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Chapter |

THE docking was scheduled for two o'clock, but at that hour there was no dgn of the tramp steamer
Meg Finnegan, and aboard the tug that had come out to tow the steamer into the harbor they shut off
the engines. The tugboat crew lolled about, enjoying the unscheduled leisure, and a couple of the men
dropped baited fishhooks over the ral. In the pilot house the tug skipper fretted and caled the
despatcher by two-way radio to ask if there had been an error intiming.

Mr. Bradley, the tug's mate, watched the skipper's agitation with some amusement. Bradley, a dark,
intense young man, had little patience with the Old Man, or with hisown job as second in command of a

gressy tug.
“Somebody make a mistake, Sam?’ Bradley asked.

“Somebody better not havel” said the skipper, squatting to peer at the little red-green control lights on
the two-way radio, which he had dways distrusted.

“You wouldn't be put in atizzy by hdf ahillion bucks, more or less?’

The skipper ignored this. He finished taking into the radio, cradled the handset and went to the ral and
peered into the haze that blanketed the sea. Presently, he complained, “How the devil do | know what
kind of a screwball this Macheth Williamsis? How do | know he won't blame me because this old cake
of rust he'sriding doesn't make port on time?’

Bradley laughed. “How do you know he's a screwbd |7’

“I've never heard any argument to the contrary,” the skipper said. “And wha would you say?’
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“I've never met the guy.”

“Neither have l.” The skipper got out a stench-box of a pipe and went through his ceremony of getting it
under way. “But I'm looking forward to it. You take a guy with haf ahbillion waiting any time he wants to
lay a hand on it, and he never lays a hand on it— That kind of cuckoo | want to see.”

Bradley asked serioudy, “Isthet afact?’

“Iswhat afact?’ the skipper snapped.

“That Macbeth Williams could have that many shekels by reaching for them and won't?’
“Hdl, yes”

“l see what you mean by cuckoo,” Bradley sad.

TWO hours later a rust-marred old daitern of the seas hove out of the haze to seaward. Having taken a
long time to get from where she had been, the vessd Meg Finnegan approached Miami ship channd a
aplodding four knots.

As far as anyone aboard would have admitted knowing, the steamer was merdy putting into Miami
because she was bringing back to dvilization four bedraggled scientists who were the vicims of a
colossd flop entitled the “ Cormora 1dand Expedition of the Kenddl Foundeation of St. Louis, Missouri.”

Cormord Idand was a scrawny out-jutting of lava in the remote South Atlantic. It was avoided even by
goony hirds. It was a sure bet to be avoided heresfter by the four scientists of the defunct Kendal
Foundation.

The four Kendadl men had been stranded on Cormord Idand for some dx months. Their parent
organization, Kendd! Foundation of St. Louis, had gone stony broke shortly after deposting them on the
idand to do hydrographic and geologicd research. Thered been no funds to send a boat to take them off
and they'd been Ieft to tharr fate.

At the present moment, having dragged a ship's mattress to the shady sde of the deckhouse, the four
academicians were engaged in amild poker game.

All four annotators wore the usud gartling explorers beards, deep sunburns, dirty trousers, and with one
exception, that of Professor Machbeth Williams, no shirts.

Dr. Audin Ulm, the expedition's Stratigraphist, was deding from a gimy deck. He endeavored not to
toss the cards on the litter of kitchen matches being used for currency.

Professor Williams, amirking, remarked, “I foresee three aces and a couple of jacksin this hand.”
Crikeland, the ornithologi<t, snorted. “Wanna bet?’

“Wetch out, Crike,” said Swanberg, the archaeologist. “Haven't you learned you're a sucker to bet the
prof on one of his predictions?’

“Stop kidding,” said Crikeland.
“I'm not kidding,” Swanberg replied serioudy.



Crikeland picked up his cards. He groaned. “1 would like to express an unbiased and fully thoughtout
opinion of the hands you ded, Ulm,” he told the dratigraphist. “My blind Aunt Louise, who has a
larcenous and lecherous nature, is far more accommodating.”

“Anybody got openers?” Swanberg demanded.

Professor Macbeth Williams, the hydrographer, picked up his hand and examined it. His sandy eyebrows
nearly became exdamation points when he saw three aces and two jacks, aful house. Firs he looked
agtonished. Then he looked asif he had been struck a dirty blow.

“What's the matter? Y ou pick up something pretty hot?’ demanded Crikeland suspicioudly.

The professor made an inarticulate sound and sprang to his feet. Without expressing more then the noise,
he lunged away.

“Hey! What the devil!” gasped Uim.

“Come back here with them cards, danmit!” yelled Crikeland tedtily. “We only have the one deck, and
it's no good with a hand missng”

Professor Williams whedled and came back. His face was pae. “I'm sorry, gentlemen!” he said diffly,
and endeavored to thrug his cards back into the stock part of the deck. But Crikeland, reminding him the
deck was 4ill in play, took the cards from Williams hand and tossed them on the mattress, where
everyone saw the three aces and two jacks.

“What do you know, he cdled the hand before it was dedt!” Crikeland gasped.
“And why not?” Swanberg asked dryly.

MACBETH WILLIAMS moved apart and stood a the ship's ral, where he stared unsseingly and
without interest at a amdl tug Sanding toward them out of the haze that covered the sea. It did not occur
to him that the presence of the amdl boat meant land nearby; he was too preoccupied. He saw that his
hands were trembling, and placed them on the rall where he could watch them misbehave.

Macheth was an unnecessarily long young man who had the only beard in the collection that was curly
and blond. He had a naturdly serious manner and the arr of being a rather likable young man. The parts
of hisface not hidden by foliage promised to be modestly handsome.

Macbeth jumped like a Mexican bean when gratigraphist Ulm |leaned on therall a his elbow.
“You out of the game, Williams?’” Ulm asked.

“Yes, | think | shdl drop out, if you gentlemen don't mind,” Macbeth replied uncomfortably.
“How come?’

Macheth Williams discomfort increased, and he mumbled, “1 suppose | merdly don't fed like playing any
more.”

“You threw down,” said UIm, “some nice cards.”

“Uhrhun,” Macbeth muttered.



“Three aces and two rascals.”

“Uh-hun”

“An earthquake,” Ulm continued, “wouldnt make me lay down a hand like that.”
“Earthquake,” mumbled Macbeth, “is exactly what it was.”

“So thelight dawned,” said Ulm. He was a stocky man, with a hawk nose and dark eyes nesting rather
fiercdy in his thicket of whiskers.

Macheth nodded, shuddering. “Blindingly,” he agreed.
“About time” said Ulm.

“I'm frightened giff,” Williams confessed.

“Of what?”

“Of bats in belfrys, of a little canvas jacket with deeves that buckle in the back,” groaned Macbeth
Williams “In short, I'm sure this must be a hdlucination.”

Ulm grinned. “Halucinations,” he remarked, “are one-man dogs.”

“l don't understand that ether,” Macbeth confessed. “You and Crikeland seemed convinced that | can
foresee the immediate future. Even Swanberg is becoming convinced.”

“Four of us” Ulm stated, “can hardly be crazy.”
Macbeth looked at the other man wryly. “They build insane asylums to hold more than one person.”
“Wantta bet you're nuts?’ asked Ulm.

“| certainly intend to consult a psychiatrist and find out,” said Macheth Williams “And at the very firg
opportunity, too.”

The poker game suddenly broke up behind them. Crikeland and Swanberg rushed to the ral. They
peered into the haze. “I believe | see land,” Crikdland blurted. “My God, | hope it isnt Cormord Idand

agan'”

WHEN Macbeth Willians walked into his Miami hotd room late that evening, the place seemed
incredibly depressing, and he sank into a chair without removing his hat. Even the garish and carniva-like
view of the resort city through the window offered no cheer. Macbeth hardly glanced up when Ulm
entered. The dratigraphist looked at the younger menin darm.

“Oh, brother!” said Ulm. “Y ou had us worried. Where the devil have you been?’

Macbeth gazed unhappily at the floor. “You gentlemen shouldn't have worried about me, you redly
shouldnt.”

“l don't see” sad Ulm, “how a lad with access to hdf a hillion bucks can look as gloomy as you.
Incidentdly, that was quite a surprise.”

“l don't believe | understand what you mean by surprise—"

“The news that you could have hdf abillion if you wished.”



“Oh,” said Macbeth Williams.

“That was quite a bombshdl,” Ulm went on.

“Uh, was it?’

Ulm grinned. “A little like finding that the old brass bedstead was made of solid gold.”

Macheth Williams held up a distressed hand. “1 assure you, Augtin, that I'm not made of gold. The whole
thing is a great misunderstanding. You see, | don't have a thing to do with the estate. I'm entirdy doof
fromit.”

“That's alot of dough to be doof from,” Ulm told him.

“True enough,” Machbeth muttered. He returned his prominent jaw to cupped hands. “It has, | assure
you, bothered me on occasion. Holding doof, | mean. Frankly, it's not very profitable to be doof.”

Ulm peered a himin amazement. *'Y ou mean you don't get an income?’
“A hundred dollars a month.”
“Good God! Not even peanuts.”

“Oh, | manage to get dong,” said Macbeth Williams. “I'm careful, you see, not to let anyone know that
I'm the only son of the late Roderick Williams, tycoon extraordinary. That makes it Smpler to live

chegply.”

Ulm examined his fdlow scientist thoughtfully. “ So that's why none of us knew about it until the skipper of
that tug passed the news. How come the tug skipper knew?’

Macheth shrugged. “The estate management was concerned about my welfare, | suppose. They're very
thoughtful that way. If 1 should die, the estate goes to severd charitable indtitutions, and they might lose
their good jobs.”

“They've got a point there.”
“Possbly. They're fine men, though.”
“How did thisdl come about?’ Ulm asked.

“My father left awill,” Macbeth Williams explained. Then he added haedtily, “It was perfectly agreeable,
though. Actudly, we talked it over. Thewill carried out my own suggestions.”

“Thehdl it did,” said UIm. “Who does that make a screwbal 1?7’

Macheth Williams winced. “Almogt exactly the words of the psychiarist,” he said.
“What psycho was that?’

“The one I've been conaulting this afternoon.”

“Oh, oh,” said Ulm. “You didn't lose any time”

Macbeth Williams jumped up, went to the window and stood looking out. “I'm afraid the chap didn't help
my peace of mind,” he went on uneeglly.



“What'd the psycho say?’ Ulm demanded.

Macheth hesitated, then decided to make a full confession. “I'm naturdly a reticent sort,” he explained,
“and | find it alittle difficult to talk about mysdf. No men likes to take his own machinery out and display
its flaws, even to a psycho-andyst. | understand fully, of course, that an andyst mus pry the suff out,
and this one did a good job. He put me on a couch.”

“So them guysredly use a couch,” Ulm remarked. “What'd he do next? Start you to remembering back
when you wore digpers?’

Macbeth nodded. “I got the standard routine, | imagine. Yes, he delved into my childhood. | don't think
he found it very rewarding. | had a very drab youth, you know. Somewhat on the londy sde. Lots of
books and tutors, but not too many playmates. You see, my father was very busy being a tycoon. Quite
aremarkable man, though.”

Macheth hesitated, apparently gave something a thorough mental chewing-over, then gave a gesture of
resgnation. “My father was a man of remarkable foresight. He was a good guesser. All of his guesses
proved to be right. The psychiatrist made a good ded of that point, gpparently.”

“You mean,” said Ulm, “that this gift you've got of knowing what is going to happen in the near future is
something you inherited from the old man? Y ou know, that could be.”

“No, no!” Machbeth hed up a hand. “That wasn't the psycho's idea, I'm afraid.”

“No?’

“| think he fdt my psychosis about the matter is a result of having that kind of a father.”
“Neurosis was the word.”

“Psychosis, neurogs, little rabhbits,” said Ulm. “The guy iswrong. You should have proved to him that he
was wrong.”

Macheth grinned sheepishly. “I'm afraid | did endeavor to do so.”

“Yeah? What'd you predict?’

“Thet the andyst would have a vigtor promptly at three fifteen o'clock,” Macheth explained.
“And did he?’

“yYes”

Ulm chuckled. “Fine. I'l bet that jolted him.”

“I believeit did,” Macheth agreed. “But it was an act of a charlatan on my part. You see, | happened to
glimpse his appointment book, and there was an gppointment down for three fifteen.”

“You faked it? Ulm asked disgpprovingly.
“l couldn't resst doing so. The fellow was so smugly convinced | was having neurotic imaginings”
Ulm came over and serioudy placed a hand on Macheth's shoulder. “You musint do things like thet, old



boy,” he said solemnly. “Thisthing you've got is genuine. Don't hoke it. Treet it naturdly. When it doesn't
want to come don't force it.”

“You're being glly!” Macbeth Williams declared. “I haven't any gift. | couldnt have. There it such a
thing.”

“Itll take alot of unsdling to convince me of that,” Ulm said earnestly. “1've watched this thing closdly.
You can't Robinson Crusoe with a man without getting down to his basic mettle. Williams, we spent Sx
months together on that infernd idand, and | know what | saw.”

“You probably saw a cuckoo,” Macheth told him glumly.

Ulm, with a solemn frown and no hint of levity, said, “I don't think so, son. | wouldn't undersdl| this thing,
if 1 were you.”

Macheth Williams was making distressed motions indicating there was probably nothing to the whole
thing, when the telephone rang. He went to the telephone, where, after a fird astonished outcry—it
sounded quite darmed, in a ddighted sort of way—his conversation was too low-pitched for Uim to
overhear, dthough the latter openly endeavored to eavesdrop.

When Macbeth turned, he wore the pain-and-ecstasy expression of aticklish man being tickled.
“Calie” hesad.

“Isthat good?” Ulm asked.

“I'm engaged to her,” Macheth Williams explained.

“Thet could be good,” Ulm said. “Is she pretty?’

“Yes. Oh, yes, indeed,” Macbeth Williams replied. “But she's dso practicd.”

“Practicd? Is that good?’

Macbeth Williams grinned wryly a Ulm. “What would you say?’

Chapter Il

MISS CARLIE McGUIGGAN beamed a Professor Macbeth Williams “Hello there, hydrographist,”
ghe said. She kissed Macbeth, not sparingly, on the lips, thereby causng the hydrographist's eyes to
bulge. Carlie McGuiggan was a tdl, straw blonde, lovely to look at, but possibly a trifle overdevel oped
as to common sense, Macbeth sometimes fdt. “Well, what have you to say for yoursdf?’ she asked
amilingly.

“I've been away,” Machbeth Williams murmured, endeavoring to recover alittle composure.

“l believe | noticed,” Carlie remarked. “How did it happen?’

Macbeth told her serioudy that some months ago he had joined an outfit known as the Kenddl
Foundation of St. Louisin the capacity of hydrographist, and gone on an expedition to a place caled
Cormord Idand, a very devil of a spot, where he and his three scientific comrades had been isolated
nearly 9x months when the foundation went bust. They had been rescued only because a tramp steamer
hed happened to investigate the idand for guano. At this point, Macbeth recovered himsdf and blushed
furioudy.



“Great Scott, that's no way to tak to a fellow's best girl!"” he blurted. “Darling! You look gorgeoud
Exquiste” He flapped his hands to show how words were faling, and gasped, “I'm a darn fool, honey,
who doesn't know how to greet the lovdiest creature ever!”

“Youve got something there” sad Carlie. “But you were doing dl right. I'm interested in your
adventures.”

“Oh there weren't any adventures,” disclamed Macbeth. “It was very dull, in fact. The monotony was
terrific. It did something to us—me.”

“Buy me a cocktail,” Carlie suggested. “And explain jus how you happened to connect with this
go-but-quick foundetion or whatever it was.”

Macheth guided her into the bar and ordered Carlie amartini and alemon coke for himsdf. “ That's about
whet it was” he said. “Widl, | think it was through the well-meant efforts of Dr. Augtin Ulm thet | got
tangled with the Kenddl Foundation.”

“Dr. Audin UIm. Who dat?’ Carlie asked.
“Friend of mine. Fine chap.”

Carlie was unconvinced. “Y our friends are dways fine chaps. All this one did was get you marooned on
arock for 9x months”

“He was marooned with me,” Macheth pointed out.

“Which proves what? Except that you mus be about equdly foresighted?’ Carlie said. “But you're back.
You look fine Beard and dl. What, incidentaly, do you plan to do with that mattress?’

“l plan to cut it off, | suppose,” Macheth replied, fingering the foliage. “My companions in misfortune,
Ulm, Crikeland and Swanberg, fed we should retain the beards as a mark of—well, something or other.”

“Not abad idea,” Carliereplied. “I can't think why, though. Are you remotely interested in how | happen
to be in Miami?’

“Heavens, yes,” said Macbeth hadtily. “I thought you were in Vermont.”
“Oh, you gave it a thought, then?’
Macbeth grinned. “I've got you there, baby. | sent atdegram to Vermont the minute | got ashore.”

Calie patted his hand. “I'm down here on a vacation with Aunt Liz,” she said. “Therés no adventure
about that, either.” She looked a Macbeth curioudy. “I'll bet you had a heck of a time on that idand.
You look different, somehow. | don't mean the whiskers, ether. You seem different.”

Macbeth winced and said hurriedly, “ Couldn't we go somewhere tonight? The dog races, perhaps?’

CARLIE'S maiden Aunt Liz was along bony character with tortoise shell glasses and, Macheth Williams
soon discovered, a tarific yen for gambling. The bright lights, noise and colored pageantry of one of
Miami's biggest dog tracks got under Macheth's skin somewhat after Sx months on Cormora Idand and
three weeks on the tub Meg Finnegan, and he glowed. But he didn't glow enough to make any bets.

“It's not that I'm againg gambling,” he explained uncomfortably. “It's rather that my judgment isnt worth



an invesment.”

Calie gave him a sharp glance. “Still that way, en?’
“How isthat?’

“Fgure you're never right about the future, do you?’
Macheth swdlowed. “I . . . @ . .. suppose s0.”

“Thet,” said Carlie, “makes me mad.”

“I'm sorry.”

“Bang sorry,” said Carlie, “doesn't repair broken lives”
“l ... don't believe | understand.”

“Never mind.”

There was an acute break in the pleasant flow of the evening. Macbeth, suddenly miserable, understood
why. The matter they had just mentioned—his confidence in his judgment—was the snag on which he
and Calie had wrecked ther romance. At leadt, that was the way Macbeth saw it. There had been
numerous occasions in the past when they had seemed to be progressing hgppily toward the normd
windup of a romance, namdy wedding bells, and the maiter of Macbeth's attitude toward his own
judgment had come up, and things hadn't been the same.

Calie was a vary practicad and level-headed girl. The same qudities in a man appealed to her. She
considered them important.

They probably were good qudities, Macbheth reflected. The trouble was, held aways been plagued with
aconviction he was amighty poor man with a plan. He couldn't foresee. He didn't trugt his judgment.

He didn' like thisin himsdf, but he didn't see where he could do much about it. It was his psychic rabbit,
and he was chained to it.

Macbeth Williams found himsdf pointing at a lean and ugly looking greyhound in the pre-race parade.
“Thet one,” he announced.

“That onewhich?’ said Carlie.

“Thewinner,” Macheth said. “Thet one will be the winner.”

He heard an excited intake of breath behind him, and turned and saw Austin Ulm.

“Oh, brother!” said Audin Ulm. “Lemme at the fifty-dollar window! I'll be right back!”

Macheth Williams gazed after UIm blankly. He imagined Ulm had chanced to attend the races, had seen
him and approached in time to hear the remark about the dog. But that wasn't what gave Macbeth a
frightened feding.

“Who was thet fdlow?’ Carlie asked.

“What? Oh, UIm? Tha was Audin Ulm, the dratigraphist of our late expedition,” Macbeth explained
vagudy, and added, “What if the damn dog should win!”



“Eh?’ sad Calie. “What was that?’
Macheth swalowed. “Nothing. Nothing of importance, darling.”

Severd minutes later, the hound which Macbeth had indicated came whipping across the finish line an
easy winner.

“My God!” mumbled Macbeth.

“What on earth iswrong with you?’ Carlie demanded.

“I dowish | knew!” said Macheth fervently. “The thing frightens the wits out of me”

“Eh?’ Carlie eyed himin exasperation. “Just what are you suffering from?’

Macheth took a deep breath, moistened hislips, and blurted, “I predicted that dog was going to win!”

“So what?' asked Carlie. “So did severa hundred others, judging from the odds.” She glanced at the
odds board, which indicated the win ticket had paid nearly forty dollars on a two-dollar invesment, and
added, “Well, maybe | had better amend that. But a few others picked the scroot, I'm sure.”

Macheth was about to say that wasn't the point, and try to explain the whole thing, when Dr. Audin Uim
arived waving a fidful of greenbacks. He buttonholed Macbeth, asking excitedly, “What dog's gonna
win the next one? Come on. Quick. Let's haveit” He told Carlie, “Thisis the thing I've dreamed about!
Why, we can dean up! WEelIl need an armored truck to take home our winningd”

“Shut up!” Macbeth told him angrily.

Credtfdlen, UIm demanded, “Y ou're not going to predict another winner?’
“No.”

“Not just one more?’

“No.”

“That, my fdlow exile, is the dirtiest trick ever perpetrated,” sad Ulm hitterly. He looked a Macbeth
amog tearfully. “I'll split with you,” he offered.

“Oh, shut up!” said Macheth. He introduced Ulm to Carlie and Aunt Liz, and when Ulm started tdling
them that he, Macheth Williams, had somehow picked up the uncanny power to foresee fragments of the
future, Macbeth logt his temper, seized Ulm by the whiskers and said, “Shut up! Or would you like to
have your block knocked off!”

That seemed to settle it. But only for a short time, because at UIm's suggestion they visted a night club
fallowing the last race. It turned out to have a gaming room.

Dr. Uim did such a suave job of maneuvering Macbeth into the gambling establishment that Macbeth
faled to notice the plan a once. They gathered around the roulette table, and Aunt Liz asked idly, “What
do you think of the five red, Macbeth?’

“No, play the black nine” Macbeth answered thoughtlesdy.

With smultaneous gasps of excitement, Ulm and Aunt Liz stacked what seemed to be ther entire capita
on the nine black.



“Damn you!” Macbeth said bitterly to Ulm, and seized the surprised Carlie's am and dragged her out of
the room.

“What is wrong with you, Macbeth?’ Carlie exdlamed.

Macheth groaned. He wasn't surprised when Ulm and Aunt Liz came rushing out of the gambling room
with dmaost more money than they were able to carry.

“You tricked mel” Macbeth told Ulm bitterly.

“He sure did!” cackled Aunt Liz. She added excitedly to Carlie, “Y ou've got a gold mine here! All you've
got to do is persuade him to work!”

Macbeth Williams, his face pale where it wasn't burning firmly, took Carlie's arm again.
“Carlieand | are going home” he said furioudy. “ Good night.”

THE ride to Carli€'s hotd was a quiet one. Carlie was startled and curious.

“Tdk, Macbeth,” she ordered, drawing the agitated man to a secluded part of the hotd veranda. “Tdk is
good for the soul. Give”

Macbeth squirmed. “It's Slly.”

“You're upset.”

“Itsdso impossble”

“Put it in words, Macheth.”

“Youll laugh.”

“l don't think s0,” Carlie said.

“Worse, youll think I'm a neuratic nut. That's what the andyst thought.”

Carlie whidled softly, much as a boy would do to express amazed comprehenson. “Macbeth, do you
meen you can predict? Is that what's bothering you?’

“l don't mean anything of the sort!” Macheth snapped. “It's impossible. I'll be damned if | subscribe to
any such opinion concerning mysdf or anyone dsa!”

Calie examined him, and sad, “If you ask me, youve dready taken the subscription. You're upset.
Y ou've bought it, or you wouldn't be upset.”

“Oh, hdl!” Macheth Williams exclamed violently. *“Excuse me for swearing, Carlie, but what kind of a
fod do you take mefor?’

“l don't know,” Carlie replied. “But | find it very interesting.”

Macbeth groaned. He flopped in a veranda chair, nearly knocking over a potted plant in the act.
“Dammit, it's bad enough having people thinking I'm screwy for not teking over the management of my
father's estate. But I'm not ashamed of that, a least. I'm dmply not a men of sound judgment. | can't
make plans that work out. To manage a hdf hillion in properties successfully, your plans have to work



out. Mine don't. So I'm not ashamed.” He looked at the floor and shuddered. “Now, to find mysdf
evolving into a crysta-gazer—Wall, that's too much. | can't teke it.”

“How long,” asked Carlie, “has this been going on?’

“I'd rether not talk about it.”

“How long?’

“Well, it started on theidand,” said Macbeth reluctantly.

“On Cormord Idand, this place where you were a Robinson Crusoe?’

“Uh-huh. We weren't Robinson Crusoes, though. We had plenty of equipment and supplies, and each
other for company.”

“But you began naticing you could predict things?’
“Wel, yes”
“What kind of things?’

The hydrographist squirmed. “Oh, the sort of thing you could predict on an idand that was just a knob of
rock. Thefirg ingtance | redly recal was tying my shoes to a stake in the ground, and asauring the others
that they should do the same.”

Carlie's eyes popped alittle. “Tying your shoes to the ground?’

Macbeth grinned fantly. “It wasn't such adlly idea. Thereisa species of goony bird that packs off loose
objects. Like the packrat, you know. Only thisisabird. A sort of a penguin, as a matter-of-fact.”

“Oh.”

“The others got their shoes carried off.”

“l see”

Macbeth flushed. “Thet isnt avery good illudretion.”
“There are better ones?”

“Probably. Frankly there's no lack of examples. But, darling, I'd rather not tak about it. The thing
frightens me, and makes me doubt my sanity.”

There was a slence. Carlie was thoughtful. “Wadll, it doesn't sound too reasonable,” she admitted. “But
you did cdl the turn on the dog race, and you did name the winning number on that whed.”

Macheth shivered violently. “Don't, darling!”
Calie frowned. “If it'sworrying you so, Macbeth, why don't you do something about it?’

For afew moments, Macbeth pondered. “You know, Carlie, | know a fdlow who could solve this, I'm
aure. If it'sjust imaginaion, a neuross I've picked up, he's the man who could fix me up. He has one of
the greatest scientific minds | ever encountered.”

“Whoishe?’ Carlie asked.



Machbeth became more enthusastic about his idea. “The fdlow is tops as a physcian, surgeon and
psychiarid. Hes quite an adventurer, too. Worldwide reputation as a troubleshooter, as a
matter-of-fact. Thismight appeal to him. | do believe I'll get in touch with him.”

“Why not,” said Carlie.

“l can send him atelegram,” Macbeth decided. “His nameis Doc Savage.”
“Oh, brother!” sad Carlie.

“You know Doc Savage?’

Calie shook her head. “No, just heard of him.”

“Do you think | should?’

“I'mdl for it,” Carlie assured him. “1'd like nothing better than a chance to waich that felow in action.
He's alegend, you know.”

Macheth sprang to hisfeet. “Good! Well send the telegram now. Y ou can hdp mewrite it.”

Chapter Il

THE tdegraph office was a narrow recess in a building on Hagler Street not far from Biscayne
Boulevard, and remained open dl night, presided over by a round-faced man named Gridley. Gridley
was a contradiction to the idea that dl fat people are jally; he had an evil temper, a sharp tongue and bad
manners, qudifications which had resulted in his being shunted to this undesirable dl-night job. His assets
were severd years seniority, a willingness to put up with low pay, dthough there was a qudificaion to
this, and a brother-in-law who was didrict commercid agent for the company.

Gridley took Macheth Williams long telegram with a surly snatch, grumbled about its length, counted the
words, and cdmly made a dollar overcharge. When Macbeth and Carlie departed, Gridley erased the
charge figure, subtracted the dollar, put down the new figure, and pocketed the dollar. This practice
accounted for his being willing to work for alow sdary.

He tossed the telegram down by the teletype machine. His policy was to dday messages dl he could
without the company raisng too much hdll. He sauntered next door to a bar, had a beer, and eventudly
ambled back into the office, which he had left unlocked.

Gridey sauntered jeuntily behind the counter, and found himsdlf looking into the snout of a gun.

No words were exchanged. There was hardly time, and it was Gridley's fault. Gridey was a tearific
coward. As a little boy, he had been a fat, soft, insolent brat, and had formed the habit of screaming a
the top of his voice whenever threatened by superior force or violence. He was dill a screamer.

Gridley began screeching. He let out one hysterical howl after another, charged with terror and emotiond
ingtability.



About hdfway into the third squed, the telegraph office filled briefly with a much louder noise, and
Gridley's forehead changed shape very dightly and the back of his head considerably more.

Asfar as the police could learn, only one man actudly saw the killer. A taxi driver observed a man racing
from the telegraph office fallowing the shot. But the cab driver was near-sighted, and happened to have
removed his glasses and was polishing them at the moment. His description was not of much help.

The police did some futile photographing and fingerprinting. A company clerk took the night's business to
the office, where in the bookkeeping department, it was noticed that alengthy telegram to Doc Savage of
New York City, and sgned by one Macbeth Williams did not bear the mark-off of having been sent. A
sarvice was dispatched concerning the message. Sure enough, it had not been transmitted. So the wire
was despatched, ahbit late, and traveled the teletype circuits to New Y ork.

Chapter IV

SEVERAL hours dfter the time it should have arrived, the telegram penetrated to a private teletype
meachine on the eighty-gxth floor of one of New Y ork's midtown skyscrapers. Exactly ten dingles from a
gmdl bdl announced its arrivd. It was torn off the machine by Mr. Monk Mayfair, achemis.

“Ancther goofer,” remarked Monk Mayfar, when he had read the message. He prepared to wad it up
and hurl it into the wastebasket, but hesitated, to ask, “You ever hear of a guy named Williams?’

Theodore Marley Brooks, attorney, one-time brigadier generd in the U. S. Army, asked sarcadticdly,
“Have | heard of anyone named Williams? Do you want an answer to that? Why not John Smith?’

“O.K., shyster. Start off the day by being wise”

“What Williams?’

Monk consulted the telegram. “Macheth Williams it says here”
“From Miami, Florida, eh?’ asked Ham.

Monk Mayfar was somewhat more than three feet in width, just alittle taler than that, and equipped with
brigling rusty harr, a face so homdy it was hysericdly funny, and one of the fines assortments of
wizardry in chemidry in existence.

Monk was an assigtant to Doc Savage. So was Ham Brooks.

Having looked blank for a moment, Monk said, “Whét the hdll? Y ou see this tdlegram before?’
“No.”

“Then how'd you know it was from Miami?”

Ham handed Monk the morning newspaper, indicating an item. Monk read it. He rolled hissmdl eyes.



“Hdf a billion bucks, and the guy won't touch the management of it,” Monk remarked. “Now there's a
smart boy for you. Just smart enough thet this tdlegram doesn't surprise me.”

“What'sin the tdlegram?’

“Modly that this Machbeth Williams has contracted a new kind of disease.”
“Some kind of rare tropical maady, en?” Ham inquired.

“l would say s0. Sure, that describesit.”

Ham Brooks took the message, read it, and apparently wished to share Monk's opinion, but disagreed
because it was not his custom to agree with anything Monk thought. “Very interesting,” he remarked.

“Nutty as afruitcake” Monk said. “The guy says he can't help predicting things that are gaing to happen.
He wants Doc Savage to come down to Miami and cure him of it. Say, that would prove he was nuts if
he wasn't nuts to begin with. Who would want to be cured of athing like that? Nobody in hisright mind.”

“You'd better hand that telegram to Doc,” Ham advised, “It's probably important.”
“Wha would make it important?” Monk asked. “We get screwbal suff like this every day.”
“Hdf ahillion dollars might make it important,” Ham suggested.

“You know if it wouldn't swell you up, | might be indined to agree,” Monk said. “A screwbdl in
moderate circumstancesisjust a screwball, but a screwbdl with haf a billion, even if he won't touch it, is
probably some kind of genius”

DOC SAVAGE was one of those rarities among celebrities, a man whose physca appearance was as
impressve as his reputation. He was a giant bronze man, quite symmetrica of build, but so cabled with
lithe muscle that it was sometimes a little disurbing to be near him. His eyes were driking because they
resembled, in the pupils, pools of flake gold that were dways in gentle motion. The combination, dong
with the sraight bronze hair not much darker then his skin, made him stand out in the average crowd
about like alionin a basket of kittens. He did not consider this an asset.

His work—surgery and scientific research could hardly be called his main occupations any longer—was
a professon for an incongpicuous man. Preferably an invisble man. Certainly a bulletproof one. It dso
fitted back into higtory, back when knighthood wasin flower and gentlemen wore armor, possibly a little
better then it did into the middle of the twentieth century. His work was righting wrongs and punishing
evildoers, preferably under unusud and interesting circumstances.

Doc Savage changed hotels frequently as a matter of common-sense precaution, and the current one was
located a short distance off Madison in Ffty-eghth Street. It was a quiet place which, unfortunately,
hadn't been able to resst the impulse to pass dong to a columnig the fact that Doc Savage was a guest
there. The squib had been printed by the columnis a couple of days ago. Doc intended to check out at
the end of the week as aresult.

Doc left the hotdl a little after nine o'clock, which was late for him, and because it was a crigp oring
morming and he was a demon believer in exercise, he set out to walk to headquarters.

His progress dong a New York street was never placid, and this morning he was haunted by surprised
stares, hails from would-be pas, and two autograph hounds. It was not particularly irritating, though, and



he avoided mogt of it by driding dong rapidly.

He was hdfway across Thirty-ninth Street when a taxi, wheding off Madison, went out of control and
headed for a second cab. The resulting crash, which was resounding, sent a cloud of glass flying, and
dented the sides of both cabs badly, was not extraordinary as New York traffic smash-ups go, except
for one thing. Had Doc Savage not executed a remarkable legp, practicaly over the top of one cab, he
would have been pinned between the cabs like a fly between swatter and table. However, the driver of
thewild cab did scream out awarning.

After the crash, the cab driver continued to shriek. Apparently, he was under the impresson he had
smashed Doc Savage to a pulp againg the other machine.

Doc, safe on the other sde of the second taxicab, picked himsdf up, sidestepped a car coming from the
other direction, and called, “It'sdl right, felow!”

Thisdidn't reassure the cabby, however. He howled louder, threw his machine into gear, backed clear of
the tangle as disengaging metd wailed, and drove away medly.

Approximatdy hadfway down the block, the fleeing cab driver—he wasn't travding so very fast, and
severd persons tedified as to exactly wha happened—seemed to fant a the whed. The cab, the
geering gear knocked out of line by the crackup, fdtered to the right, hit the curb, and bruised itsdf
somewhat shapeless againgt the side of a building.

They hauled the driver out. “Poor devil, he must have had some sort of spell because of the excitement,”
someone remarked.

Doc Savage hurried up, explained he was a doctor, and asssted in removing the man to a nearby
drugstore.

“Heé's not serioudy injured,” Doc explained, after an examination. “I think his am would be better if it
were bandaged and in a semi-cast, however. He will regain consciousness presently.”

The bandaging and the gpplication of a quick-drying cast was completed by the time the man regained his
senses, Doc doing the application.

The cab driver, a dender young fellow with large eyes and a smdl mouth, immediaidly became hydericd.
He could hardly give his name. “ Somethin' went wrong with the steering gear!” he walled. “God, it was
awful' | saw | was gonna hit that cab! | ydled atcha to jump.” He peered a Doc. “I ydled atcha. You
heard me, didn't you?’

“l heard you,” Doc said. “Don't worry about it. Nobody is much damaged.”
A cop asked the man bdligerently, “Why'd you start to leave the scene of an accident?’

The cabbie—he said his name was Clare Jones—groaned hopdesdy. “I don't remember doin' that. |
musta been knocked slly.”

Doc Savage suggested that the upset driver be alowed to go home and recover his composure. The cop
was not enthusiagtic about this, but findly agreed.

Doc resumed hiswak to headquarters.



THERE was another incident. This one, by an odd coincidence, adso involved a man fanting. It was the
operator of the eevator in Doc Savage's building, and Doc spoke to him pleasantly on entering the
elevator, saying, “ Good morning. You're new here aren't you?’

“Yes, dr. My name's David,” the operator replied. “I'll give you a quick privete trip, Mr. Savage.”
“Thank you,” Doc said.

Thefanting occurred a few seconds after the cage started up. The operator, David, smply folded down,
griking his forehead againg the control levd lightly.

Doc Savage made an examination of the man, then returned the cage to the floor immediatdy above the
lobby, left it there with the door blocked open, and hurried downgtairs to the drugstore to get some
bandages and more of the quick-drying plaster used for casts.

When David awakened some time later, he found severd curious people daing a him. “What
happened?’ he mumbled.

“You fanted,” amen told him.

“I did”

“Yes. Mr. Savage treated you.”

“Where's Savage now?’

“Gone about his busness”

David examined his elbow. “Whét the devil isthis?’

“A cast,” he was told. “You wrenched your elbow badly when you fel, and Doc Savage thought it
advisable to apply a cast. Savage asked me to explain it to you. Leave the cast in place a week or s,
and your amwill bedl right.”

“Isthat dl that happened to me?’ David wanted to know.
“That'sdl.”

“l don't understand it,” David muttered, sheking his head. “I think I'll go home.”

WHEN Doc Savage entered the headquarters reception room, Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks were
waiting for him, gtting on the edge of an enormous inlad desk with their legs dangling.

“We got an dfish item for you,” Monk explained, and presented Doc with the Macheth Williams
telegram.

Doc read through the message, then went to the telephone. “I want to speak to the Miami telegraph
office—"he conaulted the tdegram—"*which uses the code number AU on itsteegrams.”

Monk and Ham were surprised. “Why the quick action, do you mind saying?’ Ham Brooks asked.

Doc indicated the telegram filing-time. “They're stamped with the hour and minute and day when received
across the counter. This one was delayed nearly eght hours in transmisson. That's unusud for a draight



telegram. | just wondered why?’

Monk and Ham exchanged glances. “Y ou could have checked on that, supid,” Ham told Monk.
“Yeah,” Monk agreed. “We both started the morning off in a bright way.”

Doc Savage finished a conversation with the Miami telegraph office.

“The clerk who received the telegram was killed, murdered, about twenty minutes after he accepted the
message,” Doc told Monk and Ham. “That accounts for the delay.”

“Who killed hm?" Monk asked blankly.

“A person yet unidentified. Believed to be a man.” Doc picked up the telephone again and asked for
Macheth Williams, in Miami. The address of Williams hotd was given in the telegram.

“You think the killing and this telegram are hooked up?” Monk demanded.

“| think something is hooked up, or in the process of being hooked,” Doc told him. “Two attempts were
mede to kill me this morning.”

Monk asked, when he and Ham had picked themsdves up mentdly from the floor, “Did | hear thet right?
Two tries to kill you?’

“One when a cab tried to smash me againg another cab,” Doc said. “And one in the elevator here in the
building, where there was a strange operator who didn't know the code word dl new operators in the
building are supposed to know, and who had not two guns, but three, secreted in his dothing.”

“Holy smoke!” Monk breathed.
“Who are the guyswho tried it?

“That's whet | should like you and Ham to find out, if you care for a little exercise of that sort,” Doc
suggested.

“Where do we gart?’

Doc gave them an outline of the fanting episode. “The ‘fainting’ was due to getting a whiff of our private
little anaesthetic gas which | released,” he explained. "I don't imagine either scoundrel will quite believe he
fainted, but | doubt if they'll have a better explanation.”

“But you let them go!” Ham blurted.
Doc nodded. “Each with a plaster cast on hisarm.”
13 E,]?i

“Containing,” Doc added, “one of the little radio tracing gadgets we spent so much time developing, one
secreted in the thick part of each bandage.” The suite consisted of a library and a laboratory containing
congderable floor space, and Doc nodded in the direction of the latter. “You might get the receivers and
see whether the transmitters are functioning.”

The receivers were amdl directiond affairs working on several hundred megecycles, and were not as
compact by far as the tranamitters. But they were equipped to give a direction fix without the necessity of
taking two bearings to learn whether the sgnd was coming off the back or the front of the loop.



Monk asked what frequency, and Doc told him, adding, “The eevator operator is about five hundred
kilocydes lower.” Monk got the sgnd. It was a sngle “pip” of a note trangmitted at two-second
intervals. Monk adjusted the receiver for maximum sgnd. “The guy's north of here” he said. “What do
we do about these lugs?’

“FHnd them. Get your eye on them,” Doc told him,

“And then?’

“Follow them and see what you learn as aresult,” Doc said.
“How long do we follow?’

“Thet,” Doc said, “is where you use your own judgment.”

Ham finished checking his own radio and said, “My chap seems to be in the same part of town as
Monk's.”

“It might,” Doc suggested, “be a good idea to lose no timein putting them under observation.”

WHEN Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks departed, Doc Savage settled to wait for his telephone cal to
Macbeth Williams to go through. While he waited, he used a more conventiond type of high frequency
radio two-way to check with Monk and Ham, who had equipment in their cars. Satisfied the apparatus
was functioning, he settled back.

Monk and Ham were excdlent aids, and he was fully aware of it. Both men were eminent in ther
professons, Monk was widdy known in the indudrid chemidry fied, and Ham Brooks was a noted
lawyer. They were not—and Doc was fuly aware that this was an important matter—employees in a
sday-drawing sense. Tharr association with Doc was voluntary. They liked excitement and high
adventure; they were pushovers for the apped of the unusud. It was a better bond then any materid
payment would have created.

Doc's thoughts moved to Macbeth Williams He knew the young man. Slightly. He recalled Macbeth
Williams as a tdl young man with considerable geologicd knowledge, and quite a noticesble lack of
confidence in himsdf. Their only contact, Doc remembered, had been during atendance on a few
occasions a a scientific society in which they both hed membership.

The telephone rang, and Doc said, “Williams? Doc Savage. . . . Yes, about your telegram. | received it.”

“You probably think I'm touched in the head,” Williams said in some embarrassment. “But I'm redly
Quite upset about the thing.”

“You actudly fed that you can predict the future?” Doc asked.
“l hate to answer. | fed afoal.”
“Youmight,” Doc said, “answer it anyway.”

“Wel, yes, | do fed that | have some power | can't understand. | don't believe it, as a matter-of-fact. |
can't. It's too far-fetched.”

“But you're convinced againg your will?’



“I'm convinced,” said Macheth, “thet | need someone like you to draighten me out. You will do that,
won't you, Mr. Savage?’

“I'm not,” Doc reminded him, “a practicing psychiatris.”
“I know. You're a practicing adventurer.”

“Youve got it a litle wrong, Williams™” Doc told him. “I don't hunt excitement for excitement's sake.
Someone has to be in trouble, deserving of help, and beyond the assistance of the normd processes of
law. And the case has to be unusud and interesting. Those are the qudifications”

Macbeth Williams said uncomfortably, “This should meet one of the qudifications. Unusud.”
“It might meet some of the others,” Doc told him. “Has anyone tried to kill you?’

“Kill me? Good Lord, no!”

“Have any peculiar things happened to you?’

“Why, no,” Macheth replied. “Not that I've noticed.”

“You were marooned on a desert idand for Sx months”

“Wel, yes. But there wasn't anything odd about that. The Foundation smply went broke.”
“What Foundation was that?’

“The Kendall Foundation of St. Louis, Missouri, which backed the expedition.”

“Never heard of them,” Doc said.

“Wdl, they weren't too well-known, I'm afraid.”

“What,” Doc asked, “had the Foundation contributed to science? With what museums, indudrid
concerns or inditutions were they affiliated?’

“I'm afraid | don't know.”
“You didn't investigate?’

“Well, | didn't think it was necessary,” Macbeth told him, embarrassed. “You see, my friend, Dr. Audin
Ulm, the stratigraphist, sponsored my connection with the Kendall people, and | fdt that was sufficient
recommendation for them.”

“l see. And you have noticed no murders or violence drculaing around this matter?’
“Gracious! Of course not.”

“Did you know,” Doc asked, “about the telegraph office clerk?’

“Who?’

“The one with whom you filed your telegram last night. He was murdered within a haf hour.”
“Good God!”



“You didn't know about that?’

“No. Certainly not! Did it have some connection with my telegram?’

“I'm not sure yet.”

“It couldn't have had. It'simpossible”

“Nevertheless” Doc went on, “I think | shdl drop down to Miami and find out.”

“I certanly wish you would,” Macbeth Williams said. “When dhdl | expect you?’

“This afternoon,” Doc told him. “Y ou might, if you wish, meet me at the airport. The one the arlines use”

DOC SAVAGE used the two-way radio to advise Monk and Ham that he was leaving for Miami
immediatdy. “That's the quickest way, probably, to get a close look at this see-into-the-future suff,” he
explained. “Have you fdlows spotted your quarry yet?’

“They're both in a second-rate hotel on the edge of the Harlem didrict,” Monk said. “Room on the third
floor. We've sort of got the idea that more than two of them are gaying at the hotel. Not sure yet. It isnt
the sort of hotel that puts out information reedily.”

“Don't draw attention to yourselves.”
“We're trying not to. That's why we haven't put the heat on the hotd people.”

“Within less than an hour,” Doc said, “I'll be out of range of these two-way radios. If you have a report,
come to headquarters and use the powerful set here. I'll take a large two-way ouitfit dong in the plane
and et it up in the Miami hotdl.”

“Right.”

“And be careful. This &far is odd enough to have something pretty big behind it. | don't like the way it
looks.”

“You can depend on us to be the souls of caution,” Monk assured him.

“Your ideaof caution,” Doc sad dryly, “frequently stands my har on end. Try to be a little conservative
thistime”

Chapter V

DOC SAVAGE recognized the lanky young men with the terrific flat of blond whiskers, coming through
the afternoon sunlight of FHorida, as being Macbeth Williams. Accompanying him were a young woman
and a stocky dark saturnine man who dso had a beard. Doc flipped a few switches to off-pogtions, gave
the did of the plane a glance to make sure things were shipshape, then dighted, extended a hand, and
sad, “Hédlo, Williams. Y ou look quite a bit different with that beard.”

“I redly should part with the foliage, | suppose,” Macbeth Williams said. He was obvioudy excited and
awed. “I'm ddighted you came.” He introduced the others. “Thisismy . . . & . . . this is Miss
McGuiggan and Dr. Ulm.”

Carlie McGuiggan took Doc's hand, laughing, and said, “I'm more awed than Macbeth is. | can hardly



bdieveit”

Audin Ulm had a quick hard handclasp. He pointed at the plane. “Some job. | never saw anything quite
likeit.”

The plane, a deek and unorthodox craft, was aready drawing quite a lot of attention. Airport employees
were gpproaching to ingpect it.

“Itsajet job of anew type, partly experimentd,” Doc explained.

“It mugt have a hdl of a performance” Audin Ulm remarked. “Macbeth said he taked to you on the
telephone after ten o'clock, and here it's not much after three, and you're in Miami. That's traveing.” He
climbed up and peered into the cabin without receiving an invitation. “Say, this will carry hdf a dozen
people. You wouldn't think it from the outside. What's the idea of the odd shape to the fusdage?’

“It will function as a segplane with the gear retracted,” Doc told him. “Works very nicdy off the water, in
fact.”

“How about show?’ Ulm asked.

“The same. There's an arrangement in the wings that changes the airfail, increasing the lift greatly, so tha
the landing run-out isnt much more than required by some private planes of the reciprocating engine

type”

Calie suggested palitely, “ Perhaps you'd like to collect your luggage and get out of here. This crowd will
be amob in aminute”

“Thank you, | would,” Doc assured her.

Doc Savage removed three rather bulky and heavy equipment cases from the plane, and the two men
helped him lug these to Macheth's rented car. Ulm, who seemed to have a large bump of curiosity,
asked, “What'sin this case? It's heavy.”

“Two-way radio,” Doc told him. “I usudly carry a set powerful enough to keep in contact with my
associatesin whatever part of the world they may be.”

“You seem to travel well-prepared,” Ulm said.
“l try to do s0.”

When they reached the car, a convertible modd with the top down, Macbeth Williams suggested to
Calie, “I wish youd drive, darling. | .. . ah. . . fed rather nervous”

“Reax, Macbeth,” Carlie told him. “Doc Savage is here. Y our problems are practicaly solved.”
Ulm, aready settled in the rear seat, chuckled. “They're just sarting, if you ask me”

While Carlie was getting the car in motion, Doc Savage looked thoughtfully at Ulm, asked, “What do you
mean, just Sarting?’

“I mean,” Ulm told him, “that a guy with Macbeth's gift is just naturdly going to attract excitement. Once
news gets out that he can predict the future, things will pop. You can imagine how itll grab the public
imagingion. The boy isin for atime”

Macheth Williams groaned. “I wish you wouldn't treat thisthing asif it were afact.”



“Why not?’ Ulm demanded.

“It can't be afact.”

“Why not?’

“Predicting,” said Machbeth vehemently, “just isn't done. It's unscierntific. It's not possible.”
Ulm grinned. “Seeing is believing. What do you say, Carlie?’

“I'mindined to agree,” Carlie replied.

Doc Savage noted that Carlie McGuiggan seemed to be a cautious and expert driver. He approved of
the way she handled the car in the heavy boulevard traffic.

“Miss McGuiggan, do you actudly believe that Mr. Williams has acquired some hitherto unknown power
of foresght?’ he asked.

“Meaning,” asked Carlie, “that you would think 1'd be azany if | believed it?’

“Not necessarily. Naturdly, | do not have the detalls as yet, and so my skepticism hasn't been dispelled.
But I'l take your answer with an open mind, you can be sure”

Calie nodded. “I bdieveit”
“Youve seen it work?’
“Twice last night, and once today.”

“Three times today,” Ulm corrected. “At breakfast, Macbeth ordered ham and eggs and said held bet he
would get a kipper. He got a kipper. Later Macbeth sad a rentd car agency wouldn't have a free car,
and sure enough, they didn't have. And driving out here, Macbeth suddenly pulled to the sde of the road,
and amoment later a car driven by a drunken man careened through the spot where we would have been
if he hadn't pulled aside”

Macheth broke in excitedly, “Wait a minute, now! Those could have been accidents. Coincidences.”
“Bosh!” said Ulm.

“All of it,” continued Macheth, with even more animation, “could have been coincidence. A run of luck.
It could be that.”

Ulm snorted. “I've been watching it grow for sx months, and dl | can say is Luck never had arun like
that.”

“You're abdiever?” Doc inquired.
“Damn right!” Ulm declared violently.

“I'l be interested,” Doc said, “in observing some of these predictions. Williams, would you care to make
one right now?’

Macheth groaned. “I can't make them conscioudy. I'm not even aware of meking a prediction, until 1 see
it come true”

Ulm chuckled. “Macbheth ought to get the thing under control. Oh, boy! Think what it would meen if he



could turn it on when he wanted to! With haf a billion capital to work with, there's no limit.”

Doc eyed Um sharply. “Youre suggeding that Mr. Williams take over his father's estate, which |
undergtand he can do if he wishes, and employ his propensity for predicting to speculate?’

“It's a damn good ideal” Ulm said excitedly. “It just occurred to me! Macbeth, you should think about
it!”

“Nonsense,” Macheth snapped.

Calie McGuiggan glanced around. Her eyes were darry with ddight. “Macbeth, you redly should
congder the idea. Why, you could become a greater tycoon than your father.”

“What I'll probably become,” said Macheth gloomily, “is a resdent in some booby-hatch.”

BECAUSE it would be more convenient, Doc Savage took aroom at the hotel where Macbeth Williams
and Audtin Ulm were dtaying. He was hardly settled when Macbeth Williams knocked on the door.

“I managed to give Carlie and Ulm the dip,” Macbeth explained. “I wanted to tak to you privady
about—well, the ugly side of thisthing.”

Doc asked the young man to come in, noting that Williams showed increased sgns of nervousness and
drain. “So it has an ugly Sde?’ he inquired.

Williams dropped into a chair. “I don't know. | imagine you know what I'm referring to, the murder of the
clerk in the telegraph office. After you telephoned me, | got a newspaper and read about it.”

“Think there was any connection with yoursdf?’
“l don't see how there possibly could have been!”
“Youve given it close thought?’

“My God, of course!” Macheth said wildly. “I didn't even know the clerk. The murderer didn't take my
telegram to you. Doesn't that prove the killing wasn't connected with the message?”’

Doc shook his head. “Not necessarily. The killer might have been seeking the message when the clerk,
Gridley, surprised him. He might have shot Gridley because of excitement, or during a sruggle. There
were reports that Gridley was heard screaming just before the shot was fired. The screams could have
frightened the killer into firing the shot.”

Macheth groaned. “I1t would be awful to think | was somehow the cause of aman getting killed!”

Doc sad, “I'm going to describe two men. Ligen closdy, then tdl me if you think youve ever seen
them.” Doc gave a precise word picture of the taxi driver and the elevator operator who had been after
him that morning in New Y ork. He did not explain what they had done, merely described them.

Macheth shook his head. “I don't believe | know them. Who are they?’

Doc glanced at his watch. “Perhaps we can find out by now.” He turned on the powerful two-way radio,
opened the window and tossed the weighted end of a fifty-meter antennae across to the roof of a nearby
building, and presently was in business with the transmitter.



One-sided business, however. He could not raise Monk or Ham. He checked by contacting a New
York gtation, to make sure he was not in a dead spot.

Hndly, somewhat upset, he broadcast ingructions. “Monk, or Ham, if you're hearing me, get to a
trangmitter and give me acal.” He repeated the indructions, adding, “I'll stand by here for the next hour.”

He spent the falowing hour quizzing Macbeth Williams about the predictions, but learned nothing very
indructive. The predictions, as Macbeth said, were just predictions, given unconscioudy and without
awareness of particular Sgnificance.

At the end of the hour, there was no news from Monk or Ham. Planted in Doc Savage was a smdl seed
of darm tha grew with frightening rapidity.

Chapter VI

DOC SAVAGE joined Macbeth Williams, Carlie McGuiggan and Audin Ulm for dinner, and following
that, whatever the evening had to offer.

“In the way of a prediction, isthat it?" Carlie asked.

“Something like that,” Doc admitted. “Macbeth and | talked it over, and there doesn't seem to be
anything for me to do but take the rdle of observer until one of these predictions turns up.”

“Then what will you do?’
“Examine the prediction,” Doc replied dryly, “to learn what makesiit tick.”
“I'l bet,” said Augtin UIm, “Y ou get your hat knocked off.”

They had an excdlent dinner a a place in Miami Beach. Doc Savage learned quite a bit from Carlie's
chatter. She was the daughter of a farly well-to-do manufacturer of ceramics, had a privae pilot's
license, liked sall-fishing, and was otherwise a tomboy.

Doc gathered, before the med had ended, that Carlie was a decisve person hersdf, and liked
decisvenessin others. He aso received the impresson that Carlie considered Macheth Williams lacking
in confidence in himsdlf, and that this was the obstacle that stood between them. And he saw that Carlie
was dl for the idea of Macheth assuming charge of the estate, probably because the manager of such an
enormous property loomed in her eyes as aman, of necessity, of courage and firm decisons.

It was a0 interesting to Doc Savage to note that Macbeth Williams himsdf wasn't as averse to the idea
as he had been that afternoon. Carlie and Ulm apparently had been working on him. Once Macbeth
remarked serioudy, “You know, even if thisgift of mine should turn out to be dl imagination, it would be
interesting to see what | could do with something redlly big.” He amiled thoughtfully. “I hope it isn't a gift.
That would be nice”

“You mean,” Doc suggested, “that you would like to have it turn out to be merdy good judgment and
foresght on your part?’

“Exactly,” Macbeth replied. “Frankly, nothing would please me more. I've dways been a fdlow who
didn't trust his own judgment. Y ou've no ideawhat a burden that can become, when you've carried it dl
your life”

“A man should discard a burden like that,” Doc told him.



“How? I've tried.”

Ulm put in, “I'm betting on the predictions. Better turn one out, Macbeth, or Doc Savage will begin to
think we're kidding him.”

Macbeth winced. “I wish you wouldn't joke about it.”

Following dinner, UIm came up with a suggestion. “You don't,” he said, “hunt squirrds anywhere but in
the woods. Not if you want squirrels.”

“Meaning? Doc suggested.

“Why don't we take Macbeth to agambling joint,” Ulm said, grinning. “The place to look for a prediction
isin surroundings that would simulate a prediction, it seems to me”

“l see no objections,” Doc sad.
Macheth groaned. Carlie laughed. She asked, “What joint will it be?”

“Let's leaveit to our waiter,” Ulm suggested. “Well just ask him to name a joint, and that's the one well
pick. If it's agreeable?’

When the waiter came over, Carlie glanced up a him and asked, “If someone asked you the name of a
night club, what name would you think of ?’

“The Slver Slipper,” the waiter said promptly.

They dl laughed at Carli€'s thwarted expression, but it was Ulm who suggested, “Perhaps there's a club
by that name here. There are dways imitations of well-known places scattered around the country. I'll get
a phone book and see” He came back presently, triumphant. “There's one. In a pretty good part of
town, too.”

“Then,” said Doc Savage pleasantly, “weéll dl go there, if it's satisfactory.”
Macheth muttered, “It's not whally satisfactory, but I'll go dong with the thing. | fed like a guinea pig.”
Carlie patted his hand. “Like the goose being watched to lay the golden egg, you should fed, darling.”

Doc Savage excused himsdf, saying, “I'll be with you in afew moments” and went into the lobby. From
there, by the sde entrance route, he found his way to the kitchen, where he accosted the waiter who'd
given them the night club name.

“Would you mind tdling me” Doc asked, displaying a five-dollar hill, “how you happened to mention
that name.”

The waiter looked astonished. “Why, it just came neturdly.”

“No one told you that you would be asked for the name of adub?’

“Certanly not.”

Doc indicated the greenback. “That's for tdling me how you happened to mention the name of that club.”

The waiter grinned. “That's an easy five bucks, friend. Me and another guy was arguing about high-class
night clubs about hdf an hour ago, and dl the argument got down to the Siver Sipper toward the end.



That's why the name was on the tip of my tongue. Does that earn the five?’

“It sure does,” Doc said. “Did this other felow bring the subject around to the Siiver Sipper?’
“l don't recadl exactly. Maybe he did.”

Doc passed over the hill. “The fdlow ill around?’

“Come here,” the waiter said. He led the way to a Side door which gave aview of aminiature golf course
which occupied a vacant lot beside the restaurant. “ See the short guy with the linen suit and red necktie?’

Doc asked, “Is he the one who argued with you?’

“That's right.”

“Thanks” Doc said. “You needn't mention that | was interested, unless he's a friend of yours.”
“Never saw him before tonight,” said the waiter. “And thanks for the five”

MACBETH WILLIAMS wasill a ease, and headed for an uncomfortable evening, Doc could see. By
way of breaking the tensgon, Doc turned the conversation to geology and ocean currents, two subjects on
which Macbeth was a master.

Thenight club was about what Doc had expected. Some fdlow had thrown it together out of paint and
plywood and mirrorsin hopes of making a tourist killing, and had added the usud gambling setup in the
back. Access to this was avalable only to persons known to the management, but a bill in the
headwaiter's hand established their credentials in short order.

Ulm nudged Macbeth over to the whed. “If you get a hunch a number's coming up, for heaven's sake,
don't keep it to yoursdf.”

“| don't fed the least hit oracular,” Macheth assured him.

Doc Savage circulated idly through the place, noted the usud number of games were gimmicked in favor
of the management, and kept his money in his pocket. Carlie played sparingly, lost more often than she
won, and remarked that they needed her Aunt Liz dong for mord courage where gambling was
concerned.

“Dammit, pa,” Audin Ulm told Macheth when some time had passed. “Come across with a prediction.
Y ou're letting us down, to say nothing of the fifteen bucks I've dropped.”

“I'vetold you | can't just pull them out when | wish.” Macbeth Williams said diffly.
Doc murmured dryly, “1 understand you didn't know when you were about to produce.”

“l don't.” Macbeth flushed. “Wdl, darn it, | don't. What do you want me to do, just start meking random
Suggestions about what number to play?’

“Why don't you try that?’ Doc asked.
Macbeth, irritated, said, “All right, play black nine. Play any damned thing,”
Calie amiled. “That came reluctantly, but I'm going to try it.” She put a twenty on black nine.

She won.



“Holy smoke!” Ulm gasped. “And | just stood there! | didn't get any dough down. What's the next one,
Macbeth? Give us the next winner quick!”

“Black nine again!” Macbeth snapped. “And I'm sure it was just an accident. | didn't know black nine
would win.”

The nine black won again.

Macheth backed away from the table. “No, no, no!” he wailed. “This frightens me. I'm going to get out
of herel”

Ulm, who had won more than three hundred dollars, seized hisarm franticdly. “By God, you can't dry up
onme” he growled. “I'm short of dough. | don't have hdf ahillion bucks lying around loose.”

“Take your hands off mel” Macbeth snapped.

“Now, now, don't get upset,” Ulm urged. “I'm sorry. | didn't intend to get tough. But just one more bet
would mean alot to me. Please, Macbeth, just one. Try the crap table, if you don't like roulette.”

Macbeth, flushed and irritated and frightened a his own inexplicable ability, indicated a gaunt man who
was rattling the dice. “He's going to make his point the toss after this one.”

Trying to restrain his excitement, Ulm crowded over and got a bet down with the house. The gaunt man's
point was ten, atough one to make. He made it.

Ulm collected, spluttering with greed, and croaked, “The next winner, Macbeth! Quick!”

Macheth sneered a him, said, “You're just greedy,” and took Carlies am and walked back into the part
of the club where they could see a floor show and have a sandwich. Macbeth told Daoc, “1 hope you're
not impressed by that Suff. It'sdl a series of coincidences, I'm sure.”

“Isthat,” Doc asked, “the way your predictions usudly come?’

“Wel, yes” said Macbeth wryly. “Smoke doesn't come out of my ears, and tongues of flame don't
accompany the predictions, if that's what you mean.”

Doc noted the way Ulm was shaking with excitement. “1 wouldn't say it was entirdy without effect,” he
sad.

THE next haf hour was peaceful and sans predictions. They had farly good sandwiches, and Ulm an de
to quiet his nerves. The floor show came on.

Macheth Williams seemed to relax. Then Doc noted that he suddenly became uncomfortable.
“What's wrong?’ Doc inquired.

Macbeth flushed, and mopped his face, then the palms of his hands, on a handkerchief. “I've got an odd
feding of gpprehension that | don't quite understand,” he explained.

“Exactly what sort of afeding?’

“l hope you don't think I'm slly. But | fed that were in danger. It's a hard thing to defing, just an
impresson of generd danger. It's like an emotion or like the feding you get when you're a kid and walk



through a graveyard a night.”

“Could it be,” Doc suggested, “aresult of worrying about the murder of the telegraph office clerk?’

“l don't know, but it might be,” Macheth replied.

Ulm frowned. “Thistime, you fed like you know you're making a prediction? Is that it?’

Macheth sad curtly, “I'm not making any forecasts a dl, blast it! I'm just explaining that | fed uneasy.”
“I'l bet this doesn't amount to anything, if he knows he's predicting,” Ulm said.

Doc ignored the interruption. “Williams, could it be that you noticed someone who brought on this
feding?’

Macbeth Williams hesitated. “1 don't know. That is—well, | don't exactly recdl. But, yes, it could be.”
“Did you,” Doc asked, “natice a short man in awhite linen suit and a red necktie?’
“Wel, I— You know, that's odd. | do seem to have seen such aman.”

Doc Savage made a quick pencil sketch on the back of a menu, caricaturing the man held seen on the
miniature golf course back at the restaurant. He showed this. “That the fdlow?’

“Why, yes” Macbeth gasped. “Yes, | did natice that chap.”

“You noticed him,” Doc said, “while you were looking around, just prior to having this feding of
uneasness?’

“Yes, | beieve that's right.”

Ulm sneered at them. “Thisis getting too practica. I'm only interested in predictions. Let's get out of this
dump.”

Machbeth Williams looked at them, an expresson of terror on his fact. “I don't fed we should leave
openly and without being cautious.”

Chuckling, Ulm patted his arm. “Thisthing is getting your nerves, pa. But | suppose the joint has a back
door, if you would fed better usng it.”

THE bullet made only one red sound, and that was not at its point of origination; they say a slencer is not
too effective, but this one must have done an excdlent job. No doubt the gun made some sound off there
inthe night, but it was logt it the other uglier sound, the solid stopping noise the bullet made againgt Doc
Savage.

Doc Savage, going backward and down, believed he was hit somewhere in the chest region. In fact,
there was not much doubt, because in a moment the shock locdized in the centrd chest area, a logicd
part of him for it, Snce that was the largest target he presented. When he was down, partly of shock and
partly of his own accord, he turned and, reeching and dretching, was able to dtrike the door with his
hand and get it shut. That closed off the light, such of it as did not come from the moon.

“Scatter and say down,” he said. “And stay here. Don't leave.”



He got up then, not erect, but lunging forward and to the right, then the left, with one hand exploring in
some darm about the center of his chest. He could fed the bullet, a amdl thing to have kicked him so
hard, lodged and misshapen againg the chain mesh of the bulletproof undershirt he was wearing. There
was some padding under the chain mail of the best dloy metd that chemist Monk Mayfar had been able
to create for such a purpose, but not enough padding, because he had some apprehensions about arib or
a breastbone being broken. But after he had gone a short distance, he decided nothing was cracked.

Somewhere out in the night, a man began running. Doc could hear him. The man's eyes had been
accugtoming themsdlves to the moonlight for some time, probably, and he mugt have seen Doc moving,
dthough it had seemed to Doc that he had moved in only the darkest places.

The man ran away. Doc followed. There were no more bullets for while. The running man crossed
through moonlight, and he was the short felow with the white suit and red necktie. And now with a case
of near-hysterical fright.

The man'sflight took him haf a block, to where he had a car parked. He got in the car, and the key must
have been in the ignition, because the car was moving, it seemed, as soon asthe man was in it, and a thin
spike of flame came from the open window. The passage of gases and bullet through the slencer on the
end of the gun muzze was more audible now, perhaps because the two bullets were not close, but
chopped off through the neetly clipped shrubbery of someone's yard, and from there could have gone
amos anywhere.

The car drew away. The white suit was a faint blur ingde it. Doc Savage, with no car available, seemed
defeated, but then luck touched him. A car drove into the street from another direction, occupied by
someone bound for the club. It dowed and the driver hunted for a place to park where he wouldn't get
stuck the tip that was mandatory in the dub parking lot. When Doc, running hard, reached the car, the
driver looked up, startled. There was a girl with him. Doc said, “1 want your car to chase another car.
Quick. Don't argue.”

The driver had a consderable quantity of jaw and it snapped up and thrust out. The muzze of a gun
followed it. “No, and you better not argue ether. I'm Springlatch, Miami police department, detective
firg grade”

“That's fing” Doc told him. “Now catch the car if you can. Ask dl the questions you want to, while
you're chadng it. Better put the girl out, because our friend is free with agun.”

“Thegirl is Policewoman Lorn,” Springlatch said. “Get in. Keep an eye on him, Lorn.” The car began to
move, gathering speed, and Springlaich said, “The way the guy's headed, he's got to veer east when he
hits the bayfront drive. We can head him, maybe. Only thing is, you gotta have his license.”

Doc gave anumber and Springlatch asked, “You sure” and Doc said, “I'm sure” He inferred that they
would cut in ahead of the other machine via a shorter route and wait for it to pass.

“All right, who are you and what's the scoop?’ Springlatch demanded.

Doc told him. Essentids. His identity. The fact that white-suit had fired on him. “There's a slencer on his
gun, a pretty good one,” Doc finished. “So don't expect noise. Incidentdly, | have a specid commisson
from the Miami police department, if it's not outdated, and if it is, there's a federd commission that should
save”

“I've heard of you,” Springlaich told him.



THE rest of it did not take long. Two minutes. Two minutes that passed the longest way, the car they
wanted coming around a turn, the driver seeing them turn in on his trail. There were forty seconds of the
wildest driving, then another turn, and white-suit didn't make the turn, athough there was a moment when
it seemed he would miraculoudy graighten out after vaulting the curb and caroming off the first pdm tree.
But then the car began to rall, and after three turns, it did one end-for-end swap, as a kind of find
flourigh.

Office Springlaich said, “He's a tough cookie if he took that.” He spoke as their own car was stopping,
skidding allittle first to one sde then the other asit did so. Then a red animd of fire began at the front of
the wrecked car and started swalowing.

Doc Savage moved fast. He was at the car far ahead of Springlatch. He got into the heat, groping; he
began to pull, and rather to his surprise was able to back out of the worst of the heat with what remained
of white-coat. The man was dl there, but badly broken, and minus hislife

“Look, harness and dl,” Springlaich said, for some reason surprised to find that the man had carried his
gunin an eaborate underarm holgter.

“He was killed ingantly,” Doc said.

Soringlaich was looking at the gun. “.44. For some reason, you don't run onto many of them. Stll,
somehow, it seems familiar.”

Doc sad, “It should be”

“Yesh?’

“You probably have a .44 bullet from this gun downtown.”

“Have we? How come?’

“Probably because one of your examiners took it out of a dead man lagt night.”

Soringlatch was dlent. Not from surprise, from sdf-condemnation of his own dupidity. It was
Policewoman Lorn who said, “Y ou're not that dumb, Spring.”

“No, but I could have been,” Springlatch said. “The clerk in the telegraph office last night. They took a
.44 dug out of him. How do you know it was from this gun?’

Doc Savage was going through the dead man's pockets. He found a number of things money, lighter, a
dog-track program, a hillfold with some identification that was mostly Canadian. The identification was
condgent in indicating the man was named Wilmer Elvin Troy, was a Canadian aged thirty-eight, a
member of two associations for mining men, and owned a commercid pilot's license. There were two
other items of specid interest.

No. 1 specid, which Doc showed to Springlaich, was a copy of the telegram which Machbeth Williams
had despatched lagt night. It was made in pencil, and it differed in wording but not in genera detall, near
the end, from the one Williams had sent. Doc pointed out the difference in wording, Springlatch teking it
from there.

“He was interrupted when he had copied down to near the end, took time out to kill telegraph clerk
Gridley, some more time out to scram, and finished out the copy from memory later,” Springlaich said.
“How's that for deducting?’



The second item, which tied the whole thing up in a package, was the address of the Harlem hotd in
New Y ork where Monk and Ham had located the taxi driver and devator operator who'd had bad luck
with homiciddl intentions.

“What'sit dl about? was Springlaich's summary.

“Itdl tiesin, anyway,” Doc said. “It's more of ardief than you redize to know that.”

Chapter VII

WELL into the early morning, a little after three am., the police decided to administer a warning not to
leave town to Doc Savage, Macheth Williams, Carlie McGuiggan and Audin UIm, and let them go back
to their hotels. The beards of Williams and Ulm had helped earn them a bad time.

“Thisisadevil of anote,” sad Macheth Williams, riding back to the hotdl. “What if the thing gets in the
newspapers? It's going to reflect on the estate.”

“I'mglad,” sad Carlie, “that the subject of Macbeth's predicting didn't enter the officid discussons”

Macheth shuddered. “Yes, that would have been no help. | don't think they considered our stories too
credible, anyway.”

Ulm stroked hiswhiskers. “These bushes didn't help. | think I'l invest alitle money in a shave.”
Doc Savage asked idly, “What estate was that?”’

“En?" Macbeth asked.

“Theone” Doc said, “that newspaper notoriety would reflect upon.”

“Oh, you mean my remark a moment ago.” Macbeth was dlent a moment. “Well, naurdly | referred to
my father's holdings, the organization that people refer to more commonly as, quote, the hdf hillion the
slly fool won't touch, unquote.”

“Y ou seem thoughtful about it,” Doc said.

“l am,” Macbeth replied firmly.

“You're not,” Doc suggested, “thinking of changing your mind about teking over its direction?’
“Thet's exactly it, | am thinking,” said Macbeth.

Audin Uim whigtled. “My boy, you're beginning to cook with gas, as they say.” Ulm sounded excited
and awed. “It's dl right to play around with who is going to win at a crap table, but it would be a little
more worthwhileif a business dedl involving amillion or so was the stake. Macbeth, that's what 1've been
sying. Why waste thisthing you've got?’ He nudged Carlie McGuiggan. “What do you say, Carlie?’

Calie shuddered. “I don't like people being shot and shot at.”

“Nonsense,” said Ulm. “That violence had nothing to do with Macbeth. Anybody who packs that idea is
nuts”



IN his room, Doc Savage tried to rase Monk or Ham on the radio. Then he fdl back on the
long-distance telephone, making hdf a dozen cals, the last one to the New York police department.
Totd result: Anxiety. What had happened to Monk and Ham? He did not as a usud thing have trouble
degping, but during the rest of the night, he had plenty. He was unable to recall actudly deeping; what he
was able to remember, when the sun burgt through the window into his eyes, was an endless recdling of
the weaknesses of Monk and Ham that might have caused a foot to dip. Ther weaknesses were, except
in the wrong places, srengths. Monk, in particular, was a direct fdlow who would drop caution and
wade in, given part of an excuse. That, in summary, was the thing that worried him. He imagined it was
whet had happened. They had made a smashing move when a wary one would have been wiser. That
something drastic had befdlen Monk and Ham, he was sure, or they would have set up a contact.

He rose, drew the blind againg the sun, then lay on the bed for a while, drawing back mentdly and
examining the afar as awhole. He saw it as something like this Machbeth Williams who preferred being
amediocre scientist to managing his late father's holdings—Doc was indined to fed Macbeth's attitude
about the estate was senshle—had been sgned up by a vague outfit named the Kenddl Foundation,
through the offices of hisfriend Ulm. The Kenddl setup, Doc felt, should be known to him if it amounted
to anything. It wasn't. The sx-month isolation on Cormora I1dand wasn't too sendble; there were ways
open to any organization to get a group of stranded scientists back to dvilizetion. So thet the stranding
was odd. That made two oddities, the vagueness of the Kendal Foundation, and the pointlessness of the
marooning.

Suddenly hot with an idea, Doc Savage dressed and went to the waterfront. The teamer Meg Finnegan
lay tied in rust-esten ignominy to awharf south of the bridge, and Doc saw no one until he had hammered
on the grimy door of what obvioudy was the master's cabin. Then he was confronted by a tired, ugly
face, bloodshot eyes, and a scowl.

“Skipper?’ Doc asked.
“Yeah, I'm the magter,” replied the man. “What about it?’

Doc looked at the man asif he were fitting him to a description, then shrugged and displayed his billfold.
“I'm here to pay off,” he said.

The cagptain scowled and the thin tip of his tongue made a quick trip across his lips, as if fly-catching.
“Whet the hdl! The owners canning me?’

“What gave you thet idea? No, thisisfor handling thelittle job.”
“Yeah?'

“Let's not be coy,” Doc suggested. “You got them off the idand, making it look asif you just accidentaly
found them while paying the idand a vist to see if there was guano. That was the ded, wasn't it?” He
fanned through the banknotes. “Let's see, it was five hundred. Right?’

The magter of the Meg Finnegan gave Doc an expressive look of greed, knowingness, and puzzied
suspicion.

Doc added casudly, “The bonus, I'm talking about.” He frowned, watching the man, and asked abruptly,
“What's this? Y ou didn't expect a bonus for the job?’

The skipper swallowed. “ Sure, sure,” he said uncorvinangly.
Doc made an angry gesture. “What's thid So that polecat intended to chisd the five hundred for himsdf!



He had indructions to promise you a bonus, and ddiver it persondly. It just happens he was sent to New
York, and couldnt makeit.”

The other man cursed bitterly. “Hell, no, he didn't mention a bonus! Trying to crook me, eh?’
“Maybe he gypped you on the payment, too,” Doc said grimly. “How much did you get?’
“Two thousand,” the man growled. “How much was it supposed to be?’

Doc Savage pushed the man back into the cabin, followed, showed him, for effect, an old federd
commisson that he carried for convenience in cases like this one, and said, “Now, let's have the whole
gory, friend. Or you're going to be in plenty of hot water.”

The skipper shuffled back and sat on the bunk. He pondered, and the longer he sat there, the lower his
shoulders sank. “The guy came to mein Rio,” he sad glumly. “It was two thousand to pick these four
guys off that idand. The guy said his name was Walters, but probably it wasn't. | wouldn't know. | got no
information, and no ingtructions except it was to be an accident, finding them on this Cormord Idand.”

“Describe Wdlters,” Doc said.

It didn't take much imagination to fit the description of Walters to the man in the white suit who had died
inthe crash the night before.

DETECTIVE SPRINGLATCH opened the door deepily, stared at Carlie McGuiggan in surprise, said,
“Oh, you! Hdllo, there”

“I'm sorry | woke you so early,” Carlie said. “You had along night, didn't you?’
“It was long, dl right,” Springlatch agreed. “1 wouldn't cdl it productive.”

“Wdl, | wanted to ask you a question, and then I'll leave” Carlie said. “Did you inquire at the night dub
about that fdlow in the white suit who was killed?’

“How'd you know we would do that?" Springlatch asked.

“l just imagined you would be thorough, and think of doing s0.”

Soringlaich eyed her in afriendly fashion. “I'll answer your question if youll answer one of mine”
“It'saded.”

“We worked that dub over, but good,” Springlatch told Carlie. “White-coat—Wilmer BElvin Troy, if
that's his name—had made himsdf well-known around there the last few days. Why? The reason will
day you. This Troy wanted dl the games rigged so some guy, one particular guy, would win. Troy got his
way. It cost hm plenty, but he got hisway. Y ou interested in the name of the winnah?’

“Macbeth Williams?' Carlie queried.

Springlatch grinned. “Good guess”

“Then the thing was a frame againg Macbeth. He didn't play; he only predicted!” Carlie exclamed.
“What's that about predicting?’



Carlie shook her head. “Never mind. I'll answer your question now, or is thet it?’
Soringlatch grinned. “My question was. How come you're interested?’
“Macbheth,” Carlie replied frankly. “I'm in love with the big dope.”

REACHING the hotd where Doc Savage, Macbeth and Ulm were daying, Carlie attempted to
telephone Doc. Faling, she wrote anote “I got to thinking about it dl last night and | think its a plot. The
predictions at the gambling place were framed. Ask Springlatch. I'm looking into another idea | have.”
She et this a the desk for Doc.

Meeting Macheth for breakfast, she mentioned nothing about her activities To Macbeth's, “Darling,
you're nicer looking than the sunshine this morning!” she smiled happily, and chattered gally through the
medl.

“Honey,” she asked later, “where are the other two scientiss who were marooned with you? Mr.
Crikeland and Mr. Swanberg?’

Macheth was gartled. “Gosh, you havent met them, have you, sweet? You know, 1'd darn near forgot
dl about them. They're dill herein town, | imagine”

“At this hote?’

“No, they were going in for a little more flash,” Macbeth told her. “They moved into a hotel over on
Miami Beach. The Flame Arts, on the ocean front. You know, I'll have to cdl them today. Why don't we
have luncheon with them? They're great guys Youll like them.”

“I'msaure | will,” Carlie said. “But let's not make it a date until I'm sure I'll be free. | have some shopping
to do.” She glanced at her watch. “Oh, gosh! I've got to rush now! See you later, dear.”

Macbeth jumped up. “Couldnt | go dong?’
“No. I won't belong. Il cal you in an hour,” Carlie said, hurrying away.

SWANBERG had removed his beard. This had Ieft his face mapped grotesquely in brown and white,
and he had attempted to dispd some of the oddity by coating the white with suntan make-up. The effect
was dightly bizarre, but he had a leen face that was handsome in a cold way. “Yes, I'm Swanberg,” he
sad.

“I'm Carlie McGuiggan,” Carlie told him. “A friend of Macbeth Williams”

Swanberg grinned fantly. “Macbeth is alucky guy. Won't you come in? He raised his voice and yelled,
“Crikel”

Crikeland came from another room, an older man than Carlie had expected or perhaps about the age she
had expected, because she had imagined scientidts as older men, with glasses, absent-minded manners,
and gruff voices. Crikeland had dl of these.

“A great pleasure, Miss McGuiggan,” Crikeland said gruffly. “Or isit to be?”

Calie looked a the two men. She didnt like them much. “I dont know,” she said. “It's going to
depend.”



“Indeed?’

Calie nodded. “Frankly, | don't see why my cards shouldnt go on the table right now. I've known
Macheth Williams a long time. He's anfully nice. But he can be imposed on. He's a big friendly dope
who lacks confidence in himsdlf.”

Nether Crikeland nor Swanberg smiled, but Swanberg said pleasantly enough, “You don't need to tdl us
about Macbeth, Miss McGuiggan. We spent Sx months on an idand with that boy.”

“That,” said Carlie, “isgoing to be my subject.”
HE,]?’

“I'min love with Macbeth,” Carlie went on. “He's swdl. For along time, I've wanted to make him over. |
thought if he had a little more self-confidence, 1'd like him better. Now I've changed my mind. | like the
gy theway heis”

“Meaning?’ suggested Swanberg.
“Itsvery ample. | don't want him any different.”
Crikeland snorted. “Why say athing like that to us? Who's changing Macheth?’

Frowning, Carlie said, “I don't know who is, but | believe it's happening. About these predictions, did
you fdlows notice anything about them?’

“We noticed them,” Crikeland told her. “Toward the last, they were about as nerve-soothing as cannons
going off.”

“Did we notice them!” Swanberg put in. “Lady, there wasn't any other topic of conversation.”
“Y ou're not answering my question. | asked if you noticed anything odd,” Carlie said.

“Odd?’

“In what way?’

“Staged,” Carlie said. “Planted. Rigged. Trickery and thinga-jiggery. Not by Macbeth, either.”

A glance Carlie didn't quite understand, and didiked, passed between Swanberg and Crikeand. “We
discussed that point,” sad Crikdand. “And we reached a concluson. We decided we couldn't see a

dang 9gn of chicanery.”

“Youfed,” asked Carlie, “that the whole thing is genuine?’
“We certainly do.”

“Then,” sad Carlie, “you're pretty dense.”

Crikeland eyed her blankly and asked, “What do you mean?’

“There's scheming,” said Carlie. “The object seems to be to build up Macheth's confidence so he will
take over the estate management. | don't think that's the ultimate purpose. It's the fird step.”



“What would the second step be?” Swanberg asked, grinninginridicule.
“How do | know? And don't smirk.”
“It's preposterous,” said Swanberg.

“Cetanly is” agreed Crikeland. “The idea that Macbeth's sring of predictions are the result of careful
rigging without his knowledge is utterly unconvincing and without foundation. Why, great grief, | suppose
youll dam next the whole expedition to Cormora 1dand was rigged o it could be pulled off.”

“Could be” said Carlie grimly.
“Oh, my God!”

Carlie, eyesflashing, said, “Ulm's winning, with Macbeth's predictions, a a gambling house last night was
rigged, | can tdl you that. And | can tdl you the police know about it, and are investigating. Now, what
do you think of that?’

Crikdland glanced, speechless, a Swanberg. The latter was equaly shocked. Neither spoke.

“I hoped,” Carlie continued, “to get some help from you fellows. That's why I'm here. Macbeth looks on
you as hisfriends”

“We are hisfriendd” Crikeland exclaimed unconvinaingly.
“I'm beginning to wonder,” Carlie said. “Yes, I'm beginning to wonder.”
Crikeland diffened, muttered, “Y ou're not being very polite, young lady.”

“No, I'm not,” Carlie agreed. “I think Il come back later, after | have time to think this out more
thoroughly. Good morning, gentlemen.”

She turned toward the door, and was reaching for it when Swanberg's heavy fis came againg her jaw a
the end of a short arc. Carlie collgpsed. Swanberg let her fdl to the floor, blew on his knuckles, and
grinned bleskly at Crikeland's scowl of disgpproval.

“That was afool move,” Crikeland growled.

“Weas it? She had a good hold on the lid of the box, and she was getting ready to yank it open,”
Swanberg told him.

“Yes, but now shéell know there's something in the box. Before, she didn't know.”

“O.K. So we could have stood by and let her knock the props from under seven months hard work and
conniving. Would that be sense?’

Crikeland shuddered. “No, | guess not. But now what are we going to do with her?”
Swanberg sneered. “You think | haven't got that figured out? You think | just bopped her?’
“Wel?

“We could get in a spot where we gotta make a buy-out. You see thet, don't you?’

“l can see a pot.”



Swanberg told him, “There's two angles. One, she's bait to get this Doc Savage into a trap. What kind of
atrap, well figure out, but | think it better be well-figured. Two, to keep Macbeth Williamsin ling, if it
comes to a place where he sees what's hgppening. Sound al right?’

“No!” Crikeland snapped. “Y ou damn fool, you don't just keep a full-grown girl a prisoner in a city like
Miami.”

Swanberg sneered. “Not practica, en?’
1] NO_”

“Wdl, then, we won't,” Swanberg said. He watched Crikeland begin to grow pale, laughed, added, “I
don't mean kill her just yet. | mean, let's get her up to the mine”

Crikeland winced. “You are crazy, Swanberg. Six or seven thousand miles Just move her up there. Like
that.”

“Ever hear of arplanes?’
[1] BlJt—”

“Well be two doctors with a patient,” Swanberg went on. “Itll work. If we just use a little brass, itll
work.”

Crikeland hesitated, said, “Buit it's so damned much trouble!”
“Inconvenient, en?’

“Sure”

“So might an electric char be.”

Swanberg had intended the remark for humor, but it hadn't been, and both were slent. It was Crikeland
who leaned over and struck Carlie's jaw a hard blow when she began to show sgns of reviving. And
Crikdland who said, “Wadll, if we could get Doc Savage up at the mine, the odds would be alittle more in
our favor.”

“Now you're on the track,” Swanberg told him. “Let's get going.”
“How do we get her out of the hotd?’

“Where's the whisky bottle? You think a dame who has passed out has never been carried out of a
hotd ?”

Chapter VIII

DOC SAVAGE, frowning, re-read the note Carlie McGuiggan had |eft for him &t the hotd desk. It did
not give im afeding of assurance, and he caled Macbeth Williams room, got no answer, and a moment
later found Macbheth stting ill-at-ease in the part of the lobby that faced onto the street.

“Hdlo, there,” Macbeth said. “I'm waiting for Carlie. She should be here before long. She's overdue.”

Doc took the adjacent chair. “Any developments this moring?”



Macheth seemed to consider whether he should shake his head or not, and did. “I had a rough night,” he
told Doc. “I didn't degp much.”

“l don't imagine anyone did.”
Macbeth looked at Doc wryly, and asked, “Mind if | confide one of my problems?’
“Go right ahead.”

“Thanks. I'm grateful for your help. | appreciate it, particularly because | know you're under no obligation
to hdp me at dl.” He was slent for a fev moments, then asked abruptly, “Mr. Savage, what opinion
have you formed of my character? Give it to me without sugar.”

“Without sugar, | would say you were a serious-minded young man who is saddled with a feding of
inferiority because he had an outstanding father. 1 would add that your judgment is probably better than
you think it is, but not as good as it would have been if you had given it more of a chance during the
las—how old are you? Twenty-eight>—say, twenty-eight years.”

Macbeth grinned. “That's not very strong.”
“l imagine it's stronger than your candid opinion of yoursdlf.”

“Wdl, you'e right,” Macbeth admitted. “I'm a dreamer, an introverted sort, and timid. Inclined to be a
follower, not a leader. That right?’

“It's not too wrong.”
“A guy like that,” said Macbeth, “has no business managing a hdf-billion estate.”
Doc made no reply.

“I didn't think you would answer,” Macbeth told him wryly. “Wdl, managing an estate isnt just handing
that much money. Very little of the estate is money. It's property, plants, seamships, mines. Quite a lot of
mines and mills redly. It's busness properties like that, which means peopl€e's lives, because a person
who molds an enterprise like that molds the lives of the people connected with it.”

“Rigl,]t-n
“A mold,” sad Macheth, “should be more firm than the materid it makes into shape.”
“True”

“Which brings me to my question,” Macbeth Williams muttered dubioudy. “Am I, or am | nat, fitted to
become the mold? This crazy duff that has been happening to me laidy has given me a feding of
confidence. | don't trust the feding. A man doesn't become a strong character overnight. Character is
built over a period of years, not in afew weeks.”

Doc looked at him thoughtfully. “Youll have to answer that for yoursdf.”
“Will I know the right answer when | find it?’

“l suspect you will,” Doc told him.

“Thanks”



“Where” Doc Savage asked, “did Miss McGuiggan say she was going, and how long overdue is she?’

“Carlie said she was going shopping, and she's over an hour late” Macbeth Williams told him. “I'm
beginning to worry.”

“She's not usudly late for her gppointments? Some women are.”
“Not Calie”

“Then we'd better look into it,” Doc said gravely. “ She said she was going shopping. Before that, did she
ask any leading questions? Questions about persons or places?”’

Macheth shook his head. “Nothing that seemed unusud. She did ask about Crikeland and Swanberg, the
two scientists who were with me on theidand.”

“A casud question?

“l thought so. She wanted to know where they were. | told her. In a hotd in Miami Beach.” Machbeth
jumped up quickly, exdaming, “Theres UIm. Maybe he has seen her.”

Audtin Ulm's eyes were dightly bloodshot, and there were heavy lines around his mouth. But his manner
was quite jovid. “Carlie? No, | haven't seen her this morning. How are the predictions coming, my boy?
Any outstanding ones this morning?’

“They seemed to have stopped,” Macbeth admitted.

Ulm clapped him on the shoulder. “Jugt alull, old chap. They'll resume. And, boy, when you take over
the estate, youll go to town. Youll be known as atycoon in no time”

Macbeth said uncomfortably, “I'm not as hot about taking over as| was.”
“The hdl you arent!” Ulm exclamed in darm. “Now that's a foolish feding to get! If you ask me—"

“I'm worried about Carlie” interrupted Macheth. “She had a date with me for an hour ago. She usudly
keeps her gppointments.”

Doc Savage got to his feet. He said, “I believe Il look around for Miss McGuiggan. Care to come
dong?

“| certainly do!” Macbeth exclamed. “What about you, Ulm?’

Ulm snorted. “Looking for someone in a city the sze of Miami has got a haystack and a needle best,
hasn't it? Oh, | might as well go dong.”

Doc Savage strode outside, jerked open the door of ataxicab, and told the driver, “The Hame Arts. It's
ahotd in Miami Beach.”

“That's where Crike and Swanberg are Saying!” Macbeth gasped.

THE room clerk at the Hame Arts had a poor memory until Doc Savage told him quietly, “You can give
us a better answer than, They've checked out,’ or you can have this place crawling with impatient
policemen asking about a murder. Take your choice”



The clerk gave them a very supercilious stare for possbly thirty seconds, then the look fdl apart on his
face like snow mdting on a hot stove. “Good God, was she dead?’ he blurted.

Macheth Williams made a croaking noise, saized the clerk’'s am, and bdlowed, “Calie You mean
somebody hurt Carlie?” He would have shrieked more, probably hysericaly, had Doc not drawn him
back, and described Carlie McGuiggan to the room clerk.

“That was evidertly the girl,” the clerk said quickly. “The two men, Crikeland and Swanberg, |eft about
an hour ago, crossng the lobby and haf-dragging the girl between them. They put her in a car and drove
off.”

Macbeth, wrenching away from Doc, cursed the clerk furioudy. “How in the hdl did they get away with
athing like that?’

“They seemed tight, dl of them. They amdled like it, anyway.”
“You sy they took acar? It wasn't ataxi?’ Doc demanded.

“A private car.” The clerk was frightened now. “I have an ideg,” he exclamed, and hurried to the
entrance, where he buttonholed a stocky doorman in a mauve uniform.

The latter produced a notebook, thumbed through it, and showed it to the other man. “I generdly jot
down the license number of any car where there seems to be something a little odd happening,” the
doorman explained.

“Give me that number!” Doc said sharply. “I'll get it on the police teletype.”

A few minutes later, when Doc rgoined Ulm and Macbeth Williams, Ulm was urging Macbeth to get a
drink. “The kid's about to blow his cork,” Ulm told Doc angrily. “Whét the devil have you got stirred up
here?’

“It's pretty clear Something unpleasant has happened to Miss McGuiggan,” Doc told him.
“Thehdl it hadl Crikdland and Swanberg are nice guys, and | resent your suggestion!”
“They certainly seem nice guys, abducting Miss McGuiggan,” Doc sad.

“l don't give adamn! | was with them Sx months on that idand, and | think they're O.K.”

Doc Savage looked a Ulm levely. “You had better ligen to a few facts. Williams too. You can hear
them on the way back to our hotd, where were going immediatdy, and start the most complete search
possible for Carlie McGuiggan.”

Chapter IX

THE midday aunlight lay like a sheet of flame agangt the window of the hote room, and Macbeth
Williams sat and stared at it bleskly and speechlesdy. He seemed to have stopped breathing. Augtin Ulm
examined his own fingertips, picking a them nervoudy from time to time. Once he muttered, “I can't
redly believe dl that Suff. | redly can't.” Williams seemed not to hear. From the bedroom came the
spewing of static from a loudspeaker, occasondly a heterodyne squed or the raucous sound of a voice
from the radio, and a intervds, the sound of Doc Savage patiently cdling Monk and Ham, but without

getting a response.



Doc Savage, appearing in the doorway findly, looked at the two men bleskly. “You've had time to think
it over,” he said. “The Meg Finnigan didn't come across you fdlows on Cormord Idand by accident.
The skipper was bribed to pick you up and pretend it was a chance vist. He was bribed by the man who
was killed in the automobile smash last night, the man named Troy. Troy dso bribed the gambling house
to let you win any bet Macbeth suggested. The games are dl rigged, as you'd have known if you had
Sudied the system. Gimmicked is another word. It was no trick to see that Macbeth predicted winners.
The waiter at the restaurant was primed to suggest the name of the club. That was a clever piece of
psychology there. The waiter wasn't paid to steer usto the club, but it was done by suggestion through an
argument the fdlow Troy staged with him. The police dug up tha information, and Officer Springlatch
told Miss McGuiggan about it. Doubtless that's the information she took to Crikdland and Swanberg, not
redizing they wereinon it.”

Macbeth groaned. “Who the devil was Troy?’

“A Chicago mining engineer who served a prison sentence in Colorado for a mining swindle, who had
Canadian ditizenship papers. That's about dl we know. Except that he was in this with Crikdand and
Swanberg and at least two others.”

Ulm cursed hoarsely, demanded, “In what? What? That's what | want to know.”
“Suppose you guess” Doc said.

“Guess, hdl!” Ulm snarled. “Y ou blow up the prettiest dream | ever had, and then say, 'Guess!' Dammit,
| could hate you, Savage!”

Macheth Williams stared a Ulm with didike. “Ulm, | don't believe you're worried about a thing except
discovering my so-called ‘predicting’ was dl goose-fegthers!”

“That's plenty to worry about, isnt it!” Ulm yedled. “Man, don't you see what this Savage is doing!
Destroying your bdief in yoursdf! Are you going to stand for that?’

“Oh, shut up that greedy yapping!” Macbeth told him bitterly. “God knows what has happened to Carlie,
and dl you think about is the exploding of a hoax!”

DETECTIVE SPRINGLATCH arrived presently. “You got the dope | sent you on Troy? Colorado
mining man with a bad record and Canadian dtizenship? We dug tha up through fingerprints”

Doc nodded, asked impatiently, “What about the car?’

“The one Crikeland and Swanberg used to take the gifl away from the hotel? We found that twenty
minutes ago. “

Macheth Williams jerked diffly erect. “Was she.. . . did they—"
Soringlatch shook his head. “No trace of any of them.”
“Where was the car found?’ Doc asked.

“On No. 1 Highway, about hdfway to PAm Beach. Abandoned. State men found it. But that's no help.
They weren't in the car, and nobody saw what they changed to.”

“Show me the exact spot,” Doc directed, Soreading out a road map. Springlatch obligingly drew a circle.



“About there”

Doc leaned over, rested afinger on the map for a moment. He straightened suddenly. “ Start looking for a
plang” he sad sharply. “The beach, hdf amilefrom the road at that point, is hard-packed and londy. A
fird-rate landing strip for a plane.”

“That's a far-fetched guess” Springlatch muttered.

“Isit? With the whole state aerted for them? With swamp on the inland side of the road? And this whole
thing as well-prepared asit is? | don't think s0.” He swung on Macheth and Ulm, said, “Come on. Well
check it oursaves”

“What kind of plane?” Springlaich ydled.
“That'swhy | want to look at the beach,” Doc said. “There should be whed prints”

WITH No. 1 jet shut down and No. 2 lodfing, Doc Savage touched the switch control of the arfail
curvature, returned his attention to the airspeed, and when it went below two hundred into the green arc,
he dropped the wheds and made certain the green lights showed they were locked. The ship greased
into the base leg a a bare ninety, and when the high-pressure dud tires barked againg the sand, they
were doing sxty-five miles an hour airspeed, agang a fifteen-mile wind, and Macheth Williams was
dready screaming, “ There's some whed tracks! See them!”

The whed prints svung out from a spot where wind-beaten jungle overhung the beach, and when they
stood there, they could see plenty of sgns thet the plane had been tied down there, possbly for severd

days.

Doc ran back to his own plane, changed the oscillator setting on his radio tranamitter to get it on police
wave-length, and in a few moments was tdling Springlatch: “1t was a plane, dl right. A B-26. That means
aconverted job. We don't know the NC number, of course. But get men up here asking questions. The
plane was tied down on the beach severa days, and someone may have remembered the number.”

“They'd travd fast, wouldn't they?” Springlatch asked.

“Better than three hundred, possibly,” Doc agreed. “It's a B-26, dl right. The tread is didinctive enough
that we can be pretty sure. Better dert Canadian airports, as well.”

“Y ou mean because Troy had Canadian papers?’
“Thet could be a good reason.”

THE airport was three hundred miles west of Montred, gpproximatdy, a rather dartling criss-cross of
two runways in the otherwise nearly endless stretch of trees that stood in a thin cold carpet of snow. It
had been built for the Canadian ar force during the war; late years it had seen nothing but an occasiond
bush flyer who needed no more than a fifth that much runway. The village five miles to the south was a
scattering of wooden buildings in a clearing. When Doc Savage arched the jet in over the town, there
were suddenly fifty or so people outside the buildings, more than the population of the place seemingly
could be.

He swung the ship toward the landing strip, did the necessary cockpit landing-check, dragged the runway



once by way of caution, noting the grass that had thrust up through the disused paving in spots. He swung
back, landed, taxied to the one londy wooden shack, and they climbed out into cold agtonishingly bitter.

“Wha a place!” Uim mumbled, looking about between attacks of shivering. “And on a wild-goose
chase, too!”

Macbeth Williams looked at Ulm with no feding except tiredness and anxiety, and said, “You dill havent
given up fath in Crikeland and Swanberg, have you?’

Doc made no comment, but walked, the frozen snow squesking underfoot, to the shack. It was not
locked, and he entered. 1t seemed thirty degrees colder insde than outdoors.

Soon a man appeared, riding a horse that breathed plumes of vapor. The men did off the horse,
explaning, “I don't stay out here much. Not enough business.”

“We came about the plane tha refudled here day before yesterday,” Doc told him.

“Yeah, | imagined you had,” the man said. “Wdll, it was a B-26, converson job. Same numbers as on
the radio broadcast. Hell of it is, | didn't hear the broadcast until last night.”

“You see agirl aboard?” Macheth Williams demanded ghrilly.

“She didn't get out. She stayed in the ship.”

“She wasn't hurt?”

“Didn't seem to be.”

Doc asked, “How much fud did they take aboard?’

“All the tanks would hold. Almost cleaned me out of ninety octane.”
“Which way did they go?’

“Straight west out of sght. There was some haze. Vighility about three miles. The way they went when
they left wouldn't mean anything. They could turn.”

“They get anything more than gasoline?’
“Couple of charts, isdl.”
“How were they dressed?’

“For the country. Parkas, mucks. One guy had bearskin pants. The other wore what looked like a
sheepskin flight suit, army issue or surplus.”

Macheth blurted, “Wherein the devil did they pick up dathing like that?”

“Probably had it in the plane. They were well-prepared,” Doc told him. He turned back to the airport
manager. “What charts?’

“North of here. One regiond. One planning chart, amd| scale”
“They didnt mark them or anything?’

The man nodded. “They marked one, but that's no help ether. | didn't see what course. You fdlows use



some coffee? | brought out a thermos. And some moose sandwiches. Y ou like moose?’
“That'sfine” Doc told him. “Let's have them in the plane. The cabin is heated.”

“You think thisis cold?” The man chuckled. “Hél, thisis the warmest day thiswinter.” He handed up the
thermos and a package of sandwiches. “I'll go build afirein the shanty, in case you fdlows want to stick
around. Probably be a Mountie plane or two in soon. Thisthing has stirred up a hdl of a rumpus.”

IN dmosgt complete slence, Doc Savage, Williams and Ulm consumed the sandwiches. There seemed
nothing to say. It was disressngly apparent that they had reached the end of a trall. Macbeth did not
improve the mood when he suddenly groaned and buried his face in his hands. Ulm looked at Doc and
mumbled, “Poor kid. | can't stand seeing him beaten down like this. I'm going outside, cold or no cold.”
Uim dimbed outside, stood beeting his aams againg his sdes, then dashed into the shack, from the
stovepipe of which smoke had started dimbing.

“Mr. Savage,” Macheth Williams asked brokenly, “what do you think they're doing? Why in God's name
would they take Carlie dl the way from Horida to a place like this?’

“Themove,” Doc told him quietly, “isn't such a dumb one from their standpoint.”
“l don't see how you figure that, Mr. Savage.”

“There are saverd of them, obvioudy. There are now three of us. In Miami, there were the three of us
plusdl the police fadilities”

1] Oh! ”

Doc Savage went to the radio transmitter, and began another attempt to contact Monk and Ham. His
face was grim. He did not give up the fruitless task for severd minutes.

“You're terribly upset about your two friends, aren't you?’ Macbeth said.
“Very,” Doc agreed grimly.

“There has been no word from them?’

“None.”

Macbeth closed his eyestightly and hislips trembled. “I fed terribly guilty for getting you into this. | did,
you know. By being stupid enough to let mysalf be kidded into believing | had some kind of supernaturd
power. What aninny!”

“You didnt redly bdieveinit a any time” Doc told him.

“Oh, no!” Macbeth's lips twisted with saf-contempt. “You think not? Ligten, there were times when |
went for it whole-hog.”

Through the plexiglass, Doc saw Ulm pop out of the shack. Ulm carried an aéronautica chart which he
tucked under an am as he dimbed into the plane. He seemed vagudy excited, but took a seat without
sying anything. Presently Doc Savage leaned out of a doorway and shouted to the airport attendarnt,
“We're taking off. Y ou have a radio receiver that will pick up arcraft frequencies?’

Theman came over and stared up a him. “Yeah,” he said. “But ligen, | can't hear a hundred miles out



with any radio. It's not the set. It's atmospheric conditions, a sunspot cycle that's supposed to lagt for
maybe another week. Been giving us hdl ten days now. That's another reason | didn't hear about this
plane with the girl. It's no satisfaction to ligen to the radio. Can't hardly hear athing through the Static.”

“What about the weather north?’
“Not bad, not good,” the man said. “Depends on what you cdl bad. For us up here, it's not so tough.”

“Report into Mounted headquarters that we were here and took off to continue a generd search, will
you?' Doc asked.

“Oh, sure.”

THE jet had not been in the ar more than a couple of minutes, and Doc Savage was adjusting an
experimenta contrivance which, if he ever perfected it, would enable a radar sgnd to distinguish between
certain basic types of metds a a consderable distance. The gadget, for military purposes, would be quite
convenient; metdlic ingredient in a paint gpplied to a plane would afford ingant identification as enemy or
friend at a distance of a hundred miles or more. The only problem was that there were plenty of bugsin
the thing; the principal one a the moment being a reflective disperson of the reflected sgnd, the
bounce-back, which rendered the gimmick highly undependable at a distance of more than fifteen miles.
It was marvelous up to about fifteen miles; beyond that, it was a headache.

To divert Macbeth Williams mind with a less ugly matter, Doc explained generdly what the contrivance
was.

“You mean,” asked the surprised Macheth, “That you can fly dong, and for fifteen miles in any direction,
tdl what kind of metd you're flying over?’

“Within reason,” Doc assured him.
“You could spot a sted automobile body?’

“Yes, we could identify a sted automohbile body. But if there were a sted tank, a stedl engine, and a sted
building of about the same szein the neighborhood, we couldn't tdl them apart unless the car moved.”

“And you could tdl a copper roof?’
“Ves”

“Or atin roof ?’

“Ves”

Macbeth's eyes widened. “Say, what's the matter with usng an apparatus like that to prospect for
minerds? Could it be done? Isit practica?’

“Only practicd,” Doc told him, “in that it could identify some—and note | say some, not dl, because the
gmmick isn't omnipotent by any means—types of minerds on the surface. But not in ledges and veins
under the surface.”

“Then it's practica!”

“Le us say it's hdfway s0,” Doc told him. “Surface metds and minerds, some types, can be spotted,



depending on their atomic structure and reaction upon micro-wavelengths.” Doc paused, turned his head,
and asked, “What isit, UIm?’ He suddenly saw that Audtin Ulm was bresthing fadt.

“I think | got something,” Ulm said. “You know what | did when | was in the shack back there at the
arport? | asked that felow to go through each exact move they made when they werein here and when |
got to where they bought those charts, | struck pay dirt.”

“You mean you know where they may have taken Carlie?” Macbeth shouted. “Lord, man, spit it out.
Let's haveit”

Uim held up a hand patiently. “Easy, boy. | have to explain my method of deduction. They bought a
chart. They marked a course on the chart. The arport manager didnt see what course they marked.
Now, that much you dready knew. But heré's what | pried out of the arport man. They didnt have a
ruler long enough to serve as a straight-edge when they marked out their course, and they did what pilots
do alat, they folded one chart and used the folded edge as a straight-edge to guide the pencil while they
marked the course line on the other chart. Only they didn't use a pencil. They used a fountain pen.”

“So what?” Macheth demanded impatiently. “How would—"
Doc sad, “ So the pen left a mark dong the folded edge of the chart they used for aruler? Thet it?”

“That's exactly it,” said Ulm triumphantly. “The ink rubbed off the pen nib, showed where they started
and made a mark the whole way to where they stopped.” He whipped out the chart. “Here, look!”

As UIm had said, there was a plainly defined inked indication dong the fold of the chart, with a very
specific garting point and ending, each indicated by asmal blot caused by additiond ink.

“Seel” Macheth Williams shouted excitedly. “Heé's right. There's where the pen was set down carefully to
gart the mark, and where it rested a moment carefully at the destination point! By gosh, we know how

far they were going!”

Doc did not share the enthusasm. “All we redly know,” he said, “is tha there's an ink mark on this
chart.”

“Hdl!” sad Ulm contemptuoudy. “I've got a damn good clue, and you know it. Don't bdittle my
deducting.”

“How do we do this?” Macbeth interrupted anxioudy. “We know how far—or think we know—but in
what direction?’

“Well fly sraight north the correct distance, and begin a circle, kegping about the same axis” Doc told
him. “That's the only thing we can do.”

“Youll be able to use the gadget we were just taking about, won't you?’ Macbeth asked eagerly.
“What gadget isthat?’ Ulm demanded.

“Mr. Savage has a contrivance which will identify some types of metd at a distance by use of a new type
of polarization of radar transmissons.”

“What we need more of,” said Ulm, not greetly impressed, “is the kind of luck | had when | learned
about that chart.”



Chapter X

THE range of the jet plane, because of the redrictions of fud supply, was limited, and they grew
increesingly aware of it. They would be faced, within another hour, with the dternative of turning back, or
taking a chance on stting down somewhere when their fud was neally exhausted, and possibly
contacting the outside by radio to have fud brought in. The latter, Snce they were able to hear nothing
whatever but static, was not inviting.

Macheth watched the radar scope with increesing strain. Doc had told him how to make identifications.
It was a matter of a difference in the shape and shading of pips on the screen, as a smdl did, which Doc
referred to as a polarization control, was moved to different settings.

They were depending amost soldy upon the trick radar now. There was a high overcast of cirrus clouds,
and a layer of ground haze about two thousand feet deep over the snow-blanketed wastdland below.
Vighility was possbly two miles, but only large objects, clusters of trees, wind-swept areas of bare
stone, or the dick whiteness of a frozen lake, could be identified at that distance.

Macheth was startled when Doc Savage suddenly pushed his hand away from the radar polarizing did,
and gave it an experimentd adjustment or two. Doc stared at the scope. And he made, softly, a Strange
low trilling sound that evidently meant considerable wonder.

“What is it?" asked Macheth anxioudy. “Not the plane. All | saw was a consderable area of
odd-looking pips appear on the scope.” He frowned. “ Does it mean something?’

“An area of exposed metdlic substance,” Doc told him.

“You mean ameta building roof?”

“In this waste? No, it was more likdy an exposed van of ore. A large one”

“Oh,” said Macbeth disappointedly. “1 thought maybe it had something to do with finding Carlie.”
“No.”

“But you seem excited.”

Doc Savage made a notation on the chart. “It's something I'm coming back later to investigate. Unless
I'm mistaken about the andlyss of the fragmentation on the scope, what we saw was evidences of an
extensve deposit of caronite of ahigh order. | imagine you know that means—"

He broke off his explanation, seized the whed and whipped the ship sharply to the east. Then he pointed
a the scope. “Therel Durd metd! A plang!”

“Oh, God!” Macheth breathed. “I hope it's what we're hunting! Why are you dimbing?’

“Well cross the spot farly highin the overcast with the engines shut off,” Doc told him. “Less chance of
being noticed. Well try that firdt, and see what luck we have”

Ulm had been pitched hdf out of his seat when Doc whipped the plane about. Now he came to the
cockpit, demanding, “What does that kind of flying mean?’

“St down and fasten your safety belt,” Doc told him curtly. “Weve got something spotted.”

A few seconds later, the jet engines became slent, the ship logt alittle of its solid headlong feding, and
Doc adjusted the arfail curvature for maximum glide angle. He followed the object they had spotted on



the scope, and they prepared to use binoculars.

The plane, designed for speed, was no glider. It sank rapidly. Doc kept a displeased eye on the dtimeter,
the scope; aoruptly, he swung the binoculars downward.

The terrain underneath was typicd of the Arctic, snow-coated monotony studded with starved amdl
trees, ripped open occasondly with a gully, or pesking up in a rocky hill. Suddenly, there was the flat
white that meant a lake with its ice carpeted by snow, and immediatdy thereafter Doc picked up the lines
of the plane. It was a B-26, parked on the south edge of the lake.

“Seeit?’ Doc demanded.

“No, | didnt,” Macbeth began, and Ulm interrupted, ydling, “I did! On the edge of the lake. Tied down.
It's our quarry.”

Doc swung the ship lazly to the right, stood it on a wingtip in a nose-high dip that lifted them up in the
Sedts.

“Hél, you're not going to land?” Ulm barked.
“If the lake islong enough, yes.”
“Without scouting the vianity?” Ulm yeled. “That's crazy!”

“Wed be about as incongpicuous as a skyrocket,” Doc advised him. “Asit is, | think we came in quigtly
enough not to be noticed. At any rate, we're now low enough that the jets would certainly be heard if we
turned them on. So well take the north end of the lake and see what happens. We can dways get in the
ar agan.”

He hdd the dip, later let the nose swing a little, and at less than five hundred feet, when the expanse of
white lake ice suddenly ended, he let the ship drop around, and coasted into the wind. The lake was
under them again, not fifty feet below now. He did not lower the gear. The fusdage was designed for
water and snow operation, the dud function smplified by the lack of propellers.

So quickly that it did not seem quite redl, the east shore of the lake was diding toward them, the ship
rocking dightly. Doc gave hard right rudder; the guide rudder that doubled as snow-and-water hdm took
hold, and they came dowly about. But not before they had taken a jolting bounce over a low ridge of
shore ice, fortunately coated with a mattress of snow.

The enauing gtillness was uncanny.

“Well gt right here and ligen,” Doc said. “Incidentdly, the cabin is bulletproof, as long as they havent
anything more powerful than hunting rifles”

“By gosh, vighility isn't more than hdf amile” Ulm muttered.

Doc dropped out of the plane briefly, dragging a seilsmographic microphone a the end of a cable. He
found a spot twenty feet away where a rock ledge showed bare, set the mike in a crevice, wedging it in
place, then he went back to the plane. Ulm stared wonderingly and demanded, “What's that thing?’

Doc explained its purpose. “A microphone developed for making seismogragphic surveys, sendtive
enough to pick up the vibration of a man waking a mile avay under norma conditions. If anyone
approaches, we should be able to hear them.” He plugged the cable into the audio amplifier section of the
plane radio and adjusted the gain controls.



The sounds that began coming from the speaker were the noises that bitter cold makes; the creaking of
frozen branches in the wind, the shatlike crackle of the lake ice. Ulm gtarted vidently when there was a
wild and loud clatter from the loudspeaker. “What was that?’

“Some animd running,” Doc said. “A wolverine or asmdl bear. 1'd say a bear, but not alarge one”
Ulm stared at the contrivance. “I'll be damned!”
“Mr. Savage!l” Macheth Williams blurted.

The strangeness in the man's voice whipped Doc about; he found himsdf trying to imagine what hed
caused the look of bleak shock on Williams features. Williams lifted both hands. They gripped the
aéronautica chart by which they had been flying. “Is this where we are?” Williams asked. “This place you
marked?’

Doc sad, “I've been marking the course right dong, yes”

Ulm demanded, “What's the matter with you anyway, Macheth?’

“It's this location on the map,” Williams muttered. “It suddenly clicked with me.”
“Clicked how?’

“The estate, my father's estate, owns mining property around here. | think we're on it now.”

AN dement of surprise settled over the plane. And silence. It was hardly broken by a shuffling clatter
from the loudspeaker as the animd, and it sounded like a larger animd this time, moved somewhere out
there. Macheth Williams looked at them in shame, mumbling findly, “I should have noticed it before. But
the estate has properties in hdf a dozen places in northern Canada, most of them undevel oped and so not
consdered very important. It's only one of many places where there are holdings” He tightened his
hands, face distressed, and added, “But | should have thought of it, even if | know very little about the
estate. Something tdls me it's important.”

“l don't see how it can be,” Ulm said shortly. “Say, that thing made a noise in the radio again. You sure
itsan animal ?’

“Bear,” Doc said.
“Yeah? That's putting your neck out. If it's some guy with a gun, it won't be so cute.”

“Il go farther,” Doc assured him, “and say it's a polar bear. There's a difference in the tread, and
particularly in the manner of behavior, that is Sghtly didtinctive”

“Oh, for God's sake!” Ulm exclaimed. “More magerminding!” He climbed out of the plane, adding, “I'm
going to look around persondly, not that | haven't got faith in your contraption, of course.”

“Youd better get Mr. Savage's permisson!” Macbeth Williams said sharply.

“Permisson, hdl!” Ulm stalked off, snow grinding under his feet and filling the seismographic contrivance
output with a greet roaring and whimpering that was totaly unlike footsteps in the snow.

“He's avfuly difficult a times” Macbeth said gpologeticaly.



“A trifle obvious, too,” Doc added.

Macheth nodded vagudy, examined his gun—a hunting rifle which held picked up, & Doc's suggestion,
during their brief stop in New Y ork City—and fdt under his parka to make sure that the dip pouch was
filled with cartridges. This recapitulation ended abruptly. His voice shook. “I don't want to sound like
Ulm, Mr. Savage!” he blurted. “But we can't just St here, can we?’

“l don't planto,” Doc told him.

“That may not be the plane we're seeking, you know,” Macheth added.
“No, it's the one. The NC number fitted our description.”

“Then what are we waiting for?’

Doc glanced a Macbheth, said, “To see how Ulmwill make out.”

Macbeth winced. He didn't like that too wel; he frowned out into the murky waste of snow and scrub
pines, evidently feding the waiting was not like Doc Savage.

The dlence that followed was uncomfortable, lasted about twenty minutes and ended with
unexpected—and unpleasant—developments. They had been ligening to Austin Ulm's careful prowling.
The man had been taking afew steps a a time, pausing often to listen, and otherwise behaving about as
seemed reasonable. The sound of grindings, joltings and odd other noises was without warning.

The uproar from the ssismographic microphone pickup was very short in duration, but dready Doc
Savage was on his feet, had snapped back the exit hatch.

“What isit?” Macbeth asked excitedly.
“Someone waylaid him!” Doc replied.

“Yes, but you seem so amazed,” Macbeth blurted, piling out of the plane after Doc. “Since he was
reconnoitering enemy territory, neturaly you knew he was in danger. Why should you be so surprised?’

“Not in sometime” Doc said, “have | less expected athing to happen.”

AUSTIN ULM'S progress was not difficult to follow through the snow, because the man had taken no
precautions about concedling his footprints. The trail, taking more of a direct line then they had imagined
from ligening to the amplifier, approached the spot where they had seen the converted bomber tied
down on the shore of the lake. Doc Savage stopped, told Macbeth Williams, “Drop back about a
hundred yards, and follow me, keeping wdl to the right, inshore from the lake.”

“l understand,” Macbeth said, hefting hisrifle. “If you get in trouble, I'm to do what | can.”

“You're not to shoot anyone,” Doc warned, “except as alast resort. And by last resort, | mean under the
direst pressure of necessity.”

Macheth shuddered. “I'm not anxious to shoot anybody.”
“Remember that.”

“I will,” Macheth said, turning off to the right of their route.



Doc Savage remained where he was, then stepped into a thicket of evergreens, shook out the snow cape
he had brought from the plane—a coverdl-like garment completdly of white cloth, smilar to those
developed for Arctic Troops—and donned the thing.

Now, offering a figure that was as inconspicuous in the dull arctic waste asit could conveniently be made,
he continued tracking UIm. He kept wdl clear of the footprints, however, crossng them occasondly to
make sure he was on the trall.

All the caution paid a poor dividend when a voice like rocks beng powdered said, “All right, choose
your medicing!”

Doc became rigid. He did not turn his head.

“Things are froze up kinda tight, and nobody might take the trouble to chop a grave,” the ominous voice
added. “You might take that into consideration.”

“I'will,” Doc replied.

“Huh?’

“Thisisthe last place | expected to find you, Monk,” Doc went on.
“Oh, haly cow! For arying out loud! Doc!”

Doc Savage turned, intime to see Monk Mayfar collgpse, hdf stting, in the snow. It was not, Doc saw
immediady, dl surprise that made Monk st down. Monk was not in good shape. He was haggard,
bearded, and bore unmistakable sgns of being in the most painful state of starvation, about the third day
of it. Anxiety had also taken a hard tall of Monk's normd animd vitdity.

“Haly cow!” Monk breathed again. “This guy was tdling the truth! He wasn't woofin'”

Audin Ulm, from a progtrate position in the snow, said hitterly, “Of course | wasn't lying!”

DOC SAVAGE asked Monk, “Are any of them close? Do they have a guard a the plane?” When
Monk shook his head, Doc went on, “I'll find Williams, before he gets too worried.” Doc then retraced
his trail, sripping off the snow cape as he waked dong. When he got back, he found an darmed
Macbeth.

“l was sure worried,” Macbeth explained. “Gosh, | never saw you a sngle time after you told me you'd
go ahead. | couldnt figureit. Did you find UIm?’

“Yes. He was captured by one of my aids, Monk Mayfair.”
“One of your friends— Oh, no! What a surprise! You don't mean Carlie is safe, too?’

Doc gripped the man's am, said, “Take it easy,” and led him back to the spot where Monk and Ulm
were waiting. Glancing about, Doc saw sgns that Monk had been concedled there a least severd hours.
There were no Sgns of footprints which Monk might have made coming to the ambush spot, which was
inathicket of evergreen shrubs within a score of yards of the converted bomber.



“I been right here nearly two days,” Monk explained bitterly. “I'm not proud of it. It was a bum idea. But
| thought they would come to have a look & the plane to see if it were safe, and I'd have a chance to
dart operating.”

“What happened?’ Doc demanded. “Where's Ham?’
“They got him and took him off to the ming” Monk told him. “That'sdl | know.”
“How?’

Monk grimaced. “Dammit, by one of the oldest devices known. The old broken leg trick the birds use.
They faked aforced landing. Ham Brooks and | were tralling them in another plane, about twenty miles
back. We made a hig circle, came in from the north, pretending to be bush flyers who had just happened
aong, and saw they had put out distress sgnds. We landed, dl primed when we got out of the plane with
our guns, to take everybody in custody. Only two guys got up out of the snow right by us, and cramped
our style. Then they brought us here. We made a break, and | got away, but Ham didn't. They chased
me. There's a place where the lake empties, down by the mine, ariver where it isnt frozen over. | was
trying to cross there, dipped and fdl in when they sghted me and began shooting, and went under the
ice. There was a place where the ice had heaved enough to make breathing space, so | just didn't bother
to come out and run any more. They went away findly, and | got out.”

Macbeth Williams shuddered. “It must have been terribly cold in the water.”

“It made it a litle warmer, knowing | was dive,” Monk said. “But | lost my gun during the excitement.
Also a hunting knife with which | was trying to dig a handhold in the underside of the ice. That was a little
handicap when | got out. | haven't been able to find any wild game just gtting around waiting to be
picked up.”

“How,” Doc asked, “did they know you were fallowing them?’
“Blind luck, | guess. Or maybe Ham and | weren't as dick as we thought we werein New York.”
“Some of thismight have been prevented,” Doc told him, “if you had kept in contact with me.”

Monk nodded ruefully. “Well have to take that up with Mr. Sunspots next time. Bdieve me, Doc, we
caled our lungs out over the radio. All we heard was datic to who lad the chunk.” He grimaced and
shrugged. “A combination of bad conditions and two overconfident guys”

“Never mind,” Doc told him. “This covering I'm wearing isn't exactly glory. What about the mine?’
Monk hesitated. “It could be done. How, | don't know. And | could do with a square med fire.”

“Well look it over,” Doc sad.

MACBETH WILLIAMS accosted Monk anxioudy. “I'm Macbeth Williams Mr. Mayfair. I'm afraid I'm
the cause of dl thisin one way or another, probably very much to blame, if supidity is a contributing
factor. But tdl methis Is this mine one bdonging to my father's estate?’

“Yeah, itis” Monk told him. “Do you want to know the rest?’
“I certainly do!”

“Themine” Monk said, “ started out to be a conventional copper test, and they uncovered caronite. The



ding-dongedest caronite deposit. Caronite means uranium, and you know what uranium means”
“Oh, | seel”

“Uncovering it meant more than just caronite, because of the character of the engineers who made the
discovery,” Monk added. “They were scoundrels of the first order, and they wanted that caronite. You
can't blame them for wanting it. The fird thing they did was—" He looked at Macbeth Williams “You
know much of this?’

“Practicdly none” Macbeth assured him.
“That's funny. It's your property, indirectly, that is”

“I'm the kind of sap,” said Macheth bitterly, “who doesn't pay atention to many things he should, and
who lets his friends make afool out of him.”

“Was it your ideg,” asked Monk, “to ring Doc in on this?’
“Ya”

“That doesn't make you so dumb,” Monk told him. “Getting back to my sory: The fird thing these
engineers did was try to buy the mining property from the estate. To lay the groundwork for that, they
weaned off production of copper until the property looked sour. They aso faked reports, to show the
mining property wasn't worth fooling with. Then they made ther offer, through intermediaries. | guess
they offered dl the cash they could rake together, but the estate didn't fal.”

Macheth Williams nodded. “The trustees of the estate are very conservative. They're known for ther
unwillingness to sl properties. Buy, yes. But s, never. | don't know that | approve, but they've been
right nearly every time, and I've been wrong.”

“They were right thistime, anyway,” Monk said.
“Then what happened?’

“Why, the conspirators began a campaign to persuade you to take over management of the estate,
figuing you could be swayed into sdling an gpparently unprofitable mining property up here in the
Arctic,” Monk told him.

Macheth thought this over. Apparently the explanation didn't seem very credible to him, because he
began shaking his head dowly. “You don't,” he said, “catch a hawk and spend sx months training it to
catch a chicken, when dl you want is a chicken dinner.”

“Huh?’

“I mean,” saild Macbeth, “that there are Impler ways of catching the chicken.”
Monk snorted. “They tried ‘em.”

“BUL"

“Dont think they didn't,” Monk added. “They tried everything they could, without darming the estate
trustees.” Monk examined Macbeth wryly, and added, “1 wouldn't say they made such a bad move when
they set out to built up your confidence and persuade you to take over. They dmost had the job done,
from what | hear.”



Macbeth winced. “Wel—"
“Didn't they?’
“As a matter-of-fact, they dmog did,” Macbeth muttered. “I can hardly believe | was such afool.”

“Thar psychology was dl right,” Monk told him. “A bit on the bubbly side, but dl right. You see, any
kind of psychologica key is sound if it's made to fit the lock. And this key—convincing you that you
were aman of damned near supernaturd judgment—was tailored to fit you.”

Macbeth's face was red with embarrassment. “Did they think | was fool enough to redly bdieve | had a
predicting gift?’

Monk chuckled. “They had that covered. What if you did conclude you had no mysterious gift? So much
the better. You'd just naturdly be forced to conclude you had damned good foresight and judgment.
Wouldn't that have built up your confidence?’

“It sure would have,” Macbeth admitted grimly. “It did, as a matter-of-fact.”
Doc Savage put in asngle question. “How did you come by dl thisinformation, Monk?’

“Straight from the horse's mouth,” Monk told him. “While they had me prisoner, | kept my ears open.
They're a takative outfit. | think a lot of the taking was to keep their confidence bailing. They were
scared diff of you, Doc. But it dso built up the picture for me. | think it's the correct picture.”

“I think so, too,” Doc said.

Audin Ulm grunted explosively. “All of which,” he snapped, “ gets us where?’

Monk eyed him disagreegbly. “You got any better ideas about spending our bresth?”

“I think | have” Ulm said.

“Well, let's hear it. Maybe you're smarter than you look behind that snatch of whiskers” Monk told him.

Ulm scowled. “How's this? Why don't | wander into this mine, pretending to be logt, and let them catch
me. Then | give them an eaborate story about Doc Savage preparing to close in on them with the Royd
Mounted Police, the Canadian army, and any other forces necessary.”

“What,” Monk asked him, “would that accomplish?’

“Frighten them into flight.”

“You think so?’

“If they've got any sense, they won't want to hang around to be arrested,” Ulm snapped.
“Nutd” Monk told him. “That's the dumbest idea that has come dong.”

Doc Savage arrested a hot retort from Ulm, and told Monk thoughtfully, “It's possble that Ulm's
suggestion may solve everything, Monk.”

Monk, jaw sagging, blurted, “It would!” He swallowed, added, “I'd like to know how!”

“Once they're demordized,” Doc sad, “we can pick them off one a atime”



“Yeah, but, hdl, they're not going to get demordized that easy—"
“Go ahead, Ulm,” Doc broke in. “Well stand by for developments.”

“Thanks” Ulm said. “What do you think of planning it a bit further, though. I'd like to know what your
moveswill be, and maybe | can help out after they grab me”

For the next fifteen minutes, Doc Savage and Ulm made eaborate plans, agreed on drategy, and
repeated code sounds and other arrangements to be employed in the event of certain logicd results.
Monk maintained a hitterly skeptica slence. So did Macbeth Williams

“Don't worry, Mr. Savage, I'll see that the demordization is complete,” Ulm said, before he departed in
the direction of the mining property.

Chapter XI

MONK was not a man to hide his thoughts. He had an expressive face, and right now it did very well
with hisfedings. “Demordization!” he exploded. “ So that's our new wegpon!”

“Easy,” Doc cautioned.

“Doc, I've got the highest opinion of your strategy as a usud thing, but this one—"
“Um,” said Doc, “figures we're pretty dumb.”

Monk swallowed. “Eh?’

“Ulm,” Doc added, “fdl for it right Straight through. | imagine the map dedl iswhat findly sold him on our
oullibility.”

In a voice suddenly stricken, Macbeth Williams gasped, “ Good God, do you mean that— But there was
something too pat about the finding of the course-line marked on that chart! | . . . | had afeding at the
time but | put it asde.”

“Y ou should pay more attention to your hunches” Doc advised him. “They're better than you think.”
“Audin Ulmisacrook!” Macbeth exploded.

“Exactly!”

“He's one of them!”

“A kingpin,” Doc agreed. “The 'steerer,’ is the term in bunco circles. He's the black sheep you followed.”
“But you turned him loose!”

“Yeah,” Monk said. “Yeah, that | don't savvy. You let im get out of our hands, join his friends. Is there
some logic in that somewhere?’

“Let's hope,” Doc sad, and added, gesturing, “Wed better head for the mine ourselves. How careful
should we be approaching it? Will they have guards posted, Monk?’

“They don't need guards, & least not parked around in the brush freezing their ears off,” Monk explained.
“They used horses to haul quff in from the outsde, and they've put up a fence around the place,



odenshly as a horse corral. Actudly, it's woven wire topped by barbed wire, and | think they've got a
couple of thousand volts of dectricity in the two top wires. It's no horse corrdl. It was intended from the

fird to keep anyone from getting too nosey.”

“Keep your eyes open for a couple of poles. Dry wood, but stout. Something we can use to jam
something againg the wires that will short-circuit them.” Doc whedled abruptly, and headed back toward
the tied-down B-26.

“They've dready removed enough parts so that it won't fly,” Monk called. “And | took off some more
mysdf. So you can save your time”

Nevertheless, Doc Savage continued to the plane, poked around indgde the cabin, didn't find anything that
fitted his needs, and findly climbed atop the cabin and tore loose the fixed radio antennae. He folded this
to make a hank about three feet in length, of severd strands, and was twidting the strands together when
he rgoined Monk and Macheth Williams.

“Hne That'll short-circuit the dectrified wires on the fence” Monk said.

“But | don't see how we're going to accomplish anything,” Macbeth murmured uneesily. “Theyll shoot us
on sght, won't they?’

“It probably depends on this demordization,” Monk said.
“What demordizing?’

“Search me” Monk told him. “Around Doc, you wait and learn.”

THE mine was not impressive, except in being the only man-made object of any dze for possbly a
hundred milesin any direction. It stood on an open bleak rall of ahill aout a quarter of a mile back from
the lake shore, consisted of a log barracks building, a log office building much smdler, two other log
dructures that were ether shops or storage, and asmdl and scabby sheft structure that had been closed
inwith rough dabs wherever it was feasble to exclude a little of the bitter weather. Around this was the
fence Monk had mentioned, enclosing an area of no more than five square acres. “Not impressve”
Macbeth remarked.

“Not,” said Monk, “until you think of getting over that fence and crossng dl that open space, and a few
guysin there potting at you with rifles”

Doc Savage had found a dead tree and wrenched from it a branch severd feet long. He twisted the
sndler boughs from this, examining the wood for sap or moidure, either of which might serve as
conductor for a fatd amount of eectric current. Satisfied, he attached his length of antennae wire, now
twigted into a short cable, and jiggled hisinvention about to test its Sahility.

“That should do the short-circuiting job,” Monk said. “Itll either burn the barbed wires apart, or blow the
fuse on their generator circuit. In ether case, the current will go off.”

Doc nodded. “I see no reason to delay this. Now should be a good time. They'll bein a group, those not
on look-out duty, ligening to Ulm tdl how he fooled us”

Monk grinned suddenly.
“You've got a gadget planted,” he said.



“In New York,” Doc said, “we fixed Ulm up with a parka.”
((Aml?!

“Did you notice,” Doc asked, “that the parka seemed conventiond as far as the fur hood was concerned,
but that the rest of the garment was made of a white cloth which seemed rather shiny?’

“Frankly,” Monk muttered, “I didn't notice it closdly.”

Macbeth said, “I did. | took the doth to be some sort of plastic product. | remember | thought of
remarking about it.”

Doc nodded. “The cloth isimpregnated with chemicas. | won't go into details, but Monk is familiar with
the formula or should be. He helped rig it up a couple of years ago.” Doc glanced at the chemig. “You
recal it?’

“Uh-huh,” Monk said. “Y ou goply another chemica mixture, a reagent, and in about hdf an hour you've
got the nicest production of gas that a man could imagine. Blinding suff. Worse than tear gas.”

“Then dl welve got to do,” Macheth said excitedly, “iswait until the gas takes effect, then rush them.”
“That's dl, to undergtate it dightly,” Monk agreed.
“How long?’

“Ten minutes more should do it, providing Doc applied the reagent when | think he did. Was it when you
were hdping Ulm get to his feet and brush off the snow after | collared him and had him down?” Monk
looked & Doc questioningly.

Doc nodded.
“Then ten minutesisright,” Monk said.
They waited. Nothing happened.

It was Doc Savage, drding warily and anxioudy in the scrub timber outside the fence, who got the
answer. It gave him a Sckening shock. He discovered, lying on the snow outside the barracks building, a
clugter of garments which he could identify even at that distance as dl the dothing Augtin Ulm had been
wearing. He rgoined Monk and Williams immediatdly, and the shock was plan on his face, because
Monk asked, “It flopped?’

“Completely,” Doc replied grimly. “Ulm, or somebody, was less of a dope than | supposed. Ulm
stripped off everything he was wearing, on the chance we'd planted something.”

“They even,” said Monk, “had the foresght to toss the garments on the lee sde of the building. The gas
won't accomplish a dang thing.”

From one of the buildings, a voice, UIm's, began shouting. “ Savage!” Ulm ydled. “ Savage, can you hear
me? Better answer if you hear mel”

“Might as wel answer im,” Doc sad hitterly. “We haven't too much more to lose”

Ulm gave one loud triumphant laugh when he heard Doc's shouted, “Wel, what is it?” Immediady, the
door of the hut flew open, and a man was shoved outside. It was Ham Brooks, and he sumbled, fdl, got
up with difficulty. His arms were bound tightly and he was blindfolded. The door dammed, leaving Ham



Brooks outside, thinly clad, a forlorn figure in the biting cold. Then Doc and the others saw that a rope,
gpparently about fifty feet long, picketed Ham to the building.

Ulm addressed them angrily. “Can you hear me?’
“Yes” Doc sad.

“Y ou've got ten minutes to think this over,” Ulm bellowed. “ Strip off your clothes, dl of them, and walk
into the gate. Well shut the current off so you can get indde. Keep your arms up, and remember, not a
dick on you. None of those trick gimmicks you're so free & usng. The dterndive: We shoot down your
friend, here”

Doc Savage eyed the scene briefly.

“Monk, they won't understand the Mayan language, and Ham does,” he said. “Begin ydling at them. Call
them names. Express your fedings”

“That won't be hard,” Monk snarled.

“Become inarticulate. Jumble your words. And then put in a fev Mayan words. Tdl Ham to sumble
around blindly and work hisway to the west corner of the house. He's to stay there if he can. Aslong as
he's there, againg the wall, they'll have to step outsde to shoot him. It's up to you and Williams to see
they don't step outdoors. Y ou've got rifles”

Monk nodded. “But four or five of them can get on the rope and drag Ham back.”

“Not if you shoot the ropein two.”

Monk whistled. “At thet distance? Oh, brother!”

“Try, anyway. At least, keep Ham dive, and that outfit preoccupied, for three or four minutes”
“I'l try. When does Ham gtart his act?’

“When he hears our plane” Doc sad.

Chapter XII

THE frozen ar was flanein Doc Savage's lungslong before he reached ther plane. Hislegs began to get
that wooden sickness that meant the ultimate in effort was being spent; he could hear his own agonized
breething; he crashed againg the flank of the plane foalishly; for a moment or two he feared he lacked the
grength to dimb ingde the craft. Behind him, from the mine, he heard arifle cough its megazine empty.

He plunged into the cockpit, the whole universe glazed redly before his eyes because of exertion. He
muffed the fird attempt to start the jet engines, strangled an impulse to drike the ingrument pand
sensdlesdy with afid, and tried again.

Findly, he heard the welcome roar of the jets, looked out and saw the snow flowing back weirdly,
mdting, becoming steam, under the heet of the exhaust blast.

Doc headed the ship for the lake ice, took the tooth-loosening bounce over the shore ice, and gave the
jetsfull acceleration pogtion. Flaps down. Wing curvature at full lift. Through the arctic haze, he saw the
opposite shore of the lake, the low hill furred with scrub pine, rushing at him.



There was hardly time to comprehend that he should have taken the run the length of the lake, not the
short way across, before he had to make the ship airborne. Or crash. He fdt it get off. He lifted a wingtip
to avoid a duster of pines, literdly vaulted a low ridge, nosed down dightly, then rolled over in a tun
toward the mine.

He did not change flgps or lift-settings. Shortest take-off podtion was dso dow-landing. He let
evaything ride. There was bardy time to get the safety belt fastened before he saw the mine buildings
with the enclosing fence.

Altitude was nat fifty feet, so the perspective with which he saw the place was not changed much. There
was only one human figurein sght. Ham. Ham Brooks had reached the corner of the cabin, as directed.
He had wedged himsdf there as best he could without the use of hands or eyes. Monk must be dhrieking
indructions, and the shack door was open a crack, the rope taut.

Doc et the jet settle. The ship had, he noted, little more than gdling speed. No more than control.

He debated—it seemed that awalling second or two became an hour—whether or not to take the fence.
The dectrified wires meant a short-circuit, the snarling arcing of high voltage, a good chance of fire. In the
end, he took the chance, picked a spot where the distance between two fence posts was more than the
wingspan, and dropped the nose.

The impact was not much. Hardly noticeable. But a moment later, the ship jerked sharply to the left, hit,
rocked over, dinging awingtip. But it did not roll. Behind him, the fence was open.

The plane took two great bounces and a long skid, something impossible on anything but snow or ice.
Whileit was dill reding, he used full left jet to ground-loop and kill more speed. When the wingtip on that
Sde was ready to dig, he dternated with the other engine; now the ship was dmost againg the log huit.

He could hear the occasiond solid sound of a bullet againg the armored cabin. The jets were making too
much noise to hear much more.

He siwvung his head, hit theright jet fud feed again. The ship jerked crazily; doruptly the full heat blast of
the engines was pouring againg the sde of the hut. The door was fird to give under the heat. It Smply
became white, ashlike, and disntegrated. The jet blasts were like unbdievable blowtorches at that close
range. The Sde of the cabin became a sheet of angry flamein which a long thin snake crawled a moment
and vanished, the rope with which Ham Brooks had been staked out for execution.

The door of the larger, longer log barracks burst open. Two men came out to stand and ddliberately raise
their rifles

Doc fed one of the jets full throttle; the surge threw the plane around, and its blast raked toward the
barracks. The seam that ingantly arose was like a cloud of smoke, concedling what he accomplished, if

anything.

He sent the plane driving toward the barracks, intending to put it in pogtion to fire that one dso. The
maneuver was not too good; awing hooked the building, and suddenly he fdt the plane crash heavily.
Thelogs gave alittle. He could hear them spilling down after he cut the jet fud supply.

He tore a the hatch, got it partly open, but did not get out immediatdy when he heard Ulm shrieking
commands.

Ulm thought there would be gas equipment in the plane. They were in a bad predicament, Ulm felt. “Get
out of herel” Ulm was bdlowing. “Stay under cover of the smoke! Run through the smoke. The fence



power is off. Well reorganize outsde!”

It hadn't, Doc thought with grim pleasure, occurred to them that the smoke would drift with the wind, and
s0 would the tear gas that should be coming from Ulm's parkain good volume by now.

He settled down in the plane to wait for the sounds they would make when the gas got to their eyes.

It was a satisfying noise when it came.

SPRINGLATCH dimbed out of the second Northwest Mounted plane that set down on the lake. He
wore, under a parka and bearskin trousers, the linen sLit he must have been wearing when he left Florida
He looked over the prisoners, displayed the warrants he had—only two, one for Swanberg, one for
Crikdland—and said wryly, “I guess we underestimated. There seems to be a few more than tha
involved.”

Ham Brooks told him, “We counted dleven, dl together. We collared nine. Two got away. | imagine
they'll be rounded up.”

Soringlaich nodded. “1 guess that's the bag. | don't think we can pin much on the Kendal Foundation.”
Doc sad, “We didn't have time to look into the Foundation angle. What was it?’

“Jackleg outfit,” Detective Springlatch explained. “Ulm approached them to finance this expedition to
Cormora idand, if they would organize it. | don't know whether there was a deliberate arrangement to
go broke and strand the expedition on the idand, or whether Ulm just caculated so they would run out of
money conveniently. I'm afraid we can't hang much on them. Couple of old fools operate the Foundation,

anywey.”

“Miss McGuiggan isdl right,” Doc told him.

“They told me. She got a good scare, | take it.”

Doc agreed, added, “She stood it wdl, though. She has alot of fiber, that girl.”
Springlatch grinned. “Enough for her and that Machbeth boob both?’

“Quite enough, probably,” Doc sad.

“Shelll need it. Tha ‘predicting’ suff was about as goofy a hoax as I've ever heard about, and in my
business, you hear of plenty. This Macbeth Williams was swadlowing it, too.”

Doc amiled fantly. “Williams hadn't swallowed so much that he overlooked cdling usinto it, remember.”

“O.K., maybe he's not dl blockhead.” Springlaich chuckled. “But for my money, hell do untl a
one-hundred percenter comes dong.”

Doc Savage found Monk and Ham leaning againg the charred sde of the barracks building. They were
just finishing a burst of hysterica mirth, and wiping their eyes.

“Macbeth,” said Monk, “is going to take over the estate management. He made the announcement a
couple of minutes ago.”

“What's funny about that?’ Doc asked.



“Nothing,” Ham chuckled. “But he made the announcement in front of Ulm, and the expresson on Ulm's
face—That was funny!”

THE END



