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Chapter 1. THE AVAZI NG REDSKI NS
HE was a peaceful old gentleman who was scared out of his wits. Peaceful-looking, that is. H's
hair was white, and his skin was as soft and pink as a baby's even if it did have winkles in it
He was frightened. As terrified and as full of cold, horrible suspense as a nan watching a bl ack
wi dow spi der crawl down his arm
The scared ol d nman was getting out of an autonobile in front of the main entrance to the Museum
of Natural History. The autonpbile was one equi pped with arnor plate and special glass. Another
aut onobi |l e had driven up to the nmuseum entrance ahead of it. Still another had foll owed behind
These two escort cars were full of gentlemen with guns in their pockets, suspicion in their eyes
and detective badges—private and police—en their clothing
Before the old gentleman stirred fromhis car, the guards scattered over the sidewal k and into
the museum | ooking around, then signaled discreetly that it was safe
Havi ng observed nobody suspicious inside the nuseum the burly man in charge of the guards cane
out to report to the old gentleman
"Coast |ooks clear," he said. "But, M. Quietman, it would make it a lot sinpler if we had sone
idea of just who is threatening you. Who is this Sea Angel ?"
The ol d gentl enan—teander L. Qui etman, philanthropist, patron of arts, beloved old gentleman who
gave dollar bills to poor newsboys, according to the newspapers—shrugged and | ooked exasperated
"I"ve told you | do not know " he said. "lIt—the thing—your job is to protect me from anything
Anything! Now, | amgoing in to have a look at the exhibit of the Cal hugi |ndians which | am
presenting to the nuseum"”
As he entered the nmuseum Quietman | ooked just a bit nmore scared than any man shoul d be who does
not know what he is scared of, except that it was a tel ephone voice calling itself the "Sea Angel."

THE Cal hugi Indian exhibit was |located in an al cove off the enormous third-floor hall which

contai ned exhibits of other tribes of American, Canadian and Al askan |ndians. There was not a single
visitor or spectator in the room The reason for this was sinple: It was seven o' clock in the
nmorni ng, and the nuseum was not yet open to visitors

Leander L. Quietman, after having a guard go ahead to make sure the place was enpty of human
presence, said, "You men may wait for ne outside if you wish. | prefer to admire this alone."

Then he wal ked toward the exhibit which he was donating

The bodyguards | oaf ed outside the door and indulged in their favorite pastine of trying to figure
out who or what was nenaci ng Leander L. Quietman

Meanwhi | e, Leander L. Quietnman was wal king toward his Cal hugi |ndian exhibit, which was at the

far end of the hall. The Cal hugi Indians were probably as little-known aborigi nes as ever chased a
buffal o or paddl ed a birch-bark canoe

Qui etman drew a breath of admirati on when he saw his exhibit, only just conpleted by the finest
restoration artists in the business. Experts in working wth wax.

It consisted of a sod house shaped |ike a beehive. At one side of the house stood a snall herd of
si x shaggy ponies. On one of these ponies sat a squat, enornously thick and broad Indian



This I ndian had an amazi ng set of nuscles, which was probably fortunate, because he did not | ook

as if he could possibly have nany brains. Oher Cal hugi savages were seated, cross-legged, around a
camp fire, along with their squaws. They were engaged in arrow meki ng and other pursuits

Qui et man heaved anot her sigh of admiration. He stepped under the velvet rope surrounding the

exhi bit and advanced for a closer |ook at a wax Cal hugi |ndian, who was neki ng a tomahawk

"A marvel ous work of art!" gasped Leander L. Quietman, after a close |ook. "A beautiful specinen

of the human race!"

"My nother always thought so, too," said the Cal hugi brave, who was supposed to be made of wax.

The next instant, he had Quietman by the throat and had lifted his tomhawk.

"One peep," he said, "and 1'Il tomahawk you plenty!"

POOR ol d Leander L. Quietnan becane pale, and began to shake

The Cal hugi Indian sitting on the wax pony got off. His |legs were stiff, and he staggered about

| udi crously.

"Damm this razorback horse!" he groaned

Several nore of the supposedly wax redskins now got up, and two cane out of the sod beehive. One
of these carried a rope | adder

The squat, muscul ar fell ow who had been on the horse—he had an enornous stomach of the type
commonly call ed pot-bel |l y—how t ook charge

"The wi ndow, " he said. "And no nore wi se cracks. Them bodyguards may hear us."

"O K., Boscoe," the fake |ndians agreed, and grabbed Leander L. Quietman

"Wwhat does this mnmean?" Quietman gul ped

"It neans," said the tubby "Boscoe," "that we had to try this crazy gag to get our hands on you
You didn't think that because you wal ked around in a swarm of cops and bodyguards we woul dn’t get
you, did you? Grabbing you is the only way to save you fromthe Sea Angel."

Qui et man choked, "S-saving ne f-fromthe Sea Angel ?"

"Believe it or not, and strange as it seens," Boscoe agreed

Qui et man noaned, "Y-you are mnaking a m stake!"

"The hell we are!" Boscoe grinned

The men proceeded with their saving. They taped Quietman’s lips, fastened his wists with w der
tape, then led himto a wi ndow. One opened the wi ndow. Tying Quietman to an end of the rope | adder
they | owered him

During this operation, Boscoe went back to the Cal hugi Indian exhibit and pilfered. He stuffed
his pockets with stone knives, flint arrowheads and several pairs of npbccasins

Boscoe seened to forget everything else in his absorption with the |ooting. He grabbed two or
three bows, two tomahawks, then began to tuck arrows under an arm He added a |ong spear. |ndeed, he
seened bent on taking everything in sight

Several of the men were now down the |adder, and they had untied old Leander L. Quietman and were
hol ding him The others descended. Boscoe was | ast

Boscoe’ s descent was somnet hing of burl esque conedy. He had stuffed his Indian garments with
everything they would hold, and had both arnms full, which left no hands free to handl e the rope

| adder .

It was with the greatest reluctance that he surrendered an arm oad of his loot, and clinbed down.
"What cha gonna do with that stuff?" a man gritted

"Ch, | dunno," Boscoe said vaguely. "I'Il think of sonething."

THE Museum of Natural Hi story originally started with one building, and others were added. There
are all eyways and courts between these structures. The men had descended into one of the courts

fromwhich an alley led to a side street.

They got in notion, two of them guiding Leander L. Quietman

Boscoe had his difficulties. He dropped an arrow, stooped to pick it up, and lost two noccasins

He progressed in this fashion, bobbing along after the others, but leaving a trail of erstwhile

Cal hugi bel ongi ngs. He groaned in agony as he saw his | oot dw ndling

Thi s obviously tickled his conpanions. They grinned wi dely.

Then their grins faded

A nost remarkabl e-1 ooki ng man had appeared in front of them

Chapter |I. THE SEA ANCEL

STANDI NG on pedestal s here and there inside that part of the nmuseum devoted to scul pture were a
nunber of bronze statues of ancient athletes who had | egendary strength

This stranger was like that. He mght as readily have been one of the statues cone to life, as

the other men had |l ately been Cal hugi Indians. He was, however, attired in a neat, brown civilian
suit, and there was no make-up on his skin to make it resenble bronze, whereas the others had their
hi des painted a coppery red

Not hi ng happened for sone nonents. The fake redskins | ooked at the nman they had net

Boscoe said quickly, "Watch it, guys, watch it! Daniel in the lion's den didn't have anything on



us!"

"One side, bronze guy!" a man snarled. "Or we'll take you plenty!"

"You apes!" Boscoe grow ed. "Do you know who this guy—

Boscoe did not finish. The action started. A man pointed his pistol at the bronze giant. There

was blurred notion, and the bronze giant was not where he had been; and two men were flat on their
backs, kicking their legs like flies and trying to figure out just what had happened

Poor ol d Leander L. Quietman had been dropped on the hard cenent alley pavenent. The nen who had
held him|eaped to the attack

A man drew a gun. "Cet ‘emup!"

"N x!" Boscoe barked anxiously

The next instant, as if by sone miracul ous | egerdemain, the bronze nman had secured the gun. He
pointed it at the sky, pulled the trigger. A nousetrap would have made nore noi se. The pistol was
not | oaded

Boscoe groaned, "Now he knows our guns are enpty!"

If the fact that a gang of nen staging a ki dnaping carried unl oaded guns anmazed the bronze gi ant
he did not show enotion about it

The fight continued. It became obvi ous the unbelievabl e was going to happen. The nountain was
comng to Mahonet, water would run uphill. One amazing bronze man was going to whip the whol e gang
Then, and the very, suddenness of it was incredibly weird, nmen seened to freeze where they stood
They had been junping about wildly, striking, trying to get clear of their Nenesis. They stiffened
It was as if they were a novie which had been stopped at one scene. They seened scarcely to breathe
until finally, Boscoe lifted a thick armslowy and pointed

"The Sea Angel!" he croaked

THE bronze man—bPoc Savage-—whirled and saw it

Fantastic thing. An incredible thing. Had it been night, the thing m ght have been a bit nore

bel i evabl e

Ei ght feet m ght be the height of the incredible creature. That, though, was a guess. It was
frilly around the edges. It was half as wide as high. It had a thick part for a body. It had
triangular wings, two of them and these ran to a point; and fromthese dangl ed bl ack ropelike arnms,
eight or ten feet long. Each armternminated in a black ball a little smaller than a baseball
Silver was the creature’s color. The slick silver of a fish. But there were bl ack nmarki ngs—the
edges of the thing, and the arns.

As it stood there, it did bear sone resenblance to an angel. It had a nouth. This was evi dent
when the nouth opened and showed a jet-black gullet. The nouth was | arge enough to take a beer keg
with only a little stretching

Boscoe croaked, "Boys, we're in a predi camrent now "

Doc Savage lunged for the silver nonstrosity. He was lightning on his feet

But the Sea Angel was |ightning doubled. One of the black arns whipped forward, and the |ong

bl ack rope canme around |ike a bl acksnake whip

Doc dodged, and the dark ball barely touched him But the touch had an incredible effect: He felt
it fromhead to foot. Not pain. Sonething else. Shock. Agony

The bronze man stunbl ed back, was clear when the other arm struck. He kept noving, reached old
Leander Qui et man, scooped hi m up

It becane evident that there was no way out of the alley and court. But in a corner was a snal
brick box of a building, the door open, a key in the lock. Tools, |lawn nowers, were inside

Doc whi pped to the shed, popped Leander Qui etnman inside, and cl osed the door. He turned the key
in the lock, then took the key out

Doc got close to the brick wall. He shoved the key into a cranny between the bricks, tw sted, and
broke it so that it would never open the little tool cubicle again

The strange creature, the Sea Angel, glided to the tool house, fluttered about it a nmonent. It
could not get in. It nade no sound

Boscoe and his nen ran. They ran as if getting away fromthere was the nicest thing they had ever
been able to do

THE Sea Angel advanced on Doc Savage. The bronze nan dipped into his clothing and brought out a
smal | gas grenade. He hurled it. The thing broke against the nmonster, poured out tear gas

The tear gas had absolutely no effect, except that it nade it necessary for the bronze nman to get
away i medi ately. He nanaged to do it by a wild rush

Doc got out of the alley and onto a side street

Boscoe and his nmen were in two cars, |eaving rapidly.

A young worman stood on the sidewal k. An unusually tall and attractive young worman, who was
staring in wonder at the goi ngs-on

Suddenly she screaned, whirled, ran

She had seen, of course, the Sea Angel. The thing was follow ng Doc Savage

Doc ran swiftly. Construction work was being done on a near-by street, under the el evated



rail way. The bronze man nade for the | oose bricks, and when he reached them he picked one up, and
let fly.

The brick struck squarely. And the nonster wavered for an instant, driven off balance. Doc picked
up nore bricks. The incredible apparition retreated swiftly.

A taxicab cane cruising around the corner, and the daydreaning driver saw the silver-and-bl ack
creature. He gave a violent start and hung his anazed face out a w ndow.

One of the nonster’s strange, black feelers snaked out and barely touched the driver’s el bow. The
hackman shrieked. Screeched as if he had lost the arm And he fed his cab gears and gas

The nonster | eaped, and got onto the cab. Not onto the running board, but across the top, great
flipperlike wi ngs draped down on the side, the black feelers tossed up over its back

The taxi driver saw what he had aboard. He was still shrieking when he and his nachine and his
fantastic passenger were |ost to sight, six blocks away.

Doc Savage ran to his car, a long, powerful, plain roadster and gave chase; but the cab was gone
al t hough he hunted over an area of nmany bl ocks before he gave up

Doc Savage went back to the alley between the nuseum buil dings where he had left old Leander L
Qui et man

The girl who had been such an interested observer of the excitenent was not in sight. She was, it
devel oped, conceal ed just inside the mouth of the alley. She showed Doc the business end of a smnal
lady’s pistol when he wal ked into the alley

"YOU wi || put up your hands," she said, and shook a little.

"M ss Quietman,"” Doc Savage said. "Sure you are not making a m stake?"

She wi dened her eyes at him "You know nme?"

"You are Nancy Quietman."

She snapped, "That nmakes no difference! Get your hands up!"

Doc Savage appeared not to hear the order. "Changed your mind or sonething?"

"What do you mean?"

"It was you who asked nme to try to help your grandfather, who was in trouble. You wote ne a
letter."

"Ch!" Nancy Quietman |owered her gun. "You are Doc Savage! |'msorry. | did not know you."

"I amglad,"” Doc told her.

She showed surprise. "d ad that any one shoul d not recogni ze you?"

"Publicity," the bronze nan said, "is very bad for any one doing such work as nyself and ny aids
do. Now, what is your grandfather’s trouble? Your letter gave no details."

"l do not know," Nancy Quietman said. "He has suddenly becone terribly worried about sonething
He hired bodyguards, and got the police to assign detectives to guard him"

"What excuse did he give the police?"

"Merely that he was scared."

Doc questioned, "You have no other clue?"

“No, " Nancy Quietman said. "Unless it is this: | heard grandfather nuttering over and over, ‘the
twenty-third! | amto be the twenty-third!’ He said it did not nmean anything when | asked hi m about
it."

She was silent, |ooking, at the bronze man. Finally, the girl shuddered

"Was it real ?" she asked. "Has any one ever heard of it before?"

The bronze man did not answer.

"Your grandfather?" Doc Savage asked finally

"I found himin the tool shed," Nancy Quietnman said. "He was yelling. One of the groundkeepers
let himout."

"We might talk to him" Doc said, and wal ked into the alley between the museum bui |l di ngs

But ol d Leander Qui etman was not there

Some groundkeepers and a few curiosity-seekers stood around and | ooked puzzl ed

"He left," they explained, "in a hurry."

Chapter 111. THE THREAT LETTERS

DOC SAVAGE and Nancy Quietnman hurriedly entered the nuseum They found the phal anx of guards
blissfully unaware that anything had happened to Leander Quietnan

"Those men probably doubl ed back and seized hinm" the girl said, and added that it was a wonder
sone one had not taken to stealing the New York City police stations

Wat ever the cops thought about this, they were polite enough not to say. Doc Savage and the
young wonman wal ked out on the street

The newsboy was still there, yelling the headlines. Doc bought a paper. Wen he opened it, black
type was big on the page

GRAND JURY FAI LS TO | NDI CT MAYFAI R

"AwWful M scarriage of Justice," District Attorney Says

Nancy Quietman said, "l suppose you have di sm ssed that man, Andrew Bl odgett Myfair, or Mnk, as
he is called, fromyour organization?"



"l have," Doc said quietly.

The girl nodded approvingly.

"It was terrible, the way he swindled that poor |awer, Theodore Marley Brooks—Ham as he is

ni cknamed, " the girl said.

Nancy Quietman, in referring to the swindle nentioned in the newspapers, was tal king about a
scandal that had started the politicians in Washington howing, and which had turned collective Vall
Street as pale as a ghost. The politicians were claimng it proved the | aws governing Wall Street
were too lax, and Wall Street was afraid of what the politicians would do.

Andrew Bl odgett "Monk" Mayfair had cleverly swi ndl ed Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey "Hant
Brooks, noted war veteran, out of three million dollars, reducing Hamto a pauper. Poor,

i mpoveri shed Ham had attenpted to take his own life.

On the other hand, the rapscallion Mnk boasted that everything had been perfectly |egal, and
apparently it had, because they were still trying to get himin jail.

Doc Savage had ejected Monk from his organi zation and publicly branded any one who woul d conmt
such a swindle as a type of rascal which was not doing the country any good.

The met hod by which Monk had perpetrated his swindle on HHmwas a bit too conplicated inits

| egal aspects for an average citizen to understand.

"Your grandfather may have gone hone," Doc told the girl.

"I live at grandfather’s house," she said. "Wuld you care to acconpany nme there and perhaps talk
wi th hinP"

The bronze man accepted the invitation.

THE Leander L. Quietnman nmansi on bore nore resenblance to a church than to a hone. It was an
old-timer, and situated on an uptown em nence overl ooki ng the Hudson R ver.

A butler in exactly the correct attire opened the door.

"Your grandfather just left, Mss Quietman," he said, when asked about Leander L. Quietman.

"So he got back safel" the girl exclaimed happily.

The el derly butler adjusted his eyeglasses. "Your grandfather took his bags, mss. He asked nme to
tell you he m ght be gone for sone tine."

"Where did he go?"

"He didn't say, mss."

"That’'s queer," Nancy Quietrman said, and | ooked worried for a few nmonents. Then she smiled at Doc
Savage. "Wuld you like to have coffee with ne?"

They entered a room which she expl ai ned was her grandfather’s |aboratory.

"Ch!" she exclai med, |ooking around. "What-what—

The desk drawers were hangi ng out, the papers in them birdnests of confusion. O her papers were
on the floor.

"Grandfather left in a hurry!" Nancy Qui etman gasped, explaining a scene that spoke for itself.
"Woul d you give nme your permission to make an investigation, Mss Quietman?" Doc Savage asked
quietly.

"You think something is wrong?"

"Mani festly," Doc said. "First, the call for bodyguards, then the attenpted kidnaping, now this."
"Go ahead with your investigation!" the girl said, vehenently. "This whole thing is as strange
as—as that nonster!"

Doc Savage’'s investigation was interesting. First, he visited his car, and returned with a small
metal case on which were sonme knobs which were like those on ordinary radio sets.

"A devi ce which howl s when any netal is brought near it," the bronze nan expl ai ned.

Doc now noved the contrivance about the room keeping near the walls. It how ed. He |ocated a
spot in the wall where it how ed very |oudly.

The wal |, of wood paneling, |ooked solid at that point; but after the bronze man had worked on it
a bit, a secret door cane open. This reveal ed a safe door.

"Know t he conbi nation?" the bronze nan asked.

"l didn't even know the safe was there!" the girl exclained.

Doc then opened the safe door.

HAD t he bronze nman unexpectedly noved a wall with a hand wave, the old butler’s eyes woul d not
have conme nearer junping out of their receptacles. He emtted a great croak of astoni shnment.
But Doc Savage was al ready taking a bundle out of the safe. There seenmed to be nothing else in
the safe. The bundle was letters, sone new and sone ol d.

Riffling themlike cards, the bronze nan inspected the dates. The npst ancient was about ten
years old, the newest only a few weeks. Al were addressed to Leander L. Quietnan.

Not a letter bore a return address.

Doc started to pluck out the contents of a mssive.

"Your perm ssion?" he asked the girl.

"You have it."

Doc spread the letter out. It read:



I amkilling nyself to-night. | hope that will satisfy you!

There was no signature.

The second letter read:

H therto | have been the exenplification of skepticismabout things after this life. Perhaps
atheismwas ny failing perhaps only a |l ack of contenplation. But | have changed, and now | know
there is a hell, and that it is expressly for the |likes of youl

That one was not signed either.

The next one threatened:

I have made up ny nmind. | shall kill you!

No signature.

The fourth:

For heaven's sake, will you relent? | amruined, but you continue to weak your horrible work
upon ny famly and relatives. Surely the human race cannot claimyou as a nenber!

I do not know what | shall do!

THOVAS CANWEL DON.

Doc Savage put the missive down, and said, "This is dated a year ago |ast January third. The day
after that, a Thomas Canwel don went mad and nurdered his wife and famly."

Nancy Qui etman had become pal e. Now she sank on a chair.

"What does it nmean?" she asked hoarsely.

Doc Savage did not speak.

The girl choked, "But grandfather—he—every one knows he is one of the sweetest old souls who ever
lived. He has given mllions to charity!"

THE girl, still seated on the chair, passed a shapely hand over her brow several tinmes. Then she
fell to |ooking at the bronze nman steadily.

"1’ m begi nning to wonder," Nancy Quietman said slowy. "You started | ooking around in this room
as if you were searching for sonething very definite. It appeared alnost as if you really knew there
was a safe here. Did you?"

"Not exactly," the bronze man said. "It nmerely seened possible there mght be a private safe
here."

"Did you expect to find-what you found?"

"The letters?" The bronze man was silent a nonment. "Wat | sought was proof of a theory."

"And are those letters the proof?"

"They are. Al that is necessary for ny own purpose at |east."

Nancy Qui et man suddenly nade fists out of her hands. She got to her feet, |ooking determ ned.
"Look here!" she snapped. "You know nore about this than you are telling ne. | demand to know t he
whol e story!"

The bronze man relented to the extent of saying, "This affair is part of something infinitely
greater than you imagine. It is, according to the evidence these letters contain, part of a nystery
we have been trying to solve for weeks."

"l don’t understand. What nystery have you been trying to solve for weeks?"

Doc Savage produced, from an inside coat pocket, a sheaf of newspaper clippings held together

with a rubber band. He renoved the elastic and handed themto the girl for inspection.

She read the first: It was the ol dest. Exactly one year ol d!

NORFOLK STI LL M SSI NG

Police to-day stated that Elvin O Norfolk, the financier who was reported mssing by his famly
five days ago, has not been located. It was also stated that Norfol k had no financial troubles. He
isamllionaire. Hs famly furnished police with names of persons whose ennity Norfol k m ght have
incurred in the course of business, and officials have deci ded none of these could have had a hand
in Norfol k’ s di sappear ance.

The girl riffled through the others, catching only the headlines. The second:

UNABLE TO FI ND BUSI NESSMAN

The third:

ASSOCI ATES REPORT JOHN COLE

"WNE KING " HAS DI SAPPEARED

The fourth:

HUSBAND DESERTED, W FE SAYS

COPS CAN' T FI ND HUBBY

The fifth:

FOUL PLAY SUSPECTED I N

M SSI NG BROKER CASE

And so on. None were dated nore than a year back.

Nancy Qui etman, apparently stricken by a sudden thought, ran quickly through the whol e sheaf of
clippings, counting them

"Twenty-two!" she gasped in horror.

"Exactly," the bronze man agreed.



"But grandfather nuttered something about his being a twenty-third!" the girl cried.
"That," Doc said quietly, "puts your grandfather in with the nystery of the twenty-two m ssing
men, which nyself and ny aids have been working upon for sone weeks."

NANCY QUI ETMAN was a young worman with courage. She took a gul p of coffee, which the bow I egged
butler had thoughtfully brought while she was reading the clippings.

The bronze man drew anot her pair of clippings fromhis pocket.

"Just so you will be thoroughly puzzled," he said, and presented them

The first clipping was froma New York newspaper, and bore a date sixteen nonths ol d. Just four
mont hs ol der than any of the others.

H O G COOLINS S M SSI NG

ASSOCI ATES SEEK FI NANCI ER

It becanme known to-day that for al most two weeks private detectives have been vainly seeking H.
O G Coolins, Wall Street financier and silk magnate. The detectives were enpl oyed by business
associ ates of Coolins.

Police stated they have no clues to Coolins's whereabouts.

Cool i ns’ s business associ ates refused to make a statement.

There was a colum of that.

The second cli ppi ng:

COOLI NS FOUND

H O G Coolins, financier and silk nagnate who has been reported missing for alnpst three
mont hs, reappeared in New York to-day.

Coolins only | aughed when police questioned him and asked the officers if they had ever heard of
the Sea Angel .

Later, Coolins explained that he had been away on a private business trip.

He refused to explain what he neant by the Sea Angel .

Nancy Qui et man shuddered viol ently and put the clippings down.

"The Sea Angel!" she said, after swallow ng. "That man Cool i ns nust know sonet hi ng about what it
is. Wiy haven't you questioned hin®?"

Doc did not answer inmediately.

"Cool ins went about his business for some two nonths after he returned,” the bronze man said
finally. "Then he suddenly dropped from his usual haunts. He did not disappear. He just becane very
scarce."

Nancy Qui etman ni pped her |ips. "You nean—he—perhaps he got scared of this Sea Angel —that

i mpossi bl e nonster—and i s hiding out?"

The bronze man did not answer, because there was an interruption. This cane out of Doc’'s coat
pocket, the rightside coat pocket, in the formof a tiny, netallic voice.

"Reporting, Doc," the voice in the pocket said.

DOC SAVAGE i medi ately renoved fromthe coat pocket a flat case which had rather well filled the
pocket. He held the case close to his lips and spoke to it.

"You have sonething to report, Renny?" he asked.

The voice out of the case said, "Long Tomand | were watching the north side of the nmuseum while
you wat ched the other side, Doc, and we saw ol d Leander Quietnman sneak away. We trailed him He
hurried hone, got a bag, and took a taxicab to a steanship office, where he bought a ticket on a
liner sailing for South Anerica at noon.

"He gave a fake nane when he bought the ticket. Then he went to the snmall office which he
maintains in a building at the lower end of Wall Street. Probably he is in there now gathering up
his papers, or whatever he would want to take along with himon his sudden trip to South Anerica."
Nancy Qui etman excl aimed, "A portable radio outfit!"

"What do you want us to do about this, Doc?" Renny asked.

"Where are you?" the bronze man queri ed.

"In the corridor of a Wall Street office building," Renny replied, via the tiny radio. "The
steanmer on whi ch Leander Quietman booked a passage to South Anerica is tied up to a pier not far
fromthe foot of Wall Street.”

"Seize Leander Quietman," Doc said. "It is possible he can answer sone rather inportant
questions. | amat his home. Bring himhere."

"Holy cow " Renny thunped. "He is as good as seized!"

Chapter |V. GRABBERS AND THE GRABBED

THE di minutive radio had hardly done justice to Renny’'s voice. It was a renmarkable voice with the
tonal qualities of an angry bear in a large den. Renny's fists were al so remarkabl e, each being a
gigantic piece of bone and gristle.

Renny was Col onel John Renwi ck, noted throughout the world for his abilities as an engi neer.
"Long Tom" Renny’s conpanion, was a very feeble-1ooking fellow The truth was that he had never
been ill, and could whip nine out of any average ten nmen he would neet on a street. He was fanpus



for the things he could do with electricity.

These two assistants to Doc Savage stood in a third-floor corridor of the office building which
they had mentioned to Doc as being near Wall Street. Through an open w ndow at the end of the
corridor, traffic noises and the shouts of a newsboy reached them

"Grand jury fails to indict Monk Mayfair!" the news vendor was how ing. "Read about it! Extral
Law cannot puni sh Monk!"

Long Tom said soberly. "According to the tabl oid newspapers, people are beginning to tal k about
I ynchi ng Monk. "

Renny al so nodded. "I heard that, too. Well, we'd better grab old Leander Quietman."

Leander Qui etnman had entered an office near the opposite end of the corridor. He had cone
straight to this office after making his tel ephone call.

Renny and Long Tom went to the door, put their ears against it and |istened.

They heard nothing inside the office.

But they had not the slightest difficulty in hearing a man behind them say, "Two Sheaki ng Sans,
eh?"

RENNY and Long Tom spun. Then they batted their eyes as nen sonehow do when they unexpectedly

find thensel ves | ooking into the nmuzzl es of guns.

The man who had spoken was al nbpst seven feet tall, stoop-shoul dered, and very burly. He had hans
on his shoulders and practically no neck. He | ooked like the kind of fell ow who would be at hone in
a striped suit, a ball and chain attached to one ankle, and a rock-breaking sledge in his hands. But
he was nattily attired, even to a gardenia in his |apel.

The automatic in his hand—a big mlitary nodel +ooked new. Several other nen behind himheld the
same ki nd of guns.

"What are you doing here?" the stoop-shoul dered man wanted to know.

"Have you got a good reason why we should answer your question?" asked Renny, who was easily

enr aged.

"I"ll give you an answer!" the man said, and stepped forward, lifting his gun to strike Renny.

That was his m stake. Renny’'s pet boast was that he could smack the panel out of any wooden door
with either fist. Renny hit the nan.

The latter’s arns went up wildly as he sought to keep his balance. H s automatic hit the ceiling,
caromed off the wall. Long Tom caught it like a first baseman picking up a fast ball.

Two nmen slammed into Long Tom banging hi magainst the wall. Both grabbed his hand which had

caught the gun. A man canme up behind and whi pped Long Tom over the ears with the flat of his gun.
The man made faces and grunted as he whi pped.

Renny runbl ed, waded to Long Tomis rescue. His big right hand got hold of an arm He jerked. The
armgot a bend in the wong place. Men struck Renny, kicked at him

One of the gang ran to the end of the corridor, yanked a huge brass fire extinguisher out of its
clips, came back, and after two false starts, managed to bump Renny’s head with it. Renny fell down.
Every one, except those holding Long Tom fell on Renny, and it was soon over.

Every one lay still, or stood still, for a while, recovering their breath.
"These are two of Doc Savage's crowd," a man puffed finally.
The tall, stoop-shoul dered man picked his gardenia fromthe floor and replaced it in his |apel.

"This may turn out to be a tough break for sonebody," he said.

THE huge, stooped nman then went to the door, turned the knob and went in.

"Why are you | ooking so scared for, Quietman?" he denmanded, |oudly.

A d Leander Quietman, who had evidently been crouching terrified in the office, croaked,

"What —what —why, you are H O G Coolins!"

Coolins swore, yelled, "Don't use nmy nane!"

"B-but why n-not?" Quietman gul ped.

"Shut up and put your hands out!" Coolins ordered.

A rmorent | ater, the huge, stooped H O G Coolins propelled Leander Qui etman roughly out of the
of fice.

Leander Qui et man seened dazed, and very puzzl ed.

"What do you wwant with ne?" he stuttered.

"The Sea Angel is after you, isn't it?" Coolins countered.

"Y-yes!" Quietman choked. "T-that’'s why | was |-leaving the country!"

H O G Coolins snorted grimy.

"It can’t be done unless | help you," he said. "I was a prisoner, but escaped the Sea Angel. |
swore |'d get even, and now s ny chance!"

One of the nmen said, "Hadn't we better blow, boss?"

"Yes," Coolins said. "W'I|l go now. "
"Wwhy are you t-taking ne?" old Quietnman gul ped.
"I"mgoing to destroy the Sea Angel," Coolins said, grimy. "Wen | cane back, | immediately got

nysel f an organi zation. This is part of it that you see here. We're going to finish the Sea Angel ."



" B- but —

"The Sea Angel wants you," Coolins stated. "W're going to use you for bait."

The men now got ready to go. Doc Savage’'s two ai des, Renny and Long Tom who had taken all this
inwith silent astonishnent, were bound and gagged.

"We'll take themout by the freight elevator," Coolins said. "It opens into an alley, and nobody
wll see us."”

Throughout the affair, there had been a man stationed on the stairs bel ow Renny and Long Tom had
not known this, but they realized it the instant the | ookout came stunbling into the hallway.

The | ookout had the expression of a man being eaten alive by sonething invisible.

"The Sea Angel!" he croaked. "On the stairs!"

NO snal | boy caught in a waternelon patch ever got into action quicker than did H O G Coolins
when he heard those words.

"Qui ck!" he snarl ed.

O d Quietman, Renny and Long Tom were seized instantly, rushed down the corridor toward the
freight elevator. This lift was situated at the end of the corridor opposite the stairs.

But that delay had been a bit too nuch. There was a scraping and shuffling sound, and the Sea
Angel canme up the stairs.

@Quns began crashing in the corridor. The bullets nust have hit the weird nonster; they could
hardly have m ssed at that distance.

But | ead had no effect on the creature!

The wings waved a little, then flapped, and the bl ack tentacl es whi pped out. Each trapped a nan.
Renny and Long Tom had never before heard nmen screech quite |ike those two did.

The victins fell, withed, nade awful noises. Cbviously, they had been rendered hel pl ess by sone
eerie power in the feelers.

Coolins left the two victins. He got the rest of his nmen and the prisoners into the freight

el evator, banged the doors shut, sank the cage.

The | oud breathing of the men was audible in the conparative quiet as the cage sank. It was the
sound of a pack of hounds which had just run out of a scent.

Bl G FI STED Renny suddenly began to | augh. Being gagged, he had to | augh nostly through his nose.
But he managed to get a lot of mirth out.

Sci ence had expl ai ned everything, barring a few gerns they couldn't yet see with their conpound
m croscopes. This Sea Angel, this nonster, therefore, had to be sonme fellow dressed up in a trick
outfit. That grown men should be scared out of their wits by such a thing was ridicul ous.

Renny thought it was as funny as a barrel of nonkeys.

The men had cars waiting at the freight-elevator entrance. The prisoners were dunped in, and the

machines left with noisy haste. Renny still |aughed.

H O G Coolins slapped him

"You remind nme of the good |augh |I had when | first saw the thing!" Coolins snarled. "I don’'t
like to think about it! | thought it was a man in an outfit. You think the same thing, I'Il bet.
Well, it isnt!"

"Whuz- zuhuhuz- wenn?" Renny said, which was the nearest he could cone to, "What is it then?"

tal ki ng through his nose.

"I"ve seen it fly!" Coolins snarled. "lI’ve seen it swimunder water, fifty mles an hour or
nmore! ™"

The man’s eyes were glaring with earnestness. Looking at him Renny suddenly deci ded he did not
feel so much |ike |aughing.

Coolins gritted, "It’s a nonster! Bullets don't hurt it nuch. | guess they' re not heavy enough.
It can’t be gassed, so it nust not breathe!"

He interrupted hinself to snarl at the driver for nore speed.

"But it’s got a brain, and can think!" Coolins groaned. "It's nore clever than any human being! |
tell you, it’'s something the |like of which the world has never before known."

The cars headed north along a waterfront street.

"What cha gonna do with Doc Savage's two pal s?" a nman asked fromthe front seat.

"We'll kill these two Doc Savage hel pers as soon as we figure a way to di spose of the bodies,"
Cool i ns sai d.

Chapter V. THE NI CE YOUNG MAN

I'N the uptown hone of elderly philanthropist Leander Qui etnan, Doc Savage was waiting for Renny
and Long Tomto appear with the old gentl enan.

Nancy Qui et man, having asked Doc if he knew who the nen were who had threatened her grandfather,
and received in reply a bunch of words which did not really answer the question either way, had
turned on her grandfather’s radio.

She sat |istening to an orchestra noan through the |atest song about a cowboy and his dying
horse, and studied the bronze man, obviously wth approval.



Doc asked abruptly, "Do you know a young man with red hair and a pug nose?"

Nancy Qui etman wondered fleetingly if this was some round-about nethod the bronze man was using
to learn if she was at present being nonopolized by any one particul ar young man.

"No," she said, after pretending to think. "I don't know such a fellow "

"Then it's probably rather strange that he should be peering through the w ndow, " Doc sai d.

The bronze man was on his feet the next instant, reached the window, noted it had a steel frane
and bul | et proof glass, and threw it up.

A young man who had been doing a "Peeping Tom' at the w ndow was |egging it through the
shrubbery. Doc whi pped over the window sill and set out after him The young man gl anced back,
seened stunned at the way he was being overhaul ed. When Doc was cl ose, the fell ow began dodging |ike
a rabbit with a dog blowing breath on his tail.

It did himno good. Neither did the first blows he tried. He squared off with sone boxing skill,
m ssed two hooks, and was suddenly grabbed by the bronze giant and carried ignomniously to the
st udy.

The gardeners, who seermed to have been collected on the other side of the house, came running.
Nancy Qui et man spoke sharply and sent them away.

Doc took the red-headed, pug-nosed young nman into the study. The young fellow was tall, athletic,
and apparently unable to conprehend how his captor was handling himso effectively.

"Just who are you, anyway?" Nancy Quietman asked.

"Nat Piper," said the man with freckles and red hair.

A thump jarred fromthe study door.

The bow | egged butler had fainted there.

NANCY QUI ETMAN | eaped to the butler’s side, and began worrying over him Doc advised her quietly
that it was only a faint, and that the man would revive unaided. After that, Nancy Quietnman gl ared
at "Nat" Piper.

"Way did he faint when he heard your name?" she demanded.

Nat Pi per opened his mouth and nade his eyes big. "Surely you don't think that nade him faint?"
"What are you doing here?" the girl countered.

Nat Piper, instead of answering, reached out tentatively with one hand and felt of Doc Savage’'s
armin three different places. Then he shook his head and whistl ed.

"They must be nuscles, but they feel |ike bone," he said. "I begin to see how you handl ed ne."
He | ooked Doc Savage over intently. "Say, there's sonething famliar about you!"

"That is Doc Savage," the girl said.

Nat Piper acted as if he had swallowed a bug for a nonent.

"Doc Savage!" he expl oded. "Wy, you're—you' re—no wonder | couldn’t handl e you! |’ve read about
you! | guess the description of you made you |l ook famliar."

"Why were you sneaki ng around here?" the girl repeated.

"l had a business appointnment with Leander Quietman," Nat Piper replied.

Doc Savage put in his first question. "Wat was the nature of your business with Quietman?"

Nat Piper took time out to marvel at the bronze man before replying.

"Art," he said. "I'ma prom sing young pai nter whom nobody ever heard of. | showed Leander
Qui et man sone of ny work, and | think he is going to let ne paint his portrait."

Doc Savage nede no reply. Instead, the bronze nan got up and took a turn around the library. He
paused to close the bull etproof w ndow, which was still open, and while he stood there, he nmade for
an instant a tiny, mellow and remarkably eerie, trilling note. This was a small habit which he had
when nental ly agitated.

Doc | ooked at Nancy Qui et nan.

"Do your gardeners change shifts in the mddle of the norning?" he asked.

"Why, no!"

"A conpl etely new set of gardeners has appeared on the grounds," the bronze nan advised quietly.
The girl flew to the wi ndow.

"Ch!" she gasped.

The new gardeners had all started toward the house. Each man carried a gunny sack under his
arm—gunny sack in every sense of the word, because it was obvious the sacks conceal ed guns.

NAT PI PER flung to the wi ndow, stared, rapped, "They're attacking the house!"
H s voice was a squawk of alarm
"I"l1l call the police!" Nancy Quietman cried.

She scooped up a dial tel ephone, listened, frowned, tried dialing, called; "Operator! Cperator!"
a few times.
"It's dead!" she gasped. "I can't get a dial tone!"

Doc Savage up to this point had shown no special excitement. He now di pped into a pocket and
brought out a handkerchief, absently wi ped his pal ns, then sat down.

Nat Pi per rapped, "Aren’t you going to put up a fight?"

The bronze man only | ooked mldly unconcerned.



Nat Pi per snatched a poker and an andiron fromthe study fireplace, and charged out into the

hal I .

Following this, there was a great deal of noise in the hallway, punctuated by such vocal

em ssions as, "Hold him" "Dam!" and "Quch!"

Then the raiders dragged Nat Piper into the study. They pointed guns at Doc and the girl, neither
of whom noved.

The surprising devel opnent now canme. The raiders seened interested only in Nat Piper. They | ooked
hi mover closely, even lifting his eyelids—they had knocked hi mout—+o make sure his eyes were bl ue.
"This is the guy Coolins described!'" a man grow ed.

"Yeah," said another, scowing at Nat Piper. "He's the guy we had orders to grab if he showed up
around here."

Chapter VI. THE WALK- QUT

WH LE three nen pointed guns at Doc Savage and | ooked as if they really wanted to shoot sonebody,
anot her man cane over and searched the bronze giant. After a few explorative pats, the latter nade
goat noi ses of astoni shnent.

"This guy is a wal kin' arsenal!" he said. "He's got sone kind of a bullet-proof undershirt, and a
vest with the pockets full of stuff! Wo is he?"

"That’'s Doc Savage," sone one said.

The man backed away, |ooking as if he had di scovered hinself snpking cigarettes in a dynamte
factory.

"Does Coolins know Doc Savage is mixin in this?" he croaked.

"Course he does!" snapped another. "Didn't you know Coolins just grabbed two of Doc Savage’'s men,
Renny and Long Tom when he grabbed ol d Leander Quietnan?"

"What’'re we gonna do about ‘enP"

"See if they' re bulletproof,"” said the other.

At this point, Nat Piper tried to get up. He kicked a man’s feet fromunder him stuck a finger
in another fellow s eye, then was knocked flat on his back. The shock when he hit the floor caused a
picture to fall off a wall.

"Bl ast your souls!" Nat Piper yelled. "Wat're you picking on ne for?"

"Brother," said a man, "we cane here to get you."

"You’ ve got the wong nman!"

"Coolins said a red-headed guy with a bull-pup face. That's sure you. Coolins said you woul d show
up here looking for Quietnman after that business at the nuseum And sure enough, you showed."

Nat Pi per |ooked at Doc Savage. "I absolutely can’t understand what they’'re tal king about," he
sai d.

The man who had been searching Doc Savage, having gotten his courage back, now advanced
cautiously.

"Watch ‘imclose!" he said hoarsely.

They watched, and if the bronze man had nmade a nove, he woul d al nost certainly have died. The nman
removed Doc’s coat, and this uncovered the bronze man’s vest. It was a remarkable vest, in that it
was conposed al nost entirely of pockets.

The man began to | ook at the vest when he got it off. He then started renovi ng gadgets fromthe
pocket s.

"I"l'l be damed!" he remarked. "Here's little bonbs and grenades. Here's a trick flashlight not
much bigger than ny fingers. It’'s got a spring generator instead of a battery. Here's a little
hacksaw, a tool kit for picking locks." He held up a flat case, said, "I wonder what's in here?" and
opened it.

He then said, "Hh-h-h-h!" and got down on his hands and knees. Two men besi de hi m coughed, and
fell over, their teamwork perfect.

A man pointed his gun at Doc Savage.

Doc fell over on the floor and lay notionless.

The man with the gun, instead of shooting, said vaguely, "It got him too!" Then he coll apsed.

It required no nore than a mnute for everyone in the roomto go down. They breathed, but did not
otherwi se stir.

Doc Savage then got to his feet.

THE bronze man had been hol ding his breath, and he did not breathe now—until he was out in the
corridor.

He made a quick search of the mansion. The bow | egged butler was apparently the only house
servant on hand, and he was unconscious with the others.

Doc went out into the grounds, roaned through the thick shrubbery, and at the rear, where the
ornamental bushes made a jungle, he found the gardeners.

The gardeners were all bound and gagged. Doc, having inspected them did not turn them |l oose.
They woul d be all right where they were, and woul d not upset any plans.

The bronze man’s next nove was to drag all the senseless raiders to an upstairs room He found



tape in a bathroom and gagged them A drawer in the kitchen yielded enough clothesline to tie them
Doc |l eft Nat Piper and the bow | egged butler together. He did not tie either one. He did,

however, search Nat Piper, but found nothing.

Doc rigged a tiny microphone—t was in one of the pockets of his vest—behind a picture in the
room Two wires which he attached to this were scarcely larger than human hair. He ran themto an
adj acent room and attached themto two binding posts, there for that purpose, inside his tiny radio
set. The radio took care of the anplification fromthe m ke.

Doc carried the girl into the roomwhere he had rigged his receiving station.

Nancy Qui et man awakened before long. Her first actions sonehow seenmed perfectly natural. She gave
her hair a pat or two.

"Gas!" she said.

The bronze man nodded.

"But how did you know they woul d open the case?" she wanted to know.

"Every human being has curiosity," Doc replied quietly. "That case was not the only object in the
vest which, if tinkered with, would rel ease an odorl ess and col orl ess gas whi ch produces quick
unconsci ousness. "

Nancy Qui etnman | ooked at the bronze man and nurnured, "I do wi sh you would tell ne what all these
i ncredi bl e goi ngs-on are about!"

Before the bronze man's silence had | asted | ong enough to prove he was not going to talk, the
radi o speaker began reproduci ng speech which the hidden m crophone picked up.

Nat Piper or the bow | egged butler, or both, had regained their senses, because there was a brief
struggl e and a bl ow or two.

Then: "Beggi ng pardon, sir, but what’'s the idea?"

That was the butler, of course.

Nat Pi per said, "You know ne! You know who | am and you're the only man here who does! Savage
doesn’t know, and Coolins’s men don’t know. "

"Turn me | oose!" the butler croaked.

"Fat chance!" snorted Nat Piper. "I’'mtaking you with me. | can’'t have you tal king. You won't get
hurt if you behave."

The m crophone was sensitive and picked up a rattle and squeak which was the w ndow openi ng.

Doc Savage gave the girl her small gun.

"Those nmen, Coolins’s gang, as they call thenselves, are in a roomupstairs,” he said. "Watch
themfor me until | return.”

"Right," the girl said instantly. "You are going to follow this Nat Piper and |l earn who he is and
what he is up to."

Doc left the roomsilently, yet his silence sonehow nanaged to convey to the girl that she had
guessed correctly.

NAT PI PER scuttled away fromthe house by way of the thickest brush. He had tied a curtain cord
around the old butler’'s neck with a slipknot, and held tightly to the other end of the cord.

Nat Piper took his prisoner downtown in a rattletrap coupé, the exhaust of which snoked. Doc
Savage did not have nmuch difficulty following in his subdued roadster.

The | ower end of Manhattan Island is split down the mddle by the street called Broadway. On the
east side of Broadway is Wall Street, the financial district, with the world s finest collection of
skyscrapers. On the other side of Broadway is a wholesale district with sone of the world s worst
bui | di ngs.

Nat Piper turned in on the wong side of Broadway, and drove his car in to the curb between a
novi ng van and a junk truck.

"Qut!" he told the butler. "And wal k fast so nobody wi |l notice your goofy clothes!"

This referred to the livery the butler wore. He scanpered, and they entered a door and tranped up
stairs which squeaked |like mce. The two clinmbed four flights of stairs, met nobody, passed no
of fices which seemed to be occupi ed, and stopped before a door which did not look as if it would
stand rmuch sl amm ng. The frosted, glass panel bore a | egend:

THE FI NANCI AL ORBI T

Percy P. Smalling, Editor

A harsh nuttering was conming frombehind this door. Wien Nat Piper went in, the nuttering becane
a man saying, "Let’s kill him Let’'s get it over with and kill him"

"Let's cut his legs off first!" said another man.

"Hell, no, let’'s pull his eyes out!"

Nat Piper went in and frowned at several nen seated around what seened to be the reception room
of the financial publication offices. They were the men who had tried to seize old Leander Quietnan
by playing at being wax Indians in the nmuseum

Boscoe seermed to be the individual whose deni se they were di scussing.

"Hel | o, chief," Boscoe said, |ooking at Nat Piper.

Chapter VII|. SCHEMERS



THE other nen all said, "Lo, chief," or "Howdy, skipper."
Nat Piper said, "Hello, girls."

One of the nmen explained, "There's nothing else to do. We'l|l have to kill Boscoe."

Boscoe grinned sheepishly. "Chief, | honest to goodness can't help it. |I've told these guys what
the doctors tell me. It’'s a disease. It’s something | can’t help. |I’'ve took nmedicine and everything,
but it didn't do anything. | got—

"You got ny gun!" one of the nen said grimy. "I don’t know how you got it, but you did. Snitched

it
"l gave it back, didn't |?" Boscoe demanded.
"Suppose | had needed that gun?" the nman denanded.

"Well, it was | oaded with bl anks, anyway," Boscoe said.
"Do you want to help us kill him chief?" a man asked Nat Pi per.
Nat Pi per said, "Boscoe, you nust exercise your will power. You have a subconsci ous conpl ex which

makes you steal everything you can get your hands on. You must overcone it. You nust exert your
strength of character—

"Right there is the trouble,” a man said. "He hasn't any."

Nat Pi per, changing the subject, demanded, "Where is Percy?"

A man jerked a thunb at the inner offices. "In the stink box."

Nat Pi per urged the bow | egged butler forward, ignoring a nan who wanted to know, "Who's he? The
guy who was born astraddl e a barrel ?" Passing down a narrow corridor, the floor of which creaked,
Nat Pi per reached a door which said:

PERCY P. SMALLI NG

Editorial Director

Nat Pi per opened the door, then ducked his head involuntarily against a gust of faint blue snoke
and sonme awful fumes. He coughed a couple of tines, then shoved his prisoner inside. The bow | egged
butl er al so coughed.

"Hel | o—&kerchoo! —

Percy!" Nat Piper said.

Percy P. Snalling had a box and a snall contraption in front of him The box was filled with

bl ack tobacco which | ooked as strong as incense soaked in liquid tear gas. The contraption was a
jigger for nmaking cigarettes, and Percy Smalling was manufacturing cigarettes with it. He was al so
snoki ng one of his terrible products.

"Have one," he invited.

"Heaven forbid!" Nat Piper said. Then he shook the butler. "But we mght use one of themto
torture this fellowinto tal king."

Percy Smalling drew on his cigarette, blew out a cloud of snoke which woul d have killed flies,

and asked, "Who's he?"

" d Leander Quietman’s butler."

"Where's Qui et man?"

"Coolins got him"

"What the hell would Coolins want w th Qui et man?"

"Bait to catch the Sea Angel, maybe. And maybe he has the idea Quietman might help finance him
He mi ght be right, at that."

Percy Snalling was a withered collection of hide and bones who | ooked fully old enough for a
pensi on.

"Just what happened, Nat?"

"Coolins sent his nen to grab ne," Nat Piper said. "Coolins nmust have figured | would show up at
Quietman’s honme in an effort to locate the old man."

"Coolins is smart enough to figure that, all right. He’'s a tough nug. He woul d nurder his own

nmot her . "

Nat Piper said, "Doc Savage is mixing inthis in a big way."

Percy Smalling groaned audi bly. "How nmuch does Savage know?"

"l don't think he knows you and | and Boscoe and the boys are working for the Sea Angel," Nat

Pi per said. "At the nuseum the boys pulled the gag of running fromthe Sea Angel in order to fool
Savage into thinking they were fighting it. They also tried it on Quietman, and m ght have convi nced
himthey were helping him if the bronze guy hadn’t showed up. But you can’t be sure about what a
fellow |i ke Savage knows or will do. Maybe he suspects we're working for the Sea Angel ."

DOC SAVAGE overheard that statenent, but if he got any satisfaction fromit, his nmetallic
features did not show that fact.

The bronze man was on the roof, dangling his little mcrophone down besi de the open w ndow of
Percy Snalling s office. He continued to |isten.

He | ooked mildly astoni shed when he heard nothing nmore. It was not often that Doc’s netallic
features regi stered an enotion.

The man of bronze noved the suspending wire slightly, causing the mcrophone to cone in contact
with the wall. This nade a | oud noise in the speaker. The device was still in working order.



The bronze man hurriedly reeled up the mke, stowed it in a pocket with the tiny anplifier, and
noved to the fire escape at the rear, via which he had gained the roof

Hi s actions during the next fifteen mnutes were as cautious as they possibly could be. At the

end of that tinme, Doc was inside Percy Snalling' s suite of offices

No one was there

The birds had flown. Just how, there was nothing to show But they m ght have taken the sinple
course, and nerely wal ked out

Doc began | ooki ng around, and soon di scovered how his presence on the roof had been detected. The
place was fitted with a marvel ously nodern burgl ar-al arm system The roof, for instance, was of
metal, and a capacity bal ance systemwas attached to this. If a man wal ked on the roof, a light
woul d cone on in the alarmpanel in Percy Snalling' s office

Doc gave the offices a going over. Percy Snalling seened to be his own office force in the
publication of The Financial Obit. It was obvious fromthe reports in his desk and filing cabinets
that he nmintained an organization of informers simlar to those who supply newspaper gossip
columi sts. The check stubs indicated these inforners got paid only when they turned in sonething of
val ue

A large green filing cabinet yielded the real dynamte

THE green file was full of fat brown envel opes. On each of these was a nane.

One drawer was narked: "Finished business."”

There were twenty-two envelopes in this drawer. All were fat. Al bore nanes

The nanmes were those of the twenty-two men who had vani shed i nexplicably.

Doc Savage went through the envel opes one after another. They were filled with sheets of paper
bearing typewiting and handwiting. Reports. Tips fromPercy Smalling s infornmers. And such tips
Every one of the twenty-two nmen had pulled one or nore sharp business deals. Nothing outside the
law. Just a legal fleecing which they had given sone one. "Legal robbery" nore aptly described the
deal s.

Doc went through the rest of the file, which was marked: "Unfinished Business."

Each brown envel ope bore a nane. Sone were fat, sone thin. They held records of the business
deal i ngs of nost of the big financiers of the United States

Far more than the najority of these financiers had been entirely honorable in their transactions
A nunber had sacrificed their personal fortunes in order that others mght not |ose. Each of these
envel opes was marked with a small star

O her financiers had pulled sone | egal grabs. These deals were carefully outlined in the reports
And the envel opes were decorated with a black check mark

Cccupyi ng a prom nent position was the envel ope bearing the nane: "Lieutenant Col onel Andrew

Bl odgett ‘Monk’ Mayfair."

Inside was a full report of the scandal ous, but apparently |egal, swi ndle which Monk Mayfair had
wor ked on an unfortunate and respected | awyer naned Brigadi er General Theodore Marley "Han Brooks
The report showed that Mnk Myfair had obviously robbed Theodore Brooks, and had, noreover

indul ged in callous gloating about it

Havi ng explored all the envel opes, Doc Savage closed the file.

Several copies of The Financial Obit were lying about. "Percy Smalling, Editor," was on the
contents page

The financial journal was a very reserved sheet, alnost too conservative. Doc Savage was famliar
with the publication

It was not the kind of sheet which would have any use for such stuff as the envel opes held. At

|l east, it never published material |ike that

Doc Savage wal ked to Percy Smalling s desk, which he had al ready searched

On the desk lay a newspaper. A late edition. The darkly prom nent headlines dealt with the grand
jury's failure to indict Monk Mayfair for the financial flinflamm ng he had gi ven Ham Brooks

Doc | ooked at the paper; it lifted slightly as a breeze caught it. The bronze nman spun. The
breeze had cone in through the opening door

The eerie-1ooking bulk of the Sea Angel was gliding through the door

THE bronze man sai d nothing. He whipped to one side, scooped up the table, which was heavy, and
ran with it toward the incredible thing now rushing toward him He flung the table. The nonster
dodged back. The table | anded so that it fenced the creature in a corner

The snakel i ke, bl ack tentacl es whipped forward, and the round knobs on the ends woul d have hit
the bronze man, had he not dodged

Doc glided backward, got two chairs, and rushed. He sparred expertly, and nanaged to get one of
the chairs wapped around a black feeler. He tw sted, and tangled the hideous black armw th the
chair.

An instant later, the man of bronze nmanaged to tangle the second dark tentacle with the other
chair. He held both arns clear, rushed, and junped against the nonster with both feet. It went down.
They tangled in a furious fight. The silver hide of the thing was |ike |eather, and slippery.



The spectral thing of silver-and-black had not nade a sound. Again and again, the bronze man's
fists struck. The creature mi ght have been iron under his knuckles. And his bl ows had no appreciable
ef fect.

The nmonster floundered. A tentacle |oosened fromone chair, fell across the bronze man's neck.
Strength all but left him He could not see. Instinct alone hel ped the man of bronze roll clear,
throw off the feeler. On all fours, unable to gain his feet, he floundered away.

VWhen he hit a wall, he got erect. At once, his hands touched a window. H s eyes were working a
little. He could see the inpossible thing making for him

Wth his el bows, Doc knocked the glass out of the wi ndow. He got through, cutting hinself sone,
hung by his hands, and dropped-blindly, not knowi ng what was bel ow.

The Sea Angel reached the open wi ndow, and with some difficulty, crowded part of its macabre
upper portion out of the opening.

The thing was there for several seconds. Then it wi thdrew, and whisked silently out of the office
via the door.

Chapter VIII. THE WARNED MAN

HAM BROOKS was a man with a thin waist, a high forehead and an orator’s nouth. He was
intelligent-looking, and rather handsone. The nurses at the Gotham Sanitariumliked him

Ham was in the sanitariumbecause he was threatened by a nervous breakdown, brought on by worry
over his financial plight, the newspapers had expl ai ned.

Whenever they could, the nurses talked to Ham The pl ace enpl oyed sone extrenely pretty nurses,
and the nurses probably knew they were pretty, and that they mght help take Hanmis mnd off his
troubl es.

Ham al so had his pet ape, Chemistry, with him This pet belonged to the ape famly, although
there was sone doubt as to just what branch.

When a visitor appeared at the sanitariumto see Ham he was conducted in i nmedi ately. Conpany,
the doctors had expl ai ned, was good for a man in Hami s depressed nental state.

The visitor was a tall young gentlenman with a pug nose and red hair. He | ooked as if he m ght be
a very strong young man physically.

"My nane is Nat Piper," he introduced hinself to Ham

Ham who was |ying on a bed, |ooked at himvacantly.

"The Brooklyn Dodgers won the Series," he said, sonewhat vaguely. "Wasn't that strange?"

Nat Piper frowned at this declaration.

"Don’t worry," he said. "You are going to have your noney returned to you. Do you understand?
Monk is going to neke restitution, even if he does not know it yet."

Mention of the name Monk acted upon Ham very nuch as if a gun had been shot off under the
bedcovers. He sat up straight, npaning, shaking.

"A devil!" he croaked. "There on the wall! He's green with little sharp horns and—

Nat Pi per backed away fromthe bed and found a nurse.

"I's he always this bad?" Nat Piper wanted to know.

"He seens to be getting worse, poor fellow " the nurse replied.

Nat Piper made a grimnouth. "Has he any noney left at all?"

"Not a cent. He is a pauper."”

Nat Piper said, "I'lIl take care of his hospital bill, and | can also supply a few dollars for
spendi ng noney. "
"That woul d be wonderful," the nurse said. "But why should you do that?"

"Maybe |’ ve been through the sane thing Hamis going through,” Nat Piper said.

WHEN Nat Piper left the hospital, he wore a fiercely determ ned expression. He strode to a

wai ting car.

Boscoe, the fat fellow who couldn't help stealing things, was driving the car. And Percy

Smal ling, the financial journal publisher, was in the rear seat.

"Drive to Monk Mayfair’s penthouse. Boscoe," Nat Piper said.

Monk Mayfair’'s penthouse was one of the flashiest in the city. It occupied the top of a

skyscraper near Wall Street. Part of it was devoted to an enornous chem cal |aboratory, for Mnk was
a clever chem st, and had perfected a nunber of chem cal discoveries which had brought hima

consi derabl e fortune. He had already been a rich man when he had perpetrated his cruel sw ndle on
Ham

Not the least interesting feature of the penthouse was a narbl e-and-silver wallow ng place for

Monk’ s unusual pet pig, naned Habeas Corpus. This wallow was filled with perfuned nud, equipped with
heal th-ray | anps and ot her devices.

Monk was only a little over five feet in height, and was al nbst as broad. He had | ong thick arns

whi ch were very hairy. H's face was an incredibly honely one, with a huge nmouth which was twi sted in
a big grin as Monk surveyed Nat Piper.

"What cha want ?" Monk asked.

"l have just been to see Ham Brooks," Nat Piper said.



Monk’s grin got bigger. "That shyster!"
Nat Pi per said, "You robbed Ham Brooks!"

"The heck | did!" Mnk jeered. "I was inside the |aw"
"Neverthel ess, you robbed him" Nat Piper said. "Ham Brooks may not be the first nman you have
swi ndl ed, although | will admt you have covered the other acts cleverly. W found no evidence

agai nst you when we exam ned your record."

Monk shoved his honely face forward.

"Look here, what’'re you checkin’ up on nme for?" he demanded.

"Sinple," Nat Piper said. "You are going to return to Ham Brooks every cent you fleeced himof."
Monk brayed a | augh.

"Furthernore," added Nat Piper, "you are going to present one mllion dollars of your personal
fortune, over and above what you return to Ham to charity. The mllion will be a gift to redeem
yourself with society."

Monk scow ed. "You think you' re serious about that?"

"Don't worry. |’'m serious enough."

Monk suddenly roared mirthfully. "You crazy fool, whoever and whatever you are! Get out of here!"
Nat Piper said, "W always warn our patients. W give thema chance to repent and nake
restitution.”

"What kind of crazy talk is this?"

"It probably does sound nad," Nat Piper stated. "But maybe this will help change your mnd."

NAT PI PER now produced a small note book, to the pages of which were pasted newspaper clippings.
They dealt with the di sappearance of the twenty-two wealthy nen during the past year or so. It was
identical with the assortnent of clippings which Doc Savage had assenbl ed.

"Huh!" Monk growl ed. "What’s this?"

"l don’t know whether these warnings do any good," Nat Piper said. "Each of those twenty-two nen
were warned, too, but they ignored it."

Monk yelled, "You nean you are responsible for these nmen vani shing?"

"Not |," corrected Nat Piper. "The Sea Angel."

"The what ?"

"The Sea Angel. A fantastic being which has come out of the sea, a creature w th supernatural
powers, an angel of vengeance which strikes only at w ongdoers."

"Then the Sea Angel will have to take care of you," Nat Piper declared quietly.

Wth that, Nat Piper backed out and hurried down to the street. He got into the car with Boscoe
and Percy Smalling, and they drove off.

"\What about Doc Savage?" Boscoe wanted to know.

"l do not think Savage is making nmuch progress," Nat Piper said.

Chapter | X. THE TRAP

DOC SAVAGE was making progress. At |east, he had recovered consciousness and the ability to nove.
He lay on the sidewal k of the street in front of Percy Smalling’ s office. A curious crowd
surrounded him Three men in white who had evidently arrived in an anmbul ance whi ch was standi ng
near, were dressing various cuts.

Two or three persons on the street had seen the incredible Sea Angel at the w ndow from whi ch Doc
had fallen, or rather, flung hinself.

Police had entered the building, searched it, but the nonster nust have departed already by the
back way.

Cane a stir in the throng. A man shoved through. He was taller than any man in the crowd, and he
was al so thinner than it seemed any man could be and still live. He was just a bunch of sticks
inside his clothing. A nonocle dangled fromhis |apel by a ribbon. He was not wearing it.

"I"1l be superanal gamated!" the man expl oded. "Doc! They tel ephoned ne you had been killed!"
"Not quite, Johnny," the bronze nman said.

"Johnny" was WIIliam Harper Littlejohn, the final nenber of Doc Savage's group of assistants, or
associ ates. Johnny was a noted archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st. He was al so a man who never spoke a
smal | word when he had tinme to think of a big one.

"Come on," Doc said.

And they left the anbul ance internes protesting that Doc should have a day or two of hospital
rest, as well as a thorough X-raying for broken bones.

Doc Savage, having evaded the crowd of curious, paused to address the tall, bony Johnny.

"You know where Leander Quietman’s town mansion is?" Doc asked.

Johnny nodded.

"Qui et man’ s granddaughter is watching several bound and gagged nen," Doc explained. "You had
better go there and relieve her of the job."

"What are you going to do, Doc?"

"lInvestigate a man naned Coolins," the bronze man replied.



JOHNNY | eft Doc Savage and took a subway uptown. The subway was the fastest nethod of
transportation. Alittle later, Johnny entered the grounds of Leander Quietman’s mansi on. He knocked
on the front door.

"Who is it?" a fem nine voice asked.

"A coadjuvant emissary," Johnny said.

The girl thought that over, then said, "I don’t want any. Go away!"

Johnny reluctantly resorted to words a nornmal person coul d understand and expl ai ned that he was
W liam Harper Littlejohn, associate of Doc Savage, who had cone to help guard the prisoners, also
to question them

He was admitted. The young | ady, Nancy Qui etman, had a gun, but put it away after she surveyed
Johnny.

"1 think one of those nen would talk," she said.

"A pragmatical eventuation," Johnny said. "Er—+ nean, that would be a help."

The man who the girl thought might talk proved to be a fellow who did not ook as if he had been
getting enough sleep lately. There was water and fear in his eyes.

Johnny haul ed himaway fromthe others, slung himdown on a divan. Then the gaunt archaeol ogi st
and geol ogi st began rolling up his sleeves.

"Wwhat are you g-gonna do?" the nman quavered.

"Ascertain the frangibility of your ossified tissular substratum" Johnny sai d.

"Huh?"

"In other words," Johnny explained, "I'mgoing to see just how easy your bones will break."

The man was even nore inpressed than Johnny had expected. Possibly the big words hel ped the
effect. The fellow rolled his eyes.

"Wwhy you gonna do that?" he croaked.

"W want to find out what's behind all this," Johnny expl ai ned.

Anot her voice said, "| guess it’'s about time you got interested in sonething else!"

JOHNNY spun wildly, and his grimexpectations were fulfilled. Men with guns. Several of them And
nore of themcoming in.

H O G Coolins appeared, very tall and stooped. He | ooked Johnny up and down, one
extraordinarily tall man interested in another one.

Havi ng pl ayed safe, remaining in the rear until his nmen made the raid, Coolins now took charge.
"Look around, boys," he directed.

They | ooked around, and found the prisoners and rel eased them

"1’ m proud of you!" Coolins told them sarcastically.

The freed nmen examined their feet intently and said nothing.

Coolins gave the girl a big, snaggle-toothed grin. "Getting you is a break," he said. "Your old
granddad has got the idea he does not want to help finance ny fight against the Sea Angel. | think
ny having you mght be an argunent to convince himhe should donate a little noney to ny cause."
"Extortion!" the girl hissed.

"Let’'s get out of here!" Coolins snapped inpatiently, paying no attention. "First thing you know,
Doc Savage will be showing up here."

"What if Savage goes to your office, Coolins?" a man asked.

"l've got men waiting in ny offices for just that," Coolins said, grimy.

Chapter X. BODI ES THAT BURN

H O G COOLINS and his nen entered two | arge, closed cars which were waiting, parked innocently
in front of the Leander Qui etman mansi on.

"Cet us back in a hurry,"” Coolins told the drivers.

They took half an hour to arrive at their destination, up on a bank of the Hudson River. The spot
was north of the city, and deserted. The cars had groaned and heaved over a weed-grown road for the
last quarter mle.

Johnny, when he was haul ed out of the car, peered about. There was a boat tied up to the steep
bank. At first glance, it |ooked as large as a liner.

The prisoners were haul ed toward the boat, propelled up a squeaki ng gangpl ank and aboard. Johnny
knew what the boat was then.

An ol d Hudson River sidewheel steamer! A hooker so ancient that she was no | onger serviceable,
tied here to the bank to lie until some one nmade an offer for her as junk.

A man turned on a flashlight, and Johnny observed that the portholes, the doors, the netal work,
had al ready been stripped off the craft. There was junk on the decks and in the corridors.

"A perfect hide-out," H O G Coolins chuckled. "I own the old pile of junk under another nane."
The gang heaved Johnny and Nancy Quietman into a cabin. They | ooked around. Also in the roomwere
Renny, Long Tom and ol d Leander Qui et nan.

They coul d not exchange comments, because they were gagged as well as bound.

Tall, stooped, evil-looking Coolins was gone for a few mnutes. During the time, he evidently
conferred with his men. He returned with his mnd made up about what he was going to do next.



He pointed at Johnny, Long Tom and Renny.

"Bring ‘emalong," he said.

Doc’s aids were taken into the depths of the sidewheeler, to the engine room The old boat had

once been equi pped with two boil ers—she was steam operat ed—but one of the boilers al one remai ned.
The engi nes were al so gone.

There was one boiler, and a steam punp. That was all.

"Get that boiler going," Coolins directed.

A man put a crunpl ed newspaper inside the boiler, added shavings he whittled off a pine board. He
built up a nound of kindling scrap |unber.

"The caretaker fires up the boiler every other day to punp the ship," Coolins |leered. "The snoke
won't attract attention."

Then he singled out one of his men.

"You go ashore,” he directed. "Tel ephone the men at ny office to get away fromthere. W' re going
tolay low for a day or two, and figure out a trap for the Sea Angel, with old Quietrman as bait. And
anyway, |’ve got to persuade Quietman to furnish me with some financial backing. | think he'll do so
to keep his granddaughter fromgetting hurt."

The man who was to tel ephone |left the old ship, got into one of the cars, drove a mle or so, and
tel ephoned H O G Coolins's downtown of fice.

H O G COOLINS S downtown of fice—which he had been careful not to visit for some weeks past,
incidental |l y—was situated in a building which, except for height, pretty nmuch resenbled the

Washi ngt on nmonunent .

The tel ephone cabl es which supplied the building with wires entered underground, through a single
| arge conduit.

Doc Savage had tapped those wires—er the particular one which ran to Coolins’s office. It had not
been difficult. He had brought the equi pnent.

From where he crouched, at the end of the corridor on which was |ocated Coolins’s office, he

coul d watch the door.

Doc got all the conversation between the office and the man who was rel aying Coolins’s orders. It
was short.

"Boss wants you to cone to the hangout," the man said, and hung up.

Al nost i nmedi ately, seven nen cane out of the office. They were drawi ng on coats and |ighting
cigarettes. They were not a collection a peaceful citizen would want to neet on a lonely street.
Doc Savage was in a little niche at the end of the hall. They did not see him By noving fast,
the bronze man got down to the lobby in time to see the men |leaving via the front door.

Doc did not follow themimediately. There was a very good reason for that.

Two rather plain-1ooking young nmen, loitering in the office-building | obby, had exchanged smal |

signals. Then they fell in behind Coolins’s men.

Doc watched. It was obvious the two plain-looking nen were trailing the others. Doc fell in
behind the two groups, far enough back that they woul d not notice him

The trail led northward through the city. Two sedans, an old roadster and a taxicab. Doc was in

the cab. It was the best kind of conveyance for trailing purposes.

A strange thing happened as the caval cade went north. An unexpected thing. Other cars began to
join the procession. VWen the northern end of Manhattan |Island was reached, fully a dozen

aut onobil es were trailing Coolins s nen.

Doc Savage worked with the dial of his tiny radio outfit, trying different wave | engths. Before
I ong, he picked up a voice:

It was Nat Piper’s voice, saying:

"Broadway and One Hundred N nety-first Street, northbound,” the voice said. A nonent |ater, "One
Hundred Ninety-second Street, still northbound. . . . Don't crowd us, boys. | think they' re |eading
us to Coolins."

After that, Doc Savage kept tuned in on the transmtter, which was obviously operating from one
of the cars ahead. If they got suspicious about the taxi, and one of the cars was ordered to
investigate, he wanted to know about it in advance.

But they did not get suspicious. Coolins’s men arrived at the river bank. The pursuers, Nat

Pi per’s men, poured out after them Doc Savage brought up the rear.

There was snoke coming fromthe funnel of the old sidewheel steaner.

Nat Piper said over the radio. "Let’'s open the egg, boys!"

THEY proceeded to open it.

Nat Piper’'s cars were apparently arnored. They sent the machines roaring to the side of the old
st eaner.

Coolins’s nen scanpered aboard the ship, took shelter, and began shooting. The bullets cl anked
flat on the arnored cars, or clinbed off into the sky with violin noises.

Nat Piper’'s voice in the radio, said, "Stick in the cars, boys. They' Il line up along the rail to
pot-shot at us. Then we'll take ‘emplenty!"



Boscoe’ s braying voice yelled fromone of the nachines, "What about using guns, boss?"

"Only as a last resort,"” Nat Piper replied over the radio.

Doc Savage had ordered the taxicab to stop in the brush sone distance back. The driver, who
apparently did not know Doc, but who had done the trailing for a ten-dollar bill which Doc had
shoved him was terrified.

Doc got out. The driver headed back for the city at full speed.

Doc Savage slid into the brush, and traveled fast. He reached the river a hundred yards above the
ol d si dewheel er.

Qut of his carry-all vest, the bronze man brought an unusual contrivance—a nose clip and a

nmout hpi ece nechanism He inserted two tiny cartridges of chemcal into the nouthpiece mechani sm
Then he donned the apparatus, eased silently into the river and sank beneath the surface.

The tiny diving "lung"—he nasal clip and nouthpi ece woul d al so serve as a gas mask—was good for
al nost thirty minutes beneath the surface. It did not take Doc ten to reach the sidewheel er.

He grasped the huge bl ades of the paddl ewheel on the river side and clinbed.

The noi se covered the sound which Doc nmade as he reached over and yanked the boards off a square
porthol e fromwhich the glass had | ong ago been sal vaged.

The bronze man swung through the opening. He |listened. There was only the uproar on deck.

Doc went |ooking for the prisoners, not sure as yet that they were aboard. Not being a
clairvoyant, he had not attached the real significance to the snoke com ng fromthe funnel.

Chapter Xl. DEVIL'S DERELICT

H O G COCLINS S voice rasped over the bedl am

"Finish the job in the boiler room" he yelled.

A subnarine gun nade a noi se that night have been the [ augh of an iron hyena.

"Four of you!" Coolins added. "Get back to the boiler room"

A monment afterward, four men scuttled past the door of the cabin in which Doc Savage crouched.
They did not | ook inside.

Doc, when they had gone, glided to the door. He did not seeminterested in the four nen, or what
they had been ordered to do—the nature of the latter being something he had no way of know ng.
The bronze man listened, trying to |l ocate the exact whereabouts of H O G Coolins, instead of
setting out after the four who had passed.

The four nen were grim They were not especially appalled at what they had been ordered to do.
They were scared. Frightened by the attack fromshore: H O G Coolins, in his angry excitenent,
had neglected to tell themthe attackers were Nat Piper’'s gang, and not the police.

So the four pounded frantically for the boiler room

"W gotta get the bodies burned!" one snarl ed.

The five prisoners were sprawl ed out, bound and gagged, before the fire box. Renny, Long Tom and
Johnny. Nancy Quietrman and her grandfather. And the sides of the huge fire box were red fromthe
roaring blaze within.

The victins had al ready been stripped of belt buckles, pocket contents. Buttons had been cut off
their clothing. Everything identifiable that would not burn had al ready gone overboard.

One nan seized a long stoking iron. One hand over his face, shielding off the heat, he |unged at
the mpaning fire box, pushing the white coals aside, making roomfor a human form

He pointed at Renny.

"Hmfirst!" he barked. "He's biggest. He'll take |ongest to burn."

"I"lIl bet themfists make a hot fire," another said, playing w se-cracking tough.

The third nman pointed at Nancy Qui etnman and the old man.

"Them too!" he barked.

"But Coolins wants to use the old man—

"Hell with Coolins!" the man yelled. "W snatched ‘em didn't we? A snatch is a caper they burn
you for! They give you the chair! So we get rid of the evidence. Al of it!"

The fourth man, who had | ost his nerve, npaned.

The men laid hold of Renny. He was big. It took all four of themto lift him

So they were in a group when Doc Savage cane through the door.

THE bronze nman had lived as long as he had because he did not take a chance that he could avoid.
He had del ayed following the four, seeming nore interested in the whereabouts of H O G Coolins.
He had wanted to make sure Coolins was not going to send nore nmen bel ow.

It was four against one in the boiler roomuntil Doc reached them He struck twice. It was easy.
The men did not even see him The two carrying Renny’'s feet went down and out.

The other two—they carried Renny's head and shoul ders—spun. One yel |l ed, dived a hand for a gun.
The other also yelled, and sprang backward. He hit the fire box where it was red. Yelled again.
Threw up his arns, sailed forward, and crashed violently into the bronze nan.

Attack by accident, but the best the man could have nade. Doc went down, caught off bal ance.

The other man got his gun out. He ainmed. Doc |ashed a foot at his ankles, connected, and the man
upset. The gun put a bullet in the ceiling.



When the crook fell, he was close to Nancy Quietman. She kicked him Both high heels, against his
temple. It did not faze himat all. But the man yelled, rolled over and pointed his gun at the
girl’s head—and was hit by the man who had collided with Doc. The two fl oundered. Doc came down on
them and used his fists.

That part of it was over.

One of the senseless four had a sheath knife at his belt. Doc used that and cut |oose the five
prisoners. He plucked the tape off their |ips.

Renny and Long Tom who had been seized sone hours previously, withed about, struggling to get
up. They couldn’t.

"Holy cow " Renny thunped, in agony. "I can’'t-stiff—dang Chancy horse!"

Long Tom struggled with arns and legs as rigid as sticks.

Bony Johnny got erect, weaved a little, said, "Metabatics are inutile, but of indubitable
potentiality."

When he could think of words like that to say that he mi ght nanage to navigate, he was not in bad
shape.

Doc Savage said, "Renny, Long Tom when you're able, take care of the girl and Quietman."

To Johnny, he said, "Come with me. W may be able to catch Coolins."

"I f anybody needs getting, it’'s that guy!" Johnny said, earnestly, using small words.

They left Renny and Long Tomto recover fromthe distressing effects of being tied, and headed
for the upper deck.

The ol d sidewheel er was a | arge one, and Doc and Johnny had three conpani onways to nmount. They
clinbed two, and the bronze man’s sensitive ears picked up sonething that interested him

"Let’'s see what it is," he said.

JOHNNY had no idea what Doc neant until the bronze nman led himinto a stateroom and peered
through the cracks of a boarded-over porthole.

A cabin cruiser, a lean, fast craft, was approaching the old sidewheel er.

"Har bor police!" Johnny expl oded. "No! They're not flying the police flag. It must be sone

yacht sman coming over to see what the fuss is about."

On the deck of the cruiser stood several nmen. They were equipped with rifles and tin hats. Doc
drew attention to them

"Yacht smen do not usually carry that kind of equipnent,” he reni nded.

Since standing and | ooking at the approaching boat would net them nothing, Doc and Johnny worked
up toward the deck. They clinbed a conpani onway, canme out on a deck. It was one of the encl osed
| oner decks. The cabin was between themand the fighting men. They worked toward the stern,
intending to survey the situation.

The shooting on one side of the ship suddenly stopped. Men began shri eking.

Doc Savage started running. Nat Piper had pulled sone kind of rabbit out of the hat, judging from
the sounds.

He had.

Piper's cars were close to the sidewheeler. H s men had rolled down the arnor-plate gl ass

wi ndows, and had poked nozzl es through the openings. These nozzles were attached to cans resenbling
large portable fire extinguishers.

A liquid the color of yellow paint was com ng out of the nozzles, turning to vapor, and the
breeze was sweeping the m st aboard the sidewheeler.

Johnny expl oded, "Gas!" Then he added, "But Coolins’s nen have gas nasks!"

They had, nost of them But it did not seemto nake nmuch difference.

Johnny knew sonet hi ng about nodern types of gas.

"This stuff works on the skin!" he barked. "You don’t have to breathe it!"

Then he | ooked pai ned and began to scratch his arnms and neck.

"1"1l be superanmal gamated!" he expl oded. "The stuff is back here already!"

On the river side, a siren whooped three tines. It was the cabin cruiser.

H O G Coolins reacted quickly.

"The boat!" he yelled. "We're |icked! Get aboard it!"

Wi ch expl ained that the cabin cruiser was a craft kept near by for emergencies. Probably it had
been kept in sight somewhere.

The cabin cruiser was near the box. Coolins ran for it. H's men foll owed. Those who could not run

wer e hel ped by those who still coul d.

Men began getting out of Nat Piper’s cars. They had donned rubberized fabric suits which covered
themfromhead to foot. Up the gangpl ank they scanpered, |ike beings from another universe.

Doc said, "It is tine we got Renny, Long Tom and the other two."

It was past tine. Wien the bronze man and Johnny tried to get below, their skin burned as if

al cohol had been poured upon it, then lighted. The gas had penetrated inside the old sidewheeler.
The bronze man directed, "Wait here!" and tried it al one.

He could stand the pain, the awful agony. But there was nore to the gas than that. It worked into
the body, absorbed by the skin, and brought on an inmredi ate and over poweri ng weakness.



The bronze man’s sight blurred; his huge nuscles lost the feeling of novenent. He went down, not
stunbling, not wanting to go down, but just sinking.

Doc haul ed hinsel f back to the deck, found Johnny spraw ed out hel pl ess, and nanaged to get them
both tunbl ed over the side into the river.

IN the course of the next three or four mnutes, Doc Savage came nearer death, probably, than at
any other time in his strange career. The garnments he wore, the mail arnmor and the vest, were heavy,
and he | acked the strength to swm Al nost.

Doc Savage passed out conpletely, and canme out of it to find hinself on the surface, sw ming
feebly.

Johnny was in the water, a few yards distant. Floating, which was an al nost supernatural feat,
consi dering that he had al most nothing on his bones to make himfl oat.

Toget her, they gained the overhangi ng bushes al ong the shore.

There was enough excitenent on the ol d sidewheel er that no one had noticed them

H O G Coolins and nost of his nen had gotten aboard the cabin cruiser. The boat |eft—n nuch
hast e.

Nat Piper’s gas-suited nen raced around on the sidewheel er’s decks, waving their arns and
probably cursing inside their suits.

Shortly afterward, they began carrying the prisoners off the sidewheeler. Those of H O G
Coolins’s men who had been | eft aboard had been |ikew se treated.

They | oaded the captives into the car.

Doc Savage grasped bushes with his hands, hauled, strained. He was still lying in the water, but
he was trying to get out, endeavoring to do sonething to prevent his nen being carried off by their
new capt ors.

Johnny croaked. "We've got-stop—that." He tried to get out of the water.

Nei t her of them had strength enough to neke any progress worth nentioning.

Nat Piper drove away with his prisoners.

He was jubilant.

"Coolins got away, but we put a crinp in him" he chortl ed.

He had not seen Doc Savage, did not know the bronze nan had been aboard.

"When the Sea Angel gets Monk Mayfair, we'll have this business nicely lined up,” Nat Piper said.

Chapter Xl|. THE SCHEME

MONK, ot herwi se known as Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, was a fell ow who had al ways
claimed that he didn’t care anything about his clothing. This was not the truth. Mnk secretly
admired flashy clothes. He had just blown hinself to an outfit that was hard on the eyes.

Monk stood in front of one of the many mirrors in his penthouse, admring the effect. Cutaway
coat, striped pants, fawn vest, patent |eather shoes and gray bow er. He grinned at hinself,

pl eased.

Monk’ s pet pig, Habeas Corpus, wore a platinumcollar which was studded with sone rather
expensive jewels. The pig was trying to push the collar off, using both rear feet.

"Cut that, Habeas, or I'Il tie knots in your |legs!" Mnk ordered.

Having satisfied hinself with his sartorial rig, Mnk picked up a small brass-bound | eather bag
which had a netal nesh lining which could not be cut by any ordinary knife. In addition to the
handl e, there was a | eather-covered alloy steel chain attached to the bag and the end of this was
fitted with a locking ring, like one bracelet of a handcuff, which could be | ocked about the wist.
Monk opened the bag and took out an object wapped in velvet. Renobving the velvet, he admred the
object. It was worthy of admration.

It was a royal crown—gold and platinum jewel-encrusted. A rich-Iooking piece.

Monk opened the newspaper. Inside was an item

MONK MAYFAI R BUYS ROYAL CROWN.

PAYS M LLI ON FOR JEVELED PI ECE

"Monk" Mayfair, the financial tightrope wal ker whomthe grand jury failed to indict for relieving
Theodore Marley "Ham' Brooks of a tidy fortune, to-day blew part of his swag. He announced that he
had purchased the crown of King Emanuel Alfredo, one-tine nonarch of Spain.

The purchase price was slightly over one mllion dollars.

The latter part of the item described Mink's daily habits, stated that he was carrying the crown
about with himso as to be able to admire it frequently. There was the added note that the police
had refused curtly to furnish him special bodyguards.

The whole article amounted to a subtle invitation to any thief who cared for the job to attenpt
to relieve Monk of the crown.

Monk replaced the crown in the bag, tossed the newspaper on a nodernistic table, whistled at his
pet pig, and strode out jauntily to ring for the elevator. But he did not ring.

He stared at the end of the reception hall. H's small eyes all but hung out.

He cl osed his eyes tightly, rubbed them then opened them again. The apparition was still there.
He | ooked down at his pet pig.



"Sic ‘im Habeas!" he requested.

Habeas, the pig, emtted a dubious grunt or two and began to back away on stiff |egs.
Monk squinted at the vision at the end of the reception room

"I can't say | care for your |ooks," he said.

THE Sea Angel said nothing. It did not even nove. Huge, incredibly hideous in the dimess of the
reception room it stood.

Monk, who had no nerves, grinned am ably.

"This is the twentieth century, the age of progress,” Mnk said. "You couldn't even scare a
modern kid with that rig."

The Sea Angel renmined notionless and silent.

"You ain't foolin nme," Mink stated. "You're a man, and you're wearin’ a masquerade."

There was a stir behind Monk. The homely chemi st spun. Two nen had appeared through the doorway
that opened on the stairs.

Boscoe, the fat habitual thief, and wi zened Percy Snalling. The latter was snoking one of his
awful cigarettes.

Monk jerked a thunb at the Sea Angel. "If this thing is your pet, you two guys had better get it
out of here. | don’t like its |ooks."

"That is the Sea Angel," Percy Smalling said.

"l told you about it, or, rather, Nat Piper did," Boscoe added.

"lIt," Mnk said, "is a man with an outfit on."

"Hah!" Boscoe snorted. "Wat an education you are in for."

Percy Smalling | ooked at Monk and shook his head sol emmly.

"It is natural that you should refuse to believe it is real," he said. "They never do think so-at
first. But let ne assure you that the Sea Angel is very real, and is, furthernore, a creature with
powers whi ch you m ght consider supernatural.

Monk yelled, "You two guys are the craziest-talking pair of loons | ever heard! Cear out of
here! Get ne? Beat it!" And with that, Mnk flashed a pistol.

Thi ngs happened very rapidly. Percy Smalling and Boscoe put up their hands. That was only a
stall. It kept Monk occupi ed. The next instant, one of the Sea Angel’s weird, black tentacles had
| ashed forward. It w apped around Mnk’s neck. The second tentacl e got Mnk’'s ankl es.

And it was as if hot |ead had been poured into the hollow parts of Mnk’'s bones.

The horely cheni st coll apsed, hel pl ess. Boscoe and Percy Smalling sprang forward, whipped out

bl ackj acks and tested his skull for hardness.

"That oughta hold himfor a while," Boscoe grinned.

BOSCCE t hen opened the bag which was about Monk’s wist. He found the key in the chenmist’'s
pocket s.

"Junpi ng paupers!" Boscoe expl oded when he got a | ook at the crown.

Percy Smalling smiled widely. "It |ooks as if we have already got back part of the noney he

swi ndl ed away from poor Theodore Brooks."

The Sea Angel withdrew a few feet, shuffling. The thing did not nmake a sound.

"Let's get himdownstairs," Percy Snalling said.

"WAait a minute," Boscoe protested.

Boscoe anbl ed through the other portions of the penthouse. As he noved al ong, things got into his
pockets. Boscoe's acquisitive urges seenmed to be those of a raccoon. Anything flashy attracted him
And when he rejoined inpatient Percy Snalling, Boscoe carried a sack containing sonething that

ki cked and squeal ed.

"What's that?" Snalling wanted to know.

"A funny-1 ooki ng pig," Boscoe expl ai ned.

"Throw it away, darn you!" Percy Smalling snapped.

"But there’'s a platinumand-jewel collar on the hog," Boscoe explained. "I couldn't undo the |ock
wi t hout the hog eating an armoff. So | sacked himand brought him al ong."

They picked Monk up bodily, carried himto the el evator and descended.

The Sea Angel had not stirred.

One of Nat Piper’'s sedans was parked on the street, a man at the wheel. The latter was not Nat

Pi per .

Monk was | oaded into the car hurriedly. The nen waited, |ooking around alertly.

"Nobody saw us," Boscoe said. "W mght as well set sail."

"Wait," Percy Smalling grunted. "This felloww Il conme out of it before long. And | want himto
see what happens up there."

The pig, Habeas Corpus, grunted and went around and around, sack and all, as they waited.

"I don’t think he'll nake good bacon," Boscoe said. "Too nmuch rind to him"

Monk bl ew out several vast groans and opened his eyes. Boscoe stuck a bl ackjack wapped in a
handkerchief in his nouth.

"You yell and we'll pop you," Boscoe advi sed.



Percy Smalling said, "Look out of the car at the top of your skyscraper."

MONK, curious to know what they were pulling on him |ooked out. What he saw nade his eyes pop a
little.

It was nore than fifty stories up to his penthouse, and he had to crook his neck at a sharp angle
in order to see. But there was no m staki ng what he saw.

Up fromthe penthouse flew the Sea Angel. It could fly! There was al nbst uncanny ease to its
novenent. Like a stingaree going through water, it nobved. Swaying a little, it crossed the street
and was | ost to sight above the other skyscrapers

"All right," Percy Smalling said. "I guess now you still think it is a man in a trick outfit."
Monk did not say anything

The car got into nmotion and lost itself in the traffic

"Anot her three or four hours will see us where Doc Savage or HH O G Coolins won't be able to
bot her us," Boscoe chuckled, as the car headed toward Long Island

Chapter X II. |SLAND TRAIL

BOSCCE of the sticking fingers would have been affected painfully, no doubt, had he been in a
position to listen in on what Doc Savage was saying about this time. The bronze man and gaunt Johnny
were arriving at the hospital in which Ham the swindle victim was confined

Doc and Johnny went quickly to Hanis room Ham gave thema listless | ook while a nurse stood by
solicitously.

"You only have a few nonments," the nurse told Doc and Johnny. "He seens to be getting worse
Newspaper men were just here. Poor Ham was very bad while they were present.”

Ham regi stered gl assy-eyed approachi ng idiocy.

Doc Savage was carrying a small case. He indicated it

"This is a radio receiver tuned to a transmtter in Mnk's penthouse |aboratory," the bronze man
expl ained quietly. "In various spots around Monk’s |aboratory are switches, secretly |ocated, which
put the transmtter in operation so that it will send out a steady buzzing. Monk was to throw one of
these switches if any one cane to seize him"

The bronze man now turned on the portable radio receiver he was carrying. Inmediately, a steady
buzzing cane out of it.

Bi g-worded Johnny said with small words, "Sone one has captured Mnk."

Ham sprang out of his hospital bed

"It's worked!" he yelled. "It's worked!"

"M ster Brooks, please be calm" the nurse said anxiously.

"CGood old Monk!" Ham howl ed. "He put it over!"

Ham sei zed Johnny’s bony hands and danced around the roomenitting war whoops

"Gentlenmen!" the nurse cried angrily. "You are exciting himneedl essly!"

Ham still how ing delightedly, skipped over and gave the nurse a resoundi ng kiss, causing that
flustered individual to collapse in the handiest chair

"Come on," Doc said

Ham Johnny and the bronze gi ant sped out of the hospital. One of Doc’s cars was waiting outside
In this machine, they headed downtown. Ham had brought along his pet ape, Chemi stry.

Ham r enenber ed how shocked the hospital attendants had | ooked and burst into renewed | aughter
"They didn't dream | have been faking," he chuckled. "And those newspaper reporters! They’l

roast me alive when they find out that the whole swindle was a frame-up between Mnk and nysel f!"
Johnny said, "The consunmati on was em nently paradisiacal."

"Of course the results are swell," Hamagreed. "It was a great idea of Doc’s. We found out nen
wer e di sappearing nysteriously. We failed to dig up any trace of where they had gone, or why. But
Doc knew sonet hi ng was wong, and becane very interested because such nysterious goings-on are the
ki nd of things he nakes his business."

Ham paused to take a deep breath. "W could only find one thing in common about the nen who were
di sappearing: They were all financial sharpers. Each vani shed man had sonetinme in the past given
sone one a |egal skinning."

Ham chuckl ed. "So we staged this thing. Mnk gave ne a financial trimmng, by arrangenent. He
fleeced ne out of all ny noney."

At this point, Ham | ooked suddenly belligerent. "Mnk couldn’t have done it w thout ny consent
That honely missing link wouldn’t stand a chance in a financial deal with ne!"

Wien no one denied this, Ham conti nued

"Well, the idea was to get Monk to vanish nysteriously, like the others," he said, "then trai
himand find out what was going on. It seens to have worked."

"All but the trailing," Johnny said uneasily. "Better not get too confident."

"

THE bronze man and his two aids drove directly to Monk’s penthouse. They found several persons
still standing around in the street, gaping wonderingly at the sky. Wen asked, these individuals
expl ai ned they had seen an incredible bird fly off through the skyscrapers



"I"1l be superamal gamated!" Johnny sai d.

They went up to Monk’s establishment. |t devel oped there were hidden novie caneras in the

pent house whi ch had taken pictures of the raid.

Johnny said, "I'Il be superanual gamated!" again when they exanmi ned the filns. Fromthe caneras,
the films ran into sel f-devel opi ng tanks whi ch processed them i nmedi ately.

There was a good picture of the Sea Angel.

Ham noved to incredul ous astoni shnent, exclained, "It can’t be real!"

Doc said nothing and went on the penthouse terrace.

After Boscoe and Percy Smalling had taken Monk away, the Sea Angel had wal ked out on the

pent house terrace. There were no caneras there, it happened, so there were no photographs of the
nonstrosity flying away.

"We have very little time to waste," Doc remni nded.

Al entered the car and drove northward, toward Doc Savage's river-front hangar.

Ham bought a newspaper when they paused for a traffic light. Wien he finished reading the
editorial |anbastings directed at Monk, Ham was weak from | aughi ng.

"If they had only Iynched him" Ham chortl ed.

Any m sfortune suffered by Monk always tickled Ham providing it was a mnor one. Mnk and Ham
had been good-natured enenmies for years, and had never been known to exchange a civil word with each
ot her.

This had nade the present set-up ideal. Monk had gone through the notions of swindling Hamin
order to attract whatever power was snatching sw ndlers and causing themto vanish. Nothing had
seened nore natural than that Mnk should finally settle Hamis hash for good. The two had been
perpetrating petty insults and tricks on each other for years.

Doc Savage’'s river-front hangar outwardly resenbl ed a warehouse. The sign, "Hidalgo Trading
Conpany, " on the front furthered that inpression. The building was of brick, big and snoky-I| ooki ng.
The general inpression was that it had not been used in twenty years.

Inside, it was a surprise. There were several anphibian planes, a speedy notor boat or two, a
dirigible of snmall size and other conveyances.

The pl ane which Doc selected was an autogiro, a cabin type, not so fast, but capable of hovering.
Wi | e Johnny and Ham warned up the ship, Doc tinkered with a device.

The contrivance in which Doc was interested at first glance resenbled an aérial camera which was
mounted on a swivel and could be pointed at different places. But there was no place for plates.
I nstead, a headset of tel ephonic type plugged in.

Doc took this into the plane. The autogiro took off. Johnny flew, and, at Doc’s suggestion, got
two thousand feet of altitude.

After he had adjusted headset and knobs, Doc pointed his device at the city. He noved it about.
"l hope they took the crown to the sane place they took Mnk," Ham said uneasily.

No one said anything for a few m nutes.

Then Ham grunbl ed again, "Inside that crowmn was a terribly small area in which to nount a
mcro-wave radio transmtter."

"East," Doc Savage said to Johnny, who was flying. "They seemto have taken Mnk out on Long
Island. "

The two aids settled back and began to wear big grins. The device the bronze man was using was a
direction finder of his own design. And it had spotted the dimnutive mcro-wave transmtter in
Monk’ s recently purchased crown—er the fake imtation of that crown which the bronze nan had
suppl i ed to Monk.

TWO hours later, the autogiro was still in the air—well out toward the end of Long Island now.
Wth binoculars, Doc and his two aids could see the car which was carrying the crown, and Mnk, they
hoped.

The cars—four nachi nes, one behind the other—were traversing a marsh road. There were few houses.
The Atlantic Ccean was to the south, Long Island Sound to the north.

"Look!" Ham rapped, shoving Chenmistry off his lap to the floor.

The cars were turning off. They bunped over a road which was rough enough so that the gymmastics
of the nmachines could be seen even fromthe air.

An anci ent house perched near the Sound. Patches of shingles were mssing fromits roof. The cars
pul led in and stopped.

The men, with their prisoner, Mnk, unloaded.

Ham used bi nocul ars.

"l see Boscoe and Nat Piper," he said. "But | don't see Percy Stalling. Hey! They' re |ooking up
at this plane!"

Doc directed Johnny, "W do not want to neke them suspicious. Fly on toward the end of the
island. Planes often take this route carrying fishermen out to Montauk Point."

Ham groaned, "But what about Monk?"

Wi ch, considering the violent opinions he always expressed about Mnk, was strange. Ham sounded
concer ned.



Doc said, "W will land at a spot where they cannot see us and return to investigate that place."

Johnny sent the plane on toward the end of Long Island, announcing that he thought it a good idea

to get out of sight, then fly back with the motors nuffled, and keep | ow so that they woul d not be
di scovered. It was a good idea.

Ham settling back, nuttered, "But where's Percy Smalling? W want to get himin the net, too."

Chapter XIV. COOLINS GETS A CLUE

PERCY SMALLI NG was already in a net.

He had just fallen into it. The net took the formof half a dozen vicious-1ooking men with guns.
They had appeared as Percy Snalling entered the office of his financial publication.

"Behave, brother," one of the nen advised.

Smal | i ng was snoking one of his awful home-nmade cigarettes. It fell off his lower |ip. He |ooked
at the guns and becane pal e.

"Who—what —

"Shut up!" they ordered, and searched him They found no weapons.

"This is an outrage!" Percy Snalling decl ared.

"Matter of opinion," said a gunman. "You been pulling sone outrages yourself."

"You nust be mistaken," Smalling stated virtuously.

"You're the guy who gets the | owdown on businessnen for the Sea Angel," the other rem nded. "You
dig the stuff up under the guise of getting news for your financial paper."

"Er—what kind of |ow down?" Percy Smalling parried.

"You have been classing perfectly legitimte business deals as financial swindles and turning the
informati on over to the Sea Angel," retorted the other. "And the Sea Angel then causes the

busi nessnen to di sappear."”

"You have a quaint idea of what conprises a legitinmate business deal!" Smalling snapped.

"We got sone other quaint ideas, too. Get noving!"

The men took Percy Smalling downstairs and heaved himinto the rear of a large truck, then got in
and cl osed the van doors. The conveyance got into notion.

Percy Smalling | ooked steadily at a man who had been waiting in the van.

"Ch!" he said. "I begin to understand."”

H O G Coolins, the man who had waited in the van, smled thinly and grimy.

"It took a lot of careful research to discover you were the one who gathered the Sea Angel’s
information," he snarl ed.

Percy Smalling, obviously frightened, renpoved one of his cigarettes froma pocket. They had

all owed himto keep his snokes. He lighted it, blew out snmoke, and some of the men inmmedi ately began
coughi ng.

"What are you going to do with ne?" Percy Snalling asked uneasily.

"You will soon know," Coolins replied dryly.

Smal ling swallowed. "I'mafraid | don't understand."”

"We're going to see what information we can get out of you," H O G Coolins el aborated.

This did not cheer poor Percy Smalling perceptibly. He thought about it for a while, then
attenpted a desperate expedient. He tried to yell. But a wadded felt hat was quickly jamed into his
mout h and he received an adnoni shing slap or two whi ch nade hi msee stars.

IN the course of tine, the van stopped and Percy Smalling was tunbled out. He | ooked around. The
van was inside some kind of large, ancient building.

A man yanked the hat out of Snalling’ s nouth.

"Have a good yell," the man invited, "and get it out of your system Maybe it'll sell you the

i dea nobody can hear you here."

Percy Smalling, who could not see where it would do any harm enitted a terrific bleat.

H O G Coolins hitched up his trousers and produced a box of grocery-store natches.

"Want to nmake it easy on yoursel f?" he asked.

"What do you nean?" Percy Stalling gul ped.

"Tal k," Coolins directed. "W didn't grab you because we |ike your |ooks, or because we think you
amount to anything in the Sea Angel’s gang. Wat we want out of you is words."

"Wwhat ki nd?"

"Where can we get our hands on Nat Piper, Boscoe and the rest of thenP"

Percy Smalling paused just a nonent too |ong before he answered, "lI'msure | don't know. "

He had lied, of course. H O G Coolins knewit. He opened his box of natches.

"Strip him" he ordered. "And tie himacross the truck hood."

They did this. H O G Coolins began striking his matches and sticking the heads into Percy
Smalling’s flesh while they still sizzled.

Percy Smalling screaned until his mouth ran red. After a while, he tal ked.

Percy explained, "They're waiting at an old farmhouse on Long Island." He described the |ocation
of the farmhouse. "They'll be there until after dark," he added.

"What're they waiting for?" Coolins demanded.



"The Flying Dutchman," Percy expl ai ned, npani ng.

"Ah!" Coolins |leered. "What about the Sea Angel ?"

"l don't know where it is," the victimgroaned. "You know that we oursel ves never know where it
is."”

Cool ins scow ed, but believed this.

"We'll get Nat Piper, Boscoe and the Flying Dutchman!" he leered. "And we'll get the Sea Angel,
too!"

Hi s thoughts of what he was going to do nade himvery brave.

"If Doc Savage shows up, we’'ll fix him too," he said.

Chapter XV. THE "FLYI NG DUTCHVAN'

BY this tine, Doc Savage was nearing the Long Island farnhouse with his two aids, Johnny and Ham
They had left the autogiro three nmiles back. Chem stry knuckled al ong at Ham s heels.

Wyods were around them now and they were near the farnmhouse. Wave sound from the beach reached
them Sea gulls sailed and squeaked overhead.

Bi rds were seeking roosting places in the trees, for it was nearly dark. There was a perceptible
chill in the air.

Doc Savage said, his remarkable voice so |low as to be al nost inaudible, "Wait here a few
nmonents. "

The bronze man becanme a shadow in the growing twilight, and the shadow noved, and then there was
no visible evidence of his presence.

The farmhouse had sonething the shape of a four-armed starfish, being two stories in the center,
with one-story arms shooting out. Twenty years ago, perhaps, it had received its |last coat of paint.
Doc did not waste nuch tine on the house.

Men were standing by the rear door. They peered inpatiently at the setting sun.

"lIt's dark enough now," one said.

"Hol d your horses," Boscoe runbl ed.

"I"ve got the habit of holding everything while you are around," the man told him and chuckl ed.
At that instant, a nman cane stanping out of the house and confronted Boscoe.

"That crown is gone!" he barked, "Boscoe, where is it?"

"Don’t | ook at ne," Boscoe nuttered sheepishiy.

"I"1'l not look at you!" gritted the man. "I'Il knock your block off!"

"Awww, " Boscoe nuttered. "I guess | forgot and took it after all."

Boscoe now reéntered the house. Nat Piper and another man followed him |ooking angry and
serious. They used flashlights.

Boscoe reluctantly lifted a | oose floorboard, dug in the | oose soil which was exposed. This soil
|l ooked as if it had been thrown up by burrowing rats. Boscoe brought out the crown, neatly w apped
in paper.

Si ght of the gaudy bauble was too nmuch for the man with Nat Piper. He swore, |aunched a sw ng at
Boscoe. The ungai nly Boscoe ducked, dropped both the crown and his flashlight.

The crown hit the floor and broke wi de open.

Boscoe and the others popped their eyes at the crown. They could see now that the interior was
not rich gold, but a conplicated nmechanism electrical in nature.

"Radi o!" Nat Pi per gul ped, after maki ng an exani nati on.

"Can't be," Boscoe growl ed. "Too snall."

"It's one of those micro-wave outfits," Nat Piper explained. "They don't use nuch current."

He exami ned the nechani sm further. Then Nat Piper reached a deci sion:

"Prize suckers we are!" he growled. "W bit on this one!"

He went over to Monk, and in his rage, gave the bound and gagged chemni st, who reposed in an

adj acent room a kick in the ribs.

"You had that crown fixed up so some one could trace you by it!" Piper snarled.

Renny and Long Tom | ay beside Monk. Near themreposed Nancy Qui etman and her grandfather. Al
were securely bound and sil enced.

Nat Piper, after another nonment of thought, began issuing quiet, grimorders.

DOC SAVAGE, watching the house, saw Nat Piper cone out.

He al so heard what Nat Piper said.

"I think it’s dark enough now that we can get noving," Nat Piper decl ared.

Men then cane out of the house. They carried the prisoners. Al of them

"Hal f of you go down to the beach and see that everything is ready," Nat Piper directed.

Hal f of his nen obeyed. It was conpletely dark by now.

Doc did not follow them because they did not take the prisoners. The nen who renui ned behi nd
stood around the rear door of the old house. They seened unconmonly alert.

Doc Savage becane very interested in this alertness. Once he nade the strange, small, trilling
sound whi ch was his unconsci ous characteristic in moments of stress. It had a puzzled quality.
The men were wai ting for something. Doc Savage was no m ndreader, but he was a perceptive



thinker, and in a few nonents he realized that it had sonmething to do with the nen who had gone
toward the beach.

Doc eased away, intent on investigating.

YelI's, blows, whipping of brush stopped him Then he traveled with the speed of a sprinter

t hrough the darkness. H s two nmen! The fight sounds were fromwhere he had | eft them

A light cane on. A very bright light. Doc used caution.

Nat Pi per’s beach expedition had circled and di scovered Johnny and Ham They had taken Doc’'s two
aids, and were holding themto the ground. One man was |ighting the scene with a gasoline |antern.
Four others held revol vers. One had captured Chem stry.

The menace of the guns kept Doc fromrushing in. The nen were alert. The bronze nan felt about
for a rock with which to smash the lantern. But the vicinity was renmarkably bare of rocks.

Before Doc found a stone, Nat Piper and nore of his gang arrived fromthe house. Al bore lights.
There was now too many of themto attack.

Ham and Johnny were carried, kicking and conplaining, toward the ol d house. They were tied and
deposited with the other prisoners. Doc kept in the background. As yet, Piper’s gang did not know he
was around.

Nat Pi per | ooked at Ham and Johnny and scratched his head industriously.

"You' re Doc Savage's nen," he grunbled. "I don't get this at all. The only way you coul d have
found us is by that radio mcro-wave transmtter in the crown. But how cone you are codperating with
Monk? Doc Savage threw Monk out of his organization for swindling Ham"

Pi per rubbed his head sone nore.

Boscoe suggested, "Mybe this Hamwas trying to find Monk to get revenge on hin®"

"Maybe." Nat Piper snapped his fingers. "But maybe Doc Savage got Percy Smalling and nmade him
tell where this place is!"

He dashed into the old house. There seened to be a tel ephone |ine, because he could be heard
using the instrument frantically. He came out wearing a | ong expression.

"Percy Smalling isn't at his office!" he snapped. "Sonething has happened to him Doc Savage nust
have gotten him"

Nat Piper had nade a mistake. H O G Coolins had seized Percy Snalling. Piper was aware of this
error an instant |ater.

Some one in the near-by darkness put a bullet past his nose.

IT was a bad shot. The marksman undoubtedly intended to kill Nat Piper. Piper yelled, dodged.
"Douse the lights!" he squalled.

The |ights went out.

"Cet to the Flying Dutchman!" Nat Piper how ed.

Doc Savage heard this. Naturally it was the first he had heard of anything called the Flying

Dut chnman being in the vicinity. The bronze nan eased through the trees. It was alnpst entirely dark
now.

The new arrivals were attacking. Doc had heard them com ng, but there had not been tine to do
anyt hing about it. The newconers had rushed straight in to the attack.

The bronze man al so knew who they were. Nat Piper had yelled out that sonething had happened to
Percy Smalling. Doc had not bothered Snalling. Therefore, it nmust be H O G Coolins.

Shots were banging wildly around the old farmhouse. Then nmen began coughi ng. Tear gas! Doc got a
whi ff of it, and retreated quickly. It was not the ordinary tear gas, but the kind which worked
t hrough the skin pores and rendered its victins tenporarily hel pless.

Nat Piper’s nen had evidently hurled the gas grenades to either side, |eaving a |ane through

whi ch they could reach the beach. They worked toward the water, carrying the prisoners.

Doc Savage headed toward the water hinself. He had sanpled the potency of Nat Piper’'s gas. He
kept well back.

One of Nat Piper's nmen fired a Very pistol. The missile fromthis signal weapon burst into

col ored stars high above, skyrocket fashion.

From the sea cane a replying rocket.

"The Flying Dutchman!" Boscoe yel l ed.

That changed Doc’s entire plan. There were thirty or forty nmen enbroiled in this nurky affair.
Wi ppi ng them was an operation that would require time. And there was a very good chance of getting
shot .

A bronze ghost, Doc eased toward the water. The shore curved to nake a small cove at this point.
Instead of a beach, there was a marshy cut bank which sl oped down sharply into deep water.

No boats were tied to this cut bank. There was a small, rickety wharf. But no boats. Doc had
noted that fromthe air.
Reaching the water, Doc |istened, Nat Piper’'s crowd was still coming. Coolins’s nen were still

trying to head themoff. Coolins’s nen were shooting steadily. No replying shots came from Nat
Pi per’s crowd. But they were throw ng gas grenades. Wen these burst, they sounded as if a paper
sack full of water had been dropped.

Doc shed his coat, eased into the water. He sank and pinned the coat to the bottomwi th a snall



twig. He had picked the twig up enroute for this purpose. The coat woul d hanper his sw nm ng. But
now, if they searched the shore, they would not find it

Boscoe and Nat Piper reached the shore. Boscoe nade his hands into a funnel at his nouth

"Cet a nove on!" he roared

He directed this shout at the sea

Doc |istened, keeping close under the bank where they would not discover him Not until he got
hi s head under the surface did he hear oars. Water carries sone sounds better than the air. Two or
three boats, the bronze man judged. Approaching rapidly.

Doc sank again and swam out toward the nouth of the cove. He cane to the surface. A nonent |ater
the boats passed him Three of them Wen they reached the ranshackle wharf, Nat Piper’'s crew

qui ckly | oaded aboard with the prisoners. A man brought the ape, Chem stry.

"Get to the Flying Dutchman in a hurry," Nat Piper ordered

GUNS banged on shore. A flashlight spiked its beamat the boats. Boscoe fired a revolver. The
light went out. Boscoe chuckl ed. Nat Piper threw a grenade. After it burst, there was not nuch
shooti ng

"Whoa! " Boscoe barked. "Maybe we can go back and grab that gang!"

"Too risky," Nat Piper ordered. "Keep going. W haven't got our gas suits. Anyway, too nmany of
those fellows are still able to shoot."

The boats came on. Doc waited for them Being interested exclusively in the shore, the nmen did

not see him

A few strokes put Doc directly in front of the first boat. He reached up, grasped the bow. d ose
to the water line at the bow was a ring, a heavy rope painter tied to it. Boats were often bridled
thus to make themtow easier. Doc held to the ring

Up to that instant, it had been the bronze man’s plan to upset the boats. He would stand his best
chance agai nst such odds in the water

But Doc did not try to upset the boat. It was a very potbellied boat, not easy to turn over. The
bronze man clung to the bow ring. That way, they could not see himunless they | eaned over the bow
And they were excited enough not to notice the extra drag on the boat

They probably rowed two hundred yards. Then they approached something long and low lying in the
water. This might have been a shiny whale. Waves washed al nost conpletely over it fore and aft. No
trace of light showed anywhere.

A subnarine

Doc rel eased his grip, sank, and swamwi th power. He cane up near the stern of the craft

It was quite dark. The snall boats were conming al ongside the bow of the subnersible. The

occupants unl oaded. Then the boats were yanked aboard and stowed away in |arge flush | ockers

DURI NG t he excitenment attendant on this operation, Doc Savage haul ed hinsel f aboard the

submarine. A hatch aft of the conning tower was open. Nobody was near it. The conning tower shut off
the view of those forward

Doc eased down the hatch. He had a plan. It was to reach the engine room Fromthere, the

behavi or of the ship could be controlled

Doc Savage was the product of an intensive training since childhood. He had studi ed submarines

He owned one hinself, a snmall one which had been built for scientific investigations under the
Arctic ice pack. He realized that this undersea boat was a German U boat of Wrld War vintage

Once in control of the engine room he would have the submarine at his nmercy

The man of bronze worked along an iron corridor toward the engine room Then he heard voi ces
Approaching. Three men. Not yet ready to reveal his presence, Doc | ooked about for a hiding place
A tiny steel cubicle seemed to be the only thing which was offered. He stepped into it. The

chanber was stacked high with boxes of canned food. There was barely roomto close the door, once he
was inside. He got it shut. Small ventilating slits perforated the top of the door, so there would
be air.

Doc waited. The nen tranped cl ose

Ca ank

went the hasp on the door. Doc was not often taken by surprise, but this got himflat-footed. He
tried the door surreptitiously. It would not open

One of the men outside said, "There's canned fruits and jellies in there. W won't need any of it
for several days. Probably not until we reach the Sea Angel’s honme. But Boscoe will clean the place
out if we leave it unlocked."

Anot her man chuckl ed. "Boscoe ate a whol e case of peaches in two days on the last trip. You said
it. W'd better lock this up, if we want any fruit."

A padl ock went click and the men went away.

Doc Savage exerted all his terrific strength against the steel panel. But the human sinew which

is stronger than steel, actually, has not yet been devel oped

The bronze man nade his small, trilling noise. It had a disgusted quality, for he knew he was not
going to get out



The engines started and the submarine noved.

H O G COOLINS, on shore, saw the subnarine get into notion. He nestled a high-powered rifle to
his cheek and punped out cartridges until the nmagazi ne was enpty. Throwi ng the gun down, he junped
up and down in a rage

"W shoul dn’t have rushed them " he snarled. "W shoul d’ ve sneaked up behind them "

He swore at his nmen. Those who coul d stagger were stunbling about picking up those who could no

| onger navigate. The breeze had noved the gas cloud away. Sonme of themwere not entirely sensel ess
and their npaning was inpressive

"How many dead?" H. O G Coolins gritted

"Two," a man advised. "And | got a suspicion we shot themtwo accidentally. Seermed to nme as if

the Sea Angel’'s men were shooting over our heads."

"It’'s their boast they have never killed nobody!" Coolins snarled

He got his gang together. They stunmbled off to the cars in which they had cone. The nachi nes were
parked sone di stance away.

They left the two dead nen at the old farnmhouse, first stripping all nmeans of identification from
their clothing

"Maybe if the bodies are found there, it'lIl get Nat Piper into trouble," Coolins said, hopefully
Percy Smalling was waiting at the cars, guarded by one man. Percy was a nervous w eck, trenbling
and munbling under his breath

Cool i ns | ooked at himand becanme nore cheerful

"He'll tell us the location of that place they call the home of the Sea Angel," he declared. "He
may even tell us what route the submarine plans to take. |If we can catch that undersea boat enroute
what we’'ll do to it will be plenty."

"Sonething like a nice depth bonb?" a nan asked

"Sonmething |ike that," Coolins agreed. "Make it snappy. W have to get planes."

Chapter XVI. THE " PATI ENT"

Dl ESEL engi nes were driving the subnarine along the surface at a fair speed. Indicators in the
control room showed the ballast tanks were alnost fully blown, yet the craft rode lowin the water
At times, waves gurgled entirely over her. Two | ookouts in the conning tower wore oilskins and had a
wet job

Nat Pi per and Boscoe gave a few orders about the course. The nmen were to keep the undersea boat

out of waters frequented by boats. And at the slightest sign of any craft, they were to dive

This done, Nat and Boscoe went below to a tiny steel cabin where the prisoners were confined

Orders were issued. Pretty Nancy Quietman, Ham Johnny, Long Tom and Renny it seened, were to be
merely locked in a cabin. Two cabins, rather. The young woman was to have one by herself

"It is unfortunate we had to bring you along," Nat Piper explained, grinning boyishly. "W regret

it is much as you do. You will sinply be prisoners, but well-treated captives if you behave. Perhaps
what you see in the next few weeks will be a profound | esson to you."

He ignored their angry demands for an expl anation of what was ahead of them

"Take those two to the engine room" he ordered, pointing at Monk and ol d Leander L. Quietnman

the noted philanthropist and | over of mankind

These two were haul ed into the engine room The hauling was none too gentle

Every spare inch of the subnersible was occupied by stored goods. Food, largely. But |ashed to
pipes in an unused corner of the engine roomwere several remnarkable-I|ooking objects. Each of these
consi sted of a long and heavy netal yoke

This was al nost six feet |ong and | ooked |ike nothing so nmuch as two heavy archers’ bows with the
ends bolted together. To each end was fastened a chain, and at the other end of the chains dangl ed
ankl e irons

Monk did sone indignant kicking, but before Iong he found his neck inside one of the bows. It was
bol ted, and the ends of the bows riveted over the taps. The ankle irons were fastened around Mnk’'s
ankl es. Then he was unti ed and ungagged

Monk inmmedi ately started a fight. He swung at a foe, but the latter dodged. Mnk tried to rush
Boscoe. The ankle irons jerked the yokes against his neck and he fell down heavily. He got up

| ooki ng enraged and sheepi sh

"Hey!" he conplained. "I can't stand up straight with this rig on!"

"Just what we had hoped,"” Nat Piper smled

Poor ol d Leander L. Quietnman was subjected to the sane treatnent

This made Monk even nore angry. O d Quietnman | ooked so pitiful

"A fine bunch of tranps!" Mnk yelled. "Picking on an old nman!"

Nat Piper said grimy, "If this old man got what he deserved, he would go to the electric chair!"
Monk and Leander L. Quietman were now | ocked in a tiny stateroom Their prison | ooked small when
they first entered, and seened to get smaller the longer they were in it. They discovered that when
one wanted to stand up and stretch, the other would have to stay in one of the two berths. There was
an upper and | ower berth, both painfully hard



El derly Leander Quietman npaned, "I cannot understand why they accuse ne of being a bad man. For
many years, | have given to charity and hel ped poor unfortunates. | thought every one knew | was a
good man."

Monk had been puzzl ed about that, too

THE subnarine | unbered steadily ahead. In a few hours, it began rolling as only an undersea boat
can roll

Renny, Long Tom Johnny and Ham confined in one cabin, wore plain khaki coveralls. The only
garnents they had been permitted to retain. Their best efforts unearthed no way of escaping fromthe
cell.

"Where are we?" they yelled at a passing man, whomthey coul d see through the ventilating slits

in their door

"You' re on the Flying Dutchman,” the man advised. "There’s no name on her, so | guess you didn't
know. But that’'s what we call her."

"She's an old Wrld War U-boat, isn’t she?" asked Renny, whose engi neering know edge included a

bit about submarines

"Right," agreed the man. "You wouldn't think she |aid under the sea for twenty years, would you?"

" Huh?"

"Her port diving rudders nmust have foul ed a mne net which then tangled with the propellers,” the
man expl ai ned. "She could not get to the surface and her crew were overcone by |ack of oxygen."

"Is this a straight story?" Renny demanded

"Ch, it’'s true enough," the man said. "There was an itemin the newspapers about a fisherman

seei ng her when she cane to the surface. You see, the net which fouled her eventually rusted free of
its anchor and the old tub still had enough air in her to rise. She's a remarkably tight craft."”
Renny runbl ed, "So that's how you got her?"

"Nat Pi per happened to be close by," the man said. "He took charge of her, and—

Nat Pi per hinself, who had come up, said, "I wouldn't talk too much."

The man said, "Yes, sir!" and |eft

The prisoners tried to get Nat Piper to talk to them but he wal ked away. After which the

captives tried to make things disagreeable by shouting and yelling. They did it in relays, hoping to
keep any one from sl eeping. Renny’'s great voice was particularly good at this

But their captors appeared with an iron plate which they fastened over the ventilating slits

Soon the air in the tiny cubicle ran out, and the prisoners were very glad to promi se to keep qui et
After that, the chung-al ung-chung-chung of the Diesels got very nonotonous indeed. The fact that
the air was none too aromatic did not help. Its sustaining qualities seemed good enough, however

It was sonetine the next day when Monk and poor Leander Quietman were haul ed out of their
unconfortabl e cubicle

WHI LE the two unlucky prisoners stood in hunched positions because of their yokes and chains

they were handed a pail of suds and two brushes

"Scrub!" they were ordered. "And after you get done, the dishes will be ready to wash."

"Not nme!" Monk roared, and threw his brush at the nearest tormenter, knocking that worthy
tenporarily unconsci ous. Monk then followed up by dousing fat Boscoe with the pail of suds

Boscoe wi ped his snarting eyes. "How about the water treatnent, boss?"

"CGo ahead," Nat Piper directed

Monk and el derly Quietman were taken on deck. It was rather cold. They shivered. Ropes were tied
to their yokes and they were flung overboard. It was really cold then. Furthernore, they were nearly
drowned after being towed behind the submarine for a while

They deci ded the scrubbing job was preferable

"This yoke hurts ny neck," Mnk conplained. "It’'s heavy!"

Nat Pi per |aughed cheerfully and said, "That yoke is the weight of your sins bearing down on
you. "

"Just what in blazes do you nean?" Monk gritted

"Haven't you guessed what you are in for?" Nat Piper demanded

"l got a suspicion. But suppose you tell me."

"The Sea Angel is reforming rich nmen who got their nobney at the expense of other people. You got
yours that way. At least, you got part of it by swi ndling Ham Brooks. W are going to nake you
suffer for it. You are going to suffer until you decide you will never make another doll ar
wongfully. You will suffer until you decide to give back what you have taken. Then, if your
suffering properly reforns you, and you prom se never to do a wongful act again, we nay give you
anot her chance."

Monk scratched his head and eyed Nat Piper. He decided young Piper did not |ook Iike a bad egg
and his idea, if he was telling the truth, was not an unworthy one. But Mnk did not care for the
met hod

Monk pointed at poor old Leander L. Quietnan. "You're abusing this poor old fellow Piper
Quietman is a philanthropist who is well known for his kindness."



Nat Pi per |ooked at Leander L. Quietrman with utter disgust

"That old man is the nost two-faced old reprobate who ever lived!" Piper gritted. "For years, he
has pretended to be a fine old |over of mankind. And on the side, he has perpetrated business
swindl es. He has been utterly merciless. Not |ess than half a dozen suicides are chal ked up agai nst
him Men he has ruined."

Monk | ooked at white-haired old Quietnman. "Anything to that?"

"It's adirty liel!" Quietman snarl ed

But the old man’s face was tw sted, and there was sonething in the shape of his snarl, the utter
ferocity and desperation in his eyes, that Mnk had never noticed before

Monk took a deep breath. It was as if he were seeing a weasel in a coop of snall chickens which

it had slaughtered. Monk suddenly knew that nice-looking Leander L. Quietrman, the old gentleman with
the saintly reputation, was a wolf in a sheep’s garb

"Whew! " Monk gul ped. "Whew! "

Monk then decided it was tinme Nat Piper had the truth about hinself

"Say, Piper," Mnk asked tentatively, "if |I wasn't really a swindler, would | get different
treat ment ?"

"Of course," Nat Piper said

Monk sighed his relief. "Well, I"'mnot. | only faked that trinmmng of Ham The idea was to have

me play the part of a bait to find out what had been making weal t hy busi ness sharpers vani sh."
The reactions to this were not exactly what Monk had hoped for. Nat Piper emtted a roar of

| aughter, and Boscoe echoed it

"You financial wolves are expert liars!" Nat Piper chuckled. "You think of the dangedest stories
to get yourselves out of your troubles!"

"You don’t believe me?" Mnk expl oded

"Of course not!" Nat Piper snapped. "And for telling that lie, you can wash a doubl e share of the
dirty dishes and polish the boots of everybody aboard!"

Monk’ s groan was sonething calculated to nmelt the heart of a snow man. Nor was his injured
feeling softened when he heard stifled |aughter fromthe chanber where Ham was confined. Ham Mnk
realized, had overheard

And any m sfortune befalling Mnk, as long as it did not endanger the honmely chemst’'s life
invariably tickled Ham

THREE nore days of travel in the submarine becane very nonotonous. By that time, even the crew
wer e barking at each other occasionally.

Boscoe in particular was suffering. It was his own fault. The honely, fat fellow who coul d not
hel p stealing things had been banished to a pallet on the floor of the torpedo room forward.
Boscoe’s mates had becone tired of collecting their watches, noney, guns, belt buckles, even
their shoes, fromthe places where Boscoe hid themafter he could not help stealing them

Anot her thing was working on Boscoe. He loved fruit. If fresh fruit was not at hand, the canned
variety would do. And he could not find the store of canned fruit which he knew should be aboard
Accordi ngly, Boscoe was devoting his spare tine to surreptitious prowing in search of the canned
del i cacies. He was methodi cal about it. He began at the bow and worked aft. He found a nunber of
t hi ngs which he fondled | ongingly, then put back, for the fruit was uppernost on his mnd

In the course of tine, Boscoe |ocated a | azaret which was padl ocked. He reasoned the fruit was
inside. So he repaired to the engine roomand, while no one was observing, carefully fashioned
himsel f a tool for picking | ocks. Boscoe had had sonme experience al ong these |lines

H s tool worked remarkably well on the padl ock, opening it with the first try. Boscoe peered up
and down the narrow passage, nmade sure no one was in sight, then opened the door and reached in
eagerly for a case of fruit

VWhat he got was a terrific wallop on the chin. It should have knocked hi m sensel ess, and did stun
him He fell linply, not making a sound. Hi s small eyes ogled the giant bronze man who had struck
hi m

Only then did Boscoe realize he had di scovered Doc Savage. The unfortunate part of the incident
was that Nat Piper and two other nen also realized it—after they came unexpectedly into the passage
A man with Piper was one of the engineers. He had seen Boscoe make his tool and had guessed that
they woul d have to | ook after their canned fruit supply.

Nat Pi per yanked out a snall Boy Scout whistle and blew a terrific bl ast

Doc Savage rushed. Nat Piper put up his fists. He should have run, although Doc woul d probably
have caught him The bronze man had fared well on a juicy canned fruit diet. Piper felt something
like an explosion on his chin. It was a while before he felt anything el se

The other two nen ran. Doc pursued them The two had a slight start. They skinned thensel ves
whil e getting through a bul khead door. They sl anmed the door, dogged it tight on the other side
Doc spun. He knew he was in a water-tight conpartrment alone. It would be a good idea to get out
of it.

He did not nake it. Men drawn by the whistles cane running fromthe other direction, saw him
banged the door in the other bul khead before he could stop them He was |ocked in a water-tight



chanber, or section, of the submarine.

The rest was easy.

The conpartments were equi pped so they coul d be punped separately. By the same token, water could
be flushed in. The crew did this.

Before the water was up to his knees, Doc banged on the bul khead and surrendered. There was

not hi ng el se he could do.

It was just as well he gave up when he did, because they nade himpunp the water out of the
conpartrment by hand. It was no easy job.

Chapter XVII. THE GUARDI AN ANGEL

AS soon as Doc Savage finished punping, he was equi pped with one of the yokes and | eg-iron
contrivances. They then conducted himto Nat Piper, who had revived and was examning his jawwith a
hand mrror.

"You pack a wallop," Piper grinned.

Doc Savage sai d not hi ng.

Nat Pi per studied the giant bronze man for a tinme. He was obviously inpressed by the renarkable
physi que he was observing, because he whistled quietly.

"I"ve always adnmired you," he said, frankly. "You are nore or |ess engaged in the same kind of
work as ny-—nay—er, the Sea Angel."

Doc did not seemparticularly interested.

"You right wongs and punish evildoers," Nat Piper said. "The Sea Angel is doing the sane thing.
Only in a nore effective way."

Doc said, "A way that is not practical."

"I think it's as practical as hell!" Nat Piper |aughed. "You should see our results."

"One of your graduates has been running around New York—unning after you and me part of the
time," Doc offered dryly.

Nat Pi per | ooked unconfortable.

"H O G Coolins is the individual referred to," Doc said.

"l know who you're referring to!" Piper snapped.

"Cool i ns took your course of training, didn't he?"

"He was an exception,” Nat Piper explained gloonmly. "The others won't be like him"

"How do you know? Coolins is the only one you have graduated so far, is he not?"

"Yes," Piper admtted. "Say, you seemto know a |ot about us."

"Only some guesswork," the bronze man expl ai ned.

"Well, it’s good guesswork. We've been taking these rich financial gobblers and putting them
through the mll. Boy, we really give themhell. And when we figure we’ve got themcured, we wll
turn them | oose. They'll be changed nen."

Doc Savage sai d not hi ng.

NAT PI PER seened to consider, and reach a conclusion. The qui ckness with which he cane to this
concl usi on was some slight proof that he had toyed with the idea previously.

"Look here," Piper said. "Maybe the Sea Angel will let you work with us in this. You d be a |ot

of help to us. You d be doing a good work for the world. How about it? WII you aid us if the Sea
Angel will consent to the idea?"

"No," Doc said.

"Huh?"

"Not a chance."

"But why not, blast it? Your |life's work is sonething along the sane line."

"Your method," the bronze man said, "will never be successful."

"The heck it won't! We put the fear into them"

Doc Savage expl ained patiently. "Your systemis psychologically wong. Crimnal tendencies are

the result of a nmaladjustnment of certain little-known glands in the human body. Fear of puni shnent
is only a tenporary deterrent to a crimnal. Submtting the individual of crimnal tendencies to
physi cal pain and hardships only aggravates the condition in nost cases. The only feasible cure is
an operation or non-surgical treatnent of the defective glands which are causing the individual to
become non-social ."

"l don't go for that scientific claptrap!"” Nat Piper declared. "Scare hell out of them and they
won’'t dare fleece anybody again."

"H O G Coolins, for instance," Doc said.

"Aw, nuts!" Nat Piper snapped. "He was an exception. Onh, well, if you won't go in with us, you
won't."

"Your schenme is admirable in purpose, but positively will not work in actual practice," Doc
Savage said levelly. "If it were possible to cure crooks by the method you are using, | should be

the first to offer ny aid."
Nat Pi per sighed. Then he put a sharp question.
"You don't think the Sea Angel is real, do you?" he demanded.



Doc Savage did not answer.
"It's real, all right," Nat Piper said. "I think you'll realize that before long."

JUST what Nat Piper nmeant was not evident until some twelve hours |ater, when Doc Savage was

haul ed fromthe snmall storeroom where he had been confined. The submarine was wallowing in a greasy
sea.

It was very dark. A gasoline lantern was blazing on deck. This light disclosed a considerable

gat heri ng.

Pretty Nancy Qui etman was there. She gazed at Doc and managed a snmall smle.

"This is an incredible predicanent, isn't it?" she said quietly.

Al'l the other prisoners were on deck.

Nat Piper cleared his throat noisily and said, "It occurred to ne that all of you might like to
see that the master of your destinies is still with you. Look!"

He pointed over the side.

They all |ooked. What they saw was unexpected and caused several to all but stop breathing.

The Sea Angel! It was sw nm ng beside the submarine, about ten feet beneath the surface. Although

it was night, the thing showed up distinctly. It was phosphorescent in nature. It glowed. It withed
and fluttered as it swam darting about a bit. Even the long, fearsome cords attached to its queer
wi ngs glowed with an uncanny | um nance. These cords were trailing behind the creature as it swam
"Whew! " expl oded honely Monk.

"Well, bless nme!" echoed Ham |t was the first time Ham had seen the inpossible thing.

Nat Piper allowed themall time for a good | ook, then gave orders.

"CGet below, " he directed. "The Sea Angel has been acconpanying us since we left Long Island

Sound. He—t prefers to travel by itself, rather than in the submarine. Sonetinmes it flies through
the air."

"Sonmebody here is crazy!" Ham said, positively.

"Speak for yourself," Mnk grunbl ed.

"That thing is sone kind of trick!" Ham snapped. "It can't be real!"

"That," said Nat Piper, "is what | amtrying to prove to you. It is real!"

The prisoners were herded bel ow decks and returned to their respective places of confinenent.

Once nore, time dragged. But it was only five or six hours. Then, it devel oped, the prisoners
were to be pernmitted to dine together. The place where they messed was the conbination crew s
quarters and dining roomforward. The food was plain but palatable, with two exceptions:

Monk and ol d Qui etman were gi ven nothing but bread and water.

"l ain’'t gonna put up with this!" Mnk explained. "I've already |ost twenty pounds!"”

O d Leander L. Quietman glared nalevolently. The old man seened to have undergone a nmarked

change. It was as if the philanthropist and man who did nice things for the poor was only a veneer,
and hardship was wearing it off, showi ng the vicious old rascal beneath. The true reprobate that
nost of the world had never dreamed existed.

The prisoners were cautiously led aft, one at a tinme. They passed under an open hatch. And, of
course, they glanced up. And each one saw the Sea Angel .

The fantastic thing was flying along, not nore than fifty feet above the submarine! Its
triangular, finlike wings noved lazily as it kept pace with the subnarine.

It was foggy outside, but it was also daylight, and the nonster was plainly visible.

The prisoners were silent, inpressed, after they were returned to their posts.

An hour later, the submarine dived suddenly. It seened that a ship had been sighted on the

hori zon.

"We don't want to take chances!" Nat Piper yelled. "W were seen tw ce before, but the reports
were just passed off as a mistake. But we don't want it to happen too often!”

Chapter XVIIIl. THE ANGEL’'S LAIR

DOC SAVAGE and his nen never did know just how long the trip in the submarine required. Doc
probably could have given a very close estimte, but the nearest he ever actually canme to setting a
tinme was, "Several days." Mnk insisted it was a year.

Monk was having a very tough tine indeed. Not only was he unable to convince his captors he was

not a financial sharper, but he had to performall kinds of nmenial tasks—washing the dishes, washing
clothes, w ping the engines. He had to get down on his knees when Nat Piper, Boscoe or any of the
others passed. If he did not, he was pronptly knocked down. To be sure, he retaliated by knocking
down a man now and then hinmself, but it was small satisfaction.

Monk was further troubled by his fellow prisoner, old Leander Quietman. The old man was slowy
turning into a fiend. O perhaps the fiend had been there all the tine and was just beginning to
show hi nmsel f.

At any rate, old Quietman was no individual to have for a fellow prisoner. Not the | east of the
difficulties was the way old Quietnman had taken to talking in his sleep. He did not rmunbl e words
whi ch coul d not be understood, as do nost sleep tal kers. Wiat he said was distinct.

It curled Monk’s hair. Od Quietman tal ked about the nen he had swi ndl ed, nmen he had ruined,



driven to their graves. And old Quietman gloated about it. Actually slavered his joy. It nmade Mnk
shudder.

Monk woul d give Quietnman a resounding slap and wake hi mup. But the old reprobate would only go

to sleep, and the tal king would start again. During his waking hours, Quietman had taken to staring
at Monk in such a fierce way that the honely chem st began to wonder if the hitherto supposedly
benevol ent ol d man had canni bal ideas. The bread-and-water diet was enough to give themto him

Ham when Monk conpl ai ned audi bly about his difficulty, only laughed gleefully.

Monk suggested to Piper that he, Monk, would willingly turn over his personal fortune to charity
and reformforever if they would only | et himdrown Ham The suggestion was not adopted

The two pets, Habeas Corpus and Chemi stry, were aboard, Mnk had di scovered. The two aninals were
permitted to remain in the conpany of Ham Johnny, Long Tom and Renny.

Monk was not permitted to even pick his pig up and swing himby the ears, a process Habeas Corpus
enjoyed. Furthernore, Habeas was getting distinctly fatter, and Monk was pernmitted to overhear talk
indicating the shote would be turned into bacon as soon as a vote decided he would not be entirely a
rind

Little was heard from Doc Savage. Nat Piper and the others were very careful with the bronze man
giving himno chance to make a break

Everyone was in a frame of mind to wel cone the stopping of the engines when they finally did

hal t.

Before the nmachinery stopped, however, a nysterious process was followed. First, the Diesels were
shut off. The electric nmotors started whining. These were used for underwater propulsion. The
submari ne went under water. Very slowy. Nat Piper shouted orders nervously. Two nmen were at
submari ne soundi ng devi ces

Three tines, the craft grated against sonething which sounded |ike rock. It was barely noving

and no harm was done

Finally, it cane to the surface and the notors were shut off

Nap Piper cane and grinned at Mnk

"We're here," he said

NONE of the prisoners were pernmitted to go on deck and | ook at the surroundings for a while
Instead, Nat Piper had his nmen bringing nore of the yoke-and-chain devices

"1’ ve been thinking," Piper told Doc Savage. "You and your nmen seemto have a bit nore spirit
than we like to see. You are our prisoners. You ve got to understand that. And I'mafraid you don’'t
So we are going to take neasures."

The nmeasures seened to be the application of a yoke to Doc and each of his nen

Only Nancy Quietnman was spared

"You'll go in with the rest of our patients," Nat Piper told Doc Savage and his nen. "Wen we
have deci ded you understand we are running this show, we'll ease up on you."

The bronze man nmade no comment, and the prisoners were escorted on deck. They stared about

"G ory bel" honmely Mnk expl oded. "How d we get in this place without flyin ?"

It was big-fisted Renny who nore closely described the way the place inpressed them all

"A cup," he said. "We're in a cup, or nmaybe you'd call it a hole. A devil of a hole."

That was about it. The walls were not high. Two hundred feet or so. But at |east a hundred feet
of that was sheer straight up and down. At one side, the wall was | ower, and a sizable stream of
wat er poured over the edge into the oval |ake in which the submarine |lay. But nowhere could a man
climb the wall.

There was no visible outlet to this stream But the prisoners knew there was an outl et

Under ground. Leading to the sea. The subnarine had cone up it, subnerged

It was cold. Snow was visible in the crannies of the rocky cliff. The interior of the subnarine
had been warm and those on its deck shivered. But the shudders were not entirely because of the
cold. They had seen the repenting nen. They had no way of knowi ng just yet that they were the
repenting nen. They found that out |ater

The men had yokes, chains and leg irons. They were tall men, short men, fat men, thin men, old
ones and young ones. They all wore rough khaki. They were all on their hands and knees on the shore
They were not | ooking at the submarine, but at the rocky, cold ground

Not all the nen wore yokes. Only twenty-two of them The other nen, about half a score of them
were green devils who stood around | eaning on their forked spears

"This gets nuttier and nuttier!" Mnk expl oded

Monk referred, of course, to the green devils with the forked spears. The green devils were
really men, but they were dressed in green devil outfits. Their forked spears had thick shafts
One incongruous touch was the tin mlitary helnmets they wore.

By now one of the subnarine’s dories had been gotten into the water, and the prisoners were
ferried ashore and lined up with the other poor wetches who were yoked

"GET down on your knees!" Nat Piper directed. "Hereafter, whenever a devil cones near you, you
get down on all fours and pray for the deliverance of your soul and ask to be nade a good man."



"l don't object to the praying," Mnk declared. "But I'Il be danged if 1'lIl kowtow to them guys
Where' d they get themdevil outfits anyhow?"

"From a nusi cal comedy that went broke in New York," Nat Piper grinned. "W bought them You may
think it's a childish touch at first, but before long it becones quite synbolic."

"Synbol i c of what?" Mnk snorted

"Of the place where financial shysters go when they die," Nat Piper said. "Get down and bow "
Monk, who was never bashful in the face of odds, waved his arns and managed to junp up and down
bul | -ape fashion in spite of his yoke

“I"l'l fight all your devils first!" he yelled

Renny roared, "And 1’11 help you!"

The green devils seened to enjoy this. They grinned, held their forked spears ready and advanced
The line of prisoners kept on their hands and knees, and watched. There was nothi ng but dejection
on their faces

Monk squared off. Renny followed suit. So did the rest of Doc’s nen. Doc, however, did not

"You are only asking for trouble," the bronze nman advi sed quietly.

Monk said, "Maybe, but | feel like asking for it."

One of the green Lucifers junped at Monk. He poked the honely chemist lightly with his spear
Resul ts were expl osive

Monk how ed, junped high in the air, nearly broke his neck with the yoke, and canme down flat on
his back. He squalled, "OM Owv—w"

"Holy cow " Renny bl ared, having been prodded hinsel f. The woul d-be scrappers were speedily
induced to get down on all fours

"The spear handl es contain batteries, spark coils and a push button," Nat Piper grinned. "They
del i ver an agoni zi ng but harnl ess shock."

"W tried whips first," Boscoe added. "But these beat whips all hollow"

Nat Piper said solemmly, "Day by day, in every way, | want nothing nore than to love ny fell ow
man. "

"What's that?" Monk gritted

"It's what you say out loud every tine a green devil passes you," Nat Piper explained. "Say it."
"I won't!" Monk yelled

One of the uni que spears poked him

" O W w !

Monk roared. "Day by day, in every way, | want nothing nore than to love ny fell ow nan!"

The honely chemi st scow ed, then added, "And | do hope, to get a rope, and tie it snug, around
the necks of you nugs!"

For that, they gave himan extra prodding with the electrical spears

HAM was grinning. The whole thing struck himas so ridiculous as to be funny.

But sone of Hanmis anusenent |eaked when he was put to work with the yoked nen. It seened they
were building a new barracks hut. The captives were engaged i n shaping the stone bl ocks out of
boul ders. Each man was furnished with a small hamer for this purpose

Monk, debating his chances of hitting the nearest green denon with his hammer, decided the
fellows were wearing their incongruous soldier helnets as a defense against just that

Doc Savage had apparently resigned hinself to his fate. He went to work quietly and chi pped out
two very good stone bl ocks

Nat Pi per stood in the background, watched this, and was not pleased

"Keep an eye on the bronze fellow," he warned his amazingly attired guards. "That bronze fellow
is as full of tricks as he can be."

When they had their bl ocks conpleted, the prisoners were ordered to carry themtoward the |ine of
cliffs. They did so. They were stiff with the cold.

Then they saw the barracks. These were |ong stone huts, about as inviting to the eye as
tonbstones. Their location was behind a small rock ridge which stood sone distance fromthe cliff
That was why they had not been seen fromthe water. The huts, however, were sonme distance fromthe
cliff, too.

"W build ‘em back a ways because pieces fall off the cliff during cold weather," Boscoe

expl ained. "The cold splits off the rock sonehow. "

By the tine dusk cane, the prisoners were very tired. Al afternoon they had found it necessary
to work as fast as they could. Not entirely because of the green inps who stood around with their
spears. It was cold. If one |oafed, he al nbst froze

It got colder with darkness. The prisoners were confined all in one |ong barracks hut

Considering that they were gentlenen in the process of being refornmed, they did not behave
thensel ves wel|l. They stol e each others’ bl ankets. They snapped and snarled at each other. There
were two fights

Monk felt sorry for themuntil he awakened, stiff and blue with cold, and di scovered some one had
sni ped the blankets off himwhile he slept. After the honely chem st staggered around and got
himsel f able to wal k again, he went hunting and canme back with nore than his share of blankets



Monk rolled hinself tightly in the blankets. The others were doing the sanme thing. It seened to
be necessary.

AT breakfast, Doc and Monk both tried to talk to their fellow prisoners. The results were not
encouragi ng. They were snarled at inpolitely unless they confined all their talk to one subject: the
stock market. What was it doing? Wiat were the quotations on this stock, that one? Was the

gover nment keeping its hands off?

One realization was necessary: These financial wolves were not being reformed. They were nerely

bei ng goaded into showing their true natures. They were not suave slickers. They were vicious
cutthroats.

Monk had never seen a set of gangsters who acted nore |ike thugs.

"You were right, Doc," Mnk said. "The Sea Angel is using the wong systemin trying to reform

t hese eggs."

The rest of the day passed and brought nothing except a liberal education in the difference

between a low crimnal who uses a gun and a high one who uses his wits. The latter were nore adept.
These men were the nost skillful shirkers Monk had ever seen. They had forned thenselves into

smal | cliques, and these groups preyed on each other, stealing each other’s food and extra garnents,
conniving to get the easy jobs.

The prisoners were supplied their food, which they had to cook thensel ves. Wien Monk got ready to
cook his lunch, he found his food had di sappeared. He squawked. The green devils told himthat was
his hard |uck; they thought he had hid it hinself to get a double ration. He would have to go hungry
until the next day’'s ration was distributed.

That evening, all saw the Sea Angel .

THE eeri e nonster appeared and perched on the rimof the unscalable cliff which surrounded the
bowl . It remained there for sonme tinme, notionless.

Nat Piper cane out of his hut, |ooked at the creature. Then he waved.

The Sea Angel gestured slightly with one silver-hued flipper in return.

"Holy cow" Renny told Doc. "I kinda figured up until now that Nat Piper was the Sea Angel. What
do you think, Doc. |Is the thing real ?"

The bronze man did not reply.

The Sea Angel was still there when darkness fell.

Nancy Qui etman seened to be faring well enough. She had been assigned a small cabin to herself,
but was not permtted to nobve about unless she was acconpani ed by a guard. The guarding job was one
very nuch in denmand.

The two pets, Habeas Corpus and Chem stry, had been taken in charge by the young woman. Mnk was
alarmed to note that Habeas seened nuch fatter.

The next day, Doc Savage selected a strata of particularly hard stone on which to work. This
rock, being of flint hardness, was avoided by the prisoners because it was very difficult to shape
it into bl ocks.

Doc pounded away i ndustriously.

About noon, he showed the green devils his hammer. The iron head of it had been beaten into a
smal | knob on the hard rock.

They gave hi m another hamrer. Then they made hi mwork on rock which was not so hard on the
hamer s.

That evening, a wi nd noaned over the stone bow . By dusk, snow was falling. Cold snow. It

funnel ed over the edges of the bow I|ike sugar.

Nat Pi per nade the rounds, warning, "Do not |eave your huts to-night. You might freeze."

Fl annel rags were given the prisoners to wap around the iron yokes so the cold nmetal woul d not
touch their necks.

Pi per spoke to Doc Savage. "Percy Smalling usually keeps in touch with us through a twenty-neter
radio amateur station. W haven't been able to contact him D d you do sonething to hin®"

"No, " Doc said.

Nat Pi per seened to believe the bronze man. He scratched his head. "I wonder if H O G Coolins
got him I'mafraid I'Il have to sail the submarine back to New York to investigate."

Pi per grinned. "Wt're going to get a politician next. He's been swiping the public noney
appropriated to relief.”

Doc queried, "Does Percy Smalling know the | ocation of this spot?"

"He has the latitude and | ongitude of this spot on the coast of Iceland," Nat Piper said.

Doc Savage was careful to look as if he was glad to know they were on the coast of Iceland. As a
matter of fact, they weren't. Doc knew that. lceland has a certain type of rock formation, and this
wasn’'t that type.

Thi s was Labrador stone. North Labrador, on the east coast of Canada. The bronze man had not
negl ect ed geol ogy in his studies.

Nat Piper left, I|ooking worried.

G her nights had been quiet. This one was noisy with the howl of the blizzard. Doc had been



wai ting for a noisy night, and he went to work.

FROM t he cuff of his khaki coveralls—the garnents had no pockets—the bronze nan drew several

smal |l slivers of steel. These were crescent-shaped, and thin.

They had conme off the head of the hammer Doc had ruined. To formthemwas his purpose in working
on the hard stone everybody el se had shunned.

The slivers were not good | ock-picking instruments. But then the locks on the leg irons were not
particularly conplicated. In sonething |like ten mnutes, Doc got themoff.

The bronze man pushed out into the howing blizzard and | ooked around. There were no guards
patrolling in the blizzard. That, however, did not nean safety.

Doc had been using his eyes. This place was wired with a hidden alarm system Buried plates and
wires which, if a man wal ked near them had their capacity increased enough to actuate a delicate

rel ay.

The bronze man watched the cliff rim The snow purled over steadily. It formed little overhangi ng

| edges of drift. These grew larger. Directly, one of themcanme |oose and fell. Two or three hundred
pounds of danp snow.

Doc renmi ned where he was. He saw snow fall in lunps three different tines.

The bronze man was satisfied. That snow, falling in chunks, would operate the capacity-system
burgl ar alarns, the sane as a nan wal ki ng over the plates or near the wires. Nat Piper’s nen would
probably have the al arms shut off.

Doc went back and picked the | eg-nmanacle | ocks of his nen.

This aroused the other prisoners. Imediately, they all demanded to be turned | oose.

"We'll kill Piper and all his nen!" an old gentl eman snarl ed.

That was exactly what Doc had expected. It was the reason he did not want to free themyet. The
bronze man did sone explaining intended to placate them

Doc described the horrors and hardshi ps of an escape nobst realistically. He explained that
whoever escaped woul d send back a rescue party, and those who remai ned behind to be rescued woul d
really have the easiest tinme of it. This appealed to these unfortunate financial wolves. They
qui et ed down.

Doc Savage and his nen now had the | eg nanacles off, but they still wore the yokes.
"l don’t know how we’re gonna get rid of these," said Mnk, who had i mense strength in his arms.
"I tried to spread mine until | was blue in the face. | couldn’t budge it."

"Lie down," Doc directed.

Monk did so. Doc put his feet in one side of the yoke. He fastened the leg irons of his own yoke
to the other side of Mnk’s yoke. Then he straightened, used all of his tremendous strength, Monk
grinned and got out of his yoke as it spread.

"Alittle help with mne," Doc suggested.

Bot h Monk and Renny, the two strongest of Doc’s aids, added their sinew effort to that of the
bronze man. He got his yoke off. They freed the others.

Monk dry-washed his hands and squeaked, "lI’mready to go to town!"

Chapter Xl X. DEATH RENDEZVOUS

THE bronze man and his aids left the |ong barracks hut.

"Wal k straight for the cliff," Doc suggested.

That was so they could circle the strange hi de-out and approach the submarine fromthe opposite
side. All had trouble with the falling snow. Once, they were conpletely buried for a tine, but
extricated thensel ves.

Doc and his aids did not begrudge the snow. It would render the alarns ineffective.

They reached the edge of the water, noved along it. The snow was knee deep. It got up their
trouser legs. Their clothing was thin. Mnk had to hold his jaw to keep the clatter of his teeth
down.

The smal| wharf where the submarine dory commonly docked | ooned.

"Br-r-rt"

Renny gul ped softly. "They’'ve got the dory aboard the sub."

"We'll have to swimout," Ham said.

Monk gave a great shake and said, "I'Il give nyself up before |'lIl do that! There's ice around

the edges of this salt water. And when salt water freezes, it's cold!"

Doc Savage slid out of his bulky coveralls. This left only his shorts.

"Keep nmoving so as not to get stiff," he directed, and waded quietly into the water.

The water felt warmer than the air at first. Then nuch col der. The bottomwas of rock. Wth his
hands, the bronze nman pushed aside the slush ice. He took |ong, easy strokes, keeping his arm
beneath the surface, using a subnmerged beat kick. He nmade good tine.

The submarine was a hard, sliny mass. Snow coated the plates, was a nush in the water. The steel
was slick, Doc worked to the bow, maneuvered carefully and got aboard. Shape of the subnmarine nmade
it nore difficult at the bow, but he had a reason for picking that point.

He was right. There was a | ookout in the conning tower. But the fellow had crouched down out of



the blizzard, and could not see the bow.

The fell ow was dozing. Snow had stuck to the bronze man’'s danp skin. It was a silent, white ghost
who descended upon the | ookout.

Doc’s netallic fingers found the fellow s spinal nerve centers and did something which only his
vast know edge of anatony made possible. Pressure induced a strange paral ysis. The victimwas
consci ous, but could not nove or cry out. He had made no sound.

Doc listened. No sound. The conning-tower hatch was open for ventilation. The bronze nman

descended quietly. It was warm bel ow. Snow nelted and ran off the big, netallic-looking man. A
single electric bulb glowed. The blizzard sounded far off, and somewhere forward an ordinary alarm
clock ticked noisily.

Doc nade for the clock ticking.

Six men were aboard. All were in the |large sleeping conpartnment. Their clothes and their weapons
hung from hooks.

After he had nade sure all were asleep, Doc collected the weapons. Then he silently closed the
conpartnment doors and dogged them shut. He tw sted the netal dogs down, using nost of his strength.
After that, the chances were none of themwould be able to free themw thout the aid of hamers. And
there would be no time to use hammers.

Doc started in on the sleepers.

TWCE, his luck was very good. The first two nmen fell victins of the nerve center paralysis as
qui etly as had the | ookout on deck.

The third man nust have been having a tense dream At the touch of the bronze man's fingers, the
fellow emtted an ear-splitting squawl. It aroused the others. They rolled out of their bunks.
Doc tightened down on the one who had how ed. Inducing the nerve paralysis required a second or
two. Doc held on. The other four nmen rolled out of their bunks and sprang upon the bronze gi ant
One man seized a pair of trousers. Doc ducked himtwice. The third time, the fellow got the
trousers around the bronze man’s neck. He held on, twisted the two ends together, tightened down.
"Help me!" he croaked. "This is our only chance!"

Two of them held the inprovised garrot. The third man was now paral yzed. The fourth survivor
sprang back, wenched up a floor plate. This exposed the batteries. A so a shiny, mechanical
gadget—a float and an el ectrical contact device. The nman jerked the float.

On deck and in the control room sirens began how i ng.

Doc had not known about that. It was a patent bilge alarm It warned of water high enough to
endanger the batteries. The man had thought quickly and set it in operation.

Havi ng done his good deed, the fellow sprang back to the attack. Doc net himwith a fist. The
fellow | ooked startled, foolish, sat down and took his jaw in both hands.

The other two nen were tough. They knew their way around in rough-and-tunble. Their fists found
sensitive places. Their kicks hurt. They were hard to hit.

Over and over, the two went. The choking trousers were still around Doc’s neck. Very tight, now
The two sirens still npaned al armingly.

Doc trapped one foe with his legs. The fellow said, "Oo-s-h!" as his air went out. He rel eased
the trousers. Doc tw sted, got free of the other man. The fellow | eaped for the bul khead door,
fought the dogs.

Wth just the right force to nake unconsci ousness without undue damage, Doc bunped the ot her
man's head on the iron floor. The fellow, when released, rolled over and lay half in the battery
tray.

The last man squared off and tried to box, which was his m stake, because there was a | oud report
and it was some tinme before he awakened.

Doc haul ed the man out of the battery tray so the acid on top of the storage batteries would not
eat his hands.

Then the bronze nman jerked the bilge alarmcontact open. The sirens stopped. Too | ate, probably.
It was too |late. Doc saw that when he reached the conning tower.

Nat Piper had heard the siren alarm The whole interior of the rocky pit was white with Iight
froma flare which he had put out.

PIPER' S men were running for the water. Three of themcarried |ight skin kayaks. Eskinp-type

boat s.

Monk and Doc’s other aids had hesitated about entering the water. They were cold. The water was
cold. It was doubtful if they could all make it to the submarine, swi nmng. But they had decided to
try.

There was no shooting. Merely action. Piper’'s men raced to the water, |aunched their kayaks. Sone
one put out a second magnesium flare and made things brighter. A weird scene with the snow, the w nd
and the fast novenent.

Ham was in trouble now. A cranp fromthe cold. He cried out once and sank. Mnk, who had

frequently voi ced the hope Ham woul d drown, turned back and hel ped him

Doc raced forward, worked with the dories, endeavoring to get one in the water. The subnarine was



anchored. Getting the hook up would take tine.

Launching a dory would take too nuch tine, too. They were collapsible craft. Wirk with a wench
was necessary to neke them water-tight.

Doc whi pped back to the tower, went below He got sone of the guns he had col |l ected. He broke
them | ooked at the cartridges. At first glance, they had the appearance of blanks. But tiny print
on the wads said, "Reg. Tear." Tear gas. No good here. He | ooked. There seened to be no cartridges
with bullets.

He went on deck and plunged overboard. The water felt like solid ice, full of needles. And it was
too late, anyway. Nat Piper’'s men in the kayaks had overhaul ed the swimrers. The latter dived.

Pi per’s nmen began tossing grenades into the water. They threw themwell clear of the swimers, so
that the terrific concussion as they expl oded woul d show the swimers they had no chance.

Monk and the others realized this. They pernmitted thensel ves to be haul ed ashore.

The three kayaks raced Doc for the undersea boat. The bronze man beat them but by no nore than
twenty feet.

He pitched into the conning tower, dropped the sensel ess | ookout bel ow, followed, snapped down
the hatch, nmade it snug. Then he sprang to the controls and sank the subnari ne.

Nat Piper’s nen stanped the deck and swore as the U boat subnerged. Then they were washed off and
could only swim

WATER in the cup was deeper than expected. Fully a hundred feet. Doc brought the craft to rest
gently on the bottom There were several things to do in order to make the craft safe, and he did
them then conducted a | eisurely search of the craft. He was safe here for the time being, for Nat
Pi per was not likely to endanger his craft and his own men, even if he did beconme bloodthirsty.
Doc found several of the all-enclosing rubber gas suits. He |ocated grenades. But none of the
gas. He tied the prisoners, but did not gag them

The prisoners awakened, and after they had a good swear, took it philosophically.

"You can’'t buck the Sea Angel," one said, grimy.

"You're not up against anything human with the Sea Angel ," another said. "Yeah, you're out of
luck. "

Doc did not renmark what he thought either way. He went into the control room and stationed
himsel f at the sensitive underwater sounding device. This functioned by registering the intervals a
sound took to reach the bottom of the sea and be refl ected back.

But it was al so a device which picked up any underwater sounds.

The bronze man heard snmall noises al nbst at once. Then he was aware of a scraping aft. He knew
what that neant. The rubber suits. They were diving rigs as well as gas protection. Nat Piper’s nen
had dragged a cable out of the submersible and were fastening it to the craft.

Wi pping to the controls, Doc blew the tanks. The undersea boat cane to the surface with a rush,
and the bronze man flung the conning-tower trap open. He got outside with his hands full of the
gr enades.

Two kayaks were near by, where they had been overturned by the unexpected rise of the submarine.
Doc flung a grenade. It exploded far off.

"Keep away!" his powerful voice crashed.

The men righted their kayaks expertly and paddl ed away.

Doc flung nore grenades as a warning to the divers. After a while, the divers wal ked out on
shore, renoved their hoods and shook their fists at the submarine.

"Want to make a deal ?" Doc call ed.

"Yes!" Nat Piper called. "Gve yourself up and you won’t get hurt!"

Doc did not answer to that.

Toward dawn, it stopped snow ng.

And shortly after dawn, three big tri-notored planes scooted overhead. Their notors nade a great
bedl am The rock cup reverberated like the interior of a drum

The planes went on. In three or four mnutes, they were back.

A door of one of the craft opened. An object tunmbled through and fell toward the submarine.

It was poor Percy Smalling. He was alive when he was thrown out. He hit the water not a score of
feet fromthe submarine.

Chapter XX. H O G

THE pl anes arched over, stood on their noses, twi sted fromside to side. Mchine-gun snouts bl ed
red. One of Nat Piper’s nen was sickled off above the waist. The others ran, gained the stone huts.
Jacketed | ead drummed the subnmarine plates, bubbled the water al ongside. Doc went overboard. Not
hit. He was after poor Percy Snmalling.

Smal | i ng had gone down. He was still below Doc reached him fifteen feet or so beneath the
surface. The body was rag |inp.
Doc used all the care he could, got it aboard. There was still life. A small thing, mracul ously

lurking in broken bone and mangl ed fl esh.
Doc spread Snulling out on the catnap bunk in the control room Really a |ocker with a pad thrown



over it. Then Doc worked over the nangl ed nman.

The pl anes canme back and the nachi ne guns cackled like iron things of death. Five- and six-bull et
bursts sl ammed the deck. Men who know machi ne guns and how they will heat and jamdo not fire |ong
bursts. Long bursts make aimng difficult, too.

Doc paid no attention. Percy Smalling might live. A mracle. Hs back was not broken. H's skull
was intact. Nothing nuch el se about hi mwas, though.

It was Coolins's gang in the planes, of course. Doc worked. The bronze man was skilled at nmany
things, but first he was a surgeon. The submersible’s medicine cabinet furnished some of the tools
of the trade. Judging fromthe cabinet, one of Nat Piper’'s men was a surgeon.

THE opiate to ease Smalling’s pain also started himtalking. H's lungs were not punctured. Doc
did not try to stop himtalking. Smalling was rational, alnost.

"They tortured ne," he said. "I had to tell themsonmething. | told themthis place was in

I cel and. They thought it was in Iceland, anyway. W nake all our patients think that."

He shut his eyes, and the crushed pulp of his face worked.

"We hunted along the Iceland coast for a week," he creaked. "Then they knew | was |ying. They
kept torturing me. | didn't talk. Not willingly. But they gave nme sone stuff. | think it was a truth
serum They got it out of me—+ didn’'t want—eoul dn't hel p—©h-h-h-h!"

Smal ling shut his eyes again. He seened dead.

Then he said, "My pocket—note—

He did not talk any nore. But he was not dead.

Doc read the note:

NAT Pl PER:

We want your submarine, your base and your prisoners.

We want the Sea Angel dead.

We don’t care about the rest of you. You nay |eave.

It was printed and not signed.

"Cool i ns?" Doc Savage asked.

Percy Smalling, who |ooked as if he were dead, emtted a snall sigh that was "Yes."

"What does Coolins want with the prisoners?" Doc queried.

"Ransom " Percy Smalling managed, after a long while. "They are all wealthy men. MIlionaires. W
only got the big crooks. They can pay ransom MIIlions—ean—will—

He shut his eyes. Kept them shut, rather.

"Open your eyes," Doc directed.

Smal | i ng opened them

Doc held the bright Iens of a flashlight in front of the man's face, not shining it into his
eyes, but so he could see its brightness.

"Hope," the bronze man said in a calm firmtone. "All nmen have it. Al nmen can keep it. You can
keep it. You nust keep it. Wile you have it, you will go on and on."

The bronze man tal ked slowy and distinctly. Wth his finger tips, he hel ped poor Percy Smalling
keep his eyes open. H's voice was an encouraging, an inspiring and powerful thing.

He extingui shed the Iight.

"You still see it," Doc said. "You have it in you. Hope. You will keep it. You will live. Wile a
man has hope, he will not die. You will keep yours and live. Keep it. Keep it—

After a while, Percy Smalling was hypnotized, and held in his subconscious, pain-racked mnd the
will to go on living. The thing which would do nore than anything el se to make himhold to the
thread of life.

Doc Savage had done this sort of thing before. It was not exactly new. The power of hypnotism if
properly used, has |ong been recognized.

Doc took the note, a nonkey w ench, sone string, and went up onto the conning-tower platform

THE pl anes had gone away. But not their sound. They were off to the west, out of sight. Their
noi se indicated they were seeking a |landing place—+inding it, too.

Nat Pi per, Boscoe and the others had cone out of their stone huts. They were rigging a machine
gun. Their silence was grim

Doc called, "Coolins!"

"The H O G ," Nat Piper barked back grimy.

"You're in a jam" Doc said.

"l can clean nmy own fish," Piper said.

"Catch," Doc directed.

The bronze man set hinself on the fore-deck grating, drew back and threw the nonkey wench, to
which he had tied the note with the string. It |ooked Iike an inpossible throw But the wench
arched up, nmade it. The note was knocked of f when the wench hit shore rock, but was not torn so
badly but that Nat Piper and Boscoe could read it.

"This don’t tell ne anything," Nat Piper called. "I guessed it already."

Doc said, "Cone aboard. Unarned. Bring the prisoners. | will open the forward conpartnent, and



you will file in there and | will lock you in. W1l get away before they cone back."

"What about me?"

"You are a nental case, yourself," Doc Savage said. "You are possessed of a mania for punishing
weal th. You were swi ndl ed once yourself, weren't you?"

"Yes!" Nat Piper said, with enotion. "I was ruined. Every cent taken fromme. This is ny
revenge. "

"It upset your nental bal ance," Doc said. "You need treatnent."

"I"mnot crazy!"

"Not insane, no. But you will admit there is sonething twisted in a mind that will conceive a
scheme as wild as this whole thing."

Nat Piper got mad. He did not |ike being advised that he was not exactly bal anced.

"l suppose you can cure ne!" he yelled wathfully.

"I maintain an institution that will do it," Doc replied.

Nat Piper snorted |oudly. "Wat about the Sea Angel ?"

Doc did not reply i mediately.

"You and | know what the Sea Angel is," he said.

This obviously startled Nat Piper, because he absently rubbed his jaw and | ooked at his feet,
then behind himat the |argest of the huts, the one which he and his nmen occupi ed.

"Damed if | surrender!" he yelled. "I'Il fight you and Coolins both!"

Doc had expected as nuch. A young man who had done the things Nat Piper had done, fantastic as
they were, would not give up until the last ditch.

Doc gave some advi ce.

"Get all the prisoners but nmy nen in the open and chain themon the far side of the bow," the
bronze man advised. "Coolins will not harmthem because they nean noney to him"

Nat Pi per nodded. "Good idea."

"H de ny nmen," Doc directed. "Ctherwi se, Coolins will kill them"

"Fat lot of hell | care about your nen!" Nat Piper yelled, still smarting about the reflection on
his mental bal ance.

But he kept Doc’s five aids under cover.

COCLINS' S cane before long. His nmen dropped a few bullets into the stone bow to get attention.
Nat Piper and his nen scudded to shelter.

"Have you decided to give up?" Coolins baw ed.

No one answered him

"We' Il lower a rope |adder down the cliff!" Coolins roared. "Cinb it with your nen!"

There was a stir at the large hut. The door opened. In the aperture appeared a gl eam ng gray

bul k. It squirmed, got through the door and becanme the weird shape of the Sea Angel.

The thing straightened and absently folded its wings, flinging the long, black tendrils over its
back. The creature had a certain dignity.

A rifle whanged. The bullet struck the Sea Angel. There was not the slightest doubt of it.
Struck, and gl anced of f! The bullet nade a bunbl ebee whizz going off into the sky.

The Sea Angel turned, stalked to the hut door, and calmy entered. Wen it had vani shed, the door
closed, but opened alnpbst imediately to | et Nat Piper shove his head out.

"You see!" Piper yelled. "You' re not fighting nen al one!"

Arifle bullet went s-slack! into the door beside his head. He ducked back.

"We'll take our chances with that thing, too!" H O G Coolins roared.

Two bul |l ets tapped the submarine conning tower where Doc was watching, and he got down quickly.
Repairing to the control room the bronze nan used the peri scope.

Coolins’s nen tried to throw grenades onto the roofs of the huts. They had no luck. The huts were
located too far fromthe base of the cliff and, although it seens otherwise, it is inpossible for
man to throw an object froma height a great deal farther than he can throw it on |evel ground.
Rifle fire was sporadic. Piper’'s gang did not show thensel ves.

Nei t her did Coolins’s gang—after one of them was shot unexpectedly by sone one in the huts bel ow
Nat Piper’s nen had started killing in self-defense. It was, as far as Doc knew, the first life
t hey had taken.

Wth strings and bits of |eather, Coolins’s men fashioned slingshots. The kind of weapons with
which David slew Goliath. They tried |aunching the grenades with these. Their |uck was not

adm rable. After they nearly bl ew thenmsel ves up, they quit that. They w thdrew. Strange, tapping
sounds becamne audi bl e.

One of the planes flew over that afternoon. Nat Piper, Boscoe and sone others peppered it with
bul l ets. The plane did not cone back, which was wise. Its cabin was not arnored. The one bonb it
dropped did not damage the huts much. The tapping back of the cliff continued nonotonously.

Doc Savage worked over Percy Smalling, renewi ng the wound dressings and the hypnotic spell.

The bronze man’s afternoon was al nost w thout other incident, except that they shot the |ens out
of his periscope, rendering it useless.

The night, when it came, was so full of moonlight as to be |ike day.

a



DOC SAVAGE studied the night sky for a time, and if he was di sappoi nted because it was not dark,

it did not show on his smooth, netallic features. He went bel ow and exami ned the machinery, the fuel
tanks, and made certain adjustnments with val ves.

In the conning tower again, but sheltered frombullets by the steel rim the bronze nman called

out loudly. Power and volunme of his trained voice echoed off the cliffs.

Doc spoke Mayan, the ancient |ost |anguage which few besides hinself and his nen coul d

under st and.

"Are you safe?" he demanded in the | anguage. Back of the cliff the tapping stopped.

Monk bawl ed from one of the huts, "So far!"

"Ti ed?"
"We sure are. Wiat is your plan, Doc?"
"The wind is dropping,"” the bronze man said, in Mayan. "In an hour or so, there should be

practically no breeze. Be ready for action then."

Monk did not reply to that. Renny tried to, but it was evident fromthe way his shout stopped
that Nat Piper’s nmen were gaggi ng the prisoners. The tapping back of the cliff started again.

Nat Piper was scared. It showed in his angry shout.

"Savage!" he screaned. "I'min too tight a spot to stand for any trouble fromyou! The first nove
you make, 1’1l have your nmen shot!"

Doc did not reply.

The twenty-two rich Wall Street nmen whom Nat Pi per had been hol ding prisoner now set up a great
yel ling. They conveyed advice to H O G Coolins. They told himhow Nat Piper had his mnmen
distributed. They thought Coolins was there to hel p them

Nat Piper roared at them telling themthe truth. The prisoners fell silent, not because they

bel i eved Pi per, but because he prom sed to shoot themif they didn't shut up.

The noonlight got brighter, and the wind fell. The surface of the water inside the bow becane

gl ass- snoot h.

Doc Savage threw an enpty, air-tight syrup bucket overboard. The spot agai nst the east edge of
the cliff, where it drifted, showed himthe | ocation of the subterranean outlet.

Nat Pi per and Coolins both saw the bucket incident. It nade them both uneasy. The tapping stopped
again. This tine, for good.

For a while, there was ominous quiet. The water falling down the cliff into the bow did not nake
much noise. Hardly any of the snow had nelted during the day. In the far-off, a pack of wolves
how ed. Twice, the ow s made noi se.

Doc danpened a finger and held it up. It got equally cold all around. The wi nd had died

conpl etely. The bronze man was ready to go into action.

But so was H O G Coolins.

IT wasn't exactly an explosion. It was nore of a giant, abrupt npan. And a convul sion of the
earth. The whol e surface of the |ake withed and trenbled fromthe shock. The submarine rolled

slightly.
And nmeantinme, a great section of the cliff toppled over, conming apart as it tipped, as if it were
a brick wall; a giant wall nade of bricks without nortar to hold themtogether. It roared as it cane

down. Dust blew up. The earth shook. It kept roaring a long time after it seemed the cliff should
have all fallen at that one point.

Coolins’s nen, of course, had planted TNT or dynanmite. The tapping sounds had been nmade as they
had drill ed.

Wien the dust cleared, the cliff was nerely a steep slope of broken rock. A very steep sl ope.
Coolins’s nen cane down. They noved carefully, so as not to dislodge the | oose rock. The stones

| ooked small from where Doc was, until he conpared themto the size of the nen descending. Then the
rocks becane big. Many of themlarger than autonobil es.

Nat Piper yelled. Hs nmen fired.

"Don't break out the gas!" Piper shrieked.

That was because he had seen H. O G Coolins’s nen were wearing rubber suits which would protect
themfromthe gas. Coolins had cone well prepared.

It was not likely many of Coolins’s men would be hit. The big rocks of the steep débris slope
sheltered them

Doc went below in the subnarine. The men he had overpowered in taking the undersea boat |ay on
bunks. Wiite, tense. They knew what was happening, or nost of it. Doc told themthe rest in a few
wor ds.

Then he turned them | oose. He gave themtheir guns | oaded with tear gas.

"You can go ashore and fight," the bronze man said. "But Nat Piper has started using real bullets
in his guns."

"I was afraid it would cone to that," one of the nen said quietly.

The men went out on deck. Bullets rapped about them One nman went down, his |eg broken.

Doc changed his mind. "You cannot neke it ashore. Stay here."



Then he told them sonething el se that they should do.
After he had instructed them the bronze nan went overboard quickly.

THE cold water, so cold that it felt solid, gripped Doc like a hard animal. As if by pressure, it
strove to paral yze his mnuscl es.

Beneath the surface, he swamas far as he could. It was not nore than half as far as he could
nornal |y have managed. He canme up, was shot at, got his lungs full of air, went down again. Three
times Doc did that, and then the stone of the steep beach was underfoot.

Lungi ng, he got behind a boulder. Fromthat to another. A fleeting, bronze ghost, alnost naked, a
strange figure in the snow, the bitter cold and the turnoil of men trying to kill each other.

The bronze man | ooked back at the boat. The nmoon was still bright, but the submarine seened to
lie in the mddle of an omi nous, black shadow upon the water.

Doc | ocated the hut holding his nen. He ran, dodged, craw ed in the snow sonme of the time. And
finally he reached the hut. The door was open. He went in. There was noonlight enough to see.

A man was stoopi ng above Doc’s aids. The man had a knife, and his face was set, grim The
prisoners were kicking nadly at him

Doc went in quietly. The man with the knife failed to notice the shadow for a nonent, then
realized there had been one. He turned, started violently.

He handed Doc the knife.

"You cut themloose," he said. "They seemto think | want to kill them They keep kicking at nme."
Doc took the knife. The nan picked the gag of f Renny.

"Holy cow " the big-fisted engi neer croaked.

The man who had had the knife said, "Piper said to cut them!|oose so they would have had a
chance."

Doc sl ashed Monk’s bonds. Mnk renpved his own gag and got up.

"That guy Piper has some good points along with his bad ones,"” the honely chem st grunted.

The prisoners got |oose and got up and wheel ed their arns around their heads and junped up and
down. Looseni ng nuscl es.

"If we only had sonething to fight with!" Ham snapped.

The man who had brought the knife began taking revolvers out of his pockets. He had several.

"Pi per sent these," he said.

Doc Savage went to the hut door.

Coolins’s nen, sone of them were down in the cup. They fought cautiously, sure of thenselves, of
their superior nunbers. They cane on, as inpossible to stop as a fl ood.

But Doc was interested in the submarine. The great black shadow around the craft had spread. It
covered nore than half of the inlet.

"Fire it!" the bronze man called |oudly.

Those on the subnmarine heard. A brand of oil-soaked cloth, blazing with flanes, arched out of the

conni ng-tower hatch. The hatch then banged while the brand was still in the air.

G| was on the water. Thick, but inflanmmable fuel oil. It caught fire. Wth a whoosh! it spread.
Not as fast as gasoline, but fast enough.

The burning area grew. Punps inside the subnmersible were still forcing out fuel oil. Thousands of
gal | ons.

Burning fuel oil throws off alnpbst as black snoke as any ordinary burning substance. The sepia

pall grew, spread, tunbling and expanding. There was no wind to lift it out of the cup. It began to
fill the place.

"That," Monk barked, "is what | call an ideal"

"WAIT," Doc said, and the group waited.

The snmoke wad grew, crawl ed toward themlike an inpossible black mushroom

"The flames will not harmthe submarine through her plates,"” Doc said, in case any one was
wor ryi ng about that.

The snoke was al nbst on them

"The men on the U-boat did this at ny instruction,"” the bronze man expl ai ned.

The party sucked the first snoke into their |ungs.

"Now, " Doc said.

They ran toward the huts where Nat Piper and his gang were confined.

Coolins was yelling on the cliff. "Hold it!" he was bawing. "Hold it! They know the ground! You
won't have a chance if you can’t see anything!"

Maybe his nen heard him Perhaps they did not, and used their own judgnent. They held their
positions, firing a lot.

Doc and ot hers kept down. They gained the thick-walled stone hut where Piper was barricaded.
"Piper!" Doc called, so he would not shoot them

Pi per, coughing, gritted. "Damm you! What do you nmean by setting this snoke of f—

"Move fast," Doc said. "W have a chance to make the subnarine.”

Nat Piper did not have to think that over I|ong.



"Cone on, fellows," he said. "It may be an idea at that."

They cane out. It was inpossible to see one another or anything else in the darkness.

"1"11 keep tal king," Doc Savage said. "Follow ny voice."

"Right."

"Over this way," the bronze man said, talking. "Keep close together and keep down, and do not
fire back at those men. They are neking so nmuch noise with their shooting that they may not hear us.
Keep down. Do not nake any noise. We are going to pick up the prisoners. They are just ahead."
"You're going to take ny rich nmen?" Nat Piper asked, and | aughed queerly, alnpbst madly.

Doc Savage said, "W will take them of course. Al though there is not nuch choice between you and
Coolins in their case. They m ght even be better off in Coolins’s hands."

He kept his voice low It did not carry far. But it was full of a quality that nade it easy to
locate in the black pall of snmoke. Voices can be made that way.

"Coolins would turn them | oose, after they paid off. They woul d probably prefer that. Here they
are. "

Doc had found the first of the financial sharpers. They were still yoked, wore their leg irons.
They were hel d together by a long chain which was fastened to a huge boul der.

"l left the key to this chain in the hut!" Nat Piper croaked suddenly.

Chapter XXI. TRAPPED BELOW

MONK said, "Blazes! Go back and get it!"

"Wait," Doc suggested. "Let's try sonething first."

The bronze man tested the weight of the boul der to which the chain was attached. It did not

budge. They all lent their shoul ders. The rock held its place. It weighed several tons.

Doc picked up the chain. It was heavy. He could never break it. He worked down to the |ock. There
was a chance there. He took two or three turns of the chain around each hand, then tossed a | oop of
it around his chest, over his arms, with the lock in the mddle. He deflated his chest and sl ackened
his nuscles, then tightened the chain.

By this method, he could exert greatest strain. The force with which the human chest can expand

is astounding, and the bronze man’s nuscles were trenmendous. Every one held their breath.

The padl ock broke.

The prisoners had been junping about to |linber their nuscles. Some of themwere reluctant about
going along. To save argument, they were kept on the chain.

Doc began tal ki ng agai n, saying, "Follow ny voice. The subnarine is to nove close to shore. Pick

a spot where the water is deep. The oil will be burned off the water shortly. W should be able to
get aboard."

"Hel p!" bawl ed one of the rich swindlers. "Help, Coolins! They' re boarding the sub with us!"

Monk junped and knocked the man sensel ess.

"Dunb-bell!" Hamtold the honely chemi st. "Now you can carry him"

Monk did so, grunbling. Two or three rifle bullets cane toward the group. The snpke seened to be
lifting.

Cool i ns began howling. "Head them off, boys!"

Doc said, "Hurry up. Over this way. You can see each other now. There is the submarine."

The subnersible had noved in, silent under its battery power. The bow was aground. But twenty

feet of water separated the bow fromthe beach, and flames were |icking over the area. Small fl anes,
but a man coul d not swi mor wade through them

"The boat," Doc call ed.

The men on the submarine had the dory ready. Red and blistered-1ooking, they first heaved a line
ashore. Doc caught the end. Then the men tossed the dory bodily overboard. Doc and his aids pulled
it ashore along the |ine.

Men | oaded into it with sone of the prisoners. They coughed, gagged in the snoke. Perspiration
rolled. They got the first load onto the subnarine.

Pretty Nancy Quietman was with the prisoners, her wists handcuffed. She gasped when she touched
the undersea boat’s plates. They were evidently hot. Mnk sprang aboard and |lifted her onto the deck
bodily. The plates were hot enough so that they had to keep danci ng about.

The dory returned. Again. Al the prisoners were aboard now, but Doc renai ned on shore, because

it had been necessary for himto shove the hot dory to get it off.

Nat Piper held the other end of the Iine as Monk took the dory back for Doc.

And then Nat realized the position he held. He could throw the rope into the water and be free of
Doc. The bronze man stood no chance of reaching the submarine. The nearly red-hot dory contained no
oars. The water was aflame with burning oil.

Nat Pi per coiled the rope and drew back to throw it away.

I NSTEAD of throwing it, he said. "Oh, hell!" and pulled themto the submarine.

Monk gave hima parched grin. "I'Il forgive you a lot for that."

Doc found the boat’'s plates hotter than he thought. The paint was off, naked red iron show ng
through in places. He kept in the air as nmuch as possible, junping aft.



Nancy Qui etman eyed the bronze man anxiously as he dropped down the conning-tower conpanion.
"You’re not hurt?" she wanted to know.

Her concern, considering the species of hell they had all been going through, was a bit

sur pri si ng.

Doc said, "Have Monk take your handcuffs off in the engine room" gave her a brief expression
that m ght have been a smle, and went to work.

The men got the conning tower hatch shut. It was hot, al nbst unbreathable in the subnmarine. There
was not nuch snoke, however. The nen had been careful to keep the hatch shut all they could.
The bal | ast tanks drank in water when the valves were opened. The submnersibl e sank. The electric
nmot ors began to drone.

"Tail down," a man said. "That should Iift the bow Shall we back her off, sir?"

"Back her off," Doc said.

They backed, successfully. Doc watched the clock, the tachoneter, judging the distance they had
backed. The conpass told himthe direction.

"Kill sternway," he said.

The undersea boat lurched a little, stopped. The indicator said they were thirty feet down. It
was not perceptibly cool er yet.

The prisoners, the rich nmen, were huddl ed around the control -room door. Sone of them had been
able to crowd into the passages with their yokes and were crouched there.

Nat Pi per noved about to study the instrument panel. He had shoved his revolver into a hip
pocket, but the grip projected.

One of the wealthy sw ndlers |unged suddenly, got the gun.

He cocked it and crouched back, showing his lips, eyes ugly.

"Here's where we take a hand, damm you!" he croaked.

No one noved.

THEN Nancy Qui etman cane in, saying, "l just renenbered. What becane of the Sea Angel ? W didn't
see—

She | ooked at the gun, which was now pointed at her. The handcuffs were not on her wists. Mnk
must have renoved them

"Cone over here, dear!" the man with the gun snarl ed.

The girl stood still.

The gun went off. Nancy Qui etnman screaned, dodged, fell.

“I"1l kill you!" the man said. "Cone over here!"

The girl had been startled, not hurt. She cane over, trenbling. The swindler with the gun got
behi nd her.

The shot had drawn attention. Men rushed to the door. O d Leander L. Quietman was first, probably
because he had been nearest the door. He still wore his yoke and chains.

ad Quietman crouched for a nonment in the narrow bul khead opening. His |ips peeled off his teeth,
and his face got a weird | ook.

He said somet hi ng nobody coul d have understood. Just a gurgling in his throat.

Then he said, "That's swell. Wat do you want ne to do?"

"Get their guns." The man using the girl for a shield nodded at Piper’s nen.

ad Qietman wal ked into the control room But he wal ked toward the man with the gun.

"Don’t be a fool!" Doc said to old Quietnan.

O d Quietman seened not to hear. H's bl oodshot eyes were fixed on the man with the gun. And the
latter suddenly realized old Quietman was not with him Quietnman was going to attack him

"Damm you!" he screaned.

Then the man pointed his gun at Quietman and pulled the trigger.

Doc junped. He was in the air before the gun exploded. He hit it as it discharged, perhaps an
instant before. The bullet m ssed Quietnman, nade a | ead snear on the wall.

Doc’s netallic fist took care of the man with the gun. Then Nancy Quietman clung to the bronze
man and trenbl ed. There was probably reason for the trenbling, at |east, and maybe for the other.
O d Quietman sat down weakly and grinned. It was a rather nice grin for such a winkled, old
face.

"Funny," he said slowy. "I guess I'mquite an old | ouse, but she's the one thing—+ |ove—+
guess—+ didn’'t care nmuch whether he was going to shoot ne."
Long, bony Johnny canme boundi ng in, bunping his head everywhere, and barked, "I1'Il be

super amal gamat ed! What happened?”
"A man got his conscience aroused," Nat Piper said dryly. "And | didn't think he had one."
"I didn't think so—either," old Quietnman said, and laid over in a faint.

DOC SAVAGE asked Nat Piper, "How do you follow the channel under the cliff to the sea? Sunken
magnet s?"

"How d you guess?" Piper exploded.

"It is not a new method."



Pi per wal ked to the | azybench—the single berth in the control room He lifted the lid, and out of
the | ocker exposed drew a box with sensitive neters.

"Turning a crank in this case lowers a feeler ball," he said. "It’s an electrical contrivance
whi ch detects the presence of magnetism The nagnates on the bottom are heavy pernmanent magnets, and
t hey—

"We had better not waste too nuch tine," Doc rem nded.

Pi per nodded. He reached into the | ocker and spun a crank which lowered a thin, perfectly round
cabl e through a watertight stuffing box. He watched the dial.

"Crui se back and forth," he suggested. "I'Il pick up the line of magnets."

Doc gave orders. The nmotors whi ned and noved the subnersible, and after a while, Piper said,

"Now. Put her dead east."

The bronze man spun the wheel, careful to check the swing, and did a good job, bringing the
conpass indicator to rest less than a degree off the E on the dial.

"Slow, " Piper said.

Doc asked, "How deep?"

"Six fathons. The bow is deeper than the entrance."

The submarine noved ahead, its speed a mle an hour perhaps. The tension grew. This was the
critical test. If they got through, it would be sinple to evade the pl anes.

Doc, to ease the tension, asked, "How did you happen to find this place the first tine?"

"CGold mning was ny business," Nat Piper said. "I prospected this coast years ago, and found this
place. It was the season of the year when the tides are the |lowest. Wen the tide is very |low, you
can see the underground nmouth."

He took a breath. "The place fascinated nme. | clinbed down and canped in it."

"The cliff could be clinbed, of course," Doc said, and it was a statement, not an inquiry.

"Yes. Starboard a bit."

Doc put her starboard a bit.

Nat Piper said, "You had to know where to clinb the cliff. As | said, | remenbered this place.

And after | found this sub while cruising on a small ketch in the North Sea—+ went around the world
in the ketch after I was sw ndled out of my gold-mning conpany—+ thought of this place and what an
excellent spot it would be. Port a trifle."

Doc steered a shade to port.

"We're getting under the cliff," Nat Piper said. "I can tell. The magnets on the bottom are

bi gger under the cliff. W placed themw th diving suits. Now-now-we're just getting under the—=
What occurred next happened much too quietly. There was faint sound, barely audible over the

not or whi ne. The subnersible put its nose down.

Then there was a great grinding and rending of netal.

Doc whi pped forward through the narrow bul khead doors. He found nen fighting the dogs at the bow
conpartnment door. Water was sheeting in around the door as they fought to secure it. One of the nen
was fat, thieving Boscoe.

"The whol e bow is crushed!" Boscoe said hoarsely.

Chapter XXI|. FAST

DOC SAVAGE hel ped the nmen with the bul khead door. They got it shut. But water still canme in.
About twenty gallons a mnute.

The door had been sprung.

The bronze man whi pped back to the control room

"It is not bad," he said.

That, perhaps, was m sleading. True, they were alive. But they wouldn’'t be for |ong when that
water got to the batteries. Salt water and the sul phuric acid in the batteries would conbine to nake
a poi sonous gas. More nen have died in submarines fromit than from anything el se.

For that matter, gas had killed the original crew of the submarine. The Gernmans who had manned
her during the World War.

The nmotors were in reverse, turning both propellers. They | abored. Doc |istened, watched. Nothing
happened.

"We're fast!" Nat Pi per croaked.

Two of the rich men he had been trying to reformpronptly screamed |ike frightened children. One
fai nted.

Doc exami ned the instruments. The tanks had been bl own conpletely in an effort to raise the boat.
Not hi ng gai ned there.

"Coolins had rigged wires with weights on them |'11 bet," Nat Piper guessed irrelevantly. "The
wi res hung down into the water, and when the sub hit them the jerk set off a mne he had arranged
on the cliff."

"Or he decided to blast the cliff when we were under it," Mnk suggested.

"One or the other," Nat Piper agreed.

They were a weird-1ooking crowmd, black with soot, perspiring, faces anxious-looking. The rich nmen
munbl ed or noaned, and sone, rather surprisingly, began to pray.



Nancy Qui etman came to Doc Savage and rested a hand on his arm

"Sonehow, " she said, "I don't feel as scared as | suppose | should."

The bronze man, not being entirely w thout perceptive powers, was by now aware that the young
woman was showi ng rather nore than casual interest. He was enbarrassed.

Nancy Quietman was a very attractive bit of femninity, but that nade it worse, because the
bronze man nade an unalterable practice of permtting hinself no fem nine entangl enents. This was
probably the only respect in which he forced hinmself to be not exactly human. It was not always
easy.

Monk and Ham both perked up at this point. They were Doc’s rescuers when sonething like this cane
up. It was their job to distract the pretty young woman’s attention. Sure enough, Doc gave themthe
eye.

"Look, " Ham suggested to Nancy Qui etman. "Suppose you and | see what we can do toward reviving
your grandfather."

"Of course," she agreed.

Doc turned his attention back to the instruments. He grasped valves and filled the tanks. The
submarine settled, groaning a little.

"We only have air enough to blow the tanks once nore," Nat Piper remn nded.

Doc seened not to hear him He ran the port propeller in forward speed, the starboard prop in
reverse. The undersea boat groaned and noved a little again. Doc reversed the propellers. Another
groan.

The bronze man did that several times. Then he reversed both wheels full speed. The U boat noved.
"We're | oose!" Nat Piper squaw ed.

HE |1 unged to bl ow the tanks and bring the subnersible to the surface. Doc stopped him
"But why not?" Nat Piper expl oded.

Bi g-fisted Renny said, "Doc probably figures we’'ll need sone foxy work to get out of this."
Doc Savage now gave orders to punp a large quantity of the fuel oil out into the water.
"I't will rise to the surface and lead themto think we are down for good," he said. "Otherw se,

they may try to set off depth bonbs."

A man canme fromthe forward conpartnent.

"The water is making gas fromthe batteries,” he said. "I closed the next conpartnent. That w ||
keep the gas out. Before long, there will be enough water in the boat so that we cannot get to the
surface.”

Doc Savage nodded, then | ooked at Nat Piper.

"The escape port aft works, does it not?"

"Yes," Nat Piper admitted. "A man can | eave the submarine through it."

"You operate it," Doc directed. "Cone on."

"But who's goi ng out?"

Pi per knew the answer to that when the bronze nan entered the tiny barrel of a chanber which had
a water-tight hatch at the bottom and another hatch opening into the sea. Submarines, the nore
advanced ones, had been equi pped with these during Wrld War days. Al nodern undersea boats now
have them

Havi ng exam ned the escape port, Doc dropped down and said, "Now, Piper, | want a true answer to
ny question.”

Nat Piper took a deep breath. "You' Il get it.
Doc asked his question.

"Where is the Sea Angel ?"

Nat Pi per swallowed, |ooked as if he wanted to lie, said, "I guess you want ne to expl ai n—
"Where it is," Doc said.

"I'n the big hut," Nat Piper said.

Doc said, "Gve ne fifteen mnutes. Then blow the tanks, bring the boat to the top and beach
her."

Nat Pi per swallowed. "Right."

Doc got into the escape port, closed the lower lid, and tightened it.

"

When the port was full, and the outer hatch wi de, he swam out. He swam sidew se, and when
increasing light told himhe was near the surface, he was careful.
Snoke still hung over the water. But the fire had burned itself out. The new oil was thick. Doc

got his head out and breathed.

A man was shouting on shore.

"There's fresh oil on the surface!" he was bellowing. "W’ ve sunk the sub!"
Doc Savage sank quietly out of sight.

Chapter XXIIl. THE ANGEL ON THE CLI FF

H O G COOLINS, financial sharper who had not been reforned, and who probably never woul d be,
was torn between joy and disgust.

"We got them " a man kept telling him "W crushed the sub. That mine trap we fixed with wires



got them™"

Cool i ns swore.

"There’s ten mllion dollars’ worth of rich men in that submarine!" he snarled.

The man renenbered that. And he began to swear, too. Coolins’'s other men heard the profanity, and
t hi nki ng maybe some of their enemi es had been discovered, cane galloping around the edge of the
bow , close to the water.

Coolins swore at them at hinmself, at everything.

"This is a hell of a way for things to turn out!" he said.

"It could have been worse," sonme one offered. "They could have |icked us."

Meanwhi | e, the snoke was dissipating itself. It lifted slowy, and showed the greasy water in the
bow , the steep slope of the débris down which the nen had nade their charge, and the other features
of destruction, including the bodies of some of Coolins’s men who had been kill ed.

Anong ot her things, the pig, Habeas Corpus, and the ape, Chenmistry, were discovered. The two
animals were lurking forlornly among the boul ders.

A man said, "Let’'s nake a clean sweep of it," and took a pot-shot at Habeas. He m ssed, because
Habeas was hard to hit.

Anot her man said, "Suppose we search the huts and see if there was any loot left."

"\What about the Sea Angel ?"

That got silence. Uneasy quiet.

"There ain’'t been a sign of the thing," a man nuttered.

Coolins gritted. "W’ ve got to get the Sea Angel. Ctherwi se, we'll never be safe."

"Probably it was on the subnarine,” a man said.

"It can |ive underwater," some one remni nded.

"And fly."
Then a man in the background croaked horribly, "Speaking of the devil— He pointed.
"The Sea Angel!"

Cool i ns baw ed.

The weird nonster had wal ked—f its queer, penguinlike progress could be called wal ki ng—eut of

the large hut. It seened unaware that anything out of the ordinary had happened. Its progress was
taking it toward the rock slide, by which it was possible for any one with legs to nmount to the top
of the cliff.

A man threw up his rifle, fired. He hit the Sea Angel. He was sure of it. But the thing nerely
jerked a little, and went on.

"After it!" Coolins roared.

COCLINS' S nen held their rifles tightly and charged. They had quite a distance to go. The Sea
Angel , weird creature, reached the rock slide and nmounted rather rapidly.

Anot her nman fired.

"No use shooting!" Coolins yelled. "Bullets won't touch it! You should know that by now "

They panted as they ran.

"Then how-we gonna-stop it?" a man gul ped.

"Grenades!" Coolins snapped. "l’'ve got sonme grenades that will blow a battleship apart!"

The Sea Angel was al nost hal fway up the slide before the nmen reached the bottom Coolins led his
men, his face red. They scranbled up the precarious surface.

Several tines, rocks were dislodged and threatened to start a slide. The whol e sl ope was a
precarious affair.

"It’'s—gai ning!" Coolins groaned.

Sonme of his men were holding back. He discovered this, and it added to his rage.

"Cone on, you fools!" he screeched. "W’ ve got to get this thing!"

"I don't like that |oose rock!" a man yell ed.

Cool i ns, beyond caution, scranbled nadly. He bit his lips until they ran red in his rage.

By the tinme he was hal fway up the slope, the Sea Angel was only a few yards fromthe top.

The strange nonster seenmed to be | ooki ng back.

Cool i ns stopped. He dug one of his powerful grenades out of a pocket, drew back to throw.

An unexpected thing happened then. The Sea Angel spoke.

"You're taking a chance!" it said.

Coolins wanted to take a chance. He was desperate, too mad to reason. He believed he could throw
to the top, and if so, felt his grenade could blow the weird silver thing to bits.

Coolins threw the grenade.

He knew, an instant after he hurled the grenade, that he had overestimated his own throw ng arm
It was going to fall short. Coolins | eaped sidew se, trying to get out of the slide that was sure to
follow the bl ast.

He did not nake it.

The boul ders cane down, little ones the size of baseballs, and sone as big as tractors. Hopping
one over the other. Slithering and grinding and rubbi ng sparks.

They treated H O G Coolins nmuch as a grist mll treats a grain of corn.



Some of Coolins’s nen escaped the slide. Not all of them

The subnarine, comng to the surface about then, unloaded enough angry nmen to take care of the
survivors. No one was killed in the process, mracul ously.

Alittle while |later, when Mnk found a greasy spot on a rock, he swore up and down that he had
found H O G Coolins

Monk, having di sposed of that, and perceiving the weird formof the Sea Angel descending the
newy reforned slide, dashed forward

"1’ mgonna go around and around with this thing until | find out what it is!" Mnk gritted, and
sprang upon the Sea Angel

He was not shocked senseless by the long tendrils. He had, in fact, an easy tine of it. There
were sone fastenings in the back of the creature. The cheni st opened these

"As Renny would say, "Holy cow " Mok expl oded

He had uncovered Doc Savage.

THE bronze man got out of the rig, which was quite a conplicated and heavy affair of alum num
beani ets supporting an amazingly light, considering its invulnerability, bulletproof covering. This
was chain nesh in nature, several thickness, with paddi ng between.

A man, once he had encased hinself inside it, could navigate with fair agility. The wei ght was
distributed so that the affair was not clunsy.

"But what gave themtendrils their kick?" Mnk expl oded

Doc Savage showed himthe extrenely conpact and powerful generator of high-frequency electric
currents enclosed in the thing. This could be switched on to throw a charge into the long feelers
when they were w el ded

"The same systemthe green devils used on their spears," Mnk grinned

A nonment later, the honely chem st remenbered. "But this Sea Angel flew. And it swam underwater."
Nat Pi per cane up and expl ai ned, "The thing you saw flying was a rubber imtation of this Sea
Angel disguise filled with helium One of ny nen released it fromyour penthouse. W were inpressing
you. "

"How about the thing you showed us underwater?"

"Merely an affair of wood and | um nous paint towed under the submarine,"” Nat Piper explained. "As
for this bulletproof disguise here, we all took turns wearing it. First one, then another."

Monk | ooked into the disguise again. "Hah! Gas mask, too. That explains why gas didn't affect the
Sea Angel. Sone rig, but | feel kinda goofy about it. You know, for a while, | really thought this
t hi ng was sonet hing supernatural .’

"They all did," Nat Piper said dryly. Then he | ooked at Doc Savage. "That is, but Savage, here,"
he added. "I suspect now that he guessed all along what it was."

Monk scratched his nubbin head. "But | don’t see why all the el aborate business was necessary."
"Fear," Nat Piper said, and shrugged. "W felt a supernatural touch would add terror to our
operations. Men are not scared of men. But nmen are scared of things they do not understand."

VWi ch was | ogi cal reasoning

Nat Piper, it devel oped, had suddenly decided to give up his project of trying to reformrich
shysters by the nethods he had been using. He had been doing sone thinking he explained a bit later
and he had concluded his nethods were not getting very good results

Wiich was just as well, because sone of Doc’s nen had renmi ned aboard the subnarine to nake sure
Pi per’'s men did not seize their prisoners again

An expedition conposed of Renny, Johnny and Long Tom di scovered H O G Coolins's three pl anes
intact on a near-by bit of level country.

That took care of transportation back to civilization, although several trips would be necessary.

DOC SAVAGE and Nat Piper had a |ong discussion during the next two days, while preparations for
departure were being nade, and while Percy Smalling was getting well enough to be noved. Chenmistry
and Habeas had rejoined their masters

It was agreed that Doc should take the "patients" which Nat Piper had not been naking nuch
progress with. The bronze man woul d put themthrough his institution for curing crimnals by brain
operations, which nmade them forget their pasts

A d Leander Quietnman was also sent to the institution, along with the others. After the wealthy
men were trained to hate crime and crookedness, they would be allowed to go back to their fortunes
The chances were very excellent that the nen would then do a great deal of good with their noney.
During this discussion, Mnk was absent. Some one had stolen the jeweled collar of the pig

Habeas Corpus. Monk was wathfully hunting the thief. He had a good idea of the latter’s identity.
Ham seened to be doing rather a good job of distracting pretty Nancy Quietnman’s attention from

Doc Savage. Either Ham was very good, or the young wonan had concl uded the bronze nman was i npervi ous
to pretty femninity.

Ham s success did not overly please Mnk

Monk was very nad when he appeared. He had the thief by the neck. The culprit was Boscoe

Monk marched Boscoe up before Doc and ordered, "Speak your piece, sticky fingers!"



Boscoe swal l owed a few tines, then got it out.
"Look," he said. "Mnk's been telling me about a place you got in up-State New York. Er—ah—Monk—+
mean, | was wondering if you could take ne there and cure ne of being a thief?"

THE END



