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Chapter |. OLD ONE OF THE DESERT
"SAGEBRUSH' SM TH was undoubtedly not the first Smith who got into trouble w thout expecting it
However, Sagebrush Smith managed to confine his troubles to the ordinary ones of a cow puncher
until the advent of a certain fifteenth day of March. This fifteenth of March followed the
fourteenth, which was the day Sagebrush Smith got fired. He got canned off the Lazy Y spread for
gi ving the round-up boss, "Hoke" MGee, what he called "a bust in the snoot" over a trifling matter
of who had put a deceased rattl esnake in Sagebrush Smth’s bedroll
Sagebrush was scared of rattl esnakes, also of red-eye whisky and wormen. However, these three
itenms, of all the things Sagebrush had encountered in his twenty-four years of life, were the only
things he had ever been scared of. He certainly wasn't afraid of Hoke MCee
Sagebrush Smith was a | ong, gangling young man with a freckled hide, and he had no cares. He was
not, fortunately or unfortunatel y—depending on the outl ook—very anbitious. There was, in fact, only
one thing he really wanted to do, if he ever got around to it: he wanted to see a fellow he had read
about, a nan naned Doc Savage. He just wanted to have a | ook at this Doc Savage. He had never told
any one about the yen. He figured they would think it kind of silly.
Havi ng been fired, and having offered, in a warm nonent, to unravel cartridges with Hoke MCee or
anybody on the Lazy Y who wanted to unravel them Sagebrush Snith slapped his Texas saddle on his
Roman- nosed pinto, thonged his warbag and slicker on the back, and rode. He rode
"slick-heel ed"—wi thout spurs—for his paint bronc didn't need spurs. The cayuse was next thing to a
broontail, and plenty spirited
Some one had said there was a job repping to be had over beyond Tul e Canyon, at an outfit near
Sugar Loaf Butte. Sagebrush thought he m ght as well see. To get there, he would have to ride down
into the north armof Death Valley, over the floor, and out again. He filled his water bag at a
spring about sundown, and set out across Death Valley by dark
In the first four hours of night riding, he shot the heads off twenty-six rattlesnakes, but only
hal f the head off the twenty-seventh

"Boy, howdy!" Sagebrush Smith remarked. "I'mslippin !"
That, of course, was a nbdest understatenent. He wasn’'t slipping. Except for a slight
technicality, he had shot the heads off twenty-seven rattlesnakes, shooting in brilliant noonlight

at targets, none larger than a silver dollar, which were noving
Then a person or persons unknown reci procated by shooting Sagebrush Smith’s bronc through the
tail

THE tail shot was a freak. Sagebrush Smth felt at once that it was an inpossible shot, reflected

as nmuch when he picked hinself out of the Death Valley sand. Sagebrush was about to flop down in the
sand again for caution's sake, but thought of the sidewi nders and renained on his feet. He' d take
his chances with bullets

The paint pony left there as if it had a destinati on somewhere beyond Wom ng. The reins

Sagebrush remenbered with di sgust, were knotted over the jughead s neck, so he wasn't likely to stop
goi ng.

"The water bag!" expl oded the cowboy.

The water bag was on the saddl e! Sagebrush watched eagerly, hoping the bronc would buck the water
bag of f. The pinto was an enthusiastic bucker, with a style noted for getting rid of things
includi ng, occasionally, the saddle. But the piebald didn't buck. The horse | oped over a sand dune
and vani shed

When Sagebrush Smith | ooked around, he saw nore sand dunes, plenty of them a few

heat - di scour aged whi skers of mesquite, and sone tall black nmountains which appeared about two niles



away. The nountains, he knew, were thirty mles distant. About two days of the kind of wal ki ng he
woul d have. No one ever wal ked two days in Death Valley without water. He was already thirsty.

A fresh bullet arrived about that time. It cruised past somewhere overhead

"The first one was too good," Sagebrush remarked. "And this one is too poor. There's sonethin’

| ocoed here."

He drew his six-gun and fanned two lunps of lead in the general direction of the nmoon. Then he

l'i stened

Two shots answered, and the | ead of the second one missed himso far that he could barely hear it
sing, and the former was not much better

"Nobody, " opi ned Sagebrush, "could be that bumat lead-slingin ."

He had the cowboy habit of talking to hinself, a failing born of the fact that for too nuch of
his Iife he had been his own audi ence

He banged off his gun again

A bullet replied, and it mssed himas far to the left as the others had been to the right
"Sonethin’ is sure rotten in Denmark," the cowboy concluded. "Woever is turnin’ |oose them blue
whi stlers ain't shootin’ straight because it, himor her, can't shoot straight."

Havi ng t hus deci ded, he concluded it was safe to advance, and |ikew se very advisable. He had to
get water, or the big black birds with the raw, red necks would have a man to eat

Sagebrush advanced. He got his boots full of sand, his exposed hide covered with ‘skeet

scratches, and had his hair lifted assorted tines by sidew nders. Twi ce, scorpions did their best to
sock stingers through his boots into his legs, but failed because he was wearing good twenty-dollar
Justins built for service

"Dam all deserts!" he said feelingly

Then he cane upon the old man

THE ol d man was wanting to shoot sonebody. He had his rifle in his hand, a frantic fear and a
grimdesperation in his bloodshot old eyes, and awful agony working in the winkles of his old
baboon face

He wore scuffed old | eather boots, |aced khaki pants, a rag over one shoul der that had been a
shirt, and he had an ol d body that |ooked as though it was nade out of rake handles. He kept
shooting little gouts of blood out of his nouth

Sagebrush Smith slipped around a nmesquite clunp and junped in the mddle of the old man’s back
Wien he saw the kind of thing he had junped onto, he got off again

He got down beside the old duffer and strai ghtened himout on the sand and put the rifle to one
side. He wet his handkerchief with water froma canteen the old man had tied to his belt and w ped
off the old fellow s wasted face

"CGolly, pop, I'msorry," he said

The ol d man | ooked steadily at Sagebrush Smith and bubbled a little as he breathed

"l was afraid you wouldn't make it, Doc’s man," he said. "I kept hearing them shooting at you
Just one shot at a tine. The shots kept getting closer. | knew they were trying to pick you off
before you nade it."

Sagebrush Smith, who was as shaggy as a young jackass on the outside, and about as handsone, had
a likeable, kindly nature; and he wanted to hunor an old man who was half nad and dying in the
desert

"I fixed “em" he said

The ol d man of the desert |ooked Sagebrush Smith’s |ong, gangling young frame up and down
"Doc’s man," he said, "I'mglad to see you."

Being called "Doc’s man" had Sagebrush Smith puzzled. He finally figured it out and decided that
the old fellow thought he had conme from the doctor

"Buck up, old-tinmer," he said. "Stick out your horns and show sone sand. You gotta last until |
can take you to the doctor."

"You cane to take me to Doc?"

"Yeah. Betcher boots."

"Wn't do no good," the old man said. "I’'ve got cancer. |’'ve had it two years, and | haven't got
any insides left to speak of."

SAGEBRUSH SM TH got up on his feet rather quickly, because he couldn’'t have stayed there on his
knees without feeling sick. He stanped his boots in the powder-fine sand and jamred his hands in his
pockets, then took them out again and peered around for sonmething to get his mnd off the dying old
man. Mentally, he added a fourth itemto the list of things he was scared of: a man dying slowy.

So, intrying to get away froma sight that turned his stomach, Sagebrush Smith wal ked

around—ane upon the amazing | aboratory. First, he only saw an ol d adobe hut, and thought: "This is
a funny place for one of themthings." Then he | ooked inside and saw that it was really sonething
unusual

The mud wal I s had been plastered inside, and the plaster painted white. Around three walls of the
roomran a bench, with shelves above and bins bel ow, and the shelves and bins were crowded with nest



arrays of copper wire, silver wire, copper rods and silver rods, coils, bakelite insulating panels,
bottles, boxes, jars, and innunerable things that resenbled radi o vacuum tubes, and yet weren't
quite |ike vacuum tubes.

It was very cool in the hut, |eading Sagebrush Smith to realize the interior was air-conditioned,
exactly like the novie house in CGoldfield. He was a little surprised.

He was nore surprised as he went along. The box in the center of the roomintrigued him A
skylight et moongl ow in through the roof and he could see the box. It was about as tall as

hi msel f —around si x feet—and about a dozen feet |ong by eight feet wi de.

"Creepin’ Mses!" said Sagebrush Smith. "It's solid silver!"

It wasn’'t. His imagination had run away with him It was | ead, he decided, after he gave it a
good scratching with the point of his pocketknife.

One whi sker of shiny copper tubing stuck up out of the top of the |ead box.

After he had npseyed around the thing a while, Sagebrush found a door, and being of an inquiring
di sposi tion, he opened the door and went in, after first striking a match.

He | ooked around the inside of the | ead box. He saw a lot of stuff that he didn't understand. In
fact, he saw practically nothing that he did understand, and he began to wi sh he wasn’t so ignorant
about electricity.

Sagebrush rubbed his jaw and scratched his head and began touching things, but an electric spark
jurmped out and bit him and he stopped that.

There was a small box on the floor which aroused Sagebrush’s curiosity. He polished the | ock on
the box thoughtfully with the ball of a thunb. He could see it was the kind of |ock you couldn't

pi ck. The box itself was of high-quality steel. Sagebrush tried his jackknife on it, and the netal
of the box turned the razor edge of the knife blade, and didn’'t even scratch. He lifted the box to
test its weight, and grunted with the effort.

"Al nost as heavy as Hoke McGee’'s opinion of hinself," he renarked.

He went back outside.

"Your |ayout’s got me guessin', pop," he said.

THE ol d man was propped up on his hands, straining, hurting hinmself |istening to the whispering
ni ght sounds of the desert sands. He turned his head, and there was a wild | ook on his face.

"I think | heard some of themcreeping!" he croaked. "Creeping over the sand!"

Sagebrush Smith put the palmof a hand on the nape of his neck, just to reassure hinself that the
short hairs were not standing on end.

"That’s just sidew nders, old-tinmer," he said.

There was a silence filled with the kind of stillness that only comes in Death Valley-stillness
of utter death and tine abysmal. Then a breeze, a small |ost breeze, cane feeling over the dunes,
seeking in the nesquite, sifting in the sands, and sighing.

Sagebrush Smith took off his hat, nopped his forehead and grinned foolishly. He felt the need of
doi ng sonmething to break the spell, so he kicked out, like a boy, with one foot. Hs toe hit a rock.
He peered at the rock, then got down on his knees, brushed sand away and kept on brushing until
he had a space cleared the size of a bunk house table. The rock bore grotesque carvings and
silly-1ooking hen-track marks.

Sagebrush Smith got to his feet, kicked around in the sand and uncovered ot her such rocks. Then
it dawned on himthat the stones lay all around; some of the huge ones were even the reason for the
sand dunes bei ng here.

"We're in one of themnysterious ruined cities or ny nane ain’t Sagebrush," he nuttered.

The old man said, "That was in ny letter to Doc," very weakly.

"Sonme fellers that called thensel ves archaeol ogists were in Death Valley one tinme," Sagebrush
continued. "They figured there had been cities in here thousands of years ago, but they couldn't
figure out much el se about them" (These prehistoric ruins, sone actually stretching for nmles on
the heat-seared floor of Death Valley in California, are something of a puzzle to archaeol ogi sts.
KENNETH ROBESON)

"That is why | canme here," the old man said.

"Ch," Sagebrush Smith said.

The dying man closed his eyes for a while and rested. After a noment or two he started tal king
agai n.

"Did Doc remenber nme?" he asked suddenly. "Did Doc renenber old Meander Surett?"

"Yeah," said Sagebrush. "' Course he renenbered you."

O d Meander Surett closed his eyes. He appeared about as pleased as he could be.

"I"mnot suprised that he remenbered," he said. "I was one of the world s greatest authorities on
el ectrical research—before | disappeared.”

Chapter 11. THE MANCAPTI VE

THE desert night was either very still, or it was made weird by the tiny whirls of wind that went
scurrying through the sand dunes, although sonme of the winds weren't so tiny and traveled |like
Kansas whirlwi nds, picking up fine sand, lifting it two and three hundred feet, |ooking in the



nmoonl i ght |ike cinnanon-robed gi ants hobbl e-skirting al ong.

Sagebrush Smith hunkered on his high-heeled boots and felt funny. Not hunorous. Just funny. The
old man, Meander Surett, was dying, and Sagebrush had started out by agreeing w th everything,
hopi ng that woul d soothe the old fellow. Now he began to see that he was wal ki ng i nto sonet hi ng.
Meander Surett apparently had expected some one naned Doc to arrive. He thought Sagebrush Smith was
one of this Doc’s representatives.

Curiosity assail ed Sagebrush. He wanted to know who Doc was. He wanted to know the purpose of all
that stuff in the adobe hut. He wondered what was in the alloy-steel |ocked box. He would like to
know why the place was |ocated in one of the prehistoric ruins on the floor of Death Valley.

He coul d not ask any of these questions w thout exciting Meander Surett and speeding his death.
"Sagebrush," said Meander Surett unexpectedly.

"Yeah?"

"How did they find out you were com ng?"

"They? Who do you nean?"

"The nmen who foll owed you."

"Oh." Sagebrush Smith hunted in his mind for alie. "I don't know | thought naybe you could tell
me. "

"They’ ve been spying on me for years," the dying man said weakly. "I have been working here for
ten years. It was about three years ago that | first noticed them spying. | guess they knew | sent
Doc a nessage."

"Message?"

"Yes. The letter. Doc got it, of course, or he wouldn't have sent you."

Sagebrush Smith swal |l owed. "Ch, sure," he said.

"l don’t know the men who watched ne," croaked Meander Surett.

"You' d better be quiet," the cowboy urged.

Meander Surett coughed and bubbled. "Get ne the netal box in the |ead-insul ated experinental
chanber. "

SAGEBRUSH SM TH got the box. It was heavy enough that he was sweating and out of breath by the
time he had it at the side of Meander Surett.

"Now, " Meander Surett gurgled, "unbuckle ny noney belt."

The nmoney belt was made of champis. It was fat and heavy, and Sagebrush Snith, when he was

ordered to do so, |ooked inside.

"Ceewhi |l i kers!" he said.

"There is about seven thousand dollars’ worth of gold dust left," Meander Surett said. "I had

half a mllion dollars when | started experinenting ten years ago. | had the noney changed into gold
dust because nobody is suspicious of an old man who cones out of the desert with a little gold dust.
They think he is a prospector."”

Sagebrush Smith was stunned. "You nean," he nuttered, "that you spent half a mllion here in the
desert ?"

"It was worth it." The dying man reached out a wasted hand to the shiny netal box. "This"—-he
patted the box—is going to change the course of all mankind!"

Sagebrush Smith wiped his forehead. "Uh-huh," he nuttered. He didn't know what to think.

"Use as much of the seven thousand as you need for expenses," said Meander Surett.

"Expenses?"

"Plane fare, hotels, taxicabs and so on." The old nan had a coughing spell. "You can give the

rest to Sally."

"Sal ly?"

"My daughter. Sally Surett."” Od Meander Surett smiled in spite of pain and weakness. "She may

call herself Nola. She never did like the name Sally. Her full name is Sally Nola Surett. She lives
at 110 North Boul evard, in New York City. You better wite that down." Sagebrush Smth swal | owed.
“I"lIl remenber it," he said. "Sally Nola Surett at 110 North Boul evard, New York."

"Take her to Doc," ordered Meander Surett, "and give the box to her and to Doc, to be owned and
shared jointly." He shut his eyes and shuddered. "The contents must be used to benefit nankind,
not—the other."

"To Doc—who?" Sagebrush Smith asked involuntarily.

"Wiy, to Doc Savage," Meander Surett said.

"Doc Savage!" Sagebrush Smith took off his hat. "Blazes!"

THERE is probably no institution of mankind better equipped with reading natter than the cowboy

bunk house. The height of the stack of nmgazines in the corner will vary with the seasons, shrinking
in the winter when they are handy for starting fires, but usually it ranges around shoul der high. So
Sagebrush Smith had read about Doc Savage.

He had read of Doc Savage several times. Once in a nedical journal, twice in a physical culture
magazi ne, and a nunber of times in nmagazines devoted to science and nechanics. Sagebrush Smith did
not believe all he read. He did not think there was any such fellow as remarkabl e as the Doc Savage



mentioned in these nmagazi nes

What got his dander up was a nmgazine stating that this Doc Savage coul d take a six-shooter and
hit fifty silver dimes, thrown into the air, with fifty shots

Sagebrush Smith was willing to stand on a stack of Bibles and say it couldn’t be done. He knew.
He'd just like to pay a visit to Doc Savage and show the fellow up

"You want ne to take this box to Doc Savage?" said Sagebrush. "And you’'re furnishing the expense
money?"

"Yes," said old Meander Surett. "You nust promise to go to Doc and ny daughter, Sally."
Sagebrush Smith suddenly becane enthusiastic about the job

"You're on, old-tiner," he said earnestly. "But what’'s in the box?"

The ol d man was apparently too far gone to hear

"What's in the box?" the cowboy asked nore |oudly.

The dying old man rolled his head. H s eyes were strange

"There is a sheaf of data in the box," he nunbled. "That will explain everything."

"But where’'s the key to the box?"

"It has already been muiled to Doc Savage," ol d Meander Surett nunbl ed

"Ch," said Sagebrush Smth

O d Meander Surett’'s throat began to rattle. Sagebrush Smith had heard that throats rattle when
people die

"Take it easy, pop!" Sagebrush nunbl ed

The old man’s hands fastened to the cowboy’s armlike cl aws.

"Son, they'Il try to take it fromyou!" he croaked

"They won’t have nuch |uck," Sagebrush said soothingly. "Don't rile yourself, old-tiner."

The ol d man made noi ses. The bite of his fingers tightened

"Son," he gul ped, "I haven't told you everything!"

"No?" Sagebrush said curiously

"l caught two of them-ene of the men watching me." Meander Surett was shaking. "I killed one of
them | took the other captive. |’ve got himnow-a prisoner. Tried—to make hi mtal k—for nonths."

H s words were beginning to be separated by the rattling.

"Sure, you killed one and you' ve got the other prisoner," Sagebrush said. "Take it easy, pop."
" The—pri soner—over there!" O d Meander Surett croaked

" Eh?"

The dyi ng man pointed. "Over—there! Chained!"

"You nean you’'ve got a man chai ned over there?" the cowboy dermanded i ncredul ously.

"Fast ened—wi t h—a—a chain. He woul dn’t—tal k—

The old man’s eyes rolled and he could only make noi ses

SAGEBRUSH SM TH got to his feet, took a step or two in the direction in which Meander Surett had
pointed. He stared. He bent over to see better

The mesquite was tall and thick and cast black shadows. It was too dark to make out anything
much. The cowboy licked his lips, then advanced

Suddenl y, Sagebrush jerked to a stop and snatched at his six-gun. He had heard a noise, a small
whi npering sound. He |listened. Hs pul se was a-boom ng. Then there was a snmall novenent. Sonething
was really there

Hol ding his gun in one hand, he advanced. It was very dark. Hs foot struck sonething, and
feeling with his free hand, he found a chain. He tugged the chain. It jerked in his hand, and the
| ow whi npering canme again

"Hey, feller!" Sagebrush Smth called softly. "How |l ong has the old man had you a prisoner here?"
The whi nper was his only answer.

Sagebrush Smith struck a match

There was only a mangy and hal f-starved coyote pup on the end of the chain. And around about was
beddi ng and odds and ends of clothing and enough of the kind of food that a nman eats to show t hat
ol d Meander Surett had been treating the coyote as a man

Meander Surett was dead when Sagebrush Smith went back to him

Chapter |Il. HOKE McGEE

WHEN Sagebrush Smith guided two donkeys up to the Lazy Y ranch house, he was not doing it because
he wanted to, but because he had to have water. There had not been enough in Meander Surett’s
canteen. The Lazy Y had the only water on the route to the nearest railroad town

The two donkeys had obvi ously bel onged to ol d Meander Surett, for Sagebrush had found them
hobbled in the Death Valley sand dunes after he buried the scientist and freed the hal f-starved
coyote. He'd appropriated one donkey to carry the box, and one to carry hinself, although the |ast
hadn’t worked out; after trying to ride for twenty mles, a habit of both nountain canaries of
trying unexpectedly to take a bite out of his leg had led himto favor wal ki ng

Hoke McGee, the Lazy Y foreman, |ooked on the advent of Sagebrush Smith with no favor at all

"1 thought we run you away from here once," he grow ed



"Nobody ever run ne away from anywhere," said Sagebrush

He grabbed a donkey by an ear with one hand and held the animal while he unlashed the nmetal box
wi th the other hand

"Take your brothers"—Hoke McGee pointed at the donkeys—and get the hell out of here!"

"Maybe you'd like to make nme?" suggested Sagebrush

Hoke McCee scow ed.

"Maybe, " Sagebrush said, "you and your whol e danged Lazy Y outfit would like to try to make ne
go?"

Hoke McGee was a perfectly safe fellowto quarrel with—-as long as you were looking at him It was
after dark, or when he was behind you, that he was dangerous. This was a fact that Sagebrush well
knew.

Hoke McGee was not of the true west, not of cactus and purple sage. He was a product of crooked
carnivals and | ow gypping. An old carney nman of the never-give-the-sucker-a-break school. Wen the
carney shell ganes went out, he took up cow punching on the Lazy Y, the owner of which was a distant
relative, as well as a bird of simlar feather. They called him"Hoke" because he liked to brag
about the hokumthe yaps used to fall for

Hoke McGee wasn’t yellow, but he was cautious enough not to hit out when there was a chance of
getting hit back. He thought hinmself quite a snmoothie. Physically, he was short and broad and ran
nmore to body and arns than to | egs or head

Sagebrush Smith always said that if you could find a he-toad five feet five inches tall and take
the warts off him you woul d have Hoke M Cee.

"I"mstayin for supper,” announced Sagebrush Snmith

"The hell you are!" snarled Hoke M Cee

"The hell | ain't!" said Sagebrush

Havi ng unl ashed the netal box, Sagebrush Smth got under it with both arns, and kneed the donkey
inthe ribs to make the animal junp out fromunder the case. Sagebrush staggered over to the shade
of the bunk house and put the box down.

"What' s that?" Hoke McGee demanded.

"That," said Sagebrush Smith, "is a gookus-wookus."

"A what ?"

"Sonethin’ to nake fools ask questions.”

Ten mnutes later, the owner of the Lazy Y appeared, in tow of Hoke MGee

"You'll have to pay for your supper," the owner said shortly.

"You're dang tootin' I'Il pay for it!" declared Sagebrush Smth. "I’mparticular who | take
favors from"

"I't’"1l cost you five dollars,"” said the owner of the Lazy Y

"It'll cost me two bits," corrected Sagebrush, "which is nore than the kind of chow you serve

here is worth."

And because he wanted to devil them he whipped out his noney belt and made them wei gh out a gold
nugget and gi ve himchange for twenty-five cents. He knew nothing would hurt themlike letting them
see that he had a nice gold dust stake. He figured he had thembluffed to a point where they

woul dn’t dare do anything about it

That was a ni st ake

HOKE McGEE and the owner did not eat in the bunk house with the rest of the rannys. They ate in
the ranch house and had better food. To-night they had a conference

"How nmuch noney did Smth have when he |left here?" asked Hoke M:Gee

"Not much nore than forty dollars,"” said the owner of the Lazy Y

"Now he’s got a belt full of gold. Between six and eight thousand dollars’ worth."

"What’' s in that box?" asked the owner

"l don’t know," said Hoke McGee, "but | bet you it's full of gold."

"\ 2"
"I tried to lift it. The thing weighs anyway two hundred pounds."

"CGold, eh?"

"Why, hell, it couldn’t be anythin' else, boss. This ranny goes off in the desert enpty-handed

and conmes back with a belt of gold, an iron box and two donkeys. Now ne and you both know that he
either got the stuff by robbin’ somebody, or he found sonmebody that had died in the desert. And
either way it stands to reason there's gold in the box."

"Hmm That’'s too bad," said the owner

Hoke McCGee grinned evilly.

"We'll know just how bad it is," he said, "by along about nornin ."

Sagebrush Smith was fully aware that the Lazy Y would have its cupidity aroused by the gold dust
and the box. But Sagebrush was reckl ess enough and salty enough that he didn't give, as he put it
"a tinker's dam!"

However, after supper, and imrediately prior to sunset, he put on a little denobnstration for
effect. He had received seven silver dinmes as change for his supper paynment of gold dust, and he



took the seven di mes outside, and four poker chips. He tossed up the seven dinmes, one at a tine, and
hit two out of the seven with bullets fromhis six-gun, firing, however, twelve tines

"That goes to show," Sagebrush declared, "that it can't be done. Nobody can do that trick!"

Then he threw the four poker chips into the air and shot theminto a nyriad of pieces with four
bul lets from his six-shooter

"Of course," he announced, "that last ain't no trick at all."

Sagebrush bl ew t he snoke out of his hogleg, gave it a spectacular twirl on his fingers, and
smacked it into the |l eather. He figured he had cool ed off any anbitions anybody m ght have had
toward the box. He was rather pleased with hinself

H s bubbl e of pleasure got a pin stuck in it when he went back to the nmetal box

A man was crouched over the box, who held a scrap of paper in one hand. Wth the other hand, the
man was trying to pick the lock with a wire. He was intent on the business

Sagebrush wal ked up to the man and drew back and gave the fellow an enthusiastic kick. Various

t hi ngs then happened, none of them expected

THE crouchi ng man squawked, sailed conpletely over the box, turned in the air and | anded facing
Sagebrush Smith

Sagebrush then got a |l ook at the man and had the inpression that he had ki cked a bull baboon

The paper the nman had been holding fluttered away i nto the sagebrush

The baboon of a man sail ed back over the box and hit Sagebrush Smith. Ht him to the salty
cowhand' s everlasting nortification, before Sagebrush could draw his six-shooter

The punch conbined electricity and dynamite. Sagebrush saw strange |ights, suspected he was
swapping ends in the air, and found hinself flat on the ground

Sagebrush unl eat hered his six-gun and threw lead. Hs first bullet went into the sand, the second
went toward the noon, and he wasn’t sure about the next two. However, they nust have cone close to
the api sh man, because the latter turned and sought safety. He reached the tall sage and vani shed by
the sinple expedient of bending double

H s head had cl eared, so Sagebrush bounded up and charged after the stranger. The fell ow had been
at least a foot and a half shorter than Sagebrush, and the latter resented being knocked on his ear
by such a sawed-off speci nmen

However, for a man whose | egs appeared to be a good deal shorter than his arns, the stranger nade
remarkable time

Sagebrush did not get another glinpse of him

The Lazy Y rannys and their husky foreman, Hoke M:Gee, had arrived by that tinme, |ooking puzzled
and dermandi ng to know what had happened

"l just net," Sagebrush explained, "a spook with hair on his chest."” He felt of his jaw and
grimaced. "The honeliest dang jigger | ever seen!"

Fol I owi ng whi ch he nade pointed inquiries about whether or not the Lazy Y had hired any new hands
during his absence, and because he was so plainly in an irritated nood, he got civil answers.
Sagebrush becane convinced that the short, apish narauder was as much a stranger to the Lazy Y nen
as to hinself

"Wait a minute!" Hoke exclaimed. "Two strange dudes sifted through here the day after you |eft

One of ‘emwas a feller built with kind of a thin waist |ike a nud-dauber and dressed fancy as Ms
Astor’s horse. Hell, he even carried a cane!"

"This gal oot that erupted on ne didn't |look nothin' like that," Sagebrush grunted

"Yeah, but there was an honbre with this fashion plate," said Hoke McCGee, "that was dang nigh as
wide as he was tall, had rusty-lookin' hair over ‘im and a face that was sonethin’ to stop a clock
After he left, one of the rannys |ooked in the dictionary under orang-outang and found sonethin
that | ooked like *im"

"That’s my honeybunch!" sai d Sagebrush

A Lazy Y cowboy chuckled. "Don't forget," he said, "the pig and the nonkey themtwo fellers had

al ong. "

"The what?" said Sagebrush

"They had two pets," said the cowboy. "A pig and a nonkey. Anyhow, | guess it was a nonkey. There
was sone argunent about that."

Sagebrush Smith rubbed his jaw again. "This is sure a funny world."

"Those two nen," said Hoke McGee, "were |ookin' for sone gent naned Meander Surett."

Sagebrush stopped rubbing his jaw. "Huh?"

"Meander Surett, they called him"

"Why, dang it, that's the old geezer who gave ne the box and gol d— Sagebrush swal | oned. He

hadn’t intended to say even that nuch

He woul d have done nuch better to have gone ahead with expl anations, because Hoke McGee had nade

a serious error. Hoke had m sunderstood the fragnent of a sentence. He thought Sagebrush had said
"box of gold."

SAGEBRUSH SM TH di d sone cogitating, after which he got hinself a good-sized club and went



I ooking for his donkeys. He had discovered that the jackasses would stand and |let himcatch themif
he carried a club, but would run like rabbits if he was enpty-handed

Havi ng captured one of the donkeys, the cowboy | ashed his box to the back of the aninal. This was
work, but he didn’t want to | eave the box |lying around, even for a few minutes; not even while he
rode out to have a look at his back trail before it got dark

Sagebrush’ s exami nation of his back trail showed himthat two nmen, two burros, one pig and one
monkey had tracked himout of the desert to the Lazy Y ranch. The two nen were evidently better at
hiding footprints than he was at follow ng them because he failed to find them before night fell
Somewhat puzzl ed, Sagebrush went back toward the Lazy Y ranch house. Two nmen had fol |l owed hi m out
of the desert. Not the slightest doubt of that. He frowned. He never had been quite able to convince
hinmsel f that ol d Meander Surett had been insane. O course, the poor old man had been nentally
unbal anced during the |ast weeks of his life, but as for prior to that, there was a question in
Sagebrush’s mind. And thinking of the dying old man’s wild and repeated insistence that there had
been sonme one watching him . . . Sagebrush got out his gun and gave it a grim exam nation
"l"mgonna do sone ventilatin' the next tine | see either of themjaspers!" he declared

Reaching the Lazy Y ranch house, Sagebrush unloaded the chest, and it was while doing this that
sonet hi ng came back to him He snapped his fingers gravely.

"Dang!" he said. "I forgot all about that paper!"

He borrowed a flashlight fromthe scowing Lazy Y foreman, went to the spot where he had caught

the nysterious, apish gentlenman exam ning the box, and searched industriously for half an hour
before he found what he wanted—the sheet of paper the apish fellow had dropped. Considering that it
was obviously only part of a comunication, it was interesting

—theories undoubtedly substantiated, the belief being held by others besides Thomas A. Edi son

The Edi son experinments were unfortunately begun late in that great nan’s career, and were
interrupted by the gifted inventor’s death. | nention this because the work of these scientists was
the starting point for my own.

The contents of the netal case cannot be considered of anything | ess than worl d-shaki ng

i mportance.

The case is of vault steel, the type which is inpervious to cutting torches. It is a foot and a
hal f deep, two feet wide and three feet one inch in length. The lock is the best obtainable

There had originally been nmuch nore to the communi cation, apparently, but it ended there. This
segnent had been torn fromthe rest, top and bottom evidently by using a ruler as a straight edge

SACEBRUSH f ol ded the paper, stowed it in a pocket and went to contenplate the box. He was having

an attack of intense curiosity about the contents, but unless he was m staken, the nmetal case woul d
be harder to crack than a safe

He was sitting on the box dragging at a cigarette when hoofbeats rattled up to the Lazy Y corral
Sagebrush shifted so that his gun was handier. He needn't have bothered. It was only the Lazy Y

wr angat ang, who had ridden to town for the nuil

The mail included the usual bundl e of newspapers

Sagebrush Smith dragged the nmetal box into the bunk house where he could watch it; then he picked
up a newspaper idly. Hs casualness didn't last |ong

PROFESSOR MEANDER SURETT DI ES

ONE OF WORLD' S GREAT

SCI ENTI STS

Body Buried Near Death Valley Laboratory

Bel i eved He Worked Al one There

Vani shed Years Ago

"Great Muley steers!" said Sagebrush Smith

He read the two colums on the first page down to where it said "Turn to Page Two," then

di scovered that page two was all about Meander Surett. The pictures were of the man Sagebrush had
found in the desert, or rather, of the man as he woul d have been ten years ago in good heal th

The story said Meander Surett pioneered wreless; ranked al nost with Marconi. Meander Surett

formul ated the nost acceptable theory of cosmic rays. Meander Surett pioneered ultra-short-wave
radi o.

There was al nost everythi ng about Meander Surett except what Sagebrush Smith wanted to know. And
that was: Who had found the body? Sagebrush Smth had buried the old scientist three days ago, and
he had not yet told any one anything. Wo, then, had found out the old fell ow was dead? And how had
they gotten the news to the papers? There weren't any tel ephones nearer to Death Valley than the one
which ran fromtown to the Lazy Y

"Ah, frog feathers!" conpl ai ned Sagebrush Snmith

IT got dark at eight o' clock. About nine the tel ephone in the ranch house rang and the operator
said, "New York is calling M. Hoke MGCee."

"This is Hoke," said Hoke McCGee, who had happened to answer. "Uh—New York, you say? Who's callin
me from New Yor k?"



"M. Barr," said the operator. "Just a nonent."

Hoke McGee wrinkl ed what forehead he had. Barr—Barr. The only Barr he knew was Everett Everett
Barr, the | awyer. Hoke McGee and Everett Everett Barr had run a carnival skin gane in partnership,
but that had been many years ago. Everett Everett had gone a |ong way since those days. He was an
em nent New York attorney, he had witten in his last letter, when he had turned down Hoke MGCee’'s
invitation to buy a gold mne which Hoke had all nicely salted and waiting.

"Hel | o, Hoke. How are you?"

It was Everett Everett, all right.

"I"'mall right," said Hoke, "but if you're after that gold mine, the price has gone up."

Everett Everett Barr |aughed. M. Barr had the heartiest and nost convincing | augh of any nan
Hoke McCee had ever heard.

"Hoke, old pal, old boy, old friend"—M. Barr was always very effusive—this is about sonething
big. Something a lot better than any gold mine. It's really gigantic. Colossal. It's actually—well,
have you read the newspapers?"

"Yeah," said Hoke wonderingly.

"Then," said Everett Everett Barr, "you know all about the great scientist, Meander Surett, who
was found dead in the desert near your ranch?"

"All I knowis what | read." Hoke McGee was puzzl ed.

"Hoke, old pard, old mate, old chunk-off-the-10g, you ve got to nove fast. G ab your airplane,
your horse, your jackass or whatever you use for transportation out there and buzz over to where

they found the old scientist. You'll have to really step on it, because you've got to get there
before they take the box away."
" Box 2"

sai d Hoke McGee dunbly.

"Sure. Box. Made of steel. About three feet long, two feet wide, and a foot high. Locked."

"l don't get this," Hoke conpl ai ned.

"Hoke, old buddy, old sweetie, you' ve got to get this box for nme. Get it at any cost. Any cost,
see? Borrow, bribe, shoot, steal or say please! But get the box for ne!"

The gist of this sank into Hoke McGee's head and he leered lovingly at the tel ephone.

"How much in it for me?" he asked.

"Twenty-five thousand of Uncle Sami s dollars," said Everett Everett Barr.

" Uh—auh! "

Hoke McCGee swal lowed twice with difficulty. "Uh—twenty —what did you say?"

"Twenty-five thousand dollars when the box is in ny hands, Hoke, old son, old socks, old—=

"One box," Hoke interrupted, "com ng up!"

He hung up and got out his handkerchi ef and renoved the wetness from his forehead. Then he pl ayed
| eapfrog over a chair and threw down his hat and junped on it.

"You know what ?" he asked the Lazy Y owner excitedly.

"What ?"

"a d Doubl e-Everetts wants to pay us twenty-five thousand smackeroos for that box Sagebrush Snith
is totin around!"

"What ? Huh? Great spades! That's just like finding twenty-five thousand!"

"Twenty-five thousand—hell! It's just like findin" a mllion!"

" How come?

"Anythin' that old Doubl e-Everetts would offer twenty-five grand for is worth a mllion at |east.
I know ny Everetts!"

Chapter 1V. BIG APE AND Pl G MAN

WHEN Hoke McCee issued a cordial invitation to sleep in the bunk house with the boys, Sagebrush
Smith bull-headedly insisted on sleeping in the ranch house with the powers that were. He figured
that if Hoke wanted himin the bunk house that night, the bunk house was no place to be; but what he
didn't stop to figure was that Hoke McGee knew himlike a book by this tine; knew that if Sagebrush
was invited to sleep in the bunk house, he would insist on the ranch house i nstead.

So Sagebrush entered in the ranch house front bedroom rolled back the bedcovers and | ooked for
rattl esnakes as a matter of habit, then renpved his boots and pants and got in bed. Al good cowboys
sleep in their shirts and underwear.

Sagebrush lay for a while and had vague sensations. He was beginning to feel sonething like a

prof essi onal nouse-catcher who had cone upon a lion. It was possible that he had taken a bite out of
sonet hi ng huge and nysterious. Just what was in that box, anyway? He went to sleep in a bad hunor,
because he resented things he did not understand.

It was about three o' 'clock in the nmobrning when the rat trap went off. Wien he heard the rat trap
snap, he reared up in bed, clawed for his six-gun and pointed it at the box. He had set the rat trap
and placed the box on it before he retired, so that the trap would go off if the box was lifted.

To Sagebrush’s astoni shnent, he could not see any one near the box. And there was noonlight in

the room

To his greater astonishment, a gun snout was jammed into his right ear. He knew it was the nose



of a gun because the sight cut him

"Drop that hogleg!" gritted Hoke McCGee's voice. Sagebrush thought about what a bullet going in
his right ear mght do to his brains, and let fall his six-gun.

"Pol ecats!" he said.

Hoke McGee cane around from behind the bed, nuch pleased with hinself.

"We was all rigged for you, smart puss,” he chuckled. "W had the screws | oose in the w ndow | ock
and the window slide greased, and we had a hol e poked in the wall so we could watch you fromthe
other room W saw you fix the rat trap. Sit still, you!"

Hoke unl ocked the door, and the Lazy Y owner cane in carrying a sawed-off shotgun.

"You tote the box," Hoke told him

The owner strained with the box, then conplained, "Danged if it ain't heavy!"

Sagebrush said, "I'Il skin you ginks alive!"

"Shut up!" said Hoke. "Get movin'!"

SAGEBRUSH SM TH got out of bed and wal ked toward the front door, feeling—wi th his hands hel d open
by his ears and in his shirt tails—very much |ike one of the donkeys.

"Hey," he nmuttered. "Lemme put on ny boots!"

"Heh, heh!" said Hoke viciously.

Sagebrush began to feel as though he had waded into a spring of cold water.

"You gonna take ne into the desert and turn ne | oose w thout any shoes?" he gritted.

"l wouldn't be surprised," Hoke MGee said. Sagebrush swallowed with disconfort. In the desert
wi t hout shoes! Sun and weat her had done sonmething to the desert rock around Death Valley and it had
becone |ike broken glass—

Suddenl y deci ding he woul d take chances with guns instead of the desert, Sagebrush stepped
through the front door—and pitched to one side.

It was ink dark on the porch. He hit sone one. \Woever he bunped into fell down.

"Bl ast your hide!" said the one who had fallen. He spoke in a voice remarkably like that of a
child.

Sagebrush popped his eyes at what was now happening in the doorway. A rather slender nman had
appeared in the lighted door. This man was | ean, of average height. He wore fine cordovan

gentl eman’s riding boots, well-tailored whipcord breeches, a checked sports coat, ascot tie,
pearl-gray derby with a small, bright feather in the band. He carried a slender black cane.
This male fashion-plate jerked the cane apart at the handle; it becanme a sword with a | ean,
flashing bl ade. The dapper man was a wizard with the sword. The point licked out and perforated Hoke
McCGee’ s gun hand and Hoke bawl ed and dropped his gun.

The Lazy Y owner was carrying the box. He tried to put it down, tripped and fell, landing with
the box atop him He how ed as the sword cane dived like a spark and left a red line across his
cheek.

Next both Hoke McGee and the Lazy Y owner nmde |oud, sighing noises as though very sleepy, and
fell on their faces and made no nore noves, except to breathe. They did continue breathing.

Al'l this happened whil e Sagebrush was getting to his feet. The cowboy peered to see whom he had
bunped into. Suspicions were correct; it was the apish individual he had kicked earlier in the
ni ght.

"The hairy spook again!" Sagebrush grunted.

Then the Lazy Y rannys arrived.

LAZY Y cowhands had a bad reputation. They were gun-toters, and nore than one had ridden the "ow
hoot" trail; had rustled cattle or engaged in other thievery. No one could say they were afraid of a
fight where noney was invol ved.

Hoke McGee nust have told themthere was noney mixed up in this, because they came storming on to
the porch with lanterns, rifles and revolvers. They came boiling, fighting.

Sagebrush grabbed a nman around the neck with one hand, punched himw th the other hand. He did

very well. But sone one stepped up and cracked himwith a rifle butt and drove hi m agai nst the ranch
house wall so hard that he bounced. Next, he was down and hi gh-heel ed boots were wal king on him
The api sh man and the dapper nan were hemmed in. Backs to the ranch house wall, they fought. Sone

one threwa rifle; it caved in the well-dressed nan’s pearl-gray derby and did enough to his skull
so that he kneel ed down. Men | anded on him The apish man baw ed, tried to rescue the other. He,
t oo, went down.

Lazy Y hands piled on. A gun or two went off, but fighting was too close and it was too dark for
effective | ead-throwi ng. Then the fight was over suddenly and the Lazy Y had won w th nunbers.
"Get a rope," soneone said. "W'll tie ‘emup."

"1l get it," a cowboy nuttered.

He stepped of f the porch, stopped.

"Who—who—who" —he poi nted—who’s that?"

Sagebrush Smith, struck by the strangeness in the cowboy’'s voice, raised his head and | ooked. He
saw the bronze man. It was the first time he had seen the bronze man. And he never forgot it.



The bronze man came out of the tall sagebrush and at first, wal king out there in the noonlight

he seenmed of average size. Then he canme closer. He wasn't average size. Wasn't average anything. He
seenmed to grow, devel op. He becanme a giant so perfectly proportioned that it was only when he was
near other nen with whom he could be conpared that his tremendous stature was evident

Sagebrush stared. It wasn't only the bronze man’s size that gripped him There was nore; eyes

Even in the noonlight the man’s eyes—ti ke pools of flake gol d—seened to have a hypnotic conpelling
power. The man wore no hat and his hair fitted like a nmetallic skullcap, and was a bronze hue only
slightly darker than his skin. Wen he noved his head tendons barred out in his neck; he wal ked with
eerie lightness. And probably nore than anything el se, his cal mess was inpressive. He seened
entirely unconcerned

He reached the porch and spoke. His voice was deep, cultured, remarkably toned, and had also a
subtle, conpelling power that was in keeping with the power of the man hinself

"Here is sonmething," he said, "that might be interesting."

He held out a palm an object that m ght have been a glass marble rolled off it, hit the porch
floor with a faint, crunching sound, and becane a wet spot. A wet spot for but an instant; then the
wet ness was gone and there was only the thin glistening of a broken, globular, glass container
Sagebrush Smith was suddenly seized by the apish man. The fellow clutched Sagebrush’s nmouth and
throat and shut off air fromhis lungs. Fighting to free hinself, Sagebrush realized the other man
was hol ding his breath, too

Then a Lazy Y cowhand took in a deep breath and let it out in a sigh and got down on his knees

Ludi crously, the cowhand peered at the porch floor as though hunting a soft place; then he laid
down. The other Lazy Y nmen did the same thing in quick succession until there was no one but the
strange bronze nman | eft standing

Fully thirty additional seconds passed during which Sagebrush was not allowed to get air. He knew
his face was purple. But his struggles against the apish nman were absolutely futile

Then the bronze man spoke—he, too, had held his breath

"The anaesthetic gas has dissipated by now, " he said

THE api sh man and the wel |l -dressed man—the latter wasn't so well-dressed nowgot to their feet
Both gul ped air in the fashion of nen who had been hol ding their breath

"l thought you was in the plane headed for Meander Surett’s |aboratory,” the apish man said
sheepi shly

"l was afraid you might have a little trouble here, Mnk," the bronze man expl ai ned

The bronze nman went to the vault-steel box, and picked it up—picked it up, actually, with one
hand—and swung it onto a shoul der without as much as seenming to strain. Sagebrush Smith' s eyes
popped; he knew the wei ght of that box

"Let's go," the bronze man said. "There are nore nen at the bunk house."

They left the ranch house, the bronze man carrying the nmetal case easily.

Several Lazy Y cowboys still at the bunk house—they had been del ayed, probably, by the necessity
for digging their weapons out of bedrolls or war-sacks—began shooting. Bullets ate off pieces of
sagebrush around the retreating men

"Your machi ne-pistol, Mnk," the bronze giant said

The api sh man produced a weapon which slightly resenbled an overgrown automatic pistol. It had a
drum magazi ne
"I't’'s | oaded with them new bonb bullets,"” "Mnk" explained. "That's the reason | didn’t use it."

The bronze man took the gun; pointed it in the direction of the Lazy Y buildings and pulled the
trigger. Sagebrush Smth's ears were assailed by such a roar as he’d never heard before. If there
could be a bull as big as Pikes Peak, and if the bull were to baw, the noise would be about |ike
the one the little gun made

An entire corner of the Lazy Y ranch house flewinto the air; the windm Il junped up and fel

over; and part of the corral disintegrated into flying rails. Wagonl oads of earth sprang into the
air at points closer and closer to the bunk house. The Lazy Y rannys around the bunk house turned
and fled like prairie dogs in a thunderstorm

"That kinda di scouraged ‘em" Monk said

Sagebrush Smith and his conpanions trotted half a mle over the arid hills into a deep dry-wash
and approached two burros which were tied

By then, Sagebrush Smith had recovered enough from general astonishnent to gulp a question. "Wat
the heck kinda guys are you, anyhow?" he demanded

No one responded

The bronze giant |owered the netal case to the sand. He showed no effects of having packed such a
heavy burden at a trot for half a mle. Producing a flashlight which apparently operated froma
spring-generator instead of a battery, and which emtted a thin, very white rod of light, he

exam ned t he box

In the mdst of the bronze man’s scrutiny, Sagebrush Smth was startled by a fantastic sound. It
was | ow, strange, and utterly exotic. Trilling best described it. Sagebrush at first nade the

m stake of thinking it was a product of the night wind and the desert sand, and only when he saw t he



api sh Monk and the dapper "Hani' peering at the bronze giant intently did he realize the latter nust
be maki ng the sound—that it nust be a small, unconscious habit. The note was |ow, indefinable

al nost unearthly, and faded away i nto nothi ngness

"This is Meander Surett’s vault-steel chest," the bronze giant said

"It sure answers the description he gave in his letter," Mnk agreed

"Monk, did you exam ne Meander Surett’'s desert |aboratory closely?" asked the bronze man

"W sure did," Mnk said

"Did it seemto you that Meander Surett could have been insane?"

"I nsane?"

"That point is inportant. If the scientist was sane, his letter can be believed; in which case
the man has nmade, beyond doubt, the greatest scientific discovery of ages."

"Think it's that inportant, huh?"

"Meander Surett’s discovery, if genuine, cannot be estimated." The bronze man’s unusual voice was
serious. "The effects may change civilization, perhaps alter religions and overthrow governments
Results of a thing so unexpected and so startling are hard to estimate. The point is: Was Meander
Surett sane—er did he only imagine he had made his fantastic di scovery?"

Monk swal | owed. He noi stened his |ips

"\Well," he said, "I think Meander Surett was sane."

"Ham " said the bronze nman, "what do you think?"

"Nobody but a sane man coul d establish such a |aboratory as he had," the dapper man replied. "But
| also think he was out of his head fromsuffering for a while before he died—possibly for a few
days, or maybe a few weeks."

The bronze giant | ooked at Sagebrush Smith. "Wat is your nane?"

"Sagebrush Smith," said Sagebrush with involuntary haste

THERE was sonet hi ng about this strange bronze man that gripped and conpel | ed, and Sagebrush, who

was indignant and wanted to stanp and shout and demand to know what it was all about, found that his
tongue was falling over itself to give civil answers.

"Are you puzzled by all this?" the bronze man asked

"Ki nda," Sagebrush adnmitted

"Here, briefly, is what has happened,” the bronze man said. "A nunber of days ago a letter cane

to us in New York. It was from Meander Surett. It said that Meander Surett had worked for years in a
secret Death Valley |aboratory to perfect an anmzing discovery. The nature of the discovery was
revealed in the letter. But there was al so a request that absolutely no one be told its nature. | am
respecting Meander Surett’s request for secrecy."”

Sagebrush nodded and swal | owed.

"Meander Surett’'s letter," continued the bronze man, "stated that unknown nmen had been trying to
steal the discovery. Meander Surett confessed in the letter to killing one of these nmen, and also to
capturing one, which he was hol ding prisoner

"Monk and Ham cane out here to investigate," the bronze man went on. "They found Meander Surett

dead and buried. They radioed me to that effect, and | gave the information to the newspapers in
such a manner that they did not know where it cane from There was no reason why it should be
unknown that one of the greatest scientists of the day had died. And nake no nmi st ake—Meander Surett
was a great scientist.”

Sagebrush Snmith nodded dunbly.

"Monk and Hamtrailed you," the bronze man said. "They traced you to that ranch house. In the
meantinme, | had caught up with detail work in New York, and came out by plane to help personally
with the investigation. To-night Monk and Ham were to seize you and the netal box, while | went on
into the desert to exam ne Meander Surett’s |aboratory. Suspecting there might be difficulties at
the ranch, | delayed the desert trip, which explains ny appearance a few m nutes ago."

"l see," Sagebrush Smth said

"Smth," said the bronze man, "why did you take that box?"

"Meander Surett gave it to me," Sagebrush explained. "He had me promise himto take it to his
daughter Sally and Doc Savage."

"What was your opinion of Meander Surett’s nental stability?"

"H s what ?"

"Was he crazy?"

"Hell, | don’t know. He was, and he wasn’t."

"What do you nean?"

"At first, | figured there was nothin” wong with him" Sagebrush nmuttered. "He kept clainmn’
unknown peopl e had been watchin’ him | thought maybe they had. But then he told nme he' d caught one
of the gents who was watchin’ him and had the geezer tied in the desert. Wen | |ooked, it was only
a mangy coyote he had on a chain."

"A coyote?"

"Yeah. |—well, after that, | didn’'t know what to think."

For the second tine, there cane the faint trilling. The sound, Sagebrush decided, was one of the



nost eerie things he had ever heard.

The bronze man spoke to Monk and Ham "You might as well head for the railroad with the cowboy
and the box."

Monk said, "But—

"I will go to Meander Surett’s laboratory," the bronze man said. "It is of the utnost inportance
that we know whether or not his story was the product of a denented mnd."

The bronze giant arose, noved aside a few yards and stood near a knobby gray clunp of junping
cactus. Then, with weird abruptness, he had vani shed.

SACGEBRUSH SM TH asked, "Who was that guy?"

"Doc," Monk said, "is Cark Savage, Jr., better known as Doc Savage, the man of bronze."

"Hm mm" Sagebrush rubbed his jaw thoughtfully. "So that’'s the gent they wite about in the
magazi nes so much. "

"You sound a bit surprised," Mnk grow ed.

"Kinda. | didn't figure there was no such honbre." Suddenly Sagebrush whacked his right fist into
his left palm "I still don't think," he yelled, "that he can hit fifty dimes in the air with fifty
shots froma six-gun!"

"That," Mnk said, "ain't no trick a-tall for Doc."

"You're a liar by the clock!" said Sagebrush. "There ain't no jasper can do such a thing!"

Monk grew i ndi gnant .

"Turn this guy' s stern ny way, Ham" he ordered.

"Why?" asked the dapper Ham

"He's the hooligan who kicked ne," Mnk squawked. "I’ m gonna reciprocate."
"I can lick both you jaspers!" said Sagebrush rashly.
Ham said to Monk, "You kick this man and |I'I|l take this cane and carve a map of the npbon on you.

The nmoon is covered with craters, in case you don’t know it, you hairy nonstrosity!"

"Who's a hairy nonstrosity?" demanded Monk irately.

"You. You're also a fur-encrusted gossoon, and as sinple-witted as you | ook!"

"You keep that up," Mnk said, "and I'Il wing you out until you resenble your |ast year’'s gray
spats!”

Sagebrush batted his eyes at them

"You geezers seemto quarrel a little," he remarked.

Chapter V. SYMBOLS FOR TROUBLE

MONK and Ham st opped quarreling. Monk pointed at the noon.

"Look, " he said.

A strange, gigantic insect seemed to be hanging in front of the nbon, an insect with a fat body
and a set of four wings which it whirled windm Il fashion instead of flapping. The insect nade a
faint, hissing noise. It came nearer, sank close to the dry-wash in which Mnk, Ham and Sagebrush
Smith crouched, and they could see the faint glow of light froman instrument panel.

"That ain’t like no airplane | ever saw," Sagebrush Smith nuttered.

"It's a true gyro," Ham advi sed himshortly. "One of the very few which ever got beyond the
experinmental stage. It can rise straight up, cone straight down and hang absolutely notionless in
the air."

"How does it do that?" Sagebrush demanded, not unreasonably.

"CGo study aéronautical engineering for six years, Young WId West," Mnk advised, "and you'd
understand it if it was explained to you."

"l can see," Sagebrush said, "that nme and you are gonna get along great."

The gyro canme to a dead stop overhead, the cabin w ndow opened, and Doc Savage's arm appear ed
briefly and waved. Then the gyroplane’s silenced notors hissed a little louder and it clinbed
straight up for a few hundred feet, after which the sound it nade was al nost inaudible. The gyro
vani shed out over the desert.

Doc Savage turned a knob and caused a hand to nove around a dial which was marked with points of

t he conpass. Then he turned switches, and a robot pilot took over the gyroplane and flewit on the
conpass course which he had set with the dial. Another dial-and-hand device governed the height.
Fromtine to time, the bronze man changed the setting of this to keep close to the stony terrain
below. In the space of a few nles, the sides of Death Valley sloped froman altitude of several

t housand feet to bel ow sea | evel.

The weirdness of Death Valley at night was spread below. Far to the right was the white snmear of
the great borax beds. They seened only a mle or two distant; were actually nore than sixty mles
away. Ahead, the Funeral Mountains reared; behind were the Panam nt Muntains; and both ranges had a
bl ackness that was a little fantastic.

Doc Savage consulted instrunments which had nothing to do with the business at hand—a device for
measuring cosm c penetration in this area, an apparatus for checking the characteristics of shorter
radio waves at this lower-than-the-sea level. He filed the readings of the instrunents for future
reference—n his nmenory.



The bronze man had a prodi gi ous nmenory, devel oped as a part of the remarkabl e two-hour routine of
exerci ses which he had taken with daily regularity since chil dhood—exercises that accounted for many
of his amazing faculties. He was continually experinmenting, had a score of projects under way at
tinmes. It mght be weeks before he got around to using the data he took fromthe instrunments in
Death Valley, but so highly was his menory trained that it would serve as well as a notebook.
Doc’ s next nove was to spread old Meander Surett’s letter in the glow fromthe instrunent panel.
The bronze man’s training had made himskilled in many subjects, handwiting being one of them He
knew that it was possible to check the sanity of a person to an extent by the individual’s

handwri ting.

But it was inpossible to check old Meander Surett’'s nental condition fromhis letter. The letter
was typewritten, except for the signature. The signature was legible, and the letter text was
rational enough.

The bronze man | ocated Meander Surett’s desert |aboratory w thout difficulty. Mnk and Ham had
given himits location. Since the gyro did not need a runway to rise, as did an ordinary plane, he
merely dropped it on the sand.

THE sand was white. In nmounds and valleys and ridges and cones, it lay as al bescent as bone dust.
Jutting here and there, fantastic in the noonlight, was the scattered ruin of the prehistoric city,
baf fling physical presence of an enigna to scientists. There were other ruins on the floor of Death
Val l ey, and they were as puzzling as this one.

Sci ence knew sonething of the cliff dwellers of Arizona, the nound builders of the M ssissippi

val | ey, the pyram d-nmakers of Yucatan, because skel etons of the one-tine inhabitants had been found.
But the only skeletons ever found in these ruins had been those of prospectors who had di ed of heat
that was al nbost a hundred and forty in the shade.

A sidew nder slid away sidewi se, deadly blunt head and little eyes always on the bronze man. A
little scorpion curled its stinger-bearing tail menacingly. Coyotes yapped in the distance, |ike
children laughing. The little nmouse-bodi ed bats of the desert floated cl ose and nade tiny noises
with their teeth; sounds that were |like one finger nail being picked with another finger nail.

Doc Savage reached the adobe hut which housed poor old Meander Surett’'s |aboratory. He entered.
Wien he turned a light switch, a notor-generator unit started and the place was flooded with

I um nance. He | ooked around.

Doc Savage hinsel f nmaintained two | aboratories—ene in the New York skyscraper headquarters, the
other in an isolated Arctic spot which he called his "Fortress of Solitude." Both |aboratories were
remar kably conplete. To the New York one cane scientists fromall over the world to exam ne, to copy
the instruments devel oped there. The one in the Fortress of Solitude was even nore conplete, but
only Doc Savage had ever seen it.

The bronze man spent three hours in old Meander Surett’s |aboratory—for he knew he was exam ning
sonet hing nore conpl ete than anything he had for research into the | esser-known phases of electrical
phenonena.

He got out old Meander Surett’'s letter:

The man was spying on ne and tried to shoot me when | caught him and | shot first with ny rifle
and killed him He is buried one hundred yards due west of the door of ny |aboratory.

The bronze nman frowned at that paragraph in the letter. Then he stepped off the hundred yards

west of the adobe hut door and began di ggi ng.

The man buried there had, strangely enough, been mummi fied by the super-heated sand, probably
because he had not been buried deep. He wore riding boots, khaki breeches, a khaki shirt. He had
been shot squarely in the heart.

O d Meander Surett had buried his victimin haste. There was a bill fold in the man’s inner coat
pocket containing several hundred dollars in paper noney.

The tel egram was tucked inside the |eather halves of the man’s belt, which was conposed of two
strips of |eather sewn together after the fashion of sone belts. It would have escaped an ordinary
search:

Bl LL HORDER

BARSTOW CALI FORNI A

IF YOU TH NK HE HAS PERFECTED H S DI SCOVERY GO AHEAD AND GET HI M QUT OF THE WAY

There was no signature.

The envel ope was tucked in the dead man’s shirt pocket where any one could have found it. But it
was enpty, and no one woul d have been interested in it except a chem st or a pharmacist, who woul d
know t he neani ng of the penciled synbols on the envel ope. Doc Savage knew probably nore chem stry
than his aid, the honely Mnk, who was one of the greatest contenporary industrial chemsts.

The bullet which had killed the man was a .30-30 rifle bullet. Sagebrush Smith had not taken old
Meander Surett’s rifle. It was a .30-30.

Doc Savage nade a | arge bundl e of gunny sacks, canvas and waste fromthe |aboratory. A container
filled with paraffin would have been better. He fired the .30-30 into the rags, recovered the bullet
and conpared it with the one that had killed the man, using a pocket magnifier of considerable
power .



O d Meander Surett mght have kept a coyote chained in the desert under the inpression it was a
man, but it was also pretty evident that he had killed a nman.

SACGEBRUSH SM TH had buried Meander Surett carefully and covered the body with stones |ugged from
the ruins which were all around and half buried in the desert sand. Atop the grave, the cowboy had
erected a cross inscribed:

MEANDER SURETT

Sci enti st

Aut opsi es are not pleasant things. Doc Savage |iked them no better than the next man, in spite of
his intensive training as a surgeon which had brought himin contact with such things as dissecting
roons.

Meander Surett had not died froma cancer. His insides had been burned away by a pernicious

poi son, which had remained in his systemand eaten and eaten until death had cone.

The synbol s on the envel ope fromthe pocket of the man who had been shot was the formula of the
poi son whi ch had killed Meander Surett.

So it was fairly evident that the man had poi soned the old scientist before the latter had caught
hi m maraudi ng and had killed him

Doc Savage went back to the plane and turned on the short-wave radio.

"Monk," he said into the m crophone.

There was a short wait. Monk and Ham woul d be keeping their portable short-wave outfit on nonitor
setting, only the receiver operating. The transmtter had to be sw tched on and warnmed up.

Finally Mnk's small voice could be heard saying, "—and |I'm gonna slamyou on the head, Ham so
hard that your ears will be growi ng out of your ankles." In a nore pleasant tone, Mnk said, "Yeah,
Doc?"

"Meander Surett did not die fromcancer," Doc Savage said. "He was poisoned. And he did kill a
prow er, as his letter indicated."

"Then," Mnk nuttered, "it |ooks |ike he was sane."
"Meander Surett’'s death," Doc Savage said, "was obviously the result of a plot."
"Then maybe we’' |l run into some trouble on this yet," Mnk remarked.

He sounded rather cheerful about the prospects.

"You will proceed back to New York," Doc Savage directed. "Does Sagebrush Smith wish to go?"
"I"1l ask him" Mnk grunted. "Hey, Young WId West, do you wanta go to New York with us?"
The m crophone was sensitive enough to bring Sagebrush Smth’'s response over the air to Doc
Savage.

"l made ol d Meander Surett a promise and |’ mgonna keep it, and don't think | ain't!" said
Sagebr ush.

"Yeah, but you' ve delivered the box to us," Mnk rem nded him

"I ain't delivered it to Sally Surett," grow ed Sagebrush. "That was part of the bargain."
Monk said to Doc Savage. "He's a kind of contrary bonehead, Doc. Want ne to tie a knot in his leg
and | eave himto untie it?"

"If he insists,"” Doc Savage said, "take himalong."

"l insist!" Sagebrush yell ed.

"“If you go with us," Mnk inforned him "you may get into trouble. W' re generally kinda nagnets
for trouble.”

"That’s great," said Sagebrush. "I'd like to see what trouble is like."

"Doc, he ain't got no sense," Mnk said.

"G me a gun," Sagebrush how ed, "and then say that!"

Monk chuckl ed. "Doc, | think I"Il give hima six-shooter and sic himon Ham"

Doc Savage said, "You can nake it to the railroad by norning."

"What are you gonna do, Doc?"

"Sone investigating," the bronze man explained, "in the direction of the Lazy Y ranch."

Chapter VI. BLOODHOUNDS FOR HI RE

AROUND t he Lazy Y ranch house there was not exactly an air of jubilation. In fact, there was a
good deal of wi ping of perspiration fromforeheads, passing around of a bottle which sone one had
produced froma tarp bedroll, and puzzl ed discussion.

The Lazy Y hands had not figured out exactly what had happened. Those who had gone to sleep so
mysteriously on the porch had awakened and been accused of playing possum They had gotten scared
and had all pretended to be dead, clainmed the hands who had never left the bunk house.

The men then went out and gathered around the ripped corner of the ranch house, the shattered
corral, the overturned windmll, and the great pits in the ground, and asked each other a question:
"What done that?"

No one seened to have been injured much.

Hoke McGee and the Lazy Y owner awakened after every one el se.

"That sword cane had sonethin’ on it that put us to sleep," Hoke McCGee nuttered. "Were's
Sagebrush and them other two ginks and that box?"



"CGone. "

"You infernal cowards! You let ‘emget away! Only three of ‘em and you let ‘emget away!"
"There was nore’' n Sagebrush and the two others."

"How many nore?"

"One nore.”

"One! Wiy, you buzzards! You | et one honbre whip you all?"

"Sonehow | ain't ashamed," a cowhand nuttered. "Not when the one honbre was that bronze gent."
"Bronze?"

"He wasn’'t exactly a runt, either. He just wal ked up and made a renmark kinda calmike as if he
was mentionin’ the weather. Next thing you know, we didn’t know nothin’."

"And the corner flew off the house, the windm Il upset, the corral junped to pieces, and the
ground began to cough out chunks," another hand said.

HOKE McGEE and the Lazy Y owner got a bottle of their own, |ocked thenselves in the ranch house,
sat at a table, and | ooked bewi | dered.

"That box," npaned Hoke, "wei ghed anyhow three hundred pounds. Figurin' it had two hundred and
fifty pounds of gold init, at thirty-five dollars an ounce, it would be worth a hundred and forty
t housand dol lars. "

"You’' ve got your troy and avoirdupois weights mxed up," nunbled the owner, "but it gives you
sone idea."

They sanpled the bottle several times, but it did not help their spirits.

"We gotta call Everett Everett Barr," Hoke grunbl ed.

"Call hinm? Wiy? W want that chest of gold ourselves, don't we?"

"Look at it this way," Hoke said. "We ain’t got no line on this thing, but Doubl e-Everetts
apparently has. He may be able to put us next to how we m ght head off the box."

This was | ogical, so Hoke McGee got on the tel ephone, which was fortunately in a part of the
ranch house that was not ruined, and called M. Barr in New York City.

He told the whole sad story substantially as he understood it had happened, negl ecting, however,
to nention that he’'d held private designs on the box’s contents.

"That’' s bad, Hoke, old boy, old socks, old kid," said Everett Everett Barr. "Er—describe your
Nemesi s again, wll you?"

"My what ?"

"The—eh—per sonage of bronze who put your nen to sleep."

"I didn't see him" Hoke growl ed, "but fromreports, he was sonethin’ that just couldn't be."
"In that case," said Everett Everett Barr sadly, "there' s no doubt about who he was."

" Eh?"

"Doc Savage."

"Who, " Hoke asked, "is Doc Savage?"

The inquiry seenmed to astonish Everett Everett Barr beyond belief. "Hoke, old buddy," he said,
"who invented the phonograph?”

"Thomas A. Edi son," Hoke said.

"And who is president of the United States?"

"Theodore—+ nean, Franklin Roosevelt."

"And who di scovered Anerica?"

" Chri st opher Col unbus," said Hoke. "Wat the blazes has that got to do with it?"

"Nothing," M. Barr said, "except that | am amazed that you have heard of those persons and not
of Doc Savage."

HOKE McGEE realized that Everett Everett Barr was very earnest about this.

"Well," Hoke said, "I never heard of any Doc Savage. What’'s he a doctor of?"

"Trouble."

" Eh?"

"Other people's troubles, perhaps | should have said." M. Barr cleared his throat. "Hoke, ny
trusty friend, ny valued colleague, this Doc Savage is one of the nost renarkable nen the world has
known. You have heard of the nythical City of To-norrow, the ultranodern metropolis of the future?
Doc Savage is the Man of To-norrow. He is a conbination of scientific genius, nuscular narvel and
Sir Galahad. He is to-day what they hope man will be a few centuries in the future. He is an

el ectrician, chem st, geol ogist, engineer, surgeon and | don’t know what else. Mnd you, he's not
just an ordinary electrician, chem st and so on. He's probably the best there is in any and all
these lines."

"Yeah?"

"Furthernore," M. Barr continued, "Doc Savage has five assistants who are worl d-noted

scientists, engineers and | awers. They nake a form dabl e conpany, believe you me. Two of them
Monk, the chem st, and Ham the | awer, were evidently with himto-night at your ranch!"

"Yeah?" Hoke said.

"Anything," M. Barr declared, "that interests Doc Savage to the point where he cane all the way



to Death Valley is bound to be big."

"l see," Hoke said.

"Very big indeed." Everett Everett Barr smacked his lips. "And | happen to know this is big. Yes,
I do. | know certain details which even Doc Savage does not know and which, if he did know t hem
woul d doubtl ess cause himto be rather excited. And | understand he does not excite easily."

"You nean you know somret hin’ about that box?"

"I ndeed | do, Hoke, old pard, old chum old soak, old—

"Who's payin’ for this call?" Hoke interrupted.

"Wwy—er—you are, aren’t you?"

"In that case," Hoke snarled, "I don't wanta di scuss sonebody named Doc Savage. And never mnd so
much ‘ol d-chum old-pal’ stuff. How we gonna get hold of that box again?"

"They will doubtless head for the nearest town," M. Barr said, "where they will take a train to
Los Angel es, where they will get a plane for New York."

" Pl ane?"

"Doc Savage cannot take the box and his men back in his airship because he is flying a gyropl ane
whi ch cannot lift that nmuch weight. The gyro is a small ship, and the only one of its kind in the
world."

"You seemto know a | ot about Doc Savage's being out here," Hoke nuttered.

Everett Everett Barr chuckl ed.

"Hoke, old son," he said, "I have been right on this job for nonths. | knew Doc Savage m ght be
sumoned by ol d Meander Surett. | knew it because old Surett’s letters to his daughter—am+ nean,
his letters—ah—his letters were all postmarked Los Angel es.

"Sonme nonths ago, | enployed a man naned Bill Horder, who | ocated Meander Surett. Bill Horder and
nysel f —-ah—had pl ans for Meander Surett. But sonething happened and | did not hear fromBill Horder
again. Unfortunately, | did not know where to find Meander Surett until | read that he had been
found dead in Death Valley. O course, | got in touch with you right away."

Hoke digested that for sone nonents.

"Just what’s behind this?" he demanded.

"You can’'t inagine."

"Blast it, of course not!" Hoke snapped. "That's why |'maskin !"

"What | meant is that it is so big you couldn't inagine the possibilities,” said M. Barr. "It's
stupendous. |t’'s—ah—ol ossal. Hoke, old prince, stick with me and you'll be a mllionaire. Wy,
bless me, a billionaire, maybe!"

"“I"maskin' you," Hoke said, "what's in that box?"

"You bring the box to nme," said M. Barr, "and |'ll show you, and al so give you twenty-five

t housand dollars, and later a | ot nore noney."

" But —

"I nstead of wasting words," added M. Barr, "suppose you be heading after the box?"

Hoke McGee hung up and contenpl ated the tel ephone disgustedly for sone tine. Then he got out
maki ngs and constructed hinmsel f a sonewhat droopy cigarette.

"You know what ?"

"What ?" asked the Lazy Y owner.

"I"mbeginnin’ to think there’'s sonmethin’ besides gold in that box," Hoke nuttered.

THE cowhand who dashed into the Lazy Y ranch house a few minutes |ater was excited.

"Hey!" he expl oded. "W thought we saw that bronze feller again!"

"Where?" yell ed Hoke.

"Wal kin' out there in the nesquite."”

"Was he near the house?"

"Naw. He couldn’t get close. W been keepin’ a close |ookout."

Hoke rel axed. "l guess he couldn’'t ‘a heard nothin'," he nuttered.

It was about this tine that Doc Savage was returning to an equi pnent case a sensitive electrical
devi ce which enabled himto eavesdrop on a tel ephone wire froma distance of a score or nore yards.
He had not been near the Lazy Y ranch house, but he had been under the tel ephone |ine while Hoke
McGee was talking to Everett Everett Barr.

Chapter VII. DETOUR

SACEBRUSH SM TH had never been a young man who was readily inpressed. There were few things which
ever had held himspell bound. The G and Canyon of the Col orado had done so, on the one occasion he
had seen it. Sonetimes the panoram c vastness and the eerie character of Death Valley held him
silent and awed. He refused to be spellbound by Doc Savage, the nmystery surrounding one netal box,
or two strange fell ows named Monk and Ham

However, Sagebrush was sonewhat inpressed by two ani mal s naned Habeas Corpus and Chemistry which
turned up in the dry-wash.

Habeas Corpus was a pig, and a renarkable pig. A shote with legs as long as those of a dog, ears
that came nigh being wings, and a long, inquisitive snout. Habeas was Mnk's pet.



Chemistry was a source of doubt in Sagebrush Smith's mnd, because Chemi stry probably could be an
orang- out ang, baboon, or runt gorilla. There was roomfor argunment. The animal m ght have been a
conbi nati on of any nunber of branches of the nonkey famly. Chemi stry was dapper Hams pet.

"Hawl Hawi Haw " whooped Sagebrush gl eefully.

What’'s eatin’ you, Jesse Janes?" Mnk denmanded.

"Every tinme | see that Chemistry thing," Sagebrush chortled, "he | ooks nore |ike you!"

"The time is comn’ closer," Mnk said, "when | take one cowboy in ny two hands and squeeze and
there will just be a little grease on ny hands and no cowboy."

"You' re quite a bag of wind," Sagebrush grinned.

Monk fished a silver half dollar fromhis pocket, held it between thunb and fingers, squeezed

sl owl y—and bent the half dollar neatly double. He surveyed the result and seened di sappoi nt ed.
"General ly | squeeze ‘em back into nuggets," he explai ned.

Sagebrush Smith swallowed. It was an incredible feat of strength, and he was inpressed with the
fact that Monk was apparently as strong as the bull ape which he resenbl ed.

"Al'l nuscle and no brains," Sagebrush nuttered.

The remark seened to anger dapper Ham He pointed his cane at Sagebrush.

"1"11 tell you sonmething Two-gun Terror," he said. "Mnk is one of the greatest chemsts in the
wor | d."

Sagebrush sniffed. "I guess Doc Savage has to have sonmebody around to do the nmuscle work."

Monk scowl ed. "Listen, Six-Shooter Sam" he growed, "I had to use the strength of ny whol e hand
to bend that half dollar. Doc can do it with his little finger!"

"Bunk, " Sagebrush said, a trifle uncertainly.

"You' Il see," Monk promised him

Eventual |y they reached the town of Barstow, and Sagebrush Smith provided hinself with a suit of
store clothes, a new pair of cowboy boots and a cheap suitcase. About the tinme he finished shopping,
a passenger train came in and they got aboard. Habeas and Chem stry were placed in the baggage car.
Hoke McGee reached town just in time to swing, unobserved, aboard the |ast coach of the sane
train. Wth Hoke were half a dozen Lazy Y hands who were what is known in Western parl ance as
gun-slicks.

THE train was streamined, and it runbled across the desert like a jointed netal worm pursued by
a rope of dust. Heat shimrered in waves off the sides of the cars, danced weirdly over the desert
and bl ended with changi ng mrages.

VWhen the train was nearing Los Angeles, the man in the khaki uniform appeared. He had white hair,
rather staring eyes of a brilliant blue color and a tobacco-stained white nustache of the kind
usually called a "soup-strainer." He wal ked al ways with a stoop, and his garnents were ill-fitting;
probably he woul d have been very large had he straightened.

"Di sinfection before you enter Los Angel es county,"” he announced.

"Di sinfection?" nuttered Hoke McGee. "Wat’'s disinfection?"

"l don’t know," said a puncher, "but | think it's what they do when you're |ousy."

"l resent that!" said Hoke MGCee.

Resent it or not, he subnmitted neekly to being | ed back to the nen’s washroom

"Just take off your coat, shirt and undershirt," directed the old man with the white hair and
brilliant blue eyes.

Scowl i ng, Hoke McGee conplied. The white-haired man produced a sponge and a bottle of anber

liquid. He danpened the sponge with the liquid and gave Hoke M Gee's back, chest, and arns a sponge
bat h.

"That's all," the blue-eyed man said. "lIt's just a health neasure."

Hoke McGee went back to his seat, sat down and rubbed his jaw

"There wasn't much to it," he adnmitted.

He watched the rest of his Lazy Y gun-slicks being escorted back to the wash room one at a tine,
where they were sponged, then allowed to don their shirts and coats and return to their seats.

Hoke was consi derably | ess concerned when he observed that all the other nale passengers were

bei ng taken back to the wash roomone at a tinme. This disinfecting, he decided, was some new proj ect
of the Denobcrats in Washington.

"Still, this disinfectin’ is a new one on ne," he nuttered.

Hoke’s mind woul d have not been so placid had he known that the other passengers were not

sponged. They were nerely asked a few questions about past ailnents and permitted to return to their
seats.

The coach occupi ed by Hoke McGee and his men was the only one in which the blue-eyed man

conducted his "disinfecting" operations. Wen the blue-eyed man had finished with that coach, he
went forward to a drawing roomin one of the Pullnmans. He unw apped tissue paper froma small object
whi ch canme out of a pocket.

It was a small suction cup equipped with a handle, and he applied this carefully to one eye, then
the other, and renpved the blue glass caps which had disguised the flake gold hue of his eyes. He
took off the gray nustache. He applied a chemcal cleaner to his hair and eradicated the white hue,



exposi ng the natural dark bronze col or.

Havi ng renoved his disguise, Doc Savage changed to a subdued dark business suit, then glanced

into the club car. Mink, Ham and Sagebrush Smith were riding there, and old Meander Surett’'s

vaul t-steel chest was beside them

Doc Savage went back to his drawing roomw thout revealing his presence on the train. Doc’s aids
did not know he was aboard, for after hiding his gyroplane in the desert the bronze man had fol |l owed
t hem aboard, fearing Hoke McGee might attenpt sone trickery and to keep an eye on himand his nen.

MONK was occupying the tine trying to explain to Sagebrush Smith just how remarkabl e an

i ndi vidual was Doc Savage.

"You're tryin' to nmake it sound," Sagebrush said, "like Doc Savage gets m xed up in stranger
things than anybody el se.”

"Did you ever hear about the time Doc found that |ost |Island of prehistoric dinosaurs?" Mnk
demanded.

" Naw, "
"Ever hear of the devilish goings-on we found in the Louisiana swanps?"
"Nope. "

"Or about how Doc got his start?"

"No. "

"You' re practically uneducated," Mnk said.

"What gets ne," grunbl ed Sagebrush, "is why Doc Savage should be stickin' his nose in this."
"Look, Billy the Kid," Mnk explained, "Doc got a letter."

"Sure. But why did Meander Surett wite hinP"

"It's this way," Mnk said patiently. "Doc Savage was trained fromchildhood to follow a career

of righting wongs and punishing evil-doers in all parts of the world. | thought everybody knew that
until | ran into you."

"These aspersions you're castin’ on ny education,"” said Sagebrush, "is gonna get your nose

skinned for you."

“I"lI'l help you skin his nose," volunteered the dapper Ham "What’'Il we do with the hide?"

"My idea would be to use it to make a muffler for you!" Sagebrush said belligerently.

Ham frowned. Mnk grunted. Sagebrush Snith glared at the pair.

"You gents ain't explained," he rem nded, "why Meander Surett wote Doc Savage to begin with."
"Meander Surett wanted his discovery to benefit nmankind," Mnk said. "He knew Doc woul d see that
it did. You' d savvy that if you wasn't so donkey-eared."

"What’'s in the steel box, short-and-hairy?" Sagebrush asked.

"That’s a secret."

"Who' s got the key?"

"Doc. It was enclosed in Meander Surett’'s letter."

"There's too durn nmuch nystery about this!" Sagebrush conplained. "I'm plunb puzzled."

"Maybe the texture of your head has got sonmethin’ to do with that,” Mnk said.

"For two bits," stated Sagebrush heatedly, "1'd take the box and go hunt Sally Surett and |let you
ginks go tw ddl e your thunbs!"

"Any time you get that box away fromus," Mnk said, "you'll be a lot w ser than you are to-day."

"Yeah?" grow ed the cowboy.

"Yeah!" Monk said.

Sagebrush Smith was sensitive about having reflections cast on his educati on. Doubtless this was
because his schooling had stopped at the third grade. However, he had read a great deal and
rightfully considered hinself rather well versed. He was not dunb.

Sagebrush began to be possessed of a hot desire to show Monk and Ham t hat he was not dunb.

SAGEBRUSH SM TH had never ridden on a railroad train, but he didn't let this faze him |t was the
aut onobi | e age anyhow. Modreover, he’'d been up in an airplane, although that was a nunber of years
ago when a barnstormer in an old Jenny had set down at Tonopah one time to hop passengers at ten
dol I ars per, and hold your own hat.

Railroad travel turned out to be about what he had expected, although he hadn’t thought it would
be as confortable as it was in the air-conditioned coaches.

They arrived in Los Angel es. Unnoticed by any one, Doc Savage got off the train and di sappeared
in the crowd.

Los Angel es was nmuch nore than Sagebrush had expected. He was indignant when Monk and Ham

woul dn’t let himdo what he called, "throwa little toot in this place." They went out to the
airport at once, to his disgust.

Avi ation, Sagebrush perceived, had changed sonewhat since he had |ast been up in a plane. Geat
shi ps dropped onto the airport tarmac, took off, or were snaked in and out of hangars by grunbling
caterpillar tractors.

Sagebrush watched an air liner taxi up to the passenger canopy and unl oad.

"Holy litters!" he said. "There was anyway thirty-five people got outta that thing!"



"There' Il be that many on the one we ride to New York, Cole Younger," Mnk said. "Get that there
box and have it weighed and put on the plane."

Sagebrush scow ed.

"Another thing," he gritted, "you better quit callin” ne themw|ld west nanes and givin' ne
orders!”

Sagebrush di sappeared into the baggage room Mk stood outside and watched the doors, just on
the chance that Sagebrush might try to skip out with the box. However, Monk grinned as he kept a
| ookout; he rather |iked the belligerent cow puncher, and believed Sagebrush was perfectly honest.
But the salty cow puncher might try to put sonething over on them just to show that he could do it.
Wi | e Monk wat ched, Ham bought and paid for their airline tickets to New York. Then they joined
Sagebrush Smith in the baggage room

"What the dickens!" Monk expl oded.

Sagebrush Smith was knotting a rope around a canvas-covered object the size of the vault-steel
chest. He finished tying a granny knot and gave the rope a jerk, then straightened and w ped off
perspiration.

"l put sone canvas around the box," he said. "Figured it mghtn't do no harmto disguise it."
"That's not a bad idea, considering the source."” Mnk pointed at the rope. "But such knots! How
you gonna untie ‘en? Why don’t you tie sailor knots?"

"Them s cowboy knots," Sagebrush expl ai ned. "A cowboy al ways carried a knife."

They carried the box, grunting and stumbling, to a truck, and saw it |oaded aboard the plane they
were to take. A few minutes |ater the public-address systemof the airport announced that it was
tinme for passengers to get aboard. There was sone argunent about letting the pets on board—until
Monk told who they were.

Sagebrush Smith was first on the big air |iner.

"Kinda like a kid," Mnk chuckl ed.

MONK and Ham were seasoned air travel ers who had flown nore miles than they had kept track of,
and they stood back and watched the other passengers enter. Mnk watched the femnmi nine passengers in
particul ar.

Monk had an eye for the | adies, and | ong ago he had di scovered that his |udicrous honeliness,
conbined with the fact that he had a pet pig, sonehow nade it easy for himto get started with the
| adi es.

Ham occupi ed his tine scowing at Monk and making biting cracks about the honely chenmist. No one
could recall ever having heard Monk and Ham speak a civil word to each other, although there had
been occasi ons when each had risked his life for the other. Usually, their association was a
continual quarrel. But Sagebrush Smith had been so quarrel sone that he had interfered with their
private squabble. They were behind on their dirty digs.

Monk devel oped a great grin.

"There goes Mary Main, the novie queen," he chortled. "I bet | have her dated up before we get to
New York. "

They clinbed into the plane, and as they passed the novie charner’s seat, Ham spoke.

"Why, Monk Mayfair," he said loudly, "isn't your charmng wife going with you this trip?"

Monk shuffled to his seat and collapsed into it.

"You—you—toad in fine feathers!" he gritted. "Now she'll think |'"mmarried! |’ mgonna dunp you
out to feed the first buzzards we see!"

The two becane fully occupied with a quarrel.

They were so occupied that the plane was in the air and had flown a hundred mles before Mnk
lifted his head and sniffed. He winkled his nose.

"What's that smell?" he nuttered.

The aroma had not been noticeable at first, but during the last few mnutes it had becone quite
perceptible.

"Must be a polecat in here," Mnk hazarded.

Ham | ooked at Monk. "As long as |’ve associated with it, strange | never noticed its odor
before."

Monk passed that insult because sonething had occurred to him He sprang out of his seat and
dashed forward. A nonent later he tore past Ham naking for the stern. He canme back, scow winkles
creasing his mnimmof a forehead.

"W still got the chest, at least,” he nuttered.

"What’'s that got to do with the snmell, |gnatz?" Ham demanded.

"Sagebrush Smith," said Mk, "has skedaddl ed."

"What ?"

"Gone." Monk squared out a pair of hairy fists. "I dunno what the snell is. Blast that

cow chaperon! He musta gone in the front door of this thing, then clinbed outta one of themlittle
doors in the pilot’s conpartnent."

"While you were | ooking for wonen!" Ham sneer ed.

"We gotta have this plane turn back," Mnk yelled. "He won't get away with this!"



The two pilots of the passenger air liner had different ideas about turning back. They had a
schedul e to nmake, they pointed out. They would turn back for a storm but not on the whimof a
coupl e of irate passengers.

"But |’ m Li eutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair!"

Monk shout ed.

So what? He coul d be second cousin to the sultan of Tinbuctoo, and still so what? Ham m ght be
Bri gadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks, as he stated, and so what? Furthernore, what was that
smell in the plane? They were Doc Savage's assistants? The pilots swal | owed.

One picked up his radio m ke and called his ground station, explaining that two of Doc Savage's
men were aboard and wanted to turn back. He listened intently to the reply.

"That makes it different,"” he said. He called the stewardess. "Tell the passengers that we are
turning back to Los Angeles, but that nothing is wong."

The stewardess went back down the aisle telling the seat occupants—sonme of whom were hol di ng
their noses by now-that nothing was w ong.

FOUR nen evidently did not believe her. These four nen had weat her-beaten faces and grim
expressions, and after they got to their feet, they had guns in their hands. Big, worn guns which
| ooked as if they had seen use. They were Hoke McGee and three of his best nen who had been keepi ng
wel | hi dden behi nd newspapers.

"Get ‘emup!" Hoke McCGee roared. "This is a holdup!"

This was one of the new sound-proofed planes and their words carried. Their guns were al so rather
convi nci ng. Hands began lifting.

Ham and Monk found thensel ves | ooking into gun snouts. Wth alacrity, their arns arose.

"Now, " Monk said, "I know the source of the fragrance in here!"

"Where's that box?" Hoke McGee denmanded.

"It ain’'t aboard," Monk said unbl ushingly.

Hoke McGee snorted. "l just wondered how convincin' a lie you could tell,"” he chuckled. "I seen
‘emput it on the ship."

One of the Lazy Y gun-slicks had gone forward and disarned the pilot and co-pilot who had guns
because the ship carried mail.

Hoke McGee and another man entered the baggage conpartmnment and westled the heavy canvas-covered
case out into the cabin. Hoke broke his finger nails on Sagebrush Snmith's knots, then used his
jackkni fe. He threw back the canvas.

"Dam!" he croaked.

Monk felt like nmaking it stronger. He popped his eyes at the old square trunk full of brickbats
whi ch the canvas had covered. Ham gave Monk a jab in the ribs.

"That infernal cowboy," he groaned. "He put one over on us!"

Hoke McGee overheard the remark. Hoke began swearing. He swore for a |long period w thout once
repeating hinself.

"W gotta go back and get on Sagebrush Smith's trail again!" he snarled.

The pilots, nmenaced by the blue-black eye of a gun, turned the plane back. They foll owed Hoke
McCee’ s directions about where to nake a | anding.

Evi dently Hoke was all prepared for a get-away with the chest he hadn’t got. The plane had hardly
stopped rolling on the desert near Los Angel es where it |anded when a touring car pulled out of the
brush and drew al ongsi de.

Hoke McGee stabbed his gun nenacingly at Monk and Ham

"The next time you jiggers cross ny trail!" he roared, "I'mgonna ventilate you plenty!"

Then he ran to the car and got in. They took the pilot and his assistant, carried themfour mles
down the desert road and threw them out. Then they drove furiously toward Los Angel es. The car’s
occupants held to anything that was handy, swayed with the bucking of the machine, and at tines nade
smal |, involuntary gestures as if they wanted to hold their noses.

The driver |ooked around. "Have you gents noticed a kind of funny snell?" he denmanded.

"There ain’'t nothin’ funny about it!" Hoke MGee snarl ed.

"What is it?"

"That," Hoke said, "is what |'mwonderin'!"

Chapter VIII. THE BLOND SALLY SURETT

SACGEBRUSH SM TH was as tickled as he had been at any tinme in his life. He was in stitches; his

ribs were hurting from | aughing.

He had been standi ng outside the wi ndow of the radio roomat the airport and the w ndow was open,
and he had heard the hubbub when Monk and Ham had dermanded that the plane turn back, so Sagebrush
knew Monk and Ham had | earned that he was missing. He hoped they knew he had swapped boxes on them
t 0o.

Now he was waiting for further word fromthe plane; as a matter of fact, he had decided to wait
until Monk and Ham came back, then he would join themw th the genuine box. He believed he would get
nore respect.



"l showed ‘emthey wasn't so slick," he chuckl ed.

A commotion inside the radio roomdrew his attention. An attendant dashed out and returned
shortly with some one hi gher up.

"What’ s happened?" the higher-up demanded.

"The pl ane carrying Doc Savage’'s men has been hijacked!" the radi o operator shouted. "Four

cowboys under the | eadership of a nman naned Hoke McGee nade it land in the desert. They were after a
box of sone kind. The pilot and co-pilot were carried away by the robbers. Doc Savage's nan naned
Monk is giving us details over the plane’s radio."

There was nore excited talk, but it was only nmeat on the skeleton of the event as first outlined.
Sagebrush Smith did not feel like laughing. He rubbed his jaw, considering. It appeared he had
unwittingly thwarted a robbery; in taking the vault-steel case, he had kept it out of Hoke MGee's
hands.

"Well, rawhide ny bronc!" he nuttered. "I really done the best thing that | could ve done!"

Very well pleased with hinself, Sagebrush anbled into the waiting room As long as there was a
robber scare, he didn't see any sense in being caught loitering suspiciously near radio room

w ndows.

He was | eaning on the counter inspecting a plane tine table when he saw the pl ati num bl onde girl.
It just happened that this was the first platinumblond girl Sagebrush Smith had ever seen. Al so
the first time he had seen in the flesh the kind of femnine figure the novies liked to feature. The
conbi nation rather took the cowhand's breath. He found hinself swallowing to maintain equilibrium
The bl onde startler tapped up to the ticket w ndow on hi gh heels.

"I wish to charter a plane," she decl ared.

"Ah—where do you wish to fly to?" asked the attendant.

The blonde girl was twisting a black |eather purse and bl ack suede gl oves nervously wth her
hands. Her attire was bl ack, the color which brought out her shinmmering silver blondness and peach
conpl exi on as a dark vel vet background brings out the facets of a dianond.

"My father," she said in a | ow voice, "has been found dead at his |aboratory in Death Valley. |
wish to rent a plane and a pilot to fly ne to the spot."

"l see," said the attendant.

"l just arrived from New York by plane," the blond girl continued. "I left New York as soon as |
read about ny father’s death in the newspapers.”

Sagebrush Smith took several deep swallows and got hold of his wits. He addressed the girl.

"l .er—+'11 bet—say, this is quite a coincidence," he said.

The bl ond beauty | ooked at himcoolly. "I beg your pardon."

Sagebrush flushed unconfortably.

"l beg yours, too," he nmunbled. "Ah—er—are you Sally Surett?"

"Why, yes," the girl said curiously. "How did you know?"

SAGEERUSH SM TH was having nore difficulty than he had hitherto experienced in conducting a
conversati on.

"Why, |—dh—that is," he said. "Wl |l —dh—this is sone coincidence. | found your ol d—er—+ amthe
man who found your father as he was dyin' ."
The blond girl winced a little, then frowned. "I thought the person or persons who found ny

father had refused to reveal their identity," he said.

Sagebrush squirmed. He had never been able to carry on a coherent conversation with a girl, even
a very plain one.

"It's kind of funny—+ nmean—t’'s a queer story," he nunbled. "It’'s as nud as cl ear—dh—t’'s as
clear as nmud, that is. Your father shot a prow er, but he had a coyote chai ned—and—wel |, |

don’ t—anyhow, |’'ve got the box."

"You're not making it very understandable," the girl said.

"Il wh—ain’t used to girls as pretty as you," Sagebrush said. Wich was a gallantry of high order,
even if accidental.

The bl ond | ooked at him She decided to smle.

"Maybe if we sat in chairs over there," she said, "you could get used to ne."

Sagebrush had done a little thinking by the tinme they were settled in a chair. He turned
cautious.

"Er—ean you prove you are old Meander Surett’s daughter?" he asked.

She could. She did. At least, there was a birth certificate, autonobile driver’'s license for New
York State, and nunbers of letters addressed to Sally Surett, 110 North Boul evard, New York City.
Sagebrush was sati sfied.

It took himtwenty mnutes to explain all that had happened. Wenever he | ooked at the bl ond
girl, his sentences cane apart and he had to take out tinme to put themtogether. He finished at |ast
and Sally Surett |ooked at him She had big blue eyes that gave out electric shocks.

"I think you' re narvel ous," she said.

Sagebrush thought she was marvel ous. He didn't think the world was such a bad pl ace either.

"l —ah— he said. "That is—well—eh, gosh!"



A voi ce behind Sagebrush Snmith said, "There he is!"

Anot her voice, a squeaky one, said, "Make room because |'mgonna pat himon the floor."
Sagebrush peered at Monk and Ham who | ooked as though they wanted to relieve himof arns and

| egs. Behind them canme their pets.

"Er—eet Mss Sally Surett," Sagebrush said.

Monk and Ham stopped. Monk was the first to get off his hat. Sally Surett had the type of blonde
beauty which had a devastating effect on Mnk.

"Not the great Meander Surett’s daughter?" he asked in a properly awed tone.

"Yes," the bl onde vision admtted.

Ham sai d, "Er—ahem | am Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks and—

"Better known as Ham" Monk interrupted. "It’'s too bad you can't neet —yeoow "
Ham had ki cked a patch of hide off Mnk’s ankle.
"What Monk started to say," said Hampolitely, "is that it is too bad you can't neet his wfe,

Ms. Blodgett Mayfair, and some of their numerous children."

"You shyster!" Mnk gritted.

"You'd be interested in the children, I'msure," Hamsaid. "Al, unfortunately, look like their
sire. Cutest collection of little apes you ever saw. "

MONK and Ham spluttered at each other. They wanted to cultivate Sally Surett, ask her about her
father’s discovery, give Sagebrush Smth a clubbing, and fight each other. Wiile they made irate
noi ses, Sagebrush Smith spoke.

"l have the box in the express roomhere at the airport,” he said.

Sally Surett took his arm

"I"d love to see it," she murnured. "Good day," she said to Monk and Ham "N ce to have net you."
"Er—we're not |leaving just yet," Mnk said foolishly.

They went to the baggage room where Sagebrush Smth grinningly dragged a canvas-covered case
fromthe corner. The cowboy could not repress a gloat.

"l reckon it’s sure lucky | swapped boxes," he said.

Monk and Ham sai d nothing. The only thing they could say was that it had i ndeed been | ucky, and
they didn’t want to give Sagebrush that nuch satisfaction.

"Do take the cover off," the blond girl nurmnured.

Sagebrush Smith whi pped out his jackknife, cut the ropes with a flourish and threw back the
canvas. Then he | ooked as if he had wal ked over the rimof a canyon. He alnpst fell down. There was
just an old wooden box filled with bricks.

"Gee whizz!" Sagebrush said mserably.

The blond girl | ooked bew | dered. "But | thought the chest was of a steel which couldn't be cut
with torches!"

"It is," Sagebrush groaned.

"But— She frowned. "I don’t understand."

"Me neither," the cowboy gul ped.

"If 1 wasn't so disgusted," Mnk said, "I’d conduct nme a one-cowboy nassacre on the spot."

"Do you nmean that some one took the chest fromyou?" the girl denanded of Sagebrush.

"It sure | ooks powerful like it," Sagebrush confessed.

It was Ham withdrawi ng in al oof disgust to stand twirling his dark cane, who noticed a mark on

t he baggage roomwall. He stepped closer and scrutinized the mark. It was a series of figures, which

m ght have been put there by sone one who had carelessly totaled up a sumon the wall.

"Pull the shades," Hamsaid briefly.

Monk stared at Ham and his honely face lighted. He hurried to draw the shades. It becane gl oony
in the room

From one pocket, Ham extracted a flat device the length and width of the | eather cases used to
carry cigars, but deeper, and equipped with a folding crank after the fashion of pocket novie
caneras which operated a tiny generator inside the device. There was a |l ens on the apparatus, a |lens
al most black in color.

Ham turned the crank vigorously while pointing the device at the wall where he had found the
figures. The contrivance was a portable projector of ultra-violet light. The ultra-violet rays,
invisible to the unai ded eye, struck the wall and caused a fluorescence of words witten there with
a chal k whi ch Doc Savage had perfected. The chalk, |ike such common substances as aspirin and

vasel i ne, fluoresced or glowed under ultra-violet |ight.

The message read:

Have taken box to Surfside Hotel to conduct exam nation.

"But who wote that?" Sagebrush Sm th denmanded excitedly.

"Doc," Mdonk said. "He nmust have been sticking close to us and keeping track of that thing."

IT was a sinple matter to get a taxi-cab at the airport. Mnk, Ham Sagebrush Smith and the bl ond
girl loaded aboard, along with the pets. Chemistry rode in front with the driver. Habeas stayed in
the back with Monk. The hack driver said that he ought to know where the Surfside Hotel was because



it was one of the best in the city.

At first, every one in the cab was rather quiet, the natural reaction of persons who had just
recei ved a shaki ng-up. Then Ham frowned at his bl ack cane and spoke.

"Your father’'s letter," he told Sally Surett, "indicated he had witten you about the contents of
that case."

"Ch, yes," said the young woman. "He wrote ne a great nmany tines."

Sagebrush Smith cane to life. "What is in the case?" he denanded.

The blond girl smled at himin a way that was highly disturbing. "I'lIl show you," she said. To
their driver, she called, "Stop the cab! | wish to buy a newspaper."

She spread the newspaper out for Mnk, Ham and Sagebrush to see.

They stared at the headlines with profound astonishnment.

SURETT | NVENTED "SPI RI T RADI O' DEVI CE

COWPLETED BEFORE DEATH

Proved "Static" |Is From Spirit Wrld

Machi ne Transl ates It

The dream of spiritualists and ordinary mankind fromthe beginning of tine has cone true,
according to an announcenent made by Sally Surett, daughter of the great scientist, Meander Surett,
who was | ately found dead near his Death Valley |aboratory.

Part of the so-called "static" heard on an ordinary radio is an effort by beings on the astral
plane to get in touch with living humans, M ss Surett said her father had proved concl usively.
M ss Surett, a striking blonde, is enroute to Los Angeles to charter a plane to visit her
father’s | aboratory.

"Thomas A. Edison, the great inventor, first worked on the theory that the little-known forns of
static mght be spirit nessages," said Mss Surett. "My father carried on fromthat start."
Former associates of Thomas A. Edison, when interviewed, admtted that Mss Surett’s statement
was true.

"Bl azes!" Mnk said. "I didn't dreamthat is—why—blazes!"

Ham stared at Sally Surett. "You gave this interviewto the newspapers?"
"Of course."

"\Why 2"

"Wy not ?"

That stunped Doc’s aids. They could not think of any reason why Sally Surett should not have
given an interview to the press. They were conscious that she was waiting for themto state a reason
for opposing the giving out of information; they had the inpression that that she was di sapproving.

"l sure can't see no reason for it bein’ a big secret," said Sagebrush Smith. "It wasn't ny
idea."

The young worman smiled at the cowboy gratefully. Then she | ooked coolly at Mynk and Ham

"l just wonder," she said frostily, "if these gentlemen and Doc Savage coul d have sone ulterior

notive in wishing this to be kept quiet."
"l dunno what an ulterior notive is, exactly," said Sagebrush, "but | wouldn't be surprised.”

Chapter | X. DI FFERENCE OF OPI NI ON

THE Hotel Surfside was as flustered as a primold nmaid trying to entertain a football team The
Surfside ordinarily sailed along as placidly as the |Indian dugout canoes which are to be found in
museuns. It was a hostelry which prided itself on nothing happening.

The Surfside was very strict about this nothing-happening policy, which was pursued on direct
orders fromthe managenment in New York. Just the night before, a prom nent |awer had been thrown
out of the bar for singing six words of "Sweet Adeline." As for notion picture people, they weren't
even pernitted to register.

They hadn’t intended to pernmit Doc Savage to register.

No i ndeed! The clerk had heard of Doc Savage, the nman of bronze who was always fighting

sonebody’s war. But after Doc Savage presented a docunent, the clerk stopped explaining that the New
York managenment was particul ar about the guests. The document said that Doc Savage was the New York
managenent! The clerk hadn’t known that. He did everything but get down on his knees and bunp his
forehead on the floor.

The bronze man was cal mabout it and nmerely asked for a suite where he would not be disturbed. He
al so requested that several netal cases which had cone by air express from New York consigned to a
M. Cdark be sent to the suite. He explained that they contai ned his equipnent.

The bronze man had been carrying a netal box, and when three bell boys insisted on hel ping him
with it, he let themdo so.

That was four hours ago and the bell boys were now standing in the |obby telling each other how
heavy the steel box had been, and how Doc Savage had handled it so easily with one hand. One bell
hop wanted to bet it weighed five hundred pounds; an exaggeration, of course.

The rest of the bell boys were quietly nmoving the guests off the floor which held Doc Savage's
suite. The bronze nman had said he wanted privacy, and he was going to get it; the Surfside prided
itself on giving service in large letters.



The clerk was | eaning on the desk downstairs, rubbing his jaw and thinking. He could recall, back
during the depression when the hotel had been about to fail and throw every one out of work, that
had been taken over by what was known only as the Eastern Managenent

At the time, some remarkably sensible suggestions had come fromthe Eastern Managenment as to what
policies to follow, as a result, the hotel had been prosperous since. The clerk grinned. He was
remenbering, too, that he had heard that Doc Savage had taken over other near-failing
industries—factories, stores, a steanship line or two, even a railroad, and by sone magi cal business
t ouch—probably common sense—had kept them going so that no one had | ost any jobs

The clerk’s nmusings were interrupted when one very pretty blond girl, three concerned nen, one

pig and one runt ape entered the lobby. Sally Surett, Mnk, Ham Sagebrush, Habeas Corpus and

Chemi stry nmade a uni que group

"l amvery sorry," the clerk said instantly, "but we do not take theatrical guests."

The dapper Ham frowned at Monk
"W shoul d have left you outside
freaks."

Monk smacked the desk with a hairy fist. "We're assistants to Doc Savage!" he squeaked. "Were's
Doc?"

"Ch," the clerk said. "I beg your pardon."

he said. "Then he woul dn’t have m staken us for sideshow

DOC SAVAGE stood beside a long table in a roomwhere the furniture was substantial enough to be
practical, but not practical enough to be ugly. It was a confortable, honey room yet it seened to
enphasi ze the remarkabl e physical power of the bronze nman

He had renoved his coat and tie, and rolled up his shirt sleeves. Fromacross the room the

devel opnent of his forearns seened ordinary, but when the new arrivals cane cl ose, cabled | ayers of
sinew were subtly evident under fine-textured bronze skin

The tall blond girl stopped suddenly when she saw the bronze man at cl ose range. He affected
peopl e that way.

"Doc, this is Sally Surett," Mnk said

The blond girl advanced, hol ding out her hand, turning on a ravishing smle and nmurnuring, "I’'ve
heard so nmuch about you, M. Savage."

She seened surprised and a trifle disappointed when the bronze man was not overwhelnmed. |If he was
affected at all, the synptons failed to register visibly

"She canme west when she heard her father was—had passed away," Sagebrush Smth expl ai ned

The bronze man nodded slightly, and turned over a newspaper bearing headlines about the discovery
of the "spirit radio" to show that he already had the information

Ham pointed at the headlines. "You ve read about the machine, Doc? It’s an incredible thing

isn't it?"

"Yes."

"It's plunb goofy if you ask me," interposed Sagebrush Smith. "There ain’t no such thing as
spirits.”

Doc Savage's strange flake gold eyes rested on the cowboy with inscrutable intentness. "Wat do
you think will happen to you after death?" the bronze nman asked

"Why, | —dh—= Sagebrush swal |l owed. "How the bl azes would | know?"

"The belief in life hereafter is too general, too firmy established, to be ignored," the bronze
man said. "Qur Christians believe in Heaven, the Buddhists believe in Nirvana, the Mhamedans in
Fal ak al afla, and even the American Indian had his Happy Hunting Gound. Fromtinme i nmenorial, al
races, creeds, and stages of civilized beings have believed in life after death."

The bronze man paused, and silence had the effect of driving home what his powerful voice had
just stated.

"No belief of mankind has stood the test of ages with unshaken strength as this one has," he
continued. "And it is not enough to pass the phenonmena off by saying that man, wishing to live
forever, conjures up belief in everlasting life to nentally console hinself. It is nore profound
than that. It is deeper. The utter foundation of all religions

"Certainly we know that the Christian religion, for instance, is based on actuality. Nor has any
scientist ever proven, for exanple, that one word of the Scriptural Bible is false. Hence, in the
face of such overwhel mi ng evidence, we who are here in this roomare hardly justified in saying
there cannot be existence in sonme nedium after death."

Sagebrush Smith rubbed his jaw. "Wat | nmeant to say was that the static you heard on your radio
is caused by lightnin ."

"Only part of it," Doc Savage said. "Wen a |lightning cones, you hear a burst of static on your
radio. But there are many forns of static noises on a radi o—atnospheric lightning, frictiona
static, earth currents. There are, too, forms of static for which science has never been able to
define sources, and such static is present in the renotest desert, in the mddl e of the |argest
ocean, and has been heard at the north and south poles."

He paused. "One thing," he said seriously, "is npbst nysterious about static."

"What' s that?" asked the cowboy.



"Science," Doc Savage said, "has never succeeded in elimnating static fromradi o reception.”
"Say," grunted Sagebrush, "that’'s right."

"Radi o static," the bronze man said, "has been one of the nobst elusive and nysterious things

sci ence has ever tried to fathom"

Sagebrush Smith swal |l owed several tines. Then he pointed at the vault-steel box of Meander
Surett.

"You nean," he gul ped, "that the nmachine there really translates static into messages from peopl e
who are dead?"

Doc Savage shook his head.

"No," he said quietly. "The device is worthless."

THE listeners stood in a shocked silence; they felt suspended, hanging in space. Their excitenent
had clinbed up a | adder of belief that the machi ne of Meander Surett could talk with spirits, and
now suddenly the | adder was nothing. They couldn’t find words.

The blond girl was first to speak.

"How do you know?" she denanded.

"The result of examination," the bronze man expl ai ned.

It was evident that he had made an examinati on. Meander Surett’s vault-steel box stood open on
the table, and the cover panels of insulating nmaterial had been renpved fromthe device therein to
disclose wiring, tubes, coils, intricate gears and tiny notors, a noving roll of photo-sensitized
tape, a tiny pin-beamof fluctuating |ight after the nature of tel ephoto devices, and nore, nuch
nmore, that even Monk, who was versed in electrochem stry, could not identify.

The girl seened inpatiently unconvinced.

"My father worked a lifetime on that," she said sharply. "You examne it for a few m nutes—

"For alnobst four hours," the bronze nan corrected.

"For four hours then! How can you tell in such a short tine that it won't work?"

Bef ore he answered, the bronze man picked up a thick sheaf of blueprints and typewitten

expl anatory matter enclosed in a neat binder |abel ed:

CONSTRUCTI ON DATA OF STATI C TRANSLATOR

BY MEANDER SURETT

"This was in the steel case," Doc said. "The explanation it gives is detailed, and the
construction of the device follows identically the blueprints. However"—he tossed the binder of
papers into the vault-steel box—the contrivance is based on an utterly unworkable electrical
theory. It cannot possibly function."

The blond girl nipped her lips with white teeth.

" But -
"l amsorry," the bronze man said. "However, it is better that you know the truth—at once, and
that the public know, as well. | have tel ephoned the newspapers that the device is unworkable."

"You' ve what ?"

the girl screaned.

"Advi sed the newspapers and press associ ations that Meander Surett’s invention will not work,"
Doc Savage sai d.

The girl glared.

"You had no right to do that!"

Doc Savage did not reply.

"You might have waited!" the girl cried.

"For what?" the bronze man asked.

The bl ond young woman stanped a foot. "I don't |ike what you' ve done!" she shrieked. "I don't see
why nmy father was crazy enough to get you mixed up in this! | don't believe this machine is
worthless! | think you're lying!"

The fact that the bronze man showed no enotion did not surprise Monk and Ham who knew t he

remar kabl e control which he could exercise over his facial expression.

"You have the privilege," Doc said slowmy, "of believing whatever you w sh."

"I don't trust you!" the girl repeated. "I’mgoing to take that machine and wal k out of here with
it."

"What," Doc inquired, "do you plan to do with it?"

"That’s ny private business!" said the young wonman. "But for your information, I'mgoing to hire
a real expert to examine the device. And if you try to stop ne, I'Il call the police!"

The bronze man nmade a slight gesture. "You are welcome to it. Either nyself or one of ny
colleagues will carry it to a taxicab for you."

The girl pointed at Sagebrush Smth. "I'd rather he carried it," she said coldly.

Sagebrush Smith, |ooking somewhat confused, went grunting and stunbling outside with the box. The
girl followed him

DOC SAVAGE wal ked over and closed the door after them Then the bronze nan gl anced at Mnk and



Ham

"You two had better stick here in this room" he said. "It nmay be dangerous to get out until we
learn what is behind this."

"But ain't it all over?" Mnk gul ped.

"Hardly," Doc said. "In ny opinion, it has only started."

"What cha nean, Doc?"

Instead of answering, the bronze nan opened the w ndow. He produced frominside his clothing a
smal | collapsible grapple of alloy steel to which was attached a thin, extremely stout, silken cord
of a length to nore than reach the ground.

"Long Tom Johnny, and Renny have been working on this thing in New York," he said.

Monk and Ham were surprised. The three nen Doc nanmed were: Mjor Thomas J. "Long Ton' Roberts,

the electrical wzard; WIIiam Harper "Johnny" Littlejohn, the geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st, and

Col onel John "Renny" Renwi ck, the engineer. The trio were the remai ni ng menbers of Doc Savage's
coteries of assistants. It had been the opinion of Monk and Hamup to now that the matter of Meander
Surett’s letter was not serious enough for Doc Savage to put all his nen to work on it.

"You nean that Long Tom Johnny and Renny | earned sonething inportant?" Mnk denanded.

Doc Savage nodded.

"They |l earned that a man naned Everett Everett Barr, an ex-carnival sw ndler and now a shyster

|l awyer, fornerly enployed Sally Surett in his office."

"But what has that to do—

"Everett Everett Barr," Doc Savage said, "had the confidence of Sally Surett. She did not know he
was a crook. She showed himletters fromher father, and asked Barr how to find Meander Surett. She
wanted to hire detectives to find her father, because she was worried about his |ong di sappearance.’
"That’s natural," Mnk admitted.

"Everett Everett Barr evidently learned of this ‘static translator’ from Meander Surett's letters

to his daughter," the bronze man said. "I amnerely surmsing that. But Johnny, Long Tom and Renny
did learn that Barr became nuch interested and sent a man naned Bill Horder to Death Valley to find
Meander Surett and kill him

"Bill Horder poisoned Meander Surett in such a fashion that Surett thought he had internal

cancer. But Meander Surett al so caught Horder prow ing around the desert |aboratory and killed him
That left Everett Everett Barr up in the air with his plot, because he had no i dea where Meander
Surett’s | aboratory was |ocated. No idea, that is, until he read that the old scientist was found
dead. Barr at once hired the Lazy Y cowboys to get the steel box. And Barr hinself has come from New
York by plane."

"But what is this Everett Everett Barr’s plot?" Mnk demanded.

"That," Doc Savage said, "is one of two things we nust learn."

"Two things?"

"The second thing," Doc Savage explained, "is the whereabouts of Sally Surett."

"But Sally Surett just left here with the box!" Mnk exclaimed. "The blond girl—=

"The blond girl is not Sally Surett."

" Not —

"However," Doc Savage added, "she does answer the description of Everett Everett Barr’'s wife."

THE bronze man swung out the wi ndow and slid down to the street. Monk and Ham peering out the
wi ndow, watched hi mvanish in the shrubbery which edged the street.

A few nonents |l ater, Sagebrush Smith and the bogus Sally Surett cane out of the hotel with the
box.

Monk drew back fromthe wi ndow, took out a handkerchief and wi ped his honely face.

"Whew! " he said.

"Maybe you' Il learn that you can't judge wonen, you freak of nature,” Ham said. "You thought that
bl onde was on the |level."

"You didn't, of course?"

"l thought," Hamsaid dryly, "there was sonething phony about her."

"That lie should make you black in the face!" Mnk grow ed.

The two associ ates contenpl ated each other in sour silence. Their pets, Habeas and Chemistry,
apparently partaking of the nood of their owners, sat down in the mddle of the hotel room and
showed each other their teeth.

"You know," Monk said, "you can’'t never tell about Doc."

"What do you nean, tree-dweller?"

"You go along and you think you know what Doc is doing," Mnk explained. "And then, whango! You
find out he's got hold of a rope when you thought he only had a string."

"If it wasn't against ny policy to agree with you," Hamadmtted, "1'd say you were right."

Chapter X. BRONZE SHADOW
DOC SAVAGE had prepared from chil dhood for the unusual career which he was to follow. He was a
product of careful, nodern thinking, an exanple of what the nbst absol ute possible training can do



for the human body and m nd.

Hi s nejor training had been in science, because science is the future eneny of organized and
individual crime, as police departnments of the world have cone to realize in the | ast decade.

In keeping with his reliance on scientific methods, the bronze man had devel oped, and was
continual Iy devel opi ng, unusual devices, gadgets which he enployed in unexpected fashions. He kept
as many of themwi th himas possible, wearing for this purpose a pocket-vest designed and padded so
as to be as inconspicuous as was feasible.

Doc Savage, having quitted the hotel room by the only nethod which would have enabled himto
reach the street unobserved ahead of Sagebrush Smith and the fake Sally Surett, faded into the
conceal ment of shrubbery. He nobved a few yards, at the sanme tinme w thdrawi ng two packages froma
speci al pocket inside his coat.

One of the packages was wapped with plain tough brown grocery paper and was near the proportions
of a fifty-size box of cigars.

The ot her package was not wapped; it was, nore properly, a |eather case.

The Surfside was |arge enough to have a telegraph office in the sanme buil ding. Doc Savage entered
this with his packages.

Sagebrush Smith and the blond girl were putting the metal box into a taxicab when a tel egraph
messenger boy hurried up and handed the cab driver Doc’s package which was w apped in brown paper.
The messenger also presented a five-dollar bill.

"After you have taken these passengers wherever they want to go," said the nessenger, "deliver
this package to the home of the manager of this hotel." He gave the mamnager’s honme address. "The
five dollars is for your trouble,” he added.

"CGosh, sure!" said the taxi driver.

About that tine, in the hotel, Doc Savage was speaking to the hotel manager. "Later in the night
a package will be delivered to your hone," the bronze man said. "Just return it to me, if you will."
"Of course, M. Savage," said the manager.

The taxicab driver got behind the wheel with his package. Sagebrush Smith and the girl got in the
back with their box. The girl gave an address, and the cab noved.

Wien the cab was out of sight, Doc Savage canme out of the hotel; entered another taxicab, settled
back on the cushions, and opened his |l eather case. He tel escoped up a small directional |oop

ant enna, donned a headset, and tuned in the miniature short-wave radio transmitter which was in the
package carried by the driver of the blonde girl’'s taxicab. The directional radio showed that the
other cab had turned sharply to the right and was heading for the part of town where traffic was

t hi ckest.

After that the directional radi o gadget enabled the bronze man to trail his quarry while he
himself followed entirely different streets.

THE bl onde girl, when her cab was in very thick traffic, |eaned forward and tapped the w ndow to

get the driver’'s attention. She asked to be taken to a different address. Ten mnutes |ater, she did
the same thing again. Al the while, she watched the rear wi ndow, intensely interested in their back
trail throughout the ride.

Sagebrush Smith comented on this.

"Doc Savage," the girl explained, "may try to follow us. |I'mjust making sure he doesn’t."

Finally, she gave the address of a midtown hotel which was not too particul ar about its guests.

The cab pulled up before this hostelry. The hotel boasted no doorman. The two bell boys were runts
who strained vainly with the Meander Surett steel chest.

A very large hunp-shoul dered col ored nan approached. He wal ked with a Iinp.

"Ah carry dat foah two bits," he offered.

"You need two bits worse than we need the exercise," said Sagebrush Smith. "You're hired."

The way the confidence of the colored fell ow evaporated when he took hold of the chest nade
Sagebrush Smith grin. However, the big darky stuck to the bargain and staggered into the hotel with
the chest. There was no elevator. He shuffled up the steps, seenming to have a great deal of
difficulty, although, somewhat strangely, he was not perspiring at all when he reached the top.

The bl onde girl knocked on a door.

The man who opened the door liked trinkets. H's cigarette was stuck in a long holder, and the
cigarette was nonogrammed "E. E.B." H s nose-pi ncher spectacles had a flowi ng black ribbon. He wore a
beret enbl azoned with a yachtsman’s gol d- brai ded insigni a.

H s free hand held an el aborate patent lighter. H's wist watch had hands and faces to register
second, mnute, hour, day, nonth, year, and the tenperature. A patent pedoneter was strapped around
his other wist. An array consisting of a pencil-flashlight, a two-colors-of-ink fountain pen and a
fount ai n- pen-tear-gas-gun stuck in his vest pocket.

G herwi se he was a round, well-fed man with tw nkling devil eyes and |ips which were always

maki ng shapes. Hi s clothing was expensive and about as loud as it could be wi thout causing people to
foll ow himdown streets.

"Well, well," he said. "Wll, well, well, | do declare!"

"Thi s"—he blonde girl indicated Sagebrush—is Sagebrush Smth."



The round man dropped his cigarette holder. He picked it up again quickly.

"I"mdelighted," he said heartily, "really and truly delighted to neet you, because any friend of
Mss Surett’s is a friend of mne and a very dear friend, too."

"Howdy, " said Sagebrush bluntly. "Wat’'s your name?"

The round man busi ed hinsel f taking short puffs of his cigarette until he caught a slight nod
fromthe blonde girl.

"l am Everett Everett Barr, attorney at law, " the round nan then explained. "Yes, sir, attorney
at law, and a friend to Mss Surett, as well as one who feels just as though Mss Surett was his own
daughter. "

"M. Barr," the girl explained, "came out by plane to see that | got the full benefits of ny
father’s great discovery."

"Yes, indeed." M. Barr made a clucking noi se of disapproval. "Unfortunately, there are nen who
wi |l take advantage of a young girl. Ah—some nen who are quite fanous stoop to such scoundrelly
tactics, | amsorry to say."

He caught a glinpse of the big darky with the chest.

"My goodness!" exclaimed M. Barr. "Do bring that right in, Rastus, ny boy, ny good fellow"
The bl ack man shuffled in. and deposited the chest on the floor.

"Here's your two bits," said Sagebrush.

"Yes, yes, and here's fifty cents nore for your trouble," volunteered M. Barr generously.
The bl ack man took the coins and shuffled out.

EVERETT EVERETT BARR was full of enthusiasm he was so stuffed with delight that he coul d not
restrain hinsel f. He bounced over, seized Sagebrush Smith's hand and gave it another hearty punping.
"Young man, you seem|ike a wonderful, upstanding, w de-awake and clean-1inbed fellow, " he
declared. "A true son of the West."

Sagebrush grew unconfortable. "Doc Savage clains that contraption in the box ain't worth a hoot,"
he nuttered.

"Tsk, tsk,"

clucked M. Barr. "An unfortunate error, | do fear."

Sagebrush frowned. "Doc Savage," he said, "has got a reputation."”

"But | do hope you haven’'t taken himtoo literally, my young friend?"

"He kinda inpressed ne," Sagebrush sai d.

Everett Everett Barr sighed regretfully. "Youth is always so inpressionable,” he murnured.

At this point, there was a knock on the door.

It was the big colored nan again.

"Ah done drop nmah rabbit’s foot in dis heah room" he expl ai ned sheepi shly.

"Why, | do declare," said M. Barr. He | ooked around. "Well, you certainly did drop it because
there it is."

Every one | ooked at the rabbit foot, a natural thing to do—every one except the col ored

gent| eman, who seized the diversion to stoop, open a slit in the carpet with a razor-sharp
pocket-knife and slipped a flat nmetal plaque through the slit.

"Ah sho done thank yo-all," he munbled as he received back his rabbit foot.

The | arge darky withdrew fromthe room closing the door, and backed carefully down the

hal | —stringing a hair-fine wire which ran fromthe plaque, sticking it against the wall with
unnoticeabl e bits of transparent wax called "magnetite," stuff nmagicians use to cause things to
stick to their fingers. Entering a near-by roomwhich he had just rented, the darky connected a
powerful anplifier to the alnost invisible wire.

The bl ack man then becanme Doc Savage by renoving his dark, curly wig. He donned a tel ephonic
headset and |istened to what was being picked up by the velocity m crophone which he had pl ant ed
under the carpet.

Everett Everett Barr was saying, "Mss Surett, ny dear girl, have you had di nner?"

"No," the blonde adm tted.

"You two children run along and eat," ordered M. Barr. "You'll enjoy Mss Surett’s conpany, |'m
sure you will, M. Sagebrush Smth."
"I sure will!" agreed Sagebrush enthusiastically.

"Take your time," requested M. Barr. "Yes, indeed. Take plenty of time, because | shall be
entertaining visitors in a private conference while you are out. Ah—you m ght tel ephone and see if |
amat liberty before you return.”

There was the sound of a door opening and closing, and after that, silence, so evidently

Sagebrush Smith and the fake Sally Surett had gone out to eat.

A FEWm nutes later, M. Barr renoved the tel ephone receiver and asked for a nunber.

"You can come up now, Hoke, ny pal, ny friend," he said.

It took about five mnutes for Hoke McGee and his Lazy Y cowboys to arrive in answer to the
summons.

As they came in the door, M. Barr made one very |oud and enphatic remark.



" Phew! "

he said.

"Now don't start that!" Hoke M:Gee snarled. "People have been goin’ phew at us until we're
danged good and tired of it!"

M. Barr made his clucking noise. "Goodness!" he said. "G acious, what an—er-By any chance, have
you been trapping, raising, or otherwi se associating with the nmephitis nephitis?"

Hoke scow ed. "What's that?"

"The lowy skunk," said M. Barr.

Hoke McGee swore for one half a minute without once repeating hinself.

"We ain't in the nood for funny stuff!" he yelled. "It ain't funny, anyway! It’s danged serious!"
"What do you nean?"

"We're victins!" Hoke shouted. "W’ ve had the |owest trick pulled on us that could be pulled!"
"By whom nmay | ask?" inquired M. Barr.

"By Doc Savage."

Judgi ng fromthe nervous quality in Everett Everett Barr’'s cough, nention of Doc Savage di d not
have a soothing effect on his nerves.

"Er—what happened?" he asked anxi ously.

"W had a disinfection inspection as the train came into Los Angel es county!" Hoke gritted.
"There is no such thing," said Barr, "as a disinfection inspection."

"We know that now! " Hoke swore sone nore. "W ve got it figured out that the big white-headed
honbre who pulled the disinfection inspection gag was Doc Savage or one of his outfit. He made us
peel our shirts and rubbed us with sonethin’ out of a bottle."

"And what," inquired M. Barr, "happened then?"

"Can't you snell?"

"You nean that has happened to you?"

"Sure!" Hoke McCGee swore sone nore.

"Way not take baths?" inquired M. Barr.

"We did, dang-blast it—and it only made us snell worse! That stuff he put on us was a chemical or
somethin’." The Lazy Y foreman fell into a chair and held his own nose. "You got no idea howit is
to be like this. Wy, dogs run barkin' after us for blocks. They won’t let us ride the street cars.
We got throwed outta our hotel."

"This seenms nost amazing!" nmurnured Everett Everett Barr.

"It’'s the dangest-fool thing | ever heard of!" Hoke snarled. The Lazy Y foreman smashed his fists
on the chair arns and ground his teeth. "He could ‘a shot us, poisoned us, or had us arrested, and
it wouldn't ‘a been this serious. Do you realize what it neans if we can't get this stuff off us?"
"Why—er—you wi || becone social outcasts,” M. Barr admitted.

Hoke McGee got up fromthe chair. He put out his jaw

"It neans," he gritted, "that we're gonna have a hot tine gettin' hold of that box!"

"Hoke, ny—ah—aromatic acquai ntance," said M. Barr, "you needn’'t worry further about the

vaul t-steel chest. | have it." He arose and opened the door of a closet into which the netal case
had been inserted. "I have it, as you can see," he repeated delightedly.

Hoke McCGee made an audi bl e noi se as he swal | owed.

"What about the twenty-five thousand dollars we was to get?" he gul ped.

"Don’t be ridiculous, ny good friend," said M. Barr.

TH S tinme, Hoke McGee swore for three full mnutes w thout once repeating hinself. He ended up by
shouting, "Welcher! Welcher! Wlcher!" at the top of his voice.

"Hoke, you wrong ne," declared Everett Everett Barr in an injured tone. "I do not intend to pay
for work which you did not do. You were to get the case. You did not. It was recovered for me by ny
good and val ued hel pmat e—+ nean, by a young |ady, who, even if | do say so, is an acconplished
actress.”

"You ain't lost your carnival grifter ways! You re gonna freeze us out! Well, you won't!"

"And what," asked M. Barr, "will stop ne?"

At this point Hoke McGee evidently came over and gave M. Barr a hard shove which deposited him
forcibly in a chair, because the Barr grunt was |oud and surprised.

"You cut us in on this, whatever it is," said Hoke nenacingly, "or we go to the cops and explain
how you hired an honbre naned Bill Horder to kill old Meander Surett."

Everett Everett Barr made a strangling noise.

"Hoke, you wouldn’t do that!"

"Wouldn't 11"

"But, Hoke, ny colleague, ny old pard, ny good—

"Nuts!" said Hoke. "Bushels of nuts, all with worns in ‘em"

There was silence for a time, during which M. Barr evidently considered alternatives. So
sensitive was the m crophone-and-anplifier eavesdroppi ng arrangenent whi ch Doc Savage was using that
the breathing of the men in the roomwas clearly audible, along with the excited ticking of several
wat ches, probably of the large variety commonly carried by cowboys and called "turnips."



"CGoodness!" said M. Barr plaintively. "l -ah-well, it seens | have no choice."

"Now you're tal kin' sense," Hoke said. "And we'll be fair about it. The Lazy Y fell down so far,
we admit. But we'll go along with you fromnow on, and when this is over, we get the twenty-five
grand. How s that?"

"Not"—M. Barr seened sad—exactly what | would have wished for. But | will agree."

"That's great," Hoke said.

"However," said Everett Everett Barr wildly, "you nust keep out of snelling distance. |—-ah—eannot
have you around here. You are not exactly bouquets, you know. "

"That’s all right," Hoke said gloomly. "W'Il go out and see if we can find a hotel that wll
take in honbres snellin’ |ike we do."

"Er—be careful about any nore disinfection inspectors,”" said M. Barr dryly.

Hoke McGee was saying things as he stanped out.

Chapter XI. THE PUBLICI TY BOX

WHEN Sagebrush Smith and the bogus Sally Surett returned to the hotel room Everett Everett Barr
greeted them heartily.

"Good evening, good evening," he said. "You two make a charming couple, you really do. Won't you
sit down until the gentlenmen of the press arrive?"

"Gentl emen of the press?" said Sagebrush vacantly.

"Newspaper reporters," explained M. Barr.

"But what’'s a newspaper reporter comn’ here for?" Sagebrush wanted to know.

Everett Everett Barr now gave evi dence of considerable seriousness. He arose and paced tw ce
around the hotel room hands clasped behind his back, after which he struck a dramati c pose, one
thumb hooked into the pocket which held his pencil-flashlight, fountain-pen-tear-gas-gun and
two-col ors-of -ink fountain pen; and his other hand, the one with the wist that wore the pedoneter,
leveled rigidly at a stack of newspapers bearing headlines saying that Doc Savage had decl ared
Meander Surett’s invention worthless.

"Doc Savage," he announced, "has comitted a dastardly offense."

"Dastardly offense?"

"This Savage," said Barr, "has given out a statement to the newspapers declaring flatly that the

great invention of Meander Surett is no invention at all. Fraudulently, w thout warrant, right or
permi ssion, actual or inplied, he made a statement of such nature to the press, and in so proceedi ng
he commtted fraud, libel and m srepresentation, all nmonetarily and spiritually injurious to ny
client."

"Your client?"

"This darling little girl, Mss Sally Surett, is ny client,”" M. Barr explained.

Newspaper men began arriving before Sagebrush Smith could inquire what neasures M. Barr intended
to take agai nst Doc Savage, as well as offer a personal opinion that the best thing for any one to
do was to | eave Doc Savage al one.

The gentl enmen of the press inpressed Sagebrush Snmith as being a baggy-kneed |ot. They showed nore
initial interest in sonme bottles of chanpagne which Everett Everett Barr produced for their
consunption. The representatives of the Fourth Estate were in need of shaves and the attentions of a
sui t-pressing establishnent.

There were big reporters, little reporters, fat ones and thin ones, and one slender fell ow who
seened to be an Italian. The latter carried an unbrella and wore rubbers, although there was not a
cloud in the California sky.

"Sheeza maybe rain an’ | be fix," the reportorial Latin explained gloomly.

AFTER cor ks popped and chanpagne fizzed, Everett Everett Barr got down to brass tacks and began
expl aining that the great scientist, Meander Surett, had nmade an invention before his death, and
that Doc Savage had decl ared the discovery to be worthless. M. Barr crashed his fist against the
table with great force.

"Gentl emen!" he shouted. "Doc Savage was wong! He is a great man possibly, but he is utterly
wrong! The invention of Meander Surett will work!"

A reporter picked up a chanpagne bottle and | ooked at it. "Nothing wong with your chanpagne," he
said. "But as for your ideas—well, if Doc Savage says the thing won't work, it won't work, as far as
| am concerned. "

"Young man," said M. Barr, "you are inpressed by a reputation!"

The reporter shrugged. "Then so are nost of the great scientists in the world, and every crook
who has heard of Doc Savage," he said.

The remark gave M. Barr sonething that |ooked a trifle |ike indigestion.

"Ah—wel | -ahem— He cleared his throat. "We might drop that |line of discussion," he said. "It is
of no inportance in ascertaining whether or not Meander Surett’s device will work."

"It seens to me to be doggone inportant," the reporter persisted. "Doc Savage says it won't work,
and his opinion carries weight."

M. Barr shook his head.



"No," he said. "Doc Savage did not have all the device!"

" Eh?"

"One inportant attachment was missing," M. Barr explained

The reporters were interested

"Did Doc Savage know that he wasn't exam ning all the machi ne?" one demanded

"No," M. Barr said. "Savage did not know that."'

"Where is the mssing part?"

"Meander Surett’'s daughter, Sally, has it," replied Everett Everett Barr. "My old friend Meander
Surett was not without acumen, gentlenen, and he did not trust this man, Savage, fully, so he
removed one very essential itemfromhis device, installed it in a separate case and sent it to his
daughter, making no nention of the fact to Doc Savage."

"You nean," a newspaper man demanded, "that you can stick this part in the contraption, and it
will work in spite of what Savage sai d?"

"We hope so," M. Barr said seriously

"How about giving a denonstration?"

"That is why you gentl enen were sumoned here."

EVERETT EVERETT BARR went to a closet and secured a stout |eather bag which he handed to the

bl onde girl with an inpressive gesture. The girl, with inpressive solemity, renoved a key fromthe
end of the stout silk ribbon which was around her neck and used this to unlock the bag, then lifted
out a crackle-finished nmetal case of the type used to enclose anplifiers in public-address systens.
A cabl e containing several wires, each carefully labeled, ran fromthis

Everett Everett Barr produced a paper and said, "Here are directions for connecting the

attachment, supplied by Meander Surett." He worked with a screw driver and a pair of pliers for sone
m nut es, hooki ng the new device onto the large one in the steel chest

"l betta two to one she’s notta work," said the Italian journalist

The other scribes only grinned derisively at him

"Ten to one she’s notta work," the Italian offered

None of the reporters had faith enough in the nachine to take himup

Everett Everett Barr finished attaching the auxiliary device. He turned various swi tches while
carefully consulting the directions supplied by Meander Surett

"Gentlenmen," he said smilingly, "you understand that | amnot a technical expert, and hence

cannot explain exactly how the device operates. But even if | were a technical expert, | should not
reveal the nature of Meander Surett’'s discovery, for that would be violating the best interests of
the famous inventor’s bereaved daughter"—he paused to pat the blonde’s shoul der—=who is here to
witness the test of her father’s incredible static-translator."

A faint whirring cane fromthe machi ne, acconpani ed by a sporadic clicking sound such as stock
tickers make

"Must be da spook rappa in da thing," offered the Italian

Everett Everett Barr frowned

"This is scientific and practical." He |ooked around. "My dear friends, | will tell you what
Meander Surett wote his dear daughter about the theory of his discovery. He said that science has
long known that all matter is conposed of electricity—positive and negative el ectrons, or

concei vably some smal | er division which science has not yet discovered

"It was the theory of Meander Surett that everything is electricity. Everything! Therefore the
immortal, the everlasting part of the human bei ng—and | nean, of course, the spirit—would have to be
electricity, too. The spirit therefore could conceivably react on sensitive electrical apparatus
"It could convey a nmessage, you understand, just as you and | step up and speak into a tel ephone

or as a tel egraph operator taps a tel egraph key, providing we living humans could create a device
whi ch the spirits of the departed coul d actuate

"Meander Surett acconplished this by arranging a noving |ight beam which may be shifted in
different directions by the electrical vibrations in the infra-short wave | engths of radio."
"Sheeza get kinda conplicated," suggested the Latin

"Indeed it is," M. Barr agreed. "I will nake it sinple. | will say that Meander Surett nerely
created a highly conplicated scientific pencil with which astral beings may wite nessages."

"To nake this really good," a tabloid nman chuckl ed, "sonebody oughta go in a trance."

M. Barr took out his handkerchief and wi ped his forehead

"l do wish," he conplained, "that this operation did not approach so closely the discredited

met hods of so-called mind readers and nmediuns. | fear you do not realize how inportant this is."
The machine continued to purr and nake clicking noises

"When does a nessage cone out?" a man denmanded

"Patience," M. Barr requested. "The nmessage is witten with a tiny beamof |ight which noves

over a sensitized photographic paper after the fashion of our nodern tel ephoto machines."

They waited about ten mnutes before a line of tape began to creep fromthe machine. M. Barr
appeared hardly able to restrain hinself until the first sentence was conpleted. He tore off the
tape and stared at it



"Jehoshaphat!" he cri ed.

He gazed around at the newspapernen, profound astoni shment on his round face.
"Meander Surett was nurdered!" he shout ed.

There was shocked sil ence.

"A man nanmed Bill Horder killed poor Meander Surett with poison!™ M. Barr yelled.

DURI NG ensui ng seconds, the state of the roomwas best described as silent confusion. The
newspaper men wer e astounded, speechless. |If this was true, it would be one of the biggest news
breaks of all tinme!
"I's that tape—+s it a nessage from-Meander Surett?" a man croaked.
Everett Everett Barr nodded solemmly. "It appears to be a communication fromthe great
scientist," he said. He passed the strip of photographic paper to the blonde girl.
"I's this your father’s handwiting?" he asked gravely.
The bl onde took one glance at the jittery white line registered on the paper. She burst into
tears.
"It's dad’s—wariting," she said between sobs.
Silently, Everett Everett Barr passed the portentous strip of photographic paper around for
exam nation. The newshawks read:
My desire to be first.

Meander Surett. . . . | amquite happy here beyond. . . . | was nurdered by a nan naned
Bill Horder. . . . Poison. . . . Seened to be cancer. . . . | killed Horder and buried hi mone
hundred yards west of ny |aboratory.
Wiile this was being read, all were aware that the device was purring and clicking again.
"Anot her nessage is coming!" Everett Everett Barr announced sol emmly.
Several newspapernen had nade novenents toward the door, but now they restrained thensel ves.
M. Barr tore off the next nessage and examined it.
"This," he said hollowy, "seenms to be a communication froma man nanmed Harold A. Beaver. |
confess that the fellowis a conplete stranger to ne."
A journalist tried to speak twice and finally had to cough to get his words | oose.
"Harold A Beaver was nurdered here in Los Angel es about a year ago," he nmuttered. "Shot to

death. They sent his widow to the penitentiary for killing himafter they found a
twenty-t housand-dol |l ar insurance policy on his life—drawn in her favor. The policy was hidden. W dow
claimed she hadn’t known there was a policy at all. They nade the jury believe she'd killed her

husband, then gotten scared and hid the policy."

Everett Everett Barr seened so astonished at this that he could not stay on his feet. He
collapsed into a chair.

"Gentl emen!" he gasped. "Gentlenen, this invention of Meander Surett’'s means there will never be
anot her nurder upon this earth! Read what the spirit of Harold A Beaver wites. Then you'll
under st and! "

The newsnen read:

This |Is Harold A. Beaver. . . . My wife is innocent. |I was killed by ny business partner. . . . |
was the only one who knew he had robbed our firm . . . He buried the nmurder gun under his garage
floor. . . . Insurance agent will identify himas man who took out policy on ny life to throw bl ane

on nmy wfe.

Every newspaperman reacted to this instantaneously and in the sane fashion—by naking a wild rush
for the nearest tel ephone.

The Italian charged out of the roomafter the others, but instead of |eaving the hotel, he ran
down the corridor and entered the roomin which Doc Savage was eavesdropping with a tel ephone
headset over his ears.

Monk, who was crouched astraddl e a chair and al so wearing a headset, |ooked up. H's honely face
was i ncredul ous.

"Bl azes!" he nmuttered. "I didn't expect anythin’ like this to happen!"

Doc Savage and Monk |istened while Hamrenoved his Italian disguise and at the sane tine

expl ai ned exactly what had happened in the other room and described the additional attachment which
Everett Everett Barr had connected to old Meander Surett’s invention.

"DOC," Ham finished, "do you think it possible that the extra gadget could have nmade the
contrivance worKk?"

There was a long silence—a silence of sufficient Iength that Monk and Ham saw that the bronze nan
was not going to commit hinself on the point.

"Doc," Monk nuttered, "are you even sure that blonde girl in there isn't the real Sally Surett?"
The bronze man was silent for some tine.

Then he said, "Renny, Long Tom and Johnny, investigating in New York, forwarded a detailed
description of Sally Surett, which they secured by nmeking inquiries at her room ng house and around
Everett Everett Barr’'s office. They al so managed to get a picture." He produced a photographic
print. "They had it tel ephotoed out here." He handed the picture to Monk and Ham "This is Sally



Surett. Does it even resenble that blonde girl?"

Monk and Ham exam ned a photograph of a small, dark-haired and very pretty young wonman with a
nice face who certainly had no resenbl ance to the bl onde

"l don't savvy this,"” Mnk nuttered. "Did you hear what he got out of that nachine? The truth
The fact that Bill Horder nurdered Meander Surett!"

Ham nodded. For once, he seened too preoccupied to disagree with Mnk

"l could hardly believe ny eyes when | read the tape," the lawer nuttered. "Barr would be the
last man in the world to want that to get out."

"Did you watch Barr’s face at the tine?" Doc Savage inquired

"He | ooked plenty upset," Ham said

Doc Savage put the headset down. "Barr, the girl and Sagebrush Smith have gone to see the police
about the message from Harol d Beaver," he said

The bronze man remai ned notionl ess for sone tinme, his netallic features inscrutable. Then, so | ow

at first that it was al nbst unnoticeable, the trilling note came into being, rising and falling
musi cal and exotic—the small, fantastic thing which the man of bronze did unconsciously in nonments
of nental stress—ef surprise or puzzl enment

"We will watch Barr," he said. "It is only a question of tinme until we |learn what he is planning

or get a clue to the whereabouts of the real Sally Surett."

Chapter Xl|. CAPTAIN SCUTTLE

THE police found the revol ver under the garage floor of the |ate Harol d Beaver’s business
partner. They took the partner to the insurance agent, and he was identified as the man who had
taken out an insurance policy on Harold Beaver’s life in the name of Beaver’'s w fe. The partner was
arrested

The district attorney announced that Ms. Harold Beaver woul d be rel eased fromthe wonen's
penitentiary as soon as it could possibly be arranged

The newspapers went wild. They got out their biggest type. One newspaper covered its front page
wi th enornous headlines and explained in a boxed itemon the editorial page that

"We think this story of Meander Surett’s invention so amazing that we are using the special batch
of type which we were saving for the Second Coming of Christ."

An expedition went into Death Valley by plane, exhuned Meander Surett’s body and perfornmed an

aut opsy, learning that the man had died of an acid poisoning with synptons probably simlar to that
of cancer.

It was renmarked that some one had apparently already conducted an investigation. The body of Bil
Horder was found buried where the "Static Transl ator" nessage of Meander Surett had said they would
find it buried.

So everything had checked out to prove the nessage fromthe device to be a genuine one

Human nature is consistent. School kids like to catch their teacher in a mstake, and every

enpl oyee |likes to show up his boss as being wong; nothing tickles an average individual |ike seeing
a highly touted expert stub his toe, and be proven w ong.

The fact that Doc Savage was a highly touted expert was not of his own choosing. The bronze nan
di sapproved of publicity because it gave enem es too nmuch of a line on him and because he was
fundanmental |y not an exhi bitionist

Doc Savage was not surprised when the newspapers insisted with great enthusiasmthat he had been
utterly wong about Meander Surett’s invention. It was not the first time the daily journals had
opposed the bronze man; sonme newspapers resented the fact that Doc ordinarily did not give out
intervi ews.

The bronze man’s reticence was doubly aggravati ng because his doings were front-page news. By way
of getting revenge, the papers wel coned chances to knock the bronze man with editorials

"They’'re gonna caw at us |like crows after an ow ," Mnk conpl ai ned

"The best thing we can do," Doc Savage explained, "is disappear for a while."

"Di sappear ?"

"As far as public notice is concerned."”

"What about the rest of our gang in New York—Renny, Long Tom and Johnny?" Monk asked

"They will remain in New York for the time," Doc decided. "Action of this thing may shift back to
New York, and, too, they are busy back there, hunting sone trace of the genuine Sally Surett."
Hence when a flock of reporters and caneranen descended upon the Hotel Surfside, it was found
that Doc Savage and his men had vani shed

That sanme day, a new taxicab took up a stand in front of the grinmy little hostelry frequented by
Everett Everett Barr, fake Sally Surett and Sagebrush Smith

The driver of this hack was a squat Mexican who wore a | arge hat habitually yanked down over his
eyes, colored gl asses, and who sported an itemnot every Mexican possessed—a beard. A close
acquai ntance woul d have had to inspect the cab driver closely to recogni ze Mnk

Ham disguised as the wiry Latin journalist, continued to appear in every conference which
Everett Everett Barr held with the press. He possessed credentials saying he represented a paper
owned by Prem er Mussolini of Italy, and no one suspected otherw se.



Doc Savage returned to his disguise of a large colored man, and acquired a job as cl eani ng-nan
around Everett Everett Barr’s hotel

Habeas and Chemistry were left in a room ng house near Barr’s hotel that Doc had rented for his
own use

THERE wer e devel opnents

Sally Surett began to receive nonetary offers for the invention of her father, these ranging up

to one of a mllion dollars outright. And all the offers, of course, were contingent upon it being
proven beyond shadow of doubt that the device was what it portended to be. And Everett Everett Barr
turned down all propositions in the name of Sally Surett

SURETT DI SCOVERY NOT TO BE SOLD

TO BE G VEN TO BENEFI T MANKI ND

This was what the headlines said. The story quoted M. Barr as saying in press conference
"Realizing fully that this is no ordinary invention, but one which will have a sweeping effect on
the character of the world's inhabitants, nmy client, Mss Sally Surett, is not going to demand one
penny for the invention, but will give it outright to benefit nankind

"Just exactly howit will be given, however, is sonething that we have not yet decided; and in

the meantinme, we are going to operate the machine once daily, and representatives of the public
meani ng the newspapermen, will be admtted."

Ham reported this announcenent to Doc Savage

"l still don't see," Ham conpl ai ned, "what that shyster is up to. Still, |’'mas sure as can be
that he’s a crook."

The horely Monk grinned

"They say it takes a crook to recognize a crook," he chuckled. "In this case, it's a shyster

| awyer to recogni ze another shyster."

"You hairy nunskul|," Ham snapped, "I’ m behind on keeping you in line!"
"You talk to me in that tone," Mnk said, "and I’'ll tap you one on that knot you call a head and
you' Il be untying your shoe strings under the inpression they' re neckties."

THE commoti on over Meander Surett’s machine was not long in comng. Like snowballs and wars, it
started small and grew.

It began with the demand of a spectacul ar, noisy, flanboyant and notorious fenale evangelist that
the "Static Translator" be destroyed as an instrunent of the devil. It was a sin, said the
evangel i st, to have communication with the departed

Just why it was a sin was sonething the evangelist neglected to explain, but the newspapernen
thought that if there was any sin, it mght be the way the evangelist snatched at everything that
cane along to get personal notoriety

But the real cannon roar fromthis incident cane when the "Translator" clicked out a nessage from
a departed uncle of the evangelist, the uncle explaining that he could testify from persona
experience that there was a Purgatory, and for the evangelist in the future to give nore attention
to the Holy Bible and I ess to personal gain, or there would be another of the famly down there. The
newspaper-reading worl d got a hearty chuckl e out of that

The "Static Translator" thereafter devel oped into "a confession box for spooks," as one

peri odi cal dubbed it

A banker, whose looting of his own bank four years previously had conme to |ight when he had been
killed unexpectedly in an autonpbile accident, enployed the "Translator"” to explain that he had a
partner in the |looting of the bank—the partner being a man held in nuch esteem who was now a broker
in Philadel phia

Two days later, police arrested this broker. On the strength of the tip given by the banker’s
spook, they had | ocated enough evidence to convict the unsuspected cul prit

At the time the broker was arrested, three strangers were present. One was an angular nman with
incredibly huge fists and the facial expression of a fellow who didn't have a friend in the world
The second of the trio was a |l ean man with the conpl exi on of a nmushroom The third man was extrenely
tall and thinner than it seened any one could be, and he had a nonocle which he fingered frequently
but never wore.

These three nmen carried credentials indicating they were special Federal agents. They did a great
deal of investigating, inquiring particularly into the death of the banker years before in an

aut orobi | e acci dent .

The three were Doc Savage's assistants, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny. That night, they tal ked at

sone length with Doc Savage via short-wave radi o tel ephone

"Have you," Doc Savage asked, "found anything queer?"

"Just one thing," said Renny, whose voice sounded |ike an angry bull in a barn. "There's a chance
that the banker was nurdered years ago. The autonobile went off a cliff and burned. The banker was
behi nd the wheel, but he was runored to be unable to drive a car."

"What do you think that neans?"

"Holy cow" Renny runbled. "I don't know, Doc. The broker hel ped the banker |oot the bank. That's



sure. Maybe the broker killed the banker so he could take all the loot."

"Have you checked on every one el se connected with the case?"

"Did our best."

"Find any one who had been connected with carnivals at any tinme?"

"Why, yes we did, Doc. This broker’s chauffeur—the chauffeur he had at the tine the banker was
murdered—+ater quit his job and went to work for carnivals."

"That," Doc Savage said, "is an interesting point."

THE arrest of the broker and the fact that enough evidence to convict himhad been unearthed gave
enormous added credibility to the "Static Translator."

Many newspapers had featured editorials citing incredible inventions in the past which had been
hoaxes—and pointing out no | ess a personage than Doc Savage had said this device of Meander Surett’'s
was worthl ess. After the broker-banker episode, however, such editorials disappeared. The strongest
skeptics were beginning to be convinced that the machine actually worked.

Even honely Monk was doubt ful .

"Doc," Monk said, "maybe we've got this wong. You' ve got to admt that confounded nachi ne hasn't
done anything but good so far. Wy, that poor innocent woman was rel eased fromthe penitentiary, and
now this guilty broker has been arrested.”

"Both woul d appear to be desirable events," Doc Savage agreed.

Dapper Ham who had been absent all day, returned soon after this short conversation."

"Hell o, fancy britches," Mnk said.

Ham i gnored him

"Doc," Hamsaid, "I went to this man here in Los Angel es who is accused of nurdering Harold A
Beaver, and he was glad to accept ny offer to serve as his | awer."

"Hey?" Monk expl oded. "What's this? You—defending the man who nurdered Harold A Beaver and |et
Beaver’s poor widow go to the pen for the crine?"

"That’s the idea," Hamsaid. "I managed to have his trial set for a nonth fromto-day."

"You're a | ower shyster than |I thought you were!" Mnk yelled. "Using your brains to get such
rats out of trouble!"

"Hamis follow ng ny suggestion," Doc Savage said quietly.

"Ch!" Monk | ooked foolish.

"Did you ask your client the question | requested," Doc asked Ham

Ham nodded.

"Yes," he said. "And | was surprised. Even the district attorney didn’'t know that Harold A
Beaver’s wi dow used to work in carnivals."”

The bronze man did a rare thing: he showed a slight anount of pleasure. H s strange, trilling
sound was audi ble for a brief nmoment. Then he said, "The strongest evidence against the man now
accused of murdering Harold A Beaver is the fact that he is accused of taking out the insurance
policy of Beaver in the w dow s nane."

"Don’t forget the buried murder gun!" Mnk put in.

"Any one," Doc said, "can bury a gun."

Ham said, "I exam ned the gun. | can prove in court that it couldn't possibly have been buried
over a week or two."

"Say," Monk gul ped, "what is this?"

Doc Savage asked Ham "What did you find on checking up on the insurance agent?"

"H s bank account," Ham said, "took a nysterious five-thousand-dollar junp about two weeks ago."
"That," Doc Savage said, "is also interesting."

THE next day, the world heard about the spook of Captain Scuttle.
Captain Scuttle’s spook spoke Spanish. Wote Spanish, rather, in a jerky, huge-lettered hand. The

witing was very illiterate, fully half the words being nmisspelled, and not a few entirely
unreadable. It required half an hour for Captain Scuttle to wite a short nessage through the nedi um
of the "Translator." So it appeared that if a man was illiterate on earth, he died and becane an

illiterate spook.

Captain Scuttle was a pirate. A Spanish pirate, despite his nane. That is, he had started out as

a sailor in the Spanish navy, becane the equivalent of an admral, was finally assigned the job of
conveying a fleet of gold-laden galleons froma Peruvian port to old Panama City, at which opportune
tine he turned pirate and sacked the whole fleet of gol d-burdened gall eons.

Captain Scuttle took half the treasure of his own, added to it some other shares he persuaded his
men to let himhave for safe-keeping, and hid the whol e—enly hinself knew where. After this, he
sailed away alone, intending to return later for the buried hoard. He sailed north. Of the west
coast of Mexico, he was sighted by Spanish war vessels, which pursued him

Captain Scuttle ran his war galleon ashore and fled into the jungles with his men and a snmall

share of treasure which he had retained for capital. He was captured, staked out, and the big
Mexican ants ate him But the snall treasure which he had kept for capital was never found. Neither
was the big one.



Consul tation of historical records verified this biography which Captain Scuttle’'s spook gave of
itself. It also cane out that Captain Scuttle' s big treasure was probably well over a hundred
mllion dollars. This latter fact created a stir when the newspapers published it.

Not half the stir, however, that was caused when Captain Scuttle announced through the medi um of
Meander Surett’'s weird machine that he wanted to give his ill-gotten gains of three centuries ago to
the benefit of Twentieth-Century humanity.

The newspapers in Paris, France, carried half a page about this, which indicated how nuch of an
international thing the story had becone.

By this time, Doc Savage was receiving no attention at all in public print. The bronze man had
dropped conpl etely out of the picture.

Whi ch was what he was trying to do.

Daily reports cane from Doc’s operatives in New York—Renny, Long Tom and Johnny—ndi cating they
could still find no trace of the real Sally Surett.

THE next day Captain Scuttle’'s illiterate Spanish scraw gave the |location of the small treasure
in Mexico. That was at ten o'clock in the norning, and fifteen mnutes after ten a fast plane was
headed for the spot.

It landed at six that evening at the treasure site and was confronted by a serious-faced bunch of
Mexican mlitary men. The military men had read the tel egraphi c news di spatches, and gone to the
spot seeking for the treasure.

They had found the treasure. The treasure was worth about ten thousand dollars. It was in

doubl oons and solid gold religious ornaments of ancient vintage.

The Mexi can government explained politely but firmy that treasure found on Mexican soil was the
national property of Mexico and would be spent to aid Mexicans.

Everett Everett Barr gave out a statenment to the press in which he said he was quite delighted
and the Mexi can government was wel come to the treasure.

Monk read of this devel opnent back in Los Angel es and went |ooking for Doc Savage. Mnk was
carryi ng Habeas by one | arge ear, which was his habitual way of carrying his pet pig. Mnk was
puzzl ed.

"Bl azes, Doc!" he conpl ained. "Meander Surett’'s machine really works!"

Chapter X II. MLLION DOLLAR TREASURE

IT was highly probable that no individuals with I evel heads had, at first, taken Meander Surett’s
"Static Translator" seriously, but in less than a week this initial attitude had changed conpletely.
The device was apparently functioning. Everything seened honest and aboveboard. The spirits of

two departed people had righted wongs conmtted during their span on earth. The departed shade of a
great rogue of other centuries was trying to do the sane thing—and had hal f succeeded.

That is, Captain Scuttle had two treasures, and he had given the location of the snaller one, and
it had been found. So when Captain Scuttle' s spook announced it would give the location of the
second treasure on the followi ng day, the world was ripe for hundred-mllion-dollar news.

Ham of course, attended the press conference during which Everett Everett Barr produced Captain
Scuttl e’ s nessage from Meander Surett’s machine. Imediately after the conference in which Captain
Scuttle’'s bad Spani sh scraw said the whereabouts of the big treasure woul d be made known to-norrow,
newspaper men dashed for tel ephones.

Ham s dash was for Doc Savage. He told the | atest news.

"l can't see what's behind this, Doc," Ham said excitedly. "Do you reckon we’'re all w ong about

the machi ne?"

The bronze man began taking off his black-face makeup. It was the first time he had renoved it in
days.

"I think," he said, "that this affair has gone far enough."

"What do you nean, Doc?"

The bronze man was slow with his answer.

"In waiting," he said, "it begins to appear that we are playing into Everett Everett Barr’'s
hands. "

"That fellow," Hamsaid, "is just a cheap snall-tine shyster."

"You should be able to snell out a brother," Mnk vol unteered cheerfully.

Ham scow ed.

"And speaking of snelling,” Mnk added, "what’'s becone of Hoke McCGee and his Lazy Y bouquets?"
"l don’t know," Hamretorted. "The only one |’'ve been seeing around is Sagebrush Smth. And that
bl onde girl has himhypnotized." He scow ed. "She won't give me a tunble."

A nonment |ater, Hamrealized Doc Savage was studying himintently.

"You' ve been talking to the girl, Han?" the bronze man asked.

Ham | ooked unconfort abl e.

"Uh—not very much," he said hastily. "In fact—+—-ah—ust spoke to her."

"That's the first time | ever heard you stutter when you told a lie," volunteered the honely
Monk. "Usually you do it as slick as a whistle."



"l haven't," Ham said earnestly, "done anything but merely speak to the girl."

Monk’s snort, which was |oud and skeptical and said plainly that the honely chem st thought the
dapper | awer was doi ng sonme dark-faced prevaricating, was nmerely for effect. Monk knew as well as
any one that Hamwas telling the truth.

"There’s not a chance," Haminsisted, "that the bl onde guessed who | am"

HAM was wrong. Just how wong it becane evi dent when, unfortunately, Ham was not in earshot. The
occasi on was that evening when Everett Everett Barr and the bogus Sally Surett, having evaded an
increasingly attentive Sagebrush Smith, went to a rempte spot for dinner.

"I"ve got a surprise for you, ny dear husband," said the bl onde.

Everett Everett Barr scow ed. "I hope it’'s not our very good cowboy friend, Sagebrush Smth, who,
if you will pardon ny saying so, is showing rather nore interest in you than | anticipated or
approved of . "

The bl onde | aughed.

"That clown!" she said. "He's just a big sinp nesquitejunper. You know what his anbition in life
happens to be?"

"1’ve been wondering," said M. Barr jealously.

"He wants to find Doc Savage."

"l have the sanme anbition," said M. Barr grinmy.

"Sagebrush Smith," the girl said, "is obsessed with the idea that he is a better shot with a

si x-shooter than Doc Savage. He wants to find Savage and have a shooting match to settle who is the
better shot. He's a nut on that idea."

"Of course," said M. Barr sourly, "he isn't interested in you at all."

The bl onde | aughed again. "Honey," she said, "I've got a piece of news that will take your mind
of f—=

She was interrupted by the appearance of Hoke McGee and his Lazy Y cowboys. Hoke and his nmen had
entered the tiny restaurant, gotten halfway to the Barr table, and the headwaiter had stopped them
and was hol ding his nose and gesturing for themto | eave with indignation.

"It's all right," M. Barr interposed placatingly. "I'll rent the whole restaurant for the rest
of the evening."

After this, the new arrivals seated thensel ves.

" Phew! "

Everett Everett Barr said involuntarily.

Hoke McGee was a changed man. He had | ost weight, there were hollows under his eyes, and he had a
wi | d, hunted expression. Too, his nen |ooked as if the hounds had been after them for sone tine.
"It’'s been a fright!" Hoke groaned.

"l can guess," said M. Barr.

"It wouldn't be so bad," Hoke croaked, "if we could get ourselves used to the way we snell. Bl ast
us for coyotes! We can't even sleep with ourselves. You got no idea!"

"Where are you stayi ng?" Everett Everett Barr asked.

"We finally hadda nove out in the desert," Hoke explained gloomly. "W got holda sone tents."
"It does seemthat you could wash the chem cal off."

"W’ ve danged near scrubbed ourselves down to the bone." Hoke shook his head. "W went to a
chem st and he says the stuff will |last a week yet anyhow, and that the only stuff that woul d
neutralize it was poi sonous. W' ve bl amed near decided to |let himpoison us."

Hoke McGee suddenly whipped out a six-shooter. He beat the table until glasses rolled off and
broke. Hi s eyes popped.

"If | ever see that Doc Savage again, |'ll shoot his insides out!" he screaned.

“If | could find Savage for you," said Everett Everett Barr grimy, "1'd gladly let you do it."
The bl onde smil ed.

"What | started to say a while ago," she said, "was that | have a line on Doc Savage."

M. Barr lurched to his feet. "Wat?"

"You renmenber that thin-waisted Italian newspaperman?" the girl asked.

"Wy, yes," said M. Barr. "lI’ve noticed him exam ning you, ny dear."

"That ltalian," the girl said, "is the Doc Savage assistant known as Ham | just figured that out
t o-day."

Everett Everett Barr settled back. A beatific smile overspread his countenance.

"This is wonderful,"” he said. "Now | have Doc Savage exactly where | want him" He chuckled. "And

to think | have been doing so much worrying of l[ate over nothing!"

THE next norning, Everett Everett Barr changed his policy. Wien the newspapernen assenbl ed, he
announced that Captain Scuttle’'s nmessage woul d not be nmade public. What had happened to the smaller
Mexi can treasure made this inadvisable, he explained. |If they reveal ed the whereabouts of the big
treasure, there woul d obviously be an international scranmble for the spot, and no telling what
conplications.

They woul d get the treasure first, explain where they got it later. But to be sure that



everything was honest and aboveboard, a committee of observers would be invited to sit in and see
that nothing unlawful was pulled.

The committee invited consisted of the city's |leading | awer, a representative fromthe Los

Angel es police departnent, and the head of a prominent charitable institution. These persons
pronptly accept ed.

The message from Captain Scuttle revealing whereabouts of the mllion-dollar treasure was brought
forth in secret session.

The committee and Everett Everett Barr then announced that a week nust el apse while a ship was
being fitted out to go after the treasure.

Ham was present to hear the announcerment. He remained in the background and carefully avoided the
bl onde girl’'s eyes, being aware that he had nade an error previously in allowing his liking for
attractive femninity to entice himinto speaking with her a few tinmes.

Hami s hands didn't seemto know what to do with thensel ves; he was accustoned to the sword cane
in his hands all the tine, and, of course, he was not carrying it while disguised as an Italian
newspaper correspondent.

Ham | eft the conference with the other newshawks. As was his custom he separated fromthem and
headed for a near-by rooming house to report to Doc Savage.

He had wal ked only a few yards when he grew aware of an odor. He stopped and turned. He knew an
instant later that he should have dashed into the nearest doorway and prepared for defense. But it
was too |ate.

Hoke McGee and four of the Lazy Y nen were close and showi ng gun snouts.

"We ain't foolin a bit!" Hoke McCee snarl ed.

Ham | ooked at the mad light in the ranch foreman’s eyes and knew he was in earnest.

"You conme along with us," Hoke McGee ordered.

Ham appeared to grow terrified. He began to shake. He trenbled so violently that a snmall bottle
was di sl odged from his clothing sonewhere, fell on the sidewal k and broke, the liquid contents, vile
yellow in color, splattering over the concrete. Ham seem ngly befuddl ed, stepped into the yellow
mess with both feet.

"What's that yaller stuff?" Hoke MGee rasped.

"Mih- medi ci ne for nmuh-ny trouble,"” Ham croaked.

The Lazy Y foreman scow ed. "Wat kinda trouble you got?"

"Huh—heart trouble, | guess," Ham gul ped.

"That’'s swell!" gritted Hoke McGee. "Get nmovin'!"

They wal ked down the street to a car which was parked with the engine running, another of Hoke
McGee’ s men behind the wheel .

"Drive to Desert Drone Airport," Hoke McCGee told the chauffeur.

Ham about to get into the car, opened his nmouth wide and clutched his chest. "My heart!" he
gasped. Then he coll apsed, noaning, and withed on the sidewal k. H s fingers, noving in apparent
agony, clawed at the concrete.

Hoke McGee picked Hamup, hurled himin the car, and the gang drove off.

DOC SAVAGE waited patiently for Hami's return. Doc had given up his eavesdropping post in Everett
Everett Barr’'s hotel for the reason that the place had becone such a focus of international
newspaper interest that the scribes had started doing human interest stories about the people in the
hotel. Doc was fairly certain they would learn his real identity if he lingered. He had returned to
t he roomi ng house.

Monk cane in trailed by Habeas Corpus and Chemistry and said, "This is blasted funny!"

He had the newspapers containing the announcenent nade at the conference which Ham had attended.
"Ham shoul d be back," Mnk pointed out.

For a fractional nmonent, Doc Savage's strange, trilling sound seened to pulse in the room Then
the big bronze nman was at his equi pnent cases, extracting one of his nore powerful ultra-violet ray
projectors disguised as a small nmetal case of the type plunbers use to carry tools.

It was a dull day, threatening rain. Doc Savage and Monk donned | ong raincoats and | arge hats,
brinms of which they yanked down over their eyes. They set out for Everett Everett Barr’s hotel.
They did not go directly to the hotel, but nmade a round of the block containing the hostelry. Doc
kept the ultra-violet projector continuously roving the sidewal k.

They found Hamis footprints—tracks made by the yell ow sh stuff in which Ham had stepped
deliberately. The prints, hardly noticeable to the naked eye, stood out a sul phurous color, even in
the pallid daylight, when subjected to the ultra-violet rays.

"Ham-Austa got—+n a jam " Monk croaked.

Consi dering Monk’'s frequently expressed intention of sone day dissecting Ham the anxiety in his
tone was surprising.

Doc Savage's netallic features remained inscrutable. He followed Ham s footprints to the point
where Ham had been forced to enter the car.

The witing on the sidewal k was quite readable, in view of the fact that Ham had put it there

with the "invisible" chalk of Doc’s invention while pretending to have a heart attack.



The nmessage sai d:
Hoke McGee—ne—Pesert Drone Airport

DESERT DROVE Al RPCRT was a mushroom product of the flying craze a decade past, which had managed
to survive somehow. Pilots in rickety ships gave instruction at five dollars an hour, and the
hangars were full of crates that could no |longer be |licensed. There was a concrete take-off ranp,
but it was cracked, ancient. The only pilot around the field had grease on his face.

"l ain’'t been payin’ much attention to what went on," he said. "Got a |loose rod in the engine of
my bus."

Doc Savage noved over the spots where an arriving autonobile would be nost likely to park—and
shortly he was follow ng the sul phur-colored prints |left by Hamis shoe soles, to which some of the
chem cal still clung.

The pil ot popped his eyes at the footprints, even got down on his knees to try to discover why

t hey di sappeared when the ultra-violet |light was no | onger upon them

"l don't savvy this," he nuttered.

"We're followin a ghost,"” Mnk enlightened him

Hamis trail led out on the ranp. And once again, Ham nust have nanaged to get on the ground,
because scrawl ed on the cracked concrete of the ranp they found two words:

Treasure |sland

Judgi ng fromthe scrawl with which the second word ended, Ham had not been given nuch opportunity
to | eave cl ues.

The trail ended there.

"They musta put himin a plane," Mnk groaned.

Doc Savage confronted the loitering pilot. "What kind of ship took off fromhere within the |ast
hour or so?"

"l dunno," the flier said, "but | think it was a two-nptored | owwi ng job. A considerably better
crate than we generally see settin’ around this rookery. Onh, yes—there was a girl aboard, an invalid
or sonmethin ."

Monk put in, "Can’t you describe the plane?"

"No nore'n | did," the pilot said. "There was this girl or woman who was an invalid, |ike |

said."

Doc Savage gl anced at the cloud-jamed sky, then waited patiently until the sun came out and
slanted rays across the field. Crouching, noving to various positions, he studied the prints of the
pl ane | andi ng gear on the ranp.

He found a few grease puddles, clotted with dust, through which the wheels had passed. Farther
out, where the ranp ended and the tarmac was dirt, dust stirred up by the propellers had obliterated
ever yt hi ng.

"It was an anphi bian," the bronze man said. "Alarge one, with a flying radius of at |least two
thousand mles."

Monk noved to one side. He was becomi ng nore and nore worri ed.

"Doc, d you reckon themtwo words nmeant they were takin’ Hamto an island where this Captain
Scuttle's treasure i s hidden?" the honely chem st denmanded.

"That," the bronze nman adnmitted, "is apparently the only neaning."

They went back to their room ng house.

Monk entered the door, stopped, dodged backward, crashed into Doc Savage, sat down and | ooked
fooli sh.

"Holy cow " said a voice remniscent of a large aninmal in a deep cave. "You seemto have the
jitters!"

"Renny!" Mnk squeaked. He got to his feet foolishly. "And Long Tom and Johnny! How did you

fell ows get here?"

"By plane," big-voiced, big-fisted Renny expl ai ned.

"A preem nently |ogical eventuation," added Johnny, the long and thin geol ogi st who never used a
smal | word when he had time to produce a | arge one.

"It was this way," said Long Tom the deceptively unheal thy-I|ooking electrical w zard. "W’ ve
been working our heads off in New York, and finally got trace of the real Sally Surett. She is being
hel d prisoner, and has been for several weeks."

"Then what’'re you doin’ here?" Mnk demanded.

"The girl," Long Tom said, "was put on a plane in New York yesterday and rushed here to Los

Angel es. W trailed the ship and just got in. W' ve been tel ephoning airports trying to locate it
here in Los Angeles."

Doc Savage asked, "Was it a |large two-notored anphi bi an?"

"Way, " said Long Tom "how did you know that ?"

"The sanme plane," Doc Savage said, "took off within the |last hour or so with two prisoners

aboard. The captives were Hamand a girl who was mistaken for an invalid by the nen at the airport."
"That invalid," Mnk surm sed, "was the real Sally Surett. They got her doped or sonething." The
honmely chemi st stared at the bronze man. "Doc, we gotta do sonethin’ drastic. This thing, whatever



it is, is comn to a head and we're just junpin’ around grabbin’ at thin air."
"Bring in your portable chem cal |aboratory," Doc Savage said quietly, "and we will start
operations.”

THE committee of a lawyer, a police official and the head of a charitable institution, which was

to observe the honesty of the search for Captain Scuttle' s treasure, got together for a dinner that
evening at the lawer’'s honme. They wanted to get better acquainted with each other, since they were
to be associated cl osely.

Di nner was served in the | arge wal nut-paneled dining room In the mddl e of the nmeal, something
unexpect ed happened

Every one went to sleep

The police official slunmped forward, buried his face in his soup and made bubbling noi ses

Doc Savage threw wi de the wi ndow t hrough which he and Mnk, the chem st, had put anaesthetic gas
into the room The bronze man clinbed in, lifted the policeman out of his soup so he wouldn't drown
then got a hypoderm c needl e out of a netal case and began admi nistering chemical preparations to
the three victins.

Monk, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny clinbed into the room while he was doing this

"D you reckon it was necessary," Mnk nuttered, "to gas ‘em then use truth serumto get the
informati on we want? Maybe they'd ‘@ told us if we just asked ‘em"”

"These men," Doc Savage said, "are noted publicity-seekers. Their synpathies, noreover, are with
Everett Everett Barr. It is hardly likely they woul d have given us nuch consideration, particularly
in view of the way the newspapers have been knocking us lately."

The bronze man conpl eted his adm nistrations. The anaesthetic gas, colorless and odorl ess, was
virtually an adjunct to the truth serum coodrdinating its effects with that of the serum which
rendered the subjects sem conscious and obliterated conscious control of their faculties—n short
made them unable to remenber to tell alie, or to remenber to refuse to answer questions

Doc’s first question: "Do you think Everett Everett Barr is honest and the Meander Surett nachine
actual |y genui ne?"

"Yes," was the answer fromall three

"Whi ch nmeans they' re not dupes of Barr," Mnk nuttered

Doc’ s second question: "Wiere is the treasure of Captain Scuttle |ocated?"

"On Scorn Island, off the coast of Lower California," was the answer to this. "It is sunken in
the small cove on the east shore, and not in the |large cove on the west shore."

"Where's a map?" Monk nuttered. "I never heard of any Scorn Island.”

"Scorn |sland," Doc Savage said, "is three mles long, half a mle wide, has a maxi rumal titude

of seven hundred feet, and is largely barren, the principal vegetation being cactus and nesquite
The island is |located about thirty mles off the eastern, or barren side of the peninsula of Lower
California."

THE bronze man’s four associ ates showed no surprise that he should have an encycl opedi c fund of
informati on concerning an island of which none of them had ever heard. They were quite well
acquainted with the fact that his mnd held an incredible array of know edge

"How are we gonna keep these three fell ows from suspecting sonethi ng queer happened to then?"
Renny runbl ed

Doc Savage managed that quite sinply. He renoved all traces of the visit of hinself and his men
this consisting principally in sponging away the drop or two of red | eakage fromthe pricks of the
hypoderm c needl e. Then he opened the jets of the gas heater and | et enough gas into the house to
make a perceptible odor, but not enough to endanger any one's life. Then he called the fire

depart ment

From across the street, the bronze man watched the fire department arrive and rush the three
victinms off to receive treatnent for inmmginary gassing. Alittle later in the night, they would
awaken, none the worse for an experience, no detail of which they woul d be able to renenber

"Did you bring the big plane from New York?" Doc asked

"Yes," Renny adnitted

"Get it ready for a flight to Scorn Island," Doc directed, "while Mnk and nyself pick up our

equi pmrent . " Then after a nonent the bronze man added, "W w |l |eave Habeas and Chem stry behind in
care of our landlady. | don’t think it would be advisable to bring them al ong where we’'re going."

Chapter XIV. SCORN | SLAND

THE pl ane was bronze-colored. It had a wing span of the big sleeper ships used on the
transcontinental air lines, but |acked the bulk of the flying arks on the transatlantic or
transpacific runs. It could alight and take off fromland or water, and was a really remarkabl e ship
with probably its nost unusual feature being the streamnining

The craft was internationally fanous; al nbst any one posted on aéronautics woul d recognize it as

Doc Savage's | atest design, the bronze nan’s private speed job, built to his own specifications

The ni ght was dark over the seven-hundred-fifty-mle |long claw of |and snapped down fromthe



Cal i forni a- Mexi co border that was Lower California. On the western coast it was cool, typically

pl easant California climte; but on the eastern coast, over which the plane flew, there was furnace
heat even at an altitude of three thousand feet.

There were clouds at ten thousand, but their wadded whiteness did not prom se rain. They nerely
shut out the noonlight occasionally.

Both notors of the big bronze plane were silenced so effectively that at three thousand feet its
passing was hardly audible to night-riding vagueros or such caballeros as were abroad this |late.
Cccasional ly night-flying golondrinas darted aside in fright as the great man-bird of alloy netals
arrowed across a rift in the clouds.

The pl ane banked a little, changing course, |eaving even these few signs of civilization. Soon

the rutty cam nos no | onger snaked bel ow, and there were no fine casas, and not even a m serable
sheep-tender’s hut. Only desert inhabited by the stinging alacran and the fierce-biting red ant
cal l ed horm ga.

Then cane a coast line as unlovely as a scab, and beyond that the Gulf of Lower

California—fishing waters for tuna, shark and the barracudas that eat mnen.

A hunp appeared on the sea, a hunp longer than wide. Scorn Island. It was volcanic rock, a little
less brittle than glass, about as fertile. A cove took a bite out of one side of Scorn |sland; a bay
gouged the other side.

Bow wi ndows of the plane | ooked down |ike eyes. The ship settled over the larger cove, and |ight
junmped in great white whiskers fromthe |Ianding floods, and the notors idled and coughed sparks. The
ship lined down at the waves.

Wth coughs and snorts, sheets of spray shot fromunder the hull. The ship bucked, rocked and
bunmped its belly on wave tops at sixty mles an hour. The inpacts cane back fromthe rock-walled
sides of the bay |ike deep drunbeats.

Havi ng | anded, the plane sat idle for a few nonents; then the rudder wagged, the propellers blew
back a cloud of spray and the craft headed in slowy toward the beach.

The pl ane was about fifty yards of f-shore when the speed boat appeared. The speed boat headed
strai ght for the big plane, gathering velocity. A man stood up in the stern of the speed boat and
j urped over boar d.

The boat, still gaining speed, hit the plane going fully thirty mles an hour.

Gore-red flame junped two hundred feet in the night. Concussion flatted the bay water. Shock

roll ed boulders on the sides of the lava island. A gigantic geyser of blasted water clinbed up and
up until it seemed it would never stop, and mxed in with this brine and foam and snoke were the
di ssected remains of Doc Savage's great plane.

THE fabul ous bl ast had stunned the man who had ai med the speed boat, then junped overboard. He
made croaking noi ses, waved his arms, and as flashlight beans ran out to himfromshore his arns
gesticulated like the legs of a hurt fly on its back.

Hoke McGee junped around on shore and shouted, "Sonebody save ‘iml | can't swim"

Men plunged in and swam out to the injured man and dragged hi m ashore. Wen they haul ed the
fellow out on the stony beach, he cursed Hoke McGee with feeble vituperation.

"l thoughtcha said five cases of dynamite wouldn’t stun ne!" was his refrain.

Hoke McGee ignored the man. Stalking to the edge of the water, the Lazy Y foreman shook his fist
at the patch of bubbles, spreading oil and floating |ife-preserver cushions which was all the
evi dence that remained of the great bronze plane.

"That fixes up Doc Savage!" he squaw ed.

He continued to shake his fist, and he swore for four mnutes without repeating anything but the
nanme of Doc Savage.

"Puttin’ that stinkin' stuff on us was funny, eh?" he yelled violently at the spot where the

pl ane had cone apart in flame. "I bet you don't think it was clever now"

One of the Lazy Y cowhands cane over to him

"You gone batty, standin’ there whoopin' at the water? The snell’s gone, so what's the use of
tal kin' about it?" the cowhand wanted to know.

"Shut up!" Hoke said. "This is one of ny high points. Danged if |’ve had many |ately!"

The Lazy Y foreman contenpl ated the snmear of oil with grisly delight. Wen the |ife-preserver
cushions floated ashore, he ran to one, seized it and turned his flashlight on the small nonogram
"DOC' which it bore.

"A souvenir!" he whooped. "He had the world buffal oed, but it took old Hoke McCee to feed himto
the fishes!"

Hoke was delighted. He did everything but beat his chest and roar. After which he whirl ed,
stanped into a cleft anong the | ava boul ders, passing the anphi bian which had brought himand his
men to the island and which had been drawn up out of the water into conceal nent.

A hundred yards beyond the plane, Hoke McGee bl azed the beam of his flashlight into the eyes of
Ham Br ooks. Ham was bound.

"You hear the firecracker a few mnutes ago?" Hoke denanded.

Ham swal | oned. He was pal e.



"That," Hoke said, "was the finish of that guy they called the nan of bronze."

Ham sai d not hing. But he grew rigid.

Hoke McGee strode onward a few yards and stood frowning at a second bound figure—that of a snmall,
dark-haired girl with attractive features.

"Barr was a dope for keepin' you around so long," Hoke told the girl. "He thought he m ght need
you to sign sone papers or sonethin’ to help put over the hoax of Barr’'s wife bein’ you. Hell, that
was nore precaution than he needed to take!"

"l1've been trying to decide," the girl said coldly, "whether you're a worse rat than the others,

or whether you're all about alike."

Hoke McCGee drew back a foot.

A Lazy Y cowhand interrupted, "I kinda hate to see wonen ki cked around, Hoke."

"You wouldn't be givin' me orders?" Hoke snarl ed.

"No," said the other. "I'mjust tellin you I'll shoot your teeth out if you beat up this girl
Sally Surett."

Hoke stuck out his jaw. But he also withdrew his foot. True to his policy of never doing any
unnecessary fighting face-to-face, he nade a nental note to have the dissenter in front of him
where a bullet might hit the fell ow-accidentally of course—+n case there was another fight.
Hoke went back to Ham

"Everythin' is mghty nice now," he said. "Nothin" can slip. Od Double-Everetts is aboard a
little steaner he's chartered for the treasure hunt, and he and his party will be down here in three
or four days."

Ham frowned. "The treasure is really on this island?"

"Sure." Hoke McCee then | aughed queerly.

"What kind of infernal thing are you birds planning?" Ham demanded.

"Partner," Hoke said, "it's a honey. And the npbst honeyed thing about it is that you and that
girl and a dead man are gonna be bl aned for what finally happens.”

"Dead man?" Ham nuttered.

"l nmean Doc Savage," Hoke said. "He's probably pretty dead by now "

FOR a dead nan, Doc Savage was exerting a good deal of strength. His cabled arns tightened
strained, and with such metallic hardness did the sinews stand out that the bronze skin seermed to
vani sh and show incredible |igature devel opnent

The gyropl ane creaked quietly, lifted, cane free of the lava crevice which had trapped one whee
when the ship sank quietly out of the sky and nade a | anding that had been too rough because of the
necessity of making it without the aid of the engine. Silence had been inportant

Monk | ooked at Renny, and Renny | ooked at Mnk. Physically, they were the nost powerful of Doc
Savage’' s group of associates. Both of them had been straining at the wheel to make the lift the
bronze man had just nmade—and hadn't budged it at all.

"There really wasn't roomfor two men to |lift at once," Doc remarked

Monk and Renny knew differently. Doc had managed al one what their conbined strength coul d not
acconpl i sh

"I"'mafraid they maybe heard us land," nmuttered Long Tom who | ooked al nost |ike a hospital case
and yet could lick nine out of any ten nen he woul d neet on the street

"A dubitative point of polemcality," said Johnny seriously.

"WI1l sonebody," Mnk requested, "translate that?"

"He thinks it’s doubtful they heard us," Long Tom expl ai ned

Doc’ s associ ates shoul dered the plane around, noved it over against a nass of |ava boul ders and
backed it in between two of the rocks that offered a natural hangar for the plane

Long Tom the electrical w zard, remenbered sonething and grunted

"I forgot to switch off the radio-control transmitter we were using to guide the big plane," he
expl ai ned

He clinbed into the plane and cut off the battery power fromthe conplicated radi o device

simlar to the experinmental machines with which mlitary men guide pilotless airplane bonbs

"I don’t figure they know we’'re here," Long Tom said, clinbing out again. "They woul dn't expect
anot her plane, and we stayed up against the clouds when we brought the big plane down on the bay by
radi o." He scowl ed. "They sure blew up a good ship for us. Doc, how d you know they were planning

t hat ?"

"Not being a clairvoyant," said the bronze man, "I could hardly know what they planned. But

Everett Everett Barr has been very clever and careful so far. It was reasonable to believe they
woul d have plans for a reception, should we trace Hamto the island. That's why | secretly had this
gyropl ane hidden in case | should need it."

Doc’ s aids busied thensel ves getting equi pnent out of the plane: gas grenades, the terrific

little machine-pistols which fired the highly explosive slugs or "mercy bullets" produci ng quick
harnm ess unconsci ousness. There was al so gas masks, chai n-nesh outer cloaks of an alloy netal which
woul d turn anything short of a bullet froma tank-rifle, and photo-electric nechanical devices for
seeing in intense darkness with the aid of invisible wave | engths of |ight



"Hey!" hairy Monk grunted. "Doc’s gone!"

THE bronze man, the aids discovered, had faded away with the silence which was characteristic.
"Psst!"

Monk hi ssed. "Doc!"

There was no answer.

"Psst!"

Monk said, nore loudly. "Doc, where—

"You trying to raise the whole island?" Long Tom whi spered. "Doc is probably scouting around."
Monk snorted. "There ain’t no need of any scouting. W know them nugs are down on the shore of
the big bay. All we gotta do is go get Ham"

They tal ked the matter over.

"I"'min favor," Mnk insisted, "of getting right over to that bay."

The i dea of action appealed to Renny, Long Tom and Johnny. They had been in New York during nost
of Doc Savage's difficulties so far with Meander Surett’s chest, and they had done dull detective
work until they were anply filled up on such stuff. They |oved excitenent.

In fact, two things really held themin close association with the bronze man, and nobney was not
one of the things, each being conparatively wealthy in his own right, or capable of making enornous
fees in his chosen profession. They |liked excitenent, action, danger—and that was one of the two
bi ndi ng threads. The other was their admration for the man of bronze and the strange work he was
doi ng.

Havi ng decided to go ahead with rescuing Ham the aids left a note to that effect on the plane
for Doc Savage when he returned. Then they set out across the island.

They wore rubber-sol ed footgear, and the terrain was al nbst exclusively hard lava rock, so they
had little trouble with noi se. Monk went ahead. Second to Doc Savage, he could nove with the
greatest stealth.

Ham had al ways insisted this was because Mnk’'s ancestors had obviously come down out of the
trees several hundred centuries after the rest of humanity.

Comi ng close to the bay, Monk went ahead and investigated. He was back shortly.

"They got a canp under a cliff," he breathed. "Hamis tied up there, and sone girl—probably the
real Sally Surett."

After conferring, the bronze man’s hel pers concl uded to advance and | ook over the situation.
Meanti ne, Doc Savage shoul d show up.

"Take it easy!" Monk breathed.

They crept forward.

HOKE MCGEE st ood over Ham The Lazy Y foreman had renoved the barrel froma rifle, and he was
engaged in two pursuits: He was carefully nursing up a hot fire out of desert island shrubs, and he
was tappi ng Ham over the head with the rifle barrel. He was hitting Ham just about as hard as he
coul d wi thout causi ng unconsci ousness.

"You' re wasting your time!" Ham croaked painfully.

Hoke McGee gave him another blowwith the rifle barrel.

"I"ve found out," Hoke snarled, "that Doc Savage has all the gold he wants. He gets it from
sonewhere, and he's been gettin' it for years. | wanta know where it cones from"

"Not hi ng doi ng," Ham sai d.

Hoke McGee scowl ed, slugged with the rifle barrel. Ham made a strangl ed noi se and col | apsed.

"He's throwed a Joe," a cowhand nuttered. "You hit ‘imtoo hard."

Hoke McGee began heating the rifle barrel in the fire.

"This' Il bring ‘“imout of it!" he grow ed.

Monk crouched agai nst the black flank of a near-by boul der, and his arns began to trenble, so
tight were his nuscles. In spite of their perpetual squabbling, he and Ham were the cl osest friends.
Monk, wat chi ng what was happening, was infinitely nore enraged than if he had been in Hanmis pl ace.
Hoke McGee wadded his battered five-gallon hat and used it to hold the end of the heating rifle
barrel. Wen he eventually drewit fromthe flame, the steel was red with heat. He approached Ham
"I"l'l go to work on one of his eyes," he nuttered. "That’' |l wake ‘imup!"

Rage that was stronger than any sense of caution sent Monk hurtling out into the firelight.

Bul | et head back, nouth agape, great furry hal f-doll ar-crushing hands di stended, the chem st
charged. He made roaring noises as he came. His fights were al ways noi sy.

Li ke the fox he resenbl ed, Hoke McGee could nove by instinct. Before the reasoning part of his
brain could possibly tel egraph a nessage, he could evade a danger. It was instinct that nmade him
hurl the hot rifle barrel blindly at Monk. Instinct sent himpitching for—aot the outer darkness—but
for the small tent which conprised the canp. He pitched into the tent.

The interval during which Hoke McGee was inside the tent was hardly nore than ten seconds. During
the time, there was a loud crash of glass. Then Hoke McGee opened the back of the tent from ground
cloth to cave with a bow e knife and went out through the back.

"Run, nmen!" he bellowed. "Run!"

He set an exanple. The darkness took him Ohers followed. Two of his nen got up out of blankets



near the fire and the darkness took them too.

MONK was full of red rage. He craved fight. And there was suddenly no one around to fight. The
homely chemi st bell owed. He bounded up and down. He kicked the fire to the winds and upset a bucket
of water on the enmbers so that the light would not target him

"C non and fight!" he squawked

"You hairy clown," Ham said feebly. "Cone on and untie ne."

Monk fell upon the knots which bound the | awyer and said, "I don't see why | didn't let ‘emgo
ahead and fix you up, you shyster!"

"Where di d Hoke go?" Ham denmanded

"I'n one end of the tent and out the other, kickin' over glassware as he went," Mnk expl ai ned
"d asswar e?"

"l heard sonethin’ break."

"Oh, nurder!" Ham croaked. "Run, Mnk! Runt Leave ne!"

"Leave nothin'," Mnk said. "In a m nute—
"Run!" Ham screaned. "Run!"
" But —

"You don't get it, Monk!" Ham shrieked. "They had a five-gallon container of gas! |ntended using

it if the dynamte didn't get Doc—

He began to cough. Mnk, suddenly understanding that Hoke McGee nust have broken the gas

container in the tent, seized Ham carried him He started coughing. He stunbled a dozen paces with
Ham and their coughing got worse; and then they fell down and beat their chests, held their
throats, and their coughing becane terrible

The other aids ran up and tried to help them but they were coughing, too, and seenmed weak, for
they were unable to either help or run away. They went down, and squirmed, and their withing grew
weaker; and then they stopped noving altogether

Doc Savage, comi ng down the canyon, drawn by their cries, saw their huddled forms. It was quite
dark. He was using a projector of light rays outside the visible spectrum and a conplicated viewer
device for his eyes—a contrivance of mrrors which received a sem -fluorescent picture fornmed by
impact of the reflected "black Iight" on a chemcal coating which retained the i mage | ong enough for
it to be turned and shown to the bronze man’s eyes

The apparatus was in theory like a camera which took a picture with infra-rays, then showed the
picture to the bronze man's eyes—a picture which faded instantly, and another took its place

The slunped forns of his nen told himwhat had happened. Gas! Doc renoved the "black |ight"

viewer. He pulled a gasproof hood over his head which contained a "nechanical |ung" for breathing
purposes. Then he went on. It was very dark now, except when he held the viewer to his eyes—the
harness of the device would not fit over the mask.

Suddenly he stunbl ed. He got up-stunbled again. He stopped. The gas! It was sonme kind that was
effective through the skin pores

Real i zing that, Doc turned and tried to retrace his steps. Once nore he went down. This tine, he
could not get up. He tried to craw

The best he could do was drag hinmself into a |lava crack and get off the mask. Then existence
becane grisly bl ackness

Chapt er XV. TREASURE SHI P

THE sun was hot. Hot as it could get on these barren islands where cool ness and noisture of the
Paci fic Ocean was cut off by the great bald finger of Lower California. It nmust have been well over
a hundred and thirty in the lava crack where the bronze man | ay. Enough perspiration was in his eyes
to sting. Wetness of it was all over him

Doc Savage did not stir for some tinme after consciousness returned. During the interval, his

m nd, clinical by habit, analyzed effects and synptons and deci ded on the kind of gas which had
overcome him He had used that type hinmself on occasions

Hi s nmen woul d not have died fromthe gas

What had happened to them after they had been gassed was problenmatical. How | ong had Doc hinsel f
been here? H s know edge of the gas indicated the effects lasted as nuch as three days

The bronze man tried to get up, and stiffness, weakness, and aches told himthe maxi mum of three
days nust have el apsed

OQovi ously, Hoke McGee’s nen had not found him He still wore the unusual carry-all vest

containing his equipnment. He searched in it for a strength stinmulant in tablet form and ate two of
the tablets slowy.

In fifteen mnutes, Doc could nove with sone freedom although his mouth was dry and his lips
withered. In spite of the deep bronze col oring which tropical suns had given his skin, he had been
sunburned. He went | ooking for his nen—went cautiously, keeping always under cover, which was not
easy

They were gone. Hoke McGee, his cowhands, the tent, their plane, Mnk, Ham Renny, Long Tom

Johnny, Sally Surett—everything and everybody was gone. They m ght have been noved to sone other



part of the cove.

But after the bronze nman had nade a conpl ete round of the bay, he was sure they had left that

part of the island.

He went back to the spot where Hoke McCGee's crew had canped, and found dried bl oodstains where

his nen—dead or alive—nust have been thrown together. He used a dimnutive ultra-violet ray
projector which he took fromhis vest, but its projection was not as strong as the large one and the
brilliant sun defeated it until he renpbved his shirt and nade a tiny tent, after which he found the
message in bi g-worded Johnny's handwiting. But this time Johnny had used small words:

DOC WVE MADE THEM BELI EVE

YOQU DI ED I N PLANE BLAST

That was all. Nothing to show what had happened to the prisoners. Nothing to indicate whether

they were still alive or whether they had been thrown into the bay for the sharks.
The bronze man went back to the bay and watched the water, know ng that sharks were inclined to
remai n around a spot where they had been well fed. There were a great nunber of sharks, like

flexible slime-gray | ogs.

Metallic features lined and grim the bronze nman turned and went back inland to his gyroplane. To
what renumined, rather—the fire-blackened netal corpse would never fly again. The craft had been
found, systematically denolished, and the parts—such of themas could be used agai n—snmashed. All
equi prent had been denol i shed, broken or burned.

There was only one | arge general equi pnment box |eft which Doc had renpved from the plane and
conceal ed prior to leaving it—a precauti on which he habitually took and which had served himin good
stead before.

O the nost needed thing, there was none. No water. He had to have water. He began collecting
sheets of plane netal and copper fuel-line with the idea of naking a water still and firing it with
island shrubs to distill fresh water fromthe sea brine. He was working on it when the whistle of a
st eamer whooped three times in excited haste.

Doc Savage headed toward the sound.

THE steaner had been built back in the days when people thought a three-hundred-footer was quite
a craft. Any one not know ng about salt-water ravage woul d have thought she had not been painted
since, whereas, she had really been painted the last tinme but two or three years past. Snoke craw ed
strai ght up fromone funnel which was slightly askew, and cargo boons, masts and cabl es, |ooked |ike
a nest started by a crazy bird.

The ol d hooker lay in the little cove. The water was evidently very deep, because she was held,
not by anchors, but by rusting wire cables sprung out to either shore. The cove was small.

Two |ifeboats were afloat in the cove. Everett Everett Barr stood in one; Sagebrush Smith and the
bl onde girl were in the other. Men manned the oars of each dory.

A dozen nen dressed in whites and hel nets | ounged under deck canopies on the steaner. A nan in
dirty overalls and an officer’s cap was whoopi ng through a nmegaphone.

"The radio operator,” he bawl ed, "has picked up the short-wave signals of an airplane, and he
says, judgin fromthe strength of the signals, it's blasted close!"

"Who's in the plane?" Everett Everett Barr shouted.

"Sonebody naned Hoke McCGee!" roared the steaner officer. "He's askin' if the steaner has reached
the island yet. We didn’t answer, figurin’ he was maybe sonmebody who is tryin’ to grab old Cap’'n
Scuttle's treasure."

"Tell himwe' re here, you fool!" Everett Everett Barr bell owed.

" But —

"Hoke McGee"—M. Barr was squawling angrily—is a man | hired to cone ahead by plane and watch
this island to see nobody got the treasure before we arrived!"

"I didn't know—

"D you think | tell everybody ny plans?" Barr roared. "You tell Hoke McGee we're here. He knows
where the island is. He cane here four days ago. | guess he's been stayin' at another island so as
not to call anybody's attention to this one."

The man with the megaphone went away fromthe rail.

Doc Savage hurried back to the equi pment case which he had hi dden near his burned gyropl ane. From
it he got fresh oxygen cartridges for his gas mask, which would serve also as a diving "lung."

He returned to the snall cove, inserted the oxygen cartridge and donned the nmask. The sides of

the cove were rocky enough to make it easy to enter the water unobserved.

JUST before Doc subrmerged, he turned over his wist watch to expose the | um nous-di al ed conpass
whi ch was on the back of the watch. He took bearing on the steaner.

He turned on his back, swam out and down, touching the bottom frequently, until pressure told him
that he was as deep as it was safe to go without a pressure-proof suit.

Doc had hoped to swimall the way to a point bel ow the steaner and keep on the bottom where there
was | ess danger from sharks—ess because they could only attack from above and the sides. He swam
careful ly, turning, watching—and suddenly saw a shark.



Length of the shark nust have been sixteen feet, and even that was not large for these waters.

The bronze man canme to a standstill, paddling only enough to keep natural buoyancy fromlifting him
to the surface. Froma pocket of his carry-all vest he took a bottle which he had brought fromthe
equi pmrent case. He opened this and shook out the contents, a liquid.

Meanwhi | e, the shark cane closer, circled once, then flicked its tail and cane down for the

bronze man. The water was clear, and the shark’s open nmouth seened to hold a mllion teeth.

Ten feet fromthe bronze man, the shark put on the brakes. Then it turned wildly and fled.

Doc swam on, |eaving the protection of the chemical which he had put into the water—a chemi cal

the result of a careful study of what sharks, barracudas and other sea-killers were nost afraid of.
It was the physalia type of giant sea organism a thing like a plucked-up mass of purplish roots

whi ch had stinging, paralyzing properties, snaller cousins to the things called Portuguese Man of
War along the Gulf coast of the United States. The chemical nerely gave the water the subtle bite of
the presence of the physalia. It terrified the sharks as the snell of a lion terrifies horses.

Doc coul d have fought the shark with a knife—and been betrayed by the rising blood to those on
board the steaner.

A few minutes |ater, Doc Savage was feeling along the barnacl e-warted bottom of the old steaner.

He cane up close to the rudder.

A gl ance showed that the plane had appeared and was circling, intending to | and outside the cove
and taxi to the steaner. The two lifeboats had returned to the steaner, and the occupants had
already clinbed | adders to the deck. It was fairly certain every one would be on the seaward side of
the ship, watching the arrival of the plane.

Doc Savage uncoiled his collapsible grapple and silk cord frominside his shirt. He snared the

rail with his first toss of the rubber-silenced grapple. He clinbed.

Reaching the rail, he lifted for a cautious survey. No one in sight. Swi nging over the side, he
made for a conpani onway and dropped down it. Heat of the sun alnobst instantly dried what faint wet
footprints he made.

THE ol d steanmer had snells below. Strong snells. Odors rem ndful of bananas, hides, guano, copra
and plain dirt. Ol reek fromher engines fum gated her fromstemto stern. Bel ow, she was not a
pl ace where nmen stayed when they did not have to.

Doc Savage encountered no one as he worked to the seaward side and found a porthole. Wth the
ball of a thumb, he cleaned a patch | arge enough for a peephol e.

The pl ane had | anded, and was being drifted tail-first toward one of the cargo boons which had
been run out to serve as a picket post for the craft. Men were hurling lines, mssing, and hurling
agai n. Hoke McGee was standing on the teetering plane wing, doing his customary skillful swearing.
The plane was eventually nmade fast to the end of the boom

Doc Savage listened to men who were standing on the deck directly above him

"This' || make a good color story for the final editions," said one of the voices. "Get pictures
of ‘emas they conme off the plane, Sam"

Newspaper men, fromtheir conversation.

"Who' s this Hoke McGee?"

"All | knowis that Barr said he's a nan they hired."

"Seens to be a crowd in the plane."

"Yeah. They're comn’ aboard nowHey! G eat blazes! You see what | see?"

"Their hands are tied. Five nen and a girl, all with their hands tied!"

"Sam " expl oded one journalist. "Snap that! Snap a picture quick! Those prisoners are Doc

Savage’' s nen!"

Excitenent seized the newspapernen. They swarned to the rail, yelling questions. It was sone
moment s bef ore Hoke McCGee quieted themw th profanity.

"Of course they're Doc Savage's gang!" Hoke bell owed. "They cane down here by plane three days
ago!"

" But —

"Tried to grab the treasure! W captured ‘em "

Punctuating with picturesque vituperative, Hoke described an imaginary and i nhuman raid by Doc
Savage’' s men upon his canp on the island. Then he went into detailed I ength about a fight in which
Doc Savage's nen had been gassed and captured.

"We're gonna take ‘emback to Los Angeles, and demand they stand trial for attenpted nurder and
piracy!" Hoke bel | owed.

"Where is Doc Savage?" a newspapernman demanded.

Hoke had an answer ready for that.

"W ran Savage off," Hoke declared. "But he swore he'd cone back and get that gold if he hadda
get rid of everybody around here."

"That doesn’t sound |ike Doc Savage," a journalist remarked.

"I"'mjust tellin you what happened," Hoke said virtuously. "Ask any of nmy nen if | ain't right."
There was an aval anche of questions fromthe newspapernen, but Everett Everett Barr, interrupting
with polite firmess, insisted that the prisoners be conmitted to the ship’s brig, after which he



and Hoke McGee would confer. Later, the journalists could interviewto their hearts’ content.
Thi s was done.

DOC SAVAGE wat ched the incarcerating of the captives fromthe end of a corridor. He noted that
two guards were placed in front of the barred cabins with rifles. It was very hot, and the guards
were naked to the waist.

Monk, the honely chenmist, was in a great rage. He did sone bellowing at the top of his voice.
"This is all a dirty plot of sonme kind!" Mnk squaw ed. "That machi ne of Meander Surett’s won't
work. O d Meander Surett was touched in the head. This Barr is pullin’ a shenanigan!"

Renny, Long Tom Johnny and Ham were quieter. The snall pretty girl, Sally Surett, had nothing to
say.

Monk roared, "Lemme tell you newspaper guys exactly what happened! This girl is—

The horely chenmi st went silent—for Doc Savage had tensed his throat and said one word, and it had
seened to conme fromthe group of newspapernen, thanks to Doc’s command of ventriloquial effects.
The word was not one that Sally Surett, Everett Everett Barr or any of the newspapernen
understood. It was ancient Mayan for "Quiet!" and Doc Savage and his aids were anong the few peopl e
in the so-called civilized world who could speak the tongue.

The prisoners had nothing nore to say, and the one-word command attracted no attention. Everett
Everett Barr thought some one had cleared a throat.

"Gentlenen," said M. Barr to the newspapernen, "I amnow going to confer with nmy old pal, ny old
friend here, the Honorabl e Hoke McGee. Cone on, Hoke, mny associate, nmy conrade, ny good man."
Hoke McGee strutted at Everett Everett Barr’s side, and they went to the latter’s cabin. But they
were trailed by persistent journalists, and there was some confusion and a delay and finally the
i mpati ent newshawks had to be | ocked out of M. Barr’s cabin.

"There’s another door," Barr told Hoke. "I'Il lock it, too."

The cabin was part of a suite of rooms, all with doors opening into the corridor. Barr closed the
connecting door to the adjacent cabin, then sat down on a bunk and wi ped his face with a

handker chi ef .

"Thank the dickens that's over," he nuttered. "Getting those prisoners aboard was a critical
point."

"I was afraid they’d do a lot of talkin ," Hoke nuttered. "And them honbres can bul | dog words,

bel i eve me. That dang | awyer can talk the knob off a door. They might’ve sold the newspaper nugs the
truth."

"Don’t worry," M. Barr said. "Everything is now set."

THE cabin was stuffy, and Barr turned on a fan. Breeze fromthe fan rippled the overhangi ng edges
of the oilcloth cover on the one table in the place, stirred the griny curtain over the porthole.
There was one | ocker, a dresser, three chairs, and a blowsy rug on the floor. Hoke McCGee |icked his
lips.

"You sure,"” he nuttered, "that it’'lIl go through? It’'s kinda conplicated."

"Hoke, old pal, old sock, the nmachines which do the finest work are the conplicated ones, and as
long as the parts are well designed and put together, it nakes no difference how conplicated the
machine is."

"Unmm"

"I worked on this for nonths," Barr said. "I began working on it when little Mss Sally Surett
showed ne letters fromher father, letters which said he had perfected his ‘Static Translator.’"
"When did you first know the ‘Static Translator’ was of no account?" Hoke denanded.

"Why, fromthe very first. Sally Surett knew her father was nentally unbal anced, and guessed that
he only imagi ned he had perfected his device. Later, of course, Bill Herder found the Death Valley
| aboratory and made sure the contrivance wouldn’t work."

"You're pretty slick," Hoke admtted.

Somewhere in the old steaner, a npbtor generator set started poundi ng and whining. Heat steaned
into the cabins of the vessel. Both Hoke and Barr w el ded handkerchiefs.

"Hoke, old top," said M. Barr, "it was a good schene. It still is. Meander Surett was to be

found dead in the desert, and his invention discovered. Then | was to take the invention and by a
clever series of fake denonstrations, nmake it seem genuinely workable. That, substantially, is what
has happened—n spite of the intervention of Doc Savage."

"Dam that guy!" Hoke gritted. "Thank bl azes he's croaked!"

"You're sure about the croaki ng?"

"Plunb positive."

Barr sighed relief. "Everything played into ny hands, Hoke, ny colleague. Take the case of Harold
Beaver’s wi dow, who was in the penitentiary. She really killed her husband. She sent word to ne, an
ol d carnival acquaintance, that she would pay me five thousand dollars to get her out. There, Hoke,
nmy boy, was a ready-nmade job for Meander Surett’s nachine.

"l merely buried the nmurder gun—the whereabouts of which Harold Beaver’s w dow tol d me—dnder the

| ate Harol d Beaver’'s business partner’s garage. Then | paid the insurance agent to say the partner

"



had taken the policy out on Beaver’'s life to throw suspicion on the widow. Presto! | had a situation
all ready for a ghost nessage."

Barr presented a cigarette case conbined with lighter, baroneter and thernoneter. "Have a snoke?"
"Thanks. "

Barr inhal ed snoke |uxuriously. "The other case, the one of the broker and banker, was a genui ne
dyed-in-the-wool nmurder all ready for revealing." He chuckled. "I knew of it because the broker’'s
chauffeur, who knew his boss nurdered the banker and hel ped | oot the bank, afterward worked for ne
in a carnival. He got drunk once and the story—er—eaked out."

"Yeah," Hoke said, "but there ain't no Captain Scuttle, the pirate."

"Only we know that, Hoke, old soak."

"But there ain't no treasure, neither."

EVERETT EVERETT BARR fell to chuckling. "There was one treasure: The small one. They say it is
worth ten thousand dollars. That's a lie. It cost me nearly fifteen thousand to buy those old coins
and ol d gold crosses, vases and stuff which conposed it. It cost me another five hundred to fly down
and bury it."

"You spent a |lot of dough," Hoke munbl ed.

"Twenty thousand or so. Not nuch, when the stake is two hundred and ninety-ei ght thousand
dollars."

"That what you got?"

"Yes." Barr sighed regretfully. "If | had dared wait another day or two, | could have nmade it

half a mllion, |I really do believe."

The two nen ground out their cigarettes and nopped their faces.

"I"msure surprised," Hoke said, "that people would put up that nmuch dough to finance the search
for Captain Scuffle's treasure."

"Hoke, old bird," said Barr, "I knew human nature from ny carnival experience. People will ganble
their nmoney on the chance of getting a big stake. | made the stake in this plenty big. One hundred
mllion, you remenber ny carefully prepared ‘Static Translator’ nmessages said."

"How nmuch did you have to pay out to charter this boat?"

"Only three thousand for the ship and a nunber of |arge boxes which are supposed to contain
expensi ve diving equi pnent," Barr explained. "The two hundred and ninety-ei ght thousand is net
profit, Hoke, my brother."

"Not bad," Hoke said, and licked his lips, "if the rest goes all right."

"It will go all right," Barr declared. "In about five mnutes, we will finishit."

"That qui ck?"

"Of course. Hold off court troubles. Doc Savage’'s men m ght get out, you know. "

"Then | take it we're all fixed?"

EVERETT EVERETT BARR nodded gravely. "There are one hundred cases of dynamite in the hold, all
fused and ready to blow up." Barr chuckled. "The dynanite is in the boxes supposed to contain diving
equi prent . "

"But suppose it blows us up—

"Not a chance," Barr interrupted. "The sailors are going to start a fight. They will shout that
Doc Savage’s nen have escaped. You and | and ny wife will dash to the plane and cast off. The nen
will take to the boats, after lighting the fuse.

"The dynamite will tear the ship to pieces, and Doc Savage's nen will be drowned—because they

will be locked in the brig. We will sinply say that they nust have blown the ship up accidentally."
"But," Hoke pointed out, "the birds who financed the search with that two hundred and

ni nety-ei ght thousand dollars will want us to nmake another try for Captain Scuttle's treasure.”
"Let them" Barr said. "W won't worry."

" But —

"We are going to disappear. Vanish, and enjoy our profits."

"But your |aw business—

"Unfortunately,” said M. Barr, "I was about to be disbarred."

"Suppose the ‘Static Translator’ is found?"

"What if it is found? It will go down with the ship, of course. It is very unlikely to be found.
This cove is extrenely deep. | nmade sure of that weeks ago in a search for a suitable island."
Hoke scratched his head, nopped his face and nade faces of a man thinking everything over.

"Yeah, | guess," he nuttered finally. "But say, you never did tell me exactly how you got the
fake messages out of old Surett’s contraption.”

"They cane," said M. Barr, "out of the additional piece of apparatus. | never did exhibit the
contents of that device. It was nmerely a cl ockwork whi ch pushed out nessages previously prepared.”
Barr got to his feet. "W are talking over trivialities now Hoke, old ranny, old waddy, old
cowwrangl er, the future beckons. Let us be up and at it."

"You nmean—sink the ship now?"

"Exactly."



Hoke made an audi bl e swal | owi ng noi se. He followed Everett Everett Barr out of the cabin.

Doc Savage opened the door of the | ocker fromwhich he had been listening to all that had been
said. The bronze man left the cabin by the side door—the sanme route by which he had entered under
cover of the confusion as the newspapermen were driven away at the begi nning of the conference. H s
metallic features were unusually grim

Chapter XVI. NARROW MARG NS

DOC SAVAGE had lived for a nunber of years a life of alnpbst continuous peril, and the fact that

he was still alive could be attributed to the amount of forethought he used. He never went into a
danger, if he could avoid it, without fully preparing in advance for anything that m ght happen,
either by accident or by the design of his opponents.

In the present situation, however, he was handi capped by circunstances. He was aboard the old
steamer with only the devices which happened to be in his carry-all vest—and the vest was not | oaded
with a fight such as this in mnd. The contents of the vest, of course, rarely remained the same for
any two engagenents. He changed the gadgets in the pockets to fit situations.

Doc was handi capped additionally because his physical condition was bad. He had | ain unconscious
inthe terrific sun for the better part of three days, and that was enough to sap even his carefully
cultivated strength. He needed luck to defeat Everett Everett Barr, Hoke McGee and at |east a score
of their nen, both Lazy Y cowboys and sailors. He needed a great deal of I|uck.

He had sone al nbst at once. It was bad. He encountered Sagebrush Snmith and half a dozen newspaper
reporters in the corridor. Sagebrush had a six-shooter in his hand, and he was telling the
journalists that no man on earth could hit fifty silver dinmes throw into the air.

"Hey!" Sagebrush bawl ed. "There’'s Doc Savage!"

If there was any one on the far side of the island, they heard the cowboy’'s yell.

Doc Savage put on speed.

"Hey!" roared Sagebrush. "Stop or |'Il shoot!"

Doc Savage did not stop. Sagebrush did not shoot. The bronze man dropped down a conpani onway W th
flashing haste, and the newspapernen began to shout; and their cries were taken up, so that the
tidings throbbed through the dirty old ship.

"Doc Savage i s aboard!"

The bronze man whi pped toward the bow, where his nmen and Sally Surett were confined. The insides

of the old ship were dark and unventilated, and lights had to be burned, even in the daytine.

The bronze man wat ched for exposed wiring, found none, and |eaping, tore the wire guard froman
electric bulb. He twisted out the bulb, wadded the wire guard into a cone and jammed it into the
socket. Green flame and nolten nmetal spurted, and the |lights went out as a fuse bl ew.

Doc Savage went into the corridor where his men were confined.

"Quick, give me the keys!" he shouted.

He used an excellent imtation of Hoke McGee’'s unpl easant voice.

"Hurry up with those keys!" Doc snarled. "W’ re gonna take the prisoners out one at a tine!

They’ ve gotta be taken outta there!"

Tal ki ng about taking the prisoners out, using Hoke McCGee's voice, Doc kept the two guards

occupi ed until he was upon them One guard was taken easily. A blow of a fist dropped him The other
man junped back.

"What’'s goin’ on here?" he roared.

The fellow fired off his rifle, evidently hoping the flash woul d show what was happeni ng. Doc
Savage took hold of the rifle with one hand and twisted it aside. He then grabbed the back of the
man’s neck with the other hand, and his corded bronze fingers, experienced and as strong as hunman
sinew and bone could be, did something to the man’s spinal nerve centers—exerted a pressure which
rendered the man hel pl ess while still conscious. The man dropped. Doc Savage searched both guards.
They did not have the keys.

"MONK! Renny! Hit the door!" Doc Savage ordered grimy. "They're going to dynanmte the ship!"
Heavy bodi es crashed against the other side of the door. It was steel, old and rusted, but solid.
It only grunted.

"Get back!" Doc ordered. "I'Il try the rifle on the lock!"

He never got to do that. A nman appeared at the other end of the corridor with a flashlight and a
rifle. The |ight junped against the bronze man, and the rifle crashed al nobst instantly. Doc reel ed,
went down.

"Cot ‘im" the man with the rifle bell owed.

He was an optimst. Hs bullet had hit the bronze man in the chest, smashed the contents of two
pockets in the vest, and flattened against the alloy netal nmesh which underlay the vest and nmde it
bul | et proof .

Doc Savage got up. He still held the rifle of the guard, but he did not fire it. Instead, he
tossed it through the grille of the brig door.

"Try to shoot your way out!" he ordered.

Hi s voice was strained. The rifle bullet against his chest had taken his breath away, and brui sed



arib or two.

Doc’s hand went into his vest and got a weapon he always carried: snoke bonbs. They were tiny, a
little larger than marbles, and when he tossed a few down the passage, they sprouted intensely black
snoke which defeated the beans of the flashlight

The bronze man whi pped toward the bow. He had to get below in the hold, stop the lighting of the
fuses to the explosive. That neant reaching a hatch. And to do that, he would have to | eave the
superstructure, cross a short stretch of deck and drop down a hatch

He turned a corner and cane up against a six-shooter in the hand of Sagebrush Smith

Sagebrush squinted. He | owered his gun

"lI"ve decided to string with you," the cowboy grunted. "There's somethin’ about that Barr that
snells. | don’t trust no guy that Hoke McGee works for."

Doc Savage said, "Dynamite in the hold. They're going to sink the ship."

"W oughta do sonethin’ about it," Sagebrush Smith nuttered

He foll owed the bronze man. They turned right, then left, sprinted onto the open deck—and saw t he
forward hatch had been closed. They wrenched at it. It was fastened below. A bullet cane past so
close that its sound was a brittle crack. Doc Savage and Sagebrush Smith went down behind the
outthrust hatch

It was only a few yards to the cargo boomto which the plane was tethered. Two nmen were
scranbling along this. Barr and Hoke McCGee. The bl onde fake Sally Surett was al ready aboard the
pl ane, along with Lazy Y nmen and others

Doc Savage | eaped fromthe shelter of the hatch, ran to the boom ran out along it. Barr turned
his head, saw the bronze man. Barr squawked in fright, gave a wild | eap, |anded on the plane. Hoke
McCee was cl ose behind him

Doc Savage, reaching the plane, ignored the two nen. Gthers, who were trying to cast off the

| ashings which held the aircraft to the boom were nore inportant. He plunged into the group. One
went overboard. The others closed with the bronze nman in a dogfight too close, too fast, too
violent, for guns to be used. One at a tinme, nen were knocked off the plane

Once, Doc Savage nearly went over the side, stayed aboard only because he struck with one foot
and drove it through the thin sheet-nmetal of a wing of the plane. A nonment later, the last Lazy Y
man went into the water

Everett Everett Barr evidently had no gun, and Hoke McGee nust have enptied his, because they did
not shoot. Instead, they turned wildly, scranbled onto the boom and cl awed back for the deck of the
st eaner.

Sagebrush Smith stood at the head of the boom and pointed his six-gun at the two nen

"Get yer hands up, dang you!" he ordered

Hoke McGee and Everett Everett Barr were too terrified to react normally to the threat. They
seened unaware of the gun—er they might have still thought that Sagebrush Smth did not know they
were enenies. They reached the deck, and raced wildly for a conpani onway.

"Don't light the fuse!" Barr screaned. "Don't |ight the fuse!"

At that point, Doc Savage's nmen appeared on deck with Sally Surett

CONFUSI ON was everywhere on the steaner. The newspaper men—pst of whom had been poundi ng out
stories of the |atest devel opnent on their typewiters—eharged out on deck and bell owed questions at
every one. Bel ow decks, men were shouting and shooting, staging the fake break by Doc Savage's aids

whi ch was to precede the blast. They still did not know that the break had turned into a genuine
one.
Doc Savage, having cleared the plane, lifted his voice

"Get aboard the plane!" he shouted. "Get boats over the side! Leave the steaner!"

H s remarkabl e voi ce had a crashing volunme and a penetrating vibrancy that echoed throughout the
shi p.

"They're setting off an explosion in the hold!" Doc expl ai ned

The news was a little too astounding for instant acceptance. Newspaper reporters lined the rail
or hid behind ventilators, and demanded to know what was goi ng on

Doc Savage's five assistants scranbled out on the cargo boom helping Sally Surett, and dropped
aboard. Sagebrush Smith foll owed

"Get off the steanmer!" Doc shouted. "There is going to be an explosion."

A rifle smacked once, viciously, fromthe wheel house wi ndow. Renny grunted |oudly, took hold of
his leg, and nearly went overboard. Mnk grabbed him They got into the cabin of the plane

The rifle whacked again, and the bullet bored into the plane, narrowy mssing Sally Surett
Sagebrush Smith said, "I'Il fix that jasper!"

He ained carefully with his six-gun, fired. "Daggone!" he said

He fired again.

"The guy is shootin’ froman openin’ about an inch w de," he nuttered

He shot once nore.

"Ah!" he said. "That's sure a small target!"

Doc Savage reached for the cowboy’s gun



"Wait a mnute!" Sagebrush Smith said. "This takes shootin!"

The bronze man grasped the six-shooter, and an astoni shed Sagebrush Snmith, who had a good grip on
the gun, found the weapon renoved fromhis fingers as though he hadn’t wanted to hold to it at all.
Doc lifted the six-gun; there was no perceptible interval of aim the gun whacked. The nenaci ng
rifle muzzle junped back out of sight.

Sagebrush Smith | ooked foolish.

The steaner junped to pieces in the mddle. The funnel went up first, not straight up, but
slanting off toward the sun. Then the superstructure lifted, parting in the center, splitting,

wi ndows and portholes flying out fromthe main bulk, followed by smaller tinbers.

A whol e man seened to fly up and out farther than anything else. His linbs noved like the |egs of
an ant while he was in the air, and he seened suspended for such a long tine that it appeared
possible his fall into the sea would not injure him but while he was still fifty feet above the
water, falling débris overtook and mangl ed him

After the superstructure junped a few feet into the air, the sides of the ship laid over in the
water. One of the sides laid on the plane, but did it so gently, that the plane was only pushed a
little bit beneath the surface. The pl ane bobbed up like a cork as soon as the weckage slid off
into the water with gurgling sounds.

Doc Savage and his nen were very busy for the next hour, bringing in survivors, and busy for the
next two days caring for the injured. By that time, U S. Coast Guard planes and other aircraft had
arrived, and a Coast Quard cutter put in an appearance.

They listened to the bronze man’s story of what had happened, a version that was verified by
Everett Everett Barr’'s wife, whose spirit had broken. She had renumi ned aboard the plane, and had
escaped the bl ast.

"What about Everett Everett Barr?" was the i medi ate question.

Sagebrush Smith answered that.

"We found ‘im" Sagebrush said.

"How i s he?"

"He's dead enough," Sagebrush said, "so that everybody oughta be satisfied."

EVERYBODY was fairly well satisfied, even the gullibles who had put up nearly three hundred

t housand dollars for Everett Everett Barr to use in finding Captain Scuttle's treasure. Barr’s w dow
got them nost of their noney back. O course, the newspapers weren't satisfied. They had nmade cl owns
out of thenselves.

Hoke McGee wasn't satisfied, either. At first, he had been very glad to be alive, but it was

begi nning to seemvery much as if the authorities were going to remedy that via the electric chair.
Sally Surett, the genuine one, was very well satisfied. She was a quiet little girl with a very
sweet disposition and all the nmen promptly fell in love with her, including Mnk, Ham and Sagebrush
Sm th. The young | ady seened to prefer Sagebrush Smth.

"She shows good judgnent," big-fisted Renny told Monk and Ham

VWi ch was nearly the cause of his having to fight both Monk and Ham who were still quarreling

wi th Sagebrush when they weren't squabbling with each other.

"You two nmugs," Renny told them "have been so busy with your quarreling that you haven't had

tinme to nake | ove. No wonder the cowboy got the girl."

Doc Savage, using deep-water diving equi pnent which had been sent from New York by air express,

and brought down by a chartered plane, descended to the sunken steanmer. The water was well over two
hundred feet deep. He brought up old Meander Surett’s device.

"The strange thing," he told Sally Surett, "is that your father’'s apparatus utilized a theory

al ong whi ch sci ence has done al nost no devel opment. It is possible that, had he lived, and had he
been brought out of the nentally depressing surroundi ngs of Death Valley, he might actually have
made the thing work. | amgoing to ask the newspapers to nake that clear."

"They' re saying," the girl said gently, "that ny father was a crazy inventor."

"l know. And they are wong."

The young worman nodded gratefully. It was a matter of no inportance to the world, now, whether or
not her father had been nmad; but to her it neant a great deal, and she was grateful to the bronze
man for perceiving that and doing sonething about it. She explained as much to Sagebrush Snmith
later.

Sagebrush Smith approached Doc Savage. He was enbarrassed.

"Daggone, " he said, "I wonder if you' d do ne a favor?"

"What ?"

The gangling cowboy began scooping silver dimes fromhis pockets to his hat.

"lI’'ve been tradin’ everybody outta their dines," he said. "I finally got fifty here. | want you

and me to go off somewhere on the island where that dingbusted Monk and Ham won’t be around to razz
me, and | wanta see you hit fifty dines with fifty shots froma revol ver."

"Is it important to you?" Doc asked.

"Ki nda. You see—ah—well, I'mthinkin’ of makin’ a change in nyself."



DOC and the cowboy went to a secluded spot. Sagebrush Smith threw up dines. Doc Savage stood
beside himand fired. The bronze man hit forty-nine of the dines.

Sagebrush Smith put the fiftieth dime back in his pocket.

"I"ve got a hunch |'d feel better if you didn’t hit all fifty," he explained sheepishly. "This
fifty-dines-with-fifty-shots business has been a kind of inportant thing with ne for years."

The cowboy rubbed his jaw.

"It's been an anbition of mne to see you do that," he said.

He took off his hat, scowed at it, put it back on and scratched the back of his neck.

"Ain't that a hell of an anbition for a grown man to have?" he demanded di sgustedly. "I’mjust a
dang saddle bum Just a shiftin cow waddy with no gunption and no anbition but to sling a six-gun.
Ah—bugs! "

Doc Savage studi ed Sagebrush Smith, and knew he was exami ning a young nan who had wasted a good
part of his life on trivialities, only to suddenly awaken and find hinself in love with a swell girl
whom he was unable to support.

"l have been wondering," the bronze man said, "if you would care to establish and nanage a dude
ranch and winter resort in the nountains back East. O course, a married man woul d be preferable,
but =~

"I can fix that!" Sagebrush grinned.

The cowboy went gravely to the edge of the cliff where the shooting had been done. Wth sone
solemity, he renpved his six-shooter fromhis trousers wai stband, drew back and hurled it as far
out into the sea as he could lob it.

"That," Sagebrush Smith said, "is what | should ‘a’ done as soon as | was big enough to throw
it."

THE END



