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Chapter |. THE COONSKI N CAP GHOST
THE cream col ored yacht was anchored fully a mle fromthe nearest shore habitation. That in
itsel f was vaguely suspicious.
It was night and a noon hung high, spilling a silver flood of brilliant light. By that |um nance,
a close watcher m ght have perceived two nen on the yacht deck, crouched in the shadow of an upper
deck awning. Both held rifles, and their attitude was one of a strained waiting and watching.
G her and better coves were to be found nearer Bar Harbor, the Miine sumrer rendezvous of
yacht smen, but these hel d anchored pl easure craft of varying size. The inlet where the cream yacht
lay was otherw se untenanted. It was as if those aboard wanted solitude.
The wat ching men mai ntai ned silence, keeping their eyes on the shore and occasionally cupping
their hands behind ears. One used binocul ars.
"See it, Tige?" asked a man with a rifle.
"Ain't sartin," said the one with the binoculars. "Calculate I'Il knowin a mnute."
Tige continued to peer through his glasses at the shore, often lowering themas if he distrusted
their prisms, and using his naked blue eyes that were |like the snouts of two rifles seen from
directly in front.
He was a lean, brindled man with something of the hawk in his face. H's slab of a jaw noved
regularly and the tobacco it nmasticated occasionally made a squi shing sound.
Sunpt uous, |uxurious, flanboyant and befitting a king, were descriptives applying to the yacht.
The craft hardly exceeded a hundred feet in |length, yet she had obviously cost as nmuch as a | ess
pretentious vessel three or four times as |ong. The woodwork was of nmhogany; uphol stery was genui ne
and rich, and there was a profusion of built-in trinkets—bars, indirect lights, radi o speakers and
the like.
Rugged, rocky, mi sshapen, a place where anything m ght happen, described the cove. It was a harsh
crack where the stony shore had been gouged by nature, and there were no trees and little vegetation
to garnish the place. Boul ders were present in profusion, ranging upward to the proportions of a
railroad | oconotive.
The silver light sprayed by the nmoon nmade bl ack, awesone, shapel ess shadows behi nd the boul ders,
shadows that somehow were |ike nonsters asl eep.
"That be it!" Tige breathed abruptly, "I be plunb sartin!"
"Better give the signal, huh?" asked the other man.
Tige hesitated, seenmed to consider while his teeth mashed at the tobacco quid; then he shrugged.
"Yeah," he nmuttered. "But lemme do it."
A nmorment | ater, Tige walked out on a wing of the bridge and |lighted a cigarette, letting the
match flame up like a torch in his fingers for a noment before he twirled it over the rail. The
gesture was casual, a natural one—but the match flame coul d have been seen from shore.
Ti ge strode back out of sight, dropped the cigarette on the deck and extinguished its tip with a
| ance of tobacco juice sent expertly through the darkness.
Perspiration droplets, not unlike spattered grease, had cone out and covered Tige' s forehead
while he stood in plain view on the bridge. He scraped sone of the sweat off with a forefinger, eyed
the moist and slightly glistening digit and shuddered violently.
"Suppose they saw the signal ?" asked the other.



"Dam wel | better have seen it, or reckon as how they' Il get fired," Tige grow ed

THE cream yacht m ght have been a floating sepul cher, so dead was the silence which held it. Tige
and his conpanion waited, rifles nursed close to cheeks, eyes on the shore

"How many tinmes has it tried to get Chelton Raynond?" Tige asked quietly

"Twice." The other stirred and the noonlight glistened faintly on brass uniformbuttons and the
shiny visor of a yachtsman’s cap. "Thought Chelton Raynond told you?"

"He did." Tige expectorated, and did it so that there was only the noise of the liquid hitting
the deck. "You better keep down. That shiny cap bill would make a tol erable shootin’ mark."

The yacht officer ducked | ower. "Thanks."

"Chel ton Raynond gab nmuch?" Tige inquired

"Gab? You nean tal k?"

"Yep. About this thing gettin’ after ‘im | mean."

The other hesitated, as if thinking. "No-o-0. He did not talk, exactly. He just said tw attenpts
had been nmade on his life, and that he was going to send to the Kentucky nmountains for what he
called ‘a real fighting man'."

Tige's chuckl e was as enotionl ess as paper crackling. "Us Raynonds be all fightin nen."

"Chel ton Raynond sent for you, and you cane," concluded the other. "That's all | know about it."
Silent for a time, Tige scrutinized the shore; the shadows were too nuch for him and he shook
his head di sgustedly.

I't would have taken sharper eyes than the gaunt nountai neer possessed to follow the exact course
of the skul ker ashore—f there was really a skulker, for a close watcher woul d have doubted at tinmes
that the marauder was a flesh-and-blood reality

There was sonet hing of the phantom about the figure, a touch of the supernatural, since the form
merged with the dark shadows in uncanny fashion, making no sound appreciable to the ear. An
apparition m ght have been a-prow .

In the lee of a great boul der the ghostly presence cane to a halt, and all of its attention
seened bent upon the yacht

The yacht porthol es—those al ong the upper decks, were squarish and al nbst as |arge as wi ndows,
and several were whitened by |ights ablaze in the cabins behind. Framed against a port was a head
and shoul ders, the lines of which indicated the presence of a man in a chair inside the cabin.

On this shadowy outline the attention of the phantomfigure seened to concentrate, and there was
a dead silence, stirred only occasionally by the nushy slop of a wave piling onto the stony beach
Then, out of the black shadow junped a tongue of flanme which could only cone froma rifle fired
by the ghostly prow er.

Instead of the usual rifle blast, there was only a squeak. It was shrill, alnost ear-splitting, a
sound such as might be nmade by a titanic nouse

The figure behind the yacht porthol e upset, vanishing from sight

THE shore of the rocky cove blasted into Iife. The boul der shadows spewed nen who had been in

hi di ng, men who gripped guns, waved flashlights and yelled

A flash beam sprouted a gl ari ng wedge which waved and sought the spot where the rifle flame had
licked. It came to rest upon a renarkable figure

There was a ghostly quality about the formoutlined by the flash, com ng, perhaps, fromthe dead
i mmobi | e grayness of the face. The sunken hol es where the eyes should have been, the rigidity of the
mout h, gave it a corpselike aspect

Most striking was the garb of the figure, for the clothing was that of a frontiersman of another
century. Moccasins were of beaded deerskin; the trousers were buckskin, the bl ouse of doe, beaded
and fringed. A powder horn was slung over a shoulder. A belt supported bullet pouch and a sheath
containing a | ong-bl aded knife

Standi ng high like the headgear of a Cossack, |ending an unnatural height to the strange
apparition, was a coonskin cap, the tail dangling down behind

Not abl e al so was the rifle the figure carried. A nuzzle-loader, it had an extraordinary barre

I ength, the barrel being thick, heavy. The weapon was obviously handmade, a rare piece

Hardly had the flashlight outlined this fantastic formwhen the rifleman gave a great |eap and
vani shed behind the boul der with a speed which defied the eye

Hal f a dozen pistol and rifle slugs screaned through the space he had vacated, the |ead being
fired by the two nmen on the yacht and by the other men around the cove edge

"Gt that thar cuss!" Tige bawl ed fromthe yacht deck

More flashlights sprayed radi ance. The beans darted, searching. Wth its confusion of lights, the
rugged cove shore becane eerie in aspect. Wapons ready, the nmen advanced

The rock masses through which they worked made it difficult to |ight every recess, so they went
slowy and kept the white funnels of |umi nance prowing. The first excited shouts subsided, and
their manners becane grim determ ned, deadly

"Ht's a crafty critter!" Tige howed fromthe yacht. "Take a heap a' care!"

One of the men, advancing on the spot where the weird figure in ancient frontiersman’s garb had



been seen, swore softly

"Listen to that hill-billy!" he grunted. "He's talkin' like that guy in the fur cap ain't human."
A circle of glaring flash beans, the men cl osed upon the spot where the deerskin-clad figure had
stood. They fanned their lights, staring, and a few hands quivered with tension that arose from
expected action. But after a few seconds the searchers swore softly in a | ow voiced and dazed
manner .

There was no trace of the weird figure in the coonskin cap

WHAT' S a- happenin’ ?" Tige yelled. "Did that thar thing git away?"

Every man on the shore noticed that Tige was not speaking of the deerskin-garbed figure as if it
were hunman, and that fact obviously inpressed them especially in view of the uncanny way in which
the quarry had escaped

"Looks like the guy give us the slip,"” called one of the group on shore, answering Tige

After shouting, the man brushed back his coat to hook a thunb in a suspender, and a snall badge
was di scl osed, pinned to his vest. The shield narked himas an operative for the Coastal Private
Detective Agency. Fromtine to tine, badges were visible on the other nen, an indication that they
were all private detectives of the Coastal Agency.

"Mought as well give up a-lookin'!" Tige bellowed. "You all won’'t find nothin ."

"HelI!" said one of the detectives. "That bird nust’ve left some tracks in this sand."

"You ain't agoin’ t'find nary a one," forecast Tige

The sl euths began to search, confidently at first, then with an al nost stunned careful ness. There
were no footprints to be found, although the sand was soft enough to allow themto sink in to their
ankl es.

"You-all find any?" Tige demanded

"He nust’ve junped fromone rock to another!" snapped a detective

"Ya-h-h-h!" jeered Tige. "Ain't no use scratchin’ around thur for the varmnt. Cone a-runnin . W
got tur see if the fisty cuss hit Chelton Raynmond with thot thur bullet.”

The sleuths hesitated, puzzled. One remarked that he had seen the shadow behi nd the yacht

porthol e upset after the | oud squeak whi ch had acconpani ed the flash of the coonskin-capped one’s
rifle. Tige overheard this statenent.

"Cone a-runnin'!" Tige how ed urgently.

"We'd better do that," grunted a Coastal Agency man. "After all, that hill-billy and Chelton
Rayrmond hired us to take orders."

"W were to be bodyguards, too,"” interjected another. "A swell job we did of that, lettin this
spook in the coonskin cap come up and take a shot at the porthole of Chelton Raynond’'s cabin, even
after the hill-billy warns us, by lightin’ that cigarette, that the thing is prowing around here."
"Hor sef eathers! Now you're talking as if the thing wasn't human." The other sleuth was frankly
skepti cal

"Well, it got around |like a ghost, didn't it?"

They ran down to the water’s edge and dragged out a snall boat conceal ed anong the boul ders
Floating it, they got aboard and paddl ed out to the yacht

Ti ge was not on deck, but the newy arrived detectives could hear |oud bl ows from bel ow,
acconpani ed by an occasi onal expletive

The sl euths ran bel ow and found Tige with a fire ax, battering at the door of a stateroom The

bl ows had a netallic sound

"Carn-sarned door’s |ocked!" snapped the gaunt Tige. "‘Pears like she’s nmade a’ iron."

The rnount ai neer delivered a great smash with the ax, with the result that the bl ade penetrated

the sheet metal. He wenched it free and struck again, opening a triangular aperture at which he
chopped vi gorously.

"‘Low | kin git a hand in thar directly!" puffed Tige. "Mught be able to unlock the door."

He struck, chopped, wrenched—and the netal squeal ed and bent; then he thrust a hand through the
hol e he had nade, groping for the knob of the spring |ock

"Here, Tige!" called a new voice. "Let ne go in there first."

Ti ge wrenched his hand out of the hole as if he had taken a hold on sonething hot. He wheel ed

his eyes protruding a little and his nouth sagged far open so that the little | ake of tobacco juice
wi thin was reveal ed.

"Chel ton Raynond!" he gul ped. "You wasn't in this hure cabin!"

"No," said Chelton Raynond. "Damed |ucky for me, eh?"

CHELTON RAYMOND was a |long, thin man who | ooked as if he bathed frequently in peroxide. He was

very blond. Hs hair, eyebrows, and waxed and upturned nustache were al nost white, and contrasted
with his tanned skin. Hs tan, however, did not have a weathered | ook, but nore the vel vety aspect
of one who had gone deliberately and careful |y about the business of having the sun darken his skin
The man’s clothes were rich of fabric, expert of cut. The frames of the spectacles perched on his
sharp hook of a nose were obviously of platinum He had an air of wealth about him

He advanced quietly on rubber-sol ed shoes and reached through the rent Tige had nade in the



st at er oom door

"l was up forward, watching through a porthole with these." He drew a pair of binoculars froma
pocket, then let themslide back. "I kept an eye on the shore after the detectives put off."
"Kaitch sight a anythin ?" asked Tige

"Not hi ng." Chelton Raynond’ s voice had a drawl which marked himas having spent sone tinme in the
nmount ai ns, possibly his youth, but it was seldomthat he slipped into the abused English which was
Tige' s vocabul ary.

The stateroom door swuing open. Chelton Raynond entered, drew Tige inside, then notioned the
private detectives and nenbers of the yacht crew back, closing the door after them

"So you-all fixed a jigger in the cheer to fool the fisty cuss," Tige nunbled, eyeing the chair
before the porthole

Chel ton Raynond went over and examined the cleverly constructed dummy of pillows and bedcl ot hing
coat and a yachting cap, which the chair held. Particularly, he gave attention to the head

"Look, Tige," he suggested. "See where the bullet struck."

Ti ge exam ned the head. "Plunb swack a-tween the eyes."

"Amazi ng shooting."

"Right peart," Tige agreed. "‘Tain't nohow unusual fer thot varmnt, though."

Chel ton Raynond ran the tip of his tongue under his waxed, blond nustache, keeping his eyes fixed
unbl i nki ngly on the gaunt, knobby rount ai neer

"You ever see it before, Tige?" he asked abruptly.

Ti ge noved over to the porthole, stood to one side of it and expectorated a noisy, slanting
stream of brown fluid through the port, which was open

"Kain't say as | have," he nuttered. "Thot ain't to say as how |'ma stranger to the varmnt
‘cause | been a-seein’ a lot a his work back in ny nountains."

"l saw sonething about it in the newspapers,” Chelton Raynond said, nodding slowy.

"Them thar |evel-land newspapers hain't been a-hearin’ the half a it."

"Tige," the other said slowy, "I want your honest opinion."

"You be my cousin. | wouldn't go fer tellin” you no lies."

Chel ton Raynond nmade a grimnouth. "Do you think this fellowin the coonskin cap is actually a
ghost? Do you really think he is the Squeaki ng Goblin?"

"Squeaki n’ Goblin been dead nigh eighty years or thar’ bouts,” Tige said slowy.

"1 know. "

Tige pulled a sigh fromdeep in his chest. "Tige Raynond Eller ain’t never been one to believe in
hants, anyhow not a hant of a cuss that's been a-layin’ in the grave fer eighty year."

"Don’t beat around the bush, Tige," Chelton Raynond said dryly. "Do you think the man in the
coonski n cap was human?"

Tige was silent a nonent, then took a deep breath and spoke loudly and rapidly, as if desperately
resolved to get the words out

"Thot varmint wur a hant!" he exclaimed. "I'ma-tellin’ you it wr a spook, ‘cause | shot right
at it and thar warn't no sign a’ the bullet hittin" nothin ."

SOME nonents of silence followed Tige' s earnest declaration, both men keeping faces |ong and
sober, as if engaged with thoughts that were gl oony.

"It's silly, of course," Chelton Raynond said at |ast

"Yop," agreed Tige. He poked a bony finger thoughtfully into the hole the bullet had made in the
head of the chair dummy. "This here ain't so silly, though."

"No." Chelton Raynond, hardening his |lips together, was suddenly harsh and wol fish of feature

"Listen, Tige; |I'mthinking this is nore than you and | can handle."
"A Raynond ain't ‘feared a’ no man," mnuttered Tige
"Hel I, no, but this Squeaking Goblin isn’t a man. He's been dead nore than eighty years, and he

was al nost a hundred years old when he died, if there’'s anything to the story about himthat ny
granddad told ne."

"We ain't spook fighters, fur a fact," Tige agreed

"That’s the idea. Did you ever hear of Doc Savage, Tige?"

"Who?"

"Doc Savage."

Ti ge puckered his brows. "Kain't say as | have."

"Your education has been badly neglected, Tige," said Chelton Raynond, and there was no levity in
his tone

Chapter 11. THE SAVAGE SUMVONS

CHELTON RAYMOND opened the stateroom door, swung outside and noved al ong the corridor, the silent
and staring detectives nmaking a path for his passage

The sleuths were curious, but when the tall, expensively dressed bl ond man nmade no suggestion
that they acconmpany him they did not nove to do so

Tige trailed Chelton Raynond. They stepped through bul khead doors, nmounted a compani onway and



entered a cubicle walled with instrunment panel s—+he radio room A rather neek young man was handli ng
the instrunents

"l want a shore line," said Chelton Raynond briskly. "Get the Aquatania Hotel in Bar Harbor
hooki ng up by tel ephone. "

The radio man flicked swi tches; generators began to hum After some nonents of | ow voiced
speaki ng, the operator spun in his swvel chair.

"Your connection, M. Raynond," he said. "Radio-land |ine hookup."

Ti ge | ooked on, as his blond and nore sophisticated cousin |lifted a nouthpi ece-recei ver set, and
there was an al nost open-nout hed wonder in the gangling nountaineer’s expression. The | ook told
plainly that Tige was awed by the fact that one could converse fromthe boat to shore with such
ease. Radio transmtters were evidently foreign to Tige s environnent

"Aquat ani a Hotel ?" Chelton Raynond asked over the radio-land |ine hookup. "It is. . . . Has Doc
Savage registered there yet?. . . Wen he does, tell him Chelton Raynond desires his presence at
once aboard the yacht."

Wth a few words, the blond nan gave the | ocation of the cove where the yacht was anchored. Then
he hung up, nodding at the radio man to break down the connection

Tige blinked. "You already sent fur this hure feller?"

"l radioed for himthis afternoon,"” Chelton Raynond adnitted

"You ‘|l owed as how we’'d need ‘inP"

"Don’t we?" the other denmanded dryly.

"Yop. We be needin’ sonebody." Tige knobbed a fist and | ooked at its flinty hardness. "Mught
take a pow ful lot a man to put the fritz on this hure Sgueakin Goblin spook."

"This Doc Savage is a ‘powerful lot of man,’” as you call him"

"How d’ you know?"

"lI've heard talk, Tige."

"l ain’t never heard a° him"

"Tal k don’t get around the nountains rmuch, Tige."

"Yop, thot's so. This hure Doc Savage—whut nought be the trade thot he nmakes his livin with?"

"H s profession is hel ping other people out of trouble, Tige."

Tige drew out a twi st of native "long green," then extracted a knife froma holster inside his
shirt. As indicated by certain small marks, the long and razor-sharp bl ade had been hand- hammer ed
froma file. He cut himself a fresh chew.

"Doc Savage be a hired fighter?" he asked. "Thot it?"

“No!" Chelton Raynond shook a vehenment negative. "This nman never takes noney for his services."
That seenmed to bewilder Tige. "He don’t go fur to take no pay?" he asked incredul ously.

"Doc Savage is an unusual character—a very fanous individual," declared the other. "They tel

many stories of his great strength and his remarkabl e knowl edge. If we have tinme, Tige, I'll repeat
sone of the yarns before he arrives."

"Be he a | ow ander?" Ti ge demanded

Chel ton Raynond shrugged. "I don't know. "

"You ain’t called in a furriner, be you?" Tige asked sourly. "Kain't no feller fromthe | ow
country be man enough to help us."

Chel ton Raynond smiled faintly at that. He had been away fromthe nmountains and their people for
many years, and contact with the wild scranble of the cities had caused the foibles and pet hates of
the mountain folk to become small and trivial in his mind. It struck himas funny that the
nmount ai neers shoul d consi der anybody not of their nountains as not worth associating with. Another
time, he woul d have | aughed

ONE of the detectives cane running toward the radio room He was excited; he breathed rapidly as
he popped through the door

Did you take the bullet?" he demanded

What bul | et ?" questioned Chelton Raynond, not conprehendi ng
"Slug that was fired at you, of course. The one that went through the dummy you fixed up in front
of the porthole."

"“No," said the blond man. "I didn't get it."

"W been huntin'." The sleuth threw out his hands, palns upward, to indicate defeat. "W can't
find it."

"What ?"

"There is a hole in the bul khead, M. Raynond, where the bullet nust have hit. It's a small hole
as if the slug wasn’t much bigger'n a twenty-two. But there ain’t no lead in the hole."

Chel ton Raynond cane forward suddenly and grasped a handful of the detective' s coat front. "Are
you sure?" he gasped

"As sure as | stand here," the detective said earnestly.

Chel ton Raynond rel eased his grip and stepped back. He gazed thoughtfully at the floor, at his



rubber-sol ed shoes, then roanmed his glance up until he and Ti ge were exchangi ng steady, blank | ooks
"HelI!'" he said. "Not so good."

"‘Pears |ike this spook shoots spook bullets," grunted Tige

" Spook?" said the detective. "There ain’t no such aninal."

"So | always thought," Chelton Raynond agreed

"Mought be," corrected Tige. "If thot be the Squeakin’ Goblin, he's sure enough a spook, ‘cause

nmy great-grand-daddy shot the Squeakin’ Goblin plunb dead com n’ on eighty year ago."

The sleuth clapped fists on his hips, arns akinbo. "Say, what’'re you guys givin nme?"

"Did you," Chelton Raynond asked dryly, "get a good |ook at that figure in the coonskin cap?"

"Did 1? You said it. | was holdin" the flashlight that first picked himout."

"How di d he strike you?"

"Wel | == The detective reached up absently and | oosened his collar. "I didn't care much for him

If he didn’t have the face of a corpse, | never saw one."

Chel ton Raynond nodded vehenently, as if he had seen as nuch watching fromthe boat with his

bi nocul ars. "You don’'t watch the newspapers very close, do you?" he asked

"I read the big stuff,"” retorted the sleuth

"This wouldn't be big stuff,” the blond man told himslowy. "It would be a small story on an

i nsi de page, about a nmountain feud in Kentucky. There wouldn’t be nmuch. You see, the nountaineers do
not talk to outsiders, to low and nmen, as they call them They regard such as foreigners. Many
mountain feud killings never cone to the attention of the local sheriff, rmuch |l ess to the newspapers
out si de. "

"So what?" grunted the detective

"So you haven't read those short newspapers itenms, and that explains why you don’t know that a
phantom i ke figure such as we saw tonight, clad in deerskins and a coonskin cap and with a |ong
rifle, has killed several nmountaineers in Kentucky within the last two nonths."

"Several!" Tige snorted. "Mdrre' n thot!"

Chel ton Raynond eyed Tige. "How many peopl e has the Sgueaking Goblin killed in the last few

weeks, Tige?"

"Ain't sure a' the exact nunber," said Tige, "but hit's nore’'n twenty."

WELL for— The detective gul ped, swallowed. "Twenty!"

Ti ge nodded soberly. "Ain't be no less'n thot."

"Twenty! Hell's bells! And that hasn’'t been in the newspapers?"

"Why should we-all ‘uns peddle our troubles to | ow anders?" Tige grow ed

Chel ton Raynond put in dryly to the detective, "So you see why Tige and nyself called in the
Coast al Detective Agency."

"Yeah—for protection."

"Exactly. This Squeaki ng Goblin—this phantom appeared and on two different occasions took shots
at nme. Once, the bulletproof w ndow of nmy car saved me. The second tinme, the shot was directed at a
mrror in ny home, the sniper evidently being fooled by ny reflection. | sent for Tige."

Ti ge nodded. "Raynonds stick by Raynonds, so | cone a-runnin’."

"You sure it was the sane guy who fired the first two shots as let that one go tonight?" asked
the Coastal operative

"The sanme rifle, at least. There was no sound of a shot in each case—enly that |oud squeak."

The sl euth rubbed his nose, pulled at an ear, the gestures indicating an upset mind and nuch
puzzl ement

"But why's this Squeakin’ Goblin after you, M. Raynond?" he questioned

Rayrmond spread his hands. "You guess!”

"Meani n’ you don’t know?"

"l mean that very thing. | haven't the slightest idea why this Squeaking Goblin w shes to kil
ne. "

The detective turned on Tige. "Well, why's the Goblin shootin’ guys back in your nountains?"
"Kain't say," said Tige

"l hope he ain’t doin’ it wthout a reason!" snapped the sleuth

"Fur as folks kin tell, thar ain't no reason fur his shootin’ nobody," Tige nuttered

The operative of the Coastal Detective Agency thought it over deeply, his heavy features wearing
a profound expression, then ridded hinself of an enphatic opinion

"Dammed if it makes sense," he said

"Have you heard of Doc Savage?" asked Chel ton Raynond

"Who hasn’t," grunted the sleuth

"l have radi oed Savage for help," said Raynond. "I hope there will be no professional jeal ousy on
the part of you or your men when he arrives."
"Jeal ousy—hel I!'" The private detective grinned widely. "Say, |'d give ny good right armto see

that guy Doc Savage work, just once. They say he's a ring-tailed wzard."
"What do you nmean—wi zard?" Raynond asked curiously.



"Savage can do anything," asserted the Coastal operative earnestly. "Or so |'ve heard. And that’'s
no ki dding, brother."

SHORTLY after this discussion, the yacht becane silent and the |ights went out. Chelton Raynond

had suggested that the sleuths and the crewretire—wth the exception of two guards posted on the
upper deck, and three alert detectives, who took up positions on shore.

The cove walls were high and precipitous, and the nmoon had now descended in the night sky so that
it was concealed fromview, with the result that |ong, very black shadows had crept across the cove
surface and enw apped the yacht.

The private detectives on shore were extrenely alert and kept close to the shelter of boul ders.

In truth, their hair felt an absurd inclination to stand on end when they thought of the spectral
figure in the wilderness garb of the |ast century.

"Wonder what that egg who | ooked |ike Daniel Boone wanted?" pondered one in a whisper. "I
mean—-why's he tryin’ to croak Raynond?"

"Search me," breathed the second. "It’'s a goofy business."

"Ain't it," added the third watcher.

A few seconds after this conversation, which could be heard farther away than those who took part
init imgined, there occurred a faint comotion in the cove waters. This was very subdued, and the
cause of it approached shore cautiously, comng fromthe direction of the yacht.

On the beach sonme distance fromwhere the three detectives conversed, the sound ended. It m ght
have been sonmeone sw nming ashore fromthe yacht. Whatever the presence was, it landed with a

m ni num of di sturbance; after which there was an interval of nearly absolute quiet.

The prowler in the night could nove with the stealth of a ghost; the next sound it nmade was

nearly a hundred yards distant, that space having been traversed with the utnost quiet. And it was
not noi se of physical novenent of the skul ker that becane audi bl e even then, but a product of pure
accident, for a night bird took sudden, wild fright at the presence and fled with terrified cries.
By rare fortune, it chanced that one of the detectives had noved al ong the beach and now st ood

near enough to be greatly startled by the scared bird. The man held a flashlight. He nearly dropped
it inhis first shock, then recovered and thunbed the scal ding white beam anong the boul ders. H's
eyes popped.

Before him stood the apparition in deerskins and coonskin cap, carrying the remarkably |ong

rifle. The features of the figure | ooked nore dead than ever, nasklike, cadaverously pale. The eyes
were cavities of black shadow that m ght have been the enpty sockets of a skull.

The detective had half suspected to see just this; yet so surprised was he that he could only
stand, gaping. In this nmoment of advantage, the formin deerskins whi pped behind a boul der.
Wenching out a revolver, the detective ran forward. He yelled for his two conpani ons, then

dashed his flash beam over the rocky protuberance behind which the figure had | eaped. He found
nothing. Racing to the rear of the upthrust, he still saw no sign of the ghostly vision.

He | ooked for tracks. There were none, although the sand was soft.

The other two sleuths ran up. They al so searched, and found nothing. They swapped bl ank | ooks.

"Say, | thought | heard sonmethin’ in the water a while ago," nuttered one man. "I wonder if that
spook coul d have been on the yacht."

"Yeah!" rasped the second. "If he was, he might’'ve | earned Doc Savage has been called, and is
gonna show up at the Aquatania Hotel. He might lay for Savage."

"Hi s leather clothes was dry," insisted the one who had glinpsed the eerie figure.

"He could' ve pulled ‘emoff an’ left ‘emashore ‘thout nuch trouble," snorted another.

"Aw, the spook was just prowin’ and scared a bird an’” | heard it," the other said decisively.
Chapter |11. SQUEAKI NG DEATH

THE Aquat ania Hotel, a summer resort establishment, stood high above the Atlantic Ccean, on a
cliff, down which a sandy, zigzagging path led to the beach.

I medi ately offshore at this point were nunerous rocks and reefs, sone visible only at |low tide,
agai nst whi ch the waves shattered thensel ves with an inpressive display of white spray.

Sout hwar d al ong the shore some two hundred yards, the rocks disappeared, and there was open

access to the beach. Here fishing craft and canoes and notorboats of sumer visitors were beached,
whil e of fshore were noored yachts and notor vessels of all description and size.

At this late night hour there was little activity along the beach, although on one |arge yacht a
noi sy dance was in progress. The blare of brasses, the jangle of strings and the raucous baw of the
hi - de-ho singer nade uproar that sonmehow illy befitted the natural rugged beauty of the shore.

So slowy as to be at first unnoticeable, a faint whining sound came into being and increased in
volunme. It enanated fromthe sky, growi ng |oud enough to be heard plainly above the dance jazz.

A dancer on the yacht ran out fromunder an awni ng and | ooked up, then ducked as a great bl ack
shape all but blotted the moon for an instant.

A huge, dark plane had appeared. It flashed out to sea, the whine of air past its w ngs receding,

t hen banked and canme back. Besides being large, the aérial newconmer was streanlined until its every
curve cried out of speed. It was an anphibian, tri-nmotored. It was painted a solid bronze color.



The ship | anded, taxied close inshore and a grappl e anchor was | owered by a conceal ed bow w nch,
the anchor cabl e making a faint noise.

It was while this sound was still echoing that novenent mi ght have been discerned on the trail

| eading down the cliff face. Since the noon was |ow, the path was |lighted at only one point. Past
this spot a figure wafted, becom ng visible for a nonent.

It was the eerie formin deerskins and the coonskin cap. The incredibly long rifle was tucked
under an arm

This ghostly prow er did not descend the full length of the path, but took up a position perhaps
hal fway down. There, standing in black gloom the marauder waited. The nmuzzle-loading rifle was
sighted on the plane an instant, as if testing the range, then the weapon |owered and waited.

Qut on the water, the plane swung about and rode its nooring like a boat. A hatchlike door
opened. A hand of tremendous size gripped the edge of the aperture, and a man haul ed hinself into
Vi ew.

The fell ow woul d have wei ghed in excess of two hundred and fifty pounds, yet so huge were his
hands in proportion to the rest of his body, that he seened small. An expression of profound gl oom
rode the man's features, which were |ong and angul ar.

Hal f out of the plane door, the big-fisted man peered sourly about. Judgi ng by the acri noni ous
set of his visage, he held a | ow opinion of the world in general and of the Maine coast in
particul ar.

Strangely enough, this neant the worthy of the huge hands was well pleased; he had the perverse
trait of |ooking the nost gl oomy when he was happi est.

This was one peculiar trait of "Renny"—Col onel John Renw ck, engineering genius extraordinary.
"Renny!" cane a | ow pitched voice frominside the plane cabin.

"Yeah?" The | ong-faced nan had a voice so huge that he had difficulty keeping it low "Wat’'s
eatin’ you, Long Ton®"

"Doc says not to clinb outside yet," advised "Long Tom"

"Why not ?"

"Man on the cliff with a rifle, Doc says," Long Tominparted.

Renny did not change expression at the advice, nor did he duck fromview so wildly as to arouse
suspi cion; neither did he linger outside overlong. Once back in the plane cabin, he eyed Long Tom
gl oom |y.

LONG TOM was not "long". His head failed to reach Renny’'s shoul der. Nor did he offer a picture of
robust health, his conplexion being sallow, closely akin to that of a nushroom and his frame in
general was marked by a preponderance of bones and a scarcity of flesh. Long Tom | ooked as if he
were a stranger to sunlight. Hs full nanme was Major Thomas J. Roberts.

"Holy cow " Renny thunmped. "I didn't see any guy with arifle."

A nunber of boxes and cases were racked to the sides of the cabin conpartnent. Forward, the
pilot’s conpartnment was shut off with a bul khead, which was pierced by a door, and this bul khead
door now opened.

An arm appeared, thrusting through the aperture. There was sonething incredible about that
arm-Renny and Long Tom had seen it countless tines, yet sight of the arm now brought faint wonder to
their eyes, an expression of awe which | ong association had not alleviated. The shirt sleeve was
roll ed back to the el bow

It was the arm of Doc Savage.

Two things were striking about it: the bronze hue of the fine-textured skin, and the gigantic

si news which cabl ed the back and wist, sone of the liganments being al nost as |large as the fingers
thensel ves. The hand conveyed an expression of incredible strength.

A devi ce which resenbl ed a m sshapen pair of binoculars was extended by the hand.

"Have a | ook," said a voice frombeyond the conpartment door. The tones were as renmarkable as the
arm they held power and a controlled quality of resonance.

Long Tomtook the device which | ooked |ike grotesque binocul ars.

"You got the infra-red searchlight turned on, Doc?" he asked.

"It's pointed at the cliff," said the unusual voice.

Long Tom carried the binocular contrivance back to a cabin window Before lifting it to his eyes,
he gl anced outside. Conplete darkness swathed the cliff face, except for a spot or two where the
nmoonl i ght touched, nor were any |ights show ng aboard the big seapl ane.

No surprise appeared on Long Tomis pallid features at the lack of visible light. Long Tom
understood fully what was going on, for the pale, slender man was an el ectrical w zard whose nane
was known al nbst everywhere that el ectrical experts gathered.

In a stream i ned nmounting on the plane was a searchlight of an unusual type. Its filament was a
devi ce whi ch produced a profusion of rays in the infra-red wave bands; the lens was a filter which
shut off all visible light, but which had the property of passing infra rays that did not register
on the naked eye, these therefore being invisible.

The searchlight was sinply one which threw invisible light.

Long Tom knew t hat Doc had used the infra-searchlight purely as a precautionary nbpve to ascertain



t he presence of possible danger. Doc overl ooked no bets, which was one reason why he had a worl dw de
reputation

Cl anpi ng the clunsy, binocularlike contrivance to his eyes, Long Tom peered at the cliff face

Use of the device nade a striking difference in what could be seen, for the vista of the precipice
coul d now be viewed al nost as distinctly as in full daylight

The oversi ze eyegl ass was an apparatus constructed by Doc Savage—a device that was a product of
infinite scientific skill. It nade visible such of the infra rays as were refracted. The process by
which this was done was an intricate one, probably fully understood only by Doc Savage hinsel f
Under the invisible light, the cliff had a harsh aspect, and di stances were deceptive; there were
no colors, the whole being in starkly contrasting black and white, |like the negative of a canera
film

"For cryin’ out loud!" Long Tom breat hed—and passed the glass to Renny.

Renny stared, then emtted the ejacul ati on which he al ways enpl oyed when startled. "Holy cow A
guy dressed |ike Dani el Boone!"

LOWorders cane fromthe pilot’s conpartnment, Doc’s voice being pitched so that it could not by

any chance be heard ashore

Conplying with the commands, Renny and Long Tomlifted a collapsible fabric boat froma | ocker

This was fol ded open, the joints |ocked, the craft deposited in the water, then a |ight outboard
notor attached

Renny and Long Tom exposed thensel ves freely and did not indulge in unnecessary staring at the
cliff where the weird figure in deerskins crouched. They knew Doc Savage was keeping a watch on the
strange rifleman and would give warning if the fellow nade a hostile nove. They got the boat ready

"Careful ," Doc Savage's voice warned in a low tone. "Qur friend in the coonskin cap is due for a
little party. W do not want to spoil it. Wien sonebody waits for us with arifle, he'll bear
i nspection.”

Renny cl anbered down into the boat; Long Tom fol |l owed. They started the outboard. Then Renny
lifted his voice

"Think you' |l go ashore before we get back, Doc?" he asked, and his whooping tones carried over
to the marauder on the cliff
"I may," Doc called with equal |oudness. "If so, I'll land at the base of the cliff here."

Renny and Long Tom departed at the head of a sudsy ribbon of wake. Their course paralleled the
shore, and the low, nmuffled noan of the small outboard was soon |ost to ear. Then there was sil ence
except for the clanor of the dance orchestra on the yacht, that uproar not having been interrupted
by the arrival of the plane

In the dragging mnutes that followed, a night bird spiraled over the beach; waves | athered

t hensel ves on the reefs and hal f-submerged boul ders. The dance nusic pul sed savagely

The unusual figure in wilderness garb had not noved fromthe cliff path. The play of words before
Doc’s two nen had departed was hol ding himthere

Renny and Long Tom appeared at the top of the cliff. They had | anded down the shore and circl ed

to flank the skul ker

Doc went into action, for he had been awaiting his two nen. The plane notors whooped into life
Mechani sm whi ned and the anchor was lifted nore rapidly than it coul d have been done by hand. Bl ue
flame and snoke spouted from exhaust stacks

The seapl ane darted beachward. Fromthe top of the craft, two expanding rods of glaring white
Iight protruded, waved, found the rifleman in the coonskin cap

The death-mask face of the figure in deerskins was altogether hideous, even at that distance

RENNY | eaped over the cliff edge and foll owed the path downward. A glance had shown hi mthere was
no other way up, although several |edges did run, shelflike, along the precipice face

Long Tomwaited at the top. In his hand was a gun rem ndful of an oversize autonatic pistol

The coonski n-capped one had not noved, but stood in the beam of the searchlight while the plane
neared the beach. All three notors were fitted with reversing propellers. These now reversed
headway was cut sharply, and the craft grounded gently on the sand. The cabin hatch fl ew open
Doc Savage appeared

The arm of this unusual individual had been sonething to command attention. H's full figure was
infinitely nore striking. He was a giant in size, yet so perfectly proportioned, each nuscle
devel oped with such equality, that his size was evident only when conpared wi th the di nensions of
the cabin hatch.

Every line of the great frane advertised an al npbst incal cul able strength. This aspect was nade
the nmore noticeabl e by the unique bronze color of his skin; it was rem ndful of a bronze paint
coating nuscles that were great nmetal hawsers

The figure in the coonskin cap threw up the long nuzzle-loading rifle, took deliberate ai mand
fired. The gun lipped snmall flanme. There was no sound of a shot—enly a |oud, gruesone squeak

Doc Savage was | eaping ashore as the | ong weapon di scharged. In midair he tw sted; |anding, he

| eaped far to one side. Smooth speed and enornpous agility marked this dodgi ng



The bullet mssed him hit near the shore where the water was | ess than six inches deep, and dug
up a tall geyser of brine. The slug did not glance, being fired at too steep an angle.

On the cliff top, Long Tomyelled angrily. He ai med—his big pistol whacked twi ce.

The el ectrical wi zard distinctly saw both slugs hit the deerskin blouse of the rifleman—the hide
flattened, and a little dust gushed. Yet the man in the ancient garnents gave no sign of having been
har med.

"Careful!" Doc Savage called, and the whol e beach volleyed with his great voice.

"Shootin’ mercy bullets!" Long Tom shouted back. "Won't hurt ‘imbad! Make ‘imunconscious in a
mnute. "

But the electrical wizard was too optim stic. The figure in deerskins cradled the |ong
muzzl e-1 oader under an arm A leap of surprising length took himoff the trail and to a | edge. He
scuttled al ong this. Boul ders shielded himsome of the tine.

"Watch him" Doc Savage rapped. "He hasn't time to reload his rifle. Probably he's wearing a

bul | et proof vest."

The gi ant bronze man was coming up the cliff face. He nade surprising speed, his vast |eaps
carrying himfromledge to | edge, a hand searchlight which he held boring steadily upon the
rifleman.

H gh above, Long Tom di scharged nore nercy bullets, slugs which were nere shells containing a

drug that brought unconsci ousness. But the skin-clad target was a fleeting one, and now shel tered by
rocks.

Long Tom Renny and Doc converged on the quarry. They operated in concert, with no superfluous
shout i ng.

Long Tom and Renny had worked with the big bronze man for a long tinme. They were two of a group

of five assistants who went to the ends of the earth with Doc Savage, helping himin his strange
career of assisting those in danger, of aiding the weak and puni shing those whomcivilized |laws did
not seemto be able to reach.

The gaunt figure with the long rifle fled wildly. The | edge which he traversed becanme narrower,

the cliff above and bel ow nore steep. At the foot of the precipice the beach di sappeared, and waves
beat into white spune against the naked rock.

"He's gone about as far as he can," Renny booned. "He'll have to stop in a minute. The |edge
pl ays out!"
But the apparition in wlderness garb did not stop. Still gripping the long rifle, he sailed

outward in a great leap, hit the sea and di sappeared beneath the surface.

DOC and his two aides kept a sharp watch on the spot where the strange figure had vani shed.

Bubbl es came up for a tinme, then ceased to rise.

From an i nner pocket, Doc Savage drew what |ooked |ike a chopped-off candle. He twisted at the
top of this and it began to bl aze, spraying an eye-hurting glare of light. The bronze man pl anted
the fusee atop a boulder, illumnating the sea for hundreds of feet in all directions. Then they
wai t ed.

One minute, two, then a third passed. The rifleman did not appear in the sea.

Doc Savage peel ed of f coat and vest, kicked free of his shoes, then arched into the water. H's
entrance into the brine was executed with little splash.

Sonme time el apsed without Doc reappearing, such a long time that Renny and Long Tom exchanged
uneasy glances in the fusee glitter.

"Holy cow " Renny runbled gloomly. "Doc should be back on the surface by now "

Long Tompulled at a colorless jaw. "Say, did you see the face of that bird with the rifle?"

Renny nodded. "Yeah. Looked as if he were dead." He began to tug at his coat. "I’m gonnna see
what’s keepin' Doc."

"Wait," Long Tom suggested. "I’ve seen Doc stay under the water |onger than you'd think any man
could hold his breath."

The unheal thy-| ooking el ectrical wi zard was a prophet, for there was a turnoil in the green

brine, and Doc appeared, trod water for a few seconds, breathing deeply, then glanced up at his two
assi stants.

"Any sign of hinP" he call ed.

"Not a one," runbled Renny. "He never cane up."

Doc Savage charged his lungs with air, sank, was down for another alnobst interm nable interval,
and finally cane up. He repeated this. Then he clanbered out.

"Water about fifteen feet deep, with a sandy bottom" he advised. "Went all over it. There was no
sign of the fellow "

"He nust be part fish to vanish like that," Renny grow ed.

"Here's sonething el se worth thinking about," Doc said thoughtfully. "Remenber his rifle? Very

I ong and heavy. A man could not swmeasily with that weapon. But there was no sign of it on the
bottom "

For sone minutes |onger they stood on the | edge, scrutinizing the sea, and the certainty cane to
them that no man could sw munderwater a sufficient distance to get beyond the gl ow of the fusee,



for the light was shed over a radius of fully a hundred yards

"Drowned, " Long Tom said enphatically.

Doc | ed the way back to the plane to get into dry clothing

Near the craft he paused, then waded out until he stood where the brine was a foot deep, and
crouchi ng, searched with his hands on the bottom Using the hand searchlight, he | ocated a pocket in
the snmooth underwater surface of sand. He explored this

"The bullet fromthe nuzzle-loading rifle hit here," he said. "I'Il get it. The thing m ght cone
in handy."

He searched deeper in the sand, using the light often, and finally he stood erect

"Strange," he said. "It seens to have vani shed."

A FRACTI ONAL norent after Doc Savage spoke, a strange sound came into being—a weird, exotic
trilling note which had the fantastic quality of seeming to come from everywhere, yet from no
definite spot. The exotic trilling ran up and down the nusical scale, pursuing no tune, defying
description, alnpst unreal, and yet very definitely a concrete sound

Renny and Long Tom | ooked at Doc Savage. The bronze man’s |lips were not noving; there was nothing
to show that he was meking the sound. Yet they knew Doc was its source

The note was a vague, unconscious thing which the giant man of nmetal nmade in nonments of
excitement and stress, or when he was noved greatly by surprise. The fact that the trilling cane
into being now, Renny and Long Tom knew, neant that the bronze man was profoundly stirred

"The bull et undoubtedly hit here, and it did not richochet," Doc said slowmy. "Yet it is gone."
Renny hardened his huge fists. They made vast knobs of gristle, and he knocked them toget her
creating a noise as brittle as concrete blocks colliding

"A ghost bullet, eh?" he nmuttered

Long Tom frowned palely. "You nmeant that for a w secrack, but d’ you renenber that guy's face?"

"I won't forget it for a long tinme," Renny runbled

"It was the kind of a nug |’'d expect to see on a ghost," Long Tom advi sed dryly.

Chapter |V. MOUNTAI N MEN

ON the yacht, the dance orchestra still made nel ody of a kind, although a nunmber of individuals
lined the rail, staring shoreward, an indication that sone of them had glinpsed the excitenment, and
were curious. One shouted a question, was ignored, and did not press the matter

The plane | ockers held extra garments, and Doc hurriedly exchanged sone of these for his

wat er - soaked cl othing. Then they shoved the plane off the beach, taxied a little distance out and
anchor ed.

A second col | apsi bl e boat—+the plane carried three, all told-was rigged for the water and carried
themto the beach again, where they stood for a tinme studying the spot where the rifl enman had
vani shed

"When he shot at you, Doc, did you catch the sound?" Long Tom queried

"A squeak, " Doc agreed

The el ectrical expert sucked at a front tooth. "Queer, eh?"

"The whole thing was a bit strange."

"Any idea what's behind it?"

"Since he was waiting for us, it was obvious he was in a hurry to stop us. Qur present mssion is
to aid this man Chelton Raynond, so it is probable that our friend in the coonskin cap didn't want
us mixing in the Raynond affair, whatever it is."

They began to nount the cliff—-and Renny, playing a flashlight beam discerned a snmall sign in the
shape of a pointing hand

AQUATANI A HOTEL

This Chelton Raynond was to neet us at that hotel, wasn't he?" the big-fisted man queried
"Yes—according to the | ong-distance tel ephone conversation | had with himin New York," Doc

agr eed

"What did he tell you on the phone, Doc?" Long Tom asked

"He seened excited," Doc said slowy. "H's story was di sconnected, although he did make it clear
that his life was in danger. On that point, his story was quite coherent. And the nmenace hangi ng
over himhad already accounted for nearly a score of nurders, he declared."

"A score!l" Renny gul ped

"At least twenty, he put it," Doc replied. "It was that |ast statement which brought us up here
in such a hurry."

Long Tom sucked at a front tooth again; it was a gold tooth

"Did Chelton Raynond give any particulars on this nenace?" he asked

"Said he'd tell us the whole yarn when we arrived."

"He didn’t hint anything about—a ghost in deerskins?"



They topped the cliff, the coarse sand of the path grinding a little underfoot, and found
themsel ves in a forest of boul ders and weathered stone through which the trail led in a rather
trying fashion, traversing narrow wal ks and flights of rustic steps. The place was a gl oony

| abyrinth.

"Wait!" Doc Savage said softly.

Renny and Long Tom stopped. Renny opened his nouth to ask a question, but voiced no inquiry,
however, for their giant bronze chief had faded into the shadows am d the boul ders, vanishing as
silently as wind-drifted snoke.

"Bl azes!" Renny breathed. "Doc doesn't do tricks like that for nothing. Sonething s up!"

Li ke the stealth of a great cat, the passage of Doc Savage was marked through the maze of rugged
stone. He seened never to | eave the shadow, and after he had traversed a nunber of yards, he slowed
hi s pace and used even nore caution, his gaze fixed upon the trail inmmedi ately ahead where an
upt hrust | edge of stone slanted over it.

Two men crouched there, obviously waiting.

IT was no gadget of science, such as had di sclosed the skul ker in deerskins, which had shown Doc
these two. The bronze man’s senses—hearing, sight, olfactory organs—were al nost inhumanly keen,
thanks to a ritual of exercises, devel oping them which he had taken each day since chil dhood. He
had di stingui shed faint novement on the path where the two nmen waited, the notion caused by their
shrinking back at the sound of Doc and his two men approaching.

Very close to the pair now, Doc jutted a flashlight out and put weight on the button. The two nen
started wildly as light sprayed upon them

One was young; the other old. The young man was tall, red-headed, a rangy, heavily nuscled sorrel
colt of a fellow He squinted tawny eyes in the flash glare, lifted red, lunpy hands in a half
gesture of defense, and showed white teeth in a fighting snarl. Sonehow he was |ike a healthy,
cornered ani mal .

The ol d man had gnarl ed hands, faded eyes, a sparsely bearded chin, and no hair at all on his
shiny head. He was small in stature, would have had to junp up to see over the younger red-headed
man’ s shoul der. He peered into the flash glare with eyes very wi de.

"Waiting for sonething?" Doc asked dryly.

The two continued to stare steadily into the light, trying to distinguish the bronze man behi nd
it.

"Who in tarnation are you?" grow ed the redhead.

The very bald old man blinked. "Mughtn't you be a-mnded to take thot light out’'n our eyes."

Doc did not budge the light. "You two had better do sone fast tal king," he said. "Wy were you
skul ki ng al ong the pat h?"

They were not good actors. The eyes of both shifted sinultaneously as they sought to exchange

gl ances. They hesitated. It was the elderly man who spoke.

"We-e-e-1, we' uns heer sonmethin’ thot we figger as how nought be sonebody a-shootin’." He paused
to stroke his shiny pate. "W was a-comn’ to have a look. Ain"t no harmin that, be there?"
"That noi se you heard was some tinme ago," Doc pointed out.

"Reckon as how we nusta tal ked hit over a spell," said the elderly man.

The red-headed man put in angrily, "Wo're you to be askin’ fol ks a passell a' questions?"

Doc ignored that. "You two |ive around here?" he queri ed.

They hesitated about answering; then the old man, who seened to have the nost agile brain, said,
"Reckon as how you nought call us visitors."

"Who be you?" asked the redhead for the third tine.

"Doc Savage," said Doc, and turned the light briefly on hinself.

If the pair had ever heard of the bronze man, they gave no sign of that fact.

"Figger we'uns’ ||l go on ‘bout our lookin," the red-thatched one grunted.

They stepped past Doc and continued down the path toward the cliff edge, wal king cl ose together,
not | ooki ng back. They passed the spot where Doc had | eft Renny and Long Tom but did not encounter
Doc’s two aides, for they had cannily left the path and crept up to listen to what was being

di scussed.

Renny and Long Tom stepped out of the glooma few feet fromDoc, after the two strangers had gone
on.

"Did you hear what was sai d?" Doc asked them

"Yep," said Long Tom

"Fol | ow those two," Doc directed. "Report to me at the Aquatania Hotel. |I’mgoing there to talk
with this Chelton Raynond."

THE word exchange was couched in whispers so that the two who spoke in nountaineer dialect would
not hear. Renny and Long Tom were careful to make no noise as they set out after the pair.

"That was a fishy yarn they told Doc," Long Tom br eat hed.

Renny agreed. "They were punk liars," he said.

The two qui ckened their pace so as to catch sight of the quarry, who had beconme lost in the



darkness. Footsteps of the two ahead, however, were audible, and Renny, listening intently, was sure
he coul d distinguish the clunping of four feet, which nmeant both of the nmen were descending the path
down the sheer cliff.

"C non," Renny whispered. "Hear ‘emboth on the path?"

Long Tom listened. "Yes, both of them undoubtedly. They're going down."

Renny | eadi ng, Long Tomclose at his heels, the two ran forward. They neared the brink. Boul ders
wer e profuse about them very high.

No war ni ng prefaced what occurred next. A long arm clubbed down out of the nurk behind a stone
mass. The hand on the arm gri pped a rock sonewhat smaller than a football. The rock and Renny’s
head, com ng together, nade a cl anking sound. Renny dropped as if pol eaxed.

Long Tom gasped, spun around. The nysterious hand snapped the rock at his head. He ducked—and the

m ssile sailed on and over the cliff and downward, after a time sinking with a faintly audi ble chung
in the ocean.

Qut of the rock shadow canme the red-haired nmountaineer. It was he who had w el ded the rock. He
sprang upon Long Tom

The undersi zed, pallid electrical wizard did not look as if he were a match for his assailant.

The gaunt nountai neer grinned confidently and reached out to gather in his smaller foe. He got a
surprise.

Carme a dull smack. The sorrel-headed nan’s nouth flew open, air roared out, and he folded like a
linmp ribbon about the fist which Long Tomhad driven into his nmddle. Wth an uppercut, Long Tom
strai ghtened him He hit the fell ow again.

The ol der man appeared, bounding up the trail fromthe cliff face. In his hands he carried the
younger nman’s heavy shoes.

Seeing the shoes the old man held, it dawned on Long Tom what had happened. The bald fellow had
merely gone down the cliff path on all fours, the extra footgear on his hands giving the inpression
of two men wal ki ng whi ch had decei ved Renny and Long Tom

The fight ended shortly after the bald gentleman joined the scrap, swi nging the brogans. One

heavy shoe descended on the top of Long Tomis head. That stunned him A blowto the jaw toppled him
over, unconsci ous.

"Tarnation!" puffed the younger man. "Lil’ scanp kin scrap!"

H s bal d conpani on surveyed the sensel ess Renny and Long Tom

"Ki nder lucky we thought a usin’ thot there extra shoe trick to see if anybody be a-follerin’

us," he grinned.

"What ought we better do with ‘en?" asked the other.

The ol der one did not answer directly, and for a nmoment there was silence. Then, as if the two
under st ood each other’s desires perfectly, they stooped over, the red-thatched fellow picking up
Renny’s great bul k without undue trouble, and the other handling Long Tonis linp, slighter frane.
They faded quietly into the bl ack shadows with their burdens.

Chapter V. MOUNTAIN G RL

DOC SAVAGE did not hear such faint sounds as acconpani ed the reverse which overtook Renny and
Long Tom The bronze man had gone on rapidly toward the Aquatania Hotel inmediately after |eaving
his two aides, and was out of earshot when they net catastrophe.

The Aquatani a was a huge, vast |lunmp of native stone, nortar, gables and green roof which could be
seen far out to sea. Unlike nost resort hotels, it was open the year around.

The cliff path led to a side entrance, so Doc left it and noved across the | awn, ascending steps
which led to the veranda.

The | obby was huge, rather cleverly done in native stone and rustic work, and dimy |ighted by
bul bs behi nd seashel | shades. Doc swung toward the desk.

The | obby had at first appeared deserted, but there was a stir in a corner—a young woman ari sing
froma chair. She cane forward rapidly, stopped, and stared at the giant bronze nan.

"You-all are Doc Savage?" she asked. In her voice was the snmpot hness of velvet and the |azy draw
of the mountains.

She had height, and a sl ender, graceful roundness of figure. Her hair was the yellow of cornsilk,
her skin was sun-bronzed nearly the hue of Doc Savage hinself, and there were tiny winkles at the
corners of her blue eyes, a squint that m ght have cone from goi ng bareheaded a great deal in the
sun.

"l am Doc Savage," Doc admitted, and studied the girl.

Her age was twenty or |less. Her clothing, while neat enough, was certainly nowhere near the
current style in cut, and | ooked as if she had nade it herself, although the general effect was nice
enough.

"l want to talk to you powerful bad," the young woman said rapidly. "Let’s go outside where we
can do our talkin' w thout nobody overhearin'."

Mount ai n bred—rom her voice. She advanced, and it was evident that she was exquisitely pretty.
"l'"m Frosta Raynond," she said, "but you ain't never heard of ne."

"Any connection with Chelton Raynond?" Doc asked her.



She seened to grope in her nmenory, then shook her head slowy.

"No-0-0. Kain't say that | ever heard of one in the Raynond tribe called Chelton."

"What do you want to see nme about?" Doc questioned.

The girl drewin breath slowy, then let it out, and there was a faint quaver, a trace of a
shudder, with the exhal ati on.

"l’'ve been a-hearin’ that you and your five assistants nake a business of helpin’ fol ks out of
trouble," she said.

"You are in trouble?"

"Not me, exactly. But | want you to look into sonethin’—a sonethin’ that has killed nigh onto
twenty people."

Doc Savage did not change expression, but it was al nbst these identical words that Chelton
Raynond had addressed to hi mover the |ong-distance tel ephone.

"W’ Il go outside and talk," he agreed.

The screen door of the lobby was fitted with a closing device, and nade little noise as they
passed through. The girl led Doc to the left, where the veranda jutted out into the shrubbery and
boul ders of the cliff top, form ng a roofless sun porch. The young wonan indicated a chair.
"This will do," she said quietly.

As if the words were a signal, there cane a wild comotion fromthe nearby shrubbery. Doc

whi rl ed.

Men had appeared, al nbst a dozen of them A grimy purposeful swarm they charged Doc Savage.

DOC glided to one side to get on a part of the veranda which was uncluttered by chairs. He waited

quietly.

Most of the strangers were tall, wiry nen. There was one exception—a hulking fellow who | ed the
rush. That man was a nonster. He was alnpbst as tall as Doc, and the heavier by thirty or forty
pounds. Hi s body was trenmendous, his head small in proportion; arns and | egs were thick and

powerful. For all of his bulk, he cane in lightly as a dancer. He wore |ight buckskin noccasins.
"Gt ‘im fellers!" he said in a deep, bullfrog voice.

"Ht'll be easy, Jug," one of his followers grunted.

Doc let "Jug" cone within a double armis I ength, then advanced, doing so slowy, fists upin a
clunsy, sluggish fighting position.

Jug showed big white teeth in his snmall face. He was confident. He sent out thick, clutching
fingers, setting himself in his nobccasins.

There was a loud report, like a trenendous handclap. Jug slowy |l owered his paws, and a pai ned
grimace overspread his features. He wavered, his knees buckl ed, and he came down heavily on all
fours. Then he shook his head and reared up dizzily.

"Wwwhat— His tongue tangled thickly with the words.

"He popped you, Jug," a nman growl ed. "Crimminy! He's nought nigh greased lightnin'! You never
even seed himhit!"

They circled warily, surrounding the giant bronze man. Doc stood perfectly still, waiting. Once
he gl anced around to see how the girl was faring.

She was gone.

"Gang up on ‘im" Jug snarl ed.

The men rushed. Their hands were enpty of weapons, but they seemed suprenely confident.

It was a msplaced confidence, for the first tw conbatants went spinning back before bl ows from
the same fist which had hit Jug with such eye-defying speed. Jug hinself was again upset, falling so
that the soles of his nbccasins showed. A hole was visible in one.

There was sonething unearthly about the speed with which the bronze giant struck, drew aside, and
struck again. Men saw hi mseveral feet distant; the next instant they coll apsed, and how the big
fellow had gotten to themso swiftly, they could not conprehend.

Jug saw the fight was going against his nen, superior though his odds were. He was no fool.

"Gt yur blanmed rifles!" he howled fromthe hard veranda floor. "Pop ‘“imwth a bullet!"

Men backed away fromthe fray, dashed into the shrubbery and reappeared with rifles. These were
nmodern, efficient pieces.

"Puttin' out his light is next best to grabbin’ ‘im" Jug grated. "Kain't make nmuch difference
nei ther way. Let ‘imhave it."

Ri fl es cane up.

Doc Savage might have many remarkable qualities, but he was not bulletproof. He flattened bel ow
the low veranda rail, traveled lizard fashion to the right—and slamed into the sensel ess form of
one of the men he had dropped with an earlier blow

Doc shoved the unconsci ous one ahead, picked himup, and carried himas he | eaped into the
shrubbery.

Jug swore round nountain oaths in a choked voice. Wth his followers, he rushed in pursuit of
Doc. But the bronze giant had merged with the night in magical fashion, carrying his burden.

The nount ai neers—they were all of nountain stock, it was apparent—searched industriously and
futilely, then drew together for a few comrents.



"He's plunb shook us," a man nuttered

"Let's git out’'n here," advised Jug

They noved of f

"Way thot feller got away makes a body think a thot spook in the coonskin cap,” a nountaineer
grunbl ed

DOC SAVAGE chanced to be near enough to hear that last remark, and it furnished enough of a
surprise that the strange trilling note which was the bronze man’s excl usive property canme into
exi stence for a noment, roaned the nusical scale wi thout definite tune, and sank away into

not hi ngness

The Aquatania Hotel was in an uproar. The clerk—enly the clerk would be wearing a green eyeshade
at this time of night—popped outdoors and stared about. Quests appeared in pajamas and dressing
gowns. The fight had aroused them

Doc, his senseless prize cradled in his arnms, angled back toward the battle scene, noted that Jug
and his party had hel ped away those unable to walk, and left the vicinity.

Sonme nonents |later Doc was noving along the path, approaching the cliff lip, still carrying the
unconsci ous nount ai neer. He stopped suddenly, eyeing the white sand and gray stone underfoot. There
was a wet, red snmear faintly visible on the rocks

He |l owered his captive and began to investigate. Sone two mi nutes afterward, he found Renny and
Long Tom Both nen were very nuch alive and both lay in the forest of boulders, hands and ankl es
bound, jaws di stended by gags

Doc freed them

"Holy cow " Renny thunped. "Did those two hill-billies make suckers of us!" Then he told the
exact nature of their msfortune

"Overhear anything to shed a light on this?" Doc asked

Long Tom answered that: "Not a thing. They just tied us up and left us. Say, what’ve you got over
there on the path?"

Doc told them what had happened on the hotel veranda

"Maybe the girl led me into a trap and maybe she didn't," he finished. "I'd like to know
sonet hi ng nore about her. Suppose you two go ask the hotel clerk about her. I'll be down at the
pl ane, reviving our boy friend here, who may be able to answer some questions. Ask at the hote
about Chelton Raynond, while you're at it."

Renny and Long Tom departed in the direction of the Aquatania Hotel

Doc scooped the captive fromthe path, noted the fellow was still profoundly unconscious, and
noved to the cliff and down it to the beach

Leavi ng the prisoner on the sand, Doc paddl ed out to the noored plane in the coll apsible boat

got restoratives fromthe medical kit, and rowed back. As he | anded, he could hear Renny and Long
Tomcl attering down the cliff path

They reappeared shortly.

"The girl wasn't registered at the hotel,"” runbled Renny. "She'd only been hanging around a few
mnutes. Cane in all steamed up and asked for you. They told her you weren’t there, but were
expected. She said she’'d wait."

"That all?"

"Far fromit!" Renny boonmed. "Chelton Raynond |left a nmessage for you. He ain't at the hotel. And
this Jug guy who junped you with his gang, ran into the hotel and grabbed the nmessage."

"Jug knew t he nessage was there?"

"I don't think so. He just asked if there was anything for Doc Savage, and the dopey cl erk handed
Chel ton Raynond' s nessage over."

"Did the hotel clerk recall the text of the m ssive?"

"It was unusual enough that he did," Renny chuckled. "That's a break for us. Here it is. This is
the copy he wote out as he remenbered it."

Renny extended a snall envel ope

DOC SAVAGE opened the missive. It was the tel ephone nessage whi ch had cone from Chelton Raynond
by radio-land |ine hookup, and it informed Doc that Raynond wanted the bronze man’s presence at the
yacht. The note contained the |ocation of the yacht

"Bl azes!" Renny booned. "Jug got that dope!"

"The yacht isn't many mles fromhere," Long Tomput in. "But what’'s Raynmond doin’ on his yacht
when he told us he’'d neet us at the hotel ?"

"Possibly he was afraid to cone to the hotel," Doc suggested dryly.

"That’'s an idea." Renny eyed the prisoner, who was showi ng sone faint signs of reviving. "Know
anyt hi ng about that man Raynond, Doc?"

"Very little, except that Chelton Raynond is a Wall Street plunger."

"Ganbl es in stocks, eh?"

"That is what it anpbunts to. He's quite a wolf along the Street, | understand. Noted as a nman who
takes | ong chances."



The gaunt nountai neer groaned weakly, lifted an armin a feeble gesture and dropped it across his
eyes as if to shut out the noonlight. After a while he hoisted the armslightly and peered,

bl i nking, fromunder it.

Doc thunbed on a flashlight and planted it in the sand so that the beam bore steadily upon the
captive's angular features. Not only would the glare nake the fell ow unconfortable, but it would
show t hem smal | expressi on changes, which woul d possibly indicate when he was |ying.

"What was the idea of trying to seize ne?" Doc denanded.

The prisoner only glared, weasel-like.

"Better |oosen up," Doc advised. "Was that girl one of your gang?"

The other snarled into the light, "You-all kain't git nothin’ out’n us Snows. W ain't talkers,
us Snows. "

"You're a Snow?" Doc asked, although the name neant not hing.

Pride glittered in the man’s eyes. "Sure aml" he cri ed.

"Was Jug a Snow, too?" Doc persi sted.

"Thot whol e shebang was Snows," the nman said proudly. "Sone of ‘em nmoughtn’t carry thot nane, but
they all be blood kin, anyhow. "

Doc was silent a nonent. "Was the girl a Snow? She told ne her nane was Raynond—Frosta Raynond.
But was she a Snow?"

As the captive nmuddled this query about in his mnd, deep puckers canme between his brows, and
finally he fell to peering suspiciously at Doc.

"Be you a-stringin’ nme, feller?" he demanded. "Ain't you be a-helpin’ themthar throat-cuttin’
Rayrmond skunks?"

"If you mean that girl, | never saw her or heard of her before tonight," Doc said quietly.

Once nore, expression played on the nountain man’s face; he seened to cone to a conclusion, to
decide to talk freely, for he put both hands behind his hips and propped hinself up on the sand.
He | eaned his head back, opened his nouth as if to speak, then his eyes flew wide, fixed on the
cliff top, and his nmouth fell w der open, simultaneous with a |oud thuck noi se.

FROM t he distance, in the direction of the cliff brink, there cane a short, ugly squeak of a
sound.

The mountain man shut his nmouth suddenly and fell back. His |ips pinched tightly together, and
his eyes closed. He began to squirm The squirm ng became a threshing so violent that he was turned
over, and by that tinme, red fluid had started stringing fromhis nostrils and squeezi ng past his
tightly pressed Ilips.

Wien he was |ying face-down, a little fountain of scarlet played above the nape of his neck.

He had been shot in the nouth, the slug going entirely through.

Renny | eaped erect, whirled, eyed the cliff top, yelled, "Look!"

On the precipice brink stood a tall, gaunt, death-faced figure in deerskins. A long,

muzzl e-loading rifle was just |owering.

THE spook!" Long Tom squaw ed.

He drove a hand for the spot where he usually carried the pistol which discharged the nmercy

bul l ets. But that weapon had been taken by the red-headed fellow and the el derly man.

The gaunt phantomin skin garnents whi pped back fromview, the tall coonskin cap being last to
vani sh.

Doc pitched for the path. He ran up with great |leaps. H's hands were enpty, but he seened to give
that no consideration.

No trait was nore unusual about this giant bronze man than the fact that he did not carry
firearms, although he was an expert in their use. He had a reason for that, a reason based in
psychol ogy. Should he carry a gun habitually he reasoned that, if it were taken fromhim the |oss
of the weapon would | eave himwith a helpless feeling that would be a great handicap in itself.
Such was hi s amazi ng physical condition that his breathing was hardly qui ckened as he reached the
top. He flashed toward where the formin deerskin had stood. Gaining the spot, he began a rapid,
grim hunt.

He found not hi ng.

True, his ascent of the cliff had taken sonme nonents, for all of its speed, and a good runner
coul d have made his escape, but that did not detract fromthe eerie nature of the di sappearance.
"l failed to even scent the burned powder fromhis rifle," Doc said when he had returned,
enpty-handed, to the beach. "O course, there m ght have been a slight gust of wind to carry it
away, which | failed to notice."

Renny kneaded his huge fists together. "Doc, you think that could have been the sane cuss that we
chased into the water?"

"It certainly |looked like the same one," Doc replied.

Long Tom i ndicated the nountaineer. "He died instantly."

"Strange that nmug with the squeaking gun didn't shoot at you, Doc," said Renny.



"That is sinply explained," Doc told him "Remenber—we were in the darkness, while a flashlight
was trained on the face of our prisoner. The nan above could only shoot at a target so brilliantly
lighted that his rifle sights would be outlined against it."

"Unl ess he was a ghost," Long Tom grunted.

"Rats!" snorted Renny.

"I knowit's a nutty idea," agreed Long Tom "But suppose you suggest a nore sensible one. That
egg in the coonskin cap junped into the ocean and didn't cone up. W saw him |’'d swear on a stack
of tonbstones that he drowned. Yet—there he was, a mnute ago."

Doc Savage, saying nothing nore, bent over the slain nmountaineer, nmoved himslightly, and began
to probe in the sand, where the death bullet had struck.

Renny, an eye on the cliff brink I est there be another nurderous visitation, pondered, "I wonder
if the pair who grabbed us—the bird with the red hair and the ol d geezer—are part of the gang who
gr abbed Doc—the Snows, if that's what they call thenselves."

Doc stood up. "Here's sonething nore puzzling for you to think about," he said.

"What ?"

"The bullet that killed this man."

"What about it?"

"CGone. "

Renny swallowed with an effort. "It couldn’t be!"

"It is, though."

"But we were standing right here all of the tine!" Renny waved his great hands. "I give up!"

Doc said grimy, "W'd better get hold of Chelton Raynond and find out what this is all about."

Chapter VI. DERELICT

DOC SAVAGE and his two nmen were del ayed slightly in their take-oft to fly the fewmles to

Chel ton Raynond's yacht, for their fuel supply was al nbst exhausted and it was necessary to
replenish it. That necessitated rousing the proprietor of a floating gasoline punp out of bed.

Al t oget her, however, not nore than half an hour was lost, and part of that was expended in

t el ephoning the nearest State Police post concerning the body of the slain nman at the foot of the
cliff.

There was some shouting on the police end of the wire at first—demands that Doc Savage stay on
the scene, and threats that unpleasant things would happen if he did not. That tal k was before Doc
had di sclosed his identity. Wen he gave his name, the voice of the officer underwent a marked
change.

The policeman seened aware that Doc Savage hel d a commi ssion, honorary but none the |ess very
real, as a high officer on the State force. This conmi ssion was in line with the bronze man’s habit
of acquiring such posts whenever it was possible, for it had the effect of making himone of the

| awnen, and they, not |ooking upon himas an outsider, would cobperate to a nuch greater degree. The
cops were only human.

The big plane took the air, notors not making a great deal of noise, for they were silenced to
such a point that their only sound was a great hissing. Even this note did not penetrate into the
cabin, once all of the windows were closed, as the walls were thick and lined with a soundproofing
mat erial of choice quality.

Renny flew. He was a pilot of ability, as were Doc’s other five aides. Al had received
instruction from Doc Savage, and the gi ant bronze man had the power to transnmt sone of his own
incalculable skill to those whom he taught.

Doc was back in the cabin, working over the radi o apparatus.

"Who you tryin' to raise, Doc?" Long Tom questioned.

"Chel ton Raynond’s yacht."

"Any | uck?"

"No. "

Long Tom wat ched Doc Savage try for a nonent |onger and get no response fromthe radio, then the
bronze man adjusted knobs and dials, and the electrical expert, observing, knew that he had shifted
wave | ength and was seeking to contact another station.

"Who now?" Long Tom asked.

"Monk, Ham and Johnny," Doc advi sed.

Long Tom noi stened his colorless lips with a tongue. "Mnk," "Hant and "Johnny" were the other
three menbers of Doc’s group of five aides, who had been | eft behind in New York. The three—as were
all of Doc’'s assistants, for that natter—waere professional men who stood high in their respective
l'i nes.

Monk was a chenist, Ham a | awyer and Johnny an archaeol ogi st. They worked at their professions
when not adventuring with Doc Savage.

Doc had | eft New York in such a hurry that there had been no tine to assenble the other three
menbers of his group.

"Think this thing is big enough that we're gonna need their hel p?" Long Tom asked curiously.
"Looks like it," Doc said thoughtfully.



After a time Doc raised Mnk, the chem st, who had a radio station in his |laboratory atop a
skyscraper in the downtown sector of New York City. A few seconds were expended in advising Mnk to
get Ham and Johnny and set out for Maine in a fast plane. Doc furnished the |ocation of the cove
where Chel ton Raynond’' s yacht |ay.

"Be up there before you know it, Doc," said Mk, who had a ridiculously tiny and childlike

voi ce

Doc listened, transmtted, |listened again for a tine in another effort to raise the yacht

"No luck," he said finally

Renny leveled an arm "W’ re here, anyway. There it is."

THE yacht was barely discernible, a grayish blur on the cove surface. The nbon was | ow enough now
that it shed littlie light, so the cove was enw apped in nmurk, while the waves, breaking on the
nodul ar shore, made an irregular line |ike a snmudged chal k mark

"Sour -1 ooking place," Long Tom of fered

Renny flew twi ce over the cove, at Doc’s suggestion, while the bronze man used the infra-1light
projector and the binocul arlike eyeglasses to survey the vicinity.

"No sign of life," Doc vouchsafed

Renny turned a solemm face. "Eh?"

"Not a soul stirring on yacht or shore," Doc el aborated. "Land, will you."

The bi g pl ane heaved over on a wing and sank whistling for the sea until its altitude was |ess
than a hundred feet; then it |evel ed, skidded sidew se through the night air, a maneuver that killed
much of its air speed so that the |anding, executed at |ast, was snooth, w thout undue shock or

spl ash

Whoopi ng bl asts of the notors taxied the plane close to the yacht, the anchor went down, and the
notors were silenced

"Ahoy the yacht!" Doc called

Echoes of his great voice cracked back fromthe cove shore, but there was no other response

"This is the place and this is the yacht," Renny runbled gloonily. "But where is everybody?"

Long Tom snapped a col | apsi bl e boat open and planted it in the water, then added tel escoping

oars.

" Ahoy Chelton Raynond!" Doc tried again. "Ahoy the yacht!"

Silence replied

They cl anbered into the bobbing boat, |aid heavy on the oars, and were soon al ongsi de the yacht
From the port side of the craft projected a boat boom and fromthe end of this dangled a |ine which
no doubt had been used to moor a |l aunch. Doc grasped the |line and went up

The bronze giant clinbed the rope easily, enploying only the grip of sinewed hands and the lift

of corded arnms. Once atop the boom he maintained the bal ance of a tight-rope walker in running to
the rail. He stopped, hands resting on the rail, and stood | ooking at the yacht deck

Behi nd Doc, Renny surnounted the rope; then Long Tom Neither experienced nuch difficulty, a fact
indicating each of the two had physical strength beyond that of an ordinary nan

When they joined Doc, they did as he was doi ng—stopped, stood very still, and stared fixedly over
the rail.

"Holy cow " Renny runbl ed deep in his chest

A corpse was spread-eagled on the deck. It was a man. He had been shot

The man was a lengthy fellow with the face of a horse. The position of his body indicated he had
been shot while running, a trail of brick-colored drops on the deck strengthening that supposition
He wore corduroys, blue shirt, a hat nuch used, and coarse, unpolished work shoes. Near by, where it
must have fallen fromhis hand, |lay a nodern high-powered rifle.

Doc Savage sank beside the slain man and his fingers turned down the cuffed bottons of the
corduroy trousers. A few weed seeds and dry |l eaves fell out. The fellow s pockets were enpty, except
for a small quantity of noney, nostly in silver, and a tin of snuff, the label on the latter
indicating it had been nade in a small town deep in the Kentucky nountains

"Seeds and leaves in his trousers cuff are those of mobuntain plants," Doc said slomy. "Snuff

made in a renpote nountain town. That indicates the fellow is a Kentucky nountaineer."

Long Tom and Renny showed no surprise at the identification of seeds and | eaf particles; they
knew t he amazi ng know edge of botany which Doc possessed

Renny ran forward and | ooked into the deck house, then stepped inside, but cane out al npst
instantly with his solem face blank, his tongue traveling slowy over his |ips

"More dead ones inside," he booned

THE sl ain inside the deck house nunbered two. One was stocky and clad in the natty uniformof a
yacht officer, a circunstance indicating he was one of Chelton Raynond’s crew. He had been shot to
death, as had the nountai neer outside

On the officer’s wist was a watch which had been smashed by his death fall. Doc eyed the tinme at
whi ch the hands had stopped

"Look," he suggested



Renny and Long Tom came over and squi nt ed.

"Bl azes!" Long Tom barked. "He wasn’t killed nore than fifteen m nutes ago!"

The second dead man was anot her nountai neer, who |ikew se had been shot.

Doc went out on deck and listened for a time. Since the fight had occurred only a few nonments
before they hove in sight, it was possible some of the conbatants m ght be cl ose enough to neke
audi bl e sound. But he heard not hing.

Renny and Long Tom bel ow, pushed a rapid search of the yacht, then cane on deck with the results
of their scrutiny.

"Nobody el se aboard," Renny said, "dead or alive."

Bal anci ng out on the boom Doc slid down the rope into the collapsible boat, then paddl ed ashore.
Wth his flashlight—t had no battery, but got its power froma spring-operated generator nounted in
the tubul ar handl e—he exam ned the beach. He found tracks—and these told a story.

One set of the tracks had been made by huge feet in noccasins, one of the noccasins having a hole
in the sole.

Jug’ s tracks, undoubtedly. The giant |eader of the nmountaineers who had attacked Doc at the

Aquat ani a Hotel had worn such noccasins, and during the fight Doc had noted a hole in the bottom of
one.

A few yards inside the forest of boulders, Doc found a fourth slain man. This one was burly, wore
a dark blue suit, and pinned to his vest was a badge of the Coastal Private Detective Agency. The
knife with which he had been dispatched still protruded fromhis chest.

He had been knifed fromthe front during a hand-to-hand fight, judging fromthe dishevel ed
condition of his clothing. Doc made a careful scrutiny of the tracks about the body, noting that the
sl ayer had worn noccasins with a hole in one sole.

Jug had killed the private detective, it would seem

Doc now foll owed the beach for sone distance, observing that Jug and his party of raiders, after
havi ng gone to the yacht—probably by sw nm ng—had not returned to shore.

"They nmust have left in the yacht |aunch, taking their prisoners,” Doc stated when he rejoined
his two aids on the yacht.

"Sure it was Jug and his gang who attacked the boat?" Long Tom asked.

"It seens fairly apparent."”

"Jug and his crew of Snows, eh," Renny rumi nated noisily. "One sure thing—they nean business."
"Raynond, his yacht crew and private detectives, if the latter were working for Raynond, put up a
fight, losing two of their own party, but killing two of Jug’s raiders," Doc concl uded.

"But why all this hell-raisin ?" Renny pondered.

"Let’'s see if we can find the answer to that," Doc suggest ed.

THE bi g bronze nan went bel ow and exam ned stateroons until he found a suite which radiated the
nmost luxury. Raynond's quarters, obviously. Doc pushed a search.

Many pl aces yi el ded conventional things. Then a witing desk gave up a bundl e of new currency,
bills of |arge denom nation, the ends of which were snmeared wi th bl ack.

"I nk been spilled on them" Doc decided al oud.

There was an automatic pistol—a very distinctive gun, because of the thin, long barrel and the
careful wor kmanshi p.

There were check books, bank deposit slips, and bank books show ng deposits and w thdrawal s.
"Chel ton Raynond seens to be slightly |less wealthy than Wall Street supposes,” Doc said slowy.
"But he is not exactly broke, as yet, if the stubs of these check books are any guide."
"Hmmm" said Renny. "Anything el se?"

"Chel ton Raynond has been withdraw ng much noney fromthe bank within the |ast few weeks," Doc
sai d, eyeing the check books.

"Anyt hi ng to show what he’s been doing with it?"

Doc exami ned nore of the papers.

"Yes. Here's the explanation." He passed the papers to Renny. "Wat do you nake of that?"

The big-fisted engineer took the docurments, riffled them then glanced up sharply.

"Stock market calls!" he exclaimed.

"Exactly," Doc agreed. "Options to buy stocks at certain prices at any time within the next few
mont hs. Stock brokers termthe agreenents ‘calls’. If the market goes up, as it seens certain to do,
Raynond stands to neke consi derabl e noney through these calls."

Doc now passed several |arger paper slips to Renny.

The engi neer studied them "Options to buy business property and even a couple of small
factories," he nuttered.

"Whi ch |1 ooks |ike what?" Doc queri ed.

Renny consi dered. "Chelton Raynond nust have been expecting to get hold of a considerable sum of
money within the next few nonths."

"Exactly."

"Chel ton Raynond—get noney in few nonths," Long Tomput in slowy. "Wiat’'s that got to do with
this spook that carries the squeaking rifle, and the rest of this nystery?"



"Hard to say," Doc replied. He replaced the stuff in the desk.
"I"mgoin’ outside and stand guard," said Long Tom He nounted the conpanion that led to the
deck.

ITS just possible there is a hidden safe aboard," Doc said, after the electrical expert had
gone. "Wealthy nen like such things."

The bronze man began going over the suite with nmore care. It had a tiled bath of anple size,
befitting a sunptuous city apartment. Being wi thout portholes, it was a |ogical spot for a conceal ed
safe. No one coul d observe the owner conceal i ng val uabl es.

A few mnutes later Doc | ocated a panel of tiling blocks which could be nade to swi ng outward by
pressure properly applied. This disclosed a steel door with a regulation dial.

Doc exami ned the safe closely, gave the dial a few slow whirls, then put an ear against the netal
door, shut his eyes so that visual distractions would not interfere with the concentration of
listening to the vague tunbler clicks.

Five minutes later he gave it up.

"No cheap safe," he said. "It's the latest thing in small strong boxes. May take hours to open
it. We can’t waste the tinme, but we’'ll make a stab at finding what is in it, anyway."

He went outside, strode out on the boat boom I|owered hinmself into the boat and paddled to the

pl ane. A few seconds afterward, he paddl ed back. In the boat was a netal case which bore an
identification nurmber.

Renny eyed the case, then asked, "Wat's the idea?"

"Wat ch, " Doc advi sed.

Doc went to the secret safe. Fromthe case, he took first a flat slab which |ooked as if it were
made of alum numa quarter of an inch or so thick, and perhaps a foot and a half square. He propped
this up in front of the safe.

The case di sgorged other nmechani sm including a spring-operated generator of small size, but

whi ch was capabl e of generating a powerful current for a short interval. Doc hooked up the generator
with the other apparatus.

He carried the contrivance around to the opposite side of the wall which harbored the safe. A
switch was thrown. The apparatus buzzed.

Doc substituted a second al um num panel for the first, buzzed the apparatus again, this tine
pointing it at a different angle. He did this three times, changing panels in each instance.
Renny | ooked on, interested but sayi ng nothing.

Doc took his nechanismto the plane, renained there in the darkened craft perhaps five m nutes,
then canme back to the yacht. In his hand he carried | arge photographi c negatives. He handed these to
Renny.

"Holy cow " expl oded Renny. "You got X-ray pictures through that safe!"

Doc nodded. "Fortunately, there was no netal absolutely opaque to X rays. Take a | ook at what's
in the safe.”

Renny used a flashlight and squinted at the negatives, turning themto various angles, and at

I ength gave a verdict.

"Looks as if there was a paper in there with a rectangl e about four by six inches drawn on it,
and with some lettering inside the rectangle.”

"The rectangle is the ornamental design on the cover of a book," Doc said. "O so it appears. The
lettering is the title of the book. The design and lettering is done in genuine gold |eaf, |
surmse. Gold is nore resistant to the passage of X rays than iron."

Renny studied the lettering.

THE LI FE AND HORRI BLE DEEDS

OF THAT ADOPTED MOOR,

BLACK RAYMOND

It’s a book, all right," runbled the engineer.

"See that name?" Doc pointed, using the tip of a metallic finger.
"Bl ack Raynond—sure. But what's it nmean?"

"That," Doc said, "is the question."

QUT on deck, Long Tom suddenly cried out.

A rifle banged, its echoes slamming noisily back and forth across the cove.

"Sonebody took a shot at Long Toml" Renny yelled, and | unbered for the deck conpanion.

Doc fol | owned.

Long Tom was crouched near the bridge conpanion, grow ing, balancing one of the overgrown weapons
whi ch resenbl ed automatic pistols. He did not stir when Doc and Renny approached, bending double to
keep in the shadows.

"Keep down," Long Tom advi sed.

"You hurt?" Doc dermanded.



"Naw. Slug m ssed ne six or eight feet. Funny, too."

"Blaned if | see anything funny about getting shot at," Renny snorted.

"It was a rifle—fromthe sound of it. They shot fromshore. At this range, even a kid should cone
closer than six or eight feet."

"You nmean—

"Looks as if they tried to mss ne."

Doc noved over to the pallid electrical w zard. "CGot the gunman spotted?" he asked.

Long Tom poi nted. "There. Think there’s two of ‘em"

The spot Long Tomindicated was in the brush and boul ders al ong the shore. Doc Savage noved to
the bridge, located a | arge searchlight and sighted it at the shore, then clicked the switch.

A great colum of glittering white | eaped across the water and sl apped agai nst two nmen. They
stood enbedded in the glitter |ike surprised animals.

One was tall, husky, red-headed. An aged stoop and a bald head characterized the other.

"Themis the two |ugs who grabbed us back at the hotel!" Renny how ed.

The rusty-haired young man carried a rifle. He flipped it up.

Doc flattened.

The rifle whacked. The searchlight went out, and glass fromthe broken | ens sprayed over Doc.
"CQuess it was himshot at me!" Long Tomgrow ed. "He ain’t shootin’ ghost bullets, neither.
Here's his slug. It flattened against sone of this brasswork. It’'s a softnose, about a
thirty-thirty."

Doc Savage replied nothing. He crossed to the opposite side of the yacht. Hi dden fromthe view of
the pair ashore, he ran out on the boat boom slid down the dangling |ine and dropped into the
wat er. He sank quickly, and swam under the surface.

The yacht did not draw a great deal of water, and Doc stroked downward under the keel and on
toward shore, traversing a surprising distance before he came up and, projecting only his nostrils,
repl eni shed the air supply in his |lungs.

The bronze man had spent a lifetinme of careful exercise and intensive study in perfecting his
anmazi ng physical ability, and he had | earned diving and swi mm ng fromthose who were nasters—the
pearl divers of the South Seas.

It was dark enough that he was not observed in the few nonents that his nostrils protruded. He
swam on beneath the surface. Once he heard faint noise, it sounded as if someone were shouting. He
cane up, allowing his head to project.

A voice was calling. It was young and robust and nust be the red-headed fell ow, addressing Renny
and Long Tom on the yacht.

"Pin yur ears back!" he yelled. "I be a-tellin" you news!"

SHOOT! " Renny’s great runble directed fromthe yacht.

"Chelton Raynond ain't thar, be he?" asked the redheaded man.

"He's not."

"Reckon | nought tell you where he was took’d. Them dam good-fur-nothin’ Snows carried ‘i mand
the rest a° ‘emoff to some place they called Raynond's Island."

"How do you know that?" Renny denanded.

"We-uns was a-hidin" heer and heerd ‘emyappin’ at each other."

"Who' re you?"

There was | ow conversation between the two nountaineers at that, the words too vague to carry to
the yacht, but not so nebul ous but that Doc Savage, positioned quite near the beach, could hear
enough to get the trend of the discussion.

"Aint wise to tell ‘“emnothin" nore," said the elderly man.

"But maybe we could hel p— started the redhead.

"They' re | ow anders, and not fittin to be trusted. ‘'Sides, we ain't been able to figure where
they fit in this here thing."

The younger man was doubtful. "I dunno—

"l do. C non. Mught be best if'n we dragged it outa here. You ‘nmenber what we saw thot big
bronze feller do to Jug an’ the rest a’ them dam good-fur-nothin’ Snows? Thot lad ain’t one to be
f ool ed around none."

The two pronptly left the beach, running.

Doc Savage hurriedly swam for the shore. Fast though his stroking was, it did not match the
runni ng pace of the two nountaineers, with the result that they were sone little distance ahead
before he reached the sand. His garnents stringing water, he set out after them

The pair had sharp ears. They heard him

"Tarnation!" yelled the old man. "Run fur it!"

They sprinted. Wth the advantage of some know edge of the wilderness of boul ders, evidently
gained by prowing earlier in the night, they alnpst held their own with the giant bronze man. A
hundred yards were covered. Another. Doc gai ned now.

Ahead, the starter nmechanismof a car whined out. A notor burst into cannonading. Wth a great



clashing of gears, the machine got under way, and its tail light was a bobbing red spot a hundred
feet down a road when Doc reached the thoroughfare.

The two nount ai neers nust have had the machi ne waiting.

Investigating, Doc found two other cars down the road a bit, both |arge tourings which bore the
identifying plaques of a car rental agency. These were evidently the nmachines in which Jug and his
gang of Snows had arrived, for the telltale prints of Jug’s hole-in-the-sole nocassin were
discernible in the road dust which had settled thickly on the floorboards of one.

The machi nes yi el ded nothing of interest, and Doc returned to the yacht. He told how the pair had
escaped.

DOC SAVAGE' S next act was to recover the X-ray photographic films froma spot where he had
dropped them when the excitement of the shooting started.

"Think those things are gonna be valuable in solving this?" Renny asked himcuriously.

"What do you think?" Doc countered.

Renny shrugged. "It’'s got ne up in the air. It don’'t nake sense. First, that spook with the
squeaking rifle, then the girl, those two you just chased, Jug and his crowd—aww Wat’'s it all
mean?"

"It means that those two a minute ago went to sone trouble and took a chance to | et us know where
they thought Jug and his Snows have taken Chelton Raynond and the other prisoners."

Renny got back to his first question. "Wat do you nake of the book in the safe?"

Doc fell to exami ning the negatives again.

"Look here," he said. "W missed this—down in the corner of the book cover."

Renny squinted. "A date! Mist be the publication date of the book."

"Can you make it out?"

"Sure." Renny peered again. "Eighteen hundred and thirty-four."

"One hundred years ago."

" Huh! "

"That book seens to have been published one hundred years ago."

Long Tom cane up.

"The Life and Horrible Deeds of That Adopted Mdor, Black Raynond," he read. "Say, d you suppose
Bl ack Raynond was any kin to Chelton Raynond?"

Doc handed himthe negatives and noved in the direction of the bridge. There was an excell ent
array of charts, and he stripped these open on the map table and scrutinized them giving particular
attention to the coast in the vicinity of their present |ocation.

His finger settled on an island. It was very close to the shore, but sone miles distant.
"Here's that island of Raynond’'s," he call ed.

Renny rushed up. "Certain?"

"The nanme is marked on the chart."

"How far?"

"Only a few nmles." Doc began bundling up the charts, preparatory to taking them al ong.

"Are we going to that island?" Renny asked.

"W are."

Chapter VII. THE SNOWS

THE three notors of the big plane were fitted with efficient silencers, but these were now
uncoupl ed, so that the exhaust stacks whooped and npaned and spewed clouds of frightened red sparks.
Long Tom fl ew.

Doc fiddled with the radio equipnent, alternately transmitting and receiving.

“I"'min touch with Monk, Ham and Johnny," he explained for Renny's benefit. "They're on their way
up. "

"By plane?"

"Yes. The fastest ship."

Renny nodded and thought of Doc Savage’'s remarkabl e airplane hangar on the Hudson River water
front, which was disguised as a commonpl ace war ehouse and whi ch hel d a nunber of planes, ranging
fromgyros that Doc hinself had perfected and which could arise and descend al nost vertically, to
trim streamined speed ships able to do better than three hundred mles an hour.

If the other three nenbers of Doc’s organization of five assistants—\nk, Ham and Johnny—were in
the fastest ship, they would not take long in coming, for the interveni ng states—€onnecticut,

Massachusetts and New Hanpshire—were snall. The three were coming, of course, from New York.
Forward in the cockpit, Long Tom knocked at a lever. The notors seenmed to stop, although the
propellers still spun. He had cut in the exhaust silencers.

"Be there in a mnute," he said, wthout turning his head.
The ship, now a great and silent nmetal bat in the night, erected its tail and slid downward



through the sky lanes, its passage fleet and ghostly, not even the sparks spilling fromthe silencer
cans.

Snappi ng of f radi o switches, Doc got powerful binoculars, nursed back a sliding window, let in a
great roar of air, braced against the gale, and | ooked downward through the |enses

One of the Maine coast’s innunerable rocky islands lay below. It was snmall—-a dab of naked rock, a
shred or two of vegetation—er so it appeared fromthis height. There was no noon, but neither was
there clouds or fog, visibility being excellent

The isle was a dark splotch on a platter of gloonmy blue, and it was veined here and there with
even darker smears which nmeant thickets of brush and small trees

"Over the island, Long Tom and conme straight down," Doc directed. "W might get in close enough
to see sonething before they duck—f they're there."

The el ectrical w zard conplied with the suggestion, and the ship suddenly stood on its
streani i ned snout

Doc thunbed switches that threw current into the big bulletlike searchlight with a sepia | ens—+the
infra-ray searchlight. He used the bul ky eyepi eces

Wnd squaw ed past the sleek plane, for they were dropping at sone niles a mnute, and the island
swel | ed, bl oated, took on detail, becom ng |larger than had at first appeared. Wat had seened a
vaguel y regul ar shore |ine becane rugged, snagged with indentations

At length, when a crash seened inpendi ng, Long Tom haul ed on the control wheel, there was a | ow
whine of straining struts, and they flew | evel

"See anything?" Long Tom cal | ed

"Not hi ng but rocks and trees,” Doc told him

RENNY, seeming to think sone word was necessary, put a great finger down on the chart he had
brought fromthe yacht. The finger was so large that it not only covered the ringed isle on the nmap
but much of the Maine coast as well.

"This is the place that's marked," he defended

"They may be there," Doc assured him "Lots of rock crannies they could hide the launch in."
"They had tine to get here?"

"Easily—+f they had a fast |aunch."”

Long Tom cal | ed back, "I'Il circle the blasted island."

The big plane dipped a wing at the sea, the notors revved up, and the big ship scudded al ong the
rocky shore. The coast of the little island were contrasting, for at one end—toward the sea—there
were high cliffs and frowning reefs and no beach at all, while on the landward end there was | ow
ground, alnost a marsh, and w de beach

They saw no habitation, no sign of living presence

"Shall | land?" Long Tom questi oned
"Better," Doc advised. "W'I| taxi around the island, using the searchlight, and see what we can
find. "

The sea was slightly rough; the plane hull slamed agai nst wave crests as it cane down, and
shovel ed asi de great sheets of spray. The craft was staunch of construction, however, and w thstood
the buffeting. Wth noaning spurts of the big notors, the electrical w zard sent the ship jouncing
across the surface

Doc and Renny used searchlights

They paralleled the beach for a tine, noting that beyond the strip of wave-stroked sand—the beach
was rmud in spots—ay | ow marsh ground, out of which grew a coarse kind of grass indigenous to
coastal swanp |and, and a few ugly shrubs

Then the island surface becanme hi gher, the beach narrowed, dw ndled entirely, and they were soon
swi ngi ng al ong a palisade of beetling stone. The craggy wall was perforated at irregular intervals
by wave-worn pocks and even snall inlets

Doc Savage, watching the shore, called suddenly, "Long Tom cut your notors!"

The engi nes di ed; the plane sl ackened speed. Under Doc’s steady hand the searchlight beam sought

a crag which projected above the surface, quite near shore

Across the rock lay the girl. The rocky upthrust was no nore than a yard wi de, so that her

sl ender | egs dangl ed down one side, her hair, like a yellow cloth, down the other. She lay perfectly
noti onl ess, not novi ng when the searchlight glitter found her, and there was sonething unpl easant
about her inmmobility.

"Look—unni ng down the side of the rock!" Long Tom grow ed.

It was a thread of red liquid, still wet enough that it glistened in the brilliant light. Like
scarl et yarns attached to the girl’'s throat

"Been a razor used on her, looks like," Renny runbl ed

The engineer drifted an oversize hand into an arnpit and brought out one of the weapons which
resenbl ed automatics, then drew froma cabin pocket several curled magazi nes which were daubed with
varyi ng colors, and substituted one of these for the ammp drumin the gun

"Don’t use anything but nercy bullets,"” Doc warned

"l ain't," Renny nmuttered. "Just put in an ammo drumthat’s filled with tracer nmercy slugs



They' re marked with blue paint."

Doc Savage and his five aides had one policy to which they adhered, no matter how tough the going
becanme or how great the provocation to forget—and that policy was never to take a human life
directly, even when engaged in deadly conbat

They watched the girl. She did not stir

"We' Il pick her up," Doc said. "Sw ng between the rock and the shore, Long Tom"

Long Tomtouched throttles, booted the rudder, and the great plane nosed i nward, rocking a
little, |lack of speed making her sluggish. The craft depended on the regul ar control surfaces for
turni ng, and those needed air speed to function

Doc kept the searchlight trained on the girl, but did not |ean outside the cabin to do so. The
searchlight could be operated frominside with a device simlar to a through-the-w ndshield

aut onobi | e spot i ght

The pl ane angl ed over, swung parallel to the shore, and nosed into the space between the rocky
beach and the rock jutting above the water on which the girl |ay.

"We'll have her in a mnute," Renny nuttered. "I'l|l open the door—Well, for—bPoc! Look!"

Bi g, barrel-bodi ed Jug had | eaped into view on shore. He held a rifle. At |least eight others
appeared. They also gripped rifles.

They threw up the guns and fired a point-blank volley at the plane

THE clattering roar of the rifles was terrific, for the nmuffled plane notors were nmaking little
conpetitive noise. The guns were nodern pieces, |lever and bolt action arms, with two sem automatics
which fired as rapidly as the trigger could be pulled

Jug and his Snows di scharged nore slugs as fast as they could. The rocky shore wi nked with red
nuzzl e flame. Echoes slamred in salvos. Lead screaned

They were good shots—this Jug and his Snows. They fired with cold, inpassioned precision. Brass
enmpties flipped fromejectors in machine precision. And not a bullet mssed the cabin of the big
pl ane

Doc Savage watched for an instant, unperturbed, except that his eyes were |ike pools of fine
flake-gold stirred by an angry, but tiny, gale

On the cabin w ndows before the bronze man's eyes, rifle bullets flattened with | oud smacks
becom ng shapel ess | ead blobs that fell back into the sea. The glass acquired tiny cracks, |ike
condensed spi der webs, but did not break or let any bullets through. It was bull etproof

"Ain't doin’ no good!" Jug screeched. "Tarnation! Shoot sonewhere’s besides at themthar

w nders!"

Jacketed | ead was directed agai nst the plane cabin. But that, too, was bullet-proofed. The slugs
did not get through

"Trap!" Renny thunped in the plane. "The darn girl was the bait!"

Doc Savage said nothing, but swng to the opposite side of the cabin. He opened the door on that
side. The plane was barely nmoving. Ten feet or so away was the rock on which the young worman | ay.
The yellowhaired girl had not stirred

For use in picking up nmooring lines and such, there was a | ong boat hook racked inside the cabin
It was fashioned of an alloy that enbodied strength and |lightness. Doc used it to reach out and
tangle the girl’s frock. The plane cabin protected himfromthe Snows.

A slight jerk toppled her into the water. He drew her toward the plane. She remained |inp

When he got her very near the plane, her head went beneath the surface for a noment and bubbl es
arose fromher nmouth and nostrils. She was alive

Leani ng down, grasping her arm and lifting her into the cabin did not entail nuch difficulty.
Her head hung back linply. Water dripped from her garnents

Doc gl anced at her throat. There was no mark on it. Instead, there was a welt on her head where
she had been knocked out

"Get us out of here," Doc called to Long Tom

The el ectrical expert nodded, struck the throttles

Bullets were still battering the hull, coming nore slowy now, and with precision, as Jug and his
Snows sought some vul nerabl e spot. They had already tried to perforate the gas tanks, but w thout
luck, for these were also bulletproof in construction

Jug seened to be yelling in rage, but his words were inaudible inside the plane because of the
uproar of shots and striking bullets

"I m gonna give these lads a forget-nme-not!" Renny booned

He snapped a wi ndow open a crack, jutted his oversize automatic weapon through, tightened on the
trigger. An astounding noise came fromthe gun. It was deafening, very like a nmoan froma gigantic
bul | fiddle

The weapon was really a machine gun with an incredible rate of fire. It could be latched into
single-fire position. Doc Savage, whose renmarkable m nd enbodi ed nmuch inventive genius, had created
the weapon for the use of his nmen exclusively

Jug junped to cover with a wild |l eap. Three of the Snows were not so fortunate. They staggered
about, slapping at the spots where the mercy slugs had penetrated slightly under the skin. They



tried to run; and finally they sagged down sleepily, becom ng unconscious in the course of a little
time.

The other Snows sought shelter. The baw ing uproar of Renny's superfirer, the quick overcom ng of
three of their nunber, was sonething to nake them cautious

Exhaust stacks whistling, the big plane swayed away fromthe jutting rock. It was sluggish. There
were other fanglike reefs protruding around about, and getting clear would take sonme slow, carefu
maneuveri ng

"Hey!" Renny booned. "Lookit!"

Around a headl and, a notor |aunch popped. The craft was no nore than a hundred yards distant. The
bows were up, and its propellers scoured up a great wake.

Mot or squawling, it headed straight for the plane

"It’'s gonna ramus!" Long Tom bar ked

ONE nman occupi ed the | aunch—a | ong mahogany arrow-and he was hunkered | ow behi nd the wheel, a

| ean, grimnman made bul ky about the chest by a canvas-covered life preserver. Wth I engths of

sl ender rope, he was doing a quick job of |ashing the wheel

Wien the tiller was secured, the launch pilot hurriedly struck several natches. The wi nd whi pped
the first few out, but at |length one blazed | ong enough to ignite sonething on the |aunch

fl oor boar ds—gasol i ne- soaked waste, judging fromthe way it flanmed up

The | aunch driver w apped hands about his face and pitched into the sea. He bounced like a ball
legs gyrating in a cloud of sudsy spray, he went down, but was drawn back to the surface by his life
preserver. He struck out for the shore

The | aunch scudded straight for the plane, cockpit aflane

Long Tom tranped rudders, hammered throttles, fought the wheel, but there is no vehicle nore
unwi el dy than a seapl ane out of the air. The craft lurched about |oggily, too slow to escape

The launch hit with a crunching and screeching of nmetal. Like a great ax, the sharp bows cut into
the cabin.

Doc got clear with an agile leap. He carried the girl. Renny was knocked spraw i ng, but unhurt
The fuel tanks were ruptured. Gasoline flooded, whooshed! as it took fire. Heat gave off in
snmoki ng bill ows.

From the shore, Jug and his Snows continued shooting. Bullets cracked agai nst the plane. Their
sound was that of buckshot dropped on a tin can, greatly magnified

"We don't dare get out!" Renny runbled. "They' Il plug us, sure!"

"Long Tom " Doc shouted. "See if you can’'t haul her inshore before we get roasted out."

The el ectrical w zard jacked the throttles w de. The props slashed over at top speed. The
slipstream pi cked up burning gasoline and carried it away, the stuff blazing through the air like
sone magic flane. Heat increased intensely

The pl ane sl oughed conpl etely around. The rudder control cables were janmred.

Doc dived back into the fusel age, forcing hinself through a tiny door, and haul ed and jerked at
the cables. Thanks to his effort, the plane straightened out and wal | owed for the beach. It

gr ounded

Renny used his superfirer through a cabin wi ndow, squinting in the heat and glare of burning
gasoline. Hi s gun spoke in short npans. Forward, Long Tom al so rel eased storns of nercy slugs

Jug ran to cover. One of his nmen went down, then the others sought refuge with their chief. For a
monment, their rifle fire was stilled.

Doc and his two nmen dived out of the plane and plunged into the forest of boul ders. The bronze
man carried the girl whose hair was like corn silk

Behind them fire finished the ruin of their plane

Chapter VIII. THE SCARED RAYMOND

JUG and his Snows recovered thenselves in time to fire a few shots, but these were tardy and only
gouged stone particles off the boulders or ricochetted, scream ng. No slug did danage

Doc Savage doubled low, the girl’s slack formcradled in his arns, and worked for nore
substantial shelter. Renny and Long Tom brought up the rear. No words were exchanged

The rush and coarse grass made sone noi se underfoot. The grass seened to be extrenely dry for
this season of the year. Sone plant affliction had killed much of the brush within the | ast year or
two so that many dry, dead stubs were underf oot

"They be agoin’ over thar!" Jug roared, hearing the sounds

Arifle jarred. The slug whack-zinged through brush and rocks

Renny pronptly replied with his nachine pistol. One of the Snows cursed. There was no nore
shooti ng

"Damm t hi m Raynonds!" how ed Jug

Renny tol d Doc Savage, "Them guys seemto think we’re named Raynond."

"So it seens," Doc said quietly. Then he lifted his voice to a shout which Jug could not hel p but
hear .

"You fellows nust be making a m stake. None of us are naned Raynond."



"Ain't makin' no mstake." Jug disclai ned.

"But we are not naned Raynond."

"Ain't keerin what your nanme be," Jug baw ed back. "You be a-holpin’ thimRaynonds. Fer as we're
concerned, thot nmakes you a | ow down Raynond pol ecat."

"The Iight dawns," Renny said softly. "Those fellows are the Snows, and they hate us because they
think we’re with the Raynonds."

"Well, they ain't far wong," Long Tomgrunbled. "It was Chelton Raynond that called us up here."
Renny stunbl ed over a dry stick which crackled |oudly, and drew a bullet. VWien they had gone on a
few yards, he whispered, "That rem nds me—what’s beconme of Chelton Raynond and the others off the
yacht ?"

"Must be on the island somewhere," Doc hazarded

They shuffled through very dry grass which came alnost to their belts. The eneny did not seemto
be foll ow ng

"These machine pistols got their goats," Renny snorted

"1've been thinkin'," Long Tomoffered. "You know what this thing |ooks |ike?"

"What ?"

"A rmountain feud!"

"Rats!" grunted Renny. "You'd better go back to your coils and vacuum tubes and sparks."

"All of these are nountain people," Long Tom pointed out. "There are two fanm lies who hate each
other. If that don't snell of feud, 1'd |ike to know what does."

"But we're up here on the highly civilized Maine coast where Bostoni ans and New Yorkers go for
sunmer vacations. They don’t have feuds here, except on the golf courses and over the bridge
tables."

"I still say it's a feud."

"Who ever heard of a feud being carried out of the Kentucky nmountains, or wherever it was going
on?"

"Wait and see!"

DOC SAVAGE | owered the golden-haired girl in the I ee of a rocky spire

"We' Il be safe here for a few mnutes," he said. "Let’'s see if we can revive this girl, Frosta
Rayrmond, or whatever her name is. She nay be able to tell us what is behind all this."
Resuscitation, it devel oped, was sinple, for the young wonman was al ready on the point of
recovering consciousness. A slight wist chafing and cheek sl apping revived her to the point where
she opened her eyes, squirmed a little, tried to sit up, then grinmaced and | ay back, hol ding her
head. Wen she spoke, her voice was fairly firm

"Their trick—didn’t work!"

Doc’ s strange gol den eyes remai ned expressionless. "It seened for a tinme that you were working
with Jug. It did look as if you drew nme into a trap back at the hotel."

"l didn't!" Her eyes flew wi de. "Wen Jug and the rest of them good-for-nothin’ Snows junped you

| ran to get ny old pappy’'s arny pistol out of my grip-sack in the hotel. But Jug had a Show
a-watchin’ the hotel door, and the no-good knocked nme down, and, ‘fore | could do anything, carried
me off."

Long Tom possibly to settle his argunent with the big-fisted Renny, put in a question

"Is this a feud?"

"Yes," the girl nodded

Long Tom j abbed Renny with a thunb. "See!"

"*Tain't no ordinary feud, though," Frosta Raynond put in.

"What do you nean?" Doc asked curiously.

"There's somethin’ big and horrible behind it. ‘Tain’t just one lineup a nountain fol ks a-hatin’
anot her |ineup, although Raynonds have hated Snows as far back as anybody can renenber. There’'s nore
to it than that."

"l still don't get you," the bronze nman told her

"I"mtal kin' about the Squeakin' Goblin."

An intense silence followed the pretty nountaineer’s words, for all three nmen instantly grasped

to what she referred when she spoke of the Sgueaking Goblin. It could be none other than the phantom
in deerskins and coonskin cap who wought death with a |ong nuzzl e-1 oader that squeaked, and the
bul | ets of which vani shed nysteriously.

"Squeakin’ Goblin!" Renny thunped. "That name sure fits the guy!"

Frosta Raynond sat up. "You-all have seen hinP" she cried

Renny grunted, "You said it!"

"Did he—try anything?" the girl demanded hesitatingly.

"Well, he took a pot-shot at Doc, here, and then he up and killed one of Jug s pals whomwe were
trying to question."

Frosta Raynond gasped, sprang erect. "The Squeakin’ Goblin killed a Snow? You saw it?"

Doc nodded

"That proves what | have suspected,"” the girl said rapidly. "The Squeakin’ Goblin is only



supposed to kill Raynonds. The Raynonds have been a-clainmn’ he is a Snow who goes around di sgui sed
in buckskin clothes and a coonskin cap. Now he's killed a Snow. Don’t that prove he's not a Snow?"
Renny pulled at a long jaw. "Well, fromthe way he vani shed when we tried to corner him |

woul dn’t swear that he was anything human.”

The girl was silent for some nonents

"l was hopin’ you wouldn't say that," she nurnured at |ast

"\ 2"

"‘ Cause the mountain people claimthe Squeakin’ Goblin is a spook," said Frosta Raynond. "The

spook of ol d Col unmbus Snow, who was killed a-feudin’ nore than eighty years ago."

THE ni ght breeze, sweeping in fromthe sea, made fluttering sounds in the dry grass and an
occasional crackle in the equally arid brush, while in the distance, toward the ocean-ward end of
the island, there was an occasional murmur of conversation the text indistinguishable, as Jug and
his Snows held consultation

"Tel |l us about this original Squeaking Goblin," Doc suggested

The girl conplied pronptly. "Ad Col unbus Snow |ived back in the days when the Raynond- Snow feud
was hottest. He carried a |long nuzzle-loadin' rifle that he had nade hinself, and when it went off
it made a | oud squeak, instead of a bang |ike another gun. Nobody ever did rightful know why that
was. A d Col unbus had sneakin’ ways, and got around right spooky, so that he was called the
Squeakin’ Goblin."

"And he was killed eighty years ago?" Doc asked

"About that |ong ago," agreed Frosta Raynond. "He killed a passell of people in his feudin', did
ol d Col unbus Snow, but one day he got kotched. My own granddaddy Raynond shot himright ‘tw xt the
eyes."

"l see," Doc said—then was silent, his keen ears picking up sounds fromthe other end of the
island. "What started this present feud? O has it been going on since the original Squeaking
Goblin' s day?"

"It died down for years. It started up this last tine |less than six nonths ago."

"\Npy 2"

"Squeakin’ Goblin."

" Eh?"

The girl’'s voice turned grim "The Squeakin’ Coblin started bushwhacki n” Raynonds. Then sone
Snows was killed and their houses burned."

"The Squeaking Goblin did that to the Snows?"

"Not accordin’ to the Snows. They clainmed it was Raynonds that did it. The Raynobnds got mad and
clai med as how t he Squeakin’ Goblin was sone good-for-nothin’ Snow dressed up in buckskins, who was
a-killin" Raynonds."

"One word | ed to another, eh?"

"And words led to shots," Frosta Raynond said slowmy. "And it wasn't long until the old

Raynond- Snow feud was goin’ full blast."

"Al'l of this happened within the |last six nonths?"

"Yes."

Renny, who had been dividing his attention between the girl's story and listening to the distant
Jug and his men, put in a low runble

"Think Jug is fixin up some devilnent, Doc," said the engi neer

Doc gave ear to the suspicious quiet fromthe vicinity of the Snow clan and their bul ky | eader
"You' re probably right, Renny," he admitted. "I'Il ask Frosta another question or two, then |ook
intoit."

Frosta Raynond seened to read the query he intended putting

"lI’ve heard of you," she said. "Read sonme about you in a nagazine. It said you made a business of
hel pin’ others out of trouble, and that no job was too big for you. It told how you once stopped a
revolution in sone European country."

"That wasn't so |long ago," Doc adnmitted

"I got to thinkin' that you m ght be able to stop this feud and all of its killin," the gir

went on. "But the Raynonds, ny folks, only laughed at me and made fun of the idea of callin” in a
furriner when | put it up to them —4—didn’t know what to do

"Then, the other day, a fam |y of our neighbors was feuded—an, his wife and their kid. After

saw that, and hel ped bury them | took a dab of noney | had and cane to get you, in spite of what ny
folks said."

"That explains your presence here," Doc told her. "One nore thing. Wiy is Chelton Raynond so
inmportant that Jug and his Snows would conme all the way from Kentucky to get hin®"

The girl said, "I never heard of no Chelton Raynond until tonight."

" Eh?"

"Never set eyes on Chelton Raynond until the Snows got himtonight."

"Where is he being hel d?"

"The other end of the island.”



"Others with hinP"

"Yes. Some hands off his boat and sone private detectives that he hired to protect hinself. That
sounds strange. A Raynond don’t usually hire nobody to do his fightin ."

Doc consi dered. "Ever hear of a man known as ‘ That Adopted Mdor, Bl ack Raynond’ ?"

"What ?"

"He lived a long time ago—a hundred years or nore, possibly," Doc said. "W found a book about
himon Chelton Raynond’s yacht, in the safe—er so an X-ray picture seened to show. Ever hear of
hi n?"

Frosta Raynond thought that over. "Seens like | recall mnmy granddaddy telling about a Bl ack
Raynmond who once got to be king of a Morish city, and who was an ancestor of ours. Do you reckon
that’s hin®?"

"M ght be," Doc admtted. "But we'll go into it later."

He noved away, and the night suddenly swall owed him

DOC SAVAGE was a man who possessed strength that, when neasured by the conparative standards of
an ordinary man's nuscul ar ability, was al nost incredible. Many an individual had conme in contact
with the renmarkabl e bronze nan, seen or felt his fabul ous power, and thereafter had been stunned
unabl e to conprehend how a human frane coul d harbor such sinews.

Any nystery connected with Doc Savage's physical ability would have vani shed had those who were
puzzl ed been present at the two-hour routine of exercises which he had taken each day since
chi | dhood

Those exerci ses were amazing. Strenuous, conplete, they were cal cul ated to devel op each nuscle
as well as the senses of sight, hearing, taste, scent, touch

The bronze giant’s great nuscular ability had never been nore evident than it was now as he went
forward through the darkness, for his tread was as light as that attained by sinews of a great

jungl e cat
Too, he seenmed possessed of the eye of a feline, able to see in the dark, for he disturbed the
dead noi sy brush not at all, and avoided the dry grass in uncanny fashion

Jug, muttering to a group of his nen near shore, did not hear the bronze phantom draw near, and
the darkness conceal ed him

"Hit's a-givin" ne a pain under ny hat," Jug was grow ing. "Them detective fellers be scared too
bad to do any plain and fancy lyin'. Thot’'s why | kain't savvy it."

"Figger yer right, Jug," agreed a follower. "Ht's a nystery."

"Reckon they ain't lyin' when they say as how this Chelton Raynond hired ‘emto guard ‘imfrom
the Squeakin’ Goblin." Jug went on. "Hell! Mughtn't thot friz yer hair!"

"Plunmb’ puzzlin', Jug. Wo d' you figger this Squeakin' Goblin nmought be?"

"Tarnation! | dunno."

"Jug, you calcul ate the Squeakin' Goblin mght be a real ghost?" another man put in.

"Ain't believin in no sech things!" Jug disclainmed

"Mought be thot Tige rascallion,” said a third Show. "If thar was ever a scanp, thot Tige is it."
"He's a scrappin’ son of a gun,"” Jug grunted. "Wnder what he was a-doin’ with thot Chelton
Raynond? Did thot scared detective say?"

"Said Chelton Raynond saint plunb to Kentucky fer “im" the other relied. "Don't believe thot
nohow. Maybe Tige is that Squeakin' Goblin."

"Well, he ain’t gonna squeak nuch longer," Jug said grimy. "Soon’s we figger out howto git them
fellers thot cone in the sky-wagon, we'll nmassacre the whole passell a° ‘em"”

"Ain"t no Raynond flttin' to |live, nohow " agreed the second Snow.

Doc Savage noved away—and there was no sound, no visible stir in the darkness, to show that he
had been present and had overheard

DOC made for the seaward end of the island, where Frosta Raynond had said the prisoners were

hel d, and as he noved, the bronze man considered. He was unable to place Tige, and concluded the
fell ow nust be a nountaineer, a Raynond, whom Chel ton Raynond had called in for assistance. Doc had
not yet met tobacco-chew ng Tige

The breeze fromthe sea rustled the brush and whispered in the dry grass; waves slopped softly on
the beach. No sound the bronze nan made was audi bl e above these

Cigarette snoke showed Doc his objective. His sensitive nostrils detected the tobacco tang in the
breeze. Mwvenents wary, he traced the source of the burning weed, and soon found it

A man | ounged in the murk beside a rock, rifle across his knees, hand-rolled cigarette clinging

to alip. The cigarette end, glowing red at intervals, cast a faint aura on brush, grass and stone
A few seconds | ater, when he had finished snoking, he expectorated on the glowing fag to

extinguish it, a habitual precaution which came as second nature to a man who had spent his life
where forest fires were a perpetual nmenace. He cast the fag away, yawning

The yawn ended in a froglike noise, an unnatural croak. The man's arns jerked spasmodically. H's
rifle was flung away by the novenent and fell into the undergrowth. He nmade a clutching gesture at
the back of his neck; then air ran noisily fromhis lungs. H's arms and | egs stiffened and shook as



if in contact wth a strange electric current, and he seened to go to sleep.

Doc Savage renoved his right hand fromthe back of the man’s neck. Doc had studi ed many subjects
intensively, but above all other things, he knew human anatony. Wth the hand, he had applied
pressure which had paral yzed certain nerve centers, bringing sensel essness as effectively as by the
knockout route. The man had never heard his bronze nenesis approach.

Doc advanced swiftly. The stony island split apart suddenly in a gully. The sandy bottom of this
carpeted his footsteps, so that, when he rounded a corner, those beyond had no warning of his
appr oach.

Had they heard him they could have done little about it, for they were bound and gagged. Doc
moved anong them wusing his flashlight.

In closest proximty lay a lean, brindled man with the face of a hawk. He had gun-blue eyes, and
a slab of a jaw over which tobacco juice was sneared and dried, as if he had been chew ng the weed
when taken violently by surprise.

Doc untied him

"Who are you?" he asked.

"Tige," said the gaunt nountaineer. "Reckon you nought be Doc Savage, huh?"

Doc nodded, his netallic features showing in the backglow of the flashlight. Then he untied the
other prisoners. Some wore the type of uniforms commonly affected by yacht sailors, while others
bore badges marking them as private detectives of the Coastal Agency.

"Whi ch one of you is Chelton Raynond?" Doc asked.

Tige cursed softly, violently. No one el se made any answer.

"Which is Chelton Raynond!" Doc denmanded nore sharply.

"Chelton ain't here," said Tige.

Doc rapped, "The girl said he was anong the prisoners."

"He was." Tige scrubbed at his soiled chin with the back of one hand, then the other. "Chelton up
and got | oose."

"How | ong ago?"

"Five mnutes ago, reckon."

"Didn’'t he nake an effort to free you?" Doc asked curiously.

Tige cursed again, still softly, but nore violently than before; he nmanaged to get utter disgust
in his swearing without raising his draw appreciably.

"Chelton jist skedaddl ed ‘thout makin’ a stab at untyin’ us," he said. "And that war’'nt no way
fur a Raynond to act."

Doc noted tracks, evidently Chelton Raynond’'s, leading up the gully. Followi ng them he found a
gag and | engths of rope where they had been cast aside.

The trail went toward the seaward end of the isle, and even the bronze man’s highly devel oped
faculties were unequal to following it w thout using the flashlight, which would betray himto Jug
and his Snows.

Doc went back to the freed captives.

"Does Chelton Raynmond own this island, Tige?" he asked.

"Yop," said Tige. "He told nme ‘bout hit. He's got hinself a leetle cabin sonewhere’s on the

pl ace. Says he'd figured on fixin" up a right pert sumrer house here one day."

"Know where the cabin is?" Doc asked. "It nust be located under a large tree or a rock overhang,
because we failed to spot it fromthe air."

"Dunno whar it be," disclainmed Tige.

Doc | ed them back toward the spot where Renny, Long Tom and the girl waited. They wal ked I ndi an
file, one behind the other, and took great care not to be heard.

"Bl azes!" Renny thunped softly when they appeared. "You canme up as spooky as a string of those
Squeaki ng Goblins."

"Squeakin’ Goblin!" Tige grow ed. "What you-all know ‘bout hinP"

"Not nearly as much as we would like to know, Tige," Doc replied. "Can you tell us anything?"
"Squeakin’ Goblin is a durn good-fur-nothin’ Snow a-wearin’ a outfit a buckskin duds and
a-carryin’ a nmuzzle-loader," grated Tige.

"You are wong," Doc said.

"How you figger thot?"

"l overheard the Snows tal king," Doc replied. "The identity of the Squeaking Goblin is as great a
nystery to themas to us. They even think you are the Goblin, Tige."

"Tarnation!" Tige said wonderingly.

Renny suddenly emtted a bawing roar, then bounded atop a boul der.

"Look here, Doc!" he how ed.

"Fired the brush, haven't they, Renny?" Doc asked quietly.

Renny wheel ed and peered downward wonderingly. "You already knew it?"

"Caught the snoke odor a nonent before you yelled,"” Doc told him

A flanboyant sun seened to be conming up over the eastern end of the island, a spreading gl ow

whi ch suffused the sky with harsh, red flush. Yet the hour was nowhere near dawn.

"Gonna burn us out!" Renny said, and his great voice was worri ed.



Chapter | X. THREE SKYMEN

DRYNESS of the grass and brush which furred the island, and the viol ence of the breeze which
scurried in fromthe open sea, nmade a grisly conbination.

Renny thunbed his flashlight on, the beam di sclosing faint w sps of snoke, these increasing to
great streaners, then clouds, so that Doc’s group was nauseated, being forced, hacking and coughing,
to sink close to the ground.

Bul l ets nade a racket near by. Renny doused his I|ight.

Ti ge, who had been lurking in the background, ventured timdly forward and confronted the girl,
Frosta Raynond.

"Tige!" the girl gasped, and there was delight in her tone.

"Kinda nice you war’'nt hurt none to speak of," Tige said with the uneasiness of a man to whom
snoot h words are foreign.

Doc cane over. "You know each ot her?"

"We be cousins," said Tige.

The girl nodded. "Both Raynonds."

"My nane’s Tige Raynond Eller," said Tige. "My mammy was one a' the Raynonds."

Doc said nothing, but his remarkabl e fl ake-gold eyes watched the pair closely as Frosta Raynond
stared intently at Tige, seened to consider, then abruptly put a question.

"You |l eft the nountains nysteriously, two weeks ago, Tige," she said. "Wy?"

"*Body kain't turn down his relations," Tige nmuttered.

"You nmean that Chelton Raynond called on you for hel p?"

"Yop. "

"How conme you didn't tell anybody you were com ng East?"

Ti ge squirnmed, seened nore gaunt and hard-bitten than ever.

"Letter | got from Chelton Raynond ‘| owed as how nought be best if’n nobody was told," he nmunbl ed
finally. "He ‘lowed the Squeakin’ Goblin m ght hear."

"Was Chetton Raynond scared of the Squeakin’ Goblin?"

"Yop. The durn spook has tried to nail ‘imthree tinmes, all told."
"Where i s Chelton Raynond now?"
"Tarnation! | dunno."

That term nated the conversation. Tige hauled out a twist of long green which his late captors
had not taken fromhimand, biting into it, wenched and gnashed with his teeth until he had

det ached an enornpus quid. Satisfaction sat his angular face as he began to nmsticate, and he
wat ched the billowi ng snoke, the showering clouds of sparks, without visible concern.

"That guy’s got nerve," Renny told Long Tom quietly.

"He may be deeper than his dunb actions indicate," Long Tom pointed out pessimstically. "Paste
that thought in your fire helnet."

Wil e the conversation went on the party had not stood still, but had noved backward, seeking
sone spot where the fire was not likely to burn, and where they could find safety.

They were having little luck. Even the rank grass on the |l ow end of the island was dry. In places
it was already flamng, having caught afire fromthe sparks which swirled overhead |ike clouds of
glittering winged jewels.

"We can al ways wade into the drink," Renny grunbled.

A nmorment | ater, his optimsmwas punctured.

"Listen," invited Doc Savage.

Every one halted and cupped hands to ears. Their features at first registered curiosity, then
this faded and bl ank uneasi ness came, and they exchanged strange |l ooks in the fire gl ow.

A purring sound—t had a watery quality—had become audible. It could have only one meani ng.
"Motor boat!" Renny runbled. "Comin’ fromthe other end of the island!'"

Doc confronted Tige. "Wien you were brought to the island, how many boats did they use?"

"War’' nt but one," said Tige. "They burned the plane with it."

"Then this one nmust be froma boathouse that Chelton Raynond had on the island," Doc decided

al oud.

"W never saw no boathouse fromthe air," Renny rem nded.

"Nor did we see a cabin. But Tige says there is one—er so Chelton Raynond told him"

They saw the | aunch they had heard a nmoment before. It was cruising the shore line. The boat was
filled with men, Jug occupying the bow.

Jug had a rifle, which he lifted; his men did likewise with their guns. They all fired al nost
toget her, launching bullets which cane in a screeching storm and forced Doc and his party to take
cover.

"Dang ‘eml" roared Renny. "They're sure gonna give us sone trouble!"

IN a voice that vibrated power, in tones which carried over the increasing noise of the fire, Doc
Savage directed his group to seek such substantial shelter as rocks offered, and remain there.
Renny and Long Tom obeyed, although Doc’s | ack of activity puzzled them Their position was



becom ng nore perilous by the instant, and Doc was taking it nmuch too easily

The yacht crew and the detectives commented anong thensel ves on the bronze nman’s inactivity.
"l always heard there was no jamthat bronze guy couldn’'t get out of," growed a detective in a
| ow voi ce.

"Bal ony!" snorted anot her

"That’'s what | think," agreed the first

"He got you away from Jug and the Snows, didn't he?" pretty Frosta Raynond put in caustically.
The men of the Coastal Agency | ooked unconfortable, for they had not realized the girl was
over hearing

Tige got up and went over to Doc Savage. The tall nountai neer was scowing, his slab of a jaw
out. He drove brown tobacco juice in the direction of the fire

"Ain't yer gonna do nothin' ‘bout things?" he demanded of Doc

"Sit down," the bronze man invited

Tige scowed. "If'n you ain't figgered out nothin', hit's tine somebody with ideas took hold. W
ain't a-wantin’ to be burned up."
" Meani ng?"

"I’ mgonna start givin orders. W uns kin build a backfire and maybe stop the—=

Doc Savage reached up and cl asped Tige's bony wist. The nove was executed so swiftly that Tige
did not have tine to jerk his hand away. The bony nountai neer did not conprehend fully until he was
haul ed down to all fours, yanked with a strength such as he had never expected to encounter in any
man.

Ti ge opened his nmouth to curse. His fists balled to strike bl ows.

The bullets stornmed the space where he had stood. They screaned into nearby rocks and clinbed

how ing, into the boiling snmoke above. Had Tige been erect, he might well have been hit

Tige said nothing, but it was evident he realized the bronze nman had saved him After a bit, he
grinned sheepishly and noved away, sayi ng nothing nore about taking charge of things

"Hey!" Long Tom how ed abruptly. "Upstairs!"

Eyes went skyward. A great glare of light was dropping out of the sky. Snoke nade it vague, but
did little to hanmper its dazzling brillaince

"So that’'s what you were waiting on!" Renny told Doc

"They were about due," Doc said dryly.

THE glare in the sky was the landing |ight of a plane. They soon heard the notors over the

cackl ing uproar of burning brush and grass. The ship swooped overhead, the |ights scudding whitely
through the snmoke pall, then banked off in the direction of the |aunch which bore Jug and his Snows.
In the night sky, red with a hell-froth fromthe fire, giant snare druns seemed to beat a great
cadenza

Pi ps of water junped up in the sea around Jug and his Snows. It was as if there had conme a rain

of hard tiny, invisible drops. And that deadly shower struck terror into the |aunchl oad of
mount ai neers, for they had no trouble realizing the droplets were of |ead—achine gun bullets

The pl ane, enbodied with trenendous speed, whipped past, clinbed high in the sky, heeled over and
around and canme swi nging back |like a great pendulumto the attack

Jug took advantage of the respite. He junped up and down in the launch, baw ing orders

The | aunch heel ed around, the propellers threw up green water and ash-colored foamfromthe

stern, and the craft gathered speed. It headed for the mainland, a mle or so distant

The pl ane whooped overhead. Along its wi ngs tongues of red flame flickered fromthe nuzzl es of
machi ne guns nounted in the streanined wing structure

I'n the launch, nen upset. Hard hail stones seened to bel abor the thwarts and flooring

Jug cursed and wielded his rifle. Had he taken the tinme to exami ne his nmen, or sone of the
bul | ets which were barely enbedded in the wood, he woul d have realized, possibly, that the slugs
were hollow shells filled with a drug which nmerely produced unconsci ousness. O nmaybe he woul d not
have realized. Jug was not possessed of nuch scientific |earning

Again and again Jug fired at the plane searchlights, but failed to put themout, much to his
disgust. It did not occur to himthat the | enses were bull et proof

Good fortune rode with Jug, at that, for he reached the shore of the nmainland with the | aunch
Unhit, he scranbled out, snarling at those of his followers who were still conscious, and hel ped
haul the nmercy bullet victins to cover

Over head, the plane buzzed |ike an angry wasp. Apparently those aboard concl uded they woul d have
difficulty corralling Jug and his gang if they did land, so they swept back out to the island

The ship was an anphi bi an, as thoroughly at honme upon the water as on land. It cane down lightly
on the sea, smashed spray off the tops of a few waves, than sank its hull in the water and swing to
the beach

The craft halted not far fromwhere Doc Savage and his party were standing in the water, trying
to avoid the fire ashore. The cabin hatch expl oded open

IN the sea up to his neck, Tige Eller eyed the first man to cl anber out of the plane. He blinked



"I"l1l swar!" he nuttered. "Al ways figgered Jug Snow was the honeliest human critter livin' . But
yonder be his beat."

The man getting out of the plane would wei gh near two hundred and fifty pounds, and seened bi gger
because he was not fat. The fellow was nearly as broad as high; his head was small; great beans of
arns swung bel ow his knees, and coarse red hair covered nost of his visible hide. A casual observer
m ght have thought a great gorilla was sw nging out of the anphibian

The api sh one peered around out of small eyes. "O K., Doc?"

"O. K., Mnk," Doc told him

Monk—he rarely heard his full nane of Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair—was a gentleman
whose siman | ooks were m sl eading, for he was one of the world' s |eading chemi sts, a man whose nane
and acconplishnents were nmentioned with awe wherever knights of the test tubes gathered in concl ave
Monk junped into the water, carel ess of an expensive suit of clothes. Then he swiveled and eyed

t he pl ane door

"Ham " he bawl ed at sone one within the plane. "Leggo that hog! Wat in the bl azes—

A | oud squeal piped fromthe plane. Qut of the door sailed a grotesque object of reddish

hue—Mbnk’ s pet pig, Habeas Corpus

Habeas vaguely resenbled a flying bird—antil he hit the water, for his ears were trenendous, his
body scrawny, his legs long and thin. Habeas bel onged to the sanme class as Monk, his master. Both
were freaks.

"Dang you, Haml" Mnk squaw ed. "1'Il tie that sword cane around your neck!"

An exceedi ngly dapper gentl eman appeared in the plane door, scow ed at Mnk, eyed the water
distastefully, then clinbed atop the cabin where he woul d not be in danger of getting wet. He was

t hi n-wai sted, sharp of features, with the large nouth of an orator. He carried a slender black cane
G owering at Monk, the carefully dressed man slipped his dark cane apart a few inches, show ng

the thin blade within it

"The next time that hog tries to bite me his tail is going to be anputated—ight behind his

ears," he prom sed

The gentleman with the sword cane was Ham-Bri gadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks. In the halls

of Harvard hung a pl aque honoring the man who was consi dered the nost astute |awyer that institution
of learning had ever turned out. It bore Hamis nane

A third man cl anbered out of the anphi bian. He was a human granddaddy | onglegs. It seened that no
man could be as thin as he, and live. H's trousers whi pped about his bony shanks as about wooden
laths, and his coat hung as on a wire hangar. Fromhis |apel dangled a nonocle on a ribbon

"The perpetual brawling of you two is an unnmitigated annoyance," he said, scowing at Mnk and

Ham

Johnny—the field of archaeol ogy knew himas WII|iam Harper Littlejohn—iked big words. He never
used a small word where he could think of a |arger one

These three nmen, Monk and Hamwi th their unendi ng squabbling, and the bony Johnny, were, besides
being the other three nmenbers of Doc Savage's group of five aides, each a |l eader in his particular
prof ession. Each was noderately weal thy, or capable of maki ng handsome fees when worki ng

Al five of Doc’s aides had one thing in common—a | ove of excitenent and adventure. That was the
thing which held themto the giant bronze nan. Doc, by the very nature of his strange life's work of
hel ping others out of their troubles, |ed a punch-packed |ife. Were he went, excitement was usually
to be found

Renny runbl ed at the three newconers, "For once, |’mglad to see your ugly faces!"

"Did we chase away the bad boys who were nol esting you?" the sharp-tongued Ham asked

MONK, * Doc cal | ed

"Yeah?" The honely cheni st | ooked up, having seized the swi nmng pig, Habeas Corpus, by one
enor nous ear

"Did you get a |look at the inside of the |aunch?"

"Yep," Monk replied. "Saw everybody in the boat."

Doc hurriedly described Chelton Raynond, giving a word picture of the man which was supplied by
the bony Tige

"There was nobody |ike that in the |launch," said Mnk

"Conme on," Doc rapped. "We'I|l find him then get after Jug Snow and his outfit."

In order to get behind the fire it was necessary to board the plane, the ship in turn taxiing a
few hundred feet out to sea, clear of flying sparks, then heading for the other end of the island
The fire still burned with sufficient violence to cast an aureate brilliance over nost of the
isle and the sea. Bathed by this red light, the sea had a gory, sinister aspect

Doc Savage stood on the hull of the plane, a little back fromthe whistling steel discs of the
propel l ers, and scrutinized the rocky shore of the isle. Unexpectedly, he |leveled an arm
"Look," he said

Chapter X. THE GOBLI N KILLS



QUTLINED in the early light of the dawn, a canoe had appeared around a sheer outjutting of stone
It traveled swiftly, a tiny shell that rode as |light as a cork atop the unending procession of
waves. A paddl e dipped frantically, throwing green water in a nanner which showed the wi el der of the
bl ade was not an expert

One nman occupi ed the canoe, a man who was very tall, very blond-his hair, eyebrows, nustache
bei ng al nost white

"Chel ton Raynond!" Renny expl oded

"Ahoy the plane!" called the man in the canoe. "Are you Doc Savage?"

Doc’ s powerful voice advised himhis guess was correct. "Are you Chelton Raynond?" he asked
"Right," called the canoeman

"Where have you been?" Doc shouted

"H ding close to ny shack at the other end of the island," Chelton Raynond said. "This canoe was
lying in the brush there."

A Coastal Agency detective nuttered, "That's Chelton Raynond, all right," then yelled in a | ouder
voice, "You all O K, M. Raynond?"

"Except for a few bruises, yes," called Chelton Raynond

The canoe was still sonme distance down the shore line, riding the waves, but com ng cl oser

Renny failed to contain his curiosity.

"What's this all about, M. Raynond?" he called

The man in the canoe stopped paddling, cupped his hands about his lips and yelled, "Up until an
hour ago, | had no idea. Then, what may be the explanation cane to ne. |'Il tell you in a nonent."
He began paddling again

Renny shouted, "Say, are you any kin to Frosta Raynond?"

Chel ton Raynond, they could see even fromthat distance, started violently and held the paddl e
close to his chest

"What do you know about Frosta Raynobnd?" he demanded

"Only that she's here with us," Renny retorted, the power of his bellow ng voice nmaking it a
sinple matter to carry on a conversation over that distance

There with you!" Chelton Raynond’'s voice was al nbst a scream He sprang erect in the canoe
"Sure," Renny replied. "Say, why the excitenment?"

Chel ton Raynond seenmed about to answer, but did not. H's head dropped, eyes seeking the paddle in
his hand vaguely, then his head turned slowy, and he seened to be | ooki ng about while engaged in
deep thought. Suddenly he enmitted a piercing yell

He | evel ed the paddle at the rocky shore, pointing

"The Squeaki ng Goblin!" he screeched

RENNY peered at the spot Chelton Raynond was indicating. "Holy cow Danged if | see the spook!"
"Behi nd that square rock!" Chelton Raynond howl ed. "He's aimng his damed rifle at ne!"

The square rock in question was easily distinguished in the early norning sunlight. It was very
large, and its opposite side offered nuch shelter

Doc and his nen ran for the rock

From t he canoe, Chelton Raynond wailed, "The Goblin is going to shoot!"

Raynond t hen went through all of the gestures of a man who sees death as his lot in the i nmediate
future. The blond man waved his arns, covered his eyes, then uncovered themhastily as if fearing to
nmeet fate blindfol ded

"Di ve overboard!" Doc called

Chel ton Raynond either did not hear or else was too terrified to take heed, for he did not dive
into the sea, but covered his eyes again instead and fl opped down into the canoe, apparently under
the inpression that its thin canvas-and-spruce sides would offer sone shelter

The Squeaki ng Goblin had not becone visible on shore

There cane a squeak—short, hideous, very real

Chel ton Raynond stood up in the canoe, screanming. He had transferred his arns to his chest, where
they were crossed, tightly clutching. Face contorted, eyes staring, he reeled, could not keep his
bal ance, and toppled slowy.

A snear of crinson fluid had already covered the hands which were cl enched agai nst his chest

The man hit the water—there was some spl ashing, and he sank al nbost at once

"Hunt the Squeaking CGoblin!" Doc rapped. Then he veered to the water, plunged in, and swam toward
the overturned canoe with tremendous strokes

Speedy as was the swiming of the bronze man, however, sone seconds were required in reaching the
canoe. Once there, he dived. He was down a long tinme. Conming up, his hands were enpty.

He dived again, repeating this tine after tine, until at |ast he had explored the bottom of the
sea for many yards in every direction, and especially in the direction of the tide, for there was a
strong current toward the open sea

He did not find Chelton Raynond, or his body.

"Tide nmust have carried it away before you got there, Doc," said the small-voiced Mnk



"Possibly," Doc admtted.

"Cone over here. W want you to | ook at what we found."

Doc went over to the square rock behind which Chelton Raynond had screaned that the Squeaking
Goblin stood. Nowhere to be seen was the gaunt figure in deerskins. Indeed, there was nothing but
ashes where the grass of the island had been burned away.

"Get it?" Monk queried.

"No tracks," Doc said.

Monk wrinkled his honely face. "It just ain't possible, Doc. If this Squeaking Goblin was here,
he' d have left tracks."

"So you say!" Renny jeered. "I tell you, this Squeaking Goblin has all the traits of a real

bi g- shot spook. "

THEY conducted a further search in the next few mnutes, but the net result was exactly nothing.
There were no tracks to show that a physical presence had haunted the island and fired the strange,
squeaking rifle.

"l amgoing after Jug Snow," Doc said abruptly. "Johnny, you and Long Tom stay here with these
private detectives and the crew of Chelton Raynond' s yacht and see what you can find."

Wth Mnk, Ham and Renny of his own little group of five, and Frosta and Tige, Doc put off in the

pl ane. They headed for the spot where it was reasonable to believe Jug Snow and his party woul d have
| anded on the nainl and.

Chapter Xl. THE SAFE SURPRI SE

JUG SNOW S | aunch was found al nost at once, abandoned on the beach of the distant mainland. Doc
pushed a search for tracks. These were not difficult to find, since Jug and his followers had, at
the time of their landing, evidently considered haste the better part of caution.

The trail led to a farmhouse, and there they encountered an enraged farmer who had just lost his
autonobil e. The car, it devel oped, had been taken by Jug Snow at the point of a gun. The farmer’s
t el ephone wire had been cut to prevent an al arm bei ng spread.

One interesting bit of information was disgorged by the irate tiller of the soil. Jug Snow, the
farmer expl ai ned vehermently, had asked many questi ons about roads to the southward, toward a certain
cove above Bar Harbor.

"That’'s where Chelton Raynond's yacht is lying," Renny boonmed. "Looks |ike Jug was headi ng back
there."

"W can beat himto the boat," Doc said, and |led the race for their plane.

Wien they were in the air, bony Tige anbled up slowy and seated hinsel f beside Doc Savage,
produced his tobacco tw st and began gnawi ng at a portion. Wien he had his jaws satisfactorily

I ubricated, he spoke.

"Rai ckon | got her figgered out why thot good-fur-nothin" Jug Snow an’ his litter turned up in
this here neck a’ the woods," he offered.

"That point has been puzzling ne," Doc admitted.

"Fi gger as how Jug and his Snows nust’ve follered Frosta here from Kai ntucky," said Tige. "Things
they said when they was a-holdin’ ne nmakes nme think that."

Frosta Raynond joi ned the discussion. "I think Tige is right. Several tines, on ny way here from
Kentucky to see you, M. Savage, | thought | saw nen follow ng ne."

Doc’ s fl ake-gold eyes rested on the young wonan. "How did you know | was at the Aquatania Hotel,
instead of ny New York office?"

Honely Monk, in a seat near by, started violently and excl ai ned, "Gosh, Doc! | forgot to tell
you!"

"Tell me what?" Doc asked.

"Some worman called the New York office and wanted to know where you were, and we told her."

"It was | who called," Frosta Raynond suppli ed.

The plane | eaped violently as it encountered an air bunp, and Tige gul ped, then | ooked very
surprised—and it was evident he had swal |l owed his tobacco quid. He bit a fresh supply off his tw st
of home-cured | ong green.

"This Jug Snow is a bad ‘un," he offered. "Jug drapped his first man when he was less’' n ten year’
old. Ht ‘“imright ‘tw xt the eyes, Jug did."

"Kinda on the style of the Squeaking Goblin, eh?" Mnk offered.

"Say, that's an idea," Renny put in. "Maybe Jug got back to the island some way and shot Chelton
Raynmond. Maybe Jug is the Squeaking Goblin."

They did not discuss that possibility further, for the yacht of Chelton Raynond appeared bel ow
and Ham who was flying the plane, sent the big ship down in a steep dive. The others searched the
cove w th binocul ars.

"There ain't no sign of Jug Snow and his gang," Mnk grunted. "W beat ‘em here."

"But why do you reckon Jug was com ng back here?" Renny booned.

DOC SAVAGE did not answer inmediately, and when he did speak, he voiced an alternate possibility.



"Jug m ght not have been coming to the yacht," he pointed out. "By inquiring where the cove |ay
he might have intended only to get an idea of where he was."

"We gonna wait here for hin?" Renny wanted to know.

Doc unfol ded a col | apsi bl e canvas boat which could be used to row to the yacht

"Right now, we are going to | ook the yacht over a second tinme and see if we can find anything
that m ght explain what is behind all of this," he declared

“l1"mcurious about that book, ‘The Life and Horrible Deeds of That Adopted Mor, Black Raynond',6 "
Monk of fered

The repetition of the name of the book seenmed to stir pretty Frosta Raynond’ s nenory. She started
slightly.

"Why, A d Jude Snow had a book by that title," she exclained

"Who is Ad Jude Snow?" Doc asked

"Jug Snow s half sister,"” Frosta replied. "Ad Jude was always nice to nme. She said | |ooked |ike
she did when she was a girl, and | used to visit her. | saw this book one tinme, years ago. She was
mad when | saw it, and her face got red and she put it away."

"You have no idea of what is in the book?"

"Ch, no. | never read it." Frosta shook her head

They entered the yacht cabin. There, they got a surprise

The desk had been opened since their last visit

The noney with the ink stains, the spike-nosed automatic, were both gone. Also nissing were the
call slips for stock purchases in the future at a predeterm ned price, the options on business
property, and the other papers

"But who in blazes got the junk?" Renny pondered

"Soneone has been here," Doc said grimy. "Except for the currency, those papers have no rea

cash value. And that nakes the fact that they are missing, inportant."”

"Why i nportant?" Renny wanted to know.

"\Woever took them nust have had a purpose,” Doc pointed out

Wth tools fromthe plane, an experience that had cone from many hours spent studying all types
of locks and strong-boxes, Doc Savage went to work on the safe in the bathroom of Chelton Raynond' s
private suite.

"l hope the book tells us sonething,"” Renny runbled, standing by and watching the safe-cracking
with nmuch interest

"It may be of no val ue whatever," Doc rem nded

The bronze man continued to work, listening with a special electrical device to the click of the
tunmbl ers. The contrivance he was using magnified each sound several thousandfold, and it was only a
question of tinme until he got the box open

But before the necessary tinme needed to open the safe el apsed, there cane an interruption. Qut on
deck, Monk set up a great roar. Mnk's voice was usually mld, but nowit had trenendous vol une.
"The Squeaki ng Goblin!" Mnk squaw ed

The shock of those unexpected words was sufficient to send Doc Savage and the others charging in
the direction of Mnk’'s voice

THE api sh chem st was bouncing up and down, beating on a cabin door

"He went in here!" he how ed. "I saw the cuss, coonskin cap and all!"

The door had resisted Monk, in whose long siman arnms |ay trenendous strength, but the panels
cracked, the stringers splintered, and the whole went down at the first smashing charge which the
bi g bronze man threw against it

Beyond was a stateroom enpty. Another door gave access to the deck, and this gaped open

"Blast it!" Mnk gritted. "I didn't know about that door."

They proceeded to push a hurried search, but it was unfruitful. Doc dispatched two men to the
masts as | ookouts. Then they exami ned the yacht again

They peered into bins in the galley, opened the fuel tanks, even probed the water reservoirs with
bits of spars. No square inch of the boat escaped their scrutiny.

No Squeaki ng Goblin did they find

Renny threw up his oversize hands in disgust

“I"lIl give it up!"™ he growl ed. "That Squeakin' Goblin ain’'t human, and nobody can tell ne he is."
"He coul d’' ve gotten overboard without being seen," Mnk pointed out

"Sure, and then what?" Renny bl ew on rocky knuckles. "He turned into a fish, | suppose? W' ve
been watching the water and the shore for half a nmile in each direction. Tell me how he coul d get
away ?"

"Blessed if | know," Mnk had to admt

They returned to the bathroom where the secret safe |lay. Doc Savage stopped suddenly in the

door way.

There cane into being the tiny, fantastic trilling sound which was the characteristic of the

bronze man, the thing he did in nonments of surprise or stress. It trailed in uncanny fashion up and
down the nusical scale, its unearthly cadence penetrating to the far corners of the yacht. Then it



ebbed away.

"What is it, Doc?" Renny thunped.

"The safe.”

"What about—+" Renny let the rest go, his jaw saggi ng.
The safe gaped wi de open—and it was enpty!

THAT the strong-box had been opened during Doc’s absence fromthe cabin in pursuit of the

Squeaki ng Goblin, there was no doubt. That the safe was enpty was al so a fact.

They proved that by rigging up an X-ray apparatus and taking a picture through the safe. The
purpose was to make sure there were no hidden recesses.

The X-ray negative showed no trace of the book, "The Life and Horrible Deeds of That Adopted
Moor, Bl ack Raynond."

Ti ge, standing near, said, "Chelton Raynond be t’'only one thot had the figgers to get in thot
iron box. | heered himsay so once’'t."

"Chel ton Raynond is dead," Mnk snapped.

Ti ge shrugged. "I was just a-tellin you."

Monk scowl ed. "My guess is Jug Snow. He's the Goblin! He cane back here and nanaged to get aboard
the yacht."

"But where did he go, masterm nd?" Ham snapped.

The question remained very nmuch of a nystery.

Later, Doc had Renny use the plane to ferry Long Tom Johnny, the Coastal Agency detectives and
the crew of the Raynond yacht fromthe island. They had, they declared, searched the little island
again and again, but had found no trace of the Squeaking Goblin.

Wth the comi ng of the noon hour, they received fresh information froma copy of a Bar Harbor
newspaper .

The paper stated that several men of evil appearance and viol ent manner had appeared at the | ocal
airport, seized a large plane and a pilot, and forced the flyer to take the air, after inquiring
whet her he knew the route to Kentucky. The evil-1ooking men had been aboard the plane when it
depart ed.

"That was Jug Snow and his crew," Mnk declared, after reading the story. "Wat do we do now,
Doc?"

"We followthem" the bronze man decl ared.

Preparations for the trip Kentuckyward went forward at once. In the course of the work, Renny
appr oached Doc.

"Doc, you never have told the girl and Tige about the other two birds," the engi neer pointed out.
"You nmean the red-headed fellow and the elderly nman?" Doc asked.

"That’'s them" agreed Renny. "Wen we |ast saw them they shot at us to attract our attention and
tell us that Chelton Raynond had been taken to the island."

Doc Savage considered. "We will not nention that for a while," he said finally.

"Listen,"” Renny gul ped. "You don’'t suspect Tige or the girl?"

Doc’ s answer was hardly to the point.

"W want to have a look at that book of Od Jude Snow s," he said.

Chapter X I. MOUNTAI N TRI CKERY

IT was hot in the Kentucky Muntains. The man perspired as he worked. The perspiration really
sinmplified the strange task he was performng, for it mngled with the blackberry juice, thinning
it, making it run.

The bl ackberry juice | ooked very |ike blood. Handful after handful of berries did the fellow

pi ck, squeeze in his hands, and let the juice saturate his neck, shoulder and rough homespun shirt
over his heart. H s bands were rough from nuch hard | abor.

The fellow worked furtively, pausing now and then to listen, an attentive expression on his
stupid face. Birds nmade casual noise on the valley slopes to either side, but there was no other
sound.

"Mought ni gh due here," the nmountai neer nmunbl ed, and worked nore rapidly at juicing the berries.
Once he pulled a roll of bills froma pocket of his patched overalls, eyed it, then replaced it
and carefully fastened the pocket shut with a thorn which served himas a pin.

"Kain't kick ‘bout the pay I'mgettin’ fur this,” he chuckled evilly.

H s shirt saturated to his satisfaction with berry juice, he noved a few yards through the brush
and came to a crude, ungraded road.

An automatic pistol came out of his clothing. He examned this to nake sure it was | oaded, then
lay down in the mddle of the road, so that he resenbled a man badly wounded. The gun, however, was
hel d out of sight beneath him

The silence of a great death overlay the nountains. A farmer woul d have noted one peculiar thing
about all the fields—they had not been tended properly. Sone did not appear to have been cultivated
at all.



Nowher e was anybody to be seen in the fields, although the tobacco needed hoeing and weeds were
killing the beans and potatoes and the corn.

Many of the cabins near the untended fields were enpty. Behind sone were tiny famly burial
grounds, and in nore than a few of these stood fresh, roughly fashioned crosses. Here and there, a
snear of bl ackened ashes and a fl ane-reddened cook stove or bedstead marked where a cabin had been.
Hogs ran w | d; chickens and ducks and gui neas roosted where they could, prey for raccoons, skunks,
weasels. M|k cows, long gone dry, roaned the hills without attention.

The feud was in the nmountains. Terror, death and violence was |ike a black bl anket over the

Kent ucky Cunber| ands.

The deserted cabins neant fanmilies had doubl ed up for safety. Wnen and children did not venture
out. The men stirred abroad only for food, or to wage guerrilla warfare.

Snow st al ked Raynond, and Raynond fought Snow with killing purpose, with nobody neutral. Mst of
the famlies in the mountains were related by blood or by marriage, or their synpathies were with
one clan or the other, and those who wanted to wal k the m ddl e ground found thensel ves out of | uck.
To a feudist, brain aflame with hate, humanity was divided into two classes—fri ends and enemi es.
The | ow anders, who weren’'t worth counting, had not dared to venture into the nountains for many a
nont h, anyway.

The man who was pretending to be wounded lay in the road, waiting, the automatic pistol held out
of sight beneath him He was a good actor. He | ooked as if he might be dead. Then suddenly, from
down the valley, he heard footsteps.

Around an angle in the road appeared a wal king party. They nunbered five; four were nmen, the

fifth an extrenely pretty young wonan.

Swinging in the lead was a giant who | ooked as if he m ght be wought of bronze metal, yet who
was proportioned so perfectly that his great size was apparent only when contrasted with those
acconpanying him

The group sighted the man in the road. They stopped.

"Know him Frosta?" asked the big bronze man, indicating the figure spraw ed ahead.

The attractive girl stared.

"Ch!" she gasped. "That is a Raynond, M. Savage! He is Tabor Raynond, a distant relative of
mne!"

"He' s been feuded by some durn Snowl " grow ed gaunt Tige Eller.

They ran forward. They had not seen Tabor Raynond's automatic.

W TH Doc Savage now were only two of his nen—big-fisted Renny, the engineer, and sickly-1ooking
Long Tom the electrical genius.

The other three of Doc’s ai des—Mnk, Ham and Johnny—were worki ng on what Doc had described sinply
as "a different angle." Strangely enough, Renny and Long Tom knew no nore than that concerning the
present whereabouts of their three pals.

Doc Savage had an unusual policy which he frequently put in effect when setting his little

organi zati on upon sone task. The bronze nman did not tell one group of his assistants what the others
were doing, or where they could be found. This was a precaution. Should one of the five be unlucky
enough to fall into the hands of an eneny, and be questioned by forcible nethods, they coul d not

di vul ge the whereabouts of their fellows.

Renny, a great tower of a man, drew out in the lead in the race for Tabor Raynond. Long Tom and
Tige trod his heels. The girl was close behind. Hence none noticed that Doc Savage was no | onger
with them

Doc had plunged into the thick brush beside the trail. Once out of sight, he ran parallel to the
trail. He made trenmendous speed, for the noise of the runners on the road nmade it unnecessary for
himto exercise full stealth.

On the road, Renny reached Tabor Raynond. He sank to a knee, thinking to find how seriously the
fell ow was wounded. But Renny had sharp eyes. He perceived alnpbst instantly that there was no wound.
"Hey!" he runbled. "What the blazes! This bird isn't—

He got no farther. Tabor Raynond cane to life. Like a clock spring breaking out of its container,
he twi sted, heaving erect. The autonatic pistol cane into view |t swung up.

"I was ter git the big feller!" he gritted. "But reckon one a' you'll do!"

He seened destined to shoot Renny poi nt-bl ank.

But out of the brush beside the road sl anmed a great nenesis of bronze, a huge nman of netal who
moved with a speed that was hair-lifting to watch. One of his hands | ashed out. The gun was knocked
down—and it exploded. Bark | eaped off a near-by tree, the only damage inflicted by the bullet.

Evil -faced Tabor Raynond wailed out in awful pain. Ginding sounds, soft and ugly, cane fromhis
gun hand, which had been enw apped by the giant bronze nman's fingers. Baw ing softly, Tabor Raynond
rel eased the gun, surrendering conpletely.

Doc Savage searched him The bronze man did not show by as nuch as qui ckened breathing the

violent action through which he had just gone.

The roll of noney came to light. Doc scrutinized it. On the corners of the bills were bl ack

smears, as if a dark |liquid had been spilled upon them



Doc tossed noney and gun to Renny, asking, "Recognize these?"

Renny eyed the articles. A blank, startled | ook cane over his features. He pointed at the ink
spots on the bills, then tapped the automatic.

"Holy cow " he runbled. "This gun and nobney seens to be—=

"The sanme that we found in the desk aboard Chelton Raynond’ s yacht, and which were |ater
renoved, " Doc affirmed.

VI LLAI NOUS- FEATURED Tabor Raynmond got up and tried to run, but Doc caught him and sl apped him
back to earth with considerable force.

By that time, Renny had recovered fromthe shock of the discovery that the automatic and currency
had come from Chelton Raynond’'s yacht on the Miine coast.

"After the Squeaking Goblin killed Chelton Raynond, sonebody beat us to the yacht and stole the

gun and the noney," Renny booned thoughtfully. "I wonder if it could have been this egg?" He
gl owered at the prisoner.
Smal | lights came and went in Doc's flake-gold eyes. "It is hardly likely," he said. "This fellow

does not seemintelligent enough to be a great schener."

"Hain't dunmb neither, if thot’'s what you be a-sayn'!" snarled Tabor Raynond.

"No?" Doc said dryly. "Let us say that you make m stakes, then. It was a mistake to think

bl ackberry juice would | ook |ike blood."

"To an eye as sharp as Doc’s, anyway," Renny added.

Tabor Raynond subsi ded, gl aring nmurderously.

"Reckon he’'s dunmb, right enough,” Tige Eller muttered. "Tabor allers did have skunk ways, too."

"Qoviously, he was hired to kill me," Doc agreed.
Frosta Raynmond had been in the background, but now she took a part in the conversation, her voice
jerky, and her words sonewhat nearer the illiterate speech of the nountaineers than usual.

"But | kain t—nderstand this!" she exclaimed. "This here man is a Raynond. Doc Savage, you are
hel pin” us Raynonds. Wy should he try to kill you?"

"Kain't savvy thot, neither," Tige put in. "If'n it had a-been a good-fur-nothin’ Snow, it'd be
easy to see through."
"We' Il learn the answer to that," Doc said slowy.

He | ooked at ugly Tabor as he spoke, and there was sonething in his flake-gold eyes, some power

of threat and prom se of terrors to conme, that caused the would-be killer to squirmand show his
teeth in a grimace of fright. The teeth were dark fromtobacco chew ng.

"Whut yer agoin’ ter do?" he squeal ed.

Doc Savage replied nothing, but crouched down before the captive. Jacking the slide of the
automatic, Doc renoved a cartridge. He placed this between his strong white teeth, shiny brass end
outernost. He held it there, and was notionl ess.

Tabor stared at the cartridge end. H's eyes becane fixed.

Doc did not stir. After a few seconds his corded, netallic hands began to nake slow, straying
nmotions through the air.

Tabor followed the hands with his eyes for a tine, but his gaze finally went back to the
cartridge, as if pondering what its purpose could be. Tabor seened to have no idea as to the purpose
of the weird procedure.

Renny and Long Tom in the background, knew. Doc was putting the nountaineer under a hypnotic
spell. That would make it much sinpler to question Tabor.

But the spell was never conpleted. Cane a | oud squeak of a noise. Its echoes caromed from one
side of the valley to the other.

Tabor Raynond let out a |loud sigh, jerked violently, and lay back in the road. Red fluid began to
ooze down this face froma spot in his forehead, and it was not blackberry juice this tinme.

"The Squeakin’ Coblin killed him" Renny thundered.

DOC SAVAGE was already racing fromthe vicinity. The echoes still piped shrilly back fromthe

sl opes. But the bronze man had caught the first squeak, and had an idea of its source. The point |ay
to the left, toward the stream which ran down the valley.

Doc Savage traveled swiftly, but used caution, keeping under cover as much as possible. Having
traversed two-score yards, he paused to listen.

Mizzl e-l1 oading rifles such as the Squeaking Goblin carried had to be charged after each shot, and
Doc was hoping to hear the tanping sound of the ranrod driving hone another bullet. But there was no
such noi se.

Movi ng nore cautiously, Doc went on. Hi s sharp gaze searched for bent grass stens. Once he caught

a faint tang which m ght have been the odor of burned gunpowder. Again, birds flew up ahead, and
they m ght have been frightened by the passing of the Squeaki ng Goblin.

Doc reached the creek, however, without sighting his quarry. The water was sl owrunning, deep. If
there had been any turtles and frogs along the banks in the inmmediate vicinity, they had been
frightened to cover by the noise of the rifle shot.

Wth increasing intensity, Doc searched. He probed treetops, even clinbing into the aérial |anes



himsel f. He scrutinized the ground for crushed | eaves, disturbed plants, and even noted the
pl entiful ness of insects at one spot as conpared with another, trying to ascertain if the passing of
some concrete enbodi ment had frightened them away.

Ten minutes |later, he was back with his conpanions

"Cot away," he reported

Renny seened stunned. "But Doc, how can—

"I know it seens inpossible,” Doc told him "Mich experience with good woodsnen, nen able to
travel noiselessly, has come nmy way, but this is the first one that actually seemed to have all the
qualities of a phantom™"

Frosta Rayrmond put in grimy, "Sonebody hired this Tabor to kill you, M. Savage, and the
Squeaki n’ Goblin shot Tabor to keep himfromtellin who it was."

"My idea, too," Doc agreed

Renny seenmed to have sonething else on his mnd. He squirnmed, opened and cl osed his enornous
hands

"Doc," he said

"Yes."

"The bull et the Squeaking Goblin killed Tabor with—=

"What about it?"

"It’s gone."

"Gone! "

"Simply vani shed. That’'s what it did—+f there was a real bullet."

DOC SAVAGE made an exami nation hinsel f, endeavoring to ascertain just what had beconme of the
bullet, for it had certainly disappeared and was not to be found, although he conducted an extensive
hunt

Just what opinion the bronze man held, he did not state after he had conpleted his scrutiny. H's

I ack of communi cativeness plainly disappointed Renny and Long Tom but they did not ask questions
knowing it woul d be useless in view of Doc’s habit of keeping certain of his opinions to hinself
They noved the corpse of Tabor Raynond to one side of the road and covered it with coats, |eaving
it there. Later, sonme of the Raynond clan would conme for the body and give it burial

Then they resuned their journey into the nountains

Long Tom drew Doc aside before they had gone nore than a quarter of a mile. The electrical expert
had sonething to inport

"Doc, that Tige guy was nonkeying around the body before Renny started to hunt for the bullet,"
Long Tom whi spered, after neking certain the others were not |ooking. "Tige mght have sniped the
bullet. That was while you were off hunting the Squeaking Goblin."

"You suspect Tige?"

"Blast it, | dunno. He could have shot Chelton Raynond; he m ght have robbed the desk on the

yacht of that noney and autonatic, and he could have hired this bird to waylay us."

"But he did not kill the *bird, as you call him or Tabor."

Long Tom si ghed. "There m ght be nore than one Sqgueaking Goblin."

Little nore was said as they noved ahead. Frosta Raynond soon dropped back, evincing a liking for
t he conpani onship of Doc Savage. This was understandabl e, since the bronze nman was not only a
striking physical specinmen, but he had a rare quality of personality.

Fabul ous as was his know edge—there were few subjects upon which he could not hold his own with
the nost | earned and specialized of |iving men—Boc Savage did not conduct hinmself on an intellectual
level. He had a remarkable faculty of making hinself seem one of whatever group in which he m ght
find hinself

A fanous teacher once said that the mark of an educated nman is the ease with which he nakes
himsel f at home everywhere—wi th | earned statesnmen, with factory | aborers. Doc had that mark.
Frosta Raynmond obviously |iked the bronze giant, and did not feel unconfortable in the face of

his trenmendous nental devel opnent

Not that Frosta was a hill-billy. She was, as Doc had | earned, a graduate of the best nountain
school s and the state university. Except when she was excited, her speech was al nost devoid of the
mount ai n di al ect.

No doubt it was Frosta’'s education outside the domain of the nountaineers which had caused her to
seek Doc Savage's aid in stopping the feud that was striking such terror

A true hill-billy would never think of calling on a "low ander” for aid, and they cl assed every
one outside their nmountains as |ow anders. Frosta, highly intelligent, had realized the usel essness
of all the fighting

Moreover, it was her clever brain which had first seen through what on the surface seened a plain
feud. She had realized there was sonmething sinister, some vile and consummate force of evil behind
t he whol e thing

That there was sonet hing profound and nysterious behind the nountain trouble, they all felt sure
al t hough the only proof as yet was the weird machi nations of the Squeaking Goblin, and, the

di sappearance of the book, "The Life and Horrible Deeds of That Adopted Mdor, Black Raynond," from



the strong-box on the yacht of unfortunate Chelton Raynond.

The little caval cade nmoved forward. The sun was hot above. Birds created noise with their cries,
and grasshoppers clattered. A crow cawcawed in the distance. Their footsteps on the road were dull.
Twenty feet to one side of the road, a man popped out of a ditch. He held a rifle in his hands.

The gun leaped in Doc’s direction with an expert speed.

"Durn | ow ander!" gritted the rifleman.

"Red!" screaned Frosta Raynond.

Then the young worman | eaped forward, deliberately throw ng herself between the big bronze man and
the rifle of the man who had appeared so suddenly.

Chapter Xl Il. THE TRAP

FOR a strained ten seconds or so, the tableau held. Frosta Raynond stood between Doc Savage and
the rifle. Anger blazed in her eyes.

Behi nd Doc, Renny runbled, "Hey! That redhead is the guy we saw with the ol d nman—back in Mine."
"Right," Long Tom breathed. "He hel ped the old man grab us, and later he and the old man told us
where Chelton Raynond had been taken."

Frosta Raynond bent a wathful | ook upon the flane-haired young man with the rifle.

"Put that gun down, Red!" she snapped.

"Red" scow ed unconfortably over the rifle, and finally | owered the weapon.

"Blast it!" he growled. "Gt out’'n the way, Frosta. | ain't aimn to do ‘emno bad hurt!"

Doc Savage settled the i nmedi ate probl em by stepping frombehind the girl, although she shifted
quickly in an effort to keep in front of him

The rifleman, true to his grunbled word, did not fire.

"Reach themarnms up in the air!" he invited sourly.

Doc addressed the young wonan. "W is he, Frosta?"

"Ral ph McNew," said the girl. "Everybody calls himRed."

"I's he a Snow?"

"No-0-0." Atrace of red color canme into Frosta's cheeks. "He conmes nearer being a Raynond, |
guess."

In the background, gaunt Tige Eller |aughed shortly.

"Red and Frosta be a-figgerin' on gettin' theirselves married,” he said. "Reckon thot ‘bout makes
Red a Raynond. "

Frosta colored even nore prettily at that.

"Reach themthere arns up!" Red repeated violently. "W all don’'t want no durn | ow anders ‘round

‘bout. |'mgonna take your guns and send you skedaddlin’ back where you cone from"
"Thinks he' Il run us out of the nmountains, eh?" Renny thunped and bl ocked and unbl ocked hi s great
fists.

Tige Eller eyed Red and the rifle and | aughed again, jeeringly.

"Red figgers he's some man," he chuckled. "But that’s ‘cause he ain't run up agin’ Doc Savage
a-fore."

Red and Tige Eller did not seemto be on the best of terms. Red gl owered contenptuously at the
bony Tige. Red did look like a very conpetent young man with his corded nuscles, his big-boned

br awni ness.

"A fine Raynond you be!" he gibed at Tige—then indicated Doc, Renny and Long Tomw th a gesture
of his rifle. "No good Raynmond would throw in with these | ow anders, Tige!"

"Ain't me a-bringin’ ‘eminto the nmountains," Tige disclainmed, then pointed at Frosta. "Hit's
this hussy you been a-figgerin' on nakin' yur wonan."

"You | eave the wonmen folks out’n this!" Red grated.

Doc Savage interrupted the word exchange by noving forward. This caused Red to forget all about
his quarrel with Tige. He shifted his rifle until he was staring at Doc over the sights.

"That’'s the idea, big fella," he said grimy. "You come a bit closer, then stop and |I'I| get yur
gun. "

A slight quaver was noticeable in Red’s voice, and it was to be suspected that he was overawed by
the inpressive proportions of the bronze man, this being the first time he had glinpsed Doc at close
range in the full Iight of day.

"That’s far enough!" he added.

Doc halted. Red stepped forward. Doc’s arns were in the air, and Red was confident. Standing well
back, he began to search the bronze nan.

A strange thing happened. Doc had not noved. But Red suddenly dropped his rifle. He swayed on his
feet, sat down heavily, shook his head, then stretched out on his back and began to snore as if in a
heavy sl eep.

"Tarnation!" muttered the stunned Tige.

BOTH Ti ge and Frosta Raynond were startled at what had happened to Red McNew, for it smacked of
bl ack magi c, Doc Savage apparently, having nmade no nove, having done nothing to cause the
sorrel -haired young man to coll apse and start snoring.



Bi g-fisted Renny cleared up the nystery.

Doc had | ong ago perfected an odorless and col orl ess gas which produced swi ft unconsci ousness,
and the presence of which could not be detected w thout special apparatus. This vapor produced a
sensel essness which |asted | engths of time varying froma few mnutes to nmany hours, depending on
its strength.

Doc carried it in thin-walled glass balls, sone spheres hol di ng weak sol utions, others strong
ones. Perhaps the npbst amazing quality of the gas was that it becane ineffective after mngling with
the air for a few seconds. The nitrogen and oxygen in the air mxed with the anaesthetic vapor and
nullified its effects. The nullification did not take nmore than a mnute, and Doc could hold his
breath that |ong, thus escaping the effects of the vapor.

Doc carried sone of the balls in secret pockets in his clothing, where they could be broken by
expandi ng nuscles. As a rule, no one ever noticed the act of breaking the glass spheres. The thin
gl ass could hardly be heard as it shattered.

Frosta Raynmond eyed Doc with undisguised admiration, while Tige stood back and scowl ed as if he
found the story about the anaesthetic gas hard to believe.

"So Red is your fiancé," Doc asked Frosta.

Frosta colored a little. "Red is a nice boy," she defended.

Red awakened after a while, sat up, peered about, then registered profound disgust. He was

hum l'i ated, but physically unharned.

"What in blazes happened?" he pondered al oud.

No one enlightened him

"What was the idea of holding us up?" Doc demanded.

"I told you!" Red nunbled pronptly. "I was agoin’ to chase you out a' the mountains. W hill
folks ain't got nuch use for outsiders. And ‘special, we don't like “emmxin” in our troubles."
The small lights in the bronze nman's fl ake-gol d eyes seened possessed of an understandi ng
quality, for it had been a part of his fabulous training to become versed in the psychol ogy of all
peopl es.

These mountain fol k would fight to the death anong thensel ves, but let an outsider, a "furriner",
try to interfere, and the interpolating party was considered fair gane for everybody and an eneny to
all.

"Why were you and the elderly man in Maine?" Doc asked quietly.

Doc was wat ching Frosta Raynond as he spoke, and the violent start of the young woman told him
that she had not known Red was in the East.

Red nodded at Frosta, after hesitating, and said, "W followed her."

"\Why 2"

"Figured we’ d kinda | ook out for her." Red again nodded at Frosta. "W didn't have no synpathy
for what she was adoin’, but we didn't want none a' them bl asted Snows a-harmn’ her."

"Red!" Frosta gasped. "You followed ne all the way to Maine? And | never knew it!"

"We was right keerful not to be seen," said Red.

"Who was the elderly man with you, Red?" Doc asked.

"Thought you knew." Red seened surprised. "Thot was Frosta' s pappy."

"My father!"™ the girl cried out in surprise.

RED MCNEW proved to be an unconmuni cative gentleman. He knew not hi ng about the Tabor Raynond who
had manifestly been hired to kill Doc Savage, except to opine that, "Tabor allers was a no-good
scut. "

"How di d you know we were comng to the nountains," Doc asked.

"Didn’'t know. Just happened to be out a-huntin’ Snows and seen you all a-comn’ down the road,"
Red decl ar ed.

Doc Savage, watching the rather clean-cut features of the burly young nmountain nman, seened
satisfied with the answer.

"We'd better be noving," he said. "I want to get to O d Jude Snow as soon as possible."

"ad Jude?" Red was puzzled. "Wy her?"

Doc answered with silence instead of el aborating about the nysterious book, "The Life and

Horri bl e Deeds of That Adopted Moor, Black Raynond," a copy of which was supposed to be in the
possession of AOd Jude Snow, half sister of Jug Snow, killing | eader of the Snow clan of

nount ai neers.

Red was plainly piqued by the bronze man’'s act in ignoring his question about dd Jude, but as
they set out along the mountain road, his feeling of injury subsided and he of fered another bit of
informati on w thout urging.

"Frosta's pap and ne cone back to the mountains by airplane after we | earned Frosta was safe," he
sai d.

"W was a-watchin’ the yacht and we seed you cone back with her and could tell she was safe
enough with you."

"Watchin’ the yacht, huh?" Renny booned. "Say, did you see anything of that Squeakin' Goblin
spook, or whatever he is?"



"Nary a see," Red discl ai ned.

The heat of the sun increased, and what breeze there had been subsided, so that the sultriness
was increased unpl easantly. The nore sluggish of the birds fell silent, although an occasi onal
woodpecker rattled on a tree and nocking birds nade varied cries.

Renny noved up and strode al ongsi de Doc Savage. Doc, noting that Renny had sonething on his mnd,
increased his pace and they drew far enough ahead of the others that they could talk freely w thout
bei ng over heard.

"What cha think of Red’s story?" the engineer queried. "Thin, if you ask ne."

"How do you nean?" Doc countered.

"H m just happening to neet us," Renny snorted. "Maybe he did. It’'s possible."

"But you think other things are possible, too?" Doc queried.

"It's possible this Red or the old man are the Squeakin' Goblin."

"The girl’s father?" Doc asked.

Renny shrugged and swung his big fists as he wal ked. "Can't overl ook no bets, Doc."

"You said sonething," Doc agreed grimy.

SOME niles remained yet to be traversed, and they went ahead wi thout slackening speed. Frosta
Raynmond kept abreast easily, the lithe ease of her gait show ng that she had tranmped nuch over these
nmount ai ns.

Red noved al ongsi de her and spoke, his voice Iow, so that Doc Savage and Renny did not catch his
words. But the young fellow s nanner showed that he was trying to nake his peace with Frosta. She
cut himoff shortly.

"That," chuckl ed Long Tom "is like a woman. That guy has gone to a lot of trouble, follow ng her
back East to | ook out for her safety."

"That’'s his story," Renny said skeptically.

They sighted a colum of black snoke, clinbing straight into the still, hot air like a sepia
genii. It had, somehow, a sonbre hideous quality—and they broke into a run, anxious to reach it.
The snoke came froma burning cabin. Rafters and roof had already fallen in. Door casings were
consuned, the glass was nelted or broken fromthe wi ndows, and the log walls were beginning to

t oppl e.

A pitiful twisted figure, an old man with white hair and a seaned, peaceful face, spraw ed near
the flames. He was poorly clad in overalls, honmenade shirt of dotted percale, and was baref oot ed.
He had been shot through the brain.

"That's Uncle Oobe," Tige said thickly. "He was warned them Snows nought get ‘imif’'n he stayed
here by hisself."

Doc Savage circled swiftly and picked up the trail of the killers. They had set fire to the
cabin, it seemed, and bushwhacked the el derly nenber of the Raynond clan as he dashed out of the
flam ng structure.

Doc | ocated a noccasin print which had a hole in the mddle. It was Jug Snow s track. Four nen
had been with him

The slayers had nounted horses and ridden away, after slashing sets of harness in the shed of a
barn, chopping through the tongue and running gears of a buggy, and comm tting other vandalisns
ained at the heirs of the man they had kill ed.

"Dang it!" Renny thunped fromdeep in his chest. "Ain't there a lawto stop this killing? Wat’s
the matter with the sheriff? And don't they have state police?"

"Qutsiders have never had much luck mixing in our troubles here in the nountains," Red McNew
grunted. "Qur own sheriff can’t do nothin’ and knows it. He keeps tryin’, but he don’t get nowhere.
Take Uncle Cbe, there. If'n he had been alive and the sheriff had come on ‘im Uncle Cbe wouldn’t a’
told who it was fired on him W fight our own battles."

Renny pondered. "How many have been killed, altogether?"

Red McNew felt stubbornly silent.

"More than forty," Frosta Raynond put in grinmy.

"What ?" Renny expl oded. "And the governor hasn't sent the mlitiain to stop it?"

"Peopl e out of the mountains do not know how bad the feud is,” the girl explained. "And if the
soldiers did cone, | don't think they could do nuch. The fighting would just die down while they
were here, then start again when they left."

"Then how can it be stopped?”

"I don’t know," the girl said hopelessly, and | ooked at Doc Savage.

There was profound silence as they went on, heading toward the cabin of Frosta's father, where
Doc intended to | eave the others, then penetrate alone into the Snow territory to interview Add Jude
Snow.

The murder scene had affected themall —<fromthe big bronze man whose enoti ons were school ed until
they did not show, to Frosta, who sobbed a little, silently. Uncle Obe had been one of her best
friends.

They cane to a wide, fertile valley which had evidently been farmed in businesslike fashion until
the feud came and put a stop to all agricultural pursuits. On high ground in the center stood a



substantial neat cottage, an excellent barn. A tractor, threshing nmachi ne and other nodern
inmplenents were in view Men in overalls, carrying rifles, |oafed about the farm

"My place," said Red McNew. "Thenis ny hired hands on guard."

Tige, noting the surprise of the others, said, "Ch, Red is ‘bout the npbst go-gettin est young
feller in these parts. He's quite a catch, ain’t he, Frosta?"

Frosta only reddened.

THEY did not go to Red McNew s farm but angled left, only waving at the farm hands on guard, and
their way soon began to clinb the side of a nmountain. Brush thickened about them They left the
road.

"Short cut," Frosta explai ned.

Shrubbery pressed in. Frequently, they had to shove branches aside or crowd through an occasi onal
curtain of wild grapevines, the fruit of which was beginning to ripen, an attraction that drew
swarns of jays and bl ackbirds.

Tige and Red strode al ong close beside Doc for a tinme, then dropped back—a circunstance that the

bronze man was shortly to recall. The girl dropped back al so, another point Doc was to renenber

|l ater.

Doc wal ked in the | ead. He came to a spot where gray spider webs spanned the path. O her webs had
crossed the trail, and he had brushed them aside; they were plentiful at this season in the

nount ai ns.

But this tine Doc halted abruptly. He bent close to the webs. A folding nagnifying gl ass cane out
of his pocket and was used to examine the extrenely fine strands.

"Get back!" he warned the others quietly.

"Hunph!" Tige jeered. "Plain spider webs ain't never hurt nobody!"

Doc slowy closed the nmagnifier and returned it to his pocket. He kept well away fromthe webs.
"You say in the nei ghborhood of forty people have been killed in this feud?" he asked Frosta
Raynond.

She nodded.

"How many were Raynonds?" Doc conti nued.

"Over thirty," she said.

"Three Raynonds killed for every Snow," Doc repeated, as if he considered that point inportant.
The girl pointed at the spider web. "Wy are you so interested in that?"

Doc did not answer. Instead, he got a stick and carefully broke the web down, rolled it up and,
wi thout touching it, nmanaged to stuff a portion in a tiny bottle which he produced fromhis vest.
Then he stanped the remainder of the web into the trail dirt.

They went on again. But now Doc carried a | arge bough ahead of himin such a manner that it would
Wi pe aside any nore spider webs.

Tige and Red seened a little awed by the gri mess of the bronze man’s nysterious actions.

They canme to a rather pleasant little | og bungal ow, neat and confortabl e-1o00king, situated a
short distance froma noisy, extrenely clear brook.

"My father’s house," said Frosta.

THE house of the el der Raynond was enpty.

"That’'s strange," muttered Red. "I was past here this nornin’, and Pap Raynond said he was gonna
be here all day."

Doc Savage roaned through the cabin, noving slowy, his unusual eyes in notion ceasel essly,
scrutinizing everywhere, mssing no details.

He opened drawers, examined closets. An array of old test tubes, a retort, bottles, caught his
eye. Wth the stuff was a book, undoubtedly old. He lifted this, dusted it off and read the title.
CHEM CAL MANUAL

Woul d you mi nd explaining this?" Doc requested of Frosta.

"Father used to be interested in chemstry," said the young woman. "That’'s sone of his stuff. Wy
do you ask?"

Doc’s only reply to her query was silence. He continued his scrutiny of the cabin. There was a
screened-in porch at the rear, with a screen door |leading to the yard. The door was very |low, so |ow
in fact that a tall man such as Doc had to stoop slightly to avoid a head bunp.

The top of the door was rough, splinter-covered. Doc reached up and fromthe top of the door
plucked a grayish hair, light-tipped, sonmething near an inch in I ength.

Renny, at the bronze man’s side, tapped his big fists together. His long features were startl ed.
"Say, Doc, that |ooks like coon hair!" he whispered.

"It does," Doc adm tted.

"It could ve been scraped off a coonskin cap," Renny continued. "The Sqgueakin’ Coblin wears a cap
like that."

"The Squeaking Goblin is also a chemst," Doc said dryly. "Or he has an associate who is a
chemist."



Renny whi stled softly. "Then Frosta's father is—

"Never junp at conclusions," Doc warned. "The Squeaking Goblin mght nerely have visited this
cabin. O that hair could have gotten there in sonme other fashion."

Renny nodded soberly. "Maybe so. But if the old man shows up, |'m keeping an eye on him |'m
keeping an eye on Tige and Red, too."

"How about the girl?"

"It could be her," Renny admtted reluctantly.

"The notive behind this is the thing we want to concentrate on finding," Doc told him "Wen that
is discovered, the field of suspects will be narrowed down."

Renny’ s oversize paws nade a baffled gesture. "But how re we gonna find the notive?"

"dd Jude Snow and her book may hel p." Doc replied

The bronze man departed al nost inmmediately for the domain of the Snows, his purpose being to
interview dd Jude Snow. He went alone, for it was w thout conpany that he worked best

Bef ore Doc was out of calling distance, he had a final word of advice to give

"Be very careful not to touch any cobwebs," he warned

Chapter XlV. OLD JUDE

THE buggy made very little noise on the woods road, for it was well greased and was, noreover
being driven slowy

The tall nountaineer hunched alertly in the seat, his eyes fixed, not on the surrounding brush

and tinber, but on three dogs which ranged ahead and on the sides. They were fox hounds, red-bones
with velvet ears and keen noses

The fox hounds woul d scent out any Snows |urking in anbush, and that was why the man in the buggy
wat ched them The nan was a Raynond. A Snow would Kill himon sight. And he would kill a Snow.

Two neal y-nosed nul es pulled the buggy which turned, in the course of tine, into a rain-gullied
driveway. There was a house beyond, but nearer ran a hog-tight fence with a gate through which the
driveway progressed.

A hol e between gate and gat epost had been nmuch used by the hounds, and all three dogs now
squeezed through while the man was getting out of the buggy to open the gate

I medi ately after wedging through the hole, sniffing the ground the while, the hounds began to
sneeze. They sneezed violently, alnost falling down, and galloped toward the cabin

The nount ai neer noted the sneezing but did not attach the true significance to it. There was

ordi nary pepper strewed on the ground at the gate hole, and that was maki ng the dogs sneeze. The
hounds now coul d not snell effectively. But the man was unaware of that

The man pull ed up before his little barn, wal king and driving the buggy since opening and cl osing
the gate, then began unhitching. He unhooked link tugs fromsingle trees, clipped thematop the
breechi ngs, wal ked around freeing check reins, and dropped the neck yoke

A bush fluttered beyond a hog I ot which lay next to the barn. There cane into viewa rifle

barrel. This shifted slightly, then steadied, it had centered on the man unharnessing the mules
Behind the gun, a Snow ained carefully. He had his tongue thrust through his teeth and under his
upper lip, and that made him |l ook particularly vicious. He bit down on his tongue; his finger
prepared to stroke the trigger. It was he who had spread the pepper

There was a blurred novenent of a small object traveling through the air. A clank followed. The
Snow dropped his rifle; hands flew to his head

He swayed there. A few feet away, he saw a round rock fall to the earth and roll to a stop. That
he knew, had struck his head. He peered around foolishly, could see no one, then stooped and got his
rifle

The Snow did not again glance at the Raynond whom he had been about to bushwhack. The thrown rock
had shocked hi m beyond neasure. He was bew | dered

He coul d di scern nobody as he stared about. That turned his puzzlement to fear. H's m nd visioned
a Raynond as having thrown the stone, and it was not |long before he was in a nental state where the
surroundi ng brush seened full of eneny Raynonds

The Snow fled. He | ooked back often, but there was no one to be seen, and the only sounds were

his hard breathing and the flutterings of such nmountain birds as were frightened by his precipitate
passi ng

The puzzle of the nmysterious rock preyed on the Snow s mind, and he began to trenbl e appreciably
when it occurred to himthat the stone might be a hint froma Divine source. He decided to consult
his | eader and chief of the Snow clan, burly and | oud-nouthed Jug Show.

"l nmusta nmet a hant!" cried the man al oud, and began to run down a woods trail

Suddenly, he flung up his hands and brushed at cobwebs into which he had run. H's face contorted
and he cried out as if there was sonething painful about the touch of the cobwebs. Then he
endeavored to run on. H's face grew nottl ed

"I'"'m*w tched!" he screaned

He fell down, then slowmy struggled upward. Falling again, however, he did not have the strength
torise, but lay there with arnms and legs squirmng like live strings, eyes |like white eggs half
outside his skull, rattling noises pouring fromhis throat



There was a stir beside the trail and the giant, netallic figure of Doc Savage appeared.

DOC SAVAGE had chanced to cone upon the rifleman when the man was sprinkling the pepper to get
rid of the nenace of the hound dogs—and Doc had |urked near by, preventing the nurder of a Raynond
by a thrown rock. Doc had hoped to follow this Snow to Jug.

Careful not to touch the stricken Snow, Doc nmade an exami nation. Even his superb nedical skill
could not save the fellow.

The man’s squirmng stilled, his rattling sounds subsi ded, even as Doc bent over him He had

di ed.

Across his face, and over his hands where they had torn at the cobwebs, were tiny, hairlike
purple lines. They resenbled raw burns, as if red-hot wires of infinite fineness had touched the
skin.

Doc scrutinized the cobwebs. They, of course, had brought death, for they were actually not
cobwebs, but hair-thin wires coated with some chem cal conpound.

Wthout a chenical analysis the bronze nan could not tell with certainty the exact nature of the
coating on the wires. Possibly it was sone solution of cyanide or other violent toxic in conbination
with an acid which burned the flesh and thus caused introduction of the |ethal potion into the human
system

It was clever, that poison—whatever its nature. It was the work of an experienced chem st.

Doc Savage went on, noving slowy and keeping watch for cobwebs which | ooked unnaturally stiff.
It was this feature which had caused himfirst to becone suspicious of them But he saw no nore.
This m ght be significant and mght not, for in the two instances in which the deadly webs had
appeared, they had been in the nei ghborhood of Raynond cabins. The webs were not the weapon of

f eudi ng nount ai neers, therefore they nust have been planted by the Squeaki ng Goblin, whoever that
nysterious bei ng was.

Over an hour later, Doc sighted snoke above the scrub oaks, a thin curl that came froma chi mey.
He went forward nore sl ow y—and sighted a cabin.

Large and ranbling, it had been erected in the | ast few weeks and was constructed like a
fortress. Heavy | og panels were hinged over the windows. An outer fence, which was nore like a
stockade, surrounded it.

Men stood about. Sone were Snow cl ansmen who had been nmenbers of Jug’'s party in Miine. They

tal ked earnestly. Their novenents portrayed a tension and uneasi ness.

The Snows were excited over somnething.

Doc Savage positioned hinself behind a bush, drew small but powerful binoculars froma pocket,
and wat ched the Snows. He hoped to get some clue that woul d show where O d Jude m ght be found.
Anong the acconplishnents whi ch Doc Savage had mastered was that of |ip reading. He nanaged to
follow pretty well what was said anong the Snows.

Jug Snow popped out of the cabin, waving his arns. H's voice, a great yell of anger, nade Doc’s
lip-reading abilities unnecessary.

"dd Jude has been carried off!" Jug shouted. "Ain't a durn doubt a it! Her roomis all tore

up! "

FOR sone seconds follow ng Jug’'s proclamation, silence lay over the clearing.

"Ain't nothin' else mssin ?" asked a nountai neer.

Jug scowl ed. His words were inaudible, but Doc read his |ips.

"Od Jude had a leetle tin box," he nuttered. "Thot’'s gone, too."

"Whot'd the old gal keep in the box, Jug?"

"Some kind of a durn book and sone other papers,"” said Jug. "Dunno what the papers was, but the

book was sone durn thing ‘bout a Raynond by the first nane a’ Black. | seed the nane a' the book
once’'t."

Again those in the clearing about the cabin were silent, and for the briefest instant, the quiet
was broken by an eerie note, a faint, nebulous trilling that seened, because of the manner in which

it appeared to emanate from everywhere and yet fromno definite spot, possessed of an essence of
ventril oqui sm

The Snows heard it. They were puzzl ed.

"Didja hear thot thar?" a man nuttered.

But the fantastic sound was gone now, and the Snows dismi ssed it as sonething inagi ned, not
associating the trilling with the presence of Doc Savage.

"How d O d Jude get ketched?" some one asked Jug.

"The varm nt shot WIllie, here," Jug grunted. "Then they nusta popped A d Jude over the head with
sonethin’ an’ packed her away."

Doc was nonentarily puzzled over the nention of the unexpected Wllie, but that becane clear when
Jug Snow noved to the right a few paces and lifted the body of a man. That would be WIllie. He had
been a guard, and the raider had killed him

"Quare we never heerd no shot," a man suggested. "W all be down the crick a piece all nornin ."
"Ht's the work a° Raynonds!" Jug Snow snapped. "I|’m gonna gouge out the bullet. Sonme a them



Raynmonds use different size rifles than t’ others. Bullet might show us which'n done it."

Wth his pocketknife and a manner whi ch showed no squeam shness whatever, Jug performed a gory
makeshi ft autopsy. He cut and probed for sonme tinme. Then he began to curse.

"There ain't no bullet!" he yelled.

"Hell's foire!" gasped a Snow. "‘'Twas the Squeakin’ Goblin that’'s up an’ carried off O d Jude!"

Chapter XV. THE UNEXPECTED DEAD

DOC SAVAGE did not remain where he was for |ong after hearing—seeing, rather—the words. He
doubl ed down, seemed to nerge with the tall nountain grass, and scuttled forward.

The Snows were congregated on one side of the cabin. Doc approached on the other. He slid over
the low log wall. There were dogs near the cabin, but, fortunately, at the nonment, on the other

si de

Doc ran to a window. It was sashless, but covered with a nosquito bar. Stroking gestures of a
sharp knife opened the netting soundl essly, and Doc made practically no noise clinbing inside

He had little trouble finding Od Jude’s room It was poorly furnished, nost of the fittings
homemade. Evi dences of a search were profuse. A bureau of wooden boxes had been upset, and a fanmly
phot ograph al bumlay on the fl oor

Doc’s intent gaze found nothing of particular inportance, and he picked up the albumand riffled
through its pages, noting that the name of each subject had been scraw ed bel ow the pictures
Qut si de, the Snows tal ked

"Jug, did you know O d Jude was gone all the time you and the boys was back East?" a man asked
"What's thot?" Jug demanded. "The old rip warn't here?"

"A-course, Od Jude said she was up t’ the farmshe heired fromher grand-pap on Calf Crick," the
informant said hastily. "She nought have been, and her bein’ gone nought not nmean anything."

"And it nmought, too," Jug pointed out

About that tine, Doc Savage came upon a picture in the al bumwhich interested him A name was
witten bel ow

JUDALI A

That would be "O d Jude." The picture was of a girl about eighteen, and Doc, who had expected
sonet hi ng of a hag, was surprised, for the photograph showed a person of rare beauty. There was
sonet hing striking about it in another way, also

The bronze man studied the picture fromvarious angles. Then he got it! Od Jude at eighteen or
so had borne a remarkabl e resenbl ance to entrancingly pretty Frosta Raynond as she was today.

G her pictures followed. They showed an unusual decline in beauty, starting at about the age of
twenty. Lines had conme into Judalia' s face, her hair had becone gray and stringy and her exquisite
features had beconme ridden with an expression of msery. It was striking—that visible record of
pretty Judalia turning into Od Jude, the crone

Doc gave attention to what Jug Snow was sayi ng outside

"There's sonethin’ wham sl amred quare ‘bout this whole shootin' match," said Jug. "Wwo in blazes
is a-helpin’ us, without lettin’ us know who he be?"

Doc woul d have liked to put a question to that. Fortunately, one of the |less inforned Snows asked
al nost the exact interrogative which Doc desired answered

"Hel p?" the man grunted. "Watcha nean, Jug?"

"Don’t you know what sent us back East?" Jug denanded

"Nope. "

"*Twas a note thot sonmebody up and throwed into the cabin,” Jug explained. "W never seed who
throwed it, ‘cause a' the dark."

"What'd the witin' say?"

"Said thot Frosta Raynond was a-headin fur the East to get this Doc Savage feller to help her
fight us Snows. Told us we could grab the gal and Doc Savage at thot Aquatania Hotel on the Mine
coast."

"You be a-forgettin part, Jug," another man put in slowy.

Jug scowed. "I ain't a-forgettin’. There was a passell a noney tied to that note, noney fur us
to chase East after Frosta Raynond and Doc Savage."

Doc was a very, very interested |istener by now.

THOT feller, whoever he be, sure knows his stuff,"” Jug continued. "W run into Frosta Raynond and
Doc Savage right whar he said in his witin ."

A voice fromthe outskirts of the crowm asked, "What other help has this here nysterious person
give you, Jug?"

"“Nother time, nore noney was throwed into the cabin," said Jug. "There was sure some spondul i cks
inthot roll."

"Was there a note with it?" asked the voice fromthe edge of the group

Two men near where the words came from gl anced about curiously.



"Sure there was a note," said Jug.

"What'd it say?" asked the voice.

The two men who had | ooked around stiffened slightly.

"Thot’s a secret |'’mkeepin'," Jug said darkly. "But this here feller has sure got some good
i deas. "

"How do you know it is a ‘feller’?" queried the voice. "Maybe it’'s a wonan."

Attracted by the first two who had stared, two nore nen | ooked around. They started, staring
around at their neighbors.

"HelI'!" said Jug.

"Where are the notes now?" asked the voice.

Al four men who were staring at the voice source becane sonewhat popeyed.

"Them notes up and di sappeared,"” Jug said reluctantly. "Dunno how | could ve, but | nust’ve |ost
Cem "

"Coul d they have been stolen fromyou?" asked the interrogator.

But that question was never answered.

"Jug! Jug!" shrieked the nmen who were staring.

' There ain’t nobody talkin to you!"

Hel I!" snorted Jug. "You're batty!"

"That voice has been comin’ out of thin air!" screeched the informants. "W been watchin'! Kain't
see a soul !'"

"Tarnation!" Jug gul ped.

"Durn place is ‘“witched!" wail ed anot her Show.

Inside the cabin, there was practically no sound as Doc Savage noved to the back w ndow, slipped

t hrough and set out for the woods at a light run.

Doc was a skilled ventriloquist and voice mmc, thanks to his habit of practicing countless

hours to master all acconplishnents. He had sinply put a few questions to Jug, standi ng unobserved
just inside the front door, throw ng his voice.

The Snows were baffled. Some of the nore ignorant were near terror.

Wien a dog saw Doc Savage and sent up a great turnoil of barking as it charged in pursuit, Doc
was forced to make the ani mal unconscious with one of his anaesthetic balls.

By the time the Snows had rounded the cabin Doc Savage was gone, and only the sleeping dog

remai ned. Wen the dog revived sone tine later, entirely unharned by its slunber, the nost worldly
of the Snows was shaken.

"Cur got a witchin'!" a man munbled in very real horror.

DOC SAVAGE did not depart immediately fromthe vicinity of the Snow headquarters but swing in a
circle, trained eyes studying the ground, seeking the trail of O d Jude Snow and her abductor, the
Squeaki ng Goblin—+f it were he.

The visit to the Snow cabin had been informative. It had cleared up many points.

Some sinister masterm nd was urging the feud, actually directing it without the know edge of the
nmount ai neers who were killing each other. The first killings had been by the Squeaki ng Goblin—and
they had set Raynobnds upon Snows, because ol d Col unmbus Snow, the original Squeaking Goblin, who had
been killed eighty years or nobre ago, had been a Snow cl ansman, and the Raynobnds suspected a Snow of
using the disguise of old Col unbus.

The Squeaki ng Goblin had started the feud, then. The note thrown to Jug, intended to prevent Doc
Savage fromningling in the affair, mght well have been hurled by the Sgueaki ng Goblin.

The other note about which Jug had been secretive woul d bear | ooking into.

The big fact was the certain know edge that the evil and nysterious killer, the Squeaking Goblin,
was pronoting the feud for some obscure reason of his own.

That reason, coupled with the identity of the Squeaking Goblin, were the two nysteries to be

sol ved.

Doc found the trail. He knew it was the correct trail because of the furtive manner in which it
wound anong the bushes and trees. Myreover, the footprints of the man were heavy, as if he carried a
burden, and the feet had been wapped with fabric, possibly gunny sacking, to prevent the tracks
having any real identity of their own.

Doc followed the strange trail. It was not difficult, for the weight of the wonan had precl uded

t he Sgueaki ng Goblin using nuch caution.

That it was the Squeaking Goblin soon becane certain when Doc found, attached to rough out-thrust

of bark on the level of his own head, a few strands of hair that certainly had come froma coonskin.
Further on, deadly cobwebs—hairlike wires coated with the Iethal m xture—barred the path.

Doc circled these warily, pausing on the far side to get a stick and knock them down and crowd
them under the soft | oam where they would not trap anot her wayfarer.

The Squeaki ng Goblin had guarded agai nst pursuit.

The trail took a westerly direction toward a region which, Doc knew from what Frosta Raynond had
told himof this nmountain district, was nore desolate and thinly settled than any of the



surroundi ngs.

Doc topped a ridge and stood | ooking down into a valley through which a rather |arge streamran.
Suddenly, crows gathered in the air at a point far below. A nonent later—t took a little time
for sound to travel up the valley slope—there cane the noise which had frightened the crows. The
tine differential was small; the appearance of the crows and the noise of the sound reached Doc
little short of sinultaneously.

The noi se was a squeak that m ght have been nade by a gigantic nmouse. The Squeaking Goblin's
eerie nmuzzl e-| oader!

Doc Savage broke into a flashing run down the nountainside toward the sound.

OLD JUDE SNOWsat in the mddle of the path, held her head in her hands and rocked fromside to
side, making low, inarticulate sounds the while. Between the fingers clasped to her head sluggish
strings of red craw ed, mngled together in one flow down her sleeves and the front of her honespun
dress.

Doc cane upon her—but not unexpectedly. He was somewhere near where the crows had flown up, and
was going warily. He grasped her hands and pulled them away from her head.

The cut was not serious. The Squeaki ng Goblin nmust have cast her aside forcibly, so that she
collided with a stub of a dead scrub oak. She was dazed.

"What happened?" Doc rapped. "Were did he go?"

A d Jude blinked, her |ips withed—but no words canme. She was still too stunned to speak.
The photographs in the Snow fam |y al bum had been good |ikenesses of O d Jude, although perhaps,
now t hat she was only half conscious, she | ooked | ess cynical, |ess the crone.

"Where did the Squeaki ng Goblin go?" Doc denmanded.

A d Jude revived a bit, tried to speak again, failed, then reverted to gestures. She pointed
weakly down the trail.

Doc lifted erect.

A d Jude found her voice, munbling, "The Squeakin' Goblin—rosta s pappy."

What ?" Doc sank beside her.

"Frosta' s pappy and the Squeakin’ Goblin," Od Jude said slowy, painstakingly and clearly.

Doc cane to his feet again and ran in the direction indicated by dd Jude as the one taken by the
Squeaki ng Goblin. He ran with long strides and did not skul k behind trees, a procedure that to one
not knowi ng the bronze man's capabilities woul d have seened extrenely reckl ess.

But Doc knew from |l ong experience that he had a fifty-fifty chance of sighting any attacker and
getting safely to cover, or countering with an attack of his own.

He covered a hundred yards—and knew the river was near. He could snell the nud, the water-|ogged
driftwood. The water appeared through the trees, still and deep.

Then Doc yanked to a stop.

A man lay in the rather dry weeds beside the trail. The weeds were crushed down for sone feet
around him as if the man had been running at great speed when he went down, and had rolled, due to
momentum  Sone of the weeds were still straightening, so recently had they been mashed down.

Doc advanced, noting the man's gnarled stature. The nan lay face-down. Hi s head had no hair on
top. It was a very wet and red head, as if freshly painted with scarlet. Wen Doc lifted himto turn
hi mover, a small fountain of crinmson came to life in the back of his bald head.

Doc | ooked at the face. It was the elderly man who had been with Red McNew i n Mai ne. Red had
identified himas Frosta Raynond’' s father.

Frosta Raynond's father! He had died very suddenly.

Doc Savage conducted a brief search, eyes alert. He soon found where the bullet had struck in a
tree, making a tiny hole. The bronze man used his penknife to dig in.

There was, nysteriously, no bullet. And that proved a point. Instead of Frosta' s father being the
Squeaki ng Goblin, he had been killed by the Squeaki ng Goblin.

Doc ran back to where he had left O d Jude.

a d Jude was gone!

DOC SAVAGE stood very still for some nonents, and there was faintly audible the trilling sound
whi ch was his refuge in nmonents of nmental shock, of surprise, of sudden excitenent, although this
time the note was scarcely appreciable to the ear and of very brief duration.

He slammed violently to the earth.

Ee- e- e- k!

The squeak followed Doc’s swift nmove by a fraction of a second. There was the zongi ng sound of a
bul l et overhead, an ensuing clatter of falling twigs cut off in its passage, and zing-zow as it
ricochetted, then clinbed away into skyward inaudibility.

Doc had seen the rifleman a split-second before he fired. That was what a lifetime of careful
eye-training acconplished.

The rifle was a long nuzzle-loader with a strangely large barrel, and the rifleman was a tall
figure with a face of death and the deerskin and coonskin garments of another century.



The Squeaki ng Goblin! He lowered the long rifle and began the | engthy business of ramm ng hone
anot her charge.

Doc flashed forward. The Squeaki ng Goblin was perhaps a hundred and fifty yards distant. It was
just possible the distance m ght be negotiated before the fellow rel oaded the long rifle.

The weird apparition in deerskins | ooked up. The macabre quality of his features was starkly
apparent, even at that distance. He sprang suddenly behind a sumac thicket. And with that, he seened
to vanish utterly.

When Doc reached the sumac, there was no one to be found, which did not surprise himgreatly, for
the tinmber was very thick. But when he searched for sone time and still |ocated no sign of the
phantomrifleman, small, weird |ights were discernible in his flake-gold eyes.

The bronze man ended his hunt near where the body of Frosta Raynond's father lay on the river
bank. He gave it up, then, and went back along the trail.

He found one thing nore of interest. It was a small, battered sheet-iron box which |ay beside the
trail. In falling, it had crushed some weeds, and the green juice of these was still wet on the
netal .

It nmust be Ad Jude’s box which had held her copy of the elusive volune, "The Life and Horrible
Deeds of That Adopted Mor, Black Raynond." But there was no book in it. The box was enpty.
There was no sign, not a vestige of tracks, to show what had become of O d Jude. As far as
outward appearances went, the crone might well have vanished into the warm nountain air.

And as Doc Savage swung through the nountains, back toward the cabin of Frosta Raynond’'s
unfortunate father, he gave sonme thought to what Jug Snow had been told about O d Jude being
nmysteriously absent fromthe Snow ranks during the time that Jug was in the East.

Chapter XVI. THE ENTERTAI NER

Two days passed.

A Raynond was shot from anbush while milking; a Snow and a Raynond canme face to face on a

nmount ai n road, and when the snoke of battle cleared, both conbatants |ay dead.

Woren kept their children in the house, and stayed in thenmselves. The men did not venture out,
except when their famlies were in dire need of food, then they shot a chicken or a hog froma

wi ndow, and dashed out only | ong enough to drag the carcass inside.

A few of the nore reckless and bl ood-thirsty roamed the hills, rifles at full cock, their manners
furtive. Through these, news spread, news that was eagerly sought—the nane of the latest victim
were the eneny famlies "a-novin' out yit?"

It was the hope of the Snows to drive the Raynonds fromthe nountains, if they all could not be
killed, and the Raynobnds entertai ned the sane sentinents regarding the Snows.

The feud was bl oody. Even the old-tinmers—sen eighty, ninety and a hundred years ol d, agreed on
this. And that meant something.

Usual ly, to the old-tiners, nothing was quite like the "good old days." The snow was not as deep
in the winter, the young boys were not as full of devilnent, the girls were not as nice, people did
not work as hard—er so the gray-beards clai ned.

But the feud was different.

"Ain't never been a feud bloodier’'n this'n," was the consensus.

The mracle was that the governor had not sent soldiers in weeks ago. Only the cl ose-nout hed
nature of the nountaineers, their trait of fighting their own battles, was responsible for that. The
outer world did not know the full horror of the feud.

Jug Snow was abroad nuch. Jug was a devil in many respects, in nost respects, in fact, but he was
not afraid of anybody. He was not reckless, though, and he always took a squad of his Snows al ong,
if not for protection, then for aid should a party of Raynonds be encountered.

Jug was hunting A d Jude, who had never been found. He inquired everywhere, but no one had seen

A d Jude. It was a nystery.

On the evening of the second day after O d Jude had vani shed, Jug and his party rounded a turn in
a road. They stopped, staring.

"Whut’s thot?" Jug grow ed.

GLIDI NG al ong the road toward themwas a strange figure. In height, it came hardly up to Jug's
anmpl e wai stline. The figure was burly, ragged, and its noverment al ong the road was rapid,
acconpani ed by a rattling and squeaki ng.

"Afeller ‘thout any legs!" Jug nuttered.

The i ndividual under discussion cane closer, and it was apparent he was not w thout |egs. These
latter linbs, however, were crossed in grotesque fashion under him as if they m ght be stricken.
He rode a snull platformon castor-nounted wheels, this being strapped to his |ower body by a
harness, so that it would not drop off on the rough road. In each hand was a short, stout, pointed
stick, and he used these to pole hinself forward.

The stranger came forward on his platform seem ng unaware that men were in front of him Less
than ten feet away, he pulled up suddenly, as if he had just seen Jug and his party.



"Who' n hell’re you?" Jug grow ed.

If the man on the wheel ed pl atform heard, he gave no sign, but peered near-sightedly, blinking.

Hi s shoul ders and torso were enornous; his head snall, his cheeks bul gi ng.

Most striking, though, was the snooth hairlessness of his skin. He was without even eyebrows or
eyel ashes, and his head was bare of hair. He resenbled a deforned, hairless nonster. There was an
accordi on slung across his back.

"Answer ne!" Jug baw ed.

The nmonster on the rolling platformgrinned, show ng a hideous array of bl ackened teeth. He
pointed at his nmouth, his ears, then shook his head violently.

"He kain't heer nor talk, Jug," said a Snow. "He be a dumy."

The ugly one |l eered. Then, great nuscles withing under his clothing, he unslung his accordion,
gave it a squeeze, and out poured nel ody that had volume if not quality.

"Stop hit, dam you!" Jug yelled. "Every Raynond in the woods’|| be a-hearin’ thot racket!"

The def orned man seened not to hear. |If anything, his nusic becanme the | ouder.

"He kain't heer you," said a Snow.

"He' Il heer this!" Jug gritted.

Wth that, the burly chief of the Snows sprang forward, drove a big foot violently and kicked the
nmusi ci an head over heels.

What ensued was startling. The cripple naintained his clutch on the two sticks with which he
propelled hinself. He withed |ike an upset spider, regained his balance on the wheeled platform
and, with astounding speed, hurtled at Jug.

The sticks were as effective as a cop’s nightstick, and they cracked against Jug’s shins, his
hands, and finally his head.

Jug and his assailant came to grips. Around and around they went, and a snall cloud of dust arose
and envel oped them

After a nmoment Jug came crawling out of this, |ooking dazed. He had lost his rifle.

"Thot thing ain't human!" Jug grated, pointing at the deformed one, who was materializing in the
cl oud of dust.

Jug seized a rifle fromanother Snow. He cocked it, pointed it at his nenesis. It was obvious he
intended to do nurder.

There was a |loud report—the crack of a rifle. The noise dived al ong the shall ow canyon which the
road made through the woods.

But the nonstrosity on the wheeled platformdid not upset.

Instead, Jug Snow squawl ed. The rifle flew out of his hands. The fore grip was splintered, and on
the barrel was the shiny smear where a | eaden bul |l et had struck.

AT the side of the road stood a nman. He had appeared there so furtively that the Snows,
interested in the deforned one, had been unaware of his presence. He held a rifle at his shoul der,
and fromthe nmuzzle curled a faint haze of freshly burned powder.

"This be a repeatin’ gun," he remnded in the |lazy nountain dialect. He pointed a thunb at his
own chest. "I be Fatty Irvin fromdown the nountains a piece."

"Whut’' s the idea a-shootin’ nmy gun away?" Jug snarl ed.

"Fatty Irvin don't go in fur shootin’ themthot kain't do no harm" advised the other.

"Kain't do no harm" Jug rubbed nunmerous bruises aclnmnistered by the defornmed one's short,

poi nted sticks. "He durned near ruin't me!"

"You up an’ popped ‘imwith your foot, first," "Fatty" Irvin advised.

This Fatty Irvin was a victimof the sly nmountain humor which causes short nmen to be called
"Slin and tall men by correspondi ngly deceiving nonenclature. Fatty was extrenely tall and
freckled. H's nose bulged, and a great quid of chew ng tobacco pulled his face out of shape.

H s skin was marked in various places with scars, as if he had indul ged frequently in violent
conbat. His garb was ragged.

A brittle tension settled over the Snows. Rifles shifted suggestively, but not too nuch, for the
thin stranger in the shabby clothes was alert, his own gun cocked.

"What’'re you doin’ in these parts?" Jug grow ed.

"Come to fit with the Snows," said the other.

Jug went over and got his rifle. His great bulk noved with extreme ease. He grunted with pleasure
when he found the rifle not greatly danaged.

"Whut right you all got to fit with Snows?" he asked.

"Figger if a feller’s mamy’s sister married a Snow, hit makes ‘ima Snow, don't it?" asked Fatty
Irvin.

Jug scowl ed, winkling his small forehead. One of the other Snows advised himthere had been an
Irvin woman wel ded into the clan by wedl ock many years ago, and that she had cone from "down the
nmount ai ns a piece."

"I was told to hunt up Jug Snow," thin Fatty Irvin put in. "Kin you fellers tell ne whar he kin
be found?"

"1"m Jug," said Jug Snow.



The slim nman gave every indication of being dunfounded. His | ean jaw sagged. H s nopuse-col ored
eyes popped. He seened actually to trenble.

"Not the g-g-great f-f-fighter, Jug Snow" he stuttered. "G g-gosh! | wouldn't a-shot a while ago
f-for anythin’ if'n I'd a-knowed t-t-that!"

Jug Snow expanded appreciably at this evidence that his name carried terror, and pronptly began
to snort and roar threats. Wien he felt that his dignity was properly regained he rel ented, perhaps
noved a little by the fact that the Snows needed every fighting man.

"You can fit with the Snows," he granted.

Some di scussi on ensued about the disposal to be made of the deformed one who was deaf and dunb
and carried an accordion. Jug was still in favor of shooting him

"l got a leetle noney whut we can use to throw a party tonight," Fatty Irvin put in. "Wy not
keep this tw sted-up cuss to nmake the nusic for the doin's."

It was finally agreed to do that.

THE remai nder of the evening was wi thout incident of note. The Snows returned to their cabin
stronghol d for supper.

The new recruit, Fatty Irvin, proved to be something of a mxer. Not only did he fraternize with
the Snows in the clipped, strange nountain manner, but he attached hinmself to Jug in a nost admiring
and flattering manner, a policy which put himin strong with Jug, who liked to be the subject of
hero worshi p.

The man who sat always with his legs tw sted under himplayed a little on his accordion. He
ignored all questions put to himin a manner which indicated plainly that he could not hear.

Even frightful threats, voiced by straight-faced Snows, failed to put a flicker of enption on his
face, and the Snows burst into roars of |aughter at this.

"He shore is deef," a man chuckl ed.

"Wonder whut’'s become a’ O d Jude?" another pondered a little later.

"Squeakin’ Goblin got her, a-course,"” nuttered one of the group.

A short silence followed that.

"Then |'"ma-feared O d Jude be dead," said the first speaker. "The Squeakin' Goblin is death on
us Snows. "

"Who you figger he be?"

"Squeakin’ Goblin is a durn Raynond."

"Raynonds claimhe’'s a Snow," the other rem nded. "The Raynonds say the Squeakin’ Goblin has been
a-killin alot nore a themthan he’'s killed a us."

"Raynonds is all liars," dismssed the first.

Posi ti oned near by on his wheeled platform the bald dummy gave no sign of know ng a conversation
was under way. He was carefully polishing his accordion.

"Wonder whut Jug done with the noney thot was throwed into the cabin a while back?" a Snow
muttered thoughtfully after a tine.

"There was a note tied to it," rem nded the man next to him "The note probably told Jug whut to
do."

"Funny ‘bout the two times noney an’ notes wus throwed into the cabin. This first one sent us to
the East to stop thot Frosta Raynond gal fromgettin’ holp from Doc Savage, you know. Wnder who
throwed ‘ enP"

"Sonmebody who’s a-hol pin’ us again’ them Raynonds, a-course."

"But who?"

"Dunno. Woever he be, he knows ‘bout everythin' thot goes on."

A few minutes after this conversation, the fellow on the wheel ed platform found occasion to roll
hi msel f behind sone bushes while no one was | ooking. There, grinmacing, he hastily freed hinself from
the platformand sprang erect on | egs which were perfectly intact and efficient, but which were
cranped by the distorted position they had been occupyi ng.

Now t hat the supposed deforned nman was on his feet and noving about, it was apparent that he was
Monk, the renowned chemi st, nenber of Doc Savage’'s group of five aides.

MONK resunmed his disguise after a time and rejoined the Snows. As a crippled dunmy, he was in an
excell ent position to obtain information. The Snows tal ked freely, not thinking he could hear.
That Jug Snow had received noney thrown nysteriously into his cabin, Mnk had | earned, and he
intended to find out just what disposition Jug had made of the funds. The latter information, it
devel oped, was not |long in being divul ged.

Shortly after dusk, there was a noise on the ridge to the westward. A nman hall oed. Jug answered,
and thereafter began to grin widely.

A pack horse appeared, and was foll owed by others, coming fromthe direction of the ridge. There
were mul es and ponies, burdened with substantial wood packing boxes.

"Whut’ s this?" asked a Snow.

"This," Jug grinned, "is whut | bought with the noney thot was throwed through the cabin w nder."
They fell to unloading the packing cases, which were carried into the cabin and carefully



stacked. Jug produced a rusty hamer from sonmewhere and knocked at a box lid.

Tall, thin Fatty Irvin stood just inside the cabin, |eaning against the door janb as if not
greatly interested.

Jug got his box open and lifted out dozens of ribbed netallic objects nearly the size of
basebal | s.

"Hand grenades!" gasped a Snow who had evidently served in the War.

Jug | eered, nodded, and opened anot her box. He casually renoved oiled paper fromone of the
articles inside, held it up.

The obj ect was a very nodern automatic rifle.

There was case after case of ammunition, nore rifles and nmachine guns, rifle grenades and, nost
deadly of all, cannisters of poison gas and a nunber of protective nasks.

"Stuff enough to fit a war!" sonmebody nuttered.

"Ain't thot whut we be a-doin’?" Jug chuckled evilly. "Thot note said as how | could buy this
stuff with the noney, and the note give the address where the guns coul d be bought outside, and the
other stuff like this gas and all."

"You nean we're agoin’ to use these killin’ tools on Raynonds?"
"We be," Jug agreed. "W're gonna organize this here thing on a big scal e—+ike we was an arny
a-nmoppi n’ up on the eneny. Tonorrow we' |l get together all Snows, and the next day we'll be

a-startin’ our canpaign."

"Did thot note give you the idea fur this, Jug?" a man queri ed.

"Whut if it did?" Jug growed. "Ht's a good idea, ain't hit?"

Messengers were di spatched through the grow ng dusk to spread the word anong the Snows. All
abl e-bodi ed men of the clan were to assenble at Jug’'s cabin as soon as possible.

"And tell themthot's finicky not to conme," Jug advised the couriers. "W be agoin’ to rid
creation a' all Raynonds. Ain't no work fur nobody with a weak gut."

Chapter XVII. THE SUBSTANTI AL GHOST

THE ni ght had not quite settled to its blackest when there was a novenent in the brush near the
cabin of Jug Snow. Two figures were neeting.

One party to the clandestine rendezvous was the tall, thin individual whomthe Snows thought to
be their relative fromdown the mountai n—atty Irvin. The other man was the m sshapen figure who
travel ed on the wheel ed pl atfor mMonk, the honely chemi st.

"Let's get away from here—where we can tal k, Johnny," Mnk suggested.

" Super mal agor geous i dea," agreed Johnny, pernmitting hinmself the luxury of a big word.

Johnny, disguised as Fatty Irvin, nountaineer, had done a masterly bit of acting, not only
failing at any time to spring one of his many-syllabled words, but speaking the native dialect so
superbly that the Snows had been conpl etely deceived.

That Monk and Johnny had put over the deception with ease was a tribute to their mental ability
and training. Monk and Johnny—and the others of the five-group as well —aere men with qualities far
beyond the ordinary, men who were al nost w zards when conpared to the ordinary individual.

To only one man did these five bow acknow edgnment as their master, and the personage was Doc
Savage, mnuscul ar marvel and nental giant.

The two retired sone rods into the brush, there to hold an earnest consultation.

"Doc had the right idea when he set us to work fromthis angle, while he worked with the
Raynonds, " nuttered Monk. "Boy, supposin’ we hadn’t |earned about those boxes that Jug just got!"
The bony Johnny studi ed Monk severely in the nurk.

"An ul trapugnaci ous tenperanment nearly precipitated you into your Val halla," he said.

"You nmean | nearly got nyself shot when | sailed into Jug Snow?" Monk grinned. "Did you think I
was gonna | et himkick me around?"

"My presence was a propitious circunstance."

"It sure was," Monk agreed, his snmall voice sober. "If you hadn't been there, sonebody woul d’ ve
got shot. But | figured on you. Saw you prowing in the brush just before | junped Jug."

The bi g-worded Johnny changed the subject.

"Acquisition of the assortment of warlike weapons portends no small jeopardy,” he remarked

t hought ful ly.

"Wth that nodern stuff, they'Il nmassacre the Raynonds," Mnk adnmtted. "Strange where they got
it

"Unscrupul ous individual s who supply weapons to the underworld are not extinct," Johnny rem nded.
"The note, tossed so inexplicably through the w ndow of Jug Show s domicile, conceivably bore
explicit instructions about how to conduct negotiations with such a reprobative personality."

"l wish you' d change over to the American | anguage,” Mnk grunbl ed. "That business about the
notes was funny. You know what | think?"

"You have a cogitation?"

"An idea—you bet. | figure that the Squeaking CGoblin tossed those two notes and the noney to Jug
Snow. "

"A thesis possessing credibility," Johnny agreed.



"The Squeaking Goblin has some reason for wanting the Snows and the Raynonds to kill each other

of f," Monk continued triunphantly. "He started the feud, and has been egging it along."

"Your observation mght be anended in one respect."”

" Eh?"

"The Squeaking Coblin desires only the Raynonds be elimnated."

Monk t hought that over, then nodded his shaven and chemically bl eached head.

"Dog-goned if you're not right, Johnny. The Squeaking Goblin getting these guns for the Snows,
even if he did do it indirectly, shows that he wants to see the Raynonds get the little end of the
stick. He wants the Raynonds killed off."

"Suppose we promrul gated our conceptions upon Doc Savage," Johnny suggested.

THE two men now crept through the mountain brush, meking as little noise as possible, until they
cane to a rocky stretch far up on the nountainside. There, after digging in the sand under a |arge
overhang of stone, they produced a netal case which, when opened, proved to hold a portable radio
tel ephone transmitter and receiver.

Monk put the set in operation and began calling Doc. He raised the bronze man within a few
seconds. Doc was at the farm of Red McNew.

As cryptically as was possible, Mnk told what he and Johnny had | earned, and added the

concl usi ons they had drawn.

"That proves what we have suspected,"” Doc agreed over the ether waves. "The Squeaking Goblin is
fomenting the feud for some secret purpose.”

"Any sign of Ad Jude?" Mnk asked. "These Snows don’t know what has becone of her."

"No trace of her," Doc replied. "I have put in nost of the last two days hunting."

Monk was sober at that, for if Doc had expended two days in fruitless search, Od Jude had

di sappeared very thoroughly indeed.

"Where's Han?" the honely chem st queried curiously. "Haven't seen himsince we |left the East."
"The Squeaki ng Goblin may have a radio receiving set," Doc rem nded Monk. "It will be safer not
to tell you where Hamis. He is doing sone work that nay prove val uable."

Monk asked, "What shall Johnny and | do, Doc?"

"The Snows do not suspect you?"

"Nary a suspect. You should see Johnny play hill-billy. He's al nost human when he stops using
them big words. "

Echoing the words, there cane a loud thunp fromthe night al nbst besi de Monk. For a fractional
nmonment, the pleasantly ugly chem st thought Johnny had nade the noise. Then there was a second
thump, and a linmp formrolled agai nst Mnk’s ankl es.

"What the— Monk thunmbed on his flashlight.

H's hair all but stood on end. A cold whirlwi nd seened to go down his spine.

Not six feet fromhimstood a macabre, towering figure clad in deerskins and a coonskin cap. Held
in pale claws was a | ong-barrel ed nuzzl e- 1 oader.

"The Squeakin’ Goblin!" Mnk how ed.

The soft object against Mnk’'s ankles was the form of Johnny. He had been smashed down sensel ess
by a blow fromthe heavy muzzl e-| oader.

The Squeaking Goblin leveled the rifle at Mnk's chest and pulled the trigger.

A CANNON mi ght have gone of f—fromthe sound. Flame, thundering noise and powder fumes burst from
the barrel. The fire tongue seened to reach fromthe nuzzle to Monk’s chest.

Air went fromMnk’s lungs with a roar. He seened to cave in the nmddle, as if stepped on by sone
invisible nonster. He tilted over backward.

But, on hitting the ground, he rolled with an agility that showed he was far fromdead. In his
agony, he tore at his chest where the bullet had struck. H's shirt, torn open, disclosed the
metallic surface of a bulletproof vest beneath.

The Squeaki ng Goblin made a snarling sound, inarticulate, with a quality that was hardly human.
The dangling tail of the coonskin cap flapped as the figure sprang forward. The | ong nuzzl e-1 oader
was clubbed down in a terrific blow

Monk rolled, got clear. He came to his feet, a glowering, siman giant. A second swi ng of the
nmuzzl e-1 oader whistled over his head as he ducked.

"Here's where | clean up this Squeakin’ Goblin nmenace!" Mnk gritted, and lunged at the nenace.
The honely chenmist was still groggy fromthe blow of the bullet against his bulletproof vest,
however, and the Goblin evaded himw th a quick | eap backward.

Monk plunged after the figure, runbling in a noisy fashion which was in narked contrast to his
usual mld tone.

The Squeaking CGoblin fled into the tinmber. Mnk pursued for a few yards, |lost trace of his

quarry, groped for his flashlight, and realized he had dropped it when shot at. He ran back for the
l'i ght.

Consuned by curiosity, he turned the | um nance upon his chest where the bullet had struck. His
eyes searched for the slug. There should be some trace of it, if nothing nore than a smear of |ead.



There was no evi dence of a bullet.

"Danged if | savvy that!" Mnk nmunbl ed. Then he ran forward, dashing his |ight wherever he

thought his quarry m ght be |urking.

Monk was confident at first, but that feeling oozed speedily when he | ocated no trace of the
spectral Goblin. Wth nore and nore of a feeling akin to desperation, Mnk hunted, his light |eaping
about with a jittery speed that seened actually frightened.

Pausi ng, the honely chem st listened intently. The whup-whup of his own heart was the only sound.
He grinmaced, wet his lips and tried again. Mnk’s hearing was by no neans dull, although not quite
equal I i ng the superhuman quality of Doc Savage’s aural organs.

Monk heard nothing, strive as he mght. He went forward again, then paused once nore to listen.
This tinme he caught a faint clatter off to the left. He whirled and plunged in that direction,
flashlight stabbing. In his forward novenment he |unged past a large tree.

There was sound fromthe tree, a flutter, a thunp—sonme one droppi ng out of the branches! Monk
realized that, realized also that the clatter he had heard nust have been a thrown hickory nut or
wal nut .

Then sonet hing seened to touch off dynamite in his skull. He was tough. Going down, he weaved
around. It was the Squeaking Goblin, striking with the |ong nuzzle-|oader. The sinister one cl ubbed
again, a third tine.

Monk col | apsed conpl etely, under the vague mi sconception that he was caught in a very black and

noi sy storm whi ch was characterized by nmuch thunder and |ightning.

Chapter XVIII. THE FI ERY MESSAGE

A FEWm nutes | ess than an hour after Monk was beaten down, Doc Savage appeared in the vicinity
of the spot from which Mnk and Johnny had comuni cated by radio.

Doc had heard Monk’'s shout, "The Squeakin’ CGoblin!" and the roar of the shot—and shortly after
that there had been a crashing, and the carrier wave of the other radio transmtter had died.

But, travel as he would, it had taken Doc sone time to cross the rugged nountains between Red
McNew s cabin and the spot where he knew, from previous comunication with the pair, that Mnk and
Johnny had conceal ed their radio.

Doc found the radio. It had been snashed with a | arge rock. He examined the rock for finger
prints. There were none.

Johnny was not about. Neither was Mnk. Doc called aloud, then listened for a long tine; but he
heard not hi ng.

He used his flashlight and read signs which told how Johnny had been struck down and how Monk had
prowl ed in search of the assailant, hinself being dropped eventually.

The gi ant bronze man nanaged to |locate a trail—the tracks of the Squeaking Goblin. As before,
when the enigmatic figure in deerskins had visited the Jug Snow cabin in connection with the

di sappearance of A d Jude, the footprints were those of nbccasins or shoes—they | ooked nore |ike
noccasi ns—arapped in fabric to disgquise their size and exact conformty.

Down the nmountain the trail |led. There were two sets of tracks, no doubt meaning that the

Squeaki ng Goblin had carried Monk or Johnny on one trip, naking a second journey for the other.
The trail ended in a snall stream which stornmed over a rocky bed. The Squeaki ng Goblin had gone
up or down, of course, but which direction proved a puzzle that even Doc's superior ingenuity and
discernment failed to solve.

The speed of the stream conbined with the rocky nature of the bed, had carried away and snoot hed
out such prints as had been nade. Mreover, the flashlight beammngled in tricky fashion with the
wat er, casting deceptive shadows which were never still and | ooking, in a vague way, |ike tracks.
Downstream the racing creek enptied into the |arger and deeper river, while in the opposite
direction, the rivulet ran very close to the Jug Snow cabi n.

It was the Snows, coupled with a know edge that he was maki ng no headway, which noved Doc to
desist in his hunt for his two men and the Squeaki ng Goblin.

A Snow, attracted by the flashlight, unlinbered one of the new machi ne guns which had cone into
the mountains on the pack train. The slugs clattered and hamrered through the tinmber and drove Doc
off in the direction of Red McNew s farm

Once back at the McNew farm Doc did not enter the farmhouse i mediately, but unlinbered a radio
transm tter which was conceal ed under the hay in the barn. He worked over the controls, setting the
wave | ength, then spoke into the m crophone.

"Han?" he asked.

"This is Ham Doc," said the voice of the dapper |awer who was the legal light of the group of
five aides. "I'"'min the gyro."

"Where are you, Han?"

"About six hundred mles out of New York," Hamreported. "Flying."

The conversation was carried on with ease, despite the distance and the conpactness of the
apparatus, for the portable radio outfits were the product of Long Tom s desi gning geni us.

"Have you | earned anything inportant?" Doc questioned.

"You bet!" Hamreplied over the aérial waves. "Want the details now, Doc?"



"Save them |f you go by Cincinnati, howlong will that delay you?"

There was a norment whil e Ham cal cul at ed.

"Not over four hours," he decided.

"Then head for Cincinnati," Doc said.

After that, the bronze man gave rapid orders to his assistant far away in the night sky.

BEG NNI NG near the hour of midnight and occurring throughout the renminder of the dark hours,
many a sl eepi ng nountai neer was rudely awakened. The sl unber-di sturbing phenonenon was a great
roaring, a cataclysm c cannonadi ng which passed | ow over cabin roofs.

The reaction of one particul ar backwoodsman was repeated in scores of instances. This bearded
wort hy bounded off a corn husk mattress, yanked a flour sack curtain aside froma w ndow, and poked
hi s head outsi de.

"Geewhi | i ckers, Rheuhamie!" he squawl ed, addressing his spouse. "C nere and | ook at this dam

t hing!"

Rheuhani e joi ned himand peered at the night sky.

"Land o' goshen!" she gasped.

Strung across the night sky was a series of brilliant |letters which gl owed agai nst the nurky
heavens. After a bit, they vanished and a fresh string of words appeared in their place. This was
repeated slowy until a conplete nessage was spelled out.

FEUD PEACE TALK

RAYMONDS AND SNOWS

SQUEAKI NG GOBLI N TO HE NAMED

MEET TOMORROW

TEN O CLOCK

AT DEVIL' S DEEP

The communi cation fromthe night sky was repeated for the benefit of slow readers—and there were
plenty in the nountains. Then the roaring receded slowmy, the nessage flashing out again and again.
Possi bly sone of the nountaineers never did understand how the scintillating epistle came from
the sky, for there were nmen in the hills who were not exactly posted on current events and the

| atest scientific devel opnents.

But it was nore likely that nost of those who saw the brilliant nessage knew the letters were
outlined with electric bulbs, these nmounted on a long, flexible frane towed by an autogyro. No
doubt, a nunber of nountaineers had seen such nessages before on their rare visits to G ncinnati, or
even to New York and Chicago, where that nethod of advertising was nuch used.

But the plane over the nountains was sonething unusual enough to arouse every one. Sone becane so
excited that they ran to their neighbors, for lack of anything else to do, and discussed the
spect acul ar happeni ng.

The spot set for tonmorrow s neeting—Pevil’'s Deep—they all knew. It was a point where the river
ran narrow and deep between sheer walls of stone. At this spot, the river could not he crossed
except by boat, and there was no place for a boat to |and, due to the steepness of the walls. Nor
was there a ford for sone niles in either direction.

The river was the theoretical dividing |ine between Raynond and Snow territory in that vicinity.
It was approximately a hundred yards in wi dth.

No one needed to he told that the Raynonds woul d gat her on one side of the Deep, and the Snows on
the other. The old-tiners could renenber when this had been done, scores of years before, in another
f eud.

Before the day of the white man, warring Indian tribes had net on opposite sides of the Deep,
according to |l egend, to talk peace terms.

Wth the enbattled factions on opposite sides of the Devil's Deep, nobody was afraid of a double
cross. The Deep kept them apart.

SHORTLY after dawn, the autogyro landed in Red McNew s tobacco patch, after having circled

previ ously and dropped the long electric sign.

Thi s had nonbreakabl e el ectric bul bs of small voltage, and was so arranged that it could spell a
nunber of words by throwing switches, after the manner of the conventional electric sign.

Ham al i ghted fromthe gyro. He was net by scowls from Red McNew and tobacco chewing Tige Eller.

Nei t her of these gentlenen had as yet resigned thenselves to having a | owl ander—and such they

consi dered Doc Savage and his men—ningle in nountaineer affairs.

Red was al so noved by the obvious interest pretty Frosta Raynmond had been showing in Doc Savage.

A few nonents | ater, Ham caught sight of Frosta herself. He was shocked at the change in the

young wonan. The death of her father had plainly affected her to a marked degree, for her eyes were
hol | ow and her smile wan.

The funeral of the elder Raynond had been held the day before, and Doc had not nentioned O d
Jude’ s strange words that, "Frosta's pappy is the Squeakin’ Goblin." There was no need of increasing
the young wonan’s worries, although the dead man had certainly not been the Sgueaking Goblin.

Doc appear ed.



"Good work with that sign, Ham" he said.

Ham got his sword cane fromthe gyro cabin. "I radioed ahead to Cincinnati after | got in touch
with you last night, and found there was one of the signs at the commercial airport. It was a sinple
matter to arrange for its use."

"W coul d not have spread word for the nmeeting any nore quickly,"” Doc told him

"But why the big hurry about the neeting?" Ham queri ed.

Doc expl ai ned about the nodern guns, the poison gas, and the masks which Jug Snow had secured and
which were to he put into use at once, according to what Monk and Johnny had | earned. Then Doc told
of what had apparently happened to Monk and Johnny.

"The Squeaking Goblin got them eh?" Ham said slowy.

There was a very genuine grief in the lawer’s manner as he noved back to the gyro, opened the
cabin and haul ed out Mnk's pet pig, Habeas Corpus. Habeas had been asleep in the plane.

"Cuess |'ve fallen heir to Habeas," he said thickly.

Hams feeling was in stark contrast to his manner when Monk was around. No one could recall when
Ham had spoken a civil word to Monk—er Mnk had spoken decently to Ham for that matter. And Ham had
again and again vouchsafed a desire to turn the pig, Habeas Corpus, into breakfast bacon.

The | awyer changed the subject. "Then you’ve got the Squeaking Goblin spotted?" he asked

hoar sel y.

"Not exactly," Doc replied.

"But in the sky nessage you told nme to flash, you said the Squeaking Goblin would be naned by ten
o’ clock tonorrow. "

"We've got to turn himup by then,” Doc explained. "That is all that will stop this feud—the
identification of the Squeaking Goblin, and proof that he started the feud, and why. If we wait, Jug
and his Snows will kill the Raynonds off with the machi ne guns and poi son gas."

"l see," Ham nodded, doubtfully.

They retired to the farmhouse, where Renny and Long Tom gave Ham a wel come that was over shadowed
by the gl oom which came fromuncertainty over the fate of Mnk and Johnny.

Attractive Frosta Raynond put a breakfast on the table, a breakfast which indicated her ability

as a cook was in keeping with her ranking as a beauty.

Only when Ham had eaten did he and Doc Savage closet thenselves in a renpbte room of the farnmhouse
and discuss the result of an investigation Ham had been carrying on in New York Gty.

"You could not find a copy of that book, ‘The Life and Horrible Deeds of That Adopted Moor, Bl ack
Raynond’ ?" Doc questi oned.

"Not in New York," Hamreplied. "But | found one."

No change cane over Doc’s netallic features, for he had school ed hinself until he had the

sonewhat uni que power of showi ng enotion only when he so desired.

"Where was the book?" he demanded.

"In the largest library in Paris, France," Hamsaid grimy. "The transatlantic tel ephone

conpani es can declare an extra dividend this month on what | spent calling libraries in London,
Berlin, Rome and other cities. After |I located the book, | had a I ong synopsis of the text cabled
over."

The nattily dressed | awer drew froma noney belt inside his garments a sheaf of onion skin

paper. He passed this to Doc, and the bronze nman read for sonme minutes, silently, turning the pages
in quick succession, until finally he finished and gl anced up.

"Frosta had the right line on Black Raynond," he said.

"Bl ack Raynond was a bird who nade hinself king of a Morish city in northern Africa, all right,"
Ham agreed. "From the sound of that synopsis of the book, Black Raynobnd was a very, very bad actor.
In plain words, he was a pirate."

Doc consulted the papers. "It says that he becanme very wealthy."

"Worth mllions," Ham agreed.

Doc studied the papers once nore. Al though his face did not show expression, snall glow ngs

seened to cone and go in his eyes. Mreover, his exotic trilling note, small and fantastic product
of throat muscles rather than a |lip-made whistle, was briefly audible, brought forth by the dawni ng
of a great conprehension.

"Bl ack Raynond di ed one hundred and four years ago, exactly," Doc continued. "And before he

di ed—

There was a splintering crash fromthe door. One panel burst open, spraying bits of wood, and |et
an enornmous bl ock of bone and gristle cone through.

It was Renny’'s fist. Renny had a habit of slanm ng panels out of doors when he was excited.

The sonber-faced engi neer shoved inside, thunping, "Doc! Doc! |’'ve got the | ow down on the

Squeaki ng Goblin!"

Chapter XIX. SUSPECTS
Doc and Ham eyed Renny, puzzl ed.
"C non!" Renny booned, and veered back through the door which he had smashed in his excitenent.



Doc trailed him Ham bringing up the rear. They went to the room occupied by burly Red McNew, and
Renny stopped outside the door, gestured for silence, then | ooked in.

"Gone!" he grunbled. "Well, we can get himlater."

" Sonet hi ng make you suspici ous of Red McNew?" Doc asked.

"Suspicious!" Renny snorted. "It nmade ne sure he is the Squeaking Goblin!"
"What did you see?"
"There's a | oose board in the floor," Renny explained. "I happened to he going past the w ndow

and saw Red McNew on his knees beside the hole. Wat d you think he was doi ng?"

"Wat ?"

"Putting away the deerskin suit, the coonskin cap, and the long rifle used by the Squeaking
Goblin!"

"Let's have a look at this," Doc suggested grinmy.

They went inside, and Renny began to scrutinize the floor in search of the secret door. Finding
it after atime, he lifted the plank—a | ong board which uncovered quite an anpl e space. He | ooked
wi t hi n. Di sappoi ntnent overspread his face.

"CGone!" he muttered.

The cavity was enpty. Sinking to a knee, Doc exam ned the hiding place.

"Looks as if the board was pried up only a few hours ago,"” he remarked. "The earth under the
floor was disturbed and it has not yet dried out."

Ham eyed Renny. "Sure you didn't imagi ne you saw the Squeaking Goblin's stuff being handl ed by

M New?"

"I sawit, all right," Renny insisted.

The three nmen |left the farmhouse. There was shrubbery near by; tall weeds and high grass grewin
profusion. It would he a sinple matter for Red McNew or any one else to cone and go w t hout being
observed.

Three of McNew s farm hands | oitered near the hog | ot, and Doc Savage approached them

"Seen Red McNew in the |ast few minutes?" he asked.

One of the hired nen pointed. "Red was a-meanderin’ over thot way, last | seed a him"

Doc Savage took the direction indicated, acconpanied by Renny and Ham as well as Long Tom who
had been attracted by their gri mmanner. Long Tom knew the signs of trouble. Doc halted, indicated
to his three aides, and spoke rapidly.

"I"lIl trail MNew al one," he said. "You fellows stick around and do what you can to hel p al ong
that neeting of Raynonds and Snows on the banks of Devil's Deep."

Doc went on, while his three nmen turned back reluctantly.

RED MCNEW had wal ked boldly to the edge of the tinmber, his footprints showed, then he had swung
sharply to the left and had started skul king through the trees.

Doc had followed the trail less than half a mle when his sharp eyes caught vague novenent to the
left.

The obj ect, indistinct through the early norning fog which filled the woods, was too |arge to he
squirrel or rabbit and too swift-nmoving to he a cow or other farm animal.

Sinking close to the earth, Doc raced forward.

There were dry fallen | eaves on the ground, dead sticks, weeds and small shrubs, contact with any
of which woul d make a noise. Yet there was practically no sound connected with the bronze man’s
advance.

Once nore, Doc sighted the skulking figure, and this tine saw it distinctly. He paused for a
nonent, flake-gold eyes fixed.

The form ahead was garbed fromhead to foot in beaded, fringed deerskin, and a great cap of
coonskin rode the head. Hands held a rifle which was |ong, a nuzzle-I| oader.

Doc went forward. He haunted bushes, kept behind tree trunks, and swuing in a senmicircle.

Eventual Iy, he was back of a tree which his quarry was approaching. He waited there.

Twi gs snapped, weeds fluttered, as the figure in deerskins approached.

Doc crouched a little. He could hear the breathing of the other. A dead branch scraped the

nmuzzl e-1 oader with a nmetallic sound.

What ensued was sinple. The bronze man nerely lunged, corded fingers distended to make a quick
grip.

The skul ker squealed a little as the capture was made. WIldly swng bl ows m ssed; frenzied
struggl es proved of no avail. Quite suddenly, the prow er gave up.

Doc Savage reached up and stripped a macabre fal se-face mask of stiff cloth fromthe captive’'s
face. It was this mask which had given the Squeaking Goblin's features their deathly aspect. It was
al nost as if Doc had expected to see the face which he now viewed, for he showed no surprise.

He had sei zed Frosta Raynond.

THE bronze man rel eased the young woman. Nothing was said. He picked up the |ong nmuzzl e-1 oader
and inspected it intently, noting that the piece was handnmade, although of rather recent
construction, for the metal bore no specks of rust.



The muzzle intrigued himparticularly. It flared slightly, and the sides of the flared portion
were perforated with holes. The whol e aspect was |ike that of a silencer of incorrect scientific
construction.

Just what purpose the flared portion served was difficult to ascertain, although possibly it was
intended as a conpensator of the type used on powerful hunting rifles and military pieces, or
perhaps the original designer of the weapon had tried to create a sil encer—ene, however, which had
failed to work.

The muzzl e constructi on undoubtedly caused the | oud squeak when the weapon was fired.

Doc touched the bullet pouch affixed to Frosta Raynond’s belt. It was enpty, hol ding none of the
nysterious bullets which vani shed.

"What was the idea, Frosta?" Doc asked.

The young worman had stood perfectly still throughout his exam nation of the gun. Her face was
pal e, her |ips drawn.
"I will answer no questions until | talk to a lawer!" she snapped.

"Are you the Squeaki ng Goblin?"

She hesitated, seened about to answer, then said nothing.

"You can't put it over," Doc told her.

Frosta maintained a tight-Iipped silence.

"You love him don't you," Doc continued. "Isn't that why you are doing it?"

Drops of noisture appeared in the corners of the girl’'s eyes.

"You can’'t draw suspicion fromRed McNew," Doc went on quietly. "That’'s what you are trying to
do, isn't it?"

Frosta Raynmond ni pped perfect cupid s bowlips with small white teeth, while the noisture in her
eyes gathered in drops that spilled over and glided erratically down her cheeks. Then she nodded.
"l saw Renny looking into Red’s room" she said. "I knew fromhis nmanner that he was excited. He
ran away—to get you, | presunme, and | |ooked into Red’s roomnyself. | saw— She stopped and took
hold of a trenmbling lower Ilip with her teeth.

"You saw Red and the Squeaking Goblin's clothing," Doc surm sed.

The girl bowed her head. "Red left in a hurry. | did not know what to do. So |+ decided to take
the garments and d-draw suspicion on nyself."

"That wasn't w se," Doc said sharply.

Her lip trenbled nore violently. "I |-love Red."

The bronze man dropped a conforting armover her shoul der. "You go back to the house. G ve these
deerskin clothes to ny nen. And don’t worry."

The girl lifted brimmng eyes. "Do you—+s Red— She coul d not finish.

"Try to keep your mind off it," Doc directed, and started her back toward Red McNew s farm

The bronze man wat ched the young wonan until she had joined Renny, Long Tom and Ham

DOC SAVAGE resuned the trail of Red McNew. It was difficult to follow, for Red had done nuch
twisting and turning, some of it at the npst unexpected times. The burly young man with the flam ng
hair had crouched frequently behind forest trees and had |ingered much in the |lee of brush clunps.
Red apparently had been hunting sonet hing—sone |iving creature which either had the power to do
himharm or to whomhe did not want his presence reveal ed.

Doc continued the trail. He showed no concern, no el ation or puzzlenent. Red McNew mi ght have

been of no inportance, the whole affair of the Squeaking Goblin one not to be greatly concerned
over, if his expression was any guide.

But the bronze man’s features rarely portrayed his inner feelings. Death could have been staring
himin the face and he woul d have | ooked about the same, except perhaps for his eyes, which would
have swirled and eddied as if tiny winds were noving the flake-gold of their depths.

Noi se of a brook reached his ears, |ike paper being crushed briskly. Then the sound nounted to a
whoopi ng, noisily boisterous uproar that drowned out the cries of birds and the sigh of the breeze
t hrough the trees.

At the stream bank the trail vanished as it had on other occasions—by sinply entering the water,
after which there was no possibility of following it. Even Doc’s masterful skill was baffled by the
pol i shed stone bed of the nountain stream

He searched in vain for two hours, then turned back toward Red McNew s farm

Chapter XX. THE GOBLI N TRAP

TEN o’ cl ock that morning saw the clans of Raynonds and Snows assenbl ed—ene faction on the west

side of Devil's Deep, the second warring group on the other bank.

Between them the river crawl ed through the sheer depth of Devil’'s Deep, an effective barrier.
Rarely had the nountains seen such a large "gittin' together," due no doubt to the spectacul ar
nature of the summons which had called the conclave. The autogyro and the electric sign was nearly
as prom nent a subject of conversation as was the Sgueaking Goblin and the feud.

They cane in buggies, surries, and even a few decrepit flivvers, although the nmountain roads were
not kind to autonobiles, and not many were used. Most of the travel was by jolt wagon and horseback,



or afoot.

Ri fl es and shotguns were profuse. Even youths of eight and nine years carried pieces |onger than
they thensel ves were. Nobody had |left his gun at home for, if the peace negotiations fell through
there mght he a pitched battle across the narrow chasm of Devil’s Deep

One noticeabl e fact, however, was the |ack of pistols and revolvers, very few being in evidence
The nmount ai neers frowned upon the use of such "short guns" as unreliable

A few razors were tucked in the pencil pockets of bib overalls, to be enployed if the "fittin’

got close."

More than one eye rested wonderingly upon a crude tripod which had been erected with stout will ow
poles. Atop this there was a nest of three black netal horns, each pointing in a different
direction. Near by was a small gl ass cage in which hung a m crophone

Those nount ai neers who had seen public address systenms and their acconpanyi ng | oud-speakers, were
quick to reveal their superior know edge and expl ain the purpose of the norning-glorylike array of
hor ns

Long Tom aided by Tige Eller, had erected the | oudspeakers. Then both had vani shed and had not
been seen since

Nei t her were Doc, Renny, nor Hamto he seen, which was probably as well, since the presence of
"furriners” would only add to the bad tenper of the crowd.

Promptly on the stroke of ten, Doc Savage appeared fromthe edge of the tinber on the Raynond
side of Devil's Deep. He wal ked toward the | oud-speakers and the gl ass cage which held the "mke."
So striking a figure did the mghty bronze man present that the nountaineers fell silent

staring. Later, there were a few nuttered comrents but they were not jocular, having rather to do
with the obvious strength which the man of metal possessed and, in the case of the fem nine el ement
with the bronze man’s undeni abl e handsoneness

Doc positioned hinmself before the caged m crophone, connected to the | oud-speakers, and began to
talk. H's voice was quiet, reproduced perfectly by the powerful anplifiers, so that all persons on
both sides of the river heard clearly.

He began with what m ght have seened to the nountaineers an irrelevant story, for he told them of
a man naned Bl ack Raynond, who had lived nore than a hundred years ago and had nade hinself the
ruler of a Miorish city, and had garnered a fortune through the channels of piracy.

"This man Bl ack Raynond retired to France in his later life,"” Doc announced in powerful tones

"He took with himhis noney—several nillions of dollars. And before he died, he made a rather
unusual arrangenent in disposing of his fortune."

The nmountai neers were very silent. This was noney talk, and they were no different fromthe rest
of the human race in show ng nmuch interest

"Bl ack Raynond arranged for a group of men to invest his noney and reinvest the interest," Doc
continued. "In other words, these nen were sinply to administer the fortune and keep it intact. Wen
one of the group died, a successor was to he chosen. These men received excellent salaries
according to the arrangenents."

The bronze man paused to let that sink in

"Just how the legal details were nmanaged is a story too long to tell now, but so cleverly was it
handl ed that the trust is in existence to this day. The sumis now many tinmes the original severa
mllions, due to the interest accrual."

Doc paused agai n.

"It was Black Raynmond's will that this vast sum he divided anong his descendants at the end of

one hundred years."

SOME seconds of shocked silence followed while this pierced the minds of the hearers, then a

great runble of excited comment went up. Here, the nountaineers realized, was a prize worth striving
for. Many nmllions to be divided anong the descendants of Bl ack Raynond

"The Raynmond clan here in the nountains are the only descendants of Black Raynond, the Moorish
pirate king of a hundred years ago," Doc continued. "Therefore, they are heirs to this fortune."
That caused another uproar. The nountaineers were a skeptical, hard-headed race, and not many of
them bel i eved what they were hearing, but it was pleasant to listen to, anyway.

"Hence, if one Raynond could kill the others off, he would be sole heir to the wealth," Doc

shout ed

That caused cold silence to snap down on the assenbl age

"This story of Black Raynmond was contained in a book," the bronze man went on. "The first nove of

a Raynond who had decided to kill the others off would he to get rid of the copies of that book, so
that the authorities would have no reason to suspect that the man had known of this |egacy of Bl ack
Raynond

"Getting rid of the Raynonds woul d have to he done in a manner that woul d not arouse suspicion of
the true notive. And it happened there was at hand a perfect neans of doing that—+the Raynond- Snow
feud."

Stark quiet still gripped the cromd on both sides of Devil’'s Deep

"To get the feud going, this man hit upon the idea of disguising hinself as the Squeaking



Goblin," Doc said distinctly and slowy. "The Squeaking Goblin is a Raynond in disguise! And he is
responsible for this feud!"

BEDLAM broke at that. Snows shouted in delight, and Raynonds nuttered | oud rage. There was nuch
mlling about. R fles waved above the crowd.

"Al'l of what has just been told you can he proved," Doc said, his great voice beating down the
tunult. "One of ny assistants, Ham got a synopsis of the book about Black Raynond from France. |t
tells how the fortune was to he invested for a hundred years, then divided anong the descendants of
Bl ack Raynond. A very small anount of cabling divulged that the fortune is to he divided within a
few nmonths. "

The shouting went on, but now it was becom ng coherent, the cal msureness in Doc’s voice having
had its effect on the throng, convincing themthat he was certain of hinself, was telling the truth.
"Who' s the Raynond thot’'s the Sgueakin’ Goblin?" nen roared.

"Gve us ‘is name!" others baw ed.

"Lynch “im"
"Roll ‘“imin pitch, then sot the pitch afire!"
"Hang “im"

Doc called again and again for quiet. He waved his arns, but few could see him Moreover, it

m ght he noted that the bronze man was very careful not to show hinmself outside the cage in which
the m crophone was encl osed.

"What’' s the Squeakin’ Goblin's name?" nountai neers how ed.

Doc waited. A close observer might have noted something of a strain on the bronze man’s netallic
features. It was as if he was waiting for sonething, sonething he had depended on happeni ng and on
the occurrence of which a great deal depended.

Then it cane.

Whamn

An object, traveling hard and fast, hit the glass of the nicrophone booth. The glass did not
break, al though the blow was fully as violent as coul d have been struck by a sl edge.

A circular, frosty-looking patch appeared on the glass. In the center of this clung a tiny,

bul | et -shaped | unp of some grayi sh substance. Fromthe di stance cane an ugly, nouse-|ike squeak.
The gl ass was bul | etproof, and the gray thing was the bullet fired by the Squeaking CGoblin from
somewher e.

This was the thing upon which Doc Savage had depended. The Squeaki ng Goblin would hardly stay
away fromthe neeting on the banks of Devil's Deep, and he would hardly resist the opportunity of
taking a shot at Doc, even should he suspect that the glass of the cage was of a variety resistant
to bullets.

Doc watched the slug. It seemed to grow smaller, snoking slightly the while, until, in the space
of a few seconds, it had vanished entirely.

That was the secret of the Squeaking Goblin’s phantom bul |l ets.

DOC sank to his knees. The cage, inprovised out of the bulletproof w ndows fromthe autogyro, had
protected only his head and shoul ders. A bull etproof vest which he wore had taken care of the
remai nder of his torso.

He pitched outside and travel ed through the crowd |ike a torpedo through a tunultuous sea, naking
for the spot where the Sqgueaking Goblin’s bullet had come from To the edge of the throng, he

pl oughed.

"Doc! Doc!"

It was Renny shouting. The big-fisted engineer raced through the tinber as he call ed.

Doc flashed forward. It did not take himlong to overhaul Renny.

"There!" The engi neer pointed ahead. "I saw the Goblin right after he shot. The squeak got ny
attention!”

Doc’s eyes had already flashed ahead, probing, and had located a fleeting, ghostly figure in
deerskins and coonskin cap and carrying a |l ong nuzzle-loading rifle.

"He must’ve had nore than one of the rifles!" Renny booned.

"Right," Doc agreed. "And nore than one of those nasquerades, too."

They sprinted forward, maeking a great deal of noise, calling out at times. The uproar was so
great that they could easily he foll owed.

Doc had stationed Renny, Long Tom and Ham about the edges of the neeting ground, and he wanted
Long Tom and Hamto join the chase. The noi se woul d gui de them

The Squeaking Goblin was running with a wild desperation, dodging frequently to keep behind the
substantial shelter of trees. The course led parallel to the bank of Devil's Deep.

Renny haul ed out one of the conpact supernachine pistols and juggled it, endeavoring to sight the
racing target.

"No!" Doc knocked the gun down.

Renny | ooked puzzl ed, and replaced the weapon inside his clothing.

Behi nd t hem Long Tom and Ham cane, gaining a little—and the fact that they did gain was proof



that Doc Savage was not putting forth his full effort to catch the Squeaking Goblin. Few |living nmen
coul d come near equalling the giant bronze man’s pace when he really sprinted.

On the opposite bank of Devil’'s Deep, nmenbers of the Snow clan al so raced al ong. Cccasionally

t hey caught sight of Doc and Renny, this guiding them

Jug took the | ead anong the Snows, being nore agile than any of the others. Probably Jug was
drawn nmore by curiosity than anything else, his nature being too coarse and vicious to feel

i ndignati on over the needl ess sl aughter which the feud had provoked.

Not so the Raynopnds who trailed Doc’s party. Theirs was a wild desire for vengeance upon the
sinister being who had started the feud in order that he mght, under its cover, manipul ate the
death of all, or nearly all of the Raynond clan, so as to | eave none, or a few, to share in the
strange fortune which was the heritage froma corsair ancestor.

"Look!" Renny barked. "He's heading for the bank of Devil's Deep!"

They had been traveling downstream and the Squeaki ng Goblin had veered sharply for the chasm
Here the banks were slightly less high, in places the drop being no nore than thirty feet.

Gai ning the brink, the Squeaki ng Goblin paused. Hands darted into the deerskin garnments. The face
of the sinister one was conceal ed behind one of the grisly death masks of stiff cloth.

The Squeaki ng Goblin produced frominside the deerskin bl ouse a hoodlike arrangement with

goggl el i ke insets of glass and various mechani cal attachments. This went on over the coonskin cap
and was drawn snug.

Wth a great |eap the Squeaking Goblin sailed out into the river, raised a splash in the water,
and vani shed beneath the surface.

Chapter XXI. THE GOBLIN S LAST SQUEAK

DOC SAVAGE and Renny scranbl ed and bounded down to the point fromwhich the spring into the river
had been nade. A few bubbles still cane up, but that was all.

"The rifle is heavy enough to keep hi mdown," Doc said quietly.

Renny nodded. "That thing he pulled on over his head was a conpact diving hood."

"Right."

"Huh! Renmenber back in Mai ne—when he vani shed by |eaping off the cliff? |'Il bet he just haul ed
hi s diving hood out when he got under water and pulled it on, then blew out the water with
conpressed air fromthe little tank that nust he attached to the hood."

Doc, watching the river, nodded, "No doubt. Practically every di sappearance the Squeaki ng Goblin
has made has been into water."

The bronze man now di pped a hand into a coat pocket and | adl ed out several netallic gl obul es
somewhat |arger than bird eggs. He flicked a | ever on one of these and pronptly hurled it far out
into the river. It sank.

There cane a roar! Foam geysered; water boiled! Waves gathered thenselves and rolled to the shore
to slosh high up on the sheer sides of Devil's Deep. But nothing el se happened.

Doc threw in another of his tiny, high-explosive grenades.

Downstream a struggling figure appeared.

"The Goblin!" Renny howl ed. "He's afraid of gettin’ crushed!!"

"And with good reason," Doc agreed grimy.

The Squeaki ng Goblin began to swm after stripping off the ingenious diving hood and stuffing it
inside the deerskin shirt. The macabre fal se-face was still in place, however, and the Goblin's
features coul d not he distinguished.

Doc and Renny ran along the bank, paralleling the course of the Squeaking CGoblin. They did not
have to travel fast, for the skin garb of the Goblin hanpered sw nm ng.

Renny haul ed out his superfirer pistol. "I can plug himwi th nercy bullets, Doc. Knock hi mout!
Then we can nab him"

"No," Doc directed.

"But why not?"

"We'll let the Goblin go, and stay right behind as Iong as we can," the bronze man expl ai ned.
"The Goblin has sonme hiding place in the nei ghborhood—a hiding place so well concealed that | failed
to locate it. Maybe we'll be led to it."

Renny hol stered his nmachi ne pistol, conprehending.

So sl ow was their pace now that Long Tom and Ham overhaul ed them and the how ing nob of Raynonds
drew cl ose.

"There's going to he a |lynching when they get that CGoblin," Long Tom decl ar ed.

Renny eyed the bronze man. "Who's the Goblin, Doc?"

"Haven't you deduced that yet?" Doc countered.

"Holy cow No!"
"Thi nk back to what happened on the Mine coast!"
Renny fell to shaking his head. "I don't see through it."

"The Goblin has gotta he one of four people,” Long Tomput in grimy. "lIt's either Red McNew,
Tige Eller, Od Jude Snower Frosta Raynond."
"Where's A d Jude's notive?" Ham snapped, gesticulating with his sword cane. "She's not a Raynond



and wouldn’t cone in on the Bl ack Raynond noney."

Doc Savage was keeping his eye on the swi nmmrer bel ow. The Goblin was stroking strongly down the
m ddl e of the stream

"Did | tell you fellows of the startling resenbl ance between A d Jude and Frosta Raynond?" Doc
asked.

"Uh-huh," Renny nuttered. "You nean that O d Jude nmay he a Raynond?"

Doc did not reply. The Squeaki ng Goblin had veered sharply for the sheer wall of stone on the
crest of which they stood.

Wthout an instant’s hesitation, Doc ran toward the brink and arched out into space in a dive
that took himwell out into the deep water, clear of the rocks which fringed the shore.

FULLY forty feet, the bronze nan travel ed through space before he hit the water, yet he seened
scarcely to di sappear beneath the surface. Back on top, he searched for the Sgueaking Coblin.

The Goblin still swam for the stone wall, obviously striving to reach a narrow | edge just above
the surface.

Doc Savage stroked for that |edge. The Goblin tried to race him but it was obvious that the
bronze man possessed infinitely the greater speed.

Water had not affected the Goblin's unearthly death nask, and it showed no enotion. But the
sinister one abruptly turned, seem ngly under the inpression that Doc was trying to catch up, and
stroked madly downstreamin flight.

I nstead of pursuing, Doc continued straight for the | edge, gained the shelf of stone and haul ed
himself up on it. H's flake-gold eyes roved. The wall of stone |ooked solid at first, then he sprang
forward and shoved.

The wall of stone gave. It was a canvas curtain, cleverly painted. Doc shoved through it.

There was a chanber of nopderate size beyond, forned by a natural overhang of the cliff. In this,
stacked in a corner, were cases hol ding gas cannisters, gas masks, a machine gun, and a collapsible
boat with a powerful outboard notor attached.

Had t he Sgueaki ng Goblin gained this retreat, with its weapons, there was a good chance that the
sinister being mght have made an escape.

But what caught Doc Savage’'s attention instantly was the three figures, bound and gagged, arrayed
al ong one wal | .

Monk was nearest, then the gaunt Johnny. Behind themlay O d Jude Snow. None seened to he greatly
har med.

Wth efficient speed, fingers snapping cords, untying a few knots, Doc freed them He plucked out
the gags.

Monk cane erect, a grotesque figure because he was still in his disguise as the deforned dummy
accordi on pl ayer.

Johnny, growing in an unscholarly fashion, windmlled his arms as he got erect.

ad Jude was stiff fromlong confinenment and had to he hel ped erect.

Doc got details as he hauled the collapsible boat out and prepared to float it.

"Why' d the Goblin hold you?" he demanded.

"To use in case of capture," Mnk grunted. "If you caught the Goblin, the idea was that you would
he willing to do alnmbst anything to find us, especially since we'd starve if you didn't |ocate us.
The Goblin thought it m ght he necessary to use us to trade for his freedom"

"And why did the Goblin not kill you?" Doc asked 4 d Jude.

The crone shrugged. "The Goblin would have killed nme," she munbled. "Only | had the ol d book
about Bl ack Raynond, the book that told us how these here hill Raynonds was the only direct
descendants of Bl ack Raynond."

"Didn't he get the book?" Doc demanded.

Again, the aged woman shrugged. "I made the Goblin think it was in that tin box, but it wasn't.
And after he up and carried ne off, | warn't in no hurry to tell himwhur it wr. He'd have kilt ne
as soon as he found out."

Doc asked one nore question. "And how did you happen to get the book?"

O d Jude scow ed, hesitated, then said, "Reckon as how sone Snow nmusta stole it froma Raynond,
long time back."

DOC SAVAGE had the boat in the river. Looking downstream he could see the Squeaki ng Goblin, bony
arms rising and digging in a rhythmc sw nmng stroke.

"W will not have nmuch trouble making up lost ground," Doc declared. "Anyway, the Goblin is being
wat ched fromthe brink of the Deep by ny nmen, as well as by the Raynonds and the Snows."

They | aunched the boat, which bobbed and pitched on the river, for the water ran nore swftly
here. Monk switched on the outboard mptor, then gave the flywheel a spin. It was silenced and,
starting, made little noise, but the propeller scooped water and spray out behind.

Pl ungi ng ahead, the boat overhaul ed the sw mm ng CGoblin.

The Goblin, twisting his grisly mask-covered face over a shoul der, saw the oncomi ng craft and
pronptly veered for the bank.



They were far enough downstream now that the shore was | ess steep. In a nunber of places it could
he clinbed by an individual in a hurry, for they were now near the |l ower end of the Devil's Deep.
The Squeaki ng Goblin reached the bank and began to clinb.

"Darn good thing he hasn't got his squeakin' rifle," Mnk grunted. "The bl asted gun shoots a ball
of chem cal that evaporates when exposed to the air. The chenical conpound is kinda |like nmetal when
the air can't get toit."

"Did you see how the chem cal balls were kept from evaporating before they were di scharged?" Doc
asked.

"Sure. They were coated with an inflammabl e paint. The paint burned off when the gun was

di scharged. "

"Very tricky," Doc agreed grimy. "That and the masquerade as ol d Col unbus Snow, the original
feudi ng Squeaki ng Goblin, was deliberately calculated to inpress the nountaineers with ideas that
woul d not he believed in a court of law. No sheriff fromthe | ow and country, for instance, would
believe this stuff about a phantomwith a nuzzle-loading rifle."

Their boat slammed into the shore and they sprang out upon the rocks.

THE Squeaki ng Goblin was nearing the crest of the steep bank. They had | anded on the Snow side of
the river, and the howing of the Snows reached their ears. Evidently the Snows had sighted the
Gobl i n.

Doc, lunging in pursuit, quickly distanced the others. He overhaul ed the Goblin at a surprising
rate, for he was not dallying nowto allowthe sinister one to lead the way to the river bank
retreat.

The Goblin | ooked back. Al nost simultaneously, burly Jug Snow appeared in front of the
deerskinned figure. Jug carried a rifle.

The Squeaki ng Goblin nust have thought quickly. Wth the flashing agility which narked all the
Goblin’s novenents, the formin the coonskin cap sprung upon Jug Snow. There was a brief struggle.
Jug was bested and lost his rifle. Wiirling, the Goblin started to | evel the captured weapon at
Doc Savage.

But Jug upset his plans. Undoubtedly noved nore by rage than by any desire to save Doc Savage,
Jug scooped up a stone and prepared to dash it against the Goblin’s head.

The Goblin saw, and there was nothing to do but shoot Jug. The Goblin did that, the powder from
the rifle muzzle blackening Jug’'s forehead, and the soft-nose bullet opening a considerable cavity
t hrough his brain.

Jug died instantly.

The Squeaking Goblin whirled, jacking at the rifle lever to get a fresh cartridge into the
barrel. Doc Savage had dived to cover, however, and the Goblin began to stalk warily, seeking to
di scover the bronze man.

Il fortune attended the Goblin's nmurder effort, for a swarm of Snow cl ansnen appeared over the
nearest ridge, yelling, waving their guns. They saw what had happened. Halting, they opened a
deliberate fire on the CGoblin.

The sinister one in deerskins sought to flee, but traversed only a few yards before there was a
hol | ow sl apping of fast lead bullets into flesh.

The Goblin was knocked conpletely down, after which there was no novenent. Yet the Snows
continued to fire, their bullets kicking the body of their victimabout slightly with each inpact,
and gradually battering it out of the shape of a human.

Doc did not advance, |argely because he was not sure of the exact tenper of the Snows. They m ght
want to continue the feud.

The bronze man retreated to the river edge, where he gathered Monk and Johnny and kept them under
cover, while A d Jude went forward to join the Snows and do what she could to persuade themto drop
the feud.

Across the river they could see Tige Eller, Red McNew and pretty Frosta Raynond, as well as Doc’'s
three men, Renny, Ham and Long Tom

It was to he noticed that Ham stared anxiously until he discovered Monk, his ancient sparring
mate, was safe. Then the dapper |awyer turned his back with an el aborate gesture.

Monk stood up and yelled, "Were's nmy pet hog?"

By way of replying to that, Ham patted his stonach and nade |i p-snackings which carried

conpl etely across the river.

Onww " Mnk how ed. "He's always tal kin’ about nakin’ bacon out of Habeas! If he finally has—=
Fromthe ridge came A d Jude' s voice.

"Reckon you Raynonds can cone up here nowif you're a mnd to," she advised. "Us Snows is full up
on fightin, if you-all are.”

DOC studi ed Frosta Raynond and Red McNew for a nonment before starting back to exam ne the body of
t he Squeaki ng Gobl i n.
Frosta and Red stood very close together, and they nade a fine-appearing couple. There was no



doubt of their love. Frosta had proven her own sentinment by trying to draw suspicion from Red.

As for Red, he had not said nmuch, as was the way of nopuntain nmen, but Doc was student of

character to a sufficient degree to tell that Red’s feeling toward Frosta was on a par with the
young woman’s attitude toward him

"Where have you been all norning, Red?" Doc called across the river.

"Been huntin’ the Squeakin’ Goblin since | found where the cuss had planted one of his outfits in
nmy house, tryin’ to throw suspicion on nme," Red shouted back. "Found his trail once't, but lost it
inacrick."

Monk and Johnny had al ready sprinted up to have a | ook at the face of the Squeaki ng Goblin. Doc
followed them his pace less swift.

There was no reason for hurry, for the reign of the Squeaking Goblin was ended and the feud was
no nore, its terror and violent death a thing of the past. The job was done.

Monk greeted the bronze man with a blank stare. "Durn it, Doc, how |l ong have you known who it
was?" the apish cheni st asked.

"Since we left Maine," Doc told him "The truth dawned about an hour after the fellow used his
diving hood to fake his own death."

"And he nmust have called on you for help to get you up there where he could kill you," Monk
mut t er ed.

"He was cl ever," Doc pointed out. "He hoped, no doubt, to get rid of us before Frosta could get
to us. And he even faked the Squeaking Goblin attacks upon hinself, then pretended terror and called
Tige for protection. That was to throw suspicion from hinself."

Toget her, they | ooked down at the |ifeless body from which soneone had stripped the cloth

fal se-face of death.

The slain man was Chel t on Raynond.

Doc Savage had finished the task he had set out upon. But there would he other work for himto
perform Hs |life was dedicated to the strange creed of hel ping other people out of their jans, and
calls for his aid came fromall over the world.

From an island of the Caribbean the next appeal would come, although Doc had no way of know ng
that now And with this sumons, even preceding it, stalked nystery, stark and frightful, and a
group of men who were fighting to secure such a treasure as had never yet conme into the hands of
manki nd.

An amazing thing, out of the pages of history, was that treasure. Beside it, all the wealth of
the world becane small, trivial. It was a thing which nen had hunted since tinme i menorial.

Ponce de Leon's Fountain of Youth! Thing of |egend, historians had | ong adjudged this fountain,
concluding it was a figment of American Indian inmagination. But Doc Savage and his five aides were
to learn differently, and, in |learning, encounter terror and peril and nystery such as they had
never before net.

The quest for Fear Cay was one hunt they were not soon to forget.

THE END



