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Chapter |. THE SCARED OLD MAN

DOC SAVAGE' S headquarters in New York City are on the eighty-sixth floor of a ponderous m dtown

skyscraper.

The building is in a business section.

Late at night,

deserted. There are many dark doorways in the nei ghborhood.
The scared old man lurked in one of these darkened doorways.
sonet hing that was worrying him He crouched in the

The ol d

shadowy entry and devoted his time to peering about.
It was sleeting a little.
ski dded a bit.

got out of the cab. She was tall,
She paid off the driver and the cab went away,

pl ace,
Agirl
from bei

man had sonething on his mnd,

ng nmascul i ne.

while on the sleety pavenent.

The girl

wal ked to the darkened doorway. She had a flashlight

on the old man.

"Don"t!"

The girl

bones that was the old nan.
is wong,

" What
throaty

he cried out wldly.
bl ackened the flashlight Iens.
Seevers?"
t ones.

It had disclosed the girl’'s face.
she asked. She had a voice that went with her sweet face.

He was evidently very frightened,
Cold. A taxicab, when it swung to the curb near the old man’s hiding

the region becones conparatively

t oo.

in a mannish cloth coat and a felt hat that was not far

"No light!"
Its monentary gl ow had flashed nore than the suit full
She was a redhead, and sweet.

after its wheels had spun for a

in her hand and she turned its beam

of

Full of

O d Seevers was plainly very scared. Hs teeth made a clatter that the cold was not causing.

"lI"ve just found out an incredible thing,"
Nan.
"And you have been Louis’s |laboratory assistant for years,
woul dn’t have cone," said the girl.
"lI’ve |l earned that sonme people are going to be killed," said Seevers.

here,

or |
f ashi on!
The girl

"You' d better take a vacation for a few weeks,"

Fl ori da

"I"mnot crazy!" snapped ol d Seevers.

with ne

You're Louis's sister."

And that’'s not all."
was silent for a |l ong nonent.

for the winter?"

toni ght."

"Taki ng me where?" she demanded sharply.

"To Doc Savage," said Seevers.
"Ch," the girl said.
She had heard of Doc Savage.

perfornmed miracl es:
about him He shunned publicity. Yet he got plenty,
Because few facts about the bronze man were actually avail abl e,

nmysti cal

That was Doc Savage

, interesting figure.

It was in her tone.

he gul ped. "That’'s why |

she said.

knew you woul d think so.

"Doc Savage nust believe ny story."

Man of bronze,

bei ng of nystery,

t el ephoned you to neet ne

and al ways seenmed to have good sense,
"Now just what are you tal ki ng about,

Seevers?"
"Murdered in a horrible

"You' ve saved your noney. Wiy not go to

That’s why |’ mtaking you al ong

one who

Yet no one knew nuch about him An aura of nystery hung

| egends springing up around and about himwere often fantastic.

One thing the public did know. Doc Savage' s uni que profession.
ai ding the oppressed, nmeting out a queer justice to exildoers.

wWr ongs,

because reporters have i magi nati ons and he was a

t he

His life was devoted to righting

A sort of nodern knight in



arnor. It carried himto the far corners of the earth. And it got himinto incredible scrapes.
"Look, Seevers," said the girl, Nan. "Tell ne what is on your mnd."

"You can |listen when | tell Doc Savage," said Seevers. "You can verify certain facts that wll
make the story nore credible.”

"All right," said the girl. "I’ve always wanted to neet this Doc Savage. | don't believe he's
hal f what they say he is."

Seevers took her armin a thin claw. "Conme on. I'min a terrible hurry."

"\Why 2"

Seevers hesitated, peering about. "I amafraid of being killed."

"By whon®?" She sounded skeptical .

"By the Metal Master, probably,"” nuttered Seevers.

The girl gave the fem nine equivalent of a snort. Plainly, she was not convinced that the old man
real |y had anything of inportance. She thought hima little mad.

"l never heard of anything called the Metal Master," she said.

"You will!" Seevers shuddered. "Don’'t nmake any m stake about ny sanity. The Metal Master exists,
and it is going to do some awful things to this world, unless Doc Savage can stop it!"

The girl gave her skeptical snort again.

"You sound too nelodramatic to be in earnest," she said.

O d Seevers did not reply.

They passed under a street light. The girl was nore than pretty. She was little short of

ravi shing. She was not a doll face. Her beauty was classic.

"We'll stop at this cable office," said old Seevers, pointing. "l am expecting a nessage, a
cabl egram "

The cable office was one that remained open all night. There were two young men on duty. They
ogl ed the young wonman, hypnotized by her beauty.

"Anyt hing for Jonathan Seevers?" asked the old man.

One clerk canme to life and produced a bl ue envel ope.

"Just came in," he said.

O d Seevers opened the nessage. It was froma town in South Anerica, and read:

| NFORMATI ON WHI CH YOU CABLED ME VERI FI ES WHAT | HAVE SUSPECTED STOP | MPERATI VE CALAM TY BE
AVERTED STOP GO TO DOC SAVAGE | MVEDI ATELY W TH STORY STCOP | AM TAKI NG OFF NOW I N MY PLANE HEADED FOR
NEW YORK STOP BE CAREFUL

LaU S

Having read the m ssive, the girl glanced up. She | ooked stunned.

"From ny brother, Louis!" she gasped. "And he is flying from South Anerica, right now"
"Exactly!" said old Seevers. "Your brother knows just how horrible this thing is."

They hurried out of the cable office.

HARDLY three minutes later, a stranger walked into the cable office. He was a | ean fell ow whose
clothes | ooked as if they had been slept in. He wore a rubber apron and a green cellul oid eyeshade
was over his eyes.

"Jonat han Seevers |let his cabl egram bl ow out of the w ndow of his shop," he said. "He can’t find
it. He wants you to give ne a duplicate."

The cable clerk was still in a comm, thinking of the beautiful vision who had just left. He
riffled through the sheaf of carbons, canme to the one desired, and pulled it out. Then he hesitated.
"It is customary to have identification before we deliver a nmessage to any one other than the
person to which it is addressed," he said.

"l work for Seevers," said the man.

The statement was a lie. It had that sound. The clerk frowned.

"I"'msorry," he said. "You' ll have to identify yourself. Bring a note from Seevers."

The man nade a snarling sound. He reached under his coat, brought out a pistol and ai nmed
deliberately. The pistol went off twice. The clerks fell on the floor, bullet holes through brains.
The killer got the cabl egram carbon and ran out of the office.

Chapter 11. THE BRONZE MAN
DOC SAVAGE' S prof ession was trouble. Other people’s troubles. He had friends, nore friends than
enem es by a large score. But there were plenty of enenmies, and occasionally they tried to kill Doc

Savage, figuring that was their only hope. Some of the enemies had very ingenious ideas about how to
acconplish their ends. So Doc Savage had to take precautions.

One of these precautions was a systemof sensitive alarnms which registered the appearance of any
prowl ers near his office. A marauder did not need to break in. If he as nuch as wal ked near the
door, buzzers whined and indicator |ights gl owed.

One of the buzzers suddenly whined. Its sound had an alarmng quality.

The headquarters—a reception roomfirst, then a library and | aboratory covering many thousands of



square feet of floor space—was dark, except for one light over a snall germculture table on which
were experinmental cultures of a spermatocyte nature. This light reveal ed nothing but a hand of the
i ndi vi dual who was at the table

It was a remarkabl e hand. The size did not seemespecially striking until conpared with
surroundi ng objects, when it becane evident that the hand was of no small size. The fingers were
long. The skin had a surprisingly fine texture. But the unusual feature was the evidence that the
hand possessed incredible strength. The sinews on the back were nearly as large as an ordinary man's
fingers

The hand had a skin of a remarkabl e bronze hue

When the buzzer whined, the bronze hand vani shed fromthe glow of the tiny bulb. No lights cane

on. The owner of the hand noved through the murk with soundl ess speed that was surprising. A nonent
| ater, he opened the door of the reception room

A tall girl in a mannish coat lay on the corridor floor. A masculine hat had been knocked off her
head. Her face was upturned. It was an exquisitely attractive face

Her mouth was open. A whitish powder was snmeared around it

There was a light in the nodernistic corridor, it showed the bronze man who cane flinging out of
the reception room He was a Herculean figure. H's hand, seen alone in the |light, had seemed huge
yet it was not out of proportion. Miscles rem ndful of big wire hawsers were evident under his

cl ot hi ng

Perhaps the nost striking thing about the bronze man was his eyes. They were of an unusual
flake-gold tint, and the gold flakes seemed always in notion, as if stirred by tiny winds. They were
strange, conpelling eyes. Strangers on the street often | ooked at those eyes and were so gripped
that they found thensel ves bunping into other pedestrians

The bronze man’s features were regular. H's hair, of a bronze hue slightly darker than his skin
fitted his head |ike a netal skullcap

The bronze man did sonme fast nmoving. A gl ance whi pped over the corridor showed no one el se there
He scooped up the girl and lunged with her into the reception room through the library and into
the laboratory. He did not turn the lights on. He evidently knew the place well.

He planted the girl on a narble-topped table. He felt for her pulse. He listened for her heart

Her heart was not beating

MANY a fanpus doctor and surgeon woul d have liked to have been present in that |aboratory during
the course of the next five mnutes. What happened was an exanpl e of what skill and nedica

knowl edge can do

Chemicals were mixed with flashing rapidity. They were admnistered to the girl, both as a

draught and with hypos. Then she was shoved into a conplicated device that was designed to start her
breat hi ng. Adrenalin was adm ni stered

Twenty mnutes of that, and the girl had her eyes open. She | ooked at the bronze nan

"You' re Doc Savage," she said faintly. "l've seen your pictures."

"You were attacked in the corridor?" Doc Savage asked

The bronze man’s voi ce was as unusual as his appearance. It was deep, cultured, full of

control | ed power.

"Yes," breathed the young woman. "What happened to Seevers?"

Doc did not answer that

"WAs any one beside Seevers with you?" he asked

"No. "

He carried her to the rear of the | aboratory room to what resenbled a solid wall. He put a palm
to the wall, held it there, took it away, put it there again. He did this three times. A perfectly
conceal ed panel opened. It had a | ock that was actuated by a sensitive thernostatic conbination
concealed in the wall. Heat of the hand, applied in the proper conbination, was enough to open the
lock. It could be opened in no other nanner

The niche inside had a narrow couch. Doc put the girl there

"Be back later," he said crisply. "You are too weak to talk now "

He brought stuff in a glass

"If you get to feeling dizzy, drink this," he directed. "It’'s a stimulant. Do not nake any
noi se. "
"O K. ," she managed to say. It was a wi sp of a whisper

Doc Savage cl osed the hidden panel behind him Only a very good nagnifying glass woul d have
detected the crack around it. Due to the clever construction of the place, the extra thickness of
the walls could not be determ ned wi thout measuring themw th surveying instruments

DOC SAVAGE went back through | aboratory, library and reception roomand out into the corridor
The corridor door was of arnor steel and had no | ocks or knobs or other visible neans of being
opened. It closed nysteriously behind the bronze man

Doc Savage had scooped up, in passing through the |aboratory, a rather unusual -1 ooking nmetal box
It had a I ense, and mi ght have been an ol d-fashioned nagic |antern, except that this | ense was



al nost black in color. There was a switch on the side of the box. Doc flicked this

A strange thing happened in the corridor. Along the floor in front of the elevators was a mat. It
| ooked as if it we made of gray sponge rubber. It was w de enough that any one getting out of the
el evators would be likely to step on it. In fact, only a spry junp woul d take a person over it

wi thout touching it

This mat, when the eye of the strange lantern was turned on it, began to glow with an eerie blue
| um nance

Footprints, as well, appeared on the corridor floor

Doc Savage entered his own private high-speed el evator and rode down to the street |evel. There
were three other elevators in operation at this time of night. He asked the attendants questions
"Who canme and went fromny floor within the |ast few m nutes?"

"Why, an old man and a girl went up," said one el evator operator. "The girl was a peach for

| ooks, what | nmean. And some nen went up, too. Four."

"Before or after the man and the girl?"

"After. They came down later, with the old nan. They said he had been seized with a dizzy spell."
"Thank you," said Doc Savage, and went out on the street

He turned his lantern on again. It was, in reality, s conpact and powerful projector of invisible
ultra-violet light Utra-violet |ight has the strange property of causing certain substances to
fluoresce, or glow. Ordinary vaseline has this quality

The man in front of the elevators on Doc Savage's floor was soaked with a chem cal m xture which
was sticky and glowed with an extraordinary brightness under the ultraviolet light. It would stick
to the shoe soles of any one who wal ked on it, and tracks would be left for some tine

Doc Savage foll owed gl owing tracks down the street. They led around a corner. He had a little
difficulty, because the chemical footprints did not register well on the sleety sidewal k.

The trail, however, was not long. It led into an alley. It was a dark alley. Doc produced a
flashlight which spouted a | ean, utterly white beam

On the alley pavenent was a weird bl ob of netal

THE nmetal blob had a | ength of perhaps a dozen feel, and a width of half that. It appeared that a
nolten m xture of steel and brass had been dunped in the alley to harden

But there were many queer aspects to the metal mass. For one thing, had nolten netal been dunped
there, the pavenent around about woul d have shown sone evidence of the terrific heat. There was
none

Yet it certainly looked as if the netal had been put there in a nolten state. Little streans of

it had run out at the sides, just as liquid nmetal would do. It had filled cracks in the alley
pavenent .

Most fantastic of all, pieces of wood stuck out of the mass, along with bits of cloth and

| eat her. Doc Savage exam ned the | eather

Aut ormobi | e cushi ons! Not the slightest doubt of it. This nmolten mass had been an autonobile. He
saw the tires, four of which had been on the wheels, and a spare. Fire. And the wooden wheel spokes
were intact

The bronze man noved about, using his flashlight. Then he did something that was rare with him

He had trained his nerves for shocks. He rarely showed enotion

Yet he started violently.

For the next few seconds, he stood perfectly still. And there cane into being a small, weird
sound. It was a trilling. It ran up and down the nusical scale, adhering to no definite tune, yet
definitely nel odi ous. Mich about the strange trilling defied description. It mght have been the
song of some exotic feathered creature, or the note of a wind filtering through a denuded forest
A smal |, absent thing which the bronze man did in nmonents of mental stress, was this trilling. It
had a quality of ventriloquism seenming to come from everywhere, yet fromno definite spot. The
reason for the trilling stuck up stark and horrible in the flashlight glow

A bony, wrinkled human hand! Projecting fromthe wad of netal on the alley pavenent

Doc Savage worked furiously at the nass of netal. It was solid, as if nolten and poured there

The body was inbedded in it. Some other parts of it were exposed, he found after a nonent’s search
There was part of a leg. An elbow. The tail of the man’s coat

Strangest of all, the man's garnents were not even scorched. Yet he was inbedded solidly in the
mass of netal

Doc Savage returned his attention to the hand which projected so horribly. On one of the fingers
was a ring. He renoved it. ldentification, perhaps

He used the ultra-violet lantern. The footprints ended here. There were narks on the sl eet which
indicated a car had gone away. There nust have been two cars. One-sonething fantastic had happened
to it. The other had taken away the remaining nmen

There seened to be nothing nore to do. It would take hours, perhaps days, with hacksaws to free
the body. Doc went back toward the skyscraper which housed his headquarters

He carried the ring

An el evator operator told him "Some men went up to your floor, then came back down. | guess they



found you weren't there."

"Know t hen?" Doc asked.

"They were the sane nen who took the old man down."

Doc Savage said nothing. But he lost no time getting in the private express elevator to ride up.
A nmorment | ater, he stepped out in the eighty-sixth floor corridor.

The arnor-plate door of his headquarters suite was gone.

NOT gone, exactly. It was a puddle on the floor. To all appearances, it had sinply nelted. Yet

not hi ng was bur ned.

Doc Savage studied the incredible scene. Some of the netal casing of the door had al so dri pped
down on the floor. He touched the wad of metal. Cold.

He entered. Nothing was disturbed to any extent. But the place had been searched. A few cabinets
were open. They were | arge enough to have held a person.

He went to the secret panel and unlocked it by operating the thernostatic conbination.

The girl smled at him She was still weak. But her nerve was all right.

"I"mglad you' re back," she said.

"Hear any one a few m nutes ago?"

"Faint sounds," she admtted. "You told ne to keep quiet. | did."

Doc Savage showed her the ring. There was nothing unusual about it. It was cheap; worn.

"Ever see it before?" he asked.

The girl nodded. "Yes. It belonged to Seevers. He always wore it."

Doc Savage nodded, sat down, and gave her sonme of the stinmulant to drink.

"Now, " he said. "Tell ne the story."

Her voice was firm enough.

"There's not much of it," she said. "Seevers tel ephoned ne. He was worried. Wanted ne to neet him
and conme to talk with you. He said something about a Metal Master, and something terrible about it.
But he didn’t go into details. | thought he was—wel |, balny. That is, until he got the cabl egram
fromnmy brother. And ny brother—his nanme is Loui s—seened to think there was sonething wong, too."
"Who is your brother?" Doc asked.

"Louis Tester," the girl replied. "I am Nan Tester. We are twins. My brother is an expert on
electricity as applied to chemstry. O at |east, he used to be"
"Used to be?"

The girl drank nore of the stinmulant.

"l haven't seen nuch of Louis the last two years," she said. "He has been off in sone

out - of -t he-way pl ace working, where he has a |l aboratory."

"\Wher e?"

"l don't know. "

"From where did the cabl egram conme?"

"South America. He is on his way North. | don’'t know why he was down there. In fact, | didn't
know he was in South America."

"Who was Seevers?"

"He used to work with nmy brother. Seevers was sort of a teacher for ny brother for a long tine.
He is a nice old nan."

Doc Savage did not tell her she should have said was a nice old nan.

Chapter I11. CUBA ANGLE

DOC SAVAGE al | oned the young wonan to rest, after ascertaining that she knew no nore than what
she had told. Wiile she was resting, he tel ephoned the cabl e conpany.

He | earned about the two clerks who had been nurdered and about the cabl egram whi ch had been
taken. He got a copy of the cablegramfromthe central office, where it had been rel ayed.
"How i s your nerve?" he asked the girl.

"l don’t know," she said.

Doc tried her.

"Seevers is dead," he said.

Her nerve was all right. She bit her lips.

"He was a nice old man," she said.

"Do you have any idea what is behind this?" Doc Savage asked.

She considered. "I can’t think of a single angle."
"You were poisoned," Doc told her. "They sneared a cyani de powder over your nouth."
"l know." She shuddered. "And after that, it was the strangest thing! | seened to be flying

through infinite space at terrific speed! And yet it didn't seemlike it was nme doing that, but sone
one different, some part of me that | had never been conscious of before"

"You were dead," Doc Savage told her.

She eyed himsolemly. "You wouldn’t kid me?"

"That," he assured her, "is the truth."

"And you brought ne back to Iife?"



"It has been done often before. People actually die on operating tables and el sewhere, only to be
revived by the use of adrenalin and other nethods."

Nan Tester did not say anything. Apparently having been dead was sonething to think about

"You are going to be left here again for a few mnutes,"” the bronze man told her

"What are you going to do?"

"Do not make any noise in here," Doc told her, apparently not hearing her question. "The place

was searched a while ago. They were probably | ooking for you."

Doc Savage | eft her concealed in the secret conpartnent. She had wanted to know what he pl anned
but he had appeared not to hear the inquiry—a small and aggravating habit which he had when he did
not wish to explain his future noves

He went to the cable office to which had come Louis Tester’s cable from South Amrerica, and where
the two cl erks had been nmurdered. The place was full of police officers, investigating the killing.
Two new cl erks were on duty.

Doc Savage filed two cablegrans for transm ssion. The first one was addressed to Louis Tester

care of the airport at Panama, Canal Zone, where his plane would be apt to land for refueling. It
read:

SEEVERS MURDERED STOP YOUR LI FE MAY BE | N DANGER STOP DESI RE YOUR STORY | MVEDI ATELY STOP CHANGE
YOUR COURSE TO HAVANA CUBA AND | NTERVI EW MY ASSI STANT COLONEL JOHN RENW CK AT HOTEL M RVA | N HAVANA
STOP TELL HI M STORY STOP ACCEPT H S HELP STOP YOUR SI STER W TH ME

DOC SAVAGE

The second cable was directed to Col onel John Renw ck, Hotel Mrma, Havana, Cuba, and said

MAN NAMED LOUI S TESTER W LL ARRI VE I N HAVANA FROM SOUTH AMERI CA BY PLANE STOP MEET H M AND GET
STORY CLEARI NG UP MYSTERY OF METAL MASTER STOP HI S LI FE MAY BE | N DANGER

DOC SAVAGE

Doc handed these two communi cations over the counter for imediate transm ssion. The two clerks
behi nd the counter seenmed to be nervous, which was no wonder, with the place full of frowning cops

DOC SAVAGE now gave his attention to the policenen. They listened to himwi th the greatest of
respect, for they knew his reputation, knew al so that he was a high honorary officer in the police
department, anong ot her things

Doc told themto go to the el evator operators in the skyscraper which housed his headquarters for
a description of men who mght be the nurderers. Doc did not explain why he happened to make this
suggestion. The policenen | ooked very curious about it, but did not insist when Doc failed to

vol unteer a full explanation

Doc Savage al so nentioned that it might be interesting to investigate the alley where old
Seever’s body |ay inbedded so incredibly in a blob of metal

Two officers went to see about this. One soon cane tearing back with his eyes wild. He had found
the mass of nmetal, and the body.

The police investigators now asked Doc Savage to have another | ook at the fantastic thing in the
all ey, and furnish themw th any theories which they mght pursue in their investigation. Doc was
not unwilling. He knew very well that the police had an efficient organization, and he frequently
codperated with them

Doc went to the alley with the policenen

The two clerks in the cable office seemed very glad indeed to see the bronze man and the cops
depart. Their relief was tenpered sonmewhat by the fact that one cop remai ned behind, to see that no
one wandered around nessing finger prints. The clerks, pretending to exam ne nessages, held a

whi spered consul tation

"This is sorta risky" one said. "We better blow. W'’ve got themtwo cabl egrans that the bronze
guy filed."

"We better see what the chief wants us to do," the other nmuttered

The man went to a tel ephone. The cable office phones were fitted with box affairs over the
nmout hpi eces, so that the instrunents could be spoken into with privacy. This nade it sinple for the
man to tel ephone without the policeman on guard overhearing

"Doc Savage filed two cabl egrans,” said the clerk, when he had his party.

"Read themto nme," directed the person at the other end of the wire

This individual spoke in a whisper. It is very difficult to identify a voice froma whisper over
a tel ephone wire

The clerk read both nessages

The whi sperer cursed heartily, but did not forget to keep whispering

"That means the girl got to Doc Savage," said the whisperer. "It also neans that she couldn’'t

tell himwhat it is all about. He's trying to get hold of Louis Tester, to learn the story. W' ve
got to stop that."

"Sure," said the clerk. "But how?"

THE other had quick wits. Al npbst imediately, a cabl egramwas di ctated over the phone. It was
addressed to Louis Tester, care of the airport at Panamm, Canal Zone, and read



SEEVERS MURDERED W THOUT TELLI NG STORY STOP WANT YOU TO @ VE STORY TO MY Al D COLONEL JOHN RENW CK
WHO |'S ABOARD SCHOONER NI NETY M LES SOUTH SQUTHWEST OF DRY TORTUGAS | SLAND STOP FI ND SCHOONER LAND
AND COOPERATE W TH COLONEL RENW CK STOP SCHOONER | S THE TWO- MASTED VESSEL | NNOCENT

DOC SAVAGE

Send that nessage, then destroy it," directed the voice. "Do not send the nessage whi ch Doc
Savage filed to Louis Tester, but stanp it as if it were sent, so nobody will get suspicious."

"O K ," said the clerk. "Wat about the other nessage, to Col onel Renw ck?"
"CGo ahead and send it, so Doc Savage will not get suspicious,” ordered the whisperer. "Louis
Tester will never get near Col onel Renw ck."

"Who i s Col onel Renw ck, chief?"

"Doc Savage has five nmen who are his assistants. Colonel Renwick is one of them"

" Ohi ™

The whi sperer conmanded, "And after you get the nessages sent, clear out of there before the
cabl e conpany gets wise that two fake clerks are on duty there."

"O K., chief. Wat about that girl?"

"l amtaki ng neasures about the girl."

"O. K So long, chief."

This term nated the tel ephone conversation. The two phony cl erks went about the business of
sendi ng the fake message to Louis Tester, directing himto find the schooner |nnocent.

The chief will have nmen on the schooner to grab him | guess,” said one clerk.

They had evidently once worked in a cable office, these two, for they knew how t he nessages were
transmtted over the tel etypes. But they could have been a little nmore skillful.

They sent Col onel Renwick’s nessage as Doc Savage had filed it. Then they exchanged nore

whi spers.

"W better blow, now, " said one.

"O K.," agreed the other.

They wal ked out .

"Gonna get a cup o' coffee," one told the policeman, laconically. The cop swallowed that, and |et
t hem go.

They wal ked bol dly down the street, then turned into a side thoroughfare.

"That was sinple," said one.

"Sure, it was," agreed the other. "Brother, we fooled this Doc Savage plenty!"

"The bronze guy ain't up to that reputation of his."

"Yeah. He's overrated."

Then sonet hi ng happened to them It was as if the wall of the building had fallen on them Only
the hard things which struck themwere not bricks, but fists. Before either could nore than squawk
in agony, they were battered down to the sidewal k.

To the acconpani nent of metallic clicks, light steel handcuffs came to rest on their wists.
Dazed, they blinked and groaned and peered into the gloom to see what nanner of nenesis had
overtaken them

When they saw, they becane so quiet that it seemed their hearts had stopped.

"Doc Savage!" one choked finally.

Doc Savage said nothing. Being a psychol ogist, he knew the value of silence in a nonent such as
this. It was much nore effective than anything he could say.

After a bit, one of the nen nuttered a single word that was adequately expressive.

"Wl "

Doc Savage said, "You fellows are not very good actors. You were nervous."

"Anybody woul d be nervous," grow ed the other.

" That didn't give us away."

"But it noved ne to tel ephone the cable conpany, and they said your description didn't fit the
clerks they had sent," Doc explained. "You waylaid them did you not?"

"Yes," the other admitted pronptly.

"Kill then?"

"No. There wasn't no need."

Doc Savage picked themup. He did it perfectly easily, and carried themboth as if they had no
wei ght at all. Hi s physical strength was great.

"What cha gonna do?" one gul ped.

"That depends on you," Doc told him "Plenty, probably. That is, if you are reluctant about
telling what you know. "

"WAit a minute!" said the man hastily. "Maybe we can get together."

" How?"

"W were just hired for a job. All we get out of it is our pay. We won't get that, now that we’ve
been caught. So what’'s the profit in bucking you?"

"None, " Doc agreed. "Start talking."



"W were hired," said the man. "Me and ny pal here. We haven't been told rmuch. We don’t know
what’'s behind this."

"Who hired you?"

"A big guy with bl ack whiskers. He didn’t give no name. Said it wasn't necessary."

"Can you find him agai n?"

They hesitated. One cleared his throat. The other spoke jerkily.

"W know-where he hangs out—+ed-brick house in the Forties."

THE house was of red brick, right enough, and it was old, with boards over the wi ndows on the
ground floor. Doc Savage saw this fromthe taxicab in which he arrived with the two nen.

"Cet out," he told them

"You're going to wal k right in?" one demanded.

"Coing to try it."

They got out. The street was deserted, for it was getting along toward norning. It was still
sleeting. The feet of the two fake tel egraphers skidded a little as they worked across the sidewal k.
Then they fell down. Fell slackly, heavily. But it wasn't the slippery pavenent. They had been
knocked down, knocked by bullets that arrived in a bedl am of noi se.

A machine gun! It was firing, not fromthe house, but froma roof at the end of the block. Its
cackl e made the street hideous.

Doc Savage flung sidewi se, hit the sleety walk, and slid. He snashed against a fire plug. That

was what he wanted. A fire plug will not shelter nuch nore than a nman’s head, but that was enough in
this case. Doc Savage never went out w thout a garment of chain-mail under his outer clothing. Only
the best of high-powered hunting rifles, shooting hard slugs, could perforate the mail.

The machi ne gun continued its gobbling. Slugs, hitting the bronze man’s mail, threatened to knock
himaway fromthe fire plug.

The gun went silent.

Doc Savage |ay where he was. The quieting of the gun mght be a trick to see if he noved.

The two nen who had been his guides were dying. One was already dead, in fact. The other was
groaning his last, and raving a little.

"Trap—€oubl e crossers!" this one was shrieking. "If we got caught—bring you here—they would

rescue us—tiars—+ntended fix us so we wouldn't tal k—

H s shrieking turned to a bubbling and with a few lusty coughs that sprayed crinson over the

sl eety sidewal k, he turned in his checks.

By now, Doc Savage had deci ded the nachine gun was silent because the gunner was neking a

get-away. The bronze man heaved up and ran for the corner.

He heard a car engine start up. The machi ne went away fast.

DOC turned back to the taxi in which he had cone. The driver was scared. He got out and ran for
dear life in the opposite direction. So Doc drove the cab in pursuit of the fleeing car, and did not
get to first base, which was not his fault, but the fault of a careless notorist who had failed to
put on chains to run on the sleet.

The cab skidded uncontrollably. Doc Savage’'s driving ability, which was consi derable, did not

hel p enough.

He did not find the car he was seeking, for the cab lost its front wheels against the curb in an
effort to avoid a smash.

Doc went back and exami ned the nachine gun. It was a foreign mlitary weapon. Small chance of it
ever being traced.

Doc searched the house in which the two nen had said he would find the big man with a bl ack

beard. There was no such man; and no others in the house. Probably there had never been such a nan.
Searching the two victins, Doc Savage found the cabl egram whi ch had been dictated by the

whi spering | eader over the tel ephone, the one which had been sent to Louis Tester, in Panana, Canal
Zone. They had been carel ess and had not destroyed it.

Doc Savage lost no tine in getting to a tel ephone and trying for a | and-Iline-radi o hookup to the
airport in Panama. He wanted to get hold of Louis Tester.

But Louis Tester had | anded, refuel ed and gone on North. Louis Tester was headed for the trap.

Doc Savage hurriedly got a tel ephone connection to Havana, Cuba. He spoke, when he had his party,
anci ent Mayan, a | anguage which few outside his five aids and hinself spoke. He tal ked for sone
time.

Doc Savage’'s regul ar bronze features were enotionl ess as he headed back toward his skyscraper
aérie. Whatever was involved in this nysterious affair nust be trenendous.

The "Metal Master"! That was it, whatever it was.

Doc Savage knew sonet hing was wong the nonent he entered the | obby of his building. He ran to

the el evators. The three attendants were inside.

They were not dead. But their heads had been thoroughly battered, probably w th bl ackjacks. Not
one was conscious. Doc ran his private elevator up to the eighty-sixth floor. He went through
reception roomand library into the |aboratory. There, he stood still for some nonents.



H s strange, fantastic trilling noise cane into existence and traced its eerie trenmor for sone
nonents. |t was smaller, nore exotic than usual, and after it faded away into nothingness, the echo
of it seemed to persist, as the strains of enthralling nusic sonetinmes seemto hang in the air

af t erward.

The | aboratory walls were of steel—er had been. A bit of the steel had nelted down on the tiled
floor. Melted, it appeared, w thout any heat. A number of the secret conpartments had been thus
opened

The one in which Doc Savage had left titian-haired, exquisite Nan Tester had been opened. She was
gone

Chapter 1V. |INTO THE TRAP

THE next devel opnent in the nystery of the Metal Master, as it cane to be called, occurred in
Havana har bor

"Tops'|" Hertz, who was to act a grisly part in the matter of the Metal Master, was junping about
barking orders. He was trying to get his big two-nasted schooner, Innocent, to sea in a hurry. He
did a good deal of cursing

Tops' | Hertz probably woul d not have been junping about swearing had he known about Doc Savage
Tops'| becanme a cold customer when he was scared. Tops'| had heard of Doc Savage, but as far as he
knew, the bronze man had never heard of him On occasion, Tops'|l had hoped he never woul d

Doc Savage's nane often kept gentlenmen of Tops'| Hertz's brand awake nights

Tops'l, in his lighter nonents, gave play to a foxy hunor of sorts. He had named his schooner

I nnocent during one of these arch intervals. The hooker was anything but angelic

The I nnocent had been a runrunner back in the days when that paid, and now she was doing a bit of
smuggl i ng guns and amunition to hopeful revolutionists in Central America and el sewhere. She was
versatile; she also ran aliens and other things, principally narcotics, which latter is as evil a
profession as the world offers

Cccasional ly, the Innocent participated in a high-class nmurder for hire. Her forward hatch was
hacked and scarred, and the crew would tell you that fish were dressed there. Naturally, they
couldn’t be expected to nmention a human body or so that had been cut up on the hatch for the sharks
Taken al together, the Innocent and her crew fornmed a conbination that coul d have taught

Bl ackbeard a few things

The schooner cast off fromthe fuel-oil dock and drifted out of the harbor under the thrust of
her Diesels, which could, weirdly enough, hurl the vessel along at a speed that nore than one coast
guard cutter had failed to match

A mle off Morro Castle, which is at the mobuth of Havana harbor, a fight broke out forward

Bl ows. Curses. A nman how ing in pain.

"I may be a stowaway, but | object to being stowed away!" squawl ed a nondescript voice

Tops’' | Hertz hopped ninbly forward, wearing his npst om nous | ook

He saw one of his sailors. The man was hol ding a stowaway, who had just been haul ed out of a deck
| ocker.

This stowaway was not tall, and he was thin and wan and puny-Ilooking. H's clothes were in bad
shape. He seenmed hardly able to stand up, as if from sone constitutional weakness. Altogether, he
had very few visible qualities to recommend him

Wi ch shows how deceptive appearances can be

"What the blarsted ‘ell is goin’ on ‘ere?" grow ed Tops'| Hertz, who had a Li nehouse accent

except when he desired otherw se

The stowaway tried to straighten his shoulders, and all but collapsed. He grasped a stay to

st eady hinsel f.

"1’ m Punning Parker," he said. "I'min bad with Scotland Yard and they' ve got a man in Havana
looking for me. | heard you were a good nman to go to, to get into the States."

And thus "Punning" Parker introduced hinself and his puns

HE produced a roll of bills anmounting to several thousands of dollars. He peeled off a goodly
nunber of the bills

"I"'msort of a billing worker," he said. "Not that |’ many dough-boy."

Tops’' | nearly shuddered. He hated puns. But he did not let his personal |ikes affect his business
sense

"Stick aboard," he said. "H'Il take care of you."

Now t his was not the snap decision it seemed. Tops'| Hertz had suddenly remenbered havi ng seen
Punni ng Parker in Havana a nunber of tines recently, and the word had gotten around that Punning
Parker was a bad but clever one. In other words, he was a "right guy."

"What you’'re doing won't ever Hertz you," said Punning Parker

"Conme aft an ‘ave a drink," invited Tops’|

They went aft and had, not one drink, but several, and Tops'| Hertz |listened to Punning Parker
tal k about things he had done in England and el sewhere, after which Tops'| Hertz became convi nced
that Punning was indeed all right

The cash whi ch Punning paid over in advance had a nellow ng influence, too. Tops'| l|iked to think



he was the kind of a guy whom people woul d trust

Tops'| Hertz got around to showi ng his new crony a radi ogram whi ch he took fromhis sweaty pants
pocket. It was sinple and to the point

GO NI NETY M LES SOUTH SOUTHWEST OF DRY TORTUGAS TO MEET MAN | N PLANE STOP MAN NAMED LOUI S TESTER
STOP HE WLL LAND STOP KEEP TESTER SAFE AT ALL COSTS

CX

The message had, of course, been in code, and was then decoded, and the "CX" was the cryptic
signature of a worthy for whom Tops’| Hertz had done a little job or two in the past. Tops’

expl ained this to Punning Parker

"The landin’ of you in the States will ‘ave to wait until this job is done," Tops'| pointed out
"You have your Tester-day today," said Punning. "Sure."

The truth was that Tops'| had never met "CX," and did not know whether that personage was man
woman or organi zation. Tops'|l did not worry on that score, because "CX' had paid well in the past
and that was all that was really necessary

Ti me passed

A sailor crouched on the cabin top. He was wearing a tel ephone headset, and wires ran fromthis
to an anplifier box, thence up the mast to a very nodern aérial |istening device attached to the
mast top. Tops'| had installed this plane-finder, after the coast guard started using pl anes
"Plane comin'!" yelled the sailor at the listener

Tops'| Hertz stood up, listened, heard the plane with his unaided ear after a bit, and was out of
the shade of the mainsail |like a scared cat. He ripped orders. Preparations got under way, such as
had not been nmade al r eady.

And Punni ng Parker canme anbling up out of the cabin

PUNNI NG PARKER was sonet hing of a character. A stranger, looking at himfor the first time, could
not have seen much to recommend him But he had a lot. He was not tall, and he was thin and pallid
and weak-| ooking. At tines, when he was just standing around, he would stagger as if he had gotten
weak and were going to fall down. He |ooked as if he were no earthly good. He had nothing visible to
recomrend hi m

"This nmust be the blarsted plane comn'," said Tops'| Hertz. "Get the bl oody Vickers ready!"

The descriptive "bloody" was a favorite with Tops'|l, but it particularly fitted that Vickers

whi ch was a nmachine gun that could spray death at several hundred doses per m nute

Wth a gusty buzz, the plane cane down in the foggy sky. It leveled out and circled a hundred

feet or so above the schooner’s nmast tops. The nasts projected above the fog, which was only a thin
| ayer. The plane had done well to find the schooner

The plane was a cabin job fitted with pontoons. Not a large aircraft, but a fast one

"Get set!" yelled Tops'l

Tops’| had a shock of white hair which stood up straight and which had given himhis nanme. The

hair did | ook something |ike a topsail

Let ‘er bleed!'" he screaned

The Vickers "bled." It ran red at the nose and poured out |ead and noi se and shook itself and
shook the nen handling it. Enpty cartridges showered the deck, for, in the general haste, there had
been no catch-bag fastened to the ejector

Tops’' | Hertz was sinply taking no chance of the plane pilot getting wary and goi ng away.

Overhead, the plane notor got sick. It gagged and popped and had spasns. The sickness was short
then it died. The machine gun burst had done sonething to the notor

The pl ane spanked down on the sea somewhere off to port. They could see it until it was al nbost on
the water. Then the fog swal | owed it

"Start the bl oody kicker!" yelled Tops'|. Hertz.

By the kicker, of course, he neant the notor, which was hardly a fitting name for that piece of
machinery. It was a D esel powerful enough for a destroyer, and |less than a year old. It had been
pai nstakingly pitted with acid, so that it |ooked, outwardly, rusted and practically worthless

The schooner |nnocent came up on the plane, which was afloat like a crippled duck

Tops’'| Hertz | eaned over the rail am dships, a pistol in hand, to finish things. Punning Parker
was beside him likewise with a pistol. Punning was assisting as a matter of professional courtesy.
They took a good | ook at the plane

"Who're you?" yelled Tops'| Hertz at the man on the plane

"Louis Tester!" shouted the latter. "What're you trying to do to me?"

"You m ght say we have planes for you," said Punning Parker, punning a bit nore badly than usual

Chapter V. THE CROSS THAT | S DOUBLE

Loui s TESTER stood on the cabin of the plane. He was | ean, fit, red-headed. He | ooked as if he
wanted to fight, which was not surprising. One hand was behi nd him

He braced against the lively pitching of the plane. There was gasoline | eaking fromthe tanks
The craft was soaked with it. Gasoline was running onto the water



"‘*Eave ‘ima line!" ordered Tops'l.

Punni ng Parker hinself did this. He heaved a line that | ooked as heavy as he was, and,

marvel ously, it didn't cause himto coll apse.

The red-headed Tester caught the line and hitched it over a cleat which was on the seapl ane for
nmooring purpose. A noment |ater, the plane was bobbi ng al ongside the Innocent.

Tester took his hand from behind his back. He had hitched the line w thout show ng that hand.
"l hope you get the idea," he said.

A Very pistol was in his hand. One of those things with a barrel having the bore of a shotgun,
used to shoot rockets. He pointed it at the plane, which was |eaking gasoline.

Tops'| Hertz and the others got the idea. The rocket in the Very could not very well help
igniting the gasoline, and the plane would then blow up, and it was pretty certain the |nnocent
woul d be set afire.

"Now, " said the red-headed nan, when the idea of the situation had soaked in. "Lower your boats,

get into them and row away. Gtherwise, I'mgoing to pull the trigger of this Very, |'’mjust nad
enough to do it!"
"You'll kill your bloomn self!" gritted Tops'l|.

"l don’t think |I've got much of a chance of going living, if | come aboard," said the redhead. "I
think | know whom you're working for."

"Who're we workin' for?" asked Tops'l, who really would have liked to know.
"You're mxed up with the Metal Master!" snapped Louis Tester.
This was new to Tops'l. He had never heard of the Metal Master.

"Eh?" he nuttered. "Who's the Metal Master, bl oke?"

The redhead snorted.

"Get in your life boats or I'’mgoing to shoot!" he snapped.

Punni ng Parker noved away fromthe rail to conply, although Tops’'|l was still hesitating.

"Are our ears marooned," he murnured.

Punni ng Parker helped lower a |life-boat, and they put it down on the opposite side of the ship.
Punni ng Parker and several others slid down the davit falls to the craft.

"You next!" ordered Louis Tester, |ooking at Tops’'|.

Tops'| Hertz's neck was red. He glared. He made grinding noises with his teeth.

"I won’t!" he choked.

"Don't be a fool," said the twin of Nan Tester. "I’'Il give you a towin the small boats. Mybe
| et you back on board, after |I figure out a way of keeping you quiet."

"I won't!" screaned Tops’'|.

Loui s Tester cocked his Very pistol.

A shot cracked. The Very pistol flew fromLouis Tester’s hand into the sea.

PUNNI NG PARKER was in the water, clinging to the after end of one of the plane’s pontoons. He
had, in diving under the schooner and coming up unobserved to shoot the Very pistol out of the
redheaded man’s hand, executed a nice strategy. The flash of his gun had not been enough to ignite
the gas funes.

Mbdern pistol cartridges are, of course, not affected by tenporary subnersion, so Punning had
been able to take his gun under the keel of the schooner.

Tops'| Hertz was not a nmental sloth, although he had been caught flatfooted in the present
instance. The nonent the shot sounded and the Very pistol flewinto the sea, he gave a froglike
|l eap, sailing clear over the rail and | anding on a wi ng of the plane.

H s yelled orders caused his scared crew to produce guns and join the fight Tops'| was having
with the red-headed Tester. Tops’'| only lost two teeth, sone skin and hair, before they rescued him
The morment they were on deck, Tops'| seized a gun and ainmed at the red-headed man. He was in a
tenper and had killing ideas.

But Punni ng Parker rushed up and shoved the gun aside.

"*Act in haste and repent at leisure,’ they say," he warned.

Odinarily, Tops'| took orders fromno one, and was inclined to resent them But Punning Parker
had just raked his chestnuts out of the fire by that dive under the keel.

Tops’' | thought it over, and handed the gun back to the nan from whom he had taken it. He took a
good w nd-up and knocked the redhead down, also renoving nost of the skin fromhis own knuckl es.
"Thanks," he told Punning. "I ‘ave a bad tenper."

"Look here," said Punning. "Do you know why this mnysterious fellow in New York wants this Louis
Tester hel d?"

"No, | don't," said Tops'l.

"Hmmm" nurnmured Punning. "What say we search that plane?"

"Can do," admtted Tops'|.

So they searched the plane. They had not known what they expected to find. But what they did find
was plenty. They were in the plane cabin quite a while.

When they canme out, both were slightly pale. Their breathing was uneven. Their eyes were queer.
Too bright.



They | ooked |i ke men who had just gazed into the cave of Al addin.

Under an arm Tops'| Hertz carried a snall briefcase.

"So now we know all about the Metal Master," muttered Punning Parker.

"Not all," corrected Tops'|. "W know what ‘e can do. But we don’t know who ‘e is."

"The Metal Master is sort of naster-aiding," said Punning Parker.

Tops’'| nmuttered thoughtfully. "W ‘ave our ‘ands on sonethin’ big."

"W have the goose that can lay the gol den eggs, providing we handle things right."

Tops'| frowned at his conpanion. "You neanin’ we mght cut a slice of this for ourselves?"

Eggs-actly," said Punning Parker. "W might cut ourselves nore than a slice. Wy cut it at all?
Wiy not take the whol e hog?"

Tops'| had evidently been entertaining such ideas hinself. The pronptness w th which he agreed
showed t hat.

"Righto," he said. "But we'll ‘ave to do sone fast novin'."

Punni ng Parker nodded. "What’'ll we do with this Louis Tester?"
"Keep ‘imuntil we get our ‘ands on the gol den goose," said Tops'l.
"And t hen?"

Tops’'| drew his finger across his throat and made a " ge-e-e-ek!" of a noise. It was very
expr essi ve.

THEY burned the plane. They tossed a firebrand on it, and lay hove to near by until it finally
bl ew up and sank. Then they trinmmed sail and headed for the port of Havana, Cuba.
"*Ave to take on fuel oil for the Diesel, an’ sone bl oody supplies," explained Tops'|. "Wl

‘ave to do sone fast sailin ."

"I's it safe in Havana?" queried Punning Parker.

"Sure, Mke."

Tops’'| Hertz was as wong when he said that as he had ever been in his life; but he was no
clairvoyant, and didn't know how wong he was. Havana was not safe for Tops'| Hertz, because Col onel
John Renwi ck, aid of Doc Savage, was there.

But Tops’| did not know about Renny being in Havana, and did not know Doc Savage was even

invol ved, so the Innocent sailed boldly for Havana, where the aforenenti oned Col onel John Renwi ck
was ostensibly engaged in superintending the laying of a narrow gauge railway to a sugar plantation.
The I nnocent had an uneventful sail, and coasted past Mrro Castle, which hul ks over the entrance
to perfect Havana harbor, under jib alone, at night. The vessel had been hove to offshore, awaiting
the hour when a certain custonms official of Tops’'| Hertz's acquai ntance woul d come on duty, thereby
making certain there would be no difficulties about passing the exami nation.

Down in the nakeshift brig, Louis Tester kept track of what was going on by the sounds. He saw

nei ther hide nor hair of a custons or inmmigration official.

"The ski pper of this hooker knows his way around," he nuttered.

He listened to the anchor go down with a | oud runble of chain out of the hawsehol e. Men dashed
about on deck, putting stops on the sails and otherw se nmaki ng things shi pshape.

Louis Tester started suddenly. "Wy didn't | think of that before?" he grow ed to hinself.

An idea had popped into his head.

The guard-and there was one, of course—was keeping his ears peeled, as he had been directed to do
by Tops'| Hertz. The guard had been told that if the prisoner got away, he—the guard—aoul d be
relieved of his skin while still in that condition known as living.

Directly after the anchor went down, the sentry heard a noise. It was a sound calculated to alarm
him the thudding of nmuffled blows. The prisoner seemed to be working, trying to escape. The sentry
sprang to action.

He wrenched out his flashlight. He cocked his rifle. He shoved the cell door open, popped in

Iight and the nmenace of his gun.

The prisoner crouched on the far side of the cell, working with great earnestness. Just what he
was doing, the guard could not tell.

Caranba!" he squawl ed. He spoke the | anguage of the Banana republics. "Get away fromthere!"

The prisoner kept on with what he was doi ng, which was nothing nore oninous than hanmering the

bul kheads with the heel of a shoe which he had taken off. But the guard could not see that.

The guard squawked again, and bounded into the room He thought hinself perfectly safe, for he
had his gun in his hand and a light on the prisoner, who had his back turned. But he was not safe.
The guard | anded flat on his face, npbst unexpectedly. It took the breath out of him

THE rest of the guard’s breath was taken out of himas the prisoner spun fromthe bul khead, cane
with a great leap and | anded on his back. But the guard was tough. He withed and grabbed the
other’s legs. He m ght have gotten somewhere, but he got a kick in the tenple that stretched him
qui et .

Louis Tester sprang over the line he had nade in front of the door with shoestrings, belt and



necktie. He dived out into the passage. He saw | egs comi ng down a conpani onway. The noi se had been
hear d.

Men were al so coming fromthe opposite direction. The way to the deck was bl ocked.

A cabin door gaped handily. Into that, Louis Tester went, and got the door shut w thout too nuch
commotion. He did not | ook around for a place to hide. That woul d have been hoping for too nmuch. He
whi pped straight to the porthole, and he got a break.

The I nnocent had portholes |arger than ordinary, for they served, on occasion, to unload
incrimnating cargo on one side, while a coast guard cutter canme up on the other side. The redheaded
man got through it without difficulty, being agile.

He struck out for shore. His luck held. Havana harbor has for centuries been noted for vile water
and sharks. The latter did not nolest the young man.

The island schooners anchor in Havana harbor close to Morro and Cabanas castles, where they are

out of the channel. The spot is a dark one late at night. The Innocent was anchored there. The nurk
hel ped Louis Tester get ashore.

He crawl ed out and ran down the beach, com ng eventually to the bunboat wharf where the rickety
little water taxis used by the soldiers in crossing the harbor hang out. The ski pper of one of these
took Louis Tester across to Havana proper, and was highly of fended when his passenger ran off

wi thout paying a fare.

The bunmboat man’s anger made hima fountain of information when, a few mnutes |ater, he was
confronted by a gentlenman with the body of a bear and an upstandi ng shock of white hair.

" Ave you seen anything of a blawsted red-’' eaded guy?" asked this worthy, who was Tops'| Hertz.

The boatnman cackled for a while in bad English, pointing out the direction taken by Louis Tester,
after which Tops’'l Hertz and his conpanions left in a hurry. The boatman sent curses after them
because they had not tipped him

LOU S TESTER knew that his wet clothing would attract attention on the street. So he ducked into
a sidewal k cafe, seated hinself behind palnms, and ordered a drink and a newspaper.

He saw an itemthat interested himinmediately.

COLONEL RENW CK | N HAVANA

IS FAMOUS DOC SAVAGE Al D

The shadow of the name of one of the npst unusual nen ever to live has fallen over Havana for a
few days. The personage in question is Doc Savage, physical nmarvel and mental w zard who goes to all
parts of the world righting wongs and ai ding the oppressed.

Col onel John Renwi ck, one of a group of five men who work with Doc Savage as aids, is in Havana.
"Renny" Renwi ck, as he is often known, is one of the world s |eading engineers.

Interviewed at the Hotel Mrma today, Col onel Renw ck admitted he was superintendi ng construction
of arailway to a sugar plantation and denied he was mixed up in anything exciting at the present
time. He refused to pose for photographers.

Hmnmrn," said Louis Tester, and managed to duck out of the sidewal k cafe w thout paying his

bill. He made a nental note to return |ater and nake paynent, however. Tops’'|l Hertz's crowd had
taken all of his nmoney in searching him
The Hotel Mrma was small, but fastidious, and not one of the flashy hostelries catering to the

tourist trade. The front of it nmade one think of a nice white coffin w th nmuch carving.

A clerk with varnished hair and a gardenia, a very Chesterfieldian gentleman indeed, adnitted

that the fanmous Col onel Renwick was in, and escorted Louis Tester to the latter’s suite. A knock on
the door caused it to open.

Louis Tester put a hand in his coat pocket, one finger sticking out rigidly. This nade it | ook as
if he had a gun in his pocket.

"Just take it easy," he said, and wal ked in.

Col onel Renwi ck was surprised. Speechless at first, he became vocal with a roar.

"Holy cow " he said. "Wiat's the idea?"

He had a voice that rem nded one of a hungry lion roaring in a cavern. He was big, and he seened
conposed nostly of bone and gristle and sone rhinoceros hide. Hs face was |ong, and the sadness on
it was the sadness of one going to a friend s funeral. But the sadness nmeant nothing. H's face was
just nade that way.

"Thank you," Louis Tester said to the clerk.

The clerk hesitated, then bowed and went out. He had not noticed the hand Louis Tester had in a
pocket, imtating a pistol.

Renny seened to be waiting for the clerk to go away. Then he scowl ed at Louis Tester.

"If you ve got a pistol in your pocket, it’'s wood," he said.

Then he stepped forward, took Louis Tester by the neck and shook himas a rat is shaken.

Chapter VI. BAD LUCK
LOU S TESTER was too surprised to dodge. Wien he was slammed in a chair and rel eased, he sat
there, stunned.



Renny poi nted an enornmous hand at a dark, metal box which stood beside the door

"One of Doc Savage's inventions," he said. "It works on the principle that steel entering a
magnetic field will change the characteristics of that field. If you bring a gun near that box, a
bulb will light."

To illustrate, he went to a suitcase and canme back with a weapon which resenbl ed an oversi ze
automatic pistol. Wen this was near the box, a light glowed in the top

"See?" said Renny. "It didn't light when you came in, so | knew you didn't have a gun. Now,

what’s the idea?"

"l am Louis Tester," said the aviator

"Holy cow " runbled Renny. He funmbled in a pocket, brought out a cabl egram and passed it over
"I"mglad you got here," he thunped. "But how d you get in without it being reported to me. |’'ve
got men watching the airports.”

Louis Tester read the cablegram It was the one Doc Savage had filed, asking Renny to talk to
Louis Tester and get his story

"Say!" exploded Louis Tester. "Some one nust have put a fast one over on Doc Savage, and tricked
me into | andi ng besi de that schooner!"
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What schooner ?"

The I nnocent," said Louis Tester

Renny waited for nore infornation. But Louis Tester seened to be thinking

"All right," Renny runbled. "Do you feel like telling ne your story?"

Louis Tester |ooked up, studying the man before him He noted the engineer’s size. He noted
particularly, Renny's hands. They were al nost fantastic hands. Each seened as large as half a dozen
ordinary nen’s hands. They were two hard nonsters which | ooked capabl e of squeezing brains out of
skulI's

Those hands conveyed, all of a sudden, the idea that this big guy was nobody to nonkey with

"You bet I'Il tell you!" said Louis Tester. "Then you d better cable the story to Doc Savage
We've got to act fast, before the Metal Master gets things out of hand."

"The Metal Master?" Renny frowned. "Wat is that?"

Louis Tester |eaned forward.

"Look here," he said. "You won't think |I’mcrazy? Wait until you hear the whole story, before you
draw conclusions. At first, you're going to think |'ma nut."

"Way will | think that?"

"Because the thing is so incredible!"

"When you work with Doc Savage, incredible things begin to | ook pretty ordinary," said Renny.

" Shoot . "

Louis Tester didn't shoot, but sone one el se did—with sone kind of a Iight nachine gun. The
weapon nade a |oud stuttering, and the bullets tore the | ock conpletely out of the corridor door
The door banged open. Three nen fell inside

Anot her man, shooting over their heads, put a burst of bullets into the room

THE human nervous systemis an erratic thing. It has been trained by the demands of nature. In
pi nches, men do things instinctively.

Louis Tester’'s instinct was to reach the first door. There were two in the room other than the
one that had been broken down. He pitched for one, one that led into a closet

"The other door!" Renny how ed

Loui s Tester nust not have caught the words. Guns were crashing, neking nuch noise. He plunged
into the closet, shut the door

Renny woul d have been a fool to pursue Louis Tester, to catch him He needed safety hinself. He
pitched for the other door

A bullet hit Renny in the back. Tops'| Hertz, in the door, fired it. The blow of the slug started
Renny running faster, involuntarily.

Three nmore bullets hit him also in the back. The pal mof a hand coul d have covered the spot
where all struck. It was directly over the heart. Tops'| Hertz could shoot, had learned it by
poppi ng the heads off sea gulls

Renny, headed toward the bedroom door, kept going. The door was ajar. He sloped through. A big
hand banged the door shut behind him

Tops'| Hertz and his cromd were at the door an instant |ater. Renny seemed to have thrown the
bolt on the other side. The panel resisted. They hit it. The thing was stronger than they had
expected. They drove a few bullets through. These did not find the bolt. The door still held.
"CGotta get an ax!" gasped a man. "Chop it down!"

"Cet Tester!" ripped Tops'| Hertz. "Then we'll scoot!"

"But what about that big-fisted guy?"

"*Es got four bullets in ‘is ‘eart, unless the bloody ‘eart is on the wong side," grow ed Tops’
Hertz. "If that won't kill ‘im we can’'t do no nore about it."



They got Louis Tester and dragged himdown the stairs and out into the street. The clerk was on
the street, bellowing for police, for soldiers, for anybody. They shot himthrough the neck and he
laid down very straight on the pavenent and di ed.

They had a car waiting. The driver-owner of this was a man Tops'| Hertz knew, and on whom he had
enough to insure the fellow being trustworthy.

"We've pulled hell down on our heads!" a man groaned, as the car got into notion. "l’ve heard of
that big-fisted guy. He's one of Doc Savage's aids."

"What we're after is worth pullin’ ‘ell down on our ‘eads," Tops'| Hertz told him

"What is it?"

"The biggest thing you ever ‘eard of, ny ‘earty!"

"Treasure?"

"You might call hit that."

The car took a corner discreetly. It would not do to get the police on their trail.

"What's behind this all?" persisted the man who was aski ng questions.

"Don't be so curious," gromed Tops'l. "Ht ain’t best for your bloonmn digestion."

The man fell silent. He could take a hint. He was not too concerned anyway. \Whatever el se m ght
be said for Tops'| Hertz, he was a |lad who paid his followers off handsonely.

"Supposin’ that Renny egg ain't dead?" asked the man.

"We're takin' what you might call ‘neasures,’" said Tops'l. "Just in case ‘e ain't."

TOPS' L'S man might well have been gifted with some occult power, because Col onel John Renw ck was
far fromdead. He was, furthernore, not seriously damaged.

H s back would hurt himfor days, when he noved. The chai n-mail undergarnent—Boc Savage’' s

i nventi on—whi ch he had been wearing, had halted the slugs which Tops’'| Hertz had fired at his back.
The mi ssiles had knocked the breath out of Renny, stunning him He had been forced to dive for
the next room lest they realize he wore arnmor and start shooting at his head.

He was down on the street by now His car, a small, fast Anerican coupé which he had purchased
locally, was parked in a court back of the hotel. He got in, drove the machine out.

The rai ders had vani shed by now. Renny, however, had an idea how they m ght be found. Louis
Tester had mentioned the schooner Innocent. So Renny headed toward the water front.

Renny had an excel | ent know edge of Havana's narrow and crooked streets. Too, Renny’'s know edge
of what went on in Havana woul d have surprised sone of the |ocals.

Renny, as a natter of fact, was not in Havana to build a railroad. He was there as an operative
of Doc Savage, investigating the various ramfications of the narcotic snuggling racket. The stuff
about building a railroad was just a mask.

As he drove rapidly in the direction of the water front, Renny wi shed fervently that he knew
where to get in touch with "Long Tom"

Long Tom was Major Thonas J. Roberts, electrical wi zard extraordinary, and another of Doc
Savage’' s aids. Long Tomwas al so engaged in investigation of the narcotic trade. Were he was, Renny
did not know. Long Tom had been in Havana two weeks ago, then he had dropped out of sight.

It was usual that none of Doc Savages aids knew the whereabouts of their fellows during the

course of a secret investigation. In this way, if one fell into the hands of the eneny, and they
forced himto talk, he could not give information that would inperil another of the bronze man’'s
little group.

Renny reached the water front in time to observe the raiders |oading into a gasoline | aunch. They
had Louis Tester al ong.

Renny | et themvanish in the gloomof the harbor, then ran to the bunboat wharf. At this hour of

the night, there seemed to be only a single burboat in operation. Several swarthy men were idling in
it. To all appearances, the boat was | oaded and about to start across the bay.

Renny got aboard. He had reasoned that the Innocent woul d be anchored across the bay.

"Fifty centavos extra if you hurry," Renny told the bunboat man.

Si, sefior," that worthy agreed.

They shoved of f. The bumboat engine was a one-lunger and it nade a great deal of noise, sobbing
and popping and rattling. Particularly |loud was an occasi onal backfire.

Unexpectedly, one of the backfires seened to expl ode inside Renny’'s head.

RENNY awakened from a period of unconsciousness with his ears still ringing. He had a vague
impression that a nunber of things had happened to himwhile he was in no shape to prevent it. He
had been noved about a good deal. He opened his eyes and peered about.

He was fastened with ropes to a chair. The chair, in turn, was fastened to the floor of what

seenmed to be a ship’s cabin. But there was no porthole. That the ship was at sea was evident from
the motion, and the swinging of the kerosene lanp in its ginbals. The boat could not be a very |large
one, judging fromthe noverment. And the kerosene lanp indicated it was a sail boat. For sonme reason,
kerosene | anps are usually found on sail boats.

There was no one in the cabin. So Renny opened his nmouth and |l et out an ear-splitting roar.



A head surnounted by an upstanding tuft of white hair popped into the door.

"Blimme!" growl ed the owner of the head, "That yell of your’n would nake a sweet fog orn."
"How d | get here?" Renny runbl ed.

"I “ad sone of ny ‘earties on that bumboat, just on the chance some blighter m ght get on our
trail," grinned Tops'|l Hertz. "They thunped you on the bloonmin’ noggin when you weren't |ookin, an’
‘ere you are."

Renny shut his eyes in disgust.

"There have been runors of late that |'mslippin ," he grow ed.

"‘Tain't necessarily that," said Tops'l. "You just went up against sone foxy |lads."

Renny took a deep breath. Hi s bulletproof vest was gone. He did not believe he could break the
ropes which held his ankles and wists.

"What's this all about?" he asked.

"*Tis very sinple," Tops'| leered. "A certain party ‘ired us to do a bit of a job for “im and we
| earned what this party is plannin’ on doin’. It |ooked good to us. So we ‘ave decided to take over
the thing ourselves."

A new voi ce spoke fromthe door.

"It Hertz me to give advice," it remarked. "But you m ght take sone, Tops'|."

Tops’' | Hertz | ooked around. "Yeah?"

Punni ng Parker came into the cabin. He | ooked, nore than usual, an insignificant runt.

"What this fellow don’'t know won't Hertz us," said Punning.

Tops'| scow ed and snapped, "Quit makin’ them bl oodypuns with ny nane!"

Renny was eyeing Punning Parker intently. It had just struck Renny that there was sonething

fam liar about the fellow. Renny had an idea he had seen Punning Parker’s picture in a rogues’
gall ery somewhere. He tried to think where.

Punni ng Parker canme over, |eaned close to Renny and snarled, "Wat d you know about the Metal
Master, Big Fists?"

"Think I'd tell you?" Renny countered.

"Did you get in touch with Doc Savage, after Louis Tester visited you?"

Renny said, "You want to keep away fromfly swatters, you organism"

Tops'| Hertz broke in with a roar.

"*E won’t answer questions!" Hertz shouted. "'E probably got in touch with Doc Savage! H'm
actin’ on that supposition, anyway. Hi’'ve already acted, in fact."

"What have you done?" asked Punning Parker.

"H 've radioed to New York an’ nade arrangenents to take care of Doc Savage ‘inself," said

Tops' | .

"You m ght as well have taken poison!" Renny booned.

"Maybe." Tops’'| frowned. "But this Metal Master thing is big. So big that I"'meven willin" to mx

it with Doc Savage! An’ | know ‘is reputation, too."
"You don't know it," Renny runbled, "or you wouldn't start trouble with him"
"Ho, ho," said Tops'l, not very heartily. "I’mshakin’ in ny boots!"

"Let’'s hope you don't wind up by dying in them" said Punning Parker.
"What ' re you birds gonna do with me?" Renny denanded.
"I'f we nmust be frank," said Tops'| Hertz. "You are going to be which | call ge-e-e-eked."

And what are you going to try on Doc?" Renny persisted.
Punni ng Parker answered that with a gesture. He drew his finger across his throat, as Tops’lI
Hertz often did, and said,

Ge-e-e-ek!"

You may get the idea," he added.

Chapter VII. THE TRI CKY MAN

A NO SE in the corridor outside Doc Savage's office was unexpected and |loud. It was not a hard

noi se to recogni ze: A shot. There cane a second.

Doc Savage was in the laboratory, working with test tubes, acids and a spectroscopi c anal yzer

devi ce. He was anal yzing sanples of nmetal fromhis office doors, which had been so strangely nelted
wi t hout heat, and fromthe car in the alley, inbedded in which had been found the body of poor old
Seevers.

Doc Savage had not found anything much unusual about the sanples of metal. It was just |ike netal
whi ch had been nelted by sone terrific heat.

The shot noi ses put Doc Savage in notion. He flung out of the | aboratory, through the library,

and across the reception room The outer door, which had been nelted down the previous night, had
been repl aced.

During the last twenty-four hours, Doc Savage had been able to get no trace of the girl, Nan
Tester, nor of her brother Louis, nor of Renny.

Not hi ng had happened to give a hint of what was behind the nystery. There had been no clue to



show what the Metal Master was.

In fact, the whole affair was, so far, a profound puzzle.

Doc Savage w enched the corridor open and flashed through.

A man crouched in the corridor, a sleek woodchuck of a chap with dark hair. He had squirrel teeth
in front, and his little ears stuck up. He evidently patronized a barber often, and paid a good
price to his tailors.

H s hand gripped a gun. He watched the stairs with a frightened steadi ness. The stairs were to
the left of the bank of elevators.

The woodchuck man’s gun was an automatic. An enpty cartridge fromit lay on the nodernistic
corridor floor.

Doc Savage stopped. Instead of barking excited questions, he kept silent. This seened to surprise
the man with the gun. He blinked at Doc Savage.

"That man was getting ready to kill nme!" he said.

Doc Savage sai d not hi ng.

The woodchuck man pointed at the stairs.

"A man," he said. "He was | eaning around the corner there getting ready to shoot when | saw him

| yelled, and that nust have startled himor sonething, because | got ny gun out and shot at him |
mssed him He ran."

These words cane out of the nman very rapidly, as if he were a phonograph which had lost its
governor. Yet his words were cl ear enough to be understood.

Doc Savage extended a bronze right hand, pal m up.

"Eh?" said the other, puzzled.

"Your gun," Doc Savage said quietly.

The man swal | owed. He handed over his automatic pistol w thout a word.

Doc Savage whi pped toward the stairway. The gliding effect about the giant bronze man's novenents
was noticeable, and his speed was striking.

He descended the stairs. He found no one. He | ooked about. There were no suspicious persons. The
floor imedi ately bel ow his headquarters had been without a tenant for a long tine, because it was a
risky location, so close to the bronze man of nystery. Too many things happened around Doc Savage
that m ght prove dangerous to a nei ghbor.

Doc Savage paid rent on the floor, so that the building operators would not |ose noney.

There was no excitement. Apparently the shots had not been heard. Doc Savage went back upstairs.
"l found nobody," he said.

THE plunmp man | ooked relieved. He had been holding to much air in his lungs. He let it out with a
| ong swi sh!

I was frightened," he said, emtting his words as a nachine gun enmits bullets. "I was very
frightened indeed. | amnot a man accustoned to viol ence.”

"Describe the man," Doc Savage requested.

"Tall. Dark. Leathery skin. Qutdoors nman. N ckeled revolver. Fair clothes."

"Thank you," Doc Savage said. "W are you?"

"Decitez. Napol eon Murphy Decitez."

"You were conming to see me?" Doc Savage asked quietly.

"l was. Indeed, yes!"

Doc Savage indicated that the man should enter. They went into the reception room Doc Savage
waved the man to a chair. Then Doc went into the laboratory and scrutinized a bank of instrunents,
whi ch were recording devices attached to a burglar alarm system which covered all of the approaches
to his headquarters. These recorders were of the type which inked a Iine on a noving roll of paper.
There were no wigglings in the lines in which Doc Savage seened particularly interested.

Pl unp, grooned Napol eon Murphy Decitez had conposed hinself and put away his gun, when Doc Savage
rej oined him

"l came to you for counsel," he said.

"CGo ahead with your story," Doc Savage requested.

The bronze man’s qui et and powerful voice obviously inpressed Decitez. He studied the bronze nan,
and his expression becarme that of an awed man.

"l have heard much of you," he said. "And even on such short acquai ntance, | have not the
slightest doubt that you are all they say you are."

"Al'l who says?" Doc asked curiously.

"The newspapers," replied the other pronptly. "I have read of the marvel ous scientific

di scoveri es which you have perfected, and of your great work in the fields of surgery, electricity—
"Go ahead with your story," directed Doc Savage.

"You are a genuinely nodest man, | believe," nmurnured the other.

"CGo ahead with your story," said Doc.

Deci tez sighed.

"l think a man has pulled a fast one on nme," he said. "I don't mind that so nmuch, but | think he



is also trying to kill ne."

"That," Doc Savage agreed, "is bad."

"l think so," Decitez admitted. "This man canme to me with a map. The map was about a treasure.
The man had a gold bar. He said there were a |lot nmore of themat the spot marked on the map. He
wanted ne to help finance him He would pay part of it with the gold bar. | was to pay the rest, and
we were to split. | agreed."

Decitez sighed again, nore deeply.

"That was six weeks ago," he said. "The man left for South America to get the treasure.

Yesterday, a bullet went through nmy car as | was driving in the park."

He | eaned forward earnestly.

"l went to bed early tonight. A sound awakened ne. It was a masked man. He had a knife. | knocked
hi m over the head and he fell senseless. | tied himup and put himin a closet. Then | decided to
cone and get you to question the nan."

He waited, apparently for Doc Savage to speak. But Doc said not hing.

"WIIl you come?" he asked.

"What is the name of the man you financed to hunt treasure?" Doc Savage inquired.

"Louis Tester," said the woodchuck nan.

DOC SAVAGE' S small, eerie trilling noise was briefly audible. It had a quality vaguely different
than usual. It had a faintly surprised note.

Napol eon Murphy Decitez started slightly and peered about. He had not been able to tell where the
sound cane from He did not know what it was.

Decitez brought his round-eyed gaze back to Doc Savage.

"Look here," he said. "This man | knocked out and tied up in a closet did sone munbling. He

munbl ed about a nman naned Renny, who was a prisoner sonmewhere and was to be killed. | renenbered you
had an aid naned Renny. That’'s why | cane to you."

"And your nysterious enem es followed you and tried to shoot you?" Doc suggested.

"They must have."

"Maybe they also freed the man you left tied up in a closet."

"The closet is hard to find," said Decitez. "But perhaps we had better hurry back, to see that
they don't frisk the place."

"Perhaps we had," Doc Savage agreed.

They hurried out and took Doc Savage’'s private speed elevator to the basenent, where they entered
a coupé which was arnored and equi pped with a | ot of gadgets, but which | ooked |ike an ordinary car.
Among the gadgets was a conceal ed short-wave, radio transmtter-and-receiver.

Doc Savage switched on the radio transmitter, so that the bul bs woul d be warnmed up for instant

use, should he need to transmit. But he did not send any nessages during the ride, although he left
the instrument on.

During the ride, Doc Savage asked sone questions.

"Did you ever hear of Louis Tester having a sister named Nan?"

"Louis Tester told me positively that he had no living relatives on whom he could call to finance
his treasure hunt," said Decitez.

"Did you ever hear of a man naned Seevers?"

"No. "

"What about the Metal Master?"

"The what ?"

"Metal Master."

"l never heard of any such a thing. Wat is it?"

I f Doc Savage had any ideas about what or who the Metal Master was, he did not offer them He

kept silent.

Decitez said he lived down in Geenwich Village, which is a section in the southerly center of
Manhat t an, supposed to have an arty atnosphere. The house proved to be an ancient white brick pile
on a private street. Part of the |ower floor was given over to a private garage, which had a |arge
door that slid up to permt one to drive in. Decitez suggested that, because of the |ateness of the
hour, Doc park his car in the garage.

Doc drove in, then got out and shut the door. Decitez got out also. He turned round from
fastening the door.

He took another gun out of his pocket and pointed it at Doc Savage.

"You were easy!" he said.

A DOOR at the back of the garage opened. Men filed out—four of them They were flabby fellows,
but well-dressed. They | ooked |ike men who did not do any physical work, but who had occupations
whi ch caused themto worry a great deal. This hel ped catal ogue them for what they were, since a
nmodern crook has to do a wealth of worrying to keep out of jail.

They pointed guns at Doc Savage. They did it with a desperate earnestness, as if the bronze nan
were a dangerous |ion which might do anything at any minute.



"We oughta give himthe works right now" one man gul ped.

Chapter VIII. THE KEY MAN

HOLD it!" cried Decitez rapidly. "Don’t do any half-smart thing like that! Search him"

"Suppose your search ‘imyourself,” retorted the other. "I ain't gettin' close to ‘im |’ve heard
all about this bronze baby!"

Decitez puffed out his chest like a little balloon.

"He's overrated," he said rapidly. "He's easy! You saw how | put it over on him W can handle
him"

"Them s been the | ast words of sonme guys,"” snorted the other.

"Wth five guns pointed at him what can he do?" snapped Decitez.

"l don't know," said the other. "I ain't anxious to find out. AIl | knowis that this bronze guy
is arsenic on anybody's bush. You search ‘im"
Doc Savage seened to have nothing to say. He was standing still and not acting belligerently. He

had his hands partially raised.

Decitez hesitated. His expression showed that he had a bull by the horns, nentally. He had said
Doc Savage was easy to handle, and he was face to face with the necessity of proving it. He took his
courage between his clenched teeth and stepped forward. Hi s hands sl apped over Doc Savage' s person.
Whew! " Decitez exploded wildly. "Aimat his head! He's got on a bulletproof union suit of sone

ki nd!"

"l got a notion to resign nmy part in this right now " said the nman who had expressed fear of Doc
Savage.

"Shut up!" snapped Decitez. "Watch this fellow"

Doc Savage offered no resistance, as Decitez began to strip off the bronze man’s outer garnents.
Doc’s coat cane off first, then his vest, shirt and necktie. A strange-I|ooking under-vest canme to
si ght.

The vest was covered with i nnunerabl e pockets. These held gadgets and tiny phials of chem cals.
The vest was padded, so that its presence under the bronze man’s clothing had not been noticeable.
"Better strip ‘im" sone one suggested.

"A good idea," Decitez admtted.

Doc Savage let themstrip him He had the reputation of a tiger, a nane that struck fear into the
soul s of wongdoers in many a far corner of the earth. But he did not live up to his fane now.

Doc Savage’'s tranquility and subm ssiveness shoul d have warned Decitez and his nen. Unfortunately
for them it didn't.

The spectacle of the bronze man clad only in underwear shorts had the effect of naking his

captors nore uneasy, instead of relieving their mnds. Sonehow, just |ooking at the nmetallic giant's
incredi bl e muscles had a tendency to make their hair stand on end.

Decitez gave orders, and they forced the bronze man into another roomon the sane floor as the
garage | evel.

"Now what the heck we gonna do with ‘in?" a man wanted to know.

"We'll wireless Tops'| for instructions," said Decitez. "Tops’'| will be mghty glad to know we’ve
got Doc Savage. Tops'| has been keeping that man Renny alive, so as to have a club to use over Doc
Savage, if necessary. But now that we’ve got Doc Savage, Tops'|l wll probably want both hi mand

Renny ‘ge-e-e-eked!’ as he calls it."

Doc Savage spoke for the first tine. He addressed Decitez.

"That story you told nme about financing Louis Tester in a treasure hunt was a lie, was it not?"
Doc asked.

"Yes," said Decitez. "It was."
"And you have heard of Nan Tester?" Doc queri ed.
"Yep. "

"Where is she?"
"How in the devil would I know?"
"You have heard of Seevers?"

"You betcha!"
"And the Metal Master?" Doc denanded.
"You go chase a duck," said Decitez. "I ain’t answerin’ no nore of your questions."

There cane a |l oud, inperative knock on the door.

THE i nterrupti on had an expl osive effect. Every one junped. Decitez seened to sink sonme inches in
stature, and he did not have much hei ght to spare.

"Quick!" wailed a man. "W better blow "

"Quiet, you fool!" snarled Decitez.

Decitez went to a window and peered furtively fromit. He drew back and broke into a peal of

| aughter. He sneered at his followers.



"A tel egraph nessenger," he said

He went to the door and opened it. Two nen kept guns jabbed against Doc’s face, to shoot himif
he made a noise. He did not. Decitez canme strutting back with a cabl egram

"From Tops'|," he said, after opening the m ssive

The cable was evidently in code, for he did not read the contents imedi ately, but went into
anot her room where there was a witing desk and paper, and went to work. Doc Savage was standing
sone di stance away, but he watched Decitez's pencil closely as it wote.

Doc Savage knew a great deal about ciphers and codes. He used them frequently, and often had
occasi on to deci pher sonme tough ones. And a pencil noves in such a manner that one who has practiced
wat ching can get a good idea of what letters the pencil is witing.

Doc got a general key to the cipher in which the cabl egram was couched

Decitez finished with his translating. He read the result, then grinned widely, went to a
washbasin, burned the cabl egram and the sheet on which he had translated it and washed the ashes
down the drain, a bit at a tine, where no nmagi c of nodern science woul d ever restore them

"It was fromny partner, Tops'l," he told his nmen. "Tops’'| has been putting the screws to this
Louis Tester. They have gotten the whole story out of Louis Tester. Everything is jake with our
plans. All we have to do now is grab a man naned Gorham Gage Gettian."

"Who' s he?" asked a man

Deci tez frowned.

"Tops’'| neglected to say in the cable," he explai ned

The man who had asked the question scow ed.

"W're doin’ too much in the dark," he said. "If Tops'|l has the whole story, I'min favor of us
having it, too. Mg, | want to know what |’mdoin’, when | tackle things."

Decitez’s expression showed that he thought the same thing. Then he renenbered that, as boss of
the gang, he should not allow any argunents. He put out his jaw

"You dry up!" he directed. "Tops'| is an all right guy! |’ve handled the New York end of his
narcotic snuggling racket for a long time and got along fine. Now that he wants nmy hel p on sonet hi ng
else, I'"'mgoing to string along with him"

"1"1l shut up," agreed the other sourly. "But | hope the pay-off in this is worth the risk we're
t aki ng. "

"It is," said Decitez. "This is the biggest thing you or anybody el se ever saw"

"But | don't see it yet," said the man

TH' S was only | eading back to a continuation of the argunment, so Decitez assumed a forbidding

| ook, something |ike that of his namesake, Napol eon. He held this omi nous expression, until the
other man squirned uneasily.

"I"'mwi th you," said the other grouchily

"You bet you are!l" Decitez told him "W're in too deep to back out."

Doc Savage had kept his face expressionless throughout the exchange. If he was feeling any
enotions, it did not show on his bronze features

Decitez eyed his men

"You birds stay here and watch the bronze guy," he directed. "I'Il get some of the rest of the
boys for this other job."

His four nen did not look as If they felt like throwing their hats in the air and cheering

"You won't have any trouble," Decitez conforted them "Don’t |ook so gloony."

The one who had done npbst of the grousing frowned darkly and noistened his |ips

"If the bronze guy nakes a nove, | ain't gonna fool none," he said. "I'll give hima |ead
treatnment."

"That’s O K with me," Decitez said airily.

Decitez then wal ked to the door and opened it. About to pass through, he paused, leered at his
men, then nade a gesture which he nust have | earned from Tops’'| Hertz, since it was one of Tops'l’'s
favorite gestures.

He drew a finger across his throat, sinultaneously naking a " ge-e-e-ek!" of a noise

"Tops'| said in his cablegramthat Doc Savage’'s nman, Renny, would be ‘ge-e-e-eked!’ as he
expressed it, as soon as we got hold of Doc Savage. |'mgoing to wire himwe’ ve got Savage. Then
he' Il probably radio us to ge-e-e-ek! Savage, too."

He | ooked very bloodthirsty and fierce for a nonent. Then he went out. There was sonethi ng about
hi s manner, though, that showed he had been "grandstanding” to inpress his followers. He wanted to
show themthey had a very tough man for their chief

Al t hough Decitez had assured his followers that guardi ng Doc Savage was a task no nore perilous
than picking violets, they took no chances. Every one kept a steady stare on the bronze nan. They
even seened afraid to blink. Two of themdid sit down, only to | eap erect nervously when Doc Savage
drew in a deep breath

"One nove, big guy, and you're done!" one snarled

Doc Savage said nothing. He m ght have been a nman stunned by his msfortune. He eyed his captors
His lips parted a little. He seened to be holding his breath



H s captors began falling to the floor. Al four went down. They scarcely stirred after they

col | apsed.

Chapter | X. THE SQUABBLERS

MORE t han one foe who had tackl ed Doc Savage had cone to the pained conclusion that the bronze

man actually could work miracles. But probably no denonstration of the bronze man’s had ever cone
nearer to seemng a mracle.

He had been searched to the skin. None of his clothes had been returned. The nearest of his foes
was distant ten feet. Doc had apparently done nothing. Yet they had all fallen over senseless.

The explanation was sinple. In his nouth, the bronze man had been carrying a pair of flat,

fl exi bl e capsul es containing his odorless, colorless anaesthetic gas. He had sinply broken the
capsul es.

It was renarkable, that gas. If one inhaled it, instant unconsciousness cane. And after mngling
with the air for perhaps a mnute, the vapor becane ineffective.

Doc had been prepared for capture. The reason for his being prepared woul d have surprised

Napol eon Murphy Decitez. Doc had known fromthe first that Decitez was |ying. Exam nation of the
burglar alarmrecorders in Doc’s |laboratory had shown the bronze nman that no assailant had been on
the stairway in the skyscraper, as Decitez had clainmed. There was an al arm attached to the stairway.
It had showed that no one had cone up or gone down the stairs.

The reason for Doc Savage pretending to be taken in would have surprised Decitez, too. Doc had
desired to see what could be | earned. So he had taken the risk of becom ng a prisoner. Doc often did
things in unusual ways.

Doc Savage now began breathing. The minute had el apsed, and the anaesthetic gas had becone

harnl ess, having m xed with the oxygen and hydrogen in the air. Doc relieved the four sensel ess nen
of their guns.

The effects of the anaesthetic would last for hours. But, in a phial in a pocket in his

remar kabl e vest, Doc Savage carried an antidote which would bring a victimback to his senses al nost
at once.

Doc searched and found the vest and his clothing. He adm nistered some of the antidote. As his

subj ect, he chose the man who had done nost of the grumbling. To begin with, this fell ow was

worri ed.

Wil e the man was reviving, Doc donned his clothing. There was a tel ephone and directories on a
stand in the room Doc |ooked in a directory for the nanme, Gorham Gage Cetti an.

There was only the one listed in the directory:

GETTI AN, Gorham Gage. . fn'c'r

7220 Drive ... SEaway 7-6990

The antidote revived the man whom t he anaesthetic had overcone. The fell ow was able to speak

al nost i medi ately.

"Well, they can’t say | didn't warn ‘em" the fellow growed. "I told ‘emyou were bad nedicine."
Doc Savage said nothing. He was using the power of silence, coupled with the threat which he was
able to put in his renmarkable flake-gold eyes. He kept |ooking at the prisoner intently. The fellow
did not take long to become uneasy.

"For the love of nud!" he expl oded, "Watcha gonna do with me?"

Doc Savage said calmy, "There are various ways of making a man tell what he knows."

Hi s cal nmmess probably affected the other nore than would have an angry yell.

"I"I'l take your word for it!" the man gul ped. "Whatcha wanta know?"

"You will talk?"

"Sure!" wailed the man. "1’ve heard plenty about you! Wen you say you can nake me spill, 1'1]
take your word for it. | wouldn’t get any fun out of being worked over."

Wi ch proved he was a sensi bl e rogue.

"Where can | get in touch with Tops'l, as you call him" Doc Savage asked.

The man hesitated. He shuddered.

"They’' Il croak me for this," he groaned. "Tops'| is skipper of the schooner Innocent, sonewhere

in the Caribbean, bound north."

THE | nnocent is bound north?" Doc queried.

"That’'s right."

"y 2"

"They’' re heading for Alligator Island."

"Where is that?"

"Don’t know."

"Why are they going to Alligator |sland?"

"Don’t know that," said the frightened prisoner.

"Tell me what you do know," Doc Savage directed shortly.
The prisoner wet his |lips, then spoke rapidly.

"l work for Decitez, and he and Tops'| Hertz are partners in various crooked rackets," he said.



"Tops’'l was hired to grab a man named Louis Tester down in the Gulf of Mexico."

"Who did the hiring?"

"A party we call ‘CX "

"Who is CX?" Doc demanded.

"None of us know, " said the man. "Anyway, Tops’'| grabbed Louis Tester, and from sone papers
Tester had on his plane, Tops'|l learned that this CX was after something worth mllions! They tal ked
billions, but |I’mdiscounting some. Tops'| got in touch with Decitez, and now they’'re trying to haze
this CX out of the jackpot. They want to gl omthe whole thing."

Doc Savage asked, "And what is the whole thing?"

The scared man said, "Here’'s where you think I"'ma liar."

"Let ne judge that."

"l don’t know what we are after."

Doc Savage's fl ake-gol d eyes bore steadily upon the man. The fellow sighed. He made a gesture
desperately, pleading for belief.

"Tops’'| and Decitez kept the pig in a poke," he wailed. "They don't trust anybody!"

"What about Gorham Gage Gettian, who is to be seized?" Doc questioned.

"You know as much as | do about him | never heard hi mnentioned, before the cabl egram cane."”
Doc Savage was silent, as if cataloguing the information nentally. He had received answers to all
his questions. But the total information was not as nmuch as m ght have been expected. If he was
di sappoi nted, he did not showit.

"Where is the girl, Nan Tester?" he asked.

"l have never heard anything about any girl," said the nan.

Doc Savage extracted a small red pill froma pocket in his vest.

"Take this," he said.

The prisoner becane pal e.

"What are you gonna do with nme?" the man wailed. "Wat's that pill?"

"Take it," Doc Savage directed.

"No!" cried the man desperately. "The devil with you!"

Doc Savage grabbed the man. The fellow tried to dodge, but he had no luck at all. Doc clutched

the man’s throat. The fellow s nmouth flew open. Doc popped the pill in, then closed the man’s jaws
and hel d them shut. The man had to swall ow, because Doc stroked his neck expertly.
After he had swallowed the red pill, the man fell over sensel ess. Doc Savage |aid himbeside the

ot her three.

DOC went to the tel ephone, picked up the receiver and called the cable conpany. He dictated a
cablegram It read:

CAPTAI N HERTZ

VI A RADI O SCHOONER | NNOCENT SAI LED FROM HAVANA KI NDLY EXTEND EARLI EST POSSI BLE REPORT ENDEAVORI NG
NOT WORK | N CUBAN KRONFELD ANGLE NOR DAl LY TRADE EXPANSI ON STOP TAKE EASTERN ROUTE AND LEARN

| NDEPENDENTS VI EWs ESPECI ALLY ABOUT TREND AND LOWEST LEVEL COSTS OFFERED STOP TRADI NG SLOW

Doc Savage did not sign it, for tw reasons. Cablegrans are frequently not signed. And Doc was
not aware of how Decitez signed the cabl egrans which he sent to Tops'| Hertz.

It sounded as innocent and about as clear as the average commercial telegram But it was in a
code. The sinple code which these men were using, and which Doc Savage had deci phered by watching
the actions of Decitez’s pencil as he transl ated.

You sinmply took the first letter of each word, and that spelled out the nmessage:

KEEP RENW CK AND TESTER ALI VE AT ALL COSTS

It was a gesture to keep Renny and Tester alive until Doc Savage had his hands on enough
information to make a gesture at saving them

Doc Savage carried the four prisoners to a closet. He was working hurriedly now He nade sure the
cl oset door would admit enough air for themto breathe, then closed and |l ocked it. He went to the
garage. His coupé was still there. He drove it out and headed for Drive Street, which was in the
north end of Manhattan Island, near Riverside Drive.

Gor ham Gage Gettian lived on Drive Street, according to the tel ephone directory. Just what his
connection with the affair mght be, was not as yet apparent. But Decitez had gone to seize Gettian.
Qui ck action, therefore, was necessary.

Doc Savage adjusted the short-wave radio transmitter-and-receiver concealed in the body of the
coupé. He picked up the m crophone and spoke into it.

"Calling Monk or Ham" he said.

Al nost i medi ately, a voice came out of the |oud-speaker.

The voice was a wi splike thing, that m ght have belonged to a small and cranky child.

"What is it, Doc?" the tiny voice asked.

"Monk, " Doc Savage said, "can you get hold of Han®"

"If 1 do," said snmall-voiced "Mnk," "I"Il pull his left armoff and club himto death with it!"
The i nportant thing about this remark was that Mnk, who was actually Lieutenant Col onel Andrew
Bl odgett Mayfair, world-renowned chenmi st and one of Doc Savage’'s aids, was actually capabl e of



pulling a man’s arm off and beating himto death with it.

Whet her he could pull "Hamis" armoff or not, was another question, however, Ham being capabl e of
taking care of hinself.

Ham was Brigadi er CGeneral Theodore Marl ey Brooks, admttedly one of the nobst astute |awers
Harvard had ever turned out.

I f Monk’s bl oody pronmise worried Doc Savage, the bronze nan failed to showit.

"Get hold of Ham" Doc Savage said. He gave the address of Decitez's G eenwi ch Village house. "Go
there. You will find four gentlenmen who are to be sent to our up-State institution."

"Ch," said Monk. "You've gotten into a nmess, eh?"

"So far, it is a question as to who is in a ness," Doc replied. "Get Ham and take care of those
four men."

"1"1l take care of them" Mpnk said. "If | get hold of Ham |'1| take care of him too!"
"What is wong?" Doc Savage asked.

Monk squeaked, "It's a very conplicated story. It'I|l probably cone out when | go on trial for
killing Ham"

Doc Savage said, "Hurry with this."

"Sure," said Monk. "The massacre wi |l take place as soon as | find him"

Monk was squeaki ng unconplinentary things about Ham when Doc clicked the m crophone out of
circuit. Doc left the transmitter turned on, however, as was the habit of hinself and his aids.

DOC SAVAGE had not given Monk any el aborate instructions about what to do with the four

prisoners, because Mnk al ready knew. The usual thing. Doc handled all of the crooks that he caught
in the sanme way.

Doc stopped his coupé at the curb around the corner fromDrive Street. He got out. It was quite
dark. The streets were deserted, due to the | ateness of the hour. It was colder than It had been the
ni ght before, but it was not sleeting. It had been cold all through the day. Sone of the sleet,
frozen, still glassed the pavenent in spots.

Doc Savage wal ked to the corner. He did not step out on Drive Street, however. He renopved an

obj ect which mght have been a slimpencil frominside his clothing. He telescoped this out. It was
a periscope, a tiny thing which would hardly be observed. He proceeded to scrutinize Drive Street
wi t hout showi ng hinsel f.

At first, Drive Street |ooked entirely deserted. But no! In a doorway in the middle of the block,

a man | urked.

He was | eani ng agai nst the side of the door, alnpbst conceal ed.

Doc Savage watched for sone tine. The nan did not npve. He was nobst certainly upon guard.

The house bore the nunber |isted as being the residence of Gorham Gage Cetti an.

A bl ock away, traffic occasionally whizzed on Riverside Drive.

The | ookout renmined at his post. He was not especially alert, although great alertness was not
necessary. Had not his chief, Napoleon Mirphy Decitez, explained that Doc Savage was safely a
prisoner in Geenwich Village? Decitez had acted very sure of hinself when he said that.

Decitez was still acting sure of hinmself. He had his gun in his hand and the nuzzle of the weapon
was against the top of a shiny bald head.
“I think I"Il kill you now, CGettian," Decitez was saying calmy.

Chapter X. THE PUZZLED MAN
NAPOLEON MURPHY DECI TEZ was not a dranmatic man by nature. But Tops'| Hertz, who was a genuine

devil, was a dramatic nman, and he was al so the idol of Decitez. So Decitez, who |liked to ape what he
considered his betters, liked to indulge in gestures. Just now, he was imtating Tops'l, doing as he
felt Tops'| woul d do.

Decitez had no intention of killing Gettian. He was just throwing a bluff, to make it easier to

get Gettian away.

"The shot probably won't be heard," Decitez snarled. "This house of yours has thick stone walls."
He ground the gun snout a little nore fiercely against the bald head of Gettian. The head was
slick, like a doctor’s specinmen skull that had been waxed. One al nbost expected to see the little
lines of cracks init. It was the color of a skull now, too, for Gettian was scared.

"Wait a mnute!" Gettian gasped. "You nust be nmaking sone m stake!"

"Your nane is Gorham Gage Gettian, ain't it?" asked Decitez.

"Y-yes."

"Then | ain’t makin’ no mstake," said Decitez. He janmmed the automatic muzzl e harder agai nst
Gettian's bal d head.

There were nore bald things about Gettian than his head. He was conpletely hairless. No eyebrows.
No beard. It nade him |l ook ol der than he probably was. He | ooked sixty. He was probably forty.

He had nerve.

He | ooked at Decitez and said, "Mst men would |ike to know why they are going to be nurdered. |
woul d. "

Decitez scow ed.

"It's because of what you know about the Metal Master," he snapped.



"The what?" said Gettian, |ooking puzzl ed.

Decitez | eaned down. He put his jaw out, as he had seen Tops'| Hertz do.

"Look here," he said. "You tell me all you know about the Metal Master. |f you can clear up
enough of the nystery, tell ne enough things, it won’t be necessary to croak you."

That was the tip-off. Napol eon Murphy Decitez, foxy rogue, was trying to gather information.
Evidently he did not know hinself, any too nuch about the Metal Master.

Cettian shook his skull.

"l don’t know what you’'re tal king about," he said.

"You don't need to lie to me," said Decitez sharply. "I know a bit already."

"\What ?"

"I know that this Metal Master thing is big," said Decitez. "It's so big that the right group of
men, under the right |eader, could take over the world!"

If that was intended to affect Gettian, it did. But not in the way Decitez probably had expected.
Gettian | eaned back. H's voi ce becanme soot hing.

"Of course it could," he said gently. "But | haven't got it. However, | will be glad to take you
to a place where a nice man will show you how it works."

Decitez | ooked very interested. But only for an instant. Then he got the drift.

"Hell’s bells!" he snarled. "You think I"'mnuts! A nice man! You nmean an attendant in a

boobyhat ch! Listen, I'mnot lying to you! And |’ m not crazy!"

"You nust be," said Gettian. "Nobody but an insane man would talk as you are. And | never heard
of anything called the Metal Master."

Decitez gritted, "Listen, you! I'"'mgoing to kill you for not talking!"

Decitez was probably bluffing, although it was never proved. It did not matter, for a hard-thrown
vase of brass came hurtling fromthe nmurk of a door on the opposite side of the room It hit
Decitez’s gun hand. He | ost the gun.

THI NGS happened. A man was in the door through which the vase had conme. One of Decitez’s men on
guard. Startled, he ducked. He spun. He wanted to see from whence the mssile cane.

But he never saw. Chug! A sound like a circus naul against a tent peg. It seened inpossible for a
striking fist to make such a sound, but it had. The guard fell half across the room He was
sensel ess on his feet.

CGorham Gage Gettian gave a great leap. Hi s white skin made himl ook soft; his bal dness made him
l ook old. But a college grid star could not have junped farther, faster.

He reached the handi est door, yanked it open, popped through. He yanked the door shut behind him
Decitez was scream ng by now He had caught sight of the bronze giant who had thrown the vase. It
was a sight to make Decitez scream But he ran at the same tinme, bent |ow

"Shoot, you fool!" he squaw ed.

That was for another guard. This one stood in another door. Hi's gun was ready. He turned | oose.
The weapon filled the roomw th lusty thunder.

Doc Savage was again wearing his undergarment of light alloy. It would stop even a rifle slug.
But this gunman nust have known of the mail arnor, for he ainmed at Doc’s head.

The bronze man weaved. To continue the charge woul d nean suicide. He doubl ed back, ducking away

t hrough the door. The bullets scooped plaster, splintered the door, and one painfully spanked his
chain arnor.

"Run!" yelled Decitez.

He and his man ran. Slamm ng the door behind them they clattered down a stairway. It was dark
there. Alittle globe glowed in the entry. There, they met the man who had been on | ookout at the
door.

"Run!" yelled Decitez. "Doc Savage!"

"Where' s the other guy?" barked the guard.

"Savage knocked hi mout!"

The guard grabbed Decitez. He | ooked ugly.

"Say, whatcha gonna do about ny pal that was knocked out?" he grow ed.

"The devil with him" screaned Decitez. "Leggo ne!"

But the other man had ideas of loyalty.

"The devil with you!" he snarled. "Leave our buddy for the cops, or worse? Not ne! How many guys
are upstairs?”

"One! "

"I's that all? And you' re running away?"

"That one is Doc Savage!" gritted Decitez.

The full significance of this soaked in on the guard. He changed his m nd about the rescue.
"Maybe we better blow " he gul ped.

The argunent had del ayed themtoo |ong, however. It was dark in the house, and an ideal field for
Doc Savage’'s operations. The bronze man was a naster of stealth.

The fugitives had taken scarcely a pace in their resumed flight when |ightning struck. Decitez
was first to feel it. The base of his brain hurt suddenly, terribly. Then there was dul |l ness. He



seened to go to sleep all over. He knew that he fell. Weirdly, though, when he hit the floor, he did
not feel anything.

He did not realize that he was a victimof a kind of weird paral ysis which Doc Savage coul d

inflict by pressure on the spinal and cerebral nerve centers.

THE other two nen stunbl ed back, amazed, stunned. They coul d see Doc Savage in the vague |ight of
the entry. The sight caused themto decide to keep going. Qut of the door, they charged. One fell
down the steps, but |anded, luckily, on his feet. They started to run.

"W’ re gonna make it!" one gul ped.

"Yeah!" gasped the other. "Have we got |uck?"

"You ain't all that's got it," remarked a new voi ce—ene that might have belonged to a snall

child.

The shadows beside the stoop coughed out two newconers. One of these would weigh in excess of two
hundred and fifty pounds and was about tall enough to | ook at an average man’s top vest button. He
had a lot of rusty hair all over his person.

The other man was a | ean wasp of a man, with wonderful clothes and an innocent | ooking bl ack
cane.

What foll owed was soon over. The hairy fellow harvested one runner in a pair of arms that night
have doubl ed as bridge girders. He squeezed. He hooked a fist. H's victimwent senseless.

The waspi sh fashion plate did something with his harm ess-1ooking black cane. It became a sword
cane. The tip of its slender blade was coated with a sticky-|ooking substance.

The tip of the sword cane pricked the armof the other runner lightly. The fell ow yel ped. He ran
a dozen paces. Then his nmuscles lost their spring and he rolled over and over on the pavenent. He
did not nove, except to breathe, after he stopped rolling.

"Need any hel p, you missing |ink?" asked the dapper man with the sword cane.

"Don't insult me, you shyster!" grow ed the one who resenbled a gorilla. "Wen | need help, you
better bring an arny!"

Doc Savage appeared in the doorway.

"Bring theminside," he said.

The two carried their captives up the steps and into Gorham Gage CGettian’s house.

"Monk, " Doc Savage said, "weren't you and Ham supposed to go down to G eenwich Village and start
four prisoners for our up-State place?"

"Yep," admitted the honmely anthropoid of a fellow, with a grin that threatened his ears. "W did.
Then we turned on the radio direction-finder and | ocated your car, and hurried here as fast as we
could. We heard the fracas and sort of investigated."

"What happened to you?" asked the dapperly dressed man of Doc.

"Sonme nore having to do with the Metal Master nystery, Ham" expl ai ned Doc Savage.

The bronze man gave a terse account of what had occurred, concluding with the explanation of how
he had gone to the rear, nmounted a fire escape, and found a roof hatch open. This had adnmtted him
to Gorham Gage Gettian’s mansion.

"Any word of where Renny is being hel d?" Ham asked.

"On a schooner naned the |nnocent, somewhere off Cuba," Doc expl ai ned.

"Any trace of the girl, Nan Tester?" asked the honely Monk.

"No," Doc Savage sai d.

The dapper Ham snapped, "Depend on Mink to be in a dither about any feral e who happened to be
around! "

Monk gl owered at Ham

"You're gonna be in a dither," he gritted, "when | get around to you!"

"Threats of physical violence are the resort of a person with a small mind, you baboon," Ham said
caustically.

Doc Savage indicated the upper region of the house.

"Let us find Gorham Gage Gettian," he suggested.

MONK and Ham shoul dered the prisoners, scowing at each other the while. A bystander woul d have
sworn that they were on the point of committing nutual nurder.

Monk and Ham were two nore of Doc Savage's group of five aids. Renny and Long Tom Roberts were
two nore. The fifth menber of the strange association, WIIliam Harper Littlejohn, nicknamed
"Johnny, " em nent archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, was too far away to appear in the present excitenent,
being in Europe, excavating a cave in which a farner had found the fossil of a prehistoric man.
They entered the roomwhere the first fight had occurred. A series of |oud, thunping noises
greeted their ears.

"Sonmebody is behind that door," said Mk, pointing at the door through which Gorham Gage Gettian
had ducked.

Doc Savage opened the door. It admtted to a closet. Bal d-headed Gorham Gage Gettian stepped out
of the closet.

"The infernal door has a spring |lock," he conplained. "I had no key; so when | junped in there, |



| ocked nyself in."

Gettian was a vastly different-1ooking man, now. He was smling. He rubbed his hands together
came over and punped Doc Savage's hand heartily, then insisted on shaking hands with Monk and Ham
"l owe you an everlasting thanks," he declared. "You saved ny life! Yes, indeed! And | val ue ny
life."

"Why were they trying to kill you?" asked Monk, who did not believe in beating about the bush
Gettian |l ooked like a startled, bald pink Buddha

"l cannot imagine," he said

Ham snapped, "I would advise you not to start beating about the bush with us, Gettian. This is a
serious matter, which has already resulted in the death by nurder of at |east one person.”

"Shut up!" Mnk told the dapper Ham

" 1"masking the questions."

Monk and Ham fell to staring at each other with throat-cutting intentness

Doc Savage took up the questioning

"Do you know anything about a thing called the Metal Master?" he asked

"No" Gettian said pronptly

"How about an el derly man naned Seevers?"

"Never heard of him" said Cettian

"Or a man naned Louis Tester?" Doc persisted

"I's he mixed up in this?"

"Apparently."

"Then maybe that explains it!" Gettian snapped

"You know Louis Tester?"

"Know hin? | should say | do!" Gettian frowned. Since he had no eyebrows, his frown | ooked rather
peculiar. "Louis Tester has one of the greatest scientific mnds of any nman alive today!"
Chapter Xl. THE DEATH ARRANGEMENT

AT Gettian’s statenent about Louis Tester being a great scientific mnd, Mnk and Ham st opped
glaring as if they were about to bite each other. Both snorted

"If Louis Tester was a great scientist, Doc would know him" Mnk said. "O, at |east, Doc would
know of him Doc keeps up on that stuff."

"Louis Tester is a rather reticent young man," said Gettian. "He has not sought publicity."

Doc Savage asked, "Could your knowi ng Louis Tester involve you in this affair?"

"l doubt it," said Gettian. "I think it is the little netal cash box that Louis Tester left with
nme that had involved ne."

"Holy cowl —as Renny woul d say!" expl oded Monk. "Now | think we're getting sonewhere!"

"What about this cash box?" Doc Savage asked

Gettian spoke with entire freedom

"l know Louis Tester very well, and have loaned hima little noney fromtinme to tine, not asking
security," he said. "A few nonths ago, Louis brought nme a little nmetal box and asked nme to keep it
He said it held certain valuable scientific records, which he wanted in a safe place. So | put it in
my safe. That is all | know about it."

Doc Savage asked quietly, "Wuld you mnd showing nme that box and permtting ne to exanine its
contents."

"1 should dislike doing so," said Gettian

"Louis Tester’s life seens to be in danger," Doc Savage explained. "W are trying to aid him as
well as his sister; also one of ny associates, Col onel Renw ck."

"Gracious!" said Gettian, nmaking that mld exclamation sound |like a nuch nore violent one. "Is
Nan in danger?"

"She is," Doc said. "In fact, she may have been nurdered al ready."

"I will show you the box and let you examne it," declared Gettian. "I did not know things were

so serious.”

He led the way through roons. It becane apparent that Gorham Gage Gettian was a very rich man
There were priceless rugs on the floor and old masters on the walls. Miuch of the furniture was
genui nel y anti que

Gettian reached what was evidently his study. The confortable furniture had seen nuch use, but
its quality was so excellent that the fittings had only inproved with service

Going to the gas-burning fireplace, Gettian touched sonething. The entire fireplace rolled out
swung asi de, and disclosed the conbination knob of a | arge safe. He bent and mani pul ated this knob
The door cane open. His hand started in confidently, then jerked to a stop

"It's gone!l" Gettian gasped

"CGone?" asked Mbnk

"It is," said Gettian. "And that is very strange indeed, because | amthe only |living man who
knows this conbination."

Gettian riffled through the safe contents, which seemed to consist of sone jewels, nany papers
and several bundl es of greenbacks of |arge denom nation. Gettian shook his head, stood back and
exam ned the safe door. He found it bore no marks of having been forced, closed the safe, and



shrugged resi gnedly.

"Sonme one who was indeed an expert, nust have gotten into that safe," he said.

They had left the prisoner in the other room Al of these were at present unconscious, but some
woul d be reviving soon.

"W will question them" Doc Savage said. "That man Decitez should at |east be able to tell us
sonet hi ng. "

They wal ked out.

Down in the street door vestibule, a wonan screaned. It was a terrified shriek.

"M. Gettian!" the voice shrilled. "They are going to kill you!"

Doc Savage whi pped toward the sound.

"It's Nan Tester!" the bronze nman clipped over his shoul der.

DOC SAVAGE took the stairs in a series of |leaps, until he reached a | anding. This was hal f way
down. Fromthen on, he rode the bannister. The bannister riding was not for spectacular effect. It
was safer. If they shot from below, they would shoot up the steps.

But they did not shoot. They seened bent on getting the girl out. They were struggling with her.
Her gasps coul d be heard. Bl ows.

"Brain her!" a man gritted.

"Where's a gun?" another snarled. "G ve her the works for that trick!"

Doc Savage hit the entryway. He knew the next instant that that was what he shoul d not have done.
He rarely got into trouble by charging his enemies. But this tine he did. They were prepared for
him had it all fixed.

First Indication of the trap was a sw shing noi se overhead. Then Doc felt a netting descend and
envel op him Some kind of a fish net, judging fromthe faint odor of the tarred cord. He coul d break
the strands. It wouldn’t hold him

But there was nore to it than the net. The net was lined with three-prong fl shhooks. They grabbed
himin a score of places, dug into his flesh. The chain-mail vest protected his body, but not his
hands, his features.

Doc backed for the stairs. He might still have nade it. But they had spread a rope on the floor,

| ooped with a running noose, and they yanked it, got his |legs. He went down.

"Savage!" a voice barked anxiously. "Behave yourself and you won't be killed."

A man who keeps his head in a fight has one advantage. He knows when he is |icked. Doc Savage was
in a bad way. He might fight clear, but would probably be disfigured, perhaps blinded, for life. On
the other hand, if he submtted now, there m ght be a chance for escape |ater.

The bronze man stood perfectly still.

"All right," he said. "You ve made it work."

There was another reason for giving up. He m ght discover, fromthe conversation of his captors,
the nature of the nystery of the Metal Master.

UPSTAI RS, fighting raged. Another attack must have been | aunched from the back. There was no
shooting. The nen were wary of the noise, evidently.

Doc listened. The fight sounded viol ent. Monk was whoopi ng and how i ng. The honely chem st
invariably did that in a fight. The harder the fight, the nobre noi se he nade. This one nust have
been a riot.

Finally, Mnk and three or four other nen cane tunbling down the stairs. A truckload of bricks

unl oaded suddenly woul d hardly have nade nore of a racket. When Mk hit the bottom a nman | eaped
forward and did his best to break a pistol over Mink’s head. Mpnk | eaned back agai nst the stairs and
went to sleep, with his enornous nouth wi de open and scarlet leaking fromit.

The battle still raged upstairs. Half a dozen men nmounted. Their conrades had Ham forced into a
corner. Hams sword cane was unsheat hed. Three nen, made senseless by its tip, spraw ed on the
floor.

"Shoot ‘im™" a man gritted.

"No, no!" snapped another. "Get a bunch of chairs!"

They got the chairs, and tossed themat Hamuntil he was finally battered back and they got their
chance to overwhel m him

Gorham Gage Gettian was al so spraw ed out on the floor.

Downst airs, Doc Savage was still tangled in the hooks. His ankles were held by the rope. The

out si de door had been cl osed throughout, so that not too much of the runpus would reach the street.
Men advanced carefully, guns ready, and Doc Savage was rel eased. They did not take too much care
with the fishhooks. They sinply plucked them out.

Doc Savage said nothing, did not grimace, while they were getting the hooks out.

"Ain't you human?" a man grow ed.

Doc Savage did not reply. It was, as a matter of fact, agony. All the howing and groaning in the
world woul d not nmake the pain less. There was a psychol ogi cal reason for his stoicism too. The
mental concentration involved in trying not to show pain aided in keeping his thoughts off the pain
itself.



Nan Tester cane into view Throughout the fight she had been out of sight, in a tiny cloakroom
openi ng off the vestibule. She walked in stiffly, head back, eyes defiant.

"They tricked nme into decoying you downstairs by screanming," she said grimy. "I didn't know you
were here. | really thought | was warning Gettian."

One of the two burly men gripping her wists, holding her a captive, spoke harshly.

"Pi pe down, sister," he said. "It ain't your tinme to talk!"

DOC SAVAGE, Nan Tester and Monk were taken up to the room where Decitez and his nen | ay. Ham was
being held tightly. Gorham Gage Gettian had come to, was getting on his feet. They were all arrayed
against a wall, where they coul d be wat ched.

Doc Savage studied Nan Tester intently for a tine. The bronze nan's fl ake-gold eyes seened nore
ani mat ed than usual .

"What have you learned fromthem M ss Tester?" he asked.

"Very little," said the girl in her rather low, throaty voice.

"You have | earned the secret of the Metal Master?" the bronze nan asked.

"No," she said.

One of the nmen stepped forward. His face was ugly.

"Take the dame back to our hangout!" he directed. "She'll either talk too nuch or |earn too nuch
around here! And we don't want her to know so nuch that we'll have to get rid of her. W want her
alive to whip that brother of hers into line, if necessary."

Wth that, Nan Tester was taken out. Wien she started to screech, a gag was popped between her
lips. They dragged her downstairs and out of the house.

The man who had given the order regarding the girl’s disposal, cane back and stood rocking on his
heels. He was a tall, well-dressed man. He did not have an evil face. The thunmb was missing fromhis
| eft hand.

"Wake up, you!" he gritted.

Wth that, he delivered a terrific kick agai nst Napol eon Murphy Decitez's ribs. Decitez did not
even groan in his strange sl eep.

"Let ne revive him" said Doc Savage.

The man with the mssing thunb glared at Doc. "And why do you want to revive him huh?"

"What he says might be interesting,” Doc said frankly.

"Hmmm" The man considered. "O K"

Doc sidled over to Decitez. He did sonething to the back of the man’s neck, relieving the

condi tion of the deadened nerves.

Decitez opened his eyes. He groaned heartily.

"You dirty crook!" said the man with the m ssing thunmb. "Wat was the idea of trying to cut in on
us?"

Decitez was a woodchuck cornered by dogs, to ook at his expression. He did not seemto be able
to think of anything to say.

"W oughta kill you!" "M ssing Thunb" told Decitez.

Decitez shut his eyes. He began to trenble.

"But we won’t for a while!" snarled the other. "That’s the chief’s orders."

Decitez stopped trenbling and opened his eyes.

"Who i s your chief?" he asked.

"I"d be likely to tell you, wouldn't |1?" jeered the other. "The chief wants you alive, so that
you can hel p us get our hands on that doubl e-crosser, Tops'| Hertz."

"l don't know any Tops'| Hertz!" gasped Decitez.

"You' Il change that tune!" snapped M ssing Thunb. "Cone on, boys! Let’'s nove ‘eml"

MONK, the honely chem st, revived at that point. Mnk had a good nany animal qualities. Nature
has equi pped an animal to awaken from sl eep, and sonetines to recover from sensel essness, all of a
sudden. That was the way Monk revived. He kicked a man’s |legs fromunder him

Three nmen fell on Doc Savage instantly. They jamred guns agai nst vul nerable portions of his
anatony. Before he could make the slightest nove, they would finish him

Monk was banged over the head until he sat down weakly. His hairy wists were tied with a rope.
Many turns were used.

The man with the mssing thumb strutted about fiercely.

"That shows the chief was right!" he barked. "W can’t take any chances with this bronze guy or
his gang!"

He waved an arm "Take ‘emout," he directed.

He scowl ed at Doc Savage.

"You're not married, are you?" he demanded.

"No," Doc Savage admitted. "Wy?"

"Because it’'s too bad you won’'t have any descendants to carry on your neddling work!"

Chapter Xl I. MJRDER BY METAL



WHAT i mmedi ately foll owed was an indication of how dangerous was the mysterious organization
affiliated with the Metal Master.

Gorham Gage Gettian had a private driveway for deliveries at the rear of his mansion. A mlk
truck appeared in this. It was getting along toward norning, so there was nothing suspicious about a
mlk truck being abroad. It was a truck with a |arge body.

By now, all of the prisoners were conscious. They were all bound and thoroughly gagged.

Bal d- headed Gettian wailed, "Why am | included in this? I know absol utely nothing about the whole
affair!”

"W just |ike your conpany," one of the thugs told him

"And we don't like to think of what you mght tell the police," said another, giving a nore

| ogi cal reason.

The captives were | oaded into the truck.

Three of the gang, with automatic pistols and flashlights, got in to serve as guards.

The truck rolled swiftly through New York streets. There was alnmost no traffic now For a |ong
tine, it was very quiet inside the truck.

Then there was a thunp and a loud grunt. The men in the cab of the truck could plainly tell that
there was some noving around inside the vanlike body.

"Anyt hi ng wrong?" denmanded a man in the cab.

"Heck no!" canme a voice fromthe rear. "W were just kicking the slats of this big gazook who

| ooks Iike an ape!"

There was no nore runpus fromthe interior of the truck. The vehicle rolled rapidly. It turned
into a bunpy stretch of road. Two sedans were follow ng, carrying the rest of the gang. Al the
machi nes stopped. The rear of the truck was opened, fromthe outside.

"Throw Decitez and Gettian out!" a voice ordered.

A nonment later, Decitez and Gettian cane toppling out of the truck. Both seened to be

unconsci ous.

"What cha gonna do with ‘en?" asked one of the trio who had ridden in the truck.

"Chief wants ‘emalive," was the reply. "He thinks he can use ‘em"

"How t he heck coul d he use ‘en?"

"Decitez can be made to |lead Tops'| Hertz into a trap," said the other. "And | think the chief
has got sone very special use for old Gettian."

Decitez and Gettian were |oaded into one of the sedans. A nan renarked on the fact that they were
unconsci ous.

"l thought these guys cane out of it," he said.

"They did," sonmebody replied. "But | guess they fainted or sonething. Probably scared."

The car departed with Decitez and Gettian.

It was rather dark, due to a few clouds in the sky. The faintest of red hazes in the east
indicated the sun would rise shortly. There was a col d wi nd.

No lights other than the headl anps of the truck and the renmi ning sedan were visible in the

nei ghborhood. Close to the road | ooned a |ine of boxlike hulks. A man turned a flashlight on them
They were steel railway cars. They were |oaded with scrap iron—fragnents of old autonobiles, for the
nost part, although there was an occasional huge bul k of a worn-out industrial engine.

"This is the spot,"” a nman said. "Get them guys out of that truck."

One by one, the prisoners were handed out of the truck. It was dark. Some one had thought to turn
out the headlights, which mght be seen. A man stood at the truck tail board and kept track of the
captives as they were handed out.

"There’s one nore," he said.

"We got ‘iml" growl ed one of the trio who had ridden out fromthe city in the truck. "lIt's the
bronze guy. W're keepin’ our hands on him W ain't takin’ no chances."

"That’'s the old spirit," chuckled the other.

A MAN pointed a flashlight beamand said, "Bring ‘emover here."

The man was indicating the ditch beside the line of railway cars |aden with scrap iron.

"Throw themin there!" he ordered. "Then get back!"

The prisoners were carried up and thrown into the ditch. The bottom of the ditch was hard,

frozen. Sonme of the captives groaned through their noses. They were still gagged.

The man in charge of the gang grow ed, "Now hold it! The Metal Master is gonna show up and finish
this thing."

Hardly had he spoken, when the sound of an autonobile engine came fromdown the road. It nounted
to a roar. The nachine was conming at top speed. Fromthe way it bucked over the ruts, it was
remarkabl e that it kept on the road.

In stopping, it skidded, all but went into the ditch. It was the sedan which had gone away with
Gettian and Decitez. The door popped open. A man fell out. He got up, ran toward the party beside
the railroad tracks.

"Decitez regai ned consciousness!" he screeched. "He says—

The man tripped over an icy clod and fell down. He shrieked profanely. Then he got up again.



"Decitez says Doc Savage knocked ‘imout!" the excited man squawl ed. "He says he thinks Doc
Savage and his two nmen—

He probably finished, but no one heard him An expl osion took place anpong the nen at the railroad
track. Bl ows popped. Men fell down.

"Run!" rapped the powerful voice of Doc Savage.

"Maybe we can lick ‘em" piped the childlike voice of the honmely Mnk.

"You can stay and try it!" said Hamis nodul ated tone. "W’ Il attend your funeral!"

There were sonme nore bl ows. Guns went off. Some one turned on a flashlight, but it was knocked
from his hand.

Then three nmen ran away rapidly through the darkness.

By now, the truth had dawned.

"Doc Savage and his two pals!" a man bel |l owed. "They got away!"

THERE was no light. The only flashlight, it seened, had been broken. Men ran about wildly in the
darkness. They cursed. They fired guns at sounds, real and inmginary. Fragnentary sentences,
punctuated with profanity, jerked out of the confusion.

"Decitez said the bronze guy busted | oose in the truck—

A man broke in with curses, because one of the others had nearly shot him

"Savage turned his two pals | oose—+they grabbed the three guards and tied ‘em up—took their

pl aces—

A man clinbed down in the ditch and struck a match. He swore heartily, having discovered the
three guards there, bound and gagged. No nore proof was needed that the bronze man had, with his two
ai ds, exchanged places with the guards.

"Which way’ d they go?" several wanted to know.

No one was sure. Sone one found a flashlight in one of the cars and they cast about, but not very
ent husi astical ly.

"The bronze guy and the other two have had time to blow, " a man nmunbl ed. "That neans this spot is
gonna becone too hot, before long."

They held a consultation, after which they decided to clear out. But before they did this, they
performed a blood-thirsty bit of business.

They shot the prisoners—henchnen of Decitez—ying in the ditch. They did it callously.

"That’' Il teach ‘emto nonkey with the Metal Master," one of the killers gritted.
"They're only small fry."
"Sure! But it'll be a l|esson, anyway!"

Decitez saw the shooting. He becane white as a sheet. He thought they were going to slaughter
him too. But they didn't.

"You done us a favor," they told him

Decitez relaxed his fear a little. He fawned. He all but sl obbered.

"1"11 do anything you say!" he gasped.

The straw boss of the gang cane and stood over himin the chill dawn.

"We ain't the kind of guys who don’t appreciate a favor," he said. "How d you like to throw over
this guy Tops'| Hertz and take a share with the rest of us, working with the Metal Master?"

Napol eon Murphy Decitez had sense enough not to agree too hastily. It would nake it ook as if
his allegiance were too easily shifted. He hemmed and hawed.

"It’d mean a snaller cut for nme," he conpl ai ned.

"Naw, it wouldn’t," said the other. "You don’'t know what plans the Metal Master has got. Listen,
do you know that with the organi zation and the brains we've got, the whole world is the sanme as in
our hands? No battleship, no airplane in the world, could touch us! W can wite our own ticket!"
Decitez was plainly startled. He swal |l owed several times rapidly.

"I s—+s sonmething like that what you're planning?" he expl oded.

"It is!" snapped the other. "You string along with us and you'll go places!"

"I"'mw th you!" Decitez gasped.

"Let's go," said the other.

THEY turned up, an hour later, In front of Napol eon Murphy Decitez’'s house in Greenwi ch Village.
Decitez had told them about the four of his nen which he had Ieft in charge of Doc Savage, when the
bronze man was a prisoner. Decitez wanted to know what had happened to them The others, when they
heard the story, also wanted to know.

They did not find out. The reason was sinple. The four were gone. There was no trace of them

"Doc Savage nust have di sposed of them" Decitez nuttered uneasily.

"Did they know enough to tell the bronze guy anything of value?" asked the spokesman of the Metal
Master’s nen.

"No," said Decitez. "They didn’'t know a darn thing, except that we were after sonething big."

The other man eyed Decitez intently.

"Then nobody in New York but you knew what it was all about?" he asked. "Your gang knew, didn't
they?" Decitez countered.



"Qutside of them There was an old guy nanmed Seevers who knew, because he had stuck his nose into
things. But we fixed him Now, nobody but you knows?"

"l guess that's right," Decitez said uneasily. Then he added hurriedly, "And | don't really know
much about it."

"The devil you don't!" exploded the other. "I thought you knew what the Metal Master is?"

"l do," replied Decitez. "But who is he? Wiat’'s his nanme?"

The ot her man | aughed.

"l don’t know," he said.

Decitez squinted at the other, apparently trying to ascertain whether or not the man was |ying.
He was unable to decide. Decitez did not press the natter. He knew this was a case where too nuch
know edge was not good.

They pushed another rapid search of the prem ses, and after that, they were convinced Decitez's
four men were not there. They held a final consultation.

"Where can we get hold of Tops’'|l Hertz?" the spokesman asked.

Decitez countered, "Wat are you going to do to hinP"

"Proposition him" said the other. "If he wants to join us, and take a share, it'll be all
hunky-dory. |If he don't, Tops'| will get his."

Decitez sighed deeply and trenul ously. He was thinking of what Tops’'| would do to himif he heard
about this doubl e-crossing. But there was only one thing Decitez could do, under the circunstances.
"Tops'| is headed for Alligator Island," said Decitez.

Had a pistol gone off unexpectedly, it probably would have caused | ess surprise. The spokesnman
tried to gasp sonething and only nmade a stuttering noise.

"What Alligator Island?" he finally barked.

"The one off the Carolina coast," Decitez explained.

The other man swore hoarsely.

"How did you lugs |earn about that island?" he snarl ed.

"Wy, " said Decitez, "Tops’| has Louis Tester on his schooner. He nade Tester talk, and Tester
told about the island."

"We gotta beat Tops'| to Alligator Island!" yelled the other. "And we gotta get to the chief!
This puts the chief in a tough spot!"

"The chief is pretty smooth, if you ask me," said one who had nore faith.

The doorbel |l rang.

THE nmen all | ooked at each other. It was not exactly a propitious tine to hear a doorbell ring.
It clanged out again.

"You go!" the spokesman rasped at Decitez. "Get rid of whoever it is. We'll be right behind you,
and our hands won't be enpty, either!"

Decitez went to the door. It was all he could do to keep from staggering. He opened the door.
"Cabl e for M. Napol eon Miurphy Decitez," said a clean-faced |ad.

Decitez was relieved enough to throw his hat into the air. He carried the mssive back into the
house. It was not really a cable, but a radiogram He tore it open.

"Who's it fron?" he was asked.

"Tops’'| Hertz," Decitez admtted.

"Read it."

I't read:

BEST RATI NG | N NORTHERN GENERAL MARKET AREA CUBA. HOPE | NCREASE NOT EXTENDED | N NORTH. RETURN
OVERLAND ON MARCH 7. HOLDOVER ORDERS TOTAL EXCELLENT. LEAVI NG BENTLY ON ORDERS NOW EXPECTED.
The spokesman of the Metal Master’s men scratched his head.

"Now what in the bl azes does that mean?" he pondered al oud.

"Code," explained Decitez. "You take the first letter of each word."

They took the first letter of each word. They got:

BRI NG MACHI NE | N ROOM 7 HOTEL BOONE.

Hnmm" murnured the Metal Master’s spokesman. "Not bad. And what is this machine?"

"Search me," said Decitez. "It nust be something belonging to Louis Tester that Tops’'|l has

| earned about."
"Let’s look into it,"

grow ed the other.

Chapter XII1. SLICK

THE Hot el Boone did not nmake a great show. It rarely advertised. It was an economical, honmey

pl ace where sone guests naintained a roomthe year around, although they were out of town a great
deal . This was because the nmonthly rates were very | ow i ndeed.

"Who has Room 7?" asked Decitez.

The desk clerk, with a friendly snmile, said, "Louis Tester."

"We' Il go right up," said Decitez. "He is expecting us."

"l did not know M. Tester was back in town," murnured the clerk.



"He just got in," said Decitez, and they went up.

Qut si de the door of Room 7, which was on the second floor, they came to a stop.

"l1've got a guy here who knows |ocks," said the spokesman of the Metal Master’s nen.

The man canme forward and denonstrated that he did know | ocks, getting the door open al npst at
once.

The room had plain furniture, and there were sone old suits hanging in the closet, rather good
suits. Shirts and socks were in the dresser.

Under the bed was a box. At first, they mistook it for a suitcase, because it had a carrying
handle. But it was of sone black insulating conmpound, sealed airtight. To the handl e was attached a
tag. It read:

DO NOT OPEN

(Opening WI I Damage Contents)

The Metal Master’s spokesman |ifted the strange box.

"Heavy," he said. "Must be a nmachine of sone kind."

"Going to open it?" asked Decitez.

"No," said the other, after sone thought. "I probably wouldn't know what it was, if it's a
contraption. W'll take it along as it is."

"Take it along?" Decitez wet his lips. "Were re we going?"

"To Alligator Island," grow ed the other. "Wth Doc Savage on the prowl, and our chief in a jam
things are too hot here."

"What kind of a jamis the chief in?" Decitez queried curiously.

"Never mind," grunted the other man.

Merely out of curiosity, they made another search of the room Because the roomfaced a court, it
was rather gloony, so they turned on the lights. There was a chandelier in the center of the room
and four lights in brackets on the walls. One of the wall brackets did not illum nate. But nobody
gave that any attention.

They found nothing nore to interest them

"We might as well get along," said Decitez.

The spokesman of the Metal Master’s gang unexpectedly stepped forward. He swung his fist. It hit
Decitez's jaw. Decitez hit the floor as if he had been shot.

"Don't you say ‘we’ any nore!" snarled the man who had struck the bl ow

Decitez gasped, gargled, and finally got words out.

"But |I'm one of your crowd now " he whined.

“In a gnat’s eye, you are!" sneered the other. "Don't you know when you're being strung al ong?"
Decitez gasped, "But you said—

"W were just kidding you," jeered the other. "W wanted to see how nmuch we could get out of

you. "

An awful pallor overspread Decitez's face. He began to trenble. Al of his fat, rodentlike body
shook.

"You—you're going to kill me?" he wail ed.

"l don't know," said the other. "We'll have to see about that."

They went out, taking Decitez and the mysterious black box which was seal ed, and which they had
deci ded not to open.

FOR sone nonments after they left, the roomwas very quiet. The men had snoked in the room and
the odor of the smpke lingered, stale. A cigarette stub, cast carelessly on the floor, snoldered,
and the roomfilled with the odor of scorched carpet. It went out after a tinme. Then the door
opened.

Doc Savage cane in. Ham the dapper |awer, was with the bronze nan.

Doc Savage went straight to the light bulb which had not |lighted. He unscrewed it carefully, and
wrapped it in a piece of paper.

"We do not want this to get broken," he said. "It is the only one we have at present."

Ham smil ed widely. Ham had a sharp, aesthetic face, but it becane quite handsone when he smil ed.
"They are rather difficult to construct, eh?" he asked.

"Sonmewhat , " Doc Savage admitted. "The wall of the bulb, which |ooks like frosted glass, is in
reality a flexible material which serves as a di aphragm for the m crophone which is conceal ed inside
and connected to the termnals so that when the bulb is screwed into the socket, the m crophone wll
be connected. It is rather difficult to construct the thing so that it will not distort the
reception.”

Ham asked, "Shall we reconnect the electric wires fromthat socket, which we disconnected and | ed
into the other roomto attach to the trick m crophone?”

"No tinme," Doc Savage said.

Ham chuckl ed softly. "I hope Monk makes out all right."

"He shoul d," Doc Savage replied.

"Monk is a great guy," Ham nurnured.

Monk woul d have had a spasm had he heard that praise from Ham



Doc Savage and Ham went downstairs. Doc Savage spoke to the pleasant-faced desk clerk.

"Thank you for telling those fellows the roomwas registered in the nane of Louis Tester," he
sai d.

"It was no lie," grinned the clerk.

Doc Savage placed a twenty-dollar bill on the desk.

"For you," he said. "The gentlenen were conpl etely deceived. They never got an inkling that the
room had been taken in the nane of Louis Tester less than ten nminutes earlier, and that it was
nysel f who rented it."

The clerk held the twenty out in front of himand blew a kiss at it.

"The first time | ever really believed there was easy noney in this old world!" he chuckl ed.
Doc Savage and Ham went out, got in a taxi, and the bronze nman directed the driver toward the
skyscraper whi ch housed his headquarters.

Ham wonder ed al oud, "How soon shoul d we hear from Monk?"

"Hard to say," Doc replied.

THE taxi traveled swiftly. The driver evidently knew the identity of his fanbus passenger, and
was exuberant, trying to show off. He ran through a red light, and a traffic cop started over, but
turned back when he got a | ook into the cab.

Ham had been thinking over the episodes of the last hour. He broke out in a hearty chuckle.

"We got a break when we went to Decitez's house, and that gang turned up," he said.

"It stood to reason that Decitez would go there to see what had happened to the four nmen he |eft
guarding ne," Doc Savage pointed out.

"That m crophone that |ooks like a light bulb sure did its stuff there," Hamsmled. "W got just
about all they said."

"Let us hope so," the bronze nman said noncommittally.

Ham eyed Doc Savage. Admiration was in his gaze.

"Your stunt of getting a messenger boy to deliver that fake radi ogramwas a slick one," he said.
"It sure tricked that gang into going to the hotel, getting that box, and taking it with them"
Doc Savage did not comment.

"1"d like to know one thing," Ham conti nued.

Doc sai d not hi ng.

"What was in the box?" Ham asked. "You made a flying trip to the laboratory to get it and take it
to the hotel. But what was in it?"

For a long nonent, Doc Savage did not speak.

"The thing may not do its work, when the time cones,” he said dryly. "So if you do not know what
it is, you will not depend on it in a pinch. Depending on things is very bad, especially when they
do not work."

They went up on their private elevator to the eighty-sixth floor of the skyscraper. Doc Savage
did not enter his office immediately. Instead, he | ooked at a fanmobus picture of a Madonna in a plain
frame. It was the only bit of art in the plainly nodernistic corridor.

The Madonna’' s eyes were dark. Had they been bright—sade so by a tiny |ight bulb connected to
Doc’ s conplicated burglar alarm system+the bronze man woul d have used a great deal of caution about
entering the place; if he entered at all, he probably woul d have used one of the secret entrances,
whi ch woul d have given hima chance of surprising any skul ker.

"I wi sh Monk woul d report!" Ham grunbl ed uneasily, after they were inside the | aboratory.

Ham was frankly worried, although he knew perfectly well that the honely Monk was fairly capable
of taking care of hinmself. Having nothing to take his mnd off Mnk's possible mshap, he was
uneasy. He remained uneasy for an hour.

Then Monk put in his appearance. He just wal ked in.

Ham did not | ook at Monk as if he were glad to see him Instead, he glared. Then he got a glinpse
of the object Monk was carrying under his arm Ham junped up and shook his fists.

"You freak of nature!" he squawl ed. "Send you to do sonething, and you turn up with that Habeas
Cor pus! "

MONK stood in the doorway, grinned am ably at Doc Savage, then gazed at Hamas if the latter were
a dead nouse whi ch had been found in the creamjar.

"I nsectivorea!" he said, that evidently being a new word he had just thought up to express his
personal opini ons of Ham

Hamrarely got so nad that he sputtered. But he sputtered now. He was |ooking, not at Mnk, but
at the creature under Monk’'s arm

It was a pig—a totally renmarkabl e-100king pig, the equal of which probably did not occur in the
porker strain once in an age. It had long flapping ears and |legs |ike a dog.

The pi g was Habeas Corpus, Mnk’s pet.

Ham ceased sputtering and began to spit words.

"You prom sed to keep that—that hog out of ny sight!" he how ed.

"What did you | earn, Mnk?" Doc Savage asked, interrupting the beginnings of another argunent



bet ween Ham and Monk.

Monk spat in Hamis direction, put Habeas Corpus down, and spread his hands in a gesture
indicating partial defeat.

"I trailed the cromd all right, after they left that hotel,"” he said. "They went to a field on
Long Island, where they had a plane. Not a regular flying field. Afarner’s field. They had the
pl ane there, all gassed up. And they took off and left ne there talking to nyself."

"Who did they take al ong?" Doc Savage asked.

"Decitez, Gettian and Nan Tester," said Monk. "And there was quite a cromd of the Metal Master’'s
men. It was a big plane."

Doc queried, "Did you see anything of the black box which we tricked theminto taking fromthe
Hot el Boone?"

"Yep," said Monk. "They took the box along in the plane with them"

"They headed sout h?" Doc Savage surm sed.

"They sure did," Mnk agreed. "I guess they’'re headed for that Alligator Island, wherever that
is."

"The island is shown on the charts,” Doc Savage told him "It will not be difficult to reach."
Monk grinned. "I take it we’'re going there?"

"I medi ately," Doc Savage admtted.

A buzzer whined. It was one the signals, operated by hidden contacts built into the floor, which
i ndi cated sone one was in the corridor. Monk went to the door, opened it cautiously, and his jaw
sagged.

Pretty Nan Tester wal ked in.

THEY turned nme | oose," she said.

Monk expl oded. "But | saw themtake you in the plane!"

She blinked, plainly surprised.

"You fellows really get around, don’t you?" she exclainmed. "They landed nme a bit later, down in
Jersey."

Monk gave her his nost pleasant grin. Monk was particularly susceptible to young wonen,

especially pretty ones. He liked to be around them As a matter of fact, Mnk, who had a chemi cal

| aboratory in his penthouse down in the Wall Street sector, enployed a secretary whom he nai nt ai ned
was the prettiest secretary in the city. Those who saw her agreed with him

"l sure thought they would keep you a prisoner," Mnk said. "But |"'mglad they didn't."

"Why shoul d they?" asked Nan Tester. "I have no idea of what this is all about, or at |east they
think | haven't."

"Then you have | earned sonet hi ng?" Doc Savage i nterposed.

Nan Tester smiled at the bronze man. There was a snmall light in her eyes, and Mnk, taking note,
felt like groaning his |oudest. He could recognize the signs. The pretty thing was getting a crush
on Doc Savage, which neant Mnk’s attentions would not receive much consideration. And it meant Doc
woul d be in for an unconfortable tinme. Doc never had anything to do with the fair sex. He was
woman- pr oof .

Nan Tester said, "I overheard the name of the man who is the Metal Master."

Wio is it?" Monk how ed.
"A fellow called Punning Parker," said Nan Tester.

Chapter XIV. THE PUNNI NG MAN

PUNNI NG PARKER, pint-sized assenbl age of skin and bones, was getting along very well aboard the
good hel | ship Innocent. He had worned hinself conpletely into the confidence of Tops'| Hertz.
Punning was an ideal follower. He did not tal k back. He hatched good ideas, and when Tops’'| Hertz
purl oi ned those ideas as his own, Punning did not say anything about it.

"Figure as ‘ow you an’ ne is gonna make a likely pair of blokes," Tops’'|l Hertz had said.

"Sort of a pair of likely-hoodluns, eh?" Punning had chuckl ed.

"Your other qualities are better’n your bloody puns," snorted Tops'l|.

"Puns shoul d be a pun-ishable offense," Punning agreed.

That had been sone hours ago, and now Punning Parker was |ounging on the forward deck, where the
fisherman staysail cast a shade of sorts. Punning was not there entirely because of the shade. The
spot was directly above the two tiny cubicles occupied by the two prisoners, Colonel John Renw ck
and Louis Tester.

Punni ng Parker wore a sly expression. He was watching Tops'| Hertz, who was trying to sheet in
the mainsail so it would pull just right. The sly look in Punning Parker’s eye indicated he did not
have a great deal of respect for the intelligence of Tops'|l. The | ook showed that Punning had

deci ded Tops’| was not so hard to deceive.



Punni ng Parker was interested in sonething else. This was a faint grinding noise which seened to
come frombelow him This was audible at tinmes above the noise the engi nes were meki ng, which was
consi derable, for the engines were turning over at their best, driving the schooner at a speed that
woul d have startled a sailor familiar with auxiliary type boats. At present, the schooner was using
both sail and power.

Ari sing suddenly, Punning Parker went bel ow. He sought out the cubicle occupied by Renny, drew a
gun, unl ocked the door and went in. He played a flashlight on Renny.

The big-fisted engi neer was seated innocently against the far bul khead. Both Renny and Tester had
been rel eased fromtheir bonds.

"You | ook entirely too com posed,"” said Punning. "You re not fooling anybody."

"Eh?" runbl ed Renny.

"Just stay where you are," ordered Punning, gesturing with his gun. "Sort of keep your finger on
your own pulse, as it were."

Renny sat where he was, because it seened the wise thing to do. Punning Parker nade a brief

exam nation of the door. He found that the screws had been renoved fromthe hinges, and carefully
repl aced. The work had not quite been conpl eted.

Punni ng frowned at Renny.

"Let me give you sonme advice," he said.

"Yeah?" grow ed the di sappoi nted Renny.

"Just take it easy," said Punning Parker. "Things are breaking right your way. Anyway, we're at
sea. W couldn’t do anything if we did get |oose."

"We!l" thunped Renny.

YV

Punni ng Parker grinned thinly.

“I"Il leave you to kind of we-heave that around in your mnd and see what you can nake out of
it," he said.

Renny scow ed at the other. H s vision was handi capped by the darkness in the cubicle. As a
matter of fact, he never had gotten a thorough | ook at Punning Parker. But now, as once before, it
struck himthere was sonething queer about the nan.

"Just who the blazes are you?" Renny demanded.

"I mght be the Metal Master," said Punning Parker dryly.

"Holy cow " Renny thunped.

"

PUNNI NG PARKER went out, found Tops'|l Hertz, and calmy told about the | oosened screws in the
hinges. Tops'| did a bit of storming, and changed Renny to another cell. A guard was posted outside
t hi s one.

They went over the chanber occupied by Louis Tester—t was really a cabin with the porthole

spi ked—but found nothing indicating Tester had been maneuvering an escape.

Tops'| Hertz expressed his appreciation to Punning Parker for his alertness.

"You' re a ‘andy one to ‘ave around,"” he said.

"1’ m no handy-cap," grinned Punning.

They decided to have a bit of grog by way of celebration. Practically every one partook.

Punni ng Parker, neking hinself useful, as usual, helped m x and pour the drinks. He worked
rapidly. No one paid himparticular attention.

It was easy for Punning Parker to drop a yellow sh powder into the drinks which he served the
Innocent’s two radi o operators.

Two hours later, the radi o operators were sound asl eep. One was in his bunk bel ow, and the other
seated in front of his instruments in the radi o cabin.

Punni ng Parker knocked on the edge of the radio cabin door, to be sure the man was asl eep. Then
he entered. He went directly to the radio instrunents. Hi s touch showed that he was familiar with
the apparatus. Wthin a few nonents, he was in comunication with a far-distant point.

The aérial conference was rapid, yet it occupi ed several mnutes.

We wa-n-t e-v-e-r-y-b-o-d-y t-o-g-e-t-h-e-r a-t Al-l-i-g-a-t-o-r I-s-l-a-n-d, i-s t-h-a-t
i-t?" he transmtted at one tine.
"Y-e-s," cane the reply. "T-0-p-s-1 mu-s-t a-r-r-i-v-e u-n-s-u-s-p-i-c-i-o-u-s. | wi-I-I

t-a-k-e c-a-r-e o-f t-h-a-t."

Punni ng Parker wore a wide grin when he finished, and carefully replaced each of the sw tches and
dials in the positions at which he had found them

"As | mght say while acting the part of Punning Parker," he chuckl ed: "Wat they don’t know
won't Hertz them"

He whistled a tune as he strutted out on deck.

HALF an hour later, the radi o operator on duty awakened. The sl eepi ng powder whi ch he had
unknowi ngly taken only functioned for a short tinme. The operator yawned, rubbed his eyes, did not
dream there was anything curious about his nap, and put on the headphones. He found a station



calling himw th a nmessage.

It was a ranbling nessage, having to do with traveling about and surveying business conditions
and markets in the Caribbean, but when the first letter was taken fromeach word, the assenbl ed
result read:

COAST CLEAR. ANCHOR TO BUOY I N NORTH I NLET OF ALLI GATOR | SLAND.

Tops’'| Hertz was in high good hunor, after he read that.

"That was from Decitez, of course," he chuckled. "It nmeans everything is set for us to take over
Alligator Island."

"Undoubt edly," said Punni ng Parker agreeably.

"Then we'll be set to make mllions," grinned Tops'l. "W'Ill get there tonorrow norning."

"Looks |ike tomorrow will be our worth-day," murmnmured Punning.

Punni ng Parker wandered out on deck, after a bit. He seened to want to be al one.

"Tops’'| would be burned up, if he knew | arranged the sending of the radiogram"” he murnured to
hi msel f.

He went forward, and clinbed out on the bowsprit. He sat there, rising and falling with the heave
of the schooner, in a position where any one el se woul d have becone seasick. But the man who was
usi ng the name of Punning Parker seemed to be enjoying it.

"I"ve sure got the breaks in this, fromthe start," he chuckl ed.

He considered deeply for a tine.

"But | wish they hadn’t got that girl to spread the story to Doc Savage that |'mthe Metal
Master," he grunbled. "It's a lie. But sone one might believe it."

He continued to sit and ponder, as the schooner surged northward in the direction of Alligator

I sl and.

Chapter XV. TERRI BLE | SLAND

DOC SAVAGE' S bi g speed plane was al so headed for Alligator Island. The big ship had three notors
in stream ined nmountings, and they were well silenced. The plane itself was several years advanced
in design. The top speed of nost so-called speed ships was the cruising speed of this craft. It
could, in an energency, carry enough fuel for a non-stop flight hal fway around the world. It could
alight on water or |and.

Monk and Ham were in the after portion of the cabin. They were, as usual, about to fly at each
other’s throats.

"For an Eskinp nickel, 1'd dunp you in Chesapeake Bay, or whatever is below us!" Mnk how ed.
"My goodness,"” Hamsaid mldly. "Could you be addressing ne? Because if you are, you hairy error
of nature, I'll trimyour toe nails off right next to your ears!"

Monk squaw ed, "You didn’t need to bring along that blasted shi ppaneezer, or whatever it’'s
called!"

Monk’ s designation of the subject in dispute at the nonment as a "shi ppaneezer" was probably as
fitting as anything. For Monk was referring so profanely to Chem stry, who was Hamis pet, lately
acquired. Chemi stry bel onged to some speci es of nonkey or dwarfed ape.

Ham had been without his pet for a few nonths, due to regulations of the United States Custons

t hat demanded the aninmal be put in quarantine until it could be declared free of any contagi ous or
infectious di seases, before being brought into the country. Ham had been pulling all the wires he
knew, trying to gain release of his pet.

Monk hated Chemistry as lustily as Ham hated Habeas Corpus, the pig. The reason was sinple.
Chemistry | ooked al nost exactly |ike Monk would | ook, if the ape were sonme two hundred and thirty
pounds heavi er.

Strangel y enough, Chemistry and Habeas Corpus got al ong about as well as did Monk and Ham They
had just had a fight. Each owner was hol ding his respective pet.

Ham gritted, "You' ve taught your hog to nolest nmy ape, you puzzle to scientists!"

Monk screeched, "Ml est him That insect you call an ape won't |eave ny hog al one!"

"Your hog bit him"

"Hurrah!" said Monk. "Some day he'll eat ‘iml And sone day |'Il do the same thing to you, you
shyster!"

"Why put it off?"

"l don't think | will!"

Monk rolled up his sleeves. Ham unsheat hed his sword cane.

Pretty Nan Tester hurried forward to the control cockpit, where Doc Savage was doing the flying.
"They’'re going to fight!" she gasped. "Can't you do anything to stop it?"

Doc Savage kept his attention on the flying. He had traced a line on the chart, and was foll ow ng
that down the Atlantic coast.

"Years ago, it becanme evident that the only thing that will stop Monk and Hamfromquarreling is
for one or the other to get killed," the bronze man said.

"Oh!" she said. "Then they' ve been like this on other occasions?"

"On practically all other occasions," Doc explai ned.

Back in the cabin, Chemistry and Habeas Corpus, at liberty while their nasters glared and



sparred, suddenly flew together, to the acconpani nent of a bedl am of grunts and nonkey squeaks. That
broke up the other scrap. The owners had to separate their pets.

THE warfare had not progressed beyond a verbal state, when the plane dropped down out of thin,

hi gher at nosphere and approached Alligator |sland.

Doc Savage offered a few words of geographical summary.

"Not every one realizes that the Atlantic coast of the United States, south of New York, is |ow,
swanmpy | and," the bronze man expl ained. "The coast is edged by a string of |owislands, sonme only
sand bars, but some covered with vegetation. This Alligator Island is one of these islands."
"Reckon it’s inhabited?" Mnk nmuttered.

"According to the charts, no," Doc replied. "And there are no inhabited islands near them"

"But why aren’t they inhabited?" Nan Tester wanted to know.

"Because the soil is too sandy for agricultural purposes,” Doc explained. "There are no towns
near on the mainland, owing to the swanpy country. The fishing grounds are not good. There is,
therefore, nothing to draw i nhabitants."

Monk funbled in a cabin pocket and cane up with a pair of powerful binoculars. He focused these
ahead.

"Is it kind of a long, lean island with a bay at the north end?" he asked.

"Right," Doc Savage adnmitted.

"Then | see it," said Monk. "It does look kinda like an alligator, too."

It required inagination to see the |likeness between the island and an alligator, but it becane
nmore apparent as they drew nearer. The island was a | ong snear of dark-green against the

bi | i ous-1 ooki ng shoal water of the sea. The ocean, it was plain, was very shall ow about Alligator
I sland, except at the north end, where there was a darker area denoting deep water. The little bay
itself seened to be rather deep.

"The only high ground is near the center of the island," Doc Savage said, pointing.

The bronze man sl anted the plane downward. The hour was near evening. It had taken them sone tine
to get under way from New York City, and, strangely enough, Doc Savage had evinced no great desire
for haste.

More detailed features of Alligator Island cane to their attention. There was a good deal of
veget ati on—ungl e, nore properly. There were nmany sand dunes. These dunes seened extrenely | arge.
Doc sent the plane drifting along at a hei ght of no nore than a hundred feet.

"Aren't you afraid of them shooting at us?" Nan Tester asked uneasily.

"The plane cabin is netal, and bulletproof,” the bronze nan reassured her.

"But they might puncture the pontoons, so we couldn’'t |land on the sea!" she pointed out.

"The pontoons are of cellular construction, the cells filled with a sponge substance sinmlar to
sponges thensel ves, but lighter," Doc replied. "The pontoons could be all but shot to pieces and
still not |lose their buoyancy."

Then the bronze man leveled a netallic beamof an arm

"Look!" he said crisply.

A man was crawl i ng through the sand dunes near the little inlet at the north end of the island.

| NSTEAD of going back imediately to investigate the crawl ing man, Doc Savage clinbed the plane,
gathering altitude. Then he banked back.

He threw an intently searching gaze over the island. Nowhere was there a sign of life, or
habitation. The island | ooked totally arid, devoid of inhabitants.

"Put on your parachutes," Doc Savage directed.

The parachutes were convenient. Something in the bronze man’s voice |led the others to don them
hastily. Doc already wore his.

Ham eyed the ‘chutes sharply. "These are not our regul ar ones!"

"They are, except for slight changes," Doc Savage replied. "Fibre and thong rings have repl aced
the metal rings, that is all."

Ham | ooked, for a nonent, as if he were going to ask sone questions about that, but he did not,
and fell to eyeing the figure crawing anong the sand dunes. The form of the craw ing man was
becom ng nore distinct, for Doc Savage was sendi ng the plane downward.

Monk, with the binoculars, said, "I believe |'ve seen that guy sonewhere before."

"It is Gorham Gage Gettian," Doc Savage advi sed.

Monk’ s nouth came open. He was awed a little, although he had on other occasions seen evi dences
of the amazing faculties which Doc Savage possessed. Doc had been trained since chil dhood, and each
day he took two hours of intensive exercises, physical and nmental, calculated to keep in trimand
acqui re greater devel opnent.

"It looks as if Gettian had been hurt," Mnk said, after another squint through the binoculars.
Gettian had seen them He rolled on his back, and his arns described feeble gestures. As near as
they could nmake out, he was inploring themto land on the inlet, which was not far fromwhere he
craw ed.

"l don't think he's hurt so bad," Mnk anmended his earlier opinion. "But he seens to be afraid to



stand up anong those sand dunes. He must be hiding from sonebody."

"The Metal Master’s nmen can’t be here!" Ham snapped waspi shly. "There’'s no place where they could
hi de their plane!"

"The plane could have | anded them then gone away!" Mnk snorted. "Use your head, you | egal
parasite! "’

Ham started to say sonmething caustic in reply. He never got it out.

Pf-f-f-t!

came a small noise fromthe rear of the cabin. Their equi pment—they usually carried a great deal
of it—was stored back there. They | ooked in that direction.

"Hey!" Monk squawl ed. "Sonethin’s gone wong!"

It had. The rear of the cabin was a nass of black snoke.

THI NGS happened so fast then that they had to sit down later and think to recall all that had
occurred. The wad of black snoke spread, rushed at them enveloping them filling all of the cabin
with its sepia pall. Mnk recognized, then, what it was.

"One of Doc’s snoke bonbs!" he how ed. "Must have gone off accidentally!"

If it occurred to himthat one of the snpke bonbs had never gone off accidentally before, that
such an occurrence was nechanically inmpossible, he did not remark on it.

The entire plane began to feel queer. The three nptors stopped suddenly.

"Junp!" crashed Doc Savage's powerful voice. "Use the parachutes! Quick!"

Wien the bronze nan spoke in that fashion, Monk and Ham knew it was best to conply instantly.

They grabbed wildly for their respective pets. Mnk grasped a hairy leg which felt natural. It was
inmpossible to see a thing in the cabin of the plane, due to the snoke bonb. Mnk found the door,
tilted out into space, and yanked the ripcord ring.

He was out of the snoke which had gushed fromthe cabin door when the ‘chute opened. Mnk | ooked
bel ow. Quick as he had been, Doc Savage and Nan Tester had been quicker. Probably the bronze man had
taken the young woman over the side to save time. They were below, alnpst ready to hit the water.
Then Monk percei ved sonething which caused himto emt a how that nust have carried over nuch of
the Carolina coast. He did not have his pig, Habeas Corpus. In the excitenent, he had grabbed up
Hami s pet siman, Chemistry.

Monk | ooked up frantically. The plane was a neteor of black snmoke. It was crunpling strangely.
Then Monk heaved a great sigh of relief, for Ham had dived out of the plane, and he had the pig,
Habeas Corpus, by one oversize ear.

Monk continued to watch the plane. A weird thing was happening to it. It was behaving nuch like a
child s toy made of ice, which had been shoved suddenly into a hot oven.

The pl ane was nel ting!

Not the slightest doubt of it. The nmetal was sinply turning to liquid and falling first in

sheets, and the sheets scattering into drops. Wthin nonents, the entire ship was little nore than a
literal rain of netal.

Monk suddenly renenbered the parachute rings. Doc had taken the netal rings off and replaced them
with nonnetal . The bronze nman nust have known they m ght encounter some such fantastic peril as
this.

It was not the first time Monk had unexpectedly di scovered that Doc Savage knew a great deal nore
about what was going on than it seened possible he could know. But the bronze man’s nethods of
operating were intricate and sonetines astoundi ng.

Monk hit the water hard.

Chapter XVI. THE MESS

THE water was only a few feet deep where Monk cane down. He slipped out of the parachute harness,
tossed Chenmistry in the direction of shore, and struck out sw nm ng.

Doc Savage and Nan Tester were already headed for shore. They had conme down farther out, where

the water was deep.

"You all right?" Mnk called to them

"Yes," Doc Savage replied. "Wen you reach the beach, be careful."

They were going to need to be careful before they reached the beach. This becane evi dent when a
little geyser arose in front of Mwnk's nose, acconpanied by a shrill sping! of a noise. Mnk had
heard the noise of bullets before. He pronptly |oaded his lungs with air and sank.

To be able to swimunder water is an ability that can be of great value to individuals whose

lives are as perilous as those of Doc Savage and his aids. Mnk had practiced it until he was fairly
good. He did not come up until the water became too shallow to shelter himlonger. Then he spl ashed
out, ran for dear life, and flopped behind the first small sand dune which he reached.

A nmorment | ater, Nan Tester dropped beside him

They lay there a few nonents.

"Where' s Doc?" Monk asked anxiously.

"I don't know," replied Nan Tester. "He gave nme a shove through the water and told me to swm He
seenmed to think they would concentrate their fire on him That is the last | saw of him"



"Bl azes!" Monk nmuttered. "I don't like that!"

The honely chemist squirnmed a few paces and cautiously projected his head over the sand. He could
see the surface of the inlet. It was still a-ripple with small waves, stirred up by the striking of
the melted plane, and their own | andi ng

"No sign of Doc!" Monk groaned

A bullet hit the sand with a fist-blow sound. Flying particles filled Mnk's eyes. He ducked

back, squawking, pawing at his face

There was sil ence, except for an occasional agoni zed squeak from Monk. |t now cane to their
attention that quite a wind was bl owing. Not exactly a gale, but it was sufficient to pick the fine
sand up and drive it like, snow. The tracks which they had made in running into the dunes were
rapidly filling.

Nan Tester, showi ng herself recklessly, watched the surface of the inlet. Her pretty face was

anxi ous.

"This is terrible!" she choked. "I don't see any sign of—eh! Look!"

Monk was in no shape to | ook. The sand had made his eyes feel as if they were full of needles

"What do you see?" he groaned

"l think it’s—+t’s blood

—on the water!" gasped Nan Tester

THAT noved Monk to a superior effort. He held his eyes open and stared. He raked the whol e
surface of the inlet. Finally, he perceived the spot where the water |ooked vaguely scarl et

The next instant, Monk was out of the shelter of the sand dune. He dashed forward. R fles whanged
out. The conceal ed marksnmen seened to be shooting fromthe other side of the inlet. Mracul ously
they m ssed Monk

The honely chemist hit the water, splashed a few yards, and got out where it was deep enough for
himto swi munder the surface. He reached the spot where the water had appeared scarlet. It was
scarl et.

Monk dived. The water was very deep, fully three fathons, which was deep for this shoal -infested
section of coast. He found nothing. Up he came for breath, and to try again. He repeated the search
He did not give it up until he was virtually exhausted, and sanity asserted itself. There was a
strong current under the surface: the tide beginning to go out. He did not have a chance in a
mllion of finding the bronze man’s body, and his chances of getting shot were considerably nore
l'i kely.

He made it ashore safely, nore through luck than good judgnent. Mnk was notoriously a carel ess
soul, when the going got violent. He rejoined Nan Tester

"They killed Doc!" he choked

THE horely chem st spraw ed down in the sand, where he was sheltered, and lay there. He did not
feel like doing anything nore. Sonmehow, the will to do had all gone out of him

"It was an incredible thing that happened to the plane," Nan Tester said finally, to get Mnk’'s

m nd away from thoughts of Doc. "Just what did happen?"

Monk shook his head, but otherw se did not nmove. The wi nd had bl own sand over his |egs, his body,
al nost covering them

"It was sonething this Metal Master devil is able to do," he said. "Either sonething was hi dden
aboard the plane that caused the nmetal to nelt, or they shot sonething against the plane, or we ran
into sonething."

"From where did the snoke cone?" the girl queried.

"From a snoke bonb of Doc’s," Mnk replied. "The cover of the snpbke bonb nust have been the first
thing to nelt. The chem cal caused the snoke the instant it was exposed to the air."

The girl seened to consider. She shook her head

"I didn't hear anything hit the plane," she said

Monk grasped his belt and held it where she could inspect it. The belt buckle was conpletely

gone

"Just melted" Monk said. "And there wasn't no heat, either. Same way w th the chai n- mai
undergarment | was wearing. It just nelted. Sonme of it ran down ny trouser legs. The rest is stuck
about nmy waist. It’'s hard now. Probably can't get it off without a ot of work with a

di anond- pointed cutter. | don’t think a cutting torch would renove it, w thout burning the heck out
of me."

He al so pointed out sonme other freakish things that had happened. The eyel ets had nelted out of

his shoes. A pocket knife, a conpass and sone coins which had been in his pockets were now shapel ess
| unps

"But it’s inpossible!" gasped Nan Tester. "Metal cannot be nelted by sonething that woul d not
harm t he human body. You're a chem st. You shoul d know about such things."

Monk consi der ed

"I"mnot so sure," he said. "This change is what woul d be called physical, instead of chem cal

I'n other words, the properties of the netal assune their original nature after being in the liquid



state. Matter is made up of nolecules, which in turn are conposed of atons. These are hel d together
by an attraction, call it affinity, or whatever you want, which is not too thoroughly understood by
scientists. Now, if this Metal Master could have found a way to—

Monk fell suddenly silent. He had thought of something. A new | ook of concern overspread his
features.

"Ham " he gasped. "Wat's becone of hin? And ny hog Habeas?"

Ham had | anded sone di stance down the beach, due to the strong wind. He had not landed in the

wat er, but inshore anong the dunes. Monk had naturally expected himto take a little tine in joining
t hem

"We gotta look for Haml " Monk expl oded.

I medi ately, he began to crawl through the dunes, toward the spot where Ham had cone down. They

had not gone far when there was a slight noi se ahead. Habeas Corpus, the pig, appeared, big ears
flying, plainly delighted to arrive. Habeas gave Chemi stry, the siman, a good natured nip by way of
showi ng pl easure. Chenmistry had been squatted on the beach, behind Monk and the girl.

"Ham || be here in a mnute, | guess," Mnk grunted.

But several mnutes passed, and no Ham Mnk craw ed forward. The young wonan kept close at his
heel s.

Shortly, they found something that left themrigid and bewi |l dered. On the sand lay a reddish

patch, where some coagul ating crinmson fluid had caused the sand grains to stick together. The wi nd
had bl own | oose sand away fromthis, leaving it elevated a little.

Near by lay Hamis parachute.

"Ham nust a ski nned hi nsel f when he came down," Mnk nuttered. "Probably wal ked away, and the w nd
bl ew sand in his tracks."

But the tone of Mnk’s voice inferred that he doubted this.

MONK stood there for a bit, watching Habeas Corpus. Long ago, Mnk had di scovered that he could
often learn things by keeping an eye on the ungainly shote. Habeas, Mnk noted, seenmed uneasy. He
kept sidling away, as if anxious to | eave the vicinity.

"Sick ‘em" Monk urged. "Find our pal, Ham"

Monk gave these exhortations nerely by way of experinent. But they got results. Habeas enmtted a
few grunts, apparently by way of indicating he did not think nmuch of the general idea, then he set
of f through the sand.

Monk and Nan Tester followed. Chenistry anbl ed behind.

For sone tinme now, there had been no shooting. Probably the riflenen across the inlet could not
see them The sand, seemingly as fine as flour, got in their eyes, their lungs. The wind drove it

everywhere, |ike snow.

"Look!" Nan Tester gasped suddenly. "I think | saw something over there, partially covered in the
sand! "

Monk | ooked. He could see nothing. His eyes still watered fromthe sand which the bullet had

knocked into them

"Let’s have a |l ook at the place," he nuttered.

The spot seened to be beyond a ridge of sand. They wallowed up this ridge at tinmes al nost

wai st-deep in the sand. A few bushes grew al ong the top. They worked through these cautiously. And
di saster struck.

A bl ow, sudden, violent, struck Monk in the back. He was not bal anced too well at the nonment, and
he went over. Head over heels, he flopped down the side of the dune. An aval anche of sand started,
gathered, covered himin a choking fl ood.

I'n the confusion of the nonent, Monk was conscious of several things, none of them pleasant.

The girl had shoved him Shoved hi mw thout warning. But why?

The next instant, he deci ded he knew. Sone one sprang upon him Blinded, half buried in the sand,
he could not see the assailant.

M sgi vi ngs washed over Monk coldly. The girl had tricked him She nust be one of the Metal
Master’s crowd. She had shoved himinto the hands of foes lying in anbush. Mnk, blinded as he was,
was in no condition to fight themoff.

Chapter XVII1. SMOOTH TONGUE

THE horely chem st, Monk, was conpletely covered with sand at the nmonment. He was not the only
individual in this position.

Doc Savage was |ikew se covered by sand. It woul d have been possible to walk directly over the
spot where he lay, w thout noting his presence. Only an especially keen observer woul d have attached
any inportance to an object which resenbled a grayi sh weed stem protruding fromthe sand.

The stemwas a tel escoping fiber tube, and the bronze man was breathing through it. The thing was
one of his gadgets, actually part of his periscope device. He had unclipped the reflecting mrrors
and | enses fromthe end.

Doc, by breathing through the tube, had nanaged to swi munder water to a small armof the inlet
which projected into the dunes. He had craw ed out without being observed.



"I tell you, the bronze guy didn't drown!" growl ed a voice. "Themwas his tracks we found. He's
around here somewhere!"

That was the reason Doc Savage had conceal ed hinsel f. He had acconplished this by digging into
the base of a sand dune and starting a slide which had conpletely covered him By now, the w nd
woul d have drifted his tracks full of sand—he hoped.

"Listen, | saw blood on the water where the bronze guy sank after we shot at him" said another
voi ce.

"Don’t ever believe anything you see, where Doc Savage is concerned!" snorted the other.

That was not bad advice. Doc often had occasion to use imtation blood, and he carried a phial of
red chem cal in his unusual vest to serve that purpose. On the present occasion, there was no netal
in the vest, and none of the gadgets therein were of netal, so the paraphernalia had escaped the
nysterious influence which had downed the plane. This was further evidence that Doc Savage had a
good idea, of what he was going up agai nst, and had prepared in advance.

The searching party cane cl ose. Doc Savage—the cotton in his ears kept out the sand, but not all
sound—oul d detect the grinding violence of their footsteps. Then they went on.

Doc waited a bit. Then he got out of the sand and examined the tracks nmade by the gang. As he had
expected, they were spread out in a long skirmsh line. Had he not hidden hinself, they nost
certainly would have found him

Backtracking a bit, Doc turned to the left. He made for the spot where they had seen Gorham Gage
Gettian. The spot was toward the inner end of the inlet, some distance fromthe spot where the plane
had met its weird m shap.

The bronze man had noted, fromthe air, the contour of the dunes. He searched now, and | ocated
one whi ch had been near Gettian. Going to it, he changed his course and began to search.

He found Gettian al npst at once.

"We'll never get away fromthis terrible island alive!" Gettian wail ed.

GETTI AN crouched under a shrub, where he was both conceal ed and sheltered somewhat fromthe

bl owi ng sand.

"Are you hurt?" Doc Savage asked him

"Only exhausted," explained Gettian. "I ran nyself down trying to flee fromthem"

The bronze man nodded, and seenmed to be listening for sonme signs of their enem es.

"This island is an incredible spot!" Gettian volunteered. "The place has sone kind of fantastic
power! You saw what happened to your plane!"

"You think the island did that?" Doc asked sharply.

"Fromthe way the nmen tal ked, | think so," groaned bal d-headed Gettian. "There's sonethi ng about
the island which causes all netal to becone liquid. That is the way | escaped. They had handcuffs on
me. The cuffs sinply turned to liquid and ran off ny wists."

Doc Savage nade his snall, eerie trilling noise briefly. The sound was tiny, furtive, and filled
wi th sone peculiar undertone. Surprise, puzzlenent sat Gettian's hairless features for a tine. Then
he realized Doc Savage was the source of the queer trilling.

"Don’t you think it’s the island?" he asked.

The bronze man seenmed not to hear. Instead, he put an inquiry of his own.

"How nuch have you | earned?"

Gettian made a feeble gesture.

"Only that they are going to use this—this incredible thing that liquefies netals—+to—dse it to go
out and take what they want fromthe world!" Gettian shuddered. "There was sone talk of a first
gesture, sonething horrible enough to show the world that they neant business. Sonething about
bringi ng down a huge office building—

"What is that?" Doc Savage rapped.

"They’' re going to—destroy an office buil di ng—take scores of lives—as the start of a terrorism
canpai gn," said Gettian.

"What buil di ng? When?"

Gettian shook his head, made a gesture of running his fingers through his hair, although he had
no hair and did not look as if he had had any for years.

"l do not know," he said. "You understand, | just heard themtal king about this."
"What el se have you heard?"
"I +—= Gettian paused to swallow "I think | know who their chief is. It—t’ s—well, incredible! |

could hardly believe it! But some tal k—they didn’'t know | was |istening—this nane was nentioned as
the | eader."

Gettian was getting his words out with difficulty, as if he found the news difficult to convey.
Doc Savage waited for himto continue.

"The nanme of the person," Gettian groaned finally, "is Nan Tester!"

DOC SAVAGE eyed the other man intently. The lights were a little brighter in the bronze man’s
strange flake-gold eyes. His trilling seemed to sound, or maybe it didn’t. The wi nd anpong the sand
dunes was meking faint wailing sounds, and maybe it was that.



"It's incrediblel" Gettian gasped. "I don’t believe that—that sweet young girl could be back of
such an enterprise as this."

Doc Savage said nothing. Instead he nade a slight gesture.

"Let’s work over to the seaward side of the island," he suggested.

"But what about your two nmen? And that girl? If she’s with them their lives are in deadly
danger. This gang is utterly unscrupul ous! They will conmmt nurder w thout the slightest
hesitation!"

"They will have to take care of thenselves, for the tine being," Doc Savage said. "Cone on."
They worked through the dunes. Going was difficult. Frequently, they stunbled. Once, Doc Savage
seened to | ose his balance conpletely, and he and Gettian went tunmbling down a steep slope of |oose
sand, all tangled with each other.

They got up and went on. They could hear the wet smack of surf on the seaward shore.

Gettian stopped suddenly. He clapped hands over his person.

"It's gone!" he exploded. "A gun | nmanaged to steal fromthe gang! A gun that escaped turning
into liquid. | nmust have lost it!"

"Wait here," Doc Savage breat hed.

Then the bronze man was gone. Monents passed. Then he drifted back, a netallic ghost gliding over
the sand. He handed CGettian an ugly-Iooking automatic.

"It was lying where we fell down that dune," Doc said.

Gettian took the gun. He checked to nake sure it was not sand-cl ogged; checked the bullets. Al
of the cartridges were in place, and all were nosed with lead. Gettian carefully blew the sand out
of the mechani sm

Atop the last tall dune along the shore, Doc Savage cane to a halt. He lay there for sonme tine,
fl ake-gol d eyes straining out to sea.

"Ships don't usually pass this close inshore, do they?" Gettian nuttered curiously.

DOC SAVAGE seened not to hear. Although it was not a pleasant place to lie, he did not nove. And
he kept his gaze fixed on the sea.

"Where is Decitez?" Doc asked, once.

"A prisoner of the Metal Master’s nmen," replied Gettian.

"And where are they?"

"Back anong the dunes. At |east, they were there when | escaped. They may not be there now. They
came here to this island to get—sonmething. | don’t know what. But it is something they have to have
to carry out their infernal plans."

Doc Savage seened about to say sonething nore. But he fell to watching the sea nore intently. He
even lifted a little.

"What is it?" Gettian denanded, straining his own eyes and apparently not seeing anything.

"The schooner," Doc Savage said. "The Innocent."

Oh!" gasped Gettian sharply. "How did you | earn about—her?"

"Through a certain source of information known only to nyself," the bronze nman said quietly.
Gettian wet his lips. The setting sun was casting a weird red |light over the dunes, and the gl ow
gave Gettian's skull-like head a strangely fiery aspect.

"How much do you know?" Gettian croaked.

"Just about all of it," Doc Savage said. "Wat the Metal Master is—and who."

Gettian made a gargling sound. He took his automatic pistol out of his clothing and pointed it at
Doc Savage.

He nade his gargling again. Then he pulled the trigger.

Chapter XVIIl. THE BRONZE MAN ACTS

SMALL boys often use match heads in their Fourth-of-July cap pistols, when they run out of caps.

Mat ch heads are not very satisfactory amunition, because they do not nake nmuch of a report.
Gettian's automatic, when he pulled the trigger, made about such a sound as a cap pistol makes

with a match head. The smallness of the report startled Gettian. It horrified him Again, he jerked
trigger. Nothing happened, not even the click of the hanmmer dropping, for the slide had not operated
to eject the other cartridge and cock the weapon.

VWAw w w-w-r - K" Gettian choked, evidently trying to cry out in fear.

Then he tried to run. He mght as well not have tried. Bronze hands, clanping upon him held him
entirely hel pless, forced himdown in the soft sand. Attenpts at great screans convul sed his |ungs.
They di d not escape, because netallic hands had closed his throat passages.

Doc Savage searched the man. The fell ow had no weapons.

"The powder was renoved fromyour cartridges after nmy fortune in slipping it fromyour pocket

when bunping into you and causing that fall down the dune," Doc Savage told him

Bald Gettian was now pale in the gathering darkness. He | ooked as if he believed his hope of life
were going away with the setting sun. He nade a notion indicating he wished to speak, and Doc



rel eased his throat grip.

"When did you first know | wasn't—well, what | claimed | was?" he queri ed.

"Since before neeting you," the bronze man replied. "Your whole story—about not know ng anything
about the Metal Master—was false. The tin box which you clained Louis Tester had left in your safe,
and must explain why you were invol ved—+the box was imaginary. There never was one."

Gettian swall owed desperately, but did not try to nake denial.

"I was not lying to you about Nan Tester!" he said desperately.

Doc Savage said, "You cannot tell anything which is not already known to ne."

"How did you |l earn so nuch?" Gettian demanded, fear giving way somewhat to di sgust.

"Through the enploynent of a rather ordinary trick, and a bit of good fortune," Doc Savage
replied.

"l don’t understand!"

The bronze man let the matter remain in the dark, making no answer.

Gettian, angered and still nore of his fear gone, tried suddenly to cry out in hopes of
attracting his fellows, for it was by now evident that he had a connection with the Metal Master’'s
gang.

Doc Savage observed the bald nman’s intention, however, and acted enough in advance to forestall
the attenpt. He grasped Gettian's neck, and his cabled, incredibly strong fingers exerted that
skilled pressure which brought the strange paralytic sem-insensibility.

Heavi ng the hel pl ess nan across a shoul der, Doc Savage set out through the dunes. He went
southward, well below the inlet, then crossed over to the other side and headed north again.

He was hunting Monk, Ham and Nan Tester.

I T got dark, and becane rather chilly. The wind died down for a while, then a | and breeze sprang
up fromthe opposite direction. The surf, which had been poundi ng, decreased as the offshore breeze
knocked down the seas.

There was a noon. It cast a white light, like that which mght come froma distant gasoline

I ant ern.

Doc Savage did not attenpt to trail his nen. Their tracks would have been covered | ong ago.

I nstead, he paused fromtine to tine and enmitted a tiny, aninallike squeaking noise.

In time, Doc’s strange noi se gained results. There was a slight sound ahead. The bronze man
stopped, waited. An ungainly, manlike creature appeared.

It was Chemistry, Hamis pet siman, answering the lifelike nonkey squeaks which Doc Savage had
been nmaki ng. The honely, dim nutive anthropoid, recognized the bronze nman, bounced up and down.
"Go find Ham " Doc directed softly, and Chemistry set off. Doc followed silently, carrying his
burden. He had gone no nore than a hundred yards when he caught soft voices.

Monk was growl i ng, "That insect Chemistry is a tort, that's what he is!"

"You don’t know what a tort is, you missing |ink!" Ham snapped.

"It's a legal wong!" Mnk retorted. "If that Chemistry ain't a legal wong, |I'd |ike to know—=
Monk broke of f, squeaked, and dived behind a bush as Doc Savage appeared wi th the unexpectedness
of a bronze ghost.

"Bl azes!" Mnk gargl ed delightedly; "As Renny would say, ‘Holy cowm’ We figured you were dead!"
"And you rescued Gettian!" Ham expl oded.

Ham sprang forward; then, perceiving the state Gettian was in and recognizing it as the paralysis
whi ch was Doc’s specialty, the dapper |awer |ooked astounded in the bright noonlight.

"So this guy is one of the crooks?" Ham cli pped.

Doc Savage did not answer directly.

"Guard this man Gettian," the bronze man directed. "He may recover fromthe paralysis in the
course of time, and if he does, watch himclosely that he does not escape."

"When he recovers, |’'Il induce another kind of paralysis!" Mnk grinned, and bl ew on a hairy
fist.

Nan Tester, who had been concealed to one side, came forward.

"You were not harmed when they shot at you in the bay?" she asked anxiously.

Doc Savage told her about the breathing tube which had enabl ed himto keep beneath the surface.
He spoke quietly, with no suspicion of her in his voice.

He addressed Monk and Ham a word of warni ng.

"Better not talk," he said. "It mght |lead to you being found."

"W got Chemi stry and Habeas Corpus posted out on guard,"” Mnk explained. "They can do a better
job of |ook-outing than a couple of watchdogs."

Doc Savage nodded. "Had any difficulties?"

"l received a slight cut when ny parachute dropped ne on a thorn bush," Ham adm tted. "Nothing
serious."

"Not half as serious as what he done to nme when he thought | was one of that gang on his trail!"
Monk grow ed.

"That was ny fault," Nan Tester said contritely. "I saw Ham behind a bush, thought it was one of
our enemes with a gun, and tried to shove Monk to safety."



Monk chuckl ed softly. "Boy, | thought for a minute that the young | ady here had shoved ne ri ght
into atrap'"

"I like that!" the girl said, without rancor. "It shows you have a lot of faith in ne."

"Cee whiz, now" Mnk told her hastily. "I didn't for a minute mstrust you!"

"You," Hamtold Mnk sarcastically, "are a two-faced liar!"

Monk bl oated indignantly at the accusation. He thought for a nonent.

"What about you?" he grated.

"Me?" Ham asked primy. "I never tell alie."

"How about you telling Mss Tester, here, that you were not narried and never have been?" Monk
demanded. "What about that wife and thirteen children?”

Ham made sounds, snall, enraged ones. This story about his having a wife and thirteen children
was a lie which Monk was in the habit of telling every personable young | ady for whose affections
they had a chance to vie. Mnk never showed the | east conscience about telling the fib.

It invariably maddened Ham who neglected to take into account that he occasionally told even
nore |ibel ous whoppers concerni ng Mnk.

Nan Tester broke into the exchange, gasping, "Were did M. Savage go?"

The bronze man had gone noiselessly into the night.

DOC SAVAGE, aware that the quarrel was one which would rage, in whispers, throughout the night,

or until sonmething el se came up, had eased away into the noon-shadow behind a tall dune. He travel ed
swiftly, his objective the armof sand which extended out to the mouth of the bay on one side. There
was little necessity for being careful where he stepped, since the sand nuffled footfalls.

Reaching the outernost extremty of the sandy peninsula wthout incident, he paused. He kept on

all fours, for the ridges of sand were | ow and noist here. Spray fromthe waves breaking on the
beach was occasionally carried over himin a fine mst. Noise of the surf helped nuffle any sounds
he m ght have made.

He fixed his eyes out to sea. The seas, piling up when they reached the shoal water close

inshore, made it a little difficult to get an observation.

He saw the schooner finally. She was far out, but coming in on the starboard tack. He caught the
glint of moonlight on her sails.

Doc stripped off his outer clothing. Wien he had finished, he was clad in nothing but shorts.

He entered the water, keeping down flat until the surf maul ed hi mabout, then struck straight out
to sea. He did not swmw th an overhand stroke. Flashing arms mght attract attention. He dived
through the crests of the big breakers, to keep themfromthrowi ng hi mback ten and twenty feet at a
time. When he was perhaps three-eighths of a mle out, he used the overhand stroke, which was
faster.

The tirel essness with which he swam was al nbst uncanny.

The water was bl ack, cold. A wave broke occasionally, going sloshing past, foam ng and boiling.
There was, rather strangely for such chilly water, a bit of phosphorescence. A streak of

phosphor escence appeared near by, and Doc watched it intently, thinking it mght be a shark.

But there cane a |loud, watery snort, proving it was a porpoi se bl owing. Mre of the porpoise cane
and swamin a procession near the bronze nman, popping playfully out of the water.

The bronze giant’s swinmng stroke was machinelike in its regularity. He used the rapid racing
kick, with many beats to each arm stroke.

From the tops of the waves, he began to see the schooner. It was the Innocent, undoubtedly, for

she was beating in toward the inlet at the north end of Alligator Island, still on the starboard

t ack.

Doc Savage got in her path. He would have only one chance to get aboard. He would have to grab

the bobstay, the chain which ran fromthe end of the bowsprit down to the waterline. If he missed
it, he would be out of |uck.

He lay and waited, only his face out of the water. The schooner |ooned |arger and |arger. He

coul d hear the sigh of her stemthrough the water, the slop and gurgle of seas. She was heeled a
little, for she was flying mainsail, foresail and both headsails, and was sheeted hard.

If he mssed that bobstay-But he didn’t. The |ower part of the bobstay chain was slick and foul,
and only the strength of practiced sinews kept his grip. He clinbed swiftly, got hold of the safety
basket under the bowsprit and hung there, |istening.

"We gotta point ‘igher’'n this to make the bloody inlet, Punning," said a voice.

"Sort of point to make our point, eh, Tops’'|?" chuckled another voice.

THE two voices were i medi ately above. The nmen nust be | eani ng agai nst the anchor w nch. That
meant even Doc Savage's skill and stealth was unlikely to get himaboard at the bows w t hout being
observed.

The | ee side was the dark side, and Doc Savage began to work aft, hanging to the solid rail by

his hands. He noved with great caution at first. They did not discover him He reached the section
am dshi ps.

He got a break. His feet encountered a porthole, which was open, and a nonent of exploration with



his toes showed how large it was. He got a foot inside, and with the grip of prehensile toes managed
to hold himself until he got his hands on the porthole rim

That porthol e had been made | arge enough to heave through whol e cases of rumat a tinme, along
with weights to make the rum sink. Doc Savage got inside without great difficulty.

It was a stateroomwi th doubl e bunks and a | ocker. There was no light and the door was cl osed.
Easi ng over, Doc opened the door, reconnoitered dimy lighted reaches, and eased out si de.

The crew seened to be on deck. They should be, with the craft ready to make a harbor.

Doc Savage ignored the open doors along the passage. He tried those that were closed, and rapped
on the first | ocked one.

"Holy cow " came Renny’'s runble fromwi thin. "Can’tcha | eave a guy al one?"

Renny sounded as if he were in a very bad hunor.

Doc Savage spoke softly. He did not use English, but Mayan—the ancient version of the tongue.
Practically no one in the civilized world outside of Doc Savage and his nmen spoke the | anguage.
They used it to communi cate when they did not wish to be understood by others. Mreover, it was a
guttural tongue which lent itself excellently to furtive discussions. Anyone overhearing it m ght
wel | think sone one was having difficulty clearing his throat.

"Holy cow " Renny expl oded again frominside. Then he becane furtive, and was at the door,

demandi ng, "How in blazes did you get here, Doc? Were are we?"

Instead of replying, Doc Savage exam ned the door fastenings. They were sinpl e—when one was
outside. He undid them slipped in and joined Renny.

"Hey!" gul ped Renny. "Let's get outa here! |'ve seen too nuch of the place!"

"Time to talk," Doc Savage told himin a voice so lowthat it carried little nore than inches.
"What have you | earned? O have you | earned anythi ng?"

"l have," said Renny. "Louis Tester is |locked up across the corridor and down a piece. |

di scovered he knows the Continental code. W got to tapping to each other. | gave himny story. And
he gave nme his. Man, it was plenty!"

" Suppose you let me have it," Doc Savage requested.

"The brains behind this whole ness is a guy naned Napol eon Murphy Decitez," announced Renny.

Chapter XIX. THE SH P THAT FELL APART

RENNY t ook a deep breath and began to speak rapidly. He had difficulty keeping his runbling voice
down to a wisp. It was useless for himto try to whisper. Renny' s whisper was |ike escapi ng steam
"This |lad Decitez turned out to be nuch too sly, for his own good," said Renny. "It seens that he
had been financing Louis Tester and knew all about this thing they call the Metal Mster. He deci ded
totry to steal it. Od Seevers, a |aboratory assistant of Louis Tester, found out, and they had to
kill himto keep himfromgetting to you."

Renny paused to listen a nonent for sone signs of the schooner’s crew, then went on.

"Decitez had a gang all organized, but none of them knew he was the chief." Renny chuckl ed

softly. "He radioed Tops'| Hertz to trap Louis Tester, signing the message ‘CX,’ and Tops'| did.
Then Tops’| found out about this Metal Master thing and decided to grab it for hinself, but he
needed a helper in New York to make sure you didn't interfere. And who did he pick? Napol eon Mirphy
Decitez! Tops'l’'s ears will be red when he finds that out. Louis Tester hasn’t told themthe truth.
Tester has been stringing themal ong."

"\Why 2"

"Says he figures if he could get the gang split up and fighting, they mght kill each other off."
Doc Savage said nothing for some nonments. Then he asked a question.

"Did Louis Tester admt devel oping this Metal Master thing?"

"He did," Renny replied. "Tester is an electro-chemnical experinmenter. He devel oped this process

of liquefying netals without the use of heat."

"Did he say howit is done?"

"Nope," said Renny. "I asked him But he said it was a secret."

Doc Savage was silent, as if considering what had been inparted. He did not comment. He was

silent so long that Renny becane inpatient.

"There's a guy named Punning Parker on this hooker," grow ed the big-fisted engineer. "He's

queer.”
"What do you nean—gueer ?"
"l got a funny idea |’'ve known hi m sonewhere before. |'’mnot sure, because |’'ve never gotten a

good | ook at him™"

Doc Savage asked casually, "He is working with Tops'| Hertz?"

"They're like that!" Renny crossed fingers to show what he neant. "This Punning Parker is a nean
egg, what | nean! |’'ve heard himsitting on deck telling how many nen he’'s killed in his tinme, and
some of the things he's done! He says Scotland Yard wants hi m now. "

Doc Savage said, "W’ve killed about enough tine. The schooner should be close to the inlet."

The bronze man opened the door of the inprovised cell. There was no one in the corridor. They

went to the door of Louis Tester’'s cubicle. The fastening proved to be a sinple affair of a chain
and a bar, and Doc Savage | oosened it.



"Tester!" Renny called softly.

"Ch! You've gotten free," canme an alnost inarticulate gasp fromwthin.

Then Louis Tester, red-headed, and gaunt now, appeared in the door. He blinked a little in the
dimlight of the passage.

He saw Doc Savage. Instantly, he did a peculiar thing.

He threw back his head and squawl ed at the top of his voice.

DOC SAVAGE had devel oped an ability to nove with Iightning speed in energencies, and this did not
fail himnow. One hand fastened upon Louis Tester’s nmouth, pinching the man's |ips together
stopping the outcry. Simultaneously, his other hand nade a fist and rapped the tall, red-headed
young nman’s j aw.

Loui s Tester coll apsed, stunned

But sone of the outcry had sounded, had attracted attention on deck. Feet came clattering across
the planking of the deck, heading for a conpani onway

"Quick!" Doc Savage breathed

The bronze man lifted Louis Tester, rushed with himinto the stateroom by which he had first
entered the bel ow decks section of the schooner. Renny followed. He slamed the door

Wi pping to the open port, Doc gl anced out. The schooner was wearing off a little, driving
straight into the tiny bay. The headl ands were al nost abeam

"Qut!" Doc rapped. "lnmediately!"

Renny knew what that tone neant. He heaved up, put his feet through the port, got his body out
and hung by his hands

"Quiet!" Doc warned

Renny hit the water wi thout nmuch of a splash. He stroked into the depths inmediately, in order
not to foul the propeller, which was not turning. The |Innocent was stealing into the little harbor
under sail al one

Doc Savage shoved Louis Tester through the port, lowered him then foll owed. There was not nuch
commotion. But just as he went, Doc heard a how fromthe passage

The two enpty cabi ns had been found

Li ke Renny, Doc went into the depths. He kept a hand over sensel ess Louis Tester’s nouth and
nostrils, to prevent the man drowning. And for Tester's safety also, Doc cane to the surface nuch
sooner than he woul d have ot herw se.

Renny was floating with little nore than his nostrils out. Doc waited. Louis Tester began to
struggl e weakly. He was reviving

"Ahoy, Innocent!" Doc Savage roared unexpectedly.

"What the bloody ‘ell!" how ed Tops'| Hertz

"Don't go into that harbor!" Doc shouted. "They probably have a trap set for you!"

"Who the ‘ades are you?" Tops'| roared

Doc Savage did not answer.

"Wear up!" Tops'l how ed to his seanen. "Drop a ‘ook!" W' || get overside an’ pick them bl okes
up! "

The schooner was straining to come up into the teeth of the breeze, when calamty struck

THE hel nsman on the Innocent baw ed out the first alarm

" Sonet hi ng’ s happened! " he shrieked, utter horror in his voice. "The wheel! It’'s conme off in ny
hand! "
What the ‘ell!" whooped Tops’'|. "You nust be barny!"

Those were the | ast coherent words that came fromthe schooner. The rest was a bedl am of

incredul ous, horrified how s

Thi ngs were happening to the schooner. Strange, fantastic things. The jib and staysail suddenly
cane | oose. The netal stays to which they were fastened had sinply beconme a little rivulet of liquid
that ran down and spl ashed into the salty water

Sails fell, as the metal pins in blocks nelted. Gaffs cane crashi ng down on deck. And the decks
pronptly fell to pieces under the inpact. Men who had found thensel ves standing on solid deck

pl anki ng were suddenly descending along with falling wood.

The boat was coming to pieces. Nothing el se described it. She had been fastened, as a matter of
fact, with a bronze alloy fastening, and these had all becone |iquid. Brass bars over skylights

nmel ted and becane puddles that rolled |ike quicksilver down the glass

The stays, stout netal cables, came splashing to the decks or into the water. Boom fastenings did
the same and the boorms fell. Davits let |ifeboats smack down on deck, and the lifeboats in turn fel
apart.

There were, of course, some parts which the expert joinery of shipbuilding kept together, even

t hough the fastenings were liquefied. But these were not enough to hold the schooner together

I'n an astoundingly short space of tine, the fine, fast schooner was a junble of bobbing w eckage
in which men swam and cursed



Then, on shore, a machine gun set up a hideous gobbling uproar.

LOU S TESTER was able to swimby now Cold salt water is an excellent revivifying influence.
Tester, indeed, had been conscious enough to understand that Doc Savage had cal |l ed, just a nonent
too late, a warning that the schooner had best not enter the little bay.

"Swimto shore with Renny!" Doc Savage directed, and gave Louis Tester a shove.

The red-headed young man swam of f and j oi ned Renny. They stroked with great vigor for a tine,

headi ng for the side of the bay opposite that on which the machi ne gun was cackling so hideously. It
was this side of the bay, although they did not know it as yet, upon which Doc Savage had | eft Nan
Tester, Mnk and Ham

After a bit, Renny and Louis Tester stopped swinm ng for a nonent. What had happened to the
schooner was so interesting they could not help watching it.

Louis Tester voiced sonething that was on his m nd.

"That was a crazy thing, ny yelling out when you fell ows opened the door of that cabin," he said.
"l was on edge, or sonething. For hours, | had been feeling as if | could not help scream ng. And
when | saw you, it just cane out."

"Sure," said Renny. "Nervous tension caused it."

"I"'msorry," said Louis Tester. "I really am"

"Forget it."

"Thanks," said Tester. "But what | can't understand is why Doc Savage—the big fellow is Doc
Savage, isn't he?—shouted out a warning to those devils on the schooner."

Renny rumbl ed a | augh.

"Doc has a queer philosophy of life," said the big-fisted engineer. "He doesn't believe in any

one getting killed, not even those that you and | would think fully deserved it. |’'ve known Doc to
let a crook go, even when it was nearly inpossible to capture the fellow any way but dead. Doc

al ways got the guy later on, though."
"I"ve heard a | ot about this man Savage,
"We'd better swmfor shore,” Renny said.

They saw Doc Savage, just before they struck out for the beach. The bronze man was treadi ng water
per haps two-score yards fromthe floating débris of the schooner.

Doc seened to be | ooking for sonething—er so a close observer would have deci ded. The bronze

man’'s interest in the weckage of the schooner, the nmen floundering about there, harassed by a storm
of machine-gun | ead fromshore, was nore than that of a mere spectator.

"Bl oody dammation!" Tops’'|l Hertz was screami ng. "Wwo's got a gun?”

"l had one," canme Punning Parker’s dry voice. "But it nelted and ran out of the bottom of the

hol ster. It looks as if we’ ve been sort of |iquidated, so to speak."

"Them devil s!" howled Tops'I. "I"Il fix ‘em"

"Keep your head down," Punning Parker advised, "or you'll get fixed."

Doc Savage turned and swam after Renny and Louis Tester. Swinming a great deal nore swiftly than
they, as he did, he reached the beach al nbst with them

"

Loui s Tester nurnured.

THEY kept | ow anpbng the sand dunes and ran to a point where they were not likely to be seen. Then
they clinbed a dune to watch the excitenent.

It was a bl oody business. The weckage was floating conpactly enough, and since the Innocent had
been a sound, stout vessel, there was a |arge assortnment of tinbers of sufficient size to shelter
men, even agai nst nmachi ne-gun bul |l ets.

Sonme of the seamen were not w se enough to stay in this shelter, and tried to swmto shore. They
did not get far. There was enough noonlight to show their bobbing heads. Furthernore, the machine
gun on shore was charged with tracer bullets—slugs filled with a conpound that burns in flight, so
that marksmen can tell where they are going. They | eave a streak of snobke in the daytinme, and are
like flying sparks at night.

Four nmen fromthe wecked schooner died before the machi ne gun on shore convinced themthey had
no chance.

"Stay ‘ere!" how ed Tops'| Hertz. "The tide' Il drift us out to sea!"

"Sort of a tide-away," canme Punning Parker’'s dry comment.

Punni ng Parker, whatever his other qualities, had an envi abl e nerve.

But Tops’'| Hertz was wong. There was a tide, but it was not taking the assorted pieces of the
schooner out to sea. Rather, it was sweeping the litter of tinbers, and boards closer to the shore
on whi ch the machi ne gun was stationed.

Tops'|'s crowd of seanen had how ed and cursed before, but it was nothing to their denonstration
now. Desperation nade them bold, and they ridded thensel ves of choi ce opinions concerning Tops’|
Hertz and his ancestors back to the day when they had swung in trees by their tails.

"Sort of tal e-bearing gentlenen," remarked Punning Parker.

A man cursed fiercely.

"l got all of thempuns | can stand!" he gritted. "I'm gonna knock that guy’'s brains out, first
chance | get!"



"That’s a knock-brained idea," snorted Punning.

The machine gun had fallen silent, evidently while a fresh belt of ammp was fitted, and now it
stuttered fiercely again. Mreover, a brilliant white |light |eaped out fromsone kind of a
searchlight.

The deadly |l ead stormgot Tops'| Hertz's nerve. He and his nen had no weapons, were helpless to
resist.

"*Ow about nmakin' a deal ?" Tops’'| how ed.

Cane silence. Those on shore seened to be considering.

"You' d only try to double-cross us again!" called a voice which belonged to the m ssing-fingered
Metal Master’s |ieutenant.

"You're crazy!" called Tops'| earnestly. "If'n I'd knowed ‘ ow tough you bl okes was, | wouldn’'t
a-tried nothin in the first place!"

There was a conference on shore.

"He's probably telling the truth at that," some one said.

So Tops’'| Hertz, Punning Parker and the rest were ordered to swimashore. They did so, rather
fearfully at first; then, when they were not shot, joyfully, squealing like orphan pigs that had
found thensel ves a new not her.

DOC SAVAGE said, "Now they will start |ooking for us"

"Holy cow " Renny runbled softly. "There’s a nob of ‘emnow. It looks to ne as if we're gonna
have sone trouble!"

"It's possible,” Doc Savage agreed.

They crept down off the dune, took the seaward beach and ran south. Then they headed inl and anbng
the dunes, and crossed the island. They went north again, toward the spot where Doc Savage had |eft
hi s other aids.

They had circled their enem es, but chance of discovery was still existent, so Doc Savage noved
along to the rear and a little apart from Renny and Louis Tester.

Thus it was that Louis Tester and Renny were al nost alone, with Louis Tester a little in advance,
when a gun nuzzl e cane poking out of a scrubby bush.

"Get your hands up, you, guys!" grow ed a voice.

Chapter XX. THE PLANS THAT FELL APART

DOC SAVAGE, hurrying forward, said, "It's all right, Ham"

"Who's this fell ow?" asked Ham com ng out from behind the bush with Gorham Gage Cettian's
pi stol, which he had rel oaded with good shells.

"

Louis Tester," Doc expl ai ned.

The dapper | awyer |ooked Louis Tester over with great interest.

"Your sister will certainly be delighted to see you," he said.

"Nan i s—here?" gasped Louis Tester hoarsely.

They went on anong the dunes, and in a nmonent cane upon Nan Tester, Mnk and Gor ham Gage
Gettian—the latter neatly bound and gagged with his own cl ot hi ng—onceal ed anong the sifting ridges
of sand.

Instantly, Nan and Louis Tester were |ocked in an enbrace of brother-and-sister affection. The
young woman nade soft sobbing sounds for a few nonments, and the brother nurrured confortingly.
Monk, standing near Doc and Ham studied Louis Tester with interest. It was the first time Mnk
had seen the brother. Evidently the inpression was favorable.

Doc Savage said quietly, "Keep together—all of you."

"Righto," agreed Renny. "And what are you going to do?"

"Look about a bit," the bronze nman expl ai ned.

Wth that, he nade sure they were together in as good a conceal mrent as the dunes offered; nade
sure al so that they reached the shelter by wal king in the shadow of the dunes, where their footsteps
woul d not stand out to catch the attention of any chance passer-by.

Then the bronze man worked toward the shore of the tiny bay, where the Metal Master’s followers
wer e taking charge of Tops’'|l Hertz's crowd.

The crowd was still on the beach. Part of it, rather. One group had obviously departed. But there
were still ten or a dozen Metal Master followers there, all well-equipped with guns, and watching
Tops’' | Hertz, Punning Parker and their bedraggl ed and uneasy conpanions.

Tops’'| Hertz was saying, "H don’t see ‘ow in blazes you got the schooner!"

"It's sinple," said one of his captors. "Have a | ook!"

THE man carried a pocket flashlight. He wal ked to a | arge sand dune which stood close to the

wat er’s edge, stooped and picked up what appeared to be a slope of sand. It was a curtain, cleverly
canouf | aged.

A box was reveal ed. Machinery filled the thing, apparatus that |ooked conplicated. It was

obviously electrical in nature, and there were vacuum tubes, coils, strange-|ooking systems of wres



that m ght have been reflectors

"There's another one down the beach," said the man doing the explaining. "You see, to acconplish
the liquefying of metal at a distance takes two sets of apparatus and a | ot of power. You'd be
surprised how nuch power. W' ve got a big notor-generator set in an old barge hidden anong the sand
dunes, and the cables run under the sand to this spot."

"H Il be blasted!'" murnured Tops’|

"Each set of apparatus sends out a controlled field of conbination el ectromagnetic and sonic
nature," the man continued. "One of these fields will liquefy netal at close range, but at a
distance it takes two. W focus the fields, and where they neet, any kind of metal wll nmelt."
Tops’' | swore softly

"l went over the plans of the thing that we found in Louis Tester’s plane," he said. "I got a

bl oomin’ good idea of ‘ow it works. But | still can't figure ‘ow a ‘uman body ain't affected by it."
"That took a bit of experimenting,” said the other. "It is acconplished by adjusting the

apparatus. A man holds his hand in the beamwhen the thing is being tuned up. Wen the hand begi ns
to hurt, he knows the thing is off a bit."

"Hmmm" said Tops'|l in a tone which conveyed that he still did not understand

"Look," said the man. "I'I|l try to make it clearer. Take a lunmp of ice, and you have a solid
What will nelt it?"

"Heat," Tops’'| declared pronptly

"Pressure, to00," said the other. "In other words, anything capabl e of producing the proper

nol ecul ar change. We have here a nmeans of acconplishing the necessary change, in the affinity which
mai ntains the atom c state, understand, rather than in the make-up of the nol ecul es thensel ves. The
actual technical description of howit is done is too conplicated, and you' d have to study a few
years on the subject to be able to understand it, anyway."

"It smacks of black bl oody magic," said Tops’'|

"No, it doesn’'t. Take sound. Every one knows that the proper note sounded on a violin will cause

a wine glass to break. Every one also knows that a strong el ectromagnetic field will actually nelt
many netals. In perfecting this device, those two facts were taken as a basis for experinents."
Tops'| snorted. "I still don't see why a blarsted ‘uman ain’'t affected!"

The man maki ng the expl anati ons was patient

"Take the sound that will break the wine glass,” he said. "It don’t affect a person. Take an

el ectromagnetic field that will pick up hundreds of pounds of steel. The body don't actually fee
that."

"l still don’t—

"Ch, forget it!" said the man. "This device only separates the nolecules in the band which it is
set to cover. W planted the devices here at the nouth of the bay as a defensive neasure. Let it go
at that."

At this point, a man cane trotting up through the noonlight. He was breathl ess, but he | ooked
happy. He canme over and whi spered sonethi ng

Doc Savage was |urking near by in the dunes. He had been picking up the talk, partially from what
he coul d overhear and partially fromwhat |ip-reading he was able to do. The bronze man was an
acconplished lip reader

Doc coul d not hear what the newconer was saying, but he could read the fellow s |lips, because the
man stood in the glow of the electric flash

The bronze man’s trilling cane into being nonmentarily, faint and eerie and somewhat horrified. It
was present only an instant, then died away, and Doc Savage hinmself went with it, gliding

noi selessly fromthe vicinity.

Doc went directly to the spot where he had left his aids. He had already |earned, fromthe |ips
of the nmessenger on the inlet shore, what he would find. The bronze man was nerely verifying it

H s aids, Nan and Louis Tester, and CGettian, were gone. Marks in the sand showed what had
happened

They had been sei zed

THE bronze man required only a few nonments to return to the inlet shore. The gang there was
preparing to nove. Tops’'|l Hertz, Punning Parker and the crowd off the Innocent were not exactly
prisoners, but at the sane tine, they had not been fully accepted as nenbers of the gang

"We're stringin along with you bl okes," Tops'| said earnestly.

"And he’s not stringing you when he says that," added Punning Parker. "It Hertz us to the quick
to think you don't trust us."

"You," a man told Punning, "are going to be a pain in the neck!"

They wal ked of f, bunched in a wary, conpact group, heading toward the hi gher dunes inland

"We've got all of Doc Savage's crowd but the bronze guy hinself," said a man. "Cone daylight, and
we'll darn well get him"

"Which will be a well-come nonment, no doubt,
"WIIl you stop themthings!"

sai d Punni ng



WIll-ingly."

They went on

"Over this way," said the guide

They reached their objective. It was a | arge barge, which nust have been washed hi gh on shore
during sone violent gale of the past, and had been covered by sand

"We found the thing, and dug the sand out of the inside and braced the top up a bit," said the
guide. "It nmakes a neat place to build the nmachines."

"Sort of a work-ship," chuckled Punning

A hol e had been cut in the side of the barge. An electric light was glowing brightly in the
interior, and men were already in there

"Better douse that glim or sonething," growl ed a voice. "W don't want the bronze guy to spot
this place, if it can be hel ped."

Some one apparently hung a curtain in front of the light. The nen began filing in

"Post guards out in the dunes to watch for the bronze guy," directed a voice frominside the
bar ge.

There was sound of nmen tranping away through the sand. A burly fellow posted hinself at the barge
entrance, which was naturally the nost desirous spot. But he was hardly stationed, when a voice
growl ed at his el bow.

"Who's here at the door?" the voice asked

"Snig," said the other

"O K., Snig," said the voice. "Boss says for you to take the top of that big dune to the north
He' s sendi ng another guy to the door."

The man nuttered profanely under his breath, then wal ked of f

He had no way of knowi ng that it was Doc Savage who had spoken to him inmitating the voice of one
of the gang, and that he had gone off and left the bronze man in charge of the door

Chapter XXI. THE PLAN

THE interior of the barge had been partitioned off into roons for cooking, sleeping, and a

wor kshop. Nearest the entrance was a | arge chanber with bunks along the walls and a table in the
center: the living quarters. Behind that somewhere, a notor-generator set was nmaking a great deal of
noi se. Some one turned the machine off

Tops’ | Hertz, Punning Parker and the rest gathered in the bunk room None of the others were in
si ght.

"Where's Doc Savage's crowd?" asked a voice

"In the back," another replied. "Locked up."

"What we gonna do with ‘en®"

"Get rid of the whole outfit," said the first. "They' ve caused too rmuch troubl e already."

Tops'| Hertz wanted to inpress hinmself upon his newy acquired associates. He hoped they woul d be
associ ates, and not give himwhat they planned to give Doc Savage's assistants. Tops'| wanted them
to think he was properly bloodthirsty.

"Let’'s get the bronze bl oke’s bl oody crowmd outa the way now" grow ed Tops'|l. "If nobody el se
wants the blarsted job, H'Il do hit nyself! Just gime a gun, an’ march ‘emout!"

"Just a nonent," said a voice. "There is sonething which nust be settled."

This new speaker was in the rear, having come fromone of the rooms partitioned off in the back
He did not show hinself conpletely enough to be seen. It was gloony inside the barge, for only a
single electric bulb glowed, off to one side, and some one had w apped an undershirt about that
There was a curtain at the door, to keep the light from being seen outside

"Who' re you?" Tops'| Hertz demanded of the newconer

"That question,"” said the voice, "hits at the heart of a m stake | have made."

Eh?"

| amthe organi zer of this whole project," said the other. "I amthe one who, at tines, has been
called the Metal Master. Unfortunately, | tried to keep ny identity a nmystery, even to ny own nen
or sonme of themat least, and that resulted in a great nmany conplications."

The man paused. He had not yet stepped out where all could see him

"l had able lieutenants in New York, however," he continued. "They carried on for nme, when | was
unl ucky enough to be tenporarily sidetracked through the crookedness and doubl e-crossi ng of nmen whom
I had trusted."

Tops'| Hertz, faintly distinguishable in the glow fromthe electric bulb, squirnmed visibly at
this last remark. He knew at whom the reference was ai nmed

Before nore could be said, there was novenent behind the nman who had been speaki ng and anot her
fell ow appeared. This one cane out into the light. He was a m nor nenber of the gang

The man was carrying a large, dark box with a handle. It was the box which Doc Savage, with the
fake radi ogram had tricked the crowd into bringing from New York

"Where did this strange box conme fron?" asked the voice of the obscure individual who had



adm tted being the chief of the Metal Master gang

One of those who had conme by plane from New York spoke up

"Tops’'| radioed Decitez to get it out of Louis Tester’s hotel roomand bring it along," the man
expl ained. "W figured that neant it was inportant, so we brought it."

Tops’' | Hertz blinked. Then he shook his head violently

"l never sent no such a radiogram " he yelled

"Open that box!" barked the Metal Master chi ef

Men started forward to obey the conmand

Punni ng Parker, who had been standi ng by, |unged suddenly and grabbed a revol ver fromone of the
others. He junped clear. He waved the gun nenacingly

"Everybody just kinda stop and think!" he suggested grimy

AN el ectric tension held every one. It was surprise, nore than fear of the gun, although any one
could tell that Punning Parker was not fooling

"l been playing along easylike, hoping things would set thenselves so | could take charge," said
Punning Parker. "But it looks like | can't wait any longer. | don’'t want that box opened!"

The tension began to | oosen. The men in front of the gun had been in front of guns before. And
they were armed. Moreover, they were too many for any one man to watch

"l don’'t want that box opened!" rasped Punning Parker

Men began to shift slightly. It was only a matter of split-seconds until one would go for a gun
Then hell would rattle

Movenent cane fromthe entrance. The curtain shoved back

Doc Savage wal ked in. He stepped boldly forward, and plucked a hol stered gun from the handi est
man

"Good night, Doc!" exploded the man known as Punning Parker. "If | had known you were there,

woul dn’t have rushed things."

"It had to come to a head, anyway," the bronze nman said quietly.

"Yeah," muttered Punning Parker. "But |’ve sure put things in a crack. W can't handle all these
guys at once." He was right. The fact began to prove itself an instant later. A nman went for his
gun.

Doc Savage nmade it a practice never to carry a firearm it being his conviction that bearing one
tended to cause the individual carrying it to put too nuch reliance in the weapon, thereby bringing
hel pl essness when the firearmwas not at hand. But his attitude did not nmean the bronze man coul d
not shoot. He had spent countless hours in practice. That preparation bore fruit now.

The gun in his hand junped, |let out noise and a spike of flame. The man who had tried to draw
fell down on the floor, scream ng over a damaged hand

But that did not help much. Other guns were out. They whooped and spilled lead wildly

Doc shot out the one light. Lunging, he crossed the room and grabbed Punning Parker up bodily.
Doc carried himthrough the door in the rear, which gave into the partitioned-off path of the barge
"Cot to free Renny and the others!" Doc rapped

The bronze man found doors. One was | ocked, and through the cracks of it a |ight showed. Doc shot
the 1 ock—a smal | padl ock—ef f, and rammred the door open

The prisoners were within.

Bi g-fisted Renny got one | ook at Punning Parker. He opened his big fists

"l been wantin’ to take you apart!" he runbled. "Here's ny chance!"

"Wait!" Doc Savage rapped. "Don't you recogni ze hin®"

"Huh?" Renny squinted. "Holy cowl No! Should |?"

"Well, | like that!" snapped Punning Parker. "Wen the colleagues of the em nent Mjor Thomas J
Roberts don’t even recogni ze—

Long Tom " Renny thundered. "You animated corpse! And to think I kept wondering where |'d net you
before!"

MONK and Ham cane flying out of the room aiding Nan Tester between them

"Cone on!" Doc Savage breathed. "W have brisk prospects ahead of us!"

That was no exaggeration. A bullet came down the passage, sounding as if a fiddle string had
broken. Nan Tester gasped, ducked back, and Monk and Ham hastily got her back into the room where
they had been | ocked

"This is sure gonna be tough!" Renny thunped

It becane very dark as Doc Savage extinguished the light in the prison room Then the bronze man
whi pped out into the corridor. He kept low, near the floor, and traveled swiftly, for these nen were
shooting high, to kill.

There was a good deal of shifting about and cursing in the outer room A nman got to a flashlight
and thunbed it on. The next instant, a chair, hurled expertly by the bronze man, hit him and he

t oppl ed

"The bronze devil’'s back in ‘ere!" how ed Tops'| Hertz



Sorme one fell over a chair, got up cursing.

"I"mgettin’ outa here!" he snarled. "I'lIl do nmy scrapping where there’'s sone room"

That seenmed to strike every one as a good idea. There was a novenent for the door, slow at first,
then nore animated. It becanme a stanpede.

Tops’' | Hertz, anxious to overshadow his previous shortcom ngs by playing the lion in this fight,
how ed indignantly for themto stay and fight. Tops'|, who had nmade the grievous m stake of
harboring the deceptive Punning Parker to his bosom knew he had a lot to make up for.

The voice of the chief of the Metal Master crew al so did sone profane urging to stick inside. But
before |l ong, these two found thensel ves shouting al one. They followed their nen.

Tops’' | Hertz, however, paused to do somnething which he thought was wi se.

"Cover the door with rifles!" shrieked the | eader of the Metal Master gang.

Al nmost instantly, he swore.

"What’' re you carrying?" he demanded of Tops'| Hertz.

"That seal ed box the bronze guy tricked your nmen into bringing down ‘ere!" barked Tops'| proudly.
"And why'n the devil bring that out here?" snarled the other.

"It's probably got sonme of the bronze guy’'s weapons in it," pointed out Tops’'l. "He tricked our
crowd into bringing ‘em so they'd be ‘andy in case ‘e lost ‘is'n."

"Maybe you have got a brain, after all!" barked the other. "Put it down over here where we can
watch it!"

Doc Savage was at the door in the side of the sand covered barge when he heard these words.
Renny, anxious to get his big fists on sone of their foes, was about to start a wild charge.
Doc Savage restrained him

"Wait!" said the bronze man.

"Huh? Holy cow! They'|ll pen us up in here!"

"At least we will be safe fromtheir bullets,"” Doc pointed out.

Long Tom cane up.

"Say, Doc, what's in that box?" he barked. "You told ne, when we were comuni cating by radio
bet ween your place and the schooner, that you were tricking theminto bringing the box. But what's
init?"

"Sonmething we won't find it necessary to use, |let us hope," said the bronze man.

"Fat chance we got of using it!" snorted Renny. "W’ || play the deuce getting our hands on it,
now t hat they have the thing!"

NAN TESTER j oi ned them along with Monk and Ham

"Take her back," Doc directed.

Bef ore the young wonman coul d obj ect, Mnk and Ham grasped her arns and hurried her back into the
rear conpartnents of the old barge. They, too, felt she would be safer there, especially if their
enenm es had any hand grenades.

Rifle and revol ver | ead began drifting through the door of the barge. Fromnow on, it would be
suicide for any one to attenpt to | eave the hul k.

Nan Tester had a healthy curiosity, which she wanted satisfied.

"Who is that little, thin-1ooking man with Doc Savage—the one they called Punni ng Parker at
first?" she asked.

"That’s Long Tom Roberts, electrical w zard," Mnk explained. "I guess he's proved sonething of

an actor, too. He's one of the five guys that help Doc. He was in Havana with Renny, investigating
the narcotic snuggling rackets, when this trouble started."

"But how did he happen to be on the |nnocent?" the young woman wanted to know.

"That," Monk said, "has got ne beat."

Doc Savage, who seened to be going over the interior of the barge to see just what the place held
that m ght be useful in a defense, spoke from near by.

"At the start of this affair, cablegrans fell into ny hands indicating Tops’'| Hertz was going to
becone involved, as you will renenber,"” he said. "Long Tomreceived a cable fromne, directing him
to get aboard Tops'l’s schooner and do what he could to worm hinself into the confidences of the
gang and keep ne supplied with informati on. He succeeded, for he had already laid a foundation for
the job by pretending to be a disreputable character around Havana for a few weeks, as a part of his
task in getting a line on the snuggling racket."

The bronze man was silent for a moment, as if in appreciation of the help his aid had been.

"Long Tomnot only kept me supplied with a full story of what was happening and what it was all
about," he said, "but he also managed to start a civil war in the gang by cleverly suggesting to
Tops'| Hertz the idea of double-crossing his nmysterious chief, known at that tine to Hertz only as
CcX. "

"Dag-gone!" grunted Monk. "I was wonderin’ how you got such a good idea of what was goi ng on.

Long Tom was the information source!"”

Renny called fromthe entrance, "Better c' mere, Doc!"

The bronze man noved to the big-fisted engineer’s side.

"Holy cow " thunped Renny. "Listen to what they' re plannin’ to do!"



Chapter XXII. VICTORY IN A BOX

TOPS' L HERTZ was doing the talking, relaying orders of the man who was the real chief. Tops'| was
maki ng no effort to keep his voice down. If the bronze man and the others in the barge heard, so
much the better, Tops'| figured.

"Bring up one of themnetal-nelting contraptions!" Tops'| was bellow ng. "Not the one that works
of f the big power-plant in the barge, but the other one, the little one with the self-contained

generator!"

Some one evidently asked what was the idea.

"We're gonna turn it on that barge!" Tops'| boormed. "It'Il nmelt the bolts that hold the thing
together, and it’'ll collapse, burying the gang in there under a few thousand tons of sand!"

The men outside received the solution of their difficulties, as Tops'| verbally outlined them
with how s of pleasure.

"Bl azes!" Monk growl ed. "That schenme’ll work!"
Then, unexpectedly, Doc Savage was cal ling through the barge door, calling a strange warning.
"The only chance you nmen have of escaping bodily harmis for you to stand still and |let us cone

out and disarmyou!" he shouted.

That, of course, got just the kind of a reception that was to be expected: A general hoot of
ridicule.

Only one cautious soul was so brash as to dissent.

"WAit a minute!" this individual growled. "I've heard that bronze guy don't ever bluff!"

Some one swore at him

"Knock the fool in the head!" a voice advised. "W’ ve got Savage and his crowd cornered in there!
O course he's tryin' to bluff!"

"Bl oody right!" yelled Tops'|l. "Get that netal-neltin’ contraption!"

Men started away. But after a pace or two, they cane to a slow, wondering halt. They peered at
each other. They glanced upward into the bright noonlight, and their eyes roved all about,

sear chi ng.

For they were hearing a sound. It was a fantastic, nellow, nusical note. Atrilling, and it ran
up and down the nusical scale weirdly, as if it mght have been the roaming of sonme |lost soul in
search of a never-to-be-found tune.

Monk and the others, hearing the trilling, knew it was Doc Savage’'s small sound which he made in
nmonments of mental stress, and they were puzzled, for they could not imagine why he m ght be making
it now Suddenly, they were even nore puzzl ed.

The trilling had ceased its roam ng of the scales. It had settled on one note, something it had
never done before. And it was getting |ouder. Munting and nounting. It becane a cadence which
attai ned deafening proportions. Mnk found hinself cramming fingers into his ears to keep out the
paean. He felt that it nust be carrying for mles, so loud had it becone.

Then, outside, men began to shriek out in awful fear.

TOPS' L HERTZ'S first intimation that something was wong canme in the mdst of that unearthly

trilling note. There was a sudden burst of cries. Men canme charging toward him They were terrified,
in full flight.
"Get back!" shrieked Tops'|. "Don't run! Fight whatever it is!"

H s order got not the slightest attention.

There were a nunber of reasons for what Tops'| Hertz did next. First, he was on edge, nervous.

And the very idea that Doc Savage m ght escape was naddeni ng. Moreover, Tops'| wanted to cenent his
position, give his rising star a push, by showing he had the stuff of which | eaders are made. Wen
he gave an order, he would see that it was enforced. In a jam there was al ways one thing that
enforced orders. He had done the thing before. He did it now.

He deliberately shot down the two forenpst of the fleeing nen.

It did no good. They were upon him Sonething infinitely nore terrible than Tops'| Hertz at his
wor st was driving them from behi nd.

But one of them had sonmething for Tops'| Hertz.

"You fool!" this man snarled. "You just shot the big chief!"

Tops'| Hertz had a split-second vision of what coul d happen now. The nasterm nd was gone. He,
Tops'| Hertz, could step in and take charge, and the whole world woul d be his oyster—

At that point, the bullet went through his brain. The bullet fired by the man who wanted to

avenge the murder of his chief. O he thought it had been nurder, when Tops’'|l had only wanted to be
a good fellow and stop the flight of a bunch of cowards.

The others ran on.

"It's poison gas!" one choked.

"In that cursed seal ed box that the bronze guy tricked us into bringing!"

They kept running, for poison gas is a terrible thing to fear, and the wind was blow ng so as to
carry the stuff toward them They reached the north end of the island, and seeing how few they now
nunbered, and how the wi nd was bl ow ng, they swamout wildly for the weckage of the schooner



I nnocent

The wreckage had drifted out of the inlet by now, and was nearly a quarter of a mle offshore. A
long swimfor some nmen. And there were sharks, now. Blood of those who had di ed when the | nnocent
went to pieces had drawn the sea killers

A good nmany nen died in the sea. Anbng them were Gorham Gage Gettian and Napol eon Murphy Decitez
two who had been lured by the prom se of the Metal Master

Sonme reached the mainland, but how nmany, it was never known, for they took great pains never to
be heard from again.

Two or three who drowned in the surf went down wondering just how the gas had been rel eased from
the seal ed box

IT was the trilling sound,” Doc Savage said, explaining the thing to Monk, Ham and the others. "I
overheard an expl anation one of those fellows nmade to Tops'| about how a wine glass can be broken by
a certain nusical note. He was correct. Well, inside that box, attached to the outer covering, which
served as a soundi ng board, was a glass phial containing an acid. The trilling sound broke it. The

acid caused the case to bl ow open and rel ease the gas."

"Poi son gas!" Nan Tester shuddered. "How awful!"

Doc Savage corrected her

"It wasn’t poison," the bronze nan said. "It was nerely a gas which produced great agony and
eventual | y, unconsciousness. Its odor, its effects, are alnost exactly |like nustard gas, w th which
nmost persons are familiar. But it does little nore than cause a great deal of pain and eventual
sensel essness. "

Monk, the chemist, said, "I perfected that gas. Made it up like nustard gas, or to inmtate
nmustard gas, | mean, so it would scare the victins worse."

"It did a good job," Renny thunped

"Mich too good, unfortunately," Doc Savage agreed

After a bit, when the gas had been bl own away by the wind, they went out to see just how good a
job it had done. The sight was not pleasant. Not that they pitied the unconscious nen. They woul d be
revived and consigned to Doc Savage's up-State New York institution for the making over of
crimnals. It was the lives of those who had died, that they regretted. Doc Savage and his aids
never took life, if it could be avoi ded

Doc Savage and Renny, the engineer, visited the boxes conceal ed in the dunes, which held the

nmet al -1i quefying devices. The bronze nan went over these. Wen he was through, he stood back and
shook his head

"It is now plain why the devices were converted to crimnal instead of industrial use," Doc said
"Eh?" asked Renny

"It does change the nol ecular structure of netals which it liquefies," Doc Savage explained. "It
makes themcrystalline, too brittle for commercial use. Probably the fault is one which cannot be
rectified.”

"Then the darn thing isn't worth so nuch?" Renny expl oded

"Only as a weapon," the bronze nan replied. "And we will take pains to see that it does not get
in the wong hands, in the future. As a weapon, it would be alnobst invincible. And in the hands of
crooks, wel|—=

He did not finish. They had been through a denpbnstration of what coul d happen in the latter case
Goi ng back, they were drawn by a sharp whistle, and went over to find Monk standing beside a
body.

Renny | ooked at the body.

"Shot," he said. "That, then, is the end of the man who thought he was the Metal Master, the nan
who coul d take just about what he wanted fromthe world through the use of his invention."

"Tops’'| Hertz nmust have shot him" Doc Savage decided. "Tops'l’'s body is over there, and his gun
is beside it, |oaded with dundum bullets. The masterm nd, here, was killed with a dundum"

Monk wet his lips. He squirned

"But what’'re we gonna do about this?" he asked. "About telling—telling—

"Telling Nan Tester that her brother, Louis, was the real head of the infernal band," Doc Savage
finished. "The girl is perfectly straight, and does not dreamthe truth."

"Neither did a lot of others," said Long Tom entering the discussion. "Tops'| Hertz didn't even
guess it. But |I found out fromthe papers in Louis Tester’s plane, when Tops'| and | searched it
Then | destroyed the papers which showed the fact, w thout Tops'| seeing ne do it, figuring it
woul dn’t hurt what Tops'| didn't know. "

Doc Savage said, "Seevers, the first man to die, didn't know, either. He nust have suspected sone
one el se, or perhaps had nerely found out that the netal-1iquefying secret was to be used for a
crooked purpose. "



Nan Tester woul d have to be faced, however. They put it off for a time, with excellent excuse,
for the plane which had brought the Metal Master gang from New York put in an appearance, | oaded
with supplies, and they captured the pilot w thout trouble, he not dreaming, until too late, that
all was not well.

After that, they had to join Nan Tester at the barge. She began aski ng questi ons.

"My brother?" she queried fearfully. "Wat has happened to hin®"

Monk swal | owed several tines.

"He was killed fighting for his liberty," Mnk said.

Whi ch was nerciful, and, after all, the truth.

THE trip back to New York was made in the captured supply plane, and Doc and his nen tal ked over
the deciding action that had just taken place on the island. They were in a rel axed nood.

THE END



