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Chapter |. THE DAGGER
THE street should be very clean. The |ong-faced nan had been sweeping it since daylight
He had appeared at dawn with a broomand a cart—and his curiosity—and he had been cl eaning the
street since, up and down and back and forth, doing all his sweeping in the one bl ock
Twi ce he had been nearly run over. First a truck alnmpbst got him the next tine it was a taxicab
the driver of which | eaned out and swore for a mnute and ten seconds w thout once repeating
himsel f, after which the |ong-faced street sweeper wal ked over to the cab driver and they had words
in voices | ow enough for nobody to overhear. The taxi driver pulled his head back inside and drove
of f meekly.
If onl ookers were interested, they probably thought the street sweeper had said sonething |ike
"Beat it, or |I'll take this broomand knock your ugly head of f!"
As a matter of fact, the conversation was slightly different
"Doc Savage has not appeared," said the street sweeper
"Any sign of the one from South Anerica?"

"None. "
"Well, you know the orders."
"You bet."

The |1 ong-faced nman went back to sweeping streets; he continued to sweep back and forth, up and
down, on the same bl ock

The hours passed, and it got to be four o'clock in the afternoon. Now and then during the day a
pedestrian had paused and stared up curiously at the top of the huge building which filled one side
of the block. In a nunber of instances, pedestrians had also turned into the |obby of the skyscraper
and stood for a tinme gawking at the directory listing the firns which occupied office space in the
bui | di ng

Two of these curiosity seekers canme out and stopped, purely by chance, so that the street sweeper
overheard them

"Joe, you're as crazy as a bedbug!" said one. "H s name wasn’'t even listed in the |obby."

"Don't care. He has his headquarters on the eighty-sixth floor. | know a guy who knows him |

tell you."

"Then why ain’t he |isted?"

"How woul d | know? Because of guys like you and nme, maybe—nAugs who are just curious. Wuld you

want guys barging in on you just to see what you | ooked like? It nust be hell to be a celebrity."
The other gave his jaw a thoughtful rub

"It would be nmore hell,"” he said, "to do the kind of work that big bronze guy does."

The pair anbl ed away.

Soon after four o' clock a taxicab nearly ran over the |long-faced street sweeper again. It was the
same cab. They went through the same display of tenpers in order to exchange a few | ow voi ced words
"Hey, Sid, any sign yet?" asked the cab driver

"Nope." The | ong-faced nman scow ed di sagreeably. "Say, | didn't know this Doc Savage—er the Man

of Bronze, as they call him-had quite so nuch reputation. You know sonething? Hal f the peopl e who

pass here gawk up at that eighty-sixth floor. | thought you said the public didn't know nuch about
hi nP"
"They don’t."

"Then why do they gawk?"
"They’'re curious, Sid. It's what they don’t know that makes them gawk, don’t you see? They' ve
just read wild stuff in the newspapers. A lot of guess-witing by the reporters. Stuff about Doc



Savage being one of the greatest scientists of this century, and-well—a physical marvel and nenta
wi zard—those are the words they use. And the other things they tell about him+the things he is
supposed to have done."

"And that stuff isn't true?"

"He's overrated. Hell, every celebrity is overrated!"

"This one had better not be half what they seemto think he is," said the street sweeper grimy
"or |'mpersonally heading for tall tinber."

THE | ong-faced man had endeavored at the beginning of his day to give the idea that he was

st oop-shoul dered and afflicted with a linp, but now he was getting tired, and he frequently forgot
to affect both stoop and linp. He was not a tall man, in spite of the lean length of his face. He

had dark eyes and hair; his face, once the make-up was renoved, would probably be nore

heal t hy-1 ooki ng, but not exactly confidence-inspiring

He did not seem overly happy about his present job

Suddenl y—+t was exactly six o' clock—the man stopped sweeping, chucked his broomin the cart

shoved the cart against the curb, and clinbed into the nbst convenient taxicab. It happened—not by
acci dent, either—that the cab was the one driven by the man with whom he had tal ked tw ce that day.
"Savage | eavi ng?" asked the hackman

"Yes. Just pulled out of that drive fromhis private garage in the basenent."

"Wi ch car?"
"That bl ack one yonder."
"Hell, that little jalopy? If | had his reputation, | would have me a |inmousine a block |ong

with a Jap to drive and two Russian dukes to open the doors."

"Sure. And attract so nuch attention you d get your head shot out from between your ears inside
of twenty four hours!"

The cab followed the small black car. It was not a difficult pursuit, the pace being sl ow and
traffic not too thick, particularly after they reached the vicinity of the Hudson River water front
The cab driver had been thinking

"If | had that bronze guy's reputation, | would also have me a harem of chorus babes," he said
cheerfully. Then he made a clucking noise of disapproval. "I hear he never has anything to do with
worren. What do you think of that?"

The small black car halted before a | arge, uninpressive |ooking brick warehouse which was built
so that it extended out into the river, and bore a sign reading: Hidalgo Tradi ng Conpany. The car
remai ned stationary a nonent, then big doors in the end of the structure rolled nysteriously open
"Radi o-control |l ed doors," the |long-faced man nuttered

"Yeah. Say, Sid, | hear he uses nore different kinds of gadgets—

"Drive to the plane. Quick!"

The taxi cab swung right, gathered speed for half a dozen bl ocks, then careened out onto a
ranshackl e pier to which a seapl ane was noored. There was nothi ng ranshackl e about the plane; it was
as fast a thing as noney could buy.

The pilot was a wide man with a gl oony expression and a habit of frequently |ooking all around
hi m

"Hello, Sid," he said. "What goes on?"

"Savage just went to his warehouse hangar," the |ong-faced man barked. He scranbled into the

pl ane. "Cone on! Let’s get this thing in the air!"

"What if he don’t |eave by plane? Hadn't we better wait and watch?"

"And make hi m suspicious by having us take off directly behind hin? Don't be a dope! He ain't as
likely to suspect a plane already in the air."

They untied the plane and started the notor, propeller slipstreamflattened the water, and the
ship soon clinbed up into the afternoon sky

"There he cones," called the pilot, |ooking down

Far below, a |ean, bronze-col ored seapl ane noved out of the huge old structure that pretended to
be a warehouse. It nosed into the w nd, suddenly gathered speed, then slanted up into the sky.

I't flew south

"CGoing south, Sid," said the pilot grimy

The other man settled back, and his |ong face becanme |onger and slowly tw sted under the
grease-paint, street-sweeper disguise, so that his manner and his expression both were al nost
conpl etely frightened

"This is exactly what we were afraid of!" he groaned

The pilot snorted

"Why worry, Sid?" he said. "He'll be dead inside of three hours!"

THE day was cold, but not as cold as it might have been, for the weather was not seasonal. This
was a late fall day. It had been pleasantly warm even a little sultry, although radio predictions
indicated a blizzard boiling dowmn fromthe north and the sun was wapped in a cold, purplish haze
There was sonet hi ng unnatural about the day.



Doc Savage flew the plane alone, relaxed in the confortable seat. The air was sultry, the whole
aspect of the world was unpl easant, and he was glad to be heading south on his first real vacation.
It was his intention that nothing should happen to hi mexcept eating and sl eeping and fi shing—for
at | east a nonth.

Recently it had occurred to himthat he might be turning into too nmuch of a machi ne—beconing, in
fact, as superhunman as nmany persons thought he was. He did not |ike that idea. He had al ways been
appr ehensi ve | est sonething of the kind occur. The scientists who had trained himduring his

chil dhood had been afraid of his |osing human qualities; they had guarded hi magainst this as nuch
as possible. Wien a man’s entire life is fantastic, he nust guard against his own personality
becom ng strange.

Doc Savage's existence had been fantastic fromthe cradle. In childhood he was turned over to
science for training, and scores of the |eading scientists of the world had contributed to building
his body and mi nd. The whole weird project—the scientific endeavor to build a superman—had been
successful to an uncanny degree, possibly because nature had al ready equi pped Doc Savage with a
strong body and an unhanpered brain.

The training was no experinment, no scientist’s crack-brained dream There had been a deliberate
purpose, and the purpose was to fit Doc Savage for a strange career, the one he followed now.

The career was the unusual and al ways troubl e-earni ng one of righting wongs and puni shing

evil doers who seened to be outside the law, traveling to the far corners of the earth, if necessary,
to do so.

He had five assistants in this unusual work. Each of the five was a specialist in sone particular
science. They had associ ated thensel ves with Doc Savage because of a |iking for adventure, and
probably adm ration for the rather anazing fell ow who was Doc Savage.

Qutwardly, even, Doc Savage was unusual. His size was startling, although he was proportioned so
symmetrically that when he stood apart from other nmen, and from objects to which his nagnitude coul d
be conpared, he seenmed of average build. Hi s skin had a perpetual deep-bronze tint given by tropical
suns, his hair was a slightly darker bronze, very straight. But his eyes were undeni ably the nost
striking aspect of him they were a strange golden tint, |like pools of flake gold, and full of alert
life, as if always stirred by tiny winds. H's unusual eyes gave himthe nost trouble whenever he
donned a di sqgui se.

He had nmade scientific discoveries in a dozen fields that were half a century ahead of the tines;
mention of his nane was enough to give the jitters to crimnals in any part of the world; he could
be instantly received into the presence of any president, king or dictator in the world.

But he was getting worried | est he not feel the sane things, |like the sane things, as an ordinary
guy. He hoped that a nmonth of conplete change would fix that up. It would be his first real

vacat i on.

He |l anded at the big transatlantic seapl ane base in Baltinore and watched the plane refuel ed,

then entered the confortable restaurant. For dinner he deliberately ordered one or two di shes which
scientists clainmed people woul d be better off if they never ate. On this vacation he wasn't going to
live scientifically if he could help it. He spent two hours over dinner.

Sid, the long-faced man, watched Doc Savage conme out of the restaurant. The pilot of Sids

pl ane—the craft had foll owed Doc’s ship carefully to Baltinore—stood nearby.

"There he goes," Sid nuttered.

"Take a good | ook," the pilot suggested. "It's probably the | ast anybody will ever see of him"
They kept their eyes on Doc Savage while he clinbed into his plane—a group of airport attendants
and fliers had gathered to admre the advanced desi gn of the ship—-and taxied out into the bay. The
breeze was offshore at this point, so it was necessary to taxi far out in the bay in order to take
off into the wind, the proper way.

It was very dark out where the plane stopped and turned.

Sid nade an uneasy grow ing noise. "W had better follow him"

"Why?" asked the pilot.

"Just to be sure we haven't guessed wong."

The pilot did not favor the idea, but Sid was evidently in charge, so they returned to their own
fast plane, which they had noored nearby, and clinbed in.

A mpani ng conet passed themin the darkness, clinbing skyward.

"There he goes," Sid said. "Keep track of his lights."

They whi pped over the water, went on step with waves rattling agai nst the pontoons, then arched

up and lined out after the Doc Savage plane, the white taillight of which was barely discernible.
Their own lights they kept extinguished.

Cl ouds dropped behind, and darkness gave way to renarkably bright noonlight.

"He may see us," Sid warned.

"What if he does? It's too late for himto do anything about it."

Sid did nothing but |ook apprehensive and frightened. He watched tensely.

"Look!"

he squal | ed.

Intense white light had flooded the cabin interior of the Doc Savage ship. It was flane. Peculiar



flame, like the blaze that cones from ol d-fashi oned photo flashlight powder. But there was no snoke.
The flash was nmonmentary, then gone

The plane rolled over slowy, as if tired, and began falling. It tunbled for the first few

hundred feet, then went into the madly erratic falling horror known as a tailspin. No snoke cane
fromthe ship, no flanes

It did not hit the earth squarely. It struck at a slant, nose first, scooping up a long cloud of
dust that got fatter. Qut of this dust the plane came hopping, what was left of it. The carcass
rol |l ed possibly a hundred yards, then stopped

The bl ack dagger then appeared in the sky.

Chapter |I. SID HAS A STORY

THE bl ade, at a conservative estimate, was two hundred feet long. The hilt was |ess, perhaps
fifty feet, while the cross guard was twenty feet or so in length. It was black, intensely black
even in noonlight, which tends to nake all things seem gray

The resenbl ance the thing bore to a dagger was instantly noticeable. The long bl ade cane to a
needl e point; the whole thing lying, roughly, in a north-and-south direction across the sky, the tip
pointing to the south

Sid, his body full of tense nuscles, stared at the phenonenon. H s |long face was jamed agai nst
t he pl ane w ndow.

The dagger remamined in the sky—+t was a few hundred feet directly above the spot where Doc
Savage’' s pl ane had crashed—for a long tinme. The interval during which the black dagger was in
exi stence seenmed an age. Probably it was at |east a mnute

Then the thing faded, vanishing rather quickly and appearing to turn into a dark haze, then into
nothing, so that the ugly black aspect was evident to the |ast

Sid nmade a rattling noise when he tried to speak, cleared his throat

"We bub-better go down and | ook," he said, stuttering a little.

Doc Savage's plane had hit in a field which had been fall-plowed and harrowed, which accounted
for the dust when the craft struck. The soft ground was a poor spot for a landing, but a |leve
meadow | ay adj acent, and Sid's pilot |anded there

"You

go look," the pilot directed

" But —

"I"ll stay here," the pilot said, "and watch our plane."

Hi s voice was harsh, deternined

Sid cursed him said, "Damm you! You' re not taking any chances!"

"The hell with you! |I was hired to fly, and that’s all."

Si d approached the plane warily. He carried a flashlight, used it. The fusel age of the Doc Savage
ship had shed wings, undercarriage, part of the tail, and was alnost a ball of netal. He worked for
a while before he got the door open; it canme off entirely, and he fell spraming with it

He got up, |ooked inside the cabin, said, "Ugh!" in a sick voice, and backed away.

The cabin interior was charred, blackened. Paint had curled, hung to the netal in scabs; |eather

of the seats was darkly scorched. There could have been no living thing in the cabin, for it was as
if a tongue of white-hot flame had |icked the place

Sid tried to force hinself to craw into the plane. He wedged half in, put his hand on a seat

the metal was still hot to touch, and the | eather crunpled and broke and springs and stuffing junped
out, meking a slight chuggi ng sound. The seat stuffing struck Sid in the face, and he cried out and
st agger ed backward.

Suddenly his nerve col | apsed

He snarled, "I didn't like this in the first place,” and whirled and ran for his own pl ane

He had covered about half the distance back to his plane—he was clinbing through the

brush-tangl ed fence which separated the neadow fromthe plowed fiel d—-when Doc Savage tripped him
fell upon himand cl apped his hand over his nmobuth to prevent an outcry.

UNFORTUNATELY Sid had made noise in falling

The plane pilot yelled, "Hey, Sid! Wat the devil’s wong?"

Doc Savage called, "Nothing. | just stunbled.” In a nuch |ower tone, a whisper, Doc said, "Mnk
Get that man at the plane."

"Boy, watch nme get ‘im" replied a voice that nmight have belonged to a child

The owner of the small voice—he was nearly as wide as he was tall—unped out of the brush and ran
toward the plane. He traveled with a gangling |ope that was sonething like the gait of an ape in a
hurry.

The pilot took alarm junped back in his plane, and batted the throttle with a palm The engine
was turning over. It whooped; slipstream scooped up a cloud of dry grass. The plane rolled. The
api sh fellow, Mnk, chased it. Once he al nost closed |arge, hairy hands over the rudder edge, but
didn't quite make it. The plane picked up its tail and fled aloft into the night

Monk st opped and went through a renarkabl e perfornmance of junping up and down and squalling



He went back to Doc Savage and reported: "He got away."

Sid had been staring with both his mouth and his eyes open as w de as they could possibly get.

Now he cane around to believing the fact that Doc Savage was still alive.

"But you . . . you died in that plane!" he nuttered.

Monk snorted, asked, "Should we disillusion him Doc?"

"It would do no harm" the bronze man said.

Monk got a great deal of pleasure out of enlightening their prisoner. "Woever you are, you ain't
as wise as you figured. Doc saw that a plane was follow ng himas soon as he | eft New York, and when
he landed in Baltinore for dinner he saw you were watching him So he went to a tel ephone and call ed
me and Ham and we came down in our fastest plane and staged a little circus for you."

"Circus?"

"Well, it’'ll be a circus before we're done with you. Did you ever hear of radio-controlled aerial
t or pedoes? You shoul d have. They were invented as far back as the World War."

"But you took off in the plane fromBaltinmore," Sid munbl ed.

"There's where you're wong. |'mexplaining it. Doc just taxied down to the end of the bay where
it was dark, connected the radio-control robot on his plane to the controls—all of our planes are
equi pped with the robots, incidentally, because we’ve used this stunt before—and then Doc junped
overboard and swamto ny plane. W sinply sent the other plane off the water, controlled it by
radio, like you control an aerial torpedo, waited until we saw you take off in pursuit, and foll owed
al ong to see what woul d happen.”

Si d shuddered, renmenbering sonme of the things he had heard about Doc Savage, and realizing that
more of it was true than he had supposed.

"Where is your plane now?" he asked.

Monk stuck a thunb at the sky. "Up there."

"But how did you get down?"

"Parachutes," said Mink, "while you two were |anding your plane. You were too busy to notice."
Monk got down and took hold of Sid s neck. "There's just one thing," he added, "that will keep you
fromlosing your ears."

Sid took a deep breath.

"You' ve got nme all wong," he insisted. "I'mperfectly willing to tell you everything | know

about this fantastic affair."”

"YQU can start off," Mnk said, "with what happened to Doc’s pl ane."

Sid groaned. "I don't know. "

"What was that white flash of light inside the plane? Wat burned the interior of the cabin |ike
it is?"

"l haven’t a vestige of an idea," Sid said. "I wish | did have."

Monk opened and cl osed his hands—the hands were sprinkled with hairs resenbling rusty shingle
nai | s—and asked, "Do you know who | anP"

"You are Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, better known as Mnk," Sid answered. "You're
a famous chemi st, and you' re al so one of Doc Savage's five assistants."

"You're just half-right," Mnk advised him "lI'malso the guy who is gonna tie a knot in your
neck if you don’t tell a better story."

"1"mdoing ny best."

"What was that black thing in the sky that | ooked |ike a dagger? Wat made it?"

"I wish | knew," Sid said. "I was follow ng you in hopes of finding out."

The horely Monk was not a patient soul.

"That dagger-shaped thing was crazy, and | want it explained!" he shouted.

Sid spread his hands helplessly. "I"'mtrying to tell you that the thing is also going to kill
—

Monk stared at him "Kill you?"

"It's along story," Sid explained. He | ooked at Doc Savage forlornly. "I'lIl tell you how you

becanme involved in this. You probably don't know. Wwen | first found out that ny life was in
danger—when | first realized that, fantastic as it was, the peril was very real -+ decided at once to
go to you for help. You help people who are in strange trouble, |’'ve heard. Al nost imediately | was
told that you would be killed, and the exact time was set." Sid held his wist close to his eyes and
squinted at a watch in the nmoonlight. "The tinme set was exactly the nonment your plane crashed."

Monk said, "You haven't explained how you happened to be follow ng Doc."

"l can clear that up easily. | wanted to see this fantastic thing if | could. | wasn't sure—well,

it was hard for me to believe such an unbelievable thing could exist."

"Who was the pilot who got away?"

"Merely a man | hired. There was another man | hired in New York to help me trail Doc Savage—a

taxi driver."

Monk snort ed.

"Now suppose you tell us," he suggested skeptically, "what this black dagger is."

Sid s long face grew |longer. "Do you believe what | have already told you?"



"Oh, sure!"

"That’'s what | was afraid—you're skeptical. So there's practically no need of nme telling you the
rest."

"Way not ?"

"You certainly won't believe the rest."

THERE was silence for a while. Doc Savage |listened. Noise of the plane in which the |ong-faced

man had cone was gone fromthe nmoon-whitened sky. Nor was there any sound of his own ship, the one
in which Mnk and Ham his two associates, had picked himup in Baltinore

Ham was supposed to be following Sid s plane

Monk said, "What's your nane?"

"Sid. Sid Morrison."

"All right, Sid Mrrison—tet’s have the part of your story you think we won't believe."

Sid tugged at his long jaw and squirned

"The bl ack stone was probably in existence hundreds of years ago," he said. "At least, it is
mentioned in the | egend history of the ancient Incas of Peru. It is variously referred to, one
mention designating it as the black soul of Kukul kan, the part that was evil and cast out by

Kukul kan, who was the suprene deity of the Mayans and some of the Incas. Another |legend is that
Kukul kan had an evil rival, who was defeated and turned into a stone that was as black as the evi
one’s sins. It was an accursed stone, then. It has been accursed all down through history. Al who
touched the stone, or had anything to do with it, met a violent dem se. And always their death was
signal ed by the appearance of a black dagger."

Sid frowmed and stared at them H's voice was |ow, his nmanner intense

"Legend accounts for the black dagger by saying that it was with a dagger of black obsidian stone
that Kukul kan laid | ow the evil one."

Monk stood there and t hought about the story for a few nonents

"Does the | egend," he asked sourly, "account for your standing here and telling us such a nmess of
nonsense?"

Sid said, "A man naned Juan Don MacNamara sold the black stone to nme. Juan Don MacNamara is the
son of President Gatun MacNamara, of the South American republic of Cristobal."

(Aut hor’s note: The name of the republic, Cristobal, is a fictitious one, for obvious reasons.)
"Where is this rock?"
"Juan Don MacNarmara was to deliver it to me. He was going to fly it up. | presume he has already

left Cristobal with the stone.”

"You a stone buyer by profession?' Mnk asked skeptically.

"I ama collector of Incan relics,” the |long-faced man said. He becane indignant. "And
furthermore, |I'mthrough talking to you! You don't believe what |'mtelling you. If you're fools
enough to think I'mlying, that's your hard |uck!"

Doc Savage nade no answer. |nstead, the bronze man went over to the crashed pl ane, used a
flashlight which gave a long thin beam of |ight and functioned off a spring-operated generator
instead of a battery, and examined the cabin interior. He did not crawl into the plane imediately
instead, he took a small bottle froma pocket case, renoved a flat disk of a faintly bluish hue, and
tossed it into the cabin. He watched the disk; it did not change color. That was good. The tabl et
was a chemical test for lethal gas, functioning sonewhat in the sane fashion as the |itnus-paper
test used in detecting acids. There seemed to be no dangerous gas in the ship

He clinbed into the cabin and went over the nmangl ed, scorched interior carefully. He nade several
chem cal tests, but vouchsafed no opinion of the results when he clinbed out of the craft

"Well, what made the white flash?" Mnk asked

Doc Savage | ooked at Sid thoughtfully for a nonent, then answered, "It is puzzling."

Chapter |11. DARK DEATH

LATER, Hamreturned. His plane cane slanting down, then long funnels of |ight junped out of the
wingtip floods, and he executed a skillful landing. Al of Doc’s associates were experienced fliers.
"No dice," Hamreported

"The pl ane got away?"

"Yes, blast the luck. It flewnorth. Got into those clouds before | could force it down, and

lost it."

Monk said, "A fine ot of help you are!"

Ham-he was Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks on fornmal occasi ons—got out of the plane. He
was a | ean-wai sted man with good shoul ders, a rather handsone face (Mnk always |nsisted Ham was
fox-faced, but then Monk was biased) and the wi de, nobile nmouth of an orator, possibly devel oped by
the amount of tal king Ham had done in courtroons. Hanis clothing was sartorial perfection; it was a
common saying that tailors frequently foll owed Ham down the Street to see clothes being worn as they
shoul d be worn. He carried a black cane. He was one of the nation’s leading | awers. H's main
interest in life was his clothes

Ham eyed their |ong-faced prisoner. "What’'s his nane?"



"Sid," Mnk said.
"That his full nane?"

"Full or sober, his nane would still be Sid, wouldn't it?" Monk said.
Ham scowl ed. "Listen, you dopey missing link, this is no tinme for those remarks you think are
gags. "

Doc Savage sketched briefly for Hams enlightenment what they had | earned from Sid, Ham i stening
to the end of the recital w thout a word.

Then Ham said, "I don’t believe it any nore than you do."
"You saw that bl ack dagger in the sky, didn't you?
"Yes, but—well, blast it! Such stuff isn't reasonable."

They entered the plane, and Doc | ashed Sid to one of the seats, so that he could not interfere
with the operation of the controls should he attenpt resistance. The bronze nman hinself rolled the

pl ane across the neadow, lifted it off, and pointed its baying nose at the stars.
"New Yor k?" Monk asked.
"Yes."

THE seven hundred and sixty thousand |ights—+atest estimte—ef New York City came into view, and
they were not particularly bright, for the blizzard had arrived. There were | ow angry cl ouds,
traveling fast, and the Hudson was crawl ing w th white-capped waves.

The pl ane bounced, pitched, all but turned handsprings as they |anded. Hard particles of snow

hi ssed agai nst the w ndows when the notors were throttled. They held to their seats and taxied to
t he hangar, the doors of which could be opened by tapping out a conbination on the short-wave radio
in the plane, this door opener being a gadget similar to those long used in telegraph-relay offices.
The hangar was a huge cavern of dank warmth into which whirled the increasing outdoors cold, and
alittle snow.

Doc Savage drew Monk and Ham out of earshot of their captive.

The bronze man said, "You two take the flea run to headquarters, and be posted in the street

out si de the building."

The "flea run" was Munk's termfor an underground tunnel in which a small car traveled, driven by
pneumati c pressure, passing fromthe water-front hangar to the eighty-sixth-floor skyscraper
headquarters in a few nonents.

"In front of the building | will let this fellow Sid Mrrison escape," Doc added. "Mnk, you and
Hamtrail him W nmay |earn sonething about this nmystery by following him"

Monk and Ham nodded, wal ked away. Monk, who was an enthusiastic liar at tinmes, announced | oudly,
"O K., Doc. W'll stay here and guard the plane. W'|I| neet you after daylight."

Doc told Sid Mdrrison, "You will go with me," and they left the warehouse hangar in the plain
dark car in which Doc had driven to the place that afternoon.

It was dark, the streets were unusually deserted, and the swirling snow nade the ball of Iight
around every street |lanp resenble a squirmng white animal. The hard snow pelted the car; the cold
wind flattened the clothing of pedestrians against their bodies.

"Bitter night," Sid Mrrison nuttered.

Doc gl anced at him The man seened genuinely afraid. But what he feared it was hard to say.

They reached the towering mdtown building, the eighty-sixth floor of which Doc Savage occupi ed.
The bronze man parked in front of the building, and they got out. Wnd tore at their clothing,

pel l ets of snow pecked at their skin. A newspaper, w nd-tortured, went scudding past on the sidewal k
like a gray ghost, and vanished in the darkness.

"Wal k ahead of ne," Doc directed.

He pushed Sid Morrison into the revol ving door, then followed. Wth casual deliberation, so that
it seemed an accident, he let a hand drag behind him where it was caught as the revol ving door
whirled, and inprisoned. It was not painful; the rubber w per forned a cushion.

He went through the notions of being trapped and struggling.

"Don’t you run!" he yelled, making his voice so anxious that it was literally a command for
flight.

Sid Morrison fled. There were several revolving doors in the bank. The man dashed for the

handi est, his long face deternmined, whirled through it and was gone, feet pounding into the night.
Doc Savage waited an appropriate interval, then extricated hinself and, registering proper
vexation and alarm sprang out onto the sidewal k. He ran up and down the street a sufficient nunber
of times to make it | ook good, seeing nothing, hearing only the hissing of the blizzard snow that
was |ike driven salt.

"HE' S dead!" Monk gasped.

Doc Savage’'s netallic features becane sonewhat bl ank.

" Dead?"

"Cone on. I'll show you."

The el evator in which Monk had come up to the eighty-sixth floor was waiting. It sank with them
maki ng a faint sighing sound.



Monk said, "We were trailing him He ducked into a doorway down the street. W waited to see if
he woul d come out, and he didn't, so we went in. W found him"

Doc Savage | ooked at Monk with steady curiosity. "You have seen dead nen before. It never

af fected you this way."

Monk cleared his throat as if there was tightness in it

"The others," he said, "weren't killed with a black dagger."

The el evator doors opened with a choking noise, their heels clicked on the |Iobby tiles and they
pushed out into the night, with the wind beating at them

"Ham s wat ching the body," Mnk said thickly.

The doorway was unlighted, and there was a Space For Rent sign on the windows to either side
Inside was a hallway, |ong and dark, high-ceilinged. Hal fway down the hall, another corridor
branched off like the leg of a T

Ham stood at the junction, a flashlight in one hand, a supermachine pistol in the other. The
weapon, one of Doc Savage's inventions, had the size of an automatic and the bullet-emtting
capacity of a Lewi s machi ne gun

"Anybody show?" Monk asked

"Nobody, " Ham said. He | ooked at Doc. "This gets ny goat. There's a bl ack dagger sticking in his
chest."

"It's back here," Mnk explained, and | ed the way down the branchi ng hal |l way.

There was a row of doors, all closed, on either side

Monk said, "Here's what stood our hair on end. You see this dust?"

The horely chenist cast a flashlight beam across the floor, fanned it slowy.

Dust lay thick, for obviously the hallway had been closed and unvisited for a long tine. There
were footprints. Doc studied the tracks intently.

"You see," Mk said hollowmy. "The only footprints are those nade by Sid Mrrison, and our own.
There are no nurderer’s tracks."

Doc asked, "How about the doors?"

"No tracks. The man went down the middle of the hall, and hardly noved after he dropped. There
were no other tracks. W | ooked."

Doc Savage went forward, stood |ooking down at Sid Mrrison. The bronze man's face becane tight
and grim He glanced at Monk and Ham They were pale

He stated an obvious fact.

"l don't," he said, "see any dagger."

VWHOEVER—er what ever —pl aced t he dagger had known enough of anatony to sink it in Sid Morrison's
heart. There was a single stab wound, and when they turned the body, it was evident the bl ade had
gone all the way through. There had been very little red | eakage

Doc asked, "Between the tine he cane into the building and you found his body . . . how | ong?"
"Well . . . five mnutes," Ham hazarded

"You saw a bl ack dagger?"

"It wasn’t imagination," Mnk said stubbornly. "It was sticking out of his chest."

"Who got it?"

Ham swore, sonething he rarely did

"Nobody, " he insisted. "I stood right here at the head of the hall. Nobody cane in. Nobody went
out. | didn't hear anything. And believe ne, | was listening all the time."

Doc Savage went over the hall floor again with a flashlight, giving it a mnute scrutiny this
tinme. Wien he had finished, the stubborn fact still confronted himthere were no alien footprints

Doc Savage said finally, "W'Ill do sone tel ephoning."

The bronze man occupied the entire eighty-sixth, the topnost floor of the skyscraper. The pl ace
was divided into three roons, one of thembeing small and furnished with a huge inlaid table, an
equal |y huge safe, and a nunber of confortable chairs. Adjacent was the library, containing one of
the nost conplete collections of scientific tones extant, and beyond that the | aboratory, a
scientific wonder in itself

Doc picked up a tel ephone

"Long Distance operator . . . | want to get hold of Juan Don MacNanmara, son of the president of
Cristobal, a South American republic. You might try Cristobal Gty, the capital."

Wiile he was waiting, the bronze nan cut the tel ephone line in on an anplifier which nade the
other half of the tel ephone conversation audible to Monk and Ham There had been ot her occasions
when several of them had wi shed to hear both sides of a tel ephone call

The operator said, "There may be sone difficulty in routing your call. Cristobal is at war with
t he nei ghboring republic of Hispanola."

(Author’s note: As in the case of Cristobal, the nane of H spanola is also a fictitious one for
reasons which later in this story becone quite obvious.)

"It is inmportant."”

"W will do our best," the operator said

Monk, whose newspaper reading rarely got beyond the comic strips, asked, "Wen did this war



start? | thought all of the wars were in Europe and China."

"Thi s one began about a week ago," Doc Savage expl ai ned. "There has been a boundary dispute
between the two countries. Hi spanola seens to be the aggressor, and suddenly sent troops into
Cristobal, although President Gatun MacNamara of Cristobal had made a nunber of concessions in an

effort to assure peace. There is violent fighting, | understand."
Nearly an hour later, Doc’s call got through to Cristobal City, and a heavily accented voice
said, "This is President Gatun MacNamara's secretary speaking. | amsorry, but the President’s son,

Juan Don MacNamara, is not available."

"Where is he?" Doc asked.

"He left yesterday afternoon, flying his own plane, for New York City. No word has been received
from himsince."

"Why was he coming to New York?"

"l believe the tel ephone operator said you are Doc Savage—s that right?"

"Yes."

"Juan Don MacNamara announced publicly that he was flying to New York to see you."

"You sure of that?"

"Yes. He made a public announcenent."”

"Way was he coming to see me?" Doc Savage asked.

"He did not state his reasons."

More to hinsel f than anyone el se, Doc nused, "That is queer."

"We thought so too," the distant voice remarked.

"Have you ever heard of a man named Sid Morrison?" Doc inquired.

There was a pause, evidently for nenory-fishing, at the other end of the wire.

"Never."

Doc, after hesitating, asked, "What about bl ack daggers? Ever heard of then®"

The man at the other end of the thousands of mles of tel ephone wire did a rather baffling thing.
He made a strangl ed sound and hung up.

Chapter |V. BLADE OVER JUNGLE

THERE is a saying that when you visit the nost Codforsaken outlands of the world, you wll
invariably find tw inhabitants, one of them a Chinese storekeeper, the other a Scotchman operating
a bank. Which may or may not be gospel, but at least illustrates a nomadic proclivity of the Scotch
race; incidentally, one that is not exclusively nodern

The first MacNamara—neaning the first to reach Cristobal; the MacNamara clan went as far back as
Scotch history, one of them hel ping slay MacBeth at Lunphanan in Aberdeenshire in 1057—ane to
Cristobal in 1650. He was ol d Angus MacNamara, whom Cromwel | ran out of the forcibly united
commonweal th of England, Scotland and Ireland. O d Angus was the first Scotchman in Cristobal. He
started a bank, naturally.

By 1930, the MacNanaras had owned npbst of Cristobal, and lost it, several tines. In 1930, they
staged the revolution which nade old Gatun MacNanmara president, and he had been doing fairly well
since. Not too well. Just fair. For the MacNamaras had become, in somewhat |ess than three hundred
years, as native as any inhabitant of Cristobal. And the inhabitants of Cristobal were inclined to
take nore pride in the beauty of their wonen than in the business efficiency of their governnent or
the business efficiency of anything el se

Sanda MacNamara was a girl worth anybody's pride. She was |ong and wel | - shaped—wel | - shaped was
putting it very mldly indeed—and past generations of Castilian nothers had given her marvel ous
honey-bl ond hair, and the pleasant sun of Cristobal had contributed a delightful sun-tanned
conpl exi on. The finest schools in Massachusetts, London, Paris and Vienna had given her manners and
a rounded know edge of the world. The best nodistes on the Rue de |a Paix furnished her with frocks
that contributed to her beauty, which did not need any contributions

Bei ng the daughter of old Gatun MacNanmara had gi ven her poise, because when you are the daughter

of a president, you just naturally have poise. She had | earned riding at the Spanish Ri ding Schoo
in Vienna, had |learned tennis from Lenglen, had been taught to fly a plane by one-eyed old Prop
Jackson who, if the records had been straight, had shot down nore planes than R ckenbacker and
possibly nore than von Richthofen, in the Wrld War

She was flying now, in her private plane. It was a little |loww ng job, honey-colored |ike her

hair, a neat and fairly fast little ship that could cover |ong distances and descend, as necessity
required, upon land or water—er on the leafy mat of a jungle if it cane to that—wi th some chance of
safety, since its |landing speed was | ow.

Sanda flew al one, nostly watching the jungle which stretched to the horizons, alnost |ike a sea
except that it was a darker and nore ugly green

She used, every so often, binoculars. The glasses were to enable her to see her brother’s plane

whi ch was flying directly ahead. She was, in fact, follow ng her brother

She was not particularly tired, although they had left Cristobal Cty, the capital, yesterday
afternoon. They had not flown through the night; that was too tiresone. The ni ght had been spent in
a good-sized city which had two airports; she had | anded at one field, her brother at the other



That norning, they had taken off at a predetermnined tine.
Wiile flying, Sanda MacNanmara had had tine for a good deal of thinking.
She was still alnobst conpletely baffled.

SHE switched on the little radio transmtter in her plane, held the microphone close to her |ips,
said, "Hello, Profile . . . are you listening?"

She hoped this—alling her brother "Profile"—would get a rise out of him It had al ways been a
fighting word between them Juan Don, |like all MacNamaras of Cristobal, was nore handsonme than any
mal e had a right to be. He resented it bitterly. Once, when he was young, his sister was sure he had
picked a fight deliberately to get his nose broken, only to have a plastic surgeon do a repair job
that was an inproverment on the original

Her brother’s voice crackled angrily in her receiver diaphragns.

"Stop trying to talk to me!" he snapped. "W can be |located with a radio direction finder, you
know. "

"By whonP"

"l don't know," her bother snapped

They began to follow a thin string of water far belowin the jungle, and it grew | arger, becane a
sizable river that was yellowi sh in the sunlight. Heat waves made the horizons deceptive, but it
seened to Sanda that she could distinguish the sea, far ahead. She consulted her chart. They shoul d
be reaching the coast before long, so the vague difference in the horizon ahead nust be the sea
She was thinking about switching on the ratio transmtter and asking her brother if it was really
the sea, when his voice clattered in her ear with abrupt violence

"Go back, Sanda! Quick!"

H s voice was full of ripping excitenent

"What’'s wong?" Sanda cried, then realized her transmtter was off, and switched it on and waited
frantically for the tubes to warmso that the set would radiate

She stared ahead, and her eyes wi dened with horror

"Don!" she screaned. "Ch, Don! \Wat happened?"

She got no answer except the one her eyes gave her. That was ugly. Puzzling. For her brother’s

pl ane was goi ng down now, spinning slowy around and around, and turning over. |ts descent |ooked
slow, but that was due to the distance. Actually, it nust be falling at terrific pace

The bl ack dagger appeared in the sky while the plane was still falling. The girl was watching

saw it cone into existence, could not explain howit got there. The interval of its com ng—+t wasn't
there; then a finger-snap later, it was—eccupied an incredibly short tine.

The dagger stood in the superheated tropical air near the falling plane. The length of the thing
was perhaps two hundred feet, the span of the hilt a fourth of that, and its col or was deepest jet
It faded, and was gone, before the girl’s plane reached the spot. By then, her brother’s ship had
hit.

SANDA al ways bel i eved that she kept her eyes on her brother’s plane while it was falling, and

while it crashed. She saw-and she was biting her tongue and screaning by then—the ship wobbl e out of
its spin, enough for it to hit the river on its pontoons, as it should. There was a splash. Water
flashed out and glistened in the sun |ike sheets of tin.

The pl ane bounced, hit, bounced; each time, less water flew. Its speed dropped to a hundred

eighty, sixty, forty mles an hour. Later it hit the sand bar. It was a steep bar. The floats
stubbed into the sand, and the plane flipped over on its back

It lay there, the floats sticking up, like a dead bird

Sanda MacNamara's |ips noved but no words came fromthem and she jamed the control stick

forward, sent her plane shrieking down toward the river. Her apprehensi on was a pounding frenzy
inside, and she had to force herself to level the plane out and |land on the river. After the ship
was on the water, she kept it riding fast, on the rear of the floats. Long wake spread out behind
her, a rolling wave that clinbed onto the bank and broke into suds anong the tangl ed mangrove roots
The fact that mangroves were on the banks told her she nust be near the sea, because nmangroves grow
in salt water. Strange that she should think of such a thing as what the man-groves neant, she

deci ded

Her pl ane beached on the sand bar. She sprang out. There was no novenent around the plane. Her

eyes swept the sand bar. There were no human footprints on the sand

She ran to the plane, |ooked inside

The plane was enpty.

"He's safel" she thought. WId delight bounded through her

She | ooked around for tracks, and there were none. At first that was a little hard for her to
realize. She breathed, "But . . . but there has to be!"

She stood very still and stared at the sand until she was finally convinced that there was no

trace of anyone having left the plane. Nor could anyone have quitted the ship wi thout I|eaving
prints.

She took a small automatic out of her jacket pocket. There was nothing to be seen. Nothing to be



heard. Except the jungle and its sounds.

The ship had not been damaged noticeably. If righted and put afloat, it would probably fly again.
The cabin door was cl osed, she noticed. It opened readily. She clinbed in. And when she clinbed out
again, she was puzzl ed nore than ever.

There was not hing, absolutely nothing wong inside the ship as far as she had been able to find.
Even the ignition of the notor seened to be intact. There were no bl oodstains in the cockpit, no
trace of violence.

For a nonent, while inside the ship, she had thought that sone kind of robot or radio-directed
control mght have been attached to the craft, but she had | ooked and found no such gadget. She knew
enough about such things to be sure that the plane did not contain one.

She stood on the edge of the sand bar.

"Don!" she called. Then, "Don! Don!" |ouder and |ouder until her throat was raw with the effort.

A few tropical birds were frightened away by the terrified incredulity of her voice, but there

was no trace of her brother.

She ran to her plane, very scared. It had beached hard on the sand, and she had to take her hands
and scoop the wet grains out fromunder the floats, then rock the craft and shove before she got it
out in the river. There were a few alligators in the river, and she hit one while the plane was
gathering speed, but it did no nore than jar the craft and give Sanda anot her bad nonent.

Chapter V. MYSTERY COVES NORTH

A SHABBY- LOOKI NG ol d worman wal ked into the Riviera Towers Hotel on upper Park Avenue. Her
clothing was cheap and ragged and she wore a veil; she went directly to one of the assistant
managers at a desk in the richly subdued | obby. You didn’'t neet anything so hackneyed as a room
clerk in the Riviera Towers.

"I"msorry," said the assistant manager, "but we're full up."

"l doubt it," said the woman. "You happen to know me, M. Risetti. | usually stay here. | am
Sanda MacNanmara, daughter of = she added this for the effect rather than because she thought it
really so inportant, "President Gatun MacNanmara of the Republic of Cristobal."

The assi stant nanager swall owed several tines, nade a sound like a frog, and gasped, "But

but =~

"I ncognito," Sanda expl ai ned.

The assi stant manager renenbered; he had been readi ng his newspapers. There was a war in
Cristobal .

"Ch, yes. Yes, indeed. Incognito, to be sure."

Sanda MacNamara was shown to a room and the assistant manager sniled and rubbed his hands

toget her and reached for a tel ephone. He had a private dodge of his own for picking up an odd penny
now and then, serving as stooge for the town's nost snooping and unscrupul ous col umi st.

So two hours later, Gothanmis yell ow est newspaper broke a headline that said:

CRI STOBAL PRESI DENT' S

FAM LY FLEES

Daught er Reaches New York

This was hardly the truth, of course. But it made good reading.

By the tinme the newspaper hit the street, Doc Savage, Monk and Ham had arrived at the Riviera
Towers. They rode up to Sanda MacNamara's suite.

"I amvery glad you cane," the girl said.

Monk gazed at Sanda and said, "So am|," after he got his breath.

Sanda had sent out to the Fifty-seventh Street shops where she bought sonme of her clothes, and
had ordered dresses sent up fromstock. Except for a certain fatigue about her eyes and nouth, she
did not look like a girl who had just flown several thousand mles from South Anerica, riding with
terror all the way.

She had told them over the tel ephone who she was. That was why they had come so pronptly.
"I"'mafraid," Sanda said, "that you're going to be a little incredul ous—particularly about ny
brother, Don."

They took chairs and were sitting on the edge of themby the time she finished telling about what
had happened to Juan Don MacNanmara over the jungle.

"He just vanished," she finished. "I amsure he was in the plane, because | talked to hima
nunber of times. Once, he commented on our location, if he had not been in the plane he could not
have done that, could he? And after the plane crashed, he had vani shed. Vani shed—and it wasn’'t
possible for himto vanish."

Monk said, "And you saw a bl ack dagger?"

"I'n the sky."

"How bi g?"

"Two hundred feet |ong, maybe. About fifty feet across the hilt."

"You haven’'t any idea what the dagger was, how it got there, or where it went?"

"Not unless the black stone had sonething to do with it," Sanda said.

"Bl ack stone?"



"A black stone that is supposed to be an evil deity which was turned into stone by the suprene
Inca deity called Kukul kan. "

Monk | eaned back and cl osed his eyes.

"Bl azes!" he said. "And we were figuring there wasn't any truth to the story about a bl ack
stone!"

The girl | ooked at themw th such a bew | dered manner that Hamtook it upon hinmself to explain
about the long-faced man, Sid Morrison. Hamcarried that story through to the nysterious death of
Sid Morrison in the hallway, and the far nore nysterious vani shing of the black dagger which had
been the murder weapon.

Ham fi ni shed and stared out of the wi ndow "That happened three days ago, when this blizzard was
just starting."

It was still snowi ng. The rooftops of Manhattan were thick with white, and snow was piled in
great nmounds in the main streets, while nmany side thoroughfares were inpassable. "I didn't know
plane traffic was com ng through," Ham added.

"It isn't—ot the regular planes," Sanda said. "I was |ucky—and we have nountains and blizzards
in Cristobal ."

Doc Savage said, "Let us go back to the beginning of your story, Mss MacNanara."

Sanda had been studying the bronze man. She was i npressed.

" Begi nni ng?"

"About this black rock. | don't nmean the |egendary history of the thing. The nodern part—why did
you say it might have sonething to do with the black dagger you saw in the sky after your brother’s
pl ane started falling?"

The girl | ooked strange.

"The whole thing is wildly unbelievable, isn't it?" she said. "I didn't realize how foolish it
sounded until | listened to you put it in words just then."

"What about the black rock?" Doc persi sted.

"During the last six nonths," Sanda expl ained, "at least fifty people have died in various parts
of Cristobal, and always they have died with a black dagger that has vani shed, or a dark
dagger - shaped obj ect has appeared in the sky at about the nmonent of their death. W have a | arge

I ndi an popul ation in Cristobal, descendants of the Incas, and they are beconm ng upset to the extent
that it is a government problem"”

The girl shivered and went over and turned nobre steaminto the radiators.

"You see," she added, "a runor has gone around that ny brother had secured possession of the

bl ack stone, and as a result, death was striking the natives."

Monk put in, "You nean that your brother never had the stone?"

"Never. |’mpositive."

Monk persisted. "He didn't have it, then sell it to this Sid Murrison? Your brother wasn’'t flying
north to deliver the stone to Sid Mrrison?"

“I"msure not."

"Ever hear of Sid Mrrison?"

"No. "

"Then just why," Mnk asked, "were your brother and you flying to New York?"

"My brother," Sanda expl ained to Doc, "becane convinced that you were the one nman who coul d break
the power of this black stone, if there is such a thing. My brother was convinced that he woul d have
troubl e reaching New York. He asked ne to follow him and try to get through to you if he failed."
Doc Savage said, "Then you are in New York to ask us to investigate this thing?"

"Unusual nystery and people in fantastic trouble are your specialty, aren’t they?"

"I'n a way."

There was a discreet tap at the door. Wen it was opened, a nan in a white coat stood there
saying, "M. Risetti, the assistant manager, sent up refreshnents with the conplinents of the
managenent." He wheeled in a chromumcart, covered with a white cloth, then turned and wal ked out.
Doc Savage said, suddenly and loudly, "It's a trap!"

He was not definitely suspicious of the waiter, just naking a test.

The "waiter" gave hinmself away. He junmped wildly for the door.

DOC SAVAGE drove a hand into one of his pockets, brought out a thin-walled glass bottle, hurled
this at the waiter. The bottle hit the man’s back, broke. The contents, a somewhat colorless |iquid,
spl ashed over the man—and not hi ng happened.

Monk and Ham cl awed at their clothing to get out gas-proof hoods—envel opes of transparent,

airtight material, fitting over their heads—which would serve as tenporary masks. They thought the
stuff in the bottle was gas.

Doc ignored the fleeing waiter. The bronze man ran, scooped up the cart, contents and all. The
room had bi g doubl e wi ndows, and outside there was a small bal cony. Doc opened the double doors, and
snow tunbl ed inside. Snow was two feet deep on the balcony. He planted the table in the stuff and
closed the doors.

"Get clear!" he rapped.



They ran into the corridor. There was no sign of the waiter; he had already fled

Ham yel l ed, "W can tel ephone downstairs and stop that fellow" He raced for the floor
receptionist. This hotel had a reception hostess at a desk on every fl oor

Doc caught him said, "Let himgo."

"Let him go?"

The expl osi on cane then, a ripping shock, followed by the jangle of breaking glass, the |oud

t hunpi ng of things rolling

Doc pulled a gas hood over his head, opened the door of the suite they had just left. The double
doors to the bal cony had been blown in, furniture upset; the carpet was split and scooped away from
the bare floor near the door. The bal cony itself was clean of snow, and sone of the railing was

m ssing. Across the street, snow that had been disturbed by the shock was still cascading off roof
parapets and w ndow | edges

Walls of the roomwere pitted, and jagged fragnents of steel were enbedded. Sone of the fragnents
had bounced off and lay on the floor

Doc used his handkerchief, picked up one of the netal bits, saw that it was coated with a sticky
subst ance

Vile, greenish-1ooking vapor was boiling in fromthe w ndow.

Doc cl osed the door hurriedly.

"Poi soned shrapnel and gas," the bronze man said

"Then they were trying to kill us!" Sanda gasped

Monk and Ham instead of being nervous, seened sonewhat relieved, if anything. As Monk expressed
it later, there was sonething creepy about black daggers that vani shed, but a bomb expl osion was a
thing you could grasp

Doc Savage carefully w apped his handkerchi ef around the shrapnel fragnent which he had picked
up—there was no doubt but that the sticky substance on the piece was poi son—and put it in a pocket
The corridor was filling with people, all of themexcited. An officious-I|ooking man who knew not hi ng
about what had happened, or why, was shouting that no one should | eave the buil ding

"There is poison gas in that room" Doc told the house detective when he cane. "Keep everyone out
for at least an hour."

Doc entered an el evator. Sanda, Monk and Ham fol | owed. The operator did not want to take them
down, and eventual |y Monk grasped himby the el bows, set himout of the elevator, and ran the cage
down hi nsel f

"It strikes ne," Mnk said glumy, "that we're startin’ out kinda late to follow the bonber."

Doc Savage said nothing, did not seemdisturbed. He left the R viera Towers and wal ked down the
street to a spot where a car stood, front wheels cocked upon a packed snowdrift

The car door opened and a pair of fists cane out

THE man who followed the pair of startling fists was notable for the sadness of his facia
expression. The rest of himwas big, although hardly in proportion to the hands, which could hardly
have been incased in quart pails. He gave thema | ook of unutterable gloom

"Holy cow," he remarked in a runbling voice of astounding power. "Wat went on upstairs?"

"A guy served us refreshnents, Renny," Mnk explained. "Say, how do you happen to be here?"

The man with the fists and the gl oomwas Col onel John "Renny" Renw ck, who |iked to knock things
about with his fists—his boast was that he could smash the panel of any wooden door with either set
of knuckl es—and who was noted from Patagonia to Cape Chel yuskin for his engineering feats. He was
anot her of Doc’s group of five aides

Renny | ooked up at the higher floors of the hotel

"Ref reshnent s?" he runbl ed

Monk expl ai ned what he nmeant by the term Renny snorted

"Was the waiter a little, wiry-looking guy in a white coat?" the big-fisted engi neer asked

"Yes."

"Well, he cane out of the hotel as if the dogs were after him"

"Wi ch way did he go?"

"He had a car waiting," Renny explained. "A blue sedan. And did they take off for the south! Holy
cow "

Monk nmade di sgusted noi ses and gestures, wailed, "If we could just have followed that guy."

Renny | ooked surprised. "Well, what do you think Long Tom and Johnny are doing? That’s why we
were here."

"What ?"
Monk’ s eyes popped
Doc Savage expl ai ned, "Renny and Long Tom and Johnny were to follow us and watch the hotel, in

case anythi ng unexpected happened. In particular, they were to trail anyone who seened to be acting
suspi ci ous. "

Monk opened his nmouth, then shut it. He was astoni shed, but you rather became accustoned to being
ast oni shed when associating with Doc Savage. The bronze man’s plans had an uncanny facility of
poppi ng up at the nobst opportune and unexpected times. Monk hadn’t any idea that the others had



followed themto the hotel; Doc hadn't told him Mnk wasn't surprised—he rather suspected that he
was aware of only about one-hundredth of the plans and precautions of the bronze nan, judging from
the fact that one seemed to crop up exactly when it was needed. It was this facility for taking
precautions that accounted for Doc’s success, as well as for his having managed to live as |ong as
he had.

It occurred to Monk to glance at Sanda MacNanmara. She was staring at Doc Savage in about the
fashi on Monk had expected. He had seen many persons | ook at the bronze man in that fashion—with the
sudden dawni ng of the realization of just how amazing a fellow he really was.

Snow was stinging their faces, w nd was shaking their clothing. Renny had cl osed the car door

when he got out; he reopened it now, and they clinbed inside. The heater fan purred faintly, and it
was warner than the blizzard chill outside, yet not warm enough for confort

"Johnny and Long Tomtrailed the bonber in a car?" Doc asked

"Yes," Renny said

Early in their unusual career, Doc and the others had di scovered the conveni ence of having a

qui ck and private nmeans of communication always at hand. Radio served this purpose. So they had
installed short-wave radio transmtter-receiver sets in their cars, boats, apartnents, planes and
offices. They had formed the habit of remaining, whenever possible, wthin hearing of one of the
radi o receivers which was switched on and tuned to the very short wavel ength they habitually used

Doc switched on the radio in the car, said, "Johnny . . . Long Tom"
"1"11 be superamal gamated," remarked a scholastic voice, "if this isn't an ultrarefrigerated
avocation!"

Chapter VI. THE FRI GHTENED RI CH MAN

"THAT, " Monk explained, "is WIIliamHarper Littlejohn, better known as Johnny. He's an emi nent
ar chaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, and user of big words."
Doc Savage said into the microphone, "You still trailing that fellow, Johnny?"

Johnny answered, using small words. Johnny habitually used his many-syllabled jaw breakers, but

to Doc Savage, who probably coul d cone nearer understandi ng themthan anyone el se, Johnny was al ways
careful to use ordinary words

"The man has driven to upper Fifth Avenue, and has gotten out of the cab in front of an extrenely
swanky private mansion. He talked with the butler who opened the door, and he is just entering."
"You' re sure he is the man?"

"Yes."

"What address?"

Johnny gave the address, and Doc Savage wheel ed their car in that direction

Sanda MacNanmara contenpl ated the bronze man thoughtfully. She was puzzled. Her curiosity got the
best of her, and she asked a question

"Back at the hotel," she said, "just how did your nen know this fellow was the right one to

follow? You can’t tell me they just |ooked at himand saw that he was excited. Hundreds of people go
in and out of that hotel every hour, and your men couldn't have just stood there and picked out the
right one."

The car becane stuck in the snow, and the bronze man backed up, flung the machine into the drift
and plowed through in a cloud of |eaping white flakes

"You remenber the bottle | threw at the waiter as he took flight?" Doc asked

"Yes," Sanda admitted

"The bottle burst and the liquid smeared the man," Doc explained. "The liquid was a chenica
preparati on. When examined with the aid of infrared |light and special filtering eyegl asses, the
stuff becomes a noticeable purplish hue. In other words, the man was branded w t hout being aware of
it. Johnny and Long Tom and Renny sinply watched the exits of the hotel, using infrared projectors
and filter spectacles. The equi pmrent was not conspicuous."

"l see." The girl settled back on the cushions. "I’'m beginning to understand sonething that

al ways puzzled ne."

"What do you nean?"

"It has nothing to do with this matter. It happened about two years ago. Qur newspapers in
Cristobal Gty published the story that you were to appear in the city—+ think it was in connection
with sone convention of nedical -science experts on tropical diseases, which was |ater cancel ed. But
for six nmonths there was hardly a crime of inportance in Cristobal Cty. Qur chief of police told ne
the rumor of your coming was responsible. | didn't believe him"

Doc said, "He was probably m staken. Sone other factor nust have cut down the ampbunt of crine."

THE house was of hard gray stone, and you |looked at it and instinctively thought of a bank. The
wi ndows were snall, those on the ground floor heavily barred, and the entrance was austere. There
were three floors. The lot on which it stood was probably worth a mllion dollars, even at

post - depressi on prices

"Looks," Monk said, "as if it had been built to bury sonebody in."

Johnny joined them He was a remarkably | ong bag of bones who affected a nonocle dangling froma



ri bbon, a nonocle he never used. He was thinner than it seenmed any man could be and still remain
heal thy. He had been standing in a doorway down the street, snow swirling around him

He began, "Even peripatetic ratiocination—

"Haven't you," Mnk interrupted, "got some little words?"

"Little one-syllable ones for Mpnk," Ham expl ai ned

Johnny said, "What | started to say was that ordinary reasoning wouldn't | ead one to expect the
man conming to a place like this. Do you know who |ives here?"

Ham-he coul d be depended upon to know where all the aristocrats |ived—eyed the house. "The
residence of Peter van Jelk," he renarked

"Never heard of him" Monk grunted

"l suppose you've never heard of J. P. Mdrgan, John D. Rockefeller, Jr., or Henry Doherty."

"You nean this Van Jelk is in a class with thenP"

"Not exactly,” Hamtold him "Van Jel k coul d probably buy and sell any two of them"

"Did he inherit it?"

"He did not."

"That," Monk said, "nmakes himquite a guy."

"Where is Long Ton?" Doc asked

"Wat chi ng the back of the place."

"Long Tom was Major Thonas J. Roberts, who was a rather feeble-looking fellow w th the general
conpl exi on of an inhabitant of a nmushroom cave. He was remarkably healthy, however. H's specialty
was electricity. H's nicknane, Long Tom had cone to himlong ago, as the result of a slight m shap
with an ancient cannon of the type called a | ong tom

They looked in vain for himuntil a crunpled newspaper, apparently a discarded one, fell off the
face of a snowdrift; Long Tom had worked into the snow, covered hinmself except for his face, which
he had conceal ed by the newspaper perforated with a peephol e

"Nobody has conme out," he reported

Doc said, "The rest of you spread out. Mnk, you might cone with ne."

Ham said, "I'Il take care of Mss MacNanmara," and Monk | ooked di sgusted

The butler who opened the front door of the mansion was thick-shoul dered, had a face which
appeared to have been beaten upon in the past

"Sorry, but you really cawmn’t be admtted," he said

"We're lookin' for a guy, so don't get us riled," Mnk advised

"Listen, pal, take a walk or I'Il bop your teeth |oose!" advised the butler

He had | ost his accent

Monk said, "Start bopping, then!" and feinted with his left. The man ducked—nto Mnk’s ri ght
Monk had arm nuscl es which could straighten out a horseshoe—the butler’s heels came perhaps two
inches off the floor. Doc caught the nan

"You watch him" Doc said

"O K., but he won't take no watchin’ for sonme tinme," Mnk said, grinning

Doc Savage wal ked down a hall that had a towering ceiling and walls arrayed with spears and suits
of arnmor, all genuine and none costing | ess than several hundred dollars. The next room had a
Joshaghan rug tied with Ghiordes knots, richly colored and with a silky, lustrous pile. It was a
museum pi ece. Very much of a nuseum piece. So was the man who said, "I am Peter van Jelk."

HE spoke the name—Peter van Jelk—as if that ordinarily settled matters. He said nothing nore, but
his tone inplied that having cone into the presence of the Untouchable Hi ghest, they were expected
to remedy the inpertinence and | eave i nmediately.

There was nothing artificial about his regal manner. He was aristocracy. He was perhaps fifty,
his hair being sneared with gray at the tenples. He had good shoul ders, and either dieted and
trained his waistline, or wore a girdle. He wore pince-nez glasses, rimess. Hs face, as a whole
was sonehow as coldly indomtable as the great stone house in which he lived

"Cl ark Savage, Jr.," Doc said

Van Jel k’s face showed some respect, no approval

"l have heard of you," he said. "I believe an associate of yours, Brigadier General Theodore

Marl ey Brooks, managed to becorme a nmenber of one of ny clubs.”

Monk, who had cone to stand in the door, nuttered, "—mmnaged to beconme a nenber— and emtted a
strangl ed sound of mrth

Doc said, "W are here looking into a serious matter."

"Serious matter?"

"About bl ack daggers that have killed sonme people," Doc said

Van Jel k’s hands gave a noticeable jerk, his lips parted, and he took one step backward. Then he
got control of hinself, began coughing and brought a hand to his nouth. After coughing severa
tinmes, he spoke in an al nost ordinary tone

"l don't believe |I understood you."

Van Jel k put up his chin, frowned through his rinless eyegl asses

"Morgan!" he said |loudly. "Wat do you nean, adnmitting these bounders. Throw themout!"



"Morgan rmust be that funny-face butler," Mnk said.

"Morgan!" Van Jel k called. "Cone here at once!"

Monk asked, "What do you expect himto do?"

Van Jel k | ooked at Monk coldly and said, "Throw you out."

Monk, who detested obvious aristocrats, took off his rather sloppy old hat and made the gesture

of slapping it angrily against his leg, but released the hat so that it rolled across the floor and
st opped near Van Jel k’s expensive handnade shoes. Mk then went over to pick up his hat, but
instead, grasped Van Jel k’s ankles and jerked. The man fell, and Monk crawl ed on. For a while, there
was the noise of their heels and el bows and fists knocking the floor. Van Jel k wore an expensive
suit, and Monk proceeded to tear nost of the pockets out of it w thout finding a weapon.

A conplete stranger to the truth when he wanted to be, Mnk nade a | oud and convi nci ng

accusation.

"Two of them have confessed,” said Monk grimy, "and we’ve got proof besides. You' re guilty as

hel I, Van Jelk."

The man becane very pal e.

"You . . . nean . . . about the black rock?" he asked, his words hardly | oud enough to

under st and.

"Sure."

Van Jel k’s eyes cl osed and his body becane | oose.

QUTSIDE in the cold and bl owi ng snow there was the sound of five shots fired cl ose together, and
mxed in with their noise a roaring of a |aboring autonobile notor. Soneone shouted in a surprised,
futile way. Very briefly, one of the supermachine pistols which Doc’s aids carried made its

di scharge noi se, a deep-throated note that m ght have been nade by a huge bullfiddle. The autonobile
seened to keep going.

Doc Savage went into the hallway past the unconscious formof the butler, Mrgan. They had |eft
the street door open, and chill w nd had brought in a little snow. Doc stood in the door a while,
then Ham and the girl, Sanda, came up.

"One just got away," Ham expl ained. "He was the fellow who left the bonb at the hotel. Enptied

his gun at us."

"No chance to follow hin®"

"None. Garage opens on the side street. Car canme out like a bullet. Big sedan with chains. Cot
away. "

"Renny and Long Tom and Johnny?"

"They’' ve gone back to watching the rear. They' re mad enough to fly."

Doc said, "You might as well cone in out of the cold." And after Ham and the girl had entered,

the bronze man gl anced at the young worman and asked, "Do you know this Van Jel k?"

Sanda shook her head. "Never heard of him"

They carried Mdrgan, the butler, into the roomwhere Monk was waiting with Van Jel k, and pl anted
himon the floor. Doc wal ked through various roons of the house, discovering that only those on the
ground floor were furnished. The upper floors, both second and third story, were conpletely bare.
Nor were there any other servants.

Van Jel k had revived and sat in a chair. He had been tal king. Mnnk's face was blank with
amazenent .

"Listen to this, Doc!" Mnk expl oded.

Van Jel k stared at Doc Savage, his face still pale.

"l thought of coming to you for help," he said, "but | was afraid."

"Van Jel k, here, was one of the partners of Sid Mrrison, the man who got stabbed with a

vani shi ng dagger," Mnk expl ai ned.

Van Jel k took out a handkerchi ef and nopped his face, his hands trenbling noticeably.

"Make a short story out of it," Doc suggested.

“I"Il do that," Van Jelk said. "Six nonths ago, a group of wealthy nen including nyself and Sid
Morrison, all interested in collecting ancient Incan relics, got together and bought a sacred bl ack
stone which | egend said was the solidified soul of the evil one who had been the strongest foe of
Kukul kan, the |ncan-Mayan."

Monk said, "You see, Doc. This checks with what Sid Mrrison told us."

Van Jel k nodded, continued, "W naturally placed no stock in the | egend about this stone—the

| egend that death woul d overtake anyone connected with it. That is, until—well, all kinds of
di sasters began befalling us. Personally, | was badly hurt in an autonobile accident. My butler, an
old and trusted servant, was found at the foot of a stairway with his head crushed. | . . . | do not

believe he fell down the stairs, because | was in a roomclose by and | heard no sound."

"What gave you the idea the stone was connected with this bad | uck?" Mnk asked.

"l saw bl ack knives—and they di sappeared." Van Jel k | ooked distressed, like a nman telling a

smal | -boy ghost story. "I feel deuced silly, saying such a thing. It’'s not believable, you know "
Morgan, the butler, revived and got to his feet—awakening with the same idea which he had held
when he went to sleep, for he squared off and nade for Monk with his fists. Monk rolled a chair,



upset Morgan, then sat on himwhile Van Jel k said, "Mrgan! Mrgan—these men are our friends! They
are fighting the same evil thing as ourselves."

The butler finally stopped struggling, said, "You big brute!" alnost tearfully.

"I hired Mdrgan," Van Jel k expl ained, "as a bodyguard. He is an ex-pugilist who once was al nost
heavywei ght chanpion."

In a voice that was not particularly excited, Doc Savage stated that there had been an attenpt to
kill themat Sanda MacNanmara's hotel, and that they had trailed the woul d-be nmurderer here to Van
Jel ks house

Van Jel k said, "WII| you describe the man?"

Doc did so

Morgan, on the floor, nmade a runbling. "That's Mxie, the other bodyguard you hired," the

di sgruntled butler told Van Jelk. "I never did trust that fellow"

Sanda MacNamara had been |istening, and now she shook her head violently.

"My brother never had any black stone to sell!" she snapped. "That makes sonebody a liar, doesn't
it?"

Van Jel k gave her a squel ching stare, consulted his watch, then said, "W were to hold a

nmeet i ng—Aysel f, and the men who bought this amazing stone fromher brother. W were to neet at
Henry's house in—= he glanced at his watch again, "just twenty mnutes. You can ask the rest of them
who we bought the stone from"

"We had best go to Henry’'s house then," Doc Savage deci ded

Chapter VII. THE FEAR

HENRY' S house was a thousand feet in the air. Being situated on top of one of the tower buildings
in lower WAll Street, the place had two advantages very convenient for an exceptionally rich man—t
was close to the biggest noney mart in the world, and it was |located in a section al nost deserted
ni ghts and evenings and on hol i days, there being no nore | onesonme sector in the city than Wl
Street at such periods

If any wood had been used in Henry's house, it was not imedi ately noticeable. Construction
materials were glass, chronme, steel. Decorative material was al nbst exclusively bright-col ored
paint. It was a nodernistic place to end all nodernistic places

There were seven nmen gathered in one of the roons.

Van Jelk said, "I will introduce you."

He did so, and it was al nbst as though he had started at the head of the list of top incone-tax
payers. "This," said Van Jelk, "is Burton Allsworth Arthur, of the Arthur banking interests."

B. A Arthur was not only Arthur banking interests—he was Arthur steanship |ines, railroads

aerial transport, assorted factories; mansion in Pal mBeach, duplex on Park Avenue, estate at
Newport, hunting lodge in Scotland, chateau on the Riviera, chalet in Switzerland, yacht at Cty

I sl and, polo ponies on Long Island, private planes everywhere. One of those nen who could becone
slightly ill with a cold, and the stock market woul d take a general drop

The startling thing about this group, they realized as introductions progressed, was that B. A
Arthur was probably the pauper of the assenbl age. Sone of the others, who had been nore agile at
dodgi ng publicity, were several tines as wealthy. Doc Savage and his associ ates had engaged in
enough financial manipul ati on thensel ves to have a good general idea of the nobney situation
internationally, as well as in the United States

Ahmet Ben Khali, for instance, was an unknown figure in Anerica, but all through the Mddle

East —hi s specialty was oil-his nane was uttered with either bated breath, or with wildest ravings of
profanity. He was a very, very long, studious-appearing brown man, until one |ooked at his face
Looki ng Ben Khali in the eye at close range was sonewhat |ike exchanging stares with a hungry hawk.
There was Lord Dusternan, the arnms nmagnate whose nunition-factory hol di ngs, although this was not
general | y known, had been sonewhat abbrevi ated when Gernmany absorbed Czechosl ovakia. He was nerely a
bi g man.

There were seven of them In appearance al one, none of them stood out particularly, or had

salient characteristics. They were not men who profited frombeing noticed; rather the contrary.
Certain qualities they all had in comon: their conplete self-possession—fabul ous wealth gives a
man that; their obvious al ertness of senses and their probabl e sharpness of mind, these being two
facilities naturally ingrained in nen having noney. And all of them it seenmed, held varying degrees
of contenpt for others of less worldly station. Not that they were overbearing; these nmen had too
much cl everness and polish for that. Their condescension took the formof a cal macceptance of their
own i nportance. Wen they entered a conversation anong | esser lights, they naturally nonopolized it
They were excessively polite to each other

There was one exception, and Doc Savage thereafter gave himnore attention than any of the

others, w thout seemng to do so

"I am Henry Lee," said the man who was an exception. "And if you gentlenmen will excuse ne, | nust

|l eave. | have an inportant appointment. You are wel come, however, to use nmy hone."

Doc Savage noticed that a visible air of coldness settled over the group

"You better stay, Lee," said Ahnet Ben Khali, after a |ong pause



Lee obeyed the order. So would have half the potentates in the Orient.

VAN JELK advanced and nade a rather cal mspeech. His aristocratic manner did not seem out of

pl ace here, for all these nmen had it

"You gentl enen know Doc Savage, either by personal acquaintance or by repute." Van Jelk snmiled at
Doc. "Tonight | had the fortune to discover that Doc Savage is interested in encountering and
defeating the sane power—the thing we have variously referred to as a curse, a fiend, ogre or damed
i mpossi bi lity—which we have cone to realize holds infinite danger for us."

Lord Dusterman, in a voice that barked |ike one of the machine guns his factories turned out

said, "You nean the black dagger?"

"And the black stone."

B. A Arthur, chairman of the board of sone dozen corporations, asked, "And Doc Savage believed
it?"

"He did."

"I didn't," B. A Arthur said. "Not | when | first heard of the thing."

Van Jel k waved an armto include the seven nmen assenbled in the weirdly nodernistic room

"We are a syndicate engaged in the purchase of museum material," he explained. "All of us

t oget her purchased this black stone, which was a sacred relic of the ancient Incan nation. Qur
representative who did the actual purchasing was Sid Mrrison, an expert at such things. The
purchase was made from Juan Don MacNamara, son of President Gatun MacNamara of Cristobal. Young
MacNanmara was to deliver the stone to New York by plane yester—

"That," said Sanda MacNamara, "is a pack of fibs."

Van Jel k drew hinself up and said with sone dignity, "I amnot in the habit of having ny veracity
questioned. "

Sanda had said very little since arriving; evidently words had been gathering inside her |ike

st eam

"It’s being questioned now" she snapped. "I know ny brother, and |I know he never had any bl ack
stone. "

"Per haps your brother did not tell you."

"He'd have told ne."

"You insinuate we are liars?"

"Not insinuating—telling you it’'s a black-faced fact
"l see."

"Furthernore," said Sanda, "no one can tell ne there is such a thing as a black rock that gives
of f a curse consisting of black daggers that stab people, or whatever this curse is supposed to
consi st of." The young worman stanped a foot in her vexation. "Wuat kind of a roonful of idiots are
you to believe such nonsense?" She turned on Doc Savage. "You're as bad as the rest of them"
"You're forgetting, Sanda," Mnk pointed out earnestly, "that we saw the daggers. Two of them
One in the air. One sticking in a man."

"I saw it too!" Sanda said sharply. "Just as ny brother’'s plane fell."

"You saw it—you still don't believe it?"
"l hope |'mnot insane."
"This discussion," said Ahnmet Ben Khali, the Oriental oil magnate, "is not doing us nmuch good."

Doc Savage had seated hinself in a chair; he got to his feet
"l should like," he said, "to question Henry Lee in private."

A SLICGHT stir of surprise—+t was not pleasant—went around the room The stir was slight, which
meant a good deal. These were nmen of infinite wealth, therefore they were tremendous ganblers

sel f-trained not to show enotion

Henry Lee got up suddenly. He sat down again. He did not say anything. H s face, however, was not
a pleasant thing to watch

Doc said, "If you will go into a private room M. Lee."

Lord Dusternman said, exploding like a gun, "No!"

"Wich are nmy sentinments exactly," said Ahnet Ben Khali

Doc Savage said nothing. Henry Lee was far nore nervous than the rest, and if there was a
weak-willed man in the room Lee was the individual. Young Lee controlled one of the |argest
fortunes in the United States, but unlike these other nmen, he had not nade the noney hinself, but
had inherited it. Hs life had been a procession of scandals of the sort typical to a young man with
money and | eisure and a character not as strong as it mght be

Henry Lee took out a silk handkerchief and nopped his forehead. Undeni ably, he was in the grip of
terror.

B. A Arthur, the titan of Anerican big business, furnished an expl anation

"Sid Mrrison was marked for death,” he said grimy

"And Henry, here—=

"Mar ked—how do you nean?" Doc interrupted

B. A Arthur hesitated, |ooked unconfortable, finally growl ed, "This is nore unbelievable than



any of the rest. But the fact is that a black dagger appeared nysteriously in thin air and scratched
a warning on Sid Mrrison's desk, then vanished." B. A Arthur showed his teeth in an uncheerful
kind of a smle-grimace. "Sound |ike a crazy man when | say that, don't |?"

"I"l'l say!" Sanda interrupted dryly.

"The warning came to Henry Lee in the same way, except that the dagger scratched the warning on a
wall. Isn’t that right, Henry?"

"Y-yes," Henry Lee managed.

"This is Henry's house," continued B. A Arthur. "So we can readily show you the warning."

They noved, all of them to an adjacent room a chanber with walls done in royal blue, ceiling in
faint cherry, with a carpet as yellow as any canary. The scratches were plainly discernible, and
spel | ed:

Wien cones the day

Naned t he Sea Ani nal,

A visitor to you,

The one cal | ed Ahpuch.

Honmely Monk snorted, said, "Listen, brothers, that doesn’t nake sense. It ain't even poetry."
"Ahpuch," said B. A Arthur, "was the ancient Aztec |ord of death."

Monk pointed. "What’'s the first part nean—a day naned the Sea Animal ?"

Doc Savage said, "The Mayans and sone of the Incas nanmed their days Snall Bird, Mnkey, Rain, and
so on. Their calendar was divided into a cycle of fifty-two years, each year having three hundred
sixty-five days, with five very unlucky intercalary days when they gave human sacrifices. Each year
had ei ghteen nonths, each nonth twenty days, and there were four weeks of five days each in a nonth.
However, that is beside the point. Authorities generally agree that the day called Sea Aninal was
the second day of the week."

"Second day of the week woul d be Monday," Mnk said. "That's today."

B. A Arthur nodded grimy.

"That," he stated, "is why we don’t want Henry Lee, here, out of our sight. Not even for a

mnute. "

"Don’t want himout of your sight?"

"If you nmust know," snapped B. A Arthur, "we're protecting his life!"

I T devel oped that the gathering of the seven nen at Henry Lee’'s house was nothing nore nor |ess
than a watch party to see that nothing happened to the one of their nunber whom they decl ared had
been marked for next death. They were, they insisted, going to keep close watch on Henry. They were
not going to let himout of sight, not even for Doc Savage to question him There was nothing to be
|l earned fromHenry Lee that the others could not explain, and he was nervous enough now, because of
the threat against hinself, without being nade nore distraught by having Doc single himout for
questi oni ng

Al of this was made clear, and Doc’s party retired to the anteroomfor a conference

I f Doc Savage had any definite opinions, or if he intended to voice themunlikely at this point
since the bronze man had the habit of keeping conjectures to hinmself until they were proven
facts—was a point that remained unsettled, since a loud and horrified yell brought them charging
into the roomwhere seven of the wealthiest nen on earth were watching one of their nunber who had
been threatened with death

Henry Lee was sitting in a chair. The chair was entirely of metal except for the cushion nade of
brilliant red leather. Henry Lee sat in the chair as though he had decided to relax conpletely and
had | eaned back and slid down until the back of his head had hooked and held onto the rear of the
chair. H's arnms hung | oosely, one on either side of the chair, with one of his hands by chance half
cupped so that the slow string of red fluid—+ed as the chair cushi on—that oozed out around the black
knife that was sticking in his chest, trickled into the cupped hand and | eaked through the fingers
to the floor

Chapter VII1. MLLIONS ON A BOAT

IT was Monk, the skeptic, who enmitted an astounded, unbelieving noise that resenbled a bark, then
sprang toward the man in the chair. Reaching the figure, Mnk put out a hand, hesitated as if half
fearful, then touched the black handl e of the black knife protruding fromthe body. Mnk felt the
hilt with his fingertips, squeezed it.

"It’s real!" he barked. He turned around and | ooked at Doc Savage and pointed at the knife. "You

see! There's the black dagger—ust like we found it stickin’ in Sid Mrrison s body."

No one in the room said anything, and no one noved except Doc Savage, who took a flashlight from

his pocket, went to the chair, and blazed the white beamof the light into Henry Lee's eyes. The

pupils of the eyes did not contract to cope with the bright |ight.

"Who did it?" Doc asked.

"Not hi ng, " Van Jel k said.

"Not hi ng?"

Van Jel k braced hinmself visibly. H's skin had taken on the hue of |ead.



"The bl ack knife sinply appeared in the air," he said. "Then it buried itself in poor Henry's
chest."

"The knife sinply appeared?"

"Insane as it sounds—that’s what happened. We all sawit." He | ooked around at the others and

t hey nodded wordl essly.

"How cl ose were you to hin®"

"Me? About fifteen feet, | imagine. None of us was nuch closer than that."

Doc Savage said nothing, |ooked at the nen—+he weal thy nen—assenbled in the room The bronze
man’'s flake-gol d eyes were nore strangely alive than usual, and there was sonething in themthat
vaguel y di sturbed everyone upon whomthey rested.

Lord Dusterman, the nunitions magnate, said suddenly, "l've never been able to stand the sight of
a body!" He wal ked out of the room but came back al nmost inmmedi ately bearing a sheet. He handed the
sheet to Monk. "You cover it, please," he requested.

Monk carried the sheet to the body, spread it over the figure, then stepped back. The sheet

nol ded the form showing in particular the hunp where the bl ack dagger protruded.

Monk said, "I'd like to see that dagger disappear this tinme."

B. A Arthur went to the tel ephone and picked it up.

"Wait," Doc said quietly.

"But we'll be in trouble if we don’t call the police," Arthur said.

Monk put in, "We're the police. Al of us have conmm ssions on the force."

In the nonents that followed, they could hear an electric clock running sonewhere, and the cold,
intense sounds of the blizzard outside. Wnd whined occasionally, and flurries of hard snow | akes
beat against the great windows. A radiator started clanking, then stopped. Either a little of the
bitter cold outdoors had crept into the room or nerves were making themfeel cool, for there was a
noticeable chill in the place. One of the group, a sleek, wiry mnk of a man naned Costervelt, who
had tw ce been sued by the governnment for incone taxes, seened to have a cold, for he took out a
handker chi ef and bl ew hi s nose.

Then Monk howl ed a how that nade all his previous how s seem nousel i ke by conparison, and

poi nted at the sheet-covered body.

"That dagger!" he squalled. "You can't see the outline of that dagger!"

The horely chenist then sprang forward and whi pped the sheet off the body, and all of could see
that the bl ack dagger was no | onger there!

EMOTI ONS of the nmen as they viewed the inpossible phenonenon were as varied as the colors in a
rai nbow, and their reactions al nbst as assorted. There was, however, on the part of the seven
weal thy men—they had been eight at the beginning, counting Van Jelk, but now Henry Lee was dead—ess
shock and excitenent than was shown by Doc Savage’'s aides. The bronze man observed that, made a
mental note of it. He said suddenly, "I amgoing to search this place, if no one has objections."
"No one has objections,"” said Ahnet Ben Khali.

Doc Savage nodded and wal ked out, but did not search the place. Instead, the bronze nman rode an
el evator down to the street. He had not put on his coat, and the cold stabbed at himw th needl ed
vi ol ence, and the wind got under his coattails and piled themup on his shoul ders.

There were conpartnents in his car which held nunerous chem cals and gadgets of the type which he
frequently found of use, and fromone of these niches he removed a small cardboard box, which he
pocket ed.

Wth the box in his possession, he waded back through snow that was al nost deep enough to get
into his trouser pockets, reached the building | obby and spent a little tinme stanping snow out of
his trouser |egs, shaking it out of trouser cuffs, before he returned to the penthouse.

He found in the penthouse many pal e faces, nmuch silence, and no new devel opnents.

Doc said, "My friends and | didn't get to finish that conference we were hol di ng when Henry Lee
was Kkilled. W will go ahead with it now."

He gestured. Mnk, Renny, Long Tom Johnny, Ham and Sanda MacNamara all filed into the vestibule.
Just before Doc left the room he funbled in his coat pocket where he had put the cardboard box,
then took off his coat and dropped it over a chair.

"CGoing to | eave ny coat here," he said. "Cetting a little warm"

He went out into the vestibule with the others, closing the door.

IT was quiet in the vestibule. Even nmoaning of the blizzard wind and pecki ng of the hard

snowf | akes agai nst wi ndows were shut out.

To the obvious surprise of the others, Doc Savage sai d nothing and gave no indication that he had
anything to say, or that they were going to hold a conference at all. Finally, Mnk, consunmed wth
curiosity about the death in the other room and wanting to keep in close touch with what was going
on there, reached for the door knob, his intention being to rejoin Van Jelk and the others.

Doc spoke one word quietly.

"Wait," he said.

"What in blazes?" Mnk asked.



"Gve it about ten mnutes," Doc suggested

"G ve what?"

Doc Savage did not answer. He seened to be |istening

Ham | ooked at Sanda and said, "What do you think about this black-dagger stuff now?"

The girl shuddered. "I can’t believe such a thing."

"You saw it."

"1 know. "

Monk nuttered, "If you ask ne, | think we're all going to be in the market for a nice strong

insane asylum if this stuff keeps up."

M nutes dragged. Finally, Doc consulted his watch, said, "W might as well go in now "

Renny, first to reach the door, opened it, then let out a startled roar. "Holy cow They're al
dead! "

He corrected his first inpression after making an inspection. They were all unconscious. Van Jel k
lay in a chair, but all the others were on the floor, their forns piled in assorted positions
Renny was running fromone to the other when his knees becane weak and he stunbled, put his hands
to his head

Doc said quickly, "Get outside again. There is still sone of the gas in the rooml We'll give it
nore tinme."

They hurried out into the vestibule and closed the door again

"Gas? What gas?" Long Tom the electrical expert, |ooked conpletely puzzled

"l went down to the car and got a cardboard box containing a bottle of strong anaesthetic gas,"
Doc expl ained. "Pulled the cork of the bottle while it was in ny coat pocket, then left the coat in
there. The gas vaporizes quickly, loses its strength after a short time—five mnutes or so."

Long Tom asked, "The sanme kind of gas we’'ve been using for a long time in those little glass
anaest heti c bonmbs?"

"Yes."

After they could confortably return to the room Doc said, "Renny, you and Johnny drive up to the
Broadway district. On Sixth Avenue you will find a nunber of trunk stores which are open at this
tinme of night, and which cater to the theatrical trade. Get seven trunks, each |arge enough to hold
a man. Preferably, buy trunks already used by theater conpanies."

Renny said, "I don't get this."

"These seven nmen wanted us to protect them" Doc expl ai ned

"Yeah, but will putting themin trunks protect then?"

"They will only be in the trunks until we get them aboard a steanship."

" St eanshi p?"

"One bound for South Anerica," Doc said. "It sails at mdnight. At this season of the year, we
can probably get short-notice accommpdati ons. Johnny will renain in New York—wel | keep an eye on
things."

THE steanshi p Rocket was not an American boat, but she was hauling Anerican goods, since it
happened that the nmerchandi se was of a type that ships of American registry could not haul. The
Congress of the United States was responsible for this. Congress had ruled that the United States
was strictly on the neutral side of current or future war, and that any materials sold to a nation
engaged in war woul d have to be sold on a strictly cash-and-carry basis. The warring nation nust pay
cash, and carry the goods in sonme ship other than an Anerican one

The Rocket had been built in Sweden, which made her a good craft, although she was no | onger of
Swedi sh registry. She was in excess of four hundred feet |ong, but she was not new and she needed
paint. She did not carry a |arge passenger |ist, since passengers preferred the nore pretentious
crui se liners which made the South Anmerican ports at this season of the year. Additionally, there
was the fact that the ol d Rocket was cargoed with supplies for a warring country, Hispanola, and the
consul ar service did what they could to discourage use of the vessel by southbound Yankees

Sanda MacNanmara took three excited turns around one of the Rocket passenger cabins, then planted
herself in front of Doc Savage and said, "I don't get the sense of this. | don't get it!"

" Suppose you sit down," the bronze nman suggested, "and tell us about this war between Hi spanol a
and Cristobal ."

The girl sank down in a chair and clanped her hands together. She suddenly | ooked very tired

"Like all wars, it’s ugly and horrible," she said

Doc Savage expl ained, "Wat | aminterested in is the background of this war between H spanol a

and your country—-the factors which led to it."

The girl was thoughtful for a nonent

"I may not be able to give a sensible explanation," she said

"Way not ?"

"There was nothing to cause this war that we could see. No particular grievance with Hi spanol a

The | ast war with H spanola was nore than sixty years ago, and we |ost, but there was no grudge on
our part. There had been a border dispute, but that was settled two years ago; ami cably, everyone
thought. We had certainly done nothing to arouse the antagoni smof H spanola." She | ooked at Doc



Savage sharply. "I believe what | amtelling you is the truth. | amnot trying to lay the blame on
the other side."

Doc asked, "Just how did this ever get started?"

"Li ke nost of them—propaganda. Suddenly, and for no reason that we coul d understand, our nei ghbor
H spanol a was fl ooded wi th propaganda agai nst Cristobal. My father—eur governnent—were painted as
overbearing and belligerent. The Hi spanol a newspapers tw sted every incident to build up hate
agai nst us." She grimaced. "1’'1l wager you that there has not been a nmurder or crine in H spanol a
during the last two years in which the culprit was not indicated as being fromCristobal. Lies!" She
cl enched her hands. "They printed reans of lies!"

"And the actual declaration of war?"

"There was none. Nations have stopped declaring war |lately, you know "

"There nust have been sone excuse."

"There was—a fight on the border. It was claimed also that Hi spanol ans were being mstreated in
Cristobal territory, and that H spanola had the right to protect these people."

"That idea," Doc Savage said dryly, "was used fairly successfully in Europe."

Sanda shook her head wearily. "My father doesn’'t understand why there should be a war. |’ve heard
himsay that time and again." She put a hand on the bronze man’s arm "| hope you believe nme
because it’'s true."

Monk and Ham cane into the cabin

"Well, we got aboard—wi th our trunks," Mnk said, and grinned. "All but Johnny. You said he stays
in New York, didn't you?"

"Qur seven guests all right?" Doc asked

"They're a little peeved," Mnk admtted cheerfully

Chapter | X. JUNGLE QUEST

FOR four days and five nights things were rather nonotonous. The seven prisoners gave no trouble
what ever, which did not mean they didn't want to—nor that they couldn’t have given trouble. They
could. Plenty. They were not only intelligent men; they were clever and cal culating, able to take
advant age of every point in their favor

So Doc Savage kept them under the influence of a drug concoction which was harnl ess, but

mai ntai ned a condition closely resenbling normal sleep. They arranged the dosage so that each nan
revived at twenty-four-hour intervals, and was given sone exercise and food. Cl ose guard was kept at
such times

Monk and Ham nanaged to quarrel fairly consistently. They had brought along their pets, two

ani mal s that furnished ammunition for dissension. Mnk's pet was a pig he had named Habeas Cor pus
after the law profession in order to irritate Ham who had no use for pigs in any form Habeas
Corpus had long | egs, a snout of prodigious Iength, and ears that were al nost wi ngs. Hamis pet was a
smal | chi npanzee—+emar kabl e because of the astoundi ng resenbl ance the aninmal bore to honely
Monk—whi ch he had dubbed Chemistry, a nane intended to aggravate Mnk

On the norning of the fifth day, the Rocket engines stopped and the anchor went down with a great
deal of hoarse, grinding noise

"Trinidad," Mnk announced. "This old ark is plenty fast."

They had anchored out where the big cruise liners usually dropped hook, and lighters were

swi ngi ng al ongsi de wei ghted with wooden cases which were to be | oaded in the Rocket hold

Doc Savage gathered his aides together. "You will watch the prisoners closely," he said

He turned to Sanda MacNamara, who had been the object of an abundance of attention from Monk and
Ham during the trip. This norning she was efficient in slacks. Not hard to | ook at either

"M ss MacNamara," Doc said, "will you show ne the spot in the jungle where your brother

di sappear ed?"

"We'll need a plane."

Doc nodded, told Monk and the others: "The captain says the ship will be here all day |oading. W
shoul d be back before night."

Doc Savage produced grease paint and darkened Sanda’s hands and face, then his own. He brought

out a rowdyi sh cotton frock, such as the natives affected, for the girl, and a tattered pair of duck
trousers and rugged shirt for hinself

"This is hardly necessary, is it?" the girl asked

"l nmpossible to be sure," Doc told her. "For alnost five days now, nothing has happened, and that
initself is alittle suspicious."

Fresh fruit was being brought aboard the ship through a hull hatch which opened slightly above

the waterline. Doc and Sanda passed out through this, descended a short stairway to a wet, tossing
float, and the bronze nman hail ed one of the black bunmboatmen who sculled a rickety old dinghy. Doc
spoke the fellow s native tongue—the bl ack was out of the mainland jungl es—and they dickered for a
few moments over the cost of being sculled ashore before noney changed hands

The bl ack sent his old boat past the swarm of hal f-naked stevedores busy strong-armng cargo up a
| ong gangpl ank, or jacking heavier boxes into cargo nets that were |ike fish nets made of inch-rope
Doc studied the stevedores, paid particular attention to the faces of passengers lined along the



rail. He did not seemparticularly pleased

"Lots of Hispanolans on board," he remarked

"l wouldn’t know," Sanda said

She was a little peeved. The bronze nman had enforced a suggestion that she remain in her cabin
that had been easy enough the first day or two while the ship was in cold northern waters, but once
it had entered the Gulf Stream and | anbent sunlight, the cabin interiors had not been attractive
"You are the daughter of the president of a country that is at war with H spanola,"” Doc pointed
out. "And this ship is headed for a Hi spanola seaport."”

"It was your idea for ne to get on the boat!" Sanda snapped

"It is also ny idea for you to keep your identity unknown."

They hired a very large and very old touring car piloted by a brown-skinned mani ac; they headed
for the airport as fast as the ancient collection of rattles would travel, pedestrians and

bi cyclists scattering into the roadside banboo patches. There were fifty bicycles to every car
They received quite a cerenonious greeting at the big Pan-Anmerican seapl ane base. There was even
a reception commttee of local officialdom

"l thought," Doc Savage told the nmanager of an aerial taxi service which rented seapl anes, "that
ny radi o nessages said this was to be a secret."”

The man grinned carefully, said: "Ch, | knew you' d be broadni nded about that. Fact you’'re renting
one of ny planes is a boost. | need the advertising."

Doc said nothing nore

They used a small seaplane, not as new as it mght have been. Doc tested it carefully, borrowed
parachutes fromthe operations office before he took off

Sanda made a dot on the map of the South Anerican jungle

"There," she said, "is where—whatever it was—happened to ny brother."

THE sun filled the sky with such glare that lifting the eyes was |ike |ooking at the stabbing

blue flash of a welding torch, while jungle green spread to the horizon, the hue of boiled spinach
except for a nuddy-1ooking wormthat lay twi sted and winkled below, a wormof a river that gave the
illusion of fattening as the plane sank toward it

"That the sand bar?"

"Yes."

"The plane is still there," Doc pointed out, rather needl essly

Tufted jungl e arose above the wings, then the floats hamered the waves, knocking out spray, and
rather slowy their plane bogged down in the water as it |ost speed. Doc did not beach the craft on
the sand bar. Instead, he put out a small anchor and paid line until they could jump fromthe floats
to the bar; then he snubbed the craft

The girl craned her neck and stared at the sand. Her face was strange when she turned it to the
bronze man. "You can see yourself. There were no footprints except ny own."

Doc said nothing, but clinbed to the sand bar and studied the thing thoughtfully, noting the
footprints which Sanda had nade several days before

Jungl e water birds had tracked the bar sonewhat; there were narks where alligators had craw ed

But there was no trace of hunman feet except those left by the girl on her previous visit

Sanda shudder ed

"You can see how i npossible it was!" she gasped. "As weird as that black knife killing Henry Lee

t hen vani shing."

Doc said, "You sure there were no alligator tracks close to the plane when you were here?"

The girl glanced about. Something occurred to her, some realization that caused her nmouth to

open, but no sound to cone, and her right hand to lift to her throat, fingers closing slowy in a
clutching way. "Tracks!" she said. "Tracks!" Her voice clinbed. "But that's weird, too!"

"Weird?"

"There wasn’t a mark here the first time. Not a track."

DOC SAVAGE ran along the wing of the overturned plane, |eaped, and | anded on the pontoon of their
own pl ane, which had swung on the anchor tether until it was close to the sand bar

"We might as well |eave," he said

Sanda stared at him

"What about ny brother?"

Doc Savage's voice was confident. "I wouldn’t worry particularly about him"

She studied his face, trying to tell whether there was any fal seness, any acting, behind the
confidence with which he spoke

"You are sure he is alive?"

"Not sure. You want the truth fromne—+ think he is alive."

"Can’'t we find himnow? Maybe he is somewhere close."

"He is probably a |l ong way from here now. "

She thought that over. She was puzzled. "But he was here? He was in the plane when it fell
wasn’'t he?"



"Your brother was in the plane when it struck this sand bar."

The bronze man then grasped the line and began pulling up the other line they had dropped. He
stowed it in the pontoon where it bel onged, then took the controls. Sanda clinbed in. She had many
questions but decided to hold themuntil they were in the air.

The pl ane plowed forward, vaulted up on step and raced thunping across the river waves, slid up
sluggishly into the hot air.

It flewfor slightly nmore than fifteen mnutes, clinbing nost of the tine, before the wing cane
of f.

There was no warni ng—the only sound was a sharp twang of a noi se—before the wi ng was suddenly
whirling around in the air behind themlike a big yellow feather. The plane sank, wounded side down,
began to turn as it fell, around and around, slowy at first, then faster until the spin becane

di zzying, and the noise of its fall, a whistling rush of air at the begi nning, becane a great
funereal noan as the craft hurtled at the tufted green of the jungle.

Chapter X. THE QUEER NAVY

IT had fallen upon Hamto drug, exercise and feed Lord Dusternman, the nunitions nagnate. Lord
Dusterman’s title was quite real, incidentally, and his position was at the top of the social vortex
in London’s Mayfair, the Riviera and Pal m Beach. Naturally, Mnk had accused Ham of giving Lord
Dust erman special privileges as a prisoner, and for the sake of the squabble involved, Ham had not
denied it.

Privately, Ham detested Lord Dusternman—hi s opinion of all seven prisoners was not too high, if it
cane to that. It would be next to an inpossibility to lunmp off seven richer men at one whack, but
weal th al one had | ong ago ceased to inpress Ham He was no pauper hinself.

Lord Dusterman awakened at the end of a regular twenty-four-hour interval of drug-induced sleep,
and Ham waggl ed the end of a bl ackjack under his nose and advi sed, "You know by now that the thing
to do is keep quiet and follow orders. Take sonme exercises. Then eat. After that, you get another
shot of bye-bye."

"Thank you," Lord Dusternman said, not cheerfully. "Were are we? The boat seens to have stopped."
"Trinidad."

"The island off the north coast of South Anerica—the one where they have the asphalt |ake?"
"Yes."

"Just what in the devil," asked Lord Dusternman, "are you keeping us prisoner for?"

He had asked that question before.

"We're protecting you," Ham expl ai ned.

"Ch—hel I'1'"

"Well, you'll notice that there have not been any nore attenpts to kill you since we took over.
No nore bl ack daggers."

"Hunph!" Lord Dusterman suddenly nade a pass at Hamwith his fist. The blow mssed. "This is
costing me mllions of dollars!" the man screamed, hysterical wth rage.

Ham grinned. "Wy do rich nen always think the world can’t get along without then?"

Lord Dusterman, |ooking blankly furious, subsided, and ate in silence. Wthout Ham noticing, he
managed to stow the napkin inside his shirt. Finishing his nmeal, he stood up, wal ked into the
private bathroom which was a part of the cabin.

As soon as he was out of sight of Ham he tied the napkin around his arm tourniquet fashion,
just above the el bow. Then he went stanping back into the cabin.

"G me the shot," he snarl ed.

The drug was administered with a hypodermic needle in the forearm Ham administered it—failing to
di scover the napkin tied tightly around the man’s arm above the el bow.

Lord Dusterman flung hinmself into the bed and yanked the sheets over his head.

Ham | aughed, said, "Go ahead and pout."

LORD DUSTERMAN smiled fiercely under the sheets, then deliberately sank his teeth into his arm
where the hypo needl e had planted its chemi cal. He began sucking the wound. He was giving hinself
the conventional treatnent for snakebite, shutting off circulation above the wound and sucki ng out
the poison, which in this case was the chem cal -i nduci ng sl eep.

He nanaged to stave off the effects of the stuff; stretching out, he breathed deeply as if

asl eep.

Ham was satisfied that the man was again under the influence of the drug, which nmeant that he

woul d sleep blissfully for another twenty-four hours. "Come on, Chemistry," Hamtold his pet chinp.
"Let's go quarrel with that funny-Iooking Mnk."

They left the stateroom

Lord Dusternman rolled out of the bunk, but folded down on the floor when he tried to stand. The
chem cal had taken effect to some extent, he realized. He crawled to the bathroom doused his face
with cold water, and after several attenpts could walk in a wobbling fashion as far as the cabin
door, where he began working upon the lock with the tine of a fork, a fork that he had stolen two
days ago, for he’'d had this plan in mnd for some tine.



He had been a nmechanic in arns plants in his youth, and his fingers still retained nuch of their
skill; he prided hinmself on that. He got the door open. The corridor was enpty.

He did not go to the captain of the Rocket, because he was not sure that nopney could buy the
captain’s hel p agai nst Doc Savage. At best, such an arrangenent would take time to consunmate. Wat
he want ed was men whom noney coul d buy, body and soul. He noved along the rail, saw the workmen on
the lighters. Five minutes later he joined them singled out one of the nost |ikely-looking for his
pur pose.

He used the opening that he knew woul d be npost effective. Doc had not taken his noney from him

He flashed a roll of greenbacks.

"Can you get ten good nen?" he asked.

The stevedore eyed the noney, reached out and thunbed up the edges of the bills to see the

denoni nati ons.

"How good?" he asked, a little hoarsely.

"I won't fool you. Some of themmay get killed."

"That’s bad."

"The pay will be five hundred dollars a day. Twice that to you!"

The stevedore licked his lips; his hands opened and cl osed spasnodically. "How soon?"

"Twenty mnutes."

Once nore the man danpened his |ips. He | ooked out over the sweating stevedores, selecting
individuals with his eyes.

"Can do," he said abruptly. "If that's not stage noney."

"It’s not."

"How do | know?"

Lord Dusterman handed hima hundred-dollar bill, said, "Suppose you take it up to the purser and
see. "

The man went away, cane back satisfied, and grinned w dely when Lord Dusterman said, "Keep
that"—Fhe munitions king | eafed out four nore bills of the sanme denomi nation. "And these—for
expenses. "

The two drew asi de and spoke in | ow voices for some time, Lord Dusterman meking all of the |ong
speeches.

HAM BROCOKS | ooked into Lord Dusterman’s cabin about two o’ clock, and even went over and took
Dusternman’s pulse, finding it satisfactory. Astonishnent was a nmld word to apply to his feelings
when the supposedly unconsci ous nman suddenly got him by the throat.

Two hard blows with his fists freed Ham He staggered backward—nto the arms of three men who had
been standing sweating in the heat of the little bath. The trio nmust have had experience with their
fists, because they had Ham sensel ess a nonent |ater.

"Tie him" Dusterman said. "Gag himtoo."

One of the hired stevedores exhibited a knife, said: "We can put himin the bathtub and use this
on himand he won't be as likely to give us any trouble later."

Lord Dusterman shook his head quickly. "No. He's very inportant alive."

" Ranson®"

"No—wel |, not cash ransom anyway. H's safety should be a potent argunent to keep Doc Savage from
nol esting us further."

The other frowned. "You said Doc Savage?"

"Yes." Lord Dusternman watched the man cl osely, anxious to see what effect the bronze man’s nane
woul d have. He had not advised these men who they were going up agai nst when he hired them for the
good reason that men who have already junped in the water are nore likely to go sw nm ng.

The spokesman of the hired rescuers swore.

"All right—we know why you didn't tell us who it was," he said. "But we're in it now We'Il go
ahead. "

Lord Dusterman put his chin up, said: "You are working for a conbination of nen nore powerful
than Doc Savage ever was or ever will be."

"l hope we don’t find out you' re mistaken," the stevedore said.

The door knob rattled—ene of themhad | ocked it on the inside, fortunately—and Dusterman nmade a
qui ck gesture, sending his nen to either side of the door, after which he unlatched the door.
Monk wal ked in and never saw what hit him although the weapon happened to be a I ength of |ead

pi pe wrapped in cloth.

Later, nmuch later, when Mnk awakened, he had the idea that Ham had conked him

Ham was |ying on the bunk, only his eyes show ng.

Ham then lifted his head, and Monk perceived that he was al so gagged.

"Wh-a-t g-o0-e-s 0-n?" Mnk signal ed.

"L-0-0-k b-e-h-i-n-d y-o0-u," Ham suggested with his fingers.

Monk turned over and di scovered that he had conpany. Renny and Long Tom reposed on the floor. Al
were festooned with ropes and thoroughly muffled, and not one was in a pleasant hunor. Furthernore,
each man was tethered to some object which made it inpossible to get together to unfasten each



other’s bonds; Mnk found that he was | ashed to the footpost of the bunk
Later, the rolling notion of the floor convinced himthat he was not dizzy, as he had supposed
but that the steamer was noving in a seaway.

HI SPANOLA was not a | arge nation, and not a prosperous one, even by Central and South American
measurenments. The climate was tropical for the nost part, and the products were the typical ones
coffee, chicle, rubber. The natives of the | ow ands were an indolent |ot, as often as not scorning
other garb for xanaps, sandals made of tapir hide held on with coarse henequin rope, and |ong

sl eevel ess jackets called huipils. On the tierra fria, the higher plateau country inland, the
popul ace had a little nore life and wore conventional shoes, pants and shirts, although the peasant
wonen pounded their neal in the stone netate and brazo. It was naturally a lazy country, this

Hi spanol a; the streans swarned with tuber, nachaca and other varieties of fish which could be caught
quite sinply by gathering a berry called pixbicabam tossing it in the nost convenient river

wher eupon the fish were stupefied and rose to the surface. It was hardly to be expected that the
government of Hi spanola would be any shining exanple of efficiency; the natives apparently had never
expected it, and they had never been di sappoi nted. Taxes were never absent, and nothing ever showed
for them except a war now and then, such as the current one with Cristobal

The captain of the steanship Rocket was astounded when a trim yachty-1ooking craft cane charging
over the horizon, swing al ongside and hailed him

"You will heave to!" shouted an authoritative voice fromthis vessel. "By order of the Hi spanola
navy."

The Rocket skipper hadn’t been aware that Hi spanol a possessed a navy, but here was a sanple. A
hundr ed-and-fifty-foot sanple, neat and shining, with a three-inch gun on the forward deck, another
aft, and a torpedo tube forward. The col ors of Hi spanola danced on the flagstaff

The Rocket ski pper had a vocabul ary.

"What the bl ankety-bl anked swi zzl e-tailed blue bl ank bl azes bl ank-bl ank do you think you are?" he
i nquired through a megaphone. "The hell with you! |I’'m not stopping!"

No words cane fromthe yachty-1ooki ng Hi spanola boat. |Instead, both three-inch guns turned around
on their carriages and gaped at the vitals of the Rocket

"Stop engines!" the captain of the Rocket how ed into the engine-roomtubes. Then, while his
vessel was stopping, he | eaned over the bridge weather cloth and recited all the profanity he knew.
A boarding party arrived in charge of a spick-and-span officer who said, "Sorry. W nust search
your vessel for spies."

" Spi es?"

"Exactly." The neat officer gestured at his nen. "Proceed with the search.”

The captain of the Rocket was an old hand at his business, and he’d had experience running arns
into Spain during the revolution, so he concluded that silence was the better course. Nothing
concerned himbut his cargo, and that was bound for Hispanola anyway. |f there were any spies
aboard, they could | ook out for thensel ves

The captain watched, swearing and puzzled, as four figures wapped in sheets were carried into

the small boat

"Who are they?" he yelled. "If you're carrying off ny passengers, |’'ve got a right to know which
ones. "

The neat Hi spanol an of ficer showed himthe end of a |ong-snouted automatic, said, "W have the
guns—so you have no rights."

Seven nore nen wal ked of f the Rocket. The captain stared at them for he hadn't seen them before
and he shoul d have, because his passenger list was not large. He had no nmeans of know ng that the
seven were the weal thy men whom Doc Savage had seized in New York

The boarding party returned to the yachty-Iooking vessel on which the three-inch guns were

mount ed, and the propellers of the craft kicked a boil of water out astern, and it soon vani shed
over the horizon

Stewards reported that Doc Savage's four aides were mssing. That explained the identity of the
four figures swathed in sheets

The Rocket skipper stanped into the radio roomand began raising international hell. He sent

radi o messages to the premer and the parlianent of his country, to London, to Washington, to the
League of Nations, to the president of Hi spanola, and to everyone el se he knew who had any

i nfluence

From the president of H spanola canme a radi o answer that gave himsonmething to wonder about
Captain S.S. Rocket

Enrout e Hi spanol a

No such vessel as you say stopped you belongs to the Hispanola navy. Craft is unknown to us

The Hon. M guel Lenares,

Presi dent, Republic of H spanola

The captain of the Rocket deliberated over this for a while and eventually voi ced his concl usions
al oud by nmuttering, "Now that’'s a hell of a funny thing to happen!"



Chapter XI. A MAN ALONE

THE piampiamis a tropical bird that was probably naned after its cry, a nonotonous piam pi am
noi se which the bird emts as it flies fromtree to tree, or conducts its eternal squabbling. The
birds travel in flocks, are not particularly difficult to capture, but make a very tough nmenu item
eating one of thembeing rather like making a meal off slightly boiled binder tw ne.

Sanda MacNamara said, "I hope they're nourishing."

Doc Savage said nothing, having a hunch that the young woman's renmark was a reflection on his
jungl e cooking. The previous evening they had di ned on wacho parrot, which was tender when young
"Two days," renarked Sanda, "have passed since you so thoughtfully had parachutes aboard when the
wi ng cane off our plane. How nmuch | onger do you think it will take us to get sonmewhere?"

"W shoul d reach an oil-prospecting canp on the river this afternoon."” Doc extended a zapote nut
about the size of a baseball, brown, with a custard-flavored nmeat that was cool and nealy.

Over head there was superheated tropical sunlight, but where they crouched it was conparatively

gl oony. The jungle was thicker than Sanda had believed any natural growh could be. The mat of
bushes interlaced inextricably with |ianas was al nost inpenetrable to anything |larger than a snal
nonkey, averaged between twenty-five and forty feet, and above it towered the upper |anes of the
jungle, great trees standing so close together that their branches interlocked, festooned with thick
vines and |ianas

"When, " asked Sanda grimy, "do you think that acid was put on the wing fastenings of the plane?"
"Probably the night before we arrived," Doc said. "The stuff would eat into the netal slowy."
"But that was before our steanship reached Trinidad."

"Yes."

"But that—that’s supernatural! How did they know we were on the ship and would rent a plane? O
is it athey? Could this thing we're fighting be sonmething supernatural after all?"

Doc said: "The man | rented the plane fromadvertised the fact, remenber. The news was possibly
cabl ed by a news agency. And Trinidad is on the main South American |ine of Pan-American A rways,
remenber. A reception party could have gotten there ahead of us by plane.”

Sanda MacNanmara cupped her undeniably nice chin in a pal mand contenpl ated the unpl easant wall of
jungl e.

"There haven't been any bl ack daggers for sone tinme," she said

Sanda added: "And | still don't believe that story about there being a black stone with a curse."
Doc got up and stretched, but did not offer, any coment
"There's sonething nysterious behind this," Sanda continued, "and you know what | think? I'Il bet

you one Cristobal peso, which is about thirty cents Anerican, that this bl ack-dagger nystery and the
war between Cristobal and Hi spanola are all tied in together."

Doc | ooked at her sharply. "Wat do you base that idea on?"

"Because neither one makes sense," Sanda said. "There's no apparent reason for H spanol a

decl aring war on Cristobal either."

"You seemto have sone clairvoyant powers," the bronze man said

Doc Savage did not explain his remark about clairvoyance. They took to the jungle instead. Sanda

pl aced herself on the bronze man’s back. She had not yet become accustoned to that neans of

| oconption, so she shut her eyes tightly. She had al ways hoped she possessed nore than an average
share of courage, but she had been doubting it. Because this bronze nman, when traveling through the
jungl e, was sonethi ng unbelievabl e

The bronze man clinbed to the upper jungle | anes, then proceeded to travel in a fashion that

Sanda had consi dered possible only in comc strips and notion pictures. Time after time, the bronze
gi ant ran al ong swayi ng boughs so high in the air that Sanda felt faint when she | ooked down. He
covered, with easy |eaps, dizzy spaces

For al nost two days now they had traveled in his fantastic fashion, traversing, as Sanda well

knew, a distance that woul d have taken weeks had they resorted to hacking their way through the
jungle mat with nachetes in the conventional fashion

The two days had worked a noticeable effect upon Sanda. It was not the fact that she had lost a
great deal of her terror while traversing the dizzy heights clinging to the bronze man’s back—and
yet gripped the branches in tight desperation the nmonent he | eft her and went scouting for food. She
coul d understand that

The thing that concerned her was not her admration for the bronze man’s physical strength, which
had becone trenmendous. She was beginning to realize how that had been devel oped

What she did not understand was inside her, and it was new, and it bothered her, and of late

just the last hour or so, it had set her to remenbering . . . renenbering that, really, she had
never been in |ove before—
They cane abruptly to a growth of uanm|, |ow bush a dozen feet or nore high which had grown up

where the good tinber of the jungle had been cut off. Beyond this was the river, and follow ng that
they came shortly to the oil-prospecting canp

"How di d you know just where to find these oil prospectors?" Sanda asked

"Johnny happened to be tal king about it," Doc explained. "Johnny is a geol ogist, and he keeps
track of all oil and mneral prospecting expeditions."



Because there were Indians in this jungle who used poi soned bl owpi pe arrows on any strangers they
could reach, the oil surveyors were canped on rafts and boats which were anchored in mdstream out
of arrow range of the shore. The bunk "tents" were nmade of gal vani zed iron, which would deflect a
spent arrow. They were erected on rafts, and there were speedboats for use up and down the rivers
Doc borrowed an all-steel |aunch powered with a converted sixteen-cylinder autonobile notor, and
driven by a young oil man who seened to consider any speed |less than forty mles an hour a
reflection on hinself

They reached the base canp of the oil-exploration mssion, which was equi pped with a radi o. Doc
Savage got on the radio, and in the name of the oil prospectors, ordered down a fast conbination

| and- and- sea pl ane. Playing safe, he did not nmention his own nane at all

Wiile waiting for the plane to arrive, the bronze man sent a radi o nessage to Renny—and got an
answer back which di scl osed what had happened to the steanshi p Rocket

During the next several hours, Doc Savage sent and received nore than two dozen radi o nmessages

By that time, the facts were unpleasantly clear

The steanshi p Rocket had been stopped by a nysterious yachty-Iooking vessel, which had renoved

Doc Savage's four aides and the seven extrenely weal thy men whom Doc’ s assi stants had been
"protecting." The yacht-1ike vessel then had di sappeared, and no trace of it had been found, and no
one had been | ocated who knew anyt hing about it

THEY flew toward the coast of Hi spanola. The plane was a high-wing job, not as streamined as it
m ght have been, but making up in engine horsepower for other shortcomi ngs. However, it did use
gasol i ne, Sanda decl ared, as fast as a circus el ephant could drink water. The engi ne made a great
deal of noise; flying at five thousand feet, they could use binocul ars and see gaudy spl ashes of
color that were jungle birds frightened by the plane baw ing

They cane to the seacoast sone fifty mles south of the Hi spanol a border. Doc began follow ng the
coastline

"If we're forced down, they' Il either shoot me or lock me up for so long it won't be funny,"

Sanda pointed out. "I forgot to tell you—down here, we have a customthat is either very convenient
or just too bad, depending on the outlook. As soon as we declare a war, we issue a proclamation that
all the |l eaders on the other side are crimnals. In this case, that would include me. And |’'I1 bet

they would make it include you."

Doc Savage of fered no coment, but flew steadily along the H spanol a coastline, using the

bi nocul ars al nost conti nuously.

The Hi spanol a coastline was swanpy, with small nmangrove-matted islands of fshore, and deep tida
creeks, usually full of rushing current, threading for mles inland. Some of the creeks had

navi gabl e channel s, and the bronze man gave attention to these in particular

The steanshi p nust have been driven inshore by some hurricane in the past, or possibly it had

been nosing along the tidal river when a viento, one of those sudden, terrific storns of the
locality, had grounded it so hopelessly that no attenpt had been made to sal vage anything that was
not inmediately portable. It lay there, half-buried in the festering jungle, turning to rust

They flew on, passed over two small cities, one the principal seaport, crowded with munitions

shi ppi ng. Doc Savage had visited the place on previous occasions, in the course of travel, and the
difference was striking. Wiereas one steaner was a nornmal quota for the harbor, there were now at
least fifty vessels unloading

Then a pair of mlitary planes clinbed up after them Very nodern craft, Doc saw wi thout

pl easure. Fortunately, there were clouds to the northward, and after a race and sone dodgi ng, he
lost the inquisitive pursuers

Havi ng covered the renmi nder of the Hi spanola coastline, the bronze man turned back and seened to
be cruising up and down aimessly, far out to sea

"What's the sense of this?" Sanda asked. "You' re not doing anything, that | can see."

"Waiting for the afternoon rain."

At this season of the year, a short rainstormarrived dependably each day at about four o’clock

a brief affair with black clouds, snorting gusts of wind and rain that came down as if washtubs were
bei ng enpti ed.

In the mddle of this gully-washer, Doc Savage | anded on a tidal creek not far fromthe rusting
hul k of the wrecked steanship. They could not see a hundred yards. Cascadi ng thunder was so |oud and
continuous that at times they hardly heard the nmotor of their own plane

The wi nd caught their plane, swept it against the mangroves. Doc worked furiously, kept it from
bei ng damaged, and finally the w nd subsided and the rain came down, in such profusion that it
seermed at times that they had sunk

"Where are we?" Sanda asked.

Doc told her

"That’s a great place to bel" the girl said, rather disgustedly.

SANDA MACNAMARA had worked up a quantity of confidence in Doc Savage during the past week that
surprised herself. In the last two days particularly, she had started wondering at the magnitude of



her own trust. She was not, she hoped, nornally a suspicious soul, but neither was she inclined to
believe inplicitly in others; there was a certain elenment of frailty in every human, she had

| ear ned

As they worked through the dripping jungle, Sanda nentally warned herself against this. She was
clinging to the bronze giant’s back, and she could feel the ripple and snap of his unbelievable
muscl es as he travel ed siman fashion through the interlacing treetops

They dropped down fromthe upper jungle lanes into thick shrubbery. The bronze man adnoni shed
silence, and they crept forward. There was no nore rain, the sun had come out brilliantly.

"See!" Doc Savage pointed

They could | ook across the tidal creek into the stern of the rusting weck of the steanship

The stern had been cut away, and bul kheads and interior decks of the huge craft renoved, |eaving

a vast hangar-like interior which had been converted into a boathouse

A gl eami ng yacht of a craft, nore than a hundred feet |ong, narrow of beam and speedy, |ay

inside. They could see that a three-inch gun was nounted on her stern. A nunber of folding chairs
were scattered on her afterdeck, occupied by nen, sone of whom wore neat naval -1 ooki ng uni forns.
Sanda | ooked at Doc strangely.

"Are you a mmgi ci an?" she asked

"What’' s nmagi ¢ about this?"

"That boat is the one which took your friends and the seven wealthy nen off the steanship

Rocket . "

"Yes. That's what | expected."

"And that’s what gets ne—how did you expect it? What kind of crystal gazing did you do to |learn
they were here?"

The bronze man’s answer was slow, it was always a little enbarrassing to himto explain notives
and processes. He said finally, "The yachty-1ooking vessel had to di sappear sonmewhere, since it had
not been sighted. And the Hi spanola coast seened the nost |ikely spot, due to the nunmber of inlets
many of which lead into uninhabited jungle, such as this. So it was a logical idea to go along the
coast | ooking for hideouts."

"How cane this old weck to strike you as a possi bl e one?"

"Sonme years ago, a steanship was wecked on the reefs off the Florida Keys," Doc said, "and the
interior of the craft was ripped out and serves as a shelter for fishing boats during mnor storns.
It lies there today, and any tourist driving over the Key Wst highway can observe it by | ooking out
to sea."

Sanda | ooked at the bronze man strangely.

"Say," she said, "you ve figured out a |lot nore about this nystery than you're telling, haven't
you?"

Doc Savage seened not to hear her. He craw ed through the jungle, heading inland parallel to the
banks of the wi de and deep tidal creek. Sanda stared after him wondering why he hadn't heard her
she knew his hearing was as extraordinary as the rest of him because yesterday, while traversing
the jungle, he had heard a party of Indians and told her exactly how many of themthere were—a fact
she had later verified by counting froma di stance—and she had been able to detect no sound
whatever. He hadn’t wanted to hear her, she concl uded

Three-quarters of a mle upstream after the tidal creek turned, Doc Savage entered the water and
swam across, trailed by Sanda, who swam excellently. They took to the jungle again, and went back
downstream toward the weck

Eventual Iy, Doc halted

"You wait here," he said

"You're going to have a | ook al one?"

"Yes."

"If you don’t cone back?"

"Then," Doc said, "you had better return to our plane and see if you can nmeke your hone,

Cristobal, in one hop."

Chapter XiI. JUNGLE DERELI CT

THE bow of the wecked ship had been driven up on shore in the sane way that a beached rowboat is
drawn up on the bank, and the hul k obviously had been there for years because the tropical jungle
had matted up around it and |long vines had crawl ed up the scaling sides and across the decrepit
decks, so that the whole aspect of the thing was unpl easantly depressive. A small doorway had been
opened with a cutting torch in the bow plates close to the ground, but Doc Savage avoi ded the
aperture, surmsing a guard woul d be present

Instead, the bronze man found a | ong-jointed piece of banmboo, worked on it with a knife until he
had a tube through which he could breathe, after which he submerged hinself in the water and worked
along the bottomuntil he found the hull of the wecked steamer, and wi thout comi ng above the
surface, located the stern hole and entered. Finally, when he had found the yacht hull, he lifted to
the surface. He was close to the yacht rudder post; overhang of the stern hid him

The craft was a yacht, converted to this strange use. The bronze man was al ready sure of that



The cl ose confines of the hull of the wecked ship made the casual conversation of the nen

| oafing on deck audible to Doc, where he lay under the stern with his head barely out of water
"My guess," said one of the nen on deck, "is that we'll have a nice long |oafing spell."
"Nice? Wiat’s nice about it? This is a hell of a place to |oaf!"

Anot her voice, one that spoke with a Hi spanol an accent, said, "There are worse spots. The
trenches, for instance."

"There hasn’t been much trench fighting, so far," soneone rem nded him

The Hi spanol an sighed. "I hope there will not be. | have a brother with a machi ne-gun conpany."
"Well, he'll be safe enough. This war is going to be over soon."

The other snorted. "If so, why is this yacht being kept in readi ness?"

"Yes," another man put in. "I would |like to know why too. You know and | know what this boat is

We all know. It was given to old Mguel Lenares, president of Hi spanola, to use if things went wong
and he had to escape. If they are so sure Hi spanola will conquer Cristobal inmmediately, why do they
keep this yacht at hand?"

"Maybe because old M guel Lenares is a cautious one."

A man | aughed. "Cautious, yes. Not a bad liar, either. Did you hear about the radi o nessages he

sent when they asked himif we bel onged to the Hi spanola navy? He said he had never heard of us."
There was a little general mirth at that

"There's one thing | feel like singing and danci ng about,
prison."

"You nean you're glad those five Doc Savage associ ates are not here?"

"Yes. | didn’t like that."

"I didn't like it either. But what are you going to do in a case |like that?"
"Forget it, | guess. They're gone now. Everybody is gone."

"Except the blasted nosquitoes,” a nan said, and swore and sl apped hinsel f

a man renarked. "We're not running a

DOC SAVAGE eased farther back into the dark interior of the strangely inprovised boathouse, found
a dangling line, grasped it and went up the side, being careful to hang for some time with his feet
touching the surface to pernmit water to drain off his body.

He began searching the yacht

There seened to be only a skeleton crew aboard; all of these were gathered on the aft deck, where
it was cool

The bronze man was interested particularly in the registry papers of the boat, the docunents

whi ch woul d show who owned the craft. These should be in the bridge cabin; that was where he found
t hem

The yacht bel onged, according to the docunents, to Doc Savage, which was somewhat of a surprise
the bronze man never having seen the craft before

There was no trace of any of the seven wealthy nen aboard

After he had used caution for some time, Doc rejoined Sanda MacNamara, who was rapidly being
consuned by nosquitoes and inpatience

She asked, "Wat did you find?"

"My own boat."

"Your =

"According to the registry docunents on board."

"You nmean that they registered the boat in your name to enbarrass you in case of trouble?" Sanda
said after thinking it over. "How could they manage that?"

"By nerely swearing to false affidavits."

"What el se did you |earn?"

"That nmy friends, and the seven wealthy nen, are no |onger here. They were taken away—by |and."

"By | and?" Her tone was questioning

"Show you," Doc said, and |led her through the jungle until they came to a trail cut with nmachetes
a long tine ago, and lately trinmmed to make it passable again. Were the ground was soft, there were
footprints, but they were so tranpled as not to be very recognizable

"l don’t see how you know," Sanda said

"Did you happen to notice Mnk’'s shoes?"

Sanda pondered. "Didn’t he wear sport shoes with crepe rubber soles? | don't see what that has to
do withit."

"The soles weren't crepe rubber. They were a chenical conposition which slowy wears away, and in
doing so, leaves a footprint which can be nmade visible by chem cal treatnment. Mnk perfected those
shoe soles hinself, uses themall the tine, is very proud of them and wears out a pair of them
every two weeks on the average."

Doc Savage had | ong since shed his coat, and had torn off his trousers at the knees, but he still
wore a rather clever vest, fashioned of chain mail of an alloy metal which was strong enough to stop
ordinary bullets, and also aérated so that it was not excessively hot. This vest contained a nunber
of exterior pockets which held netal capsules of varying size that contained a quantity of his nore
essenti al gadgets



From the vest he renpved a netal tube; this had a button on the top and a tiny aperture, and when
he pressed upon the button, there was a hissing sound and vapor flew out of the aperture

"Have to use this sparingly," he explained, and went over the trail with the stuff, noving the
vaporizer back and forth as though applying paint with an air gun

One set of the footprints on the trail took on a faintly yellowi sh hue. "Mnk’s cheni cal shoe

sol es," Doc said

After that, they followed the trail rapidly. Wien it branched and both branches seened equally
used, Doc used the chemical test again, finding that the yellow sh footprints took the right-hand
branch.

They followed that trail rapidly until there was a | oud crashing noise behind them a sound that
brought themwhirling about in alarm to discover that what had seenmed an innocent section of matted
vines had fallen like a gate across the trail

From sone spot nearby, a voice said dryly. "This happens to be the end of the trail!"

SANDA, having given a wild start of flight, started to plunge into the undergrowh beside the
trail, but Doc flung out a quick arm and stopped her. He held her while his flake-gold eyes probed
intently. The surrounding wall of jungle was too suspiciously solid. And his eyes began picking out
the thorns, the ends of which were bl ack-tipped

The voice said: "You might get through the thorns, you know. | think we nanaged to poison the

tips of all of them but of course there is a chance we m ssed sone, in which case you night get
through. Granting that we failed to shoot you in the neantine."

Sanda said grimy, "W wal ked right into it!"

The voi ce | aughed

"Yes," it added. "But the error was natural. You had no way of know ng we had di scovered the

clever conposition of those shoe sol es which the one called Monk wore. Neither could you surm se
that we would set this trap just on the |long chance that you would find this spot and follow that
trail."

Doc said, "You weren't overlooking chances, were you?"

"Not many. To tell the truth, we thought it was silly excess precaution when we were ordered to

rig this reception.”

Doc said nothing nmore. He was not, at the nonent, enthusiastic about his own intelligence. He had
wal ked headl ong into this ness; he had hardly given the surrounding jungle a glance while foll ow ng
the trail, which made it difficult to blane anyone but hinself. Odinarily, he nmanaged to avoid such
predi canments as this through the exercise of alertness. He had not been alert

He gl anced at Sanda MacNanara, then | ooked away and nade a nental resolution. He would have to

stop letting his mnd wander to the itemof femininity, even to as exquisitely put-together a sanple
as this one. In his profession, he had | ong ago concl uded that wormen were synonynous w th trouble

and here was an exanple to illustrate how right he had been. He had been thinking girl, and he woul d
have to stop that, even if it might be a hell of a job

The man who had spoken, said, "If you have guns and ideas of using them-don't," and cane into

view, wal king out on a linb some twenty feet overhead. "Drop any weapons you may have," he ordered
Doc Savage renpved a pocketknife and let it fall; Sanda discarded her snall automatic

The man spoke in a dialect used by Indian natives of Hi spanola, and nore nen, al nost black ones
appeared in the trees. They had ropes, the ends of which they fastened to branches, afterward
sliding down carefully to avoid the thorns

More white nmen had appeared in the trees. They wore gas masks, and held fully-automatic rifles of
the newmlitary type.

Sanda | ooked at Doc, asked, "Shall we try to do sonething?"

"I'f you can think of anything."

"She' d better not!" one of the nmen said

AFTER the thorny trap gate—the thorns were poisoned, they were infornmed-had been lifted, they

were carried bodily back along the trail, ankles and wists bound, el bows |ashed to their sides, and
knees roped together, with a dark-skinned aborigine trailing behind them holding a knife made from

t he poi sonous barb of a sting ray and |l ooking as if he wanted to use it

They had hardly started when the bl ack dagger appeared in the sky.

Doc Savage might not have noticed the thing had one of the natives not stared upward and suddenly
cried out, and the bronze man followed the fellow s superstitiously horrified stare and saw t he

dagger
The dark knife was about the size of the others he had seen, approxinmately two hundred feet
overall in length—+t was hard to be sure, because he could see the thing only partially through the

roofing of the jungle | eafage—and the hilt span somewhere near fifty feet. The entire party stopped
at once, giving Doc a chance to examine the sepia thing nore closely. It was quite high in the sky,
between five hundred and a thousand feet, as nearly as he could estinmate, and the bl ade pointed
whet her by coincidence or not, in the direction of the rusting weck of the ship

Perhaps a minute, the black dagger stood in the sky, then it disappeared, its departure an



uncanni ly abrupt fading, so that it seemed nagically to vanish

No one said anything for a nonent, and then Sanda MacNanmara screaned. There was ripping hysteria
in her shriek. She cried out shrilly for her brother, Juan Don, and after that the noi ses she nmade
wer e i ncoherent

A man nuttered, "She's got the scream ng-neemnes."

"And who woul dn’t?" another grow ed

They gl anced upward at the spot where the bl ack dagger had appeared

Sanda continued to shriek as they carried her on through the jungle, then later her sounds becane
more a series of pitiful whinperings, with now and then a burst of hair-raising |aughter

Doc said: "You had better let me help her. I'ma physician."

"You're nore than a physician—you' re nore hell than a cyclone when you' re |oose," a man advi sed
him "You stay tied up."

"But she’'s snapped under the strain."

"If you got away, we'd do some snapping ourselves."

They reached the rusting derelict steanship inside which the yacht lay, and there was a warm
exchange of profanity and denials, the crew of the yacht insisting Doc Savage had not been in that
vicinity, and the bronze nman, in order to warmthe argunent, repeating bits of their conversation
whi ch he had overheard in order to convince themthat he had been there

Doc, who had expected to be taken aboard the conceal ed yacht, got a surprise. He and Sanda were

| oaded into a |l aunch, which began follow ng a tortuous course through the mangrove creeks, then put
out to sea and raced al ong the coast. The craft, for a small one, was remarkably seaworthy. Later
they put in at the sane Hi spanol an seaport city fromwhich the mlitary planes had clinbed into the
sky that afternoon to chase Doc Savage's ship

A squad of soldiers net themon the dock

"You are under mlitary arrest,"” an officer advised grimy. "The charge is treason."

Chapter X II. PAN AND FI RE

MANY nen had taken chisels and sl edges and ot her stone-working tools, and had fashi oned hewn rock
into geonetrical blocks approximately four feet square; then they had piled these stones together
sealing the joints with a nortar that had become as obdurate as the stone itself, and had fashi oned
stone cells roughly four feet by eight. Doors had been constructed which were barely w de enough to
admt a man, the portals being iron bars scarcely less thick than a man’s leg. Al of this
construction work had been done about four hundred years ago, and seened to have suffered very
little fromage

"l never saw a nore solid place," remarked Sanda, after trying ineffectually to rattle the bars

of her prison cell

"Better be careful,"” Doc warned. "A guard mi ght overhear us, and learn that your mnd hasn't
snapped. "

"Wasn't ny acting good?"

"Very good. But you weren't the type to snap in that fashion."

"l thought," Sanda said, explaining the reason for her hysterics in the jungle, "that they m ght
turn you | oose to take care of nme, and you would get a chance to nake a break."

"It was a nice attenpt."

Sanda pondered for a nonment. "Wat did you make of that black dagger? Any nore than before? Is it

still such a nystery?"

"It's unusual ."

Sanda made a sound that was nore angry than hopeless. "If | just had sone idea of what becane of

ny brother! 1’1l never forget the incredible way he vanished. And that . . . that . . . black thing
in the sky!"

Doc said, "This will turn out all right," putting pleasant conviction into his voice

"You're an actor," the girl said. "You don't feel hopeful at all. You're just sounding that way

for nmy benefit. I wi sh you wouldn’t do that."

Doc was devising an argunent that would lift her spirits, when nmilitary boots stanped down the
corridor, rifle bolts rattled, then keys ground in the rusty |ocks and the doors were haul ed open
scream ng a rusty protest

"It doesn’t look as if they're going to wait until dawn to shoot us," Sanda said dryly.

"Come out!" a voice ordered

Since nothing seened to be gained by objecting, they stepped out into a ring of bayoneted, cocked
rifles, and were escorted al ong an unappeal i ng grayi sh stone passage, up stairs that seened to rise
intermnably, and into a room

The roomwas furnished with a long table, chairs, and nore than a dozen nuch-unifornmed officers

one of whom stood up and began speaki ng

"You are before a board of the mlitary duly and | egally assenbl ed for conducting trial by
court-martial," the man stated. "Hi spanola being in a state of war, mlitary courts have superseded
civilian judiciary. You will receive a fair and legal trial, and all evidence will be wei ghed
careful ly."



THE of ficer spoke an excellent brand of English, except that it was as expressionless as a 1907
phonogr aph

Doc interrupted, "What about nmy four friends?"

"Friends?"

"Monk Mayfair, Renny Renw ck, Ham Brooks, and Long Tom Roberts."

The officer wore such a bl ank expression that Doc Savage was suddenly convinced that the man had
no i dea of the whereabouts of Mnk and the others

Doc said, "Were are Peter van Jel k, Ahnet Ben Khali, Lord Dusterman, B. A Arthur, Mrk
Costervelt, Josh Sneed and Jacques Coqui ne?" nam ng off the seven wealthy nen who had expl ai ned that
they were in danger because they had bought a bl ack stone

Reaction of the officer to that was different. He got up, cane around the table, struck Doc
Savage in the nouth

"You will not mention those men again!" he said. He scow ed, added, "Incidentally, we do not know
them "

The officer then began picking up papers, reading charges fromthem

Doc Savage listened with growi ng wonder. Less than eight hours had el apsed since he had been
captured, so soneone nust have worked at top speed to assenble so nany charges

Sanda and Doc, it devel oped, were jointly accused of being foreign espionage agents in Hi spanola
territory when apprehended, a crine punishable with the death penalty.

Doc was accused of piracy in conmanding a yacht registered in his own nane which had stopped a
neutral ship on the high seas and renoved therefrom various passengers, the crinme of piracy under
international |aw and the H spanol an statutes being puni shabl e by hanging fromthe neck until life
was extinct.

There was an assortnment of other offenses ranging down to entry into Hispanola without passing
through the proper inmmgration channels

Sanda was identified as daughter of the president of Cristobal, therefore a crimnal under the
mlitary regulations of H spanola and subject to a mandatory death penalty

Finally the officer put down all the papers, faced them and began reciting an inpressive charge
whi ch he obviously nanufactured as he went al ong

"Furthernore,” he announced, "you are charged with the unlawful acquisition of a sacred bl ack
stone, traditional property of the descendants of ancient Incan tribes living within H spanol an
borders, and this crime, according to the law of the land, is punishable with a nandatory death
penalty."

Doc said: "There is no such | aw on Hi spanol a statute books. You nade that one up, just as those
charges were manufactured."

Sanda nodded, snapped, "This whole thing is a farce!"

"You may present your defense," the officer said perenptorily.

Sanda said coldly, "I think we'll save our breath."

THE thick-wall ed cells | ooked nore forbidding than before when they were returned to them There
was a |layer of gritty dust over the floor; the air had a stagnant quality that nade it al nost
unbr eat habl e. Sanda occupi ed the cell adjacent to the one wherein the bronze man was incarcerated
and they coul d converse w thout seeing each other

"Did you expect anything el se?" Sanda asked

"You nean-shooting us at dawn?"

"Yes."

"Under the circunstances, they re behaving logically."

"They m ght at |east have been original."

It was very dark. Sonewhere near, drops of water were falling w th nonotonous sounds that were
made al nost netallic by the acoustics of the underground | abyrinth of dungeons. Once, far away in
t he darkness, a sentry nust have spoken, and his voice reached themas a distorted congloneration of
grunbling, as though several idiots had tried to say something sinultaneously.

Sanda cal | ed, "You there?"

"Yes."

"What gets ne," the young worman remarked, "is the death sentence they passed on you. Suppose they
do shoot you—won't that poke the international hornet’s nest? You're a famous man. Shooting you may
becone a little conplicated.”

"Not," Doc said, "if it doesn't becone known for several nonths—perhaps not at all."

"Yes, but why? | mean—why should they shoot you? Me, | can understand me. |'mfrom Cristobal, and
ny father happens to be president, and there’s a war. But | don’'t understand their including you
They know who you are. They know that shooting you will set off the international firecrackers, if
anything will. But they went ahead and railroaded you."

Doc rem nded, "We started out in New York to investigate a nystery."

"Yes—the nystery of a black stone, black daggers, and just what kind of funny business is
connected with them"



Doc nodded

"That nystery," he said, "is connected directly with the so-called republic of Hi spanola."

"It is?"

"And with the war between Hi spanola and Cristobal," Doc added

The significance of that statement gripped Sanda’s mind and hel d her speechless for a while. She
said finally: "The black stone, black dagger, this war—all tied in together?"

Doc breathed, "Sh-h-h! Soneone is comng."

Sanda |istened intently, breathed at length, "I don't hear anyone."

That was because their visitor came stealthily, and was pressed against the bars of Doc Savage’s
cell before he spoke in a | ow and strained whisper

"This is Peter van Jelk," he said. "Don't nake any noise."

VAN JELK had spoken so | ow that Sanda, in the next cell, had not heard. She asked, "Say, is there
sonebody, or isn't there?" and Van Jel k responded with a quick, inperative, "Sh-h-h!"
Doc said, "It’s Van Jelk."

"Who?
| don't believe it!"
Van Jel k made small panting noises of excitement. "Be still! Please, please, be still! This is

very serious for me. They were going to shoot nme. They have already condemed nme to death."
"Condemmed you—what for?"

"Having a part in the acquisition of a sacred black stone which bel onged to the descendants of
the Incans residing within H spanola, | think they said. That is as near as | can renenber the
charge. They didn't give me a chance. They never even listened to ny denials. They . . . they— he
groped for a word—"gave ne the works."

Doc said, "W have lots of questions to ask you. But first, how did you get free?"

"l was |locked in a cell,"” Van Jel k explained. "They thought they took all ny noney, but they
didn"t. | had a hundred-dollar bill that | folded flat and put under the plate of ny false teeth.
bribed the guard with that, and he gave ne the key to nmy cell."

"Then you can get us out of here?"

"I can try."

The key nade gritting and scraping noi ses against the rusty iron bars; finally the | ock opened
“I"1'l unlock the girl’s cell now," Van Jel k breat hed

Doc warned: "Careful! These hinges how I|ike a wolf when you open the door."

Havi ng exercised three or four minutes of infinite care, they stood in the India-ink blackness of
the passage. There had been al nbst no sound except the grinding of the sandy dust under their feet
when they noved, and because of this, Doc said, "W better take off our shoes."

Wi le they were doing this, the bronze nan whi spered

"How di d they get you here, Van Jel k?"

"A yacht took us off the steanship at sea," Van Jel k explained. "Your four friends were taken off

as well. W were all prisoners. The yacht had two guns nounted on it, and clainmed to be a ship of
the Hispanola navy. This was a lie, it devel oped."

"And t hen?"

"W were blindfolded. For sone reason or other, | was singled out and separated fromthe others

and turned over to Hispanola soldiers. | was brought here, given that farce of a court-martial, and

condemmed to death.”

Sanda asked: "Have you any idea why you got all that special attention?"
"Not the least," Van Jelk said

Doc put a question. "What becane of ny nen?"

"Monk and the others, you nmean?"

"Yes."
"l haven't a wisp of an idea."
"What about the other wealthy nen who were . . . ah . . . associated with you in the purchase of

the bl ack stone?"

"l do not know where they were taken either."

"All he seens to know," said Sanda rather disgustedly, "is that he is in jail and wants out."
Van Jel k turned rather peevish, said: "I've told you nore than you've told ne! Suppose you do as
much for me as |’ ve done for you—tell me what you' ve found out. What is behind this fantastic
nmystery anyway? Wiy shoul d the governnent of Hispanola condemm ne to death? | was never anywhere
near Hi spanol a before."

Doc asked, "The whol e thing has you puzzl ed?"

"Yes. It's incredible. A group of my friends and | buy a black nystic stone as a nornmal purchase
in the course of our collecting Incan relics, and all sorts of inpossible things begin happening
Qur friend, Sid Mrrison, the man who directly purchased the stone, is nmurdered by a bl ack dagger
that vanishes. Al of our lives are threatened. You appear and . . . ah . . . protect us, in a
sonewhat bi zarre fashion, by putting us aboard a boat bound for South America, against our wll.
Incidentally, | fail to understand why you did that. Then the steaner is stopped by a nysterious



yacht, and we are taken off, and | amturned over to the H spanola mlitary, who condemm ne to a
firing squad. | wi sh you woul d nake sonme sense of that. What are the reasons for it?"

"You want the whole thing explained?" Doc asked

"Yes. But can you do it?"

Doc Savage had been carefully locating Van Jelk’s voice in the darkness, and he had deci ded about
where the nan's jaw was situated; he sent out a fist so that the knuckles cane against Van Jelk’s
chin with enough force to jar consciousness out of the man's brain

Chapter XIV. RECEPTION I N CRI STOBAL

VAN JELK col | apsed agai nst Sanda, who did not realize what had happened, and gasped, "Wuat is
wrong?"

"Maybe he fainted," Doc said.

"But —but he sounded perfectly—well, healthy."

Doc Savage avoi ded di scussion on the point by gathering up Van Jel k and novi ng down t he passage
feeling his way with one hand. Sanda fastened to his shirt sleeve and foll owed.

Doc whi spered, "Be careful about noise."

"You think | want to stand in front of that firing squad?"

They canme quite suddenly upon a guard who was standing in a niche in the stone corridor, and who
said grimy in atrocious English: "Wwo ees eet? Spik quick, or these machine gun go zip-zip!"
Intensive practice in voice imtation—+t was a facility of no small value, he had | ong ago

di scovered—had given the bronze man nore than average skill at mmecry. He used Van Jelk’s voice, as
nearly as he could manage it

"Be quiet, you fool," he said. "This is Van Jel k."

"Lo siento!"

the man grunted the |ocal equival ent of beggi ng your pardon

Doc then reached out in the darkness, got the man's neck, throttled off an attenpted squeal for
hel p, and worked on the nerve centers at the back of the sentry’s neck until he had the fell ow
unconsci ous. They had nmade a little noise, but there seened to be no one el se cl ose enough to have
heard. At |east, there was no uproar

"He must have been the sentry Van Jel k bribed," Sanda whi spered. "He knew Van Jel k. Lucky break
for us."

There was a tobacco odor about the guard, an indication he woul d have matches, so Doc searched
The matches were the atrocious little "fosforos" with sticks of paraffin-saturated paper; one of
them fizzed, gave off a sul phur snell and enough |ight to show the | ocked steel panel of a door
Keys had rattled on the sentry’s belt when Doc searched him One of themtripped the |ock
Qutside, there were | ow clouds, barely enough reflection fromstreet lights to show a barracks
courtyard

Doc shoul dered Van Jel k, and they wal ked rapidly. They got out of the barracks yard, went down a
narrow street, at the end of which a sentry hailed themw th a sharp, "Quien es?"

"Where does the colonel want this body put?" Doc asked in the same tongue

"Body?" The sentry was puzzl ed

The man took a step forward, and Doc reached himwith a fist

Sanda said, "I'mgoing to take his rifle."

"We had better take his uniforminstead," Doc advised. "You go down the street and wait."

Dar kness absorbed the girl, and the bronze man hurriedly stripped the sensel ess sentry of shoes
trousers, coat and cap, carried the garments to the girl. She nobved away and canme back soon wearing
the cl othing

She was sl ender enough, Doc noticed as they passed near the next street |light, to wear trousers
wel | .

THE airport was probably the best one in Hi spanola, because it had been built by an American

avi ati on conpany, and the |ocal governnment had confiscated it "for the duration of hostilities." The
field had been given a spraying with chemcals to kill off the eager growth of tropical weeds and
shrubs, so that the tarmac was fairly smooth. There were two ol d hangars, and four extrenely new
ones, and a line of very nodern pursuit and bonbing planes had been wheel ed out for an early dawn
patrol; the nmotors of these turned over slowy, warmng up

Sanda whi spered: "You nust have lived in this town. You seened to find every back alley on your
way here."

Doc did not explain that he had, before |eaving New York, taken the trouble of famliarizing
himsel f with detailed maps of the principal tows in both Hi spanola and Cri stobal

"This is the nost risky part," he warned

They wal ked boldly toward the |line of planes which stood ready, motors grunbling and coughing
exhaust stacks drooling blue flames. Doc carried Van Jelk with an armaround the man’s chest, so
that it was not too noticeable that the fell ow was unconsci ous

Fortunately, the field floodlights had not been sw tched on; the nurk conceal ed themuntil they
reached one of the planes. To avoid suspicion further, Doc chose one with an arnorer astraddle the



cow ing, tinkering with one of the prop-synchronized nachi ne guns.

"Que dice, caballero?"

the man said idly, and Doc Savage got himby the leg, jerked the astounded fellow to the ground
and used his fist.

"Into the plane!" Doc rapped.

It was a two-place job, cockpits for pilot and gunner-bonber. Sanda | anded in the bucket seat and
Doc literally piled Van Jelk atop her, said, "Hang onto him" swung behind the controls, and gave
the throttle a bat with his palm

The engi ne stacks poured out cascading thunder; the plane crawl ed up on the wheel chocks, junped
them seened to spring into the air froma standstill.

Men poured out of hangars and barracks. G eat searchlights stabbed out white rods. Several

i nnocent - | ooki ng shacks around the field collapsed and di scl osed highly nodern rapid-firing
anti-aircraft guns which began sticking out angry red-flame tongues. The archie shells ripened with
woof noi ses around the plane. Doc dived, barely scraped housetops, changed course, went arching up
into the night sky, continuously swinging right and left, clinmbing and diving to avoid the rigid
white fingers of light that were feeling for them

They fled toward Cristobal.

"This is an extrenmely nodern warpl ane," Sanda sai d.

She had to scream She had cone forward fromthe gunner’s cockpit, grimacing a little because of
t he deaf eni ng noi se of the notor.

"Very nodern," Doc agreed.

"In Cristobal we haven't any planes |ike these,"” Sanda added.

Doc | ooked at her, said nothing. She had sonething on her m nd.

"H spanol a didn’t have themeither, a year ago," the girl continued. "Al so, H spanola was broke.
They had no international credit. The H spanola governnent couldn’t sell its own bonds. Did you see
those anti-aircraft guns?”

"The archies," Doc adnmitted, "were |atest type."

"How di d Hi spanol a buy such planes and guns? Were did they get the noney? Answer ne that."
"Doesn’t your Cristobal governnent have an espi onage service?"

"Spi es—yes, we have sonme. They have | earned that enornous stores of the best war materials are
pouring into Hi spanola. That's all. How they' re paid for, we can't find out."

"The spies haven't |earned nmuch about the black rock either, | believe you said."

"Ch—you nean what | told you in New York?"

"Yes. The fact that the Indians of Incan ancestry in Cristobal have been led to believe that your
brother acquired the sacred bl ack stone, and therefore a curse has fallen upon the governnent."

Sanda made an angry face. "l don't believe there is any curse!"
"You're hard to convince."
"Ch, |'ve seen the black daggers all right. But there is a sensible explanation sonewhere."

"What makes you think so?"
"Because there is supposed to be an explanation for everything, isn't there?"
The bronze man turned his attention back to his flying.

"That theory," he said dryly, "is one |'ve always had faith in."
Van Jel k stirred, opened his nouth—-he probably groaned, but the noise of the plane engi ne nade
the sound inaudible—and finally got his wits together enough to yell, "Wat happened?”

"A man crept up on you and hit you in the darkness," Doc shouted back. "W nmanaged to get out
without raising an alarm and stole a plane fromthe mlitary airport."

"Where are we goi ng now?"

"Taking M ss MacNamara to Cristobal, where she'll be safe,"” Doc said.

Sanda said grimy, "I would much rather know nmy brother was safe."

CRI STOBAL was conposed about half of tierra fria—higher country than Hi spanola. This portion
bordering Hi spanola, this extensive plateau, lay like a table in front of great nountains and
fertile valleys, a section in which high altitude and ki ndness of nature created an al nost perfect
climate. Not w dely known, hardly accessible enough to becone popular with tourists, this

nmount ai nous portion of Cristobal was one of the spots on earth that cane cl osest to being paradise,
probably excelling in loveliness the famed val e of Kashmir.

Efficient Anericans invariably swore at the stupidity of the natives in not devel oping the |and.

It seened silly that the natives should exist in huts, raising only a nmlpa, or small patch of corn
cleared in the native jungle, and giving that no nore cultivation than it required, and rarely doing
anything else in the line of work except gather a few thick naguey | eaves to repair a hut after w nd
bl ew the thatching away.

The Indians, however, had a standard word for American efficiency. It was "tectatan." It meant,

"l don’t understand."

In justice, it should be added that after Americans had been there a while, they did not

understand either. There was no necessity for working, since nature provided sufficiently. So why
wor k? There were Yankees in Cristobal who had nanaged to becone even | azier than any of the natives.



However, between this nountainous Eden and the Hi spanol an border—er what had been the Hi spanol an
border, for that had changed a lot in a few days—+tay the plateau land, the tierra fria

On this plateau, the war was bei ng waged

Sanda had found binocul ars; she kept them pointed over the side of the plane. The sun had, risen
throwi ng white glare through rapidly thinning cunul us cl ouds

Sanda sai d sonet hing expl osive, frightened

"The fighting!" she gasped. "They are beating us terribly!"

Doc Savage had been studying the terrain. He had noted nunerous caterpillar-type notor lorries
moving up to the front, doubtless |oaded with supplies and nmunitions. There had been tanks, not
traveling in groups so that a number of them m ght be bonbed at once, but rolling along a single
tank at a time. Motorized artillery noved in the sanme fashion. Wosoever was conducting this side of
the war knew how it should be done

The war lines, it suddenly devel oped, were back al nost agai nst the nountains

"Are the mountains fortified?" Doc asked

"No." Sanda shook her head. "W never dreaned that Hi spanola would attack us. There was no reason
for this war, | tell you!"

"It | ooks bad."

Sanda nodded. "There is no use being patriotic. W have lost. W’ ve |lost the war, unless a

m racl e happens al ong."

"Lines of communication with the sea are cut, aren't they?"

"Yes. In the other direction, beyond the nountains, there are no roads at all. The country is

i mpassabl e, at least as far as bringing in supplies. We'll run out of ammunition within a week. Even
if we didn't, we would soon starve out."

A white nmushroom appeared over to the left and the plane junped slightly. Doc stood the plane on
its nose to keep from being boxed by the anti-aircraft guns

"The fool s!" Sanda said grimy. "Those are our own guns!"

"This is a Hi spanol an pl ane," Doc rem nded her

THEY bounced around on air currents inside one of the nobuntain passes. The big engine settled

down to a nonotonous noan of |abor as it clinbed. Below was a railroad, construction of which had
been an engineering feat years ago. They passed bridge after bridge that had been bonmbed out. At one
point, a fantastic bonb-Ioosened | andslide had dammed the canyon, nmeking a | arge | ake

"Look." Sanda poi nted

A group of men were retreating slowy up a nountain slope, crawing from boul der to boul der

skul ki ng anong trees, firing at other men who were pursuing them

Doc said: "This is far inside the front line. Wo'll drop down and see what kind of a skirmish it
is."
"The nen higher up the nountainside are nmy people, Cristobal soldiers," Sanda said. "I can tel

fromtheir uniforns."

The plane | eaned in toward the nountainside, went noani ng downward, changi ng course rapidly when
the Cristobal soldiers began pointing rifles at it

The guerilla force fighting the Cristobal mlitary waved their arms and their weapons, snatched
of f enornous pal mstraw hats and flourished them They were a niscell aneous-1ooking rabble, very
dark faces being about the only thing they had in common

"I ndi ans, " Sanda said suddenly. "They belong to a tribe that descended fromthe Incans."

Doc asked: "You think this means the trouble over the black stone has flared into open
rebel Ii on?"

"It can’'t nean anything else."

Doc lifted the plane higher, flewon. Cristobal Cty came into view, a thing of picture beauty
with its multi-colored rooftops, and every house with neat white walls. Lanes of palmtrees |ined
the streets, curtsying in the breeze, a startling contrast against the not very distant background
of perpetually snow crowned nountains

"lt'’s alittle like Switzerland, isn't it?" Sanda said. There were tears in her eyes

Doc nodded, |ocated the airport at the edge of the city, beyond the small hilltop which was
crested with the magnificent white presidential palace

Van Jel k, who had said nothing and done nothing up to this point, suddenly canme to life

shouting: "Are you crazy? You can’t |land here! This is an eneny plane we’'re flying! They'll riddle
us!"

An anti-aircraft gun or two woofed at them Doc put the plane nose down, dived until he was close
to housetops, went thundering over narrow streets so |low that the ship could not be ranged

ef fectively. He nanaged to reach the airport. Sanda stood up, waved as they flew close to the
hangars, and made herself recogni zed

It was that sinple

Doc arched around, set the wing flaps to | ower the otherw se dangerous | anding speed of the

pl ane, and settled on the tarnmac.

Cristobal soldiers ran toward them rifles ready. Around the field, a score of machine guns were



trained on them

Sanda got out

An of ficer advanced and sal uted Sanda, said, "Seize these men," and pointed at Doc Savage and Van
Jel k.

"Wait a minute—they' re ny friends!" Sanda snhapped

The officer smled, explained: "My orders were to hold them"

"I"lIl see about this!" Sanda said. "I'Il tel ephone ny father." She stanped away angrily

Doc Savage and Van Jel k waited, the bronze man studying the airport, noting that the equi pnent

was scarce and of a not too efficient vintage, although apparently well naintained. A breeze cane
down fromthe nountains, pleasantly cool; brilliantly-hued tropical birds fluttered anong the pal ns
and flowering bushes that bordered the field. It was a picture spot—no place for the ugly hate of a
war .

The officer had foll owed Sanda. Now he cane back, clicked his heels, saluted

"So sorry, Sefior Savage," he said. "My orders are to put you under military arrest."

Van Jel k glared at Doc. "See what you got us into!" he yelled

Chapter XV. PRESSURE

GATUN MACNAMARA, president of Cristobal by right of having conducted one of the nost thorough
revolutions in years, should have been of Irish descent, a generation or two renoved. He was nore
the conventional picture of the two-fisted Irishman who roared his own argunments, and refused to
listen to the other fellows. He had little Scotch canni ness. Wien he wanted sonething, he said so
preferably beating a table at the sane tine

He had been over six feet tall before the years bent him H s hair had been a black thatch that
stood up; now it was a snowwhite thatch that stood up. H's eyebrows were a pair of black gophers
that travel ed around on his forehead, according to the nbod he was in.

Just now, the presidential eyebrows were up near his hairline, indicating profound surprise that
anybody coul d be such a dope

"Have | been m sinformed?" he asked, speaking better English than nost Yanks. "Is what | have
read, what | have heard, a | ot of-—what you call himbol ogna? O naybe you are just-—what they
say—ki ddi ng nme."

"1’ mnot Kkidding you," Doc said. "The answer is no."

"Pah!" Gatun MacNamara coul d say "Pah!" and nake everyone wi thin earshot junp

They were in the reception roomof the presidential mansion which, being the nost inpressive room
in the place, was inpressive indeed. It had nost of the pretentiousness of the Hall of Mrrors of
Versaill es Pal ace, except that some of these mrrors had genuine gold-plated frames instead of gilt
The Gatun MacNamara desk, hewn in one piece froma marvel ous Cristobal mahogany | og, occupied the
far end of the room farthest fromthe door through which visitors came. Like Mussolini, old Gatun
knew the value of letting a business caller have a |long wal k before reaching his desk

"Pah! "

said Gatun MacNamara again. "l understood that you were a man who hel ped the oppressed and

puni shed wongdoers, traveling wherever it m ght be necessary to do so."

Doc said, "Sonething like that."

"Wl —

"But we don't hire out to fight wars," Doc interrupted, "which is what your proposition ampunts
to. You want to hire whatever scientific know edge | may have for use against your eneny,

Hi spanol a. "

Gat un MacNamara nodded cheerfully over his own idea. "I thought," he explained, "that you m ght
have a germor sonmething on tap. If we could start a nice rip-tearing epidenc of sonething anpbng
t hose damn-bl ast ed H spanol ans, we m ght slow themup. We could cure themafter they surrendered to
us, of course."

"No. "

"It against your principles, or sonething?"

"Exactly."

Gatun MacNamara pounded his desk and | ooked threatening, roared, "W nmay find nmethods of naking
you conmply with our w shes."

"If this is why you had ne arrested," Doc said, "you re wasting time for both of us."

ad Gatun MacNamara turned around and roared at a | ackey: "This bronze fellow has five

assistants, hasn't he? Send to New York and have them ki dnapped! Use them as hostages to nake him
listen to reason!"

Doc said dryly: "Soneone thought of that before you did."

" Eh?"

"Four of ny assistants," Doc said, "are prisoners sonewhere."

"Wher e?"

"That’'s the question."

Gatun MacNamara | ost his tenper and roared: "Lock this man up again and let himthink it over!"



VAN JELK had shared the audience with Cristobal’s storny petrel, and after he had tried to speak
on three different occasi ons and been shouted down, he had naintained a dignified silence. Dignity
was Van Jel k’s strongest point, and he had gotten back a great deal of it
The cell to which they were taken was nodern, nmade of concrete, electrically lighted, and
equi pped with a steel door which had a | ock conpletely sheathed in steel and controlled from sone
di stant point. After the door was slamred behind them the |ock buzzed, then clicked in place. There
was finality in the sound
"You're an idealistic fool!" Van Jelk said. "W' || stay here until we rot."
Doc | ooked about, ventured: "It's a nore confortable cell than our |ast one."
"You coul d have prom sed to help themthen escaped at the first opportunity."”
"A man's pronise," Doc said dryly, "is something like a dog. If a dog bites you once, it gets a
permanent reputation as a biting dog."
"Ch—hell! Don't be childish!"
Van Jel k wal ked over and sl amred down on his bunk and lay there for a while. He groaned: "I wi sh
we had never called on you for help! A fine ot of help you' ve been!"™ He turned his face to the
wal | .
Doc Savage, not seeming particularly disturbed by the disapproval of his cellnate, exam ned the
door and the renmai nder of the cell, finding it solid. Even files would have done no good agai nst the
type of steel of which the cell bars were conposed, and it was doubtful if a cutting torch would
have been very effective
Ten mnutes |later, the cell-door |ock buzzed, the door swing open, and Sanda MacNamara stepped
into view and beckoned
"I didn't see any sense in waiting," she said. "W better nove fast, though."
Van Jel k had scranbl ed out of his bunk with great haste. He junped through the cell door, barked
"Whi ch way? How do we get out of here?"
"Take it easy, mllionaire," Sanda advised. "The coast is clear. | sent the guard away . . . ah

wi th enough noney to pay himfor his trouble."
She | ed them al ong a passage, through roons, then toward afternoon sunlight, the girl walking
rapidly and both nen trailing her closely. But when they had al nost reached the sunlight, old Gatun
MacNanar a st epped out before them+the autonatic he held was big and bl ack, his fist was white and
st eady—and he spoke in an unexcited voice, saying, "l should have sonething to say about this, don't
you t hi nk?"

MACNAMARA st ood scowling at them wupper lip lifted enough to show teeth, the bl ack gopher

eyebrows crouched cl ose together above the bridge of his nose, the gun absolutely still in his hand
Then he put the gun away.
"Sorry about flashing the gun on you," he said. "I was afraid you would junp ne and nmaybe do

sonmet hing drastic before | had time to explain."

"Expl ain what?" Doc studied him

"There is a mcrophone in your cell,"” old Gatun MacNamara said, "and | overheard what you said to
this fellow "—he | ooked at Van Jel k, and his eyebrows gave an unconplinmentary junp—about a man and
his promses. | liked that."

Sanda began smling. She said: "Dad, no wonder nost of your political enemes eventually go to

i nsane asyl uns. Nobody can predict what you' Il do."

"Hell, I"'mperfectly transparent,"” Gatun said, and grinned

Doc asked: "What about us? Do we get |ocked up agai n?"

Gatun MacNamara shook his head. "You' re as free as a bird, although | never could see anything
free about a bird, the way he has to scratch for a |living—which is beside the point. The point

i s—you can go."

He produced a pen and paper, turned and plastered the paper against the wall and wote rapidly

for a few mnutes, ending by signing his name with a flourish

"Here,"—he extended the paper—is a pass that will get you the plane in which you canme, fully
refueled. And this pass, as long as it is in your possession, wll keep any Cristobal soldier from
bot hering you. And it’ll probably cause any H spanol an soldier to shoot you, if he gets a | ook at
it."

Doc took the pass, thanked himquietly.

a d Gatun MacNamara suddenly extended his hand. "I want to apol ogi ze," he said gruffly, "for
insulting you with threats. | had heard of you, hoped what | had heard was true—and | wanted you on
our side in this war. The situation is getting pretty desperate."

"How | ong can Cristobal hold out against H spanol a?" Doc asked

"Not very dammed long." Gatun MacNanmara pounded his fists together and swore. "And that's a

crying shame. A year ago, | wouldn’t have believed it. A year ago, ten Hi spanolas coul dn’t have
licked Cristobal. But now they've got the nost nodern war materials. Planes, guns, tanks
gas—they’ ve even got inported soldiers, nen who are the best mlitary scientists in the world
unless | mss nmy guess, directing their operations. They've whipped us to a standstill."

"Hel p from outside?"



"Of course. Scads of it."

"\Npy 2"

"l don’t know," old Gatun MacNamara said. "It doesn’'t make sense. Cristobal hasn't any mneral
resources to speak of, at |least no nore than some of our neighbors.”

"You have a climte," Doc said.

"Eh? What the hell would a clinate have to do with it? You don't fight a war to conquer a
climate."

"There is probably not a nore pleasant place in the world to live."

"Well, we're going to lose it, barring a mracle. But that’s our hard luck." The ol d president of
Cri stobal extended his hand again. "Good-by. Good luck. If you change your nmind, let nme know. "
"About hel pi ng you, you nean?"

"Yes."

Doc said, "As a matter of fact, | wouldn't be surprised if we are both fighting the same eneny."

FIVE minutes | ater, when Doc Savage had not clarified his statenent about a common foe, old Gatun
MacNamar a had reached a condition best described as peeved, and stood with fists jamed on his hips
and wat ched them wal k away, rumbling: "That’s a fine hell of a note! You meke a remark |ike that,

and you don’t explain it. By dirt, | ought to |lock you up again!"

Sanda sai d: "You shoul d hear him swear when he's really in the notion. |1'lIl never forget the tine
a bull chased himout of the presidential box during a bullfight. He swears in Arerican. He says it
is the best swearing | anguage there is. |I'Il go with you to the airport."

They wal ked through streets, occasionally showing their pass to sentries, until they were sone
di stance away fromthe presidential mansion, after which there were no nore sentries.

Sanda touched Doc’s arm

"Yes?" He | ooked at her.

"You noticed that he didn't nmention ny brother, Juan Don? He didn't even ask about him You know

why ?"

"\Why 2"

"He was afraid he would break down," Sanda said quietly. "He told me so. He is very proud of
being a rip-roaring old hardshell. He was afraid to talk about Don. | . . . | told himwhat we
knew. "

They approached the airport, and once again had to use the pass. It was effective.

The pl ane which they had seized in H spanol a was wheel ed out, and the snout of a gasoline hose

put into the filler vent.

"Where are you goi ng?" Sanda asked.

"To |l ook for your brother, ny four friends, and the others,"” Doc told her.

She nodded gratefully. "That was what | hoped."

"Wn't we need weapons?" Van Jel k asked.

Doc said, "I'Il pronpote sone," and went away. He cane back carrying two autonatics hanging to

belts that were brassy with cartridges. "These should help," he said, and gave one of the weapons to
Van Jel k.

The refueling crew finished work, the long hose was coiled back in its pit, then nmen laid hold of
the plane and wheeled it out to the line, after which a nechanic got into the cockpit and started
the notor. The field attendants then saluted and withdrew.

Sanda, standing close to the plane, extended her hand. "I hope you have luck, but | don’t see how
you can. You haven't a clue."

Van Jel k had belted on one of the automatic pistols; now he drew the pistol, and holding it close
to his body so that the weapon was out of sight of the flying-field officers, pointed the dark snout
at Doc and Sanda.

"Get in the plane," he said, "if you know what’s good for you. Both of you!"

Hi s voice had turned conpletely ugly.

Chapter XVI. HACH ENDA

THEY flew for three hours.

Doc handl ed the controls, Sanda occupied the co-pilot’s seat beside him and Van Jel k kept his
gun pointed at them and gave directions.

Once, Doc Savage | eaned over and said, so that only Sanda could hear. "You want to go through
wi th this?"

"What el se can | do?"

"H's gun is |oaded with duds," Doc explained. "I took the powder out of the cartridges in his gun
before giving it to him He hasn't discovered the fact."
Sanda sat very still, staring at the mountains, the jungle that furred the valleys far bel ow. She

did not nove, except for the involuntary bobbing of her head as the fast-noving plane hit air bunps.
"You al ready suspected Van Jel k?" she asked.

"Yes. As far back as New York."

"What gave hi m away?"



"Several things. A man tried to kill us with a bonb in a New York hotel, you recall, and we
trailed himto Van Jelk’s hone. That was suspicious. Van Jel k’s hone, except for the ground floor
was enpty, indicating he was getting ready to | eave the country. And | found Van Jelk’s fingerprints
in your brother’s plane-he was w th your brother when he di sappeared.”

"What ?"

"Van Jel k," Doc repeated, "was in your brother’s plane when he vani shed—his fingerprints were
there."

"I .. . why—

"Suspecting him" Doc said, "I slugged himback there in that Hi spanolan jail. He was |ying—he
hadn’t been a prisoner and escaped. He had conme to pretend and to punp us to find out how nmuch we
had | earned. |If he hadn't been knocked sensel ess, he woul d have prevented our escaping."

There was a | oud rapping fromthe back; Van Jel k was pounding angrily on a fusel age strut

"Stop that talking!" he yelled

Doc settled back at the controls as if intimdated, but fromthe corner of his eye watched the
girl’s lips. She guessed he was a |lip reader

She asked, "There a chance of finding ny brother alive?"

Doc nodded

"Then | want to go through with this," Sanda said. "Were is he taking us?"

"Their headquarters, probably."

Sanda settled back. Her face was conposed and not particularly devoid of color, the only signs of
unusual enotion being a conpressed expression at the corners of her eyes and the ends of her nouth
One of her hands was gripped tightly upon the armrest of the seat, but the other hand was

| oose-fingered and rel axed

She has courage and bal ance, Doc thought. There is a lot of her Scotch ancestry in her. Better
think of such things rather than of how attractive she is, how nice she would be inside a man’s
arms, what her |ips would be |ike

THE haci enda m ght have been a nedieval castle but for one or two things—the hill on which it
stood woul d have had to be a little higher, and the white walls equipped with turrets and surrounded
by npats spanned by drawbridges. The plane cane closer and the castle aspect was a little |ess

pr onounced

The hill crest was as flat and green as the top of a billiard table, edged around with a white
fence behind which machi ne guns were nounted, and sentries paced. At the foot of the hill was a
river; it snaked away toward the swanpy coastline, and Doc had nenorized the Hi spanol an nmap
sufficiently to conclude that the stream nust be the same one on the banks of which |ay the wecked
steanshi p that had been converted into a boathouse for the yacht

"Land on the lawn!" Van Jel k call ed harshly

Doc | ooked at Sanda, asked, "What is this place?"

"It’'s the summer mansion of the president of Hispanola," she explained

It was a snmooth | awn, kept close-nowed; only when the plane was very | ow could Doc distinguish
wheel narks where other planes had | anded and taken off frequently

After the bronze man had his ship down, he let it roll until it was close to the white walls of
the hacienda. An order came from Van Jelk. "Cut the notor," he said. "Then clinb out, one at a
tinme. "

The men who surrounded them were Hi spanol an of fi cers—not sol diers, but officers, high-ranking
ones, Doc noted fromtheir uniforminsignia. Not without manners, either. Sanda got many a snappy
salute and | ow bow.

Van Jel k grinned at them asked: "You have a couple of extra guest roons here, haven't you?"

The roons were not adjoining. They were confortabl e guest chanbers—until the furniture was packed
out, when they becane rather form dable. The wi ndows were wi de and offered a pl easant view, but they
were equi pped with shutters which were as effective as jail bars

Doc wal ked around the place, kicked the shutters, threw his wei ght against the door

Qutside, Van Jelk said, "To tell the truth, we have been nore fortunate than | expected. | didn't
think we woul d get you all rounded up."

Doc said nothing, and after a while Van Jel k went away

"Monk! "

Doc cal l ed, neking his voice very loud. "Renny! Long Tom Any of you here?"

Monk’ s rat her childlike voice answered from sonewhere, "W're all here.”

THEN the bronze nman | apsed into Nahuatl, the basic tongue of the ancient Muyan | anguage, which

was spoken fluently by hinself and his nen, understood by few others. They used it for conversation
they wanted kept private

"Did you nanage to bring any equi pnent with you?" Doc asked

"Not a bit," Mnk answered. "They searched us on that yacht. They even gave us baths and pared

our fingernails and toenails."

Renny said: "They tore the crowns off two of ny teeth, |ooking for chemicals."



Doc called, "Mss MacNanara!"

"Yes," the girl answered

Down t he hal | way sonewhere, there was an excited cry. A boyish voice, shouting wildly with m xed
joy and worry.

"Sanda!" the voice cried. "Sanda! How did they get you?"

It was her brother, Juan Don, and they shouted somewhat incoherently at each other, the gir
saying, "Don! Don! Don!" over and over

When she had strai ghtened out her enotions, Sanda asked: "Don, how did they get you?"

"One of them+the man named Van Jel k, who is the executive of the gang—hid hinmself in ny plane,"
her brother said. "Over the jungle, he sinply crept out of the baggage conpartnent, struck nme over
the head, then |landed ny plane on the river. He struck a sand bar, and turned over. You saw that

didn’t you?"
"But how did he get you out of the plane? There were no tracks on the sand bar."
"l don’t know. | was unconscious. | never knew there was anything nysterious about that."

Doc Savage put in: "You renenber when we visited that sand bar, M ss MacNanmara?"

"Yes."

"l junped fromthe wing of your brother’s plane to the pontoon of our own ship, which was

floating on the river, you will recall,"” Doc pointed out. "It would have been sinple for Van Jelk to
throw your brother into the river, junp in after him and swmto the shore. It was not far."

"But there were no aninmal or bird footprints on the bar."

"The river must have been up, and gone down just that norning. There were only a few tracks when

we were there, several days later."

Sanda said, with evident satisfaction: "I knew the whole thing wasn’t as incredible as it seened
I"ve said so all along, haven't |1? Nowwhat about the black dagger? Wat was that?"
There was the clatter of dress swords in the hall, tranping of feet, and eventually a key in the

| ock of Doc Savage's door. Van Jel k | ooked in. He was scow ing.
"This isn't nmy idea," he said coldly. "But the others are in favor of it. So | guess it won't
hurt to talk to you."

THE tabl e was of mmhogany, very long. B. A Arthur sat at the head of it, presiding over the
meeting with the businesslike aplonb that he probably exercised over his board meetings in New York
Phi | adel phi a and Chi cago. Lord Dusterman, the nunitions magnate, was on his right, Ahnet Ben Khali
oil tycoon of the Orient, to the left. The other menbers of the coterie of seven of the world's
weal t hi est men—Mark Costervelt, Josh Sneed and Jacques Coqui ne—eccupi ed chairs. Van Jel k took a seat
at the other end of the table

"B. A will talk,"” he said, indicating B. A. Arthur. "He’'s chairman. |I'’min charge of actua
operations."

There was a short silence. Doc watched them He had marvel ed before at their self-possession, and
he did so again. They were a cold, efficient organization. As a conbine, they could go after and
wreck al nmost anything in the civilized world, including nations. The bronze man had no del usions; he
knew t he power of npney in such quantities

B. A Arthur stood up

"l wonder," he asked, "how much we will have to tell you to make you understand what this is al
about ?"

Doc said at once, "You might listen to ny guesses. That would tell you."

B. A Arthur glanced at the others. They nodded. "Go ahead and guess," Arthur said

"You have fornmed a syndi cate—seven of you who are very weal thy—for the purpose of seizing
Cristobal ," Doc Savage said quietly. "You have financed this war. You probably began the plan nore
than a year ago, by approaching the president of H spanola. You persuaded or bought him and part of
the agreenent was that you were to put a yacht at his disposal in a secret hiding place, for a
getaway shoul d things go wong."

They said nothing. They were watching him

"Then you began shipping nmunitions into H spanola, along with hired mlitary experts. WWen war

was declared, Cristobal didn't have a chance."

Van Jelk was smling thinly, but not pleasantly

"Your plan was conplete, and it included internal strife in Cristobal, also. You managed that by

wor ki ng on the superstitions of the natives—you resurrected that ancient |egend of a black stone
that carried a curse. Your agents spread a story that Juan Don MacNamara, son of the president of

Cristobal, had the stone. Your agents probably committed a series of nurders as well, using a bl ack
dagger each tine, or seeing that a nysterious black dagger appeared in the sky."
B. A Arthur’'s nmouth was open. He said: "I'lIl be damed! You knew all that!"

"The bl ack daggers which appear in the sky," Doc Savage continued, "are sinply specially
constructed Very pistol, or signal pistol, cartridges. Such shells are usually made to expl ode in
ball s of snoke, or different colored lights. You use a shell which explodes in four different
directions, in the shape of a cross with one arm nuch | onger, which forns the recogni zabl e |i keness
of a dagger."



B. A ARTHUR shut his nmouth, opened it, asked: "You saw through the daggers, too?"

Doc Savage naned a chemical .

(Aut hor’ s note—Fhe nanmes of chem cals and chenical concoctions which m ght be converted to

crimnal use are purposefully omtted fromthis book.)

"That substance," he said, "when kept sealed fromthe air, is alnbst as solid as netal. However,
after it is exposed to the air for a period of tinme, it evaporates—fust as, for instance, does the
material called ‘dry ice.’ The daggers were made of that chemical, kept sealed until used, and
shortly evaporated, thus disappearing very nysteriously."

"How di d you find that out?"

"The appearance of the daggers thenselves. Anyway, it was the only possible explanation."

"Then we didn't have you deceived at all?" B. A Arthur grow ed.

"Ch, yes. Conpletely, at times. However, there were many incidents easily explained. The first
attack on nme, for instance, when a flame envel oped the inside of nmy plane near Baltinore. The flane
was sinply a nagnesi um bonb which Sid Mrrison placed inside ny plane in Baltinore—a tinme bonb."
The bronze man | ooked around at thenm on his face was an expression that was not pleasant.

"You killed Sid Mrrison because we were on his trail," Doc said. "Van Jelk did not do it. He was
down here at the time. So it nust have been one of the others."

B. A Arthur said quite calmy: "It was Henry Lee. Unfortunately, the nurder he had conmtted got
on Henry's nerves until he wasn't accountable for hinself."

"So you killed Henry Lee," Doc said. "One of you stabbed himin that New York penthouse while we
were in the hall talking. You used one of the black daggers. Probably you threw the container which
had hel d the dagger out of one of the wi ndows, and it was lost in the snow."

The bronze man drew a deep breath.

"To sumup, " he finished, "there probably is no black stone, and never was. That was just a story
to confuse us."

Van Jel k suddenly began swearing. He swore profanely and at some length. "Wat we should do with
this fellow," he yelled, "is shoot himimediately!" He whi pped an automatic pistol out of his belt.
"Hold it!" B. A Arthur snapped. "W called this man in to nake a proposition, and we m ght as

wel |l neke it."

Doc said: "Oh, yes—sonething el se. How | happened to get involved in this in the first place. You
knew t hat Juan Don MacNanara suspected what was really behind the war, and that he was conming to ne
for help for his country. You didn’t want that. Sid Mirrison was watching nmy office. Wien | flew
south to start a vacation, he thought | was headed for Cristobal, hence the attenpt to kill nme."

B. A. ARTHUR stood up—possibly fromhabit acquired in addressing corporation neetings—+to do his

speaki ng.
"Possibly," he said thoughtfully, "we should have gone to you in the first place. Qur notives in
doing this, you may or may not know, are—well, they are idealistic."

"l dealistic?"

B. A. Arthur cleared his throat. "The world today is a turbul ent, unpredictable, war-ridden

place. In no country, no nation on the face of the earth, are property rights unhanpered by
taxation. | aman American citizen, for instance, and when | die, the United States governnment plans
to take over half my fortune in inheritance taxes—which nmeans they will take some seven hundred
mllion dollars, in spite of all nmy |awers can do to the contrary. Ganting, of course, that
taxation had not made ne a pauper before then."

B. A Arthur scow ed before he continued.

"Government neddling—you find it everywhere. Take the New York Stock Exchange, for exanpl e—what

do you find? CGovernment regul ati on everywhere you turn. The banks? Deposit insurance—eating up the
banker’s legitimate profit. Utilities? Government conpetition forcing rates down until return on
capital is cut to a neasly seven or eight per cent."

Doc Savage | ooked around the table and said: "The point is that you fell ows—you very weal t hy
men—€on't |ike the way the world is today. That it?"

"Exactly."

"And you propose?"

"To take over the nountainous portion of Cristobal —-a perfect place to live, if there is one on
the face of this earth. W tried, two years ago, to buy old Gatun MacNamara, but he wouldn’t |isten.
But now Hispanola is going to win this war, turn the part of Cristobal which we want over to us."
"And then?"

"We will create a sanctuary for wealth," B. A Arthur said grimy. "There will be no incone tax,
no inheritance tax, no tax on any business enterprise of any size. There will be no regul ations.
Operating fromsuch a country, we will soon nmake it the financial center of the world."

"What about the natives of Cristobal ?"

"Oh, then? They will be shown their place." B. A Arthur suddenly pounded the table. "There wll
be none of this damed rights-of-1abor stuff! No unions. The first time the fools go on strike,
we' |l have them shot down. That'll teach them"



Doc Savage renmi ned enotionl ess, asked, "And where do | cone in?"

"We need brains. W& might hire yours."

"What makes you think | would work for you?"

"You' re one of those idiots who spends his tinme trying to make a better world, aren’'t you? Well
we're offering you the chance of your lifetime."

Doc shook his head

"You won't do it?" B. A Arthur exploded. "But we’'ve kept your friends alive solely in hopes of
getting your good will in the end."

"No. "

"And why not, you idiot?"

Doc said, no noticeable excitement in his voice: "This whole setup is rather hideous. It’'s
selfish and ugly. It is sinply a case of rich men—sen nore weal thy than anyone has a right to
be—trying to keep their noney and get nore."

Van Jel k suddenly swore. "I told you the thing to do was shoot him Now |I'mgoing to do it!"

He pointed the automatic at Doc Savage and pulled the trigger at about the sane nonent that the
bronze man, |unging suddenly, got both hands on the weapon. The gun nade a harnl ess cap-pisto
sound—enly the ful m nate percussion cap expl oding, since there was no powder in the gun-as they
struggl ed for the weapon, and after a nonent Doc backed away with the automatic in his hand
Only one man at the table had noved

Ahmet Ben Khali sprang to his feet. There was alarmin all his very, very long brown figure
"1"11 be superamal gamated, Doc!" he exploded. "I thought he woul d shoot you!"

"It’s all right, Johnny," Doc told the | ong brown man. "Just search themfor guns."

Chapter Xvil. GOLD POOL

THE weal thy nmen stared in dunbstricken stupefaction. Van Jel k was probably the nost affected; he
put a hand to his chest, made croaki ng sounds and subsided into a chair, not unconscious, but
paral yzed with astoni shnent

B. A. Arthur pointed a trenul ous hand at Ahnmet Ben Khali.

"This man—s Johnny Littlej ohn—your associate!" Arthur croaked

Doc Savage nodded

"But . . . but—= Arthur failed to nake words

"We didn’'t seize you back in New York to protect you," Doc explained dryly. "The seizure was to
give us a chance to substitute one of our nen for one of your group—well disguised. Johnny was the
only man who closely resenbled any of your outfit. He happened to be as tall as Ahnmet Ben Khali, and
he al so knew Khali’s native | anguage."

Johnny was wal ki ng behind the nmen, searching them He found two automatics, a revolver, a
tear-gas pistol nade to imtate a pencil

"Did you have any trouble getting by, Johnny?" Doc asked

"Not much," Johnny said. "I just kept ny nouth shut and agreed with the others."

They were alone in the room the doors were closed. Probably sentries outside, but the doors were
heavy and soundpr oof

Johnny expl ained, "I couldn’t get word to you, Doc. Everything seened to go wong. | did find out
they had you in a Hi spanolan prison for a while, but before | could get there w thout arousing
suspi ci on, you had escaped."

Van Jel k suddenly buried his face in his hands. He began swearing in a | ow nonotonous voice that
was al nost tearful.

"He's bad." Johnny indicated Van Jelk. "You want to watch him He did all their killing. He's
their brains, really."

Doc said: "Can you get Monk and Ham and the others in here?"

Johnny said grimy, "I hope so."

He went to the door, opened it, called sharply to a guard in the Hi spanol an | anguage. Johnny’s
work with archaeol ogy had given hima fanmliarity with a nunber of |anguages

"Bring the prisoners here—all of them" Johnny ordered the sentry. "The MacNamara girl, her

br ot her —everyone. "

After that, there was a wait of perhaps five mnutes

Long Tomentered first. The others trailed him Sanda and Don MacNanmara entering | ast

"Line up along the wall with your hands in the air!" Johnny rapped. To the guards, he said, "All
right. Leave the room W can handle this alone.”

The armed escort |eft

Monk and the others imediately dropped their arns and greeted Doc Savage in | ow voices. Sanda
and her brother stared, flabbergasted

"What is this?" Sanda gasped

"Ahnmet Ben Khali," Doc explained, "is really Johnny Littlejohn, nmy associate."

"For the love of little fishes!" Sanda said. "Were is the real Khali?"

"Held by friends of ours in New York."

Doc gl anced at Johnny. "The whole war canpaign is directed fromhere, isn't it?"



Johnny nodded. "By radio."
"Where are the radi o rooms?"
"In this wing of the house. We can get to themall right." Johnny grinned. "By the way, their

staff officers are holding a neeting, which nmeans nost of themw Il be in one room If we work it
right, and get them we can w pe out the brains of this war with one lick."

"If Hispanola loses all its hired mlitary skill, can Cristobal |ick then?"

" Maybe. "

"If we use the radio," Doc said, "and nmess up the canpaign with conflicting orders, would that
hel p?"

"It sure would."

"Before we start," Mnk said, "I got alittle speech.”" He stood in front of the wealthy nen and

| ooked ugly. When Monk wanted to | ook ugly, he could manage a rather horrendous effect. "You six
guys have got just one chance of going on living, and that’'s by seeing that we get out of this
nmess. "

They left the conference roomby a door on the far side. In the corridor, they found a guard
arnmed with a submachi ne gun. Johnny rapped the fellow s jaw, got the gun as the nman dropped. They
continued on to a door.

"Staff headquarters,” Johnny whi spered.

He went in, pointed the submachine gun at the eight or ten nmen in the room said: "Al of
you—you’' re under arrest!"

These were professional fighting men—eight or ten of themin the roomso it was a little too nuch
to expect the blanket command to be effective. One of the experts whipped out an automatic, |eveled
it and pulled the trigger.

ROARI NG | ead from Johnny’s gun cut the man’s arm between wist and el bow at about the sane

instant that he shot, so that it |ooked as if the pistol recoil mght have broken his arm The
wounded man—his bull et had m ssed—di d not scream did not nake a sound, but dived at one of his
conpani ons and with his unhurt hand began trying to get that nman's gun.

Van Jel k suddenly slugged Monk. He put everything he had into the roundhouse uppercut. Mnk

managed to get his jaw out of the way; the blow took himon the cheek and sent hi m ski p-dancing
crazily backward.

Ham sai d, "Wy, you— and knocked Van Jel k down.

And suddenly fighting spread throughout the vast room There were yells, a few shots. The table
upset. Chairs clinbed into the air, glanced off walls and ceiling.

Doc spoke in the Mayan tongue, saying: "Johnny, have you got anaesthetic bonbs?"

"Plenty of them" rapped the gaunt archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st.

Still using Mayan, Doc called: "Hold your breath! Johnny is going to use anaesthetic grenades!"

H's five men understood, and imedi ately got their lungs as full of air as possible and held it
there. Johnny produced the grenades—they were thin-walled glass balls, filled with |iquid—and hurl ed
themat the floor, at nen, at anything which would break them The things burst, nade spl ashes of
wet ness whi ch evaporated instantly, turning into a vapor that produced an abrupt unconsci ousness
when breat hed—but which had the unusual property of becom ng inpotent after being mxed with the air
for approxi mately a mnute.

Men began fol di ng down—whi ch neant the fight in that roomwas over.

Doc ran to a door, flung it open. He was searching for the radio roonms. The ot hers—\bnk, Ham

Renny, Johnny, Long Tom-foll owed him Mnk scooped up Sanda, and Renny got her brother, Juan Don.
Nei t her MacNamara had known about the anaesthetic gas and hol ding breath, so they had fallen victim
to the stuff.

"Were are the radi o roons?" Doc asked.

"In there." Johnny poi nted.

In other parts of the great house, there were sounds of grow ng excitenent.

"Any boats on that river?" Doc asked.

"Yes. One. Very fast, too."

"Cet all seven of those wealthy nmen to the boat. Wit there."

"What about the military experts?"

"Let themgo. If we get their source of pay stopped, that part will take care of itself."

They separated, Doc Savage heading for the radio rooms. He found two operators on duty, both

bunped over their keys, wearing headsets and grinmacing as they strained to read nmessages through the
tropical static. Doc got one with his fists. He had to use a chair on the other, and because he did
not want to kill the man, did not strike hard enough, so that the fellow could crawl rapidly after
he fell, until he reached a gallon-sized bottle |abel ed Sul phuric Acid—acid evidently used in
storage batteries that were kept for emergency operations. The man hurled the bottle at Doc, who
ducked. The bottle smashed on the instrunent board. The acid, which could blind and burn horribly,
sprayed over the power panels.

Doc caught the man, used his fist on the fellow

Then the bronze man bent over the transmtter table, studying the dispatch sheets, transmtted



messages and other data. After a while, he began sendi ng nessages—the sane nessage in every case
Governnment of Hispanola has failed. Al arny units retreat from Cristobal at once

He signed the nane of the officer who had signed the other arny orders in the file.

He kept sending until the sul phuric acid ate through the insulation and shorted out wires,

putting the apparatus out of conm ssion, after which he left the radio roomand ran, doubling | ow
and zi gzaggi ng, down a sloping | awn, close-cropped so that it was as green and soft as a carpet, to
a neat steel dock to which the speedboat was noored. He was shot at only once, although after he got
on the boat, a machine gun gobbled fromthe vast haci enda. But that was not inportant, the speedboat
was ar nor - pl at ed.

They went down the river, the speedboat notors sounding |ike several unnuffled airplanes

THE Hi spanol an coastline was out of sight astern—they had passed the length of the river w thout
bei ng nol est ed—when Long Tom Roberts, the electrical expert, cane up from bel omdecks. The speedboat
was of the |large express-cruiser type, which neant that it had encl osed cabins; small cabins, it was
true, because of the space given over to engines and gasoline storage

"That’'s a good short-wave radio," Long Tomsaid. "I got hold of Tropical Radio in New Ol eans

and they rel ayed a nessage to Pat in New York."

"WI1l she get one of our big planes and fly down and pick us up?" Doc asked

"Pat said she would."

Sanda MacNamara had been listening. She frowned. "Is this Pat a girl?"

"She's Patricia Savage, who is Doc’s cousin," Long Tom explained. "She helps us out fromtine to
tinme. Dickens of a nuisance, Pat is at tines. Always wanting to get mixed up in excitenent."
"Pretty?" Sanda asked

"A honey! And | don't nean maybe."

Sanda | ooked rather unpl easant about it

Doc Savage went into the aft cabin and resuned what was proving to be a usel ess argunent with the
seven rich men

"You have a distorted idea if you think we are going to let you go unpunished," the bronze man
told them "You are guilty of plain and fancy nurder, to say nothing of fonenting a war."

"You try doing anything to us," B. A Arthur threatened, "and you will find yourself in plenty of
trouble. You can’t touch us!"

Monk heard that, and he grinned thinly. Later, the honely chem st foll owed Doc Savage out on

deck.

"W can’t do anything to ‘em eh?" Mnk said

Doc Savage said, "They need a little changing."

Monk grinned. "Coll ege?”

"Yes. The college."

Sanda, who was standing nearby with her brother, |ooked puzzled. The cryptic talk about a college
had her puzzled. Mnk, noting her expression, sauntered off to warn the others not to nention the
"col | ege" again.

The "col | ege" was a unique institution, existence of which was a secret to the general public

The institution was situated in a renpte section of upstate New York, a nountai nous area sel dom
visited by outsiders. To this spot Doc Savage sent such crimnals as he captured, to becone
"students" in the strange place

Patients in the institution first underwent delicate brain operations at the hands of specialists
trai ned by Doc Savage, operations which wiped out all nenory of the past. The "students" were then
given an intensive course of training, the principal feature of which was the ingraining of a hate
for crime. They were al so taught a trade. No graduate of the place had ever turned back to crinme for
a livelihood

Monk got Doc Savage asi de. Sonething was bothering the honely chem st

"Look, Doc," he said. "All that dough them guys have got—t’'s a shane to |l et them shekels go to
relatives and | awyers. That noney could do a | ot of good, or at |east undo sone of the harmit’s
done. "

Doc expl ained: "W might train themto be philanthropists."

"Eh?"
"Qur nen at the college have had plenty of experience training nen to hate crinme," Doc pointed
out. "It should be no nore difficult to train men to want to do good wi th noney."

THE | apse of a few weeks proved Mdnk’'s conjecture substantially correct. The seven weal t hy

men—they had secured Ahnet Ben Khali and added himto the "student" roll—were far enough along in
the upstate institution to prove Doc's theory correct

Anot her pl easant thing was the visit Sanda MacNamara and her brother paid them The war between

H spanol a and Cristobal had coll apsed satisfactorily. There had even been a revol ution in Hi spanol a
Sanda advi sed, and the president was now occupying a jail cell

Just why Sanda had to come all the way to New York to tell themthat was a little puzzling

The truth finally dawned on Monk. The next morning, Monk appeared wearing—for the first time in



anybody’s nenory—a new suit that was hal fway respectable. He was generally spruced up.

"What ails you?" Ham asked wonderingly.

"I"'ma rescue party."

"A what ?"

"Haven't you noticed the way this Sanda girl |ooks at Doc? A girl as pretty as she is—he's liable
to fall. Sonmebody has got to save him"

"I think that saving is ny job," Hamsaid with dignity.

Monk grunbl ed disgustedly, "I was afraid we would have trouble over that."

THE END
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