire across the heavens,
and the thunder that followed seened to be trying to shake down the buil dings.

Chapter V. TWO HEADS

OLlI VER ORMAN Braski ducked nervously at that infernal blast of lightning and thunder. For a
moment, he seened inclined to get down on the floorboards of the taxicab in which they were riding.
"l hope you ain't losin'" your nerve on ne," Ropes said in a |low, sour voice.

"Your killing that third mate right under the noses of the police is enough to give anybody the
jitters," Braski retorted nervously.

Ropes scowl ed. "This taxi driver might have ears, you know. "

Bot h passengers now | ooked at the driver. The latter was a very swarthy fell ow who wore a cap,

had a lunmp in one cheek, and who snoked a strong-looking cigar. He seened to be paying no attention
to his fares.

"We'd better take some precautions," Ropes grow ed, and ordered their driver to stop.

A few nonments |l ater, a second cab went past and Ropes hailed it. The driver of this one was
bundled in a very yellow raincoat, inside the neck of which a |arge towel was w apped to absorb such
rain water as tried to run down his neck.

"We'll change cabs just in case that other hackie m ght remenber where he picked us up," Ropes

whi spered. "Where'll we go now?"

"My office," Braski decl ared.

Ropes | ooked dubi ous. "But the cops may have that covered."

"We'll have to take the chance," Braski said desperately. "There are records in ny safe that nust
be destroyed."

"Stuff concerning old Hezem ah Law and the junk he brings from Spook Hol e?" Ropes gri nned.

"Not entirely," Braski sighed. "You see, this is not the first thing | have done which was - off
color."

Ropes | aughed. The fact that he had just killed a nman seened to affect himnot at all. The taxi

ran through a rain squall, and the driver drew his towel tighter around his neck.

Aiver Oman Braski's office proved to be in a skyscraper building down in the financial

district. The marble corridors of the structure were peopled only by janitors and scrubwonen at this
hour.

Braski and Ropes | ooked the place over thoroughly before they entered, or even left their cab.
They pretended to have made a mistake in the address, and had the driver take them through the

nei ghboring streets while they sought an imaginary buil ding.

This was to nmake sure no police patrol cars were parked near by. They paid off their driver and
entered Braski's office building by a back door.

The schem ng pair prided thensel ves that they had done an excellent job of thwarting pursuit. It

m ght have shocked nore than their pride had they been able to watch their taxi driver. The latter
drove to a near-by street, stopped, and used a tel ephone in an all-night drug store.

Some minutes later, he was joined by the driver of the first cab which Braski and Ropes had

taken. The tel ephone call had plainly summoned the latter.



The fellow rubbed brown grease paint off his features, spat out a tremendous wad of gum and

di scarded his atrocious cigar. He got a thin black cane off the cab floorboards. He had

met anor phosed i nto Ham the dapper |awer.

The other driver did various things with his appearance and becane the gaunt, bony Johnny. They
grinned at each other.

"We got a break," said Ham

"An irrefutabl e apothegm" agreed bi g-worded Johnny.

Ham suggested, "Now we'll call Doc."

"Propitious thought," said Johnny.

BRASKI and Ropes, blissfully unaware of the near-by happenings, proceeded past numerous
scrubwonen polishing brass, and surveyed the corridor outside of Braski's office carefully, after
which they entered, to breathe thanks when they found no one there.

Wth great haste, Braski began shuffling through personal papers which he drew froma | arge safe.
Fromtinme to time he separated certain docunments fromthe others and burned themin a |arge snoking
stand. When the office became snoky he opened a w ndow.

Ropes, for his part, stood near the door, which had a frosted gl ass panel. He inspected the

| egend t hereon.

OLI VER ORVAN BRASKI

Forei gn Sal es Agent

Ropes grinned at Braski. "Your racket nust have gotten plenty of graft, judging fromthe nunber
of papers you are burning."

"It is not bad," Braski agreed. He had recovered sonme of his aplonb.

A nmorment | ater, Braski tossed a sheaf of papers to Ropes. The latter squinted at the designation
typed on the front of the file.

HEZEMLAH LAW

Wth great interest, Ropes turned to the first page. He studied the principal entry thereon.
Sold to La Touls, Et Ce, Paris, $53,000.00

He turned to the next page, dated only a few days later.

Sold to Carlo Bonhomme, Ltd., Antwerp, $71,500.00

"The nanme of the stuff ain't down here," he pointed out.

Braski said dryly, "Ad Hezem ah Law woul d have had a pup. Everything was secret. He didn't want
any one to know what he had."

"Do you bl ane hi n?" Ropes chuckl ed.

"He wasn't afraid sonme one would take over Spook Hole, so much as he feared the nmarket would go
down if news of what he had got out," Braski explained.

"How soon are you gonna be through?" Ropes asked. "The cops may show up here any mnute."

"Soon, " Braski said.

IT was perhaps a minute |later that the tel ephone rang. Brash and Ropes both started violently,

t hen exchanged uneasy gl ances.

"Don't answer it," Ropes advised.

Braski hesitated. "Any one calling me this tine of night has sonething inportant." He picked up
the instrument. "Hello. ... Yes, speaking."

He listened intently. H's nouth becane round.

"Yes, yes, of course," he gasped once. "|'d be delighted to help you. No, we will nention no
names. | can guess who you are fromwhat you say. Now, tell me this. ... Can you furnish any
informati on about Spook Hole? ... You can! Excellent! Be right up!"

He cracked the receiver on the hook and all but junped up and down in his excitenent.

"Who in blazes was that?" Ropes demanded.

"Nancy Lawi " Braski shouted. "She didn't give nme her nane, but | know it was her."

Ropes scow ed. "She didn't give you her -

"Oh, she nust have been calling froma public tel ephone where she didn't want to say too nuch,"
Braski retorted. "She was only a stenographer, you know. Probably lived in a room ng house and
didn't have a tel ephone in her room"

"Funny she'd call you," Ropes said suspiciously.

"Not at all," Braski told him "She knows Captain Wapp and nyself are enenies, and Wapp is
certainly no friend of hers. She undoubtedly wants to throwin with nme."

"That's tough," Ropes grinned.

“Isn't it?" Braski |aughed. "She knows the |ocation of Spook Hole."

They hurried out.

THE address which the young woman had gi ven over the tel ephone proved to be in the cheaper east
side residential district.

Braski and Ropes entered and eyed the nanes above the array of call buttons.

NANCY LAW

"l told you," chuckl ed Braski, and rested a thunmb on the button.

Three flights above, a hall door opened.

"Who is it?" a femnine voice called down.



"Aiver Onman Braski," said Ropes's conpanion.

"WIIl you cone up, please?" the young wonman invited. "First door on your right."

The two men nounted the stairway eagerly, noting by the pale light that the carpeting was worn. A
pal e red-shaded floor |ight glowed in the room behind a young woman who was hol di ng a door open.
Only her silhouette nmet their gaze.

"Cone in," she invited. "You nade enough noise on the stairs."

She cl osed the door behind them then crossed to turn on a brighter light. At the click of the
swi tch, intense white |um nance gushed.

Braski and Ropes started violently, then | ooked about as chagrined as they coul d.

"l woul d advi se you to be very careful," said the young wonan.

She was not Nancy Law. She was hol ding a machi ne-gun pi stol which | ooked very businesslike.
Braski and Ropes gl anced at the door. The young wonan had not only locked it, but taken the key.
They stared at her.

She was tall and exquisitely beautiful. But what was nore striking, she had a wealth of hair of a
certain remarkabl e bronze hue. She was entirely too calmfor their ease of m nd.

A cl oset door opened. Doc Savage cane out. Mnk, Ham and Johnny appeared froma tiny

ki tchenette.

"Good work, Pat," Doc Savage told the young wonan.

Braski snarled at the girl. "You framed nme! Told me you were Nancy Law "

"l did not," the young wonan addressed as Pat retorted dryly. "I mght have I ed you to believe
that, but not once did | say outright that | was Nancy Law. Not that it matters."

Ropes was scowl i ng at Ham and Johnny. He began to | ook slightly ill.

"You two mugs were the taxi drivers!" he croaked.

"Nice of you to take the first hacks that cane along, wasn't it?" Ham asked dryly. "Bally
convenient for us, | will say."

Doc Savage addressed the young wonman. "Your job is finished, Pat."

Pat frowned at him "Now | ook here! You rang ne into this, and | stay. |I'mdying for some
excitement."

"l asked you to help us sinply because | cannot intate a woman's voice with any great success,"”
Doc told her. "You promi sed faithfully to clear out after you did that. |I'mholding you to that
promise. "

Pat | ooked chagrined, said, "I just love this!" sarcastically, and tapped high heels out of the
room

She was Patricia Savage, cousin of Doc Savage, and she operated one of the npbst sunptuous,
efficient and costly conbi nati on beauty parlors and gymasi unms for wormen in the nmetropolis, and she
had nuch of the bronze man's liking for excitement. She had aided himon nore than one occasi on.
ROPES nuttered uneasily, "Wy not let the dame stick around?"

Monk scow ed bl ackly and | unbered over, a giant, apish figure. "So you've got a hunch what you're
in for. You think we'd go easier if there was a wonman around?"

Ropes was not wi thout brute courage. He noved both hands suddenly. One went for his taped | ength

of hawser. The other stabbed for the automatic with which he had killed the Harpoon's third mate.
Thi ngs happened wi th viol ent abruptness. Mnk struck straight out with his left fist, hitting

Ropes between the eyes and blinding himw th pain.

The next instant, the burly Ropes draped his mdriff over Mnk's furry right fist. He was hardly
on the floor before he was relieved of his weapons. Mnk stepped on his chest and began to jounce up
and down.

"You're - mashing - ne!" Ropes gurgl ed.

Doc Savage advanced warily and relieved Braski of a snall revolver. The bl ack-haired nan of fered

no resistance, nor did he speak.

Monk, still standing on Ropes's chest, teetered up and down. The victim s ribs gave forth om nous
sounds.
Bi g-worded Johnny said, "You will induce disseverance of his virescible anatony."

"1"1l induce nore than that," Mnk grow ed, then roared at the man under his feet, "Wat is this
Spook Hol e? You know that, even if you don't know where it is."

Ropes gargl ed. Monk got off his chest so that he could talk. But Ropes only swore wathfully.

Monk hopped back on his chest.

"Tell us what's behind all of this!" he ordered savagely.

Doc stood in the background and watched. He knew that Monk was running a bluff, although a
sonewhat rigorous one.

Ropes, the killer, was not entitled to gentle handling, and if he could be terrorized into
talking, that would sinplify matters. Furthernore, Monk was enjoyi ng what he was now doi ng.

And if Ropes could not be frightened into speech, there were other expedients, for instance, a
species of truth serum similar to that tried often by police, but nore refined, which Doc hinself
had devel oped, and whi ch worked sonetinmes, although on sone occasions it brought forth only a
delirious junble of statements, fromwhich it was necessary to pick the truth largely by guesswork.
The room had a tel ephone. It rang. Doc scooped the instrument up.



Pat's voice, rapid, excited, said, "Wien | went out, | saw nmen acting suspiciously outside. |
think - "

"Wait!" Doc stopped her.

He listened. Daily, he took a scientific exercise calculated to sharpen his sense of hearing. He
caught sounds outside of the door.

"You're too late," he told Pat. "But thanks."

The 1 ock slamred out of the door, propelled by a bullet fired fromthe hallway.

MONK was surprised into falling off Ropes. The latter tried to get up. Monk swung a terrific
haymaker froma sitting position and knocked Ropes stiffly sensel ess.

Aiver Onman Braski junped into a corner and got down on all fours, where random bullets were
least likely to find him He was scared, puzzled, but retained his wts.

The door cane open. Men did not come in, but a shotgun nuzzle did. It spouted noisily. Two
revolvers followed it.

"I'll be superamnal gamated," said the bony Johnny. He casually drew a nmachi ne-gun pistol from
under his arnpit and turned it |oose on the door. Its roar rendered ears insensible to all other
sound for the nmonent.

Then a smal| object came through the door, hopped to the mddle of the floor and made a popping
noise. It was tear gas. Doc retreated with the first smart of it in his eyes.

"Fire escape!" he rapped. "W have no masks."

The wi ndow was stuck. Doc knocked the glass out with a chair. Sinmultaneously, Ham extinguished
the lights. They clanbered out on the fire escape.

In the courtyard below a gun flashed, and | ead gnashed dust off the bricks beside them

"Whoever it is has the back covered," Mnk grow ed. "Johnny, your noi semaker!"

Johnny wi el ded his machi ne-gun pistol. Apparently he hit no one, for he could not see a target in
the night, but the gunman nust have been scared off. He was not in the court when they swung down
the fire-escape | adder.

@Quns began to crash fromthe room ng house wi ndow. A bundle of flam ng newspapers were tossed
out, meking dangerous |ight before they were extinguished by the slow rain.

Doc and his three aides found shelter in a back door entry. The exit fromthis was | ocked, stout.
It resisted their efforts to get through for nore than a minute - the tine it took Johnny to find
expl osive bullets which he substituted for the nercy slugs in his rapid-firer. These ripped open the
door.

Their passage through the house beyond was nade exciting and hasty by an irate househol der, who
turned | oose liberally with what sounded |ike an ol d-fashi oned si x-shooter.

Reaching the street, they found thensel ves on the opposite side of the block fromthe room ng
house. They ran for the corner, rounded it, and sprinted.

They sighted the roomi ng house just in tine to observe two |large cars plunging in the opposite
direction.

Doc's sedan was in an all-night garage two bl ocks distant. Their quarry was gone before they
reached it.

"A fine mess," Mnk said disgustedly.

A norment later, Patricia Savage cane al ong, obviously searching for them

"Are we having fun," she said cheerfully. "I suppose, by now, you boys know what it's all

about . "

"W don't," Monk growl ed. "W don't even know who pulled that raid."

"They got away while | was trying to find a cab to followthem" Pat said. "They had nmen in their
waiting cars, so | couldn't hide in the nachines, or anything like that. But | recognized them from
what you had told ne before."

"I's it a secret?" Mnk asked.

"The raiders were Captain Wapp and his nen," Pat advised.

AT about the tine Pat nade her statenent, the identity of his captors was al so dawni ng upon
Aiver Onman Braski. He was just recovering fromthe effects of the tear gas sufficiently to see. He
had not been quite sure before. His captors had spoken little.

Braski | ooked at the squat, bul ky Captain Wapp, then shut his stream ng eyes as if he had just
glinpsed a horned devil.

"Greetings, vot," said Captain Wapp sourly. "Your neck, Aye should take in mne two hands and
break."

Braski wet his lips, said nothing. Hs entire face was soaked with the tears which the gas had
brought. Even his intensely black goatee was a soggy nmass, and fromtine to time dripped salty
wat er .

On the floorboards of the car, Ropes stirred and groaned, just recovering fromthe knock-out blow
whi ch Monk had admi ni stered.

Ropes' s groan caused Braski to shiver.

Captai n Wapp scowl ed at Ropes, then at Braski.

"You two bane together," he grow ed. "Vot for?"

Braski felt distinctly cold. Captain Wapp was known as a nman of short tenper, and violent when



aroused. If learning his trusted henchman Ropes was working hand in hand with Braski did not arouse
him nothing woul d.

Braski held his tongue.

Ropes groaned again. Then, for sone tine, he was silent. He seenmed still senseless. But actually
he was doi ng what few men woul d have had the presence of nmnd to do - playing 'possumuntil he found
out how things stood. He succeeded. Then he did some thinking.

Finally, Ropes emtted an unusually loud groan, put forth an exaggerated effort and nanaged to

sit up. He pretended to see only Braski.

"Damm you!" he yelled. "Were are you taking me now?"

Then he gl anced around and seened profoundly surprised when he saw Captai n Wapp.

"CGosh!" he expl oded, pretending great relief. "So you rescued ne!"

"Vot nonkeyshines is this?" Captain Wapp grunted.

"Why, " said Ropes, "this crook Braski captured me. Yes, sir, captain. He captured ne and the

third mate. W tried once to get away, and the third mate was killed in the fight and I was knocked
sensel ess. | just now woke up."

Braski sank back on the car cushions and nmunbl ed with sinulated anger. That was to cover his
imense relief. Mentally, he conplinmented hinself on enlisting the aid of so clever an associate as
Ropes.

"So Braski got you," Captain Wapp grunted, thoroughly deceived. "Spook Hole, he bane try to find,
no?"

"Right," Ropes agreed.

Captain Wapp gl ared at Braski. "Them other bumrers in dot house, who they was?"

"Doc Savage," Braski said.

Captain Wapp shut his eyes and grinmaced as if he had tasted sonething very bitter.

"Aye not sure dot feller would work with bummers |ike you," he said.

"He wasn't," Braski said pronptly. "Doc Savage raided ny place and nmade nme prisoner while | was
preparing to question Ropes, here, when he regai ned consciousness. You showed up in the nick of time
to save ne. | amgrateful for that."

"Keep der change," said Captain Wapp.

The cars rolled through the rain and the darkness.

IT was Ropes's agile mnd which spawned the next suggestion of inportance.

"Look," Ropes said. "Spook Hole is rich enough for all of us, ain't it?"

"Braski not sure," said Captain Wapp.

"l know." Ropes passed over that. "Wth this Doc Savage fiddling around, ain't none of us gonna
get nothing if we don't watch out."

"That's a fact," Braski declared.

He had gotten an inkling of what Ropes was approaching.

Ropes waited sone nonents before springing his big suggestion.

"Let's all kinda |l et bygones be bygones," he said slowmy. "Pitch in together. Maybe we can

arrange a different split. But we'll need all we've got to get rid of this Savage."

Captain Wapp did not favor that much. But Ropes was a good tal ker. He pointed out that Doc Savage
was noted the world over as a Nenesis to evildoers, a species of superman who sel domfailed. He was
deftly throwing a scare. He got Captain Wapp worried. Then he clinched his argunent.

"All right," Captain Wapp agreed finally. "But Aye watch Braski. One funny nove he bane make, and
Aye take with mne hands his neck and nmake with it a | oud crack."

"lI'm shooting square fromnow on," Braski prom sed fervently.

But a little later, Braski got Ropes aside and queried. "The old arrangenent between us still

goes, eh? W get Doc Savage. Then we find out where Spook Hole is, and we get rid of Captain Wapp?"
"O K., by ne," Ropes agreed.

"Swell," said Braski. "I'"Il give you better than a third of the take. I'll nake it a half."

Ropes, off by hinself a bit later, nuttered over that last bit of generosity.

"Ahalf!" he growed. "And ne with a brain like mne."

"Vot say?" asked Captain Wapp, who had seen the |ip novenent.

"I was tryin' to tell nyself some way we can di spose of Doc Savage," Ropes lied.

"Coot," said Wapp. "Aye bane hope you tell to yourself one goot schene. Then tell her to ne."

Ropes nodded, then continued talking to hinself, this tine without noving his lips.

"Hal f!" he sneered. "And me with ny brains. |I'll have the whole works - once we get this Doc
Savage. | wonder where the heck that bronze guy is now?"

Chapter VI. THE ONE- ARVMED ENI GVA

DOC SAVAGE was saying, "W will go to headquarters, get dry clothing, and work out sone kind of a
plan."

"And get ny pet hog, Habeas," Monk added.

"Ugh!" Ham shuddered, as he al ways di d when Habeas was nentioned.

"What about calling Long Ton?" Mnk asked.

"Commendabl e advocation," said bi g-worded Johnny.

Doc did not reply.



"Long Tom was Major Thonmas J. Roberts, electrical w zard extraordi nary, and another of Doc
Savage' s aides. Long Tom had not yet appeared for the sinple reason that he had been delivering,
that night, an informative |lecture to a Congressional conmmttee in Washington.

The committee was one interested in the eradication of insects injurious to farmcrops, and Long
Tom bel i eved he had perfected a device, utilizing ultra-short electro-sonic waves, which would kill
insects w thout harm ng other |iving organisns.

"Long Tomis due back in New York about this tinme," Mnk continued.

Doc still did not speak, and Monk, after waiting patiently for sone conment, sighed and said,
"Well, Renny is going to miss this. He'll hate that."

"Renny" was Col onel John Renwi ck, fanopus civil engineer, at present engaged in a railway building
project in a renpte Asian province. He was the fifth menber of Doc's group.

Doc Savage stopped the sedan, and gl anced at Pat. The bronze-haired young wonan | ooked out. Then
she made a bel ligerent jaw.

"CGoing to get rid of me after all?" she snapped.

She had di scovered that they were in front of the beauty establishment which she operated. She
frowned at the el aborately nodernistic front of the place as if it were the last thing she had
wanted to see.

There was sonme argument. There was al ways argunent when any one tried to get Pat away from sone
excitement. But her present verbal tilt with Doc Savage term nated as they usually did. She |ost,
and they unl oaded her.

DOC SAVAGE did not drive directly to his headquarters, but went first to the sunptuous bachel or
quarters whi ch Ham mai ntai ned i n an exclusive club. Hamwanted to sel ect fresh raiment fromthe
astounding array of suits which he naintained. Then they drove to the headquarters structure.

Many persons knew that Doc Savage had sone type of establishnent on the eighty-sixth floor of

what was certainly the nost inpressive skyscraper in the netropolis.

Not so nmany knew, however, that the place held a | aboratory which for conpl eteness and nodernity
could be rivaled by only one other, this latter also the property of Doc Savage, but |ocated in sone
remote corner of the gl obe which he called his "Fortress of Solitude," the whereabouts of which none
but hinself, not even his five aides, knew

To this "Fortress of Solitude," Doc Savage retired at long intervals for study and

experimentati on, and on such occasions even his aides did not know where he was or how to reach

hi m

As for the New York skyscraper aérie, it also held a library of scientific volunes, a collection
of tonmes as nearly up-to-date as it could possibly be kept. The outer door bore the sinple
designation, in small bronze letters:

Cl ark Savage, Jr.

The door had no keyhol e, knob, or other evidence of a lock. It was secured by a device actuated

by a small radioactive token. These tokens were carried by Doc and his aides, and by Pat Savage, but
by no one el se.

They had but merely to approach the door, and the tokens reacted on a device similar to an
ordinary el ectroscope, this apparatus opening the door nechanically.

The door opened, and Doc entered. He stopped and frowned at the occupant of the outer reception
room

"But we just got rid of you," he said dryly.

Pat Savage winkled an attractive nose at him "lI'min on this, now
"You are not," Doc told her. "W settled that."

"You're sunk," Pat retorted. "You have no idea what this is all about. You have no clues to go
on. You don't even know what Spook Hole is. You're sunk."

"We'll start swinmming again, directly,” Doc told her.

"I have a life preserver," Pat said archly.

"Yes?" Doc studied her. "Wat is it?"

"Am | in on this excitenment or not?" demanded Pat.

"You wouldn't hold information out on us," Doc queri ed.

"Wouldn't I!" Pat |aughed sarcastically. "For ten cents, a thin dime, 1'd take ny life preserver
and junmp into this and try to clean it up nyself. It sounds very interesting, w th whaling ships,
nysterious one-arnmed nmen who aren't one-arnmed, Spook Hol es and sonething worth a | ot of noney, and
what not."

Doc did not conment on that. He knew Pat. Possibly she was not bluffing. She was capabl e of
starting her own canpaign. The bronze man let out a long breath. In the final analysis, Pat was
handy to have around.

"You're with us," he consented. "But |'l|l remenber this coercion."

"Swel I !'" Pat opened the library door. "May | present ny life preserver."”

Nancy Law cane out of the library.

"She showed up at ny beauty salon," Pat explained. "She was hunting you."

MONK, who had heard the whol e exchange, grinned at Pat, and said, "Femnine guile, | calls it."
Nancy Law, for her part, was staring at Monk and Hamas if they were apparitions. Surprise

"



detracted no whit from her unusual, blended beauty. Mre striking than ever was the conbination of
aureate honey tint of her skin and hair.

"You two were Doc Savage's nen!" she gasped. "Wy, back at the whaling ship, | thought you were
wor king with Braski."

Monk jerked a contenptuous thumb at Ham "That was a lie this shyster thought up. He ain't got
any sense. Providing for his wife and thirteen children has nade himhalf-witted."

"That's a lie!" Ham snapped indignantly. "All he said was a lie."

It was not the first tine Monk had told an attractive young wonan that Ham had the wi fe and

of fspring of unlucky nunbers. Mk did that regularly. The fact that it was absolutely untrue, that
Ham had never been narried, seened to concern Monk not at all.

"You m stake of nature!" Ham grated at Monk.

Doc Savage interrupted the beginning of a quarrel that mght have continued for hours.

"Just how much do you know about this nystery?" he asked Nancy Law. "First, who is Hezeni ah

Law?"

"My only living relative," Nancy Law said pronptly. "An uncle."

"You were seeking ne for what reason?" Doc queri ed.

"1've heard about you," the girl replied. "You hel p people who are in trouble. | seemto be in
trouble.”

THE ot hers gathered around, greatly interested in what Nancy Law had to reveal. Pat, however,
remai ned in the background, and the expression on her features was the one comonly associated with
Cheshire cats.

Doc asked Nancy Law, "Wwere is Spook Hol e?"

"l don't know," said Nancy Law.

"What is it?" Doc queried.

"l don't know," replied Nancy Law.

"What is this nysterious thing that Braski, Captain Wapp and the others are after?"

"l don't know. "

"Exacerbative sciolist in cognoscence," said Johnny.

"Eh?" Nancy Law eyed him "Cone again with that."

"He wants to know what you do know," Doc offered.

"Practically nothing," said Nancy Law. "I am- was - a stenographer. Probably I've had ny pay
stopped by now. A week ago, Captain Wapp canme to ny room ng house, pointed a gun at nme, nmade ne
stick my face in a towel soaked with something that put me to sleep. | woke up on the whaling ship.

I've been there since."

Doc questioned, "No idea why you were seized?"

"Ch, yes." She nodded vehenmently. "That was to keep this man named Braski fromgetting in touch
with ne."

"How | ong since you have seen your uncle, Hezem ah Law?" Doc queri ed.

"Months," said the girl.

"What was hi s profession?”

"l cht hyol ogy," the girl answered.

Monk gl anced at Johnny. "Make little words out of that one," he requested.

"The man studi ed fishes," said Johnny.

"He was an expert on them" Nancy Law shook her head dubiously. "He nust have nade sone noney out
of it, but |I don't see how "

Doc denmanded, "Wat nakes you think that?"

"The last time Hezem ah canme to see nme, about seven nonths ago, he had a foreign car so long it
could barely turn the corners," explained Nancy Law. "Moreover, he had a chauffeur and a flunky to
open doors, both of them about seven feet tall with Indian faces and adnmirals' uniforms. He gave ne
five thousand dollars. He said the Indians were Patagonians."

She hesitated, studied Doc Savage, then took a breath.

"l thought he was crazy," she said. "I put the noney in a bank. | amafraid sonething has
happened to Uncl e Hezem ah, or is about to happen. |'l|l pay you part of that five thousand, or all
of it, tolook into this."

Doc Savage shook his head slightly.

Nancy Law gasped, "You nmean you won't help - "

"Doc never takes nobney for his services," Mnk interposed. "That's what he neant."

Nancy Law | ooked at the giant bronze man. "You're a queer guy."

"You haven't started to find out the queer things about him" Pat told her dryly.

A sudden, arresting whining sound filled the room

WHEN t he sound first came, Nancy Law started violently. It was nerve wacking, that note.

"What is it?" she demanded.

"Prow er alarm"” Mnk told her.

Doc Savage went to an apparently solid section of the paneled wall, did sonething to what seened
only a whorl in the wood, and a | arge cabi net opened.

This held the high-frequency buzzer which was nmaki ng the noi se, and nunerous indicators, not



unl i ke those used in large residences to show whether the front or back doorbell is ringing. One
indicator was tripped. It bore a |abel.

Fire Escape Shaft

Doc, all of his aides, started for the doorway together.

"Watch the Law girl!" Doc told Pat.

"Aw, " Pat said disgustedly, and turned back.

The skyscraper, in common with such structures, did not have an outside fire escape, but obtained
the same effect by enploying an encl osed shaft, fireproof, lined with steps.

Doc Savage was far in the lead of the others as they reached the shaft. Once inside, he whipped
gl ances about and roved the beam of a flashlight. The place was white, immaculate.

The only thing unusual which his light picked up was a twi sted pair of insulated copper wres.
These | ed from above to some spot bel ow.

Monk |unged up the stairs with ungainly speed. An instant |ater he was back. He covered ground
with remarkable facility for such a clunsy-1ooking fell ow.

"Wres run to a snall parabolic mcrophone which sone one put on the window sill outside of our
recepti on room w ndow, " he barked.

" Eavesdr opper!" Ham cli pped.

They lunged down the fire escape stairway, seeking the spot to which the wires |ed.

"The guy, whoever he is, nust have cone up to | ook over the wire connections,"” Mnk roared. "That
set off our burglar alarm"

The twisted pair of wires could hardly have been said to be installed - they were nmerely draped
down the stairway, secured here and there with a bit of black electrician's tape. They |ed out of
the shaft and into the open door of a closet which held electric floor scrubbers and other cleaning
par aphernal i a.

There was no one in the little cubby-hole.

MONK eyed a very nodern anplifier and headset which the eavesdropper had, in his haste, left in
the place. This apparatus served the same purpose as the old style dictograph, but was nore
sensitive.

"The bird heard us when the alarmwent off," Mnk said disgustedly. "He blew "

The find had taken only flash parts of seconds. Doc Savage seened scarcely to interrupt his swft
movenent. He continued on and up the stairway.

When this extremely nodern skyscraper had been erected, not many years before, Doc Savage had
taken a considerable part in its design. As a matter of fact, the architectural draw ngs had been
prepared by his col |l eague, Renny.

Nunerous provisions for Doc Savage's special needs had been nade, including a special elevator
whi ch operated at a speed that the building inspectors would have considered suicidal.

Doc and his aides entered the lift. So sudden was its drop when the control |ever was thrown that
they seened to stand in thin air and fall for sone sixty stories, after which the braking effect
pulled two of the men, Ham and Johnny, to their hands and knees.

The | obby door of the el evator was a panel which, for convenience, and to prevent casual patrons
of the building fromtrying to use it, presented the aspect of a mere wall panel.

El evator operators were still on duty at this hour, since there was a night club on one of the
upper floors. They recogni zed the bronze man and showed sonme excitenent.

"Did any one just conme down in a hurry?" Doc demanded.

"That way," said an operator, and pointed.

The bronze man flashed outside. To the right, he saw his quarry.

There was no m stake. The man was al nbst under a street light, just getting into a parked coupé.
He was | ean and had a weathered face. He wore colored gl asses and his raincoat collar was turned up,
making identification of his features al nost inpossible. But one characteristic was plain.

The man seenmed to have only one arm

A TAXI CAB was cruising across the street, bound in a direction opposite that in which the
one-armed man's roadster was headed. Doc |unged for the hack.

The one-arnmed man dived into his roadster. The engi ne was running al ready, judging fromthe
abruptness of the take-off. The car took the first corner on two wheels, disappeared.

If the one-arned man's escape notions clicked perfectly, Doc Savage's efforts to commuandeer the
taxicab did not. The driver of the hack nust have been a very suspicious soul indeed.

He saw Doc racing across the street, Mnk, Ham and Johnny charging wildly at his heels. Possibly
Monk' s api sh appearance frightened the driver.

The fell ow knocked his hack out of gear, yanked on the enmergency brake, and | et the stopping
swing of his hack pitch himthrough the door. He lit running.

"Hey, you!" Monk roared.

If it was possible, the driver ran faster.

"Blast him" Mnk snorted. "Well, we'll borrow his hack."

They plunged into the nmachine confidently. Doc started a hand for the switch, stopped it.

"Driver took the key," he said quietly.

"Wre around the switch!" Mnk expl oded.



Doc whi pped out of the cab. "Take too long. That type of switch locks the transm ssion as well."
They spent two full mnutes in a vain search for another cab. Then Doc turned back toward the
skyscraper.

"No use," he advised. "That fellow got away."

Back in the reception room the bronze nan asked Nancy Law a questi on.

"Do you know anyt hi ng about a nysterious one-armed man, who really has two arns?"

"Eh?" The young wonan | ooked puzzled. "I don't get this."

"He wears one armstrapped to his side, probably for purposes of disguise," Doc explained.
She shook her head. "I never saw him | never heard of him"

Monk said, "I guess the only thing for us to do is start snooping around that Harpoon ship
again."

Chapter VII. THE PATAGONI A CABLE

MONK' S suggestion concerning the whaling ship Harpoon was an obvi ous one, so obvious that the
possibility had occurred to Captain Wapp. That worthy was taking neasures.

Captain Wapp sat in his cabin, played with his knife which was also a pistol, and fromtine to
time gave his rope belt a hitch. He wore an intent expression.

Successively, men entered the cabin. Sharp questions were put to them Frequently, Captain Wapp
or Aiver Oman Braski stepped out to the pier head tel ephone to make a call. These calls, in a
manner, were to check the credentials of the nmen being interviewed.

The men passing through Captain Wapp's cabin had hard faces and hard manners. Some of themwere
seafarers. Others did not know a scupper froma binnacle. But they all had one quality in conmon.
They were hard and had no scrupl es.

Aiver Onman Braski and Captain Wapp had certain connections with the underworld, and they were
recruiting fresh blood to their cause.

To each prospective addition to the gang, Captain Wapp nade one statenent. 'We are going up

agai nst Doc Savage."

Two out of every three of the prospects wal ked out of the cabin at that news, and left the

Har poon in great haste.

"Savage bane have big rep'," Captain Wapp said dryly.

"You can't blame those fellows for playing it safe,"” Braski munbled. "They're only getting fifty
dollars a day."

Not all of the recruits professed fear of the bronze man. A certain gentleman nanmed sinply, so he
said, Sass, was a typical sanple. He was asked his full nane.

"Sass," he growl ed. "You want sonmething to call nme. Make it Sass. To hell with the rest. | heard
you were payin' fifty a day for guns.”

"Who bane tell you dot?" asked Captain Wapp.

Sass gave the nanes and tel ephone nunbers of two nen on the current list of public enemes, and
Braski went out to check by tel ephone.

"You bane shoot a man, ever?" Captain Wapp asked.

"Hell of a question," Sass snorted. "lI'mhere, ain't I? 1 said | wasn't scared of Doc Savage,
didn't I? Dol get on, or don't [|?"

He was nost uninviting to ook at, this Sass. He did not have the height of an ordinary nan, nor
did he seemto have the nmuscul ar devel opnent of even an invalid.

Hi s skin was yellow sh, and his thin hair was entirely mssing froma patch or two on his head,
as if he were a victimof the mange. Two incredibly |large and yellow gold teeth did not help his
evil grin.

Fromtine to time, he dipped a hand into a pocket and brought out dark brown fl akes of something,
whi ch he popped into his nouth.

CAPTAI N Wapp surveyed the other's puny physique with sone doubt.

"Don't think you could stand the gaff," he said. "W need nen."

"Yeah?" Sass noved suddenly, and before Captain Wapp knew what was happeni ng, he was yanked out
of his chair, relieved of his gun knife, and slamed flat on the cabin floor.

Agony | ashed through his frame as Sass tweaked nuscl es and yanked various joints. Captain Wapp
was entirely hel pl ess.

Then Sass stepped back and asked, "Wat do you think now?"

Captain Wapp got slowy to his feet, and said, "Dot wasn't so bad."

Then he drove out a fist which caught Sass squarely between the eyes. Sass all but went head over
heels, and hit the floor heavily. He lay there, dazed.

"Vot you say now?" Captain Wapp asked sourly.

Adiver O man Braski cane in.

"This man checks O K.," he said. "He was a flyweight westler until he killed a man in a match
and got sent to the penitentiary."

Captai n Wapp eyed Sass. "Still want der job?"

"O K by ne," Sass said fromthe floor.

He reached into his pocket, drew out sone of the brown flakes, and flipped theminside his nouth.
Hi s face convul sed frompain as he started to chew, but he went through with it. He even added a



fresh supply of the brown stuff.

Captain Wapp indicated the brown material and asked, "Vot it is?"

"Sassafras bark," said Sass. "I like it. That's why they call ne Sass."

"Gt out," directed Captain Wapp. "And one nore tine you lay a hand on nme, and your neck Aye bane
wring."

"Aye, Aye, sir," said Sass, with an exaggerated salute. He went out singing:

"I'ma sailor, by heckety-heck,

I"I'l swab yer bloom n' deck,

11l climb yer blasted mast.

But show nme, it mght be best,

Wi ch is the blasted mast,

And which is the bloomn' deck."

"Probably bane goot man," said Captain Wapp.

They called in the next prospect.

CAPTAIN WAPP and O iver O man Braski were not alone in their preparations for strife. Mnk, in
Doc Savage's skyscraper establishnent, was assenbling his portable chem cal |aboratory, a thing
unique in its type, containing ingredients fromwhich the honely chemi st could concoct an amazing
variety of surprises.

In odd nonments, Monk was devoting attention to pretty Nancy Law. He had an eye for attractive
young wonen, did Monk. He had al so perfected a technique. This revolved around his pet pig, Habeas
Cor pus.

Li ke Monk, Habeas was about as honely as he could be. He had | egs of amazing |length and ears of
fantastic size. In conparison with these parts, the rest of his anatonmy was negligible.
Internally, he had a remarkabl e brain; and Habeas had been trained |ong and carefully by Mnk. He
knew i nnunerabl e tricks, including a special assortnment Monk had taught himfor getting the
attention of attractive young wonen.

Habeas woul d wal k up to the young | ady, stop, sit down, extend his huge ears and | ook intrigued.
"Ch, ny," he would say. "I wish Santa C aus woul d | eave sonething like you in ny stocking."

It would not be Habeas speaking, of course, but it would sound so, for Monk was a skilled

ventril oqui st.

That usually broke the ice, and put Mk on the inside, invariably to the disgust of Ham who was
undeni abl y handsone, a remarkabl e dresser, and not w thout anorous | eanings.

Monk and Habeas had just put on their act, and were progressing anmazingly with Nancy Law. Ham
tried to interrupt.

"Pardon ne," he addressed Monk ironically. "But could you tell ne where Doc went?"

"Away, " Mnk said airily. "Hence and maybe yon. He didn't tell me which, and that was some tine
ago. Can | be of further service, little Lord Fauntleroy?"

"You hairy baboon!"™ Hamgritted.

"Shyster!" Mnk how ed.

“I"l1l cut you open and stuff that hog in you!" Ham yell ed.

"Try it!" Monk bawled. "I1'Il tie knots in your w ndpipe!"

"Ch, goodness!" Nancy Law gl anced anxiously at Pat.

"Let 'em eat each other," Pat advised. "They've been at it for years."

Doc Savage cane in, said, "At it again, eh?" wi thout either hunor or censure, and seated hinself
at the large inlaid table which was the principal article of furniture in the reception room
"Have you acconplished anythi ng?" Ham asked.

Doc shrugged. "Too early to tell." He nodded at Nancy Law. "I have something | want you to do."
She cane over eagerly. "OF course."

"Have you any way of getting in touch with your uncle, Hezem ah Law?" the bronze nan asked.

Nancy Law, after hesitating, nodded. "Well, yes. He told ne that if | ever needed him | was to
send hima cable to Blanca Garde."

"Where's Bl anca Garde?" Mnk asked.

"Patagonia," the girl replied.

Ham tol d Monk nastily, "Patagonia is on the south end of South Anerica."

"l know where it is," Mnk retorted. "I been there. But | never heard of Blanca Garde."

"It is not nmuch of a town," Nancy Law interposed. "I looked it up on the map. It nust be the
junpi ng-of f place for nowhere."

THERE was an all-night cable office adjacent to the skyscraper and they all went down while Nancy
Law fil ed the cabl egram whi ch Doc Savage di ct at ed.

"Just Blanca Garde is all the address he gave ne," Nancy Law expl ai ned.

"Probably has arrangenents there for delivery," Doc said. The bronze man seened thoughtful, as if
sonmet hing had just occurred to him It would have taken a cl ose observer to note this. Doc rarely
showed his thoughts, then only to a microscopi c degree.

The filed nessage read:

HEZEM AH LAW

BLANCA GARDE S A



AM BEI NG MOLESTED BY MEN NAMED CAPTAI N WAPP AND CLI VER ORMAN BRASKI STOP SURE THEY ARE PLOTTI NG
AGAI NST YOU STOP WHAT IS I T ALL ABOUT AND CAN YOU HELP ME

NANCY

"'Being nolested is a mld way of putting it," Mnk said dryly.

"Whay didn't you want me to say you were interested?" Nancy Law asked Doc Savage.

"There is sonething nysterious about the whole affair," Doc told her. "Hezem ah Law m ght not

di vul ge information which he thought would get to me. You don't mind, do you?"

Nancy Law hesitated, then said "Not at all."

They left the cable office. The night was still very dark. It had stopped raining, but there was
a dull fog in the air.

Possi bly the fog accounted for Doc Savage failing to glinpse a man watching themw th binocul ars
froman office window in the same block. It would al rost have taken foreknow edge of the man's
position to see him anyway. He was very careful about his conceal nment.

Doc and his party returned to the eighty-sixth floor establishment. Doc entered the | aboratory.
Part of the unusual equipnent there was a radio transmtter of great range and power.

He seated hinself before its innunerable swi tches and dials and began calling one of the |arge
South Anerican relay stations.

"Huh?" Monk gul ped. "Wat's the idea?"

"It was better to send the cabl egramthrough the usual channels," Doc said. "It saved sone
argument, al though | mght have gotten it through personally. Too, | was not sure | could secure
information this way."

"What are you trying to do?" Mnk wanted to know.

"Find out if Hezemiah Law is in Blanca Garde," Doc replied. "And if he is not, it mght help to
know how soon our cabl egram can be delivered to him"

THE bronze man then spent fully half an hour in radiotel egraphi ¢ and tel ephoni c conmmuni cati on
with the South Anerican relay stations. Sone of the nore distant work was conducted with the
headphones, so that the others did not hear what was being received. Al of Doc's aides were expert
radi ot el egraph operators.

Doc put down the headphones finally.

"Wel | ?" Monk queried eagerly.

"Strange, " Doc said.

"What is?"

"The nethod by which the Blanca Garde cable station is to deliver any nessages to Hezem ah Law, "
said the bronze nman.

"Yeah?" Monk waited, nouth open.

"The nmessages are sinply to be rebroadcast by radio tel ephone at six o' clock each norning from

Bl anca Garde," Doc explained. "In other words, Hezemiah Law is a figure of nystery in Blanca Garde.
He appears there frequently, always in an airplane. No one knows where he cones from or where he
goes to. The spot may be anywhere within five hundred mles of Blanca Garde. That is the range of
the | ocal radi ophone transmitter."

"Anybody down there know anyt hi ng about Spook Hol e?" Monk asked.

"No one," Doc replied. "Spook Hole is still a puzzle."

"So Hezem ah Law gets his nessages at six o'clock."” Monk went to the wi ndow and stared out. "It's
not far fromthat now. Sun is beginning to show "

MONK' S squat figure bulked large in the window. The man with the binoculars in the office w ndow
far bel ow managed to nake it out, although the angle was very steep. He scowl ed and stowed the

bi nocul ars in a pocket.

"Reckon | might as well be doing things," he grunted.

The office was dark, enpty of furniture, and the door |ock had obviously been broken open. Not
until the man ventured out on the dimstreet was his identity discernible.

He wore a disguise of sorts, a tan waterproof topcoat, a trick nmustache which stuck to his lip

wi th adhesive, and a soft hat with the bri msnapped | ow.

The di sgui se woul d hardly have fool ed any one who knew hi mand gave hima second gl ance. It was
Ropes, he of the hawser weapon.

Ropes used nore than his average anpbunt of caution as he eased out into the street, sought a drug
store which was open at this unearthly hour, and made a call. He got Captain Wapp on the wre.
"They went into a cable office and the girl sent a nmessage," Ropes expl ai ned.

"You bane get copy of it," Wapp directed.

"Sure, | just walk in and the tel egraph people will give it to ne," Ropes grow ed. "They will,
l'ike hell!"

Captai n Wapp thought that over. Then, speaking the singing tones peculiar to his accent, he began
explaining a plan. It involved the aid of the girl friend of one of his nmen.

It was a good plan, so rmuch better than anything that Ropes had been able to think up, that Ropes
term nated the conversation with considerabl e new respect for bul ky Captain Wapp.

The upshot of the schene was that the tel ephone rang in the cable office some tine later. The
clerk answered it and heard a businesslike fem nine voi ce speaking.



"This is Nancy Law, the young woman who just filed a cablegramthere," said the voice. "I either
forgot to keep a copy of the nessage, or | lost it sonewhere. WIl you please arrange to have a copy
made for ne."

The clerk had no way of knowing this was the voice of a woman enlisted for the nonent by Captain
Wapp. Cable attendants are ordinarily very careful about showi ng copies of telegrans filed with
them but this seened entirely aboveboard.

"I will make a copy," said the clerk. "Shall | send it up to Doc Savage's office? | noticed you
were with Doc Savage when you filed the nessage."
"Make the copy," requested the feminine voice. "I will send a man down for it, a man with a

must ache and wearing a yell ow wat er proof topcoat."

A FEWm nutes |l ater, Ropes walked in and got a copy of Nancy Law s cablegram He took it to
Captai n Wapp. Braski and Wapp held a di scussion.

"Der m |k bane spilled!" Captain Wapp groaned.

"No chance of taking old Hezeni ah Law by surprise now, " Braski wail ed.

"It's a hell of a note," Ropes contri buted.

They tal ked pro and con. Braski and Wapp tal ked, rather, while Ropes sat back and consi dered.
Ropes's brain hatched a schene.

"l got an idea," he said.

"Maybe we had better call the nen in while we nmake plans," Braski suggested. "Things m ght go
snoot her . "

"Not much," Ropes snorted. "W don't know yet just how strai ght these new guys are gonna shoot.
There's one w se guy been giving everybody a lot of lip. He's the one that calls hinself Sass."
Captain Wapp felt of the spots where Sass had taken hold of him The spots still ached. He

grow ed, "Yah!"

Ropes beckoned them toget her and began to talk.

"We'l| keep an eye on this Doc Savage," he commenced.

Chapter VIII. NEWS FROM PATAGON A

IT was nearly noon. Doc Savage was missing again. It worried Monk to the point where he was even
neglecting to cultivate pretty Nancy Law. The honely chem st took turns about the skyscraper

| aboratory, weaving anong stands holding intricate scientific apparatus.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, trailed Mnk around, keeping not nore than six inches from Mnk's heels.
Cccasional |y, Habeas grunted. Habeas knew when Monk was pert urbed.

"This is the second tinme Doc has ducked out without tellin' anybody what he was up to," Mnk
conpl ai ned.

Ham was t aki ng advant age of Mnk's neglect of Nancy Law to advance his own cause. He | ooked up
fromthis agreeabl e occupati on.

"Maybe Doc is hunting Long Tom" he suggest ed.

Monk shook his head doubtfully. A bit earlier, he had tel ephoned Long Tom's quarters - a miserly
room of f a gl oony basenent |aboratory where Long Tom conducted his experinents; an extrenely lowy
envi ronment, considering that Long Tom was probably several tines a millionaire in his own right.
There had been no answer fromthe electrical w zard who was a val ued nmenber of Doc's group.

"I"1l try to phone Long Tom again," Mnk said.

But before he had tine to do this, Doc Savage appeared. The gi ant bronze nman was i mmacul ate and
fresh, showi ng no traces of the previous night's violent activity.

"Were's Long Ton?" Monk demanded. "Have you seen hinP"

"l have not seen him" Doc repli ed.

Monk groaned, "I hope nothin's happened to him What've you been doi ng?"

Instead of answering that, Doc Savage went into the library, sought an open space anpbng the

shel ves of books which he commonly used for the purpose, and opened a case of rather unusual

devi ces. He began taking his exercises.

This exercise routine was one the bronze nman took each twenty-four hours, without fail. He had
been taking them since chil dhood, and each day, they ran approximately two hours.

The routine was scientific, intense, and accounted for the bronze man's unusual devel opnent of
muscl es and senses. There were contrivances, highly scientific in nature, calculated to devel op
ears, eyes, olfactory organs, even the sense of touch.

Monk wat ched Doc go into the routine. The honely chem st had seen it many scores of tinmes, and it
invariably made hi m perspire. Personally, Mnk never took any exercises, depending on the rigorous
life which he led to keep himin trim which it did quite effectively.

"What ' ve you been doi ng, Doc?" he asked again.

"Learning things," Doc told him

"Yeah?" Monk | ooked interested. "Wat?"

"The Harpoon crowd has us covered," Doc advi sed.

"What do you mean?"

"Tel ephone wires tapped," Doc replied. "Men watching the entrances and exits of this building."
"The vipers!" Mnk grinned wyly, and scratched his nubbin of a head. "Good thing | didn't get
Long Tomon the wire and thus tip that Harpoon crowd off to where he was. But | do wi sh that



el ectrical buzzsaw would show up." He paused, frowned. "Wat are we gonna do about them guys
covering us downstairs?"

"We will let themalone for two hours or so, until they begin to feel they are undi scovered and
quite clever," Doc said. "Taking themw ||l then be nore sinple."

The bronze man went on with his exercises. He was now listening intently to a device which was
not nmaki ng any sounds that Monk could catch, but which was evidently putting out sonme which Doc
coul d hear

Monk knew t he apparatus was one which enmanated sound waves above and bel ow t he so-call ed audi bl e
spectrum By practicing with it for years, Doc Savage had devel oped his ear nmechanismto a
remar kabl e degree

The tel ephone rang. Doc Savage whi pped to the instrument. The voi ce which canme out of the

recei ver was drably businesslike, but utterly mechanical

"We have a cable for Nancy Law," said the voice. "May we speak to her?"

DOC SAVAGE showed no visible excitement as he asked, "Wo is calling, please?"

"The South Anerican Cables Corporation," replied the enotionless voice. It was just such a tone
and delivery as mght have cone fromreadi ng thousands of nmessages over a tel ephone

Doc | et a nonent |apse, to give the inpression that he mi ght be consulting with Nancy Law.
"Mss Law will send a man down for the nessage," he said

"The same man who cane for the copy of the one she sent?" the voice asked

For the briefest of nonents, Doc Savage's strange trilling sound, the vague, unconscious note
which was his characteristic reaction to nental stress, saturated the vicinity of the tel ephone
"What was that?' he asked. "Wat other man?"

"M ss Law sent a nman after a copy of the cable which she filed earlier," the voice explai ned
"Describe the man," Doc requested

The enotionless voice rattled off a fair enough description of the burly Ropes

"Thank you," Doc Savage said. "And hold the cabl egram whi ch you now have for Nancy Law. Do not
read it to any one over the tel ephone. | shall be down after it."

The bronze man pronged the receiver

"They were clever enough to get a copy of the nessage we sent to Hezem ah Law," he told Nancy

Law. "And an answer seens to have cone from Hezem ah Law. | am going down after it. The rest of you
stay here."

Monk promptly | ooked worried

"They'll lay for you, Doc," he predicted. "You said they had the wire tapped. They'll have heard

you say you were com ng down after the nessage."

Doc Savage seened not to have heard, although Monk knew very well that he had

THE bronze man now |l eft the eighty-sixth floor headquarters, but by a somewhat unusual route. He
went into the | aboratory room and approached a glass affair somewhat resenbling an enornous gol dfish
bow .

This held a nunber of extrenely voracious-1looking fish, finny specimens, several of which seened
conposed nostly of teeth. There was a sign on the aquarium

THESE FI SH ARE PO SONOUS

SPECI ES. KEEP AWAY!

A peculiar thing about the bowl was that it appeared to be built up fromthe conposition floor

the floor formng part of the bottom Any one hunting a secret exit fromthe | aboratory woul d not
have given the thing a second gl ance

Doc Savage touched a valve. Water level in the fish tank sank sone six inches. Doc vaulted atop

the rimand lifted a glass cover over a circular glass tube nore than three feet in dianmeter which
extended up in the mddle, and due to the carefully designed optical illusion which had entered its
construction, was al nost inpossible to detect when the tank was full

Doc passed down the tube and into a nmetal shaft which had a | adder. The hole in the floor of the
fish gl obe was conceal ed by a nmethod known to nost mmgicians, and involving the clever placing of
mrrors.

The shaft gave admission to a tiny elevator, hardly accomodati ng nore than one man. This sank
soundl essly for many stories, stopping finally deep underground. Doc stepped into a narrow tunnel
He followed this sone fifty yards

Some nonents later, an individual in greasy overalls and bent over fromthe weight of a griny

tool case, stepped froma tool |ocker in a near-by subway station. In appearance, he differed little
fromworknen commonly seen in subways, except that he was very |arge physically.

It would have taken a cl ose observer to discover that the workman was Doc Savage

STILL carrying his box of tools, Doc Savage nounted to the street, coming out only a block from
the gigantic building which housed his headquarters. He stood on a corner, ostensibly waiting for a
street car. H's flake-gold eyes roved alertly.

The rain had turned to fine, shotty snow, and it was cold. Rain of the night before was freezing

in the gutters, and the hard snow particles hit the metal tool box which Doc carried, meking

di stinct sounds, tinny and nmetallic

The bronze man changed his position, as if inpatient, and wal ked to the other end of the bl ock



This was so that he could survey the vicinity nore thoroughly.

He saw no sign of nen fromthe Harpoon. He showed no visible concern, but this was not what he
had expect ed.

A few minutes later, Doc Savage, still the personification of a subway workman of sonewhat sullen
m en, wal ked into the cable office and asked for Nancy Law s message.

"No nmessage for any Mss Law," said the clerk, somewhat sharply.

Doc, thinking the fell ow m ght have sone doubts about delivering the nessage to a person of his
present di sreputabl e appearance, disclosed his identity. The attitude of the clerk underwent a
prof ound change. But he stuck to his previous story.

"No reply to Mss Law s cable," he insisted.

"But one of the clerks tel ephoned nme," Doc said.

The attendant went back and questioned those on duty with him only to return shaking his head.
"No one tel ephoned you," he said.

Doc Savage left the cable office with sonme haste. He was disgusted, puzzled, although it could
not be told fromhis appearance. His life, entirely perilous, had led himto exercise great caution
al ways, to suspect everything, to analyze every happening for traces of a plot.

I't was not often that he was taken in. But he had been tricked this time - drawn out of his
headquarters for some notive not yet apparent.

Since none of the Harpoon's crew were to be seen, Doc returned to the eighty-sixth floor of the
skyscraper by the public elevators.

He approached the door which had the openi ng nechani sm actuated by the radioactive disc which the
bronze man carried. But this tinme, the door did not open. He tried it with pressure. Securely

f ast ened!

Whi ppi ng around the corridor corner, Doc worked with the conceal ed fastening of the back door, a
panel which was absol utely unnoticeable to the naked eye for the sinple reason that, since it was
rarely used, it was plastered over and painted as was the surrounding wall.

Pl aster particles showered over the floor as the door broke open. Doc dived inside.

What he saw was not pleasant. Broken test tubes and retorts littered the | aboratory on one side.
Beyond, in the library, a great bookcase was upset, and costly scientific volunes tranpled and
torn on the floor, and, scattered over the tomes, a freckling of red droplets that were still wet.
The red fluid was puddled in one spot, as if the victim whoever he was, had fallen here.

The reception room showed the greatest confusion. There was nore scarlet there, and the walls
wer e pocked where bullets had struck.

Raci ng eyes over the lead pits, not counting them but estimating their nunber, Doc deci ded sone
forty or fifty shots had been fired. That they had not been heard fromthe street was sinply

expl ai ned. These roons were as soundproof as nodern science coul d nake them

Nowhere was there a sign of Pat, Nancy Law, Mnk, Ham or Johnny. Even the pig, Habeas Corpus,
was m ssing.

DOC began goi ng over the place. Near the door, he found an enpty cabl egram envel ope. This
probabl y expl ai ned how the eneny had gotten the door open - one had pretended to be a cable
nessenger .

Doc Savage summoned the el evators and questioned the operators. None had taken either prisoners
or captors down, it devel oped. This puzzled Doc for a tine, until he actuated the autonmatic control
whi ch brought his private speed el evator up, and gl anced inside. The nethod of exodus becane clear.
The captives had been taken down in the speed lift, existence of which the Harpoon gang had
probably ferreted out with no great difficulty, since the door was prominent in the corridor,

al t hough masked down in the | obby.

There was a note in the cage - a soiled bit of paper weighted and held to the floor by an ugly
gout of scarlet.

SAVAGE

THI'S WHOLE THI NG | S NONE OF YOUR BUSI NESS. LAY OFF AND YOUR FRIENDS WLL BE O K.

There was no signature, nor did one seem necessary. The bronze nman took the note into the

| aboratory and processed it for finger prints.

He got several. He did not photograph them but sinply eyed themsteadily for a time, inpressing
themin his trained nenory.

He burned the scrap of paper. An ordinary detective would not have done that, for it was evidence
adm ssible in a court. But Doc Savage never took his difficulties to a court of |law, but rather, was
judge and jury - and executor of sentence - all in hinself.

Next the bronze man enployed his ultra-violet lantern which caused prints left by the shoe heels
of his men to glow, or fluoresce. The device did not function so uncannily in daylight. |ndeed, it
was inpossible to see the glowing prints with the naked eye. Doc had, however, perfected
fluoroscopi c eyegl asses which overcanme this difficulty.

He trailed the captives to the street, but no farther. Evidently they had been | oaded into cars.
Doc visited the cable office on the chance that an answer had cone from nysterious Hezem ah Law.
I't had.

"Why, the cablegramarrived and was called for shortly after you were here," the attendant told



hi m

"Describe the person who called for it," Doc requested quietly.
The attendant described Captain Wapp hinsel f.

"Gve me a copy of the reply,"” Doc requested.

There was sonme argument over that. It ended when Doc put a call in to the cable conmpany
officials, and he got the copy. It read:

NANCY LAW

NEW YORK

LEAVI NG FOR NEW YORK BY PLANE STOP BE | N BLANCA GARDE | N MORNI NG STOP CABLE NEW DEVELOPMENTS

THERE

HEZEM AH LAW

Doc Savage rarely talked to hinself, but he did so now.

"That," he said, "does not help much."

Chapter | X. DEATH PLANS

| F Doc Savage was not satisfied with the way events were breaking, neither was Captain Wapp of

t he Harpoon. The burly skipper paraded the floor and funbled with his pistol knife in a manner which
made O iver O man Braski extrenely nervous.

"Aye bane like it not a bit!" Captain Wapp growl ed, and gave his rope belt a hitch.

"Me, neither," said the burly Ropes, agreeing with Captain Wapp partially to keep on the good

side of the latter.

Captai n Wapp did not yet suspect that Ropes and Braski had been co-conspirators against him

Braski said steadily and firmy, "It is not only that | am agai nst whol esale nurder. It is the
fact that we have a club to hold over this Doc Savage. He will hesitate to endanger his friends, if
he has any sense."

"Dot bronze feller hesitate for nothing," Captain Wapp said with firmconviction.

Braski squirnmed. "All right, suppose we kill them and get caught?"

Captai n Wapp snorted. "Suppose we get caught anyhow? We bane get a nedal, you suppose?”

"Oh, use your head," Braski sighed wearily. "W've been over this. | left that note in Savage's
elevator to warn himto keep away fromus. |'mbetting he will lay off. But let himfind out that we
killed the prisoners, if we do kill 'em and Savage will turn |loose with everything. And that's
bad. "

Ropes suddenly agreed with Braski. "That's a fact."

Wapp evidently held faith in Ropes's judgnent.

"Vot about dot Nancy Law?" he denanded.

"Bait," Braski grinned.

Captain Wapp yel l ed suddenly, "Dommit! Don't talk to me with riddles! Vot you nean?"

"Keep her alive with the others," Braski advised. "W'Il|l use her to pull old Hezemi ah Law into
our hands and get rid of him Then we'll polish her off. W'Il polish the other prisoners at the
same time, if that'll make you feel better. Then we'll go on and cl ean out Spook Hol e for

oursel ves. "

"Vot about Hezemi ah Law s nmen at Spook Hol e?" Wapp grunted.

Ropes answered that, putting in, "Ain't it been agreed all along that they'd have to go? W can't
have a |l ot of |oose ends around to give us trouble."

"Twenty or thirty dead mans bane not so funny," Captain Wapp nuttered

Braski asked, "Feet col d?"

Captain Wapp scowl ed and snarl ed, "Sone day, Aye bane break dat neck for you."

The ski pper of the Harpoon went to a window, lifted a corner of the blind and peered out
cautiously. The street bel ow was beginning to whiten with the hard, cold |ate spring snow, and was,
under the whitening, altogether squalid and filthy, with alnost no one in sight.

The deserted nature of the nei ghborhood seenmed to reassure the big nan, for he pocketed his

pi stol knife and waddl ed around, grinning wyly.

"Not so bad for ourselves, we have done," he chuckl ed.

He anbled into an adjacent room wal ked straight to the bound and gagged frane of Mnk, and

ki cked the homely chem st resoundingly in the side.

"You pull in dembig ears!" he grow ed. "Mybe sonething you hear, she not so good for you."

IT was entirely against Mnk's nature to take any kind of abuse quietly, nor did he do so now. He
reared up, tied as he was, and succeeded in flipping around, with |ightning speed, and sw ped
Captain Wapp's ankles with his own bound | egs. Wapp canme down.

Monk rolled atop him was butting with his nubbin of a head and delivering such blows as he could
with el bows and knees when Ropes cane running in and stopped the nél ée by the sinple process of
knocki ng Monk sensel ess.

The room was furnished with a bed, a dresser and what passed for a witing desk. There was also a
carpet, so worn that it was nearly in two pieces.

Along the wall, the other captives were arrayed. The gaunt Johnny had been danaged to sone
degree, and seened to have a bullet wound in sone portion of his shoul der. Ham was di shevel ed,
brui sed. Pat and Nancy Law, outside of show ng evidences of rough handling, were unharned.



Captain Wapp | ooked themall over, frowning, then stal ked back into the other room

"Them peopl es can hear all talk vot we nmake," he booned.

"What the hell difference does it make?" Ropes queried. "They're goin' with us, ain't they?"
Captain Wapp mul | ed over that in silence.

"What about der airplanes?" he questioned.

"l have taken care of that," Braski advised. "W will get three very large ships. They will

handl e our entire party, including the prisoners."

"Dot costs noney," said Captain Wapp doubtfully.

"I ampaying for it nyself," Braski offered generously. "The pay-off is big enough to warrant
spendi ng noney. "

Wapp grinned unpl easantly. "How you think naybe she be best to get old Hezem ah Law?"

"Cable himand sign the girl's nane," Braski retorted. "Tell himthe girl will neet himin -
what's that town?"

"Bl anca Garde in Patagonia," supplied Ropes.

"Tell him Nancy Law will meet himthere, and that she's coming by plane." Braski finished.
"That'll hold himuntil we get there."

"Goot," said Wapp. "Were bane paper, pencil."

They searched through their pockets, seeking witing equi pment. Their novenents were not unduly
anxi ous or hasty.

In the adjacent room however, there was one individual whose notions were at that nonent anxious
and hasty. It was Monk. He had revived and had been listening to the conversation in the next room
al nost every word of which was understandabl e.

As silently as possible, and with as much haste, Mnk had rolled to the witing desk. He could,
by exercising trenendous effort, get erect on his feet.

He managed to paw the desk open. There was witing paper within - and a book of tel egraph bl anks.
This nmust be a small hotel which catered to underworld gangs and their machinations.

Working frantically, Mnk nmanaged to wench fromhis coat collar what m ght have been mi staken
for one of the coarse hairs sonetines woven there to strengthen that part of the garment. Wth this,
he nmade scrapi ng novenents over the bl ank.

He shut the drawer, |urched backward and nanaged to deposit hinself on the floor without undue
noi se.

Monk had taken a chance that those in the next room woul d not have paper. Apparently they had,
but there was sone mld argunent.

"Put the cable on a regular blank," Braski suggested. "Looks nore fitting."

They came in and got the book of blanks w th which Mnk had funbl ed.

HALF an hour later, the prisoners were seized by a nunber of men, who exami ned bindi ngs and gags
to make sure they were secure. Then each captive was nmade unconsci ous by having a towel soaked with
an anaesthetic held tightly over his or her nostrils.

The senseless fornms were then rolled in old rugs stripped off the floors, and carried outside. It
chanced that only three pedestrians were abroad in the chill street, and these, chins buried in coat
collars, were not interested in sone shabby, hard-1ooking men |loading old rug rolls into a

di | api dated van. These people did not | ook closely enough to note that the rug bundl es seened
extrenely heavy.

During the aviation boom airports nushrooned up with great frequency around New York, not a few
of them being |located in spots so unhandily located that only the enthusiastic pronoters dreaned
they woul d ever be useful in a practical way. The result is that at present many weed-grown flying
fields are eyesores in the suburbs.

The Sunnydaze Flying Center was such a field, perhaps a bit better off than some because one

di | api dat ed hangar still stood. There were woods all about and no houses near, hence no curious
persons to remark upon the presence of three gleanming and extrenely large tri-notored planes now at
the airport.

Armed nen were hidden in the woods, just on the chance that sonme one should cone prying, but no
one did.

The ancient van arrived, and the rugs were unrolled and the prisoners transferred to one of the
pl anes.

I nconspi cuously colored, but fast cars brought nmen to the field. Some were off the Harpoon.

G hers were the new recruits hired by Captain Wapp and Braski .

Anong the latter was the cocky little thug who chewed sassafras bark. He carried a bl anket under
one arm and the manner in which the blanket kicked and fluttered pointed to a lively contents.
"Vot it is?" Captain Wapp demanded, and pointed at the ani mated bl anket.

"What is it to you?" Sass growl ed, and expectorated brown bark juice. "W're allowed so nuch
baggage, ain't we? This thing in the blanket is ny part."

"Vot it is?" Wapp vyelled, angered by the evasion.

Sass put out a sallowjaw. "My new pet. And don't bawl at ne like that!"

"Aye baw at whoever Aye want!" Wapp advi sed himthunderously. "Open it up, that package!"

Scowl i ng, Sass undid the bl anket. The honely pig, Habeas Corpus, junped out, and pronptly took



off for the nearest tinber. But Sass had a stout cord tied to Habeas' |eg, and the shote brought up
forcibly at the end of that. Sass restored the squealing porker to the bl anket.

Captai n Wapp | ooked as if he were going to explode. "Dot ape's pig! Vare you get?"

"In the street close to that hotel where the prisoners were held for a while," Sass grunted.
Braski, attracted by the dispute, came up and eyed the pig.

"The pest managed to follow us out of Doc Savage's headquarters," he said. "Last | saw of the
thing, it was follow ng our cars like a dog. Wnder it kept up with us."

"Shoot him" ordered Captain Wapp, indicating the pig.

Sass drove brown juice solidly against the freezing ground and put out his sallow jaw again.

"The pig's ny new pet," he advised. "I keep '"im see!"

"Aye bane wing your neck for dot back talk!" how ed Captain Wapp.

But when the verbal sul phur cool ed, Sass was in one of the planes with his pig, unharned. Wthin
the course of the next hour, Habeas was in inmnent danger of being dropped overboard, having
bitten, not only his new master, but three Harpoon sailors as well.

ITis the duty of bookkeepers in cable offices to go over nessages and |list the charges in their
| edgers. Usually, each day's business is handl ed on the norning follow ng.

One particular clerk, listing cablegrans on the norning follow ng, got a shock as he inspected a
certain nessage. The original mssive on this blank read:

HEZEM AR LAW

ELANCA GARDE S A

COM NG SOUTH BY PLANE STOP W LL MEET YOU AT BLANCA GARDE

NANCY

The bookkeeper, of course, did not know the nmessage was the forgery sent by Captain Wapp. But the
clerk did know that an astonishing thing had happened to the face of the blank since he had | ast
seen it.

Letters, thin, stilted, sonewhat erratic letters of a blood-red hue had appeared. In spite of
their awkward construction, the message which they conveyed coul d be read.

GET TH'S TO DOC SAVAGE

EVERYBODY OFF TO BLANCA GARDE

MONK

The cable clerk consulted his boss. Five mnutes later, they were in comunication w th Doc
Savage.

Few persons knew t hat Doc Savage nmintained, in what was ostensibly a warehouse on the Hudson

Ri ver water front, a nodern hangar housing pl anes of various types.

Hence, every one was surprised, half an hour later, when a plane of great size and renarkable
streamnl i ned construction appeared suddenly upon the river, and with a ghostly quiet, zooned up into
the | eaden cl ouds which were spilling snow Like a spectre, the plane appeared, and as nysteriously,
it was gone.

The motors of the ship were silenced with great efficiency.

Chapter X. SASS ERRS

So well were the notors of Doc Savage's big speed plane nuffled that they produced no trace of
what pilots sonetines call air deafness, even after they had been run wi de open as far as Mam,
Fl ori da, when the bronze man | anded for a fueling stop.

It was reasonable to expect the three planes that were his quarry m ght have taken this route. He
made inquiries.

An attendant at the field advised that the three planes, their cabin w ndows curtained, had taken
fuel nearly twenty hours previously. Description of the man paying for the gasoline - broad and
powerful, wearing a rope for a belt. Captain Wapp, beyond a doubt.

But the field attendant contributed sonething else of no little interest.

"There a race on, or sonething?" he queried.

"Why?" Doc count ered.

"The other guy was all hot to know how far they were ahead," replied the airport man.

"There was a plane other than nyself and those three |arge ships?" Doc questioned.

"Sure," said the other. "A single-seater speed job cane through about four hours behind the first
three. Was he burning it up! A one-arnmed guy, to boot."

"One-arnmed nan!" Doc Savage's strange trilling sound cane for a nonent, and puzzled the airport
attendant; then the vague, strange note ebbed away into the nothingness fromwhich it seemed to have
cone.

"Sure he had only one arn?" Doc asked.

The other thought, scratching his head. "Well, his coat did kinda bul ge where his arm was
supposed to be missing. Say, what kind of a gag is this?"

Doc Savage took off without relieving the fellow s curiosity.

Built into the instrument panel of the big speed ship was the equivalent of a common al arm cl ock,
and the bronze nman proceeded to enploy the awakening effects of this at two-hour intervals, that he
m ght check the course.

The rest of the time, a conpetent nmechanical piloting device, one of the common conmerci al



vari ety which he had refined, took care of the flying.

Doc picked up rain over the gulf, and in Colon, on the Panamani an isthnus, again got word that
four planes were ahead of him- three which were patently Wapp and Braski and their crowd, and the
ot her plane, still behind, piloted by the man who was pretending to have only one arm

There was nothing to show that the prisoners were still with Wapp's expedition, however. There
was no indication that they even |ived.

The nights were long, the days uneventful, until finally the forlorn-1ooking coast of South
Arerica had reeled nearly all of its |length behind the bronze man's craft.

It had been cold spring in New York; it was sultry fall weather down here. The Andean nountain
ranges were a hazy-blue parade off to the left.

Bl anca Garde cane into sight, with steaners, no doubt loading nitrates in the harbor, barely

di scernible. Doc Savage did not fly directly in, but circled, using powerful binoculars in an effort
to pick up the three planes which were his quarry.

The sun was | ow. Perhaps that accounted in part for what he nanaged to pick up. There was coarse
grass flooring a natural anphitheater surrounded by boul ders and scrub trees, and the grass had been
mashed down by wheel s, naki ng | ong depressions which the sloping rays of the sun filled with
shadows. The wi dth between the marks tol d Doc what they were - airplane wheel prints.

The bronze man circled. Five mnutes, it took himto pick up the planes. Two of themin nunber.
They had been covered with canvas, and green boughs plucked and tossed on top of the tarpaulin
shrouds.

Doc | anded his own ship approxinately a mile distant and set out for the anphitheater afoot.
ABRUPT ni ght cl anped down before he reached the clearing. He did not mnd, for it made chances of
a trap nore renote. The region was an outlying one. Beyond a single stone hut, the roof thatched, he
saw no habitation.

Brush was thick about the anphitheater. CObsidian rocks towered. In the distance, a steaner

whi stl e nopaned, and a bell tolled in sone Bl anca Garde chapel .

Wen near the clearing, Doc listened for a long time. There was no sound. He advanced,
reconnoitered a while, then exami ned the two pl anes.

One was the small-flying bullet in which the one-arned nman who was not one-arned had trailed the
Wapp crowd southward. Doc tested the notor for warnth. It had the col dness of hours of inactivity.
The other ship was an anphi bian, built for |andings on earth or sea. It was a foreign job, slow,
but of enornous structural strength and probably of |oad-carrying ability that would furnish a
surprise.

The after part of the craft was equipped with a bin, this with alid and stout |locks. It was

unf astened. Doc opened it, and peered within, but found only enptiness and a very pronounced odor.
The bronze man tested the scent again and again. It was the aroma of sonmething old, not a carrion
tang, but very distinct. It was a snell not easily forgotten.

Exactly the sanme odor Doc Savage had found upon the hands and cl othing of the nysterious man in
New York - the man who had two good arns, but, who was pretending to possess only one.

Doc began goi ng through the pockets in the forward part of the cabin. They were enpty. He got

out.

The canvas coverings on which the green boughs lay forned a canopy of sorts, and beneath these

| ay boxes. They were wooden, stout, and about them | ay greasy w appi ng paper and excel si or packing.
Doc scrutinized the litter. It was not difficult to identify the nature of the forner box contents.
Ammuni tion, rifles and machi ne guns.

Al'l the boxes bore an address, a nane, and the necessary permt stanps and seals.

HEZEM AH LAW

BLANCA GARDE, SQUTH AMERI CA

Doc Savage stood for a tine, summarizing nmentally. The foreign anphibian plane was probably the
property of Hezemi ah Law, and those who had flown it here had been joined by the nysterious
"one-arnmed" man from New York. They had broken out a supply of weapons and left their ships.

Goi ng back to his own plane, Doc Savage ran, covering the distance in time that would have
surprised an expert on such matters, and reaching the ship with a remarkabl e control over his

br eat hi ng.

He took off at once. Sent the plane directly over Blanca Garde, picked up the airport, and banked
down, | evel ed.

Wnd direction caused himto settle near the west edge of the dusty field, close to the single
beacon. Floodlights on the wing tips were on; he left themblazing as he taxied toward the nearest
hangar, a huge, corrugated iron structure.

He was fifty yards fromthe hangar when a flurry of hard rain seened to strike the plane.

THE sound was loud for rain. It vibrated the big ship. It began in the central cabin, cane
forward and up, and when it touched the cockpit w ndows, the sound was as a riveter going to work
upon iron.

Doc Savage whi pped down fromthe cockpit seat, cutting the big notors sinultaneously. He never
did entirely trust the bulletproof glass in the plane, unless necessary, although he had
superintended, personally, its noul ding.



The arnmor alloy of the cabin walls, he knew, would stop anything less than a tank rifle. And this
had the sound of an ordinary machi ne gun.

He chanced a gl ance. The rapid-firer was wi nking an ugly eye over in shrubs beyond the field
edge.

Bul | ets knocked hungrily along the wings, and tried for one of the flood | anps, but that was

bul | et proof al so. Doc clicked the |lights out. That seemed to alarmthe gunman. He stopped firing.
Doc Savage renmi ned perfectly notionless in the plane, then eased a cabin door partially open and
listened. Over where the shots had come from he could hear a bull voice roaring.

The bull voice was Captain Wapp, and he was ready to strangle with his own anger. Choking profane
expletives, he ran at the dimnutive Sass and | aunched a terrific kick, which the target ninbly
dodged.

"Dummox! " Wapp gritted. "Der plane had bul |l et proof sides!"

It was Sass who had opened up with the machine gun. He retreated warily.

"How was | to know?" he demanded angrily. "W were here to give that bronze guy a |ead stitching,
weren't we? And things |ooked set."

Captain Wapp worked big fingers and advi sed, "Aye tank Aye tw st your neck!"

"That mi ght not be so easy!" Sass snarl ed.

Aiver Oman Braski piped in nervously. W'd better be getting away fromhere. It's dark, and
that bronze man is probably out of his plane by now. "

This apparently struck themall as an excellent idea, and they retreated - three others, besides
Wapp, Braski and the hard little thug, Sass.

They had, it devel oped, a car parked down near the airport road. Into this, they piled.

An angry squealing greeted them

"Dot hog!" Wapp how ed.

Habeas was fastened by a small chain to the steering wheel. They | ost nonents while the driver
tried to transfer the shote without getting bit. The car pounded into notion.

LI TTLE was said for sonme tinme. Their pace was fast, the road was strange, and none too good a
road at that. Too, they had not much faith in their car, which was a rented nachi ne.

Sass, hol di ng Habeas Corpus by both big ears so that the shote could not bite him said finally,
"What sticks in ny craw is how you birds knew Doc Savage was com ng."

Captai n Wapp said, "Shut up!"

Braski said, "It was sinple."

"Yeah?" Sass frowned. "Just how sinple?

"Twenty-dollar bills distributed anmong hangers-on around the airports where we refuel ed," Braski
chuckl ed. "Not only one of them cabled us, but three. That gave us a good idea of when the bronze
guy woul d show up and what kind of a plane he would be flying."

Sass swung Habeas by both ears. "You guys don't miss many bets, do you?"

"We get along."

"Shut up!" said Captain Wapp.

They were within the confines of Blanca Garde now, w th neat-bal conied structures on each side,
an occasional ploddi ng donkey, a few copper-tinted natives fromthe highlands in gaudy bl anket
ponchos, and nunerous sandal ed and straw hatted | ocal inhabitants.

Captain Wapp's driver tooled the car along with great regard for the local speed limts.

They got out in front of a quiet hotel, entered with the peaceful decorum of American tourists,
and went to their suite of roons.

Ropes was waiting there, with the other nenbers of their gang.

Captai n Wapp and Braski eyed Ropes.

"Any trace of old Hezem ah Law?" Braski demanded.

Ropes grinned unpl easantly. "It was a cinch!"

A 1 ook of unholy anticipation overspread Captain Wapp's features. He hitched at his rope belt.
"Well, spit it out!" he booned.

"They're holed up in a hut out in the edge of the nountains," Ropes advised. "There's seven of
"em- all them big Patagonian natives that ol d Hezem ah Law keeps around Spook Hol e. Tough
custoners, they'll be. Only the place is nade to order for us."

"What you nean by dot?" Wapp denanded.

"The hut is in a canyon," Ropes explained. "Dynamite will do the trick."

"We get all our mans in here for to hear dis." Captain Wapp heaved up and | ooked around. "Were
dat Sass bane go?"

"Qut wal king his hog," sonmebody st ated.

CAPTAI N WAPP swore roundly and sent a nman out, and the fellow returned shortly, acconpani ed by
Sass and the pig, Habeas. Sass only sighed when Wapp cursed him Then they began | aying pl ans.
Ropes described the contour of the canyon. He even drew a crude map of the hut and its

surroundi ngs.

"Canyon is blasted narrow all of the way up," he said. "Tough goin', too. W'Il have to wal k and
carry the dynamite. But it's a pipe. Plant the stuff with tine fuses, clear out, and bingo! Just
like that!"



Sass put in, "How about |ook-outs at the canyon nmouth? From what you guys been saying, old
Hezem ah Law wasn't exactly born last night."

Wapp frowned at Ropes. "How about dot?"

"No guards." Ropes spread his hands. "They don't suspect a thing. W clean 'emout. Then we go on
to Spook Hole and give the works to the rest. Then - oh, man!" He rolled his eyes

"Lots of killing connected with this," Sass said dryly.

Wapp grow ed, "Maybe you don't |ike?"

Sass said, "Ch, hell!" and grabbed Habeas by an ear just in time to keep frombeing bitten
"What about. Doc Savage?" Braski asked uneasily. "My gag of threatening to croak some of his
friends if he didn't lay off never worked so well. He's down here."

Wapp booned, "We vill croak one. Maybe dot rem nd himwe bane nean business."

"Swel | ," said Ropes

"Hell will pop," predicted Braski

Captain Wapp let out his rope belt a bit, nunbled, "Aye bane wonder how Doc Savage learn to here
we have cone."”

Nobody seened able to answer that one

Ropes spoke up abruptly.

"That rem nds ne of sonething queer," he said. "l saw a one-armed guy go into that hut in the
canyon. |I'll swear |'ve seen the sane one-arnmed bird poking around the whaling ship in New York a
time or two the last few days."

"Who he bane?" Wapp roared

"How woul d I know?" Ropes spread his hands. "He kept his nmug covered up so | couldn't get a good
look at him"

"Forget it." Sass stood up. "Let's percolate."

They hurriedly got their equipnment together. Machine guns were w apped in canvas, and several
donned new | aced boots and | aced breeches, obviously purchased that afternoon, together with
strai ght-brimred canpai gn hats. One shoul dered a surveyeing transit, also plainly a new buy. Qhers
wrapped the dynanmite

Leaving their quarters, they m ght have been a party of Anerican engineers. |Indeed, this was what
they had professed to be upon arrival. Engineers mght carry packages around w thout exciting
suspi cion. This was Ropes's idea

An arm ess beggar with a pitiful basket of flowers was seated beside the hotel door. Under
pretense of funbling for a coin for the nmendi cant, Captain Wapp paused to take a good | ook around
He saw not hi ng suspici ous, and they went on

I'T woul d have been better for the furtherance of his own shady schenes if Captain Wapp had taken
nmore than a cursory glance at the miserabl e-1ooki ng peddl er of flowers.

This worthy renmi ned squatted by the hotel door only as long as Captain Wapp and his party were
in sight. Then he arose and scurried down the street in the opposite direction

The mendi cant did not gl ance back. He seened to have sone inportant affairs to attend to in a
hurry.

It was his misfortune that he did not give closer attention to his back trail. For he was not the
only furtive watcher near the hotel. There was another, a shapel ess shadow of a figure atop a
near-by flat roof

This second watcher hastily stowed a small periscopic device which had been enpl oyed to peer over
the roof edge, and foll owed the beggar

The shabby purveyor of flowers dived into the first dark doorway, stripped off his rags, threw
themaway with a disgusted grunt, then rubbed his arns - he had two sound ones - which had been
strapped to his side. He engaged in thought for a nmoment. Then he strapped one arm back

When he wal ked out of the gloony recess, the nendicant had beconme the one-armed man of nystery
who was not one-arnmed. He evidently knew the town well, for he travel ed fast

He did not glance back. So he was unaware that he was being shadowed expertly.

The erstwhil e nendi cant soon joined several huge, swarthy fellows who were loitering before a
drinking place. They all wal ked asi de

The one-arnmed man who was not one-arned began speaking in the tongue enpl oyed by the big

hal f - savage natives of Patagonia

"Those who are our enenies have fallen into our trap," he said in the lingo. "They have found the
hut in the canyon, and as we had hoped they would do, they have planned to dynanite the cliffs down
upon it and crush us all to our deaths."

He used the English word for "dynamte," there apparently being no suitable equivalent in the

Pat agoni an tongue, or if there was, he did not knowit, and this caused sonme confusion until the nman
expl ai ned what dynamte was, and its probable effects. This elicited fierce grunts fromthe big
natives

"They're a lot of blasted nurderers!" gritted the one-armed man of nystery. "Thieves, too!"

He translated that into Patagonian, and added, "Despite the fact that these nen would kill us, we
will give thema chance to surrender."

The tone of the replying grunts indicated that this met with no great approval fromthe



i steners.

"They probably won't surrender." The one-arned nman | aughed sourly. "In fact, | know they won't.
We' Il have to give themthe sane dose they plan for us."

They noved off into the darkness, reached autonobiles, entered them and drove rapidly. Leaving
the machines after a short tinme, they took an abbreviated route over the rough hills, a course which
brought themto the canyon |eading to Hezem ah Law s hut ahead of Wapp's party.

The men paid no attention to their back trail. That made it sinpler for the shadowy figure which
trailed them

THE one-arnmed man who was not one-armned sel ected spots on the canyon sides which he nust have

deci ded upon previously. He unearthed wooden boxes which were conceal ed near-by, took out explosives
and a battery-detonating apparatus, and went to work.

"We won't take a chance on fuses," he said grimy. "I'll stretch a fine wire, a hair wire, across
the canyon, and when it is broken, a relay will be operated and set off the blast."

The Pat agoni ans di d not understand that. They had no ideas about electric wiring, either. So they
were ordered to stand aside.

It did not take long for the trap to be set.

The man of nystery clanbered to a rock pinnacle and |istened. Some ten mnutes |ater, he heard
sounds down the canyon which indicated men were com ng.

"This is just about your finish, Wapp," he grated savagely, and faded into the darkness with his
huge, swarthy conpani ons.

Chapter Xl. DEATH IN THE NI GHT

CAPTAIN WAPP was in a grow ing good hunor as he | ed the advance up the canyon. He runbl ed and
muttered and swore as if the entire world were wong, his way of acting when he felt it was all to
the right.

"You better shut that big trap," Sass told him

"Aye tank Aye pull your head off some time," Captain Wapp replied with cordial ugliness.

"All right," Sass growl ed. "Let 'em know over in Buenos Aires that we're comng."

"This thing is going too snmoothly," Braski nunmbled. "I would feel nore easy if sonething would
happen. "

He got his wish. The earth seened to sink several inches under their feet, then fly upward,

di sl odgi ng countless tons of stone fromthe canyon sides. Sinultaneously, a flash as of a score of
lightning bolts striking | ashed upward in the darkness ahead.

Captain Wapp let out a bawl, spun and knocked down Ropes and Braski in his haste to quit the
vicinity. The upset pair were up instantly and in wild flight with the others. Sass grabbed Habeas
up by the ear and followed the rest.

They had guessed, by now, what had happened.

"A trap!" Wapp bell owed. "Ropes, you bane get us into this!"

Ropes nade no retort. He was devoting all of his attention to running.

A man fell down. He emtted a scream of agony.

"Hel p me!" he shrieked. "My dammed ankl e is broke, or sonething!"

Captain Wapp yanked to a halt, but instead of aiding the unlucky one, wenched his novelty pistol
knife froma pocket.

It made a snmall report which cane back fromthe canyon walls in a crisp echo over the noise of
stone still falling behind them The fallen man made no other sound.

"Run!" boomed Wapp. "No time to hel p anybody! Dot Hezem ah Law bane behind this!"

They were off again, naking a good deal of noise, but not exchanging words. They were a terrified
gang of thugs, interested only in quitting the treacherous vicinity.

The man who had injured his ankle lay perfectly still. Once, he groaned a faint curse. H's ankle
was not broken badly, but the pain kept himfrom wal ki ng.

In addition, there was the sickening heaviness of the bullet from Captain Wapp's pistol knife
sonewhere inside his chest, and the awful smart of the hole it had made. The man had retained
presence of mind enough to feign death after the shot.

The pain fromhis ankl e became unbearabl e, and he changed position slightly. He regretted that,

an instant later, for he suddenly knew that someone was near.

The beam froma flashlight, entirely blinding, snmashed into his eyes. The nan grovel ed, vi sioning
hi msel f being di spatched at the hand of Hezemi ah Law s big, dark Patagoni ans.

"Don't!" he squawl ed. "Wapp shot ne! |'l|l do anything you say! Only don't finish ne!"

The glittering white beamof the flash shifted a little, pernmitting the man's frightened eyes to
make out the figure which towered over him He had seen that giant personage before.

"Doc Savage!" he choked.

THE bronze man sai d nothing, but searched the injured one, found a heavy automatic and a sheath
knife, and tossed them both aside. Then he picked the fellow up, and when the man groaned in agony,
relieved himof pain by pressing on certain nerve centers to induce a nunbness.

Doc went down the canyon rapidly, followi ng the fleeing Wapp party. He could still hear them
hence, certain they had not planted an anbush, he used his flashlight to illumnate the way. Thus he
gai ned. But not enough.



Aut onobi | e engi nes npaned ahead; their roaring departed anmid a hasty gnashing of gears.

Doc reached the canyon mouth in time to have dust smart his eyes, and to see a red tail-light bob
out of sight in the distance.

"Cet your car!" groaned the man on his shoulder. "Follow 'em"

He was now anxi ous to see Wapp neet disaster.

"No chance," Doc told him "My car is on the other side of the hills, where | left it when
trailing the one-arnmed nan here."

"Huh?" The wounded fellow was puzzl ed.

"He set the canyon trap,"” Doc explained. "Then he withdrew. | managed to set the expl osion off
ahead of you fellows."

The other swore hoarsely.

"You - saved our necks," he grow ed. "Wy? Tell ne that."

"You m ght be surprised,” Doc told himdryly, and did not go into explanations. "You are willing

to tal k?"

"Am1!" The injured man swore again. Then he added, fear abruptly in his voice, "But | ain't

gonna be no information book, and that's a fact. Now don't think I'mholdin" out on you. |'d give ny

right armto get that Captain Wapp. He's the bl ackest devil in sin!"

"You were not in on everything?" Doc pronpted.

"I'"l'l say not," the man snapped. "I'mone of the new guys they took on in the big burg, see. M
and that bird Sass and some others. W don't know what's back of the gag, see. We only know we're
gettin' paid plenty to do as we're told and keep our nmouths shut. But we do know we're after
sonethin' big, and sonethin' a lot different fromthe ordinary swag. And we know a bunch of people
are to be bunped off. But that's all | know. And that's a fact."

"You," Doc told him "have not touched on the thing that interests ne nost of all."

"What ?" The other was puzzl ed.

"The whereabouts of the prisoners, ny friends," Doc replied.

"I know that, all right."

"Where are they?"

"Little dunp opposite the Casa El Caballero, on that alley they call El Esteban," the other

expl ained. "You can't mss the house. It's got one of themtrick porches, and it's painted a | ousy
red. But watch out for guards. Two of Wapp's nen there.”

"Excel l ent," Doc Savage said grimy.

The qui ckest route back was via the short cut, over the hills, and since the hut where Hezeniah
Law was supposed to have quartered hinsel f was not out of the way much, Doc dropped in there,
carrying the wounded man.

Search of the miserly stone place, however, turned up no one, and the bronze man went on to his
car, still with the injured fellow

ON the outskirts of town, Doc Savage brought the nmachine to a stop. He scribbled on a bit of
paper, and gave it to his passenger, along with a small sheaf of greenbacks.

"Deliver that in New York," he requested. "The noney will pay your fare back. And keep out of

sight."

"Sure," said the other.

After he had been left in the night, the man i mmedi ately sought the illum nation of a street

light and read the note. It was addressed to a person who seened to be a physician in New York, and
read sinply:

G VE TH'S MAN TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS.

DOC SAVAGE.

"WIIl | deliver this!" the man chuckled. "Boy, will I!"

Wthin the hour, the fellow had been party to a nmurder plot, so he considered that he had gotten
of f easily indeed

"The bronze guy is a sucker," he concluded

He was a little premature in his conclusion. Doc Savage knew from experience that hardened crooks
do reformvoluntarily, but their nunbers are in mnority, so he had perfected a method of forced
reformof his own.

There was a catch to that ten thousand dollars. The physician at the address in New York woul d
take this man, by force if necessary, and it probably woul d be, and send himto a strange
institution which the bronze man maintained in upstate New York

At this place, trained surgeons woul d operate on the man's brain, causing a conplete |oss of
menory of past events. Then the man woul d receive a course of training in the ways of honest
citizenry, including a trade by which he could earn a good livelihood

Upon di scharge fromthe unique crimnal-curing "college," the patient would have no nenory of his
past, and would have instilled into hima thorough abhorrence of crooks. In addition, he would
receive a bank account of ten thousand dollars to facilitate his new start in life. This last was a
late addition to the "course."

But the injured man in Blanca Garde had no idea of the strings attached to the ten thousand

"The bronze guy's a sap," he chuckl ed, and vani shed toward the steanship pier. He had decided to



get a physician on shipboard to treat his injuries.

"l hope Doc does find his pals,"” he had the grace to nutter.

THE all ey of El Esteban was a poverty-stricken thoroughfare named after some mnor and al nost
forgotten |l ocal hero. Once it had been, as such streets so often were, an avenue of class

di stinction, but that had been years ago, and property goes to ruin fast in the rigorous clinmate of
Bl anca Garde.

The red house with the trick porch, as the wounded crimnal had described it, stood out very
distinctly, being the only structure of that color on the bl ock.

Doc Savage entered it by clinmbing to adjacent roofs, moving over, then, after |istening, dropping
down into the central patio.

Al nost at once, he heard feet scuffing in the street outside, and the |lock on the barred outer
door rattled. The bronze man glided toward the sound.

Two nmen canme in fromthe street. They stood with the door open a little, watching to see if they
had been foll owed. Satisfied on that point, they closed the door.

"Il lock it," said one. "You go get set to do the job."

He worked with the | ock, which was rusty, and once he cursed the ponpous old Chilean who had
rented themthe building, with no questions asked, but with a guarantee that everything was in good
shape.

The man |l eft the door, took several paces, and it suddenly occurred to himthat his conpani on had
been remarkably silent.

"Hey!" he called. "Were'd you go?"

The next instant, the man enmitted an awful cry - tried to, rather, for a frightful constricting
pressure had cl anped upon his neck. As if he had been stricken with a fantastic mal ady, nunbness ran
through his linbs. He seened to go to sleep all over.

Yet he was conscious, and realized he was being placed on the floor, and that, when a light cane
on, he was beside his conpani on, who was al so notionl ess and hel pl ess, yet alive. The light also
reveal ed the giant bronze man who had overcone them

Doc Savage tested certain nuscular reflexes to be sure the paralysis he had i nduced by pressure
on spinal nerve centers would continue for sonme tinme. Then he began to search the house. He did not
have to | ook far.

MONK and Ham were spread-eagled in an adjacent room There was a | ook of death about them Thongs
of raw, wet |lama skin had been used to peg their wists out to stakes driven into the hard dirt
floor. Drying, the thongs had tightened, shrunk.

The pair were so sneared with gore as to be al nbst unrecogni zable. The cuts were fresh. Crinson
still ran.

Doc cut them | oose, worked over them Both had a spark of life still. It would have flickered in
anot her hour, three at the nost.

Producing a snall case which held stinulants, Doc nanaged to get both awake. \Wile strength was
returning to them he searched the rest of the house, but found no one.

Monk, with an animal stamina in his apish frane, was the first able to talk.

"Where are the other prisoners?" Doc asked him

"Wapp took them away," Mnk groaned. "He left me and Ham here. W were to be bunped off to remind
you to keep out of the ness. Wapp beat us before he left. Two of his nmen were to cone back and
finish the job."

"They cane," Doc advi sed.

Monk needed nore tine to gather strength, and Doc utilized the interval to drag the two prisoners
into the room Mnk glared at them

"That's the two cooki es who were to cone back," he grow ed. "Whew Every joint |'ve got feels
like it had been pulled apart."

"Know where the other prisoners were taken?" Doc asked.

"Nope, " Monk sai d.

"What have you | earned about the nystery behind this?" Doc queried.

"Not a whole lot," Monk replied. "They're after sonmething that's being grown in this Spook

Hol e. "

" Sonet hi ng bei ng grown?"

"Sure. | heard 'emsay that." Mnk groaned. "And this Spook Hole is an island."

"Spook Hole an island," Doc echoed slowy.

MONK changed his position. He was able to nove a little, if he endured pain. He said, "That's all
I know. "

Doc stated, "We'lIl see what these two fellows can tell," and drifted a hand at the pair on the
floor.

"That's no dice, either," Mnk munbled. "They're two of the gang of new hands that Wapp and
Braski put on in New York. They haven't been told a thing."

"They may know where the prisoners were taken," Doc suggested.

"They'd better!" Mnk gritted fiercely, and began to crawl toward the weirdly paralyzed pair.

The two retained full mental function, and were able to realize what it mght mean if the honely



chenmi st got his hands on them Horror filled their eyes, and a few twitches ran over their
features.

Doc went to them relieved one of the pressure paralysis with a kneadi ng of spinal nerve
centers.

"You know what we want," he said. "You'd better talk."

"What do we got out of it if we talk?" one snarled.

"Your life," Doc said. "And there will be no bargains."

The man did not think it over for long. He nmust have heard a great deal of this bronze man.
"Wapp took the skinny guy, Johnny, and the two wonen," he gul ped. "They were going to lay for old
Hezem ah Law. Wapp found where Law s plane is hidden, with the plane of that one-arned guy - the
bi rd nobody knows."

"Wapp will be at the hiding place with the prisoners?" Doc asked.

"Yeah."
Doc | ooked at Monk. "You know what to do with these two?"
"Yeah," Mnk said grimy. "I know "

Doc bound the two prisoners, and when he left, they were screaming in terror, convinced they were
to be killed, for they had no way of know ng they were to be put under the effects of a long-Ilasting
anaest hetic and shipped to New York, ostensibly as victins of a strange di sease going north for
treatment. In New York, they would be committed to the crimnal-curing "college" in upstate New
Yor k.

A pl ane was noani ng overhead when Doc went out into the night. The throaty noise of the notor
roar indicated powerful horsepower from a single engine.

The sound di m nished rapidly in the south.

IT required al nost an hour of wild driving for Doc Savage to reach the vicinity of the renote
hill spot where he had, before landing at the Blanca Garde airport, |ocated the big foreign

anmphi bian and the little speed ship in which the one-armed nystery man had come from New York. Doc
left his car and wal ked the final half mle.

Wal ki ng, he heard planes again. Two of them this tine, and their sound had that quality which
indicated at |least three notors api ece.

Those two planes al so went away rapidly to the south. Doc put on speed, expectant of the worst.
VWhat he found was up to expectations. He saw the flanes | ong before he reached the hiding place
of the planes. Gory and wild, the scarlet tongues were a bundl e-shaped nonster that |apped with
frenzy at the underside of a pall of black and | emon snoke.

It was the big foreign plane burning, together with the canvas cover. The green canoufl agi ng
boughs whi ch had been piled upon it added heat to the inferno. Too, the big plane had a | ot of wood
inits construction; it was the kind which burned well.

There was a small crowd about - blanketed natives, shivering in the chill of the night. They had
been drawn by the fire, obviously.

Doc Savage addressed themin Spanish, one of innunerable |anguages which he had | earned to speak
fluently. He put questions.

Shots had been heard fromthis spot, it devel oped. Men had done no little shrieking. A plane had
taken off toward the end of the fray.

Doc was particularly inquisitive on the point of the plane.

Afterward, there had been the fire. No one had been able to get close.

Doc Savage found a |ong, green bough, worked as close to the burning plane as he could, and poked
about. There were bodies inside - what was | eft of bodies. There was no means of telling whether
dark or light, large or small.

Doc nanaged to rake one out, and the covering had cooked away enough to show the neat drilling of
bullets in the skull.

Captai n Wapp and his gang had succeeded, to sonme extent at |least. But some of their victins, one
man at | east, had escaped southward in the fast little plane.

Wapp's gang had followed south in two of their own |arge ships. O had they? The bronze man was
only recalling the plane sounds he had heard in the night sky.

They had. Doc |earned that later in the night when he located the small flying field where Wapp
had kept his planes. One of themwas still there. Doc went over it.

Monk and Ham were with him They could do little nore than hobbl e about, so occupied with their
own pains that they even forgot to quarrel with each other.

Doc gave up his exami nation of the deserted plane, having | earned precisely nothing.

"We're sunk now " Mnk groaned. "They've gotten clean away fromus. W haven't the vaguest idea
where Spook Hole is."

"W'll wait," Doc said.

"What for?" Mnk countered.

"Sonmething that | hope will turn up," Doc said dryly. "Things are not as hopel ess as you m ght

t hi nk. "

Monk studied the bronze man for sonme nonents.

"Just what have you got up your sleeve?" he demanded.



He got no answer, which did not surprise him Doc kept many of his plans fromhis own ai des, not
because he did not trust them but because they might fall into the hands of enem es, and there are
nmet hods of getting information fromany man, no matter how determnined he be not to talk.

DOC SAVAGE spent the remainder of the night and nost of the ensuing nmorning at his portable radio

receiver and transmtter. So far as Monk and Hamcould tell, and they watched himclosely, the
bronze man neither sent nor received a single word. But he |istened continuously.
"l don't think you'll have any luck," Mnk told him "You're listening for sonmething from Spook

Hol e, ain't you?"

Doc was slow replying. "Yes."

"We know ol d Hezem ah Law got his cabl egrans by having 'em broadcast from here, and he nust have
pi cked 'emup on a receiving set," Mnk continued by way of argument. "But that don't nmean he had a
transmtter. And if he had one, would he summon hel p? He's went to a lot of trouble to cover up this
secret of hisn."

Ham feeling nuch nore chipper, said, "W know this Spook Hole is an island. Suppose we fly up

and down the coast - "

"One of your typical dunb ideas,"” Mnk told him "This island isn't on the map. That nust be a
nane ol d Hezem ah Law gave it. Now, ny idea -

There was timd knock on the door. Mnk opened it. There was a bare-legged native in a

fantastical ly bright-hued bl anket and a conical straw hat outside.

He extended a wad of paper, said sonething in Spanish. Mnk replied in the sane tongue, gave the
nati ve noney, and took the paper.

"He said the noisy bird in the sky laid this egg in his yam patch,” Mnk told Doc, indicating the
wad of paper. "He says it says sonething in it about being delivered to you. Let's see."

He spread the paper wad open and read it.

"Vell, I'll be a junmpin' - " He shoved the missive at Doc. "O all the breaks! Read this!" FlINDER
W LL BE REWARDED FOR

DELI VERING THI S TO DOC SAVAGE. SPOCK HOLE 49-32-15s and 75-12- 02w.

(Si gned) your ONE- ARVED ACQUAI NTANCE.

"Latitude and | ongitude of Spook Hol e!" Ham rapped.

"The one-arnmed guy with the two good arns threw it out of his plane after he got away from Wapp's
crowd, " Monk concl uded.

A thought seened to strike Monk. He frowned at Doc Savage.

"Look here - you were expecting a break!" he grinned. "Was this it?"

"This is not the one," Doc Savage said pronptly. "But it will do."

Monk still | ooked puzzled, but he did not question the bronze man further. It would have done no
good.

Chapter XiI. THE TERROR IN THE LAGOON

DOC SAVAGE el ected to get his plane on the longitude parallel of Spook Hole, and fly that line
south. It was sinpler, nore certain, for when they crossed the correct |atitude, there would be the
island of nystery, with its broth of enigma and intrigue and death. It was night, and they flew by
the stars.

It got colder rapidly. It was chill even in the big insulated cabin with the electric heaters
goi ng.
"If this is summer down here,"” Monk grunbled, "they nmust have some winter! | hope that snake Sass

keeps a bl anket on Habeas."

"He probably won't," Ham said cheeringly.

"Habeas is a hot country hog," Mpnk continued. "Wen it's cold, he |likes his toddy. Do you know
how to m x a hog toddy, HanP"

"l bought a book the other day that tells how to nake pork sausage,” Ham snapped grimy.

"To nmake hog toddy, you take - " Monk stopped, eyed Doc Savage fixedly. "Ch, oh! Doc seens to
have it spotted!"

The bronze man nodded, pointed, and the others got out binoculars with extrenmely w de
illumnation fields - the type sonetimes called night glasses. It did not take themlong to pick up
Spook Hol e.

It was an island of weird shape, being somewhat of the contour of a fat horseshoe, with here and
there a jagged tentacle of stone ramm ng out into the sea.

Across its wi dest part, the distance could have been no nore than two mles, and the |lagoon in
the center was at points over a mle across. Mnk and Ham renarked on the peculiar aspects of the
pl ace.

"Not a tree on the blasted place," Mnk grunted.

"Too dark to be sure," Hamcorrected. "But |ook at the height of that rock! Bally poor place to
attenpt a landing froma boat."

Doc Savage sent the big ship lower, and cut in the excellent silencers. That along with the
throttling of the notors, might help themnot to be noticed. The ship skirted the island.

There was no beach on the outer shore. Too, a nasty swell was running. Breakers clinbed and
frothed over the rocky coast line, at times spraying considerably over three score feet upward.



The | agoon in the center, however, was only slightly rippled. Mst of it lay in darkness, for the
surroundi ng stone walls were precipitous.

The pl ane cane opposite the | agoon nouth.

"Hey!" Monk expl oded. "Lookit!"

There was a man-nade barrier across this only opening which the central |ake had to the sea. Part
of its distance out fromeach shore, the construction was ordinary - a dike of piled stone.

It was the central portion of the barrier which caught their attention. At first glance, this
resenbl ed a picket fence, with the pickets closely spaced.

Doc Savage sent the plane very low, that they m ght exam ne. Wen the ship arose after their

| ook, they were all thoughtful, silent.

"Did you notice the size of those pickets," Hamsaid at last. "Steel girders, nobst of thema foot
thick."

"Like a blasted fence!" Mnk scratched his bullet of a head, grimacing as his nuscles conpl ai ned.
"Now why woul d anybody want a fence of that size across the nmouth of that |agoon?"

Ham shook his own head. "Strange."

THE ship lifted and spun over the island, angling at tines to the right and to the left as those
aboard sought a spot which | ooked | evel enough for a | anding.

"That begins to look like the roughest blasted place | ever saw," Mnk grunted.

Their search carried themback to the nmouth of the gigantic cove, or |lagoon - or whatever it

coul d be classed - and they scrutinized the fencelike barrier of enornmous steel bars again.
"Lookit!" Monk yelled. "There's kind of a gate affair, swung on pontoons. That nust be to |et
boats in and out."

Doc Savage sent the plane into the |agoon. The sides of the thing shoved up on them darksone and
forbi dding. There was only a patch in the m ddle where the noonbeans touched. It was snpoth water,
however .

"We gonna |l and in here?" Mnk demanded.

"Have to," Doc told him "It's blowing outside, and that swell is terrific. Even if we did get

t he plane down safely, we would stand no chance of |anding."

Wth easy precision, the bronze man settled the big ship lower, at the sane tinme cranking up the
stream i ned struts which supported the | anding wheels. Struts and wheels becanme flush parts of the
hull itself, leaving a perfect surface for water |anding. The design of the huge craft pernmitted the
hull to be used as a pontoon.

Spray sheeted outward, the plane bounced a little, and the small waves nade rattlings underneath.
Then, so suddenly that it was alnost startling, they were in intense darkness. They had run out of
the zone of noonlight.

"Landi ng fl ood | anps?" Monk suggest ed.

"They make too good a target," Doc told him

The bronze man cut the nmotors entirely. Nothing is quite as cranky of management as a seaplane in
the water, but the speed ship was equipped with a sinple solution for that difficulty.

Doc | eaned out and cl anped an outboard notor to fittings which hinged outward fromthe hull. The
out board, light, easily stowed, did not make nmuch noise, and it pushed the big ship in toward the
i nvi si bl e beach.

"W will anchor a short distance fromthe shore until norning," Doc announced. "That will nake it
easier to discover any attack which may be attenpted.”

The outboard nuttered gently. The water seened |like ink below OCccasionally, a ripple caught sone
faint gleamof light behind them Al about, the rimof the island was outlined jaggedly against the
sky, which seened to have acquired an unwhol esone steel -blue hue. Mnk voiced his inpression of the
spot .

"Kinda like | figured the nmouth of Hades woul d | ook," he chuckl ed.

Ham got a sounding line and clinbed out, hanging by a leg fromthe door. He | obbed the | ead ahead
and down.

"No bottomat ten fathons," he called.

The outboard drove the plane on.

"By the mark, nine fathoms," Hamreported, calling the depth after the seafaring fashion.

"Plenty of water," Doc renarked.

"And a quarter, nine," Ham call ed.

The pl ane gave a slight lurch.

"Hey!" Monk barked. "W hit bottom™"

"I'n nine fathons?" Doc said dryly. "You know better than that."

Soret hi ng began to happen to the plane under their feet. It lurched, lifted. A great comption
arose in the water bel ow

"Bl azes!" Monk howl ed. "A sea nobnster or sonething's got us!"

THE horely chenist tore all of the buttons off the front of his coat getting a machi ne-gun pistol
out of its underarm holster. The plane gave a great lurch, and upset him

Lying flat on the floor, Monk shoved an armover the door-sill and released a streamof bullets
into the water. The roar of the gun was ear-splitting, even over the commotion in the water.



Ham pronptly stanped on Monk's wi st.

"Puddi nghead! " the dapper |awer barked. "Want to stir the thing up nore than it is?"

Monk, enraged by the stanping of his wist, struck fiercely at Haml's shin, and Ham began to hop
on one leg and relieve hinmself of choice opinions of Monk in parlor Harvard | anguage.

For a noment, it seened that the ship was going to capsize. Mnk afterward declared that half of
one wing did go under. Then, with a tremendous gurgling, the ship settled |evel.

Li ght gushed out, so white it was eye-hurting. It was Doc Savage at the plane door with a strong
searchlight. He turned the rays downward. Monk and Ham shoved their heads out to | ook.

What they saw was calculated to conplete the standing of their hair on end. The water, green,

om nous, held sonething of fabulous size, a thing that was sinking rapidly into the depths, causing
a swirl that seened for a nmonent about to pull the ship under. The eddy turned the big craft around
tw ce.

"Sea nonster!" Mnk gul ped agai n.

"ldiot," said Ham "There are no such things."

"Sure, it was only ny inmagination!" Monk grated. "I got a notion to throw you over and see if the
thing is a maneater. Stanp on ny wist, will you! R ght where themguys had ne tied up | ast night!"
"The outboard has stopped,"” Doc Savage sai d.

It had been stopped sonme nonents - since the fantastic thing had come up under the plane. Leaning
out, Doc Savage fought to free the notor fromits brackets. It was jamed, twi sted. Finally, he got
it loose, hauled it inside.

The shaft, the tubing in which it turned, was bent into an elbow. And the bl ades of the propeller
were a gnarled tuft. There was sone substance entangled with the propeller. Mnk took hold of it
gingerly and wenched it free. He turned It slowy. The stuff was raw, dark and tough.

"Hi de," Monk said.

"Don't be silly," Hamjeered, but in an uncertain voice. "That stuff is nore than an inch

t hi ck."

Doc Savage took the | eathery piece, examned it.

"What's your verdict?" Mnk questioned.

"The same as yours," Doc told him

THERE was a somewhat uneasy silence as Doc Savage started the plane notors and sent the big craft
toward shore.

"Any objections if we spend the night ashore instead of anchored, as we had pl anned?" he

queri ed.

Monk said fervently, "Fifty mllion dollars wouldn't keep ne out here all night."

Since there had been enough noise to advertise their presence to any one within nmles, they
turned on the floodlights in the wings. These picked up - across an entirely peaceful stretch of
water - an inviting hard sand beach.

Doc cranked the | andi ng wheel s down and they rolled the plane up on the beach. It was not

ext ensive enough for a take-off, so they turned the nose of the plane toward the water, so that if
the worst canme, they would have a chance to get into the air fromthe | agoon surface.

They doused the lights and unl oaded.

"You should get sone sleep," Doc warned. "You fellows are still pretty well under the weather."

"I never felt less sleepy," Mnk announced. "In fact, after what just happened, |'Il have

ni ghtmares for a nonth."

Doc consi der ed.

"If you fellows want to guard the plane, | will scout a bit," he suggested.

Monk agreed, "O K. by nme."

DOC SAVAGE noved away fromthe plane, but did not quit the vicinity imediately. Instead, he

wal ked in a slow circle, depositing on the sand and anong the rocks small, dark balls approxi mtely
the size of bird eggs. These he had gotten fromthe plane before starting.

Wien he was done, he had distributed a senmicircle of the balls around the plane, covering
approaches to it fromthe land. Satisfied, he noved off into the night.

He kept to the beach. It was as likely a place as any for his night prowing, and nore easily
traversed.

It was a forlorn, spooky place. The wind which was stirring the sea outside whooped |ike distant
banshees anong the rocky pinnacles of the island. The small |agoon waves nmade rapid | appings on the
beach.

Once, out in the lagoon, there was a terrific tumult of watery noises, coupled with a trenendous
snufling and snorting, as if some aquatic titan were disporting playfully. Doc listened for a | ong
time, but the noise did not come again.

Shortly after that, the bronze man's trained nostrils caught an odor, vague at first, then, as he
advanced, nore distinct. It was a very civilized snmell. Gasoline.

He advanced. Changed nature of the wave | appings told himthere was sonething in the water near
shore. He waded out.

He found two planes - nangled as he had never seen planes nangled before. Falling into the |agoon
had not done the damage. Rather, they seenmed to have been pummel ed about. Wngs were knocked into



the fuselages. Hulls were caved in, pontoons crushed - not fromthe top, but fromthe bottom
Doc did not use a light, but went over them by hand. Gasoline still leaking froma slightly
punctured tank, ran cold on his hands.

The bronze man knew planes. He identified the type of these, and by that knew they were the two
crafts flown by Wapp and his gang. Hopel ess wecks, both.

He found no bodies inside.

But farther along the beach, there was a dead nman. He had been crushed fromthe wai st up, every
maj or bone in that portion of his anatony broken. He was one of Wapp's crowd.

Doc Savage turned back toward his plane.

He was | ooking toward the spot where it lay when there was a |loud report, somewhat holl ow,

followed instantly by a tremendous bl aze of white light. The light continued its brilliant glare
steadily.
Chapter XII1. WAR I N SPOOK HCOLE

DOC SAVAGE ran toward the light. The Illumnation did not surprise him It was the work of one of
the small balls he had distributed so carefully. They were filled with a chemi cal which ignited and
burned brightly when the thin-shelled container was broken - as it would break if stepped upon by a
prow er.

Anot her of the lights whitened out. Either Mnk and Ham had stepped upon them by m stake, or
there was an attack.

It was the latter. Two pistol shots banged out. One of the nachi ne-gun pistols turned | oose an
unhol y nmoani ng. Doc put on nore speed.

Qut in the lagoon, there was a great splashing. It went al nost unnoticed in the new uproar.

Doc cane to a point where he could see the plane nore distinctly. It was being attacked. Men were
running toward it, firing as they cane. The bul ky squatness of Captain Wapp was prom nent in the
f or egr ound.

Wapp dived to one side, slammed down behind a snall boul der, and proceeded to roll the rock ahead
of himas a shield. This perhaps | ooked easy to Wapp, but in execution, it proved to be difficult.
He fell behind the others.

The superfirers were taking their toll. One man went down, then another. The rest wavered. The
sudden bursting of light fromthe little chem cal balls had already upset their nerves.

Wapp had one quality of a | eader. He knew when to retreat.

"W bane licked!" he howl ed. "Run, you fellers."

Obedi ence coul d not have been nobre pronpt. Wth great |eaps, the attackers sailed back into the
ni ght.

"Dummers!" roared Wapp. "Take der two dot got hit! Doc Savage's fellers bane shoot a bullet dot
only puts you to sleep.”

This noved the fleeing ones to pause and gather up the pair who had fallen. Staggering, swearing,
t hey plunged away. Captain Wapp got up and followed them

MONK bounced out of Doc's speed plane, doing sone how ing on his own account, eager to push an

of fensi ve. The honely chemi st was exhibiting an agility not nuch | ess than incredible, considering
his condition the night before.

Captain Wapp, bringing up the tail end of the retreat, paused to enpty a revolver at Mnk, and
the latter hastily dived back into the plane. He | oosened another burst from his nachi ne-gun

pi stol.

Doc Savage cane up, asking Monk and Ham "You hit?"

"Heck, no!" Monk grunted.

"I'll see what | can do to hasten their retreat," Doc said.

The bronze man ran toward the edge of the beach. Monk and Hamraced after him the stiffness of
their muscles slow ng them up sonmewhat .

Doc threw over his shoulders, "It's not good for you fellows to exert yourselves too -

Ham said, "I would not miss this for anything!" and tried to put on nore speed.

They could hear their quarry ahead, retreating fast. Twice, Mnk tried bursts fromthe

machi ne-gun pistol. They seenmed to do nothing but bring back stray bullets which sizzled noisily
anmong the rocks.

Wapp's crowd nust have been famliar with the terrain, probably having seen it during the day.
They nmade better speed than Doc's trio - perhaps not better speed than the bronze man coul d have
made al one, but he did not | eave Monk and Ham who were very slow and tired quickly.

It was fantastically difficult going. Tinme after tine, a sheer height of stone barred their way.
Once, Monk woul d have tunbled into a gaping chasm had Ham not gripped his coattails. They did not
show lights. It would have drawn bull ets.

Doc cane to a decision.

"Back we go," he said. "Daylight is the time for this. And they may flank us and get to our

pl ane. "

They turned back, noving nore slowy, stopping often to listen. Perhaps a hundred yards from
their plane, Doc Savage expl oded into abrupt novenent.

"Sonme one at the ship!" he rapped, and plunged into the night.



THE chemical ball flares had burned thensel ves out around the plane, |eaving a darkness that was
like solidified ink

Doc's ears had caught snall sounds in the sepia abyss. They were water noises, splashes, the rasp
of sonething, probably a boat keel, on sand. There had been another note too - a clinking, as of
wrenches working on netal.

Not wi shing to charge into an anbush, the bronze man produced a flashlight, twi sted the focusing
head so that it would throw a wi de beam and crouched behi nd a boul der. He thunbed the |ight on
There was no one around the plane

But fifty feet fromthe shore, there was a strange, flat little boat. It was very shall ow of
draft, and driven by an outboard notor. The notor was not running

A man, standing erect, was poling the craft along silently in the shallows, |leaving the vicinity
of the plane

It was the man of nystery, the fell ow who had pretended to be one-arnmed

He flopped flat in the boat and gave the starting cord of his outboard a yank. He nust have
prined the little notor ahead of tine, for it caught instantly.

Lying flat in his speeding shell, the man yelled. H's words could be understood distinctly.

"l1've got the carburetors off your plane mptors!" he shouted. "You can't get away. There's no
food on this island. And |'ve got the only water protected so you can't get to it."

"What are you trying to do?" Doc's powerful voice was a crashing to reach the man above the

out board npan

"Ht a bargain with you," the man bell owed back. "Get Wapp and his crowd out of the way for ne
and |'Il give you your notor parts so you can get away fromhere. You'll have to | eave wi thout
asking too many questions, too!"

The outboard was powerful and the little craft receded swiftly. It was al nbst out of the
flashli ght beamrange when Monk and Ham cane staggering up

Doc seized Monk's rapid-firer and drove a streamof nercy slugs toward the fleeing boat. But the
occupant sl amred down flat, and turned the craft so that the bul k of the notor protected him He got
away .

They listened to the npan of the outboard betaking itself away. One thing was noticeable. The
little boat clung very closely to the shore, where the water was shallow. Not once did it venture
out in the depths

"Looks kinda like that guy was | eery of them nonsters, or whatever they are, in the |lagoon," Mnk
remar ked

DOC SAVAGE nade a hasty examination of the plane, and it was as the nysterious one-arned man had
sai d; he had taken off all the carburetors. This had not been difficult, since the carburetors, for
ease in cleaning, were fitted with qui ck-detachabl e | ugs

"Any spares aboard?" Mnk asked

"No," Doc told him "Only those minor parts which coomonly get out of order."

"I think we will put the plane in the water and anchor it," Doc said
Ham began doubtfully, "But those things, whatever they are, in the water - -"
"l believe we will be safe enough where the water is shallow," Doc told him "At least, it is a

choi ce between two evils - the lagoon, or Wapp's gang - and | do not think Wapp's crowd will be
eager to venture into the water."

Doc told of the smashed planes he had found on the beach, and of the crushed human body near by.
"Whew! * Monk breathed, after the recital. "Sonme hole, this!"

He gl anced about, snall eyes striving to pierce the intense darkness. He listened to the

mour nful, sepul chral howl of the wind anong the rock spires. It was not an inspiringly cheerfu
sound at the best, and even less in view of what the night had so far produced

"The Spook part of the nanme fits, too," Mnk added

They shifted the position of the plane, managing to roll it by hand down the hard sand until it
floated, then guiding it, at times fighting the strong wind gusts, until they were sone hundreds of
yards fromtheir previous position. They anchored in water not nmuch nore than knee deep

"The tide is coming in," Doc said. "That nmeans there will be nobre water here soon. |If it becones
too deep, we will nove toward the shore."

An hour later, the noon shifted its position enough to disclose, quite near, a cove with high
rocky sides. Inside this, the plane would be conceal ed fromview, except to an observer across the
| agoon

Monk said, "I still can't sleep. What do you say we | eave the crate and scout around?"

Doc agreed. He was anxious to find the prisoners, Pat, Nancy Law and Johnny, if they were still
alive

Before | eaving the plane, they did a nunber of things calculated to entertain any prow er. Snal
bonbs contai ning an anaesthetic gas whi ch produced harm ess unconsci ousness were hooked up to
detonate if the doors were opened

Monk, with sone difficulty, rigged electrical shocking devices which would all but render

sensel ess any one touching certain parts of the fusel age

"Long Tom woul d be the guy to do this," Mnk remarked as he worked. "Wonder what happened to him



in New York? He never did show up fromthat engagenent he had in Washington."

Doc said, "Let us get going."

THE ni ght was cold. Misture in the sand had frozen, so that the brittle crust crunched under
their feet until they noved in close against the wall of cliffs, where the sand was nore dry.

The wi nd nade strange sounds. Qut in the | agoon, there was an outburst of the el ephantine

spl ashi ng

"A plugged nickel would buy nmy share of this place," Mnk stated

Doc drove a bronze hand agai nst Monk's arm stopping him Ham was brought up |ikew se. The three
of them stood, ears hunting sounds until their drums ached. Monk and Ham caught only the ghostly
orchestration of the island

Then the bronze nan eased away in the darkness. He was gone fully five mnutes, and at no tine
did he make a perceptible sound. Then he materialized besi de Monk and Ham

"What was it?" Ham breat hed

Doc Savage was sl ow speaking. Wien he did voice words, they were abrupt, inperative, excited
"There he is!" Doc ripped. "Get him"

The bronze man nade rapid slappings with his feet - but did not change position. Mnk and Ham

i kewi se stood rigid. They did not know which way to nove

Silence fol |l owed, absolute except for the island noises

Monk, very snall of voice, queried, "Just what was the idea?"

"Thought | heard sonme one near," Doc said dryly. "I could not |ocate anybody by searching.

tried that trick, hoping that the skul ker woul d nove and betray his position. | guess there was no
one. The wi nd nust have noved a rock."

They went on slowy.

There was a skul ker. Had he been a white man, Doc woul d probably have found him But this fellow
was half a thing of the wild, versed in ways of the stalk, and sly.

He had stood perfectly still since inadvertently neking the snall noise, nor did he stir unti

Doc Savage and his two conpani ons had noved on a good di stance.

The aboriginal fellow wore no stitch of clothing, for garments have a way of rubbing together and
maki ng smal | noi ses. Too, he had done what for himwas an unusual thing - he had taken a bath
recently, to rid hinself of any body odors that might reach a keen nostril.

The skul ker eased away. Hi s big, calloused feet nmade no noticeabl e sounds. He seened i npervious
to the chill, in spite of his nakedness, and did not shiver

He qui ckened his pace when he was out of earshot, beginning to run with great strides. Atine or
two, he fell over rocks, but on the whole, he got along surprisingly well.

Hi s course | ed himaround the edge of the | agoon. Then he turned toward the shore and began to
clinb. He seemed, as far as the noonlight permitted vision, to be surmounting a sheer crag which
poked upward like a gigantic thunb.

There was a path of sorts, a series of exposed steps. They led to a tinber which bridged an
expanse of space with a straight drop of fully two hundred feet directly bel ow. Beyond the tinber
was a | adder which led up to a round hole in the stone. There was a stir at the hole

A swarthy giant with a knife of i mense size | ooked out, then grunted wordl essly and permtted
the naked one to enter

THE native without clothes went directly to a stone chanber in which a very nodern electric |ight
burned. The subterranean chanber was large, and its depth in the stone pinnacle was indicated by the
fact that no sound of the noisy night penetrated, not even the hollow roar of surf on the outer
coast of the island

The place was not especially tidy, but it held a trenmendous array of chemical equipnment. It was
not a | aboratory, one versed in such matters would have realized at a glance, but rather an
installation designed for the manufacture of some special product. Just what that product was, it
m ght have taken even an experienced chem st some tinme to discover

The one-armed man of nystery was working in the center of the room plunging an electric stirring
device into an enornous vat under which electric heating apparatus functi oned

There was a concoction being mxed in the vat. Three gl ass tubes ran steady streans of
ingredients, and fromtine to time the man turned the contents of the jars

He was using both his arns, and his face wore a grimexpression. He m ght have been a sorcerer
concocting some witch's brew.

He | ooked at the big native and said, "Wo do you think you are - Adan? Go put on sone clothes."
The Patagoni an tied a cloth about hinself. When he spoke, his English was fair enough

"Doc Savage and his two nen have changed the | ocation of their plane," he said. "They have
anchored - "

"The fools did not get out in the |agoon?" the other snapped

"No, no," the native explained hastily. "They are in a small cove, in shallow water, exploring
the vicinity."

"How nmuch have they | earned?"

"Very little," said the aborigine

"WAait a minute," the white man grunted. "|'ve got to finish this stuff. Qur project cannot



stop.”
"The vats are low," agreed the other.
"Didn't |eave enough before | went to New York," grunmbled the man mixing the strange brew "But

this is about done. It will be adm nistered as usual. You understand?"
"l understand - mixed with the food before it is throwm into the |Iagoon," the swarthy giant
agr eed.

NEARLY hal f an hour was expended in the conpleting of the m xing process. Not until the final
product was di shed out into glass jars did the man who was preparing it seem satisfied.

"That will carry us a week," he said, stepping back.

"Shall | return to watch the bronze nan?" asked the big native.

"No." The fake one-arnmed man seened weary, desperate. "This fell ow Wapp got ashore with all of

his men but one, although he was fool enough to make the mistake of landing his planes in the

| agoon. He is dangerous, for his party outnunbers us, and is a well-arned party. Too, | think he
brought a small field gun and expl osive shells. | believe | saw themdragging it out of the weck of
their planes."

"We fight them" said the dark Indian.

"And get |icked," grunted the other. "No. W've got to use our heads. |'ve got a plan. | hate to
use it, because it means one of us will have to |et ourselves be captured by Wapp."

"l do that," offered the Patagoni an.

The white man sniled, and cl apped the other on the shoul der.

"Wth luck, you can persuade themnot to kill you," he said. "And | think it will be worth the
risk."” He frowned bl ackly. "Spook Hole, here, is the product of ny life's work and study. | worked
on this for years. And |'ve got it, something that will make us all wealthy. And damed if | turn it
| oose. "

"What you want do?" queried the native.

"Poke around Wapp's canp,"” directed the other. "Let yourself be caught. Pretend to be scared into
tal ki ng when they try to question you. Tell them where Doc Savage is."

"Then they nake another try and maybe kill this Savage nman," said the native.

The other shook his head. "Ch, no. Because, in the neantinme, 1'll warn Savage. The idea, you see,
is to keep these two outfits scrapping each other until Savage finally |licks Wapp. Then we -

" Suppose Wapp wi n?"

"He won't," the white man said with conviction. "I'"mbetting on that. And when Savage cones out

on top, we've got the parts of his plane to bargain with him W can force himto | eave w thout
aski ng too nmany questions."

They talked it over. It was a sinple plan, to play each side against the other, retaining a club
over the conbatant which they thought would w n.

"Wapp will keep you unharned," the one-armed man assured the Patagonian. "Let Wapp think you know
how this place may be taken. And, if you can, aid those prisoners of Wapp's to escape. One of them
is ny niece, Nancy Law. The other two are Doc Savage's friends, one his aide, Johnny, and the other
his cousin, Patricia Savage. No telling when Wapp, the fool, will decide to kill them"

They went out, and at the exit, found a very puzzl ed guard.

THE baffl ed expressi on which the door guard wore caught the attention of the one-arnmed nan
instantly.

"What is it?" he asked in Patagoni an dial ect.

"Strange cries frombelow " The aborigi ne pointed downward vaguely. "They have the sound of one

of ny people in distress. They are in ny |anguage. | go down. But there is no one."

"It has the mark of a trick," the white man said slowmy. "But it could not be Wapp. None of his
crowd speak the Patagoni an | anguage. You, guard, use much care in investigating these sounds if you
hear them again."

"l have used care," the |ook-out said. "I will continue to do so."

The bi g Patagoni an who had come fromthe cove where Doc's plane lay, and the white man, the

latter fastening one arminside his coat so that it would appear he was one-arned, took their slow
departure down the sheer face of the stone spire.

The guard at the entrance watched them go, then listened after the night swallowed them The spot
whi ch he guarded was one alnpst entirely inaccessible, except for this one route, and a single man
could stand off an arnmy fromthat point.

There is one gesture which seens to indicate puzzlenent the world over - the sinple, absent
scratching of the head with a finger.

The Pat agoni an | ook-out did this as he peered downward. He was puzzled over those cries he had
heard. Intently, he watched the darkness bel ow.

Fromtinme to time, sounds came fromthe series of roons carved out of the rock behind him but he
paid no attention. Some of his fellow aborigines were quartered there.

There was, however, a figure stirring in the stone chanbers which was not one of the Patagonians,
al t hough in physique, the prow er considerably surpassed even the | argest of the enornous natives.
DOC SAVAGE was in the roomwhich held the chem cal apparatus, and he was very interested in the
brew whi ch the one-armed man of nystery had so painstakingly concoct ed.



The Pat agoni an who had corme fromthe cove where the plane was hidden, so blithely sure he had
evaded the bronze man, had been markedly | ess clever than he imagi ned.

Doc, after pretending to depart with Monk and Ham had sinply circled back and waited until the
man did nove. Followi ng the fellow had been difficult, but certainly not inpossibly so.

Entering the stronghold within the stone peak had been nore difficult. Solution of that finally
had been the decoying of the |ook-out with faint cries in his own tongue. Doc had entered, unseen,
whil e the man investigated.

The bronze man went over the chemcal array a second time, now inspecting the ingredients of the
strange brew. These were in bottles, phials, cartons, and all bore | abels. None of themwere
especially rare - practically all could be purchased froma | arge pharm cal supply house.

Any one watching the bronze nan's features would have, for once, seen expression. Conprehension!
Sati sfacti on!

For a noment, the strange, low trilling sound, the exotic note peculiar to Doc's noments of

mental excitenment, came into existence, ranging not unmel odi ously.

It carried, and back in the recesses of the stone |abyrinth, a coarse aboriginal voice runbled
out in puzzlenment, causing Doc's sound to cone to an abrupt end. He had not realized he was naking
it, which was not uncommonly the case.

Al ways, that sound had a distinct significance. And just now it neant that the bronze man had
conpleted links in his chain of theory which made the whol e thing become an array of convincing
fact.

He had a good line on the secret of Spook Hol e.

Chapter XIV. MAN TRAP

DOC SAVACGE eased out of the chanber, and headed toward the exit. Once, when he heard a man
stirring somewhere, he whipped into a roomwhich seermed enpty.

It was evidently a study of sonme sort, for a nunber of bookracks stood well away fromthe walls,
and there was a chair, ponderous, poorly stuffed, apparently made by a man who was no especially
skilled carpenter.

On the walls and in honme-nmade exhibit cases were nounted narine speci nens. Doc Savage exam ned
one by the light that filtered in fromthe corridor. It was a rare asterozoa type.

It was no assortnent which would be kept by the ordinary anateur, but rather was one which showed
Hezem ah Law - and probably he had nmade the collection - was no ordinary authority on marine life.
There was a | arge case along one wall, covered with canvas. Doc lifted the canvas covering.

Inside were jars which held a colorless liquid, possibly a preservative, and dark, tunorish-Iooking
growths in various stages of devel opnent.

It was such an exhibit as m ght have been found on the shel ves of a physician specializing in
cancer or sone |like growth, except that these exhibits were huge. Sone of the growths were fully as
| arge as bushel baskets.

Since he hoped to create for hinself the opportunity of examning all of this later, at his

| ei sure, Doc Savage noved out of the study and down the corridor. There was a soft pad of sand
underfoot. This stone pinnacle was of soft formation, not difficult to excavate.

The guard at the entrance cane into view He was still |eaning downward, |istening, hoping to
hear the strange cries which had so puzzled him

Doc satisfied the watchman. The bronze man noved his head back, tensed throat nuscles, and there
issued fromhima ventriloqulal imtation of a man calling out in the Patagonian tongue in the
infinite distance.

The guard started violently, decided the call cane frombel ow - whence it did seemto enanate -
and picked up a powerful hand |ight and began to descend the precarious path. By tossing his |ight
ahead, he could illum nate every foot of the path. He knew no one could get up past him

The man nade one mistake. He neglected to | ook behind him Had he done so, he m ght have seen a
giant bronze man, larger by far than hinmself, sliding down a thin silken cord, one end of which was
secured to a coll apsible grapple which had caught in a crevice in the stone.

But the watchman did not | ook back, and spent the next half hour in a vain search for the voice
he thought he had heard calling from bel ow

Doc Savage made an attenpt to pick up the trail of the nysterious one-arnmed man and his big

Pat agoni an. He had no luck. They had too much of a start.

The bronze man headed for the little cove which harbored his plane and Monk and Ham

THE one-arnmed man of nystery and his Patagoni an had travel ed fast since |eaving their stronghold.
But, nearing the spot where Wapp and his gang were encanped, they canme to a halt.

The white man clinbed atop a jutting of rock and surveyed Wapp's canp. Evidently, he had spotted
it during the previous day, or sone of his Patagonians had watched Wapp's crowd take up a position
there.

Wapp had used judgnent in the selection of a canp site. Atop a steep hill, there was a pile of
weat hered stone bl ocks of trenmendous size, probably once a part of a great boul der which the ice of
many winters had split into fragnents.

This forned excellent shelter, and since the sides of the steep hill were wi thout cover, and
rather well-illumnated by nmoonlight, it was a retreat very difficult to take by surprise. Afire



snoul dered anong the boul ders and cast weird, bloody flickerings.

The one-armed man clinbed down and tal ked to his Patagonian.

"You will advance and | et yourself be caught," he said. "Tell them after a tinme, where Doc
Savage can be found. It is a risky thing you are doing, ny friend, and | shall not forget it. Your
house wi Il forever be a rich one."

"It is all | ask," said the big Patagonian in his native tongue.

The aboriginal went forward, skulking in the noon shadows. He seened to have a good idea of where
Wapp' s wat chnen were stationed.

He managed his own capture in a sinple manner. He sinply stunbled, as if he had fallen
accidentally while prowiing, and fell out in plain sight.

"Hold it!" ripped a voice from above.

The Patagoni an sinmulated terror and lay perfectly still. The man above did not take chances.
"Cet up and cone here!" he grated. "And no funny business!"”

It was the small, tough-1looking fellow, Sass, and he had the pig, Habeas, anchored to a near-by
boul der.

The Pat agoni an advanced, neking his big linbs trenble as if scared half out of his wits. He
permtted hinself to be taken a prisoner. Very shortly, he was before Wapp.

Wapp used no gentle nethod of questioning. He kicked and beat the big native, all the while

bel | owi ng demands. He wanted to know how to get into the veritable fortress excavated in the spire
of stone.

"There be no way," insisted the Patagonian. He was crying like a child now H s act was very
good.

Wapp wanted to know where Hezem ah Law coul d be found. Was Hezemi ah Law dead, anobng the slain in
the burned plane at Blanca Garde? It seermed that Wapp did not know.

Wapp finally got around to asking questions about Doc Savage.

The bi g Patagoni an coul d have shown even the wily Ropes, who was standing near by w th Braski,
fine points in the art of deceit.

Apparently in great fear, the native adnmitted that he had been scouting for Doc Savage, had found
his canp, and was returning with the informati on when he had, oh, so unfortunately, been captured.
"Where bane dot Savage feller?" Wapp how ed.

The Pat agoni an descri bed the cove.

Wapp roared orders. A great bustle of activity seized the canp as an expedition prepared to get
under way to wi pe out the bronze man - or at least, try it again.

QUT in the darkness, the one-arned man of nystery had watched until he saw that surge of notion
as men got ready to go forth. He had wanted to be certain Wapp would fall into the trap before he
went to warn Doc.

Wi le waiting, the man had freed the arm which he had been keepi ng fastened under his coat. But
now, before |eaving his vantage point, he replaced the armin its covering. He nmuttered his dislike
of this.

"I hope it don't go on forever," he grunbl ed.

The man cl anbered down fromthe rocky prom nence, sighed his relief when he reached snoot her
going, and stepped out swiftly. He would have to nove fast, if Doc Savage was to be warned, and

ti pped of a nmethod by which he mght set a trap for Wapp's crowd.

The one-arnmed man took no nore than half a dozen steps. He heard a slight sound, stopped. The
next instant, there was a | ouder noise, a whistling, at his back. H's brain seenmed to fly to pieces.
He started falling, it appeared, an infinite, black distance.

He fell, actually, only as far as the ground.

A man who had struck hi m down pounced upon him fearing resistance. But the one-arnmed fell ow was
sensel ess.

The attacker chuckl ed once, gleefully, then picked up his victimand bore himtoward Wapp's
stronghol d. He hailed the guard at the top, and was told to advance. He did so, carrying his prize.
"l guess | didn't do so bad, eh?" he chuckl ed.

The wat chman stared.

"For the love of a blubber spade!" he gul ped. "The one-armed guy who's had everybody guessin'!
Were'd you annex hin?"

The proud captor conveyed that information to Wapp an instant |ater.

"l was scoutin' around, |ike you told nme," he advised Wapp. "I hear two birds noseyin' around. |
sneak up close, but can't crack down on 'em on account of there ain't no chance. But | hear 'em
gabbin' . "

"Vot dey done sai d?" Wapp denanded.

"They had a schene,"” replied the other. "That big wild man was to kid you into junping Doc
Savage. This other bird was to tip Savage so he'd have a party all ready for you."

"Der bummers!" roared Captain Wapp.

LUNG NG over, Captain Wapp perforned his favorite operation on prisoners. He gave the one-arnmed
man of nystery a terrific kick in the side - and thus discovered that the prisoner really had two
good arnms. They freed the hidden arm swearing their amazenent.



The surly Ropes had been standi ng back with Braski, watching. Now they both | eaped in and went to
work on the captive.

The man of nystery was relieved of a set of false teeth, and a certain amount of grease paint was
rubbed off his features, |eaving a visage which was certainly not that of a young man. Vigorous
rubbing al so disclosed that his hair was covered with sone greasy darkeni ng substance. Actually, he
was nearly white-headed.

Braski and Ropes stood back triunphantly and | ooked at Captai n Wapp.

"Recogni ze hi n?" Braski asked.

"I'mtelling a man," Wapp |leered. He | eaned close to the prisoner. "Vot was der idea?"

The captive | ooked incredibly old and beaten.

"Ch, | suspected Braski fromthe first," he said wearily.

"Me!" Braski exploded. "You suspected ne?"

"You had been selling nmy product and keeping part of the proceeds,"” said the man on the floor. "I

checked up on you and learned that. | assuned the disguise of a one-arnmed nman and went to New York
to get back at you, sonehow. It was then that | |earned you and Captain Wapp and Ropes were all
wor ki ng together, and that you planned to kill nme and take everything. Not satisfied with what you

coul d steal, were you?"

Braski swore.

Wapp | ooked at him and gi bed, "Not bane so smart as you think, eh?"
The man on the floor added another bit of information.

"It was me who called in Doc Savage," he said. "I sent himan unsigned telegramtelling himto
investigate the whaling ship Harpoon. That was after you grabbed nmy niece, Nancy Law. | wanted
Savage to rescue her. | didn't think he would | earn anything. The girl knew nothing."

Captain Wapp junped up and down |ike an enraged ani mal and baw ed profanity which carried fully a
mle, even over the wail of the ghostly w nd.

"You bane pay for trouble you cause!" he shrieked.

"You'll never take nmy headquarters,” the man on the floor said grimy. "My Patagonians will fight
you to the end."

"About dot, we will see," Wapp told hi mom nously.

The smal |, pale thug, Sass, had been standing in the background. Now he shoved forward, pointing
at the man who was bei ng questi oned.

"Just who is this?" he denmanded.

VWapp swore.

"That," he said, "is Hezem ah Law. "

Chapter XV. WAPP CLCSES | N

SASS absently nudged the pig, Habeas, with a toe, as he stared at the recunbent form of the man
identified as Hezem ah Law. Then Sass scratched his head.

"But the dane, Nancy Law, cabled down here when this guy was in New York, and got an answer," he
sai d.

Braski glared at Hezemi ah Law. "How about that?"

Sass popped brown sassafras bark between his jaws and echoed, "Yeah? How about it?"

"l was watching Doc Savage's office," Hezem ah Law said drearily. "They caught me snoopi ng, but |

got away. Anyway, | knew the girl had sent the cable. So | sinply cabled ny nmen here to answer it as
if | were still in Patagonia. | had some of ny natives waiting in Blanca Garde with a plane, as you
wel | know. "

"But why all the phenagling?" Braski persisted.
"Yeah," Sass agreed. "Wy the fiddle-faddl e?"

"To keep every one thinking | was in Patagonia," Hezenm ah Law snapped peevishly. "I didn't want
Doc Savage to know | was in New York. He would have asked questions about this place, and | wanted
its secret kept. And naturally, | didn't want you crooks to know "

"Sm | e when you say dot!" Captain Wapp booned with coarse pleasantry, and delivered a kick which
must certainly have cracked one of old Hezem ah Law s ri bs.

Law withed sone, npaned, but said nothing with words.

Wapp teetered back on his heels and eyed Braski .

Braski said, "This is about cleaned up. W got Law. W& got his niece. W got Doc Savage's cousin
and one of his nen, and we got Doc Savage hinself spotted, and the two men with himain't in such
hot shape for a fight."

"Dot's a nmouthful,"” Wapp agreed. "Me, Aye say get rid of themdot we've got here."

Braski nodded. "All but Hezem ah Law. "

"Why not hi n?" Wapp wanted to know.

"W nust know the ingredients of that stuff Hezemi ah Law nmixes up for feeding purposes," Braski
pointed out. "Wthout it, we can't go ahead and operate this place for ourselves."

"Dot's a fact," Wapp nodded. "We keep Hezemi ah alive. W put kibosh on rest, eh?"

"O K ," said Braski.

They finished getting their weapons together, Wapp giving the orders. A close observer m ght have
noticed that Braski and his crony, Ropes, were trying to get together w thout being observed. But



they did not succeed.

Wapp separated one man fromthe expedition and told himto stay behind.

"How much nerve bane you got?" Wapp asked.

The sel ected thug was a scarred, weazened rodent with the marks of his trade all over him and he
said, "I got plenty. Al it takes. Try me."

"When Aye get back, Aye might not find nobody but Hezem ah Law alive, eh?" Captain Wapp said
meani ngly.

"l get you," said the man. "The others m ght have bullet trouble."

Thus were the orders for nurder given,

CAPTAI N WAPP forned his expedition into a tight group, and they set forth down the side of the

hill, nmoving alertly, and vanished into the darkness.
They did not make rmuch noise, for soon the whoop and noan of the wind was all that could be
heard. A thin cloud scud had appeared and was racing in detached fragnents, |ike badly scared

ani mal s, across the nmoon's face, making eerie intervals of nurk.

The man |l eft behind to do nmurder handl ed his gun, then pocketed it and drew out a knife, which he
seened to have decided to use. He began whetting the knife.

He was testing the edge on a hair plucked fromhis own head when he heard a sound and stared, to
see the dimnutive Sass coming up the hill.

"What'd you cone back for?" asked the appointed killer.

Sass swore.

"That fool, Wapp," he grow ed. "He changed his mnd. Sent ne back to tell you."

"Tell what ?'

"You're not to kill the prisoners," said Sass. "And brother, you'd better not, because |'m going
back and tell Wapp they're alive, and he'll skin you if you croak 'em He's decided - "

"Aw, hell!" grow ed the other.

Sass betook hinself away in the noisy night.

The man | eft behind to do the killing had nuch of the satanic in his make-up. He noved around to

where the prisoners lay - the long, bony Johnny; Pat, |ooking very bronze-haired and trim and
attractive Nancy Law, who did not seemunduly frightened.

The man knew the prisoners had heard that they were to be slain, all but old Hezem ah Law, who

| ay, bound and gagged, in a crevice. But the man did not think they had heard Sass come back and
countermand the order. So he thought he woul d have sone of his brand of fun.

He whetted his knife visibly for a tine, then wal ked over, tangled fingers in Pat's hair, and
lifted her head, baring her throat, as if for a cut.

"If | was a gentleman, | might |eave you until the last, baby," he said. "But | ain't no

gentl eman. "

Wth dryness in her throat, Pat said, "Anybody could see that."

The man snarl ed, grabbed her hair again - and sonethi ng happened. Sonething whizzed out of the
surroundi ng night, went clank! on his head, then bounced off. It was a rock the size of a baseball.
The man fell fiat on his face and only the tips of his fingers noved.

Al of the prisoners lay still, stunned with surprise. Pat's |lips were parted slightly. They
separated nore as a knife cane sailing out of the darkness, fromthe spot where the thrown rock had
materialized. It skittered al nost to her.

Pat lost no tine |ooking the gift over. She rolled, got her fingers on the knife, and cut herself
free. She sliced through the ropes which held the others.

Johnny heaved up, gulping, "I'll be superanmal ganated," and ran and searched where the knife and
rock had come from

"Unconeat abl e eventuation," he murnured.

"W weren't all born with a dictionary in our nouths,” Pat told him

"An incredibl e happening,"” Johnny said with smaller words. "I cannot find any one."

They all | ooked about. But there was no sign of their nysterious benefactor.

WHI LE they were tying up their late captor, who was only sensel ess, Pat said, "W've got to help
Doc. Warn him " She turned on old Hezemi ah Law. "You know where Doc is. Show us the place."

"I will that!" Hezem ah Law said with alacrity. He got up, groaned. "That Wapp broke one of ny

ri bs when he kicked ne."

They took the pistol they found on the person of the senseless guard. It was the only weapon they
had. They left the hill and stunbled through the darkness, traversing the incredible forest of stone
in the direction of the |agoon cove.

Johnny cane cl oser to Hezeni ah Law.

"Consunmmat e exergesis, a recapitulation, is nandatory," he said.

Hezem ah Law grunt ed.

Pat cane over. "Maybe he doesn't speak your |anguage, Johnny." She addressed Hezem ah Law. "What
we want to know is what is behind all of this. Wat is there on Spook Hol e that everybody wants?"
"I was afraid you would ask that," Hezem ah Law grunbl ed.

"Afraid!'" Pat winkled her nose, "I'll bet you were sure of it. Qut with the answer."

"No," said Hezemi ah Law.



"What an egg you are!" Pat observed.
Hezem ah Law had enough of pride to think that sone kind of an explanation was necessary.
"The thing | have here is the product of a lifetime of work," he said. "Fromthe tine | was a

boy, | dreaned of the possibilities of acconplishing it. | worked and studied. Al of ny career was
ained toward its eventual acconplishnment. Now, | have it."

"And you're set on keeping it," Pat said sarcastically.

"It's not that, alone," Hezem ah Law told her. "It is the fact that if the world got word of what

| have here, it would do no good, and it would create infinite harm For one thing, the price of
what | have to sell would drop, once the market |earned there was a nmethod of producing great
quantities of it."

"So," said Pat.

Hezem ah Law defended, "You know what happened to the price of pearls when science | earned how to
grow cul ture pearls by introducing grains of foreign substance into oysters?"

"It's not pearls you have here?" Pat questioned.

"Of course not," said Hezem ah Law.

"Pi pe down," said Pat. "Wapp m ght hear us."

They fell silent and used much nore caution, for now they were draw ng near the | agoon shore and
the cove. They could hear the rustle of the |agoon waves above the runbl e of distant-breaking surf
on the outer shores. They descended sharply. Sand was underfoot.

"Here is the cove," Hezeni ah Law breat hed.

They used so nmuch caution that it was boring, and they searched the dreary little cove fromend
to end. Johnny, with his extreme tallness, even waded across the middle.

They found neither Doc, his nen, nor the plane.

IT was ol d Hezem ah Law who caused the next excitenent. Hi s niece, Nancy Law, rather.

The two of them had gotten apart in the darkness.

"I will not!" Nancy Law cried out suddenly, vehenently. "Either they go too, or | don't!"

Pat swung over, saying, "Pipe down, you two! Want the world to cone to an end? What's goi ng on
here?"

"I can't say that | care a lot for this uncle of mine," Nancy Law said angrily.

"l only hoped - " Hezemi ah Law did not finish.

"He only hoped he and | could sneak off together and reach his fort, or whatever he calls it,"
Nancy Law snapped. "He wanted to desert the rest of you here."

Hezem ah Law nunbl ed, "I amtrying to keep Doc Savage fromlearning nmy secret."

"“I'f | know anything about Doc, he's already solved your secret," Pat said grinmy.

Hezem ah Law was silent for sone nonents, and when he did speak, it was slowy, apologetically.
"I will take you all with me," he said, as if resigning hinself to sonmething he had hoped to
avoi d.

Anger noved Johnny, for once, to use snall words.

"Very kind of you," he said.

They now set a course toward Hezemi ah Law s stronghol d. Johnny, using small words and his best
persuasive personality, attenpted to punp Hezem ah Law, but |earned exactly nothing.

"It is very baffling, this secret," Johnny told Pat. "I do not believe | ever went through so
much trouble before and learned so little. Frankly, it gives me a headache."

"Me, too," Pat agreed.

As they drew near the stony proninence in which Hezem ah Law had excavated his stronghol d, they
increased their pace. Johnny and Pat kept a close watch on Hezem ah Law, also, |lest he give themthe
slip as they were about to enter the unusual retreat.

"You seemto suspect ne," Hezem ah Law grunbl ed.

"We are taking no chances,"” Johnny told him

"Neither are we," said Captain Wapp, and stepped out of the darkness hol ding a subnmachi ne gun
tightly against his hip.

AWFUL sil ence held Johnny's party for a long mnute. They made no sudden noves, but | ooked around
thoroughly. It was well that they did. Captain Wapp's men were all about them and their ugly
grimmess indicated an entire willingness to use the firearnms which they held.

Captain Wapp stated, "Myself and three of ny men will walk up that path with you. Law, you w |l
tell your dammed Patagonians to admt us."

Hezem ah Law grated, "I amvery likely to do that."

Wapp said, "I will Kill you all right here."

He made that statenent neither loudly nor with nore than usual vehemence, but there was in his
voice a cold finality, an utter resolution. He clicked off the safety of his nachine gun and pointed
it at Nancy Law.

He was going to kill. There was not the slightest doubt of it.

"I will do as you say," Hezem ah Law said in a sick voice.

What foll owed was very sinple in its grisly significance. Hezem ah Law | ed the way up the
precarious path, the path which not even an arny could have taken, and because he had to, the
defeated old man called out to his Patagonians, so that they let the Wapp crowd get cl ose.



The latter |eaped upon the unsuspecting aboriginals, beating themdown with guns, firing a few
shot s.

There was sone fighting in the inner rooms. Then it was all over. Captain Wapp had possession. He
was joyful. He had reason to be. In the excitenent of a few m nutes ago, he had spoken cl earer
English than was his wont, but now he rel apsed into his strange dialect.

"Aye bane happy man," he said. "Aye bane so happy dot Aye want to do good things for other
fellers."

He told this to Hezemi ah Law. The latter only stared dully.

"Aye turn you all |oose," said Captain Wapp. "Aye know |l eetl e island where Aye bane take you and
you can live. Maybe you don't get off. But dot not so bad as dead, eh?"
Hezem ah Law nunbled, "I don't believe you."

Wapp grinned. "Of course, you bane do one thing to pay ne back for mne gift."

"What is it?" Law asked.

"Tell me vot you put into dot m xture dot you feed to your pets in the |l agoon," said Captain
Wapp.

"No!" Law snarled. "I won't!"

"Aye bane see about dot," said Captain Wapp, and grasping the bound form of Hezem ah Law, he
dragged the man into an adj acent chanber, from whence grisly sounds of beating and torture began to
ener ge.

Braski and Ropes took advantage of this to edge together.

IT was the first opportunity Braski and Ropes had taken to confer in sone tine. They had been
cauti ous.

Ropes | eered and said, "W're about ready, eh?"

Braski chuckl ed. "Wien Wapp gets the ingredients of the feeding m xture, we will learn what it
is. Then we will take care of Mster Wapp."

"Shoot hi n?" Ropes queri ed.

"Toget her," Braski agreed.

"What about the others?" Ropes asked doubtfully.

"They don't give a damm who is chief," said Braski. "Wen we point out that they'|l|l get a bigger
split, they'll side in with us. | know nmy crooks."

"I think the same way," Ropes agreed. "O K. Wen Wapp gets the dope, we won't waste tinme. We'll
cut into him"

They noved away fromthe darkened recess where they had held their conference.

An instant afterward, another figure appeared fromfarther back in the darkness. It was the |ean,
unheal t hy-1 ooki ng Sass. He had heard every word the two plotters had exchanged.

Sass's features wore a devilish expression. He went straight to Captain Wapp, interrupting that
worthy in the act of hammering Hezem ah Law s skull with the butt of a revolver.

"Vot you want?" Captain Wapp snarl ed.

Sass told him He told himevery word he had overheard, and he even enbellished a little to make
it especially good.

Captain Wapp all but had a spasm He did it silently, though, and when he had cal ned down a
little, he said sinply, "Aye bane see!"

Sass wandered off. The entrance to the high retreat was bei ng guarded, of course, but there were
smal | windows to the rear, observation points giving out upon another part of the island.

Sass produced a flashlight, made sure he was al one, then blinked a signal from one of the

wi ndows.

He got an answering flash of light alnpst imediately.

A thin rope canme out of Sass's clothing. He |l owered this through the opening. Shortly, there was
a pronounced tug, after which a considerable weight bore on the rope as a man cli nbed.

It was Doc Savage. He had sone difficulty wi ggling through the aperture.

Bel ow, Monk and Ham were clinbing the rope.

Doc addressed Sass. "Your part didn't pan out so well. | was expecting you to radi o ne back at

Bl anca Garde."

"Didn't have a chance," said Sass. "Boy, that Wapp is careful. | did manage to see that Johnny,

Pat and Nancy Law were not harmed, however. A while ago, | counternmanded Wapp's order to kill them

then managed to conk the guard with a rock and throw Pat a knife. They got caught again, however, so
that was wasted effort."

Ham cl anbered i nside. Monk was bel ow, nounting. He appeared a nonent later. It took two of them
to get himthrough the small aperture.

Monk bewi | dered, grasped Sass and stared at himwi th great intentness.

"For the love of nud!" he gulped. This is our pal - Long Tom"

Chapter XVI. MELEE

HAM punped Long Tom s arm up and down vi gorously, gasping, "Sass and Long Tomthe sane! Man,

how d you work it? Way, this is unbelievable."

"Doc's idea," Long Tom chuckl ed. "He got w se that Wapp was adding thugs to his crew. W scared a
crook chief into recommending me to Wapp. It was that sinple. |'ve been sort of standing by in the



gang, hel pi ng when | could."

"Sinple," Mnk rmuttered, and rolled his eyes. "Wiat a nman!"

Long Tom - he did nothing to renpve his Sass disguise - told them how things stood.

"WApp is going to tie into Braski and Ropes,"” he finished. "That will be our cue to cut |oose."
"Cood," Doc said. "We will wait. Where are the rest of the prisoners?"

"The Pat agoni ans, Johnny, Pat and Nancy Law are in a side room" explained Long Tom

unconsci ously speaki ng as Sass woul d have spoken. "Wapp is questioning old Hezem ah Law. "

They coul d hear Wapp yelling as he quizzed Law. The words were al nost mad with rage, and
sprinkled with profanity.

O d Hezem ah Law s refusing whine was growing |less and | ess vehenent. Finally, his voice sank to
a nunbl e that was not intelligible beyond the confines of the room

Shortly after that, Captain Wapp could be heard | aughing triunphantly.

This m ght have been a signal, for certain of Wapp's old sailors fromthe Harpoon gathered in the
room where stood Braski and Ropes. There was nothing peculiar about this, except that the nmen held
their guns in their hands.

Wapp cane out of the room where he had been questioning Hezenmi ah Law. He stood in the stone arch,

a bulky, evil, gloating figure.
He waved a sheet of paper.
"I got it," he said. "It's all witten down here, together with directions of howto mx the

stuff.”

Braski | ooked at Ropes. Ropes nodded. They reached for their guns. This was the nonent to kill
Capt ai n Wapp.

In that underground | abyrinth, things happened. Event followed event with such grisly speed that
it was doubtful if any of the participants were ever quite sure of all that did occur.

CAPTAIN WAPP had set a trap for Braski and Ropes. The instant they reached for their weapons to
commt murder on their chief, the sailors of the Harpoon flashed their own guns into action.
Braski and Ropes died al nost instantly. Captain Wapp probably thought that would settle it. He
was mi st aken.

There canme through the nearest door a giant Nemesis of bronze, a fighting fury of skill and
ingenuity. On his heels crowded Monk and Ham and from anot her door canme Johnny and the giant, dark
natives of Patagonia, ferocious killers with a cause to avenge. Sonme of them had died that night.
There was Long Tom the electrical wi zard, also - he who Wapp knew as Sass, the cocky thug. Long
Tom chanced to be standing close to Wapp, and he swung a haynaker, hoping and indeed mightily
endeavoring, to knock Wapp's head from his shoul ders.

He did not succeed entirely, but he jarred Captain Wapp until that worthy dropped his gun and
fell flat on the floor, only to get up and plunge into the fight with his two bare hands.

Sorme one began shooting the lights out, and the chanbers hollowed in rock became a bedlamin

bl ack. Men fought for their |ives and many died.

The deaths were not to Doc Savage's liking, for he had a set policy never to take human life,
even under the nost rigorous provocation. He had requested the Patagonians to restrain fromkilling,
but they were natural fighters, and in the heat of conflict, forgot everything.

Wthin three mnutes, Captain Wapp was retreating toward the exit, bawing at the survivors of
his party to do |ikew se.

CAPTAI N WAPP di d reach the exit, did manage to descend the path, but when he reached the bottom
only four of his men were with him and the big Patagonians were hot after them

It was partially daylight now, and the nen fought in sort of a lurid glow that sonmehow was

hel lishly befitting events.

The Pat agoni ans closed in, and Wapp retreated. It was only a question of moments until he woul d
be beaten down with his followers. And the aboriginals had taken to dispatching those who fell.
"Surrender!" Doc Savage yelled. "W can nmake the natives let you live!"

Captain Wapp was in no nmind to reason. Too, he had a cunning plan. He had glinpsed a small boat
on the beach, the sane shell which Hezem ah Law had used to relieve Doc's plane notors of their
carburetors earlier in the night.

Wapp led the retreat toward the boat. He and his men reached it. Wth frantic haste, they shoved
of f, clubbing at the big Patagoni ans.

They got clear.

Captain Wapp bawl ed in triunph, seized a gun fromone of his nmen, and tried to shoot down Doc
Savage. The bronze man, however, reached cover in safety.

Wapp did not get clear. He had forgotten the nonsters in the |agoon.

He was far out in the little boat when disaster came. The tiny shell lifted, borne upward by a
dar ksonme, gl eami ng body of enornous proportions. The boat upset, and as it did so, a huge tail

sl ashed out of the water, came down, and a vast cloud of spray arose.

The boat and the men clinging to it disappeared utterly. The craft happened to be of coll apsible
metal construction.

It was fully a mnute later that Ham | ooked at Monk.

"Monsters!" he snorted.



"How were we to know, in the night?" Mnk denanded sheepi shly.

"Plain whal es," Ham grunbled. "That's what they are. Plain whales."

THE whal es were not exactly plain whales, they learned in the course of the next few days. They
were ordinary whales, but in a sense, they were all ill - ill because Hezem ah Law had been feeding
them a cheni cal conpound which he had spent nost of his life in concocting.

The sick whal es, thanks to Hezem ah Law s feeding, produced that marine treasure known as
anbergris. Anbergris! Product of fabulous value on American and European nmarkets, because of its use
in the perfunme-maki ng business.

The whal es had | ong haunted this cove, Hezem ah Law expl ai ned, appearing there at times in snall
school s. He had nanaged to pen one of these schools in the cove, sone years before.

The ingredients of his mxture which provoked the growh of anmbergris, Hezem ah Law refused to
reveal - until Doc Savage, after a chemical analysis of the batch Law had mixed, told himwhat it
hel d.

Hezem ah Law had changed a little. The horror of the last few days had pretty well broken himin
spirit. He had lost, too, his greed.

Law of fered Doc Savage a half interest in the treasure of Spook Hol e.

It was against the bronze nman's policy to accept nonetary renuneration. He deliberated. And he
made certain researches, which proved that the production of anbergris by Hezem ah Law s nethod was
no cruel process. After that, Doc broached a proposition. Hezem ah Law accepted.

Proceeds fromthe sale of anbergris were to be divided four ways. A fourth to Hezem ah Law, and
another fourth to Nancy Law. The remmining quarters went, one to the Patagonians, and the last to
certain charities which were agreed upon.

That cl eaned up the matter of Spook Hol e.

Hezem ah Law produced the m ssing parts of the bronze man's plane, but Doc Savage and his aides
did not |eave imedi ately. Hezem ah Law, Doc di scovered, possessed probably nore know edge than did
any other living man concerning fish and their food, life and habits.

Doc spent sone time on Spook Hole for the deliberate purpose of adding to his own store of

knowl edge what he could | earn from Hezem ah Law.

Al together, they had a pleasant vacation after the hectic natter of Captain Wapp.

THE END 1



