THE KI NG MAKER
A Doc Savage Adventure by Kenneth Robeson
- Chapter |. RICHES, RAGS, AND TERROR

Chapter 11. EXPLOSION IN THE NI GHT

Chapter 111. DEATH TIES A TONGUE

Chapter 1V. THE PRI NCESS

Chapter V. THE "OLD WOMAN'

Chapter VI. THE RI VER STYX

Chapter VII. THE FAT RESCUER

Chapter VIII. MYSTERY EXPLCSI ON

Chapter |IX. THE MAKER OF KI NGS TALKS

Chapter X. THE "SEAWARD' TROUBLE

Chapter XI. CASTAVWAYS

Chapter Xl I. THE PLANE

Chapter Xl II. BAT SH P

Chapter XIV. THE BRONZE MAN PLANS

Chapter XV. THE CH NESE BUZZARD

Chapter XVI. THE CALBI AN TOUGH GUY

Chapter XVII. BOTEZUL TAKES CHARGE

Chapter XVII1. THE TERROR CACHE

Chapter XIX. THE SHOCK

Chapter XX. TALE OF DECEI T

Chapter XXI. THE DEATH STEEPLE CHASE

Chapter XXII. LOCKED ROOM

Chapter XXIIl. THE HUNDRED PERI LS

Chapter XXI'V. THE FI RE
- Chapter XXV. THE PLOT MASTER
Chapter |. RICHES, RAGS, AND TERROR
SI XTY or seventy pedestrians probably saw the silk-hatted gentleman get out of his respl endent
town car in front of New York’'s finest skyscraper. Qut of the sixty or seventy, nobody seened to
catch the significance of the man’s pale face and |lips drawn so tightly that they were blue
"The lucky stiff," some onl ookers possibly reflected
Taki ng snap judgnent on the silk hat and costly town car, nost of the onl ookers woul d have
swapped places willingly with the top-hatted personage. In New York, such trappings signify an
i ndi vidual of inportance, a sonebody.
Had they known the truth, no amount of noney woul d have inveigled an onl ooker into changi ng
pl aces.
Maybe sone of the spectators noted that the man’'s face was pale and grim |f so, they may have
deci ded he was a business magnate with pressing responsibilities
The truth was that the gentleman in the topper was scared. He was in the grip of an awful terror
This frightened, very-nuch-dressed-up personage stalked rapidly into the vast and ornate | obby of
t he cl oud-pi ercing building
His town car waited. On its door was the coat-of-arns of the ruling house of the ki ngdom of
Cal bi a, one of the Bal kan countries of Europe. Probably nobody in the cromd knew it, but the uniform
of the chauffeur designated himas no |l ess than a general in the Cal bian arny.
Now t here is sonething about ragged clothing and shabby attire that seens to | abel the wearer
the world over, as a person of lowy station
This was why those rubbering at the swanky car and the silk-hatted man paid little attention to
the ol d woman who entered the building at the sane tine
She was very short, broad and stooped. There were winkles in her face, in which one could al nost

hide a lead pencil. A shawl was tied over her head, knotted under her chin. Arent in the top
permitted a glinpse of gray hair. Her dress |ooked as if she had made it herself. Her shoes were
shabby.

The man and the ol d wonan—+iches and rags, as it were—entered the sane el evator

"Call your floors," said the el evator operator

"Ei ghty-six," came fromthe man in the silk hat

"Ei ghty-six," the ol d woman echoed, somewhat shrilly.

The two passengers | ooked at each other. There was nothing in their expressions to indicate that
they had ever net before

"The eighty-sixth is Doc Savage's floor," the el evator operator offered, apparently by way of

i nformation.

The cage shot upward and stopped. Both passengers stepped out into a plain, yet rich, corridor
It was evident, fromthe way they | ooked around, that neither had ever been here before. They found
their way to a door.

The door bore a nanme outlined in very small letters of bronze. They read



DOC SAVAGE

Grasping the knob, the man in the silk topper tried to walk in. But the door was |ocked. He
knocked with a brisk inpati ence—and the door opened

The gentleman in the silk hat made a m stake which later cost himhis life. He el bowed into the
room ahead of the old lady. This act was anything but chivalrous

So unusual was the appearance of the man who had opened the door, that both visitors jerked to a
stop and stared

The individual was little taller than a hal f-grown boy. He came near being as w de as he was
high. H s hands swung on great beans of arns well below his knees, and they were covered with hairs
whi ch resenbl ed rusty shingle nails. This gorillalike fellow s face was phenonenal ly honely. He
frowned at the gentleman in the silk topper, show ng dislike of the way the man had shoved in ahead
of the old | ady.

"Doc Savage?" the silk-hatted one demanded i nperiously.

"1'm Monk," grunted the apish one. "I nean—+’'m Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair."

Hi s voice was tiny, childlike, a ludicrous tone for such a nountain of hair and gristle

"Tel| Doc Savage that Baron Damitru Mendl wishes to see himat once," conmmanded the ponpous man
Monk did not seeminpressed. He gl anced past the silk hat, frock coat, and norning trousers to

t he shabby ol d | ady.

"You wanta see Doc Savage, too?"

"Pl ease, sir," she quavered

She appeared to be overawed by the magnificence of the office, with its sunptuously confortable
chairs, its inpressive safe, and a huge, finely inlaid table

"Just a minute," said Mnk, tiny-voiced. He crossed to a door, opened it and stepped through

cl osi ng the panel behind him

He was in a great room which held literally hundreds of huge bookcases. These were crammed with
t ones

Monk advanced. He stopped when he could see the bronze man

This man of bronze occupied a chair under a reading |anp. The chair was massive, yet it seened
small, so Hercul ean were the proportions of the man sitting in it

The muscul ar devel opment of the bronze man was sonmething to arrest attention. Like great cables
sinews wapped his frane. Their size, and the way they seermed to flow like liquid nmetal, denoted a
strength bordering on the superhuman. These sinews, in repose, were not knotty, but were nore |ike
bundl ed piano wires on which a thin bronze skin had been | acquered

"Two persons to see you, Doc," said Monk. "One is a guy in a silk hat who seens to think he's
sonmebody. He shoved in ahead of the other one, a kinda ragged-lookin’ old |ady."

Doc Savage gl anced up. This novenent enphasized the nost inpressive thing about hi m-his eyes. The
orbs m ght have been pools of fine flake-gold. The gold flakes, appearing to be always in notion
caught little lights fromthe reading | anp.

"The gentl eman has bad manners, eh?" The bronze man’s voi ce was pleasant and | ow, but obviously
capabl e of great volune and tonal change

"You said it."

"Use your own Judgnent, Monk."

Monk anbl ed back into the outer office, furry hands brushing his knees. He executed a polite bow
in the direction of the shabby, elderly woman

"Doc’ Il talk to you first," he said kindly.

"Thank you." She started for the door

Baron Damitru Mendl snapped, "I amthe Cal bi an anbassador to the United States. My business is
important!"

Monk frowned. "You could be the king, and it wouldn't make any difference around here."

When she entered the anple library and saw Doc Savage, the old wonman’ s nouth sagged open. She was
nmore than a little inpressed by the bronze gi ant

"Doc Savage?" she quavered. "I’'ve heard a great deal about you and the wonderful things you do
You hel p poor people who are in trouble, don’t you?"

Doc Savage’s nod and the tone of his reply were calculated to put her at ease. "Something |ike
that," he said

"My poor son," said the visitor rapidly. "He's crippled. The doctors say they can't help him

I”ve heard that you can do nany things better than any other man. | read in the paper that you are
one of the greatest chenmists in the world, and that nobody knew as nuch about electricity as you do
But, above everything else, is your skill as a surgeon. | want you to help ny boy!"

Doc Savage said nothing. The tiny lights flickered in the flake-gold of his eyes

"l know you can help him" quavered the elderly |lady. "You see, his | egs—

"It will be better to make the diagnosis nyself," Doc Savage put in quietly

"Then you' Il help him" The elderly visitor sounded as if she were about to burst into delighted
tears.

"Where is he now?"

"In ny roomat 7832 East Fourteenth Street."



The tiny lights in the bronze man’s eyes seened to grow a bit nore brilliant.

A box of apparatus, replete with knobs and dials, stood on a stand at his el bow. A m crophone was
attached to this. Leaning over, the bronze man flicked the switch, then spoke into the m crophone.
The el derly wonman seened startl ed when she heard his words. To her, it was plain the syllables
were not understandabl e. They were in sone weird, not unnusical, guttural |anguage.

Doc Savage switched off the apparatus, then glanced at his guest.

"The matter of your son will be |ooked into," he stated.

"What did you say into that box of a thing?" the old woman asked, surprisingly enough.

Doc Savage seened not to hear the inquiry. He bowed her politely to the door.

The success of her m ssion seemed to have noved the elderly woman to an ecstasy of delight. Once
she was in the outer office, she appeared unable to control her pleasure. She hobbled to Baron
Damitru Mendl, kneadi ng her hands toget her.

The baron gl owered at her.

"Doc Savage is hel ping ne!" squeal ed the crone.

Then she opened the hands which she had been kneadi ng together. The honely Mnk was behind her.
Doc Savage was still in the library. Hence, neither saw what the ol d wonan's cupped pal ns hel d.
Baron Damitru Mendl saw it, however.

The object was a small red narble.

At the sight of the red marble, Baron Damitru Mendl becanme starkly pale. He actually trenbl ed.

Hi s eyes protruded.

"Doc Savage is helping nme!" shrilled the old woman.

Repetition of these words had a startling effect upon Baron Damitru Mendl. He whirled, grabbed up
his silk hat and fled the office. Once in the corridor, he thunbed an el evator button furiously, and
when the cage arrived, literally dived inside.

The el derly woman took a second cage a nonent |ater.

Doc Savage appeared in the door which connected outer office and library. The size of the door
enphasi zed his giant proportions.

"Thought we had another visitor, Mnk."

Monk scratched the bristles atop his bullet of a head. "W did have, Doc, but | guess the guy
flewinto a rage because we interviewed the old woman first. He wal ked out on us."

Monk was an intelligent, observing individual. He was, in fact, conceded to be one of the
greatest of living chemsts. H s reputation in that field was worl d-wi de.

But Monk had not seen the red marble.

Down in the |obby, the old hag was hobbling toward the street. Chuckles came from her winkled
face.

Ce frunmps!" she cackl ed. "How beautiful! That Doc Savage is not the nental wi zard these Anericans
seemto think he is."

The words were spoken in the | anguage of the Bal kan ki ngdom of Cal bi a.

Qut si de the crone scanpered down the street. Mre nuttered words cane.

Ma bucor! | am pleased. | very cleverly nade Baron Mendl think | had enlisted the aid of Doc
Savage. The fool! He now believes Doc Savage to be against him"

Chapter 11. EXPLOSION IN THE NI GHT
BARON DAM TRU MENDL clinmbed into his costly town car and sank back nervously on the rich
cushi ons.

Ce plictisitor!" he groaned in Cal bian. "How vexing! General, |ook! See that old hag?"

The town car had the npst nodern of equipnent. One could not yell at the chauffeur; there was a

m crophone in the rear, which actuated a | oud-speaker beside the driver

"l see her," said the chauffeur, who wore the uniform of a Cal bian general

"Fol | ow her!"

The town car crept forward. But the trail was a short one. The crone ducked suddenly into a crowd
about a subway entrance and | ost herself thoroughly although Baron Damitru Mendl got out and

sear ched

Returning to the town car, Mendl perched on the cushions and tangled and untangl ed his hands
nervously.

"l have heard a great deal about this man, Doc Savage," he said. "They say he is a nuscul ar

marvel and a nmental w zard who devotes his |life to the strange business of hel ping those who are in
trouble."

"Doc Savage has a remarkabl e reputation, your highness," agreed the general, who seened to be a
confirmed "yes-man." "But who was the old wench?"

"I went to Doc Savage to enlist his aid in preserving ny owmn life," replied Mendl. "In Savage's
office, the old hag ran up to me and cried out, ‘Doc Savage is helping nme!’ Then she exhibited a red
marble. "



The general in the driver’'s seat started violently. "Ared marble."
"Exactly, general! The red nmarble proves that the old crone is a secret agent—ene of ny enemes."

The general w ped a slight dew of perspiration off his forehead. "I suggest we |eave this
vicinity at once, your highness."
"An excellent idea!" Baron Mendl nodded vehenently. "Drive to ny hotel. | nust send a radi ogram

then take all possible neasures to protect nyself."
The long town car went into notion without a jar.

BARON DAM TRU MENDL had a suite of roons in the hotel which was conceded by al nost every one to
be New York’s nost fashionable hostelry.

The national flag of Calbia was displayed in front of this hotel, alongside the United States
colors. The presence of the Cal bian enblem had a nmeaning. It indicated that an inportant diplomatic
personage was a guest of the hotel.

The flag was out in honor of Baron Mendl, Cal bian anbassador to the United States.

Baron Mendl went directly to his room secured a radiogram bl ank and wote out a nessage. He
addressed it sinply to a stateroom nunber on a liner which was now crossing the Atlantic from

Eur ope. The conmuni cation read:

FI RST- CLASS CABI N 36

LINER S S MONTI CELLO, AT SEA

AGENT FROM CALBI A HAS ENLI STED Al D OF DOC SAVAGE AGAI NST US STOP HAVE OBSERVED OTHER SECRET
AGENTS WATCHI NG ME STOP BELI EVE MY LI FE | N DANGER STOP LEAVI NG CI TY STOP WLL ADVI SE YOU MY
WHEREABQUTS LATER.

BARON DAM TRU MENDL.

As an afterthought, Baron Mendl drew a snmall brown code book froma pocket and converted the
message into a secret cipher. He burned the first copy painstakingly, crushed the ashes, and threw
them out of the window. Then he went down to the hotel wreless tel egraph office and filed his coded
m ssi ve.

H s movenents marked by an apprehensive haste, he packed his |uggage. Bellboys, made unusually
spry by the prospect of handsone |ips, |oaded his bags into the town car.

"We are going on the yacht, general," Baron Mendl informed the driver.

Al ong the upper shore of Manhattan |sland, on the Hudson River side, are a nunber of swanky yacht
clubs. To one of these, Baron Mendl went. The town car was left in the yacht club garage.

Baron Mendl and his chauffeur boarded a seventy-foot, Diesel-engined, seagoing pal ace. The boat
had lines of speed, while nmahogany woodwork and brass fittings lent an air of luxury to it. Native
Cal bi ans conposed the crew, with one exception—the first mate, who was a freckl ed, red-headed New
Engl and Yankee.

"M . Lacy," Baron Mendl addressed the red-headed nate. "Put all hands to searching the yacht.
Look for bonbs, or stowaways."

Twenty minutes |later, the red-headed mate made his report. "No bombs. No stowaways," he stated.
"You are positive, M. Lacy?" persisted Baron Mendl .

"Plunb certain. W even probed the water tanks."

Baron Mendl surveyed the sky. The sun was just dropping below the horizon. A profusion of clouds
promi sed an extrenely dark night.

"Cast off," directed the Cal bi an anbassador. "Head sout hward through the bay, and straight out to
sea. "

The trimvessel got under way, took the nmiddle of the river, picked up speed, and swept past the
war ehouses and wharves which fringe the Hudson's banks. The sun disappeared entirely, and after a
brief dusk, black night cane.

The yacht was just nosing into the open sea as conpl ete darkness fell.

"Extinguish all lights," commanded Baron Mendl .

"That’'s agin’ the law, sir," the mate, Lacy, protested.

"Lights out!" snapped Baron Mendl. "Otherw se ny enem es, using an airplane or a speedboat m ght
spot ne."

The red-headed Lacy had been holding his curiosity fairly well, but nowit got the better of him

"What' s going on here, anyway?" he denanded.

"You were hired to take orders, not to ask questions," he was informed sharply.

Lacy grunbl ed, and departed to switch off the lights. Masthead lights, running |ights—even the
illumnation in the cabins was turned off. A silent waith in the thick nmurk, the yacht ran out to
sea.

Lacy, consunmed with curiosity, and still smarting from Baron Mendl’'s rebuke, stood in the bows
with binoculars jamed to his eyes. He had appointed hinself as extra | ookout.
Lacy was in the bows when he heard the hissing sound. It was shrill, that hiss, and unlike

anyt hi ng he had ever heard before. He could not tell exactly fromwhere it cane.

He started to turn, got half around—and the whol e Atlantic ocean seened to go to pieces. There
was a flash—so brilliant that its lights ran into his eyeballs as if it were nolten netal.

Lacy had a split-second inpression that the yacht and the surrounding sea were both going to junp



high into the sky and that the yacht had separated into nany pieces for its junp.

Then an expl osion-hurled tinber slamed agai nst Lacy's red-thatched head, and he becane

unconsci ous.

Chapter 111. DEATH TIES A TONGUE

DOC SAVAGE, in his headquarters on the eighty-sixth floor of New York’s npst inpressive
skyscraper, saw the flash which marked the destruction of Baron Damtru Mendl’s yacht. The bronze
man’s wi ndows faced toward the | ower bay and the sea. Moreover, his flake-gold eyes mssed little
that transpired about him

At the noment he observed the flash, Doc Savage was nearing the end of his daily two-hour
exercise routine. It was rather late for the exercises, but the unusual man of bronze never all owed
a twenty-four hour interval to el apse w thout taking them

Wien he saw the bright flash out at sea, Doc Savage called a suggestion to Mnk, the honely
chemi st.

"Tune in the radio, Mnk, and see if you can pick up sonething that will tell us what that flash
was. "

The pleasantly ugly Monk was engaged at the nonent in painting a snall, crinson flag on the side
of Habeas Corpus.

Habeas Corpus was as uncouth a specinmen of his kind as Monk was of the human race. Their Kkinship
extended farther than that. Both Habeas and Monk woul d be classed as very intelligent nenbers of
their species.

Habeas Corpus was Mnk’s pet pig. Habeas was | anky and razor-backed, with legs |like a dog, and
phenonenal ears. His ears seened | arge enough to serve as w ngs.

Monk dropped the brush he was using into the can of crinmson paint, went to a radi o receiver,
turned it on, and tuned.

Later, he let out a yell.

"Doc! Doc!" he barked excitedly. "That flash was a yacht blow ng up! A coast guard cutter just
reached the wreckage! | picked up the cutter radio report."

Doc Savage approached the radio. The flow ng ease of his novenents conveyed a striking inpression
of tremendous nuscul ar strength. "Any survivors?" he queried.

"One—the mate of the yacht, a guy naned Lacy. He's all banged up, but was able to tell ‘em who
was on board."

Monk paused and squinted his small eyes at the giant bronze man. "Listen, Doc—you renenber the
guy in the silk hat who canme in here this afternoon, then wal ked out? He told ne he was Baron
Dam tru Mendl ."

Doc Savage said nothing, but the flake-gold in his strange eyes seened to swirl faster.

"Baron Mendl was on that yacht, and the explosion killed him" Mnk concl uded.

The cl osest inspection of Doc Savage's |lips would have showed no novenent, yet a weird trilling
sound cane into being and perneated the vast room It defied description, this trilling, being
possessed of no tune, roving the nusical scale aimessly. It mght have been the product of sone
waywar d breeze through the array of massive bookcases, or the night song of an exotic jungle bird.
Monk blinked. He knew this sound. The eerie trilling was a characteristic exclusive to Doc
Savage—a tiny, unconscious thing which he did in nonments of stress.

"We'd better get at the bottomof this," Doc said sharply. "Sonething queer is going on!"
"Wonder what’s back of it?" Mnk pondered.

"No telling." Doc noved for the door. "Cone on."

Monk scooped Habeas up by an ear—the oversized ears served very nicely as handl es, and Habeas did
not seemto nmind-and cried, "Were we goin ?"

"To the expl osion scene."

The Hudson River lay only a few blocks to the west. It did not take themlong to reach the water
front.

The war ehouses were great gloony hulks in the pale light cast by street |anps. Signs were barely
deci pherable in the dimess. One of these read:

HI DALGO TRADI NG COMPANY

A door in the shoreward end of this warehouse opened to Doc Savage’'s signal, and it becane
evident that walls and roof of the structure were remarkably thick. The place, in fact, was
virtually a huge vault. Darkness gorged the rear, and just what this huge buil ding held was not

i medi ately di scernible. A hooded bulb illumnated the forward portion. This |light stood on a
wor kbench.

Affixed in a vise on the bench was a long, thin, razor-sharp bl ade of Damascus steel. The sheath
for this, reposing near by, disclosed that the weapon was a sword cane, innocent-|ooking but
deadl y.

A man who had opened the hangar door | ooked at Monk and said sarcastically, "The world’s

horel i est man, and ugliest hog!"

Monk | eered. "Hello, Ham you shyster!"

Ham-hi s Alna Mater, Harvard, knew him as Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks, the nost
astute | awyer ever to pass its portals—was a slender man with a waist |ike a wasp, the dark,



piercing eyes of a listener, and the large, nobile nouth of an orator. Hamis dress was sartorial
perfection. Good taste kept his clothes frombeing flashy, but he was a man who gave his physical
appear ance cl ose attention.

Ham and Monk gl owered at each ot her.

An uni nformed observer woul d have thought fisticuffs, if not something worse, inmnent. The truth
was that these two were good, if quarrel some, friends.

Doc clicked light switches, and electric radiance whitened the hangar—for that was the real
purpose of the vast building. Housed inside were a nunber of planes. These ranged fromsmall gyros
to a gigantic tri-notored speed ship with wonderful streamining. Al were anphibians, capabl e of
berthing on | and or water.

"We' || take the big plane," Doc announced. "It is nore efficient for a landing in the open sea."

THE coast guard cutter, which had been first to reach the spot where di saster had overtaken Baron
Dam tru Mendl’s yacht, kept in nore or |ess continuous radio comunication with its base. The
operation of this radio transmtter guided Doc Savage to the scene. The bronze man enpl oyed a
sensitive radio direction-finder, with which his fast anphi bian plane was equi pped.

The direction-finder anplifier fed into a | oudspeaker, so that Mnk and Ham coul d hear the
cutter’s transmission. This was in continental code, but both the chenist and the | awer understood
it. They were skilled operators.

"The cause of the explosion seens to be a profound nystery," Ham remarked.

"l wonder what we're gettin’ mixed up in," Mnk nmuttered. The honely chenist |eaned over to
scratch one of Habeas Corpus’s w nglike ears. "What does this thing snell |ike to you, Habeas?"
"Troubl e!" said Habeas.

Wien the pleasantly unlovely pig nade this intelligent reply—er seened to nake it—Ham started
viol ently. The phenonenon gave hima shock, although he had wi tnessed it nunerous tines before, and
knew very wel | that the pig did not have a voi ce.

Monk was a proficient ventriloquist, and frequently exercised his dexterity in the art on Habeas
Cor pus.

At an altitude of two thousand feet above the cutter, Doc Savage ran a bronze fingertip over a
row of buttons on the dashboard of the plane, selected one and pressed it. Mechani smclicked, and
froma wing conpartment a parachute flare was |aunched. This was like a snall sun, as it settled
slowy toward the sea.

Doc Savage pointed. "Weckage—evidently from Baron Mendl's yacht."

The fl otsam consisted of deck chairs, life preservers, portions of |ifeboats, and a few torn
tinbers.

Before the parachute flare fell into the sea, Doc Savage dropped his big anphibian on the surface
and taxi ed al ongside the cutter. The sea was rough, the |anding a dangerous one, requiring great
skill. The man of bronze, however, showed with no expression that he considered the descent anything
but ordinary.

The cutter was a drab, businesslike vessel with a keel |ength of approximately a hundred feet.
Three-Inch guns fore and aft had their breech nechani sm swathed in weather coverings.

Doc turned the anphi bian controls over to Mnk, then clanbered out, balanced adroitly, and ran to
the tip of the wing.

Monk, an expert airman, jockeyed the wing tip close enough to the cutter to enable Doc, with a
tremendous | eap, to board the coast guard craft.

"This fellow Lacy," Doc demanded of the cutter skipper. "Were is he?"

"In the fo'castle," replied the officer.

"Let’'s see him"

Lacy was a still, slack shape on a bunk. H's ordinary ruddy col or had ebbed until his skin about
mat ched the battl eshi p-gray paintwork of the cutter. He was sensel ess, and barely breat hing.

Doc made a quick exam nation. The strange bronze man was skilled at many things—he knew nore
chenmi stry than Monk, nore |law than Ham but above all was his know edge of surgery.

"There's a fracture of the squanpus portion of the occipital," he stated. "In other words, a
fractured skull."

The cutter skipper strained his hair with his fingers. "He nust be pretty bad. He was unconsci ous
when we found him revived enough to talk sone, then passed out again."

"Did he give any hint as to what caused the blast, or why the yacht was destroyed?" Doc asked.
"No. "

"I want to take himto a hospital. That is his only chance."

The commander shrugged. "That’'ll have to be OK'd by ny commandi ng officer."

The cutter captain went to the radio cabin and communicated with his headquarters. Oders to
codperate fully with Doc Savage cane crackling back with a rapidity that gave the officer rather a
shock. He had heard of Doc Savage, of course, but he did not know the bronze man had such infl uence
with the coast guard.

Guardsnen transferred the seriously injured Lacy to Doc’s speed pl ane.

The smal| boat, which had been | owered to pick up Lacy, still bobbed al ongside the cutter.



Entering this, Doc Savage directed that he be rowed through the floating weckage of Baron Damtru
Mendl 's yacht. The casual strength dominant in his unusual voice had its effect on the sailors, and
they rowed about briskly.

The bronze man picked up a shattered hatch, inspected it closely, then discarded it. He did the
sane with a life preserver, two deck chairs, the stemof a lifeboat, and miscell aneous spars and
tinbers

H s exam nation was short, for he wanted to get Lacy to the hospital. He soon boarded the pl ane
"You sized up the weckage, Doc" Mnk said. "Watcha nake of it?"

"The manner in which those tinbers are shattered indicates that the force of the expl osion cane
not fromw thin the yacht, but fromthe top of the superstructure."

"You nean like a dropped bonmb?"

"It mght have been a bonb."

Doc Savage was noved to alter his surm se shortly after he reached the hospital with Lacy.

THE hospital to which Doc took Lacy was not especially large or ornate, but it was acquiring an
increasing reputation for good work, and, noreover, handled an unusual nunber of charity cases
Probably not nore than a dozen people in New York City knew that Doc Savage had financed the
construction of this institution and was furnishing the noney which kept it in operation. The
bui | di ng stood near the river, and Doc was able to taxi his plane alnbst to the door

Appear ance of the bronze nan with the patient created sonething of a flurry anong the surgeons

and it was not because their salaries were paid out of Doc’s pocketbook. They did not know that
What excited the surgeons was the prospect of seeing a master of their profession perform

The main operating room scene of the nost delicate work, was circular, with a glass ceiling

t hrough whi ch spectators woul d observe operations. Every surgeon who could find a free nonent posted
himsel f above this glass with a pair of strong binoculars, hoping to see Doc Savage's skilled
fingers performnew mracles of surgery.

They were not disappointed. Exactly how Doc revived Lacy was probably understood by only those

with the necessary technical know edge. Certainly it was beyond Monk and Ham who were present. The
attention of those on hand, the rapt intensity of the observers above, told themthat Doc was doi ng
sonet hing far beyond the ordinary.

An hour later, Lacy talked a little.

"Have you any idea what caused the expl osion?" Doc queried

"Nope," said Lacy, in a fairly strong voice

"It was apparently sonmething in the nature of a bonb."

"You nean dropped from an airpl ane?"

"Yes."

"Nix. It couldn’t have been that. | was on lookout. | didn't hear a plane."

"A plane notor can be efficiently silenced."

"There weren't any lights on the yacht," Lacy insisted. "I'mplunb certain of that. | tell you

it couldn’t have been an aérial bonb. A plane couldn’'t have seen us."

"How about pl anted expl osive?" Doc suggested

"N x again." Lacy managed a slight grimace. "W searched the yacht ahead of time. Baron Damitru
Mendl ' s orders."

The lights played in the flake-gold of Doc’s eyes. "Wat was Baron Mendl afraid of ?" he asked
"I don’t know, and that’'s the truth," Lacy said earnestly. "I was just one of the yacht’'s crew. |
tried to question him but he told ne | was hired to take orders and keep ny nmouth shut."

"You had better not talk any nore now," Doc inforned him "Later, we will discuss the affair in
detail. There may be some minor point which you overl ooked, but which will give nme a clue."
“"Am | gonna pull out of this all right?" Lacy asked

"You are," Doc told him

Chapter 1V. THE PRI NCESS

DOC SAVAGE was wrong, but due to no mi sjudgnent of his own.

The spectacul ar nature of Doc Savage’' s career had nmade hi m excell ent newspaper copy. Al npbst any

of his feats were good for a front-page story. One of the surgeons who had observed the operation
forgot that there was an order standing which directed that newspapermen were to be given no
informati on concerning Doc Savage. This specialist called a friend—a reporter on a tabloid paper—and
gave praise of the extrenely delicate nature of the operation which Doc had performed upon Lacy’s
shattered skull

The tabl oid appeared with two-inch headlines, scooping all its rival sheets
An hour later, the hospital attendants heard a single shot. It cane fromthe private room where
Lacy | ay.

They rushed to the room Nurses are supposed to be inured to unpl easant sights, but two of them
screanmed when they saw Lacy

A pistol bullet had entered Lacy’'s left tenple, tunneled through his brain, and all but torn off
the ear of the opposite side in |eaving his head



An open wi ndow and a fire escape indicated the route by which the nmurderer had come and gone. At

the foot of the fire escape was found a copy of the tabloid newspaper which carried the story of
Lacy’s operation. The story had furnished the killer with both the nane of the hospital and Lacy’s
room numnber .

Extrenely pale, and staggering a little as he wal ked, the surgeon who had gi ven the newspaper the
yarn went to the phone and called Doc Savage. He told the bronze nan exactly what had happened. Then
he tendered his resignation.

"Your resignation will not be accepted," Doc Savage advi sed him
"But the story | gave the newspaper resulted in the man's death," the surgeon groaned. "It
furnished the killer with Lacy’ s whereabouts. | nurdered that nman just as surely as if | had done it

with ny own hands."

"It was unfortunate," Doc agreed. "But your resignation will not help matters. In you there is
the making of a great surgeon. You can do nore to atone by going ahead with your work."

"l -am very grateful +o you," the other said weakly, and hung up.

DOC SAVAGE had received the call in his skyscraper office. Wen the conversation had term nated,
he advi sed Monk and Ham of what had occurred.

"For the love of Mke," Mnk nuttered, snall-voiced. "Lacy was killed to shut his nmouth. Sonebody
was afraid he m ght know things. Doc, there nust be something infernally big back of this."

"Lacy told us all he knew, |'msure," Doc said slowy. "But, in later questioning, he mght have
given us sonme clue. And it was to prevent us getting that clue that he was slain."

The bronze giant, of such titanic proportions that the massive furniture about himwas dwarfed in
conparison, swng into the library. He went to the chair in which he had been seated, reading, when
the elderly hag visited himthat afternoon. He switched on the apparatus which stood beside the
chai r—the device into which he had spoken in the weirdly unintelligible tongue when the crone was
present.

"Renny—Johnny—tong Tom " Doc called into the microphone appended to the contrivance.

Wen there was no answer, Doc call ed again.

Monk and Ham | ooked on, their perpetual quarrel for the nonent forgotten. They knew that the
apparatus was a radio transmtter and receiver. It operated on a short wave-band.

Doc Savage possessed several other transmitter-receiver outfits which operated on this sane
wave-| ength. The sets were kept turned on continuously in the spots frequented by his five

ai des—their apartments, their autonobiles and their private planes.

"What's the idea of tryin' to raise the other three of our gang?" Mnk queri ed.

"Rermenber the old woman who visited us at the sane time that Baron Damitru Mendl was here?" Doc
count er ed.

"Sure, and was she a honely old heifer!" Mnk grunted.

At that, Ham snorted and eyed Monk’s honely features neaningfully.

Monk ignored the dig. "What about the old wonan, Doc?"

"When she was present, | spoke a few words of the Mayan | anguage into the radio. C ose watching
of her face convinced ne she did not understand the | anguage. Hence, she does not know that the
words directed Long Tom Johnny and Renny to trail her."

Monk’ s bi g nmouth sagged open. Ham al nost dropped his sword cane.

"You nmean the old | ady was a phony?" Monk expl oded.

"Exactly! Her story about an ailing son was a pack of lies."

Monk blinked incredul ously. "But how d you catch on?"

"The address she gave ne, where her son was supposed to be, was 7832 East Fourteenth Street.
There is no such nunber. Moreover, her manner gave her away. She was sonmewhat too glib."

Doc Savage now shifted his attention to the radi o. "Johnny—ong Tom-Renny!" he call ed again.

He secured no answer, and left the apparatus turned on.

"The three of themare trailing the crone," he said, settling back in the chair. "I directed them
in Mayan to pick up her trail when she left the building. | gave themthe description. They were
downstairs in our secret garage."

Monk grinned. His grin was remarkable, for it puckered all of his honmely face, persimon fashion.
Ham wi t hdrew his sword cane a few inches fromits sheath and clicked it back. Both were excited.
The fact that Doc was quiet in the chair, his nmetallic features inpassive, did not deceive them
He was already noving to unravel this tangle of nurder and nystery. |If events of the past were any
criterion, there woul d be danger ahead, plenty of acti on—adventure!

Monk and Ham were not nournful about the prospects. To themthis sort of thing made life worth

i ving.

A click canme fromthe radi o—a m crophone being cut into the voice circuit.

"Doc Savage!" called a rather scholastic tone fromthe |oud-speaker.

Doc | eaned close to the transmitter. "Yes, Johnny," he call ed.

"The superannuated crone has term nated her neanderings," advised Johnny.

Johnny-W I 1iam Harper Littlejohn, as the realnms of geology and archaeol ogy knew hi mnaever used a
smal | word where he could think of a big one.



"Where did she go?" Doc denmanded.

"She pronenaded the nmetropolis for an interval," explained the master of big words. "In her
peregrinations, she tarried to indulge in three tel ephone calls. To our vexation, we could not
over hear the tel ephonic discussion."

"Where i s she now?"

"I'n a hovel. | think that termfits the habitati on adequately."

"Is it on Fourteenth Street?"

"In Brooklyn—87 Mervin Street."

"All right," Doc said quietly. "Watch the place, you fellows. Mnk, Hamand nyself w |l be right
out."

"You desire to interview this crone?" questioned Johnny.

"Right. We are getting mixed up in an infernally big plot. As yet, we have no idea what it is all
about. But the anbassador of a Bal kan nation and the crew of his yacht have been nurdered entire—
The tel ephone rang, interrupting the conversation.

Monk cl anped the receiver to an ear, blinked once, then barked, "Doc! Quick!"

"Just a mnute, Johnny," Doc said into the radio set, and swing to the tel ephone.

"It’s a girl," Mnk breathed, and surrendered the phone.

" Savage speaking," Doc said.

From t he tel ephone receiver canme a series of dull thunps.

"Wl ?" Doc said sharply into the transmtter.

"They’' re breaking the door down!" The whi sper was feninine, husky, hasty.

"What is this?" Doc demanded.

Apparently she did not get his words, for her whispered exclamation poured on in a frenzied rush.
Ajutor! Help! | got away fromthemand into this room and got the door |ocked. They'|Il break in
soon! They don’t know this phone is here, and I'Il hide it. Quick! Help nme, Domul e Savage!"
"Who are you?" Doc denmanded.

Again his words went unheeded, as the girl’s rushing whisper continued.

Ce rusine! They cone! Ajutor! Help!"

A clatter cane fromthe phone receiver, as if the other instrument was being shoved into sone

pl ace of conceal nent. Either from accident or deliberate design, the receiver had not been repl aced.
Listening intently, Doc Savage got an idea of what was going on. A crashing of wood m ght have
been a door going down, and a loud rattle of feet followed—-after which the girl cried out and there
were gasps, blows, and sone sharp ejaculating in the Cal bian tongue.

"

Ma bucur!" a man exclaimed. "Good! Now we will tie her up securely.
pl easantly boyi sh.

H s tone was resoundi ng,

Da dommul e!'" another grunted, "Yes, sir! And we had better take her away fromthis place in a
hurry!"

"\Npy 2"

"Because her screans or the struggle nmay have been heard."

Nu!" declared the man with the exuberant voice. "No! This home is enpty. No one will have heard.
W will nerely take her into the next room"

There was footstep clatter, nuttering voices, the slamof a door—then silence.

Doc Savage swung into the next room where there was a second tel ephone |ine, and used that
instrument to summon an operator and start a trace on the connection over which the girl had call ed.
Wi le the call was being traced—he had no other way of |earning fromwhere the girl had
phoned—the bronze man went back to the radio transmtter.

"Johnny—you and Long Tom and Renny close in on that old woman and grab her. If you get into a
jam call the office. Monk and Hamwi Il be here."

As they heard these words, Mnk and Ham bl inked, then | ooked as if they had stepped into puddl es
of cold water. They did not fancy playing reserves.

"You can stay by the tel ephone wire over which the girl talked," Doc advised them "But do not

| eave this office unless Johnny's party or nyself calls."

"OK," Monk muttered, and picked up the phone.

Doc Savage got the results of the traced call a nonent later. The address fromwhich the girl had
spoken was on the Upper West Side of Manhattan Island.

Monk and Ham regi stered gl oom as they watched Doc’s exit. The pig, Habeas Corpus, sat at Mnk’'s
feet, big ears waving slowy, fan fashion.

At Doc’s expense, certain renodeling had been done on the skyscraper, fitting it to the bronze
man’'s requirenments. There was, for instance, an elevator of special design which operated at
tremendous speed—ts descent for sixty stories was alnost a free fall, and the shock of its halt was
qui te appreciabl e.



The cage let Doc out in a basenment garage which held his collection of cars. The nachi nes ranged
froma large linousine to roadsters, small coupés, and three trucks of assorted di nensions, none of
which were especially flashy, but all fitted with engines of unusual power.

Doc sel ected a roadster, long and sonbre, with an engi ne which, running at noderate speed, could
hardly be heard. Tooling this car out into the street, he headed northward.

Many a pedestrian stopped and twi sted his neck to stare after the remarkabl e-1 ooki ng bronze nman,
for there was nuch that was arresting about his appearance.

Traffic cops fell over thenselves to open a way for him and this was not entirely because of the
low i cense nunmeral which the roadster bore, itself a synbol of influence in New York City. Al nost
every cop on the force had heard of Doc Savage, and was aware that he bore a high honorary police
conmi ssi on.

The house fromwhich the girl had called was on an unprepossessing side street. Doc did not drive
past it, but parked around a corner a block distant. Here he |left the machine.

A cigar store on the corner was lighted. Other stores were dark. At the noment, no one was in

si ght.

The bronze nman wal ked to a store awning, which was rolled up. He grasped the frane and, with a
lithe ease, clinbed hand over hand until he reached a shelf of ornanental masonry. There were
grooves between the bricks, which furnished grips for the tips of his corded fingers. The buil di ng
was four stories high, and he mounted it as easily as another would clinb a | adder.

No one saw him

A ghostly silence marked Doc’s passage across the roof tops. He reached the house which was his

obj ective. These houses were in reality not houses at all in the sense in which the termis accepted
outside the nmetropolitan centers. The bl ock was really one |ong building, partitioned.

Doc tested a roof hatch, found it |ocked, and noved back to the rear. Athin silk line, a
grappling hook attached to one end, cane out of his clothing. Hooking the grapple behind a chi mey,
Doc dangl ed the cord down into the courtyard in the rear and slid down it.

He cane to a window. Trying to open it, he found it | ocked.

A di anond- poi nted gl ass cutter—and a suction cup to grasp the pane and keep it fromfalling after
it was free—di sposed of the window with silence and celerity.

Li ke sone nebul ous liquid of bronze hue, Doc seened to flow inside the house.

Doc Savage | owered the cut square of glass to the floor. The feel of the floor, together with the
shimrering effect of the noonlight which penetrated the window, told of varnish recently applied.
The air snelled of paint. The house had been redecorated recently. There was no furniture init.
Wth quick tugs, the bronze man renpbved the custom made oxfords which shod his feet and drew of f
silk socks. Hi's coat pockets were spaci ous enough to accommopdate the footgear. Then he went forward.
Included in the two-hour ritual of exercises which Doc had taken daily from chil dhood was a

series of calisthenics intended to develop his toes. These toes were not the conparatively usel ess
appendages of an ordinary man. They were sensitive, possessed of a prehensile strength.

Many i ndividuals bereft of their arns earn a livelihood on the vaudeville stage and with

circuses, denonstrating how they have | earned to shave, drive nails, and turn the pages of a book,
using only their toes. Doc Savage could do all of these things, and was master of feats which few of
these arnm ess wonders coul d equal. For instance, he could take a string in the toes of one foot and,
using that foot exclusively, tie a knot in the cord.

This pedal facility, devel oped by careful exercise, was handy in searching out solid footing, as
Doc now descended t he none-too-substantial stairs.

He heard sound—a nutter, a grunt. They cane, he deci ded when he had gone down farther, fromthe
ground fl oor.

Ba gati deseama!" a man grow ed. "Take care! Not so nuch noise!"

"No one will hear us," said the boisterous young nal e voice which Doc had previously heard over
the tel ephone.

The words were couched in the nother tongue of Cal bia. Doc understood this |anguage, for his
mastery of worldly know edge was particularly thorough on the matter of foreign | anguages.

The speakers were in a roomto one side of the front door. Doc went on—+apidly, stealthily.

The corridor was itself unlighted by any bulb, but was nade faintly |um nous by the rays which
slanted through the partially open door of a roomto one side of the entrance.

From hi s clothing Doc produced a periscope of his own construction. The barrel of this, black in
color, and scarcely larger than a match, could be tel escoped out. He used the little contrivance to
inspect the room furtively.

Ei ght nen were in sight.

Seven of the men were attired exactly alike, in the rough dungaree outfits which steanship
concerns supply to their deck hands. They did not wear uniform caps, and nowhere was there a sign of
the ship to which they bel onged—+f they were really sailors. Round faces, dark eyes, and slightly
full lips—they all had these characteristics—were partial proof that they were Cal bi ans.

They all wore gl oomy expressions.



Rusime!" said the man with the young, hearty voice. "For shane! Cheer up, gentlenen, we are in no
danger!"

"l hope you are right, Captain Flancul," munbl ed one of the group.

Captai n Fl ancul —he of the boi sterous voi ce—+esenbled a novie director’s idea of a European
mlitary officer. H's height was near six feet, and he stood as stiffly as if there had been a
ramrod strapped agai nst his spine. He wore a neat gray business suit. H's hair was cl ose cropped and
dark, his forehead high, his eyes brilliantly intelligent, his mouth thin and grim Snall scars on
his features indicated to the informed that he was not a stranger to the Cal bian national custom of
settling mnor disputes with saber duels.

Doc Savage shifted his periscope. In the portion of the roominto which he could see, there was
no sign of the girl.

Doc shoved a hand into a pocket and brought out several objects which, at first glance, m ght
have been mistaken for glass narbles. These were in reality thin-walled glass containers holding a
liquid. Sone were marked differently than others—with a tiny col ored speck.

Doc sel ected one which bore a green dot, and flipped it into the room It burst with a sound not
unli ke that of a dropped bird egg.

Doc Savage held his breath.

The occupants of the roomstared at the spot where the unusual missile had burst. Not having seen
the thing, they were at a loss to understand what had occurred.

Bagati deseanm!" rapped |usty-voiced Captain Flancul. "Take care— W thout bending his ranrod
back, Captain Flancul tilted forward. He hit the floor full-length, with a resounding crash.
Except for the slight rebound of his body, he did not nove afterward. A long, irregular snore
fluttered his lips.

He had been nearest to the glass ball when it burst.

The other men coll apsed al nost as suddenly. Only two of the party nmanaged to stir so nuch as a
step before they went down. Wthout exception, they seenmed to sink into a deep slunber.

Doc Savage continued hol ding his breath.

The glass ball held a powerful anaesthetic gas, the vapor fromthis particul ar container

produci ng an unconsci ousness which |asted some ten to fifteen minutes. The other balls in Doc’'s
pocket were charged with a stronger gas, inducing, when used, a stupor which |asted two hours or
nore.

The gas had a peculiar quality. It mngled with the air and becanme ineffective after the passage
of perhaps a mnute.

Doc allowed the minute to el apse, and then, breathing freely, stepped into the room

He saw the girl.

Odinarily, fem nine beauty |left the bronze man untouched, for he had schooled his tastes
carefully so that they did not run in that direction. But now he stared, and his strong |ips,
parting a little fromamazenent, showed even white teeth.

Her traveling suit, trimand expensive, was obviously a Paris creation. The trimhat was snmall,
chic. A skilled manicurist had worked recently upon her slimfingered hands. Her feet were
smal | —expensi vel y shod; her ankl es shapely in silken hose of an el aborate open network design.
Her features m ght have been the work, in warmmarble, of a great sculptor. Her hair was

honey- bl onde; her nostrils thin; her |ips exquisitely nolded.

Al together, the picture she presented was entrancing.

The girl occupied a chair, to which she was strapped with several belts which the nmen apparently
had contri buted. She was sleeping fromthe effects of the anaesthetic gas.

Doc Savage freed her, then began a search of the house. In an adjacent room which had been
recently painted and varni shed so that the floors were still covered with brown protective paper
laid down by the painters, he found the tel ephone. It was conceal ed under a pile of the paper in a
corner.

The receiver was off the hook. Doc lifted the instrunent.

"Monk, Haml" he call ed.

"We're still in the office," Mink’s childlike tones replied.

"Things are going all right at this end," Doc assured him "Has Renny, Long Tom or Johnny called
in?"

"Not a word."

Doc hung up.

BACK in the front room Doc proceeded to search Captain Flancul and the other sleeping nen. Their
pockets yi el ded nunerous snmall Cal bian coins, but there were no identifying papers.

Doc noted that each man had cl ose-cropped, bristling hair—+he haircuts were all of the sane

style. Around the left wist of each man there was a slight groove, a mark which m ght have been

made by the band of a wist watch, except that it was narrower. To Doc, this meant the presence of
mlitary identification wistlets, recently renoved.

These men were sol diers.



Wth the belts which he had renmoved fromthe girl’s ankles and wists, and augnented by strips
torn fromthe dungaree garnments, Doc bound the nen securely. He al so wedged a gag between the jaws
of each.

The next five minutes he spent in a further examination of the unconscious individuals and in a
short scrutiny of the house

The girl was the first to recover consci ousness, due probably to the fact that she was farthest
fromthe anaesthetic ball when it burst. Her eyes, which had been closed, now opened. They were dark
and | ong-1 ashed, under thin, trained brows.

She did what few persons would have done—she remai ned perfectly quiet until she coul d speak
coherently

"You are Doc Savage?" she asked when she could control her voice

Doc nodded. "And you?"

"Princess Gusta Le Gal bin"

Included in Doc’s fund of know edge was an understandi ng of the European political |ayout. He
knew t he nanmes of the menbers of each inperial household. He drew on his nmenory now.

"You are the daughter of King Dal Le Gal bin, nonarch of Cal bia?" he queried

The tall, exquisitely beautiful young woman nodded. " Da, that is right." She nodded at the door
"Let us step into another room where we can talk w thout being overheard by this riff-raff."
Politely, Doc Savage offered the young woman his arm She took it, swaying a little, and they
noved out of the room

As they did this Princess Gusta Le Galbin, breathing rapidly as if she were short of breath, put
a hand to a pocket in her frock. Her fingers explored there a noment. She eyed Doc furtively,
seeking to |l earn whether he had noticed this action. Apparently, he was unaware of her nove

When the young worman’s hand dropped to her side, there was concealed in its palma snal
hypoderm ¢ needl e whi ch had been hidden in her frock

"Listen!" she breathed sharply. "Do you hear anything?"

Doc Savage half turned on a heel, apparently to |learn what his ears could detect

The young worman struck with the hypodermic needle. Its point penetrated the bronze man's forearm
Al npost at once the giant nan of bronze grew unsteady on his feet, and sinking slowy, becane Iinp
upon the floor

Princess Gusta Le Gal bin eyed him

Buna! " she excl ai ned. "Good! He was easily deceived."

She went back to Captain Flancul and his nmen and began untying them first renoving the gag from
the mouth of the captain hinself

"You overpowered hin?" Captain Flancul demanded anxiously in Cal bian. H's voice was weak, for he
had just revived fromthe gas

Princess Gusta nodded. "It was sinple."

Captai n Fl ancul shuddered. "Not so sinple, princess. He overcane us before we even knew what had
happened. Suppose we had been | ess cunning in our arrangenents to receive himhere?"

"I n that case he m ght have evaded our trap."

"It was your planning, princess—first nyself and ny men to attenpt to capture Doc Savage when he
cane; then you, our pretended prisoner, to use the hypoderm c needle upon himif he did overcone us
"Let us"—€aptain Flancul made a grimface—go into the other roomand attend to this Doc Savage."

Chapter V. THE "COLD WOVAN'

DOC SAVAGE' S three nen who were trailing the old crone had been watching for sone tine the house
into which she had gone

Johnny, the big-worded archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, was a very tall and an al nost incredibly bony
man. Monk had once described Johnny as |ooking |like the advance agent for a fam ne. Due to the bony
nature of his frame, Johnny's clothing never fitted himwell. Attached to a |lapel by a dark ribbon
was a nonocl e—actually a powerful magnifying glass which Johnny needed in his business and carried
as a nonocl e for conveni ence

"We are indul ging in unproductive inaction," insisted Johnny.

"Keep your hair on," Long Tomrunbled. "Renny is scoutin’ the place. Wen he gets back we'll go

in"

Maj or Thonmas J. "Long Ton! Roberts easily seened the physical weakling of Doc Savage’'s group of

five aides. He was not tall, and only noderately well-knit. He had the conpl exi on of one who had

lived much of his life where the sunlight could not get to him

Long Toni s appearance was slightly deceiving for, in a fight, he could probably whip ninety-nine
out of the first hundred nmen he would neet wal king down a city street

Long Tomis work in the field of electricity had earned hi msonething of a reputation, his nane
bei ng mentioned in connection with such terns as "w zard of the juice" and "electricity shark."

"l wonder what notivates this enigmatic procedure of ours," pondered verbose Johnny

"You nean—what is Doc’'s idea?" Long Tom shrugged in the gl oomof the shrubbery where they were
crouched. "Search nme. Doc wants this old heifer, so we'll bring her in. Ps-s-st! Here comes Renny!"



A tower of gristle and bone reared out of the darkness. Renny—€ol onel John Renwi ck—was wel| over
six feet tall and weighed in excess of two hundred and fifty pounds. His face was extrenely | ong,
and wore the expression of one who had just attended a funeral. This was Renny’'s characteristic | ook
when he was enbroiled in trouble. He [oved trouble.

The outstandi ng thing about Renny’s appearance, however, was his hands. These, when squared into
fists, made sonewhat |ess than a gallon of a gristle and bone conposite which rivaled granite in
hardness. It was Renny’'s boast that he could knock the panel out of any wooden door with either
fist.

He was al so one of the greatest of nodern engineers, although he sel dom nentioned that fact.
"It's a roomn’ house." Renny’'s usual tone was a great roaring, and he now experienced difficulty
in whispering. "The old woman seens to have a roomon the second floor rear. Conme around to the back
here and you can see into the w ndow. "

Using all stealth possible, they wormed through the shrubbery to the back of the house. Only one
wi ndow was | i ghted.

"Watch it!" Renny breathed hoarsely.

A tel ephone stood on a table near the window. Even as they watched, the ol d woman hobbl ed to
this.

"Hey!" grunted Long Tom "I'mgonna listen in on that talk."

The el ectrical wi zard darted forward, wenching to free a snall metal case which was planted in
an inside pocket. Once out and opened, this proved to hold an electrical device with dials and
swi tches, and a small recess which contained a watch-case type receiver.

Johnny cl anped the receiver to an ear, turned switches and adjusted dials. Then he wal ked al ong
the rear wall of the house, holding his device close to the wooden cl apboards.

"Chances are that the phone wires lead froma conduit strung down the alley underground," he

whi spered. "I'mtryin’ to get nmy pickup device in the nei ghborhood of the lead-in."

He succeeded a nonent |ater. Long Tonis device was one which sinply utilized that troubl esone
inclination of old-time regenerative radio receivers to pick up the conversations on near-by

t el ephone wires. Long Tom had designed the apparatus in the box specifically for this purpose.

By crowding their ears close to the watch-case receiver, all three could hear what was being

sai d.

The ol d woman had evidently called a nunmber and was waiting for an answer. They coul d hear the
regul ar buzz of the automatic ringer. Then there was a click as a distant receiver lifted.

Da," said a harsh voice. "Yes."

"This is Mita," came the shrilly querulous tones of the crone. "I have called three tinmes in an
effort to get further orders, but our chief was not there."

Bi g-fisted Renny nodded soberly. "That explains the calls the old battle-ax made while we were
trailing her."

"Keep still, or we'll miss some of this," grunted Long Tom

"I's the chief there now?" denmanded the hag, Mita.

"No," said the harsh voice. "He is away—en busi ness of his own."

"What shall | do?" queried Mita.

"What is the matter, ugly one? Are you | onesone?"

Cai nel e! Muta snapped. "Dog! Answer ny question.”

"You might join us and await the arrival of our chief."

"I will do that," Mita decided. "Watch for ne. | will soon arrive."

Cicking denoted the severance of the tel ephonic hookup.

Long Tom and the other two exchanged whi spered words in the darkness.

"What we heard proves that the old bag of bones is small fry," the electrical w zard pointed out.
"She gets her orders froma big shot. What do you say we trail her—and grab the big guy?"

"Not a bad idea," nuttered Renny.

Johnny agreed. "Superem nent."

Renny remained at the rear, to watch. Long Tom and Johnny took the front of the house. They

wai ted near the entrance.

The front door opened and a man came out. He was a short fellow, extremely winkled—a dwarf. This
i ndi vi dual reached the corner, where there was a streetlight.

"I"I'l be superanual gamated! " expl oded Johnny. "That is the old worman!"

"She ain’t a woman at all!" snorted Long Tom "Mita is a man—a dwarf!"

They hastily sumoned Renny fromthe rear, then ran for their cars. The two machines they were
enploying in their detective work were of a type calculated to attract the | east notice. One was a
taxi cab, its outward appearance differing little fromthousands of other cabs in the city. The other
conveyance was a small delivery truck, bearing the name of a prom nent nilk concern.

Renny drove the taxi. Long Tom and Johnny dived into the delivery truck.

Starting the engines, they went ahead and nmanaged to catch sight of their quarry shortly before
the dwarf reached the next streetlight.



Muta's actions indicated he was hunting a taxicab. Accordingly, Renny rolled forward.

Swinging to the curb, Renny called hopefully, "Hack, sir?"

Mita veered over. He was so short that it was necessary for himto lift on tiptoe to peer into
the cab.

Renny got a close |look at the fellow s countenance, and was unfavorably inpressed. True, he had
never seen a nore bland, peaceful -1o0o0king bundle of winkles. But this in itself was an incongruity
whi ch bordered on the hideous.

Renoval of the gray wig, the shawl, and the ragged dress, which had been Mita’s disguise, had
wor ked a stark change. There was sonething fiendish about the fellow. A barrel of a torso hinted at
no snall strength.

Mit a showed snaggl ed teeth in what was supposed to be a grin, but which Renny considered nore of
a snarl. He got into the hack, and gave an address.

Renny, endeavoring not to show his huge fists too promnently, put the machine in notion. The
address he had received was near the water front.

Well to the rear, Long Tom and Johnny trailed along in the mlk truck.

It was the custom of Doc Savage’'s nen, when engaged in a mission which m ght be dangerous, to
communi cate their whereabouts to Doc’s headquarters at frequent intervals, if convenient.

The mi |k conveyance was fitted with a portable radio receiver-transmtter. Wile Johnny drove,
Long Tom switched this on. In a noment he was in comunication with Monk and Hamin the skyscraper
of fice.

"That old woman was really a man—a dwarf," Long Tom expl ained. "He's working for sonebody. Nane
is Muita. W’'re trailing him hoping to grab the boss."

The fact that Doc had directed Muta to be seized was not nentioned. They were using their own
judgnent, sonething which they did frequently. They knew this was the course that Doc woul d want
themto foll ow

The street sloped downward and the air becane saturated with the faint, always-present snell of
the water front—brine, fish and rotting wood. Buil dings needed painting. Many of them were
ranmshackl e.

The bay canme into sight. A fleet of tugs, their whistles bleating, were conveying a departing
liner toward the open sea. Sonewhere a bell buoy di ng-donged.

Above the bay, Manhattan skyline was an array of vertical splinters against the heavens—bl ack,
freckled with the white of wi ndows. Overhead, clouds and noonlight nade a junble of sepia and
silver.

Johnny and Long Tom observed Miuta alight from Renny’s hack. They swung around the next corner and
stopped. A norent |ater Renny, having circled the block, joined them They all hurried forward.
Miut a approached a small wharf. Al ongside this was noored a dark, seagoi ng speedboat, perhaps
sixty feet in length.

A smal | warehouse stood at the shoreward end of the pier. Affixed to the side of this was a box
which evidently held a tel ephone.

As Muta strode on to the wharf, the phone on the side of the warehouse rang noisily.

Mit a hal t ed.

Aboard the seagoi ng speedboat several nen appeared. It was too gloony to make out the details of
t hei r appear ance.

One of themcalled to Mita in the not unnusical |anguage of Cal bia—evidently directing Mita to
answer the tel ephone, since the dwarf turned back.

Johnny and his two conpani ons were cl ose enough to hear what was said.

"Hello," said Muita. "Ah, it is you, chief! Wat orders do you wish?. . . You have what?. . . Doc
Savage has been overpowered? M, bucur! Excellent!"

There was a pause, during which Miuta |istened—and Johnny and the others could not overhear what
was said.

Da, domule!" Mita grunted at last. "Yes, sir, | understand. | amto remain here with the others,
because you can handl e Doc Savage without further assistance."

Mut a hung up, wheel ed and strode down the wharf toward the speedboat. He cl anbered aboard, and
with the other men disappeared bel ow deck.

"Holy cow " Renny nuttered in the shadow of the warehouse. "Doc is in a jam"

"l don't believe it!" grunted pallid Long Tom "Doc never has failed to take care of hinself."
Johnny w apped his nonocle carefully in his handkerchief and stuffed it in his coat pocket, as if
he feared there woul d soon be danger of its being shattered. "I advocate precipitous action," he
said. "What say you we invest yonder craft by force?"

"You nean grab this dwarf Muta and see if he knows where Doc is?" demanded Renny, whose granmar
gave no hint that he was as highly educated as the bi g-worded Johnny.

"Right! Make ‘imtell what’s behind all this, too!"

"Let's go!" grated Long Tom

By way of preparing for action, each nman plucked a uni que weapon from a special arnpit hol ster.
Resenbl i ng oversi zed autonatic revol vers, these guns were supernachi ne pistols designed by Doc



Savage. A conpact curl ed nmagazi ne was attached to each.

They were charged, not with ordinary lead mssiles, but with nercy bullets—slugs which produce
qui ck unconsci ousness instead of fatal injury.

The three nmen advanced, crouching close to the planking to keep out of sight of the speedboat
deck, which was | ower than the wharf.

Long Tom loitering in the rear, dipped his hands into his pockets several tines and transferred
smal | objects to the wharf planking. Then he went on with the others.

They crouched near the speedboat and prepared to | eap down upon its deck.

"We'll give ‘ema chance to surrender,” Renny runbled grimy.

"OKI'" Long Tom snapped. "Let’'s—Hey! Look out!"

A manifold clatter and running drew their eyes toward the shoreward end of the wharf.

"Holy cow " Renny thunped.

Several shadowy nen were rushing them guns in hand.

"They had | ookouts posted on shore!" Johnny yelled, forgetting his large words for once.

Chapter VI. THE RI VER STYX
ONE of the charging group yell ed,

Qoriti! Stop! Get your hands up!"
Renny poured a runble out of his cavernous chest and started to swerve his supermachi ne gun.
"Wait! Wait!" Long Tom barked. "Drop your gun! Hold your breath!"
Renny and Johnny, conprehendi ng, obeyed. Al three nen charged their lungs with air, and held it
there.
Yelling triunmphantly, the rushing nen cane close. It was possible to see their round, dark faces
and to ascertain that all |ooked |ike native Cal bians. Their weapons were automatic pistols of the
type supplied to the Cal bian armny.
Unexpect edl y—+o the victim at |east—the forenpst Cal bian caved down and fl opped end-over-end
like a rabbit shot on the run. In rapid succession the others followed himto the wharf boards. They
spread thensel ves out, lay notionless, and began an even, deep breathing, which here and there
became a snore.

Long Tom chuckl ed. "I spread sone of Doc's glass balls of anaesthetic on the wharf. These nobnkeys
ran over ‘emand broke ‘em"

"The boat!" Renny thundered.

Wth sprawing | eaps, they gained the deck of the seagoing craft.

A man popped out of a hatch, an automatic in hand; his gun cane up.

There canme a roaring sound from Renny’s huge fist, as if a Gargantuan bullfrog had opened up with
a short, deep croak, and the ejector mechani smof the engineer’s supermachi ne pistol spouted enpty
cartridges.

The gunman at the hatch nmelted down, rendered senseless by the nmercy bullets before he could fire
or cry out.

How i ng, Renny plunged for the hatch. Johnny, a gangling ani mated skel eton, dived for the cabin
comnpani on.

Johnny found the cabin door |ocked. It resisted his slanm ng shoul der. Long Tom trying another
hatch, found it secured al so.

"Only that one hatch open," the electrical w zard rasped. "W'I|l go in with Renny."

Renny dropped through the hatch; Long Tom and Johnny piled after him They found a netal | adder,
which led into a deep hold conmpartnent. This was dark, but a bul khead door in the rear made a
rectangul ar panel of light. They flung toward this.

The |ight panel blotted out suddenly as the door closed.

Trap!" Renny thundered, and pitched backward.

He grasped the nmetal |adder. There was a click, and it dropped off the bul khead.

"Trick ladder!" Renny how ed, dodged the descendi ng rungs.

"I"1l be superanal gamated!" groaned Johnny. "Wat have we got into?"

Renny crouched slightly, then | eaped. He grasped the hatch edge and pul | ed hinsel f up.

A swarthy man with an automatic was just stooping to peer into the hold. Renny’s huge fist
drifted out of the black recess and collided with the fellow s jaw. Head and fist did not differ
greatly in size. The dark man skittered across the deck, and hung like a rag over the rail,

sensel ess.

Renny chi nned hinsel f, got his el bows over the hatch edge, then runbled to those below "G ab ny
legs and clinb up."

Bot h Long Tom and Johnny were nore than ordinarily agile. They proceeded to grasp Renny and clinb
himas though he were an oversized rope. Renny's belt snapped when Johnny seized it, but a noment
later all three were on deck.



Up forward, hatches and conpani ons had spewed arnmed nen. Their guns began to bang and lip flane.
Moreover, two nore nen were running down the wharf. These had evidently been anong the | ookout group
on shore, and had renmi ned behind to take care of an energency.

"Down! " Renny rapped, and flattened behind the hatch coping.

Sormebody threw a hand grenade, but with bad aim so that it hit the deck, bounced and | anded in

the water before it exploded. The wave it kicked up washed over the deck, drenching Renny and his
two conpani ons, and the boat rolled.

Long Tomis superfirer noaned, and two Cal bi ans went down, reeling.

Renny raised his head, lowered it as a bullet snapped past.

"They’' re passin’ up nore grenades frombelow " he boonmed. "Blast ‘em they' Il blow us to pieces!
Lets take to the water!"
Wth a concerted | eap and dive they cleared the sea speedster’s rail. Long Tom squawked painfully

as he collided with a pier piling. Then, stroking rapidly, they were in the forest of vertical

ti nbers under the wharf.

"They’' Il have a swell tine gettin' us out of here," Renny runbl ed.

Their enem es cursed and yelled in Cal bian. They threw grenades, but the explosions only tore the
pi | i ng—ene grenade even bounci ng back and opening a sizable cavity in the boat deck.

Next, the Cal bians tried turning on a searchlight. Johnny shot this out, and also drilled two men
in the legs with nercy bullets.

Conparative silence fell over the wharf.

"It's up to themto think fast," Renny chuckled. "This shootin’ and the grenades will attract the
police."

The Cal bians did think fast, and efficiently. A bustling sound came fromthe boat Then there was
a loud hissing—and liquid sprayed through the wharf piling. A strong odor acconpanied it.
"Gasoline!" Renny groaned. "They' ve connected a fire hose to their fuel tank. They got us!

They' Il burn us outa here and shoot us when we show up."
Muta’s shrill, querul ous voice cane to them
"You three—you have one chance!" he snarled. "Cone out and surrender, and we will not put a match

to the gasoline."

"Holy cowl" Renny nmunbled. "W'd better take himup. W're lucky at that."

"Coming out!" Long Tom cal |l ed.

The three nmen paddl ed to the speedboat, first dropping their nachine pistols into the water. Wth
no gentleness at all, they were haul ed aboard.

"Where are your weapons—the strange guns which shoot so rapidly?" Mita demanded.

"We dropped ‘emin the bay," Renny grow ed.

"Take them bel ow decks," Muta gritted to his men. "W nust get under way quickly. The police nmay
cone. "

Hedged in by gun nuzzles, the three captives were conveyed bel ow

Power ful engines were started. The nporings were cast off, and the big seagoing racer backed out
into the harbor, away fromthe growing wail of police sirens en-route to the scene of the fight. As
Renny had surm sed, the uproar had drawn the officers.

The harbor night swall owed the boat. For such a large and fast craft, its engines were unusually
silent. There was little but the noan of disturbed water, the slam of waves against the bows, as it
streaked not toward the mouth of the harbor, but northward, up the Hudson River.

On deck there was nmuch tranping about, clattering of mechanism and |ow orders. Renny and his two
conpani ons overheard enough to tell them what was goi ng on.

"They’'re putting a couple of boats overside," he nuttered. "Wonder what they’'re gonna do?"

He found out shortly. Mita and ot hers cane bel ow carrying chains, padlocks and wire. Using these,
they fastened Renny and the other two nmen securely, padlocking the ends of the chains around hull
braces.

Mita stood back, admiring the job. Absently, his hand drifted into a pocket and brought out a
small red marble. He juggled this fromone hand to another.

When Renny stared at the red narble, it was hurriedly pocketed.

Mit a nmade an el aborate gesture of consulting his watch. "You gentlenmen will have possibly five
mnutes in which to live, after we abandon this craft. Perhaps a little |longer, but not nuch."
"You won't get away with it!" Long Tomsnorted. "The police will grab the guys who were overcone
by our gas on the wharf. They' || be nmade to talk."

Nu!" Miuta corrected. "No! We brought those men along. We will take themoff with us in the small
boats."
Long Tom could think of no retort to that.

Mita teetered on his heels, a grotesque, m sshapen gnone in the fitful Iight of the hold
conpart ment .
"It is too bad that you will not be on deck to see what happens to you," he jeered. "It is ny

under standi ng that Doc Savage's assistants are nmen of considerable | earning. You should be nost
interested in what will happen to you."



"What cha nean?" Long Tom dermanded. "Say, what’'s back of all this?"

Mita bent forward, and in his ugly eyes the light of a zealot flaned. "Sonething big!' The nopst
far-flung plot of the century, ny friend!"

"Yeah?"

"You will be killed by a weapon such as the world has never before seen!" Mita said shrilly. "It
comes fromnowhere. |t cannot be avoi ded. Darkness, fog, snobkescreens are no defense against it!"
Long Tom thought that over, and only one retort occurred to him "Doc Savage will take care of
you birds," he grow ed.

Mit a sneered. "Savage has al ready been seized. Very soon, he will be killed."

Wth that, Muta and the others clanbered out on deck. The speed of the engi nes decreased, but
they did not stop. Then there canme the noise of the collapsible boats being | aid overside, and

| oaded.

Shortly after, the seagoing speedboat, abandoned except for the three prisoners bel ow decks, was
wal | owi ng sluggi shly in the Hudson River. Its headway had stopped conpletely.

The engines still ran. They had been declutched fromthe propeller drive shaft.

Chapter VII. THE FAT RESCUER

IN the house with the new y varni shed and painted roons, on New York's Upper West Side, Princess
Gusta Le Galbin, of the reigning fanmly of Calbia, stood and tapped an inpatient toe on the floor.
Captai n Flancul stood near by, and fromtime to time favored the young woman with a gl ance which
was nothing if not admiring. Once he indicated the prone and notionless formof Doc Savage.

"You did excellent work, ny dear,"” he remarked.

"You will please abstain fromthe use of affectionate terns," Princess Gusta said shortly.

"A thousand pardons, your highness!" Captain Flancul bowed. "May | suggest that your highness
depart, and |l eave nme here alone to question this nan Savage?"

They were conversing in Cal bi an.

Nu," replied the young woman. "No. | will handle this nyself."

" But —

"Silence!" commanded Princess Gusta, exercising one of those inperious airs which is supposed to
be the exclusive property of royalty. "You, Captain Flancul, are nerely a wealthy industrialist of
Cal bi a, who happens to be advisor to ny father, the king. Please remenber that, and do not be so
free with your orders."

Captain Flancul clicked his heels, executed a stiff-backed courtesy, and said, "Yes, your

hi ghness. And if you will excuse nme, | will see that ny nen are maintaining a proper |ookout."
Then he wal ked out .

Princess Gusta fell to studying Doc Savage. Sone nmen | ose their personality when they are asleep,
becom ng sonewhat flabby and dowdy | ooki ng. But not this bronze nan. Mtionless there on the floor,
he was as striking a personage as he would have been if he were erect and noving about the room
The extrenely attractive princess of the Cal bian royal famly was inpressed.

M nunat!" she exclained, this being a very expressive Cal bian word for "wonderful!'"

Shortly, Captain Flancul returned to the roomw th word that his nmen were on guard.

For lack of anything else to do while they wafted for Doc Savage to regain consci ousness,

Princess Gusta produced a case which had held her hypodernic needle, and recharged its magazine with
a drug which brought unconsci ousness.

Captain Flancul nudged Doc Savage's frame with his toe. "How nuch longer will it be before he
awakens?"

"At least half an hour,"” the young woman assured him "The effect of this drug shoul d wear off by
then."

Captai n Flancul paced around the room several tinmes. H s stride was marked by the spectacul ar
goose step which was part of the Cal bian arny training.

Suddenly, in the next roomthere was a yell, then blows, a scuffle. The door opened with the

force of an expl osion.

A man popped through, |eveled a revol ver and snapped dramatically: "The hands very high, please!"
He was a man of bubbles. Hi s stonmach was a bubbl e, his chest another snaller bubble swelling out

of it. And his head was still another bubble. H's skin was olive, but at the same tinme ruddy, as if
it had been rouged. He had a pleasant mouth and pleasantly winkled eyes, and there was a certain
ami able jauntiness in his slightly flashy attire. He | ooked like a soft, cheerful man of sone three
hundred pounds.

There was nothing soft or cheerful about the two big spike-snouted autonmatics nor the rock
firmess with which he held them

In sus!" he rapped. "Up!"
He had a strange, |aughing voice.
Captain Flancul threw his arns above his head as if he had been nenaced by sonething of



incredi bl e deadl i ness

Princess Gusta was, at the nonent of the newconer’s appearance, hol ding the hypodermic needle in
her hand. She had had presence of mind enough to turn her hand, and the needle being small, had
escaped notice. Now she palned the needle and |lifted her hands in such a fashion that its presence
was not noticeable to the fat man

"Wonderful !'" beanmed the fat man. He smirked in the direction of Captain Flancul. "Your men, ny
dear Captain Flancul, are not very efficient. | had nmerely to knock out the watchman in the rear
and | wal ked right in. Afew blows |aid out the dogs in the next room You should have fighting
men. "

Angry-eyed, Princess Gusta faced the fat man

"Conte Cozonac!" she snapped. "You will be shot for this outrage!"

"My dear princess, we are not in Calbia."

After saying that, plunp Conte Cozonac began to |laugh, his mirth pouring forth in bubbles and
trills and hearty squeaks. It was strange | aughter, as unusual as the man's mrthful voice
Finally, when his glee had subsided, Conte Cozonac indicated, with a slight gesture of one gun
the prone form of Doc Savage

"What have you done to ny friend?"

"So he is working with you!" Princess Custa clipped. "That is what we wanted to question him
about . "

"On the contrary, he is not working with me," Conte Cozonac assured her, chuckling. "However, |
have hopes of enlisting his aid."

"Liar! He's already assisting you!"

"You do not believe nme, your highness?"

"l woul d not believe you under any circunstances, Conte Cozonac," the girl assured him

The fat man drew hinself up with a dignity he purposely nmade el aborately absurd. "An insult! O
per haps, comng fromone of the parasites who rule Calbia, it is a conplinent."”

Princess Gusta nipped her lip. "The conplinment we should have paid you years ago was a firing
squad at dawn."

This sent the fat man off into a fresh gale of twittering, squeaking |laughter. Strangely enough
he seemed to enjoy the insult—f reference to the firing squad did anything but anmuse him he failed
to show it.

When his joyful giggling had subsided, he struck an attitude. "I," he said, "am The King Maker!"
"You," the girl retorted, "are the biggest rogue Cal bia has ever seen!"

At this point Captain Flancul nmade a slight nove. Apparently, he entertained ideas of drawing a
gun.

Pl unp Conte Cozonac jutted forward both of his |ong-nosed automatics menacingly. "Be careful, ny
good advisor to the King of Calbhia!"

The words had hardly left his |ips when Princess Custa whi pped an arm downward and threw the
hypodermc needle. It flew accurately, needle point forward, and struck Conte Cozonac in the neck
two i nches bel ow an ear

The fat man cried out once, then fell to the floor, squirmed a little, and rel axed. The inpact as
the hypo needl e struck had been sufficient to inject some of its contents

Captain Flancul sprang for the fat man.

"No!" said Princess Gusta. "He is helpless, and will remain so for nore than an hour."

Drawi ng hinmself up, Captain Flancul clicked his heels, saluted. "May | tell you, princess, that
you are one of the nost remarkabl e young wonen | have ever known?"

Princess Gusta Le Gal bin seened not to hear

"There has been too much fighting and shouting in this house," she said quietly. "Some of the
nei ghbors may call the police. The purpose for which we rented this house—+the seizure of Doc
Savage—has been acconplished. | suggest that we depart."

"What about the prisoners?"

"W will take them'

Captain Flancul hesitated. "There is another way, your highness—the way all traitors should go."
Princess Gusta nodded. "That is true."

"Then it is settled," Captain Flancul said, grimfaced. "I will |eave two of ny men here. They
wi Il use knives."
"No! It is not settled! They will not be executed!"

Captain Flancul becane somewhat red. "But princess, these two nen are—

"No arguments, please!" the young wonman said with inperial dignity. "We will sinply hold them

until affairs in Calbia are adjusted. | do not think the adjusting will take Iong, now that we have
this Conte Cozonac."

Captain Flancul saluted again. "Very well."

He swung over, apparently with the intention of picking up Doc Savage and carrying hi moutside
There was a blur of bronze. Captain Flancul tried to scream but the sound ended abruptly as

Doc’s netallic fingers trapped his throat. The Cal bian officer tried to strike blows, sought to
wench free, but in those great, corded bronze hands he experienced a feeling of hel pl essness such



as he had never felt before.

Looseni ng one hand fromthe nan’s neck, Doc searched hi mquickly and disarned the fellow. Then he
flung hi maway.

Captain Flancul spraw ed out hel pless, partially paralyzed by the terrific pressure which had
been exerted upon his neck.

Princess Gusta ran for her hypoderm ¢ needl e.

Arising, noving with a speed which the young wonan found hard to credit, Doc reached the needl e
ahead of her and scooped it up.

"Ch!" gasped Princess Gusta, and recoil ed.

"You at |least were not going to allow ne to be killed," Doc said dryly.

The young wonman seened bew | dered. "But the drug in that needl e—~you should still be unconscious,"
she gasped.

The bronze man’s features had renai ned i nscrutable throughout.

"If it will interest you, there was no drug in that needl e when you used it upon ne."

Surprise caused the girl to show white teeth. "You nmean—you have not been unconscious at all?"
"Correct," Doc assured her. "The hypo needle in its case cane to ny attention while untying you.
Enptying it was nerely a precaution on ny part."

"But why—

"There are two ways of securing information," Doc continued. "One—by questioning; the other—by
ruse. |t seemed convenient to use the latter method."

The girl shrugged, somewhat fearfully. "And | thought | was clever!"

Captain Flancul had ceased his squirmng as it dawned upon himthat Doc Savage had tricked them
He sat up, but did not attenpt to get to his feet.

Doc eyed the two guns which he had taken from Captain Flancul, then ejected the cartridges and
struck the weapons together sharply. Sparks flew frominpacting steel, and the gun nechani snms were
shattered, rendered usel ess. He snapped the point off the hypo needle, then tossed all the weapons
asi de.

Princess Gusta had been eyeing Doc. The ease with which he had nutilated the pistols, the
trenendous strength he had displayed, caused her to growa little pale.

"What are you going to do with us?" she queri ed.

"Ask you questions,” Doc told her. "And |let us hope that you both nmake truthful replies."

"I's that a threat?"

"Merely sone good advice."

Unexpectedly, Captain Flancul lifted to his feet. He wal ked toward Doc Savage. His eyes held a
queer |ight.

Only for a fractional nmonent did Doc wonder what was behind the man’s actions. Then he

under st ood.

The bronze man whi pped backward, twi sting and ducking as he did so. The room quaked with the roar
of a shot, and a bullet, blasting through the space Doc had vacated, chopped newy painted plaster
off a wall.

One of the nen in the other room knocked out by fat Conte Cozonac, had regai ned consci ousness
and had cone to the door, a gun in hand. Captain Flancul, glinpsing him had sought to hold Doc’'s
attention.

Doc’s leap carried himto one of the guns which he had broken. In scooping it up and throwing it
he seemed to use but a single gesture, and that so swift that there was no tinme for the gunman in
the door to dodge. The gun snashed against his face, tipping himover backward.

Captain Flancul and Princess GQusta noved together, |eaping headlong for the room where the gunman
stood. Doc’s lunge had carried himsone distance fromthem and even his trenmendous speed coul d not
head them of f. They hurtled through the door, Captain Flancul going down and grabbing the gun of the
man Doc had struck.

Flinging in pursuit of them Doc perceived that he could not get to Captain Flancul in tine.
Veering over, he used the solidity of the door janb to stop hinself, drove out a hand, grasped a
doorknob and w enched the panel shut.

Captain Flancul’s bullet tore a splintery hole high up in the panel.

Doc, springing back, scooped up fat Conte Cozonac, bounded to the stairs, and went upward. He
carried Conte Cozonac’'s three hundred pounds under one arm bending sidewi se to bal ance the weight,
and seem ng not greatly hanpered by the burden.

Behind him several shots thundered. At |east three guns were firing. Probably nore of Captain

Fl ancul s men had revived.

In the second-floor hall, Doc tried a door which led to a front room It was |ocked, but
splintered open under his trenendous shove.

In the street in front, a police whistle blared shrilly. The shooting had attracted a cop.

Doc, realizing those bel ow would attenpt to escape by the rear, backed out of the front room and
broke down a door which led into a court chanbers. Crossing to a wi ndow, he shoved the gl ass pane
out with a quick pressure.

He twi sted back, the ugly whack of an autonmatic com ng sinultaneously with his nove. Sone of



Captain Flancul’s nen were already in the court. They kept up steady fire.

Under cover of the barrage, Captain Flancul, Princess Gusta, and the others nmade their escape.
Those not able to run were carried.

Doc Savage waited only | ong enough to ascertain that they were going to get away. Then, carrying
huge Conte Cozonac, he nounted flights of stairs to the roof, unbarred the hatch and cl anbered out.
He retrieved his silk line with the grapple on the end and ran to the northern extremty of the

bl ock of buildings. The street there was dark. The cord was extrenely strong, and Doc, still
carrying Conte Cozonac, slipped down it to the sidewal k. An expert flip freed the grapple fromits
| odgnent on the roof coping.

There was excitenent in the street in front, people running. Two bl ocks away a car engi ne burst
into life, and the machine roared away, until its sound was absorbed by the traffic nmutter of the
New Yor k ni ght.

Doc Savage carried Conte Cozonac to his roadster, dropped the fellowinto the seat, got behind

t he wheel and drove toward his skyscraper office.

Chapter VIII. MYSTERY EXPLCSI ON

IN the skyscraper headquarters, Monk and Ham were quarreling. The fact that no observers were
around detracted no whit fromtheir enjoyment of the good-natured fracas.

"You baboon!" Hamyelled, gesturing with his sword cane. "You blunder of nature! This is the |ast
strawm "

Monk was engaged in assenbling his portable chemical |aboratory. This device was sonething he

al ways took when acconpanyi ng Doc Savage on an expedition. It occupied little space, yet it
contai ned an unusual ly conpl ete assortnment of chem cals.

The horely chemi st eyed Ham and sighed. "Wat’'s in your hair now?"

For answer, Ham lunged and struck a hearty blow with his sword cane. The object of his attentions
was the pig, Habeas Corpus. But Habeas was intinmately acquainted with Ham He junped, and was a yard
away when the sheat hed cane | anded.

"Hey!" Monk how ed. "Take your spite out on ne if you gotta. But let that hog al one!"

"I"ll assassinate both of you!" Ham prom sed. He pointed at the crinmson pennant which Mnk had
pai nted on Habeas. "You put that on the freak just to devil ne!"

It was hardly likely the ordinarily observant Ham had failed to previously discover the scarl et
pennant. Mre likely, he had delayed to the present noment to nake a fuss about it.

"I didn't paint that flag there to pick a fuss with you," Mnk disclained i nnocently. "The hog
likes red flags."

"Harvard is a great university," Ham snapped. "Painting its colors on the side of that hog is an
insult.”

Monk grinned. "How was | to know crimson was a Harvard col or ?"

"You're gonna use sone paint renover on that hog!" Ham prom sed om nously.

Monk, showi ng no great concern, noved to a case which held a tel etype nachine. This was connected
with the police circuit and furnished Doc with a copy of all alarns broadcast.

Ordinarily, Mnk did not pay nuch attention to the tel etype, but just now he was somewhat worried
because Renny, Long Tom and Johnny had failed to report for a tine.

The pleasantly ugly chenmi st took one | ook at the copy roll and let out a yell. "Ham Cone here!"
Ham peered over Mnk’s shoul der, and read:

ATTENTI ON WATER- FRONT PRECI NCTS

MYSTERI OQUS SHOOTI NG ABOARD SEAGO NG SPEEDBOAT ON BROOKLYN WATER FRONT. CRAFT FLED | NTO HARBOR
LONG BOAT, NARROW BEAM PAI NTED BLACK. REPORT PRESENCE OF SUCH CRAFT.

TAXI CAB, LICENSE S3, AND M LK DELI VERY TRUCK, LICENSE S4, FOUND ABANDONED NEAR SCENE.

S3 and S4!" Monk expl oded. "The S on themlicenser neans they're Doc Savage's cars! Themis the
two machi nes Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were using!"

Ham reached for his hat. "We'd better look into this."

They rushed for the door. Habeas Corpus, squealing, scanpered after them In the corridor they
encount ered Doc Savage, carrying Conte Cozonac. The fat man was still sensel ess.

"Doc!" Monk yelled. "Renny and the others are in a jam"

Hi s snall voice an excited squeak, Mnk told about the nessage over the teletype.

Doc Savage said nothing, but he went to the library with his plunp burden. Conte Cozonac was
planted in a chair, his wists positioned carefully on the armrests. At Doc’s touch, steel bands
flashed up, encircling the wists and | ocking there. G her bands, hidden in the I egs of the chair,
appeared and secured the portly man’'s ankl es.

Not hing | ess than a steel-cutting torch would now free Conte Cozonac.

Doc | ocked all doors. They were of thick steel, though they did not look it.

"W want this fellow to be here when we get back," the bronze nman explained. "He can tell us a
great deal."

Monk and Hamin his wake, Doc entered the speed el evator and was dropped to the basenent garage.



Al three piled into the roadster. The nachine raced themtoward the water-front hangar which
masquer aded as a war ehouse.

"Got any idea what this is all about, Doc?" Mnk demanded.

"You' ve heard of Cal bi a?" Doc suggested.

Monk nodded. "It’'s a Bal kan ki ngdom one of the few remai ni ng nonarchi es where the king actually
runs things. It has a population of ten or twelve million."

Doc nodded. "One point you forgot—€albia is nowin the throes of a revolution."

Monk blinked. "Huh? | didn't know that. There ain’'t been nuch about it in the papers.”
"Censorship," Doc told him "The Cal bi an governnent prevents news of political disturbances from
getting abroad. Calbia' s not the only one. The others do the sanme thing."

"\ 2"

"Any hint that the government may be unstable affects foreign credit, the value of their bonds,
and that sort of thing. Naturally, no one wants to buy the bonds of a government which nay be out of
busi ness tonorrow. "

"This Cal bian revolution is sonething serious?"

"It is," Doc assured him "Long ago, | arranged with certain nen, closely in touch with the
political situation in each European country, to keep nme informed by cable of devel opnents. That is
where ny information came from"

Monk gave one of Habeas Corpus’s ears a thoughtful tug. The porker was riding on his knee. "You
think this business is connected with the Cal bi an revol uti on?" he asked.

Instead of answering that, Doc countered with a question. "What would you say if Princess Gusta
Le Gal bin, only daughter of the ruling King of Calbia, and Captain Henri Flancul, wealthy Cal bian
and chi ef advisor to the king, were here in New York, and had nmade an attenpt to capture nme?"
"Did they?"

"They did."

Monk scratched his red-bristled nubbin of a head.

"We're mixed up in sonethin’ big, Doc," he declared.

They reached the hangar, drove the roadster inside, and entered the big speed plane. A nonent
later the craft was npaning across the river surface, and quickly lifted into the air.

I'n the soundproof cabin, conversation in ordinary tones was possible.

"Who was the fat guy we left in the office?" Mnk queri ed.

"He is Conte Cozonac, conmander-in-chief of the revolutionary forces seeking to overthrow the

Ki ng of Cal bia," Doc answered.

Monk and Ham were surprised, but they did not ask the bronze man how he knew all of these facts.
Doc was a student of political affairs of all nations. It would have been no shock if Doc had told
them the names of all of the obscure plotters seeking to overthrow the government of, for instance,
Germany. He probably had that information. H s fabul ous know edge seened to touch on all things.
"Baron Damitru Mendl, who was nurdered when the nysterious explosion denolished his yacht, was

Cal bi an anbassador to the United States," Doc offered further. "Yes, brothers, this whole thing
smacks of political intrigue for big stakes."

The bronze man now switched on the radi o apparatus and tuned it to the wave-length of a police
radi o station. He asked for further information concerning the seagoi ng speedboat. He secured only
one additional norsel worthy of attention.

"The speedster headed for the mouth of the bay and the open sea, according to persons who were
attracted by the shooting," said the operator of the police radio station.

Doc pronptly banked the big tri-notored plane around and headed it in the opposite direction.
"We're going the wong way," Mnk grunted.

"There's a chance that they doubl ed back and went up the Hudson," Doc pointed out. "Anyway, if
they took to the sea, we would stand little chance of finding themuntil daylight."

The motors of the big ship were well muffled, their sound being only a powerful hiss. As the
craft clinbed to a thousand feet and raced northward, it was doubtful if pedestrians on the street
or such sailors as happened to be on the decks of ships in the harbor heard it.

Shortly after taking off, Doc touched a |l ever and rel eased a parachute flare. Wth Mnk and Ham
he used binoculars to sweep the river surface, but he discerned no sign of the boat they sought.
Three mles further on, they dropped another flare.

Monk’ s squeak, Hami's shout, and Doc’s abrupt gesture were sinultaneous. They had sighted the
craft.

"It’s standin’ still in the mddle of the river," Mnk offered unnecessarily.

MANHATTAN | SLAND, the Bronx, Yonkers, nade a bank of lights to the right. Hoboken and the Jersey
shore north toward Engl ewood was a patchy glow on the left. The river, whitened by the flare, was a
slightly rippled ribbon of steel-blue beneath.

Doc stood the plane on its nose and bored down for the boat.

"No sign of life aboard," Mnk reported, and Ham nodded agreenent. Both were using binocul ars.

The plane | anded cl ose al ongsi de the bl ack, slender speedster, and |ong before it |ost headway,

Doc dived overside, and struck out with driving strokes. He could hear Diesel engines idling in the



slimblack craft.

Monk and Ham brought the plane to a quick stop—the propellers were fitted with a reversing

devi ce—then yanked a col | apsi bl e boat out of its |ocker.

Doc kept high in the water and was careful that his arms, in stroking, did not get before his
eyes and obstruct his view. However, there was no novenent, no sound fromthe bl ack boat.

Doc reached the stern. There were no dangling ropes or chains, a circunstance which m ght have

del ayed a man of |esser strength and agility. To the corded bronze arns and hands, the rudder post
of fered a quick means of getting aboard.

Li stening, Doc heard only the nmutter of idling Diesels.

"Renny—ong Tom—Johnny?"

His call brought a faint rattling of chains from sonewhere bel ow. Doc darted forward, cane to a
hatch and descended. A flash appeared in his hands and spouted |ight. The flash was of a type which
used no battery, current being supplied by a generator operating froma spring notor which was wound
by twisting the rear portion of the barrel, the whol e being waterproof.

Qutside, the flare that had been dropped fromthe plane settled into the river, fizzed, sent up a
cloud of steam and went out.

Doc found his three nen, gagged, and secured by chains. Planting the flash on the hull floor, Doc
wrenched out the gags, then went to work on the padl ocks with a slender netal probe which came from
his pocket.

"Holy cow " runbled Renny. "Step on it!"

"What' s up, Renny?"

"They told us we’'d croak in ten mnutes after they left!"

"The interval has been substantially longer than ten mnutes,” put in big-worded Johnny.

"They wasn’'t kiddin ," Renny thunped.

"That dwarf, Muta, spouted a |ot of stuff about a nysterious weapon that was a worl d-beater,"
Long Tom added.

Doc did not speak, but worked steadily upon the padl ocks. He got one open, a second, then

anot her—and Renny was free.

The big-fisted engineer swng his arns to |inber them "W got a chance to see this infernal
weapon work," he said.

"l hope we don't see it at too close range," Long Tom nunbl ed.

"Say, strange they left the nmotors running. Reckon that’'s got sonmethin’ to do with their nurder

pl an?"

Doc did not comment, but continued his frenzied work upon the padlock. "Get off, Renny. Dive
overboard and swm"

Renny seenmed not to hear. He grasped the chains securing Johnny, wenched at them and succeeded
in snappi ng one. There was amazing strength in the engineer’s huge fists, strength probably exceeded
only by Doc’s remarkabl e devel oprent .

Doc got Long Tom | oose, then Johnny. They ran to the hatch, vaulted out, and plunged overboard.

"I tell you Muta wasn't foolin', Doc," Long Tom decl ared, and raised a great splashing with his
over hand stroke.

They were sone fifty yards fromthe bl ack speedboat when Doc abruptly stopped swi nmr ng and

breat hed, "Listen!"

The others, |istening, could hear nothing.
"What is it, Doc?" Renny queri ed.
"A strange whistle, so shrill that it is probably inaudible to your ears."

"What is the thing?" demanded Renny.

Renny’ s question was answered in cataclysmc fashion.

The sky and the river seened to turn suddenly to white-hot flame. It blinded them Then the air
sl ammed agai nst their eardruns and the water smashed their bodies with excruciating force.

Wiere the bl ack boat had been, weckage spouted into the air. River water split apart, and a wave
of foam débris and water rushed upon the nen and engul fed them

Doc, stroking heavily, regained the surface, and soon the other three nen appeared. They stared
at the spot where the dark craft had been.

Not hi ng remai ned but bubbl es, denolished tinbers, and boiling river water.

"That’'s the same way Baron Damitru Mendl’'s yacht went, |I'mbettin’!" Long Tom gul ped.

"Holy cow " Renny thunped. "What was it? | nmean—t was an expl osion of sonme kind, but where did
the expl osive cone fron? And how was it set off?"

"Possibly a time bonmb," Johnny suggested.

Somewhere in the darkness the pig, Habeas Corpus, was squealing and Monk and Ham were shouting at
each other.

"You danged near upset this tub!" Ham accused Monk.

"Listen, if | hadn’t balanced it, it would have upset!" Mnk shrilled back at him

The pair were not far distant, judging by their voices, and apparently had put off fromthe

seapl ane in the collapsible boat. They paddl ed up when Doc called to them giving his whereabouts.
"What in bl azes happened?" Mnk demanded, hel pi ng them aboard.



"A bonb on the boat," insisted Johnny.

He was badly m staken—as he found out a nonent |ater.

"Listen!" Doc said sharply. "There's that shrill hiss again, that whistle!"

This time also the others were unable to hear it. Doc’s |ong use of the exercise device, which
made sound waves above and bel ow the audi bl e frequency, had given himhearing nore efficient than
their own.

"Hang on," Doc ordered. "The thing may get us this tinme, or it may not—

The white-hot flash, the ear-splitting roar, the nmountainous rush of water repeated itself. The
col I apsi bl e boat capsized, throwing themall into the river. Spray spattered about them

Doc had retained a clutch on his flashlight. Regaining the surface, he played its beam about.
Monk cane up beside him stared, then exploded. "Qur plane!"

The tri-notored speed ship had been denolished. Only an aileron was visible, and this bobbed
about and soon sank, after which bubbles ceased to rise. The river became calm

"No plane in the darkness could drop a mssile, or rather two missiles, with such accuracy," Doc
st at ed.

Renny paddl ed about with his big hands until he found the gaunt Johnny in the water.

"l ask you, gentleman of big words,"” he inquired, "do you still think it was a bonb?"

"I"I'l be superanual ganated,” was the best Johnny coul d answer.

Chapter |IX. THE MAKER OF KI NGS TALKS

AN hour | ater, Doc Savage and his five nmen entered the huge building which housed their
headquarters.

"It m ght have been a bonb," Johnny was insisting stubbornly. "Maybe a plane dropped it, a plane
equi pped with some new type of sight."

"There was no sound of a plane," Doc rem nded him "Just that strange, faint whistle."

"Yeah," Renny thunped gruffly. "lI’ve been in a fewwars in ny tinme, and anything that can find
and destroy a target as small as our plane or that boat on a night as dark as this—whatever the
thing is, it's quite a weapon."

They entered the library with its inpressive array of bookcases hol ding vol umes of massive
scientific works. Through an open door was visible the enanmel, the glass, and the shiny netal
glitter of the l|aboratory.

Conte Cozonac, a nore or |ess shapel ess nmound of fat, occupied the chair into which he had been
fastened. He eyed Doc Savage and the other five, alert-eyed. He had revived.

Strangely enough, one watching the portly revolutionist would have secured the inpression that he
consi dered his predicament highly humorous. There was a sort of bubbling humor in his eyes, and when
he shifted, his paunch jiggled as if he were |aughing. But whether the jiggling was from suppressed
merrinment or not, it was hard to say.

"I tried yelling," he said blithely. "The walls seemto be soundproof."

Doc Savage advanced and touched buttons inaccessible to the occupant of the chair, which rel eased
the steel wist and | eg bands which inprisoned Conte Cozonac.

The fat man did not arise.

"If you do not mnd," Cozonac asked. "What happened back at that house?"

Doc told him

"So the girl did not lay you out with her needle, after all!" Conte Cozonac ejacul ated. For a
moment, his | aughter squeaked and twittered. "Then, M. Savage, ny attenpt to rescue you was so nuch
superfluous effort."

Doc’s fl ake-gol d eyes fixed thensel ves upon the fat nman. "You entered the place to rescue ne?" he
asked.

"Assuredl y!"

"And why the great interest in ne?"

"I will tell you." Conte Cozonac shed his mirth and becane surprisingly dignified. "Prepare
yoursel f for a shock."

"l fail to conprehend."”

Cont e Cozonac bowed stiffly.

"You, Doc Savage, are the future King of Calbia."

DOC' S five nen reacted in various fashions to this statenent. Mnk grinned unbelievingly and
continued his diversion of scratching Habeas Corpus behind the ears. Hamtwi rled his sword cane
slowy. Long Tom and Johnny exchanged gl ances.

"Holy cow " Renny grunted.

"Quite a few offers conme ny way," Doc Savage said slowy. "Usually they are in the nature of

bul l ets, knives, or other forns of sudden death. This is the first throne proposition."

"The offer is made in entire seriousness,” Conte Cozonac announced.

"Suppose we go into details."

The fat man nodded briskly. "I presume you are sufficiently posted on the Cal bian political
situation to know that a revolution is nowin progress—and |, Conte Cozonac, amthe | eader of the



rebel forces."

"I knew that," Doc stated quietly.

"And with how nmuch nore are you famliar?"

"Very little."

The bul ky man eyed Doc. "How does the idea of being a king strike you?"

"Preposterous, in the first place. Furthernore, kings are out of style. A republican governnent
is much nore desirable.”

Cont e Cozonac shook his head slowy.

"I hardly thought it would be necessary to sell you the idea of a throne. Listen—tet nme tell you
of sonme of the atrocities conmmtted by the present regine in Calbia. Did you know that within the
past year the King of Calbia has ordered many nen shot by firing squads? Furthernore, there are
thousands of political prisoners in Calbian jails."

"Political difficulties in the Bal kans are usually bloody affairs,” Doc replied.

"Especially when a tyrant like King Dal Le Galbin is on the throne," Conte Cozonac pointed out.

"The king is supported and advised by a ring of arch rogues. That fellow, Captain Flancul, is one of
the worst."

"Princess Gusta applied that same designation to you," Doc pointed out dryly.

Conte Cozonac indulged in birdlike laughter for a noment. "If | had not been very careful indeed,
they woul d have planted me in front of a firing squad | ong ago. You see, | amthe gentleman who is
going to chase those grafters out of Calbia."

"Yes?"

"Exactly. | amthe King Maker," Conte Cozonac boasted.

"While we are on the king-making subject, it mght be well to point out that kings are usually
natives of the country over which they wield a scepter," Doc said.

"Which leads up to the fact that you are no Cal bian, eh?"

"Exactly!"

"l can make a ki ng,
either."

Doc Savage was silent for a tine, as if considering this. Monk and Ham their perpetual quarrel
for the moment a minor matter, watched Conte Cozonac intently. Extreme quiet held the room and the
ticking of at |east three watches was audible, all junbled together.

"The Cal bian people will be glad to accept you as their sovereign," Conte Cozonac told Doc
earnestly. "Your reputation has penetrated even to Calbia. My nere word is sufficient to assure many
t housands that you are the man for the throne. And the work which you will do in Calbia, thrashing
King Dal Le Galbin and his corrupt satellites will, | amsure, nold public opinion in your favor."
"W don’t just go to Calbia and take over the throne, eh?" Doc asked.

Conte Cozonac nmade a grimnouth, the rest of his face retaining its mirthful expression.

"Frankly, Dommul e Savage, you will have to win the revolution first."

"So that’'s the catch!"

"l came fromCalbia to do two things. The first was to enlist your aid." Conte Cozonac hesitated,
then continued: "My other purpose was to have Baron Damitru Mendl draw up a new set of plans and
make a worki ng nodel of the devilish weapon which he invented."

Doc | eaned forward slightly.

"Baron Damitru Mendl invented the device, which causes the nysterious explosions?" he asked

qui ckly.

"Correct!" Conte Cozonac put the tips of fat fingers together over his chest. "The weapon is a
terrible one. Blueprints of it have been in the Cal bian war department flies, Baron Damtru Mendl
havi ng surrendered them before the governnment becanme so corrupt. He understood that his device was
to be used only in the event of war."

"Who is using the infernal contraption now?"

"King Dal Le Galbin and his clique. Their spies nmust have |learned that | was coming to Arerica to
see Baron Damitru Mendl, who was in synpathy with nmy revolutionary efforts. So they nurdered Baron
Mendl . But | was fortunate enough to get on their trail and follow themto that house."

The fat man paused to give enphasis to his next words.

"They tried to nmurder you, Doc Savage, and there is not the slightest doubt but that they will
endeavor to do so again."

"Do you have any conception of the nature of this nystery weapon?" Doc queri ed.

"None. "

The fat man separated his fingertips, straightened slightly in his chair, and his plunmp face
becane grim questioning, anxious.

"What is your decision, M. Savage? WII you help us, and accept the throne of Calbia after

things are strai ghtened out?"

Doc sai d not hi ng.

Conte Cozonac noi stened his lips. "Later, of course, you can abdicate the throne in favor of sone
worthy person. That is entirely up to you."

"This will take some thinking over," Doc Savage told him

"

Cont e Cozonac chuckl ed, "and he does not have to be a native of the country,



Chapter X. THE "SEAWARD' TROUBLE

THE time was one week later.

The passenger ship Seaward of the Cal bi an- Anerican Line, was in the Mediterranean. The Seaward’s
trip from New York had been uneventful, except that the craft was in a fair way of breaking its own
record for the trans-Atlantic run. This did not nean that the Seaward was in a class with the
fastest Anerican, ltalian, and other ocean greyhounds. She was sl ower, though not exactly a sluggish
boat .

The sun overhead was hot, the decks alnost blistering to the feet of such passengers as were
using the deck swi nmng pool. The salt water in the pool, punped fresh fromthe sea, was cool enough
to offer relief.

Monk, his ungainly formsprawied in a chair in the sitting roomof a suite, nopped perspiration
and squinted at big bronze Doc Savage.

"Doc, for a future king, you're sure |leading a secluded existence," he grunbled. "W haven't been
out of this suite all the way across the Atlantic."

"No need of inviting trouble,” Doc remnded him "In tentatively accepting this king proposition,
we took hold of sonething big. This is a Cal bian ship. W nay have enemi es aboard."

Monk, fanning hinmself, got up and noved over to where Habeas Corpus dozed. He tried to aggravate
the shoat with a tickling finger. Habeas opened one eye, then resuned his sleep, ignoring Mnk.
The chemi st anbled to the porthole and gl anced out, then pointed. "There's Conte Cozonac."

The indivi dual whom Monk indicated | ooked |like a |arge, much too-well-fed Chinaman. A pigtail

dangl ed down the fellow s back. H's bl ouse resenbled a robe, and reached to his ankles, and his feet
were shod in enbroidered slippers. He shuffled along with hands tucked inside his sleeves. The

di sgui se was renarkabl e. A close acquai ntance woul d scarcely have recogni zed Conte Cozonac.

"Doc did a good job, disguisin’ him" Mnk decl ared.

Renny, Ham and Johnny got up and crowded around the porthole. They had been shut in | ong enough
that any type of diversion, even observing di sgui sed Conte Cozonac, was wel cone.

Long Tom the electric wizard, was not present. This was unusual, for Long Tom had never before
del i berately passed up a chance to acconpany Doc Savage.

"Think 1’11 stay behind in New York and work on ny insect elimnating device," Long Tom had

decl ared, sonme hours before sailing tinmne.

Long Tonis interest in this device, an apparatus which would be of inestimable value to farners,
al t hough profound, had not before exceeded his |ove of adventure.

Anong Monk and the others, there had been considerabl e di scussion of Long Tomi s changed attitude.
Doc Savage had not joined in these discussions.

Doc now joi ned the group watching Conte Cozonac through the porthole.

Conte Cozonac was sauntering aimessly along the rail, seem ng to watch the waves. Sternward an
orchestra was playing, and the fat nan began to sway his hands in acconpani ment; his |lips nmoved. A
casual observer woul d have thought he was keeping time and repeating the words of the song to

hi msel .

Doc Savage wat ched Conte Cozonac’'s lips intently. Anpng the bronze man’s acconplishnments was that
of |ip-reading.

Conte Cozonac was singing the words of no song. He was speaki ng sentences soundl essly.

"1 have done consi derabl e roam ng around the boat," he said. "I have seen none of our enenies.
Probably there will be no trouble if you show yourself on deck. Incidentally, we |land at the Cal bian
seaport tonight. The city of San Blazna is seventy mles inland fromthe port, over the nopuntains.
There is a railroad to the capital."

Doc Savage noved a hand in front of the porthole to indicate that he understood. This act was the
first intimation the others had that Conte Cozonac's |ip novenents had conveyed a secret message.
"I"1l be superamal gamated!" Johnny gasped. "Wat was the subject matter of the clandestine

di ssertation?"

"Not hi ng of inportance,” Doc replied. "He had been able to find no enenies aboard—and we | and

toni ght."

Johnny polished his nonocle thoughtfully with a bony thunmb. "This herm tageous sequestration is
abomi nabl e, " he said.

"Well, you can get out and wal k around,"” Doc told him "O course, there's the chance that
sonebody may take a shot at you."

The gaunt Johnny thought this over, and evidently concluded to take the chance.

"I will pronenade," he deci ded.

"Better let ne disguise you," Doc advised.

The bronze man sel ected a makeup box from his |uggage and proceeded to ornanent Johnny with a
cropped white nustache, a clipped Vandyke, and a pair of spectacles with plain glass |enses.

I ngeni ous shoul der and torso pads gave the geol ogi st the appearance of a much plunper man.

Johnny tried to borrow Hami's sword cane, insisting that a stick was a necessary accoutrenent for
the type of individual he was playing.

Ham refused the | oan. The dapper |awyer rarely let his valued sword cane out of his hands.



Leaving the suite, Johnny strolled along the deck. The Seaward was a liner |large enough that the
appearance of a new face did not attract attention. Enjoying the breeze, such as it was, and drawn
by the hilarious shouting of bathers at the pool on the rear deck, Johnny noved sternward.

He was approximately even with the after funnel when he snapped to a stop, and his protruding
eyes threatened to push the spectacles off his nose.

Scuttling along the deck ahead of himwas the dwarf—Mita.

Two things noved Johnny in his next act. He |l oved excitenment. Furthernore, he had been cooped up
in a suite of cabins so long that it did not take much to touch himoff. Wthout thought of
consequences, he darted forward to seize the bland-faced m dget.

Muta did not hear Johnny com ng. The undersized rogue had his attention fixed on sonething
ahead—an individual who was strolling down the deck—a bul ky gentl eman i n Chi nese garnents.

Mit a cont enpl ated sone viol ence toward Conte Cozonac, for the one in celestial garb was he. O

t hus Johnny reasoned.

Johnny descended upon Miuta, wapping the squat fellow in his |ong arns.

Mit a squawked in surprise, then reached up and nmanaged to grab Johnny’s hair with both hands, and
yanked.

The gaunt geol ogi st di scouraged the hair pulling by casually inserting a thunmb in Mita's |eft
eye. The dwarf bit like a dog, and his teeth snapped barely an inch short of Johnny's throat. Johnny
retaliated by grasping an ear and endeavoring to twist it off. Judging fromMta's squawk, he nearly
succeeded.

The dwarf ki cked Johnny's shins with such violence that the bony geol ogist’s feet went from under
him and he clattered down on the deck with a sound like falling stonewood.

The fight was not uneven, although Johnny was fully twice as tall as his antagonist. The pair
were probably not far apart in weight.

The two rolled on the deck. They kicked, gouged and bit, nmaking the fray a steady parade of
free-for-all brawing tactics. Mita seemed to know an endl ess string of foul tricks.

Johnny, scarcely resenbling the tall gentleman who had once headed the natural science research
department of a fampbus United States university, returned each vicious act of his foe, usually with
alittle interest.

Conte Cozonac whirled when the brawl started. He gaped, pop-eyed, and his hands untucked

thensel ves fromhis sleeves to dangle linply at his sides.

"Don’t mx in this mess!" Johnny yelled, using what, for him were very small words. "I'Il take
care of this sawed-off squirt!"

The geologist’s yell was intended to advise Conte Cozonac not to take a hand in the affair. It
acconplished its purpose. Conte Cozonac nerely stood and stared, as any fat, easy-going Cel esti al
m ght be expected to do.

Johnny sei zed his chance, and | anded a punch. The dwarf dropped. Another blow subdued him

A small red nmarble cane out of Miuta's pocket and rolled on the deck.

Johnny nopped perspiration. He eyed the red marble curiously, wondering what its significance
coul d be.

The captain of the Seaward and two other ship’s officers cane running fromthe direction of the
bridge. They shouted questions in Cal bian.

"This runt!" Johnny indicated Muita. "He tried to kill nme in New York!"

The captain picked up the red marble. "Wo does this belong to?" he asked.

Mita pointed at Johnny. "It is his!"

"Liar!" Johnny growl ed. "Wat is that marble, anyway?"

There was a commotion in a nearby doorway. Johnny turned his head.

Johnny had not previously seen Princess Gusta Le Galbin or Captain Flancul, but Doc Savage had
described the two. The geol ogi st recogni zed the pair now.

Princess Gusta and Captain Flancul had stepped through the door. Princess CGusta gasped, and

| evel ed an arm at Johnny.

"Arrest that man!" she snapped. "He is an eneny of Calbia!"

Chapter XI. CASTAVWAYS

THE captain of the Seaward and his officers gaped, astounded.

Cuml " gul ped the skipper. "Wat?"

"This is one of Doc Savage's nen!" said the girl.

Johnny jutted an angry jaw. "lI’man American citizen!" he cried.

"Seize him captain!" Princess Gusta directed.

Johnny rapped, "N x! Nx!"

The of fi cer advanced.

"You pinch me, and it’'ll be just too bad!" Johnny threatened. "lI’man American, | tell you!"
"Smal | difference that nakes!" the Seaward commander growl ed. "This is a Cal bian vessel, and | am
a loyal subject of King Dal Le Galbin. You are in custody."

Conte Cozonac, hands thrust into the sleeves of his oriental gown, hovered on the crowd



outskirts. There was a suspicious bulge in the sleeves, as if his hands held guns.
"1"11 take care of nyself," Johnny shouted—for the benefit of Conte Cozonac.

It was better for Conte Cozonac to avoid betraying hinself, if possible.

Johnny started retreating. Seeing him Mita seized his chance and scuttled away.
"Grab that bird!" Johnny yelled.

But no one paid himany attention.

Captain Flancul snapped an automatic from his clothing.

Cainele!" he snarled. "Dog! W will waste little tinme on him" He aimed deliberately at Johnny.

Nu!" shrilled the Princess Gusta, and grasped his arm "No! It mght cause international
conplications."

Johnny took advantage of this squabble to |unge suddenly and seize Captain Flancul’s gun. They
westled for a nonent.

Princess Gusta swung a snall, hard fist at Johnny’s head, m ssed hi mwhen he ducked, and knocked
the breath out of Captain Flancul.

This action allowed Johnny to get the automatic. Wth it he nenaced the Seaward officers. "Get
back! El evate your hands!"

They hesitated, glaring wathfully, then obeyed.

Retreating to the first doorway, Johnny dived through. He found hinself in the foyer which gave
entrance into the main | ounge. He crossed the lounge in a series of ungainly |eaps, raced down a
passage, descended and dived into Doc’s suite.

"l have managed to conplicate the situation, Doc," he inparted. "In fact, |’'ve played hell!"

In a tunbling procession of many-syllabled words, Johnny told of what had occurred, finished
with, "Conceivably, | acted hastily."

"Grabbing Mita was a natural nove," Doc assured him

Renny banged his huge fists together, nmaking a flinty sound. "They' re sure to try to pinch us,
Doc. And if they do, we’'re sunk."

"Dyou think they' Il use a firing squad on us?" Mnk demanded.

Doc answered that. "Probably not, after we exert sone influence, but their interference wll
cranp our style."

It becane apparent that excitement was sweeping the liner. There was shouting, and nuch
scanpering about. Doc, watching the deck through the porthole, noted the appearance of nunerous nen
with rifles, some of these being Seaward sailors, but a far greater nunber nale nmenbers of the
passenger |ist.

"Say how conme the passengers are joinin' in this?" Mnk pondered, over Doc’s shoul der.

"They must be Cal bians, formerly residents of the United States, going back home to help their
country out of the present crisis," Doc replied.

"Afine lot of buns!" Mnk snorted. "You'd think if they was livin in the United States, they'd
stay there instead of rushin’ home to fight."

"If you were in Calbia,” Hamput in sarcastically, "and a war broke out in the United States,
what woul d you do?"

"Take the first boat hone to get into the scrap, probably,” Mnk adm tted grudgi ngly.

Doc wat ched preparations for a tine.

"They' re going to rush us," he decided.

"l magi ne that tigress, Princess Gusta, and Captain Flancul being on this liner," Johnny groaned.
Monk nodded. "Yeah, it’'s—

"Utra unpropitious,” Johnny supplied.

Doc deserted the porthole, whipped to their |uggage heap, and began sorting the stuff over. The
containers for his equi pment were netal boxes, light, strong and water-proof, each bearing an
identifying nuneral.

He sorted out a nunber of these and cl anped several in his arns.

"Cet the rest," he directed his four nen.

Then he opened the corridor door. Shots roared out, and |lead planted itself noisily in the
woodwor K.

Lowering the cases, Doc opened one, extracted grenades hol ding his anaesthetic gas and flung two
into the corridor, one in either direction. They detonated w th nmushy plungs!

The men held their breath for a mnute, then went out, carrying the boxes of equipnent. Those who
had fired upon themsailors and passengers of Cal bian extracti on—slunbered in the passage.

The five men worked downward.

"The engine roomis our objective," Doc announced.

Monk, Habeas Corpus perched on a box carried under one arm grinned widely. "Long Tom woul d enj oy
this," he said. "Too bad he stayed behind in New York to fiddle with his coils and vacuum tubes."
They reached the engine room and a single anaesthetic grenade was anple to render engineers and
firemen unconscious.



THE Seaward was an oil burner. Hurrying forward, Doc Savage adjusted the fuel valves and set
several levers, so that there would be no danger of unattended boilers exploding. Then he shifted
| evers which caused the propellers to cease turning

He took up a position at the speaking tubes which comunicated with the bridge, and whistled in
themuntil he attracted attention

Strangely enough, it was Captain Henri Flancul who answered fromthe bridge

"You have exactly one minute in which to | eave the engine room" snarled Captain Flancul

"We cannot afford to be carried to Cal bia— Doc began

"You will be. Da! And for this outrage, you shall nost certainly go before a firing squad. You
have conmtted piracy."

Doc did not comment on the dire prediction. "Put the commander of the Seaward on the speaking
tube," he demanded

"You have one ninute—

"The commander of the Seaward on the tube!" Doc repeated

There was such a crackle and snap of authority in the bronze nan’s tone that Captain Flancul was
shocked into conplying with the demand. No doubt the holl owness of Doc's voice as it cane through
the speaki ng tube hel ped

"Wl 1 ?" said the Seaward captain shortly afterward

"W are willing to make ternms with you," Doc told him

VWat terns?"

Lower your |argest launch, put plenty of fuel in the tanks, then drop a | anding stage and | ower

t he boat al ongside, the engine running. We will then |eave your |iner undanmaged."

Nu!" cane the snapped reply. "No!"

"I ammaking no threat," Doc replied with brittle terseness. "But let me point out that we have
control of the engine room and in our possession are weapons other than that gas. Think it over."
There ensued a wait of two or three mnutes, during which Doc, an ear to the speaking tube, could
hear voices in consultation. Captain Henri Flancul seened to be doing sone vehenent objecting, but
the master of the Seaward eventual |y shouted hi m down

"You will leave ny |liner unharned?" the comander queried

Yes. "

We accept your ternms. The launch will be at the stage in a few minutes, engine running."

Doc nmoved away fromthe tube and gathered up his equi pnment boxes

"But Doc," Mnk protested. "Wien we get into the launch we'll be swell targets for those buns

with rifles. | know sonething of these political fanatics. The captain of the Seaward nay nean well,
but 1'11 bet Habeas Corpus here agai nst Hamis necktie, which is ny idea of sonmething no nan should

own, that some of those fellows will shoot at us."

Judgi ng by his lack of response, Doc m ght not have heard Monk. He | ed them out of the engine

room and down a passage which snelled of’ grease. They were not nol ested. Ascending a conpani on they
turned left, and, after waiting a tinme, advanced and found a hatch in the hull had been opened and a
| andi ng stage set in place

The | aunch, engine muttering, was snubbed to the stage

Monk began again, "But, Doc, themrifles—

The bronze man opened one of his cases. It held spheres of nmetal fully as |large as Mnk’s

nubbi nl i ke head. Doc flipped |evers on three of these and tossed themout into the sea. They spouted
a pall of black snoke

"For the |love of Mke!" Mnk chuckled. "That' || take care of the rifles."

The snoke bonbs continued to pour vapor. The dark cloud grew and grew until it envel oped nost of

the Seaward. There was a breeze, which pulled the snmoke away in a |ong, black serpent which rolled
its sepia belly against the surface of the Mediterranean

Conceal ed entirely by the snoke, and naki ng no noise, Doc and his nmen entered the launch. At the

| oudeni ng roar of the engine as they pulled away, nunerous rifles did discharge fromthe Seaward.
Only two bullets hit the |aunch, however, and these sank thensel ves forward on the decked-over bows.
On the deck of the Seaward the comrander swore and dashed about, searching for those who had used
the rifles. The skipper was a man who believed in keeping his word.

Captain Henri Flancul muttered under his breath. "C ever devils! | never thought they would use a
snoke screen.”

Princess Qusta, at his side, gasping in the snoke, exclained, "You put those nen up to using the
rifles?"

"No!" Captain Flancul disclained. "But | knew what they woul d do."

"Sonetinmes," the young wonan said thoughtfully, "you seemvery blood-thirsty, Captain Flancul."

"l have the welfare of the ruling house of Calbia deeply at heart," Captain Flancul told her



sol emml y.

"And you are a wealthy man who stands to |ose nmuch if the revolution is successful," Princess
Custa retorted.

After a time, the breeze blew the snoke away fromthe Seaward. But before the last of it was
wafted off an unexpected thing occurred.

The sound of the launch engine was still audible, although the craft was lost in the snoke.
Whu-r - o- om

A terrific explosion occurred, fromthe spot where came the sound of the |aunch engine. The white
flash of the blast was brilliant enough to penetrate even the snoke screen. The shock caused the big

Seaward to list a trifle, and water carafes danced on the dining sal oon tables.

After that, the launch engine was heard no nore.

The wind carried the snmoke away. The bl ack pall did not disperse, but rolled along |ike dark
cotton upon the water.

The Seaward’ s engi nes were put in operation and the liner cruised over toward where the expl osion
had occurred. Lifeboats were |owered. The crews found a few splintered tinbers, scarcely a one
larger than a man’s hand—and that was all.

"Some nysterious explosion killed Doc Savage and his nmen," was the verdict rendered when the

i feboats had returned.

Princess Gusta Le Gal bin, remarkably enough, becane quite pal e when she heard the news which
confirmed the destruction of the launch. She excused herself and went hastily to her cabin. Then she
| ocked the door, and flung herself upon the ornate bed.

After a while she began to sob uncontrollably.

The Seaward resunmed its course. Behind the liner, and off to one side, the snoke screen still
hovered, a wide-flung fog of black. Sonehow that black nmass was strangely like a shroud covering a
coffin.

Chapter XlII. THE PLANE

THE Seaward sailed for three hours before she got out of sight of the snoke pall. On the bridge

of the liner an earnest conference was held, during which the bits of the wecked | aunch were

di spl ayed. The subj ect under discussion was what nedi um coul d have destroyed the small craft.
There was, the skipper of the Seaward decl ared, no bonb conceal ed aboard the small boat. The

expl osi on had been one of al npbst incal cul abl e viol ence; but beyond that they could determne little.
Shortly after the Seaward was |ost to view, a plane appeared in the sunny Mediterranean sky. The
craft spiraled slowy at an altitude of nearly twenty thousand feet, and it was to be suspected that
this height was maintained for the purpose of escaping detection. It would take a sharp eye, |ooking
up fromthe sea, to discern it.

The plane was a large one, tri-notored, fast, and obviously new. It was of English manufacture, a
very nodern type.

Upending its tail abruptly, the plane screamed downward in a long dive. Wen it pulled level, the
sea was only a few hundred feet below, and the nass of black snoke a slight distance to one side.
The ship was an anphi bian. As it banked to come down on the sea, an observer interested in
aéronautics would have noted that the notor exhaust stacks bore a silencer of unique design—a type
not in use in Europe, although the plane itself was manifestly a British product.

The plane taxied close to the snoke pall. The pilot shoved an armout of the cockpit w ndow,
gripping a revolver. He throttled his engine, then fired three sl ow shots. He counted carefully to
twenty-five, then discharged three nore bullets. The |lead went into the sea beside the hull float.
He was signaling.

A col | apsi bl e boat, driven by an outboard notor of extreme small ness, scooted out of the remmant
of the snoke screen.

The boat held Doc Savage and his four mnen.

Monk, carrying Habeas Corpus by an ear, stood up and stared at the plane, particularly at the
pilot.

"For the love of Mke!l" he cried, amazenment on his face.

"Holy cow " Renny jabbed oversized hands at the plane. "Long Tom"

Ham turning his sword cane slowy in his hands, eyed Doc.

"You had the foresight to transfer to this collapsible boat a nonent after we left the Seaward."
Then he pointed at the plane and its pilot, Long Tom "But where d our invalid pal, the electrical
wi zard, comne fron®?"

"l thought he renmined in New York to conduct his experinents," Johnny added.

"A blind," Doc explained. "Long Tomcrossed to England on a fast liner, bought that plane and

came south."

The bronze man paused to touch one of the netal equipnent boxes. "There is a portable radio in
here," he said.

"l heard you working with it a couple of hours ago," Ham adm tted.

Doc nodded. "I was sunmmoning Long Tom "



A wide grin was on Long Tonis pallid countenance as he hel ped themtransfer their equipnent, then
the col |l apsible boat, to the plane.

"Why keep the cat in the bag, Doc?" Mnk grunbl ed.

"Sorry," Doc told him "But Captain Flancul and Princess Gusta are clever. They m ght've done

sone eavesdroppi ng."

"Yeah," Monk admitted. "W would ve talked it over, probably, if we’'d have known. They mi ght’ve
over heard. "

Long Tom seated hinself at the control wheel, opened the trio of throttles, and nmaneuvered the

pl ane off the water. He set a course east and north, toward Calbia, clinmbing rapidly to some twenty
t housand feet.

Renny pul |l ed thoughtfully at his long jaw. "You figured on such an energency as this, Doc?"

"Not exactly this."

"Well, it worked out neat. Them guys on the Seaward think we’'re dead."

Monk chuckl ed. "Are they gonna get a shock!"

Westward, off in the direction of Italy and Spain, indications were that the sun would shortly
descend. Already the Mediterranean had begun to change col or. Ahead, over Calbia, clouds were wadded
profusely in the sky.

Doc opened the portable radio and prepared it for operation.

"What cha gonna do?" Monk wanted to know.

"Get in contact with the revolutionary forces," Doc advised him "They have radi o equi pnent.

Through them we will notify Conte Cozonac that we are safe.”
"Then what ?"
"We will land before we reach the coast, wait for darkness, then visit Conte Cozonac and concoct

a definite plan of operation.”

Chapter Xl I1. BAT SH P

I'T was ni ght.

Cl ouds over Cal bia shut out the |lum nance of noon and stars at a height of nine thousand feet, so
that only sepia nurk lay below The cloud formation was ni nbus—a dark and shapel ess layer with few
openings. Fromthis type of cloud rain usually falls, but there was no downpour now, although the
cl ouds thensel ves were saturated, and gave pronise of a slow, steady precipitation later in the

ni ght .

Doc Savage's plane kept in the clouds. The party had | anded on the sea far out of sight of any

one ashore, and had waited until the night was well along before again taking off. They were fairly
sure no one had observed their presence, nor was the passage of the plane likely to be detected, for
t he exhaust silencers—they were the type devel oped by Doc, which Long Tom had brought from New

Yor k—were highly efficient

Renny was navi gating, and gaunt Johnny had the controls. Frequently, both | ooked over their

shoul ders into the cabin.

Doc Savage was engaged in a task which interested themall, intrigued themthe nore so since the
bronze man was nore than usually reticent about the purpose of the thing.

Doc had been working upon his contrivance for sone little tine before his activities had cone to
their notice. Wien they had discovered him he was just closing one of the netal equipnent boxes.
What had gone into the box, they did not know.

"That thing—what is it?" asked Monk, who was always full of questions.

"That’'s an experinent," Doc replied, and that was all they got out of him

Enpl oyi ng sone steel piano wire froma |arge spool, Doc fashioned a secure cradle for the netal
box, so that it would dangle at the end of the wire. Then he |owered the receptacl e through the door
and began playing out wire. The spool was |arge, and he unreeled all of the wre.

The metal box was now towed along at |east a quarter of a mle behind the plane. Doc extingui shed
the flashlight which had illum nated his operations.

Monk wrinkled his flat nose in the gloomof the plane cabin. Curiosity was literally oozing from
his pores, but he did not attenpt to question Doc further. He knew that it would get hi mnothing.
The man of bronze would only exercise his habit of appearing not to hear the inquiries.

What ever the significance of the object they were towing, Mnk felt that it was inportant. Doc

had done strange things on other occasions which had turned out to be of no small significance.
Ham announced, "I’'mgoing to eat ny share of those sandwi ches Long Tom brought. You fellows

gobbl ed up yours, but I'mgoing to eat mine slowy. A gentlenan gets sonme enjoynent out of his
food."

The | awyer noved to his seat. An instant later, he emtted a yell.

Habeas Corpus expl oded a pai ned grunt.

"Dang you, Haml" Monk howl ed. "I told you to quit kickin' ny pig around!"
"I'f I catch him 1'Il throw himout of here and see if those big ears are really any good as
wings!" Hamgritted. "And if you open that big nmouth of yours, I'Il let you go with him"

Monk tried to keep the glee out of his voice. "Aw, what ails you now?"
"That infernal hog," Ham snarled, "ate up ny sandw ches!"



HALF an hour later, the plane |lifted above the clouds.

Renny scrutinized the stars, consulted the conpass, the air-speed neter, and scribbled figures on
a paper pad by the light of a flash.

"We're about twenty miles north of the Cal bian capital city of San Blazna," he vouchsaf ed.
"That’'s the spot you wanted, ain't it, Doc?"

Doc Savage had been naking sure that the end of piano wire was securely fastened to a fusel age

cross-piece. They were still tow ng the nysterious nmetal box behind.
"Twenty miles north of San Blazna is the location," the bronze man agreed. "As you fellows know,
I was in comunication with the revolutionary forces before we | anded on the sea to kill tine. They

gave us the location of their headquarters. Conte Cozonac will hurry there by plane as soon as the
Seaward docks. He is probably there now "

"All right," Renny told Johnny, who had the controls, "stand her on her nose, big words."

The pl ane upended and went down.

"Take it easy," Doc suggested. "W want to keep that box on the piano wire as far behind us as
possi ble."

Johnny flattened the plane out slightly and their descent took the formof a great spiral, slow
swings with a radius of nearly a nmile.

Bi nocul ars in hand, the other man opened the cabin wi ndow and hung outside. This was strange
country bel ow, and just how he woul d make a | andi ng was puzzling Johnny.

"Want to drop a flare when the altinmeters show we're close to the ground, Doc?" the gaunt

geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st cal |l ed.

"They have a landing field of sorts; they advised by radio," Doc told him "W are to signal with
a flashlight, and they will mark the field with lanterns. The signal is the letter Cin the
Continental Code."

"C standing for Cozonac, maybe," Monk suggested absently.

"C neani ng cooked, which is what your goose is going to be, if you don't teach that hog to | eave
nmy stuff alone," Ham grow ed.

"Habeas is just playful," Mnk explained.

"Sure, sure," Hamgritted. "But he never plays with anybody's stuff but mine. And do you know
why?"

"l can’t imagine," Mnk disclained innocently.

"Because you’' ve taught himto work on nme!" Ham said angrily.

Monk opened his nouth to nmake sone retort—nstead, he grabbed wildly for the handi est support.

A crack, cataclysmc in its |oudness, slamred through the roar of air about the open cabin

wi ndows. Reverberations followed, |ike sonmething nonstrous and hard rolling down vast steps, or
t hunder ronping through the clouds. A scintillating light-burst nmade visual acconpaninent to the
sound sal vo.

Convul sing air pummel ed the plane, heaved it over on a wing tip.

Johnny, juggling the wheel, treading the rudder, nursed the ship to an even keel.

In the sky behind them a mammoth skyrocket mi ght have opened a ball of fire. Blazing fragnents
sank, swirling slowy, shedding bright sparks.

"Anot her expl osion!" Mnk gul ped, his snmall voice alnpbst lost in the air roar.

"It destroyed the box we were towing on the piano wire," Doc agreed.

"Holy cow " Renny squinted at the spot which Doc occupied in the darkened cabin. "Was the box a
decoy?"

"It was."

"Then, Doc, you know what is causin’ the explosions!"

"What's makin’ the blasts?" Mnk demanded.

"You're too optimistic," Doc advised. "There is no definite proof of what the thing was. Tow ng
that metal box behind was nmerely an experinent."

Monk pondered this. He knew from |l ong experience that Doc was not in the habit of putting
theories into words. The bronze nman nade no wild conjectures. Therefore, unless he knew the exact
nature of the nystery, knew with such certainty that he could recreate the device hinself, Doc woul d
avoi d any statenent.

"What was in the nmetal box?" Monk persisted.

"Remenber the al cohol stoves we brought along in case we might have to canp out?" Doc said.
"Sure. Designed ‘emnyself. Four of ‘em and they give off a lotta heat for their size."

"All four of the stoves were in that netal case—+tighted."

"Lighted!"

"Right. If you had used binoculars on the box before it was destroyed, you m ght have noticed
that it was al nost red-hot."

The di scussi on was interrupted.

Two searchlights suddenly poked up white, exploring rods fromthe ground. Another beam appeared.
The trio swayed, crossed and uncrossed, somehow rem ndful of stiff, reeling white ghosts.

On the ground, an anti-aircraft gun winked a red eye. A flare shell ripened a brilliant fruit



hi gh above the plane. Light bathed not only the plane but the earth as well.

A woods lay below, a furry carpet of trees. In the center was a clearing. It seened conparatively
| evel .

As the flare shell sank, the earth grew nore brilliantly |ighted. Remarkably enough, a casual

gl ance coul d discern no |living being bel ow

Renny, who had been in the engineering corps dining the war, was famliar with canoufl age.

"Alot of the trees are just green paint on tents," he declared. "There’'s a nmilitary force canped
bel ow us. "

"How many?" Monk demanded.

"Ten or fifteen thousand nen, | should judge. Man, they’ve got sonme up-to-date war machi nery!"

A green hut which resenbled a treetop spurted flame—and an anti-aircraft shell opened off the
left wing tip.

Johnny hurriedly changed course. Doc untied the end of the trailing piano wire and cast it
overboard in order that it mght not hanper their maneuvering. Then, thrusting a flashlight froma
wi ndow, he blinked it rapidly.

He made a dash-dot-dash-dot conbinati on—+he letter C of the Continental Code.

"That' Il tell us if they are Conte Cozonac’'s nen."
The reply to the signal was pronpt. Searchlights went out. The anti-aircraft guns did not fire
agai n.

Shortly afterward, a string of |ights appeared, evidently electric lanterns. They marked the
position of the landing field.

"I ain’t so sure about this,"” Renny runbled pessimstically.

"Aw, you’'re suspicious of everything," Mnk told him "They turned out their searchlights and
quit shootin’, didn't they? They're Conte Cozonac's outfit."

"Yeah, but the thing that expl oded—who turned it | oose on us?"

"The Royalists, of course. They're usin’ the darn thing."

Renny snorted. "But how d they know we was comin’ ?"

"Ever hear of spies?" Mnk queried sarcastically. ‘"The Royalists may have agents in Conte
Cozonac’s radio station."

"OK, OK," Renny nuttered.

Doc Savage now took over the controls of the plane. The others, expecting himto |and

i mredi ately, received a surprise. The bronze man swung the big ship far wide of the copse of wood
whi ch harbored the nmilitary encanpnent.

"Monk! Haml Cone here!" he call ed.

Monk and Ham hurried forward. For several seconds, they consulted with Doc in the control
cockpit.

Renny, Long Tom and Johnny, being in the rear, did not hear what was said.

Monk and Ham |l eft the control conpartnment and hurriedly strapped on parachutes. Then they opened
the cabin door. Monk scooped up Habeas Corpus and tucked the pig under an arm

"Here goes!" he grunted, and stepped out into black space.

Ham f ol | omed him hand on his chute ripcord ring.

The darkness bel ow swal | owed the two plunmmeting forms.

Renny | unbered to the control cockpit. "Holy cow, Doc! Wy’'d Monk and Ham go overboard w th
chut es?"

"Cone here, all of you," Doc suggested.

Al three crowded about the bronze nan.

"We'll enploy a sonewhat different policy than usual on this Calbian job," the bronze man
expl ai ned. "Each man is going to be assigned a definite job. None of you will know what the others
are doi ng, except in the case of two of you working together."

"What's the idea?" Long Tomwanted to know.

"Nobody, in case of capture, can give informati on about the others."

Say, we wouldn't tal k—

Wait! Any man can be made to talk," Doc explained. "Truth serums or hypnotismwll do the trick,
for instance."

"Yeah. That’'s right, too," Long Tom agreed.

"The same thing applies to nme," Doc stated.

"You nean—
"You will not |let ne know where you are except when you nake reports. In other words, if
captured, | do not want to be able to give your whereabouts."

"Everybody works separate, eh?"

"That’s it, except when two are on the sane job."

Long Tom considered. "Not a bad idea, after all."

"Monk and Ham evidently | anded far enough fromthe nmilitary encanpnent to escape discovery," Doc
announced, after watching the ground below for a time with binoculars. "There is no excitenent."



"Were they to signal a safe |anding?"

"No. Too much chance of a light being seen," Doc advised.

He sent the plane back toward the encanpnent where the landing field was narked by electric
| ant erns.

Chapter XIV. THE BRONZE MAN PLANS

DOC Savage planted the big plane in the clearing without great difficulty. Use of the |anding
lights on the wingtips sinplified the descent. Weel brakes brought the bus to a stop. He | oosened
one brake, gunned the notors on that side, and turned the ship, so that it was ready for a quick
take-of f, should an energency arise. He did not switch the engines off, but left themidling.
Gipping the tiny supermachi ne guns charged with nmercy bullets, the party dropped out of the

cabi n.

Men approached. They canme in squads, walking with nmilitary precision, automatic rifles ready in
front of their chests.

Johnny dashed the beam of a flashlight over them augnenting the glow of electric |anterns which
marked the landing field.

The rebel soldiers wore olive-green uniforns. The regalia was sprightly, and showed the |iking of
t hese Bal kan peoples for ornate attire. Even the privates wore snappy Sam Browne belts. The officers
carried swords.

On the sleeve of every soldier—the right sleeve just above the el bowwas sewed a circul ar piece

of red cloth. Ooviously these red balls were the insignia of the revolutionists.

"That’s funny," Renny runbl ed.

"l see nothing conducive to joviality," Johnny retorted.

"Renenber the little red balls themfellers on the black ocean speedboat in New York carried?"
Renny countered. "And | believe you said when you grabbed Mita on the Seaward one of themred balls
fell out of his pocket."

"True." Johnny fingered his nonocle magnifier. "Hmnmm"

"Well, these soldiers are wearin’ red balls on their sleeves. | was just wonderin', that's all."
The squads of soldiers came to a stop, at the Cal bi an conmand, of
Criti!"

"Cine este acolo!"
called an officer. "W is there?"

Doc Savage," Doc repli ed.
Comandant ul sef, Conte Cozonac is awaiting you," the officer replied gravely.

COMWANDER- | N- CHI EF Conte Cozonac’'s quarters proved to be a round tent, the outside of which was
painted to resenble a fagul, a Calbian tree. Inside the tent were tables which supported nunerous
tel ephones, nodern nmetal filing cabinets, and nunerous maps in which many pins were stuck, evidently
designating the position of mlitary forces. There was al so a desk.

Conte Cozonac bounded from behind the desk when Doc and his nmen appeared. The fat fellow had
donned a resplendent uniform the tunic of which was arrayed with glittering nmedals. An automatic
was hol stered on his right hip; a rapier, the hilt jewel-inlaid, dangled on his left. A dagger
thrust into the belt conpleted the warlike display.

On Conte Cozonac's right arm above the el bow, was a round, red ball insignia.

"I amdelighted at your safety," he said in excellent English. "After that terrific explosion in
the sky, | feared sonething had happened to you. What was it?"

"It was rather nysterious,”" Doc said dryly. "One of those devilish blasts occurred sone distance
behi nd our plane."

"You nean—they used their weapon on you and it mssed you?" The fat nan seened bewi | dered.

"It failed to touch us, all right."

"Strange, indeed strange. Their infernal device is supposed to be infallible. How do you account
for its mssing you?"

If Renny and the other two expected Doc to explain about the four |ighted al cohol stoves towed in
the nmetal case behind the plane, they were di sappointed.

"There are many nysterious aspects to these explosions," Doc said slowmy. "Particularly this one.
For instance, how did the nen who turned that weapon | oose upon us know we were coming here tonight?
We figured that they thought us out of the way."

Conte Cozonac twittered sudden, squeaking |aughter.

"It wasn’t funny!" Renny thunped.

The fat man straightened his face. "I was | aughi ng because they failed to get you. This is the
first tine, to ny know edge that their infernal contrivance has not proven effective."

"Well, how d the Royalists know we were conming?" Renny pondered. "Maybe they’ve got spies in your
canmp. "

"Perhaps they did not know," Conte Cozonac said, considering. "Perhaps they heard your plane,



knew none of their own ships were in the air, and reasoned yours was a revolutionist craft. Then
they used their strange weapon, and missed. But | do not believe there are spies here. You see,
have chosen ny nen nost carefully.”

"Yeah, maybe," Renny agreed doubtfully.

Conte Cozonac surveyed his visitors, then his bul bous form shook as he started in surprise
"Where are your other two men—Ham the |awyer, and the chemi st Mnk, who has the pet pig?" he asked
"They have been sent on a mission," Doc told him

"What was its nature?"

Doc Savage was silent for a while. He seemed to be debating the words which would best fit the
expl anation he wanted to nake.

"In order to guarantee the safety of ny nmen, no one but nyself is to know what work they are
doing," he finally said

Cont e Cozonac reddened. "You mistrust me?"

"Not at all. I, nyself, will not know where they are nost of the time."

"But why?"

"I n case the eneny should capture one of us, there will be no chance of betraying the others."
Conte Cozonac considered this. After sonme thirty seconds, he sniled widely.

"Safety first, eh?"

"Exactly."

"You do not take nmany chances, Savage," the other chuckled. "Of course, | will ask no questions
After all, you are the future king of Calbia."

If he was intrigued by the prospect of becom ng the Regele, the King of Calbia, Doc exhibited no
outward el ation

Several officers now entered the tent. Their uniforns and the flanboyance of their trappings
indicated they were of high rank

"My staff," Conte Cozonac expl ai ned

The bony Johnny noted that the right sleeve of all the uniforns bore the red ball insignia. This
moved himto put a question: "I say, what significance has the erubescent circunferentiation?"
Conte Cozonac nulled over the big words for a nonent, then |laughed in his strange fashion

"That is the synbol of |iberty—the insignia which ny revolutionary party has adopted."

Johnny was thoughtful. "Do your men carry red narbl es?"
Conte Cozonac nodded. "Qur secret agents do, yes. They use them as badges."
"Badges!"

"Why do you ask?"

"Miuta carried a red marble," Johnny said grimy

The fat man sprang to his feet. "What?"

"I saw it twice."

The chief of the revolutionists sank back into his chair. Perspiration appeared upon his bulb of
a forehead, and he produced a silk handkerchief and slowy blotted the noisture

Intr’adevar!" he nmuttered. "lndeed! That is valuable information. It proves that the Royalists
have tipped their nen off to carry the red narble, undoubtedly for use in tricking ny own

foll oners. "

"You think that’'s why Mita had one?"

Da!" The fat man’s full jow s shook with the vehemence of his nod. "Yes! There is no

expl anation."

Doc Savage put in quietly, "Suppose we consider ways and neans."

"Conte Cozonac settled back. "Well spoken! Have you a plan?"

"The present regine in Calbia is probably the nearest thing to an absol ute nonarchy that exists

in the world today," Doc stated. "The governnent is entirely in the hands of three persons—Ki ng Da
Le Gal bin, Princess Gusta Le Galbin, and Captain Henri Flancul. Is that right?"

Da, "

sai d one of the staff officers. "You are correct."

"Seizure of those three would | eave the Royalist forces |eaderless, would it not?"

Loss of the three chieftains shoul d cause the Royalist arny to becone denoralized."

Conte Cozonac nodded vehenent agreenment. "It would."

"Then we will seize the trio," Doc stated

The gi ant bronze man’s suggestion that they kidnap the two principal nmenbers of the Cal bian roya
famly, and their chief advisor gave the revolutionist staff officers a shock. They traded bl ank

| ooks.

Havi ng grown up under a nonarchy, probably having been taught from chil dhood that the regele, or
king, was only a little short of a sacred personage, Doc’s suggestion undoubtedly struck them about



as the kidnaping of the president would strike a citizen of the United States
Conte Cozonac al so showed evi dences of being stunned, but he came out of it quickly—not enough

however, to start trilling his weird laughter. Hs round face was sol erm
"You know, Doc Savage, that is an idea worthy of the man of bronze," he declared earnestly. "It
is perfect. If you need nen, | can supply themany nunmber up to two hundred thousand. About that

nunber of abl e-bodi ed nen have enlisted in the revol utionary cause."

“I'n work of that kind," Doc told him "a very few nen have a better chance of success, while a
mob woul d be defeated by its own inability to strike with swiftness and wi thout discovery."
Conte Cozonac indicated Johnny, Long Tom and Renny. "You nmean that only yourself and your mnen
are to seize King Dal Le Galbin and the other two?"

"That is the idea."

There was silence in the tent, broken occasionally by the tinkle of one nmedal against another as
the staff officers shifted, or the guttural challenge of a sentry posted nearby in the darkness
Abruptly, far off in the night, rifles crackled. The npban of machine guns joined in, then the
heavy thunp of artillery and the reverberations of exploding shells. Although the war sounds were
mles away, the very ground under the tent seenmed to trenble

"Makes me think of old times." Renny said thoughtfully.

A phone rang. Fat Conte Cozonac went to it, |listened, spoke in Cal bian, then hung up

"A Royalist raid on one of our positions," he said. "Qur revolutionists are nanaging to hold them
back. "

The warlike noi ses subsided after a tine

Doc Savage had been waiting, no change visible upon his nmetallic countenance, and now that the
distant raid seened to have played out, he spoke

"About this nystery weapon which is in the hands of the Royalists—have they been using it upon
you?"

Cont e Cozonac | ooked as grimas a man of his fatness possibly could. "They certainly have," he
said firmy. "On three different occasions planes carrying ny staff officers have been literally
blown to smithereens, as you Yankees describe it. Mtor cars have been wrecked. Once a noving train
was denolished. The force of the blast centered on the | oconptive."

"It is always noving machinery that suffers, eh?" Doc questioned

"Not al ways, although usually a noving object. Two men who hel ped ne organi ze this revol ution
were killed while cooking their supper over a canp fire in the woods."

"Did |oss of those nmen cripple your force badly?"

Conte Cozonac shook his head slowy. "Not greatly. The opposition nust have only a few of the
nystery weapons. Once they have tinme to manufacture them it will be terrible!"

Doc Savage had been occupying a fol ding canp chair. Now he stood erect

"We want that infernal machine, whatever it is. It nust be rendered harm ess."

The fat man nodded. "Everything is in your hands."

Doc eyed his three nen. "Cone on. W have a lot to do before norning."

Chapter XV. THE CH NESE BUZZARD

DAWN saw t he sun cone up pale and red behind the clouds. Rain had started a few hours before
daylight, a slow drizzle, which was little nmore than a fog, but produced infinite disconfort

Renny had turned into a canoufl aged barracks tent to get sone sleep. The prospect of excitenent
did not interfere with his slunber, except for one nightmare in which he was a Brobdi ngnagi an gi ant
wal ki ng around in a | and peopl ed by wee kings, princesses and Captain Flanculs. A sack was part of
Renny’s equipnent in the dream and into it he continuously stuffed kings, princesses, and Captain
Fl ancul s.

Doc Savage’s bronze hands shook hi m awake.

"Holy cow " Renny grunted, rubbing his eyes with fists alnpbst as large as his own far-from smal
cranium "Did | have a dream’

He listened to the thunderlike thunmp and runbl e of cannonading in the distance. "You know, those
field guns are bound to be killin a lot of people.”

"W want to stop this thing as soon as possible," Doc agreed. "Come on, Renny. |’ve been working

t hrough the night, and have things ready for you."

"Didn't you sl eep?"

"No. Tine for that later."

"\Were' re Johnny and Long TonP"

"They’' ve already departed on their mission."

"Huh?" Renny thunped. "What's their job?"

"Renenber that none of you was to know what the others are doing," Doc rem nded him

"Sure, | forgot." Renny fished about for his clothes, failed to find them and booned, "Hey!
Where’'d ny duds go?"

"l took them" Doc advised. "Wap a bl anket around yourself."

The big-fisted engineer conplied with the command. He foll owed Doc out of the tent and across the
encanmprent to the clearing. On the edge of this, a large, canoufl aged canvas cover had been rigged



over Doc’s tri-notored anphibian, to keep off the rain

Renny peered at the aircraft

"Holy cow " he expl oded

The anphi bi an was now painted an entirely different color, being a particularly garish purple

Nor was that all. Coiled around the fusel age was a fl anme-spouti ng Chi nese dragon, done in
practically every color of the rainbow There were nunmerous characters of the Chinese al phabet
enbl azoned on the wings, hull and tail structure

In large letters on each side of the hull a nane was painted

CHAMP DUGAN

THE PURPLE TERROR

Renny squirned in his rain-sodden bl anket "Say, what’'s this nmean? Who's Chanp Dugan?"

"You," Doc said

"Huh?"

The bronze man now w t hdrew from a pocket a sheaf of yell ow papers—eabl egrans both sent and

recei ved

"Read these over and you'll get the idea," he said

Renny consul ted the nessages which had been sent and received by Doc Savage from his powerfu
private radio station atop the New York City skyscraper before they sailed on the Seaward. The
messages had gone to men in China, India, Persia, and Turkey

The names of nost of these nen were strange to Renny, but he did recognize a few of them as

i ndi vi dual s he happened to know were deeply indebted to Doc Savage and woul d do anything to oblige
the bronze man. Hastily, Renny went through the rest of the nessages

"The way has been paved for you, as you can see," Doc told him "A man in China, a gentlenman who
is under the inpression he owes nme a debt of gratitude, was to radio the King of Calbia, using the
nanme of Chanp Dugan.

"According to the wire ny friend sent from China, the i magi nary Chanp Dugan was a worl d-beater as
a fighting airman. Several references were given, and as you will note fromthe wires there, the
references were nen who were also glad to help further our deception. The upshot of that was that
King Dal Le Galbin hired the nythical Chanp Dugan.'

"And you thought of all this in New York," Renny nuttered

"The nythical Chanp Dugan is supposed to be on his way to Cal bia," Doc continued. "Radiograns
have been sent fromlndia, Persia and Turkey with his nane signed to them Chanp Dugan, in fact, is
due to arrive at the capital of Calbia today."

Renny rarely allowed a grin to decorate his long, sober face. However, he now permtted hinself
the luxury of a wide smile

"This is the real reason you sent Long Tomvia England, to buy this plane, eh?" he asked
"Exactly. You will notice that Chanp Dugan is to receive a high command in the Cal bian Royali st
air force. King Dal Le Galbin evidently has a good opinion of Yankee free-lance airmen. Notice the
sal ary he's paying you."

Renny consulted the tel egranms. "A thousand dollars a week! Not bad!"

"Except that you usually make that much a day at your trade of engineer," Doc added dryly. "Now
as Chanp Dugan, flyer extraordinary, you should be able to get close to King Dal Le Gal bin and
Princess Gusta."

"The idea is to grab ‘emif | can?" Renny runbled

"Even nore inportant, get a line on the thing causing the big explosions,"” Doc suggested

"Yeah. That's the nmain job, after all."

"Wth a few suggestions as to how Chanp Dugan is to act, you'll be ready to go. I'Il disguise
you, also."

THREE hours | ater the Chi nese dragon plane with the nane "Chanp Dugan" lettered on its side dived
out of eastern clouds and descended on the Cal bian capital city of San Blazna. It was fromthe east
that a plane from China would be expected to arrive

Due to the drizzling rain, few people were in the narrow streets of San Bl azna when the
grotesquely decorated plane first appeared. Here and there squads of sol diers marched. Autonobiles
were few, far outnunbered by the nule carts of peasants

The noi se of the plane brought San Blaznites fromtheir houses |ike hornets out of a disturbed
nest. They stared upward. Evidently they were no strangers to air raids, and feared the weirdly

col ored ship mght be an eneny pl ane

St eam pl unes spurting froml oconotive whistles and power houses told Renny an al arm was bei ng
spread. He had renpbved Doc Savage's renarkabl e silencers fromthe plane exhaust stacks, and the ship
was meking a great deal of noise, conpletely drowning out the sound of the whistles bel ow

Froma military airport on the edge of San Bl azna, a squadron of fighting planes appeared and
clinbed upward. There were nine of them holding formation triangles of three craft each

Renny watched their flying closely. To a layman, it m ght have appeared that Cal bians were

skillful fighting buzzards, but to Renny’'s experienced eyes, they were doing a ragged job

"Kiwis," opined Renny.



Renny’ s acconplishnents did not end with the field of engineering, where he was anong the
greatest, but included, anong other things, many hours of flying tine, a portion of themunder the
highly efficient tutel age of Doc Savage. Doc possessed the facility that goes to nmake great

t eachers—he seened able to convey sonme of his own uncanny skill to those whom he instructed.

Not many fliers were nore skillful than Renny, and he proceeded to give a denonstration of that
fact.

The nine Cal bian pursuit planes spread into a duck flight line in the drizzle and approached.
Pilots craned their necks fromcockpits to study Renny’s weirdly bedizened chari ot.

Renny flew straight forward.

Probably by way of warning, two of the pursuit craft discharged nachi ne gun bursts. The tracer
lines threaded over Renny’'s head, and not far distant fromit either. The fighting crates came on
arrogantly.

Renny let themget quite close. Abruptly he stanped the rudder and westled the controls. One of
the planes which had used a nachi ne gun was the object of his maneuver. The big anphibian literally
pounced upon this craft.

The pursuit pilot's face, glistening wet in the rain, becanme starkly white as the great ship
cannoned toward him He was, in fact, nore stunned than Renny had expected, and the big-fisted
engi neer was forced to battle the controls again to prevent a collision.

The pursuit pilot dove out of his way, oozing a cold sweat. He had been scared badly.

Renny booted his big bus around and hung onto the tails of the pursuit squadron.

The Cal bian flyers, not sure whether he was an eneny, sought to jockey clear. They found that
impossible. Their fighting craft were smaller, nmuch faster than Renny’s |unbering anphibian, yet
such was the engineer’'s skill and know edge of aérobatics that he succeeded in making the Cal bian
arny pilots look |ike rank anmateurs.

Diving at themfiercely, keeping away fromtheir machine guns with an uncanny facility, Renny
literally chased the pursuit ships into the clouds.

Then Renny dived down and proceeded to raise the hair on the heads of the inhabitants of San

Bl azna.

A river snaked through the center of San Blazna. A large stream it bore the nane of River
Carlos, after King Carlos Le Galbin |, the founder of the present dynasty of Calbia. At one point,
two bridges spanned this stream and nearby, on the left bank, stood the great castlelike structure
whi ch was King Dal Le Gal bin's pal ace.

Renny flew under the arch of both bridges, apparently with but inches to spare on either side. He
chased a squad of highly unifornmed Royalist soldiers into the king' s castle. Then he thundered
around the castle, a wing tip alnmost scraping the masonry.

Sentries tried to shoot at himfromthe walls. He cranked down the |anding gear of the anphibian,
swooped at the riflemen, and sent themscuttling to cover.

The Cal bian flag and the king's personal colors fluttered on a flagpol e above the castle gate.
Renny, cal cul ating beautifully, flew close enough to the pole to carry away both flags on his

| anding gear. He | ooped and barrel-rolled arrogantly over the castle.

Untangling both flags fromhis wheels, he yanked the undercarriage up, |anded on the river, and
beached his craft under the castle walls.

The Renny who got out of the anphibian hardly resenbl ed the sober-faced gentl eman the engi neering
prof essi on knew. For one thing, Renny' s hair had been dyed a particularly gaudy red. H s face was
freckled. Most startling change of all was the enornous grin which had displaced his usual

funeral - goi ng expression.

H s garb was a Chinese bl ouse, with enornpus sl eeves which ordinarily hung down over his hands,
conceal ing the proportions of his enormous fists with surprising effectiveness. He wore baggy
Turki sh trousers, soft Russian boots.

Wth Doc’'s aid, Renny had disguised hinself to | ook the part of "Chanp Dugan," the daredevil Yank
buzzard from China. Hs arrival in San Blazna had been in Chanp Dugan’'s style.

Once, in nedieval times, the river waters had been diverted into a moat which encircled the
castle. A walk along the edge of this npat now served as a pronenade. Renny cl anbered up the river
bank and strode al ong this espl anade.

A pl atoon of guardsnen, each in a high fur uniformcap, swng toward hi mon the doubl e-qui ck.
Their unifornms were nost eye-filling. Renny concluded this was a part of the castle guard.

Pl ayi ng Chanp Dugan to the fullest, Renny greeted the guardsnen with a wide, freckled grin. "H,
sol diers!” he called.

"You are under arrest," he was informed in Cal bian,

"Yeah?" Renny snorted. "Listen—you nugs start with ne, and you'll get thempretty uniforns
nussed! "

The officer in charge stepped forward and grabbed at Renny’'s arns, evidently with the idea of

pi ni oni ng them

There was a whack of a big fist on a jaw and the officer sprawl ed on his back.

"l can whip the king's guard as well as the Calbian air force," boasted the pseudo Chanp Dugan.
"You pal ookas don’t know so nmuch about fightin ."



The arrival of a courier interrupted what m ght have devel oped into a first-class scrap.
"Are you Chanp Dugan, the Yankee flier from China?" asked the nmessenger.

"So sonebody in Cal bia has heard of me, eh?" Renny nmade a big freckled grin.

"King Dal Le Galbin will give you an audi ence at once," said the other.

"An audi ence—eh, you mean he wants to talk to me? OK, let’'s go."

Chapter XVI. THE CALBI AN TOUGH GUY

KING DAL LE GALBI N had a tangl ed mass of snowwhite hair. H s eyes were blue, his jaw strong, his
mouth grim The handsone |ines of his features expl ai ned where his daughter, Princess Gusta, got her
exqui site beauty.

The monarch of Cal bia had powerful shoul ders and a | ean wai st, and al though his age nust have
been near fifty, indications were that he was still very nuch a man.

He wore an extrenely plain uniform tailored snugly to his strapping physique. He affected no
medal s, gold braid, swords, or pistols.

"G ve nme one good pursuit plane, and | can whip your whole air force," Renny declared |oudly.
"They' re not so hot."

The ruler of Calbia, the man who was at present the world' s nearest approach to an absol ute
nmonar ch, produced a plain gold case of nobnogranmed cigarettes, and offered it.

"Do you snoke, Chanp Dugan?" he asked.

Renny shook his head. "Fightin' and braggin’ is ny only dissipation."

To his surprise, Renny was discovering that he rather |iked King Dal Le Gal bin.

King Dal pernmitted a court flunky to dash forward with a patent lighter and ignite his cigarette.
"You seemto be a rather unusual individual, Chanp Dugan. In your opinion, what is wong with ny
air force?"

"Judging fromthe sanples |'ve seen, they're not fire-eaters. Too, they're a little shy on conbat
training. What you need is about fifty free-lance fliers, professional swashbucklers."

"My air force has not been very effective against the rebels.” The king drew slowy on his
cigarette.

"Who has charge?" Renny asked.

"One of ny advisors is air mnister—€aptain Henri Flancul. | will sumon him?"

Renny would willingly have postponed confronting Captain Flancul. It was possible Flancul had
seen him either in New York or on the liner Seaward, and m ght recognize him But a neeting was
inevitable, and he might as well have it over wi th now.

Captain Flancul, a resplendent figure in uniform entered.

Princess Gusta also canme in to the audi ence chanber. The young wonman's frock was plain, cut on
mlitary lines. She was, Renny reflected, one of the nost ravishing beauties he could recall having
seen.

The ruler of Calbia performed the introductions.

"This is, Chanp Dugan, Yankee aviator who is going to see what he can do with our air force."
Captain Henri Flancul flushed. "Wat does that mean?" he demanded. "I thought | had control of
the air force?"

"You are not being displaced,” the nonarch told him "Chanp Dugan is nerely an advisor. But |

m ght suggest that you take his advice."

Renny was wat chi ng Captain Flancul and Princess Gusta intently. They gave no sign of not
accepting him in his fictitious personality of Chanp Dugan, buzzard from China. Doc’s disguise was
ef fective.

DURI NG t he remai nder of the day, Renny behaved in a fashion calculated to elevate hinself in the
graces of the Kking.

The nost di scerning eye could have observed nothing in Renny’s actions to indicate that he

contenpl at ed ki dnaping the King of Calbia and, if possible, the king s daughter and chi ef advisor as
wel | .

Renny kept alert for some word of the nystery device which had caused the expl osions. He even
sounded out officers of the king's guard on the subject. They obvi ously knew not hi ng—whi ch surprised
Renny sonmewhat .

Renny borrowed a pursuit plane that afternoon and | ed a Royalist patrol into revol utionist

territory.
"If we nmeet any rebel ships, you kiwis stay in the background,"” Renny directed, before the
take-off. "Don’t give a hoot how many there are. |'Il show you guys a real sky braw ."

They net rebel planes—el even of them Two were bonbers, and the rest pursuit jobs. A one, Renny
dropped out of the clouds upon the flight.

For a few mnutes planes whirled in the rain soaked sky like |leaves in a mad wi nd. Streans of
tracer bullets raced here and there, |ike cobwebs invisibly spun.

The Royalist fliers circled above, obeying the command to stay out of the "dog fight." The

bl ustering, freckled Yankee had said he would show them how it was done—and he kept his word. King



Dal's fliers saw four eneny planes go spinning down at the end of squirm ng snoke pl unes.

Just what happened to the rebel pilots they did not see, due to a fog which blanketed the ground.
The presence of the fog was a fortunate circunstance. Otherw se, sone one m ght have di scovered that
none of the planes actually crashed, and that the smoke was comi ng, not fromflam ng gasoline tanks
but from ordi nary snmoke bonbs hidden in cockpits.

Conte Cozonac’'s fliers were cofperating with Renny, helping himbuild up a reputation.

Renny | ed his Royalist squadron back to San Bl azna, after he had apparently, single-handedly,

def eated the rebel airmen and shot down in a few mnutes nore revol uti onist planes than King Dal’s
fliers had been able to bag since the outbreak of hostilities.

Renny becanme a hero. King Dal personally conplinented him

Princess Gusta was also extrenely friendly, listening with interest to hair-raising tales of sone
of Chanp Dugan’s aérial acconplishments in China and el sewhere.

Anong ot her things, Renny had a fertile inmagination.

Later, Princess CGusta offered to ride Renny around the town in one of the royal |inousines and
show hi m points of interest. Renny was not acting when he grinned fromear to ear. He was neking
excel l ent progress, and it was only a question of time until an opportunity would present itself for
t he ki dnapi ng.

Furthernore, Renny could not imagine a nore charm ng and desirable guide than the king' s

daught er.

On that sight-seeing ride, there occurred an incident which w ped out some of Renny’'s

satisfaction.

The royal |inousine which they used was |ong and sl eek, plain black in color, except for the
ornate coat of arms of the Calbian ruling famly, encrested on either door.

The chauffeur was a neek individual whose vocabulary seened to be linmted to, "Yes, Your

H ghness. "

There was no escort, Princess Qusta having ignored her sire’s suggestion that they take one.

In the course of their sightseeing, they visited the ancient stone house—now a nmuseun+where the
first King Le Gal bin had been born, sonme generations ago. Renny gathered that this first Le Galbin
had been born a |lowy peasant, and had nmade hinself king by using his brain and fighting ability.
The street outside was deserted, except for the nmeek chauffeur in the |inopusine, when they |eft

the ol d house. Secretly, Renny debated whether this might not be a good tinme to kidnap Princess
Qust a.

A shabby- 1 ooki ng beggar hobbl ed around the nearest corner. The fellow s left |eg dragged, and he
used a crutch. He approached, doffed a greasy hat fromtangled hair that needed conbing, and of fered
it hopefully for al ns.

Renny, feeling expansive at the nonment, used both bands to fish in the pockets of his vol un nous
trousers for a coin.

Wth stunning speed, the nendicant whi pped up his crutch and crashed it down on Renny’'s head.
Stunned, the big-fisted engineer sank to his knees.

Grabiti-val" shrieked the panhandl er. "Make haste! Help ne seize them "

Near by doors banged open. Shabby nen poured out and rushed to the attack. They swarnmed over
Renny, seized Princess Custa.

The chauffeur tried to run, but was knocked unconsci ous.

Princess Gusta managed to shriek once, but the sound was not |oud, and brought no aid.

"Long live the revolutionists!" how ed a thug.

Renny, hal f unconscious, and squirm ng under a bl anket of bodies, runbled weakly his disgust.
These men nust be sonme obscure band of revol utionist synpathizers. Under the inpression that they
were doing a great thing, they were about to ruin Renny's carefully laid plans.

Renny and Princess Gusta were hauled to their feet and shoved toward the |inousine.

"WAit!" cried the fellow who had wi el ded the crutch. "Kill the tyrants here!"

Da! " agreed another, and produced a knife.

There cane an interruption to upset the plans of the killing. An enornous apparition of a fellow
appeared around a nearby corner.

Pl ecati!" he runbled savagely. "Go away!"

Renny caught a glinpse of the newconer, and deci ded he had never seen a nore fearsone individual.
The fellow towered well over six feet, and his bulk was tremendous. H's skin was dark, alnost bl ack,
and his straight jet hair was conbed down at the sides and down over his forehead and eyes, after
the fashion of the Cal bian peasants of the nore rempbte hill sections.

The dark giant wore a | oose, ragged bl ouse, and tight breeches which came only to his knees. He
was bare footed.

The bi g one descended upon the fight, his fists bowing two attackers over. He junped like a
fighting rooster and ki cked another in the chest. The fell ow went down hard.



Pl ecati!" the huge stranger baw ed again. "CGo away!"

One revol utionist fanatic flashed a knife, lunged at himand mssed. He was sent reeling by a big
scarred fist.

"Go away!" rumbl ed the stupid-looking giant, with an al nost childi sh vehenmence.

The gang who had seized Renny and Princess Gusta began to exhibit a great willingness to do as
they were told. The swarthy giant was a trenmendous fighter. He floundered around, great arns

swi ngi ng, occasionally wenching a gun out of the hands of sone fanatic who sought to use it.

That this nmonster was no stranger to physical conbat was indicated by the number of scars on his
rather puffy features, and the pronouncedly flaring nose which |ooked as if it had been broken
numerous times.

Renny, his head clearing, reared up and joined the fray. Renny was no nean scrapper hinself, but
this individual with the hair over his eyes was a battling prodigy.

The woul d-be assassins finally fled.

Renny wi ped perspiration out of his eyes and peered at the dark giant.

The big fellow ignored Renny. He dropped to all fours in front of Princess Gusta and planted his
forehead agai nst the danp cobbles. He renmined in that position of obei sance, saying nothing.
"What is your name?" Princess Gusta asked the kneeling nonster.

"Botezul ," said the huge dark one.

He had a coarse, roaring voice, nore boisterous even than Renny’'s own.

"And who are you, Botezul ?" asked the young wonan.

"Me nountain man, Your Highness," Botezul explained. "Me hear about revolution and cone to join
arnmy of King Le Galbin. Me wal k along street and see fight."

The fell ow spoke the dialect of the Cal bian nountaineers, and seemed to have but a limted
command of words.

"Get to your feet," directed Princess Gusta.

Bot ezul arose, but kept his head bowed. He was so huge that Renny suddenly felt quite snall.

"So you want to help the king, Botezul ?" the young wonan queri ed.

"Yes, Your Hi ghness."

Princess Gusta considered a nonent, then smled slightly. "How would you like to be ny personal
guard, Botezul ?"

Bot ezul pronptly got down again and planted his forehead on the cobbles. He did not say so, but
it was evident that the idea of being bodyguard to the beautiful princess suited himperfectly.
"Very well," said Gusta, "fromnow on you are ny guard."

Renny snothered a groan. He had visions of future trouble with this stupid Botezul. Renny was a
di scerning individual, and he felt quite sure that Botezul could, barehanded, thrash two big-fisted
engi neers such as hinself.

During the rest of that day and the one followi ng, Renny's dislike of Botezul grew nore acute.
The dark giant acquired a habit of scowing blackly at Renny, and expectorating in a npbst annoying
fashi on when Renny, playing the part of Chanp Dugan to its utnost, began braggi ng about what a great
fighter he was in the air and on the ground.

Renny got a heavy nonkey wench froma nechanic’'s kit at the mlitary airport and tucked it
inside his anpl e Chinese bl ouse. Wien the chance presented itself, he was determ ned to ascertain
what effect the wench would have on Botezul’s thick skull.

Renny di spat ched a nunber of cablegrans to professional free-lance fliers in different parts of
the world, offering themgood pay to fight for the Cal bian government. Doc Savage had furnished a
list of such fliers. Summoning them was necessary for the part Renny was playing. The aérial
swashbuckl ers woul d | ose nothing, since their salaries woul d be paid when the revol ution was over.
Renny continued to seek surreptitiously sone trace of the weird weapon Baron Damitru Mendl had
invented. He found absol utely not hing.

On his third night in the capital city of San Blazna, Renny deci ded he saw his opportunity to
acconplish the purpose for which he was there—the seizure of King Dal Le Gal bin, and possibly
Princess Gusta and Captain Henri Flancul. Once captured, they could be forced to reveal the secret
of Baron Mendl’s invention.

It was King Dal’s custom Renny had observed, to seclude hinself in a wing of the castle during
the early part of each night, there to consider reports, sign official papers, and nmake pl ans.
Except for the presence of the ruler, this wing was usually untenanted.

Furt hernore, Renny had observed that the royal notor cars passed unchal | enged t hrough the gates.
If he could seize King Dal and the other two, bind and gag them and place themin the rear of an
aut omobi |l e, he might | eave the castle w thout being challenged. It was worth trying.

Accordingly, near the hour of mdnight, Renny crept to the palace w ng where the nonarch was at
work. In the big engineer’s clothing were sone of Doc Savage's anaesthetic grenades, small snopke
bonbs, and sonme boxes of tacks. The latter were to sprinkle behind the fleeing car, in case there
shoul d be pursuit.

Renny was in high spirits. He had seen enough of the Cal bian government to feel quite sure that
with King Dal, Princess Qusta, and Captain Flancul out of the way, things would go to pieces. These
three were absolute dictators of both civil and mlitary affairs. No one of |ess authority was



accustoned to giving inportant orders.

To Renny’s notion, there were no others with outstanding ability, certainly none who could grasp
the reins of government in a hurry.

Capture of the dominating trio would al so put Baron Mendl’'s secret in Doc Savage's hands, Renny
felt sure. Doc would find a way of nmaking the three talk.

Wthout difficulty, Renny reached the king s chanber. The door hinges did not squeak when he
entered furtively—he had oiled them secretly that afternoon.

The dark giant, Botezul, had not been in evidence for an hour or two. The big fell ow woul d be on
guard outside Princess Gusta’'s door, Renny reasoned.

Renny advanced swiftly. A slight sound—perhaps the noise of his feet on the floor—warned King Dal
Le Gl bin of Renny’'s presence.

The ki ng wheel ed qui ckly.

"Quiet, or you'll get hurt!" Renny grow ed.

"What —

Wthout finishing his startled query, King Dal struck out with a fist. He was a powerful man, but
Renny, with his infinitely greater strength, easily turned the blow aside. Before the ruler could
cry out, Renny's trenmendous fist |anded on his Jaw.

King Dal Le Gal bin col |l apsed.

"We' Il soon have Baron Mendl’'s contraption,” Renny grunted to hinself.

Produci ng cords and a gag which he had brought with him he trussed up the nonarch and rendered
hi mincapabl e of maki ng any sound. Sonme of the cord was |left over, and Renny pocketed this.

Shoul dering the white-haired sovereign, Renny strode to the door. Not believing any one was in
the wing of the palace, he stepped through boldly. That was where he made his m stake.

Bot ezul , gigantic, darksone, had been conceal ed outside. He |lunged, and his huge arns envel oped
Renny.

The struggl e was short—shorter than any fight in which Renny had ever before engaged. The

bi g-fisted engi neer discovered hinself entirely helpless. He was flung to the floor. The cords were
wrenched from his pocket and used to bind him He was gagged with a sleeve plucked fromhis own
Chi nese bl ouse.

Chapter XVII. BOTEZUL TAKES CHARGE

THE | unberi ng Botezul, saying nothing, untied King Dal Le Gal bin, who had al ready regained his
senses. Then Botezul got down on all fours and put his forehead against the floor.

"Me suspect this man, Your Hi ghness," he munbled. "Me watch him"

King Dal Le Gal bin bent over shakily and plucked at Botezul’s shoul der, indicating that he was to
get to his feet.

"You shall be anply rewarded for this, nmy good man," he said earnestly. "I did not have the
slightest suspicion of this fellow"

"H mno good," nuttered Botezul.

"So it seenms. WII you please summon ny daughter and Captain Henri Flancul ?"

Bot ezul went away, but was back shortly, trailing like a big, good-natured black dog behind the
excited Princess CGusta and Captain Flancul.

In a few words, King Dal explained what had happened; finishing: "This Yankee flier was obviously
attenpting to seize nme."

Bot ezul | unbered forward abruptly, runbling, "Look, Your Highness!"

The dark gi ant rubbed briskly at the freckles on Renny’s countenance. These began to cone off.
Then he secured a handkerchi ef and rubbed at Renny's hair. Color on the handkerchief indicated
Renny’s red hair was dyed.

"See?" said Botezul. "H mgot makeup on."

Captain Henri Flancul cried out and darted forward. He scrubbed the rest of the freckles off
Renny’s face, then covered Renny’s red hair. Kneading and twi sting the engineer’'s face, he nade it
assunme its habitual expression of unutterable gloom

"l know this man!" Captain Flancul snarled. "He is one of Doc Savage's five assistants!"

The words had a remarkabl e effect on attractive Princess Gusta. At first she paled slightly, then
col or swam over her face; her lips parted, and she gasped, "This man was with Doc Savage—when they
put off in that launch fromthe Seaward."

"That is right," Captain Flancul told her.

"Then Doc Savage may be—alive?"

"l hope not," Captain Flancul gritted.

This remark caused Princess Gusta to give Captain Flancul a stare of unutterabl e | oathing.

Renny interrupted proceedings by stirring and groani ng, endeavoring to sit erect. Botezul |oonmed
over the engineer and jamred hi mback to the floor.

"This man, him belong to gang of nmen you no |ike?" Botezul queried, indicating Renny.

"Yes, Botezul," explained King Dal Le Galbin. "This fellowis one of a group of five nmen who

assi st an Amrerican known as Doc Savage. This Doc Savage is helping the revolutionists to fight us."
Bot ezul pushed Renny back on the floor again as the engi neer sought to arise.



"Why not nmeke this feller tell how we can get hands on Doc Savage?" questioned the dark-skinned
gi ant.

Ma bucur!" expl oded Captain Henry Flancul. "Excellent! A good suggestion. W can make this
spurious Chanp Dugan tell us whether Doc Savage is alive, and if so, force himto reveal how we may
trap the bronze nman."

"l do not approve of that suggestion," Princess CQusta said abruptly.

Captai n Flancul frowned. "Wy not, Your H ghness?"

"I do not like the idea of torturing this man. He will not talk otherw se."

"You need not concern yourself about the dog!'"

"Yes, Gusta," King Dal put in. "There is too nmuch at stake to be squeam sh. The man will not die,
| promi se you, until he has stood trial, but we nay have to use a certain anpunt of violence to nake
himtal k. "

"Me make himtal k!" muttered Botezul.

Princess Gusta included Botezul in a glance of disapproval.

"What is the matter, Qusta?" the elder Le Gal bin demanded sharply. "Don't you want this Doc
Savage captured?"

The young worman flushed slightly.

"What a question!" she snapped, then pointed at Renny. "How do you propose to | oosen his tongue?"
Captain Henri Flancul answered this. "The old citadel on the outskirts of the city has, inits
dungeons, a nunber of devices which we m ght use."

Princess Gusta shuddered. "That horrible place! They are nedieval torture chanbers!”

"The citadel, Your Hi ghness," Captain Flancul remi nded her, "was built by the first Le Galbin to
be a king of Calbia. | suggest that we load this nan in a car, take himto the citadel, and |et
Bot ezul work upon him"

Da!" runbl ed Botezul, eagerness in his voice.

Renny, gl owering at Botezul, resolved to settle with the swarthy, ugly giant if it was his |ast
act .

"We will go to the citadel," King Dal Le Galbin concluded finally.

"I will go along,"” the young worman assert ed.

There was sonme argument about that, but Princess Gusta was adamant in her insistence and won out.
Renny was carried down to the castle garage, in another wing of the building, securely bound and
gagged, and placed in a large sedan. The car curtains were drawn.

Captai n Flancul drove, and Botezul occupied the front seat beside him King Dal Le Galbin and
Princess Gusta stayed in the rear with Renny.

Two towing cars, filled with pal ace guardsnen, formed an escort.

THE ni ght was not especially clear. The rain, which had started on Renny’s first night in Calbia,
had continued intermttently, and judging fromthe overcast condition of the sky, there would be
nmore of it.

The headlights of the sedan slanmmed whitely against the houses which walled in the narrow San

Bl azna streets. The engi ne seenmed unusual |y noisy. After nunerous turns, the nmachine left the city
limts and turned onto a rough road.

Renny lay notionless on the rear floorboards; there was nothing el se he could do. He recalled

havi ng seen the citadel nunerous tines before.

The structure was round, of graystone, and froma di stance m ght have been nistaken for a water
tank. It was hundreds of years old, however, and the huge-fisted engineer did not doubt but that its
dungeon hel d hideous instrunents of torture. Medieval times in Calbia, if he renenbered his history,
had been extrenely productive of such devices.

Moreover, Renny had heard a report that political prisoners were confined to the citadel, where
they were subjected to treatnent that was far from ki nd.

Per haps Baron Mendl’s invention was even kept there. That was a thought. The truth was that Renny
had seen nothing during the |ast few days to prove that the ruling house of Calbia was in control of
Baron Mendl’s devi ce.

Furthernore, it had struck Renny that King Dal Le Galbin was as well-liked as the average nonarch
could be. Certainly there had been no evidence of cruelty in his character.

But perhaps what was to transpire at the citadel would show the other side of the sovereign’'s
character—a side which Conte Cozonac had insisted was existent.

Renny never did learn what treatnent his captors contenpl ated handing himat the citadel—for, in
the front seat, things suddenly happened. Huge Botezul |eaned forward abruptly, sw tched off the
engi ne and yanked on the energency brake.

Captain Flancul snarled, "Wat are you—

Bot ezul's enornous fist in Captain Flancul’s nouth stopped the words. The bl ow not only sil enced
Captain Flancul, but it also rendered hi msensel ess. He slouched over, unconscious.

The car, nomentum snubbed by the brakes, slewed crossw se on the road, and stopped with the front



wheel s resting in a shallow ditch.

The huge Botezul whirled, snmashed the w ndow which separated the driving conpartnent fromthe
rear, and swung a fist at the king' s jaw

The rul er of Cal bia ducked, got his jaw out of the way, but took the force of the blow on his
forehead. He sagged back, stunned.

Princess Gusta wenched at a hand bag whi ch she was carrying, got it open and hurriedly put a
hand in it. But Botezul, grasping, tore the bag out of her hand.

Noting that the bag held a snall pistol, Botezul threw it out of a w ndow.

The escort cars had stopped the instant they saw sonmething was wong. Nattily clad guardsmen
piled out and, guns in hand, raced to the aid of their nonarch.

Bot ezul | eaned out of the car. He had sone snall objects in his right hand, but in the darkness
their exact nature could not be ascertained. He flung these toward the approachi ng guardsmen.

The latter pronptly began coll apsing. Once down, they lay still, show ng every indication of
being in a deep sleep.

Bot ezul watched until he was sure the | ast guardsman was out of conm ssion; then he got up,

haul ed Renny fromthe rear of the car, and began untying him The gag was renoved from his nouth.
"Dang you!" Renny snarled. "I dunno what your gane is, but it’s gonna be too bad for you if | get
any kind of a chance to fight!"

Princess Gusta, whipping out of the machine on the opposite side, tried to run away in the
darkness. Botezul overhaul ed her with great |eaping strides, gathered her up and brought her back,
ki cki ng and squeal i ng. The young woman’s strength, not inconsiderable, had no effect on the huge
fell ow.

Wth Princess Gusta clanped tightly in his arns, Botezul |ooked at Renny. The glow fromthe

aut onobi | e headlight illum nated himfaintly.

Renny did not | ook at Botezul; he was staring at the recunbent guardsnmen. Being on the sedan

fl oorboards during hostilities, he had not seen what had occurred.

Suddenly, coming fromall the darkness, its source traceable to no particular spot, there drifted
low trilling sound. It filtered up and down the nusical scale, nelodious but w thout tune. The
quality of ventriloquismit seenmed to possess was eerie.

"Doc!" Renny how ed, astonished.

The big-fisted engineer knew this sound was peculiar to Doc Savage al one—the snall, unconscious
t hi ng which the bronze man did at various tinmes. Just now the strange trilling probably nmeant that
Doc was el at ed.

For Botezul, the swarthy giant, was Doc Savage in disguise.

Doc waved a dark-dyed hand in the general direction of the guardsnen. "Anaesthetic balls," he
expl ained. "The wi nd blew the stuff away fromus and over them They’'|ll be unconscious for an hour,
at least."

"Holy cow" Renny got to his feet. "That brawl, in the street, when you stepped in and made a hit
with Princess CGusta—

"Was deliberately staged," Doc expl ained. "The beggar who hit you with the crutch and the others
were agents | oaned to nme by Conte Cozonac. They were nenbers of the revolutionary party"
Princess Gusta, still in the grip of Doc’s corded arns, stopped struggling. Doc planted her on
her feet.

"You—are Doc Savage!" she gasped.

By way of answering her Doc renoved a black wig, the coarse hair of which had hung down and
conceal ed the unchangeabl e fl ake-gold of his eyes. Fromeither nostril he renpbved a netal shell
whi ch had given a flatness to the whol e nose. Wax paddi ng cane out of his nouth.

"The skin dye," he told her, "has to be renpved with a chemcal."

"Ch!" gasped the young worman. "You are real |l y—boc Savage!"

Then she burst into tears, just as she had done aboard the |liner Seaward upon | earning of Doc’s
supposed untinmely dem se when the nystery bl ast destroyed the | aunch.

Renny rubbed his wists where Botezul -Poc—had tied him

"What was the idea of grabbin’ me?" he asked ruefully. "I figured | was gettin' along pretty
good. "

"You were," Doc assured him "But did you know that Captain Flancul had a heavy guard posted at
hi s door?"

"Heck, no!"

"There was one. By grabbing you, | believed it possible to get the king, Princess Gusta, and
Captain Flancul in a group."

"It worked out that way."

Doc nodded. "It was ny idea to use anaesthetic gas on them But Captain Flancul suggested this
trip to the citadel, so | nmerely postponed seizing themuntil we had left town."
Renny sighed. "Well, we've got our three prizes, Doc. That neans the trouble in Calbia is just

about over."
"You may be a little optimstic," Doc told him
"What cha nmean?"



"Johnny and Long Tomare doing a little scouting quite a fewniles fromthis spot," Doc

expl ained. "You see, |’'ve been keeping in touch with them Their report may give you quite a shock,
Renny. "

" Shock! What ki nd?"

Doc nodded toward the sedan. The cars on his features, put there with nakeup, did not seemnearly
so fearsone as they had before.

"We'd better get out of here with King Le Galbin, Captain Flancul and the princess. Tinme for

expl anation later."

Princess Gusta Le Galbin clinbed neekly into the machine when told to do so. Wth Doc at the
wheel , the car noved away, |eaving the vicinity of the unconscious escort of guardsnen.

Chapter XVII1. THE TERROR CACHE

LONG TOM the electrical wizard, had a face so pale that it was inclined to show up in the

darkness like the features of a ghost. To get rid of this undesirable phenonenon, he had rubbed the
end of a burned cork over his |ineanments, darkening them As an added precaution, he wore dark

cl ot hi ng.

Johnny, the gaunt geol ogi st and the man of big words, also wore dark attire.

The two nen were picking their way furtively down a Cal bian nountain road. Fir trees were thick
along the way, their branches alnost interlacing overhead. This, coupled with the cloudiness of the
night, made it very dark.

Sonmewhere in the distance, a dog barked. Long Tom and Johnny both came to a pronpt halt. They

knew that a man, prow ing through the night, is prone to stop and listen to such sounds, especially
if his nocturnal mission is of a sinister nature.

The electrical w zard and the geol ogi st were follow ng such an individual. It was Miuta they
trailed.

Long Tom and Johnny had been assigned their task before Renny flew away from Conte Cozonac’s canp
to play the part of Chanp Dugan, the daredevil Yankee air man from China. Doc Savage's instructions
to them had been sinple.

"Just hang around, wandering over the countryside, letting no one see you—and turn up whatever

you can," the bronze nman had suggested. "Do not go near the revolutionist arny or Conte Cozonac."
"Look for some sign of Baron Mendl's doo-dad, eh?" asked Long Tom

"That's it. And anything else interesting."

For two days, it had seenmed to Long Tom and Johnny that they were going to unearth nothing of

val ue. Then, only a few hours ago, they had discovered Muta. The ugly dwarf had apparently been in
hi di ng near the canp of the revol utionists.

Muta’'s lurking place was in a rather substantial farm house which, anong other things, was

equi pped with a tel ephone. Whether or not Mita had received orders over this phone and was now on
his way to conply with them Long Tom and Johnny did not know. But they were certain that Mita was
bent on sonme mission which boded no good.

The dog stopped barking and the footsteps ahead resuned. The dwarf was novi ng onward. Doc’s two
men trailed him

"My hypothesis is that yonder renegade is a spy," offered bi g-worded Johnny in a w spy whisper.
"Yeah," Long Tom agreed. "He's probably been scoutin’ the revolutionist forces. Man, | sure favor
crawin’ that sawed-off runt!"

"Doc advocated that we refrain from apprehending him" Johnny said regretfully.

Slung in a knapsack on his back, Long Tomcarried a portable radio outfit. It was with this that

he had informed Doc Savage—who was playing the part of Botezul, the swarthy Cal bi an nount ai neer —that
Mit a had been di scovered. Doc had returned instructions to follow Mita, noting every nove the thick,
squat rascal made.

The road whi ch Long Tom and Johnny trod becanme narrower, rough, and nore steep. Rocks underfoot,
scattered at first, grew nore plentiful.

"Wait!" Long Tom breathed. "We're liable to step on a rock and nake a noise that the runt wll
hear."

From t he back pack which held the radio set, Long Tom produced a pair of headphones and anot her
appar at us whi ch, when assenbl ed, bore |ikeness to nothing so nuch as a college cheerl eader’s
megaphone. This latter was actually a highly sensitive mcrophone which, connected to the

audi o-anplifier in the radio receiver and certain supplenmentary coils and tubes, was set into the
headphones.

Wth this contrivance Long Tom coul d pick up faint sounds over a |ong distance.

The two trailers dropped back nearly a hundred yards, and followed Mita by the aid of Long Tonis

electrical "listener" alone. Even if they would inadvertently turn a pebble, Mita was unlikely to
hear it.

"l wonder what's becone of Mnk and Han?" Long Tom ponder ed.

"Probl ematical," nmurnmured Johnny.

"W haven’'t seen ‘emsince they junped out of the plane with parachutes before we | anded at Conte
Cozonac’' s canp," Long Tom breathed. "Mnk had the pig, Habeas Corpus, under his arm | hope they got



down all right."

"You have ny concurrence in that wsh," returned Johnny.

"Blast it!" Long Tom whi spered. "W don't even know what mission Doc sent ‘emon. | guess it’'s
just as well. If the Royalists should grab us, we couldn't tell ‘emwhere Monk and Ham are. That was
a good idea of Doc’s—all of us workin' separate."

"What about our nefarious quarry?" Johnny queried

"Muta? He's still goin' straight ahead."

Then they fell silent, since it was not particularly diverting to conduct a conversation in

whi spers. They dared speak no | ouder, |est they be heard

The cl ouds parted overhead nonentarily, allow ng silver noonlight to flood down, and this

illum nated the roadway which they were traveling. It was a strange sort of a thoroughfare

What they had thought nerely a profusion of pebbles they saw now was actually the renmains of a
cobbl est one pavenent, which exposure through countless years had caused to separate, the nortar

di sintegrating. The road did not show signs of having been used nmuch. Certainly, no wheel ed vehicles
had traveled this way for a long tine.

There was tinber about them a thick tangle of woods. The ancient road twi sted through this
mounting steadily upward.

Long Tom noved to one side, clinbed atop a great boul der and strained his eyes to peer through

t he nmoonl i ght

Pss-st!" he hissed softly, summoning Johnny. "Look up on the nountain above us. You can just nake
it out. Quick, before a cloud cones over the noon."

Far above them was a ragged hunp, unmi stakably manmade in its contours. They could tell little
about it, except that the edifice was of stone

Cl ouds shuttering out the noonlight allowed no further inspection

"Wonder if that’'s where we're headed for?" Long Tom pondered. Hi s guess was correct. Mita |ed
themdirectly to the place

Long Tom and Johnny had thought at first that the shapel ess structure was a ruined castle or an
ancient fortress. It turned out to be neither of these

The building was a great, ranbling stone house, surrounded by a high wall. This wall had been
torn away in places, apparently by Cal bians who wanted to use the stone in other structures, and
this had given the ragged outline as viewed from bel ow.

The house itself was not abandoned, but in a fair state of repair. The wall nust have been torn
away | ong ago, during a period when the place was untenanted

Back of the house, Long Tom and Johnny perceived, as the shifting clouds |et through nore
moonl i ght, a stretch of flat country which, in the western United States, would have been called a
mesa. The lighted wi ndows of a few farmhouses gl owed on this plain.

W ndows of the ranmbling old house were also alight. An opening door made a rectangul ar panel in
the darkness, and Muta, entering, was silhouetted in it

"This is where he was headed for!" Long Tomdarted forward. "Come on! Let's see what's up."

They ran forward, glancing frequently upward to nake sure no telltale noonlight was likely to
break through the clouds. Wen the clouds did part, the two men dropped flat in the grass which
luckily, was knee-high

The stone house had w de eaves, and these offered a shelter. They crouched close to the cold
stone and shifted sidewi se to a wi ndow. The room beyond was enpty, so they tried another. Then they
saw Mut a.

The dwarf had sprawed in a chair. Sitting thus, he seened alnpst as large as a normal nman, due
to his trenendous torso

Three other men were present in the room They wore the uniforns of Conte Cozonac’s revol utionary

party, conplete even to the red-ball insignia on the right sleeve
Long Tom and Johnny studied these nen intently.
"Say, |'ve seen them before,” Long Tom breathed, softly. "They were in the revolutionist canp the

night we |anded. Blast it, one of ‘“emis a nenber of Conte Cozonac’'s staff."

" Spi es!" Johnny whi spered

"Sure, imagine that! Say, the fat Conte Cozonac is gonna have a spasm when he | earns one of his
own staff is a Royalist."

The two prepared to listen in, having acquired by now a slight understanding of the Cal bian

| anguage. They did this sinply by creeping to the door and cl anpi ng the nouth of Long Tonis
supersensitive pickup m crophone to the keyhole. The lock of this door had been nade for a nedieval
iron key, and the keyhole was | arge

Mit a was speaki ng

"l tell you we must find how Doc Savage caused the explosion to occur a quarter of a mle behind
his plane that night," the dwarf shrilled

"l have put many questions to different soldiers in the revolutionary arnmy," said a voice which
Long Tom and Johnny recogni zed as belonging to the nenber of Conte Cozonac’s staff. "Wen he | anded
Doc Savage woul d of fer no explanation. No one could give any infornation."



Mita swore fluently, and said, "This matter is of vital inportance. |If Doc Savage has a defense
agai nst our weapon, we nust know what it is."

"An effective defense against the device might conceivably defeat our cause," agreed the staff

of ficer.

Long Tom put his lips close to Johnny's ear and breathed, "They're discussin’ the contraption

that causes the nysterious expl osions—the nystery weapon that Baron Damtru Mendl invented."

"W nust dispose of that bronze man," Mita grated. "He is entirely too dangerous."

"That should be sinple," replied the menber of the revolutionist staff. "We have nerely to tip

King Dal Le Galbin that Doc Savage and that engi neer who has the enornous hands are both in the
royal castle at San Blazna."

"True," admitted Miuta. "But Doc Savage was tricked into comng fromthe United States to do

certain work for us. We nust not interfere until it is conpleted. He suspects nothing. It will be a
sinple matter to slay himwhen the time cones."

"l hope so," munbled the other, "but this Doc Savage is nore clever than it seems possible for

any man to be."

These words were giving Long Tom and Johnny sonething to think about. Miuta, so they had thought

was one of the nmen of King Dal Le Galbin, yet the fell ow knew Doc Savage was in San Bl azna, knew
Renny was there, too—and he had not divul ged the information to the Cal bi an nmonarch

"This is gettin’ ne dizzy," Long Tom breat hed

"Doc tricked into coming from New York!" Johnny whispered, forgetting his large words. "I don't

get it, either!"

Inside the stone house, Miuta resuned speaking

"There is another point which worries ne. What has becone of the rest of Doc Savage’s men?-the
hormely chemi st, Mnk; that |lawer, Hamj and the other two, the geol ogist and the electrical expert?"
"They seemto have di sappeared conpletely," said the staff officer

"l do not like that!" Mita growl ed. "Those nmen are all clever individuals far above the ordinary
inintelligence. Wrking with that bronze man who is actually a nental w zard and a nuscul ar marvel
as the Anericans claim they forman extrenely dangerous conbination."

"But Doc Savage does not suspect the true situation," the staff nenber rem nded

"And |lucky for us that he does not," Mita agreed

There was a brief pause in the conversation. Long Tom and Johnny spent the interval wondering

just exactly what it was all about. Their theories were conpletely upset

Instead of Doc Savage sinply coming to Calbia to renpve a tyrant king frompower so that he

himsel f m ght assune the throne until the country was peaceable, there seened to be nore nysterious
ram fications. Doc, it appeared, instead of being conpletely in command of the situation, had been
out - guessed, was being used as a tool by the sinister dwarf and whoever was associated with him

"Bl azes!" Long Tom breathed. "1'd better try to raise Doc by radio and warn him"

"Wait," Johnny whispered back

Voi ces within the house had resuned

"How i s the work progressing?" Miuta inquired

"I n excellent fashion," said a voice—t was not the staff officer this time, but one of the

others. "Nearly one hundred of the devices are ready for use. As you know, we were awaiting certain
ingredi ents necessary for the mxing of the explosive. The |ast conplete nachine we wasted in a
futile attenpt to destroy Doc Savage's plane."

"The materials for the expl osives came?" Mta demanded

"Last night. They were brought by plane."

"Nearly a hundred of themready, eh?" Mita | aughed harshly. "They will nmake short work of this
revolution. It is to be regretted that we will have to use them though. They shoul d have been held
in reserve for the future war—the war which we will wage once we have control of the government of
Cal bia."

One of the other nen made a tongue-clicking sound of synpathetic agreenent, and said, "If we use
them now, the countries adjacent to Calbia will learn of this terrific weapon which we have in our
possessi on. "

"That m ght be an advantage, after all,"” Mita replied. "Know edge of the existence of this weapon
will play upon the minds of the people of those countries, and perhaps nake our conquest nuch
easier."

Long Tom whispering close to Johnny’'s ear, advised, "Wiat we’'ve heard gives us the notive behind
all this. The ring is tryin' to seize the throne of Calbia. Then they plan to gobble up the
surroundin’ countries, using their infernal machine as the power."

"The villain at the head of it nmust have a Napol eonic conplex," Johnny replied

In the house, Muta grunted, "I think I'Il look at the nmachines you have ready."

There was a scraping of chairs, a clatter of feet, then a thunmp, the nature of which Long Tom and
Johnny failed to conprehend i nmedi ately.

Long Tom scuttled to the wi ndow and | ooked in

The room was enpty.



Chapter XIX. THE SHOCK

JOHNNY j oi ned Long Tom and together they swept the roomw th their eyes. They did not discern a
sign of the |late occupants

"Let us invade the prem ses," the bony geol ogi st breathed. Long Tom said, "W oughta get Doc on
the radio an’ tell him=

"Later," said Johnny, who had spent the last few days in wearisome scouting, and who now craved
action. "lI'mgoing in."

"I"'mwth you, guy!"

They tried the door; it was not |ocked, and opened w t hout undue effort. On tiptoe they crossed
the floor, then circled, searching

"That thunp we heard—t nust’ve been a secret door," Long Tom whi spered

The el ectrical w zard sank to his knees and began to scrutinize the boards of the floor. Johnny,
using his nonocle magnifier, inspected the thick stone walls. It was he who found the conceal ed
door .

Cleverly made, the panel resenbled the stone of the walls. He grasped rough ends of the rock
tugged, and only succeeded in breaking his finger nails

Long Tomrapidly thrust and yanked at other flinty projections, one of these proving to be a
catch. Pushing it, the panel flew open. It was perhaps two feet wi de and about four high

A man was standing on the other side of the panel +the staff officer. He had a gun in one hand

and the instant the panel opened he shot Johnny at a spot six inches above the belt buckle. Johnny
grunted loudly, folded his bony frame in the mddle, jacknife fashion, and fell to the floor. He
rol | ed, kicking and squirm ng

The staff officer then swerved his gun at Long Tom

The el ectrical expert hurled the nmegaphonelike pickup m ke which he was carrying. Htting him
squarely in the face, the device upset the fellow H's arns flailed out, and he fell backward down a
flight of narrow, steep steps, which descended fromthe secret opening. He screanmed once on the way
down, and his gun discharged tw ce.

Wth a flying | eap, Long Tomwent after him He landed on the fellow, feet-first; but there was

no need of that. The officer had cracked his head on the way down, and was out cold

Johnny appeared at the top of the steps, still doubled over. He wobbl ed half the way down, fel
the rest of the distance, and, remarkably enough, hit on his feet
"Ch-h-h!" he groaned, both skeleton-thin arns wapped across his chest. "I’'ve got on one of Doc’'s

bul | et - proof vests, but darned if it feels like it hel ped nmuch."

"You shoul d have sonme flesh under the vest for a pad," Long Tom snorted

Leani ng down, he cracked the staff officer over the head with the fellow s own gun to prol ong
unconsci ousness. Then he | unged down a passage which angled away to the |eft

Unbending hinself a little, Johnny foll owed Long Tom They ran twenty feet, turned a corner, cane
to a stop

A wal |l of nortared stone bl ocked their progress. Qutwardly, the place seemed a blind panel

"There nmust be another hi dden door somewhere!" Long Tom rapped

Wi le his words still echoed, the floor dropped fromunder their feet. Wth a wild spring, Johnny
sought to reach solid footing. He failed. For the whole |length of the passage, the floor sinply
folded like a dropped | eaf

They fell no nore than six feet, and hit water. Down they went, well over their heads. When they
cane up, sputtering and splashing, it was to find thenselves in intense darkness. The trap door of
t he passage had cl osed over their heads

Soon afterwards, there was a | oud splashing—a roar of incoming water near by. They could plainly
feel the swirl of the current

"They got this thing fixed so they can flood it with water!" Long Tomyelled. "Man, are we in a
jam"

"Cone!" Johnny barked. "Let's get to the far end of this thing."

They stroked furiously.

"You' ve got—a grenade?" Long Tom puffed

"Right," said Johnny. "Maybe we can blow the floor out of this pit."

Gaining the extremty of the rapidly filling pit, they flattened against the wall. G asping rough
edges of stone, they haul ed thensel ves up as far as possible out of the water, reasoning that the
shock of the air would be less violent than the concussi on made by the water. Handkerchiefs were
ripped in half and stuffed into their ears

Then Johnny threw his grenade. The concussion fromthe expl osion was so terrific that their ears
tenporarily ceased to function, despite the precaution of the handkerchief. Their bodies felt as if
nunber| ess axes, chopping simultaneously, had tried to renove their flesh

The water shoved up over their heads. Wth what strength they could nuster, they stroked forward.
The trap door floor at the far end had been ripped open. Gasping the shattered edges, they

cl anbered through, stunbled to the stairway, tranpled over the unconscious formof the staff

of ficer, and nounted

"W’ re gonna—nmke it!" Long Tom gul ped



They staggered out into the upstairs room

Two tear-gas bonbs |landed in front of them and opened with a sound which they barely heard, due
to the effect of the grenade on their ears.

Muta had thrown the gas missiles fromthe door.

Long Tom and Johnny had no defense against the tear gas. Blinded, they tried to find the door.
Since they were without the use of their eyes, they failed to put up nuch of a fight, as Mita and
hi s conpani ons, protected by gas nmasks, seized and bound them

Thirty mnutes el apsed before Long Tom and Johnny coul d use their eyes with any degree of
success. The tear gas was not of the efficient type used by the American police, but seened to
contain ingredients other than the usual xylyl bromde. It nmade themviolently ill for a tine.
The staff officer had been revived. He stood with the stunted, evil Mita and the others, and
scow ed at the two prisoners.

Miuta, puffing out his over-devel oped chest, jeered, "It seens that we neet again, and—

"Dry up, you freak!" Long Tomgritted.

Mita’s tone changed to a snarl as he continued where he had been interrupted: "—and | amto have

one nore try. | amdisposing of you gentlenen. Listen, | will nmake you a proposition.”

Long Tom bl i nked. "What?"

"If | fail to get rid of you this time, | will place ny person in your hands, to do with as you
see fit."

"Yeah," Long Tom sneered. "You'd do that!"

Miut a shrugged.

Long Tom wi nked his still-aching eyes rapidly for a time, then for |lack of anything el se to say
growed a threat. "It isn't lucky for yahoos like you to crack down on Doc Savage’'s friends."

"I amstricken with terror!" Mita | aughed, and shivered dramatically.

"Whi ch shows you don’t know Doc Savage wel| enough yet," Long Tomtold himgrimy. "Furthernore,
Conte Cozonac and this rebel arny will also start huntin’ for you if anything happens to us. You
aren’t liable to get away from‘em?"

At this, Muta went into a gale of laughter. His mrth spread to the staff officer and the others.
They all cackl ed |ike guineas.

"What' s the joke?" Long Tom demanded.

"Wait," Miuta suggested, and consulted a large turnip of a watch he drew from a pocket. "Yes—wait
about five mnutes.”

No nore was said during the interim It was raining again. The drops pattered on the roof, and
streans running fromthe eaves nade sobbing and gurglings which, under the circunstances, struck
Long Tom and Johnny as al t oget her unpl easant.

A runbl e, hollow and reverberating, broke out in the distance. It was not thunder, but the noise
of cannonadi ng, as the revolutionist arny and Royalists fought.

Foot steps splattered noistly outside. Mita hinself opened the door.

Conte Cozonac wal ked in.

Long Tom and Johnny stared at the fat |eader of the revolutionists with popping eyes. Conte
Cozonac was probably the | ast person they had expected to appear.

"Look what we have here," Miuta grinned, and waved a short armat the two captives.

"What happened, Mita?" Conte Cozonac denanded.

Long Tom gazed bl ankly at Johnny. The skel eton-thin archaeol ogi st returned the | ook.

Conte Cozonac and Mita were co-conspirators!

In staccato Cal bian, Mita told Conte Cozonac what had occurred.

The bul bous rebel chief scow ed bl ackly throughout the recital. Then he stanped over and stood,
various of his bulges shaking with rage, over Long Tom and Johnny. His usual trilling and cackling
| aught er was markedly absent.

"l want certain questions answered," he grated. "First, where are Doc Savage’'s other two nen,
Monk and Han®"

"Bl essed if we know," Long Tomretorted—truthfully.

The fat man teetered on his heels. H's face was a study in rage and villainy.

"I amnot going to try any nelodranmatic deceit,"” he said grimy. "You two fellows are to be shot;
but first, you are going to tell me where ny nmen can get Monk and Ham "

Long Tomwet his lips. "So you think."

Wth a swift gesture for such a fat nan, Conte Cozonac kicked the electrical expert in what is
probably the tenderest part of the human body—the throat.

Long Tom noaned and nmade hacki ng sounds, and grovel ed on the floor, but could do nothing because
of his bindings. He was tied with brai ded cotton cords.

"Take theminto the underground room" Conte Cozonac conmanded.

Mita and the others lifted the two prisoners and bore themto the conceal ed door, through it, and
down the narrow steps.

Conte Cozonac, follow ng, snarled, "They nust be disposed of, but first they nmust answer ny
questions. "



Chapter XX. TALE OF DECEI T

A FEWnmiles fromthe Cal bian capital city of San Bl azna, Doc Savage was naki ng a statenent which
did not differ greatly fromthe latter half of Conte Cozonac’s speech.

"First, you had better answer some of my questions,” the bronze man was telling Princess Gusta Le
Gal bin. "Then | will put your mind at rest about your present position."

King Dal Le Galbin and Captain Henri Flancul had regai ned consci ousness, although both were still
slightly dizzy fromthe effects of Doc’s bl ows.

"You have seized us and are going to turn us over to the revolutionists!" the Cal bian ruler
shouted wat hful ly.

Doc Savage ignored him "Wy did you and Captain Henri Flancul cone to New York, princess?" he
asked.

The young worman studi ed the bronze man by the gl ow which the car dashlight diffused backward. The
machi ne was nosing down a little-used country thoroughfare. The rain on the top made sounds |ike
dozens of mice scanpering, and the twin wi ndshield w pers sw ck-swicked in concert. Water was pool ed
in the road, and flew away in | azy sheets fromthe inpact of the wheels.

"Sone years ago, Baron Danmitru Mendl invented a fearsome weapon of warfare," the young wonan
stated. "The plan for that weapon—there was only one in existence—was | ocked in the vaults of the
Cal bi an war departnent."

"Conte Cozonac told us that," big-fisted Renny put in.

"There was an understanding with Baron Mendl," continued the young wonan. "Thi s weapon was not to
be used, or manufactured, except in the defense of Calbia."

"Baron Damitru Mendl had retired fromthe inventing business?"

Princess Gusta nodded. "He was given his title of baron as a gesture of appreciation for his
scientific works. He grew interested in politics and becanme Cal bi an anbassador to the United States.
He was very efficient."

"In what particular branch of science did Baron Mendl specialize?" Doc asked abruptly.

"A study of light."

"Hm mm The science of light, | thought so. Well, go on with your explanation of why you went to
New York. "
Bi g-fisted Renny, listening, would rather have del ved deeper into the relation of Baron Damitru

Mendl ' s study of the physics of light to the nystery weapon which he had invented. Renny snelled the
begi nni ng of an expl anation of the nature of the weird, terrible explosions which destroyed

ai rpl anes, boats, autonpbiles, railway engines, and even nmen cooking around a canpfire.

"Sone weeks ago the plans of Baron Damitru Mendl’s invention vani shed fromthe Cal bi an war
department vaults," said Princess Custa.

"Have you any idea who stole the plan?" Doc questi oned.

Captain Henri Flancul took it on hinself to answer that. "No idea whatever," he stated.

Doc’ s gol den eyes, shifting briefly fromthe mlky m xture of headlight glare and raindrops
ahead, rested upon Captain Flancul.

"So you and Princess Custa cane to New York to get duplicate plans fromBaron Damitru Mendl. Is
that it?" he inquired.

Da," agreed the young wonan. "Yes. W cabled him and he said he would give us duplicate plans."
"Holy cow " Renny runbled abruptly. "The fat guy, Conte Cozonac, said Baron Damtru Mendl was
with the revolutionists.”

"Conte Cozonac," Doc said dryly, "was a renarkable liar."

"Before Captain Flancul and nyself reached New York—while our liner was still at sea—we received
a radi ogram from Baron Mendl," Princess Gusta went on. "It informed us that you were aiding the
rebels.”

Doc watched the road, his netallic features i mobile.

"Baron Mendl was wong. That dwarf, Mita, visited ny office disguised as an old | ady. He nust
have deceived Baron Mendl into thinking | was an eneny."

King Dal Le Galbin kept an attentive ear upon the conversation, but was saying not hing.

Captain Henri Flancul occupied a corner of the rear seat, scowing.

"Baron Mendl was nurdered before we reached New York," the young woman stated. "W did not get
his secret. W determ ned to seize you, Doc Savage, and hold you. W did not want one of your
ability aiding the rebels."

Doc wheel ed the car into a side road, guided it carefully through a hundred yards of bad nud, and
stopped before a dilapidated hut. The profusion of tall weeds, the | ack of beaten paths, indicated
that the shack had been abandoned for some tine.

"We stop here," he said.

Renny had been thinking things over. Now he enmitted a runble of conprehension.

"I"mbeginnin’ to see how this stacks up. Holy cow That lardy |lug, Conte Cozonac, and the

m dget, Miuta, nmust belong to the sane gang!'"

They got out of the car in a rain that beat their shoulders and ran wetly against their faces.
Doc’ s bronze hair—he had discarded the black wi g which he had worn when di sgui sed as the giant,



Bot ezul —seened i npervi ous to the noisture.

"But Doc," Renny continued, "what was the idea of Conte Cozonac tellin’ us that string of lies
about wantin’, our hel p?"

"He had two reasons, it would seem"” Doc replied. "First, by getting into our confidence and

maki ng us think that he wanted our help, he was in a position to know our every nove, and therefore
stood a better chance of disposing of us. Secondly, the clever rascal saw where we could actually be
of assistance to himhe wanted us to seize King Dal Le Galbin here, Princess Qusta, and Captain
Henri Flancul ."

"That fat guy ain’'t no slouch as a schemer,"” Renny booned. "Wen did you get wise to him Doc?"
"The first definite clue was the attenpt to destroy us with the nystery weapon, just before we
arrived at the revolutionist mlitary canp. Only Conte Cozonac and his nmen knew we were com ng."
They nmoved on toward the rickety shack.

King Dal Le Galbin, the previous rage now entirely absent fromhis voice, put a question. "Just
whose side are you on in this affair?"

"You mght call it my own side," Doc said quietly. "I amhere to get this nystery weapon and
render it useless."

"You nean—destroy it?"

Doc ignored that. "My other purpose is to stop the bl oodshed of this revolution. That can best be
done by elimnating the ring-Ileaders."

"Conte Cozonac and Mita?" the ruler of Calbia queried.

Doc opened the door of the shack. "And possibly sone others," he said in answer.

"Qthers?" the king insisted.

"Conte Cozonac is not a wealthy man, as an investigation of his past life shows," Doc said.
"Muta, the dwarf, is a plain crimnal, and not rich."

"I fail to see what you nean."

"These revol utionists have fighting planes and ot her nodern weapons of war. Did they capture them
fromyour Royalist forces?"

King Dal Le Gal bin’s vehenent headshake was visible as Doc thunbed on a flashlight. "They have
captured very few weapons," he answered.

"There you are," Doc told him "Their equipnent cost noney, a great deal of nobney. Sone nman, or
men, of wealth are backing them That man, or nmen, we nust identify and seize."

"Holy cow " Renny thunped. "Then Conte Cozonac and Miuta ain’'t the big shots behind this!"

Al t hough extrenely ranshackl e, the hut possessed a waterproof roof, and the interior was fairly
dry. The woodwork had been torn out. In one end hay was stored, old and brown hay.

Doc Savage went to this, noved a portion of it aside, and exposed a portable radio outfit.

"l have been coming to this shack at certain hours each day," he advised. "At those tines, Mnk
and Ham nake their reports.”

"Monk! Haml" Renny runbled. "I ain't seen ‘emsince they |left our plane by parachute!"

"They have been keepi ng under cover."

"Doi ng what ?" Renny asked.

"Trailing Conte Cozonac. That is, they' ve done it as best they could while keeping thensel ves out

of sight."
Captain Henri Flancul stepped forward, and executed a precise military bow.
"May |," he said, "offer sincere apologies for ny past attitude toward you, M. Savage? It would

seemthat in ny zeal to aid Calbia | have been opposing one of her best friends."

King Dal Le Galbin drew hinself up as if to follow the sane procedure as had Captain Henri

Fl ancul , but a thought noved himto pause.

"Way, in view of your know edge of Conte Cozonac's deceit," he asked, "did you go through with
t he ki dnapi ng of ny daughter, Captain Flancul, and nysel f?"

Doc was working over the radio set. "That, you will understand later," he replied.

"You nean that the three of us are actually still your prisoners?" the king ejacul ated.
"If the fact that you nust remain in ny conpany nekes you prisoners—yes."

Renny’s great voice vibrated in the shack. "Say, Doc, | don't see—

The bronze man held up a hand, a gesture for silence. Then he flipped a switch which put the
radi o | oudspeaker into circuit. Low, npnotonous words cane fromthe speaker.

"Cal ling Doc Savage—eal | ing Doc Savage—eal | ing Doc Savage."

I't was Monk’s childlike voice.

Doc cut the transmitter in circuit, adjusted knobs until the radiation was satisfactory, then
spoke into the conpact m ke.

Al right, Mnk," he said.

Been tryin’ to get you for five mnutes,"” Mnk stated excitedly over the air waves. "W been
keepin’” our eyes on Conte Cozonac. Toni ght, he sneaked away fromthe rebel canp and went to an old
stone house on top of a nmountain. He met Miuta there."

"Yes," Doc said, "but why the excitenent?"



"Under that ol d house sonewhere, there nmust be hidden roons," Mnk expl ai ned. "We been
eavesdroppin’. This old house is the plant where theminfernal machines are bein’ manufactured."
"Gve nme the location of the place," Doc directed.

"You ain't heard the worst yet, Doc. They've got Long Tom and Johnny." Then Monk rapidly gave the
I ocation of the old house.

Doc reached for the naster switch, which controlled the radio. "Their lives in danger, Mnk?" he
queri ed.

"Conte Cozonac was goin’ to question ‘emfirst—

"Monk, you and Ham do what you can," Doc directed. "Try to hold out, if it won't put Long Tom and

Johnny in too tough a spot, until | get there."
"You're coming out, Doc?"
"Ri ght out."

Doc switched off the radio.

Chapter XXI. THE DEATH STEEPLE CHASE

RENNY, |ong face set, jaw out, |unbered for the door. "My plane—at the airport, Doc! W can use
that!" he cried.

"Fine!" Doc snapped the |Iid down on the radi o case, then began tearing at the pile of hay in the
end of the shack. "It's only a few minutes’ run fromhere to the airport."

From the hay, he withdrew one of his netal equipnent cases. Renny |ooked for the identifying
nunber on the case. He knew the nunerals on nost of them and the contents each nunber signified.
Number four, for instance, was gas bonbs, and thirteen, fittingly enough, was the one which always
held Doc’s little supermachi ne pistols and ammunition druns—these were bad | uck for any one.

But the nunmber had been painted out on this case, the case Doc now hel d.

King Dal Le Gal bin demanded, "Do you wish us to go with you?"

Captain Henri Flancul said, "I prefer to tackle this thing side by side with M. Savage, from now
on."

"My sentinments also," said the ruler of Calbia. He made a fighting jaw. "It has been a long tine
since | had any real excitement. | believe | shall get a kick out of this."

They ran toward the car, Doc Savage carrying his two boxes—the radi o case, and the netal
equi prent cont ai ner which bore no identifying nunerals.

"W will leave Princess Gusta in the car at the airport," he said. "Sone of the Royalist arny
pilots will escort her back to the pal ace."
"You will do nothing of the kind," the young woman declared. "I shall see this thing through with

the rest of you."
Doc slid under the car wheel, clicked on the lights, then extinguished his own flash, which had
been giving illum nation. Then he turned in his seat to eye the elder Le Galbin
"You had better convince her that she should renmain behind," he suggested
There was argunment in the back seat as the car wall owed and noaned through the nmud. Rain sheeted
the wi ndshield, and the wi pers raced until it seemed they would tear thenselves off
The machine topped a hill, a sharp little rise, and for twenty feet beyond all four wheels were
of f the ground. They travel ed over black asphalt pavenent, which had probably cone from Cal bi an oi
wel |'s; there being rich petroleumfields in certain sections of the little kingdom
The car alternatingly lunged and sl ackened speed, as straight stretches and curves were
traversed
"You, Qusta, are a young | ady, and as such have no business with us tonight," the King of Calbia
was insisting in the rear
"Rats!" QGusta retorted. "Less than a nonth ago | heard you say in a speech that wonen shoul d be
al l owed to do anything that nen do."
"That was just a speech," snapped her parent. "Furthernore, it was spoken before the Cal bia
Nati onal Wonen's Suffrage League, and was just to make them feel good."
Doc applied the brakes, and tires shrieked on the wet pavenent. The machi ne skidded, careened
into the airport, and excited sentries popped out of their boxes, shouting

Qpriti! Cne este acol 0? Stop! W is there?"
Renny barked half a dozen orders, assum ng the character of Chanp Dugan, the Yankee buzzard from
China who was going to do big things with the Calbian air force
Mechanics ran to wheel his plane out of a hangar
Doc and the others got out of the car. The bronze man indicated Princess GQusta. "lIs she goi ng?"
"It seenms she is," her royal parent sighed. "She out-tal ked nme."
Renny’s big plane, with the Chinese dragon painted upon it, was, fortunately, fueled. A horde of
Cal bi an mechani cs wheeled it out into the drizzling rain.
Doc took the controls. The engines were equipped with electric starters, operated by dash
buttons, and he thunmbed the |atter. Exhaust stacks spat sparks, then lipped blue flame as the
cylinders warmed.
The Cal bi an Royal Air Force nechanics stood around, staring and whi spering, no doubt trying to
tell each other what it was all about



Princess Gusta scranbled into the plane, as if apprehensive of being left behind after all.

Wil e the engines were warm ng, Doc clipped the radio tel ephone headset over his ears, tuned the
transmtter to the wave |l ength of Munk’'s outfit, and sent out a call.

"Yes, Doc," cane Monk's small voice through the ether.

"We're taking off in a plane and should be with you before |long," Doc advised him "How are
things up there?"

"Ham i s inside the house and down under ground sonewhere," Mnk replied. "W’ re using Habeas

Corpus to carry nessages back and forth between us."

"What about Long Tom and Johnny?"

"Conte Cozonac and Muta are questionin’ themtryin' to find out where Hamand | are. Long Tom and
Johnny are stallin ."

Doc Savage signaled with an armthrust through the cockpit w ndow. Mechanics grasped short ropes
tied to the wheel clocks and yanked the bl ocks out. Doc advanced the three throttles, and the engine
clatter became a banshee how .

The plane rolled and the tail lifted. The undercarriage jarred for a while; then that ceased.

They were in the air.

The bi g anphi bi an headed directly for the nmountains. The nmetal propellers, colliding with

rai ndrops, nade a wild note. There were no lighted windows in San Bl azna, due to the fear of a rebel
air raid. There was only bl ackness where the capital city |ay.

Speaking into the radio m ke, Doc queried, "Are you sure Johnny and Long Tomare to be killed
eventual | y?"

The motor roar caused Monk’s reply to sound very faint. "Sure. Conte Cozonac and Miuta have said
so half a dozen tinmes, according to the notes Hamis sending ne by Habeas."

"Don't let the thing get too far along before you interfere."

"W won't. |I'mbehind the wall near the house. Don't dare get any nearer, or they m ght hear ne
usin’ this radio outfit."

Doc discerned a light in a farmhouse wi ndow bel ow, and used it to check the side drift of the

pl ane, after which he consulted the conpass, the altinmeter, and then corrected their course
slightly.

"Can we | and near the place, Mnk?" he asked over the radio.

"Yeah," Monk replied. "The top of this mountain is flat, kind of a nesa. There’'s a barley field

or sonmethin’ about a quarter of a mle away. W found it when we trailed Conte Cozonac here."
"Il show a |ight when we're over the spot," Doc told him "Return the signal with your flash,
indicating the direction of the field."

"Sure."

The plane pointed its baying nose at the heavens and clinbed rapidly. The altimeter needle ran
past seven thousand feet, ten, twelve. Doc studied the air speed, then the dash clock, calculating
their progress.

"Here's sonething new," canme Monk’s wee voice. "The pig just brought another note from Ham Long
Tom and Johnny are trying to punp Conte Cozonac. They got the fat guy mad, and he admitted he's not
the real brains behind this."

"Did he let slip who his boss is?"

"No. "

Once nore, Doc Savage eyed the air-speed indicator and instrument board clock. The markings were
in lum nous paint, readable with the lights off. Doc cut the ignition switches, and all three notors
went silent. The plane tilted in a gentle dive.

"We'll glide down, so they won't hear us," he announced loudly, for the benefit of the others in
the pl ane.

Leaning close to the radio m ke, he called, "Mnk!"

"Yeah!"

"I"'magoing to blink the plane |ights nowthe |anding |ights. Look up and see if you can—

"Doc! Doc!" Monk yelled. "There was a shot in the house! Sonething s happened! |I'’mgoin’ in!"

After that, no nore words canme over the radio.

Doc stood the plane on its nose. The gentle hissing of its descent becane a mad screamof air
past struts and flying surfaces. The altimeter needle retreated so swiftly that its novenent was
pl ainly discernible.

"Pitch out a parachute flare, Renny!" Doc call ed.

Renny booned, "But | thought—=

"We had bad luck," Doc interrupted. "The thing didn't hold. Monk heard a shot in the house and
has gone in to join Ham"

"OK." Renny got a chute flare out of a rack, wenched the sliding wi ndow back, twi sted the flare
igniter and tossed it out. An instant later they flew through a rain-streaked glare.

The earth was only a few hundred feet below, falling rain made it hazy, unreal. Doc let the
altimeter craw back a bit nore, then flattened and swng in a tight, npaning bank.

The flare, follow ng them down, nmade | ustre enough to show the barley field which Mnk had

nment i oned.



The bi g anphibian all but turned sidew se in the sky as Doc fish-tailed away speed. H s
passengers gripped the seats to prevent being thrown into the aisles, and they hardly had tinme to
strai ghten thensel ves before the ship slamed down, bounced, settled, and, wheel brakes squeaking
slowed to a stop.

Doc cut the engine ignition

Above the rattle of rain on the skin of fuselage and wings they could hear shots, the rappings
drifting fromthe stone house

"Qut!" Doc commanded

Renny was first through the cabin door. Captain Henri Flancul followed him then Princess Gusta
and her father

Before he left the anphibian, Doc Savage scooped up the nmetal case which carried no telltale
nunerals. He opened it, worked with the contents, then closed it and took the case to the rear. He
thrust the box far back in the fusel age

It was very dark, for the flare had dropped and extinguished itself. The others had not seen what
he was doi ng

Renny, curious about the del ay, began, "Wat are—

"Let's go!" Doc ran forward.

Such was the bronze man’s speed that he left the others behind al nost i mrediately. He had his
flashlight out, the beam | eapi ng ahead, spotting obstacles. Its radiance was hazy in the rain, a
nebul ous el ongation that m ght have been a will-0'-the-wisp

Doc vaulted a fence, tore through brush, then waded through knee-hi gh grass

The stone house lunged up out of the darkness l|like an i mobile nonster. The w ndows were

shapel ess red bl otches, the door a |onger snmear of brightness. Doc, aware the sounds had ceased
veered through the door

No nmen were in the room And Doc, |ooking, saw that all doors were cl osed

The pig was reared up agai nst one wall, squealing, sniffing and pawing |like a dog. H's
performance was full of neaning

Doc went to the spot in which the pig was interested. He took only a split second to |l ocate the
secret door

Wien the panel was opened, Habeas grunted |oudly and dived through. The inpact of his feet on the
stone steps was a staccato rattle which blended as al nost one sound

Doc raked his flash beam al ong the passage. At his feet were lunps of rent masonry. Planks had
been spread over a hole in the floor—a hole opened by Long Tom and Johnny’s grenade, although Doc
had as yet no way of know ng that

The bronze man stepped over the boards bridging the aperture, and went on, comng to the bl ank
end. One gl ance told himwhat Long Tom and Johnny had failed to realize: There was no secret door
this end. The stone wall was solid

St ooping swiftly, Doc grabbed Habeas Corpus by the handi est projection—ene winglike ear. Carrying
the shoat, the bronze man started back toward the steps

Somewhere in the passage, there must be a hidden aperture, he thought. Habeas’'s action had shown
that Monk nust have gone down the stairs

Doc eyed the plank-covered hole in the floor, intending to investigate it first. He had taken
only a few steps when the hinged floor went down.

=]

Chapter XXI|I. LOCKED ROOM

PRECEDI NG the fol ding of the trap-door floor, there was a faint click and grate of machinery
Slight this was, but coupled with Doc’s quick reasoning that the blind passage had sone
significance, it was sufficient to warn him

The passage was narrow. Doc twi sted, junped, and planted his feet against one wall. Hi s shoul ders
sl ammed agai nst the other wall. The stone was rough, and he nanaged to wedge there

When the trap was down, his flashlight showed the water pit beneath

He began to work for the stairs. It would have been a slow, |aborious task for ordinary nuscles
but the bronze man was not in that category. He gained the solidity of the steps just as a slab of
stone, ostensibly part of the passage wall, hinged back

Conte Cozonac | ooked out. It was doubtful if the fat man even saw Doc, for a bronze nallet of a
fist, lashing against his face, was | arge enough to cover nouth, nose and eyes conpletely. The
revol utioni st | eader was driven backward so forcibly that his arns whi pped around and stuck out
straight in front of him

He went down heavily, and nomentumlifted his heels into the air. They canme back to the fl oor
with a distinct crack. Crinson seeped from Cozonac's pul ped |ips and unshaped nose

The bi g-bodi ed dwarf, Mita, was standi ng behind Conte Cozonac, but nanaged to dodge with a
terrier alacrity. He held a gun, fired it while still in the air. It was an unained bullet, and went
wild. The report was ear-splitting in the confines of the narrow stone corridor which led, at a
gentl e sl ope, downward.

Mita’'s leap carried himforcibly against the wall, and this ruined his second shot. There was no
third. The m dget was scooped up, held with a steel-banded efficiency, and the gun was literally



m |l ked fromhis clutch by bronze fingers.

Carrying the hideous little dwarf, Doc charged forward. He held Mita’'s gun ready. The bronze man
rarely enployed firearns in personal conbat, his reason being that he considered reliance on a gun
bad policy.

The passage veered and opened into a large room A man in the uniformof a revolutionist waited
there, with a pistol. He had the weapon ready, but did not fire at once for fear of hitting Mita,
who was clanped in front of Doc’s chest, a kicking, screeching, rather ineffective shield. The

sol dier shifted his pistol, endeavoring to get a bead on Doc’s skull.

The gun Doc had taken from Miuta whacked an earsplitting thunder. The soldier’s armfolded as if

it had acquired an extra joint between wist and el bow. The pistol slipped frombetween his fingers.
Doc, lunging on into the room swept himaside. He glinpsed Monk, Johnny, Long Tom and Ham
arrayed al ong the wall, each bound securely.

TWO nmen in the regalia of the rebel forces—the officer who belonged to Conte Cozonac's staff, and
one other—were running forward. They grasped automatics which had barrels alnost as long and thin as
pencil s.

The subterranean chanber convul sed again as Doc’s captured gun drove | ead. The weapon was smal |

in his mghty hand, alnost hidden, and its nuzzle flame was a nmaroon spark that junped out of his
fist.

The forenpst of the two soldiers screanmed, went weak in the knees, and quite pale. Doc’s bullet

had mangl ed the fellow s hand against the grip of the automatic. The rebel’s pistol hit the floor at
his feet, bounced, and spun like a top. The man, interested only in his agony, and goggling at his
shattered hand, nade no effort to secure the firearm

The survivor—the staff officer—tost his nerve. The beating he had taken from Long Tomearlier in
the ni ght probably hel ped. He dropped his gun and jutted his arns overhead. The nad desire to get

hi s hands very high caused himto raise up on tiptoe.

Nu!" he shrieked. "No! Do not shoot!"

Doc Savage hurriedly searched the prisoners, relieving them of weapons.

Renny | unbered into the underground room which was lighted fromthe ceiling by fairly efficient
gasoline lanterns. King Dal Le Gal bin, his daughter, and Captain Henri Flancul foll owed.

Captain Flancul gl anced over the scene.

Buna!" he exclainmed. "Good! You have captured them | wll go back outside and see if there are
others."

He whirled and vani shed down the passage toward the exit.

Doc and Renny hurriedly untied Monk and the others.

"Blast it!" Mnk grow ed. "There's another exit fromthis place. They used it to get around
behind me and Ham That's how they grabbed us."

"Where is this other exit?" Doc denmanded.

Monk pointed. "Over there."

The bronze nman noved across the room Around the walls, |ong work benches were arrayed. These
hel d netal working machinery and nmany tools. Some boxes were stacked in a corner, a few of them
enpty; but some held wire, others nmetal in the shape of thin sheets and hollow, |ight tubes.
This stuff, Doc decided, was part of the raw material from which the nystery weapons were being
manuf actured. But there was no sign of the weapons thensel ves.

Doc found the rear exit. This was in the formof a | adder which led up to a trap door that opened
silently under his shove. He cl anbered out and found hinmself in a rear roomof the old stone house.
The trap was in the door.

Crouching there, Doc |listened. He heard steps—ene nman.

"Captain Flancul," Doc call ed.

"Yes?" canme Flancul’s voice.

"Find anybody?"

"No one. | shall search outside, though."

Using his flashlight, Doc went over the house rapidly. The furniture was ancient, worn. Sone of
the pi eces possibly possessed great value as antiques.

A cranped chanber held a thin-1egged, elaborately carved desk which Doc opened.

Pi geon hol es contai ned nunerous papers and |letters. Mre docunments were wei ghted down by a

t el ephone.

Doc nmoved the instrunent aside, and scrutinized the papers. The Cal bi an | anguage he read
fluently. The docunents were of an innocent nature, being bills and social letters, but the
addresses they bore were interesting.

Every m ssive was addressed to Conte Cozonac. It appeared that Conte Cozonac owned this house.
Doc’s scrutiny was very rapid; he seemed only to glance over the letters.

Then he lifted the receiver fromthe hook and |istened. There was the usual w re humm ng sound.
Anot her sound, too! Low and regular, it was not unlike the note of a wind blow ng past a transmtter



at the other end of the wire.

A man was listening at the other end. The hissing was his breathing.

Doc was i nmobile a nonent. Then the tendons enw apping his throat tensed, and he began to speak.
From his |lips came an exact imtation of Conte Cozonac’s bubbling voice.

"Yes?" he said in Cal bian, mnmcking Conte Cozonac’s voi ce.

Wth this trick, he had thought to get sonme information of value fromthe person on the other end
of the wire. Instead, he got a gust of harsh, ugly laughter.

"Stop that!" Doc rapped, using Conte Cozonac’'s tones of rage. "Wat do you | augh at?"

The mirth died. There was silence; then the other spoke.

"A score of pardons, Dommul e Cozonac. The |aughter had nothing to do with you. |Is everything all
right?"

"All satisfactory," Doc replied. "Have you a report?"

Again, there was pause. During the wait, Doc heard, some distance fromthe other instrument, the
faint challenge of a mlitary sentry.

Then: "No report, Domul e Cozonac," said the voice.

Doc prepared to put nore questions, but a click came over the wire. The other had hung up.

Doc hesitated, then replaced his own receiver and went back toward the underground room

He had recogni zed the voice on the end of the line. It was another of Conte Cozonac’s rebel staff
of ficers. No doubt the man had spoken fromthe rebel encanpnent—the challenge of the sentry, faintly
overheard, had told Doc that.

The staff officer, Doc reflected, nmust have been on the wire awaiting a report fromhis chief.

HAD Doc Savage been present at the other end of the phone Iine when the staff official hung up,
he woul d have received sonething of a shock. The staff nman was excited. He waved his arns at the
others in the headquarters tent.

"The bronze man!" he barked. "Savage nust have imtated Domul e Cozonac’s voice!"

Qut si de, weapons rattled and feet tranped. A squad of men was assenbling.

"Cone!" snapped the staff officer.

He ran outside, the others following him Three notor trucks rolled up, large, open affairs
intended to accommobdate troops.

"How do you know it was Savage’'s voi ce you heard?" demanded soneone.

"It had to be Savage speaking," retorted the other. "Conte Cozonac and Muta and the others are
prisoners. It is not likely they escaped."

"But how did you know+

"No time for talk now, ny friend!"

"Load!" crackled a comrand.

The soldiers clanbered into the trucks; the staff officer and his aides followed. Truck engines
noaned; wheels threw nud and water; the machines |unbered forward.

They took a road which |l ed toward the ol d house on the nmountain top.

"Hurry!" the staff man snarled repeatedly. "W nust reach the place before Savage takes Conte
Cozonac away."

The truck engi nes | abored; the vehicles bounced over rocks.

"Can it be that Doc Savage suspects our comi ng?" denanded a nan.

"He does not suspect," grunted the staff official. "W will take himby surprise.”

WHEN Doc Savage entered the underground roomin the stone house, Long Tom the electrical w zard,
asked, "Learn anything, Doc?"

"This is Conte Cozonac’s house."

"Hmnmm"

"There is a phone upstairs, a direct line, it seens, to the revol utionist canp."

Long Tom squi nted. "The phone help you any?"

"No. There was a staff officer at the other end. But | didn't have much luck punping him"

Ham was roam ng anong the work benches and packing cases, apparently in search of his sword cane.
Usual | y dapperly clad, the | awer was now sonething of a weck. H s coat and shirt were al nost torn
of f; his knuckles were skinned. One eye was in the process of turning bl ack.

"Blast it!" he growled. "What'd they do with ny sword cane?"

The honely Monk call ed, "Conme here, Habeas!"

The grotesque-| ooking shoat trotted up.

"Hel p the shyster hunt his sword cane, Habeas," Mnk directed. "Savvy sword cane? The thing he's
all the time tryin’ to wallop you with. Go find!"

Habeas trotted off.

King Dal Le Gal bin stood near by, keeping an eye on the prisoners. Attractive Princess Qusta was
at his side, but her attention was not on the captives. She was watching Doc Savage-when she could
do so wi thout the bronze man noti ci ng.

There was in Princess Gusta's eyes, when they rested upon Doc Savage, an unusual warnth. It was
barely possible that this was sinple gratitude. But the young woman herself was not sure. Fromthe



momrent of her first glinpse of the renarkabl e bronze man, she had been in sonething of a state of
m nd.

Princess Qusta Le Gal bin, without being aware of it, was a pleasurable victimof the unique
attraction which the big bronze man exerted upon nenbers of the opposite sex. This magnetic charm
for femninity was one quality Doc had not devel oped by careful exercise. It came fromhis
personal ity, unusual physique, and his undeni abl e handsoneness. It was, in fact, a power which Doc
woul d gladly have gotten rid of. It frequently caused hi menbarrassnent.

There was no provision for any woman, however desirable, to play a part in his perilous career.
Captain Henri Flancul cane down the stone stairs and into the workroom

Buna! " he said. "Good! There is no one lurking outside. | have searched thoroughly."

"Fine," runbled big-fisted Renny. "W can | ook this joint over without bein" interrupted."”

"The nysterious weapons are stored here sonewhere,” gaunt Johnny rem nded them

Captain Henri Flancul clicked off a precise mlitary salute and a deep bow before Doc Savage.
"Conte Cozonac and Muta are prisoners. The nystery weapons are al nost in our hands."

"The job is not done, by any neans," Doc rem nded him

Captain Flancul saluted again. "True. The master mind nust be trapped. But | have confidence that
you will seize him"

Doc surveyed the workroom The walls of stone were broken in the rear by a wooden door of
ponderous tinbers. A netal bar crossed this, the end being slotted and fitted over a thick steel
stapl e. A padl ock, |ooped through the staple, made a stout fastening for the door.

Long Tom follow ng Doc’s gaze, stated, "I think the infernal machines are behind that door."
At his words, Doc swung to the panel.

Ham noving to follow him jerked to a halt and stared. "Well, that pig finally did sonething
worth while," he said.

Habeas Corpus, the grotesque shoat, had succeeded in locating the | awyer’s sword cane. Ham
secured it hastily.

Doc Savage inspected the |ock on the door.

"I't won't be difficult to open," he decided.

Chapter XXIIl. THE HUNDRED PERI LS

DOC got a hammer from one of the benches and went to work on the | ock. He struck rapidly; sparks
flew, then the steel began to give.

The | ock surrendered. Doc renpved the bar and gave the door a shove.

"Who' s gonna guard the prisoners!" Renny booned.

Nobody volunteered to stand watch. They were all too desirous of seeing the nystery weapon.
"Monk, Ham " Doc said, "it's up to you."

"Aw," Monk grunbled. "OK, Doc."

He and Ham stayed behind, scowing blackly at the prisoners. The latter were all conscious by
now, but had w apped thenselves in a great silence, except for an occasional frightful groan from
the pair who had been hit by Doc’s bullets.

Doc | ed the way through the opened door.

The chanber beyond was | ong and | ow of ceiling. Extensive racks had been hastily assenbled with
crude lunber. These were in the nature of cradl es—and they held the nystery weapons.

For sone seconds, Doc and the others surveyed the place in silence.

"Holy cow " grunted Renny.

Skel eton-t hin Johnny echoed his pet ejaculation, "I'Il be superanal ganated!"

"Nearly a hundred of ‘em" Long Tom cal cul ated al oud.

King Dal Le Galbin and Princess Gusta said nothing, but stared at the devices blankly, as if not
fully conprehending their nature.

Cum-t" Captain Henri Flancul began, then changed to English. "Wat are they?"

"They look like little airplanes," Renny offered.

"They are," Doc said.

"Huh?"

"Aérial torpedoes."

The bronze man stepped close to make an inspection. The tubul ar bodies of the aérial torpedoes
possessed a |l ength of several feet, and were made of sone thin, light alloy netal. Attached to the
rear were control fins which did not differ greatly fromthe conventional airplane type.

The wings were not in place, but were bound securely with cords to the torpedo-shaped fusel ages.
"Partially dismantled for convenience in noving," Doc decided. "Wngs can be attached in a

hurry.”
Renny began funbling with one of the devices.
"Careful!" Doc warned.

"Think | want to set it off?" Renny snorted.
He got a snall lid open and exami ned the inside. "These babies run with tiny silenced gasoline



nmotors," he call ed.

Doc bent over the aérial torpedo.

"Mdotors such as these were in use as far back as the Wirld War days. Exhaust is conveyed into
mufflers, fromwhich it escapes with conparative silence. In this case there is only a shrill
whi stling, a sound which your ears failed to detect when the infernal things were sent against us in
New York."

"But how are they directed at a target?" Renny demanded. "By radi o?"

"Not radio," Doc decided. "The secret of their uncanny accuracy is Baron Damtru Mendl’s
invention."

H s movenments careful, the bronze man del ved deeper into the sinister contrivance.

The explosive came to light. The stuff was in a nmetal container, insulated against vibration by
spring suspension.

"Conpressed trinitrotoluene,” he decided.

"What is that?" Princess Gusta asked curiously.

"T.N.T."

"Ch!" the young wonan shivered. "ls there nuch of it?"

"Enough to scatter this end of the mountain over a good deal of Calbia," Doc told her. "But don't
worry; the stuff has to be touched off. In the case of these things, that happens when they strike a
solid body. There is a sinple percussion detonator arrangenent."

Doc explored further into the innards of the torpedoes. Intricate apparatus cane to light. The
mechani smwas el ectrical in nature, but its construction was unlike anything the bronze man had ever
seen before. There were vacuum tubes, coils, batteries, anplifying transforners.

Mounted on the belly of each torpedo was a long netal tube. This faced forward and was open at
one end. Wres ran fromit to the apparatus.

Doc probed in the tube. "Pretty ingenious," he remarked.

"How are the things guided, Dommul e Savage?" questioned Captain Henri Flancul

Doc straightened. "Well— He went silent. Then his weird trilling note cane into being, ranged
the musical scale briefly, and ebbed away.

"What is it?" Renny booned.

"Footsteps!" Doc rasped. "Sounds like forty or fifty nen!"

Qui ckly Doc lunged for the steps.

Monk waved at the captives. "lI’mgonna tie these cookies up. Then Ham and nme can help in the
scrap.”

"Tie “‘emtight."

Monk grinned fiercely. "Wn't |, though?" he grated.

Doc mounted the steps, the others trailing him They got upstairs, then came to a halt.

The ni ght outside was ablaze with flares. Through the rain they could see nebul ous, fast-noving
figures.

"Got us surrounded!" Long Tom groaned.

Doc reconnoitered briefly.

"They were careful!" he said, sober voiced. "I did not hear their approach in time."

Long Tom breat hed, "You nean—

"We haven’t a chance of getting out of here undiscovered,"” Doc told him

"They' re creeping up on all sides," Johnny inparted, after peering into the rain.

Renny, with the forethought of a man who had been in tough spots before, |unged for the nearest
light, intent on extinguishing it.

"Let it burn," Doc told him

"But it'll show us up!" Renny booned.
"Dousing the light will tell themwe know they are coming," Doc corrected. "Let them get close.
W' Il use sone of these."

Frominside his clothing, Doc Savage produced several netal bulbs not quite as |large as hen
eggs—gas.

"But these devils may have gas masks," Captain Flancul pointed out.

"Their masks will be no protection against this,"” Doc told him "The vapor has nerely to come in
contact with the skin to produce an agony which will render them hel pl ess, although it will do no
real ly serious damage."

Chapter XXI'V. THE FI RE

PRI NCESS GUSTA said, "G ve nme a gun, soneone!"

Renny passed her one of the pistols which had been taken fromthe captives bel ow

"We'd better scatter, and watch fromthe wi ndows of the roons that are dark," the big-fisted
engi neer boored softly.

He and Captain Henri Flancul scuttled through a door.

Ham and Monk came up the narrow stone steps fromthe subterranean region.

"Quiet!" Doc warned them "Keep out of sight."

"How d you reckon they got tipped that we had grabbed Conte Cozonac and Mita?" Monk breat hed.



"That," Doc replied grimy, "is a mystery."
Princess Gusta, standing close beside the bronze man, asked, "Is there—nuch danger?"
"Enough that you had better go below," Doc breathed back.
The girl shuddered.

Nu! And get near the explosive in the torpedoes? No!"
"If the stuff should detonate, we would be no better off here. A single one would bl ow this house
to bits."
Then, as a partially reassuring afterthought, Doc added, "But they’'re not going to expl ode—+et us
hope. "
For a time there was nothing but the sob and gurgle of the rain. A gusty breeze carried a fine
spray inside, and it was like a cold, ghostly touch on their bare skin.
From outsi de, a voice called in Cal bian.
"We know you have di scovered our arrival!" the fellow shouted. "You will surrender at once!"
The shout noved Doc to cyclone action. He flashed backward, dived into one of the darkened roons.
Renny was at the wi ndow there. Doc went on to another chanber, and found Captain Henri Flancul.
"The devils!" Captain Flancul snarled. "Sonething warned themthat we knew of their arrival. Wat
was it?"
W thout answering, Doc went on to the other roons. King Dal Le Gal bin occupied one, Monk and Ham
another. Al expressed puzzl enent.
Returning to the | arge chanber, Doc extingui shed the Iights.
"This," he said quietly, "is going to be tough."
Bef ore many nonents had el apsed, the voice outside called out again.
"You have no chance! Messengers have gone back to the revol utionist canp to get field guns! W
wi Il blow that house to pieces!"
Doc answered himin Calbian. "Are you forgetting that we have your aérial torpedoes here? They
wi || nmake short work of your field guns.”
The other | aughed harshly. "They might, if we used notor trucks or tractors to pull the guns. But
we will do nothing so crude as that. The nmessengers have orders to bring the guns with horses."
Monk, fingering a captured pistol, hopefully inquired, "How about tryin’ a shot at his voice,
Doc?"
"Sounds as if he were behind the wall, and you won’t hit him" Doc replied. "But go ahead.
Shooting has got to start some tine."
"I also shall try ny marksmanship," gritted Captain Henri Flancul.
Monk and Captain Flancul fired together. Their answer was a jeering yell fromoutside, then a
drumm ng volley of rifle, machine gun, and pistol fire. The stone walls stopped many of the bullets,
but others jangled the glass out of the w ndows, chewed at the door frame, and made dull poppings as
they tore through the roof.
The fusillade gave no indication of subsiding.
"Long Toml " Doc call ed.
"Over here!" answered the electrical w zard from bel ow a w ndow.
"Get on to that portable radio transnmitter and contact the Cal bian arny station at San Bl azna,"
Doc directed. "Have them send planes to chase these birds off. Your H ghness"—to the ki ng—you'd
better help him Your fliers will be nore speedy if they know you are in trouble."
Captain Henri Flancul murnmured, "The portable radios that are a part of the |istening devices! |
had forgotten them Qur position is not so bad, after all."
"Everybody el se scatter to the wi ndows," Doc suggested. "Keep under cover, and give an alarmif
they try to rush us. W' Il save the gas grenades as a last resort."
Several mnutes dragged away, the firing continuing its mad rattle. COccasional bullets ricocheted
in the room screamng shrilly. But the defenders were well sheltered, and no one was hit. A portion
of the roof, weakened by the | eaden hail, caved in.
Monk fired twi ce through a wi ndow.
"No," Doc told him "Let ne do the shooting, unless things get too bad."
From an underarm hol ster, padded so that its presence was hardly noticeable, the bronze nan drew
one of his tiny superfiring pistols, the nagazine charged with nmercy bullets. He chose his tine, and
fired quickly through a w ndow.
A rebel machine gun pronptly went silent.
Princess CQusta, finding herself beside Mnk, breathed curiously, "Wiy did he tell you not to
shoot ?"
"He doesn’t want anybody killed," Mnk expl ai ned.
"But he is shooting—
"Mercy bullets,” Mnk finished for her. "They don't kill anybody—ust lay ‘emout."
"But they are trying to—
"Massacre us?" Mnk snorted. "Sure, | know. But things never get bad enough to nake Doc
deliberately kill. I'Il say this, though—guys who m x with himkinda have a habit of windin up as
victins of their own traps."
Long Tom and King Dal Le Gal bin had found a wi ndow ess cubby—a closet off the kitchen—wahere they



coul d use the radi o without danger of getting shot. The pair approached Doc after a tine, crawing
al ong the floor.

"We contacted the Royalist arny air station," Long Tominparted. "A flight of bonbing and pursuit
pl anes are gonna take off right away."

"Excel l ent!" exclai med Captain Henri Flancul fromthe darkness nearby.

Doc Savage began shifting fromone roomto another. Choosing nonents when the barrage sl ackened
slightly, he discharged sharp bursts fromhis superfirer. A nost every burst silenced a besieger.
Comi ng upon Monk in the roomwhere the trap door |led to the subterranean roons, Doc directed,
"Better tag me around, Monk."

"Huh?" Monk was dunbfounded. "Leave here?"

"Ri ght"

"But the prisoners mght get away."

"Monk, | have been thinking," Doc said dryly. "The result is a great suspicion. Let's try
sonet hi ng. "

Toget her, they worked toward the front of the house. Monk was puzzl ed, wonderi ng why Doc want ed
himto | eave the trap-door room

"What gets nme is why they don't charge the place," he grunmbled. "You d think they knew about the
gas grenades."

"They probably do."

"For the |love of Mke! You ain't kiddin ?"

On the echo of Monk’s words all gun fire suddenly ceased.

"What’'s this mean?" Monk grunted.

"Stand still!" Doc breathed. "I believe nmy ruse is going to work."

For once, the bronze man’s tone held enptions, tension.

"You're talkin' riddles,” Mnk groaned. "What'd |eavin’ the roomhave to do—

"Wait!"

They did not have long to wait, perhaps a m nute.

Then Renny’s great voice roared. "Conte Cozonac—Mita—the others! They' ve all got away!"

Doc Savage seened to have been waiting for that. He pitched i nmediately for the other room His
flashlight came out and darted |um nance. No one was in the big room

Doc ran on and w enched open the door of the chanber which held the trap door—he room whi ch Monk
had occupied a few m nutes before.

Leaping flanes confronted them The whole floor was afire.

Monk how ed, "Were’'d they go?"

"Qut the back wi ndow" Renny shouted. "That’'s why the shooting stopped. Their pals were givin
‘ema chance to get away."

Monk started for the door, as if intent on pursuing Conte Cozonac and the other culprits. He
changed his m nd when the barrage of machine gun and rifle fire suddenly resuned.

Flat on the floor, the honely chemi st snarled, "But | tied thembirds nyself. They couldn't get
| oose! "

"Well, they did," Renny thunped. "I heard ‘emrunnin’ away."

Monk scuttled toward the secret door which led into the underground regions. "I'mgonna | ook for
nysel f," he said.

Doc trod at his heels.

Behi nd them fl ames crackl ed and roared. Snoke billowed, and mingled with it was a distinctive
odor—a tang of gasoline. The floors of the flam ng room nust have been drenched with the stuff. That
expl ained the rapid spread of the bl aze.

Monk and Doc reached the workroom

"Look!" Mdnk gritted, pointing.

The ropes which had bound the | ate captives were heaped on the floor. They had not been untied.
"Cut!" Monk runbl ed, excitenment making his usually small voice alnost as |loud as Renny’s roar.
"Sonebody used a knife on the ropes!"

Doc Savage went on to the storeroom which held the aérial torpedoes. He noved al ong the racks
supporting the contrivances, scrutinizing each one closely.

Then he sighed an audi bl e relief-sonething he very sel dom di d—and said, "Was afraid they mght’ve
left a time-fuse connection on one of the things. They didn't."

Monk, gaping at the arrayed instrunents of death, failed to share Doc’s cheerful ness.

He pointed at an enpty rack. "Hey! Wasn't there a torpedo on here?"

"There was."

Monk’ s jaw sagged, and his hairy hands nade nervous gestures, as he asked, "The prisoners took
one of the torpedoes with ‘em when they escaped?"

"They did," Doc replied.

Chapter XXV. THE PLOT MASTER
MONK was in anything but a happy frame of mnd, and Doc Savage's next words did nothing to cheer
him



"The chances are that they took the torpedo with the idea of sending it back at us," offered the
bronze man

Monk experienced difficulty in swallow ng. Then events of the |ast few mi nutes, upstairs, took on
signi fi cance

"Doc, you got me out of the roomwhere the fire is! You did that deliberately, so that they could

escape. "

"Sonething like that."

"But why?"

"It |1ooked like the sinplest solution of this whole nmess."

The chemi st groaned audibly. "You're way out of ny depth. If this is a solution, well, |-hope it

is a solution.”

Doc studied the ceiling. It was of concrete, steel reénforced, and the storeroom being rather far
under ground, several feet of earth |ay between thensel ves and the burni ng room above

"The heat won't expl ode these," the bronze nman deci ded, and touched one of the aérial mssiles
"Maybe not," Monk nuttered. "But | know dugouts and how expl osives work on ‘“em This ain't deep
enough to protect us fromthe T.N.T. in that infernal machine they took away with ‘em"

Doc noved toward the stairs, ascended them and found Renny and Ham endeavoring to extinguish the
gasoline fire, but w thout noticeable success. The hail of |ead fromthe besiegers was a handi cap
"No use!" Renny said hollowmy. "The floor is dry, and the gasoline set the stuff off Ilike
tinder."

Doc denanded, "Where are the others?"

"Sonme of ‘emare watching fromthe wi ndows. That crew outside may try to rush us."

From the kitchen Princess Gusta Le Galbin called, "Here are pots and pans and a bucket or two. W
can carry water fromthat trap-door pit underground.”

Doc and Monk ran to get the receptacles

"You," Doc infornmed the young woman, "are what Anericans call a brick."

Monk tried to chuckle, produced an eerie croak instead, and put forth a second effort which was
noderately hearty. The chem st was visioning immnent arrival of the missing aérial torpedo. He had
seen enough of the things to know what the result would be

"Doc doesn’'t pass out many conplinents, Your Highness," he told Princess CGusta

"So | have noticed," she said dryly.

Monk caught her doubl e meaning, but did not feel like remarking upon it. Young wonen, especially
those as attractive as this one, were usually accustoned to flattery of the sort sonmetines called
"sweet nothings." Doc did not go in for that sort of thing. Mnk decided the princess was piqued
They filled the buckets and kettles in the water trap from which Ham had rescued his sword cane
using the aperture opened by Long Tom and Johnny’s grenade for the purpose. Transferring the water
to the fire was a ticklish, dangerous procedure

In another part of the house, nore of the roof, rent by machi ne-gun slugs, collapsed. Shot sounds
were steady thunder out in the rain.

"We can keep the fire from spreadi ng beyond the gasoline-soaked area,"” Doc concl uded, after

wat ching the effects of their first bucket-brigade effort

"Wonder why they started the fire?" Mnk pondered. "Trying to burn us out?"

"No," Doc told him "They did it to furnish what you mght call a magnet for their aérial bonb."
Monk dropped his kettle. "Huh?"

"The aérial bonbs are attracted by heat."

Long Tom appeared in time to hear the last statement. The pallid electrical w zard strained
fingers through his hair and shook his head slowy.

"But Doc, | supposed the torpedoes were guided by sone radi o adaptation."”

Doc was silent, seemingly listening

"Baron Damitru Mendl’s invention is an eye which, in connection with the usual relays and
mechani sm enpl oyed in radio-directing, sends the aérial torpedoes toward objects enmtting heat," he
offered. "You will recall that all of the objects struck in the past were giving off heat—airplane
notors, boat engines, notor cars, even a canp fire."

Monk shuddered. "W can’t get this fire out. Let’'s clear outa here before the bonb strikes."

In the pause which followed, the clanmor of machi ne guns and the squeal, rip and bite of striking
bul l ets, appeared to take on a nore deadly | oudness

"We couldn’'t make it," Doc declared quietly. "The gunners are too far away to reach with our
grenades. "

"Holy cow " Renny boomed. "How can you take this so easy, Doc? Wen that thing hits—blooie! It's
curtains!"

Doc said, "Take it easy."

"Blast it! | ain't got your nerves!"

Long Tom his voice strained and shrill, managed a gurgle that was neant for a | augh

"I"d like to go out knowing nmore about this eye that Baron Danmitru Mendl invented, Doc."

The bronze man knocked shut the door of the room fromwhich the flanes were conming, so that the
light fromw thin mght not betray them



"The secret of the eye’'s ability to literally see and guide the torpedoes to any hot object in
darkness, fog or even a snoke screen is found in a well-known scientific principle.”

King Dal Le Galbin cane crawiing in fromone of the other roons, shouting, "They seemto be
movi ng back farther fromthe house!"

"Gettin out of the way of the bl ow up," Mnk groaned silently; then aloud: "Wat is that
scientific principle, Doc?"

"Any object that is warner than its surroundings gives off beans of radiant heat," Doc stated.
"The heat froman ordinary radiator is an exanple. These rays penetrate darkness and snoke."
The rul er of Cal bia snapped, "This is a fine tine to be discussing scientific principles!"
"Dry up!" Monk grunted, their danger naking his tenper short.

Doc continued as if there had been no interruption.

"The heat rays are invisible to the naked eye, although you can detect them by other nethods.
Hol di ng your hand near the source of heat—the radiator for instance—+s the sinplest way."

"Hurry it up, Doc!" Long Tom groaned. "I know nmy hair is turning white!"

"Baron Damitru Mendl’'s eye for detecting these heat rays is sinply a photo-electric cell of

remar kabl e sensitivity," Doc finished. "The nechani sm which causes the eye to point, |like a conpass
needl e, at the source of the rays, is too conplicated to explain without illustrative draw ngs. But

it is not newin principle. The eye, due to its astounding sensitivity, will sight a hot object from
a consi derabl e di stance."

"1 know why you pulled that box of |ighted stoves along behind our plane," Mnk grunted. "The
heat was greater than that given off by our plane engines, and thus decoyed the torpedo."

Doc began, "Yes. That—=

He went silent.

Through the gunfire, the hungry bullet noises and the rain came a nutter that all recognized
instantly.

A pl ane nmotor had started.

"My arny fliers!" King Dal Le Gal bin gasped.

"N x," Monk discouraged him "It’'s sonebody takin' our plane up."

The nmotor sound drummed, ebbed, rolled out again as the notors were warned; and after a while it
took on a changed note, shriller, nmore forceful.

"They're in the air!" Renny runbl ed.

The mul tiple bawl of exhausts went faint, then began to grow rapidly | ouder.

"They clinbed for sonme altitude," Doc decided al oud. "Now they’'re com ng back, probably to turn
the aérial torpedo |oose."

Renny knocked his big fists together, and that noise was audi bl e over the other uproar.

"Run for it, eh?" he cried. "Maybe we got a chance?"

Doc’s one word was an enphatic crash. "No!"

They waited. Doc was notionless, saying nothing nore. His five nen, having before been in peril
as great as this and having seen the amazing man of bronze extricate hinself with some bit of master
strategy, were not entirely without hope.

But there was always a chance of a slip. Doc, for all of his fabulous ability, was no
supernatural personality. This m ght be the one tinme his plans would go wong. The five were
undeni ably scared.

The pl ane roar was a thing approachi ng thunder.

Princess Gusta gripped Doc’s arm

"l guess I'mnot a brick, after all," she breathed thickly. "I'm-scared. AwWfully scared!"

This was the psychol ogi cal nmoment to drop an arm around the young worman’s shoul der, and that was
concei vably what she expected. Doc di sappoi nted her.

"Cover your head with your arns," he directed. "The blast may knock the roof down on us."

The explosion did do exactly that, but it was a | ead-shattered section of the roof which did
fall, not the entire covering.

The very air itself took on the aspect of white-hot flane that blinded. There was shock agai nst
their eardrums, a slamof air that alnmost split the menbranes. Rai ndrops, com ng downward by the
gal l ons, sheeted on the house and through the hol es.

The part of the roof collapsed, its drop a crack and roar.

The shooting stopped as if some magi ¢ had caused every gun to run out of ammunition at the sane
i nstant.

Silence foll owed. Probably the flames crackled and some rain fell, but the force of the blast had
rendered their ears insensitive to such mnor noises.

Ten seconds, twenty, the pause |lasted. Then Thunp! The sound of a fall was heavy, and not far
of f.

"The plane motors," Doc said.

There came a crash; then |lesser clatters.

"That will be the rest of the plane," surm sed Doc.

After atime, the rain grew steady in its washing downpour, but the gunfire did not renew.
Habeas Corpus, the pig, grunted a fewtines, as if in conplaint, until Mnk prom sed audibly to



pul |l off his oversize ears and nmake Ham a present of them Monk sounded |ike a man enjoying one of
the happi est nmoments of a lifetime, or maybe the nost relieved nmonments

"The aérial torpedo backfired on ‘em eh, Doc?" Mnk asked. "How cone?"

"There was," Doc enlightened him "a netal box in the tail portion of the plane, far back."

"The one you brought fromthe shack—the case w thout any nunbers on it?" mallet-fisted Renny
interjected.

"That's it. It held apparatus which emtted rays that attracted the photo-electric eye in the
aérial torpedo."

"Holy cowl But wasn’t it hot enough to attract attention?"

Doc shook his head. "The business of these rays is conplicated. They go through solids—they're
possibly a formof atomic stream Science really doesn’t know nuch about them But the rays can be
created and sent out without a great deal of heat."

Renny nade a long face. "Too conplicated for ne!"

"Consi der these heat rays and X-rays as having sonewhat the sane qualities. Does that make it

si nmpl er ?"

"Sure."

"All right. The box in the plane emtted the rays in great quantities. | left it there to draw
any aérial torpedo which mght be |aunched at us."

"l getcha."

"But wasn’'t they afraid the plane notors would draw the torpedo after it was |aunched?" Mnk put
in.

"The fire here in the house would be the stronger attraction, especially since the eye was
pointed at the fire. But the device in the box was powerful enough to turn the contrivance back."
No shots had conme from outside. Doc thunbed a flashlight and ranged its beam over those assenbl ed
in the room

"Notice one of our party is mssing
The others stared about.

he said grimy

"Captain Flancul!" gasped Princess CGusta. "Were is he?"

"l didn't see himthrough the last half of the scrap!" Mnk nuttered

"Maybe he was caught under a piece of the roof when it fell!" Renny booned, and wheeled as if to
search

"Captain Fl ancul was caught—but not under the roof," Doc said quietly. "The expl osion overhead
got him"

Princess Gusta brought a hand up and pressed it tightly to her eyes. "Then Captain Flancul —=
"Tel ephoned from here tonight, while pretending to search, and summpned the party of rebels who
are outside," Doc finished

Renny runbl ed rage. "Captain Flancul was the ringl eader?"

"Apparently. It was he who freed the prisoners."

"But, Doc, if you suspected—

"There was no proof against him" Doc explained. "Wen the rebel party came, it seened certain
that sone one had summoned them Captain Flancul was the |ogical one to suspect."

"But you let ‘imescape!"

"Let himgive hinself away," Doc corrected. "We know he is guilty. Qur job nowis to get him"

THE task of getting Captain Henri Flancul proved to be a nearly inpossible acconplishnent. Nor

was it any sinpler to seize Conte Cozonac and Mita

True, enough of their bodies was found to identify each. The trio had been in the death plane

There was not much nore to it

The Cal bi an Royal Air Force pilots arrived in a dozen pursuit planes and dispersed the

revol utioni st besiegers, shooting a few and chasing the others into the thick woodl and

A wounded rebel verified what Doc had surmised. Captain Henri Flancul was the instigator of the
revolt. He had stolen Baron Mendl’'s secret fromthe Cal bian war departnent archives. It was Captain
Fl ancul s weal th which had financed the purchase of rebel arns. He had fancied hinself as a nodern
Napol eon, this Captain Flancul. He had hoped to nmake hinmself King of Calbia, then, with Baron
Mendl s weird secret as a weapon, had contenpl ated conquest of surrounding countries

The injured rebel told sonething el se, too-he explained the fact that the aérial torpedo had been
used agai nst certain nmenbers of the revolutionist force. The victins had been nmen who disliked
Captain Flancul, nen who disagreed with his Napol eonic ideas. The torpedoes had been enpl oyed to put
them out of the way

DOC SAVAGE did not becone King of Calbia

King Dal Le Galbin, with fine trustful ness, did offer the bronze man a dictatorship by way of

reward. He was even insistent that Doc accept. But, since the revolution collapsed al nost as soon as
it was left |eaderless, Doc declined with fitting cerenony.

Princess Custa Le Galbin, especially entrancing in a creation of San Blazna's finest dressnaker

was on hand and heard Doc’s decision. She went away sonewhat tight-lipped, and was secluded in her



quarters the rest of the day, with not even her favorite lady-in-waiting admitted. That night, at
the royal banquet tended Doc and his nmen, even a heavy application of nmascara did not hide her red
eyel i ds.

"Doc sure slays ‘em"” Monk, |ooking nore apish than ever in evening clothes, told Ham

"It's too bad, you ape," Ham very natty in like regalia, retorted. "She’'s a swell girl."

Doc Savage did ask one boon before |eaving Cal bi a—which was granted. A sanple of the aérial

torpedo was sent to the war departnent of every country in Europe, together with detailed
information as to how objects emtting suitable heat could be used as a decoy for the devices, and
thus serve as a def ense.

"That gets rid of the terror of the thing," Doc decl ared.

Terror! The bronze man called the nenace of the uncanny aérial torpedoes that, not knowi ng of the
thing which he was next to encounter. Had he been a clairvoyant, he m ght conceivably have | ooked at
what he was to nmeet within a few weeks, and consider the nenace of the air mssiles of conparative
m | dness.

It began in London. A nman canme to Doc Savage. He brought with himterror, death, awf ul

nmystery—and a story.

Several hundred years ago, there had been a great city in the jungles of Indo China, a popul ous
city, with much wealth. One day, terror wal ked the streets—a thing so frightful that all the
inhabitants fled in frenzy, and no single one ever returned, so that the city stood yet in the
jungle, very nmuch as on the day it was abandoned, except for the encroaching creepers and plants.
The terror was still there—and sonmething else. That was the man’s story. It |ed Doc Savage and

his five aides to the nysterious horror of The Thousand- headed Man. Mnk naturally knew nothi ng of
t he unpl easant ness ahead when he suggested, "Say, Doc, how about takin' sort of a vacation for a few
weeks, here in Cal bia?" Ham overhearing the remark, snorted |loudly. Princess GQusta, Ham had not ed,
had turned to the pleasantly honely Monk for confort. Monk was doing very well as conforter. G ving
up the job did not appeal to him

THE END



