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Chapter |. THE SUBMARI NE MYSTERY
THE story nmade the front pages of npbst of the newspapers. A typical headline and bulletin was the
one appearing in the Planet, a norning newspaper in Tulsa, Oklahoma. It read:
BLAST SINKS U. S. SUBMARI NE
NEAR BOSTON
A nysterious explosion sank the U S. navy subnmarine Swordfish four mles outside Boston harbor
at 2 P.M to-day.
A young worman survivor was picked up by a private yacht cruising in the neighborhood at the tine.
The survivor seened dazed by the shock, and when the yacht brought her ashore in Boston, she broke
away and escaped. She has not been found.
It is reported this girl |eaped fromthe subnari ne sone nmonents before the expl osion.
There is also a runor that the girl wore a portion of a suit of ancient arnor, and that the few
words she uttered were couched in accents of the Sixteenth Century in England.
It is feared the submarine sank in water too deep for a rescue to be affected.
Naval officials are reluctant to discuss the natter.
This was the story which appeared in the Tul sa newspaper. The only difference between this story
and the others which were printed was a matter of wording and color. Some papers printed a dramatic
eyewi tness story by the yachtsnmen, telling how the sub had been literally ripped fromend to end by
the bl ast.
There were also fuller descriptions of the young woman who had been rescued. Her unusual
attire—the portion of a suit of ancient arnor—ane in for comment. It was renmarkable. It was unusual
for a woman to be on a U-boat. And for the woman to be dressed in the fighting garb of another
century was puzzling.
The newspapers guessed at various expl anations, the nost preval ent one being that the young wonan
was a professional artist’s nodel dressed for sone kind of publicity photograph.
Al'l the descriptions nmentioned the | ook of terror which had been in the girl’s eyes.
And all the newspaper stories mentioned the fact that naval officials were reluctant to discuss
the affair.
They were reluctant for a very good reason.
A rear admral at the Brooklyn Navy Yard was the first one to discover an incredible fact about
the submarine disaster. He read a radiogramto the effect that the U S. navy U boat Swordfish had
bl own up.
"Hell's bells!" he bell owed.
The U. S. navy had a submarine naned Swordfish. But the Swordfish was |lying at the Panana Canal .
O was it? The rear admiral sent a volley of radio nessages. It was. The U S. navy subnmarine
Swor dfi sh was at the Panama Canal. It was really there. Nothing had happened to it.
"Must have been another one of our subs that sank," the rear admiral nuttered.
He sent another batch of radi o nessages. The replies apprised himof an astounding fact: Every
single U S. navy submarine could be accounted for! Not a U boat was mi ssing!
The submarine whi ch had sunk was obviously not a U S. navy sub.
"Darn yachtsmen nust have made a mistake identifying it," the rear admral decided.
He flew to Boston and personally questioned the yachtsmen who had observed the blast. He left
that conference hol ding the back of his neck. The yachtsmen had positively seen U S. S. Swordfish
on the subnersible. The U boat had absolutely been flying Arerican colors. The rescued girl had



certainly worn part of a suit of ancient arnor, and her few words had been spoken in
Si xt eent h- Century Engl i sh.
Al of which was a headache.

THE American people and the Anerican newspapers are prone to credit their governnent, their arny
and their navy with little or no ability as diplomats. For sone contrary reason, they like to insist
t hat whenever a ness cones up, the Anericans are sure to put their foot init. At the drop of a hat,
they will declare an American diplomat is no diplomat at all. It now devel oped that this was a
slight m stake.

The world at the noment was in one of those stages where it is called a powder keg. There was an
undecl ared war or two going on in Europe; the Japanese were swall owi ng anot her chunk of China, and
various dictators were shaking hands with each other and neking faces at the rest of the universe.
Fully a dozen so-called civilized nations had teeth and claws all set to fly at each other. Al

t hey needed was sonething to give a little push.

I f sonebody’s submarine had been bl own up, that mght be just the little push that would start
world fireworks.

There was a tense conference of U S. government bigw gs. No one ever told exactly what was said

t here.

But the U S. navy submarine Swordfish Iying in Panana suddenly had its nanme changed to Trigger

Fi sh.

The navy did not deny paternity of the submarine Swordfish which sank near Boston. True, the navy
did not seemto cofperate in its usual hearty fashion with the newspapers. It did not, for instance,
publish a list of names of those who had died in the disaster. As the rear admiral said privately,
the U S. navy had no way of communicating with the dead to get the infornation.

At any rate, no European or Asiatic war started over the nmatter.

If any of the newspapers snelled a rat, they did not nanage to dig the rodent out of its hole.

The U. S. Naval Intelligence, the Feds, and other government-sleuthing agenci es did conduct an
intensive hunt for the girl who had escaped—the girl with the arnor and the [ ook of horror. They
made just one di scovery:

A girl wearing arnmor and a | ook of horror on her face had stolen a fast airplane froma flying
field near Boston. The plane had contai ned enough gas to fly to South America, Ireland, Spain,
Canada or other places.

The arnmor-wearing girl took the plane off in the direction of the South Atlantic, which was no

hel p. There was nothing she could fly to in that direction.

New York was only one of the places where the governnent agencies kept a sharp watch for her.

Chapter |I. TROUBLE BUMP

WHO sai d that great oaks grow fromlittle acorns isn't inportant. Wwo said it had no bearing on

Cl ark Savage, Jr.

VWhat did have a bearing on Doc Savage was a piece of gray rock. No great oak grew fromthis gray
rock, but what did grow was a great deal nore interesting.

Doc was driving along a Long Island road and saw the gray rock where it had no business to be,

geol ogi cally. Anong many ot her things, Doc was a geol ogi st, experts admtting that he knew as nuch
about rocks as al nost any other man. That gray rock was as irregular as a polar bear wal ki ng around
in Florida.

Doc stared at the rock. So he did not see the two men in the passing truck. The nmen were bl ow ng
their noses in big bandanna handkerchiefs, a ruse to hide their faces. The truck whipped in front of
Doc’s car and stopped.

Doc stanped brakes and stopped.

The truck was a huge van. The back end of this suddenly dropped. It becane an inclined ranp.

A car pronptly crashed into Doc’s nachine fromthe rear. Doc Savage’'s autonobile was knocked
scooting up the ranp into the van.

The back of the van closed up tightly.

The truck lurched into notion.

Doc Savage dived out of his car. He was much taller than an average man, but so bal anced in

devel opment that the fact was not evident until he stood close to sonme object to which his size
coul d be conpared.

Tropi ¢ suns had given his skin a pronounced bronze coloration, and his hair was straight, of a
bronze color only slightly darker than his skin, and fitted remarkably like a nmetal skullcap.
Doc’ s eyes searched the van. H's eyes were probably the bronze man's nost unusual feature. They
were |ike pools of flake gold, never inactive, always stirring, and possessing a conpelling power
that was distinctly hypnotic.

The van was sheat hed—loor, walls and ceiling—with arnor-plate steel. Getting out of a jail would
be sinple conpared to getting out of this.

Doc Savage made a snall sound which was an unconscious thing he did in reaction to nonents of
intense nmental effort, or puzzled surprise.



The sound was a trilling; low, exotic, as fantastic as the night wind around the eaves of a
haunt ed house. It was made sonehow in the bronze man's throat. Its strangest quality was the fact
that it seemed to come fromeverywhere in the van.

DOC SAVAGE sat down on the running board of his car to reflect. Also to elimnate possible

expl anations for what had just happened.

In five mnutes, he was nystified, and after ten mnutes had passed, he was conpletely at a | oss.
He had no idea why he’d been kidnaped, or where his captors m ght be taking him

Doc Savage was not unaware that he had been for sonme time acquiring a world-wi de reputation as a
nmodern scientific Gal ahad who went about the gl obe righting wongs and puni shing evil-doers. He did
not work for pay. He had a source of fabulous wealth, gained in one of his early adventures.
Since he did not have to make a living out of his strange profession, he could select any crine
that interested him the result being that any crimnal was likely to find the man of bronze on his
trail.

Doc had better than a sprinkling of potential enemes, and they had a habit of trying to dispose
of hi munexpectedly. Possibly a potential eneny was trying sonething now.

The big van rolled al ong fast, exhaust throbbing, tires wailing on concrete pavenent.

Doc got a hammer out of his tool kit and began to beat on the front of the van. Sparks flew.
Finally a tiny barred wi ndow opened in the front of the van.

A hand displayed a snmall cylindrical nmetal object. The article was equi pped with a spout simlar
to a perfunme atom zer, but w thout the squeeze bul b.

A voice said, "Know st thou what this be?"

Two things imediately interested the bronze man: The first was the manner in which the words
wer e spoken. The speaker used the delivery and pronunciation of an actor doing a bit of
Shakespear e.

The second thing of interest was the device which the man was di splaying. Doc recognized it as a
type of tear-gas gun which was sold in novelty stores and could be bought by anybody with fifteen
dollars to spend for such a thing. He did not care to have it start spouting.

"The idea," Doc said, "seens to be that you are in a position to nake it disagreeable for nme."

A second voi ce spoke fromthe driver’s seat.

"You got it right, pal,"” this man said. "Cut out the racket, or Henry will squirt tear gas in
there with you."

Doc Savage deci ded there was certainly nothing Shakespearean about the speech of the second nan.
Doc stooped and | ooked through the aperture to determ ne how many nen were in the driver’'s
conpartment of the truck.

There were only two nen.

THE man hol ding the tear-gas gun had been called Henry by the other nman.

Henry was a very long, lean article, chiefly notable for his anple ears and the expression of a
fell ow who has just taken a bite of apple which he suddenly suspects may contain a worm

This expression of finding life a bitter pill to taste was apparently a habitual one with Henry.
Additionally, Henry had very red hair which looked as if it had no life, like the hair in a very old
wi g. Henry was about forty.

"*Tis best thee be peaceable!" Henry said gloonly.

Doc Savage then gave his attention to the second of his two captors.

He saw a man who had a warped nose, snaggly teeth, black hair as curly as bedsprings, and a skin
that woul d have been appropriate on a rhinoceros. In his necktie, this man wore a stick pin
containing a pearl that was |arge, yellow sh and obviously artificial. He had a very red face. Hs
age mght be thirty, but it was hard to tell about such a man. He was very wi de for his height.
"Have you got a nanme?" Doc asked him

"Pi pe down and get your schnozzle out of that hole!" the w de man said.

He had a deep and coarse voi ce; when he spoke, it was about equivalent to hearing a canary croak
like a frog.

"l do not understand this," Doc said.

The man said, "Curiosity is good for you!" Then he slamed the w ndow shut, and the truck
continued on its way.

Doc Savage clinbed into his car, apparently not greatly concerned. He felt under the dashboard
until he located a hidden sw tch, which he turned on, and the result was a hum of a radio warning
up. It was not a conventional car radio; this one was a short-wave transmtter and receiver.

"Hell o, Monk!" Doc said into the m crophone.

Al npst at once, a voice replied, "Yes, Doc?"

It was a very snull voice; it mght have belonged to a boy, or a midget.

"Monk, " Doc Savage said, "an unusual thing has happened. | have just encountered two gentl enen,
and one of them seens to insist on talking |ike Shakespeare."
"Li ke what ?"

"Shakespeare. "



"l don't get you, Doc."
"It is a strange story, ending with a slight predicanent," the bronze man expl ai ned.

Chapter I11. THE FISH AND THE BAI' T

"MONK, " otherw se known as Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Myfair, was a man who was somewhat
ridiculous in two or three ways—bei ng amazing i n appearance, shorter than many nmen, w der than nost
men, and nore hairy than alnost any man; and he had a face that was sonething to start babies
laughing, the little tikes probably not thinking it human, but sonething funny nade for their
anusemnent .

As "Hanm' frequently remarked: if worst canme to worst, Mnk nmight get a job posing for Hall oween
funny-face masks. "Han was Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks, |awer and sartorial artist.
Ham and Monk had three things in common: they both bel onged to Doc Savage’'s crew of five; they
both had unusual animals for pets, and each one liked to quarrel with the other. They quarrel ed
intermnably. It went on when they ate, fought, or nade |ove. Nothing seened to interfere with their
squabbl i ng.

As for Mnk, it was not likely he would ever have to pose for Hall oween funny-faces to nake a
living. Monk was world-renowned as a chemnist. Wenever a big corporation hired himas a consulting
chem st, they usually paid hima fee as |arge as the salary of the president of the United States.
That was the nost ridicul ous thing about Monk. His head did not look as if it had roomfor a
spoonful of brains.

Monk | eaned back lazily, put his feet on the inlaid table in the reception roomof Doc Savage’'s
skyscraper headquarters in New York City, and spoke into the m crophone. His mnd was at peace, for
he had nmade a m st ake—by "predicanment," he supposed Doc neant sonething m nor.

Doc did not sound excited.

"Here's a good one, Doc," Mnk chuckled. "Chem stry, that blasted runt ape pet of Hanmi's, has been
devilin' nmy pet pig, Habeas Corpus, for weeks. But the wormfinally turned. Habeas got hold of
Chenmistry and bl aned near ate a leg off him and the ape has been roostin’ on the chandelier all
day, afraid to—

"1’ ve been kidnaped!" Doc advi sed.

Monk’s feet fell off the desk. "Wat?"

Doc Savage coul d hardly have been as calmnentally as he was physically. He was a prisoner in the
van, which nmeant trouble. Serious trouble, conceivably. If it was not serious, the captors probably
woul dn’t have gone to such el aborate pains to get him

The bronze man had been speaking in a |l ow voice. H's captors m ght discover at any nonment that he
was tal king over a radio frominside the van. O the van might reach its destination. Haste seened
advi sabl e.

"You and Ham" Doc said, "mght sort of trail along."

Monk’ s voice was an astoni shed squeak over the radio. "Trail where? What’'s goin’ on?"

DOC expl ained with small words that he had been bunped, car and all, into a big van, and that the
van was now taking himto an unknown destinati on.
"And the way one of themtalks," the bronze nman finished, "is the queerest thing of all."

"Way he tal ks?"

"He uses Sixteenth-Century English."

"He what ?"

"He sounds |ike Shakespeare."

"Just what kind of gag," Mnk demanded, "is this?"

"It does sound queer," the bronze man adnmitted. "This man tal ks Sixteenth-Century English, but |

do not know why or anything else about it. It is very strange. But you might get on our trail. Have
you got a radio direction-finder handy?"

"Sure. There's one in a car downstairs."

"I will leave this transmitter turned on," Doc explained. "They may not notice it. | wll also
lay the mcrophone on the transmtter so it will pick up generator hum You trace us with the
direction-finder."

"Then what ?"

"You m ght have to use your own judgnent."

"On ny way!" Monk said. Then as an afterthought he added. "How many of them Shakespeares is

t here?"

"Two nen are in the van, but only one is a Shakespeare, as you termit. At |east one or two nore
men were in the car that bunped ny nmachine up into the van."

"As long as they ain't over a dozen," Mnk said confidently, "I can handle ‘em"

"Bring Ham"

"Ch—0 K.," Mnk grunbl ed.

DOC switched off the receiver portion of the radio, so that static noises would not draw
attention. Then he got out and | eaned against the car to wait. Al his men—he had five



assistants—mde it a practice to have instant two-way radi o conmunication available at all possible
tines.

The bronze man had radi os everywhere—n cars, planes, boats, apartments, and even portable
short-range sets which could be carried around in pockets. Sonetinmes the devices were not used for
weeks, and they began to seemlike usel ess gi nm cks. But when they were needed, it was usually no
fooling.

Then the truck stopped. The back of the van opened. Two nmen with guns got in.

One was the wide man with the incredibly honely face and the imtation pearl tie pin. The other
was bitter-1ooking Henry. Under their topcoats, both fell ows wore breastplates of steel arnmor which
| ooked rather ancient.

"Perchance thou can touch the roof!" suggested Henry gl oomly.

Doc denonstrated that he coul d.

Henry wal ked around and handcuffed the bronze man.

Henry's wi de conpani on went over and peered under the dashboard of the car. He chuckl ed.

"Yep!" he said. "He's had the radio workin'!"

Henry asked, "You think, sire, perchance his friends may |ocate the transmtter w th another

devi ce?"

" CGood bet."

"Aye, then ‘tis well," Henry said, wearing, however, the expression of a boy who had lately

| earned there was no Santa d aus.

Doc Savage said, "You knew that was on?" He pointed at the radio.

"Aye, we knew." Henry sighed. "W ourselves do have a short-wave radio. W heard thee converse
with one addressed as Monk."

"You are | eading Monk and Haminto a trap?" Doc denanded sharply.

" Aye. "

MONK, Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, was a man who was easily satisfied; but nothing
that Brigadi er General Theodore Marley "Hani' Brooks did would ever satisfy him

"Sonmethin’ nmust be wong with you!" Mnk conpl ai ned.

"Why?" Ham snapped.

"Well, you ain't drivin' in the center of the road for a change."

Ham who was driving the big |inousine, turned around to give the honely Mk a bilious eye. Ham
was a | ean-wai sted man who was known in the higher spheres of civilization as the best-dressed man
of the day. However, he was also a | awer, and he had practiced putting a bilious eye on w tnesses
in court. He wielded a very bilious eye.

"One nore crack out of you," Hamsaid, "and I’'lIl tap you on top of that wart you call a head so
hard that you'll think the eyelets in your shoes are w ndows!"

Monk ignored that. He gave attention to the little portable radio direction-finder which he was
mani pul ati ng.

"Head nore to the south,” he ordered. Then he added, "I wonder if Doc could have gone wacky?"
"Wacky?"

"Well, that tal k about people speakin’ Sixteenth-Century English sounds wacky, don't it?"

"If it wasn’'t against ny policy to agree with you," Hamnuttered, "I'd say it was."

They crossed a bridge over the East River, followed boul evards, and passed beyond the suburbs of
New York City. The car rocketed through a flat, sandy region of truck farmns.

"The signal is gettin’ louder," Mnk announced. And later, he declared, "W're right on it! | can
hear Doc’s generator humlike nobody’s business!"

The car passed a |l ow ranbling white house with green shutters which sat in a nest of shrubbery.
Monk swung the radio | oop excitedly.

"They're there!" he barked.

Behind the | ow white house stood a white shed and a white barn, and they were al so surrounded

wi th brush.

"Regul ar jungle," Ham said.

"Doc said they bunmped his car up in a big van, didn't he?" Mnk asked.

"Yeah."

"The van is probably in the shed or the barn. We might as well drive right in, hadn't we?"

"That is as good a course as any," Hamsaid, "even if the idea was yours."

The aids drove up the road a bit, turned around and cane back. They m ght be heading into plenty
of trouble, but neither was nuch bothered. Wthout |ooking at all like a rolling fortress, the sedan
had bul | et proof glass, arnor-plate steel sides and gasproof sealing.

And while the car did not ook |ike an arnmory, conpartnments hel d nachi ne-pistols, gas masks,
snmoke bonbs, denolition bonbs, and there was a tank slung under the chassis filled with a type of
gas whi ch woul d nake a man unconsci ous whet her he wore an ordinary gas mask or not. The stuff would
get in through the skin pores.

Ham wheel ed the sedan into the driveway.

Qut of the shrubbery stepped four nmen wearing trimblue uniforns and shiny badges.



"Huh!" Monk expl oded. "Cops!"

Chapter |V. PRI NCE ALBERT

THE men in unifornms peered into the |inousine, and one of themsaid, "Say, aren’t you Mnk and
Ham the two Doc Savage ai ds?"

The voice, heard through the arnor-plate steel and bull etproof glass, was very faint. Mnk

| owered the window a trifle.

"That's right," he said. "W're Mnk and Ham"

"Quite a coincidence," said the unifornmed nan.

Monk said, "How do you nmean?"

"One of the neighbors around here called the police and said there were sone queer-acting
characters around here," the man in blue explained. "W came to investigate, and got here in tinme to
catch them making a prisoner of Doc Savage."

"The di ckens you did!" Mnk said.

"Yep. They had worked the dangdest gag on him Bunped his ear up inside a big steel noving van."
"I's Doc all right?" Monk demanded anxiously.

"Sure."

"That’s swell." Mnk opened the car door. "What’'s it all about?"

"Why was Doc Savage grabbed, you nean?"

"Yeah. Why was he?"

"He says he don't know. W don't know, either. We can’'t make head or tail of it. They just up and
gr abbed him"

Monk nmuttered, "That's queer."

"You bet. It’'s the dangdest thing."

"Where are the birds who grabbed Doc? And where’s Doc?"

"They're all in the house. You want to hel p us question the nugs who grabbed Doc?"

"I"l'l say | do!" Monk scranbled out of the linmousine. "I'Il bet | can make ‘emtalk. I'Il take
the arms and legs off ‘em"

MONK started for the house. Ham got out of the |inopusine and followed him Habeas Corpus and
Chenistry also got out of the car and joined the procession. Habeas Corpus was a runty-|ooking pig
with long | egs, enornous ears and a snout built for exploring. Chem stry was a remarkabl e-1 ooki ng
ape whi ch bore an astoundi ng resenbl ance to the honely chem st, Monk.

Fully fifteen nen sprang up out of the shrubbery w thout the slightest warning. They fell upon
Monk and Ham Mbonk began to roar and bell ow as he al ways did when he fought, but the noise did not
hel p much. Wthin seconds, he and Ham were flat on their backs and ropes were being tied around
their ankles and wists.

The man who had been spokesman of the fake cops took off his uniformcap and blue coat. Both Mnk
and Ham were then fascinated with the fellow s width and his honeliness.

The wi de nman addressed one of his conpanions, a fellow who | ooked as if he was hol ding a bad
oyster in his nouth.

"Henry," the wide man said, "we'll take theminside as soon as they are tied."

"Aye, sire," said the bilious-Iooking Henry.

"Where did the hog and the ape go, Henry?" the w de man asked.

"They ran away, sire," Henry expl ai ned.

"Then you had better take some of the boys and run after ‘em"”

"Aye," Henry said.

The wi de man now turned to Monk and Ham and showed his teeth with a kind of grim cheerful ness.
"I"'mthe Prince," the w de man said.

Monk blinked. "Prince?"

"Prince Albert," the man said.

"Who do you think you' re kiddin ?" Mnk denmanded.

"I"11 bite," the man said. "Brother, when you hear ne called anythin’ but Prince Al bert, |'myour
genie."

"My what ?"

"Genie. Cane with Aladdin's |anp, renenber? Just rub ne and nmake a wi sh."

Monk and Ham exchanged specul ative | ooks, wondering if their new acquai ntance was touched in the
head.

"Hunph! " Monk sai d.

Prince Al bert waved at Monk and Ham "Take theminside," he said, "and give themthe full benefit
of our accommodations."

Monk and Ham were carried inside the house and placed in a room which had a | ow beaned ceiling.
Arrayed around the roomwere a nunber of remarkably heavy chairs.

Doc Savage was confined to one of these chairs by stout ankle-and-wist nanacles. The big bronze
man | ooked at themand smiled slightly.

"A labyrinthine inbroglio, as Johnny would say," he remarked.



"That’'s probably it," Mnk said. "The words sound |ike they would about fit."

Monk and Ham were now nanacl ed to the large chairs. Mnk |unged agai nst the fastenings. He could
take horseshoes in his two hands and change their shapes. However, the chair was too stout for him
"Unusual chairs," Doc Savage commrented

Prince Al bert waved at the chairs. "Part of our special preparations for you birds."

"Yeah?" Monk scow ed

Prince Al bert grinned. "The welconmin’ party of fake cops wasn't bad, either—er didn't you think
so?"

"Hunph!" Monk grunted. "Wat’'s the idea?"

"Wanted you out of the way."

Monk peered intently at the nan who called hinself Prince Al bert. "Never saw you before. Never
heard of you before, either."

"Have | clainmed different?"

"What’'re you up to?"

"Probably nore than you suspect, | hope."

Monk, scow ing, said, "You haven't got all our crowd out of the way. There's three others left."
"l know." Prince Albert |aughed. "Johnny Littlejohn, the archaeol ogi st, Long Tom Roberts, the
electrical w zard, and Renny Renw ck, the engineer. But they're in Europe."

Monk grimaced. "You're pretty well posted.”

The ot her nodded

"Considerin’ that we're goin’ up against Doc Savage," he said, "it would pay to be posted, don't
you think?" He frowned at Doc Savage. "I mnust say that |1'd feel better if he | ooked nore worried."

AT this point, Henry cane in fromoutdoors. Sweat had soaked his clothing, and he held a fist
against the left side of his chest and panted heavily.

Prince Al bert scow ed. "Haven't you caught ‘enf"

"Sire, they run |like deer!"

"Get back out there," said Prince Albert, "and run |ike deer yourselves."

The sweating, panting Henry ran out grunbling

Prince Al bert now entered another room where he changed clothes. He was very careful with the

i mmacul ate, expensively tailored garb which he had been wearing, but not so painstaking with what he
put on. He donned a suit which looked as if it mght have been taken off a not-too-self-respecting
tranp.

He went back to the prisoners, seened worried by Doc Savage’'s |ack of visible concern, and
entertained hinself exam ning the |abels in Hams expensive clothing and winkling his honely nose
scornful ly.

"Tent h Avenue hand-nme-down stuff,"” he sneered. "These sack-nmakers haven't any right to cal

thensel ves tailors."

This was probably the one remark that would drive Hamw |l d. Berate him slander his character

libel his ancestors, besmirch his associates, and he no nore than took offense. But saying a bad
word about his clothes was like killing his kid brother

Ham turned purple, tried to say several things, and succeeded in sounding |like a dog caught under
a fence

Henry cane back into the room He was panting harder than ever, and had renpved his shirt to

sweat nore freely.

By one ear, Henry carried Habeas Corpus, the pig

He puffed, "A rabbit, sire—eould' st run—no faster!"

Prince Al bert scow ed. "What about the ape?"

"Sire, the men have it up a tree.”

PRI NCE ALBERT wal ked over and peered at Habeas Corpus. He did not seemreassured.

"Better put that thing in a sack," he ordered. "I can turn it |oose when | need to exhibit it as
my pet.”

This caused Monk to rear up in astoni shment

"Hey!" the honely chem st squawked. "You fixin" to pass as me?"

"Think 11l make it?" Prince Al bert asked dryly.

Monk yel I ed, "What the blazes kind of gane are you pullin'?"

“I"l'l bet you two bits," the honmely man said, "that | get away with it."

"What , "

Monk howl ed, "is this all about?"

"Let’s not be pikers," Prince Albert said. "Make it five dollars. What say? Five bucks | get away
wi th being you."

Monk buzzed. He had to be very mad before he buzzed

Doc Savage spoke. He used anci ent Mayan, an al nbst unknown | anguage which he and his nen enpl oyed
when it was better that bystanders should not understand

"Take it easy," the bronze man advised. "As soon as he |leaves, we'll start a little canpaign of



our own."

" Canpai gn?" Monk nuttered.

"Let's hope that describes it."

Prince Albert scow ed at themand said, "I don’'t know what you're sayin', but if you know what’'s
good for you, don't pull any shenanigans."

"We wouldn't think of it," Mnk said dryly.

Prince Al bert snorted. Then he yelled, "Henry!"

"Aye." The pickl ed-1o0o0ki ng Henry appear ed.

"Henry, you take a car and drive to the submarine and see that it is ready for sea as soon as
possible," Prince Albert ordered. "I think we've about got our business wound up, so we can
vanoose. "

"But the prisoners, sire?" Henry ventured.
"I"l'l leave ‘em here under guard. You go to the submarine, Henry."
"Aye," Henry said.

Chapter V. A RL IN ARMOR

DOC SAVAGE' S headquarters occupi ed the eighty-sixth floor of one of Manhattan's tall est

buil dings, and it was an enornous, nodernistic A addin’s cavern consisting of a reception room a
library containing one of the finest collections of scientific tomes in existence, and a | aboratory
hol di ng i nstrunments which scientists came fromall over the world to observe.

There was a pneumatic tube running fromthe place to Doc Savage' s boathouse and airpl ane hangar

on the Hudson water front, and there was also a private high-speed elevator to the private garage in
t he basenent of the skyscraper. However, ordinary visitors cane up in the regular elevators.
Prince Albert came up in the ordinary way: in an elevator. He wore a | arge hat yanked down over
his eyes, an envel oping yellow topcoat, and he carried a large traveling bag with hol es punched in
the end.

The door of Doc Savage’'s aérie was bull etproof steel painted bronze, with no knob or keyhole. The
door was opened el ectronechanically by the effect of a radioactive naterial on an electric eye

hi dden in the wall.

The "keys" were small coi n-shaped pi eces of radioactive nmetal which Doc Savage and his nen
carried. Wen a "key" was brought near the electric eye, mechanismdid the rest.

Prince Al bert had taken Mnk's "key," and he seened to know how t he door functioned, because he
opened it and entered. Then he took off his hat and |ong coat and put them out of sight. H s next
operation was to close all doors and wi ndows and select a brassie froma bag of golf clubs standing
in a corner.

Opening his large traveling bag with care, he let the pig Habeas Corpus escape. Wen the shote
showed inclination for hostilities, Prince Albert made a few warning passes with the brassie.
"You're a conveni ence around here, hog," he said. "And not an absolute essential. Just paste that
on your snoot."

Habeas Corpus retreated to a corner, and the honmely man picked up one of the several tel ephones
whi ch stood on the inlaid table that, with a huge safe, conprised the principal furniture of the
reception room He dialed a nunber.

"Hel | o!'" He apparently recogni zed the voice which answered. "Put Henry on the wire."

There was a delay, and Prince Al bert waited patiently.

Then Henry spoke sadly over the tel ephone.

"How now, " Henry inquired, "has aught gone am ss?"

"Nope. So far, it's been slick as silk." Prince Al bert chuckled. "How s the new sub comn'? Can
we shove of f by daylight?"

"They work frantically,"” Henry said gl oomly.

"Hel |, they’'ve been workin' frantically all the tine! WII they get done in time?"

"Per chance. "

"There' d better not be any chance about it. I'min Doc Savage's headquarters now. Sone joint,
too!" Prince Albert grinned widely. "I’'mall set for the girl—-shen she shows up."

"Dost thee feel able to seize her alone?" Henry asked dubiously.

"Sure. She won’t get away."

"Perchance it will cost us sone mllions of dollars if she does."

"To say nothin'," added Prince Al bert, "of the hangin' -bee that would follow "

"Twoul d be firing squads,” Henry said.

He did not sound as if he was trying to be funny.

That term nated the conversation. Prince Albert sat in a chair, parked his heels on the edge of
the table, kept his brassie handy and a wary eye on Habeas Corpus, and waited sonething over two
hours, after which knuckl es gave the door a tapping. Prince Albert opened the door.

"CGood evenin'," he said. "Sonethin’ we can do for you?"

THE girl said, "Forsooth, it may' st be thou— She caught herself, changed to, "Brother, you said
a nouthful!"



"Do come in," Prince Al bert said.

The girl examned him She was a long, conmely girl with well-made rather than delicate features,
a large and nice nmouth, and an arrogant mass of cornsilk hair. She wasn’t the kind of girl you

t hought of as cuddly.

Rat her, you pictured her in a chorus line, or yelling her head off at the races, or bal anced on
an aquapl ane behind a notor boat doing forty an hour. She was a nice athletic-looking girl. And she
al so looked like a girl who could take care of herself.

"What can | do for you, mss—

"M ss China Janes," she said.

"Huh?" Prince Al bert said, and | ooked as if he had been hit with a hammer.

"l know it's a funny nane," China Janes said. "But usually it doesn't floor ‘em"

Prince Albert tried to talk, but the best he could do was nake two or three strange noises. He
covered his vocal confusion by coughing behind a hairy hand.

"Sonethin’ in nmy throat," he explained. "I beg your pardon, Mss Janes. | am Lieutenant Col onel
Andr ew Bl odgett Mayfair, called Monk by ny friends. | hope you will call nme Mnk."

"I seemto have read sonewhere," China Janes renarked, "that you were a fast worker."

Prince Al bert |ooked as pleased as he could. He indicated the belligerent pig.

"This," he said, "is Habeas Corpus, ny pet pig."

The girl exam ned the pig. "You two don’t seemto be getting al ong together."

"Ch, we're havin' one of our tiffs."

Wearing a nanufactured grin, Prince Albert |ed China Janes to a chair, seated her with a
flourish, then planted hinself opposite her.

"What ," he asked, "may we do for you?"

"Nothing for me, | hope," the girl said. "But |'ve got a friend who thinks you can do plenty for
her. Fromthe way she talks, you |l be doing the rest of hunmanity quite a man-sized good turn at the
same tinme."

"And who," Prince Al bert asked, "is your friend in need?"

"Her Hi ghness, the Duchess Portia Mntanye-Norw ch," China Janes replied.

Prince Albert tried not to ook as relieved as he felt.

"Ah," he said, "royalty."

"Unm |t depends on how you look at it." The girl |eaned forward. "But | ook here. Portia sent ne
to get Doc Savage. The poor kid needs help bad. |s Doc here?"

Prince Al bert, shaking his head regretfully, said, "Doc Savage is away on an inportant m ssion,
and will not be available for a nunber of days."

"That," China Janes said, "is tough. Fromwhat |’'ve read of Doc Savage, a screwy business |ike
this is right up his alley."

"However," Prince Albert murrmured, "I am a Doc Savage associate, and glad to be at your service."
The girl exam ned Prince Al bert and frowned. She seened apprehensive.

"If | hadn’'t heard so much about Doc Savage's outfit," she said, "I'd be doubtful. But | guess

it’s all right."
"Of course it is all right."

CHI NA JANES | eaned back.

"1"11 go back to the beginning," she said. "Wien | first met the Duchess Portia Montanye- Norw ch,
she was plain Portia Bowen, and we both kicked a wi cked heel in the same chorus. Portia and | got to
be friends. W had something in comon. W both liked to get out and do things. That was six years
ago. That is, it was six years ago when Portia grabbed off her duke.

"Boy, was she |ucky! The duke was rolling in shekels. He didn't know how nmuch noney he had.

Portia took himback to England, and they lived in the fanmily castle for two years; and then the
duke was killed in a plane crack-up.

"Portia went haywire after that. She loved the guy, | guess. Anyway, she started flying to Cape
Town and across oceans. Remenber when she flew the Atlantic?"

Prince Albert admtted, "Seens | do recall such an event."

"She was a wow. And all through those years, | never saw her." China sighed. "Ch, we swapped a
letter now and then. But two years ago, her letters stopped conming. She had di sappeared. | never saw
anything in the newspapers about it. But my letters all came back. That happened for two years. Then
this afternoon, she walked in on nme."

"The duchess appeared this afternoon?"

"Maybe you'd call it materialized. Chosts nmaterialize, don't they?"

" ER?"

"After you take a |l ook at her, you'll understand. Plenty had happened to her. You could see
that."

"Just what had occurred?"

"She didn't tell nme."

"Heh!" Prince Albert |ooked relieved in spite of hinself. "She didn't, eh?"

"Not a thing." China Janes |eaned forward excitedly. "But you renmenber the submarine that blew up



near Boston?"

"Hmm Yes, indeed."

"Remenber that a yacht rescued a girl and brought her ashore, and she got away?"
"Wl =

"And the girl wore pieces of nedieval arnor?"

"Yes, | recall—
"And she tal ked the kind of English they spoke four or five hundred years ago?"
"l read sonmethin’ of the sort,"” Prince Albert admitted. "It sounded fantastic."

"You bet it did. And it’'s a lot nore fantastic now that | know the girl was nmy old kicking nate
Portia."

"CGoodness!" said Prince Al bert

"And she won't tell me a thing. Ch, she talks. But such talk!" China made a face. "She sounds

Ii ke one of them Shakespeare plays. ‘Forsooth’ and ‘thou’ and ‘thee’ and that kind of stuff. Spills
it with a straight face, too."

Chi na Janes pounded both fists on the arms of the chair in which she sat. "I tell you, sonething
has happened to that girl! Sonething that’s done things to her mind! She keeps raving about a |ot of
peopl e who need hel p."

PRI NCE ALBERT stood up. He did his best to look like a deeply synpathetic man who intended to do
sonet hi ng about this

"What about these peopl e who need hel p?"

"She won't go into details,"” China said

"l shall speak to Duchess Portia Mntanye-Norwi ch at once," Prince Al bert said enphatically
"Where can | find her?"

China said, "I'll take you there."

The man nmade a business of considering that, then shook his head pl easantly.

"It would be better,"” he said, "if you told me where she can be found. | will send some of Doc
Savage’' s nmen after her."

" But —

"You may be in danger," Prince Albert interrupted. "If | were you, | would stay here until we

find out what this is about. You said the duchess was scared, didn't you? If she is scared
obviously there is danger."

Chi na thought that over

"O K.," she said. "The duchess—Portia—+s at ny apartnent. 476 North Avenue, Apartnent 12."
Prince Al bert went to the tel ephone, dialed a nunber, and said, "I’ve got the dane |ocated." He
gave the address China Janes had just furnished. "Get her out of there and where she can't talk."
Prince Al bert then listened a nonent.

"Yeah," he told the party at the other end of the wire, "lI’'ve got another dane here that we’l
have to keep quiet, too."

He put down the phone, turned, took a gun out of his coat pocket, pointed it at China Janes

"Tough break, kid," Prince Albert said. "I'mafraid you're goin" to be out of circulation from
now on. "

China Janes’s eyes got very wi de. She seened to try to stand on tiptoes

"1 don’t-what—

"Turn around!" the man said

Something in Prince Albert’s eyes made the girl scream She screaned as if trying to get out
every bit of noise possible

"My understandin’," the man said, "is that this place is soundproof." Hi s voice went guttural
"Turn around!"

Chi na Janes hesitated, her teeth nearly making holes in her lips. Very slowy, she wheel ed around
and put her back to the man

Prince Albert got a long needle out of his clothing and took a step toward the girl.

Then he junped as high into the air as he could. He also screaned as |oud as he coul d

Just before Prince Al bert junped, a swarm of blue sparks buzzed up around his feet. After he cane
back to the floor, the sparks appeared again, sizzling, snapping

Chapter VI. LOST RACES

PRI NCE ALBERT had presence of mind. Electricity was smashing through his body, convulsing his
muscl es and swi ping colored lights across his eyes. But he still controlled hinmself enough to | ook
down, realize the carpet had becone electrified, twist wildly out of his raincoat and fling it to
the floor. There was enough rubber in the coat to nake an insulator. Wien he junped upon it, no nore
sparks flew.

The girl stood wi de-eyed. There was no electric fire around her feet

Prince Al bert had dropped his gun. Trying to get it, he sprang out on the carpet. Sparks grew
around his feet |like hot blue animals snarling and gnashing

Wien he took hold of his gun, he got as nuch blue electric fire as gun. He could not hold the



weapon. He screaned in spite of hinself. He tried again. He could not nake his fingers take the gun.
Prince Albert gave it up, did a kangaroo junp to the insulating raincoat. Agony was turning his
face the purple of a man choking. Baw ing noi ses he made were probably his best at swearing.

From the coat, he sprang to the door. Wth both hands, he clutched the knob. But he let go of the
knob instantly, peered at his hands. He saw pricked spots, as if there had been a thorn or two on
t he door knob.

Prince Albert got his face close enough to the doorknob to see the little steel needles which had
projected and stung him and he could al so see that they were hollow, and that drops of a syrupy,
yel | ow substance had oozed fromthe steel fangs.

He frog-junmped backward fromthe door, naking newi ng noi ses of agitation, and hit the library
door. It was |locked. The electricity on the rug—+t was obvious now that wires were cleverly woven
into the rug design to carry high-frequency current—shook himw th paralytic violence. Back to the
coat, he floundered.

Deadness was comng into his hands, crawling up his arms. He'd soon be hel pless. He realized

t hat .

Trade threat on the girl’s life for his rel ease? Wio was there to trade with? There m ght be
nobody; all this could be a wholly nmechanical burglar trap.

Kill the girl? That had been orders, as a last resort.

Prince Albert got his knife out of his clothing and nade for the girl—+took two steps and nashed
his out-thrust face against sonething hard and cold. dass. Incredibly transparent plate.

He struck at it, hit it with his shoulder and all his weight. The stuff had cone down fromthe
ceiling. Hs own yelling nust have covered the sound it made.

Because of the glass, he could not reach the girl.

Prince Al bert was trapped! Certainty of that closed in on himlike ice. He couldn’t escape. There
was not hing, then, but do what they were supposed to do when about to be taken. Every man of his
gang carried the pills. The pills were issued fresh every two weeks.

He snatched the stick pin out of his necktie, twisted out the large, yellow sh, cheap-I| ooking
artificial pearl with his teeth, crushed it and swallowed it.

Prince Al bert was still swallowing parts of the pill when the bronze nan cane in through the

i brary door.

DOC SAVAGE had been taken by surprise to a certain extent—he had not expected the stick pin to
turn out to be sone kind of dose—and the bronze man was a bit disconcerted.

One of the main purposes of his lifetime of scientific training had been to equip his mnd to
foresee every contingency in any given situation. It was very necessary that his mnd shoul d be keen
enough to overlook no bets at all. Oherw se, he could become a remarkably poor insurance risk. And
just now he had overl ooked a bet: the pearl-pill.

Hi gh-vol t age, hi gh-frequency current was out of the cleverly wired rug. Doc had thrown a switch.

W th faint-whispering sounds of electric notors, the bulletproof glass energency partitions were
lifted into the ceiling.

Doc Savage reached the man who called hinself Prince Albert. The fellow evidently had confidence

in his own strength, for he stepped in sw nging. He swng four times, blows alnost too fast for the
eye. He nmade a perfect score. Al misses. H s eyes popped.

He said, "Uhn!" foolishly after the | ast mss.

Prince Al bert was seeing dazzling speed such as he woul d not have believed human nuscles could
contrive. He tried a fifth blow. At the bronze man’s mdriff, this tinme.

But the fist went through space where the target had been. And in return, he was knocked down.
After that, bronze hands handled himas if he had no strength whatever.

Doc Savage cl anped Prince Al bert down, got the fellow s jaws distended with pressure, yanked the
man’'s belt off, and tried, by forcing the end of the belt down the fellow s throat, to force himto
bring up the pills he had swal |l owed. That didn't work.

Carrying the man into the |laboratory, Doc used a stonmach punp. That took tine. Enough tine so

that the man had become unconscious fromthe effects of the pill.

In the | aboratory was a device for making quick chemical analysis by spectrascopic nethods. The
pill, this contrivance showed, contained ingredi ents which gave the nervous system such a shock that
conpl et e unconsci ousness for days was certain.

Prince Albert was not likely to die. He was not likely to answer questions for sone tine, either.
Doc Savage wal ked into the reception room The girl was fooling around with the outer door,

trying to get it open.

"The excitenent is probably over for the tine being," the bronze man said. "So you m ght as well
remain."

China Janes stared at him She was noticeably inpressed. Wonen usual |y were.

"You," she said, "are Doc Savage."

"Right."

"Who was that other man?"

"He wasn’'t Monk," Doc said quietly. "He called hinself Prince Al bert, and he and a nunber of



other men went to a great deal of trouble to seize nyself and Monk and Ham The other nen,
incidentally, speak English after the nmanner of the day of Shakespeare."

China | ooked startled. "Perchance thou dost nean they speak after this fashion—+that the kind of
lingo they sling?"

"Exactly."

"The Duchess Portia Mntanye-Norwi ch," China said, "talks like that."

"An interesting point."

"But that nmug—that Prince Al bert—he tal ked the regul ar way."

"Also interesting," Doc admitted. "By the way, | overheard all you told him Did you | eave out
anyt hi ng?"

"Not a thing. Told himall | knew "

"Portia mentioned people in need of help, you said."

"But that’'s all she did nmention. | guess whoever is in trouble is pretty bad off." China frowned
"What is this crazy thing all about?"

"That," Doc said, "is what interests us. W have not the slightest idea, so far."

China took in a shaky breath. "Portia—the duchess—sure handed ne sonething, didn't she?"
"She did. Suppose we go ask her about that, and other things?"
"Suits me."

DOC and the girl took the speed elevator to the street. Having cone down ei ghty-six floors at
practically free-falling speed, China Janes struggled with her breathing and her conposure. The dark
sedan whi ch the bronze man drove rolled several blocks before she got organized

"You say sone men seized you?" she said. "Wen was that?"

"To-day."

"But —you’'re here now You escaped?"”

"Monk, Ham and nysel f," Doc explained, "carry small containers of an odorless and col orl ess gas
whi ch causes al nbst i nmedi at e unconsci ousness without doing nuch harm W used it on our guards and
escaped. "

"Didn't they search you?"

"They neglected to take the heels off our shoes."
"ohi "

Doc Savage switched on a short-wave radio "transceiver
"Yeah, Doc?" Monk’s squeaky voice responded
"Questioned any of those nen yet?"

"Sure. But so far we’'ve got what the little boy shot at. Boy, they won't talk |ike Shakespeare or
any other way!"

"W will try truth serum’

"That may do it. Were are you now, Doc?"

"Going after the other girl."

"Grl? Wat girl?"

Tensi on junped across the bronze man's features. "Mnk! Didn't Prince Al bert call you, and didn't
you make one of the prisoners answer, and Prince Al bert told himwhere to find the Duchess Portia
Mont anye- Nor wi ch?"

"Not hing |ike that happened, Doc."

"Then there nmust be two gangs in New York!"

"Two gangs of who?"

"These fell ows speaking Sixteenth-Century English. Prince Al bert evidently called the second
gang. "

"This is gettin' conplicated,” Mnk conpl ained. "Doc, have you been able to figure this ness

out ?"

The fact that the bronze nman did not answer was not unusual. Those associated with himwere
accustoned to the habit. H's silence usually cane when he was unsure, or did not wish to commt

hi msel f. When asked his opinion of what a puzzling chain of events neant, he frequently failed to
answer .

Doc touched a button, and a siren began whi ning under the car hood, and red police lights gl owed
front and rear. Traffic cops bl ew whistles; notorists angled toward curbs and stopped, and there was
room for speed. The speedoneter needle started a march for the other side of the dial

The velocity with which they whi pped around street cars made China Janes take several bites at
the ends of her fingers. She fell to staring at the floor because it was easier on her nerves
"You think Portia nmay be in danger?" she asked

"I ndi cati ons point that way."

The car slowed, skidding a little, arched around a corner, then took nore speed with an

abrupt ness that dragged them back agai nst the cushi ons

China said, "Portia was on that submarine."

"You sure?" Dock asked

"She said so. And she's wearing part of a chain-mail arnor. Renenber the newspapers said

and said into the m crophone, "Mnk!"



sonet hi ng about the arnor?"

THE bronze man cut the siren, began to reduce speed. Traffic closed in around the machi ne, and
they made no nore comotion than other notorists

"There," China said, "is where | live."

The building was tall, nodern and brick, with many wi de wi ndows and an awning out in front, under
whi ch stood a doorman in uniform A good class of apartnment house

The car drifted up and touched its running board to the curb. Doc Savage said, "You d better
stick here."

" But —

"The doors lock. The body is arnor-plate, the windows bulletproof. The car’'s interior is
gas-tight."

"Since there's no fort handy," China said, "the car suits nme." She settled back. "Apartnent 12."
Doc Savage got out and went to the doorman. "Anything strange happened around here?" he asked
The doorman had a renarkably red face, pal e-blue eyes and a | ong blond nustache. The utter blue
of his eyes made them seem bl ank

"Doc Savage?" he asked

Doc did not quite show surprise. "Yes."

The doornman said, "I have a nessage for you."

He reached under the tails of his uniformcoat and took out a pistol which was a flintlock weapon
and nmust have been in excess of two hundred years ol d

"Met hi nks thou best stand still," he said

When Doc Savage reached for him the man did not hesitate about pulling the trigger

Chapter VII. M SSI NG DUCHESS

THE ol d horse pistol nmade enough snoke for a canp fire and enough noise for an earthquake, and it
coughed out a ball as large as the head of a sparrow.

The slug hit Doc Savage in the chest, rooted through coat, vest, shirt, and slamed up agai nst
the metallic alloy-mesh bull etproof undergarnment which he had been forced, because of perpetua
danger, to wear for years

Shock drove air out of the bronze man’s lungs. He coughed, got it back in. Then he grasped the
man, clanmped himclose with one armand took hold of the back of the fellow s neck and put pressure
on neck nerve centers. The nman did sonme extra-size kicking. Then he went rope slack. He woul d
probably be out for an hour or nore

Chi na Janes was getting out of the car. Doc said, "Get back in there!"

"This means," the girl cried, "that they're already here!"

"CGet back in the car," Doc said.

"Are you hurt?"

"No," Doc said

The girl ducked back in the car. Doc Savage ran to the machi ne, and dunped the prisoner into the
rear seat. The fellow slunped against the girl.

"Be back soon," Doc Savage said. "In case |'mnot, take this fellowto the police."

China peered at the captive. "Don’t | get a nobnkey wench or sonething? Suppose he wakes up?"

Doc Savage left her to worry about that and went into the apartnent house

The genui ne doorman and the el evator boy were lying in a small cubby used for storing nops and
buckets. They were bound and gagged. The bronze man freed them put half a dozen quick questions
and | earned that about all they knew was that they had stood unsuspecting while strangers approached
them had been astounded when the strangers presented the business ends of large flintlock pistols
and had prudently thought it better not to resist

Both had noticed that their captors spoke sonmewhat quai nt English. Mre than that, they did not
know. M ss Chi na Janes—yes, they knew her. The Duchess Portia Mntanye-Norw ch—was she the
strange-| ooking girl who was visiting China? No, they didn’t know anything about her. No, the

rai ders hadn’t asked about her

They nmust have known all about her, however. She was gone when Doc Savage went upstairs. She

m ght have been gone about fifteen minutes. At |east, sone one had jerked the cord of an electric
clock out of the light socket that |ong ago

There was not much doubt but that the cord had been jerked during the course of a fight. There
were upset chairs, a shattered vase, and furniture pushed askew.

Doc Savage went down to his car

"Your duchess," he said, "seens to be a certain percentage of wildcat."

Chi na danpened her lips. "They got Portia?"

"Yes."

"When?"

"Not very long ago," Doc Savage said. "Can you drive?"

"If you don’t mnd taking chances."

"Head back for ny headquarters." Doc Savage turned on the siren, added, "About all you have to do



is keep in the mddle of the street."
China drove. She had told the truth about her driving being all right if you didn't mnd taking
chances

DOC SAVAGE turned on the radio transmitter-receiver, then turned knobs and took it off the wave

I ength enployed by hinself and his men. He shifted to the frequency used by the navy. He contacted a
navy shore station, and was, in turn, put through to an admral

"It has occurred to nme," the bronze man explained, "that there might be interesting angles to the
sinki ng of that submarine Swordfish near Boston."

"Who is this?"

Doc Savage made his identity known. The admral seened pl eased

"We thought of you," the admral said

"Thought of me?"

"Sure. This submarine business needs the kind of touch you ve got."

"Maybe it would help," Doc said, "if you expl ai ned about the subnarine."

"Can you speak Arabic?"

"Yes," Doc said

The admiral said, "Swell. | worked in Arabia |ong enough to | earn the |anguage, and |I'Il use it
to explain about that submarine. Chances nobody who overhears wll understand."

He went on talking and told Doc Savage that the U. S. navy had no i dea who owned the submarine or
what had caused it to sink. However, he stated, the U S. navy was sure it hadn't |ost any
submari nes

And he added that, although officially the affair was being dropped to avoid an internationa
incident, neverthel ess navy officials would nmuch like to question the nysterious girl wearing
anci ent arnor who had been saved fromthe sub

"Now," the admiral ended, "it's your turn. Wat got you into this crazy thing?"

Doc Savage said, "The rather interesting angles."

"You're not kidding nme," the admral said. "But don't be explicit if you don't want to."
"Thanks," Doc said

"To satisfy ny own curiosity, though, 1'd Ilike to know what you finally find out about it."

"That is a pronise," Doc said

The admiral gave a disgusted snort. "Find out why the girl wore arnor. The blasted arny is

al ready beginning to kid us about any girl on one of our boats needing a suit of arnor."

That was about the extent of the conversation

Clinmbing back into the rear seat of the car Doc Savage went to work on the spinal nerve centers
of the prisoner, and by massage and realigning of spinal vertebrae, relieved the congestion which
was keepi ng the man hel pl ess. The fell ow began to groan and roll his eyes

Doc said, "That was an Anerican-built subnarine which sank of f Boston."

The captive nmust have understood, but he did not say anything

"Descriptions of the sub,"” Doc continued, "were too accurate to be m staken. The submarine which
bl ew up was nanmed the Swordfish, and it was identical with the U. S navy submarine named Swordfish
The Swordfish design is distinctive. There were two Swordfishes. Yet there is not supposed to be
"No other nation has a Swordfish type boat, nor one that could be m staken for a Swordfish. No
other sub, for instance, has a streanmined forward superstructure housing a seapl ane."

The captive's red face grewa little redder. All of himlooked as if it had been exposed to a
great deal of sea weather. He was stubbornly silent

"Do you know what truth serumis?" Doc asked

"Faith, do’ st thee think to frighten me?" the prisoner asked quietly enough

Chi na Janes, driving with concentration, took a corner, then threw a remark over her shoul der
"Anot her thee-and-thou guy," she said

Doc Savage took hold of the prisoner, and the nman fought until Doc crowded hi m down on the

fl oorboards and got the fellow s hands and feet bound and a wad of cloth between his teeth

Then the bronze man took the steering wheel and drove to his private garage in the skyscraper’s
basenent. Doc and the girl rode the private speed el evator upstairs, taking the prisoner

When they cane near the hall door of the bronze man’s headquarters, the prisoner suddenly kicked
made ani mal noi ses. Doc studied the captive. He took another step toward the door. The prisoner cane
as near having a fit as he could, bound as he was.

Doc Savage gl anced at China. "You had better go back."

The girl | ooked bl ank. "Wy?"

| NSTEAD of answering her, the bronze man stacked the captive in a corner, then took the girl’s

el bow and steered her inside the speed el evator, shut her up inside the cage, then pressed an
external control button which sent the cage plumeting down.

Doc ignored the office door, went on down the corridor, and stopped close to an apparently bl ank
wal | . Here he went through what woul d have been an insane procedure, had it not been for a nechanism
conceal ed inside the wall. The contraption inside the wall could best be described as a | ock worked



by a conbi nati on of sounds—finger tappings in this case

The bronze man tapped the conbination, carefully counting out the fractional-second timng. A
sensitive anplifier, a relay and an electric notor did the rest, and a panel opened

Wthout hesitating, Doc stepped through into a passage whi ch was narrow because it occupi ed space
between two false walls. It served the double purpose of a secret passage in or out of headquarters
and storage for stuff which the bronze man w shed to keep out of sight. Doc got into the |aboratory
t hrough anot her secret panel

Laboratory, library and reception roomwere enpty of human presence. The man who cal |l ed hi nsel f
Prince Al bert was gone. And so was Habeas Corpus

The pile of tinned trinitrotoluene against the headquarters door probably contained over a

hundred quarts—not enough to blow the city off the map, but enough to nake a deci ded inpression on
several square bl ocks

The stuff was hooked to an el ectrical detonator which woul d have been set off had Doc opened the
door.

Doc Savage di sconnected the detonator and put it to one side. Then he noved the T. N. T. After
that, he went out and put a netallic finger on a button which brought the speed el evator back
China had evidently been trying to get out of the cage. However, it |ocked automatically when the
external control buttons were used. She was a trifle disconfited

"You mght," she snapped, "give a girl some idea of what you intend doing next!"

Doc Savage | ooked ami able, but did not answer. One of the earlier bits of know edge he had
acquired was that the | ess conversation you had with an aggravated worman, the |ess your grief. He
haul ed the captive into the reception room and China foll owed.

China said, "Mster, |'mgetting darned tired of unexpected things happening!'"

Still |ooking am able, Doc Savage went to the radio, warmed the tubes, then said, "Mnk!" into

t he m crophone

A mnute |later, he said, "Mnk!" again. In the next two mnutes, he asked the m crophone for Monk
or Ham al nost a dozen tinmes. And by then his metallic features had stopped trying to be ami able. The
weird effect of nmotion in his flake gold eyes had become nore pronounced

To China, the bronze man said, "It mght be the best idea for you to stick with ne. These nmen may
be convinced you know enough about themto be dangerous. They cannot be sure how nmuch the Duchess
Portia told you about them™"

China frowned. "You think it’d be dangerous for ne to wal k around | oose, eh?"

"Concei vably."
"From what |’'ve seen," China said, "being around you doesn't nake anybody a good insurance risk
But if you say so, |'’mgane. Wiere do we go first?"

"To see what has happened to Monk and Ham " Doc said
He sounded concer ned.

DOC SAVAGE took twenty minutes for the trip to the Long Island farnhouse where he had | eft Mnk
and Ham the distance being nearly that many miles. The fake doorman bounced around a good deal in
the back seat during the trip

The farnmhouse, when they pulled up to it, had a deserted | ook

Doc said, "You stay in the car."

"Don't worry," China retorted, "I appreciate this car. Nice and bulletproof, you know "

Doc put an electrical-listening device against the farmhouse door before he went in. The |istener
was a conbi nation of velocity mke and anplifier, and could nake a fly wal king on vel vet sound |ike
an elephant in a jungle. Qut of the house cane conplete silence, and he went in

In the house there were fight signs: upset chairs, scuffled places on the floor, a chair leg with
traces of sonmebody’s hair sticking to it. Enough glass was missing fromone wi ndow to nake it | ook
as if sone one had junped out of it. Only enough bl ood had been spilled to make spots. The house was
as enpty as the listener-anplifier device had indicated

China, too curious to renmain in the car any longer, entered. She peered about doubtfully, kicked
an overturned chair, poked into closets, straightened a picture, and finally noticed that she had
stepped on fine particles of glass

She indicated the glass. "Sonebody broke a light bulb."

"Anaest hetic grenades we used to overcone the guards earlier," the bronze man expl ai ned

"Ch, | remenber. That was when Prince Al bert thought he had |left you out here, a prisoner." She
eyed the gl ass particles

Doc Savage appeared not to hear

"O K. Don't answer ne, then," China said. "Let’'s change the subject. Wat are you going to do
about your mssing friends?"

Instead of replying to that, the bronze man went outside and nade several circles of the
farmhouse, scrutinizing the ground closely. Then he searched the outbuildings. He did a very

t horough job of this search, leading China to make a renark.

"There's a flyspeck you m ssed over here," she said

By the tine he ended his search, Doc Savage had concluded that the strange gang who tal ked



anci ent English vernacul ar, had been around the place only a day or two. And previous to their
arrival, the farmhad evidently been idle for nmonths. He did not commrent on this. H's silence began
toirritate China.

"You put out a lot of information, don't you?" she conpl ai ned.

Doc Savage went into the house, got on the tel ephone and called the information girl at the

t el ephone office and got a list of the real estate agents in the nei ghborhood.

He did not wite down the nanmes and tel ephone nunbers—there was no need of that, with the nenory

he had devel oped. One of his menory exercises was to glance at an assortnment of figures, then turn
around and wite themon a blackboard. It was not extraordinary for himto retain a hundred digits
in his mnd.

Doc tel ephoned real estate agents until he found the one that had rented this old farm It had

been rented three days ago, cash in advance. The agent, describing the man who had rented the place,
described Prince Al bert.

"You’' re maki ng headway fast," China said.

Chapter VIII. |RON SHARKS

DOC SAVAGE was a product of a deliberate scientific plan; he was the result of what could happen
when physical instructors, psychologists and scientists all cofperated. The scientists and the
others had assuned charge of Doc at chil dhood, and had taken turns in his training.

The bronze man had been in their hands al nbst continuously. H s training should have made hima
ki nd of superhuman scientific product. It should have made hima machine. It should have taken the
human qualities out of him In one sense, all Doc Savage's training had been a flop:

He still had his enotions. The things that pleased or excited other men pleased or excited him
Some of the scientists had tried to renove that, believing that a man being trained for his unusual
prof essi on shoul d not have ordinary enotions. They woul d be a handi cap.

For instance, Doc Savage could get just as scared as any body. And as worried. Still, his past
training had done one thing: it had fixed himup with a poker face, and he coul d, under al nost any
circunmst ances, show no enotion what ever.

China' s repeated remarks about his |ack of progress was sandpapering his nerves pretty raw
"You," China said, "remind ne of a rooster trying to scratch up a wormin a concrete street."

Doc Savage's nouth tightened, but he managed to hold onto hinself.

"While you're fiddling," China continued, "these queer fellows who talk O d English are probably
putting your friends Monk and Haminto sacks, tying weights to the sacks, and throw ng the sacks
into the river."

Doc’s grip on his tenper slipped. For the first tine in his life, he told a | ady off.

"Shut up!" he said loudly. "And sit down!"

Chi na gazed at himin wi de-eyed wonder. She righted an overturned chair and sat down on it.

"l actually believe," she gasped, "that you're al nost hunman!"

Doc Savage did not wish to delve into any discussion to prove he was hunman. It wasn’'t inportant,
as long as the young | ady kept still.

The bronze man went back to the car and haul ed out his prisoner, the fell ow who had pl ayed
doorman, and strai ghtened himout on the farmfloor. The captive lay |oose, his eyes closed. It
appeared that he had passed out again.

“1"1l put himon the bed," Doc explained. "Then we will work on himand see how nmuch truth we can
get."

Doc Savage picked the man up in his arns, and carried him sonmewhat as a father carries a baby,
toward another room They never made it to the room however.

Wth convul sive speed, the prisoner jammed a hand into Doc Savage’'s pocket. The hand cane out
with the old horse pistol which Doc had taken fromhimearlier. The man pointed this nonstrosity
anong firearns at Doc Savage.

"Thee will lower me gently!" he snarl ed.

After Doc | owered himgently, the man got to his feet. He included China in the nenace of his
gun.

"Thee"—he pointed the gun at the girl—and thou, will betake theeselves to ye four-wheeled cart

whi ch dost run with noise."

They bet ook thensel ves outside and got in Doc’s car, which was presumably what the man neant by
"ye four-wheel ed cart which dost run with noise." The man put themin the front seat. He got in the
back.

"Now, " the man said, "ye will go whence | tell ye."

Doc Savage drove out of the farnyard, and following the man's directions, turned left. Doc’s
features were inscrutable.

Chi na | eaned back on the cushions and shivered. The | ook she gave the bronze man was not

approvi ng.

"Thou, " she snapped, "hast got us in a nice pickle!"

Doc Savage paid attention to his driving. He did not tell the girl that the horse pistol was not
| oaded, and that he had deliberately let the man grab the weapon; that he hoped the fellow would



| ead them sonmewhere, where they could escape, once they got there. There was no conveni ent way he
could give China all this information, anyhow.

THEY passed a nunber of truck farns, then began to go past the small bungal ows on the outskirts

of the city. The herdsman in the back seat directed themto turn left again. Thereafter, Doc Savage
began to suspect that they were headed for the water front district of Brooklyn

Chi na touched Doc Savage’'s arm

"I"'msorry," she said, "that | made the crack about the pickle. | make cracks. It’'s a habit. You
better overlook it."

"Forget it," Doc said.

Chi na shivered again. "The heck |'Il forget it. My old friend Portia swins ashore froma

nysterious submarine that blew up, and she wants to talk to you; then a funny gang of ancient
Engl i shnmen grab her, and you, and me, and your two friends, all to hush the thing up. Forget it? Not
as long as | live, | won't! It’s too cockeyed!"

They cane to a rough street, and Doc Savage drove on the street car tracks, where it was

snoot her.

"Everything may conme out all right," he said

"All right for who?" China asked grimy. "Two to one this bozo is taking us to nore bozos just

like him Do you know what they'Il do to us? If you don't, | do. They'll put us in those sacks | was
telling you about."

The street got snmooth again, and Doc steered the autonobile off the street car tracks

Chi na sighed and ran her fingers through her honey-colored hair. "I hate being puzzled," she
conplained. "If it’s the last thing that happens, | hope | learn what this is about. I'd hate to die
puzzled."

One of the banes of any nman’s exi stence was a young worman who tal ked too nmuch. Doc restrained
himself fromtelling her so

Chi na seened to be doing sonme thinking. As a result of this, she put her jaw up enphatically.
"What ever happens," she said, "lI’'mgoing down fighting. Wen the funeral is over, they' Il know
they buried sonmebody. "

It occurred to Doc Savage that, while the young | ady did have sone aggravating traits, she did
undoubt edl y have a pl easant supply of courage

I T devel oped that their captor knew where he was going. He directed themto an enornous solid
wooden gate in a very high and very griny brick wall near the water front. A sign along the top of
this wall said

MODERN MARI NE CONSTRUCTI ON CO

A gat ekeeper opened the gate, then came forward to investigate the car. The gatekeeper had a

t hunb hooked in his belt, and just below this thunb swung a large military-looking automatic pisto
in a holster.

The armed flunky | ooked in at China and Doc Savage, and seened uni npressed. But when he gl anced
at the man sitting in the rear seat hol ding the horse pistol, he was much inpressed

"Great snakes!" he expl oded

"Pass us, vassal!" ordered the man with the horse pistol

They were passed, and Doc foll owed directions and drove between | arge buildings, huge piles of
steel plates, steel pipes, and steel girders. They passed under huge traveling cranes and circled
tall derricks. They were deafened by the rat-tat-tat of riveting machi nes, and welding arcs threw
bl ue-white light into the car

"l think," China said, "that this is a—a—

" Shi pyar d?"

"That's it. A place where they build ships."

Doc Savage adjusted the rear-viewmrror to get a |look at their shepherd. The fell ow was hol di ng
the horse pistol in plain sight of any one who cared to | ook. Several persons in the shipyard nust
have seen the gun, but none of themdid anything about it

Chi na decided to see what she could do to spur their chivalry

"Hel p!" she screaned suddenly and piercingly. "Help! Mirder! Get nme out of here!"

At least a dozen nen heard her shriek. They stopped working and | ooked at the car

"Hel p!" China screeched, putting plenty of terror intoit. "This man is going to kill us!"

The men who had stopped working went back to work as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened
Chi na sank back on the seat and shook

"What —what ki nd of place is this?" she asked wldly.

"An unusual place, | should say," Doc Savage adm tted

"But —but — China swal | oned several times. "But—+t’'s in Brooklyn! Right here in New York City.

It’s in—well, in Brooklyn!"

Under the circunstances, it did not make much difference whether it was in Brooklyn or where it
was. Being in Brooklyn only nade it a trifle nore fantastic

"Ho!" said the man in the back seat. "Stop, prithee!"



Doc Savage halted the car
"Look!" China gasped. "A whole litter of submarines!"

Chapter | X. THE BREAKS

I T was apparent that while the shipyard might build other things, its main output was submarines
The iron fish lay in a row, four of them side by side. The nearest was nearly done; the next had
only half its hull plates; the third had no plates at all, and the fourth was not nmuch nore than a
keel . The subs were being built on cradles which could be rolled down tracks into the water
"Submarines!" China said. She | ooked at Doc Savage. "They shoul d suggest sonething, but they
don't."

The subnarines were on the right. On the left stood the granddaddy of all boathouses. It |acked
the height of the dirigible hangar at Lakehurst, but it appeared to have al nost as nuch fl oor space
It was of brick, and had no wi ndows. There were doors, however

A door opened. Doc drove inside, as he was commanded. Wile several nmen were closing the door
behind the car, he |eaned out to | ook around

Except for one thing, there was nothing particularly remarkabl e about the inside of the big

boat house. The one remarkable thing was the fact that a swarmof nmen seened to be working at frantic
speed putting a submarine together

Al the parts of this subnmarine seenmed to be ready-nade. Plates were the exact size, rivet holes
were drilled, and everything was prepared for quick assenbling

It seened a rather unusual way to build a subnmarine. And this sub appeared an exact twi n of one
that was being built outdoors

"Here comes our old friend," China said grimy.

Doc had seen him It was Prince Al bert, and he was in a wheel chair. A | aprobe was bundl ed around
himto his chin, and he | ooked as if he was still very ill fromthe pill he had swall owed. He could
it seemed, barely wiggle his fingers and whisper, but this was enough to allow himto issue orders
He issued sone, and an astoundi ng nunber of guns appeared in the hands of the nen in the

boat house as they surrounded the car. Henry strolled sadly out of the belligerent npb, and opened
the car door

"Woul dst get out?" Henry asked

Doc got out peaceably.

"And thee, as well," Henry told China

The young worman al so got out, but not peaceably. She stared about as if |ooking for sone one to
bite

"1’"m about ready," she said, "to do sonething desperate."

Doc Savage | eaned close to her ear and whispered, "Take a deep breath, then hold it."

The girl had enough presence of mind not to show surprise, and she started drawing in her breath
At that nonent, there began clinbing out of the submarine a group of men who were clad in what
coul d pass for the very nodern ski suits which girls wear, providing the suits were equi pped with
hoods of flexible, transparent stuff that |ooked |ike Cellophane. They carried rifles.

"Never m nd hol ding your breath," Doc said. He sounded faintly disgusted

China frowned. "First hold nmy breath, then don’t." She nade an angry shape with her rather
attractive mouth. "I wonder who's slightly wacky around here?"

Doc Savage did not explain that he had been about to use his anaesthetic bonbs—effects of which
they coul d escape by hol ding their breath—but that the appearance of the group of men wearing
gasproof suits had made that plan usel ess

The bronze man began to have a vague suspicion that getting out of here mght be quite a

consi derabl e job

DOC and China were seized. Al npost as many nmen got hold of themas could [ay hands on them

Prince Al bert ordered his chair wheeled close, then said, "Gve the girl a bathin' suit and put
her in one of those big boxes, and give her five mnutes to cone out with the bathin' suit on."
Chi na snapped, "If you think |I'mtaking your orders, you' re crazy!"

"Maybe," Prince Albert said, "you'd |like us to search you instead?"

Chi na subsi ded, took the bathing suit they threw her, and got into a huge box which lay on its
side with the open part toward the wall.

Prince Al bert pointed at Doc Savage and said, "Frisk him boys. | understand he wears a vest ful
of gadgets. Get that."

The men stripped the bronze man of coat, vest, shirt, and renoved the alloy-nmesh bull etproof vest
whi ch he wore. Then they went through his pockets

They did a thorough job with their search, prying off his shoe heels and sl apping under his arns
and al ong the insides of his legs for any kind of weapon that m ght have been fastened there with
adhesive tape. After that Doc received all his clothes back—ai nus his carry-all vest

"Now, " Prince Al bert said, "let’s see you get away."

Chi na canme out of her box, her very cute figure attired in a bathing suit which |left absolutely
no doubt about a nunmber of things, including the fact that she could not possibly have conceal ed



weapons. She had enough of effect to cause several nonents of silent, profound admiration, which she
didn't appreciate.

"Monkeys, " she said, "seemto take to linbs."

Prince Al bert nmustered enough life to grasp the arms of his wheel chair and roll hinself over to
the girl. The effort so exhausted himthat he glared at Doc Savage.

"Your fault I'min this fix!" he conplained. "If you hadn’t been about to question ne, | wouldn't
have had to take that stuff to knock ne out."

China told Prince Albert, "And if you hadn’'t been making trouble for people, you wouldn't have
been in Doc Savage’'s office in the first place."

The incredibly homely fell ow frowned at her.

"How, " he asked China, "would you like to be a lady's maid?"

"I wouldn't like it," China said pronptly.

"That’'s too bad," Prince Albert retorted, "because that’'s what you're goin’ to be. Portia isn't
satisfied. She needs someone—

"I wouldn’t think," China interrupted, "that she’'d be satisfied around cutthroats. Portia has
better taste."

"She needs a lady's maid," continued Prince Albert, ignoring the interruption, "and you're it.

ad friend of hers, aren’t you? That's swell. Take her away, boys."

Consi derably over half the nmen shouted, "Yea, sire!" and attenpted to appropriate the escort job;
Prince Albert did sone feeble, but violent swearing before he got it straightened out. Then Prince
Al bert leveled a finger at Doc Savage.

"W may need an out!" Prince Al bert said dramatically.

"A what ?" Doc inquired.

"Qut. We've had to stir up things. Had to seize that girl. Had some trouble with you. The police
are probably lookin' for us. If they find us, we'll need the out."

Doc asked, "Just what do you nean by an out?"

"You' ve got a lot of influence with the police."

"And so?"

"And so if you told ‘emyou had investigated us, and we were O K., the cops would I et us alone."
Doc Savage asked dryly, "And you think | would mislead the police?"

"l know you would," Prince Al bert said with certainty. "W’ ve got ways of makin' you."

This concluded that part of the conversation. Prince Al bert issued orders, and a nunber of men
fell upon Doc Savage. He did not resist them The nmen led himup a long flight of novable steps to
the deck of the submarine, thence down into the innards of the subnersible. A door was unl ocked. Doc
was propelled through the door into intense darkness.

W TH great pronptness, a voice said, "You take that side, Ham ['Il take this side." The voice
was snall and squeaky.

A deeper voice, an orator’s voice, said, "W'Ill feel himover, Mnk, and if he don’t feel right,
we'll let himhave it."

Doc Savage said, "Let who have it?"

"Doc!" Monk squeaked.

"Of all people!" Ham whooped.

"Monk! Haml" Doc Savage exclainmed. "Are you all right?"

It was obvious they were. They sounded too enthusiastic to be otherw se.

"Doc," Monk said, "don't tell ne you're a prisoner, too? W were just telling each other how
lucky it was you weren't in here. W figured one of ‘emhad cone in to talk to us, and we were gonna
give ‘imthe works."

Doc Savage asked, "Wat have you | earned?”

Monk made a disgusted noise. "Well, we were back in that farmhouse, you know, where you left us
to question themscanps. At first, they just called us Add English names. By the way, you' d be
surprised at the names they can call you in that dd English | anguage. Anyhow, before we got far
with our rat-killing, sonme of their partners barged in on us unexpectedlike, and first thing you
know, our names was nud. W wound up here."

"My question," Doc rem nded Monk, "was this: Wat have you | earned about this nystery?"

"Well," Mnk said, "they recaptured sone girl naned Portia. It seens Portia had got away from
anot her part of their gang, and they wanted her back. Portia was trying to get to you, and had sent
sone one to you, another girl named Chi na—

"Yes," Doc interrupted, "but what have you | earned?"

"W're on a subnarine.”

"But what is this all about? What have you | earned?"

"If you' ve got to be so darned persistent—nothing," Mnk grunbled. "W ain't |learned a thing."
"And with that," said Ham who had taken no part in the conversation up to this point, "Mnk hit
the nail on the head. W're nystified."

"We're flopdoozled," Mnk explained.

When Monk coined a word to explain a predicanent, it was apt to be a bad fix he was descri bi ng.



Doc Savage inquired, and |earned there was no one el se locked up with them Their prison cell was a
conpartnent in the submarine

"About the young woman naned Portia," Doc said. "Do you know where she is?"

"Ch, boy!" Mnk said. "Ziggety! Hot dog!"

"From whi ch we can gather," Doc Savage said dryly, "that you have seen the young | ady. \Were is
she?"

"They put her on board this submarine,” Mnk advised. "Further than that, | don’t know. "

Doc Savage noved to the steel door of the steel conpartnent which was |ocated slightly abaft of

m dshi ps in the sub

"It is time we were doing somet hi ng about this," the bronze man said, "providing anything can be
done about it."

Monk and Ham went silent. It was utterly dark in the netal cubby, their captors having negl ected
to supply the newly installed electric light socket with a bulb. The place snelled very new, also
there was a trace of ozone odor that electric welding nmachines leave in the vicinity of their

operations

It was dark, but it was by no nmeans quiet. Hammers, riveters, grinders, and electric drills nade
an uproar that illustrated exactly what they nmeant when they said a place was as noisy as a boiler
factory.

"If Doc gets us out of here," honely Monk nmuttered, "1'Il buy the cigars."

THE scientific training which Doc Savage had recei ved had been thorough and, of course, included
sone work ai med at devel oping his sense of touch, which was particularly inportant when it was
necessary to do sonething in the dark

As one exercise, Doc Savage had started out reading the conventional Braille raised-dots-on-paper
printing of the blind, and had systematically decreased the size of the Braille letters until he
coul d touch-read astonishingly small type

It did not take himlong to feel out the construction of the door. There was nothing to be

encour aged about. The door woul d have been rather form dable equipnent for a vault

Doc took all the buttons off his coat, and crushed these separately, then m xed the powder. Then
he tore his necktie in two pieces and used the ends to fashion receptacles for the powder on top of
the door hinges. He poured the powder in the receptacles

The bronze man then tore the lining out of the watch pocket of his trousers, wadded it, and
rasped it along the wall as if he were striking a match. The cloth burst into flane. He applied this
flanme to the powder.

There was a | oud, hissing noise and an incredibly white |light; the hinges began to nelt, and

mol ten nmetal spilled down on the floor. The powder Doc had mi xed was a formof thermte which was
much hotter than the usual type formed by conbining powdered al umi num and a netallic oxide

Wil e the special thermite was nelting the hinges, Doc Savage grasped the door and shook it. It
soon cane | oose, hinges nelted away.

"Bl azes!" Monk breathed. "W’'ve got a start!"”

Doc Savage lifted the door to one side and put his head out into the corridor. The coast was
clear.

"Next," Doc said, "we find the two young wonen, Portia and China."

"But we'll have enough trouble," Mnk rem nded, "getting ourselves out of here."
"I'f we left them and escaped, we night feel enbarrassed,"” Doc Savage suggested
"When | escape, | think I'lIl be too pleased to be enbarrassed," Mnk nuttered. "However, where

are these wonen?"
Doc said, "They nay be in another one of these conpartnents.”

THE bronze man and his aids ventured out into the corridor, still seeing no one but thenselves

and began opening all the doors they came to. The steel doors did not have | ocks, but only the
regul ati on arrangenent of steel dogs with which they could be wedged water-tight. They could all be
opened fromthe outside

To fix the doors so they could not be opened fromthe inside, as in the case of the cubby from

whi ch Doc and his two nmen had just escaped, part of the closing nechanismwas sinply renoved from
the inside of the door

Behi nd the seventh door they opened, they found Duchess Portia Mntanye-Norw ch

Portia was exactly what the mind would naturally picture for a former showgirl who had married a

weal t hy duke, whose husband had died, and who had then becone a rich thrill-seeker. She exactly
filled the bill.
She was a tall, striking, dark-haired beauty of the Ziegfeld type. The |ight of adventure was in

her wi de, dark eyes; her mouth was shaped exactly right to taste thrills, and also to deliver them
and she carried herself as if ready for excitenent

Portia was hol |l oweyed for want of sleep, and sonme rough handling had bedraggl ed her clothing

but she still gave the inpression that, no natter what trouble she was in, she had done her part
toward getting herself out of it



Being rich, as well as a duchess, she was apparently accustoned to issuing orders. She lost no
time giving one

"Get me out of here!" she conmanded i nperiously.

Chi na appeared besi de Duchess Portia. China still wore her bathing suit. She gaped at Doc Savage
"I"l1l bet," China said, "that they didn't turn you | oose."

Doc Savage gave orders in a voice which did not sound particularly excited

"W will go out through the conning tower," he said. "Run for ny car. Don’t try to get out of the
doors. Head for the car."”

This proved to be a remarkably feasible plan until they stepped out of the conning tower. Two
junmps took themto the novable stairs, and they clattered down those. Doc Savage took the |ead
because opening a path was nost inportant

Prince Al bert saw them He let out a how. Wel ders dropped torches, and every one el se dropped
what ever they were carrying. A charge for the fugitives began

Surprisingly, Prince Al bert how ed orders to stop the escape w thout shooting if it could be

done

The charge closed in. Doc Savage straight-arnmed one man, then picked up the next one bodily and
hurled himat a third. This got themto the car. Portia, China and Hamgot into the machine. Then
Doc Savage. Mdnk was | ast

Monk had stopped to let the rush catch up with him so he could hit sonebody. Mnk |oved a fight
He knocked two nen down, then turned and scranbled into the car; but before he got entirely in, a
man had hi m by a heel

Monk reached back with one of his remarkably long arns and stuck a finger in the man's eye

|l oosening the fellow s grip. Then Mnk got in

They sl ammed the car doors and | ocked thensel ves in the machine

CHI NA gasped for breath, then said, "I hope this car is what you fellows seemto think it is."
Qutside, arifle crashed, and the bullet hit a window, but only made a small pit and sone spider
web cracks. Prince Al bert had evidently changed his m nd about not firing off guns

"You see," Mnk told China

A gas grenade rolled under the car and exploded with a rotten-egg smell. Several others foll owed.
The men then ran around seizing up gas masks and gas suits where they had been | aid aside
Doc’ s car was gas proof, so there were no ill effects inside. The bronze man got the notor

started, neshed gears, and the car junped forward. Three foes, fleeing its path, fell off the
drydock runway into the water, which was bel ow. Doc backed and turned around

A hand grenade, high-explosive, let go on top of the car. The car top dented like a tin can that
had been ki cked, and the concussion did agonizing things to the ears of those inside the autonobile
But there were no serious effects

Doc said, "Bunp coming up!"

The car hit the door. It was doing about twenty, enough to shock them The machi ne, being
arnor-pl ated, weighed a few tons, and woul d have denolished an ordi nary door

This one was not ordinary. The car bounced back fromthe door, and the portal |ooked al nost as
intact as before.

Doc hit it again. He was not gentle. The crash was terrific, and the breath was knocked out of
all. The door still held.

Men were around the car now, shooting at the windows, the windshield, and the tires. Four nen got
on the front fenders and tried to get the hood open. The hood, however, was arnor-plate that |ocked
with a key.

Doc Savage jerked a | ever on the dashboard, and chemical cylinders under the car poured out a
cloud of black snoke mi xed with anaesthetic gas. The gas would not have effect, because all the
attackers now wore masks, but the snpoke woul d hanper them

The car hit the door a third tinme. And again, it was unsuccessful

"That door," Doc Savage remarked, "cannot hold up all night."

"Nei t her," Ham croaked, "can we."

Doc backed up to give the door the hardest smash yet, and there was a rattling and clanking in
the vicinity of the rear axle. The back of the car lifted off the concrete boathouse floor. The
wheel s nerely spun

A nmorment |ater, the car was hanging in the air by the rear axle. Doc knew, then, that some one
had managed to attach the hook of a lifting crane to the axle, but it was too late for the know edge
to hel p nuch

They dangl ed there, like, a turkey hung up for picking, while their attackers waited until the
chem cal snobke was all gone, then got stepladders and electric drills and bored hol es through the
top of the car

Through the holes in the top, the nen poured gasoline. They used funnels. Mnk tried to bl ock the
entry of the gasoline, but gave that up when they ramred an ice pick through the hol e and damaged
hi s hand

When Prince Albert, yelling in a tone that | eft no doubt about his neaning business, said



bl owt orches woul d be used to fire the inside of the car, Doc Savage and the others cane out.
The bronze man was at once knocked unconsci ous.

Chapter X. RAlI DERS

DOC SAVAGE recovered consciousness, and decided he felt Iike a man who had taken a bath, and
overdone the job. He felt as though he had been soaked too | ong and scrubbed too hard.

After he sat up and exam ned hinsel f, he decided the first inpression had been right: He
certainly appeared to have received a thorough | aunderi ng.

The bronze man wore nothing but a pair of underwear shorts which he had never seen before. His
usual Iy heal thy-1 ooki ng bronze skin was rough, raw-and scrubbed.

d anci ng around, he perceived that Monk and Ham sat regarding him Both wore |ong white gowns
whi ch were nothing nore or |ess than ol d-fashi oned nighties.

"l guess," Hamoffered, "that they did not dope us as heavily as they did you. W' ve been awake
about two days."

"How | ong?"

"Two days," Ham sai d.

"How many days since they got us out of the car?" Doc demanded.

Ham shook his head. "I don’t know. Monk doesn’'t, either. They knocked you out, then took all your
clothes off. They took our clothes, too. Then they gave us a scrubbing with soap and water and
brushes—

"l still think they used wire brushes to scrub with," Mnk interrupted conplainingly.

"Then," Ham continued, "they forced us to drink something that laid us all out."

"M ckey Finns," Mnk expl ai ned.

Ham sighed. "I don’t know how many tinmes they scrubbed us when we were sensel ess. They were sure
making certain we didn’t have any nore chem cal s hidden on our persons."

Doc Savage nodded, and felt gingerly of his jaw There was a general ache all through his teeth.
Monk said, "They took a chisel and a hanmer and sounded out your teeth to make sure one of ‘em
wasn’t a shell containing chemcals. If you ve got a toothache, you know now what caused it."
Doc Savage got up rather painfully, took the blanket off the bunk, and hung it on a coat rack
which was screwed fast to one steel bul khead. He watched the bl anket. Wien it swung fromside to
side, he knew the notion he had been feeling was not the result of his being dizzy.

"We are in the submarine," he announced.

Monk and Ham nodded.

"And we're at sea," Doc added.

"We're at sea, all right," Monk agreed. "And for how |l ong, we don't know. "

Doc asked, "Have they told you anythi ng?"

Ham answered that. "They've told us plenty, none of it printable."

"l told you," Mk said, "that they can sure cuss in that old-tine English they speak."

Ham put in, "That’'s a very funny thing, too. | thought at first they were acting, when they

tal ked that way. Putting on. But |’'ve concluded that is actually their normal speech.”

"Figure that one out, if you can," Mnk said.

DOC SAVAGE navi gated around the steel -wall ed submari ne conpartnent several tines, and got his sea
| egs, after which he discovered that he had been provided with a white flannel nightie such as Mnk
and Ham wore. He put this on.

Doc Savage went over and whacked the door with a fist, rattled the fastenings. After he had been
engaged in doing this for a few mnutes, the door suddenly snapped open a crack.

Doc gave it a great yank, but it would open no nore than a crack because it had been equi pped
with a chain on the outside. A man outside chucked a small tear gas bonb through the crack, then
yanked the door shut and fastened it again.

Doc, Monk and Ham sat down and babied their stream ng eyes.

"The sane thing happened to us,"” Mnk expl ai ned.

Mbdern tear gas is a narvel ous quieting influence, having been concocted on the order of police
and industrial guards as a last resort in pacifying nobs.

It was a full fifteen m nutes before Doc Savage and his two nmen felt like going on with any kind
of discussion.

"If we could just make head or tail of this," Ham conplained, "it would be different."

"Listen, shyster,"” Mnk said, "I don't see where the difference would be. Wo'd still be in here,
woul dn"t we?"

"We'd have peace of mnd," Hamretorted. "You re not equipped to understand that."

"l get it," Monk said. "You mean | ain't got a mnd. Listen, you anbul ance-chaser—

"One angle is clear," Doc interrupted.

Doc had perceived that Monk and Ham were starting one of their quarrels which, |ike taxes, would
go on and on. He wi shed to discourage this. Wien one had been associated nore or |ess continuously
wi th the Monk-and-Ham quarrel for a period of years, it could get nonotonous.

"What angle is that?" Ham demanded.



"That shipyard," Doc Savage said, "is one of several that builds subnmarines for the United States
navy. There were four navy subs under construction outside that boathouse."

"We saw them " Ham admitted.

"Did you notice," Doc asked, "how this submarine—providing this is the one that was in the

boat house—=

"It is," Hamsaid. "W heard them say so."

Doc continued, "Did you notice how it was being put together? All the parts seened ready-nmade. |t
| ooked as if they had all the parts ready, and were throwing the U boat together in a hurry."”
"Say!" Ham excl ai med. "What do you reckon that neans?"

"My guess," Doc stated, "would be that, as they built a navy submarine, they nade a duplicate set
of parts. Instead of stanping one hull plate, they would stanp two."

"In other words," Ham gasped, "they nmade one submarine for the U S. navy, and another one
exactly like it for sonebody el se?"

"That seens to be it," Doc said, "in view of the fact that the submarine which blew up off Boston
harbor was an exact duplicate of another submarine, the U S. S. Swordfish!"

Doc Savage had been sitting on the bunk, and now he got up and took off his long nightie. He
borrowed the nighties which Monk and Ham wore. He balled them together, added the bl anket, and nmade
a tight wad.

Next, he beat on the door, yelled, rattled the door fastenings. He kept it up for about five

m nutes. As before, the door flew open, and the guard pegged a gas bonb inside

But this tine, Doc Savage jammed his bundle into the door so that it could not be yanked shut
again. He picked up the hot, steanming gas grenade, and threw it back into the corridor. Then he
pul l ed the wad of nighties and bl anket out of the crack and got the door shut

There was a great deal of profanity as the tear gas spread through the subnmarine

"A dose of their own nedicine," Doc Savage said dryly.

PEACE descended on the submarine. O as nuch peace as could descend on a sub at sea. The
underseas craft apparently ran into a gale, because its antics becanme distressing

The sub woul d begin to rise slowy and trermulously, withing and groaning a little as if inpaled
on a spear, and on the crest of the wave it woul d hang suspended, then go plunging for the bottom
On these down trips, it had the habit of practically rolling over, one way or another

The gall ey was evidently close by. Cooking odors fromthis made the air thick enough, Mnk vowed
to cut a slice and broil it

Monk nmade a nunber of other remarks concerning the ancestry of submarines. He was seasi ck

Havi ng been relieved of every personal possession, including watches, the only way the prisoners
could judge tinme was by the frequency with which they were fed. By this clock, five days had passed
when the subnarine refueled froma nother ship

The sea was cal mon the occasion, and the submarine apparently |lay al ongside a steaner, because
there was an occasi onal shock and a groaning of fenders as the underseas boat rolled against the
shi p.

The crew cl attered around on deck, attaching hose feed lines, after which fuel gurgled into the
sub tanks for a |ong period

Later, the submarine got under way again.

"What," Ham sai d, astonished, "do you make of that?"

"It don’t encourage me any," groaned the seasick Mnk

"It looks like we're in for a long voyage."

"What | neant," Hamremarked, "is this: They nmust have a considerabl e organi zation. A fuel ship
nmeeting themat sea! Think of it!"
"You think!" Mnk gulped. "I've got ny stomach to think about."

Later, when the door opened a crack in the usual fashion, and their food was shoved inside, there
was a scuffle in the corridor. A nman swore

Doc Savage, whi pping forward, grasped the edge of the door, braced hinself, and held the door

open. He managed to keep it open against the efforts of those outside until two animals popped
through the aperture. The new arrivals were Mnk’s pig, Habeas Corpus, and Hanmis mascot runt ape
Chemistry

Through the door crack, Prince Al bert ordered angrily that the two aninmals be put out outside

again. Monk and Hamreplied with detailed instructi ons about where he could go, and some predictions
about the tenperature after he got there

Prince Albert voiced a few of his own opinions. Mnk pegged a dish of oatneal through the door

crack at him After which Prince Al bert closed the portal, and the incident as well.

An instant after the door closed, Doc Savage was on his knees beside Habeas. He inspected the

pi g. Then he examined the runt ape, Chemistry.

After that, the bronze man unconsciously brought into existence the strange, low, exotic trilling
sound which he habitually made in nonments of intense nental activity. The trilling was inbued with a
definitely pleased quality.

"This," the bronze man said, "is a piece of luck."



Chapter Xl . DANDRUFF
THE cannon went off at ten mnutes until noon. Doc and his aids were sure about the tinme; what
happened | eft no doubt. Their idea of the passing of tine had gotten off enough that they thought it

was still night, so they were asleep.

The big gun nmade a thunp and a bang, and they rolled out of the bunks in a hurry. The heavy gun
rolled the sub again with its recoil. This tinme, they knew it was a cannon.

Prince Al bert yelled in the corridor.

He said, "Gve ‘emuntil noon to nmake up their minds. That'll be ten mnutes!”

So they knew the time was ten minutes until noon.

There was a period of silence, followed by banging noises on the hull. This sounded as if sone

one was going around silently giving the hull plates a terrific blow here and there with a hanmmer.
"You know what | think?" Ham gasped.

"Bul l ets," Doc Savage sai d.

"Exactly. They shot at sone one with the cannon. And that some one is shooting back with rifles."
Doc Savage's netallic features were expressionless, but his feelings were evidently the sane as
those being shown by Monk and Ham bl ank astoni shrment.

They heard the submarine’s deck gun go off three times in rapid succession. Following this, there
was anot her silence. The engi nes of the submarine stopped conpletely.

For approximately an hour, the submarine lay rolling in the swells. Amd clattering uproar, a
boat was apparently taken out of a deck conpartnment and placed in the water. It went away, and cane
back in twenty minutes. It made two nore round trips to wherever it was going.

The smal| boat was then swung into its deck conpartnment, stowed, and the submarine engi nes
started. The sub maneuvered for a while.

There was a wi ndy cough of a noi se.

"Tor pedo! " Ham barked. "They' ve fired a torpedo!"

"Sh-h-h!"

Monk br eat hed.

Monk’ s shushing was not necessary. He wanted to listen for the torpedo to strike. Al held their
br eat hs.

The torpedo struck. No doubt of that. The expl osion was deep and boom ng, and al nost as nuch of a
shock as a bl ast.

Engi nes of the subnarine speeded up then, and the craft began to travel at high speed, bunping
into the larger swells with noticeabl e shocks.

Doc Savage and the other two sat silent, nentally contenplating what had happened.

"They torpedoed a ship," Mnk nuttered.

"But first," said Ham "they halted it with shell-fire."

"Yeah. They went aboard, too."

"Made three trips," Hamadm tted. "Then they socked a torpedo into her."

"I't’s kind of crazy," Mnk nunbl ed.

"It's fantastic!" Ham expl oded.

"It wouldn't be so hard to savvy," Mnk explained, "if there was a war going on."

"But there’s no war," Ham finished.

Doc Savage had been taking slow turns about the tiny steel cubicle, putting out a hand to brace
himsel f against the rolling notion. Now he stopped.

"The war," he said, "is the inportant part, | believe, that we have overl ooked."

Monk asked, "What do you nean? There ain't no war."

"But there is fighting going on," Doc reni nded.

"Ch, sure. Like that Spanish trouble. And the ness in China. But they haven't declared war— Mnk
suddenl y stopped speaking, swallowed with difficulty, and gul ped, "Bl azes!"

The horely chenmist ran fingers through his hair and down hard on the back of his neck. H's
pleasantly terrifying face worked i nto various shapes.

"Doc!"" he exploded. "l've got it! Fighting in Europe! Undeclared wars. Ships firing on each
other. Runors of pirate subnmarines. Pirate subnarines! Isn’t that what you nean?"
"Pirate subnmarines," Doc Savage said, "is worth a thought."

THE newspapers had carried, fromtime to time, stories about nysterious attacks on ships which
were made by submarines of unidentified nationality. First attacks had occurred in the nei ghborhood
of the Mediterranean. They had not been confined to the Mediterranean entirely, however.

Doc Savage and his two nen were silent, considering the various aspects of the startling
possibility they had just unearthed.

"Pirates!" Ham exclainmed. "The thing is fantastic! This is the Twentieth Century!"

"It's against ny policy to agree with you," Mnk told Ham "But it does |look like a fuzzy idea.
Pirates went out of style with Captain Kidd."

Doc Savage pointed out sone facts. "The nations of Europe,"” he rem nded, "have been engaged in a
rearmanent and intrigue for a nunber of years. They are |ike neighbors who think they' re going to



have to fight each other, and who have been hiding shotguns and revolvers in their houses, yet
trying to keep the nei ghbors fromknow ng about the guns or where they are hidden. But nobody wants
to start fighting

"Consequent |y, when a gun goes off by accident, everybody denies it woul d have happened in his
house. The European nations are like that. It accounts for the air of nystery that surrounded those
nmysterious subnmarine attacks."

Monk took several |arge swallows of air. "Doc, you think sone nation is sponsoring these

pi rates?"

"Not necessarily," the bronze man said. "Suppose sonme remarkable Twentieth Century pirate got
enough nmen together, got subnarines, and started raiding. The international situation is ideal
Suppose the pirate sank a German ship? The Germans would naturally suspect the Russians did it
because Germany is not too friendly with Russia."

The aids discussed this, and began to see how logical it was. It becanme nore |ikely when Doc
pointed out that the pirates of the Spanish Main used exactly the sane tactics. Spain was at war
with England at the tinme, and when the Spaniards lost a ship, they were inclined to blanme the
Engli sh

"But," said Monk, "how do you account for these pirates tal king O d-English |ingo?"

"And where does this Duchess Portia come in?" Ham added

"We mght sleep on that part of the nystery," Doc suggested

Doc and his aids got up the next norning, conpared results of deliberations, and decided no
concl usi ons had been reached. Things remained at this stalemate for five nore days

ON the evening of the fifth day, the submarine abruptly stopped its characteristic nmad rolling
and the engi nes went dead. A |oud rasping of chain fromthe bows indicated the anchor was being
dr opped

"W’ ve made port," Ham deci ded

"What port?" Monk inquired unreasonably.

The door of their prison opened as nuch as the chain would permt

"l have words for you gentlenen," Prince Albert said froma safe distance up the corridor

"l1've got sonething for you, too," Mnk assured him "Sone day, | hope to give it to you."

"Wth interest, | suppose.”

"Wth enthusiasm"

Prince Al bert chuckled sourly. "You guys have been a pain. If it was up to nme, |1'd have fixed you

up with caskets long ago. But the big boss says different. He's got plans for you."

"CGot what?" Mnk demanded.

"Plans," Prince Al bert said. "Now don't start askin’ ne what. Explainin always gives ne a
headache. "

"Have you got sonethin’ to say?" Mnk asked

"Sure," admitted Prince Albert. "I'mjust tellin you to sit on any ideas you got about makin
trouble, and you'll be all right. Maybe not all right, but you'll be alive. Wich is nore' n you'l
be if you start nessin’ around again."

"Are we going to be left in here?" asked Doc Savage, who had taken no part in the conversation up
to now.

"You bet," Prince Albert said, and gave orders for the door to be |ocked again

Doc Savage rel axed on the bunk. He indicated that it would not be a bad idea for Monk and Hamto
do the sane thing

"It is probably about dusk now," the bronze man said in a low voice. "W will wait about four
hours, and we might as well get sone sleep."

Monk and Ham | ooked nuch interested.

"By any chance," Mnk nuttered, "you wouldn’t be taking that guy’ s advice not to ness around?"
"W woul dn’t be," Doc said

Doc Savage then went to sleep, to the secret disgust of Monk and Ham who |ay wi de awake and
wonder ed what the bronze man was figuring on doing. Having had nore than two weeks to consider the
possibilities of their escaping, they considered themvery sl ender

IN al nost exactly four hours, Doc awakened. He caught the pet Habeas with his right hand, and the
runt ape Chemistry with his left hand, and put both animals on the bunk

Habeas and Chemistry did not enjoy being in close proximty. They got al ong together about as
wel | as Monk and Ham their respective owners

Doc began to rub the backs of the two ani mals together. Habeas squeal ed. Chem stry squalled. Doc
kept on rubbing

"l don’t think," Mnk decided, watching the pets, "that is gonna make ‘emany better friends
When you turn ‘em | oose, that hog is gonna to eat up that other thing."

Ham snorted. "Any tine your bacon rind eats Chem stry, he'll know he's been to the banquet."

Doc Savage now gave Habeas Corpus to Monk. The honely chem st held his outraged pet by one
enornmous ear. Doc renoved his shirt, spread it on the bunk, held Chem stry over it, and gave the



remarkabl e ape’s fur what is known in juvenile parlance as a "Dutch rub." A shower of grayish powder
fell on the shirt.

"Dandr uf f ?" Ham asked.

"Not exactly," Doc corrected. "A precipitate caused by the union of a chemical painted on
Chemistry’'s fur, and on Habeas’s bristles."

Monk nade a startled noise. "Wen'd you paint ‘em Doc?"

"The stuff has been kept on the pets for several nonths," Doc explained. "This is the first tine
we have needed to try it out."

"What’' s the object of the powder?" demanded Monk.

Doc said, "Wwtch."

He shook the powder he had collected fromthe shirt to the pal mof his right hand. Then he
pounded on the door with his |left hand.

"Silence, thou!" ordered a quarrel sone-voi ced guard outsi de.

"We have sonething inportant for you," Doc called. "It should be given to your |eader, as well."
After sone hesitating, the guard opened the door the usual crack. Doc cane close to the aperture.
The guard was Henry.

Henry | ooked, if possible, |onger and sourer than usual. He could see that the bronze nan’s hands
hel d no weapon.

Doc started to speak, acted as if he had to cough to clear his throat, pretended to be polite,
and brought his right hand up and coughed into it. He coughed out enough air to blow the powder into
Henry’s vinegary face.

Henry coul d not help inhaling the powder.

"I"'mawfully sorry," Doc apol ogi zed qui ckly.

Henry apparently deci ded he had to sneeze, and he took in a trenendous breath with that
intention. H's sneeze, when it canme off, was rather a dud. Henry seened dazed.

Doc reached through the door crack, got Henry, pulled himclose, and hung a right hook on the
fellow s jaw. Henry went sl ack.

"Yeow " Monk said in a low, vehenment voice. "If Henry's only got the keys to the padl ock on that
chain!"

Henry had the keys, and the aids unfastened the chain, got the door opened, and stepped into the
steel -wal l ed corridor. They |ocked Henry in the prison they were vacating.

Chapter XiI. RAIDER | SLAND

A GUARD sat on the threshold of the conning tower hatch, snoking a cigarette. The hatch was nore
after the fashion of a door in the side of the conning tower superstructure. The guard seened to be
enjoying his snoke. He took the cigarette fromhis lips, held it out and eyed it deliciously.
When Monk socked the guard, the cigarette flew out of the fellow s fingers, hit the deck, nade a
shower of sparks, and sailed on into the dark water.

"You hit himtoo hard!" Ham accused Monk.

"I was illustratin ,"” Mnk chuckl ed.

"“Illustrating?"

"I hit ‘im" Mnk said cheerfully, "the way |I'm gonna sock you sone day."

Monk and Ham dragged their sensel ess prize down the conning tower steps into the engine room
where Doc Savage was neking an exami nation.

"There was only the two of ‘em aboard,” Mnk expl ained. "The others nmust’ve gone ashore. After
that trip we had, | don't blane ‘em"

Doc Savage conpleted his exam nation. He made his low, trilling sound, but it was subdued, and
lasted only an instant. It had a di sgusted tone.

"W can’t make off with the sub,” the bronze man expl ai ned.

Monk frowned. "Wy not?"

"They’ ve renpved essential parts of the engines."

Monk groaned. "They don't overl ook bets, do they?"

Doc Savage got pliers and a snall wench fromthe tool racks and took fromthe big Diesel engines
sone further parts which would insure themremaining inoperative. These being too heavy to swim
ashore with, he put themin a blanket, tied a wire around the bl anket and Il eft about thirty feet of
the wire dangling.

Stripping off his nightshirt, Doc went on deck, slid over the side, and tied the end of the wire
to an elevator fin, |eaving the engine parts to dangle bel ow the surface, where they m ght not be
f ound.

Monk and Hamin the neantine had searched the sub for weapons. The best they could find were

but cher knives out of the gallery. They cane out on deck, and Monk put one foot in the water.
"Br-r!"

he gasped.

"Not as warmas it mght be," Doc Savage admtted. "Just a minute. Let's see if we can find where
we are."

The usual navigating instruments—sextant and chrononmeter—were in the captain’s cabin. Doc carried



these on deck, and took a star shot.

Whil e the bronze man was bel ow maki ng his cal cul ati ons, Monk and Ham | ooked the situation over
fromthe deck, using night glasses.

They acconplished little. It was very dark, and cl ouds obscured nost of the stars. They got the
impression that the submarine lay in a small bay which was surrounded on all sides by high stone
cliffs.

Doc called to themin a |ow voi ce.

"We're on a small island in a very renpbte part of the Atlantic," he explained.

BOTH guar ds now regai ned consci ousness, and pronptly began yelling at the top of their voices.
Monk put a stop to that with a great deal of glee.

"Doc, do you want to know what this is all about?" Mnk demanded.

"Somewhat, " the bronze man admitted.

"O K.," Mnk said. "I'll ask our two guests."

"They' Il be likely to tell you, you missing link!" interjected Ham

"In that case," Mnk advised, "I'Il pull off fingers and things."

The honely chem st was not as bl oodthirsty as he sounded. He was inplying that he was a holy
terror for the effect. Beginning to question the prisoners, he endeavored to keep up the illusion.
As a last resort, he even twisted a couple of fingers out of joint of each guard. This was

harm ess, but very painful. It did not get results.

The two guards woul d say absol utely nothing.

Doc Savage bound the fellows, and | ocked themin the conpartnment from which he and his men had
escaped. As Monk remarked, "We know just how hard it is to get outta there!"

Doc said, "It is inportant to see what we can find on shore."

Monk thought of the cold bay water. "Br-r-r!" he said.

Doc Savage exami ned the | ayout of the sub’s controls.

"The tanks," Doc decided, "can be filled, then blown. The vessel can be subnerged, then brought
back to the surface. Let’'s see how deep the bay is."

They put a sounding |lead over the rail and got a depth of slightly over fifteen fathons with a
sand bottom

"Less than a hundred feet," Doc renarked. "W can subnerge and lie on the bottom"

Monk | ooked puzzl ed. "But what good will that do us? Just sitting under the water won't help the
situation.”

Doc had searched the forward conpartnents of the submarine, and Monk and Ham had not visited that
portion of the craft as yet.

"The boat is equipped with an escape conpartment,” Doc explained. "A diver can | eave the craft,
and al so return, through the conpartnent."

"Ch!" Monk said.

Doc and his aids filled the ballast tanks of the subnarine and sank her where she lay at anchor.
The craft was nodern, and so equi pped that she coul d be subnerged silently in tine of war. They got
down wi thout a great deal of noise. Finally, there was a bunp that indicated they were on the
bot t om

The escape conpartnent was a small water-tight chanber with two hatches. One hatch opened into
the submarine. The other opened out of the submarine hull to the sea. There were two sets of val ves
in the conpartment. One set let in the sea. The other valve set blewit out with conpressed air.
Doc Savage clinbed into the conmpartnment. He took no weapons.

WATER cane into the escape conpartnent, when Doc forced open the outer door with the nechanical
arrangenent for that purpose, with alnost the force of buckshot. Air, of course, had to go
sonewhere, and doubtless it reached the surface in the formof huge bubbles. Wether these would
attract attention fromshore was a question.

Pressure at the depth was nore startling than dangerous. The bronze man had been down to greater
depths on other occasions, and he took the agony in his ears, the sensation of a horse standing on
his chest, for granted. He stroked for the top, and as the pressure slackened, he was aware of the
col d.

There was a little oil slick on the bay surface where the U boat had subnerged, but tide would
carry that away. There was, the bronze man realized, a very definite tide notion.

He took bearings on the rugged shore, aligning it with a couple stars in the sky beyond. He gave
himself plenty of time for that. It was inportant to find the submarine again.

Wil e he was taking observations, Doc saw a brief light on shore. It was a flashlight beam white
as a fleeting ghost, and brief. He swamtoward the |ight, keeping his strokes beneath the surface.
The beach was solid rock, cold, hard and dark. Waves breaking in stony cracks and pitholes

sounded |i ke dogs snarling. Craming out on the dark |ava rock, Doc renoved his only garnents,
underwear and shorts, wung themout, w ped hinself nearly dry with them wung them out again, and
put them back on.

By then, the bronze nan had heard sounds. They cane fromthe shore to his right, and were



obvi ously noi ses made by nmen getting in a small boat. A nonment later, a speed boat notor started,
and the craft ran out on the bay, a scudding black spot chased by a frothing white tail of wake.
A searchlight beam junped fromthe boat to the spot where the submarine shoul d have been. O
course, there was no submarine.

"They’ ve stol en the hooker!" Prince Al bert’s voice bell owed.

THE searchlight lunged |ike a hungry-hunting thing over the bay. Waves squirnmed in the white
light, and the cliffs stood |ike black walls when it touched them so that the bay seened sonething
macabre, like a setting for a weird filmcreated on a novie set.

The | aunch, having scanned the harbor, went charging out through a gap in the stone cliffs, a gap
so narrow as to be nearly unnoticeable, which evidently |led out to sea.

Judgi ng fromthe qui ckness with which the |aunch came chargi ng back in again, the sea outside was
too rough for the small boat. In fact, Doc had noticed a steady undertone of runbling of surf
breaki ng on the shores of the island.

The bronze man was close to a stone wharf when the | aunch surged in and nmen sprang ashore with
lines. Several flashlights were turned on in the craft, and illum nated Prince Albert’'s route as he
got ashore.

The squat, homely Prince Al bert wore skin-tight breeches of npuse-colored cloth, high stockings,
shoes with big buckles, and his | oose gray shirt had a ruffled collar and pleated sl eeves. He
carried a long rapier in a scabbard at his waist.

The sight of himwoul d undoubtedly have gi ven Monk a spasm

"Couriers, ho!" Prince Al bert shouted.

The command brought a clatter of hoofs, and a squad of horsenen galloped into the flashlight
glow. The nobunted nmen wore arnor, had tall plunes in their helnmets, and carried |ong | ances, swords,
and enornous horse pistols.

They made a spectacle that would have fitted better into a notion picture of nedieval tines.

"Tell the master,"” Prince Al bert shouted, "that they have freed thensel ves, taken the submarine
and fled with it!"

"Aye, sire!l"

"Tell himwe' d better get the planes ready to go out and search at dawn."

"Aye, sire!" And there was a clanor of hoofbeats as the horse party departed.

Doc Savage at once advanced on Prince Albert and his group, with the intention of picking them
off one at a time in the darkness.

But Prince Al bert nust have been nervous. He ordered his nmen to point their flashlight beans
outward, and they did this, so that they were surrounded with bright light. There was no way Doc
Savage could get close to themw thout being seen.

The horsenen cane gal | opi ng back. They carried snoking torches which were probably made out of
pitch knots.

"Ho!" shouted the spokesman.

"Ho, yourself!" Prince Albert grunbled. "Wat’'d the boss say?"

"The boss says, sire, that thou hast let grass grow on thy wits," advised the courier.

"Eh?"

"The subnarine woul d’ st not run."

"The hell it would st not! Do you see it out there? It's gone, ain't it?"

"Nay, sire," advised the courier. "Dost it not occur that the craft was merely subnmerged while
still at anchor?"

This was such an obvi ous deduction that Prince Al bert began swearing at his own stupidity. He
had, as he denonstrated on other occasions, a |large, well-colored vocabul ary.

"Cet bl oodhounds!" he how ed. "Get our dogs. Savage and his nen may try to make the shore. And
get depth bonbs! We'll bring ‘emup, or keep ‘em down there for good!"

The horsenen dashed of f again, and shortly after they disappeared, there cane the excited baying
of dogs. Wen the riders cane back, they were surrounded by noi sy, excited hounds.

Hardly had the dogs arrived when sudden silence seized the pack. They nade snuffling noises. In
the flashlight's glow, Doc Savage could see the animals facing slowy toward where he was hi dden.
They were enornous dogs. Several |ooked as big as Shetland ponies. One dog bayed |ike a good-sized
f oghorn.

It was tine to be doing sonet hing.

AS nearly w thout noise as he could manage, the bronze man eased backward. He angl ed toward the

bay. If he could get into the water and swi m and cone out somewhere el se, the pack m ght not be able
to trail him

Silence was difficult. Underfoot there was stone, and all around boul ders, great house-sized

stones, and a little, a very little vegetation, nostly stunted shrubs.

It was poor country for flight, also very dark. The bronze nan noved with | ong steps, hands out,

in front, feeling.

The hounds were clanoring now, trailing him The echo of their baw ing and yappi ng pul sed back



fromthe cliffs of the bay, sounding strangely human; it was like the free-for-all hog-calling
contests at m d-West country fairs, where all the candidates call hogs at once.

Suddenly Doc knew he wouldn’t make it. The hounds knew their work; three or four w se heads had
circled to cut himoff.

The bronze man was gouged by hard linbs of a stunted tree. He clinbed into that. The shrub was an
evergreen, hardly large enough for a respectable Christnas tree, and he wapped hinsel f around

t opnost boughs.

A rmonent |ater, the big dogs were junping into the tree and fl oundering around anmong its

branches. Their roars were |ike those of |ions.

Fl ashl i ght beans tilted around like crazy |lances as the horsenen arrived on the scene. Men in
arnmor waded anong the animals with staves and | ong whi ps that popped |like small revolvers; the arnor
had seened silly up to this point, but around these dogs it was a practical necessity.

The men probably wore it on account of the bl oodhounds. It seenmed to make no difference to the

bi g dogs whom they attacked. They went after their masters as enthusiastically as after Doc Savage.
Finally the nen got |eashes on the aninals.

Prince Albert spurred close to the scrub tree and poked Doc Savage with the end of the |ance.
"This remnds nme," Prince Albert said gleefully, "of possumhunts we used to have in Arkansas."
Doc Savage kept silent.

"Hang one of your |egs down where we can reach it," Prince Al bert ordered.

Doc Savage did that, after hesitating. They put a leg iron around his ankle and padl ocked it.
There was all of forty feet of chain attached to this leg iron. A man nmade the chain end fast to a
saddl e.

"Drag him" Prince Albert yelled. "W’ Il take out his anbition!"

The man with the end of the chain spurred his horse, and the aninmal |eaped. Doc Savage flung
hinmsel f out of the tree. He was not enthusiastic about being dragged; the sharp rocks could rip a
man.

Hol ding up his end of the chain with both hands, the bronze man scranbled tw ce around the base

of the tree, then braced hinself holding his end of the chain wapped around the trunk.

The horseman canme to the end of the chain, lost his spear, parted conpany with his horse, and

I anded in the rocks. He sounded, encased in his arnor, as though sone one had dropped a sack of tin
cans.

The remai ni ng nen prodded the bronze man to his feet with | ances.

"You' re nore danged trouble!" Prince Al bert conplained.

DOC S captors did not try to drag himagain. They | ed himalong a path which passed through a

wi | derness of boul ders, skirted the base of a great rocky peak, then clinbed obliquely up the face
of the peak.

On the right, the peak went up as sheer as the side of a skyscraper. To the left was black space.
After several hundred yards, they came to a break in the path—a gap where there was no trail at all
for a distance greater than any man or animal coul d hope to | eap.

"Let the draw down!" Prince Al bert shouted.

"Aye, sire," came fromthe other side.

W nches creaked, chains rattled, and a drawbridge of heavy tinbers, alnost two score feet in
length, settled into the gap. After the party crossed the drawbridge, a path clinbed even nore
steeply. Then there were steps, w de steps which the horses coul d nount.

"What he don’t know won’'t hurt ‘iml" Prince Albert said suddenly. "Blindfold him"

A coat was w apped around the bronze man’'s head and | ashed there so that he coul d see nothing
nore. Then he was thrown across a horse, and the animal clinbed steps; later, the hoofbeats and
voi ces vibrated in a hollow way which told Doc that they were in a passage, and finally, he was
haul ed of f the horse.

There was a grating noise as if a stone trapdoor was being opened. The bronze man was |ifted and
tossed into space.

He fell far enough to strike very heavily, and after he had explored, he knew that he had | anded
on the bottomof a pit that was floored at |east a foot deep with sand that was as fine as tal cum
powder .

Chapter Xl I1. SLAVES

APPROXI MATELY an hour passed, but when this hour was about half gone there were seven shocks,
extrenely faint; seven tinmes when the earth seened to jar. After the first two cane, Doc Savage put
an ear to the stone pit wall, listened to the others, and his netallic face went grim for the
shocks were undoubtedly di stant expl osi ons.

He thought of his two nen in the sub, and what depth bonbs would do to the craft. And at the end
of the hour, the stone hatch opened.

"Things comi ng down!" Prince Al bert called gleefully.

Monk and Ham were pitched through the ceiling hole. They | anded heavily besi de Doc Savage. The
bronze man gave thema little time to get their breath back.



"Any serious damage?" the bronze man asked.

"Doc!" Monk expl oded. "Did you see them dogs they got? They're ornery as lions!"

"How did they get you out of the subnmarine?"

"Dept h bonbs," Mnk grunbl ed.

Ham sai d, "They started setting off the charges systematically. There was nothing we coul d do but
cone up. And besides, they took our pets with them They' re not taking any chances."

"Doc, did you get a look at this place?" Mnk demanded. "Or did they blindfold you, too?"

The bronze man admtted that he had been bli ndfol ded.

The stone hatch overhead was shut by now, and the color of the air around them was approxi mately
that of draw ng ink.

Monk waded around in the sand feeling things over with his hands. "Hey, Doc! W're in a cistern!"
He scooped up the powder-fine sand. "What's this stuff? Believe I'lIl taste it. Phooey! Sand!"
"Fat chance we’ve got clinbing out of here," Ham conpl ai ned.

Unexpectedly the hatch reopened. Prince Albert tossed sonething down, and it struck Mnk.

"Quch!" Monk conplained. He felt the object. "A funnel! Hey, up there, what’'s the idea?"

Prince Albert’s chuckle was as nasty as the grow of one of the big dogs. "Feel around the wall
about neck-high. You'll find a hole. Put the funnel in the hole."

"Then what ?"

"Use your own judgnent," Prince Albert said. He dropped the hatch.

An instant later, there was a hissing noise and a steady stream of fine sand cane pouring down
froman aperture somewhere in the ceiling.

Monk sneezed. He hit at the falling sand with his hands and grunted, puzzled. "I don't get
this!!"

"Just strain your imagination a little, you freak!" Ham suggest ed.

Monk nmade expl osive noises, then hunted frantically for the funnel and | ocated the hole Prince

Al bert had mentioned. Thereafter, they took turns at the nmonotonous task of pouring sand into the
funnel .

Unl ess they kept the sand | evel down, there was nothing to prevent the stuff fromfilling the pit
and suffocating them

"Tal k about your pouring sand in rat holes!" Mnk grunbled.

I T must have been several hours |ater—+ong enough so that it was surely daylight outside—when
Prince Albert cut off the sand and opened the hatch.

"l see you've been kept out of mschief," he remarked. He tossed down a bundl e which proved to
hol d | oose white gowns. "Put those on."

They put the garnents on.

Prince Albert sent a knotted rope down. "Clinb it," he invited.

Wien Doc and his aids clinbed out of the pit, they were surrounded by men with | ances and short
swor ds.

"Hello," Doc Savage said expressionlessly.

"Hell o," China replied without nuch enthusiasm

The showgirl stood with two nmen hol ding her wists, one of whomhad a bl ack eye, apparently of
recent origin. China | ooked very downcast.

The horely Monk | ooked at the showgirl and tried to cheer her up.

"It could be worse, you know," Monk suggested.

"That," China said, "is just what you think!"

Doc Savage's flake gold eyes went sharply to the young wonan. He got the inpression that she had
very recently received a shock.

"What is it?" the bronze man asked.

"Prepare yourself," China said, "for a shock!"

"Meani ng?"

The girl parted her lips to speak and trenbl ed; she pinched themtightly together, and tears cane
into her eyes. Suddenly, she kicked at the nmen who held her and tried to bite them when she could
do neither, she buried her face in her arns and burst into wild sobs.

"Wonen," Prince Al bert remarked, "hate to be fooled."

Two nmen draggi ng China took the lead, and the others followed a double colum in their wake,
shovi ng al ong Doc Savage, Monk and Ham

The group traversed an arched stone corridor, and this opened into a room of considerable size,
with ceiling beans nade of whole logs; they crossed this room passed through a wi de door and
marched forward on a strip of velvet carpet so purple it was al nost black, and across the floor to a
huge roomwith a large dais. Monk peered at the object on the dais and licked his I|ips.

He nuttered, "That’'s all we needed to top this off!"

He referred to the throne on the dais, and to the fact that the thing | ooked as if it mght be
made of gold. When the narch stopped at the foot of the dais, Mink attenpted to go on and get a
close l ook at the throne. He was haul ed back. Sone one gave hima whack with the flat of a sword.
"l was just tryin to find out," the honely chem st grunbled, "if that thing is solid gold."



"Restrain yourself, pest!" Prince Al bert ordered. "The boss is gonna hold court in a mnute."
"I's it gold?"

"No, of course not."

"Al'l right," Mnk grow ed. "Court—whatcha nean by ‘court’?"

"Shut up!" Prince Al bert requested.

Then all Doc’s group stared in astoni shment at the person who was comi ng through the door.

The Duchess Portia Montanye-Norwi ch appeared and wal ked toward the throne with regal hauteur, not
| ooking right or left.

Chi na whi spered, "Now you know what got my goat!"

NElI THER Doc Savage nor his nen | ooked at each other.

Monk said, "She’'s— and could not finish.

China said, "That's right. She's it."

" But —

"Believe it or not," China said, "she’s it. And | didn't knowit, either."

"She deceived you?"

"Decei ved

isamldwrd for it!" China flared. "The stuck-up tranp!" China took hold of her lower lip with
her teeth and gave it a bite. "She used to be swell people. That's what fooled nme."

Monk began |oudly, "But back there in New York—

The flat of the sword smacked Monk again. He went silent.

"That squeak of yours irritates me!" Prince Al bert grow ed.

Monk said, "I’'Il be danged— and the flat of the sword smacked hi magain, so he changed his m nd
and remai ned silent.

The Duchess Portia seated herself, nade a signal with her right hand, and Prince Al bert turned
back the edge of the velvet carpet to reveal a nunber of iron rings fixed in the floor at regul ar
intervals. Doc Savage's two men and China were chained to these conveni ent anchorages.

The guards then retired, Prince Al bert included.

Doc Savage tested the strength of the ring to which he was chained, found it disappointingly
solid; and Monk and Ham after giving their chains two or three yanks, threw the chains on the stone
floor with a great clatter, resigning thenselves. They fell to exami ning the Duchess Portia.

This nmorning the lady was strikingly attired in a loose, flowing white silk thing caught at the
wai st with a purple cord. She wore a cape of white, and her sandals were open enough to show that
her toenails were tinted. She was sonething that woul d nmake an i npression on al nost any nascul i ne
eye.

"You don’t look like a female Dracula,” Mnk remarked.

The coment apparently irked Portia.

"You will speak," she said sharply, "when you' re spoken to!"

Ignoring the instructions, Doc Savage said, "Back in New York, you seened to be in need of help."

"I did that act rather well, don’t you think?" Portia asked coolly.
"You nean that you put on an act in New York?"
"Exactly."

DOC SAVAGE | ooped his leg chain and hung it over an arm while he thought over what she had said.
"What was the object of the acting?"
"To get you here," Portia said briefly.

"Cet us?"

"Exactly." Portia gave the side of the throne an inpatient tap with her fingers. "Of Boston
harbor, our other submarine blew up unexpectedly. It was an accident. | was rescued.

"After | got ashore, | went ahead with the plan which | had cone to Anerica to execute: a plan to
seize you and your men and bring you here. To do that, it was necessary to deceive you." She curled
her lip scornfully. "You see, | knew about your profession of hel ping people."

"And why did you want us here?"

Duchess Portia showed them her teeth; she probably intended it for a smile.
"l presume you have sone idea of what we're doing here?"

"Some, " Doc admitted.

"Good!" Portia said. "Then you'll understand when | tell you that we're going to throw the bl anme
for the whole thing on to you."
" But —

Portia raised her voice and called, "Put themon the chain gang. Take the girl and bring her to
nmy chanmber to act as nmmid!"

Prince Albert cane in with his nen and unl ocked the chains fromthe floor rings. China was |ed
away before Doc and his nen were freed.

"This'Il be a new experience for you," Prince Al bert said cheerfully.

Chapter XIV. HENRY' S DI LEMVA



DOC and his little group could hear the groaning sound | ong before they reached it, and at first
they thought it was something of mechanical origin, soregularly did it rise and fall; so nmuch was
it like the noise of a machine.

At first, though, they mssed the true significance of the sound; not until they had traversed a

I ong corridor and passed through a heavy door in the outer castle wall did the pul sing vehenence of
the sound begin to inpress them

Then, after they had been shoved unexpectedly into blinding outdoor day, they blinked owishly
and | ooked around; for nmoments they stared in astonishment.

Above them to a towering height, lifted stone walls that were rugged, forbidding, and jutted out
at intervals in turrets, and were fanged along the top with archery enbrasures.

Monk made the first remark.

"In ny kid history books, there was a picture," the honely chenmist nuttered. "It was | abel ed
‘Buil di ng the Pyrami ds by Man Power.'"
"Get novin'!" Prince Al bert ordered. "You ain't here for the sights!"

They were shoved toward the groani ng nen.

It was not exactly a groaning. There were at |east sixty of the nen, all chained to a huge wooden
sl ed whi ch was being dragged up the path. Stone bl ocks were piled on the sled, and the groaning
noi se seened to be an expedient to keep tine so that the human draft horses coul d yank together.
"Seens to ne," Mnk conplained, "they'd feel better if they grunted sonethin’ cheerful."

Prince Albert snorted, "Yank that thing all day, and see how easy it is to be cheerful!"

Doc Savage and his nen were added to the chain gang by the sinple expedi ent of having the ends of
their chains padl ocked to the sled.

"Now you pull on the chains," Prince Al bert explained.

MONK opened his large nmouth, the expression on his honely face indicating that he had a great
deal to say on the subject of pulling sleds—but he only popped his small eyes at a man chained to
the sled i medi ately behind them

"Henry!" Monk excl ai med.

"Qur old friend, Henry!" Ham echoed.

The | ong, red-headed Henry gave them a pained | ook. He was, |ike thenselves, attired in a
shapel ess gown.

"Greetings," Henry said, w thout enthusiasm

Monk grinned at the red-headed disciple of gloomwho had taken sone part in nearly all their
previ ous m sfortunes.

"Henry, you're wearing a chain," Mnk remarked.

"‘Tis thy fault!" Henry conpl ai ned.

"Why, Henry!" Monk | ooked m sunder st ood.

Henry explained, "If thee had refrained fromthat |ast escape | would not be here."

"You nean you're in the chain gang because we escaped?"

"Verily."

"The | ast escape was a Jonah!" Mnk sighed. "If we’'d refrai ned, maybe we woul dn’'t be here,
either."

"Ch, but thee would!" Henry said.

"Eh?"

"*Twas planned fromthe first to put thee in chains.”

Yanki ng on the sled had come to a halt while Doc and his two aids were being added to the chain
gang. Wen one of the guards shouted, the yanking on the chain resuned.

Prince Al bert, standing to one side, picked up a snall rock and pegged it at Monk. "Get in there
and pull, you baboon!"

Monk howl ed indignantly. He also junped up and down and shook his chain.

Ham vol unteered, "You look just like a big ape they keep chained in the Bronx zoo."

Monk ignored this insult and yelled, "Danged if |’ mgonna pull rocks for anybody!"

"Neither am|!" Ham deci ded.

Doc Savage said, "It does seem sonething of an inposition."

Henry listened to this with interest, and sighed.

"*Tis evident," Henry hazarded, "that thou art not going to work."

"Yea, verily," Monk grow ed.

"*Tis a good idea," Henry said. He sat on the sled.

I nevitabl e conplications arrived. Prince Al bert threw other rocks—arger ones—at Mnk, and the
homely chemi st threw them back with good aim Mnk al so seized one of the stone blocks off the sled,
a mass of rock wei ghing hundreds of pounds.

The squat, powerful chem st did a respectable job of heaving this stone at a fell ow who was

trying to prod himw th a |lance, after which the guards charged, having prudently discarded | ances
and swords which could be seized and used against them |t took about five minutes to overcone Doc
Savage and the others.

"Throw ‘em back into the sand pit," Prince Albert ordered. "W' || take the juice out of ‘enm!"



The "sand pit" turned out to be the stone cistern in which they had been confined earlier. Hardly
had they landed in it—Henry being hurled in along with themwhen sand began sifting down on them

DOC SAVAGE said, "W had best get organized with the funnel. If we let the sand fill the place
we' || suffocate."

They devoted about five mnutes of frenzied search for the funnel in the sand, but did not |ocate
it.

"They took the darned funnel!" Mnk gasped

They found the small aperture in the wall and poured several handfuls of sand into it, then nade
anot her unpl easant di scovery

The hol e had been bl ocked

Monk squeaked, "This is gonna be sonething!"

Doc and his group stood in startled silence: the situation seemed infinitely blacker than a
moment before, for the sand sifted down steadily fromthe hole in the ceiling—powder-fine stuff that
saturated the air. They could not help breathing it

"I think the stuff is comin' in faster than before!" Mnk began to cough

"*Twas a sad day when | net thee," Henry conpl ai ned

"Henry," Doc said, "what do you think they will do to us?"

"Naught that is pleasant."

"The Duchess Portia is the m nd behind this?" Doc demanded

"Aye. She fooled thee in New York." Henry groaned feelingly. "We had a neasure of peace before
she and her vassal canme to this island.”

"Vassal ? Who do you nean?"

"Prince Al bert," Henry expl ai ned

"l agree with the vassal part!" Mnk grunted

The men tore strips off their nightgownlike garments and tied these over their nouths and
nostrils.

Doc Savage said, "Henry, there is a great deal about this that has us puzzled. Just what was the
situation on the island before the Duchess Portia cane?"

"Peace reigned," Henry said, and sighed

"1 mean—how many people were on the island in the begi nning?"

"Two hundred or thereabouts," Henry replied

Monk interrupted, "Do they all talk like you do?"

"Not all," Henry admitted

"What we're getting at, Henry," Doc Savage said patiently, "is how you and two hundred others

l'i ke you happened to be on this island."

"CGenerations ago we cane from Engl and," Henry expl ai ned

Henry was no fountain of infornation; he did not flow, but had to be punped, and Doc, Mnk and
Ham t ook turns at the punping. What they | earned was sonehow not as dranmatic as they had expected

THE i sl and was named King John Island, and it was |located in the renpte south Atlantic and had
been col onized two or three centuries ago by Englishmen. Existence of the place was not unknown to
geogr aphers and hi storians

It was sinply that the island was unhandy for ships, produced no raw naterial of trade value, and
was so renotely located that ships rarely stopped at the place. Just an island that had been

col oni zed and forgotten

"There are several such islands scattered over the globe," Doc Savage said. "You rarely hear of
them'

Doc and his aids managed to |learn fromHenry that Duchess Portia Mntanye-Norwi ch had arrived at
the island aboard a yacht. There had been a disgruntled faction on the island, a group dissatisfied
with such a hermt existence

Sonme of these fellows had left the island on previous occasions, but w thout noney, and

confronted by the custonms of a strange civilization, they had come back, defeated, to the island
To these dissatisfied ones, Portia had presented an inviting prospect: piracy! She would supply a
submarine if the islanders would operate it. Portia had expl ai ned about the European nations being
at | oggerheads with each other, so that submarine piracy was practical

"But the men on the chain gang," Doc Savage said. "Wwo were they?"

"They are islanders who are being punished for not subnmitting to the pirates.”

"Then there are other people on the island who are not pirates?"

"Aye," Henry nodded

"Woul d they help us fight the pirates?"

"They would be afraid."

BY now, the filtering sand was above their waists. Ham floundering around, bogged down in the
stuff, got it into his mouth and nostrils, and began to gag
"Take it easy," Doc advi sed



The bronze man renmoved his gown, ripped it up the back, then spread it out on the sand, and
managed by careful maneuvering to roll on to it. The others followed this exanple; by shifting the
gowns fromtime to time, they managed to keep on top of the sand.

Over head, the guard seened unpleasantly interested in their confort, for several tines he poked a
flashlight beam down through the trapdoor bars, and on each occasi on gave a satisfied grunt.

Doc Savage shoved one corner of his robe under the sand, so the ripping noise would be inaudible,
and tore off a yard-square piece. Wth great pains, he loaded this with sand, then tied it, nmaking a
ball of a size halfway between a baseball and a football.

Henry began, "Wat—=

Doc got hold of Henry's shoul der and exerted enough pressure to enphasi ze necessity for silence.
Next, the bronze man stretched Monk and Ham out directly below the iron-grilled trapdoor, then he
managed to stand on their backs, fromwhich foundation, he could reach the trapdoor bars.

Doc Savage took his time tensing his throat nuscles, setting his vocal chords—he was skilled at
voice imtation, but this was no time for failure. He waited until he had extracted fromhis trained
menory many characteristics of Prince Albert’s voice.

And when Doc spoke, projecting his voice through the grating, he added just another ventril oqui al
effect so that the guard could not |ocate the source of the voice.

The bronze man nanaged to inmtate Prince Albert’s harsh tones with fantastic exactness.

"Open the trapdoor!" Doc shouted. "W’ ve got another guy to throwin the sand pit!"

Doc Savage, face close to the grating, saw the guard start and stare toward the door. The guard
was puzzl ed.

"QOpen the pit, you dunb cluck!" Doc said, using Prince Albert’s snarl.

The slowwitted guard reached down, unfastened the trapdoor and yanked it open. As a precaution,
he | ooked into the pit.

Doc Savage hit himbetween the eyes with the sandbag he had made out of his nightgown garnent.

AS the guard toppled into the hole, Mnk grabbed the fellow and tried to wallop himone on the
chance that he was still conscious. As a result of his activity, Mnk sank into the sand, and
grabbed Hamas a |life preserver. There was a distressed flurry which did not subside until Doc
haul ed all of themout of the pit.

"You ignutz!" Ham hi ssed at Monk.

"Forsooth!" Henry said gloomly. "Nowthey will feed us all to the hounds!"

There was gl oomthrough the castle, and silence, except for an occasional footstep or a voice.
There was a trace of cooking snells in the air.

"Must be about noon," Mnk deci ded.

Doc Savage indicated a barred wi ndow at the end of a passage, through which showed a fragnent of
gaudy sunset.

"On the contrary," he said, "it seens to be evening."

"The dogs," Henry nuttered gloomly, "are kept half starved. They are always with appetite."

"W can’t stand around and talk," Ham said practically.

Monk remarked, enbarrassed, "Has anybody noticed that we’'re naked as little babes?"

Doc Savage noved down the corridor and took a cautious |ook around a corner, saw no one, and went
on. The others followed. As Ham had said, they could not stand around and tal k. Qutside, there was
still too much light to think of escaping unobserved fromthis castlelike building on the top of a
rocky peak.

Being reluctant to explore when there was so nuch chance of discovery, the bronze man renained in
the part of the stone building that he knew.

Since Doc and his group needed a hiding place, they investigated what was behi nd each door; the
first half a dozen roons held nothing but nedieval furniture. Then, unexpectedly, they nade a

di scovery. Doc Savage poi nt ed.

"Qur equipnent!" Ham breathed ecstatically.

The roomwas not large. The floor was littered with stuff which had evidently cone from New York
on the submarine: bundl es of newspapers, stacks of mmgazi nes, cases of |iquor and cardboard boxes
fromready-to-wear establishnents.

Particularly interesting was the clothing which had been taken from Doc Savage and his nmen. The
stuff lay on a box. It included the bronze man’s gadget vest. They went into the room and dressed
wi th haste. Doc put on the vest.

"I"mbeginning to feel better," Mnk grinned.

Chapter XV. THE TERRI BLE | SLAND

HENRY had been searching the cardboard boxes for garb for hinself. The only articles he could

find were trousers and coat, and wi thout shirt or shoes, his angular red-headed figure presented a
| udi crous picture.

Doc Savage investigated a door at the far side of the room found it unlocked, and shoved it

open. It gave into a roomcarpeted in nmauve and equi pped with bedroom furniture. The wi ndows had
iron bars outside, and were also fitted with Venetian blinds and attractive curtains. There were



several doors; with one exception, these admtted to closets, and the renmining door gave into a
richly furnished parlor

In the closets were fenmi nine garnents, anong which was the white regalia which had been worn
during the norning by the Duchess Portia

The bronze man indicated a closet which held femi nine outdoor garments. It was not likely this
closet would be visited this late in the evening, and it was |arge

"Here is where we hide out," the bronze man announced

"In the lady' s boudoir!" Mnk nuttered. "I hope nobody hears about this."

They got into the closet and closed the door, then worked around behind the fenale garnents and
sat down. It was intensely dark

Doc Savage fished in his vest and located the little padded nmetal case which held his glass
anaest hetic grenades. He renoved one grenade, held his breath and broke the grenade with his
fingers

Doc continued to hold his breath until regular deep breathing of his three conpani ons indicated
they had been overcone by the anaesthetic gas

Still holding his breath, Doc got out of the closet and went to the bedroom wi ndow whi ch was
open. The anaesthetic gas was odorless, colorless; tricky stuff that woul d knock a man out before
there was a possibility of detecting it

After he filled his lungs with fresh air comng in the wi ndow, Doc went back and cl osed the
closet door on the three sleeping nen, then nade sure there was enough of a crack at the bottom of
the door to give themair.

He left the bedroom

Doc used nore speed than caution. The cooking odors in the huge stone buil ding indicated
occupants might be at dinner, and he was taking a chance on that. H s guess was evidently good
because he reached the gate w thout encountering any one. A guard stood outside the gate; he was
astride his lance, like a witch on a broonstick, holding it with his knees while he sw ped the bl ade
with a whetstone

Doc Savage cane up behind the guard silently, got one armaround the fellow s head to cover his
eyes, banded the fellow s chest with the other arm

Then Doc rasped orders at immgi nary compani ons

"Monk!" he said. "Knock himout! Ham Henry—un down the path! Get the drawbridge guard!"

Hopi ng he had planted the idea that Mnk, Ham and Henry were with him Doc |anded a fist on the
guard’ s jaw hard enough to nake the nman unconsci ous

The bronze nman dropped the guard and ran down the path

There was a strong w nd bl ow ng

THE bronze man turned as he ran to | ook back at the huge stone building. It looned like a castle
huge and cold in the noonlight

If there was another watchman, it would defeat Doc’s plan to give the inpression that all the
prisoners had fled the castlelike building. But there nust have been no other sentinel, and no one
wat ching the path fromthe w ndows, for there was no al arm

The castle—+t was nore like a castle than anything el se—stood squarely on the rocky stone peak

and apparently could be reached only by this one path which was cut in the sheer stone. The bronze
man ran easily, his nmetallic features showi ng sonme concern, for there was still the drawbridge and
its attendant

Nearing the drawbridge, Doc slowed and kept close to the face of the cliff; he began using the
little mrror arrangement he enpl oyed as a periscope

Four nen attended the drawbridge, so evidently this was the vital spot of the castle’s isolation
The guards were alert. Two stood watching down the path. Two stood facing the direction of the
castle.

Doc Savage used care that a flash of his periscope mirror did not betray his presence. Drawbridge
and guards were over a hundred feet away. There seened no chance whatever of his approaching
unobser ved

After he had debated ways and nmeans, Doc renoved two grenade cases fromthe vest, and from one of
these extracted a little nmetal egg, heavy for its size. Tripping the firing lever of this, he pegged
it out over the path edge into space. The tine it took to fall gave an unpl easant idea of the
cliff’'s height

The report was riflelike. The whole cliff seemed to junp a little. A few | oose rocks cascaded

The drawbridge guards junped to the path rimand | ooked down to see what had happened

Doc Savage ran toward the guards. He got up on his toes, went as quietly as he could. He watched

t he guards; when he saw that the grenade expl osion was not going to hold their attention until he
reached them he pegged two grenades fromthe second case

These eggs were snokers, which stopped rolling near the guards and erupted enornous wads of bl ack
snmoke. The astounded guards yelled, floundered in the sepia vapor. Doc Savage got into the snoke
with them He had to work fast because of the wi nd

"Monk!" he yelled. "Ham Henry! Work fast!"



There was a volley of blows and grunting as two of the guards nade a mistake and started fighting
each other

The ni ght before, the bronze man had secured an idea of the drawbridge’s mechani sm The ponderous
span was |lifted by a man-power w ndl ass, and the wi ndl ass was | ocked by | ooping a rope over one of

t he handl es

Doc yanked the rope |l oop off the handle; chains snarled, clunsy nechani smsqueal ed, and the heavy
drawbri dge came down with a crash

"Conme on!" Doc Savage shouted

He ran across the drawbridge, maeking enough stanmping to sound |ike four nmen, and went on down the
cliff path. To keep the guards fromlearning that he was one nan and not four, he left several snoke
bonmbs to hatch on the path. The wind nade the stuff boil, carried it away quickly. But it served its
pur pose

MJUCH of the bronze man’s past success was due to his nethods, to his habit of doing the
unexpect ed; he avoi ded naking a direct approach to any obvious goal, for the reason that as |long as
he did not do what an eneny thought he would do, the eneny was likely to be confused and | ess able
to cause trouble

At the present time, the obvious course, now that he and his men had escaped, would be flight
fromthe castle and then fromthe island. But he had no i nmediate intention of doing either

H's men were still in the castle, probably in the safest possible spot, now that he had created
the inpression that they were not there. Instead of fleeing fromthe island, Doc intended to
investigate the people who were on it

The inhabitants of the island interested him Qher people’ s msfortune was the bronze nman’'s
business. This island itself was |ike any other rocky island, hence not particularly interesting
The inhabitants of the place, while unusual, were not unique, there being other islands in the world
i nhabi ted by strange people

The predicament of these particular islanders was both remarkable and terrible. That part of them
shoul d turn pirates was startling. That this group should enslave the others was unpl easant. From
what Doc Savage had seen, the enslavenent nmight be pretty hideous

A survey of the island situation was his inmrediate object. It mght be possible to organize

resi stance.

Doc reached the foot of the cliff. The path went on to the bay, and he followed it, although the
bay was not his destination. The sun was just about gone, its departure smearing rusty |um nance
over the bl eak stone and inpoveri shed shrubbery.

Evidently the inhabited portion of the island was a pl ateau conmenci ng about half a mile fromthe
castl e, and spreading over the central portion of the island. A nunber of stone structures, hard to
di stinguish in the nmoonlight, but probably a village, stood approxinately a mle fromthe foot of
the cliff.

Doc quit the path and entered thick brush. He went far enough to give the inpression that he had
entered the brush to get conceal ment, still going toward the tiny bay.

He travel ed rapidly, watching the ground; when he cane to a sandy spot that woul d take

footprints, he doubled over, and with his hands, nade inmtation tracks of three other nen in the
sand with his own. This to further convince pursuers—there was sure to be pursuit—that all the
prisoners had escaped the castle

A hundred yards farther on, the bronze man took care of the hounds. He did this by sprinkling his
trail with a bilious-looking, weird-snelling liquid froma tiny phial. A great deal of experinenting
had gone into the concoction of that mal odorous |iquid

Al nost every animal has some particul ar scent which arouses its fear; lion snmell, for instance
terrifies horses; sharks are driven to mad fear by the presence of certain poi sonous seaweeds; and
this liquid was a conbination of all these terrifying scents that was possible to assenble. Doc
Savage had used it to frighten off sharks, and it would send the dogs away yel ping in apprehension
Having nade a plain trail, then ended it, Doc Savage headed for his real destination: the hones

of the unfortunate islanders. The gale beat at himand he could hear the npan and pound of the

wi nd-tornented sea

THE huts were of stone, with thatched roofs. Huts exactly like themcan be seen by thousands

al ong the English countryside, some three years old, some three hundred, the English small house
apparently being an architectural type perpetually popul ar

It was dark when Doc Savage reached the village. There were a few cl ouds now, scudding before the
wi nd, but whenever there were no clouds, the nbon was pouring an inconvenient anount of silver

I'i ght.

The vill age houses were arrayed al ong a single road, which was edged with | ow stone walls. The
bronze man got close to one wall and |istened

In a very few nonments, he was aware of sonething unnatural about the village; at first, he failed
to understand exactly what it was. There was light in the houses. Snoke clinbed fromnost of the
chi meys. Pigs, sheep and goats roamed about, and there were a few cows.



It was a peaceful enough rural scene to the eye, but there was sonething unhappy about it
Sonet hi ng depressing. Suddenly, Doc Savage got it—the silence! There should have been noise in the
houses, and | aughter, but there was none. Just an ill-onmened hush

The bronze man started to | eave his shelter, changed his m nd upon hearing hoof beats. Horses were
approaching the village fromthe direction of the castle. Three horsenmen, apparently. In a few
nmonments, they clattered past, big dark horses and squat, powerful nmen wearing armor and carrying
| ances, and entered the village

The horsenmen had a grimair of having an errand to do

Curious, Doc Savage drifted along the stone fence after the riders. Enough shadow banked the wal |
so that there was very little chance of his being discovered

The horsenen reined up before one of the nore miserable huts. They di snmounted

"Open up, Rowe!" one bel | oned.

Wthout waiting for a response, he kicked the rickety door off its hinges

The three horsenen stanped inside, and as they passed through the light fromthe wecked door

Doc Savage saw that they were burly men, and bearded

Doc Savage noved near enough so that the horses caught his presence and bl ew nervously. He could
hear all that was said in the house

The man who had ki cked down the door was roaring

"Where' d the prisoners go?" he yelled

The answer was given by a m ddl e-aged voice that was highly nervous—ebvi ously Rowe.

"l haven’'t—haven't seen them" Rowe quavered

The questioner did not pursue that point; evidently his mssion was not to find Doc and the

ot hers

"Rowe, thou turned in but half thy quota of barley to-day!" the man shouted. "Wat about that?"
"I + had to |l eave the field at noon," Rowe quavered

Rowe was scared

"Damm you, Rowe!" bellowed the other. "Thou knowest the quota! Thou knowest we need that grain to
provi sion the subnmarines."

"I had to quit at noon!" Rowe said wildly.

The other swore. "And why did thee have to quit?"

"l had to take care of ny boy," Rowe explained nervously. "The kid is sick."

"Thou knowest the orders about getting in that barley?" the other demanded sharply

"Yes. But—

"Get the kid out in the road!" the ugly-voiced horsenan bel | oned.

"WAait a minute!" Rowe yelled. "Wat are you—

There was a whistle, followed by a neaty sound, evidently made by a whip. Rowe screeched in
agony. There was scuffling. A woman screaned. A childish voice cried out feebly. Then the three
horsenen cane draggi ng a boy into the road

THE boy was seven or eight and | ooked fragile for his age. He was, Doc Savage perceived at once
suffering fromone of the worse stages of pneunonia. He breathed with great difficulty, and | acked
strength to stand when the big, bearded nen pitched himinto the road

One of the horsenen carried a kerosene |anp out of the house and hurled it at the thatched roof
The | anp broke, sprayed oil, and flanes instantly bundl ed the roof

Anot her of the riders had a whip, an ugly thing with a long, |oaded handle tipped with severa
heavy wires about two feet long and with common iron taps tied to their ends

"Beat the kid!" the spokesnman ordered

Rowe dashed forward, yelling incoherently. The spokesman swung a | ance hat against the side of

his head. Rowe fell down and squirmed a little.

"We beat you before, and it did no good," the spokesman grow ed. "Methinks the lash on the boy

m ght have nore effect on thee."

The whip hissed a little going through the air, and when it hit the boy, all his nuscles seened

to jerk at once

The spokesman lifted the whip, and when his armgot to the top of its upswing, the whip left his
hand and sail ed away, turning over and over, its lashes distended |like an octopus’s tentacles

The whip wi el der made a noise, a kind of gurgle. His |ower face would probably never | ook quite
the same again, for Doc Savage had hit himhard enough to break the jawin too many places for it to
ever nmend in a proper shape

Doc Savage hit the man again, in the mddle this tine, then gave attention to the spokesman. The
latter how ed, jabbed with his Iance

Doc avoi ded the |l ance point, got in, and broke several ribs, then knocked the man backward a

dozen feet with a blow to the jaw

The third horseman had a pistol. He tried to get it. It was one of the big horse pistols, and the
man got it out just as Doc got hold of his arnms. They fell down, and there were sone bone-breaking
noi ses, a strangled scream and sil ence

The bronze man got up, realizing for the first time that he had |l ost his tenper



Chapter XVI. THE FI GHT

PEOPLE stood in the street now They had cone fromtheir houses, and they were dejected,
terrified-1ooking people; they |ooked as though the spirit had been whi pped out of them and they
seened aghast at what had happened. There was no di sapproval. But there was terror of consequences.

The bl azing roof of Rowe's house cast a lurid hell-light over their tyrannized faces.
"Get buckets and water!" Doc Savage said sharply. "Put out that fire!"
They junped at his voice, |ike people who were used to junping. Some of themran for water.

Doc Savage picked up the sick boy and carried himacross the street and into a house. The ill
child s nother, a thin woman with a face that was a map of fear, foll owed. Rowe got up and foll owed,
al so. He staggered and bl ed, but he was nmore worri ed about his son than anything el se.

"Hot water," Doc Savage said.

He put the sick boy on a rickety bed in a mserable roomthat had nothing to recomend it except
cleanliness. He tapped the child s chest, |istened, tapped sone nore. The pneunonia was in both
| obes.

The bronze man got a phial of small pellets out of his vest. He poured half of these in the hand
of the sick boy’s nother.

"Wet them " he ordered, "and see that the boy breathes the funes. The pellets will slowy turn
into gas."

The not her | ooked bl ank, unconprehendi ng.

Doc Savage expl ai ned, "They are a concentrated chemical which has exactly the sane effect on the
human system as oxygen. W hold one of those in our nmouth, and go under water and stay down for |ong
periods. That is what we used themfor. This boy needs oxygen. W haven't any, and those pellets are
t he next best thing. You understand?"

The nother nodded, but renained wordless.

Doc Savage said to Rowe, "Cone outside."

Rowe followed himout, clutched the bronze man and gasped, "Wat's the kid s chances?"

"Fair," the bronze man said.

Rowe shook a little, and nade sone kind of sound that m ght nean anything, but obviously neant
relief.

Across the street, a bucket brigade was putting water on the burning roof. They had it about
ext i ngui shed.

The three horsenen lay where they had fallen. They would lay their quite a while, unless sonme one
noved them

Doc asked, "You have to put up with this sort of thing?"

"What can we do?" Rowe set his teeth in his |ips.

Doc Savage pointed at the sensel ess horsenen. "They have bones that will break, just as you and
(I

"Yes," Rowe admitted. "But there’s a lot of them and a |lot of guns, and the dogs. Don't forget
those dogs. They ride patrol with themall night every night. And if those dogs catch a man— He
shuddered so violently that Doc Savage put a supporting hand on his arm

Doc said, "You seemto speak a fairly decent brand of English."

"Most of us do," Rowe said.

"Those in the castle do not."

"They' re the ignorant elenment," Rowe explained grimy. "They were the first to fall in with this
devilish thing."

"What about the one called Prince Al bert?"

"He is not a native. He cane to this island when—when this all began."

"And Henry?"

Rowe frowned, puzzled. "A lot of us are named Henry. It is a popular nane. | do not know which
one you nean."

Doc Savage | et Henry drop.

"What about the Duchess Portia?" Doc asked.

Rowe spat .
"That worman," he nuttered, "is the devil in skirts! She is responsible for all this!"
THE fire was out now. And the fire fighters, still holding their buckets, gathered around Doc

Savage and Rowe. The other people of the village canme and joined them and they fornmed a circle, a
silent, staring ring. No word was said for mnutes.

Then, "You' d better run for it!" a nan told Doc Savage hoarsely.

Rowe gripped Doc Savage's arm "He's right. They'|Il come to see what happened to the three you
overpowered. And they'll bring the dogs."

The whole ring of staring, pale faces nodded frightened agreenent.

"WII they do anything to you?" Doc Savage asked. There was sil ence.

"Wl they?" the bronze man asked sharply.

"They will beat sonme of us," Rowe adnitted.



"And you'll stand for it?" Doc denmanded.

Rowe swal | owed. "Yes," he said.

"\Why 2"

Rowe took a tight grip with his fingers on the bronze man's arms. "You don’t get this," he said
hoarsely. "Wt didn't take this lying dowm. We fought them at first. But they' ve got guns, and those
dogs. And they outnunber us two to one. W can’t do anything."

The ring of faces nodded m serabl e agreenent.

"We can do nothing," a man said. "W know that now "

Anot her man said, "Some day, when they have | ooted enough off ships, and have enough treasure,
they will go away."

The | ast statement was nothing nore or |ess than a voice of desperate hope.

Doc Savage | ooked at them his flake gold eyes noving fromone to the other, studying, plunbing
their dejection, nmeasuring the degree to which they had surrendered to fatalism

He asked, "What about ships? Surely ships cone to this place?"

"Two have cone," Rowe admitted. "They were sinply told there was no trading to be had, and given
fresh water. They went away."

Doc Savage finished his inspection of the faces.

"Have you any idea who | anP" he asked.

Rowe said, "W heard they brought back four prisoners. Three nmen and a woman. You nust be one of
the prisoners."

"My nane," Doc said, "is Doc Savage."

The name apparently did not nean a thing to Rowe, and that was unfortunate. Mst of the time Doc
Savage preferred anonynmity; he drew a great deal of enbarrassment fromthe fact that his name, his
reputation, had spread to the corners of the earth and he could, by nerely appearing on the streets
of alnost any large city, collect a crowd of fans and autograph hounds.

This was one exception. He w shed these people knew him It would take a strong magnet to draw
themtogether in a group that would fight.

DOC SAVAGE studied the ring of faces. They were cowed, of course, and fearful, but these people
had been born on this rugged island, had grown up anid el enental closeness to nature and they nust
have fighting spirit, on the theory that the nost indefatigable battler is an aborigine out of a
primtive jungle.

"If you had guns," Doc Savage said quietly, "would it make a difference?"

Rowe wet his lips with the tip of his tongue and did not answer i medi ately. Several of the
bystanders drew cl oser and began to hold their jaws in a way which made their faces | ook nore |ike
the faces of men.

Finally, "You got guns?" Rowe asked.

"We mght get them" Doc said.

"You can't get them" Rowe shook his head. "If you had the guns, it might be different."

Doc Savage decided to stop wi shing that these people knew nore about himso that they would have
nmore confidence in his ability to get guns.

"There's the dogs," Rowe nuttered.

"The dogs won't bother us," Doc said.

"They will eat a man alive!" Rowe nuttered.

Doc Savage deci ded agai nst expl aining his chem cal concoction which was a defense against the big
cani nes. The stuff was somewhat fantastic; if he started telling these people about such a liquid,
they m ght get the idea he was crazy. He did not want to underm ne their confidence.

The bronze man deci ded to use harsh arguments. It mght help if he struck grimblows in trying to
mol d their decision to help him

"Rowe," Doc said, "they will kill you!"

" But —

"The three horsenen were at your house when they were overpowered," Doc Savage said. "Wen a
party fromthe castle conmes to punish the village, they will nake an exanpl e of you."

Rowe changed fromone foot to the other. Obviously, he was convinced that was exactly what woul d
happen.

"They wi |l beat your boy!" Doc Savage continued. "And it is absolutely certain that another
beating will kill him"

"l guess you're right," Rowe said hollowy. "I'"mw th you. But what can we do?"

"W need one other man," Doc Savage said. "He nust be stocky and w de-shoul dered."

Pronptly, a man shoul dered out of the circle of villagers. He was certainly stocky enough; he

| ooked sufficiently powerful to give Moink a tussle. He also had an inpressive quantity of bristling
bl ack beard.

"I"'min this, gov' nor!" he grow ed.

"You'll do excellently," Doc said. "W will not have to put a beard on you."

" Bear d?"

"The three of us are going to make up as the three horsenen,"” Doc Savage expl ai ned.



THE j ob of masquerading as the three horsemen went farther than putting on the garments and arnor
which the trio of riders had worn. There was a natter of beards. Al three of the horsenen had
prolific whiskers, whereas Doc Savage and Rowe were cl ean-shaven.

Rowe had a razor, however, one sonmewhat ineffective because the bl ade had been broken down to a
length of hardly nore than an inch to prevent its use as a weapon; the pirates had done that. Doc
managed to shave the three sensel ess horsenen and got enough whi skers to make scraggly beards for
hi msel f and Rowe.

They stuck the hair on with resinous gum whi ch sone one went out and scraped off a scrubby
evergreen tree, a glue substitute that was not very effective, since patches of whiskers canme off at
the slightest excuse. However, it was the only thing avail able.

The three horsemen were bound and conceal ed under the floor of Rowe’s house.

Doc Savage, Rowe and the third man nounted the horses. They | ooked vaguely like the nen they were
i mpersonating. They gal |l oped toward the castle, the arnmor clanking and gouging them the |ances
bounci ng around, and parts of their beards in inmmnent danger of blow ng away.

The gale was so cold it needled them and the sky had somewhat an aspect of blued-steel, wth
stars as col d-1ooki ng as snow fl akes.

"The dogs!" Rowe croaked suddenly.

Cl anor of the pack blasted down fromthe cliff path. Doc Savage knew that his trail was being

foll owed. Listening, he caught the noise of horsemen follow ng the dogs, the yelling of the riders.
The hound pack came down the cliff path w th astonishing speed.

"We'd better pull up for a while," Doc Savage said.

The three of them stopped, and Rowe nmuttered, "Are the dogs on your trail?"

Doc Savage admitted that they were, but did not add that he wanted to be sure the chem cal

m xture that he had sprayed on his back trail would be effective.

They sat on the horses and waited for what seemed a |long tinme. Then baying of the dog pack
stopped. Eerie stillness ensued. A dog yelped in terror; the whole pack could be heard piling back
toward the castle.

"The dogs—they' re scared!" Rowe gasped.

"The stuff worked," Doc said.

"What caused it?"

DOC SAVAGE expl ai ned about the chemical. He told it quietly, convincingly, and nanaged to nake
his two listeners accept it as sonething perfectly |ogical.

They rode onto the cliff path, all three abreast, then clinbed it and approached the drawbri dge.
"Make the horses prance," Doc Savage suggested. "That will take attention from ourselves."

They rode up to the end of the drawbridge gap. Doc Savage aped the voice of the horseman who had
beaten the boy.

"Let that thing down!" Doc bell owed.

The guards on the other side of the bridge swore at him then | owered the span. Doc and his two
conpani ons rode across. They nmade their horses prance by using reins and heels.

"The prisoners haven't been caught!" shouted one of the bridge guards. He was deceived as to
their identity.

"*Twas the dogs after the captives that we heard, eh?" Doc grow ed.

" Aye! "

"But the dogs quit!"

The bridge guard cursed and sai d sonething about that being the dangdest kind of nystery, nuch of
what he said being | ost as Doc Savage and the other two drove their horses up the part of the trail
whi ch was a flight of steps.

Reaching the castle gate, they spurred their horses straight through.

There was a new guard at the gate, and he shouted a demand for news of the escaped prisoners.
"They are probably not far away," Doc Savage said.

Chapter XVII. UNLUCKY PLANE

ROVE knew the castle |ayout, and he whispered that the stables were to the left, so they rode in
that direction. There were no attendants around, and they di snbunted and tied the horses in the
stalls with knots that could be quickly undone. The principal |ighting systemof the castle
consi sted of ol d-fashioned tall ow candl es which shed negligible |ight.

Dependi ng on the gl oomand their own bol dness to throw suspicion fromthensel ves, Doc Savage and
the other two went directly to Portia's bedchamber. The room was unoccupi ed. They went in silently,
and Doc Savage opened the closet door. Mnk, Ham and Henry still slept inside.

Doc Savage grabbed the slunbering trio out, and adm nistered stinulants which gradually overcane
the effects of the gas.

Monk opened his eyes, peered at Doc Savage and blinked. "Dang it, Doc," he munbled, "you nust’ve
broke one of them anaesthetic eggs by mi stake." Then he caught sight of Rowe and the other nman.
"What the bl azes!"



"Not too loud!" Doc warned.

Ham got his wits organized and asked, "What happened, Doc?"

"We're going to work on this," Doc explained.

"But why nmake us unconsci ous?"

Ham demanded. "Wat was the idea of that?"

Wien Doc Savage seened not to hear the question, Hamdid not repeat the inquiry, having |earned
from experience that when Doc ignored a question put as plainly as that one, there was no use
repeating it.

Henry nmade nuttering noi ses, rubbed his jaw, scratched his head, and | ooked bew | dered.

Rowe scowl ed at Henry. "I’'ve seen this nan with the pirates!" he growed. "I think he—=
"Never mind," Doc Savage interrupted. "Henry is being useful to us. W won’'t discuss him"
"What happens next?" Mnk wanted to know.

DOC SAVAGE noved around the bedroom scrutinizing the place. Ceansing creans, |otions and powder
on the dressing table were nodern enough. Articles had been noved since he was |ast here. In the
wast ebasket, he found freshly used cleansing tissue which indicated that Portia had been in the
bedroom during his absence.

Doc confronted Henry. "Were is China' s roonP"

" Chi na?" Henry | ooked puzzl ed.

"The new girl prisoner," Doc explained.

Henry pointed to a door. "In there—another bedroom"

Doc Savage went to the door, found it would open silently, got it ajar, and put his head inside.
He stepped into another bedroom | onger than the one he had just left and not nearly as w de.
China stood at the window at the far end. Her el bows were propped on the stone w ndow sill. She
wore a | oose-flow ng gown of black, caught at the waist with black cord. She nade a tall and nunlike
figure, except for the striking contrast of her bright honey-blond hair.

Doc Savage went silently to China, clasped a hand over her nouth and held her. It was probably a
good thing the hand was over her nouth, or the screamshe tried to get out would have renoved part
of the roof. Doc Savage | et her see who he was, then rel eased her.

"You'll be the death of nme yet!" China gasped. "You couldn't have said, ‘Hello,’ or sonething?"
"Sh-h-h!"

Doc request ed.

He led China into the next room and the young womman stared at the other nmen. The fact that there
were six, including Doc, plainly surprised her.

"You’' ve been collecting!" she remarked.

Monk sidled up to Doc. Monk had a grip on Henry’s arm "Doc!" Mnk whispered. "I think Henry's
got somet hing!"

"Eh?" Doc said.

"Henry says they' ve got a plane here," Mnk explained. "lIt's a seapl ane."

Doc Savage said, "They have col | apsi bl e planes on the subnmarines. But none of those ships are big
enough to take us away from here."

"This is a big plane," Mnk declared. "They use it to make daily flights to spot any steaners
that m ght be near the island."

"Where is it?"

"In a hangar on the shore of the bay, Henry says."

Doc Savage eyed Henry. "Do they keep a guard over this plane?"

"Aye," Henry admitted. "But only two nen."

"And you think we could get it?"

"Aye. "

"Then," Doc Savage said, "we'll take the plane."

HENRY seened nuch pl eased. He beaned, rubbed his hands and i nmedi ately vol unteered to be of
further help.

"I know a secret route to the stables,” he announced. "Methinks ‘twould help if | ventured ahead
and saddl ed nmounts for all."

I't surprised Monk and Hamto hear Doc Savage's low, trilling note, the snmall, unconscious thing
which he did in nonents of nental stress, cone into being for a brief nonent.

"Co ahead and saddl e the horses,” the bronze man directed.

Henry nodded, went to the door, listened, and stepped outside. He went down the corridor toward
the stables, but instead of going to the stables, he turned sharply to the right.

He had not covered a score of yards, when he net Prince Al bert, who i medi ately grabbed Henry and
scow ed.

"How long is this act of yours gonna go on?" Prince Al bert snarl ed.

"It was my plan," Henry said dryly. "Thou prom sed to let me give the orders for the tine being."
"If you' ve got sonme orders, give ‘eml" Prince Albert growed. "It's about tine!"

"Ye will order every one to keep out of this part of the castle," Henry commanded, with the gusto



of a corporal telling his general what to do.

" But -
"And keep clear of the route to the stables,"” Henry added.
"well, 1"l be—=

"Do so at once!" Henry commanded sharply.

Prince Al bert scratched his bullet of a head wonderingly and obeyed. It did not take long to get
loiterers out of that part of the castle. Henry and Prince Al bert retired to a roomfor a

conf erence.

"Send a man," Henry ordered, "to the stable. Have him saddl e seven horses."

Prince Albert took care of that, then came back and peered at Henry. "I don’t get this."

"They plan to escape in a plane," Henry expl ai ned.

" But —

"*Twas neat work on ny part that arranged it." Henry grinned.

"Hel I!'" Prince Al bert conplained. "I thought you was gonna find out if they left any word back in
New York that was gonna give us troubl e?"

Henry's grin widened. "I did that."

" How?"

"*Twas easy. | did but ask the honely one, Mnk, if there was chance of Doc Savage getting help

fromthe outside. Monk said no one knew they were here, and that none knew aught of this island."
Prince Albert let out a relieved breath. "That’'s swell!"

"‘Tis that."

"But," Prince Al bert grunted, "after you learned that, | thought we were just gonna put them out
of the way."

"We are," Henry explained. "You will go at once to the plane, draw gas fromthe tanks, shut off
the fuel lines, and fill the tanks with water."

"Now what —

"There will be enough fuel in the tanks to let themtake off. The water will make the fuel gauges
read full. They will not be suspicious. They will crash."

"What you nean is they' Il land on the sea and we' Il have to fight ‘emall over again."

"Listen," Henry said.

They stood silent. Qutside, the wi nd whooped and npaned and nade banshee noi ses.

"In a sea such as yon wind is kicking up," Henry admtted, "we do not have to worry."

Prince Al bert rubbed his jaw "Still, that plane cost dough."

"The plane is a cheap price," Henry said. "Doc Savage hath incredible gadgets. | amnot even sure
that we could get rid of himand his men if we tried by violence."

"You' re the boss," Prince A bert grunted.

Henry went back and joined Doc Savage and the others.

"The horses," Henry said innocently, "are saddled."

ALL took off their shoes in order to nove nore quietly and gathered at the door and waited for
instructions. Monk and Ham had taken charge of the attractive China; Rowe and the other man fromthe
village were frankly scared. Doc Savage nade a slight gesture. They started through the door.
Then a new voi ce gasped, "Just a mnute!"

They turned and stared at the speaker.

It was the Duchess Portia Mntanye-Norwi ch, and she stood just inside the other door, gazing at
themin wi de-eyed amazenent.

Henry nuttered sonething guttural.

Suddenly, Portia cane toward them She wal ked steadily, as if not afraid. There was anxiety
rather than amazenent on her face, appeal rather than accusation. She held one hand out slightly.
"You are escapi ng?" she breat hed.

"That is the general idea," Doc Savage admitted.

Portia said, "Take ne with you!" hoarsely.

Monk coul d not keep back a startled noise. "Take you?" the honely chemi st gul ped. "But you run

t hi s shebang!"

Portia shook her head. "I know what you think. But it’'s all wong!"

Monk nuttered, "But we saw you when—

"You saw nme doing only what they made nme do!" Portia said. Her voice was |low and frantic.

"They’ ve been using me as a front! You ve got to believe that!"

To the utter astonishnent of the entire group, probably nost to the amazenent of Mnk and Ham
who knew hi m best, Doc Savage accepted Portia's statenent at face val ue.

"Come on," he said. "W have no tinme to waste."

"But, Doc!" Ham expl oded. "This woman is a bang-up liar! She fooled us to a fare-you-well in New
Yor k!

"She's tryin' to fool us again!" Mnk added.

Portia turned frantically to the Iong, blond showgirl, China.

"China," she said earnestly, "you know ne! | had to deceive you, make you think ny mnd was



behind all this. They threatened to kill you if I didn’t. You' ve got to believe that!"

China bit her |ips, exanmined her fingers, and showed plainly that she didn’'t know what to think.
She stared at Doc Savage.

"I told you," China said, "that | always thought she was swell people. In New York, | thought she
was on the level. She's a good actress. She could have fooled nme there." China nipped her lips
desperately. "And she could be fooling us right now, too!"

Doc Savage held to his earlier decision.

"Come on," he said.

They went with silent haste to the stable, nmeeting no one. Wile the others were getting on their
horses, Doc Savage went ahead to the door.

The guard, as on the occasion of the bronze nman's previous escape, was outside the door. It was
not the same guard, and he was not sharpening his |lance; that was the only difference.

He went down silently when Doc Savage took hold of himand put paralyzing pressure on his spinal
nerve centers.

The bronze man went back to his party. They had saddl ed another horse for Portia. The whol e group
rode out of the castle gate and down the path, and there was no al arm gi ven.

"Forsooth, we are very lucky," Henry said, as if he wanted themto understand there was nothing
suspi ci ous about their easy escape fromthe castle.

AT the drawbridge, they had a fight. Doc Savage, Mnk, Ham and Rowe rode ahead, spurring, and
were upon the guards before they could organize really effective defense. Doc Savage and the others
rode the guards down, then piled fromsaddl es and used their fists. The fight |asted about thirty
seconds.

"This is too dang easy!" Mnk grunbl ed.

"Forsooth, we are lucky," Henry expl ai ned.

There was no sound fromthe castle, as if the drawbridge fight had not been heard. Doc Savage | et
the drawbri dge down, then mounted and |led his group on. Reaching the foot of the cliff, they spurred
into a gall op.

Rowe reined his horse al ongside Doc Savage.

"If we leave in the plane," he yelled, "what about the people in the village? We told themwe
woul d hel p them"

"W can cone back," Doc expl ai ned.

Rowe considered that. Now that he had committed hinself to resistance, he appeared to feel he

m ght as well go whole hog all at once.

"l favor staying," he grow ed, "and fighting it out!"

Doc Savage did not comment. He called to Henry, asking whereabouts of the seapl ane hangar.

"*Tis yon way," Henry said, and pointed.

The bronze man gave Henry a sharp gl ance. Henry sounded extrenely nervous.

"Somet hi ng wrong?" Doc asked.

"I —ah—n0, " Henry gul ped.

They rode on, circling the high rimof the bay, and reaching at |ast another path which |ed
downward, this one at the far end of the bay.

The wi nd pushed against their faces, slapped |oose parts of their clothing against their bodies.
It nade ghastly sounds in the crags through which they worked downward. They coul d hear the sea now.
It was npani ng and poundi ng.

"Sone night," Mnk conpl ai ned.

At the bay shore, Henry indicated they should turn right.

"Around yon headl and," he expl ained, "is the hangar."

The hangar was a structure of sheet netal over a steel framework, one of the knock-down type

whi ch can be shi pped anywhere and erect ed.

It stood, not on the bay proper, but around the headl and, as Henry had said, on a creek, where it
was hi dden from ships that m ght come into the bay. The seapl ane sinply taxi ed down the creek,
around the headl and and onto the bay whenever it took off.

"Henry," Doc Savage said, "there will be a guard, you believe?"

"Aye." Henry sounded even nore scared.

"What’'s givin' you the jitters?" Mnk asked him

Henry did not answer. But his teeth chattered.

Doc Savage said, "Henry, you might come with ne to get the guards. You know where they may be
found. "

Henry stopped rattling his teeth |l ong enough to say, "Aye."

They had no nore trouble with the hangar guards than with those at the drawbridge. There were two
guards, and they were crouched just inside the hangar door, sheltered fromthe w nd.

Imtating Prince Al bert’s voice, Doc Savage called, "Seen any sign of Doc Savage?"

The guards growl ed that they hadn’t, and while they were growling, Doc Savage and Henry wal ked
into the hangar and fell upon them As soon as the fight started, Monk and the others cane running.
It was over when they got there.



Doc Savage turned his little flashlight on the plane. It was a nodern ship, a big one. Ham swung
into the cockpit, switched on instrunent |ights and exami ned the fuel gauges.

"Enough gas to make Africa," was his opinion.

"Cet in the ship, all of you," Doc directed.

Henry's teeth chattering rose to a new high for vol une.

Bl onde China conpl ai ned, "You sound |ike the acconpani nrent for a Cuban orchestra. Wat’'s eating
you?"

Henry told what was eating him He yelled it in a shrill, terror-stricken voice.

"l cuk-cuk-can’t go with thee!" he screeched.

Monk gul ped, "Huh?"

Henry, it seened fromhis wailing, was afraid of planes.

THAT Henry should be afraid of a plane after what they had gone through struck Mnk as | udicrous,
and the honely chemi st snorted mrthfully. That provoked Henry into a string of wild protestations.
He thought of an assortment of reasons why he should not go along, and he told themall.

Henry woul d not be killed if he remai ned behind. He could hel p them when they returned to wipe

out the pirates. He could work fromthe inside. He would die of fright if he went up in the plane;
he just knew he would. He couldn’'t go. He couldn’t!

Monk squeaked, "Doc, shall | give himan anaesthetic with ny fist so he won’t mnd so nmuch?"
"Let himstay," Doc Savage said.
" But —

"He can be of narked help in wiping out the pirates later,"” Doc pointed out.

Henry was so relieved he gurgled. He junped around delightedly, then hel ped them get chocks from
in front of the wheels of the plane. He got behind and pushed after Doc Savage started the two big
pl ane motors and got the craft rolling into the water.

Henry even waded out to his arnpits to help steer the craft. Then he stood and waved both arns in
farewell until the plane was lost in the gl oom beside the headl and.

Then Henry began | aughing. He |aughed all the while he was wadi ng out of the water and wringing
out his clothes.

He chuckled while he trotted along the creek shore toward the bay. He could hear the plane’'s
motors. The craft seemed to idle for a nmoment near the nouth of the creek, and Henry concluded the
craft was getting a bearing on the submarine so as to mss it.

Henry snickered and put on nore speed. He wanted to see the plane crash, or hear it.

He reached the bay shore in time to see the plane as a scuddi ng bl ack dot that sped across the
bay, growi ng nore and nore vague in the nmoonlight, but lifting slowly off the water. The wi nd,
fortunately, was coming straight in fromthe sea.

When the pl ane passed through the nmouth of the bay, it was no nore than two hundred feet above
the water. Henry chuckled. Now if the notors just—ust—and they did! They stopped. Both al nost

t oget her.

The craft was |low, and the crash into the sea foll owed al nost i mrediately. The wind was |oud, but
the crash was louder. It was a very satisfactory crash.

Henry laughed until his sides began hurting, then he started back toward the castle.

Chapter XVIII. WAR ON AN | SLAND

HENRY' S | aughter was a little premature.

Monk, listening to it, had difficulty restraining hinself. Ham fathomi ng the inpulse that was in
the honmely chem st’s mnd, took hold of Monk’s ear and twisted it.

"You freak of nature!" Ham breathed. "Want to spoil Doc’s plans?"

"I"d like to spoil that Henry!" Monk gritted.

Ham pointed out, "Henry is the lad that will nake themthink we’'re all finished. W want themto
think that, so we can work without having everybody fromthe castle hunting us."

Doc Savage joined themat that point. Al but the bronze man had piled out of the plane as it was
roundi ng the headl and; Doc had remained with the craft to lash the controls and see that it was
going to take off, and had dived overboard before it got going too fast.

They listened to Henry go away | aughi ng.

"When we cl ean house," Mnk grow ed, "save Henry for me. He's ny exclusive neat!"

Ham sai d, "Doc, how the blazes did you get wise to Henry?"

"It is a common practice for policenen to go into cells with crimnals and pretend to be crooks,"
the bronze man expl ai ned. "When Henry joined us, it was a little too obvious. They were working the
old police game on us. Watching Henry made it certain.”

Monk snorted. He had renenbered sonet hi ng.

"So that’s why you gassed me and Ham and Henry while you went to the village," the honely chem st
announced. "You didn’'t want Henry working any shenani gan, and at the same tinme you didn't want to
make hi m suspi ci ous. "

Doc nodded.

Monk said, "Well, let’s get organized. What do we do next?"



Doc Savage's voice was quiet. "Gve themtinme to spread the word we are dead. They will call in
their searching parties, and we'll have a clearer field."

The group found shelter fromthe cold wind and settled down to wait.

"We mght as well get the situation here all clear in our mnds," Doc Savage suggested. He
addressed the Duchess Portia. "They used your noney to buy the subnmarine and supplies, did they
not ?"

Portia gasped her astonishnent. "You knew that?"

"It was a surmise," Doc explained. "The nobney fromthis had to cone from sonewhere. You are

weal thy. "

"I was," Portia admitted wyly. "I inherited a large fortune frommy husband. But | suspect nost
of it is gone now "

"How did it start in the first place?" Doc inquired

"Prince Albert," Portia said grimy. "After nmy husband's death, | suppose | went haywire. | got
to hunting thrills, seeking interesting people. Prince Albert was interesting. He was a guest on ny
yacht, and he suggested we visit this island

"When we got here, he had a gang on hand. They seized ne. And fromthen on, they not only used ny
noney, but made it appear | was the ringleader in the whole terrible thing."

Monk nade a noi se

"I can't see," the homely chenist grunbled, "how they could make you kick in the dough."

PORTI A shuddered. "You have no idea what tortures they can use. You can be gotten into a state of

m nd, you know, where noney doesn’'t seem so nuch, al ongside other things. They used drugs, as well
as—wel | —et her things."

"What other things?" Mnk wanted to know.

"Shut up, stupid!" Ham suggested

But Portia explained. "They took one of ny friends who was on the yacht, and poured nolten | ead
into his ears. It is an old-fashioned torture, | understand. They made me watch it, until | fainted
My friend died."

"You don’t need to describe any nore," Monk nunbled. He put the end of a little finger in one of
his ears gingerly.

"Prince Albert is the | eader?" Doc asked

"Yes. He's queer. He has to be a little crazy, you know, to do a thing like this. One of his
fixations is to keep in the background. That is the strongest fixation."

"What's a fixation?" Mnk demanded

"Well, Prince Albert is always passing sone one else off as the | eader of the enterprise. He held
me up as the leader. At one tine, he intended to pal m Doc Savage off on the world as the head of the
submarine pirates, if anything went wong. And at tinmes, he uses Henry as the apparent head of
things."

"Henry," Monk said, "is a gone gosling. Just wait'll | get hold of “im"

Doc Savage asked, "Just what happened to that submarine near Boston?"

Portia said, "They had taken me to the United States on that subnmarine because it was necessary

for me to see ny bankers personally before | could get noney to pay for their second subnari ne—this
one. They nmanaged that by terrorizing ne.

"Afterward, they put nme on that other submarine, and we | eft Boston. | flooded the engine room
with the oil, set fire to it and sprang overboard. | was rescued. Prince Albert, Henry and the
others were already on shore because they had remained in New York to take delivery of the new
subnarine. "

Portia took a deep, shaky breath. "I was terrified."

Chi na came and put an armaround Portia. "Poor kid!" China said

A FEWm nutes later, the bronze man's party heard horses gallop down to the boat |anding, and

sone one bellowed the tidings Doc Savage and the others were dead. The voice on the subnmari ne how ed
back that the plane, having flown over the submarine before the crash, they should know it

shoul dn’t they?

The horsenen then shouted that they had brought down the parts previously renmoved fromthe

submari ne engi nes, and that the sub crew coul d now replace these. The parts were taken out to the
sub in the launch. Then the horsenen departed

Doc Savage said, "That is a break. Gve themtinme to repair the engines."

A small, silent group, they put their faces into the wind and worked al ong the bay shore. Going

was easier close to the water, but spray washed them and they continually slipped and bruised

t hensel ves on wet rocks. The noon had noved over in the sky and its silver eye no |onger |ooked
brightly into that part of the pit that was the bay.

There was no watchman at the boat | anding. The power |aunch bobbed nadly on the choppy waves of

the bay, its nose and stern fast to spring lines, its strake hitting against fenders. Spray travel ed
over the stone dock in hissing sheets

Ham said, "If we start the launch notor, they'|Il hear it."



Doc said, "W'll swim"

"Swi n?" Monk gul ped. "Br-r-r!"

Doc Savage dropped into the water and Monk and Ham fol | owed, sans enthusiasnm the cold water bit
themas if it had teeth. The others remnained on the dock.

Doc Savage swamout into the bay, trailed by Monk and Ham It was not easy, but as long as they
were careful not to breathe in water, and to dive through the waves, progress was not inpossible.
The main difficulty was keeping bearings.

Mai nt ai ni ng direction woul d have been easier if Doc and his aids could have driven directly into
the waves, or coasted with them as it was, they were taking the harder diagonal. Time after tine,
they had to ride the crests of waves while they relocated their goal.

Clinbing on the submari ne when they reached it was a problem For boarding, they selected the
bow, because the anchor cable would be making a noise there. Doc Savage nade three attenpts, got on
deck, then haul ed Monk and Ham aboard.

Monk and Ham began to shake violently fromthe cold. Wen Mnk tried to whisper, the best he

coul d manage was something |ike steam escaping froma snall teakettle.

Waves and spray were being carried over the deck by the wind, so deck hatches woul d be cl osed.
Likely to be open for ventilation was the hatch in the top of the conning tower.

Doc and his aids worked aft, clinging to the rail, and clinbed the conning tower |adder, hands so
numb fromcold that they felt |ike hooks.

There were half a dozen of the crew aboard the submarine—all having a celebrating drink in a
conmpartment which had a single door. Doc Savage sl amred the door shut, got it barred.

DOC SAVAGE then pulled up the notor parts which he and his nen had renoved on the occasi on of
their previous escape and hung froman elevator fin by a wire line.

The bronze man seened in no hurry as he went over the subrmarine and famliarized hinmself with its
operation, but his appearance of |eisure was deception; and it was only a few m nutes before he took
up a position in the control room By that time, Mnk and Ham had the engi nes ready.

Doc addressed Monk and Ham "Both of you get sounding lines," he said, "and take soundi ngs as
rapidly as you can while we work in toward the dock."

"ldea is to get the sub as near the dock as we can?" Ham asked.

"Exactly."

Doc Savage turned switches, and the electric notors, ordinarily used for underwater propul sion,
began turning over. Cl osing another swtch brought the anchor up quietly enough.

Doc Savage gave the submarine headway enough to nake it maneuverable. The wi nd did not have nuch
effect on the craft, nmost of its hull being under water.

Monk and Ham t ook soundi ngs and dashed al ong the slippery deck in relays to advise himof the

wat er depth. There was good depth al nost to the wharf.

Doc put the anchor down, dragged back on it to sink the flukes in the bottom then used the twin
propel l ers to maneuver the stern around. Finally they were lying close enough to the dock to span
the gap with a gangpl ank. They made fast.

Doc Savage went to Rowe, who had waited on the dock.

"WIl men fromthe village hel p you?" Doc asked.

"Any guns on that submarine?" Rowe denanded.

"Not only guns, but gas and gas nmasks."

"Then | won’t have any trouble getting help," Rowe said grimy.

Doc Savage gave himthe phial containing the liquid that would frighten the dogs. "Have each of
your nen snear this on hinself," Doc instructed. "That will take care of the dogs."

Rowe went away into the wi ndy night.

The rest of Doc’'s party began getting weapons ready by unl ocking the |arge rack of automatic
rifles. Wth each rifle was a knapsack of ammunition clips; another rack held grenades as well as
gas shells for the subnmarine’s deck guns; and there were different types of gas, each designated by
synbol s, and al so defensive equi pnment for the gas, consisting of masks and conpl ete rubberized
coveral | suits.

They did not take any of this stuff ashore, not wanting it where it could be seized in case there
was a raid.

"Listen!" Mnk expl oded suddenly.

Doc Savage had already heard. Men were running. They clattered rocks with their feet, breathed
heavi l y.

"Rowe! " Doc said.

Rowe | ed a shadowy, panting group of |less than a score of nen.

"We're blowed up!" Rowe yell ed.

Monk grow ed, "You nade enough noise to tip of f—

"They know what we're up to at the castle!" Rowe shouted. "One of the villagers told ‘em"”

"What happened?" Doc denanded.

"The three horsenen you overcane regai ned consci ousness!" Rowe snarl ed. "They of fered noney,
hired one of the villagers to double-cross us. They listened to us telling the village that you were



alive and had guns, then they ran to the castle. We tried to head ‘emoff. W couldn't catch ‘em"
Monk call ed out. The honely chemi st had been watching the cliff path that led to the castle, and

he had seen |ights appear. The |ights were blazing torches carried by horsenmen who plunged down the
path fromthe castle.

"We're all set for a nice war!" Mnk yelled

They were confronted with a war, rather than set for it. There were over a hundred pirates in the
castle, all arned and, with their buccaneering jeopardized, they would be excessively willing to
fight. Doc’s group did not nunber a score and a half

Doc Savage said, "Get aboard the sub!"

THE rush across the gangpl ank was i nmedi ate and enthusiastic. The U boat synbolized escape froma
foe of superior nunbers, and in the case of Rowe and his villager allies, of superior wllingness to
fight

Not that Rowe and the others did not have their hearts with Doc Savage’'s plans; it was just that
they had been cowed for a long tinme, and a whi pped cur is not inmrediately turned into a fighting
terrier.

Monk and Ham cast off the lines which held the subseas craft to the wharf, and Doc Savage then

ran up on the anchor and lifted it. Monk and Ham then stood on deck with automatic rifles, and tried
to shoot the launch, forgotten and left tied at the dock, full of holes. They did not, they had to
adm t, do the launch nmuch damage

Dashing forward, they got the cover off the handi est deck gun. Wien they exami ned the gun, their
hearts fell. They uncovered all the big deck rifles. Essential parts of the breech nechani sm had
been renoved from each

Monk reported this to Doc Savage and added, "That's bad!"

It was bad. The launch was big, nore of a notor yacht than a |l aunch, and faster than the
submarine. It could easily overtake them

Doc Savage said, "W had better go back and smash the |aunch.”

They went back, but they did not smash the | aunch, because the riders fromthe castle got to the
wharf first. Sone of themsprang into the launch and got it in the clear. Those left on shore
peppered the sub with rifle bullets. The slugs could not puncture the submarine hull, but they nmade
a di sturbing racket

Doc Savage backed the submarine out into the little bay again. They could not stay on deck

because of the rifle bullets. Through the periscope, they saw the | aunch swerve back to the wharf
and hang there while objects the size of kegs were | oaded aboard

Monk ai ned the searchlight at the wharf, then got under cover, and Doc switched the light on. He
pointed it by steering the sub, and the light brightened the wharf enough that they could see what
was goi ng on.

"That’'s bad!" Ham gasped

"Depth bonbs!" Mnk croaked. "They' re |oadin’ depth bonbs on that |aunch!"

Just then, a streamof bullets froma machine gun on shore hit the searchlight, smashing it

There was a thunp. A fountain of water junped up fifty feet high to the left of the sub

"Rowe! " Doc called

Rowe cane running, just as another fountain of water junped up, closer this tine.

"Field gun," Doc said

"Yes, a field gun!" Rowe adnmitted. "They nust have brought one down fromthe castle!"

Doc Savage ai ned the submarine for the nouth of the harbor

"G ve the diesels full speed ahead," he directed

THE submarine plowed toward the sea. The launch fell in behind. Two machi ne guns on the | aunch
licked their noses with red, and tracer bullets waved around |ike strange sparkling strings. Mnk
and Ham began sharpshooting with rifles, and the |aunch dropped back

The field gun coughed a blast that reddened the cliffs, and the shell dug up water. The submarine
coul d escape its nmenace by submerging; but if they submerged, there was the launch and its depth
bonbs

Doc Savage call ed Rowe and asked hi m about the harbor nouth channel

"It's pretty bad,"” Rowe said. "How nuch water does this thing draw?"

"About twenty-five feet," Doc told him "W're running with the decks subnmerged to make a snal
target for that field gun."

"Get in close to the west cliff," Rowe said. "Get so close to the cliff that you think you' Il hit
it. The deep water is there."

They ran in so close to the cliff that it seenmed to | ean out over the subnarine

It was then that the field gun hit them It was a lucky strike, because the sub conning tower was
a small target, and the shell opened the after portion like a tin can. There was a blinding flash
and the effect of a hammer striking their heads

I ncom ng water rushed against the bronze nman and carried himdown into the | ower control room He
fell all of a dozen feet and struck hard steel; but that shock, after the shock of the shel



bursting, seened sonething of no inportance.

Chapter Xl X. PIRATE S PATH

THERE was, except for the rush of incomng water, a nmonent of silence in the subnmarine. Then
Portia screaned, and that cry was |ike a baton wave that set off a hi deous orchestration of
frightened how ing.

More as a sl eepwal ker than a coordi nati ng hunman bei ng, Doc Savage dragged hinself to the panel

and set the controls to bl ow the buoyancy tanks. Watching the instrument dials show that conpressed
air was going into the tanks was like taking a breath after being trapped under water.

Doc Savage got to the emergency controls. The submarine had two sets of controls, those outside

on the sheltered conning tower for surface travel, and those bel ow for underwater navigation. The
conpasses and everything el se were intact, although there was water a yard deep on the floor, and
nmore coming in.

But | ess water was coming, and finally it stopped, the submarine having risen enough.

Monk and Ham were giving the fear-stricken islanders pieces of their mnds in [oud, but calm

voi ces. They got them qui eted down. Then they cane into the control room just as there was another
grating crash, and a jar, and Doc Savage knew the submarine had drifted against the cliff.

"Monk, take the wheel!" Doc ordered.

The bronze man then clinbed up into the wecked conning tower to see what chance they had. The

sub bow was against the cliff. It struck again.

"Reverse engines!" Doc said.

The submarine backed away, then got headway again, and pushed out of the nouth of the bay. Rifle
bullets kept hitting the craft. The submarine lifted, sank, rolled and plunged in the huge seas. Doc
Savage held to a twisted pipe. Salt water doused himby barrel fuls.

The U-boat was clear of the harbor nouth.

"Port helm" the bronze man directed.

It was a necessity to get the cliff between thenselves and the field gun. The submarine angl ed
over, lurching.

"That’'s far enough," Doc said. "Pass up tear gas."

THE men began passing up the gas. The stuff was in grenades.

"Only tear gas!" Doc warned.

He set the bonbs to expl ode, then tossed themout on the submari ne deck where the gale woul d
catch the vapor and carry it back to those on the |aunch.

It was unlikely those on the | aunch had gas nasks. They woul d be blinded. They would have to turn
back, and turn back before they were totally unable to see. This was no kind of sea in which to be
sightless in such a snall craft.

Then Rowe cane scranbling up out of the innards of the sub. He was nursing two grenades in his
arnms, having trouble clinbing.

"Last of the tear gas!" he screaned.

Then he jerked the firing pins and heaved the grenades out on deck.

Not until Doc Savage saw one of Rowe's grenades, |lying spewing in the steam ng water on the
moonlit deck, did he realize what Rowe was doing. He junped for the nman, but Rowe got rid of the
ot her grenade.

Doc Savage made a nove to go out on deck. But he could acconplish nothing, and he mght kill
himsel f. For it was poison gas that Rowe had thrown out there.

Doc sei zed Rowe.

"l told you tear gas!" he shouted.

Water sheeted over them as a wave broke on the submarine. Rowe's voice was hard to understand,
but it was triunphant.

"You coul d say tear gas!" he grated. "You haven't been tortured by themfor two years!"
Fortunately, there was enough wind to carry Rowe's poison gas away fromthe subnarine.

Doc Savage was troubled. He had never taken human lives directly; always he had done all he could
to prevent any one dying in connection with anything that he was doing. He had made that his
unalterable policy fromthe first. He would adhere to it.

He got a flashlight and tried to signal a warning, by blinking to the I aunch. The nen on the
craft fired wth a machine gun, and he had to get down.

A few nonments later, bullets stopped coming fromthe | aunch. Doc Savage exposed hinmself to | ook.
The | aunch had turned half around, and was running off at a tangent, although it still held
speed. It rolled amazingly. Waves broke over it.

Fromthe erratic way it acted, Doc knew the steersnman had gone down from Rowe’s poi son gas. The
huge waves and terrific wind carried the |aunch back against the rocky cliffs of the island.

Doc and his aids never did know whether the nen on the |aunch died from Rowe’s gas, or were
drowned, or were blown to pieces when the depth bonbs let |oose. They found sone parts of the |aunch
floating, and two bodies; but that was four days |later. Rocks and sharks had done too nuch danage to
the bodies to make an autopsy feasible.



An aut opsy woul d have been rather foolish, anyway. As Monk said, a jury wouldn't be likely to do
much to Rowe.

ALL knew, before the four days el apsed and they found the bodies, that both Prince Al bert and
Henry had been aboard the | aunch.

Before they found that out, though, they renoved prisoners fromthe subnarine conpartnent, threw
the fear of things hereafter into them and persuaded the captives to tell that the breech parts
fromthe deck guns were hidden between the storage batteries in the bilge.

Havi ng made the deck rifles usable, and waited for dawn, when the gal e subsided, Doc’'s party
pegged a few explosive shells at the castle, and bl ew away one corner. Later, they |l anded Rowe and
his islanders, arned with rifles, tear gas and gas masks, and covered their bushwhacki ng form of
at t ack.

It was about two o'clock in the afternoon when sonme one waved a sheet froma rifle barrel on the
castle walls.

On the theory that the island was a possession of England as nuch as anybody, Doc Savage sunmoned
a British warship, after they got the submarine radi o working.

Treasure taken by piracy was stored in subterranean roons bel ow the castle. They woul d have been
surprised to find it anywhere el se.

The lack of a great store of loot was a surprise and a puzzle until they had questioned their
prisoners, who were willing to admt that nost of the cash taken off ships lay in banks in Europe
and Amrerica. Among Prince Al bert’s effects, Doc found a |list of the deposits.

Monk and Ham for once, got along rather well. They had |ocated their tw pets, the pig and the
dwarf ape, in the castle, so they were happy enough on that score.

The frosting on Monk and Hami s cake, however, was that each had a very attractive young wonman to
pursue. Each one considered hinself rather a hand at that sort of thing.

Usual ly, they laid suit to the sane young | ady, and fought |ike cats and dogs over the affair.
This time, there was enough fem nine pul chritude to go around.

Ham canpai gned intensively for the Duchess Portia, who seened to have been cured of
thrill-seeking, and in a nood for another whirl at domestic bliss.

Monk devoted his attentions to China, and the tall, attractive showgirl was not unresponsive.

A VEEK | ater, when the British warship had taken the pirates and their | oot aboard, and was
wai ting for Doc Savage and the others, Doc had a visit from Monk and Ham

Monk and Ham seened unexpectedly friendly with each other. They | ooked, in fact, as if they had
been mutual |y synpathi zi ng. They al so appeared apprehensive.

"Doc," Monk said earnestly, "both Portia and China admire you."

"Exactly," Ham agreed. "Both young wonen regard you very highly."

Doc Savage was puzzled. "Wat is this leading up to?" he asked.

"Wth encouragenent," Mnk nuttered, "the young wonen might fall for you."

"In fact," Ham groaned, "they’'ve got to!"

Doc said, "I do not get this."

"Look at us!" Mnk commanded.

Doc | ooked at them Except for a large case of jitters, there seened to be nothing wong.

"You' re | ooking," Mnk explained, "at two prospective bridegroons."

"Congratul ations,"” Doc said.

"Congratul ati ons, nothing!" Hamwailed. "W don’t want to get narried! Doc, you' ve got to steal
our girls away fromus! Make love to ‘em Make ‘emforget us!"

Doc Savage pondered this dubiously. "You'd better find another thief," he said at |ast.

Monk and Ham gr oaned.

"Conme on, Ham" Monk nmuttered, "let’'s proposition sonme of them snappy-lookin' officers on that
battl eship."

THE END



