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Chapter 1. WRECK!

THE two seanmen nmet in the darkness near the stern of the navy destroyer, under an awni ng. They
were cautious. They stood for a long tine listening, and at |ast they were satisfied that no one was
near enough to overhear.

One growl ed, "The chief’'s orders are for none of us to be seen talkin' together!"

The other hissed, "I know it! But sonething’s gone wong!"

"What ? W&’ ve covered every angle."

"That nosey Lieutenant Bowen Toy! He's haunting me. He's shadowing me. |If he keeps it up, he may
learn too nuch. He's got to be killed!"

There was no |light and no sound to show that four other naval destroyers were steam ng full speed
in the wake of this one, guided by a radio beamtransnmtted fromthis, the |leading craft.

"What put the bug in Lieutenant Toy’s bonnet?" asked one of the two furtive seanen.

"H's brother, Captain Bl ackstone Toy."

"How much do you think Lieutenant Toy knows about—well, to-night’'s business, for instance?"
"l1've got no idea how much he knows. All | knowis that if he keeps on haunting nme, he'll learn
too much!"

The ot her man | aughed.

"What're you laughing at?" the first nan wanted to know.

"I was just thinking that Lieutenant Toy will probably learn what it feels like to die."

"O K W take Toy at the first chance, then?"

"First chance."

The two separated and left the vicinity.

A norment after they had gone, a man swung down off the top of the awning under which the two nmen
had nmet and secretly plotted death. He had heard every word that they had said.

This man wal ked away, headed toward the | ower deck.

LI EUTENANT BOWEN TOY went directly to his cabin, closed the door, locked it, and took out a

revol ver he had been carrying in an arnpit holster. He went over to the mrror and | ooked at
himsel f. He was pale. He held his hands up, first one, then the other.

"Shaking i ke an old woman!" he snapped. Then aloud: "I’'ve got to do somnething!"

Li eut enant Bowen Toy went to his bag, opened it and got out a |long-bladed kris, an ugly weapon
whi ch was evidently a souvenir of a visit to China. About to close the bag, his gaze fell upon
another object init. An idea seemed to seize him He lifted the object out.

It was a book.

THE ARMOR PLATE VALUE OF

CERTAI N ALLOYS

By O ark Savage, Jr.

It was a thick book, full of fine print and intricate nathenatical conputations.

Li eut enant Bowen Toy stowed the kris inside his belt, where it would evidently serve as reserve
weapon. He did not take his attention off the book, or, rather, off the name of the author, dark
Savage, Jr.

Abruptly, Lieutenant Toy left his cabin and wal ked, with his hand always on his automatic and his



eyes wary, to the bridge, where he addressed the navigating officer

"Where can Doc Savage be found?" asked Toy.

"Doc Savage is well known enough that a tel egram addressed to himin New York City should reach
him" said the officer

It was dark on the bridge, except for a subdued gl ow fromthe binnacle. The navigating officer

had been intrigued by sonething queer in Lieutenant Toy's voice. He now thunbed a cigarette lighter
aflame and held it to throw light on Toy's features. The utter terror he saw there startled him
"Lieutenant!" he gasped. "Wat on earth is wong?"

Li eut enant Bowen Toy, in his nervous excitement, drew the revol ver, which had been in one pocket
and held it in his hand

"l have just nmade an incredible discovery," he gulped. "The entire United States navy is nenaced

No telling how nmany ships will be destroyed! No telling how many nen will be killed, before the
thing can be stopped! 1'Il give you the whole incredible story in a mnute! But first, I’'mgoing to
send a radi ogram and ask this Doc Savage to get started on the New York end of it!"

He bounded of f, eyes darting warily fromside to side, the gun held ready for defense

The navigating officer stared after himand exploded, "I'lIl be damed! Lieutenant Bowen Toy has
gone nuts!™"

The officer was blissfully unaware that inmnent events would convince himthat he hinself, if
anybody, was |osing his mnd

LI EUTENANT BOVWEN TOY went to the radio room seized a blank and wote

DOC SAVAGE

NEW YORK

HAVE DI SCOVERED AMAZI NG AND TERRI BLE THI NG ABOUT TO HAPPEN STOP GO TO APARTMENT OF MY BROTHER
CAPTAI N BLACKSTONE TOY | N PARKVI EW HOTEL AND GET NOTES HI DDEN I N Pl CTURE OF MYSELF

LI EUT BOVWEN TOY

"Send this to a comrercial station," Toy directed, handing the operator the message. "And get
that nmessage out instantly!"

"Yes, sir!"

Li eut enant Toy stepped out of the radio shack and wal ked warily toward the bridge

Then, w th stunning suddenness, he was flying headl ong down the deck. He hit a stanchion, glanced
off that, fell and turned over and over. There followed a nmoment of brittle silence

The ship had been traveling at about thirty knots a nmonent before. Now it was at a standstill.
Bel | s began ringing. There was a | oud report am dships, followed by a shrill hissing. This neant
a steamline had been broken. The destroyer rolled heavily as a wave hit it, and there was a
grinding fromunderneath the hull

Li eutenant Toy gained his feet, scranbled across the sloping deck, hauled hinmself up a

conmpani onway and reached the navigating bridge

The navigating officer’s face was pale and terrible. The hel msman was propped agai nst his wheel
mout h open, eyes weird. Both nen |ooked as if they had just seen a horned devil

"What’d we hit!"

Toy shout ed

The navigating officer made feeble, stabbing gestures at the hel msman

"Tel | what-what happened—agai n!" he croaked. The hel nsman blinked. Wen he spoke, it was in a
tone that sounded, sonehow, as if he did not believe hinself

Sonet hi ng—sonet hi ng—pul | ed the ship through the sea!" he nunbled. "It just took hold of us and
pul led us into whatever we hit!"

Chapter 2. THE "PONER'!

NAVY nen are well trained, and it was natural nmat sone one should i mediately take a sounding
The cry of the one who had dropped the | ead overboard came from forward.

"By the mark, two!" the voice yelled. "Solid rock!"

Li eutenant Toy gul ped, "Only two fathons of water under the stern, and a rock bottom That's
i mpossi bl el Qur course was ten nmiles offshore!"

The steersman gasped, "I tell you, a thing had this ship!"

"Don't be ridiculous!" snapped the navigating officer

The steersman said, sullenly, "I could feel the pull of the thing! It was drawing the ship

through the water! | fought it. | put the wheel hard over half a dozen tines, but the vessel sinply
woul dn’t respond. | tell you, there was a thing!"

Li eutenant Toy heard that, and his eyes cane wi de and seened about to pop out of his head. "It
struck this destroyer first!" he shrieked. "It’s real! It can destroy ships!" A nonment of terrible

sil ence foll owed.

"Those men—the two sailors | overheard tal king under the awni ng—they know about it!" Toy how ed
"Grab them before they can get away! Get theml Quick, I'Il point themout and tell—=

The rest of his how was lost in a terrific crash alongside. There was a rending and grindi ng



noi se. There was that peculiar, uncanny screech nmade by steel plates being ripped apart. Men shouted
wildly.

Li eutenant Toy grabbed a brass stanchion, and a ghastly expression cane over his |ace

"The other boats are hitting!" he gasped

A second crash came, followed shortly by a third. A scraping runble stopped Toy's forthconing
groan. It came fromfarther away. The |ast destroyer had piled on the rock

Rockets, parachute flares, began going up, and their light illum nated a confused scene. Five

sl eek gray war craft with their bellies torn out on hard rock. They rolled as big, greasy swells
nudged them about, and there was an al nost steady grinding of steel hull plates on stone

O ficers on the boats’ bridges negaphoned profanely at each other. They bl aned the | ead destroyer
for what had happened

THE confusi on becanme nore orderly. Rockets got answers from shore, obviously not nore than half a
mle distant. The radi o apparatus was used to secure radi o conpass bearings, and fromthis it was
ascertained that the five war craft were piled up on a long, narrow reef which had deep water on
each side

Wthin fifteen minutes, one destroyer slid off the reef and sank. One sailor was drowned. The
others got away in |lifeboats

It becane evident that the big swell was going to jar the other unlucky vessels around until they
also slid off the reef and sank. And it was not going to be |ong before this happened

G her navy boats and two passenger steaners were heading for the scene of the hol ocaust at ful
speed, but they stood little chance of arriving on tine

O ficers on the wecked destroyers gave hurried orders. Lifeboats were | aunched, and the
destroyers abandoned

Li eut enant Bowen Toy was ignored in the excitenent. No one had tine to ask himquestions. He
noved about, doing his share, but all the tinme he kept a sharp watch, and his gun conveni ent

When he got into a lifeboat, Lieutenant Toy sat in the bow, where no one was at his back. The
Iifeboat lunged into the surf breaking over the reef

It was one of the two |ifeboats which were unfortunate enough to be overturned in the surf

Li eutenant Toy was a strong swi nmer. The shore was not nore than half a nmile distant. The
remaining |lifeboats were full. Toy swam

Fl ares had burned out by now, and the darkness was rather dense. Al ong the shore, autonobile
lights and regulation marine flares were making a prom nent display.

The next thing heard of Lieutenant Bowen Toy was when a nman—he happened to be the hel msman of the
| eadi ng destroyer—eane rushing madly to his superior officer, who stood on the beach swearing at
what had happened

"I felt it again!" the hel msman shrieked. "I felt it, | tell you! It was sonething you couldn't
see and couldn’t touch, but it pulled you!"

The man’s superior officer sprang upon the gibbering hel msman, grabbed his arnms and held him
tightly, shouting at other sailors, "Help hold this man! He’'s gone off his nut!"

The hel msman screeched, "I’mnot nmad, | tell you! It got Toy! It grabbed Lieutenant Toy and
pul l ed himunder! | felt it!"

"You what ?"

"l felt it’s pull!" screamed the hel msman. "It drew Toy under! |t was sonething you couldn't see
Oh, | know you don’t believe nme!"

Nor did they believe him even after they found Lieutenant Bowen Toy. But his story sounded a
little nmore credible after they found Lieutenant Toy.
Toy had been drowned.

OF course, there was a hul |l abal oo al ong the beach, and a great crowd of |andl ubbers canme to see
the wrecked warshi ps and |1 ook at the wet, excited, dazed sailors. Newspaper reporters arrived and
began to ask the sailors questions about what had happened, and to snort unbelievingly at the
answers they got

But | ong before anything about the disaster was put in print, two nmen in navy uniforns—dnifornms
of common seanmen—sade their way ashore and skul ked to a tel ephone

They were the sane two to whose furtive conversation Lieutenant Toy had eavesdropped

They call ed a | ong-di stance nunmber in New York

" Chi ef ?" one asked

"Yes," said a dry voice

"Li eutenant Toy Sent a nessage to Doc Savage," said one of the sailors. "W weren't able to stop
the message or even get a look at it."

"Thi s message went to whon?" the voice asked

"Doc Savage. Ever hear of hinP"

The "Chief" swore.

"I"ve heard entirely too nmuch about him How was this nessage sent?"

"Radio. It'Il reach New York as a regular commerci al nessage."



"Thanks," said the distant speaker. "W’ ve got to do things fast."
He hung up.

Chapter 3. CAUTI QUS CROCKS

THE man in New York did not replace the tel ephone on its stand after hanging up. He held the
instrument close to his chest and thought deeply.

It was night, and the man was in bed.

He reached over and touched a tiny jack-switch conceal ed under the tel ephone stand. This
apparently connected the tel ephone with a private wire. The man jiggled the hook.

"Yeah, chief?" said a sleepy voice.

"We have received what is sonetimes called a bad break," said the man in bed.

"Yeah?"

"You have the file of information which we gathered about Doc Savage?"

"Yeah," said the sleepy voice, not so sleepy now. "But | still don’t see why we went to the

troubl e of finding out so nmuch about Doc Savage."

"Doc Savage is logically the one man we have nost to fear," rem nded the man in bed. "In short,

we | earned everything we coul d about himbecause he might nenace our plans. | thought it would be a

wi se nove. Now | know. "

"You nean that Doc Savage has an inkling of what we're going to do?"

"Li eutenant Toy sent a radi ogramto Doc Savage before he—ah—before Toy nmet a nysterious fate, as
the newspapers will put it. That is the bad break | mentioned. W’ ve got to stop that nmessage before
it reaches Doc Savage."

"Was it a radi ogran®"

"Yes."

"Leave it to ne!" said the man on the other end of the wire, and |listened until he heard his

chi ef hang up. Then the fellow put the receiver on the hook and began to renove his paj amas.

He was a |long, snaky man with an al nost animal growth of black hair on his chest and up and down

his back. It is a popular theory that eyes have to be snall to be nmean. This man’s eyes were bi g—and
nmean.

Wien he had dressed, he glanced about the close and rather untidy room took two nasty-I|ooking

flat pistols in holsters off a wall hook, fastened themunder his coat, and wal ked to the door. He
passed into another close and untidy room in which six nen lay on cots.

One of the nen on the cots opened an eye and said, "Wat a conscience you nust have! Don't it

ever |let you sl eep?”

"Get dressed!" The snaky, hairy man shook the others. "Get dressed, you Davi ds—we're gonna sally
forth after a Goliath!"

HALF an hour later, they were tying shoestrings and ties and yawning, as their car noved through
downt own Manhattan. The snaky, hairy man was tal ki ng, explaining. When he finished, one of the
ot hers addressed himby what seermed to be his nicknane.

"Fuzzy," said the man, "this Doc Savage is big-tine poison."

"Keep your shirt on," said the hairy "Fuzzy." "We'll do this so Savage will never know a thing
about it."

The driver stopped the sedan, and they all |ooked out. They saw a gi ant office buil ding which
hurled itself upward until it was |ost against the cloudy night sky.

Fuzzy pointed a linber, hairy finger alnobst straight up into the night.

"Top floor," he said. "Eighty-six stories up. Sort of an eagle's nest."

They got out and went into the giant building—+t was admttedly the nmost inmposing in New York
City. An elevator let themout two flights bel ow Doc Savage's floor, and they clinbed stairs, so as
not to be seen.

On the last flight of steps, Fuzzy waved the others back.

"Kind of erase yourselves," he directed. "Let ne | ook the ground over."

Fuzzy then ran up the final flight of stairs. There was a door which seened to be nade of bronze.
Letters on it were so unobtrusive as to be alnost difficult to |ocate.

Clark Savage, Jr.

There was no knob on the door, no handle; it seened to be just a slab of bronze. Fuzzy happened
to know it was a slab of arnmor steel, bronze-plated.

Repeat ed pressings of the button beside the door got no answer, and Fuzzy went back to his nen.
"Coast clear," he grinned. "The bronze guy ain't in."

"How we gonna get into that place?" asked the pessimst. "It's nore burglar-proof than a bank
vault."

Fuzzy held out a hand to one of the nen. "G nme that package | gave you to carry."

The packet which the man handed over was the size of a pocket match box. Fuzzy tapped it with a
finger.

"This holds a piece of radioactive netal," he said. "Watch what happens."

He wal ked toward the door of Doc Savage’'s office. The door opened nysteriously.



"Hah!" said Fuzzy, pleased. "What'd | tell you? There's a sensitive el ectroscope hidden beside
the door. When a piece of radioactive netal is brought near it, the el ectroscope causes a relay to
cl ose and that nmakes a machi ne open the door."

He wal ked through the door.

"You guys wait outside," he directed.

THE roomin which hirsute, serpentine Fuzzy found hinself seened to be a reception room

Principal itens of furniture were an enornous safe, a nunber of confortabl e-appearing chairs, and a
rat her remarkabl e-1o00king inlaid table.

Fuzzy ignored everything in the room and went into a library which held thousands of tones.
Libraries are traditionally gloony places, but this one was not. The w ndows al ong one side were
so large that the wall seermed al nost solidly of glass.

Fuzzy | ooked at the wi ndows and grinned. It was by watching through these that a great deal had
been | earned about Doc Savage. The nethod enpl oyed had been ingenious, and Fuzzy was particularly
proud of it because he had thought it up hinself.

He picked up a tel ephone and called the office of the concern handling radi o nessages.

He asked, "Has a nessage cone for Doc Savage, signed by Lieutenant Bowen Toy? This is Doc

Savage’' s headquarters. . . . No? WII| you tel ephone the nessage as soon as it arrives? Do not send
it by messenger. Tel ephone it. Thank you."

Fuzzy hung up and gave every sign of being ready to wait as |ong as necessary. He wandered over

to the w ndow.

I'n the night sky, sone distance away, blazed an electric sign advertising a little-known variety
of beer. In fact, the variety of beer did not even exist!

The sign was held in the air by a balloon, which was in turn noored to a barge in the Hudson

Ri ver.

Fuzzy waved both arns. The electric sign on the balloon pronptly blinked. Fuzzy grinned. H s nen,
with extremely powerful astronom cal tel escopes trained on Doc Savage's office, had recognized their
straw boss.

Sorme tinme el apsed before the tel ephone rang. Fuzzy sprang to the receiver, lifted it, said, "Doc
Savage’' s headquarters!"”

"This is the radio office with a message,” the voice said.

The voi ce read Lieutenant Bowen Toy’'s nmessage.

"Thank you," said Fuzzy. "Do not bother to send a copy by mail, or by nessenger. It won't be
necessary."
"Very well," replied the radio office clerk. "W will not."

Fuzzy hung up, went out, let the trick outer door close behind him and shoved his chest out
triunmphantly at his nen.

"That fixes it!" he said. "Doc Savage wi ||l never know a nessage was sent to hinm"

They wal ked toward the stairs.

A young worman cane up the stairs. She pointed on ol d-fashi oned six-shooter at thema six-shooter
with a barrel so big that any man present could have put his little finger in the barrel with ease.
"They gave ne this thing to cut nmy teeth on!" the girl said, jiggling the six-shooter in her

hand.

THE men goggl ed.

The young worman woul d have gotten a nonopoly of nale attention anywhere. She was tall and had
every curve necessary to neke an exquisitely nmoulded fem nine form Her features were what the old
literary masters would have called finely chiseled, with an outdoor skin.

One remarkabl e quality was the unusual bronze hue of her hair and the al nost matching col or of
her eyes. Or perhaps her eyes tended nore to gol den.

Her frock and accessories—t was a silver and white evening creation—were the ultra in fashion.
Fuzzy gul ped, "Wio're you?"

"Patricia Savage," the woman said. "Ch, you' ve never heard of nme, probably. Doc Savage is ny
cousin. | have a beauty establishment uptown where | charge outrageous prices, and the custoners
like it."

Fuzzy swal | owed. The nouth of the six-shooter seened incredibly big.

"Uh—el | —uh, " he nunbl ed.

"You gentlenen | ook |ike a bunch of crooks to nme," Pat said brightly. "And why were you
pussy-footing around? Wiile you think up sone lies to answer, you can back into Doc’s office, with
your hands in the air."

A man appeared silently on the stairs behind Pat Savage. He threw a gun which he held. It hit the
back of Pat’s head.

Fuzzy, the others, lunged forward. Pat was dazed. She tried to get her gun up. Fuzzy kicked it
out of her hand.

Anot her nan drew an autonatic pistol.

"Let her have it?" he wanted to know.



"And get Doc Savage on our trail for nurder!" snorted Fuzzy. "Don't be like that! Here! W'll do
this!"

He picked up Pat’s big six-shooter, neasured her, and hit her over the tenple. She fell. Fuzzy
dropped her big six-gun beside her

"Amscray, as Caesar would say!" he ordered

They went down some flights of stairs, entered an el evator, and, |ooking very innocent, rode down
to the street

As they got into their car on the darkened street, the man who had thrown the gun rem nded every
one, "It was lucky | saw this dame and hid nme out while she passed ne up!"

"Don’t worry, you'll get your bouquets!" said Fuzzy. The nen did not drive away fast enough to
attract attention fromany cops who nm ght be around

Chapter 4. THE MAN OF METAL

PATRI Cl A SAVAGE opened her gold eyes and with her hands tried to help herself up off the floor

She sniffed indignantly when she di scovered she was sitting in a chair. She | ooked around

"Ch!" she said. She sounded exasperated. "I might have known you woul d happen around and catch ne
when | wasn't at ny best!"

The gi ant bronze man standing before her smled faintly, which was a rare thing for himto do

Sorme persons had known himfor years and had never seen himsnile. Not that he went around | ooking
gl oony. H's amazingly regular features, alnost classic in their firm handsoneness, sinply had no
expression at all, nmost of the tine

He stood near the door, and it |ooked doubtful if he could pass through it w thout ducking. Yet
when he stepped away fromthe door, he seened to shrink in stature, due to the remarkable symetry
of his devel opnent. There had to be sonething around to which his size mght be conpared before his
full Hercul ean stature was apparent

Hi s hair was straight, a slightly darker bronze than that of Pat Savage, and his eyes were gold

al so, but of a different nature. The bronze man’s orbs were |like pools of flake nmetal, always
stirred by sonme invisible force. They seened al so to possess a weird, conpelling power.

The sinews in his neck were |ike hausers, the thews in the backs of his hands like round files.
"Doc Savage!" Pat exclaimed cheerfully. "You' re smling! You re actually becom ng human!"

The remarkabl e-1 ooki ng bronze man spoke. He had a voice that was arresting, not so nuch because

of the things that were in it, but because of the feeling of things that were left out, things the
voice could do if called upon

"You happened al ong at an unlucky tine, Pat."

Pat sniffed audibly. "I'Il have you know if it hadn’t been for ne, you m ght never have known

sone nmen had raided your office!"

"Wong," Doc Savage said quietly

"You're not telling me | got hit on the head for nothing?"

DOC SAVAGE wal ked into the corridor. Despite his size, he seenmed remarkably light on his feet. He
touched the corridor wall, and an apparently solid section opened, showing a recess |arge enough to
hold a man

Pat stepped into the niche and perceived there were obscure peephol es from which could be seen
not only the corridor, but the reception room and library.

"You weren't in here when those nmen canme?" she demanded

"And when you got your clip on the head."

"But why?" Pat gasped

Doc escorted her around and into the headquarters reception room

"Notice the electric sign advertising beer in the sky beyond the w ndow, " he suggested. "Do not
stare noticeably at it, however."

"Ch!" said Pat, understanding. "A balloon! Tel escopes! How | ong has this been going on?"

"For days," the bronze nman replied

"Who are they? Wiat are they up to?"

"That," Doc Savage said, "is what we have decided it is time to find out."
Pat said cheerfully, "You figure sonething is getting ready to happen?"
"Possibly."

"Bi g?"

"That bal |l oon cost a few thousand dollars,"” the bronze nman reni nded. "Watever is about to happen
must be big before any one woul d spend that nmuch noney just to get information on ne."

"CGood!" said Pat. "Great! Swell! | like excitenent, big excitenent."

Doc said quietly, "You are not going to get involved in this—whatever it is—and possibly get
killed. Qut you go."

"I won’t!" Pat snapped. "I won't go!"

But she did go. She nade indi gnant noi ses as Doc propelled her out and shut the door and | ocked
it.

There were small |ights of appreciation in the bronze man’s fl ake-gold eyes as he went into the



library. Pat was his cousin and she had many of his own qualities, not the |east being her |ove for
excitement. It was a rare week that passed without her asking to be let in on sonething.

Doc refused as often as he could. Too dangerous. But Pat was hard to di scourage.

Doc swung a bookcase away fromthe wall, disclosing a niche which held a machi ne.

The machi ne was the bronze man’s tel ephonic nonitor. Attached to the tel ephone lines, it recorded
all conversations with i mense fidelity of tone.

DOC pl ayed the record back. It gave himthe text of the radi ogram sent by Lieutenant Bowen Toy
fromthe destroyer which had net such a nysterious fate—the nessage directing Doc to go to the
apartment of Captain Blackstone Toy in the Parkview Hotel.

Doc played the record back again. He wanted to fix Fuzzy's voice in his nenory, so that he would
know it if he heard it in the future.

The bronze man's private speed el evator |owered himto the garage in the skyscraper basenent. Few
persons knew of the garage.

The car he chose was a convertible coupé, discreetly dark, with a wheel base |onger than usual.
The top was down, the windows up. dass in the windows was of the type known as bull etproof. The
steel boot into which the top recessed cane up high enough at the back to decrease the chances of
bei ng shot from behi nd.

The convertible coupé was equi pped with a two-way radio, and the bronze man switched it on.
"Renny, Long Tom Johnny!" Doc called into the m crophone.

Doc Savage had five aids, nen as renarkable, alnost, as hinself. The nanes he had just called
bel onged to three of the aids.

"Holy cow " runbled an answering voice out of the |oud-speaker. "Don't you ever sleep, Doc?"
"Anyt hi ng new, Renny?" Doc asked.

"Nope, " said big-voiced "Renny."

"Be with you in a few mnutes,"” Doc told him

"So we're gonna do sonething about this at last!" Renny runbled happily.

Doc drove toward the water front, and passed a newspaper plant fromwhich late editions were

bei ng | oaded. The bronze nman stopped, got a paper and studi ed the page black w th headlines.
NAVY PLANE CARRI ER WRECKED!

CRASHES STEAMER!

The wreck of the aircraft carrier had occurred only a short tinme previously, near Norfolk,

Vi rgi ni a.

In an adj acent columm was anot her expressive headli ne.

NAVAL EXPERTS BLAME

MYSTERY FORCE FOR FI VE

DESTROYER AND PLANE

CARRI ER WRECKS.

Navy officials hinted to-night that sone nysterious and unexpl ai ned i nfluence caused the five
destroyers and the plane carrier to run off their courses to disaster.

That was all of that angle of the story. Evidently navy officials had been afraid about hinting.
It was enough of an inference, however, coupled with what was to follow, to set the entire country
agog wi thin the next twenty-four hours.

Doc Savage fol ded the paper slowy, his bronze features expressionless, and drove on.

RENNY gave the inpression of being a wal king pair of fists. H's hands were trenendous, each

al rost half a gallon of bone and gristle with the consistency of flint. He had a | ong face, and
habitual ly wore the expression of a man going to the funeral of a good friend.

Renny was Col onel John Renwi ck, who |oved two things: trouble and engi neering. As an engi neer, he
was wor | d- f aned.

As an associ ate of Doc Savage, he got his excitenent.

Renny dropped out of a freight car near the water front. He had a newspaper in his hand and he
rustled it in the nmurk.

"Queer thing about the wecking of themfive navy destroyers,
about it."

"It is queer," Doc agreed.

"Queer!" Renny tossed the newspaper aside. "Say! Long Tom and Johnny and ne have been wat chi ng
them guys in that beer-sign balloon for al nost a week. How nuch | onger do we have to keep it up?"
Renny had difficulty pitching his tremendous, runbling voice in a | ow tone.

Doc said, "W'Il look into it now"

They advanced through the nmurk, using care to avoid noise, and shortly cane upon two ot her men
crouched in the darkness on the river bank.

"I"I'l be superanal gamat ed! " whi spered one of the pair, who was very tall, and thinner than it
seened a nman could be and still live.

He was W1 liam Harper Littlejohn, em nent archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, and an inveterate user of
big words. He was commonly called "Johnny."

"

he said. "I’ve just been reading



"They’ ve got one guy watching the balloon cable winch," said the second of the two nen.

This second man was not an inpressive physical specinen. He gave the inpression of having grown
up sone place where it was al ways dark.

He was Maj or Thomas J. Roberts, electrical w zard, a man whose appearance of being a physical
wreck was deceptive. He had secured the ni cknane of "Long Toni sonewhere.

"How many in the balloon?" Doc queried.

"Two, " said pale Long Tom

"And one watching the w nch," added Renny.

"Can you grab then?" Doc asked.

"We can have a swell tine trying!" grinned big-fisted Renny.

"Question them" Doc directed. "Find out what connection their watching me has with the w ecking
of the destroyers and the aircraft carrier."

The darkness then absorbed him or seenmed to, so silently did he depart.

Chapter 5. PERSI STENT PAT

DOC SAVAGE' S three ai ds—Renny, Long Tom and Johnny—+ooked at each other questioningly after their
chi ef had gone.

"What’s he up to?" Long Tom grunted.

"An interrogatory promrul gati on concerning what m ght be called an Ethiopian enigm," said Johnny.
"I"lIl bet Doc already has this covered fromall angles," said Renny. "He covers things like the
dew. "

"Doc," said big-wrded Johnny, "is a conpendi um of Machiavellian callidity."

"He's what?" asked Long Tom

"A lad who doesn’t overlook any bets," translated Renny.

Long Tomsnorted quietly. "Let's give that balloon our attention."

They crept forward, and before |ong could make out details. The balloon cable was of alloy wres
wound around a core of two insulated tel ephone wires. The cable was attached to a winch turned by a
gasol ine notor. The winch was nounted on a heavy, ancient barge which was noored securely to the end
of a dock.

A wat chman sat on a box, his back against the winch. He was a bl ond man who | ooked as if he
needed exercise. He was having difficulty keeping awake. At intervals, he reached up and sl apped his
own face.

The man was sl appi ng his face when Renny | eaped soundl essly from behind and grabbed his arns.
Long Tom cl anped a hand over the man’s nouth. They held the fellow hel pl ess.

"We coul d doubl e as spooks, eh?" big-fisted Renny chuckl ed.

Tall, bony Johnny | eaned close to the prisoner. He used small words.

"What's the idea of this balloon spying business?" he asked.

The man gritted, "You can kindly go—

He did not finish, because Renny took the fellow s whole face in one huge hand. It was al nbst as
if the big-fisted engi neer had pal med an appl e.

"If | squeezed, | think it mght pop like a nelon," Renny runbled, referring to the head.

"Let’s get that balloon down first," suggested Long Tom

Doc Savage never used violence where it could possibly be avoided. This was a characteristic of
the bronze man. Hs five aids, however, tended to the other extreme. They were not |loath to use
rough stuff occasionally.

They knocked their prisoner senseless to save the bother of tying himup.

They exam ned the balloon winch. There was no hand crank. They woul d have to drag it down with
the gasoline nmotor, which woul d mean noi se.

"No other way, though," said Renny, "unless we can talk Long Tominto clinbing the cable after
them "

"Don't be silly!" sniffed the pallid electrical w zard. "W should have Monk for that."

They started the motor, and the winch drumrevol ved, wi nding the balloon down.

Doc Savage’'s three assistants kept a close watch. They held flashlights and peculiar nachine

pi stol s which Doc Savage hinself had perfected, guns firing unconsci ousness-producing "mercy"
bullets at a trenmendous speed.

The bal | oon seened to get larger as it came down. It was like a fat w ener, not too well stuffed,
wi th a basket hanging underneath. Its electric beer sign got brighter and brighter.

"This is as sinple as catching catfish!" Renny grinned.

Then the wire cable cane hissing down upon them giving them a bel aboring, and the w nch engi ne
raced madly.

The bal | oon bounded away into the night sky!

THERE was noi se and confusion until Johnny, hopping about |ike a |ong-1egged porch spider, got
the wi nch engi ne shut off.

"Holy cow " boomed Renny. "They unfastened the cable!" Their prisoner, who had regained his
senses during the excitenment, snarled, "You guys ain't the Slippery Slins you thotcha was!"



Renny pronmptly reached down, hit him and the prisoner went to sleep again

"Cone on!" yelled Johnny, for once using snall words. "W’ ve got to keep track of that balloon
Get a plane! Get an airplane!"

The bal | oon was drifting down the river, toward the bay and, beyond, the open sea. But there was
not enough wind to carry it very fast

Doc Savage’'s three aids raced for their car, which was hidden in a near-by alley. Pallid Long Tom
st opped, grabbed bony Johnny, and gave hima shove back toward the wharf

"You're elected to stay and watch the prisoner!"

Johnny yelled, "But it was ne that thought of using a plane—=

"A swell idea!" barked Long Tom "And, as your reward for thinking of it, you stay where it is
saf e and watch that prisoner."

Bony Johnny nade di sgusted noi ses, and the other two ran off in the darkness. Johnny Iiked
excitement too well to fancy the prosaic job of guarding a sensel ess captive

Long Tom when he was out of hearing, chuckled, "W horsed that job off on himslick!"

Whi ch woul d have thrown Johnny into a spasm had he heard it

Their car was one of Doc Savage's special nachines. Renny switched the radio on. It was an

al | -wave set, and happened to be tuned on a | ocal broadcast

An extrenely | ate dance program had been interrupted, evidently, and a news bulletin was being
read.

"Alate national radio press flash," said the announcer. "The United States battleship Ogl et horpe
less than fifteen mnutes ago struck a rock on the Pacific Coast near San Francisco and is sinking
Hope of saving the Ogl et horpe has been abandoned. Many lives are believed to have been lost."
Renny and Long Tomwere grimy silent after that. "Holy cow " Renny nuttered suddenly. "That's
the third maj or naval disaster to-night!"

He noved the radi o receiver knobs, shifting it fromthe broadcast band to the short-wave one, on
whi ch Doc Savage did his radio transmitting and receiving

Long Tom was | eaning forward, giving the tuning his close attention, when a bark from deep-voi ced
Renny startled him

"Holy cowl " Renny runbled. "Look! Wat’'n blazes is happenin’ to our balloon?"

The entire street suddenly becane white with |ight

BOTH craned their necks out of the car. The nmachine pronptly hopped the curb, grazed a tel ephone
pol e, and upset a stack of ash cans

"Watch where you're goin'!" Long Tom yell ed

Renny got the car back into the street, stopped, and they both | ooked out again

"Who the heck can that be?" Long Tom expl oded

That

was an airplane, a little streanlined trick which | ooked cute fromthat distance. Fromthe nanner
in which it was swoopi ng back and forth in the heavens, it could out-travel many a professiona
racing job

The pretty little plane was visible because it was bathed in the glow froma parachute flare. The
pl ane nmust have dropped the flare directly above the ball oon

Little whiskers of fire ran out fromthe nose of the plane

"Machi ne gun!" Long Tom grunted

"Ri ddl i ng our balloon!" Renny boomed

"Well, it'll make it cone down quicker!"

The ball oon, it appeared, was sinking. The basket sw nging beneath the bag was in shadow, so it
was inpossible to tell what the occupants were doing

Renny and Long Tom drove reckl essly down the Waterfront streets, keeping under the bag. It becane
evident that the balloon was going to fall in the bay, just off Battery Park, on the |ower-nost end
of Manhattan |sland

"We gotta find a boat and get out there when they cone down!" thundered Renny.

They failed to find a boat, excepting a dory, which was padl ocked and chai ned, and anyway, was

m nus oars

"We'll swm" Renny decided

Al'l of Doc Savage’'s aids were excellent swi mers

"We don't want to be under the bag when it hits the water!" warned Long Tom

They mi ght have saved their apprehensions, however, for the basket touched slowy, and the rest
of the bag remained aloft for some tine

Renny and Long Tom swamto the bag, inpulsively grasped the dangling lines, and haul ed thensel ves
up. They | ooked, Renny swinging the beam of a flashlight, and both becane very silent. They clinbed
into the basket, peered around, then junped out and swam clear as the bag col | apsed

"If they had been in there, they' d probably have shot us, anyway," Renny said gloonmly, treading
wat er .

"But how d they get out?" Long Tom snapped. "Were’'d they go?"

"Only one explanation," Renny said. "Parachutes!"



"Parachutes!" Long Tomgritted. "W shoul d’ve kept a spotlight on the balloon!"

The little plane circled rapidly overhead, went off down the river, and approached agai nst the
wind. It was equipped with floats, and the pilot nade a skillful Ianding

Renny and Long Tomtrod water and watched the plane approach. At the first sign of danger, they
intended to duck beneath the surface

Pat Savage shoved her attractive head out of the plane’ s cabin when the craft was cl oser and
greeted, "Do you boys often go swinmm ng after midnight with all your clothes on?"

"Phooey to you!" said Long Tom

PAT brought her plane al ongsi de, and they clinbed aboard

"Where' d they go?" Renny wanted to know. "The two in the balloon, | nean."
"Mystery to nme," said Pat.
"Hhmmm"

Renny wrung water out of his coat skirts. "Were d you get this plane?"

"Built it to enter races next summer," said Pat

Long Tom snapped suddenly, "Look here, Pat! Doc wouldn't like to have you mxing in this! If Doc
were here, he would tell you to clear out."

"And telling," snapped Pat, "is all the good it would do!"

"Look!" Renny grunted suddenly and pointed. "Wat's themthings?"

Two col | apsed masses of silk were floating in the water, buoyed up by patches of air inprisoned
under the cloth. Parachutes

"That expl ains how they got out of the balloon,"” said Renny disgustedly. "Left it before you
dropped those flares!"

They gathered the parachutes aboard, aware they m ght serve as clues. Then Pat taxied her plane
up the river

"Kinda head for that pier to starboard," Long Tom said

"W | eft Johnny there, guarding a prisoner." They alighted on the barge and | ooked about and
call ed

Then they becane al arned. Excited dashing about followed for sonme tine.

At last they found Johnny's somewhat shapel ess hat lying in a dark spot. Long Tom pi cked it up.
He dropped it alnost instantly, and held his hands out in front of him

"Bl ood!" he said hoarsely. "On the hat!"

Chapter 6. THE TRAP

GAUNT, incredibly bony Johnny had bl ood on his hand, too. He was acutely conscious of this, the
first thing as he awakened. He was also in a car. He opened his eyes, saw bl ackness, and sonet hi ng
hurt his eyeballs. Blindfol ded, of course! Sonmebody had banged hi m over the head on the pier, he
recal | ed

"An unpropitious situation," Johnny said vaguely.

"Yep!" said a harsh voice. "He nust be the one called Johnny. The one who uses big words."

A man groaned. Johnny reflected that this one who groaned sounded about as he hinself felt

"How you comin’, pal?" a voice asked the other sufferer

"l guess I'Il live," munbl ed the man who had groaned. "Say, did you two guys get out of the
bal | oon with parachutes, then cone back and get ne?"

"That’s the idea," said the voice. "W popped your bony pal, here, on his scholarly head."

"Where we goin’ now?"

"To get in touch with Fuzzy," the other replied. "He should be told that Doc Savage wasn't as
dunb as we figured. Fuzzy can tell the chief, and we'll get our orders."

Bony Johnny lay perfectly still. He didn't want them knocking hi m sensel ess again. He wanted to
stay awake and hear all he coul d. Maybe he coul d overhear enough information to explain the nystery
of what was happening to the United States navy ships

They rode for a long tine. Johnny's blindfold was renoved. He coul d see suburban streets

"Just yell," he was told, "and you' |l learn what a dead man feels like."

Johnny didn't yell

They drove into a neat driveway edged by green shrubbery and leading to a tri mbungal ow with
green shutters and a red tile roof. The shutters were closed. A radio played behind them The car
drove into an attached garage, and Johnny was |ed up into the house

A snaky-1ooking man with a growmh of dark hair on his person nmet them

"This is Johnny, one of Doc Savage's nen," said one of Johnny's captors. "W thought we'd bring
himto you, Fuzzy."

The snaky, hairy man shut off the radio, then yelled at the top of his voice, "Wiat in the hel

is this youre telling ne?"

The story of what had happened came out in hurried sentences. Serpentine and hirsute Fuzzy heard
it through in the manner of a nan being told he has inadvertently exposed hinself to a contagious
di sease

Wien the recital was ended, Fuzzy wal ked toward the door



"l1'm gonna contact the chief and find out what to do about this," he said.

FUZZY was gone perhaps ten minutes, and cane back | ooking nore worried than when he had left.
"The chief sure warmed up!" he grunted.

Fuzzy turned toward a lean fell ow who wore a coal -black hat with the brimturned down all around.
"Shade, you get the bread truck ready to roll," he instructed. "W're taking this guy with us so
as to bait the bronze guy."

"Right you are, Fuzzy," said "Shade," and left the room

A few minutes later, the others came fromthe house, Johnny with them and got into the truck.
Shade drove. The others rode in the rear, and tal ked.

"What’s on the schedul e?" a nan asked.

"Doc Savage, the chief figures, nmust have | earned what was in that radi ogram sent by Lieutenant
Bowen Toy, " said Fuzzy. "The nmessage said for Savage to go to the Parkview Hotel and | ook inside a

picture of Bowen for sonething. Well, the bronze guy ain’t had a chance to be there yet, because
he’s checking at the place where the ships crashed."

"So what ?"

"Doc Savage will probably follow the instructions when he's finished his exanination, and when he
does, that’'ll be the last thing he'll ever do!"

Shade, driving, was given an address. It was a big house, alone in three or four acres of

| andscapi ng. The house was of very dark red brick, with very white window frames and a tiny white
por ch.

A lean man with nore than his share of nose net themat the door. He wore evening clothes, but

| ooked much too wi de awake. He grinned when he saw who they were, opened the door wi de and dropped
in the crook of one arma shotgun which he had held behind hinself, out of sight.

"Where' s Lieber Von Zidney?" asked Fuzzy.

"“In the library," said the man who had let themin.

THE library had been filled with books in neat red and green and blue matched sets. The furniture
was m ssion, the style popular when this type of house was the kind of house to build in the
subur bs.

One man was in the library, seated in a wooden mission chair. He had a bright blanket around
long, big legs. His tall, large body was encased in a Chinese robe on which a dragon was about to
eat a man on a horse.

"Ach!" he exploded irritably. "What is it now? Is it no privacy at all that | get?"

"Thi ngs are ki nda going wong, Von Zdney," Fuzzy said.

Von Zidney sat up straight and popped his eyes a little. H s eyes were baby bl ue.

"I's it bad for me?" he demanded sharply.

Hi s hair was reddi sh, cropped to the skin around the sides. His nouth was very big and filled
with small teeth.

Fuzzy grunted, "W need India Allison, your secretary."

"Eh?" snapped Von Zidney. "l do not understand."

"India Allison," said Fuzzy, "is an expert penwonan. W want her to do sone forging. Get her."
Von Zi dney scowl ed, then got erect. He was taller by a foot than the tallest man in the room He
banged on a door.

"India!" he called. "Qur friend Fuzzy and his nen are here!"

"What do they want?" a sleepy fem nine voice asked.

"Not hi ng nice, you may be sure,” Von Zidney said, in a dry voice.

The door opened, and a young woman came in.

Johnny, who had been brought inside the house, was not an inpressi onabl e gentl eman where
femninity was concerned. But Johnny now enmitted a gasp of admiration worthy of the nost susceptible
yout h.

The young wonman was a knock-out! She had Pat Savage's figure, alnpbst, except that she tended a
little nmore to nicely rounded curves, whereas Pat was sinewy. She had soft, brown hair and a
tremendous wealth of it. She had the nobst gorgeous eyes Johnny had ever seen. The bony geol ogi st
swal l owed twice and felt younger than he had in years.

"What do you want?" "India" A lison asked softly.

Fuzzy did not | ook at the young wonan. None of his nen | ooked at her. Johnny, staring for all he
was worth, noted this, and was puzzl ed.

Fuzzy drew a letter froma pocket and said, "This is a letter witten by Bowen Toy to his brother
Bl ackstone. W stole it. It is a sanple of Bowen's handwiting."

Fuzzy drew from anot her pocket a sheet of peculiarly heavy, porous note paper, and grunted,

"You'll use this to wite a note on, duplicating Bowen Toy's handwiting."
"What shall | wite?" asked India Alison.
Fuzzy said, still not looking at her, "Wite for any one who reads the note to go to Captain

Bl ackst one Toy for information about any one who m ght have been an eneny of Lieutenant Bowen Toy.
Then wite that the note nust be burned imredi ately. Underline that part about the note being



burned. "

India Allison took the papers, nmurnmured, "l nust be alone to do a good job of copying the
handwriting," and went out.

Johnny, |ooking after India Allison, reflected that she had the sweetest eyes he had ever seen,
and that hidden deep in themwas the light of an incredible fear.

India Allison, who | ooked Iike Mchelangelo’s idea of an angel, was scared stiff of sonething.

I NDI A ALLI SON | ocked t he door through which she had passed. She stood there a nonent. She was
trenbling, and she became very white.

She went to a witing desk, turned the Iight on and exami ned the note paper closely.

"The old trick for elimnating a spy who was about to be caught!" she gasped.

She gl anced about, as if fearful of being observed. Then she pulled the witing-desk |ight down,
so that it bathed only a small area.

Qut si de, Fuzzy called, "Hey! W haven't a lot of time!"

The girl nade no answer, and Fuzzy paced inpatiently.

At last, the young woman cane out and extended the bit of thick, porous paper, which now bore
witing, and the letter with the sanple handwiting.

"The chief won't forget this," Fuzzy said, taking them

The girl said nothing. Fear was in the back of her soft eyes.

They left India Allison and Lieber Von Zidney in the big brick house and drove toward the

Par kvi ew Hot el .

The Parkvi ew was an inposing bl ock of masonry in the Bay View section of Brooklyn. The nouth of
New York Bay and its parade of ships could be viewed fromone side and two ends of the hotel. It was
in an apartnent district. As a hotel, the Parkview flourished by renting apartnments to naval
officers and their famlies, because it was not far fromthe Brooklyn Navy Yard.

Fuzzy seened to know what he was doing. He went to an apartnent on the fourth floor, the nane

pl ate on the door of which read:

Captain Bl ackstone Toy, U S. N

Fuzzy used what was evidently a skeleton key and let hinself into a sitting roomwhich held, in
addition to the usual hotel furniture, some fittings purchased by the occupant. The customary French
prints were nmissing fromthe walls, and in their place hung personal pictures.

Working with speed, Fuzzy lifted down a picture of Lieutenant Bowen Toy. He pulled brads out of

t he back, and took out the cardboard backing of the picture, disclosing three sheets of typewitten
paper. He read these sketchily.

"Hell's bells!" he gulped. "It's lucky we got these before Doc Savage put his hands on them "
Fuzzy renmoved from a pocket the sheet of thick, porous note paper on which the girl had witten.
He placed this where the sheets of typewitten paper had been.

He repl aced the cardboard picture backing. He hung the picture back on the wall.

"That," he said grimy, "will fix Doc Savage."

"But | thought we were gonna set a trap to croak the bronze guy?" a man asked.

"W have," Fuzzy told him

"Huh?"

Fuzzy pointed at the picture.

"The witing on that note says to burn it." He pointed to a fireplace across the room "There's a
conveni ent place to burn it."

As an afterthought, he went to the fireplace. It was a gas log. He turned it on, touched a natch
toit, and adjusted the flame so that it was not too high.

"That makes it even sinpler," he said.

"I don’t get it," said the man. "I don’'t see any death trap."

Fuzzy chuckl ed.

"That piece of porous note paper is inpregnated with a chem cal which, when it is burned,

rel eases a gas that will kill a man instantly," he said. "The m nute Doc Savage burns that paper, he
wll die."

THEY went down to the street. It was al nost dawn. Shade, black hat brimbent down over his eyes,
wai t ed behind the bakery truck wheel.

He extended a newspaper.

"Newsboy came past minute ago," he said. "I got a paper off him Thought you m ght be
interested.”

Fuzzy took the journal. Headlines were |arge.

FOURTH NAVAL DI SASTER OF

NI GHT. NAVY SUPPLY SHI P

CRASHES | N PANAVA CANAL

hint of mysterious force driving vessel

into | ocks runored as navy has

fourth disaster of night.



"Four!" Fuzzy laughed heartily. "If they only knew what is comi ng!"

They got into the truck.

A man gl anced anxi ously at the apartnment house and asked, "Are we gonna hang around and see if
the trap gets Doc Savage?"

"Hang around and have the bronze guy spot us!" snorted Fuzzy. "Don’t be naive!"

He pronounced it "navy," then | aughed over his own pun. They drove away.

A man asked, "Wat about this fell ow Johnny?"

"We' || see how bulletproof he is, as soon as Doc Savage is done for," Fuzzy said, calnmy.

Chapter 7. INDIA ALLI SON

WHEN Doc Savage approached the Parkview Hotel, morning sun had flushed the sky. A newsboy stood
in front of the place, how ing headlines.

The "newsboy" was perhaps fifty years of age. He was plunp, had gray hair and a face that did not
| ook very pinched by care. H s clothes were shabby, and he wore gl asses with enormous shell rins.
Doc Savage bought a paper. He was recogni zed.

"You're Doc Savage!" the newspaper vender exploded excitedly. "Say, what's happening to all these
batt| eshi ps?"

"I magi ne a good many people would like to know that,” Doc told him and went into the hotel.

A hallway directory gave himthe nunber of Captain Blackstone Toy’'s apartnment. A thin

| ock-pi cking probe let himinto the apartnment. He wore gl oves.

Doc nade a search of the place, found no one.

Frominside his clothing canme a tiny atom zer device with which he blew fine spray over the
doorknob. This pronptly becane crusted with a browni sh deposit.

Doc went to the picture of Lieutenant Bowen Toy. He sent a spray fromthe tiny atom zer over
parts of the picture. The brown deposit appeared again, not in a snooth film but in scattered
pat ches.

The brown deposit was sinmply oily filmleft by human hands, as acted upon by chenical reagents
fromthe atomzer. An infinitesimal oily deposit is left by the touch of al nbst any human hand.
The nature and consistency of the filmnaturally changes with time. The oil vaporizes, dries up.
The less the oily filmhad vaporized, the nore intense the brown deposit. Thus, Doc coul d judge
accurately how | ong since hands had touched an object.

In the present case, he decided that men had been in the apartnment not nore than half an hour
earlier, and had touched the picture. C ose exami nation showed that the picture had been taken down
fromthe wall. There was no dust on it, and there was never an ordi nary housekeeper who dusted
behi nd pictures regularly.

Doc did not use his bare fingers to renpve the brads hol ding the cardboard backi ng of the
picture. Brads can be poisoned. He used tiny pliers, also taken frominside his clothing.

He got the piece of porous note paper, and read it by the leaping flanes of the gas fire in the

firepl ace.
To whomit may concern:
In case of this note being read, sonmething will probably have happened. My brother, Captain

Bl ackstone Toy, will be able to give valuable information on the natter. Please burn this note and
exam ne the ashes.

LI EUT. BOVEN Toy.

Doc Savage gave close attention to the | ast sentence, the one about burning the note and

exam ning the ashes. His glance went to the fireplace, to the flames |leaping nmerrily within.

Doc strode over and touched a corner of the note to the flanes. The thing burned rapidly. It gave
of f much snoke, which curled up around Doc’s face.

The man of bronze fell to the floor and lay utterly still.

AN el ectric clock in the roomcontinued its noise of tiny machinery running. The gas log in the
fireplace hissed and its flanes sounded wi ndy.

The wi ndow came up.

"Ch!" choked a voi ce back of the wi ndow. "Ch!"

The owner of the voice came in. It was India Allison. Mrre than ever horror was in her eyes as
she flung across the floor and dropped besi de Doc Savage.

"Way did it work?" she gasped. "Wat nmade it overcone you? | thought it was harnl ess paper?"

She reached for Doc Savage, as if to shake him

Doc Savage, noving his nmetallic hands only a short distance, caught her wists.

India Allison choked. "What-—what did—

"It was harnm ess paper," Doc Savage said quietly. "You substituted it for their paper inpregnated
wi th poison chemicals."

"You knew that!" she gasped. "How?"

Doc appeared not to hear her query, and put one of his own.

"Why are you here?" he asked.

"Listen!" she said rapidly. "Wen | heard they were afraid of you, | determned to get to you the



first chance |I could and ask you for help!"

Doc got to his feet. The young wonan got up, also, and gripped one of his arnms tightly with both
her hands

"They brought that piece of note paper to ne, and | knew it was a death instrument,"” she said. "I
deci ded they were going to trap you. They woul d use such a clever nurder nethod only on some one
such as you. So | exchanged a harm ess piece of paper for the other one. Then | followed them here."
She crowded closer to the bronze man

"l clinmbed the fire escape, intending to wait until you canme," she continued. "You were here, and
just as | cane, | saw you burn the paper."

Doc Savage wal ked to the wi ndow, not because he wanted to see the w ndow, but because he wanted
to get away fromthe disturbing presence of the young wonan.

There was a fire escape outside the window. The street bel ow was beginning to fill with traffic
"What is your story?" he asked

Exquisitely beautiful India Alison brought her soft presence close again and took hold of his
arm

"I'mscared!" she said. "W are nenaced by sonething you can’t see!"

DOC SAVAGE | ooked at the hand on his arm and reflected that he had never seen a nore perfectly
shaped fem nine extrenity

"Five weeks ago, it started,” the girl said. "First it was only—boxes and things falling off

shel ves. Once, a piano upset. Chairs turned over."

She gave the nost viol ent shudder which Doc Savage had ever seen a young wonan give, hol ding onto
his armtightly as she did so

"Then Li eber Von Zidney was seized and—and hurl ed against a wall and badly bruised by

sonet hi ng—sonet hi ng he could not see!"

"It sounds rather ghostly," Doc offered

"You don’'t believe nme!" she said wearily. "I didn't expect you to! It’'s too fantastic to think
there can be a force—sonething invisible—which can seize persons and hurl them about. O which can
grab one’s car and force it off the road, which is what happened to nme at one tine."

"The navy shi ps which nmet disaster last night," Doc reminded her. "There was tal k of sonme
mysterious force, according to the newspapers."”

The girl gathered herself. "Two weeks ago, a man with a sawed-off shotgun appeared. He said he

was there to protect us against the nysterious attacks, and that we were to stay inside and inform
no one of what was happeni ng. The man refused to say who he was, why he was there, or what he was
doing. He said he was there to guard us agai nst what he called—a horrible thing."

"l see." Doc noted the exquisite texture of the skin of the slender hand on his arm

"l am Von Zidney's ghost witer," said the girl. "Von Zidney does technical articles for Anmerican
journals on foreign trade. He is an inporter of optical instrunents. He is not good with English
and | speak his native |anguage fluently, and can turn his work into English. | amalso his
secretary.”

"Continue, please." Doc was aware of some of the young woman’s exquisite curves, and of the warm
grip she was keeping on his arm

"We had never seen the man who wal ked in before," said the girl. "He sinply took up his job of
guardi ng us."

"Why?" Doc asked

"l don't know." The young worman squeezed Doc’s arm "And | don’t know why the nysterious attacks
were ained at us in the first place."

Doc Savage reached out and al nbst patted the young wonan's snall, nmarvel ously built hand, al npst
took it in his own bronze fingers. Then sone solidity of thought returned, and he drew in a breath
and stepped away, so that the shapely hand slipped fromhis sleeve

"Know anyt hi ng el se?" he asked, his voice vaguely stirred

"No." The young wonan gave the bronze man a gl ance which was nothing if not disturbing

"Does Lieber Von Zidney know what it is all about?" Doc persisted

"Not that he had told ne," India Allison said, and | ooked as if she m ght get disturbingly close
agai n.

"Let's talk to him" Doc said hastily, and noved toward the door

The newsboy selling the newspapers with the story of the five nysterious naval disasters of the
ni ght was doing a big business in front of the Parkview |f he saw Doc Savage, he gave no sign, and
yet he coul d have hardly hel ped seeing the bronze man and his enchanting fem ni ne conmpani on enter
the car at the curb

Doc Savage stopped his convertible coupé just before it cane in sight of the big, blocky house of
Li eber Von Zidney. He | ooked at a near-by clunp by bushes

"Monk!" he called

The bushes stirred, and India Allison—she had hold of Doc’s arm again—emtted a soft, startled
sound whi ch woul d have been an outcry had Doc not hastily placed a hand over her soft I|ips.

A man had conme out of the brush. He | ooked |ike exactly the kind of man one shoul d expect to cone



out of brush. He would weigh in excess of two hundred and fifty pounds. Hi s arns were preceptibly
| onger than his |egs.

He had a titanic chest and no hips to speak of, and his nouth was big beyond all sense; his eyes
were snall and alnost lost in pits of gristle, and he was covered wi th coarse, reddish hairs which
| ooked as if they mght be clipped off, straightened out and used by a carpenter for finishing
nails.

Doc Savage said, "This is one of ny five aids, the world-renowned chem st, Lieutenant Col onel
Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair."

Li eut enant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair gave the pretty young lady a big grin with a face that
was so honely it was, alnost unbelievably, pleasant.

"Themthat ain't afraid to, calls me Munk, mss," he said, in a very small voi ce which sounded as
if it belonged to a juvenile.

"I"'mnot afraid of you," smled India Allison, and extended a hand.

"MONK" made his grin even bigger. Mnk was sonething of a connoisseur where fem nine pul chritude
was concerned, and he obviously rated this young wonan hi gh.

Doc asked, "Monk, has anything happened?"

"Nope," Monk said, in his snall voice. "Lieber Von Zidney and that other guy with the shotgun are
still around. Von Zidney is in the house. The other guy is nmowing the lawn."

"The man with the shotgun is one of the gang, left there to watch us," said the girl. "I nanaged
to give himthe slip." Then India A lison gave Monk a sweetly angelic smle, and put her hand
lightly on Doc Savage's sl eeve.

"Now | see how you knew about ny swi tching a harnl ess piece of paper for the deadly one!" she
said. "But how did you happen to be watchi ng?"

Monk gl anced at Doc. "All right to tell her?"

"No harm" Doc said.

"W’ ve known Doc was being watched several days," Mnk explained. "Doc had three nen watching the
bal | oon. The other two of us were posted downstairs. The last two was nyself and a guy who don't
count, naned Ham Anyway, we trailed that guy Fuzzy. W’ ve been on his trail all the tine."

"Ch!" said India Allison admringly.

Doc said, "W will talk to Von Zidney."

"But what about the guard?" the girl asked anxiously.

"We can sort of collaborate on him" Mnk suggest ed.

They advanced—and were al nost i nmedi ately passed by a newsboy. He was a gray-haired newsboy, well
fed, with an unlined face.

"Paper?" he called. "Read all about the nysterious naval disasters."

Doc Savage stood | ooking after the departing newshoy.

"What’'s wong?" Mnk asked.

"That newsboy was in front of the Parkview Hotel!" Doc said.
The newsboy wal ked around a corner out of sight.
"He's kinda old to be hawki ng newspapers!" Mnk grunted. "1'll go round himup."

Monk went around the corner where the elderly newsboy had vani shed, and was out of sight three or
four mnutes. He came back with enpty hands and a puzzl ed | ook.

"Gone!" Monk grunted. "Funny, huh?"

Monk now whi stl ed softly. There was a stir in the bushes near by, and an aninal of remarkable
appearance came out of the shrubbery and across the sidewal k. It had el ephantine ears, |egs of great
length, and a snout built for inquiry into renpbte places. A pig.

"Habeas Corpus—y pal," Mnk explained, indicating the pig.

Doc said, "W had better see Von Zidney without delay. First, we will have to take care of the
guard. "

THE guard had a straw hat pulled over his |ong nose, and had donned overalls and canvas sneakers,
together with the | ook which a man who doesn’t |ike work wears when he has to work. He was pushing a
|l awn nower to which was attached a basket to catch the grass.

The basket held the man’s sawed-of f shotgun, where he could fall upon it without del ay.

The man stopped pushing his nowi ng nachi ne when Monk appeared fromthe direction of the street.
Monk carried his own coat rolled under his arm

"Cotta de old clothes to sell, neester?" asked Mnk, alnost unintelligibly.

"Get the hell offn this place!l" yelled the grass nower.

Monk, wearing a big idiotic grin at which he was particularly adept, anbled closer.

"De Engl ees ne no savvy nucha," he said. "She no spik wit’ nme so good neither. Me, | am buying
with ol clothes you got? Savvy? Me ol’ clothes feller. Me buy—

But by this time Doc Savage had come out of the |awn shrubbery with the silence of a ghost and
had put his trained, corded bronze hands upon the nan at the now ng nachi ne.

The man never nade a sound | oud enough to frighten birds out of the near-by bushes before he
becane sensel ess froma peculiar pressure which Doc Savage exerted on his spinal nerve centers.



"That," Monk told India Allison, "is what ne and Doc call collaboration."

"l think you re wonderful!" the young woman murnured, and Monk beaned |ike a cat that had
di scovered creamin his whiskers.

"Stay here," Doc said, "and watch the prisoner."

"Sure," Monk agreed, grinning at India Alison.

Doc wal ked toward the house. India Allison stayed behind.

MONK shook the prisoner, got no response, and thus assured that the fell ow was sensel ess, gave
his attention to the young wonan.

India Allison was | ooking Monk over, apparently with approval. She smled radiantly.

"You're terribly strong, aren’t you?" she asked.

They were not meki ng nodest men the day Monk was created.

"Sure, I"'mstrong," he grinned. "Did you ever see these circus strong nmen take horseshoes and
strai ghten them out ?"

"Ch!" gasped India Allison. "Can you do that?"

"l invented the trick," Mnk said.

India Allison pointed at the house. "Look! Isn't that sonething noving?"

Monk | ooked. "I don't see—

He did not finish, for the sinple reason that a good slice of the earth seemed to nmake sudden
contact with the back of his head.

The intense bl ackness of unconsci ousness envel oped himas he fell, and he was trying, trying to
call out for Doc Savage, and failing. He wanted to tell Doc never to trust any woman, that this
young fenmale, with her sweet face and her nice way of looking so flatteringly at a man, had hit him
over the head.

He did not feel the shock as he hit the |awn.

DOC SAVAGE reached the house, listened, and heard nothing to indicate a human presence. He went
into the big ugliness of the house and wal ked in gl oony silence, |ooking for sone sign of life, and
determ ning before long that there was none.

He used his atomizer. Brown deposit was brought out darkly by the reagent on a side door,
indicating the presence of a hand not nore than five mnutes previously. Doc Savage passed through
t he door and studied the ground.

Doc Savage did unusual things and was obviously a uni que personage, but in truth he was much nore
remar kabl e an individual than any one suspected. Hi s senses; his faculties, were devel oped to an
al nost superhuman degree, thanks to a full two hours of exercises which he had taken each day since
chi | dhood.

Doc had |l earned trailing and tracking fromsone of the world s nasters, and it was not difficult
for himto see that one man had cone to the side door of the house, and two had gone away. Doc
followed the trail of the two. A bent blade of grass, one anmpbng hundreds, disturbed dust on the

| eaves of bushes, dew drops spattered and sneared, showed himthe way.

The two nen had gotten into a car on a side Street. A fresh drop or two of oil fromthe car was

on the paving.

Near by, in a clunp of bushes, Doc found hidden a |unp of newspapers, all very late editions.

They were, Doc recalled, the same editions which the elderly "newsboy" had been selling—the
"newsboy" who had appeared at the Parkview, then here.

Doc wal ked toward where he had | eft Monk.

Five minutes later, he was conpleting a search which convinced him Mnk and the girl, India

Al lison, were gone. He had found the spot where Monk had fallen when struck down; Monk’s apish franme
had nashed down the grass perceptibly.

Doc went to his car and switched on the radio, adjusting the wave band to the short wave which he
and his men used for intercommunication.

"Ham " he called into the transm tter m crophone.

"Ham " was Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks, the remaining nmenber of Doc Savage' s group

of five aids. Hamwas al so the pride of Harvard | aw school alumi and was frequently nomni nated by
magazi nes of fashion as the best-dressed man in the United States.

"Ham " Doc called, a rap of inperativeness in his trained voice.

Ham had been assigned the task of keeping track of Fuzzy and his gang. Doc had directed Hamto
keep in touch by radio at every opportunity.

"Ham " Doc call ed agai n.

There was no response, nothing to show how Ham was meking out with his job of shadow ng snaky,
hairy Fuzzy and Shade and the rest of the gang which had gaunt Johnny a prisoner.

Chapter 8. THE DEATH PATROL

LONG bony, big-worded Johnny was seeking to extract some vague bit of information fromhis
captors.

"This dilemma presents a |abyrinthine physiognony," he murmured. "Truly a cosnorama infinitely—



"Whew! " muttered Shade, fromthe driver’s conpartnent. "Have hi mspeak English!"

"Shut up!" directed Fuzzy. "W' || soon be hone."

Shortly after this, Shade drove the bread truck up the neat driveway edged by green shrubbery to
the trimbungal ow with the verdant shutters and tile roof the color of blood. No one got out until
the car was in the attached garage.

They all unloaded. It was a bit gloony in the garage.

Fuzzy selected a man with a finger and directed, "Usel ess, you go out and ki nda gander around the
place, just in case. | ain't got no reason to think anything is wong, but it never hurts to be
careful —as the rooster said after he flewinto the thorn tree."

The desi gnated nman went out.

Fuzzy led the others inside. He was in an expansive good hunor.

"Doc Savage will find that note and burn it," he said. "That' Il be his end!"

"I"d watch that dame, India Allison, if | were you," a man said.

"She’s doing what she’'s told," said Fuzzy. "Don’t worry about her." Fuzzy then directed a man to
make sonme coffee in the kitchen, after which he decided he’'d get a | ate newspaper. He wal ked out to
the street.

The newspaper boy who was fifty years old was still there, and Fuzzy bought a paper and made sone
comrents as he read it.
"The whol e dang navy is what a prissy guy would call ‘in a dither,’”" he said. "Boy—are they

bal | ed up and wondering what’'s com ng next!"

In the house, Fuzzy | aughed al oud, then stopped and | ooked suddenly sober.

"Wonder what they’' |l say when Captain Bl ackstone Toy's dawn patrol of naval airplanes is
destroyed this norning?"

He seened about to elaborate on this, but there was a shout from outside. The nan designated as
"Usel ess,"” who had been sent to | ook the grounds over, cane slamm ng back inside.

"Shade!" he bawl ed. "Shade! Sonething s got Shade!"

The man who had driven the truck was in the room He | ooked bew | dered.

"If anything’s got nme, it's the first time | knew of it!" he snapped.

Usel ess stabbed an armat him "This guy ain't Shade! | found Shade stuck with a sword cane that
was |ying beside ‘im and there was dope of sone kind on the sword cane’s point! The sword cane only
stuck ‘imin the arm but it made ‘im sensel ess!"

FOR a matter of ten seconds or so, there was conparative silence.

Sonebody becanme choked and gave a |l oud cough. It was as if he had fired a starting gun.
Shade—the fake one—whi pped for the nearest w ndow. Sone one skidded a chair in his path. He went
down, rolled as he fell, hands tearing at his coat.

He brought froman arnpit a gun like a huge automatic pistol with a drum nmagazi ne. Sone one hit
himw th another chair. He yelled loudly and his black hat with the yanked-down bri mwas knocked
off. He lost his queer gun.

Johnny | ooked at the enbattled fake Shade and recogni zed him

"Ham " Johnny howl ed. "I’'ll be superanal ganated! Ham"

Johnny pronptly becane a bundle of flailing arns and | egs. Two nen had kept always close to him
but these had their attention distracted at the nmonent. Johnny knocked them both down.

Fuzzy began junping up and down |ike a man having a fit.

"Hamis one of Doc Savage's nen!" he squawl ed. "Ham put Shade out with a sword cane he carried
and took Shade’'s place and none of us noticed it!"

Johnny ki cked Fuzzy in the stomach. A gun went off. Hamwas striking the faces of two nmen and
trying to kick a third in the mdriff.

Anot her gun went off. Chairs were flying. A table cane flying across the room and Johnny dodged
it.

Fuzzy got his breath and squawked, "Get ‘em Kill ‘em |f they get away, the boss’I| skin us
alivel"

The uproar grew | ouder, the action nore dizzy. Men were all over the floor. Other nmen cane
running in.

Johnny and Ham out nunbered, were seized and hel d hel pl ess.

FUZZY and his nen did nothing but pant for a few nonents.

"Tal k about—a nerry-go-round!" one gul ped. "These two birds are the ponies’ necks!"

"You oughta be thankful +hey wasn’t Doc Savage hinsel f!" another puffed.

Ham-er st whi | e Shade—said loudly and inpressively. "You nmen are trapped! Throw your weapons down,
give yourselves up and it will go easier with you!"

"Kick his face in!" Fuzzy directed. "He's bluffing!"

Ham was soundly drubbed while they held him Ham had a high forehead, piercing eyes, and a | arge
orator’s nouth. The piercing eyes were blacked and the orator’s nmouth was split in three places.
During this excitenent, bony Johnny lay flat on his back, his hands behind himand under him
with two nen seated on his chest. He withed about in a peculiar fashion.



Johnny asked suddenly and loudly, "Did | hear sonething said about disaster nmenaci ng a squadron
of planes under the command of Captain Bl ackstone Toy?"

"Kick his face in!" Fuzzy yelled, pointing at Johnny.

In the mdst of the drubbing being given to Johnny, hairy Fuzzy heard sonmething. H's serpentine
aspect was enhanced, now that he was excited. He made a wild series of hissing noises, and finally
got silence.

"Sonebody conin’!" he croaked. "This bird Ham outfoxed us and has probably been keepi ng Doc
Savage posted! This nust be Doc Savage comin'!"

An aut onpbil e npaned up and slid to a stop in the driveway, tires squealing. Fuzzy and his nen
put their guns and their heads out of w ndows and exam ned the car.

The car held the man who had been watchman at Lieber Von Zidney's residence. Also in the car was

Li eber Von Zidney hinself, the sweet looking girl, India Allison, and a prisoner.
The prisoner was apeli ke Mnk.
"Well, | hope to be buried at sea!" Fuzzy gul ped. "Mnk! Say, we’'ve got three of Doc Savage’'s

men! Not a bad score!"

Then Fuzzy nmust have thought of sonething. He nade a series of hissing noises in his wild haste
to speak.

"This place is dangerous!" he squawl ed. "This bird Ham has outfoxed us and has probably been
keepi ng Doc Savage posted! Savage may have the place surrounded now Come on! We'll blow"

They charged out, hauling their prisoners, and got into their cars and drove wildly out of the
grounds, their guns ready. They were agreeably surprised when nothing happened to deter their
flight.

"What ' re we gonna do?" a man asked Fuzzy.

"Contact the chief," Fuzzy growed, "then lie low until Captain Blackstone Toy's flight of planes
is taken care of."

"But what about Doc Savage?"

"He' Il never catch up with us now"

Chapter 9. DOOVED FLI GHT
DOC SAVAGE approached the white bungal ow with the green shutters unobtrusively in his convertible

roadster. The radio transmitter and receiver in the machine was turned on, and Renny’'s bull-1like
voi ce was comi ng out of the receiver speaker.
"We'll be with you in a mnute, Doc," Renny was sayi ng.

Doc parked and waited a bit, eyes roving, then got out and crossed the | andscaped grounds. He
wal ked slowly, and there was nothing in his manner to show that he was nore than ordinarily alert.
He wore gloves. He came to the door, opened it and went in. His sensitive ears and remarkably
trained nostrils had told himthere was no one in the house.

The bronze man went over the roomrapidly, then went to other roons.

A car drove up outside and a voice called, "Doc!"

It was Renny’'s thunping tone, and a nonent |ater, Renny cane in behind the ready snout of a
supermachine pistol. He was trailed by Long Tom who |ooked infinitely nmore unhealthy by daylight
than he had at night.

"Holy cow " Renny said, |ooking around. "Who |ives here?"

Long Tom grunted, "I thought Monk and Ham woul d be around!"

Then both of them began gl ancing over their shoul ders.

Doc saw the gl ances.

"Qut with it," he directed.

Renny opened and shut a pair of hands | arge enough to crack cocoanuts.

"It’s—ell, we knowit’'s too dangerous to have anybody—

A voice interrupted fromoutside, "Wuere is everybody? Look what | found!"

Pat, gol den eyes alight, every slender inch of her alive and vibrant and on the trail of
excitement, cane in. She saw Doc Savage and stopped.

"Ch!" she said. "The big bronze day of reckoning again!"

Renny jabbed a hand at Pat. "That’'s it!" he said.

| f Doc Savage heard, he gave no sign.

PAT SAVAGE said again, "Look what | found!" and snapped her fingers, as if she were calling a

dog.

An ani mal waddled into view. It was a remarkable aninmal in appearance. |If the m ssing apish

chem st, Mnk, had been subjected to a reducing process, and shrunk to the height of his own knees,
he woul d have | ooked remarkably |ike the ani mal which now waddl ed into their presence.

"Chemi stry!" Long Tom expl oded. "Hanmis pet what-is-it!"

"I found Chenmistry tied to a bush out where nobody could be expected to find him" Pat expl ai ned.
"Where' s Han?" big-fisted Renny demanded. "He probably tied his pet to the bush while he played
the part of Shade. But where is he now?"

Doc Savage said nothing. He seened to have lost interest in the conversation, and was noving



toward the door. He went to the car and cane back shortly with a device which mght be m staken for
a smal | ol d-fashi oned magic | antern.

"Pul |l the shades," he requested.

The shades were pulled. It becane gloony in the house. Doc Savage pressed a button on the side of
the lanternlike device which he carried. Nothing visible happened.

Doc Savage turned the ultra-violet lantern on the floor. Nothing happened in that room But in
the room where Johnny had lain on the floor and squirned, witing sprang out in an unearthly
fluorescent series of |ines.

"That’s the hen tracks Johnny calls handwiting,"” Long Tom of f ered.

It read:

Sonme danger nenacing pl ane squadron of Captain Blackstone Toy. Hurry on this. They’'ve got both ne
and Ham

"Doc!" Renny roared. "Do you know what airport this Captain Bl ackstone Toy flies fron? Have you

| ooked it up?"

"Yes," Doc said.

"Well, hadn’t we better—

"W had," Doc said.

CAPTAI N BLACKSTONE TOY was a navy man, and he was assigned to a training school tenporarily
establ i shed near New York City. It was the purpose of the school to train flyers for the highly
exacting business of landing on the restricted decks of aircraft carriers, to teach them about
catapults, and to give their aérobatics and formation flying a final polish.

The airport was a large civilian one built during the boom days, and now under |ease to the navy.

I't was approached by a fine concrete road.

Doc Savage's car rolled along the road toward the airport.

Pat said for the fourteenth tine, "Now | ook, Doc, where’'s your chivalry?"

Doc Savage continued a conpl ete silence.

He stopped the car when the sentry challenged themat the gate.

Pat said, "Doc, your own cousin! You wouldn't deny her a little innocent excitenment?"

Doc Savage said, "Renny, keep her out of ny sight or sone one’'s health nay suffer.”

Renny escorted Pat to the rear, |ooking very gloony, as he did when he was tickled at something.
Doc Savage talked to the sentry at the gate. It seens to be a rule that nmilitary establishnents
must have a sentry at the gate, although there may not even be a fence around the rest of the place.
Reaching into a hip pocket, Doc produced a black case which held, anpbng other things, a docunent
given himby the U S. navy as a gesture of appreciation for presenting the United States governnment
with a device which would guide a torpedo to any ship afloat within an area of mles, a contrivance
that enabl ed submarines to | aunch torpedoes that would hit eneny ships w thout even being ained at
them The docunent would do a great many things besides get Doc past a navy sentry.

Five minutes later, Doc was talking to the conmandant, who was in a dressing robe, rubbing his

eyes, it still being early in the norning.
"l wish to speak with Captain Bl ackstone Toy," Doc said.
"He is in the air nowwth the dawn patrol," the commandant expl ai ned.

"Radi o Captain Blackstone Toy to return i medi ately and exerci se every possi bl e precaution

agai nst danger in any form" Doc directed.

The commandant | ooked startled, then glanced at the docunment which Doc had shown the sentry.
"Yes, sir!" he said.

He gave the necessary orders.

A sailor came in with a paper. The commanding officer read it.

"Incredible!" he muttered. "Look here, Savage, are you working on this infernal nystery of what

i s happening to our navy?"

"You nmean the matter of five destroyers, the aircraft carrier, and the supply ship?" Doc queried.
"That’'s not all!" the commander yell ed.

"No?"

The commander groaned, "Mrre than ten different accidents, all of an utterly nysterious nature,
occurred last night! In each case, there was unbelievable talk about a nmysterious force or sonething
causi ng the accidents!"

A sailor came to the door and said, "Captain Blackstone Toy's squad of planes is in sight, sir!"

MODERN fi ghting ships of the United States navy, the breathtakingly speedy little jobs which
operate fromplane carriers, are probably the equal of any fighting craft in the world. Captain

Bl ackst one Toy's dawn patrol had six of them They flewin close formation.

Naval air conbat strategists having sonewhat abandoned the idea that the fastest fighting planes
can be built if only one man is carried, these ships each carried two nmen, both trained pilots and
observers. Each plane was fitted with six nachine guns, a rack for bonbs, and the latest thing in
aérial caneras.

"Nice crates, what?" remarked the commandant of the air base.



The airport was situated near the sea. The water at this point was deep and always in notion, due
to a strong tidal current

Wnd direction required that Captain Toy lead his flight in a swing out over the sea to cone in
properly upon the runways

They were hardly over the sea when sonething happened. The forenost plane suddenly put its nose
down and headed straight for the sea! The others did |ikew se

The pilots, it could be seen, were doing everything they could to resist! The ships began to

spin. One actually leveled out for a short distance, but alnost inmrediately went into another fall
Crash-boat sirens began how ing. Doc Savage and his aids nmanaged to spring aboard one of the

crash boats. They crouched in the encl osed cockpit, amd first-aid equi pment and punps for renoving
water fromthe |lungs of drowning aviators, as the boat darted away fromthe wharf

Captai n Bl ackstone Toy's plane had been first to start down. It was first to crash. Yet, with

what appeared to be marvel ous skill, Captain Toy fought it |evel just above the surface, so that it
hit on the fusel age, glanced, hit again, and turned over

An instant later, the other planes were down. They hit hard enough to vani sh beneath the surface

al nost at once. Only two renmined on top. They pronptly burst into flanmes

Captain Toy's ship was one of those that burst into flame. It sank quickly and Captain Toy was
carried down, still in the cockpit

Doc Savage, when the crash boat was near enough, dived after Toy’'s sinking plane

TH S water was bitterly cold. It was full of tiny whirls and rushing up-and-down currents, for
this was a tide rip so vigorous that it was avoi ded even by yachtsnen sailing this part of the
coast .

The noving water tugged at the bronze man, purmmeled him He had to swmviolently to reach the

si nki ng pl ane

The sinking craft was deep now. The streamined fusel age offered few handhol ds. Doc reached the
observer’'s cockpit. It was enpty. He haul ed hinmself forward.

The other cockpit was occupi ed. The slide hatch had jammed in sonme fashion, and the pit’'s
occupant had been unable to break out. Doc tore at the hatch

The plane was sinking fast. It was down so deep now that there was darkness all around. The
pressure had becone terrific. Doc’s wenching got the hatch | oose at one corner. The efforts of the
man in the cockpit hel ped

The flyer was about exhausted, probably nore than half drowned. In addition, terror seized him
and he grabbed frantically at Doc Savage, as drowni ng nen, however strong their will power, wll.
Doc held himoff without nuch difficulty, the bronze man’s devel oped strength naking it
unnecessary to resort to the usual expedient of knocking the man sensel ess

"You' ve saved Captain Bl ackstone Toy!" an ensign yelled as Doc and the other nman were haul ed
aboard a minute |ater.

"Better get himunder a pul notor," Doc advised. "He took in quite a bit of water."

The crash boat was busy for the next few mnutes. All the planes had sunk by now. Some aviators
were swi nm ng. One of these drowned before he could be saved. It was necessary to dive for two nore
One nman was noani ng as they haul ed himout of the water

"Sonet hing seened to grab ny plane—to pull it down!" he gasped hysterically.

HALF an hour later, Captain Blackstone Toy was able to talk. He addressed his first words to Doc
Savage

"There is no question but that you saved ny lifel" he said earnestly. "I hope that | shall never
be so ungrateful as to forget that, and | hope that ny chance shall cone to repay you in whatever
measure | can.”

Pat, in the background, murnmured, "A right nice speech, | call that."

Doc Savage asked, "What happened, Toy?"

Captain Bl ackstone Toy becane very still on the cot on which he lay. He bit his lips doubtfully.

"In the face of being called a liar, | will say that sonething unseen sinply seened to grab the
plane," he said finally. "I fought the controls. It was no use. | put forth ny nost Hercul ean effort
just before we struck the water, but although the ship cane level, | do not think I could have held
it so."

"What, exactly happened to the plane?" Doc persisted

"Sone force seenmed to seize it!" said Captain Bl ackstone Toy

Anot her man offered, "It is exactly such statenents that the other disaster survivors make!"
There was silence in the hangar where the nen were gathered

"What ' s happening to the navy?"

a man asked hoarsely.

"What cha nean?" anot her grunted

"These disasters!"”

the man said slowy. "Wat is wecking these ships?"

Doc Savage studied Captain Bl ackstone Toy, then asked, "What do you know about this affair?"



Captain Toy pondered, then said, "Nothing."
"I"d like to speak to this man alone," Doc announced

Chapter 10. ZEPHYR

THERE was sone hesitation, for Doc wore no insignia to show the navy men why any order he gave
shoul d be obeyed. The conmmandant, however, issued a sharp comand, and a nonent |ater, Doc was al one
with Captain Bl ackstone Toy. Even Pat was escorted, indignant, outside

Captai n Toy was watchi ng Doc Savage. He seened to read sonething in the bronze man’'s manner

"What’s wong?" Captain Toy demanded. After a minute, he added, "I can take it!"
"Your brother," Doc Savage said, "is dead."
Captain Toy wet his lips. "I knewit. | got the news last night."

"Before he died, he sent a nessage to ne, asking to get sonething frombehind his picture in your
apartnment,"” Doc Savage added

Captai n Bl ackstone Toy got off the cot. He collapsed al nost i mediately, holding his head in his
hands

"I knew of the stuff behind the picture," he nmunbled. "Didn't you get it?"

"No. "

Toy absently picked at his insignia of captain in the navy.

"It was a typewitten account of what ny brother, Bowen Toy, had overheard, or thought he had
overheard," he said. "Wuld you care to hear about it?"

"CGo ahead," Doc directed

"My brother was visiting me at this naval airport,” said Captain Bl ackstone Toy. "He chanced to
over hear sonething which led himto believe there was a pl ot underfoot against the navy."

"Just whom did he overhear?" Doc Savage asked

"It was two ness stewards, little fellows who | ook |ike foreigners, that Bowen overheard

tal king," said Blackstone Toy. "One steward said: "The preparati ons have been in the nmaking for
years. Now everything is ready. W will wi pe out the American navy before we can be stopped. Then
our nation will attack.'"

Captain Toy paused as if probing in his nmenory for further details

"My brother heard the other steward answer, ‘Qur warships are already off the United States coast
ready for the attack.’ The steward had a newspaper when he said that. We did not get a glinpse of
t he newspaper, so we do not know what foreign navy was neant."

Doc Savage directed, "Show ne the stewards who were overheard talking!"

Captai n Bl ackstone Toy nade a hel pl ess gesture

"They deserted the next day," he said. "They nust have | earned ny brother and | suspected them"
Doc Savage said quietly, "This is not very rmuch information."

"I knowit’'s not," said Toy. "And |'msorry. | think my brother knew, or had overheard, other
things after the incident here at the flying field. Unfortunately, | do not know what he did

over hear."

Captain Bl ackstone Toy was a sturdily built man with lots of chest and jaw, which m ght or m ght
not nean anything with regard to character. He wore a military uniform and all military uniforns
I ook rather much alike. Hs hair was curly, |ooked as if he used a good grade of hair oil on it. He
had eyes which | ooked sonewhat as if they were cast out of file steel

The pause was broken when Doc Savage got up suddenly. He had been standing where his gaze coul d
range through the small side door of the hangar, and sweep a |ine of bushes which paralleled the
flying-field edge at sone distance

Skul king in the bushes was the el derly newsboy who had haunted the scenes of action thus far

DOC SAVAGE barely glinpsed the fellow. The bronze nman nmade no nove to show that he was
particularly interested. Instead, he strolled to the big outer hangar door, humm ng under his
breat h.

The humm ng becane | ouder, and turned into words of sone exotic, guttural song in a foreign

| anguage

The song was not unnusical, and the interesting quality of it was enhanced by the power and depth
of the bronze man’s voice. Then he stopped singing, the song having apparently |lost interest, and
went back into the hangar

"There is nothing nore that you can tell me?" he asked Captain Bl ackstone Toy.

"l have been racking ny brain," said Captain Toy. "There is nothing. And |'mterribly sorry."

He paused and rubbed the pal ms of his hands on his khaki-breeched thighs, then put out his

prom nent- jaw.

"Look here, Savage! Sone kind of devilish organization of spies or sabotage agents froma foreign
power has apparently killed ny brother! | will do anything in ny power to secure vengeance! My
of fer my services? May | take your orders until the devils are brought to justice?"

Captain Toy | ooked grimy determned as he waited for Doc’s verdict. There was also a plea in his
eyes.

"Hel p is sonething no one ever has too nmuch of," Doc Savage said quietly.



Wi ch statement woul d have surprised Renny, Long Tom Pat and the others who knew Doc Savage
wel |, for the unusual bronze nan was noted for his |one-wolf nanner of doing things. Doc rarely
accepted aid fromany one outside his circle of acquaintances.

"Then | can work with you?" Toy denmanded.

"Yes."

Then Doc Savage seenmed to be waiting for sonething to happen outside—as in truth he was.

PATRI CTA SAVAGE, wal ki ng briskly on high heels and | ooking pleased with herself, cane up to

bi g-fisted Renny and invalidish-1ooking Long Tom

"Didn't you hear the orders Doc gave you a minute ago?" she denanded.

"Huh?" grunted pale Long Tom

"Holy cowl " said Renny. "No! Wat'd Doc say?"

"He gave you orders," Pat said. "He came to the door of the hangar and sang themin Mayan, that

| anguage that only Doc and the rest of our gang speaks. You know, the one you all |earned when you
had that fantastic affair in the Valley of the Vanished in Central Anmerica."

"What were the orders?" Renny thunped.

Pat smiled sweetly. "Boys, you should have been cl ose enough to hear the orders when Doc gave
them O course, Doc is too swell a guy to raise Cain, but you'll feel bad about it, won't you?"
"Cone on!" Renny grow ed. "What’'d Doc want? Qut with it!"

Pat’s smle grew nore sugary. "Look, you two boys be nice and hel p persuade Doc to |l et nme have a
part in this excitenent, and |I'Il tell you."

"Chiseler!”

"Bl ackmai l er!"

"No hel pee, no tellee."

Long Tom and Renny tried to scow her down, but had no | uck.

"All right," they agreed.

"Doc sang in Mayan that there was an elderly man skulking in the bushes near the road," Pat
explained swiftly. "The old fellow has been playing the part of a newsboy, and has appeared often
enough so that his actions are suspicious. Doc wants us to get on the other side of the bushes, and
grab the old fell ow when he’'s frightened toward us."

"Cone on!" Renny roared.

They took up their positions, not so hastily as to attract suspicion, being careful to keep out
of sight of the bushes in which lurked the elderly newsboy.

They had hardly gotten thensel ves stationed when Doc Savage cane out of the hangar. He was

runni ng—strai ght toward the bushes.

"Stop that ol d newsboy!" Doc yell ed.

Naturally, the elderly news vender was frightened into flight. He popped out of the bushes, head
cocked over one shoul der—and ran straight into Renny’s big hands.

What happened next was sonething that Renny put into his autobiography.

THE ol d newsboy calmy put two fingers in both of Renny’s ears. An ordinary man coul d never have
done that successfully. But this old fellow was no ordinary man. He was as fast as |ightning.
Renny squawked. The ol d man ki cked. A thunderbolt seened to strike Renny in the mdriff. Funny
lights and things got in his eyeballs, along with pain.

The ol d man jerked away. Renny clutched nadly, got hold of a coat. The old man jerked, slipped
out of his coat.

Renny got a terrific smash on the head. It nust have been a fist, but he had never felt a harder
fist. And Renny's experience with fists was not exactly limted. He went down. He was dazed. Ringing
filled his head.

Through the ringing, he heard smacks and pops and grunts and hisses and frantic scuffing of feet.
Once, Pat said, "Wy, he's no gentleman! He'Il hit a lady!"

There was nore noi se, then the racket abruptly ceased.

Renny rolled over on his face, got sone of the ringing out of his head, and tried to see. The
gougi ng fingers had practically blinded himfor the nonent.

"I"mglad you could hold him" he said dizzily.

"Hold him" Long Tom yell ed.

"Yes," echoed Pat weakly. "Wo held hinP"

Renny recovered sone vision, |ooked about and nmade a di scovery which conpletely punctured the
poor balloon that remained of his vanity.

The ol d newsboy was gone.

A car’'s notor started in the distance. It went away with great rapidity.

"That’s him" Pat enlightened. "Gone!"

Doc Savage cane running up. The bronze man had been so far away, that it had been inpossible for
himto take a hand in the fight. He | ooked at them

He said nothing. His netallic features did not show the slightest enmption; no accusation, no
wrath, no criticism



Pat said gloomly, "I know some people that | w sh would raise old Jake when they' re nad."
She squinted at Doc.

"Or maybe you’'re not human enough to get mad?" she asked.

Renny said, "You better quit deviling Doc, or you won't have no posterity."

DOC SAVAGE went over and took fromthe dazed Renny’s hands the coat which the big-fisted engineer
had managed to shuck off the superannuated newsboy.

"He was wearing this?" the bronze man asked.

"Yeah," Renny admtted.

Doc Savage went through the pockets of the dark-gray coat, which was neatly pressed. He brought

out a package of gum a candy bar, a nickel, one penny, and a telegram He went through the rest of
the pockets and found nothing el se.

"That tel egram had better furnish us with sonething!" Renny thunped.

Doc opened the telegram It was nade up of gummed paper teletype strips pasted on a blank, and
read:

LI EBER VON ZI DNEY

DAWN GARDENS

JANVAI CA LONG | SLAND

Al RSHI P ZEPHYR |'S MAKI NG A FLI GHT TH S AFTERNOON FROM LAKEHURST STOP EVERYTH NG ARRANGED W TH
REGARDS TO HER

I NDI A

Startl ed excl amations cane from Doc Savage's aids.

"The Zephyr is the navy’'s new Zeppelin type airship!" expl oded Renny.

"lsn’t Lieber Von Zidney the guy who owns the white bungal ow with the green shutters—the place
wher e Ham was sei zed?" Long Tom grunt ed.

"And a girl named India Allison claimed to be his secretary,
good- | ooki ng, Doc?"

Doc Savage gave an excellent imtation of a deaf man. After a bit, he tapped the tel egram and
said, "The fact that the dirigible Zephyr is taking a flight to-day—

An orderly in a neat uniformtrotted up and interrupted, "M. Cark Savage, Jr.?"

"Right," Doc admitted.

"The secretary of the navy has requested your imedi ate presence," said the orderly. He clicked
off a salute. "I am asked to advi se whether you can grant the request for an interview"

Doc Savage said, "The answer is ‘yes.’"

Pat said dryly. "Was she

Chapter 11. SOVETH NG TO SELL

THE i ncunbent secretary of the United States navy was a not-too-fat well-dressed man, with about

the proper anmount of gray hair for his years. He had a nice manner, a nellow voice and a way of
getting what he wanted done wi thout insulting any one or leaving themw th the idea that he had been
gypped. He was a swell fellow by reputation.

He sat at the head of the table.

The men who sat around the table were, to all intents and purposes, the United States navy and a
good part of the United States governnment. There were senators and congressnmen present, nmenbers of a
naval appropriations conmittee.

Doc Savage, escorted in by a page, recognized themall and bowed slightly. He did not snmile or

gl ad- hand any one, but yet he managed to convey a feeling of good fell owship. He seemed to enmnate a
conpl etely |ikeable personality, w thout naking any undue effort to do so.

After prelimnary introductions, the secretary of the navy took the floor. He addressed his words
directly to Doc Savage.

"We are calling you here, Savage, to nake a request," he said. "It is an unusual one. This letter
will explainit."
He handed over a letter. It was typewitten, all in capital letters.

SECRETARY OF U. S. NAVY:

LAST N GHT, NUMERCUS DI SASTERS BEFELL SHI PS OF YOUR NAVY. WHAT CAUSED THESE DI SASTERS IS A
MYSTERY TO YOU.

THESE DI SASTERS W LL CONTINUE. THEY WLL AFFECT CRAFT OF THE U. S. NAVY IN THE AIR AND ON THE
SEA.

THEY WLL CONTINUE UNTIL A CERTAIN FOREI GN PONER FEELS I T IS SAFE TO ATTACK THE UNI TED STATES.
THE BEST EFFORTS OF YOUR | NTELLI GENCE OFFI CERS AND ALL YOUR PRECAUTI ONS W LL NOT STOP THE

DI SASTERS. ONLY ONE LI VI NG VAN KNOWS HOW TO STOP THEM

THE DI SASTERS ARE CAUSED BY AN | NFERNAL MACHI NE.

I'T THROAS QUT AN I NVI SI BLE FI ELD OF A PECULI AR NATURE, AND NOTHI NG ON THE SEA, UNDER IT, OR IN
THE AIR, CAN RESI ST.

I AM THE | NVENTOR OF A MACHI NE WHI CH GENERATES A FI ELD OF FORCE NULLI FYING THE ONE WHICH | S
CAUSI NG ALL THE DAMAGE.

I WLL TURN THI S NULLI FI ER MACHI NE OVER TO THE UNI TED STATES GOVERNMENT. BUT FI RST, ONE CONDI TI ON



MJUST BE MET. BEFORE THAT CONDI TION IS MET, THERE MAY BE SOVE BARGAI NI NG NECESSARY. | WLL NEED AN
| NTERMVEDI ARY, A GO BETWEEN.

I WANT DOC SAVAGE AS My GO-BETWEEN. GET IN TOUCH WTH HM | F HE WLL SERVE, PUBLISH THE FACT IN
THE NEWSPAPERS.

THIS IS NOT A CRANK LETTER. TO PROVE IT IS NOT, | AM GO NG TO TELL YOU WHERE THE NEXT DI SASTER
WLL STRIKE. | HAVE My AGENTS SHADOW NG THE OPERATI VES OF THI S FOREI GN COUNTRY DO NG THE DAMAGE, AND
I KNOW THEI R PLANS.

THE NEXT DI SASTER W LL BE TO CAPTAI N BLACKSTONE TOY' S DAWN PATROL OF NAVY PLANES.

AUGUST ATLANTA BRAUN.

The secretary of the navy said, "W thought it a crank letter, until it called the turn on the
Toy disaster."

Doc Savage laid the letter down. He said not hing.

"WIIl you serve as internediary?" he was asked.

"There is, naturally, only one answer," Doc Savage said. "Yes."

PALLI D Long Tom Roberts, the electrical w zard, Pat and Renny nmet Doc Savage outside the ornate
governnment al buil di ng where the conference had occurred.

"l got a feeling things have taken a queer tw st," Long Tom said.

"They have," Doc admtted, and told himabout the demand to serve as an internediary.

"Holy cow " expl oded Renny, who had |i stened.

Pat said, "So ny fanpus cousin is going into the brokerage business. O would you call it agent?"
They bought a newspaper on the way to the airport to take a plane back to New York.

Headl ines in the paper indicated that two nore U S. battleships had sunk, for no good reason
that coul d be expl ai ned.

"CGosh!" grunted Long Tom "A war would hardly knock off destroyers and battleships that fast!"
They rode a regul ar passenger line plane to Newark airport, and took a taxi fromthere. Long Tom
a frugal soul, sat in front and grunbl ed about the expense of taking a taxi. He had once asked half
a mllion dollars to superintend a hydro-electric project in Africa.

They bought another newspaper in Manhattan.

It said that Doc Savage had been appointed as representative of the U S. navy in a certain
secret m ssion.

When they reached Doc’s skyscraper headquarters, the tel ephone was ringing. Doc lifted the
receiver.

"This is August Atlanta Braun," said a pleasantly robust voice over the wire. "In the street in
front of your headquarters, a taxi is waiting. It will look like an ordinary taxi until you notice
that a piece of bright-red string is tied to the right rear wheel, the wheel next to the curb. You
will get in. The driver will do the rest. No harmwi Il befall you, unless you neglect to cone

al one. "

At the start of the conversation, Doc had swi tched an anplifier and | oudspeaker into the circuit,
so that all in the roomheard the voice.

Captai n Bl ackstone Toy, who was al ong, expl oded, "But you won't go!"

"Of course," Doc told himaquietly.

"But it may be a trap!" the naval officer argued. "Probably is!"

Doc Savage said, "Clues, leads to what is behind this affair, are too scarce to warrant the
exercise of too nuch discretion.”

The man of bronze wal ked out, and the others, attenpting to follow him found the door |ocked in
sone unexpected and nysterious fashion.

THE taxi was |like a thousand others, except that it had a red string tied to the spoke of one

wheel . Doc Savage wal ked straight to the machine and got in. Wthout a word, the driver put the cab
in notion.

The driver was a | ean man. The hair on the back of his neck, below his hackman’s cap, was |ong,

and the skin underneath had a different color. A w g, of course. By reaching forward, Doc coul d have
grabbed the man’s face and turned it around to get a look at it. He did not.

They drove southward, then out on Long Island, and to the south shore, which is | ow and narshy.

It was a long drive. The chauffeur said not a word.

They got in a little flat-bottomed, canvas-covered boat fitted with an outboard. Doc saw the

gui de’ s face then.

It was a face easy to renenber. The face was round, but the nose wasn’'t, and the ears were big,
attached flaps. Doc could not recall ever having seen the man before, and had he, he woul d have
remenbered him

The water was shallow. The boat ran rapidly, the driver guiding it with a practiced ease. Noise

of the outboard notor frightened up birds. The salt water grass all around themwas thick and tall.
They saw no humans ot her than thensel ves.

They cane at last to a small seaplane. The wi ngs and fusel age were painted green, and fromthe

air it was doubtful if it would attract attention. It was anchored. Mdored to one seapl ane float was



a tiny outboard racing hull which could probably do fifty mles an hour.

On the seaplane wing stood the elderly newsboy.

He had changed his clothes, was wearing a pair of greenish coveralls and a neat white hel net, new
|l ooking, with the ear flaps turned up. He displayed a big grin.

"1’ m August Atlanta Braun," he said. "Are you surprised?"

Doc Savage sai d not hi ng.

"l had better explain sone things before | do anything else," said ex-elderly newsboy August

Atlanta Braun, in a pleasantly cultured voice. "I was shadow ng our enem es—the gentl enmen
representing that foreign power which is doing our navy so nuch damage. They have | ady
representatives, too, one of whomyou net—the charmng and clinging India Allison. As | say, | was

wat ching the gang, and that is how you happened to see ne. Have you any questions to ask about

t hat ?"

Doc Savage did not speak.

"Of course," said Braun, "I fled when you tried to seize ne, because | do not wish to give up ny
liberty. Ch, no! You will notice that | have at hand here the neans to escape by air or by water. |
woul d not advise you to dive into the water in hope of reaching ne before | can do anythi ng about
it. Look, and you will see the reason."

Doc had already | ooked at the water. It was covered with sonme kind of liquid filmwhich floated
on top, and which was not oily.

"An acid," said Braun. "Deadly poisonous. If it gets on your skin, you would die very shortly. So
| do not advise you to try to swmto ne. You see, | ama very cautious nan."

DOC SAVAGE sai d not hi ng.

Braun asked, "Is the navy convinced that a foreign power is really wiping it out?"

Doc made no reply.

Braun scow ed bl ackly, then twisted his lips into a thin snmle and said, "As | said, | am not
going to be seized! | have a bone to pick! Indeed | have!"

He began to | ook angry, and apparently what he was thinking about made hi mangrier and angrier

until his jaw was out, his lips were off his teeth. He | ooked ready to spit sul phur.

"A year ago, | took ny invention to the United States governnment!" he yelled. "I offered it to
themfree! Did they take it? No! I'Il say they didn't! Instead, an inconpetent ninconpoop of a clerk
insulted ne! The nitwit as nmuch as said | was a crank, a nut!

"My dear Doc Savage, they will pay for that. Now that they need ny invention, now that they have

to have it, they will pay through their dear sweet nostrils for insinuating | was a goof!"

He was all but shaking in his rage. He stopped yelling and began cursing Uncle Sam

"My country, is it!" he squawl ed. "Damm ny soul, they'|l pay ne for being a patriot! They' |l pay

me one hundred million dollars!"

Doc Savage spoke for the first tine. One word.

"What ?"

"One hundred million dollars!" August Atlanta Braun howl ed. "One hundred nillion dollars! In

cash! In French, Italian, English and Gernman nmoney, as well as small United States greenbacks. You
wi Il renenber that, please! They nmay even include sone Japanese yen and Argentine pesos. | intend to
travel a bit after | ampaid off. And, anyway, it would be al nost inpossible to pass one hundred
mllion dollars in Anerican noney."

"You seemto think you will get it," Doc Savage said.

"I know | will," Braun said nore quietly. "Otherwi se, the United States navy will be destroyed. |
have a tiny machine which will save the navy. | invented it. Wen | offered to give it to the navy,
knowi ng what was coming, they |laughed at me as a crank. Now they will pay nme one hundred million

dollars. Go tell themthat!"
Doc Savage was silent.
"Go tell themthat!"

Braun how ed. "I will get in touch with you and find out what they say!"
Doc Savage said quietly, "I can tell you right now what they will say."
"What ?"

"That you are foolish to think the United States governnent can be bl ack-jacked in any such
manner as this."

August Atlanta Braun | aughed | oudly and nastily.

"Before long, the United States will awaken to the realization that a hundred million is a cheap
price to pay for the safety of the United States," he said. "This foreign nation is afraid to attack
us if our navy is intact."

"What nation is it?" Doc asked.

Braun | aughed again. "You probably have a good idea. | amnot going to say anything. After all, |
don't give a damm if the nation does go on sinking United States navy battleships. |’mnot very
patriotic where one hundred mllion dollars is concerned."

"Coviously," Doc agreed.

"This concludes our interview," said Braun. "You will return alone. No doubt, you can run an



out board notor boat."

The pilot of the motor boat clinbed off onto the pontoon of the plane. Doc had no chance to nake
a nove. Braun had drawn a gun.

“I"Il get in touch with you later," said Braun again.

DOC SAVAGE did not nove for sone tine, nade no gesture at departing.

"What about the Zephyr?" he asked suddenly.

Braun was startled. It showed on his face. But he shrugged.

"Not hi ng. "

"You are interested init, Braun!"

Braun | ooked puzzled for sonme nonents before a |ight of understandi ng cane upon his face.

"The coat your man Renny snatched off nme!" he said loudly. "OF course, it had that nmessage about

the Zephyr fromone of the foreign operatives to their chief. | filched that telegramfromthe
foreign crowd. It interests you?"

"It does."

Doc waited, still |ooking unconcerned, and showi ng no sign of departing. A gull, unafraid of nen,

di pped close to pick up sonmething floating in the filmon the water. The gull’s beak made a little
spl ash di ppi ng beneath the surface. The bird did not fly far before it turned, end over end,
squaw i ng, and fell dead on the water.

"You see," said Braun, "the stuff on the water is quite potent."

Doc knew it was. He went away, and the minute he was able to reach a coastguard station, planes
were in the air and boats were speeding into the salt marsh.

But August Atlanta Braun had nmade his get-away.

Doc Savage was joined by his aids and Captain Bl ackstone Toy.

"The navy departnent has assigned ne to assist you in any way | can," said Captain Toy. "That
takes care of the official end of it."

Bi g-fisted Renny had a newspaper, a late edition.

"Look here, Doc," he said. "This canme out while you were conferring with August Atlanta Braun."
Doc | ooked at the headlines:

NAVY ONCE REFUSED TO CONSI DER

"NULLI FI ER" MACHI NE WHI CH

WOULD SAVE SHI PS NOW

Inventor with grudge now wants

hundred mllion. Demands huge

price for device.

There was a story under that, obviously nailed to the newspapers before Doc Savage went to the
marsh meeting with August Atlanta Braun.

The remarkabl e part about this story was that it stated the inventor, Braun, was sure the navy
woul d refuse to pay a hundred million for salvation.

Braun, in his statenent, insinuated the navy was just dunce enough to |ose all of its ships
rather than pay the sum which was only equal to the cost of a few battl eshi ps.

"That kinda puts the navy in a bad light," Renny said thoughtfully. "The public will give ‘em
hell for turnin’ down this guy’'s invention, and maybe a | ot of people will secretly kinda synpathize
with this Braun lug. Nobody likes to be called a nut."

Long Tom demanded gl oomi |y of Doc, "Any sign of Ham Mnk or Johnny?"

"No sign," Doc said.

They drove into New York City.

THEY were fired on in front of Doc Savage's skyscraper headquarters. The firing was done with a

hi gh-powered rifle, evidently equipped with tel escopic sights and a nachine rest, for the spot from
whi ch the bullets cane was proved to be a full half mle distant.

Doc and his party conducted a brisk search, aided by policenen, but the snipers had taken flight.
Descri ptions, however, by people who had seen them indicated beyond any shadow of a doubt that they
were Fuzzy and his gang.

Finally, Doc and the others entered the skyscraper aérie on the eighty-sixth floor. Pat |ooked
around curiously.

"The wi ndows," she said, "look kind of different, sonmehow. |s it sonme new kind of bulletproof

gl ass you’ ve put in? About tine!"

"There' s been bul | et proof glass in these windows for a long tine," pale Long Tomrem nded her.

"Ever since some guys on the tower of an unfinished skyscraper tried to shoot Doc, al nobst three and
a half years ago."

"Then what’'s wong?" Pat demanded. "The wi ndows | ook different."

"They're a new type of glass." Long Tom expl ai ned. "You can see out, but you can't see in. In

other words, it’'s one-way gl ass."

"Do tell!" said Pat. "Who invented it?"

"1 dunno," Long Tomtold her. "But Doc did a lot of work to perfect it, and between you and ne,



he’'s got two factories working twenty-four hours a day meking it. It’'Il be a big hit for windows in
houses. And it'Il nake plenty of nmoney—

Doc Savage said, "W have one clue to work on in this affair. Only one."

"What ?" runbl ed Renny.

"The new dirigible, Zephyr," Doc said. "W know that the eneny was interested in know ng when it
was to nake a flight."

Captain Bl ackstone Toy said, "I advance the idea that we be aboard when the Zephyr takes off this
afternoon.”

"My plan," Doc Savage said. "As soon as we tel ephone August Atlanta Braun's ultimtumto

Washi ngton, we will |eave for Lakehurst."

Chapter 12. THE Bl G DEATH

BATTLESHI PS are popul arly supposed to be the npst expensive war nachi ne put together by nodern

man, but the Zephyr had cost nore than any battleship afloat. Not all of the mllions charged

agai nst her cost sheet had gone into actual materials and | abor in her construction. She was the
product of years of experinenting, and experinenting with dirigibles is expensive.

The Zephyr was | onger than a battleship, and she was the attenpt of the United States of Anmerica
to show the rest of the world that lighter-than-air craft are practical.

I f the Zephyr crashed any time within the next year or two, aviation as centered upon
lighter-than-air craft would receive a setback fromwhich it was just possible it m ght not recover.
The Zephyr was all netal. There was not a stitch of fabric in her. She was so strong that the
makers cl ai ned she could fall a mile and not be damaged so badly that she could not fly. There was a
catch to that, of course. A ship as light for her size as the Zephyr could not fall very fast.

The Zephyr had accommopdati ons equal to those aboard a liner. She could carry enough poi son-gas
bonmbs to kill every man, wonan and child in any city in the world, and she could fly so high and so
silently that there was only a chance in a thousand of enenmy war planes finding her.

She carried enough machine guns to whip a flotilla of fighting planes, and thousands of

machi ne-gun bullets through her vitals would not bring her to the ground, because she was nade |ike
a honeyconb, with countless cells. The only way she could be vanqui shed was by being bl own apart by
a bonmb, and bl owi ng her apart woul d not be easy, because she could fly as fast as some war pl anes.
She was the marvel of her age. Who had designed her, the world did not know. The navy department
had announced that the name of the designer was being kept a secret so that his life would not be in
danger, since any eneny nation contenplating war on the United States would naturally seek to
elimnate a designer of such genius.

The truth was that Doc Savage wanted to avoid publicity wherever possible, and had requested that
his connection with the designing of the ship be kept a secret.

"She's a darb, this Zephyr!" said big-fisted Renny, as they got out of a plane which had | anded
them at the Lakehurst dirigible airport.

Doc Savage said nothing. Neither did Pat, who was wondering when she would be requested to clear
out. Long Tom and Captain Bl ackstone Toy were gloonmly silent. Captain Toy wore a bl ack band about
his uniformsleeve in nmenory of his brother.

Doc’s flake gold eyes cane to rest on Pat, who was getting out of the plane. Doc | owered a | arge
suitcase he was carrying.

"You needn’'t trouble to land," he told Pat. "You are taking our plane back to New York. The

Zephyr, you know, is flying to Roosevelt Field, on Long Island. You can nmeet us there."

Pat put out a nice-looking jaw. "I’ m going al ong!"

"Do you ever get tired of persistently trying to get yourself killed?" Doc asked wearily.

"No!" Pat said. "Neither do you!"

Bi g-fisted Renny put in gingerly, "Doc, you know Pat has been through sone pretty fast action in
the past, and has always cone out all right. If she's so set on conming al ong, why not—=

"So she worked sone trick to get you to take her part?" Doc said abruptly.

Renny blinked. "How d you know t hat ?"

"Every one knows Pat," Doc said. "The only way of getting rid of her is to tie her up."

"Or marry her off to somebody!" Long Tom put in.

"That would do no good," Doc told him "The husband isn't built who could keep Pat at hone when
there’s excitenment around."

Two hundred yards away, big ground tractors backed the Zephyr out of her revolving

hangar —+evol ving so that the nouth coul d al ways be nmade to face away from the w nd.

H GH up in the body of the dirigible, several nen lay and swore at their |uck.

"COf all the damm things that had to happen!" one groaned.

"To have this Doc Savage show up!"

One man yanked at the brimof his navy cap, as if anxious to get it over his eyes. The man was
Shade.

Fuzzy, who lay near by him said, "Don't let your pants get full of ants. This will go through
all right."



Fuzzy | ooked nore snaky and hairy than, ever in his uniformof a naval officer attached to
aviation. He glared at his nen.

"Don't you let this bronze guy get you all iced up!" he gritted. "The boss has given his orders,
and |, by Harry, amgoing to see ‘emcarried out! Doc Savage and his crowmd won't cone back fromthis
flight!"

A man tried a laugh, to show that he was confident and wasn't at all scared. The | augh sounded
sonething like the last noise a small cat nakes when caught by a big bulldog.

"G eeps!" muttered Fuzzy. "If you gotta make a noise like that, do it some other tinme. Don't get
scared. Doc Savage, in a few hours, will be as finished as this dirigible that the world thinks is
such a nifty!"

"Doc Savage is to be killed," a man said. "lIt's sinple enough. He'll get his when the dirigible
is destroyed."

"That’'s the talk," said Fuzzy. "Everybody will lay |ow here. W nmanaged to get aboard by
pretending we were inspectors naking a final exam and stowed away. They won't be using these
catwal ks, so we’'re safe until we get ready to spring the job."

They prepared to wait.

Down on the ground, Pat had settled things, at |east to her own satisfaction, by putting her nose
in the air and walking to the neat little gangplank that |led up into the dirigible cabin.

Doc, Renny, Long Tom and Captain Bl ackstone Toy followed Pat to the ship. Doc carried his big

sui t case.

Doc Savage stopped the conmandant of the airship.

"l am conducting an experinment," he said. "You have orders to codperate with ne as long as it

wi Il not endanger the safety of the airship, have you not?"

"Yes, sir," said the Zephyr commander.

"l am experinenting with the nal ady known as airsickness," Doc said. "As you know, a cure for

ai rsi ckness—a sure cure, effective on every one-has not yet been found."

"Yes, sir," said the conmandant, puzzl ed.

"l want every man aboard the airship to take a spoonful of this preparation which | have with
me," Doc said. "Have your nmen line up and pass by for their spoonful of nedicine, and have your crew
l'ist checked so that no one will be mssed."”

"It's unusual ," said the bew | dered conmandant. "But the admiral said | was to do as you wi shed."

THERE were many hunorous conmments from aérial sailors who did not care for the taste of the
concoction which Doc fed them

"Phewww " conpl ai ned one bl uejacket. "That stuff nust have been brewed by a witch!"

"Or by a marine!"

The busi ness of dosing the dirigible crew del ayed the takeoff alnmost an hour, but finally the
Zephyr took to the air. She lifted rapidly, driven forward by her nultiple notors, so that nuch of
the lift, or planing effect, of the air was taken advantage of.

The shape of the gas bag of the Zephyr, as a matter of fact, was an innovation suggested by Doc
Savage, in his capacity of anonynmpus designer, to take advantage of the lift secured by a w ng of
aérofoi |l design.

The gi ant gas bag, instead of being cigar-shaped—the conventional style—had nore the contour of

an airplane w ng cross-section.

The Zephyr's flight was to take her out over the Atlantic, the object being to fly extrenely high
and test the efficiency of an intricate device which was intended to | ocate, in absolute darkness or
the nost intense fog, any eneny plane, airship, or even a battleship or submarine, in the vicinity.
Wien the corrugated surface of the Atlantic was bel ow, Doc Savage picked up the suitcase which he
had brought aboard. He clinbed a spidery, extrenely |ightweight staircase to the catwal k, which ran
fromthe bow to stern of the dirigible.

Renny, Pat and Long Tom |ooking interested, followed the bronze nman. They knew Doc well enough

to know that sonething was about to happen.

DOC carried his suitcase to the nose of the dirigible, and stopped near the intakes of the big
ventilators. These ventilators kept the catwal ks and runways inside the giant gas bag free of
seepage gas which m ght overcone a nan at an inopportune nonent.

Doc Savage opened the suitcase. It held four netal tube containers fitted with petcocks. Doc took
these tubes out.

"Al'l of you took that concoction which was given the crew before departure?" he asked his aids.
Renny, Long Tom and Captain Toy nodded.

"I didn't," Pat said. "I didn't care for its taste! Any tinme | down sonething as rank as that
stuff, |’'ve got to know the reason first!"

Doc said, "This nust be your contrary day, Pat. Fortunately, the results of your not taking the
concoction, while not pleasant, will not necessarily be fatal."

Pat snapped, "Say, what do you nean?"
W thout answering, Doc held one of the netal tubes inside a ventilator intake and opened a



petcock. There was a hissing, and a gas cane out of the tube container. The vapor was blue in color.
The rush of air carried it through the ventilating ducts. In a few nonents, it would penetrate

t hroughout the dirigible.

Pat Savage happened to be standi ng where sonme of the gas envel oped her. She had a suspicion all
was not going to be well, and she held her breath as long as she could. But at last, she had to
i nhal e.

An incredul ous expression cane over her face.

"Ch!" she gasped. "Ha, ha, ha! | don't see-ha, ha!-what-ha!-ha!"

She went off into a fit of laughter.

Bi g-fisted Renny shook his head slowy.

"Pat has her norments, but | never thought she'd go off this way," he said gloomly. "There's
nothing to | augh at around here, what with the navy being wrecked and Johnny, Mnk and Ham maybe
dead. "

"Ha! —ha!" gurgled Pat. "I’ m not—-ha!—-ha! —+aughi ng—ha!"

Doc Savage said, "It's the gas."

"The what?" Renny thunped.

"A new type of |aughing gas," Doc answered. "It's harmess, but it throws the victins into
paroxysnms of |aughter which they cannot help. It affects the nuscles and nerves of the throat."
"But I'mnot affected!" Renny booned.

"The strong-tasting |liquid given you and the crew was an antidote," Doc explained. "Had Pat taken
hers, she would not be affected."

"Ha! —ha!" gurgled Pat. "I hope—ha!-ha! —sonebody hangs for this!"

"But | don't get the idea!" Long Tom excl ai ned.

"If there are stowaways aboard," Doc pointed out, "we can now hear them"

AT Doc’s command, the engines, the generators, the air conpressors and other machi nes aboard the
Zephyr were stopped. Squads of sailors began searching the catwal ks and inspecting tunnels, stopping
frequently to listen for laughter.

They heard it before long, audible mrth. Cackling, whooping, gagging mrth. Arned sail ors nade
for the sounds, which were aft, near the stern.

"Them guys are what you might call |aughing thenselves into a hell of a picklel" said a

bl uej acket .

"Laughi ng thensel ves to death, if they' re the ones who have been sinking navy ships!" grated

anot her.

"They couldn't have sunk all the ships," corrected the first. "Some sank on the Pacific coast,
thousands of miles fromhere."

Doc Savage was in the main control roomwhen word cane to himthat |aughter had been heard. The
Zephyr was equi pped with tel ephonic communication to all her renote portions.

"Commander," Doc Savage said. "Keep every bit of machinery aboard stopped until you hear from ne.
If necessary to spend ballast, do so with the hand controls. Do the same if gas nmust be valved off."
"Yes, sir," said the commandant, | ooking bewi | dered.

Doc Savage ran toward the stern, followed by Renny, Long Tom and Captain Toy. They overhaul ed the
searching sail ors.

"The stowaways are right ahead," said the man in charge of the searchers. "Hear them | aughing."
They coul d be heard. Fuzzy and sone others. They sounded as if they were having a high, hilarious
tine of it, and they didn't want to.

Doc went forward. The navy nen fol |l owed him

The catwal ks were equi pped with | oud-speakers at intervals, making it sinpler for orders to be

gi ven. The | oud-speakers now bell owed out an alarm

"Men are | eaping out of the stern with parachutes!"

Doc Savage whi pped to a | ookout port, from which a view could be secured downward. Men, attached
to white parachutes, were falling. Fuzzy and his gang!

The men swi nging fromthe parachutes all |aughed heartily as they fell. But they did not | ook
happy.

"They knew they were trapped!" pale Long Tom snapped. "They're trying to make a get-away! There's
a plane. They nust expect it to pick themup!"

The plane flew close to the sea. To look as large as it did fromthis height, it nust be a large
craft. It swng over toward the nmen descendi ng by parachute. It was a seapl ane.

Chapter 13. CRACK- UP!

DOC SAVAGE |istened, and there was no sound of |aughter, which nmeant the entire gang had quitted
the Zephyr by parachute. The bronze man whirl ed and whi pped al ong the catwal ks to the md-ship
portion. These catwal ks were roony, unlike the old ones on such earlier crafts as the Macon and the
Los Angel es.

He cane to the enclosed hangars in the belly of the airship. Three of them one behind the other,
each holding a small pursuit plane.



Doc took a seat in one of the planes, touched the starting controls, and the notor began turning
over. He reached up and grasped a | ever.

"You had better followin the other two defense planes,"” he called to his nmen. "There are only
these three planes aboard."

The Zephyr was able to carry alnost a score of small fighting planes, but these were her wartine
conpl ement, and never carried in peace tine, except during war maneuvers. On ordinary cruises, she
carried but these three.

Doc haul ed the I ever. Efficient nmachinery clicked, and the plane was suddenly plungi ng down

toward the sea. The bronze nman let it dive for sone distance, so as to get clear of the dirigible
under body. Then he came back on the stick.

Both wings tore off!

There was nothing particularly violent about its happening. Sinply a squeal of pins sheared

t hrough, and the w ngs, which were of the nodern detachable type, came away fromthe fittings and
fluttered away |like big leaves in a w nd overhead.

Doc did not |ook at the sea, or at the | oose wings. He heaved up in the cockpit. The cushi on was
a seat type parachute. But a nonent was required to swing it out. He did not buckle on the harness,
but depended on the cabled strength in his hands to hang on. He plucked the ripcord.

The parachute opened with a pop! and a ripple—the ripple being torn strips of ‘chute fabric. For
the silken | obe had been ripped by a knife!

DOC | et go the harness. There was nothing else left to do. Not enough of the parachute renuai ned
to break his fall.

He turned slowy as he fell and fought at his coat. The sea had been nearly a nmle and a half

bel ow at the start of his fall. It was rmuch nearer now.

It is possible for a man falling free in the air to control hinmself by kicking, by thrusting out
his arms, by flipping themabout violently. Doc kept hinself falling feet downward. At the sane
time, he renoved his coat.

He was wearing, under his coat, a flat parachute of unusual |ight and strong chem cal - product
fabrikoid, a filmy stuff infinitely stronger and lighter than the best of silk. This fabrikoid had
been perfected by the chemnical genius, the api sh Mnk.

The parachute of fabrikoid canme near opening too late. Doc hit the water with nmore force than he
relished; it was barely possible that an individual whose physical strength was |ess m ght have died
fromthe shock.

The bronze man went very deep, and when he had gained the top, he spouted sonme water and |ay
still on the surface, not entirely knocked out, but also not enthusiastic about inmmediate activity.
H s flake gold eyes were open. He could see the dirigible. Trapdoors to the plane conpartments
were open, but the other two planes had not been rel eased. Renny and Long Tom nust have seen the
wi ngs cone off Doc’s ship in tine to stay thenselves fromtaking a chance in the other crafts.
Doc, lifted on a wave, saw one wing of his plane floating near by, and swamto it.

The bolts in the fittings which held the wings to the fusel age were clever imtations nade out of
| ead. The pl ane had been tanpered with.

Doc swamtoward the spot where Fuzzy and his gang would have fallen with their parachutes. There
was not much wind, but there had evidently been a blow not |ong ago, for the swell was considerable.
It was like swinmng up and down snall hills.

The bi g seapl ane was now | anding to pick up Fuzzy and his gang.

Savage was fast in the water. But he was not fast enough to reach the plane before it got Fuzzy
and the other men aboard, and took to the air. The unknown pilot did some nice flying.

Doc, watching the trenendous waves, sonewhat doubted if he hinself could be sure of getting a

pl ane off such a sea. The plane banked, cane toward him Sput!—-sput!-—-sput!—sput!—-and a series of
spl ashes spouted around the bronze man. They mi ght have been raindrops, falling hard and fast.
Doc sank with great speed. He had been shot at from planes with nachi ne guns before.

Doc swam down, and also to one side. He swamviolently. They could see himfromthe plane, of
course. And if they had bonmbs—

They had. A great weight seened to conpress the sea. Despite his best resistance, air was driven
fromDoc's lungs, and he felt all but crushed. H s head pounded; strange lights cane and went. He
stroked weakly to the surface.

A few drops of water were still falling back. The bomb had expended nost of its force upward. The
pl ane was circling, comng back. Machine-gun slugs fromit, badly ainmed, fell into the sea, not

cl ose enough to worry about.

A fish came to the surface and floated, white stomach uppernost. It had been killed by the

expl osion. Doc’'s giant frame ached fromhead to foot.

Then sonet hi ng happened up above. The giant dirigible Zephyr began a steady, awful dive toward
the sea—all the canoufl aged hundreds of feet of her, the nost nodern air nmachi ne devised by nan.
The plane slanted toward Doc. He changed position rapidly on the surface, at the sanme tine
digging inside his clothing, seeking a certain pocket in the remarkabl e vest which he wore—a vest
wi th many pockets hol ding the innunerabl e gadgets which he frequently found occasion to use.



There was a pocket in the vest for snoke bonmbs, but they were gone, the pocket split open by the
force of his fall. The man of bronze dived, stroked to the left madly.

The bonb expl osion canme again. Wrse, if possible. He did not come to the surface again

i mredi ately. Instead, he slipped out of his outer clothing, and left it in the water. Soaked as it
was, it would not rise to the surface imediately, and it m ght be m staken for his body.

The ruse worked. Savage swam far away, and showed hinmself on top only nmomentarily for air,
keeping the rest of the time well beneath the surface.

O course, fromthe plane, they could see a surprising depth beneath the surface. But they had
expected the bonb to kill Doc, and seeing his clothing, thought it had, so they dropped no nore
bormbs. Then the dirigible came arching down and distracted their attention before they discovered
the bronze man.

The Zephyr was going to crash!

DOC saw it hit. The manner of its crash was uncanny. It was going alnost full speed, all notors
roaring, when it hit. The Zephyr was strong, but not strong enough for that. The nose caved—aved
back full a two hundred feet, as if the water were a solid wall. The backbone of the air giant broke
in a dozen pl aces.

Bi g, invisible hands might as well have taken it and mashed it between them Hands a mle across

t he pal ms, perhaps.

Men sprang into the sea, wearing life preservers. The crash had apparently not killed a great
many. They could get |ife preservers because they were handy everywhere about the great dirigible.
They were fabrikoid containers, honeyconb, filled with helium and were lighter than air, hence
helped to lift the dirigible.

The notor nacelles of the Zephyr, the | ower halves of them were |owered away into the sea, and
becane |ifeboats. They were designed for that purpose.

Doc Savage swamtoward the ruined dirigible. His netallic features were expressionless, but that
did not nean he had no feelings. He had worked for nonths, he and a crew of the world' s |eading
experts, designing that airship.

Nor was that all that was going to happen. The bi g seapl ane which had taken Fuzzy and his nen
aboard was circling, getting above the dirigible. Nowit dived. It swept the length of the mangl ed
Zephyr, not nore than fifty feet above the great bag. Qut of the plane poured a stream of tiny

obj ect s.

The objects hit the back of the dirigible, burst into white flame. All of the air giant seenmed to
bl aze. And the Zephyr was supposed to be fireproof fromstemto stern!

Doc Savage was sufficient of an expert on incendiarismas applied to mlitary purposes to know
what had happened. This was thernit, the same kind of stuff used in mlitary incendiary bonbs to set
fire to eneny factories and cities. The stuff burned with a terrific heat, would nelt netal, would
sputter and scatter and go on burning.

It would riddle enough of the honeyconb cells of the dirigible so that it would sink.

After a bit, the seaplane flew away and lost itself in the afternoon sun, |andward.

DOC SAVAGE swam about the Zephyr, what was |left of her.

He ai ded sone of the wounded. And finally he found his aids, Renny and Long Tom riding in a

not or gondol a |ifeboat, along with Captain Bl ackstone Toy. Pat was near by in another of the queer
craft, with the dirigible comnmander.

Pat was no | onger | aughing.

"What happened?" Doc Savage asked.

"We started the engines, intending to aid you," the commandant of the dirigible said, in a
horror-stricken voice. "After that, sonmething incredible happened! The ship woul d not answer to her
controls! The notors would not stop! We could not shut themoff! And before we could do much, we had
crashed!"

"You do not know what really happened?" Doc persi sted.

The commandant wet his lips. "I hate to say that an invisible something seemed to grasp the
craft!”

Doc Savage said nothing. He did not renmind the commandant that he had suggested that the
dirigible' s engines not be started until orders were given to that effect.

It was al nost dark when the first of the destroyers arrived to pick up the survivors. The captain
of the destroyer sought Doc Savage out.

"Confidential radio nessage for you," he said.

The nessage read:

SUGGESTI ON THAT UNI TED STATES PAY HUNDRED M LLI ON FOR GADGET TO PROTECT | TS NAVY PREPOSTEROUS
STOP PROPOSAL ABSOLUTELY REFUSED

It was signed by the highest of authority.

"Well," runbl ed big-fisted Renny when Doc showed hi mthe nessage, "what’'s the outcome gonna be?"
"The outcone," Doc Savage said, "is going to be unpleasant for quite a few people."



Chapter 14. CHAGCS

A NAVY destroyer |anded Doc Savage's party at the Battery, on the | ower end of Manhattan, that
night. There was a crowd of sonmething like thirty thousand people there to see the arrival of the
first of the disaster survivors, and half the crowd seened to be newspapernen and camneranen.
Newsr eel planes had harassed the destroyer conming up the river, trying to take pictures with the
new infra-red nmethod by whi ch photos could be taken in the dark, provided the proper sources of
infra-red projection was handy.

Doc Savage, Renny, Long Tom Pat and Captain Toy nade a flying wedge and got through the crowd.
The subway was fastest, so they took that uptown. Doc was besieged by autograph seekers. He was rude
to no one, although Captain Toy becane exasperated and threatened to crack a head or two.

They stepped out of the elevator on the eighty-sixth floor of their headquarters skyscraper, and
a voice said, "Ch! At last!"

It was a woman’ s voice. They stared at the owner.

"India Allison!" exclaimed Pat.

India Allison, looking gentle and utterly terrified, huddl ed against the corridor wall, back in a
corner, and she held, with two hands which shook, a big arnmy automatic, pointed at the floor. She
laid the gun down gently, as if she were afraid of it, and canme toward Doc Savage.

Doc, who was al ways wary of the fem nine sex, stepped back, but there was a wall in the way, and
in a nonment, India Allison had her arns around the bronze man’s right arm She hung on tightly.
Pat stood in the background and | ooked as if she wanted to say sonething catty.

"M. Savage!" India Allison gasped. "They turned ne | oose! They released ne so | coul d—=

"How, " asked Pat, who had heard the story of India Allison and had recogni zed her from Doc’s
description, "did you and Monk happen to get captured?"

"Ch!" said India Allison. "Mnk and | were knocked sensel ess!"

"Ch!" echoed Pat. "I was under the inpression that you knocked Monk sensel ess and turned hi mover
to this mysterious gang we're fighting."

India Allison frowed at Pat. "Wre you there?"

"No," Pat had to admt, "but it appeared—

"Don’t draw concl usi ons about sonething you don’t know anything about!" snapped India Allison.

Pat | ooked i ndi gnant.

Renny whi spered to Pat, "I guess she got you told!"

Pat gritted, "If people keep on abusing me, I’'mgoing to collect nyself some heads!"

Doc Savage, since he could hardly loosen India Allison's frightened enbrace with anything | ess
than viol ence, resigned hinself to having an extrenely attractive young wonman hangi ng onto one arm
He had, for once, sone expression on his bronze features. It was not a confortable expression.
"M . Savage!" gasped India Allison, in a frightened voice. "They turned me |oose to tell you that
Monk, Ham and Johnny would be killed if you nade any further effort to interfere with their plans!"
She paused and held tighter to the bronze man, and Doc | ooked a bit nore unconfortable, but very
interested in what she had to say.

"They told ne to tell you something else,” she said rapidly. "They will kill Mnk, Ham and Johnny
if you serve as go-between for this August Atlanta Braun in an effort to sell his nachine to the
United States governnent for one hundred mllion dollars."

"The skunks!" interjected pale Long Tom

"Monk, Ham and Johnny will be freed if you can capture August Atlanta Braun and turn himover to
the representatives of this foreign nation," said India Alison.

THERE was a pause while that soaked in.

"l think," said Captain Blackstone Toy grimy, "that this proves the inportance of August Atlanta
Braun's protective machine. Personally, | ama patriotic man with a respect for my governnent, but |
think the United States is foolish not to buy the contraption."

Pat said nothing. She was smling wyly as she watched India Allison clinging to Doc.

"A hundred million is a lot of nobney," Renny nuttered.

"And | don't like the way this August Atlanta Braun is going at it!" added Long Tom

"August Atlanta Braun deserves hanging!" snapped Captain Toy. "But a hundred mllion would be a
cheap price for the lives that have already been lost!"

Pat asked India Allison, "Were did you get your gun, dear?"

"l ran home for it!" India Allison said. "It was ny father’'s. Wy?"

"l just wondered," Pat said.

They went into Doc Savage's office, and Doc, nore to get hinself disengaged fromlindia Allison
than for any desire to know the |l ate news, went over to a teletype, or printing telegraph machine,
whi ch had been installed in his office and connected to the |eading national news agency.

The tel etype was rattling its keys rapidly, clicking out the |atest news of the nation. Sonme of
the items were interesting:

FLASH!

U S. WARSHI P I N ORI ENTAL WATERS REPORTED SUNK BY MYSTERY FORCE!

A bit further on, there was another one:



FLASH!

NAVY PLANE CRASHES | N CALI FORNI A!

There was anot her:

FLASH!

PANAMA CANAL REPORTED BLOCKED BY SI NKI NG WARSH! P!

Then, possibly nost alarmng of all:

FLASH!

CONGRESS CALLED FOR SPECI AL SESSI ON!' WAR DECLARATI ON FEARED! UNKNOAN NATI ON W PI NG OUT U. S. NAVY
I N PREPARATI ON FOR ATTACK!

Bi g-fisted Renny booned, "This thing is getting bigger and bigger!"

Pretty, sweet-looking India Allison sank into a chair and took one of her shapely, suede-shod
feet in soft-|ooking hands.

"l do wish | could faint or sonething," she said weakly. "I'mso terrified."

"Where were they hol ding you?" Doc asked.

"l don’'t know " she gasped. "They kept me in a car, blindfolded, for a long time after we |eft
the place where they were holding ne."

She sighed, and funbled with her suede foot covering.

"When they |led ne out of the place where they had been holding me, | stepped in sonething and got
nmy shoe full of it," she said. "It feels like sand, and hurts!"

She tugged off her suede slipper and upended it. A stream of grayish, hard-1ooking particles ran
out.

Doc Savage picked up some of the particles and exanmi ned them cl osely.

Long Tom asked sharply, "They mean anything, Doc?"

"Probably," Doc Savage said, "they will result in our finding Mnk, Ham and Johnny."

"Holy cow " Renny booned. "Wat is the stuff?"

"Salt," Doc Savage said. "Common rock salt."

AN hour later—t was still dark now, of course—boc Savage rolled his big, arnor-plated,

bul | et proof - gl assed sedan through a section of Long Island City devoted to manufacturing plants, and
kept a sharp | ookout through a powerful pair of magnifiers of the type commonly called

"sportocul ars.”

Suddenly, a strange sound filled the big sedan. It was an exotic sound. Small, so vague as to be
nearly unnoticeable at first; it mounted in volune and becane a fantastic cadence which filled all
of the sedan.

It was a trilling, although so eerie as to be al npst indescribable. It m ght have been a w nd
filtering through sone far, denuded jungle, or the song of sonme tropical feathered creature as yet
uncat al ogued by ornithol ogi sts.

This weird sound was a characteristic of Doc Savage, a small fantastic thing which he did in
nonents of mental stress. Frequently, he went for long intervals w thout making the sound. Again, it
cane often. Al ways, he was not conscious that he was naking it—-al though he could stop naking it, or
start, at will.

"Hey!" barked Long Tom color conming into his pale face. "Wat'd you see that caused that?"

Doc Savage said nothing in reply, which was another small, peculiar and frequently aggravating
habit whi ch he had.

The big sedan ran on, and after a while, turned into an alley. Doc got out. The others did

Ii kewi se, because they knew of nothing else to do.

"Holy cow " runbled Renny. "Sonetinmes | like to know what |’ m doing."

"What el se can you expect out of Doc?" Pat asked.

They noved forward, follow ng the bronze nan.

Renny grunted at Pat. "What’'ve you got it in for Doc for this tinme? You' ve done nothing but
squawk at or about him"

Pat said, "I resent his idea that a woman cannot take care of herself as well as a man! Any woman
is as entitled to adventure as a man! Wiy, |ook at the ancient Amazons, who—

"Quiet," Doc Savage said. "Please!"

He stopped, pointed, and the others suddenly knew why they were in this part of town.

"The only factory of its kind near the city," Doc explai ned.

The el ectric sign which the bronze man had indicated was a small one. It read:

Acme Salt Co.

"Rock salt shipped in and later refined," Doc explained. "The salt which cane out of Mss
Al'lison’s shoe was of a type which this factory al one handles."

"That means they led her through the salt storage yard when they took her away fromtheir hiding
pl ace," Renny grunt ed.

Doc said, "There seens to be only one |ogical hiding place in this neighborhood: that old power
plant to the north. Cone on."

THE abandoned power plant was a relic of a day when street cars were the nost popul ar form of



transportation. It looked as if at least five years had el apsed since electricity had flowed from
t he pl ace.

Boards had been nailed over the wi ndows, and were still in place, but appeared ancient. Four tall
brick chimeys had originally stood in the back, but one had fallen down. There was a brick wall
around the place.

"Wait here," Doc Savage ordered.

The bronze man was gone before the others coul d object, or ask questions. So silently did he
nove, there was not often a stirring of shadows to show when he passed.

It was dark. The river was not far away, and a tugboat was going up it with a heavy tow, naking
consi derabl e noise, what with the rattling of the exhaust and the boiling of water heaved up by the
propel | ers.

Doc waited, watching a cloud sneak nearer the noon, and when it was darker, he went over the
fence, then worked forward through a litter of bricks and rusting nachinery, |ooking for signs of
life.

A man on | ookout stood near the base of one of the big chimeys. He betrayed his position by
knocking dottle out of a pipe.

Doc crept toward him

Then sonme one screaned in one of the darkened streets near by. It was a piercing scream not of
terror or fear, but of alarm

"Watch it!" the voice shrieked. "Doc Savage’'s crowd!"

Doc Savage whi pped toward the sentinel. But he was too late. Al arned, the guard whisked into the
power plant and banged a big iron door shut.

Doc hit the door. He knew instantly that he might as well have saved his effort. The door was too
solid.

Inside the old power plant, there was excited shouting. A man was crying out, wanting orders.
"Von Zidney!" the man was scream ng. "Von Zidney! Wat're we gonna do about this?"

THERE was no doubt about it. The man’s voice was distinctly understandabl e.

"Von Zidney!" he was shouting. "Doc Savage is here! Wat'll we do?"

There was dull response fromw thin the plant somewhere.

"What’ d you say?" the door guard how ed.

The voice wi thin sounded | ouder, "W’ Il take the underground route! Hurry up!"

I't sounded |ike Lieber Von Zidney's voice.

"What about the prisoners?" the guard shouted.

"We' || take them too," said the muffled voice which sounded |ike Von Zidney’s.

"And what about the rest of the men—the ones in the next block—=

"Never mind!" shouted the Von Zidney voice. "They'|l|l attack Doc Savage's crowd fromthe rear!"
Doc, distinctly overhearing this, thought at first that it was a bluff, a ruse to draw hi mout of
the vicinity, so that the enemy mght effect an escape. But an instant |later, he knew it was no
bl uf f.

Shots crashed in the streets near by. A man how ed. It was Renny, whose how was sonething not
hard to recogni ze and not easy to forget.

Then cane a brief whoop of sound that was rem ndful of a violent note froma great bullfiddle.
This woul d be one of the tiny supermachine pistols perfected by Doc Savage and carried only by the
bronze man and his aids.

Long Tonis voice yelled, "Doc! W can take care of this! Go on with what you're doing!'"

Doc Savage | eaped, caught the sill of a window, and an instant |later was standing on the sill,
tearing at the boards over the aperture.

The thick boards, the big nails, seemed no nore than |ath and brads under his strength. He got
the wi ndow bared, and a bl ow from a sl eeve-covered el bow sent the glass inward.

Dar kness was inside. The bronze nman listened briefly, and used his trained nostrils. No one
seened to be in the room but nen were running toward the chanber—en who shouted a great deal.
Doc whi pped inside. He bent |ow, hands out before him feeling his way. His trained eyes aided.
An instant later, he was in a w de hal |l way—and eased away from men who charged up with flashlights
and | ooked into the roominto which he had broken.

"W scared himaway!" they decided, m stakenly.

They ran back the way they had come. Some one shouted at them from bel ow.

"Cone on!" said the voice. "W're blow ng!"

It sounded rather |ike Lieber Von Zi dney.

After a noment, things becane unexpectedly quiet.

Doc Savage ran downstairs, producing a big flashlight, and roving its beam He saw no one, and
there was such a litter of junk, such a labyrinth of old power rooms, that a thorough search woul d
take possibly a quarter of an hour.

Suddenly Doc left the old power house. He vaulted the fence encircling the place, and ran toward
the near-by river.

Shortly before he reached the river, he heard noises. Men noving. Men tal king. A voice.



The voice said, "Hurry up and get theminto this boat!"

Doc Savage had guessed what had happened. There was a big, old pipe running fromthe river to the
plant. Oiginally it had carried waste, but now the men were utilizing it for escape, and they nust
have a boat anchored at the river end.

Doc went over the river bank with a great |eap.

THE attack was reckless, but it was dark enough to nmake reckl essness safe. It would have hel ped,
of course, if Doc Savage had managed to alight on the back of some one. But he didn't.

He did, however, |and cl ose enough so that his first swing sent a man flying away into the water.
The water was shallow here, and they were standing in it, loading their boat. The man who had been
hit yelled.

"Savage!" some one choked.

Doc hit the man who had spoken, hit himguided by the voice sound al one.

"Doc!" piped out a squeaky voi ce.

That woul d be Monk. He was to the right. Doc made for him arns striking. It was too dark to see
anything. Sone one fired a gun. The red flash was too nonentary to show nuch.

The thing becane a nél ée. Fists hit Doc. He struck back. Once a gun blew off so close to his face
that his flake gold eyes were powder - bur ned.

He found Monk. The honely chem st was bound. Doc grasped him heaved himup on the bank, and Monk
| anded so painfully that he grunted, which drew a man upon him but Mnk kicked the fellow far out
into the river, where the water was several feet deep.

The boat’'s engine got going. Men yelled at other nen to get into the boat, and the other mnen

yel l ed back to get out of the boat and fight.

Doc | ocated Ham next. He got Ham away fromthree nen who were trying to hold him and threw him
up on the bank beside Monk.

Bot h Monk and Ham seened to be tied hand and foot.

Then sone one hit Doc over the head with a rifle. The bl ow was unexpected, something that could
not be avoi ded. Doc sank, recoiled, made no sound to show that he was hurt, or where he’ d crouched.
H s head sang and for a little while it seemed bl acker than before, and sounds were faint.

There was a great deal of splashing, after which the notor boat went away.

Doc got out of the water finally and used his flashlight. There was no one in sight, except Mnk
and Ham up on the bank.

"Sone fight!" said the dapper |awer, Ham

"Doc," grunted the honely Mnk, "they had Johnny, too. Did you get hinP"

"No," Doc admitted. "They seemto have gotten away with him"

"That's too bad," Hamsaid, grimy. "Their chief was with them"

"Who?" Doc countered.

"Li eber Von Zidney," said Ham

"How do you know that ?"

"Wy, they made no secret of it," said the |awer. "They tel ephoned himfor orders, and we heard
him giving themorders in the next room"

"Li eber Von Zidney is the big shot, all right," Mnk agreed.

"Cone on," Doc said. "There is another fight in the street near that abandoned power plant."

They ran for the plant.

THERE was no fight. There was only silence.

Not until they were in the street, and had listened to autonpbiles in the distance, going away at
a great speed, did they discover any sign of life. Then it was a fem nine voice calling fromsone
di st ance.

"M . Savage!" the voice called. "M. Savage!"

"India Allison!" the honmely Mnk grunted. "Does she know Von Zidney is the big-shot crook—the
head of this ring of foreign sabotage agents?"

"No," Doc said. "And do not tell her."

"Sure," Mnk said. "She's too pretty a little thing to be given such bad news. | don’t think she
has an inkling of it. Von Zidney has fooled her into thinking he is just a persecuted old nman."
"Poor little girl!"™ Hamsniffed. "I wouldn’t be too sure she’'s so innocent!"

"You shyster!" Mnk grunted. "You ve dealt with crooks for so long as a |l awer, that you' ve
gotten the idea the world is full of crooks."

"Li sten, you exaggerated nonkey nodel!" Ham began. "lI'mtelling you that—=

Doc left themand went forward and found the frightened, trenbling India Allison.
"It was awful!" she gasped. "W were attacked. They carried off Pat!"

"What ?"

"They took Pat away!" The girl clung to Doc. "Renny and Long Tom and Captain Toy fought
valiantly. They're over here."

She | ed the way down an alley, and Doc, peering in the nurk, nade out three figures. Two were
sensel ess; one was stirring a bit. The latter was Long Tom



"Where's Pat?" Long Tom gul ped.

He was grimy silent when told what had happened to Pat.

"That bird Fuzzy was heading this gang," Long Tomsaid at |ast.

Doc Savage worked over Renny and Captain Toy, and they revived eventually. Renny had a bullet
hole in an arm but insisted it would not put himout of conm ssion. Doc, exam ning the wound,
agr eed.

Monk, not at all ruffled by the recent excitenent, watched his chance, and shortly India A lison
found herself clinging to the big chem st rather than to Doc Savage.

Monk was a great admirer of fem nine pulchritude, and | ost no opportunity to afford it attention
wherever he found it. Strangely enough, his frightful honeliness—Ham at least, called it
frightful -was an asset, apparently, instead of a liability.

"The | adi es can always tell a man’s man when they see one," Mnk was wont to explain it. "They
want hair on their nenfolk's chests."

The dapper Ham who was not bald, and certainly not unhandsone, could not explain it. True, the
hair on his chest was noderate.

They did not find a trace of the gang who had seized Pat and fl ed.

Doc Savage, when they gave up the search, had one question.

"Who, " he asked, "gave the al arm back at that abandoned power plant? Wwo yelled that | was at the
pl ant ?"

Bi g-fisted Renny closed and unclosed his fists.

"That’'s kind of a nystery, Doc. We heard a noi se behind us. We separated to investigate. Then

cane that yell. I—well, | don’'t know how we were discovered."

India Allison said hoarsely, "I hope |I'mnot suspected!"

Doc Savage said nothing, but he nade, for the briefest of nonents, his strange, exotic trilling
noi se.

Chapter 15. TRI AL

NEARLY a dozen nen sat stiffly around the reception room of Doc Savage's skyscraper headquarters.
None of the nen was young. Sone of them wore uniforns, and the others |ooked as if they belonged in
uni fornms, except for two or three, who were obviously big-time politicians.

One, evidently the spokesman, got up when Doc Savage cane in.

"W were told you woul d have a package for us," he said.

There was al ways about the man of bronze a dignity and a reserve. It was not upset now, although
this was the first he had heard of a package.

"Who advi sed that | would have a package for you?" he asked

At that nonment, Monk, who had stopped of f downstairs for the mail, could be heard outside,
insulting Ham who had al so stopped off for the nmail.

"Ham vyou shyster," Mnk said, "suppose you open this box before you take it inside. Sure, go
ahead. Take it in the corner, there, and open it."

"It mght be a bonb!" Ham obj ected | oudly.

"Sure," said Monk. "That’'s what | thought of."

"You acci dent of nature! How awful your nother nust have felt after she | ooked at you and seen
what had happened!"

Doc Savage requested quietly, "WIIl you two cone in here?"

They canme in. Hamwas carrying a box, a very |large box, which seemed about all he could carry.
The api sh Monk, who | ooked nmuch bigger and stronger than the | awer, was carrying a few ounces of
letters.

"We matched to see who would carry the box," Mnk explained. "He lost."

"I was gypped!" Hamyelled. "He used that trick nickel with heads on both sides!"

Doc Savage tore off a letter which was fastened to the outside of the box w th adhesive paper.
"Who left this box here?" he asked.

"Sonebody, " Mnk said, "who gave the name of August Atlanta Braun."

Doc Savage | ooked at the assenbl ed naval nen and the politicians, two of whom he recogni zed as
senators on the appropriations comittee.

"Who advi sed you there would be a box here for you?" he asked again.

"August Atlanta Braun!" said one of the senators.

"It is the nullifier machine," said a high naval officer.

"We are to be permitted to give it a trial,"” another man, his uniformbearing the designation of
a rear admiral, offered.

"l suppose," Doc Savage said quietly, "that you know where an attenpt to sink a navy ship will be
made, so that you can give the nmachine its test under fire?"

"Yes," the other replied. "The nmessage from August Atlanta Braun told where the eneny will strike
next."

"What eneny?"

"This foreign power that is reducing our naval force in preparation for war," the rear admral
said stiffly.



"Do you know what power it is?" Doc queried.

The rear admiral wet his lips, pulled at his regulation tie—er, at least, it |ooked regulation.
"No," he said. "We don’t! We have made an effort to find out. Unfortunately, two of our secret
agents, who were on the point of getting valuable information, were found killed."

"Wher e?" Doc queri ed.

"Near the edge of the city, not far froma plant dealing in the refining of salt," the man
replied. "W searched the salt plant, but |earned nothing."

"You might have tried the abandoned power house near by," Doc said. "But it is too |late now "
The bronze man exam ned the boxlike package.

THE affair was alnpbst as large as a trunk. It was covered w th heavy brown paper, w apped around
with twine alnost as |arge as rope.

"The thing is heavy," Ham of fered.

Doc Savage untied the cord, stripped off the heavy brown paper, renoved cardboard protection
covering whi ch was underneath, and exposed a box which seemed to be covered with heavy canvas,
stitched and cenented.

On the top was a little lid. Doc lifted this. A switch was revealed, and tied to the switch,

whi ch was open, was a tag. Wrds were typed on it:

When effect of eneny’s device is felt or expected, close this switch. This puts machine in
operation. It will operate for about a hundred hours on the power contained wthin.

A navy official stepped over, exam ned the tag, and nmurnured, "Ah! The device nust be of
electrical nature, and has batteries that will run down!"

Monk, in the background, sniffed, just |oud enough that the navy nman did not hear. Mnk was an
arny booster.

Ham casual | y ki cked Monk’s shins, and scow ed, "The nman was right in his deduction, you

funny-1 ooki ng thing!"

Monk snorted, "But his deduction was so childishly obvious. Electrical in nature! Hah!"

Doc Savage turned the box over. A legend, a warning, was painted on one side. He turned it again.
The same warning was printed on all four sides and the bottom It read:

WARNI NG

An attenpt of any kind to exam ne this case will have dire consequences!

"That ‘dire consequence’ sounds real nelodramatic, don’t it?" the honely chem st chuckl ed
jeeringly.

VWhen no one snmiled or answered, Mnk took the big grin off his honely face.

Doc Savage said, "So August Atlanta Braun tipped you of an attenpt to be nade to sink a ship, in
order that you would have an opportunity to try out the protective nachi ne?"

"The battleship Mssouri is to be sunk as it sails from New London harbor to-night!" the rear
admral replied.

Doc Savage said nothing in reply, but his snall, eerie trilling noise seened to cone into being
sonewhere in the far distance, and, after a bit, to go away wi thout com ng much cl oser.

The naval nen and the politicians surrounded the box. They handled it, peered at it closely, and
seermed on the point of closing the switch experinmentally.

"Maybe this thing is a bonb intended to bl ow up navy big-w gs!" offered honely Mnk. "O course,
anybody’ d know a | ot of big shots would be around when it was opened, so the thing would naturally
kill—=

Two minutes later, every naval officer and senator had nade a dignified departure.

Doc Savage faced his nen.

"We will have to work fast," he said. "We want every bit of information available on August
Atl anta Braun."
"Where' Il we look first?" Long Tomwanted to know.

"The newspaper files," Doc said. "Scientific journals. The naval records. Everywhere."

NEW LONDON i s a seaport town on the Connecticut shore, where the Thanes River nakes a deep

harbor. Once it was the whaling capital. To-day it comes nearer being the submarine capital, what
with a big submari ne base and shi pyard engaged i n U-boat construction.

The navy officials and politicians, seeing no reason why they should risk their necks by flying
to New London, had gone by train.

Doc and his party had del ayed in New York until the last minute, digging up what they could on
August Atlanta Braun. Now they were flying to New London in Doc’s big tri-motored speedpl ane, which
was probably the fastest aérial conveyance of its size in the world. Pale Long Tom handl ed t he
control s.

Doc and his party did not have August Atlanta Braun’s nmachine in his box. It had gone to New
London on a train, in a special car, in custody of sonme marines. The marines had not been told the
thing mght blow up, and m ght not have cared, anyway.

Bi g-fisted Renny was fingering sone notes.

"August Atlanta Braun has had an eventful |ife, according to what | dug up," the big-handed



engi neer reported.

"He was in the navy for alnpbst ten years. He got kicked out. Hi s dishonorable discharge was

handed himfor taking graft. You see, he was in charge of buying stores, and |let concerns hand hima
cut for buying fromthem"

Renny continued, "Braun is a lucky one. He noved to Europe and becane a citizen of a country over
there. Now that helps hima lot. If he was a citizen of the United States, the government coul d do
things to him As it is, his status is that of a foreign inventor trying to sell something to the
country."

"Anyt hi ng el se?" Doc asked.

"Nope," Renny said. "There's no record of Braun’s whereabouts for the last few years, as far as |
could learn, except that he is listed as a citizen of this European country."

Long Tom brought the plane down on New London harbor, and anchored it up by the coast guard
acadeny, where the guardsnmen could watch it.

Doc Savage said, "Renny, you'll stay with me. The rest of you go on ahead aboard the M ssouri .
Renny and nyself will join you."

The M ssouri was quite a fewnllions’ worth of alloyed arnor steel, guns and gadgets. She was
chunky, her funnels and masts had an alert rake, and she | ooked, sonmehow, as haughty as a European
dictator.

PRETTY India Allison, Long Tom quarreling Monk and Ham all got a nice enough reception aboard
when they arrived with Captain Bl ackstone Toy.

Doc Savage and Renny were not very late. About fifteen mnutes. They of fered no expl anati on of
what had nmade them | ate.

The M ssouri’s el ectric donkey engines cranked up her anchor, and she pushed out of the harbor
mout h. She got up enough speed for steerageway and no nore.

The strange canvas-covered box of August Atlanta Braun, the contraption he was trying to sell to
the U S. governnent for a hundred million dollars, was set up on top of a gun turret, where it was
figured the thing could blowup, if it was going to blow up, without killing anybody but mari nes,
who were going to close the switch with a Iong pole.

What happened next all cane very swiftly.

"She’'s swinging!" the hel msnan bawl ed suddenly, wildly.

"Sonething's pulling her!"

he added an instant |later.

Every one could feel the sharp swerve of the war giant of the seas. Men yelled. Signal bells

j angl ed.

"Turn on the protector!" the commander squawl ed at the turret.

There was an instant of silence.

"Protector on, sir," cane fromthe turret. The big battleship strai ghtened back on her course.

Chapter 16. TRI CK!

GREAT happenings are usually follow ng nmy nonents of silence. This one was. The sane thought was
probably in alnost every mind. The U S. navy was saved!

"l think," said an officer, "that this calls for a cheer!"

So, in a boyish spirit generated by a feeling of infinite relief, gray-bearded adnmrals and
commanders sent a series of huzzahs ringing, frightening away the seagulls which were flying close
in the dusk.

Doc Savage was already at a secluded spot back of the bridge. Here, big-fisted Renny and pal e
Long Tom crouched anong a forest of delicate electrical and engi neering gadgets.

"Your instruments register anything?" Doc asked.

"Not hing," said Long Tom

"No trace of a magnetic field?" Doc persisted.

"None," said the pale electrical wizard. "And, brother, I'"'mhere to tell the world that ny
instruments are sensitive enough to get one, if there had been any!"

Doc asked Renny, "What about variations in gravitational bal ance?"

"Zero," said Renny.

"Presence of gyro influences beyond ordi nary?"

"Also zero," runbled Renny.

"CGood, " Doc Savage said, and went back to join the naval potentates and the senators who
virtually ran the appropriations conmttee of the Congress.

Captain Bl ackstone Toy was saying, "Gentlenen, it breaks ny heart to think of paying this man
Braun a hundred mllion dollars for his nachine."

"It is not your position to criticize the decisions of your superior officers!" an admral said
stiffly.

Doc Savage asked, "So Braun has sold you his nachi ne?"

"If you care to put it that way, he has," was the reply. "The efficiency of the device has just
been denonstrated.”



The battl eship put about and reéntered port.

"The machi ne nust be protected," said an admral. "W will keep it aboard."

After the M ssouri had anchored, they brought the canvas-covered box onto the bridge, and

sentries took up positions guarding it.

The hi gh-ranking officers retired to the conference chanber and chart roomto send a telegramto
the navy departnent, and also to draft statements to the press.

The sentries guarding the box were alert, fully aware of the inportance of their task. The

canvas- covered box containing the machine stood on a table in plain sight of every one. The vicinity
of the bridge was conparatively deserted, except for the guards.

Suddenly, nysteriously, one of the guards fell to the floor planking of the bridge. He had been

| eani ng agai nst the binnacle, and he fell quite heavily.

The other guards paid not the slightest attention.

Doc Savage wal ked onto the bridge. In his arns, he carried a box, canvas-covered, which was an
exact duplicate of the one being guarded. It even bore the sane warnings for the contents not to be
exam ned.

Doc Savage exchanged his box for the one which August Atlanta Braun had furnished.

The guards seenmed not to see nor realize what was goi ng on.

DOC SAVAGE pi cked up the guard who had fallen. The fellow s nuscles were rigid, and when he was
pl aced upright, |eaning against the binnacle in the proper position, he renained there.

Doc Savage wal ked away, carrying the genuine box, and the guards did not nake any attenpt to
follow him nor indicate in any way that they had seen him

Renny, Long Tom Monk, Ham India Allison and Captain Bl ackstone Toy net the bronze man. They all
| ooked at Doc somewhat as they would | ook at an individual carrying a can of nitroglycerine into
their mdst.

"But the guards didn't interfere with you!" gul ped Captain Toy. "Wat is wong with thenP"

The horely Monk took it on hinself to explain, "Doc and nme, working together a long tinme ago,
fixed up a gas that causes tenporary periods of absol ute unconsci ousness. A guy inhaling sone of
this gas goes to sleep for a mnute or two, and never knows exactly what has happened to him"
"So you used that gas?"

"Doc did," Mnk told Captain Toy.

From a spot aft, they watched the guards on the bridge. They all awakened about together, and,
al t hough there was sone exchanging of furtive |ooks of puzzlenent, they did not nention, any one of
them having felt queerly a nonent earlier.

Doc had depended on this psychol ogical trait which nakes a man, sonehow, too proud to conplain
about his small ailnments, especially fainting spells.

A bit later, Renny went ashore, got a |launch, brought it alongside, and the canvas-covered box
was | owered overside without any one being the wiser.

It was taken to Doc Savage’'s big seapl ane, which they had I eft anchored before the coast guard
acadeny.

"You stay outside and watch, to make sure no one cones around," Ham directed Mnk.

"Who you giving orders to?" Mnk demanded indignantly. "You try to push me around, and I'Il walk
the length and breadth of your puny chest bone!"

Doc Savage suggested, "Suppose both of you stay outside and watch."

Ham and Monk sat outside in the boat, insulting each other enthusiastically in whispers.

Captai n Bl ackst one Toy asked Doc Savage, "What was the idea of stealing Braun's device fromthe
navy? What are you going to do with it?"

"See what is inside it," Doc said.

"But the warnings on the outside, instructing not to attenpt to examne it!"

"We'll Xray the thing," Doc said. "W brought X ray apparatus and big photographic filns al ong
for just that purpose.”

Captain Toy considered. His face in the vicinity of his jaw becane nore solid. H's eyes hardened
in their expression.

"As a United States navy man, | nust warn against it!" he snapped. "I do not know what possessed
me to let the stealing of this device go as far as it has!"

Renny di splayed his two big fists promnently.

"It wouldn't be too good an idea to try to upset Doc’s apple cart now" Renny runbl ed omi nously.

CAPTAI N BLACKSTONE TOY did not seemto be the type of man easily bl uffed.

"If that neans a threat of bodily danage, | don’t scare worth a damm!" he yelled. "I'm not going
to stand for this. | demand that you return that device!"

Doc Savage said, "My novenents are ained at neeting out justice to the nurderers of your
brother."

Captain Toy acted as if he had been struck with sonething solid. He grew perceptibly paler,

noi stened his |ips, then got a grip on hinself.

"l have followed you, taken your orders, so far!" he snapped. "I thought you had at heart the



best interests of your country. Now | do not think so. | demand that you hand that box back to the
navy officials!"

"No," Doc said.

"Then I'Il tell the world you stole it!" yelled Captain Toy. Renny said, "I guess |’m gonna have
to give hima dose of knuckle anaesthetic!"

Doc Savage said nothing. He was arranging the big X ray machine and the flat container which held
the huge film

Captain Toy stood very still for some nonments, and it was plain that he was thinking deeply. Then
he shrugged, apparently in resignation.
"Well," he said, "there is nothing | can do about it."

He changed his position a little, casually. It brought himnear the door. And suddenly, with a
headl ong dive, he was out of the cabin of the plane into the bay.

Monk and Ham caught flat-footed, sputtered and abused each other. Then they produced flashlights
and spurted the beans over the water.

"There he is!" Mnk exploded. "Start the notor, Haml"

Monk cast off. The launch drifted away with the tide. Ham fought the notor, which did not seemto
want to start. Monk |unbered aft.

"Why not turn on the fuel ?" he gritted.

"Well, why don’t you, you sinmp?" Ham denmanded.

They got the launch going. By this time, Captain Bl ackstone Toy was sw nmming sonme di stance away.
Monk and Ham sent the | aunch toward him They would not have had the slightest difficulty in
overhaul i ng Toy, except for what happened next.

In the nmurk sonme distance away—+t was quite dark now-a powerful notor boat started. It cane
closer. The engine made a shrill buzz.

The stranger craft cane within range of Monk’s flashlight. It held four nen. Two | eaned over the
side, arms extended, hands reaching to clutch Captain Toy. One of these was hairy, snaky Fuzzy.
They grabbed Captain Toy, haul ed himout of the water and aboard w t hout the speedboat nore than
swerving in its wild charge. Fuzzy nearly fell overboard, but didn't quite.

"Hel p!" screanmed Captain Bl ackstone Toy. "Help! Help!"

The speedboat took himaway. Monk and Ham trying to follow, |ost ground swiftly in their
infinitely sl ower boat.

"AT least," Mnk yelled, "Captain Toy didn’'t want to be rescued. Did you hear himhow for help?
That shows then—

Monk fell silent. Fromthe cabin door of Doc Savage’'s plane had spouted a round string of I|ight.
It picked up the fleeing speedboat. Fuzzy was standing in the craft, |ooking back.

But it was not the powerful hand searchlight Doc w elded that particularly interested Monk and
Ham 1t was the big-barreled rifle which the bronze nan hel d, and was ai m ng.

The rifle expl oded. Once, tw ce, three tinmes.

A stormof bullets came fromthe distant, fast-traveling speedboat. Mnk and Ham for safety’s
sake, both junped into the river. Doc whipped back inside his plane, which had a bulletproof cabin.
"We can catch ‘emin the plane!" Mnk how ed. He swamnoisily to the aircraft and haul ed hinself
inside. "Doc, ain't you gonna chase ‘en?"

"No," the bronze man said.

"Wat ?"

Monk al | but choked.

"No," Doc Savage said. "Let themgo."

Monk groaned, "It’'s too bad your rifle shots missed ‘em"
"They didn't," Doc Savage said. "At least, it is fairly certain they hit."
The hormely Monk nuttered, "I don’t see the idea of lettin them guys get scat away when we ni ght

try to follow ‘ en?"

"W will make a gesture at chasing them" Doc said. "But we will be sure not to find them"

They started the motors of the big plane, and taxi ed down New London harbor with the w ngtips
searchlights turned on. They took to the air, and with the searchlight which gave such a narrow
thread of a beam raked the water front—but not too thoroughly.

Monk, who knew the plane held flares which would nake all of New London, and npbst of Long Island
Sound over to Long Island, only a little less brighter than full daylight was puzzled. Doc, it
seened, didn't want to find the speedboat.

"l guess," Mnk said gloomly, "that you got this all figured out."

"Sonething like that," the bronze man agreed. "Qur next nove is to exam ne the Braun machine."

EXAM NATI ON of the Braun nachi ne necessitated rearrangenent of the X ray device and the big
photographic film They did the rearranging in New London harbor, near the yacht cl ub.

"The coast guard m ght ask questions about that shooting if we anchored in front of the acadeny
again," Doc said.

The bronze man, it was to be noted, set his X raying device up near the door of the plane. He did



the work painstakingly, and at |ast stepped back.

"All set," he said. "Long Tom you turn the current into the X ray apparatus."”

Long Tom nodded and threw the switch. The results gave every one plenty to think about.

There was a poppi ng noi se inside the canvas-covered Braun box, then a burst of flame. A blinding
glare filled the plane cabin. The entire top of the box had becone |like a nolten caul dron of iron
ore.

Doc Savage's quick action—and his foresight in placing the box near the door for the test-saved
the plane. He lunged, hit the box with a foot. It fell out of the plane cabin into the water.

Si nki ng, the box gave off a startling amount of light, so hot was the flame which consuned it.
Even after it was a score of feet down, the glow suffused the water for nmany yards in every
direction.

"Huh!" Renny booned. "That's the sane stuff that danaged the Zephyr. Thermt!"

"Exactly," Doc Savage adm tted. "The stuff can be purchased in the open market."

"But what set it off?" Renny wanted to know.

"Braun, when he made up that box, was clever," Doc said. "He put inside it a device sensitive to
X rays. The nonent X rays passed through the box, this device caused the thermt to be rel eased,
destroying the contents of the box before an X ray picture of it could be secured.”

Wi le they stood there, with the glow of the burning box still discernible in the depths—water
seened to have no effect on the thermt—the battleship Mssouri passed, farther out in the bay,
headi ng for the open sea.

"Quess they' re putting to sea, perfectly sure they're safe with that fake box of ours aboard,"
Renny said gloomly. "Holy cow Only they don’t know it's a fake box!"

Long Tom suggested, "Suppose we bring up what’'s left after the thermt burns out and see if it
will tell us anything?"

THEY did this. So potent was the thermt that a considerable interval of tinme el apsed before it
becane cool enough to be handl ed and brought to the surface.

A thorough exam nation told them not hing.

A notor boat approached. It was a naval craft of the type ordinarily called a "captain's gig,"
and was occupi ed by naval officers.

"The M ssouri ran on a reef outside the harbor!" an officer yelled. "No one was Kkilled, but the
Braun nmachi ne proved worthless. It was opened by angry navy officials imediately after the crash.
There was not hing inside but some scrap iron and excel sior waste!"

"That," Doc Savage said, innocently, "is unfortunate."

"Fortunate, | should say!" snapped the navy man. "Braun will never sell his worthless device to
the U. S. navy now "

Chapter 17. LOTS OF LUCK-ALL BAD

THE navy men went away in the captain’s gig. Big-fisted Renny said slowy, "If the navy ever gets
wi se that we stole the genuine machine, we'll be lucky if they only skin us alive!"

"l do not like it either," said Ham

"Phooey!" grunted Mnk, disagreeing with Hamas usual. "I’mnot worried!"

Pretty India Allison wung her hands. "I'mso worried!"

Monk grinned at her. "We're perfectly safe.”

"I don’t feel that way!" she nurnured.

Monk waited a few nonents, until Doc Savage chanced to nove into the rear of the plane cabin.
Monk | eaned closer to the girl and whi spered:

"Don't get worried, Mss Allison," he advised. "I'mwillin to bet that Doc knows just about all
there is to know about this affair.”
"He hasn’t shown nmany signs of it," wailed the girl. "He tried to exam ne that box, and it

burned, so that he lost his only chance to | earn what was inside it. Now—

Doc Savage cane fromthe rear of the plane cabin. He was carrying an object of considerable size,
wr apped in heavy paper.

"Renny, can you watch the young | ady?" Doc asked. "Take care of her while Mnk, Ham and nyself go
ashore."

"What about nme?" pale Long Tom asked.

"You will stay here with Renny and the girl," Doc advised. "Keep a sharp |ookout. Qur lives are
in danger every minute."

"Holy cow! " boomed Renny. "Wén't nobody pull anything on us!"

The pl ane was equi pped with a collapsible boat for use as a dinghy, and Doc Savage, Mnk and Ham
rowed ashore.

Habeas Corpus, the honely pig, and Chemistry, the grotesque nonkey which bore such a resenbl ance
to Monk, were aboard. Doc, when asked if there was any reason why they shoul d not be brought, had
sai d there was none that he coul d see.

Once ashore, the bronze man led his rather unique little caravan into the yacht club, where they
got a good deal of attention—until they departed furtively by a back door. Doc still carried his



package.

They went, without attracting attention, to a commercial airport on the outskirts of the city. At
Doc’s instruction, Ham who | ooked | ess striking than Doc and Monk, went forward al one, showed his
transport pilot's license, and rented a plane, a six-place cabin job.

He taxied it down to the end of the field, under the pretense of getting ready to take off into
the wind, and Doc and Mnk | oaded aboard hastily.

The plane took the air.

Monk and Ham were still in the dark as to what it was all about. They had not asked questions
thus far, because Doc Savage had a habit of not answering questions unless he wanted to.

More often than not, he did not answer themfor a good reason, though. But now curiosity got the
best of Mnk and Ham

"Why all this business of hiring another airplane when we had a perfectly good seaplane in the
har bor?" Monk asked. "A seaplane, | might add, which can fly rings around this ark."

"Qur enemes will be watching our plane," Doc said. "They will if they have a fraction of the
sense we credit themw th. And if we had taken off and flown over the city, it would have | ooked
suspi ci ous, and m ght have warned them before we could find their hide-out."

"Ch!" mused Monk. "So we're |ooking for their hide-out now, huh?"

"Right."

Monk | ooked overside. It was very dark. Due to the |ateness of the hour, alternate street lights
had been turned out.

"Fat chance we’'ve got of seeing anything in the dark!" snorted the honmely chemi st.

DOC SAVAGE pl ucked the paper fromthe object which he had brought along. It was | ong—about three
feet —mde of netal, conposition and glass. It was equi pped with handles for hol ding, and an opening
at the back to take a man’s eyes and forehead. This opening was edged with black cat fur. The thing
| ooked |ike an aérial camera, fitted with a stereopticon back.

Monk said one word loudly. "COnh!"

Wi ch neant that he understood the nature of the device. It was a contrivance perfected by Doc
Savage, its inner nechanismconsisting in effect of a filmwich traveled in front of a lens in the
bottom of the device, then travel ed around and passed in front of the eye of the observer.

The filmwas coated with a chem cal which caught and preserved for a nmoment in fluorescence any
trace of certain wave lengths of infra-light. Thus, a user of the device coul d observe, froma great
di stance, certain wave |lengths of invisible |ight.

"l don't see how we'll spot ‘emyet," Mnk said.

"Remenber the shots fired by nyself with the rifle?" Doc asked.

"Huh!" Monk expl oded.

"The cartridges were shells filled with chemi cal," Doc el aborated. "They hit the boat and

spl ashed on it. W should be able to spot the boat, wherever it is, by the glowit gives off."

Ham fl ew t he pl ane above the seashore, not too high. Doc Savage used the infra-light spotter. The
rays, of course, would be invisible to the naked eye, but Mnk stared overside anyway.

They were well up the Thanmes River when Doc said, "There!"

Then he passed the device to Mnk.

Monk | ooked. At first, he saw only bl ackness. Then he spotted a tiny, flickering dot of greenish
phosphorescence. He got a bead on the thing, then jerked his eyes away fromthe view ng contrivance
and deci ded where the | aunch was |ying bel ow

"Ri ght al ongside that patch of electric lights," he said, "on the river bank."

"Exactly," Doc said. "Now we'|ll land and return to the seapl ane."

They took the plane back to the field fromwhich they had rented it. Half an hour later, they

were standing on the shore near the spot where their seaplane was noored in the river.

"Ahoy the plane!" Doc called, and his trained voice carried surprisingly w thout being | oud.

There was no answer fromthe plane.

"Ahoy, Renny, Long Toml" Doc call ed.

"Ahoy, Mss Allison!" piped up Mnk.

"Al ways got a woman on your mind!" Ham said scathingly. "You would call her—

"Look!"

Monk howl ed. " Sonet hing’s draggi ng the plane under!"

DOC SAVAGE was in the water when Moink’s excited how ended. The honely chem st and the dapper

| awyer dived after the bronze nman cl osely.

They could see the plane. It was noving out toward deeper water, and at the sane tinme, slowy
going under. There was, as far as they could see in the darkness, nothing attached to the craft. It
sinply nmoved in uncanny fashion.

"Renny!" Ham shrieked. "Wat’'s wong?"

No answer.

"Mss Allison!" Mnk squeaked.

The pl ane fusel age was hal f under the surface now. It was the type of craft which had no floats,



but alighted upon the belly of the fusel age.

There was a great gurgling as it went down deeper. The fusel age vani shed conpl etely.

"Long Toml " Ham shri eked.

Only wings of the plane showed now. One of these dipped under. Then the other. Only a boil of
water, a great gurgling turnoil of rising bubbles, showed where it had gone under.

"Careful!" Doc shout ed.

Monk either did not hear, or didn't care, for he kept on swi nmmng and Doc had to overhaul him to
hol d hi m back. Monk was very fast in the water, but Doc seened to have not the slightest difficulty
in overhauling him

"Long Tom-Renny—+ndia Allison!" Mnk croaked. "They're in there!"

"Stay back!" Doc rapped, and by way of making sure that his comand was obeyed, gave Mnk a clip
that rendered himdizzy for the next few m nutes.

Then Doc swam forward. He dived, swam down and down until it seemed certain that his |ungs would
burst. It was very dark in the depths. He could see nothing. Only the swirl of water showed him
whi ch way the sunken pl ane was being dragged.

He endeavored to follow the craft, but the effort was useless. He could not overhaul the plane.
And at last he lost all trace of it.

Wth Mnk and Ham Doc swam back to shore.

"But it was incredible!" Mnk gulped. "lI've really been kind of skeptical of this nysterious
somet hi ng business up until now, but I'mhere to tell you I'll now bet anybody nmy shirt there is
such a thing!"

"It was the happening of sonething that couldn't happen,” Hamsaid grimy.

Doc Savage offered, "W had better hurry to the |launch which we spotted fromthe air."

Ham said gloomly, "It was near a patch of bright lights on the riverbank."

Chapter 18. TORPEDO ROOM

HALF an hour |ater, Doc Savage was saying, "The patch of bright lights, Ham is the shipyard
where the construction of new United States navy subnarines is being pushed day and night."
Ham pi cked up his honely pet, Chem stry.

"You better |eave that pest behind," Mnk advised.

"What about your hog?"

"He's a wel | -behaved hog," Mnk grow ed. "Furthernore—

Doc said, "The launch seened to be down this way."

The bronze man found the | aunch w thout nuch labor. It was tied up to an anci ent dock, and there
was no one near, nothing to show what had becone of the nen who had seized Captain Bl ackstone Toy.
"W're not a heck of a lot better off," Mnk conpl ai ned.

"Never satisfied!'" grunted Ham

Doc Savage said nothing, but studied their surroundings. Downstreama bit was the subnarine
bui | di ng shi pyard, a huge plant, one of the largest in the world.

Upstream was a | arge naval wharf. There seemed to be no craft tied to this, although it was

i mpossi bl e, because of the darkness and the angle of view, to see the seaward side.

Doc said, "There is only one explanation of why the | aunch came—

He fell silent, listening. He had trained his ears since chil dhood with conplicated exercises,
and they were now regi stering sounds whi ch Monk and Ham coul d not hear.

"Sonme one com ng," Doc said.

After a time, feet shuffled down the shore. Two nmen were com ng!

"Me, | think the boss is nuts to sink a good speedboat that we just bought!" conpl ai ned one of
the nen.

He was Shade, the fell ow whose place Ham had supplanted so skillfully for a tine.

"The chief thinks there was sonething phony about the rifle shots Doc Savage fired at us,"
conpl ai ned the other. "He thinks maybe Savage marked the |aunch, and he wants it sunk."

"He'll get it sunk!"

They clinbed down, swore at each other, and after a time, got the seacocks in the |aunch open.
They clinbed out and stood for a long tinme on the old wharf.

"Well, it’s sunk!" Shade said, and turned away.
They noved off into the night.
Doc Savage and his two aids kept close on their trail. Shade and his conpani on went upstream

striding along a footpath which | ed through weeds and some scrawny shrubbery, and around rocks and
old masses of nachinery.

"A typical sanple of industrial Anmerica," whispered Ham "An ugly waste of trash and weeds and—
"A heck of atime to start a lecture on natural beautification," grunted Monk.

Doc Savage held out an armand halted his two aids. They waited, |istened, and the destination of
the two nen they were foll owi ng becanme apparent.

"Huh!" Monk gul ped. "They' re going back to that big dock. And say! There's a subnarine anchored
off the end of the dock! | can see it now"

"Exactly," Doc said dryly. "They brought the |launch here because they have their headquarters



aboard that submarine.”

Monk craned his neck.

"Can't see the flag," he said.

"They don't fly flags at night," Ham remni nded.

"All right, wise guy!" Monk nmuttered. "I'mtryin’ to see what nationality this subnmarine is.
Cinch it ain't Anerican. Must belong to sone foreign power, the one that's causin’ all this
trouble."

"l hate to admit it, but you nmust be right," Hamagreed. "lI'd give a lot to know what nation it
bel ongs to."

Doc Savage said, "You two wait here."

"But, Doc—

The bronze man, however, was already gone, merging with the night as if his nature partook of the
bl ackness itself.

DOC SAVAGE wor ked t hrough weeds and shrubbery and around big rocks and got close to the water.
Sure enough, the tide was out, and there was a patch of bare sand and stone al ong whi ch he could
creep. The nmoon was in such a position that the narrow beach lay in intense shadow.

He coul d distinguish the submarine nore distinctly now She was a big craft, enornous for an

under sea vessel. She floated high, fenders out to keep her away fromthe dock piling. A faint glow
of light came out of two hatches, and out of a door in the side of the conning tower.

Waves nade snall noises on the gravel of the beach. A buried clamsquirted water with an audible
sound. A dog barked. Across the river in town, a clock struck. Autonobile horns honked abruptly in
the di stance, then were silent.

And suddenly, Doc Savage stopped. He listened. A tiny noise had cone to his ears, a
click-click-click. He waited, but it was not repeated.

He went on, veered over into darker shadow, then abruptly wheel ed and crept back the way he had
cone. He had not-doubl ed back far when he heard the click-click-click noise again. He cane upon the
balls of his feet.

An instant later, he had a man’s neck in his corded bronze hands. He did not do anything |ethal

to the fell ow+nerely exerted pressure on certain spinal nerve centers which caused the man to be
seized with an unconsciousness that was |ike a paralysis and would not wear off for sone tine.
Then Doc felt around. He found it quickly. A telegraph key! The man had a sounder headset on his
head. Doc hurriedly appropriated it.

The wire, small and unnoticeable in the darkness, |ed toward the submarine. It had been tossed up
on the brush to get it out of the way.

"Ami-s-t-a-k-e h-a-s b-e-e-n ma-d-e,"

Doc Savage tapped over the key slowy. "E-v-e-r-y-t-h-i-n-g i-s a-1-1 r-i-g-h-t."

Whi ch m ght not be the truth, but was not an outright lie, either.

"B-e mo-r-e c-a-r-e-f-u-1,"

t he sounder headset tapped back.

O K"

Doc waited. There was no nore. He put headset and key down and worked forward. This was the old
arny nethod of equipping an outpost so the fellow could tel egraph back an approach by the eneny. The
system enabl ed a suitable reception to be prepared.

Doc cane cl oser and closer to the submarine. He decided to slide into the water and swi m beneath
the surface to the subnmarine, and began renoving his clothing.

There was some noi se aboard the submarine. He waited. It was casual noise, such as men m ght make
novi ng about. Doc got his outer clothing off. H s undergarnments were of a type which could double
easily as a bathing suit. He waded out furtively.

From the submarine came an unearthly howl. Big-fisted Renny’s voice! Big-fisted Renny hinself
popped out of the conning tower hatch.

RENNY was whooping at the top of his voice, which neant he was probably awakening the residents
of Noank. The way he crossed the gangpl ank to the dock was a miracle. At every junp, he enmtted a
how .

Men piled out of the conning tower hatch. The darkness outside, after the light within the
submarine, seenmed to baffle them Renny gai ned ground.

Then Monk and Ham down the shore, came charging recklessly to Renny’'s rescue, whooping at the
top of their voices.

"Renny!" Monk bawled "Stick with ‘em W'Il be helpin yain a mnute!"

Renny heard the reassuring shout. Its effect on himwas exactly the opposite of what nmi ght have
been expected. He canme to an abrupt stop, threw back his head, and enmtted a warning how on his own
account .

"CGo back!" he squawl ed. "They turned ne | oose!"

"It don't sound like it!" Mnk roared, in reply.

"They |let me get away!" Renny bellowed. "Now | see why! They wanted to trick you guys into



showi ng yoursel ves. They nusta known you were near. They got sentries out with telegraph wires!"
Whet her Monk and Ham heard all that or not was doubtful. And, anyway, it was too late. For arned
men suddenly arose behind Monk and Ham and rushed upon them

Doc Savage, crouched in the shrubbery near the water, knew that he was observing the springing of
an al nost perfect trap contrived by the eneny on the spur of the nonent.

The sentry Doc had overpowered had tel egraphed a warning, and Doc’s later attenpt to quiet any
alarmhad failed, but they had let it seemthat he had succeeded. Then they had sent men out into
the darkness, furtively noiseless, and had rel eased Renny to draw Doc and the others into the open.
Monk and Ham did not fight for long. Al nobst inmediately, they were overwhel med by sheer force of
nunbers.

THE obvi ously best thing for Doc Savage to do was to go to the aid of his two assistants, to help
themfight clear. But Doc made no nove. In the first place, there was a really excellent chance of
getting shot. In the second place, he had another idea.

He glided along the beach, entered the water where the shadows were bl ack, and sank beneath the
surface. He swam underwater, swiftly at first, then nore slowy when he knew the submarine nust be
near. The painted steel hull of the submarine did not have many barnacles on it.

Doc worked toward the bows, with the idea of clanbering quietly upon the diving rudders, then

gai ni ng the deck and ducki ng down a hatch, to hide sonewhere in the depths.

He managed it with even less difficulty than he had expected. The entire gang seened to be

outsi de, capturing Monk and Ham But surely not the entire submarine crew Doc was puzzled on that
poi nt .

The bronze man noted one thing in creeping across the deck to the hatch. The hull was very wet.
Below, it was warm and the air had that odor and heaviness which it has in a subnarine which has
| ately been beneath the surface.

Forward seened the | ogical place to renain hidden, so Doc noved in that direction. He noved with
certainty, for he knew a great deal about submarines, having possessed one hinsel f, which he had
desi gned. He knew, of course, the layout of this big, nodern craft.

He conceal ed hinself in the forward torpedo room under a pile of heavy canvas which was
evidently a weather cloth and an awni ng which were put up when the submari ne made | ong surface
cruises. Wth a tiny hole torn in the canvas, he could observe what went on.

Feet tranped on deck as nen returned aboard. They cane clattering down the hatches, and there was
sone swearing and fighting as Monk and Ham were haul ed bel ow. The two prisoners, both resisting
stubbornly, were yanked forward into the torpedo room

Doc Savage renmined perfectly quiet. This was a bad break, for nore and nore nen crowded into the
torpedo room If they should attenpt to nove the canvas—

Fuzzy, Shade and the fellow once designated as Usel ess cane in, along with others. Shade sat down
on the canvas—en Doc’s knee and foreleg to be exact. The bronze nman gave no sign, nmade no novenent,
and Shade failed to detect the difference.

Fuzzy did the talking. But first he glared at the prisoners, Mnk and Ham as if he intended
eating them

"Where' s Doc Savage?" Fuzzy grow ed.

Monk gave back a glare as fierce as Fuzzy's own.

"Don't kid us!" snarled the honely chem st. "You ve got Doc already!"

"Ch, yes?" Fuzzy said, sarcastically.

"Yeah!" Monk gritted. "Doc di sappeared! We know he was |ookin' for you, and you nusta grabbed
‘imMm W was prowin along the shore huntin’ for ‘imwhen this ness started!"

Fuzzy stared narrowly at his two captives. Hanmis rather handsone features were inscrutable.
Monk’ s honely face, however, was absolutely earnest. Mnk was acting out the whopper he had just
told, and doing a good job of it.

Apparently satisfied, Fuzzy jerked his head. "Put themw th the prisoners."

Monk and Ham were carried out.

Chapter 19. BURI AL AT SEA

SHADE got up off Doc Savage's |leg, turned around, and with a display of ill tenper, gave the
canvas a ki ck.

"That’s a dammed hard seat!" he grow ed.

Doc Savage gave no sign, although the skin on his |eg was broken and the spot began to ooze a bit
of crimson.

Al'l of the gang noved out of the torpedo room which was at best an ill-ventilated place, but had
t he advant age of having only one entrance and exit, which was why the two prisoners had been
questi oned here.

Doc carefully extricated hinself frombeneath the pile of canvas, and eased to the bul khead door.
Shade and another nman were standing on the netal |adder which led up to a hatch in the adjacent
conmpartment. They were talking.

"Boy, this is our lucky night," Shade remarked. "That fight a minute ago don't seemto have



attracted any attention."

"What about the sentry we found sensel ess down the beach, the one who gave the al arm by

t el egraph?" The other man asked

"He's coming out of it," Fuzzy said. "He don't know who grabbed him or who he saw, but he thinks
it nusta been that big gorilla guy, Mnk."

"How conme he figure that?"

"Fromthe way he was maul ed around."

A voice canme crackling fromforward. Fuzzy! He was giving orders. A nonent |ater, the exact text
of what he was sayi ng becane under st andabl e

"Orders were for this submarine to sail for a test run an hour before dawn," Fuzzy said |oudly
"The chief says it'll | ook suspicious unless we sail, so we'd better be getting under way."

Doc Savage |istened. There was noi se of hatches being closed and dogged down. This was done only
to the forward hatches, over which seas night break when the submarine was outside. The

conni ng-tower hatches could be left open for ventilation

Lines were cast off, hauled aboard and coil ed down in recessed steel deck |ockers. It became
evident fromthe slowness of the preparations and the anpbunt of swearing and gal |l opi ng about that
not all of the men handling the craft were submarine experts. |ndeed, there appeared to be not nore
than hal f a dozen experienced pi gboat nmen aboard

Getting under way fromthe wharf required sone tine. There was also difficulty in starting the

Di esel s. The engines fired off bravely enough at first, but some one had forgotten to turn on the
fuel fromthe tanks, and after the oil in the lines was consumed, the notors stopped

In the silence which foll owed, Doc Savage distinctly heard Monk’s voice, loud and startled

"Bl azes!" Mdnk was saying. "For the love of little fishes! This thing ain’t no foreign submarine
It’s an Anerican subnarine!"

A volley of profanity fromthe engi ne roomdrowned out Mnk’'s voice

"An American subnarine!"

Monk’ s voi ce came again, a bit later

Then they got the Diesels started

THE submarine passed out of the harbor at a very slowrate of speed, with at |east half a dozen
men on the conni ng-tower bridge, arguing about which were channel |ights. There was profanity in
prof usi on when they nearly ran down a buoy

Doc Savage heard two nmen cone into the adjacent conpartnment. He chanced a brief glance and saw
that they carried Monk and Hanis two pets, Habeas Corpus and Chem stry. Evidently the aninmals had
been captured before the submarine sailed

When the subnmarine was well out into the open water, Fuzzy canme bel ow. He called several of his
men and they all started for the torpedo room

It was a bad nonent for Doc Savage, for it seened they had discovered him But no. They nerely
wanted to talk in the torpedo room because it was the quietest place aboard the subnarine

Doc Savage conceal ed hinmsel f under the pile of canvas. He coul d overhear, but could not see, for
there had been no tinme to locate the tear through which he had observed proceedings earlier
"Bring the crew of the submarine in here!" Fuzzy ordered |oudly.

There ensued nmuch activity. Doc. listening, could tell by the sounds that bound nen were being
carried into the control roomand arrayed along the wall. These men swore heartily at their captors
Doc took a chance and lifted a corner of the canvas. He could just barely glinpse two of the
prisoners

They wore the uniforms of submarine men, U. S. navy.

"That's all of ‘em" sonme one said finally.

"All right," Fuzzy snapped. "Cet everybody in here that's not needed to run this pigboat."
"What about the other prisoners, Doc Savage's crowd and—

"Leave a guard over them" ordered Fuzzy. "But get everybody else in here. The chief has sone
things to say."

"lIs the chief aboard?" some one asked, in an awed voice

"Yeah," said Fuzzy. "Things are getting kinda critical, so he's decided to keep out of sight
He's in the skipper’'s cabin, and he'll join us in a mnute."

There was nuch scuffling as men entered the torpedo room The air becanme cl ose. There was sone
coughing. One of the prisoners created a commotion, and ended by getting hinmself knocked sensel ess

Then abrupt silence fell. It was the kind of silence that reigns in a radio broadcasting studio
the instant before the program goes on the air
"The chief!" said Fuzzy. "I guess you all know who he is."

"“I"'mhere to have a little talk with you nmen," said a new, authoritative voice
Doc chanced lifting the canvas a bit again. But the | eader was standing where it was inpossible
to see him

THE submarine engi nes made a good deal of noise, and there was vibration. Electric fans whined
sucking air down through the ventilators, and generators and conpressors added to the general din



"Close that door," the |eader directed

It was quieter, but not a whole lot, after the door was cl osed
"We have all five of Doc Savage' s assistants aboard as prisoners,"” said the | eader. "W have
also, the girl, Pat Savage, and the other girl, India Alison, together with the stupid ignoranus
who is her boss, Lieber Von Z dney."

There was a pause while a man opened the door, put his head in, and said, "We're clear of the

i sland. What course, sir?"

"East by south," directed Fuzzy. "That O K., chief?"

"W want to take the submarine into deep water and subnerge her,"’

9

replied the | eader. "Then we

wi Il expel these navy nmen through the torpedo tubes in water so deep that the pressure will kill
them Not one of the sub crew will reach the surface alive.'

"That' || be sinple," said Fuzzy. "But what about the other prisoners?"

"The Doc Savage crowd will be shot when we are at sea, the bodies weighted and cast overside,"
sai d the | eader

"Well," grunted Fuzzy, "that takes a weight off ny chest."

It sounded at this point as if every one prepared to | eave, thinking the proceedi ngs were ended
"Wait!" rapped the |leader. "I have a few additional words. Wat | have to say nowis intended to

restore your confidence and show you how absol utely fool proof is our scheme to make a hundred
mllion dollars."

Silence fell in the torpedo room Silence as far as the nmen were concerned, although the

machi nery kept on maki ng noi se

"My plan started out as a plot for revenge upon the United States navy for disgracing nme," said

the leader. "But as it progressed, | thought of the hundred million."

He paused to laugh. It was a perfectly intelligent, but greedily fierce, |augh

"l started working alnost five years ago," the | eader continued. "I assenbled nmy nen, picking
them carefully, and got themto enlist in the navy until | had men in every branch of the service

By careful maneuvering, ny nmen nanaged to get thenselves stationed in strategic positions. They
becane steersnmen on battl eshi ps and destroyers. They becane aviators. Sone of them even becane
airship men."

He paused while Fuzzy went to the door and ordered the course changed a little. The subnarine was
begi nning to heave and roll to a marked degree, indicating she was headi ng out into the open sea
"Everything," continued the | eader, "was done according to probably the nost clever and audaci ous
pl an ever organized."

He paused for effect

"The plan," he continued, "of making the navy think a foreign power with a nysterious force
capabl e of drawi ng ships out of their course, was wecking the United States fleet."

He paused agai n.

"The deceit has gone over," he said. "I think we have fool ed every one."

THE submarine gave a pitch, and several nen staggered about, off bal ance

"Qur first gesture was to maneuver the grounding of the five destroyers on a reef," the |eader
said, after the nonmentary confusion had subsided. "This we coul d do because our nan happened to be
steering the | eadi ng destroyer. The other ships ran on the reef because they were following in the
radi o beam sent back by the |eader."

He paused and | aughed

"The nmen who told the story about a thing pulling the destroyer off her course did a very good
job," he continued. "That was exactly what we wanted. Later, when it was necessary to drown

Li eut enant Bowen Toy, the nen who drowned himtold a convincing story about sonething invisible
being the actual killer. Another excellent bit of lying."

The waves sl oshing over the deck made distinct gurgling noises

"And so it went," continued the |leader. "Qur nen struck in U S. navy ships all over the world
running theminto reefs, causing collisions, opening seacocks and causing themto sink. In each
case, the work was attributed to sone fantastic force."

There was general |aughter

"Ch, it was excellent acting," the | eader said grandly. "The unfortunate point was that

Li eut enant Toy had nanaged to get an inkling of what was going on, and was instrunmental in getting
Doc Savage involved. That was unlucky. W had to fight Doc Savage."

The mention of the nane of the man of bronze brought silence. Evidently it was not a pl easant

subj ect for thought

We | ocked the controls of the dirigible Zephyr and di sconnected the throttle-closing controls,"
continued the | eader. "Wen they opened the throttles, the ship dived, and crashed before they could

stop it."

He | aughed

"Per haps our best touch was in hooking this subrmarine to Doc Savage's plane and dragging it

beneath the surface, after we had captured the bronze man’s assistants,” he said. "That touch, | am

sure, conpletely confused Savage."



The sub rolled nore heavily.

"The navy, | amsure, is absolutely convinced that there is a nysterious force," the chief

resuned. "It is nowup to us to sell themthe protective device, the sale of which is really behind
this whole plot."

THERE was a commotion on the floor, anong the bound sailors. This was stopped with a series of
cruel bl ows.

"Doc Savage put quite a crinp in the sale of the protective device when he stole the thing and
gave the navy a box full of junk," said Fuzzy.

"True," adnmitted the | eader. "That was a snmart nove on the bronze man’s part. But he did not

learn that the actual contents of the box he had seized, the genuine box, were as worthless as the
one he had substituted for it. He did not |learn that thanks to the precauti ons we had taken agai nst
t he box being opened or X rayed."

"How are we gonna convince the navy the protector is really worth a hundred mllion?" Fuzzy

wanted to know. "That’'s what’'s worryin’ the boys."

"And it is to allay your fears that | am going over the whole affair so thoroughly," the naster
mnd replied. "We will free Captain Bl ackstone Toy, who will explain that Doc Savage stole the
genui ne device."

"What about the girl, India Allison, and that cluck, Lieber Von Zi dney?" Fuzzy asked.

"They will be used as was intended all along,"” replied the leader. "Quilt has been pointed at
them They cannot prove they are innocent, cannot prove that we have had a man foll ow ng them around
with a gun for days, forcing their every nove. And, too, thanks to certain clever stunts we have
pul l ed, they actually think there is a foreign power with a nysterious force machine. They do not
suspect the truth."

Fuzzy said, "I guess maybe we will get that hundred mllion after all."

The other said, "There is not the slightest doubt of it. W already have the entire navy of the
United States shaking in their boots."

"But what about Doc Savage?"

"That, admittedly, is a dangerous point. First, we nust find the fell ow—

At this precise nmonment, which mght be called the dramatic one, the sub gave a nuch nore violent
roll than ordinary, and two men sat down on Doc Savage.

The bronze man did not nove.

The | eader did not finish his statenent about Doc Savage, but, instead, said, "It is fortunate we
had a good nunber of our own nen in the crew of this submarine, so that we could seize it w thout
difficulty. W will make it seemthat the mysterious invisible nonster or force drew the submarine
to its destruction.

"Then we will keep the craft in a hiding place, to take away the noney, and to furnish a nethod

of escape should we need it. As for the crew, the ordinary navy nen, we shall soon be in water deep
enough—

One of the nen sitting on Doc lifted the canvas and | ooked at the bronze man’'s face.

Chapter 20. TUMULT UNDER THE SEA

WHAT happened next probably escaped a nunber of the nen in the torpedo room Sone of them saw the
bronze man, and realized he had been discovered in their mdst, but others didn't.

Doc made no effort to scranble fromunder the canvas. That m ght have neant getting entangl ed
with it. He sinply expl oded, heaving the canvas up and throwing it at Fuzzy and the others. The
canvas filled the air like a great cloud, and they ducked wildly frominstinct, and became confused.
In a flash, Doc was out of the torpedo room

Fuzzy and the others fought the canvas off their heads and | ooked around w | dly.

"l nmusta dreamed | saw ‘iml" Fuzzy gul ped, not discovering Doc Savage.

"You did in a cat’s eye!" a voice snarled. "He went aft!"

They charged aft, through crew quarters, and storeroons, and into the control room

"He's been here," Fuzzy said, |ooking at two senseless nmen lying on the control-roomfloor. He

gl anced upward at the open conni ng-tower hatch. "Maybe he went out and junped overboard!"

A man screaned near the stern.

"Nope, " Fuzzy groaned. "No such |luck!"

The man who had screanmed was a guard who held a pistol, but who had had no chance to use it. Doc
Savage took the man by the anus first, and got the gun, then grasped the fellow s neck, and the nman
becane unconscious. He was a thin man and he made a rattling sound falling on the steel
floor-plates.

There was yelling behind the bronze nman, a series of enraged how s.

"Monk, Haml" Doc yell ed.

"I'n here!" piped Monk's voice froma cabin to the right.

Doc wenched at the dogs, got the door open, and not only Mnk cane tunbling out, but also Ham
Renny, Long Tom Johnny and Pat.

Pretty India Allison and Lieber Von Zidney, the latter with his big nouth open and fri ghtened,



showi ng all of his snall teeth, al so appeared.

"Ach!" gasped Von Zidney. "Vat a cruel world, this one!"

Doc said sharply, "W'll take the engine room"

Monk scooped up the gun which the guard had dropped when Doc seized him

"No shooting if it can be hel ped!" Doc war ned.

"Sure," grinned Monk. "This is just for sound effects!" Wth which he fired the weapon and

m ssed, by not nore than two inches, shooting through the forehead a man who canme charging fromthe
direction of the control room

In sone manner, Pat had nmanaged to get ahead of Doc Savage in the direction of the engine room

Doc had del ayed briefly to warn Monk, who frequently becane so enthusiastic as to forget about Doc’s
rul e against taking life, even under the nobst extreme circunstances.

Pat was only a yard or so fromthe engi ne-room door.

Captai n Bl ackstone Toy cane out.

"Hel p us!" Pat shrilled at him "W’'re trying to retake the subnmarine!"

Captai n Bl ackstone Toy swung a terrific bl ow which knocked pretty Pat Savage sensel ess.

THE next instant, Doc hit Captain Bl ackstone Toy. The bl ow coul d be heard over all of the engine
room and the engine roomwas not quiet. Captain Toy went up in the air and came down and lay like a
big rag in the corridor.

The men in the engine roomwere perspiring and hot, and were not wearing their guns, because
there was not much roomfor guns in the cranped engine conpartnment. There was a box of tools near
the door.

Doc and his nen stood in the door and threw wenches and hammers until they had taken the engine
room except for one man, whomthey had to pull out frombehind a generator, where he tried to hide.
They knocked hi m sensel ess.

They got Pat inside and cl osed the engi ne-room door. Bullets smashed agai nst the door fromthe
direction of the control room None of the |ead got through.

"This type of submarine can be handl ed conpletely frominside the engine room" Doc Savage said.
"We can subnerge her, and when the water conmes in the conning-tower hatch, they will very soon
decide to give up."

"But they’'ll close the conning-tower hatch!" Mnk expl oded.

"Not," Doc said, "if we can work a trick on them"

The bronze man scranbled aft to the engi ne-roomhatch. It was closed, and he got it open, then
fished about in a locker and cane up with a length of rope.

"Wn't do," he decided, and tossed the rope aside. "Get ready for a crash dive!"

He scranbl ed up through the hatch. The deck was slippery. The sub, taking one wave after another,
was wet. Doc worked forward and found one of the | ockers which held the wire ropes used for nooring
purposes. They were stiff, heavy.

He tried to neke as little noise as possible, and hauled the rope out of the |ocker. He worked
forward, reached the conning-tower hatch, and listened. There was a | ot of cursing and shouting
bel ow, but no one had thought of coming up to see what was happeni ng on deck.

Doc took a turn over the conning-tower hatch with the wire-rope end. He drew it tight, then tied
it—a granny knot so that it would be hard to untie.

It was a stiff job, the tying of the wire line, even for his corded nuscles. He had a suspicion
that it would take several nen some tinme, or a cutting torch, to get the wire rope off so the hatch
coul d be cl osed.

They heard himtoward the end. He dived back toward the engi ne-room hatch.

"Crash dive!" he barked, as he dropped down the hatch.

Monk, an experienced pigboat man, put the sub into a dive with the engine-roomcontrols, which he
had di sconnected fromthe master controls in the control room

Doc got the hatch shut then ran to the bul khead door admitting to the forward part of the
subnersi bl e.

"G ve up, and we' |l keep you fromdrowning!" he call ed.

Profanity answered. That and shots. Then men yelled. They screamed, as nen will scream when they
feel cold death washing down upon their heads and shoul ders and sl opping at their shanks.

There was nore shooting.

Finally, a man beat at the door.

"Don’t drown us!" he squaw ed. "Pl ease! They're gone!"

"BRI NG her up," Doc directed.

Monk sent the submarine back to the surface. They ran the bilge punps for a tine, then opened the
bul khead door. Sonme water canme in, but not much nore than enough to wash inside some nen who had
their hands in the air.

They were the sailors, the nen who had been seized by the plotters.

"What happened?" Doc denanded.

"They decided to swimfor it!" gasped the sailor. "They're all gone! They nmanaged to get



overboard. Let the control roomfill with water, and when it stopped coming in, they swamout."
"The durned ignoranuses!" Mnk grunted. "Didn't they know they’'d drown?"

"They have very little chance in this sea, even if they did reach the surface," Doc said. "W
must be mles fromland by now "

"l guess they didn't care to stick around and face a surefire chance of getting hung," replied

the sailor. "After all, they're guilty of nurdering every man who has been drowned or otherwi se
killed in all of these naval disasters."
Doc set Monk to work attenpting to revive Pat, who was still senseless from Captain Toy’'s bl ow

Goi ng on deck, the bronze man directed the sub put about, and used the searchlights in an effort to
pi ck up sw mmers.

There was practically no chance of finding any one in the darkness and the hi gh seas.

But, strangely enough, they did find one body in a life preserver. It was Captain Bl ackstone Toy.
He had drowned.

"I can't feel sorry for that guy," Renny runbled grimy. "He kept right on working with the gang
that killed his own brother."

They did not find any nore bodi es that night.

About dawn, Pat came to her senses. She had been, she adm tted, knocked as thoroughly sensel ess
as at any tinme in her eventful life. She |ooked terrible; she adnmtted she felt it.

"l don't know, Doc," she admtted gloonmily. "Maybe you were right all along about these little
parties of yours being too rough for a wonman."

Wi ch, coming from Pat herself, was proof she did feel terrible.

THE newspapers got the story. Doc Savage |et the newspapers get the idea that he had a Iist of
the entire gang of plotters.

During the next day, there were scores of desertions fromthe U S. navy. Only by these
desertions did the authorities know who had been involved in the plot, and who had not.

"Thi s gang had underm ned our navy," said a high official, "nore thoroughly than we believed any
forei gn power could. This will be a |l esson to us. Suppose it had been a foreign power! W wll be
nore careful!"

And they were. It became very difficult to enlist in the U S. Navy.

Some days |ater, a nunmber of bodies had drifted up on the coast, an indication that nost of the
pl otters had drowned.

There was quite a hul |l abal oo when the body of August Atlanta Braun was found.

For, thanks to the newspapers, the American public now knew that August Atlanta Braun had been
behi nd the whol e thing.

"BRAUN sure was a clever fellow " This came from Monk, who had been reading the facts concerning
the finding of Braun’s body. "He al nbst had navy big shots believing they were seeing things and
that some nation was knocking at our navy. In fact, | alnost fell for it nyself."

"Not hi ng remar kabl e about that!" snapped Hamfromhis chair. "Wth a brain |ike yours, a child
coul d convince you the earth is flat!"

There was a roar from Monk as he bounced fromhis chair. "You fashion plate!" he howed. "I’'II
make you see things in a nonent, as soon as | get ny hands on you!"

Monk was going to regret that |ast crack.

THE END



