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Chapter |. THE TOUGH LUCK OF JEP DEE

MATECUMBE is one of the largest of the string of islands extending south fromthe tip of Florida
and called the Florida Keys.

Jep Dee cane to Matecunbe. He stayed two weeks and nothing out of the ordinary happened, except
that he did a | ot of crawdaddi ng—every day, once in the norning and once in the evening, Jep Dee
went hunting crawfish.

That is, he pretended to go for crawfish.

The Caribbean | obster—alled crawfi sh—+eally | ooks nmuch |like a crawdad froma M ssouri creek,
although it is served in restaurants and cafeterias and called "Florida | obster”; and there are
recorded instances where these tropical |obsters have weighed fifteen pounds, which is fully as
large as the regular Northern lobster. But it is always called by the natives, crawfish. Properly
cooked, the tropical |obster, or crawfish, nakes a very savory, succul ent and appeti zi ng vi and.
True, Jep Dee never ate any of the crawfish he caught.

As a matter of fact—but that was a secret—he never caught any crawfi sh. He bought them from an
old cracker who lived on a nearby island. The old cracker made a living, such as it was, by
crawfi shing for the market

Jep Dee never made any effort to catch a crawfish.

He did tell a lot of |ies about how he caught them He would tell how he reached into coral holes
and under | edges in the daytine and pulled the big ones out.

He told how he sculled his boat over the reefs at night with a gasoline lantern burning in the
bow, until the eyes of the crawfish gleaned |ike the eyes of cats in autonobile headlights along a
road at night, after which he gigged themwith a little three-tined spear. He was a liar. Al he
ever gigged was his |leg, by accident, one night.

Jep Dee had a nose and fists that |ooked as if they'd had accidents in the past. He had a nmouth
that never said rmuch; it had thin lips. Suns had burned him Sea brine had turned his hide to

| eather. He was about a foot shorter than an average man, also a foot wi der.

One night Jep Dee got drunk and said he could whip his weight in wild cats. There were no wild
cats available, but he did very well with four tough crackers and three big yacht sailors who got
tired of his chest-beating and tied into him They still talk about that fight on Matecunbe; it’'s
the main topic of conversation. The main topic used to be the big hurricane of 1934.

Jep Dee paid fourteen dollars and ninety-five cents for the boat—+twelve feet |ong,
cypress-planked, rusty iron centerboard, two oars, and a ragged, dirty sail—n which he went
"crawfi shing."

He cane to Matecunbe, and every day for two weeks he went out and canme back and said he had been
crawdaddi ng, until finally he found what he was | ooking for.

Jep Dee went out on one of his usual nightly crawdad hunts, and found what he sought, and never
came back.

A COLLECE boy in a yawl was the next person to see Jep Dee. This was weeks | ater.

At first, the college boy thought he was seeing a wad of drifted seaweed |ying on a beach, and

his second opinion was that it nust be a log. Fortunately, he put the yaw tiller over and went in
to | ook.

The col |l ege boy was sailing down to Dry Tortugas to see the flock of flam ngos, birds that are
getting about as scarce as buffal oes. He was on vacation. He was just passing a tiny coral island



about sixty mles fromKey West, Florida. The island had no vegetation—+t was al nost as naked as Jep
Dee.

Jep Dee could not talk enough to give his name. So he becane, in the newspapers, "an unidentified
man. "

The only thing Jep Dee wore was a rope about four feet long and an inch thick. It was tied to his
neck. Not with a hangman’s knot, however. From head to foot he was a mass of blisters and sores, the
result of exposure to terrific tropical sun and salt water, and the fact that the crabs had not
waited until he was dead before starting to eat him

He had no hair, no eyebrows, no eyel ashes, and no finger nails. These itens had been plucked off.
Al so, Jep Dee seened to be insane.

He had just enough strength to kick the college boy in the face; and while the astonished young
al umus spraw ed on his back, Jep Dee got up and ran. H's sense of direction was bad, and he dashed
into the sea, where he floundered until the college boy caught him

They had quite a fight. Jep Dee had no strength, but he knew all the evil tricks of braw
fighters, many of which didn’t require nmuch power.

Jep Dee did nmuch yelling during the struggle. Mst of it was incoherent, but now and then a
phrase was understandabl e. Once he screeched:

"Damm you, Horst! You go back to the island and tell Sefor Steel —=

Just what he wanted a nan naned Horst to tell one named Sefior Steel was unintelligible. The fight
went on, in water about waist-deep. Once nore, Jep Dee spoke understandabl e words.

"l1've seen nmen being tortured to death before," he screaned, "but the way these—

He did not finish that sentence, either.

The col | ege boy got hi m overpowered, rolled himinto the dinghy and rowed out to the yawl and
spread hi munder the cockpit awning. Jep Dee lay linp and sucked in breath, maki ng weak whistling
sounds. |t seenmed remarkabl e that he shoul d be alive.

"Hey, fellow, " the college boy said, "you have had sone tough |uck, haven't you? How are your
eyes? Can you see nme?"

As the doctor explained, later, Jep Dee couldn't see anything. He was tenporarily blinded.

"Who is this Horst?" the coll ege boy asked. "And who is Sefior Steel ?"

No answer.

"What about men being tortured to death?" inquired the young man. "Wat did you nean by that?"
Jep Dee went on breathing with whistles.

"You're pretty far gone, old boy," the college boy said kindly. "I'"lIl untie that rope fromyour
neck, and you'll feel better."

The col |l ege boy took hold of the rope, and Jep Dee began to fight again. He fought with a

whi npering desperation, wildly and unceasingly, as long as the other made any attenpt to get the
rope | oose.

Jep Dee wanted to keep that rope around his neck nore than he wanted to keep alive.

THE yaw sailed into Key West, and they put Jep Dee in a hospital that stood in a nice part of
town in a grove of palmtrees.

"Exposure," the doctors said. But this was before they | ooked nore closely at Jep Dee. After a
better exami nation, they stared at each other in bew | dernent.

"Hair, eyebrows and eyel ashes have been—pul |l ed out," one doctor said.

"And fingernails plucked off," another stated.

"Take the rope off him" said the head doctor.

So Jep Dee began to fight again. He struck at them and although his eyes were swollen shut, so
that he couldn’t see, his hands managed to find a tray of medicines; and he threw bottles at the
spots where he inmagi ned doctors would be until he grew so weak that his nost furious heaves barely
got the bottles over the edge of the hospital bed.

"Mental trouble," the head doctor said. "Thinks he has to keep that rope around his neck."

"What’ Il we do about it?"

"Humor him Let himkeep it for a while. The man is in very bad shape, and there’s no need of
exciting himby taking away his rope. | doubt if he lives."

But Jep Dee did live. He lay on the cot on his back, and during the hours when he was awake, he
stared fixedly at things in the room as if he were trying to see only them and not sonething that
his mind kept trying to resurrect.

For days, he did not sleep. Sleep-producing drugs seened to have no effect. And when, finally, he
did sleep, a nightmare seemed to cone upon himat once and he kept naki ng mewi ng sounds of horror.
He got better.

"Now, " the head doctor said, "we can untie that silly rope fromhis neck."

Three doctors and a nurse got nmessed up in this attenpt before it came to an end with Jep Dee
still in possession of the rope, which he kept tied around his neck. It was a thick rope, and when
he slept he kept it coiled neatly on his chest, |like a snake.

They had not yet identified Jep Dee.

Of a drinking glass they took his fingerprints, distorted prints, because his fingertips had



swol l en and festered as a result of the plucked-off nails. They sent these to the Key West police
al so to the headquarters of the State police at Tallahassee, and to the department of justice in
Washington, and fromthe latter place they got a tel egraphic answer that read

OUR RECORDS SHOW MAN S NAMVE JEP DEE. RECENTLY SENTENCED TO BE SHOT | N CENTRAL AMERI CAN REPUBLI C
OF BLANCA GRANDE. SAVED BY | NTERVENTI ON OF AMERI CAN CONSUL. UNDERSTAND PRESI DENT- DI CTATOR OF BLANCA
GRANDE HAS STANDI NG OFFER OF TWENTY- FI VE- THOUSAND- DOLLAR REWARD FOR DEATH OF JEP DEE. | F REWARD
OFFER | N ANY WAY RESPONSI BLE FOR PRESENT CONDI TI ON OF JEP DEE, AMERI CAN GOVERNMENT |'S GO NG TO BE
| NTERESTED BECAUSE | T IS ALREADY NOT ON GOCD TERMS W TH PRESI DENT- DI CTATOR OF BLANCA GRANDE

After this telegramcanme fromthe departnment of justice, they questioned Jep Dee. He coul d now
talk. That is, he had been asking for food and swearing at the doctors

"Go to hell!" he said

"If the president-dictator of some South Anmerican country ordered you tortured," the doctor said
"they want to know about it in Washington."

"You heard ne!" Jep Dee snarl ed

"But you should tell—=

"It's none of your damm business,"” Jep Dee said

" But —

"G wan away!"

"You mght at least let us renpve that rope—

"Scram Vanoose!"

IN the dark and quiet hours of that night, Jep Dee reached under his pillow and got a pair of

sci ssors—smal | scissors which a nurse had used to snip off his innunerable bandages when dressings
were changed and which Jep Dee had stolen and hidden. Wth the scissors, Jep Dee carefully cut the
rope | oose from his neck

He did not cut the knot in the rope. He untied it. Wth infinite care—and pain too, because of

his mssing fingernails. The untying took al nbst an hour. Just before he finished untying it, he
listened intently and | ooked all around, taking great precautions not to be observed

Twi sted between the rope strands, in that part of rope which had been tied in the knot, where it
coul d be discovered only when the rope was untied and untw sted, was a piece of dried shark skin
The shark skin was freckl ed

Wet her the shark which was original owner of the skin had been freckled, or whether the freckled
aspect of the shark skin cane from sonme other cause, was inpossible to ascertain at a gl ance

Jep Dee was still quite blind. He fingered the piece of shark skin carefully and caressingly, as
if he enjoyed feeling of it

He di d something which no one had heard himdo before. He giggled. Not hysterical giggling, nor
mad; just the elated chuckle of a man who had put sonething over

He got out of the white bed. He was stronger than anyone had thought. He went to the w ndow and
dropped the scissors outside, listening carefully to see how far they fell, and by this, concluded
that the wi ndow was on the first floor. He crawl ed out, dropped to the ground and felt his way
through the grove of palms until he fell over a | ow hedge, beyond which was a sidewal k

Jep Dee wore white hospital pajamas. He wal ked two bl ocks, feeling his way. Because Key West
Florida, was a winter resort, it was not unusual for people to be seen on the streets in beach

paj amas, or suits of slacks that |ooked very |ike pajamas. The white hospital pajamas of Jep Dee
attracted no attention

He wal ked until he heard footsteps approachi ng, when he stopped and |istened. Heavy footsteps. A
man’ s

Jep Dee said, "I'mnot walking in ny sleep. |'ma blind man. WIIl you help nme to the post

of fice?"

"The post office is closed at this tine of night," rem nded the man Jep Dee had net

"I know," Jep Dee said. "I want you to stop ne at a drugstore and loan nme a dinme for an envel ope
a sheet of paper and a stanp."

The man | aughed pl easantly, said, "Sure, I'll accommodate you," and took Jep Dee to a drugstore

where he got paper, envel ope and stanp, then to the post office

Jep Dee could wite legibly without the aid of his eyes, but it nust have been agony wi thout his
fingernails. On the paper he scraw ed

SHARK SKI N TELLS EVERTHI NG

He fol ded the piece of freckled shark skin inside the paper, inserted it in the envel ope, and
addressed the missive to

M ss Rhoda Haven

Tower Apartnents

New York City

Wil e Jep Dee was |icking the stanps and sticking themon the envel ope and putting the envel ope

in the mail slot—the letter went air nmail —+the good Samaritan who had Ied himto the post office went
out and called a policenan, because he could see that Jep Dee was the next thing to a dead man, and
had no business up and running around. The cop cane



Jep Dee got the idea the cop intended to retrieve the letter which he had nailed, so there was a
rousing fight there in the Key West post office, before they got Jep Dee back to the hospital.
News of the nel ée got to the papers, and a reporter cane and took a picture of Jep Dee.

Chapter 11. THE WAMPUS- CAT

BY the barest margin, the story—picture included—aught the final edition of the norning
newspaper, the one that the newsboys sold on the streets around eight o' clock, to people who were
going to work.

However, one newspaper was purchased by a man who did not happen to be going to work. He had been
up all night raising hell, as a matter of fact, and was going out to a drugstore—before he went to
bed—to buy a box of aspirin, experience having taught himhow his head nmi ght feel when he awakened.
He | ooked at the Jep Dee story and forgot all about aspirin.

"Damm! " he croaked.

He put his head back and ran like a pickaninny that had been wal king through a | onesone graveyard
at dark mdni ght when he heard a deep groan. He got out in the street and ran, because people were
in his way on the sidewal k. He bounded aboard a ritzy, streamined cabin cruiser noored to one of
the yacht docks.

He fell down a conpanionway into the cruiser cabin in his haste.

Hal f a dozen nen were in the cruiser cabin. They began | aughi ng.

"Horst is seeing things!" one man chuckl ed.

"After the way he drank last night, | don't wonder," said another.

The man who had been in the narket for aspirin—Horst—+ay on the cabin floor and panted and

gl ar ed.

Horst had the | ook of being twin to the devil. Twin to the pictures that depict the devil, at
least. Horst was a little heavier than the devil, thicker through the neck, possibly not so tall,

and did not have quite the same pointed dog ears with which artists equip their devil pictures. He
was a rather brown devil.

"Stop that laughing!" Horst snarl ed.

The mirth died. Suddenly. As if ice water had been dunped on the chucklers.

Horst got up and took a gun out of his clothing, a large gun that was as bl ack as the nurder-npod
in Horst’s eyes.

"Who thinks this is funny?" he asked gutturally.

No one said anything. For a mnute, terror wal ked around and around on feather-light feet.

At last a man took hold of his courage and said, "W cane to Key West to throw a party and

cel ebrate the last of Jep Dee. Nobody neant anything when they | aughed, Horst."

The men had been a little drunk. They were shivering sober now.

Horst said, "Listen to nme."

He didn't need to tell themto do that.

"Jep Dee is alive," Horst said.

TEN minutes later, the occupants of the cabin cruiser had scattered to check on the newspaper

story. None of them had slept, for they had caroused the previous night through, but now there were
no thoughts about sleep. Sone went to the post office where they stood around | ooking i nnocent and
aski ng casual questions.

Hor st and another man went to the hospital, where Horst told a glib story about a pal of his who
resenbl ed the published picture of Jep Dee, a ruse that got hima close look at the blind castaway
whom t he col | ege boy had found on a desert island.

Hor st stood | ooking down at Jep Dee, and he put a hand in his pocket, resting it on the bl ack

gun. But there were too many doctors around. Not to mention two policenmen who stood out in the hall.
The cops were asking a doctor when Jep Dee would be able to answer questions. It seemed that Jep Dee
had fainted and not yet revived.

Horst went back to the big, sleek, fast cabin cruiser.

Hi s nen joined him

"It’s Jep Dee, all right," Horst snarled. He | ooked nore devil like than ever. "The sharks didn't
get him He nust have nade it by swi nmng."

One of the nen who had gone to the post office reported, "I talked to the guy who led Jep Dee to
the post office. Jep Dee mail ed sonething in an envel ope.”

"Mail ed what ?"

"It | ooked," the man said, "like a piece of freckled shark skin."

"Li ke what ?"

"A chunk of hide off a freckled shark. That’'s the best description | could get, and this guy who
led Jep Dee to the post office had a good nenory."

"Ch, dam!"

Hor st nade unpl easant faces while he thought.

"You say the guy that led Jep Dee had a good nenory," he continued. "Good enough to renenber the
address on the envelope? O did he see it?"



"He saw the address."

Horst scow ed. "Wel|l?"

"The piece of freckled shark skin,
Apartnments, New York City."

Horst acted as if he had taken a hard hanmer bl ow between the eyes. H's nouth fell open slackly,
his arnms dropped, and he sank on a transom seat.

Smal | waves hit the boat hull and nmade the sounds of a kid with an all-day sucker, sea gulls
circled around outside and gave their rather hideous I-feel-like-I"mgoing-to-die squawks, and
inside the cabin the boat clock clicked steadily.

"Damm, this is bad!" Horst croaked.

Suddenl y he bounded to his feet.

"Call the airport," he yelled. "Reserve places for all of us on the first plane to New York."
"But what about Jep Dee?"

Horst said, "He's helpless. He won't be | eaving the hospital. W’ Il leave a man to watch him
Hut ch, you do that."

"Any preference about how | watch Jep Dee while you' re gone?" Hutch asked.

"Use your judgnent," Horst snapped. "Call the airport, sonebody."

"You have to go to Mam ," a man reminded him "to catch the regular air line."

"Then charter a fast private plane!" Horst yelled.

the man expl ained, "went to Mss Rhoda Haven, Tower

WHI LE one of his nen was finding a plane and chartering the craft, Horst paid a visit to the

cable office. He spent sonme time conposing a cabl egram which he di spatched.

The cable was in code, and there was al nost two pages of it.

The plane they rented was fast, so they ate dinner that evening in the restaurant at the airport
where they | anded on the outskirts of New York City. The dinner was grim All of themwere worried,
Horst nost of all.

They were dressed in dark, discreet business suits, the coats of which were cut full under the
arnpits so as not to reveal the firearns that rested in shoulder hol sters. They spoke little.

Two of them who had a distinct accent that marked them as South Americans, spoke not at all when
there was any stranger near enough to overhear. Horst and the other two spoke excellent English, so
much so that it was difficult, even after a conversation with them to say whether they were native
Aneri cans.

There was an air of viciousness about al nbst everything they did. They did not have to act

vi cious. They were vicious.

Fromthe airport, Horst went to the nmain New York cable office. He asked for a nessage for Jerry
Shinn, stated convincingly that this was his nane.

There was a cablegram and it was in code; had been sent fromthe South Anerican republic of

Bl anca Grande, was in answer to the nessage Horst had sent from Key West.

Ri ding uptown in a taxicab, Horst translated the cablegram It said:

GET THAT FRECKLED SHARK SKI N, THEN W PE OUT THE HAVENS AND EVERYONE CONNECTED W TH THEM

STEEL

The men gazed at the nessage dubiously.

"Cet the shark skin, eh?"

"And wi pe out the Havens."

"That |ast order," Horst said grimy, "may be easier to give than to carry out." He | eaned back
and thought in silence for a few nonents, and what he was thinki ng about nust have been unpl easant,
because he shivered.

"That Tex Haven," he said, "is an old wanpus-cat."

Chapter 111. THE DIRTY TRI CK

THE "wanpus-cat" being an inmginary creature, its exact measurenments and specifications and
qualities are necessarily indefinite. It nmay be long or short, high or low, and it may bark or new
or squall, as the circunstances require. But generally the qualifications state that it is an
eat-’'emup kind of an animal.

But it was hard to | ook at Tex Haven and inmagi ne a wanpus-cat of any ki nd.

The man | ooked nmild. He had a |long face that was as benign as the countenance of a village

parson. He had a long body that |ooked as if it had been constructed to fit inside a judge' s robes.
His teeth showed a lot, his brownish hair was always tangled, the light of sunny Ireland was al ways
in his blue eyes; and one | ooked at himand naturally expected himto | augh and chuckl e nore than he
was silent. In truth, he rarely spoke a word; and when he did, it was a | ow voi ced one.

Tex Haven spoke gently to men, spoke loudly and pleasantly to babies, and hardly ever spoke to
wonen. He kept away from hi gh wi ndows, |ooked four or five times each way before he crossed a
street. He never drank. He swore terribly. He snoked a corncob pipe.

He did not get a letter during the tinme—six weeks—he had |ived at the Tower Apartments, until the
m ssive cane fromJep Dee. Tex Haven got it out of the nmail box.

"Rhoda!" he called gently.

Hi s daughter cane.



She was a tall girl, as long and gentle-1o0oking as her father; but whereas old Tex Haven's
construction ran a bit too nuch to bones, the daughter was streanlined.

Her hair was deep and coppery and al ways perfectly waved, her eyes were gentle, her nouth sweet
and kind. There was a Madonnal i ke gentl eness about her face. She dressed well, but w th al nost
nunl i ke severity. She never drank. She swore only when it was necessary. She did not snoke, and
whenever she got hold of one of old Tex Haven's corncob pipes, she invariably took a hamrer to
it—then threw away the pieces.

"Jep Dee," Tex Haven said, and extended the letter.

Rhoda Haven read Jep Dee’s letter.

Rhoda Haven had degrees fromfour of the world s greatest universities. She had explored the Inca
country of South America, and witten a book which was used as a text by archaeol ogi sts. She had
nearly lost her life in experinments with a terrible tropic fever, and had cone out with a cure for
the fever, something that had previously baffled scientists. She had witten a treatise on
governmental administrative science that woul d probably win a Nobel prize.

A great scul ptor had said that her head was the perfect type of patrician beauty.

The president-dictator of the South American republic of Blanca Gande had offered one hundred
thousand dollars to anyone who woul d bring hi m Rhoda Haven’s head—w t hout body attached.

"FROM Key West," Rhoda Haven said of the letter, "with no name signed."

Tex Haven sucked thoughtfully on his corncob pipe.

"Be fromJep Dee, figures |like," he said.

"l think so, too."

They exami ned the shark skin. It was thin, so it nmust be the skin off a very young shark. It was
also stiff, and had a tendency to curl. The freckle spots were not regular, but scattered; sone of

themwere rather large and others were snmall. Al freckles were shades of deep-brown or bl ack.
Tex Haven said, "Mean anythin’ special to you?"
"Not a thing."

"Here, neither."

"But the note," Rhoda Haven pointed out, "says that the shark skin explains everything."

Tex Haven took his corncob pipe out of his teeth and gave it a | ook of mld reproach.

"Kinda | ooks like there m ght be a headache comin’ up," he said.

The tel ephone began to ring. It rang steadily. Tex Haven went over to it, an anbling,

peaceful -1 ooki ng tower of a man, picked up the instrument, said, "Hello, hello?" several tinmes, then
stood hol ding the instrument and | ooking mld and patient.

"Tarnatin’ thing just goes on ringin ," he said.

The tel ephone rang and rang. About five minutes later, knuckles tapped the door politely.

"Yes," Rhoda Haven said.

A voi ce outside the door said, "Tel ephone man. There’'s sonmething wong with your phone that nakes
it ring steadily. May we cone in and fix it?"

Gentl e-1o0oking old Tex Haven started to open the door.

H s daughter grabbed his arm breathed, "No!"

To the man on the other side of the door, the girl said, "Just a minute, until | get into a robe.
I"mtaking a bath."

Tex Haven knocked the fire out of his corncob, poured the snoldering tobacco into a tray, put the
pipe in his pocket.

"* Twoul d have fooled nme," he said in a voice so low that it was hardly audible.

Rhoda Haven said, "I nay be wong. But | think trouble of this kind only originates in the
mechani cal ringer at the swi tchboard. | doubt if it would be our instrunent."”

Each day since coming to the Tower Apartnents, one of their first norning acts had been to
carefully pack all their belongings in tw handbags.

Tex and Rhoda Haven noved swiftly, got the two bags, whipped to a window and went down a fire
escape. Fromthe bottomof the fire escape, they dropped into a garden where the shrubbery was thick
and where pigeons fluttered and cooed.

Three men stood up in the bushes. They held guns.

One gun-hol der said, "We figured the phone gag mi ght not work, in which case you'd maybe be goi ng
this way."

Tex Haven eyed themmldly.

"You-uns downright serious about this?" he asked.

"What do you think?" one said. "Horst sent us. W want that piece of shark skin."

Tex Haven said, "Waal, in such case—

QUI TE a nunber of people had seen old Tex Haven go into a gun fight at one tinme or another, and

not many of them had ever been able to explain where he got his guns. There was apparently some kind
of magic about it. One minute the mld-1ooking old codger’s hands woul d be enpty—next they were full
of spouting iron.

Tex Haven fired once with his right hand and once with his left. One man barked and turned around



fromthe force of a bullet in his shoulder. A second man stood for a nonment very stiff and dead, hit
bet ween the eyes, before he fell

Rhoda Haven doubl ed down, scooped a handful of soft dirt, sent it toward the face of the third
man. He snarled, tried to turn his head fromthe flying dirt and shoot the girl at the sane tine
H s shot echoes gobbled into the echoes of Tex Haven's shots. The bullet nissed the girl

Tex Haven flicked his guns at the man

A fourth man canme into the garden fifty yards away. It was Horst. He lifted a | ong-barrel ed

revol ver deliberately.

Tex Haven saw Horst aimng and suddenly flattened. The man Haven had been about to shoot ran

away. Tex Haven |l et him go; Haven seened to have nore respect for Horst’s nmarksmanship than desire
for the life of the running man

More nen cane into the garden. The place began to convul se with ripping shot crashes

Tex and Rhoda Haven crawl ed slowmy and carefully. Od Tex kept his gun ready. Neither seemed
particul ar excited, and each dragged one of the suitcases. They got behind a fountain which was
spouting three streans of water into a concrete bow that overflowed into a fake brook, that
trickled across the garden and eventually vanished into a sewer through a grille. Tex and Rhoda
Haven got into the brook, were very wet by the tine they reached the grille.

Horst and his nmen had | ost track of them Wen the Havens came up, they had the advantage of
surprise. Horst had clinbed on a garden bench, was staring. He had nerve, at least. But he flung
hinmsel f off the bench when ol d Tex Haven | eaped up and fired

Shot sound again sl ammed through the garden. Bullets knocked red dust off bricks, broke two

wi ndows, frightened the pigeons anew.

Tex and Rhoda Haven dived into a narrow passage that led to the back street. They ran down the
street

Inside the apartnment house, residents were very quiet, although occasionally one stole a furtive

|l ook froma wi ndow. A woman had been screaning, but had stopped. The snarling sirens of police cars
wer e al ready approachi ng

The Havens got into a subway and took a southbound train

THERE was no trace of excitement in the manner of Tex Haven or his daughter. Sitting beside her
suitcase, the girl idly contenplated the allurenents of a tooth paste as set forth by a car poster
and ol d Tex Haven even purchased a tabl oid newspaper froma newsboy who was working the subway
train, and calmy scanned it

Once Tex Haven said in a | ow voice, "Nobody ‘cept Jep Dee knowed we was livin' at them Tower
Apartnments. "

"Jep never told Horst," Rhoda Haven said quickly.

"Betcher life he didn't. Horst likely learned fromthat letter. He ‘peared to know a piece of
shark skin was init."

They changed subway trains three times, shifted to taxi cabs and used four different cabs

The hotel to which they went eventually was small and respectable, had a proprietor notable for
the size of his stomach and the proportions of his black nustache, who nearly fell over when he saw
his guests, then exploded a delighted, "Tex Haven, you old bobcat in a rabbit skin!"

"Professor Smith and daughter be the nanes,"” Tex Haven said mldly.

"Ch, ho! So you're charm ng snakes agai n?"

"Bein’ charmed, nore like."

The Havens were shown to a suite of two snmall roonms, which were on the upper floor so the w ndows
coul d not be shot into conveniently, and which had a handy fire escape

Tex Haven called his daughter’s attention to an itemin the tabl oid newspaper which he had bought
in the subway.

"Be a mite clearer, you read this," he said

Date-lined Key West, Florida, the newspaper itemtold of the nysterious nan naned Jep Dee, who

had been found, a torture victim on an uninhabited coral island

"Poor Jep," Rhoda Haven said in a | ow voi ce

"Looks as if," Tex Haven said, "they ketched Jep Dee."

He got out his corncob pipe and filled it with fragnents of poi sonous-I| ooki ng bl ack Scotch

t obacco which he tore, with difficulty, froma plug that was about the shape of a fountain pen, and
fully as black and hard. Then he | eaned back in a chair and | et out clouds of snoke that snelled as
if it came froma fum gator’s snudge pot. Later, he cleaned and rel oaded his guns carefully. There
were five of the guns, of assorted sizes, and carried in different places about his |long person

By that time he appeared to have finished his thinking

"Jep Dee found what himan' us are after, figures as if," he said

"Yes," said Rhoda Haven

"They kotched Jep, an’ treated himsort of poorly. W don’'t know why they treated hi mthat way,

but we m ght smack a guess."

"They were trying to make Jep tell themwhere they could find us," the girl said

"1"d smack the same guess," old Tex Haven stated mildly.



Tex dragged several seething, acid-tinted puffs of snmoke fromhis pipe, then took the corncob out
of his teeth and contenplated it |ovingly.

"Such industry needs reward, strikes me," he said.

H s daughter eyed himsharply. "Wat do you nmean?"

"Ever hear of Doc Savage?"

Doc Savage?"
Yep.

RHODA HAVEN t ook hold of her lower lip with neat white teeth. She got up, went to the w ndow,
passed a hand over her forehead, then came back. Her nmouth was grim

"Look, " she said, "when you defied the Japanese arny and they chased us all over Manchuria, |
didn't object."

"Cone to think of it," old Tex Haven admtted mldly, "you didn't."

"And when you dared the German and Italian navy and | anded a shipload of guns in Spain, | still
didn’t object."

"There for a while, |I was kinda wi shin" you had."

"The point," the girl said, "is that you could arrange for us to stage a single-handed duel wth

the U S. marines and | would string along with you."

"You're tryin to say—

"Haven't you ever heard about this Doc Savage?"

"In certain circles," Tex Haven said dryly, "nmore peopl e’ ve heard of Doc Savage than know about
Mussolini and Hitler."

"l don’t doubt it."

"Strikes me," Tex Haven said, "that in two hundred years fromnow, there'll be nore in the school
books about Doc Savage than there'll be about Mussolini and Hitler."

"Maybe. "

"WIl, if civilization advances any. Tines | doubt if it’'s gonna."

Rhoda Haven stanped a foot.

"Quit beating around the bush," she snapped, "and tell ne what you' ve got up your sleeve."
"We're going," Tex Haven said, "to do Horst and Sefior Steel a dirty trick."

"Dirty trick?"

"We're going to sick Doc Savage onto ‘em Gve ‘emsonethin’ to do besides devil us." Od Tex
Haven | ooked at his daughter and assuned the expression of a gaunt tontat surrounded by canary
feathers. "Right pert idea, don't you think?"

"Which one of us is going to sick Doc Savage onto Horst and Sefior Steel ?" Rhoda Haven denanded.
"You, | reckon. Deceivin' a man is a wonan's work."

Rhoda Haven frowned. "If | tell Doc Savage the truth, he will be likely to cut | oose on us,
instead of Horst and Steel."

O d Tex Haven grinned.

"There won’t," he said, "be a splinter of truth in anything you tell Doc Savage."

Chapter |IV. THE M SSI NG MAN

ABOUT an hour | ater, Rhoda Haven stood on the sidewalk in front of one of New York’s highest
buildings. By tilting her head back and straining her eyes, she could just discern the topnost—the
eighty-sixth floor—w ndows, partially enveloped in a | owhanging cloud. Quite a nunber of people,
she imagi ned, knew that behind those wi ndows was Doc Savage's headquarters. She, herself, had known
the fact for some nonths.

She knew that Doc Savage was an unusual man whose occupation was righting wongs and puni shing
evildoers, frequently traveling to the world's far places to do so. She had heard that Doc Savage,
sonetinmes called the "Man of Bronze," had been trained scientifically fromchildhood for his career,
trained so successfully that he was an al nost superhuman conbi nati on of inventive genius, mental

wi zard and physical giant.

Personal | y, Rhoda Haven doubted a great many things she had heard about Doc Savage. He seened too
perfect, too nmuch of a superman. She suspected a good deal of that was hokum

It was also reported that Doc Savage took no pay for punishing the evildoers and righting the
wrongs, and Rhoda Haven doubted that, too. It did not seemsensible. It was all right for men named

Gal ahad and Lancelot to ride around in nedieval literature doing such things, because they possibly
never did actually exist. In real life, people expected to get paid for what they did.

Rhoda Haven conpressed her |i ps.

"Still," she remarked, "where there is snoke, you generally find a fire."

By snmoke, she nmeant the reputation of this Doc Savage, a reputation that gave nightnmares to
crooks, international or otherw se, whenever the name of the Man of Bronze was nentioned. She knew
that mention of Doc Savage really scared certain kinds of people. She had seen it happen.

Rhoda Haven entered the skyscraper |obby, which was as vast as the interior of sone cathedrals,



and took an elevator that travel ed upward so swiftly that she had to swallowwildly to equalize the
pressure agai nst her eardruns. She found herself standing in a corridor which had one door, an
unobtrusi ve, bronze-col ored panel lettered sinply:

CLARK SAVAGE, Jr.

At |least," Rhoda Haven said with some approval, "he doesn’t put on nuch of a show "

As a matter of fact, she had heard that Doc Savage dodged newspaper publicity so assiduously that
it was al nobst inpossible for a reporter to get an interviewwth him

"l wonder," she added, "if he believes fenale |ies?"

She knocked on the door.

The door was opened by a man who bore a striking |ikeness to an extrenely | ong skel eton coated

wi th sone sunburned hide.

"Consoci ati ve accol ades, " he remarked.

"l hope," Rhoda Haven said, "that you' re not Doc Savage!"

"An apocryphal herneneutic," said the long string of bones.

"Eh?"

"A corrigendum"”

Rhoda Haven narrowed one eye.

"l must have got off on the wong floor," she said. "I wasn’t looking for a walking dictionary."
Wth some evidence of reluctance, the string of bones |apsed into ordinary words.
"l amtrying to explain that you have made a mistake," he said. "I amnot Doc Savage. | am

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn."

"And what el se," Rhoda Haven inquired, "m ght you be?"

"One of Doc Savage’'s associates, or assistants, or whatever you would call the five of us who
work with the bronze nan."

W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN st ood back politely for the young woman to enter, and she did so. The
roominto which she cane was equi pped with a large inlaid table, a very big safe, and a scattering
of confortabl e | eather-upholstered furniture. It appeared to be a reception room

The roomwas not as interesting as the man who had opened the door. Rhoda Haven stared at him
"Revel atory peroration is ultrapropitious,” he stated.

Rhoda Haven bl i nked.

"When they nade you," she said, "they nust not have had any materials |eft but bones and big
wor ds. "

"A del eteri ous—

"\Woa! " said Rhoda Haven. "What do | do to persuade you to use little words?"

"You just explain who you are," WIliam Harper Littlejohn said, again reluctantly using snall
words, "and state your business."

"My nanme is Mary Morse," said Rhoda Haven.

" And—

"l canme here to see Doc Savage."

"\Npy 2"

"That," the girl said, "is sonething | will only tell to Doc Savage."

"l see. Well, good-by."

"What do you mean—good- by?"

"Doc Savage isn’'t available. He is missing. He frequently becones m ssing, and none of us know
where he is. It happens often enough that we do not get alarned. Furthernore, when he isn't here, he
just isn't here; and we have no way of getting in touch with him"

Having ridded hinmself of this explanation with an air of injury at having to use such small
words, WIlliamHarper Littlejohn turned to the inlaid table and picked up a massive book titled,
"I nfluence of Lepidoptera on Ancient Decorative Design," which he appeared to have been readi ng.
Rhoda Haven said, "I need help."

"Eh?"

"My life is in danger."

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn put down the | arge book.

"Why didn’t you," he said, "say so in the first place?" He took the girl’s arm led her to a
chair. It was a very massive chair, and apparently extrenely heavy. At least, it would not budge
when the girl hitched at the chair to nove it. She let the chair remain where it was.

"What is the trouble?" asked WIIliam Harper Littlejohn.

"Sonme nmen are trying to kill ne and ny father," Rhoda Haven sai d.

"\ 2"

"We don't know. "

"Who are the men who want you dead?"

"W don't have any idea," Rhoda Haven said, and | ooked as if she were telling the truth.

W1 1liam Harper Littlejohn wore, attached to his coat |apel by a dark ribbon, a nonocle. He never
put this in his eye, and a second gl ance woul d di sclose that the nonocle was really a strong



magni fying gl ass. Now he absent-mindedly whirled the nonocle around by its ribbon.

"Just a nonent," he said.

He passed through another door. This admitted himto the Doc Savage library, a | arge room crowded
with cases that were in turn jamed w th books, nobst of themscientific tones.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn nade sure the girl was renmining behind. Then he went close to a large
bookcase, which was really a panel that could be swung outward and reveal a niche in which a man
m ght remain confortably seated wi thout his presence being suspected by anyone who ni ght pass
through the library.

"Doc?" said WIliamHarper Littlejohn in a | ow voi ce.

THE voi ce which answered frominside the hidden niche was deep, and al though controlled down to a
whi sper, it gave an inpression of renarkabl e power.

"Yes, Johnny," it said.

Johnny used small words—he al ways used snmall ones when tal king to Doc Savage, for some reason or

ot her—and asked, "I had our visitor sit down in the chair that's wired up with our new lie detector.
I's the gadget working all right? You' re watching the various indicator dials in there, aren’'t you?"
"It seens to be working," replied the striking voice of the man inside the niche.

"Has the girl told the truth?"

"Only once," Doc Savage said. "And that was when she said some nen were trying to kill herself

and her father."

"Do you want to go in and talk to her, Doc?"

"No. You do that."

" But —*
"And if she thinks she needs help, you mght as well help her."
Johnny asked, "Shall | call in Mnk and Han? They're the only two nenbers of our gang that are in

town. Renny and Long Tom are in Czechoslovakia trying to build a damand electrify it."

"Monk and Ham woul d want you to call them™"

"I"ll say they would. But | hate to think about the way they' ||l squabble. This girl is pretty.
Every tine she snmiles at Monk, he'll have to fight Ham and vice versa"

"Call them anyway."

"All right," Johnny said. "But what are you going to be doi ng?"

"I will try," Doc Savage explained, "to think of sonething."

W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN rej oi ned Rhoda Haven in the reception roomw th a big smle and the
request, "Call me Johnny. Everyone does."

"I will," the girl said, "if you prom se to use small words."

"Now just what has happened to nmake you think your life is in danger?"

"Sone nen," Rhoda Haven expl ained, "attacked us in our roons at the Tower Apartnents. W escaped
down the fire escape. There was a shooting affray in the garden where they tried to head us off, but
we got away."

"1’ m superanal gamated if |-+ nean, | don't see why you didn't go to the police."

Rhoda Haven knotted and unknotted her handkerchi ef, and worked her nmouth, |ooking very scared.
For a girl who had behaved in her calmfashion during the gun fight, she | ooked very frightened

i ndeed.

"I"'mafraid," she said, "that one or nore of our attackers were killed in the garden."

"They were?"

"Yes. The police would put us in jail for it, we were afraid.”

"And you don't deserve to go to jail?"

"Ch, no indeed."

"I n that case," Johnny said, "I'll have to help you."

He got up—he had been in shirt sleeves—and put on his coat, which fit himw th about the sane
effect as a flag draped about the top of a flagpole on a w ndless day. He | ooked al nbost conpletely
like a scarecrow. Certainly he did not resenble one of the npbst eminent living authorities on the
subj ects of archaeol ogy and geol ogy. He gave his nonocle-magnifier a flourish, bowed | ow—pretty
girls were not without their effect upon hi mto Rhoda Haven, and escorted the young lady to the
street.

"Primgenously, we colligate ancillary—

"You prom sed,” Rhoda Haven said, "to stop using such words."

Johnny nodded reluctantly.

"First," he said, "we collect help in the shape of Monk and Ham "

"l never heard of Mnk and Ham"

"Most peopl e,” Johnny said, "have trouble keeping fromhearing them"

They got into a taxicab and drove off.

A man who had been standing on the sidewal k, taking candi d-camera shots of pedestrians and

passi ng out coupons which entitled the receiver to a picture providing the coupon and twenty-five
cents were mailed in, came to sudden life. He was a short, swarthy man, rather well-dressed for an



itinerant photographer.

He ran to a parked car which had another dark nan at the wheel.

"Fol | ow that cab!" he barked.

"The girl—=

"She went to Doc Savage. Horst nust be a mind reader."

The car—+t was a rent-a-car sedan—snooped downtown after the cab, and the two swarthy occupants
of the machine watched Wl liam Harper Littlejohn and Rhoda Haven enter a tall office building near
the Wall Street district.

"Better call Horst," one said.

The other man got out of the car, hurried to a tel ephone. He said, "Horst, what in the devil ever
made you suspect the Haven girl would go to Doc Savage?"

Horst swore. "Did she?"

"Not hi ng el se but."

Horst swore sone nore, said, "I figured old Tex Haven was fox enough to try to sick sonebody

el se’s dog onto us. And this Doc Savage was the logical dog. For a long tine, we’'ve been afraid
soneone woul d set himon us."

"You nean this Doc Savage is tough?"

"Haven't you heard of him you fool ?"

"I . . . uh—=

"Where is the girl now?"

"She canme out of the building with the | ongest and skinni est guy you ever saw—

"That one is Johnny Littlejohn, who is famous for archaeol ogy, geol ogy and big words."

"And they went downtown and entered an office buildi ng—=

"What address?"

The man furnished Horst with the address.

Horst cursed a third tine, said, "There is where Monk Mayfair, the chemi st of Doc Savage’'s
organi zation, has his lab. They' ve gone to get Mnk."

"What do we do?"

"Get them Take them prisoners. | don't care how you do it, but get it done."

"How, " the man asked, "will | know this Mnk Myfair?"

"Just look at him™" Horst snarl ed.

Chapter V. | MPULSIVE MR HENRY PEACE

ANDREW BLODGETT-MONK—MVAYFAI R was never m staken for any other person. Upon occasion, when Mnk

was seen in dark alleys and other spots where visibility was poor—there had been one particul ar
occasi on when he was swimming nude in a tropical river—he had been mi staken for an ape. So definite
was the resenbl ance that, on the sw nmm ng-in-the-jungle instance, a specinen-collecting naturali st
had shot at himrepeatedly with a rifle that fired mercy bullets.

Monk’ s face was fabul ously honely, but fortunately it was a pleasant kind of honeliness. Dogs
wagged tails at him and children, who logically could have been expected to be frightened to death
at sight of such a face, chuckled in delight. Babies al ways cooed and wanted to snmack Mnk’s nose
with their little fists, although nmuch larger fists had al ready knocked the nose rather flat, as
wel | as nade sone pernanent changes in the shapes of Mnk's ears.

Furthernore, there was sone quality about the face that seened to fascinate pretty girls. By
grinning, smrking and crinkling his small eyes, Mnk inmagi ned he coul d increase his appeal.

He grinned, smrked and crinkled for Rhoda Haven.

The di splay noved Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey—Ham-Brooks to make a renark.

"The nore | see of you," Hamsaid, "the nore |'mrem nded of a fanpus scientist."

"Who?"

"Darwi n," Ham sai d.

Monk bl oated indignantly. "Say, that’s the guy who thought nen cane from nonkeys."

The pair scow ed at each ot her.

Ham Brooks was a wiry nan, wi de-shouldered, with an orator’s |arge nouth, a high forehead—a nman
who was as conpl etely Mnk’'s opposite as one could be. He carried an innocent-| ooking, dark sword
cane. He dressed al ways—he changed clothes a dozen tines daily, if necessary, to be properly garbed
for each different occasion or activity—n the npst expensive and correct of attire fashioned by the
nost fanous tailors. In fact, tailors had been known to furtively follow himdown a street, just to
wat ch cl ot hes being worn as they shoul d be.

Ham Br ooks | ooked what he was, one of the nobst astute | awyers Harvard had ever produced—n

contrast to Monk, who was one of the greatest living industrial chemsts, and didn't look it at all.
"Who, " Rhoda Haven asked Ham "are you?"

Monk said, "He's an overdressed shyster |awyer naned Ham Brooks, and while | hate to be

di sagreeably frank to another man’s face, you want to watch him He conmes froma long |line of
ancestors who were not to be trusted. They were | awyers."

"Listen," Ham snapped, "ny famly springs fromthe best stock around Boston."

"My fam |y never sprang from anybody!" Mnk said. "They sprang at ‘eml"



WH LE Monk and Ham hal ved their time inpartially between scowing, giving each other man-eating
glares, and smling with utnost pleasantness at Rhoda Haven, the girl told the same story which she
had earlier given to Johnny. The story fromwhich nuch truth was m ssing. The tal e about persons
unidentified attacki ng her and her father at Tower Apartnents for reasons unknown. She lied nicely
t hr oughout

Johnny said, "The thing for us to do is go to Tower Apartnents and see if we can pick up the
assailants’ trail."’

"You' re very nice to help me," Rhoda Haven said delightedly.

They had held the conference in Mnk’s penthouse, which was also his chemical |aboratory, as well
as an exanpl e of what a garish inmagination could do with nodernistic decoration

"Wait'll | get ny pig," Mnk said, and called, "Habeas! Habeas Corpus!"

Habeas Corpus was a shote with long | egs, w ng-sized ears, and a snout built for inquiring into
the bottons of tin cans. Habeas was an Arabi an hog, of indefinite age, who probably would never get
any |l arger than he was—about the proportions of an average-sized bulldog. He was Mnk's pet

Habeas appeared, acconpani ed by Chem stry, who was Hanis pet

Monk didn't care for Chemistry, probably because Chenmistry was a chi npanzee—f not a chinp, then
sone nmenber of the baboon fam |y—which bore a disquieting |ikeness to Monk hinmself. Seen far apart
so that they could not be distinguished by size—€hem stry cane little above Mink’s knees—there was
likely to be confusion of identity.

Monk quarrel ed continually with Ham Habeas Corpus squabbl ed perpetually with Chem stry.

"Let us," Johnny said, "extravasate."

Monk translated, "He neans let’'s go to the Tower Apartnents."

They extravasated to the penthouse el evator and eventually out on the sidewal k.

"We'l| take a taxicab," Ham said

Wiile they were looking for a taxicab to flag, a nman approached

The man wore overalls, carried a huge paper-w apped package on one shoulder. H's face was soiled
A closer scrutiny woul d have shown that he was the sane man who had been taki ng si dewal k phot ogr aphs
in front of Doc Savage's headquarters skyscraper. Unfortunately, no one gave himthe closer
scrutiny.

The man fell down. Flat on his face, he flopped. Directly in front of Mk, Ham Johnny and Rhoda
Haven. The man hit the sidewal k hard, and the box he was carrying hit even harder

The box burst. Fumes came out. The vapor was the color of the insides of rotten eggs

The fallen man took told of his nmouth and nose with both hands and pinched, so he coul d not

br eat he

Monk, Ham Johnny, Rhoda Haven—all stared in astonishment until the funes cane up and envel oped
them and were breathed into their lungs, when they realized what was happeni ng—knew that the vapor
was gas—after which they ran in different directions, but blindly, bunping into things

From assorted hiding places nearby cane four nen who wore gas nasks and carried bl ackjacks, and a
fifth man who drove a bakery delivery truck

The gas-nasked nen with the bl ackj acks sl ugged Monk, Ham Johnny and Rhoda Haven to the sidewal k
They | oaded the senseless forms into the bakery truck

By that time, there was a good deal of excitenent around about, what with pedestrians who had

wal ked into the tear gas, and people yelling for cops. But the bakery truck got away.

WHEN Monk was able to sit up, he felt of his left eye, and having had bl ack eyes before, he knew
its condition

"Gave you a bl ack eye," Ham said

"They must have," Mnk admitted. "I don’t renenber fighting for it."

"That tear gas was a nice trick."

"N ce enough,"” Mnk snarled, "that |I'mgonna pull sone |legs and arns off sone bodies."

"Don’t be inpulsive," advised one of the four nmen who had worn gas masks

The vanlike inside of the bakery truck was |arger than a casual exterior glance indicated. The
four forner gas-mask wearers stood in strategic corners holding |arge and unquestionably efficient
revol vers

The man who had dropped the gas package sat on the floor near the prisoners and rubbed his

| eaki ng eyes. Monk gave hima kick. The man yel ped, whi pped out a knife, stabbed the floor where
Monk’ s | eg had been an instant before

Monk howl ed di sagreeabl y—his fights were al ways noi sy—and took the knife-w el der by the throat
with a pair of rusty-haired hands that could straighten horseshoes

A man stepped forward, smacked a revol ver down on Mnk’'s bull et-shaped head. Mnk dropped

"Hell, shoot himif he cuts up again," another man advised. "People will think the notor
backfired."

There was silence, and no action except the junping around of the truck as it noved fast. Judging
fromthe lack of traffic noises, they were outside the city, and on a country road not too well
mai ntained. Only twice did cars pass them one of these blow ng several tinmes for a share of the



road, which nust have been narrow, judging fromthe swearing their drivers did. Finally the car
st opped.

One of the men got out.

Five minutes later, he put his head back in the truck.

"a d honmestead sure gone to hell since | was raised here," he said. "But nobody ain't ever filled
up the old cistern.”

"Cistern?" Ham sai d.

"Deep, lined with old brick, and easy to cave in," said the man. "Wth |large green toads in the
bottom "

"Any wat er?" another man asked.

"Hell, don’t need water. We can use a knife on themfirst."

The prisoners were now tied with white cotton rope, while the men stood by with ready guns.
They were dragged out of the bakery truck, whereupon they saw a very seedy-looking farm the
principal crop on which seenmed to be five-foot-high weeds. The house, two stories, was |eaning
sout hward, and the barn had apparently laid down years ago. Both buil dings were m nus about
everything that could be pried off.

The man had renoved old rotting boards fromthe top of the cistern. The captives were dragged
cl ose enough that they could snell odor—probably of unfortunately curious rabbits—that came out of
t he dept hs.

"You've got," growl ed the man who seened to be spokesnman, "one chance to eat dinner tonight."
"What’s that?" Ham asked.

"Prove to us that there’'s no need of killing you."

Ham | ooked at the nman indignantly. "How do you expect us to prove something we don’t know? W
never saw you thugs before. W have no idea why you seized us."

"You haven’t?"

"No. "
"It was because you were with this girl," the man explained. "Now that we’'re being frank, suppose
you answer a question for nme."

" Shoot . "

"How much do you know? How much has ol d Tex Haven and the girl here found out? How nmuch has Jep
Dee told thenP"

Ham said, "Wio is Jep Dee?"

"I's that your answer?"

"The answer," Ham snapped, "is that we're conpletely puzzled. The girl just said nysterious nmen
were trying to kill her and her father, and she wanted us to protect her."

Rhoda Haven sai d disgustedly, "And you can see how nuch protecting they did."

The girl, considering their situation, was remarkably calm Mich nore so, in fact, than either
Ham Monk or Johnny; and they were accustoned to danger, having faced it with spasnodi c frequency
during the time they had been associated with Doc Savage. They also |iked excitement, it probably
bei ng the strongest bond which held themto Doc Savage, next to an intense admiration for the
capacity and character of the Man of Bronze. But they had an enbarrassed suspicion that the girl was
the cal mest of themall.

They were beginning to see that Rhoda was a very remarkable girl.

"They don’t know anything," the questioning captor decided suddenly. "The girl didn't tell them
the truth. It’s like Horst figured. She and old Tex Haven just tried to sick Doc Savage onto us."
"So now we do what ?"

"Into the cistern with them"

"We could just as well have taken a machine gun to them when they canme out of that office

bui | di ng near Wall Street."

"Hell, we had to | earn how nmuch they knew, didn't we? Gve a hand."

They darted for Monk first, probably because he had made the npbst trouble. They had enough
respect for Monk's fighting potentialities that all of them gathered around for the task of throw ng
himinto the well.

The big red-haired stranger nust have decided this was his opportunity. Because now he canme out
of the weeds. He did not nmake nuch noi se.

The red-haired newconer had two men disarned practically before they knew he was with them After
that, there was no doubt about his presence.

THE fiery-haired stranger dived into the cluster of men surroundi ng Monk. Bl ow sounds, bleats of
pain, profane yells, ripping clothes noise junped out of what soon becane a large ball of arnms and
| egs and dust.

The stranger was big, much bigger than any man in the group. H's shoul ders were w de; his hips
were lean. His strength seened to flow as lightning. H's actions were as flaming as the red of his
hair.

H's grin was big and cheerful through all. If he | aughed once during the fray, he | aughed a dozen
times. Which nmeant that he | aughed often, because it did not |ast |ong.



H s eyes were blue. Hs teeth were white. H's nose had a few freckles. H s red hair needed
cutting, and was tousled this way and that on his head.

Wien he waded out of the nél ée, wal king on two stupefied faces as he did so, he carried all their
guns. Hi s hands were very |arge, but the guns nade al nbst nore than handful s, even hanging on his
fingers by the trigger guards.

He ained at a man and shot.

Certainly he was no gunman. He was terrible. He m ssed a man he could al nost have hit with his
fist. H's target got up and ran. He shot again and m ssed that man, too, and the fell ow got up and
ran, maki ng dog-yel p sounds of terror as he went away.

The red-headed stranger did some nore shooting, and his untouched targets did nmore running. By
the time he had enptied one gun—hitting nobody—all Horst's nmen had departed |ike shot-at rabbits
into the tall weeds.

The fiery-haired giant kept on pointing guns which banged |oudly and futilely.

"Drab nab it!" said the redhead cheerfully. "I keep mssin ‘em"

Rhoda Haven nade whi zzi ng sounds of disgust. "Such shooting!"

"I ain't so hot at puttin’ holes in guys," said the red-headed young nman.

"You couldn't," said the girl, "hit the side of a barn!"

"I sure like to hit “emwith ny fists, however," the redhead advised.

The big stranger’s attack, the routing of Horst’'s men, had happened so fast that the dust had not
settled. But now the dust blew away and Monk, who had partly served as a platformfor the fight,
stopped how i ng and groaning. He sat up. H's small eyes batted at the stranger.

"Who are you?" Mnk demanded.

"Henry Peace."

" Peace?"

"Don’t," said the redhead, "let the nane m slead you."

"WHAT are you doi ng here?" Mnk rapped.

"That m ght be ny business.”

"Huh?"

"If you had kept that nose out of other people’ s business," said Henry Peace, "it mght not | ook
so funny."

"What's the matter with ny nose?" Mnk yell ed.

"Looks like sonmething the cat gnawed on," Henry Peace said. "And don't yell at ne."

Monk was a man who fornmed sudden and violent |ikes and dislikes. Apparently he had acquired a

| arge, instantaneous dislike for Henry Peace.

"If somebody will take these ropes off me," Mnk bellowed, "I'Il show you that | can yell at
anybody, and they' Il like it!"

The exhibition that foll owed, under the circunstances, was probably childish; under other
circunstances it mght conceivably have been comical. Henry Peace untied Monk. Mnk got up, squared
off with his fists, and was pronptly knocked flat on his back by Henry Peace.

Henry Peace then picked Monk up with renmarkabl e ease and hurled himinto the npst convenient
clunp of weeds. Mnk lay there, how ed, kicked, tried to get breath back.

Henry Peace | ooked at Ham and Long Tom

"l don't |ike you guys, either!" he said.

He untied Ham exanmined Hanis perfectly tailored coat with di sapproval, then took hold of the
coat tails and tore it up the back. Ham screaned rage.

Ham was a skilled boxer of the stand-off-and-jab-'emblind school. He started to use his

techni que on Henry Peace. A split-second later, to his bew |derment, he was sprawl ed in the weeds
near Monk.

Henry Peace untied WIliam Harper Littlejohn, picked himup and threw himin the weeds, before
Johnny coul d get organized.

“I"1l be superanal gamated!" Johnny gasped.

"That’s a good word to run away with," Henry Peace said.

Monk got up, showed renewed fight intentions.

"Drag it," Henry Peace ordered. "Vanobose! Beat it! Scraml Make tracks!"

The ol d cistern had been surrounded with a coping of bricks, and this had disintegrated with the
years; so that a nunber of bricks were scattered handily. Henry Peace began picking up this Irish
confetti and heaving it at Mnk, Ham and Johnny.

Havi ng narrowl y escaped being hit by several bricks, Ham and Johnny took their flight. Mnk
reluctantly followed them

"I can throw a brickbat," they heard Henry Peace say proudly, "straighter than | can shoot a

gun. "
Havi ng reached safety sone di stance away i n the weeds, Mnk, Ham and Johnny held a conference.
"When | get hold of that red-headed guy," Mnk growl ed, "I’ m gonna nassacre him"

"You al ready had hold of himonce," Ham remn nded.
Monk gl ar ed.



Johnny, big words apparently knocked out of him said, "I think we better try to trail those guys
who were going to throw us in the cistern.”

"But the girl—
"If that red-headed guy can't protect her, nobody can,"” Johnny stated. "Anyway, if we go back
there, we’'ll just waste time fighting him"

"Henry Peace," Hamadmitted, "didn't seemto like us."
They wandered of f through the weeds, seeking the trail of Horst's nen.

Chapter VI. THE NOSE BUMPER

HENRY PEACE stood with a brick in each hand and peered at the weeds hopefully.

"Looks like the excitenent’s played out," he said in a regretful tone.

Rhoda Haven, still tied on the ground, |ooked as if she wanted to forcibly relieve her rescuer of
a fistful of red hair.

"Does it occur to you," she said violently, "to untie me?"

"Sure. That occurred to nme back near Vall Street."

"Near Wall Street?"

"Yep. Wien | seen you grabbed. | was |ookin' at you when that fellow fell down on purpose and
broke the tear-gas bottle in his package. | seen ‘emgrab you. So, thinks I, as long as |I’'m not
doing nothing, | mght as well pitch in and rescue you."

"l see."

"Anyway, | was in love with you."

"You what ?" Rhoda Haven gasped.

"Smitten. Bit. By the |love-bug." The red-headed young man’s grin winkled his freckled nose.
"Soon as | saw you."

Rhoda Haven squirnmed, snapped, "Untie these ropes!"

"Don’t you think | done me a nice job trailin’ themfellows?" Henry Peace asked. "Lucky | had nme
a car handy."

"Are you, or aren't you—

"Sure, sure. Keep your jaw still a minute, and | wll."

Rhoda Haven hel d her tongue with sone effort while the | arge young nan took his tine untying her.
The frankly admiring way in which he | ooked her over caused her teeth to nake faint grinding noises.
"Say, |’'ve got good taste, don’t you think?" Henry Peace asked cheerfully.

"What do you nean?"

"In picking you to fall in love with."
Rhoda Haven knotted small fists.
"You affect nme," she said, "like the ocean.”

"You nean because |'m awe-inspiring, and toss things around?" said Henry Peace.

"No. You make ne sick."

Big Henry Peace’s freckled grin renai ned undi sturbed. "You' Il change for the better. | grow on
people.”

Rhoda Haven | ooked hi mup and down frostily, nade a half-admring nental note that if he grew
much nore, they would have to start naki ng doors wi der at shoul der height. She kept any trace of
admration off her patrician features, however.

"Just who are you?" she asked.

"Henry Peace. But don't let the nane fool =

"You said that once. | don't care anything about your nane. What is your business?"

"Right now, it’'s rescuing you."

"And after that?"

A big grin cane over Henry Peace’'s sunny face.

"Marrying you," he said.

Rhoda Haven controlled an inpulse to see how hard she could hit himin the eye.

"How do you make a living?" she asked, holding to her patience.

"Sometimes | don't," Henry Peace admitted cheerfully. “I'ma guy with a hobby instead of an
occupation. The hobby is hangi ng bl ack eyes on people | don't like."

Rhoda Haven consi dered for a nonent.

"Am1," she inquired, "going to be infested by you?"

"You ain't gonna get rid of ne, if that's what you nean."

Rhoda Haven sighed, shrugged her shoul ders, nodded—all three gestures indicating that she had
surrendered to the inevitable.

Next, the young wonman wal ked over to the cistern, |ooked into the depths—emtted a strangled cry
of horror. She drew back fromthe cistern nouth, trenbling. Her whole manner radiated horror.
Henry Peace, rushing forward, said, "Don't get the shakes! Nobody’'s going to throw you in there
now. "

Rhoda Haven, trenbling nore than before, pointed at the cistern.

There were gasps between her words. "There's already someone . . . down there!" she choked.
Henry Peace rushed to the cistern, |ooked, and because it was dark in the depths, got down on all



fours the better to peer.

Rhoda Haven put a foot against the handiest portion of his anatony and shoved. Henry Peace

managed to turn, clutch the edge of the cistern with his hands, hang there. Rhoda Haven cal my ki cked
his fingers | oose.

Henry Peace fell into the cistern, which was not very deep. Judging fromthe volume of the young
man’ s indignant roars, he was unharned.

"We're going to see," Rhoda Haven said grinmly, "who gets rid of who."

WHEN Rhoda Haven wal ked into the small hotel where she and her father had established thensel ves,
old Tex Haven got away fromthe fire escape near which he had been standing. He wore his snoking
jacket, a heavily brocaded, very el aborate Chinese nandarin’s robe which had been in his possession
for years—n fact had been given to himby the Korean enperor before the Japanese took possession of
that country. He was particularly satisfied with his corncob pipe, and funes fromthe thing had the
hotel suite snelling as if a poison-gas shell had expl oded.

"Reckon you nmade out right pert at sickin’ Doc Savage and his nen on Horst and Sefior Steel ?" he
asked.

Rhoda Haven went to a mirror, with fem nine concern over her appearance, and exam ned herself.

Then she went over and dropped in a chair.

"When | was a kid," she said, "I took a stick and poked it in a hornets’ nest."

"There's smarter things to do," old Tex Haven said.

"What we’' ve done today," his daughter told him "anpunts to the sane thing."

" Eh?"

She tol d himwhat had happened. Her voice was di sgusted when she expl ai ned that Horst had been
clever enough to divine that they would attenpt to invol ve Doc Savage. Wien she cane to the
appearance of Henry Peace, she crackl ed rage.

"The bi g red-headed hooligan," she said, "seened to expect ne to fall on his neck."

"Can't blame him?"

"Wll, | didn't care for his manner."

"‘Pears you're a mte prejudiced. Mnd explainin" what was wong with his manner?"

"He wanted to marry ne."

"That," said old Tex Haven, "sure don’'t prove he was crazy."

"Yes, but he told ne his intentions thirty seconds after he nmet ne."

"Reckon you never seen a sparrow after a bug," Tex Haven said. "A sparrow don't waste no tine."
"“I"mthe bug, eh?"

Tex Haven took his pipe out of his teeth, contenplated it, rubbed his jaw.

"Last you seed of Doc Savage’'s nmen, they was bein’ run into the weeds by this Henry Peace?" he
asked.

"Yes."
"Likely as not, they' |l start followin Horst's nen."
"They're fools if they don’t. Horst’s men were going to kill them"

O d Tex Haven took a long, luxuriant drag of vile smoke out of his corncob pipe, released it to
further befoul the air of the room and smacked his |ips.

"We canme out all right, figures as if," he said. "W hankered for Doc Savage to take after Horst.
He's after “im"

"H's men are.”

"Sane thing."

"Whi ch brings us around,"” Rhoda Haven said grinmy, "to what we do next, whatever it is."

Tex Haven went to the wi ndow shade and pulled it down. The bit of shark skin, which had been
rolled up in the shade, fluttered out. He caught it.

"Jep Dee sent us this for a reason, strikes ne," he said. "Jep Dee ain't the boy to do things

wi t hout reason."

H s daughter took the piece of dry, freckled-looking hide and scrutinized it thoughtfully. She
felt of it, held it up to the light, shook her head.

"Beats nme," she said.

There was a knock on the door.

Tex Haven blinked, nmuttered, "Last tinme sonebody knocked on the door, hell broke |oose."

He hastily rolled the bit of freckled shark skin up inside the w ndow shade.

Then he | ooked at his daughter.

"You positive," he asked, "that nobody could ve foll owed you back fromthat place where they was
gonna throw you in the cistern?"

"Positive," Rhoda Haven said firnmy.

The room was L-shaped. O d Tex Haven got at the angle of the L, stood there where his hands coul d
get at his guns freely. He knew, fromthe construction of the hotel, that there was a steel beam at
the angle of the L, which would stop bullets.

Rhoda Haven got out on the fire escape.

The knuckl es banged the door again.



"Cone in," Tex Haven call ed.
Henry Peace brought his big, freckled grin into the room

OLD Tex Haven was standi ng sl ack-shoul dered and sl eepy—his deadliest attitude, incidentally. H's

l ong jaw sagged, his corncob fell out of his teeth, and one of his palns cupped instinctively and
caught it.

"Drat it!" he said.

Henry Peace squinted at him "What’'s the idea? Ain"t | wel cone?"

O d Tex Haven swal | owed, apparently could think of nothing to say.

"Where's ny fiancée?" asked Henry Peace.

"Your what ?"

"My future wi fe—your daughter," Henry Peace expl ai ned.

Rhoda Haven canme in from her hiding place, her heels tapping the floor angrily.

"I"mgetting tired of that wife stuff!" she snapped. "The nore | see of you, the less | can
stomach you. In fact, you distinctly irritate nme."

"Them pai ns you feel," Henry Peace assured her, "are probably the sprouting of a great |ove."
Rhoda Haven turned angrily to her father. Knowing old Tex as she did, she thought it mght be a
good idea to explain again that she felt that it was inpossible for Henry Peace to have foll owed her
here.

She said, "This air-mnded tranp couldn' t—=

"Ai r-mnded—nothing!" Henry Peace interrupted. "I hate airplanes."

"What | neant is that you have air where a mind should be,"” the girl explained carefully.

Henry Peace | ooked so indignant that old Tex Haven chuckl ed gently. That chuckle turned out to be
an error—+t distracted his attention. Too, he hadn’t expected Henry Peace to junmp him which was
what happened. They hit the floor. Tex Haven's bony frame nade a sound sonewhat as if an arml oad of
stove wood had been dropped.

Tex wrapped | ong, bony arnms and | egs, octopus fashion, around Henry Peace.

"l sure hates," he said, "to enbarrass a young | ad who thinks he's handy."

He tightened the grip, his ropy old nuscles rolling sonething like a jungle snake starting to
swal | ow a pig.

Henry Peace at once enmitted several yelps of pain.

O d Tex Haven had at one tinme spent sone nonths in a Japanese prison, and his cellmate had been a
Japanese strangler who, as jujitsu expert, was probably the greatest ever to live. The Jap strangler
woul d have been worl d-fanmous, except for a failing for getting into fights in which he choked his
opponents to death. Fromthe N pponese, Tex Haven had | earned about all that could be | earned of the
art of admi nistering agony.

Al so, age had not weakened the wirelike ropes that served Tex as nuscles. The years, if anything,
had i nproved them

The two men went around and around on the floor. A table upset. Henry Peace gave nore pain yips.
Then Henry Peace began taking hold of old Tex Haven in various strange ways. Tex started

squawki ng |i ke a sage hen. Tex had been showing great willingness to mix it with the |arge,

red- headed young man.

Now Tex showed great willingness to |l et |oose of Henry Peace. He had, he was discovering, caught
a Tartar.

The two suddenly separated and got up, scow ed at each other with nutual respect. Henry Peace had
possession of all Tex Haven's guns.

"Standin’ there, all ready to shoot, when | canme in, wasn't you?" Henry Peace asked. "I didn't

l'i ke that none."

Rhoda Haven frowned at her bony parent, said, "You nust be slipping, dad."

"Not slippin," Tex denied. "I just got me a hold on a right tolerable man."

"He's a clown!" Rhoda said, and sniffed.

Henry Peace, having rubbed various parts of his anatony which probably hurt, grinned cheerfully
at the Havens.

"I"mbeginnin’ to think you' re gonna nmake a better daddy-in-law than | expected," he said.

HAVI NG ri dded hinself of that declaration, Henry Peace pulled down his sleeves, straightened his
coat and felt of one of his ears again to be sure it had not been pulled off. Then he gravely shook
hands with old Tex and his daughter. The latter showed no enthusiasm

"What's the idea of this hand-shaki ng?" Tex Haven asked.

"You were shaking the hand," Henry Peace expl ai ned, "of your new partner."

Tex j unped.

What ?" he yel | ed.

Henry Peace grinned at the gaunt old hell-raiser and soldier of fortune. "l've heard plenty about
you. "

"You heared of me?" Tex asked dubiously. "Warn't nothin' degradin', if war true."



"I"ve heard," said Henry Peace, "that you and this daughter of yours—ny future breakfast

conpani on—Aake yoursel ves about over a mllion dollars a year, one way or another. | heard, too,
that you always turn right around and lose it. That’'s where |'mgoin’ to be different. | ain’t gonna
| ose ny share.”

O d Tex Haven got out his corncob pipe and |ooked at it as if it had betrayed him

"And what woul d you cal cul ate your share?" he asked mldly.

"One third."

"Third of what?"

"That is what you can now tell me," Henry Peace said.

O d Tex Haven nmade faces and snorting sounds, and continued to eye his corncob pipe as if it had
suddenl y poi soned him

"Ain't nothin to tell," he said.

"You nean," said Henry Peace skeptically, "that you're entirely innocent of schenes?"
"Yep.

"You ain’t doin’ nothin' that you wouldn't describe to a policenan?"

"Nope. "

"About that, we'll see."

Henry Peace went to a window and lifted it. The tops of trees were thick outside, but through
them he coul d see a policeman standing on the sidewal k at the end of the block. Henry Peace raised
his voice. The policeman | ooked as if he were having a dull afternoon.

"Hel p, help," yelled Henry Peace. "Police! Help! Mrder! Bandits!"

The cop junped. But his junp was nothing to the one Tex Haven gave.

"You durn fool!" Tex yell ed.
"He's crazy!" snapped Rhoda Haven. "I told you so. Renenber?"
Henry Peace stood still, grinned big.

The Havens flung a gl ance at the w ndow shade which held the shark skin. They glared at Henry
Peace.

The young man with the red hair and the freckl es showed no inclination to do anything except
stand and grin.

The Havens snatched their ready-packed suitcases, rushed for a back-w ndow fire escape. They

vani shed down the fire escape.

Wen they were out of sight, Henry Peace went to the wi ndow, pulled the shade down and caught the
bit of shark skin when it fluttered out. He pocketed the shark skin.

Chapter VII. FLORI DA RACE

HENRY PEACE went to the wi ndow that faced the street—the sane w ndow through which he had yelled
for help and the police—and watched the cop charging into the front door of the little hotel.

The street bel ow was one of the fewin New York that had remained tree-lined through the years.
The trees were |arge; some of them had branches as thick as el ephant |egs.

As soon as the cop disappeared, Henry Peace clinbed on the wi ndowsill, crouched, sprang out into
space. Fifty feet or so bel ow was the sidewal k, of hard concrete.

Doubl ed slightly-sonething |ike a high-diver with a jackknife half conpl eted—Henry Peace
plumeted into the top of a tree. He let two or three snmaller branches whi sk past, then his hands
clanmped a |linb. The bough bent; disturbed | eaves went swoosh!

Then Henry Peace was dangling safe, swaying slightly. He swng like a trapeze artist, sailed a
few feet and fastened his hands to another branch. Wth ease and agility that coul d have been
bettered very little by an experienced ape, Henry Peace dropped through the tree to the sidewal k.
He dusted off his hands, straightened his coat, and sauntered away. In his pockets were the nany
guns which he had taken fromold Tex Haven, and these clinked together.

Henry Peace’s sauntering gait was deceptive; he did not seemin a hurry, but in a short tine he
was in the wake of old Tex Haven and his daughter. Tex Haven and Rhoda hurried down side streets,
| eaving the vicinity.

They rode uptown in a bus, and Henry Peace was perched on the rear bunmper, winkling his freckled
nose at the exhaust fumnes.

Tex and his daughter engaged adjoining roons in a small theatrical hotel. There was a discussion
with the clerk over the selection of the roons, Tex insisting he had a deathly fear of burning to
death and nust be near a fire escape.

Henry Peace cane into the | obby—he had found a back door—and stood intently watching the hotel
clerk’s lips.

"Roons 912 and 914 are exactly what you want," the clerk said. "Near a fire escape."

Henry Peace was apparently a lip reader, on top of his other acconplishnents. He took to the
stairs until he found Room 912.

The hotel owner probably thought his door |ocks were thief-proof, but the one on the door of Room
912 del ayed Henry Peace no nore than thirty seconds. Henry used his key ring, which he straightened
out .

Henry Peace stood in a clothes closet until the Havens were installed. He heard Tex Haven say,



"Waal, we’'re finally shut of that red-headed idiot."

"He isn't an idiot!" Rhoda Haven retorted unexpectedly.

"Henry Peace," said the young woman perversely, "struck ne as being rather clever."

Tex Haven snorted. "W nen are the cussed-mi ndedest creatures.”

Henry Peace cane out of the closet. "That may be," he said, "but one wonman is show ng good
j udgnent . "

HENRY PEACE' S unexpect ed appearance caused Tex Haven to give a wild junp and grab successively
for three or four of his guns, forgetting they were no longer in his possession. Then he recovered
fromhis surprise, sidled to a chair, collapsed upon it, and | ooked at Henry Peace nmuch as a rabbit
m ght inspect a dog which had chased it into a hole.

"Now what do you want ?"

Henry Peace put large freckled fists on his thin, capable hips and thrust out his lower lip. "The
sane thing as before. | want to be your partner."

O d Tex Haven rubbed his | eathery jaw and squi nted one eye at his daughter, who wal ked over and
ki cked her suitcase.

"l guess we're |licked," she said in a resigned tone.

Tex asked, "You nean |et him hang around?"

"Have you noticed us stopping hin®"

Henry Peace grinned at them "Now that I'mofficially one of your gadgets," he said, "what are we
all mxed up in?"

Tex Haven stuffed his pipe with black tobacco and applied a natch.

"Try to figure it out by yourself," he suggested. "Be right hel pful exercise for that handful of
fleas you call a mnd."

Tex put on a wide-brimed black hat which he habitually wore, a hat that nade himresenble an
undert aker who depressed his profession.

He drew his daughter aside. "Calculate | better go back an’ get that shark skin," he expl ained.
"Dern thing don’t nake sense, but it’'s inportant, or Jep Dee wouldn’t have sent it."

The girl nodded. "CGood idea."

She watched her father |eave the hotel. Then she inspected Henry Peace with no approval.

"You," she said, "are going to regret haunting us."

"There’'s two sides to every question," Henry Peace pointed out. "Wiy don’t you be reasonabl e?"
"There's two sides to fly paper, too," the girl said grimMy. "But it's inmportant to the fly which
side he lights on."

Henry Peace opened his nouth, but no word cane out; so he shut it. This was the starting point
for half an hour of deep silence.

When Tex Haven came back, he was gall oping. Apparently he al so had been running.

"Gone!" he yell ed.

Rhoda gasped. "The shark skin was gone fromthe w ndow shade?"

"Hi de an’ hair."

"What are you tal kin' about?" Henry Peace asked innocently.

The Havens ignored both question and the author.

Rhoda Haven conpressed her |i ps.

"Horst?" she said grinmy.

"Maybe he’s the one got it," said old Tex. "And nmaybe he didn't."

Rhoda said, "Two things we can do. Hunt Horst, take the shark skin away fromhim O head for Key
West and get the straight story fromJep Dee."

"Yep. "

"Key West sound best to you?"

"Yep," said Tex pronptly.

The Havens grabbed their suitcases and rushed for the door.

Henry Peace exclained, "Wait for ne!" and trotted after them

Tex Haven stopped. He took Henry Peace by the necktie and pulled their faces cl ose together.

"You know how rmuch is involved in this?" Tex snarl ed.

"No. |—=

"The lives of thirty-one or thirty-two people—

" But —

"And maybe between forty and fifty mllion dollars.”

Henry Peace’s jaw sagged and renmi ned down. "Uh—

Tex finished, "You throwin with us, and el even chances out of ten you get your head shot out
from between your ears. Take your choice."

Henry Peace swal | owed several tines, nunbled sonething al nbst unintelligible about fifty mllion
dollars and the lives of thirty-one or thirty-two people.

"Why, blast it!" he said. "You couldn’t keep me away fromthis kind of nystery and excitenent."
They hurried out and got in a taxicab. The cab ran several bl ocks.

"You reckon," Henry Peace asked, "that | better make ny will?"



"Be a farish idea," Tex said.

"Stop the car!" Henry Peace barked abruptly. "There's a post office. I'mgoin" in, wite out ny
will, and nail it to the executor."
Somewhat unwi | lingly, the Havens halted the taxi and Henry Peace went into the post office.

"Drat that red-headed feller," grunbled Tex. "For triflin little, I'd drive off an’ let ‘im hunt
for us."

Rhoda Haven smled slightly. "Don't," she said. "I think the young man is going to be
interesting.”

"Interestin ? Heck, what we’'ve got on our hands is interestin’ enough."

"He can fight, too," Rhoda reni nded.

Henry Peace, in the post office, was doing sonething interesting. He was not witing any wll,
however .

He was putting the piece of freckled shark skin in an envel ope, and addressing the envel ope,
which he mailed with a flourish.

He went back to the Havens.

"Get your will taken care of ?" asked Tex.

"All taken care of," Henry Peace said.

NEW YORK postal service is fast. Henry Peace nmiled the bit of freckled shark skin at five

o' clock in the afternoon, and at six thirty it arrived in the central post office at Thirty-second
Street and Ei ghth Avenue, where a postal clerk picked it up and noted the name to which it was
addressed. The name nmeant sonething to the clerk. He wal ked quickly to a special pneumatic mailing
tube, shoved the letter into a bullet-shaped container.

Anot her postal clerk came over.

"That marked inportant, or sonething?" he asked.

"The letter," explained the first clerk, "was addressed in the npbst unusual handwiting | ever
saw. The writing was nmachi ne perfect, |like script."

"A lot of queer nmil goes into that special tube."

"Boy, don't it!"

"l guess still queerer things happen as a result of the mail."

"Yeah, fromthe runors that get out. Still, you don’t read nuch about himin the newspapers
lately. Maybe he doesn’t follow his queer profession any |onger."

"Don't let that fool you. He avoids publicity. But every crook in the world is still scared of
him"

"Ever seen hinP"
"Once. When this special mail tube was installed in his headquarters."

"What does he | ook Iike?"

"Doc Savage," said the second clerk, "has the strangest flake-gold eyes. H's skin is bronze, hair
a little darker bronze. There's a silent way about himthat—aell, once you see him you never forget
him*"

Air pressure whi sked Henry Peace’s letter through the pneumatic tube, under streets and

sidewal ks, then up vertically for eighty-six stories in a skyscraper, and it landed in a container,
whi ch caused a signal light to flash.

"An ul tranont aneous anacol uthon," remarked gaunt W/ liam Harper Littlejohn solemly.

Monk was the only other human occupant of the room The two pets, Habeas Corpus and Chemi stry,

sat on the floor and | ooked at each other in an unkind way.

The two aninmals had been rescued fromthe Wall Street district where Horst’s men had worked the
gas trick.

Monk turned around and gl ared.

"Stop talkin' that foreign |anguage!" he shouted.

"That’'s English," Johnny explained with dignity. "Anyway, what are you so touchy about?"

"Ham " Monk took his bullet-shaped head in his hands. "For hours now, we haven't heard from Ham"
"Hamis all right."

"How do we know he's all right?" Mnk groaned.

"Well, he is trailing the Horst gang. We figured one man could trail themw th | ess chance of

bei ng noticed, and we matched for the job, and Ham won."

"I"mworried," Mnk nmuttered.

H s honely face was a battleground for various kinds of concern.

Johnny snorted. "Earlier in the day, | heard you prom se to knock all of Hamis teeth out and use
themfor nmarbles. Now you're worried."

"Hamis the best friend |I've got in the world," Monk said enphatically.

Johnny, having opened the newWly arrived letter, emtted a startled grunt. He held the fragnment of
freckl ed shark skin up for inspection.

"An acromatical involucrum" he nuttered.

" Eh?"

"A puzzling piece of hide,

Johnny said, using small words.



Monk exam ned the shark skin. "What makes you think it’'s hide?"
"Ratiocination."

"Eh?"

"Alittle comon sense."

"If you don’t stop using themwords on me when |’mworried, |’mgoing to make you into sonething
| onger and thinner than you are," Mnk said disagreeably. "Probably I'Il just strew you out."

The honely chemi st picked up the sheet of paper which had acconpani ed the shark skin fragnment in
the letter. There were words on the paper, saying:

TH' S PI ECE OF SHARK SKI N SEEMS TO BE THE KEY TO THE WHOLE MYSTERY, SEE |F YOU CAN SOLVE IT.
There was no signature on the note.

"Heck, you read this first, and that’'s how you knew it was a piece of hide," Mnk conplai ned.
"What are these spots on it?"

"Look like freckles."

"There ain't no such thing as a freckled shark," Mnk pointed out.

THE question of whether or not there was such a thing as a freckled shark had gotten to the stage
of consulting the encycl opedia when a green |ight flashed.
"Probably Haml" Monk expl oded.
The green light was attached to a short-wave radi o receiving set—-hooked up through a sensitive
rel ay which operated when a certain conbination of clicking noises were recei ved—and announced t hat
they were being called by another radio. The green |light served the sanme purpose as the bell on a
tel ephone. To nake it function, the operator of a sending set nerely swtched on his apparatus and,
with his fingers close to the m crophone, nmade the proper conbi nati on of snapping noises.
Monk reached the radio and cut in the |oud-speaker.
Ham s voi ce said,

Boy, you better nove fast! They’'re headed sonewhere."
" Wiy didn’'t you tell us where you had been, you rattle-brained shyster!" Mnk yelled
i ndignantly.
" You oaf! Don't start yelling at me." Hamsaid over the radio. "I was busy trailing that Horst
gang. They're out on Long Island."
' Were on Long Island?"
' The airport. The one that last transatlantic flier crashed on. Renenber?"
" What are they doing?"
" Hear that plane notor warm ng up? They're getting in it."

In ten mnutes," Mnk said, "we'll be out there."
The congested city |l ocation of Doc Savage’s skyscraper headquarters had its inconveni ences. One
drawback was the fact that traffic nade it difficult to leave the city quickly in an energency.
However, Doc Savage had | argely overcone that handicap by installing what Monk called the "flea
run.”
Monk and Johnny got into the bullet-shaped cartridge of the flea run. Monk had grabbed Habeas by
one w ng-si zed ear, his habitual manner of carrying the pig. He also made a grab for Chemi stry, the
ape, but the latter dodged away distrustfully. At the last mnute, Chem stry ran and junped into the
cartridge.
Monk jerked a lever. There was a sound as if an el ephant had coughed through his trunk, and the
cartridge gave a terrific junp. The bullet-shaped car, which was so small that even two of them
crowded it, traveled through a netal tube at a speed of considerably over a hundred mles an hour,
driven by pneunatic pressure. It swayed, shook, and the noise was deafening. Wien it stopped at the
other end, the shock rendered the occupants breathl ess.
"That blasted thing," Mnk conplained, "is worse than a nole’'s nightnmare!"
They were now in Doc Savage's water-front hangar—a huge, griny brick building with a sign across
the front that said "H DALCO TRADI NG COVWPANY"—where the bronze man kept his planes and such boats as
he had occasion to use.
They took a plane that had practically no wings and tw ce the usual amount of notor.
The ship was a seapl ane equi pped with retractabl e |anding gear for use on | and. The wheel s up,
the craft lunged across the surface of the Hudson, and clinbed Iike a big bunbl ebee into the sky.

DOC SAVAGE and his associates used a short-wave radio habitually. Al their planes were equi pped
with transmtters and receivers. Mnk switched on the one in the speed ship.

"We're on our way," Mnk said.

Ham sai d,

" | see that the sky |l ooks kind of funny over in that direction."

' That," Monk said, "isn't a good gag."

The pl ane bored on up into the sky and dived into | ow hangi ng cl ouds.

So fast was the ship that alnost at once it was circling toward the airport, but at sone

di stance.

Hami s voice cane over the radio again.



"Sonet hi ng funny about this," he said
Johnny said, "Herneneuticalize."
Ham who understood such words, knew that Johnny nerely wanted an expl anation

"Horst's nen," Ham said, " apparently foll owed sonmebody out here."
"Fol | owed sonebody?"
"Well, not exactly. What | nean is that they seemto have had sonebody watching the airport, and

they rushed out here when the fellow called them They chartered a plane."

"Are they there now?" Mnk asked

"No. Horst and all his nmen left in the plane about three mnutes ago."

Monk was flying the speed ship. He slanted it down, bunped the wheels on the tarmac, and braked

to a stop near the adm nistration building, which was small

An old man in rags canme out to nmeet them The small ol d man had whi skers that | ooked |ike soiled
angora goat wool, and spectacles that magnified his eyes into ostrich eggs. He | ooked as if his hone
wer e behind an ash can in sone alley

This was Hamin di sguise

Ham said, "I think | found out why Horst and his men rushed out here and took off in a plane."
"Why?" Monk demanded

"Cone over here and listen to a greaseball tell it."

The mechani c wore greasy overalls, had a distributor in one hand and an insulating screwdriver in
the other. Apparently, he also had an observing nature; |ikew se an eye for profit, because it took
two dollars to | oosen his tongue

He referred to Horst’'s men as "themlast guys." "Themlast guys,"” he said, "took off to follow

anot her plane that left earlier. The other plane belonged to a long, drawy old guy, and he’s been
keeping it here sone tine. Sweet ship, too."

"Was there anybody with the long ol d guy?" Ham asked

"Boy, there was a honey!"

He described the "honey," and it was obvious that she was Rhoda Haven. The nmechanic al so

described a large young man with freckles, red hair, and an inpul sive disposition

"When | catch that |ast one, |'mgonna take a souvenir off him" Mnk said. "One of his |legs or
sonet hi ng. "

Ham snapped, "We're killing time. W had better follow them"

They ran back to their speed ship. It took the air

"They went south," Ham stated

It took them sonmething like forty mnutes to pick up a dot in the sky ahead. Ham used powerfu

bi nocul ars, said, "That's the Horst plane."

Monk sent the speed ship into the clouds, and after that dropped down only occasionally to spot

the craft ahead. It became dark soon and they could see the flying lights of the plane ahead, which
sinmplified the trailing. They merely extinguished their own lights and flewa mle or so in the wake
of the other plane

HORST was flying a rented ship. He was handling the controls hinself, and doing an experienced
job. It was a cabin craft, and there were seven men with him One of the seven cane forward to the
cabin pit

"Be tough if anybody reports we're flying south,” the man said. "W told the guy who we rented
this crate fromthat we were mning engineers, and that we were going up to Canada."

"Who's going to report anything? Airplanes aren’t news any nore."

"Well, | just thought of it."

Horst scowl ed. In the subdued Iight glow fromthe instrunent panel, he |ooked |like an intent
satan. He gave the throttle an angry bat with his palm but the thing was al ready w de open
"Dam it!" he snarled. "W’ ve got to overhaul old Tex Haven."

"Tex's ship is fast."

"Don’t | knowit!"

Hor st | ooked so enraged that his followers saw the need of placating the chief with alittle
prai se

"You nmade a darn smart nove, Horst," soneone said, "in putting a man to watch old Tex Haven's

pl ane. The old hell-raiser had given us the slip entirely. If you hadn't thought of watching the
pl ane, we probably wouldn't have got on the trail."

Hor st was susceptible to praise. He showed his teeth appreciatively. "You know what | think?"
"What ?"

"The Havens are on their way to Key West to get hold of Jep Dee."

"Then the thing for us to do is get Jep Dee first."

Horst swore. He could swear nore profusely in Spanish, so he used that |anguage

"Thing for us to do," he snarled, "is shoot old Tex Haven's plane out of the sky. Tell ‘emto get
t he machi ne guns ready."

"You got any idea who the new guy is?"

"You nean that lug with the red hair and the freckl es?"



"Yes."

"l got no idea who he is," Horst said grimy, "but he is no nore bulletproof than the next man."
"It's risky to pull killings here in the States."

Horst said, "There's enough at stake that nothing is too risky."

The man went back in the cabin. The craft was not soundproofed, and was very noisy, and he had to
bel low in each man’s ear the order Horst had given

Their machi ne guns, dismantled, were in |arge suitcases. They got these out, put them together
They were nodern weapons, the size of the conventional submachine gun, but they fired a nore

hi gh-powered bul |l et than the conventional sub gun of .45 caliber

They flew five hours and picked up the riding lights of a plane. One of Horst’s nen had a marine
t el escope, through which he peered for sone tine.

"The Haven ship!" he said

Horst said, "Get set, boys! It won't take long to finish this!"

Chapter VII|. BAT BRAW

THE Haven pl ane was sleek fromthe tapered cowing of its air-cooled notor to the trailing edge
of its stabilizer fins. It had been built in a European factory. Tex Haven flew it hinmself and
conpl ai ned frequently.

"Bl asted foreign ship," he grunbled. "I keep thinkin' about havin' to land it. Landin’ speed is
damm near a hundred mles an hour."

Henry Peace said, "Wy did you buy it, if you don't like it?"

"Didn't buy it. Stole it."

Rhoda Haven explained. "It was a personal ship of Sefior Steel. W had to |eave his country in a
hurry."

Henry Peace scratched in his thatch of red hair, which seened to be his habitual gesture when he
wanted to think

"There's a Sefior Steel who is president of the South Anerican republic of Blanca G ande," he
remarked. "Any relation?"

"Same. "

Smal | hard knots of jaw nuscle gathered under each of Rhoda Haven's snpoth cheeks. She suddenly
| ooked nore grimthan Henry Peace had seen her before

"He's no president!" she snapped. "He's a dictator. A tyrant."

Henry Peace eyed her

"Offered a hundred thousand dollars for your head, didn't he?"

Rhoda Haven blinked. "How did you |earn that?"

Henry Peace opened his nmouth to answer—and gave a wild junp. Sinultaneously, there was a snarling
sound, sonewhat as if a big bulldog had been turned | oose. The plane trenbled. A respectable
coll ection of sievelike holes appeared in the plane cabin.

Tex Haven turned around, eyed the holes, yelled, "Looks like the ants have gone to work on us."
"Lead ones," Henry Peace agreed

OLD Tex canme back on the plane control stick. The little foreign plane arched up, hung in the sky
by its npani ng nose

The other ship, the one fromwhich the storm of machine-gun | ead had come, pointed up and stood
on its tail not fifty yards away. The ships were probably clinbing, but the illusion was that they
stood still.

"That's Horst!" Tex Haven yell ed

For a split second, the planes hung notionless in easy stone-throw, but the force of their

up- swoop hel d the occupants tenporarily hel pl ess

Tex Haven drew his six-shooters—Henry Peace had gi ven hi mback the guns—and tried to knock out
one of the cabin windows so he could fight. The glass, nonshatter, would not break. Tex |owered a
wi ndow.

By that tine, the other plane had clinbed above them was sliding over and its cabin w ndows were
openi ng, machi ne-gun nuzzl es protrudi ng

"Watch it!" Henry Peace yelled

Tex Haven was "watching it." He stanped left rudder, rocked with the stick. The plane flipped
around and dived |like a hawk that had folded its wi ngs and was maeking for a chicken on the ground
Passi ng wi nd npaned, then became a siren scream

"You runni ng away?" Henry Peace yelled

"I ain't stackin’' six-guns against machi ne guns," Tex shouted. "I tried that one tine."
Speed-shriek lifted higher and hi gher. The night-sneared earth came up, seenming to bloat toward

t hem

Henry Peace | ooked at the air-speed nmeter. The needl e stood close to five hundred

"Fi ve hundred—great blazes!" Henry Peace squalled. "We're goin’ five hundred nmles an hour. No

pl ane ever went that fast before!"

"It's a foreign crate, so the air-speed dial is marked in kilonmeters, stupid," Rhoda Haven told



hi m

Their plane | evel ed out and streaked south. The earth was about a thousand feet bel ow.

Eastward | ay the sea, a vast expanse that was like dull, frosted glass; and sonewhat nearer was
the coast, a succession of small, buglike islands, each with a wi de, white beach on the seaward
side. Below the plane, there seemed be swanp; the swanp was veined with creeks, and splotched here
and there with a | ake.

Henry Peace wiped his browwth first one forearm then the other. "lI'd give a lot to be safe on
the ground,” he nuttered.

Tex scow ed at him "Getting scared?"

"l always have been of planes."

A d Tex Haven craned his neck and squinted, then began to do sonething which he rarely did, but
which he could do wel |l —urse. He swore steadily, none of his words particularly profane by

t hensel ves, but connectively producing a blood-curdling effect. Toward the |ast, he speeded up until
he sounded |ike a tobacco auctioneer.

A single bullet hit the left wing of the plane. A nonent |ater they saw ahead of the ship tiny
stars that seened to fly as if they were pursued by the craft, red sparks that raced ahead and
vani shed.

"Tracer bullets!" Tex grow ed.

Henry Peace took a | ook backward, said, "Hey, that plane is catching us! It's faster than we
are!"

The other ship overhaul ed them got below them More bullets pounded the craft. Tex banked. The
ot her ship banked al so. Tex canme up and over in an |mel mann turn, but as the ship turned | evel at
the top of the half |loop, the other craft was al nbst beside them

"Tarnation!" Tex grow ed uneasily.

The other pilot could fly.

It becane evident in the course of the next two or three minutes that the other ship could fly
rings around the foreign craft. They could not outrun them on straightaway, could not outnmaneuver
themin dog fight.

Henry Peace said, "If this keeps up, we’'re gonna be shot to pieces!"

He started for the cockpit.

O d Tex Haven turned around and showed hi mthe business end of a six-shooter. "You can’t fly,"
Tex growl ed. "Don’t you come up here and start telling ne what to do."

Henry Peace retreated into the cabin, sank into a seat. He fished in a pocket, brought out a

metal box the size of a tobacco can, but about half as high. Fromthis he extracted what m ght have
been a sponge. He put this in his mobuth. In the can with the spongeli ke object was a small nose
clip. Henry Peace closed his nostrils with this. The Havens had not noti ced.

Qut of another pocket, Henry Peace took a bottle. He uncorked it, splashed the contents on the
cabin floor. The stuff was liquid and it vaporized to gas quickly.

After a little while, Rhoda Haven | ooked sl eepy and sank to the cabin floor, and soon Tex Haven
was lolling back in the cockpit seat, his eyes closed.

THE pl ane wi ndows had been cl osed. Henry Peace opened them letting the rush of air sweep out the
gas which had been in the bottle he had uncorked. The nose-clip had kept the stuff fromentering his
nostrils. He had done the necessary breathing through the chemical-treated filter—the spongelike
obj ect which he had put in his nouth.

Henry Peace had said he could not fly.

He took the plane controls now and flew the craft. He did not go through aérobatics with the

Horst plane. He sent the ship into a tailspin. It fell, turning over and over, toward the earth

bel ow. The chase had | ed inland somewhat. There were farns bel ow now, hilly weed-grown farms, the
red soil gullied, the fields edged with trees and bushes.

Henry Peace stabbed a thunb down on the landing light switch. One |ight had been shot out, but

the other drove a white sheet.

Once what was bel ow had been a cotton field; nowit was eroded until it |ooked |ike the Dakota
Sand Hlls in mniature. There were |evel stretches, but not many. Henry Peace sel ected one.
Coming in, Henry Peace kicked rudder to throw the plane fromside to side—fishtail it—until it

all but stalled. Wth flying speed gone, but enough left for control, he sat down. The ship bucked,
junped, ran up a short and steep hill. It |ost speed there, and Henry Peace | ocked wheel brakes.
The plane cane to a stop under a tree that | ooked as big as a cloud sitting on the ground.

Henry Peace scooped Rhoda Haven up with an arm clutched old Tex Haven's collar, got the two linp
figures out of the plane, and ran with them Raced for cover.

The Horst plane cane down a nbonbeam as noisy as a rocket, exhaust stacks bl owi ng sparks.

Machi ne-gun nuzzles stuck fromits wi ndows and gobbl ed.

Bul | ets broke cl ods and knocked up dust around burdened Henry Peace. Then he |lost hinself in the
trees.

I'n landing the plane, Henry Peace had acted with flash decision and unhalting execution, as

though the |l anding of the racy-1ooking but not-too-efficient foreign ship had been a sinple matter.



It had not been sinple.

It was feat enough that Horst flew over with landing lights throwing a racing glitter before his
pl ane—and deci ded not to attenpt it. His plane was |arger, needed nore roomto sit down. And that
field down there was small and rough.

Hor st began flying around and around while his nmen tried to shoot the bushes and trees to pieces,
hoping to riddl e Henry Peace and the Havens.

Then the third plane cane down in the sky—the Doc Savage ship.

HAM BROOKS—he was flying the Doc Savage craft—had been flying off to the west, and high, inside a
cloud. Fortunately, he had dropped down out of the cloud in tine to see the end of the air braw.
Had they renmmined in the cloud, they woul d have gone on and m ssed everything.

Monk yel I ed, | eaned out of the plane wi ndow with a nachine pistol. Mnk liked to yell before a
fight, as well as during it. He ained carefully, caressed the trigger.

The machine pistol felt like a |large bunbl ebee buzzing in his fist. The ejector fed out a streak
of enpty brass cartridges, and the gun itself made a noan |ike a huge bull-fiddle.

Every fourth bullet was a tracer; they stood in the sky in a red-hot wire, and the wire waved and
touched the cabin of Horst’s plane.

Gaunt Johnny reached, knocked Mnk's arm spoiled his aim

"What's the idea?" Mnk yelled.

Johnny used snal|l words.

"You know bl amed wel | Doc Savage has a rule against trying to kill anybody," he snapped.

"Doc woul dn’t know anything about it," Mnk said with cheerful reasonabl eness.

By that time Ham was upon the tail of the Horst craft. The tail of a commercial plane is its
blind spot; these were commercial jobs.

Monk said, "If we're gotta be finicky, I'Il just shoot sone holes in his wngs."

He proceeded to do this. He had charged with a drumof Thermit-type incendiary slugs. They

spl ashed |i ke drops of liquid fire on the wings of Horst’s plane. Fortunately, the w ngs were of
metal and while the incendiaries did not do the wings any good, the only real harmwas a dozen or so
nmel ted holes. But the Horst party didn't |ike that.

For four or five mnutes, there was dog fight in the sky. Horst found his ship hopel essly

out cl assed, hinself conpletely outflown.

Then Horst arched his plane, pointed south, opened throttle. He was going to try a straight,
runni ng escape.

Ham said, "W'll make himthink he's standing still!"

Monk had been hangi ng out of the windows so far that it seened renarkable he hadn't spilled out.
Now he jerked back, clanmped hold of Hamw th one hand, pointed with the other.

"That light is talking!" he barked.

The 1ight he nmeant was on the dark earth, in the clearing where the Haven plane had | anded. It
seenmed to be the landing lights of the Haven ship, sw tched off and on.

"Dots and dashes,"” Ham said, after |ooking.

Monk spel |l ed out the nmessage:

" He-l-p. I a-mma-n wh-0o ma-i-l-e-d y-o0-u s-h-a-r-k s-k-i-n. He-l-p."

There was an astoni shed interval between Mnk, Ham and Johnny.

"We better |and," Ham said.

Monk yelled, "W can't let that Horst gang get away."

Ham i gnored Monk, pointed their ship toward the earth in a long spiral.

The plane carrying Horst and his men droned off to the southward and escaped.

Chapter |X. SCRAMBLE FOR JEP DEE

HENRY PEACE, havi ng observed that one of the two planes above was spiraling earthward, stopped
jacking the light switch and sending out Mrse code. He clinbed out of the Haven plane cockpit and
narrowed one eye at the sky.

"l hope," he nmuttered, "that the nmen in that plane are who | think they are."

Having put feeling into that remark, he tranped through the weeds toward the spot where he had
left the Havens. En route, he was hooked by sonme bushes which had thorns. He exam ned these.

"Bl ackberries," he muttered. "Ripe."

Ri pe bl ackberries gave himan idea and he gathered handfuls of them squeezed them and got
dark-red juice. He poured bl ackberry juice in his hair, snmeared it down the side of his face, nmade
rather a gory-1|ooking ness.

"1"ve been shot!" he said in a |oud, worried voice.

He wasn't surprised to find the Havens stirring, trying to sit up. The gas was rather harniess,
produci ng unconsci ousness which |lasted only a short tine.

The Havens sat up. Tex patted the ground and felt of it, apparently amazed to find the solid
earth under him Rhoda peered at Henry Peace until she nade sure of his identity.

"You are shot!" she gasped.

"Ain't serious," Henry Peace told her.



"Let me see it!" Rhoda conmmanded

Henry Peace withdrew hastily. "Ain't nothin'," he insisted. A bullet just hit ny head and
careened into space."

"l suppose you got it out," the young wonan said

Henry Peace deci ded the remark neant she believed there was only space inside his head, so he
grinned at her. The grin irritated the young wonan.

Rhoda Haven tried to stand. The effect of the gas still had hold of her nuscles and she failed to
stay erect. Having slunped to the ground, she was even angrier

"\What happened?" she snapped

"l don't know," Henry Peace lied cheerfully. "I was unconscious. | guess my prospective
daddy-in-1aw here | anded the plane."

"That's a lie," Tex barked. "Sonething put ne to sleep."

"You nust have done sone flying in your sleep then," Henry Peace assured him

There was a swoopi ng roar, and the noon shadow of a plane passed | ow overhead. Its landing lights
di ved upon themlike white nonsters. Then the ship banked steeply, pointed down and the pilot began
fishtailing it. It was going to | and

After taking one | ook at the smallness and roughness of the field, however, the pilot decided
several nore | ooks mght be sensible. The plane zoonmed up, circled again

"That isn't Horst’'s plane," Rhoda Haven excl ai nmed.

Tex yelled, "I don’'t care whose it is. Can't have nobody grabbin’ us now. Too rmuch at stake!"
Henry Peace picked up both the Havens, galloped into the brush and reached a tree. It was huge
and hung with Spanish npss. Carrying Rhoda Haven only, Henry Peace clanbered into the tree. Perhaps
fifteen feet up, he found a well-hidden cradle of boughs and put the girl there

"Thi nk you can hang on?"

"Yes," she said

Henry Peace departed and a nonent |ater returned with Tex, who, like his daughter, was stil
physically helpless fromthe effects of the gas. He left the Havens there in the tree. "Aren't
likely to find you," he said

"Reckon not," Tex admtted

Henry Peace said, "Me, I'lIl try to see what | can do about the situation."

THE dar kness then swal | omed Henry Peace. He nmade very little noise, did not appear in the

nmoonl i ght again, but shortly he was back at the Haven plane. He took a scrap of paper fromhis
pocket, a pencil, and wote on the paper

You will find something interesting in the big tree a hundred and ten yards southwest. Don’t tel

t hem about this note

The tree described was the one in which he had left the Havens. He stuck the note in the edge of
the plane door where it was not likely to escape notice

The darkness swal | oned hi magain. He made hardly nore noi se than was made by the occasional cloud
shadows that passed. Lying anong the weeds, he watched the Doc Savage pl ane swoop three times and
rake the field with its floodlights, while the pilot decided upon the safest nethod of |anding

Then the pl ane came down, bunped the ground, rolled up the little hill, follow ng exactly the

sane procedure that Henry Peace had used in |landing the Haven craft. This ship was bigger, faster
but scientifically designed wing flaps gave it a much slower |anding speed. It rolled to a stop
thirty yards or so fromthe Haven ship.

Monk, Ham and Johnny dived out

Ham | evel ed a nmachi ne pistol at the Haven plane, yelled, "Come out of there!"

"It's enpty, you shyster,"” Mnk told him

They ran to the plane, found the note which Henry Peace had clanped in the door. They read this
"Now what in blazes!" Mnk expl oded

"Whoever the fellowis," Hamsaid, "he's trying to help us. Let’s look in that tree."

They stal ked cautiously through the brush. They carried snmall spring-generator-operated

flashlights of a type which Doc Savage had devel oped, and these stuck whiskers of |ight through the
under br ush

Monk led with Ham crowding him with Johnny having nore troubl e because his gaunt |ength kept
getting tangled in the underbrush. They had a little trouble with their direction and m ssed the
tree. They were standing in the thicket, paw ng Spanish noss off their shoul ders—+the stuff was |ike
cobwebs, except that it was as thick as baling wire—when the notor of their plane unexpectedly began
bangi ng.

Qur ship!" Mnk squawked

They struck out wildly for the craft. Shrubs tripped them boughs knocked agai nst their heads and
thorns hooked into their clothing. Monk got sidetracked in a blackberry thicket and stood there
scream ng and bel | owi ng.

Their plane notors were hot, so the thief did not need to delay to warmthem He sinply | ocked

| eft wheel brake, revved right notor and snapped the plane half around. Exhaust stacks poured flane,
the ship |l eaped forward, and the little hill threwit into the air alnost |like a catapult. Even then



its wheels al nost scuffed the tops of trees on the other side of the little field.
Monk and the others stood and gaped at their departing ship.

"Superebul litive!" Johnny exclai med.

"This is no tinme for one of themwords," Mnk grow ed.

"W're in a fix!" Ham said.

THEY rushed back and renoved enough ignition wiring fromthe Haven plane to nake sure that no one
would fly off with that one.

"You know what ?" Monk grow ed.

"What ?" Ham scowl ed at him

"That note in the plane door was a trick. It sent us off looking for that tree so they could
steal our plane."

"Then there's probably nothing in the tree," Ham said.

"W m ght nake sure of that," Johnny suggested, using snall words.

Five minutes later, they were holding their flashlight beans on the Havens. Tex and Rhoda Haven
had not yet nastered enough physical strength to take flight, but there was nothing wong with their
voi ces; and old Tex had noved his hands enough to get them full of guns.

"Cal cul ate you better start runnin'," Tex advised, "while you' re able."

Monk nuttered, "Say, that’'s the girl who cane for us to help. Show her who we are."

They turned one of the lights upon themselves, giving the lens a twist so that it fanned a w de
beam Their appearance did not inpress Tex Haven, because he had not seen them before. Rhoda grabbed
one of her father’s gun hands.

"Those are Doc Savage's nen," she said. "Don't shoot!"

"l don't care who they are!" Tex brandi shed his guns as nuch as his nuscular instability would
allow. "I been nessed with too nmuch by different people!"

There was an argunment between Monk, Ham and Johnny on the ground, and the two Havens up the tree.
They conprom sed on the Havens renaini ng armed and suspi ci ous, but clinmbing down out of the tree
with the assistance of Mnk, who had to show plainly that he carried no weapons. They all wal ked out
onto the small field and stood in the brilliant noonlight.

Tex Haven peered at Monk suspiciously in the nmoon-gl ow.

"You send one of your gang ahead in your plane, chasing Horst?" he asked.

"No, blast it!" Mnk said. "Sonebody stole our plane."

"Eh?"

"W don't know who it was," Mnk added.

Tex Haven felt of his pockets to make sure that his corncob pipe and stick of black Scotch

t obacco had survived. Then he eyed his daughter.

"Henry Peace," he said, "ran off and left us."

Hi s daughter kicked a clod indignantly.

"If he did," she said, "it wasn't because he was doubl e-crossing us."

"He said he couldn’'t fly," Tex remi nded her reasonably.

Rhoda Haven nade several starting-to-say-something noises, but apparently could think of nothing
satisfactory.

Tex continued, "You take the cussedest attitude toward this Henry Peace. Wen he's around, you
act like he was flu gerns. The mnute he's out of sight, you start stickin' up for ‘im"

Rhoda Haven said nothing to that. Mnk, who had a great deal nore brains than his appearance
indicated, realized that this fellow named Henry Peace nust have been naki ng sonme headway with
attracti ve Rhoda Haven. The idea did not appeal to Monk.

Monk said, "We found a note stuck in the door of the plane—euch!"

Ham had ki cked Monk’s shin. "The note said not to nmention it," the | awer whispered.

"The fruit of the peanut bush to you and Henry Peace both," Mnk said. He proceeded to tell the
Havens about the note.

"Blast that Henry Peace," Tex Haven yelled indignantly. "He franed it so that we’'d be caught by
you fellows while he got away in your plane!"

Rhoda Haven went into a deeper silence. Mnk assayed two or three casual remarks, intended to
break the ice, but she did not seem appreciative of what he had told her about Henry Peace.
Habeas Corpus and Chemi stry had been ranging the brush. They approached. Habeas, the pig, canme up
and rooted at Monk’s | eg. Monk picked the shote up by an ear and exhibited himproudly.

"My pet," he expl ained.

Rhoda Haven renuined silent.

"This hog," Mnk announced, "couldn’t love ne nore if | was an ear of corn."

That remark did not inpress Rhoda Haven either. Mnk was mldly disgusted.

"Let's get going," he said.

Tex Haven blinked. "Coing where?"

"Why, we'll just keep on following themother two planes," Mnk decl ared.

Chapter X. PECPLE | N DUNGEONS



HENRY PEACE, the man who had said he could not fly a plane, made a perfect |landing at Key West
Florida. It was also a renmarkabl e | anding, because it was on a golf course instead of an airport
The pl ane skipped a sand trap, rolled down a fairway, and came to a stop on a green, where its wng
tip pushed a flag over

Henry Peace had told a fib when he said he couldn't fly a plane. He had told large fibs about
several things. He seened to be enjoying it

He vaulted out of the plane

Henry Peace seened to have a renarkabl e know edge of the | ayout of Key West. As a matter of fact
his know edge of other cities over which he had flown-M ani, Key West, Jacksonville, Charleston-had
been just as conplete, although there had been no occasion to exercise the know edge

The plane had | anded | ess than a hundred yards from sone pal mtrees. Behind the palnms was the

home of the best-posted detective in the Key West police departnent, the man who probably knew nore
about what went on in Key West than any other man

Henry Peace wal ked to the detective' s hone, knocked, and the detective appeared in a nightshirt
"Who the devil are you?" he asked. "What the blazes you want?"

Henry Peace wal ked in and took a confortable chair

Hi s voice changed when he spoke. It took on a conpletely different personality.

He said, "You nmust be doing well. You' ve put on a little weight since the Al bergold kidnapers

were stuffing you in a canvas sack and tying it to a weight."

The detective junped. He eyed Henry Peace, and his eyes flewwide. H's nmouth also fell open

"Bless nme!" he yelled. "You re—=

"Henry Peace is the nane now," Henry Peace said

The detective seized Henry Peace’s hand and punped it. He was profoundly noved. In fact

sonet hi ng happened to himthat had not occurred in years—his eyes becane danp with gratitude

"Believe it or not," he said fervently, "I still get down on ny knees and give thanks for your
saving ny life that tinme."
"Forget it."

"I wish | could forget the way those kidnapers tortured ne before you appeared."”

Henry Peace said, "Know anything about a man nanmed Jep Dee?"

The detective nodded. "That's the fellow that a college boy found on an island. Jep Dee had been
tortured. He refused to tell any kind of a story. For a while, he had a mania for keeping a piece of
old rope tied around his neck. But one night he took the rope off; and that same night, Jep Dee had
a fight in the post office with a cop because he thought the cop was trying to get a letter that Jep
Dee had just nmailed. We found out that the letter was addressed to soneone naned Rhoda Haven, in New
York City. They took Jep Dee back to the hospital. He's blind, but the doctors seemto think he’l

be all right eventually. The sun burned his eyes, or sonething, and he has nerve shock."

Having listened to this long speech in silence, Henry Peace was satisfied that he had the whole
story briefly.

"Then Jep Dee is sonething of a nystery," he said

"Very much so."

"What hospital ?"

The detective told Henry Peace the hospital where he could find Jep Dee

THE hospital nust be busy, because there were many |ighted w ndows, although this was a |ate

ni ght hour. On the seaward side was a pleasant shelf of a veranda, and internes and doctors cane and
stood on this frequently and snoked cigarettes or gossiped

The Gulf Stream that current of incredibly blue water fifty mles wide and a mle deep flow ng

past the tip of Florida, was quiet tonight. There were al nbst no waves—enly swel | s—and these cane in
like fat, slow nmoving blue el ephants that turned to a yellow color as the water shoal ed, and broke
on the beach, each tine sounding as if soneone had stepped into a wastebasket full of paper

A trailer stood on the beach. There was nothi ng unusual about that, parked trailers being found

al nost anywhere in Florida. This one was above high-water |evel, and had been there sone days

Pal mtree shade made it rather dark

It could have been a coincidence that the trailer stood in the spot fromwhich the hospital could

be wat ched npbst thoroughly

Henry Peace appeared in the darkness beside the trailer. He had nade absolutely no sound

"Hello," he said

The trailer tenant gave a violent junp. He had been sprawl ed in a canvas chair just inside the
trailer door, where he could watch the hospital

"What the hell!" he expl oded
He al so reached into the pocket of his beach robe, where there was a gun
Henry Peace said, "I cane on ahead of Horst."

VWi ch was nore truthful than sone of the statenents he had nade

"Who're you? | ain't seen you before."

"Lots of things you ain't seen, maybe," Henry Peace said. "At least, | think |’'m ahead of Horst
He in town yet?"



The trailer tenant was a small, dark, useless-looking fellow He considered for a while before he
answer ed

"Horst’'s plane shoul d be somewhere between here and Jacksonville
tel ephone call | got when they refueled in Jacksonville."

"You' re watchi ng Jep Dee?" hazarded Henry Peace

"Sure. We're going to take himout of the hospital when Horst gets here."

"What roomis he in?"

The man pointed, "Second floor, third fromleft. Roomw th stormshutters over the w ndow. "
Henry Peace did not comment. He was silent, thinking. There had been sone excitenment and action
since he first contacted the Havens, and the nystery of Jep Dee. But he had not | earned nuch,
really. The nystery of Jep Dee was still just that—-nystery.

Henry Peace assuned his npbst convincing tone. "I’ma new nan, just getting into this," he said
"You are supposed to give me the | owdown."

"What | ow down?"

"Everything. Explainit."

The other snorted. "Listen, bud, there's nore millions of dollars involved in this than you can
shake a stick at."

"Yeah, | heard the runmor—

"And al nost forty people have got to die. They won't, if things go wong. In which case, our
names will be nud."

"l heard that runor, too, but—=-

"But—othing!" snarled the trailer tenant. "I ain't telling you a thing. The hell with you
partner! | don’t even know you."

The man’s manner was determ ned enough to show that he had nade up his mind to talk no nore
Henry Peace held his fist in front of the man’s nose

"You see what’'s in this?" Henry Peace asked

The man did the natural thing—peered at the fist

"Hell, no, | don't see—=

Possi bly he then saw stars. O nmaybe it was just blackness. He |ay down backward on the fl oor
hard enough to shake the whole trailer. Henry Peace blew on the right fist, with which he had hit
the man.

"Carrying this Henry Peace character too far,
not careful ."

He tied his victimwith the trailer clothesline, also gagged him Then he consulted his watch
"Better get Jep Dee before anything else,"” he decided

Two policenmen had been assigned to watch Jep Dee, on the possibility that he might try to | eave
the hospital again, also on the chance he mght decide to talk. The two cops split each day in

twel ve- hour watches. It was considered a soft job.

Jep Dee had not been giving any trouble. In fact, he frequently seemed glad to have the officers
ar ound

Furthernore, the hurricane shutter had been put up at Jep Dee’s wi ndow. The shutter was
constructed of steel, could be fastened fromthe outside. It made the rooma jail, literally.

The hospital wall bel ow the wi ndowJdep Dee’s roomwas on the second fl oor—was not considered
clinbabl e

Henry Peace | ooked the wall over, then took off his shoes and socks. He had renmarkably |ong toes
and they seened to be trained, flexible, and incredibly strong

He clinbed the wall that was not considered clinbable. Unfastening the hurricane shutter was
nmerely a matter of sliding a bar

He got into the room Jep Dee slept. Henry Peace grabbed Jep Dee’'s nouth with one hand, the man’s
nose with the other, and lay on Jep Dee so he could not nake a commotion

"l1"m hel ping the Havens!" Henry Peace said

He said that several tinmes.

Jep Dee was silent, except to take in a great rattling gulp of air, when he was rel eased

"Horst is comng to get you," Henry Peace said

Jep Dee said several words about Horst's character that should have nade the air snell of

bri nmst one

"l've got to nove you," Henry Peace expl ai ned

Jep Dee said, "I'mwlling."

Henry Peace scooped Jep Dee off the bed, went to the wi ndow, and in a nonent stood poised on the

|l edge with his burden. The slick, silver bole of a palmtree slanted past a few feet fromthe

wi ndow. Henry Peace junped, clanped hinself and his burden to the palm and slid, not fast enough to
friction-burn his long powerful |legs, to the ground

A few minutes later, he |owered Jep Dee in the shadow of the pal ns al ong the beach—but sone

di stance fromthe trailer

"Eyes i nproved any?" he asked

"Not much," said Jep Dee. "Wo the dickens are you, anyhow?"

he said, "judging fromthe

he nmuttered. "Fool around and break ny knuckles if



Henry Peace now began tal king. Hi s tone was persuasive, and no one woul d have guessed fromhis

words that he was anything but a lifelong acquai ntance of old Tex Haven. Very casually, he nentioned
anecdot es concerning Tex Haven's soldier-of-fortuning in China, Korea, Manchuria, Spain and South
Anerica

"OF course," said Henry Peace, "I don’t know nmuch about what Tex has been doing in South Amrerica
He just took on ny hel p unexpectedly."

"That nmust explain," nmuttered Jep Dee, "why | haven't heard Tex nention you."

"As a matter of fact," said Henry Peace, "Tex didn't have tine to give me a full account of this
present proposition. He said you' d do that."

"What shall | begin with?"

"Start off with that piece of shark skin. Wat does the thing nean?"

"You saw it?"

"Yes."
"Then | don't need to explain. It explained itself."
Henry Peace said, "I'mdarned if it did."

The man |lying on the sand put both hands to his eyes. He made an enraged snarling noise

"I'f I could just seel" he gritted. "Boy, did they give nme the works before | got away! And to
think | put in weeks finding that island, while the Havens waited in New York!"

Henry Peace, suddenly alert, pronpted, "Ch, yes, you |looked for the island while the Havens
waited in New York. Just what did you find on the island? Od Tex wants to know that."

"I think the place can be entered,” Jep Dee nuttered. "I imagine the pay-off would be over ten
mllions."
"Ten mllions," said Henry Peace, "is a |lot of noney."

"My guess is that there are forty people in the dungeons. Some of them have been killed already.
Mbost of the others undergo daily torture. Sone of the dungeons are rigged up with the dammedest
torture devices you ever saw. Did you know that rats will eat a man alive?"

"l don't believe," said Henry Peace, "that any rat would have nerve enough to eat a live nman."
"Well, you're as wong as a war. | saw ‘em They let me watch. They pulled off ny fingernails and
pul l ed out ny eyel ashes, then they took me down to watch the rats eat a man. They were letting them
eat alittle of the man each night."

Henry Peace was silent a nonent. "That is too horrible. | don't believe it."

"Suit yourself."

"Suppose, " said Henry Peace, "that we get the whole thing clear in nmy mnd."

"How do you nean?"

Henry Peace suggested, "You go back to the first and explain the whole thing. Start at the
begi nni ng. "

Jep Dee lay very quiet for a while

"Hell with you!" he said.

" But =~

"I"'mw se to you now" Jep Dee snapped. "You don’t know the first thing about this nystery

You’ ve been stringing me along. So the devil with you! | don’t tell you anything nore."

Henry Peace nade a gesture of disgust

"That makes two of you," he said

" Two?"

"The other one," Henry Peace explained, "is in a trailer."

A fight followed. Jep Dee had regai ned sonme of his strength in the hospital, and he put up an

i npressive scrap. He knew every vicious trick of hand-to-hand conbat, and he used them all

Henry Peace got Jep Dee flattened out in the sand and tied and gagged with strips of his own
hospital nightgown. The strips took al nost all the ni ghtgown

"You better stay here," advised Henry Peace, "because you're pretty naked, and it m ght enbarrass
sonebody if you start wandering."

There was not much chance of Jep Dee | eaving. About the only thing he could nove was his ears
Henry Peace wal ked back to the trailer with no nmore noi se than a shadow.

The man was lying on the trailer floor, exactly where he had been left. Henry Peace bent over
hi m

The prisoner instantly reached up and took Henry Peace by the throat

"C non, Horst!" he yelled.

Qut of the back of the trailer, and out of the front, where they had been conceal ed, nmen cane

| eapi ng. They piled upon Henry Peace. They had cl ubs, knives, ropes, all ready for the conbat
Henry Peace was hopel essly out nunbered

Chapter Xl. THE VI OLENT MR PEACE

ANDREW BLODGETT-MONK—MAYFAI R was wal ki ng down a Key West Street, closely trailed by his pet pig
with the large ears and long | egs. They both stopped

"Listen!" Mnk expl oded



They were close to the sea, so near that swells breaking on the beach frequently shoved out

tentacl es of white spray that reached alnpst to their feet. Palmtrees around themwere, in the
night, |ike giants holding up hands with fingers distended.

The hospital where Jep Dee had been confined was over a hundred yards distant, and on the left.
They had called at a norning newspaper office and | earned the story of Jep Dee, as nmuch of it as the
newspapers knew. It had been a quick source of information; the trouble was that the newspaper now
knew sonme Doc Savage aids were in town, and reporters would haunt themfor stories.

The sounds seened to conme froma spot in front of the hospital. There were grunts, yells and

t hunpi ng noi ses.

Long- bodi ed, | ong-worded Johnny cocked an ear.

"A tintamarrous bonbilation!" he remarked.

"Sounds nore like a fight to me," Mnk nuttered.

Ham sai d, "That, short-and-hairy, is what he neant."

Ham who was noted for being suitably dressed for every occasion, was attired in what Mnk termed
the "tomecatting" suit. This was a black suit with black accessories—shirt, tie, socks,

handker chi efs, and hat, all black—which matched the harni ess-1ooki ng bl ack sword cane that he al ways
carried. Chem stry, Hamis pet chinmp, was rather dark by nature and matched his owner.

They stood there in the darkness, listening to the fight, debating what to do.

The fight seenmed to be in progress around a trailer.

The Havens, father and daughter, kept a disgruntled silence. They weren't enthusiastic about

being with Monk, Ham and Johnny, but they had not been able to do anything about that. They had been
haunted by the Doc Savage associ ates since they had been found in the tree following the aérial dog
fight

Ham nudged ol d Tex. "Good time for you to tell us what all the scranbling is for."

"‘Tain't, neither."

"M ght save us all a lot of trouble if you explained the nystery."

"Rootin’ under that log," said old Tex, "won't get you nothin' ."

Monk was nore than ever intrigued by the qualities of Rhoda Haven—not the |east of these being

her figure—and he was al so convinced that he had a rival in the person of the m ssing Henry Peace.
Monk had been neking derogatory renarks about Henry Peace. He nade anot her one now.

"Henry Peace," said Mnk, "has disappeared, so he probably got scared and cleared out."

Rhoda bit her lip, snapped, "Listen, you robin-eyed—

"What cha nmean— obi n- eyed?"

"Eyes that are always resting on linbs," the young woman said coolly. "Henry Peace is worth a
squad of sonme of the people |’'ve reluctantly becone acquainted with."

Monk stood torn between two desires—the yen to make passes at a pretty girl, and his

al ways-strong liking for a good fight. The fight yen won.

"C non!" Mnk barked. "Let’'s see whether that scrap needs our attention."

THE bedl am at the trailer stopped suddenly.

Al nost conpl ete quiet followed. They could hear the waves naki ng the sounds that were |ike
soneone stepping into a wastebasket of paper. Their own feet crunched sand.

They cane to the trailer, and blazed flashlight beans.

Johnny had a favorite word when he was astounded. He used it now.

"I"I'l be superanual gamat ed! " he expl oded.

The door had burst off the trailer. Inside, the bunks had been torn | oose, w ndows knocked out,
di shes broken, pots and pans tranpled out of shape. Everything that could be used to hit a man over
the head apparently had been enpl oyed for that purpose.

Ham j unped around with his flashlight, counting the sensel ess men who were scattered about.
"Six!'" he excl ai ned.

Monk gazed at broken noses, scuffed faces, torn cl ot hing.

"Brothers," he said, "a human hurricane sure went through here."

He took another | ook at the six victins.

"These are Horst lugs," he announced. "Sone of themwere with that gang who tried to throw us in
a cistern on Long Island."

a d Tex Haven had been doi ng sonme eager inspecting for hinself.

"But Horst ain't anong ‘eml" Tex said disgustedly.

"Depend on the head skunk to be out of the den when the roof fell in."

"I"l1l bet," said Rhoda Haven triunmphantly, "that Henry Peace did this."

"Hunph!" Monk sai d.

They | ooked around the vicinity for sone trace of the hurricane—Mnk stated an unnecessary nunber
of times that it couldn’t be Henry Peace that had done all the dammge. They found no one.

A Horst thug stirred, groaned, sat up, wanted to know, "Were' s that red-headed devil ?"

"You see!" Rhoda Haven ejacul ated triunphantly. "It was Henry Peace!"

"Rats!" Monk said grunpily.

Ham wal ked over to the hospital and entered. Wien he cane out and joined them he |ooked so



downcast that Monk commented on the fact.

"You went in there like a lion and cane out |ike a postage stanp," Mnk said.
"Li ke a postage stanp?"

"Licked."

"This is no tine for such cracks!" Ham snarl ed.

" Jep Dee is gone fromthat hospital!"

THERE was a pronpt rush for the hospital, where they put barrages of questions that got them no
informati on of value. The visit to the hospital did, however, inpress Rhoda Haven with a point. The
informati on that Monk and others were associated with Doc Savage worked wonders with the hospital
people. They fell over thenselves to offer any service. There were comments of the highest character
regardi ng Doc Savage's ability.

"This Doc Savage," Rhoda renarked when they were outside, "nust be quite an individual."

Monk nodded violently. "For once, you're right in your judgnent of sonebody!"

Johnny rubbed his bony jaw.

"Perscrutination seens pragnatical," he stated.

"Put it in English," Rhoda Haven request ed.

"l suggest," said Johnny stiffly, "that we now resort to asking questions of people—you

i ncluded. "

"l see."

"The questioning to be coupled with such persuasive violence as may be necessary," Johnny added.
"l see," Rhoda Haven repeated coolly.

A man wal ked up boldly in the darkness.

"You Doc Savage's nen and party?" he asked.

"You said it," Mnk told him

"A guy nanmed Henry Peace sent ne," the stranger explained. "He said to tell you he d taken
sonebody named Horst, and was waiting for you with a nman nanmed Jep Dee. He said for me to show you
where he was waiting, and to bring you if you wanted to cone."

Monk scow ed bl ackly, said, "W don't want to cone."

"Try not to be as sinple-nminded as usual," Ham advi sed the honely chemst. "OF course, we want to
go.”

Rhoda Haven turned a flashlight so Monk could see the triunphant expression on her attractive
features.

"l notice," she remarked, "that nmpbst of the acconplishing around here seens to be done by Henry
Peace. "

Monk | ooked as if soneone was feeding himworns. He did not say anything.

Ham and Johnny | oaded unconsci ous Horst thugs into the trailer, tying themw th bed sheets,
fishing lines and anything else they could find.

"I nchoation is contiguitudinous,"” Johnny remarked.

"Eh?" said the nessenger.

"Maybe he neans," Mnk suggested, "that now we start."

"Why didn’t he just say so?"

"He only speaks English when he has to."

"Ch. One of themkind of guys, eh? | don't see why these foreigners who cone over here can't
speak Anerican."

The car attached to the trailer was a shabby-1ooking old heap, but at the first traffic |ight,
Ham sprang out to inspect the notor in amazenent. Instead of the wheezing four cylinders he had
expected, he found sixteen polished ones that were snorting out at |east two hundred horsepower.
Their guide was a rather hungry-looking fellowin overalls and a straw hat. He seemed somewhat
dunb in al nost every way.

He directed themto a | onesone, sandy road that |ed through some palnmettos to a clunp of

| onesone- | ooki ng pal ns that stood up stark in the white noonlight. There he told themto stop.
The gui de got out.

"There's five or six arny machi ne guns covering you fools," he said. "You stopped your car over a
buried case of TNT that's wired to expl ode when a switch over yonder is closed. If you want to get
tough, just hop to it!"

Havi ng delivered this news, he dived behind a convenient palmtree.

Chapter XiI. THE BRONZE MAN

AFTER lightning strikes, there is usually a nmonent of everything-stopped silence. This one |asted
about twenty seconds.

Then a machi ne gun stuck out a tongue of red flame fromthe pal mthicket and gobbl ed
ear-splittingly. In the next quarter mnute, possibly two hundred bullets hit the car engine. The
hood cane | oose, flopped, banged, and finally flew up and away and the big notor itself broke in
pl aces. |npact of the bullets shook the whole car until the occupants held to things.

Wien the bedl am st opped, Monk was yelling. He thought the others were being nurdered whol esal e,



the bullets mssing himby sone mracle.

But shooting was only to put the car engine out of conm ssion.

"Conme outa there!" a voice rapped angrily. "That car being arnored won't do you any good!"

That was the first they knew about the car being arnored.

"Let's fight ‘em ™ Mnk gritted.

The voice yelled, "W wasn't kiddin'" about that TNT under you!"

"l don't think they are," Ham nuttered.

Johnny, shocked into using small words, said, "They surely don’t plan to kill us immediately, or
they woul d have cut | oose with the nachine guns. W better surrender."

Monk grow ed, "What puzzles me is why they don't go ahead and try to kill us?"

They | earned why after they left the car, after they stood with their arms in the air, and were
rel i eved of weapons, and after the captors discovered that Mnk, Ham and Johnny were wearing

bul | et proof undergarments of a chain nesh. These were torn off with sone difficulty, |eaving the
|l ate wearers al nost enbarrassingly unclothed. They | earned the reason they had been kept alive when
a captor barked:

"Where's Jep Dee?"

Monk | ooked around for sone trace of Horst, but the naster mind did not seemto be in sight. The
head skunk, Mnk thought savagely, was staying out of sight whether the hole was falling in or not.
"Cnon!" the captor snarled. "Only reason you' re alive is because you can tell us howto git hold
of Jep Dee."

Monk began, "There is where you're mis—

And Ham ki cked his shin, hissed, "Want to make us dead, stupid? They find out we don’t know where
Jep Dee is, and they' Il kill us."

Monk saw where it would be wise to let their captors think they knew where Jep Dee coul d be
found, if they wanted to think that. He said no nore. The others al so clanped |i ps.

They were sl apped and ki cked and threatened for five mnutes.

"This is gonna take tine, so we better get ‘emon the boats,” a man growed. "No tellin’ who

m ght show up to investigate that shooting."

The sea was close, it now devel oped. The prisoners were | ed a short distance, then shoved through
mangroves for fifty yards, comng out on the bank of a tidal creek on which floated four varnished
di nghi es.

"Whar m ght the head pol ecat be?" old Tex Haven inquired.

"Horst?" A man | aughed. "Boy, he don't know what minute Doc Savage is going to turn up in this
thing. He don’t want to be around when that happens."

"He skeert of Doc Savage?" asked Tex.

"He ain’t nothin' else!"

"He's not alone, either," another man nmuttered. "Right off, | can't think of anybody |’'d be nore
scared of."

The prisoners were shoved close to the four dinghies, and after a grunted suggestion by one of
their captors, it was decided to take themtwo dinghy |oads at a tine.

Monk, Johnny and Rhoda Haven were |oaded in tw of the dinghies, along with four captors, a pair
to each little craft. The dinghi es—+welve feet long, of light |apstreak construction, the wood
var ni shed—were standard yacht tenders.

The two di nks paddl ed al ong the tidal creek, and the creek swing sharply left.

Just after the pair of small boats rounded the corner, the rearnost one—the boat containing
Johnny and Monk—evert urned.

I T happened suddenly. No warning. Before the occupants could even yelp, they were in the briny
creek water. It was too sudden and violent for any accident.

The men in the | ead boat turned. One of them splashed a white flashlight beam

They saw a swi mmer making for them He seenmed to travel with fish speed. But there was nore about
the swi mmer than speed.

And there was nore about himthan his giant size.

There was, probably nost striking of all, his bronze conplexion. Bronze was the swimrng giant’s
color motif, his hair being a little darker bronze than his skin.

H s eyes—when he was very close to the dinghy, the flashlight glare disclosed his anmazing
eyes—were a strange flake-gold tint. Flake gold that seemed stirred by tiny w nds.

"Doc Savage!" a man yell ed.

Doc Savage put hands on the dinghy rail. The hands were barred with sinew, the arms above them
incredi bly nuscled. He jerked. The dinghy upset.

"Monk, Johnny—swi mthis way!" Doc Savage call ed.

The bronze man’s voice had a crashing power, as arresting as |ightning.

Rhoda Haven floundered in the water. Her wists were |ashed, as were the wists of Mnk and
Johnny. A dropped flashlight was still glowi ng on the bottom of the creek, about eight feet down.
The water was very clear, and the flash glow diffused and made them seemto swmin mlKk.

Rhoda saw Doc Savage dive swiftly. The next instant, she was seized, dragged beneath the surface.



She had enough mind presence to hold her breath.

Doc Savage sl ashed her wists free.

She did not, for an instant, realize what el se the bronze giant was doing. He shoved a clip on

her nose; it closed her nostrils tightly enough to hurt a little. Then he shoved a nout hpi ece
between her teeth, a nouthpiece to which was attached a rubberized pouch. She knew what it was,

t hen.

She swal | owed the salt water that was in her mouth, after which she was able to breathe,
underwater, as long as she did not take deep breaths, with the nmechanical "lung." Chemicals in the
rubberi zed pouch, in the nouthpiece-filter, purified her breath and furni shed oxygen.

By swi nmi ng downward, she kept on the creek bottom

Doc Savage had al ready reached Monk and Johnny and struck at their wists lashings with his

knife. He nerely jammed a nechanical lung into Monk’s hands, another into Johnny's clutch. They knew
what to do with them Doc hinself donned one of the |ungs.

The three of them-bPoc Savage, Mk and Johnny-sank beneath the surface together. They found Rhoda
Haven, faintly discernible on the outskirts of the glow that cane fromthe waterproofed flashlight
on the creek bottom

Monk seened inclined to stay and drag sone of their | ate captors bel ow the surface.

Doc Savage jerked at Monk’s arm discouraging his ideas about |ingering.

IT was probably fortunate that Monk did not stay. The other two dinghies rushed into view, foam
at their bows, |oaded down with men who had machi ne guns.

The swi mming Horst followers were haul ed aboard the newly arrived dinghies.

The submachi ne guns roared and nmowed down surroundi ng nmangrove thicket.

The nmen heaved hand grenades overside, which burst, causing the creek to vonmit water high in the
air; and dead fish began coming to the top and floating bellies-up, and a nurse shark that had been
in the creek made an agony- maddened t hreshi ng.

Some di stance down the creek, Doc Savage |ed the others out into the nangroves. They listened to
grenades burst, and men swear.

"A tintinnabula," Johnny renarked.

Monk said, "If that neans a devil of a noise, you said it!"

There was nore noonlight around themthan they cared for.

Rhoda Haven gri pped Doc Savage’'s arm

"You . . . you are Doc Savage?" she breathed. "How on earth did you cone to turn up now?"

Doc Savage did not answer that, because there was an interrupti on—Mnk gave a great horrified
start. The honely chem st had renenbered his squabbling mate, Ham Brooks, was still a Horst
prisoner.

"Ham-we’' ve got to rescue Haml" Mnk gasped.

Rhoda Haven added sonething grimand inperative about saving her father, too.

"Crawl through the mangroves," Doc Savage said. "Keep going due south."

The bronze man then vani shed. There was no comotion, no el aborate flourishing of arms or | eaping
into the tops of mangroves. The nmetallic giant nmerely wal ked a few paces—and suddenly could no

| onger be heard or seen.

"Doc’s going after Ham and Tex Haven," Monk expl ai ned.

"Hadn't we better help hin?" Rhoda Haven demanded.

Monk snort ed.

"There's only twelve or fifteen of Horst’s gang back there," the honely chenm st said. "Doc won't
need any help."

"Are you crazy?" Rhoda Haven asked incredul ously.

"No, |'ve only seen Doc Savage in action,” Mnk explai ned.

They began creeping through the mangroves, heading south, as the strange bronze gi ant had
directed. The mangroves were al nost w thout |eaves; none of themwere nore than ten feet high nor
much thicker than Monk’s thunmb. They were as tough as iron. They grewin a solid nat, the boughs
interlacing. There was usually about a foot of space between the | owernpst branches and the mangrove
swanp rmud. Mnk, Johnny and Rhoda Haven started nud-craw i ng sout hward.

ABQUT this tine, the Horst nen stopped shooting and throw ng hand grenades into the nangrove

creek.

"They got away!" growl ed the man in charge. "W better see they don’'t grab Ham Brooks and ol d Tex
Haven fromus!"

Bot h di nghi es were paddl ed back furiously to where the other two prisoners had been left. The

Horst nen were frightened now.

They had seen Doc Savage finally, gotten a sanple of the bronze man’s work. Back in New York,

when they had first |earned they were pitted against the nysterious and al nost | egendary Doc Savage,
they had been afflicted somewhat by the creeps. But as the hours passed, and Doc Savage in person
did not appear, there had been a reaction; and they had been inclined to beat chests and say, "Hell,
we ain't scared of this guy!"



Simply because the bronze man had not appeared, they had started to think what they hoped in
their hearts was true—that the reputation of Doc Savage was a nyth, a soap bubble blown by hot air
from gossi pi ng tongues.

But now t he bubbl e had burst.

And there stood their personal devil, just as big and bronze as they' d heard he was.

Wth fright-driven haste, the Horst nen seized Ham Brooks and drawly old Tex Haven, flung them
into the dinghies, and rowed back down the nmangrove creek.

They heaved hand grenades into the water as they progressed. The bl asting grenades made
concussions that would have killed any man, even Doc Savage, attenpting to attack the boats by
swi nm ng bel ow t he surface.

Their flashlights raked the nmangroves. Their machi ne guns | ead-ripped every lunp of dark shadow.
What saved them was their gas nasks. They had donned these—all but the prisoners who had been in
the trailer, and who naturally had been rescued. The |atter had no nasks.

The men without masks col | apsed unexpectedly, every one of them It happened at a point where the
creek was narrow. The nen with nmasks were terrified. Their machi ne guns ran out thunder and | ead
until the barrels turned red-hot. They heaved grenades as fast as they could dig them out of
pouches.

Doc Savage—he had | aid down the barrage by heaving small, nmarblelike capsules of gas froma

di stance—was forced to flatten in nud under mangroves. He was no nore bull et proof than the next man.
The di nghi es—arrying all of Horst’s men and Ham and Tex Haven—got out of the mangrove creek.

Di ggi ng oars drove them for the yacht.

THE yacht was sixty-five feet long. Also deceptive. Fromthe water line up, she was a two-nmasted
schooner, with a clipper bow, a nice hull line, and a clean stern. Her sails were all jib-headed,
and rai sed and | owered on neat tracks instead of the old-style nmast hoops.

Qutwardly, she |ooked |ike some noderately rich man’s plaything, a schooner capable of a top
speed of ten knots at the very nost. Except that the nasts were hinged |like a Dutch canal boat, so
they coul d be | owered.

If one got close to her when she rode in very clear water, and | ooked at the hull |ines below the
surface, the inpression was a little different. The water-buried part of her was built like a
Harmsworth trophy contender. Mire than half the boat was engine room crammed with the newest

hi gh-speed Di esel equi pnent.

When the di nghi es had been hooked to davits and yanked aboard, the yacht anchor came up, and the
craft gathered speed until she was junping fromone wave to another.

An investigation showed that the gas victinms seemed nmerely to be unconsci ous.

The man in charge went bel ow and got on the short-wave radio. It was a very nodern radio,

equi pped with a "scranbl er"—a mechani cal -el ectrical device which made it inpossible for any
listener-in to understand what was bei ng said.

The man tal ked to sonmeone on the radio for some time. Then he went on deck and made a speech to
his nen.

"We're going to the island," he said.

"But that will |eave Doc Savage untouched,"” a man rem nded him "And it will |eave Jep Dee

runni ng | oose, sonewhere. To say nothing of that Henry Peace, whoever he is."

"That's all right," said the man who had tal ked on the radi o. "Sonething new has turned up."

" New?"

"Sefior Steel is here."

The listeners, to a man, |looked as if a cold wind had come down out of the north.

"Here—en this boat?" one croaked.

"No, no," said their informant inpatiently. "Sefior Steel is in Key Wst."

The news of the comi ng of Sefior Steel seened to have spread poison over the city of Key Wst, as
far as they were concerned. Every nman was obviously glad that the schooner-speedboat was |eaving the
vicinity.

Chapter Xl I1. SENOR STEEL

WHEN Johnny Littlejohn, Mnk Mayfair and Rhoda Haven were convinced they had craw ed ten miles

t hrough the nmud and nmangroves—t was probably a full half mle—they cane to a road.

"Bi vouaci al qui escence, " Johnny remarked.

"He means," Monk explained, "that here is a good place to rest."

They fl opped down on the coral sand of the road. They had heard the powerful Diesel notors of the
yacht and guessed what they were; but that sound was gone now. Enough of a breeze was blowing to
rasp mangrove boughs together occasionally, a sound sonewhat as if skel etons were bei ng noved about.
No one said anything. They were too tight with strain, wondering what had happened to Ham Brooks,
Tex Haven and Doc Savage, to feel |ike making words.

Suddenly, they heard a strange sound. It was a trilling, pitched |ow, and possessed of an exotic
quality that made the nature of the sound difficult to define. It was weird, m ght have been the
work of a vagrant wind in the naked nangroves and it had a ventriloquial quality that nade it seem



to come from everywhere.

Monk sprang up.

"l better go," Johnny said, using small words.

"Huh?" Monk said.

"l better go," Johnny repeated, nore firmy.

Monk nmuttered sonething about going ahead if he was so danged anxi ous, and sank back to the road
sand.

Rhoda Haven reached out and gripped Monk’s arm asked, "What was that strange noi se?"

"It mght be the wind," Mnk told her, and was good enough a liar to make it sound truthful.
Johnny wal ked down the sandy road, taking quick steps with his long bony legs. He did not know
fromwhat direction the sound had conme, but he did know it had been nade by Doc Savage.

That weird, exotic trilling note was a characteristic of the man of bronze, a thing which he did
unconsciously in noments of mental stress, and sonetinmes nmade deliberately to indicate his presence.
Havi ng gone sone di stance, Johnny stopped. A nonent |ater, wi thout any noticeable sound, Doc
Savage was a bronzed tower in the darkness beside the gaunt, big-worded archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st.
Doc Savage said, "They got away with Ham and Tex Haven. Boat. A fast boat."

Johnny said several small words. They were not profane words. They were just short words that
showed how desperate and puzzling he considered the situation.

"l want," Doc Savage said, "your advice."

"My advice?"

"Do you think | had better let the girl know that Henry Peace and Doc Savage are the sane
persons?" the bronze man asked.

JOHNNY gave the query sonme consideration. He was by nature sonething of a psychologist, in
contrast to Monk, who |liked to bunp people around with his fists, or Ham who |liked to sway people
with his agile tongue and was not averse to bunping themw th his fists or pricking themwth his
sword cane, either.

Johnny said, "You put on a disguise and called yourself Henry Peace in the first place because—
"When Rhoda Haven canme to us in New York, she did not tell the truth," Doc Savage expl ai ned
quietly. "I hoped to take the personality of Henry Peace, just a knockdown-and-drag-out young

sol di er of fortune, and join Rhoda Haven and her father, and thus learn what it was all about."

" And—

"It did not work," the bronze nman said disgustedly.

"Maybe it’'s nearer to working than you think."

"What do you nean?"

"The girl," said Johnny, "is in love with you."

Doc Savage nade a sound that was dubi ous.

"You' re mstaken," he said. "Wenever |'maround, she acts as if ants were in her oatneal."

"Yes, but when you're not there—

"When |’ mnot there—what?" Doc demanded.

Johnny rubbed his long jaw. He found this situation interesting.

"Just the same," he said, "I think it would be advisable to turn into Henry Peace again and join
us."

Doc Savage did not seem enthusiastic about that. "I doubt if she will tell Henry Peace anything."
"I"'mbetting she will."

"Wl | — The bronze man changed feet unconfortably. "Onh, all right. Henry Peace will turn up

again, then."

"When Henry Peace shows up," Johnny said dryly, "he had better watch out for Mnk."
"What's the matter with Monk?"

"He's acquired an el ephant-sized dislike for Henry Peace."

"Maybe," Doc Savage said thoughtfully, "I had better tell himwho Henry Peace is. | didn't tell
himearlier because | knew that as long as the Henry Peace di sgui se had Monk fooled, it would fool
anybody. "

Johnny snorted.

"It would be nore fun," he said, "if you didn't tell him"

This term nated the conversation, and Johnny went back to the other two. He found Monk telling
Rhoda Haven what he thought of Henry Peace, which was practically nothing.

"When | get through with that Henry Peace,"” Mnk said, "he’ |l be pounded down snall enough to get
lost in caterpillar fuzz."

After this prom se, Monk drew Johnny aside. He knew, of course, that the |ong archaeol ogi st had
gone off in the darkness to consult with Doc Savage.

"They got Ham and Tex Haven," Johnny expl ai ned.

He did not add that Doc Savage had decided to go on being Henry Peace. Mnk did not know that Doc
Savage was Henry Peace. Mnk detested Henry Peace. It was going to be interesting when Monk found
out who Henry Peace really was. Ham Brooks, who had spent years squabbling with Monk, would like to
see that.



Johnny shivered. He suspected that unless they did sonething drastic in a hurry, Ham Brooks mi ght
not |live to see anything nmuch

Shortly, Doc Savage appeared. One nonent there was noon-silvered darkness about; then the bronze
man stood silent beside them

"We have not much tinme to waste," he said quietly. "The Horst nen will keep Ham and Tex Haven

alive for a while and torture themin an effort to learn the whereabouts of Jep Dee. But they do not
know where Jep Dee is, so they will eventually be killed."

RHODA HAVEN was a sol dier of fortune's daughter. She had the tenperanment, the courage, the

fatalismfor her profession. She was sonmething of an axman of fate; |ike her father, she could
attack sonething gigantic and chop away at it, and when the terrible nmoments cane—the nonents when
there was no telling where the giant would fall, or what It would crush—she could clanmp her lips

put up her chin, and take what canme, and know that what had happened woul d not have occurred if she
had not used the ax

"Do you know where they took ny father?" she asked in a | evel voice

"How coul d | know?" Doc Savage countered. "You did not tell my nen the truth when you first cane

to us in New York. You have not told them nuch since."

"I have not told themmany lies," the girl countered grimy

Doc Savage cane to the point. He put a blunt statenent of facts

"You and your father and Jep Dee are after sonething," he said. "Jep Dee hunted for it here in

the Florida Keys, while you and your father waited in New York. Jep Dee nust have found what you
sought, but he was caught by Horst, and barely escaped with his life. He was delirious, and nuttered
stuff about thirty-sone people being in inmnent danger of death. He had a piece of freckled-Iooking
shark skin on himwhen he was found. He nailed it to you and your father. Horst came to New York and
tried to get the shark skin and kill you. You cane to ne and tried to get ne and ny nmen to chasing
Horst. Obviously, that was to keep Horst occupied while you and your father went ahead with your
original plans to get sonmething down here in the Florida Keys."

"You have," said Rhoda Haven levelly, "learned a lot."

Doc Savage put a question as blunt as his statement of facts

"What is the sonething?" he asked. "Wat are you after?"

Rhoda Haven hesitated

"You want to know what the piece of freckled shark skin is?" she asked

"Yes."

"And you want to know what ny father and | are after?"

"Yes."

"And about the thirty-some people who are going to die if sonething isn't done?"
"Exactly."

Rhoda Haven conpressed her |ips. She was thinking. She thought of all that she had heard of this
remar kabl e man of bronze—thi ngs which she had thought fantastic when they first came to her ears
but whi ch she was beginning to realize were true. Through her nmind ran the | egends of the feats he
had perforned, of his strange career of righting wongs and puni shing evil doers throughout the far
corners of the earth

These | egends of the doings of Doc Savage were nany, and sonme of themwere fantastic, but all had
one thing in common. Those who fought the bronze man with trenendous treasures at stake—al ways | ost
them The bronze man’s weal th was fabul ous, she had heard, a great hoard piled up of the treasures
the great inventions, which he had taken in the course of his adventures

The thought of losing everything that she and her father were fighting for settled on her mnd an
ice that froze any warminpul se she felt to confide in him She was a fighter. She would continue
fighting.

She said, "My father and | are fighting for tremendous stakes, part of which are rightfully ours
We knew t he chances we were taking when we began."

" But —

Rhoda Haven lifted a silencing hand

"I"'mgoing to do what dad would want me to do," she said. "I'"mgoing to refuse to tell you
anything."

"You—

"We' || solve our own problens. W al ways have."

Doc Savage's strange, flake-gold eyes studied the young woman. "M nd telling ne why?"

"Greed, maybe. Wien we risk our lives like we have—+'mreferring to ny father, Jep Dee and
nysel f e expect to get what we're after.”

"At this stage of the gane," Doc Savage remi nded dryly, "you are alnost |icked."

That was true. The girl could think of no effective answer. Except one. A gesture of verba
defiance

"Don't forget," she snapped, "that Henry Peace is still running around | oose and doing things!"

AS a result of that remark, it was a perfectly natural nove for Johnny Littlejohn to drop back



al ongsi de the bronze nman after they had started along the road in the direction of Key West. Johnny
made sure that neither Rhoda Haven nor Monk woul d overhear him

"You see," Johnny told Doc Savage

" See what ?"

"She’s that way about Henry Peace."

After this remark, Johnny watched the bronze nan with interest. He could see that Doc was
flustered. In fact, the bronze nman stunbled over a rut and al nost fell down.

"Blast it!" Doc said.

Johnny did not think he was referring to the rut. "The thing for you to do," Johnny advi sed
to turn into Henry Peace again."

"Nonsense!" Doc said too pronptly

Johnny said grimy, "It’s the only way we’ve got of maybe |earning enough to save Ham"

Doc thought that over

"You're probably right," he said, with somewhat the resigned air of a Christian about to be
thrown to the lions. "I'Il turn into Henry Peace."

Doc Savage wal ked on ahead of the party, to scout their course. The first street lights of Key

West were not far ahead

Johnny rejoi ned Monk and Rhoda Haven, and after glancing at the young lady, felt |ike sighing

Doc Savage might be a scientific genius, a mental w zard and a nuscul ar phenonenon—but his know edge
of wonmen put himin about the sanme category as a babe in arns. That was, of course, the result of
the bronze man’s determ nation to avoid fem nine entangl ements

Doc Savage held the conviction that, if he ever fell in love, his enemes would strike at him
through his sweetheart or wife.

Probably he was right, Johnny realized. So it was a good idea. But Johnny was al so convinced that
any good idea can be carried too far, and Doc had overdone this one. He'd had absolutely nothing to
do with femninity. The result was that Doc had acquired an abysmal ignorance, Johnny believed, of
the fair sex. Doc was al so scared of them

Doc Savage had protested a great reluctance for becom ng Henry Peace again, and nmeking passes at
pretty Rhoda Haven

Johnny secretly suspected that the bronze man really liked the idea. He did, or he wasn't

entirely human. Johnny thought he was hunman

They reached an avenue lined with palnms. In the pal mshadows, it was very dark. Doc was stil

| eadi ng

Suddenly, from ahead, there cane a yell

"Get your hands up, dang you!"

It was Henry Peace’s voice

Bl ow sounds followed. A crash of palnmettos, as if soneone had been knocked into the vegetation
under the palnms. Mre blows. Then running feet hammered the ground

Doc Savage’s voice crashed out

"It’'s Henry Peace!" Doc shouted. "He's running. Wait there!"

A crashing went away through the brush. It sounded very much |ike Doc Savage pursuing Henry

Peace.

Monk snorted, for Rhoda Haven's benefit, said, "Your red-headed, freckle-faced hero bunped into a

"

is

real man. And there he goes. Runnin’ like a rabbit."
"Henry Peace," said Rhoda Haven indignantly, "will make this Doc Savage | ook tane before he's
done! "

Monk snorted so loudly that he hurt his nose

"All your bragging about Henry Peace," he said, "goes in one of ny ears and out the other."
"That," Rhoda Haven said coolly, "is because there’s nothing in between to stop it."

Henry Peace canme out of the pal mshadow into the nmoonlight. He had a revolver. He pointed the
weapon at Monk. But he spoke to Rhoda Haven

"After we're married," he said, "we’'re gonna lead a nore peaceable life than this."

Rhoda Haven, in view of the way she had been hol ding up for Henry Peace, reacted in a strangely
contrary fashion. She wal ked over and tried to slap Henry Peace. He caught her wist and held her
easily

The young wonman stanped a foot indignantly.

"l wish," she snapped, "that | had been nade a nman."

"You have," Henry Peace assured her cheerfully. "I’ m him

Doc Savage had put on the Henry Peace disguise while wal king down the road ahead of them

WH LE Rhoda Haven nmintai ned an indi gnant silence, Monk and Henry Peace exchanged a few words
They did not swear, exactly, but there was enough acid in their tones to bleach the surrounding
tropi cal vegetation

"You do what | tell you!" Henry Peace warned Mnk, waving his revol ver

"You can’t hit the side of a barn with that!" Mnk grow ed. "I saw a sanpl e of your shooting on
Long Island!"



"l should have let themthrow you in the cistern that tine!" Henry Peace told him

Evi dently Monk’s confidence in Henry Peace’'s bad marksmanshi p was not as strong as he cl ai ned,
because he let hinself be nmade a prisoner.

Henry Peace nmarched themoff to the right, to a | onesome spot on a sandy beach. He bound Mnk and
Johnny, ankles and wists, with their own belts. Then he addressed Rhoda Haven.

"About tine," he told the young woman, "that you give ne the truth on this ness."

She had been thinking over the situation. And she had reached sonme concl usion.

"You got Jep Dee out of the hospital ?" she asked.

"Yep. "

"Where is he?"

"Little place down the beach from here."

Rhoda Haven said, "Go get him"

"\Why 2"

"Jep Dee is the only one who can help us. He knows the neaning of that piece of freckled shark
skin. He knows the whereabouts of the spot to which Horst’s nmen probably took ny father."

Henry Peace nodded grimy. "I'Il bring Jep Dee. You watch these two Doc Savage nen."

He wal ked of f into the night.

The nmoment Henry Peace was out of sight, his way of carrying hinmself changed, and his stride

al t ered—he becane Doc Savage in everything but appearance. Acting the part of a personality as
different as Henry Peace was a nental and physical strain, and he was glad to rel ax.

Henry Peace had not told the exact truth about where Jep Dee had been left. Henry Peace, in fact,
did not stick exactly to the truth in a great many of his statements. This was in marked contrast to
Doc Savage, who never told anything but the truth, even when a lie m ght be convenient to mslead an
enemny.

Jep Dee was in a tourist cabin near the center of town.

Doc Savage was thoughtful as he wal ked. He was puzzled with hinself. He was rather enjoying being
Henry Peace. He didn't approve, exactly, because Henry Peace was an untruthful rascal who had a
weakness for a pretty girl. Henry Peace was boastful, insolent, and nade | ove at every opportunity.
It wouldn’t do, Doc Savage deci ded uneasily, to play Henry Peace with too nmuch enthusiasm

I't mght becone too pleasant.

To get his mind off the distressing idea that Doc Savage, the man of determ nation, mght be
tenpted to really turn into an untruthful rascal named Henry Peace, the bronze nan stopped and
bought a norni ng newspaper. He wanted to | earn how nmuch commotion the events of the night had
created in Key West.

He saw the advertisenent at once. It was half a page, hence hardly to be missed. It said:

DOG SAVAGE

JOHN DOE W SHES YOUR HELP. THI S NEWSPAPER W LL TELL YOU HOW TO GET IN TOUCH WTH H M

Chapter Xl V. HAVENS—CROOKS

I NSTEAD of going on for Jep Dee—who woul d be safe enough where he was awhi | e-Boc Savage renoved
his Henry Peace disguise, then called the newspaper.

"The advertisenent," he explained, having identified hinself, "seened rather inperative."

"I presunme it is," said the voice at the newspaper. "John Doe is waiting at the Caribbean Hotel ."
When Doc Savage | ooked it over, the Caribbean Hotel seened a respectable hostelry of sone size.
He spent twenty minutes going to different places around and in the hotel, standing and | ooking
and listening. This satisfied himthat, if it was a trap, the trap was inside the room

"M. Doe," the hotel clerk said, "is in the penthouse suite."

"Thank you," Doc Savage said, "but | think it is rather late in the night to nake a call."

He wal ked out, |eaving the inpression he would be back later. He went around to the back of the
hotel, took out a small grapple attached to a silk cord, tossed it and snared the fire escape, to
which he clinbed. He took his tine, nade no noise, and reached the roof.

The roof was a garden. In the center stood a Spanish type of bungal ow, rather small, very neat,
very flanboyant, and probably stunningly expensive.

Al'l the bungal ow doors were cl osed. The bungal ow itsel f was dark.

Doc Savage produced—from a vest which contained a nunber of pockets hol di ng unusual gadgets—a
contrivance which resenbled a small bicycle punp, but which had a | ong needl eli ke spout.

He filled this oversized hypoderm c from a nonbreakable netal bottle which was also in the vest,
and squirted the contents under a door. He refilled the hypo and squirted nore fluid under all the
ot her doors he could find.

He anbl ed over to the penthouse bal cony and stood | ooking at the Gulf Stream The sea was

nmoon- ki ssed, stretched away and seened to blend with the sky, and the riding lights of boats in the
harbor were scattered sparks that bobbed a little.

When the gas he had squirted under the doors had had tinme to take effect, he put on the
underwat er lung, which was al so a gas mask, wal ked to a door, took hold of the knob, and without
much apparent physical effort, tore knob and | ock out of the door. He wal ked in.

There was only one man there, so he nust be John Doe.



John Doe woul d nake a good football player, of the boy-he’s-not-big-but-can-he-carry-that-ball
type. Unquestionably, he was in good physical trim He was sensel ess, but his nuscles felt like
truck tires, anyway.

H s face was the col or of good snoking tobacco. Doc opened his shirt and noted that his chest and
the rest of himwas the sane col or.

John Doe had been sitting in a chair, fully dressed, waiting in the dark. There was a | ong-nosed
automatic on the floor at his feet, so probably he had been holding that in his hands.

Doc searched John Doe. Then he searched the pent house. There was no baggage.

There were twenty-five cartridges for the autonatic in John Doe's pockets, but absolutely nothing
el se. Not a thing to show who he was.

John Doe woke up after a while.

"l am Sefior Steel," he said.

HE was not what Doc Savage had expected. |n appearance, at least. He did not look like the kind

of man that the newspapers had painted.

True, however, the newspapers had never printed Sefior Steel’'s picture. It was said there were no
phot ographs of himin existence. It was reported that there were X-ray machines planted to throw
beans across every door in the palace of the dictator of Blanca G ande. The X rays woul d ruinously
fog any filnms that photographers might try to carry in or out of the palace. As a matter of fact,
Doc Savage used the sanme gag in his New York headquarters. The two nmen didn’t want their pictures
taken for simlar reasons.

Bot h Doc Savage and Sefior Steel had enem es who would gladly hand their pictures to hired

killers.

The simlarity stopped there, as far as Doc Savage knew. For the |ast year or two, many stories
had spread concerning Sefior Steel, dictator-president of the South Anerican republic of Blanca
Grande. He did not stand well with the American governnment—for one thing, he had followed the
exanpl e of others in appropriating the property of United States oil conpanies. And there were other
stories, not whol esone.

Sefior Steel |ooked young. Except that there was gri mess around his nouth and eyes.

"You are Doc Savage," he said quietly.

"Yes."

"I will not waste tinme," Sefior Steel stated bluntly. "Here are the facts: | am president of
Bl anca Grande. | do not have a good reputation.”

Doc nodded, said nothing.

"My reputation is bad," said Sefior Steel, "because |ies have been spread about nme. Political
lies."

He waited for that to soak in, then went on. "Stories have been told of ny inprisoning and
shooting nunbers of political enenmies. People, prom nent and good peopl e of Blanca G ande, have
vani shed, and | was given the credit both at hone and abroad. The truth is that | had nothing to do
with those peopl e disappearing.”

Doc Savage | ooked interested.

Sefior Steel said, "One of ny political enemes is responsible. This eneny is a professional

sol dier of fortune. He helped nme with the revolution by which | gained the presidency of Blanca

Grande. | found out that this soldier of fortune was a bloodthirsty rascal who expected to | oot the
treasury. | ran himout of the country. Since then, he has schened agai nst ne."

"The sol dier of fortune' s name—

"Tex Haven."

Doc said, "You claimthat Tex Haven is a crook?"

"Exactly. He is aided by his daughter. Al so by another rascal named Jep Dee. And by a villainous
group of nen headed by a man known as Horst."

"Horst is working for Tex Haven?" Doc asked.

"He was."

"What do you nean—was?"

"They have fallen out. Quarreled. Now they are fighting over the |oot."

Doc inquired, "Wat |oot?"

"The Tex Haven gang has stolen a |lot of noney from Bl anca G ande," Sefior Steel explained griny.
"They have sei zed prom nent people and are hol ding them sonewhere for ransom That is the |oot."
"l see," Doc said.

"l want you," Sefior Steel told Doc Savage, "to help me wi pe out the Havens, Jep Dee and Horst."

"My services are never for hire," Doc Savage expl ai ned.

"l know that. My governnent will donate a million dollars to any charity you wi sh to nanme."

Doc Savage consi dered what had been said. It sounded truthful. It was all reasonable, too, since
the nmore violent kind of nodern politicians had been known to do such things. And Sefior Steel’s

voice certainly had a ring of truth.

"Care to go with me?" Doc Savage asked.

"Of course."



TH RTY minutes | ater, Doc Savage cautiously approached the spot where Rhoda Haven was guardi ng
Monk and Johnny during the absence of Henry Peace, who, as far as the girl knew, was still on his
trip to fetch Jep Dee. Neither Doc nor Sefior Steel showed thenselves, at the bronze man’s
suggesti on.

Monk was doi ng sonme |oud tal king, probably in hopes of attracting help. It was sure he was not
getting enough information to pay himfor the breath he was wasting.

"Let us |oose!" Monk yell ed.

"Not so nuch noi se!" Rhoda Haven ordered grimy.

"Who is this Henry Peace?" Mk persisted in a loud voice. "I don’'t know who he is. Doc Savage
don’t know. Who is he, anyway?"

Rhoda Haven cane over and poured a palnful of sand in Monk’'s | arge nouth. This discouraged his
noi se.

Doc Savage touched Sefior Steel’s hard-nuscled arm and they withdrew in the night until they were
out of earshot.

"l don't understand," Sefior Steel said. "Those prisoners are two of your nmen, Mnk and Johnny."
Doc expl ai ned, "They are being Rhoda Haven’'s prisoners deliberately in hopes of |earning

sonet hi ng of inportance.”

Sefior Steel thought that over. He chuckl ed suddenly.

"The real identity of this Henry Peace is a nystery?" he asked.

"Somewhat ," Doc said.

VWi ch was the truth—-somewhat.

The bronze man now expl ained quietly that they would go and get Jep Dee, adding that they would
then return to this spot and sei ze Rhoda Haven, after which he hoped they woul d be fortunate enough
to clear up the entire affair.

They went to the tourist cabin where Jep Dee |ay.

"Do not speak," Doc warned Sefior Steel. "Jep Dee must not hear your voice. He nmight recognize
it."

Jep Dee was stronger. He was sitting up in a chair, and replacing the bandage across his eyes, a
pai nful operation because of his nailless fingertips.

Doc Savage said, "I'mthe man who got you out of the hospital. W were none too soon. Horst’'s men
arrived soon afterward."

Jep Dee was satisfied.

"I can't see," he said. "I took the bandage off ny eyes, and | can't see."
"It is night," Doc remi nded him
"I know. | found a match and struck it. | could just see a faint glow Damm! Did ny eyes hurt!"

Sefior Steel went to an open w ndow, |ooked out, shrugged to indicate there was no one in sight.
He renmined at the window, |eaning out frequently, on sentinel duty.

"Who's that?" Jep Dee demanded.

"Fel |l ow hel ping us."

"Oh. "

Doc Savage said, "Horst and his nen have seized Tex Haven and carried himaway on a boat. Do you
have any idea where they woul d take hin®"

"To the island, probably," Jep Dee said grimy. "To that hell-hole."

"Where is the island?"

Jep Dee’s expression showed plainly that he was not going to answer that. But he thought it over
for a nmoment.

"You say you' re working with Rhoda Haven?" he asked.

"Yes."

“I"1l tell her where the island is."

"You—

“I"Il tell Rhoda," Jep Dee said enphatically. "Nobody el se."

"All right," Doc told him "W’ Il join Rhoda Haven."

Sefior Steel arose fromthe sill of the open wi ndow, where he had been sitting. They left the

tourist canp and headed for the spot where Rhoda Haven was guardi ng Monk and Johnny.

Doc Savage had reached a decision. He was going to get the whole group together, disclose the

fact that Henry Peace was really hinself, Doc Savage. He had an idea that was the best way. Jep Dee,
he believed, would then reveal the |ocation of the island to which Tex Haven and Ham had been taken.
Jep Dee might give that information freely. If he didn't, there was such a thing as truth serum

But they net Monk Mayfair running wildly along the beach.

"Horst hinself!" Mnk yelled. "He grabbed Rhoda Haven and Johnny! | got away!"

Chapter XV. SHARK W TH FRECKLES

I T was inpossible. Horst could not have known the whereabouts of Rhoda Haven, Johnny and Mnk. O
maybe he had. Maybe—

Doc Savage nmde, for a brief nonent, his low, exotic trilling sound, and this tine it was an



unconsci ous reaction to nental shock. Shock because of the inpact of a suspicion that he had been
duped, had overl ooked an inmportant possibility. He did not do that often. He had lived through nany
dangers in the past because he nmade it a practice to overl ook no possibilities, to prepare against
every eventuality.

Monk was expl ai ning how it had happened—an unexpected rush out of the darkness, a furious fight

in the night. And he, Mnk, had escaped only because he had previously succeeded in | oosening his
bonds.

"And it was just after Habeas Corpus and Chenistry cane around,"” Mnk finished. "Two pets nust
have trailed us."

The pig and the chinp had cone up in the darkness. Chemi stry chattered uneasily a time or two,

and Habeas emtted one forlorn grunt.

They left Jep Dee for the moment, and noved quickly, the three of them back to the spot where
Rhoda Haven and Johnny had been seized. There was no trace of them only a trail that led to a road
sone di stance away, and in the sand that had bl own over the road, tracks of a car.

Monk | ooked at Sefior Steel. "Wo's this?"

Sefior Steel told who he was. He also repeated the story about the Havens and Horst and Jep Dee

all stealing | oot and kidnaping in Blanca Grande, then falling out among thensel ves.

"We've still got this Jep Dee!" Mnk snarled. "Wiere' s he?"

Doc Savage warned, "Make Jep Dee think we are working with him so he will tell us the location
of the island."

They went back to Jep Dee.

"Did Horst really get Rhoda, too?" Jep Dee asked grimy.

"Yes."
Jep Dee wasted no nore words.
"The quickest way to that island," he said, "is by plane."

"We have a plane," Doc told him

Jep Dee grow ed, "That piece of shark skin had a map showi ng the | ocation of the island, also the
spot on the island where the cache is situated."

Monk snapped, "There was nothin’ on that shark skin! Just freckles!"

"Who is this squeaky-voiced guy?" Jep Dee demanded.

" Anot her man hel pi ng us,"” Doc said.

Jep Dee, satisfied, went back to the subject of the bit of shark skin. "You say there was no nap
on it?"

"You were in the water after you drew the map?" Doc asked.

"Yes," Jep Dee admitted. "I swam for hours, escaping fromthat island."

"Then the map nust have washed off the shark skin, except for spots which resenbled freckles,"
Doc suggest ed.

"Why—sure! Sure, that's what happened! The water washed the berry-juice ink | used off the shark
skin. |'ve been blind as a bat since | was picked up, so of course | didn’t know the draw ng had
soaked off."

TH RTY minutes later, Doc Savage's fast little plane—the craft which he, as Henry Peace, had

stol en from Monk, Ham and Johnny on the way south-sent a roaring sound over the golf course where
the bronze man had | anded when he cane to Key West. The little craft picked up its tail, angled past
a sand trap, took the air. Doc handled the controls. He cut the exhaust into the efficient nmufflers,
and the plane becane a dark ghost that hissed.

Jep Dee resuned tal king, went on describing, as best a blind nman could, the location of the

i sl and.

Monk |istened intently, poked a pencil point speculatively at a chart that showed the nyriads of

i sl ands conposing the Florida Keys.

Sefior Steel remained silent in one of the cabin seats. He had not spoken at any time, had given

Jep Dee no chance to identify the Sefior Steel voice.

The sky in the east was faintly prom sing sun. But on the plane there was still nothing but

moonl i ght, and below it, silver noonbeans that crested the beach surf with | actescence. The sea was
a dark infinity, the islands darker spots |ike npss.

"We haven’t long until daylight," Doc said gravely.

"But the island isn't far," Jep Dee said.

The plane rocketed on, in a direction generally northward. It was clinmbing; Doc Savage intended

to have plenty of altitude, and then coast down silently when they came near the island.

Al ready bel ow them were the keys, sonme of the strangest islands in the world. First, the water

was shallow, so shallow that it was possible to step out of a boat in sone places and wade, if one
felt so inclined, as nmuch as fifty mles; and in only a few places woul d the sea be nore than
neck-deep. The islands thensel ves were | ow. Hurricanes swept over sone of themat times. Few of them
had white beaches; shores of naked, nud-colored coral were nore frequent. Fromthe high night-flying
pl ane, of course, it was inpossible to tell just how grimand unpl easant the islands were.

Monk gave flying directions in a | ow voice.



Finally, "How much farther?" Doc Savage asked.

"If thisis anisland I've got ny pencil on, about fifteen mles," Mnk said. "If it's a fly
speck on the map—+ don’t know. "

Doc Savage used ni ght gl asses—binoculars with [ enses of extrenely wide field, so that they
gat hered nuch |ight—en the sea below Shortly, he saw a boat.

"We' || drop down a little," he said, "with the notors nuffled."

The plane sank in the sky. The engines were expertly silenced, the propeller of a special design
to elimnate much of its natural roar. Doc exam ned the boat.

" Two- mast ed schooner," he said, "running faster than any conventional schooner could run."
"Recogni ze it?" Mnk asked.

Doc Savage said, "That is the boat on which Ham and Tex Haven were taken."

Jep Dee stirred inpatiently, demanded, "Wo is Han®"

"Anot her man who is hel ping us," Doc expl ai ned.

A bit later, Mnk |leveled a hairy beam of an arm

"There she be," he said.

IT was not a mle long. It was not half a mle wide. It sonewhat resenbled a green doughnut out
of whi ch someone had taken a bite.

Doc Savage said, "W might as well land in the |agoon.
the center, the hole in the green doughnut.

Jep Dee said, "Conme in fromthe north. They're on the south side."

"The | agoon safe?"

"Nothing is safe down there," Jep Dee said grimy. "But they won't be watching the | agoon. It’'s
nmostly shoal, not nore than a foot or two of water. Do you have to cone in through the entrance?"
"No. "

"That’s good," Jep Dee said. "They ve got one of those electric eyes set across the entrance.
That’ s what caught me. Can’t even a rowboat come into that |agoon w thout breaking the electric-eye
beam and giving an alarm™"

Monk said, "They nust have the place all fixed up."

"Fixed up is right!" Jep Dee swore for a little while. "Wait until you see the cache!"

Doc Savage cut the plane notor, set the ship gliding at as slow a speed as possible, to keep down
wi nd noise fromits flying wires. He nosed it in to the island fromthe north.

Spray sheeted fromunder the floats when they touched; then the plane settled. The | agoon was

gl ass-snooth; there seemed to be no w nd whatever.

"Break out the paddles," Doc directed.

They were regul ar canoe paddl es, capable of driving the small plane after a fashion. But before
they paddled far, they discovered that it was sinpler to drop off in the water, hardly nore than
knee- deep, and shove the plane.

They pushed the plane to the mangroves, found a small indentation, backed the craft into that and
tied it there, poised with its nose toward the open | agoon, where it could be unlashed quickly for
flight.

Jep Dee nuttered, "What about me? | don’t want to give the idea that |'ma coward, but | don't
like the idea of being left alone in this plane. | can't fly it, evenif | wasn't blind."

"We will |eave you in the mangroves," Doc told him

They left himconceal ed anong hi gh mangrove roots, with an energency kit of blankets and food
fromthe plane. Before they left him he asked a question.

"What's the matter with this other guy with us?" Jep Dee demanded peevishly. "Wy ain't he said
not hi n’ ?"

Monk said, "He got smacked in the neck with a fist, and it hurts himto talk."

Jep Dee seened satisfi ed.

Doc Savage | ed Monk and Sefior Steel into the nangroves.

"The schooner will be here soon,"” the bronze nman expl ai ned. "Wen they take the prisoners off, we
m ght as well followthem Be a sinple way to find the cache."

The | agoon, of course, was the water in

Sefior Steel spoke quickly. "I can think of a better way."
Doc studied the man in the noonlight. "Better way?"
"The cache," said Sefior Steel, "is located on the very southern tip of the island, where there is

hi gh ground and sone palmtrees. It will save us tine to nake directly for it."

Doc Savage said, "You seemto know a great deal about the island."

"One of ny agents reached it, and got away, w thout finding out the exact |ocation. He stowed
away on Horst’'s schooner speedboat."

" Agent 2"
"You seemto have nmet him" Sefior Steel said.
Doc made his voice puzzled. "I have met one of your agents?" he asked.

"Henry Peace," said Sefior Steel.
"Henry Peace is one of your agents?"
"Exactly."



Chapter Xvi. MJD

AT first, there was mangrove swanp around them the earth being boggy and in some pl aces covered
with water. It was tidal flat that flooded at high tide, and the tide was out now, so that the
mangroves, for a foot or so above the mud, were sliny and slick. They heard, occasionally, smal
sharks make spl ashing sounds in the pools, and crawfi sh sonmetines fled with furious skittering
noi ses in the shall ow water

Once Monk slipped off a mangrove stem |anded on his head in nud which was sem|iquld and about
three feet deep. He had to have Doc’s help to extract hinself

"Brothers," he said, "sone day |'m gonna give up this hero business and settle down to a peacefu
life of finding out what's in test tubes."

They reached the path shortly after that. It was on higher ground, where there were pal s,
palnettos and a few trees of the tropical evergreen variety.

"Boy, here’'s easier going!" Mnk gasped gratefully

He woul d have started along the path, but Doc gripped his arm stopped him

"Let ne exam ne your nachine pistol," the bronze nman requested

"It’s in working order," Mnk said

"W are going into action,” Doc reminded him "Let's be sure."

Monk drew his machine pistol and passed it to the bronze man. They stood close to the high

pal nettos and shrubbery that lined the path. The shadows were |ike blobs of oil snpke that were
standing still.

Fai nt clicking noises indicated Doc Savage was unclipping the amunition drumfrom Mnk’s pisto
and scrutinizing it.

"All right," he said. "You have plenty of spare ammp druns?"

Monk’ s pockets were full of nud

"The druns are probably muddy as bl azes," he said, and felt of his pockets

He gave a great, dismayed start

"d eeps!" he exploded. "I haven't got a single spare ammp drum "

Doc Savage said, "You probably |ost themwhen you fell into the nud."

Monk nade nutterings of disgust, took his nachine pistol when Doc Savage handed it back to him
The bronze man now spoke quietly.

"You and Sefior Steel will remain here," he directed. "You need a breathing spell, after going
t hrough t hose nmangroves. Too, we should scout this path. It woul d be poor strategy for all of us to
do that—f there should be a trap, we would all fall into it."

"That is true," Sefior Steel said in a rather strange tone
"Wait here," Doc repeated
The bronze man vani shed in the shadows.

HE went quietly. He followed the path about twenty yards, turned off, headed back toward where
they had left the plane

Monk, who'd had so nuch painful trouble with the mangroves, woul d have been anazed at the speed
of the bronze man’s novenents across the swanp. Probably he woul d not have been surprised—he knew
al | about the bronze giant’s al nost uncanny nuscular agility.

Jep Dee crouched where he had been |eft

"Easy does it," Doc told himquietly. "I decided to nove you."

"Why?" Jep Dee asked

"Rigging up a little surprise party," the bronze man expl ai ned cryptically.

He noved Jep Dee a considerabl e di stance from where he had been | ocated, and | eft himon higher
ground, lying in a trench in the sand which was qui ckly scooped out by hand

"Be back in a minute," Doc said

He went to his plane. Still intact in the baggage conpartnent were equi pnent cases—a standard
outfit of gadgets which the bronze nman and his aids al ways took with them when setting out on an
adventure. Gas masks and the little anaesthetic gas grenades were a part of the equi pnent

Doc Savage distributed gas grenades about the plane, placing themso that the ship could hardly
be approached w thout the gas being rel eased

On the handl es of the cabin door, on the controls thenselves, the bronze man sneared a sticky
liquid which was hardly noticeable. The |liquid was an anaesthetic, too, that penetrated the pores of
t he hands; and while anyone handling the plane controls mght not get enough of the stuff to cause
unconsci ousness, it was sure to deaden their arnms, nmake themfeel very ill, and create a good dea
of worry.

He snmeared nore of the sticky liquid on the surrounding brush, on the plane guy |lines

Then he went back to Jep Dee

G ving Jep Dee a gas mask, Doc Savage expl ai ned about throw ng the anaesthetic gas grenades. He
put a supply close to Jep Dee’s hand

"I f anybody conmes, how ||l | tell whether they are enem es?" Jep Dee asked. "I can’'t see."

"They will say,



‘ The sand is green,’" Doc Savage explained. "That will be the password. Unless they give it, cut
| oose with the grenades. But put on the gas nmask first."

Havi ng given Jep Dee a gas nask he showed hi mhow it worked.

Then he nade a round of Jep Dee’s hiding place and distributed nore of the sticky liquid on the
mangroves, where anyone trying to creep close to the spot would be fairly sure to get into it.
Wien the bronze nan approached Monk and Sefior Steel, he could tell that they were getting
inmpatient. He did not show hinself, did not |et themknow he was near.

"About time Doc was gettin back," Mnk said uneasily.

Doc Savage now began his exam nation of the path. He went very slowy, searched with the utnost
care, for he distrusted al nost everything upon this island.

The death trap that he found was ingenious.

It functioned if one did not carry sone kind of a projector that turned strong ultraviolet |ight
upon the receiving cell of an electric eye. There was an el ectric-eye beam across the path; if the
beam was interrupted, a nmachine gun began firing at once, swinging a little as it fired, to rake the
pat h thoroughly.

Doc got acquainted with the whole grisly trap.

He put his hand over the electric eye, froma safe spot.

The machi ne gun cut | oose deafeningly, and its | ead nowed down mangroves. It fired perhaps two
hundred shots. Then it stopped, enpty.

Doc Savage went out in the path and | ay down where he m ght have fallen if shot. He carried a
fountain pen with red ink, and he spread the ink on his face and clothing in realistic splotches.

MONK MAYFAI R heard the machi ne-gun roar, junped to his feet.

"Doc!" he gasped. "Somrething has happened—

He did not finish, because Sefior Steel hit him Sefior Steel used his fist, and he set hinself
carefully, because he could see that Monk had an iron jaw. The bl ow sounded |ike an axman’s first
hard cut at a tree.

Monk jerked very stiff and rigid and fell, as the tree would fall, backward.

Sefior Steel did not have a gun. He'd had a gun at the hotel penthouse in Key Wst, but he'd been
able to find no trace of it after he regai ned consci ousness there, with Doc Savage in the same room
So Sefior Steel took Mnk’s machine pistol. He funbled with the thing until he found how it

oper at ed.

He fired a short burst at Mnk's chest.

Then Sefior Steel wheel ed and ran—not toward Doc Savage, but in the opposite direction, along the
path—until he canme to a sandy beach.

Far out to sea, barely distinguishable in the noonlight, was the approachi ng schooner. Sefior
Steel ignored it.

He pulled a tangle of vines aside and disclosed a buried, wooden box with only the hinged lid
showi ng. There were several lanterns in this—strange, square |lanterns with | enses that seenmed to be
made of black gl ass. Wen Sefior Steel switched the lantern on, it still gave no light.

It was an ultraviolet lantern that would keep the electric-eye death traps from functioning.
Sefior Steel carried the lantern back along the path until he found Doc Savage's prone form

He | aughed once, then. A rather terribly gleeful laugh. And he fired a burst fromthe nmachine

pi stol at Doc Savage' s chest.

Sefior Steel then picked up Doc Savage and the bronze giant was linp. He carried the big forminto
the jungle, to a creek in the mangroves that had a nud bottom

He threw Doc Savage into the creek. Then he stepped upon the bronze giant’'s body, and junped
around until he had tranpled Doc’s formsonme two feet in the nud.

"CGood place for themboth,"” he told hinself.

He went back and got Monk. Mnk seened to be breathing, it dawned on Sefior Steel when he had
carried the apish chem st to the nudhole, so he shot him again.

After he had dunped Monk in the nud, he stood on himuntil the honely chem st was deep in the
mre. Then he got out and w ped his shoes on weeds.

"W question the prisoners to see if Doc Savage |eft any record of what he |earned,"” he remarked
to hinmself. "Then we bunp them and this thing is settled!"

He wal ked away.

Doc Savage cane out of the adjacent darkness, waded swiftly into the nud, groped for Mnk, and
dragged the unfortunate chemi st out on dry ground.

Monk had regai ned consci ousness under the nud. He was not very pleased with the situation.

Chapter XVIl. HORROR CACHE

DOC SAVAGE had two things to do at once. First, he had to keep track of Sefior Steel, to be sure

the man did not evade him And secondly, he nust keep Monk from meking a noi se that would betray the
fact that they were both alive.

Keepi ng Monk qui et was the big problem Mnk wanted to nake a noise, a lot of noise. He had nud

to get out of his mouth, and a | ot of words, all sul phur-coated, that he wanted to rel ease. Doc



Savage held the honely chem st’s nmouth and nose, shook him pounded on him and otherw se conveyed
the need for silence.

After Monk got the situation straightened out, he was quiet. He cleaned out his mouth and nose,

wi ped his eyes, and scraped off his face as best he coul d.

"Sonebody is gonna pay for this!" he snarled. "Sonebody is sure gonna!"

"Let us hope so," Doc whispered grimy. "Do not make too nuch noise."

The bronze man did not follow Sefior Steel imediately. Instead, he ran back to the cache—the

hi nged box in the ground under the vines—rom which Sefior Steel had taken an ultraviolet |antern.
There were other | anterns, and Doc Savage got one of them

He had previously foll owed Sefior Steel to the spot, interrupting his operation of playing dead to
do so.

The bronze man carried one of the lanterns, hurried al ong the path.

"Quiet," he warned.

Monk coul d wal k now. He had been thinking, and the nore he thought, the madder he becane.

"That Sefior Steel slugged nme!" he gritted. "He's a crook."

"A large one," Doc admitted.

"He the head of this thing, by any chance?" Mnk demanded.

"My guess is that he is.”

They crept along in silence—there was still no sign of Sefior Steel ahead—while Mnk did sonme nore
t hi nki ng.

Doc Savage breathed: "Here are the ammunition druns you thought you lost. Al so a spare nachine
pistol."

"Huh?"

"l slipped themout of your pockets the first time you fell in the nud. Later, when | exam ned
your gun, | substituted blank cartridges."

Monk nuttered, "I don't get this!"

"It was to prevent Sefior Steel killing you with your own weapon," Doc Savage expl ained. "He shot

you a nunber of tinmes while you were unconscious. He didn't know he was shooting bl anks. Then he
threw you in the nmud and tranped you under. He thinks we are both dead."
"Both? He do that to you, too?"

"Yes."
"Hmmm"
"H's idea that we are dead," Doc Savage said grimy, "is going to make it nmuch sinpler for us to

fight him He won't be expecting much."

Monk rubbed his hard knuckl es together fiercely.

"When | get hold of that guy," he said, "he's gonna think there’s a blasted viol ent spook
around! "

SENOR STEEL was taking his time. The path—there were a nunber of the electric-eye death traps
along it—forked in the approxi mate center of the island, and one armled over to the deep water
along the south side of the island. Here was an anchorage, protected by a hook of reefs offshore,
where a craft could lie with safety in anything short of a full gale.

It was into this anchorage that the schooner canme, two searchlights sticking out like long white
whi skers from her bow to pick up the channel range-narkers. She rounded the stake that narked deep
wat er, and the anchor rattled down. A dinghy was put overside.

Ham Br ooks and Tex Haven were dunped into the dinghy, and the craft was rowed ashore.

Sefior Steel’s appearance on the shore got sudden gasps. They were not happy gasps, either. The
men becane uneasy. |t was evident that they feared Sefior Steel. They stood about with uneasiness in
their manner. \Wen Sefior Steel did not say anything, they grew nore worri ed.

"W’ ve been doing the best we could, your highness," a man nmunbl ed nervously.

Sefior Steel said, "You ve done excellently."

H s voice was cold, but it was evidently warner than the nen had expected. They brightened
percepti bly.

"What do you wi sh done with the prisoners?"

"Hold them here a minute," Sefior Steel directed. "Horst should be showing up in the plane."

"Horst has Rhoda Haven and the Doc Savage assistant named Johnny," a man told him

"1 know that, you fool!"

The men withdrew to a respectabl e—and safe—distance. In all their mnds were the things they knew
about this Sefior Steel. The diabolic cleverness of the nman, his cold and al nost insane rages when
things went wong. The fact that he was so unpredictable. He mght, and on occasion did, do

anyt hi ng.

They were afraid to work for this Sefior Steel, and they were afraid not to work for him That
summari zed it.

The pl ane canme shortly. It was a fast and nobdern job, with every appliance for safety and speed.
The cabin fittings were the utnmobst in |uxury—teather from Mrocco, rare tapestry from Gobelins, a
painting by an old master that had cost a hundred thousand dollars, in one end of the cabin. Sefior



Steel had wanted solid gold fittings. But gold was too heavy, so the handl es and wi ndow cranks and
such were only gol d-pl ated

It was the personal plane of Sefior Steel, president-dictator of Blanca G ande, which was a very
unfortunate South American republic

It landed and unl oaded Johnny and Rhoda Haven. Al so Horst

Horst was as scared of Sefior Steel as the others

"This Doc Savage," he said, "is a devil. | haven't been able to do anything with him"

Sefior Steel showed his white teeth. "I have. He is dead."

He told about tranping the bodies of Doc Savage and Monk deep into the soft swanp nud. They were
dead, he said. He sounded very pl eased

"The only thing left," he added, "is to question the prisoners and nake sure Doc Savage |left no
witten record of what he |earned."

"\What about Henry Peace?"

"Wl l, what about hin®?"

"He's a mystery to everybody," said Horst

"Sone sol dier-of-fortune tranp. Forget him"

MONK MAYFAI R gri pped Doc Savage’'s arm said, "W could junp themnow," in a | ow whisper

"Not now," Doc breathed

The pal nettos were thick around them for shrubbery grew with |uxuriance close to the beach. The
sand was soft, and had nuffled their footsteps

Monk whi spered, "I know we’re outnumnbered, but—

"Let themlead us to this thing they call the cache," Doc said

"Ch!" Monk understood, even if he was itching for a fight and didn’'t want to wait.

The march along the island path started. At this end, too, there was a cache of the ultraviolet
lanterns that prevented the path death traps fromworking. They took no chances on one |lantern
protecting the whole group. They carried four

They wal ked to the fork where the two paths joined, continued along the one that |ed to higher
ground—hi gher ground being such only in conparison with the rest of the island. The greatest
altitude was probably no nore than twenty feet, and there were plenty of evidences that high
hurricane water had swept over during the past

They cane to a hut

It was not a hut that would attract anyone’s interest. It might arouse a little pity, perhaps. It
was very squalid. The old man who occupi ed the hut sat outside

The old man had a beard, rather a remarkabl e beard, one that a famly of nest-hunting mce could
have envied. He also had winkles, such winkles that it was hard to tell which one was his nmouth
"Hell's fire!" he said. "Ain"t | ever gonna get to go to bed tonight?"

He said that before he saw Sefior Steel. Then he saw Sefior Steel and got down on his knees and
began protesting that he hadn’'t known his hi ghness was al ong

They went into the shack, lifted a trapdoor. There was sand. They scraped away the sand, and
there was a wooden lid. They lifted the lid, and there was a box full of gincracks—+ifle, revolver
knife, a good suit, a purse containing some noney—such as an old man who was afraid of thieves m ght
hi de under his house. They took these out and opened the bottom of the box. This disclosed what

seenmed to be an ordinary abandoned well. Into the well they put a rope | adder which the old man of
the hut produced
They clinbed down into the well, which was walled with brick, and pushed on certain of the brick

and finally stepped through a trapdoor into the cache

It was lighted with electric bulbs, and it did not snell pleasant. It snelled, in fact
nauseat i ng.

"They must be burning one of them now," Sefior Steel said

"Yes," a man told him "Od Goncez, who hid all his gold somewhere before we got him | think
that tonight he'll tell where it is."

It was about this tine that Doc Savage wal ked out of the darkness outside the shack and took the
old man with the beard by the throat

DOC SAVAGE had noved quickly, and the old nan was taken by surprise

Doc was al so a naster of certain nethods of inflicting pressure on the spinal nerve centers so as
to induce instantaneous paralysis. After he had pressed awhile, the ol d man becane hel pl ess, and
could not cry out. Eventually, if certain readjustnments were nade, osteopathic fashion, on the nerve
centers, he would be none the worse. But until then he could not nove nor talk

"You oughta let ne biff himone!" Mnk said

"You' || get plenty of chances to biff people, |'mafraid," Doc advised grimy

The el aborately secret entrance to the underground cache had been | eft open. Descending the

| adder, they could not help grinmacing. Even the swanp nmud had a rather pleasant arona by conparison
Monk suddenly gripped Doc’s arm breathed anxiously, "Could this snell be gas?"

"It's burned flesh," the bronze man expl ai ned



The corridor, concrete-walled, was narrow for perhaps ten feet. Then there were steps, twenty or
so. After that the passage wi dened.

It seened to be a long subterranean corridor, off which opened various steel doors. The electric
lights were brilliant, and sonme of the doors stood open.

When feet stirred ahead, Doc Savage quickly drew Monk through one of the doors that was dark.
Men approached, and Sefior Steel’'s voi ce sounded. He spoke in a cold, clipped fashion, describing
the exact | ocation of Doc Savage's plane, and particularly the spot where Jep Dee had been left.
"Get Jep Dee," Sefior Steel ordered. "Shoot himon the spot. The plane is not so inportant. W
will fly it out to sea sonewhere and sink it."

Six nen strode past in the party that was going after Jep Dee.

Doc Savage produced a handful of glass bottles which he had taken fromthe equi pment case on his
pl ane. He gave these to Monk.

"Gas?" the honely cheni st whispered.

"You have to be careful with this stuff," Doc warned. "It works through the pores of the skin,
and it’'s pretty bad. If you have to throwit, get away fromthe stuff. Don't let it touch you, or
you won't feel much like fighting."

Monk said, "There won't nothin’ neke ne feel like not fightin', the nood I'min!"

THEY listened, finally thrust their heads into the lighted corridor. There was no one in sight.
But voices cane fromwhat seened to be a larger roomfifty feet or so distant.

The door of that roomwas not open. But there was a barred aperture in the steel panel.

Doc Savage went forward silently, took a chance, and | ooked through the opening. It seemed to be
saf e enough. No one inside was interested in the door.

It was a large room of naked concrete, like a great basenent. On the far side was a circular door
of steel—a vault door. Every eye was on this.

Sefior Steel was working on the conbination of the vault. He got that door open. I|nside that was
anot her door, |ocked by key; and centrally located in that, a round lid.

Yanki ng the lid open quickly, Sefior Steel popped a large bottle through. They could hear the
bottl e break.

Sefior Steel closed the |lid instantly.

Monk, close to Doc Savage's ear, breathed, "A gas chanmber on the vault."

Monk’ s chem stry knowl edge had told himthat. There was a chanber between doors of the vault, an
air-tight one, probably filled with some form of deadly gas; and the bottle of chem cal which Sefior
Steel had broken in the chanber would neutralize the gas, render it harnless, so that the vault
coul d be entered.

After a while, Sefior Steel opened the other vault doors, three of them

"Gve me the stuff | sent up recently,"” he ordered.

The "stuff" was jewels. Several hundred thousand dollars’ worth, judging fromthe scintillating
cascade that poured from Sefior Steel’s hand when he dipped into the small casket which was handed
him

He wal ked into the vault with the jewels, and they had a brief glinpse of an array, seemingly
hundreds, of yellow netal bars in neat stacks.

"Looks like the inside of a mint!" Mnk breathed.

Sefior Steel canme out and | ocked the vault, operated |evers which probably charged the chanber
again with gas.

"Get old man CGoncez off the slab," Seflor Steel snapped. "W'Il put one of Doc Savage' s nmen on.
This overdressed one with the big nouth."

He nmeant Ham

Chapter XVIIIl. WHEN DEAD MEN FI GHT

THE sl ab was of iron, and there were iron bands to hold ankles, and others to hold arns. |t stood
on four legs in the center of the large concrete room Steam pipes nade a mattress on the iron sl ab,
and these led to a gas boiler which stood to the left. The boiler burned gas of the ordinary
steel -bottl ed kitchen variety; and it was maki ng heat now with a | ow noani ng sound.

O d Goncez was perhaps seventy. It was doubtful if he would live. He | ooked as if he had been
scal ped, but probably that had been done with red-hot irons. There was a place in the boiler for
heating irons.

Goncez could not nove when they tossed him aside. He was not tied, and no one told himnot to
nmove; he was just past doi ng anything.

Rhoda Haven was in the room and Ham Johnny, Tex Haven.

They sei zed Ham

Rhoda Haven nade a gasping sound of horror and junped forward. They grabbed her, and there was a
short struggle. Then Rhoda Haven began tal king. Not exactly scream ng, but al nost.

"We'll give up!" she cried. "W'Il stop. W won’t bother you—~

A d Tex Haven said savagely, "Like hell we'll stop!"

The girl paid no attention to her father.



"W won’'t bother you again!" she went on crying at Sefior Steel. "Let us go and we won't cone near
this cache again, or ever try to make trouble for you. You know us—you know we keep prom ses."
Sefior Steel said coldly, "I don't know anybody wel| enough to take their word."

The girl said: "You used a mllion dollars of our noney. W financed and nanaged the revol ution
that put you in power. We'll forget that. Wn't that satisfy you?"

Tex Haven said, snarling: "Wn't nothin’ satisfy the skunk. W was goin’ to run Blanca G ande
with an honest governnent and devel op the country, and we’'d have nade millions and not harned
anybody, and made work for plenty of people. But Sefior Steel wasn’'t satisfied with that. He had to
run us out and start grabbing everything in Blanca G ande. Look at the country now Half the

popul ation starving. More msery in Blanca Grande right today than in any ten other countries."
Sefior Steel |aughed.

Then he jerked his head at the strong roomwhere he had put the jewels.

"But look at the profit," he said. "Over eighteen mllions."

"Heard it was fifty," Tex snapped.

"Exaggerated."

A d Tex Haven showed his teeth in an unpl easant way. They had taken his corncob pi pe away from
him and that had not hel ped his npod.

He said: "The skunk that was your father must have crossed with a fox. You' re slick. You had
eighteen mllion dollars you had | ooted from Bl anca Grande, and you had to keep it sonewhere. You
couldn’t keep it in European banks."

"No," Sefior Steel agreed cheerfully, "I couldn’'t keep it in European banks. They' ve nmade it
against the law to take noney out of nost of those European countries. Anyway, their currencies
aren’t stable."

Tex said: "And you couldn’t use Anerican banks because the United States governnent figures you
shoul d pay for some of the Anerican oil conpani es your governnent confiscated."

Sefior Steel |aughed.

Tex continued: "It was slick of you to pick an island inside United States waters, |like this one.
You knew no foreign government would be seizing it for an air base or sonething."

Sefior Steel shrugged. This was praise. He was pleased.

Tex Haven said: "You brought a | ot of your political prisoners here, you polecat. O d Concez,
here, is an exanple. | hear you' ve got alnost forty nore in the dungeons. Well, that's going to be
your undoing. You can’'t torture people on that scale and get away with it. Mtter of fact, you've
slipped. Jep Dee found this island. Ghers will find it."

This wasn't praise. Seflor Steel did not care for it. He pointed at Ham

"CGo ahead and torture that fellow " he ordered.

Tex Haven finished, "If |1've got to watch a torture, how about giving me back nmy pipe?"

Sormeone cane over and sl apped himseveral tines, great |ong-arned slaps that nmade | oud noi ses.
RHODA HAVEN put her chin up and nade her nouth tight. She had been shaken for a nonent, when she
tried to plead their way free, but now she had hold of herself, would take her medicine. Like old
Tex Haven, she was made of human oak and human steel, and she had picked her career of

sol di er-of-fortuning, had liked it, knowi ng al ways what the wages nmight sonetime be, and now she
woul d accept the end.

Tex Haven shook with rage, but could do nothing. He wanted his pipe.

Johnny and Ham were calm if not happy. They had been in tight spots before, not that practice
made them any the | ess susceptible to fright—but previous danger had taught themthat the thing to
do in a case such as this was keep the mnd so busy trying to figure a way out, that it would have
no tine to dwell on what seenmed certain to happen. Death, in this case. Sefior Steel would order them
killed eventually, of course. Now, he was just worried about witten records that Doc Savage m ght
have left.

Monk was scared. He wasn’'t even in danger—yet. But he was nore worried than anybody. H's arns
were trenbling, and he had to keep his teeth clanped to prevent their chattering.

Monk was terrified for Ham They were about to put Hamon that steamtorture horror.

The honely chem st’s skin seemed to get as tight as a drumhead.

"W gotta go in there!" he gritted.

"Yes," Doc agreed, "we better."

The bronze man reached up and unscrewed one of the light bulbs that illum nated the corridor. He
had his pocketknife ready the instant the bulb came out, and he plunged the blade into the socket.
A smal| devil of blue-green fire popped and hissed as the bl ade short-circuited the socket, and
mol ten nmetal fell like jewels. Fuses blew.

There was darkness, blacker than it seened any darkness could be.

Doc Savage and Monk Mayfair went into the concrete torture vault.

And scream ng started somewhere else in the cache—weird screans by many voices, as if there were
fear of darkness.

THE bronze man did not start fighting. Monk had sense enough not to cut loose with his fists,
either, which was a remarkabl e piece of self-control for Mnk, wanting to fight as he did.



The men in the vault would not know an eneny was attacking. Not for a nmonent or two. They woul d
think the lights had failed.

Wiile they were thinking the lights had only gone bad, Doc Savage cut Johnny and Ham | oose. He
bunped into people, of course. They swore at him cursed each other. There began to be sone noise in
the pl ace.

"Stop this racket!" Sefior Steel yelled. "One of you fools light a flashlight. Were's the idiot
responsi bl e for keeping these lights operating?”

Hi s tone prom sed sonet hing unpl easant for the idiot who tended the Iights.

The grisly wailing fromel sewhere in the cache was | ouder.

Doc Savage found Rhoda Haven. She was close to her father. They were trying to free each other.
The bronze man said, |owvoiced, "It's Doc Savage. |'mcutting you | oose. Make for the door."

He had told Ham and Johnny the sane thing, and no one el se had heard. He did not intend to be
heard this time. But Horst was close. He caught the words.

"Doc Savage!" Horst screeched. "Doc Savage is in here!"

Sefior Steel spoke rippingly.

"“Shut up!" he rapped. "Doc Savage is dead!"

For a dead nan, Doc Savage began to do a good deal of damage. He found Horst, struck him knocked
himagainst a wall. He hit another nan.

Two nore nen got Doc’s ankles, and he went down, but did not stay down. He broke someone’s arm
before he got up, and the armowner started screanming steadily in a high, yip-yipping voice, like a
dog.

H s shrieks were a flutelike acconpaninent for the wails sonmewhere else in the cache.

Doc got to the door.

"Qut?" he asked.

Ham Johnny and the Havens, he learned, were in the corridor. Only Monk was still in the big
room

"Monk!" Doc rapped loudly. "Get out of there! |I want to use gas!"

Monk didn’'t hear. O he didn't want to hear. From the sounds—knuckl es crushing flesh, a bone
poppi ng now and then, and screans—he was having the fight he’d wanted for hours.

"Lock the door!" Monk howl ed. "Don't let any of ‘emget away fromne!"

There were at | east a dozen nen in the room Mnk, the optimst, didn't want any of themto get
away .

"The bi g dope!" Ham gasped anxi ously.

Ham t hought as much of Monk as Monk thought of him but the only time he'd ever admitted it was
once during an operation, when he was under anaesthetic; and he'd clainmed he was not responsible at
the time.

Doc heaved bottles of gas into the roomthe stuff that worked through the skin pores. Masks woul d
not protect against it. It was not fatal, but it would be very unconfortable.

The gas went to work in the room al nost at once, and there was scream ng, so nuch screaning that
it sounded |ike a great chorus singing the climax of an opera.

Monk’ s yelling was the | oudest of all.

There was a stout fastener on the outside of the door.

Doc secured that.

And nore nmen cane running and attacked themin the corridor.

THE new attack was not entirely a surprise. They had realized there nust be other nen in the

cache. There had to be a generator roomat sonme spot to supply the electric current. And the

pri soners—they were sonmewhere.

It was very dark, but one of the new attackers had a flashlight. Doc Savage threw his

pocket kni fe, the blades closed. He was fairly close to the flashlight, threw the knife very hard. He
m ssed the light, but hit the hand that held it. The man dropped the |ight.

Doc plunged in, and there was a short and furious fight over the light on the corridor floor. The
bronze man got it and used it to blind their assailants.

None of the newcomers seened to have guns. But they did have wenches, and one of them a wood

chisel that could split a skull. They were obviously the nmen who maintai ned the cache.
They retreated, took flight soon. They were outnunbered.
Doc Savage, flinging after fugitives, began passing barred, cell-Ilike doors.

The wailing fromel sewhere that they had heard—t came fromthese cells. There was not as nuch of

it as had seenmed; only four or five voices. Voices of the prisoners. O people who had been confined
and tortured and threatened until everything was gone fromtheir bodies but fear.

On past the cells, the flight went. It ended in the generator room where flight was no | onger

possi bl e. Cornered, the nmen turned and fought.

The last fight did not |ast |ong—Ham and Johnny and Tex Haven did nost of it with their fists,

whi | e Doc Savage blinded nen with the flashlight.

They went back past the wailing cell occupants to the big concrete torture room

Only one man was yelling in there now |t was Mnk. The api sh cheni st was tougher than any of the



others, for the pore-penetrating gas had nade all but Mnk unconscious. Mnk was standing in the
m ddl e of the room and roaring.

They let himout. He'd been right when he predicted the gas woul d not take the fight out of him
He wanted to fight nore than ever.

"Who turned that gas | oose on ne?" he bellowed. "I was lickin all them guys, and sonebody ruined
it

He bounced up and down and squal | ed.

"Who did it?" he screeched.

"Henry Peace,"” gaunt Johnny said dryly.

They let time enough el apse for the gas to becone ineffective in the torture room+the vapor | ost
its potency after the elapse of ten mnutes or so—before they went in to count their victins and
make sure all were there.

"W better tie up Horst and Sefior Steel first,” Hamsaid grimy.

But Horst and Sefior Steel were not in the concrete torture room

THERE r enmi ned, too, the group of Horst-Steel men who had been sent after Jep Dee.

Tex Haven, Monk, Ham and Johnny went after those. It was al nost an hour before they returned.

They brought Jep Dee al ong.

"What's this all about?" Jep Dee denanded.

"W’ d’ ve been back sooner," Ham explained, "only we had to tie themup. We found the party that
went after Jep Dee. They got gassed when they tried to get into the plane."

By that time, Doc Savage had given the prisoners in the cells a brief, general exam nation. He
had rel eased about twenty of them The others were pretty bad, in no nental condition to be rel eased
now.

There were at |east four cases of stark insanity anong the prisoners. Conplete nental collapse
brought on by the unspeakable tortures to which they had been subjected. Those woul d need treatnent.
"No sign of Sefior Steel or Horst?" Doc asked.

"No trace," Monk grated.

Doc Savage suggested arrangenents for the cache prisoners requiring nedical treatment. They woul d
be taken to Key West hospitals, where Doc hinself would attend to their care, for greatest of this
strange bronze man’s skills was his ability as a surgeon and physi ci an.

H s qui ck-forned opini on—he did not express it at the nonment—was that nost of the Horst- Steel
political prisoners could be led to recovery.

Doc Savage went to Rhoda Haven and her father.

"Have you any demands to make," the bronze man asked, "regarding the hoard of gold and jewels in
the vault, which we incidentally haven’t opened yet?"

The Havens nust have tal ked that over. Their answer was pronpt.

"No comment," old Tex Haven said dryly.

"What do you nean by that?" Doc asked.

Tex Haven had found his corncob pipe somewhere, and he had stuffed it, was filling the
surrounding air with fumes so vile that Mnk insisted he preferred poi son gas.

"When | went to you in the first place," Tex said slowy, "I figured that you m ght conme out on
top, wind up in possession of Sefior Steel’s stolen wealth. To tell the truth, | didn't really mnd
that. | don’t mind it now It's yours."

"M ne?"

"l know enough about you," Tex said, "to be sure that you will put that noney back where it
bel ongs—+to0 benefit the people of Blanca Gande, fromwhomit was taken."

Doc Savage considered that.

"Woul d you take over the managi ng of a conm ssion to use this noney to build factories and
devel op other neans of permanently enpl oying and benefiting Bl anca Grande?" he asked.

"Me?" Tex was surprised.

"Yes.
Tex grinned. "I'll do it, of course. On condition that you put one of your men down there to
wat ch ne and ny daughter. | don’t want any suspicion of dishonesty."

Johnny, glancing at pretty Rhoda Haven, put in, "Mnk would like that watching job."

Monk nmanifestly would like it, his expression indicated.

Monk’ s snug expression apparently irritated Rhoda Haven.

"I wish," she said, "that we could find a young man naned Henry Peace."

"That big |oud-mouth!" Mnk said disgustedly.

Rhoda Haven’s eyes snapped.

"l intend," she said angrily, "to marry Henry Peace. He proposed several tines, you know "
Tex Haven snorted, said, "He proposed every tinme he saw you."

Doc Savage swal |l owed several tines and turned red. A bit later, he got Ham and Johnny asi de.
"Don’t you ever let her find out who Henry Peace was," he warned grimy. "Mnk still doesn't
know, and see that he never does. You hear?"

The bronze man sounded so deathly serious that Johnny and Ham doubl ed over |aughing. It was the



first tine they had ever |aughed at Doc Savage.

THE next day, they opened the treasure vault. Mnk did the opening, fully equi pped wth gas mask
and a gas-proof rubber suit—t was an ordinary diver’s suit which they had flown up from Key West
during the norning—for safety’s sake.

Monk cane rushing out of the vault.

"During that fight," he yelled, "two of themtried to get into the vault through that gas
chanmber. They didn’t make it. They're both dead in there. | stunbled over the bodies."

Monk was a bl oodthirsty soul at times. He acted as if this was one time he was glad to stunble
over two bodies.

"Who are they?" Ham denanded.

"Horst and Sefior Steel," Mnk said. "Wo'd you think?"



