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Chapter |. STRANGE CALL

The plane was an HE 111K Which meant that it had two Junkers Junp twel ve-hundred- hor sepower

engi nes and could do maybe three hundred mles an hour at an altitude of twenty thousand feet. A
crew of four and a machi ne gun for each nman. Bonb | oad: Four thousand pounds. Designed as far back
as 1935-when it masqueraded as a twel ve-seater airliner—this was the plane that becane the key
machi ne on which the Luftwaffe was built up.

Hei nkel bonber.

A bad kind of wolf to have chasing you.

Monk Mayfair, who was as honely as a noteworthy nud fence, spoke to a boy from Kansas who was the
pilot of their plane. “Wy don't you do sonething?” Mnk asked.

The Kansas boy nodded toward the pursuing Heinkel. “You nmean about ol d apple strudel back there?”
“Sure.”

The Kansas boy gave the throttles a confortable bunp or two with the pal mof his hand. The
throttles already were open as far as they would go. “W're outrunning him” he said, “the way a
Kansas cyclone outruns a nule.”

VWen Monk Mayfair was excited, he had the habit of bellow ng, and now his bell ow was speci al .
“That's the trouble!” he yelled. “Wiy outrun hinP Wiy not turn around and knock sone feathers

of f?2 Why run?”

The pilot was about twenty-two. He was one of the best bonmber pilots in the Arerican air force.
He grinned. “Orders,” he said.

“Orders?”

“Instructions are to get you and M. Savage over a certain spot in Occupied France as near the
hour of mdnight as possible. That's ny job. Now stop bothering me. Go sit down.”

“You ain't gonna fight that Heinkel ?”

“No. "
“A fine war.”
“Afine lot of hell I'd catch if |I didn't follow orders,” the pilot said. “Go sit down. Your face

is ruining ny digestion.”

Monk grinned. “Look,” he said. “Answer ne a question, huh?”

“Just one question,” the pilot agreed. “Then go sit down.”

“Sure. What's the black, black witch?”

“What ' s what ?”

“The bl ack, black wtch.”

“What the hell are you tal king about ?”

“l was,” said Monk patiently, “asking you a question. Wat is the black, black witch?”

The pilot | ooked at Monk disagreeably. “If you're trying to be funny, you ain't. If you're trying
to bother me, you are. Do you know how many gadgets there are on this instrument panel ? Over a

hundred. |'m supposed to watch sonme of them You and your black, black witches. Get 'em out of
here!”

“You never heard of a black, black witch?”

“Hell, no!”

MONK MAYFAI R gave up and went back and sat on a canvas fatigue bunk under the navigator's

“astro” donme. The place was cranped for space. The conplicated runps of machi ne guns projected into
the cabin and a collection of half-ton bonbs took up space in the bonb bay underfoot.

“Why were you bothering the pilot?” Doc Savage asked.

“l thought I'd talk himinto taking a shot at that Heinkel,” Mnk explained. “But he's a very



serious pilot. He don't fool around with little things |ike Heinkels.”

“They probably told himnot to.”

“Probably,” Mnk agreed

Doc Savage stood up then and began adjusting the fit of his parachute harness, so Mnk judged
that it would soon be tinme for themto junp

Doc Savage seened a big man, a giant of a man, in the plane cabin. In the crowded cabi n space you
got an idea of his anmmzing physical build. On the street, or when he was not close to things to
which his size could be conpared, he did not |ook such a giant. The unusual things about his
appearance were nore noticeable now, too. The netallic bronze which tropical sun had given his skin
H s rather startling gold eyes were like tiny pools of flake gold always stirred and in notion. And
the controlled power of his voice

It was nore than his reputation, Mnk reflected, that had caused the bonber crew to spend their
spare tine | ooking at Doc curiously.

Monk said, “He's never heard of the black, black witch.”

“Who has not?”

“The pilot.”

“That,” Doc Savage said, “makes us even. W had never heard of it either.”

“The thing | want to do is hear nore about this black, black witch,” Mnk said

The plane tipped its nose down. It dived into the clouds. For hours the clouds had been bel ow
themlike a vast ethereal earth covered with gray snow.

The ni ght becanme very dark in the clouds

The navi gator touched Doc's arm “Tinme to junmp,” he said. “That is—n forty seconds.”

They threw open the escape hatch in the plane hull.

They waited, eyes on the navigator

The navi gator grinned, threw up his armand brought it down.

Doc Savage and Monk Mayfair tunbled out into space that was cold, black, danp

AlIR roared in their ears as they fell. Altitude of the plane had been el even thousand. It was
good sense to open the parachutes while they were still in the clouds, for that woul d be |ess
conspi cuous in case anyone had heard the plane and happened to be | ooking up. “Pull, Mnk!” Doc

yell ed. He yanked the rip cord out of its netal sleeve and set his nuscles and took the shock of the
par achut e openi ng

It was black and still after the parachute opened. But imediately a nightingale called out

nearby in the night sky. Doc answered the bird call, imtating another nightingale. Then he dragged
down the shrouds on one side, causing the chute to slide a little in the sky, slide toward the sound
of the other nightingale

He deliberately did not think of Ianding. A parachute |landing in strange country on a night as

dark as this was sonmething better not thought about. The 'chute was a big, silent one, nade for the
army for this sort of thing

The |l anding wasn't bad. It did sprawl himout on flat ground, in a grasslike crop that was too

tall and rank for grass. He felt bearded heads on the stens and knew the crop was wheat. He had

| anded in a wheat-stubble field

The bonmb navi gator had done a wonderful job—they were actually supposed to land in a

wheat -stubble field. Flying a few hundred mles, blind nost of the time, and dropping a parachuti st
in a designated wheat field—that was navigating

Doc got out of the parachute harness. He gathered the 'chute together and tied it in a bundle

with the harness

He imtated the call of a nightingale again. The nightingale was one of the few European birds
which exercises its vocal powers at all hours of the day and night, so its sound woul dn't be
suspi ci ous. Anot her nightingal e answered from cl ose by.

“Are you all right?” Doc asked

“You'd think,” said Mnk, “that as nmany parachute junps as |'ve made, | could do one right.”

“ Sonet hi ng wr ong?”

“Heck, | threw away the rip cord,” Mnk said sheepishly. “In the arnmy they |laugh at you and then
fine you five dollars for doing that.”

“If someone shoul d happen to find that rip cord, they would know a parachutist had | anded.”

“Yeah. | renmenbered that too |late. Depend on nme to step on the cat's tail, first thing.”

Doc opened the lid of a pocket conpass and consulted the |um nous dial. “There should be a road
west of this field.”

“I"'mr'aring to go,” Mnk said. “So far, this whole thing has been as queer as a hog with w ngs

| hope it starts making sense.”

THEY found and followed the road. The road was not paved, and it clinbed a hill, then went down

to a stone bridge, which was what it should do according to a map which Doc Savage had nenorized in
Engl and.

“Mnd e tal ki ng about this?” Mnk asked

“No.

“This the road?”



“Apparently.”

“Three mles south, there should be a farnmhouse with Joan of Arc in the window |n that
farmhouse, Harve MacChesney is supposed to be waiting. Waiting for us with some stupendous secret
about a bl ack, black witch.”

“Yes.”

“Do you,” Monk asked, “mind a candid question?”

“Go ahead.”

“What,” said Monk, “do you suppose it's all about?”

“Harve MacChesney,” Doc said, “is not the kind of a man to yell wolf when he sees a nouse.”

“So it's inportant, whatever it is?”

“Harve MacChesney said it was in his note.”

Monk scratched his head. “Personally, all | know about Harve MacChesney is what | renenber

reading in the newspapers. 'Harve MacChesney, of the United States diplomatic staff in Berlin, said
this morning— Stuff like that. And as | remenber, he never had anything very inportant to say. He
isn't a big shot, is he?”

“He is a war prisoner,” Doc said. “He has been one for nonths. It is hard to be a war prisoner

and a big shot at the same tinme. It usually isn't done.”

“Forgotten man, huh?”

“You might call himthat. He is one of the American diplomatic officials who has not been sent to
the United States in exchange for German dipl omats.”

“He woul dn't,” said Mnk, “be crazy?”

“He never has been.”

“I'f he wasn't crazy,” asked Mnk, “why'd he put in that stuff about a black, black w tch?”
“Probably because he had good reasons.”

“Do you,” Monk inquired, “know what a black, black witch is?”

“Once upon a tinme,” Doc told him “a black, black witch lived in this part of France.”

“When was that?”

“In 1555.”

“The sixteenth century, you nean?

“Yes.”

“That was three hundred and ei ghty-ei ght years ago.”
“Yes.”

“Could it be the same w tch?”

“How | ong do you think wtches |ive?”

“l don't think they live at all,” Mnk said. “lI think there ain't no such thing as witches.”
“Scientists,” Doc said, “wll agree with you.”

Monk scratched his head. “Wat about this sixteenth-century witch? You' ve got ny curiosity
aroused.”

“l think,” Doc said, “we are getting close to the farnhouse.”

ANOTHER road had joined the road they were follow ng, and there was pavenent of asphalt that had
been pitted by weather and not properly maintained. The clouds thinned somewhat, enough to |et
nmoonl i ght down, and they could see that great, dignified trees bordered the road. And they saw
lights in tw or three farnmhouses and passed others that were dark at this late hour.

“Look, ” Monk whi spered.

A farmhouse had in a front wi ndow two candl es which shed light on a white plaster image of Joan
of Are standing with uplifted sword.

“Looks like it,” Mnk said.

They stood in front of the farmhouse and |istened, but there was no al arm ng sound. Doc Savage
then circled the house.

It was a typical peasant French farm hone, |ow and gray, with plenty of shrubbery and the usual
manure pile in the yard.

He rej oi ned Monk.

Monk said, “I took a peep in the window Funny little old lady in there.”

Doc went to the wi ndow. He saw a roomwith a | ow beaned ceiling, old-fashioned stove, cupboards,
kni cknacks.

The old lady sat sewing in a rocking chair. She wore a shapel ess peasant dress and a shawl over
her head, and had white hair and a square face with an ageless tranquillity in its winkles. She
seened to be fashioning a bit of |ace. She and the room | ooked peaceful .

Doc knocked on the door. The old | ady opened it for them

“Bonsoi r, nonsieurs,”

she said. “Que voul ez-vous?”

“Do you speak English?” Doc asked, although he could speak a considerably better brand of French
than the crone had used.

“Aleettle,” she replied.

“We wish to see Harve MacChesney,” Doc said. “Is he here?”

She did not reply with words, but nodded and stepped back and held the door open. Doc entered and



Monk fol | owed.

The crone closed the door. “You are Mnsieur Savage. | have seen a picture of you.” She turned to
Monk. “And this gentlenman is—=

“Monk Mayfair, ny associate,” Doc told her.

The ol d | ady then took a gun out of her clothing and pointed it at them

“l guess,” she said, “we've hit the jackpot.”

Qut of different places, fromunder a sofa, a trapdoor in the ceiling, a chest, a curtained
cupboard in a corner, craw ed, dropped and clinbed men wearing German arny uniforms and carrying
German mlitary pistols.

One of the soldiers, a colonel fromhis uniform took charge.

“Jackpot,” he said in good English, “is the word for it. It's too bad M. MacChesney isn't here
to greet you. As soon as we found out that he planned to escape and have a rendezvous at this
farmhouse with you, we had to take stern neasures. He is back at the Chateau Medille, only a few
mles fromhere. W know how to take care of nmen like him”

Chapter 1. INTEREST IN A WTCH

SOLDI ERS kept appearing until the place swarmed with them Every soldier had a gun which he kept
ready for action, and none of themtook their eyes off Mnk and Doc nore than was necessary.
Several arnored cars arrived, and Doc and Monk were placed in one of these. They were rushed
several mles to a stone building which probably was | arge, although the night was too dark for them
to tell what kind of a structure it was. Armed soldiers lined the halls along which they were
conducted to a cell that |ooked strong enough to hold an earthquake.

Doc and Monk were placed in the same cell.

The German of ficer who wore the uniform nmarkings of a col onel addressed them

“You will be questioned in the norning, Herr Savage,” he said. “Oficials are coming fromBerlin
to do that.”

Monk Mayfair, who could tell wonderful lies with a straight face, said, “Savage? This man's nane
isn't Savage. H's nanme is Jon Verdeck. He was born in Minich, and now |lives on the Friedrichstrasse,
in Berlin. H's house nunber is Friedrichstrasse, No. 138. My nane is Jon, too. Jon Protest, and |
l'ive near Potsdam”

Monk' s perfectly spoken German startled the col onel .

“Ja?”

the officer said.

“Ja,”

Monk lied. “That is right.”

The German finally smiled fiercely. “You are a good liar.”

Monk shrugged. He hadn't fool ed the man.

The German col onel clicked off a bow to Doc Savage, said, “I trust it will not insult you to say
| amproud to have net you, M. Savage. You are a man of great acconplishnent.”

Doc nade no comment.

“CGood night,” the Gernman said.

He went out. He closed and | ocked the cell door. After that there was the regul ar pacing of
sentries in the corridor outside.

“Doc,” Monk whi spered.

“Yes?”

“They sure planned this thing. You notice how many sol diers they had? Two or three hundred. All
pi cked nmen, too, fromtheir |ooks.”

Doc was silent.

“They were tipped off about us,” Mnk said.

“Cbviously.”

“MacChesney, ” said Monk, “is the only guy who could' ve tipped 'em”

Doc sai d not hi ng.

“We're likely,” Mk said, “to find ourselves |ooking up at six feet of earth.”

“How do you figure that?”

“We were caught in eneny territory in civilian clothes, carrying Anerican arny parachutes.
Technically, that nmakes us spies. So they'll shoot us.”

“Maybe not.”

“Since when,” asked Mnk, “did they stop shooting spies?”

Foot st eps approached hurriedly in the corridor outside. The door was thrown back. The German

col onel canme in. He frowned at the prisoners.

“The things | have heard about the ability of M. Savage alarns ne. | shall take your clothing.
You may have chem cals concealed in the cloth. Disrobe, please.”

Wi | e Doc Savage and Monk renoved their clothing, the officer stood by, alert. He exam ned the
garnents one at a tinme and returned none of them The Gernman nade no comment until they had been
relieved of everything, including socks.

“Their mouths,” he told one of his nmen. “Examine their nmouths. Conb their hair. Inspect their



ears.”

The officer then faced Doc and Monk. He said, “Gentlenen! | have orders to ask you a question.”

Doc and Monk waited.

The German dermanded, “Were is the black, black witch? You are ordered to answer that, please.

You came to Gernmany to get it. We know that.”

Doc Savage did not reply.

Monk, when he had swal | owed his astoni shnent, |aughed and said, “Believe it or not, we cane to
Germany to get a new and rare species of macrocephal us.”

The officer scowl ed. “There are no new and rare wart hogs in Germany.”

Then he went out, slanmm ng the door angrily.

Monk frowned, sonewhat disappointed that the officer had known a nacrocephal us was a wart hog.

Monk had happened to know what a nacrocephal us was by accident, because he owned a pet pig, and so
was an authority on such things.

THERE was one electric bulb in the cell, and the light fromit showed four stone walls and a

floor and ceiling of the same material. The excuse for a wi ndow was not nmuch nore than a foot
square, and obstructed by a pair of bars as thick as one of Mink's by no neans fragile thunbs.
“Doc,” Monk whi spered.

“Yes?”

“What the hell's this witch stuff? It nmust be sonething inportant, the way it's got these Gernans
excited. What was that story about a black, black witch in the year 1555? Wat did—=>

Doc stopped Monk by lifting a hand. The bronze nan then noved to the center of the cell and
indicated the fixture fromwhich the single electric-light bulb dangl ed. He beckoned Mnk, who cane
cl ose, and saw what Doc meant.

There was a m crophone rather cleverly concealed in the light fixture. It was there, of course,

to pick up anything they said and relay it to a listening ear sonmewhere el se in the building.

Monk nodded to show that he understood they were being eavesdropped upon.

“Since we have no idea what this is all about,” Mnk said with el aborate sl eepiness in his voice,
“we mght as well turn in and get sone sleep.”

“That,” Doc said, “is a good idea.”

There were two mattresses and plenty of blankets and pillows on the floor. Doc stretched out on
one bed and cl osed his eyes.

Monk made a coupl e of rounds of their cell, giving a lusty yank at the wi ndow bars, just to be
sure they were as solid as they | ooked, and finding themnore solid, if anything. Escape seened out
of the question.

“Naked as a jaybird,” he conplained. “A fine hell of a note!”

“CGo to sleep,” Doc said.

Monk fl opped on one of the mattresses. He didn't sleep. He thought about Harve MacChesney.
MacChesney's strange call for help had come to themin New York. Mnk at once had investigated
MacChesney. Doc Savage knew MacChesney personal ly, but Mnk did not. Doc was rather inclined to take
for granted that MacChesney was an honest man. However, it was Mnk's secret hope to sone day catch
Doc maeking a m stake, so Monk had investigated MacChesney nost thoroughly.

Monk turned up nothing to indicate Harve MacChesney was anything but what Doc had said he was.
MacChesney was a career diplomat of the old, dignified school. Born in Boston of a distinguished
famly that traced its ancestry to the Mayfl ower, MacChesney had commenced, at |east as early as at
the age of six nonths, doing exactly the correct things.

Havi ng conpl eted an education in the correct schools, MacChesney had followed famly tradition

and becone a dipl omat—every third MacChesney nal e becane a diplomat, it seened. MacChesney had
served in various foreign countries, functioning for Arerica with dignity and efficiency.

H s diplomatic career had nade MacChesney into a sober gentleman, of the sort who always wore a
striped-pants norning suit in the daytime. It had made hi m studious, serious, dignified. In fact, it
had nade himtoo nuch the dignitary. Harve MacChesney had becone stodgy. A droop was the slang word.
The newer-crop diplomats—fellows with wild econom ¢ theories and no di gnity—had run away from
MacChesney, dashed off and left him Probably there was not a nore conpetent United States diplonat,
and certainly there wasn't a nore dignified one, but Harve MacChesney wasn't prom nent. He was one
of the workhorses. The younger nen, the prancers out in front, got the public attention.

On the day when Germany declared war on the United States, the American diplomats, naturally, had
been taken into custody. Many of the nmen since had been swapped to the United States in return for
German di pl omats. Harve MacChesney, however, for some strange reason, was one of those who had not
been exchanged.

MacChesney still was in a chateau in Cccupi ed France, where he had been incarcerated by the
Germans. Monk had | earned sonething of the chateau. The chateau was very old, one of those historic
relics which abound in France. It had been built by Catherine de Medici in 1550 for the use of
hersel f and her favorites.

That was MacChesney.

It hadn't seened very suspicious.

But the nessage from MacChesney was al nbst weird.



I T was astoni shing that MacChesney's nessage coul d have cone out of Occupied France. The Gernans
wer e supposed to have things well under control there.

Monk had found out, however, that United States diplonmats had certain secret channels for getting
messages to America. Such nmethods were not being adverti sed.

What had actually happened was that a nmilitary-intelligence agent had wal ked into Doc Savage's

of fice in New York and handed them a pair of spectacles. He told themwhat to | ook for on the

gl asses.

“Spectacl es,” the agent pointed out, “are not usually taken froma man.”

Monk' s i mpul se had been to | ook for engraving on the tenple bars of the spectacles. He'd been
wong—+t was on the |ens.

“Speci al gl ass, chemcal s—+nvisible ink,” the intelligence man expl ai ned. He denonstrated how one
brought out the nmessage by using chemical baths. “Exposure to infrared and ultraviolet |ight won't
di sclose this stuff,” he said.

(The non-appearance of “invisible” witing when exposed to ultraviolet and infrared |ight
treatment has becone an inportant requisite of nbpdern secret inks. Mking invisible inks, which
possi bly began by using mlk on ordinary white paper—heating the paper until the mlk stain turns
brown brings this out—has becone a conplicated chenical science.—FHE AUTHOR )

The message text wasn't very informative:

DOC SAVAGE OF NEW YORK |'S ONLY MAN ABLE TO HELP ME. GET THI S MESSAGE TO HHM | WANT SAVAGE TO
COVE AT ONCE TO FARVHOUSE W TH JOAN OF ARC | N W NDOW FOUR AND QUARTER M LES WEST OF CAROTI N, FRANCE.
TH'S MAY SOUND MAD. MATTER AT STAKE CAN BE FABULOUS BLESSI NG OR HI DEQUS TRAGEDY FOR MANKIND. IT IS
THE WORK OF THE BLACK, BLACK WTCH. IT IS NOT MAD. I TS | MPORTANCE | S | NCREDI BLE. SAVAGE MUST
COME. —-HARVE MACCHESNEY

Having read the m ssive a couple of tines with the aid of a magnifying glass, Mnk had renarked,
“Kind of stands your hair on end. What's this black, black w tch thing?”

“We don't know,” the intelligence agent had replied.

Monk renmenbered Doc Savage's questions.

“This message i s genuine?” Doc had asked.

“Unquestionably,” said the intelligence nman.

“Witten,” Doc asked, “by Harve MacChesney?”

“Yes. H's handwiting. He has special equipnment for doing the nessages.”

“He is the MacChesney | know? The MacChesney who is a diplonmatic hostage living in a chateau in
occupi ed France?”

“That's right. Chateau near the town of Carotin.”

Doc had asked, “Is there anything to indicate that the Gernmans m ght have persuaded Harve
MacChesney to pull some kind of a trick for then®”

The intelligence man shook his head.

“MacChesney woul dn't do that,” he said.

“Has MacChesney undergone anything that woul d upset his nental bal ance?”

“What do you mean?”

“Il'l ness or shock?”

“We don't think he's crazy,” the intelligence agent said.

“This nmessage is strange.”

“We know that. It doesn't prove MacChesney is unbal anced.”

“Do you know what he neans by the bl ack, black witch?”

“Ng. "
“Has MacChesney ever nentioned it before?”
“No. . . . Are you going to France?”

“We are,” Doc said.

“I"'mglad of that,” the intelligence man said. “The thing has a desperate sound to it. M
departrment will help you all it can. Good luck.”

So now Doc and Monk were in France.

MONK tossed restlessly on the nattress on the stone cell floor.

“They' re going to shoot nme!” he thought.

Monk was a lieutenant colonel in the United States arny, on detached duty, which sinply nmeant

that he was assigned as Doc Savage's assistant.

“They'll shoot Doc, too,” he decided.

Doc hinself held a nuch higher arny conm ssion than Monk's, and Doc was al so on detached service,
det ached service for Doc consisting |largely of doing the same thing he had been doing for sone
years—i ghting wongs and punishing evil-doers in the far corners of the earth, a profession for
whi ch he had received an unusual training.

(Because many readers of Doc Savage Magazi ne have followed the Man of Bronze through his previous
adventures, the story of Doc's early life is often omtted to avoid nonotony. For new readers, here
is Doc's background: First, sonething happened to Doc's father—bPoc has never known exactly what it
was—that |led himto nake a renarkabl e decision, the decision that: shortly after birth Doc should be
pl aced in the hands of scientists for training. This training |lasted nearly twenty years. Many



scientists had a hand in it, nen who were specialists in everything fromelectronic chemstry to how
to squeak like a nmobuse. As a result, Doc Savage slowy becane a renarkabl e conbi nati on of physi cal
marvel, mental wi zard and scientific genius. It was inevitable that this upbringing should | eave him
with sone strange traits. The small and weird trilling sound which he cannot help nmaking in nonments
of nmental stress is an exanple. However, as a whole, Doc is a rounded human individual with the sane
likes and dislikes as the next nice guy. His handicap is that his abilities are so unusual that

peopl e seldomtreat himas an ordi nary man. —FfHE AUTHOR. )

Monk, " Doc whi sper ed.

“Yeah?”

“ Sl eepi ng?”

“Heck, no.”

“You shoul d. We've been w thout sleep two days al ready.”

“l got insomia. | keep seeing nyself in front of a stone wall.”

Doc' s whi sper was too |ow for the m crophone.

“I'n that case,” he said, “we mght as well get out of here.”

“HUH' " Monk blurted. He was astoni shed. “How?” he whi spered. “They took our clothes and | ooked
down our throats, you know. And | exam ned these four stone walls. If |I was a ghost, I'd still hate
to be in here.”

Doc Savage went to the door and listened. The door was a nodern steel affair, although the

remai nder of the cell was old enough that it doubtless had once been used to incarcerate nen who
wor e broadswords and arnor as regul ar dress. There were two sentries outside.

Doc bel | owed suddenly at the sentries.

“Cet the colonel,” he shouted in German.

Both sentries junped, then unconsciously struck attitudes of stiff-legged attention. “The col onel
is not available,” one sentry finally said. “He has flown to Berlin for a conference.”

Doc said, “Bring the man in charge then! | want to talk to him This is inportant!”

The sentries | ooked at each other. Doc's order sounded so inportant that they tenporarily | ost

sight of the fact that a prisoner had issued it. “You . . . you have sonething to say? A statenent?”
one asked.

“This,” Doc snapped, “is about the black, black witch.”

This had a firecracker effect. Both sentries junped. Both started to dash away. After they had

yell ed at each other, one cane back.

Monk was i npressed.

“That witch stuff sure stirs "emup,” he said. “Wll, we pushed one of 'emoff the |og. Wuat

next ?”

Doc Savage twi sted an arm behind himto reach his left shoul der. Mnk | ooked at Doc's shoul der

and it suddenly dawned on himthat there was supposed to be a scar pit there—whereas now none was
visible. An oonapik, a short Eskinop hunting spear, in an unfriendly hand, had caused the scar two or
three years ago.

“Hel p me peel it off,” Doc whispered.

The thing wasn't adhesive tape, but an imtation-skin preparation which nake-up artists sonetines
use. It looked like skin. It felt like skin. The object it covered was a flat al um num box somewhat
snmall er than the smallest of ol d-fashioned pill boxes. The scar pit had hel ped hold it unnoticed.
Doc dunped sone of the box contents into the door |ock. He wet a finger and danpened the stuff
with saliva.

Movi ng fast, he put the renai nder of the box contents—a powder, bright red—+n a crack beside one
of the window bars. He wet this deposit also, using just a bit of saliva on the end of his finger.
“Now get in a corner,” he said. “And cover up.”

“So it's that stuff!” Mnk said, understanding.

Monk got in a corner on his knees and wapped his arns protectively around his head and opened

his nouth as wide as possible and waited for the earth to cone to pieces. He hoped the building—eld
castle or whatever it was—was stoutly built. That powder, as crinson as a cardinal, was about two
thousand times as violent as trinitrotoluene—¥NT—er any other known tol uene-derivative expl osive.
Monk had hel ped Doc devel op the red powder, which they had hoped woul d be a revol utionary war
explosive. It had proved to be a flop—+they had never been able to discover a way to keep the stuff
fromblow ng up when it got the |least bit danp.

The saliva danpness woul d set it off now.

Chapter 111. TRICKERY TRAIL

BOTH expl osi ons were up to Monk's expectations. First canme the door. Arip of a crash, blue flane
like lightning striking. The door flew open and knocked the guard back as if a big hand had sl apped
hi m

Then the wi ndow was suddenly a deafening cloud of blue flame and rock fragments.

Monk dashed to the wi ndow and nearly junped out before he saw what was bel ow.

“Whew! ” he gasped. “We'll need wings if we go this way!”

He gave another appalled | ook at a sheer drop of approximately two hundred feet bel ow the w ndow,
his skin got wet and cold with nervous sweat. He'd so nearly junped out of the w ndow w t hout



| ooki ng.

Doc Savage left the cell through the door. Electric lights nade the stone corridor eye-achingly
bright. The guard sat on the floor with a nose shaped differently than it had been and | eaking two
wet red strings. Apparently he did not see, hear, or in any other way becone aware of them

“Come on,” Doc said.

He took seven or eight long strides down the corridor with Monk on his heels. Then he stopped,

sei zed Monk's arm and haul ed hi mthrough the nearest open door.

Several soldiers dashed into the other end of the corridor. They'd heard the expl osions.

In the roominto which Doc and Monk had retreated, there was one large window. But it was on the
sane side of the building as their cell. Hence the formdable cliff would be bel ow the w ndow.
Monk t hought of the cliff and shuddered. He listened to soldiers pound down the corridor. Mnk
was—for one of the few occasions in his |life—genuinely scared. He felt naked, hel pless.

Then Monk junped straight up six inches, for he was hearing Doc Savage's voi ce—apparently from an
infinite distance—alling out, “Mnk! This way! Here's a way out!” But Doc was still at his side.
Doc obviously was using ventriloqui sm naking his voice sound far away.

(Despite the atnosphere of hocus pocus with which ventriloquists frequently try to surround the
art, the voice is not thrown, but nmerely made to sound as if it came froma distance. The words are
formed in the normal manner, using very little breath, the glottis narrowed, nouth nearly cl osed,
the tongue drawn back and using only the tip. Ventriloquismis of ancient origin, the Egyptians
using it. One fanopus early ventriloquist was Eurycles, a citizen of Athens. What is not generally
known to the public is that ventriloquismis common anong uncivilized tribes of nodern tinmes, the
African Zulus being experts, as are the Eskinos. It is widely practiced in H ndustan and China as
wel |. Many so-called “mracles” of early nmythology are attributed to the adept practice of
ventriloquismand it is a peculiarity of ventriloquismthat young people learn it easier than
adults, although many of the youths lose the ability later in |ife.—fHE AUTHOR )

The soldiers in the hall heard. They were fooled. One yelled, “They are ahead! Around the corner!
Get them” He squalled it in German.

The sol diers charged down the corridor.

Doc and Monk dived into the passage as soon as the Germans had gone. They ran toward the exit.
They passed a room whi ch was evidently some kind of tenmporary headquarters, for it contained
folding tables and chairs and a field tel ephone sw tchboard and radi o apparatus. There were topcoats
and officers' caps lying around, but no one in sight.

As Doc and Monk reached the building exit, a car roared up to the door and stopped.

Monk said, “Ch, oh! How do we get outta here now?”

Doc wheel ed back and ran into the room which contained the portable office equi pnent and

swi tchboard, and where the coats and caps were |lying around. He put on an officer's topcoat. The
first cap he tried fortunately fitted him

He told Monk, “Put on a coat and cap. Be a radio operator.”

Monk—n anot her coat and cap—flopped in a chair before the radio transmtter.

Doc planted hinmself in front of the tel ephone sw tchboard and held one receiver of a headset

agai nst an ear.

A German sol dier—a |ieutenant—appeared in the door. Four or five others, occupants of the car

whi ch had just arrived, crowded behind him They'd heard the uproar. Before they could ask
questions, Doc yelled at themin excited German:

“The prisoners have escaped!” he said. “CGo help catch them The back of the building! Hurry!”

He half turned his head toward the newconers while he bellowed. The hand in which he held the
headset receiver conceal ed nost of his face.

The newconers took the bait and charged off toward sounds the searchers were nmaking in the rear
of the buil ding.

Doc and Monk waited for themto get out of sight.

Then Doc becane aware of a voice in the tel ephone receiver. The connecti on had been pl ugged up
when he took the headset, doubtless by an operator who had deserted his post when he heard the
expl osi ons.

The tel ephone voice demanded with a strong Bavari an accent,

“Was ist? Was ist? Ich verstehe nicht was sie sagen.”

The voice on the wire sounded as if the owner was covered with ants, so probably he'd heard Doc's
m sl eadi ng shout to the newconers about the escaping prisoners.

Into the tel ephone nout hpi ece, Doc said, “Connect me with the commandi ng officer!”

Monk, who was scared, had to grin. The way Doc did such things as this was fascinating. There
was, of course, not a chance in a hundred that the commandi ng of ficer woul d be avail able. But an
i mportant-soundi ng voice said over the wire, “Ja? Herr Kommandant spricht—=

Doc interrupted in even nore inportant-soundi ng Gernan.

“Who gave the tip which led to the capture of Doc Savage and Monk Mayfair?” he demanded.

Monk junped to Doc's side and grabbed the other receiver on the headset. He jammed it agai nst an
ear. He wanted to hear the answer.

“Harve MacChesney furnished us the information,” the official said. “Who is this? Is this



Friedrich speaki ng? W is—=

Doc dropped the headset and ran for the door.

MONK MAYFAI R, pl agued by being scared and naked at the sane tine, paused to grab up the tel ephone
whi ch Doc had just dropped. Monk coul d speak German hinsel f. He had studied cheni stry—Mnk was one
of the world's great industrial chemsts, in spite of his looking like an am able ape and his
habi tually cl ownli ke behavi or—for sone tinme in one of the Leipzig schools.

Into the tel ephone, Mnk gasped in German, “The prisoners, Doc Savage and Monk Myfair, have
escaped! They are going to kidnap Hitler! Their plan cannot fail! They'll kidnap Hitler! Ch, do
sonet hi ng!”

“Ach,”

yelled the German official on the wire.

Feel ing nuch better, Mnk dropped the phone and dashed after Doc.

Doc was already outside, waiting in the autonobile which was standing there. It was the car which
had just arrived. Sonebody had been shortsighted enough to forget to switch off the nmotor, which
still ran.

“What kept you?” Doc said inpatiently. “Get in here!”

Monk got in the car. “I was putting,” he explained, “a bur under their saddle.”

Doc Savage got the car noving. There was fairly bright nmoonlight now, and a little additional
light that canme from approaching dawn. They coul d see that they had been confined in an old
castlelike structure which had two tall towers and not nmany windows, all of the latter small and
forbidding. The driveway circled as they followed it and | ed them back to a concrete hi ghway.

Behi nd them there was one shot, and then an excited sol dier shouting, “Halten! Halten!”

Doc switched on the lights. He sank the accelerator pedal to the floor. Thereafter the car did
everything but fly.

“What do you nmean—bur?” he asked.

Monk grinned. “Ch, | just said over the tel ephone we had escaped and were going to kidnap the
little man with the nustache.”

“Hitler?”

“Yes.”

“That,” Doc said w thout rmuch approval, “was childish.”

“Sonmebody might believe it,” Mnk said cheerfully.

Doc Savage was silent while he guided the car around a series of right-right-left-right-left
turns that nade each individual hair on Mink's head stand on end and shake.

Then Doc asked, “Did you hear what the officer said over the tel ephone?”

“About who betrayed us?”

“Yes.”

“Harve MacChesney. Well, | nust say | didn't drop dead. 1'd figured it had to be him”

DOC SAVAGE kept driving at a speed which Monk did not consider at all safe, passing up sone
turns, taking others, in a way which showed he knew where he was goi ng. Monk renmenbered how

t horoughly Doc had studied maps of this part of France before they |eft London. And Doc had gotten
much information fromthe British arny intelligence, who had a surprising anount of detail about
what went on in eneny-controlled France.

At last Doc stopped the car. There was nore |ight now. The norning sun would soon top the

hori zon.

Monk stared at a railroad track near which they had halted. The spot was the top of a hill, where
trains on the track woul d be going slowy.

“So now we hop a freight,” Mnk said.

“Passenger train,” Doc told him “One is due to pass in a few mnutes.”

“That part of the information you got fromthe British intelligence in London?”

“Yes.”

“I wish | had just half your nenory.”

“ Conme on. "
They wal ked to the railroad track.
Monk said, “But as soon as they find the car abandoned, they'll know we hopped a train.”

“To make them nore sure, we will try to let the train crew see us hop their train.”

“Huh?”

“And a half mle up the track there is a tunnel. As soon as the engine is in the tunnel, where

the train crew cannot see us get off, we will do so. W should then be near a good-sized stream
where we can take to the water.”

Monk nodded, then put both hands to his ears and listened. “Train comng.”

A nonment later the train twittered its whistle in the valley below, then came chugging up the
grade. The toylike sound of the little foreign engine whistle was somehow startling, as French train
whi stles always are to Americans who hear them again after becom ng accustonmed to the deep-throated
how of American | oconptives.

The grade was steep and the engine | abored. Doc and Monk stood beside the track. The engi neer,

| eani ng out of the cab, obviously saw them To be sure to get his attention, Doc and Mnk began



running beside the track in the same direction the train was going. They were doubtl ess remarkabl e
figures in the German arny overcoats and caps and nothing el se. The engi neer stared at them He
waved his arns, yelled, “Allez-vous en! Allez-vous en!” He tried it in English. “Go away!” And in
bad German. “Gehen!”

Monk yel ped with every junp as the roadbed ball ast rocks punished his bare feet. They boarded the
train.

“My bare feet!” Mnk bl eated.

They had junped aboard at the junction of two coaches and clung to the handrails and steps. Doc
worked with a door and managed to open it. They swung inside.

But al nost imedi ately the engine dived into the tunnel. Mnk junped off; Doc followed. They hit
the roadbed gravel hard and had to roll.

The train went on into the tunnel |ike a dark, noisy snake.

“OM My bare feet!” Mnk how ed.

Doc said, “There is the river. W better get in it. They may try bl oodhounds on our trail.”

The river was not deep, with a sand-and-pebbl e bottom and when they had wal ked down it perhaps
two mles it became wide, slow, |lazy, with pleasant nmeadows on either side.

In the neadows stood round little French haystacks.

Monk eyed the haystacks. “I begin to realize what you nmeant by sl eeping |ast night.”

Doc searched for and found a tree with branches | ow enough that they could clinb onto the boughs
and | eave the water without |eaving traces. “We can sleep in one of the haystacks,” he said.

Monk, ashaned, said, “I can keep going. | should' ve slept when you did.”

“Too risky to travel by daylight,” Doc told him “Come on.”

They reached a haystack and dug in.

“Wsh | could get sonme shoes and pants,” Mnk conplained. “lI feel naked as a jaybird. Wiat are we
going to do tonight?”

“It is about five mles,” Doc said, “to the chateau where Harve MacChesney has been living.”
Chapter IV. THIS WTCH HAD A MOTORCYCLE

THE ni ght which followed the day was very dark. It already had becone dark by the time Mnk was
awakened by Doc Savage—and Monk | ooked around in the darkness and | aughed. Monk | aughed for sone
time. And then he did not conplain at all during the long, stunmbling, difficult walk across French
fields through the darkness. This puzzled Doc. It wasn't |ike Monk not to conplain. Mnk was one who
usual ly coul d be depended on to squawk about hardship, therefore it was strange he wasn't grousing
now, because he had plenty of reason. He had no pants, no clothing at all but the German arny
overcoat and cap. He'd torn strips off the bottomof the overcoats and tied these around his feet,
but the result was a poor excuse for shoes. The night was bitingly cold. Yet Mnk remained
mysteriously cheerful.

“What refornmed you?” Doc asked.

“Eh?”

“You,” Doc said, “are too cheerful.”

“Ch, that.” Mnk | aughed. “My dream”

“Dr ean®?”

“About the witch,” Mnk explained. “I had a hell of a dream The witch wasn't black. It was

white. That is, it was kind of a golden, dazzling white. It didn't ride a broonstick, either. It
rode a—what woul d you guess it rode?”

Doc didn't guess.

“A notorcycle,” Mnk said gleefully. “She was sone witch. Boy, a pippin! A blonde. At first she
chased nme on that motorcycle, and | ran and ran, because | was plenty scared. But then | got a | ook

at her and saw what kind of a |ooking witch she was. So then | turned around and chased her. | guess
we sped at a hundred nmiles an hour up and down these French country roads. It was sone dream
Believe it or not, | was able to outrun that notorcycle in ny dream But the notorcycle could dodge.
It could dodge like a rabbit. 1'd alnpst catch it, then it woul d dodge.”

They topped a hill and before them was what seened to be a thick woods in the middle of which

stood an ol d buil di ng.

“What do you think of a dreamlike that?” Mnk asked.

Doc thought the dreamwas a typical Mnk Mayfair dream because of the blonde in it, but he did
not mention this conviction.

He said, “That is the chateau yonder.”

“Some dream” Monk said.

THEY approached the chateau with great care, having |l earned a | esson about wal king into things.
The place had some architectural lines of a castle. It was | ow and ranbling and nowhere nore than
three stories in height except at the ends where there were towers. It was no doubt a pleasing
structure when seen by daylight. The chateau was conpl etely bl acked out but the light of the noon
refl ected enough to give theman idea of the shape of the chateau. The chateau was certainly no
ruin.

“Wait here,” Doc told Mnk.

“Sure.”



Doc Savage circled the chateau, drifting fromone clunp of shrubbery to another as silently as
the shadows. He found the remains of a noat wall. The npat, once containing water, was now filled
with earth, and it indicated the chateau was very old, since it had been al nbst two hundred years
since country gentlemen stopped putting water-filled ditches around their houses for protection. He
saw four different Gernman sentries pacing.

A stone garage sat in the shrubbery on the north side. There were no cars in it. Beyond this was
a stable. There were no horses in the stable. The stable had a tall, gabled | oft, and there was hay
inthis. There were six German soldiers asleep on the hay. The hay had been put in the stable with a
hayfork and track not unlike an lowa farm

The trip line for the hayfork was a good three eighths-inch rope about a hundred and fifty feet

| ong.

Doc got this. He took his tine, did it silently, was not discovered by the sleeping soldiers.

He doubl ed the rope and made a cowboy | oop and silently |assoed a fireplace chimey on the west
wal | of the chateau. The sentries were not close.

He j oined Monk. “Soldiers are around here like fleas.”

Monk asked, “Do dreans ever cone true?”

Doc said, “There seens to be a skylight or two on the chateau roof. They mi ght not expect us by
that route.”

“Let's find out,” Mnk said.

Monk Mayfair not only had the build of an ape, he could do practically anything an ape could do.
He fol | owed Doc Savage up the rope in alnpst conplete silence to the roof.

The roof slope did not bother them Their bare feet were an advantage because they did not slip,
wher eas shoes m ght have ski dded.

The skylight which Doc |ocated was fastened frombelow It consisted of a dozen or nore squares

of glass puttied in a wooden frame. Doc got one of the netal rank insignia off the Gernman overcoat
he was wearing, used it to gouge putty fromaround a glass. He |oosened the glazier's points which
were finally exposed and lifted out the glass, then ran an arminto the opening. The catch was not
hard to | ocate.

The squeaki ng of the skylight as he opened it was not | oud.

He | ooped the rope around the chimey, dangled it down the skylight, and descended until his bare
feet |ocated a carpet.

Monk cane down after himinto the darkness of the room

And they got the shock of their lives as a wonan's voi ce spoke to them casually.

“l have been waiting for you,” the fem nine voice said. “Please do not neke any noise.”

DOC and Monk stood there with nuscles tight. Sonewhere, a clock ticked. The sound seened | oud.

The voice—a girl's—said, “lI know this nust be a surprise, M. Savage. But do not nake any | oud

noi ses, please. There are Gernan soldiers on guard outside all the chateau doors and outside the
ground-fl oor w ndows.”

Doc said, “You know who we are?”

“Yes. He asked ne to neet you.”

“You knew we were com ng?”

“Yes.”

“You knew how we were com ng?”

“Yes.”

“Through the skylight—you knew t hat?”

“Yes. You were to be here at ten minutes past nine. It is now exactly ten past nine.”

“How, ” Doc asked, “did you get this information?”

“From M. Harve MacChesney.”

“MacChesney told you when and how we'd be here?”

“Yes. He asked ne to neet you.”

Doc consi dered what she had said. As he thought about it there becane audible a small, exotic
trilling which was a sound he nmade unconsciously in nonents of nental excitenent. He did not nake
the trilling often, only when profoundly startled. The sound had a weird quality, nusical and yet

wi thout a tune, very low and yet audible for some distance, and with a ventriloquil quality that
made it seemto cone fromeverywhere rather than any definite spot. Doc realized he was naking the
sound and stopped it.

She said she'd known they would come by the skylight at ten past nine.

Doc, hinself, hadn't even known they woul d use the skylight route until he found the hay rope in
t he barn.

“How, ” he asked patiently, “did you know we woul d conme by the skylight?”

“MacChesney told nme.”

“When?”

“This afternoon. About four hours ago.”

Four hours ago they had been asleep in the haystack and hadn't even known the chateau had a

skyl i ght.

“Wow * Monk said. Which al so expressed Doc's feelings.



The girl said, all in a rush of words, “My name is Sien Noordenveer. | am Dutch. My hone was in
Zaandam near Ansterdam And do not think | amnot a patriotic Dutchnman because | am here. Six
nonths ago a Nazi work |eader visited ny Dutch town and |, along with other able-bodi ed young wonen
was asked to come and work in Germany and Occupi ed France. Asked—that's what the Nazi called it. |
cane. Oherwise the already pitifully small food ration of ny village would have been shut off. |
was sent here. This is a prison. A highbrow prison for diplonmats and newspaper nen—persons who are
likely to be sent to America in exchange of captives. They are well-fed and

wel | -treated—particularly well-fed. That is so they will not be able to tell Anerica the true food
situation. | am head housekeeper here.”

Doc Savage wondered why she was giving them so much infornation

“I"'mtelling you this,” she said, apparently guessing his thoughts, “because | am hel ping M.
MacChesney, and | want you to know who | am”

They were silent

“Now, ” she said, “I'mgoing to give you a |look at ne.”
The 1ight which she turned on was an electric hand | antern which gave a wi de spread of
illumnation

Monk stared at the girl.

“Where's your notorcycle?” he gasped

SHE was not—not exactly-a tall, gold-white girl such as had been the witch in Mnk's dream
However, she was very tall and her hair—quite red, about as red as good bright copper—was partly
conceal ed under the small white cap, a mmidservant's cap, which she wore. A maidservant's apron
added to the startling inmpression of all-white. In spite of being dressed as a naid, she didn't |ook
at all like a maid

“I left it,” she said, “at hone.”

“Left what?” Monk blurted

“My motorcycle. How did you know | had one?”

“Let's not go into that,” Mnk said weakly. “It m ght get conplicated.”

The girl switched off her hand light. “W shouldn't talk too loud,” she said. “There are Gernan
soldiers on guard in the chateau, and several of themwal k beats.”

Doc asked, “ls Harve MacChesney here?”

“Ch, yes. | amto take you to him He felt it'd be too risky to meet you in his quarters. He is
wai ting for you. He is down in the old vaults beneath the chateau, in the library. He spends a great
deal of tinme there, reading, so the Nazis will not be suspicious. The Nazis never bother himthere
They used to keep a guard there with himin the beginning, but for the past few weeks they have not
done so.”

“You say there is a library in the vaults under the chateau?”

“Yes.”

“A strange place for alibrary. Is it not damp?”

“The subterranean chanbers are very dry, due to the drainage and the nature of the surrounding
stone.”

“What kind of a library?”

The girl was silent |long enough for it to be clear to themthat she was hesitating before she
answered. “A private library belonging to the estate which owned the chateau before the Nazis took
it over,” she said

“Modern stuff?” Doc asked

She hesitated again. “No. O d books and manuscripts. They interested M. MacChesney. He is a
student of ancient forms of Latin and French as you know. ”

Doc had known that. MacChesney was a studious nman with sonewhat of a reputation as a translator

of ancient |anguages. “Cone,” Sien Noordenveer added. “M. MacChesney is waiting.”

Monk took a hand in the conversation. “Wait a minute. Last night a lady invited us in to see
MacChesney—and we didn't have such good | uck.”

The young wonan | ooked unconfortable. “I heard about that. That is, | heard some Nazi officers

di scussing it. They took you prisoner. You escaped.”

Monk wat ched her closely. She had switched on the electric lantern again and he could see her
face. “That's right,” Mnk said. “And we were told MacChesney tipped off the Gernmans where to grab
us.”

She went conpletely blank. “That . . . that isn't true!”

Monk shrugged. “lI'mtelling you what we found out.”

“Who told you such a thing?”

“A German officer who didn't know who he was talking to over the tel ephone.”

“He lied to you!”

Monk was not convinced. “Maybe a Nazi or two has told a lie in their tine,” he said. “But

didn't know they lied to each other. This guy thought he was tal king to another Nazi.”

“l suppose,” she said bitterly, “you think I"'mlying, too?”

“Now, now, do we have to start calling nanes?” Mnk asked

“Then are you going with me—er aren't you?”



Monk | ooked at Doc, who nodded.

“O K ,” Mnk said. “We go with you.”

Doc Savage asked one question before they got noving.

“Are you sure that Harve MacChesney—four hours ago—told you we would be arriving by this
skyl i ght ?”

“Of course,” she replied.

“This specific skylight?”

“Yes.”
“At this very mnute?”
“Yes. | don't see how you were able to arrive right on the mnute, either.”

Doc said a startled, puzzled, nothing.

Then the girl had a question for Mnk. “How did you know | had a notorcycl e?”

“Let's keep the peace,” Mnk said, “by me not telling you.”

THEY nmade their way fromthe top floor to the ground floor of the chateau with caution. The
interior of the chateau was enornous, although none of the roons were extrenely |arge. There were,
Si en Noordenveer whi spered, one hundred and seventy-three roons in all, counting only those above
the level of the ground. Underground, beneath the chateau, there were thirty or so subterranean
chanbers.

They soon entered these underground roons. Sien Noordenveer opened an innocent-| ooki ng wooden
door of nuch thickness and weight, disclosing a flight of stone steps |eading downward.

She descended boldly. “Hurry,” she said.

“Ain't we liable to run onto sentries?” Mnk asked.

Sien pointed at a bit of crunpled paper lying on the floor at the foot of the steps. “M.
MacChesney was going to pick up that paper if any sentries came down into the underground roons,”
she expl ained. “There are other pieces of paper. As long as we see themit is safe.”

They passed another ball of paper. They went down nore steps.

The walls were dry, clean in some places, the natural stone was alnpost a white color. The fl oor
was worn, grooved by generations of feet. There were roonms, and nost of these seened to be devoted
to storage. Each of them | ooked, except that it had walls of stone, like the arch-ceilinged,
cluttered interior of an attic.

More steps going down.

“The library,” Sien said, “is down here.”

The corridor becanme narrow. |t was about four feet wi de, eight or nine feet high, and cut through
solid rock. There were no doors.

“Library,” Mnk said. “l don't see no library.”

“At the end of this passage,” Sien told him

The passage was |lighted by an electric bulb at the far end. This bulb got its current froma pair
of insulated copper wires which were fastened to the rock at intervals by cleats which were screwed
to wooden pegs drilled into the stone. Doc | ooked at the wires, then at the sides of the passage. He
saw somet hi ng and st opped.

He bent over to exam ne what he had found.

“What is this?" he asked.

He nmeant two wires—a tw sted pair—-which were strung through the passage, lying on the floor

agai nst one wal | .

“What ?” Sien asked.

“This pair of wires.”

The pair of wires were very fine, no thicker than horsehair. Sien bent over to | ook at them

“Oh, those,” she said. “I don't know. There may be a bell or something.” She straightened. “This
is as far as | amgoing,” she said.

“You stop here?” Doc asked her.

“Yes.”

“Thought you were taking us to Harve MacChesney?”

“l have. He's over there.” She pointed. “In that room You go on. |'ll go back.”

Doc | ooked at the two small wires. His face had a peculiar tightness. “Wy are you going back?”
he asked.

“l was told to,” Sien said. “I was told to | eave you here.”
“\hy?”
“1 tell you | =

Not waiting to hear her finish, Doc seized the two small wires and jerked them apart. They were
not strong, broke easily in his hands.

Not hi ng happened.

Not hi ng happened for a full mnute, which can be a long tine under the right conditions.

Then, far back, the end of the passage, the way by which they had entered, turned to flanme and
noi se and falling and flying rock.

Chapter V. TOVMB FOR THREE

THE noi se was confined, held close in the narrow passage until it was terrific. It was in an



instant as great as their ears would register. Noises which followed it, noise of the whol e passage
roof collapsing, falling of hundreds of tons of stone, thunder of great broken rocks bounding al ong
the passage toward them-all of that seemed | esser bedlam after that first blast.

For monents they were busy dodging rolling rocks and feeling shock and wondering if they were
going to die.

The cat acl ysm ended.

“The wires!” Mnk yelled. “Wres ran to dynamte planted in the ceiling at the entrance.”

Hi s voice seened as snall as the sound of a nouse, although his wide nouth and the convul sing of
his chest indicated he was bel | ow ng.

Doc ran to the explosion scene. The route they had come was bl ocked by fallen stone. Rocks were
still dropping, sliding down the face of the barrier. He stood there in front of the mass. Mnk cane
up behind him

“Bl ocked!” Monk said in an |-see-a-corpse voice.

“Conpl etely.”

“There was a minute's tinme,” Mnk said, “between the tine you broke those wires and the blast. A
full mnute.”

“Breaking the wires did not cause the explosion,” Doc said. “Soneone set it off later.”

Monk | ooked at Sien Noordenveer. “You,” he said, “wanted to go back.”

Sien's face was white except for two round red spots, one on either cheek. She did not say

anyt hi ng.

Monk said, “If you had gone back, you'd have been safe. We woul dn't have been.”

The two red spots went out of Sien's cheeks as she understood his neaning. Then she sl apped Monk.
A quick and hard slap, a flash of her hand and a report that was as hard as a blow. It had force
enough to make Monk take two qui ck steps backward.

Doc Savage wat ched the byplay, said nothing. Then he began followi ng the wires he had broken.
These |l ed farther on down the passage. Near the end of the passage they went up the wall, over a
door, and attached to an electric detonator. It was a second dynamite trap.

The detonator was arranged to expl ode a phial of heavy, oily, nearly colorless

i qui d—nitroglycerine. The phial was held to the wall by adhesive tape. O her phials and bottles,
about twenty in nunmber and half of themflat pint brandy bottles, were full of nitroglycerine and
fastened to the rock wall and ceiling with wide strips of adhesive tape. The blast of the phial, of
course, woul d have set them off.

Monk | ooked at the bottles and his nmouth fell open and he was gaspingly w thout words.

The wire went no farther.

“Whoever set off the blast did so fromthe other end of the corridor,” Doc said.

Monk | ooked at Sien Noordenveer. She met his gaze. Her face got whiter than it had been.

She said, “I know what you're thinking. If | had gone back, you would have been trapped and I

woul d have escaped.”

Monk sai d not hi ng.

Sien said, “MacChesney told me to | eave you. | didn't know the passage was to be bl asted. But |
know how it | ooks. Like | was leading you into a trap as if | didn't fool you and was trapped with
you.” Her voice kept getting higher, tighter, crawming toward hysteria.

“Did you?” Mnk asked.

Doc Savage said, “All right, all right, cone down to earth, you two. M ss Noordenveer, if you
didn't trick us, your conscience is clear and you have nothing to get excited about. Nothing, of
course, except what danger there is to your life, which should not unduly upset a young worman of
your obvious courage.”

There was enough power and conposure in the bronze man's voice to quiet Sien, and make Monk | ook
ashamed.

THE room where they stood was about thirty-five feet long, and there were five doors opening off
into cavernlike chanmbers in the solid stone. The hallroomwas all there was at the end of the
narrow, tunnellike corridor in which the attenpt had been to kill—t wasn't likely the idea had been
only to inmprison—+them by bl asting down the rock at each end.

Doc entered each of the five doors in succession. He found that the |arge stone chanbers into

whi ch they | ed appeared to have been excavated by the ancients for torture chanbers, for prisons,
and one, the largest, for a well room The well was a round opening covered by a |id. Doc renoved
the covering. “Your electric lantern,” he asked Sien. She handed the lantern to him

The water in the wall was about twenty feet down.

“l thought you said these roons were a library.”

Sien said, “l didn't lie to you. Look in this other room”

She wheel ed and led theminto a cavern that was large. It contained netal cabinets, and these

hel d metal cases. The netal was a stainless alloy which would not corrode. The cases were the nost
nmodern scientific type designed for the preservation of rare manuscripts.

“Anci ent docurents, all of them” Sien said.

Doc opened a case. He inspected the parchnment roll it contained.

Monk frowned over his shoulder at the witing. “Wiat's that?”



“Manx. "

“What's Manx?”

“Celtic speech of the Isle of Man,” Doc explained. “This exanple is not particularly old.

Ei ghteenth century. A piece by Joseph Bridson. There is nmuch better in the British Museum”

Si en Noordenveer |ooked sharply at Doc. “How did you know that?”

“I't is just a hitherto useless bit of information | have been carrying around.”

“Are you an expert on ancient |anguages?”

“Hardly an expert.”

Sien went to another of the cases, opened one to the manuscript containers and unrolled, with
great care, another docunment. “What would you call this?” she asked.

Doc Savage gl anced at the script. “Sone work by M chael de Notredanme, the astrol oger, about the
year 1555,” he said.

The girl carefully rerolled the docunment, returned it to the case and placed it back in one of
the steel cabinets.

“That,” she said, “makes you an expert.”

MONK MAYFAI R waved both arns and yelled. “We're entonbed here! This is a hell of a tine to be

tal ki ng about ol d manuscripts!” He ran to the rock barrier and |listened. “No noise of digging!” he
blurted. “They're gonna | eave us here! They couldn't help hearing that explosion up in the chateau.
If they were gonna dig us out they'd at |least be at it. They're gonna | eave us here!”

He wrenched feverishly at sone of the fallen stones. He noved a few Ohers balked him Hi's

nmuscl es knotted, rising up under his hide |ike bubbles, but he could not budge the |arger stones.
“We can't dig out wthout tools!”

Si en asked him coldly, “Scared?”

Monk | ooked at her. He wet his lips and his wild agitation becane sheepi shness. “Hell, yes,” he
said. “But | get over it.”

Doc finished a general inspection of the place where they were inprisoned. All the walls | ooked
solid enough.

There was a desk in the manuscript room Doc went through it and seened to find nothing that
interested hi mexcept a box of matches and a package of tobacco which soneone had left in a drawer.
He used a natch and sone scrap paper to start a fire in the nmddle of the floor. He broke the
wooden bottom out of a desk drawer and piled the thin kindling on the fire. On top of that, he put a
fragment torn fromthe German armnmy overcoat which he still wore.

The fire then snoked.

He did not explain why he had lighted the fire.

Si en Noordenveer stood watching him

“M. Savage,” she said.

“Yes?”

“There is sonmething fantastic and very big behind this. | think | had better tell you all |

know. ”

Doc wat ched snoke clinb fromthe fire.

“Ever hear of the black, black wtch?” he asked.

Sien said instantly, “l certainly have. | think | know plenty about him?”
Monk j unped.
“Hm” he blurted. “I thought w tches were always fenal es!”

“This one wasn't,” Sien said.

“Wasn' t?” Monk asked.

“The bl ack, black wi tch has been dead nearly four hundred years.”

Doc told her, “Go ahead with what you want to tell us.”

“I"'mgoing to tell you everything I know.”

“CGo ahead.”

Sien |l ooked at the fire. She didn't ask why it had been lighted. No one asked. The snpke cli nbed
fromit in a thin plune that slanted off to the right as it reached to the ceiling. Doc extinguished
the electric lantern to save its battery.

Sien said, “First, | want to nake it clear that | am sonewhat an authority on the sixteenth
century.”

Monk told her, “A girl as pretty as you would nore likely be an authority on jive and
jitterbugging.”

Si en | ooked puzzled. “What are they?”

“Never mind,” Mnk said. “I forgot we're in Europe.”
Sien | ooked at Doc steadily. “lI was brought here,” she said, “by the Nazi s—because of what | know
about the sixteenth century. In other words, | was brought here to get the confidence of Harve

MacChesney. To spy on him?”

“To spy on MacChesney,” Doc said. “Spy on himfor what?”

She frowned. “l'mgoing to use the exact words the Nazis used.”
“Go ahead.”

“That will,” she said, “nake it sound foolish.”



“Go ahead.”
“* As soon as MacChesney finds the secret of the black, black witch-steal the secret fromhim W

must have it. Believe me, Fraulein, this is as inportant as the whole war, it may well be.'“ Sien
spread both hands. “That is exactly what the Nazi |eader said. | will never forget it. He sounded so
intense.”

No one said anything for a while. The snoke fromthe fire, dark and uneasy against the ceiling,
was crawl i ng along slowy.

S| EN NOORDENVEER shook her head slowy at them “And now you are going to stop believing ne.
Because | do not know what they wanted ne to steal from MacChesney. But it is something of enornous
importance—+ am sure of that, because of the number of nen, soldiers and Gestapo, who were kept here
continuously.”

Doc told her, “There were at |east a hundred soldiers involved in our capture |ast night.”
“That's a sanple. That's what | mean. And you noticed how many guards are around the chateau
here? Sol di ers everywhere.”

“WI1l you,” Doc suggested, “get on with the story.”

“The Nazis ordered me to spy on MacChesney. They told ne to get MacChesney's confidence, to use
our common interest in the sixteenth century—MacChesney is also an expert on the sixteenth
century—as an entering wedge.”

“And when you had MacChesney's confidence, what were you to do?”

“Report all his novenents.”

“Did you?”

“Not all of them | told M. MacChesney what they were demanding | do. W fixed up stories to
tell them Nothing of value.”

“MacChesney was doi ng sixteenth-century research?”

“Yes.”

“On who?”

“Just general research on these manuscripts, he clained.”

“\ihy 2"

“To anuse hinsel f—-he said.”

“You think he had another reason?”

“I'n the beginning, | don't think he had another reason,” Sien said. “But then he nust have nmade a
di scovery. | don't know what the discovery was. But it was sonething of great inportance. MacChesney
kept it a nystery. That was what the Nazis wanted.”

“Did MacChesney tell you he had nade a di scovery?”

“No. He never even hinted at anything like that until the last. | worked with him going over
these manuscripts, for weeks. But he never told ne a thing. And yet | knew he had a secret. A secret
he considered very inportant. And he wasn't telling nme.”

“How di d you know that ?”

Si en noved a hand vaguely. “A woman knows such things. And | found out MacChesney was sneaki ng
down here in the night and doi ng sonething.”

“You feel he had made a di scovery?”

“Yes. And he was working on that discovery.”

“But you didn't learn its nature?”

“No. "

“Did the Nazis know?”

“I"'mnot sure. | think they know nore about it than | know.”

“What | eads you to think that?”

“Because,” she explained, “they told nme to watch any research MacChesney did on Peterpence.”
Monk had been listening with his small eyes partly closed. Now he sat up and said, “Peterpence?
Who's he?”

“The bl ack, black witch,” Sien said.

Monk's smal | eyes popped. “The who?”

“Peterpence,” Sien told him “was called the black, black witch.”

MONK | ooked bl ank. And then he | ooked pleased. He said, “Now cones a thing | understand. This
bl ack, black witch was a fell ow named Peterpence. That's sinple. Wien did he |ive?”

“From 1497 to 1559," Sien expl ained.

Monk scratched his head. “Wio was that other guy who lived about that tine? Doc was | ooking at
one of the manuscripts a mnute ago.”

“M chael de Notredane,” Sien said. “Better known as Nostradanus.”

Monk nodded. “Nostradamus—'ve heard that name before.”

“Nostrum” Sien said, “is a word neaning nedicine. It came from Nostradanus' nane.”

“Any connection between Nostradanmus and this Peterpence?” Mnk asked.

Si en nodded. “They were the bitterest of enem es.”

“What' d they fall out over?”

“Professional jealousy, | imagine,” Sien explained. “Peterpence was an astrol oger, sorcerer and
nmedi cal doctor. He was brilliant. He nmust have been extrenely brilliant, because he got the



reputation of being a witch. To be a genius, in those days wasn't always smart. |f you were nuch
nore clever than other people, they figured you were possessed of the devil.”

Doc Savage was watching the snoke. He had switched on the electric lantern and was noving its

gl ow across the ceiling where the snoke was traveling slowy.

Si en continued, “Mst historians think this chateau was built for Nostradanus by Catherine de
Medici. That is wong. Actually, Catherine de Medici built it for Peterpence.”

Monk grinned suddenly and interrupted, “His girl friend?”

“Catherine de Medici was a queen of France,” Sien informed him “And neither Peterpence nor
Nostradamus were her boy friends. In those days it was fashionable for royalty to patronize genius.”
“The way rich nmen angel shows today?”

“The sane general idea, providing there aren't chorus girls involved.”

“Shucks,” Monk said. “Wat was the fun of being royal ty?”

Sien went back to her story inpatiently. “Catherine de Medici built this chateau for Peterpence
then took it away fromhimand gave it to Nostradanus.”

“No wonder they didn't |ike each other.”

Sien frowned at Monk

“Do you,” she asked, “know the |east thing about Nostradanus?”

“You just said-=>

“l haven't told you the thing that nade himfanpbus—the thing which he did that was incredible
fantastic, and hardly even believable.”

Monk | ooked at her intently. “Yeah?”

“Nostradanus,” Sien said, “did something which, the nore you study it today, gives you a feeling
of incredible, frightening wonder.”

Doc Savage seened to have grown tired of the discussion of the ancient feud between Peterpence
and Nostradanus. He interrupted with a question

“Did you,” he asked Sien, “know that Harve MacChesney had sent to New York for nme?”

“Yes. He told ne.”

“He trusted you, then?”

“Alittle. That nuch.” She conpressed her |lips a nonent. “He was very strange when he told nme. He
| ooked nore worried than usual that evening. He said that he had nade an incredible discovery, a
thing so fabul ous that he did not trust hinself to handle it. He said that you, M. Savage, were the
only one he could think of who mght be qualified to handle the matter. And he said he had sent for
you.”

Monk, |ooking at her steadily, asked, “Did he tell you we were to cone to a farnhouse—=

“Co ahead and insinuate | gave the eneny the tip that enabled themto capture you,” Sien said
There was a bitterness in her tone that nade Mnk subside, and then say, “l could be wong about
you. If | am you can expect sone apol ogizing.”

Sien said, “That was all M. McChesney told nme until this afternoon, nore than four hours ago
when he said you would enter the chateau by the skylight, and that | was to neet you, and bring you
here. He told nme there would be balls of crunpled paper in the corridors if the way was safe. And he
said | was not to conme in here with you, but was to | eave you in the corridor.’

Doc asked, “He explain why you were to | eave us?”

“He said he wanted to talk to you privately—that | nust not overhear.”’

“That does not sound as if he trusted you.”

“He trusted me with everything but the big secret, whatever that is,” Sien said

A tel ephone began ringing then

MONK j unped conpletely off the floor, the way he had of junping when he was astoni shed. “Bl azes!”
he gasped. “An al arm cl ock!”

Sien said, “It is the telephone. | forgot to tell you about the tel ephone.”

She went to a cabinet and opened it and lifted out a tel ephone hand set. “They drilled down
through the solid rock, a snall hole for the tel ephone wire,” she said. “Do one of you wish to
answer ?”

Doc Savage took the tel ephone fromher hand. He | ooked at the instrunent. “This is a specia

m crophone,” he said. “A sensitive velocity-type nicrophone.”

Si en nodded. “For eavesdropping. The Germans put it in. | was to | eave off the receiver so that
they could hear what went on down here. W frequently did so—and | et them overhear stuff that neant
not hi ng.”

Doc said into the tel ephone, “Yes?”

A Teutonic voice that belonged to the colonel in charge of the men who had captured them | ast
night rattled the receiver diaphragm asking, “Ils M. McChesney safe?”

“MacChesney?” Doc asked

“Is he safe?”

“I's there any reason,” Doc countered, “why we shoul d answer your questions?”

The officer recogni zed Doc's voice

“Was nun?” He changed back to English and yelled, “How did you get there?” He did not wait for an
answer. “M. Savage, | do not know how you got there. But we nust know—+s MacChesney safe?”



“Woul d you call this a safe place?”

The col onel did not answer inmediately.

“Listen to me,” he said at |last. “We know why you bl ew down the stone and inprisoned yoursel ves

in there. It was so you have tinme to destroy the secret of the black, black wi tch—+the discovery of
Pet erpence. But | warn you! Do not do it!”

Doc asked, “Do not do what?”

“Destroy the thing that MacChesney found—don't. W know MacChesney found it. And we want it

Orders have cone straight fromBerlin that we nmust have it at all costs.” The col onel sounded

anxi ous, frightened, desperate. “Do not destroy it, understand! W have sent for miners and m ning

equi pmrent. We will reach you in a few hours, a day or two at the nost. Lie on the floor. Conserve

t he oxygen. Do not nove around. And | assure you, if we do not find the black, black witch discovery
when we reach you, the things we shall do to you will be thoroughly unpl easant.”

“You sound scared, colonel.”

“l have reason to be,” the Nazi officer said bluntly. “l have just received the flUhrer's persona
assurance that if | do not handle this successfully the nbst pleasant thing | can do is shoot

nysel f. | understand the fihrer means such things.”

“You are unusually frank.”

“l am al so unusual |y desperate. | want you to understand that.”

Doc pl aced the tel ephone on the netal case. He took its wires in his hands and broke them apart
He pointed at the ceiling

“Monk,” he said, “that snmoke is nmoving along the ceiling. There is a definite air current up
there. W had better see why.”

Chapter VI. THE MAN FLEEI NG

I T soaked into Monk that Doc meant air was circulating in the roons cut in solid rock beneath the
chateau. There was an air shaft sonewhere. Monk how ed. The how had no definite words, just

pl easure. Then he gal | oped around under the slowy noving snoke, prancing and pointing his nose at
the ceiling like a bird dog

Si en Noordenveer |aughed. Her voice had been tight as she talked to them but the |augh was nore
| oose, rel axed

“What's funny?” Monk demanded

“You are. You act as if you were a bl oodhound trying to snell a hole in the ceiling.”

“Go ahead and have your fun,” Mnk told her with pleasant tol erance

Monk went ahead inspecting the ceiling. And his glee began to fray at the edges. “I don't see any
hole,” he said. “The snoke just collects in the ceiling of the hall.”
Doc studied the hall. “Get sone of those nmanuscript cases,” he said

They made a stack of the stainless netal manuscript files, piling themone on the other like big
bricks. Doc clinbed on these, exam ned the ceiling

He nade his trilling sound for a nonent, and it had an intensely pleased quality.

“Air channels around the edges,” he pointed out. “They are in this ornanental frieze.”

“How bi g are the hol es?” Mnk asked

“You m ght get your little finger in the largest.”

“That's great,” Mnk said. “W'll have to use the nitroglycerine, huh?”

They used the nitro, getting it all off the ceiling. They used only one bottle to blast, and put
the other in the manuscript storage room padding it carefully with paper. They stuck the one bottle
agai nst the ceiling near one of the air ducts, and Doc Savage stood across the roomin a door and
hurled a phial of nitro at the spot

After the deafening results subsided they took a | ook

“Hol e here,” Doc reported

“Bi g enough?” Monk asked

“Yes. Barely. But it goes straight up.”

The ventilating shaft had been drilled strai ght down from above, and nmade | arge enough for a

wor kman. At the bottoma tunnel circled the hall, and it was through snall holes drilled fromthis
that air entered the hall. They worked up into the shaft

There were handhol ds by which they could clinb, they discovered

“Wait a minute,” Sien Noordenveer said. They stopped

“l thought of sonething else,” she said. “Maybe | had better showit to you. It mght be

important.”
She took theminto the nost shabby room In an uninviting corner she pointed at a design of
cracks in the wall. They seened ordinary cracks

“Look at themclosely,” she said. “And then watch.”

She shoved against a part of the wall with her left hand. A small segnent of rock slipped inward.
Then she pushed at another point and a | arger panel opened. The first spot was a catch which held
t he panel secured, obviously.

Inside there was an openi ng about three feet deep, two feet wi de, and a foot high

It was enpty.

“This,” Sien said, “was a secret. | think it mght have been a secret for centuries. But Harve



MacChesney found it. | think he found in an old manuscript by Peterpence—the bl ack, bl ack

wi t ch—directions which he fol |l owed.”

She | ooked at them They said nothing

She expl ai ned, “I know MacChesney found it because | accidentally saw himopening it. He had a
Pet er pence manuscript in his hand, and was obviously following directions which it gave.”

“What was in here?” Mnk asked

“l suspect,” she said, “that it was this thing everybody is calling the secret of the black

bl ack witch.”

THEY clinbed the air shaft. The going was difficult, treacherous. As they got higher, the rock
grew danp, which was surprising. It was slippery. There was npss. And then there were dangling sliny
vines, and the passage had turned at right angles, becom ng |evel

“I't couldn't be gold or jewels,” Mnk said

“What couldn't?” Sien asked

“What ever was in that secret hole in the wall. The Nazis wouldn't raise this kind of a fuss over
gold or jewels. Wth the financial set-up, they don't need noney that bad.”

Doc Savage parted vines. He extended a hand and found space beyond. The tunnel had cone out
apparently, in the face of a cliff

He found | oose, danp dirt, dust that had drifted into the tunnel. He nolded a little into a bal
and tossed it out, listened to it fall. Its sound cane back finally

“About a hundred feet,” Mnk nuttered. “That's great!”

“We daren't show a light,” Sien warned. “They mght see it.”

Doc explored the rock outside the tunnel nmouth. It felt firm H's fingers found a snall |edge. He
clung to that, swung over, and up. Then he found another |edge—ike the first one, obviously cut
there 1 ong ago. Once they had been footholds, and they still offered finger purchase

The top of the cliff was about ten feet up, overhung by brush and vines. The vines hel ped a
little.

He found a tough vine, broke it free and lowered it. Wth that he hauled Sien to the top. Then he
brought Monk up

“Now what ?” Si en whi spered

“We will try,” Doc told her, “to |ocate Harve MacChesney.”

Sien was surprised. “Say, don't you ever give up?’

“Gve up?”

“l thought,” Sien said, “that you would try to get out of Gernmany.” She hesitated, adding, “And
wanted to go along.”

“We cane over here to hel p MacChesney,” Doc said. “You say MacChesney was around the chateau

t oni ght ?”

“Yes, of course. | left himnot fifteen mnutes before | met you under the skylight.”

“The Germans,” Doc rem nded her, “seemed to think he was in the underground roons with us.”

Sien said grimy, “Wich neans he's hiding.”

“Then the thing to do is find him” Doc said. “You stay here. Monk will stay with you. You wll
wait right here.”

“You,” Sien said suddenly, “be careful.”

“I will watch out for Germans,” Doc told her

“l wasn't,” Sien said, “nmeaning the Germans.”

“You meant MacChesney?”

“l sure do. It looks to me |like MacChesney isn't your friend. Maybe he did tip off the Germans to
grab you last night. Maybe he bl ew down that underground passage.”

“A possibility,” Doc admtted. “And coul d you guess why?”

“l could and woul d.”

“Quess away.”

“Maybe,” Sien said, “he changed his mnd. Maybe he sent for you, and then decided he didn't want
you after all.”

Doc was thoughtfully silent for a nonent. “Wat reasons would he have?”

“MacChesney is queer. He's different. He's benevol ent. He | oves manki nd. He's what peopl e think
di pl omats are when they don't really know what diplomats are |ike. Harve MacChesney has an

| -want -t 0- do- good-i n-the-worl d conpl ex.”

Doc knew this was very true of MacChesney. He waited to hear the rest of Sien's theory.

“He could,” Sien said, “have changed. G eed maybe got the upper hand. He found sonething. It was
so big and so worl d-shaking that he sent for you to take charge. He did that when he was all stirred
up with his |I-want-to-do-good-in-the-world feeling. Then greed got him He deci ded he wanted the
thing he'd discovered all for hinmself. But he'd sent for you. You were coming. He'd have to stop
that. How does that theory sound?”

Monk had |istened. He answered her question

“I't sounds,” Mnk said, “like some first-class reasoning.”

THE Gernman arnmy overcoat which Doc had been wearing had a very good lining. Doc tore out the
lining and fashioned hinself a breechcloth which did not hanper silent notion as nuch as the heavy



overcoat. The cold of the night, and it was cold, mght not be as unpleasant as the caliber 11 mm
bul l et which German arny rifles fired.

He was twenty or thirty feet fromthe chateau entrance when the door flew open and an officer
dashed out. It was the col onel.

“Corporal Schultz!” he yelled.

The sentry whi pped a salute, “Yes, Colonel Rohr.”

The col onel had so nmuch trouble with his voice that he practically strangl ed.

“The Luftwaffe commandant, this zone, has tel ephoned nme,” he said. “It seems that an American
approached the flying field, knocked a guard sensel ess, and stole a Messerschnitt. The pl ane was
fuel ed and armed, ready for action in case of a raid. The Anerican succeeded in taking off. The
Arerican carried two small suitcases. He was seen and discarded one suitcase in his haste. In the
suitcase was an ol d manuscript. The American was identified as Harve MacChesney.”

The sentry stood at rigid attention through this | ong speech. He did not say anything.

“Schul tz!” snapped Col onel Rohr.

“Yes.”
“You have a brother assigned to Field 3, Zone 37, Area 5.”
The sentry didn't want to answer that. “l—yes sir,” he said.

“That was the field fromwhich the Anerican, MacChesney, just escaped in a stolen plane.”

The sentry had gotten nuch tighter.

“Schultz,” said Colonel Rohr. “You often go to that field to visit your brother, do you not?”

The sentry swayed a little. Terror began to craw over his face. “Yes, sir,” he croaked.

“At all the other wi ndows and doors of the chateau, there has been two guards tonight,” the

col onel said. “But you have been the only guard at this door, Schultz.”

Fear nmade the sentry wordl ess.

Col onel Rohr said, “Schultz, you |let MacChesney | eave here tonight with two small suitcases. You
told himwhere the flying field was | ocated and just how he m ght approach it and steal a plane.”
The sentry couldn't keep his armat salute any |onger. The arm sagged, shaking, as if it had no
strength to do anything. He coul d not speak.

Col onel Rohr grinned suddenly. He | ooked around, |istened, then laughed. It was a friendly |augh.
“Gve me half the nmoney MacChesney paid you,” he said in a low voice, “and | wll settle this
thing so you will not have any worries.”

The sentry made a gul ping sound. He whirled, pounced on the soft earth under a bush, dug
frantically for a noment, and canme up with a packet of paper noney.

“Here!” He thrust the noney on Col onel Rohr. “Take half. Take two thirds.”

Rohr grinned thinly. “MacChesney paid you plenty, did he not?” He folded the noney and pocket ed
it.

“I will not need to worry?” asked the frightened sol dier.

“No nore,” Col onel Rohr said.

The col onel used a dark pistol to shoot the sentry, once in the forehead and once in the |left
eye.

TVWENTY minutes or so after they had taken the body of the sentry away—€ol onel Rohr calmy stated
that the sentry had confessed to letting MacChesney escape the chateau, but nade no mention of the
nmoney—there was a car sound on the road. The nmachine was a field gray-green arny staff car,
canmoufl aged. It rushed up the drive to the chateau entrance.

A soldier sprang out with a small suitcase. A piece of baggage about the size of a week-end case.
“The bag whi ch MacChesney dropped,” he expl ai ned.

Col onel Rohr took it.

Apparently he had tel ephoned the Luftwaffe field an order to send himthe bag.

The staff car departed.

Col onel Rohr did not enter the chateau. He scow ed at the place, then craned his neck, | ooking
over a bush at the sentry who now guarded the entrance.

The door sentry was not in a position to have seen the staff car em ssary hand the bag to the

col onel .

The col onel backed away, keeping the bush between hinself and the sentry. He began to run. He was
in good physical condition, knew where he was going, and covered ground fast. He was in such a hurry
that he never saw or even heard Doc trailing himw th quiet, Indian stealth.

He ran three quarters of a mle and cane out in a yard of a snall French inn. There were several
cars and two trucks, all Reichswehr machines, parked in the inn yard.

One of the trucks was an arnmy conmuni cations vehicle. Colonel Rohr had the key. He unlocked it,
clinbed in, and turned on the light. He closed the door and drew the bl ackout curtains with which
t he machi ne was equi pped. He nust have been a little excited, because he missed one small curtain
fromwhich light crept.

Doc Savage gl ued his eye to the spot where the |ight showed.

Col onel Rohr had opened the snall handbag, spread a pile of parchment rolls over a table and was
studying them The witing on themdid not seemto give himnuch trouble.

For at least fifteen mnutes the col onel read.



“We scade!”

he snarled. He cursed a little, fists on his hips, bitter disappointnent in his voice. He dunped
the parchment rolls back in the case.

He consulted his wist watch.

“l hope nobody has m ssed me,” he nuttered.

He extinguished the electric lights and got out of the truck with the bag.

Doc was there to take himby the coat | apels.

Doc said, “So you are trying to steal it yourself!”

He hit Col onel Rohr a quick blow on the jaw point, then another in a spot that would produce nore

I asting unconsci ousness. He dunped the colonel back in the truck with the bag.

There was no sound fromthe little French inn, where soldiers were probably sl eeping.

Doc clinbed into the truck, closed the black-out curtains, switched on the lights. He | ooked for

a nonment at the radio apparatus in the truck. It was powerful equipnent. Then he opened the suitcase
and began exam ning the parchnent rolls.

Col onel Rohr was an expert on ancient French | anguages hinself. No one but an expert could have
read this stuff so rapidly.

It was a nanuscript done in 1554.

The aut hor was Peterpence, known in his old age as the black, black wtch.

DOC ski nmed over the parchnent rolls, reading sonme paragraphs closely.

Most of the stuff was rather foul. It was villification, slander, venom Al directed at
Nost r adanus.

According to the manuscript, Nostradanus had been many kinds of a rascal and evil fellow But the
very magnitude of the crinmes showed themto be witten lies. False slander and evil. The outpouring
of a bitter, hating heart. A piece of sixteenth-century bile.

The manuscript was a sanple of consuming hate.

Except for one page—which had a different flavor. The flavor of revenge. And of a secret.

That page must have been witten after the others.

It was obvious that Peterpence had gotten sone kind of revenge on Nostradanmus—but that the

revenge had backfired. Peterpence had intended to tear Nostradanus down, to disgrace him He hadn't.
I nst ead, Nostradanus had shot to fane and glory. He had gotten great favor in the eyes of Catherine
de Medici, Queen of France. The chateau, which had been built for Peterpence by the queen was being
taken fromhimand given to Nostradanus.

The manuscript, apparently, had been executed the night before Peterpence woul d have to | eave the
chat eau forever.

The two | ast paragraphs were interesting.

Next to the final paragraph read:

The world is a fool. It is an idiot child. It has no acceptance or appreciation of greatness.

Here | have a discovery that is great, greater than hope, charity, hate, fear, love. Geater than
any enotion. As great as life itself. But the child-idiot-fool world has not the sense to accept it.
They call nme a he-witch, the inmbeciles. |I shall, therefore, not give the secret to mankind. | shall
hide it here in the chateau. That will be a great joke. The fool Nostradanmus will never know what
made hi mwhat he is—that it was nmy work, by accident.

The final paragraph was a description of the hiding place in the roomin the stone beneath the

chat eau.

This was the manuscript which had gui ded MacChesney to the hiding place.

There was nothing el se of interest in the collection of old nmanuscripts.

Doc went to work on the radio equipnent.

THE radi o apparatus—this was evidently a central command truck—was powerful. It was the kind of

an outfit that was designed so a Nazi general in Paris could talk by radi ophone to a coll eague
before Stalingrad.

There was “scranbl er” equi pnent to nake the conversation unintelligible to eavesdroppers. Doc

di sconnected that.

The transmtter wave | ength al so could be changed. He worked with the set, put the wave |ength on
a frequency where he knew English or American nonitor sets would be tuned in. He cut in the power
and the m crophone.

I'n English Doc said, “Energency call. Energency call to all English and Anerican |istening posts.
Energency. Cut in your recording nachi nes. Make a recording of the follow ng. Make a recording of
the followi ng. Then play it over transatlantic radio to headquarters of Doc Savage in New York City.
Get the recording to Doc Savage aids in New York. Here is the recording.”

He changed to Mayan. Mayan was the dead | anguage used by Doc and his associates to comunicate
with each other when they did not wish to be understood by others. The Mayan tongue was spoken by a
few inhabitants in a strange lost valley in Central America, but by alnpbst no one else in the
so-called civilized world, except Doc and his five assistants.

(The lost valley in Central Anerica is also the source of the enornous wealth expended by Doc
Savage in his strange profession of righting wongs and punishing evildoers. It was the scene of
Doc's first great adventure with his five aids, in the Doc Savage novel titled “The Man of Bronze.”



It was in the course of this adventure that they | earned Mayan, the |ost |anguage of the original
clan of Maya, which had a civilization greater than Egypt thousands of years before Egyptian

| earning reached its climax. How Doc gets his Mayan gold is rather strange—en any seventh day, at a
certain hour, he can broadcast a request in Mayan by powerful radio. A few days later a pack train
of gold will appear nysteriously at his bank in the capital of the Central American republic.—FHE
AUTHCR. )

In Mayan, Doc said:

“Ham Johnny, Renny or Long Tom-whoever gets this: Mnk and | have not been doing so well.
MacChesney nmade a nysterious, and an apparently vastly inportant di scovery while anusing hinself by
di ggi ng through ol d manuscripts in the chateau where he was confined in Cccupi ed France. MacChesney
sent for us, then changed his mnd, and apparently tried to get us captured by the Gernans, or
killed. He failed by narrow margi n. MacChesney has now escaped in a stolen German plane. He has
smal | suitcase probably containing his discovery. Get busy on this, all of you.”

Doc was speaking the Mayan slowy and carefully, enunciating the words so that they woul d be
clearly registered by the recordi ng machi ne.

He continued: “Try to find and capture Harve MacChesney. Get help from Anerican and English

mlitary authorities. One of you come to France and pick us up. We will be at the edge of a woods
| ocated seven nmiles due south of La denze, in Cccupied France. We will be waiting there Friday at
m dni ght.”

He repeated the Mayan instructions, in case the |listening posts had been | ate swi tching on
recorders.

He turned off the radio.

He found a half dozen one-sol dier supply packs of energency rations in a |locker in the truck and
took those. Col onel Rohr was still unconscious when he |eft.

Chapter VII. THE FIRST TERRI FI ED MAN

HAM BROOKS | ooked the part. Hami's full nane and title was Brigadier General Theodore Marl ey
Brooks, and by reputation he was one of the npst astute |lawyers Harvard had ever turned out, which
made himquite astute. He | ooked everything he was, and possibly a little nore.

Mbst renmarkabl e thing about Ham probably, was his clothing. This was remarkable on any and all
occasi ons, and was good reason for the name of being the second best-dressed man in Anerica. Last
year he had been best-dressed man in the polls which counted, but this year an actor in Hollywood
had edged himout of first place into second. Hami s alibi was that the war was distracting his
attention, but privately he had done a bit of worrying. He was proud of his sartorial repute.

He was even prouder of his association with Doc Savage. He was one of Doc's group of five

assi stants.

He cane flying into Cccupied France, and by reason of the specially silenced notors on one of
Doc's own planes, the fine job of canouflage, daring and sone |uck, he avoi ded possible interception
and | anded in a neadow at the edge of the woods | ocated seven miles due south of La d enze.

Monk and Doc, waiting, quickly junped into the plane.

“Monk, you ugly thug,” Hamsaid. “It's too bad they didn't hang you.”

He sounded as if he neant it.

“Ham you overdressed shyster,” Mnk said, “danged if | don't think I'll stay here before I'II
ride back with you.”

Monk sounded as if he neant that, too.

Wi ch was, for them a conpletely affectionate greeting.

Then Ham | ooked at Sien Noordenveer. “The breath of an angel!” he exclained. “Wo's this?”

“The witch | dreamed up,” Mnk told him “Did a pretty good job, didn't I?”

Sien said. “He keeps tal king about a witch and a nmotorcycle in connection with me. He never has
expl ai ned why.”

They were losing no tine getting in the plane.

Ham asked Doc, “Have any trouble with the Germans since you nade that radi o speech in Mayan?”
“Not hing serious,” Doc told him

Sien laughed. “1'd hate to see sonething he called serious, then. German patrols have been as
thick as bees in a clover field. Wth all the soldiers who have been around here | don't see what
they have left to fight the war.”

“They were after you, huh?”

“I'n waves.”
“You have a radio-receiving set?”
“No.

“You don't know, then,” Ham said, “that the whole Nazi outfit is in a stew over this thing.

Grapevi ne reports have been com ng out about it.”

Ham haul ed back on the control wheel. The ship lifted.

He said, “The reports are to the effect that the Nazis are all stirred up about a bl ack, black

wi tch. The English thought that was funny, at first. Then they heard Htler hinself was very
interested, and had nade a personal trip to a chateau near Carotin, France, in connection with the
matter. That made them stop | aughing. Then they heard Col onel Rohr had been executed by a firing



squad on Hitler's personal order. That convinced themit was inportant. But they're puzzled.”

Doc asked, “Col onel Rohr was executed?”

“That's the report,” Ham said. “Stood against a stone wall.”

DOC SAVAGE | apsed into silence. Death invariably had a depressing effect on himwen it was
connected with his doing. Long ago he bad issued orders to his nmen that there was to be no killing
of enem es, regardl ess of how much killing was deserved. It was the one order of which he expected
no violation. He hinself never directly took a life. Nor did the others, although in the case of
Monk Mayfair, there was roomfor a little doubt. Monk had been afflicted with a series of

acci dents—as he called them+n which his enem es unfortunately got killed. He had been warned about
this. Nobody expected the warning to do nuch good. Mdnk had been warned about involving hinmself with
anything attractive in skirts, w thout noticeable effect.

The plane clinbed up into the sky. It was a nmoonlit night with the sky full of star sparks and

the air hard with col d.

Ham sai d, “About that recording in Mayan: Half a dozen listening posts in England got it, and two
in Arerica. They were playing it to us over |long distance telephone in less than thirty mnutes. W
got busy.”

“Al'l of you?” Doc asked.

“Renny and Long Tomare in Australia on that arny mssion,” Ham said. “They haven't gotten back.
That |eft Johnny and ne and Pat.”

Si en Noordenveer asked, “Wo is Johnny?”

“Johnny Littlejohn, archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st,” Ham expl ai ned. “The | ongest one hunk of man you
ever saw.”

“And the user of the biggest words,” Mnk added.

“And who is Pat?” Sien asked. “ls he another one of your group?”
“Pat isn't a he. Pat is Patricia Savage. She's Doc's cousin.”
“Pretty?”

“Ch, boy!” Hamsaid. “The only trouble is, she likes trouble the way a frog likes flies. Every
tine we get mxed up in sonme excitenent like this she's right down our throats.”

Doc Savage, who rarely showed expression, was now | ooking irritated. “You called Pat into this?”
he asked.

Ham regi stered disconfort. “She invited herself. You know how she is, Doc.”

“You shoul d have kept her out. This thing may prove to be the biggest and nobst dangerous article
we have tackled. The whole Gernman governnent is excited about it. And the Gernman governnent, in the
mddle of its other troubles, would not get excited over a trifle.”

Ham said, “Well, she's in it now”

“What is she doing?”

“Hel pi ng Johnny keep track of Harve MacChesney.”

“You have,” Doc asked, “located MacChesney?”

“You m ght say we're keeping track of his snoke.”

“ Sroke?”

“MacChesney, ” Ham expl ai ned, “is burning up the | andscape in an effort to get sonewhere. W think

the somewhere is New York. He got out of Germany in the Luftwaffe plane he stole. He landed in
French Africa, and refueled. The French-African airport was an out-of-the-way one, and the
authorities there were so banboozl ed by the conbinati on of an American di pl omat and a Gernman war

pl ane that they were afraid not to refuel him The next heard fromhe was in Brazil.”

Ham had been clinbing their plane rapidly. They went into clouds. He continued, “lIn Brazil, they
were too smart for him The Brazilian authorities seized the plane and arrested MacChesney. But, of
course, when the American officials there identified MacChesney as a United States diplomat, the
Brazilians turned himover to the United States officials. And then MacChesney made jackasses out of
the United States officials. He escaped fromthem He stole another plane, an Anerican one this
time, and headed for the United States.”

DOC SAVAGE |lifted a hand to interrupt the recital of MacChesney's actions. “MicChesney,” he said,
“escaped fromUnited States officials in Brazil and stole an American pl ane?”

“Yes.”

“Strange way for a hitherto dignified and trusted American diplomt to act.”

“Darned strange,” Ham agreed. “Everybody in Washi ngton who knows MacChesney i s dunfounded.”

Doc asked, “He didn't explain hinself?”

“Not a word.”

“Did he,” Doc asked, “nention how he escaped from Ger many?”

“He didn't tell anybody anything.”

They flew in silence for a while. O ouds were thin and ghostly w sps around them Overhead, the
nmoon and the stars were as bright as fire.

“CGo ahead,” Doc said, “with anything el se you know about MacChesney.”

Ham shrugged. “There isn't much nore. MacChesney flew fromBrazil to the United States by the

land route. He refueled once in Honduras, at a renote mning-conpany flying field where they hadn't
heard about him That's the last trace. He is headed for the States, of course, and probably for New



York. He lived in New York a long tine, and he'd doubtless head for fam liar ground. Furthernore,
t he Honduras m ning conpany nanager reported that he saw a map in the plane, and it had three or
four alternate routes to New York charted on it with pencil.”

Monk scratched his nubbi n-shaped head. “Wat |'m wondering is where MacChesney | earned to fly
like that. It ain't no snall job to pilot stolen planes around over the world Iike he's doing.”
Ham sai d, “MacChesney is a private flier of nmuch experience. Kept own plane for years, and

travel ed fromone European capital to another in the course of his business.”

“That costs noney. Do they pay diplomats that kind of dough?”

“The MacChesney famly had a lot of wealth in the shape of rubber plantations.”

Doc Savage | ooked up. “Rubber plantations? In the East |ndies?”

Ham nodded.

“Then,” Doc said, “the MacChesneys have |ost their holdings.”

“l was going to nention that.” Ham adjusted the automatic-pilot device. “W wondered if that

coul d have anything to do with the way MacChesney is acting. Men who have been wealthy all their
lives, and lost their noney suddenly, react in strange ways, sonetines.”

Doc made no comment, was thoughtful for a while.

“Has there,” he asked, “been any report of MacChesney carrying a small handbag?”

“It's a steel dispatch box,” Hamsaid. “It's chained to his wist.”

THEY cane down in England wi thout difficulty. A flight of R A F. fighter planes escorted them
the last fifty mles suspiciously, however. Doc's plane, while it bore United States military
mar ki ngs, was obviously not an Anmerican nmilitary type.

VWi le they were refueling, a field officer approached them reported, “M. Savage, a

transatl antic radi ophone call for you.”

The call was over the regular radio |and-line service. It was Johnny Littlejohn in New York City.
“Alaetificantly enpyrean transubstantiation,” he remarked.

“What is on your mnd?” Doc asked him

“Ch!” Johnny said. “I thought it was Hamon the wire.”

Johnny liked to use his jawbreaki ng words on everyone except Doc. For sone reason or other, he
never enployed them on the bronze man.

Johnny continued, “lI think we are on the trail of Harve MacChesney.”

“You have found hin®”

“No. But he | anded his plane and abandoned it in a field in Pennsylvania. That seens to indicate
he is headed for New York.”

“No trace of himsince?”

“None. ”

Doc said, “Cet a conplete list of MacChesney's friends. CGet every close friend he has.”

“We have that already. Pat assenbled it.”

“Cet our private-detective organization to work on the friends,” Doc directed. “Watch them
Supply every detective with a full description and pictures of MacChesney. They will have
MacChesney' s photograph on file in the State departnent in Washington. Get it. Better have a good
artist make up several possible disguises around the photograph, and give copies to all the
detectives.”

“Right. Anything else?”

“And get Pat off this thing,” Doc said, “if you can.”

“l don't know about that.”

“There is sonmething fantastic behind this thing,” Doc told him “It is not small. The whole
German governnment is excited about it. It has nmade MacChesney, a staid and dependabl e man, behave
like an insane man. Before we get the thing settled there quite probably may be fireworks. Nothing
for a girl to be fooling around.”

“How, ” Johnny asked, “would you suggest | get Pat to go about her business?”

“You have ne stunped,” Doc admtted.

THEY nade the Engl and-to-America flight in conpany with two big cargo transports |oaded with arny
fliers going back to bring over nore bonbers. The transports were fast and did not cut down their
speed much.

It was late afternoon when they | anded at LaCuardia airport.

The plane, unlike nost of the craft which Doc owned—he had several —was a | and ship only. Hence
their use of LaCuardia Field instead of the Hudson River and the waterfront warehouse-hangar which
they nornal |y enpl oyed.

Johnny met them He stood out like a tower in the crowd. Monk told Sien, “He's |longer than the
words he uses. You couldn't miss him”

“I'"I'l be superanal ganmated!” Johnny said with rmuch pl easure.

He sounded so satisfied that Doc knew he had good news.

“Found MacChesney?” Doc asked.

Johnny shook his head. “No. But he's in New York. And we know he saw one of his friends, a man
named Robert Diamat. And now Robert Diamat is scared stiff.”

“Scar ed?”



“Wth the strangest kind of fear you ever saw,” Johnny said. “This thing is sure beginning to

| ook interesting.”

Chapter VIII. THE FRI GHTENI NG FUTURE

JOHNNY LI TTLEJOHN had appeared at the airport in his private autonobile, an elderly and extrenely
di | api dat ed vehicl e which Mnk had often called a fugitive froman assenbly Iine. This ancient |and
ark could actually travel a hundred and fifty mles an hour, if everything kept out of its way, and
the occupants were safe frombullets comng fromless than an antitank gun providing the w ndows
were closed. A spectator would have said it was an inpossibility, but it could be nade absol utely
airtight, hence safe fromgas attack. Along with its other qualities was that of noise. Wen in
nmotion it made such a racket that conversation was difficult.

Johnny set the course of his vehicle into downtown Manhattan and toward the swank and dignity of
residential Park Avenue.

Monk | ooked at the skyscrapers, at the people on the streets. He grinned, nuch pleased.

“This,” he said, “obviously isn't Europe.”

Sien was gazing out of the window “It isn't Holland, either.”

They rode silently, in a state not | ess than conpletely pleased.

Monk | aughed. “You know, |'ve knocked around over the world plenty, and | haven't |ost the kick
that comes of getting back to the States. | wonder if you ever lose it?”

Sien glanced at the city around them at the people on the streets, and at their dress. “l don't
see why one should lose it.”

Johnny had been told the story of what had happened to Doc and Mnk so far. He had been thinking

it over as he drove his remarkable car. Now he shook his head. “The Germans nust know nore about it
than we do,” he said. “Their excitenent indicates they do. | wonder what it is?”

Monk told him “Whatever it is, it's sonething that a sorehead naned Peterpence, al so known as

the black, black witch, discovered back in fifteen hundred and sonethi ng-or-other. The bl ack, bl ack
witch hid the secret in that underground room of the chateau. MacChesney got to digging through old
docunents, and found the hiding place. Watever he found got himso excited that he sent for Doc.
And then it got himeven nore excited, so that he tried to stop Doc getting there. And when Doc did
arrive, MacChesney grabbed the secret—we think—and lit out for New York.”

“You told me all that before.” Johnny was absentm ndedly using small words. “What di d MacChesney
find?”

Monk snorted. “Suppose you let ne ask sone silly questions.”

“Mutil oquate,” Johnny said.

“« Huh?"
“Go ahead and ask.”
“Who,” Monk asked, “is this scared man?”

“Robert Di amat.”

“You told us his name. Who is he?”

“A very close friend of MacChesney.”

“And what el se?”

“He is married,” Johnny explained, “to MacChesney's ex-wife.”

“l didn't know MacChesney had been narried before.”

“They were divorced sone years ago.”

THEY pul | ed up before an apartment house which made it evident that Robert Diamat was a man who
had a |l ot of noney to spend on living. Mnk said, “Ham shoul d be inpressed. He once had an apart nment
in this neighborhood.”

Ham nodded, said, “And had to give it up because | couldn't pay the rent. You know what these

pl aces rent for? Sone of themas high as twenty thousand a year.”

A doorman with good manners and nuch dignity passed theminside. “W're expected,” Johnny told
the tel ephone operator inside.

As they rode up in the elevator, Mnk said, “Expected? Did this Robert D amat ask you to bring us
here?”

“No. We got thrown out,” Johnny expl ained. “They probably expect me back, though. So I didn't lie
about being expected.”

A butler let themin. He recognized Johnny. He shook his head wordl essly.

“The doctor cone?” Johnny asked.

“Yes, sir,” the butler said. “He doesn't understand it.”

“And you called in a psychiatrist?”

The servant nodded. “He was conpletely baffled, sir. He indicated a belief that it was the result
of sonme kind of continuous and grow ng shock, apparently induced by belief that something horrible
is going to happen.”

“Can we see M. Diamat?”

“He won't like it, sir. He did not like it when the doctor and the psychiatrist came. And he was
not exactly courteous to you on your other visit.”

Johnny grinned. “He practically chased us out with the fireplace poker. But we'll take our
chances.”



The butl er—evidently he and Johnny had previously reached sone kind of an agreenment that invol ved
noney, judging fromhis attitude—admtted them He indicated which way they were to go.

Doc paused to ask a question.

“Where,” he inquired, “is the |lady of the house, Ms. Diamat?”

“The madamis wintering in Pal mBeach,” the butler explained. “She has not been notified of this
matter.”

Johnny then conducted them down a hall, through a pleasant room and stopped at a door. “He's in
here,” he said. “Before we go in | want to tell you what he's been doing. For hour after hour, nore
than a day now, he has done nothing but sit and stare fixedly at the radio-receiving set, and with
the nost awful expression of grow ng horror.”

“Listening to the radi 0?” Doc asked.

“The radio isn't turned on.”

Doc frowned. “Before his strange behavior started, he was visited by Harve MacChesney?”

“Exactly.”

“Did Robert Diamat tell you that?”

“No. | got it fromthe butler. D amat refused to tell ne a thing.”

“How di d the butler know about Harve MacChesney?”

“The butler,” said Johnny, “is an old fanmily retainer. He has been in the famly of the present

Ms. Diamat, who was the former Ms. Harve MacChesney, for years. He was with her when she was Ms.
MacChesney. So he knows MacChesney by sight as well as anybody woul d. He saw M. MacChesney sneaki ng
into this apartnment a few hours before Robert Di amat began acting so strangely.”

Johnny flung open the door.

WALKING i nto a strange man's house and throw ng open doors was a procedure which they expected
the owner to resent. But Robert Diamat did not as nmuch as look at them I|f he had any consci ousness
of their arrival, he gave no sign.

He sat in front of the radio.

Si x radios, rather. There were five new sets and one old one, and all were connected and all
seened ready for operation.

None of the radios was switched on.

Doc stepped forward and noted that the dials of all the radios were set to the sane wave | ength.
It was the frequency of a |arge broadcasting chain |ocal outlet.

“M. Dianmat,” Doc Savage said.

The man kept |ooking straight in front of himfor a while, then turned his eyes only. Wen he saw
Doc Savage he noved his head slightly, but not much. It was about the |east inpression Doc had ever
made on a stranger. The man did not speak.

Doc Savage wal ked sl owy around Di amat, exam ning the man. He made no bones about inspecting
Diamat, as if the fell ow was a patient who had cone for a diagnosis and treatnent. He nmade his
visual inspection, then took the man's wist and counted pulse. It was slow and slightly thready,
but not bad.

Doc reached for Diamat's head to tip it back and exam ne the eyes.

Di amat struck the hand away, hitting the hand a quick snakel i ke bl ow.

“Get out of here!” Diamat croaked.

Doc Savage gl anced up at the butler, who had followed theminto the room The butler's face was
tragic. Doc asked, “That sound like his normal voice?”

“I't isn't like himat all, sir,” the butler said sadly.

“Pl ease | eave!” Diamat nuttered.

Doc pulled up a chair in front of the man. “M. Diamat,” he asked, “what gave you this shock?”

No response.

“M. Dianat!” Doc said |oudly.

The man | ooked steadily at one radio. His attention seened focused on that radio to the exclusion
of the others, although the radio differed fromthe others in no way except that a clock sat upon
it.

It was not hard to deduct that the man was watching the cl ock.

DOC SAVAGE got up and sauntered around the room-and changed the tinme of his watch. Johnny had
brought the wrist watch along with clothing when he net themat the airport.

Doc went back and sat down in front of Dianat.

“M. Diamat,” he said. “Wiy are you watching all the radi 0os?”

The man did not answer.

Doc nmoved his wrist casually so that the man woul d not help but notice the dial of the wist

wat ch.

“Johnny,” Doc said. “Did M. Diamat have all the radi os when you were here before?”

“No, he didn't,” Johnny replied. “He has ordered the other radios since. He had only one when I
was here.”

“M. Dianmat,” Doc said. “Wiy did Harve MacChesney visit you?”

Di anat then saw the dial of Doc's wist watch. Doc had set the tine ahead fifteen m nutes.

Di anat's eyes protruded.



He emitted a weirdly inarticulate cry and sprang upon the radi os. He turned the sets on, one
after another, paw ng them madly and meki ng wordl ess groani ngs and gabbl i ngs.

He acted like a man who was about to expl ode while the tubes were warm ng up. The radios bl asted
on. A swing band. Their racket was ear-splitting.

“I"ve missed it!” he screaned.

Doc cut down the volunme of the sets. “M ssed what?”

“The . . . the—= Diamat stared at him He shook his head. He sank back in a chair.

Doc said, “M. Dianmat, have you considered the possibility that we m ght be here to help you. My
name i s Savage—boc Savage, and these are ny associates.”

This had an effect on Diamat. He closed his eyes slowy, the first ti me—everyone renenbered
suddenl y—that he had cl osed them since they had cone into the room

“Hel p?” he said. “Help is the extending of aid and succor, the offering of a haven. There is no
haven fromthe inevitable, so how can you hel p me?”

Doc studied the man for a nonment. “It is always best to deal in tangibles, M. D amat. Wat do
you mean by the inevitable? If you nmean that literally, there probably is no such thing as the
inevitable. The inevitable is a result, and results are always the product of an addition, whether
of nunbers, elenents or events.”

The voi ce which Doc used was a quiet, heavy oil on troubled water in its effect. The nman seened
to rel ax.

“l have al ways been hel pl ess,” he said, “when | get a shock. My physician said | should al ways
avoid them | amtoo enotional.”

“One of the best things to do with a shock,” Doc said, “is to unload the unpl easant details on
soneone else. It helps, and psychiatrists can give you a long list of reasons why it does help.”
“You want,” Diamat asked, “me to tell you everything?”

“I amnmerely telling you that it would help.”

Di anat stared at Doc's watch. “Is your tine right?”

“I't is a good watch.”

Diamat turned to the others. “What tine do you have?”

Monk had seen the tine at which Doc had set his wist watch and he announced the same tine
casual ly. “Eight thirty-nine exactly,” he said.

Di amat | eaned back. “I do not understand it.”

“Under st and what ?”

“Why Harve MacChesney did what he did.”

“Whi ch was?” Doc inquired.

Di anat did not answer inmediately. He was thinking. He closed his eyes again, and rubbed his
hands together slowy as if the circulation had gone bad in them

He said, “It was so horrible and unbelievable. And yet he convinced ne. | think it was the
utter—utter fantasm-ef it that convinced me. And yet there was no proof. There is no proof now, |
mean. Because it is past eight thirty, and it has not happened.”

Doc gl anced at the clock on the radio. It was al nost exactly eight twenty-five by correct tinmne.
“What was supposed to happen at eight twenty-five?” he asked.

“The radio,” Diamat said, “was to broadcast the report that the airplane carrier Chicago had been
sunk. The broadcast was to be exactly at eight—=

They came near getting their hair stood permanently on end then.

Because the radios, all of them suddenly said,

“Ladi es and gentlenmen, we interrupt the schedul ed programto bring you the followi ng news flash.
The navy departnent has just announced that the aircraft carrier Chicago has been sunk in action
with the eneny. Mre details will followin a few mnutes. Keep tuned to this station.”

Chapter | X. ONE WASN T SCARED

TEN seconds of silence. Then Diamat shrieked and canme out of his chair and shrieked again, and
the shrieking turned to |laughter and he was on the floor twisting and squirmng, to all appearances
a nental w eck.

Doc got hold of him said, “Help ne,” to the others. They took Diamat into a bedroom while the
man ki cked and | aughed—ad sensel ess | aughter that was a scream ng and sobbing and gobbling and
bl ubbering, all without reason.

“Go to the pharnmacy on the next corner,” Doc said. He told Johnny what to get. It was a sedati ve.
He wrote Johnny a prescription for the stuff.

It was half an hour before he got Diamat quiet and asl eep.

“One of us,” he said, “had better stay here with Diamat.”

They were silent. Al of themfelt queer. The radios were still playing softly, and pausing now
and then to tell about the sinking of the aircraft carrier Chicago, in eneny action surprisingly
close to the coast.

They finally matched to see who woul d stay.

Johnny | ost.

Doc said, “Keep close watch on Dianat. Makes notes of any of his nutterings that seeminportant.
Cal |l us when he revives.”

”



“What,” Johnny asked, “is wong wth hinP”

“Nervous shock,” Doc said. “It affects sone people that way sonetines if the shock is great
enough. And there seens to have been nothing small about the shock D amat received.”

Johnny scratched his head.

“I't sounded,” he said, “as if Harve MacChesney caused the shock.”

Doc made no conment.

“What did Diamat nmean by that tal k about the inevitable?” Johnny asked.

Doc did not reply to that either.

Wth Monk and Ham and Sien, the bronze man left the inpressive Park Avenue apartment house. They
got a cab, |eaving Johnny's remarkabl e car parked where it was, in case Johnny shoul d have use for
it.

There was conplete silence in the nmoving cab for a while. Then Ham said, “Doc, that was a strange
thing.”

“Which part of it?”

“Hi s knowing the radio was going to broadcast that the carrier Chicago had been sunk. |
mean—knowi ng that it was going to cone on the air at exactly eight twenty-five.”

“The information,” Doc said, “came from MacChesney. O that was the inpression one received from
Di amat . ”

“How woul d MacChesney know such a news broadcast was to go on at exactly eight twenty-five?”

Doc Savage's netallic features had a tight expressionless conposure. “W will check into that,”
he sai d.

THEY stopped at a midtown office building where there was a minor United States navy
headquarters. Doc Savage identified hinself, after which he did sonme tel ephoni ng to Washi ngt on over
the navy's private wires. He got the informati on he was after.

VWhat he | earned caused the bronze man's strange, small trilling sound, |ike the noise of a
puzzled waith, to hang weirdly in the roomfor a few nonents. And his flake-gold eyes were hard and
shocked as he replaced the tel ephone on its cradle.

“Yeah?” Monk asked.

“Di amat knew t he Chicago report was comng,” Doc said, “two hours ago.”

“Even before that, according to what Johnny said,” Mnk agreed.

“The navy,” Doc said, “didn't know it thenselves two hours ago.”

Monk's small eyes tried to get out of their sockets. “Huh?”

“The report of the sinking of the aircraft carrier Chicago is one report which was not kept
secret for strategic reasons,” Doc said. “It went on the air ten mnutes after the navy received the
news. In fact, the report was being broadcast while the airplane carrier was still sinking.”

In a blank silence they went out and got in a cab, and started downtown toward headquarters.
“The carrier hadn't even been sunk two hours ago,” Mnk said finally.

“No.

“Then,” said Mnk, “how did D amat know?”

Haminterrupted, “Wiat's nore to the point, how did MacChesney know it so that he could tell
Diamat. We're pretty sure Diamat got the information from MacChesney.”

That kept themsilent for a while.

Ham added, “MacChesney m ght have got this information fromthe Gernmans in sone fashion or

ot her.”

Monk snorted. There was disbelief in his snort.

Si en Noordenveer spoke for what was hardly nore than the second or third tine since they had

| anded in Anerica.

“How, ” she asked, “would he know the news broadcast would go on the air at exactly eight
twenty-five?”

For sone reason her sinple question gave themall a strange, cold feeling.

They rode nearly a dozen bl ocks.

“Doc,” Monk said.

“Yes?”

“You renmenber in that chateau in France—that night when we sneaked in through the skylight?”
“Yes.”

“Sien,” Mnk said, “was waiting under the skylight for us. She knew the mi nute we were supposed
to arrive. W didn't know the mnute ourselves. W didn't even have watches. But Sien knew it.”
Sien said, “MacChesney had told ne.”

“Diamat,” said Monk grimy, “knew when the radio was going to broadcast.”

“MacChesney had told Diamat,” Sien said.

Monk | ooked at Doc Savage intently. “Sone coinci dence, huh?”

The cab stopped. It was in front of the towering buil ding which housed Doc Savage's downtown
headquarters. They got out.

Doc stopped them

He said, “Sonething in the nature of a warning is probably in order at this point.”

“W\ar ni ng?”



“You had better nake up your minds,” Doc said, “to having this thing becone utterly fantastic.”
“You nean,” Monk asked, “that the inpossible is going to happen?”

“I't is already happening,” Doc told himflatly.

DOC SAVAGE' S headquarters for sone tinme had been | ocated in one of the tallest skyscrapers in

m dt own New York. They had at the beginning of their association and strange work established
headquarters there. They had renai ned there because the place had the advantage of a central

l ocation and—n spite of it being in the heart of the city—the privacy which they often needed.
Strangers often came to Doc Savage with unusual troubles, and the place was accessible to these. It
had t he di sadvant age of being conspicuous also to their enem es, of which there were not a few. But
they had installed nunerous safeguards agai nst such foes, so that they considered the headquarters
as safe as any spot.

The pl ace consisted of all the eighty-sixth floor, which was divided into a small recepti on room
a huge library, and an enornous | aboratory which contained the intricate and advanced scientific
gadgets whi ch Doc used in his experinenting.

Patricia Savage nmet them She had been standing by a wire-tel evision gadget which could be
switched to any of the approaches to the eighty-sixth floor and—rom al nost unnoti ceabl e pi ckup
apparatus—give a view of visitors. It was a handy precauti onary gadget.

Pat pointed a finger at Doc.

“Don't,” she said, “start telling ne to go hone.”

Doc | ooked at her wearily. “It would be wasting breath. | have found that out.”

Pat | aughed. “You don't nean you've changed over and recogni ze the value of the fem nine touch?”
Doc made no conment.

Pat | ooked at themtriunmphantly. “l1've nade discoveries,” she announced.

“As of what nature?” Monk asked her suspiciously.

“Two nore friends of MacChesney,” Pat said, “have becone scared.”

“Two nore!” Monk yel |l ed.

“Very scared,” Pat said.

“Who are they?”

“One is that real -estate man who used to handl e the MacChesney real -estate hol dings here in the
United States. He di sposed of the MacChesney family estate, in fact, over a period of years. Made
quite a fortune in conm ssions out of it, | gathered. Name is Tom de Houser.”

“Who' s the other scared one?”

“Ben Smith. An old school chum of MacChesney's. They went to college together, and as near as |
have been able to find out, that is all the connection they've ever had.”

Monk scratched his head. “VWen did they get scared?”

“Just within the last hour or two.”

“Was it news about a plane carrier,” Mnk asked, “that scared then”

“Plane carrier?” Pat was puzzl ed.

“Never mnd,” Mnk said. “Wat scared then®?”

“MacChesney, it seens.”

“He visited then?”

“Yes.”

“What were our detectives doing?’ Mnk denmanded “Didn't they have their eyes open?”
“MacChesney,” Pat said, “has disguised hinmself as a black man. He has changed his face around.

H s di sqguise was too good for our detectives.”

“How d you find out about him being a black man?”

“It's partly a guess. | noticed fromour detectives' report that a black man had visited both Tom
de Houser and Ben Smith.”

“And now they're both scared?”

“That's right.”

“How, " Monk asked, “are they scared. Like D amat?”

“Not like Diamat,” Pat told him “Not quite the same. Fear affects people different ways. But
they're scared.”

Doc Savage had remained silent. He frequently did that and listened to the questions and answers
of whoever was with him But now he spoke.

“Are there any MacChesney acquai ntances who are not scared?” Doc asked.

“One,” Pat said, “that we know of.”

“Who is he?”

“An ex-anbassador to Europe by the name of Andrew J. Stiles.”

“CGet his address.”

“l have it. He lives over in New Jersey.”

“Come on, then.”

“What are you going to do?”

“CGet hold of this Andrew J. Stiles,” Doc said, “before he gets scared, too.”

The tel ephone started ringing.

DOC SAVAGE pi cked up the tel ephone receiver and at first the voices that cane out of it did not



make words, but gruntings and the expl osive sounds that voi ces nake when their owners are struggling
and straining, or getting hit blows. There were al so noises of blows, and other sounds of furniture
upsetting and getting ki cked around.

“What is it?” Doc asked.

Johnny Littlejohn's voice yelled at him Johnny didn't use big words. He sounded as if breath was
what he had the | east of.

“The bl ankety- bl ank so-and-sos!” Johnny said. Johnny was not addicted to the use of profanity,
and he used the words bl ank and so-and-so. “Trying to grab nme!” he added.

“Who?” Doc demanded.

“Blamed if | know them” Johnny sai d.

There were nore bl ows.

“Hel p!” Johnny how ed.

The tel ephone was apparently torn out of his hand, judging by the way it sounded.

“Hel p!” Johnny said again, but farther away fromthe tel ephone.

The fighting was brought to an end by the closing of a door. Sonmeone hung up the phone.

Monk and Ham and Pat and Sien got out of the door and started a rush uptown to help Johnny if any
hel p could be gotten to himin tine.

About fifteen mnutes |later the phone rang again.

It was the Dianmat butler.

“Hello,” the butler said. “Hello, M. Savage.”

“Hell o,” Doc replied.

“l heard M. Littlejohn trying to reach you, and | was not sure you were still on the wire,” said
the butler. “M. Littlejohn has been taken away.”

“Who took him”

“Strangers.”

“How many?”

“Seven or eight. | amnot exactly sure how many. They struck ne over the head and rather
befuddl ed ne.”

“Where is M. Dianmat?” Doc asked.

“They took M. Diamat with them too,” the butler replied. He hesitated. “|I amah—+ather

di sturbed about a certain aspect of the matter.”

“\What aspect ?”

“The seven or eight nen,” said the butler, “seened to be quite friendly to M. Diamat. And |
rather got the idea he was glad to see them and was expecting them”

“Can you explain that?”

“l can't,” said the butler, “explain anything. But wait a m nute—your aides have just cone in.
Here's M. Mayfair.”

MONK and the others were on the tel ephone.

“Ei ght guys,” Monk said, “carried Johnny away.”

“And took Di amat?” Doc asked.

“Diamat,” said Mnk, “went willingly.”
“Any trace of Johnny?”
“No. | think the guys used cars. W ain't sure of that even.”

“Search that apartment,” Doc said, “fromone end to the other. Turn up everything, and note
anything that's interesting.”

“Right.”

“And grab the butler,” Doc directed, “and nake himtell what he knows.”

“He knows sonething, you think? The butler's been co-operating with us pretty well.”

“He has been co-operating too well,” Doc said grimy, “for an old famly retainer. Gve himthe

wor ks, but don't be too long about it. W have to get over to Andrew J. Stiles' house in New Jersey
bef ore anyt hi ng happens to him | want you all to neet nme in Jersey City in about an hour and a
hal f. Be there on tine.”

Chapter X. DEATH AND THE BRAVE

RI GHT on the dot, an hour and a half |ater—they were always pronpt about their appointments—\onk
and the others net Doc at a subway station in Jersey City. They had cone by car while Doc had used
t he Hudson Tubes—n New Jersey they called the subways the “Tubes” because it went through a tunnel
tube under the Hudson River to New York.

There was, the group reported, nothing to show where Johnny had been taken, or why he had been

sei zed. However, said Ham Brooks grimy, it was obvious that Johnny had been grabbed because he was
guardi ng Robert Diamat. Furthernore, Dianmat had been glad of it, and might even have instigated the
seizure. Diamat had certainly wel coned the raiders. “For a guy who was as scared as he was acting,”
Ham sai d, “he sure cane out of it and went into action.”

“Doc,” Pat said, “l thought you gave him a sedative, a sleeping potion.”

Doc Savage nodded. He had. A strong one. “The nan was an exceedi ngly nervous type,” he said.
“Probably he takes such sl eeping powders all the tinme, causing his systemto develop a tol erance for
them so that they do not have nmuch effect.”



Pat nodded.

“Now,” Doc said, “what about the butler?”

“He tal ked.”

“At first, he clainmed he didn't know anything,” Ham corrected.

Monk said, “But we threw a scare into him He figured the fact that Johnny had been seized had
made us desperate.”

“After that, the words ran out of himlike water out of a jug. GQurgle and all,” Pat said.

“Had he,” Doc asked, “been carrying MacChesney's nessages to D amat?”

Pat shook her head.

“Not MacChesney's nessages,” she said.

“Whose then?”

“The butl er had been rel ayi ng nessages from Tom de Houser and Ben Smth to D amat,” Pat

expl ai ned.

“Tom de Houser and Ben Smith,” Doc said, “are the other two scared nen.”

“That's right. Only it doesn't look as if they were too scared for action.”

Doc's fl ake-gold eyes showed griminterest. “They are going into action?”

“Tom de Houser and Ben Smith and D amat,” Pat explained, “have formed a conbination. They've got
their heads together, and have pool ed their resources, and gone into action. The action was when
they seized Johnny and rescued D amat. Rescuing Diamat was what the raid anpbunted to.”

“Diamat's butler told you this?”

“All of it. And here's some nore he told us: There are nore than those three men—be Houser, Smith
and Diamat—ixed up in it together. It seens there are some nore friends of MacChesney around the
city. W didn't have all their nanes.”

Doc was t hought ful .

“The friends of MacChesney,” he said, “seemto be ganging up.”

Pat nodded.

“MacChesney,” she added, “is the one they're ganging up on.”

“\ihy 2"

“They' ve decided to seize whatever it was that MacChesney found in that chateau in France,” Pat
sai d.

Monk rolled up the car wi ndows. “Beginning to snow,” he said.

THE snow proceeded to conme down in one of those sudden, furious storns which occur in the fall of
the year. The flakes fell with incredible abundance.

They had about forty miles to go, north and slightly west of Jersey City, into a suburban section
of rich country estates. Their progress was sl owed aggravatingly by the snow, not by its depth, but
by its blinding thickness in the air.

They cane finally to a stone wall and a great iron gate which was chai ned and padl ocked.

Monk pointed at a spot sonewhere beyond the fence, and said, “There's where we'll find the friend
of MacChesney who isn't scared.”

Doc asked, “Do you have a detective watching the place?”

“He shoul d be around here sonewhere.” Mnk got out in the snow and wandered around. Pat joined

him Pat said, “The detective said he'd been hanging around outside the gate. | guess he'll still be
here.”
They searched for some time. Pat imtated, with some skill, the call of a high-flying duck. There

was no answer.
Then the wi nd stopped bl owi ng as hard and the snow settled silently for a few nmonents, then it,

too, stopped. The little blizzard had ended as quickly as it had cone.

Pat imtated her duck several tines.

“No detective,” she said. “He was to have a duck call and answer.” She |aughed. “A duck headed
south was the only thing we could think of that would be making a noise at night this tine of year.”
“How cl ose is the house?” Doc asked.

“About two hundred yards.”

Doc said, “The rest of you wait here. Better get off the road, out of sight. Hide the car in that
clunp of trees. If anyone approaches, stop them Do not |let them get away.”

Pat said, “I hope this fellow Andrew J. Stiles knows sonething that will |ead us to Johnny.” She
said it grimy.
Doc went to the stone wall, studied it, then went over it quickly.

Inside there was a wi de sweep of |awn, here and there neat, naked shrubbery, and everywhere the
un-pitted expanse of snow.

Doc followed a walk to a house that was big, wide, low, as white at the snowitself. It was not
an ol d house, and it was the type an architect would call Cape Cod Mdern.

A chime sang four pleasant notes inside when he pushed the door button.

He did not wait |long before a tall, red-headed man in a brown dressing robe opened the door,
stared at himand grinned hugely.
“M. Savage!” he said. “lI've been trying for half an hour to get you on the tel ephone!”

“Stiles?” Doc asked. “Andrew J. Stiles?”



“That's right,” the man said. “Come in, will you.”

BEAM NG and rubbi ng hi s hands, wal ki ng backward half the tine and giving the inpression he was
going to bounce up and down with pleasure, the man | ed Doc down a hall and through a library into
what was evidently a sun room because the w ndows were high and wide, and a door at the end of the
bank of w ndows probably admitted to the outdoors. Everything was new, crisp, bright. Its newness
and brightness nade it attractive, although it was a style which was a fad, and woul d be outnoded in
a few years.

The red-headed man took the floor.

“M. Savage,” he said, “lI hope you canme out here to tal k about Harve MacChesney.”

Doc studi ed him then nodded slightly. The man was about forty-five, with a body wapped in heavy

I ong nuscl es, which would nmake hi m wei gh much nore than he seened to weigh.

“MacChesney a friend of yours?” Doc asked.

The man | aughed. The | augh had a fierce roughness.

“Mac?” he said. “Mac isn't the friend of anybody. Not now. He used to be a fairly grand guy. But
you' re aware of that, because | understand you knew him?”

Doc admitted, “lI knew MacChesney. He seened polished, honest and straightforward.”

“He's changed. You woul dn't know him But then, you can't blanme himfor changing.”

Doc's face becanme expressionless.

“You know,” he asked, “what changed hi n®?”

“You cane here to find that out, didn't you?”

“Yes.”

“It is,” the other said, “quite a story.”

“There have been signs of that.”

“lIt needs,” the man said, “sone substantiation.”

“In the formof what?” Doc asked.

“Evi dence,” announced the other, “to prove a nost remarkable tale. I'll have to get it. WIIl you
wait here?”

He backed toward the door.

“l won't be gone but a minute,” he said.

He opened the door and went out—the door that led to the outdoors, and which was placed beside

t he bank of w ndows.

There was a fireplace in the other end of the sun room Doc stood close to the blaze, finding its
warnt h pleasant, and trying to put a nental finger on sonething that was bothering him

Sonmething troubled him He did not, at first, know exactly what it was. Sone kind of a nental

thorn. He did not know exactly its nature. He worked at it, picking the feeling apart, and gradually
he began to understand.

It was the red-headed man. It was the sincerity of the red-headed nman, or rather his lack of it.
The fellow had been | oud and active and effusive, but those things were natural to one who was
excited and not taking the trouble to hide it. If the man's manner was natural, what then was w ong?
Sincerity. There had been no sincerity in it that was genuine.

Doc junped visibly. He'd been renmarkably dunb.

The red-headed man had been acting.

The conviction, however, had cone a little too |ate. Because there was noise at the front door

and heavy feet in the halls, and an authoritative voice shouting, “Sergeant Jones, take the north
wing!” And, “Officer Lee, take the basenent, Landers, upstairs!” And men scattering through the
house.

They were not soldiers. They were State police. They cane into the room

“You might as well,” said the officer in charge, “consider yourself under arrest.”

“On what charge?” Doc asked.

“One nmurder that we've found already,” the officer said. “And there's probably another we're
supposed to find. And don't start telling us who you are. W know you' re Doc Savage.”

I T devel oped that there had been two nurders.

They did not find the second one for a matter of two or three mnutes.

In the neantine they brought in the first body. “Fromthe hall closet,” the police official said
grimy.

Doc knew the victim The man was one of the private detectives who often worked for them+the
detective who had been watching the gate. This was why they had not been able to find him

(I'n addition to his group of five associates—and unwillingly, on occasion, Pat Savage—whom Doc

enpl oys, the bronze man al so nakes use of private detectives. These private agents, however, are not
menbers of any regul ar commercial service. They work only for Doc Savage, and their work is in
addition to whatever trade they happen to follow for a living. They are “graduates” of Doc Savage's
uni que crimnal-curing “college.” This “college” is a secret institution in upstate New York to

whi ch Doc sends such crimnals as he captures. Here the crooks undergo delicate brain operations
whi ch wi pe out menory of past. They are then taught to hate antisocial ways, and are educated in a
trade. They | eave the place excellently equipped to earn a living and w thout any know edge of their
crimnal past. None of these “graduates” have returned to ways of crime. It is Doc's hope that sone



day his nethod of handling crimnals will supplant penitentiaries, but he is fully aware that his
systemis too drastic for public acceptance as yet. Hence the secrecy. FTHE AUTHOR )

The ice pick which had killed the man was still enbedded in his left ear.

“Know hi n?” the policeman asked Doc.

The bronze man seenmed not to hear the question, asked, “Wat brought you fell ows here so
opportunely.”

“QOpportunely, hell!” The police official scomed. “We didn't get here in tine to keep you from
killing him Wat's opportune about that?”

“What ,” asked Doc steadily, “gave you all these ideas?”

The police officer |ooked at the bronze man. He lost a little of his rough sureness.

“We got a tel ephone call. Tip. Anonynpus. Mentioned you by nane. Said you'd nurdered two peopl e
here. One of thema stranger. Guess this is the stranger. The other one you killed is supposed to
have been the owner of the place—Stiles.”

“Does Andrew J. Stiles have red hair?”

“No, of course not.”

“Tal | and nuscul ar?”

“No, he—=

There was a commotion in the corner. One of the policenen, searching the roomcarefully, had
opened a |l arge | ocker which had evidently been designed to hold firewod. The policenman | ooked into
the | ocker, barked in unpl easant astoni shnent, and dropped the lid. He opened it again.

“Come over here,” Doc was directed, “and you can see for yourself what Stiles |ooked |ike.”
Andrew J. Stiles was a short, solid fat man with gray hair and a skin leathery with golf tan. His
jaw was the jaw of a man who had used it and determ nation for pushing people out of his way. It was
the face of a man who had made noney. It was a righteous, hard-willed face, and death had not
renoved nuch of its character.

The ice pick was in the right ear this tine.

Chapter XI. PHANTOM

THERE were no footprints in the snow outside the door.

That was quite bad. It proved Doc Savage a liar. It was the first thing that had actually proved
hima liar.

First, Doc said, “This is ridiculous. A red-headed man net ne at the door, said he was Stiles,
brought me to this room He said he had sonething to show me and would step out and get it. He went
through this door.” Doc indicated the door beside the wi ndows through which the red-headed man had
gone.

A policeman opened the door. He | ooked down at the snow. He | aughed.

“I would think,” he said, “that the great Doc Savage would be a better liar.”

Doc | ooked at the snow, and he was startled enough to make the trilling sound that was his
unconsci ous mani festation in noments of mental stress. He sank to a knee to get a closer |ook at the
SNow.

There were no tracks in the snow outside the door.

The bronze man got to his feet.

“When,” he asked, “did you receive this tel ephone call which brought you here?”

The New Jersey State police officer frowned at himthoughtfully.

“l don't think,” he said, “that | should take any chances with you. You fellows in New York think
you're the cat's whiskers. And |'ve heard of you in particular.”

Doc said, “Wat difference if | happen to live in a different State?”

“Shut up!” the officer said.

Doc stared at the nan. The officer was genuinely bitter, out to nake a goat of sonebody from New
York State.

Probably sone New York cop had nade a fool out of this Jersey officer sonme tine or other, and the
Jersey man was still burning.

“You want to hear the conplete story?” Doc asked.

“Seeing as you started off with a lie"—the officer waved at the untracked snow—=| guess not.”

He swung and gave orders. Doc was to be placed in a police car and taken to the nearest jail. The
county attorney was to be informed, and the governnment investigation departnent, the latter on
general principles, and the local office of the army intelligence, this |last also on general
princi pl es.

Doc studi ed the snow outside the door, wondering how the man who had stepped through that door
had nmanaged to make his departure w thout |eaving tracks. There was no snow bare | edge onto which he
coul d have stepped.

A police photographer appeared and began taking pictures of the room the bodies, the unmarked
SnNow.

Doc was | oaded into a car.

There had been no sign of his associates—\nk, Ham Pat, or of Sien Noordenveer.

Doc studied the snow around the car in the driveway. He saw no tracks except the prints of car
tires.



The car which carried Doc reached the gate.

Doc did sone yelling in Mayan.

He said, “Trail any policeman who | eaves here on foot.”

He said it with enough volune that probably it could be understood a quarter of a mile away.
THE Jersey police official scow ed at Doc Savage, demanded, “Wat kind of noise was that?”
Doc renained silent.

The officer prodded him “Cone on, conme on! Don't be coy!”

“I't was,” Doc said, “an expression of feeling.”

“Huh?”
“Don't you,” Doc asked, “ever get worked up to the point where you just have to let go?”
The officer scratched his head. “I've heard you were a strange-acting guy.” He | eaned back in the

”

seat. “Yell all you want to,” he said. “But you let out a how or two |like that after you get in
jail, and they'll stick you in solitary confinement.”

Doc made no conment

Snow had nmade the highway a little slippery, and the rear tires of the police car were evidently
worn slick because the machi ne noved slowy and skidded a bit now and then

They had searched Doc Savage. As police searches went it had been a thorough one. Actually, they
had m ssed a nunber of gadgets which the bronze man habitually carried. Gadgets which actually were
constructed into his garnments

The cotton in the shoulder padding tailored into his coat was chemically treated, the buttons
were not ordinary buttons at all, and the fabric of any one of his garnents would serve sone
speci fied purpose in an emnergency.

The col d had caused the policenmen to roll up the car wi ndows.

The anaesthetic gas which Doc rel eased had a cl osed space in which to work. The stuff canme out of
a plastic capsule which was fixed to the inner side of each el bow where it would feel, to the
expl oring hands of a searcher, like nmerely the firmess of one of the el bow bones. Careful, hard
pressure snmashed the capsule and the liquid contents flooded out, vaporized, becane a gas which
woul d produce qui ck unconsciousness if inhaled, but which had the added property of becom ng
inmpotent after mingling with the air for a minute or so. It was sinple for Doc, who could hold his
breath several minutes, to escape it by not breathing for a while

(The ability of an individual to “hold his breath” for several mnutes is not phenonenal. The
capacity of different individuals to hold their breath is one that varies remarkably. Pol ynesian
divers in the South Seas frequently stay under water five mnutes or nore. The average person can
hold his breath a full mnute by renmining notionless. Exertion which requires oxygen naturally
reduces the interval. But the world record for holding breath is a little startling. It was
established by a coll ege student under |aboratory conditions—and is slightly in excess of twenty
m nut es. —THE AUTHOR.)

The car turned lazily across the road as the driver slunped and his foot came down hard on the
accel erator. Doc | eaned over, turned off the switch. The car bunped al ong the shoul der, off the
pavenent, settled into a ditch that was not deep

Doc took the policenen out and placed themin a neat row. It was not cold enough to freeze them
The gas influence would soon dissipate, leaving themwith so little after-effects that they woul dn't
under st and exactly what had happened

Doc drove back toward the Stiles estate

PAT and Sien were al one when Doc cane back

They cane out of the shadows under a cluster of evergreen trees sone distance down the road from
the big iron gate—which had been forced open by the police—+n the stone wall around the Stiles

pl ace

“Monk and Ham” Pat said, “followed him”

“Fol | owed who?”

“The policeman,” Pat explained, “who came out of the estate alone.”

“Did the man act suspiciously?” Doc asked

“He sure did.”

“What did he do?”

“He ducked out of sight,” Pat said, “and skedaddl ed away fromhere. 1'll bet Mnk and Ham have a
time following him”

Si en Noordenveer |ooked at Doc Savage. “l don't understand this. Wwo was that man? Aren't we ever

going to find Harve MacChesney?”

“The man,” Doc said, “was a nurderer.”

Pat exclaimed, “But the man was a cop—=

“He was not a cop. He only wore a cop's uniform” Doc expl ai ned

The bronze man told them about the pleasant greeting he had received fromthe red-headed man when

he arrived at the Stiles honme. He explained how the fell ow had stepped out of the door, but-—when the
police arrived and unearthed the two bodi es—+there were no tracks

Doc said, “He clinbed a rope, of course. Clinbed a rope up to the second-floor w ndowthere is

one over the door—and pulled the rope up after him”



“That seens far-fetched,” Sien said. “How did the rope happen—=

“A plant. Everything planted and prepared. The two men nurdered and their bodies hidden. The call
to the police as soon as | drew near the house. The red-headed man doubtl ess made the tel ephone
call. The police station isn't far, and he knew just about how long it would take the police to
arrive. He gave ne a big welconme, left me and stepped out of the door, seized the rope and clinbed
up to the window, pulled the rope in, and got busy changing into a policeman's uniform which he had
ready. As soon as the police cane and took ne away, and nore police arrived, he wal ked out of the
house as if he was a police officer. And naturally no one suspected him?”

Pat asked, “Wiy was Stiles killed, do you suppose?”

“Stiles,” Doc said, “was an individualist. You could tell that by |ooking at his face even. He
did not scare. He was probably a man of character, ideals. In other words, he was not a man who
woul d turn crook.”

“They killed himbecause he wouldn't join then?”

“That is ny guess,” Doc admitted. “Either that, or he threatened to tell the police about the
whol e thing.”

“What whol e thing?”

“About what Harve MacChesney found in that vault under the French chateau.”

“What did he find?”

Doc said, “I inmagine we shall soon find out for sure.”

Pat fell silent. She'd got an evasive answer from Doc Savage, and she knew that was all she was
going to get. The next time she asked Doc, he'd probably pretend not to hear the question.

Si en Noordenveer gestured inpatiently. “M. Savage,” she said. “l asked you one nore question
awhi |l e ago.”

“I'f we are ever going to find Harve MacChesney?”

“Yes. Are we?”

“The murderer,” Doc said, “will probably | ead Monk and Ham to MacChesney.”

HE di spatched Pat and Sien to New York. He told themto use the police car, but not to stay in it
over half an hour, because by that time there would doubtless be an alarmout for it. “Leave the
car.” he ordered, “and get to New York by train.”

“Then what?” Pat asked.

“Do not go to headquarters. And do not go to your honme. Stay out of sight,” Doc said. “Go to sone

large hotel, where you will not be conspicuous, and register. Go to the Park-Ritz. | wll contact
you there.”

“The Park-Ritz,” Pat said, “won't let us in w thout baggage. That's a very snooty place.”

“Tell them who you are and they will. Then tell themto keep quiet about you being there.”

Pat stared at Doc Savage with one eye narrow and the other eye w de open and suspi ci ous.
“This,” she said, “sounds like the old run-around.”

“What do you nean?”

“You're just getting rid of nme.”

“Nonsense.”

“You don't intend,” Pat said, “to call me until this whole thing is wound up.”

“Ri di cul ous.”

Pat snorted. “l see through you. And | think it's a very cheap scheme for getting rid of ne.
After all, |'ve been a great help so far.”

Doc becane indignant. “Be on your way!” he ordered. “You are to guard M ss Noordenveer. Her life
is in danger. After all, her know edge of the sixteenth-century witten |anguage was inportant

enough for Harve MacChesney to have her help him M ss Noordenveer is very inportant. Wen this
thing comes to a head you will find she is nore inportant than you realize.”

Pat clinbed in the car with Sien Noordenveer.

“You,” she said, “aren't fooling nme. You think you re getting rid of me.”

She managed to drive away indignantly.

Chapter XII. BAIT

MONK MAYFAI R and Ham Brooks had sone trouble following their quarry for the first mle, but after
that the man got over his scare and stopped running and dodgi ng. They cane upon the policeman's
uni form which the man had di scarded. Hamtook it along for evidence and because it m ght be useful.
“He's the guy, all right,” Mnk said.

“What do you reckon happened at Stiles' house?” Ham pondered.

“Dunno. Wsh Doc'd had a chance to tell us. But the way the police popped in, and Doc bei ng under
arrest, it looked like some kind of a trap.”

Ham scowl ed. He thought so, too, but he hated to agree with Mink. “Don't nmake so nmuch noi se, you
knot head,” he told Mnk.

Their quarry eventually came to a small nei ghborhood settlenent, turned into a drugstore, nmade a
tel ephone call, then went into the restaurant next door and ordered food.

“Tel ephoned sonebody to come get him” Mnk surm sed.

“We better rent a car,” Ham decl ared.

They found a taxi concern which rented drive-yourself cars, but the quality of the cars for rent



left alot to be desired. The proprietor of the place was indignant. “You expect a new car?” he
yelled. “Wiy, with this war, everybody drives used cars.”

They took a car. They drove the rattling heap around the corner and parked it.

“This sounds |ike one of the cars everybody drove,” Mnk conpl ai ned.

They di scovered they had made a car deal for nothing. Two men canme for the red-headed nan. They
cane afoot, bundled in overcoats, and with flashlights. They seemed in no hurry. After sone
handshaki ng, the two newconers had hot coffee and chili.

Monk and Ham waited and grunbled in the darkness outside.

The three then left, and wal ked.

“I"'mnot sad about leaving this junk pile,” Mnk whispered as he clinbed out of the rented car.
Their quarry tranped along a street a short distance. The street dead-ended, and there was a path
leading up a hill through a thick growth of evergreen trees. The three nmen ahead wal ked into the
trees. They had paused and | ooked back a time or two, but did not seem unduly suspicious.

Monk and Ham foll owed on the path. There was enough noonlight that they could see the three nmen
ahead of them wal ki ng through an open space. They were thensel ves out of sight. They qui ckened
their pace and a voice full of determination said, “All right, wap "emup!”

It was conpl etely dunfounding. The three nen they were followi ng were ahead; they could see them
They hadn't expected an attack.

But the dark ni ght shadows around them seened to turn to charging humanity.

MONK and Ham decided to split for the sake of confusion. Monk went up the trail. Instantly, his

t oe hooked sonething and he went down. A wire had been stretched across the trail.

Ham went the other direction. There was a wire there, too. It had been lying in the snow and the
eneny had jerked it up. Hamhit it, landed on his face in the thin layer of snow Men piled onto
hi m

Men were on Monk, also. A startling nunber of them They tried to get his legs. He proceeded to
kick some faces. His mouth was full of snow fromthe fall. He got that out, and started chickens
cackl ing and dogs barking all over the countryside with his bellow ng.

The three nmen farther up the trail wheel ed and ran back. The red-headed man took charge.

“CGet them” he how ed. “They were the only two follow ng ne!”

Monk got up, nen hanging to his arns and | egs, and nade for the red-headed nan |like a torpedo. He
bow ed the fell ow over, tranpled on him

“Hold him” the red-headed man squalled. “Wat the hell! This all the men you brought?”

“You said a half dozen over the tel ephone!” soneone gasped.

Ham heard that, and decided they'd been a little m staken about what the red-headed nan had

t el ephoned. He'd done nore than ask someone to come to nmeet him He'd known they were follow ng him
and had arranged this el aborate deadfall for them

Ham got hold of an arm He twisted with the arm whirling over and over like an alligator, trying
to break the arm The armwas |ike rubber, although its owner how ed. Sonmeone stepped on Ham s neck
as if it was a piece of stovewood and proceeded to chop at it with the barrel of a short rifle. Ham
began seeing stars and a slight, agonizing bl ackness.

They got Mnk quel |l ed about the sane tine.

The red-headed nan panted and puffed and ran his hands over his hair as if it was standing on
end. “Boy!” he said. “Boy, oh, boy! | began to understand why these guys scare people.”

“What ,” asked a man, “will we do with their bodies.”

The redhead | ooked dunfounded. “Hey, you ain't killed then?” He junped forward. “Here, no killing
yet! We want to ask these guys questions.”

“Well, let's start asking them”

“Don't be funny,” the redhead said. “lI'mnot the guy who asks the questions.”

They pi cked Monk and Ham up bodily and carried themon up the hill.

“What about tracks?” someone denmanded, frowning at the prints they were naking in the snow.

“Railroad track over the hill,” the redhead explained. “W'll walk on that. First train al ong
will stir up the snow and cover our tracks. Then, when we reach the main road we can take that.
Snowpl ow wi I | have the road cl eared by now”

“Hell, do we have to take that |ong way around?”

AT the end of the walk was a | og house. They had wal ked about a nile, making Monk and Ham do
their own wal king. The | og house was very big, had many rooms, and a rustic sign in front, saying,
“The O d Frontier Inn.” A sign equally as big and nmuch nore promnent said, “Closed.” The latter

| ooked as if it might have been printed that night.

There was a man standing inside the door with a shotgun who greeted themangrily and denanded to
know who the hell thought he was going to stand there on guard all night. They ignored himand he
did not seem surprised. They went into another room

The room was big, had boards nailed over the w ndows, curtains drawn over the boards. A big fire
popped and nade wi nd sounds in the fireplace.

Monk | ooked around and recogni zed—fromtheir descripti ons—fom de Houser and Ben Smth. He

recogni zed Robert Di amat because he had seen himbefore. Two other men had the | ooks and cl ot hes of
men who were inportant enough to be friends of Harve MacChesney. The remai nder were just hired



talent, fellows who had done things for smarter nen all their lives. Also, over in a chair in the
corner was Johnny.

“Johnny,” Monk said, “are you all right?”

“This,” said Johnny, “is a cacographically bedlanmtic m sconputation.”

Johnny was tied to the chair.

“You're in pretty bad shape,” Mnk said dryly, “when you use words that snall.”

Johnny did not ook as if he had been harned other than a bl ack eye and sone trace of previous

| eakage of red fromthe nose. Judging fromthe ambunt of rope they had used to tie him he had nmade
a previous effort to slip his bonds, causing themto add nore rope.

Monk scow ed at De Houser, Smth, Diamat and the other friends of Harve MacChesney.

He frowned at the nan who nust be MacChesney, hinself.

MacChesney was tied to another chair near Johnny.

Monk had troubl e recogni zi ng MacChesney, although he'd been supplied with an excellent
description of the man, and had once nmet himbriefly. He had al so | ooked at MacChesney's pictures.
Some traces of dark grease paint still was on MacChesney's skin, largely in the winkles of the neck
skin, survival of his disguise as a black nman.

The thing that made MacChesney hard to recogni ze was a ghostly, haunted | ook, a strain and

wi | dness that becanme, after you watched it awhile, sonewhat frightening. He | ooked |like a man who
had done exactly what he had done—a nan who had nade a discovery so fantastic that it had upset his
whol e character.

Monk had the quick thought that the man was | ooking just as he had expected himto | ook.

After |ooking at the ropes which held MacChesney to the chair, Mnk said, “This surprises ne a
little.”

MacChesney stared at hi mwordl essly.

“We had you figured,” Mink said, “as the little boy with the hatchet. W figured you were No. 1
skunk in the den. Boss of this, in other words.”

MacChesney renai ned without words.

Robert Di amat, however, |aughed. H s laugh had a high, fluttering quality, as if the pleasure in
it was frenzied.

“He was the boy with the hatchet,” D amat said.

Monk sized up the situation.

“You,” Mnk said, “took it away fromhim That the way it was?”

“You m ght say we did,” Dianat agreed.

Monk frowned at Diamat, De Houser, Smith, the other two well-dressed nmen. He included MacChesney
in his frown.

“You fellows,” he said, “are all supposed to be fine, upstanding exanples of |eading citizens.

You have positions. People |ook up to you. You're used to being sonebody. The consequences will be
hard for you to take.” Mnk stared at theminpressively. “You won't like it in jail.”

Di amat smi | ed.

“I't's worth it,” he said. “Anyway, there won't be any jail for us.”

“No jail, huh?”

“No.

“You won't be in it long,” Mnk predicted.

“You think not?”

“Just,” Mnk said, “while they're warm ng up the electric chair.”

THE remark about the electric chair renoved courtesy fromthe situation. Monk and Ham were
slamred into stout chairs and tied with everything that would hold a knot.

The tying was not without incident. And very inportant incident it proved to be, later.

Monk staged a rebellion, assisted by Ham Monk began with the unusual gymmastic feat of junping
into the air and kicking two nen in the face sinmultaneously. Wiat his feet did to the two faces was
one of his pleasant nenories.

The kick got himfree for a nonent. He junped, ran, kicked, swung, grunted, yelled. He got Ham

| oose. Hamjoined himin everything but the yelling.

VWhat Monk did to the stuff on the table was pure accident.

He needed the table for fighting. That was all. He'd hardly noticed the stuff on it, and
certainly he didn't consider it inportant.

Just before he got hold of the table, Ham got the lights out. The lights were electric, and Ham
shorted them and blew the fuse while he was trying to enploy the cord of a floor lanp to strangle a
man. It was red-brick in the roomthen, because of the bounding fire in the big fireplace.

Monk snat ched the table.

On the table was one or nore articles covered with a white cloth. If Mnk gave the articles any
thought at all, he presunmed they were dinner dishes covered with a napkin.

As he said later, if he was aware of what was on the table, it was only a subconsci ous know edge
that sonething or other was there.

He jerked the table.

The stuff flewinto the fireplace.



It was wholly chance. Monk wasn't even aware the objects on the table had gone into the fire. No
one else in the roomseened to notice or care—for a noment or two.

Monk lifted the table by a I eg, high over his head. The | eg broke off the table and the table
cane down and cracked Monk on the head, knocked himto his knees. Men piled onto him There were
nmore than he could fight successfully

Monk was slammed into the chair and really tied. Ham was overpowered in the neantine, thoroughly
ki cked—he got nmuch worse handling than Monk out of the fray, because they seened to be getting
scared of Monk's wildness in a fight—and al so | ashed to a chair

Someone found the burned fuse and replaced it

Robert Di amat | ooked at the fireplace. Hs jaw fell. H s eyes popped. H s face turned white. He
screanmed as if an entrail was being torn out

His first shriek was wordl ess, nothing but horror. H's second was, “The fire! Look! In the fire!”
He junped forward nadly and began to slap, dig, paw at the fire with his bare hands. It was not a
small fire. The cooking of his hands seened to have no effect on his frenzy

“Hell, he's gone crazy!” Tom de Houser shouted. De Houser grabbed Di amat and began to haul him
away fromthe fire. “You'll burn yourself to death, you fool!” De Houser shouted

Di amat struck at him

“In the fire!” Diamat screaned. “He knocked it in the fire!”

They all understood then

They converged on the fireplace as madly as D amat had behaved

Monk and Ham and Johnny watched two or three minutes of as nad a frenzy as they had ever

Wi t nessed.

They backed away fromthe fireplace. They had burned thensel ves. They cursed and groaned. One ran
and brought a bucket of water, and another got bandages and sone kind of salve that stank of
carbolic

A kind of sickened silence held themfor a while

Finally, “Didn't you save any?” Di amat asked

No one answered him

A man said later, “It was a fool thing for us to have left it there on the table, so close to the
fire.”

Anot her man, as angrily as if he had been struck a blow, screanmed, “How in hell'd we know that'd
happen?”

Monk swal | owed, after naking two efforts because his throat was quite dry

“What ,” he asked, “did | burn?”

It was Harve MacChesney who answered that. MacChesney spoke in a | ow voice that was stupefied
“Everything,” he said

“What ' s everyt hing?”

“The thing,” MacChesney said, “that was going to renake the world.”

“To suit your tastes, | suppose,” Haminterjected at MacChesney, “while it was being renmade?”
Monk asked patiently, “Wat was going to renmake the worl d?”

“What | found under that chateau in France,” MacChesney said. “You just burned it.”

“Ch, hell!” Monk wearily. “Around and around we go again.”

FOUR new nen cane in then. The new arrivals, flushed with excitenent and triunph, were in
contrast to the drop-faced air of the men already in the log inn

“Look what we found!” one of the newconers cried gayly.

He neant Pat and Sien Noordenveer

The two young woren had put up a fight. A sleeve had been partly torn fromPat's suit coat, and
she was general |y bedraggl ed. There were signs that the two men hol ding her had been bitten nore
than once. Sien had a bl ack eye that was going to be a wonder, and one slipper was gone

Pat stared bl ankly at Monk and Ham and Johnny

“I't 1ooks,” she said, “as if they're nmaking a collection of us.”

“How d they get you? Monk asked her

“l'"mashanmed to tell you,” Pat said

Sien put in, “She didn't follow orders.”

“You shut up,” Pat told Sien with no ill feeling. “Nobody expects ne to follow orders when they
give themto nme, so it's not inportant.”

“M. Savage,” said Sien, “told us to go to the Ritz-Park Hotel and register and wait for himto
call us.”

“I't was the Park-Ritz Hotel. You might as well be accurate,” Pat said. “Things are m xed up

enough.”

“Anyway, we did not go there.”

Pat nodded forlornly. “That's right, we didn't. | had one of ny wonderful ideas. | decided | had
figured out what this was all about, or just about had it figured. | wanted to talk to Sien about
this fellow Nostradanmus that lived in the sixteenth century, and | also wanted to do sone research
on him | wanted to take a | ook at that book called Centuries, which Nostradanus wote. | think

there's a copy in Doc's library. So we went down there—nstead of going to the hotel, as we had been



tol d—+o get the book.” She spread both hands pal n8 up. “These four human aval anches were waiting
there. They took us. They took us good.”

“What's good about it?” Mnk asked.

“You' ve got nme there,” Pat confessed, after a nonent of thought.

Sien said, “These nen have nurdered two persons. W're the only ones who know it.”

Pat's eyes swept the room unhappily.

“Whi ch may be our hard luck,” she said. “But did you have to rem nd themof it?”

DI AVAT and the others now held a conference, gathering in a corner and |owering their voices.

They threw frequent apprehensive glances at the prisoners, so the subject matter of the powwow was
not exactly a pl easant nystery.

The captives inspected each other. Ham asked, “What happened back at the Stiles country place?”
Pat told him She inforned himof the double nurder which had been expertly franed on Doc Savage,
but she left out any mention of Doc's possible whereabouts. She didn't know that anyway. But she did
say that Doc had escaped fromthe police who had arrested him

In order to heckle their captors, Pat gave all this information in a voice so loud it was
practically a scream Their captors finally stopped their own conference and |istened to her.
Robert Di anat —he seened to be in charge—suddenly kicked one of his associates in the seat of the
pants.

“She's yelling!” Diamat bellowed. “You fool! Suppose sonebody should hear her? She's trying to
attract attention!”

They rushed forward, and for a nmoment Pat thought they were going to brain her.

“W've got to get rid of them” Diamat said, indicating the prisoners.

There was general nodding of heads. Everyone | ooked frightened. The | eaders—bi anat, De Houser,
Smith and the other two—were not nmen who were accustoned to violence, or to feeling fear.

These five | eaders were nmen who could, w thout batting an eye, sign a contract which swindled a
conpetitor, or take a widow s savings. They called such things business, or foresight. But this was
different. This was nmurder. They had killed, or their hirelings had killed, Stiles and Doc Savage's
private detective. They had killed Stiles, it was obvious, because he wouldn't go in with them and
the detective because he was in the way. Now they were desperate.

MONK | ooked at Pat and said, “They're going to kill us.”

Pat nodded. “They'll figure,” she said, “that getting rid of us will put out the fire.”

“But it won't,” Monk said.

“Not the fire in their consciences anyway,” Mnk nuttered. “But that's not going to stop them”
Pat stared at the floor, her face tight with enption. Her |ips worked. She cleared her throat.

“I't was nmy stupidity that got nme here,” she said. “But |'mnot sorry.”

Monk frowned. “What are you tal ki ng about ?”

Pat | ooked at the floor again and had sone trouble getting the words to cone. She finally stared
at Monk, Ham and Johnny. “I don't think I could take it if you three were nurdered,” she said. “So
I"'mglad |I'mhere.”

“You're crazy,” Mnk said quietly. “But it's a nice speech, anyway.”

Di amat was now trenbling, and the col or had washed out of his face. H's conpanions were in as bad
shape with their nerves. And the hired men did not look as if they were enjoying thensel ves.
“We've got,” Diamat said hoarsely, “to do it.”

No one said anyt hi ng.

Di amat went into another room and came back carrying a paper bag. He enptied the bag on the

floor. It contained a pair of cotton gloves which would be handy for elimnating fingerprints. The
hal f dozen ice picks which the bag held rattled on the floor.

“We' Il draw lots,” Diamat said.

“We'll play hell,” Smith gasped. “Count ne out. | couldn't do it.”

“I"ve got a weak heart,” De Houser said hurriedly.

Dianat's trenbling had becone a shaking. His lower lip shook until it fluttered and he gripped it

between his teeth. But he was not backing down. He was in a frenzy conpiled of desperation and fear,
and it was grow ng. The grisly enotion came to a climax when he grabbed up two of the ice picks.
“I'"I'l doit to one!” he gasped. “And then, you yellowlivered scoundrels, you'll each do it to
one of them?”

It was a dramatic and horrible statement which somehow did not sound at all dramatic and

horri bl e, possibly because such a statenment required a little time for its full effect and
inmplication to roll up and burst in the mnd. And the thing got no tine to roll up and burst.
Because Doc Savage knocked the glass out of a wi ndow, batted off the boards which had been tacked
over the inside of the window, shoved the curtains aside, and put his head in the opening.

“You fellows want to hear sonething?” Doc asked. “About the lights being out?”

Chapter Xl I1. CENTURI ES

DOC SAVAGE renmi ned perfectly still in the window, and in the roomthere was no novenent, no
words, no sound, but the clicking and whispering of the fire as it burned.

“First,” Doc said, “renenber that the lights were out a mnute ago, during the fight. A short
circuit blew themout.”



There was no novenent yet. But one of the ice picks slipped out of Diamat's hand and fell and
stuck point down in the toe of his shoe.

“The lights were out for some nonents,” Doc said, “before the table was overturned.”

No one said anything. They were staring at him D amat kicked the foot slowy, trying to get the
ice pick out of the toe. He had not | ooked down.

Doc said, “If you will look at the door you will find it is not |ocked.”

Every man in the roomthrew a glance at the door. It was not |ocked, obviously, because it was
standi ng open a few inches.

“During the tine the light was out,” Doc said, “it would have been no trick to cone into the room
and go to the table and get what was on it, and then get out again.”

The silence was heavy with an al nost tangi bl e weight.

“There was a great deal of excitement,” Doc said. “The noverment of a man going fromthe door to
the table woul d not have been anything to attract attention.”

Di amat got the ice pick out of the toe of his shoe. It made a wooden runni ng sound rolling across
the floor.

“Do you mind,” Doc asked, “if | cone in and tal k about a deal ?”

Di anat cleared his throat with difficulty. “Cone in,” he said.

Doc pushed a few nore boards | oose fromthe wi ndow, broke out sone additional glass and sash
careful |l y—hi s remarkabl e physical strength was evident in the casual way he took the w ndow apart
before he canme in—and clinbed through.

Di anat said, “Don't anybody shoot!”

He spoke to his men. Not De Houser and Smith and the other two gentlenen, but to the hired nen,
the | esser fell ows who had been engaged to do the dirty work, and who knew that if there were any
consequences, they would be pretty sure to get their share. The hirelings were scared. They backed
away involuntarily from Doc Savage, as if the floor was caving off under their feet. Sone of them
had guns in their hands.

“Don't shoot,” Diamat warned.

Doc Savage got into the room He stepped clear of the broken glass on the floor and straightened
hi s coat.

He said, “l have sonething you want.”

“You got MacChesney's secret?” D amat asked.

“Was it MacChesney's secret?” Doc countered. “We rather got the inpression it was the secret of a
man nanmed Peterpence, known in his day as the black, black witch.”

“You did get it!”

“You were careless,” Doc said, “to leave it lying on the table like that.”

Di amat got out a gun with great haste. “Not as careless as you were to walk in here.”

“l have not got it with me now,” Doc said. “So naturally shooting nme will not help you get it
back.”

THERE was a commotion in the roomthen. Diamat whirled and bel |l owed, “Get outside, you! Al of
you! Look for his tracks in the snow and find where he could have hidden the thing! No, don't all of
you go! Take lights.” He was confused. “Don't |et anybody see you!”

A man said, “Take lights but don't |let anybody see you! Hell!”

They went out, all but Diamat and Smith, and began searching.

Doc | ooked at Harve MacChesney. “You can tal k?”

“Yes,” MacChesney said.

“Let me get this straight,” Doc said. “Go back to the beginning of the thing. At first it was
just your interest in old manuscripts that got you involved in it. That right?”

MacChesney, |ooking at the floor, said dully, “The Gernans arrested ne in Berlin at the outbreak
of the war, and they interned me at that chateau in Cccupied France. As soon as | found that
enormous |ibrary of ancient manuscripts, | was delighted with the chateau, of course. So pl eased
that | assured the German officials | was not at all anxious to be exchanged back to America through
the regul ar channels.”

Doc interrupted him

“Do you think,” Doc asked, “that you made the Germans suspicious then?”

Harve MacChesney | ooked up suddenly. “I never thought of that. |I mght have. They were

suspi ci ous, weren't they?”

Si en Noordenveer said, “They were. They brought me from Hol |l and because | was an expert on

si xteenth-century literature. They asked ne to spy on you.”

“That means they suspected sonething.”

Doc asked, “Had you, when M ss Noordenveer joined you, found the secret?”

“Not then.” Harve MacChesney frowned wearily at the floor. “But | had investigated far enough
into the witings of Nostradanus in the sixteenth century to becone a little frightened.”

“What frightened you about Nostradanus?”

“l began to be convinced,” MacChesney said, “that the man actually did predict the future. That
he knew how to predict. That he'd found sone way of seeing into the future.” MacChesney frowned and
shook his head. “And |'d found indications that the secret was really the discovery of Peterpence.”



Monk' s eyes had popped.

“Future?” Mnk yelled. “What's this about predicting the future?”

Ham shout ed, “Shut up, you noise! It's been obvious sonebody could predict the future around

here! Why be surprised?”

“What made it obvious?” Mnk bellowed at him

“The news that the airplane carrier would be torpedoed at a certain tine.”

Sien said, “And in France, in that chateau—acChesney told me you were going to get to the
chateau at a certain tinme. He had no way of know ng that—er about the torpedoi ng—unl ess he coul d
know the future.”

Monk twi sted his head and stared at MacChesney as if he was | ooking at a devil.

“Do you know what is going to happen in the future?”

he yel | ed.

“Let me tell this nmy own way,” MacChesney said wearily.

THERE was much chargi ng around and shouting outdoors, and increasingly uneasy profanity.
MacChesney said, “Here is what happened in the year 1553. | wll tell it briefly. Peterpence, or
the black, black witch had reached the height of his career. Peterpence was a genius. An al chem st
and scientist. | amfully convinced he was of a mnd so freakish that it was unbal anced. At any
rate, he was very anbitious, and in his incredible genius, had discovered the m xture of certain
herbs whi ch worked on the human mind, increasing its realizati on—er awareness—ef extraordinary
impulse. | amno scientist. | will not attenpt to explain exactly how it works. But | know it opens
the mind to some of the stuff of which dreams are made—sone of the subconsci ous capacities of the
brain which are not now understood. You have all dreanmed sonmething that actually cane true |later, or

had prenonitions of sonmething that woul d happen. Well, it is that with which Peterpence dealt.”
Doc said, “He worked with herbs?”
“Yes. "

Monk blurted, “What do you do—drink it?”

“No. A gas. A brew that you inhale.”

“I"I'l be danged,” Mnk said. “l don't believe it.”

MacChesney noved a shoul der inpatiently. “Wo cares what you believe?”

“Continue,” Doc said, “with the story of Peterpence and Nostradanus.”

“Pet erpence hated Nostradanus,” MacChesney told them “And Peterpence was afraid to try his own
devilish brew. So he got Nostradanmus to try it, rather hoping it would kill him But the opposite
resulted. Nostradanus saw into the future. He saw ahead for centuries. The things he saw were vague
and sonme of themwere scientific wonders which he could not conprehend. So, when he wote of themin
hi s books of rhynmed predictions, called “Centuries,” sone of the descriptions were vague.”

(The vol ume of Nostradanus' rhyned predictions, titled “Centuries,” has amazed schol ars for
centuries because of the accuracy of its predictions. |If access can be had to a good library which
has a translation of the work, it is worth study, if one doesn't mnd a scare. Mtion-picture shorts
have been made of it within the |last few years. —FTHE AUTHOR )

MacChesney was silent awhile. The search outside was reaching a climax, judging fromthe sounds
“Pet erpence was enraged when Nostradanus becanme fanous because of his rhyned predictions, and his
work in nedicine,” MacChesney said. “It ended by Peterpence being disgraced, and | abeled as a witch
He died an evil and shunned ol d man, known as the black, black witch. But before he died he left a
smal | quantity of his brew, sealed in a secret hiding place in one of the stone roonms beneath the
chateau. And he left witten record of it-which no one happened to find until | came across it.”
Ham stared steadily at MacChesney. “You nean,” he said, “that you found the secret of seeing into
the future in that hidden hole in the rock?”

“Yes.”

“And you sent for us?”

“Yes.”

“Then why,” Ham dermanded, “did you turn on us?”

MacChesney's face whitened slightly. “The thing was too nmuch for ne,” he said. “The thing that

had found gave nme a power that was al nbst divine. | kept thinking of that.” He shuddered.

“ And—=

“l told the Germans,” MacChesney said, “where you would contact nme. | didn't want you. | had
figured out how | could escape by nysel f—and have this thing for my own. Have the power it woul d
give ne.”

“So you got away and came to New York. Wiy New Yor k?”
MacChesney | ooked at Smith, a queer expression on his face. “Revenge,” he said.

“Revenge?”

“Smth,” MacChesney said, “is an old school chumof mne. | was in love with a girl. He took her
away fromnme, married her. | hated himfromthat day.”

Doc Savage did not seem surprised. “Wat about De Houser?”

“De Houser,” said MacChesney, “handled ny famly's real-estate holdings. He swindled ne. | could

never prove it in court of law, but | knew he had, and | hated him And Diamat!” He scow ed bl ackly,
“Diamat | hated nore than anyone. He stole ny wife fromne.”



“And these other two are enem es al so?”

“They are.”

“How, ” Doc asked, “did you plan to get revenge?”

“lI went to themand convinced them| really had the ability to see into the future,” MacChesney
said. “And then | was going to tell each of them-and did tell them+that they would soon die
horribly. That wasn't the truth. But they thought it was.”

“And then?”

“And then,” MacChesney said, “they got the bright idea of seizing me and ny discovery and meking
the nmost out of it while they were alive. It was also their hope that, know ng the future, they
could in sonme fashion circunvent it. In other words, know ng things were going to happen a certain
way—what was to prevent them neking things happen a different way? Wiy couldn't they save

t hensel ves?”

The searchers canme in fromoutdoors now. Their faces were blue with the night chill, their
expressions ugly.

“Wel 1 ?" Diamat demanded. Diamat had |istened to MacChesney's long story with the air of a man who

had heard it before, but still found it very interesting.
“We followed his tracks,” a nman said.
“Yeah?”

“And he didn't hide anything.”

Di anat cocked the gun he was holding. “Now wait a mnute. Get it straight. Savage says he cane in
here when the |ights were out and grabbed the whol e supply of herbs that the black, black wtch
m xed in the sixteenth century. Savage says he got out with themand hid them But you followed his
tracks in the snow. ”

“And he didn't hide anything,” the man said grimy.

Diamat's face becane tight and sick. “Then there's nothing | eft but shooting,” he said.

Chapter XlV. DEATH BY PREDI CTI ON

THE cabin was quiet, but in the distance a car nade a noise as it approached. Di amat, the gun
half lifted and cocked, heard the car and waited. The machine came on in the night, traveling
cautiously in the snow, and it passed the cabin and went on, its sound dying rapidly. D amat cleared
his throat. He stooped and got one of the ice picks. “W're back,” he said, “where we were half an
hour ago.”

Doc Savage said, “You heard that car.”

They | ooked at him

“That car,” Doc said, “wasn't the only one that has passed.”

Di anat took a step forward. “VWhat are you trying to say?”

“Ask your men if my trail didn't go close to the road for a short distance and stop for a

whi |l e—er ny tracks show that | had stopped—beside an evergreen tree at the very edge of the road.”
Di amat whirled. “Well?”

“Yeah,” one of the men said. “That's where his tracks went.”

Di amat wheel ed back to Doc. “What's this? Wat're you getting at?”

“From beside the tree,” Doc said, “it would be easy to toss a small package into a passing
truck—and then remenber the |icense nunber of the truck so that | could look it up later.”

Lungi ng forward, Diamat yelled, “Wat was the |license nunber of that truck?”

Doc was silent.

“You won't tell me?” Diamat demanded.

“Wouldn't it be foolish?”

Di anat threw the ice pick away. “Look here! We'Il nake you a deal. Turn you and your friends

| oose. But first you give us the |icense nunber, and we will get hold of the stuff.”

Doc | ooked at himwith no feeling.

“You woul d not keep your word,” he said.

There was finality in the bronze nan's voice, a conplete conviction. It ended the argunent.

Di amat | ooked dunfounded, defeated. He waved his arns wldly.

“Lock themup!” he shouted. “Lock all of themup. Put themin different roons. About two to a
room We're not licked yet. We'll figure sonething.”

DOC SAVAGE and Ham Brooks happened to be confined together. The roomin which they were placed
was |arge, solid, the planks over the wi ndow two-inch stuff held in place with | arge spikes. The
pl ace was dank, musty, with no furniture whatever.

Ham sai d, “Doc, we can't trust themto nake a deal. This thing is so fantastic it'll drive nen
mad. They'll get as crazy as—=

There were two guards in the roomand one of them came over and ki cked Ham *“Shut up,” he said.
“Shut up or I'lIl knock you sensel ess.”

Ham sai d not hi ng nore.

Doc told the guard, “Call Diamat.”

“The hell with you,” the guard said.

“Call Diamat,” Doc ordered. “lI want to talk to himalone.”

The guard eyed the bronze man uneasily. He was afraid of Doc. Finally he went out.



When the guard came back he had Diamat in tow, and D amat was suspicious and carrying a revol ver.
“You wanted to see ne?” Diamat asked.

“Alone,” Doc told him

Di amat hesitated. He went around Doc and Ham carefully and tested their bindings. “Get out,” he
told the guard. “But if you hear me yell, come in, in a hurry.”

The guards stepped outside.

Doc dropped his voice to a whisper which could not possibly be heard by the guards.

“Diamat,” the bronze man said, “you are going to think this over and you are going to conclude
that | did not take the herb m xture off that table after all.”

Di amat nodded instantly. “Matter of fact, the thought was already in nmy mind.”

“I'f you becane convinced of that it mght not be too healthy for us.

“Therefore,” Doc said, “it is up to me to convince you that | do have it,” Doc said.
Di amat wat ched hi m wi t hout speaki ng.
“But,” Doc said, “lI will have to keep the supply of herb mxture in ny possession. That is, the

mai n supply.”

“Mai n supply? What are you tal ki ng about?”

“Suppose,” Doc asked, “that | had been foresighted enough to extract a very small quantity of the
her b—ene dose—and keep it, but tossing the remainder in a truck?”

“You haven't got it on you. W searched you.”

“Naturally not.”

“Where is it?”

“Did it occur to you,” Doc asked, “that it could be tossed away so that it would fall in the snow
and be hidden? No one would notice the mark a small phial would make falling in the snow?”

“Where is it?" Diamat was tense and eager.

Doc said, “It is inportant for us that you be convinced this sanple is genuine. There is one
dose. | want one of your nmen to take that dose.”

“That's agreeable with nme.”

“Who will take it?”

Di anat stared steadily at him

“I will,” he said. “Who the hell do you think woul d?”

Doc told himwhere to find the phial.

DI AVAT was gone no nore than ten mnutes. He sauntered in casually, but his face was flushed and
his eyes strange. He told the guards to get out and cl ose the door and not to cone in under any
circunstances unl ess he called them The guards obeyed, |ooking at each other knowi ngly, aware by
now that some kind of dirty work was af oot anobng their bosses.

Di amat took a small glass bottle out of a pocket. “This it?”

“That is what | sent you after,” Doc said.

Di amat was excited enough to explode. “Damm ne!” he breathed. “I get first chance at this stuff!”
He pull ed out the cork, then put it back hastily. “What do | do? How do | take it?”

“I'nhale it,” Doc said.

“Just pull out the cork and inhale it?”

“Yes.”

Di amat | ooked at their ropes again. “You can't get |oose,” he said. “And the guards would fix you

if you did. So what the hell! I'll do it here—no, maybe that's not smart. You m ght pull sonething.”
Doc shrugged. “Suit yourself. | ama doctor, as you know, and if the stuff goes bad with you, it

m ght be well to have soneone around who understands the synptons and can treat you.”

“I't wouldn't be healthy for you if | died,” Diamat said. “So I'll take it right here. If | need

the help of a doctor, you better yell for the guards.”

He went to the door and gave the two guards | ow voiced instructions that Doc was to be allowed to
treat himif he was found in a bad way.

Then Di amat uncorked the phial. He held it in his hands, cupped under his nostrils, and inhaled
deeply.

He seened to go to sleep on his feet, but slowy, so that he had tine to sag down to the fl oor

wi thout falling.

Doc Savage rolled to Dianat's side.

“Diamat!” Doc said in a |low voice. “Diamat, there is death ahead for you. Smth and De Houser and
the other two have it in their mnds to kill you and take the secret for thenselves.”

Di amat seenmed to have an awareness of the words and an understandi ng of their neaning, although
Wi t hout consciousness to act upon them

“Death for you, Diamat,” Doc said. “Death at the hands of your associates. Doc Savage is your
only hope. Doc Savage and Pat and Monk and Ham and Johnny and Si en Noordenveer and Harve MacChesney
will help you. You nust free themand get your enemies out of the way in tine. Tonight.”

Doc repeated that steadily, nonotonously. He varied the words a little, making it nore clear each
time.

Finally he was silent.

Ham Br ooks had watched in staring astonishnent.



“Doc!” Ham gasped. “That guy didn't inhale any herb m xture! He's gassed, is all.”
Doc nodded. “CQur anaesthetic gas. A very weak m xture.”

“When he wakes up,” Hamsaid, “he'll remenber what you've told him But he won't renmenber enough
to know how he got it. |'ve seen the stuff work that way.”

“Yes.”

“But =

“l put sone of the anaesthetic gas in a phial,” Doc said, “and tossed it away in the snow, on the

chance sonething like this woul d happen.”

Ham | ooked bl ank. “WAs there a passing truck?”

“Ng. "

“And did you cone in in the dark, and—

Doc was unconfortable. “If you had listened carefully, you would have noticed that | did not tell
them anything as the truth. | merely nmade statenents from which they drew conclusions. Even this
stuff | just told Diamat is undoubtedly the truth. These nmen are crooks, and all crooks wonder how
they can swindle their conpanions.”

Ham grinned. One of Doc's policies was to always tell the truth, but occasionally the bronze

man' s conception of truth-telling approached the fantastic. Al that Doc had said mght not contain
a technical lie. But it struck Ham as sone el aborate verbal gymastics to avoid telling an outright
lie.

“What,” asked Ham “really happened to the supply of herb mxture the black, black witch left for
posterity?”

“I't was all burned,” Doc said, “when Mnk accidentally dunped it in the fireplace.”

DI AVAT awakened slowly. He sat up, took his face in his hands. He remained in that position until
the fog went out of his head.

“What,” Doc asked, “did you |earn about the future?”

Wt hout answering, Diamat got up, drew a knife, and cut the ropes which held them

“Wait until it starts,” he said. “And then join in.”
He went out, closing the door behind him
Ham | aughed.

“It sure didn't take himlong to start acting on that glinpse he got into the future,” he said.

THE first shot came not nore than five minutes later. It sounded |like a shotgun, a big bl ast

whi ch ripped through the building with its noise.

Doc Savage hit the door. The two guards, who had renmi ned outside, had |ocked it. But Doc cane

agai nst the door with both feet, and it flew |l oose at | ock and hinges. He sledded out into the hall.
The two guards had faced toward the shot. They tried to get around. Doc reached, took the feet
fromunder one. He got up. The second guard fled, trying to run and shoot at the same tinme. Ham
pounded on the guard Doc had upset.

Doc pursued the running man. The fellow got tangled, fell, fired a bullet into the ceiling. Doc

sei zed the gun, hauled on it. The guard hung to the weapon, was hauled to his feet before he |ost
it. Doc got the gun. The guard ran two or three steps before Doc was on him got the man's throat.
Hol ding to the throat, Doc wal ked hi m backward toward the stairs.

Bel ow, there was nore shooting, nuch dashi ng about, upsetting of furniture, breaking of glass,
shouting. Monk's bellow ng voice joined the uproar. Monk with the great noi se he nmade when fighting.
Doc had a little bad | uck—+nexcusabl e clunsiness, he called it later—and fell down the stairs

with the guard he was choking into unconsci ousness, and al so using as a shield. He hit the bottom
sonewhat dazed—er at |east he had no inpression of having been unconsci ous. But when he got

organi zed the cabin was quiet.

Monk wal ked into the corridor.

“Di amat,” Monk yelled happily, “got some of that stuff and read the future and found out the

others were going to kill him So he turned us all |oose and started sonme killing hinmself.”

“Where is D amat?” Doc asked.

“Those that are alive have all junped out of the windows and took for the brush,” Mnk said.
“Di amat ?”

“Not Di amat.”

“Where is he?”

“Diamat,” Mnk said, “didn't kill sonebody quick enough. The sonebody stuck one of those ice
picks in Diamat's ear. |'msurprised how dead an ice pick can nake a nman.”

Chapter XV. MONK' S FUTURE

THE foll owi ng day was bright and warmw th a pleasant sunlight which nmelted the thin fall of snow
by ten o' cl ock.

Pat and Johnny cane into the Manhattan skyscraper headquarters with a report.

“The New Jersey police,” Pat said, “are finally satisfied that we didn't kill Stiles and the
private detective.”

“A buckranesquel y nononani ative pertinacity,” Johnny said.

“l guess he neans,” Pat said, “that the Jersey officers were fairly stubborn about it. But
finally they caught one of Diamat's nmen and he confessed.”



“Then it is cleared up?” Doc said.

“Except,” Pat told him “that the Jersey cops think that sonebody is crazy. They don't know
exactly who. But they're sure sonebody is. They think it's Harve MacChesney.”

“A superanmal agor geous possibility,” Johnny said.

Pat asked, “What do you think, Doc? Did Harve MacChesney actually find a concoction of herbs

whi ch woul d enable a person to see into the future, or did he just find a mess of stuff that got him
hopped up and to dream ng? And did his dreans happen to be a wonderful coincidence of what happened
later? | mean—wel | —di d MacChesney just dreamit? O did that old guy, Peterpence, actually have
sonething the world hasn't dreanmed existed?”

Doc Savage's netallic features were thoughtful, conposed. He shook his head slowly and watched

navy planes circling over the |ower bay.

“That is sonmething that will have to go down as unknown,” he said quietly. “Peterpence did not

| eave a fornula—enly a mixture of the herbs. And very little of the stuff. It was destroyed in the
fire.”

Pat frowned. “Can't you anal yze the ashes of the fire and find out anything?”

“l have tried that,” Doc said. “There are no conclusive results.”

“Then we won't know?”

“Probably not.”

Johnny, using snall words, “Well, anyway, MacChesney is reporting to the government for whatever
he has coming to him safe and ashamed. The rest of us don't have ice picks in our ears, and D amat
and two others are dead, and the rest are in jail. |'msatisfied.”

HAM BROOKS cane in and he |ooked as if he was satisfied, too. Apparently he was in danger of
conpl ete collapse frommirth. The best he could do, as he burst in, was make croaki ng sounds of
glee. He fell into a chair, got hold of hinself, and went off in a whooping roar of |aughter.
“Now what,” denanded Pat, “have you done to Mnk?”

Ham hel d his sides. “Mnk hasn't found out yet that the herb mixture was really all destroyed in
the fire,” he expl ai ned.

“So what ?”

“So | gave hima shot of gas,” Hamsaid, “and told himit was that see-the-future stuff. The gas
was the sane Doc used on Dianat. It nakes you believe any sweet nothings that are whispered in your
ear while you're knocked out.”

Pat frowned. “Sonme day,” she predicted, “Monk is going to turn into a calamty for you.”

Ham made spluttering sounds, |aughter got the best of him and he rocked around in the chair.
“The future | nade Monk see,” Hamchortled, “was Sien Noordenveer falling for ne. You know how
he's been maki ng sheep eyes at Sien. That's got himworried.”

Pat | aughed in spite of her frown and said, “Wait until he finds out the truth.”

“You renenber,” Ham asked, “that wife and thirteen honely children he's always accusi ng ne of
havi ng, and conveniently nmaking the accusation in front of pretty girls?”

“Yes?”

Ham doubl ed up again with glee. “Wll, | gave hima wife and thirteen brats with cl ock-stopping
faces in his future.”

“You want to know what | see in your future?” Pat asked.

“Huh?”

“l see you as a grease spot,” Pat assured him “when Mnk finds out.”

“I'f | die as happy as | amnow,” Hamsaid, “it'll be O K"

He went off in another whoop of gl ee.

THE END
THE KI NG OF TERROR
He planned his evil schene perfectly, even to his nethod of killing Doc Savage. But Doc has

schemes, too, and in this exciting novel he's got to use the best of themto save his life! Be sure
to get our next issue and see how Doc matches wits with the greatest evil genius he has yet net!
“The King of Terror,” in the April issue, on sale Friday, March 5th.



