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Chapter I. STRANGE CALL

The plane was an HE 111K. Which meant that it had two Junkers Jumo twelve-hundred-horsepower
engines and could do maybe three hundred miles an hour a an dtitude of twenty thousand feet. A crew
of four and a machine gun for each man. Bomb load: Four thousand pounds. Desgned as far back as
1935—when it masqueraded as a twelve-seater arline—this was the plane tha became the key
mechine on which the Luftwaffe was built up.

Heinkd bomber.
A bad kind of walf to have chasing you.

Monk Mayfair, who was as homdy as a noteworthy mud fence, spoke to a boy from Kansas who was
the pilat of ther plane. “Why don't you do something? Monk asked.

The Kansas boy nodded toward the pursuing Heinkd. “Y ou mean about old apple strudd back there?’
1] SJre.”

The Kansas boy gave the throttles a comfortable bump or two with the pdm of his hand. The throttles
aready were open as far as they would go. “We're outrunning him,” he said, “the way a Kansas cyclone
outrunsamule”
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When Monk Mayfar was excited, he had the habit of bellowing, and now his below was specid.

“That's the troublel” he yeled. “Why outrun him? Why not turn around and knock some feathers off?
Why run?’

The pilot was about twenty-two. He was one of the best bomber pilots in the American ar force. He
grinned. “Orders,” he sad.

“Orders?

“Indructions are to get you and Mr. Savage over a certain spot in Occupied France as near the hour of
midnight as possible. That's my job. Now stop bothering me. Go st down.”

“You ain't gonnafight that Heinkd?’
“No.”
“Afinewar.”

“Afinelot of hdl I'd catchiif | didn't follow orders,” the pilot said. “Go st down. Your face is ruining my
digedtion.”

Monk grinned. “Look,” he said. “Answer me a question, huh?’

“Jugt one question,” the pilot agreed. “Then go St down.”

“Sure. What's the black, black witch?’

“What's what?’

“The black, black witch.”

“What the hdll are you taking about?’

“l was,” said Monk patiently, “asking you a question. What is the black, black witch?’

The pilot looked at Monk disagreeably. “If you're trying to be funny, you an't. If you're trying to bother
me, you are. Do you know how many gadgets there are on this indrument pand? Over a hundred. I'm
supposed to wetch some of them. You and your black, black witches. Get ‘em out of herel”

“You never heard of a black, black witch?’
“Hdl, no!”

MONK MAYFAIR gave up and went back and sat on a canvas faigue bunk under the navigator's
“astro” dome. The place was cramped for space. The complicated rumps of machine guns projected into
the cabin and a collection of haf-ton bombs took up space in the bomb bay underfoot.

“Why were you bothering the pilot?” Doc Savage asked.

“| thought 1'd talk him into taking a shot & that Heinkd,” Monk explained. “But he's a very serious pilot.
He don't fool around with little things like Heinkels”

“They probably told him not to.”



“Probably,” Monk agreed.

Doc Savage stood up then and began adjusting the fit of his parachute harness, so Monk judged that it
would soon be time for them to jump.

Doc Savage seemed a big man, a giant of a man, in the plane cabin. In the crowded cabin space you got
an idea of hisamazing physica build. On the street, or when he was not close to things to which his sze
could be compared, he did not look such a giant. The unusud things about his appearance were more
noticegble now, too. The metalic bronze which tropical sun had given his skin. His rather sartling gold
eyes were like tiny pools of flake gold dways stirred and in motion. And the controlled power of his
voice.

It was more than his reputation, Monk reflected, that had caused the bomber crew to spend thar spare
timelooking & Doc curioudy.

Monk said, “He's never heard of the black, black witch.”

“Who has not?’

“Thepilot.”

“That,” Doc Savage sad, “makes us even. We had never heard of it ether.”
“Thething | want to do is hear more about this black, black witch,” Monk said.

The plane tipped its nose down. It dived into the clouds. For hours the clouds had been below them like
avad ethered earth covered with gray snow.

The night became very dark in the clouds.

The navigator touched Doc's am. “Time to jump,” he said. “That is—in forty seconds.”
They threw open the escape hatch in the plane hull.

They waited, eyes on the navigator.

The navigator grinned, threw up hisarm and brought it down.

Doc Savage and Monk Mayfair tumbled out into space that was cold, black, damp.

AIR roared in ther ears as they fdl. Altitude of the plane had been eeven thousand. It was good sense to
open the parachutes while they were 4ill in the clouds, for that would be less conspicuous in case anyone
hed heard the plane and happened to be looking up. “Pull, Monk!” Doc yeled. He yanked the rip cord
out of its metd deeve and set his muscles and took the shock of the parachute opening.

It was black and 4ill after the parachute opened. But immediatdy a nightingde cdled out nearby in the
night sky. Doc answered the bird call, imitating another nightingale. Then he dragged down the shrouds
on one sde, causng the chute to dide allittlein the sky, dide toward the sound of the other nightingde.

He ddiberately did not think of landing. A parachute landing in strange country on a night as dark as this
was something better not thought about. The 'chute was a big, slent one, made for the army for this sort
of thing.



Thelanding wasn't bad. It did sprawl him out on flat ground, in a grasdike crop that was too tal and rank
for grass. He fdt bearded heads on the sems and knew the crop was wheat. He had landed in a
whesat-stubble field.

The bomb navigator had done a wonderful job—they were actudly supposed to land in a wheet-stubble
fidd. Hying afew hundred miles, blind most of the time, and dropping a parachutist in a designated wheet
field—that was navigating.

Doc got out of the parachute harness. He gathered the ‘chute together and tied it in a bundle with the
harness.

He imitated the cdl of a nightingde again. The nightingde was one of the few European birds which
exercisesits vocd powers at dl hours of the day and night, so its sound wouldn't be suspicious. Another
nightingae answered from close by.

“Areyou dl right?” Doc asked.
“Youd think,” said Monk, “that as many parachute jumps as I've made, | could do one right.”
“Something wrong?’

“Heck, | threw away the rip cord,” Monk said shegpishly. “In the army they laugh a you and then fine
you five dollars for doing that.”

“If someone should happen to find that rip cord, they would know a parachutist had landed.”
“Yeah. | remembered that too late. Depend on me to step on the cat's tall, first thing.”

Doc opened the lid of a pocket compass and consulted the luminous did. “There should be a road west
of thisfidd.”

“I'mr'aring to go,” Monk said. “So far, this whole thing has been as queer as a hog with wings. | hope it
starts making sense.”

THEY found and followed the road. The road was not paved, and it climbed a hill, then went down to a
gone bridge, which was what it should do according to a map which Doc Savage had memorized in

England.
“Mind me talking about this?” Monk asked.

13 NO_”
“This the road?”
“Apparently.”

“Three miles south, there should be a farmhouse with Joan of Arc in the window. In that farmhouse,
Harve MacChesney is supposed to be walting. Waiting for us with some stupendous secret about a
black, black witch.”

143 Y&”

“Doyou,” Monk asked, “mind a candid question?’



“Go ahead.”

“What,” said Monk, “do you suppose it'sdl about?’

“Harve MacChesney,” Doc said, “is not the kind of a man to ydl wolf when he sees a mouse.”
“So it's important, whatever it is?’

“Harve MacChesney sad it wasiin his note.”

Monk scratched his head. “Persondly, dl | know about Harve MacChesney is what | remember reading
in the newspapers. 'Harve MacChesney, of the United States diplometic gaff in Berlin, sad this
morning— Stuff like that. And as | remember, he never had anything very important to say. Heisn't a big
shot, ishe?’

“Heisawar prisoner,” Doc sad. “He has been one for months. It is hard to be a war prisoner and a big
shot at the same time. 1t usudly isn't done.”

“Forgotten man, huh?’

“You might cdl him that. He is one of the American diplomatic offidas who has not been sent to the
United States in exchange for German diplomats.”

“Hewouldnt,” said Monk, “be crazy?’

“He never has been.”

“If he wasn't crazy,” asked Monk, “why'd he put in that suff about a black, black witch?’
“Probably because he had good reasons.”

“Do you,” Monk inquired, “know what a black, black witch is?’

“Once upon atime” Doc told him, “a black, black witch lived in this part of France.”
“When was that?’

“In 1555.”

“The gxteenth century, you mean?

“yYes”

“That was three hundred and eighty-eight years ago.”

“yYes”

“Could it be the same witch?’

“How long do you think witches live?’

“l don't think they live a dl,” Monk said. “I think there ain't no such thing as witches”
“Scentigts,” Doc sad, “will agree with you.”

Monk scratched his head. “What about this Sixteenth-century witch? Y ou've got my curiosty aroused.”



“I think,” Doc said, “we are getting close to the farmhouse.”

ANOTHER road had joined the road they were following, and there was pavement of asphdt that had
been pitted by weather and not properly mantained. The clouds thinned somewhat, enough to let
moonlight down, and they could see that greet, dignified trees bordered the road. And they saw lightsin
two or three farmhouses and passed others that were dark at this late hour.

“Look,” Monk whispered.

A farmhouse had in a front window two candles which shed light on a white plaster image of Joan of Are
ganding with uplifted sword.

“Lookslikeit,” Monk said.

They stood in front of the farmhouse and listened, but there was no darming sound. Doc Savage then
circled the house.

It was atypicd peasant French farm home, low and gray, with plenty of shrubbery and the usud manure
pilein the yard.

He rgjoined Monk.
Monk said, “I took a peep in the window. Funny little old lady in there.”

Doc went to the window. He saw a room with a low-beamed calling, old-fashioned stove, cupboards,
knicknacks.

The old lady sat sewing in a rocking chair. She wore a shapeless peasant dress and a shawl over her
head, and had white hair and a square face with an ageless tranquillity in its wrinkles. She seemed to be
fashioning a bit of lace. She and the room looked peaceful.

Doc knocked on the door. The old lady opened it for them.

“ Bonsoir, monsieurs,”
she sad. “ Que voulez-vous?”

“Do you speak Englih?” Doc asked, dthough he could speak a condderably better brand of French
then the crone had used.

“A legttle” shereplied.
“We wigh to see Harve MacChesney,” Doc sad. “Is he here?’

She did not reply with words, but nodded and stepped back and held the door open. Doc entered and
Monk followed.

The crone closed the door. “You are Monseur Savage. | have seen a picture of you.” She turned to
Monk. “And this gentleman is—”

“Monk Mayfair, my associate,” Doc told her.
The old lady then took agun out of her dothing and pointed it at them.



“l guess,” she sad, “weve hit the jackpot.”

Out of different places, from under a sofa, a trapdoor in the caling, a chest, a curtained cupboard in a
corner, crawled, dropped and climbed men wearing German army uniforms and carrying German military
pisols.

One of the soldiers, a colond from his uniform, took charge.

“Jackpot,” he said in good English, “is the word for it. It's too bad Mr. MacChesney isnt here to greet
you. As soon as we found out that he planned to escape and have a rendezvous a this farmhouse with
you, we had to take stern measures. Heis back at the Chateau Medille, only a few miles from here. We
know how to take care of men like him””

Chapter Il. INTEREST IN A WITCH

SOLDIERS kept gppearing urtil the place swarmed with them. Every soldier had a gun which he kept
ready for action, and none of them took their eyes off Monk and Doc more than was necessary.

Severd armored cars arrived, and Doc and Monk were placed in one of these. They were rushed
severd miles to a stone building which probably was large, dthough the night was too dark for them to
tdl what kind of a structureit was. Armed soldiers lined the hdls dong which they were conducted to a
cdl that looked strong enough to hold an earthquake.

Doc and Monk were placed in the same cell.
The German officer who wore the uniform markings of a colonel addressed them.

“You will be questioned in the morning, Herr Savage,” he said. “Offidas are coming from Berlin to do
thet.”

Monk Mayfar, who could tdl wonderful lies with a sraight face, said, “ Savage? This man's name isn't
Savage. His name is Jon Verdeck. He was born in Munich, and now lives on the Friedrichstrasse, in
Belin. His house number is Friedrichstrasse, No. 138. My nameis Jon, too. Jon Protest, and | live near
Potsdam.”

Monk's perfectly spoken German startled the colond.

“Ja?’

the officer said.

“Ja

Monk lied. “That isright.”

The German findly amiled fiercdy. “You are agood liar.”

Monk shrugged. He hadn't fooled the man.

The German colond clicked off a bow to Doc Savage, sad, “I trust it will not insult you to say | am
proud to have met you, Mr. Savage. You are amean of great accomplishment.”

Doc made no comment.

“Good night,” the German said.



He went out. He closed and locked the cdll door. After that there was the regular pacing of sentriesin the
corridor outside.

“Doc,” Monk whispered.
13 YS’?’

“They sure planned this thing. Y ou natice how many soldiers they had? Two or three hundred. All picked
men, too, from their looks.”

Doc was Slent.

“They were tipped off about us,” Monk said.

“Obvioudy.”

“MacChesney,” sad Monk, “isthe only guy who could've tipped 'em.”

Doc said nothing.

“Were likdy,” Monk said, “to find oursalves looking up at Sx feet of earth.”
“How do you figure that?’

“We were caught in enemy territory in dvilian clothes, carrying American army parachutes. Technicaly,
that makes us spies. So they'll shoot us”

“Maybe not.”
“Since when,” asked Monk, “did they stop shooting spies?’

Footsteps approached hurriedly in the corridor outside. The door was thrown back. The German colond
came in. He frowned & the prisoners.

“Thethings | have heard about the ability of Mr. Savage darms me. | shdl take your daothing. You may
have chemicas concealed in the cloth. Disrobe, plesse”

While Doc Savage and Monk removed ther clothing, the officer stood by, dert. He examined the
garments one a a time and returned none of them. The German made no comment until they had been
relieved of everything, induding socks.

“Thar mouths,” he told one of his men. “Examine their mouths. Comb their hair. Inspect their ears.”
The officer then faced Doc and Monk. He said, “Gentlemen! | have orders to ask you a question.”
Doc and Monk waited.

The German demanded, “Where isthe black, black witch? You are ordered to answer that, please. You
came to Germany to get it. We know that.”

Doc Savage did not reply.

Monk, when he had swalowed his astonishment, laughed and said, “Believe it or not, we came to
Germany to get anew and rare species of macrocephalus.”

The officer scowled. “There are no new and rare wart hogs in Germany.”



Then he went out, damming the door angrily.

Monk frowned, somewhat disgppointed that the officer had known a macrocephaus was a wart hog.
Monk had happened to know what a macrocephaus was by accident, because he owned a pet pig, and
S0 was an authority on such things

THERE was one dectric bulb in the cdl, and the light from it showed four sone wadls and a floor and
caling of the same materid. The excuse for a window was not much more than a foot square, and
obstructed by a pair of bars as thick as one of Monk's by no means fragile thumbs.

“Doc,” Monk whispered.
[1] YSI?I

“What the hdll's this witch suff? It must be something important, the way it's got these Germans excited.
What was that story about a black, black witch in the year 1555? What did—"

Doc stopped Monk by lifting a hand. The bronze man then moved to the center of the cdl and indicated
the fixture from which the sngle dectric-light bulb dangled. He beckoned Monk, who came close, and
saw what Doc mearnt.

There was a microphone rather deverly concedled in the light fixture. It was there, of course, to pick up
anything they said and rdlay it to aligening ear somewhere esein the building.

Monk nodded to show that he understood they were being eavesdropped upon.

“Since we have no idea what this is dl about,” Monk said with elaborate degpiness in his voice, “we
might as wdl turnin and get some deep.”

“Thet,” Doc said, “isa good idea.”

There were two mattresses and plenty of blankets and pillows on the floor. Doc stretched out on one
bed and closed his eyes.

Monk made a couple of rounds of their cdl, giving a lusy yank at the window bars, just to be sure they
were as 0lid as they looked, and finding them more solid, if anything. Escape seemed out of the
question.

“Naked as ajayhird,” he complained. “A fine hdl of a notel”
“Go to deep,” Doc sad.
Monk flopped on one of the mattresses. He didn't deep. He thought about Harve MacChesney.

MacChesney's srange cdl for hep had come to them in New York. Monk a once had investigated
MacChesney. Doc Savage knew MacChesney persondly, but Monk did not. Doc was rather indined to
take for granted that MacChesney was an honest man. However, it was Monk's secret hope to some
day catch Doc meking a mistake, so Monk had investigated MacChesney most thoroughly.

Monk turned up nothing to indicate Harve MacChesney was anything but what Doc had said he was.
MacChesney was a career diplomat of the old, dignified school. Born in Boston of a distinguished family
that traced its ancestry to the Mayflower, MacChesney had commenced, & least as early as a the age of
gx months, doing exactly the correct things.



Having completed an education in the correct schools, MacChesney had followed family tradition and
become a diplomat—every third MacChesney mde became a diplomat, it seemed. MacChesney had
served in various foreign countries, functioning for America with dignity and efficency.

His diplométic career had made MacChesney into a sober gentleman, of the sort who aways wore a
striped-pants morning it in the daytime. It had made him studious, serious, dignified. In fact, it had
made him too much the dignitary. Harve MacChesney had become stodgy. A droop was the dang word.

The newer-crop diplomats—felows with wild economic theories and no dignity—had run away from
MacChesney, dashed off and left him. Probably there was not a more competent United States diplomat,
and certainly there wasn't a more dignified one, but Harve MacChesney wasn't prominent. He was one
of the workhorses. The younger men, the prancers out in front, got the public attention.

On the day when Germany declared war on the United States, the American diplomats, naturdly, had
been taken into custody. Many of the men since had been swapped to the United States in return for
German diplomats. Harve MacChesney, however, for some strange reason, was one of those who had
not been exchanged.

MacChesney dill was in a chateau in Occupied France, where he had been incarcerated by the
Germans. Monk had learned something of the chateau. The chateau was very old, one of those higtoric
relics which aound in France. It had been built by Catherine de Medici in 1550 for the use of hersdf
and her favorites.

That was MacChesney.
It hadn't seemed very suspicious.

But the message from MacChesney was dmogt weird.

IT was astonishing that MacChesney's message could have come out of Occupied France. The Germans
were supposed to have things wel under contral there.

Monk had found out, however, that United States diplomats had certain secret channds for getting
messages to America. Such methods were not being advertised.

What had actualy happened was that a military-inteligence agent had walked into Doc Savage's office in
New Y ork and handed them a pair of spectacles. He told them what to look for on the glasses.

“Spectacles” the agent pointed out, “are not usudly taken from aman.”

Monk's impulse had been to look for engraving on the temple bars of the spectacles. Hed been
wrong—it was on the lens.

“Specid glass, chemicas—invighle ink,” the intdligence man explained. He demonstrated how one
brought out the message by uang chemicd baths. “Exposure to infrared and ultraviolet light won't
disclose this quff,” he said.

(The non-appearance of “invighle’ writing when exposed to ultraviolet and infrared light trestment has
become an important requisite of modern secret inks. Making invisble inks, which possibly began by
usng milk on ordinary white paper—hesating the paper until the milk stain turns brown brings this
out—has become a complicated chemicd science—THE AUTHOR))



The message text wasn't very informative:

DOC SAVAGE OF NEW YORK IS ONLY MAN ABLE TO HELP ME. GET THIS MESSAGE
TO HIM. | WANT SAVAGE TO COME AT ONCE TO FARMHOUSE WITH JOAN OF ARC IN
WINDOW FOUR AND QUARTER MILES WEST OF CAROTIN, FRANCE. THIS MAY
SOUND MAD. MATTER AT STAKE CAN BE FABULOUS BLESSING OR HIDEOUS
TRAGEDY FOR MANKIND. IT ISTHE WORK OF THE BLACK, BLACK WITCH. IT IS NOT
MAD. ITS IMPORTANCE IS INCREDIBLE. SAVAGE MUST COME—HARVE
MACCHESNEY

Having read the missive a couple of times with the ad of a magnifying glass, Monk had remarked, “Kind
of stands your hair on end. Wheat's this black, black witch thing?’

“We don't know,” the intelligence agent had replied.

Monk remembered Doc Savage's questions.

“This message is genuine?’ Doc had asked.

“Unquestionably,” said the intdligence man.

“Written,” Doc asked, “by Harve MacChesney?’

“Yes. His handwriting. He has specia equipment for doing the messages.”

“He is the MacChesney | know? The MacChesney who is a diplomatic hostage living in a chateau in
occupied France?’

“That's right. Chateau near the town of Carotin.”

Doc had asked, “Is there anything to indicate that the Germans might have persuaded Harve
MacChesney to pull some kind of atrick for them?

The inteligence man shook his head.

“MacChesney wouldn't do that,” he said.

“Has MacChesney undergone anything that would upset his menta balance?”’
“What do you mean?’

“Illness or shock?’

“We don't think he's crazy,” the intdligence agent said.
“Thismessage is strange.”

“We know thet. It doesn't prove MacChesney is unbaanced.”
“Do you know what he means by the black, black witch?’
“No.”

“Has MacChesney ever mentioned it before?’

“No. . .. Areyou going to France?’



“We arg,” Doc said.

“I'm glad of that,” the intdligence man said. “The thing has a desperate sound to it. My department will
hdp you dl it can. Good luck.”

So now Doc and Monk werein France.

MONK tossed restlesdy on the mattress on the stone cell floor.
“They're going to shoot mel” he thought.

Monk was a lieutenant colond in the United States army, on detached duty, which smply meant that he
was assgned as Doc Savage's assgant.

“Theyll shoot Doc, too,” he decided.

Doc himsdf hed a much higher army commission than Monk's, and Doc was aso on detached service,
detached service for Doc congding largdy of doing the same thing he had been doing for some
years—ighting wrongs and punishing evil-doersin the far corners of the earth, a professon for which he
hed received an unusud training.

(Because many readers of Doc Savage Magazine have followed the Man of Bronze through his previous
adventures, the story of Doc's early life is often omitted to avoid monotony. For new readers, here is
Doc's background: Firgt, something happened to Doc's father—Doc has never known exactly what it
was—that led him to make a remarkable decison, the decison that: shortly after birth Doc should be
placed in the hands of scientigts for training. This training lasted nearly twenty years. Many scientists had
a hand in it, men who were specidists in everything from eectronic chemidry to how to squesk like a
mouse. As a result, Doc Savage dowly became a remarkable combination of physicd marve, menta
wizard and scientific genius. It was inevitable that this upbringing should leave hm with some strange
traits. The smdl and weird trilling sound which he cannot help making in moments of mental stress is an
example. However, as awhole, Doc is a rounded human individua with the same likes and didikes as the
next nice guy. His handicap is that his abilities are so unusud that people seldom treat him as an ordinary
man—THE AUTHOR))

Monk,” Doc whispered.
“Yeah?

“Seeping?
“Heck, no.”

“Y ou should. Weve been without deep two days aready.”
“l got insomnia. | keep seaing mysdf in front of a stone wall.”
Doc's whigper was too low for the microphone.

“Inthat case,” he said, “we might aswdl get out of here”



“HUH!" Monk blurted. He was astonished. “How?’ he whispered. “They took our clothes and looked
down our throats, you know. And | examined these four stone wals. If | was a ghogt, I'd ill hate to be
in here”

Doc Savage went to the door and listened. The door was a modern stedl ffair, dthough the remainder of
the cdl was old enough that it doubtless had once been used to incarcerate men who wore broadswords
and armor as regular dress. There were two sentries outsde.

Doc bellowed suddenly at the sentries.
“Get the colond,” he shouted in German.

Both sentries jumped, then unconscioudy struck attitudes of iff-legged attention. “The colond is not
avalable,” one sentry findly said. “He has flown to Berlin for a conference.”

Doc said, “Bring the men in charge then! | want to tak to him. Thisisimportant!”

The sentries looked at each other. Doc's order sounded so important that they temporarily lost sght of
the fact that a prisoner had issued it. “You . . . you have something to say? A dtatement?’ one asked.

“This” Doc snapped, “is about the black, black witch.”

Thishad a firecracker effect. Both sentries jumped. Both started to dash away. After they had ydled at
esch other, one came back.

Monk was impressed.
“That witch quff sure gtirs'em up,” he said. “Well, we pushed one of 'em off the log. What next?’

Doc Savage twisted an arm behind him to reach his left shoulder. Monk looked at Doc's shoulder and it
suddenly dawned on him that there was supposed to be a scar pit there—whereas now none was vishle.
An oonapik, a short Eskimo hunting spear, in an unfriendly hand, had caused the scar two or three years

ago.
“Help me ped it off,” Doc whispered.

Thething wasn't adhesive tape, but an imitation-skin preparation which make-up artists sometimes use. It
looked like skin. It fdt like skin. The object it covered was a flat duminum box somewhat smdler than
the smdlest of old-fashioned pill boxes. The scar pit had helped hold it unnoticed.

Doc dumped some of the box contents into the door lock. He wet a finger and dampened the stuff with
«diva

Moving fast, he put the remainder of the box contents—a powder, bright red—in a crack beside one of
the window bars. He wet this deposit aso, usng just a bit of sdivaon the end of hisfinger.

“Now get inacorner,” he said. “And cover up.”
“So it's that guff!” Monk said, understanding.

Monk got in a corner on his knees and wrapped his ams protectively around his head and opened his
mouth as wide as possible and waited for the earth to come to pieces. He hoped the building—old castle
or whatever it was—was gtoutly built. That powder, as crimson as a cardind, was about two thousand
times as violent as trinitrotoluene—TNT—or any other known toluene-derivative explosve. Monk had
helped Doc develop the red powder, which they had hoped would be a revolutionary war explosive. It



hed proved to be a flop—they had never been able to discover a way to keep the suff from blowing up
when it got the least bit damp.

The sdliva dampness would st it off now.

Chapter Ill. TRICKERY TRAIL

BOTH explosons were up to Monk's expectations. First came the door. A rip of a crash, blue flame like
lightning striking. The door flew open and knocked the guard back asif a big hand had dapped him.

Then the window was suddenly a desfening cloud of blue flame and rock fragments.
Monk dashed to the window and nearly jumped out before he saw what was below.
“Whew!” he gasped. “WEell need wingsif we go thisway!”

He gave another appdled look at a sheer drop of approximately two hundred feet below the window, his
skin got wet and cold with nervous swesat. Hed so nearly jumped out of the window without looking.

Doc Savage left the cdl through the door. Electric lights made the stone corridor eye-achingly bright. The
guard sat on the floor with a nose shaped differently than it had been and legking two wet red srings.
Apparently he did not see, hear, or in any other way become aware of them.

“Comeon,” Doc said.

He took seven or eight long strides down the corridor with Monk on his hedls. Then he stopped, seized
Monk's arm and hauled him through the nearest open door.

Severd soldiers dashed into the other end of the corridor. They'd heard the explosions.

In the room into which Doc and Monk had retreated, there was one large window. But it was on the
same sde of the building as their cell. Hence the formidable diff would be below the window.

Monk thought of the diff and shuddered. He lisened to soldiers pound down the corridor. Monk
was—for one of the few occasionsin hislife—genuindy scared. He fdt naked, helpless.

Then Monk jumped draight up Sx inches, for he was hearing Doc Savage's voice—apparently from an
infinite disance—cdlling out, “Monk! This way! Here's a way out!” But Doc was 4ill a his sde. Doc
obvioudy was usng ventriloguism, meking his voice sound far away.

(Despite the atmaosphere of hocus pocus with which ventriloquists frequently try to surround the art, the
voiceis not thrown, but merdly made to sound asiif it came from a distance. The words are formed in the
norma manner, usng very little breath, the glottis narrowed, mouth nearly closed, the tongue drawn back
and udng only the tip. Ventriloquism is of ancient origin, the Egyptians usng it. One famous early
ventriloquis was Eurycles, a dtizen of Athens. What is not generdly known to the public is that
ventriloguism is common among undvilized tribes of modern times, the African Zulus being experts, as
are the Ekimos. It is widdy practiced in Hindustan and China as wdl. Many so-called “miracdles’ of
early mythology are attributed to the adept practice of ventriloquiam and it is a peculiarity of ventriloquism
that young people learn it easier than adults, dthough many of the youths lose the dbility later in
life—THE AUTHOR.)

The soldiersin the hdl heard. They were fooled. One ydled, “They are ahead! Around the corner! Get
them!” He squdled it in German.



The soldiers charged down the corridor.
Doc and Monk dived into the passage as soon as the Germans had gone. They ran toward the exit.

They passed aroom which was evidently some kind of temporary headquarters, for it contained folding
tables and chars and a fidd telephone switchboard and radio apparatus. There were topcoats and
officers caps lying around, but no onein sght.

As Doc and Monk reached the building exit, a car roared up to the door and stopped.
Monk said, “Oh, oh! How do we get outta here now?’

Doc wheded back and ran into the room which contained the portable office equipment and
switchboard, and where the coats and caps were lying around. He put on an officer's topcoat. The firs
cap he tried fortunatdy fitted him.

He told Monk, “Put on a coat and cap. Be aradio operator.”
Monk—in another coat and cap—flopped in a char before the radio tranamitter.

Doc planted himsdf in front of the telephone switchboard and held one receiver of a headset againgt an
eqr.

A German soldier—a lieutenant—appeared in the door. Four or five others, occupants of the car which
hed just arrived, crowded behind him. They'd heard the uproar. Before they could ask questions, Doc
ydled a them in excited German:

“The prisoners have escaped!” he said. “Go hdp catch them! The back of the building! Hurry!”

He hdf turned his head toward the newcomers while he bellowed. The hand in which he hdd the headset
receiver concealed mogt of hisface.

The newcomers took the bait and charged off toward sounds the searchers were meking in the rear of
the building.

Doc and Monk waited for them to get out of Sght.

Then Doc became aware of a voice in the telephone receiver. The connection had been plugged up when
he took the headset, doubtless by an operator who had deserted his post when he heard the explosions.

The telephone voice demanded with a strong Bavarian accent,
“Was ist? Was ist? Ich verstehe nicht was Se sagen.”

The voice on the wire sounded as if the owner was covered with ants, so probably hed heard Doc's
mideading shout to the newcomers about the escaping prisoners.

Into the telephone mouthpiece, Doc said, “ Connect me with the commeanding officer!”

Monk, who was scared, had to grin. The way Doc did such things as this was fascinating. There was, of
course, not a chance in a hundred tha the commanding officer would be avalable. But an
important-sounding voice said over the wire, “ Ja? Herr Kommandant spricht—*

Doc interrupted in even more important-sounding German.

“Who gave the tip which led to the capture of Doc Savage and Monk Mayfar?' he demanded.



Monk jumped to Doc's Sde and grabbed the other receiver on the headset. He jammed it againgt an ear.
He wanted to hear the answer.

“Harve MacChesney furnished us the information,” the officd said. “Who is this? Is this Friedrich
gpesking? Who is—’

Doc dropped the headset and ran for the door.

MONK MAYFAIR, plagued by being scared and naked a the same time, paused to grab up the
telephone which Doc had just dropped. Monk could speak German himsdf. He had sudied
chemistry—Monk was one of the world's great indudtrid chemigts, in spite of his looking like an amiable
ape and his habitudly downlike behavior—for some timein one of the Lepzig schoals.

Into the telephone, Monk gasped in German, “The prisoners, Doc Savage and Monk Mayfar, have
escaped! They are going to kidnap Hitle! Thar plan cannot fal! Theyll kidngp Hitler! Oh, do
something!”

1] ACh,”
ydled the German officd on the wire.
Feding much better, Monk dropped the phone and dashed after Doc.

Doc was dready outside, waiting in the automobile which was standing there. It was the car which had
just arrived. Somebody had been shortsighted enough to forget to switch off the motor, which ill ran.

“What kept you?' Doc sad impatiently. “Get in herel”
Monk got inthe car. “I was putting,” he explained, “abur under their saddle.”

Doc Savage got the car moving. There was farly bright moonlight now, and a little additiond light that
came from gpproaching dawn. They could see that they had been confined in an old cadtidike structure
which had two tdl towers and not many windows, dl of the latter amdl and forbidding. The driveway
circled as they followed it and led them back to a concrete highway.

Behind them there was one shot, and then an excited soldier shouting, “ Halten! Halten!”

Doc switched on the lights. He sank the accelerator pedd to the floor. Theresfter the car did everything
but fly.

“Wha do you mean—bur?’ he asked.

Monk grinned. “Oh, | just said over the telephone we had escaped and were going to kidnap the little
men with the mustache.”

“Hitler?”

“yYes”

“That,” Doc said without much approvd, “was childish.”

“Somebody might believe it,” Monk said chearfully.

Doc Savage was dlent while he guided the car around a series of right-right-left-right-left turns that made



each individud hair on Monk's head stand on end and shake.

Then Doc asked, “Did you hear what the officer said over the telephone?’
“About who betrayed us?’

“yYes”

“Harve MacChesney. Wdl, | must say | didn't drop dead. 1'd figured it had to be him.”

DOC SAVAGE kept driving at a speed which Monk did not consider at dl safe, passing up some turns,
taking others, in away which showed he knew where he was going. Monk remembered how thoroughly
Doc had sudied maps of this part of France before they left London. And Doc had gotten much
informetion from the British army intdlligence, who had a surprisng amount of detail about what went on
in enemy-controlled France.

At lagt Doc stopped the car. There was more light now. The morning sun would soon top the horizon.

Monk stared a arailroad track near which they had halted. The spot was the top of a hill, where trains
on the track would be going dowly.

“So now we hop afreight,” Monk said.

“Passenger train,” Doc told him. “One is due to passin afew minutes”

“Thet part of the information you got from the British intdligence in London?’

“yYes”

“I wish | had just hdf your memory.”

“Come on.”

They walked to the railroad track.

Monk said, “But as soon as they find the car abandoned, they'll know we hopped atrain.”
“To make them more sure, we will try to let the train crew see us hop their train.”

“Huh?’

“And a hdf mile up the track thereisatunnd. As soon as the engineisin the tunnd, where the train crew
cannot see us get off, wewill do so. We should then be near a good-sized stream where we can take to
the water.”

Monk nodded, then put both hands to his ears and listened. “Train coming.”

A moment later the train twittered its whistle in the vdley below, then came chugging up the grade. The
toylike sound of the little foreign engine whidle was somehow dartling, as French tran whisles dways
are to Americans who hear them again after becoming accustomed to the deep-throated howl of
American locomoatives.

The grade was steep and the engine labored. Doc and Monk stood beside the track. The engineer,
leening out of the cab, obvioudy saw them. To be sure to get his attention, Doc and Monk began running



beside the track in the same direction the train was going. They were doubtless remarkable figures in the
German army overcoats and caps and nothing else. The engineer stared a them. He waved his arms,
ydled, “ Allez-vous en! Allez-vous en!” He tried it in English. “Go away!” And in bad German.
“ Gehen!”

Monk yelped with every jump as the roadbed balast rocks punished his bare feet. They boarded the
train.

“My bare feet!” Monk bleated.

They had jumped aboard at the junction of two coaches and dung to the handralls and steps. Doc
worked with a door and managed to open it. They svung indde.

But dmogt immediatdy the engine dived into the tunne. Monk jumped off; Doc followed. They hit the
roadbed gravel hard and had to roll.

The train went on into the tunnd like a dark, noisy snake.
“Ow! My bare feet!” Monk howled.
Doc sad, “Thereisthe river. We better get init. They may try bloodhounds on our trail.”

The river was not deep, with a sand-and-pebble bottom, and when they had waked down it perhaps
two milesit became wide, dow, lazy, with pleasant meadows on ether Sde.

In the meadows stood round little French haystacks.
Monk eyed the haystacks. “I begin to redlize what you meant by degping last night.”

Doc searched for and found a tree with branches low enough that they could dimb onto the boughs and
leave the water without leaving traces. “We can deep in one of the haystacks,” he said.

Monk, ashamed, said, “I can keep going. | shouldve dept when you did.”
“Too risky to travel by daylight,” Doc told him. “Come on.”
They reached a haystack and dug in.

“Wigh | could get some shoes and pants,” Monk complained. “1 fed naked as a jaybird. What are we
going to do tonight?”’

“It is about five miles)” Doc said, “to the chateau where Harve MacChesney has been living.”

Chapter IV. THIS WITCH HAD A MOTORCYCLE

THE night which followed the day was very dark. It dready had become dark by the time Monk was
awakened by Doc Savage—and Monk looked around in the darkness and laughed. Monk laughed for
some time. And then he did not complain at al during the long, sumbling, difficult walk across French
fidds through the darkness. This puzzled Doc. It wasn't like Monk not to complain. Monk was one who
usudly could be depended on to squawk about hardship, therefore it was srange he wasn't grousng
now, because he had plenty of reason. He had no pants, no dathing at dl but the German army overcoat
and cap. Hed torn gtrips off the bottom of the overcoats and tied these around his fet, but the result was
apoor excuse for shoes. The night was hitingly cold. Yet Monk remained mysterioudy cheerful.



“Whet reformed you?’ Doc asked.
"B

“You,” Doc said, “are too chearful.”
“Oh, that.” Monk laughed. “My dream.”
“Dream?’

“About the witch,” Monk explained. “I had ahdl of a dream. The witch wasn't black. It was white. That
is, it was kind of a golden, dazzling white. It didn't ride a broomstick, either. It rode a—what would you
guessit rode?’

Doc didn't guess.

“A motorcycle” Monk said glesfully. “ She was some witch. Boy, apippin! A blonde. At first she chased
me on that motorcycle, and | ran and ran, because | was plenty scared. But then | got a look at her and
saw what kind of alooking witch she was. So then | turned around and chased her. | guesswe sped a a
hundred miles an hour up and down these French country roads. It was some dream. Bdieve it or not, |
was able to outrun that motorcycle in my dream. But the motorcycle could dodge. It could dodge like a
rabbit. I'd dmogt catch it, then it would dodge.”

They topped ahill and before them was what seemed to be a thick woods in the middle of which stood
an old building.

“What do you think of a dream like that?” Monk asked.

Doc thought the dream was a typicd Monk Mayfar dream because of the blonde in it, but he did not
mention this conviction.

He said, “That is the chateau yonder.”

“Some dream!” Monk said.

THEY approached the chateau with greet care, having learned a lesson about waking into things.

The place had some architecturd lines of a cadtle. It was low and rambling and nowhere more than three
doriesin height except at the ends where there were towers. It was no doubt a pleasng structure when
seen by daylight. The chateau was completely blacked out but the light of the moon reflected enough to
give them an idea of the shape of the chateau. The chateau was certainly no ruin.

“Walt here” Doc told Monk.
“Qre”

Doc Savage circled the chateau, drifting from one dump of shrubbery to another as slently as the
shadows. He found the remains of a moat wal. The moat, once containing water, was now filled with
earth, and it indicated the chateau was very old, snce it had been dmost two hundred years snce
country gentlemen stopped putting water-filled ditches around their houses for protection. He saw four
different German sentries pacing.

A stone garage sat in the shrubbery on the north Side. There were no carsinit. Beyond this was a stable.



There were no horses in the stable. The stable had a tdl, gabled loft, and there was hay in this There
were Sx German soldiers adegp on the hay. The hay had been put in the stable with a hayfork and track
not unlike an lowa farm.

Thetrip line for the hayfork was a good three eighths-inch rope about a hundred and fifty feet long.
Doc got this. He took histime, did it Slently, was not discovered by the deegping soldiers.

He doubled the rope and made a cowboy loop and slently lassoed a fireplace chimney on the west wall
of the chateau. The sentries were not close.

Hejoined Monk. “Soldiers are around here like fless”
Monk asked, “Do dreams ever come true?’

Doc sad, “There seems to be a skylight or two on the chateau roof. They might not expect us by that
route.”

“Let'sfind out,” Monk said.

Monk Mayfar not only had the build of an ape, he could do practicaly anything an ape could do. He
followed Doc Savage up the rope in dmost complete slence to the roof.

The roof dope did not bother them. Therr bare feet were an advantage because they did not dip,
whereas shoes might have skidded.

The skylight which Doc located was fastened from below. It consisted of a dozen or more squares of
glass puttied in a wooden frame. Doc got one of the metd rank inggnia off the German overcoat he was
wearing, used it to gouge putty from around a glass. He loosened the glazier's points which were findly
exposed and lifted out the glass, then ran an am into the opening. The catch was not hard to locate.

The squesking of the skylight as he opened it was not loud.

He looped the rope around the chimney, dangled it down the skylight, and descended until his bare feet
located a carpet.

Monk came down after him into the darkness of the room.
And they got the shock of thelr lives as a woman's voice spoke to them casudly.

“I have been waiting for you,” the feminine voice said. “Please do not make any noise”

DOC and Monk stood there with muscles tight. Somewhere, a clock ticked. The sound seemed loud.

The voice—a girl's—said, “I know this must be a surprise, Mr. Savage. But do not make any loud
noises, please. There are Garman soldiers on guard outsde dl the chateau doors and outsde the
ground-floor windows.”

Doc sad, “You know who we are?’
“Yes. He asked me to meet you.”

“You knew we were coming?’



“yYes”
“You knew how we were coming?’

“yYes”

“Through the skylight—you knew that?’

“Yes. You were to be here a ten minutes past nine. It is now exactly ten past nine”
“How,” Doc asked, “did you get thisinformation?’

“From Mr. Harve MacChesney.”

“MacChesney told you when and how we'd be here?’

“Yes. He asked me to meet you.”

Doc considered what she had said. As he thought about it there became audible a amdl, exatic trilling
which was a sound he made unconscioudy in moments of mentd excitement. He did not make the trilling
often, only when profoundly startled. The sound had aweird quaity, musicd and yet without a tune, very
low and yet audible for some distance, and with a ventriloguil qudity that made it seem to come from
everywhere rather than any definite spot. Doc redlized he was making the sound and stopped it.

She said sheldd known they would come by the skylight at ten past nine

Doc, himsdf, hadn't even known they would use the skylight route until he found the hay rope in the barn.
“How,” he asked patiently, “did you know we would come by the skylight?’

“MacChesney told me”

“When?’

“This afternoon. About four hours ago.”

Four hours ago they had been adeegp in the haystack and hadn't even known the chateau had a skylight.
“Wow!” Monk said. Which dso expressed Doc's fedings.

The girl said, dl in a rush of words, “My name is Sen Noordenveer. | an Dutch. My home was in
Zaandam, near Amgterdam. And do not think 1 am not a patriotic Dutchman because | am here. Sx
months ago a Nazi work leader visted my Dutch town and |, dong with other able-bodied young
women, was asked to come and work in Germany and Occupied France. Asked—that's what the Nazi
cdled it. | came. Otherwise the dready pitifully smal food ration of my village would have been shut off. |
was sent here. Thisis a prison. A highbrow prison for diplomats and newspapermen—ypersons who are
likdy to be sent to America in exchange of captives. They are wdl-fed and well-treated—particularly
well-fed. That is so they will not be able to tdl America the true food Stuaion. | am head housekeeper
here”

Doc Savage wondered why she was giving them so much information.

“I'mtdling you this” she said, gpparently guessng his thoughts, “because | an hdping Mr. MacChesney,
and | want you to know who | am.”



They were dlent.

“Now,” she said, “I'm going to give you alook a me”

Thelight which she turned on was an dectric hand lantern which gave a wide spread of illumingtion.
Monk stared &t the girl.

“Where's your motorcycle?’ he gasped.

SHE was not—not exactly—a tdl, gold-white girl such as had been the witch in Monk's dream.
However, she was very tdl and her har—quite red, about as red as good bright copper—was partly
conceded under the amdl white cap, a maidservant's cap, which she wore. A maidservant's gpron added
to the gartling impresson of dl-white. In pite of being dressed as a maid, she didn't look a dl like a
maid.

“I leftit,” she said, “a home”

“Left what? Monk blurted.

“My motorcycle. How did you know | had one?’

“Let's not go into that,” Monk said weskly. “It might get complicated.”

Thegirl switched off her hand light. “We shouldn't talk too loud,” she said. “There are German soldiers
on guard in the chateau, and severd of them walk beats.”

Doc asked, “Is Harve MacChesney here?’

“Oh, yes. | am to take you to him. He fdt it'd be too risky to meet you in his quarters. He is waiting for
you. Heis down in the old vaullts benegath the chateau, in the library. He spends a great ded of time there,
reading, o the Nazis will not be suspicious. The Nazis never bother him there. They used to keep a
guard there with him in the beginning, but for the past few weeks they have not done s0.”

“You say thereisalibrary in the vaults under the chateau”’

“yes”

“A drange place for alibrary. Isit not damp?’

“The subterranean chambers are very dry, due to the drainage and the nature of the surrounding stone.”
“What kind of alibrary?”

The girl was slent long enough for it to be clear to them that she was hesitating before she answered. “A
privete library belonging to the estate which owned the chateau before the Nazis took it over,” she said.

“Modern suff?’ Doc asked.

She hesitated again. “No. Old books and manuscripts. They interested Mr. MacChesney. He is a student
of ancient forms of Latin and French as you know.”

Doc had known that. MacChesney was a sudious man with somewhat of a reputation as a trandator of
andient languages. “Come,” Sien Noordenveer added. “Mr. MacChesney iswaiting.”



Monk took a hand in the conversation. “Wait a minute. Lagt night a lady invited us in to see
MacChesney—and we didn't have such good luck.”

The young woman looked uncomfortable. “I heard about that. Thet is | heard some Nazi officers
discussing it. They took you prisoner. Y ou escaped.”

Monk watched her closdly. She had switched on the dectric lantern again and he could see her face.
“That'sright,” Monk said. “And we were told MacChesney tipped off the Germans where to grab us.”

She went completely blank. “Thet . . . that isn't trug!”

Monk shrugged. “I'm tdling you what we found out.”

“Who told you such athing?’

“A German officer who didn't know who he was taking to over the telephone.”
“Helied to you!”

Monk was not convinced. “Maybe a Nazi or two hastold alieinther time” he said. “But | didn't know
they lied to each other. This guy thought he was taking to another Nazi.”

“l suppose,” she sad hitterly, “you think I'm lying, too?’
“Now, now, do we have to start caling names?” Monk asked.
“Then are you going with me—or aren't you?’

Monk looked a Doc, who nodded.

“O. K.,” Monk sad. “We go with you.”

Doc Savage asked one question before they got moving.

“Are you sure that Harve MacChesney—four hours ago—told you we would be ariving by this
kylight?’

“Of course,” she replied.

“This specific skylight?’

“yYes”

“At this very minute?’

“Yes. | don't see how you were able to arrive right on the minute, either.”

Doc sad a gartled, puzzled, nothing.

Then the girl had a question for Monk. “How did you know | had a motorcycle?’

“Let's keep the peace,” Monk said, “by me not tdling you.”

THEY made therr way from the top floor to the ground floor of the chateau with caution. The interior of



the chateau was enormous, dthough none of the rooms were extremdy large. There were, Sen
Noordenveer whispered, one hundred and seventy-three roomsin dl, counting only those above the leve
of the ground. Underground, beneath the chateau, there were thirty or so subterranean chambers.

They soon entered these underground rooms. Sien Noordenveer opened an innocent-looking wooden
door of much thickness and weight, disclosing aflight of stone steps leading downward.

She descended boldly. “Hurry,” she said.
“Aint we lidble to run onto sentries?” Monk asked.

Sen pointed a abit of crumpled paper lying on the floor at the foot of the steps. “Mr. MacChesney was
going to pick up that paper if any sentries came down into the underground rooms,” she explained.
“There are other pieces of paper. Aslong as we seethemitis safe”

They passed another bdl of paper. They went down more steps.

The wdls were dry, cdean in some places, the naurd stone was dmaogt a white color. The floor was
worn, grooved by generations of feet. There were rooms, and most of these seemed to be devoted to
storage. Each of them looked, except that it had walls of stone, like the arch-cellinged, cluttered interior
of an dtic.

More steps going down.
“Thelibrary,” Sien said, “isdown here”

The corridor became narrow. It was about four feet wide, eight or nine feet high, and cut through solid
rock. There were no doors.

“Library,” Monk said. “I don't see no library.”
“At the end of this passage,” Sen told him.

The passage was lighted by an dectric bulb a the far end. This bulb got its current from a pair of
insulated copper wires which were fastened to the rock a intervas by cleats which were screwed to
wooden pegs drilled into the stone. Doc looked at the wires, then at the Sdes of the passage. He saw
something and stopped.

He bent over to examine what he had found.
“What isthis?’ he asked.

He meant two wires—a twisted pair—which were strung through the passage, lying on the floor againgt
one wall.

“What?" Sien asked.
“Thispair of wires”
The pair of wires were very fine, no thicker than horsehair. Sen bent over to look at them.

“Oh, those,” she said. “I don't know. There may be abdl or something.” She straightened. “This is as far
as| angoing,” she sad.

“You stop here?” Doc asked her.



“YS‘”
“Thought you were taking us to Harve MacChesney?’
“l have. He's over there.” She pointed. “In that room. You go on. I'l go back.”

Doc looked at the two andl wires. His face had a peculiar tightness. “Why are you going back?’ he
asked.

“l wastold to,” Sen sad. “I wastold to leave you here”
“WI,]y?l
“I tdl you |—"

Not waiting to hear her finish, Doc seized the two smdl wires and jerked them apart. They were not
grong, broke eadly in his hands.

Nothing happened.
Nothing happened for afull minute, which can be along time under the right conditions.

Then, far back, the end of the passage, the way by which they had entered, turned to flane and noise
and fdling and flying rock.

Chapter V. TOMB FOR THREE

THE noise was confined, held close in the narrow passage until it was terrific. It wasin an indant as great
asthar ears would register. Noises which followed it, noise of the whole passage roof collgpsing, faling
of hundreds of tons of stone, thunder of great broken rocks bounding dong the passage toward
them—all of that seemed lesser bedlam after that firg blast.

For moments they were busy dodging ralling rocks and feding shock and wondering if they were going
to die

The cataclysm ended.
“Thewired” Monk ydled. “Wires ran to dynamite planted in the caling at the entrance.”

His voice seemed as amd| as the sound of a mouse, dthough his wide mouth and the convulsing of his
chest indicated he was bellowing.

Doc ran to the explosion scene. The route they had come was blocked by fdlen stone. Rocks were ill
dropping, diding down the face of the barrier. He stood there in front of the mass. Monk came up behind
him.

“Blocked!” Monk said in an |-see-a-corpse voice.
“Completely.”

“There was a minutés time” Monk said, “between the time you broke those wires and the blast. A full
minute”

“Bresking the wires did not cause the exploson,” Doc said. “ Someone st it off |ater.”



Monk looked a Sien Noordenveer. “You,” he said, “wanted to go back.”
Sen's face was white except for two round red spots, one on ether cheek. She did not say anything.
Monk said, “If you had gone back, you'd have been safe. We wouldn't have been.”

Thetwo red spots went out of Sien's cheeks as she understood his meaning. Then she dapped Monk. A
quick and hard dap, aflash of her hand and a report that was as hard as a blow. It had force enough to
make Monk take two quick steps backward.

Doc Savage watched the byplay, said nothing. Then he began fallowing the wires he had broken. These
led farther on down the passage. Near the end of the passage they went up the wdl, over a door, and
attached to an dectric detonator. It was a second dynamite trap.

The detonator was arranged to explode a phid of heavy, aily, nearly colorless liquid—nitroglycerine. The
phid was held to the wdl by adhesive tape. Other phids and bottles, about twenty in number and hdf of
them fla pint brandy bottles, were full of nitroglycerine and fastened to the rock wal and caling with
wide gtrips of adhesive tape. The blast of the phid, of course, would have set them off.

Monk looked at the bottles and his mouth fell open and he was gaspingly without words.
The wire went no farther.

“Whoever set off the blagt did so from the other end of the corridor,” Doc said.

Monk looked a Sen Noordenveer. She met his gaze. Her face got whiter than it had been.

She sad, “1 know what you're thinking. If | had gone back, you would have been trapped and | would
have escaped.”

Monk said nothing.

Sen sad, “MacChesney told me to leave you. | didn't know the passage was to be blasted. But | know
how it looks. Like | was leading you into a trap asif | didn't fool you and was trapped with you.” Her
voice kept getting higher, tighter, crawling toward hysteria

“Did you?" Monk asked.

Doc Savage sad, “All right, dl right, come down to earth, you two. Miss Noordenvesr, if you didn't trick
us, your conscienceis clear and you have nothing to get excited about. Nothing, of course, except what
danger thereisto your life, which should not unduly upset a young woman of your obvious courage.”

There was enough power and compaosure in the bronze man's voice to quiet Sien, and make Monk ook
ashamed.

THE room where they stood was about thirty-five feet long, and there were five doors opening off into
cavernlike chambers in the solid stone. The hdlroom was dl there was a the end of the narrow,
tunndlike corridor in which the attempt had been to kill—it wasn't likdy the idea had been only to
imprison—them by blagting down the rock at each end.

Doc entered each of the five doors in succession. He found that the large stone chambers into which they
led appeared to have been excavated by the ancients for torture chambers, for prisons, and one, the
largest, for awdl room. The wel was a round opening covered by a lid. Doc removed the covering.



“Your dectric lantern,” he asked Sien. She handed the lantern to him.
The water in the wal was about twenty feet down.

“| thought you said these rooms were alibrary.”

Sen sad, “I didnt lieto you. Look in this other room.”

She wheded and led them into a cavern that was large. It contained metd cabinets, and these hdd metd
cases. The metd was a dainless dloy which would not corrode. The cases were the most modern
stientific type designed for the preservation of rare manuscripts.

“Andent documents, al of them,” Sien said.

Doc opened a case. He ingpected the parchment rall it contained.
Monk frowned over his shoulder a the writing. “What's that?’
“Manx.”

“What's Manx?’

“Cdtic speech of the Ide of Man,” Doc explained. “This example is not particularly old. Eighteenth
century. A piece by Joseph Bridson. There is much better in the British Museum.”

Sen Noordenveer looked sharply at Doc. “How did you know that?’
“Itisjust a hitherto usdless bit of information | have been carrying around.”
“Are you an expert on ancient languages?’

“Hardly an expert.”

Sen went to another of the cases, opened one to the manuscript containers and unrolled, with greet care,
another document. “What would you cdl this?” she asked.

Doc Savage glanced at the script. “Some work by Michad de Notredame, the astrologer, about the year
1555, he said.

The girl carefully rerolled the document, returned it to the case and placed it back in one of the sted
cabinets.

“That,” she said, “makes you an expert.”

MONK MAY FAIR waved both arms and ydled. “We're entombed herel Thisis a hel of atime to be
taking about old manuscriptd” He ran to the rock barrier and listened. “No noise of digging!” he blurted.
“They're gonna leave us here! They couldn't help hearing that exploson up in the chateau. If they were
gonnadig us out they'd at least be at it. They're gonna leave us herel”

He wrenched feverishly at some of the fdlen stones. He moved a few. Others balked him. His muscles
knotted, risng up under his hide like bubbles, but he could not budge the larger stones. “We can't dig out
without tools!”

Sen asked him, coldly, “ Scared?’



Monk looked at her. He wet hislips and his wild agitation became sheepishness. “Hedl, yes” he sad.
“But | get over it”

Doc finished a generd ingpection of the place where they were imprisoned. All the walls looked solid
enough.

There was a desk in the manuscript room. Doc went through it and seemed to find nothing that interested
him except a box of matches and a package of tobacco which someone hed |eft in a drawer.

He used a match and some scrap paper to art a fire in the middle of the floor. He broke the wooden
bottom out of a desk drawer and piled the thin kindling on the fire. On top of that, he put a fragment torn
from the German army overcoat which he dill wore.

The fire then smoked.

He did not explain why he had lighted the fire.

Sen Noordenveer stood watching him.

“Mr. Savage,” she sald.

“y e

“There is something fantastic and very big behind this. | think | had better tdl you dl | know.”
Doc watched smoke dimb from the fire,

“Ever hear of the black, black witch?” he asked.

Sen sad indantly, “I certainly have. | think | know plenty about him.”
Monk jumped.

“Him!” he blurted. “I thought witches were dways femaes”
“Thisone wasn't,” Sen said.

“Wan't? Monk asked.

“The black, black witch has been dead nearly four hundred years.”
Doc told her, “Go ahead with what you want to tdl us”

“I'm going to tdl you everything | know.”

“Go ahead.”

Sen looked a the fire. She didn't ask why it had been lighted. No one asked. The smoke climbed from it
inathin plume that danted off to the right as it reached to the caling. Doc extinguished the dectric lantern
to save its battery.

Sen sad, “Fird, | want to make it clear that | am somewhat an authority on the Sixteenth century.”
Monk told her, “A gifl as pretty as you would more likdy be an authority on jive and jitterbugging.”
Sen looked puzzled. “What are they?’



“Never mind,” Monk said. “I forgot we're in Europe.”

Sen looked a Doc steedily. “I was brought here” she said, “by the Nazis—because of what | know
about the sxteenth century. In other words, | was brought here to get the confidence of Harve
MacChesney. To spy on him”

“To spy on MacChesney,” Doc sad. “Spy on him for what?’
She frowned. “I'm gaing to use the exact words the Nazis used.”
“Go ahead.”

“That will,” she said, “make it sound foolish.”

“Go ahead.”

“’As soon as MacChesney finds the secret of the black, black witch—sted the secret from him. We must
have it. Bdieve me, Fraulein, thisis as important as the whole war, it may wdl be* Sen spread both
hands. “That is exactly what the Nazi leader said. | will never forget it. He sounded so intense.”

No one sad anything for a while. The smoke from the fire, dark and uneasy againg the cdling, was
cravling dong dowly.

SIEN NOORDENVEER shook her head dowly at them. “And now you are going to stop bdieving me.
Because | do not know what they wanted me to sed from MacChesney. But it is something of
enormous importance—I am sure of that, because of the number of men, soldiers and Gestapo, who
were kept here continuoudy.”

Doc told her, “There were a least a hundred soldiers involved in our capture last night.”

“That'sasample. That's what | mean. And you noticed how many guards are around the chateau here?
Soldiers everywhere.”

“Will you,” Doc suggested, “get on with the story.”

“The Nazis ordered me to spy on MacChesney. They told me to gt MacChesney's confidence, to use
our common interest in the Sxteenth century—MacChesney is dso an expet on the sxteenth
century—as an entering wedge.”

“And when you had MacChesney's confidence, what were you to do?’
“Report dl his movements”
“Did you?’

“Not dl of them. | told Mr. MacChesney what they were demanding | do. We fixed up ories to tdl
them. Nothing of vaue”

“MacChesney was doing sixteenth-century research?’
13 YS”

“On who?’



“Jugt generd research on these manuscripts, he daimed.”
“Why?'

“To amuse himsdf—he said.”

“You think he had another reason?’

“In the beginning, | don't think he had another reason,” Sen said. “But then he mus have made a
discovery. | don't know whét the discovery was. But it was something of great importance. MacChesney
kept it amygery. That was what the Nazis wanted.”

“Did MacChesney tdl you he had made a discovery?’

“No. He never even hinted at anything like that until the last. | worked with him, going over these
manuscripts, for weeks. But he never told me a thing. And yet | knew he had a secret. A secret he
considered very important. And he wasn't tdling me”

“How did you know that?’

Sen moved a hand vagudy. “A woman knows such things. And | found out MacChesney was snesking
down here in the night and doing something.”

“You fed he had made a discovery?’

“Yes. And he was working on that discovery.”

“But you didn't learn its nature?’

“No.”

“Did the Nazis know?’

“I'm not sure. | think they know more about it than | know.”

“What leads you to think that?”

“Because,” she explained, “they told me to watch any research MacChesney did on Peterpence.”

Monk had been ligening with his amdl eyes partly closed. Now he sat up and said, “Peterpence? Who's
I,E?!

“The black, black witch,” Sien said.
Monk's smdl eyes popped. “The who?’
“Peterpence,” Sen told him, “was caled the black, black witch.”

MONK looked blank. And then he looked pleased. He said, “Now comes a thing | understand. This
black, black witch was a fdlow named Peterpence. That's smple. When did he live?’

“From 1497 to 1559,” Sen explained.

Monk scratched his head. “Who was that other guy who lived about that time? Doc was looking a one



of the manuscripts a minute ago.”

“Michad de Notredame,” Sen said. “Better known as Nostradamus.”

Monk nodded. “Nostradamus—I've heard that name before.”

“Nogtrum,” Sien said, “is aword meaning medicine. It came from Nostradamus name.”
“Any connection between Nostradamus and this Peterpence?” Monk asked.

Sen nodded. “They were the bitterest of enemies”

“What'd they fdl out over?’

“Professond jedousy, | imaging” Sen explained. “Peterpence was an astrologer, sorcerer and medica
doctor. He was brilliant. He must have been extremely brilliant, because he got the reputation of being a
witch. To be a genius, in those days wasn't dways smart. If you were much more clever than other
people, they figured you were possessed of the devil.”

Doc Savage was watching the smoke. He had switched on the eectric lantern and was moving its glow
across the cdling where the smoke was traveling dowly.

Sen continued, “Most higtorians think this chateau was built for Nostradamus by Ceatherine de Medici.
That iswrong. Actudly, Catherine de Medici built it for Peterpence.”

Monk grinned suddenly and interrupted, “His girl friend?’

“Catherine de Medici was a queen of France” Sen informed him. “And nether Peterpence nor
Nostradamus were her boy friends. In those days it was fashionable for roydty to patronize genius”

“The way rich men angd shows today?’
“The same generd idea, providing there aren't chorus girls involved.”
“Shucks” Monk said. “What was the fun of being royaty?’

Sen went back to her story impatiently. “Catherine de Medici built this chateau for Peterpence, then
took it away from him and gave it to Nostradamus.”

“No wonder they didnt like each other.”

Sen frowned a Monk.

“Doyou,” she asked, “know the least thing about Nostradamus?’
“You just said—"

“l haven' told you the thing that made him famous—the thing which he did that was incredible, fantadtic,
and hardly even bdievable”

Monk looked &t her intently. “Yesh?’

“Nostradamus,” Sen said, “did something which, the more you dudy it today, gives you a feding of
incredible, frightening wonder.”

Doc Savage seemed to have grown tired of the discusson of the ancient feud between Peterpence and



Nostradamus. He interrupted with a question.

“Did you,” he asked Sen, “know that Harve MacChesney had sent to New Y ork for me?’
“Yes Hetold me”

“He trusted you, then?’

“A little That much.” She compressed her lips a moment. “He was very strange when he told me. He
looked more worried than usud that evening. He said that he had made an incredible discovery, a thing
50 fabulous that he did not trust himsdlf to handle it. He said that you, Mr. Savage, were the only one he
could think of who might be qudified to handle the matter. And he said he had sent for you.”

Monk, looking a her steedily, asked, “Did he tdl you we were to come to a farmhouse—’
“Go ahead and ingnuate | gave the enemy the tip that enabled them to capture you,” Sen said.

There was a hitterness in her tone that made Monk subside, and then say, “I could be wrong about you.
If I am, you can expect some apologizing.”

Sen sad, “That wasdl Mr. MacChesney told me until this afternoon, more than four hours ago, when he
sad you would enter the chateau by the skylight, and that | was to meet you, and bring you here. He told
me there would be bdls of crumpled paper in the corridors if the way was safe. And he said | was not to
comein here with you, but was to leave you in the corridor.”

Doc asked, “He explan why you were to leave us?’

“He said he wanted to talk to you privately—that | must not overhear.”

“That does not sound asif he trusted you.”

“He trusted me with everything but the big secret, whatever that is” Sen said.

A telephone began ringing then.

MONK jumped completely off the floor, the way he had of jumping when he was astonished. “Blazed”
he gasped. “An darm clock!”

Sen sad, “Itisthe telephone. | forgot to tdl you about the telephone.”

She went to a cabinet and opened it and lifted out a telephone hand set. “They drilled down through the
solid rock, agmdl hole for the telephone wire” she said. “Do one of you wish to answer?’

Doc Savage took the telephone from her hand. He looked a the ingrument. “This is a specid
microphone” he said. “A sengtive velocity-type microphone.”

Sen nodded. “For eavesdropping. The Germans put it in. | was to leave off the receiver so that they
could hear what went on down here. We frequently did so—and let them overhear quff that meant
nothing.”

Doc sad into the telephone, “Y es?’

A Teutonic voice that belonged to the colond in charge of the men who had captured them lagt night



rattled the receiver digphragm, asking, “Is Mr. MacChesney safe?’
“MacChesney?’ Doc asked.

“Ishe safe?’

“Is there any reason,” Doc countered, “why we should answer your questions?’

The officer recognized Doc's voice.

“Was nun?’ He changed back to English and ydled, “How did you get there?” He did not wait for an
answer. “Mr. Savage, | do not know how you got there. But we must know—is MacChesney safe?’

“Would you cdl this a safe place?’
The colond did not answer immediatdy.

“Ligen to me” he sad at lagt. “We know why you blew down the stone and imprisoned yoursalves in
there. It was so0 you have time to destroy the secret of the black, black witch—the discovery of
Peterpence. But | warn you! Do not do it!”

Doc asked, “Do not do what?’

“Dedroy the thing that MacChesney found—don't. We know MacChesney found it. And we want it.
Orders have come draight from Berlin that we mugt have it at dl costs.” The colond sounded anxious,
frightened, desperate. “Do not destroy it, understand! We have sent for miners and mining equipment.
We will reach you in a few hours, a day or two at the most. Lie on the floor. Conserve the oxygen. Do
not move around. And | assure you, if we do not find the black, black witch discovery when we reach
you, the things we shdl do to you will be thoroughly unpleasant.”

“You sound scared, colond.”

“l have reason to be,” the Nazi officer said bluntly. “I have just received the fuhrer's persona assurance
that if 1 do not handle this successfully the most pleasant thing | can do is shoot mysdf. | understand the
fUhrer means such things”

“You are unusudly frank.”

“l am aso unusudly desperate. | want you to understand that.”

Doc placed the telephone on the metd case. He took its wires in his hands and broke them apart.
He pointed at the cailing.

“Monk,” he said, “that smoke ismoving aong the celling. There is a definite air current up there. We had
better see why.”

Chapter VI. THE MAN FLEEING

IT soaked into Monk that Doc meant ar was crculating in the rooms cut in solid rock beneath the
chateal. There was an ar shaft somewhere. Monk howled. The howl had no definite words, just
pleasure. Then he gdloped around under the dowly moving smoke, prancing and pointing his nose a the
adling like a bird dog.



Sen Noordenveer laughed. Her voice had been tight as she talked to them, but the laugh was more
loose, relaxed.

“What's funny? Monk demanded.
“You are. You act asif you were a bloodhound trying to smdl aholein the calling.”
“Go ahead and have your fun,” Monk told her with pleasant tolerance.

Monk went ahead ingpecting the celling. And his glee began to fray a the edges. “I don't see ay hole”
he said. “The smoke just collectsin the caling of the hall.”

Doc studied the hdl. “ Get some of those manuscript cases,” he said.

They made a stack of the gainless metd manuscript files, piling them one on the other like big bricks.
Doc dimbed on these, examined the calling.

He made histrilling sound for a moment, and it had an intensdly pleased qudlity.

“Air channds around the edges,” he pointed out. “They are in this ornamentd frieze”
“How big are the holes?” Monk asked.

“Y ou might get your little finger in the largest.”

“That's great,” Monk said. “WEéll have to use the nitroglycerine, hun?’

They used the nitro, getting it dl off the caling. They used only one bottle to blast, and put the other in the
manuscript storage room, padding it carefully with paper. They stuck the one bottle againg the caling
near one of the air ducts, and Doc Savage stood across the room in a door and hurled a phid of nitro a
the spot.

After the desfening results subsided they took a look.
“Hole here” Doc reported.

“Big enough?’ Monk asked.

“Yes. Bady. But it goes sraight up.”

The ventilating shaft had been drilled straight down from above, and made large enough for a workman.
At the bottom atunnd circled the hdl, and it was through small holes drilled from this thet ar entered the
hall. They worked up into the shaft.

There were handholds by which they could dimb, they discovered.
“Wait aminute” Sien Noordenveer said. They stopped.
“I thought of something ese” she said. “Maybe | had better show it to you. It might be important.”

She took them into the maost shabby room. In an uninviting corner she pointed at a desgn of cracks in the
wall. They seemed ordinary cracks.

“Look at them dosdy,” she said. “And then watch.”
She shoved againg a part of the wal with her left hand. A amdl segment of rock dipped inward. Then



she pushed at another point and a larger panel opened. The fird spot was a catch which held the pand
secured, obvioudy.

Insde there was an opening about three feet deep, two feet wide, and afoot high.
It was empty.

“This” Sen said, “was a secret. | think it might have been a secret for centuries. But Harve MacChesney
found it. I think he found in an old manuscript by Peterpence—the black, black witch—directions which
he followed.”

She looked at them. They said nothing.

She explained, “1 know MacChesney found it because | accidentally saw him opening it. He had a
Peterpence manuscript in his hand, and was obvioudy following directions which it gave.”

“What wasin here?” Monk asked.
“l sugpect,” she sad, “that it was this thing everybody is cdling the secret of the black, black witch.”

THEY dimbed the ar shaft. The going was difficult, treacherous. As they got higher, the rock grew
damp, which was surprisng. It was dippery. There was moss. And then there were dangling dimy vines,
and the passage had turned at right angles, becoming levd.

“It couldn't be gold or jewels” Monk said.
“What couldn't?” Sen asked.

“Whatever was in that secret hole in the wall. The Nazis wouldn't raise this kind of a fuss over gold or
jewds. With the finandd set-up, they don't need money that bad.”

Doc Savage parted vines. He extended a hand and found space beyond. The tunnd had come out,
goparently, in the face of a diff.

He found loose, damp dirt, dust that had drifted into the tunnel. He molded alittle into abdl and tossed it
out, listened to it fdl. Its sound came back findly.

“About a hundred feet,” Monk muttered. “That's greet!”
“We daren't show alight,” Sen warned. “They might seeiit”

Doc explored the rock outsde the tunnd mouth. It fdt firm. His fingers found a amdl ledge. He dung to
that, smung over, and up. Then he found ancther ledge—like the firgt one, obvioudy cut there long ago.
Once they had been footholds, and they dill offered finger purchase.

The top of the diff was about ten feet up, overhung by brush and vines. The vines helped alittle.

He found a tough vine, broke it free and lowered it. With that he hauled Sien to the top. Then he brought
Monk up.

“Now what?" Sen whispered.
“Wewill try,” Doc told her, “to locate Harve MacChesney.”



Sen was surprised. “ Say, don't you ever give up?’
“Give up?’

“| thought,” Sien said, “that you would try to get out of Germany.” She hesitated, adding, “And | wanted
to go dong.”

“We came over here to hdp MacChesney,” Doc said. “You say MacChesney was around the chateau
tonight?’

“Yes, of course. | left him not fifteen minutes before | met you under the skylight.”
“The Germans,” Doc reminded her, “seemed to think he was in the underground rooms with us”
Sen sad grimly, “Which means he's hiding.”

“Then the thing to do isfind him,” Doc said. “You stay here. Monk will stay with you. You will wait right
here”

“You,” Sen sad suddenly, “be careful.”

“I will watch out for Germans,” Doc told her.
“l wasn't,” Sien said, “meaning the Germans.”
“Y ou meant MacChesney?’

“I sure do. It looks to me like MacChesney isnt your friend. Maybe he did tip off the Germans to grab
you last night. Maybe he blew down that underground passage.”

“A posshility,” Doc admitted. “And could you guess why?’
“l could and would.”
“Guess avay.”

“Maybe” Sen sad, “he changed his mind. Maybe he sent for you, and then decided he didn't want you
after dl.”

Doc was thoughtfully slent for a moment. “Whét reasons would he have?’

“MacChesney is queer. He's different. He's benevolent. He loves mankind. He's what people think
diplomats are when they don't redly know what diplomas are like Harve MacChesney has an
[-want-to-do-good-in-the-world complex.”

Doc knew this was very true of MacChesney. He waited to hear the rest of Sien's theory.

“He could,” Sen said, “have changed. Greed maybe got the upper hand. He found something. It was so
big and so world-shaking that he sent for you to take charge. He did that when he was dl sirred up with
his I-want-to-do-good-in-the-world feding. Then greed got him. He decided he wanted the thing hed
discovered dl for himsdf. But held sent for you. You were coming. He'd have to stop that. How does
that theory sound?’

Monk hed listened. He answered her question.

“It sounds,” Monk said, “like some firgt-class reasoning.”



THE German army overcoat which Doc had been wearing had a very good lining. Doc tore out the lining
and fashioned himsdf a breechcloth which did not hamper dlent mation as much as the heavy overcoat.
The cold of the night, and it was cold, might not be as unpleasant as the cdiber 11 m-m bullet which
German army rifles fired.

He was twenty or thirty feet from the chateau entrance when the door flew open and an officer dashed
out. It was the colond.

“Corpora Schultz!” he yelled.
The sentry whipped a salute, “ Y es, Colond Rohr.”
The colond had so much trouble with his voice that he practicdly strangled.

“The Luftwaffe commandant, this zone, has telephoned me” he said. “It seems tha an American
approached the flying field, knocked a guard senseless, and stole a Messerschmitt. The plane was fuded
and armed, ready for action in case of a raid. The American succeeded in taking off. The American
carried two amdl suitcases. He was seen and discarded one suitcase in his haste. In the suitcase was an
old manuscript. The American was identified as Harve MacChesney.”

The sentry stood &t rigid attention through this long speech. He did not say anything.
“Schultz!” snapped Colond Rohr.

“yYes”

“You have a brother assgned to Fidd 3, Zone 37, Area 5.”

The sentry didn't want to answer that. “l—yes gr,” he said.

“That was the fidd from which the American, MacChesney, just escaped in a golen plane”
The sentry had gotten much tighter.

“Schultz,” said Colond Rohr. “You often go to thet fied to vigt your brother, do you not?’
The sentry swayed alittle. Terror began to crawl over hisface. “Yes, Sr,” he croaked.

“At dl the other windows and doors of the chateau, there has been two guards tonight,” the colond said.
“But you have been the only guard at this door, Schultz.”

Fear made the sentry wordless.

Colond Rohr said, “Schultz, you let MacChesney leave here tonight with two smdl suitcases. You told
him where the flying fidd was located and just how he might approach it and stedl a plane.”

The sentry couldn't keep hisarm at sdute any longer. The arm sagged, sheking, asif it had no srength to
do anything. He could not speak.

Colond Rohr grinned suddenly. He looked around, listened, then laughed. It was a friendly laugh.

“Give me hdf the money MacChesney paid you,” he sad in alow voice, “and | will stle this thing so
you will not have any worries.”



The sentry made a gulping sound. He whirled, pounced on the soft earth under a bush, dug franticdly for
amoment, and came up with a packet of paper money.

“Herel” He thrust the money on Colond Rohr. “Take hdf. Take two thirds”

Rohr grinned thinly. “MacChesney paid you plenty, did he not?’ He folded the money and pocketed it.
“I will not need to worry?” asked the frightened soldier.

“No more,” Colond Rohr said.

The colond used a dark pigtal to shoot the sentry, once in the forehead and once in the left eye.

TWENTY minutes or so after they had taken the body of the sentry away—Colond Rohr camly stated
that the sentry had confessed to letting MacChesney escape the chateau, but made no mention of the
money—there was a car sound on the road. The machine was a fidd gray-green amy daff car,
camouflaged. It rushed up the drive to the chateau entrance.

A soldier sprang out with aamdl suitcase. A piece of baggage about the Sze of a week-end case.
“The bag which MacChesney dropped,” he explained.

Colond Rohr took it.

Apparently he had telephoned the Luftwaffe fidd an order to send him the bag.

The gaff car departed.

Colond Rohr did not enter the chateau. He scowled at the place, then craned his neck, looking over a
bush at the sentry who now guarded the entrance.

The door sentry was not in a position to have seen the gaff car emissary hand the bag to the colond.

The colond backed away, keeping the bush between himsdf and the sentry. He began to run. He was in
good physica condition, knew where he was going, and covered ground fast. He was in such a hurry that
he never saw or even heard Doc tralling hm with quiet, Indian stedlth.

He ran three quarters of amile and came out in ayard of asmdl French inn. There were severd cars and
two trucks, dl Reichswehr machines, parked in theinn yard.

One of the trucks was an amy communications vehicle. Colone Rohr had the key. He unlocked it,
climbed in, and turned on the light. He closed the door and drew the blackout curtains with which the
mechine was equipped. He must have been a little excited, because he missed one amdl curtain from
which light crept.

Doc Savage glued his eye to the spot where the light showed.

Colond Rohr had opened the amdl handbag, spread a pile of parchment rolls over a table and was
sudying them. The writing on them did not seem to give im much trouble.

For at least fifteen minutes the colond read.
“Wie scade!”



he snarled. He cursed a little, fits on his hips, bitter disgppointment in his voice. He dumped the
parchment rolls back in the case.

He consulted his wrist watch.

“I hope nobody has missed me” he muttered.

He extinguished the dectric lights and got out of the truck with the bag.
Doc was there to take him by the coat |apels.

Doc sad, “So you are trying to sted it yoursdf!”

He hit Colond Rohr a quick blow on the jaw point, then another in a spot that would produce more
lasting unconsciousness. He dumped the colond back in the truck with the bag.

There was no sound from the little French inn, where soldiers were probably degping.

Doc dimbed into the truck, closed the black-out curtains, switched on the lights He looked for a
moment at the radio apparatusin the truck. It was powerful equipment. Then he opened the suitcase and
began examining the parchment ralls

Colond Rohr was an expert on ancient French languages himsdf. No one but an expert could have read
this uff so rapidly.

It was a manuscript donein 1554.

The author was Peterpence, known in hisold age as the black, black witch.

DOC skimmed over the parchment rolls, reading some paragraphs closdly.
Mogt of the Suff was rather foul. It was villification, dander, venom. All directed a Nostradamus.

According to the manuscript, Nostradamus had been many kinds of arasca and evil felow. But the very
magnitude of the crimes showed them to be written lies. False dander and evil. The outpouring of a bitter,
heting heart. A piece of sixteenth-century bile.

The manuscript was a sample of consuming hate.
Except for one page—which had a different flavor. The flavor of revenge. And of a secret.
That page mugt have been written after the others.

It was obvious that Peterpence had gotten some kind of revenge on Nostradamus—nbut that the revenge
hed backfired. Peterpence had intended to tear Nostradamus down, to disgrace him. He hadn't. Instead,
Nostradamus had shot to fame and glory. He had gotten greet favor in the eyes of Catherine de Medici,
Queen of France. The chateau, which had been built for Peterpence by the queen was being taken from
him and given to Nostradamus.

The manuscript, apparently, had been executed the night before Peterpence would have to leave the
chateau forever.,

Thetwo lagt paragraphs were interesting.



Next to the find paragraph reed:

Theworldisafodl. It is an idiot child. It has no acceptance or gppreciaion of greatness. Here | have a
discovery that is great, greater than hope, charity, hate, fear, love. Greater than any emotion. As great as
life itsdf. But the child-idiot-fool world has not the sense to accept it. They cdl me a he-witch, the
imbeciles. | shdll, therefore, not give the secret to mankind. | shdl hide it here in the chateau. That will be
agreat joke. Thefool Nostradamus will never know what made him what he is—that it was my work, by
accident.

Thefind paragraph was a description of the hiding place in the room in the stone benegth the chateau.
This was the manuscript which had guided MacChesney to the hiding place.
There was nothing else of interest in the collection of old manuscripts.

Doc went to work on the radio equipment.

THE radio apparatus—this was evidently a central command truck—was powerful. It was the kind of an
outfit that was desgned so a Nazi generd in Paris could tak by radiophone to a colleegue before
Sdingrad.

There was “scrambler” equipment to make the conversation unintdligible to eavesdroppers. Doc
disconnected that.

The transmitter wave length dso could be changed. He worked with the set, put the wave length on a
frequency where he knew English or American monitor sets would be tuned in. He cut in the power and
the microphone.

In English Doc said, “Emergency cdl. Emergency cdl to dl English and American ligening posts.
Emergency. Cut in your recording machines. Make a recording of the fallowing. Make a recording of the
following. Then play it over transatlantic radio to headquarters of Doc Savagein New York City. Get the
recording to Doc Savage aidsin New Y ork. Here is the recording.”

He changed to Mayan. Mayan was the dead language used by Doc and his associates to communicate
with each other when they did not wish to be understood by others. The Mayan tongue was spoken by a
few inhabitants in a srange logt vdley in Centra America, but by dmos no one dse in the so-caled
avilized world, except Doc and hisfive assigtants.

(Thelogt vdley in Centra Americais aso the source of the enormous wedth expended by Doc Savage
inhis strange profession of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers. It was the scene of Doc's fird greet
adventure with hisfive aids, in the Doc Savage novd titled “The Man of Bronze.” It was in the course of
this adventure that they learned Mayan, the logt language of the origind dan of Maya, which had a
avilizetion greater than Egypt thousands of years before Egyptian learning reached its dimax. How Doc
gets his Mayan gold is rather strange—on any seventh day, at a certain hour, he can broadcast a request
inMayan by powerful radio. A few days later a pack train of gold will appear mysterioudy at his bank in
the capita of the Centrd American republic—THE AUTHOR))

In Mayan, Doc sad:

“Ham, Johnny, Renny or Long Tom—whoever gets this Monk and | have not been doing so well.
MacChesney made a mydterious, and an gpparently vasily important discovery while amusng himsdf by
digging through old manuscripts in the chateau where he was confined in Occupied France. MacChesney



sent for us, then changed his mind, and apparently tried to get us captured by the Germans, or killed. He
faled by narrow margin. MacChesney has now escaped in a solen German plane. He has smdl suitcase
probably containing his discovery. Get busy on this, dl of you.”

Doc was spegking the Mayan dowly and carefully, enundiating the words so that they would be clearly
registered by the recording machine.

He continued: “Try to find and capture Harve MacChesney. Get help from American and English military
authorities. One of you come to France and pick us up. We will be at the edge of a woods located seven
miles due south of La Glenze, in Occupied France. We will be waiting there Friday a midnight.”

He repeated the Mayan indructions, in case the ligening posts had been late switching on recorders.
He turned off the radio.

He found a hdf dozen one-soldier supply packs of emergency rations in a locker in the truck and took
those. Colond Rohr was dill unconscious when he left.

Chapter VII. THE FIRST TERRIFIED MAN

HAM BROOKS looked the part. Ham's full name and title was Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley
Brooks, and by reputation he was one of the mogt astute lawyers Harvard had ever turned out, which
made him quite astute. He looked everything he was, and possibly alittle more.

Most remarkable thing about Ham, probably, was his dothing. This was remarkable on any and dl
occasions, and was good reason for the name of being the second best-dressed man in America. Last
year he had been best-dressed man in the polls which counted, but this year an actor in Hollywood had
edged him out of fird place into second. Ham's dibi was that the war was didracting his attention, but
privately he had done a it of worrying. He was proud of his sartorid repute.

He was even prouder of his association with Doc Savage. He was one of Doc's group of five assgtants.

He came flying into Occupied France, and by reason of the specidly slenced motors on one of Doc's
own planes, the fine job of camouflage, daring and some luck, he avoided possible interception and
landed in a meadow at the edge of the woods located seven miles due south of La Glenze.

Monk and Doc, waiting, quickly jumped into the plane.
“Monk, you ugly thug,” Ham said. “It's too bad they didn't hang you.”
He sounded asif he meant it.

“Ham, you overdressed shyster,” Monk said, “danged if | don't think I'll stay here before I'll ride back
with you.”

Monk sounded as if he meant that, too.

Which was, for them, a completely affectionate gregting.

Then Ham looked at Sen Noordenveer. “The breath of an angd!” he exclamed. “Whao's this?’
“Thewitch | dreamed up,” Monk told him. “Did a pretty good job, didn't [?”



Sen said. “He keeps taking about a witch and a motorcycle in connection with me. He never has
explained why.”

They were logng no time getting in the plane.
Ham asked Doc, “Have any trouble with the Germans since you made that radio speech in Mayan?’
“Nothing serious” Doc told him.

Sen laughed. “1'd hate to see something he cdled serious, then. German patrols have been as thick as
beesin a clover fidd. With dl the soldiers who have been around here | don't see what they have left to
fight the war.”

“They were after you, huh?’

“In waves.”

“You have aradio-receiving set?’
“No.”

“You don't know, then,” Ham said, “that the whole Nazi outfit is in a stew over this thing. Grapevine
reports have been coming out about it.”

Ham hauled back on the control whed. The ship lifted.

He said, “The reports are to the effect that the Nazis are dl stirred up about a black, black witch. The
English thought that was funny, at first. Then they heard Hitler himsdf was very interested, and had made
apersond trip to a chateau near Carotin, France, in connection with the matter. That made them stop
laughing. Then they heard Colond Rohr had been executed by a firing squad on Hitler's persond order.
That convinced them it was important. But they're puzzled.”

Doc asked, “Colond Rohr was executed?’

“That's the report,” Ham said. “ Stood againgt a stone wall.”

DOC SAVAGE lapsad into dlence. Degth invaridbly had a depressng effect on hm when it was
connected with his doing. Long ago he bad issued orders to his men that there was to be no killing of
enemies, regardless of how much killing was deserved. It was the one order of which he expected no
vidlation. He hmsdf never directly took alife Nor did the others, dthoughin the case of Monk Mayfair,
there was room for a little doubt. Monk had been &flicted with a series of accidents—as he cdled
them—in which his enemies unfortunately got killed. He had been warned about this Nobody expected
the warning to do much good. Monk had been warned about involving himsdf with anything attractive in
skirts, without noticeable effect.

The plane dimbed up into the sky. It was a moonlit night with the sky full of star sparks and the ar hard
with cold.

Ham said, “About that recording in Mayan: Haf a dozen ligening posts in England got it, and two in
America They were playing it to us over long distance telephone in less than thirty minutes We got

“All of you?" Doc asked.



“Renny and Long Tom are in Audrdia on that army misson,” Ham said. “They haven't gotten back. That
left Johnny and me and Pat.”

Sen Noordenveer asked, “Who is Johnny?’

“Johnny Littlgohn, archaeologist and geologist,” Ham explained. “The longest one hunk of man you ever

“And the user of the biggest words,” Monk added.
“And who is Pat?’ Sen asked. “Is he another one of your group?’
“Pat isn't ahe. Pat is Patricia Savage. She's Doc's cousin.”

“Pretty?

“Oh, boy!” Ham said. “The only trouble is, she likes trouble the way a frog likes flies. Every time we get
mixed up in some excitement like this she's right down our throats.”

Doc Savage, who rardy showed expression, was now looking irritated. “You caled Pat into this?’ he
asked.

Ham registered discomfort. “ Sheinvited hersdf. Y ou know how sheis Doc.”

“You should have kept her out. This thing may prove to be the biggest and most dangerous aticle we
have tackled. The whole German government is excited about it. And the German government, in the
middle of its other troubles, would not get excited over atrifle”

Ham said, “Wdll, she'sinit now.”

“Wht is she doing?’

“Heping Johnny keep track of Harve MacChesney.”
“You have,” Doc asked, “located MacChesney?’
“You might say we're keeping track of his smoke.”
“Smoke?’

“MacChesney,” Ham explained, “is burning up the landscape in an effort to get somewhere. We think the
somewhere is New York. He got out of Germany in the Luftwaffe plane he stole. He landed in French
Africa, and refuded. The French-African airport was an out-of-the-way one, and the authorities there
were s0 bamboozled by the combination of an American diploma and a German war plane that they
were afraid not to refud him. The next heard from he wasin Brazil.”

Ham had been dimbing ther plane rgpidly. They went into clouds. He continued, “In Brazl, they were
too smart for him. The Brazlian authorities seized the plane and arrested MacChesney. But, of course,
when the American offidds there identified MacChesney as a United States diplomat, the Brazlians
turned him over to the United States officids. And then MacChesney made jackasses out of the United
States officids. He escaped from them. He stole another plane, an American one this time, and headed
for the United States.”



DOC SAVAGE lifted a hand to interrupt the recitd of MacChesney's actions. “MacChesney,” he said,
“escaped from United States officidsin Brazl and stole an American plane?’

“yes”
“Strange way for a hitherto dignified and trusted American diplomat to act.”

“Darned strange,” Ham agreed. “Everybody in Washington who knows MacChesney is dumfounded.”
Doc asked, “He didn't explain himsdf?’

“Not aword.”

“Did he” Doc asked, “mention how he escaped from Germany?’

“He didn't tdl anybody anything.”

They flew in slence for a while. Clouds were thin and ghostly wisps around them. Overhead, the moon
and the stars were as bright asfire.

“Go ahead,” Doc sad, “with anything else you know about MacChesney.”

Ham shrugged. “There isnt much more. MacChesney flew from Brazl to the United States by the land
route. He refuded once in Honduras, & a remote mining-company flying fidd where they hadn't heard
about him. That's the lagt trace. He is headed for the States, of course, and probably for New York. He
livedin New York along time, and held doubtless head for familiar ground. Furthermore, the Honduras
mining company manager reported that he saw a map in the plane, and it had three or four dternate
routes to New Y ork charted on it with pencil.”

Monk scratched his nubbin-shaped head. “What I'm wondering is where MacChesney learned to fly like
that. It ain't no smdl job to pilot stolen planes around over the world like he's doing.”

Ham said, “MacChesney is a private flier of much experience. Kept own plane for years, and traveled
from one European capital to another in the course of his busness”

“Thet costs money. Do they pay diplomats that kind of dough?’

“The MacChesney family had alot of wedth in the shape of rubber plantations.”
Doc Savage looked up. “Rubber plantations? In the East Indies?’

Ham nodded.

“Then,” Doc sad, “the MacChesneys have logt their holdings”

“l was going to mention that.” Ham adjusted the automatic-pilot device. “We wondered if that could
have anything to do with the way MacChesney is acting. Men who have been wedthy dl ther lives, and
logt their money suddenly, react in strange way's, Sometimes.”

Doc made no comment, was thoughtful for awhile.
“Hasthere,” he asked, “been any report of MacChesney carrying asmdl handbag?’

“Itsaded digpatch box,” Ham said. “It's chained to hiswrigt.”



THEY came down in England without difficulty. A flight of R. A. F. fighter planes escorted them the last
fifty miles suspicioudy, however. Doc's plane, while it bore United States military markings, was
obvioudy not an American military type.

While they were refuding, a fidd officer approached them, reported, “Mr. Savage, a transatlantic
radiophone cdl for you.”

The cdl was over the regular radio land-line service. It was Johnny Littlgohnin New Y ork City.
“A lagtificantly empyrean transubstantiation,” he remarked.

“What is on your mind?’ Doc asked him.

“Oh!” Johnny said. “I thought it was Ham on the wire”

Johnny liked to use his jawbresking words on everyone except Doc. For some reason or other, he never
employed them on the bronze man.

Johnny continued, “I think we are on theftrail of Harve MacChesney.”
“You have found hm?’

“No. But he landed his plane and abandoned it in a fidd in Pennsylvania That seems to indicate he is
headed for New York.”

“No trace of him snce?’

“None.”

Doc sad, “Get acomplete lig of MacChesney's friends. Get every close friend he has.”
“We have that dready. Pat assembled it

“Get our private-detective organization to work on the friends” Doc directed. “Watch them. Supply
evary detective with a full description and pictures of MacChesney. They will have MacChesney's
photograph on file in the State department in Washington. Get it. Better have a good artis make up
severd possible disguises around the photograph, and give copies to dl the detectives.”

“Right. Anything ese?’
“And get Pat off thisthing,” Doc said, “if you can.”
“| don't know about that.”

“There is something fantagtic behind this thing,” Doc told him. “It is not smdl. The whole German
government is excited about it. It has made MacChesney, a staid and dependable man, behave like an
insane man. Before we get the thing settled there quite probably may be fireworks. Nothing for a girl to
be foaling around.”

“How,” Johnny asked, “would you suggest | get Pat to go about her busness?’

“Y ou have me sumped,” Doc admitted.

THEY made the England-to-America flight in company with two big cargo transports loaded with amy



fliers going back to bring over more bombers. The transports were fast and did not cut down their speed
much.

It was late afternoon when they landed a LaGuardia airport.

The plane, unlike most of the craft which Doc owned—he had severd—was a land ship only. Hence
thar use of LaGuardia Field instead of the Hudson River and the waterfront warehouse-hangar which
they normally employed.

Johnny met them. He stood ot like a tower in the crowd. Monk told Sien, “He's longer than the words
he uses. You couldnt misshim.”

“I'l be superamagamated!” Johnny said with much pleasure.
He sounded so satisfied that Doc knew he had good news.
“Found MacChesney?’ Doc asked.

Johnny shook his head. “No. But hesin New York. And we know he saw one of his friends, a man
named Robert Diamat. And now Robert Diamat is scared Hiff.”

“Scared?’

“With the srangest kind of fear you ever saw,” Johnny said. “This thing is sure beginning to look
interesting.”

Chapter VIII. THE FRIGHTENING FUTURE

JOHNNY LITTLEJOHN had appeared a the airport in his private automobile, an dderly and extremely
dilgpidated vehide which Monk had often caled a fugitive from an assembly line. This ancient land ark
could actudly travel a hundred and fifty miles an hour, if everything kept out of its way, and the occupants
were safe from bullets coming from less than an antitank gun providing the windows were closed. A
spectator would have said it was an impossihility, but it could be made absolutely artight, hence safe
from gas attack. Along with its other qudities was that of noise. When in mation it made such a racket
thet conversation was difficult.

Johnny set the course of his vehide into downtown Manhattan and toward the swank and dignity of
resdentia Park Avenue.

Monk looked at the skyscrapers, a the people on the streets. He grinned, much pleased.
“This” he said, “obvioudy isn't Europe.”

Sen was gazing out of the window. “It isnt Holland, ether.”

They rode slently, in a state not less than completdy pleased.

Monk laughed. “You know, I've knocked around over the world plenty, and | haven't lost the kick that
comes of getting back to the States. | wonder if you ever loseit?’

Sen glanced at the city around them, at the people on the streets, and at thelr dress. “I don't see why one
should lose it.”



Johnny had been told the story of what had happened to Doc and Monk so far. He had been thinking it
over as he drove his remarkable car. Now he shook his head. “The Germans must know more about it
then we do,” he said. “Ther excitement indicates they do. | wonder what it iS?’

Monk told him, “Whatever it is, it's something that a sorehead named Peterpence, dso known as the
black, black witch, discovered back in fifteen hundred and something-or-other. The black, black witch
hid the secret in that underground room of the chateau. MacChesney got to digging through old
documents, and found the hiding place. Whatever he found got hm so excited that he sent for Doc. And
then it got him even more excited, so that he tried to stop Doc getting there. And when Doc did arrive,
MacChesney grabbed the secret—we think—and lit out for New York.”

“You told me dl that before.” Johnny was absentmindedly usng smdl words. “What did MacChesney
find?’

Monk snorted. “ Suppose you let me ask some slly questions.”
“Mutiloquete,” Johnny said.

“Huh?’

“Go ahead and ask.”

“Who,” Monk asked, “isthis scared man?’

“Robert Diamat.”

“You told us hisname. Who is he?’

“A very close friend of MacChesney.”

“And whet es=?’

“Heis married,” Johnny explained, “to MacChesney's ex-wife.”
“l didn't know MacChesney had been married before.”

“They were divorced some years ago.”

THEY pulled up before an gpartment house which made it evident that Robert Diamat was a man who
hed alot of money to spend on living. Monk said, “Ham should be impressed. He once had an apartment
inthis neighborhood.”

Ham nodded, said, “And had to giveit up because | couldnt pay the rent. You know what these places
rent for? Some of them as high as twenty thousand a year.”

A doorman with good manners and much dignity passed them indde. “We're expected,” Johnny told the
telephone operator insde,

As they rode up in the devator, Monk said, “Expected? Did this Robert Diamat ask you to bring us
here?’

“No. We got thrown out,” Johnny explained. “They probably expect me back, though. So | didn't lie
about being expected.”



A butler let them in. He recognized Johnny. He shook his head wordlesdly.
“The doctor come?’ Johnny asked.

“Yes, dr,” the butler said. “He doesn't understand it.”

“And you cdled in a psychiatrig?’

The servant nodded. “He was completdly baffled, sr. He indicated a bdief that it was the result of some
kind of continuous and growing shock, gpparently induced by bdief that something horrible is going to

happen.”
“Can we see Mr. Diama?’

“He won't like it, gr. He did not like it when the doctor and the psychiatris came. And he was not
exactly courteous to you on your other vist.”

Johnny grinned. “He practically chased us out with the fireplace poker. But well take our chances.”

The butler—evidently he and Johnny had previoudy reached some kind of an agreement that involved
money, judging from his attitude—admitted them. He indicated which way they were to go.

Doc paused to ask a question.
“Where” heinquired, “isthe lady of the house, Mrs. Diama?’
“The madam iswintering in PAm Beach,” the butler explained. “ She has not been notified of this matter.”

Johnny then conducted them down a hdl, through a pleasant room, and stopped at a door. “He's in
here” he said. “Before we goin | want to tdl you what he's been doing. For hour after hour, more than a
day now, he has done nothing but St and stare fixedly & the radio-recelving set, and with the most awful
expression of growing horror.”

“Ligening to the radio?’ Doc asked.

“Theradio isn't turned on.”

Doc frowned. “Before his strange behavior started, he was visted by Harve MacChesney?’
“Exadtly.”

“Did Robert Diamat tdl you that?’

“No. | got it from the butler. Diamat refused to tdl me athing.”

“How did the butler know about Harve MacChesney?’

“The butler,” said Johnny, “is an old family retainer. He has been in the family of the present Mrs. Diamd,
who was the former Mrs. Have MacChesney, for years. He was with her when she was Mrs.
MacChesney. So he knows MacChesney by sght aswel as anybody would. He saw Mr. MacChesney
snesking into this gpartment a few hours before Robert Diamat began acting so strangdly.”

Johnny flung open the door.



WALKING into a strange man's house and throwing open doors was a procedure which they expected
the owner to resent. But Robert Diamat did not as much as look at them. If he had any consciousness of
thar arriva, he gave no sgn.

He sat in front of the radio.

Sx radios, rather. There were five new sets and one old one, and dl were connected and dl seemed
ready for operation.

None of the radios was switched on.

Doc stepped forward and noted that the dids of dl the radios were set to the same wave length. It was
the frequency of alarge broadcasting chain locd outlet.

“Mr. Diama,” Doc Savage said.

The man kept looking sraight in front of him for a while, then turned his eyes only. When he saw Doc
Savage he moved his head dightly, but not much. It was about the least impresson Doc had ever made
on a stranger. The man did not speak.

Doc Savage waked dowly around Diama, examining the man. He made no bones about inspecting
Diama, as if the fdlow was a patient who had come for a diagnoss and treatment. He made his visud
ingpection, then took the man's wrist and counted pulse. It was dow and dightly thready, but not bad.

Doc reached for Diamat's head to tip it back and examine the eyes.
Diama struck the hand away, hitting the hand a quick snakelike blow.
“Get out of here!” Diamat croaked.

Doc Savage glanced up at the butler, who had followed them into the room. The butler's face was tragic.
Doc asked, “That sound like his norma voice?’

“Itisnt likehima dl, gr,” the butler said sadly.

“Please leavel” Diamat muttered.

Doc pulled up a chair in front of the man. “Mr. Diama,” he asked, “what gave you this shock?’
No response.

“Mr. Diamat!” Doc said loudly.

The man looked steedily a one radio. His attention seemed focused on that radio to the exdusion of the
others, dthough the radio differed from the othersin no way except that a clock sat upon it.

It was not hard to deduct that the man was waiching the clock.

DOC SAVAGE got up and sauntered around the room—and changed the time of his watch. Johnny had
brought the wrist watch dong with dothing when he met them at the airport.

Doc went back and sat down in front of Diameét.

“Mr. Diama,” he said. “Why are you wetching dl the radios?’



The man did not answer.
Doc moved hiswrig casudly so that the man would not help but notice the did of the wrist watch.
“Johnny,” Doc said. “Did Mr. Diamat have dl the radios when you were here before?’

“No, he didn't,” Johnny replied. “He has ordered the other radios since. He had only one when | was
here”

“Mr. Diama,” Doc sad. “Why did Harve MacChesney vist you?’

Diama then saw the did of Doc's wrigt watch. Doc had set the time ahead fifteen minutes. Diamat's eyes
protruded.

He emitted a wardly inaticulate cry and sprang upon the radios. He turned the sets on, one after
another, pawing them madly and meking wordless groanings and gabblings.

He acted like a man who was about to explode while the tubes were warming up. The radios blasted on.
A swing band. Ther racket was ear-gplitting.

“I've missed it!” he screamed.
Doc cut down the volume of the sets. “Missed what?’
“The. . .the—" Diamat stared at him. He shook his head. He sank back in a chair.

Doc sad, “Mr. Diama, have you considered the possibility that we might be here to help you. My name
is Savage—Doc Savage, and these are my associates.”

This had an effect on Diamat. He closed his eyes dowly, the fird time—everyone remembered
suddenly—that he had closed them since they had come into the room.

“Help?’ he said. “Help isthe extending of aid and succor, the offering of a haven. There is no haven from
the inevitable, so how can you help me?’

Doc studied the man for a moment. “It is dways best to ded in tangibles, Mr. Diamat. What do you
mean by the inevitable? If you meen thet literdly, there probably is no such thing as the inevitable. The
ineviteble is a result, and results are dways the product of an addition, whether of numbers, eements or
events.”

The voice which Doc used was a quiet, heavy all on troubled water in its effect. The man seemed to
relax.

“l have dways been hdpless” he said, “when | get a shock. My physcian sad | should aways avoid
them. | am too emationd.”

“One of the best things to do with a shock,” Doc sad, “is to unload the unpleasant details on someone
e<e. It helps, and psychiatrists can give you along lig of reasons why it does help.”

“You want,” Diamat asked, “meto tdl you everything?
“l am merdy tdling you that it would hdp.”

Diama gtared a Doc's watch. “Is your time right?’



“Itisa good wetch.”
Diama turned to the others. “What time do you have?’

Monk had seen the time a which Doc had set hiswrigt watch and he announced the same time casudly.
“Eight thirty-nine exactly,” he said.

Diamat leaned back. “I do not understand it.”
“Understand what?”

“Why Harve MacChesney did what he did.”
“Which was?" Doc inquired.

Diama did not answer immediady. He was thinking. He closed his eyes again, and rubbed his hands
together dowly asif the circulation had gone bad in them.

He said, “It was s0 horrible and unbelievable. And yet he convinced me. | think it was the utter—utter
fantasm—of it that convinced me. And yet there was no proof. There is no proof now, | mean. Because
it is past eght thirty, and it has not happened.”

Doc glanced at the clock on the radio. It was dmost exactly eght twenty-five by correct time,
“What was supposed to happen at eight twenty-five?’ he asked.

“Theradio,” Diamat said, “was to broadcast the report that the arplane carrier Chicago had been sunk.
The broadcast was to be exactly a eght—"

They came near getting their hair stood permanently on end then.

Because the radios, dl of them suddenly said,

“Ladies and gentlemen, we interrupt the scheduled program to bring you the following news
flash. The navy department has just announced that the aircraft carrier Chicago has been sunk in
action with the enemy. More details will follow in a few minutes. Keep tuned to this station.”

Chapter IX. ONE WASN'T SCARED

TEN seconds of slence. Then Diama shrieked and came out of his char and shrieked again, and the
dhrieking turned to laughter and he was on the floor twising and squirming, to al appearances a mentd
wreck.

Doc got hald of him, said, “Hep me” to the others. They took Diama into a bedroom while the man
kicked and laughed—mad sensdess laughter that was a screaming and sobbing and gobbling and
blubbering, dl without reason.

“Go to the pharmacy on the next corner,” Doc said. He told Johnny what to get. It was a sedative. He
wrote Johnny a prescription for the Stuff.

It was hdf an hour before he got Diamat quiet and adeep.
“One of us” he said, “had better stay here with Diamat.”
They were dlent. All of them fdt queer. The radios were il playing softly, and pausing now and then to



tdl about the snking of the aircraft carrier Chicago, in enemy action surprisngly close to the coast.
They findly matched to see who would stay.
Johnny lost.

Doc sad, “Keep close watch on Diamat. Makes notes of any of his mutterings that seem important. Cal
uswhen he revives”

“What,” Johnny asked, “is wrong with him?’

“Nervous shock,” Doc sad. “It affects some people that way sometimes if the shock is great enough.
And there seems to have been nothing amal about the shock Diamét received.”

Johnny scratched his head.

“It sounded,” he said, “asif Harve MacChesney caused the shock.”

Doc made no comment.

“What did Diamat meen by that talk about the inevitable?’ Johnny asked.
Doc did not reply to that ether.

With Monk and Ham and Sien, the bronze man left the impressive Park Avenue gpartment house. They
got a cab, leaving Johnny's remarkable car parked where it was, in case Johnny should have use for it.

There was complete slence in the moving cab for a while Then Ham said, “Doc, that was a strange
thing.”

“Which part of it?’

“His knowing the radio was going to broadcast that the carier Chicago had been sunk. |
mean—knowing that it was going to come on the air at exactly eight twenty-five.”

“The information,” Doc said, “came from MacChesney. Or that was the impresson one received from
Diamat.”

“How would MacChesney know such a news broadcast was to go on at exactly eight twenty-five?’

Doc Savage's metdlic features had atight expressionless composure. “We will check into that,” he said.

THEY stopped a a midtown office building where there was a minor United States navy headquarters.
Doc Savage identified himsdlf, after which he did some telephoning to Washington over the navy's private
wires. He got the information he was after.

Wha he learned caused the bronze man's strange, amdl trilling sound, like the noise of a puzzled wraith,
to hang werdly in the room for a fev moments. And his flake-gold eyes were hard and shocked as he
replaced the telephone on its cradle.

“Yeah? Monk asked.

“Diama knew the Chicago report was coming,” Doc said, “two hours ago.”



“Even before that, according to what Johnny said,” Monk agreed.
“Thenavy,” Doc said, “didn't know it themsdlves two hours ago.”
Monk's smdl eyes tried to get out of their sockets. “Huh?’

“The report of the snking of the aircraft carrier Chicago is one report which was not kept secret for
drategic reasons,” Doc said. “It went on the air ten minutes after the navy received the news. In fact, the
report was being broadcast while the airplane carrier was ill snking.”

In ablank slence they went out and got in a cab, and started downtown toward headquarters.
“The carrier hadn't even been sunk two hours ago,” Monk said findly.

“No.”

“Then,” said Monk, “how did Diamat know?’

Ham interrupted, “What's more to the point, how did MacChesney know it so that he could tdl Diamat.
We're pretty sure Diamat got the information from MacChesney.”

Thet kept them dlent for awhile
Ham added, “MacChesney might have got this information from the Germans in some fashion or other.”
Monk snorted. There was disbdief in his snort.

Sen Noordenveer spoke for what was hardly more than the second or third time since they had landed
in America

“How,” she asked, “would he know the news broadcast would go on the ar a exactly eght
twenty-five?’

For some reason her smple question gave them dl a strange, cold feding.

They rode nearly a dozen blocks.

“Doc,” Monk said.

“y e

“Y ou remember in that chateau in France—that night when we sneaked in through the skylight?’
“yYes”

“Sen” Monk said, “was waiting under the skylight for us. She knew the minute we were supposed to
arive. We didn't know the minute ourselves. We didn't even have watches. But Sen knew it.”

Sen sad, “MacChesney had told me”
“Diamd,” said Monk grimly, “knew when the radio was going to broadcast.”
“MacChesney hed told Diamat,” Sen said.

Monk looked at Doc Savage intently. “ Some coincidence, huh?’



The cab stopped. It was in front of the towering building which housed Doc Savage's downtown
headquarters. They got out.

Doc stopped them.

He said, “Something in the nature of awarning is probably in order at this point.”

“Warning?’

“You had better make up your minds” Doc said, “to having this thing become utterly fantastic.”
“You mean,” Monk asked, “thet the impossible is going to happen?’

“Itis dready hgppening,” Doc told him flatly.

DOC SAVAGE'S headquarters for some time had been located in one of the talest skyscrapers in
midtowvn New York. They had a the beginning of their association and strange work established
headquarters there. They had remained there because the place had the advantage of a centra location
and—in spite of it being in the heart of the city—the privacy which they often needed. Strangers often
came to Doc Savage with unusud troubles, and the place was accessble to these. It had the
disadvantage of being conspicuous aso to their enemies, of which there were not a few. But they had
inddled numerous safeguards againgt such foes, so that they consdered the headquarters as safe as any

Spot.

The place conssted of dl the eghty-sixth floor, which was divided into a smdl reception room, a huge
library, and an enormous laboratory which contained the intricate and advanced scientific gadgets which
Doc used in his experimenting.

Petricia Savage met them. She had been standing by a wire-televison gadget which could be switched to
any of the approaches to the eighty-sixth floor and—from amost unnoticegble pickup apparatus—give a
view of vigtors. It was a handy precautionary gadget.

Pet pointed afinger a Doc.

“Dont,” she said, “dart tdling me to go home.”

Doc looked at her wearily. “1t would be wadting breath. | have found that out.”
Pat laughed. “You don't mean you've changed over and recognize the vaue of the feminine touch?’
Doc made no comment.

Pat looked at them triumphantly. “1've made discoveries,” she announced.
“Asof what nature?” Monk asked her suspicioudy.

“Two more friends of MacChesney,” Pat said, “have become scared.”

“Two more!” Monk yelled.

“Vey scared,” Pat said.

“Who are they?’



“Oneisthat real-estate man who used to handle the MacChesney redl-estate holdings here in the United
States. He disposed of the MacChesney family estate, in fact, over a period of years. Made quite a
fortune in commissions out of it, | gathered. Name is Tom de Houser.”

“Who's the other scared one?”’

“Ben Smith. An old school chum of MacChesney's. They went to college together, and as near as | have
been able to find out, that isdl the connection they've ever had.”

Monk scratched his head. “When did they get scared?”’

“Jugt within the last hour or two.”

“Was it news about a plane carrier,” Monk asked, “that scared them?’

“Plane carrier?’ Pat was puzzled.

“Never mind,” Monk said. “What scared them?’

“MacChesney, it seems.”

“He vigted them?’

“yYes”

“Wha were our detectives doing? Monk demanded “Didn't they have ther eyes open?’

“MacChesney,” Pat said, “has disguised hmsdf as a black man. He has changed his face around. His
disguise was too good for our detectives.”

“How'd you find out about him being a black man?’

“It's partly a guess. | noticed from our detectives report that a black man had visted both Tom de
Houser and Ben Smith.”

“And now they're both scared?’
“Thet'sright.”
“How,” Monk asked, “are they scared. Like Diama?’

“Not like Diamat,” Pat told him. “Not quite the same. Fear affects people different ways. But they're
scared.”

Doc Savage had remained slent. He frequently did that and ligened to the questions and answers of
whoever was with him. But now he spoke.

“Are there any MacChesney acquaintances who are not scared?” Doc asked.
“One” Pat said, “that we know of.”

“Who ishe?’

“An ex-ambassador to Europe by the name of Andrew J. Stiles”

“Get his address.”



“l haveit. He lives over in New Jersey.”

“Come on, then.”

“What are you going to do?’

“Get hold of this Andrew J. Stiles” Doc said, “before he gets scared, too.”
The telephone started ringing.

DOC SAVAGE picked up the telephone receiver and &t firs the voices that came out of it did not make
words, but gruntings and the explosve sounds that voices make when their owners are sruggling and
draining, or getting hit blows. There were dso noises of blows, and other sounds of furniture upsetting
and getting kicked around.

“What isit?” Doc asked.

Johnny Littlgohn's voice ydled at him. Johnny didn't use big words. He sounded asif breasth was what he
had the least of.

“The blankety-blank so-and-sos!” Johnny said. Johnny was not addicted to the use of profanity, and he
used the words blank and so-and-so. “Trying to grab me!” he added.

“Whao?" Doc demanded.

“Blamed if | know them,” Johnny said.

There were more blows.

“Help!” Johnny howled.

The telephone was apparently torn out of his hand, judging by the way it sounded.
“Hep!” Johnny said again, but farther away from the telephone.

Thefighting was brought to an end by the dosing of a door. Someone hung up the phone.

Monk and Ham and Pat and Sien got out of the door and started a rush uptown to hep Johnny if any
help could be gotten to himintime,

About fifteen minutes later the phone rang again.
It was the Diamét butler.

“Hdlo,” the butler said. “Helo, Mr. Savage.”
“Hdlo,” Doc replied.

“I heard Mr. Littlgohn trying to reach you, and | was not sure you were dill on the wire” said the butler.
“Mr. Littlgohn has been taken away.”

“Who took him.”

“Strangers.”



“How many?’

“Seven or eight. | am not exactly sure how many. They struck me over the head and rather befuddied
rre”

“Whereis Mr. Diamat?’ Doc asked.

“They took Mr. Diamat with them, too,” the butler replied. He hesitated. “I am—ah—rather disturbed
about a certain aspect of the matter.”

“What aspect?’

“The seven or @ght men,” said the butler, “seemed to be quite friendly to Mr. Diamat. And | rather got
the idea he was glad to see them, and was expecting them.”

“Can you explain that?’

“l can't,” said the butler, “explain anything. But wait a minute—your aides have just come in. Here's Mr.

Mayfair”

MONK and the others were on the telephone.

“Eght guys” Monk said, “carried Johnny away.”

“And took Diamet?’ Doc asked.

“Diamat,” said Monk, “went willingly.”

“Any trace of Johnny?’

“No. | think the guys used cars. We aint sure of that even.”

“Search that gpartment,” Doc said, “from one end to the other. Turn up everything, and note anything
that's interesting.”

“Right.”
“And grab the butler,” Doc directed, “and make him tdl what he knows.”
“He knows something, you think? The butler's been co-operating with us pretty well.”

“He has been co-operating too wdl,” Doc sad grimly, “for an old family retainer. Give him the works,
but don't be too long about it. We have to get over to Andrew J. Stiles house in New Jersey before
anything happens to him. | want you dl to meet mein Jersey City in about an hour and a hdf. Be there on
tirTe”

Chapter X. DEATH AND THE BRAVE

RIGHT on the dot, an hour and a hdf later—they were dways prompt about their appointments—Monk
and the others met Doc at a subway dation in Jersey City. They had come by car while Doc had used
the Hudson Tubes—in New Jersey they cdled the subways the “Tubes’ because it went through a tunnd
tube under the Hudson River to New Y ork.



There was, the group reported, nothing to show where Johnny had been taken, or why he had been
seized. However, said Ham Brooks grimly, it was obvious that Johnny had been grabbed because he
was guarding Robert Diamat. Furthermore, Diamat had been glad of it, and might even have instigated
the seizure. Diamat had certainly welcomed the raiders. “For a guy who was as scared as he was acting,”
Ham said, “he sure came out of it and went into action.”

“Doc,” Pat sad, “I thought you gave him a sedative, a degping potion.”

Doc Savage nodded. He had. A strong one. “The man was an exceedingly nervous type,” he said.
“Probably he takes such deeping powders dl the time, causng his sysem to develop a tolerance for
them, so that they do not have much effect.”

Pet nodded.

“Now,” Doc said, “what about the butler?’

“He taked.”

“At firg, he damed he didn't know anything,” Ham corrected.

Monk said, “But we threw a scare into him. He figured the fact that Johnny had been seized had made us
desperate.”

“After that, the words ran out of him like water out of ajug. Gurgleand dl,” Pat said.

“Had he” Doc asked, “been carrying MacChesney's messages to Diamat?’

Pat shook her head.

“Not MacChesney's messages,” she said.

“Whose then?’

“The butler had been rdaying messages from Tom de Houser and Ben Smith to Diamat,” Pat explained.
“Tom de Houser and Ben Smith,” Doc said, “are the other two scared men.”

“That'sright. Only it doesn't look asiif they were too scared for action.”

Doc's flake-gold eyes showed grim interest. “They are going into action?’

“Tom de Houser and Ben Smith and Diamat,” Pat explained, “have formed a combination. They've got
their heads together, and have pooled ther resources, and gone into action. The action was when they
saized Johnny and rescued Diamat. Rescuing Diamat was what the raid amounted to.”

“Diama’s butler told you this?’

“All of it. And here's some more he told us There are more than those three men—De Houser, Smith
and Diama—mixed up in it together. It seems there are some more friends of MacChesney around the
aty. We didn't have dl thar names”

Doc was thoughtful.
“The friends of MacChesney,” he said, “seem to be ganging up.”
Pat nodded.



“MacChesney,” she added, “is the one they're ganging up on.”
((WI,N?l
“They've decided to saize whatever it was that MacChesney found in that chateau in France,” Pat said.

Monk rolled up the car windows. “Beginning to snow,” he said.

THE snow proceeded to come down in one of those sudden, furious storms which occur in the fdl of the
year. The flakes fdl with incredible abundance.

They had about forty miles to go, north and dightly west of Jersey City, into a suburban section of rich
country estates. Ther progress was dowed aggravaingly by the snow, not by its depth, but by its
blinding thicknessin the air.

They camefindly to a stone wal and a great iron gate which was chained and padlocked.

Monk pointed at a spot somewhere beyond the fence, and said, “There's where well find the friend of
MacChesney who isn't scared.”

Doc asked, “Do you have a detective wetching the place?’

“He should be around here somewhere”” Monk got out in the snow and wandered around. Pat joined
him. Pat said, “The detective said hed been hanging around outside the gate. | guess helll ill be here”

They searched for some time. Pat imitated, with some Kill, the cdl of a high-flying duck. There was no
answer.

Then the wind stopped blowing as hard and the snow settled slently for a few moments, then it, too,
stopped. The little blizzard had ended as quickly asit had come.

Pat imitated her duck severd times.

“No detective,” she said. “He was to have a duck cdl and answer.” She laughed. “A duck headed south
was the only thing we could think of that would be meking anoise a night thistime of year.”

“How closeisthe house?’ Doc asked.
“About two hundred yards.”

Doc sad, “The rest of you wait here. Better get off the road, out of Sght. Hide the car in that dump of
trees. If anyone approaches, stop them. Do not let them get away.”

Pat said, “1 hope this fdlow Andrew J. Stiles knows something that will lead us to Johnny.” She said it
grimly.

Doc went to the stone wall, sudied it, then went over it quickly.

Indde there was a wide sweep of lawvn, here and there neat, naked shrubbery, and everywhere the
un-pitted expanse of snow.

Doc followed a wak to a house that was big, wide, low, as white at the snow itsf. It was not an old
house, and it was the type an architect would cal Cape Cod Modern.



A chime sang four pleasant notes ingde when he pushed the door button.

He did not wait long before atal, red-headed man in a brown dressing robe opened the door, stared at
him and grinned hugdly.

“Mr. Savage!l” he said. “1've been trying for hdf an hour to get you on the telephone!”
“Stiles?’ Doc asked. “Andrew J. Stiles?’

“Thet'sright,” the man said. “Come in, will you.”

BEAMING and rubhbing his hands, waking backward hdf the time and giving the impresson he was
going to bounce up and down with pleasure, the man led Doc down a hdl and through alibrary into what
was evidently a sun room, because the windows were high and wide, and a door at the end of the bank
of windows probably admitted to the outdoors. Everything was new, crigp, bright. Its newness and
brightness made it attractive, dthough it was a style which was a fad, and would be outmoded in a few
years.

The red-headed man took the floor.
“Mr. Savage,” he said, “1 hope you came out here to talk about Harve MacChesney.”

Doc studied him, then nodded dightly. The man was about forty-five, with a body wrapped in heavy long
muscles, which would make him weigh much more than he seemed to weigh.

“MacChesney afriend of yours?’ Doc asked.
The man laughed. The laugh had a fierce roughness.

“Mac?’ hesad. “Mac isnt the friend of anybody. Not now. He used to be a farly grand guy. But youre
aware of that, because | understand you knew him.”

Doc admitted, “1 knew MacChesney. He seemed polished, honest and straightforward.”
“He's changed. Y ou wouldn't know him. But then, you can't blame him for changing.”
Doc's face became expressonless.

“You know,” he asked, “what changed him?’

“You came here to find that out, didn't you?’

“yYes”

“Itis” the other said, “quite a story.”

“There have been sgns of that.”

“It needs,” the man said, “some subgtantiation.”

“In the form of what?’ Doc asked.

“Evidence” announced the other, “to prove a mog remarkable tale. Il have to get it. Will you wait
here?’



He backed toward the door.
“l won't be gone but aminute” he said.

He opened the door and went out—the door that led to the outdoors, and which was placed beside the
bank of windows.

There was afireplacein the other end of the sun room. Doc stood close to the blaze, finding its warmth
pleasant, and trying to put a mentd finger on something that was bothering him.

Something troubled him. He did not, at first, know exactly what it was. Some kind of a mentd thorn. He
did not know exactly its nature. He worked at it, picking the feding apart, and gradudly he began to
understand.

It was the red-headed man. It was the sncerity of the red-headed man, or rather hislack of it. The fdlow
had been loud and active and effusve, but those things were naturd to one who was excited and not
teking the trouble to hide it. If the man's manner was natura, what then was wrong? Sincerity. There had
been no sincerity in it that was genuine,

Doc jumped visibly. Hed been remarkably dumb.
The red-headed man had been acting.

The conviction, however, had come allittle too late. Because there was noise a the front door and heavy
feet in the hdls, and an authoritative voice shouting, “ Sergeant Jones, take the north wing!” And, “Officer
Lee, take the basement, Landers, upstaird” And men scattering through the house.

They were not soldiers. They were State police. They came into the room.
“You might aswdl,” said the officer in charge, “condder yoursdf under arrest.”
“Onwhat charge?’ Doc asked.

“One murder that we've found dready,” the officer said. “And ther€'s probably another we're supposed
to find. And don't start tdling us who you are. We know you're Doc Savage.”

IT developed that there had been two murders.
They did not find the second one for a matter of two or three minutes.
In the meantime they brought in the first body. “From the hal closet,” the police offiad said grimly.

Doc knew the victim. The man was one of the private detectives who often worked for them—the
detective who had been watching the gate. This was why they had not been able to find him.

(In addition to his group of five associates—and unwillingly, on occasion, Pat Savage—whom Doc
employs, the bronze man aso makes use of private detectives. These private agents, however, are not
members of any regular commercid service. They work only for Doc Savage, and ther work is in
addition to whatever trade they happen to falow for aliving. They are “graduates’ of Doc Savage's
unique crimind-curing “college” This*college’ is a secret inditution in upstate New Y ork to which Doc
sends such criminds as he captures. Here the crooks undergo ddicate brain operations which wipe out
memory of past. They are then taught to hate antisocid ways, and are educated in a trade. They leave the
place excelently equipped to earn a living and without any knowledge of their aimind past. None of



these “graduates’ have returned to ways of crime. It is Doc's hope that some day his method of handling
criminds will supplant penitentiaries, but he is fuly aware tha his sysem is too dragtic for public
acceptance as yet. Hence the secrecy. —THE AUTHOR))

Theice pick which had killed the man was ill embedded in his left ear.
“Know him?" the policeman asked Doc.

The bronze men seemed not to hear the quedtion, asked, “What brought you fdlows here so
opportunely.”

“Opportundy, hdl!” The police offidd scowled. “We didn't get herein time to keep you from killing him.
What's opportune about that?’

“What,” asked Doc geedily, “gave you dl these ideas?’
The police officer looked at the bronze man. He logt alittle of his rough sureness.

“We got a tedephone cdl. Tip. Anonymous. Mentioned you by name. Said you'd murdered two people
here. One of them a stranger. Guess this is the stranger. The other one you killed is supposed to have
been the owner of the place—Stiles”

“Does Andrew J. Stiles have red hair?’
“No, of course not.”

“Tdl and muscular?’

“No, he—"

There was a commotion in the corner. One of the policemen, searching the room carefully, had opened a
large locker which had evidently been designed to hold firewood. The policeman looked into the locker,
barked in unpleasant astonishment, and dropped the lid. He opened it again.

“Come over here” Doc was directed, “and you can see for yoursdf what Stiles looked like”

Andrew J. Stiles was a short, solid fat man with gray hair and a skin leathery with golf tan. His jaw was
the jaw of aman who had used it and determination for pushing people out of his way. It was the face of
aman who had made money. It was a righteous, hard-willed face, and death had not removed much of
its character.

Theice pick wasin the right ear thistime.

Chapter XI. PHANTOM
THERE were no footprintsin the snow outside the door.

That was quite bad. It proved Doc Savage aliar. It was the firg thing that had actudly proved him aliar.

First, Doc sad, “Thisisridiculous. A red-headed man met me at the door, said he was Stiles, brought
me to this room. He said he had something to show me and would step out and get it. He went through
this door.” Doc indicated the door beside the windows through which the red-headed man had gone.

A policeman opened the door. He looked down at the snow. He laughed.



“I would think,” he said, “thet the great Doc Savage would be a better liar.”

Doc looked at the snow, and he was startled enough to make the trilling sound that was his unconscious
manifesation in moments of menta stress. He sank to a knee to get a closer look at the snow.

There were no tracksin the snow outside the door.

The bronze man got to his feet.

“When,” he asked, “did you receive this telephone cal which brought you here?”
The New Jersey State police officer frowned a him thoughtfully.

“l don't think,” he said, “that | should take any chances with you. You fdlowsin New York think you're
the cat's whiskers. And I've heard of you in particular.”

Doc sad, “What differenceif | happen to livein a different State?’
“Shut up!” the officer said.

Doc stared at the man. The officer was genuindy bitter, out to make a goat of somebody from New
York State.

Probably some New York cop had made a fodl out of this Jersey officer some time or other, and the
Jersey man was dill burning.

“You want to hear the complete story?” Doc asked.
“Seding as you started off with alie'—the officer waved at the untracked snow—"I guess not.”

He swung and gave orders. Doc was to be placed in a police car and taken to the nearest jal. The
county attorney was to be informed, and the government investigation department, the latter on generd
principles, and the locd office of the army intdligence, this last dso on generd principles.

Doc studied the snow outside the door, wondering how the man who had stepped through that door had
managed to make his departure without leaving tracks. There was no snow-bare ledge onto which he
could have stepped.

A police photographer appeared and began taking pictures of the room, the bodies, the unmarked snow.
Doc was |loaded into a car.

There had been no ggn of his associates—Monk, Ham, Pat, or of Sen Noordenveer.

Doc studied the snow around the car in the driveway. He saw no tracks except the prints of car tires.
The car which carried Doc reached the gate.

Doc did some ydling in Mayan.

He sad, “Tral any policeman who leaves here on foot.”

He said it with enough volume that probably it could be understood a quarter of amile away.



THE Jersey police offida scowled a Doc Savage, demanded, “What kind of noise was that?’
Doc remained slent.

The officer prodded him. “Come on, come on! Don't be coy!”

“It was,” Doc said, “an expression of feding.”

“Huh?’

“Don't you,” Doc asked, “ever get worked up to the point where you just have to let go?’

The officer scratched his head. “I've heard you were a strange-acting guy.” He leaned back in the sest.
“Ydl dl you want to,” he said. “But you let out a howl or two like that after you get in jail, and they!ll
dick you in solitary confinement.”

Doc made no comment.

Snow had made the highway a little dippery, and the rear tires of the police car were evidently worn dick
because the machine moved dowly and skidded a bit now and then.

They had searched Doc Savage. As police searches went it had been a thorough one. Actudly, they had
missed a number of gadgets which the bronze man hebitudly carried. Gadgets which actudly were
congtructed into his garments.

The cotton in the shoulder padding tailored into his coat was chemicdly treated, the buttons were not
ordinary buttons at dl, and the faoric of any one of his garments would serve some specified purpose in
an emergency.

The cold had caused the policemen to roll up the car windows.

The anaesthetic gas which Doc released had a closed space in which to work. The suff came out of a
plagtic capsule which was fixed to the inner Sde of each dbow where it would fed, to the exploring
hands of a searcher, like merdy the firmness of one of the ebow bones. Careful, hard pressure smashed
the cgpsule and the liquid contents flooded out, vaporized, became a gas which would produce quick
unconsciousness if inhaed, but which had the added property of becoming impotent after mingling with
the air for aminute or so. It was Smple for Doc, who could hold his bresth severa minutes, to escape it
by not breathing for awhile.

(The ability of an individud to “hold his breath” for severd minutes is not phenomend. The capacity of
different individuas to hold their bregth is one that varies remarkably. Polynesan diversin the South Seas
frequently stay under water five minutes or more. The average person can hold his breath a ful minute by
remaining motionless. Exertion which requires oxygen naturdly reduces the interva. But the world record
for holding breath is a little dartling. It was edablished by a college student under laboratory
conditions—and is dightly in excess of twenty minutes—THE AUTHOR.)

The car turned laaly across the road as the driver dumped and his foot came down hard on the
accelerator. Doc leaned over, turned off the switch. The car bumped dong the shoulder, off the
pavement, settled into a ditch that was not deep.

Doc took the policemen out and placed them in a neet row. It was not cold enough to freeze them. The
gas influence would soon dissipate, leaving them with <o little after-effects thet they wouldn't understand
exactly wha had happened.



Doc drove back toward the Stiles estate.

PAT and Sen were aone when Doc came back.

They came out of the shadows under a clugter of evergreen trees some distance down the road from the
hig iron gate—which had been forced open by the police—in the stone wal around the Stiles place.

“Monk and Ham,” Pat said, “followed him.”

“Followed who?”

“The policeman,” Pat explained, “who came out of the estate done.”
“Did the man act suspicioudy?’ Doc asked.

“He sure did.”

“What did he do?’

“He ducked out of 9ght,” Pat said, “and skedaddled away from here. I'l bet Monk and Ham have a time
following him.”

Sen Noordenveer looked a Doc Savage. “I don't understand this. Who was that man? Aren't we ever
going to find Harve MacChesney?’

“Theman,” Doc said, “was a murderer.”
Pat exclamed, “But the man was a cop—"
“He was nat a cop. He only wore a cop's uniform,” Doc explained.

The bronze man told them about the pleasant greeting he had received from the red-headed man when he
arived at the Stiles home. He explained how the fdlow had stepped out of the door, but—when the
police arrived and unearthed the two bodies—there were no tracks.

Doc sad, “He dimbed a rope, of course. Climbed a rope up to the second-floor window—there is one
over the door—and pulled the rope up after him.”

“That seems far-fetched,” Sien said. “How did the rope happen—"

“A plant. Everything planted and prepared. The two men murdered and their bodies hidden. The cdl to
the police as soon as | drew near the house. The red-headed man doubtless made the telephone cdl. The
police gation it far, and he knew just about how long it would take the police to arrive. He gave me a
big welcome, left me and stepped out of the door, seized the rope and dimbed up to the window, pulled
the rope in, and got busy changing into a policeman's uniform, which he had ready. As soon as the police
came and took me away, and more police arrived, he waked out of the house as if he was a police
officer. And naturdly no one suspected him.”

Pet asked, “Why was Stiles killed, do you suppose?’

“Stiles” Doc said, “was an individudig. Y ou could tel that by looking at his face even. He did not scare.
He was probably a man of character, ideds. In other words, he was not a man who would turn crook.”



“They killed him because he wouldn't join them?’

“That ismy guess,” Doc admitted. “Either that, or he threatened to tdl the police about the whaole thing.”
“What whole thing?’

“About what Harve MacChesney found in that vault under the French chateau.”

“What did he find?’

Doc sad, “I imagine we shdl soon find out for sure.”

Pat fdl slent. Sheld got an evasive answer from Doc Savage, and she knew that was dl she was going to
get. The next time she asked Doc, held probably pretend not to hear the question.

Sen Noordenveer gestured impatiently. “Mr. Savage,” she said. “I asked you one more question awhile

“If we are ever going to find Harve MacChesney?”’

“Yes. Are we?’

“The murderer,” Doc sad, “will probably lead Monk and Ham to MacChesney.”

HE dispatched Pat and Sien to New Y ork. He told them to use the police car, but not to Say in it over
haf an hour, because by that time there would doubtless be an darm out for it. “Leave the car.” he
ordered, “and get to New York by tran.”

“Then what?" Pat asked.

“Do not go to headquarters. And do not go to your home. Stay out of sght,” Doc sad. “Go to some
large hotel, where you will not be conspicuous, and register. Go to the Park-Ritz. | will contact you
there”

“The Park-Ritz,” Pat said, “won't let usin without baggage. That's a very snooty place.”
“Tdl them who you are and they will. Then tdl them to keep quiet about you being there”
Pat stared at Doc Savage with one eye narrow and the other eye wide open and suspicious.
“This” she said, “sounds like the old run-around.”

“Wha do you mean?’

“You'rejus getting rid of me”

“Nonsense”

“You don't intend,” Pat said, “to cal me until this whole thing is wound up.”

“Ridiculous”

Pat snorted. “1 see through you. And | think it's avery cheap scheme for getting rid of me. After dl, I've
been a great hdp so far.”



Doc became indignant. “Be on your way!” he ordered. “You are to guard Miss Noordenveer. Her lifeis
in danger. After dl, her knowledge of the sixteenth-century written language was important enough for
Harve MacChesney to have her hep him. Miss Noordenveer is very important. When this thing comes to
ahead you will find she is more important than you redize”

Pet climbed in the car with Sen Noordenveer.
“You,” she sad, “aren't foaing me. Y ou think you're getting rid of me.”
She managed to drive away indignantly.

Chapter XII. BAIT

MONK MAY FAIR and Ham Brooks had some trouble following their quarry for the firg mile, but after
that the man got over his scare and stopped running and dodging. They came upon the policeman's
uniform, which the man had discarded. Ham took it dong for evidence and because it might be ussful.

“Hesthe guy, dl right,” Monk said.
“Wha do you reckon happened a Stiles house?” Ham pondered.

“Dunno. Wish Doc'd had a chance to tdl us. But the way the police popped in, and Doc being under
arres, it looked like some kind of a trap.”

Ham scowled. He thought so, too, but he hated to agree with Monk. “Dont make so much noise, you
knotheed,” he told Monk.

Thar quarry eventudly came to a smndl neighborhood settlement, turned into a drugstore, made a
telephone cdl, then went into the restaurant next door and ordered food.

“Telephoned somebody to come get him,” Monk surmised.
“We better rent a car,” Ham declared.

They found ataxi concern which rented drive-yoursdlf cars, but the qudity of the cars for rent left a lot to
be desired. The proprietor of the place was indignant. “You expect a new car?’ he ydled. “Why, with
thiswar, everybody drives used cars.”

They took a car. They drove the ratling hegp around the corner and parked it.
“This sounds like one of the cars everybody drove,” Monk complained.

They discovered they had made a car ded for nothing. Two men came for the red-headed man. They
came afoot, bundled in overcoats, and with flashlights They seemed in no hurry. After some
handshaking, the two newcomers had hot coffee and chilli.

Monk and Ham waited and grumbled in the darkness outside.
The three then left, and walked.
“I'm not sad about leaving this junk pile” Monk whispered as he climbed out of the rented car.

Thar quarry tramped dong a street a short distance. The sireet dead-ended, and there was a path
leeding up a hill through a thick growth of evergreen trees. The three men ahead waked into the trees.



They had paused and looked back atime or two, but did not seem unduly suspicious.

Monk and Ham followed on the path. There was enough moonlight that they could see the three men
ahead of them, waking through an open space. They were themsdlves out of Sght. They quickened tharr
pace and a voice full of determination said, “All right, wrap 'em up!”

It was completely dumfounding. The three men they were fallowing were ahead; they could see them.
They hadn't expected an attack.

But the dark night shadows around them seemed to turn to charging humanity.

MONK and Ham decided to split for the sake of confuson. Monk went up the trall. Ingtantly, his toe
hooked something and he went down. A wire had been stretched across the trall.

Ham went the other direction. There was awire there, too. It had been lying in the snow and the enemy
hed jerked it up. Ham hit it, landed on his face in the thin layer of snow. Men piled onto him.

Men were on Monk, adso. A dartling number of them. They tried to get his legs. He proceeded to kick
some faces. His mouth was full of snow from the fdl. He got that out, and started chickens cackling and
dogs barking dl over the countryside with his bellowing.

The three men farther up the trall whedled and ran back. The red-headed man took charge.
“Get them!” he howled. “They were the only two fallowing me!”

Monk got up, men hanging to his arms and legs, and made for the red-headed man like a torpedo. He
bowled the fdlow over, trampled on him.

“Hold him!” the red-headed man squaled. “What the hdl! Thisdl the men you brought?’
“You sad ahdf dozen over the telephone!” someone gasped.

Ham heard that, and decided they'd been a little mistaken about what the red-headed man had
telephoned. He'd done more than ask someone to come to meet him. He'd known they were fallowing
him, and had arranged this el aborate deadfdl for them.

Ham got hold of an arm. He twisted with the arm, whirling over and over like an dligator, trying to break
the arm. The arm was like rubber, dthough its owner howled. Someone stepped on Ham's neck asif it
was a piece of stovewood and proceeded to chop at it with the barrel of a short rifle. Ham began seeing
gars and a dight, agonizing blackness.

They got Monk qudled about the same time.

The red-headed men panted and puffed and ran his hands over his har as if it was sanding on end.
“Boy!” he said. “Boy, oh, boy! | began to understand why these guys scare people.”

“What,” asked a man, “will we do with their bodies.”

The redhead looked dumfounded. “Hey, you ant killed them?’ He jumped forward. “Here, no killing
yet! We want to ask these guys questions.”

“Well, let's start asking them.”



“Dont be funny,” the redhead said. “I'm not the guy who asks the questions.”
They picked Monk and Ham up bodily and carried them on up the hill.
“What about tracks?’ someone demanded, frowning at the prints they were making in the snow.

“Rallroad track over the hill,” the redhead explained. “Well wak on that. Firg train dong will sir up the
show and cover our tracks. Then, when we reach the main road we can take that. Snowplow will have
the road cleared by now.”

“Hél, do we have to take that long way around?’

AT the end of the walk was alog house. They had walked about a mile, making Monk and Ham do ther
own waking. The log house was very big, had many rooms, and a rustic 9gn in front, saying, “The Old
Frontier Inn.” A sgn equdly as big and much more prominent said, “Closed.” The latter looked as if it
might have been printed that night.

There was a man danding ingde the door with a shotgun who greeted them angrily and demanded to
know who the hdl thought he was going to stand there on guard dl night. They ignored him and he did
not seem surprised. They went into another room.

The room was big, had boards nalled over the windows, curtains drawn over the boards. A big fire
popped and made wind soundsin the fireplace.

Monk looked around and recognized—from their descriptions—Tom de Houser and Ben Smith. He
recognized Robert Diamat because he had seen him before. Two other men had the looks and clothes of
men who were important enough to be friends of Harve MacChesney. The remainder were just hired
taent, fdlows who had done things for smarter men dl their lives. Also, over in a char in the corner was
Johnny.

“Johnny,” Monk said, “are you dl right?’

“This” said Johnny, “is a cacographicaly bedlamitic miscomputation.”

Johnny was tied to the chair.

“Yourein pretty bad shape,” Monk said dryly, “when you use words that amdl.”

Johnny did not look asiif he had been harmed other than a black eye and some trace of previous leakage
of red from the nose. Judging from the amount of rope they had used to tie him, he had made a previous
effort to dip his bonds, causng them to add more rope.

Monk scowled at De Houser, Smith, Diamat and the other friends of Harve MacChesney.
He frowned at the man who must be MacChesney, himsdf.
MacChesney was tied to another char near Johnny.

Monk had trouble recognizing MacChesney, dthough held been supplied with an excelent description of
the man, and had once met him briefly. He had dso looked at MacChesney's pictures. Some traces of
dark grease paint gill was on MacChesney's kin, largdly in the wrinkles of the neck skin, survivd of his
digguise as a black man.



The thing that made MacChesney hard to recognize was a ghodtly, haunted look, a strain and wildness
that became, after you watched it awhile, somewhat frightening. He looked like a man who had done
exactly what he had done—a man who had made a discovery so fantagtic that it had upset his whole
character.

Monk had the quick thought that the man was looking just as he had expected him to look.
After looking at the ropes which hdd MacChesney to the chair, Monk said, “This surprises me alittle”
MacChesney stared at him wordlesdy.

“We had you figured,” Monk said, “asthelittle boy with the hatchet. We figured you were No. 1 skunk
inthe den. Boss of this, in other words.”

MacChesney remained without words.

Robert Diamat, however, laughed. His laugh had a high, fluttering qudity, as if the pleasure in it was
frenzied.

“He was the boy with the hatchet,” Diamat said.

Monk sSzed up the Stuation.

“You,” Monk said, “took it away from him. That the way it was?’
“You might say we did,” Diamat agreed.

Monk frowned at Diamat, De Houser, Smith, the other two well-dressed men. He included MacChesney
inhis frown.

“You fellows” he said, “are dl supposed to be fine, upstanding examples of leading citizens. You have
positions. People look up to you. You're used to being somebody. The consequences will be hard for
you to take.” Monk stared at them impressvely. “You won't likeitinjal.”

Diama smiled.

“Itsworthit,” he sad. “ Anyway, there won't be any jall for us”
“No jall, hun?’

“No.”

“Youwont beinit long,” Monk predicted.

“You think not?’

“Jugt,” Monk said, “while they're warming up the eectric chair.”

THE remark about the eectric chair removed courtesy from the sStuation. Monk and Ham were dammed
into stout chairs and tied with everything that would hold a knot.

Thetying was not without incident. And very important incident it proved to be, later.
Monk staged a rebelion, asssted by Ham. Monk began with the unusud gymnadtic feat of jumping into



the ar and kicking two men in the face smultaneoudy. Whét his feet did to the two faces was one of his
pleasant memories.

The kick got him free for a moment. He jumped, ran, kicked, swung, grunted, ydled. He got Ham loose.
Ham joined him in everything but the ydling.

What Monk did to the Suff on the table was pure accident.

He needed the table for fighting. That was al. HEd hardly noticed the suff on it, and certainly he didnt
congder it important.

Just before he got hold of the table, Ham got the lights out. The lights were dectric, and Ham shorted
them and blew the fuse while he was trying to employ the cord of a floor lamp to strangle a man. It was
red-brick in the room then, because of the bounding firein the big fireplace.

Monk snatched the table.

On the table was one or more articles covered with a white cloth. If Monk gave the articles any thought
a dl, he presumed they were dinner dishes covered with a napkin.

As he sad later, if he was aware of what was on the table, it was only a subconscious knowledge that
something or other was there.

He jerked the table.
The Suff flew into the fireplace.

It was whally chance. Monk wasn't even aware the objects on the table had gone into the fire. No one
elsein the room seemed to notice or care—for a moment or two.

Monk lifted the table by a leg, high over his head. The leg broke off the table and the table came down
and cracked Monk on the head, knocked him to his knees. Men piled onto him. There were more than
he could fight successfully.

Monk was dammed into the chair and redly tied. Ham was overpowered in the meantime, thoroughly
kicked—he got much worse handling than Monk out of the fray, because they seemed to be getting
scared of Monk's wildnessin a fight—and aso lashed to a chair.

Someone found the burned fuse and replaced it.

Robert Diamat looked at the fireplace. His jaw fdl. His eyes popped. His face turned white He
screamed asif an entrall was being torn out.

Hisfirg shriek was wordless, nothing but horror. His second was, “Thefirel Look! In the firdl”

He jumped forward madly and began to dap, dig, paw a the fire with his bare hands. It was not a amdl
fire. The cooking of his hands seemed to have no effect on his frenzy.

“Hédl, he's gone crazy!” Tom de Houser shouted. De Houser grabbed Diamat and began to haul him
away from the fire. “Youll burn yoursdf to death, you fool!” De Houser shouted.

Diamat struck at him.

“Inthefird” Diamat screamed. “He knocked it in the fire!”



They dl understood then.
They converged on the fireplace as madly as Diamat had behaved.

Monk and Ham and Johnny watched two or three minutes of as mad a frenzy as they had ever
witnessed.

They backed away from the fireplace. They had burned themsalves They cursed and groaned. One ran
and brought a bucket of water, and another got bandages and some kind of save that stank of carbalic.

A kind of sickened slence held them for awhile.

Fndly, “Didn't you save any?’ Diama asked.

No one answered him.

A man said later, “It was afool thing for us to have |eft it there on the table, so close to thefire”

Anocther man, as angrily as if he had been struck a blow, screamed, “How in hdl'd we know that'd
happen?’

Monk swallowed, after making two efforts because his throat was quite dry.
“What,” he asked, “did | burn?’

It was Harve MacChesney who answered that. MacChesney spoke in alow voice tha was stupefied,
“Everything,” he said.

“What's everything?’

“Thething,” MacChesney said, “that was going to remake the world.”

“To alit your tastes, | suppose,” Ham interjected at MacChesney, “while it was being remade?’
Monk asked petiently, “What was going to remake the world?’

“What | found under that chateau in France,” MacChesney said. “You just burned it.”

“Oh, hdl!” Monk wearily. “Around and around we go again.”

FOUR new men camein then. The new arrivas, flushed with excitement and triumph, were in contrast to
the drop-faced ar of the men dready in thelog inn.

“Look what we found!” one of the newcomers cried gayly.
He meant Pat and Sen Noordenveer.

The two young women had put up a fight. A deeve had been partly torn from Pat's suit coat, and she
was genegdly bedraggled. There were dgns that the two men holding her had been bitten more then
once. Sen had a black eye that was going to be a wonder, and one dipper was gone.

Pat stared blankly at Monk and Ham and Johnny.

“It looks,” she said, “asif they're meking a collection of us”



“How'd they get you? Monk asked her.
“I'm ashamed to tdl you,” Pat said.
Sen put in, “ She didn't follow orders.”

“You shut up,” Pet told Sien with no ill feding. “Nobody expects me to follow orders when they give
them to me, so it's not important.”

“Mr. Savage,” sad Sen, “told us to go to the Ritz-Park Hotel and register and wait for im to cdl us”
“It was the Park-Ritz Hotel. Y ou might as well be accurate,” Pat said. “Things are mixed up enough.”
“Anyway, we did not go there.”

Pat nodded forlornly. “That's right, we didn't. | had one of my wonderful ideas. | decided | had figured
out what this was dl about, or just about had it figured. | wanted to talk to Sen about this fdlow
Nostradamus that lived in the sixteenth century, and | dso wanted to do some research on him. | wanted
to take a look at that book called Centuries, which Nostradamus wrote. | think ther€'s a copy in Doc's
library. So we went down there—instead of going to the hotel, as we had been told—to get the book.”
She spread both hands palms up. “These four human avaanches were waiting there. They took us. They
took us good.”

“What's good about it?” Monk asked.

“Youve got methere” Pat confessed, after a moment of thought.

Sen sad, “These men have murdered two persons. We're the only ones who know it.”
Pat's eyes swept the room unhgppily.

“Which may be our hard luck,” she said. “But did you have to remind them of it?’

DIAMAT and the others now held a conference, gathering in a corner and lowering their voices. They
threw frequent apprehensive glances at the prisoners, so the subject matter of the powwow was not
exactly a pleasant mystery.

The captives ingpected each other. Ham asked, “What happened back at the Stiles country place?’

Pat told him. She informed him of the double murder which had been expertly framed on Doc Savage,
but she left out any mention of Doc's possible whereabouts. She didn't know that anyway. But she did
say that Doc had escaped from the police who had arrested him.

In order to heckle ther captors, Pat gave dl this information in a voice so loud it was practicdly a
scream. Thar captors findly stopped ther own conference and listened to her.

Robert Diamat—he seemed to be in charge—suddenly kicked one of his associates in the seat of the
pants.

“She'sydling!” Diamat bellowed. “You fool! Suppose somebody should hear her? She's trying to attract
atention!”

They rushed forward, and for amoment Pat thought they were gaing to brain her.



“Weve got to get rid of them,” Diamat said, indicating the prisoners.

There was generd nodding of heads. Everyone looked frightened. The leaders—Diamat, De Houser,
Smith and the other two—were not men who were accustomed to violence, or to feding fear.

These five leaders were men who could, without batting an eye, 9gn a contract which swindled a
competitor, or take a widow's savings. They cdled such things business, or foresght. But this was
different. Thiswas murder. They had killed, or their hirdings had killed, Stiles and Doc Savage's private
detective. They had killed Stiles, it was obvious, because he wouldn't go in with them, and the detective
because he wasin the way. Now they were desperate.

MONK looked a Pat and said, “They're going to kill us”

Pat nodded. “They'll figure” she said, “that getting rid of uswill put out the fire”

“But it won't,” Monk said.

“Not thefirein their consciences anyway,” Monk muttered. “But that's not going to stop them.”

Pet stared at the floor, her face tight with emation. Her lips worked. She cleared her throat. “It was my
Supidity that got me here” she said. “But I'm not sorry.”

Monk frowned. “What are you taking about?’

Pat looked at the floor again and had some trouble getting the words to come. She findly stared a
Monk, Ham and Johnny. “I don't think | could take it if you three were murdered,” she said. “So I'm glad
I'm here”

“You're crazy,” Monk said quigtly. “But it's a nice speech, anyway.”

Diamat was now trembling, and the color had washed out of his face. His companions were in as bad
shape with their nerves. And the hired men did not look as if they were enjoying themselves.

“Weve got,” Diamat said hoarsdy, “to do it”
No one sad anything.

Diama went into another room and came back carrying a paper bag. He emptied the bag on the floor. It
contained a pair of cotton gloves which would be handy for diminating fingerprints. The hdf dozen ice
picks which the bag held rattled on the floor.

“Well draw lots” Diamat said.
“Well play hel,” Smith gasped. “Count me out. | couldn't do it.”
“I've got aweak heart,” De Houser said hurriedly.

Diamat's trembling had become a shaking. His lower lip shook until it fluttered and he gripped it between
his teeth. But he was not backing down. He was in a frenzy compiled of desperation and fear, and it was
growing. The gridy emotion came to a dimax when he grabbed up two of the ice picks.

“Il do it to onel” he gasped. “And then, you ydlow-livered scoundrels, youll each do it to one of them.”



It was a dramatic and horrible statement which somehow did not sound at al dramatic and horrible,
possbly because such a statement required a little time for its full effect and implication to roll up and
burgt in the mind. And the thing got no time to roll up and burst.

Because Doc Savage knocked the glass out of a window, batted off the boards which had been tacked
over theingde of the window, shoved the curtains aside, and put his head in the opening.

“You fdlows want to hear something?’ Doc asked. “About the lights being out?’

Chapter Xlll. CENTURIES

DOC SAVAGE remained pefectly ill in the window, and in the room there was no movement, no
words, no sound, but the dicking and whispering of the fire asit burned.

“Hrg,” Doc said, “remember that the lights were out a minute ago, during the fight. A short circuit blew
them out.”

There was no movement yet. But one of the ice picks dipped out of Diamat's hand and fdl and stuck
point down in the toe of his shoe.

“The lights were out for some moments,” Doc said, “before the table was overturned.”

No one said anything. They were garing at him. Diamat kicked the foot dowly, trying to get the ice pick
out of the toe. He had not looked down.

Doc sad, “If youwill look at the door you will find it is not locked.”

Every man in the room threw a glance at the door. It was not locked, obvioudy, because it was sanding
open afew inches.

“During the time the light was out,” Doc said, “it would have been no trick to come into the room and go
to the table and get what was on it, and then get out again.”

The dlence was heavy with an dmost tangible weight.

“Therewas agreat ded of excitement,” Doc said. “The movement of a man going from the door to the
table would not have been anything to attract attention.”

Diama got the ice pick out of the toe of his shoe. It made a wooden running sound ralling across the
floor.

“Do you mind,” Doc asked, “if | comein and tak about a ded?”’
Diama cleared his throat with difficulty. “Comein,” he said.

Doc pushed a few more boards loose from the window, broke out some additiond glass and sash
caefully—his remarkable physicd strength was evident in the casuad way he took the window apart
before he came in—and dimbed through.

Diama said, “Don't anybody shoot!”

He spoke to hismen. Not De Houser and Smith and the other two gentlemen, but to the hired men, the
lesser fdlows who had been engaged to do the dirty work, and who knew that if there were any



consequences, they would be pretty sure to get their share. The hirdings were scared. They backed
away invaluntarily from Doc Savage, as if the floor was caving off under their feet. Some of them had
gunsin thelr hands.

“Don't shoot,” Diamat warned.

Doc Savage got into the room. He stepped clear of the broken glass on the floor and sraightened his
coat.

He sad, 1 have something you want.”
“You got MacChesney's secret?’ Diamat asked.

“Was it MacChesney's secret?’ Doc countered. “We rather got the impression it was the secret of a men
named Peterpence, known in his day as the black, black witch.”

“You did get it!”
“You were careless,” Doc said, “to leave it lying on the table like that.”
Diamat got out a gun with great haste. “Not as careless as you were to wak in here”

“I have not got it with me now,” Doc said. “So naturdly shooting mewill not help you get it back.”

THERE was a commotion in the room then. Diamat whirled and bellowed, “Get outside, you! All of you!
Look for histracks in the snow and find where he could have hidden the thing! No, don't dl of you go!
Takelights” He was confused. “Don't let anybody see you!”

A maen said, “Take lights but don't let anybody see you! Hdl!”
They went out, dl but Diamat and Smith, and began searching.
Doc looked at Harve MacChesney. “You can tak?’

“Yes” MacChesney said.

“Let me get this draight,” Doc said. “Go back to the beginning of the thing. At fird it was just your
interest in old manuscripts that got you involved in it. That right?’

MacChesney, looking &t the floor, said dully, “The Germans arrested me in Berlin at the outbresk of the
war, and they interned me at that chateau in Occupied France. As soon as | found that enormous library
of ancient manuscripts, | was ddighted with the chateau, of course. So pleased that | assured the German
offidds | was not at dl anxious to be exchanged back to Americathrough the regular channels”

Doc interrupted him.
“Do you think,” Doc asked, “that you made the Germans suspicious then?’

Harve MacChesney looked up suddenly. “1 never thought of that. | might have. They were suspicious,
weren't they?’

Sen Noordenveer said, “They were. They brought me from Holland because | was an expert on
Sxteenth-century literature. They asked meto spy on you.”



“That means they suspected something.”
Doc asked, “Had you, when Miss Noordenveer joined you, found the secret?’

“Not then.” Harve MacChesney frowned wearily at the floor. “But | had investigated far enough into the
writings of Nostradamus in the Sixteenth century to become a little frightened.”

“Whet frightened you about Nostradamus?’

“l began to be convinced,” MacChesney said, “that the man actudly did predict the future. That he knew
how to predict. That held found some way of seeing into the future” MacChesney frowned and shook
his head. “And 1'd found indications that the secret was redly the discovery of Peterpence.”

Monk's eyes had popped.
“Future?” Monk ydled. “What's this about predicting the future?’

Ham shouted, “Shut up, you noise! It's been obvious somebody could predict the future around herel
Why be surprised?’

“Wha made it obvious?” Monk bellowed at him.
“The news that the airplane carrier would be torpedoed at a certain time”

Sen sad, “And in France, in that chateau—MacChesney told me you were gaing to get to the chateau a
acertain time. He had no way of knowing that—or about the torpedoing—unless he could know the
future”

Monk twisted his head and stared at MacChesney asif he was looking at a devil.

“Do you know what is going to happen in the future?”
heydled.
“Let metdl thismy own way,” MacChesney said wearily.

THERE was much charging around and shouting outdoors, and increesingly unessy profanity.

MacChesney said, “Here is wha happened in the year 1553. | will tdl it briefly. Peterpence, or the
black, black witch had reached the height of his career. Peterpence was a genius. An dchemis and
scientig. | am fully convinced he was of a mind so freskish that it was unbadanced. At any rate, he was
very ambitious, and in hisincredible genius, had discovered the mixture of certain herbs which worked on
the human mind, increasing its redization—or awareness—of extraordinary impulse. | am no scientid. |
will not attempt to explain exactly how it works. But | know it opens the mind to some of the quff of
which dreams are made—some of the subconscious cepacities of the brain which are not now
understood. You have dl dreamed something that actudly came true later, or had premonitions of
something that would happen. Well, it is that with which Peterpence dedlt.”

Doc sad, “He worked with herbs?’
“YS.”

Monk blurted, “What do you do—drink it?’



“No. A gas. A brew that you inhae”

“Il be danged,” Monk said. “I don't believeit.”

MacChesney moved a shoulder impeatiently. “Who cares what you believe?’
“Continue” Doc said, “with the story of Peterpence and Nostradamus.”

“Peterpence hated Nostradamus,” MacChesney told them. “And Peterpence was afraid to try his own
devilish brew. So he got Nostradamus to try it, rather hoping it would kill him. But the opposite resulted.
Nostradamus saw into the future. He saw ahead for centuries. The things he saw were vague, and some
of them were sdentific wonders which he could not comprehend. So, when he wrote of them in his
books of rhymed predictions, cdled “ Centuries” some of the descriptions were vague”

(The volume of Nostradamus rhymed predictions, titled “Centuries,” has amazed scholars for centuries
because of the accuracy of its predictions. If access can be had to a good library which has a trandation
of the work, it is worth study, if one doesn't mind a scare. Mation-picture shorts have been made of it
within the last few years—THE AUTHOR.)

MacChesney was slent avhile. The search outside was reaching a dimax, judging from the sounds.

“Peterpence was enraged when Nostradamus became famous because of his rhymed predictions, and his
work in medicine” MacChesney said. “It ended by Peterpence being disgraced, and labeled as a witch.
He died an evil and shunned old man, known as the black, black witch. But before he died he left a amdll
quantity of his brew, sedled in a secret hiding place in one of the stone rooms beneeth the chateau. And
he left written record of it—which no one happened to find until | came across it.”

Ham stared steedily at MacChesney. “You mean,” he said, “that you found the secret of seeing into the
futurein that hidden holein the rock?’

“Yes”
“And you sent for us?’

“yYes”

“Then why,” Ham demanded, “did you turn on us?’

MacChesney's face whitened dightly. “The thing was too much for me” he said. “The thing that | had
found gave me a power that was dmog divine. | kept thinking of that.” He shuddered.
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“| told the Germans,” MacChesney said, “where you would contact me. | didn't want you. | had figured
out how | could escape by mysdf—and have thisthing for my own. Have the power it would give me.”

“So you got away and came to New York. Why New Y ork?’
MacChesney looked at Smith, a queer expresson on hisface. “Revenge,” he said.
“Revenge?’

“Smith,” MacChesney said, “isan old school chum of mine. | was in love with a girl. He took her away
from me, married her. | hated him from that day.”



Doc Savage did not seem surprised. “What about De Houser?’

“De Houser,” said MacChesney, “handled my family's redl-estate holdings. He swindled me. | could
never prove it in court of law, but | knew he had, and | hated him. And Diamat!” He scowled blackly,
“Diamat | hated more than anyone. He stole my wife from me.”

“And these other two are enemies d0?’

“They are”
“How,” Doc asked, “did you plan to get revenge?’

“l went to them and convinced them | redly had the ability to see into the future,” MacChesney said.
“And then | was going to tdl each of them—and did tdl them—that they would soon die horribly. That
waan't the truth. But they thought it was.”

“And then?’

“And then,” MacChesney said, “they got the bright idea of sazing me and my discovery and miking the
mogt out of it while they were dive. It was aso their hope that, knowing the future, they could in some
fashion crcumvent it. In other words, knowing things were going to happen a certain way—what was to
prevent them making things happen a different way? Why couldn't they save themsdves?’

The searchers came in from outdoors now. Ther faces were blue with the night chill, their expressons

udly.

“Wd|?" Diama demanded. Diamat had listened to MacChesney's long story with the ar of a man who
had heard it before, but dill found it very interesting.

“We followed his tracks,” aman said.
“Yeah?
“And he didn't hide anything.”

Diama cocked the gun he was holding. “Now wait aminute. Get it Sraight. Savage says he came in here
when the lights were out and grabbed the whole supply of herbs that the black, black witch mixed in the
gxteenth century. Savage says he got out with them and hid them. But you followed his tracks in the
show.”

“And he didn't hide anything,” the man said grimly.
Diamat's face became tight and sick. “Then there's nothing left but shooting,” he said.

Chapter XIV. DEATH BY PREDICTION

THE cabin was quiet, but in the distance a car made a noise as it approached. Diamét, the gun hdf lifted
and cocked, heard the car and waited. The machine came on in the night, travding cautioudy in the
snow, and it passed the cabin and went on, its sound dying rgpidly. Diamat cleared his throat. He
stooped and got one of the ice picks. “Were back,” he said, “where we were hdf an hour ago.”

Doc Savage sad, “You heard that car.”



They looked a him.
“Thet car,” Doc said, “wasn't the only one that has passed.”
Diama took a step forward. “What are you trying to say?’

“Ask your men if my trail didn't go close to the road for a short distance and stop for a while—or my
tracks show that | had stopped—beside an evergreen tree a the very edge of the road.”

Diamat whirled. “WdIl?’
“Yeah,” one of the men said. “That's where his tracks went.”
Diama wheded back to Doc. “What's this? What're you getting at?’

“From beside the tree,” Doc said, “it would be easy to toss a amdl package into a passing truck—and
then remember the license number of the truck so that | could look it up later.”

Lunging forward, Diamét ydled, “What was the license number of that truck?’
Doc was glent.

“You won't tdl me?" Diamat demanded.

“Wouldnt it be foolish?’

Diama threw the ice pick away. “Look here! Well make you a dedl. Tun you and your friends loose.
But firg you give us the license number, and we will get hold of the suff.”

Doc looked at him with no feding.
“Y ou would not keep your word,” he said.

There was findity in the bronze man's voice, a complete conviction. It ended the argument. Diamat
looked dumfounded, defeated. He waved hisarms wildly.

“Lock them up!” he shouted. “Lock dl of them up. Put them in different rooms. About two to a room.
We're not licked yet. Well figure something.”

DOC SAVAGE and Ham Brooks happened to be confined together. The room in which they were
placed was large, solid, the planks over the window two-inch suff hed in place with large spikes. The
place was dank, musty, with no furniture whatever.

Ham said, “Doc, we can't trust them to make a dedl. This thing is so fantadtic itll drive men mad. They!ll
o as crazy as—’

There were two guards in the room and one of them came over and kicked Ham. “Shut up,” he said.
“Shut up or I'l knock you sensdless.”

Ham said nothing more.
Doc told the guard, “Cdl Diamat.”
“The hdl with you,” the guard said.



“Cdl Diamat,” Doc ordered. “I want to tak to hm done.”
The guard eyed the bronze man uneesly. He was afraid of Doc. Findly he went out.

When the guard came back he had Diamat in tow, and Diamat was suspicious and carrying a revolver.
“You wanted to see me?’ Diamét asked.

“Along” Doc told him.

Diama hesitated. He went around Doc and Ham carefully and tested their bindings. “Get out,” he told
the guard. “But if you hear meyel, comein, in ahurry.”

The guards stepped outside.
Doc dropped his voice to a whigper which could not possibly be heard by the guards.

“Diamat,” the bronze man said, “you are going to think this over and you are going to conclude that | did
not take the herb mixture off that table after dl.”

Diama nodded ingantly. “Maitter of fact, the thought was dready in my mind.”

“If you became convinced of that it might not be too hedthy for us.

“Therefore” Doc said, “it is up to me to convince you thet | do haveit,” Doc said.
Diamat watched him without speaking.

“But,” Doc sad, “I will have to keep the supply of herb mixture in my possession. That is, the man
supply.”

“Man supply? What are you taking about?’

“Suppose” Doc asked, “tha | had been foresighted enough to extract a very amdl quantity of the
herb—one dose—and keep it, but tossng the remainder in a truck?’

“You haven't got it on you. We searched you.”
“Naturdly not.”
“Whereisit?

“Did it occur to you,” Doc asked, “that it could be tossed away so that it would fdl in the snow and be
hidden? No one would notice the mark aamdl phid would make fdling in the snow?’

“Whereisit?’ Diama was tense and eager.

Doc sad, “It isimportant for usthat you be convinced this sample is genuine. There is one dose. | want
one of your men to take that dose.”

“That's agreesble with me.”
“Who will take it?’
Diamat stared steedily a him.

“I'will,” he said. “Who the hdl do you think would?’



Doc told im where to find the phid.

DIAMAT was gone no more than ten minutes. He sauntered in casudly, but his face was flushed and his
eyes drange. He told the guards to get out and close the door and not to come in under any
circumstances unless he cdled them. The guards obeyed, looking a each other knowingly, aware by now
that some kind of dirty work was afoot among their bosses.

Diamat took a andl glass bottle out of a pocket. “Thisit?’
“That iswhat | sent you after,” Doc sad.

Diamat was excited enough to explode. “Damn me” he breathed. “I get fird chance at this Suffl” He
pulled out the cork, then put it back hedtily. “What do | do? How do | take it?’

“Inhdeit,” Doc sad.
“Jug pull out the cork and inhde it?’
“Ya”

Diamat looked at their ropes again. “You can't get loose,” he said. “And the guards would fix you if you
did. So what the hdl! I'll do it here—no, maybe that's not smart. Y ou might pull something.”

Doc shrugged. “ Suit yoursdlf. | am a doctor, as you know, and if the stuff goes bad with you, it might be
wdl to have someone around who understands the symptoms and can treat you.”

“It wouldn't be hedthy for you if | died,” Diama said. “So I'll take it right here. If | need the hdp of a
doctor, you better ydl for the guards.”

He went to the door and gave the two guards low-voiced ingructions that Doc was to be alowed to
treat him if he was found in a bad way.

Then Diamat uncorked the phid. He held it in his hands, cupped under his nogtrils, and inhded deeply.

He seemed to go to deep on his feet, but dowly, so that he had time to sag down to the floor without
fdling.

Doc Savage rolled to Diamat's Sde.

“Diamat!” Doc said in alow voice. “Diama, there is death ahead for you. Smith and De Houser and the
other two haveit in thar minds to kill you and take the secret for themsdves”

Diama seemed to have an awareness of the words and an undersanding of their meaning, dthough
without consciousness to act upon them.

“Desth for you, Diamat,” Doc said. “Degth at the hands of your associates. Doc Savage is your only
hope. Doc Savage and Pat and Monk and Ham and Johnny and Sen Noordenveer and Harve
MacChesney will help you. Y ou mus free them and get your enemies out of the way in time. Tonight.”

Doc repeated that steadily, monotonoudy. He varied the words alittle, making it more clear each time.
Fndly he was Slent.



Ham Brooks had watched in Saring astonishment.
“Doc!” Ham gasped. “That guy didn't inhde any herb mixture! He's gassed, isdl.”
Doc nodded. “Our anaesthetic gas. A very weak mixture”

“When he wakes up,” Ham said, “hell remember what you've told him. But he won't remember enough
to know how he got it. I've seen the suff work thet way.”

“ YS,”
“ Bth—”

“l put some of the anaesthetic gas in a phid,” Doc said, “and tossed it away in the snow, on the chance
something like this would happen.”

Ham looked blank. “Was there a passing truck?’
“No.”
“And did you comeinin the dark, and—"

Doc was uncomfortable. “If you had lisened carefully, you would have noticed that | did not tell them
anything as the truth. | merdy made statements from which they drew conclusons. Even this suff | just
told Diamat is undoubtedly the truth. These men are crooks, and dl crooks wonder how they can
swindle their companions.”

Ham grinned. One of Doc's policies was to aways tdl the truth, but occasondly the bronze man's
conception of truth-telling approached the fantagtic. All that Doc had said might not contain a technica
lie But it struck Ham as some elaborate verba gymnadtics to avoid tdling an outright lie.

“What,” asked Ham, “redly happened to the supply of herb mixture the black, black witch Ieft for
posterity?’

“It was dl burned,” Doc said, “when Monk accidentally dumped it in the fireplace.”

DIAMAT awakened dowly. He sat up, took his face in his hands. He remained in that position until the
fog went out of his head.

“What,” Doc asked, “did you learn about the future?’

Without answering, Diamat got up, drew a knife, and cut the ropes which hdd them.
“Wait until it starts,” he said. “And then joinin”

He went out, closing the door behind him.

Ham laughed.

“It sure didn't take him long to start acting on that glimpse he got into the future” he said.

THE firg shot came not more than five minutes later. It sounded like a shotgun, a big blast which ripped



through the building with its noise.

Doc Savage hit the door. The two guards, who had remained outside, had locked it. But Doc came
agang the door with both feet, and it flew loose at lock and hinges. He dedded out into the hdll.

The two guards had faced toward the shot. They tried to get around. Doc reached, took the feet from
under one. He gat up. The second guard fled, trying to run and shoot at the same time. Ham pounded on
the guard Doc had upset.

Doc pursued the running man. The felow got tangled, fell, fired a bullet into the calling. Doc saized the
gun, hauled on it. The guard hung to the weapon, was hauled to hisfeet before he logt it. Doc got the gun.
The guard ran two or three steps before Doc was on him, got the man's throat. Holding to the throat,
Doc waked hm backward toward the sairs.

Bdow, there was more shooting, much dashing about, upsetting of furniture, bresking of glass, shouting.
Monk's bellowing voice joined the uproar. Monk with the great noise he made when fighting.

Doc had a little bad luck—inexcusable dumsiness, he cdled it later—and fdl down the dtairs with the
guard he was choking into unconsciousness, and dso uang as a shidd. He hit the bottom somewhat
dazed—or at least he had no impresson of having been unconscious. But when he got organized the
cabin was qui€t.

Monk waked into the corridor.

“Diamd,” Monk ydled happily, “got some of that Suff and read the future and found out the others were
going to kill him. So he turned us dl loose and started some killing himsdlf.”

“Where is Diamat?’ Doc asked.

“Those that are dive have dl jumped out of the windows and took for the brush,” Monk said.
“Diama?’

“Not Diamat.”

“Where is he?’

“Diamd,” Monk said, “didn't kill somebody quick enough. The somebody stuck one of those ice picks in
Diamat's ear. I'm surprised how dead an ice pick can make aman.”

Chapter XV. MONK'S FUTURE

THE fallowing day was bright and warm with a pleasant sunlight which melted the thin fal of snow by ten
o'clock.

Pat and Johnny came into the Manhattan skyscraper headquarters with a report.

“The New Jarsey police” Pat sad, “are findly sdisfied that we didnt kill Stiles and the private
detective”

“A buckramesguely monomaniative pertinacity,” Johnny said.
“l guess he means,” Pat said, “that the Jersey officers were fairly stubborn about it. But findly they caught



one of Diamat's men and he confessed.”
“Thenitis cleared up?’ Doc said.

“Except,” Pat told him, “that the Jersey cops think that somebody is crazy. They don't know exactly
who. But they're sure somebody is. They think it's Harve MacChesney.”

“A superamaagorgeous possihility,” Johnny said.

Pat asked, “What do you think, Doc? Did Harve MacChesney actudly find a concoction of herbs which
would enable a person to see into the future, or did he just find a mess of suff that got him hopped up
and to dreaming? And did his dreams happen to be a wonderful coincidence of what happened later? |
mean—wel—did MacChesney just dream it? Or did that old guy, Peterpence, actudly have something
the world hasn't dreamed existed?’

Doc Savage's metdlic features were thoughtful, composed. He shook his head dowly and watched navy
planes arding over the lower bay.

“Thet is something that will have to go down as unknown,” he said quietly. “Peterpence did not leave a
formula—only a mixture of the herbs. And very little of the stuff. It was destroyed in the fire”

Pat frowned. “Can't you andyze the ashes of the fire and find out anything?’
“I have tried that,” Doc said. “There are no conclusve results”

“Then we won't know?’

“Probably not.”

Johnny, usng smdl words, “Wél, anyway, MacChesney is reporting to the government for whatever he
has coming to him, safe and ashamed. The rest of us don't have ice picks in our ears, and Diamat and
two others are dead, and therest areinjail. I'm satisfied.”

HAM BROOKS came in and he looked as if he was satisfied, too. Apparently he was in danger of
complete collapse from mirth. The best he could do, as he burst in, was make croaking sounds of glee.
Hefdl into a chair, got hold of himsdf, and went off in awhooping roar of laughter.

“Now what,” demanded Pat, “have you done to Monk?’

Ham held his sides. “Monk hasn't found out yet that the herb mixture was redlly dl destroyed in the firg)”
he explained.

“So what?’

“So | gavehimashot of gas” Ham sad, “and told him it was that see-the-future stuff. The gas was the
same Doc used on Diamdt. It makes you believe any sweet nothings that are whispered in your ear while
you're knocked out.”

Pat frowned. “Some day,” she predicted, “Monk isgaing to turn into a cdamity for you.”
Ham made spluttering sounds, laughter got the best of him, and he rocked around in the chair.

“The future | made Monk see,” Ham chortled, “was Sen Noordenveer fdling for me. You know how



he's been making sheep eyes at Sien. That's got im worried.”
Pat laughed in spite of her frown and said, “Wait until he finds out the truth.”

“You remember,” Ham asked, “that wife and thirteen homey children he's dways accusing me of having,
and conveniently making the accusation in front of pretty girls?’

“YS?’

Ham doubled up again with glee. “Wdl, | gave hm awife and thirteen brats with clock-stopping faces in
hisfuture.”

“You want to know what | seein your future?’ Pat asked.

“Huh?’

“l see you as agrease spot,” Pat assured him, “when Monk finds out.”
“If | die as happy as | am now,” Ham said, “itll be O. K.”

He went off in another whoop of glee.

THE END
THE KING OF TERROR

He planned his evil scheme perfectly, even to his method of killing Doc Savage. But Doc has
schemes, too, and in this exciting novel he's got to use the best of them to save his life! Be sure to
get our next issue and see how Doc matches wits with the greatest evil genius he has yet met!
“The King of Terror,” in the April issue, on sale Friday, March 5th.



