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Chapter 1. THE YELLOW KI LLERS

THREE | aundry trucks stopped in the noonlight near a | arge commercial airport on Long Island.
They nmade little noise. The nachines bore the nane of a New York City laundry firm

The drivers peered furtively up and down the road. They seened relieved that no one was in sight.
Getting out, they wal ked slowly around the trucks, eyes probing everywhere, ears straining.

They were stocky, vyellow skinned, slant-eyed nmen. Their faces were broad and flat, their hair

bl ack and coarse. They | ooked |ike half-castes.

Satisfied, the three exchanged gl ances. They could see each other distinctly in the noonlight. No
word was spoken. One driver lifted an arm- a silent signal.

Each Mongol dragged a dead man fromthe cab of his truck. Al three victins had been stabbed
expertly through the heart. They wore the white uniforns of laundry drivers, and on each uniform was
enbr oi dered the same name the trucks bore.

A roadside ditch received the three bodies.

Rear doors of the trucks were now opened. Fully a dozen Mngols and hal f-castes craw ed out of
the vehicles. They clustered beside the road.

Their faces were inscrutable; no nuscle twitched, not a slant eye wavered. They were like a
collection of placid, evil yellow images.

No weapons were in sight. But their clothing bul ged suspiciously.

The first driver's armelevated in another noiseless signal. The fellow seemed to lie in charge.
The whole crowd glided quietly down the side road that led to the airport.

Pl ane hangars were an orderly row of fat, drab hunps ahead. Faint strains of radio nusic cane
fromone of them A high fence of heavy woven wire encircled both hangars and pl ane runways.

Near the nain gate in the fence, a guard |ounged. Hi s only npvenent was an occasional |usty swi ng
at a night insect.

"These bl asted nosquitoes are bigger'n hawks!" he grunbl ed, speaking aloud for his own conpany.
"They nmust be flyin' over fromthe Jersey marshes."

The guard di scerned a nan approaching. He forgot his nosquitoes as he peered into the darkness to
see who was approaching. Wen the man came within a few yards, the guard was able to distinguish his
features.

"Hy' ah, yellow boy!" he grinned. "You can't poke around here at night. This is private

property."

The Mongol replied with a gibberish that was unintelligible to the watchman.

"No savvy!" said the g"guard. "Splickee English!"

The Oriental cane closer, gesturing earnestly with his hands.

The unfortunate guard never saw another figure glide up in the noonlight behind him Monlight
flickered on a thick, heavy object. The weapon struck with a vicious, sidew se swi pe.

The sound, as it hit, was |like a |oud, heavy thunp. The guard piled down on the ground, out in a
second.

THE ot her Mongol s and hal f-castes now cane up. They strode past the unconsci ous guard as though
they hadn't seen him passed through the gate in the high fence, and continued purposefully for the
hangars.



No commands had been spoken. They were functioning like a deadly nachine, follow ng a deliberate
pl an.

Misic fromthe radio was thunping a nore rapid tenpo - the nusicians were working up to one of
those grand sl am endings. The radio instrument itself was a m dget set, no larger than a shoe box
Anot her ni ght worker of the airport had plugged it into a power outlet on a workbench in a corner
of the hangar. He lolled in the cockpit of a plane and listened to the nusic

"Get hot!" he exhorted the radio, and beat tinme on the taut fuselage fabric with his pal ns.

Night traffic at this airport was negligible, and two nen were the extent of the airport staff -
this man, and the one at the gate.

The radio nusic came to an end. The station announcer introduced the next feature - a regular
fifteen-m nute news broadcast

The man scow ed and sl ouched nore lazily in the plane cockpit. He was not enthusiastic about this
particul ar news broadcaster. The fellow handled the news in too dignified and con ervative a
fashion. He didn't set things afire

"Good evening." said the radio comrentator. "To-night, sonewhere out on long Island Sound, the
under -t he-pol ar-ice submarine, Helldiver, is comng. The craft was sighted by an airplane pilot
shortly before darkness. She was headed toward New York

"Arrival of the Helldiver in New York will bring to a close one of the nost weird and nystifying
adventures of nodern days. The subnarine left the United States many weeks ago, and vani shed into
the arctic regions. Approximately forty persons started the trip. Yet the craft is returning
to-night with but six living men aboard, the others having perished in the polar wastes."

The man |listened with nore attention. This was quite a change fromthe news broadcaster's usua
routine of foreign and political stuff

Anot her fact nade the news interesting and surprising to the listener. This was the first he had
heard of the subnarine Helldiver, on an expedition into the arctic regions. About forty had started
out. and six were com ng back

Here was sonmething worth listening to! Strange the papers had not carried a | ot of ballyhoo about
the start of the expedition! Explorers were usually anxious to get their pictures on the front
pages

The next words fromthe radio clarified this nystery

"From the begi nning. this polar submarine expedition has been a strangely secret affair,"
continued the conmentator. "Not a newspaper carried a word of the sailing. |Indeed, the world m ght
still know nothing of the anmzing feat, had several radio operators not tipped newspaper reporters
that nessages were being sent and received which disclosed the submarine was in the vicinity of the
north pole. This informati on was sonmething of a shock to the newspapernen. |t nmeant they were |osing
out on one of the big news stories of the year. They had not even known the expedition was under

way.
"During the | ast few days, there has been a great rush anbng newspapers striving to be first to
carry a story of the expedition. They seemto be up against a blank wall. The men aboard the

under seas boat sent word by radio that they wanted no publicity and that no story of the trip would
be given out

"Only two facts have been learned. The first is that but six nen out of approximately forty are
returning. The second bit of information was that the expedition is conmanded by one of the nost
nysterious and remarkable men living in this day.

"That man is Doc Savage!"

THE news broadcaster paused to give enphasis to the nane he had just pronounced

The listening man was | eaning over the cockpit edge, all interest. He did not see the yell ow

murder mask of a face framed in a small, open side door of the hangar. Nor did he see hands |ike
bundl es of yellowed bones as they silently lifted a strange death instrument and trained it on him
"Doc Savage!" grunted the man. "Never heard of the guy!"

The voice fromthe radio continued. "Doc Savage is a nman practically unknown to the public. Yet

in scientific circles, he has a fame that is priceless. H's nane is sonething to conjure with

"Last night, | was fortunate enough to attend a banquet given by scientific men here in New York
Many | earned nen attended In the course of the evening, | heard references to inportant discoveries
made by Doc Savage. The really bew | dering thing about these discoveries was that they were nmade in
widely different fields, ranging fromsurgery, chemstry, and electricity to the perfecting of a
new, qui ck-grow ng species of |unber tree

"Amazenment seized nme as | listened to eminent scientists discuss Doc Savage, the man of nystery,
in the nost glowing words. It seened inpossible they could speak in such terns of one man without
exaggerating. Yet these were nen certainly not given to exaggeration. | amgoing to give you a word

picture of this man of nystery of whomthey tal ked

"Doc Savage i s, despite his amazing acconplishnments, a young man. He is a striking bronze giant

of a figure. Hi s physical strength, ny informants assured me, is on a par with his nmental ability.
That nmeans he is a marvel of nuscul ar devel opment. One of the scientists at the banquet told ne in
entire seriousness that, were Savage to enter athletic conpetition, his nane would leap to the
headl i nes of every paper in the country.



"This man of nystery has been trained fromthe cradle, until now he is alnost a super being. This
training, given by his father, was to fit Doc Savage for a definite purpose in life.

"That purpose is to travel fromone end of the world to the other, striving to hel p those who
need hel p, punishing those who deserve puni shnment.

"Associ ated with Doc Savage are five nen who | ove excitenent and adventure, and who have

dedi cated thenselves to their |eader's creed of benefiting humanity.

"A strange and nysterious group of nmen. this! So unusual that the hare facts | amtelling you now
cannot but sound unreal and far-fetched. Yet | can assure you ny information cane fromthe nost
conservative and reliable sources.”

The listening man blinked as he digested the words that came to his ears. "This Doc Savage mnust
be quite a guy," he grunted.

Then the sneaking face was near. As unknow ng as the watchman's conpanion at the gate, the man in
the plane fell before the blow of the weapon, crunpled in his seat, unconscious or dead - the
attacker did not |ook to see.

SLANT- EYED nen poured into the hangar. No orders were uttered. The half-caste Orientals were
still following their plan. Their efficiency was terrible, deadly. The whol e group worked as one
unit, an expert killing machine.

Two opened the hangar doors. Qthers busied thensel ves naking four pursuit planes ready for the
air. These ships were the nost nodern craft. yet the sinister men showed famliarity with the
nmechani sm

Three yell ow rai ders rushed up to the planes. carrying guns and bonbs. The guns were quickly
attached. the bonbs were racked in clips on the undersides of the planes.

More nmen secured four parachutes froma | ocker room No tine was wasted in scanpering about the
airport hunting for things. They knew exactly where everyt hing was | ocated.

The planes were strong-arned out of the hangars. Four Orientals dug goggles and hel nets out of
their clothing. The helmets were a brilliant red color.

The men cinched on the parachutes, then plugged into the cockpits. The scarlet hel nmets nade them
resenbl e a quartet of red-headed woodpeckers.

Exhaust thunder gall oped across the tarnac as the notors started. Prop-streans tore dust from
under the ships and pushed it away in squirmng nmasses.

The planes flung along the runway, vaulted off, and slanted up into the now noon-whitened sky.
The Orientals who had been left behind lost no tinme in quitting the airport. Racing to the three
laundry trucks, they entered, and drove hastily away.

Three or four minutes after the planes departed, no one was left at the airport. The two watchnen
| ay where they had dropped, still unconscious. In the ditch beside the road spraw ed the three slain
drivers of the laundry trucks.

The adj acent countryside slept on peacefully. The four planes boomi ng overhead attracted no
attention, since night flying was not unusual even at this quiet port.

Wthin ten minutes, Long Island Sound was crawl ing under the craft. The surface of the Sound was
like a faintly pitted silver plate, shimrering in the brilliant noonlight.

The pl anes spread out widely and flew |l ow. Each Oriental pilot had high-magnification binocul ars
jamed to his eyes. Wth the sane machi ne thoroughness which bad stanped their bloody actions at the
airport, they searched the Sound surface.

It was not |ong before they found what they sought - a narrow craft trailing across the Sound at
the head of a | ong wedge of foam ng wake.

The pl anes headed purposefully for this vessel.

Chapter 2. SEA PHANTOM

THE quarry cane rapidly closer. Mre details of the craft were discernible. The hal f-caste Mngol
pilots continued to use their binoculars. They tilted their planes down in steep dives toward the
unusual vessel bel ow.

It was a subnarine. It resenbled a | ean-fl anked, razorback whal e several hundred feet long. Big
steel runners extended frombow to stern, sled fashion. Am dships, a sort of collapsible conning
tower reared.

The underseas craft floated high. On the bows, a |lettered nane was readabl e:

HELLDI VER.

It was this submarine which had been the subject of the radio news commentator's broadcast.

Wth deadly precision, the four planes roared down at the subnersible. The Orientals had

di scarded their binoculars, and had their eyes pasted to the bonmb sights. Yellow hands were poised,
muscl es drawn w re-hard, on bonb trips.

A naval bonbing expert, knowing all the facts, would have sworn the submarine didn't have a
chance of escaping. It would be blown out of the water by the bonbs.

The Mongol pilots were hot-eyed, snarling - yellow faces no | onger inscrutable. They were about
to acconplish the purpose of their bloody plot - the death of every one aboard the

under -t he-pol ar-i ce subnari ne.

They got a shock.

From a dozen spots, the sub hull spewed snoke as bl ack as drawi ng ink. Heaving, squirmng, the



dense snudge spread. It blotted the underseas boat fromview, and bl anketed the surface of the Sound
for hundreds of feet in every direction.

Wth desperate haste, the Orientals deposited bonbs in the center of the snpke nushroom These

expl osi ons drove up treelike colums fromthe black body of the snmoke mass. It was inpossible to
tell whether the sub had been damaged.

The four planes mght have been angry, netallic bees droning over sone gigantic. strange, black

bl ossom as they hovered watchfully. They did not waste nore bonbs, since the snoke cloud was now
half a mle across. In it, the sub was |like a needle in a haystack.

Several mnutes passed. Suddenly, as one unit, the four planes dived for the western edge of the
heavy snoke screen.

Their sharp eyes had detected a |ong, slender mass noving some feet beneath the surface. This was

| eaving a creany wake.

I'n quick succession, the war planes struck downward at the object under the water. Four bonbs
dropped. The hal f-caste Mngols knew their business. Each bonb scored an al nbst perfect hit.

Water rushed high. The sea heaved and boil ed. The concussions tossed the planes about I|ike

| eaves.

Swinging in a wide circle, the planes cane back. The commotion in the water had subsided. The

pil ots made hissing sounds of delight.

The 1 ong, slender nmass was no longer to be seen. Ol filnmed the surface. G 1 such as would cone
fromthe ruptured entrails of a submarine.

THE pursuit planes whirled a half dozen |azy spirals. Convinced the deadly work was done, the

| eader of the quartet angled for the shore, four or five mles distant. Once over |and, he dived out
of the cockpit. fell a hundred feet, and opened his parachute. The plane boonmed away. Eventually, it
woul d crash somewhere.

Two other pilots followed their |eader's exanple.

The third lingered a bit above the grisly smear of oil on the Sound surface.

He chanced to notice a small object near the cloud of black snmoke. This seermed nothing nore than

a floating box. It bobbed lightly on the choppy waves.

The flyer ignored the box. It |ooked harm ess - a piece of weckage. A few nonents |ater, he

wi nged to shore and quitted his plane by parachute, as the others had done.

The man m ght have saved hinself a lot of trouble had he taken tinme to investigate the floating
box he had 'noted. Cl ose scrutiny would have shown the top and sides of the box were fitted with
what resenbl ed | arge canera | enses.

Inside the box were other |enses, spinning disks perforated with small hol es, sensitive

photo-el ectric cells - a conpact television transmtter. Waterproofed electric wires led fromthis
down into the water.

Long Isl and Sound was not deep at this point. The under-the-polar-ice submarine, Helldiver,

rested on the bottom The wires fromthe television box entered the undersea boat.

Before the scanning disk of the television receiver in the sub, six nen stood. They were a
remarkabl e group.i. Six nore unusual nen than these probably had never assenbl ed. Each possessed a
wor | d-wi de reputation in his chosen p profession.

There was "Renny," a hulking six feet four and two hundred and fifty pounds of him- wth

possibly fifty pounds of that wei ght concentrated in a pair of nonster fists. Renny had a sober,
puritani cal face. About the only entertai nment he permtted hinself was knocki ng panel s out of doors
with his huge fists - a stunt he pulled at the npbst unexpected nmonents. As Col onel John Renwi ck, the
engi neer, Renny was known in nmany nations, and drew down fabul ous fees when he worked.

There was "Long Tom" pal e and none too heal thy- |ooking, the weakling of the crowd in

appearance. Hi s | ooks were deceptive, though, as nore than one big man had di scovered. As Mjor
Thomas G Roberts, the electrical wi zard, he had worked with the greatest electrical mnds of his
day.

"Johnny" - WIlliam Harper Littlejohn - was tall, gaunt, studious and bespectacl ed. He seened hal f
starved, with shoul ders as bony as a coat hanger. Once he bad headed the Natural Science departnent
of a fampus university. H's know edge of geol ogy and archaeol ogy was profound. H's books on these
subjects were in every worthwhile library.

Two i ndividuals stood on the edge of the group and scowl ed at each other like a cat and dog. They
were "Mnk" and "Ham " They always seened on the point of flying at each other's throats. They
swapped insults at every opportunity. Yet Ham had several times risked his life to save Mnk, and
Monk had done the sane for Ham

They were as unlike as nmen could be. Monk was a hairy nonster of two hundred and sixty pounds,

with arns sone inches |longer than his short legs, and a face incredibly honely. He was a hunan
gorilla. The world of chem stry knew himas Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Myfair, one of the
nost | earned chemists alive. But he | ooked dumb as an ox.

Ham was sl ender, |ean-waisted. Hi s clothing was sartorial perfection - tailors had been known to
foll ow Ham down streets, just to see clothes being worn as they should be. H s business cards read:
"Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks;" and he was possibly the npst astute | awyer Harvard ever
turned out. Hamcarried a black cane of innocent aspect - a sword cane, in reality. He was never to



be found without it

The sixth nmenber of the group was a mighty man of bronze - Doc Savage

MAN of nystery, the radio commentator had | abel ed Doc Savage. Wzard of science! Miscul ar

mar vel

The radi o speaker had not exaggerated. Doc Savage was all of these things. H's nental powers and
strength were alnost fantastic. He was the product of intensive expert, scientific training that had
started the nmoment he was born

Each day of his life, he had perforned a two-hour routine of unusual exercise. Doc's powers m ght
seem unbel i evabl e, but there was really no magi c about them Rigid adherence to his exercise
coupl ed with profound study, was responsible

Doc was a big nman, alnbst two hundred pounds - but the bulk of his great formwas forgotten in

the smooth symretry of a build incredibly powerful. The bronze of his hair was a little darker than
that of his features, and the hair lay down tightly as a nmetal skullcap

Most striking of all were the bronze man's eyes. They glittered like pools of flake gold when
little lights fromthe tel evision scanning di sk played on them They seened to exert a hypnotic

i nfluence

The lines of Doc's features, the unusually high forehead, the nobile and nuscul ar and

not-too-full mouth, the | ean cheeks, denoted a power of character sel dom seen

"There goes the last of the flyers!" Doc said

Doc's voice, although low, held a remarkable quality of latent power. It was an intensively
trained voice - everything about Doc had been trained by his exercise routine

"They sure enough thought it was the sub they had bombed, " grinned Johnny, the bony

archaeol ogi st. He adjusted the gl asses he wore. These spectacles had an extremely thick left Iens
which was actually a powerful nagnifying glass. Johnny, having practically |ost the use of his left
eye in the War, carried the magnifier there for handi ness

"Qur contraption fooled them" Doc admitted. "But it might not have worked so well in daytine. A

cl ose | ook woul d have shown the thing was only a strip of canvas painted the color of steel, and
sone oil barrels, pulled along under the surface by a torpedo nmechanism"

At the rear of the group, Mnk stopped scowing at Ham | ong enough to ask: "You nade that torpedo
mechani sm a coupl e of days ago - but how d you know that early that sonmething |like this would

happen?"

"I didn't know," Doc smiled faintly. "I only knew we were barging into trouble - and nade
preparations to neet it."

"If you was to ask me, we didn't have to barge into it," Mnk grinned. "It came right out and

grabbed us around the neck. Who were them guys who just tried to |lay eggs on us?"

For answer, Doc Savage drew two radi o nessages from a pocket

"You all saw the first one of these when it canme," he said

THE five nen nodded. They had been far within the arctic regions when the first nessage had
reached themby radio. It was very short, reading

I N DESPERATE NEED OF YOUR HELP. JUAN M NDORO

Doc Savage had pronptly turned the submarine southward. There was no need of lingering in the
arctic, anyway. They had just conpleted the m ssion which had sent theminto the polar regions - a
desperate, adventurous quest for a fifty-mllion-dollar treasure aboard a derelict liner.

That treasure now reposed in the submarine - a hoard of wealth that had threatened to cost its
wei ght in the blood of men

Doc had not told his five nen what neaning Juan M ndaro's nysterious nessage m ght have. They had
not asked questions, knowi ng he would tell themin good tinme. Doc was sonetines as nuch of a nystery
to his five friends as he was to the rest of the world

They had guessed there was danger ahead, however. Several days ago, Doc had hailed a |iner they
chanced to pass, and had put aboard the vessel three persons who were passengers on the submarine
These three people - a fanmous violinist and his wife and daughter - were, with Doc and his five nen
the only survivors of the grisly episode in the arctic through which they had just passed

The radi o commentator had not nentioned these three. He had not known of them Nor would he ever
know, for the polar episode was now a cl osed book

The fact that Doc had transferred the three passengers to the safety of a liner showed he wanted
them out of danger and told Doc's nen they were headed for nore trouble. They didn't mind. It was
the thing they lived for. They went to the far corners of the earth to find it

But they had not known Doc had received a second nessage fromthe same source

Doc extended the missive. "I copied this nyself a few days ago. Read it."

Crowdi ng about, the five nen read:

| HAVE BEEN FORCED TO GO | NTO HI DI NG AT THE HOME OF THE MAN WHO WAS W TH ME WHEN | LAST SAW YOU,
MEET ME THERE UPON YOUR ARRI VAL. AND BE PREPARED FOR ATTACKS ON YOUR LI FE. JUAN M NDORO

"Huh!" ejacul ated Monk, winkling his flat, apish nose. "That don't tell us any nore than the
first one."

"Exactly," Doc replied. "And that explains why | have not inforned you fell ows what we're headed
for. | don't know nmyself - except that it has something to do with the Oient.



"Juan M ndoro is a political power in the Pacific island group known as the Luzon Union. He is

the nmost influential man in the island. And you know what recently happened to the Luzon Union."
"They were given their independence," said Ham "I renmenber now. Juan M ndoro had a big hand in
electing the first president after the island group becane sel f-governing. But what could that have
to do with this?"

Doc shrugged. "It is too early to say."

He gl anced at the television scanning disk . "The men who tried to bonb us are gone. W m ght as
wel | get under way.

The submarine arose to the surface. The pall of black snoke still hung over the Sound

Doc pulled in the tel evision box which had been trailing he boat. Then the sub put on speed. It
ran lowin the water o escape attention from passing boats

Once it dived to pass a |launch | oaded with newspaper reporters

Chapter 3. THE MONGOL PERI L

PRACTI CALLY every wharf in New York City was watched by newspaper reporters that night. The
return of a submarine which had ventured under the polar ice was big news. The fact that those
aboard the subnarine wi shed no publicity nade the story bigger. Each paper wanted to be the first to
carry it

Forty or so nen had gone into the arctic - only six were com ng back. A whale of a yarn! Gty
editors swore over tel ephones at reporters. Photographers dashed about, answering false alarns
turned in by news hawks who had m staken rowboats and nud scows for the sub. Everybody lost a ot of
sl eep

In a renote corner of the harbor, a rusty old tranp steamer swung at anchor. The captain of the
anci ent hul k, who was al so the owner, happened to be an acquai ntance of Doc Savage

Shortly after mdnight, this captain turned all of his crew out of their bunks. They fell to and
made the submarine Helldiver fast alongside the tranp steanmer. No one fromand noted this incident
A | aunch now sped ashore. It bore a small fortune in gold and dianmonds - a | oad of the treasure
Doc had brought back fromthe arctic. An arnored car and a dozen guards with drawn guns met the

I aunch and received the wealth. This al so escaped the notice of the reporters

The launch made nore trips - until the whole treasure was on its way to an all-ni ght bank

Doc and his five nen cane ashore with the | ast | oad. Newspaper reporters woul d di scover the
submarine tied alongside the tranp steamer in the norning, but the tranp captain woul d profess
nmystification as to howit got there

The whol e arctic submarine expedition business was destined to be a nystery the news hawks woul d
never solve

A taxicab took Doc and his five men uptown. Doc rode outside, barehead. standing on the running
board. He habitually did that when danger threatened. Fromthis position, Doc's weird gol den eyes
m ssed very little - a sniper had hardly a chance of getting a shot at them before he was

di scovered

The cab halted before the nost inpressive building in the city. This skyscraper stabbed upward, a
great white thorn of brick and steel, nearly a hundred stories

Few peopl e were on the sidewal k at this hour. But those who were, stopped and openly stared, such
a striking figure did Doc Savage present. The big bronze man was a sensation wherever he went.

Doc and his five men rode an express elevator to the eighty-sixth floor of the skyscraper. Here
Doc had his New York headquarters - a richly furnished office, one of the nbpst conplete libraries of
technical and scientific tonmes in existence, and an el aborately equi pped chenical and electrica

| aboratory

Doc had a second headquarters, fitted with another library and | aboratory which were the nost
conplete in existence. This, however, was at a spot he called his "Fortress of Solitude." No one
knew i ts whereabouts. To this retreat Doc went at frequent intervals for the periods of intense
study to which he devoted hinself. At such tinmes he vani shed as conpletely as though he had dropped
fromthe earth. No one could get in touch with him

It was these periodic di sappearances, as nuch as anything el se, which had given Doc repute as a
man of nystery.

MONK planted his furry bulk on a costly inlaid table in the office and began rolling hinself a
cigarette

"Did you nake arrangenments by radi o about the treasure?" he asked Doc. "I nean - about what the
noney is to be used for."

"That's all taken care of," the bronze man assured him

They knew what that nmeant. The nobney was to be spent enlarging a weird institution which Doc

mai ntai ned in upstate New York - a place where Doc sent all the crimnals he captured. There, the
| awbr eakers underwent an anmazing treatnent in which their brains were operated upon and all nenory
of their past w ped out. Then they received training which turned theminto useful citizens

Thi s unusual institution was Doc's own idea. He never sent a crimnal to prison. They all went to
the institution, to be operated upon by specialists whom Doc had trained. They were turned | oose
entirely reformed men - they didn't know they had ever been crooks

"It's alittle stuffy in here," conplained Ham



He crossed over and threw up the wi ndow. He stood there for a nmonent, staring at the inpressive
panorama of New York City spread out bel ow. Then he turned away.

A nmorment |ater, a slate-colored pigeon fluttered up and | anded on the w ndow | edge. Doc and his
men paid no particul ar heed. Pigeons were plentiful around the skyscrapers.

"What's our next nove?" Ham wanted to know.

"You fellows scatter and attend to such of your private business as needs it," Doc suggested.
"We' ve been gone several weeks, and no telling what we're headed for now. It may |ast |onger."
"l got a secretary who takes care of ny business," honely Mnk grinned. "Better let me go with
you, Doc."

Monk was proud of his secretary, nmaintaining she was the prettiest in New York.

"Not hi ng doing," said Doc. "There's no need of any arnmy of us interview ng Juan M ndoro."

The sl ate-hued pi geon on the w ndow | edge had not noved.

"You know where to find Juan M ndoro?" questi oned Monk.

"H's wirel ess nessage said he had gone into hiding at the home of the nan who was with himwhen |

saw himlast," Doc replied. "I last met Juan Mndoro in Mantilla, the capital city of the Luzon
Union. The man with himat the tine was Scott S. Gsborn, who is a sugar inporter doing a |arge
business in the Luzon Union trade. Gsborn has a honme near the north edge of the city. |I'll go
there."

Johnny had been squinting owishly through his glasses which had the thick left Iens - studying
the pigeon. He took off his spectacles. As a matter of fact, he saw very well w thout them

"That's - what | call a sleepy pigeon!" he grunted. "It hasn't noved."
Doc gl anced at the pigeon - his gaze becane fixed.
Suddenly, a weird sound perneated the interior of the office; a trilling, nellow subdued sound.

I't might have been the dulcet note of sone exotic jungle bird, or the sylvan song of wind filtering
through a | eafl ess forest.

The strange trilling had the weird quality of seemng to come fromeverywhere within the office.
El ectric tension seized Doc's five men They knew what that sound neant. Danger!
For the sound was part of Doc - a small, unconscious thing that he did in nonents of nental

stress, or when he had nade sone astoundi ng di scovery, or when death threatened.

The pigeon abruptly flipped backward off the w ndow sill.

Doc reached the wi ndow with flashing speed. The bird was sone yards away, flying sluggishly. Doc
wat ched until it was lost in the noonlight.

"That pigeon was where every word we spoke could reach it!" he said dryly.

"What if it was?" Monk snorted. "Pigeons can't tell what they hear."

"That one could."

" Huh?"

"It had a small microphone attached to its tail feathers."

MONK gaped after the departing pigeon. "For the love of Mke! But the thing flew away as though
no wires were attached!"

"The wires were very snmall, about like silk threads," Doc declared. "They had to be small, or we
woul d have seen them A sharp jerk broke them and left the bird free."

Leani ng out of the wi ndow, Doc glanced up the sheer side of the skyscraper, then down. Only

dar kened wi ndows net his gaze.

He exam ned the wi ndow | edge, noting bits of grayish powder. In a crack, he discovered a particle
of cracked corn.

"The bird has been fed on the | edge!" he declared. "Ei ther the office door was forced, or the
grain was | owered from above. That was how it was taught to fly here."

He spun fromthe wi ndow, crossed the office. The speed with which his big bronze form noved was
startling. He entered the corridor, glided down it to the end elevator. At his touch upon a secret
button, the el evator door |eafed back.

So qui ckly had Doc noved that his five men were still in the office. They piled out, big-fisted
Renny in the lead, and joined Doc in the lift.

The cage sank them It was a special installation, used only by Doc Savage, and geared at
terrific speed. Such was the pace of descent that their feet were off the floor for the first sixty
stories. Mnk, Johnny, and Long Tom were wenched to their knees by the shock of stopping.

"What | nean, that thing brings you down!" Monk grinned, getting up fromall fours.

Monk had nearly worn out the high-speed elevator the first week after Doc had it installed,
riding it up and down for the wallop he got out of it.

A cop was twiddling his nightstick out in front.

"See any one | eave this neighborhood in a hurry within the last few m nutes?" Doc denanded.

"No, sor," said the cop. "Sure, an' the only lads |I've seen cone out av a buildin' around here
was two slant-eyed fellers. 'Twas in no hurry they were."

"Were' d they go?"

"Took a taxi."

Doc eyed his five friends.

"They must have been the men who sent us the pigeon," he told them "They knew we'd di scovered



their trick, and fled. W'd be wasting tine to hunt them"

Doc whirled back into the skyscraper.

His five nen milled uncertainly, then trailed Doc. But the speed el evator was already gone. They
rode a slower lift lip to the eighty-sixth floor aerie, only to discover Doc had gotten whatever he
had wanted from his |aboratory, and had departed.

THE home of Scott S. Osborn, sugar inporter, was a castlelike stone building perched atop a | ow
hill in a wooded section of Pel ham one of the northern residential suburbs of New York Cty. The
medi eval castle architecture was carried out in a water-filled stone npat which surrounded the
walls. A replica of a drawbridge, |arge enough for heavy autonobiles to be driven across, spanned
t he noat .

Doc Savage arrived alone, driving a roadster which had the top entirely renoved. The car was a
reserved gray in color, but expensive, sixteen-cylindered. On a straight road, the machine could
better a hundred and fifty an hour.

Doc alighted, crossed the drawbridge, and rang the bell.

No answer. An electric fixture cast pale light on the drawbridge.

He thunbed the bell again, received no response. The vast castle of a building was quiet as a
tomb. The gatelike door was | ocked.

Doc returned to his roadster. got a black box somewhat |arger than a good-sized suitcase, and
carried it into the shrubbery near the drawbridge. On one end. the nysterious box had a caneralike
lens. He pointed this at the drawbridge entrance, then silently plucked enough branches from near-by
hushes to cover the box, hiding it thoroughly.

The moon shadows in the shrubbery swallowed his big bronze form He nade practically no sound, no
stirring of |eaves.

He reappeared again near one 'vail of the castle. The masonry was rough. He clinbed to the top as
easily as an ordinary man would wal k a flat surface, although only the narrowest of |edges offered
purchase to his tenpered fingers.

For a noment, he poised at the top and reconnoitered. The sanme deathly silence gripped the

mansi on.

On either side were long, two-story buildings, their outer walls forned by the castle walls. In
the center was a tiled court, a fountain, shrubbery, flowers. None of the w ndows were |ighted.
Directly bel ow Doc was a sheer drop of perhaps twenty five feet. He sprang down - and so
tremendously powerful were his leg nuscles that the great leap hardly jarred him

Moving swiftly, Doc tried a door. Locked. He sought another, then the rest, in quick succession.
Every door facing the court was secured.

Doc glided noiselessly into the shadows of the fountain. His fingers touched a box of an affair
strapped under his coat. This was a bit greater in size than a cigar box. A switch on it clicked at
his touch.

Doc plucked back his |eft coat sleeve. The object thus reveal ed | ooked at first glance |like an
enornmous wist watch. C oser scrutiny would have reveal ed a startling fact about the crystal of this
watch. It mrrored a very pale noving picture!

The scene was the drawbridge outside the castlelike dwelling of Scott S. Gsborn, friend of Juan

M ndoro. A shadowy figure stood on the drawbridge. His arns windmlled, gesturing orders to other
vague forns.

The castle was bei ng surrounded!

The oversize edition of a wist watch on Doc's wist, together with the box inside his coat, was
a television receiver of marvel ous conpactness. It was tuned to the wavel ength of a transmitter in
the bl ack box he had hi dden under the brush outside the drawbridge.

Doc continued to watch the apparatus on his wist. Mre slant-eyed nen joined the one on the
drawbri dge. They carried revol vers, swords, knives. Two had deadly submachi ne guns.

One fitted a key in the lock of the gatelike door.

The faint click of the | ock operating reached Doc's sensitive ears.

They nust know he was inside. Probably they had seen himatop the wall. They were comng in, the
mur der ous horde of them

Chapter 4. THE DRI PPI NG SWORD

DOC SAVAGE quitted the murky vicinity of the fountain. He ran six light, springy paces. Hs

bronze form shot upward in a tremendous |eap. His corded fingers grasped the sill of a w ndow which
was open several inches. The wi ndow slid up. Doc slipped inside.

The whol e thing had taken no nore than a dozen ticks of the clock.

The drawbri dge door opened. A group of hal f-caste Mngols skul ked into the court, weapons bared
for action.

The sl ant-eyed nen n poked about in the shrubbery until convinced Doc was not there. They tried
the courtyard doors, and discovered themall | ocked.

"The bronze devil has gotten away!" one singsonged in his native tongue.

"That is inpossible," replied the | eader gravely. "Qur lowy eyes behel d himupon the wall even

as we arrived. He dropped inside." The man scow ed at the high rear wall. "I marvel that the neck of
the troubl emaker was not broken."



"Then, oh m ghty Liang-Sun Chi, he nust have entered the house."

Li ang-Sun Chi bent a bilious stare on the two sections of the residence.

"Is the bronze denon a magician, that he can go through | ocked doors and w ndows - for we |eft
themall |ocked when we departed this afternoon.”

"Only on the ground floor were they left |ocked, oh lord," answered the other. He pointed. "See!
There is one second fl oor w ndow open."

The aperture the Mongol indicated was the identical w ndow through which Doc Savage had entered.

And Doc now stood in the darkened room behind, listening to the talk. He understood the |anguage -
it was one of scores he could handle as fluently as he spoke Engli sh.

"No kangaroo could | eap that high, nuch less a man!" snorted Liang-Sun Chi. "But we will search
this place well. It is said that the greatest nysteries have the sinplest explanations. Perhaps we

left a door open this afternoon."”

He produced keys, unlocked one of the doors, and waved his nmen in. They entered cautiously,
jabbing flashlight beans ahead.

Doc retreated fromthe wi ndow out of which he had been watching. He passed soundl essly through a
door into a corridor. At the second step, his toe was stopped by a heavy object.

A flashlight came out of his pocket. It tossed a beamthat was hardly nore than a white thread.
The body of a man lay on the corridor floor. A sword slash had cleaved into his heart.

THE flash ray disclosed other details about the nurder victim He was an elderly man, at |east
sixty. He wore plumcol ored knee breeches, white stockings, a braided coat with long tails, a
powdered white wig - a very flashy butler's livery.

Doc exam ned nore closely. The flunky had been dead several hours at |east.

The Orientals were making consi derabl e noi se downstairs. Draperies ripped as they were torn down.
Moving furniture grated on waxed fl oors.

"My sons, it is a wise man who gets all his troubles in front of him" called their |eader,

Li ang-Sun Chi. "Search the basenent."

Li ang- Sun seened to be sonething of a phil osopher.

Working w h silence and speed, floe searched the upper floors. He found this side of the castle
contained only servant quarters, gymasium indoor sw nmng pool, billiard roonms, and a few guest
chanbers.

Back at the open wi ndow. he glanced down. One of the guards left in the court stood directly

bel ow.

Doc returned to the second-floor corridor. At one end of this he had noted a suit of arnor. The
metal plates of the gear were supported on an iron framework. Inside the hel net was nounted a
papi er-mache cast of a face. This did not differ greatly in color fromDoc's tanned features.
There was no sound as Doc dislodged the arnor fromits pedestal. He carried it to the open

wi ndow. It weighed fully a hundred pounds.

He tossed it down on the Mongol guard. The fell ow was knocked cold and battered to the ground.
The arnor cl anked loudly on the court tiles.

Men poured into the court. Yelling excitedly, they pounced on the arnmor. They thought Doc was

i nsi de.

None of them heard the wi ndow at the opposite end of the building lift, or saw a m ghty bronze
figure that flitted, silent as a great bat, across the court to the other house.

They speared swords into cracks in the arnor. Chopping furiously, one half-caste got the hel net
severed.

They saw t hey had been fool ed.

"We are but dunb dogs!" Liang-Sun squawked. "We have brought shame to our ancestors! Continue the
search!”

WH LE t he Mongol s pushed the murderous hunt a few yards away. Doc Savage scrutinized the other
hal f of the vast nmansion. He found no traces of Juan M ndoro, or Scott S. Gsborn. In the library,
however, he noted the floor cords had been wenched from some of the reading | anps. Evidently these
had served to bind prisoners.

Doc was now certain the Orientals had visited the castle sone hours earlier. They had slain the
butler. Probably they had made off with Juan M ndoro and Scott S. Gsborn.

The Mongols finished with the other side of the house. They entered the room bel ow Doc.

"It is said the lowy fly is never caught napping because he has eyes that see in all
directions," Liang-Sun singsonged. "You will do well to imtate the fly, nmy sons. Should this bronze
devil escape, sone of us may | ose our heads."

The flowery speech enlightened Doc on an inportant point. These Mngols and hal f-castes were
serving sone master - a master who wi el ded the power of |ife and death over them

Their chief mght be one of the pair who had listened in on the talk in Doc's office with the

m crophone-carrying pigeon, or the gist of the conversation mght have been relayed to him |t was
certain the talk the Mongols had overheard had brought themto Scott S. Gsborn's home - for Doc had
said he was coming here.

Two sl ant-eyed nen nounted the stairs.

Doc located a light switch, clicked it. The fixtures renained dark. Doc recalled the wires torn



fromthe reading | anps - fuses nust have been bl own when that was done.

The pair com ng up the stairs exchanged whi ni ng whispers.

"Cold wornms of fear are crawling up and down the spine of this insignificant person," one

conpl ai ned. "W have nade many inquiries about Doc Savage, since we were so fortunate as to |learn
Juan M ndoro had appealed to himfor help. W heard everywhere that Doc Savage was a mighty fighter.
Ai ee! But no one told us he was a ghost. He nust be lurking in this place, yet we have heard no
sound and saw no one

"Swal | ow thy tongue, fool!" growled the other. "Only cowards talk of fear!"

"You are wong. Only an idiot thinks not of danger

The Orientals had reached the top of the stairs. Now, wi thout another word, one slowy lowered to
his hands and knees. A nonent |ater, he slouched prone on the hall carpet.

The second man eyed himfoolishly. Hs |lips withed apart, show ng teeth stained black from
chewi ng betel nut. He seenmed to be trying to cry out. Then he piled in a silent heap on the floor.
A giant, ghostly bronze figure, Doc Savage | ooned over the pair. His fingers explored their
clothing. He found nothing to indicate who their |eader m ght be.

Both nen snored as though asl eep.

Doc retreated noi sel essly down the second-floor corridor.

Li ang- Sun droned words up from bel ow. Receiving no answer fromhis two nen, he nounted the
stairs, flanked by three guardsnmen and a nachi ne gunner.

The outburst of cries as the two unconscious nen were found sounded |ike the clanmor that cones
when a hawk flies into a flock of guineas.

A whi spered consul tation foll owed. Doc could not catch the words. The Orientals retreated to the
| ower floor, apparently to consider the situation.

"What manner of thing could have overcone our brothers?" Liang-Sun repeated over and over.
Suddenly, at the opposite end of the house, cane a terrific uproar. Furniture overturned. Men
gasped, cackl ed profanity.

"The bronze devil! He is here!" a man sang excitedly.

There was a loud clatter as the Mngols nade for the noise.

Doc was puzzled. But it was too good a chance to pass up. He eased down a rear stairway, intent
on quitting the place.

The stairs he chose let himinto the lower floor library, a roomwalled with bookcases and
floored with rich rugs.

The nmoment he stepped into it, he knew he had made a mi stake. A dozen shadowy, slant-eyed nmen
flung upon him

THE noi se at the other end of the house had been a trick to draw himdown fromupstairs.

The first |eaping Mngol seened to neet a bronze wall in md-air. He was hurled back, and was
impal ed on the blunt sword of one who foll owed.

A second sl ant-eyed nan got an open-handed slap that turned himover in the air like a
Fourt h-of - Jul y pi nwheel . Anot her found hinsel f grasped about the chest. He shrieked, and the
piercing shrillness of his voice was punctuated with the dull crack of breaking ribs.

The Mongol s had not expected an easy fight. But they had not dreanmed it would be like this. The
giant bronze man noved with a speed that defied the eye. Sword sl ashes, delivered point-blank,
sliced thin air. And when they did lay their hands on him it was as if they had grasped living
steel .

"He is not human!" wailed the man who had had his ribs broken.

More Orientals joined the fray. They bl ocked the doors. Flashlights cane on. Tinme after tine,
light beans found the bronze giant, only to lose him

A machi ne gun opened up, meking a deafening gobble of sound in the room

"Idiot!" Liang-Sun how ed at the gunner. "Stop shooting! Do you want to kill us all?"

It was Liang-Sun who put a finish to the fray. He caught a nonmentary glinpse of Doc. The bronze
man stood in the center of a large rug. Dropping swiftly, Liang-Sun seized the rug and yanked. Doc
was brought down.

Li ang-Sun flung the rug over Doc in a big fold.

"Are you snails that you cannot help nme!" he squaw ed at his nen.

A brisk twenty seconds followed - and they got Doc rolled up like a mutmy in the rug. They
brought tire chains fromthe garage and tied them securely about the rug.

Li ang- Sun was proud of hinself. He beat his chest with a fist.

"Singl e-handed, | did nore than the rest of you dogs!" he boasted.

He pl ucked open one end of the rug roll and threw his flash beam i nside.

He coul d see Doc's face. The bronze features bore absolutely no expression. But the cold
fierceness in the strange gol den eyes nade Liang-Sun drop the rug folds and stand up hastily.
"Hal f of you go outside, ny sons," he commanded. "Should any one be drawn here by sounds of the
fighting, kill them This house stands al one, and probably the sounds were not heard. But if any one
cones, show themthat curiosity is indeed a fatal disease."

A part of the Orientals hurried out into the noon-bathed court.

"Watch the prisoner closely!" Liang-Sun directed the others. "If he should escape, | can pronise



there will be heads |opped off. | amgoing to call the naster to see what he wants to do with the
bronze devil."

LI ANG SUN strode through roons, playing his flash beam about, until he |ocated a tel ephone. He
swept the instrument up with a flourish

When the phone operator's voice cane, Liang-Sun spoke in English. He handl ed the |anguage well
enough, except that, Chinese fashion, he turned all the "R s" into "L's."

"G ve nme nunbel Ccean 0117," he requested

It was alnpbst a minute before he got his party. He recogni zed the singsong voice at the other end
of the wire. Wthout delay. he |launched rapid words in his native tongue

"We have secured the nerchandi se after which we came, oh lord," he said. "We now have it rolled
in arug and bound securely. This lowy person w shes to know how you want it delivered."

"In two pieces, dunb one!" rasped the voice in the receiver. Cut the nmerchandise in tw in the

m ddl e. Then you may |leave it there. | have other work for you to do."

"My understandi ng of your w shes is perfect. What is this other wok?"

"The sugar inporter, Scott S. Gsborn, has a brother who lives up on Park Avenue. W are hol di ng
mer chandi se which this brother mght be greatly interested in buying."

"1 understand, oh lord. No doubt, Scott S. Gshorn's brother will indeed want to purchase our

mer chandi se. "

The two were speaking in vague terns, |est a phone operator be listening. But they understood
each other perfectly. They had Scott S. Osborn prisoner, and were going to try to ransomhimto his
brot her.

"This sale of nerchandise is not extrenmely inportant,” continued the voice over the wire. "But
since we are holding the goods, we mght as well take a profit. You will visit the brother and seek
the best price you can obtain."

"l conprehend nost clearly, oh lord. Exactly where does Scott S. Gsborn's brother live, that

may find himw thout trouble.”

"Cet the address fromthe phone book, dunb one!"

"l shall do that."

"Returning to the subject of the nmerchandi se you have wapped in the rug - you are perhaps aware
there are five others of a simlar pattern, although of |esser inportance; W may find it desirable
to seek themalso. But | shall discuss that with you at a later time. Cut the goods you have in two
pi eces. Do so at once."

Li ang- Sun singsonged that he understood. He hung up the receiver, drew his sword, and swung into
the room where Doc Savage had been captured

The rolled rug had not noved. The sl ant-eyed guards sat about the room lost in the shadows. But
their flash beans bl azed upon the rug

Li ang- Sun sprang forward, sword uplifted

"Behol d, dogs!" he shouted. "I will show you how a naster sw ngs his bl ade."

The sword hissed down.

Rolled rug - the body within it - were chopped neatly in hal ves

A ghastly crinson flood spurted fromthe rug and washed over the floor

LI ANG SUN cal | ously wi ped his blade. "Never, ny sons, will you see a man cut in halves in nore
expert fashion!" he addressed his nen

He got no answer.

The hal f-caste | eader stared about. He seened to |ose inches in height. H s eyes bloated out from
behind their sloping lids

"Have your tongues been eaten, that you do not answer?" he gul ped

Leaping to the nearest Mngol, Liang-Sun shook him The nan toppled out of his chair. Liang-Sun
junmped to another, a third, a fourth

Al'l were unconsci ous

Wth mad haste, Liang-Sun shucked the rug off the head and shoul ders of the man he had cut in
two.

Li ang-Sun's squawl of horrified surprise was like that of a cat with its tail stepped on

The body in the rug was one of his own nmen

Terror laid hold of Liang-Sun, a fright such as he had never before experienced. He dashed

headl ong out into the court

"The bronze man is a devil!" he shrilled. "Flee, ny sons!"
The Orientals who had been on guard outside, needed no urging. They battled each other to be
first across the drawbridge and into their cars. They had their fill of fighting the bronze giant

They departed without know ng what had made their fellows unconscious. A close inspection of the
room where the nmen slept would have shown the remains of many thin-walled glass balls. Perhaps they
m ght have guessed these had originally contained an anaesthetic gas which made nen unconscious the
instant they breathed it, yet which becanme harm ess after it had been in the air tw or three

m nut es.

These anaesthetic gl obes were Doc's invention. He always carried a supply with him

Cars bearing the fleeing Mngols were not out of earshot when Doc arose fromthe conceal nent of a



divan not six feet fromthe phone over which Liang-Sun had talked to his chief.

Doc had heard that conversation.

Doc's escape fromthe tightly chained rug, so nystifying to Liang-Sun, had not been difficult.
Doc had enployed a sinple trick used by escape artists. He had tensed all his nuscles when the rug
was being tied. Relaxing later, he had plenty of roomto crawl out after he had reduced the guards
to unconsci ousness with the anaesthetic.

Doc had not been affected by the anaesthetic for the sinple reason that he could hold his breath
during the two or three mnutes it was effective.

He sped out of the castle, with the idea of follow ng Liang-Sun and the others. But they had
stolen his gray roadster.

Doc ran for the nearest boulevard. It was a quarter of a mle distant. Had official tinmers held
stop watches on that quarter, the time Doc did it in would have been good for a headline on any
sport page in the country. But the only observer was a stray dog which sought to overhaul the bronze
man.

On the boul evard, Doc hailed a taxi.

Chapter 5. THE DRAGON TRAI L

THE cab | et Doc Savage out before an uptown New York police station. He entered. The marked

def erence of the cops, the celerity with which they sprang to grant his w shes, showed they knew him
as a person of power. The police conm ssioner hinself would not have gotten better service.

A "back nunber" tel ephone directory was produced. This listed the phone nunbers, and the nanes to
whi ch they bel onged, rather than the nane followed by a nunber, as in an ordinary directory.

Doc | ooked up the nunber Liang-Sun had called - Ocean 0117. It was |listed as the:

DRAGON ORI ENTAL GOODS CO

The address was on Broadway, far south of the theatrical portion of the street known as the G eat
VWi te Way.

Doc took a cab downtown. The hack driver wondered all the way why his passenger rode the running
board of the taxi, rather than inside. The hackman had never before had a thing like that happen.
The buil ding, housing the Dragon Oriental Goods Conpany, was a shabby, ten-story structure. It
was decorated in the ornate fashion popular thirty years ago. "The Far East Building," a sign said.
Chinatown lay only a few bl ocks away.

Directly across the street, a new forty-story skyscraper was goi ng up. The steel franework of
this was nearing conpletion. A night force of nen was pushing construction. Noise of riveting
machi nes banged hol |l oW y agai nst near-by structures and throbbed in the street.

A dusty directory told Doc the Dragon concern occupied a tenth-floor office.

An elevator, driven by a man in greasy tan coveralls, was in operation. The fellow s round noon
of a face and eyes sloping slightly upward at the outer ends advertised that sone of his recent
ancestors had come fromthe Far East.

This man never saw Doc enter. The bronze giant wal ked up. He did not want to advertise his
presence - the el evator operator might get word to whoever was |eading the Mngol horde.

The office of the Dragon Oiental Goods Conpany faced the front of the building. The door |ock
yielded readily to a thin steel hook of an inplenent fromDoc's pocket. He entered.

No one was there.

For furniture, the place had a couple of desks, worn chairs, filing cabinets. Desk drawers and
filing cabinets were enpty. There was not a sheet of paper in the place. No finger prints were on
the tel ephone, desk; wi ndow shade, or doorknob.

The wi ndow was dirty. Across the street, the girders of the building under construction made a
pile li ke naked brush. The drumdrum of riveters was a sonber song.

The el evator operator did not see Doc quit the building.

HALF an hour later, Doc entered his eighty-sixth-floor skyscraper office uptown.

He was surprised to find none of his five friends there. He consulted one of the el evator boys.
"They all five went out a few mnutes ago to get sonething to eat," explained the youth.

"When they conme back, tell them | was here," Doc directed.

He did not depart inmmediately, though. Hi s next actions were unusual .

From a pocket, he took a bit of colorless substance shaped |ike a crayon. He wote rapidly on his
of fice window with this - putting down a | engthy nmessage.

Yet when he finished, there was no trace of what he had witten. Even a magnifying gl ass woul d
not have di scl osed the presence of the witing.

The el evator carried himdown to the street. He wal ked away rapidly.

Some ten minutes later, his five nmen returned. Their faces mirrored the satisfaction of men who
had just eaten a hearty shore dinner after some weeks of dining in the grease-soaked interior of a
subnari ne.

"l mssed the pint of grease |'ve had to take with ny neals recently,"” Mnk grunted contentedly.
Then he | eered at Ham "Them pigs' knuckles and sauerkraut was swell!"

The di stingui shed, snappily clad Ham scowl ed at hairy Mnk. Any nention of pigs that Mnk nade
was sure to aggravate Ham This hearkened back to a couple of incidents in the War.

Ham had taught Monk certain highly insulting French words, and told himthey were just the thing



to flatter a French general with. Mnk had used themand | anded in the guardhouse.

Monk had barely been rel eased when there occurred one of the npst enbarrassing incidents of Haml's
career. He was hailed up on a charge of stealing hams. sonmebody had framed him

To this day, Ham hadn't been able to prove the fram ng was Mnk's work. That rankled. Especially

since Ham had received his nickname fromthe incident; a nickname he didn't care for in the |east.

"After the way you stuffed yourself, | have hopes!" Ham snapped.
"Hopes of what?" Monk queri ed.
"That you'll croak of indigestion!"

The el evator operator spoke up eagerly when he saw them

"M . Savage was here, and has gone," he said.

Doc's five nen exchanged sharp glances. They lost no tine getting up to the eighty-sixth floor.
LONG TOM the scrawny-Ilooking electrical wi zard, hurried into the | aboratory. He cane out with an
appar atus which mght easily be mstaken for an old-tine magic |antern.

The lights were switched off. Long Tomflicked a switch on his machine. He pointed at the w ndow
on whi ch Doc had witten.

Doc' s nessage sprang out on the darkened wi ndowpane. A owing with a dazzling electric blue, its
appear ance was uncanny.

Long Tonmi s apparatus was sinply a |l anmp which projected strong ultra-violet light rays. The
substance with which Doc had witten on the wi ndow, although invisible to the naked eye, would gl ow
in eerie fashion in the ultra-violet light.

It was by this nethod that Doc habitually | eft nessages for his nen.

The five read the comuni cation. Doc's handwriting, machinelike in its perfection, was as easy to
read as newsprint:

Here is your job, Ham The Mngols are hol ding Juan M ndoro and his friend, Scott S. Gshborne. A
messenger will visit Gsborn's brother, to demand a ransom

Your work as a | awyer has probably brought you in contact with the famly attorney of Gsborn's
brother, so you should be able to work through hi mand persuade themto pay the ransom denanded. W
will then follow the man to whomit is paid.

But do not follow the messenger who denands it.

"This will be a cinch," Ham decl ared, spinning his sword cane adroitly. "I happen to be quite

wel | acquainted with that attorney. Incidentally, he is the | awer of both Scott S. Osborn and his
brother."

"Shut up!" Mnk grunted insultingly. "Don't you think we want to read the rest?"

They deci phered the renmai nder of the instructions in silence:

Monk, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny will go to Scott S. Osborn's hone north of town. The place is
built like a nmedieval castle. Inside are perhaps a dozen Mngols and hal f-castes. You will ship them
to our institution, then come back here and wait.

"Holy cow " Renny was bewailing. "There won't be any excitenment in our part of it!"

Monk's big grin was crowding his ears.

"l got hopes, though!" he chuckled. "If Doc has bagged that many men this early in the gane, it
shows we've tackled sonething that is plenty big. W nay get our feet wet yet!"

Monk was no prophet. His feet wet! He'd be deep enough in trouble to drown, before long. But he
had no way of knowi ng that.

HAM wat ched the others depart to ship the Orientals Doc had captured to the up-state institution,
where they woul d receive the effective, if unusual, treatment that would turn theminto honest nen.
A tel ephone call put Hamin touch with the elderly | awer who served Scott S. Osborn and his

br ot her. Ham expl ai ned what he desired.

"The fam |y mght hesitate about conplying with the wi shes of a stranger," he finished. "It would
help greatly if you would sort of put the O K on ne. | am of course, working for the interest of
your clients."

"I'"ll do better than that!" declared the other attorney. "I shall be at the home of Gsborn's

brot her when you arrive. Wen | advise themof the situation, | amsure they will do as you
desire."

"That will be great," Ham assured him

Ham hurried to his bachelor quarters, in a club which was one of the nost luxurious in the city,

al t hough not w dely known. The menbers were all wealthy men who wished to live quietly.

A change of clothing was the object of Haml's visit. He donned formal evening garb, secured a nore
natty-1ooking sword cane froma collection he kept on hand, and took a taxi to the home of Scott S.
Gsborn' s brother.

The dwel ling was large. It might have been m staken for a snall apartment buil ding.

Di smssing his taxi, Ham nounted the steps. He was about to ring the bell when his hand froze.

A stream of scarlet was crawing slowy fromunder the door.

Ham | i stened. He could hear nothing. He tried the knob. It turned, but the door, after opening
about two inches, would go no farther. Ham shoved. He could tell that he was pushing against a body
lying on the floor inside.

He got the panel half open, put his head in cautiously. The vestibule was brilliantly lighted. No



living person was in sight.

The body of the old | awyer whom Ham had cal | ed not many m nutes ago, had been bl ocki ng the door.
The el derly man had been stabbed at |east fifteen tinmes.

Ham his sword cane ready, stepped inside. The wei ght of the dead man agai nst the door shoved it
shut. The lock clicked |oudly.

As though that were a signal, a man hurtled froma near-by door.

The fell ow was chunky, |enon-conpl ected, sloping of eye. Hs face was a killer mask. He waved a
swor d.

It was Liang-Sun, although Ham didn't know that, not having seen hi m before.

Li ang- Sun got a shock when Ham unsheat hed the sl ender, rippling steel blade of his sword cane.
Ham s bl ade | eaped out hungrily.

Wth desperate haste, Liang-Sun parried. He was surprised, but still confident. Anpbng the
fighting nen of Mngolia and China, he had been considered quite a swordsnan.

Ten seconds | ater, Liang-Sun's confidence | eaked out |like water froma gunnysack. The air before
his face had apparently turned into a whistling hell of sharp steel. A chunk of his hat brimwas
sliced off and fluttered away.

Liang-Sun felt like a man clubbing a swarm of hornets with a stick. Backing up, he sought to haul
a revolver fromhis coat pocket with his left hand. He hadn't wanted to use the gun before, because
of the noise. But he would be glad to do so now.

A dazzling slash of Ham's sword cut the whole skirt and pocket from Liang-Sun's coat, and the
revol ver bounced away.

STEEL whi ned, clashed, rasped. Both fighters sought to get to the revolver. Neither could quite
do it.

Liang-Sun felt a tickling sensation across his stonmach. He | ooked down and saw his clothing had
been slit w de. Another inch would have finished him

He backed away swiftly, passing through the door from which he had | eaped. Ham fol | owed, cutting
and parrying briskly.

A man was sprawl ed across a table in the room He had white hair, ruddy features. He, too, had
been stabbed to death.

Ham had seen the nman once before, perhaps a year ago. It was the brother of Scott S. Osborn.

A wal | safe gaped open.

On the table with the dead man lay a heap of jewels, rings, currency.

This expl ained the situation to Ham

The Mongol nessenger had cone to denmand ransom had seen the nobney, and decided a bird in hand
was better than one in the bush. He had slain and robbed Gsborn's brother, rather than bother with
ransom

The poor old | awer out by the door had been rurdered when he arrived.

Wiite with rage, Hamredoubled his sword play. Liang-Sun fairly ran backward. A sudden spring put
hi mthrough a door. He slammed it. Ham pitched agai nst the panel. |t resisted.

Seizing a chair, Ham battered the door down. He ran across a dining room then a kitchen. A rear
door gaped open beyond. It let himinto an alleylike court. There was only one exit fromthis, a
yawni ng space between two buildings, to the right.

An indistinct, rapidly noving figure dived into this opening.

Ham pur sued. He pitched headl ong between the buil dings, cane out on the wal k, and saw his quarry
scuttle under a street lanp at the corner.

Ham set out after himonly to bring up sharp as a powerful voice came to himfrom a near-by door
recess.

"“"1"Il follow him Haml" the voice said.

It was Doc Savage.

Ham under st ood, then, why Doc had directed, in the nessage on the skyscraper wi ndow, that the
ransom demandi ng courier was not to be followed. Doc intended to do the trailing, hoping to be led
to the master mind who was behind all this callous, inhuman bl oodl etting.

In order not to nake the fleeing Oiental suspicious, Ham continued his chase. But at the first
corner, he deliberately took the wong turn.

When he cane back, there was no sign of Doc or the hal f-caste Mngol.

Chapter 6. THE STOLEN GLASS

AT the preci se noment Ham was wondering about them Doc and Liang-Sun were five bl ocks distant.
Li ang- Sun was just clinmbing the steps of a Third Avenue el evated stati on.

The Mongol had lived nuch of his life in violence, and knew enough to watch his back trail. He
saw not hi ng suspi ci ous. He kept wary eyes on the stairway until a train cane in. Even after he
boarded the al nost deserted train, he watched the platformhe had just quitted, as well as the one
on the other side of the tracks. He saw no one - not a single other passenger got aboard.

He shoul d have watched the rear platform Doc was already ensconced there. He had clinbed a
pillar of the elevated a short distance above the station and run down the tracks.

The train clanked away southward, disgorging a few passengers at each stop.

At Chat ham Square, very close to Chinatown, Liang-Sun alighted. To make sure no one got off the



train after himwho seened in the | east suspicious, he waited on the platformuntil the cars pulled
out. Geatly relieved, he finally descended.

Doc Savage, having slid down a pillar of the elevated, was waiting for him seated in sone one's
parked car.

Li ang- Sun wal ked rapidly toward the Oriental section. He passed two sidewal k peddl ers who, even
at this late hour, were offering for sale filthy trays of nmelon seeds and other celestial dainties.
A nonment | ater, Doc Savage al so sauntered past the peddlers.

Bot h venders of nelon seeds and dainties shoved their trays of nerchandise in the handi est waste
can and foll owed Doc. Their hands, folded across their stomachs, fingered large knives in their
sl eeves. Their faces, the color of old straw, were determ ned.

Doc did not | ook back. Several tines, he glanced down at his hands swinging at his sides. In the
pal m of each hand was a small mirror.

The mirror showed himthe two who haunted his trail.

Doc's bronze features held no feeling as he watched. This naster of the Mngols was clever in
having men follow Liang-Sun to see that no one dogged his tracks.

Gone were any hopes Doc had of locating the master mind through Liang-Sun - unless he could be
induced to tal k by force.

Doc's | eft hand wandered casually into his pocket, drew out four of the glass balls filled with
anaesthetic. Holding his breath, Doc dropped them They shattered, rel easing the colorless, odorless
vapor .

Doc strode on.

Behind him the two peddl ers wal ked into the anaesthetic. They fell forward on their faces,
nearly together.

LI ANG SUN chanced to turn around at this noment. He saw Doc, saw what had happened. Hi s piping
yell of fright sounded like a rat squeal in the dingy Chinatown street. He fled.

A bronze blur of speed, Doc raced after him

Li ang- Sun was funbling inside the waistband of his trousers. He brought out his sword. Evidently
he carried it in a sheath strapped next to his |eg.

Doc overhaul ed himrapidly. The Mongol was only a hundred feet away - seventy-five - fifty.

Then a big policeman, attracted by Liang-Sun's yell of fear, popped around a corner. He stood
directly in Liang-Sun's path, revolver in hand.

The Mongol was desperate. He slashed his sword at the cop and the cop shot him killing him

instantly.
The policeman had acted instinctively in defense of his |life. He watched Doc cone up.
"Sure, an' this is the first man | ever killed. | hope he needed it," the cop spoke.

He eyed Doc suspiciously. He did not know the bronze giant.

"Was ye chasin' this bird?" he demanded.

"I was," Doc admtted. "And don't let the fact that you killed himbother you. He is a nurderer,
probably several times over. He killed a man at the home of Scott S. Gsborn to-night. And | think he
must have conmitted other crines at the residence of Scott S. Osborn's brother not very nany m nutes
ago. "

Doc did not know what had happened in the dwelling of Scott S.. Osborn's brother. But the fact

t hat Ham had chased Li ang- Sun out showed sonet hing had gone w ong.

The cop was suspici ous of Doc.

"Yez jest stick around here, nme b'y!" he directed. "W'll want to ask yez a | ot av questions."
Doc shrugged.

The officer slapped big hands over Doc's person in search of a gun. The fact that he did that was
unfortunate. He broke one of the anaesthetic balls in Doc's pockets.

A mnute afterward, he was stretched on his back on the walk, snoring |oudly.

Doc left the cop where he lay. The fellow would revive after a tine, none the worse for his

sl unmber .

From a near-by call box, Doc turned in an alarmto the police station. He did not give his nane.
He hurried back to get the two peddl ers who had been followi ng him They should be asleep on the
wal k.

But they weren't! Sone denizen of Chinatown had noved them Doc knew it nust have been the work
of some of the Mongol horde.

Chi natown, despite all the fiction witten about it, was actually one of the quietest sections in
the city. No legitimate resident of the district would court trouble by assisting the unconscious
pair.

A brief, but intensive search disclosed no sign of the vanished two.

HALF an hour later, Doc was in his skyscraper office uptown. None of his five nen had returned.
Wth a chemical concoction fromthe | aboratory, Doc erased the invisible witing off the w ndow.
Then he inscribed a fresh message there.

Swi nging out into the corridor, he rode the button until an el evator cane up. The cage doors
opened noiselessly, let himin, and closed. There was a wi ndy sigh of a sound as the |ift sank.
Adj oi ning Doc's office was a suite which had been enpty some nmonths. Rents were high up here in



the clouds, and tinmes were tough, so many of the nore costly offices were without tenants.

It would have taken a cl ose examination to show the door of this adjoining suite had been forced
open.

Inside, a man was just straightening froma |arge hole which had been painstakingly cut in the
wal | of Doc's office. The actual aperture into Doc's sanctumwas no |larger than a pin head. But by
pressing an eye close, an excellent view could be obtained.

The watcher was a round-faced, |enon-skinned Oriental. He hurried out and tried to force the door
of Doc's office. The lock defied him The door was of heavy steel - Doc had put that steel in to
di scourage Renny's joyful habit of knocking the panels out with his huge fists.

Returning to the vacant suite, the Oiental set to work enlarging his peep-hole. He used an
ordinary pick. In ten mnutes, he had opened an aperture in the plaster and building tile which
woul d admit his squat frane.

He crawled in. First, he nade sure the corridor door could be |ocked fromthe inside. He left it
slightly ajar.

The wi ndow next received his attention. He had watched Doc wite upon it. Yet he could discern no
trace of an inscription.

Working with great care, the Mongol renopved the pane of glass. He carried it outside. He was
going to take it to a place where sonme one with an understanding of invisible inks could exanmine it.
He rang for the elevator.

The el evator operator eyed himdoubtfully as they rode down.

"You work here?" he demanded.

"Wl k this place allee time now," singsonged the Mongol. He grinned, wi ped his forehead. "Allee
sane wol k velly much and get velly little noney.

The operator was satisfied. He hadn't seen this man before. But who would go to the trouble of
stealing a sheet of plate glass?

The cage stopped at the ground floor. The Mongol bent over to pick up his glass.

VWhat felt like a steel trap suddenly got his neck.

THE sl ant-eyed nan struggl ed desperately. The hands on his throat |ooked bigger than gallon
bucket s.

They were Renny's hands - paws that coul d knock the panel out of the heavi est wooden door.

Monk, Long Tom and Johnny danced about excitedly outside the elevator. They all had just cone

in.

"Hey!" Monk barked. "How d'you know he's one of the gang?"

They were nearly as surprised as the Mongol at Renny's sudden act.

"He's got the wi ndow out of Doc's office, you honely goat!" Ham snapped, after a glance into the
el evator.

"Yeah!" Monk bristled. "How can you tell one hunk of glass from another?"

"That is bullet-proof glass," Hamretorted. "So far as | know, Doc has the only office in this
bui I ding with bulletproof w ndows."

Monk subsi ded. Ham was right.

Renny and the Oriental were still fighting. The Oiental |aunched frenzied blows, but he nmight as
wel | have battered a bull elephant, for all the effect they had.

Desperate, the Mongol clawed a knife out of a hidden sheath.

"Look out, Renny!" Monk roared.

But Renny had seen the knife nmenace. He hurled the slant-eyed man away. The fell ow spun across
the tiled floor. He kept a grip on his bl ade.

Bounding to his feet, he drew back his armto throw the knife.

Wham A gun had appeared negically in Long Tom's pale hand, and | oosed a clap of a report.

The bul l et caught the Mngol between the eye - and knocked hi m over backward. Hi s knife flew
upward, pointfirst, and enbedded in the ceiling.

A cop, drawn by the shot, ran in, tweeting excitedly on his whistle.

There was no trouble over the killing, though. Long Tom as well as Mnk, Renny, Ham and Johnny,
hel d hi gh honorary conmi ssions in the New York police force.

Wthin a quarter of an hour, the five were up in the eighty-sixth floor office exam ning the pane
of glass with ultra-violet light.

The message Doc had witten upon it, flickered in weird bluish curves and |ines. They read:

To RENNY: The chief of this Mongol gang sonetinmes uses an office |listed under the name of the
Dragon Oriental Goods Co. It is the center, front office on the tenth floor of the Far East buil ding
on | ower Broadway. A new skyscraper is going up across the street.

Your engineering training will enable you to get a structural steelworker's job on the new

bui | di ng, Renny. Watch the office of the Dragon Oriental Goods Co., and trail any one you see using
it.

Wth the chenical eraser, Mnk carefully cleaned the glass plate. They were taking no chances on
the | eader of the Mongols getting hold of it. Such a misfortune m ght nmean Renny's finish.

"We'll drop around sonetinme and watch you doing a little useful |abor on that building," Mnk
grinned at Renny.



Chapter 7. DEATH TRAIL

RENNY had been working as a structural steel nman for half a day. He was operating a riveting gun
on what woul d eventually be the tenth floor of the new building. In his nonster hands the pneumatic
gun was a toy.

None of the other workers knew why he was here, not even the job foreman. Renny had conme with
such excellent references that he had been given a job instantly. The quality of his work had
already attracted favorable attention. The crew foreman was proud of his new recruit.

"Stick with us, buddy, and you'll get ahead," the foreman had told Renny confidentially. "W can
use nen like you. I'll see that you get a better job at the end of the week."

"That'll be finel" Renny replied.

Not a nuscle of Renny's sober, puritanical face changed during this conversation. The crew
foreman woul d probably have fallen off the girder on which he was standing, had he known Renny had
handl ed engi neering jobs for which he had been paid a sumsufficient to buy a building such as this
woul d be when finished.

At lunch hour, npst of the workers went to near-by restaurants to eat. But Renny consuned a

sandwi ch, renmining near where he had been worKki ng.

Renny didn't want to | ose sight, even for a short tine, of the office of the Dragon Oriental

Goods Conpany. And it was during the lunch hour that his watch produced results.

A | emon-skinned fellow entered the tenth-floor office. H s actions were unusual. Producing a rag
fromhis clothing, the Oriental went over every object in the roomwhich nmight have been handl ed,
polishing it briskly.

"Maki ng doubly sure no finger prints were | eft behind!" Renny told hinmself. "I'lIl just trail that
bird."

Throw ng away the w apper of the sandw ch he had consumed, Renny stretched lazily and remarked to
anot her steel worker snoking near by: "Think I'Il go get some hot coffee."

He descended.

Wthin ten mnutes, the man who had been in the Dragon Oiental Goods Conpany office put in his
appearance. A close | ook showed Renny he was one of the hal f-castes, an adm xture of Mngol and sone
ot her race.

The fell ow boarded one of the open street cars which ran down Broadway. This vehicle had no

sides, only a roof. Passengers sinply stepped aboard wherever was handi est.

Renny followed in a taxi. He slouched lowin his seat, hoping his work-stained clothing and

greasy cap would hel p hi m escape detection. Renny had wi ped off the notor of his autonobile with the
garnents, before going to his new job. This gave themthe proper coating of grine.

The quarry alighted near Chinatown. He soon passed a shabby Cel estial wal king up and down the
street with a sign on his chest and another on his back, advertising a chop-suey restaurant.

No sign of recognition did Renny's quarry and the sandwi ch man exchange, yet the sandw ch nan

studi ed Renny nost intently - and was very careful Renny did not notice.

The fellow then scuttled down a side street.

Renny continued his shadowi ng, unaware of this incident.

THE hal f-caste Mongol turned into a little shop which seenmed to sell everything from edible

banmboo shoots to cloisonne' vases. He purchased a small package of sonething, then came out. He
began to chew sone of the package contents.

He mi ght have given a nessage to the shop proprietor, or received one. Renny could not tell.

The Mongol breed's next nove was to enter - of all things - a radio store.

Renny sauntered past the front. No one was visible within the store; not even the proprietor.

Renny hesitated, decided to take a chance, and entered.

There was a door in the back. Listening, Renny heard nothing. He opened and shut his enornous

hands uneasily.

Finally, he shucked an unusual pistol from under one arnpit.

This gun was only slightly larger than an ordinary automatic, but it was one of the nost

efficient killing machines ever invented. Doc had perfected the deadly weapon - an extrenely conpact
machine gun. It fired sixty shots so rapidly it sounded |like the bawl of a great bull fiddle, and it
could be reloaded in the tinme required to snap a finger.

Renny shoved the rear door open. A gloony passage yawned beyond. He stepped in.

The door wenched out of his hand and shut with a bang, actuated by strong | evers. The inner side
of the door was plated with sheet steel.

Renny darted his machi ne gun at the panel, |ocked the trigger back, and flipped the nuzzle in a
quick circle. The gun nade a deafening noan; enpty cartridge cases rained to the floor by scores.
Renny snarl ed hoarsely. The bullets were barely burying thenselves in the steel. It was arnor

pl ate.

Whirling, he plunged down the passage. Black nurk |ay before him He shoved out the nachine gun,
threw a brief spray of |ead. He was taking no chances.

Into another door, he crashed. It, too, had a skin of arnmor plate.

Renny carried a small waterproof cigarette lighter, although he did not snoke. It was handier
than matches. He brushed this aflame with his thumb and held it high.



Walls and floor were solid tinbers. The ceiling was pierced with slits. They were about two
inches wide, and ran the entire passage |ength.

An iron rod, nore than an inch in dianmeter, delivered a terrific slashing blow through one of

t hese cracks. Dodgi ng, Renny barely got clear.

Crouched to one side, he heard the rod strike again and again. He changed his position, thinking
furiously. He hosed bullets into the cracks.

A jeering cackle of laughter rattled through the slits.

"You al |l ee same waste plenty bullet, do no good!" intoned an Oriental voice.

Wth silence and speed, Renny slid out of his coat. He bundled it about his right fist, making a
thick pad. Guessing where the iron rod would strike next, he held out his fist to catch the bl ow
Three times, he failed. Then - thud!

The inpact was terrific. He was slamred to the passage end. The coat pad saved bones in his
enornmous fist from breakage.

Slunping to the floor, Renny lay perfectly notionless.

REDDI SH |i ght spurted down through the cracks.

"The tiger sleeps," a man singsonged. "Seize him ny sons."

The rear passage door opened with little noise. A band of Mngols flung through and pounced upon
Renny.

Wth an angry roar, Renny heaved up. He spun a conplete circle, the machine-gun nmuzzle blowing a
red flame fromhis big fist.

Yells, screans, gasps nmade a grisly bedlam Bodies fell. Wunded nmen pitched about |ike beheaded
chi ckens.

Renny hurtled out of the passage - and received a bl ow over the head fromone of the iron rods.
He sagged like a nman stricken with deathly illness. He lost his gun.

He was buried by an aval anche of slant-eyed nen. H's wists and ankl es recei ved nunberl ess turns
of wire-strong silk cord. A huge sponge was tanped between his jaws and cinched there with nore
silken |ine.

One nan drove a toe into Renny's ribs.

"The tiger devil has slain three of our brothers!" he snarled. "For that, he should die slowy
and in great pain. Perhaps with the death of a thousand cuts."

"You have not forgotten, oh lord, that the master wants this white man alive?" queried another.
"l have not forgotten. The master is wise. This man is friend to our great eneny, the bronze
devil. Perhaps we can persuade the bronze one to bother us no nore, lest we slay this friend."
These words were exchanged in their cackling lingo. Renny understood the | anguage, and coul d
speak it after a fashion. He was no little relieved. He had expected to be killed on the spot,
probably with fiendish torture.

A | arge wooden packing case was now tunbled into the room It was a shipping crate for a radio,
and was marked with the name of an advertised set.

They shoved Renny into the box, packing excelsior around himtightly, so he could hardly stir.
The Iid was nailed on. Thin cracks admtted air enough for breathing.

At this point, a conmmption arose out in front. A neighbor had heard the shots and screans of

dyi ng men, and had called a cop.

"Velly solly!" a half-caste Celestial told the officer snugly. "Ladio, himnakee noises."

"A radi o, huh?" grunted the policeman, not satisfied. "Reckon |'l|l take a | ook around, anyway."
In the rear of the establishment, Oientals worked swiftly. They renoved the dead and wounded.
They threw rugs over the bl oodstained floor and hung draperies over the bulletmarked arnor plate on
t he doors.

"Ladi o makee noise," repeated the Oriental. "If you want takee |ook-see, all lightee."

The cop was conducted into the rear. He noted nothing peculiar about the passage - the slits in
the ceiling had been closed. He saw two bl and-1 ookl ng, noonfaced men | oading a | arge radi o case onto
a truck behind the store. The truck already bore other crates.

"Me show how | adi o makee | acket," said the Cel estial.

He turned on one of several radio sets which stood about. Obviously, it was not working properly.
Loud scratchings and roarings poured fromit. The voice of a woman readi ng cooki ng reci pes was a
processi on of deafeni ng squawks.

The cop was satisfied.

"Reckon that's what the party who called nme heard," he grunted. "After this, don't turn that
thing on so loud, see! | ain't got no tine to go chasm down false alarms."

The officer departed.

The proprietor of the radio store nade sure the policenman was out of sight, then he padded back
to the truck.

"Take our prisoner to the master, ny sons," he conmanded.

THE truck runbled away. It mingled with traffic that janmmed the narrow streets of Chi natown. The
two Orientals sat stolidly in the cab. They did not | ook back once.

Eventually, the truck rolled into a | arge warehouse. The packi ng cases were all unl oaded and
shoved on a freight elevator. The cage |lifted several floors.



Renny was having difficulty breathing. The excel sior had worked up around his nostrils. It
scratched his eyes

He felt hinself being tunbled end over end across floor. He could barely hear his captors

tal ki ng

"Co and tell the naster we are here," one said, speaking their native tongue

An Oriental padded off. In three or four minutes, he was back

Wth swift rendings, the lid was torn off Renny's prison. They haul ed himout and pl ucked the
excel si or away.

He was in a |arge storeroom A few boxes of nerchandi se were scattered about. Judging fromthe
tags, nost of it was fromthe Oient. In addition to the el evator and a stairway door, there was an
opening to the right

A man grunting under the wei ght of Renny's shoul ders, another bearing his feet, they passed
through the opening. A flight of creaking stairs was ascended. A trapdoor lifted, letting them out
on a tarred roof

An unusual Iy high wall conceal ed them from ot her buildi ngs near by. Renny was carried over and
flung across a narrow gap to the roof of the adjacent building. Next, he was carried to a | arge
chi mey.

Reaching into the flue, an Oriental brought out a rope. This was tied under Renny's arns. They
lowered him He saw the interior of the chimey was quite clean, fitted with a steel |adder

He was handed down all of a hundred feet. Then half a dozen claw i ke hands seized himand yanked
hi mt hrough an aperture in the chi mey.

Renny gazed about in surprise

H s surroundi ngs were |uxurious. Expensive tapestries draped the walls; rugs, many nore than an
inch thick, strewed the floor. A low tabouret near one wall bore a steam ng teapot, tiny cups and
containers of melon seeds and other delicacies of the Far East

Mongol s and hal f-caste Chinese stood about. Each one was dressed neatly and mi ght have been an
Anerican busi ness man, except for their inscrutable faces and the hate blazing in their dark eyes
Renny counted seven of them

Suddenly an ei ghth man appeared. He nade a startling announcenent

"The master has received i nportant news!" he singsonged. "News which nmakes it no | onger necessary
that we refrain fromtaking the life of this one who has hands the size of four ordinary nmen. He is
to pay for slaying our fellows."

RENNY felt as if he had been shoved into a refrigerator. The Oriental's statenent anpunted to a
pronouncenent of death

But it was nore than that. It told Renny sonething terrible had happened. They had intended to
hold himas a hostage to force Doc Savage to | eave them al one. Now they no | onger needed him for
that Had they succeeded in slaying Doc?

"This man is to be adm nistered the death of many cuts," continued the slant-eyed man. "Four of
you bring the other two prisoners here."

Obeying the order, four nen departed. They came back al nost at once bearing two bound and gagged
figures

Renny had no troubl e guessing who they were.

Juan M ndoro and Scott S. Gsborn!

Juan M ndoro was a slender, dynamc man. H's high forehead and cl ear eyes gave hima distinctive
| ook. Gray peppered his dark hair. A gray nustache bristled over his gag

Scott S. Gsborn, the sugar inporter, was a guinea-pig fat man. Ordinarily, his hair was stuck
down with grease, but now it was disarrayed and hung in thin strings. H's eyes were bubbly and
running tears

The spokesman of the yellow horde slanted an armat Scott S. Gsborn. He spoke in snarling

Engl i sh.
Scott S. Gsborn's fat body convul sed. Tears fairly squirted fromhis little, fat-encircled eyes
H s screamof terror was a shrill whinny through his nostrils.

The Mongol wheel ed on M ndoro

"You will watch!" he grated. "As you watch, you will do well to think deeply, nmy fliend!"

Juan M ndoro only gl owered back at his tornmentor. No quiver of fear rippled his distinctive
features

"You have | efused to give us the names of the men in the seclet political society of the Luzon
Uni on, which you head,"” continued the Mngol, only a few "R s" turned into "L's" marring his
pronunci ati on of the English words. "W need those nanes."

Dropping to a knee, the slant-eyed nman hastily renmoved Juan M ndoro's gag. "Mybe so, you give us
the names now. In such case, we would see fit not to hal mthese two nmen."

"l amnot fool enough to trust you!" Juan M ndoro said fiercely, speaking crisp, Anmericanized
English. "You want the nanes of ny friends in the secret political society so you can slay them and
get themout of the way. They would all be assassinated."

"But, no," smirked the Mongol. "W would only I emove themfol a sholt time. Kidnap them

pel haps. "



"Kill them you nean!" snapped M ndoro. "You won't get their nanes fromnme. That's final!" Then,

| ooki ng at Renny, he added, as though to explain his action, "The information they want woul d nean
the death of hundreds of innocent men. The decision | nust meke is a horrible one, for it nmeans ny
death as well as your own. | think they will tell me within a few hours."

Renny shrugged - the only reply he coul d nake.

Snarling, the Mongol pointed at Renny. "Begin! Cut out his eyes to stalt!"

A yell ow man fl ashed a needl e-bl aded knife. He dropped on Renny, put his knee on Renny's chest,
grasped the big man's hair with his left fist.

The knife lifted. Every eye in the roomwatched it.

A Mongol over by the entrance to the chimey shrieked. He shot like a living cannon ball across
the room He struck the knifeman with a shock that knocked them both unconscious.

WIld stares centered on the chimey entrance.

A giant man of bronze stood there!

Chapter 8. A PIRATE OF TO DAY

FOR once, the yellow faces of the Mongols were not inscrutable. They goggled like small boys
seeing their first lion.

"Fool s!" ripped their leader. "Kill this bronze devil!"

A man darted a hand to his sleeve and forked out a kris with a foot-1ong serpentine bl ade. He
drew back his armand flung the knife.

What happened next was al nost black nmagic. The kris was suddenly protruding fromthe chest of the
man who had thrown it! It was as though he had stabbed hinself.

Not one present could believe the mghty bronze man had pl ucked the flashing blade out of nid-air
and returned it so accurately and with such blinding speed. No one, except Renny, who had seen Doc
perform such amazing feats before!

Even whil e the dead nman sl oped backward to the floor like a falling tree, Doc seized anot her
Mongol . The fell ow seened to becone light as a rag doll, and as hel pl ess. H s clubbed body bow ed
over a fifth Oriental.

Only three were now left. One of these drew a revolver, flung it up, fired rapidly. But he did
not hi ng, except drive bullets into the body of his fellowas it came hurtling toward him The next
instant, he was smashed down, to |lose his senses when his head snmacked the wall.

The surviving pair spun and fled with grotesque |eaps. They squawked in terror at each junp.

They dived through a door, but retained presence of mind enough to slamand | ock the panel.

Doc struck it, found it was of arnor plate, and did not waste nore tine.

Wi rling back, he scooped up a knife and cut through the bonds of the captives.

Renny was hardly on his feet before Doc had entered the chi nmey.

The hundred feet to the top, Doc clinbed in alnost no time. He ran across the roof.

Down in the street, the Orientals were piling into a sedan. The nachi ne hooted up the

t horoughfare, skidded around a corner, and was gone.

Doc knew any attenpt to follow would be fruitless. He descended the chi mey, joining the others.
"How d you find us?" Renny wanted to know.

"Through the police," Doc explained. "They had been tel ephoning me news of every suspicious
incident, however uninportant, in this part of town. | got word of the reported screans and shots in
the radio store, and cane to investigate. | heard the two truck drivers receive orders to take their
prisoner to their boss. It was a sinple matter to follow theml here."

Doc now shook hands with Juan M ndoro.

DOC SAVAGE had once visited a nunber of islands in the Pacific, studying tropical fevers and
their cures. It was on this trip that he had first nmet Juan M ndoro. The neeting had conme about
through a medical clinic which Mndoro maintained. Mndoro was extrenely weal thy, expended
tremendous sums on projects for the general benefit of humanity. The nmedical clinic, treating poor
peopl e wi thout charge, was only one of the many philanthropi es he indul ged in.

Doc had been inpressed with the high character of Juan M ndoro. So nmuch so, indeed, that he had
of fered his services to M ndoro, should they ever be needed.

"It is hopeless for me to try to express ny thanks to you with mere words," Juan M ndoro said,

his orator's voice husky with enotion. "They would surely have killed ne, those Mngol fiends."
Doc now turned to Scott S. Gshorn. He was surprised when Osborn shrank away as if expecting a

bl ow.

"You can't do anything to nme!" Gsborn shrieked hysterically. "I've got noney! |'Il fight you
through every court in the |and!"

Puzzl ed, Doc turned to Juan M ndoro. "What does he nean?"

M ndoro gave Osborn a scowl of scathing contenpt.

"I cane to this nman, thinking he was ny friend," he said. "He offered to hide me, and took nme to
his honme. Then he went to ny enemies. They paid himnoney to tell themwhere | was."

"But they captured himat the same tinme they took you," Doc pointed out. "And a nonment ago, they
were going to kill him"

Juan M ndoro's laugh was a dry rattle. "They doubl ecrossed him He was a fool. He thought they
could be trusted."



Csborn w ped his bubbly eyes. H s weak nouth made a trenbling sneer.

"You can't do anything to me for selling you out!" he said shrilly. "My noney will see to that!
I"ve still got the dough they paid ne for telling where you were, M ndoro! Fifty thousand doll ars!
I'"1l spend every cent of it to fight you in court!”

M ndoro suddenly picked up a gun one of the Mngols had dropped. He fingered it slowy, gazing

all the while at Gsborn.

"I wish | were less of a civilized man!" be said coldly. "I would shoot this dog!"

Doc reached up and got the gun. M ndoro gave it up readily.

"Osborn has been punished,"” Doc said grimy. "He becane involved with the Mongols through his own
greed. They nurdered his brother last night. Had he not gone to them that would never have
happened. "

GCshorn's fat little face went starkly white. "Wiat's this - this about ny brother?"

"He was nurdered | ast night."

This was obviously OGsborn's first know edge of his brother's slaughter. It hit himhard. He

turned whiter and whiter until his repulsive little head becarme |ike a thing of bleached marble. He
seened hardly to breathe. Tears oozed fromhis snall eyes, chased each other down his puffy cheeks,
and wetted his shirt front and necktie.

"My own brother - | just the same as murdered him" he choked in a voice so |ow the others hardly
heard.
Ignoring him Doc indicated the doorway into the chimey. "I suggest we get out of here."

They turned toward the chimey. Then Renny yel ped excitedly and sprang for Gsborn.

He was too |ate. Gsborn, crazed by the grief of his brother's death, crunpled to the floor, his
body falling upon the upturned bl ade hel d by one of the dead Mongols.

THE body of the fat little man executed a few spasnodic jerks before it becane a spongy pile upon
the floor.

M ndoro, gazing at the body religiously, said in solemm tones: "May | be forgiven for speaking to
himso harshly. | did not know of his brother's nurder."

"He had it com ng!" grunted Renny, who was about as hard boiled as they cane.

Doc Savage made no comment.

They clinbed the chimey, crossed the roof tops, and descended to the street by the same route
Renny had been carried into this room

Doc tel ephoned the police a brief report of what had happened. He ended with the request: "Keep
my connection with the affair secret fromthe newspapers."”

"Of course, M. Savage!" said the police captain who was receiving the news. "But can you give us
a description of the |l eader of this herd of Mngols and hal f-castes?"

Doc turned to Juan M ndoro. "Wo is behind this ness?"

"A man known as Tom Too," replied M ndoro.

"Can you describe hin®?"

M ndoro shook his bead. "I have never seen the man. He did not show hinmself to me, even when |
was held prisoner."

"No description,” Doc told the police official.

They rode uptown in a taxi. Doc renmined outside on the running board for the first few bl ocks.
Then, as the machine slowed for a traffic light, he dropped off.

Even as Renny and M ndoro started to bark excited questions, the giant bronze man vani shed - | ost
himself in the crowd that swarned the wal ks of Broadway.

M ndoro wi ped his high forehead in sonme bew | der nment.

"A remarkabl e man," he nuttered.

Renny grinned. "That ain't saying the half of it!"

A coupl e of blocks farther on, Renny sobered abruptly.

"Holy cowm" he ejaculated. "I forgot to tell Doc sonething! And | dang well knowit's

inmportant!"

"What "

"When the Mongols first got me, they were going to keep nme alive as a hostage to make Doc behave.
Then they suddenly decided to kill ne, remarking that something had occurred which made it no | onger
necessary to keep ne alive. | thought at the time that naybe they had gotten Doc. But that couldn't
have been it."

"Wl "

Renny knotted his enornmous hands. "I wonder what nmade them decide to kill me!"

IT was fully an hour | ater when Doc Savage appeared at his eighty-sixth-floor skyscraper
retreat.

Ham Renny, and M ndoro were waiting for him They were perspiring and excited.

Waving his sword cane, Hamyelled: "Doc! They've got Mnk, Johnny, and Long Tom "

A stranger watching Doc woul d not have dreanmed the shock this news conveyed. The bronze face
remai ned as devoid of expression as netal. No change cane into his eyes that were |like pools of
fl ake gol d.

"When?" he asked. Hi s strange voice, although not lifted to speak the single word, carried with



the quality of a great drum beat

"W were all going to neet here about noon," Ham explained. "I stopped for a manicure and was
late. When | arrived, there was a |lot of excitement. Several of the Mngols had just herded Long
Tom Johnny, and Monk out at the point of guns. They rode off in waiting cars. Nobody as much as got
the |icense nunber of the cars.”

Renny beat his big fists together savagely - the sound they nmade was |ike steel blocks

colliding

"Blast it, Doc!" he said sorrowfully. "I knew sonething was wong when the devils decided so
suddenly to croak nme. But | forgot to tell you - "

"l heard their sudden change of intention," Doc replied

Renny | ooked vastly relieved. He had thought that his forgetful ness was responsible for half an
hour's delay in Doc getting On the trail of the captors of the trio

"Did you guess they had captured our three pal s?"

"The suspicion occurred to nme," Doc admitted. "It became certain when | dropped off the taxi and
call ed the manager of this building."

"Then you' ve been on their trail!" Renny grinned. "Find anything?"

"Not hi ng. "

Renny's sober face set in disconsolate lines. Wth the others, he foll owed Doc back into the

of fice

From a drawer, Doc took a box containing cigars - cigars so expensive and carefully nade that
each was in an individual vacuum container. He offered these to the others, then held a light - Doc
never snoked hinsel f

There was tranquility in the giant bronze man's nmanner, a sphinxlike cal mess that had the effect
of quieting Ham and Renny. Even Juan M ndoro was noticeably eased

Doc's weird gol den eyes cane to rest on Juan M ndoro

"The master of the Mongol horde is a man naned Tom Too, and they are seeking to w pe out your
secret political society in the Luzon Union," he said. "That is substantially all | know of this
affair. Can you enlighten nme further?"

"I certainly can!"™ Juan M ndoro clipped grimMy. "This TomToo is a plain pirate!"

"Pirate?"

"Exactly! A buccaneer conpared to whom Captain Kidd, Blackbeard, and Sir Henry Mrgan were petty
t hi eves!"

DOC, Renny and Ham di gested this. Renny had taken one of the cigars, although he rarely snoked
The weed | ooked like a brown toothpick in his enormpus fist. Hamwas | eaning forward in an attitude
of intense concentration, the sword cane supporting his hands under his jaw, his eyes staring at
M ndor o.

"Tom Too got his start with the pirates of the China seaboard,” M ndoro continued. "As you know,
the China coast is the only part of the world where piracy still flourishes to any extent."
"Sure," Renny put in. "The steaners along the coast and on the rivers carry soldiers and machi ne
guns. Even then, two to three hundred craft a year are looted."

"Tom Too becanme a power anong the corsairs,” Mndoro went on. "A year or two ago, he noved
inland. He intended to set up an enpire in the interior of China. He established hinself as a war
lord.

"But the armes of the Chinese republic drove himout. He nobved into Manchuria and sought to
seize territory and cities. But the Japanese were too nuch for him"

Renny twirled the cigar absently in his gigantic fingers. "This sounds a little fantastic."

"It is not fantastic - for the Orient," Doc Savage put in. "Many of the so-called war |ords of
the Far East are little better than pirates.”

"Tom Too is the worst of the lot!" Mndoro interjected. "He is considered a devil incarnate, even
in the Oient, where human life is held so very cheaply."

"You said you had never seen Tom Too," Doc suggested. "Yet you know a great deal concerning his
career."

"What | amtelling you is nmerely the talk of the cafes. It is commpn know edge. Concrete facts
about Tom Too are scarce. He keeps hinself in the background. Yet his followers nunber into the
hundreds of thousands."

"Huh?" Renny ejacul at ed

"l told you the pirates of the Spanish Main were petty crooks conpared to Tom Tool" M ndoro
rapped. "It is certain no buccaneer of history ever contenplated a coup such as Tom Too plans. He is
moving to seize the entire Luzon Union!"

"How much has he acconplished?" Doc asked sharply.

"A great deal. He has noved thousands of his nmen into the Luzon Union."

At this, Renny grunted explosively. "The newspapers have carried no word of such an invasion!"
"It has not been an arned invasion,” Mndoro said grimy. "Tom Too is too smart for that. He
knows foreign warshi ps woul d take a hand

"Tom Too's plan is much nore subtle. He is placing his followers in the arny and navy of the
Luzon Union, in the police force, and el sewhere. Thousands of them are nasqueradi ng as nerchants and



| aborers. Wen the time conmes, they will seize power suddenly. There will be what the newspapers
call a bloodl ess revol ution.

"Tom Too will establish what will seemto the rest of the world to be a |legiti mate governnent.

But every governnmental position will be held by his nen. Systematic looting will follow. They wll
take over the banks of the Union, the sugar plantations - the entire wealth of the republic."
"Where do you cone in on this?" Renny wanted to know.

M ndoro made a savage gesture. "Mself and ny secret political organization are all that stands
in the way of Tom Too!"

Chapter 9. H'S ARM FELL OFF

HAM had sai d not hi ng throughout the discussion. He naintained his attitude of intense
concentration. Hamwas a good |istener on occasions such as this. Hs keen brain had a remarkabl e
capacity for grasping details and formul ati ng courses of action.

"Have you taken this matter up with the |arger nations?" Ham asked now.

M ndoro nodded. "That was ny first nove."

"Didn't you get any action?"

"A lot of vague diplomatic talk was all!" Mndoro replied. "They told ne in so many words that
they thought | exaggerated the situation."
"Then no one will interfere, even if Tom Too seizes power with this bl oodl ess revol ution he

plans," Doc said. H's words were a statenment of fact.

Tilting back in his char, Doc drew his sleeve off his left wist.

M ndoro stared curiously at the contrivance that |ooked |ike an overgrown wist watch. He did not
know the thing was the scanning | ens of Doc's amazingly conpact television receiver. He seenmed about
to ask what it was, but the gravity of his own troubl es di ssuaded himtenporarily.

"I will describe ny secret political organization briefly, and show how we are fighting Tom Too, "
M ndoro stated. "In the secret group are nost of the prom nent nmen of the Luzon Union, including the
president, his cabinet and the nore inportant officials. W have nobney and power. We control the
newspapers. W have the confidence of the people.

"Most inportant of all, we are sufficient in nunmber to take up arns and offer Tom Too very stiff
opposition. W already have the very latest in nmachine guns and airplanes. We stand ready to fight
the instant Tom Too comes into the open.

"Tom Too has learned this. That alone is forcing himto postpone his coup. He is seeking to |learn
our identity. He captured me here in New York and tried to force me to reveal the names of the
secret society nenbers. Once in possession of those nanes, he will renpve every man. Then he will
sei ze power."

Doc put a hand inside his coat, where he wore the receiving apparatus of his television receptor.
A faint click sounded. He glanced at his wist.

A nmolten gl ow cane into his gol den eyes, a strange, hot |um nance.

"Isn't there sonething you can do toward rescuing your three friends?" M ndoro asked Doc.
"I"'mdoing it now," Doc told him

M ndoro was puzzled. "I don't understand."

"Come here and | ook." Doc indicated the disk on his wist.

The others | eaped to his side.

"Holy cow " Renny shouted out, "Wy, there's Long Tom Mnk, and Johnny!"

FLI CKERI NG on the crystal-like I ens of the tel ewatch was the sonewhat vague i nage of a dingy
office interior, The place held a pair of desks, filing cabinets, and worn chairs.

On three of the chairs sat Long Tom Mnk, and Johnny. They were bound hand and foot, tied to the
chairs, and gagged.

"l know that place," Renny ejaculated. "It's the office of the Dragon Oiental Goods Conpany,
across the street fromthe skyscraper under construction."”

"Qur friends were just brought in," said Doc.

M ndoro nmade bew | dered gestures.

"That is a television instrument, of course,” he nuttered. "But | did not know they were nade
that small."

"They re not, usually,"” Doc explained. "But this one is not radically different fromthe |arger

sets. It is nmerely reduced in size. Being so snall, it is effective for only a fewmles."
"Where is the transmtter?" Renny questioned, "In the Dragonboat?"
"In the adjoining office. | installed it after |eaving you and Mndoro in the taxi. Cther

transmtters, operating on slightly different wave |l engths, are at the radio store and at the spot
where Tom Too so nearly finished you. This one got results first."

Hamran into the | aboratory. He canme out bearing several of the conpact little nmachine guns which
were Doc's own invention, gas masks, gas bonbs, and bull et-proof vests.

Ri di ng down in the high-speed el evator, Ham Renny, and M ndoro donned the vests, belted on the
machi ne guns, and stuffed their pockets w th bonbs.

M ndoro, who was unfamliar with Doc's workin" methods, showed astoni shnent that the mghty
bronze man did not follow their exanple.

"Aren't you going to carry at |east one of these guns?" he queried.



Doc's bronze head shook a negative. "Rarely use them"

"But why?"

Doc was slow answering. He didn't like to talk about hinself or his way of operating.

"The reasons | don't use a gun are largely psychological," he said. "Put a gun in a man's hand,

and he will use it. Let himcarry one and he cones to depend upon it. Take it away fromhim and he

is lost - seized with a feeling of helpless-ness. Therefore, since | carry no firearns, none can be
taken fromnme to |l eave the resultant feeling of helplessness."

"But think of the handicap of not being armed!" M ndoro obj ect ed.

Doc shrugged and dropped the subject.

Ham and Renny grinned at this word play. Doc handi capped? Not nuch! They had never seen m ghty
bronze man in a spot yet where he didn't have a ready way out.

Doc rode the outside of the cab which whisked them down Broadway. He watched the diallike | ens of
his tel ewatch al nost continuously.

Several Mongols were now in the Dragon concern office. They noved about, conversing. The inage
carried to Doc by television was too jittery and dimto permt himto read their lips. Indeed, he
could not even identify the faces of the nen in the room beyond the fact that they were | enon-hued
and sl ant - eyed.

Consi dering the conpactness of Doc's tiny apparatus, how ever, the transmtted i mage was

remarkably clear. An electrical engineer interested in television would have gone into raptures over
the mechanism It was constructed with the precision of a lady's costly wist watch.

An interesting bit of drama was now enacted on the tel ewatch |ens.

Monk, by squirm ng about in the chair in which he was bound, got his toes on the floor. Hopping
like a grotesque, half-paralyzed frog, he suddenly reached the grinmy window He fell against the
pane. |t broke.

Sone gl ass fell inside the roony sone dropped down into the street.

A yellow man ran to Monk and delivered a terrific blow. Mnk upset, chair and all, onto the

floor. He | anded on fragments of the wi ndow he had broken. Doc watched Mnk's hands intently after
the fall. The Mongol s peered anxiously out of the wi ndow. They drew back after a tinme, satisfied the

falling glass had al armed no one.

Doc's view was now i nterrupted.

A sl ant-eyed nman cane and stood directly before the eye of the hidden television transmtter. All
the apparatus registered was a linmted view of the fell ow s back.

Doc waited, gol den eyes never |leaving the telewatch dial. None of his inpatience showed on his
bronze features. Three mi nutes passed. Four. Then the Mongol noved away fromthe tel evision eye.
The situation in the Dragon concern office was exactly as it had been four mnutes ago. The three
fornms bound to chairs were quiet.

Doc's head shook slowy.

"I don't like this," he told those inside the taxi. "Sonething strange is happening in that
office."

Doc continued to watch the scanning lens. The three tied to the chairs were notionl ess as dead
men. He could not see their faces.

"We're alnost there, Doc," Renny said fromthe cab interior.

Doc directed the driver to stop the nachine. They got out.

"Let's rush 'em" Renny suggested, his voice a runble |ike thunder in a barrel.

"That is probably what they're hoping we'll do," Doc told himdryly.

Renny started. "You think this is a trick?"

"Tom Too is clever enough to know you picked up the trail of his man at the Dragon concern
office. He nmust surely know we are away - he has been using the office. Yet he chanced discovery in
bringing our pals there, or having his men bring them He would not do that w thout a reason."
"But what -

"Wait here!"

Leavi ng them behi nd, Doc noved down a side street. Two or three pedestrians turned to stare after
his striking figure, startled by sight of a physique such as they had not glinpsed before.

SOME di stance down the side street, a street huckster stood beside a two-wheel ed hand cart piled
high with apples and oranges. This nman had but recently arrived fromhis native land in the south of
Eur ope, and he spoke little English.

He was surprised when a voice hailed himin his native tongue. He was inpressed by the appearance
of the bronze, gol den-eyed man who had accosted him A short conversation ensued. Some noney changed
hands.

The huckster wheeled his cart to a secluded spot. But he shortly reappeared, pushing his vehicle
toward Broadway. He turned south on Broadway, and was soon before the Far East Building, on the
tenth floor of which was the office of the Dragon Oiental Goods Conpany.

The door of the Far East Building was wi de. The huckster calmy wheel ed his car inside an
unhear d- of thing.

The hal f-caste el evator operator dashed forward angrily. Another man was loitering in the | obby.
Hi s broad face, prom nent cheek bones and al nbst entire absence of beard denoted, to an expert



observer, Mngol blood. He joined the el evator operator.

They proceeded to throw the fruit vender out bodily. It took both of them They westled the
peddl er clear to the sidewal k and dunped himinto the gutter. Then they canme back and shoved the
cart out.

Nei ther man noticed the fruit in the cart was not heaped as high as it had been a nonent before.
The huckster wheel ed his vehicle away, barking excitedly in his native tongue. He di sappeared.
Doc Savage had been hi dden under the fruit. No one but the peddl er knew Doc was now in the Far
East Building - least of all the Mongol in the |obby, who was obviously one of Tom Too's pirate
hor de.

"Me think that velly stlange thing to happen,"” the Mngol told the el evator operator.

"All ee sane | ookee funny," agreed the operator. "Mbbe so that fella wol k al ongsi de bl onze man?"
The Mongol swore a cackling burst in his native tongue. "Me thinkee good thing follow fluit
fella! Al ee sane cut thloat and play safe."

Wth this, he felt a knife inside his sleeve and started out. He reached the door.

Splat! The sound was dull, mushy. It came fromthe side of the door. Thin glass fragnments of a
hol l ow ball tinkled on the floor tiling.

The Mongol went to sleep on his feet - fell w thout a sound.

Doc had hurled one of his anaesthetic balls fromthe stairway. He had not intended to reveal his
presence. But it was necessary that he protect the innocent huckster whom he had bribed to bring him
here.

The el evator operator spun. He saw Doc. A screech of fright split past his |lips. He charged
wildly for the street door.

The cloud of invisible, odorless anaesthetic had not yet becone ineffective. The nman ran into it.
He fol ded down, and nomentum tunbl ed hi m head over heels across the wal k.

Doc stepped to the door.

Fromtwo points - one up the street, one down it - nachine guns brayed a | oud stream of reports.
Doc had expected sonething like that. This was a trap, and Tom Too's nmen were hardly fools enough
to wait for himon the upper floors of the building, where their retreat would be cut off.

He flashed backward in tine to get in the clear.

Fistful s of stone powdered off the building entrance as jacketed bullets storned. Falling glass
jangled loudly. Ricocheting | ead squawl ed in the | obby.

Doc glided to the stairs, nounted to the second floor and tried the door of a front office. It
chanced to be | ocked. He pulled - not overly hard, it seemed. The lock burst fromits anchorage as
t hough hitched to a tractor.

Entering the office, Doc crossed to a w ndow and gl anced down.

The machi ne guns had silenced. A gray sedan sped along the street, slowing to permt the Mngols
to dive aboard. The car continued north. It reached the first corner.

Suddenly there was a series of saw ng sounds, |ike the rasp of a gigantic bull fiddle.

Doc knew t hose noises instantly - the terrific fire of the conpact little nachi ne guns he had
invented. Renny, Ham and M ndoro had turned | oose on the Orientals.

The gray sedan careened to the left. It hurdled the curb. There was a roar of rent wood and
smashing glass as it hit a display wi ndow The car passed entirely through the wi ndow. Weels ripped
of f, fenders crunpled, top partially smashed in, it sledded across the floor of a furniture store.
Doc saw the attackers wade through the weckage after the car. Several tines their little nmachine
guns made the awful bull-fiddle saw ngs.

Then the three nen cane out and sped toward the Far East Buil ding.

Doc nmet them downstairs.

"Three of the devils were in the car!" Renny grimaced. "They're all ready for the norgue."

"What about our pal s?" Ham denanded. He seized Doc's wist and stared at the tel ewatch dial.
"CGood! They're still tied to those chairs!"

Doc said nothing. H s golden eyes showed no el ation.

They rode up in the elevator. Renny raced down the tenth-floor corridor. He did not wait to see
whet her the Dragon concern office door was |ocked. His keg of a fist whipped a terrific blow The
stout panel junped out of the frane |ike match wood.

Renny, continuing forward, tore the door fromits hinges with his great weight.

Ham | eaped to one of the bound figures, grasped it by the arm Then he emtted a squawk of
horror.

The arm of the formhad come off in his hand!

"THEY' RE dunmi es, " Doc said. "The clothes worn by Mnk, Long Tom and Johnny - stuffed with waste
paper, and fitted with the faces of show wi ndow dunm es."

Ham shuddered violently. "But we saw Monk, Long Tom and Johnny in here! They were novi ng about,
or at |east struggling against their bonds."

"They were here," Doc admitted. "But they were taken away and the dunm es substituted while one
of the Mongols stood in front of the television transmitter, unless |I'm nistaken."

Renny's sober face was black with gloom "Then they knew the tel evision sender was installed
here!"



"They were lucky enough to find it," Doc agreed. "So they brought the three prisoners here

hopi ng we woul d see them and cone to the rescue. They had the nmachi ne-gun trap down in the street
wai ting for us. That explains the whole thing."

Ham made a sl ashing gesture with his sword cane. "Blast it! W haven't acconplished anything!"
Doc swung over to the fragnents of broken wi ndow |lying on the floor. One piece was about a foot
square, the others snaller. He began gathering them

"What possi bl e value can that glass have?" M ndoro questioned curiously, still trenbling alittle
fromthe excitenment of the recent fight

"Monk broke this wi ndow and his captors knocked himover," Doc replied. "He lay on top of the
glass fragnents for a time, while the Mongol s | ooked down at the window to see if the breaking

wi ndow had caused alarm They did not watch Monk at all for a few seconds. During that tineg,
distinctly saw Monk work a crayon of the invisible-witing chalk out of his pocket and wite
sonet hing on the glass."

Renny | unbered for the door. "The ultra-violet apparatus is at the office. W'll have to take the
gl ass there."

They left the Far East Building by a rear door, thus avoiding delay while explanations were being
furni shed the police

In Doc's eighty-sixth-floor retreat, they put the glass fragments under the ultra-violet |anp
Monk' s nessage confronted them an unearthly bluish scraw. It was brief, but all-inportant

Tom Too is scared and taking a run-out powder. He is going to Frisco by plane and sailing for the
Luzon Unlon on the liner Malay Queen. He's taking us three along as hostages to keep you off his
neck. Gve 'imhell, Doc

"CGood old Monk!" Ham grinned. "That honmely ape does pull a fast one once in a while. He's heard

t he gang tal ki ng anong t hensel ves. Probably they figured he couldn't understand their lingo."

M ndoro had pal ed visibly. He strained his graying hair through palsied fingers

"Thi s means bl oodshed!" he muttered thickly. "Tom Too has given up trying to get the roster of ny
political group. He will strike, and ny associates will fight him Mny will die."

Doc Savage scooped up the phone. He gave a nunber - that of a Long Island airport

"My plane!" he said crisply. "Have it ready in an hour."

"You think we can overhaul themfromthe air?" Ham demanded

"Too risky for our three pals,"” Doc pointed out

"Then what -

"We're going to be on the liner Malay Queen when she sails fromFrisco!"

Chapter 10. THE LUZON TRAIL

THE |iner Malay Queen, steam ng out through the CGol den Gate, was an inpressive sight. No doubt
many persons on the San Francisco water front paused to admire the majesty of the vessel. She was a
bit over seven hundred feet long. |In shipbuilding parlance, she displaced thirty thousand tons
The hull was black, with a strip of red near the water |line; the superstructure was a striking
white. The craft had been built when everybody had plenty of noney to spend. Al the |uxuries had
been put into her swi mring pool, three dining saloons, two |ounges, two snoking roons, witing room
library, and two bars. She even carried a snmall bank

Mbst of the passengers were on deck, getting their last |ook at the Golden Gate. At Fort Point
and Fort Baker, the nearest points of land on either side, construction work on the new Gol den Gate
bridge was in evidence - a structure which would be nearly six and a half thousand feet in length
when conpl et ed

Among t he passengers were some strange personages

O exotic appearance, and smacking of the nystery of the Oient, was the H ndu who stood on the
boat deck. Vol umi nous white robes swathed this man fromneck to ankles. Cccasionally the breeze blew
back his robes to disclose the brocaded sandals he wore. A jewel flaned in his anple turban

Such of his hair as was visible had a jet-black color. H's brown face was plunp and well-fed
Under one ear, and reaching beneath his chin to his other ear, was a horrible scar. It |ooked as
t hough sonebody had once tried to cut the Hndu's throat. He wore dark gl asses

Even nore striking was the Hindu's gigantic black servant This fell ow wore baggy pantal oons. a

fl anboyant silk sash, and sandals which had toes that curled up and over. On each turned-over toe
was a tiny silver bell

This black man wore no shirt, but nade up for it with a barrel-sized turban. He had thick lips
and nostrils which. flared |ike those of a hard-running horse

Passengers on the Malay Queen had already noted that the Hi ndu and his black nman were never far

apart.
"A pair of bloomn' tough-lookin' blokes, if yer asks me," remarked a flashy cockney fell ow,
pointing at the Hindu and the black. "H 'd bloody well 'ate to face 'emin a dark alley. Yer'd

better |ock up them glass marbles yer wearin', dearie."

The cockney had addressed a stiff-backed, very fat dowager in this famliar fashion. They were
perfect strangers. The dowager gave the cockney a | ook that woul d have made an Eskino shiver
"Sir!" she said bitingly, then flounced off

The cockney | eered after her. He was dressed in the height of bad taste. The checks in his suit



were big and loud; his tie and shirt were violently colored. He wore | owcut shoes that were neither
tan nor black, but a bilious red hue. H's hat was green. He snoked bad-snelling cigars, and was not
in the | east careful where he knocked his ashes. His face bore an unnatural pal eness, as though he
m ght have recently served a |long prison term

The cockney did not glance again at the H ndu and the bl ack nan.

The Hindu was Doc Savage. The bl ack man was Renny. The cockney, he of the loud clothes and bad
manners, was Ham - Ham the one usually so inmmacul ately clad and so debonair of manner. The

di sgui ses were perfect, a tribute to Doc's intensive study of the make-up art.

Down on the pronmenade deck, a steward was confronting one of the steerage passengers who had
wandered into territory reserved for those traveling first class.

"You'll have to get back down where you belong!" grow ed the steward, show ng scant politeness.
Courtesy did not seemto be due such a character as the steerage passenger. The man was shabby,

di shevel ed. In age he seened to be less than thirty. But he | ooked |ike a fever-ridden tropical
tranp. His skin was light in hue, and he was a pronounced bl ond.

A cl ose observer mght have noted his eyes were unusually dark for one so fair-conplected.

Thi s man was Juan M ndoro.

Shortly afterward, M ndoro sought to reach the upper decks again. This time he succeeded. He nmade
his way furtively to the royal suite, the finest aboard. This was occupi ed by Doc and Renny -
otherwi se the H ndu and his black servant.

M ndoro unl ocked the royal suite with a key Doc had furnished, entered, and wote bnelly on the
bathroommrror with a bit of crayonlike substance he produced froma pocket. He wote near the

t op.

No stewards encountered the bl owsy-1ooking tropical tranmp as he returned to the steerage.

Fifteen mnutes after this incident, Hamalso entered the royal suite and left a nessage witten
near the bottomof the mirror.

The Mal ay Queen was sone miles out to sea before the H ndu and his black man stal ked with great
dignity to their royal suite and | ocked thensel ves in.

Doc turned the ultra-violet lanp on the bathroommrror.

M ndoro' s nessage read:

The steerage is full of half-castes Chinese, Japanese, Ml ays. And Mongols. But | have seen

not hing to show Tom Too is aboard.

Ham s communi cati on was:

No sign of Mnk, Long Tom or Johnny. And how | hate these cl othes!

Renny snorted at the reflection of his own black face in the mrror. "Hamsure cuts a swath in
his green hat and bl ood-col ored shoes. |'I| bet he breaks the mirror in his cabin so he can't see
hi msel f."

Doc took off his turban. He had dyed his hair an extrene bl ack.

"Did you see any sign of Tom Too or his prisoners, Renny?"

"Not a hair." Renny drew funnel-like flaring tubes fromhis nostrils.

"They cane from New York to San Francisco by plane, we know. W |ocated the aircraft they had
chartered. And the pilots told us they had three prisoners along."

"The big point is - did they sail on the Mal ay Queen?"

"We have no proof they did. But Mnk's nessage indicated they intended to."

Renny scowl ed at his sepia reflection in the mrror, apparently trying to see how fierce he could
|l ook. The result was a countenance utterly villainous, especially when he replaced the tubes which
enl arged his nostrils.

"Holy cow " be grunted. "I wouldn't even know nyself! | don't think Tom Too will recognize us,
Doc. That gives us a few days in which to work. That's a long tine."

"W may need it. This Tom Too is as clever a devil as we've ever gone up against."

They were not tong in learning just how true Doc's statenment was.

HAM gave Doc Savage news of the first devel opnent. This occurred the foll ow ng day.

Ham furni shed Doc his information in a rather curious fashion. He did it by snoking his vile
cigar. He was seated at one end of the |ounge. Doc was ostensibly reading a book at the other.
Ham rel eased short and |l ong puffs of snoke fromhis lips. The short puffs were dots, the |ong
ones dashes. Using them Ham spelled out a sentence.

Have you heard the tal k going over the ship about the three naniacs confined to a stateroomon D
deck?

Tom Too or any of his nen, were they in the | ounge, would hardly have dreanmed the silly-1ooking
cockney was transmtting a nessage. And Tom Too m ght very well be present - quite a few Orientals
wer e nunbered anobng the first-class passengers sitting in the |ounge.

Doc shook a negative with his head, making it seem he was nentally disagreeing with sonething he
had read in his book.

The three madmen are in Stateroom Sixty-six. Ham continued his snoke transm ssion.

Two Mongol s are always on guard outside the cabin. That's all |'ve been able to find out.

"And that's plenty," nmuttered Renny, who had al so spelled out Ham s snoke words.

Shortly after this the Hi ndu and his giant black servant retired to their royal suite.



"That means they've got our buddies prisoners in the cabin!" Renny declared. "They've given out
the word they're madmen to explain their keeping out of sight. Probably they're strapped in
strait-jackets, and gagged, too."

Doc nodded grimy. "You stay here, Renny. |'m going down and investigate - alone."

For the first time, passengers on the Malay Queen saw the exotic-looking H ndu novi ng about

wi thout his black man. Several eyes followed himas he entered the el evator

"I wish to be let out on D deck," he told the el evator man, speaking the precise English of one
to whom the tongue is not native

D deck, being the |owest on the ship, held the cheapest accommpdations. The stateroons were not
perfectly ventilated, and it was necessary to keep the ports of the outside cabins closed nuch of
the time | est waves slosh in and cause danmge

Cabin No.66 was far forward.

Sure enough, two slant-eyed fellows |ounged before the door. These were not hal f-castes, but of
pure Mongol strain. Both of themlooked fairly intelligent

Bl ank-eyed, they watched the robed H ndu approach. Wth each step the Hindu's rich sandal s
appear ed under his robes. He cane to a stop within armreach of the two Mngols

What foll owed next was forever a nystery to the Mongol pair.

Two sharp cracks sounded. Each man dropped

Doc had struck with both fists sinultaneously, before either victimrealized what he intended to
do. I ndeed, neither Mngol as nmuch as saw Doc's white-swathed arns start their nmovenent

The stateroom door was | ocked. Doc exerted pressure. The door caved in. Doc glided warily

t hr ough

The stateroom was enpty!

Doc was not given long to digest this disappointing discovery. Two shots crashed in the passage
out si de. They cane cl ose together, deafening roars

Doc whi pped over to a berth, scooped up a pillow, and flashed it briefly outside the door. Mre
shots thundered. Bullets tore a cloud of feathers out of the pillow

Wth a gesture too quick for watching eyes to catch, Doc flicked a glass ball of anaesthetic into
t he passage

He held his breath a full four minutes - not a difficult task, considering Doc had practiced
doing that very thing every day of his life since he had quitted the cradle

In the interimhe heard excited shouts. Men ran up. But their shouts ceased and they fel
unconsci ous as the gas got them

When he knew t he anaesthetic vapor had becone ineffective, Doc stepped out

Only stewards and ship officers |lay senseless in the passage. O the man who had fired the shots
there was no sign

Bot h of the Mongols had bullet holes through their brains

For the nmoment no other observers were in sight. Doc hurried past the unconscious sailors and
returned to the royal suite

Renny was di sappoi nted when Doc appeared wi thout their three friends

"What did you find?" he demanded

"That Tom Too is about as clever a snake as ever lived!" Doc replied grimy

"What'd he do?"

"Spread a fal se story about three madnmen being in the cabin just on the chance | was aboard. He
figured that if | was, |1'd investigate. Wll, | accompdated him And now he knows who | am"

"A bad break!" Renny grow ed

"Tom Too is an utterly col d-blooded killer. He sacrificed two of his nen, nurdering themjust so

they would not fall into my hands. No doubt he feared they woul d be scared into betraying him"
Renny jerked a cast of dental conposition out of his mouth. It was this which had thickened his
l'ips.

"No need of us wearing these disguises any longer!" he decl ared

"No," Doc agreed. "They'd just nake us that nuch easier to find. Ham and M ndoro are safe for the
time being in their disguises, though."

The two nen busi ed thensel ves sheddi ng their make-up

Renover used by theatrical players took the stain off their skin and hair. Doc peeled his throat
scar off as though it were adhesive tape

"This puts us in a tough spot," Renny runbled as they returned thensel ves to normal appearance
"They'l|l spare no effort to put us out of the way. And no telling how many of them are aboard."
It was a vastly different-looking pair of men who stepped out of the royal suite. They were so
changed an approachi ng deck steward did not recogni ze them

"I's the Hi ndu in?" questioned the steward. "I got a note for him"
Doc plucked the note Qut of the startled steward's fingers
It read

There is an ancient saying about the straw that broke the back of the canel. Your next nove will
be the straw needed to break ny patience
Your three friends are alive and well - as long as ny patience remains intact



TOM TOO.
"The brass of the guy!" gritted Renny.
"Who gave you this?" Doc demanded of the steward.

"l dunno," muttered the flunky. "I was walkin' along, an it dropped at ny feet. There was a
five-dollar bill clipped to it, together with a note askin' ne to deliver it. Sonebody nust 'a'
throwed it."

Doc's gol den eyes bored into those of the steward until he was convinced the nman spoke the

truth.

"On what deck did that happen?"

"On this one."

Chapter 11. PERIL LINER

MORE questioning reveal ed that no one had been in sight when the steward | ooked around after
having the note drop at his feet.

The steward departed, perspiring a little. That night he didn't sleep well, what wi th dream ng of
uncanny gol den eyes which had seenmed to suck the truth out of himlike magnets, pulling at steel
bars.

In the royal suite, Renny nade grim preparations. He donned a bull et-proof vest and harnessed two
of Doc's conpact machine guns under his arns, where they wouldn't bul ge his coat too nuch.

"Tom Too is not gonna set back and wait to see if we intend to lay off him" he runbl ed
wathfully. "W've got to watch our step."

"Not a bad idea," Doc agreed. "From now on we take no nore neals in the dining saloon."

"I hope we ain't gonna fast," grunted Renny, who was a heavy eater.

"Concentrated rations are in our baggage."

"Any chance of a prow er poisoning the stuff?"

"Very little. It would be next to inpossible to get into the containers w thout breaking the
seals."

Renny conpl eted his grimpreparations. He straightened his coat, then surveyed hinmself in the
mrror. H's garments had been tailored to conceal guns worn in under-arm hol sters. The bull et - proof
vest was inside, worn as an undergarnent. Renny did not look like a walking fortress.

"What are we going to do about Tom Too?" he asked.

"We'll nove slowy, for the time being. W don't want to get himexcited enough to kill our
pals," Doc said. "Qur first move will be to consult the captain of the ship."

They found Captain H ckman, commander of the Malay Queen, on his bridge.

Captain H ckman was a short-legged man with a body that was nearly egg-shaped. Sea gal es and
blistering tropical suns had reddened his face until it |looked as if it had been soaked in beet
juice. His uniformwas resplendent. with gold braid and brass buttons.

Four nattily clad apprentice officers stood on the bridge, keeping watch over the instrunments.
The first mate strode sprucely back and forth, supervising the apprentices and the general
operation of the liner.

The first mate was sonewhat of a fashion plate, his uniformbeing inpeccable. He was a sl ender,
pliant man with good shoul ders and a thin-featured, not unhandsone face. H's skin had a deeply
tanned hue. H's eyes were elevated a trifle at the outer corners, |ending a suspicion some of his
ancestors had been Orientals. This was not unusual, considering the Malay Queen plied the Oient
trade.

Doc introduced hinmself to Captain H ckman.

"Savage - Savage - hmmnl" Captain H ckman nurrmured, stroking his red jaw. "Your nanme sounds
very famliar, but | can't quite place it."

The first mate came over, saying: "No doubt you saw this man's name in the newspapers, captain.
Doc Savage conducted the nysterious submarine expedition to the arctic regions. The papers were full
of it."

"To be sure!" ejacul ated Captain H cknman. Then he introduced the first mate. "This is M. Jong,
my first officer."

The inpeccable first mate bowed, his polite smle increasing the Oiental aspect of his features
to a marked degree.

DOC SAVAGE and Renny went into consultation with Captain Hickman in the latter's private sitting
room

"We have reason to believe three of ny friends are being held prisoner somewhere aboard this
liner," Doc explained bluntly. "It is a human inpossibility for two nen, or even three or four, to
search a boat this size. The captives could easily be shifted to a portion of the vessel which we
had al ready searched, and we would be none the wiser. We therefore wish the aid of your crew, such
of themas you trust inplicitly."

Captai n H ckman rubbed his brow. He seened too surprised for words.

"It is extrenmely inportant the search be conducted with the utnobst secrecy,” Doc continued. "Any
alarmw || nmean the death of ny friends."

"This is highly irregular!" the commander obj ect ed.

"Possi bly."



"Have you any authority to comand such a search?"

The flaky gold in Doc's eyes began to take on a nolten aspect, an indication of anger.

"1 had hoped you woul d cooperate freely in this matter." No wath was apparent in his powerful
Voi ce.

At this point a radio operator entered the cabin, saluted briskly, and presented Captain H ckman
a nessage.

The florid comander read it. His |ips conpressed; his eyes hardened.

"No search of this ship will be made!" he snapped. "And you two nen are under arrest!"”

Renny sprang to his feet, roaring: "Wat're you trying to pull on us?"

"Cal mdown," Doc told himmldly. Then he asked Captain H ckman: "May | see that radi ogran?"
The skipper of the Malay Queen hesitated, then passed the wireless mssive over. It read:

CAPTAI N H CKMAN COMMANDER S S MALAY QUEEN SEARCH YOUR SHI P FOR MEN NAMED CLARK SAVAGE JR ALI AS
DOC SAVAGE AND COLONEL JOHN RENW CK ALI AS RENNY RENW CK STOP ARREST BOTH AND HOLD STOP WANTED FOR
MURDERI NG SEVERAL MONGOLI ANS AND CHI NESE | N NEW YORK CI TY STOP SAN FRANCI SCO POLI CE DEPARTMENT
"Holy cow " Renny thundered his pet expletive. "How did they know we were aboard?"

"They didn't," Doc said grimy. "This is Tom Too's work. Call that radio operator in here,
captain. W'll see if he really received such a nessage."

"I"l'l do nothing of the sort!" snapped Captain H ckman. "You two are under arrest."

Wth this statement the florid skipper wenched open a drawer of his desk. He grasped a revol ver
reposing there.

Doc's bronze hand floated out and cane to rest on Captain Hi ckman's right el bow. Tightening, the
corded bronze digits seenmed to bury thenselves in the florid man's flesh.

Captain H ckman's fingers splayed open and | et the gun drop. He spat a stifled cry of pain.
Renny scooped up the fallen weapon.

Jong, the first mate, pitched into the sitting room drawn by his skipper's cry. Renny |let Jong
l ook into the noisy end of the revolver, saying: "I wouldn't start anything, mster!"

Doc rel eased Captain Hi ckman's el bow. The ski pper doubl ed over, whining with agony, nursing his
hurt el bow against his egg of a stomach. At the sane tine he goggled at Doc's netallic hand, as
?t hough unabl e to believe human fingers could have hurt him so.

Jong stood with hands half uplifted, saying nothing.

"We'll go interview the radio operator,” Doc decl ared.

THE radio installation on the Malay Queen consisted of a |large | obby equi pped with a counter,
wher e nessages were accepted, and two inner roons hol di ng enornous banks of apparatus.

"The nessage was genuine, all right!" insisted the radio operator. He gave the call letters of
the San Franci sco station which had transmtted the missive.

Seating hinself at the sem automatic "bug" which served in lieu of a sending key, Doc called the
shore station and verified this fact.

"Let's see your file of sent nessages!" Doc directed the operator.

A brief search turned up one which had been "marked off" as sent not nmore than twenty m nutes
ago. It was in code, the words neaningl ess.

"Who filed this?"

"l don't know," insisted the radio man. "I discovered it Iying on the counter, together with the
paynent for transmi ssion and a swell tip. Sone one cane in and left it w thout being observed."
"This Tom Too nmust be half ghost!" Renny nmuttered. He still held the captain's revolver, although

nei ther the skipper of the Malay Queen nor First Mate Jong were offering resistance.

Doc studi ed the ci pher nmessage. It read:

JOHN DUCK HOTEL KWANG SAN FRANCI SCO DTGSS EARVR AAGSE | AHBR OOAFR CDI RDA

There was no signature. Radiograms are often unsigned, which made this fact nothing unusual.
"Whew! " Renny grunted. "Can you make heads or tails of that mess of letters, Doc? It seens to be
a five-letter code of sone kind."

"The |l ast word has six letters," Doc pointed out. "Let's see what a little experinmenting will do
toit."

Seating hinself before a sheet of blank paper, a pencil in hand, Doc went to work on the cipher.
H's pencil flewswiftly, trying different conbinations of the letters.

Five minutes later he got it.

"The thing is sinple, after all," he snmled.

"Yeah?" Renny grunted doubtfully.

"The first cipher letter is the first in the translated nessage,” Doc said rapidly. "The second
cipher letter is the last in the message. The third cipher letter is the second in the nessage; the
fourth cipher letter is next to the last in the nessage, and so on. The letters are nerely scranbl ed
systematical ly!"

"Hey!" gasped Renny. "I'mdizzy already."

"It sounds conplicated until you get it down on paper. Here, 1'll show you."

Doc put down the cipher as it stood.

DTOSS EARYR AAGSE | AHBR OOAFR ODI RDA

Under that he wote the translation.



DOCSAVAGEABOARDRADI OFORHI SARREST

Renny scowl ed at this. Then its neaning becane clear - the words were nerely without spacing
"Doc Savage aboard. Radio for his arrest!" he read al oud

"The Instructions Tom Too sent to a confederate in San Francisco,"
had agreed upon a course of action should we be discovered aboard."

PONERFUL equi pnent was a part of the installation aboard the Malay Queen. Using this, it was
possi bl e for passengers aboard to carry on a tel ephone conversation with any one ashore, exactly as
though there was a wire connection

Using this, Doc now proceeded to do sone detective work

He called the Hotel Kwang in San Franci sco

"Have you a guest registered under the nanme of John Duck?" he asked

"John Duck checked out only a few nonents ago," the hotel clerk informed him

Doc's second call was to the San Francisco police chief. He cut in a |oud-speaker so every one in
the Mal ay Queen radi o room coul d hear what the police chief had to say

"Have you received any request to arrest Doc Savage," Doc asked

"Certainly not!" replied the San Francisco official. "W have a suggestion fromthe New York
police that we offer Savage every possi bl e cooperation."”

Doc rested his gol den eyes on Captain H ckman. "You satisfied?"

Captain H ckman's ruddy face glistened with perspiration. "I - er - yes, of course."

Doc severed his radio connection with San Franci sco

"l wish your cooperation," he told Captain Hi ckman. "Wether you give it or not is up to you. But
if you refuse, you may rest assured you will |ose your conmand of this ship within thirty mnutes."
Captain H ckman nopped at his face. He was bew | dered, angry, a little scared

Doc noted his indecision. "Call your owners. Ask them about it."

The Mal ay Queen conmander hurriedly conplied. He secured a radio-land-1ine connection with the
headquarters of his conmpany in San Franci sco He gave a brief description of the situation

"\What about this man Savage?" he finished

He was wearing earphones. The others did not hear what he was told

But Captain H ckman turned about as pale as his ruddy face permtted. H s hands shook as he

pl aced the headset on the table. He stared at Doc as if wondering what manner of man the big bronze
fell ow was.

Doc expl ai ned. "Evidently they

"l have been ordered to do anything you wi sh, even to turning ny command over to you," he said
briskly.

First Mate Jong stared as if this was hard to believe. Then he nmade a gesture of agreenent. "I

will start an inmediate search of the ship. And | can promise you it will be done so snoothly no one
will as much as know it is going on."

He hurried out

Doc and Renny returned to the royal suite

Renny eyed Doc curiously. "Just what kind of a pull have you got with the conpany that owns this
boat, anyhow?"

"Sonme nonths ago the concern got pinched for noney," Doc said slowmy, reluctantly. "Had it ceased
operating, several thousand nen would have been out of jobs. A loan of mne tided themover."
RENNY sank heavily into a chair. At tines he felt a positive awe of the mighty bronze man. This
was one of the occasions

It was not the fact that Doc was weal thy enough to take an inportant hand in a commercial project
such as this, that took Renny's breath. It was the uncanny way such things as this turned up - the
way the bronze nan seened to have a finger in affairs in every part of the world

Renny knew Doc Possessed fabul ous wealth, a golden treasure.trove al ongside which the proverbia
ransom of a king paled into insignificance. Doc had a fortune great enough to buy and sell sone
nati ons

Renny had seen that treasure. The sight of it had left himdazed for weeks. It lay in the |ost
Val l ey of the Vanished, a chasmin the inpenetrable nmountains of the Central American republic of
Hi dal go. This strange place was peopl ed by a gol den-skinned fol k, pure-bl ooded descendants of the
anci ent Mayan race. They guarded the wealth. And they sent burro trains of it to the outside world
as Doc needed it

There was one string attached to the wealth - Doc was to use it only in projects which woul d
benefit humanity. The Mayans had insisted Upon that. It was to he used for the cause of right
Their insistence was hardly needed, for it would not have received any other disposition at Doc's
hands. Doc's life was dedicated to that sane creed - to go here and there, fromone end of the world
to the other, striving to help those who needed hel p, punishing those who were nal efactors

This was the one thing that notivated Doc's every act

The sanme creed bound his five men to Doc. That, and their |ove of adventure, which was never

sati sfied.

Chapter 12. TREACHERY

THE search for Mnk, Long Tom and Johnny drew a bl ank

"l can assure you we searched every stateroom aboard, and every box and bal e of the cargo!"



decl ared sl ant-eyed First Mate Jong. "There was no sign of three prisoners."

"l don't believe they're aboard!" Captain H ckman Captain H cknman had taken to speaking in a | ow
voi ce when in the presence of the big bronze nan. He was conpletely in awe of Doc, and his nmanner
showed it.

"I"'mstill betting they're aboard!" Renny grunted. "Unless - " He wet his lips. H s enornous

fists became flinty blocks. It had just occurred to himthat Tom Too mi ght have becone al armed and
slain the three captives, shoving their bodi es overboard.

Renny's fears were dispelled by a plain white card they found under the door of the royal suite
the next day. It said:

The straw did not break the back of the canel, you may be glad to Jearn. But it canme very near.
TOM TOO,

"That snake is getting cocky!" Renny gritted. "How could the search have m ssed our three pals,
granting they're aboard?”

"No telling how many of the crew have been bribed," Doc pointed out.

THE Mal ay Queen stopped at Honolulu for a few hours. Doc had gotten instructions to the flashy
cockney and the dishevel ed tropical tranp, otherwi se Ham and M ndoro, and they all kept close watch
on such persons as went ashore.

No sign of Long Tom Monk, or Johnny was di scovered in the close inspection.

Inmredi ately after the Malay Queen put to sea again, Doc Savage instituted a single-handed search
for his three captive friends. Due to the great size of the liner, the task was a nearly inpossible
one.

A hundred of Tom Too's corsairs could concei vably have been aboard w thout Doc being able to
identify one of them Every Mngol, Jap, Chinaman and hal f-caste was a potential suspect.

Doc began in the hold. He opened barrels, boxes, and bal es of cargo. He exam ned the fresh-water
tanks. The Malay Queen was an oil burner, and he scrutinized the fuel tanks. Then he began on the D
deck cabins and worked up.

It was on D deck, well toward the stern, that his hunt produced first results.

He found a stateroom which had been used, but which was now unoccupi ed.

The mrror was m ssing.

On the floor was a small snudge. Analyzing this, Doc learned it was the crayon he used for his
invisible witing.

These di scoveries told hima story. The prisoners were actually aboard. They had been kept here
for a tine. Monk had been caught trying to | eave a secret nmessage on the mirror. The mirror had been
removed and thrown overboard. Either Monk or his captors had destroyed the crayon by stanping upon
it. Probably that was Monk's work, since Tom Too's nmen would have wanted the crayon to learn its
conposi tion.

Doc continued his prowing. It was an interm nable task. The Malay Queen had nore than four
hundred cabins. Wile Doc searched, Tom Too could easily nove the prisoners to a stateroom Doc had
al ready scrutinized.

DOC did not finish the hunting. Tom Too struck at their lives the second night out of Honol ul u.
Doc and Renny had been ordering neals sent to their suite to keep Tom Too fromgetting the idea
they were subsisting off rations carried in their baggage. The neals which were brought in to them
t hey chucked overboard. This task usually fell to Renny, while Doc watched for enem es.

Gulls were follow ng the Malay Queen. Swooping, the birds snatched anything edi bl e which was
tossed overside before the articles reached the water.

The birds bolted portions of the food Renny heaved over the rail.

Two of the feathered scavengers did not fly fifty yards before their w ngs collapsed and they
plummeted into the sea, |ifeless.

"Poi son!" Renny grunted.

The cook and steward who had conme in contact with the neal put in an unconfortable half hour in
front of Doc's probing gol den eyes. They convinced the bronze gi ant they knew nothing of the

poi son.

Captai n H ckman was perturbed when he heard of the attenpt. He acted as scared as though his own
life had beer attenpted.

First Mate Jong was al so solicitous. "Do you wish ne to make a second search of the ship?"

"It would be useless," Doc replied.

Jong stiffened perceptibly. "I hope, sir, you do not distrust the personnel of this craft!"

"Not necessarily."

Doc and Renny redoubl ed their caution.

The next night they found poi soned needl es concealed in their pillows.

A few minutes later, when Doc turned on the water in the bathroom a villainous, nmany-I|egged
creature hurtled out of the hot-water faucet.

At this Renny's hair stood on end. He was in the habit of carelessly thrusting his big hands

under the faucet when he washed.

"lI've seen those things before!" he gul ped, pointing at the hideous creature which sonme one had
concealed in the faucet. "It's a species of jungle spider, the bite of which is fatal."



"Tom Too nust have gone ashore in Honolulu and | oaded up with death-dealing instrunents," Doc
suggested dryly. "It looks as if we're in for a brisk tinme."

Shortly after midnight a bonb tore the royal suite alnobst conpletely fromthe liner. Partitions
were reduced to kindling. The beds were denolished, the bed clothing torn to ribbons. Two passengers
in near-by accomodati ons were slightly injured.

Doc's foresight saved him He and Renny were bunking in with the cockney who showed such bad
taste in clothes and manners - Ham

Renny started to race to the scene of the expl osion.

Doc stopped him "Wait. Let Ham go and see how much damage was done."

Ham was not |ong on his m ssion.

"A frightful explosion," he reported. "The sides and roof of the royal suite were blown into the
sea. "

"Cood!" Doe smiled.

"What's good about it?" Renny queried.

"We' Il hibernate in here and make it |ook |ike we were blown overboard," Doc explained. "In the
meanti me, Ham and M ndoro will keep their eyes open."

HAM and M ndoro kept their eyes open enough, but it netted them exactly not hing.

The Mal ay Queen neared Mantilla, capital city of the Luzon Union. Arrival time was set for high
noon.

Doc quitted Ham s cabin, descended to the | ower deck, and approached M ndoro. The weal thy Luzon
Uni on politician was nore bl owsy-I|ooking than ever in his tropical-tranp disguise.

"How ruch influence have you with the police chief of Mantilla and the president of the Luzon
Uni on, " Doc questi oned.

"l made them "™ M ndoro said proudly. "They're honest nmen, and ny friends. | believe they would
lay down their lives for me to a man."

"Then we will send sone radi o nessages," Doc decl ar ed.

"You nmean you want the |iner searched upon arrival ?"

"More than that. | want every person aboard questioned closely, and those who cannot prove they
have been engaged in legitinmate enterprises for the past few years are to be thrown in jail. Can you
sw ng sonet hing that radical ?"

"l can. And that should trap Tom Too."

"It'Il at least put a crinp in his style," Doc smiled. They repaired at once to the presence of
Captain H ckman. The commander of the Malay Queen expressed vast astoni shment at sight of Doc.
First Mate Jong, |ooking up fromthe binnacle, registered popeyed surprise.

"We wi sh to use the radi o apparatus,"” Doe explained. "Perhaps you had better cone al ong, captain,
in case the radi o operator should object."

Captain H ckman had suddenly started perspiring. The mere sight of Doc seened capabl e of naking
hi m break out in a sweat.

"Of course - of course!" he said jerkily.

First Mate Jong left the bridge at this juncture.

"Just a monent, please!" gul ped Captain H ckman. "I nust give an order. Then we shall go to the
radio room"

Crossing to one of the apprentice seanen always on duty on the bridge, the commander spoke in a
| ow voi ce. The words continued for fully a minute. Then Captain H ckman hurried back to Doc,

apol ogi zi ng for the del ay.

They noved toward the radi o cabin. The door of the apparatus room appeared before them

Renny started violently - for he was suddenly hearing a vague, nellow, trilling sound that ran up
and down the nusical scale in a we[rdly tunel ess fashion. It was a nel odi ous, inspiring sound that
defied description. And it persisted for only an instant.

Renny knew what it was - Doc's tiny, unconscious sound, which he nmade in his nonments of greatest
concentration, or when he had come upon a startling discovery, or as danger threatened.
Instinctively Renny | ooked around for the trouble. He sawit. Wsps of snoke, yellow sh, vile,
were crawl i ng out of the wirel ess-room door.

Doc went ahead, a bronze flash of speed. He veered into the radio room Two operators manned the
instruments at this hour. Both sprawl ed in puddl es of scarlet. They had been stabbed to death.
The wirel ess sets - both tel ephone and tel egraph - had been expertly wecked. They were out of
commi ssi on.

Woever had done the work was gone.

RENNY flung into the radio room "Now if this ain't a fine ness!" he rasped hoarsely.

Captain H cknman had not entered.

Doc stepped to the door, |ooked out.

Captain H ckman's revol ver blazed in his face.

Doc nmoved swiftly, as swiftly as he had ever noved before. Even his incredible speed and agility
woul d not have gotten himin the clear had he tried to junp back. But he did duck enough that the
bull et only scuffed through his bronze hair.

Before the treacherous skipper's gun could flane again, Doc was back in the wirel ess cabin.



Renny had whirled with the shot. "Wat is it, Doc?"

"It's Captain H ckman!" the giant bronze man said with a sort of blazing resonance in his voice.
"He's on Tom Too's pay roll!"

Renny sprang to the door. The snout of a machine gun bristled fromeither fist. He shoved one
into the corridor and let it drumbriefly.

A man shrieked, cursed - his profanity was singi ng Kwangtungese.

"That wasn't the captain!" Renny runbl ed.

He |istened. Speeding feet slippered in the corridor fromboth directions. They were com ng
nearer. Shots roared.

"They're closing in on us, Doc!"

Doc picked a glass globule of anaesthetic out of a pocket. But he did not use it. Renny could not
hold his breath the three or four minutes necessary for the air to neutralize the stuff.

"Use the guns, Renny. Cut our way out of here!"

Renny sprang to the wall. Beyond lay the deck. He shoved one of the little machine guns out,
tightened on the trigger, and waved the nuzzle with a circular notion.
The terrific speed of the shots made a deafening noban. The bullets worked on the wall like a

nonster jig saw. A segnent |arger than the head of a barrel was cut al nbst conpletely out. Renny
struck the section with his fist. It flew outward.

Renny and Doc pitched out on deck. Only a few startled passengers were in sight.

Doc sped to the nearest conpani onway. He reached the deck below in a single prodigious I|eap.
Renny fol | owed, waving the guns wildly for balance as he negotiated with three junps and a near
headl ong fall the di stance Doc had covered in one spring.

Passengers saw the guns and ran shrieking for cover.

HAM and M ndoro cane up the grand staircase, shoul der to shoul der, guns in hand. Ham had his
sword cane.

A bullet fired fromthe upper deck screamed past them Somewhere in the dining saloon the slug
shattered gl assware. Mre |ead foll owed.

"Watch it, Doc!" Hamyelled. "A herd of the devils are conming up frombel ow"

The words were hardly out his |ips when snarling yellow faces topped the grand staircase.

Ham s gun hooted its awful song of death. The faces sank fromview, several spraying crinson.
"I"'mlow on cartridges!" Renny booned. "Ammunition goes through these guns |ike sand through a
funnel I'"

"My baggage is in the hold!" Doc said swiftly. "W'd better get to it There's two cases of
cartridges in the stuff.”

They raced forward al ong a passage, Doc in the |ead.

Sl ant - eyed nen suddenly bl ocked their way. Eight or ten of theml They corked the passage.

H ssing, one nman struck at Doc with a short sword. But the bl ow m ssed as Doc weaved asi de. The
force of the swing spun the Oriental. H's sword chopped into the passage bul khead and stuck there.
Doc grasped the swordsman by the neck and one leg. Using the man as a ram he shot forward like a
projectile. Orientals upset, squawing striking. Pistols flamed - nasty little spike-snouted
automatics which could drive a bullet a mle.

Then Ham Renny and M ndoro joined the fray. Their super-firing machi ne guns made frightful

bul | -fiddl e sawi ngs. Before those terrific blasts of lead, nen fell.

It was too nmuch for the corsairs. Those able to do so, fled.

Conti nuing on, Doc and his nmen descended a conpanionway to the forward deck. Doc wenched open a
hat ch whi ch gave access to the hold. He descended.

The Orientals caught sight of them They fired a coughing volley. Slivers junped out of the deck.
Slugs tapped the iron hatch. A bullet hit Hams sword cane and sent it cartwheeling across the
deck.

Ham howl ed angrily, risked alnost certain death to dive over and retrieve his sword cane, then
popped down the hatch. By a mracle, he was unscratched.

"You lucky cuss!" Renny told him

"That's what conmes of |eading a righteous |ife!" Ham grinned.

They were in the luggage roomof the hold. Trunks and valises were heaped about them Doc dived
into this stuff, hunting his own |uggage, which had been put aboard in San Francisco.

At the sane tine, Doc kept a watch on the hatch.

Gimacing in aversion, Hamripped off his flashy coat and vest. He had already |ost the
villainous green hat. He took off the bl ood-col ored shoes and flung them out of the hatch.

"I'"ll go barefooted before I'll wear them another m nute!" he snapped.

Renny snorted mirthfully as, an instant later, the red shoes cane flying back down the hatch,
hurled by some Oriental .

Chapter 13. WATER ESCAPE

SI LENCE now fell. This was broken by singsonged orders. Ham and Renny listened to these with
interest. The yellow men seenmed to be speaking a half dozen tongues from Hi ndustani, Mongol

di al ects, and Mandarin, to Kwangtungese and pidgin English.

"There nmust be riffraff fromevery country in the Far East up there!" Renny booned.



"I'"msurprised at that," Hamclipped "Tom Too's nen in New York were all Mongols or half-castes

wi th Mongol bl ood."

M ndoro expl ained this. "The runors have it that Tom Too's npbst trusted nen are of Mngol strain.
Those were naturally the men he took to New York."

Doc Savage had found his trunks. He wenched one open. Two cases of the high-powered little
cartridges for the conpact nachi ne guns toppl ed out.

Doc grasped the edge of one box. He pulled. The wood tore away under his steel-thewed fingers as
though it were so nmuch rotten cork.

M ndoro, who was watching, drew in a gasp of wonder. He was still subject to dunfoundnent at the
incredible strength in those huge bronze hands of Doc's.

"Keep your eye peeled, Renny!" Doc warned. "They're tal king about throw ng a hand grenade down
that hatch!"

It was Renny's turn to be amazed. How Doc had managed to pick the infornmation out of the
unintelligible tunult overhead was beyond him

Renny strained his eyes upward until they ached.

Sure enough, a hand grenade cane sailing down the hatch.

Renny's nmachi ne gun bl ared. The burst of |ead caught the grenade, exploded it. Renny was probably
one of the nost expert machine gunners ever to hold back a trigger. The noisy little weapons of
Doc's invention, by no means easy to hold upon a target while operating, were steady as bal anced
pistols in his big paws.

There was quite a concussion as the grenade detonated. |t harnmed nobody, although a fragnment hit
Renny's bul |l et-proof vest so hard it set himcoughing. Doc, Ham and M ndoro had dived to cover in
t he baggage.

"We can play that game with them" Doc said dryly. He opened a second trunk, took out iron
grenades the size of turkey eggs, and flirted two up through the hatch.

The twin roars brought a yow ing, agonized burst of Oiental yells. The attackers withdrew a

short distance and began pouring a steady streamof bullets at the hatch.

This continued some mnutes. Then the hatch suddenly flopped shut. Chains rattled. The links were
bei ng enpl oyed to nake the cover fast.

A flashlight appeared in Doc's hand. It |anced the darkness which now saturated the hold. Rapidly
he tried all the exits.

"They' ve |l ocked us in!" he told the others grimy.

M NDCORQO, | apsing into Spanish in his excitenment, babbled expletives. "This is incredible!" he
funbl ed. "I nmagine such a thing as this happening on one of the finest liners plying the Pacific! It
feels unnatural!'"

"I"l'l bet it feels natural to the pirates on deck," Renny grunted. "This is the way they work it
on the China coast. The devils ship aboard as passengers and in the crew, then take over the craft
at a signal."

Conparative cal mnow settled upon the Malay Queen. The engi nes had not stopped; they continued to
throb. They were nodern and efficient, those engines. Up on deck they could not be heard. Down here
in the hold they were barely audible.

"What are we going to do, Doc?" Ham wanted to know.

"Wait."

"What on? They've got us |ocked in."

"Which is probably fortunate for us," Doc pointed out. "W can hardly take over the ship, even if
we whi pped the whole gang. And they're slightly too many for us. W'll wait for - well, anything."
"But what about Mnk, Long Tom and Johnny?"

Fully a minute ticked away before Doc answered.

"W shall have to take the chance that they'll be kept alive as long as I'mliving - provided
they haven't been elimnated already."

"l don't think they have been killed," Ham said optimstically. "Tom Too is smart. He knows his
three prisoners will be the price of his life should he fall into our hands. He won't throw away
such a val uable prize."

"My thought, too," Doc admtted.

M ndoro was noved to put a delicate question. Perhaps the strain under which he was | aboring nmade
himblunt, for he ordinarily would have couched the query in the nost diplonmatic phraseol ogy, or not
have asked it at all.

"Woul d you turn Tom Too | oose to save your friends?" he quizzed.

Doc's reply canme with rapping sw ftness.

"I'd turn the devil loose to save those three nen!" He was silent the space of a dozen

heartbeats, then added: "And you can be sure that when they joined nme, they'd turn around and catch
the devil again."

The others were silent. Mndoro wi shed he hadn't asked the question. There was sonething terrible
about the depth of concern the big bronze nan felt over the safety of his three friends - a concern
whi ch had hardly showed in his manner, but which was apparent here in the darkness of the hold,
where they could not see him but only hear his vibrant voice.



M nutes passed, swiftly at first, then slowy. They dragged into hours

THE engines finally stopped. A runble came from forward.

"The anchor dropping!" Doc decl ared

"Any idea where we are?" Ham wanted to know.

"We've about had time to reach the harbor of Mantilla."

The four nen listened. The great l|iner whispered with faint sound, noises too vague for Ham
Renny, and M ndoro to identify. But Doc's highly tuned ears, his greater powers of concentration
fathomed the meani ng of the murnurings

"They're | owering the boats."

"But this craft was supposed to tie up at the wharf in Mantilla," said M ndoro

Silence fell. They continued to strain their eardruns until they crackled protest

This continued fully half an hour

"The liner anchored in about seventy feet of water," Doc stated

"How can you tell?" Ham asked surprised

"By the approxi mate nunmber of anchor-chain |inks that went overboard. |f you had |istened
carefully, you'd have noted each link made a jar as it went through the hawse hol e

Ham grinned. He had not thought of that. He gave their flashlight a fresh wind. This Iight used
no battery, current being supplied by a spring-driven generator within the handle

"Thi ngs have sort of quieted down," nurmured Renny, who had been sitting with an ear pressed to a
bul khead

Mounting the netal |adder to the hold hatch, he struck the lid fiercely with his fist. Bullets
instantly rattled against it. A few, driven by rifles, came inside. Renny descended hastily
"They haven't gone off and left us!" he grunted, "Wat d'you reckon they' re planning to do?" Ham
questi oned

"Not hi ng pl easant, you may be assured,"” said M ndoro

M ndoro's nerve was hol di ng up. He showed none of the hysteria which cones of terror. H's voice
was not even unduly strained

Fai nt sounds coul d now be heard on the deck i medi ately above. Wack their ears as they m ght
Doc and his nen could not tell what was happening

"They' re doing sonething!" Renny nuttered, and that was as near as they cane to solving the
nystery.

The sounds ceased

M ndoro's anxiety noved himto speak. "Hadn't we better do sonethi ng?"

"Let them nmake the first nove," Doc replied. "We're in a position down here to cope with any

enmergency. "

M ndoro had his doubts; it |ooked to himas if they were nerely trapped. But Ham and Renny
under st ood what Doc neant - in Doc's baggage there was probably paraphernalia to neet any hostile
gesture the pirates m ght nake

"This waiting gets in ny hair!" Renny thunped. "I wi sh sonething would happen! Anything -
Whur - r - r oont

The hull of the liner junped inward, shoved by a nonster sheet of flame and expandi ng gases

The Orientals had | owered dynam te overside and expl oded it bel ow the water |ine!

TRUNKS and val i ses were shovel ed to the opposite side of the hold by the blast. Fortunately the
liner hull absorbed much of the explosion force

Doc and his three conpanions extricated thenselves fromthe ness of baggage

A wal | of water poured through the rent in the hull. It scooted across the hold floor. A npaning
swirling flood, it rose rapidly.

Instinct sent Ham Renny and M ndoro to the | adder that led to the deck hatch. They nounted

"W can bl ow open the hatch with a grenade!" Ham cli pped

"Not so fast!" Doc called frombelow "You can bet the pirates will be standing by with nachi ne
guns. They'll let you have a flock of lead the minute you show outside!"

A second expl osi on sounded, jarring the whole liner. This one occurred back near the stern
"They're sinking the boat!" M ndoro shouted. "W'I| be trapped in here!"

In his perturbation, he decided to ignore Doc's warning. He started on up the | adder to the
hatch. But Renny flung up a big hand and hel d hi m back

"Doc has got sonething up his sleeve!" Renny grunted, "so don't worry!"

Down in the hold, water sloshing to his waist, Doc was plucking out the contents of another of
his trunks. He turned his flashlight on his three conpanions, then flung sonething tip to them He
followed it with another - a third

Renny caught the first, passed it up to Mndoro, and runbled: "Put it on!"

The obj ects consisted of helnetlike hoods which fitted over the entire head and snugged wi th draw
strings around the neck. They were equi pped w th goggl el i ke w ndows.

They were conpact little diving hoods. Air for breathing was taken care of by artificial |ungs
carried in small back packs. Respiration was through a flexible hose and a nout hpi ece-nose-clip
contrivance inside the mask

There were al so | ead bracelets fitting around their ankles, and heavy enough to keep their feet



down.

Renny assisted M ndoro to don the diving hood, then put one on hinself. Ham's sharply cut,

hawkl i ke face di sappeared in another; he took a fresh grasp on his sword canme and wait ed.

Doc, his bronze head al ready envel oped in one of the hoods, was delving into other of his trunks,
and maki ng bundl es of objects which he renoved.

The generator-operated flashlights were waterproof. They furnished a pale [umnance in the
rushing, greasy floor that rapidly filled the hold.

THE liner sank. The boilers aft let go with holl ow expl osions. Water whirled a mael stromin the
hol d, tunmbling the four nen and the nunerous pieces of baggage about.

Water pressure increased as the vessel sought the depths. But at seventy feet it was not
dangerous. Wth a surprisingly gentle jar, the Malay Queen settled on the bottom

Locating etch other by the glowi ng flashlights, the four nen got together. Each carried a light.
Doc had four bundl es ready - one for each man.

Thanks to the water-tight hoods, it was not necessary to keep the nouthpiece of the air hose
between their lips at all times. By janmm ng their heads together, they could talk.

"Each of you carry one of these bundles," Doc directed. "W'Ill |eave by the hole their dynanmte
opened - provided the ship is not resting so the sand has closed it."

The hol e was open. They cl anbered through, using care that razor edges of the torn hull did not
perforate the waterproof hoods.

The depths were chocol ate-colored with nmud rai sed by the sinking Malay Queen. The nen j oi ned
hands to prevent being |ost fromeach other. Doc |eading, they churned through soft nud, away from
the ill-fated liner. They were forced to | ean far over, as though breasting a stiff gale, to nake
progress.

The wat er changed from chocolate hue to a straw tint, then to that of grapefruit juice, as the
mud becane less plentiful. Wiere the sea was clear, Doc halted the procession. They held concl ave,
heads rammed tightly together.

"Wait here," Doc directed. "If |'mnot back in fifteen m nutes, head for shore."

"How can we tell where shore is?" M ndoro denanded.

Doc produced a small, water-tight conpass. He handed this to Ham

"Granting that they sank the liner in Mantilla bay, the town itself will be due east. Head that
direction.”

Doc now twi sted a snall valve on the "lung" apparatus of his diving hood. This puffed out the
slack | ower portion of the hood with air - gave hi m enough buoyancy to counteract the weight of the
|l ead anklets. He lifted slowy, |eaving his three conpanions behind on the bottom an anxious
group.

Nearing the surface - this was evidenced by the gl ow of sunlight - Doc adjusted another valve in
the hood until his weight equal ed that of the water he displaced, so that lie neither rose or sank.
He paddl ed upward cautiously. If his guess was right, the pirates would be standing by in snall
boats, revolvers and machi ne guns in hand.

Doc wanted themto know he was alive.

This was of vital inmportance. As |long as Tom Too knew he faced the nenace of Doc Savage, he woul d
not be liable to slay Doc's three friends, whomhe held prisoner. O were the three captives still
alive?

They were. The instant Doc's head topped the surface, he saw Monk, Long Tom and Johnny.

Chapter 14. HUNTED MEN

MONK, big and furry, clothes practically torn off, crouched in the how of a near-by lifeboat. He
was shackl ed with heavy chains and netal bands.

The pale electrical w zard, Long Torn, and the bony, archaeol ogist, Johnny, were seated on a
thwart in front of Monk. They were bracel eted with ordinary handcuffs.

O her lifeboats and sonme | aunches swarned the vicinity. Yellow nen gorged themto the gunwal es.
Gun barrels bristled over the boats |ike naked brush.

Every slant eye was fixed on the spot where the Mal ay Queen had gone down. The sea still boiled
there. Weckage drifted in confusion, deck chairs, sonme |ounge furniture, a hatch or two, and |esser
obj ects such as shuffl eboard cues and pi ng-pong balls. A pall of steamfromthe bl own boilers hung
above Mantilla Bay.

Doc sank and stroked toward the snall craft which held his three friends.

He was hardly under the surface when a terrific explosion occurred in the water near by. It
smashed the sea against his body with terrific force.

Swiftly he let all the air out of his diving hood. He scooted into the depths.

He knew what had happened. Sone of the corsairs had glinpsed himand hurled a grenade.

Doc swamw th grim nachinelike speed. Rifle bullets wouldn't reach himbel ow the surface. But

the grenades, detonating |like depth bonbs, were a grisly nenace. He'd have to give up the rescue of
his three nen. He had no way of getting them ashore.

Chun-n-g!

Then a second grenade | oosened. It couldn't have been nmany feet away. The goggl es of Doc's
(living hood were crushed inward. Ggantic fists seemed to smash every inch of his bronze frane.



Not missing a stroke in his sw mmng, Doc shook the glass goggle fragments out of his eyes. No
serious damage had been done. He woul d nerely have to keep the nout hpi ece-nose-clip contrivance of
the "lung" between his lips as long as he was beneath the surface.

H s remarkable ability to maintain a sense of direction under all circunstances enabled himto
find the three he had | eft beneath the waters.

Grenades were still exploding beneath the surface. But the blasts were so distant now as to be
harm ess.

Leaning far over against the water, the four nen strode shoreward. Conming to a clear patch of
sand, Doc halted, and, with a finger tip, wote one word.

"Sharks!"

Doc had seen a pilot fish of a shark-follow ng species. After that warning they kept alert eyes
roving the surroundi ng depths. Fortunately, however, they were not nolested.

The bottom sl anted upward; the water becane translucent with sunlight. They were nearing shore. A
roaring commoti on passed over their heads, evidently a speed boat.

Upri ght wooden col ums appeared suddenly, thick as a forest, shaggy with barnacles - the piling
of a wharf.

Doc led his nen into the forest. They rose cautiously to the top.

NO one observed themin the shadowy thicket of piling.

Qut on the bay, boats scurried every\where. Sonme were notor driven, sone propelled by stringy

yel | ow oar snen.

Doc renoved his diving hood. The other three followed his exanple.

"l know a spot ashore where we will be safe,” Mndoro declared. "It is one of the rendezvous used
by ny secret political society."

"Let's go," said Doc.

Shoving thenselves frompile to pile, they reached a hawser end which chanced to be dangli ng.

Doc, tugging it, found the upper term nus solid.

He nmounted with simian speed and ease. The wharf was piled with henp bales. Near by yawned a
narrow street.

Now t he others clinbed up. They sprinted for the street and stopped.

A squad of Mantilla police stood there. They held drawn guns.

"Bueno! " expl oded M ndoro in Spanish. "W are safe!"

Ham and Renny scow ed doubtfully. The police did not ook friendly to them Their doubts were
justified an instant later.

"Fire!" shrieked the officer in comand of the squad. "Kill the dogs!"

Police pistols flung up - targeted on the vital organs of Doc and his three conpanions.

Ham Renny, Mndoro - all three suddenly found thensel ves scooped zip and swept to one side by
Doc's bronze right arm

Simul taneously a small cylinder in Doc's |left hand spouted a nonster wad of black snoke. The
cylinder, of nmetal, had come fromthe bundl e Doc was carrying. The snoke pall spread with

ast oni shi ng speed.

Pol i ce guns cl apped thunderously in the black snmudge. Bullets caroned of f cobbles, off the

buil ding walls. The treacherous officers dashed about t, searching savagely. Sone had presence of
mnd to run up and down the street until clear of the unbrageous vapor. They waited there for the
bronze giant and his conpani ons to appear.

But they did not put in an appearance.

Not until the snoke was dissipated by a breeze, fully ten mnutes later, did the would-be killers
find an open door in one of the buildings walling the street. By that tinme Doc, Ham Renny and

M ndoro were nany bl ocks away.

M NDCRO was white with rage. Fromtinme to tinme he shook his fists in expressive Latin fashion.
"That group of police was conposed of Tom Too's nen!" he hissed wathfully. "That explains their
action. The devil mnust have enough of his followers, or nmen whom he has bribed, on the police force
to take over the departnment when he decides to strike."

Doc replied not hing.

Ham and Renny exchanged doubtful glances. It |ooked as if they had stepped fromthe frying pan
into the fire. Tom Too's plot was trenendous in scope. If the police were under the dom nation of
the buccaneers, Doc would be in for some tough sailing.

They entered thickly crowded streets. The excitement in the bay seemed to be attracting virtually
every inhabitant of Mantilla. Many, curious, were making for the bay at a dead run.

A tight group, Doc and his nen breasted this tide of humanity. They avoi ded such of the Mantilla
constabul ary as they saw.

M ndoro soon led theminto a small shop. The proprietor, a benign-Iooking Chinese gentl enan,
smled widely at Mndoro. They exchanged words in Mandarin.

"To have you back is like seeing the sun rise after a long and dark and horrible night," murnured
the Celestial. "This lowy person presunmes you wi sh to use the secret way."

"Right," Mndoro told him

In a rear rooma |large brass gong hung. It was shaped like a gigantic cynbal, such as drummers



hamer. This was noved aside, a section of the wall behind opened, and Doc and his conpani ons
entered a conceal ed stairway.

This tw sted and angl ed, becane a passage even nore crooked, and finally turned into another

stair flight.

They stepped into a wi ndow ess room The air was perfuned faintly with incense. Tapestries draped
the walls; thick rugs matted the floor; confortably uphol stered furniture stood about. There was a
cabi net | aden with canned and preserved foods. A well-stocked bookcase stood agai nst one wall .

A very nodern radi o set, equipped for |ong and shortwave reception, conpleted the fittings.

"This is one of several hidden retreats established by ny secret society,” M ndoro expl ai ned

Ham had carried his sword cane throughout the excitenent. He used it to punch the soft uphol stery
of a chair, as if estimating its confort

"How did you cone to organi ze your political society in secrecy?" he asked. "That has been

puzzling nme all along. Did you expect a thing like this Tom Too nmenace to turn up?"

"Not exactly," replied Mndoro. "Secrecy is the way of the Orient. W do not come out in the open
and settle things in a knock-down-and-drag-out fashion, as you Americans do. O course, the secrecy
was incorporated for our protection. The first nove in seizing power is naturally to wi pe out those
who are running things. In the Orient, secret societies are not regarded as the insidious thing you
Yanks consi der them"

"Qur first nove is to find how things stand here," Doc put in.

"l shall secure that information,”" Mndoro declared. "I intend to depart at once."
"Can you nove about in safety?"
"In perfect security. I will not go far - only to dispatch nmessengers to ny associates."

Bef ore departing, Mndoro showed Doc and the others three hidden exits fromthe roomfor use in
emer gency.

"These wal |l s are inpervious to sound,” M ndoro explained. "You can play the radio. W have nore
than one broadcasting station here in Mantilla."

One of the conceal ed passages swal |l owed him

DOC clicked on the radio. It was powerful. He picked up broadcasts from Australia, from China

from Japan, as he ran down the dial. He stopped on one of the local Mantilla stations. An announcer
was speaking in English

"We interrupt our nusical programto read a news bulletin issued by the chief of police

concerning the sinking of the liner Malay Queen in the Mantilla harbor not many m nutes ago," said
the radi o announcer. "It seens that a group of four desperate crimnals were trapped aboard the
liner. They resisted arrest. Although many of the liner's passengers joined in the attenpt to
capture them the four crimnals took refuge in the hold. There they expl oded a bormb which sank the
vessel . "

"Holy Cow! " Renny burst forth. "They've explained the whole thing with a slick bunch of lies!"
"This Tom Too is snooth!" clipped Ham w th the grudgi ng admration of one quick thinker for

anot her. Ham hinself was probably as nmentally agile a | awer as ever swayed a jury.

"Due to the foresight of brave Captain H cknan of the Malay Queen, the passengers were all taken
ashore in safety before the four desperadoes expl oded the bonb which sank the liner," continued the
voi ce fromthe radio. "Several Mngols and hal f-castes anong the passengers, who sought courageously
to aid in subduing the four bad men, were slain."

"They' re even maki ng Tom Too's gang out as heroes!" Renny groaned

"Flash!" suddenly excl ai med the radi o announcer. "W have just been asked to broadcast a warning
that the four killers reached shore fromthe sinking Mal ay Queen! They are now sonewhere in
Mantilla. Their nanes are not known, but their descriptions follow"

Next cane an accurate delineation of how Doc, Ham Renny, and M ndoro | ooked

"These men are desperate characters,” finished the radi o announcer. "The police have orders to
shoot them on sight. And Captain H ckman, skipper of the ill-fated Malay Queen, is offering a reward
of ten thousand dollars for the capture of each of these nmen, dead or alive, preferably dead."
Miusi ¢ now cane fromthe radio. Doc turned over to the short wave side and soon picked up the
station of the Mantilla police. Mantilla seemed to have a very nodern police departnment. The station
was repeating descriptions of Doc and the others, with orders that they be shot on sight

"It | ooks kinda tough," Renny suggested dryly

"Tough!" snorted Ham "It's the dangedest jamwe were ever in!"

M NDORO was | ong-faced with worry when he returned

"The situation is indeed serious," he inforned them "M associates succeeded in trappi ng one of
Tom Too's Mongols. They scared the fellow into tal king. The information they secured was nost

om nous. Tom Too is ready to seize power!"

"Exactly howis it to be nmanaged!" Doc (' questioned

"The physicians who attend the president have been bribed," M ndoro explained. "The president

wi Il be poisoned, and the physicians will say he died of heart failure. The nonent this news gets
out, rioting will start. The rioters will be Tom Too's nen, working under his orders

"Tom Too will step in and take charge of the police, many of whomare his nmen, or in his service
because of bribes They will put down the rioting with an iron hand - a sinple matter since the



rioting wll be staged deliberately. Tom Too will be touted in newspapers and over the radio as the
iron man who took charge in the crisis. He will ride into power on a wave of public good will."
"That is the sort of plan which will work in this day and age!" Ham decl ared savagel y.

"It doesn't sound like pirate nmethods!" Renny grunted.

"Tom Too is a nodern edition of a pirate," Doc pointed out dryly. "If he should sail into port
with his warships, as buccaneers did in the old days, he wouldn't get to first base. For one thing,
the Luzon Union arnmy and navy woul d probably whip him If they didn't, a few dozen foreign warships
woul d arrive, and that would be his finish."

A messenger, a husky patrolman on the Mantilla police force, whom M ndoro trusted, arrived
bearing a change of garnents for all four of the refugees.

Doc studied the patrolman with interest. The officer's uniform consisted of khaki shorts which
term nated above the knees, blouse and tunic of the same hue, and a white sun helmet. The man's
brown feet and | egs were bare of covering.

"Have Tom Too's nen sought to bribe you?" Doc asked.

"All same many tine," admtted the officer in beach English. "Me no likee. Me say so."

"They tell you who to see in case you changed your m nd?"

"They give me nane fella conme alongside if | want some Tom Too's dolla'," was the reply.

"They told you who to see if you wanted on Toni Too's pay roll, eh?" Doc nurmnured.

"Li ghtee."

Doc's gol den eyes roved over his fell ows.

"Brothers," he said softly, "I have an idea!"

Chapter 15. RESCUE TRAI L

SOME thirty mnutes later, a husky Mantilla policeman coul d be seen leaving the vicinity of the
secret roomto which Juan M ndoro had | ed Doc Savage, Ham and Renny.

The cop twiddled his long billy in indolent fashion, as though he had no cares. Yet he covered
ground swiftly until he reached a sector of Mantilla given over alnost entirely to Chinese shops and
dwel i ngs.

Here, he approached the driver of a small, horse-drawn conveyance known as a cal eso. The driver
was | eaning sleepily against his nangy pony. The cop accosted himw th an air of furtiveness.

"Al ee sane cone by change of mind."

"No savvy," said the surly caleso driver.

"Me |ikee many pesos," continued the cop patiently. "Tom Too got. Me want. Me get idea cone to
you chop chop. You likee."

The cal eso driver's evil face did not change.

"Seat yourself in ny lowy conveyance, oh lord," he said in flowery Mandarin.

The cop hopped into the vehicle with alacrity, crossed his bare brown | egs and settled back.

The cal eso clattered down many streets that would not pass as decent Anmerican alleys. These were
swarmng with people either comng fromthe excitement at the bay front, or going. The inhabitants
of Mantilla were of every conceivable nationality, not a few of thema conglonerate of all the
others. Mantilla seened to be a caldron in which the bloods of all races were intermngled.
Several tines, policemen or other individuals cast knowing leers at the big cop riding in the

cal eso. This was evidence the driver of the vehicle had corrupted nore than one nan. The nere fact
that a cop was riding in this caleso was an indication he was en route to receive a bribe from Tom
Too' s paynaster.

The cal eso halted before an anci ent stone buil ding.

"WIIl you consent to alight, oh mghty one," said the driver in Mandarin. The contenpt in his
beady, sloping eyes belied his flowery fashion of speech.

The big policeman got out. He was conducted into a filthy roomwhere an old hag sat on the floor,
cracking nuts with a hamrer and a bl ock of hardwood.

Only a cl ose observer woul d have recogni zed the three irregularly spaced taps which the old crone
gave a nut as a signal.

A door in the rear opened. The cal eso driver herded the cop into a passage. The place snelled of
rats, incense, and cooki ng opium

They reached a | ow, snoky room Perhaps a dozen Orientals were present, |ounging about lazily.
Three men were nmanacled in a single pile upon the floor - handcuffed ankle to ankle and wist to
wrist.

They were Monk, Long Tom and Johnny.

The cal eso driver shoved the big cop.

"Step inside, oh resplendent one," he directed with a thinly veiled sneer. "Tom Too i s not here,
but his lieutenants are."

The next instant the cal eso driver smashed backward to the stone wall. He was unconsci ous before
he struck it.

Some terrible, unseen force had struck his jaw, breaking it and all but wiping it off his face.
THE Orientals in the | ow roomcackled |ike chickens disturbed on a roost. The cackling becane
enraged how i ng.

Over the excited bedl am penetrated a sound nore strange than any ever heard in that ill-onmened



room A sound that defied description, it seemed to trill fromeverywhere, like the song of a jungle
bird. It was nusical, yet confined itself to no tune; it was inspiring, but not awesone.

The sound of Doc!

The human pile that was Monk, Long Tom and Johnny went through an upheaval .

"Doc!" Monk squawl ed. "By golly, he's found us!"

The formin the airy garb of a Mantilla cop seened to grow in size, to expand. A giant literally
materialized before the eyes of those in the room- a giant who was Doc Savage.

Doc spat out bits of gum he had used to change the character of his face. He whi pped forward, and
there was such speed in his notion that he seemed but a shadow cast across the gl oony den.

The first Oriental in his path dodged wildly. The fellow apparently got clear - the tips of Doc's
sinewy bronze fingers, now stained brown, barely touched the nan. Yet the sl anteyed one dropped as
t hough stricken through the heart.

A Mongol plucked a revolver fromthe wai stband of his slack pantaloons. It tangled in the shirt
tail which hung outside his trousers. He fought to free it. Then there was a sound |ike an ax
hitting a hollow tree, and he fell.

The heavy hardwood stub of the cop's club had knocked hi m sensel ess.

Anot her man was touched by the tips of Doc's fingers. Then two nore. The trio were hardly
caressed before they becane sl ack, sensel ess heaps upon the floor.

"H's touch is death!" shrieked a Mngol.

That was exaggerated a little. Doc only wore netal thinbles upon his finger tips, in each of
which was a needl e containing a drug which put a nan to sleep instantly. And kept him asleep for
hour s!

The thinbles were so cleverly constructed that only a cl ose exam nati on woul d disclose their

presence.
Anot her Oriental went down before Doc's nmagic touch.

Gun nuzzl es began | apping flame. Lead shattered the oil |anmp which furnished the only
illum nation.

Putting out the light was a m stake. Wth the darkness cane terror. Yellow nmen i magi ned they felt
the caress of those terrible fingers. They ducked madly, struck with fury, and sonetinmes hit each
other. Two or three separate fights raged. Coughing guns continued to add to the bedl am

Pani c grew.

"The outer air is sweet, ny brothers!" shrilled a voice in Mandarin.

No ot her inpetus was needed. The Mngol s headed for the door |ike skyrockets. Reaching the
street, each vied with the other to be the first around the nearest corner.

The ol d hag | ookout, who had made her nut-cracking a signal, had been bow ed over in the rush.

But now she | egged after them

MONK, Long Tom and Johnny were scranbling about in their excitenent.

"Hold still, you tranps!" Doc chuckl ed.

Doc' s casehardened bronze hands cl osed over Johnny's handcuffs. They tightened, strained,
wrenched - and the |inks snapped.

Johnny was not surprised. He had seen Doc do things like this on other occasions. Long Tom s
bracel ets succunbed to the bronze man's hercul ean strength.

Monk's irons, however, were a different matter. Monk hinself possessed strength far beyond the
usual - sufficient to break ordinary handcuffs. Hi s captors nust have discovered that - the tinme he
broke | oose to wite the nmessage on the mirror - and decorated himw th heavier cuffs. The |inks
that joined themwere |ike |og chains.

"They noved you to various parts of the liner, so | couldn't find you, didn't they?" Doc asked.
"We were changed to different stateroons half a dozen tinmes," Mnk told him "Doc, | don't see
bow you lived through that voyage. Practically every man of the crew was on Tom Too's pay roll, to
say nothing of the swarm of pirates that were anong the passengers."

Doc went to work on the I ocks of Monk's enornous leg and armirons. They were not difficult.
Wthin thirty seconds, they fell away, expertly picked.

"This place isn't healthy for us!" he warned. "Tonifoo's nmen will swarmaround here in a few
mnutes. "

Searchi ng, they found a back exit.

"This place was a sort of headquarters for Tom Too's organi zation in Mantilla," said Johnny.
Johnny seened little the worse for his period of captivity. H's glasses, which had the magnifying
lens on the left side, were missing, however. That was no hardship, since Johnny had nearly nornal
sight in his right eye.

The pal e electrical wi zard, Long Tom had a black eye and a cut |lip as souvenirs.

The furry Monk showed plenty of wear and tear. Hi s clothes now anmbunted to little nore than a
loin cloth. Hs rusty red hide was cut, scratched, bruised; his reddish fur was crusted with dried
bl ood.

"They pulled a slick one when they caught us in New York," Mnk runbled. "One of them cane
staggering into the skyscraper office with red ink spilled all over him pretending he'd been
stabbed nearly to death. He got us all |ooking down in the street to see his assailant. Then his



pal s wal ked in and covered us with guns."

Persons stared at the four nmen curiously. Thinking the cop bad arrested the other three, sone

sought to follow. But they were soon outdistanced. Doc hurried the pace
They returned to M ndoro's hide-out by a circuitous route

THERE was a hilarious reunion when they all met in the secret, sound-proofed room Renny cuffed

Johnny and Long Tom about delightedly with his huge paws, runbling, "I'll teach you two guys to go

and get yoursel ves caught and cause us so nuch trouble!"

Monk | eered at his old sparring nate, Ham rubbed his hairy paws in anticipation, and started

forward

Ham fl ouri shed his sword cane nmenacingly. "I'Il pick your teeth with this thing if you lay a hand

on ne, you ugly missing link!"

M ndoro stood to one side. He was smiling a little, the first tine his face had registered
anyt hi ng but gl oomfor some days past. The fact that this renmarkable group of fighting nmen were

toget her again had heartened him

"I had a lucky break in hunting them" Doc told Mndoro. "They were being held at the place where

| was taken to be put on Tom Too's pay roll. | expected a nore difficult hunt."
The big policeman with whom Doc had changed cl othes was still present. Doc gave hi mback his
garment s

The boi sterous greeting subsided. Doc put questions to the three he had rescued
"Did you overhear anything concerning Tom Too's plans?" he asked

It was Johnny, the bony archaeol ogi st, who answered. "A little. For instance, we |earned how he

is going to take over the government of the Luzon Union."
Johnny's infornmation jibed with that obtained by Mndoro, it devel oped as he tal ked

"Tom Too's nore villainous and ignorant followers are going to stage the rioting," Johnny
continued. "They nmust be a mighty tough crew, because he hasn't dared to let themcone into
Mantilla. They're canped on a snall island to the north, the whole Iot of them waiting for word

which will bring themhere."

"He hasn't let themcone into Mantilla because he's afraid they'd start |ooting ahead of tine,"

Long Tom put in. "I don't think he has any too strong a hold over the pirates canped on the
island. "
"l know he hasn't!" interposed Monk. "I heard tal k which revealed the pirates on the island are

tired of waiting, and are on the point of rebellion. They figure thenselves as liable to get shot
the rioting, so they're not so hot about their part in the whole plot. There was talk that they

intended to make a raid of their own on Mantilla, in the old-fashioned pirate way."

"They must be ignorant!" Ham snapped. "Gt herw se, they'd know a thing |like that won't work in

this day and age."

"Of course they're dunb," Mnk grinned. "Tom Too went up there the mnute he | anded
he's got to calmthem down, or his scheme to seize the Luzon Union is shot."

M ndoro put in a sharp query. "What does Tom Too | ook |ike?"

"W didn't see him" Mnk said sorrowfully. "We've got no idea what he | ooks like."
"How di d Tom Too go to the island?" Doc asked sharply

"By boat."

"You sure?"

"l sure am"

"That's swell."

"Huh?" Monk grunted wonderingly

He knows

"We can get hold of a plane and beat himthere," Doc said grimy. "Provided you heard the nanme of

the island?"

"Shark Head |sland."

"l can mark the spot on a map!" declared M ndoro eagerly. "The place is an all-night
coast by boat."

Chapter 16. THE BUCCANEER MUJTI NY

run up the

THAT night, a ceiling of black cloud hung at ten thousand feet. Under this, darkness | urked

thick and danply foul as the breath of sone carnivorous nonster

The hour was early. Lights glowed through the open walls of huts. Here and there a torch flared

as some native went about night duties

A mle high, just below the cloud ceiling, a plane booned through the night. Exhaust stacks of

its two big radial nmotors |ipped blue flame occasionally. The tips of the single far-flung w ng and
the spidery rudder mechani sm bore no distinguishing lights. The craft was an anphi bian - the | anding

wheel s cranking up into wells on the hull when it was desired to nake a landing in water. In a

pinch, the craft could carry sixteen passengers
It carried only six now - Doc Savage and his five friends

M ndoro had remai ned behind in Mantilla. He had been unwilling to be the stay-at-home, at first

But Doc had pointed out it was highly inportant that M ndoro assenbled his |oyal forces and prepare

to resist Tom Too's coup

M ndoro's first nove would be to throw a dependabl e guard around the president of the Luzon



Uni on, so there would be no poi soning. The doctors who had been bribed by Tom Too's nen to proclaim
the poison death a case of heart failure, were to be disposed of. Doc hadn't inquired just what the
di sposal would be. It probably woul d not be pleasant.

It had been a sinple matter for Mndoro to secure the plane for Doc's use.

Renny was navigating the plane. This was not an easy task, since they could not see the heavens,
or the contour of the |land bel ow. Renny, thanks to his engineering training, was an expert at this
sort of thing.

Doc handl ed the controls. Doc had studied flying just as intensively as he had worked upon ot her
things. He had many thousands of hours of flying time behind him and it was evidenced in his
uncanny skill with the controls.

"No sign of a radio working on Tom Too's boat," Long Torn reported.

The scrawny-1| ooking el ectrical w zard had hoped to | ocate Tom Too by radi o conpass.

"That's too bad," he added. "If we could find him we'd rmake short work of him"

Due to the darkness of the night, there was no hope of sighting the craft bearing the pirate

chief to such of his followers as were canped on Shark Head I sl and.

"We're getting near the place!" Renny warned, after studying a group of course figures he had

scri bbl ed.

"Any chance the presence of a plane will nake them suspicious?" Ham wanted to know.

"The Mantilla to Hong Kong air mail route is not far fromhere," Doc pointed out. "Probably
they're accustonmed to hearing planes."

Several mnutes passed, the mles dropping behind, two to the mnute.

"There we are!" Renny booned.

SCORES of canp fires had appeared a nile beneath the plane. D stance nade them seem small as

spar ks.

Monk was using binoculars. "That's the layout, all right. | can see sone of them"

"Take the controls," Doc directed Renny.

Renny conplied. He was an acconplished pilot, as were all of Doc's conpanions.

"Al'l you fell ows understand what you're to do," Doc told them "Fly on several mles, nounting
into the clouds, until you're sure the notor sound has receded fromthe hearing of those below. Then
you are to cut the notors, swing back, and | and secretly in the little bay on the north end of the
island. "

"We got it straight," said Renny. "The pirates are canped on the larger bay at the south end."
"You sure you want us to stay away fromthen?" Monk grunbl ed.

"Until you hear fromne," Doc replied.

Doc already had a parachute strapped on. As casually as if he were stepping out of the |obby of
the New York skyscraper which held his headquarters, he lunged out of the plane. Safely clear, he
pl ucked the ripcord.

Wth a swish like great wings unfolding, the silken 'chute folds squirted out. The slight shock

as it opened conpletely bothered Doc not at all.

Grasping the shrouds of the 'chute, he pulled them down on one side, skidding the Iobe in the
direction he wi shed to take.

Marine charts of the thousands of large and snall islands which nade up the Luzon Union group had
held a detailed map of Shark Head Island. The bit of land was | ow, swanpy, about a mle |ong and
half as wide. Its name' canme fromthe reef-studded bay at the |ower end. This was shaped sonething
li ke the snaggl e-toothed head of a shark.

Doc | anded on the rimof this bay, perhaps three hundred yards fromthe pirate canp.

The corsairs were neking consi derabl e noise. Tomtons and wheezy wind instruments nade a savage
medl ey of sound. It was Chinese in character.

Doc got out of the 'chute harness and bundled it and the silk nushroom under an arm Searching
through the rank' jungle growth in the direction of the buccaneer canp, his gol den eyes discerned
figures gliding about with the jittery notion common to action of the Oriental stage. Fromtinme to
tinme, these persons nade el aborate cutting notions at each other w th swords.

They were entertaining themselves with some sort of a play.

Doc nmoved out to the sandy portion of the beach. He scooped several gallons of sand into the
"chute and tied it there. Then he entered the water, carrying the parachute and its burden.

Doc's bronze skin was still dyed with the brown stain he had applied when nasqueradi ng as the
Mantilla policeman. The stain would not wash off.

He swam out into the bay. Were the water was deep, he let the 'chute sink. It would never be
found here.

His mghty formcleaved forward with a speed that left a swirling wake. Near the middle of the
bay, he headed directly for the grouped canp fires. They were near the shore.

A hundred yards fromthem Doc lifted his voice in a shout. H's voice bad changed so as to be
nearly unrecogni zable. It was high, squeaky. It was the voice lie intended to use in his new
character.

"Hey, you fellal" he shrilled. "Me velly much all in! Bling hel p al ongside!"

He got instant attention. The play acting stopped. Yellow nen dived for their arns.



Simul ating a man near exhaustion, Doc floundered toward the beach.

A villainous horde bristling with weapons, the pirates surged down to neet him

Doc haul ed hinself onto the sand. Wth fierce cries, a score of nen pounced upon him They

brandi shed knives, a crooked-bl aded kris or two, swords, pistols, rifles, even very nodern
submachi ne guns.

DOC S iron nerve control was never nore evident than at that instant. He lay like a nan so tired
as to be incapable of another nobvenent, although it seened certain death was upon him

"Allee same bling you fella big news!" he whined in his piping voice. "G me dlink. Me one

pl ayed-out fella."

They haul ed Doc roughly to the fires. They surrounded him row after row, those in front
squatting so the nmen behind could see. There were Ml ays, Mongols, Japs, Chinese, white nen, bl acks
- as conglonerate a racial collection as it would be possible to i magi ne. Turbaned Hi ndus mi ngl ed
with them

One thing they all had in comon - lust and butchery, disease and filth, greed and treachery was
st anped upon every countenance.

Doc's jaws were pried apart. He was fed a revolting concoction of kaoliang cooked with rice. It
was a distinct effort to choke the stuff down. A spicy wine followed. Sonebody went for nore wine.
Doc decided it was tinme to revive.

"Me stalt out in chug-chug boat," Doc explained. Strictly, this wasn't a lie. They had ridden out
to the anchored seaplane in Mantilla in a notor boat.

"H m boat stop chug-chug. Me swim Get this place by-by. Me plenty nuch play out."

"Do you speak Mandarin, oh friend who cones in the water?" asked a man in Mandarin.

"l do, oh mighty lord," Doc admtted in the same flanboyant |ingo.

"How di d you pass the tigers who watch at the nmouth of the bay, our brothers who are upon

guar d?"

"l saw no tigers, illustrious one," said Doc. That was no lie. He hadn't seen the guards.

"The guardi an tigers shall have their tails twisted!" roared the pirate. He whirled, snarling
orders for some of his followers to hurry and relieve the guards.

"What brings you here?" the corsair asked Doc.

"It is said that man differs fromsheep in that man knows when he is to be slaughtered," Doc said
in | ong-w nded fashion.

"You are one of Tom Too's sons?"

"l was. But no man wi shes to be the son of a dog that would bite off its tail that it mght walk
upon its rear legs and be like a man."

The buccaneer was perplexed. "What is this talk of slaughtered sheep and dogs who w sh to be men,
oh puzzling one?"

DOC sat up. He did not lift his voice very much, for he was supposed to be a nman suffering from
exhaustion, a man who had cone a long distance with inportant news. Nevertheless, his | ow and
powerful tones carried far enough that several hundred slant-eyed and pasty-faced fiends heard his
wor ds.

"It is of Tom Too whom | speak, mny brothers,"” he proclained. "The man who is your |eader has told
you that your share of his design upon the Luzon Union is to play the part of looters, that he may
be the hero for subduing you.

"The real truth is that you will be shot down |ike wld ducks upon the hunting preserve of a rich
merchant. Are you such fools as to believe many of you will not die? Tom Too will not hesitate to
sacrifice you. He considers you rabble. You are the dog tail which he will cut off, and being rid of
you, set hinself up as a king.

"Are you without sense, that you think he will divide so rich a prize as you would the noney box
froma | ooted junk?"

"Such money as Tom Too draws fromthe Luzon Union nust be taken slowy, as a tapeworm sucks

nouri shment fromthe stonach of a fat noney changer. There will not be great sums at one tinme. Do
you think he will make you rich nen, ny brothers? If you do, you are but ostriches with your heads
in the sand!"

"You have heard this is what Tom Too intends to do?" asked the spokesman of the pirate nen,
speaking furiously. "Does he intend to slay us while he is making hinself a hero?"

"Why do you think | cane here?"

"Truly, that puzzles ne."

"l do not wish to see hundreds of our brotherhood neet death," Doc replied gravely. "I have

war ned you."

Doc had been speaking with all the firmess he could put into his powerful voice. This had the
desired results. The pirates were virtually convinced Tom Too i ntended to doubl e-cross them No
doubt they had harbored such suspicions before, as evidenced by the dissention which was bringing
Tom Too here to-night.

"Even now, Tom Too comes to speak honeyed words into your ears," Doc added loudly. "If you are
but flies, you will flock to the sweetness of his speech. If you are nen, you will nobunt Tom Too's
head upon a tall pole in your canp, that the buzzards may | ook closely at one of their kind."



This was a bold speech. It would either sway the pirates fromtheir |eader, or cause themto turn
upon Doc.

"We have indeed considered the head on the pole," smrked the | eader of the nurderous horde, "and
the thought finds favor."

Doc knew hi s propaganda had done its work.

"Tom Too will arrive by boat," he declared. "Then is the time to act - the instant he arrives."
"Wse words, oh brother," was the reply.

Excitenent was nounting in the corsair encanpnent. Doc had spoken throughout in Mandarin, the
principal tongue in China, and the one which nost of the nen understood. But now such of themas did
not understand Mandarin, were getting a secondhand version of Doc's speech.

Doc listened, cold lights of hunor in his golden eyes. The talk was maki ng Tom Too out as the

bl ackest of villains - which he certainly was.

"WHEN, oh one who brought inportant news, will Tom Too arrive?" a slant-eyed devil asked.

"Near the hour when the sun sniles over the eastern horizon," was Doc's wordy reply.

It speedily devel oped that there would be no sleep in the buccaneer encanpnent that night. Froma
score of matting tents and thatched huts cane the steely rasp of swords and knives on whet st ones.
The variety of weapons possessed by the cutthroats was astounding. Spears that were nothing but
shar pened sticks were being prepared by having the points charred into hardness in the fires.

One yellow nman with a face half renoved by some sword slash in the past was carefully

refurbi shing a gun consisting of a banboo tube nmounted on a rough stock. This was charged with the
crudest kind of black powder and a small fistful of round pebbles, and fired by applying a bit of
gl owi ng punk to a touchhole. It was such a gun as had been used by the Chinese thousands of years
ago.

Contrasting greatly with these were a dozen or so |late nodel Maxins which could spew five hundred
bullets a minute.

As their rage increased, the pirates snarled at each other |ike nmongrel dogs. One man struck down
another with a sword at some slight. The corpse was ignored, as though it were so nuch di scarded
neat .

Even Doc was appal |l ed at the bl oody savagery of these outcasts of the Orient.

Seven speedy | aunches were made ready. Doc gathered these were the only fast craft in the pirate
flotilla, the other vessels being junks and sanpans and a few ol d schooners and weat her beat en

sl oops.

The corsair fleet was anchored in the bay. Due to the darkness, Doc had not yet seen the vessels.
They woul d probably be a sight to renenber.

The hours dragged. Doc mingled with the horde of butcherers, adding a judicious word here and

t here.

If he could get these human scourges to w pe out their |eader, the rest would be sinple. Mndoro
could assenble a force able to deal with them even should a |arge proportion of the Luzon Union
army and navy be under Tom Too's dom nati on.

Doc wondered briefly about his five men. He had not heard their plane |and. That was a good sign.
The pirates had been naki ng a good deal of noise, enough to cover the silent arrival of the plane at
the tiny bay which the map showed at the other end of Shark Head I sl and.

Dawn cane up like a red fever in the east. It flushed the clouds which still |owered overhead. It
set the jungle birds fluttering and whistling and scream ng.

The yell of a | ookout peal ed, couched in pidgin English.

"Tom Too! H m boat cone!"

Chapter 17. THE SUNKEN YACHT

THE yel | ow horde surged for the boats. First arrivals got the seats, to the how ing disgust of
those behind. There followed a process of natural selection which resulted in the strongest fighters
manni ng the boats. The weaker ones were sinply haul ed out by the nore husky.

Every sl ant-eyed devil was nmadly anxious to go along. TonToo was as fanpus a pirate as ever
scourged the China coast. A hand in his slaying would be sonmething to brag to one's grandchildren
about when one was an old man and good for nothing but to sit in the shade of the village market and
chew betel nut.

A toothless giant, great brass earrings bangi ng against the corded nuscles of his neck, grabbed
Doc and sought to pluck himout of the largest and fastest |aunch. The pirate never was quite
positive what then befell him But he staggered back with both hands over a jaw that felt as though
it had tried to chew a fistful of dynamite which exploded in the process.

Doc had no intention of being left behind. He wanted to see that Tom Too didn't talk the corsairs
out of their murderous intention.

"Let us proceed, ny sons!" shrieked one of the nen.

The | aunches rushed across the bay, keeping in a close group.

Doc now had a chance to observe the remai nder of the pirate fleet. The vessels were anchored in
the bay by the score. The red flush of dawn painted themw th a lurid, sinister crinmson glow, naking
them seem craft bathed in bl ood.

Many were Chinese junks with bluff Iines, high poops, and overhanging stens. These were nade to



appear top-heavy by the high pole nasts and big sails with battens running entirely across. The
steering rudders, sonetinmes nothing but a big oar, hung listless in the water.

Many sanpans mingled in the fleet, so snall as to be little nore than skiffs. Sone were propelled
only with oars, others with sails. Al had little matting-roofed cabins in the bows.

The rest of the armada was conprised of sloops and schooners of nore prosaic description.

"Tom Too boat, himconme in bay chop-chop!" sang a nman in beach Engli sh.

Doc's gol den eyes apprai sed Tom Too's craft.

The vessel was as pretty a thing as ever graced a mllionaire's private wharf. It was a
fifty-foot, bridge-deck yacht. Its hull shone with the whiteness of scrubbed ivory. The mahogany of
the superstructure had a rich sheen. Brasswork gli stened.

Several yellow men stood on the gl ass-encl osed bridge deck.

"We no waste tinme in talk-talk!" shouted a pirate furiously. "All sane finish job damm quick!"
The group of |aunches spread out in a half moon. They held their fire until within less than two
hundred feet of the pretty yacht.

THEN Maxi m guns opened with a grisly roar. The weapons shook and snoked, sucked in amm belt and
spewed enpty cartridges. A half dozen slant-eyed nmen clutched each weapon as though it were a nmad
dog, to keep recoil jar fromthrowng it off the target.

Aut omati c pistols popped; rifles spoke with |oud smashes. Doc saw the ancient gun with a barrel

of banboo spit its fistful of pebbles at the yacht like a shower of rain.

d ass enclosing the bridge deck of the yacht literally vanished in the lead storm The cutthroats
inside, taken by surprise, were all but fused together in a bl oody nass.

"Si nkum boat!" howl ed a corsair. "Shoot hole in hull!"

The guns were now turned at the yacht water line. The planking splintered, disintegrated. Water
poured in. The yacht pronptly Iisted.

Suddenly there was a terrific blast in the yacht entrails. The hull split wide. A bullet had
reached expl osive, probably dynanmte, carried in the little hold.

The cruiser sank with magi cal speed. A single yellow head appeared, but the swimmer was cal |l ously
mur der ed.

"Tom Too gone join his ancestors!" squaw ed the killers. Doc Savage woul d have liked to inquire
which of the nen in the cruiser cabin had been Tom Too. But he couldn't do that, for he was supposed
to have known the pirate king.

The | aunchers now crui sed about in hopes of picking up the body of Tom Too. Many a sl ant-eyed

Jol Iy Roger expressed a profane desire to possess Tom Too's ears as a souvenir. Bandying ribald

j okes as though the whole affair were a lark, the pirates reached an agreenent to snoke Tom Too's
head and nmount it on a pole for all to observe. H s body would be skinned, his hide tanned, and each
man presented with a piece |arge enough for a nmemento. Human fiends, these!

There was nmuch talk as to who had actually killed Tom Too. Many cl ai nred he had not appeared on
deck at all, but had remained below |ike the hiding dog that he was, and had been slain by the
expl osi on.

They didn't find Tom Too's carcass. Disgusted sonewhat, they headed for canp to cel ebrate.

Mich strong Chi nese wi ne woul d be consuned, pots of kaoliang cooked with rice prepared, and those
who had opi um woul d divide with those who had none. It would be a janboree to renenber.

Doc Savage ducked away fromthis uproar at the first opportunity. H's work here was done. He
would join his waiting friends. A quick flight back to Mantilla, and they would assist Mndoro in
setting up machinery which woul d nmake short shift of the |eaderless pirates.

Doc had not progressed fifty yards from canp when snarling, hissing yellow men set upon him

THE sl ant-eyed fell ows attacked in silence. Pistols were thrust in their belts. Pockets bul ged

wi th hand grenades. Yet they used only the crooked kris and short sword.

It was obvious the assailants wanted to finish Doc without attracting notice fromthe pirate
canp.

Doc sprang backward, at the same tinme scooping up a wist-thick banboo pol e which chanced to be
underfoot. Wth this, he delivered a whack that bow ed over the first swordsnman.

Since they wanted no noi se, he decided to make sone.

"Hel p!" he piped in his shrill, assunmed tone, "Help! Chopchop!"

Instantly, pirates surged fromthe canp.

Doc's assail ants abandoned their effort at quiet. They plucked out firearns.

Boundi ng asi de, Doc put hinself behind the bole of an enornopus tree. Bullets jarred into the tree
trunk. They did no harm- the attackers could not even see Doc behind the shelter. The tree was a
good five feet thick, hiding Doc fromview.

The yell ow men rushed the tree, came around it fromeither side.

They stopped and goggl ed, eyes nearly hangi ng out.

Their quarry had vani shed as though by magic. For twoscore feet up the tree trunk, no branches
grew. The possibility that their human gane had run up the tree, squirrel fashion, was slow
occurring to them

When they did | ook up, the foliage at the top of the tree had swal | owed Doc.

One of the gang hurled a grenade at the approaching pirates. The explosion killed two nen. A



short, bloody fight followed. No quarter was given or expected. Four minutes later, not one of Doc's
attackers remained alive.

Doc slid down the tree.

"These fella tly kill nme," he explained. "Wo these fella? How they get this place?"

He spoke in pidgin. The reply was couched in the sane slattern tongue.

"These fella bel ong Tom Too's bodygual d!"

Cold lights canme into Doc's strange gol den eyes. "How they get this place?"

"We not know. "

A short search was pushed in the imediately adjacent jungle, but no skul kers were found. The
pirates repaired to their encanpment. The preparations for the celebration went forward, although
not as boisterously as before. The buccaneers were wondering how the nenbers of Tom Too's personal
bodyguard happened to be upon Shark Head | sl and.

Doc was doi ng some pondering al so. The thoughts which came to himwere not pleasant. He had an
awf ul suspi ci on Tom Too was not dead, after all.

Wthin the hour, this suspicion crystallized into certainty.

A WEAZENED little yell ow man appeared before Doc. No other corsairs were near.

The shrivel ed fell ow extended a barmboo cylinder.

"Thi s bel ong al ongsi de you," he smirked.

Doc took the banboo tube. Inside was a rolled sheet of thick, glossy Chinese paper. It bore
witing:

The fox is not trapped so easily, bronze man. | had the foresight to come ashore during the night
and send ny boat into the bay with only the crew aboard, for | did not trust the rabble you have
turned agai nst ne.

The gods were with me last night, for | cane upon a plane in the bay at the north end of the
island. Five nen |oitered near.

And now, bronze man, | have five prisoners instead of the three whom | held for so | ong.

Your life is the price which will buy theirs. But | do not want you to surrender. You are too
dangerous a prisoner.

You will commt suicide, take your own life, in front of the assenbled men of the camp. | wll
have observers present. Wen they bring me word of your death, your five men will be rel eased.

No doubt you distrust my word. But | assure you it will be kept this once. TOM TOO.

Doc read this mssive through with the cold expressionless of an inmage of chilled steel.

The shrivel ed nessenger backed away. Doc |et himgo, apparently not even glancing toward the
fellow.

The messenger mingled with the pirates, dodging about in the yellow horde with great frequency.

It was apparent he was seeking to | ose hinmself. Several tines, he glanced furtively in the direction
of the big brown man to whom he had delivered the nessage tube.

Doc seened to be paying no attention. Finally, he entered a convenient tent of poles and

matting.

The weazened messenger scuttled out of canp. He took to the jungle undergrowth and traveled with
extreme caution. Each time he crossed a clearing, he waited on the opposite side a while, watching
his back trail. He discerned nothing to alarm

Nevert hel ess, the man was being foll owed. Doc Savage travel ed much of the tine in the upper |anes
of the jungle, enploying interlacing branches and creepers for footholds and handgrips. H's
tremendous strength, his amazing agility, made the treacherous and difficult way seem an easy one.
The shrunken messenger qui ckened his pace. He had been promised a reward for delivering the
banmboo nessage tube. Tom Too had told himwhere it would be hidden, in a hollow tree not far ahead.
He reached the tree, thrust an arminto a cavity in the trunk, and brought cut a packet. It was
several inches square, very weighty.

"H m heavy like velly many pesos inside!" chortled the nan.

Geedily, he tore off the w appings.

There was a red-hot flash, a leviathan of flame that seemed to swallow the man's body. A nushroom
of gray-black snoke spouted. Qut of this flew segments of the unfortunate one's carcass, as though
the fiery leviathan were spitting it out.

The package had contained a bonb.

Tom Too had pl anned that this man shoul d never |ead any one who followed himto the hiding place
of the master pirate.

Chapter 18. PAYMENT | N SU Cl DE

DOC SAVAGE circled the spot where the weazened man had di ed. He sought the trail left by the one
who had placed the bonb. Hi s gol den eyes missed nothing, for they had been trained through the years
to pick out details such as went unnoticed to an ordi nary observer.

A vine which hung unnaturally, a bush which had been carefully bent aside and then replaced, but
whi ch had a single | eaf wong side up - these vague signs showed Doc the course taken by the bonb
depositor. The fellow had cone and gone by the sane route.

The trail turned out to be a blank. It termnated at the beach, where a boat had | anded the nman
and taken hi m away.



Taking to the trees for greater speed, Doc hurried to the bay at the north end of the island. The
pl ane was there, anchored a few yards offshore.

There was no sign of |life about, except the jungle birds which twittered and screanmed and
fluttered the foliage.

Doc stood by a sluggish stream which enptied into the bay a few yards fromthe plane. He deci ded
to try something.

Moving a little nore than a rod down the shore, he suddenly sped into the open, crossed the
narrow beach and shot |ike an arrow into the bay. He had appeared with blinding suddenness, and was
in the water alnost before an eye could bat.

Hence it was that a watching machine gunner got into action too late. A streamof bullets turned
the water into a | eapi ng suds where Doc had di sappeared.

The gobble of the rapid firer gall oped over the bay surface |like satanic mrth. Then the noise

st opped.

The gunner ran into the open, the better to see his quarry upon appearance. The man was stocky,
broad, with a head Ilike a ball of yellow cheese. He stood, gun ready perhaps a hundred yards from
where Doc had entered the water.

M nute after minute, he waited. An evil grin began to winkle his noon of a face. He had killed
the bronze devil!

He did not see the foliage part silently behind him Nor did he hear the m ghty formof a nan who
glided up to his back.

Awf ul agony suddenly paralyzed the fellow s arms. He dropped his machine gun. He grovel ed,

struggl ed, kicked. He was flung to the sand. There he continued his fighting. But he might as well
have tried to get out fromunder the Enpire State Buil ding.

He could hardly believe his eyes when he saw the giant who held hi mwas the man he thought he had
nmur der ed.

Doc had sinply swum under water into the sluggish creek, crawl ed out and crept silently through
the rank undergrowth to the attack.

W THOUT voicing a word, Doc continued to hold his Victimhelpless for the space of sone m nutes.
Doc knew t he psychol ogy of fear. The | onger the woul d-be nurderer felt the terrible clutch of those
nmetal lic hands, the nore terrified he would beconme. And the nore frightened he was, the sooner he
woul d tell Doc some things he wanted to know.

"Where is Tom Too?" Doc demanded. He spoke in his normal voice, couching the words in English.
"Me not know " whined the captive in pidgin.

Doc carried the man into the jungle, found a small clearing, slamed the fellow on his back. The
prisoner tried to scream thinking he was to be slain.

But Doc merely stared steadily into the man's eyes. The gunner began to squirm Doc's gol den eyes
had a weird quality; they seened to burn into the soul of the captive, to reduce his brain to a
beaten and hel pl ess thing.

The man tried to shut his eyes to shut out the terrible power of those golden orbs. Doc held the
man's eyelids apart.

Hypnoti sm was another art Doc had studied extensively. He had drained the resources of America on
t he subject, had studied under a surgeon in Paris who was so acconplished a hypnotist that he used
it instead of an anaesthetic when he operated upon patients. A sojourn in nystic India had been
added to Doc's perusal of the art. And he had conducted extensive experinments of his own. H's
know edge was w de.

The gunner was not |ong succunbing. He went into sort of a living sleep.

"Where is Tom Too?" Doc repeated his earlier query.

"Me not know. "

"Why don't you?"

"Me left at this place, watch canvas sky wagon. Tom Too no tell place himago."

Doc knew the nman was telling the truth. The hypnotic spell was seeing to that.

"What about the five white men who were in the plane?" he denmanded.

The reply was three words that froze Doc's great body.

"Hmall dead."

FOR a long minute and a half, Doc neither noved, spoke, or breathed. The prisoner was not |ying,
not pulling a trick. The news was a ghastly shock.

"How did it happen?" Doc asked, and his voice was a | ow nban of a whisper that the gunner hardly
hear d.

"Tom Too, himuse poison gas. Five white men, himsit on canvas sky wagon. Gas cone. Five white
men fall off, sinkee like log."

"Did you see this happen?"

"Too dal k see. Me hear. Men scleam nake big splash.”

Doc was done. He dropped a hand into a pocket, brought it out with the needl e-containing netal
thinbles affixed to the finger tips. He touched the gunner. The fellow pronptly slept.

Doc strode into the water and swamtoward the plane. A few yards fromit, he suddenly put on a
terrific burst of speed. H's corded armshot up, grasped a wing strut. He swng aboard not an



instant too soon - a great, slate-colored nonster reached unsuccessfully for him tooth-arnored jaws
gapi ng.

A shark! Oher triangular fins cut the near-by surface.

Doc showed no perturbation over his narrow escape. But he felt slightly sick. No need to hunt for
the bodies of his friends on the bottom of the bay, not with these hideous sea scavengers around.
Doc exami ned the fuel tanks of the plane, found themhalf full. He gave brief attention to the
feed lines, up near the tanks.

The contents of the plane had not been disturbed. Doc got certain articles which he intended to
use. They nade a bundle a foot through, nearly four feet |ong.

He reached shore by the sinple expedient of lifting the anchor and letting the breeze drift the
anphi bi an to the beach.

Departing fromthe spot, he noted several birds Iying dead in the jungle. The feathered bodies
bore no marks. The gas rel eased by Tom Too had undoubtedly killed them

Doc did not attenpt to search the island. It woul d have taken many hours to do a thorough job.

He headed for the pirate canp. He made speed, but he was careful of the bundle he carried.

The murderous horde were proceeding with their cel ebration over the death of Tom Too. They did
not yet know he was not dead. The festivities consisted exclusively of drinking, gorging with food,
snoki ng opium to say nothing of frequent fights arising over disputes about whose bull et had
actually slain Tom Too.

Doc singled out a husky hal f-caste who showed in the way he hogged wi ne and food that he was of a
greedy nature. Several times, this fellow filched a jar of the celebration wine and carried it to
his matting tent.

Doc was there to nmeet himwhen he arrived with one of the jars. In the seclusion of the tent, a

| engt hy conversation occurred. Once, when the half-caste | earned sonme surprising news, it seenmed
certain a fight was inm nent.

But a large roll of Luzon Union currency changed hands. After that, the hal f-caste becane all
smiles and nods of agreenent.

The fellow belted on a big sword and went out to join the cel ebrants.

For upward of an hour, Doc worked furiously in the natting tent.

St eppi ng outside, he got a barrel of the gasoline used in the |aunches riches. This he placed,

t he bunghol e open, near the nmatting tent.

H s powerful voice peal ed across the pirate canp.

"I would speak with all you fella!" he said in beach jargon. "All sane cone al ongside plenty

qui ck!"

Yel | ow men swarned over, curious to hear what this giant had to say. They were puzzl ed about
sonething else, too - the big man's voi ce had changed. It was no |onger shrill, piping, but

t hunderous with | atent power.

DOC surveyed the assenbl age, standing just in front of the matting tent.

"l have made fools out of you!" he boonmed in ordinary English, which nost of the corsairs could
probably understand. "I came here deliberately to persuade you to turn upon Tom Too!"

He went on, telling exactly what had happened. He informed them Tom Too was still alive. He flung
out the note he had received, letting themread it, such as coul d read.

He carefully neglected any reference to his jaunt to the bay at the north end of the island, or
his grisly discoveries there.

"Tom Too is holding ny five friends!" he continued. "If | kill myself, he will release them
Therefore, | shall pay that price, so ny friends may go free."

A remar kabl e change had swept the pirate horde. They gl owered at Doc, nuttering, fingering

kni ves. The fact that the big man had stated he was going to kill hinself to save his friends, nmade

no good inpression upon them They were a callous |ot.

"l shall now shoot nyself!" Doc shouted. "You will all see ny act. You can tell Tom Too."

The situation struck some of the corsairs as ridiculous, as indeed it was. The gi ant who had
decei ved themwas crazy. Did he think Tom Too woul d rel ease his five friends, once he was dead? Tom
Too never kept his word, unless it was to his interest to do so.

Suddenly a husky hal f-caste sprang forward, waving his sword. It was the sane fell ow with whom
Doc had conversed at |ength. The nman's pants pockets bulged with Doc's noney.

"Snake-dog!" he shrieked. "You stand in flont of ny tent and befoul it! Fol that, | kill youl"
He rushed forward angrily.

Doc turned and dived into the tent, as though in flight. He seened to stunble just inside the
door, and fall fiat.

Fully fifty pirates saw the hal f-caste's sword strike. The swordsman withdrew a bl ade that
dripped red, and stepped to the tent door.

"My tent is luined!" he howed. "It shall be destloyed with flane!"

Wer eupon, he kicked over the gasoline barrel. Fuel sloshed out. The hal f-caste struck a match
and tossed it into the petrol. Flane instantly envel oped the tent.

The hal f-caste continued to dance around, as though in a great rage.

A cl ose observer mght have noticed three Mongols in the pirate crowd who swiftly planted



t hensel ves where they could watch all sides of the burning tent.

The flami ng matting popped and cracked. Vile yell ow snoke poured upward, mingling densely in the
boughs of trees which overhung the spot.

The three watching Mngols squatted | ow, so there would be no chance of any one running away from
the blazing tent w thout being discovered in the act.

The fire raged fully thirty mnutes. The tent had been erected upon a foundation of hardwood

pol es, and these gave off much heat.

LONG before the fire had burned out, the yellow cutthroats gathered in noisy groups to discuss
the fact that Tom Too was still alive, and to ponder on what punishnent would be theirs for turning
agai nst their naster.

The three Mongols, however, took no part in this. They never renoved the stares of their slant
eyes fromthe conflagration.

When the remains of the tent had become gl owi ng coals, the trio approached. Wth |ong poles, they
knocked the enbers apart.

They showed satisfaction at the sight of gray-white ash which was unm stakably burned bones. One
of themraked out a partially consuned piece of bone and pocketed it.

To make certain, they dug into the earth upon which the tent had stood. There was no tunnel.
Throwi ng down the sticks, the three strode rapidly away. They did not take particul ar pains not
to be seen. But they nade sure none of the other pirates followed them

The beach sand crunched softly under their bare feet. Birds twittered in the jungle. The cl ouds
had cl eared away overhead, and the sun was slanmi ng down a hot gl are.

"I did not think the bronze man would actually kill hinself, oh brothers,"” said one Mngol

t houghtfully, speaking his native tongue. "But there is no doubt but that he did."

"He did not kill hinself," another pointed out. "He was speared by the hal f-caste."

"And very well speared, too," chuckled the third. "And | have in ny pocket a burned piece of the
bronze man's bones. Tom Too shoul d think highly of that souvenir."

"No doubt he will! Verily, this bronze devil has not been one thorn in our sides - he has been a
whol e t hicket of them"

The three Mongols stepped into a small sanmpan, shoved off and paddled to the |argest of the
anchored j unks.

The interior of this craft proved to be fitted in lavish fashion, with many tapestries, paintings
done on silk and featuring dragons, rugs, and el aborately inlaid furniture.

Near the high stern, they entered a room whi ch contained a nodern-1o0king radio installation. One
man threw the switch which started the nmotor generators, then seated hinself at the key.

The other two Mongols stood beside him Apparently they thought nothing of the incongruity of
their surroundings, the commingling of the splendor of ancient China and the shiny copper wres,
glistening tubes, and bl ack insulation paneling of the radio transmitter.

The Mongol Operator prepared to send.

There was a flash, a loud fizzing of blue flame fromthe upright instrument board.

The operator | eaped up and nade an exam nation. He found a short length of wire. This had
short-circuited two inportant doubl e-pole switches. The man cursed in the Mngol dialect.

"The apparatus is ruined!" he snarled. "It is strange the wire should fall upon the swtches!
Where did it come fron?"
"Where from indeed?" nmuttered another. "It is not electrical wire. It looks like a part of a
small iron wire cable.”

They di scussed the nmystery profanely for some minutes. "W cannot send our news to Tom Too by
radi o," one conplained. "W nust now go to himin person."

They quitted the pirate junk.

Chapter 19. TOM TOO S LAIR

THE Mongol trio now took considerably nore pains to see that none of the pirates had foll owed
them Plunging into the jungle, they turned northward. Cccasionally they swore softly at noisy
tropical birds; the feathered songsters insisted on following themw th many shrill outcries.

M dway up the island, on the east shore, was a tiny inlet. It was not over a dozen feet w de and
fifty deep. Branches interlaced a mat above it; creepers hung down into the water |ike drinking
serpents.

A sanmpan was concealed in this. The boat was about thirty feet long, rather wide, and fitted with
a mast. The matting sail was down and hanging carelessly over the little cabin in the bows.

The sanmpan had a nmodern touch in a powerful outboard notor.

The Mongol trio were about to step aboard when a startling devel opment occurred.

A kris, sixteen inches of crooked, razor-sharp steel, canme hissing out of the jungle. It mssed
one of the Mongols by inches, and enbedded in a tree.

"Some dog has followed us!" rasped one man.

Drawi ng their own knives, as well as a spike-snouted pistol apiece, they charged the spot from
whi ch the kris had been thrown. Their stocky bodies crashed noisily in the tangled plant grow h.
Birds fled with an outburst of noise fit to wake the dead.

The knife thrower could not be found. There was no sign, not even a track.



"W will not waste nore tinme, ny sons," said a Mngol.

They entered the sanpan. The outboard notor was twisted into |ife. The sanpan went scooting out

of the inlet.

The Mongols in their strange craft |ooked like a trio of innocent fishernen, for the waters of
the Luzon Union swarmed with vessels such as this.

The tropical sun slanted down upon the waves with a glittering splendor. Spray tossed fromthe
bows of the flying sanpan scintillated like jewel dust. The air was sweet with salt tang. A hideous
slate triangle of a shark fin cut across the bows.

Some four or five miles distant was another island, smaller than Shark Head. Tall pal ms crowned
it. Sand of the beach was very white. The whole islet was |like a salad of |uxurious green set upon a
snowy platter. It fascinated the eyes with its beauty. As the sanpan sw shed cl ose, the stench of
the overripe vegetation of the island was |ike the sickening breath of a sl aughterhouse.

The sanpan curved around the island, nmade directly for a part of the beach which seemed a solid
wal | of plant life, hit it - and shot through into a pond of a harbor.

Wth a belligerent bang or two, the outboard died. Monentum sent the sanpan gently aground.

The three Mongols scranbl ed over the sail piled atop the little bow cabin and | eaped ashore.

MORE flowering plants flourished upon this islet than upon Shark Head. Their bloons were a
carnival of color. But the place snelled |ike a swanp; foul, poisonous.

The Mongol s gai ned hi gher ground. Here stood a house. It was built of hardwood, with the sides of
shutterli ke panels which could be opened to furnish relief fromthe heat.

Sonme hal f dozen evil-1ooking men sat in the main roomof the house. A strange tension was
noticeable in their attitude. They hardly noved a nuscle. And when they did stir, it was done slowy
and carefully, as if they were afraid of breaking something. They were like men in nortal fear of an
i mpendi ng fate.

The Mongol s dashed in upon this solemm assenblage with | oudly boisterous cries of elation.

"Where is Tom Too, oh brothers?" they demanded. "W have news for the master. G eat news!"

In their excitenent, the trio failed to note the air of terror about those in the room

"Tom Too is not here," said one of the frightened nen shrilly.

"Where did he go?"

"He did not say. He nerely go."

The three Mongol s could not hold back their news.

"The bronze devil is dead," one chortled. "The man did not have great wi sdom as we had thought.
He was a fool. He thought he was saving his five friends. He did not know that the five were dead
fromthe gas we rel eased. So he got up before the dogs who would turn against Tom Too and naede a
speech, telling them who he was, and saying he was going to shoot hinself. But one of the dogs cut
off his head with a sword and burned his body in a tent. W watched flames consune the body. And I
carry in ny pocket a bit of the bronze man's bones, which was not consumed. Tom Too will want that
souvenir. Were is the master?"

"He go away!" insisted one of the listeners shrilly.

The three Mongol s suddenly perceived the tension in the room They were surprised.

"What is wong with you, oh trenbling ones?"

The reply to that came froma totally unexpected source.

"They're afraid of gettin' pasted with |lead!" booned a slangy Yank voi ce.

A curtain across the end of the room suddenly snapped down. Five nen |ounged there. Each held a
terrible little inplenent of death, a conpact nmachine gun that |ooked |ike an overgrown autonatic.
The five were Doc's friends - Mnk, Renny, Long Tom Ham and Johnny.

THE three Mongol s had been reared am d viol ence and death. They knew these five men, knew them
for nortal enemes of their kind. They tried to make a fight of it.

Yel | ow hands sped for knives and pistols.

The hal f dozen others, who had been sitting so fearfully because they were covered by the guns of
Doc's nen, decided to aid the Mongols. They had been disarned, but they dived for anything handy.
Three got chairs. Two tore legs off a rickety table. Another seized a wine bottle, broke it, and
rushed with the jagged end held |ike a dagger.

The room went into pandenoni um Knives flashed. Fists swung. Shillelahs whacked at heads. Guns
bawl ed t hunder.

The five white nen concentrated on the three arned Mongols. Two dropped before the bull-fiddle
roars of the frightsome little machine guns. Mink closed with the third. A slap of his hairy hand
sent the gun flying fromthe man's hand.

The Mongol struck with his knife. Mnk evaded the blade with an ease astoundi ng for one of his
bul k, then pasted the yellow man with a hirsute fist. So terrific was the blow that. the Mngol
dropped his knife and staggered like a drunk, then fell.

Ham cl osed with a slant-eyed nman who wielded a table I eg. He fenced briskly, warding off terrific
blows with deft parries of his bared sword cane. An instant |ater the yell ow man sprang back, the
liganents in his wist severed. Squawling for nmercy, he shrank into a corner.

Renny pul ped a nose with one of his nonster fists. Long Tom and Johnny closed with respective
opponents. They did not use their guns again. Bare-handed, they were nore than a match for the



pirates

The fray ended as suddenly as it had started. The corsairs lost their nerve, shoved their arms in
the air, and joined Haml's victimin screeching for quarter

"A fine gang of yallerhamrers!" Mnk conplained. "Can't even fight enough to get a man war nmed

up! "

He picked up the Mongol he had struck. The fellow was the only one of the three nmessengers now
alive

"So you thought the gas got us, eh?" Mnk growed. "Well, it didn't! You turned the stuff |oose

in the jungle so the wind would blow it toward us. W heard birds droppi ng dead. That warned us. So
we dived overboard. It was dark enough so that we didn't have no trouble gettin' away! Then we hung
around listenin' to you guys talk."

The Mongol only rolled his slitty eyes

"W heard enough talk to | earn Tom Too was gonna hol e up here!"™ Mnk continued fiercely. "So we
made a raft out of two | ogs and paddl ed over. We been holdin' your pals here, hopin' Tom Too woul d
turn up.”

Ham swung over, sword cane poi sed om nously.

"This is the bird who bragged he was carrying a piece of Doc's burned skeleton!" he said grimy
"Let's see it!"

Monk searched the prisoner and soon brought the charred bit of bone to Iight

Johnny, the gaunt archaeol ogi st, took one look at it - and |aughed |loudly as he turned the bone

in his hand

"That's a hunk of ordinary soup bone - off the leg of a com"

Knowi ng bones was part of Johnny's business. He could | ook at a skeleton froma prehistoric ruin
and tell some remarkabl e things about the ancient to whomit originally bel onged

"Then Doc ain't dead, after all!" Monk grinned

"That's fair guesswork," said Doc Savage fromthe doorway.

A ROAR of pl easure greeted Doc's appearance

"How d you work it?" Monk wanted to know.

"Used the old magician's stunt with mirrors to make it seemthat | had been stabbed," Doc told
him "One of the pirates was in on the trick and swng the sword. | paid himplenty. The sword bl ade
ran through a wad of cloth soaked with red ink instead of ny body."

"Hey!" Monk interrupted. "How d you get out of the tent?"

"The tent was set on fire. | had sprinkled chemcals on it so there would be a great deal of
snmoke. Overhead was a large tree branch. | had previously rigged a silk cord, small enough not to be
noti ceable, over the linmb so a stout wire could be drawn up. | clinbed that, conceal ed by the snpke

taking ny mrrors along. It was not hard to get to other trees and away."
Doc nodded at the survivor of the Mongol trio. "This chap and his two conpanions went to a junk

and prepared to communicate with Tom Too by radio. | broke off a bit of the wire cable with which
had clinbed the tree |inb, tossed it onto a couple of switches w thout being noticed, and put the
appar atus out of commission. | figured they'd go to Toni Too in person

"It was necessary to throw a knife at themto decoy themaway fromtheir sanpan | ong enough for
me to get aboard and find a place to hide under the sail."

Doc fell silent and let his eyes rove over the room It was not often that he went into such
detail in describing his methods. But finding his five friends alive had made hima bit tal kative
Long Tom whi pped asi de the curtain behind which he and the others had been concealed for a tine
This disclosed an arny type portable radio transmitter and receiver

"This is undoubtedly the set the Mongols intended to comunicate with fromthe junk," he

decl ared. "But where's Tom Too?"

"Did he have a chance to dodge you?" Doc asked

Ham t apped his sword cane thoughtfully. "He might have. W net two of the pirates on the bay
shore, had a little fight, and the others canme to see what it was about. Tom Too mi ght have renai ned
behi nd, seen we had cl eaned up on his gang, then skipped out."

"He hasn't had a chance to |l eave the island!" Mnk grunted. "W searched the shore line. There
wasn't a boat around. And one man coul dn't navigate by hinself the log raft we came over on."
Countless tinmes Doc's ability to observe any novenent about him however slight, had proved
invaluable. It served agai n now.

Hi s mighty form whipped aside and down, flaky gol den eyes fixed on the door

Lead shrieked through the space he had vacated. A pistol, firing fromthe jungle, nmade stuttering
cl anor.

"Tom Too!" Renny booned

Chapter 20. THE TI GHTENI NG NET

THE shot echoes were still bunping around over the island when Doc's five nmen turned | oose with
the little machine guns. The weapons poured bullet streans that were |ike rods of living nmetal. The
slugs razored off |eaves, twi gs, branches the thickness of Monk's furry wist.

After one volley they ceased firing

Loud crashings reached their ears over the caterwauling of disturbed birds



"He's beating it!" Renny shouted

Doc and his nen dived out of the room |eaving the cowering prisoners to their own devices. They
weren't inportant game, anyway.

"Did you get a |ook at Tom Too's face, Doc?" Ham dermanded

"No. Only his gun shoving out through the leaves. | didn't even get the color of his skin. He was
wearing gl oves."

They spread out in a line, in the order of their running ability. Doc was far in the | ead. Next
was Johnny, gaunt and bony, but a first-class foot racer. Monk and Renny, the two giants, trod
Johnny's heels. Ham and Long Tom were |ast, pretty evenly matched, with Ham the hindernost because
he was trying to keep thorns fromtearing his clothes. Hamwas al ways jeal ous of his appearance
"He's heading for the sanpan!" Doc called

An instant later they heard the outboard notor on the sanpan start

Doc reached the pondlike bay just in tine to glinpse the stern of the sanpan vani shing beyond the
curtain of vines which screened the tiny harbor fromthe sea

H s men came up. They drove a few rasping volleys of |ead at the drapery of creepers. Then they
ran around the bay. This consuned nmuch precious tine.

The sanpan was nearly three hundred yards distant, traveling |ike a scared duck

If they had hoped to glinpse Tom Too's features, they were di sappointed. The pirate | eader was
not in sight.

"Lying in the bottomof the boat to be out of the way of bullets!" Renny said grimy, and took a
careful bead on the distant sanmpan

H s gun nmoaned deafeningly. The others joined him Their bullets tore splinters off the sanpan
stern and scraped the sea all about the craft. But the range was long, even for a rifle, and they
did not stop the fleeing boat

"Where is the raft you fellows cane over on?" Doc denanded

"Up the beach!" rapped Ham and | ed the way.

The furry Monk |unbered al ongsi de Ham They cane to a spot where nud was underfoot, sliny and

mal odorous. In the mddle of this Ham suddenly fell headlong. He floundered, then bounced up
sneared with the snelly goo fromhead to foot. He waved his sword cane wathfully.

"You tripped nme, you hairy mssing |link!" he how ed at Monk. "Bugs to you!" |eered Mnk. "Can
help it if you fall over your own feet?"

However, Mnk was careful to keep out of Hams reach for the next few m nutes

Nobody had seen Monk do the tripping, but there was no doubt about his guilt. He had done worse
things to Ham And it was also certain that Hamwould return the favor with interest. The going
sel dom got so hot that these two forgot to carry on their good-natured feud

They reached the raft

"ITS a wonder the sharks didn't get you birds, riding that thing," said Doc, surveying the

raft.

Monk snorted. He was in high good hunor, now that he was one up on Ham

"This shyster |awer here wanted to feed ne to 'em claimn' they'd die of indigestion from
eatin' me," he chuckled with a sidelong |ook at Ham "Fallin' in the nmud serves himright for nakin
cracks like that."

Ham only scowl ed through the nud on his face

The raft consisted of a pair of long logs, crunbling with rot, secured in catamaran formwth
crosspi eces and flexible v]ines

Doc eyed the sticks which had served as oars. They were highly inefficient

"Put it in the water!" he directed. Then he vanished into the jungle

The raft was hardly in the sea before Doc came back. He was carrying an arm oad of planks ripped
fromthe house. These were nuch nore suitable as paddl es

"What about the prisoners we left in the shack?" Renny demanded

"They were still there." Doc exhibited one of the finger-tip thinbles containing the drug-Iaden
needl es - thinbles which produced | ong-1asting unconsci ousness. "They'll be there quite a while
too."

They shoved off, taking positions on the shaky raft like a trained rowing crew. In a nonent the
paddl es were di pping with machinelike regularity, shoving the crude craft forward at a fair clip
Their eyes now sought the sanpan bearing Torn Too. Doc had expected Tom Too to head for the

pi rate encanpnment on the south end of the island. But the sanpan was skipping for the northern
extremty, where the plane ]l ay.

"We're in luck!" Doc said softly. "Tom Too doesn't know the tenper of his cutthroats. He could
domi nate themeasily and send the whole horde out to finish us. But he's afraid to go near them"
"Yeah, but he's headin' for our plane!" Mnk grunted. "And there's bonbs aboard it."

"Ch, no, there's not!" Hamclipped. "I stayed behind a little while last night after we heard the
birds falling off their roosts and knew there was a gas cloud comi ng, |ong enough to chuck the bonbs
overboard."

The sanpan swerved around the north end of Shark Head Island, entered the little bay, and was
lost to sight.



Johnny spat a couple of words that woul d have shocked the natural science class he used to teach,
and chopped at a cruising shark with his paddle. After that every one was careful that his feet did
not drag in the water.

"WIt they junp out of the water and grab a man?" Monk asked doubtful ly.

"Probably not," said Johnny.

They kept their eyes on the little bay at the north end of Shark Head Island. The rattle of the
out board notor, nade wi spy by distance, had stopped.

Suddenly a shower of what |ooked |ike sparks shot into the air around the bay. The sparks were
gaudi ly colored tropical birds. A nonent |ater the froggy noan of plane notors wafted over the sea.
It was their starting which had flushed up the birds.

"Why didn't you think to take sonmething off the notors so they wouldn't run, w seheiner?" Mnk
asked Ham

Ham gl ared through his nud, said nothing. He did not dare dip up water to wash his face, due to
t he sharks.

Soon the plane skidded up into the sunlight. It wobbled, pitched, in the bunpy air. It flewlike
a duck carrying a | oad of buckshot.

"He's a rotten flyer!" Johnny decl ared.

"A kiwi!" Mnk agreed.

The pl ane headed directly for the laboring raft.

Monk reached up and clawed his hair down over his eyes to keep the sun out. "I don't like this!
That bird is going to crawm up. He may be the world's worst flyer, but | don't like it!"

RENNY fol | owed Monk's exanple in getting his hair down on his forehead to shade his eyes fromthe
sun. It was the next best thing to col ored goggles. They'd have to ook up to fight the plane. And
gazing into the tropical sky was |like |ooking into a white-hot bow .

"W left machine guns on the plane!" he nuttered. "It's gonna be tough on us?"

Johnny poked another shark in its blunt, tooth-pegged snout.

Doc Savage seenmed unworried. He sat well forward, driving his paddle with a force that nmade the
stout wood grunt and bend. So that his mighty strokes would not throw the raft off course, he
distributed themon either side with scarcely an interruption in their machinelike precision.
Renny shucked out his pistollike nachine gun and rapped a fresh cartridge clip in place.

"You won't need it," Doc told him

"No?" Renny was surprised.

"Watch the plane!"

The anphi bi an cane howling toward them Tom Too was Dot trying for altitude; he wanted to be | ow
enough to use his machine gun with effect - for no doubt he had found the rapid firers in the plane.
His altitude was no nore than five hundred feet.

"It's about time it happened!" Doc said grimy.

Doc's prediction was accurate.

Bot h notors of the anphi bian suddenly stopped.

Tom Too acted swiftly. He kicked the plane around and headed it back for Shark Head Island. H's
banki ng about was sl oppy; the ship side-slipped as though the air were greased.

"He can just fly, and that's all!" Mnk grinned. "Wat stopped the notors, Doc?"

"l plugged the fuel lines close to the tanks," Doc replied. "The carburetor and fuel pipes held
enough gas to take the craft upstairs, but no nore."

The big bronze man neglected to add that it would have been sinpler to cut off the fuel at the
carburetors, but that this would not have | eft enough gas available to get the plane off should
circunstances have sent themto the craft in such a hurry that they would not have had tinme to
unpl ug the fuel lines.

Tom Too was gliding the dead-notored plane at a very flat angle, getting the maxi num di stance out
of his altitude. Probably this was by accident rather than flying ability.

"Holy cow " groaned Renny. "Is he gonna get back to Shark Head?"

"He will cone down about a hundred yards offshore," said Doc after a glance of expert appraisal.
The estimate was close. Wth a sudsy splash, the anphibian plunked into the sea. It pushed ahead
for a tine under its own weight. It stopped a bit |ess than three hundred feet offshore.

Then the ship began to nove backward - blown by the of fshore breeze.

"He'll be blown right into our hands!" Ham ej acul at ed.

"Or he'll find the plugged fuel lines!" Mnk pointed out.

TOM Too wasted no time hunting for what had silenced the notors, however. Probably he was no
mechani c. He appeared atop the anphi bi an cabi n.

He was too distant for rmuch to be told about his appearance. Even Doc's sharp vision could not

di stinguish the fellow s features.

One thing they did note - Tom Too carried a |large brief case.

The pirate | eader reached up and struck savagely at the plane wing. There was a knife in his
fist.

"Hey!" squawl ed Monk. "He's lettin' the gas out of the tanks!"

It was worse than that. Tom Too backed up, struck a match, and flung the flane into the petrol



drooling fromthe punctured tanks.

Fl ane gushed. It wapped the anphibian until the craft was like a toy done in red tissue paper.
Yel | ow snoke tossed away downw nd, convul sing and boiling in the breeze.

Tom Too sprang into the sea. He swam madly for the shore of Shark Head Isl and.

Johnny gazed at the sharks cruising about the makeshift raft, then at the distant splashes that
mar ked Tom Too' s progress.

"That guy has got nerve!" grunted Johnny.

"Fooey!" said Monk. "Arat will fight alion if he's cornered."”

Doc Savage was standing up, still paddling, the better to watch Tom Too's progress.

Renny al so watched. H s eyes were second in sharpness to Doc's.

"There goes a shark for him" Renny baw ed suddenly.

They all saw the triangle of |ead-hued shark fin cutting toward Tom Too.

"There ain't nothin' | like |ess than sharks!" Mnk chuckled. "But |I'mgonna find it hard to
begrudge that one his neal!"

Tom Too had; seen his danger. He swam desperately. But he did not |ose his head. He kept his eyes
on the approaching fin. It disappeared.

Tom Too pronptly stopped. Doc caught the faint glitter of a knife in the pirate king's hand.
"He's going to handl e the shark native fashion!" Renny grunted.

Di stance hanpered their view of what happened next. But they knew enough shark |lore to guess.
Sharks do not have to turn over to bite an object in the depths, but commonly do so to seize a nan
swi mming on the surface. The pale bellies offer a warning flash,

Tom Too di sappeared from sight nonentarily. There was a splashing turmoil in the water. Tom Too's
kni fe struck repeatedly.

The pirate | eader appeared. He swam for shore with renewed energy.

"He got the shark - dag-gone it!" Monk wail ed.

TOM Too reached the beach wi thout further incident. He sprinted for the jungle.

Doc's sharp eyes noted sonething the others missed - Tom Too no |onger carried his brief case.
Evi dently he had dropped it in his short fight with the shark.

The plane was burning briskly. Flame ate into the fuselage. A Fourth of July uproar cane as heat
expl oded machi ne-gun bullets in the craft.

The ship sank suddenly.

Tom Too vani shed into the jungle.

Doc and his nen continued to bend their paddles.

They reached the spot where the plane had gone down. A score of yards beyond, the shark Tom Too
had slain floated near the surface. The water lashed in turmoil about the carcass - half a dozen
ot her sharks were devouring it.

"Whoa! " said Doc.

Monk wore in his belt a knife he had picked up somewhere. It was a serpentine-bladed kris.

Doc grasped the knife, clipped the bl ade between his strong teeth, and dropped off the shaky
raft. He disappeared in the depths.

"Jimny!" Mnk gulped. "Wth all these sharks around, Daniel in the lions' den was a piker!"
They waited anxiously. Bubbles gurgled up fromthe sunken plane. A mnute passed. Sixty feet
away, canni bal sharks fought with horrible splashings. Another mnute groped into eternity.

Doc did not appear.

On the shore, coarse-voiced tropical birds cried |ike hideous harpies.

Three cl appi ng shots interrupted the birds. Mnk ducked as a bullet nade cold air kiss his furry
neck, nearly lost his balance on the ranshackle raft, but recovered hinself.

Tom Too had fired at them- water does not wet the powder in nodern pistol cartridges.

Doc's five men sprayed | ead at the jungle. There was nothing to show they hit Tom Too. But they
kept hi mfrom shooti ng agai n.

Renny gl anced at a waterproof wist watch. He nearly screaned.

Doc had been beneath the surface a full four m nutes!

Ten seconds | ater Doc's bronze head split the water beside the raft. Doc's bronze hair and
metallic skin had a strange quality; it seened to shed water |ike the back of a duck; he could
imrerse hinself, and his skin and hair would not seem wet when he reappeared.

Doc's shirt front bul ged nore than his chest should have nade it.

Doc's five nen wiped cold sweat off their foreheads. The fact that Doc had renmi ned under water
so long was not in itself alarm ng. They had seen the giant bronze nman stay bel ow for incredible
intervals. But the sharks made these waters reek death.

"Have any troubl e?" Mnk asked.

Doc shrugged. "Not nuch."

At this point a second shark carcass appeared beside the first. The hi deous creature had been
slain with a single expert knife rip. Mnk and the others recogni zed Doc's handi work. He had battl ed
the nonster under water and dismssed it as "not nuch."

"Huh!" ejacul ated Monk. "What were you doin' way over there? The sunken plane is under us."
"Tom Too had a brief case with him but dropped it when the shark tackled him" Doc replied. "I



dived for it fromhere, not wanting himto know | was after it."

"You get it?"

The bulge in Doc's shirt front gave answer.

THEY now paddl ed the raft to shore. Tom Too did not fire at themagain - a wise nove on his

part.

"Make for the sanpan!" Doc directed.

They sped northward al ong the beach.

Monk gl anced over his shoulder. "Hey - lookit!"

Weel i ng, the rest saw Tom Too. The master pirate had come out on the beach half a mile to the
south. He was running for dear life, headed for the encanpnment of his yellow cutthroat horde.
"I"'min favor of going after him" Renny booned. Apparently it did not occur to himthat they

m ght not be able to whip several hundred slant-eyed pirates who had been fighters all their |ives.
"The sanpan!" Doc said inpatiently. "We'd better get it and clear out of here.”

They resuned their sprint for the sanpan, smashing their way through the jungle gromh in a short
cut across a little headland and reached the beach in short order.

"CGood!" rapped Ham catching sight of the sanpan where Tom Too had beached it. "I was afraid he
m ght have jabbed a hole in the bottom or sonething."

Renny pointed at the outboard notor.

"Look!" he roared. "The gasoline has been let out!"

The val ve of the fuel tank was located in such a position as to spill the enptying fuel upon the
sand, where it was hopel essly | ost.

"This puts us in a swell nmess!" Mnk groaned.

Four hardwood paddl es reposed on the sanpan floorboards. Doc indicated them "Gab 'em"

"We can't escape by paddling," Mnk pointed out. "The pirates have speed boats Tom Too will send
them after us."

Wth a mighty shove, Doc sent the sanpan into the water.

"We'll get back to the other island!" he decl ared.

There was no nore argunent. The sanpan surged away fromthe beach, propelled by lusty paddle

st rokes.

Ham between sweeps of his paddle, nodded at the bulging front of Doc's shirt, which held the
contents of Tom Too's brief case.

"Do you suppose there's anything worth while in there?" he asked.

"We'll let that slip for a while and examne it later," Doc said, then leveled an arm "Tom Too
didn't |lose nmuch time!"

They all followed Doc's gesture. Around the other end of the island, a pair of junks appeared,
together with several speed boats. Mre craft followed - junks, sanpans, |aunches, and other boats.
The har dwood paddl es bent and creaked as Doc's nen increased their pace. Water split away from

t he sampan bows with a steady, sobbing noise. They were nmaki ng good speed for the pal mcrowned
smal | er island.

"We'll beat themto the island!" Ham deci ded al oud.

"Yes - and then what?" snorted Mnk.

Doc's five nmen exchanged bl eak | ooks. They were perfectly aware they had never faced greater
odds. They were experienced fighting nmen, and they knew a fight against these hundreds of pirates
coul d be nothing but hopel ess.

A corsair machine gun dropped a shower of slugs sonme hundreds of yards short. The spent bullets
continued to drop in the water, coming closer and closer. But the little island was now but a few
fathons distant away fromthe nen.

The rasp of the sanmpan keel on the beach was a wel come sound.

Chapter 21. SEA CHASE

DOC and his nen piled out. Afewrifle slugs nade chopping noises in the tangled jungle growh.
Doc eyed the belts and bul gi ng pockets of his nen.

"CGot plenty of ammunition?" he questioned.

Monk grinned wyly. "Not as nuch as 1'd like to have. W' ve got a couple or three hundred rounds
api ece. That was about all we could swmwth when we |eft the plane |ast night."

"Latch the guns into single-shot fire," Doc directed.

Each nman flipped a snall lever on his conpact little nachine gun. The weapons now di scharged only
a single bullet for each pull of the trigger.

Usi ng a sanpan paddl e as a spade, Doc set to work digging a shallowrifle pit. He located it
slightly within the jungle, so he could quit it wi thout being observed.

The others followed his exanple, saying no word.

Straight toward the beach plunged the pirate boats. The | aunches, being nore speedy, were far in
the lead. The pirates had erected small shields of sheet steel in the craft - their usual
precaution, no doubt, when going into battle.

Prows scooping foam they approached to within two hundred yards. Then a hundred! Their speed did
not sl acken. A machine gun in the bow of one began to cough bullets through a slit in a netal
shield. The | ead hissed and screaned and tore in the jungl e about Doc and his men.



"Let the first one land!" Doc conmanded.

An instant |later the |eading speed boat hit the beach. It was traveling fast enough to skid high
and dry out of the water. The slant-eyed killers, braced for the inmpact though they were,
neverthel ess sl ammed agai nst thwarts and bul kheads.

"Nowl " Doc clipped. "Get "emin the legs and arns!"

H s gun spat. The weapons of his nen rapped a nultiplied echo. They were crack nmarksnen, these
men. They took their tinme and planted bullets accurately.

Two yellow nmen fell out of the launch al nost together, bit in the |l egs. Pain made them squall
noisily. Others cackled in agony as slugs, placed with uncanny precision, took themin the hands and
arns.

There was psychol ogy behind Doc's command not to kill. One wounded Oriental, yelling bl oody
murder, could do nore to spread fear anobng his fellows than three or four killed instantly.

Bedl am sei zed the | aunch occupants. They could not even see Doc and his nen. A tight group, they
sought to charge. Those in the |lead went down, legs drilled.

Howl i ng, the gang ran back and tried to shove the launch into the water. They were not sufficient
in nunber for the job. In renorsel ess succession, these also fell.

"Now - the other |aunches!" Doc ordered.

The volley he and his nen fired sounded ragged, scattered. But hardly a bullet went wild.

The nearer |aunches, four in nunber, could not hold up before shooting like this. One careened
about madly, the helmsnman pawing a drilled shoulder, and barely m ssed crashi ng another craft. Then
all four sheered off, the occupants expressing their opinion of Doc and his men in assorted

t ongues.

They were going to await the arrival of the heavier junks and sanpans.

Monk, flattened in the pit he had scooped, asked Doc:

"What now?"

Doc's pit was in the jungle to the right. No answer cane fromthe spot. Puzzled, Mnk squirned up
to | ook.

Doc was gone. He had vani shed silently the instant the fight was over.

NO nore than a mnute passed before Doc returned. He bore a bul ky object - the army-type portable
radio transmtter and receiver which Tom Too had left in the island cabin.

Doc gave a short gesture of command. The men plunged out of the jungle and | eaped for the speed
boat stranded on the beach.

A wounded pirate shot at them but he was wounded in the arm and missed. Doc fired a single
bullet, and the corsair shrieked as the | ead mangl ed his hand. The other yellow nmen fled, dragging
thensel ves al ong or running furiously, depending on where they were hit.

Doc and his five aids laid hands on the [aunch, strained, and ran it back into the surf.

Qut to sea, the pirates suddenly saw the purpose of Doc's strategy in permtting the nost speedy
craft to land. He was seizing the fast little vessel!

The sl ant-eyed buccaneers headed for the island again.

Machi ne guns cackled fromtheir boats, rifles whacked spitefully.

Doc shoved the nose of their own | aunch around whi]e his nen sprang aboard. Renny worked over the
motor. The propellers had not been danaged by the forcible beaching.

Lead cl anged on the sheet-steel shield, chewed splinters off the gunwales, and, hitting in the
wat er near by, dashed spray over them

Doc and the others returned the fire with slow precision while Renny fought the notor. The engine
caught with a blubbery roar. The light hull surged forward, the propellers flinging water up behind
the stern.

At the tiller, Doc sent the boat parallel to the beach. In a nonent they were stern-on to their
enem es, rendering the steel bullet shield useless.

Doc wenched the shield fromits nmounting. "Put it up in the stern.”

Monk did that job. He howed wathfully as lead hit the netal plate, transferring a sting to his
hands. Renny lunged to help him then grunted loudly and clapped a hand to the upper part of his
left arm He had been hit. He tore off the sleeve of his shirt with a single wench.

"M ssed the bone an inch!" he decided.

"We're going to nake it!" Hamyelled. He was using the tip of his sword cane to jam a wadded
handkerchief into a bullet hole in the launch hull near the water |ine.

Doc put the rudder hard over. The | aunch veered to the right - and was suddenly sheltered by the
tip of the island. Bullets no | onger cane near them

Setting a course toward the distant coast of one of the larger islands of the Luzon Union, Doc
held the throttle wi de. The boat, traveling at trenendous speed, jarred violently as it slanmmed
across the tops of the choppy waves.

The corsair craft heaved around the end of the island. Once nore bullets whistled about them But
they had gai ned considerably. Doc's nmen did not waste lead returning the fire.

Fifteen mnutes of flight put themout of rifle shot.

Doc cut their speed.

"Hey!" Monk grunted. "W | ow on gas or sonethin'? Those birds aren't giving up the chase!"



"Plenty of gas," Doc told him and fell to watching their pursuers.

IT was a weird-looking flotilla which followed them Behind the fast |aunches were the sanpans.
Then cane the junks, such of themas were fitted with engines in addition to sail power. They strung
out for mles. The nost sluggish of the sail boats were hardly outside the corsair bay on Shark Head
I sl and.

One | aunch began to draw ahead of the others.

Doc opened the throttle, spun their speed boat about, and raced for the boat which had left the
others behind. But not a single bullet was exchanged. Their quarry dropped back with the other
pirates.

Continuing their flight, Doc turned the controls over to Mnk.

Working swiftly, Doc tugged bundl e after bundl e of soggy papers, |oose-|eaf notebooks and cards
fromhis shirt front - the stuff Tom Too's brief case had held! He studied it with nmuch interest.
"Anything worth while there, ?" Ham asked.

Elated little lights glowed in Doc's flaky gol den eyes.

"Tom Too's organi zation was too large to keep track of without witten records," he expl ai ned.
"These are the records.”

"A break, gettin' 'em huh?" Mnk grinned.

Not answering, Doc bent over the portable radio apparatus. He adjusted the dials. The tiny key
was of the variety known as a sidesw per, requiring experience to nanipulate. Doc fingered dots and
dashes out of it with nachinelike precision, then twirled the receiver dials, the headset pressed
over his ears.

The noi se of the launch notor prevented the others hearing what Doc was sendi ng and receiVving,

al t hough they were all expert operators. However, Doc began to consult notebooks and papers which
had come from Tom Too's brief case. That explained what he was doing.

"He's gotten hold of a Mantilla station and is giving themthe names of Tom Too's nen in the
city," Ham deci ded. "That should enable Juan M ndoro, with a handful of reliable police, to clean
the pirates out of town."

After a tine Doc laid Tom Too's records aside. But he continued to send and receive over the

radi o instrunments, evidently carrying on a conversation with the distant station. Finally he ceased,
and studied his men quietly.

"Want to take a big risk on the chance of destroying this pirate fleet?" he demanded.

"Sure!" Monk said pronptly.

"Should the motor of this boat fail, it'd mean our finish!" Doc warned the men.

Monk nmade a gesture of patting the throbbing engine. "I'mwilling to take that chance."

The others seenmed of a like mnd.

Doc resunmed transmitting over the radio, and sent rapidly for sone mnutes. Then be deserted the
appar atus and took over the launch controls.

Their boat now dawdl ed al ong just out of rifle range of the pursuers. Twice during the next two
hours Doc swerved back as though to attack the |eading |aunches of the yellow nmen. These retreated
warily.

The hazy bul k of one of the larger islands of the Luzon Union heaved up ahead. Doc worked over
the radio set. He seenmed satisfied with the coded information which he had plucked out of the

et her.

Swinging a wide circle, Doc and his nmen turned back for Shark Head |sland. Like the tail on a

sl ow conet, the pirate fleet foll owed.

Doc's boat was at |east a dozen nmiles an hour faster than the swiftest of their pursuers. Several
times bullets danced on the water near them but the yellow nmen did not get close enough for
accurate shooting.

The sun, which had bl azed upon themw th a heat that al nost cooked, balanced |ike a red-hot stove
lid above the evening horizon.

The corsair bay of Shark Head |sland opened before the | aunch. The entire fleet nanned by the

sl ant-eyed nmen had been | eft behind.

Renny, standing erect to get the first glinpse into the bay, groaned: "Aw - bl azes!"

On the shore of the little harbor stood a nunber of yellow cutthroats. These were ill or wounded
pirates who had been | eft behind.

"They won't give us much trouble!" Doc deci ded.

Nor did they. Doc beached the | aunch sone hundreds of yards fromthe Orientals. He sent a few

| ong-range shots at the fellows to stop their charge, then plunged, along with his nen, into the
jungl e.

Wth all sails set and engines |aboring, the corsair vessels began reentering the bay. How ing,
br andi shi ng weapons, yellow men dived into the jungle. They were highly elated. They couldn't
under stand why the big bronze man and his five aids had deliberately put thenselves in a trap, but
they did not give that much thought.

There was one exception - the buccaneers aboard the |argest of the junks, the vessel which was
fitted lavishly with tapestries, paintings, rich rugs, and inlaid furniture. In the hold of this
craft was a powerful engine.



It bore Tom Too hinself. The master pirate did not land. Instead, after directing his nen to
pursue Doc, he ordered his junk to stand out to sea.

The Oriental craft was plow ng through the mouth of the bay when a pair of speedy pl anes dropped
out of the evening sky. Wthout the slightest hesitation, the aircraft |oosened nachi ne guns upon
Tom Too' s vessel .

Matting sails of the junk acquired great ragged rips. Splinters flew fromthe decks and hulls.
Several of the crew dropped. O hers replied to the nmachine-gun fire of the planes. A bonb, dropped
by one of the aircraft, narrowy mssed the junk, but made it roll sickeningly. The junk put back

into the bay.
Qut of the twilight haze that mantled the sea plunged several slender, gray, grimvessels. These
were destroyers, little larger than subnarine chasers, of the type that served the Luzon Union as a

navy. Qther planes appeared - giant tri-notored bonbers and fast, single-engined pursuit ships.
The truth dawned on the yellow pirates. Instead of the bronze man being trapped, they were

t hemrsel ves cornered.

Doc had sumoned aid by radio!

Chapter 22. RED BLADE

FROM t he conceal nent of the jungle, Doc and his nen watched devel opnents.

"Juan M ndoro is aboard one of the planes," Doc declared. "At |east, he should be, according to
the informati on he gave nme by radio."

"Can he depend on the nen nmanning the planes and destroyers?" Ham questi oned uneasily. "Tom Too
may have sonme of themon his pay roll."

"He did have," Doc adnmitted. "But the records | got out of that brief case gave their nanmes, and

| passed the dope on to M ndoro. Tom Too's hirelings are under arrest."

Monk kneaded his enornous, furry hands. "How about us getting in this scrape?"

"We'll tackle that big junk," Doc agreed. "Tom Too is probably aboard."'’

The junk in question had hove to close to the beach. Yellow nmen were dropping a |ight boat
overside, evidently to be used in ferrying Tom Too ashore. A bonmb expl oded in the bay, and the wall
of water it flung out smashed the snall boat against the junk hull.

Doc and his nen ran for a sanpan beached near by. They were fired upon, and returned the lead. A
pl ane di ved upon them unable to distinguish themfromfoes in the increasing darkness. Doc |led the
others back into the jungle to evade the searching machine-gun netal. There they encountered a gang
of a dozen desperate pirates. They fought, skulking in the jungle, each party shooting at the gun
flashes of the other.

Pl ane notors baw ed overhead. The planes flew so | ow that prop streans thrashed pal m fronds.

Det onat i ng bonbs nade such concussions that the very island junped and shuddered. Men yelled, cursed
in an assorted score of dialects. Machi ne guns gobbl ed continuously.

"Kinda like old tines!" Renny runbled in the gl oom

Doc and his fellows rushed the yell ow gang wi th whom they skirm shed. Doc used only his hands in
the scrap that followed. He noved |like a bronze phantom Man after man fell before his fists, or was
rendered hel pl ess with wenched and broken |inps. The pirate group broke and fl ed.

"To the sanpan!" Doc's powerful voice comranded. "We'l|l nake another try at reaching that big
junk!"

They ran out on the beach, found the sanmpan, and shoved off.

Over head, a plane dropped a parachute flare, then another. The calciumglare whitened the entire

i sl and.

The illum nati on showed Tom Too's junk trying to work out of the bay. Destroyers, however,

bl ocked its escape. The hul ki ng vessel turned back.

The flares sank fizzing into the sea and were extingui shed. Bending to the sanpan paddles, Doc's
party headed for the junk.

"They won't expect to be boarded froma small boat," Renny booned softly.

Doc gui ded the sanpan expertly. They cane alongside the junk in the gloom A pirate saw them

hail ed. Doc answered in a disguised tone, speaking the sane dialect, telling the corsairs to hold
their fire.

The sanmpan gunwal e rasped along the junk hull. Al six |eaping at once, Doc's gang gai ned the

deck of the larger vessel.

ANOTHER bonb, expl oding harm essly on the distant beach, threw a flash like pale lightning. It

di scl osed Doc's identity.

A yell ow man how ed and | eaped, swi nging a short sword. Doc tw sted fromunder the descending
blade. Hs darting fist seemed a part of the same novenent. The Oriental collapsed, his jaw hangi ng
awy.

Fi ghting spread swiftly fromend to end of the junk as Doc's nen scattered. In the darkness, they
coul d fight best when separated.

Doc hinself nade for the high, after part of the vessel, seeking Tom Too.

Bel ow decks, the Orientals manning the engi nes becane excited and threw the craft into full speed
ahead. It plowed about aimessly, no hand at the tiller.

Doc found a | ong banboo pole, evidently a nakeshift bat hook. He converted it to a weapon of



of fense, jabbing and swinging it in club fashion. A corsair bounced off the pole end as if he were a
billiard ball, and tangled with one of his fellows.

The little machine guns had been | atched back into rapidfire. Once nore they tore off series of
reports so rapid they resenbl ed the sound of coarse cloth tearing

"One!" Doc barked.

"Two! " echoed Ren ny's strong voice. "Three!" said Long Tom The others called off in rapid
succession - four, five, six

This was a procedure they foll owed often when fighting in the darkness. It not only showed the
entire gang was still up and going, but also advised each mail where the others were | ocated

Doc descended a carved conpani onway. He wanted to get the engi nes stopped before the junk crashed
into sone other craft

He found the engine roomwi thout difficulty. Only two Orientals were there, huddling nervously
under the pale glow of an electric lantern. They offered no fight at all, but threw down their
weapons at Doc's sharp command. Doc shut off the notors

"Where is Tom Too?" Doc asked

The yel |l ow men squirned. They were seared. They had seen this giant bronze man slain by the sword
and his body burned. Was he a devil, that he could conme to |life again?

One pointed toward the stern. "Maybe Tom Too, he go that dilection," he singsonged

Doc made for the spot - the richly fitted quarters which were no doubt Tom Too's private roons.
Two Orientals barred his way. He was al nost touching them before they were aware of his presence, so
dark was the junk interior

Doc shoved them both violently, and while they stunbl ed about and sl ashed viciously at black
enpty air, he eased past them There was novenment ahead, and the glow of a flashlight

A faint rasping sounded - a wi ndow i ke porthole of the junk being opened! It nust be Tom Too, Doc
knew. And the man was in the act of escaping fromthe junk into the waters of the bay.

Doc flung for the port - and had one of his narrowest escapes from death. Tom Too was easing
through the porthole feet first. He turned his flashlight on Doc and threw a knife

Doc saw the blade only when it glinted in the flash beam He dodged, got partially clear. The

bl ade | odged like a big steel thorn in his side, outside the ribs

Tom Too dropped through the port. H's madly spl ashing strokes headed for shore. Suddenly the
splashing increased. A terrified scream peal ed out

Doc | eaned fromthe porthol e

Overhead, a plane dropped another aerial flare. The blinding illumnation it spread coul d not
have been nore tinely, for the swimmng f]gure of Tom Too was plainly disclosed

A smal | shark had seized the pirate | eader. Tom Too had no knife with which to defend hinself
this time - he had expended that on Doc. The corsair chief screeched and beat at the grisly nonster
whi ch had fastened upon his |eg

The shark was but little |longer than Tom Too. For a nmonent it seenmed the pirate king woul d
escape. Then a larger sea killer closed upon the human norsel

Tom Too's distorted face showed plainly before he was subrmerged to his death

The features were those of slender, dapper First Mate Jong of the ill-fated liner, Malay Queen

IT was dawn, and the sun blazed a flane of victory in the east. The fighting was over. A cowed,
frightened cluster, the surviving pirates had been herded upon the beach and were under heavy guard
awai ting consignment to a penal col ony.

The pl anes had nanaged to |l and on a | evel portion of the beach. Juan M ndoro had boarded the big
junk. He was striving to express his gratitude to Doc Savage and the other five adventurers who had
done so nuch for his native |and

"l have just received a radio nmessage from Mantilla," he said, addres,ing Doc. "Thanks to the
information in Tom Too's records, which you gave us, the pirates in Mantilla have been captured
al nost to a man. They even got Captain H ckman, of the Malay Queen. There is only one thing
bothering ne - are you certain Jong was Tom Too?"

"Positive," Doc told him "The records disclosed that. Jong, or Tom Too, undoubtedly bribed
Captain H ckman to sign himon the Malay Queen as first mate."

M ndoro ran a finger inside his collar and squirmed. "Wrds seemvery flat when | try to express

nmy thanks to you. | shall ask the Luzon Union government to appropriate a reward for -
"N x," Doc said
M ndoro smiled, went on: " - a reward which | think you will accept."

M ndoro was right, for the reward was one Doc found entirely satisfactory. It consisted of a

sinpl e bronze plate bearing the plain words, "The Savage Menorial Hospital."

The plate was enbedded in the cornerstone of a structure that cost mllions. Gher mllions were
placed in trust to insure operation of the hospital for years. The institution was to operate al ways
under one inflexible rule - paynment fromno one but those who could afford it

The | aying of the cornerstone was acconplished with cerenony before Doc and his nen left the

Luzon Uni on.

Monk, uncouth in high hat and swallowail coat, perspired under the derisive gaze of the dapper

Ham t hr oughout the cerenony. He was glad when it was over and they got out of the admiring crowd.



"Fooey!" snorted Monk, and nmade a present of his high silk hat to a brown-skinned, half-naked
street urchin. "It'll take a good fight to get me feelin' |like a human being again!"

Monk was going to get his fight, even if he didn't knowit.

THE END



