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Chapter |. THE PI CTURE OF DEATH

THEY kil l ed Doc Savage on Saturday.

It was chilly that afternoon, with a little snow falling, and the snow as hard as salt particles.
The wind had a hissing strength; it pounced on pedestrians and shook their overcoats and fl apped
their hat brins. Soldiers on the streets, and sailors in their w nter-issue peajackets, blew steam
on their fingers.

The man with the red hat and the blue arnband with the yell ow cross was not used to the cold, or

to the bite that winter has in New York, close to the sea. He cursed the weather fluently, with the
slightly accented voice of a man who can speak several |anguages.

Hi s red hat and bl ue-yell owcross arnband, incidentally, was his own idea of a disguise. Dress in
a bizarre outfit, he believed, and people wouldn't be able to recognize you when you dressed in
ordi nary cl ot hes.

He crossed Fifth Avenue and went into a restaurant, one of those white-enanel-and-chrone

qui ck- eat pl aces.

“Mug one and save the cow,” he told the waiter.

He grinned a little when he said that, for he liked to show his acquaintance with the | ocal
vernacul ar, in any part of the world where he happened to be.

Soon after he got his coffee black another man came in. This fellow | ooked very nmuch a gentleman.
He coul d have been a clerk in one of the insurance offices in the neighborhood, or a floorwal ker in
one of the big departnent stores, or anything el se genteel.

“Hello, Francis,” he said. He slid onto a stool beside the other. “Really, Francis, you |look a
holy horror in that red hat and with that idiotic arnband.”

Francis sugared his coffee. “Percy,” he said, “lI have argued psychol ogy with you before, so |

will not do so now | will just ask you one question: Do you think you could tell a peacock froma
chicken if they both had no feathers?”

Percy sneered. “Gve ne a glass of mlk,” he told the waiter, “with just a touch of chocolate in
it.” Hs sneer was polite. Everything he did was polite. He had a floorwal ker's manner without ever
havi ng been a fl oorwal ker.

“I't is a bitter day,” Francis said. “l thoroughly detest a climate like this.”

“Yes, it is very unpleasant,” Percy agreed.

The waiter went to the other end of the counter.

Francis said, “The new guns are in a car | rented, at the end of this block.”

“Have you tested them Francis?”

“Ch, naturally. They are very good weapons. Better, even, | think, than the Thonpson submachi ne
gun. They are of the sane caliber as the Thonpson, but | believe their reliability is greater since
the mechanismis sinpler. It follows that it would be, don't you think?”

“True,” Percy said. He consulted his wist watch. He showed Francis the time. “I believe we

shoul d be going, don't you?” he asked.

“By all neans,” Francis agreed.

THEY shot Doc Savage to pieces in the long narrow | obby hall of a m dtown skyscraper.

The building was one of the tallest in the city, in the world in fact, and the decorative notif

of its | obby was subdued nodernistic. The main | obby was a great vaul ted room where chandeliers hung
and where dozens, actually dozens, of elevators operated for the benefit of the tenants.

But Doc Savage's private elevator was apart fromthe others. Once it had been in the same bank
with the other elevators, but lately it had been changed, being now placed at the end of a snall
corridor that was a narrow thumb off the main | obby.



Percy and Francis took up a position at the mouth of this snmall blind hall, and there they
wai t ed.

“l do hope our calculations are sufficiently accurate that this will not be enbarrassing,”
Franci s remarked.
“Yes, indeed,” Percy agreed. “It would be such a bother.”

They stood there, two fine, kind, polite, suave-looking gentlenen who wouldn't be thought to have
an idea nore violent than what kind of a present to take the baby at home this evening, or, nmaybe,
when was the arny going to get around to needing them

“Ch, ny, | feel conspicuous,” Francis declared. “Suppose we seemto conduct a bit of a business
transaction, by way of nmaking ourselves |ess obvious.”

So they acted like two gentlenen with a transaction. They made it good, actually, with Francis
selling Percy an autonobile which had three good tires, but one that unfortunately wasn't so good.
They had a good deal of give-and-take over the condition of the fourth tire, and what brand it was,
how many nmiles were in it, and then Doc Savage cane out of the el evator.

I't was very skillful the way neither Percy nor Francis seened aware that Doc Savage was stepping
out of the private el evator.

“Ah, the time is one thirty,” said Francis.

“M. Savage's lunch hour,” Percy agreed.

“Wth the Scientific C ub?”

“Yes, with the Scientific Cub,” said Percy quietly. “"The Scientific Cub nmenbers are going to
be di sappointed, aren't they?”

Percy and Francis were dropping the innocent brown w appi ng-paper sheaths off a pair of

submachi ne guns.

“Probably they'|Il be disappointed,” Francis agreed. “Am | right in believing M. Savage is
president of the Scientific O ub?”

They were ready now. “You shoot high.”

“Right. You shoot |ow,” Percy said.

THE roar of the guns in the small hall, in the great |obby of the building, was thunder a

t housandf ol d.

First burst of the weapons seened to take Doc Savage in the upper chest. Hi s coat front and shirt
and necktie got ragged, and his chest |ost shape. The little machi ne guns could turn out seven or
eight hundred bullets a mnute. They fired at Doc Savage in bursts for fully half a mnute. Maybe
two hundred bullets fromeach gun. Four hundred in all. And not nore than twenty-five or so mssed
hi s body.

Percy and Francis saw the bullets do to Doc Savage's body what that nmany .45-caliber bullets

woul d do to a body. Any single .45-caliber slug would kill a man, which was why as far back as 1909
the arnmy adopted the caliber as its official side arm

They saw Doc Savage's arns and | egs get joints where there were no joints, even before he had
folded to the floor. And after he was on the floor they saw the body kick and twitch as |ong as
their guns roared.

It was a hideous transformation fromlife to death. Doc Savage, when he had stepped out of the

el evator, had been before themas a fine physical specinen, a giant of a nan bronzed by tropical
suns, with strange eyes that were |like pools of always-stirred flake gold, and hair that was a
bronze only a little darker than his skin. Now he was sonething torn in a crinson puddle on the
floor.

Franci s and Percy stopped shooti ng.

They tossed their guns on the floor.

They noticed what seened to be snoke around them Percy fanned at this vapor.

“Bit of a fog,” he conpl ai ned.

“Snoke, | imagine,” Francis agreed. “l don't recall snokel ess powder making a snoke |ike that
before. However, the job seens to have been done well enough.”

They turned and wal ked out of the building. Both of them had produced handkerchiefs, and were
fastidiously w ping their hands.

The mangl ed figure of Doc Savage di sappeared as soon as Francis and Percy were out of sight.
Literally and actually, the body di sappeared.

A panel opened in the side of the hall; a panel which no casual observer woul d have noticed as a
door, and Doc Savage canme out. Doc Savage was personal |y unharned.

“Monk, Ham vyou clean up this nmess,” he said. “And be ready for a call.”

Monk and Ham came out of the opening that had been conceal ed by the ingenious panel.

“We better go along,” Mnk said. He sounded hopeful.

Doc said, “No, stay here.”

Monk nodded, but not with enthusiasm Mnk |iked excitenent, and standing around here after the
excitement was over didn't appeal to him

Monk's |life was probably dedicated nore to excitement than to any other one thing. Certainly he
liked trouble nore than his profession, which was chem stry. Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett
Mayfair, which was Monk's full nane and title, was rated one of the great industrial chem sts of the



era. He didn't look it. He was a short man, very wide, as wde as tall alnost, as hairy as a baboon
with rusty red hair that resenbled finishing nails, and with a face that would stop a clock if any
face woul d

Ham Br ooks-who was, |ike Mnk, one of a group of five men who worked closely with Doc Savage-al so
had a title. He was Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks. He had fame in two |ines-law and
clothes. In law, he was good enough that Harvard Law School was al ways pointing himout as one of
its better exanples. And as for clothes, tailors who loved their work often followed hi mdown the
street just to watch clothes being worn as they shoul d be worn.

Doc was gone now. Presumably he was on the trail of Percy and Francis

“Who were those two fell ows?” Mnk asked

“The two with the machine guns?”

“Uh- huh.”

“l never saw them before in ny life,” Ham decl ared

“Then you woul dn't know what they wanted?”

“To anyone but you,” Hamsaid, “it would be fairly obvious what they wanted. But since it's you
1"l explain. They wanted to kill Doc.”
“Thank you,” Mnk said sourly. “lI wouldn't have dreanmed, of course, that they wanted to kill Doc.

I''mdeaf, dunb, blind, and with ny head cut off, so | wouldn't know'’

“Sonebody nmust have given you that perfect description of yourself,” Hamremarked. “You surely
didn't make that up all alone.”

Monk grinned at the |awyer. “Soneday |'m going to show you what the words 'sudden destruction
mean.”

THEY exam ned the device, the gadget, by which Doc Savage had been able to make Percy and Francis
think they had shot Doc into a pulp

The trick was ingenious, but there was nothing particularly new about its conception. An

experi enced magi ci an woul d have said, probably, that it was just so-so, good enough for its purpose
Good enough for its purpose was good enough, though

It was a novie projector, color film It was concealed well back in the corridor, in the ceiling
shooting from behind one of the light fixtures, so that it was hardly noticeable fromdirect
inspection, and certainly not at all discoverable fromwhere Percy and Francis had stood

For a screen, a polished-brushed, rather-nmetal panel that was part of the decoration on either
side of the elevator door. In fact the elevator door and the elevator interior were all the sane
material and woul d serve as a screen

Monk and Ham exam ned the damage the bullets had done

Monk asked, “Who figured this ginmck out, Han? And don't tell ne you did.”

“I't was Doc's idea,” Hamsaid. “And he had Long Tomfix the thing up. Long Tom has becone a
home-novie fan recently, and spent a mnt of nobney on equipnent.”

Long Tom was Major Thonas J. Roberts, electrical wi zard of the Doc Savage group of five
associ at es.

Monk said, “Long Tomis in England, installing that new pl ane-detector system isn't he?”

Ham nodded. “He fixed this up before he left. Made the filns for Doc, with Doc doing the acting
of course.”

Havi ng squinted at the projector overhead, Mnk pondered aloud, “I don't see how Doc nade it
stick that way. That film he showed was a picture of himgetting shot with a machine gun. Cut to
pieces. | see how you could fake such a picture in taking it. That ain't no trouble for a good novie

phot ographer. But suppose those guys woul d've had rifles, and just shot himonce apiece, and ran.”
Ham | aughed. “There's nore than one novie projector up there, Mnk. Each one has a different

film There's one show ng Doc getting shot once and falling dead. But you should see the one of him
getting blown up with a bonb. That's a daisy! This one of his getting shot with a machine gun was
not hing conpared to it. Al Doc had to do was take a | ook down the hall through the tel evisor, guess
what was up, and turn on the right film Wen the gunnen saw Doc opening the el evator door they
opened fire-at nothing nore than the clever notion picture.”

Monk was sati sfied.

The machi ne-gun bull ets had done consi derabl e danage to the netal trimat the end of the hall,

and to the el evator-door janbs and even the elevator interior. An extended repair job would be
necessary.

Then Monk stopped and cl apped a hand to his forehead

“That snoke!” he exclainmed. “Wat was it?”

“I'"msurprised,” Ham said, “that you ever thought of the snoke.”

“I't was sonething, then?”

“I't was.”

MONK waited for Hamto give nore infornation, but Hamrenained silent. Monk scow ed darkly. Hi's
associ ation wi th Ham Brooks was al nost a continuous quarrel. Not that he didn't contribute his part
to the fussing

“Al'l right, you overdressed shyster,” Mnk said. “I know that no machi ne gun shooting bullets

| oaded with snokel ess powder nmakes that nuch snoke.”



“It's the cartridges that are | oaded with powder, not bullets-"

“Don't talk word technicality to ne!” Mk yelled. “Wiat nade the snoke? If you know, tell nme. If
you don't, shut up!”

Ham grinned. One of the things he enjoyed nost was Monk in a rage

“That snmoke wasn't snoke,” he said. “lIt was sonme vapor, a chem cal, which Doc discharged from
vents in the wall. He has different vents on separate controls, so he can squirt the stuff on
anybody standing in any part of the hall.”

“How s it work?”

“The vapor gets on the guys and enables Doc to trail them”

“ How?”
“l don't know just how. "

Monk said, “I'msurprised you'd admt not knowi ng everything.” The honely chemi st gazed about the
corridor. “Doc sure went to a lot of trouble on this gadget.”

Ham nodded

“I'"d say it mght be worth it,” he remarked. “Look how it pans out: Doc apparently dead. Whoever
shot himwill go away satisfied. They won't be suspicious. And Doc is able to trail them Makes a
ni ce set-up when sonething |like this happens.”

“And it happens,” Mnk said, “a little too regular to suit me. Sometime, sonebody is going to get
Doc. But | wonder what kind of trouble has cone |looking for himthis tine?”

They pondered that nmystery while they went hunting the head janitor in order to have a canvas
screen erected, closing off the little private elevator hall, and getting repairs under way.

Chapter |I. FRAULI NO JONES

DOC SAVAGE had had an overcoat over his armwhen he went out of the m dtown skyscraper on the

trail of Percy and Francis

The overcoat was a flow ng one which had pads to take the squareness out of the shoul ders-instead
of putting it in, as customary in coats-and another pad to give a roundness to the back of the
wearer. Doc put it on. H's character, as far as general appearance went, quickly underwent a

consi derabl e change. He drew one of those you-can-fold-it hats fromthe overcoat pocket and put this
on. It |ooked about as neat as such hats generally |ook, and further hel ped change his usually neat
appearance. He did not, then, |ook so nmuch |ike Doc Savage

The cane had been hooked over his arm under the overcoat

He kept watching the cane as he wal ked. The cane was a pastel shade of yellow Occasionally it
underwent a qui ck change in hue, becomi ng blue. Wenever the cane started getting blue, Doc hastily
changed his course; hunted around, in fact, until the cane went back to its yellow tint

The litmus cane, Long Tom Roberts had called it when they devel oped it

Actually, it was superlitnus in effect, if the effect was litrmus at all. Litnus is the coloring
matter enployed by chenmists for the detection of free acids and free alkalis. In true litnus, the
coloring matter results fromthe action of air and amonia on orcin during the preparation of litnus
fromthe lichens fromwhich it is made. A nost every high school and agricul tural student has seen
the action of |itmus paper denonstrated. And the general operation of this stuff was the sane

A chemical coated on the cane changed col or when in the presence of vapor, even the nost minute
quantity of vapor, of the type which had been released in the | obby corridor while Percy and Francis
wer e using their machi ne guns

Enough of the vapor had clung to the clothing of Percy and Francis-they were actually sprayed

with the stuff-to | eave an aura that could be detected by the cane

The whol e idea of this nethod of trailing had seened fantastic to Doc Savage when he first began
working on it; but the thing had proved astonishingly feasible

He found that Percy and Francis had entered a newsreel theater in the nei ghborhood. Doc took a

back seat and, after a while, spotted the pair

FRANCI S and Percy enjoyed the newsreel thoroughly, and particularly did they like a cartoon

feature toward the end

“That was good,” Percy said as they left the theater

“It certainly was good,” Francis agreed heartily. “Beautiful and refined. The art of making
animated filns certainly has advanced.” He shivered and pulled a muffler tighter about his throat

“l enphatically cannot say the sane for the weather.”

“l wonder if it would be advisable to take a taxi?” Percy pondered

“That woul d be nice, wouldn't it? But don't you inmagine that it mght not be advi sabl e? One of
these uncouth oafs of taxi drivers m ght remenber our faces.”

They agreed this was true, and wal ked on uptown. Francis, having gotten on the subject of tax
drivers, said sone nore on the point. He didn't seemto care for taxi drivers individually or as a
class, in New York or in Cairo. It devel oped that one of the profession, in London, had whacked the
daylights out of Francis in a dispute several years ago. Francis grimaced at the recollection. “And
the police found his body before I had planned, and al nost caught ne,” he finished. “That woul d have
been beastly, wouldn't it? Hanged for doing in a low fellow |like a cabby.”

The hotel they entered was not the largest in the city, but it was one of the nost expensive-and
supposedly, ultra-genteel. Percy and Francis becanme part of the suave atnosphere of the | obby.



“M. Francis and M. Percy to see Fraulino Jones,” they told the desk clerk

“Fraulino Jones, to be sure.” The clerk was back in a nonent, saying, “She is expecting you. Boy!
Boy, show M. Percy and M. Francis to the Fraulino Jones' suite.”

THE bel | hop showed themto the seventh floor and rapped on the door for them A nmaid opened the
door, an utterly perfect-looking foreign naid. Not a European, but some type of Asiatic

The mai d | ooked at Percy and Francis and fear junped into her eyes, but she hid it by doing a
little bow.

“I will tell the Fraulino you are here,” she said in English

She left themin a vaulted parlor, a nmagnificent chanber, the kind of roomthat would rmake a
Hol | ywood interior decorator |ook around for the sound caneras. The furniture was fine, genuine
expensi ve

Francis and Percy expanded with appreciation of their surroundings

“Lovely,” Francis breathed. “So nmuch nore than one cones to expect of hotels.”

“The Fraulino has excellent taste,” Percy agreed

Francis nodded. “By the way, | think it would be a shame to disturb her unnecessarily in
connection with the Doc Savage matter. The thought of deliberate, ruthless killing has a depressing
effect on some people, and | believe the Fraulino Jones is one of those.”

Percy considered the point. “Self-defense mght be | ess offensive.”

“Ch, indeed. Self-defense has a righteous ring even to sensitive ears,” Francis told him “I am
sure it would be a kindness to tell the Fraulino it was sel f-defense.”

Percy grinned. “And, of course, to speak bluntly, what she doesn't know won't hurt her.”

“Meani ng that she needn't know Abraham Mawson gave us strict orders to kill Savage, regardl ess of
what the Fraulino told us to do?”

Percy nodded, then said, “Ah, the Fraulino is comng.”

She was.

THE Fraulino Jones entered. And, inmmediately, everything else in the magnificent room seened

ordi nary

She had all the things that beauty has, height and bl ondness, grace and curves in the interesting
pl aces. But she had nore than that, and some of what she had was not easy to define. It was a
qual ity of the spectacular. Just a little extra of everything, so that you | ooked at her and
thought: Great grief, she can't be that conplete! And you | ooked for flaws, and did not find them
Her frock was the kind of thing that woul d have cone out of the Rue de la Paix, if the French had
not |ost a war.

“Ah, you are lovely, Fraulino,” Percy said

“Thank you,” she told him

“Comment all ez vows, madenoiselle,”

Franci s said.

She returned the greeting in French that was flaw ess, and Francis smiled approvingly. He had
been testing her out on what foreign | anguages he knew, and so far he hadn't found a one which she
coul d not speak better than he

They took cigarettes. The Asiatic nmaid brought them drinks of good brandy in little glasses. A
bit to warmthem against the outer cold. They tal ked of the weather a little. Then Fraulino Jones
confessed to being a little piqued with the weather, but after all it was childish to expect better
in New York, at this season of the year. Spring, though, was |lovely. For about six weeks it was

| ovel y.

And finally she got around to saying, “By the way, you might wish to see the newspapers

Qga"-this to the Asiatic maid-"Oga, will you bring us the newspaper you purchased, please?”

The bl ack type on the front page of the newspaper was so big that it |ooked as if a horse had
stepped in black ink and then on the newspaper

Doc Savage had been killed. Shot down in the |obby of the building which housed his headquarters
The Fraulino waited until Percy and Francis had read the headlines

“l think you had better visit an ear specialist tonmorrow,” she said. Her voice had turned grim
Francis and Percy | ooked puzzled, the latter saying, “I do not believe we understand.”

“Am| to take it you did not hear ne say there was to be no killing?”

Percy and Franci s now | ooked astoni shingly distressed. They becane so overwhel ned with regret

that they were abject. Percy actually had tears in his eyes. They were wonderful actors

“I't was a horrible accident,” Percy said in a |ow, enotion-ridden voice. “M. Savage grabbed ny
gun and it was discharged wi thout any intention of mine.”

Francis said, “No, Percy, tell her the truth. It was nmy gun he seized and which killed him |

wi Il not have you taking the blane for ne just because | amyour friend.”

THEI R argunent was better than their acting

Wthout lifting their voices, they reached pitches of enotional violence in telling each other
that they shouldn't sacrifice each other on the altar of friendship. They devel oped the friendship
thene. They made it sound like sonmething lovely and sacred, a gentle treasure between themthat was
in danger of being destroyed

It was a tear-fetching thing. A horrible m stake, an accident between two friends, and each



trying to take the blane for it. Very touching, and all with a genuineness to it that was

remar kabl e.

In five mnutes Percy and Francis had the Fraulino Jones synpathizing with themand telling them
that they shouldn't talk about the terrible thing.

Percy and Francis then fell into a renorseful silence.

The Fraulino Jones took out a handkerchi ef and dabbed it to her eyes. Her enotion, however, was
genui ne.

She took up the newspaper.

There was half a page of history of Doc Savage inside. O, at |east, as nuch of the history of
the Man of Bronze as the newspapers knew, for Doc was not one who sought publicity.

The item stated that Doc Savage was a remarkabl e individual who had been trained from chil dhood
by scientists who specialized in various lines. This, said the newspaper, was probably part of a
nmoderni stic experinment in taking an ordinary baby and turning himinto a superman. Actually, this
guess was not entirely true as to notive; the training had been directed and financed by Doc
Savage's father, and its sole purpose had been to fit Doc for a career of righting wongs and
puni shing evildoers in the far corners of the earth.

The newspaper article nmentioned the bronze man's strange career, and stated in broad terns that
he was a man who'd had many fantastic adventures in his lifetine. It said that Doc Savage had
contributed many new discoveries in the fields of surgery-his specialty-and in electricity,

chem stry and ot her sciences.

It naned Doc's group of five associ ates-Mnk Myfair, Ham Brooks, Johnny Littlejohn, Long Tom
Roberts, and Renny Renw ck. |t gave these associates their full names and titles, so that just
nam ng them conpl etely took a whol e paragraph.

Three of the associates were now in Europe, according to the paper, assisting in the war effort.
Only Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks were known to be in New York City, and these had not been reached
for a statenent.

The Fraulino Jones was very pensive when she finished reading. “This makes ne very sad,” she
said. “It was a sickening thing to have happen.”

“Very, very sad,” Francis agreed. “All that we needed to do was take himalive.”

The Fraulino nodded. “Taking himalive, and holding hima prisoner for a few weeks, or until our
af fair was conpl eted, woul d have been sufficient.”

“W are so sorry,” Francis said.

The Fraulino Jones | ooked at the newspaper a long tine. Her voice was sad when she said, “A nan
cannot take the chances Doc Savage has taken and expect to live forever. The | aw of averages has got
to come in somewhere.”

THEY sat in silence for a tine. Then the Fraulino Jones arose and excused hersel f, and went away,
obviously to bathe her reddened eyes in cold water.

Wil e she was gone, Percy and Francis gave each other little glances of approval. They had put it
over nicely.

Fraul i no Jones cane back. She had control of herself.

“CGentl enmen,” she said, “we have one other thing to do, then we can leave this winter climte.”
Percy and Francis sat up. They were the soul of eagerness to oblige.

The Fraulino said, “W want some nore good nmen. Four or five or nore. But they nust be good nen,
suitable for work with our organization.”

“What, Fraulino, would you say constituted a good man?” Percy asked.

Enunerating on her fingers, the Fraulino said, “Efficiency, a lack of squeam shness, a certain
amount of dash to them | would say the inportant quality, the really inportant one, was a command
of equilibriumwhere material things are concerned. In other words, men who will not be awed by the
| argeness of things.”

Francis smled at that. “A very desirable quality, Fraulino. Not being awed by the |argeness of
things. W need that.”

The Fraulino nodded. “This matter is so big that it will scare the wits out of the average nman,”
she said. “Wat we want is men who won't get stage fright.”

“Men,” said Percy, “with the confidence of Napol eon and Caesar.”

“And the qualities of Captain Kidd and Adolf Hitler,” the Fraulino said dryly.

Percy and Franci s nodded.

She added, “Mdre good nen |ike yourselves.”

Percy and Franci s | ooked pl eased.

Chapter |I1. TWDO GOOD MEN

DOC SAVAGE took the little |oud-speaker affair away fromhis ear and tugged at the wire which
connected it to a small contact mcrophone that was held to the w ndowpane of Fraulino Jones's
living roomw th rubber suction cups. The m crophone had picked up all that had been said w thout
much trouble, although it was true the howing of the cold wind was somewhat of a nui sance.

The cold on the decorative | edge of the hotel building was nore of a problem though. Now in
particul ar when Doc was ready to | eave the | edge. But he nmanaged, sliding down a knotted cord
attached to a grapple, and getting in the window of a roomon the floor bel ow, which he had rented



under the inaginary name of Hernan Wods

Doc got in the room closed the window, and yanked a chair close to the radiator. He had not
actually suffered fromthe cold outside as nuch as another man, probably, but that was because of
his training in mnd control. He had gotten just as cold as the next fellow

When the stiffness was out of his fingers he unlinbered a snall portabl e-pocket size-radio

transm tter-receiver apparatus

“Monk,” he said. “Mnk or Ham Core in.”

The apparatus picked up an answer inmedi ately-two answers, for both Monk and Ham responded on
their portable outfits

Doc said, “The two nen seemto be hired killers. They go under the nanes of M. Percy and M.
Francis. In one sense the nanes are very appropriate, so no doubt they are fal se nanes adopted for
the effect. In another sense the two men are as clever and conscienceless a pair of killers as
ever saw.”

Monk said, “That's nmaking quite a statenent, considering how many killers you' ve seen in your
time, Doc.”

“These are bad. Make no m stake.” Doc Savage was silent a nmonent

The Fraulino Jones' apartnment was above, and now Doc got on a chair and cl anped the contact

m crophone against the ceiling. It would pick up any wal king around done in the apartment above in
spite of the excellence of the soundproofing

Back at the radio, Doc said, “The two reported to a woman. They call her the Fraulino Jones.

have not seen her, but she sounds |ike a very capable article. Percy and Francis told her | was
killed accidentally. They lied to her because they had received orders from sonmeone named Abraham
Mawson to kill me, whereas the Fraulino Jones wanted ne nmerely seized and held prisoner for a few
nont hs or weeks.”

“You say she's a good-I|ooki ng wench?” Monk asked hopeful ly.

Doc said, “I have not seen her, as | told you.”

Ham Br ooks said, “Doc, any indication what is behind this sudden attack on you?”

“Not hi ng but the one obvious fact that sonething is afoot and they want to keep us from
interfering,” Doc replied

“Any hint of what it is?”

“No, but they seemquite inpressed with the size of the undertaking. They are now desirous of
obt ai ni ng assistants. They particularly want assistants who are not susceptible to being awed by the
size of this undertaking.”

“Gosh!” Mnk said

“Monk,” Doc said, “do you awe easily?”

Monk was silent a nonment. “Boy, oh, boy!” he said

“How about you, Han®?” Doc inquired. “Do you awe easily?”

Ham | aughed. “Lead us to it,” he said

PERCY and Francis had cocktails with the Fraulino Jones. Then the three went out to the Maison

Mal aci a, a restaurant where the check took your hat off, and dined. They had squab under gl ass
apetits Norvegien, and sonme other stuff. They took in a theater, arriving late in the second act
too late for the plot of the play to make any sense to them Then Percy and Francis left the
Fraulino at her hotel, tucked their nmufflers around their necks and set out on their business

“A pl easant young worman,” remarked Percy.

H s conpani on nodded agreenent and added, “One of the nost beautiful, | think, that | have ever
seen.”

They took their private car, which had been parked in a nearby lot. They shivered and swore at
the cold until the heater began warm ng the interior

“A young woman with a cause,” Percy continued, speaking of the Fraulino. “I do not believe you
have heard her story, have you, Francis?”

Francis shook his head. “I understand the Japanese did sonething rather unpleasant to her
famly.”

“To her father and nother. And to the famly funds, | believe also. It was rather gory. You know
how t he peasant soldiery of any country becone when aroused and maddened by killing and bl oodshed

and hate. O hers are as bad as the Japanese, probably, but this was one of those particularly
atroci ous cases.”

Francis frowned daintily. “Oh, do we have to discuss unpleasant things? |I'msorry, Percy, but
we've had a trying day, and couldn't we di scuss nore cheering matters?”

“An excellent idea,” said his conpanion. “The Fraulino's hatred of the Japanese, and her genera
attitude, which is a trifle exotic you'll notice, toward humanity-all that is the result of what
happened to her parents. She is, as | said-or was it you said that-a young wonan with a cause. It is
good for young wonen to have causes. Makes theminteresting. And useful.”

Franci s nodded. “But | do wi sh we could discuss nore cheering matters.”

A stranger suddenly jerked open the car door and put his head, arm and a pistol inside, and
said, “I got a cheering matter to discuss with you.”

PERCY and Francis sat very still. They acted like nen who had learned it wasn't wi se to nake



sudden noves wi t hout knowi ng what was what

The door on the other side of the car was yanked open. The car had stopped for a traffic |ight at
the beginning of all this

This second stranger grinned at them

“Devil to the left of you, and deep blue sea to the right of you,” he said. “Junp, brother. O
don't you want to?”

Percy and Francis didn't want to

One newconer was squat and very wi de, and very dark-skinned. The other was a | ean man, al so
dar k- ski nned. Both had remarkable red hair

Bot h spoke good English, but it was English with an effort. Now they gave up the effort of
speaki ng such English

“Keel them Cuerpo,” said the | ean man

“Si,

brot her Cabeza,” said the other. “Si. | keel themand dunp themin the back seat. You can sit on
t hem and warm your feet, which you say are nmucho frio.”

“Si,

good. ”

“But do not forget to search them Cuerpo.”

“Si,

Cabeza.”

This di scussion and decision to kill Percy and Francis and then use their bodies for foot warmers
was carried out in a casual tone. But it was still full of purpose. Percy and Francis were

i mpressed

“Damm!” Percy said. This was a very violent word for him

“Keel them Cuerpo,” said Cabeza

“Keel them what with, Cabeza? Keel them weeth the knife? The rope? The gun? The hand around the
throat? The leetle capsule with the poison in it? Wat w th, Cabeza?”

Cabeza seened di scouraged. “They weel die with old age if you do not get busy,” he said

Cuer po pondered. “The hand around the throat weel be best,” he said

He | ooked capable of it, too. He went to work on Percy and Francis, picking themup bodily, both
at once, and hurling theminto the back seat. It was a remarkabl e display of strength on Cuerpo's
part. Meantine, Cabeza got in the car and drove it up a deserted side street

Percy and Francis found their voices. They didn't how for help, possibly because the only kind
of help available would be a policeman, and they didn't care for policenen

“Wait!” Percy gurgled. “Hell, wait! Don't be a fool! You'll only get a fewdollars this way. W
can tell you howto make a | ot of noney.”

“Money. Ah, dinero,” Cuerpo said. “You hear that, brother Cabeza? Dinero.”

Cabeza registered interest. “Ask themto talk nore about it.”

“Tal k more pl easant words,” Cuerpo ordered

PERCY and Francis were frankly and unblushingly scared. Their two assailants were obviously a
pair of freaks, but that didn't make them harm ess

“Cone to our hotel, you two,” Percy said. “And we will talk this over.”

“Una arana,”

sai d Cabeza

“What ?” asked Percy.

“That is the Spanish word for spider-arana,” Francis told him

It had puzzl ed Cuerpo, too. He | ooked enlightened. “Si, the spider,” he said. “Conme into ny
house, thees spider say to the fly. He nean hees web. WWere you pick up these wi sdom Cabeza?”
Cabeza said to shut up and let himthink. He | ooked pop-eyed for a nonent, which seenmed to be his
way of thinking. Good, they would go to the hotel of Percy and Francis, he said

“Thees probably trap, Cabeza,” said Cuerpo

“You bet,” Cabeza agreed. “If so, we keel them so they die in their own trap.”

They drove to a subdued, expensive hotel off Park Avenue, parked the car and gave the doorman the
keys, and entered the hostelry.

Cabeza and Cuerpo nade a conspi cuous pair crossing the |obby. The colors in their clothes | ooked
somewhat as if a rainbow had had a bad night out. But they seemed to be conpletely unafraid and
unconcer ned

An el evator took themupstairs and they inspected the suite of roons which Percy and Francis
occupied. It was an el egant suite, and they approved

“Ah, maybe thees tal k about dinero no joke,” Cuerpo said

Percy took off his hat and started to place it on a small stand on which lay a tel ephone book and
not hi ng el se. Cuerpo pronptly kicked Percy where his pants were tightest, sending himflying into a
corner. Cuerpo then inspected the tel ephone book, finding it was hollow, and contained a formdable
automatic pistol in its hollowed-out interior

“Thees feller full of tricks,” he told Cabeza. “Shall we keel heem both now?”

“Shut up, Cuerpo,” Cabeza said. “Shut up and stay shut up. | will talk to them about the dinero.”



Percy rubbed the kicked area of his anatony and favored that portion when he took a chair.

Francis al so seated hinself.

“This is a job,” Percy told Cuerpo and Cabeza.

“Carranbal "

Cuer po said.

“We ees not friends with no job,” Cabeza explained. “All our lives we have trouble with heem”
“Now wait a mnute,” Percy said, holding up a hand. “This is not the kind of a job people
general |y mean when they talk about a job. This is different. This is a little like the work you are
doi ng tonight, or were doing.”

“Work,” Cuerpo said disgustedly. “She ees no friend of mne, that word.”

“We are independent businessnen, sefor,” Cabeza said. “W ees never work.”

“Once, Cabeza, only once,” Cuerpo corrected him “Once, in a place called Georgia, when they ees
put us on that theeng called chain gang.”

PERCY and Francis snmiled pleasantly. They were beginning to enjoy their two strange conpanions.
Cabeza and Cuerpo were as queer as baked ducks, but there was a fresh, uncaring deviltry about them
that was appealing to both Francis and Percy.

“By the way, gentlenen,” Francis said. “You speak English with a very strange Spani sh accent.

That is, sonmetines you have the accent, and other tinmes you do not.”

“What's matter with thees accent?” Cuerpo denmanded.

“Ch, nothing. It's a delicious accent,” Francis said hastily. “The only thing is, you put it on

and off |like you would a coat.”

Cabeza shrugged el aborately. “She ees our great burden, that accent,” he said. “W can speak the
nmost perfect English, like this. But the execution of such inpeccabl e phraseol ogy requires studious
application to the task of speaking. This is naturally annoying. She ees easier to do her like this.
Just say the hell with thees accent.”

“Where are you fron?” Percy asked.

“Ri vadavi a.”

“Where is that?”

“I'n Salta.”

“Now, " said Percy patiently, “where is that?”

Cabeza told him “Rivadavia is town. Salta is province. Both of themees in Argentina.”

“Ch, | see, you are Argentina natives,” Percy said.

“Not any nore,” Cabeza replied hastily.

“Thees sheriff there ees |like see us,” Cuerpo explained. “Maybe he ees like run us ragged again.”
Percy | eaned back in his chair. “Your nane, in Spanish, neans 'head', doesn't it?” he asked

Cabeza.

Cabeza nodded. “Sure. |I'mthe head.” He indicated Cuerpo. “Hees nanme nean 'body.' | amthe head,

he ees the body. | do thees thinking, he do thees acting.”

Cuer po conpl ai ned cheerfully, “Cabeza's thinking ees give ne headache now and then, damm often.”
“What are your actual names?” Percy asked.

“Juan and Carl os,” Cabeza said pronptly.

Percy | aughed. The names were as conmmon in the Spanish as any other, and neant about the sane
thing as John Doe in Anerican. “l |ike Cabeza and Cuerpo better,” Percy told the pair. “Wuld you
fellows really like to make a | ot of noney easy?”

“How many feller we have to keel, sefior?” Cabeza asked.

“Not too nmany,” Percy told him

“ Carranba,

what do we care?” said Cuerpo grandly.

Percy and Francis retired to another roomin order to discuss the two prospective recruits.

Cabeza and Cuerpo were so remarkabl e that they quite possibly belonged in a zoo. And yet there was a
ki nd of deadly, careless efficiency about them The consultation becane favorable to introducing
Cabeza and Cuerpo to the Fraulino Jones.

In the other room Mnk Myfair and Ham Brooks exchanged wi nks. Mnk was Cuerpo, the body. Ham

was Cabeza, the brain. Wien Doc Savage had suggested this grotesque characterization of two cl owns
from South America, two bad nen who were so bad they weren't believable, neither Monk nor Ham had

t hought, secretly, that it would work. Doc Savage had expl ained that the very hooligan nature of the
characters Cabeza and Cuerpo m ght make them workabl e. And, apparently, he was right.

Monk and Ham were enjoying the roles, anyway. It was their second nature to act |ike clowns.

Percy and Francis cane back fromthe other roomand Percy said, “All right, we are going to give
you the jobs. But first, we will have to introduce you to the Fraulino Jones, who will have to O K
you.”

“Ah, so you two honmbres ees not your own boss,” Cuerpo said.

“Anybody coul d see they ees not have sense to be own boss,” Cabeza said.

“Thees sefiorita, | hope she ees easy to |look at,” said Cuerpo.

“Cuerpo can't bear to ook at honely girls,” Cabeza explained. “It affect hees appetite.”

Percy | aughed and said, “Cuerpo doesn't need to worry about his appetite.”



Before they left the hotel, Francis gave Cabeza and Cuerpo a word of warning

“The Fraulino Jones is not the real boss,” Francis said. “She only thinks she has equal say in

what goes on.” Francis frowned inpressively. “But neither of you are to tell her that. She isn't
supposed to know it.”

Cabeza squinted at them “She ees sound |ike thees double cross.”

Cuerpo grinned. “Wat ees difference? Doubl e cross ees nmake things interesting.”

Chapter 1V. SLIP OF THE FOOT

THE Fraulino Jones was not particularly disturbed at being rooted out of bed at an ungodly hour

in the norning. She nmet themin an envel oping robe that conceal ed everythi ng except the beauty of
her face and ankl es, although these by thensel ves were enough to i npress Cabeza and Cuerpo

Percy and Franci s expl ai ned what had happened, covering the events fully up to the warning that

the Fraulino was not the actual boss, which they carefully omtted

The Fraulino Jones | ooked at Cabeza and Cuerpo and listened to themtal k. She became angry. She
called Percy and Francis into an adjoining room She wasn't very polite to them

“This is idiotic,” said the Fraulino. “I thought you two nmen had good sense. You had orders to
find suave, conpetent nen who were not overawed by anything. And what do you do? Were did you find
these two? In a circus?”

“We told you that they found us,” Percy explained patiently. “I will admit they are not suave

But they are conpetent and | doubt if six spike-tailed devils would overawe them”

“Bosh!” The Fraulino stanped a foot. “Get themout of here. They will not do.”

“But-"

“Get themout!”

Percy and Francis and the Fraulino Jones went back into the other room Percy and Francis | ooked
somewhat uneasy.

“She can't use you,” Percy told Cabeza and Cuerpo. “lI'msorry. You have just nmade the trip over
here for nothing.”

Percy and Francis had expected sone kind of a reaction to this. They hardly recognized it when it
cane, though. It was a little too fast. Cuerpo knocked themflat on the floor wth what seened |ike
one bi g whoop and junp. And Cabeza grabbed the Fraulino Jones, shook her |oose froma snall pistol
and yanked her down on his lap in a chair. The Fraulino struggled, but had no |uck. Cabeza held her

tightly.

Cuerpo becane al arned. “Hey, thees nuscle stuff not your job,” he told Cabeza

“You handl e the men,” said Cabeza, “and |'l|l take care of thees sefioritas.”

“Like fon,” said Cuerpo. He went over and gave Cabeza a shove. “If thees sefiorita need hol ding

Cuerpo is one to do that. Go away, Cabeza, you are only brains of us.”

The Fraulino Jones recovered her breath and demanded, “Wat are you going to do, you two
fugitives from good sense?”

“Keel Sefiores Percy and Francis,” Cabeza said, “and rob them good, too.”

“And lov' you to deat',” Cuerpo told the Fraulino

The Fraulino Jones now di d what she should have done earlier. She gave Cabeza and Cuerpo nore
than a superficial exam nation. And she saw qualities in themthat inpressed her. Generally
speaki ng, the inpression was a chilly one al ong her backbone

She said, “Look here, |I think | was a bit too hasty. How would you |ike those jobs after all?”
Not nuch inpressed, Cabeza replied, “Ten chances out of nine you ees not nean it.”
“Me, | ees rather lov' you to deat',” announced Cuerpo

The Fraulino Jones becane el oquent and finally persuaded Cabeza and Cuerpo to becone enpl oyees

The five hundred dollars a week apiece was the deciding point for them

“Bueno!”

Cabeza said. “She be jus' like rob thees bank every Saturday night.”

MONK and Ham were taken to Percy and Francis' hotel for the night and secured a room This gave
them a chance to be al one, sonething they needed, because playing the parts of Cabeza and Cuerpo was
sonet hing that took great concentration

It al so gave them an opportunity to contact Doc Savage on the tel ephone

“Boy, boy, oh, boy,” Mnk told Doc. “That Fraulino Jones is prettier than a barrel of chorus

girls.”
“In addition to that, what have you di scovered?” Doc asked dryly.
“Well, we've got jobs with the gang. W're not in too solid, but we're in. And Percy and Francis

are going to |l ook around tonorrow for some nore good tough thugs to hire. The Fraulino Jones is
going to do sone shopping on Fifth Avenue, and is going to take me along to carry the packages, and
hear me tal k nmy Spani sh-English vernacular. | think she is entertained by this accent nme and Ham
have been using, although of course Ham doesn't entertain her as nmuch as | do.”

“To put it in somewhat fewer words, you haven't |earned anything,” Doc said

“Yeah, | guess that's right,” Mnk admtted

“Keep trying.”

“Sure.”

“Particularly try to find out what is behind this.”



“Sure.”

Monk and Ham sl ept very well, overslept in fact, and it was the Fraulino Jones' calling on the

t el ephone whi ch awakened them She was ready to go shopping. Mnk rushed off w thout his breakfast
in order to be on hand to carry her packages. Ham was sonewhat di sgusted that Monk had gotten the

j ob.

Ham i nformed Monk that he was a freak to begin with, which accounted for his success with the
Fraulino so far. Mnk sneered cheerfully at him

They | earned not hi ng whatever that day about what kind of a scheme was afoot. The newspapers were
full of stuff about Doc Savage, so obviously Doc had done nothing to dispel the inpression that he
was dead. Monk and Ham woul d have been afraid to do a thing |like that because the newspapers were
not going to be happy when they | earned that Doc wasn't dead at all. But then, Doc had never been on
particularly good terns with several newspapers. The really funny thing about this |last was that the
bronze man actually owned a controlling interest in one of the newspapers which pounced on himwth
the nmost regularity and violence. No one, hardly, was aware of this fact.

Percy and Francis turned up that afternoon with two nore hired bad nmen. Monk and Ham | ooked t hem
over and they were inpressed. The gentry were naned Carlson and Duane. They were two fell ows who had
smel | ed gun snoke before. They sized up Monk and Ham Cabeza and Cuerpo-and i mmedi ately recogni zed
two kindred spirits. So they were experienced.

They all went to the Fraulino Jones' hotel. Cabeza and Cuerpo thought they were going to have

di nner.

I't devel oped, though, that they were going to take an airplane ride.

“We will be in California by norning,” said the Fraulino.

Cuerpo swal | owed his astoni shnent and said, “Bueno! But thees hell of a sudden notice not to give
a man. What about ny Sunday pants?”

“You can go by your hotel and get your Sunday pants,” the Fraulino told him

They did this and Monk got a chance to tel ephone Doc Savage and tell himthey were off for

Cal i forni a.

“Where in California?” Doc asked.

“We have no nore idea than rabbits,” Mnk said.

THE pl ane which they took was a very fast one, a seaplane. There was a mlitary no-flying zone

for civilians all along the Atlantic coast at the time. The plane was parked on a sandbar in the
Hudson River in brazen defiance of this ruling.

The flight to the Pacific coast was fast and without incident. They did not even have to refuel

but once, and a furtive gentleman with a tank truck performed this function for them when they
landed in a pasture near Tulsa, Cklahoma. It seemed he was an ol d acquai ntance of Percy's.

Cabeza and Cuerpo pretended to know nothing about flying an airplane. As a matter of fact, Mnk
and Ham were excellent fliers. But they thought Cabeza and Cuerpo had better not know anythi ng about
it.

They were bothered, too. Instead of becom ng nore confident about the situation, they grew
increasingly uneasy. They had astoni shed thenselves in putting over the madcap personalities of the
two South American hooligans. Privately, they were sure no one of the character of Cabeza and Cuerpo
had ever cone out of South America. Probably the novelty was what had put them across. But they had
no confidence that novelty would | ast.

They | anded near Los Angel es and slept all day.

They got a chance to contact Doc Savage early in the norning, and he said he would be in
California by afternoon and told them where to reach himby tel ephone.

The Fraulino Jones bought everyone a good di nner.

Then she took themriding in a car she had rented.

“Do you awe easily?” she asked.

Doc Savage had asked Monk and Ham al nost those identical words, and they junped guiltily.

“Si, sefiorita,”

Cuerpo told the Fraulino. “Thees caballero is awed all to goose pinples by your beauty.”

“l don't think anything would awe you,” the Fraulino told him “And that is good. Because tonight
we are going to steal a United States navy flying boat.”

Carl son and Duane, the two newly hired nen, |ooked somewhat ill. Cabeza and Cuerpo recovered from
a natural ampunt of astonishnent and grinned. Percy and Francis just |ooked suave and pl eased. They
were certainly two heartless eggs.

The Fraulino gave them particul ars. The plane was anchored in a nearby harbor and they were

sinply to creep aboard and di spose of the guard.

It sounded risky, but the Fraulino seened to know what she was doing. Monk and Ham began to be

i npressed by the young wonan. They had wondered if she could be as genuinely ruthless as she had
been acting. Apparently she could. Apparently, too, she had been around the mlitary forces of sone
country enough that she was not inclined to be inpressed.

The event woul d occur at ten minutes past mdnight. In the meantime they might get alittle sleep
if they wished. The Fraulino would call for them

CABEZA and Cuerpo went to the bungal ow court where they had rented a place, but not to sleep.



They becane Monk and Ham and very busy trying to | ocate Doc Savage. They contacted the bronze nan
and he soon joined them They nmet under a palmtree on a nearby lawn. It was quite dark

“They're cookies with inmagination,” Mnk told Doc. “Now they're going to steal a navy plane.”
“Why?” Doc asked

“Once nore, we have no nore idea than rabbits what goes on,” Mnk expl ai ned

Doc Savage surmised al oud, “The logical reason for needing such a plane would be for a long sea
trip. It would not be to Al aska or South Anerica, because they would have taken a | and plane from
New York, or used the ship they flew out here in. That |eaves the South Seas, or Japan.”

Monk contributed, “There has been a remark or two made about Japan. | think the Fraulino has a
great big peeve agai nst Japan. Somrething the Japanese did to her folks.”
Doc Savage was thoughtful. “l had hoped,” he said, “to get you two fellows into their gang so you

could find out what it was all about.”
“W're not doing bad,” Mk said. “But we're not |earning anything.”
“What we need is nore tinme,” Ham contri buted

“But,” Doc said, “we cannot stand by and let themsteal a navy plane and possibly kill a sailor

or two doing it.”

Monk and Ham nodded. “| suppose that's right,” Monk agreed. “But |'lIl sure hate to stop playing
Cuerpo. | think the Fraulino is beginning to admire Cuerpo. But | doubt if she'll admre Mnk
Mayfair.”

“We mght as well grab all of themnow, " Doc Savage said. “If they will not talk willingly, we

will have to try truth serumon them although the infornation we get fromtruth serumis not always
dependabl e.”

“We better watch our steps when we grab Percy and Francis,” Ham Brooks said. “Or we'll find

oursel ves grabbed.”

“I"1'l grab the Fraulino,” Mnk said

“Where is she staying?” Doc asked

“CGosh, | don't know,” Mnk said in a disappointed voice. “As a matter of fact, Hamand | don't

know where any of themare staying.”

“Then how,” Doc asked patiently, “are we going to find then®”

Monk scratched his nubbi n-shaped head. “Search ne. They'll all get together when they get ready

to seize the plane. Maybe we'll have to wait until then. | guess we will.’

It was arranged that Doc was to appear at the critical nmonent at the point of plane seizing, and
Monk and Ham were then to join him and together they would take over the Fraulino Jones, Percy and
Francis, Carlson and Duane. |t sounded sinple

PROWPTLY at the designated hour of ten past midnight, the Fraulino Jones cane. She was alone, a
silent and shapely figure in the sem -noonlight, with a tear-gas gun in her hands. The weapon was an
ordinary repeating shotgun, the barrel sawed off, and | oaded with shotgun-type tear-gas shells

“l hope you have your Sunday pants this tine, Cuerpo,” she said

Her voice was so calmit scared Mnk

“I"'mfine,” he said. “Unh-1 ees bueno, | nean.”

“You have trouble with that accent, don't you?” the Fraulino said

“g v

Monk agreed. “She sleeps up on ne |ike the greased peeg.”

The Fraulino Jones | aughed heartily, but in a |ow, noiseless fashion. Monk saw nothing to | augh

at under the circunstances

Monk wonder ed where Doc was. He supposed Ham was wondering, too. Doc shoul d be somewhere around
them because the arrangenent was that Doc was to attack at this spot. Monk and Ham woul d then shed
the di sgui ses of Cuerpo and Cabeza and do their stuff. It should work. Monk didn't see why it

woul dn*t work. But he could not get rid of an uneasy inpression that all was not well, and that
there was sonmething in the air that shouldn't be there

There was not hing Monk coul d do but decide everything had better be all right, and that Doc was
there in the darkness, waiting for the appearance of Percy and Francis, Carlson and Duane

It was a stilly kind of night. There were clouds in the sky. They nmarched nmjestically across the
heavens |i ke big black bears, hiding noon and stars and other |esser silver clouds that were higher
up. Qut at sea, around the harbor nmouth sonewhere, a hooting buoy was naking a sound |like a cow.
There was, nearer on the anchored naval boats, the sounds of ships at night. Laughter and nusic. And
here and there, blinker signals fromone destroyer or cruiser to another

Then it happened and it happened suddenly.

Carl son and Duane, the new nmen, came strolling up. They did not seem happy, but they were going
through with it.

There was a bl ow nearby in the darkness

Just one bl ow.

Fol | owi ng whi ch, Percy and Francis cane draggi ng Doc Savage out of the nurk. Doc was

unconsci ous

Chapter V. THE MASTER OF MEN S DESTI NI ES

MONK and Ham or Cabeza and Cuerpo, were unable to find any words for |onger than would have been



expected. They were nunbed, nerve-frozen, cold all over, and then hot. It was not quite a believable
t hi ng.

Then the reaction canme, alnost causing themto give thensel ves away. They snatched out their
guns. Their idea was to rescue Doc.

But Percy and Francis already had guns. And Carlson and Duane drew theirs.

Monk and Ham st opped.

For years Monk was proud of the quick thinking he now did.

He flourished his gun.

“Cet away from heem” Mnk how ed, pointing his gun at Doc Savage. “l am going to keel heem That
ees Doc Savage. For years, | have want to keel heeml”

Ham caught the idea. “Me, too!” he said.

“Shut up!” ordered the Fraulino Jones.

“He ees ny neat!” Monk bell owed. “For years, ny beeg w sh-"

The Fraulino dashed over and ki cked Monk on the shin. “Shut up!” she said. “You're |ouder than
that buoy out at the harbor nmouth. Now what's the matter with you?”

Monk gyrated on one foot and said, “lI want to keel thees Savage.”

“So | gathered,” the Fraulino said disgustedly. “But what have you got agai nst hin®”

Ham said, “Of me and Cuerpo thees Savage ees old friend-not.”

“Once he al nost catch us,” Mnk expl ai ned.

The Fraulino Jones becane astonishingly enphatic. “Shut up, you two,” she snapped. “l'm not going
to fool around with you. You're a pair of clowns. You're obviously no nore South Americans than |
am What you are isn't ny business, but don't start upsetting ny plans!”

Monk and Ham went silent. They had been wondering how an intelligent wonman |ike the Fraulino
Jones could be fooled into thinking that they were South Americans. Here was the answer: She wasn't
f ool ed.

They hoped it wouldn't occur to her just exactly who they m ght be. The hope kept themsilent.

In passing, the Fraulino Jones now di scl osed how she had cone to | ocate Doc Savage in the first

pl ace. She exhibited a case containing some el ectrical apparatus. It was a capacity-operated burglar
alarm a portable one.

You attached an antenna, a long wire, to the burglar alarm and when anyone cane close, within
several feet of the wire which could be stretched around al nost anywhere, as long as it was not
grounded, a small light on the apparatus gl owed. That was how the Fraulino had | earned that Doc
Savage was in the vicinity.

She had known it was not one of her nen. Therefore it had to be an eneny. So she had di spat ched
Percy and Francis-this was before Monk and Ham arrived on the scene-to hunt for the prow er, after
whi spering the facts in their ears.

Doc Savage recovered consciousness during the recital, and Monk and Ham were too unconfortable to
meet his gaze. They hadn't expected the Fraulino to have around such an electrical gadget.

The Fraulino | eaned over casually and knocked Doc Savage sensel ess again.

NOW t hey captured the airplane.

The Fraulino Jones had a rubber boat. She also had two self-contained diving “lungs” of the type
used by subnarine crewren in energency escapes. Wiere she got all the equi pnent, Mnk and Ham coul d
not inmagine. Probably had it waiting for her here in California. She seened to be a person who

pl anned ahead, to say the |east.

Percy and Francis, who al so had assorted abilities, put on the diving suits and subnerged in the
bay. There was a period of bated-breath waiting.

The noises of a fight, when they came, were hardly | oud enough to be identified as such.

“Al'l right,” said the Fraulino.

They | aunched the rubber boat. Doc Savage was dunped in the bottom everyone else clinbed aboard,
and they paddl ed out to the plane. The plane hull |ooked nearly as big as an ocean freighter when
they got alongside it. She was one of the big |ong-distance reconnai ssance bonbers.

“I's it all right?” the Fraulino called softly.

“Quite,” said Percy's voice. “Everything is satisfactory.”

The two new nmen, Carlson and Duane, heaved Doc Savage from the rubber boat to the plane cabin.
Monk and Ham fol | owed, wondering how many of the plane guards had been kill ed.

The Fraulino, sounding concerned about the same thing, demanded, “Did you have to kill any of

t henP”

Percy and Francis assured her they hadn't. They sounded as if they were trying to convince the
Fraulino that they had taken great pains, especially for her, not to kill any of the United States

sai l ors guardi ng the plane.

Monk caught Haml's eye and wi nked. Percy and Francis hadn't killed anybody because they were
worried. Discovering Doc Savage was still alive nust have been quite a shock to them considering
how sure they had been that they had shot himto pieces.

“Pile themin the rubber boat and cast themadrift,” the Fraulino said, neaning the unconscious
sailors. “The wind will drive themup on shore where they will be found, or will recover their
senses.”



She stood there, thoughtful, for a nonent, exam ning Doc Savage. “Has anyone a flashlight?” she
requested. Carlson produced one. She played its beamon Doc's figure. She seened inpressed. “He
| ooks fully as remarkable as his reputation,” she said.

Percy nade a little speech.

“l amso sorry that he came back to plague you, Fraulino,” Percy said. “I cannot explain it.

Nei ther can Francis. In sone fashion we nade a mistake. It is beyond question the greatest m stake
we have nmade in our lives. | assure you we are fully inpressed on that point.”

He then produced a knife.

“I'f the Fraulino will go forward, we will-Francis and |-do our best to renedy the error,” he

fini shed.

Fraulino Jones stared at them

“So you really killed himor thought you did-deliberately the first time,” she said. “I was

convinced you did after | had time to think about it.”

The Fraulino did some producing of her own. It was a snall automatic with a thin snout and pearl
handl e. She held it as if she knew what it was used for.

“If Doc Savage is killed,” she said, “I amgoing to shoot you exactly between the eyes.”

FLYI NG a pl ane the size of this one was not a job for a fellowwith a thirty-five-hour private
license and sonme experience hopping |light planes on Sunday afternoons. The hair stood on end,
figuratively, on the heads of Mnk and Ham when they saw the Fraulino Jones take the controls.

But the plane took off across the harbor w thout incident, dodging the nast of a destroyer with
as neat a side slip as anyone coul d have executed. Convinced the Fraulino could fly as well as they
coul d, Monk and Ham snoothed their hair down and turned their attention to seeing that no one shot
or stabbed Doc Savage.

Duane had tied Doc Savage with webbing straps off the seats-the safety belts-so that there was no
chance of the bronze nan freeing hinself.

Doc was either still unconscious or pretending to be so.

Monk and Ham sauntered the | ength of the cabin and | ooked into the control cockpit where the
Fraul i no was handling the big plane.

“There ees nore gadgets than on six radios,” Mnk remarked, as Cuerpo.

The Fraulino turned her head. “Listen, you two, watch Percy and Francis. See that they do not
kill M. Savage.”

“Si, sefiorita,”

Monk said. “They weel keel heem over our dead body.”

She frowned. “Wiy so enphatic?”

“We want to keel heemourself,” Mnk told her. “He ees great eneny, that honbre.”

“I'f he's not kept alive there'll be nore than one funeral,” the Fraulino said.
She sounded extrenely violent. Also a little scared.
Monk and Ham went back into the cabin. They were pleased. “It'Il help, her not wanting Doc

knocked off,” Mnk whispered to Ham “But we gotta watch themtwo politeness twins.”

“We'll watch them all right,” Ham agreed.

The plane flew for three or four hours w thout anything nore happening that was unusual, except
that Percy and Francis calmy tried to talk Monk and Haminto killing Doc.

“He is your eneny, and here is your chance,” Percy said. “Francis and |, we will say he got

| oose, and you did it in self-defense.”

Monk and Ham | ooked intrigued with the idea. Then they both shook their heads. “She ees no good,
sefior,” Monk sai d.

“But he's your eneny, you say.”

“We ees got good job,” Mnk pointed out. “Thees boss say don' keel heem W don' want to get can
tied to us.”

“We weel talk the boss into giving us O K. to keel heemeventually,” Ham said.

Percy snorted violently. “O K., then. Francis and | will have to do it ourselves.”

“Over our dead bodies you weel do it,” Hamsaid. “W want to do heem oursel ves.”

THE argunment was so conplicated it disgusted Percy and Francis. Everybody professed to want Doc
Savage dead, but Mnk and Ham Cuerpo and Cabeza-woul dn't kill him because they had been ordered not
to by the boss, and they were afraid of losing their jobs. And they wouldn't |l et anyone else do it
because they wanted the job thensel ves, when it was done.

Doc Savage was conscious now and he lay on the cabin floor and |istened, apparently without
enotion, to the debate about when and who woul d be in charge of his dem se.

Duane and Carlson kept out of the word sparring. They seemed to be bothered still about seizing a
navy pl ane.

Francis tried a trick. The radi o equi pnent was |located in the cabin. He crouched before it,
working with the dials and knobs and wearing a set of earphones.

He wrote out a nessage.

Monk wat ched this with suspicious interest.

“He's faking something,” Mnk told Ham “That receiver isn't working. He's just pretending it is.
Apparently he doesn't know how to turn it on.”



Franci s came back and showed them his nessage. It said:

DI SPOSE OF SAVAGE AT ONCE. DUWMPING H M OUT OF THE PLANE | S AS GOOD A METHOD AS ANY.

ABRAHAM MAWSON

“You see,” Francis said. “Mawson is the real boss. There! You see his orders.”

Monk sneered at him

“You should learn how to operate that radio before you start faking nessages,” Mnk said.

Monk had expected this to floor Francis and shut himup, but it had the opposite effect. Francis
became enraged. He tried to draw a gun. Mnk took the weapon away fromhim Percy showed signs of
joining the braw, and Ham proceeded to show a gun of his own.

Francis then dashed forward to the pilot's conpartnment. He showed the Fraulino Jones the faked

message, demanding the right to kill Savage. Mnk bellowed that the nessage was a fake, that the
radi o wasn't functioning when Francis pretended to copy it.

The Fraulino Jones | ooked desperately weary and still nore frightened.

“Cet back in the cabin,” she snapped. “I have enough trouble flying this thing wi thout quarreling

with all of you.”

Monk wal ked back into the cabin.

And then Monk got up off the floor and wal ked back into the cabin again.

Chapter VI. REPEAT PERFORVANCE

HAVI NG wal ked back into the cabin a second tine, Mnk becane amazed at hinself. He flopped on a
hard crew seat. He stared. H s eyes began to pop.

“Blazes!” he nmuttered. “What the heck? | did that twice! | got up off the floor and did it again.
How d | get on the floor?”

He realized then that this didn't sound nmuch |ike Cuerpo and he | ooked about hastily. But no one
was paying himany attention. “Ham ™ Monk whi spered. “Cabeza, | nean. Cabeza, did you just do
sonet hing tw ce?”

Ham was pop-eyed. “How d you know t hat ?”

“I did it nyself,” Mnk said. “Wat was the idea. Wat-"

The Fraulino Jones now called out to them startling them

“Fasten your safety belts for |anding,” she said.

She had weaned the big mobtors down to minimum speed, bringing quiet to the cabin so that they
coul d hear their voices.

Monk blurted, “Hey, we're hundreds of nmiles fromland!” He sprang to the plane w ndow.

There was a large island bel ow, and Mk | ooked extrenely foolish. “How d that get there?” he
asked Ham

Haml's own eyes were popping at the island. “I guess you just push a button,” he said. “Mnk, did
you find yourself on the floor a m nute ago?”

“Before | repeated?” Mnk said. “Yes. What's it nean?”

“I't means this thing is getting kind of fancy,” Ham nmunbl ed.

Monk and Ham scranbl ed forward, thrusting their heads into the pilot conpartnent.

“What island is that?” Ham asked the Fraulino Jones excitedly.

She gave thema sweet snile. The last time they had | ooked at her she had seened quite
frightened, but now she was serene.

“Tahiti,” she said. “O, at least, the town is on Tahiti.”

“Al'l right,” Mnk conplained, “if you ees want to keed us.”

He went back into the cabin. Hamtrailed him They didn't consider that they had gotten any
informati on, because Tahiti was in the South Seas, and they hadn't flown | ong enough or far enough
to reach Honolulu, much less Tahiti, which was some thousands of niles nore distant.

Monk t ook anot her | ook through the plane cabin wi ndows. He al nbst junped through the roof.

“Ham ” he squawked. “That is Tahiti down there!”

Ham hit himin the ribs with a fist and snarled, “You headl ess wonder, you called ne by ny real
name.”

“Cabeza!” Monk bel | owed. “Hah, Cabeza! Hah, |ook!” He hoped this would correct the slip of the
tongue, and apparently it did. “Thees Tahiti down there!”

This was so manifestly inpossible that neither of themactually believed the evidence of their
eyes.

“This plane could fly to Tahiti non-stop,” Ham whispered. “It had the gasoline.”

“Don't be silly,” Mnk said.

The Fraulino evidently knew the island well because she brought the plane down in a | ong,
purposeful glide, put it on the water and taxied it up hard on the beach.

“Now we had better get out and run,” she said. “Bring M. Savage.”

Because they were concerned about Doc Savage's safety-and al so desirous of keeping up their
pretense of wanting to be the ones to nmurder Doc-Mnk and Ham carried the bronze man.

Landing on a Tahiti beach in a stolen United States navy bonber was a bold matter. Hamtold the
Fraul i no Jones so. She | aughed.

“The Chinese have a saying that a bold fox would have gotten the grapes,” she said.

“Foxes don't |ike grapes,” Ham said, w shing she would let slip some inkling of what was behi nd



this affair.

“A fox would like the grapes we're after,” she said. And let it go at that.

THEY plunged into a luxuriant tropical jungle which lived up to the reputation travel folders had
for years tried to give Tahiti.

“There's bound to be sone of the Anerican navy here,” Mnk said. “Wen they find that plane, or
when anybody finds it, there's going to be nore fuss than there was when the horse stepped into the
bunbl ebee nest.”

Hamtold him “She seens to know what she is doing. And you better stick to that accent, Cuerpo.”
Suddenly they cane out on a road and there was an autonobile waiting. They clinbed into the

machi ne.

“Cood afternoon, Fraulino,” the driver said.

They travel ed fast, nmuch too fast to enjoy the scenery, for a while. Then the car pulled into a

t hat ched gar age.

Now t hey | oaded into carts with covered sides. They remained in these half an hour, and when they
got out it was on the bl ack-topped driveway of a carefully attended lawmn. It was all a carefully
pl anned nmet hod of getting themfromone part of the island to another. Mnk began to see where they
m ght not get caught.

“Wait here,” the Fraulino told all of them and went away.

She was gone five mnutes, possibly, and a servant appeared. “Abraham Mawson wi shes to see all of
you,” he said. “He requests you to bring M. Savage.”

They foll owed the | ackey-Monk and Hamstill carrying Doc-into a fine, pleasant bungal ow. The
furniture was Chinese nodern, swank and expensive because it was probably designed for the place.
Abr aham Mawson net them

The fell ow gave Monk a cold chill. Not many things had given Moink cold chills in his day.

The man was neither tall, wide, thin nor fat. H s dinensions were just those of a nman. But each
of his features seemed to have sonething extra, or something m ssing.

H s left hand, for instance, had a finger mssing. H s nose was too |arge, but not a nose
identified with any race; just a big hawk nose. He had too nmuch nmouth, but the nmouth did not have
enough lips. There did not seemto be enough teeth in his nouth, and they were too big and perfect.
Hi s eyes were large and as nagnetic as the eyes of a snake. His voice was big and strong and
influential.

Ast oni shed, Monk and Ham wat ched Percy and Francis sink to their knees before the fell ow.

Carl son and Duane | ooked puzzled, then followed suit, getting down on their knees. They | ooked,
however, anything but worshipful.

Monk and Ham stood there. Monk said out of the corner of his nouth to Ham “Dammed if |'m going
to get down on ny knees to anybody if that's what this is.”

Abr aham Mawson di d not say anything to them

But he did pop the pal ns of his hands together.

This brought a great tower of a black man into the room This fellow wore a pair of anple, very
anple, red trousers, but otherw se he was naked, unless the whip he carried was counted as an
accouternent. The whip was one of the very few genuine cat-o'-nine-tails which Mnk and Ham had ever
seen. Each prong of the whip ended in a little nmetal spike. The whip prongs | ooked as if they had
been salted so that they would sting nore; at |least there was a white coating on themthat | ooked
like the result of brine soaking. It was quite an article, that whip.

The big black took Monk and Ham by the shoul der. He was gentle but firm and pressed themto
their knees.

On his knees, Monk | ooked sheepishly at Ham To subnmit felt foolish, and a little humliating,

but it was smart. They | ooked out of the corners of their eyes at the colored gentleman's whip, and
they knew it was smart.

The stage was set, and Abraham Mawson rmade a pronouncenent.

“Make no mistake,” he said solemmly. “lI was put on earth to becone the master of nen's
destinies.”

VWHEN Monk and Ham renenbered the words | ater, and spoke themto each other to see how they
sounded, the result was not the sane by a long shot. It sounded silly then. It didn't sound lightly
put when Abraham Mawson said it. On the contrary, they actually believed himfor a mnute.

“You are Cabeza?” Abraham Mawson sai d.

“Si, sefior,”

Ham sai d.

“And you are Cuerpo?”

“Si, sefior.”

“The Fraulino Jones has recommended you. See that you live up to her recommendations.”

“Si, sefior,”

Monk and Ham sai d together.

“That is all.”

Monk said, “Wait, sefior, we ees w sh to-"

“That is all,” said Abraham Mawson sharply. “You will go.”



Monk said, “If Doc Savage ees to be keel, we weesh that pleasure-"

“Get out of here,” roared Abraham Mawson. “Get out before | have you whi pped.”

Monk and Ham got out of there in a hurry and willingly. They didn't need the grip of the black
giant on their coat collars, although they received this extra service.

The bl ack abandoned themin what seenmed to be a | esser parlor and went back to the master of
nmen's destinies.

“Ham ” Monk said. “Ham for a long tinme you' ve been threatening to give ne a good kick in the
pants. O K., you can do it right now”

Ham shook his head. “The feeling is nmutual,” he said.

“We stood in there and acted as if that guy was a king, or sonething.”

“For a minute, when he said it, | believed it,” Hamsaid ruefully.
“You know sonet hi ng?”
“What ?”

“That guy Abraham Mawson ain't just a fish out of any puddle. He is sonething a man coul d get
scared of.”

“That's mldly put,” Ham agreed.

“l wonder what he's going to do to Doc?” Monk pondered anxiously.

The Fraulino Jones answered this by comng out smling and telling them “I amsorry. | should
have told you two boys about Abraham Mawson's ideas of discipline.”

“I's that what they were?” Mnk asked. “They | ooked to ne |ike delusions of grandeur.”

The Fraulino's face was grimfor a nonment. “They are not delusions,” she said. “Better get that
t hrough your head now. Abraham Mawson never has any del usions.”

“What about thees Doc Savage?” Ham asked.

The Fraulino's gri mess changed back to a smle. Obviously she had put over sonething that nade
her pleased with herself.

“You two fellows will have to forgo the pleasure of killing Doc Savage,” she said. “Abraham
Mawson has ordered hi m kept alive.”

“At your suggestion?” Mnk asked, naking a guess.

She | ooked a little confused.

“That's right,” she said.

MONK wat ched the Fraulino wal k away-smiling to herself-and then he | ooked at Ham and cl osed one
eye deliberately. “You know sonet hing?” Mnk asked Ham

Ham grinned. “Sure,” he said. “But why do the pretty ones always have to fall for Doc, when as we
wel | know, Doc steers clear of them pretty or otherw se.”

“Whereas,” said Munk, “it is equally well known that you and | don't steer clear of them”
“That's the idea,” Ham said.

They were rather pleased over the situation, but the pleasure did not I|ast |ong.

Percy and Francis cane out of the conference room Carlson and Duane were with them Percy

i mmedi atel y made Monk a business proposal .

“How rmuch,” he asked, “will you give me for the privilege of killing Doc Savage?”

Monk was not struck entirely speechl ess. The best he could do was gurgle.

“We've got an O K from Abraham Mawson,” said Percy, “to kill Savage. He told ne | could do it.”
Monk tried to control hinself and think of sonething to say.

“I"1l sell you the privilege,” said Percy, “for two thousand dollars.”

Monk got words to cone out. “Dos mils pesos!” he screanmed. “Were you get such ideas about

nmoney?”

The other man shrugged and grinned. “lIt's a bargain at two thousand.”

“Where ees bargai n?” Monk demanded.

“Prestige. Don't you see the reputation you will have as the man who killed Doc Savage? Savage is
known all over the world, and everybody is afraid of him Killing himwuld nake you as well known
as Col unmbus.”

The statenent had probably nmade Col unbus turn over in his grave, Mnk reflected. Wich was not
the kind of a thought he wanted to have. What he urgently desired was some answer to the problem
“Ceeve ne tinme,” he said, “to think thees over. Two thousand pesos ees muchos pesos. How nuch
tine you geeve ne to think about her?”

“Four hours, no nore,” Percy said.

“l have to theenk fast,” Monk nuttered.

Chapter VII. | MPOSTOR
MONK and Ham got by thensel ves and di scussed the undeni ably serious situation. Their conference,
whi ch had to do with ways and nmeans of handling the situation, was not very fruitful. It was sure

that they would have to notify Doc Savage of the problem however.

Monk kept a | ookout, while Hamcrept in, intending to have conference with Doc. The bronze nman

was lying on a hard stone floor in a basement room which had no neans of egress or ingress except
one steel door, barred, at which a guard stood. The guard was a big Polynesian with a scarred face.
Monk had noticed that the people working for Abraham Mawson made quite an assortnment of races.

Ham cane back to Monk and said, “Cuerpo, you are a guitar player.”



“What is this?” Monk demanded. “l never had hold of a guitar inny life.”
“Al'l South Americans can play guitars,” Hamsaid. “And | saw a guitar in one of the roons. Get it

and play it.”
Monk scow ed. “You ain't gonna nake a bigger ass out of me than nature nade. But tell you what
I"1l do-1"1l1 play it if you will sing.”

“That's exactly what | am going to do,” Ham said.

Monk' s eyes popped. “Huh?”

“Only | amgoing to sing Mayan,” Ham said. “Somebody has got to get word to Doc some way, and
they' ve got himlocked up so a nouse couldn't get in there without being seen. And we can't just
wal k up and start talking to him That would be too suspicious. It'd get somebody shot.”

Monk got the guitar and Ham sang. They sat in a roomnear the doorway to the basenent, but not
too suspiciously near it. Their singing and playing was extraordinary, but not for its quality.
Ham sang lustily in Mayan. Mayan was the |anguage of a lost tribe of ancient Mayans in a hidden
valley in a renpte nmountain section of Hidalgo, a lesser Central Anerican republic. As far as they
knew, the only persons in the world who spoke or understood this particular Mayan tongue were Doc
and his group, and nmenbers of the lost clan of Maya in Hi dal go. Mdst of these Mayans were in the
hi dden val |l ey, although a few were to be found in the capital city of Hidalgo and scattered over the
republic.

Ham sang in Mayan: “Doc, this Abraham Mawson has ordered you killed. W do not know what is
behind this thing yet. But we've got to do sonething. We can nmake a break and probably get you

| oose, but if your idea was to play along with this crowd until we found out what it was about, that
will ruin the plan. Have you a suggestion?”

Ham continued to sing, giving general information about the house, about the evidence of an

ext ended organi zation, until he thought of sonething else that was, to his mnd, possibly inportant
and at |east very puzzling.

“That repeating spell everybody but Fraulino Jones seems to have had on the plane has us puzzl ed.
We are going to talk to sone of themabout it. W don't understand it and we don't understand,
either, how that plane happened to fly fromCalifornia to Tahiti as quickly as it seenmed to.”

Doc Savage now broke in with a reply.

The bronze man nmade a great uproar. It was an excellent imtation of a howing rage. He banged
the iron door of his basement cell.

At the sanme tinme Doc how ed out instructions in Mayan. H's tone, his banging of the cell bars,
made it seemlike an enraged imtation of Ham s caterwauling.

“Fake proof that | amnot Doc Savage,” Doc said. “Make themthink I aman inpostor, put on the
job by the real Doc Savage to spy on them Make themthink | know where the real Doc can be found,
and what he knows about them Mke themthink they can get this information out of ne if they keep
me alive. That will give us nore tinme, and naybe the truth will crop up.”

Doc then banged the cell bars sone nore.

“I's that singing, | ask you!” he bellowed. “If that idiot has to sing, make hi m sing sonething
sensi bl e!”

The basenent guard | aughed.

“He ees not appreciate real nusic,” Mnk said happily.

MONK and Ham went off, sat down on a veranda, and racked their brains for a way of proving Doc
was not Doc. There was a pleasant view fromwhere they sat, a vista of jungle and the blue of the
sea beyond, but the scenery did not appeal to them

Twenty minutes later the solution practically slapped themin the face.

They were fingerprinted. A man who was about five feet of bones and hide that |ooked like old
cardboard did this service for them The fingerprint man was a cockney with a very heavy accent in
hi s speech.

“Everybody gets their blarsted fingerprints took,” he told them “Ain't no favorites played.”
Monk' s eyes popped when he saw a sizable collection of filing cabinets which were fitted in neat
canvas cases with handles for quick transportation. He | ooked around. There were portable
typewiters and a portabl e dictaphone. A whole portable office.

But the thing that brought Mnk's eyes out of his head was a sheaf of papers fastened together
with a clip, lying on the desk. He was cl ose enough to see the notation on the cover paper. This
was:

REPORT OF AGENTS ON:

SAVAGE, DCC.

Clipped to the sheaf was a fingerprint card bearing Doc's fingerprints and data on his bodily
nmeasur enent s.

Strai ghtening out his face, Monk pretended no interest in anything nmuch until they were outside.
Then he yanked Haminto a corner.

“Haml” he blurted. “There was a sheaf of reports from agents about Doc Savage |ying on that desk
in there. Cipped to it was a card with Doc's fingerprints.”

“Great grief!” Ham gasped.

“Fingerprint card, you hear!”



Ham had a rmonent of skepticism “Were would they get Doc's fingerprints on a card? Doc don't go
around putting his fingerprints on cards for people.”

“This was a regul ation police-record card. They stole it somewhere. One of the agents stole it
for this guy Abraham Mawson, probably. Copped it out of a police file sonewhere. But the point
is-Doc's fingerprints. W can change them Then we can get Doc's fingerprints conpared with the
fakes, and-presto! There you are. Doc a fake.”

Ham was again skeptical. “You can't forge that card. It's printed. And how are you going to erase
those fingerprints? Can you do it?”

“You | eave that to me,” Mnk said.

Monk found the big bl ack who had nade Ham and hi nsel f bow to Abraham Mawson or, rather, get on
their knees. Ham asked the dark tower if it was O K to take a little walk in the jungle to see
what it was |like. The black nan said sure, go ahead, but dinner would be served at seven, and to be
back by then if Mnk wanted any di nner, because the cook was the crankiest one yet born.

MONK cane back from his wal k equi pped with a bl eaching agent which he had manufactured out of
jungl e products. As Mnk told Ham he was nore proud of the bl each than he had been of any other
chem cal m xture he had concocted to date. Considering by what primtive neans he had nade the
stuff, and how quickly he had made it, it was visible proof that he was one of the world's

out st andi ng chemi sts.

“The only thing that stands out about you is your ears and your asininity,” Hamtold him “Let's
get to doing our dirty work.”

They got into the roomwhich held the portable office with such ease that they were at once
afraid that the records woul d contain nothing of great value. And the fears proved correct. The
filing cases were full of new cards that had not been used. The stuff was a shipnent of fresh
supplies just received, and nothing el se.

However, the dossier of reports about Doc Savage was still on the desk. Monk went to work on the
fingerprints with his bl each.

Ham i nspected the dossier. It was as conplete a file on Doc Savage as he had ever seen. There
were things in it about Doc's early history that even he didn't know. He thought some of the stuff
m ght be incorrect.

He nade a note of the firmof private detectives which had assenbled the report. It was a New
York concern.

“I"I'l break these guys of working for crooks if | ever get back to New York,” he said.

At last Monk said, “How s it |o0ok?” He passed over the revised fingerprint card.

I't 1ooked fine to Ham

“Whose fingerprints are on it now?” he asked.

“Mne,” Mnk said. “They'll have no reason to think they' re anybody el se's but Doc's-and when
they conpare Doc's prints with them they'll be sure Doc is a fake.”

“They | ook remarkably like the footprints of an ape,” Ham declared. “Let's get out of here.”

AT first the big black brought word to them that Abraham Mawson woul d not see them But they sent
himback with the information that they had some inportant new matters to di scuss about Doc Savage.
That got themin.

Abr aham Mawson was sitting on his throne, but they didn't realize it for a mnute. The chair was
a large golden affair that was not nassive, but delicate and finely constructed, with a plush
cushion of green. Their first inpression was that it was an unusually confortable chair for such a
bric-a-brac affair. Then, after another | ook at the chair, Hamnearly fell over. He'd thought the
chair was gilt. But it was gold.

“A gold chair!” Mnk blurted.

“Only a small one,” Abraham Mawson sai d, obviously pleased by how nmuch they were inpressed.
“Later, though, | shall have a |arge one. And perhaps a pal ace of gold. There has never been a
gol den pal ace, has there? CGold is the proper mediumfor noney, and | shall bring back gol d noney,
too.”

As talk, this sounded a little crazy.

Monk cleared his throat and got going in the character of Cuerpo.

He expl ai ned that Percy had offered to sell himthe privilege of killing Doc Savage for two

t housand dollars. This, Mnk explained, had actually inpressed himas a bargain, but that he hadn't
told Percy so, and they had agreed on four hours in which Mink could think the proposition over.
Monk, doing the vernacul ar of Cuerpo with a flourish, announced that he was a cautious gentlenman
at heart, although now and then he woul d take a chance. But he hated to get gypped. Most
particularly he would hate to get gypped out of two thousand dollars, and it would also break his
heart if he found out that he had thought he had killed Doc Savage, and hadn't.

“We ees catch that honbre too easy een California,” Mnk said. “Sefior, that nake ne suspi ci ous.
So | amrenenber thees Savage ees have one small scar on left shoulder. | see thees scar one tine.
So | look for heem now. Carranba! Scar ees not there. Thees not genui ne Doc Savage.”

Abr aham Mawson sat in his gold chair with a blank expression, as if a bonb fuse had been |ighted
and he was waiting for it to explode. Then he shot out of the chair.

“What's that?” he bellowed. “What the hell you say? No scar! Not Savage!”



“She ees not heem as sure as you ees shouting,” Mnk said

Abr aham Mawson dashed for the door, screaming, “Percy! Fraulino Jones! Francis! Hell and
damation! Didn't you check this fellow s fingerprints to make sure he was Doc Savage?”

Percy came running. He turned white. “He | ooked |ike Doc Savage,” he said

Abr aham Mawson's face was getting purple. “Bring the fingerprints of Savage. Sonebody shoul d be
shot for this!”

There was a frightened scurrying about and a rush toward the basenent prison cell, during which
Monk got a chance to whisper to Ham “Wuldn't it be swell if his nibs stood Percy and Francis
agai nst a stone wall?”

“Don't hope for too nmuch,” Hamnuttered. “If we get Doc kept alive we'll be doing fine. H s nibs
as you call him is nore likely to get so nmad that he'll order Doc shot at once.”

Wi | e the cadaverous cockney was taking Doc Savage's fingerprints, Abraham Mawson hi nsel f-wel |
protected by guns in the hands of his men-ripped Doc Savage's shirt off his shoul der and hunted for
a scar. He found none because there had never been one. The scar was entirely a product of Mnk's
active imagination, a little touch he had put in extenporaneously.

The cockney scrutinized the fingerprints

“There ain't a bloomn' bit of resenblance,” he said

Abr aham Mawson bel | owed, “He isn't Savage?”

“Ng. "

Abr aham Mawson cl enched his fists and shook themat the ceiling. Then he recovered hinself and

| ooked so conpletely conposed that it was a little startling

“We will take himto Po Piki,” he said. “There we will find out who he is.”

WHEN Doc Savage had been dunped back into the basement cell, fromwhich there was practically no
possibility of his escaping unaided, for all his assorted skills, Mnk and Ham went down to the
beach, not far distant, ostensibly to take a swm but actually to pat each other on the back for
the success of their conniving

“Ham " Monk said

“Yes.”

“What's Po Piki?”

“Why,” said Hamairily, “it's an inperspicuity.”

“What's that?”

“A conpl ete damed nystery to nme,” Ham said. “Wiy don't you think up some easy questions?”

The water was fine. It had a blue clarity that was renarkable. They swamwith their faces under
the surface, |ooking down at a wonderland of mnulticolored sea growth and wondrous caverns and spires
of coral. Monk investigated what he thought was a | ong shadow in the lee of a coral |edge, after
whi ch he headed for shore so fast that he practically got up on top of the water and ran

Ham swamin nore |eisurely and asked, “Wat nmade you hurry?”

Monk felt of his hair to see if it was actually standing on end. “Ch, | saw a shadow, but it
turned out to be a shark,” he said, “about forty feet long.”

Ham began dressing. “That's fine,” he said. “Now | know how much you value ny life. I'll renenber
that.”

“How could | yell a warning?” Mnk asked him “Wen | had | ost ny voice.”

ABRAHAM MAWSON did not dine with them but the Fraulino Jones did, which was rmuch better. The
Fraulino's conversational ability was excellent. Monk and Ham woul d have preferred to talk to her
continuously, but they were growi ng distrustful of their atrocious accents. Al so, everyone |aughed
at them al nost every tine they said anything as Cabeza and Cuerpo, and this was discouraging. It is
hard to make progress with a young wonman when she is |aughing at you

They laid the Fraulino's good spirits to her relief that Doc Savage-or the fake Doc Savage, as
everyone but Mdnk and Ham now t hought himto be-had not been executed. This bore out Mnk and Ham s
opinion, privately forned earlier, that the Fraulino was interested in Doc rather substantially
Monk and Ham beaned at her. She had good qualities. Al so, she was one of the prettiest things

t hey had ever seen

The nmeal was a great success

Percy and Franci s excused thensel ves politely, having dipped their fingers in the finger bows

and arose to | eave

“By the way,” the Fraulino Jones said to them “Wat news of Bill Adans and Handsone Mayfair?”
Percy shrugged. “They are still stationed in town. But they have done nothing nore that seens
suspi ci ous.”

“The American navy unit with which they are connected has not been transferred?”

“No.

“I wish it would be,” the Fraulino said. “lI cannot make up ny mind whether they are harnl ess.”
Monk had been sitting there stiffly, hoping no one had noticed that he was astoni shed

Ham col | ared Monk when they were wal ki ng down a hall and whi spered, “Wat made you | ook that

way ?”

“I"ve got a relative called Handsone Mayfair,” Mnk, whispered back

“What kind of a relative?”



“Mghty distant. |'ve never seen him Sixteenth cousin or sonething.”

Ham rubbed his jaw thoughtfully. “I think we'd better take a | ook at this sixteenth Mayfair and
see if it does any good.”

“l hate to agree with you,” Mnk said. “But | think so, too.”

Chapter VIII. THE HANDSOVE MAYFAI R

THE bi g bl ack assured themthere was no objection to them paying the town a visit, but that they
shoul d be back by m dnight, and that they woul d be expected not to conplain about any |oss of sleep
that was their own fault. Fromthis they gathered that the entire group was goi ng somewhere before
long. To make sure, they checked with the Fraulino Jones, and she O K 'd the visit to town. As
nmotive for the trip, Mnk and Ham used the sinplest one: They wanted to see what a South Sea island
metropolis was |ike.

The Fraulino astonished them before they left for town, by presenting themw th passport and
mlitary identification papers which they m ght need to prove they had business, or at |east a right
to be on the island. The docunents were forged, and cleverly so, and bore the pictures and
fingerprints of Monk and Ham whi ch had been nmade by the little cockney earlier in the day.

“That ees queek and good job,” Mnk said.

“ Abraham Mawson will tolerate nothing but efficiency,” the Fraulino said. “You will find that
out.”

“W ees not know exactly what ees afoot,” Mnk said. “She ees nystery which | w sh you woul d
lift.”

“I'nstructions and information are issued to the men only at Abraham Mawson's direction,” the
Fraul i no said.

They found that they would be supplied a car in which to ride into town. They drove it

t hensel ves, followi ng directions as to the route.

“Where do you suppose we'll find this Bill Adams and Handsonme Mayfair?” Ham asked.

“Just have to inquire around,” Mnk said. “I tell you, we'll try the local equivalent of the
chanmber of commerce.”

They nmade several inquiries, including the |ocal equal of the chanmber of commerce, w thout
results. It seemed there were a nunber of Anerican sailors and soldiers in Tahiti, and they changed
too frequently for anyone to keep track of them

“l got a better idea,” Ham said.

He approached the next pretty girl they saw. She was not a native, but French. Ham asked her if
she could tell them anything about a gentleman nanmed Handsone Mayfair.

“Que c'est beau!”

she exclained. “Ah, nonsieur, do | know him You will find himat the Poodle Stew.”

She | ooked as if she was about to junp up and down with pl easure.

They wal ked down the street toward the Poodl e Stew Cafe, Monk wearing a thoughtful expression.
Ham sai d, “You see! We should have inquired about himof the first girl to begin with.”

“How you figure that?” Mnk Mayfair asked.

“He's a Mayfair, isn't he, even if only a sixteenth one.”

Monk Mayfair snorted.

They found Bill Adams and Handsome Mayfair in a corner of the Poodle Stew.

Bl LL ADAMS was a | ean, grinning, sun-browned young man with | arge hands and plenty of shoul ders.
He proved to be a man who had very little to say, and when he did have sonething to say it was
either a gag or a ridiculous remark. In the tinme that Monk and Ham were to know Bill Adans they
didn't hear himnake a single solem statenent, or a sensible one.

Handsone Mayfair lived up to the first part of his nane, but not the second. He was very
handsonme. Handsone the way a bonber is handsone, for he was big and w de and streanlined. He
certainly had none of the Mayfair honeliness. He had sandy hair, a nose that turned up when he
grinned, which was nost of the time, and lots of white teeth for smling.

Both Bill Adans and Handsone Mayfair wore the uniforns of naval fliers and |ieutenants' bars.
Monk i ntroduced hinself.

“Hell's fire, are you ny sixteenth cousin, Mnk Mayfair?” demanded Handsome Mayfair.

Monk, not flattered by his relative's tone, said, “Yes, but |'mdisguised sonewhat right now ”
Handsone Mayfair exam ned Monk intently. He shuddered. He held up his right hand.

“l take an oath,” he said. “I do hereby and herewith di sown any nenbership in the Mayfair clan,
forever and from now on.”

“That's all right with me,” Mnk said indignantly.

“Don't take your disguise off,” Handsonme said. “l shudder to think what the real article nmust be
like.”

Monk scowl ed. “That's a fine famly remark to nake. You're a relative, all right. Nobody but the
Mayfairs have such bad manners.”

Handsone grinned. “Sit down. You know sonething? | wote you a |letter about three weeks ago.”
Monk and Ham pulled chairs to the table. “Letter?” Mnk said.

“Sure,” Handsone Mayfair explained. “I met alittle girl who said she used to know you. She said
you'd be a good one to look up if | ever went through New York, and | thought at the tine | was



going to be transferred to New York, so | wote you this letter. Then | didn't nail it, and I'm
still carrying it around with me, cone to think of it. This girl said you were a cute guy.” Handsone
peered at Monk. He sl apped his knee and |let out a roar of |laughter. “You, a cute guy! The girl was
ki dding me. That face of yours woul d nake cl ocks run backward!”

Monk said angrily, “You wait until you see me in action, you imtation of a Mayfair! 1'll show
you what they nean by cute!”
Ham Br ooks sighed wearily. “ls this nmeeting to prove who is the great Cassanova?” he denanded

“Or have we got other business on the cal endar?”

Monk controll ed hinself. “Look, we're fishing for information,” he said

“What kind of information?”

“Do you fellows know a man naned Abraham Mawson?”

“No. "

“A young worman cal |l ed the Fraulino Jones?”

“No,” said Handsome Mayfair. “But | thought | knew themall."

“Know two guys called Percy and Francis?”

“Oh, ny, ny. No.”

“If you ever nmeet Percy and Francis,” Mnk said, “don't be fooled by the fact that they | ook |ike
their names sound.”

Ham and Monk fell silent. They didn't know just how Bill Adans and Handsone Mayfair were invol ved
in the nystery. They were, however, convinced that the two fliers were telling themthe truth

AN i dea hit Ham and he said, “Look, has anything strange happened to you two recently? By that
mean- have you run into anything that |ooked a little queer?”

Bill Adams held up both hands. “Mamma, here's that boogi e woogi e again,” he said

“I't wasn't a little queer,” Handsone Mayfair said. “It was just as queer as all get out.”

Ham nodded. “Now we may be getting sonepl ace.”

“You want to know about it?”

“Yes.”

“Well, we found an island. The island di sappeared.” Handsome Mayfair took a deep breath and

wi nked at a girl across the room “It was like this: W are out on subnarine patrol in a two-place
reconnai ssance ship, and we get a radio froma steaner that is being bothered by an eneny submarine
It is along flight off our course, and we won't have too nuch gasoline if we go down there, but we
go. We find the submarine, all right, and he takes a couple of shots at us, and we drop sone

boom boom on hi m by returning the favor

“After that we don't see anything nore of himbut sone oil that floats up to the top of the

water. Maybe we get him| don't know But it's a sure thing he don't do us any good because a piece
of f one of themshells he throws up at us opens a hole in our main gas tank, and we fly |ike heck
for home, but we're way off our course and not exactly sure where we are, on account of it being
very cloudy and us being excited. The whole thing adds up to us being very glad when we see an
island. We land on the island. We | ook around. Pretty soon we see a beautiful doll. Such a beautifu
dol | you never saw. And then we start repeating what we're doing. And when we stop repeating, were
on a different island.”

Monk and Ham | ooked at Handsonme Mayfair intently, and Hamturned to Bill Adams and asked, “You

were along on this thing he's telling about?”

“l hold his hat for him” Bill Adams said

“He was al ong,” Handsone Mayfair said. “Bill is ny pal. Wen we neet two girls he always |ikes

the one | don't. It's a wonderful thing in Bill.”

Monk snorted

“What was the name of the island you | anded on?” he asked

“The one that disappeared?”

“Yes.”

“We don't know. We were lost at the time, sort of. You got no idea how | ost you can get in one of

t hese bonbers busting along at two hundred fifty mles an hour.”

“Describe this girl you saw,” Mnk suggested

“Now there,” said Handsome Mayfair enthusiastically, “is something | can do. Boy, oh, boy!

won't use words |ike blond, blue eyes, nice shape, although those words belong. Here is the way she
hits you: We were standing in a beautiful tropical jungle, see. Ochids and these wonderful flowers
all around. You'd swear nothing could be nore beautiful. And then, |o and behol d! There she is. And
the jungle is just nothing, just a background, sonmething that's kind of ordinary, conpared to her.”
Monk sighed. It sounded like Fraulino Jones. He tried to think of some definite thing about the
Fraulino that would identify her. He thought of sonething

“Did this girl,” he asked, “wear a gold ring in the shape of a nonkey w apped around her finger?”
Handsone Mayfair closed his eyes

“Cousin Mnk, you know her!” he gasped. “Think of it! A homely jackanapes |ike you | ooking on

such beauty.”

“That's the Fraulino Jones,” Mnk declared

HANDSOME MAYFAI R opened his eyes and | eaped to his feet. “Cone on, Cousin Mnk,” he said. “Were



is she? |'ve got to neet that girl again. Were is she? Cone on. Take ne to her, or | shall have to
break your body in six pieces.”

“Sit down,” Monk said, “before you talk yourself into sonme bruises. Wat about this repeating?”
“Repeati ng?” Handsonme Mayfair sighed ecstatically. “Wo wouldn't repeat hinself after seeing such
beauty. It was a nadness that came over us, suitable for such an occasion.”

“What did you repeat?”

“What ? Oh, just whatever it was we'd been doing a minute before.”

“You get up off the ground to do it?”

Handsone Mayfair stared. “How d you know that?”

“And,” said Monk, “were you in a different place when you picked yoursel f up?”

“You,” said Handsome Mayfair, “nmust be a clairvoyant. Yes, we were on a different island. A so
the fuel tanks of our plane, which had been enpty, were now half full of gas. And the bullet hole in
the tank had been repaired.”

“Where was the second island?”

“This one. Tahiti island.”

“Was the first island-the one that disappeared-a | arge one?”

“Not very.”

“Vol canic or coral ?”

“Vol canic. All up and down. One of those things that | ook like a black walnut fromthe air.”

“The island,” said Mnk, “vanished fromunder you, and then you got off the sand on a new island
and repeated what you just did on the other island. Rather remarkable, don't you think?”

“I think it's crazy as hell,” said Handsone

Monk nodded. “All right, now, there's one nore thing: That letter you wote ne. You say you
carried it around with you?”

“Yes. Sure. Carried it around waiting to see for sure where | was being transferred. | haven't
found out yet, so I'mstill carrying it.”
“Got it now?”

“Yes. Here.” The letter read

Dear Cousin Monk:

| just net a little nunber naned Finetta, and she says you and | should get together. She says we
have the same ideas. | think we should |ook into that further

The looking is pretty good here, though. I'Il bet you would find it interesting

Be seeing you soon, eh?

Handsone Mayfair

Handsone Mayfair waved an armand said, “It's just a note | was going to drop you. There isn't
anything of inmportance init.”

“Ch, isn't there,” Mnk said. “Take that |ast paragraph. About the |ooking being good, and

would find it interesting, and you'll see nme soon-"

“l meant | woul d see you in New York,” Handsome Mayfair expl ai ned

“Sure, but did they know that? Suppose they found you on an island where you didn't belong, and
with a letter like that-"

“You nmean that beautiful doll-the Fraulino Jones, didn't you call her-frisked ny pockets?”

“I'f she did,” Mnk said, “she would sure think you were going to tip me off to cone down here.”
“Cnh!” Handsonme Mayfair grinned. “Maybe you're right.”

“And that,” Mnk said, “would |lead themto think that Doc Savage was on their trail. So what
woul d be nore natural than that they shoul d send an expedition to New York to get rid of Doc
Savage.”

“lI's that what happened?”

“My guess says it is,” Mnk told him

Handsone Mayfair |ooked interested. “Hey, they wouldn't kill Doc Savage for narbles.”

Ham said, “Monk, that's how we got in this. That letter nade themthink Doc was investigating
them so they set out to get Doc off the job.”

Bl LL ADAMS was wat ching them sl eepily, but Handsone Mayfair was grinning. “ls that dreamgirl in
this?” he asked

“Yes,” Monk admtted

“Then I'min it, too,” Handsone Mayfair said. “I want to neet that babe again. | want to just
stand and | ook at her. And when | do that |'Il have seen all there is to be seen, and sunsets in the
mountains and the sea in a stormand nothing else will quite be the sane again.”

Bill Adams said, “And the little pig said rooty-toot, and into the thorn bushes he ran.”
Handsone Mayfair | aughed

Monk exchanged gl ances with Ham The sane thought was in both their heads. They could use any
hel p that floated along, and Bill Adans and Handsone Mayfair |ooked |ike a pair who would be as
handy as crutches to a one-legged man if a fight canme al ong

“You two fellows are in the navy,” Mnk pointed out. “You have duties to perform Wat are you
going to do about that?”

“Ch, we got |eaves com ng,” Handsome said. “We can get off any time we want to-for two weeks. And



if I can't whip the dragon and win the girl in two weeks, the clan of Mayfair isn't worth its salt.”
Monk nodded. “Here,” he said, “is the conplete story.”

He told it all as it had happened, forgetting a detail or two, but going back and putting them

in. And at the end he sunmarized it with, “This Abraham Mawson has sone big scheme afoot. He found
that letter on you and thought Doc Savage was wise to his schene. So he sent sone of his gang to New
York to dispose of Doc. The Fraulino Jones thought they were just going to grab Doc and hold him
until their trick was pulled. But Percy and Francis went along to kill Doc. It didn't pan out, and
Doc planted us as nenbers of the gang. | don't know how we put that over. | guess we're such clowns
that we fascinate 'eminto keeping us around. Doc tried to stop themstealing a navy plane and got
caught. He's been a prisoner since.”

Handsone Mayfair frowned. “If what |'ve heard of Doc Savage is two percent true, what's he doing
staying a prisoner? |'ve heard he just lifts his voice and |lightning strikes out of the sky, and
el ephants gallop out of the jungles, just like in the noving pictures. How they keep a guy |ike that
a prisoner?”

“I'f you're poking fun at Doc,” Mk said, “you're in for a surprise. I'"'mquite sure he could have
gotten away any of the tinme since they caught him”

“Now you' re ki dding about him” Handsone said.

“No. What Doc wants is to keep track of the gang until he finds out what is going on. The m nute
he does find out, all we have to do is cut loose and put a stop to it. In the nmeantinme, how you
gonna stop sonet hing when you don't know what it is?”

Handsone Mayfair rubbed his jaw. “All right, it nakes sense. How are we going to hel p you?”

“We'll get in contact with you,” Mnk said. “You keep an eye open. | think we're going to Po

Pi ki.”

“What's Po Piki?”

“We don't know,” Monk said.

MONK and Ham after sone difficulty in persuadi ng Handsone Mayfair that he should wait for

devel opnents, returned to the bungal ow occupi ed by Abraham Mawson and his reti nue. Handsome Mayfair
was all for charging into the thing barehanded, having a housecl eani ng, and carrying off the
Fraulino Jones as the prize. They dissuaded himfinally.

The house was qui et and dark when Monk and Ham approached it, until the big black was suddenly in
front of themwi th a small nachine gun. He passed them and told them where they were to sleep.
Their beds were confortable, but they were routed out before daylight. Dressing and going

out si de, they found the Fraulino Jones, Abraham Mawson, Percy and Francis, Carlson and Duane, the
bi g bl ack, and four other men who | ooked |ike unpleasant fellows to have nad at you.

“We're off to Po Piki,” the Fraulino said.

Monk and Ham t hought of Bill Adans and Handsone Mayfair. They wouldn't like this being |eft
behind, particularly Handsonme. But there was no help for it.

Doc Savage was brought fromthe basenent cell. The bronze nman | ooked fit, alert, and enotionl ess.
The Fraulino Jones | ooked himover anxiously for damage and was relieved.

They travel ed several miles and waited on a beach. In the eastern sky crinson evidences of dawn
appeared. Then there was a drumm ng sound.

A plane cane slanting out of the eastern dawn, | anded on the bay, and taxied close enough inshore
that they could wade out and clinb aboard. The big black carried Abraham Mawson out to the pl ane,
but the others had to wade.

The pl ane took off.

It flew straight into the rising sun, clinbing, then banked in a slow turn of sixty degrees, nade
another turn later to get into some clouds, turned in the clouds, ran out of them and after that
flew steadily as if the pilot knew exactly where he was goi ng.

Chapter | X. PO PIKI

THE description of the island which Handsone Mayfair had given was a good one. It did look like a
floating black wal nut fromthe air. Al npost every one of the little winkles, where they entered the
sea, was a harbor. But they were vicious little harbors in which the sea churned and frothed.
There was only one large winkle and that seemed to be the only harbor with a beach, the only
place fit for boat or plane. The pilot put the big seapl ane down on the harbor, then picked up an
anchor buoy and they tied up. A rowboat cane out from shore for them

Doc Savage, when they carried himfromthe plane, turned his head and exam ned the craft with
interest. It was a Japanese ship. Soneone had painted out all insignia and identification, but it
was still Japanese.

Doc was treated with kindness. They handl ed himas gently as they coul d, considering that he was
tied hand and foot. The tying, even, had been redone, so that it was not too unconfortable.

He suspected they were trying to nake himfeel good, hoping he woul d decide to answer questions.
They were convinced he wasn't Doc Savage. He could tell. The reputati on he had had hel ped the
trick he had pulled on them He had been caught too easily in California. They didn't believe they
coul d have caught the genui ne Doc Savage so readily. This enbarrassed himand bothered him too,
because he had been dunb to get caught that way.

M stakes like that-lapses into stupidity, he could see no other words for them were sonething he



couldn't afford. It would only take one of themto nmake a nman dead.

The beach was a dark one of vol canic sand. When they stood on it, Abraham Mawson nade a little
speech.

He pointed upward. “See the rimof those cliffs?” he said.

The rimof the cliffs was the nost conspi cuous thing when one | ooked upward.

“That,” said Abraham Mawson, “is an invisible fence, or so you can consider it. No one goes

beyond it. That is the only rule on this island. That, and your certain know edge that | am your
master. And if that |ast sounds foolish to you, do not nake the m stake of questioning it.”

Doc Savage wat ched Monk and Ham |t was obvi ous they had trouble taking the man's bonbastic
statenments about his being naster.

They went up to the fort then.

FI RST, there were half a dozen nachi ne-gun enpl acenents to cover the beach. Behind these, in
concrete and steel turrets, were ten of the |latest nodel antiaircraft guns, the nuzzles of which
coul d be depressed so as to cover any ships which came into the harbor, and any tanks which ni ght
try to maneuver on the beach. Everything was expertly canoufl aged.

The | uxurious cavern cane next. It was really a natural cave whi ch had been el aborated upon. It
was perfectly bonbproof.

The place was not exceptionally large as caverns go, and not large for a cave in these islands,

in which there were many caves. The place had been divided off with partitions, which were about ten
feet high, with doors, but without wi ndows or roofs.

Everything was neat, clean. Illum nation cane from powerful banks of very nodern fl uorescent

lights which hung in clusters fromthe cavern ceiling. These apparently burned steadily day and

ni ght because the roominto which they put Doc Savage had a bunk w th upright posts supporting a
canopy of |ight-proof black-out cloth which could be rolled down to get sone darkness for sleeping.
During the short tine they were taking himto a prison room Doc Savage saw ot her people, perhaps
tenin all, in addition to their party.

One of these was a Japanese.

Abr aham Mawson spoke sharply to this Japanese, saying, “You idiot! You were told to stay in bed
and rest!” The man's tone was one of rage at the Japanese showi ng hinsel f, Doc Savage was convi nced,
rather than concern for the fellow s well-being.

The | ower part of the Japanese's face was swathed i n bandages, though.

The room where they confined Doc was four walls without a roof, as were the others. It had two
doors, one being the entrance, and another |eading into a bathroom equipped with a new tub, bow and
stool which had cone froma large United States nuail-order house.

They put extra-strength manacles on his ankles, and to these fastened a | ong chain of
unquestionably good steel. The other end of the chain was tethered to a concrete bl ock wei ghing, at
a conservative estimate, half a ton. Nothing to go draggi ng around over the scenery.

Abr aham Mawson had hardly dei gned to speak to Doc.

The big black man, however, was nore friendly. He directed Doc to take a bath in the bathroom

and stood by with a revolver while the bronze man did so.

The bl ack man's nanme was Robin around here, he explained. Big Black Robin, he said, and he was
just sonmething for people to |look at and be afraid. He grinned wyly. Sure, there was good reason
for themto be afraid of him too. For a thousand generations, his people had been neking ot her
peopl e afraid of them A thousand generations, understand. He wasn't fooling.

He was from Africa, and his real name was Coeie Maart, or that was his Afrikaans | anguage nane.

The Afrikaans | anguage was an of fshoot of the Dutch, and Coeie Maart meant Good March, which was the
correct translation of his nane. The famly name wasn't Maart, or March, but it was a native word
that nmeant that season of the year. He traced his ancestry back to C eopatra, and far back beyond.
Very far beyond. Cl eopatra was just a recent branch of his famly tree.

“You know sonet hi ng?” he said. He sounded as if he would beat his chest. “You know sonethi ng?
Kings. Kings, all of us. | amthe only first son of ny famly in a thousand generations that has not
been a king. Some of themyou mght try to call chiefs, but they were kings.”

He stood tall and dark and statuesque. And suddenly it was plain that he was not |ying.

“I will be a king,” he said, quietly and with conviction.
“King of what?” Doc asked.
“Over men of nmy race. | will nake them a good king. W always do. It will conme to pass. You

renmenber this, and watch.”

DOC finished his bath. They took his clothes. They gave hima suit of white coveralls to wear. No
belts, no suspenders, nothing for a weapon; the coveralls closed with a zipper.

“We are afraid your own clothing mght be saturated with rare and strange chemcals,” Robin said
frankly. “So we will renove them naturally. It should have been done before.”

Doc Savage had studied the big black. He had decided there was not a nore intelligent man in the
group, not one with nore solid nerve.

Doc said, “Mney would not interest you?”

“Money?”

“It is possible,” Doc Savage said, “that Doc Savage would pay a |large sumwere you to extend to



me certain help.”

Robi n | aughed. “Listen,” he said. “You are Doc Savage. You are not an imtation. You have them
fool ed, but you do not have nme fool ed. Money? Money does not arouse nme at all. To be a king? Ah,
that is different. But you woul d not make ne a king. You are Doc Savage. Doc Savage does not nake
kings.” He was silent. He seened sad. “You could, though. | amsorry, very sorry, you are agai nst
us. To tell the truth, | have thought of killing you nyself, but | amafraid.”

Doc said, and neant it, “I amglad you are afraid.”

Robi n | ooked at himsteadily. “Understand ne, not afraid of the physical act of killing you. But
afraid of living with the menory of the crine afterward. You are cursed with such fears when you
cone froma thousand generations of kings.”

Doc Savage extended a hand. “It is a good thing to feel the way you feel.”

They shook hands. And Doc Savage |aid a hand on the black's shoulder in a touch that m ght have
meant good fell owship. As he dropped the hand, Doc got a handkerchi ef which he had planted in
Robin's anple red trousers. The trousers, fortunately, had pockets as any other trousers, and Doc
had pl aced the handkerchief tightly folded, therein, hiding it there before they had nade hi mtake
the bath and had taken the clothes.

Doc pal ned the handkerchief and got it into the pocket of his coveralls.

“l am sl eepy,” Doc Savage said. “I think I will sleep now”

Robi n shrugged. “You might as well. Ek is baie jamer.”

The | ast sentence, in Afrikaans, nmeant nore than all Robin had said, probably. In sinple
translation it was the statement that he was sorry. But it meant nore; it was a prom se, an
uneasiness, a dislike for the fate that lay in wait for Doc Savage.

DOC did sleep. But they brought food, and he awakened then. The food was on paper plates and the
wat er in paper cups and the knife and fork were the cardboard picnic kind. They were not taking
chances.

Robi n, he saw, had al so been brought food. Evidently the big black was to be on continuous guard
out si de the barred door.

The door bars were not bars, really, but a grille nmade of iron straps riveted together.

Doc di pped t he handkerchi ef -t he handkerchi ef he had pl anted, then obtained-in the paper cup of
water, after he had consuned about half the water. He let it soak for not nore than sixty seconds.
Then he wung the handkerchief as nearly dry as possible, letting the drops fall in the cup.

Next, he exercised what shoul d have been, considering the time he had put in nastering it, a very
superior ability as a ventriloquist. He imtated Abraham Mawson's voi ce.

“Robin, cone here at once,” he said.

He nade Abraham Mawson's voice seemto cone from sone distance away.

Robi n hastily placed his dinner plate and cup on the floor near the door, called, “Yes, master,
comng!” and gal |l oped down the corridor.

Wien Robin was out of sight, Doc reached through the bars and enptied the contents of his water
cup-about half of it only-into Robin's water cup.

Doc then went back and acted innocent. He was eating heartily when Robin, vastly puzzled, put an
eye against the bars and stared at him

“Did you hear Abraham Mawson call to me?” Robin asked.

Doc said, “I heard a call. It was not Abraham Mawson's voice, though.”

“Ch,” Robin said. “That explains why | did not find him” He sat down, picked up his plate, and
took a long drink of water. He ate heartily.

Afterward, Robin lay back and sl ept.

The drug with which the handkerchi ef was saturated woul d keep hi munconsci ous probably an hour at
the nmost. A | onger soaking of the handkerchief, however, would produce a |iquid which wuld knock a
man out for days.

Doc worked on the | ocks of his | eg manacl es. The manacl es were ordi nary handcuffs, extra heavy,

so that the locks were not particularly nysterious. It took, however, nore than a strong w sh to get
t hem open. Doc Savage used a tiny steel saw blade-simlar to a scroll-saw bl ade, about four inches
| ong- whi ch had been coiled into a tiny cap which fitted over one of his wisdomteeth, very
innocently. He did not saw the manacl es; he used the saw bl ade as a | ock pick, and got both of them
open, unharnmed, so that they could be used again.

Then he stood close to the wall, junped, hooked his fingers over the edge, and went up and over.
He dropped beside Robin, and there was no alarm nothing to indicate that any nechani cal device had
betrayed his escape.

Not that he could get out of the cave, however. That was practically inpossible, he was

convi nced. Unl ess he thought of sone very good devi ce.

Chapter X. THE FRI GHTENI NG FACES

THERE was nothing in the | east satisfactory to Doc Savage in the progress he had made so far in
the matter of Abraham Mawson, the Fraulino Jones, and the attenpt to kill himwhich had been nade in
New York City to start all this. Progress, in his opinion, was not the word to apply. There had been
practically no progress. Ch, they had | earned that the gang had added nmenbers such as Abraham
Mawson, Carlson and Duane, and Robin, and that it was big.



Big was hardly a word for the Abraham Mawson organi zation either. There was a conpl ex

t hor oughness about the situation that was unnerving. The things they had done-stealing the navy
plane, calmy, for a trip across a part of the Pacific was an exanple-were startling, but executed
with a brazen conpetency that took themout of the category of the fantastic.

There was a certain hair-raising dash about the whole thing. It was not a quality that Doc

admred. Rather, it worried hima great deal, because there was an air of evil genius about it. The
sane kind of driving genius that got the world into such nesses as were made of it by Genghis Khan,
Napol eon and Adol f Hitler.

So Doc Savage wal ked the roofl ess passages with great caution.

He nade two discoveries.

First, there was another section to the cave, a section which was closed by a thick concrete wall
and a single steel door. The door was heavily guarded, both by photoel ectric eyes and capacity alarm
aérials, these being in plain sight. There were also arned guards, and they were alert.

Second, there was a marvel ously equi pped hospital. The hospital was for sone special purpose. Doc
knew this as soon as he found the place. It was deserted when he came upon it, and he stepped inside
for a close | ook.

It was equi pped for surgery, but nore than that, for a special type of surgery. The instrunents

did not tell himas much-al though they told hima great deal -as various chenmicals, a set of

phot ographs and phot ographi ¢ apparatus, and several wax nodels. The place was arranged for plastic
operations. Plastic operations on faces.

The wax nodels held the bronze nan's interest.

After he had stared at the nodels for a while, Doc was astoni shed enough to make, unconsciously,

a small trilling sound which was his habit when shocked unexpectedly. The trilling was |ow, exotic,
as subtly weird as the coursing of a small wind through a forest of naked trees in winter, and it
had a quality of ventriloquismwhich nade it seemto cone fromeverywhere rather than from any
definite spot. Doc nmade the sound sel dom never unless he was deeply gripped. A ways he was unaware
that he had made it, and a little enbarrassed about it if others happened to be present, so that he
never admtted making the trilling.

The wax faces were quite famliar. There was, for instance, a wonderfully executed head of De

Gaul l e, the Free French | eader who, follow ng the war, would probably be the | eader of France. There
was one of Wnston Churchill, of Joseph Stalin, of Franklin D. Roosevelt. And there were others.
There were wax |ikenesses, Doc Savage di scovered, of npbst of the | eaders of the great nations,

and of sone of the smaller ones.

There was a large filing cabinet. It contained charts, neasurenent charts, giving the body
proportions of each man of which there was a wax face. Every detail, every small scar, was |isted.
There were photographs of the individuals, hundreds of them

There were phonograph recordings by the thousands, all of themcarefully |abeled, in another

cabi net. Voice records of the nmen whose faces were in wax. Sone | abel ed as speeches. Sone as private
conversation-normal conversation, nost of these were designated.

The bronze man stood there in the mdst of the stuff and he | ooked worried and dunfounded.

Then he went outside. And al nost at once he nmet Monk Mayfair.

“Doc!” Monk blurted. “I just net Wnston Churchill!”

MONK MAYFAI R was a man of rather unorthodox conposition. Ordinarily his enptions did not get the
best of himunless he wanted themto do so. His rages were trenmendous things, but that was because
he enjoyed trenmendous rages. Hi s fights were how ing, plunging bedl ans of excitement, but that was
because he enjoyed a whooping fight. But now he was stupefied with amazenent, and obviously he did
not want to be stupefied.

“Churchill!” he croaked. “You know, the guy with the cigar, who runs England.”

He was tal king |oudly.

Doc Savage reached out and gripped Monk's arm “Cal mdown,” Doc said. “Were did you neet hin®”
“Just now,” Monk wi ped sweat off his forehead. “I just wal ked al ong and bunped into him” Mnk's
eyes popped. “Doc, it was Wnston Churchill.”

“You speak to hin®”

“Sure.”

“No m stake?”

Monk had dropped his voice sonmewhat, but his eyes again went around and around. “Look, Doc-you
know that time in England, four nonths ago, when | was over there with the chenical warfare

m ssi on?”

“ Yeog?"
“Well, when the chemcal warfare mission was in England | met Churchill. | talked to himquite a
lot, and he gave ne one of those cigars. | got to know the guy. | know Churchill! And | just net
him?”

“What did he have to say?”

“Why,” Monk said, “he stopped when | spoke to him He said it was unfortunate we had net, and
that his presence here was supposed to be a secret, and that he hoped | would keep the secret.”
“His voice?”



“Huh? Oh, you nean how it sounded. It was Churchill's voice all right.”

Doc Savage was silent for a tine.

Over head, the banks of fluorescent |ights spread clear illumnation that was |ike daylight except
that, when one noved a hand quickly, there was an inpression of many separate inages, the result of
the frequency of the alternating current which operated the lights. Sonmewhere soneone was playing a
radi o, getting war news over short wave, fromthe way it sounded. And a cook was rattling dishes and
pans.

Doc said, “Mnk, you are likely to neet other fanobus politicians here.”

Monk swal | owed. “Yeah?” he said. “l don't get it.”

Doc Savage pointed in the direction of the concrete wall and the steel door that barred off an

arm of the cave. “Do you know what is behind there?”

“No,” Monk said. “I was told not to fool around in there.”
“Find out, if you can,” Doc said.
Monk said he would try, and nmuttered, “I hope | don't neet Napol eon next.”

“Napol eon is dead enough that you are not likely to nmeet him” Doc Savage said.

DOC got back into his roofless prison without too nuch trouble. He replaced the | eg nanacles. The
tiny saw bl ade which he had used for a pick he had put back in the tooth cap where it was | east
likely to be found. They had al ready opened his nmouth and | ooked inside, and the tooth cap had been
natural enough not to arouse suspicions.

Robi n awakened finally. H s awakening was quick, like that of an aninal, and he was on his feet,
peering inside at Doc Savage. Doc pretended to be asl eep.

“Hoe jamer tog!”

Robi n exclained. It was an Afrikaans expression of puzzled enotion.

Doc slept well and soundly.

Twel ve hours or nore later he was unchai ned and taken to a bl eak, enpty roomwhere half a dozen
particularly ugly men surrounded him The ugliness of the nen indicated they had been sel ected for
that purpose, and the fact that Mnk was one of themwas no flattery for Mnk, or Cuerpo's, |ooks.
Abr aham Mawson di d not appear.

Doc was tol d Abraham Mawson wi shed a full-witten-report of his entire association with Doc

Savage, and the exact whereabouts of Doc Savage.

Doc refused.

He was then beaten. They used a whip, a cat-o'-nine-tails simlar to the inplenent carried by

Robi n, al though Robin did not take part in the flogging. It was not a particularly serious beating.
Gradual ly, and systematically enough to show that it was part of a planned doing, the ugly nmen

wor ked t hensel ves into what was designed to inpress Doc as a hysteria. The lashing clinmx of this
was when one of the nen, foaming with rage at Doc, drew a knife and |lunged at the bronze man, only
to be intercepted by one of the others.

A man dashed off excitedly to talk to Abraham Mawson, and returned with word that Doc Savage

woul d be questioned again tonorrow, when everyone was nore calm and if he did not give infornation,
he woul d be kill ed.

So they threw Doc back into his prison.

It had been a show to inpress Doc with their determ nation. Doc knew this. It had not been
necessary, because he'd had no del usions about their determ nation. He ached fromthe beating.
About two hours | ater, Mnk began singing. Singing in Myan.

Doc listened intently. The Mayan tongue was a nusical one, although guttural and full of sounds
that could not be expressed with English letters with any degree of accuracy. Wth the words sung it
coul d be understood clearly.

Monk said in Mayan: “About that secret room It's a factory of sone kind. They are nmanufacturing
sonet hi ng. They use a raw material supplied by Abraham Mawson. Abraham Mawson goes out with |arge
al um num bal | s and goes al one. He | eaves the inlet and is gone four or five hours usually. Sonetinmes
not that long. No one goes with him No one is pernmtted to go outside the rimwall of this inlet,
in fact. Abraham Mawson comes back with the alum numballs and takes theminto the | ocked room | do
not know what goes on then. But Mawson is going out this norning. In about two hours. Ham and |
cannot follow him W do not dare.”

Sormeone, in a loud voice, gave a profane and candid opi nion of Mnk's singing. Mnk swore back,
then switched over and did a ribald song in English, the brand of English which Mnk had been
speaki ng as Cuerpo. It was very funny.

DOC SAVAGE had saved his paper cup. He got water in it and put his chenical -saturated

handkerchief to soak. This tine he made a nore powerful solution of the drug.

Breakfast was served. They brought Doc coffee in paper cups, as usual. Two of them And Robin was
served his breakfast at the sane tine.

Doc did not give Robin tine to start eating. He used the ventriloquismtrick again. Percy's

voice, this tine.

“Hey, Robin, cone here quick!” he called, naking it froma distance.

Doc was close to the door, acting innocent, and he watched Robin wheel and start down the
corridor.



He reached through the bar and dunped sonme of the concentrate fromthe paper cup into Robin's
cof f ee.

He used ventriloqui smagain, in Percy's voice.

“Never mind,” he called. “Let it go, Robin. Never mnd.”

Robi n stopped, |ooked di sgusted, and cane back. There had been nothing this tine to arouse his
suspi ci ons.

He sat down and ate and drank and went to sl eep.

Doc picked the nmanacle | ocks again. This tine he went over the edge of the wall and did not stop
at Robin's side. Instead, he nade for the hospital roomthat was equi pped for plastic facial work.
What he wanted was col oring material which they had used in naking the wax face |ikenesses. The
stuff was nothing but grease paint of the theatrical variety, stuff that could be applied and
renoved quickly in experimenting with different skin and hair colorings on the wax.

Doc used the stuff on his face, thinly. It did not take a great deal, on top of the already dark
bronze of his skin.

He went back to Robin. The black nman was heavy when Doc lifted him but he got the colored nman
over the wall. Doc then appropriated the vol um nous red trousers and substituted his own white
coveralls for them

Now he | ooked like Robin in little nore than size. They were both big nmen. But it might do. He
took al ong Robin's spectacul ar whip, the cat-o0'-nine-tails which was such a terribl e-1ooking thing.
He wal ked toward the entrance of the cave. The guards there were having breakfast, and as Doc
approached he stretched and yawned.

“How i s the weather this norning?” he asked.

He used Robin's deep voice, and it was a better imtation of Robin, by far, than the job he had
done on his appearance. It got himpast. The guards waved, and one of themsaid that it was a fine
nor ni ng.

Doc went outside, followed a path a few yards, and turned abruptly aside into the jungle. He

wai ted there where he could watch the cave nmouth for Abraham Mawson's appear ance.

Bel ow him the cove surface was bright-blue corduroy in the sunlight, with waves cream ng on the
beaches. Sea birds and island birds circled slowy over the blue water.

There was no sign of the plane. But after he had eyed the scene for a while he thought he knew
where the ship was hidden and canoufl aged. He was not sure. Good canouflage is a tricky thing, and
this was good.

Furthernore, he began to suspect that there were at |east four planes down there. He could not be
sure, but he thought he saw what was probably canoufl agi ng over four spots, close to the beach where
the bi g anphibians could be rolled up fromthe water.

Then Abraham Mawson appear ed.

ABRAHAM MAWSON carried four of the alum num balls which Monk Mayfair had nentioned. How Monk had
known Mawson was taking this trip, Doc was not sure. But evidently Mnk had kept his ears open.
The balls were large, three to four feet in dianmeter, and made of two hal ves wel ded together.

They were attached to a wooden rack for conveni ent carrying.

Abr aham Mawson clinbed a path that |led up toward the rimof the gash which forned the harbor. Doc
foll owed, noving silently, losing sight of the man ahead, but not for long at a tine.

The rimof the canyon was surrounded by a capacity prow er alarm

Doc realized this when Abraham Mawson examined the trail ahead, then stopped. He drew a pistol,
turned and | ooked down toward the harbor, and fired the pistol into the air. He waited, apparently
for an answer.

Doc surm sed then that there was a capacity alarm H s guess was not clairvoyant. He'd noticed
how often the capacity type of alarm had been used before by the gang.

Whacki ng echoes of a reply shot came up fromthe bay.

Abr aham Mawson | ooked sati sfi ed.

Doc was already noving forward. He could tell about where the wire of the capacity al armwoul d be
stretched. A nonent |later he sawit. A copper strand. He located where it crossed the trail.

He tined hinself carefully and went under the wire in the jungle at the sane nonent as Abraham
Mawson crossed under it on the trail.

Not hi ng happened, so he nust have succeeded. The capacity alarm which probably registered down
in the cave, or near it, would not indicate the size of a body approaching it, or how many nen had
gone under it, providing all them passed under it together. Doc was quite famliar with the device.
There was an adjustrment for sensitivity-you set the thing so that birds and small animals coning
near woul d not actuate the relays, but at the sanme tinme a body as large as a man woul d set the thing
of f.

Doc foll owed Abraham Mawson onward. The interior of the island was extrenely rugged, but no nore
so than nost of these South Sea islands of volcanic formation. The trail was a di mone, but any
trail not used by many feet would beconme dimin this |uxuriant jungle.

They had wal ked for nearly an hour when the peculiar thing happened.

Chapter Xl. THE UNDECI DED WOMAN

DOC SAVAGE had | ost sight of Abraham Mawson for the nonent, although he could hear the man noving



ahead on the trail.

Doc sank to all fours to get under a thorn bush, then grasped a | ow bough to clinb a tree and
make a survey of the route ahead. He went up a few feet, then had to descend and go to another tree
a few feet away, which he clinbed. He | ooked out over the jungle.

As far as he could tell he never saw the jungle.

There was no consci ousness of an interval el apsed.

But he was back on the ground, on all fours, going under a thorn bush, then grasping a | ow bough
toclinb a tree and finding that tree didn't offer the vantage he wanted, and going to another tree
a few feet away, which he started clinbing. He was well up that tree before he got hinself stopped
doi ng what he was doi ng.

He had been repeating what he had, seenmingly, done a noment before.

There was no recollection of clinbing down out of the tree after he had clinbed it in the first

pl ace.

As far as his mnd told him at |least that nmuch time was missing. He had been up the tree-then he
was on the ground, doing again what he had done to get into the tree.

He got down out of the tree in a hurry.

He stood there near the path, concentrating. He was startled enough to nake the small trilling
sound, the tiny, unconscious thing that astoni shnent sonetimes shocked out of him

Doc ran. He ran back the way he had cone, and he took |ong, hasty strides. He stopped on a hill,
where the sea breeze was cool against his face, and the sound of jungle birds was around him

He realized sonething el se then. Down bel ow, down there where he had done his strange repeat act,
there were no birds. The jungle had been very still, without life.

Curious, puzzled, he retraced his steps. That was right. There were no birds. They were thick in
the jungl e back yonder, but there seenmed to be a point beyond which they did not venture.

When he | ooked for insects, there were no insects, either. Gowing nore agitated, he paid closer
attention to the nature of the jungle.

The jungle was different, too. There was still thick growth, but sone of the plants which were so
profuse on the rest of the island were not to be found here.

The missing plants were those that depended on insects for pollination. Wich meant for a |ong
time, years probably, there had been no insects here.

Now t he sun interested Doc Savage. He studied the position of it, the length of the shadows. And
again he nade his trilling.

It was an unnerving certainty that at |east two hours had gotten away fromhimin sone fashion.

He went back to the trail and studied it. In spots where the ground was soft he found what he
want ed- proof that Abraham Mawson had not yet returned.

DOC did one nore thing before Abraham Mawson canme back. He clinbed the tallest tree on the

hi ghest hill in the neighborhood and decided that there was a narrow canyon ahead. Mawson had gone
into that canyon, but there was nothing to show why. Very little of the canyon was visible fromthe
tree, and Doc did not go near the place.

Abr aham Mawson came back carrying, on the wooden frane, the four big alum numballs. These were,
of course, hollow But whether or not he had anything in themit was inpossible to say. He did not
wal k as if the contents weighed nuch, if there was a contents.

When they cane near the burglar-guard wire, Doc circled abreast so as to be on hand to go under
the wire at the same tinme as Mawson.

He managed to get under the wire again all right. Mawson fired his gun as a signal and got an
answer fromthe harbor as before.

Doc Savage dashed ahead now. He wanted to get into the cave and back in his prison cell, before

hi s absence was discovered. |If it hadn't been found out already.

He strode past the guards. They said nothing. It was a hot norning, and the guards at the cave
mout h had sought the shade. They heard Doc and popped out guiltily.

Doc, using Robin's deep voice, said, “It's just nme. But | think Abraham Mawson is coming.”

A guard grinned, and said, “Thanks, boy.”

Doc hurried. He got cold creamfromthe hospital stores to renpve the dark grease paint fromhis
skin. And, as he was comi ng out of the hospital, he passed Dr. Fuquet.

It was an effort to pass up Dr. Fuquet wi thout speaking. O, in fact, without striking the man.
But it was Fuquet, obviously.

Doc had never net the surgeon, Fuquet, in person during the man's ill-starred reign as a plastic
expert specializing in faces. But he had followed the case in the newspapers, and renmenbered when
Dr. Fuquet had killed a guard and escaped fromthe penitentiary.

Dr. Ernestine Fuguet was one of the great plastic-surgery wi zards of the day. Probably there was
not a better man in the world. Certainly there was no one who had done the wonders of nolding which
Dr. Fuquet had done.

But, unfortunately, Dr. Fuquet was as crazy as a March hare. A lunatic, pure and sinple. Cyclic
insanity, it was called, which neant that sonetinmes he was sane and at other tinmes he was anything
but. Wen the spell was on himhe liked to do little things |like cutting throats or taking hearts
out of people, cutting a hole and taking out the heart and holding it in his hand to feel the beat



of it.

Dr. Ernestine Fuquet, then, was the man in the plastic-surgery operating room That nade the

pl ace a miracle room because Dr. Fuquet, when sane, could do things that woul d defeat nature.
Doc went on. He was in a hurry to get back to his cell, renove the grease paint, get Robin back
outsi de, and generally act as if everything had been very innocent.

He hoped there would be no trouble, and he was hoping this when the Fraulino Jones stepped out of
a doorway-they were in the corridor to Doc's cell-and showed Doc the nuzzle of a revol ver.

“YOU woul d be a dead goose,” she said, “if Abraham Mawson caught you.”

Doc Savage wat ched her tensely. The one subject about which Doc knew the | east was wonen. Doc was
perfectly sure of this. She might shoot himor kiss him and neither would surprise him As a matter
of fact, she mght do both. You never could tell.

Soneti mes Doc was convinced that he certainly nust nmeet nothing but a freak kind of femninity in
the course of his life and work. It was hard to think that all of them could be as unpredictable as
those he had net.

“ Abraham Mawson,” he said, “isn't the one who caught ne.”

The Fraulino was pale.

“You shouldn't prow ,” she said.

“Or, even better,” Doc said, “l shouldn't get caught.”

“Way didn't you?”

“They thought | was Robin, | suppose.”

She nodded. “You look a little |like Robin. He is big, too. But he no nore has your build than a
duck resenbles a hawk.” She frowned at him “l don't know what |'mgoing to do if you don't stop
taki ng such risks.”

Doc was startled. “You-uh-risks,” he said. He | ooked at her gun.

She noved the gun a little. “I'Il keep it pointed at you in case anyone shows up,” she said. “And
in case they do, renenber, | just caught you escaping.”

Doc swal | owned.

He was astounded.

“You don't,” he said, “sound so mad.”

“You,” she said, “picked a fine time to skip out. Here |'ve been trying to get a chance to talk
to you al one, when Robin was not around. And a hal f-hour ago, | found Robin absent, and then

di scovered you had drugged him or sonething, and put himin your place.”

Doc swal | owed agai n.

Her attitude puzzled him

He al nbst wi shed he could think this friendliness of hers was a trick, but he knew it wasn't.

She said, “l suggest we get you back in your cell.”

Doc nodded.

“I'"I'l wait outside,” she said, “until you exchange cl othes again with Robin, and put Robin
outside. Then | want to talk with you.”

Doc broke sone speed records getting the clothes exchanged, and getting the black grease paint
off his features, and putting Robin out in the hall again. Robin still slunbered fromthe effects of
the drug. Doc wanted to hear what the Fraulino Jones had to say. Her change of attitude was anazi ng.
“Robin,” Doc said, “is going to do sonme tall wondering about the nap he just had. It's the second
time. | do not think it safe to pull the sanme trick a third tinme.”

The Fraulino Jones-she had remai ned outside-|eaned agai nst the door bars and | owered her voice.
“What did you find on your other trip outside?”

“A finely equi pped roomfor plastic surgery, presided over by a clever mani ac named Dr. Ernestine
Fuquet,” Doc replied. “Also, a wealth of reference data designed to assist Dr. Fuquet in duplicating
the faces of such prominent nen as Wnston Churchill, Franklin Roosevelt, and others.”

The Fraulino nodded. “Think back,” she said. “Renenber when we brought you here? Remenber the nan
you saw with a bandaged face?”

“The Japanese?”

“That Japanese,” the Fraulino said, “is the spitting i mage of the Emperor of Japan. Spitting and
tal king, | should say.”

Doc eyed her face and saw a great deal of earnestness. “Wat about W nston?”

“Wnston Churchill?”

“The head man over in England. Yes.”

“Wnston,” said the Fraulino, “needs some nore work done on him He's good. But he isn't perfect
yet.”

“He fooled Mn-" Doc said, and stopped. Doc's hair stood on end. He was slipping. He'd al nbst
betrayed the fact that Monk Mayfair was here with him

Doc | ooked at the Fraulino with considerable alarm She was a young wonman with such a nagnetic
personality, to say nothing of her |ooks, that she had practically hypnotized himinto talking to
her as if she was a partner.

“What,” asked the Fraulino, “put that |ook on your face?”

Doc swal | owned.



“Not hi ng,” he said.

THE Fraulino Jones studied himas if she was slightly puzzled, then put a question. “You just got
back from follow ng Abraham Mawson?”

“Yes,” Doc said, and wondered why he was being so free with infornation.

“What did you find?”

“He apparently went into a valley with four hollow alum numballs,” Doc replied. “I did not
follow himinto the valley because sonething strange happened to nme. It was a snmall incident. |
nmerely repeated a few acts which | had just performed, w thout know ng why, or being able to help
nmysel f. This was nystifying. | associated it with the valley. So | did not enter the valley.”

The Fraulino Jones nodded vehenently. “You were wise,” she said. “Now, |look. | want you to
listen.”

“Listening is something | amcertainly willing to do,” Doc told her.

“First,” the Fraulino said, “lI amgoing to explain why | amacting this way. It will take a

little time, but | want you to know about it, so don't interrupt.”

She paused to listen, but there was no indication that they were going to be interrupted.

She said, “My parents were conpetent people. They were conpetent enough to becone quite wealthy.
Dad began as an inporter of nerchandise fromthe Orient, and his hol dings in Japan becane enornous,
and his property in China alnost as extensive. | was educated in America and Europe, then taken to
Shanghai to live in our Shanghai home. | want you to understand that we were quite wealthy, with
town and country places, a |arge yacht and a snmall one, and a private plane and pilot for each
menber of the famly.”

She listened alertly again.

“The Japanese,” she said, “changed all that. They ruined our business. They killed ny father and
nmy nother, executing themquite callously before ny eyes.”

She tried to say this with the sanme tone that she had used to inpart the other information but

she failed. Bitter horror got into her voice.

“l got away fromthem” she said. “And they didn't get all of our noney.”

The bitterness was still in her voice, on her face.

“That,” she continued, “is why | hel ped Abraham Mawson start this thing. It is my noney which
financed him | thought at first that it was only against Japan that we were to work. But now | know
better.”

Doc Savage was patiently silent. She was giving information rapidly and, while the nystery wasn't
expl ai ned as yet, the background for it was shaping up. Mdtives were probably inportant to the
understanding of a thing like this.

“ ABRAHAM MAWBON, ” continued the Fraulino Jones, “is an assumed name. His real name is Wl ton
Stagg.”

The name WAl ton Stagg neant sonething to Doc Savage.

He said, “Walton Stagg was the nane of an explorer and adventurer whose ideas were al ways
fantastic and bizarre. In 1936, Walton Stagg was disgraced over a |ost-land-of-Atlantis hoax which
he tried to perpetrate on his scientific associates. He was bani shed fromrespectable scientific
circles for this.”

“That,” said the Fraulino, “is our Walton Stagg, or Abraham Mawson as he calls hinsel f.”

“And so?”

“He came to the South Seas follow ng that trouble about the lost land of Atlantis which he
pretended he found but hadn't,” the Fraulino explained. “And here on Po Piki island, he found that
val l ey. You know what the nane Po Piki translates into?”

“Po Pi ki
means High Devil, does it not?”
“That's right. High Devil. Island of nmystery. And the nystery because of the valley. And Abraham

Mawson heard about it and realized that-"

She went silent. She pointed her gun at Doc Savage. Three nen cane wal ki ng down the corridor.
Francis and two others. They saw Robin prone and unconsci ous on the passage floor and broke into a
run.

The Fraulino told themcalmy, “Robin has passed out, or sonething. | happened to notice. | have
been guarding this man who pretends to be Doc Savage. WII you take over that job, please?”
Chapter Xl|I. TWDO TO HELP

MONK MAYFAI R and Ham Brooks took a walk for the benefit of their nerves, which were getting

tight. They wal ked down toward the harbor beach.

“She ees nake ny head ache, thees whol e theeng,” Mnk conpl ai ned.

“Bl ast you, cut out that Cuerpo talk!” Hamsnarled at him “I'mgetting blamed tired of it.”
“Listen, you overdressed shyster, you're no nore tired of it than | am” Mnk told him “How they
stand it is beyond me. And it's getting me scared. I'mafraid I'll bust right out and cuss in

English in a wild nonent.”

They broke into a trot for a while, by way of getting exercise. Then they stood and tossed
pebbl es out into the water.

“Wnston Churchill,” Mnk said, “is what gets ne.”



“I't couldn't have been Churchill, not really,” Hamtold him

“Well, I wish you had seen him and you woul d be as bunfoozl ed about it as | am” Mnk
conpl ai ned

A new voi ce addressed them and said, “All right, say your prayers, you two doubl e-crossers

Monk nearly junped into the bay, proving the state of his nerves was very bad. He and Ham
whirled. “Handsone Mayfair!” Hamblurted. “And Bill Adans!”

“Where'd you two guys cone fron?” Mnk denmanded

“Airplane,” said Handsome Mayfair.

“CfF iron and steel, a ship that's real,” Bill Adans said. “Ch, give ne a home on the boundi ng
waves.”

Monk grinned at the pair. He was overjoyed to see them They were reinforcenments when

rei nforcements were badly needed

“We didn't have a chance to notify you we were com ng here,” Mnk expl ai ned

“I"I'l bet that's a lie,” Handsonme Mayfair said. “It couldn't be you wanted that narvel ous beauty
that wondrous creation of femininity, the Fraulino, all alone. O could it?”

“Don't be silly,” Mnk said

“I"'msilly about the Fraulino,” Handsome Mayfair said. “But not silly enough to believe that one
Mayfair would hesitate a minute to cut another Mayfair's throat where a woman was concerned, if she
was pretty.”

“Where' d you get your airplane?” Mnk denmanded

“Stol en navy ship. The one you cane over fromCalifornia in.”

“Huh?”
“We,” said Handsome Mayfair, “got leave to fly the crate back to California. A bit irregular, but
we wangl ed her. You see, we had | eave conming, like |I told you. And they were glad to ship us back

with the ship and get rid of us.” He grinned. “So we detoured.”

“You foll owed us here?”

“Sure,” said Handsome Mayfair. “And maybe you think it didn't take a bl oodhound of the air to do
that.”

Bi Il Adans had been | ooking around the cove, peering up at the towering walls and the nountai nous
hills of the island interior

He said, “All that happens is as usual and fam liar as the rose in spring and the crop in summer
Medi tations, by Marcus Aurelius, forty-fourth verse.”

“Huh?” Monk said

“He means,” expl ai ned Handsone Mayfair, “that this is the island we | anded on the first tinme. He
recogni zes it as the sane.”

“The place is called Po Piki,” Mnk explained. “That neans Hi gh Devil, sonebody told me. But why
they called it that, | dunno.”

“Where are our friends?”

Monk told him He explained the | ayout of the cave, and the nunber of nen here. There were at
least thirty-five nmen, in Mnk's opinion. There were four planes of which he knew, and there m ght
be ot hers

“Whew! ” sai d Handsonme Mayfair. “Sonme organization.”

“Yes,” Monk said, “and you haven't heard about Wnston Churchill yet.”

Monk tol d hi mabout Churchill.

“And don't call ne crazy, either,” Mnk advised him “The whole thing is a cuckoo bird w thout
wings, and | knowit.”

Handsone Mayfair sighed. “I wish,” he said, “that | could just kidnap the Fraulino Jones, and |et
the rest go, Gallagher, as the saying is.”

“The Fraulino,” Mnk said, “wouldn't kidnap easy. Moreover, she sort of has an eye for Doc.”
Handsone snorted. “Doc, eh? That's just because she hasn't realized ny possibilities yet.”

“Where is your plane?”

“Around the other side of the island. And that isn't any place for it to be, just between you and
me. This is a cal mday, but any kind of a wind would make all of these coves but this one too tough
for a boat, rmuch less a plane.”

“The baroneter,” Mnk said, “indicates fair weather for a while. Did you hide the plane?”

“It's canoufl aged to begin with. And we hung sone vines and bushes over it. They won't see it

unl ess they just happen to fall onto it.”

Handsone Mayfair sighed. He | ooked |ike a defeated but eager pirate

“You sure this Fraulino Jones doesn't need rescuing?” he denanded

“I't's the exact opposite,” Mnk assured him “O will be, if she catches you.”

“Have you,” asked Handsone reluctantly, “got any suggestions?”

Monk shook his head. “Stick around,” he said. “That's all | can say. Sonething is bound to
break.”

“l's Doc Savage naki ng any progress?” demanded Handsone Mayfair

“l haven't seen any,” Mnk said. “Wich probably nmeans he's about got the whole thing under his
thumb, and is ready to start housecl eaning.”



Handsone Mayfair and Bill Adans both grinned. “Call on us when that housecl eaning starts,”
Handsone sai d.

Monk and Ham promi sed t hem t hey woul d.

Chapter X II. TERROR FOR H DALGO

I T had devel oped that Francis and the other two nmen had not happened past Doc Savage's prison
cell by accident. They had been sent there to get Doc, and they did this, taking the bronze nan to a
nmore | uxuriously furnished cubicle, where they waited for sone tine.

Then a man appeared and said, “All right. Bring himin.”

Doc was taken into the presence of Abraham Mawson. Mawson was showing a different facet of his
character. Now he was the executive of big deeds and efficiency. He wore a business suit, an
expensi ve one, and three nedal s which apparently were of his own design. H s desk was a | arge
mahogany one, and there was an interconmmunicator on it, a radio-tel ephone handset, and a bl ock of
push buttons.

“Sit down,” he said.

Doc took a chair. Francis and the others withdrew at a signal. Abraham Mawson | eaned back and
tapped his fingers on the arns of his swivel chair. Doc could see a revolver holstered on the chair
close to the arm And Abraham Mawson di d not take his hand six inches fromthe gun butt at any tine
during their conversation.

“At times it seens that | ama man of rather small perception,” said Abraham Mawson. *“For
instance, it dawned on ne only this norning why you were refusing to talk.”

Doc Savage | ooked i nterested.

“You are, of course, not Doc Savage, but an imitation,” Mawson said.

Doc regi stered bl ankness.

“You know you do not dare tell the truth-that Doc Savage was killed by Percy and Francis in New
York,” Mawson continued. “As soon as | was sure of that | would no | onger have any reason for
keepi ng you alive.”

Doc deliberately began to | ook alarmed. He had a hunch now that sonething was goi ng to devel op
out of this conversation.

Abr aham Mawson sniled. “I know Doc Savage is dead,” he said. “So where does that |eave you?”

Doc shook his head. “No comment,” he said.

The other man contenpl ated Doc thoughtfully. He seemed in no hurry to continue. In fact, he
seened a little uncertain of hinself, as if he was getting ready to cross a bridge, and wasn't sure
the bridge would support him or whether it |led where he wished to go. At last, he said, “No nan
wants death.”

“No man wants death,” Doc agreed.

Abr aham Mawson nodded. “So far,” he said, “you could not talk or co-operate with nme, because it
woul d have meant your death. That is right, no?”

“No comment again,” Doc said.

“And none necessary,” Mawson said. “But here is one you had better answer, and answer the right
way. WIIl you work for me?”

“Work for you?”

“Yes.”

“How | ong?”

“Si x days, probably.”

“What do you mean by ' probably'?”

“l mean,” the other said, “that | amnot putting a tine limt on the job. But you can be quite
sure that two weeks will clean it up.”

“And then?” asked Doc.

The other grinned. “Then,” he said, “you will be free. O you can stick around and enj oy your
part of the results.”

“And just what,” Doc persisted, “would be those results?”

“We woul d take over Hidalgo,” Abraham Mawson said. “If you know what Hidalgo is, you know your
own answer.”

“You nmean Hidal go, the Central American republic?”

“Right.”

“But-"

Abr aham Mawson | eered at him “You are an imtation Doc Savage for Hidal go. We already have an
imtation Churchill for England, an imtation Hrohito for Japan, an imtation De Gaulle for France

and, finally, our great ultinmate, an imtation Roosevelt for the United States.”

DOC hadn't thought he would be surprised. Actually, his hat was bl own off.

He' d known this was about what it would be, because all the different pieces wouldn't fit

anything el se. The nmen-the imtations; the Churchill whom Mnk had seen, for exanple-could fit but
one pattern of deviltry.

The bigness of the matter had really kept it fromentering his mnd as a fact. He hadn't believed

it, subconsciously. He had told hinself it would be sonmething like this, but he hadn't believed it.
It hadn't cone into his mind, really; it had stuck in the nouth of the bottle. It was too big.



Yet the theory of it was possibly sound. And particularly reasonable at the present day. Five

years ago it wouldn't have worked in France, but now nore and nore power was centered in one
individual, not only in France but in England and the rest of the world. The United States was no
exception. It was the result of conditions, of the madness of mankind

One nman a key. A man in power. There were two kinds of power in a thing like this. One was the

ki nd of power that Hitler had. One man the fountain of all orders and all instructions and policy
and even thought. That was physical power, the power of fear usually, but not always the power of
fear. It could be the power that sprang out of people getting an ammzing case of admration and hero
wor ship for one man and gl adly doing everything that man told themto do. The other power was found
very seldom for it was the admration that sheer goodness inspires, and gratitude for favors
received, and al so and probably the greatest power of all in a ruler was the know edge of his people
and their sureness that he was governing themthe way they wanted to be governed

Abr aham Mawson, then, was going to take over a nation or two by substituting a phony, an

imtation, of the man currently in power.

Work? It could. Mawson was no fool, so he would not expect such a deceit to last for any length

of time. Possibly if he got his imtation into the seat of power and kept himthere for a few hours
or a few days at the nost, the damage woul d be done. A thing like that, to present-day, one-man
governments, would be like cutting the head off the rooster

“Hi dal go,” Doc Savage said, pretending ignorance. “Wy Hi dal go?”

ABRAHAM MAWEON | aughed. “That proves,” he said, “that you are not a very good initation Doc

Savage. What do you know about H dal go, anyway?”

It was plain that it was not wise to be too ignorant, so Doc said, “H dalgo, Central American
republic of small size and not widely known. Over seventy percent a primtive tropical jungle, and
at least half of that practically unexplored. The unexplored portion is incredibly nountainous. A
republican formof governnent. The present incunbent is named Juan Doyl e, and he has not been in
power very long.”

Abr aham Mawson smi |l ed, and said, “But you surely know nore about it than that? For instance, how
did Juan Doyl e get to be president?”

Doc felt genuinely unconfortable

“The man Doyl e was indorsed for the presidency of Hidalgo by Doc Savage,” he said. “Savage has a
great deal of influence in Hi dalgo. He has a great deal of power over the descendants of the Mayan

I ndi ans, who are scattered all over Hdalgo. It is thought that he was once nmade a | eader of the
Mayan tribe, or sonething like that.”

Mawson stared intently at Doc

“You haven't,” he said, “heard anything of Savage having a secret treasure in Hidal go?”

Doc said, “I would not say about that.”

(Notice Doc's use of the word would, instead of could not say. He could say plenty. Because a

lost valley in the wild inner unexplored nountainous region of Hidalgo is the |location of a vast
hoard of gold. This valley is presided over by descendants of the ancient tribe of Maya, and because
of a great favor which Doc did them he is supplied with as nuch gold as he desires. He can get on a
radio transmtter at noon on any seventh day, and speak a few words in the Mayan tongue and the
result will be a pack train of burros |laden with gold comng out of the jungle in a few days. No
living person is nore inportant to these descendants of ancient Maya than is Doc Savage. And because
these Mayans have rel atives and friends |iving throughout Hi dalgo, Doc's inportance and influence
through the republic is enornous. The valley-called the Valley of the Vanished-is a secret as far as
the outside world is concerned, but its existence is known to nmany Mayans who do not live there. To
these Mayans, the Valley of the Vanished is a sacred spot, a shrine of enornous inportance. And
because the valley is in existence only because of the tremendous efforts of Doc Savage and his
associ ates on at |east three occasions in the past, Doc is greatly honored outside the Valley of the
Vani shed. Any Mayan, any individual of Miyan blood in Hi dal go, would do anything in the nane of
reason for Doc Savage. Wi ch nmeans that Doc is a revered individual throughout Hi dalgo, for Doc has
three tines been the savior of what they hold nost sacred.)

Mawson seened inclined to pursue the treasure inquiry further, but did not, after tugging

”

thoughtfully at his jaw. He said, “Doc Savage is an inportant man in Hidal go. Therefore, you will be
Savage. You are able to guess, by now, what you are expected to do?”

Doc could guess. He said, “I amto tell everyone it is all right for you and your nen to take

over the government of the country. | amto make thembelieve that-until it is too late for themto
hel p thensel ves. That the idea?”

“That,” Mawson said, “is the idea.”

“This is a rehearsal ?”

“Exactly.”

“You are going to give your organization some practice taking over governments by taking over the
little country of Hidal go?”

“Yes.”

“And then you'll go out for bigger game? For Engl and?”

Mawson grinned. “Maybe not England. You see, |I'mnot sure England will be the first one to crack



But as the war ends, countries are going to pieces. And we will step in and take them over. The
unsettled times, the wildness of uncertainty, will help us. We are going to have the right kind of
prom ses.”

“What do you mean-right kind of prom ses?”

Mawson spread hi s hands.

“What the people of this world will want to hear after this vast war is over. Return of the
people's rights. No nore wars. Stable currency-nobody is going to |l ose any noney as a result of
inflation. Jobs for everybody.”

“Prom ses you cannot keep.”

“Cf course not,” Mawson said. “But since when has a dictator kept his promises? | wouldn't want
to set a bad exanple.”

DOC SAVAGE consi dered what had been said. He believed Mawson had spoken the truth, or rather,

that as nuch as he had said had been the truth. Wth the exception, naturally, of the pronise that
Doc woul d be kept alive if he conplied with orders and even rewarded. Although Mawson mi ght nean
that, too.

But there was sonething missing. A feeling of inconpleteness about the affair. The thing as a

whol e was too big to be acconplished by ordinary neans.

That was it. There was nore. A neans, a nethod, a device by which Abraham Mawson was going to do
this. No man would tackle a thing so fantastic without a tool.

Doc said, “I amthinking of sonething.”
“Yes?”
“On the plane, comng here fromCalifornia, | repeated nyself. That is, | was doing a certain

series of things in a certain way, and then | did themover again w thout being able to help nyself.
And, apparently, a great deal of time passed-”
Abr aham Mawson cane to his feet. There was nothing pleasant in his manner.

“You,” he said, “will not concern yourself about that. Understand?”

Doc knew then that he had hit on the key to the nystery. This was the tool.
He said, “I amto concern nyself only with doing what you wi sh in Hi dal go?”
Abr aham Mawson nodded. “We will |eave for Hi dalgo at once.”

Chapter XV. THE REPEAT DEVI L

BLANCO GRANDE, the capital city of Hidalgo, in Central America, was a spectacular city fromthe
air. There was no building in town over two stories in height, a fact that was due either to the
eart hquakes or the unwillingness of any true H dalgoan to clinb nore than one flight of stairs to
get anywhere. But everything was painted with colors out of the rainbow. There were palmtrees.
There were maima trees, |lenonillos and chaca and zapotes. There was a | ake at the center of the
town, fringed with gl ossy hyacinths, and with the bright-blue blossons of lirio around its water.
Percy and Francis were in the forward part of the plane. The Fraulino Jones sat inmmediately

behind them And Doc Savage was | ashed to a rear seat. The other chairs were occupied by other nen
who were run-of-the-mll thugs in the gang. As a class, though, they were a very genteel type of

t hug.

Monk and Ham had gone in another plane.

Inall, four planes had lifted fromthe little harbor in Po Piki Island and nade the Iong flight
to Hidal go. There had been stops for refueling, and these w thout incident, the fuel bases having
been prepared well in advance, obviously.

The plane flew on beyond Bl anco Grande, circled, came down on a neat little airport.

“The other ships are going to |land el sewhere,” Francis told themdryly. “We are to go to a hotel
and wait for radio word.”

They rented a car. Open cars were the rule in H dalgo, and they were unable to find a sedan. So
Doc pulled a hat down over his eyes and turned his coat collar up, and the others crowled cl ose
around him He was not handcuffed or tied now. But Percy and Francis were close with guns, which
they kept out of sight npbst of the tine.

It was not a prepossessing hotel to which they went. The proprietor was evidently a fell ow who
asked no questions. If there were other guests, these kept out of sight.

They waited in a large room Percy and Francis played a word ganme, a very conplicated thing which
required, and displayed, an astoundi ng vocabul ary. The | owbrows shot craps.

The Fraulino was very nervous by now. Her eyes kept returning to Doc Savage, although she was
trying to act as if she was not particularly concerned. Doc, in order to make it easier on her,
pretended to doze.

Later, the Fraulino went out for sandwi ches and coffee, and got a chance to speak to Doc Savage
whil e they were eating.

“You do not have much tinme.” She | ooked around to nake sure no one was |istening. “Wat are you
going to do?”

Doc spoke with hardly a nmovenent of his I|ips.

“You going to hel p me?” he asked.

“Yes.” She | ooked unconfortable. “I told you howit is with ne. | financed Abraham Mawson,

furni shed the noney to get this organi zation together. But | thought it was only going to be against



Japan.”

“And now that there is nore than Japan invol ved?”

She shuddered. “l want to stop it all.”

“Then |I'I| depend on you,” Doc said.

She nodded. She seened grateful.

“For your own safety,” Doc said, “you had better follow ny orders when the trouble starts.”
She was startled. “You have a plan? You really have?”

“Yes.”
“What is it?” she asked eagerly. “And how soon?”
“You will be better off not know ng anything about it,” Doc told her.

She becane angry. “You don't trust nme?”

“l told you | had a plan, didn't |?" he countered.

She studied him crowding her eyebrows together, thinking deeply.

You are Doc Savage,” she said. “You're not fooling ne.”

ABRAHAM MAWEON' S voice, when it finally came over their radio, was pleased with itself. He gave
sone crisp explanation and followed it with orders.

“l have rented the country estate of Sefior Metale Orejoras,” he said. “Get that nanme. Sefior
Me-t-a-1-e Or-e-j-o-r-a-s.” He spelled it out. “The fellow is prom nent, so anybody can tell you
where to find the estate. The place will be headquarters. So come out at once. |s Savage there?”
Francis said snmugly, “The one who calls hinmself Savage is-"

“He is Doc Savage fromhere on out!” Abraham Mawson snapped. “Don't you ever |et anybody get the
idea for a mnute that he is not Savage. That is inportant.”

“Yes, sir,” said Francis unconfortably.

“Put Savage on the air.”

Doc picked up the microphone and said, “Yes, M. Mawson.”

Abr aham Mawson told him “You will come with the others. W will start this at once. Twelve
hours, not nore. That will be time enough. You will come here for instructions.”

The radi o was switched off. Sonmeone had rented cars. They got in these, big open nachi nes of good
quality. They rolled through the streets.

Doc gl anced at the Fraulino, who rode beside him Tension was a gray color on her face. She

| ooked at Doc Savage and in a |ow voice, said, “This is like a fire. Like watching a fire you hel ped
start. Did you ever do that?”

What she neant was a frightening thing. Alittle fire, burning trash in the back yard, perhaps.
And the flanmes | eaping and growi ng, and perhaps a little wind, and the thing getting out of control,
the fire becoming a roaring animal of terror.

Francis, in the front seat, |ooked around, and demanded, “Are you unhappy, Fraulino?”

He sounded suspi ci ous.

Doc Savage | aughed. He | aughed | oudly and happily.

The sidewal ks were crowded. In Blanco G ande, the sidewal ks were no nore than two feet w de

al nost everywhere, and the streets narrow in proportion, so that the pedestrians were alnost in the
cars with them

The pedestrians | ooked at the car, their attention arrested by Doc's thunderous |aughter.

“Good!” Doc said. “Micho bueno!”

And he began to sing. He sang with roaring volume, but words that were conpletely unintelligible
to those in the car.

On the sidewal ks there were sone who just stared and smiled. But there were sonme who stared, then
turned and bolted wildly away.

“Hey!” yelled Percy. “What in the hell is that you're singing?”

Doc | ooked gl eeful .

“Cuerpo's song,” he said. “Don't you like it? You heard it enough that you should renmenber it.”
“Cut it out,” Percy said irritably. “It was bad enough when that Cuerpo sang it. Wat |anguage is
it, anyway? It's not Spanish, or Portuguese, or Arabic or Tam | or Hi ndustani or Russian or Italian.
I know all those.”

Doc Savage got out of answering by shruggi ng and spreading his hands. He settled back in the
seat .

But the Fraulino Jones was eyeing himstrangely. “Cuerpo,” she said. “That accent! Cuerpo and
Cabeza!” She smiled suddenly. “I was never before so glad that | was so stupid,” she said.

Doc Savage was uneasily silent. She had, of course, realized that Cabeza and Cuerpo were Ham and
Monk.

AT the country estate of Seflor Metale Orejoras, they found some unexpected excitenment. Robin, the
bi g bl ack man who wanted to be a king because all his ancestors had been kings, galloped to neet
t hem

“Trouble,” he said. “Trouble fromthe nost unexpected source.” He pointed at the house. “Hi s

Maj est y- Abr aham Mawson-wants you i nredi atel y.”

Doc denanded, “ls everyone here?”

Robin was startled enough, or sufficiently wought up by whatever it was that had happened, to



answer. “Yes,” he said.

Sefior Metale Orejoras, if he had built the estate, was a man of nobney. At |east he had been a nan
of nmoney when he started, but unless he had a great deal of noney, he was not prosperous when he
finished. The place was sunptuous on an inpressive scale. There was stucco and stone, paths and
mani cured gardens, and a patio floored with inlay of nother of pearl, and overhung with orchids and
rare bl ossoms.

It was in the patio that a neeting was being hel d.

There were two prisoners.

Handsone Mayfair and Bill Adans. Doc had not seen them before, but he recognized themfromthe
descriptions which Monk and Ham had passed him

Monk and Ham Cuerpo and Cabeza-stood to one side and | ooked very concerned.

The thirty-odd remaining menbers of Abraham Mawson's gang were scattered around the patio. They
carried nore weapons than commando rai ders.

Abr aham Mawson stood up, pointed at Handsonme Mayfair and Bill Adans, and yelled at Doc, “Have you
seen these two before?”

“No,” Doc said truthfully.

Abr aham Mawson was in a rage that was nearly hysterical. Apparently these sudden transitions from
placidity to gibbering wath was one of his characteristics.

“These two,” he shouted, “landed on Po Piki |sland weeks ago. W gave themthe arrestor. Wile
they were under the influence of the arrestor we took themto another island. But we searched their
pockets, too, and found one of them was nanmed Handsonme Mayfair, and that he was a cousin to Mnk
Mayfair, aide of Doc Savage. W came across a letter he had witten Monk Mayfair. The |etter sounded

suspi cious. So, to be on the safe side, | sent Percy and Francis and the Fraulino Jones to New York
to get rid of Doc Savage. At the sane tine we kept a close watch on Handsone Mayfair and Bill Adans,
but found no indication they were really agents of Doc Savage. | half decided the whole thing was a

false alarmon ny part. But here they are!”

He gl ared around at everybody.

“Here they arel” he screaned.

“ARRESTOR, ” Doc Savage said. “Wuld you mind expl ai ning what you nmeant by the word 'arrestor'?”
No one paid the least attention to him

The Fraulino Jones, staring at Handsome Mayfair and Bill Adans, cried, “Were did these two nen
come fron®?”

“We caught them” said Abraham Mawson, “prow ing around the place.”

“What did they want?”

Handsone Mayfair gave the Fraulino the biggest of grins and said, “I can tell you what one half
of us wanted-you!”

The Fraulino junped. “Eh?”

Bill Adans said, “'At last he set her both his eyes: She won, and Cupid blind did rise. O Love!
has she done this to thee? Wat shall, alas! beconme of me?' Act three of Cupid and Canpaspe, by John
Lyly.”

The Fraulino gave another junp. “Says which?”

Handsone Mayfair grinned. It took nmuch courage, or sone kindred possession, to grin under such
circunstances. He indicated Bill Adans. “My bard,” Handsone said. “My poetic soul. For a guy who
never says anything that makes sense, you'd be surprised how much sense he does nake.”

“You're trying to say,” asked the Fraulino, “that you are here because of ne?”

“Yes,” said Handsonme Mayfair. “l can say so coherently.”

“\ihy 2"

“Because |'mutterly fascinated by you,” Handsorme told her.

The Fraulino | ooked very inpressed.

Monk Mayfair | ooked di sgusted. Handsone was naki ng the kind of an inpression that Monk had been
hoping to nake, and Monk wasn't very well in a position to do anything about it. As Cuerpo, the
eccentric Latin, he was a figure to inspire anything but anour.

Abr aham Mawson had been |istening. He swore.

“All that mess over a lovesick idiot!” he yelled.

“Lovesi ck not hing!” Handsome Mayfair bell owed back at him “I'mnot sick. Love never nade me sick
inny life.”

Abr aham Mawson turned purple. Then the situation hit himas funny and he bl ared out |aughter.
After he had cackl ed, he told Handsonme Mayfair and Bill Adans, “It is too bad you two fell ows have
to be honest. | could use reckless brains |like those you have. But, unfortunately, | amforced to
assunme you are honest, and so you nust be shot. Percy, Francis, shoot them Shoot them now, here.”
Percy and Francis instantly produced guns. There was a coldly unexpected dranma about shooting
down Handsome Mayfair and Bill Adanms, apparently, which appealed to them

Monk said, “Doc, this is where we pull the switch, isn't it?”

“Pull it,” Doc said.

Chapter XV. AGAIN AND AGAI N

DOC SAVAGE was not tied. He had been acting unobtrusively mld. And he had put hinself near a nman



who was hol ding a hand machine gun with a full drum He said, “Pull it!” and got the nachi ne gun, or
at |l east got control of the gun. The weapon was strapped to the holder in the regulation fashion
and the man kept a clutch on it. But Doc got the firing | ever back, and the gun gobbl ed deafeningly
Doc kept the gun firing, putting the bullets into the ceiling, and now and then into a | eg
Handsone Mayfair howl ed |like a warpathing red Indian, and knocked two nmen down sinultaneously. It

| ooked |ike an inpossible feat, but he floored two enemes with what seemed to be the same blow. He
how ed nore | oudly and headed for another foe

Monk Mayfair shed the character of Cuerpo forever and kicked a man in the jaw The nman was taller

t han Monk, and Monk kicked himin the jaw with perfect ease, then nade a run for another victim
Monk was bel | owi ng al so

Doc still had the gun roaring. About two hundred bullets had cone out of it, and the big nagazi ne
was about enpty. The barrel was red-hot alnobst to the conpensator on the snout. Then it janmmed
“Qut!” Doc shouted. “CQut! They are too many for us!”

The two Mayfairs, Handsome and Monk, were naking a squalling uproar. Handsone scooped up the
Fraul i no and went through a w ndow, junping backward, glass showering

Ham Brooks and Monk went out of the w ndow after Handsone.

Bi Il Adans had gotten two pistols. He was calmy shooting nen and shooting themonly between the
eyes, the latter necessitating some unusual technique. Wthout acting flustered, he strolled out of
the window. It was about a yard to the ground. Doc | anded besi de him

They had been in the patio. So now they were in a room They ran across it, follow ng Handsone

and Monk, the Fraulino and Ham

Doc said, “Adans, no killing!”

Bi Il Adams nodded. “Not with these.” He threw down his two pistols, left themlying on the floor
“Those were enpty,” he explained. “But wait until | get hold of another |oaded gun.”

They cane into another room a much | arger one. Handsone Mayfair was dashing about, hammering the
doors and bell owing, “Everything is |ocked! As tight as a drum”

The only wi ndows were outside ones, and barred heavily. But there was a square wooden hatch in

the ceiling. Doc junped, knocked the hatch back. Bright sunlight was above. Doc swung up

The others gave himtheir hands rapidly, and he haul ed themout on the roof

It was a pleasant roof, reached by a stairway on the far side, with wicker furniture standing
about, and | arge, wonderfully col ored parasols

The Fraulino Jones was pointing. “The plane,” she said. “If we can just reach that.”
“Who wants to | eave here?” asked Handsonme Mayfair. “This fight has just started.”
Doc asked, “Is Mawson's supply of the 'arrestor,' as he calls it, in the plane?”
“Yes,” said the Fraulino. “In the plane.”

“What the heck's this "arrestor'?” Handsone denanded

Doc Savage had located the plane. It was no nore than a hundred yards distant, standing in the
open. There was a landing field, a private one, but with a |l ong runway, northeast by southwest to
get the prevailing Blanco G ande w nd.

“Cone on,” Doc said

THEY did not make it to the plane. They ran wildly for seventy-five yards and there was a
guttural hell-speech by a machine gun, and Bill Adans turned a neat and conpl ete handspring and ran
anot her hal f dozen yards hopping on one leg, and flopped into a trench

It was a drainage trench for the flying field, not one built for fighting, but it was good enough
for that. They piled into it. Bill Adanms was already in it on his back

“Hurt bad, Bill?" yelled Handsone Mayfair

“Put a tongue, in every wound of Caesar that shoul d nove the stones of Rone to rise and nmutiny,”
Bi Il Adans said. “That's Shakespeare.”

The Fraulino sank beside Bill Adams. “l think it's wonderful, too,” she said. “But it'd help, M.
Adans, if you'd tell us if it hurts.”

Bill Adans said, “They just winged me in the leg. Forget it, kid.”

The dil api dated hat Monk had been wearing as Cuerpo had stuck to his head. He renpved it, found a
long weed, put the hat on the end of the weed and experinmented with it at the ditch edge

The hat was shot to pieces suddenly and thoroughly.

“Ent husi astic guys,” Mnk said

Doc Savage said, “Keep down, everybody. W can hold out for a few mnutes and that may be |ong
enough.”

Ham crawl ed away on a scouting expedition. Wen he canme back he did not | ook happy. “The way this
ditch turns,” he reported, “they can rake it fromthe house. W're stuck here.”

“How many guns have we?” Doc asked

Monk had a pair of revolvers. Handsone Mayfair had a submachi ne gun. That constituted their

ar manent

“We can hold themw th these,” Doc said. “Keep down. Save your fire. And wait.”

The Fraulino Jones stared at Doc Savage. “Wait? Wat for?”

“Hel p.”

“Where on earth woul d we get any hel p?”



Doc asked, “You renenber on our way here, through the streets. My singing.”

“Your singing,” said the Fraulino, “was terrible. But was it anything but that?”

Doc | ooked unconfortable. “It was ancient Muyan,” he said

“Mayan? Who woul d under stand Mayan?”

“About every fourth native on the street seenmed to understand,” Doc told her. “Naturally, mny

words did not sound nuch like a song. | was telling them in Mayan, who | was and that | was in
trouble, and that they should get help-all the hel p and quick-and follow us here.”

The Fraulino was puzzled. “But why should they do that?”

Monk said, “Young |ady, that would be a long story. But if any Mayan native in H dal go heard what
Doc was singing, they'll do plenty.”

The machine gun erupted again fromthe house. But this time there was no ripping of bullets into
the other wall of the trench

“That's funny,” Mnk said. “They're shooting at the plane. Miust be trying to put it out of

conmi ssion in case we try to reach it.”

The Fraulino made a gaspi ng sound of horror

“That isn't what they're trying to do,” she said. “And it isn't funny. There's a dozen canisters
of the "arrestor' gas in the plane. And the wind is blowing this way.”

DOC SAVAGE had found a stick about eighteen inches |ong, thick and solid. He pounded this into

the soft earth of the ditch, then put an ear against it and listened. He seened satisfied

“This "arrestor' gas,” he said, “cones froma canyon on Po Piki Island. That right?”

(The artificial induction of anaesthesia has had a forenpst place in nodern nedicine, one of the
first great advances being nade in 1800 by Sir Hunphry Davy, who discovered the anaesthetic
properties of nitrous oxide, or so-called “laughing” gas. In 1818, Faraday proved that ether vapor
produced anaesthetic effects of simlar nature, and this was also further devel oped by an American
named John D. Godman in 1822. But the effects of these, and nore nodern anaesthetics of the ethy
chl oride type, have been accepted by physicians and surgeons, rather than experinmented upon with a
view to ascertaining the cause of chem cals upon the nental reactions of the patient. The surgeon
is, of course, only interested in the physical results-the elimnating of sensation of pain-for
operating purposes. As long as the nental responses of the patient are not harnful, the subject is
not one of concern to surgical science. This has |led to neglect. Psychol ogi sts, however, have

exam ned the phenonmena with interest, and some experinments have been conducted toward exam ni ng and
rationalizing the conduct of patients during anaesthesia, to the extent of devel oping indications
that certain definite results can be expected consistently. The subject, however, is far fromfully
expl or ed- THE AUTHOR.)

“Yes,” the Fraulino said. “Yes, that is the gas. | do not know what its formula is, chemcally.
Only the effect. But there is a seepage fromunderground in that canyon on Po Piki. The gas has been
seeping for years, and it gave Po Piki its name. The nane Po Pi ki neans Hi gh Devil, as you know. ”

“When did Abraham Mawson find it?” Doc asked

“Four years ago,” she told him “He didn't know what to do with it. Then he evolved this plan

The gas can be conpressed and stored. Its effects are fantastic, although | suppose an anal ysis
woul d show that it isn't so amazing. Just a gas which produces unconsci ousness. And sone ot her

i ngredi ent which causes the victimto repeat, imediately upon regai ning consci ousness, what was
bei ng done when unconsci ousness cane.”

The machine gun was still cackling. Another joined it. They could hear the slugs battering the

pl ane

Monk, in an astoni shed voice, said, “Hey! On that flight from California-you used that gas on

us!”

“Yes,” admitted the Fraulino

Handsone Mayfair said, “I see now what happened to ne and Bill Adans on our |anding on Po Piki

We were given the stuff and taken to another island while we were unconscious.”

One of the machine guns went silent, evidently out of ammunition. The other kept roaring

Doc put his ear against the stick he had driven in the ground and |istened. He scowed in the
direction of the machi ne gun

He said, “Mss Jones, how di d Abraham Mawson happen to contact you?”

“I'n the begi nning, you nean? Ch, he heard about what the Japanese had done to ny famly. So he
came to me with this fantastic gas, and told nme he thought we could take over Japan by taking over
the government. He planned to use a double for the Japanese enperor, and he had other doubles for
hi gh Japanese arny nmen. He made it sound very sinple, incredible as it was. But he needed noney. My
money. My noney to get together an organization. Wll, | financed him And then | found out what he
really intended and | bal ked.”

Ham pi cked up a handful of dust and threw it high overhead. The wind caught the dust and carried
it, an inpressive denonstration of how the wi nd nust be bringing the gas toward them

“We're in a hell of a spot,” Hamsaid grimy

“Let's get the blazes out of here and fight,” said Bill Adans.

“You've only got one leg,” Mnk told him

“l can run like hell on one leg if |I have to,” Bill Adans said



“Stay here,” Doc told them

Bill Adans was not satisfied. “Don't kill anybody! Stay here and get gassed and shot!” he said.
He sounded di sgusted. He got up on his one leg. “I'mgoing to show you people how to run like hell
and fight like hell on one leg.”

Handsone Mayfair snorted.

“Sit down, Bill,” Handsonme said. “You're getting delirious.”

Bi Il Adans | ooked very mad for a nonent, then | aughed and sat down.

HANDSOME MAYFAIR |istened to the nachine gun for a while. It stopped.

“Look,” Handsone said. “l guess |'mthick. This gas-it nakes you sensel ess.”

“Yes,” said the Fraulino. “It's a wonderful anaesthetic. No sensation at all, before or after. O
al nost none.”

“l still guess I'mthick,” said Handsorme. “Wen you wake up you do over what you were just doing.
That right?”

“Yes.”

“\ihy 2"

Doc Savage said, “We will find that it is due to a nerve influence, probably.”

“Has anyone got a match?” the Fraulino asked.

Monk yel l ed, “You nean that gas is expl osive?”

She shook her head soberly. “No. No, but it burns faintly green in the flame of a match. That is,
the match flame turns slightly green-”

She went silent because Monk had struck a match and the flame was a shade of green.

Doc Savage put his ear to the stake. The machine gun had stopped.

Bill Adams got up on his one leg. “Damm nme, |I'mgoing to run and fight on one |leg-"

Doc stopped himand pointed at the stake. “Ever do this? Set sonething solidly into the ground,
then put an ear to it? You can hear sound-earth-carried sounds such as footsteps-a | ong distance.
add Indian device.”

Bill Adans stared at him “Huh?”

“Qur Mayan Indian friends are coming,” Doc said. “Alot of them judging by the sound. So sit
down. ”

Bill Adams sat down.

Monk struck another match. It burned very green.

“That gas will get us in a nonent,” the Fraulino said.

Handsone Mayfair was beside the Fraulino Jones. “Wat we do nowwe'll repeat?” he denanded.

“I'f they don't kill us first,” she said.

Handsone grinned. “I can't think of anything better to repeat than this-or a better last act,” he
sai d.

He kissed the Fraulino Jones.

Monk wi shed he had thought of that.

And then Handsome Mayfair was ki ssing the Fraulino Jones again and Monk was thinking for the
second tine that he sure wi shed he had thought of doing what Cousin Handsone was doi ng right now
“Bl azes!” Mk bellowed. “We're out fromunder the effects of the stuff?”

They | ooked up. The ditch edge was lined with grinning Mayan Indi ans. Doc spoke in the Mayan

dial ect. He was answered by a man, and another native added nore infornmation.

Doc Savage said, “It is over. Abraham Mawson is dead. The others are prisoners. But Mawson nade
the m stake of shooting a native.”

Handsone Mayfair was grinning a grin that pushed back both ears. He | ooked at the Fraulino Jones.
“I's there any of that gas |eft?” he demanded.

The Fraulino | ooked as if she wouldn't mnd. Doc |ooked relieved. Mnk | ooked about as happy as a
toad in a vinegar jug.

THE END
DOC SAVAGE MADE A M STAKE!

It was a m stake that he should not have nade, even though a half dozen nedical authorities had
agreed with himin the diagnosis he had made. But it was a m stake that was made to order for his

enem es; a mstake that put “The Talking Devil” on the way to al nost successfully carry out his plan
of evil. You'll find this next novel coming in the May issue, one of the best ever. You'll see how
human Doc Savage can be, just as we all are. And you'll see himin blazing action, conquering the

evil genius that plotted the whol e thing!



