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Chapter |. THE KILLI NG SPOOK
THE i tem which really got Doc Savage enbroiled in the fantastic affair was one which cane out in
a London afternoon newspaper.
KING S SPOX KI LLS
The good farmers in The Wash marshl ands of Holland county are saying today that King John's ghost
took another victimlast night in the person of Joseph Shires, the peasant farmer who staggered into
his home, nortally wounded.
Joseph Shires is reported to have gasped out that King John’s ghost stabbed him then he died.
The thing now puzzling the |ocal police is that wounds in the dead nman’s body do | ook as if they
had been made by an anci ent broadsword such as King John, English ruler who reigned in the
thirteenth century, mght have carried.
Anot her puzzling thing is the tradepi ece, or coin, dated 1216, which was found in Joseph Shires’'s
pocket after he died. King John reigned in 1216.
Moreover, it is runored that nunerous persons in the vicinity of The Wash have recently seen a
Ki ng John apparition—a towering ogre in arnor, carrying a broadsword. King John is even said to have
spoken to some, proclaimng his identity.
Al in all, though, the police are inclined to believe the ghost stories are on a par with the
sea serpent tales given such wide publicity sone nonths ago. They are questioning Joseph Shires’s
nei ghbors, seeking to ascertain if one did not conmit the crime with some farminpl enent, perhaps a
scyt he.
It was probable that quite a nunber of persons read this article, but it created no great stir
anmong nost of those who perused it, for the bit was relegated to an inside page, since Joseph Shires
was not an individual who had ranked highly.
Wl liam Harper Littlejohn was one exception. He first read the story casually, then went over it
again with greatly accelerated interest.

W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN was a very tall man, and he was al so thinner than it seemed any hunman
being could be and still live. Hs intimates frequently described himas |ooking |like the advance
agent for a fam ne.

VWhen WIliam Harper Littlejohn stood before gatherings of geol ogi sts and archaeol ogi sts, no one
smled at the fact that he resenbled an enpty suit of clothes standing erect, nor comrented on the
monocl e with which he al ways funbl ed but never stuffed in an eye. WIIliam Harper Littlejohn was
conceded to know nore about archaeol ogy and geol ogy than al nost any |iving nman.

The item about the royal spook that killed caught WIIliam Harper Littlejohn's eye because he was
hunting excitement. He had been lecturing for sonme weeks before the Fell owhood of Scientists, and he
was getting tired of it.

One woul d never suspect it by looking at him but WIliamHarper Littlejohn's big love inlife

was excitement. He was happi est when in trouble.

That was why he was one of Doc Savage's group of five aides. Trouble was Doc Savage's

busi ness—et her person’s troubles. For Doc Savage was that amazing man of bronze, that conbination of
scientific genius and physical daring, who made a business of hel ping others out of serious trouble.
"Johnny"—he was called that by Doc Savage and his group of assistants—taid aside the newspaper

whi ch contained the spook story. He fished two radiograns froma pocket. The first was dated four
days previously and read:



ARRIVING | N LONDON I N FI VE DAYS

DOC SAVAGE

The second radi ogram dated only a few hours later than the first, was evidently in answer to a
message of inquiry which Johnny had dispatched, and read

SORRY BUT WE HAVE NO ACTI ON TO PROM SE STOP AM COM NG ONLY TO FI LL SHORT LECTURE ENGAGEMENT

BEFORE FELLOWHOOD OF SCI ENTI STS

DCC

Johnny sighed gloom|ly. That second nmessage had been a great disappointment, for he had held

vi sions of Doc Savage coming to England for the purpose of hel ping some one who was in trouble. This
woul d have been sure to mean plenty of action

JOHNNY | ooked at the newspaper again and reached an abrupt decision. Doc Savage was not due in
London until the follow ng day; he would reach Sout hanpton that night by liner. There was tine
before his arrival, for a short trip up to The Wash to investigate this story of a kingly spook who
slew with a broadsword. Johnny reached for the tel ephone

"Connect me with the nearest aéronautical depot," he requested; then, having secured his
connection, he stated, "Wuld it be feasible to charter an aérial conveyance for an inmmediate
peregrination?"

"For a what?" the voice wanted to know.

"For an i medi ate noctanbul ation to the nei ghborhood of The Wash," said Johnny.

Johnny never used a small word when he had time to think of a big one. He was a wal ki ng

dictionary of words of nore than three syllables, and when he was really goi ng good, an ordinhary man
coul d not even understand him

"I"mnot sure what you want, gov’'nor," the voice at the airport told him "But if you ve got the
nmoney to pay for it, you can get it here."

"Expect me shortly," Johnny advi sed

Hardly nore than two hours later, his chartered pl ane deposited Johnny close to the village of

Swi neshead, which was on the edge of that great stretch of marshland surrounding the curious tida
bay known as The Wash. Johnny paid off his pilot and watched the plane take the air on its return
trip to London. Johnny intended to charter another plane the next day, or nmotor back to the
metropol i s

Despite the | ateness of the hour, Johnny found that Sw neshead pubs were still open, catering to
various local citizens, not a few of whomwere sufficiently inebriated to talk freely.

Johnny underwent a curious change. In engaging the plane and during the flight, he had scarcely
spoken a sentence containing words small enough for the pilot to understand. But now he cocked his
hat over an eye, tucked his nmonocle-nmagnifier where it would not be noticed, and began speaking a
brand of English which woul d have shocked his | earned coll eagues of the Fell owhood of Scientists
Furthernore, his manner was certainly not that of an intellectual giant

He asked questions about John Shires, whom King John’s ghost was supposed to have stabbed to

death with a broadsword. He | earned several things

For instance, the citizens of Swi neshead—those abroad at this unearthly hour, at |east—were fully
convi nced King John was really a spectral reality. Two nen insisted absolutely that they had seen
hi m

"H talked to the bloomn’” king not a fortnight ago!" asserted one man; then he paused to quaff
the al e which Johnny thoughtfully provided. "*Twas while H was ‘untin’ ‘ares in the rushes near the
shore o' The Wash. King John wal ked right up an’ gabbed to ne, ‘e did."

JOHNNY studi ed his informant, wondering just how intoxicated the fell ow was; the speaker was
pl easantly flushed, but certainly not entirely inebriated

"How di d you know he was King John’s ghost?" Johnny asked quite seriously

"“Etold ne so," said the other

"Tol d you?"

"*E did, an’ that’'s the truth, gov'nor. |I'd ‘ave known it anyway, on account of the way ‘e was
dressed. ‘Ad on a coat of mall, ‘e did, and carried a bloom n’ broadsword. It was King John, al
right. 1've seen ‘is pictures in the school books."

Johnny paid for nore ale. "Wat was this tal k about?"

"Most |y about whether King John's ghost was to kill me or not," said the informant

"Kill you?"

"*E claimed as ‘ow | was the bl oke who give ‘i mpoison seven hundred years ago. ‘E said ‘e was
‘untin’ that bloke. Said ‘e’ d been ‘untin’ seven ‘undred years, and that ‘e’'d finally find the bl oke
who poisoned ‘im an when that ‘appened, ‘e’ d run the lad through with ‘is broadsword."

"Very interesting," said Johnny.

"King John's ghost said as ‘ow ‘e killed people ‘e met in “is nightly wanderings, just on the

chance ‘e’ d get the bl oke who done the poisoning," the other went on. "Said ‘e wasn't quite sure who
did poison ‘im and that's why ‘e did so nmuch killin ."

"l see," said Johnny. "Was there anything el se?"



"Only that H'd better stay away from The Wash," the other man nuttered. "King John's ghost said

as ‘ow ‘e might kill ne next time we nmet. Said ‘e was liable to kill anybody ‘e net. | think that's
‘ow poor Joseph Shires got ‘is."

"I's this ghost usually seen in the sanme vicinity?" Johnny questi oned

"Mostly, yes, gov’'nor," declared the other. "'E ‘angs out near the nouth of the Wellstream"

Johnny retired to the quiet of the village street to consider what he had | earned. King John, so
history said, had been poisoned in this vicinity, and as a result of which, had died. King John had
been a violent and intenperate ruler, Johnny recalled having read. It was King John who had signed
the Magna Charta which formed the charter of English liberties and the inspiration of the "personal
rights" portion of the United States constitution

Ki ng John had a very violent tenper, history said, and after being forced to sign the Magna

Charta, had rolled on the floor, bit the oak |legs of a table, and butted his head agai nst a stone

wal | . Then he had raised an arnmy and gone out to rob the barons who had forced himto sign. It was
on this foray that he had died, either fromovereating peaches and drinking new cider—er from
poi soni ng

Johnny funbl ed out his nonocle and twirled it idly, a habit he had when puzzled. He did not

bel i eve in ghosts abroad with arnor and broadswords, but at the sanme tinme, the story of the
apparition was a bit too prevalent to be disn ssed

"I"1l be superamal gamated!" he murrmured. "I think | shall investigate nore conprehensively."

THE NI GHT was not mnuch further al ong when Johnny turned up alone in the region of the junction of
the river Wellstream and The Wash. Since it was night and the regi on one without popul ation, the

em nent archaeol ogi st shed shoes, socks and trousers and noved about clad only in underwear shorts
vest, coat and shirt. H's bony shanks presented a grotesque appearance

Frequent stretches of water and bog hol es nade the dishabille necessary. There were al so patches

of qui cksand, very treacherous, which could best be detected with bare feet

At first, Johnny attenpted to reach the beach and follow that, but he surrendered this idea upon

di scovering that there was actually no beach, but only salt water grass and nmud flats. It was a grim
and dreary regi on which presented an aspect simlar to nothing so nmuch as a stormswept wheat field
of vast expanse, spotted here and there with pools and stretches of sline

He had been prowing the vicinity for perhaps an hour when he had a narrow escape. The tide cane

in. It was not |like the advance of ordinary tide, this one, but it cane in swiftly, rolling over the
salt marsh a good deal faster than it was possible for a man to run. Johnny was soaked to the belt
line before he reached hi gher ground

He stood on a knoll, anpng gnarled bushes, and eyed the nmarshes surroundi ng The Wash with new
respect. The noon was out, and the tidal waters creeping through the marsh grass caused the latter
to undulate as if it were fur on the back of sone fabul ous nonster

Johnny junped a full foot in the air when a hollowy om nous voi ce spoke behind him

"Turnest thou around, that thine face may be seen!" conmanded the sepul chral tones

Johnny whirled, his first inclination being to | augh. The words were so foreign to the English of
the present day that they were comical. But the bony geol ogist forgot to be mrthful as he | ooked at
the figure before him

Chapter 11. KING JOHN S CAPTI VE

THE | NDI VI DUAL who had spoken m ght have stepped fromthe pages of some historical tome, for his
garb was that of a fighting man of the thirteenth century. Chain mail of fine workmanship shod him
fromhead to foot, and over that was worn a short gown affair of white silk which was gathered in by
a belt that supported a dagger and a short sword, both in scabbards

The features of the apparitional being were conceal ed behind a fierce bush of black beard. The
eyes were dark, piercing, the nose a hooked beak

Tilted back over a shoulder, rifle fashion, the figure carried one of the biggest broadswords
Johnny had ever seen in a nuseum or outside of one

"For the love of mud!" Johnny gul ped, forgetting his big words for once

"Ah," breathed the apparition. "Me thinks thou art the rascal who touched ny wine goblet with

poi son. "

The absurdity of the picture the other presented again seized Johnny, who was an extrenely nodern
gentl eman who did not believe in ghosts in any form He burst into a snort of |aughter

"Listen, ny friend," he chuckled. "Wy the masquerading in that rig?"

The ghostly figure advanced two paces, the chain mail clinking and grinding softly, the noonlight
shinmrering on the netallic links

"Fool, dost thou not know to whom thou speakest?" denanded the cavernous voice

"To King John, | suppose,"” Johnny said dryly.

Then Johnny’ s faceti ousness suddenly evaporated, for he caught sight of brownish stains upon the
br oadsword which certainly | ooked |Iike remmants of dried bl ood

"Down to thy knees!" runbled the figure. "Dost thou not know how to cone before royal ty?"

Johnny stood his ground warily. He was now convinced that he faced a madman, sonme poor fell ow who



had gone insane and imagined hinself to be the |ong-dead English ruler. The fell ow was probably
violent, and there was no telling what he would do

"What are you doing here, King John?" Johnny queried

"Sonmewhere in these fens dwells the person who didst cause me to die," booned the one in mail. "I
hunt him Methinks thou art he."

Johnny was carrying his shoes, socks and trousers under an arm They nmade a conpact bundl e which
he shifted uncertainly.

"1 thought you found the poisoner last night," he said

"What meanest thou?"

"Didn’t you chop a fellow up with that broadsword | ast night?" Johnny el aborated. "He was a
farmer named Joseph Shires."

The bl ack- bearded head shook slowy. "King John dost not trouble to renmenber the events which art
in the past."

A hopel ess lunatic, Johnny decided firmy. If the fellow was pernitted to continue running | oose
no telling how many persons he would slay or injure. It would be a service to the English
countryside if he were seized and confined in an institution where he bel onged

Johnny knew i nsane persons coul d often be persuaded to do things, if one synpathized with them
"I amnot the man who poi soned you," he told the other solemly. "But | know where he can be
found, perhaps."”

"Whence?" questioned the figure

"In the village of Swi neshead," Johnny said pronptly. "Cone with ne and | will show you the way."
If Johnny could get the individual who claimed to be King John to the village, he could be seized
easily. He could be seized here, too, if care was used, but there might be difficulty in getting him
out of the marsh. If he could be persuaded to cone out under his own power, so nuch the better
But King John's ghost bal ked. "Nay, vassal. | knowest the one who poi soned nme can be found here

I think thou art he!"

Lungi ng suddenly, the mailed figure slashed furiously at Johnny’'s head with his broadsword.

JOHNNY ducked. Sinmultaneously, he hurled the bundl e conposed of his shoes, socks and trousers
The lunmp of clothing hit the other in the face just as the broadsword m ssed Johnny's head

The bony geol ogi st | eaped forward, feet-first. He |anded squarely on the other’s mdriff. Ar
tore through the black beard with a swi shing nmoan and the fell ow went over backward

Johnny pounced on the wi de handl e of the broadsword. It was intended for two-fisted operation
anyway, and there was room enough for himto get a grip. He wenched and westled, got the weapon
then threw it away.

A mailed fist bounced off Johnny's head, |eaving a ringing and colored lights behind in his
skull. He punped two blows at his foe, but only barked his knuckles on the chain nmail arnor.

The fight was, Johnny perceived, going to be tough. The other was a big man, and strong
noreover, the fellow was incased in the protective |inkage of netal

Seizing his foe's arnms, Johnny tried to hold the fellow The other snapped |like a dog at his
throat. Johnny retaliated by sticking a thunb in one of his opponent’s eyes. They went over and over
in the reeds and soft nud.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn's em nent associates in the Fell owhood of Scientists would have been
surprised to see himnow, for the fanobus geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st was showi ng a know edge of
gutter fighting nethods which would have been envied by the nost brutal London dockwal | oper. At
that, he was barely hol ding his own

The pseudo King John had | ost the use of one eye tenporarily, thanks to Johnny's probing thunb.
But Johnny’s lips were split, he had lost his coat, and his shirt hung to his person only by the
sl eeves

Johnny managed to jam both hands inside the facial opening of the arnor hood and got hold of his
foe's throat. He squeezed; at the sane tine, he wapped his bony | egs around the other’'s torso
pi nioni ng his arns.

Ki ng John began neki ng squawki ng sounds. His dark face purpled. Foam shot past his teeth and his
tongue cane out. Finally his struggle weakened

Johnny ceased his choking before the other was seriously damaged, and utilized stripes of his own
torn garnents for binding. Yanking the knots tight, he started to stand erect—and a firecracker
seenmed to go off in the back of his head

He saw the bl ack muck of the marsh rush up at his face; he seemed to plunge far down into the
earth where it was infinitely black and silent, and to remain there for a long tine

WHEN JOHNNY cane up out of the earth and opened his eyes, the pseudo King John was standing at
his side, |eaning on the broadsword.

"What —what happened?" Johnny gul ped vaguely.

"M ne faithful horse cane to mine rescue,”" runbled the other. "Yea. Wth his hoofs, mne animal
subdued thee."

"Hell," grow ed Johnny, and felt of the back of his head



There was a knob on the rear of his cranium and it did feel as if a horse had ki cked him But
Johnny knew no horse coul d have approached w thout being seen or heard. A horse could not travel
over this marshy ground, anyway, because qui cksands were too plentiful.

Johnny sat up. He was pronptly knocked back with a forcible blow fromthe flat of the heavy

br oadsword, but before that happened, he saw that there was no one el se around them The narsh was
as enpty of life as if no one dwelled w thin hundreds of mles.

The figure in chain mail was rubbing his throat where Johnny's fingers had tightened, this
indicating the fight nmust not have occurred | ong ago. The nmpon had not changed its position
perceptibly, so Johnny concluded he had not been unconscious for |ong.

Throat massaged to his satisfaction, Johnny' s captor funbled inside his white-silk doublet and
produced a flint and tinder device for starting a fire. This surprised Johnny. He stared at the
apparatus. Then he whistled softly in astonishment.

The fire-maki ng nmechani smwas undoubtedly ancient, an historical piece. It was deeply pitted, as
if it had lain in the weather for a long tine, but was still serviceable. It struck sparks, the
tinder ignited, and the flane was applied to a tallow candl e which the ghostly figure al so brought
fromunder the white doublet. The figure bent over a pile of papers lying on the soft marsh nuck.
Johnny, staring, perceived that the contents of his own pockets were being inspected. Among these
was a weapon which resenbl ed an overgrown automatic pistol, but which was in reality a machine

pi stol capable of firing shots with extreme rapidity.

The weapon was an invention of Doc Savage, and Doc’s nen all carried them although they used
them only on occasions of extreme necessity. Doc Savage and his five aides nmade it a practice never
to take human life directly. They never killed an eneny, even when their lives were in the greatest
danger.

The pseudo King John seenmed unfamliar with firearns, and funbl ed the weapon in a manner which
caused Johnny's thin hair to stand erect.

"Turn that thing the other way!" Johnny snapped. "You' |l shoot sonebody!"

The other seemed not to hear, but put the machine pistol down and picked up the papers.

"Verily, it is a strange witing which nmen use these days," he renarked.

Anpong the papers was the cabl egram whi ch Johnny had received from Doc Savage, advising of Doc’s
arrival in London. Its text was such to indicate that Johnny was one of Doc’s five aides.

The weird individual who clainmed to be King John seened greatly interested in the cabl egram He
scow ed bl ackly at Johnny.

"Are you one of Doc Savage's nen?" he grow ed.

JOHNNY did his best to keep fromstarting—for the other had spoken w thout using the weird
English of other centuries.

"What difference does it make?" Johnny demanded.

"Are you?" the other snarl ed.

"Yes," said Johnny.

The figure in arnor swore explosively, and they were violent Twentieth century oaths.

"Did Doc Savage send you up here?" he questioned harshly.

"No, " Johnny deni ed.

"l think that’s a dam lie, bloke!" snarled the other.

Johnny squirnmed about, realizing fully for the first time that his arns and | egs were | oosely but
ef fectively bound with stout cotton cords. He could nove, but not enough to put up a fight.

"You seemto have abandoned your antiquated mannerisns of speech, King John," he suggested.

The other only gl ared.

Johnny, studying the man, abruptly decided the fell ow was not insane after all, and that neant
the individual had been playing the King John role for a deliberate purpose.

"What is the ganme?" Johnny asked sharply.

"Bl oke, it'll be a long time before you know" the other snarl ed.

He lunged over suddenly and struck Johnny with his broadsword. He used the flat of the blade, but
the bl ow was heavy and sufficient to introduce Johnny to qui ck unconsci ousness.

"Doc Savage nust have sent you up here!" the pseudo King John told Johnny’s insensible form "And
that’ Il bear lookin into."

Chapter 111. THE PRI VATE DETECTI VE

SQUTHAMPTON i s one of the major ports for express passenger traffic across the Atlantic, and, as
such, had seen the arrival and departure of nore than one notable.

The chi ef London and Paris newspapers had ship reporters regularly assigned to the port, and it

was a rare occasi on when a personage arrived who was so inportant that the battery of regular
journalists was anplified by the arrival of additional special witers.

But tonight, some of the | eading newspapernmen of England and the Continent were on hand as

snorting tugs pushed a certain transatlantic liner into her berth. The journalists were augnmented by
a battery of caneramen and quite a nunber of curious citizens.

The mayor was down in his robes of office, and numerous Englishmen of high rank were present in



full regalia. Had a foreign potentate been arriving, the reception would hardly have been nore

el aborate

It was all in honor of Doc Savage, the man of nystery, the individual who was a synbol of
scientific know edge and physical daring, the man who was by way of being the supreme adventurer of
all time

The newspapernmen were down there because Doc Savage never did things in the ordinary fashion

Al nost any nove he made was good for a headline. Furthernore, it was a fact that Doc Savage di d not
l ook with a permi ssive eye on newspaper publicity. He was that rare individual, a celebrity who did
not care about seeing his name and picture in the newspaper. Mre particularly, he did not care
about seeing his picture, because it gave his enemes a nmeans of famliarizing thenmselves with his
physi cal appearance

The reluctance which Doc Savage di spl ayed toward newspaper publicity had the effect of meking the
journalists nore determ ned. Had Doc Savage hired a publicity agent and showed a desire for news
space, the scribes would have ignored himto a degree; as it was, they fell over thenselves to get a
story about him

The hi gh-ranki ng Engli shmen were present because Doc Savage had done great service for their
country in the past. For instance, there were delicate procedures in surgery which the unusual man
of nystery had instituted and which had saved nunerous lives. Too, there were charities to which Doc
Savage had contributed enornmous sums of nmoney—woney which, incidentally, he had taken from
vil |l ai nous individuals who had no right to it

Doc Savage had cabl ed specifically that there was to be no reception in his honor; but the
Engl i shnmen had ignored that. They stood at the gangplank with the journalists and scrutinized each
passenger to alight, in search of their renarkable visitor

Roust about s unl oaded baggage at the cargo gangway, sweating and swearing. Several of these noted

a tall figure which strode past them and went ashore

The individual wore a turban and a flow ng robe. H's face was al nost hidden by a ruffle of the
robe, but that portion of it which showed to view was a nut-brown col or

The roustabouts, thinking the one who had di senbarked was an oriental, of which several were
aboard the liner, paid no great attention, especially after they saw the individual in the turban
show the proper papers to an officer on the dock. They did note that officer bowed w th marked
deference after he had seen the nane on the papers

Observers woul d have been surprised had they seen the strange personage after he entered an

unused shed on the shore end of the dock

I ndeed, one person was watching as the individual in the turban entered the shack, but this

wat cher kept out of sight behind a huge wooden bitt on the dock, being very careful not to show

hi msel f

AS SOON as he was conceal ed i nside the shed, the man who had just conme ashore renpved the turban

A few strokes erased brown grease paint fromhis features. He had been wal king with a stoop, but as
he whi pped off the white robe, he straightened

The erstwhile wearer of oriental garb, when he left the shack, was a striking personality. He
seermed enornously |arger than he had before, but it was only by conparing his size to the
proportions of the shack that his true Hercul ean build was evident

The man’s conpl exion was a netallic bronze, a hue that could only have cone from exposure to a

good many tropical suns. H's hands and neck were notable for the unearthly size of the tendons and
muscl es whi ch stood out under the bronze skin at each novenent.

Most striking of all, however, were the eyes which caught stray light rays froma near-by street

| anmp. They were weird eyes, |ike pools of flake-gold which were being stirred continuously. There
was a strange quality in them a power to conpel. They were hypnotic eyes

The bronze man’s features were regular, firm and possessed an aspect of undeni abl e handsoneness

He swung al ong the gloonmy street with a silent, athletic ease

So outstanding was his appearance that a cab driver, glinpsing himby chance, stopped short and
stared, mouth agape

"Blimre!" breathed the hackman. "Wul dn’t that bl oke be a tough one in a fight!"

It was many hours before that hack driver ceased to see, in his nental eye, the astoundi ng bronze
man whom he had nerely gli npsed

The driver was so awe-struck that he failed to note a furtive individual who passed himin the
near-by gloom This man was the one who had been watching from behind the dock bitt, and he was
trailing the giant of bronze. He did his shadowi ng furtively, show ng experience at the art, and he
seened confident that the bronze man had not observed him

The bronze man seened in no hurry, nor did he give evidence of having a definite destination. He
wal ked to the north, then swung west, and cane finally to a corner. He loitered there for a tine
apparently waiting for some one. H's hands rested behind him as if to support his weight, as he

| ounged agai nst the corner

The man who was shadow ng the bronze individual was not close enough to note that the bronze man
was doing sonething with one of his hands—he was apparently witing on the glass of the show wi ndow



agai nst whi ch he | eaned.

After a while, the bronze nan wal ked on, noving slowly, heading into streets which were dark and
filled with smells none too appeti zing.

The shadow fell in behind.

SLI GHTLY less than five mnutes later, two nen approached the corner where the bronze giant had
loitered and witten on the glass show wi ndow. These two newconers carried bags, and cane fromthe
direction of the dock where the transatlantic |liner had tied up.

The pair were quarreling. They seened on the point of flying at each other’s throats.

"You awful m stake of nature!" gritted the one who was slender and extrenely dapper of dress, and
who carried a thin, black cane. "I'mashaned to be seen with you, and especially with that filthy
hog you're |eading!"

"A horse collar for you, you overdressed shyster!" grow ed the other.

The latter’s head cane scarcely to the shoul ders of his conpani on, who was not tall. But the nan
lacked very little of being as wide as he was tall. Hs arns were sone inches |onger than his

st ubby, bowed | egs, and hands and wists were rusty nonstrosities fromwhich grew hairs as thick as
smal | shingle nails.

The man had an incredibly honely face, garnished with a nmouth so huge that it seemed his maker

had had an accident. He could easily be m staken for a gorilla on the gloony street.

"CGo on, take a taxi to your hotel," snapped the man with the bl ack cane. "OQherw se, sone of
these bobbies are likely to throw you in the local zoo, you missing |ink!"
The horely one said with a snmall, alnost childlike voice, "If you think I Iike going around with

an overdressed snob, you're nuts, you pain in the neck!"

At the apish man’s heels trailed a pig. The pig was a renarkabl e speci men of the porker famly,
obviously a runt who woul d never grow beyond his present size—that of a small dog. The pig had |ong,
thin l egs, a gaunt body, and ears so huge that they | ooked as if they mght serve for wings in an
ener gency.

The dapperly dressed nman glared at the pig and wenched at his black cane, which came apart near
the handle, disclosing that it was a sword cane with a bl ade of fine steel.

"I"'mcertainly going to turn that hog into breakfast bacon one of these days, Mnk!" he pronised
fiercely.

"Any time you' re ready, Ham" grow ed the apish "Mnk."

They came within sight of the corner where the bronze man had | oitered. They stopped, seemni ng
surprised.

"Doc ain't there!" grunted the gorillalike Mnk.

“Hnmm "

said "Ham " and absently sheathed his sword cane. "I wonder what happened? Doc said he woul d neet
us there after he gave those newspaper nen the slip."

They advanced, | ooked the vicinity over, and found no trace of the individual whomthey sought.
"Maybe Doc |eft a nmessage,” Mnk said, snall-voiced.

The hairy fell ow opened one of the |eather bags and w thdrew what at first m ght have been

m staken for a folding canera. He touched a switch on the side of this and pointed the round | ense
at the corner. The lense, instead of being clear glass, was purple, alnost black.

Eventual |y, the honely nman passed his queer device over the glass wi ndow. A strange thing
happened. Witten words sprang out where none had been before. They glowed in an eerie, electric
bl ue.

MONK AND HAM A MAN IS FOLLOW NG ME. | AM CONTI NUI NG ALONG THI S STREET. FOLLOW AND GRAB THE
FELLOW

DCC

Monk switched of f the canmeralike device without comment. Both he and Ham had recei ved such
messages from Doc Savage on ot her occasions, and knew that Doc had witten the mssive with a
chem cal chal k which was nornmally invisible, even with a noderately strong m croscope, but which
fluoresced, or glowed, when exposed to the ultraviolet |ight exuded by the |l antern device which
resenbl ed a folding canera, or possibly a small magic |antern.

It was by this nethod that Doc Savage habitually | eft nessages for his associ ates—and Mnk and
Ham were two nenbers of Doc’s group of five unusual aides.

Monk—ti eut enant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair—despite his | ow forehead and api sh appearance,
was one of the nost |earned industrial chenmists alive. Ham-Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey

Br ooks—the dapper dresser was a | awyer whose oratorical powers had swayed nmany a jury, and whose
keen | egal mnd was capabl e of grasping the nobst intricate problemof |aw

The two sought the shadows and gilded up the street. They were working in harnmony now, their late
quarrel tenporarily elapsed. As a matter of fact, they were the best of friends, although

acquai ntances coul d not recall having heard one speak a civil word to the other.

The honely pi g—Monk had | ong ago named hi m Habeas Corpus to aggravate Ham-fol |l owed themsilently



at a word from Monk. The pig was well trained. Monk spent all his spare tine—+ather, that which was
not expended in goadi ng Ham—n traini ng Habeas.

A FEWm nutes after Monk and Ham nerged thensel ves with the shadows of the Southanpton Street,
there was a sudden outburst of peculiar sounds. These canme from a point sone distance up the nurky
t hor oughf are.

The sounds were such as mght be nade by two snall dogs and a very big rat. The growing of the
dogs was absent, but not so the noises of the rodent. Perhaps such burghers of Southanpton as were
aroused by the brief outburst did believe it to be made by prow ing canines, and accordingly

dism ssed it, for no one cane to investigate.

No one, that is, with the exception of Doc Savage. The giant of bronze was l|oitering al ong when

he heard the small tumult. He pronptly wheeled, retraced his steps and al nbst at once canme upon Monk
and Ham

"CGood work," said the bronze man, in a voice which was striking for its controlled power.

Monk and Ham had sei zed the individual who had been trailing Doc Savage. This nan was a
thin-faced fellow with the neck of a turkey and the round body of a stunted ostrich. There was an
ostrich aspect about his eyes, as well, for they were large for his thin face. He was attired in
dark clothing, and his black hat had fallen off in the scuffle as he was seized.

The pi g, Habeas Corpus, was engaged in systematically pulling the hat to pieces.

Doc Savage produced a flashlight which got its current froma sel f-contained spring generator,
gave it a wind, and then twi sted the | ense head so that the beam becanme very wide. Not only was the
captive’'s scrawny face illum nated, but the bronze man’'s as well.

For several seconds, nothing was said or done. The remarkabl e bronze man nmerely studied the
captive—and the latter stared at Doc, |ooking very uneasy, noistening his |ips often. There was
sonething grimand terrible about the bronze giant's features.

"Blimme!" the captive gulped. "I wasn't neaning no harm "
"You were following me," Doc pointed out.
The other nodded. "Picked your trail up at the boat. | won't deny that."

The honely Monk put in, "Here's what he had in his pockets," and extended several articles in the
pal mof a hairy hand.

Doc turned the flashlight on the objects and saw cards bearing the inscription:

W P. WALL- SAMJELS

PRI VATE | NVESTI GATI ONS

There was al so a badge of the type issued to private detectives in England.

"That’'s right," the prisoner said earnestly. "I amW P. Wall-Sanuels, a private operative."

"Who hired you to trail me?" Doc questioned.

"No one," WAl -Sanuel s deni ed.

"OfF course we will believe that!" the sword-cane carrying Ham clipped dryly.

"It's the truth," Wall-Sanmuels insisted. "I was following you on ny own initiative. You see, |

had a business proposition to put up to you. | had an idea you woul d avoi d the newspaper nen, so |
wat ched the gangways where they were unl oadi ng baggage. Sure enough, | recognized you under your
oriental disguise. | had seen your picture before."

Doc Savage asked, "Wat is your business proposition?"

"l hoped to persuade you to beconme ny partner in a London detective agency," said Wall-Sanuel s.
"Wth you as ny partner, | could nake a | ot of nopney. You would not even have to do any of the work.
Just lend your nane to ny firm and take half the profits.”

"Bl azes!" snorted Monk. "The brass of this guy!"

Wal | - Sanuel s | ooked injured. "Then you won't becone ny partner."

"No, " Doc said.

"If you were Doc’s partner, sonebody would kill you within twenty-four hours,"” the honely Mnk
grow ed.

"1"1l take that chance," said Wll-Sanuels.

"No," Doc told himagain.

Wal | - Sanuel s scow ed and snapped, "Then I’'Il thank you to let me go free!"

"Rel ease him" Doc directed.

Wth reluctance, Monk and Hamtook their hands off the person of the private detective, and the
latter stood erect, glanced around, saw Habeas Corpus putting the final touches on the ruination of
his hat, and fell to glaring.

"You owe nme a new hat!" he grated.

"You'll get a swift kick where it’'ll do the nbst good, if you don’'t haul out of here," Mnk

prom sed.

Mittering under his breath, Wall-Sanuels took a hasty departure.

WALL- SAMUELS wal ked in the mddl e of the sidewal k, nmaking his footsteps heavy, until he rounded a
corner and judged hinself out of hearing of Doc Savage and his two conpani ons. Then Wall - Sanuel s
ducked into a doorway and waited for some mnutes, eyeing the gl oonmy shadows al ong his back trail



and |istening. He becane satisfied that he was not being followed.

Arising on tiptoe, Will-Sanuels began to run. He slackened his pace to a wal k when he sighted a
bobby, then ran again, keeping to the nore gloony side streets until at |ast he reached a corner
whi ch held a shop that was | abel ed, "Apothecary."” In the United States, this establishment woul d
have been called a drug store. It held tel ephone boot hs.

Wal | - Sanuel s secured a nunber.

" Chi ef ?" he asked.

"All right, what is it?" snapped an inpatient voice. "Did you foll ow Doc Savage?"

"Not very far," Wall-Samuels admtted ruefully. "I picked up his trail when he left the liner by
the cargo gangway which | was watching. But sonmehow he found out | was on his heel s—er his two nen,
Monk and Ham found it out. | don’'t know how they did it. But they grabbed nme before | knew what was
happeni ng. "

"You were warned to be very careful!" grated the other over the tel ephone wire.

"How in the bl oody deuce was | to know this man Savage wasn't human?" WAl - Sanmuel s snapped. "I

was as careful as | could be."

"What happened?" queried the other inpatiently.

"l fed Doc Savage and his two nmen a fast story," Wall-Samuels chuckled. "I always carry fake
private detective credentials with me, and | told them| was a private sleuth who wanted to take Doc
Savage on as a partner.”

"Did you think they would swallow that silly yarn?" the distant nan asked sarcastically.

"It was a good story," the false detective growled. "And they believed it."

"You sure?" asked the distant man.

"Positive!"
"Al'l right—here is what you are to do," said the voice over the wire. "You are to go back and
shadow Doc Savage again. Do it so that he will catch you once nore. | don't think you will have any

trouble with that part, after the flop you just nmde."

"Let him-eatch ne again!" Wall-Sanmuels wailed. "But | do not understand this."

"It has becone necessary to get Doc Savage out of England," said the other. "Wen he catches you
this second tine, you are to tell hima story which will cause himto | eave."

"But what can | tell hin?" Wall-Sanmuels asked wildly.

"Tell himthat WIIiamHarper Littlejohn, one of his nmen, sailed on a boat |ast night for South
Anerica," directed the other. "Tell himyou are not sure what it is all about, except that WIliam
Harper Littlejohn was trailing sonebody, and left a letter containing the particulars behind for Doc
Savage. "

"Tel | Doc Savage you were hired by the man whom Littlejohn was trailing, and that you stole the
letter and gave it to that man. Then tell Savage that you were hired to watch himand radio the nman
who hired you if Doc Savage nade a nove to go to South America."

"This is conplicated," Wall-Sanuels groaned.

"You are an expert liar," the distant speaker conplinmented. "You can put it over. The idea is to
get Doc Savage to take a boat for South Anerica, thinking he is follow ng his helper, WIIiam Harper
Littl ej ohn, or Johnny, as they call him"

"Where is Johnny?" the fake detective wanted to know.

"W have him" said the other. "The fool got to chasing King John's ghost up in The Wash region,
and we had to seize him"

"This is bad," Wll-Sarmuels nuttered.

"Do not fall down on this," growl ed the distant voice. "W have other troubles on our hands, too,
I"'mafraid."

"What do you nean?"

"Wehman M11s."

"What about hi nP"

"He has di sappeared in Brest, France."

"What in the hell was he doing over there?" asked Wall - Sanuel s.

"He said he had to have certain machinery, and | sent himover with some of the nmen," replied the
masterm nd. "Now he’'s di sappeared.”

"Think he’'s wise to the set-up?"

"It looks as if he was. | have the nmen hunting for him"
"What about his niece? She's in Brest, isn't she?"
"Yes. But we'll take care of that end. You get Doc Savage out of England. W cannot have him

hunting this Johnny."

"“1"1l do ny best," prom sed Wl | - Sanuel s.

Then he hung up, freed hinself fromthe tel ephone booth and wal ked out si de.

The instant he was through the door, two men stepped close to himfromeither side. It happened
so swiftly that he did not even have time to try to escape. Miscul ar hands gripped his arnmns.
Wal | -Sanuel s tried to assenble his shattered conposure, and expl oded, "Wat does this nmean?"
H's two captors were Monk and Ham



Chapter |1V. SOUTH AMERI CA BOUND

"KEEP YOUR shirt on, guy," Mnk advi sed

Wl | - Sanuel s was wal ked forcibly toward the nearest corner. He dared not protest; the form dable
expressions on the features of Monk and Ham promi sed violent handling if there was the slightest
resi stance. Around the corner, they halted

"Doc will be here shortly," inparted Ham The dapper |awyer had shoved his sword cane through his
bel t.

There was a brief wait, then Doc Savage approached. The bronze man seened nore Hercul ean than
ever as he swung up out of the nurk

"What do you want with ne?" Wll-Sanuel s denanded, trying to bristle. "I told you ny story."
"You told us a string of lies," Mnk informed him
"l did not!"

"Then why did you run after you left us? And who did you just call?"

Wal | - Sanuel s noi stened his lips. "So you foll owed nme?"

"Sure," said Mnk. "Wat kind of saps did you think we were?"

The pretended detective neglected to reply to that; he was reflecting that if any one had showed
a |l ack of canniness, it was hinmself. These men, he was realizing, were considerably harder to
decei ve than he had thought

Doc Savage inquired, "Wat about telling the truth, Wall-Sanuels, or whatever your nane is?"

Wal | - Sanuel s swal | owed rapidly. He | ooked scared. He tried to assune an appearance of even
greater fright, which was unnecessary.

"Listen,"” he whined. "I can't talk. It’'Il get me into all kinds of trouble."

"Maybe you think you're at a tea social now?" Mnk asked sourly. "Doc, how about ne giving this
guy a little osteopath treatnent?"

Monk opened and cl osed his enornous furry hands, and Wal |l -Sanuels stared at the hirsute digits as
if they were ravenous ani mals. Then he peered at Doc’s bronze-cabl ed hands, and his fright
increased. He knew i nhuman strength when he saw it, and was fully convinced either of these men
could do himinfinite damage.

"I was hired by a man who i s being chased by Wl liam Harper Littlejohn," the man gul ped, rolling
his ostrich eyes

"Hey!" Monk expl oded. "What's Johnny got hinself m xed in?"

Wal | -Sanuel s told his false story slyly, letting a bit of it slip each time he was threatened

The whol e fabrication came out as if it were being rendered by a man in nortal terror. Wall-Sanuels
studying the faces of his three unusual captors, becane convinced that the story was getting over
The yarn was substantially the same one which the man on the tel ephone had outlined

"Wait here," Doc Savage directed, at the end of the tale

The bronze man departed with the silence of a netallic waith, a silence which caused

Wal | - Sanmuel s to shiver. He was becom ng convinced that this giant of netal was not entirely hunman
Early m |k wagons and delivery trucks were beginning to runble over the Sout hanpton streets, and
a few porters had started to work on show wi ndows with sponges, w pers and suds buckets, cleaning up
for the day which was soon to cone

DOC SAVAGE r eappear ed

"A call to Johnny's London hotel discloses that he left |ast night,
has not cone back."

"l told you he sailed for South America." Wall-Sanuels stuttered
"Pi pe down!" Monk grow ed

"Cther calls reveal that a steanmer did sail for South America last night," Doc continued. "The
vessel was fitted with ship-to-shore radio tel ephone, so it was a sinple matter to establish
conmuni cation. "

Wal | - Sanuel s began to trenble violently. He had not foreseen this contingency. He would have to
try to make them believe that Johnny nust have taken another ship

"Was Johnny aboard the shi p?" Ham questi oned

"Hi s nanme is on the passenger list," Doc infornmed them "But the authorities aboard the vesse
were unable to locate him A steward did report, however, that the bed in his stateroom had been
slept in. The steward reported also that there were bl oodstains on the bed clothing."

"Dam it!" Monk grated. "Sonething has happened to Johnny!"

Wal | -Sanuels tried not to ook as relieved as he felt. At the sane time, he experienced a rush of
admration for the chief of the sinister organization to which he bel onged. Nothing had been
overl ooked; they nmust have put a man aboard the South Anerican-bound vessel. The fell ow was using
the name of WIlliam Harper Littlejohn to mslead further Doc Savage

"You can see," Wall-Sanmuels said happily, "that | have told you the truth."

"There any chance of our overhauling Johnny’'s ship?" Mnk denmanded

"No," Doc advised. "But we can take passage on another craft which sails alnpst at once. It is a
faster vessel, and arrives in Buenos Aires, South Arerica, a day ahead of Johnny's ship."

"Then we' d better grab it," Mnk grunted

the bronze man inparted. "He



Wal | - Sanuel s swal | owed and asked, "Wat about ne?"
"How about a nice English jail for him Doc?" Mnk questioned.
"That is as good a solution as any for the present," Doc deci ded.

HARDLY MORE than fifteen minutes after that, Wall-Sanuels found hinsel f behind bars, charged with
not hing nore serious than malicious mschief. He i medi ately denanded a | awyer—and got sonethi ng of
a shock. The |l awyer was refused him Furthernore, he was denied even the privilege of tel ephoning
outside the jail.

The indi gnant pseudo detective failed to understand exactly what had happened. The charge agai nst
him was one which was ordinarily bailable, but he could not get bail w thout contacting sone one to
put it up for him and he was being kept strictly incomuni cado. This was not |ike the usual
procedure of the police.

Wal | - Sanuel s did not know that Doc Savage had once been tendered an honorary inspector’s

conmi ssion with Scotland Yard as an expression of gratitude for services rendered. A word fromthe
bronze man had been sufficient to cause the fake detective to be held in the state which an American
cop woul d have called "buried."

But Wall-Sanuels had been in jails before, and he knew the ropes. There is scarcely a bastile

exi stent where the inmates do not have secret nethods of snuggling nessages outside. Quite often
this is done through the trusty who delivers the neals.

Wal | - Sanmuel s had an early breakfast, and, at his request, was served with mlk. Fashioning a

brush of a twi st of cloth wenched fromthe lining of his coat, he dipped into the mlk and wote on
the bottom of the plate on which the breakfast was served. He was careful not to make too pronounced
smears out of the mlKk.

The trusty was given the accepted signal; the cook, also a trusty, placed the plates on the

stove, and when it becane very hot, the mlk stains cane out in a readily deci pherabl e brown.

Wl | - Sanuel s had used one of the nost primitive of invisible inks; but it had served its purpose,
and before long, his message was relayed to the intended destination. It read:

DOC SAVAGE on way to South America. Better check on himto see that he actually |eaves. Savage
clever. And get me out of this jail.

WALL- SAMUELS.

In due course of tine an answer canme by the same obscure route.

Savage angl e being taken care of. You will stay in jail and be paid for it. To rel ease you m ght
give a line on the organization.

The communi cation was unsi gned—and Wl | - Sanuel s, after swearing steadily for sone mnutes,
carefully destroyed it. H's position was not so bad. He could not immgine an easier way of earning
money than reposing in jail—at |east, no other method of earning the anmpbunt of noney which he was
bei ng pai d.

IN the neantine, Doc Savage and his two nen arrived, amd a flurry of excitenent, at the dock
fromwhich the South Anerican bound boat was due to sail in a very few mnutes. A small arny of
flunki es rushed their baggage aboard.

Doc and his nen were ensconced in a suite. The bronze nan retired at once to the radio room

where he attenpted to get in touch with Johnny on the other South American boat. He was
unsuccessful . The conmander of the other boat transmitted that his stewards had been unable to find
a trace of WIliam Harper Littlejohn.

Mooring lines were cast off; the gangpl anks haul ed in, and a bevy of snorting and whistling tugs
busi ed thensel ves at jockeying the liner out into the harbor.

It is the customon passenger ships to put such visitors as are caught aboard at sailing ting,

of f on the tugs or pilot boats. It now devel oped that there was one such individual who had failed
to heed the warning gong that meant visitors down the gangpl ank.

This man was a fat fellow who kept his coat collar turned up so as not to show too nmuch of his
features, and he was put aboard a tug am d sonme mld excitenent.

The South American |liner nosed out into the Channel and set a course into the Atlantic.

The man who had been taken off on the tug showed extrene anxiety to reach shore, and the instant
he set his foot on |land, he sought a tel ephone and called a nunber.

"It worked," he reported. "Doc Savage and his two nen are on the boat bound for South Anerica."
"Excel lent!" said the same gruff voice which had given Wall-Sanuels his orders. "But sonething

el se has come up, and there is hell to pay."

"What ?" gul ped the informant.

"dd Wehman M11s," said the other.

"What about that old buzzard?"

"He's gotten away!"

The fat man swore in a | ow, uneasy voice. "How did it happen?"

"The old man said he had to get some nmachinery from France," replied the other. "In order to keep
himfromgetting suspicious, we took himover. But he nust have been w se. Wen we got himto Brest,
he cut | oose and ski pped out."



The fat man swore again. "He'll try to see the girl," he said

"Of course he will," said the voice over the wire. "And that has ne worried."
"What are you going to do?"
"I"'mgoing to Brest," said the distant mastermind. "I'I|l keep in the background there, but it’'s

best for me to be on hand.”

Chapter V. THE UNCLE IN I NDI A

IT WAS a dark night in the French seaport town of Brest

It was al so dark inside the house, as dark as if there had never been light. A man stopped just
inside the door and breathed with a rattling hoarseness which nade it sound as if the lining of his
throat had worked loose in flaps. His fingers dug at the cloth over his chest while he caught up
wi th his breathing

"El aine!" he yelled shrilly.

In the infinitely thick blackness, a second and harsher voice said, "So here’'s where you headed
for, MIIs! You dunb old lug, you nust have thought we were kiddi ng when—=

"Do not tell himabout it, nonsieur,"” purred a third voice, calm catlike, out of the sable
interior. "Seize him Dépechez-vous! Make haste!"

The sounds which followed m ght have been nade by pieces of raw neat being thrown together in a
pile, except that they were louder. Sliding feet nade sharp hisses on the bare wooden floor, and
twice men cursed because they had fallen down.

"Elaine!" cried the victim-and a bit later, he managed to get out the French cry for help, "Au
secours!"”

At least four nen were striving to hold the victimand hit himat the sane time. The victim had
been fighting back and trying to escape; now he knew it was usel ess, so he devoted all efforts to
getting a hand into the watch pocket of his trousers. The pocket was torn open; a snall object fel
out

The victimcaught the object, but instantly threw it away, over the heads of his assailants

"El aine!" he shrieked, to cover the sound as it fell sonewhere down the hallway.

Then a fist hit his jaw, causing his struggles to becone ainmess, so that he was easily seized

and carried to the door which the fellowwi th the catlike voice opened

They all passed out into a night only slightly less dark than the hall interior. As they went

down a cobbled street, it was evident that they all wore shoes with rubber soles, for they were very
si | ent

There was a slight breeze, salty, with a tang of petrol, fromthe warehouses on the comercia

side of Brest, across the Cours d’ Ajot. There were numerous harbor |ights on the water, especially
down where the castle with its donjon and seven towers comranded the entrance to the river

Here, however, where things were happening, there were few lights, until one of the nen darted a
flashlight beambriefly at their victim The light hunted over the half-conscious formlike a snall
hungry white ani mal

The victimwas a |ong |inkage of bone and cartil age encased in a shiny black suit. He wore

ol d-fashi oned Congress gaiters, a wing collar of the type affected by United States senators of the
| ast generation, and a bl ack shoestring tie. His hair was white

"Where is his chapeau, nisieu s?" demanded the cat voice

"H's hat?" grunted a man. "| picked it up."

The hat, black and broad of brim was shoved into the path of the flashlight. It was a

pi cturesque headpi ece

"Bon!"

said the feline voice. "CGood! Take himon a short distance and wait for ne."

"\Were you goi ng, Paquis?" asked the man with the hat

"Back," said the other. "Back, to take care of a small detail."

THE HOUSE from whi ch the victimhad been taken was of stone, ranbling and old, and it possessed

the flattering designation, |’ auberge, bestowed on it by the owner, who was al so the proprietor. But
it was nore of a room ng house than an inn. An entirely respectable place, to be sure

The house guests were awake. Sonme were up, others were getting up. The fray downstairs, just

inside the street door, had been short for all of its violence, and no one in the house knew what it
was al | about

They began venturing downstairs, one at a time, with the proprietor, a night-shirted gentleman
notabl e for his skinny shanks and the size of his nustache, carrying the sane chau-chau rifle which
he had no doubt used in the Great War. The innkeeper’s overwei ght w fe brought an ol d-fashi oned
candl e lantern, and they took note of the upset furniture and the scratches on the floor where

strai ning shoes had slipped

"It is very nysterious," said a guest in French. "I thought | heard a nanme yelled loudly. It was
‘Elaine’, or something like that."

The proprietor crooked his rifle with an arm |ooked up the stairs and called through his

nmust ache, "Madenoiselle Elaine MIIs!"



“oui
replied a faint fem nine voice. "Que vou—vou— She gave it up and denmanded in English, "Wat do
you want ?"

Her |last words had the rolling freedom of American speech.

"Did some one nmak’ call to yo'?" asked the proprietor, struggling along in English.

Instead of answering, Elaine MIIls appeared at the top of the stairs. Several nale eyebrows shot
skyward and the owners drew their stomachs in and shoved their chests out, at the sanme tine putting
very polite expressions on their faces, as nen are wont to do in the presence of an entrancing
menber of the opposite sex.

And Elaine MIIs was entrancing. She was tall, young, altogether luscious and fem nine. Her hair
was the color of sand, her eyes a dark blue which nade them bright by contrast, and her lips were
perfect. She had apparently dressed in a hurry, for she wore brown punps, but no hose, and she was
twi sting her brown sports frock into its proper hang.

"What happened?" El ai ne demanded, and canme down the stairs.

Two Frenchrmen bowed and tried to explain, but they did not speak English and the young woman,
without smling, said, "I amsorry, but | speak very little French. Wio was it called ny nane? And
what was the noi se?"

Bef ore she could get her answer, there was an interruption. A man reeled in fromthe street
darkness. He was a tall man, with his hair down over his eyes, his coat askew and a sl ack expression
on his features. He brought with himthe odor of strong cognac.

"Whoopee! " he yelled thickly. "I'ma ring-tailed wlf from Woning! Listen to me how !

Ye-e-o-ww"

He tried to wave an arm |ost his balance, teetered across the floor and tried to anchor hinself
to the proprietor; but that worthy stepped out of the way, and the newconer slammed down on the
floor. Wth nmuch noisy difficulty with his feet, he heaved partially erect.

"Feel s |ikesh shame floor | was on a whilesh ago," he nouthed. "Yesh shir! Shane floor!"

He endeavored to wave the armagain, and this time succeeded.

"Hurray!" he how ed. "Hurray for France! Hurray for everybody!"

He made his "hurrays" sound very like "Elaines!"

"Cochon!"

snarled the proprietor. "Pig! So it was you who caused all the uproar."”

Wth that, the cel ebrant was seized and propelled into the street.

A FEWm nutes later, the erstwhile inebriant joined his fellows, who were holding their prisoner
down the street. The man had conbed his hair, straightened his coat, and was smling slyly.
"What’ d you do, Paquis?" he was asked.

Paquis traded his sly smle for a chuckle. "You should have seen ne work, misieu s. Not for
nothing was | fornerly an actor for a short time in the Anerican Hol |l ywood."

"What did you do?" the interrogator repeated.

"Made themthink the noise of the fight as we seized Wehman MI1s, here, was caused by the

pl ayful ness of a Yankee tourist celebrating," said Paquis.

Carrying their captive, the men noved away, one of their nunber, who seenmed to know the streets
of Brest, acting as guide. Once they changed their course hastily to avoid a gendarne, and again
they swing wide to circle an omibus station where there was |ight and activity.

Eventual ly they entered a neat dwelling, the windows of which were carefully curtained. |nside
were several nen, one or two apparently Anmericans, but the rest speaking with the nore precise
speech of the English. Only Paquis seened to be French.

"We succeeded in stopping him mes enfants," chuckl ed Paquis, and ordered Wehman M| 1|s dunped on
the floor.

Wehman M1 1s was consci ous now, and he got to his feet, trenbling with anger. MIIls had a high
forehead and many winkl es about the mobuth. His eyes were the bright orbs of a dreamer. H s age nust
have been wel | past sixty.

He glared at the nen and his nmanner was not that of one |ooking at strangers.

"You cannot nmake a fool out of me!" he shouted.

"W would not try to inprove the jolly job nature did," smled one of the Englishnen. "And do not
yell your bl oody head off."

ad Wehman M11s noistened his |ips. "Wat are you going to do about it?"

"Keep you under cover," said the other. "That is all we have to do. Everything else is running
smoothly. "

At this point a newconer put in an appearance, comng in fromthe outer night. He greeted those
present in a casual nmanner.

"l just came fromthe cable office," he said.

"Any word fromthe chief?" a man asked.

"Sure." The newconer tossed a fold of paper on the table. "That."

Paqui s and the others bent over the paper, which proved to be a cablegramin code, but the
nmessenger had translated it already, witing the true text between the |lines of typing. Address and



signature had been torn off.

"l burned them" explained the nmessenger.

They all read the decoded m ssive:

ELAINE M LLS MAY G VE TROUBLE | F SHE STARTS HUNTI NG FOR HER UNCLE VWEHVAN M LLS STOP SUGGEST SHE
BE LED TO THI NK UNCLE WEHVAN HAS GONE TO I NDI A STOP GOOD I DEA | F SHE COULD BE LED TO TAKE TRIP TO
I NDI A HERSELF STOP SPARE NO EXPENSE ON THI S

The suave Paquis teetered back on his heels and his catlike voice held nuch elation as he said,
"M sieu s, depend on Paquis!"

"Yeah?" grow ed one of the Yankees.

"Que c’' est beau!"

smrked Paquis. "How beautiful, this idea of mne!"

ELAUNE M LLS had retired to her roomin the auberge, as had the rest of the guests; but whereas
the others had gone to sleep again, Elaine had not disrobed. She had even added sheer hose to her
attire, as if she did not expect to sleep.

In Elaine MIIs's slender, shapely hands was a sheaf of papers, through which she riffled
repeatedly. The topnobst was fromthe French equivalent of a private detective agency, and stated:
REGRET TO | NFORM YOU WE HAVE BEEN UNABLE TO FI ND A TRACE OF YOUR UNCLE WEHVAN M LLS STOP HE SEEMS
TO RAVE DI SAPPEARED COVPLETELY WHI LE YOU AND HE WERE STAYI NG AT THE BREST HOTEL

There were others, all in the same vein. It was evident that Elaine MIls had enpl oyed private
detectives to search for her uncle, and they had been unable to | ocate the elderly gentleman.
There cane a gentle knock at the door and the nustached auberge proprietor said, "A Mnsieur
Smith to see you, nadenoiselle."

A few seconds later, Elaine MIIs was appraising her visitor, Mnsieur Smith, with curious eyes.
Smth was squat, had a thick neck, and | ooked |ike the popul ar conception of an overfed | awer. He
wor e pince-nez spectacles and carried a briefcase.

"l have a nmessage fromyour uncle, Wehman MIls," stated Smth. "I amhis | awer."

"I didn't know he had a | awyer," Elaine said shortly.

Sm th, seeming not to have heard, continued, "Your uncle, Wehman MIIls, has found it necessary to
sail imediately for India—

"Why?" El ai ne denmanded.

"He neglected to tell ne," said Smth. "He only provided nme with the neans of sending you to join
himat such a tine as he should authorize ne to do so by cable. Here is the card | received a few
hours ago."

From his briefcase, Smth extracted a cabl egram which he extended. The young wonan took it, and
read:

TH'S WLL COVE TO YOU THROUGH MY LAWER SM TH STOP AWFULLY SORRY YOU HAVE BEEN UNAWARE MY
WHEREABOUTS STOP PRESSI NG AND VERY SPECI AL BUSI NESS DEMANDED MY PRESENCE | N | NDI A STOP EVERYTHI NG
ALL RI GHT STOP SMTH WLL G VE YOU STEAVSH P TI CKET AND EXPENSE MONEY TO | NDI A STOP PLEASE JO N ME
VWEHVAN M LLS

Elaine MIls |ooked up fromthe cablegramand said, "This is not at all Iike Uncle Whman."

Smith smled and nurnmured, "I think everything is as it should be," as he extracted fromhis
briefcase a small bundle of currency snapped around with a rubber band, and one of the tough brown
envel opes in which steanship conpani es enclose their tickets. He extended these.

"A paid passage to India on a liner sailing tonorrow, together with some expense funds," he

st at ed.

"But what about a passport?" El ai ne gasped.

Smith bowed, said, "A lawer’'s business is to think of everything," and produced fromthe case a
passport fol der.

El ai ne opened the passport and stared in astonishment at her own picture.

"Why, this is a picture of me that Uncle Wehman had," she excl ai nmed.

"Your Uncle Wehman gave it to ne before sailing," Smth smrked.

El ai ne funbled with passport, noney and steanship tickets and said queerly, "This is all very
strange. Uncl e Wehman never acted like this before.”

Smith patted her shoulder in a kindly fashion. "I wouldn’t worry about it. Your uncle is rather
an eccentric character and | presunme he has his own very good reasons for what he did."

El ai ne sighed. "That nay be," she said.

"You intend to go to India, of course?" Smith queried casually.

El ai ne hesitated; then: "Wy, yes."

"Then | w sh you a happy voyage."

Wth that platitude, Smth gathered up his briefcase and took his departure.

SOME FIVE M NUTES later, Smith joined the cat-voiced Paquis, who was awaiting some bl ocks di stant
in a small French car.

Paqui s | aughed at sight of Smth.

"One would not think, misieu, that you are a man nmuch wanted by Scotland Yard," he chuckl ed.



"You | ook npbst respectable."
"Keep your bloomn’ jokes under your ‘at," growed Smth, lapsing into the gutter dialect of
London.

"oui |
Paqui s agreed. "How did it go?"
"She swal lowed it, ‘ook, line an’ sinker," said Smth.

"She is going to sail for India?"

"She said as ‘ow she was."

Paqui s sighed happily as he put the little car into notion over the none-too-snooth streets in
that section of Brest.

"A great idea, misieu ," he chuckled. "But then, all the ideas of Paquis are great, non?"

"You guff too much about yourself," grunted the other.

Paqui s ignored the sarcasm

"Elaine MIIls will soon be off for India,
lady will be out of our way for sonme tine."

he said. "It is a long journey to India. The young

Chapter VI. THE MAN OF BRONZE

PAQUI S was too optimstic.

Elaine MIls stood still in the hallway of the French inn, her thoughts in a whirl, eyeing the
papers given her by Smth. She counted the nobney and found it hardly sufficient to cover the tips
the stewards woul d expect on an India voyage, but that did not arouse her suspicions, because Wehman
M 11s had never been exactly a prodigal.

"Poor Uncle Wehman," she murnured. "He has never nade much noney. | hope he has found sonething
now that will make himrich."

Consulting a wist watch, Elaine |earned the night was well al ong.

"l had better start packing," she decided, and turned for the stairway.

In her hand she carried a small, flat flashlight. This inn, in common with many such
establishnents in France, was not fitted with electric |ights, because a certain section of the
population liked to live as their ancestors had.

The flashlight beam darted toward the stairs casually, mssed them went beyond and glinted on a
smal | metal object which reposed under a rickety antique chair.

Curious, Elaine went over and picked the article up. It was a watch, a rather thick timepiece
built for service.

El ai ne turned the watch over and emtted a gasp. She had recognized it. She pried the back open
and turned her flashlight on the inscription wthin:

TO UNCLE VEHVAN M LLS

FROM ELAI NE

Elaine MIls was a qui ck-witted young woman, and the significance of the watch being where it was
dawned on her.

"Uncl e Wehman cane here,"” she told herself grimy. "He called out ny name, then sonething
happened to him"

El ai ne did not go upstairs; instead she hurried out into the night and nade her way to the
nearest poste de police. A good-natured gendarnme was on duty. He recogni zed his visitor.

"Ah, you are the madenoi sell e who has | ost her uncle,"” he said in fair English. "W are very
sorry to report that we have no clue to his whereabouts."

"Well, | have a clue," Elaine told him

Then she inparted a brief outline of what had happened at her | odgings.

"1 am convinced sonething is wong," she declared. "Uncle Wehman tried to conme to nme, and he nust
have been seized and carried away."

"Thi s Monsi eur Uncl e Wehman—what is his business?" the gendarne asked curiously.

"He is a chem st and an inventor," Elaine replied.

The gendarne drew sone papers fromhis desk. These were fastened together with a paper clip. He
consul ted them then | eaned back in his squeaking chair.

"I's it not a fact that the Monsieur Uncle Wehman was once in trouble in the United States because
he sold sone mning stock that was of no value?" he inquired politely.

El ai ne flushed. "That was not Uncle Wehman's fault. He had a process for recovering netals which
he thought would work. Some nmen put noney behind him and had it fixed up so they would hog the
profits. The process was a failure and they turned around and tried to send Uncle Whman to jail.
They were not good sports. Uncle Wehman | ost nore than they did."

The gendarnme nodded sagely. "lIs it not true that Mnsieur Uncle Wehman has invented a nunber of

t hi ngs which have been a failure?"

"What has that got to do with the fact that sonething has happened to hin?" El aine wanted to
know.

The gendarne sniled and said, "You nmay rest assured, nadenviselle, that we shall investigate."
But Elaine left the poste de police with the feeling that the hunt for Wehman MIIs had hit a
snag. Not that the French police were sluggards; they were as efficient as the | aw enforcenent



agenci es of other nations. But the discovery that Wehman M| 1ls had once been in trouble with the |aw
in the United States had danpened their ardor

El ai ne stood in the street and punished an attractive lower lip with her teeth

"Darn it!" she said angrily, and stanped a foot

THE YOUNG wormen’ s wrat hful ejacul ati on was destined to have far-reachi ng consequences. Sinply
because she stanped her foot and excl ai med al oud, nany nen were to cone under a pall of horrible
danger, and some were to die

A news vendor had his sidewal k stand a few yards distant, and not understanding English and

unable to see the young woman’s facial expression because of the darkness, he thought she wanted a
newspaper. He ran over with an arm oad of his wares and began to spout profusely in French

El ai ne had enough experience with French street hawkers to know that the easiest way of getting
rid of the vendor was to spend a few pennies for one of his papers. She passed over the Paris and
Brest editions and sel ected a London paper, one she could read because it was in English

She gl anced casually at the headlines

DOC SAVAGE TO VI SI' T ENGLAND

Back in Elaine’'s menory sonething stirred. She read the subheads and the story bel ow

MAN OF MYSTERY DUE TO LAND

SOUTHAMPTON TONI GHT

Cl ark Savage, Jr., better known in the far corners of the world as Doc Savage, is due aboard a
l'iner which arrives at Southanpton from New York Gty tonight

He is a man of nystery, this Doc Savage, probably one of the nost amazing conbinations of
scientific genius and physical daring to be found in the world. He is a man of profound learning, a
man whose know edge is said to be unequaled in the fields of electricity, chem stry, geol ogy,
archaeol ogy, engineering and other lines. He is reported to be a mental w zard

Equal to his nental ability are Doc Savage's physical powers, according to those who know of his
work. Scientific exercise routines, carried on unfailingly from chil dhood, have given hima nuscul ar
strength which borders on the supernatural

Strangest thing of all about this man, perhaps, is his profession—that of aiding those in trouble
and puni shing wongdoers. It is said that he never accepts financial remuneration for anything that
he does

Doc Savage is coming to England to aid one of his colleagues, WIIliam Harper Littlejohn, fanous

ar chaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, who is now delivering a series of |lectures before the Fell owhood of

Sci enti sts.

Wl liam Harper Littlejohn is one of a group of five nen closely associated with Doc Savage in his
strange career. The other four nmen are | awyer, chem st, engineer and el ectrical expert, each fanpus
in his profession. Yet it is reported that each of the five is exceeded in his own specialty by this
super man, Doc Savage

"Good night!" exclainmed Elaine MIls, and glanced up at the title of the paper, thinking she nust
have gotten hold of the London equival ent of a New York tabl oid. But the newspaper was one of the
nore staid of Britain's journalistic sheets

That such a paper shoul d eul ogi ze an individual, especially an Amrerican, in this fashion, was
unusual . This paper happened to be one addicted to taking digs at Anmericans

ELAI NE re-read the portion of the highly-flattering—for that newspaper—story which dealt with Doc
Savage’' s profession of hel ping those who were in trouble. Then she folded the paper slowy, her

t hought's busy.

She was recal ling what she had heard of this man of nystery, Doc Savage. Now that she

concentrated, she could remenber having heard a great deal of the man. The newspapers frequently
carried stories about him Just recently, there had been an affair in which sone clever crimnal had
hit upon the idea of using a submarine in New York harbor as a get-away vehicle, and Doc Savage had
put hi mout of business

A bit earlier than that, Doc Savage had, it was runored, put down a revolution in one of the

Bal kan countries. Doc Savage seened always to be in the thick of trouble

"Doc Savage nust have sonething on the ball,"” Elaine MIIs told herself. "OQtherwi se this old fogy
London paper would not give hima wite-up like that." She reached a decision. Tucking the paper
under an arm she swung rapidly along the narrow, dark streets of Brest until she found a cab
Twenty minutes later, she was at the ticket office of the line which had issued her passage to

I ndi a.

There was a good deal of argunent. The French clerk shouted and waved his arns; Elaine | ooked
grimand determ ned. Probably the fact that she was a beauty hel ped

Eventual |y, El aine got the noney back on her ticket. She bought another ticket, this one to

Sout hanpt on—where Doc Savage had arrived, by this tine.

El ai ne had determined to call on this man of nystery for assistance in the matter of her uncle
Wehman M Ils. That Uncle Wehnan was in trouble, she was convinced. And Doc Savage had the reputation



of hel ping people who were in trouble

| f Doc Savage shoul d be hesitant about |ooking into the nmatter, Elaine MIIs was confident that

her own beauty, of which she was not unaware, would sway him Not that Elaine depended entirely upon
her beauty. But nen usually showed great wllingness to aid her

El ai ne was due for a surprise when she tried her wiles on Doc Savage. And she was al so due for

ot her and nore unpl easant surprises nuch before that

THE SHI PPI NG conpany clerk was a bit concerned after the young woman departed. He did sone

thinking, the result of which was that he picked up the tel ephone and called the nunmber of the stout
gent | eman, Monsieur Smith, who had purchased the ticket which El aine had cashed in

The clerk wanted to know if it was all right that he had given the noney back

Smith thanked himand said it was quite all right, then he asked where the young woman had gone
after getting her noney. He was advised that she had purchased a steanmer passage to Sout hanpton

Engl and.

Smith inquired for and was given the name of the boat, a craft which nade regul ar cross-Channe
passages

The cl erk hung up, thinking Mnsieur Smth a very kindly, benevolent gentleman. He woul d have put
his fingers tightly in his ears if he had heard the blistering profanity which Smth exercised after
he had hung up

"What is it?" asked Paquis, who was present

"There's ‘ell to pay!" Smith said fervently, relapsing into Cockney. "The blarsted female ‘as
smelled the rat!”

Paqui s purred blandly, "Ah, then | shall have to exercise ny remarkable wits again."

LA COLOMBE is French for "The Dove." It was also the nane of the Channel boat on which El aine
MIIls had taken passage

La Col onbe

| ooked nore |ike a broken-down crow which had fallen victimto a shotgun firing rust specks, than
it looked like a dove. Her bows were blunt, black, and the superstructure either needed a paint job
or a good washing

The one snokestack was very tall and seened entirely too large for a boat of La Col onbe’s size

it spouted prodigious quantities of sparks and bl ack snmoke, which pronptly settled down on deck to
burn small holes in clothing and dirty the passenger’s faces

Elaine MIls stood in her cabin, peering through a grinmy porthole and watching the |ast of Brest
slip past. They were beyond the portion of the harbor which served as a naval base, and because of
t he darkness, the castle, with its donjon and seven towers, was not even discernible

La Col onbe

kept up a great runbling and thunpi ng which sounded, here in the young woman’s cabin, not unlike
the cooing of a gigantic and extrenely decrepit dove, this being about the only characteristic the
good ship bore in keeping with her name

The riding lights of vessels at anchor in Brest harbor were blotted fromsight, and eventually

the winking of the lighthouse receded until it was only a scared scud of light in the infinite

bl ackness of the sea night

Assured they were off, El aine sought out the radio cabin, her intention being to send a nessage

to Doc Savage on his liner, apprising the man of nystery of her coning

She did not send the nmessage. The skipper of La Col onbe and two of his officers were in the radio
cabin, and nmuch head-scratching was going on. A vandal, it seened, had given each transmtting tube
a tap with a hamrer during the absence of the operator fromhis key.

El aine MI1ls shivered when she heard the news. She thought of a small automatic which she carried
in her handbag. The gun was a target weapon, not built for knocking men down, but it would be a
great consolation in case of trouble

The young worman was hurrying down the corridor to her stateroom when she heard a sound behi nd

her. She whirled, took one glance, and opened her nmouth to shout for aid

She had faced the sanme tall, darkhaired man who had pretended to be a drunken tourist in the
auberge back in Brest. He lunged swiftly and cl anped a hand over Elaine’'s nouth, halting her outcry
The girl bit him He grow ed profanely, whipped out a silk handkerchi ef and managed to jamit

bet ween her jaws. Then he picked her up and carried her into the nearest stateroom

"Bite Paquis, would you!" he purred. "l ought to hand you a good Anerican bust on the jaw,
madenoi sel | e! "

El ai ne ignored him She was |ooking at the other occupants of the stateroom These nunbered nore
than half a dozen, and she had seen only one of them before. That one was the portly man who had
pl ayed | awyer, giving the name of Smth

The men assisted in tying Elaine to a chair, not at all abashed by the frosty stares which she
bent upon them One contributed his necktie so that it could be tied across her jaws to keep the gag
in place

Smith had departed, and his mission remained a nystery only until he came back bearing Elaine's



handbag. This was opened and the contents dunped on the floor in full view The target pistol cane
to light, as well as the fol ded newspaper.

The men read the newspaper, and Paquis, living up to his vaunted quick wit, was first to catch
its significance.

"This Doc Savage!" he snapped. "Msieu' s, the young | ady here nust have been on her way to enlist
his aid."

"“Ell"s on fire!"™ Smth swore in a strangely shrill voice. He had becone slightly pale. He wal ked
over to the group’s baggage, selected a yellow atrocity which nmust have been his own | uggage, and
started for the door.

"QU'Yy a-t-il?"

Paqui s purred wonderingly. "What is the matter, misieu ?"

Smith scow ed. "*Aven't you ‘eard of this Doc Savage bl oke?"

Paqui s shrugged. "CQui, vaguely, nisieu ."

"Vaguel y!" Smith snorted. "That's ‘ow you'll remenber ‘im too, if you re in any shape to
renmember ‘imat all."

"What do you nean, nisieu ?" Paquis denanded.

"H means that fightin all ‘is Majesty s bloody navy would be safer’'n tanglin’ with this Savage
bl oke," Smith said grimy. "Count me out from now on. Count me out on everything."

"Do you mean you woul d give up your share of some millions of pounds in order to avoid fighting
this Doc Savage?" Paquis queried sarcastically.

"Bloomin' right," Smith growed. "And hit wouldn’'t be no fight. That Doc Savage just cones al ong
and before you know ‘arf of what hits about, ‘e’s got you laid by the ‘eels."

"You seemto have net this Monsieur Savage," Paquis purred.

Smith grunted. "Afriend o' mne ‘ired ‘inself out once to croak Doc Savage."

Paqui s | ooked interested. "Wat happened to the friend? Tell us that."

Smith shifted his yellow bag fromone thick hand to the other while he considered. Not only was
his face pale, but he was now perspiring freely.

"Sonet hin' deuced queer ‘appened to ne friend," he inparted at |ast. "Doc Savage caught ‘i m and
‘e nust’ve done sonethin’ to the poor bloke's head. | met nme friend an ‘e didn't know nme from Adani s
left overshoe. ‘E didn't know any of ‘is old pals. The poor goose got ‘inself a position in a box
factory, an’ ‘e's workin' there now, ‘onest as they cone. 'E ‘asn’t never renmenbered a thing in ‘is
life before ‘e went up agai nst Doc Savage."

"Very interesting, oui," Paquis said skeptically.

"This Doc Savage ain't ‘arf an ordinary man," Smth said firmy. "*E's a bloomn’ nale witch,
that’s what ‘e is!"

Paqui s | aughed | oudly.

"I will tell you a secret which our chief inparted only to ne," he snmirked. "One of Doc Savage's
men, this WIliamHarper Littlejohn, was so foolish as to invade The Wash vicinity, |ooking for King
John’s ghost. Qur nmen found it necessary to seize him and they hold himnow "

"Blime!" Smith wailed. "We're the sane as sunk! This Doc Savage bl oke will—=

"WIIl do nothing, nmisieu ," smirked Paquis. "Doc Savage has been deceived by our estimable

| eader. "

"What d’ you nean?" Smth denanded.

"Doc Savage is now on his way to South Anmerica, chasing the wild goose," Paquis |aughed.

Chapter VII. THE GOLD MAKER

DOC SAVAGE was not on his way to South Anerica.

The bronze man was not even going in the direction of the continent which Col unbus di scovered on
his third voyage. He was headed in a direction al nost exactly opposite.

The bronze man had made careful arrangements, guessing that the South American boat would be

wat ched by his nysterious foes. A tug had nmet the boat well beyond the nouth of the harbor, taken
of f Doc, Mdnk, Habeas Corpus and Ham and put them ashore at a point where there was little chance
of their being observed.

The whol e affair of the false start for South Anerica had been executed with such a pell-nmell
rush that Monk and Ham were a bit confused on certain nmajor points.

"How in bl azes did you know that whol e story about Johnny being on his way to South America was a
fake?" Monk demanded.

"Renenber when the man who pretended to be a detective, Wall-Sanuels, was tal king over the drug
store tel ephone just before you seized hinP" Doc queri ed.

Monk nodded. "Sure."

"Renenber | was with you until we saw Wal | - Sanuels go into the tel ephone, then | asked you
fellows to watch him and sei ze hi mwhen he cane out?"

Monk nodded again. "You turned around and went back while we watched him"

"Exactly," Doc agreed. "It was not a difficult task to find where those tel ephone wires passed
through the rear wall of the drug store, then tap them"

Monk grinned. "Wio did Wall-Sanuels talk to?"



"An unnared gentlenman," Doc explained. "The latter carefully outlined the story which was to | ead
us off on the w | d-goose chase to South Anmerica."

"But what was behind it?" Mnk demanded.

"A rather nysterious affair having to do with a ghost of King John, a man named Wehman M11ls and
a young wonman who is Wehman MI11s’s niece," Doc replied.

Monk nuttered, "I still don't see why they mixed us up init in the first place."
"Johnny was responsible for that," Doc answered.
"Johnny?"

9 "

"Johnny evidently went to investigate the King John ghost,"
"He was what ?" Monk howl ed. "\When? \Where?"

"In the vicinity of The Wash," Doc said. "And it nust have happened earlier in the night."

The bronze man hailed a taxi. "To the nearest airport fromwhich we can get a plane for London,"
he directed—and the cab got under way noisily.

Monk, show ng puzzl enent, queried, "Were are we headi ng for?"

"When WAl | - Sanuel s tel ephoned fromthe drug store, and | tapped the wire, there was a chance to

trace the call," Doc replied. "It canme froman office in the name of Benjamin Gltstein, on Fleet
Street in London."

"Benjamin Gltstein,” Ham murnured. "Ever hear of him before, Doc?"

The bronze man shook his head in a negative.

The Sout hanpton airport was astir at this early hour, since it was a focus for various air lines
operating planes to the islands in the English Channel. Another line also ran to London, and the
early plane was on the point of departing.

Doc expl ai ned. "He was seized.

FLEET STREET, beginning at Ludgate Circus and leading to the Strand and the West End, is one of
London’s busiest streets. But the principal fane of Fleet Street comes fromits multiplicity of
newspaper plants. The |eading journals of England have their headquarters there, together wth book
publ i shers, press associations, literary agents, clipping bureaus, and the other professions which
gain their livelihood fromthe printed word.

The hi gh-pressure nmethods of nodern exi stence has conme to demand many specialists in peculiar
lines. Some nmen devote their working |lives to nothing but making a particular type of notor casting.
In the literary field, sone witers turn out only detective yarns; in the newspaper business, sone
reporters specialize in witing about the stock exchange, to the exclusion of all else.

Benjamin Gltstein was a specialist. His forte was publicity. In the United States, he would have
called hinself a public relations counsel, and the newspaper reporters would probably have dubbed
hima press agent.

If an actor wanted his nane in the newspapers, his best bet was to enploy a man in Benjanin
Gltstein's profession. The press agent would think up stunts that woul d pass as news, wite them
up, give themto the newspapers, and sonme woul d be printed.

Shoul d an industrial magnate desire his concern publicized in a favorable |ight, he usually
engaged one of these public relations counselors, who, being a specialist, knew the best way to
inveigle the newspaper into printing the publicity matter under the inpression that they were

di ssem nati ng news.

Benjamin Gltstein was a portly fellowwith a red face. He affected spats and eyegl asses on a

ri bbon. A newspaper reporter who got hard up could always borrow a few dollars fromG ltstein. He
stood in well with the Press, for that was his business. The news hawks for whom he did favors
reciprocated by getting his publicity stuff printed.

At this early norning hour, sleepy-eyed reporters were gathering at Benjanmin Gltstein's
confortably furnished offices in Fleet Street. The scribes grunbl ed about being robbed of their

sl eep, but Gltstein had tel ephoned them saying he had a piece of news which was due to shake the
wor | d.

Great enthusiasmhad been in Gltstein's voice. In the past, the press agent had al ways been
frank, telling the reporters when he was trying to put out straight publicity. It did not pay to try
to fool the gentlemen of the press, as Gltstein well knew.

Fearing Benjamin Gltstein really did have a big piece of news, the journalists had not dared

stay away. But they arrived in a cloud of skepticism spraw ed thenselves in the |uxurious chairs,
and demanded to know what was what.

"It is big, gentlenmen," Gltstein insisted. "Wen you are all present, | shall talk."
The press agent knew nost of the |eading London reporters, but two scribes put in an appearance
whom he could not recall. They did not come together.

One stranger was a broad nman, snooth-shaven and very pale of face, who wore glasses with thick

| enses and shell rins. This fellow had a trenendous stomach and wal ked with a pronounced |inp. He
al so snmoked a large and extrenely evil-snelling cigar.

The second stranger, who arrived al nost half an hour later, was a | ean chap who had two | arge
gold teeth in front and wore a perpetual scow. H s clothing was baggy and woul d have been the
better for a visit to the cleaner’s. He spoke with a pronounced Latin accent.

"l worka for da Italian Newspaper Union," he explained. "I just geta da job."



The other scribe, the one with the big stomach and the linp, said that he was a new reporter on
the Crown Daily.

BENJAM N G LTSTI EN passed good cigars, then expanded his chest with a full breath.

"Gentlemen, | am about to break one of the greatest stories of the Twentieth century!" he said
grandly. "What | am about to tell you is highly likely to alter the whole course of the world’'s
econom ¢ existence. It is colossal, stupendous, as an Anerican notion picture man would say."
"Cut the blarney and out with it," a journalist suggested. "We can tell whether it’s worth a line
or two on an inside page."

Gltstein | ooked patient. "You will put this on the front page. Every paper in the world will put
it on the front page."

"What is it?" repeated the scribe.

"Do you gentl enen know what ingredients nake up sea water?" G ltstein asked suddenly.

"Water," sonme one said.

"Salt water," said sonebody el se. "Whal es, sharks, and assorted fishes."

"Pl ease," suggested Gltstein. "Be serious about this. Sea water contains, in solution, sone
thirty-two of the eighty known el ements. In sea water you will find, besides salt, magnesium
chloride, gypsum copper, zinc, nickel, |ead, cobalt, nanganese, bromni de, chlorine—=

"We'll take your word for it," interjected the scribe. "What is this leading up to."

"There are at present in existence plants which take brom ne fromthe sea water in comerci al
quantities," said Gltstein.

"Are you trying to get publicity for one of thenP" another newspaper man demanded.

"No!" snapped the press agent. "Keep still and listen. There is another substance present in sea
water. It is gold!"

No one sai d anyt hi ng.

"Gold!" Gltstein repeated dramatically.

"I's this where we all applaud?" asked a journalist sarcastically.

Benjanmin Gltstein was beginning to perspire. It seened that the scribes were unusually cold
toward press agents this norning.

"The gold in its native state in the water is in colloidal suspension form" said the publicity
man. "There is approximately ten mllion dollars worth of gold in a cubic mile of water. There are
nearly three hundred million cubic nmiles of sea water on the earth. That gives us, as the total
val ue of the gold in the sea—

"Don't say it!" groaned a reporter. "Not with ne flat broke. Say, just what are you trying to
tell us?"

"Centl emen, a feasible nmethod has been discovered for taking gold fromsea water,"
Gltstein.
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THE journalists digested this information. Having had experience in the past with press agents,
they took anything fromsuch a source with several grains of salt. Their jobs depended a good deal
on such precautions.

"Not hi ng doing on this," one snapped. "W print a story and sonebody unl oads stock in this
gold-fromsea-water idea. Isn't that it?"

"On the contrary, you could not buy a share of stock in this project with a mllion dollars in
cash,” Gltstein said pronptly.

"When is the plant for getting the gold to be built?" sone one queried.

"It is already conpleted,"” said Gltstein.

There was a pronounced perking up of ears at this information. It renoved the story fromthe
category of a press agent’s dreamand nmade it strictly news.

"Where is the place?" the reporter with the big stomach and the |inp questioned.

"Have you ever heard of Magna |sland?" asked G ltstein.

"Sure," said the reporter whom G ltstein had not net before this conclave. "It is a tiny island
near here. It holds the position of an independent nonarchy, under our protectorate, but it pays no
taxes to us, and we English have no voice in its government or anything that goes on there."
"There was talk that an Anerican utilities king who was running away fromthe |aw intended to buy
the island and set hinmself up as king, so he would be safe," put in another reporter.

"Magna | sl and was recently purchased,"” Gltstein said blandly. "And the plant for taking gold
fromsea water is now in operation there."

"Can you prove dis, neester?" inquired the | ean reporter with the perpetual scow .

"I am prepared to prove every word," Benjamin Gltstein snapped. "If you gentlenen care to
charter planes, | shall be glad to acconpany you to Magna |sland, where you will be shown over the
plant which is taking gold fromsea water. Furthernore, | can guarantee that each of you wll

receive a small sanple of the sea gold as proof."

"Can we bringa da technical expert along?"

"You certainly can."

A reporter, who was still skeptical, demanded, "Listen here, Gltstein, are you sure this is not



a hi gh- powered stock-selling scheme?"

"It positively is nothing of the sort," the press agent asserted.

"Who is the scientist who is taking this gold out of the sea water?"
Benjanmin Gltstein put the proper drama on this announcenment of the identity.
"An American inventor named Wehman M11s," he said.

THE MEETI NG now broke up, for the reporters wanted to tel ephone the story to their respective
sheets, as well as get permission to visit Magna Island. Since there was only one tel ephone in
Benjanmin Gltstein's office, the scribes scattered.

Strangely enough, the reporter with the big stomach and the linp, and the scribe with the scow
and the Latin accent, nade it a point to neet in a corner of the | obby downstairs.

"That pot belly certainly becomes you, Mnk," chuckled the one who had used the Latin accent.

The other leered, "That’'s a nice suit you' re wearing, Ham"

Hamretrieved his scow, which he had tenporarily wi ped off his features. He hated the baggy suit
whi ch he had assumed for a disgui se.

It was doubtful if intimte acquaintances woul d have recogni zed either Monk or Ham Doc Savage
had equi pped themw th their disguises and done an excellent job of it.

Monk abandoned personalities, and demanded, "Wat do you make of this gol d-out-of-sea-water

busi ness?"

"Hokun®" said Ham

"On the contrary,” Monk told him "It can be done. It has been done on a |l aboratory scale, in
fact, but the cost of recovery has al ways exceeded the value of the gold taken."

Ham shrugged. "We’d better consult Doc."

They left the building, wal ked down the street and entered a small hotel. Doc Savage occupied a
roomthere, and was seated before a tel ephone. Mnk’'s pig, Habeas Corpus, was also in the room

"1 have been doing sone calling," Doc told them "Johnny seens to have chartered a plane which
took himto Swi neshead, a village in the vicinity of The Wash. Johnny made inquiries at the |ocal
pubs about King John's ghost, then he di sappeared fromthe settlenment and has not been heard from
since."

"This whole blasted thing is mghty queer," Mnk grow ed. "Wat did you |earn at Benjanin
Gltstein's office?" Doc questioned.

Monk and Ham col | aborated in reciting the story about the discovery of the process for taking the
rare yellow nmetal from ocean brine, ending with the information that the gentlemen of the press had
been invited to pay Magna Island a visit to inspect the new plant.

"What are we going to do about this gold angle?" Ham pondered al oud.

"I'n your assumed personality of newspaper nen, you will go to the island and | ook things over,"
Doc suggested. "Monk, being one of the greatest living chem sts, should be able to tell whether the
thing is a fake."

"But suppose they |learn we are not newspaper nen?" Monk grunted.

"It is not likely," Doc replied. "I have nade arrangenents with the newspapers for which you are
supposed to work. Your nanmes are on the pay rolls of those sheets, in case any one calls up."

Nei t her Monk nor Ham commented on that, for they were accustoned to the nmanner in which Doc
Savage cared for details, rarely overl ooking anyt hi ng.

"What’' s your end, Doc?" Monk asked.

"Johnny," said the bronze man; "we nust find him"

"Maybe we’'d better go with you," Ham suggested hopeful ly.

"No," Doc said. "You take care of the gold fromthe sea angle. And try to find out what you can
about this Wehman M1ls who is supposed to have discovered the process."

"We'll interview him" Mnk grinned.

"l doubt it," Doc said.

"Huh? Wy not ?"

"From the tel ephone conversation | overheard between Wl l-Sanmuel s and the nysterious chief of the
organi zation, it seenms that Wehman MI|s has escaped fromthe gang and they are trying to find him
Thi s happened in Brest. Wehman M|I|s happens to have a niece in Brest."

"Maybe one of us had better look into the Brest angle," Mnk suggested.

"We' || take care of that later," Doc said. "Johnny conmes first. And | think you two will do nore
good investigating Benjamin Gltstein and his gold-fromsea-water-story."

"I wonder how Wehman M1 1s hooks into this,"” Mnk pondered aloud. "And | wonder what it’'s all
about, anyhow."

Chapter VIII. THE SAMARI TAN

ELAINE M LLS, on the Channel boat La Col onbe, was nentally echoing the sane questions which Mnk

had put into words. Her attenpts to raise an alarmhad been futile and she was beginning to be badly
scared. She was tightly bound and gagged.

So far, she had not the slightest idea of what was behind all of the trouble, although she had
listened to all that was said by her captors.



Paqui s, the suave gentleman with the voice of a cat, was absent. He had been gone sone m nutes
and putting in an appearance now, he w nked broadly at his fellows.

"l have deci ded how we shall dispose of the girl," he said. "We are now doctors, nisieu's. Be
sure and act the part."

"* Ave you gone bal ny?" Smth demanded

Paqui s exhibited a snmall bottle which he drew froma pocket. "This, misieu s, is a drug which
wi Il cause madenpiselle to go out of her head. It will cause her to becone sleepy, and later go into
a stupor.”

"H don’t get this, gov'nor," Smith nuttered

"We are médicins, doctors," Paquis repeated. "The unfortunate young nadenvi selle in our charge is
a victimof nmadness, and we have to keep her drugged. We are taking her to an English institution."
"You nmean we put her in a bloomn nadhouse?"

"Exactly!" smled Paquis

"Ht won't work."

"On the contrary, it will be sinple," Paquis assured Smth. "Qur chief will arrange it

Madenoi selle will be thoroughly out of the way."

Smith snorted. "H Il give you blokes credit. You think of things!"

Paqui s expanded under this praise, tucking thunbs in vest pockets and riding his heels

"The English are not slow about rel easing persons fromtheir madhouses, nmisieu s," he smled
"Elaine MIIs will be confined for sone nonths—and | ong before that, our present project will be
conpl eted. "

ELAINE M LLS remai ned perfectly still in her chair, relaxed so that the cotton cords which
secured her would not cause so nuch nuscl e ache

The steaner whistle was npbaning at intervals, an indication that they nust have entered one of
the Channel’s frequent fogs; but Elaine MIls hardly heard the mournful blasts

At first, the disposition these nen intended to nmake of her had not seened especially terrifying
but now that she thought it over, the prospect was not pleasant. A madhouse would be infinitely
worse than a penitentiary, and it would carry a stigna. Mreover, she would be in a position where
any opportunity to aid her uncle woul d be hopel essly inpossible

Attendants in institutions for the insane paid little attention of the talk of the patients
therein. If she told the story of what had happened to her tonight, it would be ignored as the
ravi ng of an unbal anced i ndi vi dual

El aine MIls suddenly wenched as bolt upright in her chair as the ropes would permt. Then she
sl unped; her head dropped forward.

"What’s wong with the blarsted wench?" Snith grow ed

Paqui s eyed the young wonman doubtfully, then advanced and felt of her wist. Then he watched for
some sign of breathing. He heard none

"Dépechez-vous!"

he expl oded. "Make haste! Untie the nadenoiselle!"

Sm th questioned, "Wat’'s ‘appened?”

"Take the gag out!" rapped Paquis

Smth snarled, "Listen, bloke, H arsked you—

"Did you ever hear of a person with a bad case of adenoids snothering when they are gagged?"
Paqui s demanded. "They cannot breathe, except through their nmouths, and the gag strangles them"
Smith sprang to aid in extracting the gag. He listened for a trace of breathing fromthe girl
heard none, and showed sudden worri nent

"If she’s up an’ died, we're in an ‘ell of a kettle!" he groaned

"She has only fainted, nmsieu ," replied Paguis. "But we nust revive her or she may die."

Elaine MIls was a strikingly beautiful young woman, and it was doubtful if any male, however
tough he m ght consider hinmself, could help showing concern over her life. Too, the death of the
girl would certainly interest the English police, and those hounds of the law had a reputati on of
being very difficult to evade

Not only was El aine’s gag renoved, but she was untied and placed on a berth. Her wists were
massaged and her face slapped lightly; but nothing happened, except that her |inbs seemed to becone
slightly stiff.

"Get water!" Paquis snapped. "Non! Never mind! | shall get it nyself."

He sprang to the wash basin and roared the streaminto the bow. A startled shout behind him
caused himto wheel. Hi s eyes protruded

He was just in tine to see Elaine MIIs dive through the stateroomdoor into the passage outside
"The bl arsted hussy tricked us!" Smth snarled

ELAINE M LLS ran wildly down the corridor. She had no del usi ons about her escape or the dunbness
of her captors. They were not dunmb. They had fallen for one of the ol dest ruses, sinply because
El ai ne was exquisitely beautiful

A man in the same circunstances coul d never have worked the trick. A pretty girl about to die on



their hands, seemingly, had excited themgreatly and caused themto relax their usual caution.

El ai ne had sl ammed t he door of the stateroom from which she had escaped. She heard it bang open.
W thout turning her head, she knew Paquis, Smith and the others were charging in pursuit.

A cross passage opened to one side and El aine wheeled into that. The nap on the carpet was worn,
maki ng that covering slick, and she nearly slipped and fell.

"Hel p!" she shri eked.

No one was in sight, and the boat’s engines were nmaking consi derabl e noise. The chances were that
no one had heard her. She continued to run, shouting |oudly.

She becane convinced that she would not reach the end of the corridor and the deck before she was
overhaul ed. Her linbs were stiff fromthe bonds, and did not function with full efficiency.

"Hel p!" she called shrilly.

Ahead, to the left, a stateroom door opened.

El aine did not wait to see who had opened the door. Head down, she plunged inside. Her shoul der
struck a figure forcibly.

The i ndividual with whom she had confided gasped in a startled fashion. The voice was nascul i ne,
but gloomwas too thick in the cabin to nmake out the man’'s features.

Sei zing the door, Elaine slammed it shut. She found the | ock—a bolt—licked it, then | eaped to
one side. She did not put it above her late captors to drive a few bullets through the panel.
"Beauty in distress, eh?" nmurnured a rather pleasant voice.

The occupant of the roomin which she had taken refuge was the speaker, and El ai ne studied him
curiously.

She saw a rather anply nuscled young man with w de, amazed bl ue eyes, a nouth which was open and
showing a firmset of white teeth, and a face which was healthily tanned. The young man was wel |
under thirty, and he had a shock of curly brown hair. His shirt was off and he held a tube of patent
shaving creamin one hand, a safety razor in the other.

"Just what does this nean?" he demanded.

"Sh-h-h!"

war ned El ai ne.

She coul d hear her late hosts outside. They went past with a great tunmult of footsteps, reached
the deck and, judging by the sounds, turned back and began openi ng cabin doors. Elaine clenched her
fists anxiously.

"Can't you hide ne in here sonewhere?" she demanded of the shirtless young nan.

"I"ll be darned if | see why | should,"” said that worthy.

"Those nmen are after nme!" El ai ne gasped.

The young man | ooked her up and down with an appreciative glance, then said: "If | don't mss ny
guess, alnost any man would run after you. You're pretty enough.”

"Darn it!" Elaine snapped. "They will probably kill me if they catch ne."

"Ch!" said the young man. "That's different."

He tossed his shaving cream and razor on the berth, wenched open a hand bag and produced an
enor mous bl ack automatic pistol.

"We'll see about the killing," he said grimy. "Wio are they?"

"l only know the names of two named Paquis and Smith," Elaine breathed. "There are others with
them They belong to a gang whi ch has done sonething to ny uncle, Wehman MIls."

El ai ne and her new found chanpion listened to the sounds in the corridor. These had changed in
quality. There were many voices, sone of which Elaine had not heard before. The expl anati on dawned
upon her.

"The ships’ officers had heard the noise and cone to investigate," she said in a relieved voice.
She grasped the door and started to open it, intending to go outside.

The young man knocked her hand off the door fastening.

"Don't be a fool!" he growl ed quietly.

ELAINE M LLS stared at the young nan wonderingly, and said, "I amgoing out there and accuse
those fellows. Wiy is that foolish?"

"Are they armed?"

"Yes. O course."

"Then don’t be a fool," whispered the young nan. "They would only shoot you and the ship
officers. The latter are probably not armed. They m ght shoot ne, too."

Consi dering, Elaine saw the possibilities of that. She retreated fromthe door.

"What am | going to do, then?" she asked wildly.

"Stay here, and in alittle while | will go to the captain and tell himyour story. You can stay
here."

"l won't stay here," Elaine retorted. "They might find ne while you are gone."

"I"I'l leave you ny gun."

"You are very kind," Elaine told the young nan.

"Trunp is the nane," he told her. "Henry Trunp."

"Well, you certainly turned out to be ny trunp card," Elaine advised.



The young man scow ed mldly and said, "I do not like for people to nake puns about my nane,
ordinarily."

"Sorry," Elaine told him

"Ordinarily, | said,” he grinned. "Wen you do it, it sounds all right."

Qutside, the voices were receding. The door was sufficient of a nuffler that they coul d not
under st and what was being said, but the purring voice of Paquis was going at full speed, injecting
"ouis" and nisieu’'s" in every sentence

"You're an Anerican, aren’'t you?" Elaine asked Henry Trunp

He nodded. "M ssourian, to be exact. An aunt kindly left ne a few thousand dollars in hopes
woul d set nyself up in business. |’'ve been using the dough to see Europe."

"A tourist," Elaine nmurnured

"Quilty," Henry Trunp grinned

El aine listened at the door

"l think those men are gone," she deci ded al oud

"We'll wait a bit yet," Henry Trunp suggested. "Say, are you narried?"

"What ?"

"Are you tied up in matrinonial bonds with sone nug?"

"No," Elaine told him "And | think that is a very inpertinent question."

"Sure," Henry Trunp grinned. "But it suddenly struck me as a very inmportant thing to know "
"Anything el se you are interested in |learning?" Elaine asked himin as frosty a voice as she
coul d manage

"You bet!" he told her. "I'd like to hear your story."

El ai ne coul d think of no reason why she should not tell him so she imediately |aunched on the
tale, starting with the excitement at the French auberge when, as she was now convi nced, her uncle
Wehman M11s, had entered, called her nane, then been carried off

Henry Trunp heard her through between | ow whistles of interest and sly glances at the young
wonman's attractive features. It was hard to tell which interested himthe nore

"A whoopi ng nystery, eh?" he smled when Elaine had finished. "Elaine, |"'mgoing to like this
Now it | ooks like things are sort of breaking out around ne. That is, if you are going to permt ne
to help you."

"l don’t want any one to get hurt,"” Elaine told him

"Don’t worry about me," Trunp chuckled. "Here’'s ny gun. I'mgoing to talk to the captain."

El ai ne received the big automatic, nmade sure she knew how to fire it, then Henry Trunp |et

hi nsel f out of the stateroom

"1"11 be back in a jiff," he breathed, just before shutting the door

Chapter | X. SEA SPAWN

HENRY TRUWMP, returning to the stateroom closed the door swiftly, shot the bolt and | eaned
agai nst the panel. H's boyish face had a worri ed expression

"A dickens of a way for things to turn out!" he nuttered

W de-eyed, Elaine MIIls denmanded, "Wat is wong?"

Instead of answering, Henry Trunp | ooked the young wonan up and down, his manner one of solemm
appraisal, his features still wearing their serious cast

"Nope," he said to hinself. "You can't be."

"Be what?" El ai ne demanded

"A nut," said Trunp.

El ai ne snapped, "Well, | like that!"

"Ch, don't get hot around the collar," Henry Trunp advi sed her gloonily. "The captain of the ship
has been sold on the idea that you are a goof on the way to an English nut house."

"So Paquis and Smith and the rest told himthat!" El ai ne snapped

"They sure did. They did a swell job of it, too."

El ai ne advanced on the door. "Let ne out of here. |'I|l see about that."
"N x," said Henry Trunp. "This captain is a thick-headed dope. You couldn’'t tell hima thing
Paquis has himsold, | tell you. Say, | listened to this Paquis talk. He's sone spieler. Hs purring

voi ce alnpst got me to thinking he was really a doctor and you were his patient."

El ai ne waved the heavy autonatic. "After | get sight of Paquis, he won't tell anybody anything."
Henry Trunp | ooked interested. "You'd shoot hinP"

"No," said Elaine. "But |1'd scare himuntil he lost that purring voice."

Henry Trunp grinned, but shook his head. "It m ght be a pleasant diversion, but it would not get
you anywhere. It would just convince the captain of the boat that you were really unbal anced. They'd
throw you in the brig, probably."

The whistle nmoaned a | ong blast, and Elaine waited until the mournful orchestration of echoes had
di ed

"l"ve got to do sonething," she declared

"Stay in here until we dock at Southanpton," Henry Trunp suggested. "I'Il stay with you until the
stewards come. They'l|l be around, because they’'re going to search the ship for you. You get in the



clothes |l ocker, and I'Il convince themyou' re not here."
El ai ne did not answer to that.

"Wel |, maybe you can think of sonmething better," the young man suggested. "After the stewards go,
1”1l leave you alone if you wish. I'Il put a deck chair outside, under this porthole, and you can
yell if you want me."

"l don’t know how |’'I| ever repay you for this," Elaine smled.

"Am | kicking?" Henry Trunp grinned. "Say, the nearest | ever got to playing hero to a girl as
pretty as you are was watching a novie."

El ai ne said hastily, "There is one thing nore we can do."

"What' s that?"

"Send Doc Savage a nessage telling himhe has been tricked."

"Swel | idea," Henry Trunp agreed. "But | thought the radi o apparatus on this ship had been put
out of conmi ssion by Paquis and his gang."

"It may have been repaired by now "

"In that case, how will we know what boat Doc Savage is on?"

"W can find what boats sailed for South Anerica |ast night and send a nessage to all of them"
El ai ne eyed the young nman curiously. "Say, | don't believe you're very enthusiastic about this."
Henry Trunp grinned sheepishly. "To tell the truth, I'mafraid Paquis and his crowm will find
us."

Elaine MIls, in a determ ned voice, said, "I amgoing to the radio room"

"1"11 go along," Henry Trunp told her. "But | think we're taking unnecessary chances."

They opened the stateroom door and reconnoitered cautiously. Seeing no one, they stepped outside,
El ai ne bundled in a spare topcoat which Henry Trunp produced.

They rounded a corner and saw a deck hand in worn coveralls on hands and knees, polishing brass
and washi ng down woodwor k.

"Don't let the sailor see your face," Henry Trunp breathed, as he and the young woman hurried

f orward.

They were abreast of the deck hand when he dipped his cleaning rag into his pail of suds. But
instead of bringing it out, he wenched a dripping revolver fromthe bucket.

"These cartridges are the kind which do not get wet!" he said grimy. "Stand still, you two!"

HENRY TRUMP had decl ared he craved action, and he now lived up to his word. He lunged with

ast oni shing speed, kicked, and the fake deck hand’s revol ver spun down the passage.

Snarling, the other man scuttled backward. He tore buttons off his shirt getting a hand under it,
and brought out a |ong knife.

Henry Trunp picked up the bucket of suds and dashed it into the fellow s face. The man swore
hoarsely and pawed at his eyes, which were blinded by the soapy spray.

"Cone on!" Trunp expl oded, and grabbed El aine’s arm

They whirled to flee—and froze to stillness. Cabin doors near by had opened and Paquis, Smth and
the others had appeared, guns in hand. Henry Trunp started to reach for his gun.

"Non!"

Paqui s advi sed vehenently.

Henry Trunp thought better of it and lifted his hands.

"W realized madenni sel l e must have entered one of the cabins,"” Paquis chuckled. "By the
judicious use of a few francs, we nmanaged to put one of our men to scrubbing. He served as a

| ookout . "

"You nugs seemto think you're slick," Henry Trunp grow ed.

"Smarter than you, nmisieu ," Paquis murnmured onminously. "You are going to w sh you had never net
the pretty madenviselle.”

"Rats!" Trunp snapped. "Mark ne, you lads will get yours for this."

@Quns were held on Elaine MIls and Henry Trunp while their wists were bound. Then gags were
forced between their jaws.

"Madenoi selle will not trick us again," Paquis assured the young wonman.

Their ankles were not secured, and the reason for this became apparent when they were forced
toward the door. One of the gang scuttled out and reconnoitered the corridor, cane back and reported
the coast clear.

Thanks to a wet drizzle and plenty of fog, the decks were virtually deserted. No one observed the
prisoners being hurried toward the stern.

Paqui s issued quiet orders. Ring |life buoys were yanked | oose fromthe rail, lengths of line were
cut fromaround the edge of a |lifeboat, and the buoys were bound to the prisoners.

Each of the buoys had a cannister device attached to it.

El ai ne watched in wi de-eyed horror as Henry Trunp was seized, lifted and hurled, feet-first, over
the rail. Then she herself received the same treatment.

The young worman hit the water with a terrific shock. She saw the rusty sides of the Channel boat
raci ng past her, was spun around and around in the disturbed water, then all but drawn under by the
churning of the propellers. A nost choking, breathing inpeded by the gag, she canme back to the



surface.

There was a | oud bubbling sound made by the steaner, the sight of a receding hunp of darkness
that was the stern, then both receded and there was only the watery | oneliness of the Channel

El ai ne bobbed wildly, for the sea was still upset by the passage of the ship; but soon that

subsi ded and there was only the rather ugly chop of the Channel itself. Waves broke over the buoy
and spl ashed into her face

It nmust have been near dawn, but the fog and the rain clouds above nade thick gl oom thicker

gl oom than El ai ne bel i eved she had ever seen before

Abruptly there was a hissing roar, and a blinding |light sprang up al nost beside her. The young
woman squeezed her eyes shut and struggled to get free of the ring buoy; but the bindings were too
secure. It was doubtful if she could have stayed afloat for |ong, anyway, w th her hands bound
Then she realized what was meking the eye-hurting light. It was the cannister which had been
attached to the buoy. It was a nodern safety flare—a can of chemnicals which ignited upon contact
with the water and would burn for many mnutes. They were intended to facilitate |ocating persons
| ost overboard at night.

The fog, however, would prevent any one aboard La Col onbe from sighting them

El ai ne was shuddering, and between shudders endeavoring to free herself, when she got a shock

"El aine!" called a mascul ine voi ce near by

A MOMVENT | ater, Henry Trunp appeared in the glare of the flare, rafting hinself along on his ring
buoy. His hands were free and he had ridded hinself of the gag

"l managed to get |oose,” Trunp puffed. "Gosh, I'mglad you re safe! | was worried—afraid you had
been pulled into the ship’s propellers.”

At that point, the chenmical flare attached to Trunp’s life ring ignited itself and, fizzing and
spitting, made such a terrific glare that they could not see each other. Overhead, thunder whooped
and gobbled, and the rain fell nore furiously, nmaking a white creamon the green water around about

"Danged if we aren’t in a mess,” Trunp said grimy. "I wonder how far it is to shore?"
A series of grunts answered hi mand Trunp, renenbering, renoved the young woman’'s gag
"Too far," Elaine shivered. "I'mno Channel sw mer."

Trump was working at El aine’s bonds now, and soon got themfree. Then they worked together and
joined their life preservers with ropes, in order that they mght not drift apart

"They picked a queer way of getting rid of us," Trunp grow ed

"That is what | cannot understand," Elaine nurnmured. "Wy did they tie us to life preservers
before they threw us overboard."

"Listen!" Trunp barked

El ai ne strained her ears. At first, there was only the burning noises nade by their chenica
flares, which seemed quite proof against extinguishing by water. Then the young woman caught a sound
whi ch m ght have been nade by a distant doorbell fromwhich the clapper had been renoved. This grew
| ouder, approaching

"Pl ane, " decided Trunp

Before long, the plane materialized in the being of two brilliant wingtip landing |ights which
were pale in conparison with the nearer brilliance of the flares. The ship settled to a landing, a
feat which could only have been acconplished by a |large and sturdy seaplane. It taxied close

A man appeared on the seaplane, and with both | egs and one arm w apped around struts, fished for
Trunp and Elaine with a boat hook. He was proficient. A noment |ater they both were scranbling up
into the seapl ane cabin.

Three other men were inside the ship. Elaine | ooked them over and was quite sure she had never
seen any of the trio previously.

"W had a bloody time findin' you," advised one of the rescuers. "W thought for a while we
weren’'t going to be able to locate the flares in the fog."

"You were | ooking for us?" Elaine gul ped

"Sure!" the other told her

"But why?"

The man produced a nickel -plated revolver, waved it idly and said, "Mybe you did not know it

but you have just been changi ng conveyances."

HENRY TRUMP yel led angrily, "So you are in with Paquis, Smth and that gang?"

"I"mnot ashamed of it," their new captor grinned. "That Paquis is alnost half as smart as he
thinks he is, but that makes hima very clever gentlenman indeed."

El ai ne gasped, "But why the el aborate affair of dropping us overboard to be picked up by this

pl ane?"

"To save trouble,"” the informant smirked. "You see, young |lady, the captain of that ship got the
bright idea of having the police at Southanpton |ook into the story of the insane girl."

El ai ne and Henry Trunp exchanged gl ances

"I wish | had known of that," Trunp groaned

A man produced thin but stout cords and prepared to bind El aine and Trunp



"Where are we goi ng?" El ai ne demanded

"To visit your esteened uncle, Wehman M1ls," the other grow ed. "But you won't like that. Not a
bit!"

Anot her man chuckl ed. "Tell them about the other guest they’'|ll have for conpany—an esteened

ar chaeol ogi st and geol ogi st known as WII|iam Harper Littlejohn."

"You bl okes talk too rmuch!" snarled the man who was doing the flying

The pl ane now bounced across the water’'s surface, notors nmeking a great deal of uproar, and
finally went on step, skipping fromone wave top to another. The result was a procession of terrific
sl ans which threatened to jar the wings off the seapl ane

Appr ehensi on overspread the features of pilot and passengers. It was a dangerous nonent,

all eviated only when the ship got into the fog-gorged halflight of early norning

The man with the cords resunmed the task of tying the prisoners. Then he produced handkerchiefs
whi ch were evidently to serve as gags

"You birds are in for trouble!"™ Henry Trunp threatened. "Doc Savage is tangled up in this."

"Doc Savage is on his way to South Anerica," the man smrked

Chapter X. THE KI NG JOHN TRAI L

FOG | ay over The Wash. it was a particularly soupy fog, so very wet it deposited big gl obul es of

nmoi sture on the rushes which conposed npst of the nmarsh vegetation. The sun was a weak red eye

over head

An occasional flying water bird seemed about the only vestige of animate |life, and even the

f eat hered anphi bi ans did not show nuch energy in the face of a day which, starting off with a clear
sky, had turned dreary and noi st

There was novenent in The Wash, however. But it was furtive action, carefully managed, to escape
notice

Doc Savage was follow ng Johnny's trail. The Swi neshead vill age stories about the ghost of King
John had given hima clue as to where Johnny m ght have gone. Johnny’s tracks had not been difficult
to locate, because nmuck of The Wash was soft and retained footprints

They were unusually | ong and sl ender, these tracks of Johnny's, indicating with accuracy the

skel etonl i ke physical build of the nman who nmade t hem

The track showed where the bony archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st had prowl ed in search of the spectre

of an ancient English nonarch, or sonmething |ess fantastic, which would explain the ghost stories
Then cane the point where Johnny had encountered the nocturnal prow er.

Wth great interest Doc Savage scrutinized the prints of the individual Johnny had net. The
peculiar pattern was easily identified as having been made by an ancient sandal. Doc found the mark
made by the big broadsword when Johnny seized it and threw it away.

Then cane the narks made during the fight in which Johnny had overpowered his strange foe. Reeds
were crushed down and salt water grass uprooted, where the fight had occurred

At this point, Doc Savage |located a third set of tracks, also nmade by a man. It was this

i ndi vidual who had belted Johnny over the head, bringing the unconsci ousness which had been so

i nexplicable to Johnny. There seenmed to be two King John ghosts

The third arrival, after striking Johnny down, seened to have crept away and conceal ed hinself in
the marsh growth near by while the pretended ghost of King John questioned Johnny, perhaps; then he
had returned, and Johnny had been marched of f through the muck and reeds by both the King John
apparitions

Doc foll owed. He kept close to the ground, although there hardly seenmed necessity for that in
view of the fog

The great marsh, being partially inundated by the tide at tines, was cut here and there by

streans, rips which the violent tidal currents had opened. At the present nonment the tide seened to
be high, and these rips were either full or overflow ng.

Doc lost the trail at one of the rips. He swamacross with a few strokes which showed a

remar kabl e swimming ability, and examined the other bank. He becane convinced that Johnny had been
put aboard a boat of sone type

Doc proceeded to nove al ong the bank of the watercourse. Since it was inpossible to tell what
direction the water craft had taken, the only thing he could do was trace the streamfirst toward
the sea, then inland

PCSSI BLY HALF a mile fromwhere Doc Savage was working his way, a strange-looking figure crouched

in the rushes. This individual had a bushy bl ack beard, wore a close-fitting suit of chain mail and
a white silk jerkin. An enornous broadsword was thrust point down into the soft earth beside him
The individual hinmself presented an exotic picture, a touch of the thirteenth century. He | ooked
very like pictures of King John

But he had peel ed back his helmet to permt the wearing of an extrenely nodern-1ooking tel ephonic
headset. The cord of this connected to a box of electrical apparatus; fromthis in turn ran wires
that termnated in devices buried in the ground, and other devices which dangled in the water of the



stream whi ch Doc Savage had crossed.

The contrivance over which the queer figure crouched was a |istening device utilizing sensitive

m crophones, vacuumtube anplifiers and the headset. |t caught the faintest sounds through earth or
wat er and stepped themup to trenendous volune. The splash of a fish a quarter of a mle distant
sounded as a great crackling and rushing.

The |istener now unplugged his headset fromthe |istening device and inserted the receivers into
the circuit of a small portable radio. He spoke into the m crophone.

"Some one is approaching,"” he advised.

"Know who it is?" asked a voice over the radio.

"No," said the informant. "But he seens to be heading this way."

"Pull your King John act on him" comuanded the distant voice. "Scare himaway fromhere."

The King John now pi cked up his broadsword, w ped nmud off the point, exam ned the edge to meke
sure it was razor-sharp, then started forward. He noved in a crouching position, a posture which his
mai | arnmor nmade difficult, and he stopped frequently to rub his aching back and rest his nuscles.
But this nmethod of travel was necessary, if his head was not to be seen above the rushes.
Frequently the man paused and jammed an ear to the ground. He heard nothing. After he had

repeated this procedure several times, he |ooked a bit worried. He began searching for tracks.
Eventual |y, he found where Doc Savage had crossed the stream But there was no trace of Doc.

The prowler nowtried to follow Doc’s trail. He nanaged to acconplish this for perhaps a hundred
yards. Wiat he di scovered caused his lips to pull thin over his teeth. He broke out in a thin film
of perspiration.

For it was perfectly evident that Doc Savage had heard hi m approach, and was in turn shadow ng

hi m

The man in chain mail and jerkin did not show a great deal of fright, but nerely | ooked worri ed.

He tucked his broadsword under an arm fished a very nodern pistol fromunder his jerkin and kept it
in his hand. Then he devoted hinself to hunting industriously for his quarry. He was able to |l ocate
no one.

Wal king warily, keeping away fromtaller patches of reeds, the man returned to the spot where his
listening device and radi o apparatus were conceal ed. He used the listener. It brought himno sound
whi ch could be ascribed to other than natural causes.

The man shifted to the radio and got in touch with his associates.

"Sonet hing very strange about this," he advised. "I have not been able to find the fellow, but I
did locate his tracks. | think he is follow ng ne."

"Only one man?" he was asked.

"One, according to the signs. Wat shall | do?"

"Look scared," advised the voice over the radio. "Gather up your apparatus and follow the stream
inshore."

"But that will |ead himtoward—

"Do not worry about that," directed the other. "We will take care of this person. You have not
seen hin? You have no idea what he | ooks I|ike?"

"No idea at all."

The conversation term nated, and the King John gathered up the electrical apparatus, as he had
been ordered, and noved al ong the bank of the stream

THE Al R was beconing slightly warner, and the fog correspondingly nore oppressive. The vapor took
on the quality of steam COccasionally, a breath of a breeze wafted across The Wash | ow ands, causing
the fog to withe and dance al ong in nebul ous bundl es. These, when seen unexpectedly, had an
unnerving |ikeness to creeping figures, and the King John jutted his gun at nore than one, thinking
he was being attacked.

The man had not relaxed his vigilance. He was positive there was sone stranger here in the marsh,
but the other’s uncanny ability in keeping hinself frombeing seen was nore than a little
nerve-racki ng.

The ground becane higher, nmore dry. The stream which he foll owed was hardly flow ng, while the
water it held was green, vile of hue. A water bird flew up with a noisy clattering of w ngs,
dragging its legs for atime in the streamas it took to the air.

The King John stunbl ed on another hundred yards. Perspiration was oozing through the apertures in
the chain mail, for the arnmor itself was heavy and the boxes of electrical apparatus had

consi der abl e wei ght.

Nervousness and physical exertion had the man nearly fagged. Tripping finally, he |lowered the
boxes and sat upon them puffing.

Forty paces to his left, a bit behind, a gun whacked out thunder that bunped and rolled over the
marsh in | ongresoundi ng waves.

The King John popped erect. He thought at first that he had been attacked. But there was no

bul | et squeak near by.

More shots crashed. A nmachine gun began a staccato gobbling. The shots canme from both sides and
the rear. Men were standing up in the marsh grass and reeds.



They all wore King John costunes, these nen, and they were doing the shooting. As they fired,
they charged along the back trail just traversed by the first King John.

The first King John abruptly conprehended what had happened. H's conpani ons had set a trap to
catch the nysterious individual who was following him They nust have sighted the fellow
Dropping his el ectrical apparatus, the first King John joined in the chase. Fatigue was
forgotten. He overhauled a nmiled figure with a submachi ne gun.

"Did you see the bl oke?" he yell ed.

"Not clear!" barked the other. "*E was in the bloomn’ rushes. Just got a flash of ‘im But ‘e
ain't goin” to get away."

Yelling, using their guns steadily, the King Johns converged on the stream bank. They had their
quarry hemmed in.

A man shouted suddenly. H's gun nuzzle guttered red flame; the ejector mechani sm spouted enptied
brass cartridges.

There was a | oud spl ash.

"Got ‘im" how ed the gunner.

They piled forward to the creek bank. The nud sl ope was scraped and indented as if a body had
fallen down it. Up fromthe dark green water came a softly-bursting procession of bubbles.
""E' s under there," chuckled the King John who had done the | ast shooting.

"DIVE in and get ‘im" sonebody suggested.

"Wth these bloomin’ tin suits on?" another snorted. "You' d never cone up!"

Two nmen strove hurriedly to undo their arnor of chain nail, but it was a task requiring tinme.
They grunted, cursed, tore their finger nails, but made little headway.

Anot her King John, nore alert, funbled in a knapsack whi ch he wore and brought out what m ght
have been paper-covered candles tied together with a string. The stuff was dynamte, already capped
and fused. He used a patent lighter to set the fuse to sparking.

"Leg it away from ‘ere," he warned.

Leani ng over, he very carefully dropped the package of dynamite in the niddl e of the bubbles
which were still arising fromthe water. The explosive sank slowy until it was out of sight, and
only snmoke crawing fromthe water denoted its presence.

The man whirled and ran. Because of the arnor, he was forced to use a peculiar hopping gait. He
tangl ed with rushes and fell down, cursing wldly.

A great sheet of water clinbed over the stream bank, reached the fallen nman and washed hi m head
over heels. Flane, a gush of snoke | eaped into the fog. The earth seened to pull down several
inches, then spring back into place.

The concussi on bent reeds and saw edged grass over a considerable area; and startled birds flew
up. The streamwas boiling nud, and the water which had been bl own out made a gurgling as it ran
back.

The man who had dropped the bomb got up, still swearing, his arnmor |eaking water. He ran to the
stream Hi s conpanions joined him They stared, waiting.

"Sone pieces of the body should come up," one nuttered.

"Probably it was bl owed right down into the nud," the bonber grunted.

"Look!" said anot her.

The streamwas riled, very nmuddy, but the nmud was taking on a pronounced reddish tinge.

"Bl ood!" some one of fered.

"What do you say we get the ‘ell out of ‘ere?" the first King John queried.

They turned away.

Chapter XI. THE PLANT IN THE MARSH

NOWHERE di d the marsh growth around The Wash exceed six feet in height. But at some points there
were tufts of high ground, and these pronobntories had a slightly greater altitude which made them
di stinguishable froma di stance. There were enough of these, however, that no one of them stood out
with particul ar distinctness.

Some hal f dozen of these tufts stood close to the bank of the streamin which the bonmb had been
dropped. The stream here was wi der and nore shall ow, al nost a | ake.

The tufts were not natural, but it would have taken a cl ose observer to discern this, even at a

di stance of only a few rods. The reeds and grass stuck up very naturally; they had been treated with
green paint or perhaps dye. In other places, there was only paint over sheet tin, but the work had
been expertly done. The canoufl agi ng was perfect.

The sheds were | ow and rather extensive. The frames were of wood, covered with the tin, then the
pai nt and the dyed reeds and grass on top.

One structure, abutting on the water, housed a seaplane. The craft was |large, sturdy, a ship

built for hard service rather than great speed or fancy | ooks.

What the other buildings housed was not apparent, but fromone cane a | ow nutter which could not

be heard many yards, and which an expert could have identified as an excellently nuffled engine.



The group of King Johns approached the canoufl aged group of buildings. They wal ked swiftly, and
all were perspiring

Paqui s cane out of the secreted hut in which the engine was running. He was dapper, having
changed to a tweed hunting jacket, knickers and rubber boots

Smith al so appeared, drawn by the noise of the approaching nmen, the clinking of their arnor, the
occasi onal clang of the broadswords. Mick snmeared Smith fromhead to foot, and in one hand he
carried a large rag. He dabbed at his face with this

"Bonjour, nisieus,"

Paquis said dryly. "Wat is it that brings you back | ooking so excited?"

"What the ‘ell’s wong?" Smith echoed. "D d sonething go bad, you bl okes?"

The King Johns dropped to the soft ground, puffing, and the man who had dropped the dynam te bonb
told the story. He left out no details

"Who was this homme whom you bl ew up?" Paqui s denmanded

"We did not see ‘is face," said the spokesman. "W did not even see enough of himto get an idea
of what ‘e | ooked like."

"But the body, misieu's," Paquis nmurnured. "Surely, you exam ned that closely?"

"It was bl own up."

"What about the fragments?" asked Paquis

The spokesman shrugged. "We saw bl ood, gov’nor."

"En verite!"

Paqui s expl oded. "Indeed! Did you not exami ne? Did you not search for the parts of the body?"

The other shrugged again. "The bl ood—

"Have | the only brains here?" Paquis yelled. "You should have nade sure, misieu s. The man m ght
only have been wounded. "

Paqui s waved his arns and | aunched into choice expletives garnered fromhis native tongue. He was
quite explicit about the ancestry of his coll eagues

"We will go back and make sure," he snapped. "Dépechez-vous! Quickly!"

RETURN to the bank of the creek required half an hour, because the King Johns were tired. They
cursed the weight of their armor with each step, and some paused to renove the wei ghty costunes
The streamwas still riled, cloudy with nud. Water birds, circling over head, had not returned to
their feeding

At Paquis’s profane order, two King Johns stripped to their underwear and dived into the green
wat er, which was not foul, but seemed so only because of its color

They brought up fragments of glass. These were fitted together, and it becanme evident that they
had once been parts of two tiny glass bottles

Not hi ng el se canme to |ight

"Celia est inpossible!"

Paquis nurnured. "It is inpossible. Qui. There should be at |east sone snall part of a body."
"Probably washed away, gov’ nor," grunted Snith
"Maybe, misieu ," Paquis admtted. "But we cannot take the chance."

"What' s the bl oody difference?" snorted Smith. "W finish up ‘ere today, anyhow "

Paqui s nodded. "But no one, misieu , nust suspect a connection between this and our delightfu
arrangenent at Magna |sland."

Smith emtted a snort. "If anybody suspects Magna Island it’ll be because that publicity bl oke
Benjanmin Gltstein, fell down on the bloomn’ job."

"Gltsteinis very wise," said Paquis. "He will handle his portion."

They argued a while | onger, and because there seemed to be nothing else to do, they turned back
Al was quiet around the canoufl aged buil dings. The engine still ran exhaust into its silencers

A man crouched just under cover, watchful, a submachine gun on his knees

"No action ‘ere gov' nor," he reported

Paqui s entered another of the buildings. He was not inside |ong

"We will push the work to conpletion," he directed upon reappearing. "I have consulted wi th our
chief.”

"The boss is goin’ to a blarsted lot of trouble to keep ‘inself under cover," a man snorted

"The chief is taking no chances, nmisieu s," said Paquis. "He is clever."

And that, com ng from Paquis, who was wont to brag about his own cunning, was high praise indeed
Work got under way, the men entering the secreted hut. An occasional clang of tools could be
heard. The nen did not show thensel ves, for the buildings were connected by | ow thatched sheds
There was also activity in the shed which housed the seaplane. A man was wor ki ng on the notor

Once, all activity ceased while a plane passed overhead, bound northward. The narshes were quiet

wi th no novenent and no sound to show that anything untoward was goi ng on

Solitary evidence of near-by civilization was that plane; except for its advent, the marsh

remai ned as deserted as if it had been in sonme uninhabited nook of the world instead of within a few
mles of fertile farnms which stout Dutch emigrants had won fromthis swanpy section of England with
the same industry shown by their race in turning stretches of the Zuider Zee into tillable acreage



Paqui s seated hinself before a radio transmtting-and-receiving apparatus and spoke softly. The
outfit was one of small power, and it was doubtful if its etheric waves reached beyond the confines
of The Wash.

Later, in conpliance with Paquis’'s orders, King Johns came trooping in and shed their heavy arnor
with grateful grunts. It was evident that numerous nmen, all wearing the sanme disguise, had been
posted about the narsh to keep away chance visitors, either by terrorismor violence.

About the only attraction the marshl ands held was waterfow shooting, and it was out of season

for that.

The fal se beards, the arnor, the broadswords, conposing the King John masquerades were nade into
conpact bundl es and thrown into a conveni ent pool of quicksand, into the depths of which they were
rapi dly sucked.

"We had best post a guard with the |istening devices, nisieu ," Paquis decided, and dispatched a
man with one of the intricate electrical contrivances.

The man penetrated al one through the rushes for a few yards, carrying his box, then knelt down to
fit the connections.

Unexpectedly, there was a faint crunching sound at the man’s side. He | ooked down. There were
shiny particles on the ground; they m ght have been gossanery fl akes of glass, and they reposed in a
snear of liquid which seemed to evaporate with nagi cal suddenness.

The man sighed deeply and |l ay down quite notionless beside his apparatus.

A STIRRING in the fog, and a giant man of bronze materialized anmong the rushes, canme cl ose and

held the wist of the fallen man briefly. There was strong pul se. The prone man’s lower |ip
fluttered and outgoing breath made a sound faintly remniscent of a snore.

The thing which had broken beside the unconscious victimwas a glass ball, thin-walled, holding a
chem cal conpound whi ch vaporized instantly and produced sensel essness, shoul d any one be breathing
within a few feet of it.

Doc Savage wore a peculiar type of vest beneath his outer clothing. Its foundati on was conposed

of light, bulletproof plates, Iying scale fashion, and over the plates were pockets and numerous
receptacl es. Paddi ng between these made the vest al nbst unnoticeabl e.

The contents of the vest pockets made up a remarkabl e assortment. There were delicate nmechani cal
devi ces, strange scientific weapons, glass vials holding chem cal concoctions calculated to

acconpl i sh the unusual .

It was two of these glass bottles which had enabled the bronze nan to feign his death in the
stream One contained a chemi cal which, mxing with water, caused bubbles; the other held nerely red
dye, imtation bl ood.

The bronze giant, cornered, not wishing his identity to becone known, had taken to the water,

swi nm ng beneath the surface until he was clear of pursuit. He had been out of the stream when the
expl osi ve was tossed in.

Doc Savage advanced, noving like a waith through the fog. The strange nmarsh structure | ooned
ahead. He sank flat and seened to vanish, only to reappear shortly, close against the wall of a
structure.

The surface was of tin, daubed with streaks of green and pale brown to imtate rushes grow ng
fromnmud. The paint had a fresh appearance, as if it had not been there long. Doc planted an ear to
the gaudy netal .

Near by, the nuffled engine | abored steadily. There was a faint sighing, as if punps were at

wor k, and occasionally a dull sizzling noise. Men noving about made sone sound.

Doc Savage becane convinced that the hut at which he |istened was occupied. Atinme or two, sone
one shifted position.

A voice said, "This inaction comes under the nonmenclature of an unmtigatedly irksome vocation."
Doc Savage renmi ned very quiet, but there cane into being a weird, tiny sound. This note was so
vague that it nmight easily have been nistaken for sone vagary of the fitful breezes which stirred
the fog. It was a trilling, one which mght have been nade by a wind through a cold, denuded forest;
or it mght have been the note of some exotic tropical songster.

This was the sound of Doc Savage, a tiny and unconscious thing which he often nmade in noments of
stress. But such a quality of ventriloquismdid the trilling possess that a cl ose bystander, |ooking
at the bronze man, could not have told fromwhence it came. The netallic |lips did not nove; there
was no undul ation of throat sinews. It was doubtful that Doc hinself was aware just how t he sound
cane into being.

The trilling nmust have penetrated the hut. The voi ce which had spoken before, spoke again. It was
not English, French or any |anguage known to the so-called civilized world which was uttered. The
di al ect was the | anguage of a lost race, that of the ancient Mayan civilization of Central Anerica.
It was a tongue known only to a few white nen—and the inhabitants of a renote valley in Central
Anerica, which Doc Savage had once visited in successful quest of the i mense treasure trove of
anci ent Maya.

"There is one guard in here, Doc," said the voice in Myan.

It was Johnny’s schol astic tone.



"WHAT in ‘ades are you sayin' ?" the guard snarled, glaring at the gaunt Johnny.

"That was an incantation calculated to engender a snile fromgood dane fortune," Johnny said
dryly.

The guard scow ed, mulling over Johnny's |arge words. He was a beetle of a felloww th

over hangi ng brows and a vague forehead.

"Pi pe down!" he advi sed.

"l am an individual with a superpreponderance of termnology," Johnny said. "I ama verbarian, a
gl ossographer, abundantly interested in the intricacies of allocution.”

"Whew! " gul ped the guard. "Such a gab! Lay off, will you!" The man funbled his gun, but not too
purposeful ly; he seenmed to be intrigued by Johnny's flow of many-syll abl ed words.

Johnny went on speaking. He had heard Doc’s trilling sound, and knew the bronze man was near. No
hint of inner excitenment appeared on his |long, angular features, but he was greatly interested in
fastening the watchman’s attention until Doc conpl eted whatever nmove he nmight have in mnd.

"The art of harangue," Johnny advised, "is the essence of erudition, one of the acnmes of
menticulture. It is—
A hard nmetallic cloud seemed to fill the hut entrance. It shifted with |ightning speed, flashing

for the guard who was entranced by the big words.

The guard was warned by some drifting shadow. He whirled. H's nouth flew open, his gun canme up.
But his notions seened infinitely slow in conparison to the speed of the bronze giant.

Metallic fingers clanped the guard’'s gun hand, twi sted, and renpved t he weapon. Another hand
found the fellow s nmouth, gathering his |lips together tightly so that he could not cry out.

Doc Savage dropped the gun and snapped the hand which had held it to the back of the prisoner’s
neck. The fingers tensed, exerting trenendous pressure upon certain nerve centers.

A peculiar thing happened. The guard gave one trenendous jerk, then becane quite stiff. Doc
lowered himto the ground. The guard was quite conscious, endeavoring to nove, but gripped by a
strange paral ysi s.

Johnny eyed the stricken man curiously. Johnny had seen Doc Savage do this thing before, but the
feat still amazed him It would be hours before the guard recovered the use of his linbs, unless Doc
made a readjustnment which would relieve the paralyzing pressure. The bronze man’s renarkabl e
know edge of human anatony nmade the feat possible.

Doc Savage swooped besi de Johnny, grasped the handcuff |inks, and his trenmendous sinews coiled
and tensed. Bundles of thews the size of small footballs stood out on his vast shoul ders.
Johnny’ s eyes widened as the |inks snapped. He knew just how nuch strength that perfornmance
really required. It was sonething few professional strong nmen could have perforned.

"What is going on here?" Doc demanded.

"Blessed if | know," breathed Johnny. "They have been very careful not to tell nme."

Doc noved an adnoni shing hand. "Listen!"

Johnny strained his ears. "Sonme one com ng!"

Chapter Xl I. KING JOHN S GOBLET

IT WAS SM TH who was approachi ng. He had donned hip boots and there nust have been a leak in one,
because it nade sobbing noises with each step. Hs coat was off, revealing the harness which held an
aut omati c under each arnpit.

He reached the hut which held the prisoner, stooped and peered inside.

Johnny sat on the floor, arns held together in front of him so that it seened as if he were

still handcuffed. The faint light glinted on the manacle circlets.

Smth's jaw sagged as he saw the guard reposing notionless in the soft nmuck just inside.

"What the bloody ‘ell?" he grow ed.

"Your custodian seens to have encountered an unpropitious eventuation," said Johnny.

"Dam you an’ thembig words!" grated Smth. "What’'d you do to this bl oke?"

"l did not nolest him" Johnny advised truthfully.

Smith, unsuspicious and enraged at Johnny, lunged inside, driving a hand at his left arnpit gun.

At that point, he suffered a m|d accident. He stunbled, turned half sidewi se and put his free hand
down to keep fromfalling.

This caused himto face Doc Savage, who was poi sed just inside the door.

Smth squalled. He still fought to get the gun out, and because the weapon was hol stered on the
side of Doc Savage, Smith flung up the armwhich covered it and began to pull the trigger. That was
a mstake. The slide jacked back the first time and stuck, enpty cartridge jamed in the ejector.
Wth a revolver, the firing fromthe holster trick m ght have been acconpli shed.

Doc whi pped forward. Smith whirled and ran. His face was a nask of terror, for he had recognized
Doc Savage and all his earlier fear of the bronze nan had returned nanyfold.



Smith was not headed toward the door; the sheet-tin wall of the shack barred his way. He put his
head down, bundled his round skull in his arns and hit the wall full speed. Construction was
rickety. Thin nmetal plates caved off and |let the scared man out.

Johnny clattered up fromthe floor, a |ean scarecrow who | ooked angry.

"Of all the breaks!" he yelled. "OF all the unmtigated m sfortunes!"

The vicinity was in an uproar. Men shouted, swore. Smith was screami ng as nmight a man who was
being mauled by a tiger. Terror tipped and guttered in his tone.

Inside the hut there was suddenly a sound as if sone giant had a handful of oversize buckshot and
was dropping themin quick succession on the roof. Rents opened. The pop and clank of |ead nade the
nore di stant bawl of the nmachine gun al nost indistinguishable.

The shooting interrupted itself. They could hear tufts of dyed reeds, cut |oose fromthe roof by
the bullets, sifting to the ground. They fell with a small, very dry noise.

"How many are here?" Doc asked.

"Dozen, anyway," said Johnny.

"Cone," Doc directed. "W had best get out of here."

The bronze nman approached one tin wall, turned sidew se when he was cl ose, and went through as
easily as if the sheet metal had been paper. Johnny fol | owed.

ONE of the King Johns—without his costunme now-had been close to the wall. The crash and roar as
Doc cane through caused himto | eap backward. He lifted his gun.

What happened then snacked of the miracul ous. The gun gushed noi se and powder I|ightning. But the
bul l et m ssed, mi ssed because the bronze giant had shifted with uncanny speed. Wth eyes trying to
get out of their sockets like bugs out of holes, the King John tried for a second shot. He did not
make it.

Metal lic fingers clanped the nape of his neck, twi sted. The King John janmmed his arns down stiff
at his sides and his whol e body seemed to becone rigid.

After Doc rel eased himthe man stood upright for a nonent, as if he were a | og standing on end,
and when he fell, it was as a log would fall, rigidy unbending. After he lay on the ground he
breathed and his eyes were open, but none of his linbs functioned.

Doc Savage dived a hand inside his clothing, brought out a tiny sphere of netal and threwit. The
bal|l sailed over the hut roof, to land anong the nen beyond. It opened with a handclap report. Bl ack
snoke geysered and spread wi th uncanny speed.

How i ng, Paquis and his nmen ran fromthe pall, fearing it had a gaseous content. Order was in
their retreat, however. They piled into another of the huts, and, after the el apse of sone ten
seconds, began com ng out again, wenching gas mask hoods over their heads.

Johnny said dryly, "They are going to nmake a fight of it, Doc."

The bronze man gestured with his head, then flattened and crept back through the tall reeds.
Johnny, follow ng, was very quiet, because their foes had fallen silent. The snoke, a sepia worm
that still uncoiled fromthe nmetallic egg that Doc had thrown, conceal ed themfor the nmoment. Paquis
and his crew were trying to | ocate them by ear.

Doc was a silent ghost of bronze. Johnny picked each step with care. It was very possible that
their lives depended on not being heard, for they were in the open now. The reeds and salt water
grass would not turn bullets.

They covered perhaps a hundred yards. The fitful breezes that had been doing things with the fog
moved the snoke cloud away fromthe cluster of canouflaged buil dings. Paquis began barking angry
orders.

"They are going to trail us," nurnmured Johnny, who had a habit of forgetting his big words when
the goi ng becane tough.

Doc Savage's answer to that was to pause and enploy one finger to nmake a small pit in the ground.
In this he buried one of his thin-walled glass anaesthetic balls. He left it near the surface, where
treading feet would break it. The gas, being odorless, would overcone the unwary.

"But they’'re wearing gas masks," Johnny pointed out.

"They may have themoff by the time they reach here," Doc renminded. "This fog will snear the

wi ndows of the eyepi eces and nmake the nasks a nui sance."

The two nen continued to crawl. They were soaked, fog having deposited on the marsh growth |ike
rain. Doc |eft others of the anaesthetic bul bs buried.

After a while they heard surprised, horrified yells. As Doc had surm sed, the gas masks nust have
been renoved, and one of the glass balls had been broken unw ttingly underfoot.

They did not see how nany men were overcone. Pursuit, however, ended suddenly.

JOHNNY, listening intently, was unable to tell just what their foes were doing.

"They are going back," Doc said.

Johnny nodded, not at all surprised at the evidence of the bronze man’s superior hearing. Doc had
devel oped all his faculties to an alnost incredible sensitivity. He did this by scientific
exercises, two hours of themdaily since chil dhood.

Johnny crouched and consi dered. He was scarcely breathing rapidly. There was an astoni shing



endurance in his bony frame, and he had been in tight places before

"Think," Doc requested. "Didn't you overhear anything that m ght show what they are doing here in
the marsh?"

"They blindfol ded me when they brought nme here,” Johnny said slowy. "Wat | saw was
insignificant."

"The engi ne seenmed to be operating a conpressor," Doc stated

Johnny nodded. "Yes. A punp or kindred appurtenance. The specific category to which the appliance
is affinitive defeats ne for the nonent."

The bony archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st was falling back upon his |large words, now that danger had
receded

"Smel | anyt hi ng?" Doc questioned

Johnny sniffed. "Only the rather unpleasant aroma of this inelegant terrain."

"Amoni a, " Doc said

Johnny tried again with his ol factory organs. Then he nodded soberly

"Correct," he admitted. "I mstook it for one of the marsh snells. Do you attach significance to
it?"

Doc said, "W nust get a look at their plant."

There cane a few scattered reports fromthe direction of their foes. An inexperienced ear m ght
have m staken the sounds for shots

"Engi ne backfiring," Doc said

An instant later, the engine started. It was an airplane nmotor, for there was the added quality
of a propeller turning, a hollow whining note. Shouts reached them voices |ifted over the notor
sound.

"Maybe they are going to hunt us fromthe air?" Johnny groaned

"Don’t worry," Doc told him "I have enough snoke bonbs to keep us hidden."

Doc and Johnny now worked toward the strange nmarsh establishnent of their enemies. But before
they came near, the plane took the air. The craft ran down the stream and was out of sight in the
fog before it lifted. It had not taken the air easily

Instead of circling back, the ship continued straight out over The Wash until its sound died
conpl etely.
"I"I'l be superanual gamated!" said Johnny. "I fail to understand this."

Doc | evel ed an arm "Look."

The fog above the canoufl aged shacks was turning black, as if it were being mxed with a

vaporized ink or dye

"Snoke! " gasped Johnny.

"Exactly!" Doc began to run. "They have set fire to their buildings."

Johnny set out, |onglegged, after the bronze man. They covered ground swiftly until the
shacks—they were bundled in red flanes now+ooned out of the fog. The two nen sl ackened their pace
even stopping to listen

But they might as well have come on boldly, they found out a few nonments |ater—for Paquis and the
rest of their foes had departed, taking along the nen whom Doc had made unconsci ous

"WE SCARED them out!" Johnny shout ed

Doc Savage did not answer. The silenced engine no |onger ran. He lunged to the shack which held
it, but instead of going in the door, swerved around and kicked in a side slab of tin.

Johnny | eaped for the door

"Careful!" Doc warned. "Don’t go in that way."

Johnny shifted fromthe door, came to Doc’s side and peered into the shack. H's eyes flew w de
The door was partially ajar, and wedged under it was a hand grenade, fastened in such a position
that a nmovenment of the door woul d have caused the key to be wenched out with a resultant expl osion
"Their parting gift," Doc said quietly.

It was very hot inside the shed, for flanes were all over the roof, consuning the canouflaging
reeds and rushes. Gasoline seened to have been doused on the wooden framework, too, as this was
bur ni ng savagely.

Machi nery occupi ed the center of the structure. In it was a large Diesel engine, silenced; there
was al so a conpressing device. The odor of ammpnia was very strong

"Back," Doc advised. "One of the ammoni a pi pes has ruptured."”

Johnny was puzzl ed enough that he forgot his exaggerated phraseol ogy.

"l don't get it," he exploded. "That |ooks |like a—

"Refrigerating machine," Doc agreed. "It is."

"But why a refrigerating plant here in the marsh?"

"Let’'s see if sonme of these other shacks will answer that."

The next canoufl aged buil ding proved to be a crude barracks. The bunks and tabl es inside had been
fired thoroughly. They tried another structure, which was by far the largest of the |ot

Roof and sides of this edifice were burning, but there was an infinitely hotter flane in the
center of the floor. It poured up with a violent roar froma chimeylike aperture



"A hole, a shaft of some kind," Doc stated

"They poured down a barrel of gasoline and dropped in a match," added Johnny.

Pi pes nade a conplex interlacing around the burning shaft nouth. Sone of these ran off in the
direction of the refrigerating plant. Others extended toward the near-by stream Still nore, snmaller
pi pes stood up like pickets around the shaft maw. There was another engine and a | arge-capacity nuck
suction punp.

"Sinple," Doc said

"Sure," Johnny echoed. "So juvenile that | fail to nmake heads or tails of it."

"Ever hear of the method used in sinking ventilating shafts in the | arge vehicular tunnel at
Antwerp, Bel gium when it was necessary to go through soft quicksand and nmuck such as this?"

"I’ mnot an engineer," Johnny replied

"They sinply installed a large refrigerating plant and froze the nmuck." Doc explained. "Then they
coul d excavate without sinking caissons."

"You nmean—

"That our friends sinply sank a shaft by using the npbst up-to-date engineering nethods."

"But what were they after?"

| F DOC SAVACE had any ideas on that question, he did not voice them It was furnace-hot in the
hut; parts of the roomwere already falling in. They backed away.

Johnny said thoughtfully, "I believe the nen conpl eted whatever nachination they had under way."
Doc Savage’'s strange fl ake-gold eyes were roving, searching. Wthout glancing at his aide, he
queri ed, "Wat nakes you think that?"

"Morsels of information which | overheard," said Johnny. "On several occasions, nmy captors
mentioned that their work here was nearly conpleted. It was to be finished today, | gathered. Then
they were going to take me to sone island where | could be held until | could no | onger endanger
their plans.”

"Get the name of the island?" Doc asked

"Maggi e, or sonmething simlar," Johnny nurnured

"Magna | sl and?"

"That was it." Johnny's nod was vehenent. "Wat do you know about Magna |sl and?"

"Monk and Ham are investigating it now," Doc advised

The bronze man now noved away. He seened to have a definite objective, striding through the
rushes and wadi ng nud puddl es. Johnny, trailing curiously, discovered that Doc was following a
series of footprints

"You think one of themdid not flee— Johnny began, then failed to finish when he saw that the
footprints were double, going and comi ng

"One nman seens to have crept out of the canp just before they departed,"” Doc said. "The prints
are fresh. And if you will notice closely, the man was taking pains not to be seen by his
conmpanions. |t looks as if he had sonething hidden out here, and went to get it before they left."
Doc’ s surm se seenmed to be accurate, for they soon canme upon a spot where noi st earth had been
clawed up hastily.

"They must have trusted each other," Johnny snorted. "This fellow evidently incarcerated his

val uabl es away fromhis friends, fearing he woul d be robbed."

Doc did not comment. He knelt and sifted through the soft loam turning over lunps as if to
ascertain if there were indentations which would show the nature of the thing that had been hi dden
He found no such nolds. But he did turn up an object which had been overl ooked, possibly because of
hast e.

The bronze man scraped nmud fromthe piece. He used a handkerchief to wipe it carefully. Then he
held it up. It was of bright yellow netal

The obj ect was |arge, of alnpbst quart capacity. Its lines were those of a rather grotesque cup. A
rat her el aborate design of enanel was done on one side

Johnny peered cl osely.

"The coat of arnms of King John," he murnured. "lIs it brass?"
"Cold," Doc said. "Soft enough that it can be dented with a finger nail. That nmeans very pure
gold."

"Fake?" Johnny questioned

"Genuine," Doc corrected. "A nmuseum piece. You are an authority on ancient things. Wat would you
say it was worth?"

"A thousand pounds," said Johnny

"A bit nore," Doc decided. "You renmenber the |ocal peasant who was wounded by one of the King
Johns | ast night?"

"Yes." Johnny nodded vehenently. "They said that he had a coin in his pocket. A coin dated during
King John’s reign. But how did you know t hat ?"

"The newspapers," Doc told him

"They must have robbed a nmuseum " Johnny murnured. "Yes, they nust have done that to get genuine
relics to help out their King John ghost deception. But why?"



"The Ki ng John scheme was to keep the natives away, so this establishnent would not be found."
"That wasn't what | neant," said Johnny. "Wy all this riganmarole? Wiat is behind it all?"
"The answer to that nust be on Magna |sland," Doc decided slowy. "Mnk and Ham may turn it up."

Chapter XIIl. THE ATTEMPT TO KI LL

MONK AND HAM janmed their faces to the wi ndows of the big transport seaplane and got their first
glinpse of Magna Island. Nearly a dozen other correspondents in the aircraft did the sane thing. The
pl ane was very |large and had three notors

"The thing looks like a big green frog spraddl ed out in the ocean,"” Mnk deci ded

"She is gooda way for describe da place," said Ham who was still playing the part of a Latin who
did not speak any too good English
Qut of the corner of his nmouth, Mk said, "Blast you, get away fromne! They' || get suspicious."

"I'f you think I want your conpany, you' re crazy, you bug-eyed gorilla," Ham advised, also in an
asi de

Ham t hen changed his position, ostensibly to see Magna Island better, and to take sone pictures
with the camera which he had thoughtfully brought. It was the first time since | eaving London that
he and Monk had been in close proximty.

Suave Benjamin Gltstein was forward, where he had been harangui ng the newspaper correspondents
voci ferously up to the point when Magna |sland had been sighted. The plane, which Gltstein had
provi ded, had a cabin which was nearly soundproof, permtting conversation if voices were |lifted
slightly.

If Benjamn Gltstein suspected Monk and Ham he had shown no sign of it. He had treated them
with that gl ad-handed manner that a press agent always displays toward a newspaper man

The plane circled Magna Island at an altitude of |ess than two hundred feet. The isle was | ow,
slightly rocky, and in shape did resenble a sprawled frog of a particularly bilious green hue

The open, spraddled legs faced in the direction of the prevailing ocean current, and m ght have
been |ikened to dikes

Benjamin Gltstein pointed at the crotch where the legs, had the island been a frog, would have

j oi ned

"Look, gentlenmen!" he said. "The plant which acconplishes what man has al ways dreaned of —aking
gold fromsea water."

The plant was a scattering of buildings of bright new brick and freshly painted roofing. The
structures nunbered four. One was a gate house, close to the water, and fromthis a canal ran to
anot her buil ding, which was very large. The other two structures were obviously a power house and
tool shed

From the building, a waste canal carried the water across the island and enptied it out of what
woul d have been the frog's nouth

"You see, the island is perfect," said Gltstein. "Prevailing ocean currents bring water in
between two arns of |and, and after the gold is extracted, the water is pernmtted to flow out at the
other end of the island, where the currents carry it away. That way, we do not treat the same water
twice."

Monk paid no particular attention. He was studying the rest of Magna Island. Al ong the west side
where the ground was a bit higher, there were several ancient-|ooking stone houses arrayed al ong a
street

"What’' s that?" Mnk asked, nudging Gltstein

"The small village which was formerly on the island," said the press agent. "It is now occupi ed
by wor kmen who operate the gold-extracting plant."

The pilot of the seapl ane executed a fair enough | anding between the frog-1eg peninsul as, then
beached the craft

THE JOURNALI STS pul l ed of f shoes and socks and waded ashore, those who had cameras carrying them
above their heads. They were net by several grimlooking nmen who carried rifles and pistols

Each of these arned nen al so wore a uniform conprised of boots, |aced breeches, jacket and a

rat her picturesque beret

"Why the bally regalia?" asked the representative of a London afternoon sheet

"These are Royal Magna CQuards," said Altstein

"Royal ?" murnured the other questioningly.

Benjanmin Gltatein smled. "Have you forgotten that | told you this island is independent? It is
not owned by any nation. The king of Magna Island is an absol ute nmonarch."

"Who is king?" Mnk put in.

Wthout batting an eye, Gltstein said, "Wehman MIls."

"The man who di scovered the nethod of taking gold fromsea water?"

"Correct."
"May we interview King Wehman M 11s?" Mnk requested pronptly
Gltstein smled. "I amsorry. He is not receiving the press."

"Then will he pose for a picture?" persisted Mnk



"No," said Gltstein. "But later | shall give each of you gentlenen a picture of Wehman MI1s."
They were working toward the cluster of buildings which housed the gold extraction plant

Ham cane to an abrupt stop. The dapper |awyer |ooked very unlike his usual self in the baggy

suit. To his credit, he did wear the disguise excellently. No exam nation with the naked eye woul d
show that the dark cast of his skin came froma dye. The large gold front teeth were nerely shells
which clipped in place

"Me, | forgetta da plate for the camira," Ham declared. "Gotta go back and get, or no da picture
tak’."

He started back toward the plane

"Wait!" Benjamin Gltstein said sharply. "One of the Royal Magna Guards will have to acconpany
you. "

"What sa da i dea?" demanded Ham

"Arule of King Wehman M11ls," the other said snugly.

Ham hurrying toward the plane, found hinself acconpanied by a strapping, sour-faced man with a
rifle. The I awer was disgusted. He had hoped to get a chance to do sone scouting, once he was clear
of the others

Just why the newspaper correspondents had been brought to the island, Hamwas not sure, but he

was certain they would only be shown the gol d-from sea-water plant. Mnk, who had few equals in the
real ns of chem stry, could tell whether the plant would actually work. Ham had wanted to exam ne
other parts of the island, the small village on the west side, for instance

Ham and his escort were working through brush now. Sounds nade by the other party were lost to
their ears

Wth great casual ness, Hamdrifted a hand inside his clothing. Wen he brought it out, he held

one of the little glass anaesthetic bombs which were Doc Savage’s invention

The barrister halted suddenly.

"Whew! " he excl ai med. "Whatsa da snel | ?"

The guard sniffed, scowl ed and said, "I don’'t snell a thing." Ham put a bl ank, wi de-nouthed
expression on his face, swayed violently, then sagged down on all fours. He slunped prone. As he did
this, he held his breath and broke the anaesthetic bulb in his hand

The escort stared. He sniffed again, thinking something had overcome Ham Then he sl ouched down,
toppling over on his back and went soundly asleep

Ham bounded erect. The anaesthetic gas dissipated itself in less than a mnute, and he had

escaped its effects sinply by holding his breath

He chuckl ed as he eyed the sleeping escort. Hamintended to do a bit of investigating, then cone
back and |ie down beside the guard, faking the same kind of unconsci ousness. Wen the guard revived
he woul d think they had both |ain sensel ess; he would be certain Ham had been overcone first

THE VI LLAGE on the west side of the island had never been very pretentious, and it now showed
signs of having received very little care for some weeks. Weeds were uncut, the grass untrinmred

wi ndows needed washi ng, and wadded newspapers had been stuffed in where sonme panes had been broken
The houses were of stone, some with tiled roofs, and others thatched. The one narrow street was
unpaved, but the gravelly nature of the ground made that uninportant. |nstead of sidewal ks, there
were tranpl ed paths

Ham silently bl essed the height and profusion of the weeds, then got down on all fours and

crawl ed ahead. He missed his sword cane; carrying the uni que weapon had been out of the question
for it would have furnished too strong a clue to his identity

The open rear door of a house invited. Ham approached it, only to stop abruptly as a voice cane
fromw thin.

"There is no cause for alarm misieu s." The tone was rem ndful of the purr of a big cat. "What

if Doc Savage did appear at The Wash? He | earned nothing. W destroyed our plant there, so that he
wi Il have no idea of what we were doing."

"H wouldn't be too blarsted sure, Paquis," grow ed another voice. "That bronze bloke ain't
human! "

"I must admit he is difficult to deceive," said Paquis. "Qui. It was a great shock when he turned
up and rescued his friend, WIlliam Harper Littlejohn. Quelle honte! Wiat a shane! But Doc Savage has
no inkling of the connection of this island with The Wash."

Ham digesting this, permitted hinself a wide grin. Johnny, it seened, was now safe

Smith said in his strong Cockney, "Bringin’ thembloomn journalists ‘ere was a bad nove, if
you' d arsk ne."

"It was the idea of |e commandant-enchef," Paquis rem nded

"H know," Smith nuttered. "The big boss ‘as ‘is own ideas."

"Qui ,

and excel l ent ones, too," said Paquis, his purr nore pronounced. "The visit of the newspapernmen
was quite necessary."

"H fails to see why."

"Publicity," explained cat-voiced Paquis. "The nore publicity we have, the less |ikelihood there



is of any one becom ng suspi ci ous."

Smith snorted. "If one of our prisoners ‘ere was to get away an’ talk to a journalist bloke,
there’d be some publicity of the wong bloomn’ kind."

"oui |

Paqui s agreed. "And for that reason, | suggest that you assist the guard now watchi ng our
prisoners."

Smth, burly and uneasy of face, canme out of the house and nobved al ong one of the paths.

HAM TRI CKLED al ong t hrough the weeds behi nd the Cockney. Ham was recovering froma surprise. He
had not known there were other prisoners. He was highly curious to know who they coul d be.

Smth reached a stone house, paused under the overhang of the thatched roof and peered about
intently. Hamlay perfectly notionless in the weeds.

Overhead, gulls circled and quarreled. A faint pounding of surf could be heard, and fromthe
direction of the gold-extracting plant cane the nuted runbl e of machinery.

Smith entered the house.

Ham drifted a hand to an arnpit, where there was a hol ster so cleverly padded that its presence
was hardly discernible. He withdrew one of Doc Savage’'s conpact nachine pistols. Fitted in a pocket
at the side of the holster was a canisterlike device—a silencer for use on the weapons.

Ham fitted it in place, then exam ned the ammp drumto nmake sure it was charged with nercy

bul l ets, slugs which would penetrate barely through the skin and produce unconsci ousness. He | atched
the gun into single-fire position.

Changi ng his position, he managed to sight Smith. The portly man stood just inside the door—and
Ham sighting carefully, shot himin one |eg.

The report of the silenced gun could be heard—t fired only one bullet and that was |aunched with
a tongue-click of a noise.

Smith junped violently, clapped a hand to the spot where the netal chemical -bearing shell had
bitten him He bent backward and tried to exam ne the wound. He was still bendi ng backward when he
upset and hit the floor heavily. After that, he did not nove.

A second man |l eaped to Smith's side. He was burly, and cradl ed a submachi ne gun under an arm

Hami s silenced rapid-firer clicked again; the enpty cartridge which junped fromthe ejector hit a
rock in falling and made a sound al nost as |oud as the gun report.

In the house, the burly man stood up stiffly and put a hand to his side. He reeled to the door,

| eaned over to | ook out, and seenmed unable to stop hinself fromtilting. A sluggish bundle of arns
and | egs, he rolled through the door.

Hamran for the door. If there was another man inside, he had little hopes of potting him he

coul d shoot on the run if he had to. Hamwas an excel |l ent shot.

But there was only one man in the room He was an elderly chain of bone and sinewin a runpled

bl ack suit that had once been shiny. His white hair was nussed and stood out |ike the wig of an
elderly circus wild man.

The man was a prisoner by a sinple device. A steel fly wheel, which nust have wei ghed five
hundred pounds, was shackl ed to one of his ankles.

Ham tangled fingers in the hair of the last man to fall a victimto the nercy bullets and haul ed
hi m back into the room where he woul d not be seen. Then he eyed the white-haired prisoner.

"Who, " Ham demanded, "are you?"

The other got to his feet. He |ooked as if he had not been fed recently.

"Where is ny niece?" he demanded. "Is she all right?"

Ham said, "I asked who in blazes you are?"

"Wehman MIls," nuttered the old man.

HAM HAD NO | DEA what name to expect, but he was surprised. Wehman MI1ls was the nane of the man
who was supposed to be king of the island, as well as the inventor of the process for taking gold
fromthe ocean.

"My niece!" said Wehman M I1s anxiously. "Find her! Never mind ne. Look for Elaine."

"Where is she?" Ham demanded.

Wehman M1 1s kicked the | eg which was shackled to the fly wheel and the nanacle |inks jingled.

"How do | know," he groaned. "Around here sonewhere. In one of these houses, | suppose."
Ham cl i pped a fresh anmmp druminto his nachine pistol, then lifted the unusual weapon.
Wehman MI1ls recoiled, tried wildly to break his chain, then wailed, "Please, | haven't done
anyt hing!"

Ham pul l ed the trigger and got a sound as if sonme one in a speeding autonobile had put out a
stick as a picket fence was bei ng passed. Lead boiled on the fly wheel; Whnman's shackl ed chain
whi pped nedly. Then the padl ock which held it cane apart, spewing its innards.

Wehman M I 1s snapped, "You m ght have told me what you were going to do! You scared ne silly!"
"Where do you think this Elaine is?" Ham denanded.

"They tal ked |ike she was near here," said MIls. "Let's |ook around."

The el derly man woul d have rushed outsi de had Ham not stayed himw th an arm Ham made a survey



t hrough a wi ndow, and saw a nan cone to the door of the shack in which he had first heard voices
The fellow had heard the noise as the supernmachine gun cut through the cuff padl ock, and he was
curious

"Anyt hi ng wrong, Monsieur Snmith?" he called

Ham | acked a great deal of being the expert voice mimc that Doc Savage was, but he did his best
"Blime, no!" he shouted

He managed a faint resenblance to Smth's harsh voice, and the hollow reverberations within the
room di sqgui sed the tone further, so that Paquis’s suspicions were allayed. He turned back out of
si ght.

Ham sel ected a wi ndow on the other side, and worked at getting the hinged sash open

"WIIl this island plant really take gold fromsea water?" he asked

"Yes," said Wehman M I1s. "Enphatically!"

"Then what is this all about?"

"l am bei ng robbed of ny secret," snarled MIls. "Men cane to ne and financed the construction of
the plant. Then | discovered they were holding up letters which | had witten to ny niece, El aine
pretended that | needed sone materials which could only be purchased in the French town of Brest
where El ai ne was staying. They took ne there, and | nanaged to escape. But they seized ne again
Then they seized El ai ne when she becane suspicious and started investigating."

Ham had the wi ndow open. He peered through, saw no one and eased outside

"You escaped in Brest," repeated Ham "And they caught you and brought you back. Then they caught
El aine, too."

"El ai ne and sone young man nanmed Henry Trunp." MIIls showed his age by the difficulty with which
he negoti ated the passage through the open wi ndow. He grunted and wi nced as stiffened joints

bot hered him

"Where does The Wash angle cone i n?" Ham asked

"What ?"

"The Wash. These men were doing sonething up there. You know, that’'s the nmarsh regi on on the east
coast of England."

"l haven't the slightest idea why the nmen should have been at The Wash," declared Wehman M1 1s
"It is all quite sinple. They are stealing ny plan for taking gold fromsea water. |t ampunts to
nothing nore than that."

"Let’s find Elaine and Henry Trunp," Ham suggested. "Then we'll argue."

THEY FOUND ELAINE in the first house into which they | ooked. Like Wehman MI1s had been, she was
manacl ed to a heavy piece of machinery.

There was one guard. Ham shot himthrough the window, after clipping nmercy bullets into the
rapid-firer, and the man weaved around for only a short time before he slamed hinsel f down on the
floor, unconscious

"Uncl e Wehman! " the young woman gasped

Ham gazed at the young woman in astonishment, reflecting that she offered about as entrancing a
picture as he had ever seen. The rigors of confinenent had done little to detract from her charm
The superfirer stuttered through its excellent nuffler. The padl ock did not give and Elaine MIls
gasped as needlelike bits of splashing | ead i nbedded in her shapely ankle

Ham shed his coat, folded it and used it as a pad, then tried again. This tine, the | ock was

bl ast ed open

"Henry Trunp," El aine exclaimed. "W’ ve got to free him too."

Ham frowned. "Who's Henry Trunp?"

"A young man who was very kind to me on the boat," said Elaine MIls. "They |ocked himup in the
house next door, | think."

Ham nodded, and peered through a wi ndow to ascertain if the noise of the silenced gun—the inpact
of the lead bullets on the padl ock had made consi derabl e noi se—had attracted attention; but the
straggling village renumi ned deserted

"What beconme of the original inhabitants of this town?" Ham demanded

"They were noved away when the village was purchased,” Wehman M I1s advi sed

"Why was this island selected as the spot to take gold fromsea water?" Ham asked curiously
"Because it is independent," the elderly inventor told him "Taxes do not have to be paid to
anybody. "

" Taxes?"

"I ncone taxes," Wehman MIls rem nded, "are terrible. They are bad enough in America, but worse
in England. We figured it all out. If you make a mllion dollars, the government takes nore than
hal f of it."

"It's hard for me to feel sorry for the poor fellow who worries about the taxes on a mllion,"
Ham snort ed.

"The island cost only fifty thousand," said Wehman M1ls. "That equals only a few days taxes on
the profits fromny process of taking gold fromthe sea."

"How fast do you think the plant will recover gold?"



"At the rate of at least half a mllion dollars a day," the other declared solemly.

Ham was still watching for sonme sign that an al arm had been spread, although Magna Island seened
outwardly quiet.

"Can you show ne the house where you think they are holding Henry Trump?" he asked.

Elaine MIls came to his side, selected a cottage and pointed. "There," she said.

"We can make it there all right, keeping under cover," Ham deci ded.

"W nust rescue Henry Trunp," Elaine said fervently.

Hamtried to keep it fromshowi ng on his face, but he did not care for the fervor with which the
attractive young woman spoke of Henry Trunp. Trunp seemed to have nmade a hit.

THE HOUSE whi ch was supposed to hold Henry Trunp was closed up tightly, the w ndows being
shuttered and the door | ocked.

Ham circl ed the place once, sheltered by a | ow stone wall and an arbor of untrimred grapevines.
"Sure this is the place?" he asked Elaine MIIs.

"I think so," said the young wonan.

Ham recharged his gun with nercy bullets, conceal ed the weapon under his coat, and rapped on the
door. Elaine MIls was close at Hamis el bow.

"Yes?" said a pleasant masculine voice fromw thin the house.

"That’'s Henry Trunp," El aine breathed.

"Any guards over you, Trunmp?" Ham call ed.

"No!" expl oded the voice fromw thin. "Wo the devil are you?"

"It's a rescue party," Elaine gasped. "W’'re conming in!'" It sounded as if Henry Trunp swore
softly and in a highly surprised tone. Then Ham was shoving at the door. It was stuck rather than
|l ocked, and it cane open briskly, spilling himinside.

The cl osed shutters nmade the place gloony. The | awyer blinked about, gun ready.

A clinking of metal came fromthe corner.

"Over here," said Henry Trunp’s voice.

Ham made out the young man then. Trunp was seated on the floor, wists and ankles ornanmented with
handcuf f s.

"Who are you?" he demanded.

"Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks, nmore often known as Ham" Hamtold him "One of Doc
Savage’'s nen."

"One of whose nmen?" Henry Trunp demanded, and his nouth fell open.

"Doc Savage's."

"lI's he here?" Trunp asked, then let his mouth fall open again.

"No," said Ham "Let ne try to pick the |ock on those bracelets.”

"You won’t have nuch luck," Trunp grunted. "Il’ve been trying to do it for hours."

"CGot a hairpin?" Ham asked El ai ne.

"A bobbie pin," she admtted, and funbled at her hair.

Ham t ook the bobbie pin, which was superior to the ordinary wire type, being stiffer, and went to
work on the | ocks. Ham had studi ed many things besides |aw, |ocks being one of them

"What's going on here?" Henry Trunp demanded. "What is behind all of this trouble?"

"Search ne," said Ham

"These nmen are trying to steal ny systemof taking gold fromthe sea!" snapped thin, white-haired
Wehman MIls. "That is what is behind it."

The handcuff | ocks cane open in quick succession.

“I"ll be danged," Trunp grinned. "And | worked nmy head off trying to open them"

He got to his feet.

There was a crash. Slats fell out of a wi ndow shutter. G ass broke and spilled in a jingling
streamon the floor.

The rifle barrel which had broken shutter and pane becane plainly visible. It was obvious from
the shape of the magazine that the rifle was of the automatic variety.

"Ne bougez pas

," said Paquis’'s cat voice.

Pretty Elaine MIls, who did not speak French, breathed, "Wat did he say?"

"‘Don’t stir’," Hamtranslated. "Better take the advice."

PAQUI S KEPT his rifle perfectly steady, did not nove his eye fromthe sights, and gave an order

to sonme one behind him There was fluttering outside in the weeds, the crunch of an occasional dry
stick. Then the door slammed ajar and men wal ked in. They | et Ham and the others | ook down the
muzzl es of subnachi ne guns.

"G ve up your gun, ny dark-faced friend in the baggy clothes!" directed Paquis.

Stress of the nmonent had caused Hamto forget his disguise of dyed features and ill-fitting garb;
at first, he did not realize he was being spoken to. A gritted oath from Paquis put himaright.
Ham surrendered his superfirer. Under other circunstances, he m ght have nade a fight of it. One
sweep of the machine pistol would throw bullets about the roomas a hose would hurl water. But



Elaine MIls and the others would be in deadly danger shoul d gunplay occur.

The nmen exami ned the superfirer wonderingly, showing the admration of nmen inspecting a superior
tool of their trade.

"A beaut of a thing!" a man grunted. "Just |ike the one we took fromthat bony Johnny bl oke at
The Wash. "

"Silence, msieus," growl ed Paquis. "Search him"

A man cane over and put a hand in Ham's pocket. Ham nade a face, lifted a foot and drove it down
on the other’s instep. Bones crunched in the man’s foot.

The fell ow how ed, | eaped back and with the sane gesture whipped a fist at Hamis jaw.

Ham was boxer enough to have evaded the blow. He did shift, but just enough to take the snash

hi gh up on his head, where it would not stun him

But Hamis actions after he had been hit were those of a man who had been knocked out. His arns
flailed | oosely; his eyes rolled. He slammed down heavily.

It was with great care that Ham nanaged to land on his left side, body bending so as to put his
full weight on one coat pocket. In that pocket reposed the case which held the glass bul bs of
anaesthetic gas. Ham knew if he hit hard enough, the case would be crushed.

He felt the container nmash flat. He held his breath.

A nmorment | ater, men began to topple over. The gas had no color, no odor, hence they were without
warni ng of its presence.

But Paquis lived up to the reputation for cleverness which he habitually gave hinself. Up on his
toes, he danced backward. He reached the door and bobbed outside.

"Au secours!"”

he bawl ed. "Hel p!'"

Ham ran for the door, but the nmenace of Paquis’s gun drove hi mback. Next, the | awer broke open
a shuttered wi ndow. Wien he tried to clanber through, he was net by the threatening nuzzles of nen
who were running up in answer to Paquis’s how .

Ham began to breathe again, for the anaesthetic gas had by now become harni ess.

Paqui s’s men had nerve. They rushed the house, pitching through the door, smashing in the
shuttered wi ndows. They were too many to hope to fight.

Ham did the wise thing. He surrendered.

Chapter XIV. GOLD FROM THE SEA

MONK HEARD t he yell for assistance which Paquis voiced. The honmely chenmist halted. Wth his

bl eached cl ose-shaven features, his thick spectacles, his padded stomach, his pronounced |inp and
the large and foul cigars which he snoked, Monk bore little resenblance to a gorillalike chem st.
The spectacl es had magni fying | enses whi ch hanpered his vision sonmewhat, but made his eyes | ook

| arger.

"What was that?" Mnk grow ed.

"One of the worknmen cel ebrating, no doubt," smled suave Benjanmin Gltstein. "Let us now enter
the plant."

Monk hesitated. He was worried about Ham although he kept his features fromshowing it. But to
push an inquiry into that shout mght stir up trouble, and Monk wanted to delay showi ng his true
identity as long as possible. The fact that the yell had not been in Hanis voice was sonmewhat
reassuring.

The quota of newspaper nen had been shown the salt water intake. This was nothing nore than a
hastily excavated canal which carried a rushing streamof sea water to the plant.

Two armed men guarded the door of the plant, but at a word fromG ltstein, they opened it.
Gltstein made a little speech before escorting the journalists inside.

"When you return to London, gentlenen, you may want to refer to a simlar process in handling sea
water, in order to wite your stories intelligently," the press agent stated. "In that case, you
have nerely to describe the ordinary nethod used in extracting brom ne fromsea water."

"What is brom ne?" asked a scribe.

"It is a dark reddi sh-brown nonnetallic liquid used in synthetic chem stry, nedicine and the

color industry, and also in the making of what notorists know as ‘ethyl’," explained Gltstein. "And
it has nothing to do with this plant here, except that our plant resenbles those used in extracting
brom ne. "

There foll owed a somewhat dry technical discourse, during which the party was conducted to each

pi ece of machinery as it was described. Benjanmin Gltstein proved to have a conpl ete vocabul ary of
techni cal phraseol ogy.

After the sea water canme fromthe canal, it was explained, the brine went into a chanber where it
received an injection of sulphuric acid. This nade the future processes feasible.

Next the water was conducted into a second tank, a long affair with valves and nunerous

el ectrodes. Fromthis, a dense fog of vapor was arising, to be trapped overhead and conducted to
ot her appar at us.

"In this tank," Gltstein announced, "the gold content of the sea water is ionized, or nade
electrically conductive. This is a very difficult process, since the gold in its native state in the



water is in the formof a collodial suspension. Chlorine is punped into this tank, which, as any
chem st will tell you, joins with the sodiumin the sea water and literally "kicks" the brom ne
out."

"Is this a scientific fact?" asked some one. "Or is it hocus pocus?"

"Afact!" insisted Gltstein

Monk, | ooking on, nodded soberly to hinself. So far, the process was perfectly feasible. Mnk had
not the slightest doubt of that

"Where is the gold now?" asked the reporter

Gltstein pointed to the vapor that arose like fog. "In there."

"Rats!" snorted the scribe. "Now | know this is a fake. Gold is a heavy yellow netal ."

"Do you see the gold in the sea water?" Benjanmin Gltstein countered

The other was stunped there. "No."

"Al'l right," snapped the press agent. "You still don’t see it. But follow ne and you will."

The party now noved to a roomwhich held a long netal cylinder. The cylinder was replete with

pi pes and cabl es.

G ltstein gave an order, and valves were turned, shutting off the stream of vapor, after which
the cylinder was unl ocked and the scribes were permtted to | ook within. There was nothing inside
"Here is the heart of the whole process,"” said Gltstein. "Chemicals are introduced, and the gold
is filtered out because it adheres to these chemcals."

"What are the chem cal s?" questioned the representative of an afternoon sheet

"l cannot reveal that," said Gltstein. "It is the invention, the secret."

The vapor stream was now turned back into the tank; a bit later, a valve was opened, pernmtting a
t hick, creany nmass to ooze out

"The gold," Gltstein exclaimed dramatically.

"It don't look like gold to ne!" some one snorted

The press agent ignored that, and followed the creany streamto where it was introduced into a
roaring furnace

"The chem cals are now driven off by heat," he exclainmed. "That |eaves the raw gold."

A man appeared with a ladle on a long handl e. He opened a valve; there was a blaze of brilliant
heat fromthe furnace. The man with the ladle ran to a nold. A few nonents |ater he broke the nold
and there was disclosed a snmall yell ow cube

The wor kman dunked the cube in water to cool it, then gave it to Gltstein, who passed it to the
nmost doubting of the reporters

"Gold!'" he said. "Approximately a thousand dollars’ worth."

"Bl ess nme!" gasped the reporter. "I believe it is gold."

"It is yours," said the press agent. "Have it tested when you get back to London."

"What ?" yelled the scribbler. "This is mne?"

Gltstein smled smugly. "There will be a cube for each of you gentlenmen. We have plenty. The
oceans of the world are large, and there are ten mllion dollars in each cubic mle of sea water."
Monk shoved forward. He took the gold cube fromthe reluctant reporter, scratched it, exam ned it
closely, then handed it back, |ooking sonewhat stunned

It was gold

FOR THE next five minutes, there was uproar. The British mnions of the press were no nore highly
paid than their fellows in the United States, and finding they were to be given a thousand-doll ar
gold brick was a shock conparable to being struck by lightning. Finally, they sobered

"Listen," one denmanded, "what is the catch in this?"

"No catch,"” Benjamin Gltstein insisted. "These sanples are nerely in the nature of proof, so
that you can go back to London and wite the truth."

One journalist fell to scratching his head. "But why are you taking such pains to get this in the
newspapers?"

"I will explain, providing you do not publish the facts," said the press agent

" Shoot "

"Wehman M11ls, the owner, king and sole ruler of Magna Island, is a man who does not believe in
giving his noney to a lot of governnent chair warners in the formof taxes."

"Taxes have gotten terrible," admtted a reporter

"Exactly! That is why the plant was built here. This is an independent island. Therefore, no
taxes will be paid. That means a trenmendous saving. If we took out ten million dollars’ worth of
gold, we would have to pay at least half of it in taxes. Well, we don't like the idea. Securing the
island was a business proposition with us."

A scribe chuckled, "Pretty slick!"

"We are going to give a third of our gold to charity," said Benjanmin Gltstein. "I w sh you would
publish that."
"Sure," the reporter agreed. "But why the wish to have that in the newspapers?"

"Partly a philanthropic spirit on Wehman MIIs's part," said the press agent, "and partly
busi ness. You see, if we build up a favorable feeling with the public, there will be a big how if



t he governnent of England tries to seize this island."

"Can they seize it |legally?"

"No, sir! W had | awyers investigate thoroughly before we bought the place."

A man entered the plant. He seemed excited. Drawi ng Benjamin Gltstein aside, the fellow spoke in
a rapi d whi sper which none of the scribes could hear.

Monk wat ched closely. H's honely face becane a bit paler than the bl eached hue I ent by the

di sgui se. Doc Savage was a skilled lip reader, and Monk had been studying the art fromthe bronze
man. He was not an expert, but he got part of what was said.

The messenger advi sed, "W just caught a nman naned Ham who is one of Doc Savage’'s assistants."”
Monk failed to get the rest.

MONK SLAPPED a hand to his arnpit. A guard standing near by started and began to bring up his
gun. He froze when he found hinself eyeing the round snout of the supermachi ne pistol which Mnk had
produced.

"Grab a cloud!" Mnk grated, and spat out his black cigar.

Benjamin Gltstein screaned, "Wat does this nean?"

"It means a big lead party if you guys don't do what | tell you!" Mnk said, an angry grit in his
childlike voice. "And it means |’ mgonna find what is behind this if | have to bust your scatter
wi de open!"

Monk had one characteristic which occasionally got the best of him He |iked violent action. Wen
he got in a tight place, he had a habit of cutting |oose and blasting his way out. He had now
decided to start blasting.

Benjanmin Gltstein tried to speak, but he was so excited he could only stutter.

Monk took of f the nagni fying spectacles and threw them aside. They broke on the concrete floor.

A reporter surreptitiously drew back a hand holding a gold brick, evidently with the idea of

| obbing the rich yell ow cube at Monk.

"I'f you feel that you're bulletproof, go ahead and throw it," Mnk advised him

The scribe shuddered and let his gold brick fall.

Gltstein, pointing at Monk, nanaged to get words out. "This man i s no newspaper reporter! |

shoul d have been suspicious of himfromthe first! Guards, shoot him"

Monk’ s gun banged. G ltstein sprang high in the air and fell down when he came back to the floor.
He roll ed over and over, a hand clenched to his side.

The reporters saw crinson oozing through the press agent’s fingers, and had no way of know ng
that the wound was only a superficial one nade by a nmercy bullet. Wien Benjanin Gltstein rel axed
noti onl ess upon the floor, they thought he was dead.

"You nurderer!" one how ed at Monk.

Monk spied an outside guard working at one of the wi ndows. He shot glass out of the wi ndow, but
the guard ducked clear, then shoved his rifle inside and began to shoot wldly.

Newspaper reporters knocked each ot her down getting behind the bulky iron gol d-extraction tank.
Anot her guard tried to take advantage of the confusion and shoot Mnk. Mnk drifted out a fist
from whi ch the usual adornment of shingle nail-sized bristles had been shaved. The guard went around
and around, top fashion, senseless on his feet.

Monk coul d open a | arge horseshoe with the brute strength in his two bare hands, and he packed a
conparative wal | op.

The man was still shooting wildly through the wi ndow. Monk ran over, grasped the hot rifle
barrel, jerked it out of the fellow s grasp, then | eaned through the wi ndow and j abbed the man’s
head as if he were making a billiard shot with the rifle stock.

"Three!" Mnk snorted.

Then he calmy ran the total up to seven by nowing four nore guards down with a hooting bl ast of
mercy bullets fromthe nmachine pistol. They were still jigging around and falling over sensel ess
when the api sh chenmist charged out into the afternoon sunlight.

I T WAS doubtful if Mnk stopped to debate the chances of whipping Magna |Isl and singl e- handed, but
he started out as if that were his intention.

Two guards who had been at the door took point-blank aimat Mnk w th subnmachi ne guns.

Wth the precision of a man who had | ooked i nto gun snouts before, Mnk twi sted aside. H's
superfirer hooted as he fell. It sounded as if sonme one had sawed violently on the base string of a
huge bul | fiddle.

I mpact of mercy bullets kicked the two back. Guns fell fromtheir torn hands; and before they

coul d recover, the powerful chemcal in the slugs was stupefying them

"N ne!" said Mnk, keeping count.

There seenmed to be no one else in the imediate vicinity of the gold-extracting plant. Mnk

I'i stened.

Inside the building, frightened reporters were talking in | ow voices, demanding of each other if
any one had been injured, comrenting forcibly on Mink's bloodthirstiness. In the distance, the surf
grunbl ed noisily on the rocky shore line, and the inevitable gulls spun and squeaked hi gh overhead.



Fromthe direction of the village, a yell cane. "Wy the shootin’ over there?"

"Forget it!" Mnk how ed back. "The guards were putting on a show "

Then the honmely chem st ran in the direction of the village. He kept his head up and the

super machi ne pistol alert. There was a path and he fol |l owed that, frightening up songbirds which
lurked in the brush and | ow hangi ng tree branches.

Brush fluttered behind Monk. A voice gritted, "You! Stop!"

Monk knew better than to attenpt to dodge bullets froma gun which he could not see. He pulled
up, wheeled slowy and eyed the individual who had halted him This personage stepped fromthe brush
beside the path. He was a short man, nondescript except for his eyes, which were ugly.

He jutted an automatic pistol and demanded, "Wo are you, bloke? And what’'s goin’ on ‘ere?"
"I"mone of the newspaper gang," Mnk said pronptly. "I was conming for help."

"Why?" the other grow ed.

"One of the blasted journalists up and cut |oose like a wild man," declared Monk. "He's shot four
or five people. Maybe he's trying to grab what gold you’' ve got on the island."

Al'l of which was not exactly the truth, but also not entirely wide of the facts. To Munk’s

di sgust, however, the nman he had encountered did not seemto be particularly gullible.

"Go help them " Mnk rapped. "I'I|l secure nore assistance."

The other scow ed, and noved his automatic suggestively. "This sounds thin, gov’'nor," he grow ed.
"Drop that funny-lookin' gun you're carryin !"

Monk pronptly dropped the gun. He held it directly in front of his stomach as he let it fall,
then he put his hands up swiftly. The other advanced.

Monk kicked with his right foot. The supermachi ne pistol which he had dropped had | anded on his
foot, and it was propelled forward by the Kkick.

The other man tried to dodge, failed partially and reel ed aside, stunned by the bl ow which the
flyi ng weapon delivered to the side of his head.

An instant |later, Mnk's hard-sw nging fist dropped him

"Ten!" Monk enunerated gleefully.

AS MONK ran on, he abandoned the path, not w shing to encounter other foes in such an unexpected
fashion. He could hear some excited cries fromthe vicinity of the village, and these indicated his
foes were beconing alarmed. Too, fromthe plant, newspaper reporters were howing at the tops of
their voices, adding to the general confusion.

Monk grinned, |oosened his belt and haul ed out the paddi ng which had given hi mthe abdom nal

bul ge. He pulled off his shirt, as well as coat and vest, and discarded them Then he cinched his
belt very tight.

Monk consi dered hinself to be doing very nicely, and his nubbin of a head entertained not a doubt
as to the future. In this respect, Mink had the psychol ogy of the perfect fighting man. He never
reckoned consequences, once conflict started. He took the nost unearthly chances and, accordingly,
had a habit of securing results.

A squad of his foes came down the path. They went swi ftly, nmaking nuch noise. Monk got behind a
tree and let themgo past. He | ooked them over. None of them were nen he had seen before.

Monk continued, intent on finding Hamand rel easing him But he took no nore than a dozen steps
and then halted.

Feet were slapping rapidly on the path. Evidently a straggler was hurrying to join the group

whi ch had just passed.

Monk sel ected a bush close to the trail and crouched there. The straggler had his nouth open w de
for easier breathing, and this had the effect of making him seemchinless. He enmitted a sheep bl eat
as Monk expl oded from behind the shrub and crouched into him They went over and over and when they
cane to a stop, Monk was astride his prize.

The captive had watery eyes, and Monk mashed the left one slightly with the nmuzzle of his

super machi ne pistol.

"Where’' s Han?" he demanded.

"Blimre!" the other choked. "Don’t shoot—

"Were's Ham you lug?" Mnk gritted.

"Fourth house as yer goes into the bloomn’ village!" gul ped the captive.

Monk grasped the waggling chin, pushed it up so that the fellow s nouth was closed; then, before
the other knew what was going to happen, Mnk struck once, as if he were seeking to drive a large
nail with a single bl ow

The man nade a bl ubbling noise and his eyeballs rolled as if trying to turn around and around in
their sockets.

"El even!" Monk grinned.

The fourth house, as one went into the village, was a ranbling edifice with unusually steep roofs
and a large chimey at each end. Architecturally, it was possibly the nost inposing structure in the
vill age—with one exception, a stone school house which stood slightly apart on a small hill.

A fat man stood in front of the door, a rifle in one hand, the other hand cupped to an ear. Since
all of his attention was concentrated on intercepting any sound which came fromthe direction of the



plant, he did not hear Mnk glide up behind him On occasion, Mnk could nmove with surprising
lightness for one of his bulk.

Monk dashed one big hand, knocking the man's rifle to the ground. Then Monk seized the fellow by
the throat, held himat arms |ength, and used himas a club to knock the door open

In the house, Monk had not expected to find nore men. He had reasoned that they would all be out
hunting him

He got a surprise

SEVERAL MEN were inside. There was a table in the center of the roomand on this a box, around

whi ch they were gathered. They were engaged in opening the box, and passing out rifles which it
cont ai ned

The men whirled as Monk canme in behind his squirmng, bruised victim They wore expressions of

gap- nout hed surprise

Monk lifted his machine pistol and tightened on the firing lever, his idea being to now the gang
down with the nercy bullets before they could go into action

Monk’ s captive spoiled the plan. He grabbed the superfirer with both hands and held on as if he
was a drowning man and the gun was the only life preserver in a | arge ocean

A lump of bone and bone-hard gristle, Mink’s free fist bounced off the fellow s head. The nan
screanmed, but continued to hold on. Mk grow ed, then got down on his knees, endeavoring to tw st
the gun nmuzzle up at his foes

One eneny took a running junp and cane down feet-first on the small of Mnk's back. The inpact
woul d have broken an ordi nary spine. Mnk only snorted, reached up and knocked the other head over
heels with a lusty sw ng.

Then Monk hit the man hol ding the gun another blow, harder than those which had been struck

before. The fellow began to trenble all over

"Twel ve! " Monk roared

He tried to free his superfirer fromthe spasnodic clutch of the unconscious nman, but coul d not

do so before he was forced to rear up and neet the rush of two foes. The pair had nothing but their
fists, which was unfortunate, because one sat down with an unutterably pained expression and w apped
both arnms over his middle, where Monk’s fist had rested nonentarily.

The other man nmissed a swing. Then he danced back, wary, brushed into a chair, nearly fell over

it, then picked the chair up. He threw it at Mnk

The horely chemist had plenty of tine to dodge the chair, for he saw it comi ng. But he did not
dodge; he reached up and, with a skill that nade the feat seem easy, caught the chair. Holding it by
one |leg, he swing it club-fashion and charged

Men faded before him One got out a revolver, only to lose it and get a broken wist as Mnk

cl ubbed with his chair.

The outer door darkened as nen cane in. The party which had gone down the trail had heard the
uproar and dashed back

"Take the ape alive!" some one yelled. "W’ ve got to make himtell how nuch Doc Savage knows

about us!"

Two men picked up the table, spilling the box of rifles. They ran at Monk with the table held

hi gh enough that the gorillalike chem st could not wield his chair. They pinned himto the wall.
Monk dropped his chair and clinbed, roaring, frombetween table and wall. His fists windmlled

Men | eeched to his legs, his mdriff, and finally to his arns. He was borne down.

The nel ée becane like excited flies after a norsel of sugar. Several tinmes Mnk, squalling at the
top of his voice, enmerged fromthe top of the dogpile, only to be dragged down and subnerged

The nore violent the conbat became, the | ouder Monk how ed. The amount of noi se Monk made al ways
gauged the violence of a fight. He would start off barely whispering in his childlike tone, and in a
particularly hard fray woul d bell ow hi nsel f hoarse

Monk was now yelling so loudly that the I oss of his voice threatened. He was far under the pile

of nen, and since there was no roomfor blows, he pinched, gouged and tw sted, getting handfuls of
cloth and, not infrequently, fragments of flesh. By a Herculean effort, he got his head out of the
pile to breathe.

Some one began to kick his head. Monk tried to withdraw into the nmound of bodies, turtle-fashion
but could not. Again and again the kicking foot inpacted against Mnk’'s tenple. The shocks were too
much even for the honely chemist’s vast endurance

"Thirteen!" he npaned, and went to sl eep

WTH N slightly less than an hour, the big seaplane took off, rising easily fromthe stretch of
conparatively cal mwater between the headl ands whi ch had resenbl ed, fromthe sky, the spraddled |egs
of a great green bullfrog

Inside the plane cabin, the newspaper correspondents were cackling anmong thensel ves—+hose who

were not already hunched over their portable typewiters battering out stories which would be rushed
into print the instant they reached their home sheets

They had been given a story which accounted for the trouble which had engul fed Monk and Ham and



they believed every word of it, a fact that was not entirely to their discredit, for it had been an
exceedingly glib and plausible yarn

Monk and Ham it had been expl ained, were not journalists at all, but plotters out to steal the
secret of the process of taking yellow gold fromthe green, briny sea

Monk and Ham were not on the plane. They were prisoners, the scribes had been assured, and such
they would remain, awaiting the judgnent of the rulers of Magna Island

The newspaper nen had been asked not to forget that Magna |sland was an i ndependent power, as

much a separate nation as England herself, or France, or the United States

The gentl enmen of the press were not likely to forget that. In fact, it would be a long tine

before they forgot anything about this remarkabl e island and the things which had occurred there
Nor woul d the newspapers of England, the Continent or America forget it for sone tine to cone. This
was a story fit to be spread on the front pages of even the npbst conservative London journal
Benjanmin Gltstein, suave purveyor of publicity, was not returning in the plane. The reporters
still thought Gltstein was dead, as the latter worthy had not yet awakened fromthe effects of
Monk’ s nercy bul | et

By way of a reminder, each reporter carried his small gold brick, worth approximately a thousand
dol lars

Chapter XV. ATTACK | N LONDON

THE NEWSPAPERS nade a hul | abal oo. Those sheets whose reporters had been so thoughtless as not to
take canmeras to Magna |sland, reproduced sketches which their artists hastily drew.

Only two papers, the nost conservative, did not put out extras, but one of these had not

publ i shed an extra edition when the Wrld War ended, so that did not nean that they failed to
consi der the business about Magna |sland a good yarn

A hotel flunky delivered the latest editions of the extras to Doc Savage in his London hotel. The
remar kabl e bronze man was al one, and he went over the sheets w thout a change appearing on his
unusual metallic features

However the bronze nman’s weird trilling note, the strangely exotic sound which was a part of him
did come into being and trace its nebul ous way up and down the nusical scale, adhering to no
definite tune, but nevertheless plainly nusical in its undulating quality.

The newspaper stories told of the process for taking gold fromsea water, the dream of nmanki nd

for many years. The nore staid journalists made this the main point, with the attenpt of two
crimnals to seize the secret subordinated to mnor headlines. The nore bonbastic sheets played up
the theft attenpt

One sheet published the opinion of an international |awer that Magna |sland was definitely an

i ndependency, free of taxation. This barrister also expressed the view that the authorities of Magna
Island were entitled to do whatever they pleased with the two crooks who had been so unwise as to
endeavor to steal the secret of taking gold fromthe ocean

Doc Savage put the papers aside, picked up a tel ephone and called, |ong-distance, the jail in

Sout hanpt on where Wl | - Samuel s, the nman who had pretended to be a private detective, had been
confined

Had been

was correct. A clever |lawer had succeeded in getting Wall-Sanuels out on bail. This had occurred
some hours previously, and Wall-Sanmuels had lost no tinme ridding his feet of the dust of

Sout hanpt on. No one knew hi s present whereabouts

Doc Savage turned out the lights, then went to the wi ndow and peered down into the London street

It was near dusk, and he was waiting for the return of Johnny. Turning off the lights was by way of
precaution, one of the habitual safety-first touches which had kept this bronze man alive through
years of infinite peril.

Down in the street a taxicab stopped, and a tall man who was so thin that he seemed nerely a suit
of clothes animated with life, alighted. Johnny’'s bony frame was striking, even fromthat distance
Johnny paid off his hack and entered the hostelry.

Perhaps three minutes later a hand tried the doorknob, found it |ocked, and delivered a sharp
rappi ng

Doc went over and turned the key, then swung the panel open

Powder sound roared in his ears and a stiff red | ance lunged hungrily at his chest

DOC SAVAGE, flexing his arns, got themup level with his nassive shoulders so that they would be
clear as he twi sted aside. He wore a bulletproof vest, but his arms were unprotected

The bul l et, passing himby the grace of an inch or two, went on and ripped a spread on the table
jerking it awy, making a furrow of splinters in the table-top wood. Acrid powder snell followed the
| ead

Doc had stepped to the side on which the door swng. He shoved the panel, starting it shut. A

shoul der hit the wood, trying to keep the door from closing. The bronze man exerted force, got the
panel shut; and the spring lock, clicking, fastened itself

Big splinters began falling out of the door to the acconpani nent of the snmashing inpact of



bul l ets

"Fool s!" snarled the voice of Wall-Sanuels. "Shoot at the |ock!"

The firing becanme | ess random and sl amslamred wi th viol ent precision. The | ock junped, then

expl oded out of its bed, taking wood with it, and gyrated across the floor

"Careful!'" Wall-Sanuel s ordered

He gave the door a kick and it flew ajar. Wth a revol ver—an autonatic revol ver, practically the
only weapon of its kind, manufactured by an English concern—he smashed bull ets at various corners of
the room He swore because the chanber was dark. Then he felt for the switch, located it and thunbed
it up.

"Hel I!'" said Wall - Sanmuel s when the lights did not come on

Anot her man struck a natch, held hinself behind the door and shoved the light within. At that
point, a curious guest popped into the hallway, only to fly back into his roomas a bullet chopped
plaster off the wall near his head

Wal | - Sanuel s had nerve, or maybe he still smarted because of his earlier bad show ng agai nst Doc
Savage. He wal ked into the hotel room automatic revolver ready. He turned, holding the deadly
weapon cl ose to his chest

His lips separated slightly. His expression becane that of a man who has just seen a particularly
baffling act of nmagic

"Search the closet," he grated

H s men ran over—four nmen acconpanied him and they all wore the gri mexpressions of those who

had set their minds on taking |life. They opened the closet; they upended the bed

"Were' d the bronze bl oke go?" one demanded wonderingly.

Wal | - Sanuel s peered around the room which was undeniably enpty. Finally his gaze found the

wi ndow, and he swung over. The sash was down, but not | ocked

"He went this way," grated Wall-Sanuel s

But after |ooking out, he changed his mind, for the wall was of bricks closely fitted together

and no human fly, however skilled, could have gone up or down it. O that, Wall-Sanuels was
positive.

"Damm ne!" he nmuttered. "The nore | see of the bronze devil the nore | amconvinced that he is

not human. "

"Were' d he go?" sonme one asked foolishly.

"How do | know?" Wall-Sanuels snapped. "I thought we had hi mwhen we waited until we saw his man
arrive downstairs, then we cane up. | was reasonably sure he would think it was his man at the door
and that woul d give us our chance."

"We'd better get out of here," said the man

"Yes," said Wall-Sanuels, "we had."

They left in great haste

DOWNSTAI RS sonewhere, a wonan began scream ng

The worman doi ng the shrieking was elderly, raw boned and had a face that nade one think of a jinn
mul e. She had her nouth open to its wi dest, and the how s which poured forth were raucous and
startled. She was the perfect picture of a frightened old naid

"There’'s a man in ny roonm" she screeched

"Qui et, please, madam" Doc Savage requested mldly.

The bronze man had cone in through the wi ndow, being deposited on the | edge outside by a thin

silk cord down which he had slid fromthe room above. There was a grappl e hook attached to the cord
this had engaged the | edge higher up, and a flip of the cord had freed it

Doc was coiling the cord about the grapple, which was coll apsible, and stowing it within his

cl ot hi ng

"Hel p! Murder! Police!" squalled the nule-faced wonman; then she got a better |ook at the bronze
man’ s remar kabl e physi que, stopped her yelling and demanded in a nollified voice, "Wat on earth are
you doing in here?"

The key was on the inside of the door. The bronze man turned it and an instant |ater was outside
in the corridor

The mul e-faced woman began yelling again

Doc Savage listened at the el evator shafts and heard an uproar which told himthere was a scuffle
going on in one of the cages—evidently the operator being overpowered. He pronptly ran down the
stairs, his speed amazing. Shots banged bel ow.

He found the [ obby in confusion, the big central chandelier having been shot |oose by

Wl | - Sanuel s and his gang by way of terrorizing those present. Cars waiting outside had wafted the
gang away. Doc got a fleeting glinpse of the |ast machine

An el evator canme down and Johnny sl oped out, slightly under seven feet of ungainly disgust

"COf all the unnitigated caprices of nordacious adversity," he groaned. "I mssed the excitement!"
"They apparently timed their attack to your arrival," Doc said. "They took it for granted | would
let you in nyself, and they would get a chance at ne."

"Did they?"



"They did," Doc assured the bony archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st

"Utrareprehensible!" said Johnny. "And they got away?"

"So it seens," the bronze man admitted. "But | saw the last of their cars, and secured the

I'i cense nunber."

Doc strode off, found a London policeman and gave the |icense nunerals of the nmachi ne which he

had seen. The bobbie prom sed to broadcast an immediate alarmfor the vehicle

Johnny was reading extra editions of the afternoon newspapers when Doc rejoined him The
archaeol ogi st’ s nodul ar features were a study as he digested the story. Names of Monk and Ham were
not nentioned, they being designated nerely as nmercenary crooks by the authorities of Magna Island
but Johnny knew who was neant

Johnny | ooked up at Doc. He did not use big words

"This is a devil of a note," he said slowy.

DOC SAVAGE | ed the way to an untenanted corner of the hotel |obby

"What did you |l earn?" he asked

Johnny tapped the newspaper: "Fromthis story, it is hard to tell—=

"l do not nmean about that," Doc interpolated. "Before you returned to the hotel, you were getting
historical data on the events during the reign of King John."

"Ch, that!" The bony man funbled inside his slack coat and brought out a sheaf of documents

"Here is a brief synopsis of King John's reign. Say, King John was sone tough |ad, probably one of
the worst kings England ever had!"

At this point, a police officer approached with word that Wall-Sanuels's car had been sighted

near Kentish Town. Wall-Sanuels and all four of his men now occupi ed the one machi ne. Bobbies had
sought to stop them and had been fired upon, the car roaring on northward.

Doc Savage heard that through in silence. Then he riffled over the docunents concerning King

John, which Johnny had given him He pocketed them w thout comrent, and it was inpossible to tel
fromhis features whether or not he had secured anything of value fromthem

"Cone on," he directed Johnny

They went to Doc’s room and got a nunber of netal cases fitted with carrying straps. These
containers held the bronze man’s nunerous scientific devices. They were, figuratively speaking, his
bag of tricks, and he took them wherever he went.

A fast taxicab carried themfromthe hotel, worked through the early evening London traffic jans,

and eventual ly reached an airport. The field was not Croydon, where the comercial lines canme in
but another ‘drone patroni zed by sportsnmen and snaller concerns which nade a business of selling
pl anes.

The bronze man bought a plane, one of the latest and fastest types of ships, a job which sold for
slightly in excess of two thousand pounds

Doc Savage paid the sumin cash, w thout coment or perceptible concern. Two thousand pounds, in
fact, was not an excessive anmount of noney in his life, for the bronze man possessed access to a
treasure trove, the value of which woul d stagger some inmagi nations

Before taking off in the newly purchased plane, and while the craft was being | oaded with fue
and oil, Doc made a tel ephone call to the police

Wal | - Sanuel s’ s car had been found—at another airport. And Wall-Sanuels and his four nen had taken
off in a plane and | ost thenselves in the night

"My hypothesis is that they have departed for Magna Island," Johnny hazarded

Doc tested the single powerful notor of the new plane. It ran perfectly

"Magna Island is a good bet," he admitted

Johnny began | oading duffle into the cabin of the fast craft

"l gather that we are going to direct a scrutiny at the nmystery which is Magna Island," he said
"Exactly!" Doc agreed

Chapter XVI. FLAME THREADS

THE MOON was bright; the stars, like iridescent sparks, glittered permanently in the sky; but
sone seven or eight thousand feet above the earth clouds were massed—first, in gray and bul gi ng
masses which were given the aspect of silver foam by the noonlight, then, bel ow these, ranged
darker, thicker phal anxes of vapor which threatened nonmentarily to leak rain. On the sea, and for
two thousand feet above, it was very dark

Doc Savage sent the new plane toward Magna |Island at an altitude of fourteen thousand, where it
was clear and cold. Fromtinme to tinme he consulted instrunents, then shifted a position pin in the
chart which was clanped to the sliding map board under the instrunent panel. His idea of their
position was uncannily accurate

Johnny was goi ng over supermachine pistols, springing cartridges fromthe ammo drunms and running
each through a chanbering device which made sure there were no microscopic flaws that might cause
one of the weapons to jam

"This is still a profound enigma," he murnmured. "The fact remains unalterably clear that we can
conjure up no hypothesis that will clarify the connection of The Wash with Magna |sland."



"@ns in good shape?" Doc asked

"Yes."

"We are going down now," Doc advised. "Magna Island is a fewnmles directly ahead."

The bronze man cut the ignition switch and the propeller, unable to turn over against the
conpression in the new notor, becane a rigid blade of alum numalloy which glittered in the
moonl i ght. The ship tilted in a glide and went down |ike a whining, stiff-w nged ghost

The cl oud mass bul ged up at them Vapor streaners whi pped past |ike foam and darker spires and
chasnms appeared as if they were hungry nmouths and stained fangs

"Entrancing place," offered Johnny.

As if they had been swall owed conpl etely, blackness took themin. The plane interior became danp.
Once rain shotted agai nst the wi ndows.

"The infra-ray searchlight," Doc directed

Johnny sprang to one of the netal equi pment cases, opened it and brought out a bul ky apparatus. A
cable fromthis he connected to another case which held a generator that operated froma powerfu
spring notor. He grunted and perspired w nding the notor

A third case yiel ded box-shaped eyepi eces, which both Johnny and Doc donned. Then Johnny opened a
wi ndow, shoved the infra-ray lantern through and clicked a switch

There had been only dense bl ackness ahead and bel ow, a bl ackness that was infinitely forbidding
But the beamfromthe infra-ray lantern wought a startling change. The clouds and fog were pierced
to a much greater degree than would have been possible with an ordinary searchlight

The infra rays, being outside the visible spectrum were unnoticeable to the unaided eye. Only
with the intricate eyepi eces which Doc and Johnny had strapped to their orbs could the beam be
utilized for a survey

They were not bel ow the clouds. Doc flattened the plane a bit nore, not w shing the how of w nd
past flying wires to becone | oud enough to reveal their approach

Wth a suddenness which caused Johnny to start slightly, they dropped under the clouds. He peered
t hrough hi s eyepiece

"There!" he breathed

MAGNA | SLAND was below. It |ooked strangely unnatural, for there were no inpressions of color
through the infra-ray device, only varying shades of |ight and darkness

Doc Savage did not fly directly over the island, but circled w dely, keeping clear of the shore
line. They could nake out the village, the plant for taking gold fromsea water. The latter was
dark.

There was a beach along the inside of the two arms of |and on which they could | and. Other than
this, no other suitable |anding place presented

Doc sent the plane in a bit closer

Down on the island, there was a snmall flash, and fromit a string of sparks stretched upward.
Thi s passed the plane and becanme a sudden, blinding ball of |ight which hung al nost notionless in
the ni ght sky.

"Parachute flare," Doc said grimy. "They were not asleep."

The plane began to vibrate slightly. It was an all-nmetal job, and out on the left wingtip the
skin was getting ragged, while down on the ground, a machine gun fluttered an ugly red eye

"The begi nning of a hectic night," Johnny prophesied quietly.

DOC BANKED the plane right, left, right, and got away fromthe stream of machine gun slugs. The
flare, suspended fromits swayi ng parachute, sank until they were above it and in darkness

On the nost westerly of the frog-1eg peninsulas, two planes were being urged into the water. They
had been al nost hidden in the trees which covered that end of the island

A second flare clinbed up and ri pened whitely; machi ne guns opened again. They were using tracer
this tinme, and Doc’s best maneuvering did not escape an occasional hit

"l have a renedy for such obstreperous conduct," Johnny conment ed

He replaced a drumof nercy bullets in his machine pistol with a drum nmarked by a different
identifying numeral, then | eaned out, took a deliberate aimand fired a single shot

On the ground there was a great gush of flane, and a tree toppled over, uprooted. This happened
near one of the machi ne guns

Johnny fired again. That slug dug a great pock in the earth. The explosive in the pellets was
tremendously powerful

Johnny continued to fire, and the nen manni ng the machi ne gun—t was a regul ation anti-aircraft
type—ost their nerve and ran. Johnny had to shoot five nore times before he destroyed the gun
itself.

The two planes were now in the water, scudding along at the heads of |ong wake streamers. Doc
stood his ship on a wingtip and went spinning down over one. Johnny took his tine, then |l aunched a
brief burst of explosive bullets

Water was kicked up in a boiling turmoil ahead of one of the planes. The craft heaved, bucked

For a nonent, it seened that the ship would go on safely. Then it tilted until a wingtip knifed the



surface, and the resultant drag spun it around so violently that it turned conpletely over. As it
began sinking, men clanbered wildly through the cabin w ndows.

The second plane got on step and vaulted off. The pil ot banked steeply, then gave his craft all
of the clinmbing angle it would handle. In a few nonents it was pointing in the direction of Doc’s
ship. Two faint red sparks danced atop the engi ne cow i ng.

There was a violent vibration, then Doc battled the controls and skidded his new craft aside. He
snapped open the cockpit w ndow and | ooked out and down.

The | andi ng gear was dangling frommutilated struts.

"Synchroni zed guns,” he told Johnny. "This second ship is not going to be an easy nut to crack.
It seens to be as fast or faster than our own bus."

A third flare had craw ed up against the clouds and was spreading its cal ci um whiteness. Johnny,
squinting narrowWy, saw that the flares were being secured fromthe tool shed near the |large

bui | di ng which he reasoned was the gold extraction plant.

The gaunt geol ogi st took a careful aimat the tool house and | aunched an expl osive bullet. He

m ssed, and had to fire three tinmes nore before the shed junped apart in a puff of tinmbers, tin and
dust .

"That stops the business of the flares," he grunted.

| F THE OCCUPANTS of the plane with the synchroni zed nachi ne guns expected Doc Savage to stay

al oft and make a bat battle of the affair, they got a surprise. The instant the last flare sank,
sizzling, into the sea, Doc banked sharply and put the nose of his craft down.

"W came to help Monk and Ham " the bronze man told Johnny, "and not to fight for the fun of it."
The thunder of the other plane throbbed across the island and swal | owed conpl etely such small
sounds as were nade by Doc’s ship after he cut the notors. He hoped to land wi thout the engines, but
if they were needed, there was an electro-inertia starter for setting themoff again while still in
the air.

Once nore the infra-red projector and the strange eyepi eces were enpl oyed. Doc sent the plane for
t he beach, swung around into the wi nd—he had previously noted its direction fromthe drift of the
parachute flares—and flattened out.

Johnny flattened hinsel f against the instrument board and padded his face with his coat. They had
no | anding gear, and there was no telling what woul d happen.

Doc Savage picked a spot in the mld surf, a few yards offshore, killed all the headway possible
by tranpling the rudder violently, then put the plane down. There was a smash, a bounce, then a
terrific jarring as the surf nauled them Wth a whining of netal as one wing collapsed, the plane
finally stood on its nose.

Then there was silence, except for the gurgle of sea water and the excited shouts of their

enenm es above the distant buzz of the other plane.

"Hurt?" Doc asked.

"No, " said Johnny.

The bronze man clinbed out, found the water waist-deep, and waded for shore. Johnny nade

spl ashi ngs com ng after him

They found it nost convenient to run in the direction of the gold-extracting plant. Behind them
men shouted anxiously to each other. Flashlights and hand searchlights raced hungry plunes of

lum nosity.
A volley of profanity indicated the finding of the plane in the surf. Lights were turned upon the
weck to indicate to those overhead in the other plane that they might as well I|and.

Ahead of Doc, a square building showed up. Near by, w eckage was snoking and burning redl y—the
remmants of the tool shed which Johnny had destroyed.

"Wait!" Doc directed.

Johnny opened his nmouth to ask what Doc intended doing, but the bronze man | eft himtoo quickly,
and the bony geol ogi st stood rigid, his breath rapid and uneasily hoarse, Iistening.

Doc Savage went to the door of the gold extraction plant. There was a nassive padl ock on it, but
that surrendered to the probing of the metal pick which he removed froma pocket of his unusual
vest .

Passi ng i nside, Doc produced a flashlight fromthe vest. This operated froma spring generator,
and the head coul d be focused until it threw a beamno |arger than an ordinary |ead pencil.

The beam travel ed rapidly over the ponderous tanks and arrays of piping. Atime or two, the |light
wi dened briefly; it remained wide for sone seconds when Doc canme to the long tank from which cane
the final concentration of stuff that the newspaper correspondents had seen retorted into a snall
gol d brick.

Qut si de, Johnny shifted fromone bony leg to the other. He was getting anxious, for he could hear
their enem es comng closer. The men were follow ng the tracks which Doc and hinself had made in the
soft beach sand.

Johnny | atched his machine pistol into rapid-fire position, and nmade sure there was an anmmb drum
of mercy bullets in place.

Wien Doc appeared at his side, Johnny started and all but began shooti ng.



"What did you find?" Johnny gul ped.

"They’' Il hear us," Doc breathed. "Let’'s head toward the village."

They crept away, and in the intense darkness, it was necessary to ferret out a course by the
sense of touch alone. Doc went ahead. Oten his hands gui ded Johnny over or around obstructions
which the latter failed to distinguish.

"They won’t hear us now, " Johnny whispered after a time. "What did you find?"

"Plenty!" Doc told him "The gold-fromsea-water plant is a fake!"

"What ?"

"A fake!l" Doc repeated. "They are not taking gold fromthe ocean."

Chapter XVII. TROUBLE IN THE NI GHT

JOHNNY fol | oned Doc Savage in silence for some little distance, digesting what he had just been
tol d.

He began, "But the newspaper nen sai d—

"Were deceived," Doc interposed. "The whol e idea of taking gold fromsea water is not inpossible.
It has actually been done on a | aboratory scale. But these nen are not doing it with the apparatus
they have back there."

Johnny grunbl ed his disgust. "Then what is behind this? They've spent a | ot of noney buil ding
this plant and buying the island."

"Consi derably | ess than a hundred thousand, all told," Doc reminded. "If you deal in mllions,
that is not a great deal of noney."

"Then suppose you tell me why they built the plant?" Johnny requested dryly.

"That may cone out before we’'re through," Doc replied. "Quiet! The village is close ahead."

Li ghts burned in sone of the cottages. Fast-noving figures darted past wi ndows. A nan appeared in
a door, his shoulders draped with serpentine ammp belts for full-size nachine guns.

"They were certainly prepared for a siege," Johnny breat hed.

Doc Savage said nothing, but stared intently ahead. Another man strode through the |ighted door,
his hands filled with netallic eggs whi ch were undoubtedly grenades. That particul ar house, Doc
concl uded, was the arnory.

"Wait here," he advi sed Johnny.

He glided forward, naking few sounds. Because of the intense darkness, it was unnecessary to use
much care agai nst being seen, except to be ready to drop should some one turn on a flashlight. He
reached a wi ndow of the cottage from which the nmen had carried weapons.

Inside, there was one large room the floor littered with packi ng cases containi ng guns and
ammuni tion. Doc worked at the window, got it open and eased inside. He found a small hammrer which
had been used in opening the cases.

Sharp blows with the hammer rendered gun after gun usel ess.

There was a case of ammmo belts for the machine guns, already plugged full of cartridges. Wth a
pocket knife, Doc rendered the belts usel ess.

There was a box of grenades. Putting them out of conm ssion would take too Iong. He would have to
conceal them

Anot her item which held his interest was a case of dynam te, high-percentage stuff which nust
have been used in blasting for the gold extraction plant. Only a few sticks were m ssing.

Near by was a large coil of insulated wire and a detonating generator of the ol d-fashioned type
whi ch had an upright handle. The shoving down of the handle spun the generator and hurled current to
the electrical detonating caps attached to the device.

Doc Savage nmade two trips outside, taking first the grenades, then the dynamte, the wire and the
generator. They mght come in useful. He hid themall in the shrubbery, covering themw th soft
dirt. A few of the grenades he kept in a pocket.

If the bl ows as he broke the guns had been heard—and no doubt they had—the sound had been

di sm ssed as being made by one of the nmen thensel ves.

Johnny was wai ting anxiously.

"What now?" he questioned.

"Find Monk and Ham " Doc breathed. "But first, this gang will have to think we are near the other
end of the island. You wait here."

SOME five minutes |later, Paquis was holding a profane conference with his nmen on the opposite

side of Magna Island. Paquis had recovered fully fromhis encounter with the anaesthetic gas bul bs
whi ch had been broken in Hanmis pocket.

"Non, non!"

Paqui s snapped insistently. "They would not dare go toward the village."

"Thi s Doc Savage bl oke would do anything, gov' nor," the pursy Smth insisted.

Paqui s shrugged. "Anyway, we have him cornered here on the island. Qur one plane is the only way

he can get off. And | have ordered the craft to take the air and stay there, where he cannot get it,
until we have this thing settled."

A nmonment |ater, the plane notor began to roar. The sound receded, changed note as the ship took



the air, then the wingtip searchlights appeared, racing like two big eyes over the treetops. The
craft started cruising in slow circles around the island

Paquis swore thickly. "The fools! They are so close that the roar of the notor will prevent us
hearing this Doc Savage."

He began to yell and wave a flashlight, trying to signal the pilot of the plane to put nore

di stance between himself and the island

Al nost beside Paquis, there was a terrific report and a flash. Paquis's hair all but stood on end
and he lost his hat diving for cover

"Prenez grade!"

he shrieked. "Take care! A grenade!"

A second grenade expl oded, closer than the first. Men scattered. Sone had presence of nmind enough
to use flashlights. The white funnels, spiking through the darkness and the vegetation, picked up a
gigantic man-figure

"Doc Savage!" Paquis roared. "I told you he was at this side of the island!"
Leapi ng backward, Doc Savage |ost hinself to the flashlight beam A solitary pistol whacked, then
an ear-splitting salvo of gunfire crashed out. Bark, small |inbs, |eaves showered down. A sapling

cut conpletely by the blast of |ead, toppled over noisily.

But Doc Savage was sonme yards away, and noving swiftly. Before throwing the two grenades to

attract attention, he had gone over the terrain. He made no noi se that was perceptible over the npan
of the plane notor

"Ecoutez!"
Paqui s was yelling. "Listen. Maybe we can hear hinm Damm that infernal plane!”
Paquis was still yelling and swearing in the distance when Doc Savage appeared besi de Johnny, as

soundl ess in his comng as a phantom of the night

"I was worried," Johnny gul ped. "The grenades—

"The grenades were sonme fromtheir own arnory," Doc explained. "The rest are hidden. Did any one
| eave the village during the excitenment?"

"Three nmen," said Johnny, and pointed. "I think one of the prisoners is in that house yonder. At
|l east there is a man at the door, obviously on guard."

THE HOUSE—the |ights of a house, rather—which Johnny indicated, lay on the south side of the
street. He and Doc went toward it cautiously. Before they had gone far the door opened, spilling
reddi sh |ight which nmust come froma lantern, and an arnmed man stood in the aperture for a nonent
listening

"Look! There's the guard!" Johnny breathed

Wth hand pressure, Doc indicated that Johnny was to wait. Then the bronze man glided ahead

There was little chance of his being discovered, thanks to the night and the noi sy plane overhead
The guard cupped a hand back of his ear. Then he renoved it and scow ed up at the boisterous

pl ane. There was a distinctly fleshy smack of a sound. The guard’s scowl faded to utter blankness
and he took two rubber-knead steps, then fol ded down atop his gun

The grenade which Doc had thrown bounced off the partially open door, whence it had gl anced from
the man’s head, and sailed into the house, where it rattled about

A hoarse screamin a man’s voi ce came out of the house, a stifled shriek full of the fear of

deat h.

Doc Savage ran to the door. A thin old man with white hair sat on the floor. He wore Congress
gaiters and a soil ed, sweated-down wing collar. He was handcuffed to an iron flywheel too heavy for
himpossibly to nove, and he stared with an awful expression at the grenade, which had stopped
barely a yard distant fromhim

"The pin has not been pulled,” Doc told him "It will not explode."

Surprise shook the old man as if he had received a violent electrical shock. He spoke, but his
words were at first unintelligible. Taking a full breath, he tried again.

"D-Doc Savage!" he floundered. "You c-couldn't be any one else."

The bronze gi ant sank beside the old man and took the handcuff chain in cabled fingers. H's arnmns,
straining apart, becane great, corded bars

The white-haired man nade a choki ng sound of wonder as the |inks snapped

"“I"m Wehman M11ls," he nunbled, and got to his feet as rapidly as age-stiffened joints would
permit. "My niece! She's next door."

"Who?" Doc questioned

"El ai ne! "

It was the first the bronze man had heard of Elaine, but full explanations would have to wait.
"Where are Monk and HanP" he asked

"l don’t know," Wehman M II|s gul ped. "But Elai ne—=

"W’ || get Elaine." Because the old man was slow on his feet, Doc grasped himbodily and ran him
t hrough the door. The bronze nman paused briefly to exam ne the guard. That worthy would be fortunate
if he awakened sone tinme the foll ow ng day.

El aine was in the next dwelling. There was no guard over her. Doc used a flashlight to illum nate



her handcuff |inks as he perforned the amazing feat of breaking themw th his bare hands.

PRETTY ELAINE M LLS | ooked the bronze nan over, and seened eminently satisfied with what she saw
"I don’t believe this rescue attenpt will turn out |like the other one," she said, and there was
no perceptible trenble in her pleasant voice.

"What ot her one?" Doc asked.

"Your man, Ham tried it once."

Doc said, "Hamusually nanages to do fairly well."

"He did excellently," said Elaine MIls. "I think he would have gotten away with it, except that
Paqui s and his nmen found out where Ham was. They turned up at just the wong nonent. How they
managed to do that was very nysterious."

"Where i s Ham now?" Doc demanded. "And Monk?"

"Up the street,"” said Elaine MIls. "I think they are together."

Doc and his party left the house hurriedly. Johnny was hel ping elderly Wehman M 11 s. El aine
managed by hersel f, although she linped a little, being stiff fromthe handcuff confinenent.

The first house they tried was enpty. So was the second, and a third. Before they reached the
fourth, they heard voi ces.

"Listen, you blasted shyster!" conplained Monk’s childlike voice. "You re gougi ng me purposely
with that pin!"

"Shut up!" Ham snapped. "l’'ve still got a notion to try that w ndow gl ass idea."

Monk and Ham were handcuffed to heavy pieces of nachinery, and they had nanaged to drag these
until they sat close together. Hamwas enploying a tie pin in an endeavor to pick the | ock on Mnk’'s
manacl es.

They greeted Doc with wide grins. The bronze man took the tie pin and went to work on the | ocks.
"You shoul d have heard the bright idea this shyster had for getting us |oose," Mnk said
indignantly. "He wanted to break a wi ndow and use the glass to cut one of ny thunbs off so the
handcuff ring would slide over ny hand."

"I amsure it would have worked," Ham decl ared, and kept his features serious.

Monk snorted, then asked, "Were's the other guy—Henry Trunp?"

The bronze man shook his head. "I’'m behind on the story, Mnk. Wwo is Henry Trump?"

Elaine MIls supplied, "A very nice young man who tried to help ne and got involved in this aw ul
mess for his pains.”

"We' Il look for him" Doc said. "And we' Il |ook for a house which is probably under heavy guard."
Monk regi stered surprise. "Wat's that |ast?"

"A house under guard," Doc repeated. "Or it may not be in a house. |t may be sonewhere el se on
the island.”

"What ?" Monk demanded.

"The thing which will explain all of this," Doc told him

ad Wehman M1 1s hobbled to the door, glanced out, choked, "Ch, ny goodness!" and fell backward
just before a bullet made a neat round hole in the door janb.

Chapter XVIIl. THE SCHOOL HOUSE

"OUR SI NECURE has term nated precipitously,"” big-worded Johnny offered dryly.

Wt hout obvious haste, Johnny sloped to a wi ndow, snmashed through with a shower of glass and

gal | oped for the house corner.

The man who had fired on Wehnman M IIs heard the wi ndow breaking and ran to get in a shot. He had

a strong hand searchlight and he turned this on.

Johnny glinpsed the light, surmsed the fell ow woul d be holding it out to one side, and | atched

his superfirer into continuous discharge position. He triggered slugs over an area extending a dozen
feet on either side of the light.

The light fell; the man who had held it yelled, and a nonment |ater he staggered into view,
clutching at his chest where nmercy bullets had hit him and probably wondering just exactly what was
wong. He weakened and sat down, then laid his full length on the ground.

"We had best retreat through the village," Doc advised. "Search the houses as we go."

"Yes," gasped Elaine MIIls. "W nust find Henry Trunp!"

"And sonething these men will be guarding," Doc added.

The houses were smaller now, little nmore than hovels. Beyond them but invisible in the night,
was the big stone school house which stood on the hill.

Paqui s was yelling, not on the other side now, but nearer; his shouts were directed at his nen,
summoning themto the attack. He took tine out at frequent intervals to curse the airplane which
still made noi se overhead.



Monk and Ham had taken the left side of the street, growing unconplinmentary things at each other
whil e they searched houses

"Listen, stupid," Hamrequested of Mnk, "just what does Doc think we're going to find around
here?"

Monk ki cked down a door which was | ocked. "I suppose all things were clear to that great brain of
yours," he told Ham sourly.

Ham found a flashlight on a table in the shack which they were investigating. He thunbed it on
and the beamillum nated Monk briefly. Ham extinguished it with great haste.

Monk squall ed and dived for the nearest cover, just ahead of a shower of bullets directed at
Ham s |ight

"You turned that on nme a-purpose!" Mnk grated. "You tried to get nme shot!"

"No such luck," Hamgritted back. "The |ight cane on pointed toward you by accident."

"If I was to throw a rock and it bashed your head in, that’d be an accident, too," Mnk said
fiercely.

"Any time you feel anmbitious," Haminvited

El aine MIls, overhearing the exchange, and detecting nothing but utter hate and rage in the
tones of the two men, noved over and grasped Doc Savage’s el bow apprehensively.

"I amafraid your two nen are going to fight," she said. "Can’t you do sonethi ng?"

"Don't worry," Doc told her. "They're like that all the tinme."

From a spot ahead, a voice called, "Doc Savage! Help!"

"That's Henry Trunp!" gasped Elaine MIls, and ran forward.

THEY found Henry Trunp seated in an open shed, a none-too-clean place where the origi na

i nhabitants of the island nust have kept cows. Trunp's |egs were nmanacl ed around a post which
supported the shed roof

"l could tell you were hunting nme," he gasped

Doc went to work on the handcuffs. Henry Trunp swore wonderingly when the |inks parted under
Doc’ s incredi bl e hands

"Good night!" he exploded. "I’'ve read about you, Savage, and didn't believe half of the stuff
But | don't think it was exaggerated."

Doc haul ed the young man to his feet

"Have you noticed any particular spot on the island that the nen were guardi ng?" he asked
"No," said Trump in a puzzled tone. "Wy?"

"We're trying to find such a place."

Monk put in, "There's the school house. It’s on the hill ahead."

"And it is the only building of any size left," added Ham

Doc said swiftly, "We'll try the school house."

ad Wehman M11s interjected anxiously, "Now, |ook here, | think we should try to escape from
this—=
"The plane is the only route of escape,” Doc told him "And that is in the air. W Ill| have to

make a fight of it."

Paqui s and his nmen were closing in, but not recklessly. They fired an occasi onal shot, and were
evidently keeping in groups for the sake of safety.

Doc di stingui shed the voice of Smith, and then the squealing tone of Wall-Sanuels, the fake

det ecti ve.

Henry Trunp cane close to Doc Savage. "Are you heading for the school house?"

"Right!" Doc told him

"\Why?"

"They may have their cache there."

"Cache?" Trunp murnured. "You nean—the gold they have taken fromthe ocean?"

"They have not taken any gold fromthe sea," Doc advised Trunp. "Their plant is a fake."

"For the love of nud!" Trunp gul ped. "Then what is behind all of this?"

"1"11 explain as soon as we are under cover," Doc replied. "The school house is of stone. W can
barricade ourselves there."

Trunp rmuttered, "I don't think it’'s a good idea to pen ourselves up."

Doc did not reply, but noved on in the darkness. He found Johnny, Mnk, Ham and the others
breathed a | ow conmand, and they strung out in single file, so that they could travel with nore
stealth

Behi nd them Paquis was expressing profane opinions about the intellect of the pilot who was
still circling the big plane so close to the island that its noise interfered with the search

PAQUIS was worried. He was a little frightened too, and part of his profanity was intended to
bol ster his own nerve. He did not |like the idea of hunting for Doc Savage in the darkness
"Prenez garde!"

he warned his nen. "Take care! There is no great hurry."

"l been tellin" you that bronze bl oke is bad nedicine,"” Smth nmunbl ed



"Shut up!" advised Benjamin Gltstein. "W still have a hole card which the bronze nan does not
know about . "

“oui "

Paqui s agreed. "But he nust not suspect. Therefore it is up to us to make a great pretense of
hunting him"

At that point, Paquis gave a violent lunge and fell flat on the earth: a voice out of the

adj acent darkness had given himone of the big starts of his checkered career.

"Fool!" snarled the voice. "Do not make a noise that will cause Savage to suspect that | am
near."

"The chief!" some one breathed.

“oui "

said Paquis. "Wat is it?"

"Doc Savage is taking his party to the school house," said the voice.

" Conment ! "

expl oded Paquis. "Wat? But how did he guess—

"He searched the village," said the voice of the | eader who had kept hinself in the background
throughout. "He is now going to try the school house."

"Then he nust suspect the truth, msieu " Paquis groaned.

"He does," agreed the other. "The incident at The Wash nust have given hima clue."

Paqui s denmanded, "What shall we do?"

"Take all of your men to the school house," directed the other. "Get theminside. When Doc Savage
appears, try to get himand sone of his nmen. But keep them out of the school house, at all costs.”
“oui

Paqui s agreed.

“"Later, we will corner Savage," stated the other "I will arrange that. He does not suspect ne."
"You are going to join himagain?" Paquis questioned.

"Of course," chuckled the man who had gi ven orders.

The nysterious speaker stood only a few feet from Paquis and the others. Now he stepped backward,
parted the shrubbery and eased hinself off in the direction of Doc Savage and his party. The man
traveled with all the speed consistent with silence, and, glancing upward where the plane npbaned in
the darkness, he grinned fiercely, thankful for the noise the craft was making.

Scarcely four mnutes later, he had nade hinself one of Doc Savage's group. Apparently, his
absence had not been missed. Not once had a |light shone on his features.

Paqui s was busy nustering his men. Wien he had them assenbl ed they set off, running, in a
roundabout way for the school house. It did not take themlong to reach the structure.

Pl ayi ng children had worn grass and vegetation off the ground adjacent to the school house, so
that it was bare, a done of rocky clay atop which the building towered.

Nearing the door, Paquis called softly. There was no answer. Paquis nmuttered uneasily, took a
chance, and dabbed his flashlight beam Then he swore.

The door was ajar, and a man sprawl ed beside it. H's eyes were wi de open and he breathed
regularly, but his linbs were weirdly stiff, incapable of novenent.

"The work of that devil, Savage!" Paqui s breathed.

"Righto," nuttered Smth. "That same thing ‘appened to one of our nmen in The Wash. Doc Savage
squeezes the back of ‘is neck sonme bloomn’ way."

"Inside!" Paquis grated. "W must rush them msieu s!"

The order had to be issued twi ce again before men got up nerve enough to dive inside the school
house. They had their guns ready.

But to their unbounded astoni shnent, nothing happened. There was no one in the building.

"Bon! "

Paqui s expl oded. "Doc Savage cane ahead and cl eared the way, then went back for the others. W
have beaten them"

Wth all of the men inside, the door was slamed and bolted. The w ndows had been fitted with

| arge sheet shields of bulletproof steel. Loopholes perforated these.

Smith chuckled. "Hit looks like we're sittin’ hon top o' the bloomn world."

Hi s satisfaction had a short life.

From out si de, Doc Savage's powerful voice called, "You gentlenmen have wal ked into a trap!"

THE MEN in the school house received the words with varied men.

Smith groaned. Benjamin Gltstein said a tight-1ipped nothing. Paquis was frankly skeptical.
"Use your guns, non hommes!" he barked. "Shoot at his voice!"

"Wait!" Doc Savage called, and there was an unconcerned grimess in his powerful tone which

conpel l ed attention. "I was inside before you cane."
"He ain't lyin ," Smith munbl ed. "Renmenber the bl oke we found at the door!"
"I n the basenent," Doc Savage continued, "is a packing box. It contains the dynamte which was

renoved fromyour arnory. Attached to it are the wires of the blasting generator."
Paqui s rapped, "Look and see if he is lying!"



"The light is on in the basenment," Doc called. "W can see the container of explosive, and can
set it off before one of you can nove it."

The basenent door was torn open, and Smth peered down into the brilliantly lighted interior
"Blimre!" he expl oded, and drew back

The case of explosives was suspended by a length of wire fromthe ceiling, perhaps six feet
inside the open window. CGther wires, insulated, extended fromit through the w ndow.

"Qut with the lights," Benjamn Gltstein suggested. "Then the wires can be cut w thout him
seeing."

"Non! "

gul ped Paquis. "He would set the stuff off the instant the lights went out."

Doc Savage’s voice reached themfaintly. "Think it over, you fellows. Then get rid of your guns
and come out."

Qut si de, Doc Savage and his party waited. They had planted flashlights so that the beans
illumnated the four sides of the school house

The backglow fromthe flashes bathed Doc’s group faintly, so that they kept behind rocks and
trees. Johnny, gaunt and bony as death itself, hunched over the electrical generator which was
attached to the expl osive

Henry Trunp was very tense, very pale. He wet his |lips repeatedly and | ooked at Doc Savage, who
had been continually near himduring the |last few nonents

"You pretended to help Elaine MIls so as to nmake sure she was captured, did you not?" Doc asked
hi m abruptly.

Henry Trunp did not start. Possibly his features grew a bit nore pallid

"What gave ne away?" he asked thickly

"Your going back to talk to Paquis after we started for the school house," Doc told him "You
thought | was in front, but | was behind, naking sure that none of the eneny overhaul ed us. | heard
you slip away."

Trunp bowed slightly, then put both arms down stiffly at his sides

"l amnot going to be fool enough to deny it," he said. "Yes, | did throwin with the girl to
make sure she was seized. | also was responsible for the capture of Ham Wen Ham canme for nme, | had
time to signal nmy men before putting on handcuffs and pretending to be a prisoner."

"You were rather clever," Doc admitted

"Yes, rather," Trunp grated, and shook his right armviolently

A snal|l autonatic—t nust have been on a hook inside his sleeve—dropped into view. Trunp, cupping
his right hand, nmanaged to catch it

But he never used the weapon. Doc Savage, lunging at the first shake of the right arm | ashed
with a fist and reached Trunp’s jaw. The young man’s head fl ew back, then forward; he coughed and
t he expl osi on bl ew | oosened teeth past his |ips. Then he went down

The noise as he fell got Elaine MIls attention. She ran up

"Why, what happened to hi n?" she gasped. "He was such a nice young nman."

The door of the school house opened and Paquis cane out. He had no gun and his hands were stiffly
above his head. The rest of his men trailed after him |ooking back nervously, as if fearing the
expl osi ve woul d detonate before they got out

Chapter Xl X. KING JOHN S LOOT

THE ROOM had once been the office of the principal of the little school. An enpty desk and
bookcase still renained.

On the floor were nmany packages done in burlap, and nunerous stout boxes, none of the latter very
large, but stoutly built. Some of the packages and boxes had been opened

The contents, strewn on the floor, |ooked at first glance |like junk. There were vases, goblets
eating utensils. There were shapel ess |unps which had once been bow s, and there were bul ky statues
pl aques, chai ns

Monk threw down the hamrer with which he had been opening the containers

"CGold, all of it!" he said. "There's no need of nmaking chem cal tests."

O d Wehman MIls drew hinself up to his trenbling height and wailed, "Gentlenen, | tell you there

is a mstake. You are wong! The plant for taking gold fromsea water will actually work!"
"Uncl e!" adnoni shed Elaine MIls
“I"'msorry," Doc told him "but it will not work. | nmade a further exam nation this norning."

Johnny, his dishevel ed cl othing making himlook slightly nore bony than usual, finished reading

t he sheaf of papers which contained the data he had assenbl ed in London on King John

"It all hooks up," he said absently, forgetting to use big words. "Wen King John was forced to

sign the Magna Charta in the year of 1215, he was enraged at the barons who nmade himsign. He got
together an arnmy of ruffians and set out to |loot the castles of his barons by way of revenge. He was



very successful, and got a great deal of swag."

"Where' d you get that stuff?" Mnk denmanded

"Qut of the official history of England," Johnny retorted. "Quiet, please, while | finish. The
outraged barons got together and pursued King John. To escape them he took a short cut across The
Wash. The tide trapped his treasure train, and it was |ost, King John barely escaping with his life
The shock of losing the loot is believed to have been a cause contributing to his death shortly
afterward. "

Monk indicated the stuff in the packages and boxes. "This is King John's treasure?"

"It is," Doc Savage put in. "Henry Trunp, Paquis, Smith, Benjanmin Gltstein and the rest found

it. They renpved it fromthe qui cksands by sinking shafts, using the nbdern expedient of freezing
the nuck so that it could be excavated."

"That explains the refrigerating apparatus which we found in the marshes near The Wash," added
Johnny.

Wehman M1 1ls groaned. "I tell you, nmy process for taking gold fromthe sea is feasible," he

cried

"Maybe," Doc agreed quietly. "But it will require nore work before it is practical on a

comrerci al scale. These men sinply duped you. They used your plant as a cover for producing the King
John gold and narketing it."

"It was an el aborate tax-evasion schenme, uncle," said Elaine

Qut side, Hamyelled, "Say, have | got to watch these prisoners all day? How about a little hel p?"

FROM A W NDOW Doc gl anced over the captives. They were all there—from Henry Trunmp, the

ringl eader, down to the nost disgruntled of the lot, the pilot of the plane, which had run out of
gasol i ne near dawn. Forced down, the pilot had been captured easily.

The pilot was the butt of considerable sarcasmfromhis fellows, they insisting that had he not

made so much noi se overhead, Doc Savage mni ght have been sei zed

Doc Savage listened to the wangling without interest. It was not inportant

Nor was the bronze nman greatly excited over the treasure behind him although it would

undoubtedly total into the mllions. Doc held no possessive interest in the trove. Like all of the
noneys whi ch he recovered in the course of his strange career of hel ping others out of trouble, this
Ki ng John wealth would go to worthy charities, to the construction of hospitals, to the
establ i shment of trust funds for the school of ambitious students

ad Wehman M11s wanted to stay on the island and work with his dream of extracting gold fromthe
sea. That could be arranged. And old Wehman M |Ils m ght succeed. Sone day, sone one would acconplish
the feat. The ideas of Wehman MI|ls were not crackbrained, by any neans

El ai ne, of course, would stay with her uncle. No doubt she would be a prom nent figure in the

flurry of newspaper publicity which was sure to cone. Her features woul d photograph excellently

El aine had said little, so far. She was bitter toward Henry Trunp, and with cause. True, she had
shown a marked liking for the conmpany of Doc Savage through the nmorning, a fact that had enbarrassed
the bronze man somewhat. There was no place for fem nine entanglements in the perilous existence

whi ch he | ed

Doc Savage gl anced upward. The clouds had cl eared away, except for the west, where they lay thick
still.

They m ght have been an omen, those clouds in the west, for it was there that peril was to again
find the bronze man. In New York, even now, there brewed a profound nystery, and soon a man was to
drop dead, with no mark upon his body, but with his eyes protruding horribly; others would die, nen
of high and | ow station, until the greatest nmetropolis of the world would go mad with terror

The Annihili st

, men cane to call the power. And in fighting the sinister thing, Doc Savage was to uncover

untol d danger and a plot utterly fiendish in conception

Battling The Annihilist, Doc Savage and his nen were to encounter opposition such as they had
never before experienced. It was as if they fought the eerie, the supernatural, the inpossible
Monk, standing in the mddle of the treasure of King John, grinned widely and started a yawn. H s
big mouth froze suddenly in mdstretch

"Bl azes!" he exploded. "I just thought of something funny."

Doc eyed hi m questioningly

"Since this thing started," Mnk explained, "there ain't been a dang soul killed. Boy, are we
getting efficient!"

THE END



