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Chapter 1. THE BLOW-UP
WHEN Ethel’s Mamablew up, she shook the earth in more ways than one.

Ethd’sMamawas on Fan Cora Idand in the South Pacific when the lid came off. But probably the first
man to discover what had happened was a professor in the laboratory of Yae University in New Haven,
Connecticut, U .S. A. He happened to be watching the seismograph. What hefailed to redlize was that
he had noted something momentous, something that was going to stand the world on its collective ear.

Ethel’ s Mama was a vol cano. On the maps she was tagged Mount Ettilusamauma, but it was easier to
say Ethd’sMama. An earthquake apparently started Ethel’s Mama off. That was what fooled
everybody. It looked like an ordinary earthquake. The Y ae seismograph registered the shake at two
hours and even minutes and forty seconds past noon, Eastern Daylight Saving Time,

The Y ale professors said there had been a central earth disturbance about ten thousand miles distant.

A few newspapers carried a paragraph or two.
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Then the palm tree landed on the Fan Cord resident governor’ s house. It happened in the night. It was a
big pam tree. Afterward the resident governor’ s house was not worth rebuilding. The resident governor
himsalf was out on arum-and-lime spree, or there would have been avacancy on his country’ s political

pay roll.

How atwo-ton palm tree came to be sailing around in the night sky over Fan Cora Idand wasa
question. It was not scorched, so it was not some morsel gected by Ethel’s Mama.

A newspaper reporter who had foolishly quit his job to write abook was on Fan Cora Idand at the
time. Otherwise the world might never have heard about the pam. The erstwhile journalist sought needed
spare change by cabling, or radioing, volcano yarnsto every news agency which would take the stuff
collect.

Thelone newshawk had unwittingly discovered agold mine.

The uphill landdides were next. When the Fan Cora journalist radioed the story about the avalanches
that did uphill, three of his newspapers radioed right back that they wanted no more of his suff. They
thought he was a goof who was drawing on a not-too-sage imagination.

But it wasjust what the migudged journalist said it was. Patches of rock and earth cameloose and did
uphill. They were not very big patches. The strips were probably fifty feet wide.

The next night it rained coconuts. And there was no cyclone which could have picked them up and
dropped them on Fan Cora City.

Newspapermen from various parts of the Pacific began to drift toward Fan Cord Idand by airplane and
boat.

A fineyacht named the Fifth Wind turned up in Fan Coral harbor. It belonged to a man named
Cadwiller Olden, the crew of the craft said. No one had ever heard of Cadwiller Olden. The cables
carried a color story which mentioned the yacht. No one dreamed how important that was going to be.

Ethd’s Mamawas getting interesting.

HVE days after Ethd’s Mama started erupting, Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks turned up at
Y de and asked for the seismograph records. He came near not getting them.

"Ham" Brookswas aHarvard product, admittedly one of the most astute lawyers Harvard had ever
turned out, and proud of his AlmaMater. He therefore had no usefor Y ae, and had said so publicly on
occason.

Marley Brooks, caled "Ham," would have been designated as a dude thirty years ago. Asit was, the
newspapers called him America’ s best-dressed man. He always carried an innocent-looking black cane.

"But Doc Savage wants the records of the seismograph of the Mount Ettilusamauma eruption,” Ham
explaned.

Doc Savage! That madeit different, admitted the Y ae officids, who conceivably had heard of Clark
Savage, Jr., better known as Doc Savage, the man whom the newspapers called the "Mental Marvel,"
the "Scientific Genius," the"Muscular Midas," the"Man of Mystery," and other things.

"Doc does not wish newspaper publicity.” Ham reminded the Y de officias.



Of course, of course. No newspaper publicity. But some one let the cat out, and the afternoon papers
cariedit.

Newspaper reporterswere lying for Ham at Grand Central Station. Those who did not know Ham by
sght had been told to look for avery dapper gentleman who would be accompanied by avery
remarkable pet ape named Chemistry.

Ham gave them the dip. He did not have his pet ape aong, anyway. Ham had suspected some one
would dip. Consequently he got off at the station before Grand Central and waved down ataxi.

Doc Savage wasin his remarkable headquarterslibrary and laboratory on the eighty-sixth floor of the
city’ smost impressive skyscraper when Ham entered. Doc had been working with chemicas and wore a
rubber smock which hid everything but the fact that he was a giant bronze man with amazing snewsin his
hands and neck. He dso had apair of strange flake-gold eyes which had an amost compelling power.

Ham was surprised at the speed with which Doc Savage went to work on the seismograph records. The
bronze man used cdlipers and magnifying glasses on the curves. Then he consulted variousinstruments of
his own and did some mathematical calculations.

Ham was even more startled when he heard Doc Savage make asmdl, amost inaudible trilling sound, a
weird, exotic note which the bronze giant made only in moments of intense mental stress, or in surprise.

"What's up, Doc?' Ham demanded.

The bronze man said absently, "The mgority of scientists have dways bdieved it impossblefor such a
thing to exist. Y et the behavior of that volcano showsthat it doesexis.”

"Eh?' Ham said. "'l don’t understand.”

"Ham," the bronze giant stated, "the world does not know about it yet, but mankind is up againgt
something pretty terrible.”

"Y ou mean that volcano?' asked the puzzled Ham.

"Something in the heart of the earth, under that volcano,” Doc Savage explained. "Thething haslain there,
its presence unknown to scientists. The eruption of the volcano apparently disturbed it, and it would
appear that the thing has worked up toward the crater of the volcano with the lava. In ashort timeit will
be out of the volcano, unlessmy opinioniswrong.”

Ham rubbed hisjaw. "Y ou tak like thiswasimportant.”
The bronze man did not answer immediately. When he did, he spoke dowly and grimly.

"It ismore than important,” he said. "It may well be the most terrible calamity ever loosened on the human
race.

Ham swadlowed. "But w-what isit, Doc?'
The bronze man considered.

"Wewill cdl it Repd," he said. "My opinion isthat that iswhat the rest of theworld will cdl it wheniit
becomes known."

"But that does not explan what itis," Ham reminded.



"l am going to wait until | have made a closer examination on Fan Cora 1dand before venturing any exact
description of Repd," the bronze man said. "We will leave immediately. Get the men together, Ham. And
have them take plenty of fighting equipment.”

llﬁgm rg_ll

"Supermachine pistols and mercy bullets, gas and gas masks,” Doc directed. "And the rest of the stuff we
usudly take."

Two hourslater Doc Savage s huge tri-motored amphibian plane wasin the air, headed for San
Francisco. The ship was streamlined, and could easily hop the Pacific on one fud load. Doc mapped the
course—San Francisco to Hawaii to Tahiti to Fan Cord 1dand.

With Doc Savage in the plane was Ham and his other four assistants. These were Colonel John "Renny”
Renwick, an engineer; Mgor Thomas J. "Long Tom" Roberts, eectrical wizard; William Harper " Johnny™
Littlgohn, archaeologist and geologi<t; and Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett "Monk” Mayfair, a
chemist, who had his pet pig, Habeas Corpus, with him.

All five assstants were curious about the reason for their hurried flight to Fan Cord Idand, and
particularly curious about the reason for taking so many wesapons.

Ham asked, "Areyou figuring we |l have sometrouble, Doc?!

"We have got to keep the thing coming out of that volcano from faling into the wrong hands," Doc
Savage said quietly.

"Isit that bad?'
"It would be dmost impossible to estimate the terrible possibilities of Repel," the bronze man stated.

He ran the plane’ s motors with the throttles wide open.

THE next development that followed the strange eruption of Ethel’s Mama occurred in Shanghai, China.
Shangha boasts of a newspaper printed in English.

A man sat in a Shanghai bar and read this newspaper. He was alean and fit-looking fellow. And he was
very interested in the accounts of Ethel’s Mama. He a so watched the bar.

Soon another lean and fit-looking man drifted into the bar and ordered a drink. The two men were very
much dikein build and face. But the new arriva had hair which was white on top, but black at the
temples. He also had asquare of adhesive tape stuck over the back of hisright hand and another on the

pam.

Thefirst man joined the second. They had recently met, their casuad remarks reveded. After awhilethe
first man suggested trying a second bar which he knew about. The other agreed, and they |eft.

The man who had been reading the paper steered the course into a deserted Street. He stopped.
"Ligten," he said, "you are Snowball Eagan, a newspaper writer, aren’t you?”'
"That’ sright," agreed the man with the white scalp lock and the taped right hand. "But what—"

"And you're headed for Fan Cora 1dand, to cover the eruption of Ethel’s Mama, aren’t you?' asked the



second.

"That'sright.”

"WEe re about the same build.”

"Sowhat?'

"If | wasto dye my hair white on top and put a piece of tape on my right hand I’ d look like you."

"Ligten here," snapped newspaperman " Snowbdl" Eagan, "what are you driving at? Who are you,
anyway? Y ou haven't told me your name, and | saw you duck when you saw a cop coming.”

"I’m one of the most dangerousinternationa crimindsdive,” the other man said camly. "The Shanghai
police are watching every road, sseamship, railroad and airplane leaving Shanghai. | cannot get out of the
city. My pal, Bert, got out. He was lucky. Heis now on Fan Cord Idand, and I’ ve got to get there. The
only way of getting therethat | can seeisto take your place. Y ou newspapermen have a plane chartered
whichisleaving to-night for Fan Cord Idand. The other newspapermen don’t know you very well, and |
could easily get by asyou.”

Snowball Eagan, the newshawk, exploded, "But what isthere on Fan Cora Idand for acrook like you?"

"If that volcano has coughed up what | think it has, it will make aguy like mejust about able to run things
inthisworld,” theinternationd crimind sad grimly.

"You're crazy to tell methis," snapped Snowbal Eagan, "because I’ m not going to change places with
you! You can't bribe me!”

"l wasn't going to bribe you," the other said.
With which he whipped up aknife and cut the unfortunate journalist’ sthroat as neatly as could be.
The newspaper plane left Shanghai that night and carried the fake Snowball Eagan.

Counting Doc Savage' s group, that made two partiesinterested in what Ethel’ s Mama was coughing up.
And both were headed for the spot by plane.

The fase Snowball Eagan, having the shorter distance to go, arrived fird.

Theworld did not know when Doc Savage arrived. He brought hisbig planein at night, planted itina
little cove on the opposite Sde of theidand, and he and his five men did not make their presence known.
They did not want to attract alot of attention because Doc Savage didiked newspaper notoriety.

ON theday following the arrival of Doc Savage' s plane on Fan Cord Idand, avery tal and wonderfully
bony man walked down the street in Fan Cora City and had a narrow escape.

A chunk of lavathe Size of afootball came sizzling down from the sky. It exploded with aloud report on
the sidewalk beside the bony gentleman. The latter jumped into the nearest door with the dacrity of a
rabbit which had been shot at.

"I’ll be superamagamated!” the bony man gasped. "A comminatory indubitably examplifying perrorative
incidentation.”



A newspaper writer in anear-by store overheard this and grabbed excitedly at an arm of a companion
writer. "Did you hear that?"

"Yes" sad the other writer. "And | could hear it again and still now know what he said.”

This other writer was lean and fit-looking enough to fill the public conception of atiger hunter. There
were two other remarkable things about him: His hair was black at the temples and white on top, exactly
reversing the usua order. A two-inch square of white adhesive tape was stuck on the back of hisright
hand and another square on the palm. He had introduced himsalf as Snowball Eagan from Shanghai, and
some of the other newshawks had heard of him.

Thefirst writer said, "Nobody ever understandsthat tall drink of water unlessthey’ve got alate
dictionary and plenty of timeto look up the words."

"Y ou know him?" asked Snowball Eagan.

"No. But there can’'t be any mistake. He uses the words and looks the part. He' s William Harper
Littlgohn."

Snowball Eagan patted the piece of adhesive tape on the back of hisright hand gently. "' So what?"

"Good night! Don't you know? Littlgohn, or Johnny, asthey cdl him, isone of Doc Savage sfive
assgants”

Snowball Eagan suddenly looked very interested.
"Savage!" he exclamed. "Y ou mean the American they cal the man of bronze?

"The gentleman of mystery himsdlf. This chap Johnny isone of five aidswho work with Doc Savage.
Johnny isatop archaeologist and geologist, and Savage s other aids are dl expertsin someline. But the
bronze lad himsdlf is better than any one of them at his own professon.”

"That's hokum!" sniffed Snowbal Eagan.
"Don’t kid yoursdf."
"It' sjust the old bushwafor publicity.”

"If you ever tried to interview the bronze man you' d know about how he goesfor publicity. Just likea
fish goesfor the Sahara Desert.”

"A lot of gargle" said Snowbal Eagan. "Watch meinterview thisassstant of Doc Savage sfor adarter.”

The two scribes walked up to the bony word user and Snowball Eagan said, " Greetings, Professor
Littlgohn. We are newspapermen. Will you tdl uswhat you are doing here? Is Doc Savage with you?
Andif so, why?"

The bony gentleman frowned. His right hand fumbled absently at aribbon which ran from hislapd to his
upper coat pocket and dmost drew into view amonaocle, then stuffed it back hastily.

He said out of one sde of hismouth, "Who yez mugst’ink yer kiddin'? Gwan! Drag yer freight ‘forel
pop yez onein defeed hole!™

With that the bony fellow shuffled off, keeping awary eye on the black sky and its occasiond lavarock
hailstone.



Snowball Eagan scoffed at his companion. "An eminent archaeologist and geologist, was he?"
The other journdigt grinned sheepishly.
"Well—hell, everybody can make amistake. Buy you adrink onthis."

They had around of Fan Coral toddy, so-called. It was aloca beverage. The newshawks had taken to
claming that anative had falen down and broken abottle of the Toddy on the side of Ethel’sMama,
hence the eruption.

SNOWBALL EAGAN broke away after atime. He walked around until he was sure he was aone.
Then he turned up at abungaow by itself on aclosdly clipped lawn. He did not enter. He stood under a
window and whistled twice, one long and one short.

A muffled, worried voice said from insde, "For the love of mud! Has your disguise flopped so quick?!

"Pipe down, Bert," Snowball Eagan said in alow tone. "Nobody isgoing to find me out. | used to bea
newspaperman, and that makesit acinch to put this across.”

"But what if they find the real Snowball Eagan’ s body?*

"They won't identify it if they do. The hair and the right hand are gone. | burned them. My hair isdyed
like Eagan’s. And these patches on my hand are like those Eagan always wore over the bullet holein his
hand that never hesled.”

"l didn't like the idea of killing Eagan. These coppers here are tough babiesto fool around with. You'd
better watch your step!™

"What the hell! Eagan was just a newspaper bum headed over here. | had to skip Shanghai. The cops
had me covered everywhere. And taking this Eagan’ s place was my only sure-fire chance of getting here.
It' sagood thing you got out of Shanghai before they got wiseto us.”

"We ve been over that before," the voice indde said. "Have you decided how we re gonnawork this?"

"That’swhat | came here about,” said the fake Snowball Eagan. "Asyou know, I’ ve been abit doubtful.
| haven't been plumb sure that volcano has coughed up what | think it has. But now | know."

"How come?'

"Because the big time has gotten interested in it.”
"Big time? Whatchamean?'

"Doc Savage. | just saw one of hishelpers.”

No sound came from within the bunga ow for such along interva that Snowbal Eagan leaned closer and
sd, "wdl?'

"l wonder if you' ve gone crazy?' asked the oneinsde.
"Isacrack like that necessary?"
"Something is necessary to bring you back to your right mind. Don’t you know this Doc Savage' s



reputation?”
Therascal caling himsaf Snowbal snorted. " Scotland Y ard has arep, too. What did it get them?”

"The Yardisdifferent. They're just police. Doc Savage is—is—isn't quite human. He has some
incredible scientific disguises, fromwhat I’ ve heard. And he' sput in hislife chasing crooks around. From
what | hear, not many of them got away."

Snowbal started breathing through his nose. He was angry.
"Don’'t give me an argument!” he gritted.

Therewas another long slencefrominside. "All right.”
Therewasfear inthevoiceingde.

Snowbdl said, "We'regoin’ to work on this Doc Savage right away. If he’ sdown there after the same
thing we're after, we' |l have to do things about it."

"And what do you think you'll do?*

"I guess Doc Savage and his gang will have to wake up dead,” Snowba| Eagan growled.

Chapter 2. THE MAN OF MIGHT

SIX little brown tents were pitched in arow under a huge rock on one side of Mount Ettilusamauma. The
rock overhung and shdltered the tents. The seawas haf amile west and two thousand feet in the
direction the old-time preachers claimed Hades would be found. The top of Ettilusamaumawas four
miles east, seven thousand feet up, and it looked asif Hades were up there instead of down below.

Tongues of flame, some apparently at least amilelong, went lunging up into the sky. Dust, smoke and
rocks came whizzing out. And the crater was boiling over in one place, where agreet lavariver flowed.

This lavamade ared snake down the mountainside, passing within four hundred yards of the six little
brown tents, then ran into the sea. Where it entered the seg, it was making amost as much steam as
Ethel’s Mamawas making smoke.

Two smdl boats carrying motion picture cameramen were fooling around the sleam. A plane wasflying
up and down over the lavariver; another cameraman was leaning over the cockpit edge with hismovie
mechine.

Thetall man who used the big words, the long bag of boneswho had been nearly brained by thelava
rock in town, came out of the scorched jungle and approached the tents. Finding no one there he walked
toward the lava stream.

Before long, he camein sight of what at first might have been mistaken for an gpe lying on its back,
holding a smoking cloth to its forehead. The bony man approached.

"Hdlo, Monk," he said. "Where s Doc?"

Theindividua on the ground sat up. He was nearly as broad as he wastall, hisface was mostly mouth,
and he was covered with hair which resembled rusty shingle nails. He held the smoking towel in first one
hand, then the other.



"Hyah, Johnny!" he squesaked in avoice that might have belonged to asmdl child. "What’ swrong?'
Johnny pointed abony finger at the smoking towel. "What' sthat?'

"Dry ice of anew kind thet | invented, and which isal that’ skeepin’ me divein this place. Brother, isit
hot over by that rock river! What'swrong?"

Johnny said, "What makes you think something iswrong?'
"You'reusn' littlewords, professor. Something has to happen to make you do that.”

"Two newspaper reporters recognized mein town," Johnny explained. "I think | fooled them. Buit later,
while | wasfinishing up my shopping, | saw aman trailing me. He was one of these natives. | think | gave
him the dip. But Doc won't like this. He wanted our visit here kept secret.”

"That last has been eatin’ on me," Monk announced. "Why the secrecy? Why the hurry to get here?
What' s up, anyhow?"

"Why not ask Doc?!
Monk grinned. When he did this, most of hishomely face became grim.

"It wouldn't do any good,” he said. "Doc has ahabit of keepin’ things, or suspicions, to himself until heis
dead sure before hetells anybody.”

Johnny said, "I’'m going to ask him mysdf."
Hewaked in the direction of thelavariver.

"Don't get frostbitten!" Monk squeaked.

MONK unrolled histowel to inspect hisdry ice. The diminished Size of the cube—smoking because it
was S0 cold instead of so hot—caused him to groan lugtily. Monk’ s ordinary spesking voice was smdll,
but his groan was something like a piece being torn out of the side of acircustent. He lay back and
replaced his cooling invention on hisforehead.

When the earth shook and red light washed over the ground, he raised up on his elbow to glower at the
top of Ethel’sMama. Monk wasjust in time to see something happen.

The plane with the cameraman was flying over the upper end of the lavariver, near the crater’ slip. The
planelifted straight upward many scores of feet. It turned end over end asit went. Therewasno visible
reason for this occurrence.

The aircraft fluttered about regaining equilibrium. Then it sailed around, and like ahen which had been
bitten unexpectedly by a harmless-|ooking worm, it buzzed back cautioudy to investigate.

Almost the same thing as before happened to the plane. Something invisible seemed to knock it through
theair. It traveled straight backward thistime.

Monk scrambled erect, fill holding hisdry ice poultice to his head.
"Maybe Doc and the others didn’t see that!" he grunted. "I better tell ‘em. Come on, Habead!"



Monk looked around, waiting.
"Habead!" he rapped.

A remarkable-looking pig reluctantly |eft the shade of arock. The shote had long thin legs and ears which
abat would have considered suitable for flying. He was Habeas Corpus, Monk’ s pet. If the surroundings
had not been so hot, Monk would probably have been training Habeas. He spent most of his sparetime
educating the pet hog.

Monk started off. Habeas followed him a dozen paces and stopped.

"Habeas!" Monk squesked. "C'mon, or I'll tieknotsin your legd”

Habeas paid no attention. He seemed interested in a.clump of scrub palms.

Monk said, "Come on, Habess, or I'll give you to Ham!"

The rusty-looking bristles on Habeas' s back began to stand on end.

Monk frowned at the scrub pam cluster. "What the heck!" He started over to investigate.

A barefooted, brown man with abig revolver came out of the pam cludter.

"Youfdlasavwy stand ill!" he said fiercdly.

Monk savvied. He put out hisjaw. "Say, what’ sthe big idea?'

The brown man wore denim pants, no shirt, and an ugly look. He got down to businessimmediately.
"You felatak chop-chop," he said. "Why dl samefelaDoc Savage come ‘longside Fan Cord?'
Monk squesked, "Y ou wanta know why Doc came here?’

"Savvy," said the other. ™Y ou bet. Me fellawant know."

The man’srevolver had abig barrd and abig cylinder, and the sun was just right for Monk to get alook
at the round, shiny noses of the cartridges. They wereimpressive.

"Who sent you to ask that question?' Monk growled.

The brown man started to answer when he saw a shadow looming on the ground beside him. It was abig
shadow, and it had not been there an instant before.

The shadow was dl the brown man ever saw of the fate that overtook him. Fate in the shape of agiant of
bronze.

THE big bronze fellow had come silently out of the jungle, and he got the gun and dropped the native
with one blow, all asif it had been rehearsed a thousand times. His remarkabl e bronze features had not
changed expression, had in no way showed that the ghostly silence with which he moved was at all
unusud, or that dropping an armed native was anything out of the ordinary.

Strangdly, there was enough of the unusua about the big bronze man to make it seem that the incredible
was rather to be expected from him.



There was more about the bronze man than bigness. The tendons on the backs of his hands resembled
round files, and the rest of his sinewslooked asif they were made up of cables of the wiresthey brace
arplanewingswith.

He wore nothing above the belt, and his muscular development was fabulous, yet so symmetricd that,
had he been fully clothed, and seen at alittle distance, he would have appeared no more Herculean than
an ordinary man.

Probably the most striking thing about the bronze giant was his eyes. They werelike pools of flake gold,
aways girred by sometiny force. They contained aweird quality, something compelling, hypnoatic.

"Doc!" Monk exploded ardieved grunt. "How’ d you happen adong just then?
"Coming to warn you," the bronze man said.

"Huh?'

"Better run for it. Y ou saw what happened to that plane amoment ago?'

The bronze man’ s voice was like the rest of him—remarkable. It was atrained voice, unexcited and
subdued, but somehow giving the impression that it could carry for milesif necessary.

"l was comin’ totell you about the plane when thisbird jumped me," Monk explained. " Say, what—"

"Run," Doc Savage interposed quietly. "If the thing comesthisway, the ledge under which thetentsare
pitched will probably be the safest place.”

"Thing!"
Monk squeaked. "What thing?"

But the bronze man had aready whipped back into the jungle. He reappeared immediately, carrying a
large metal case which seemed to contain agreat dedl of ddlicate apparatus. He had evidently put this
down while he crept upon Monk’ s captor.

The bronze man raised hisvoice. It was a crash of volume, asif stepped up by apower amplifier.
"Long Tom, Johnny!" he cdled. "Renny, Ham!"
"Coming!" came afaint shout from the direction of the lava stream.

Monk scooped up the unconscious native. "Instead of thislad askin® me questions, he' s gonna answer
somel”

The bronze man and Monk ran through the jungle, then worked among alegion of boulders evidently
deposited there by Ethel’sMamain some past eruption. There was a stretch of brush beyond, then the
camp of the six little cinnamon-col ored tents under the overhanging ledge.

Doc Savage put down the instrument box and Monk dropped his captive.

FOUR men appeared on one side of the campsite, running toward the tent and the ledge. One of them
was the gaunt archaeologist and user of big words, Johnny. Dangling from one of hiseyeswasa
monocle, in redity a powerful magnifying glassthat had served many uses.



The second man was the dapper lawyer, Ham, the best-dressed man in Americaand one of theworld's
cleverest lawyers. In one hand he gripped a sword cane whose point was coated with a drug producing
UNCONSCIOUSNESS,

Thethird member of the group was aformidable tower of afelow who would weigh in excess of two
hundred and fifty pounds—but if he had been built in proportion to his hands, he would have weighed in
the neighborhood of aton. It was doubtful if he could have put either fist in agdlon pail. He had along,
naturally gloomy face which would have been excdlent stock in trade for an undertaker.

The big-fisted man was Colond John Renwick—"Renny"—noted for three things: his ability asan
engineer, hisboasted ability to knock the pand out of amaost any wooden door with either figt, and his
membership in Doc Savage slittle group of five aids.

Major Thomas J. Roberts, the eectrical wizard, was the fourth man. He had the complexion of a
mushroom and the physique, asfar as outward appearance went, of afelow who had spent hislifeina
wheechair. He had collected the name of Long Tom after aludicrous adventure with atype of ancient
cannon designated by that name.

The four were carrying more complicated-appearing instruments.
"Wewill sat the apparatus up inside the shelter of the ledge and continue to watch it," Doc Savage said.

The bronze man bent over the instruments, adjusting dids, knobs, watching indicator needles, and twice
plugging in atelephone headset to get frequency hums. Long Tom, Johnny, Ham and Renny looked on
curioudy.

Monk looked around, saw his pet pig, Habeas, nowhere about, and hagtily ambled outside. Monk’s
apish physique gave him astrange, short-legged gait which made him seem in no hurry even when running
at full speed.

Doc Savage continued to watch the dids. The gold flakes of his eyes seemed to be moving alittle fagter,
but there was nothing else about his expression to show he was excited.

"It isundoubtedly following the lava stream down and getting close," he said.

It was very quiet under the ledge. Ethel’s Mama made arumbling now and then. One of the instruments
hummed faintly.

"Itisvery dose" the bronze man said.
Outside, Monk’ svoice blared.

"Blazed" the homely chemist squawled. "What the heck’ sgot hold of me?’

Chapter 3. THE UNSEEN
THE tree was smdll, gnarled and tough, astropical trees often are.

Monk clung to the tree trunk with both arms and his chin. The expression on hishomely face showed that
hewas using al his strength. Hislegs were stretched out pardld with the ground. Something might have
had hold of hisankles, pulling with great force. Some medium, certainly, was doing just that. But there
was nothing visible!



"Help!" Monk squedled. " Shoot the dang thing or somethin’!"
"Holy cow!" exploded big-fisted Renny.

Johnny said, "I’ ll be superamal gamated!"

Long Tom and Ham looked on in astonishment.

Monk howled, "Help, blast it!"

Monk suddenly lost hisgrip. Hewas carried through the air at least twenty feet before he hit the ground.
End over end hetumbled. A thorny shrub scratched him, and he squawled angrily.

" Shoot the dang thing!" he bellowed. "Makeit leggo me!”

Big-fisted Renny dug into a concealed holster under an arm and brought out aweapon which had
somewhat the appearance of an oversize automatic. Renny aimed. The gun made anoiselike severd big
riveting machines going Ssmultaneoudy. Renny arched his stream of bullets so they passed dl around
Monk.

Monk suddenly managed to stop rolling.
"Keegp shootin'!" the homely chemist bellowed. "Y ou scared the blame thing away!™

Renny started his machine pistol again, but stopped quickly. His sad eyes amost fell from his gloomy
face.

"Holy cow!" he boomed hollowly. "L ook!"

A tdl, spindling tree between Monk and the ledge was bending over dowly, asif depressed by an
invisibleweight. It was leaning west. And blistered grass blades were bending aswell. Great masses of
gravel and earth began to dide!

"It scoming thisway!" Ham yelled.

Doc Savage said, "Get the ingrumentsinto the back of the recess under the ledge. Jam them against the
solid rock, then do the same with yoursalves. Cling to the cracksin the rock.”

The bronze man sounded totaly unexcited.

The others sprang to follow the suggestion—and never made it. Something unseen, terrific, hit them. They
were entirely helpless. Carried off their feet, they were driven deep into the ledge recess.

Renny’ s head struck rock and he fdll back stunned. Tall, lean Johnny and pale Long Tom got entangled,
and hit with enough force to take air out of them both. Ham hit the wall of rock feet first, and did an eerie
thing—he staggered around on the vertica wall, trying to keep his baance, just as he might have done on
level ground.

The next ingtant, all were blinded by aroaring inrush of sand, dust and sticks. Therewas agreat grinding
and rumbling. The earth trembled. Came atremendous crash, and it grew abruptly gloomy under the
ledge.

Then slencefdll.



"STAY whereyou are for amoment,” Doc Savage advised quietly. "It may come back.”

The bronze man was against onewall, half buried in the sand, dust and débris which had been swept into
the ledge niche. Cradled and protected in the muscular cordon of hisarmswas one of the cases of
sengitive gpparatus. It seemed to be intact.

The other cases had been smashed.

The opening under the ledge was not nearly aswide asit had been. A huge boulder had come from
somewhere and rolled against the aperture. Smaller boulders were stacked againgt it. The tentswere
down.

Suspended dugt started the men coughing, sneezing.

"Holy—kerchoo—
cow!" Renny exploded. "Wher€e sthat native?"
Doc Savage was dready on hisfeet and looking around, flake-gold eyes probing everywhere.

There became audible within the little cavern under the ledge, penetrating to al its recesses, asmall,
strange sound. The note was predominately atrilling, but it had an eerie nature, aqudity which was
ethered. It might have been the progress of atiny wind around some cranny in the big boulder blocking
the entrance.

Doc Savage sfour aids stared at the bronze giant. They knew that sound, had heard it many times. It
was acharacterigtic of Doc Savage, asmall and unconscious thing which the bronze man did when
surprised, or when confronted with anew discovery or redlization.

Of the brown-skinned native who had tried to seize Monk there was no sign.

Monk ydled outsde, "Y ou guysdl right?'

Doc Savage moved to the boulder. There was enough room to squeeze out. The othersfollowed him.
Monk, rubbing his eyes, spitting out dust, joined them in staring in the direction of the lavastream.
"I'll be superamagamated!" Johnny gulped.

The patch of big boulderswas directly before them. The masses of rock had been fairly evenly
distributed. But there was nothing even about the way they now lay.

A path more than a score of feet in width had been swept amost clean of loose stone. The rocks had
been pushed, asif by agigantic broom, to the sides, and in the direction of the ledge.

"Blazed" Monk breathed. "Think how big that thing must be! Some of those rocks weigh tong!”

The otherswere silent. What had just happened was so fantastic, so impossible, that they could not think
of much to say about it.

"What getsme," Long Tom said hollowly, "isthat you couldn’'t see anything! | can’t understand that!"

"Well, it was something that was dive," Monk declared. ™Y ou saw how it turned me loose when Renny
opened up with hismachine pistol. Say, where' sthat native?'

"Gone," said Ham.



What?"
"He s disappeared.”

Monk opened and shut his big mouth severa times.

"Maybe that whatchacdllit came after the native,” the homely chemist mumbled.
Big-fisted Renny peered about suddenly.

"Where sDoc?" he boomed wildly.

THE five men stared about them, then a each other. The bronze man was not in sght. Something pae
and cold seemed to flow into the faces of each man.

"Doc!" Renny gulped. "Do you suppose—"

Therest of it suck in histhroat, and hisfists made big blocks that might have been marble painted over
with abrown gain.

"Doc!" Monk sguawled.
"In here," the bronze man said quietly from beneeth the ledge.

The five men charged for the opening, got inside, saw the bronze man over the instrument which he had
saved, and looked at each other sheepishly.

"Asjittery asabunch of kidsin aspooky graveyard!" Renny thumped disgustedly. "What does that
contraption show, Doc?"

The bronze man took a moment before answering.

"Itisalittlesurprising,” hesaid. "Thisisadeviceto register and measure autometicaly the presence and
grength of certain invisble wave lengths of light such asthe so-cdled infraand cosmic rays, particularly
those which have the property of penetrating solids. The device went completely haywire.”

"Youmeanit didn’t register?”
"It registered, but the recording lines make absolutely no sense.”

Renny boomed, "Say, Doc, you got an inkling of something queer here just by reading the newspapers
and looking &t that Y ale seismograph record. Y ou came herein ahurry. Just what did you expect to
find?'

Instead of answering that, the bronze man said, "1t might be best if we did something besidestalk. Renny,
suppose you look around for some trace of that native who tried to make Monk tell why we were here.
Johnny might help you.”

Renny sghed, redlizing he was not going to get any information now. "Righto.” The engineer and Johnny
walked off.

"Long Tom," Doc suggested, "you might look through the stuff under the tents and seeif you can find our
capacity field device to detect the presence of prowlers. Maybeit isintact.”



The pale-looking dectrica wizard delved into one of the collapsed tents and came up with ablack box
which had along cail of flexible insulated copper braid attached, aswell asaheadset. The box had a
profusion of knobs. Long Tom tested.

"It ill works," hesaid.

"Bringit," Doc requested. "Monk and Ham might aswell go with us, dso.”

WHEN the bronze man got into motion, it was evident his destination was the stream of flowing lava. He
followed the path which had been so fantasticaly swept clear of boulders. Doc and hisaids saw plenty to
interest them.

Thetrail led Sraight to the lava stream.
"Blast mel" Monk muttered. "What kind of agollawvhoppus can livein melted rock?"
"Gollawhoppusisright!" Ham agreed.

Doc Savage turned toward the sea. The aids began to notice queer things. In severa spots, molten lava
was splashed high on the banks of the little valley in which the lavaflowed. Fireswhich thisliquid hot
rock had started had not burned far.

"I hateto think I might be going nuts," Monk complained. "But it looks asif that thing did alot of jumping
around or something and splashed thisrock out on the banks."

Ham stopped suddenly, opened his mouth and began to giggle. Findly helaughed loudly and violently.
"Somethin’s goofed you!" Monk snorted.
Ham sobered with asnort.

"Nothing of the sort. This—this spirit out of the hot place, or whatever it is—tried to grab you and carry
you off, didn’t it? It just struck methat Old Nick must be getting so anxious for your company he
couldn’t wait for you to turn up your toesin the ordinary manner.”

Monk glared indignantly, but the best he could think of was, "The placeis probably so full of lawyers by
now that there’ sno room!"

Doc Savage stopped.

"Long Tom," suggested the bronze man, "hereis as good a place as any to set up your capacity detector
darm. Stay withit, and if any oneisfollowing us, the gpparatus should register that fact.”

Pde Long Tom nodded, moved back from the lava where the heat was not so intense and set up his
device.

He hardly had the headset on when he shouted sharply.
"There s something moving around herel”

Doc Savage got under cover so suddenly that he seemed to vanish where he had been standing. Monk
and Ham were only ashade dower.



They listened. 1t was hard for their earsto tell much. The flowing lavamade gridy sounds. Moreover,
fires st by the splashing lavawere crackling. Ethd’s Mama made an occasiond rumble.

"Sureyou ain't hearin’ the lavain that contrgption?' Monk asked.
"No," Long Tom sad. "Whatever it is, iscoming closer.”

Monk produced one of the rapid-firing pistols from an under-arm holster. The weapons had been
perfected by Doc Savage, and since they fired anything from gas to demolition cartridges, could do

urprisng things.
"If it sour invisblefriend, I'll beready for ‘im thistimel" Monk said grimly.

A peculiar-looking creature came out of the jungle and ambled toward the group. It resembled a member
of the ape family, athough important anthropol ogists had disagreed on this. Very striking wasthe
what-is-it’ s likeness to the homely chemist, Monk. Had Monk been relieved of two hundred pounds or
30, he and the gpe would not have to be seen in avery thick fog for there to be a case of mistaken
identity.

"Chemigtry!" Ham exploded, relieved at seeing his pet.
"I got anotion to shoot anyway!" Monk grumbled.

A moment later, Monk’ s pet pig, Habeas Corpus, appeared, trailing Chemistry. The two looked asif
they had just had afight. They probably had. They got along about aswell astheir owners.

Long Tom said, "That’ swhat my apparatus located."

Doc Savage appeared from his hiding place and walked toward the sea, following the lava. Monk, Ham
and their petswent with him.

Long Tom remained behind with the capacity detector alarm and suspended the braided, insulated aérial
of hisdevice between two small trees. It redlly was an aéria in substance. The whole contrivance
functioned somewhat on the principle of the old-time regenerative radio receivers which howled when
you brought your hand near them. Doc Savage had expended agood dedl of hisremarkable scientific
kill onthe device, however, and it was uncannily sengtive.

Long Tom donned the headset and adjusted the dials more carefully. It was very hot, even though he had
atree between himsdlf and the flowing lava. Hetried fanning himself with the tropical hdmet hewas
wearing. But the capacity detector gave off little whines each time his hand moved. Long Tom stopped
fanning.

The detector, not quite asfindly refined, was already in use around New Y ork asaburglar darm. Rich
men had awire strung around the wall enclosing their estates, and when any one came near thewall abell

rang.

AFTER about ten minutes, Long Tom showed suddenly increased interest in his gpparatus. Some one
was coming. The feeble-looking dectrica wizard got to hisfeet and loosened his machine pistol.

The weapon was charged with "mercy” bullets which produced unconsciousness. They were
chemical-filled capsules which did not do much actual damage.



When the new arrival popped into view, Long Tom nearly dropped hiswespon. It wasagirl.
A scared girl! Her eyes were big, and she breathed rapidly.
"Come quickly!" she gasped. "It may get away! That is, if it'snot dead!"

The big eyes were blue, a nice shade. There was more about her that was nice, too. Her nose, the shape
of her mouth. Long Tom had aweakness for dender girls, and this one was certainly dender. Shewore
stout leather boots, shorts, akhaki blouse and akhaki pith helmet. There was aleather casefor a
miniature cameraand apair of binoculars dung over her right shoulder and a canteen over her |eft.

"Don't stand there staring!" she snapped. "'l want awitness! Somebody to prove | saw it. | took pictures
of it, but they can be faked."

"Er—I don’t—understand,” Long Tom said uncertainly.

She grabbed hisarm. "It slying in aside canyon up above. | saw you men through the trees and ran
down here as soon as | found it and took pictures.”

"Who areyou?' Long Tom wanted to know.

"Specid writer. Don't ask questions. It may move.”

Long Tom swallowed twice. "What isit?"

The young woman looked impatient enough to shake him.

"It isabout fifty feet long, ten feet wide, and about the same high,” she said rapidly. "It’ s got the most
fantastic kind of arms, and a horrible body. It was sort of like amass of clear glasswhen | first saw it, but
it isgetting darker, changing color.”

"Good night!" Long Tom exclaimed. "The thing that grablbbed Monk!"
"What' sthat?" asked the girl.
"Nothing!" Long Tom snapped. "Let’ shave alook &t thiscritter!”

The dectrica wizard looked in the direction which Doc Savage, Monk and Ham had taken. Thetrio
were not in Sght. Ethel’s Mama was making quite arumble a the moment, and he doubted if they could
hear him shout. He decided he could cdl them later.

He ran up the lava stream bank with the excited young ladly.

"There sabig pam tree on the bank of the Sde canyon wherethethingislying,” thegirl said.

THE big padm had logt itsfronds in the hest. It was acoconut palm. The coconuts still hung in aknot at
the top, charred and black, athough not afrond remained. At thefoot of the tree lay one of those big
palm crabs, the kind which have relieved many an unwary native of ahand when he reached for a
coconut. It was baked pink and had cracked wide when it hit the ground.

Long Tom looked at the crab and said, "That' sjust theway | fed, Miss—Miss—" She didn't take the
hint, so the el ectrician came out with it. "What' s your name?"



"Alberta. Comeon."

They ran past the singed coconut, working around severa large boulders, and the girl leveled an arm.
Theleveling gesture stretched her wrist out of her deeve and reveded awrist watch and aband—the
band mounted with some diamonds that were nearly asbig asthe small wrist watch did.

Long Tom coughed some of the sulphurous volcanic air out, hooked swesat out of his eyeswith crooked
forefingers, and stared.

"Say, what kind of agag isthis?' he growled.
There was not much of aside canyon. And there was certainly nothing init. Nothing unusud, at least.

Thegirl gripped Long Tom’sarm. There was more strength in her fingers than Long Tom had thought
any woman would ever have. It made his whole arm numb.

"Look!" sheghrilled.
Long Tom looked.

He saw awave of purplish black come out of the back of his brain and break over hiseyeballs, and with
it there was a phenomenon as if somebody had popped one of those Australian bullwhips over hisears.
The ground somehow got up againgt the side of hisface.

"Don’'t!" he heard the girl cry.

Then the world and everything e se went off somewhere.

Chapter 4. THE SCARED GIRL

MONK and Ham were never together very long a any time without practically coming to blows. That
exciting things might be happening around them made little difference with their quarrd. They had been
known to liein afrontline trench during abombardment and pass the time by threatening to skin each
other dive.

"Y ou awful accident of nature!" Ham wastelling the homely chemist. Y ou something to scare babies
with! Y ou' ve taken afile and sharpened that hog' s tuskd™

"So what of it, you shyster?' Monk sneered. ™Y our Chemistry keeps devilin' ‘im. Habeas has gotta have
adefensve armament.”

Ham glanced compassionately at Chemistry, who seemed to have come off on the scarred end of hislast
brush with Habess.

"I’m going to take arock and do some dental work on that hog!" he declared.
"You do and I'll usethe samerock for amgjor skull operation on you!™ Monk promised.

Doc Savage had been paying no attention to the argument. The three had approached to within afew
hundreds yards of the cliff which dropped sheer to the sea. It was over this dliff that the hot lava poured
and set up clouds of steam which actually extended for milesinto the tropical sky.

The bronze man pointed. Monk and Ham looked, but could discern nothing that had not been happening



for several days.
"Wetch. It may come up again." Doc got on top of asmall rocky knob.

Great sheets of the hot lava unexpectedly splashed out of the creek of molten rock. This happened about
ahundred feet back from the cliff edge. There was absolutely no reason for it occurring, asfar as could
be seen.

"Come on, Habeas," Monk saidinasmall voice. "l think me and you will hunt us a hole somewhere."
"Afraid?' Ham snorted.

"Not of anything | canlook at,” Monk said, glancing a Ham. "But that thingamumgrabber got hold of me.
I’d just as soon somebody el se had the pleasure next time. If you ask me, it made that splash just now
when it jumped out of thelava."

Ham scoffed, A lot of help you are going to bein investigating!”

"Go right ahead, fdler. I'll write abook and tell your posterity, which you ain't got any, thank heavens,
how fearless you were."

Ham planted his sword cane on the ground, glared and gave dl sgns of being willing to delay for an
argument. He started out by telling Monk how his ancestors had lived in trees, and probably scrubby
trees at that. He was getting around to detail when they both discovered Doc Savage had gone on
toward the sea.

When they followed the bronze man, Monk and Ham kept rather close together.

DOC SAVAGE was positioned in adepression on the cliff edge some distance from the spot where the
lava stream emptied into the sea. Thelittle pit where he crouched, made by the weether, was about the
Sze of those the covered wagon immigrants used to dig up to fight redskins,

Monk and Ham strained their eyes after they joined the bronze man. The molten rock was making a
tremendous boiling in the sea. The breeze was off theland, and carried most of the steam out to sea.

The boats carrying the motion picture cameramen—the craft were ayawl and a cabin cruiser—Iooked
surprisingly tiny at the base of the gigantic mass of seam. The whole effect wasthat of aleviathan nature
aroused and giving an exhibition which brought home definitely the smalness and ingtability of theworld
which man isliable to accept as 0 great and unchanging only because it seems so to him.

"Brothers, thisis quite ashow.” Monk’ s small voice had grown moretiny than usud.

Doc Savage said, "The thing has followed the lava stream down and is about to enter the sea. It may be
interesting to watch what will happen.”

Monk swallowed twice.
"After thething has been livin' in that lava, the seawater may be kindacold,” was al he could think of.

They waited. The bronze man had produced asmdll, powerful telescope from atrousers pocket and was
gudying the lavaflow.

The telescope was hardly necessary to see what happened. The lavawhere it went over the cliff—it was



like afantastic taffy being poured out of amonstrous kettle—began to squirm and fly apart. It was asif
something ingdeit werekicking and flinging about, some behemoth thing which did not quite show itsdlf.
It fell into the sea.

Ingtantly there was avastly augmented uprush of steam. A turmoail inthe water. A threshing. The steam
rolled and grew, spreading until it hid whatever was happening.

"Thereit goed" Monk squawled.

A fast-traveling swell had appeared on the seaamost beneath them. It was such aturmoil asis made by
abig fish swimming close to the surface of water.

Theboil of water abruptly changed direction, veering out to sea. It |eft atrail of steam behind it. It altered
its course again, dmaost doubling back.

"Hey!" Monk barked. "It'sjust like afish that’ s been hooked!"

A cloud of water arosein the air. There must have been tons of it. They distinctly heard the roar asit fell
back, loud over the expresstrain roar of the sea boiling around the lava.

"It jumped out!" Ham gulped.

But it hadn’t. It was till traveling under the sea. Back and forth, in straight lines, in snaky curves. The
ridge of water which it lifted was not as high.

"It sdowin’ down!" Monk exclaimed.

It was. Within five minutes—its wanderings did not take it more than half amile from where they
stood—the thing had almost stopped. It did stop twice, only to move again.

They waited.

Monk wet hislips. "Jus asif thething wasdyin'!"

Doc Savage had not spoken. The remarkable bronze man rarely expended wordsin comment.
"Therel 1t has stopped again." Ham pointed.

A column of water wasrising from the surface of the sea about a quarter of amile offshore. A thin
column, it was not unlike the eruption of ageyser. At itstopmost point, the water was flung to a height of
nearly ahundred feet.

The geyser remained where it was—four minutes, eight.
Monk shook hishead. "I’ll be durned if | can savvy what kind of acritter that is.”

Doc Savage had apparently been giving dl attention to what was happening in the sea, but now he said,
"Some oneis coming. Running.”

Monk and Ham frowned, strained their ears ahead of cupped palms. The fact that they heard nothing did
not surprise them. The bronze man had an amost abnorma hearing devel oped by years of scientific
exercise.

A girl came running down the lava stream toward them.



SHE was adender girl in boots, the same one who had been with Johnny afew minutes before. Her blue
eyes were wide with emotion, and she was winded.

Her sun helmet was dented. That side of her face was stained allittle with red.
"Thething must have taken him!" she cried out.
Doc Savage whipped to meet her. "Who?"

The girl eyed the bronze giant, and for aminute seemed to go absent-minded. But for that matter, men
had been known to do the same thing when they first saw Doc.

Doc repeated, "Who?"

"A pde-looking man!" the girl gasped. "I saw the thing and photographed it, then ran to get him to look at
it, S0 peoplewouldn’t think me aliar!"

"Pde-looking!" Monk exploded. "That'sLong Tom!"

The girl shuddered. "We got to where | saw it, and something jumped us! 1t knocked me out. | didn’t get
to seewhat it was. When | came to, the pale man was gone. So was my cameral”

Doc Savage sad, " Show usthe place!™

It was quickly evident that the girl had about run herself out. She was dower even than Ham, who might
have been fast, except that he invariably went around any bushes that might damage hisimmeaculate
clothing.

Doc Savage picked the young woman up. He carried her across a shoulder until she gasped, "I can’t see
anything!"

Doc shifted her to an erect position, which she maintained by holding his head. She looked soft, but there
was a hardness about her that was ddmost metallic. She gave directionsin avoice which, once the rasp of
breathlessness was gone from it, showed culture.

She explained what the thing had |ooked like when she had first seeniit. It was the same thing she had
described to Long Tom, amasslike glass, or transparent jelly, that was dowly taking on color. A
monstrosity of a shape of no known earth thing.

Thesmall party reached, findly, the big snged palm with the pitiful cluster of blackened coconuts et its
top. She pointed.

"Asyou can see" she sad, "thereis nothing here.”

Doc Savage said, " Spread and look for Long Tom."

FIVE minutes later Monk found Doc Savage moving dowly back and forth through the jungle and over
sretches of rock—mainly over the stretches of rock. Most of the surrounding terrain was composed of
stone. It was a poor spot to find footprints.

Monk looked at the ground. ™Y ou’ re wasting time here, Doc. We found where this thing dragged Long



Tominto thelava"

"Y ou mean the pardld marksfrom wherethe girl said she last saw Long Tom in the neighborhood of the
lava?'

"Y ep. Them marks could have been made by a man’s hedsdragging. | looked close and found bits of
brown leather scraped off on the rough rock. Long Tom was wearing brown shoes.”

Doc Savage was slent for atime, hisflake-gold eyestraveling over the expanses of naked rock which
would retain no footprints.

"Whereisthegirl?' he asked at lagt.
"Ham istaking care of her," Monk said.

They hardly joined Ham and the girl before big-fisted Renny and long, bony Johnny arrived. The pair
looked as though they had something on their minds.

"Our comiciliary ambulations were ascendant!" Johnny said. "We—"

"Thisisno timefor them wordsl" Renny boomed. "Doc, we found that native who tried to hold Monk
up. He did not get away."

Doc Savage said, haf questioningly, "He was under that huge boulder which rolled against the mouth of
theledge."

Renny blinked. Johnny swalowed. "Y ou knew that?"

"Suspected it,” Doc admitted. "He was sensdless, there was no time to get him under cover, and the rock
cameto rest hereit could have crushed him.”

"Hewas under it," said Johnny. "We dug him out."
Renny blocked and unblocked hisbig fistsand said, "And | suppose you know what €lse we learned?’

Doc Savage said, "Y ou mean that he was not a native, but awhite man who had dyed his skin and curled
and dyed hishair?'

Renny and Johnny swapped blank looks.

"I'll be superamalgamated!” Johnny murmured. "How did you know thet, Doc? We dmost didn't find it
out oursalves.”

"Thefeatures, thefinger nalls, the coloring of the eyes, were not those of anative, even aPolynesian,” the
bronze man explained.

"Wonder who heis, and what he was up to?*

"Wewill see what we can learn about him,” Doc Savage said.

Chapter 5. THE THING ON THE BOTTOM

THE dead man had lived in the bungalow that stood alone on the edge of Fan Cord City. He had rented
it after landing from a steamer five weeks before, aquigt, taciturn fellow, inclined to be sullen. He had



mixed not at al. No one had dreamed he was not a native with money.

Doc Savage, Monk and Ham entered the dead man’ s house. There was a question whether they had the
legd right to do this, although Doc had a paper, akind of commission, from the government which had a
protectorate, so-called, over Fan Coral. The paper had been given Doc for a past service, and was
supposed to entitle him to dmost any kind of coGperation.

"The place has been ransacked!" Monk declared, staring around.

Unlessthe dead man had pulled out bureau drawers, ripped up the floor mattings, dug holesin the roof
thatch, and emptied dl the food containersin the kitchen onto the floor, Monk’ s deduction was good.

Doc said, "Done not more than half an hour ago.” He pointed out that a puddle of syrup was ill
spreading, and pickles from an emptied jar were fill damp.

The bronze man did not probe into corners, turn objects over, or otherwise act asif he were searching.
But Monk and Ham stood back and watched, expectant. They had seen him work before. They had
seen Doc walk past as many as five chessboards, crowded with men, and when the pieces were svept
off, return and place each not only in its correct square, but facing just asit had been.

Doc Savage went outside abruptly. There were three palmsin the yard, al big ones, laden with coconuts.
More coconuts were on the ground. A sign said:

THESE COCONUTS PRIVATE
KEEPAWAY!

Therewere, a aconservative estimate, acouple of million coconut trees on Fan Cora, most of them free
to anybody who wanted a nut. The sign was ether the work of amiserly crank or it had a purpose.

Doc Savage began picking up and shaking coconuts. He must have done that to at least two hundred
before he found one that did not gurgle. He broke it open. It had been sawed in half and cleverly glued
back together.

The contents was mostly money, with afew papers. Doc read the papers, principaly the newspaper
clippings and wanted circulars.

"The dead man was Bert Banner, dias Bert the Blood, diasalot of things," the bronze man said. "Heis
wanted for three murdersin the United States, two in Austrdia, and onein China. Theitems about the
Shanghai, or China, crime bear the latest date.”

"He must have been hiding out here," Ham said.

Doc added, "He seemsto have had a partner in most of his crimes. A man named Stage Chinkins, dias
some others. Stage got his name because he was once a ham actor.”

"I wonder," Monk pondered aoud, "if Stage Chinkinsisaround here, too?"

DOC had asked Renny and Johnny and the girl to meet him with Monk and Ham at the Fan Cora City
municipa dock, and the trio were on hand. Johnny was about to burst over something he had just
learned. He used small words, and whirled his monocle around afinger by itsribbon, as he did when
perturbed.



"Thisyoung lady"—hewhirled hismonocle at the girl—"isajourndis!"

"A free-lance feature writer," the young lady corrected. "My nameis Alberta Mantle, and | came hereto
cover the volcano for the American Journa of Geologica Science.”

Johnny looked startled. "The American Journd of Geologica Science! Why didn't you say so? That
takes you out of the class of ordinary reporters. Y ou have to be acrack geologist to write for that.”

"l am acrack geologig,” the girl, announced.

"Proveit," Johnny requested. "What are some varieties of chacedony?'
"Theforms of agates and onyxes," said the girl.

"Correct."

The young woman looked at Doc Savage rather warmly. "1 know your abhorrence of publicity. But | do
not write stories of sensationaism for the newspapers. | am a scientific writer. | wish you would let me
stay with you and work aong with you until this mystery is solved.”

Doc was silent, no expression on his remarkable bronze features. Homely Monk waited anxioudy. Monk
was very much susceptible to femininity. Almost any one would have been susceptible to thisyoung
woman.

"| think that’d be dl right, Doc," Monk ventured hopefully.
"It probably will be," Doc said. "Y es, Miss Mantle, you can stay with us."
"Thank you very much," said the young lady swestly.

Big-fisted Renny |ooked somewhat dazed. It was arare occasion when Doc Savage had ever let an
outsider join them. Renny, however, was not averse to the idea.

AlbertaMantle struck him as atouch that could dress up any mystery.

Doc Savage now approached agroup of uniformed men on the end of the wharf. They were officers off
acruise ship which had put in at Fan Cora during a South Seatour to give the passengers the unusua
privilege of seeing avolcano in eruption. The bronze man spoke with the captain for sometime. That
individud hastily put out to hisship.

When he came back shortly it wasin aroomy lifeboat equipped with a Diesdl motor.
"Y ou are welcome to use thisaslong as you wish," the captain said.
Monk scratched his head. "How’ d Doc manage to promote that so sudden?”

Ham said, "I don't know, you missing link, but I have ahunch Doc owns adice of that steamship

Monk did not look surprised.
Big-fisted Renny looked at the power lifeboat. "What' re we doin’ with this, Doc?"
"Diving for that thing which came down into the seain thelava," the bronze man replied.

"Holy cow! How about Long Tom?We gottafind him!"



"Diving for the mystery thing,” Doc said, "is probably the quickest way of learning what did happen to
Long Tom."

Renny dropped his eyesto his enormous fists soberly. Did that mean the unknown horror had taken
Long Tom into the sea? He did not ask. He didn’t care about hearing what the answer might be.

MONK and Ham were not very happily surprised to discover they had been delegated to remain ashore,
on therim of the cliff over which the stream of lavaflowed into the sea.

"Merely watch for anything that might be interesting,”" Doc suggested.

Then the bronze man eyed the young woman thoughtfully. "Y ou had best remain with Monk and Ham.
No telling what will happen when we dive after that thing."

"But | want aclose contact with what you do!" AlbertaMantle said.

"The boat may be destroyed, and we may be drowned. | can assure you that might readily happen.
Thereisagreat deal more danger connected with this, probably, than any of us have dreamed.”

"l am not afraid,” the girl declared.
"You will stay with Monk and Ham," Doc said with findlity.
Monk and Ham began to ook more cheerful.

Long, thin Johnny was sober. Doc Savage had intimated there was more danger than any of them
thought. Johnny did not think Doc had sounded as though he were exaggerating. The bronze man had
Seemed serious.

Johnny, who was a student and inclined to meditate, chanced to drift off to one sde by himself. The
othersdid not particularly notice.

Nor did they notice when Johnny fell to watching Doc Savage' s hands steedily.

The bronze man was standing where only Johnny could see his hands. His metallic fingers were moving
swiftly, forming lettersin the deaf-and-dumb al phabet. The bronze man and hisaids had dl mastered that
method of conversation.

Johnny eventually went over to asack of copraand sat down. He sighed anumber of times, wiped his
forehead, opened and shut his mouth. He got up finaly and shuffled over to the others.

"I'm—sick," he said weskly.
"Huh?' Monk barked. "Maybe you been poisoned?!

Johnny shook hishead, then held it with both hands. "No. To tdl thetruth, | made asilly mistake. There
isacandy bar Monk invented, one with achemica in it which kegps you from going to deep. Monk will
probably make afortune sdlling it to truck drivers who make long hauls. | had several bars of what |
thought was candy in my pocket, and ate them, but they turned out to be Monk’ s stuff. It's made me as
sck asadog.”

"It wouldn't if you hadn’t made a hog outta yoursdlf!" Monk said indignantly. "But it won't do anything
serious”



"I'msick!™ Johnny groaned. "I cannot go with you. I’'m going to the hotdl."

"Renny and mysdf can managethediving,” Doc said quietly.

DOC SAVAGE and his men had come to Fan Coral I1dand in one of the bronze man’s giant speed
planes, which was anchored out in the harbor, among a number of yachts and other airships. The didoes
of Ethel’s Mamahad made Fan Cord 1dand apopular place. Doc’ s plane bore no distinguishing marks,
and it had been mistaken for another commercid craft.

Doc and Renny drew dongside the plane in the borrowed power lifeboat to get diving gear. Doc, when
he went far from hisNew Y ork headquarters, took aremarkably complete equipment. Everything he
would need, as nearly as possible.

Thediving gear condsted of suits of light waterproof fabric backing afeatherweight dloy chain mail which
would discourage the teeth of any edls, barracudas or sharks that might want to test their appetiteswith a
man.

The hoods were not metal, but globes of atransparent composition as clear as glass and dmost astough
assted. Air wastaken care of by achemical purifier. There weretiny two-way radio setswhich were
effective over arange of amileor so.

Monk and Ham, watching with the girl on the diff rim, aso had portable radio setswith which they could
listen to the divers, and talk to them.

For weapons, Doc and Renny carried an underwater metal -cutting torch which was Doc' sinvention.
These might have been pistols with barrel s two feet long and round meta bulbs attached to the handles.
They gected achemica gas which combined with the dementsin the water and burned with terrific hedt.

The bronze man and Renny anchored the lifeboat a short distance from the spot where the strange geyser
of water was gtill playing above the surface. Then they stepped overboard. The shoes, of ametd heavier
than lead, were not bulky, and could be disengaged by a certain foot movement, making it unnecessary
to use the hands, perhaps sometime when the hands might have something elseto do.

There was the usua phenomenon caused by increasing pressure as they sank. The suit mechanisms
automatically compensated for the pressure.

The water was not clear, due to the proximity of thelava. It was digtinctly warm. It was dark amost at
once. The clouds of steam cut off the sunlight.

Doc switched on the cutting torch, holding it behind his back. The intense white lance from itstip showed
illumination.

"I’m about fifteen feet fromyou, | judge,” Renny’svoice said.
Monk, from up on the dliff, cut in, Y ou fdlers see any Sgn of Long Tom yet?"
"Giveustime" Renny said.

Doc touched cord growing up from the bottom. It waslike atree, sharp, and would have cut through the
fabric of an ordinary diving suit. The metallic gloves protected the bronze man’ s hands. He went down,
and it waslike snking into afabulous forest on another planet.



Gold was suddenly dl around him. Crawling, swaying strings of aureste wonder. Some gigantic seaplant.
When Renny touched the streamers they melted into a fulvescent shower, and suddenly al the water was
filled, asif some Midas was pouring finest gold flake by the bushel. On the bottom, huge purple seafans
curtsied greeting, with cactus-like sea urchins clustered about their base.

A bluefish, astapered and stedllike as aknife blade, flashed away, and battalions of tiny fisheswith al
the colors of the spectrum fled for their lives. A tiny octopus, haf hidden under aseafan, vanishedina
cloud of hisownink.

"Holy cow!" Renny said wonderingly.

DOC kept historch going for light. There was enough of achargein the grip magazineto keep it going
for more than an hour. They worked toward their objective.

A shadow cruised over them. Renny popped historch on, gasped loudly, got it off again.
"Did you seethat?" he gulped.

"Shark," Doc Savage said without emotion.

"| thought it was asubmarinegl" Renny muttered.

Ham, from the dlifftop, said, " Sharks won’t bother you if you let them aone.”

"The heck they won't!" Monk sneered. ™Y ou stop puttin’ out bum information likethat or I’ll hit you so
hard on top of the head that you won't know which toe to crawl out from under!”

Ham sneered audibly. "Listen, cregtion’sjoke, if | haveto dap you down, they’ [I—"
"Tuneout, will you!" Renny complained. "Do it on another wave length!™

Renny was watching the shark. The monster cruised about in severd short circles, plainly curious. The
two men stood perfectly still. The shark started down. As Renny had said, he did have some of the
proportions of asubmarine.

Doc popped on the glaring white of historch. The shark left for other partswith aswirl of water that
shoved them about in the seagrowth.

Doc said, "We had best keep close together, Renny."

The big-fisted engineer chuckled over the two-way radio. "l can stand alot of company. Thisisthe
spookiest-lookin' ocean | ever saw.”

The two men worked forward, both Herculean figures, as men go. Renny’ s muscles were perhapsthe
more spectacular from adistance, but on close examination he faded alongside the sinewy wiriness of the
bronze man’ s devel opment.

There were more fish, millions, amost, and several small octopuses. One stingaree passed overhead, its
white undersgde giving it astrangely angelic aspect, trailing itslong snake tail with the deadly barb. It was
abigone.

It seemed to become easier and easier to move as the two men went forward.



"Holdit!" Doc said sharply.
Renny stopped wa king—and found himsdlf till going forward!

"Holy cow!" he exploded, and grabbed a seafan. It did through hisfingers, stripping off its purple outer
coating, leaving the black, tough skeleton.

WORRIED now, Renny grabbed again, thistime at cord. It was |oosein the sand, broke out, and he
dropped it. He stabbed hisfeet into abig sponge. That did not hold, either. He tried a seaweed growth.
No luck.

"Hey, Doc!" hethumped. "Somethin’spullin® me!"
The next ingtant the bronze man was a ongside him. Both were being carried aong. Faster than before.
"Wewaited too long,” Doc said quietly. "And we were abit careless.”

Doc got hold of agrowth resembling cord. It was some variety of millepore, and did not hold. The
bronze man speared the nozzle of historch into the sand. It did not hold.

"Thething issuckin’ ustoit!" Renny roared.

Doc kept historch on. They both saw a spire of coral ahead. It leaned over the way they were being
swept. But it looked solid.

Renny, struggling franticaly, ydled, "I can’ t—make—it!"

But he did. Rather, Doc Savage got hold of the coral with one hand, and whipping out his feet, managed
to contact Renny. The next ingtant they clung to the cord. They would have lost their torches, except for
the linesthat attached them to their belts.

Renny gtared in horror. Bits of seagrowth, fishes, sailed past, being drawn irresigtibly. Sponges, lumps of
cora, seat urchins, now and then ashellfish, rolled dong the bottom.

Peering upward through the transparent globe of his hemet, Renny could see an octopus clinging to the
coral spire above them. It had abody about the size of one of his huge fists. The octopus somehow
depicted utter terror.

"What are we gonna do, Doc?' Renny gasped.

"We probably will not have much choice.”

"Huh?'

"Thiscord isgiving."

Renny snapped historch on, peered at the base of the coral spire.
"Oh, damn!" he groaned.

The cora was giving way. Either it had grown up out of the sand, or it wasthin at the base. It was
uprooting, not unlike atree. Bending over. Not asatree would fall. More dowly. And loosened sand
curledin littlerivers away fromits base.



"Weregoing!" Renny squawled.

The cora cameloose with adistinct groaning noise. It had one long root like atree, and that scooped up
acloud of mud and sand.

THE rush of water carried the two men aong. Renny thought at first that the thing was sucking the water
toward it. He knew better now. It was smply throwing water up from the ocean floor—the geyser which
they had seen on the surface. It was the water rushing in to be thrown upward that was drawing them.

But what incredible thing could be forcing the water upward? Renny used hisflashlight. Aningtant later he
saw it.

Black! A lump! Something as shiny as black diamond, alarge chunk with no particular shape. But it had
inthetop of it anarrow crack, or eye, and out of this poured an incredible, indescribable something that
was driving the water upward with an incalculable force.

Renny found himsdf completely baffled asto the nature of the thing. He had other thingsto think of,
ayway.

He and Doc Savage were thrown helplesdy toward the surface in the rush of water. Mauled, battered,
temporarily unable to swim, both powerful men floated on the surface for atime.

Their little radio sets had been damaged and were out of commission. And they chanced to be afloat on
the opposite side of the geyser, so that Monk and Ham, on the cliff, could not see them.

Chapter 6. BAD BALDWIN

MONK and Ham waited on the cliff brink in atenson asbrittle asan icicle. Thelittle radio setsfitted on
their arms, like big wrist watches. They kept their ears jammed to the tiny speakers and their eardrums
hurt from listening, but there was no sound. The girl watched closdly and quietly.

"Oh, blazed" Monk croaked hoarsely. "Doc! Doc! Renny! What' s happened?!

Both men’seyes strained at the sea. But the rolling clouds of steam had mushroomed, for the moment,
over everything.

Ham said something hoarse under his breath. He couldn’t have understood it himsdlf.

Farther up on the dope behind the cliff, and to the south, another man also said things. But what he said
could be understood. Profanity, utterly disgusted, guttery.

"I can't tell adamnblasted thing except they’regoin’ after somethin’ in the water!" he snarled.

The watcher was the man who had taken the identity of Snowball Eagan, journalist. He ground histeeth
and gpat on thelenses of his binoculars and wiped them off. That didn’t help.

"With Bert croaked, they ain’t nobody to help me!l" he gritted. "Watta-ell can | do solo?’

He scowled in the direction of Fan Cora City. Hisface was awindow to his thoughts. He was deciding
to do something he had thought about doing as alast resort. Into their case he jammed the binoculars.
The adhesive tape on his palm had come loose. There was no wound, no scar of any kind, under it. He



pasted it back in place.

“I'll ringin help!™ Eagan growled. "Lucky | know more about the owner of the Fifth Wind than anybody
elsearound here.”

He struck out for the harbor.

There were yachtsin Fan Coral harbor. Fan Coral was not exactly afar corner of the world. People had
been there before the eruption, small yawls and doops and ketches. Other yachts had come since Ethel’s
Mamahad erupted. Big ones.

The Fifth Wind stood out among the others like the Empire State building would stand out in Podunk
Falls. Shewas two hundred feet of jewel, three masts, hollow spars, mahogany, chromium.

The price of her tenders would have bought any one of half the other yachtsin the harbor. She was
schooner-rigged, and her sails were Egyptian slk. She was shdlow enough to go where any forty-footer
could; centerboards, two, one on each side; and with her new high-speed Diesdls she could cruise thirty
knots.

There probably wasn't awarship in the world that could overhaul her. She carried two tubby little
segplanes and a catapult. The planes were mostly engine, and they had synchronized machine guns. The
owner liked to gun sharks from the air, the sailors had said.

Nobody had questioned that. The sailorsdidn’t look like the kind of fellows one started an argument
with. For no sailor of the Fifth Wind weighed less than two hundred pounds.

A bum boat sculled by abrown loafer put Snowball Eagan on the landing stage of the Fifth Wind.

SNOWBALL EAGAN got on deck, and four sailorsgot in hisway. They didn’t say anything. He
looked over his shoulder and saw two more sailorsin hisway in case he wanted to go back. He grinned
at everybody. They didn’t grin back. They were giants.

"I’ll talk to Cadwiller Olden,” Snowbal Eagan said.
"You' d better talk to mefirst, maybe," said aman who came from behind the stand of the plane catapult.

Thefellow’searsgrew up to apoint, and hisjaw out to alump. His mouth was about like any mouth
without lips. He was naked except for shorts. A strip of hair aswide as two fingers grew from his belt
straight up to his neck. His knees were knotty, hisfeet big. From head to foot he was red with sunburn,
and almogt dripping with some il he had put onfor it. His height would not miss seven feet much.

"Kindastruck me I’ d seen you before," he said. He jerked hislump of ajaw at the sailors. "That’ swhy
the reception.”

Snowball Eagan |ooked at the man. He looked startled. He stepped close to the man, but not too fast.
"You're Buddy Badwin," he said, so that none of the others could hear.

"And that,” grunted Buddy Badwin, "makes you practically a dead man."

Snowbal | Eagan kept hisgrin. It didn’t look asif the foundation was any too firm.

"Y ou haven't seen me, Baldwin. Y ou've seen my picture. I'm Stage Chinkins. But I'm Snowball Eagan



"Buddy" Badwin worked his shoulders under the skin, as aman likesto do when sunburned.
"They damn near got you in Shanghal," he said.

"They damn near,” Snowbd| Eagan agreed. "Only | turned journdis.”

"What do you want?'

"A chinwith Cadwiller Olden. | got something.”

"Tdk tomefirg,” said Buddy Baldwin.

"Thehdl | will!"

"Then over thesdeyou go."

"Maybe you think—L.igten, thisisbig. It'snot your size, Badwin. Mind you, you' realot bigger guy than
| am, but it fill an't your size. Cadwiller Olden might handleit.”

"What do you know about Cadwiller Olden?"
"Nothing," Snowba| Eagan said dryly. "I never will know nothin’."
"Y ou been hearin’ some gossip?'

Snowbd| Eagan laughed. He laughed heartily. Then he said, "Don’'t make melaugh! Cadwiller Oldenisa
big oil man from Oklahoma."

Buddy Badwin grinned. "Let’ sseeif you'reafdsedam.”

The two went down acompanionway which had tesk treads and chromium handrails and tramped
through a passage dark with mahogany, deep with slk pile carpets. There had been no ventilator funnels
on deck. The Fifth Wind didn’t need them. She was air-conditioned.

Buddy Badwin stopped before adoor. Helooked at Snowball Eagan. "Y ou pretty well muscled?!

"Pretty.”

"Then take off your coat and shirt. And when we go in, suck your belly in and make your chest and arm
muscles stick out. Likethis." Buddy Badwin showed arather startling set of ligaments.

"Why?
"Notice our sallors?'

"They’ reabunch of dang giants."

"Thet’stheidea."

Snowball Eagan snarled, "If thereé sanideg, | don't seeit!”
"Thechief," said Buddy Badwin, "likesbig men."

Snowball Eagan moistened hislips. A strange expression came on hisface and stayed. "1 see” he said.



He swallowed again.

They wentin.

THE furniture in the room was big. Every piece must have been specidly made. But the creature who
stood in the place made the furniture look like doll stuff. He was about the color of abottle cork that had
beenin afire. Onefinger was off hisleft hand, and part of one ear was cut from his head. Something with
an edge had left agray gristle connection between hisright eye and his mouth, and the eye did not look
right. His chest was big enough to make his elbows stick out when he hung his arms. His mouth was open
and there was no tongueinit.

He was the biggest human thing Snowball Eagan had ever seen.
"We want to see the chief, Nero,” Buddy Badwin said.
The monster opened his mouth and made the best noise he could without atongue. He pointed at adoor.

It was a big door, large even for the dark monster, Nero. It had abig knob which Buddy Baldwin had to
take with both handsto turn.

Snowball Eagan had started to swest, and had sunk hishead in his shoulders alittle, as does aman who
walks under something he thinks may fall. They went in.

Therewas agiant bed, giant chairs, agiant bookcase with the smallest book in it an encyclopedia One
waded in the rug. The bed had been dept in, but there was nobody in it now.

Off to one sidewas achild’ s crib. It was an eaborate thing, with carvings and gilt inlays, and here and
there rows of pearl studding.

When Snowball Eagan was alittle closer his mouth opened and shut, for he knew the gilt wasred solid
gold bars and the pearls genuine. Snowbal, as he called himself now, was an expert on such things.

Buddy Badwin had his ssomach in and his shoulders hunched forward and his arms crooked, with dl the
muscles sticking out dl they could. Snowball Eagan did that, too, and they stopped beside the crib.

The crib was about four feet long. The man who occupied it had plenty of room.

MOST midgets have something wrong with their appearance. Their legs are sumpy, or their bodiestoo
long, or their facestoo round, or their shoulderstoo broad. This one was different.

Hewasalittle gem of aman.

Given three feet and a hundred and twenty pounds, he would have had a good chance of becoming a
matinee god. His head was not too big, his shoulders not too bulky, and hislegswere smal, snewy and
perfect. Hisface had that utter handsomeness which pen-and-ink artists give their heroesin the love story

megazine drawings.

Heworelittle bathing trunks and alittle bathrobe, smoked alittle cigar in alittle holder, and atoy glasson
arack at the sde held atoy drink in which leaned atoy swizzle stick.

Buddy Badwin, speaking unnaturally because he was il trying to hold his muscles ridged out, said,



"Chief, thisbird with meis Stage Chinkins, known right now as Snowball Eagan.”

Thelittle gem of aman did not offer to shake hands. He drew on his cigar and squirted the lower part of
hiscrib full of rich blue smoke.

"What' s on your mind, Snowball Eagan?' he asked.
He had a perfect little voice.

Snowball Eagan coughed to get the fingers of awe loose from histhroat. He was not tough, did not
bluster. He sounded as if he were about to get down on his knees.

"I think I’ ve got something that will interest you," he said. "Y ou have heard of Doc Savage, the man of
bronze. Wherever you find him, you usudly find something big. Doc Savageisherein Fan Cord. HE's
investigating something mysteriousthat came out of that volcano.”

Snowball Eagan paused. Thetiny man, Cadwiller Olden, did not speak. Eagan swallowed and went on.

"Meand my buddy, Bert Banner, started to find out what Doc Savage was after,” he said. "Wefigured it
must be big stuff, because this bronze guy has arep. But Bert got mashed under abig rock. There's
somethin’ queer about how that happened. | didn’t seeit. | only know Savage brought in Bert’ s body.
Maybe he killed Bert, but | don’t think so, on account of I’ ve heard that Savage never kills anybody."

He hesitated again, finished, "With Bert out, I'm afraid of it. | thought I’ d tip you off."
Cadwiller Olden took asip from the drink. "Do you know just what Doc Savageis after?!
"No."

"Thenwhy areyou going to al thistrouble?’

"I know Savage srep. | needed a stake. Where Savage is monkeying around, things get big. Anything
he' s after would be worth plenty of jack."

"Y ou are evidently not fully acquainted with this Doc Savage s career,” said Cadwiller Olden camly.
"Strangely enough, the size of athing does not seem to gauge itsimportance to him. He once spent two
weeks working on the eyes of ablind apple peddler in Chicago. He made the peddler see, then turned
around and ignored an offer of aquarter of amillion to do aplastic surgery job on arich old guy who
wanted ayoung-looking face. Y ou cannot tell about the bronze man.”

Snowbd| Eagan wet hislipsagain. "Wdll, | thought there might be alot of shekelsrattling around in this
somewhere. | had ahunch.”

"Y our hunches seem good,” Cadwiller Olden said quietly.
IIE.]?I

"I'll tell you why we're here. Why | have my entire organization here, working under cover. We are after
the same thing Doc Savageis after.”

Surprise knocked Snowball Eagan’ s mouth open.

Cadwiller Olden said, "The thing we' re after is probably worth more dollars than you or | or Rockefeller
ever dreamed about.”



Chapter 7. THE SECOND BAD BALDWIN

SNOWBALL EAGAN’ S mouth stayed open. He was like a man who had found his pocket picked. But
he did not bluster. He bowed, not very gracefully, but abow.

"I didn’'t know you were aready mixed inthis" he said. "I’ ve dways heard you were the cleverest man
dive, and thisbearsit out. Y ou have Doc Savage covered, and | never got an inkling. Well, that letsme
out. | won't try to horniin. | won't even ask questions. | will leavetheidand immediatdly if you prefer.”

Some of the fake Snowball Eagan’ s crook acquaintances might have siwooned if they had heard that.
Snowbal Eagan was astough and chiseling arascal asthe Orient had seen in generations. That he would
meekly back off the field when he found another crook after the same goal was sartling. Or perhaps not
S0 gartling.

Most of Snowball Eagan’silk had heard of this strange, incredible creature, Cadwiller Olden.
Snowball Eagan did not leave. He asked permission.

"Can| go?' heinquired uneesly.

Cadwiller Olden shook his head. "Would you care to work for me on this?'

Unadulterated ddlight sivept Snowbal Eagan.

"D’you mean it?" he exploded. "Say, that' d redly be somethin’! Man, oh, man! I’ ve tried adozen times
to contact your organization, and never got to first basel”

"Eleven timesyou havetried, to be exact,” said the smdl, gemlike man.
"Y ou knew about it!"

"Every time. | have been watching you, studying your record. Y our holdup of the Melbourne Imperia
Bank waswell executed, aswas your looting of the pearl dedler’ s safein Manila.”

Snowball Eagan nearly choked.
"I went solo on them jobd!" he gulped. "I didn’t think asoul intheworld knew | pulled ‘em!”
"Knowing thingsis convenient,” Cadwiller Olden pointed out.

Snowbal | Eagan had been afraid of the little man when he camein. He was plainly more frightened now.
But he was overjoyed, too.

"It'll sure be swell, workin® for you," he said.
Hedid not say working with you, as might have been expected.

The little man got out of the crib. The dressing gown which he put on was brocaded with gold. He went
to apane, and did something to it with his hands and a safe door was abruptly revealed. He took out a
mass of money, done in bundles. He separated five of those bundles, put the rest back.

He handed the five bundles to Snowball Eagan.
Eagan looked at the money. Hiseyelidsrolled back off the bals, and breath ran out of him dowly. A



mark on each bundle wrapper said twenty thousand dollars.

"My organization pays off by dividend," said Cadwiller Olden. "I am declaring you in on thelast dividend.
Itisnot well for aman to be low on money, and you say you are low."

Snowball Eagan suddenly did the last thing any one who knew him would have expected. He got down
on hisknees and bowed his head to the man he could have thrown a score of feet with onearm.

"Chidf," hesad, "theambition of my lifetimeisbeing fulfilled."

Thelittle gem of aman strutted dightly as he went into the other room.

CADWILLER OLDEN dipped off hisclothes. All hisbody was perfection in miniature. He began to
dress. His garments were exquisitely tailored.

He began to tak. Hislittle voice was cultured, musical.

"Doc Savage must have done as| did, realized from the newspaper and seismograph reports what was
coming out of Ethel’sMama," hesaid. "1 did not think that any one on earth but mysdlf would guessthe
truth. But they say this Doc Savage has a certain amount of ability.”

Hewent in the other room to let the giant who had no tonguetie histiny necktie.

Buddy Badwin grinned a Snowball Eagan. "Buddy, you got what it takes," he whispered admiringly.
"That last touch, where you got down on your knees, was swell. The chief ateit up!"

Snowball Eagan did not grin back. He licked hislips and shivered.
"I"ve heard things about Cadwiller Olden," he said.

"What you heard was't adrop,” Buddy Badwin said, suddenly grim. "Givethat little fellow another ten
yearsand he'll control the civilized world. And I’'m not kiddin'!"

Cadwiller Olden came back. He wasin impeccable afternoon attire, and carried a dender black cane.
Heflipped the cane, admirediit.

"An exact duplicate, except for size, of one a gentleman named Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley
Brooks carries," he said. "Quite a gentleman, Ham Brooks. We have the sametailor, athough he does
not know it."

He looked at Buddy Badwin and Snowball Eagan.

"I have been keeping close tab on Doc Savage in avery smpleway,” he said. "The bronze manis now
diving for the thing which came out of the volcano, the thing which can be more vauable, in theright
hands, than the crown of England.”

Snowball Eagan opened his mouth, apparently about to ask just what the mysterious object was. But he
thought better of it. He was degthly afraid of this handsome, tiny man’ sdightest whim.

Cadwiller Olden said, "I am awaiting word from one of my vaued agents. As soon asthereport isin,
everything is set to get Doc Savage and his assstants out of the way."

Thelittle man looked at Snowball Eagan.



"Did you know we aready have one of Doc Savage' s men, afelow they cal Long Tom?" he asked.
Snowbd| Eagan gulped. "No!™

"We have," Cadwiller Olden smiled. "One of my agents decoyed him, with aclever story, into the hands
of my men, who seized him. He—"

Noise outsde. The tongueless monster came in. He made a sound startlingly like an eagle screaming, and
did somekind of sign talk with his hands.

"My agent is here to report on Doc Savage," Cadwiller Olden said. "It is the same agent who trapped
Long Tom."

The girl who had told Doc Savage her name was AlbertaMantle camein.

"Meet BessBddwin," said Buddy Badwin, "my sister. Right now she' s AlbertaMantle, awriter on
scientific things."

"Geology," thegirl said, and laughed.

THE girl looked at Cadwiller Olden, and her laughter stopped with a snap.

"Doc Savageisnot doing so well with hisdiving," she said. "He and Renny went down while| stayed on
the cliff with Monk and Ham and watched. Doc—"

"They do not suspect you?" thetiny man interposed.
"Absolutdy not!"
"Go ahead.”

"Doc and Renny got caught in the uprush of water which the thing seemsto be squirting out,” the girl said.
"They had avery brisk few moments and werethrown highinto the air.”

"Not injured, | hope," Cadwiller Olden said dryly.
"They have very efficient diving equipment. Doc Savageisan inventive genius.”
Cadwiller Olden said, "Wewill act immediately. Doc Savage will not reach thefloor of the seaagain.”

The girl nodded. But she seemed to have something on her mind. She nipped her lower lip with even
white tegth.

"Y ou have something on your mind?" thetiny gem of aman asked.
"Yes'" thegirl sad dowly, "I have."

"What isit?"

"l—wdl, darnit, | know you' re not going to like this."

"Out withit." Cadwiller Olden smiled dightly.

"Wel—that man—Doc Savage—ligten, | never have asked afavor. My brother and mysalf have been



on the up and up. We ve been paid, of course. But neither of us has asked a special favor.”
"So you want to ask one now?"

"Thet'sit."

What?"

"Don't kill Doc Savage!™

Thegirl sad it dowly and earnestly, and there was no doubt but that she meant it.
Cadwiller Olden put asmdl smile on hislittle face and spun hislittle swvord cane.

"My intention isnot to kill Doc Savage," he said. "I admire that bronze man'sbrain. It could be put to
excdlent use. | will tel you now that | intend to take Doc Savage dive and use his scientific knowledge,
assoon as| can bring him around to an understanding. In reaching that understanding, you might be of
consderable assstance, Miss Badwin."

"Thank you,” the young woman said tremuloudly.
"Thet will bedl."
Sheleft.

Cadwiller Olden looked a Buddy Baldwin. There was no expression in the diminutive, beautiful eyes, or
onthesmal, chisded lips.

"Love" Cadwiller Olden sad, "isawonderful thing."
The shadow of ahorror and fear seemed to come into the back of Buddy Baldwin's eyes and Stay.
Cadwiller Olden chuckled quietly.

"Doc Savage and Renny are preparing to descend,” he said. "Monk and Ham are on the clifftop,
watching. You see, | have excellent reports.”

Cadwiller Olden then gave some ordersto Baldwin. A little later a dozen men or so |eft the boat and
headed for Fan Cora Idand. Badwin waswith them. Strangely enough, the men headed for the spot
where Monk and Ham were. But they took aroundabout way. They were taking no chances on being

caught.

Chapter 8. THE CAPTIVES

MONK held his pet pig by both big earsand yelled, "Y ou try to kick my hog again and I'll grab your
head and put it in your left pants pocket!"

Ham held his gpe, Chemistry. A machine-gun procession of sneezeswas coming from Chemistry, and the
animd’ seyeswere red and watering.

"Y ou put red pepper or something in that hog'shair!" Ham howled.
"Y our ape had no business|ooking for fleas on Habeas!" Monk snapped.



Renny’ svoice rumbled out of the radio speaker, "If you comics can't lay off, cut your microphones off!™
Hamsad, "I'll cut Monk loose from his, right next to his chin!™
"We reready to go down again,” Renny said.

At this, both Monk and Ham looked over the cliff edge. For the moment the wind was sweeping the
steam from the lavain the sea away, and they could see Doc, Renny and the lifeboat.

Doc and Renny were standing in the stern. They were holding an anchor to which was attached along
cablewith alarge knot every three feet or so. Conversation was being carried on by the radios. Doc had
repaired hisand Renny’ s on landing.

"The plan isto make the anchor secure, then use the rope to keep from being swept into the rush of
water," Doc Savage explained.

Monk demanded, "Y ou say you didn’'t get alook at the thingamgjig the last time?”

Renny answered that. " Only a glance, through the water. It was big, dmost black, and approximately
round, as nearly aswe could tell.”

"Black! You sure?'
"l said so, didn’'t 17" Renny demanded grouchily.

"Oh, dl right, big fists. | just thought it was funny the thing was black now when it was transparent or
something when it grabbed me."

Ham snapped, "The girl said it started to change color, didn’t she?"
Monk looked around. "I wonder where she went? She said she' d be back soon."”
"She went after another camera,” Ham reminded him peevishly.

Renny, down in the boat, grumbled, "Johnny picked a heck of atimeto accidentally dope himsdf. We
need his help around here."

Monk asked, "Y ou fdlersthink you' |l get that thing lassoed, or whatever you're gonnado to it, this
time?'

Renny thumped, "How should | know?"

Renny and Doc Savage lowered the anchor carefully. It was very heavy, and until it got overside and into
thewater, it needed both their combined strength. They fdt it land on the bottom, then carefully strung the
long rope overside, so that it would not tangle.

"Ready?' Renny asked.

"Yes" Doc said.

A tiny bluelight in one end of the bronze man'’ s portable radio glowed faintly.
"Wait," Doc said.

He held the instrument close to an ear and changed the tuning knob. The next ingtant, hissmall Strange,
trilling sound, the exotic note that had no tune, yet aquality definitely musical, was audible.



"Holy cow!" Renny boomed. "What isit?"

He knew that sound alway's presaged something startling.
"Quick!" Doc rapped. "There' s—"

" OwW-w-w-w-w!"

Monk squawled.
Doc and Renny didn’t need the radios to hear Monk’ sfrenzied howl from the cliff rim.

MONK wasin the grip of three men. One had each arm, athird his neck. How they had come up so
quietly he couldn’t imagine.

Monk howled again. A bit joyfully. Physical combat was hisjoy. He ducked his head, managed to turn a
nesat somersault, and landed on his back—uwith one man under him. That fellow made anoiselikea
stepped-on cat and relaxed.

Ham had been abit more fortunate. At thefirst darm, hetook onewild legp. It put him very near the cliff
rim. But it gave him time to unshegth his sword cane.

Ham was the sword cane’' s master. The blade seemed to vanish, defying the eye with its speed, and did
not become visible again until it rested in the arm of one of three more lants who had rushed him.

More men were coming out of the jungle. Almost adozen, dl told.

"Yeo-w-w!"

Monk howled. "There ain’t enough of you to give usaworkout!"

The man Ham had stabbed sighed and lay down. The drug on thetip of the dapper lawyer’ s sword cane
worked quickly.

Monk suddenly roseto hisfeet with abound like that of areeased spring. He spraddled hislegs, began
towhirl. The men on hisarmslost their footing and swung out like weights on agovernor. Monk ran
toward the other lants.

Results were remarkable. In an ingtant, men were down, howling, cursing, Monk with them. Ham's
sword cane dropped another.

Monk hit ajaw. One of the victim'’ steeth flew out and hit Monk in one eye. That fortune of war was
probably hisundoing. It is hard for aman to wink one eye when excited. Monk blinked both of his.
Somebody grabbed up afistful of grit and rubbed it in hisface. He was blinded.

Some one came running with abush. He shoved it at Ham, and the dapper lawyer’ s sword cane cut
through some of the tough hardwood, but not all. Tropica bushes are tough. Ham went down, his sword
out of commission.

Buddy Baldwin and hissister came running up.
"Don't kill them!" Bess Badwin gasped.
Buddy Baldwin used the blackjack which he carried.



The natives of the South Seaidands have away of carrying apig. They tieitslegstogether and swing it
on apole, and aman gets at each end of the pole.

Monk didn’t think much of the means of locomotion. He made noises about it through hisnose; hislips
were taped. He could see Ham being carried the same way. Their little radio setswere gone. The
machine pigtols, which there had been no time to use, were no longer under their arms.

A plane droned overhead. It looked to Monk like the same plane which had been photographing the
volcano and the lava stream. For the last hour, though, it had not been in evidence.

The men who carried Monk and Ham pig fashion were not natives of this part of the world. One or two
had an Oriental cast. But most of them were white, Americans.

Junglewas all about them. Swarms of multicolored birds showered up ahead of them, and settled,
squawking, behind them.

Monk twisted, jiggling up and down, trying to work ahead until he could kick the man with the front end
of the stick. The man behind tapped Monk’ s head with arevolver barrel, discouraging that. Monk
garted swinging from sdeto Sde, making it astough on the fellows carrying him as he could.

He stopped that abruptly. The plane noise was closer, louder. The ship must have seen something. It was
coming to investigete!

Monk watched, and an instant later blew a delighted snort through his nose. For the plane swept low
over them, ahelmeted head cocked over the fuselage. Then it arched up and went away.

One of the men carrying Monk laughed harshly.

"Don't get pepped up, buddy," he said. "That guy isone of us. People think there’sbeen ahell of arush
of newspapermen and cameramen to thisidand, but more n half of ‘em are our men. Our pa up there
went after gasoline, and now he's back.”

That gave Monk enough to keep him quiet.
The men were trotting. Both Monk and Ham could see Buddy Baldwin ahead—and hissster.

Monk dl but strangled behind the tape when he saw Bess Baldwin. It was not the first time amember of
the feminine sex had fooled Monk. But every blow seemed the biggest.

The party filed down into acanyon. Monk noted that they were taking painsto leaveaplaintral. The
caval cade stopped.

Monk squirmed angrily. One of the men looked back at him.
"Here swhere we st the trap,” the fellow said.
Monk tried to say something. The other chuckled.

"Don’'t worry," hesaid. "It ain’t an ordinary ambush. Y ou’ ve heard of the new photo-electric burglar
dams an'tyou?'

Monk had more than heard of them. As an dectrochemist, he had done experimental work in developing
them. Y ou walked across abeam of invisblelight, and that set off an darm.

The other must have read his thoughts.



"We got the photo-dlectric rig off thetrail, and there ain’t nobody walked from this part of thetrail to
‘em," hesaid. "So there ain’t achance of Doc Savage bein’ tipped off."

There was anoise up on the canyon side.

"Man up there now checkin’ them over,” the man said. "They’ refixed to open abig gas container. The
gaswill roll down herein the canyon becauseit' sheavier' nair, and it’'ll get Savage and your other pa.”

Monk gargled angrily.
"Youan't the only scientist around here," said the man.

Then the fellow paused to watch the plane. It had come droning back and swooped amost overhead.
The pilot seemed to be using binocularsthistime.

Then the pilot began gesturing—his arm moved right, then left—twice to the right, once to the lft. It kept
moving.

"That fool will tip Savage off!" sngpped the girl.

Buddy Badwin swore and waved hisarms angrily.

The plane went away.

"Maybe Savage won't barge into the canyon,” some one said doubtfully.
"Sure hewill. We |l be farther up, on the cliff, and he can see us”

The man who had examined the gpparatus of the trap joined them. They went on.

MONK kept his eyes opened and reached an absol utely unpleasant conclusion. The trap was perfect.
The canyon was ableak place, and with one glance Doc could tell that no one lurked there in ambush.
Hewould certainly walk straight into the photo-electric device beam.

The captors were in a hurry now, so much so that Monk judged Doc and Renny were not far behind.
They had had to climb the cliff, of course.

Anxiousto delay theflight, Monk started his swinging from sdeto sSde again. It was effective, causng
the two who carried him to fall down. Then one of them got arock. Each time Monk swung he got
clouted with the rock. It discouraged him.

The caravan reached the opposite end of the canyon. From here they started up a steep dope. There
was somejungle here, but not much. They werein the open agood dedl.

Doc could see them from below. It would draw him on.
Monk turned his head. He could see straight down to the far end of the canyon.
Doc and Renny were aready in view.

The bronze man and the big-fisted engineer were running. Doc was carrying what seemed from that
distance to be abox of apparatus.

Wheat followed was over quickly. Doc and Renny did not wear the transparent hoods, so the gas got



them amost immediately. It was not avisible gas—not visble from that distance, at lesst.

Renny went down first, but before he did so he threw back his head and a cry poured from hislips, a
gridy scream which raised the hair. When hefél, it was dowly, and he twisted abouit.

Doc went down next, but without an outcry. Y et once the bronze giant was on the ground, he, too,
squirmed dowly; hisgiant frametied into atight bundle at first, then he grew more dack, oread out,
seemed to grow larger.

It was asif hisgiant body were unwinding after the life had lft it.

Chapter 9. THE TRAPPER TRAP

THE two Badwins cracked orders. Monk and Ham were rushed back down the hill to the canyon. They
stopped just outside the gash, and the girl opened asmall knapsack she was carrying and withdrew what
looked like a square of blotting paper and a bottle of blue liquid. She soaked the paper with theliquid,
then advanced cautioudy into the canyon, watching the paper.

It turned dightly pink.
"Thewind has blown most of the gasout!" Bess Baldwin caled.

Monk scowled. It was somekind of litmustest for gas, anew one on him. Thisgang must have
somebody who was no scientific douch.

A moment later they were surrounding Doc Savage. The bronze man was dack, his eyes shut. Renny had
both big hands fastened around his own throat.

"Doc!" Monk choked.

The homely chemist gave amighty flounce. It upset his porters, and he tumbled down amost upon Doc.
He hit the ground heavily, clawed to get erect, and his hands dug into a soft place in the ground.

It was only by chance that he happened to be looking at the place where his hands dug in. He saw
something metalic, smal and bright. It had been freshly buried.

Monk gave another mighty flounce—and covered the buried object again before anybody else saw it.
"Doc!" Monk moaned. "He's dead!"

The men who had carried Monk sprang upon him. They kicked him until they felt better.

Doc and Renny till wore the meta-over-silk diving suits, but had discarded the transparent helmets.
"Be careful with those diving suits," Bess Badwin ordered. "The chief will be interested in them.”

"Good thing they discarded the hemets," aman muttered. "It would ‘@ been aheck of anoteif they'd
been ableto wak right through the gas."

They found out how to unfasten the suits, and carefully stripped them off. They got the portable radio
loose from Renny’ s midriff. They worked over the one around Doc’ s belt. Grunted, strained, and said
things when their fingerslost skin and nails. The belt was metdl, locked, secure,



"We re gonnahave to smash it,” one said.

"Don't,” directed Bess Baldwin. "Let theradio say there. It won't do him any good. And the chief will
want al thoseradios. He hasn't anything like them.”

A man went over and picked up the case which Doc and Renny had been carrying. That was locked,
too. He got arock, best at the lock. He made smoke sparks fly, but that was all.

"Letitride" saidthegirl. "We do not want to ruin any of Doc Savage s equipment. The chief wantsit al.
Savageisamechanica genius.”

"Let’sroll," ordered Buddy Badwin.

Monk saw aman looking over the ground for anything that might have been dropped. Instantly, Monk
began to kick and flail and hoot through his nose.

They knocked him over the head with arock, as he had expected they would. It got black.

A MAN had hisfoot on Monk’s stomach and was working it up and down, and some unconscious
reflex caused Monk’ s big lungsto work as abellows, pumping air in and out. Asthe air went in and out it
made hootings and gobblings, and al the men standing around dapped their hips and held their somachs
and laughed.

"Wake up, evolution!" the man wastelling Monk between titters.

Monk opened one small eye and made it mean. The tape was off his mouth. He showed them his teeth.
He was still bound hand and foot.

"He s absolutely and positively the funniest-lookin' geezer | ever saw, or | hope my mother paddies meif
hean't!" theman chortled.

Thejungle glade was hot under a curtain of volcanic smoke. A fine ash was sfting down, making dl the
jungle gray and strange-looking. They were on the north end of the idand. That end was swamp.

Doc and Renny lay near; Ham was beyond. Doc and Renny were still weirdly dack. They were not tied
yet.

Monk suddenly sat up enough to get histeeth in histormentor’ sleg. Monk’s mouth was big enough to
accommodate a repectable portion of leg. The man who had been stamping his stomach threw back his
head and honked like a goose.

"Il kill “im!" he screamed, and scooped up arock.

"Lay off!" thegirl sad sharply.

The man gritted, "But the chief isgonnaget rid of ‘em anyway!"
"Wait until he givestheword!" Bess Badwin retorted.

"Ligten, Sgter, whet' sthe difference if—"

The girl showed her argument. It wasflat and blue and probably held seven cartridges. The man lifted his
lip off hisupper front teeth, but did not say anything more.



Monk squinted at the girl. That man was afraid of her.
That meant the lady must be a pretty tough egg.

Every one stood around as if waiting for something. Monk wondered what, and craned his neck. He saw
aman off to one sde with a portable radio outfit. It was amodern set of military type, but dongside

Doc slittle gadgets, as crude as an alarm clock beside alady’ swrist watch. They were waiting for
something over theradio.

Thegirl looked a Doc. She had been doing that alot. She punished her lower lip with small white teeth.

"Savage should have awakened by now!" she said anxioudy. "I’'m afraid he didn’t react naturdly to the
%II

"Keep your shirt on, Ss" her brother said. "He' sdive.”
Monk let out arelieved breath. He had not been sure.
Theman at theradio caled, "It'scoming!" and listened.
He got up, eyed the prisoners, and spat.

"The chief an’'t gonnawait until he locates that other one, Johnny," the man said. "He saysfor usto take
Monk, Ham and this one with the big fisss—chief says his nameis Renny—over to the lavastream. Some
of the other guyswill be there with that runty one, Long Tom. All four of ‘em go into the lava stream.”

Bess Bddwin stiffened suddenly. "What about Savage?'

"Y ou and Buddy stick here and watch him," the man advised. "The chief saysyou better not et him get
away."

Thegirl put her teeth into her lower lip, and when she took them out, little red beads appeared. She said
ghrilly, "I’ ve got something to say, too, and | might aswell do it now."

Sheran to the radio and elbowed the operator out of her path. It was a phone outfit. She knew how it
operated.

"Chief," Bess Badwin said into the mike, "you' ve steered clear of killing al through your operations.
Y ou've said that nothing stirs up trouble quite as fast. Why change your ideas now?"

She listened. What was said to her was not lengthy. She put the transmitter and headset down. Her face
was blank.

The men picked up Monk, Ham and Renny and | ft.

The plane buzzed around in the sky above. Otherwise there was silence. The volcanic dust fell quietly.
Doc lay motionless.

"What'd he say, 557" Buddy Baldwin asked.
"Hejus—aughed,” Bess Badwin said hoarsdly.
The brother dropped an arm over hissister’ s shoulder.

"That little toy of aman isthe worst fiend who ever lived,” he said. "Don’'t crosshim.”



The girl nodded. There was asound asif something had come up fast in her throat and stopped.

BessBadwin Hill had the gun in her hand when she sank beside Doc Savage, groaning, "1 can't
undergtland what is keegping him sensdlessfor so long.”

Doc' s hand had to move less than afoot to take hold of her gun.

THE girl said"Oh!"

Buddy Baldwin said "Oh-h!" got both hands over his middle and went into a squat. The gun which had
hit him in the sscomach hi ppety-hopped over the ground.

Thegirl looked vacantly at her hand. She did not quite redize it was her gun which had hit Buddy. Doc’s
throw had been something of ablur.

Buddy Badwin had agun somewherein his clothing. He got his hands started toward it. Then Doc took
hold of him.

Badwin was big. He had learned sdf-defense in a school where men had fought for thelr lives. And he
had no delusions about his ability. He knew hewas up againgt it.

He got hisarms around Doc, then tried to rub his bristling hair into the bronze man’ sface. Doc knew that
one. The hair was greasy, flecked with something, some kind of powdered chemica that would blind an
opponent.

Doc got hisjaw around behind one of Baldwin’s ears and rubbed nerve centers. Baldwin screeched in
agony.

Buddy Badwin convulsed. His shirt was slk. It tore. He got out of it, and Doc had the shirt, greasy with
sunburn concoction and some of the man’sred, burned hide.

The man tried to box next. He was good at that, too. They sparred. Their four fists seemed to become
half adozen figts. There camethree or four smal knuckle reports, then aloud one. Buddy Badwin fell on
his back.

Doc rushed. He was ordinarily more cautious. But the other had brushed his knuckles againgt his hair,
and had put some of the chemical in Doc’' seyes. Badwin got hisfeet upintime.

Doc lifted, swapped his head for hisfeet. The kick had caught him whereit should have disabled, or
worse. But he landed as easily as acat that had jumped off aporch.

Buddy Baldwin got up. He used hisfeet now. He knew alot about a Scandinavian boxing game
conducted only with the feet. A deadly art of defense.

Suddenly the two men were together and down. Buddy Baldwin never did know exactly what went
wrong. He used hisfists. And when he felt the hardness of the bronze man, akind of unbelief cameinto
hiseyes. Sticks, dirt, leaves flew. The volcanic ash was acloud.

The cloud settled, and Doc Savage was on Buddy Badwin's back, with ahold that was something of a
nelson, but different in aterrible way. Buddy Badwin’s skin pores began to lesk.

He moaned about his mother.



The girl ran into the jungle and back. She had gotten the gun.
"Let him up!" Bess Badwin said, and pointed the gun at Doc Savage.
Buddy Badwin’s eyesfixed on hissger.

"Don’'t!" he croaked. "He can kill me before he dies."

THE girl stood there. Her left arm, the one that did not support the gun, started shaking, and the shaking
came across her body and down her other arm. She lowered the gun.

"Through?' Doc Savage asked. His remarkable voice was low, and there was not much hurry in his
bregthing.

"Through," Buddy Baldwin said hollowly.

Doc Savage released the man, but stayed a moment, considering something. Buddy Baldwin would not
have died had the girl shot, not by any chance. Knowing what he had shown he did about fighting holds,
there was not the dightest chance that Baldwin had not known that ashot from his sster would save him.

The Badwins must have known what Doc was thinking. Buddy Baldwin said, very low, "She has never
killed anybody."

Doc got up, walked to the girl and took her gun. She did not lift it.
Bess Baldwin looked relieved when hethrew it far into the jungle without looking at it.

The bronze man knew why she looked relieved. She did not think he had noticed that there had been no
bulletsin the gun. She must have taken them out when she ran into the jungle after the gun.

An odd length of the line the Baldwins had used to tie the other prisonerslay whereit had been cast
aside. Doc got alength three feet long, tied one end to Buddy Badwin’sright wrigt, ran the cord across
the fellow’ s back and tied the other end to the other wrist. This gave enough play for Baldwin to pump
hisarm, necessary for fast running, but not enough for him to fight.

Thetwo Badwinswatched thetying slently.

"Does Cadwiller Olden know what came out of that volcano?' Doc asked.
The Baldwins gaped surprise. The girl dropped ahesitant 'Y es."

"Doyou?'

"No."

"Kegp moving," Doc said.

The quietness of the bronze man’ s voice darmed the Badwins. It was something like the purring that
comes from some grenades before they explode. The Badwins did exactly what they weretold.

It was dow going over the swamp ground. Vines, weeds, brush cameto their necks. Mud at times nearly
did the same. Birds had settled for the night and didn’t want to be stirred up. They made afuss about it.
The sun had cometo rest on the horizon.



Doc asked, "Why didn’t Cadwiller Olden tell you what was coming out of the volcano?!
Bess Badwin doughed through apuddie, kicked mud at the jungle.
"It must be worth alot. Maybe Cadwiller Olden was afraid we' d turn on him if we found out.”

She ran onto what looked like a patch of sun-baked mud. Doc got her out before she sank beyond her
knees.

"Cadwiller Olden knows hisfollowerswould not turn on him,” Doc said. "Olden could walk the londliest
junglewith haf amillion in smadl bills, and not aman who knew hisrecord would dare touch him."

Wonder cameinto Bess Baldwin' svoice. "Y ou seem to know alot about him."

DOC did not answer that. The ground got higher, the growth less thick. The sun seemed to be gathering
courage for the jump into blackness beyond the horizon. Smoke and steam over the volcano was a
Gargantuan mongter, often red but mostly black.

Buddy Baldwin plugged adong with deep thought etched on hisred face. Swest trickled in big jewdlike
drops down his oiled skin. He took long, hard bresths.

Hesaid, findly, "Savage, how long had you been out from under the effects of that gas, back there,
before you jumped us?'

"Renny and mysdlf,” Doc sad, "werenot gassed at dl."
"Huh?'

"We plugged our nostrils and used mouth filters," the bronze man explained. "We were nearly discovered
when Monk accidentaly kicked dirt off one of thefilters, which we had buried when the gas was gone
and you had started back down the mountain. But Monk kicked dirt over it again, and no one saw."

Buddy Badwin groaned, "I'll be damned!" with arage more at his stupidity than anything else.

He kicked savagely through brush, stamped across rocky stretches. The three could smell the lavaand
the volcano now.

Doc wasfollowing no trail gpparently. Only making in the generd direction of thelavaflow.
"How do you expect to find your men thisway?' Bess Baldwin asked.

Big Buddy Badwin growled, smultaneoudy, " Say, how' d you know there was gonnabe gasin that
canyon, anyhow?'

Doc pointed at the sky ahead. "The answer to both questions.”

He meant the plane. Back and forth and around and around, the craft droned, lazy as a bee that had just
robbed another hive.

Buddy Badwin snorted, "That’s one of Cadwiller Olden’saviatorsin that crate!™

"And hewill be back to see how we are getting along," Bess Baldwin added. "That will cook your



Doc Savage seemed remarkably undisturbed.

Chapter 10. THE FINE HAND OF FATE
THE Fifth Wind was after the mystery thing which had come out of the volcano.

Doc Savage and his two prisoners could see that asthey came nearer the lavaflow. The deek schooner
was anchored amogt in the geyserlike uprush of water. Sheets of the faling water at times doshed over
her decks. Her anchors were out fore and aft.

Lifelines and telephone wires were over the sde. They had divers down.

Doc glanced a the girl. ™Y ou knew they would be there?!

"Yes" BessBadwin said. "They were headed for the spot even before we seized Monk and Ham."
The bronze man seemed puzzled about a point.

"Who advised Cadwiller Olden the nature of what came out of the volcano?" he asked.

"Cadwiller Olden isascientific genius. | have heard him boast that he knew more than you. If he had to
be ascientist to figure out what came from Ethel’s Mama, he hasthe ability."

"He had to be more than ascientist,” Doc said. "He had to have enough imagination to redize that here
was something scientists have never dreamed existed.”

"What isit?" Bess Baldwin asked.

Doc seemed not to hear her. She appeared about to ask again, but the inscrutability of his metallic
features kept her slent.

All watched the plane, when they had time to watch anything except the ground they were traveling. The
girl was gasping, weaving as she ran, about exhausted. Doc Savage picked her up, carried her as he had
earlier in the day. Buddy Badwin’ s tongue was showing in hismouth, and he was swegting enough to
leave wet footprints.

He watched Doc Savage, fascinated by the fact that the bronze giant’ s breathing had not quickened
much, and no perspiration had appeared.

"Damn!" Badwin mumbled between gulpsfor air. "And | thought | keptin trim.”

The plane continued to drone around aimlesdy. But the group could see the pilot leaning over the cockpit
rim. Down on the schooner, they were making flag sgndls, but theflier paid no attention.

Theflag signa wasregulation marineinternationa code. The girl could read it.
"That' sstrange!" Bess Baldwin gasped.
"What is?' Doc asked.

"That aviator isone of Cadwiller Olden’ sbest men,” the girl explained after hesitating. "But there heis
ignoring the chief’ sorders.™

"Under the circumstances, not so strange,” Doc said.



"| don't get you?"'

"The man redly in control of that plane,” Doc told her, "is one of my associates, Johnny.”

WILLIAM HARPER LITTLEJOHN, more often termed Johnny, wasin control of the plane, but there
was some doubt how long the status would continue. Johnny had the muzzle of a supermachine pistol
againg the pilot’s head.

Johnny was serious. Hewas using little words.
"Get on that radio and tell your bossthat you're dl right and that everything isfine!" he ordered.
"Tdl ‘im yoursdlf, you bonebag!" the pilot snarled.

Theflier was aman who looked asif he had grown in the foot half of a coffin. He had the shape and
color. Some one with asharp knife had once relieved him of the end of hisnose.

"Now don't be coy," Johnny advised gently. "They’ d know my voice. Why do you think | brought you
aong, after | grabbed you when you landed for gasoline a couple of hours ago?’

"Squirrel fodder to you!" the man sneered.
The accident to his nose gave hiswords a gander tone.

"Y ou've been niceright along,” Johnny reminded. "Y ou sat still whilel kept an eye on what is happening
below, and particularly where Monk, Ham and Renny are being taken, so | cantell Doc. Why get
Stubborn al of asudden?'

"Gr-r-r!"

sad thepilot.

Hewas hurting his eyes |ooking at the machine pistal, the muzzle of which Johnny kept in hisear.

Johnny glanced over the Side. The plane was low enough to furnish aringside seat for what was
happening on the ground.

The gang with Renny, Monk and Ham was standing on the side of the lavariver, waiting.
Another gang dragging Long Tom were coming up from where aboat had landed them off the schooner.

Johnny could not have perspired in an oven, or he would have sweat now. He could see Doc, and the
bronze man would have to cover ground fast to get to the lavastream in time.

The gaunt geologist frowned at the cowl of the plane. A machine gun was mounted there, but he did not
know if it wasin working order. There was no ammo drum in it. He poked in a pocket in the cockpit,
well forward, at the same time keegping his gun near the pilot’ s head.

Johnny was actually doing the flying, but the ship was a one-seater, and he sat Side by sidewith his
prisoner.

The pocket held ammo drums. Agreeably surprised, Johnny picked one out, stood erect, and reached
forward to clip the drum into the breech mechanism of the synchronized machine gun. The arrangement
was not the best in the world.



The captiveflier gave the rudder aviolent kick. The plane moved enough to throw Johnny off balance.
Theflier kicked the machine pistol from its pogition. Johnny hit him over the head, but not nearly as hard
as he would have liked to. The pilot bent down and took abite at Johnny’ sright leg.

"I’ll be superama gamated!" Johnny said painfully. It was the one big word he could alwaysthink of in
excitemen.

He hit the pilot again. The fellow squawked, twisted, and got down in the bottom of the cockpit to
protect himsalf. Johnny thumbed at the machine pistol’ s safety. He hadn't wanted to kill anybody, and
had kept it there. About that time the pilot kicked him with both feet.

JOHNNY went flying out of the cockpit. He did not leave the ship, but came down astride the fusdlage,
ayard or so aft of the cockpit rim. He reached, but before he could get .the rim he did back toward the
tall. He dithered around and nearly fll off. It was worse than riding a Tibetan yak, Johnny’ sworst
experience in steeds up to that moment.

He was glad when thetail of the plane jabbed his spine. He had something to hold onto. He had not lost
the machine pistol, but that was because it was fastened to his neck with alanyard in the fashion affected
by Northwest Mounted policemen. He grabbed it.

The pilot popped his head out of the cockpit. He had the fire extinguisher. He made abull’ s-eye. Johnny
rocked in pain, fell across the stabilizer, pawed madly, then got the bright idea of hitting the fabric with his
fist. For amiracle, it split. Hetook hold of astrut.

The control wiresfor that side were rubbing hisface. Johnny freed one hand, grabbed them, and tried to
fly the plane. He had no satisfying luck, but it gave the pilot an idea. He opened the throttle, grabbed the
stick, stamped the rudder, and the plane began to act asif there was ahawk after it.

Johnny saw the ground and sky and volcano a unexpected places, then rather lost track. It could not
have been more than aminute later when he got flipped off in space.

About that time, he was very glad indeed that he was wearing the pilot’ s parachute.

Johnny grabbed his machine pistol as soon as he got back the bresth which the opening parachute had
shocked out of him. He fumbled in a coat pocket for a different ammo drum for the weapon, one
charged with explosive bullets.

Doc had perfected the explosives, one of them might sink a battleship, if placed carefully enough, and half
adozen could do it, with practicaly no care a all.

Johnny tried ashot for range. It hit in the lava stream, and there was suddenly agap in the lava that men
could have gone through if they ran fast enough. Rocks rolled around on the ground for ahundred feet in
every direction.

The men who held Monk, Ham and Renny picked themsdlves up and hunted for the palm treeswith the
thickest tops.

Johnny twisted around and dug a skyscraper basement ahead of the crowd which had Long Tom.

There was a sawing-machine noise. Johnny looked up. He could see arow of red dusk light acrossthe
top of the parachute. About that time the plane whooped pagt. Its dipstream nudged the parachute
around. The pilot reached up leeringly and patted the iron rump of his machine gun. Then he banked the



plane up to come back.

Johnny gathered an armful of the * chute shrouds on one side and hauled them down. The* chute didn’t
quiteturn itself indde out, athough there were times when that looked probable. The ground came up,
and the plane did not get close enough in two divesto put its bullets nearer than listening distance, and
Johnny let the shroudsloosein timeto fill the * chute and land much harder than he had expected.

"Johnny! Youdl right?'

It was Doc Savage' s voice. Close. Johnny had been a bit too busy to note where hewaslanding in
relation to the bronze man. But he was pleased. He waited long enough to think up abig word for an
answe.

" Appropinquity enjubilating!" he shouted.

His delight had evaporated by the time Doc arrived with the two prisoners. Johnny |ooked sheepish.
"What happened?’' Doc asked.

"| got took like agoop, right when thingswerein ajam!” Johnny muttered. Herardly used dang.

"Nonsense," Doc said quietly. "Y ou did excellent work from the instant you started to follow the young
lady here”

Bess Ba dwin jumped, scowled at Johnny, and yelled, "He followed me?

"From the time you left us with the excuse of going for acamerauntil you got aboard the Fifth Wind,"
Doc told her.

"But why?' she shrilled.

"Doc'sidea," Johnny told her.

BessBadwin stared at Doc. "But how did | give mysdlf away?

"With your story about the mysterious, jellylike monster you saw in the side canyon,” Doc told her.
"That wasalie, of course" she said. "Cadwiller Olden madeit up for me. But what was wrong with it?"

"Fenty," Doc sad. "The thing which came out of the volcano is certainly no such acreature asyou
described.”

Johnny exploded, "Doc! You know what the thing is?"
Doc' sreply was, "We had better see what we can do for our friends.”

Bullets began to come through the jungle. Some made clean singings, but most of them zp-zapped—that
was about the sound—from tree to tree. And the plane came down with noisein its nose and one red
gyethat was afiring machine gun.

THERE is one thing about a cowl-fixed machine gun on aplane. After its bullets go marching past, you
know you have a moment. The plane hasto turn around and come back.

Doc used the interval to get every oneinto better cover.



Johnny told the girl, "Thefact that you' re with us does't seem to make much differenceto your friend up
there”

"Did you expect it to?"

Savage sad briskly, " Johnny, have you any ammo drum of those smokescreen bullets for your machine
pistol ?*

Johnny produced the drum. It was smal. The machine pistol bullets were small, not much larger than .22
cartridges, dthough they could not in any way be compared to ordinary ammunition of that cdiber.

Johnny clipped the drum in place of the explosives, swung the gun around and let it moan. The dugs hit
the ground and let loose their chemical compound which turned into black smoke. One, two, or adozen
might not have done much, but a hundred or so helped out the approaching night materialy.

Doc changed their pogition.

The plane came down, riveted the ground full of bullets where the party had been, and went up again
with the moan of a baffled spook.

"He |l play heck hitting usin thissmoke," said Buddy Badwin.
The pilot must have thought likewise. He did not come back.
"Comeon," Doc said.

The group ran toward the lava stream. The gang there had stopped driving rifle lead into thejungle a
random.

"They' rewaiting for us" Johnny hazarded.

They weren't. Both of Cadwiller Olden’ s gangs were heading for the sea, dragging their prisoners, who
were now doing al they could to ddlay theflight.

"Now that’s queer," muttered Buddy Badwin. "The chief gave ‘em ordersto croak them prisoners. And
now they ain't. They must have gotten new ones.”

THE two gangs with their prisoners must have received their new orders by radio from the schooner, for
Doc and Johnny and the two Ba dwins came upon radio sets of the field military type lying wherethe
fleeing men had thrown them.

The schooner was excitement itsalf. The plane catapult put its nose over the side and spat off aplane with
anoisy gush of smoke. It turned around, booms whirred and blocks yowled, and the other plane was on
the catapult in time that would have made anavy catapult crew hide their faces. The second plane was
shot into the air, too.

Both plane pilots warmed their guns. These held demoalition cartridges, and they dug holes, tore up trees
and made it sound like another earthquake.

When the planes went overhead, the pilots got rid of severa bombs, most of them gas, but enough of
them fragmentation to make the neighborhood sound asif it had a piccolo orchestra.

Doc’ s metallic features showed no emotion about that time, but Johnny looked asif he were glad they



had turned loose plenty of smoke from the machine pistol and were off to the right, where the planes did
not expect them to be.

The party raced for the cliff.

It was getting much darker, and the smoke from Johnny’ s specid cartridges had drifted upward, helping
it dong.

The planes found them, and the group had to work their smoke cartridge trick again. Twice, rather. The
first time the pilots were not deceived, and things would have ended there, only aditch was handy. They
were more fortunate the second try.

"Smoke about gone!” Johnny groaned.

"Even money," Buddy Badwin said, "that by thistime to-morrow the greaet Doc Savage and hisfriends
are only abunch of epitaphs on some tombstones!”

Chapter 11. THE THING THAT LEFT

ONE of the pilots upstairs thought he saw Doc’ s party up on the mountain. Both planestook themsalves
and their noise up there.

Sound like severd coffee grindersworking hard remained. It came from the seabelow the cliff. Men
were shouting and swearing at men who swore back at them.

"They’ ve reached the cliff!" Doc said sharply. "Stay here! Johnny, watch these two!™

Johnny did not want to watch anybody. He had had enough fight to want more. But before he could
object, the bronze man was gone, headed for the cliff.

The bronze man got in the open for speed, taking a chance on the planes sighting him, which was not
likely, asdark asit was now.

His speed now was prodigious, and for once there was an expression on hisface. Grimness. He had not
been doing so well. The desire to keep the Baldwinsin hand had dowed his pursuit of the gang with
Monk, Ham and Renny.

Doc had planned on Johnny in the plane keegping track of them, advising their location, stepping into
scatter them if they actually tried to throw the prisonersinto the lava. But fate had setin.

Doc reached the cliff and looked over. 1t was no smooth wall of acliff. There were plenty of placesto
get down.

The two gangs with their prisoners had gotten down and were dready in the fast boats with engines that
sounded like coffee grinders. The boats got organized and headed for the schooner.

Thetiny gem of aman, Cadwiller Olden, seemed to be mentally ambidextrous to the extent that he could
direct two entirely different operations at the same time. More men aboard the boat had been carrying on
the diving operations asif dl were peaceful.

They were now lowering boxes oversde in ading. Doc Savage had eyes phenomenaly developed by
scientific training, perfectly ordinary eyesto start with, but remarkable now. He studied the boxes.



Suddenly, helifted hisvoice.
"Ahoy, the Fifth Wind!" he cdled.

The words were thunder of akind, and when the echoes went to deep, everything was silent down on
the water. The coffee-grinder motors had even been throttled to a pop now and then.

"Do not set off any explosive near that thing on the bottom!"
They heard that on the schooner, and it must have been half amile away.
Therewasanintervd of slence.

A voice caled from the schooner. Thewords did not carry to Doc, and big-fisted, big-voiced Renny
relayed, probably voluntarily.

"They say for you to take a big running jump from where you' re standing, Doc!" Renny thundered.
" Setting off a blast near the thing may cause it to wipe us all out!"
They heard that on the schooner, too. Renny relayed the answer.

"Samething as before!™ he boomed. "And they say they’ re gonna separate it in pieces, asit'sintoo big a
lump now to take aboard."

There was no need of more shouting. The men on the ship were going to set off the blast. The schooner
wincheswere dready gnashing the anchor chains, dragging them up. Breeze and tide moved the
schooner dowly away from the spot where the geyser of water played steadily above the sea.

In the unholy red of volcanic twilight, the geyser looked eerie, ominous.
The two planes came droning down to hunt for Doc Savage svoice.
Johnny, from nearby, said, "l figured it was dl right to come down here."
Thetwo Baldwinsdid not say anything.

On the schooner, they dipped aflag.

A man in alaunch, with ablasting generator between hisfeet, bent over briskly with the generator
treadle.

The ocean went up.

I'T was cataclysmic, that which happened. The geyser fell back and met the searising, and the sea
continued. The seadid not reach the sky, or even the clouds, but it must have lifted al of two hundred
feet. The wave, when it reached the cliff, smacked dmost to the top, and tons of spray came down
around Doc, Johnny and the two Badwins.

It wasimpossible to see exactly what was happening. There was atorrent of spray, of water shooting
high, and dong with that agurgling and roaring that might have been ascore of Niagaras flowing by
spurts. It continued for seconds, minutes. The big noise of the planes became smal and dmost lost inthe
watery bedlam.



A second tidal wave hit the cliff. Doc Savage grabbed Johnny aswater dragged him toward the edge.
Buddy Badwin held his sister with one hand, abush with the other. The threshing and gurgling kept on,
and every one of them was struck with the likenessto afantastic monster floundering in torment.

"I’ll be superamagamated if | don't think we' d better back away!" Johnny gulped. "Supposin’ thething
gets up here, or somethin’!”

It took amgjor calamity to make Johnny dur hiswords.

Then there was a strange sound. Johnny never forgot. It was asif the cork had been pulled out of the
world, and theinnards had come flying out. There was a scream. Thosein Paris heard such sounds when
aBig Berthaturned loose.

The big moan went away, infinitely far away. It left behind echoes that came whining back from the
bosom of Ethel’s Mamaiin succeeding pealsthat got rapidly weeker.

The seafindly settled down. Migt drifted dowly away.

Onthetop of the water was floating timbers, boards and some arms that stuck up through the foam and
waved.

The stern of the schooner was sticking out. The ship had capsized, and the part that showed was
reminiscent of abig turtle showing its head. When it went out of sght, it was asif the turtle had seen
something that demanded a cautious retregt.

Some of the coffee-grinder boat engines were till going.

THE boats—they were fast tenders off the schooner—skipped around picking up the men in the water.
The planes—they were seaplanes—dipped down and tried to land and help. One of them stubbed its
float on awave and shed both its wings and the pilot. No one seemed to care about any more shooting.

Johnny lay on the cliff brink. He groaned and muttered; he said words that nobody who knew him would
have thought he knew, words that grew in no dictionary. He was mad at his eyes because they did not
have enough catlike quality to penetrate the murk of the night.

"l can't tell!" hemoaned. "'l can't tell!”
He meant that he couldn’t tell if Renny, Monk, Ham and Long Tom had died.

"Renny!"
Doc thundered. No answer.
"Long Tom!"

"Monk!"
"Ham!"

No answer from the boats, which had finished their looking around, and with the remaining plane headed
up the shore for Fan Coral City.

"We can head them off!" Johnny gasped.



He had spoken without enough thought. The jungle was tough going. The boats beat them.

Two big planes were missing from Fan Cora Harbor when they got there. Everybody had thought those
planes had brought newspaper correspondents and motion picture photographers. They had borne the
names of aworld-wide news agency and abig Hollywood concern. But sign painters can be hired amost
anywhere, and the planes had |eft in too great ahurry.

Doc Savage found the remaining small plane used by Cadwiller Olden’ sfliers, but nobody was around.
The bronze man went to the radio station.

Theworld began to keep its eyes open for two sea-air giants—each could lift forty passengers and a pay
load—which bore the name of aworld-wide news agency and a great motion picture concern.

The pig, Habesas, and the ape, Chemistry, came wandering furtively into Fan Cora City that night. The
two animas were behaving queerly. Every one noticed it. The beasts kept looking at the eastern sky.

It was into the eastern sky that the roaring thing from the volcano had gone.

Chapter 12. STRANGE STORIES

ETHEL’SMAMA had been in the eyes of the world rather prominently, and what had findly happened
was somewheat in the nature of a blinding flash which caused the newspaper-reading and radio-listening
public of al nationsto st back, blink its eyes—and wonder who was crazy.

Any number of personson Fan Cora Idand had seen the commotion that had resulted in the sinking of
the schooner. The uproar of fighting could not fail to draw attention, although just what it was dl about,
practicaly no one could figure.

Doc Savage was on the idand, dmost every one heard, and the remarkable man of bronze wasinvolved
in the affray on the edge of the cliff. Doc Savage' s repute had reached dmost every ear on Fan Cord
Idand in the past, and people knew the things he wasinvolved in were likely to be big and exciting.

But when newspapermen—the legitimate ones—went looking for Doc Savage, they found he had
disappeared, and dong with him his gaunt geologist aid, Johnny, aswel astwo other persons, abig
sunburned man and a pretty and capable-looking girl, neither of whom any one recognized by name.
With them had gone the two pets.

Since nobody found Doc, and no one was absolutely certain there really had been afight, the fray did not
appear in print except the statement that, "reports of an affray of some kind prior to the strange
disturbance which wiped out the schooner have not been corroborated.”

The phenomenon of something coming out of the seaand whistling away through the sky was something
that did get alot of publicity. It was very mysterious, and enough persons had heard it to assure that there
redlly had been such a happening.

A number of additional scientists cameto Fan Cord Idand to investigate.

They made asurprising discovery. Ethel’s Mama had stopped erupting. The lavano longer flowed,
decreasing amounts of smoke and steam appeared, and al was getting serene.

Severa scientists mentioned that the object which had whistled through the sky might have had a



connection with the cessation of the eruption. But when they were pressed for a definite reason why, they
had none.

Diversfound adisturbed place on the bottom of the sea, where explosive might have gone off, but
nothing d<e.

Thediversdid bring up severd bodies, and the crabs and fish had left enough of some of them to alow
identification. There was some surprise when it was learned the victims had been most noted criminas.

What the world did not know or discuss was that the naval forces and land police of anumber of nations
had been keeping a sharp lookout for two big seaplanes, one bearing the name of anews agency, the
other that of acinemaconcern.

What even the naval and civil authorities did not know was that probably one of the greatest
collaborationsin history had been effected between private detective agencies dl over the globe.

The private deuths were a so looking for the planes, for Cadwiller Olden, the amazing midget, for afake
Snowball Eagan, and for four aids of Doc Savage nicknamed Monk, Ham, Renny, and Long Tom.

The man in charge of this collaboration of private detective agencies knocked on the door of an
eighty-sixth floor suitein aNew Y ork skyscraper two weeks | ater.

The door borethe name, "Clark Savage, J.," in small letters. Clark Savage, Jr., was Doc Savage.

WHEN he was seated in alarge reception room furnished with expensive legther chairs, aremarkable
inlaid table and an enormous safe, the chief of the private detective organization spoke.

"I received your word that you had reached New Y ork, and | am hereto report,” he said.
"Go ahead," Doc Savage directed.

"Every airport and every possible landing point has been covered aswell aswe could,” the man said. "l
get daily, and often hourly, reports from the Orient, Austrdia, Africa, Mexico, and dmost everywhere
else. We have watched the trains, the airways, the automobile highways, steamships and transoceanic
dirigibles. This has cost you approximately half amillion dollarsdready. It is probably the most thorough
and expensive detective job ever attempted. And it hasn’t accomplished adamn thing!"

"Nothing?'
"Absolutdy nothing!"
"Keep at it," Doc Savage said.

Thefdlow who had organized the private detective collaboration swallowed twice. He looked
incredulous.

"It'sgoing to cost amost a hundred thousand dollarsaday,” he said.

"Thelives of four of my friends may be a stake," Doc Savage said quietly. "And if that fellow Cadwiller
Olden isnot stopped, it isgoing to cost the world agood deal more than a hundred thousand aday.”

The man nodded and got to hisfeet. "And what about the other thing?"



"Y ou wish to know if the private detectives are to keep on watching for some trace of the thing which
flew out of the seaat Fan Coral Idand?"

"Exactly," Doc replied.

The head of detectives nodded again. " There has been only one report on that, and it was nothing but a
rumor. A sheepherder says he and his sheep were knocked every which way by something that went
past amountain with aroaring noise. The thing seemed to come down, then go up again.”

"That wasin Wyoming," Doc sad.
"It was"
"Keep looking," Doc directed quietly.

The vistor sumbled out, somewhat dazed by the presence of an individual who could spend that much
money looking for four friends, amidget, and something in the sky that made amoaning noise and
knocked things around.

JOHNNY came into the reception room &fter the visitor had gone. Johnny, who had aways looked as if
he couldn’t possibly lose any weight, had neverthelesslost some. And he had not used abig word since
they had left Fan Coral 1dand secretly in Doc’ s big private segplane which had been lying in aremote
coveontheidand.

He carried alarge |ooseleaf notebook.

"Look here" he said wonderingly. "I’ ve been going through this notebook you handed me. It sfull of
dope on Cadwiller Olden.”

"Wetry to keep afile on dl theleading crooks," Doc reminded.

"I know, but thiswas started al of two years ago. And it shows how, step by step, and with remarkable
genius, Cadwiller Olden has progressed until to-day heis probably the most dangerous crimind aive. It
givesligsof hisknown followers, and their pictures, some of them. And look at thig"

Johnny held the book open, disclosing apair of pictures.

"Bess Baldwin and her brother!" the gaunt geologist exclaimed. ™Y ou knew from the very instant that she
appeared just who she was and what she was probably up to!"

Doc' s slence admitted that fact.

"Another thing"—Johnny blew his nose—"since we ve been back, you sent the Baldwins avay
somewhere. Why, | don’'t know. What' stheidea?"

"Cadwiller Olden," said Doc Savage, "isaclever man. | wouldn't put it beyond him to make an attempt
to rescue the Baldwins. For the present | have had them removed somewhere where even Olden cannot
find them. Y ou will soon seethem again.”

Johnny, curious, attempted some more questions, but the bronze man shut up like aclam. So Johnny
went back to the book. He shook it. " There' s a picture and description of the Fifth Wind here. There's
even aplan of her furnished by the shipyard which made her over to suit Cadwiller Olden’ sideas. So you
knew she was the midget’ s boat.”



"For ayear,” Doc said.

"Now | begin to see why we went to Fan Cora Idand so secretly. Now | see. Sure! Y ou were going
after Cadwiller Olden. Y ou saw in the newspapersthat his ship had turned up in the harbor at Fan Coral.
Y ou figured he was up to something.”

"Not up to something,” Doc corrected. " The seismograph records of theinitid eruption of Ethel’s Mama

"I never could see anything strange about those records,” Johnny interposed.

"The earthquake record was perfectly normal," Doc said. "But there was no earthquake on Fan Coral
Idand of any greet violence. An earthquake of the strength of the one registered in Harvard would have
shook things up briskly on Fan Cora Idand. It was the Fan Coral shock which was registered. Thetime
provesthat.

"We had, therefore, a shock which was not violent, but which registered asaviolent one. That iseasly
explained. An ordinary earthquake is usudly adippage of subterranean strata. Y ou stand on a platform
andif itisjerked up and down, you still keep your feet, but if it isjerked Sdewise, you upset. Therefore
the disturbance was athrusting of forces rather than adippage disturbance.”

"Now we re getting some place," Johnny said. "But | still don't see why the fact that the earth jumped up
and down instead of dipped was remarkable enough to send usflying hafway around the world to
Fal.] n

The singing of the telephone annunciator cut in. The telephone was connected to aloud-speaker and
microphone ingtead of the conventiona instrument. Doc clicked the switch, said, "Savage," and avoice
came out of the speaker.

"Thisisimportant,” it said.
"Go ahead,” Doc directed.

"Thisisaprivate detective stationed to watch the news dispatches handled by the bureau office of the
Associated Pressin St Louis,” said the voice, sounding asif it were coming over along-distance
telephonewire. "'l think we have something here that you should be informed about.”

"Let'shaveit.”

"It isadigpatch from the smdl town of Bagndll, in the Missouri Ozarks, near the Lake of the Ozarks,"
sad theinformant. "The story isabout a hillbilly they had to put in jail down there."

"Get to the point,” Doc requested.

There was abrief pause, during which the tel ephone loudspeaker seemed to be reproducing the crackling
of paper.

"I’'m reading theitem again,” the detective said. "It seemsthat this hillbilly was named Snig Johnson, and
hewas put in jail because he went around claiming he was areincarnation of Moses.”

"Moss?

"That’ swhat it says herein the story. It saysthis Snig Johnson went down the main street of Bagnell
ydling, ‘| stretched out my right hand and the waters were divided, awall unto my right hand and unto



my left, and | could lead the children of Isragl into the midst of the water upon the dry ground.” The story
goes on to say hewaslooking for an Isradlite to lead, only they caught him before he found one and put

him in the hoossgow.”
"Thank you," Doc said.

The bronze man broke the connection, and immediately had the long-distance operator get him the
marsha a Bagndll. But it seemed "Snig" Johnson wasin the county jail at atown called Tuscumbia. Doc
got Tuscumbia There was some argument, and he got Snig Johnson on the phone.

Snig Johnson did not sound asif he thought himself another Moses.

"Ligten, migter, they got me al wrong,” he complained. "I had maybe had anip or two of this Ozark
panther swest. | remember | wasfedin’ right good. Y ou know how it is. | figured I’ d sortatell ‘em about
it, an’ maybekid ‘em alittle. But hell! They got meall wrong. They think I'm bats. An’ now they got me
inthe calaboose, an’' this dang sheriff has ordered a strait-jacket from Jeff City."

"What gave you theidea of the water like unto awall on your left hand and on your right?' Doc asked.
"It safact, dang it!"

"Tel meabout it."

"Youjoshin' me, miser?'

"Not abit. Thisisvery important.”

"All right. I’ ve heard about you, Doc Savage. I'm afarmer. Leastways, | raise me atomato now an’
then, when them dang red oak hillsain’t too dry or too wet. Mostly | do abusinessin redbone
foxhounds. | train pupsfor fellersal over Missouri. An’ | got the best durn dogsin Missouri or
Arkansas, and—"

"We were taking about divided waters,” Doc reminded.

"Who said we wasn't? Day ‘fore yesterday, mister, | had Old Blow—he' s my best dog—out with some
green pups. Old Blow isdang good, because he' Il pile right onto them pups for runnin’ rabbits an’
barkin' at skunksan’ things. Anyhow, we come to aneck of the lake—"

"Whét |ake?'

"Quit interruptin’ me. Lake of the Ozarks. We cometo this neck of thelake, an’ | hope my foxhounds
run rabbitsforever if therewasn't the waters, divided asyou please. | didn't divide ‘em. They was
aready divided, an’ Mosescouldn’'t “a done a better job.

"They're till divided, or was the next mornin® when | went down thereto seeif | was crazy. The dang
lake hasjust got apath in it where there ain’t no water, an’ no reason for there not bein’ any, except
maybe the heck of awind that’ s blowin” around there.”

"What isthe exact location?"
"Onemilenorth of my farm.”
"Thank you," Doc said.

"Wait aminute, mister! | read somewhere that you go around helpin’ fellersout of trouble. Youtakin' to



oneright now that’ sin sometrouble.”
"We |l see what we can do," Doc said.

He hung up. Johnny looked excited. "We |l head for Lake of the Ozarks at once!" he exclaimed. Then he
wheded.

THE instant he turned, Johnny’ s eyes popped, and he seemed to be having inner trouble. He choked
explosvey.

The bad Baldwins, Buddy and his sister Bess, were standing just inside the door.
Johnny yelled, "How come you' re running around looss? How much of that did you hear?"

Buddy Bddwin said, "We were shoved in here aminute ago by the men you have had guardin’ us, the
private detectives. We an't heard nothin'."

Doc Savage said, "Put out your hands.”

The two Badwins—Johnny had discovered they were known as the "Bad Baldwins' when he read the
record book—aextended their wrists. Doc clicked on handcuffs.

That was another puzzler. Doc rarely used handcuffs. He had chemical concoctions which kept prisoners
helpless without harming them. The potions had the advantage that only Doc could erase their effectswith
another chemica mixture, so that if the captives pals rescued them, they were ill nothing better than
livingmummies

"Stay here," Doc suggested to Johnny. ™Y ou might entertain yourself by getting more familiar with
Cadwiller Olden’srecord.”

Johnny nodded. But it would not be entertainment. What he had already read about Cadwiller Olden’'s
methods had amost curled Johnny’ s hair.

Doc Savage and the two Bad Badwins went outside, the Baldwins handcuffed. Johnny held the door
open until he heard the elevator depart with the trio, then went back and picked up the record book.

Johnny had ceased being surprised at the fact that Doc had secured, long before the present trouble
darted, acomplete line on Cadwiller Olden. Doc had been baitling evildoers for some time, his methods
phenomenaly successful, and not because of luck.

Doc overlooked no possible angle of preparation. He had arranged access to the fingerprint and picture
files of police departments al over the world, and he employed detective agencies continualy.

A shot interrupted Johnny’ s musings. He legped to the window. One glance out and he made a croaking
sound of horror.

Doc maintained a private speed elevator. It took Johnny down to the street level dmost asfast asastone
would havefalen. He dived out to the street.

Doc Savage lay on hisback on the sdewak. A pool of scarlet leakage was growing under the bronze
man’ s head.

Thetwo Bad Badwinswere nowherein view.



Chapter 13. THE TRAIL AGAIN

TWO fat men crawled out from under an automobile where they had dived for refuge. They looked like
brothers.

"A man and awoman!" one gasped.
"Handcuffed!" bleated the other.

"The man drew agun!"

"The womean, too!"

"They shot that man!"

"It sDoc Savage! Doc Savageis dead!™

Johnny had seen crowds gather in ahurry, but thistime it was arecord. They could not have arrived
more swiftly if they had been shot out of a shotgun. There was aradio police car, two patrolmen, an
ambulance, another police car, and ataxicab driver got excited and ran into alamp post.

Officials and excited persons ran up and tried to seize Doc Savage and help move him. One
souvenir-hunting maniac whipped out a penknife and would have cut a piece off the end of Doc’ s necktie
if Johnny had not kicked him where it would discourage him the most.

Police ran around madly, grabbing people a random and handcuffing them, not because they thought
they were guilty, but because they wanted witnesses. Johnny shouted descriptions of the Badwins,
howled orders to take Doc up to the skyscraper headquarters instead of the hospital, and squawled at
the mob to get back and give the bronze man air.

Six personstried to carry Doc when two could have done the job better. A procession of fire apparatus
began to arrive for no apparent reason, shaking the streets and deafening every one.

In the midst of the excitement, Doc Savage said, "If no one minds, Il get up under my own power." His
voice was weak.

Twenty minutes later, when Johnny had chased the last newspaper reporter out of the skyscraper
reception room with achair, he dammed the door shut, panting, and eyed Doc reproachfully.

"Y ou shouldn't have | et those newshounds have the story!" he said.

"But the Badwins escaped from me," Doc said. "Broadcagting their pictures and descriptionswill helpin
apprehending them.”

Johnny groaned. "1t Il give dl the crooksthe ideathat you aren’'t so hot, after al. Y ou know very well we
scare alot of weak-kneed bad actorsinto turning as straight as a string, just with our reputation.”

Doc sad nothing.

Johnny took a prowl around the place as a matter of course. The establishment consisted of alibrary of
enormous Size stocked exclusively with ponderous scientific works, and alaboratory which was probably
one of the most fully equipped for advanced research.



As Johnny had expected, he found areporter who had hidden in the laboratory to get pictures and some
exclusive angle on the story. The scribe made the door just ahead of Johnny’ stoe. Johnny was getting
crochety.

"Y ou're not hurt bad, you're sure, Doc?' he demanded anxioudy.
"l can navigate," the bronze man said.
"Doesthis change things? Are we still heading for the Ozarks?"

"We a.elll

THERE was a police dragnet out for the Bad Baldwins. Every cop in town was looking for adender,
blue-eyed girl and abig man who was sunburned.

Two colored people, aman and awoman, attracted no attention strolling down a Harlem street. The lady
was bent and white-haired, and the old fellow with her was aso stooped, and as bad as an eephant’s
tusk. Both carried canes. The man had awhite cloth wrapped around his face in the manner of one who
has atoothache.

They shuffled up to the policeman on a corner and asked him to recommend agood dentist. Therewasa
sgninthemiddle of the block:

SAM
SPECIALIST OF TEETH
"l guesshe' sl right," the cop said.

The two old darkeys mounted a stairway and found themselvesin a prosperous-looking office. They
seemed alittle confused, and the old man uneasy. A nesat colored girl asked them what could be done for
them.

"Pap’sgot hisself an ache, missy,” theold lady said.

The dentist saw them in his private room. He was alean, bald colored fellow who looked asif he might
havealittiewolf in hisancestry.

"What can | do for you?' he asked crisply.

The old colored lady held the palm of one hand out, opened and closed the fingers three times, then
crossed the two longest fingers.

The dentist got up and closed the door.

"All right,” hesaid. "I half expected you would show up here.”

"Y ou know us?' the old lady asked.

"Yeah, but not if | hadn’t been expecting you. Y ou’ re the Bad Badwins."

The Bad Baldwins nodded. "This disguise won't serve forever,” Buddy said. "We want to contact
Cadwiller Olden."



"Suppose Olden should prefer your keeping under cover?' the other suggested.
"We have important information for him.”

The dentist seemed to be only an intermediary, a cog in the machine of crime which had been built by the
tiny, evil genius, Cadwiller Olden.

Removing hiswhite smock, the dentist got his street coat and donned it, and said, "Come with me."

His destination was arooming house which did not seem to do much business. He led the way to aroom
on the top floor. Four large trunks stood around the wall. They were empty. What they had held was
assembled in the middle of the room. It was acompact beam wave radio transmitter of considerable

power.

THE dentist worked with the control knobs awhile, getting the wave length.

"We move the sation occasonaly,” he said. "Even if thereis practically no chance of locating it with a
direction finder such asthe Department of Commerce Inspectors use.”

Finally, after giving some of the passwords, Cadwiller Olden’ssmdll voice said, "Well?'
"We got away from Doc Savage," Buddy Baldwin said.

"I know," Cadwiller Olden chuckled. "I just heard it broadcast in anewsreport. You're sureit’snot a
trick? Maybe Savage |et you escape.”

"Hell, no! | think wekilled him."

"You didn’t. The news broadcast said he was till dive.”

"Damn theluck!" Buddy Badwin snarled. "Well, anyway, we got hot suff for you."
"y e

"Doc Savage knows the location of Repdl.”

"Of what?'

"Of Repd!" Buddy Badwin laughed grimly. "The thing that came out of the volcano.”
"Sodol."

"Youwhat?'

"Thelocation. | know it. | have known it Since yesterday."

“I'll be damned!"

"Furthermore, | have almost succeeded in securing it. It isamatter of hours.”
Buddy Badwin exploded, "It' sin the Lake of the Ozarksin Missouri!"
"Thatisright."



"Can you get it before Doc Savage arrives?!

"Possibly. And when Savage does arrive, he will find some el aborate arrangementsto receive him,”
Cadwiller Olden sad grimly.

Therewas a brief and uncomfortable pause.
"What do you want usto do?' Buddy Baldwin asked.

"My agent will explain how you may secureaplane,” replied Cadwiller Olden. Y ou will fly immediatdly
to my base a Lake of the Ozarks. The agent will mark the location of the base.”

"We're off," grunted Buddy Badwin. "Oh, say! What about Doc Savage sfour friends?'

"I havethem hereinthe Ozarks," said Cadwiller Olden. "I should have gotten rid of them. | have not
thought it advisable to use them as bait for atrap for Savage, which was my first idea.”

"That would be dangerous,” Buddy Baldwin agreed. "Doc Savage has been hoping for that. Others have
tried the trick before, with the result that the bronze man used the contact to trail down hisfriends and
effect arescue”

Cadwiller Olden snapped, "We are already preparing to dispose of the prisoners!”

Chapter 14. THE MASTER CROOK’S TOUCH

TUSCUMBIA was aMissouri county seet town, built to livein rather than to get richin. Thejall
evidently didn’t do much business.

The sheriff wasin his office, talking to himsdf and looking at the new drait-jacket.
"Y ouwon't get a heck of alot more out of Snig Johnson,” he said.

"Why?' Doc inquired.

"Him and a bootlegger got together through the jail window."

Doc went in to see Snig Johnson. Johnson was long and hard asrails and as brown as the spots on one
of hisredbone foxhounds.

"Yipee!" hesad. "Hdl wish everything! I'm abird, jush abird in agildesh cage!”
"I can give him some stuff that will sober him up so quick hewill think lightning struck him," Doc said.

"Don’'t wannaget shruck by nothin’," Snig Johnson yelled amiably. "Wannalivein their shail. Likethe
durn place. Swell shaill—sha—shail—hell—calaboose."

The sheriff said, "l think heisafraid heisgoing crazy.”
"If you sheen shome waters divided, what’ d you shink?' Snig Johnson asked, not without some logic.
"Let himaone," Doc said. "Do you know the location of hisfarm?”

"Sure. It sdown in the next county, Camden. Y ou stop at Linn Creek, and they can tdll you."



Doc Savage thanked the sheriff. The bronze man and Johnny went back to their plane, which wasthe
center of agroup of small boysin acow pasture not far from town.

The small boys had evidently had experience with an aviator of temper, because four of them ran when
they saw Doc and Johnny returning. The others stuck around and popped their eyes at the giant bronze
man.

"How many of you are going to be aviators when you grow up?' Doc asked them pleasantly.
Naturdly, they dl were. They found their tongues.

"Petewas climbin’ al over your plane, migter," one announced. "Wetold him he' d better not do that, but
he said hewasn't afraid of you."

"Whois Pete?' Doc asked idly.
"Heran awvay."

Doc got into the plane with Johnny and took his seet in the control compartment. Modern airlinershave a
multitude of controls, but the instrument panels on this ship made them seem as Smple asthose on an
automobile dashboard. There were dias overhead, on the sides, the floor, and in front where there were
no windows.

Doc’ sflake-gold eyes drifted over them, watching needles crawl and jiggle as the big motors warmed.
Suddenly he whipped into mation.

Doc seized Johnny, lunged backward, and dived out of the plane.
"Run!" he thundered.

There was something in his voice that made every onerun.

DOC SAVAGE separated from Johnny, heading for a patch of red oak brush on the far sde of the
pasture. He hauled out from under his coat asack of tan stuff which, when he pulled it over his head,
fitted snugly, with unexpectedly thick goggle lenses at the eyes, and skirts long enough to hang down over
the chegt. It was abulletproof hood, with an arrangement of plates that protected the skull.

Therewas an odd noise, abig sound asif agiant fruit had burst. The fleeing kids began to yell excitedly.
Doc switched aglance back. The plane had grown ahairy red coat of flames and shed some of it onto
the ground. The parts of the wings where the gas tanks had been were split wide.

A three-strand barbed-wire fence shut the red oak patch off from the pasture. Doc took it with hurdling
gtride. The brush did not furnish very effective cover above shoulder height. He kept down.

A motor cleared itsiron throat noisily on the other side of the red oaks. It settled down to business,
anking its power into gears with a clash, and taking itself away with the velocity and violence of ascared
coyote. A motor cycle going away.

Doc reached aroad through the brush, aroad ground into hazel brush by the weight of wheels done, and
never graded. But it was aroad, and the motor cycle had taken everything but its noise avay. There was
no other conveyancein sight.

Doc stood on the edge of the road while adisturbed jaybird got rid of opinions on the top branch of an



adjacent hickory tree. Hisflake-gold eyes were busy.
"All right," the bronze man said without excitement, "come on out.”

Three smal boys came sidling out of the brush. They had the look of fellows who had unexpectedly
found themselvesin amelon patch with the owner, without in the least wanting to be there.

"It was Pete," one said.

"Pete had amotor cycle," volunteered another hesitantly.

Doc Savage smiled to quiet them, to loosen up their conversation.

"Who is Pete?' he asked.

They shook their heads.

"A new kid," one said. "He come up whilewe waslookin’ at the plane, and said his name was Pete.”

Doc Savage went back to the plane. Johnny was throwing dust on the burning plane when he was not
chasing away the smal boys, who now wanted to help. Dust would not help much.

"The equipment cases arefireproof,” Johnny grumbled, "so not much of the stuff isliable to be harmed.
But say, what caused that?"

"Chemica s which resulted in spontaneous combustion,”" Doc replied. " The vibration of the motors, as
soon asthey were started, caused an agitation which mixed the chemicals. Theideawasfor afew
minutes of thisto be necessary before the gasoline would be exploded, so that the plane would bein the
ar."

"But how'd you get wisein time?'

"We have had experience with stuff in the gas tanks before. Monk installed a device to register any
foreign matter in thefud. It has the added advantage of showing when unscrupulous airport gasolinefilling
gationstry to dip uslow-gradefud.”

"Oh! Thedevice showed it!"

Doc nodded and looked at the plane. He said, "As soon as we can get the equipment boxes out, we will
head for Snig Johnson’ sfarm. It is plain that we have atough job ahead of us. Our enemies are dready
here"

"Huh?" Johnny exploded.
"The boy, Pete, was the midget, Cadwiller Olden," Doc said.

SNIG JOHNSON'’ Sfarm consisted of a house that was about to fal down and abarn that had. Doc
and Johnny heard the place long before the taxicab driver from Tuscumbia put them out at the foot of the
lane which wasrain-gullied so badly that he refused to drive his car up to the house.

"Sounds like Snig’shound dawgsis gettin' hungry,” thetaxi driver said after he pulled under an em tree
and parked to wait. The driver had aface Monk would have called a pickle-puss.



It sounded asif dl the dogs were howling steadily.

Johnny had picked up the St. Louis newspapersin Tuscumbia. He carried one dong, and shook it in
front of Doc in apuzzled way asthey got out of the car.

"Look here" he said, indicating an item. "That private detective didn’t notice the story until aday late. It
wasfirdg published yesterday. Cadwiller Olden must have seen it beforewe did.”

"That would explain how he beat us here," Doc admitted.
Thetaxi driver got out.

"If you fellersisgoin’ fishin', you might need somebody to take the fish off your hooks, or somethin’," he
suggested.

"No, thanks," Doc told him. ™Y ou stay here."

The driver shrugged. "1 can run that there boat that the power company keepsin aboathouset’ other sde
of Snig Johnson’splace."

Doc sad nothing.

"l notice you stopped at the power company an’ picked up the keysto the boat,” the driver insnuated.
"Sol guessyou'regoin’ outinit. I canrunit.”

Doc sad, "We |l manage.”
Doc and Johnny walked up to Snig Johnson’s house.

The dogswere in a pen, jumping, barking, chasing around with their nosesto the ground, and sneezing.
There were two sorrel mules, some chickens and guineas, more guiness than chickens. The tomato patch
on the rocky hill did not look so good. There was no one around.

"Snig Johnson said the spot where the lake was divided is amile north. We will get this power boat and
go up there," Doc said.

"It slucky we managed to locate a power boat in this part of thelake," Johnny said.

They sat out through the red oaks, following atrail that danted down toward the lake,

"Those dogs were acting queer,” Johnny said. "They didn’t look gaunt, asif they were hungry.”
"Pepper,” Doc said.

"What?"

"Pepper. Some one did not want them following atrail. They are foxhounds, but they might be madeto
trall aman."

Chapter 15. DEATH UNDERFOOT

LAKE OF THE OZARKSisnot anaturd lake. It isthe result of agigantic hydroelectric project, the
damming of the Osage River in Missouri. The damis high. It has caused mountain valeysto fill with
water for many miles, creating a scenicaly entrancing body of water with ashore line of considerably



more than athousand miles. Y et at no point isthe lake so wide that agood rifle would not send a bullet
from shore to shore.

As Doc and Johnny had comein the plane earlier, the lake from the air had resembled some squat,
Gargantuan leaflesstree of deep blue lying flattened out on the undulating verdant vastness of the Ozark
Mountains

The power company owning the dam makes an effort to keep the lake clear of floating snags, for this
driftwood might be carried past the protective booms at the dam, get into the turbines, and cause trouble.
For this clearing work, the concern maintains power boats at various points. It was one of these which
Doc and Johnny had recelved permission to use.

The keys Doc had gotten at the powerhouse fitted the padlock on the boathouse. The structure was
unpainted, heavy, built on afloat which wasin turn moored to piling, to take care of the rise and fall of
the water. The boathouse was reached by a narrow catwalk of planks nailed to logs.

The boat was abit over thirty feet, a cabin cruiser, not newly painted, but in good shape.

Johnny switched on aflashlight. There were cobwebs entwined back and forth across the boathouse and
over the boat.

"That'sardief,” Johnny said. "Nobody has been around the boat for afew days. The spider webs prove
thet."

Doc said nothing. They got aboard.
"Tank’sfull,"” Johnny remarked. "I’ ll check her over, thenwe'll go.”

THE driver of their taxicab was using the hood of his machine as awriting desk while he penciled anote:
I’ ve gone up the hill to pick blackberries.
"That oughtado it if they come back," he chuckled.

Hedid not go up the hill. Hewent down it. And a hundred yards put him on the bank of a creek full of
water that was green with depth. He scrambled down the bank.

"I"d pipe out next timeif | wasyou, pasy-wasy," avoice said gpparently from alarge bush. "Y ou don't
know how near you cometo gettin’ agob of lead.”

"You' d gotten agob right back,” said the other. "Take me to Cadwiller Olden.”

The bush moved aside, becoming boughslaid carefully over asmal highspeed outboard racing shell to
which was attached an enormous outboard motor. The rig was probably good for better than sixty miles
an hour.

"Chief," thetaxi driver grunted. "Get meto ‘im."

The man produced two stubby canoe paddles, wrapped with rags for two feet above the blades for
slencing purposes. Hewas not a particularly good paddier.

"Takethis," he directed, and handed the taxi driver astraw hat, acasting rod and acredl.



"HdI!" said the driver. "I can't use one of thesethings.”

"Makeadab at it. We gottalook like fishermen.”

They went acrossthe lake trying to look like fishermen.

"The chief’sin here," the boatman said and rowed into a crack of abay.

The crack was about thirty feet wide, and the wallsadmost as high. Twenty feet in, it ssemed to terminate
inawadl of vines, That is, if onewerealittle distance out in the lake, it would look like vines.

Thewall wasredly acurtain of green fresh tuff. It hung from arope stretched across theinlet. Rocks
were tied aong the bottom of the curtain a intervals. If the supporting rope were cut, the rocks would
pull the curtain under the water immediately and leave the way clear for the plane.

The plane was not much more than aflying motor. A big, grim pilot sat ready in the control cockpit.

Cadwiller Olden was taking a congtitutional up and down the planewing. His feet were socklessin
dark-blue strap sandals which showed histiny toenails were painted. He wore dark-blue trousers of
somewoolly stuff, alighter blue checkered sport coat, a very dark-blue sport shirt with extremely long
points on the collars. Histhroat and head were bare. He wore agold locket.

Helooked like a beautiful toy.

"Well?" he demanded.

"Doc Savage is headed for the boat,” the taxi driver said. "I worked it dick.”
"Y ou were not suspected?’ Cadwiller Olden demanded anxioudly.

"Not me. | did my bit to make ‘em think the boat was dl right, too."

Cadwiller Olden turned purple. He showed histeeth. He had suddenly become aviciouslittle blue mink
of acreature.

"Youincrediblefool!" he snarled. "Don’'t you redize this Doc Savageis clever? How he managed to
discover the solution in the plane tank isincredible! | can’t understand how hedid it.”

The driver looked uneasy. "I can savvy it. | heard him and that skinny guy with himtalkin’. Therewasa
gadget on the instrument board that showed the specific gravity and any foreign substance in the gasoline.
The gasoline ran through a gadget on the dashboard that had some litmus papers of different kindsin it
and—"

"I know how it would work!" the midget gritted. "What did you say about that boat?"
"l just asked ‘em if they needed aguy to go dongto runit for ‘em.”

"Idiot! Supposethey had taken you up?'

Thedriver squirmed. "I figured they wouldn’t.”

"I dmaost wish they had!" Cadwiller Olden told him furioudy. " That boat had atorpedo type bomb
fastened to the kedl. Thereisasmall propeller on the nose of the bomb, and when the forward motion of
the boat causes thisto turn over acertain number of times, the device will explode.”



The driver, anxiousto get the midget’ s thoughts off his own bad playing of his part, gulped, "But what i
Savage gets wise that the boat has been tampered with?"

"Hewon't," Cadwiller Olden said. "We got cobwebs out of the woods and placed them carefully so that
it would appear no one had been in the boathouse for days."

THE driver grinned widely. He was a palitician of sorts. He knew it dways hel ped to cheer the gags
which the boss thought up.

"Reckon they’ Il hear the propeller on the bomb?' he asked.
"Not achance. The motor of the boat will cover that."

A muttering sound came across the water.

"They’ ve started the boat’ s motor,” avoice called softly.

Cadwiller Olden took arunning jump off the plane wing and made the shore. He had the agility of a
monkey. The othersfollowed him.

Severd men were deployed adong the bank, well concedled in the brush. Their stedl war-time helmets,
automatic rifles, gas masks, and chest bullet protectors made them resemble soldiers.

"Hal" said thetaxi driver. "Y ou'd think this Doc Savage and his pa wasan army."

The look that came over Cadwiller Olden at that made the driver wish he’ d kept his mouth shut. One of
the others noted it dlso, and an ingtant later got the driver aside.

"The chief isjittery, buddy,” he said. "Better watch your tongue.”

"Y ou mean he' s scared of Savage?" the driver whispered.

"Y eah, but don’t mention it to hisface, if you want to raise any grandchildren.”
Thedriver snorted. 'l ain't afraid of this bronze guy.”

"That’sasample of the reason why you're not runnin’ this outfit,” said the other.

The driver looked indignant. At least, he knew when he had been called adumb cluck.

Cadwiller Olden had apair of binoculars, tiny glasses, but powerful, cussom-made for himself,
gold-trimmed. He adjusted them on the boathouse.

The structure was in the shadow of one bank of the lake, and the sun was blindingly brilliant on the water,
which madeit difficult to distinguish agreat ded of detail. But the boathouse doors were opening, it could
be seen.

"Sh-h-h!"

said Cadwiller Olden. "Don’t anybody move! Thisisthe critical minute. Savage will look around when he
comes out of the boathouse."

Every onefroze.

The sound of the boat’ s motor got louder, then took on alabored note, which indicated the clutch had



been thrown in. The boat came out, stern first. The bow cleared. The clutch went into forward speed,
and the propdler threw up aboil of water.

"They aboard?' aman breathed.
"Yes" hissed Cadwiller Olden. " Sh-h-h!"

The boat gathered speed. It scudded aong close under one bank. 1ts motor noise came thumping off the
rocky bank with the hollowness of adrum best.

Cadwiller Olden’ssmdl lips moved. He seemed to be counting. He got to fifty, and began to look
expectant.

He was not disappointed.

Therewas aflash, hotter than the sunlight. The lake split, the boat went up. It cameto piecesintheair.
The piecesfell back. They were not very big pieces. The lake surged in to gobble them.

Crows and blackbirds and jays flew over the woods in flocks, their startled outcries a plaintive bedlam.

Cadwiller Olden strained his eyes through the binoculars. He cursed, rubbed sweet off the lenses. His
front teeth began to show, ratlike, then dowly al of them. He suddenly hurled the binocularsinto the lake,
jumped up and down and screeched gleefully.

"Damned if wedidn't get ‘im at last!" he squawled.

THE men stood around. They didn’t exactly look happy. They were relieved of an enemy who had
struck genuineterror into the hearts of every one of them. But they had aso just helped kill one of the
best known of living men, and that was something to think abot.

Cadwiller Olden evidently knew how they felt. He ran to the plane, legped aboard, and came back with
agalon jug which had evidently been filled a some Ozark hillman’s private distillery. The men coughed
and sputtered over the white mule.

"Snap out of it!" Cadwiller Olden chortled. "Think of the future!™
"Yeah," muttered aman. "But between you and me, I’ d as soon have assassinated some one dse.”
The midget master snorted.

"We ve got the Repe!" he reminded. "With that in our hands, nobody can touch us! Battleships, planes,
not athing!"

His men cheered abit, heartened more by the invisible wine of greed than by theliquid result of a
mingling of mash, heat and a copper worm.

Cadwiller Olden began to give orders.
"All but four of you will come—"

He stopped. Some one was approaching. The state of the men’ s nerves was shown by the aacrity with
which they sought shelter behind trees and got their rifles ready.



It was only more of the gang.

Buddy Badwin and his sister were with them, aswell as Snowball Eagan. Thelatter had changed hishair
back to its normal black color, and had taken the tape off his hand.

"We heard the explosion!” Buddy Baldwin barked. "Did it go off without a hitch?"
"It did," Cadwiller Olden told him, with satisfaction.

BessBddwin sad, "Well, hewasn't invulnerable after dl.”

Cadwiller Olden looked at her intently.

"Y ou seemed to have had a crush on him. Aren’t you sorry?"

If the girl had any emation, it did not show.

"I did al my crying over spilled milk when | wasababy," she said.

Cadwiller Olden looked very pleased. Then hetook up the issuing of orders where he had been
interrupted.

"All but four of you will comewithme" he said. "Wewill get Repd out of the water. Our men have
succeeded in putting an aloy stedl band around it so that the tragedy of Fan Coral 1dand will not be
duplicated."”

He designated four men who were not to accompany this party.

"You four," hesaid, "will go to the spot where Doc Savage' s men are held. Y ou will shoot them, tie
rocks to them, and drop them into the lake.”

The pilot of the plane was one of the four designated for thistask.
"It'll beapleasure!" hegritted. "I’ [l get the Sllencer for my pistol out of the plane.”
Hewhirled, ran toward the plane.

At best the most careful plan of mortal man isa structure which leanson aprop that isheld in place by a
single pin. Should this pin drop out, and it can be easily jarred, the whole structure crashes to earth.

Thisflier didodged the pin. He jumped into a patch of brush which any one would have expected him to
go around. But the man wasin ahurry, or excited, or didn’t notice, and into the brush he went. But not
far.

He stopped. His eyes popped. He cried out asif eternity had cracked open and let him have alook at
what future life held for him.

No words, that scream. Just agargling blegt.
But Buddy Baldwin jumped forward and looked. He had words.
"Doc Savagel" he bawled.

Chapter 16. CHOICE



THE next ingant Buddy Badwin was flying head over hed's, unexpectedly wrapped up with gaunt
Johnny’ sincredibly bony armsand legs.

The pilot had fdlen down in hisfright. He was tangled up with the brush.

A man who had leaned his automatic rifle againgt atree sprang for it. The tree seemed, by some
phantasmagoria, to turn into agiant of bronze. Before the man’ s brain quite accommodated the fact that
Doc Savage had whipped around the tree, something awful hit him in the ssomach, doubled him, and
something more merciful on hisjaw put him to deep.

Before that fellow was on the ground, Doc had reached a second man. That one had arevolver
somewhere. In his excitement he had forgotten just which pocket. He went out without learning which
one.

Surprise evaporated. Three men dived in. Two were barehanded, one had a knife. Doc watched the
knife. The blades-man lunged like afencer. Doc went sidewise ten inches, crooked an €l bow akimbo.
Knife and hand went between side and elbow.

Doc tightened down. He pivoted. The arm got an extrajoint, and the sound was asif three glass marbles
had been crushed together in apam.

A fig hit Doc’sjaw. Another hit an ear. A man ran and jumped againgt the smal of hisback with both
feet. Doc went down.

"Kill *em!™ Cadwiller Olden squesked.
Buddy Badwin got hold of Johnny’ s string of aneck, gritted, "That’ sthe very ideal"

Hetightened down. Immediately he got two long fingersin hiseyes. He snarled, |et go, popped Johnny in
the nose. Johnny hit Baldwin’s Adam'’ s apple. The man gurgled and hacked and got green.

Badwin tried to stamp on Johnny’ s head. Johnny got hisleg, twisted. It was good jujutsu. Johnny had
both legs ready when Badwin fell. He kicked the man into the top of ascrub oak tree. Baldwin emitted
panther howls as the branches gored him.

"Kill *em!™ Cadwiller Olden pleaded.

Men were over Doc like hounds over acaught fox. Armsand legs got into al positions. Every second or
two somebody got his clothes ripped. The fight moved about, literdly arolling bal of men. Snowball
Eagan wastrying to get at Doc with another knife. He stuck apa by accident. The pa reached around,
got afistful of hair and pulled it out before he saw who it was. Where the hair came out it left a
completely bald spot dmost aslarge asapam. It was an excellent job of plucking.

"Y our head must be rotten!™ the hairpuller exploded.
"I’ll rot you!" Snowbd| snarled, and shifted the knife.

A bronze hand came out of the mélée and got Snowball’ sright ear. He was pulled into the pile. Then
somebody tried to stand on hisface. A gun went off in the pile. It had amuffled sound.

Cadwiller Olden ran around and screamed, "Where are those grenades? Where are those grenades?’
Buddy Badwin hit the ground under atree and groaned, "I should *a stayed on the farm!™

Helooked asif he were too dazed to know where he was, much less what he should have done.



WILLIAM HARPER LITTLEJOHN'’ S eminent associates of his college professoring dayswould have
been agog, a the very least, to seether staid and big-word-using fellow tutor just now.

Johnny was emitting an € ephant-trumpeting noise, racing about, striking and kicking. Hislong armsand
fists made arock-on-a-string combination. Rarely did he have to hit aman a second time.

Johnny had been shot twice aready. Oncein chest, once in ssomach. The men didn’t seem to understand
he had on abulletproof undergarment. At least, they didn’t shoot him in the face or neck, where they
would have gotten results.

Johnny dropped aman, walked the length of him to discourage his getting up, and ran to aid Doc.

Doc needed aid then. A moment later he didn’t. A remarkable sequence of events occurred. Snowball
Eagan came flying out of the pile of men. He had |ost consciousness somehow. Then Doc got upon his
feet, by the Smple expedient of grabbing asmal tree trunk and climbing up hand over hand.

Men clung to him. Doc knocked one off. He got another by the face with one hand and twisted. The
victim was glad to run backward out of the mélée.

Doc got alittle higher. He kicked another man off. His two knees came together, trap fashion, got a
head. The tongue came out of the head farther than it seemed possible. The owner got down on hands
and knees when he was released. Doc leaped away from the tree.

Two men, calm soulswho had kept their heads, stood to one side with rifles, waiting for aclear target.

Cadwiller Olden saw Doc Savage jump clear. The midget made awhimpering noise and dashed hisgaze
over the ground al around. Therewas no hole. Doc started toward him.

Bess Badwin ran forward with arock and struck at Doc’ s head. It was a heavy enough rock to shatter a
tub.

Doc seemed not to seethe girl.

But he doubled, going amost to dl fours. The girl fell over hisback. Theweight of the rock carried her
on over. She smacked the ground hard.

Both rifles banged. The bullets passed where Doc had been.

Johnny saw the riflemen for the first time. He dipped abony hand in his clothing, brought out afistful of
metal thingsthe size of eggs, began doing something to them and damming them againgt the ground.

They squirted out an unbelievable quantity of black smoke.

BY the count of fifteen, the woodsfor yards around was gorged with cuttlefish black. Theriflemen let fly
afew bullets. Then they turned and ran from the approaching smoke. They thought it might be gas. The
brush was thick, and the smoke caught them. It was not gas.

Men ran around in the smoke, cursing and swinging at trees, bushes or other men—anything they
touched. The smoke was the blackest stuff they had ever seen. It had aqueer odor, too. It smelled like
perfume. They thought it was some strange gas, and that didn’t help their peace of mind. They dashed
about more madly.



They were not too busy to have been vastly surprised had they been able to observe what Doc Savage
and Johnny were doing.

Doc waslying flat on the ground, where there was less chance of being shot accidentally. He drew an
aluminum case out of a pocket. It was about the size of the cases used to carry the little sports binoculars
which are worn in the fashion of spectacles. Infact, it was such acase.

The goggles, highly complicated ocular-mechanica gadgets, converted theinvishbleinfralight into avisible
form. Doc put them on.

The men werefor the most part groping about helplesly.

The pilot of the planewas not in Sght.

Neither was Cadwiller Olden. But Olden’ s voice rang out an instant later.
"Bat!" heyeled. "Bat!"

"Over here, chief!" yelled "Bat."

Bat wastheflier. He was on the opposite Sde of the smoke pall.

"Y ou out of thet stuff?" the midget yelled.

"Yeeh. | ranforit."

"Get to them men of Doc Savage' s Get rid of them! Shoot them!™

"Right!" yelled Bat.

Johnny had his goggles on by now. He got up, face anxious, and started for the pilot, Bat.
"Johnny!" Doc cdled.

Johnny stopped. "Y es?'

"Get the midget!" Doc directed.

Johnny whirled and legped for the spot from which Cadwiller Olden had yelled.
Doc ran in the direction taken by theflier.

Severa bullets searched the spot from which Doc had called shortly after he |l eft.

BAT, theflier, waslosing no time. An agile physicad specimen, like dl the sinister midget’ s men, hewas
fast. Too, he had the good sense to make asllittle noise as possible, with the result that Doc found it
impossbletotrail him by sound done.

Therest of the gang was making a great racket. Two of them were fighting each other by mistake, both
ydling bloody murder.

Doc encountered thick brush. It delayed him. He findly took to atree, whipping aoft with smooth speed,
and from the top boughs saw Bat. The man was making for the plane, had amost reached it. Doc had
not expected that.



The bronze man took long dropsto the ground and longer leaps for the plane. He heard awatery sighing,
and knew the concealing curtain of vines had gone down. The plane’ s motor cleared its exhaust stacks
with anoisy backfire. Theinertia starter moaned again. The engine began turning over.

Doc wrenched off the goggles. They were no great help now that he was out of the smoke. The plane
was moving, its propellers driving a vast wind through the red oaks. It had to travel only afew yards
before it was clear out on the lake. Doc changed his course.

Blue of the lake gppeared through the trees. Then the gliding yellow of the plane wings. The craft moved
fast. Even afish would hardly catch it in the water now.

Taking the only chance, the bronze man kept his speed. He did not have any more. Hewasusing it all
now. He reached the brink of the rocky creek bank and went out into space.

It was aprodigious leap, and he almost didn’t makeit. Doc’ s legp fell short, but he had seen it would,
and doubled forward, arms bent and stiffened. His chest and arms smashed down on the plane wing, and
his metalic fisgswent through the fabric.

THE plane builders had done agood job, and the struts held. The man of bronze hung to the wing,
athough hisfeet doughed through the weter.

The pilot glared, but he could do nothing. He had to fight to keep the plane from crashing. The craft
roared out on the lake.

Theflier cut the gas, intending to let the plane dow down while he finished the bronze man with agun.
Doc swung up on the wing, started aong it, doubled over. The pilot changed his mind about dowing. He
fed the big cylindersgas.

Fire, noise, came out of the stacks. The ship rocked. Struggling, doing agood job, theflier held thewing
up under Doc’sweight. The bronze man had to drop prone to keep on the wing.

He was clinging there when Bat got the ship off the water.

Bat knew his plane. Theway he climbed it would have tickled the designer. The laboring motor Ieft a
vague snake of smoke behind.

A dip, and avertical bank, Bat tried next. Doc managed to hold on. Bat looped, an inside loop. That
was not as hard on the bronze man. The centrifugal force helped.

Bat got set for an outside loop. It was adeadly instant. Doc could never have held on through the
maneuver. But theflier took alook at the torn fabric where the bronze man’ sfists had plunged through
the wing—and changed his mind about going outside. More of the fabric was tearing off.

Bat stood up in the cockpit. He had arevolver, and wore a confident 1ook.

Chapter 17. THE LOST REPEL

DOC was et for that move. He had driven in the top fabric of the plane wing and had hishand inside, a
firm grip on the control which ran to the aileron on the wingtip. He gaveit ayank. Asagood plane
should, the craft went over.



Bat went back into the cockpit to fight the controls again, too busy to do any shooting. Doc got hisown
wing down. Bat, contrary, tried to get it up. Doc let him. Then the bronze man did down thewing to the
fusdage.

Out of habit, Bat had his eye on the bank indicator. He didn’t see the bronze man’s maneuver. And when
he missed Doc he thought he had lost him overboard. He raised up, ahappy expression on hisvisage, to
look down and watch hisenemy hit the lake. The next instant Doc was in the cockpit with him.

The cockpit was not large enough for much action with both of them init. Bat concentrated on getting
Doc out. He paid no attention to hisfeet, and none at all to the control stick. The stick got jammed
forward. The rudder was at center. The throttle was wide open.

The plane went into its outside loop.

Whenit pulled over at the bottom, the fabric popped, came off the left wing like the skin off abanana
The plane started for its end at three hundred, threefifty, then four hundred miles an hour. And it did not
have far to go.

Bat, by that time, was in a condition where he had only ahazy idea about what was happening. He had
lost hisgun to Doc Savage. He was amost limp; his parachute pack, which he had not had time to strap
on, was screwed around over one edr.

Doc got the parachute pack just before the roar of air swept it overboard. He did not look out. Sound
had told him what had happened. He twisted into the * chute. The pack harness was tight.

He held Bat with both arms and both legs and managed to roll out of the cockpit. Thetail assemblage
walloped them, then they were clear.

It isafact surprisng to alayman that a plane can dive much faster than ahuman body will fal. The plane,
itsbad wing giving it atwid, left them behind.

Doc got hold of theripcord and yanked. Bat screamed when the pilot came out of the ‘ chute pack. He
would probably never scream again like that aslong as he lived, for he had revived enough to be sure
that the bronze giant would not be able to hold him.

Hewaswrong.

When they were swinging, with the shore of the |ake—they could land on earth or water, asthey chose,
by dipping air from one side of the ‘ chute—Doc reached up with hisright hand and grasped al Bat' s hair
that the hand would accommodate. Bat wore his hair conveniently long. Doc tested. Bat shrieked. The
hair held.

Doc tilted forward, swinging his legs and body back where Bat could not grab them. Then helet the man
hang, supporting him by the fistful of hair. Bat's scalp rose with rubbery eaticity, and he screamed so
hard in terror that his shrieks became only asnarl of air out of histhroat.

"Quiet!" Doc sad.
Bat shut up. He probably couldn’t have told why.

"The hair garts coming out after awhile," Doc told him grimly. "After about so much of it isgone, you are
going to be somewhat embarrassed.”

Thiswastruth, except for the matter of time, which Doc had no intention of mentioning. As strongly as



Bat’shair wasrooted, it would probably stay with him to aripe age.
But Bat had no brave ideas on the subject. He did what any other normal rogue would have done.
"Pleasal" he croaked. "I’ll do anything you say!"

"WHERE are my four men?' Doc asked.
Bat levdled an arm eagerly. "Therel”

The plane made a big splash in the lake. When the water ran back there was not avestige of the craft
afloat. 1t was almost aminute before oil came to the top.

"Therel" Bat croaked.

The spot seemed to be alog cabin about a quarter of amile from the lake shore. Asaprotective caution
againg fires, aclearing had been opened up around the cabin.

Three men were stlanding in the clearing, ogling the descending parachute. They had rifles, and were
holding them asif they wanted to shoot, but didn’t think the moment quite right.

"My men arein that cabin?' Doc asked.
"They are!" Bat croaked.
Hewaan't lying. No man would be likely to, in his position.

What happened next puzzled Bat vastly. He was hauled up. Naturaly, he grabbed the bronze man with
al hissrength. They whirled around and around.

Bat found agun in his hand—his and the bronze man’ s hand, rather. The gun began to explode. It was
Bat’ sweapon, which Doc had taken in the plane. It went off six times. It only held Six cartridges.

Doc became as limp as death in the parachute harness. His arms and legs hung down, dangling.

"You'vejust shot me," the bronze man said. "And if you act asif you haven't, you are certainly going to
wish you had wings."

They swung dowly downward, while Bat thought that over, trying to figureit out.
Doc's eyes were open—the men around the cabin could not see open eyes from that distance.

The bronze man could see the spot where the Repel lay. Only the water was not parted. Two boats,
power cruisers, were anchored at the spot, and divers were over the side. They seemed to be hauling
something to the surface.

Two huge planes were anchored near by. They were giant craft that could fly the sees.
"Huh!" Bat exploded.

He had figured it out. Doc had pulled atrick to make the men around the cabin think that he, Bat, had
shot the bronze man.

Bat was glad enough to let it go at that. He even put the empty gun, which he dill held, into Doc's



pocket, being very careful that the act was not visible from the cabin.

They landed painfully in ablackberry patch.

THE meninthe clearing at the cabin were in adilemma.

"Bat shot Savage!" one explained needlesdy. "We better go help him. He may be hurt.”
"Chief said stay here with them prisoners,” another warned.

"But Ba—"

"Hdl with Bat!"

They remained.

Before long the men heard noisein the brush, and remarked that here Bat came. But when the necessary
amount of time had elapsed, Bat did not walk out. Instead, there was sllence. Then hisvoice.

"A little help, you guyd"
It was Bat’ s voice, but queer and croaking, asif something had happened to him.
The men ran into the brush to help their comrade.

Doc Savage whipped into the clearing from the opposite side. He had spent agood many hundreds of
hours over the course of life from childhood perfecting his command of voice imitation and ventrilogquism.
He angled into the cabin.

It had two rooms, one big, one smdl. The prisoners werein the small room. Doc Savage stopped in the
door, and instead of looking joyful, he registered stark shock, disappointment.

Therewere only two prisoners.

Monk and Ham. Ropes bound them, sponges were taped in their mouths, and each had abig rock tied
to hisfeet. A rock that would sink abody deep in the lake.

Doc wrenched out the sponges. His cabled bronze fingers went to work on the ropes, and the strands
began to snap, those that were not easily untied.

"Where are the other two?"' he asked quietly.

"Renny and Long Tom?' Monk had been gagged so long that his voice sounded queer. "They are at the
other place”

"Whet other place?’

"I don’'t know whereitis," Monk groaned. " Judging from the amount of flying the planes did to get here,
the hide-out is between two and three thousand miles away."

"Y ou are sure Renny and Long Tom are not here?’

"Pogtive." Monk groaned. "They brought me and Ham aong in case they might need usfor adicker, or
for bait. They kept Renny and Long Tom in reserve.”" Then he added, as an afterthought: "1s Habeas dl



right?’

Doc assured both Ham and Monk that their respective pets were at his headquarters building, being
taken care of by one of the elevator boys. Monk appeared greetly relieved. He was about to say
something €l se when Ham broke in with, "The guards are coming back!"

THE guards stood outside and grumbled for awhile. The fact that they had not found Bat seemed to
bother them, and to be puzzling aswell.

Doc gave Monk and Ham time to windmill their arms and do squiatting exercise, then whispered,
"Reedy?" inquiringly.

"Boy, am I!" Monk gritted in anticipation.
Doc tensed hisvocd cords and made Bat' s voice ring through the house.
"Wherein blazes are you guys?' Bat’ s voice said.

With profanity, and perfectly naturd curiogty, the men outside came charging in. They were not ready for
anything, and the odds were even, anyway. There was agreat ded of noisefor avery brief period. And
thenit wasdl over.

Monk and Ham found rope enough to tie their prisoners. Doc went for Bat; he had |eft the flier, knocked
unconscious, near atree. When two of the captives came to, Monk made an elaborate business of tying
the big rocksto their feet, and so ferocious was the homely chemist’ s expression that the pair became
satisfyingly convinced they were to be consigned to the lake without more ado.

"You just can't repress the beast in you, can you?' Ham sneered a Monk.

"Right now I’m gonnalet the beast prowl,” Monk grinned.

Doc rapped, "Thereisalot to do. Find Johnny. And try to get that Repd away from them.”
"Havethey got it?" Ham exploded.

"By now, yes."

The bronze man set afast pace through the woods, the other two having trouble keeping up until the
stiffness shook out of their joints.

Droning of plane motors started out on the lake. Two ships, but more than two motors. The big craft.
They were coming down the lake. Over their symphony, men shouted.

"Ligten," Doc requested.

The group halted, ligened—and heard Cadwiller Olden’ssmall, piping yells. The sound set them off like
adarting gun.

Doc left Monk and Ham behind, and when they caught up with him, the bronze man was poised on the
shore of thelake. Monk stared.

"Of dl the breakd" he groaned.



Many headswerein the water, far down the lake, and well out, moving toward the planes, which had
dowed. One head was huge, bullet-shaped, and dark.

"That' sthe big dummy, Nero,” Monk said. "He sahaly terror. Every maninthe gang isafraid of him.
They say he used to be acannibal, and ain’t reformed. He worshipsthat little devil "

Thelittle devil was swimming abreast of the huge cresture who had no tongue. Buddy Baldwin and his
sster wereaong.

The planes picked them up, ignoring the bullets which Monk and Ham were dropping around the craft
with rifleswhich they had picked up in the cabin. With agreat bellowing of huge motors, the shipstook
theair.

One seemed much heavier than the other. It ran dmost amile before it got off loggily.
"The Repd isaboard that ship," Doc Savage said quietly.

Not until the two big planes had gone some distance did Doc speak again.

"We had better find Johnny," he said.

JOHNNY looked asif he had been through agreat dedl. He still wore part of his pants, and one shoe. It
would be months before his bruises went away.

Hewas guarding severd prisoners.

"It wasthat big black dummy," he said sheepishly. "I caught Cadwiller Olden and was carrying him back
when the dummy jumped me."

He stopped, and thought about what had happened.

"I never saw anything like that mute," he said findly, and shivered.

Ham snapped, "What happened?"

Johnny looked at the ground, the sky, and felt of his hurts, and did not wince.
"I'dliketolieaboutit," hesad. "l ran."

Ham had a sharp tongue. He opened his mouth to useit. Then he must have thought of something,
undoubtedly the giant black fiend.

"I’ d have done the same thing,” Ham said.
Monk grinned, and for one of the raretimesin hislife agreed with astatement which Ham had made.
"Me, too," hesaid.

Johnny, relieved and wanting to change the subject, said, "It’ stough the nifty we pulled on them &t the
dart of thisdidn’t finish the whole thing up. Y ou see, they had planted taxi driversin the little towns
around here, and we hired one. Doc inquired around town before we hired the driver, and learned he
was astranger. So that gave us a hunch he was one of the gang.”

Johnny sghed.



"We pretended to leave the driver and walk to the boathouse,” he said. "Then we ducked back, and
watched the driver go across the lake with another fellow, very furtively. We knew, then, that he was one
of the gang. So we went back and looked the boat over very thoroughly.

"Doc found the bomb under the hull. He backed the boat out, headed it down the lake, and dived into
the water through a hole we had chopped in the hull on the side where they couldn’t seeit. When the
boat blew up, we weren't aboard.”

The gaunt geologist shook his head. "We had atime crossing that lake, swimming. | thought surethey’d
see us, even if wedid run up to where it was narrower. But they didn’t, and we ran back, and were
nicely set to overhear them when we had bad luck and they found us. That set off the fireworks."

MONK had falen to staring a Johnny. The homely chemist’s mouth was wide open, aremarkable
cavity.

Doc Savage said quietly, "They got away with Repd.”

Ham gtarted, and an expression of grimness came over hisfeatures.

"That isgoing to be bad," he said after atime.

Doc nodded. "It is."

Something in the bronze man’ stone, the seriousness of it, made Johnny shiver involuntarily.
"Maybe," he ventured hestantly, "the heavily laden plane will crash with it."

Then, a homely Monk, who was il favoring him with an agog Sare, "What' sthe matter with you?"
"You," Monk breathed.

"What' sthe matter with me?’

"You'reusing smal wordd" Monk gasped wonderingly. "Y ou’ ve findly turned human!™

"A prepollency of eventuation,” Johnny explained.

"Aw, heck!" Monk said.

Chapter 18. TERROR

THE time—two weeks |ater. The place—the lofty headquarters of Doc Savagein New Y ork City. The
dtate of the public's peace of mind—tranquil. The masses did not yet have a suspicion of what was
coming.

Perhaps a score of men did know. They were scientists, men from Europe aswell asthe United States.
An eminent aggregation, they had assembled hastily in New Y ork at acal from aman they dl knew, Doc
Savage.

A number of them had been ingrumenta in fashioning the remarkable individua which the man of bronze
had become. They had hel ped teach him, imparting their own knowledge until histrained brain had



absorbed al that they knew, and had gone on into the rellms of new research.

They had just finished anumber of days of intense discussion, these men, and they had gathered in the
skyscraper reception room to report to the man who had asked their help.

A renowned specialist in electrochemistry as gpplied to astronomy, from Vienna, served as spokesman.

"Inyou adone hopelies," he said without preliminary oratory. ™Y ou have studied with us, and we know
the extent of your ability and knowledge; or, rather, we know that it is beyond ours. We appreciate the
fact that you appealed to us, and are touched by it, and warmed, for it showsthat you have not become
overconfident of your own ability, in spite of what we know to betrue, that you are infinitely more
advanced than any of us, your old teachers.”

Doc remained expressionless, but kept his gaze on theinlaid table. He was touched deeply, for these
elderly men were masters, scientists whose names and work would be known to posterity for centuries.
And they were men who did not—he would have been less embarrassed if they did—usewhat in street
lingo is desgnated as the old "soft sogp."”

"Then you believe thereis no immediate protection against Repd 7' he asked.
The spokesman shrugged. "Have we anything in science that is not affected by gravity?'
"No substance,” Doc agreed.

"Gravity isaforce which draws substance toward the earth,” said the other. "As yet the nature of gravity
isnot definitely settled by science.”

Doc nodded. "True."

"The force thrown out by Repel isundoubtedly the direct opposite of gravity,” the elderly scientist
continued. "It isaforce hitherto unknown to science. Instead of attracting, as does gravity, Repel forces
away."

THERE was slencein thelofty room. Traffic noise camefaintly, from the Street.

"What the source of the force of Repdl is, we do not know," the scholar went on. "We designate the
substance by the name assigned to it by those unscrupulous men who now haveit in their possession.
They call it Repel. That isasgood aname as any.

"Repe is, undoubtedly, some new substance. |, personaly, lean to the belief that it isaconcentration of
electrons, or of the composites of eectrons, so acting upon each other that the hitherto known laws of
electricity and force are unbaanced.”

"That ismy own conclusion,” Doc agreed quietly.
The old scientist leaned back and seemed to delve into his memory.

"A theory was once advanced that gravity isthe pulling force of adepost of some substancein the
approximate center of the earth,” he said. "The scientist who advanced that ideawas no fool. He
performed agreat number of experiments which tended to prove histheory."

Doc said, "If my recollection is correct, the scientist you mentioned ventured that concentrations of these
€electron composites occurring in the universe had drawn, each onefor itself, the masses of atomswhich



go to make up the planets. In other words, the sun, the moon and the stars exist because such
concentrations occurred, and that accounts for the pull of gravity. On planetswhere gravity isless, itis
amply because thereisless of what we might call the gravity metd "

"Exactly. Repd might possibly be another such substance, or eement, having an effect exactly opposite
of gravity, forcing things away insteed of drawing them.”

Another scientist spoke up.

"It ismy understanding asyou explained it," hetold Doc, "that this Repd seemed to be encased in ashell
of metdlic goneimpervioustoit?

"Exactly," Doc replied. "The case had cracked open over atiny strip, and the force was escaping through
this crack. Mysdlf and my associate, Maor Renwick, got close enough to observe this crack. It was
hardly wider than apencil. Y et an incredible amount of force was escaping. Imagine what this power,
unbridled in unscrupulous hands, will do.”

The grave countenances of the listenersindicated they had thought about that point.

There was more discussion, growing more technical in nature, but it al added up to the same thing. Repd
hed them baffled.

Eventudly they departed, to pool their knowledge in study and experiments.

"Any day," Doc warned them, "this fantastic midget may start hiswork. And it will not be pleasant to
witness.”

DOC SAVAGE, when the scientists had gone, started for the laboratory where he himself was
experimenting. Ham and Johnny werein thelibrary which lay between the reception room and the
laboratory. Monk had his homely facein ahuge dictionary.

"A propdlency of eventuation,” he muttered. "A prope lency—"
"P-r-e-p-o-I-lI-e-n-c-y," Johnny corrected absentmindedly.

"Huh?' Monk shuffled leaves. "Wéll, heck! Why couldn’t you have just said, ‘the force of
circumstances 7'

Johnny |ooked up, puzzled. "When?'
"When you tried to explain why you used little words for once!"

Doc paused at the mail desk. There were gpproximately twenty cables, twice as many telegrams. He
opened them. Negative reports, al. No trace of Cadwiller Olden and his men—and Renny and Long
Tom.

There was atelegram from the chief of a private detective agency in St. Louis. A crooked dick who had
furnished Cadwiller Olden with the report of the presence of Repel in the Lake of the Ozarks had been
found. He was being spirited to New Y ork, for Doc to deal with himsdlf.

Therewas areport from Doc’ s upstate "crimina curing” inditution, which said:
THE RAW MATERIAL RECEIVED HAS GONE THROUGH THE PROCESS OF



MANUFACTURE VERY SATISFACTORILY
The crooked detective from St. Louiswould probably go through the ingtitution.
Doc went on into the laboratory and began to work.

It was not more than three or four minutes later when the laboratory’ s high windows darkened dowly,
and the bronze man, glancing out, noted black clouds crawling in from the sea.

He stood at the window for awhile. It was amost like an omen, the coming of those clouds.

And when he turned on the lights, he did it severd times, dowly and thoughtfully, switching them on and
off.

It was not often that he became so meditative.

At amost the same time that the man of bronze was meditating, trouble was occurring on Long Idand
Sound. Trouble the bronze man had known would come. And when it came, it struck with aforce that

was gppalling.

Chapter 19. THE COMING OF REPEL

THE liner went aground on Montauk Point, Long Idand, On Monday. It was dueto dock in New Y ork
that evening. A horror-stricken, incoherent passenger appeared at afarmhouse with the first word.

Not as many had died as might have. The captain was raving, unbaanced temporarily. But the first mate
explained that the ship had been shoved off her course by something invisible. She had been carried
aong on agreat tida wave, and finaly deposited, high and dry, on the sandy, uninhabited marshland of
outer Long Idand.

Then the men with the guns had come aboard. With the fantastic guns. They were not shaped as ordinary
guns, athough they had somewhat the shape. And they did not send bullets.

The guns shot force! Men had been knocked down, carried backward, thrown high into the air.
Theraiders had gone away, satisfied, with the two million in eearmarked gold in the strongroom.

Doc Savage and his men were at the spot an hour after the frightened passenger reached the telephone.
There was not much they could do but look—and pick up oneidle remark that explained alot.

"Therewasn't athing in sght,” explained the shaky first mate, "except alittle plane flying off onthe
seaward side.”

The bronze man'’ slittle group conferred on the way back to New Y ork.
"That'sthefirst,” Monk said. "There Il be plenty more.”
"The plane carried the larger Repel “gun,’™ Doc decided aoud.

Hewasflying. He had secured anew speedplane, one which carried more bombs and machine guns, and
was fagter than anything he had ever designed.

"Them guys used the Stuff in guns of somekind,” Monk muttered. "I savvy how they would do that. The



trigger pulls agate open and lets the force out. But one thing buffaloes me.”
"What?' Doc queried.

"Why ain’'t there no recoil ? For every force operating in one direction there must be an equa and
oppositeforce.”

"That," Doc explained, "isthe accepted law of forces. But Repd is force, or the source of force of anew
kind. That problem can best be answered with a question.”

"What question?"
"Did you ever think of an equa and opposing forcefor the force of gravity?"

Monk sat and thought about that until the bronze man put the plane down in front of the big hangar—it
was disguised as awarehouse—which he maintained on the Hudson water front, and which connected
with his skyscraper headquarters by an underground pneumatic tube with carsin it which men could ride.

"I’'m getting aheadache," Monk summarized histhinking.

THE Bank of the People was robbed the next morning, just after opening for business. Therewas
nothing to it—from the robbers' point of view. They smply drove up in acar and turned their Repel
cannon on the bank.

Desksfdl acrossthe rooms. Telersand customersfel after them. One of the guardstried to walk
around to the end of the room and managed, unfortunately, to walk up near the celling. About that time
the bandits turned off the Repdl. The guard fell and fractured his skull, dying that same day.

Theraidersdid not get much, comparatively. A little under a hundred thousand.
The Security was next, then the Universa Trug, the Drivers and Workers, and the House of Goldberg.

A police patrol car chased the bandits as they left the House of Goldberg with forty-odd thousand
dollars. But the car suddenly stopped and began to fall backward up the street. It hit abuilding with
about the same force asif it had dropped from the top of a skyscraper.

Every banking house in the city closed down, locked its money in the vaults, and stationed guards with
machine guns.

They could have saved themsdves the effort. That was the end of the bank robbing for the day.

The raiders went to work on the jewelry stores. They got four stores before the jewelry establishments all
closed up.

An armored truck, a department store, and the stock vaults of acompany which stamped gold watch
casesfollowed.

The raiders were seen. Plenty of times. But their cars were armored. Once they came to a barricade of
sandbags which had been placed conveniently across a street. The cops behind the barricade thought
they had them. Then the cops and their barricade fell amost a quarter of amile down the street.

Doc Savage no longer went to the scenes of the crimes. There were too many, and nothing to be
accomplished, anyway.



The bronze man went to the management of the skyscraper in which he had his headquarters. He owned
enough of the concern’ s assetsto get what he wanted done. Attendants began to make the rounds of the
offices, and tenants started moving out.

"Wego, too,” Doc told hisaids.
"But danged if I'm gonnalet alittle guy no bigger than a peanut run me outta here!™ Monk yelled.
"Let themissing link stay,” Ham suggested.

Acting asif hedid it because he never complied with any of Ham' s suggestions, Monk |eft the building
with them.

Thedirigible mooring mast on top of the Skyscraper fell off two hours|later. The whole building leaned
and groaned, and blocks of masonry dropped—went sailing across town, rather.

"I'll be superamagamated!” Johnny gulped.

"Cadwiller Olden tried to destroy the building, hoping wewould beinit,” Doc said. "The Structureis
probably the strongest of itsSizein existence, or it would have gone down.”

Monk pointed. "There' swhere the Repel came from!”

Hewasindicating aplane. A large, fast craft, it droned about, unafraid. Doc and the others watched it.
They could hear the plan€ s motor.

They noticed something abruptly. Monk remarked upon it.
"They'redgnding,” hesad.
The othersheard it. Three short bursts from the plane’ s motor. Then alonger one.

Doc Savage sad nothing. But, strangdly, his smdll, fantastic noise which he made in moments of mentd
stress, but which the others had not heard in days, came into existence. It ran heartily through its exotic
scale which was definitedly musical, yet without atune.

The men stared, wondering what had caused the sound. The bronze man did not explain.

THE newspapers carried the next development on their front pages.
SURRENDER OF DOC SAVAGE
DEMANDED BY REPEL MASTERS
MAYOR SAYSWILL REFUSE!

All thejournds had it. The letter had come to each through the mall. Directionsto Doc had been
included:

The man of bronze will understand the power of Repel, and what it can do to the buildingsin thelarge
citiesof the United Satesif he refuses.

Doc Savage will gppear alone in an open power boat in the Atlantic Ocean five miles south of Long
Beach, Long Idand, one half hour before dusk to-night.



When Savage surrenders, we guarantee to destroy no more buildings and take no more lives.
"They didn’t say anything about taking no more money," Monk growled, reading this.
"It sridiculous, of course!™ Johnny snapped.

They separated, abit later, each to assigned tasks, Monk to consult with military officias about planting
antiaircraft guns about the city, Ham to meet with the police officids to afford what help he could, and
Johnny to make atak over aradio network—using small words—to explain what Repel was, to dlay
the horror which the mystery of the thing had created. Thistalk was supposed to decrease public fear.
He doubted if it would.

They were to meet in Monk’ s penthouse laboratory down near Wall Street, Doc with them.

Doc Savage, however, did not appear.

Chapter 20. SURRENDER

THE small boat had one qudlity: It wasfast. But the designer had not put enough flare at the bow, with
the result that spray came aboard by the bucketful, and it was necessary to keep a canvas cover over the
motor. The boat had never been intended for the open sea, anyway.

Doc Savage was wet from head to foot, and because it was more comfortable thus, had stripped to
trousers. He consulted the tachometer, and judged the location of the boat by the distance to the hazy
shore.

He was about five miles off Long Beach, Long Idand, and it was about an hour until the time which the
nautical amanac gave asthe sunset hour.

Hewaited. The boat had no covering. Hiswet trousers clung to him. All told, the most cursory glance
would show that he carried no weapon on his person or in the boat.

Clouds were overhead.

A plane came dropping out of them, motorsidling. It had the silence of aghost. Not until it waslessthan
five hundred feet from the sea did the motors pick up, and the plane made alarge, cautious circle. The
seawas clear. The plane camein for alanding.

It taxied close dongside. Men climbed out on itswings. Buddy Baldwin was one of them. They looked
into the boat and at Doc Savage. Then they climbed back into the plan€’ s cabin.

"Y ou may have abig bomb under that boat!" Buddy Baldwin yelled. "Jump overboard and svim to the
planet”

Doc jumped overboard and sivam. He reached the plane, climbed aboard while scared men stood back
from him behind pistols. When they had overcome some of their fear they searched him. They found
nothing.

"] can’t understand this," Cadwiller Olden said.

He came out from the rear of the cabin, where he had been concealed, watching. He scowled at Doc
Savage, atiny statuesque figure, immaculately dressed as ever.



"What' sthe catch?' he demanded.
"No catch,” Doc said quietly.

"You'renot kidding mel" the midget snarled. ™Y ou didn’t give yoursdf up so quickly without areason. |
expected it to take weeks!"

"And many lives" Doc added grimly. "Did it not occur to you that it might be my desire to save as many
lives as possble?!

"A lot of things occur to me!" Cadwiller Olden grated.

The little man said nothing more until the planewasin the air. He stood back, and his big bodyguard,
Nero, came and stood behind him, eying Doc Savage with astrange, fierce intentness.

Once, the bestia Nero made his strange croaking noise and formed characters with hisfingers. It must
have been a deaf-and-dumb sign language of his own, for Doc had never seen it before.

"He |l tear you limb from limb, Nero," Cadwiller Olden told the big dummy—not adummy entirely,
evidently, for he could hear.

Nero made savage motionswith hisfingers.

Cadwiller Olden shrugged. "All right, Nero. Y ou can have him first, when we get ready. It will be
something to watch, you two together.”

Then the midget glared fiercely at the man of bronze.

"I still think there' satrick!" he barked. "Do you want to see your two men whom | ill hold before you
die?'

Doc Savage showed no expression. It was not exactly easy; for thiswasthefirst time he had been sure
that Renny and Long Tom were il dive—if they were,

"No," Doc said.

"Inthat case," Cadwiller Olden leered, "I’ll let them see you. They’ll get akick out of watching you and
Nero together.”

Huge Nero made a crowlike sound.

THE planeflew out over the Atlantic Ocean for some hours and dighted alongside arusty old steamer
which had CABLE LAY ER emblazoned on its hull. The craft, which looked perfectly legitimate, was
anchored over the route taken by an ocean cable.

A boom hoisted the plane aboard. The wings were removed. They seemed to be of a quick demountable
type. Big, specia hatches opened in the decks, and within twenty minutes the plane was out of sght.

Cadwiller Olden, Nero, and a dozen men with gunsin their hands escorted Doc Savage to the living
quarters of the ship. Therewas alarge crew aboard.

Bess Bd dwin met them. She was made up, wore amodish evening gown, and looked more entrancing
than usud.



"Y ou have more livesthan acat,” shetold Doc Savage quietly.

The bronze man looked at her and seemed not to see her.

The midget chuckled.

"We'll get thisover with as soon as possible," he said. "Nero, what' Il it be? Knives?'

The monster made croakings and finger movements.

"You'reafool," Cadwiller Olden said. "But you can take him on bare-handed, if you wish."

Buddy Badwin chuckled, then interposed, "Chief, if | might make a suggestion. The boyswould likethis.
Why not wait until some of the planes get in? They had to fly aroundabout course in case some onetried
tofollow them."

Cadwiller Olden considered that. It seemed to please him.
"All right," he agreed.

The men held Doc Savage in acabin that was as paatialy furnished as anything the finest ocean liner had
to offer—but for the fact that the furniturewas al of tiny size, to fit Cadwilier Olden.

The midget himsdlf seemed nervous. He walked up and down, and frequently drew out the blade of his
little sword caneto inspect it. He held it where Doc Savage could get aglimpse of it.

"An exact duplicate of the one carried by Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks, isit not?" he
asked.

It was. Doc said so.
The midget chuckled grimly. "If Nero is not the man hethinksheis, | do think | shdl try thisout on you."
Doc said nothing.

"Thereis one difference between this cane and Ham's," Cadwiller Olden remarked. "Thisoneis coated
with afer-de-lance extract that isusudly pretty fatd.”

PLANES arrived, one at atime, and were hauled aboard and stowed below decks. The amount of
shouting in greeting was about in proportion to the amount of loot each ship brought. 1t must have been
condderable.

Cadwiller Olden reminded grimly, "Only the beginning. Only the beginning.”

The midget was becoming more impatient, and when some twenty minutes elgpsed and no more planes
came, hegaveit up.

"Thefools should have made better time!l" he sngpped. "L et them missit. Get moving, you!"
"Where?' Doc asked.
"We are going below to get your two men.”

So hisaidswere ill divel The bronze man’sface was amask as he wasled down acorridor, down a



companionway, and stopped deep in the hold before an iron door with a barred aperture. Renny’ s huge
fistiswere fastened around the bars. He had bent them alittle, an incredible feat of strength.

"Y ou two will get shot at onceif you make afase movel" Cadwiller Olden warned.

Renny and Long Tom came out when the door was unlocked and opened. They were herded in the
procession. They werethin, haggard, but alive enough. They looked around, and the same expression
came over both their faces. They were ready to fight for it now.

"Takeit easy," Doc sad quietly. "These men are armed, all of them.”

The procession went back the way it had come. On the upper deck, the course veered to what was
apparently the crew’ sdining room. Tables and chairs had been cleared out.

Nero, huge and ugly, tramped closed behind Doc Savage, asif hungry. Doc was not bound, had not
been bound at any time.

Buddy Badwin was beside the men who had guns. He lined them up, telling each exactly where to stand.
They werein aline, close together, not unlike afiring squad. There was no need of men at the other end
of theroom. The door was barred.

"Y ou can cover the door from here," Buddy Badwin warned. "' Stay right whereyou are.”
"Good work, Baldwin," Cadwiller Olden chuckled.

Bess Badwin stood near the door.

"What aretherules?' she asked gayly.

Doc Savage sad, "1 do not think there are any rules,” and turned and broke Nero's jaw with hisright fist.
Simultaneoudy, Renny and Long Tom went into action.

Buddy Badwin threw himsdf a one end of the men he had lined up so carefully.
Bess Badwin turned off the lights.

Chapter 21. THE END OF TRICKERY TRAIL

HAD lightning hit in the cabin at that ingtant, results would hardly have been as satisfying. Nero fell down.
Therifleman whom Buddy Baldwin hit did likewise. And it was suddenly so dark, foe could not tell foe.

Doc reached the door an instant later. Men were trying to come in. He got under them, upset some,
trampled others.

"Thisway!" he said sharply.
He touched Bess Badwin as she whipped past him.
"Good work!" he said.

Long Tom got out, then Buddy Baldwin. There was no Renny, but there was a procession of loud
reports such as big fists might make.

"Renny!" Doc rapped imperatively.



"Holy cow!" Renny boomed, surging out the door. "I’ d kindalike to stay in there in the dark with them
guys. | was sure enjoying mysdf!"

"Fistsswon't do thisjob," Doc advised.

The bronze man contacted one of the gang in the darkness, found a gun, and ran down the passage. He
used the wegpon to shoot out the lights farther on. They Ieft plenty of excitement behind, and it was
Spreading.

"Thisway!" The bronze man made aturn. "Theradio shack!"

The radio operator on duty heard them coming. But he only saw Buddy Badwin, and while he was
demanding to know what was wrong, Doc came up behind him, took his neck, and he never did learn
what waswrong.

Theradio ingtallation was very good. Few liners had its equal. Doc worked with knobs, switches. He put
the carrier wave on a certain wave length, switched to CW, and weighted the sending key down. The set
now sent a steedy howl into the ether waves.

A bullet or two came aong the deck.
"They’ re coming closer,” Long Tom announced.

"We only have the ammunition in my gun and the one sshad" Buddy Baldwin groaned. " Savage, |
thought you were going to bring weapons with you when you came?'

Doc answered that with a question.

"Where are the gold bars they took out of the vaults of the Bank of the People?’

"We can reach them,” Baldwin grunted, "but | don’'t see what good gold barswill do us now."
A flurry of lead arrived. Renny howled loudly, then more softly, "Leg! Canwak!"

"Show usthose gold bars," Doc directed.

They were not hard to locate. The loot was stacked on the second deck, &ft, in abare room. There was
asurprising quantity of the stuff. The bullion was piled out, each bar separately, where it made the best
show. Mogt of the gold was marked with the sign of the bank. Doc located the Bank of the People loot.

He picked up a heavy bar, ran to the door, saw the corridor was empty, and waited. A man appeared at
thefar end of the hall. He saw Doc, lifted arifle.

The bronze man did something with pressure on three sdes of the heavy bar smultaneoudy. Then he
threw it down the corridor and jumped back.

Therifleman’sbullet cameinto the gold room. It was followed immediately by much of the corridor, in
pieces of various Sizes.

The noise was so loud that Doc and his group amost stopped hearing things.

THE others probably shouted, but Renny’ s howling voice alone had power to register on stunned
eardrums.



"Holy cow!" the big-fisted engineer bawled. "I’ ve heard gold was power, but that’ sthe first
demondration!"

Doc, working swiftly, got the others over to the Side.

"Going to open aholeinthe hull," he explained.

It was quite ahole the gold bar made in that part of the ship. They picked themsalves up.
"But we never dreamed them wasn't gold bard" Buddy Badwin yelled.

"They are carefully made," Doc told him. "The cases are thick, and the explosive itsalf heavy.”
"When did you plant them?' Long Tom asked.

"Morethan aweek ago,” Doc told him. "Almost every large bank in the city substituted them for their
bullion. It was just achance. Banks were logical game when the looting started. These bombs are
arranged to blow up after twenty-four hours, by themsalves. That was not my ides, incidentaly, but the
policeingsted upon it. Comeon.”

The seq, black with night, squirmed bel ow the opening in the hull.

"Isthe launch moored astern?' Doc asked. "The one they use for acrash boat in case one of the planes
has an accident in landing?”

"Yes," said Buddy Badwin. "That seemsto be my one ussful contribution thusfar.”

"The information you have furnished me from time to time while pretending to be amember of the gang
gill, hashelped alot,” Doc assured him. "Especidly the plane signd, the three short blasts and the long
one from the plane motor over New Y ork—the signal agreed upon to indicate it was safe for meto
become ahostage, in casethey tried that. The Signd indicated they did not intend to kill meimmediately.”

Long Tom asked, " Can everybody swim?"

Everybody apparently could, for they al jumped, Doc pausing, however, to hurl another of the gold brick
bombs down the corridor. It fell through the floor, and exploded deep in the ship somewhere.

The excitement was enough to occupy the gang until Doc and his party reached the launch. It was not
large enough to be welcomed joyfully as avessel some hundreds of miles offshore. But it was handy
enough at the moment. Renny had aknife and cut the painter.

They had drifted ahundred yards before bullets started arriving. Buddy Baldwin started the motor. Those
on the ship turned asearchlight on them. The launch had a powerful searchlight of its own for locating
crashed planes at night, and they turned this back at the ship. The shooting as awhole was not very
effective. The bronze man’ s band would not have been hit, even if they had not al crowded down behind
the motor.

"They'll follow ud" BessBadwin cried.

Shewaswrong, and they were dl quite astounded when they were not followed, and when they finally
logt dl trace of thelights of the ship.

Four hourslater a plane could be heard overhead. The pilot was flying low and giving a series of short
sgnds by racing hismotor. Doc turned on the launch searchlight and blinked it. The plane landed.



Monk, Ham and Johnny were aboard.

"| sent them anote at Monk’ slaboratory,” Doc explained. "They wereto get the plane and fly to the first
seady CW radio sgnd using the direction finder."

MONK, Ham and Johnny cleared up the puzzle of the ship which had not followed the escaping
prisoners.

"Blazes, didn’t you know?" Monk yelled. "The hooker sank. They sentoutan SO S."
"That last bomb you threw," Buddy Baldwin told Doc.

Renny emitted arumble.

"l don't believeit," he decided. "It's some trick."

He came nearer believing it the next morning, when they saw the floating wreckage and picked up afew
men who weredingingtoit.

Cadwiller Olden, theterribly remarkablelittle man, had gone silently to hisroomful of doll furniture, they
said, and no one had seen him thereafter. Undoubtedly he had perished with Nero, his huge bodyguard.

Monk pondered for severa days before he figured something out.

"I'vegotit,” hedid say finaly. "Cadwiller Olden was a psychological case. He was so small he got
sengtive as heck about it, S0 he got himsdlf dl fired up with the idea of becoming avery big shot over
ordinary-sized people. He took the quickest way of getting power: robbery. It turned out to be the
wors."

"It usualy does" Buddy Badwin agreed thoughtfully.

Doc and his party got some of the Repel, but the larger quantity had gone down with the ship. From what
they did get—from the Repel wegpons of men they captured, largely—Doc Savage learned agresat dedl.

Histheory asto its nature, and that of the other scientists, had been approximately correct, as nearly as
hecouldtel.

Doc never was sure—because Repd lost its strength! 1t smply dissipated itsdlf, gave up itsforce, and
was through in the course of time.

The criminas who had been rescued from awatery grave were consgned to Doc’ s unique "college” for
remaking. Monk and Ham took them up, and evidently had a roughhouse on the way back, judging from

their gppearance.

They refused to discuss the newest difference, but it was noted that Monk dated up entrancing Bess
Baddwin that evening, and Ham did not try to cut in, which was unusua for Ham. They had evidently
settled that on the way back.

Monk thus got around to asking the young lady something that had been bothering him. Bess hersdlf
broketheice.

"When | think that mysalf and my brother belonged to that gang | am utterly horrified,” she said earnedtly.



Monk was no diplomat.
"Listen, when did you get around to changing your mind?" he asked.

"Didn’'t you know?' Bess Baldwin showed surprise. "When Doc Savage got usthefirst time, he put
mysdf and my brother through his college.”

"Oh!" said Monk.

The"Oh!" explained alot. It had suddenly come to Monk that the "escape’ of the Baldwins from Doc
Savage had been apiece of clever faking.

THE END



