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Chapter I. ONE UNUSUAL BOX

IT was raining, o the messenger wore a raincoat. Like mogt raincoats, this one pretty much enveloped
the wearer. The messenger did have ayoung face.

And a mustache. It was noticeable, because it was not much of a mustache. It looked like a couple of
mouse talls, somewhat.

There was dso a box which the messenger carried. A box wrapped with too much sted wire. That is,
there was too much wire consdering thet it was a cardboard box.

The messenger walked into the most substantiad skyscraper in midtown Manhattan, and said, “I have a
package for Clark Savage, Junior.”

“You mean Doc Savage,” sad the devator starter.

“It says Clark Savage, Junior, on the tag. That'sdl | know about it.”
“I'l take it,” said the elevator starter.

“Isyour name Clark Savage, Junior?’

“Of course not,” said the starter. “Say, you're pretty dumb, aren't you?’

“Not,” said the messenger, “dumb enough to hand this over to you when | got orders to have Clark
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Savage persondly sgn for it

“Clark Savage is Doc Savage. Clark ishis name. Say, kid, haven't you ever heard of Doc Savage?’
“Huh?’

“Say, you are really dumb, aren't you?’

The messenger kicked the devator arter on the shin. The starter squdled and legped into the ar. He
jumped around dutching his peeled shin.

“You're lucky | didnt decide to kick you in the eye,” said the messenger. “I may be dumb, but | kick
Hg,].”

The cardboard box was about twelve inches square and the cardboard was a strong and not expensive
type. Asfor the wire, there was at least a hundred feet of that. The verdict of someone that knew a litile
about wire would have been that it was Imperid Standard Wire Gauge No. 15, diameter 1 and eight
tenths millimeters, of sted!.

The messenger carried the box up to an ordinary fifth-floor office, on indructions from an devator
operator.

The office was occupied by two gentlemen and a pig and a chimpanzee.

The messenger looked at the two men and the menagerie, Sghed, and said, “I bet | have to do some
more kicking.”

ONE of the men musgt have been the felow they wrote the “Migter Five by Fve’' song about. He was
aso as hary as agoat and as ugly as a clock-stopper.

“I'm Monk Mayfair,” he said.

The other man was notable for his clothes, for an innocent-looking black cane which was aways with
him, and for hislarge, mobile mouth, the mouth of a talker.

“I'm Ham Brooks,” he said.

“I might be Bo Peep, but | ant,” sad the messenger. “What kind of a clown's nest is this? | got a
package for Doc Savage. | ask where to find him, and | get sass from the elevator starter downgtairs.
Then | get sent up here and | see | amin for more sass”

Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks ingpected the messenger, and Ham ventured an opinion. “A case of
nondidactic.”

“What,” asked the messenger, “does that mean | an?’
“Dumb,” Ham said.
“Ah” said the messenger.

Monk Mayfar hooked a par of hary thumbs in the aamholes of an unpressed vest and announced,
“Youreintheright place, kid.”



“Theright place for what?”’
“To deliver a package to Doc Savage.”
The messenger eyed them. “Huh-uh! Neither of you two mistakes is Doc Savage.”

“This” explained Monk patiently, “is a way-gation on the route to Doc Savage. Things go through us to
get to Doc. We're the quarantine and ingpection station.

“A quarantine and ingpection gtation,” said the messenger, “is where they stop your car and look on your

fruit for bugs”
“Tha's the idea.”

“I'm a bug, huh?’

“Let's not complicateit,” Monk said. “What have you got there?’

“A package.”

“Where did you get it?’

“The office gaveit to meto ddiver. | work for an outfit that delivers quff.”

“Altright,” Monk said. “Now I'll show you how we function. Whét is your name and your employer?’

“Neddie Woodter,” sad the messenger, “and the outfit is the Winged Foot Ddivery Service,
coast-to-coast, with officesin dl the principd cities”

Monk picked up a telephone directory, found a number, dided it, got the Winged Foot concern, and
asked if they had a messenger named Neddie Wooster. Monk had to explain who he was. He said he
was Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Mayfair, afiliated with the Doc Savage organization. He made
it sound impressve. Eventudly, he got hisinformation. He hung up.

“You see how it works?’ he asked the messenger. “Winged Foot says Neddie Wooster is O. K. Now if
you hadn't been O. K., we would have had you.”

The messenger was not impressed.

“What isthis?’ asked the messenger. “A nest of haf-wits?’
“A nest of precaution-takers,” Monk said.

“We want to die of old age,” Ham Brooks said.

“We want Doc to die of old age” Monk corrected. “You see, Neddie Wooster, Doc Savage is an
unusud fellow and everybody on this earth is not hisfriend. In fact, there are people who shake and turn
whitedl over a theidea of Doc. Now and then some such try to get rid of Doc, so they can live a more
peaceful, and more crooked, life. Get it?’

“l see,” said the messenger. “You're apar of sooges.”

“O. K., O. K.” Monk was disgusted. “Hand me that package. Were wading time trying to educate
you.”

“l hand this package to Doc Savage,” said the messenger. “ Anybody ese getsit over my dead body.”



“Why act like that?’
“It'samotto of the Winged Foot Ddivery Service, coast-to—"

“Never mind,” Monk interrupted hadtily. “You just put the package on this desk here. Nobody will touch
it”

The messenger stared at the desk. “O. K. But | can see you guys are wiggly between the ears.”
The package went on the desk.

THE desk was a dark wood affar of more than normd sze with a black, compaosition top.

The trick to the desk was the compostion top, made of the same kind of suff from which is fashioned
the film-holders which surgeons usein their X-ray machines. The materid was transparent to X rays.

Under the desk, in the knee-hole, so that it could be observed only from the back, where Monk and
Ham sat, there was a fluoroscope for viewing the object to be X-rayed, the type of fluoroscope used by
X-ray workersin the days before they discovered that a photographic film was a much better way to do
it. An arrangement of mirrors permitted a good view of the fluoroscope without the observers doing
anything suspicious while observing.

The X-ray projector was located in the ceiling, and camouflaged so that it was not noticeable,

When the package was on the desk, Monk turned on the X ray by tramping on a control button hidden
under the carpet.

They took a good look at the X-rayed contents of the package.

“Ahem,” Monk said to the messenger. “We . . . ah . . . had better tdl Doc Savage you are here with a
package, Snce you are so contrary. Come on, Ham.”

“Me? Ham sad. “I had better stay here and watch that our little messenger here doesn't carry off the
furniture or the radiators.”

“| resent that,” the messenger said.

“Of course you do,” Monk said. “Ham, you were born a gentleman, but you sure have dipped. Come
with me and help find Doc.”

Ham redized that Monk had something on hismind, and said, “Sure, sure”

Monk and Ham retired to the adjoining room. They closed the door.

“There an't nothing in the package,” Monk said.

Ham nodded. “Empty box.”

“Looks suspicious.”

“On the other hand,” said Ham, “there might be poison gasin the box. I'll bet that's what it is”
“| thought of that,” Monk said.



“I'l bet you did!” Ham sneered. He scratched his head. “What are we going to do about it?’
Monk said, “I would suggest a course of treatments aimed at getting the truth out of this messenger.”
“Have you got an idea, you missng link?’

Monk had an idea. He explained it. Ham was moved to admiration, dthough he was reluctant to admire
anything that Monk concelved or did, under ordinary conditions.

HAM went back into the room where the messenger was waiting and said, “We are having a little
difficulty. My friend Monk has gone hunting, and he can do as wdl as both of us, so | thought I'd keep

you company.”

The messenger 1ooked young, owlish and bored.

“That Monk,” said the messenger, “is a funny-looking one.”

“He sureis” Ham agreed heatily. “And heis as slly as he looks.”
“Gogh!”

“Terible isn't it?”

The messenger gazed around the office absently, and findly fdl to examining the two animds, the pig and
the chimpanzee, showing more interest. “What are those?’

“A chimpanzee and apig.”

“What are they doing here?’ asked the messenger. “And | know a chimpanzee and a pig when | see
them.”

13 %S.”
“Whose?’

“The chimpisming” Ham explained. “And the pig belongs to that fresk of nature, Monk.” Ham eyed the
pig sourly. “Some day | am going to have him served up as breakfast bacon.”

The messenger eyed the pig. The animd had legs like a rabbit, a snoot built for exploring into deep holes,
and a par of ears of such gze that it looked as if he had been equipped to become a dlider in
emergencies. “Got a name?’

“Habeas Corpus,” Ham explained, glaring at the pig.

“Come here, Habeas,” said the messenger. “Nice pig.” Habeas ignored the messenger. “Come here,
before | kick your ribsin,” the messenger said.

Habeas Corpus, the pig, got up and stalked over to the messenger.

Ham's eyes popped. “By Jove!” he blurted. “That's unexpected. Habeas Corpus usudly never pays any
atention to anybody except Monk and pretty girls”

“Pretty girls?’ the messenger said.



“Heés like Monk that way.”
“Go away, Habeas,” the messenger said.

Ham waved an arm. “Now you take my chimp,” he said. “There is an animd equipped with brains.
Smartest thing you ever saw. Sometimes | think he is not an animd, but a hitherto unknown type of
aborigina mankind.”

“He looks somewheat like Monk.”
“Dont insult Chemigry,” Ham said.

The tdephone rang. Ham picked up the ingdrument, said, “Doc Savage associate, Ham Brooks,
gpesking,” and listened. Ham dtraightened. He dammed his feet down on the floor. “You sure? he
demanded. “That'sright, en?. . . Wdl, wel, wdl!” He cracked the telephone back onits cradle.

Ham came erect. He pointed afinger a the messenger. He gave off indignation asif it were sparks.
“You crook!” Ham ydled.

THE messenger jumped. “What? What's that?’

“You crook!” Ham pointed at the telephone. “I just got it over the telephone. You crook, you!”
“l don't understand—"

Ham stabbed at the package. “Trying to pull athing like thid” he bellowed.

He sprang over the desk, toward the messenger.

“I'll fix you!” he shouted.

The door flew open violently, and a large, short, white-haired gentleman in a green raincoat and green fet
het came in carrying a revolver which was so large and impressive that nothing else was important,
suddenly.

The newcomer had a rather thin, quavering voice. He told Ham, “Hold everything! Or would you like to
fdl dead from bullet holes?’

Ham stopped. “Who the heck are you?’ he blurted.

“Get your hands up!” The ederly gpparition waved the enormous gun.

Ham put both arms diffly above his head.

“Now,” said the gun-wielder, “you stand there.” He beckoned a the messenger. “Come on, kid.”
The messenger gulped. “But—"

“Come on, come on!” yeled the white-haired raider. “The boss sent me, you idiot. He found out
something had gone wrong.”

The messenger, without more objections, but acting very confused, backed out of the door.



The old gentleman told Ham loudly, “Y ou know what happens to guys who follow guys with guns” Then
he ran out into the hdl and grabbed the messenger's arm. “Come on, kid,” he said.

They got down to the street without any more excitement. The messenger dill seemed confused. They
climbed into a roadster and got going up the strest.

There was a protracted slence.

“The boss sent me” repeated the white-haired gentleman.

“What boss?’

“Dont give me that, kid. Don't play smple with me. I'm in this, too, you know.”
“Inwhat?’ asked the messenger.

The other snorted violently.

There was more dlent driving. The old gentleman seemed to become suspicious. He bawled at the
messenger. “ Say, you act awful dumb, kid,” he growled. “Maybe | made a mistake. Maybe you ain't the
oy | was supposed to rescue.”

“The rescue wasn't my ideg,” said the messenger.

“On second thought,” growled the white-haired fellow, “you had better tdl me enough to make me sure.”
“Make you sure of what?’

“Thet you're the right one.”

“What right one?’

“Nuts” said the white-haired rescuer. “I wish I'd let them have you. Look, the boss said to go with you
to the place”

“The place?’
“Sure. You know where that is?’

The messenger gave it some thought, then said, “ Sure. Y ou turn right at the next corner. Two blocks. The
Summerview Hotd.”

THE Summerview was a pleasant hostelry out of the loud and noisy midtown section. It did not have a
bar, but did have a dining room, which looked good. The lobby was old-fashioned and quiet.

The messenger and the white-haired gentleman entered and took an eevator to the sxth floor, where
there was along corridor with severd turnings.

The messenger stopped the old fdlow, and said, “You wait here”
“Hey, I'm supposed to stay right with you.”

“l don't doubt it. But you wait here, see. | want to seeiif the coast is clear.”



“Uh—wel,” said the white-haired man,
He stood there, and watched the messenger go on down the hdll.

The messenger walked to Room 632, pulled out a key, and unlocked the door. A quick glance down the
hdll showed that the old gentleman was for the moment looking in the other direction.

The messenger casudly picked up a brass urn containing sand, an arrangement for snuffing out cigarettes
and found in the hdls of mogt hotels, and carried it into the room.

The room was large and pleasant, a place for rest. But there was nothing casud or restful about the
messenger's activity.

The messenger hadtily stripped off the messenger uniform. Next, a case was opened, and the liquid from
abottle was smeared on the messenger's upper lip. Other materid, a theatrical remova cream, went on
the messenger's face. A towe wiped off the accumulation.

The result was a very efficient-looking young woman.

The closet hdd an assortment of frocks. There was nothing cheap about them. And nothing dull, it
developed. She put on make-up.

Examining the result in amirror, she was satisfied.
She selected a pair of stockings. “My last Slk stockings,” she said regretfully.

She filled a stocking with sand from the hdl urn, and pulled the second stocking over the first one for
grength. She tried the result by socking it into her hand. She poured out some sand, and socked her
hand again. “Perfect,” she said.

She tucked the stocking-sand gadget in a purse, tucked the purse under her arm, and sauntered out into
the hall. She walked to the white-haired gentleman.

The white-haired gentleman looked at her with grest appreciation. He said something to himsdf that
looked to be, from the movement of hislips, “M-m-m-m-m!”

It was quite apparent that he did not recognize her as the young man messenger.

The young woman gave him a good, big, but refined, eye-roll.

“Why, Mr. Jones,” she said. “You are Mr. Jones, aren't you? The gentleman who backs shows.”
The white-haired gentleman practicaly baked to a crisp under her amile

“l back shows” he said, truthfully, “occasondly.”

“Oh, Mr. Jones, I'm so glad to run into you thisway,” said the young woman. Her tone would have made
an iceberg turn to steam.

Then she dropped her gloves. “Oh!” she said.
The white-haired gentleman doubled over hedtily to pick up the gloves.
The young woman's tone changed.

“You're a sap for anything in skirts, just as | heard,” she said. And added, “Monk Mayfair!”



“Huh?” Monk blurted, just before she hit im over the head with the stocking-sandbag.

Chapter Il. THE WIRE

MONK MAYFAIR had been knocked sensdless a number of times as the naturd result of his rather
hectic career as a Doc Savage associate, and it was a peculiaity of his intervds of enforced
unconsciousness that he dways dreamed about a green waterfall. 1t was dways the same waterfdl, and it
was invariably the same identicd waterfal, aways the same shade of green, a very dark shade—darker,
even, than grass. For a number of years, it had been the same waterfdl, and it was peculiar because one
of the things that interested Monk least in his conscious moments was waterfals. It was beginning to
bother Monk.

Monk came out of the waterfdl, and found Ham Brooks staring a him, which made Monk wish he could
go back to the waterfdl again. He was embarrassed.

“Wdl?" said Ham disgustedly. “What were you doing taking a nap?’
“l was hit over the head!” Monk said indignantly.
((WI,D W?l

“Where were you?" Monk snapped, trying to change the subject. “Why weren't you around to hep me?
| thought you were going to follow close behind, in case | needed a hand.”

This subdued Ham. He explained, “I was waiting downgtairs. | didn't want to come right up, for fear |
would spoil your plan. What did you learn?’

“Nothing,” said Monk disgustedly.

“Nothing? | don't believeit. Say, with a smart scheme like that, you were bound to learn something. The
messenger would think you were one of the gang after you pulled the rescue, and would tdl you
evaything. Didnt it work?’

Monk considered what he should say. “It didn't work,” he confessed.
“WW?!
“Come on,” Monk said sourly. “That messenger went into Room 623. Let's take alook.”

They found the hotd room locked. Ham was a lawyer by trade, and the door baffled him. Monk,
however, was a chemist, and he had included a little lock-picking on the sde. He went to work on the
lock, which was not complicated, and got it open by ruining the snap-fastener on the band of his wrigt
watch.

“There's the messenger's uniform!” Ham yeled, the moment they were in the room.
The feminine garmentsin the closet were naturdly the next discovery.

Ham stared a Monk. “Oh, oh!” he said. “The messenger was agirl.”

Monk made no comment.

“Was she pretty?’ Ham asked.



“How would | know?’ Monk muttered.

“Of course she was pretty,” Ham decided. “She had to be, to get close enough to pop you over the

Monk registered misary. “Do we have to tdl the fellows about this?” he mumbled.
Ham was very chearful.
“You won't need to tdl them,” he said. “I'll do it, and gladly!”

THEY made a competent search of the young woman's room. What they found did not give much
satisfaction. She obvioudy had money to spend on clothes, and had good taste.

Monk removed his old-man makeup in the bathroom at the gloomy conclusion of the fruitless search.

Ham said, “That was sure a good disguise. And you did some fine acting. | don't see how she caught
on.”

“l had a theatricd make-up expert put it on,” Monk said sourly. “Hé's in the same building with Doc's
offices | think I'll go in there and pull an ear off him. Of course, she saw through the make-up!”

They went downgtairs, and after some arguing, found that the young woman had registered with the name
of T. Hannah, Washington, D. C. That was dl.

They arranged to be caled immediatdy if the young woman should reappear at the hotel.

“Now,” Monk said, “we get the home address of that messenger whose name she used, Neddie
Woogter.”

Neddie Wooster lived in the Bronx, and he was a scrawny-looking young man, obvioudy a 4F in the
draft. He was home reading a newspaper. Fortunately, they found that he scared easily. And when he
was scared, he talked very rapidly.

Ten dollars was the answer.

The ten dallars had been given Neddie Wooster by the young woman for the rental of his uniform and the
privilege of usng it for what she had explained was a “ masguerade party.” Neddie Wooster had only one
uniform, so he had been forced to stay a home, which he hadn't minded until Monk and Ham turned up.
As scared as Neddie Wooster was after Monk and Ham got through with him, his story could not have
been anything but the truth.

“Dead end,” Monk said. “That's afoxy girl.”

“Wdl, anyway, weve done enough that now we can face Doc Savage without blushing,” Ham sad.
“That is—I can.” He grinned a Monk. “1 wouldn't know about you!”

Monk asked gloomily, “Y ou going to tdl them | got into trouble because of a pretty gil agan?’
“Am1?" Ham chortled. “Brother!”

Monk became bdligerent and tried threastening Ham. “You keep your blat shut!” Monk ydled. “Or I'll hit
you over the head so hard youll be usng your shoe eyeets for portholes.”



Ham wasn't impressed.

DOC SAVAGE occupied the eighty-sixth floor of the building in which Monk and Ham operated the
preliminary inspection office on thefifth floor.

The @ghty-sxth floor was devoted modly to laboratory and library, but there was a smdl reception room
in which the furnishings consisted of some upholstered chairs, an unusud inlad table, and an enormous
sfe.

Monk and Ham told thelr story. Monk tried to leave out the part about his own misfortune, but Ham put
that in, trying not to howl with mirth.

Doc Savage lisened without comment and without visble show of emation.

Doc Savage looked dmogt as unusud as his reputation, a characteristic which few famous people have.
He was a giant of aman, so symmetricaly proportioned that his true Sze was not evident until one stood
close to him, or saw him near some object to which his giant stature could be compared.

Tropicd suns had turned his skin a deep bronze, and his har was a shade of bronze only dightly darker.
His features were regular, handsome, but not fine-feastured. His eyes were dominant, strange, like pools
of flake gold always stirred by tiny winds.

The grength of the man, however, came from the things he did and said—or the way he did and sad
things rather than from his unusud size and appearance. There was corded grength in his movements,
and a qudity of controlled power in his voice. He had these things to a great degree, and in that respect
he did resemble men who have a great reputation, snce greatness is probably more persondity and
character than any superhuman physicd strength or wizardlike collection of knowledge.

Ham placed the wire-bound box on the table.

“Thereitis” hefinished. “We X-rayed it. It shows empty under the X ray.”
“Wethink,” said Monk, “that it must be full of poison gas”

“What gave you the idea?” Doc asked quietly.

“What ese could beinit?” Monk said.

DOC SAVAGE dudied the box for a while. It was one of his peculiarities, one of the evidences of his
unusud early life that he rardly showed emotion.

There were few other evidences of his strange youth, which in itsdf was remarkable, because the
upbringing should have produced a human freak.

Doc Savage had been placed in the hands of scientigts in babyhood, under the direction and financid
support of his father; and from then on, for many years, he had been trained for the specific job of
fallowing the strange and unusud career of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers in the out-of-the-way
corners of the earth. He followed that career now.

The training had left m somewhat different from other men in persondity, and certainly a great ded
different in abilities. His physical strength was phenomend. His menta equipment was fantadtic.



He finished ingpecting the box, said, “Will you get asmdl pocket compass, Monk?”

Monk hurried into the laboratory, came back with a compass of the type Boy Scouts carry.

“You notice” Doc said, “thewire. It isnowhere tied in a knot or twisted together.”

He passed the compass close to the wire.

The compass needle was dightly attracted in many places.

“l don't get it,” Monk said. Then Monk's eyes got wide. “Blazes Wait aminute! A recorder wirel”

Like any mygery, it was Smple when understood. Doc Savage had used the method of recording
conversation on wire for a long time. It was more effident than usng wax records for recording,
particularly when recordings over long periods of time were necessary.

Ham dashed away and came back with the device which took the magnetic impulses off the wire and
transferred them into sound.

(Magnetic recording on sted wire has been practical for along time, but only recently have commercid
modds of such a device been prepared. This is probably the future form of voice recording and will
displace wax dictaphone and wax phonograph methods. For sted wire cannot be shattered, and it can
be used over and over agan when previous messages are “erased” by demagnetizing. This device
incidentdly, is one of the stentific gadgets introduced and used by Doc Savage long before such
apparatus was marketed or even patented.)

The wire had been recorded on a machine of different operating speed from ther own. As a reault, the
voice was a ducklike squawking and gabbling at firg. But they got the speed right.

The recorded voice became coherent. It was a deep, educated, pleasant voice, with the harsh burr in it
of aman who had used the voice, and loudly, in shouting orders. It sad:

“Mr. Savage, this is Major Sam Lowel, United Sates army, War Department Annex,
Washington, D. C. | am taking this rather unusual method of getting a message to you because
unusual measures seem necessary.

“1 have reason to believe any normal method of communicating with you which | might take
would result in this information falling into the wrong hands, with the consequence of danger to
both of us.

“I could use a great many words explaining this thing. All the words would add up to little,
however. So | am just going to say one thing:

“1 need your help.

“1 am confronted with an inexplicable mystery, and | have the fedling that the thing is going to
grow into, a matter of great importance. | have asked my superior officers who to consult, and
they recommend you. They say you have offered your services in connection with unusual matters
such asthis. | assure you it is an unusual matter, and | want your help.

“WlIl you arrange to meet me Wednesday night, 10 p.m., the houseboat named 'Four Seasons,
foot of K Street.

“The operative who will deliver this is a girl, in case you have not so discovered, and a very



capable operative in my department.

“Thisis very important, so | will expect you—and thanks.”

That was dl of the message, and Doc Savage switched off the reproducing apparatus.

Monk muttered, “ She was capable, dl right. But | didn't dream she was an army intdligence agent.”
“That doesn't tdl us much, Doc,” Ham said.

“As much, probably,” Doc suggested, “as could be trusted to a communication. This is war time, you
know. And mistakes too often mean human lives”

“Army intelligence operative, eh?” Monk said, sounding pleased. “You know, | had the feding that girl
wasdl right dl dong.”

“All you had,” Ham said unkindly, “was your usua fedings when you see a pretty girl.”

NORMALLY, there were five associates in Doc Savage's group. There was a Sixth, a young woman,
Petricia Savage, who was Doc's cousn, who managed to nose into their troubles occasiondly. Monk
and Ham were two of the group.

The other three members were William Harper—Johnny—L.ittlgohn; Colond John—Renny—Renwick;
and Mg or Thomas J—Long Tom—Roberts. Johnny was an archaeologist and geologist, Renny was an
engineer, and Long Tom was the dectricd expert of the organization.

Long Tom wasin Russa a the moment, serving as conaulting expert with the Russan army.
Doc Savage began trying to get Renny and Johnny on the telephone.

“Patriciaisin Cdifornia, setting up the physicd-conditioning system for anew WAAC camp,” Ham said.
“We can st back and breathe easy, knowing she won't barge into this”

Monk was eyeing the record-wire.

“Doc,” he said, “do you know a Mgor Lowd|?’

“No,” Doc sad.

“l don't éther,” Monk remarked. “Ham, do you?’

Ham sad he didn't, and got Renny and Johnny on the telephone. “Y ou want to talk to them, Doc?’
Taking the phone, Doc asked, “What are you two doing now?’

“Serving as ornaments.” Renny Renwick had a big voice, the voice of something very large in a very
cavernous hole.

“Then,” Doc said, “you would not mind joining us to look into something that might be interesting?’
“It would sure be ardief,” Renny declared.

“You and Johnny arrange to be in Washington as soon as possible” Doc sad. “Meet us a the usud
hotd.”



“Holy cow! Sure”

Doc Savage hung up the telephone. He turned his atention back to the box around which the
voice-record wire had been wrapped. They had opened the box as a matter of course, and found it
empty. Or Monk and Ham had considered it empty.

“If we get a chance to ask questions about this” Doc said, “we might ask questions about a green parrot
and its nest.”

Monk stared. “Green parrot and its nest! What the blazes!”

Doc indicated two very smdl feathers he had found in the box, and some smdl bits of litter. He pointed
out what the other two had overlooked—that the festhers were breast feathers off a parrot, a green one,
and that the litter was part of a nest, perhaps. At any rate, the twigs were tropica in origin, bits of lignum
vitae and other growth typicd to the tropics. South America and the Caribbean Idands.

“Do not overlook the parrot,” Doc said.

Chapter lll. THE WASHINGTON TRICK

THEY sat down at the airport in Washington, the airport across the river used by the commercid planes,
by midafternoon. The arline had a cab waiting, and they moved fast, because it was easier to do wha
they wanted to do before offices closed for the day.

Monk and Ham had received indructions on the plane, and they scattered to follow them. Their job was
to check up and be sure there was a Mg or Lowdl, and find out what they could about him.

They took dong the wire-record, and a transcribing apparatus, to check Mgjor Lowel's voice.
Doc Savage himsdf looked into the matter of the woman operative, T. Hannah.

There was some doubt in his mind whether her name was T. Hannah, which was the name under which
ghe had registered &t the hotel in New York City.

However, there was a woman operative named T. Hannah. She was not connected with the war
department directly, or any of the other armed services. T. Hannah, it seemed, was a private detective

agency operator.
Doc telephoned the T. Hannah agency.

“Miss Hannah,” he was told, “is not available today. Sheis out of the city on business”
“In New York City?" Doc asked.

“l am sorry. You will understand that much of our business is confidentid.”

“Thisis Doc Savage,” Doc explained.

There was some ddiberation at the other end of the wire. “In that case,” said the voice a the agency—it
was a man pesking—"“thereis probably no harm in tdling you that Miss Hannah went to New York to
deliver a package to you.”

“Does she have a green parrot?’



“Why, no.”
“Can you give me any information concerning the package?’

“l am sorry. | cannot. As | understand, a dient of Miss Hannah's wished the package to be delivered to
you, and the circumstances were such that it was a somewhat dangerous job, demanding the persona
atention of Miss Hannah. That isdl | know about it.”

“Will you describe Miss Hannah?” Doc suggested.

The description matched fully with that of the young woman who had given Monk a sandbagging in the
corridor of the New York hotdl.

Doc next checked with the Washington agency which handled private detective permits.

Miss Theodora Hannah had been a private detective in Washington for four years and three months.
The T. Hannah angle of the mystery was checking out fine.

Monk and Ham camein and reported.

Monk said, “Thereis a Mgor Lowel. Connected with the procurement divison of the Army and Navy
Emergency Necessity Office”

Doc Savage nodded.

“That office” he said, “is one that was set up recently, largdly for the purpose of getting badly needed
thingsin a hurry. That right?’

Monk nodded. “Thet's the idea. They jumped in recently and bought a bunch of cargo ships from an
Argentine owner, ships nobody ese had been able to get. They saw that ams and equipment were
furnished in a hurry to some Eskimas in northern Alaska. They do everything. They're trouble-shooters.
Maor Lowell is head of the office”

“Get any information about a green parrot?’
“Heck, no! They thought | was crazy.”
“What about other information?’

Monk grinned. “They weren't putting out any—at first. And then, after | proved who | was, | found out
only one thing. Mgor Lowdl does want to see you.”

Ham said, “Doc, | played the record of Mgor Lowell's voice on that wire to a stenographer in his office
who knows his voice wdl. | played part of it, thet is, a part that didn't tdl anything. She said it was
Lowdl's voice, dl right.”

It was dl checking out fine,

“THE mesting with Mgjor Lowdl,” Doc Savage sad, “is to take place tonight at 10 o'clock on a boat
named Four Seasons a the foot of K Street.”

“Wed better go dong, justin case,” Monk suggested.



Doc Savage shook his head.

“On the contrary,” he said, “here is what you will do. I want you to start meking a big hullabaoo about
finding a green parrot and its nest.”

“Hullabdoo?’ Monk said. “Just what kind?’

“Get hold of the newspapers and put advertissments in the early editions” Doc said. “Get hold of the
radio-broadcasting gations and have short emergency announcements inserted at the end of programs.
Theradio stationswill be suspicious, but you can identify yoursaves and explain that it is important.”

“We just advertise for a green parrot and its nes?’

“That isright. And give an address to which replies are to be made.”

“Any particular address?’

“One you can watch,” Doc said. “You fellows can manage thet nicdy, | am sure”

Ham nodded. “I see,” he said. “Theideaisto cast out some bait in the shape of advertissments, and see
what turns up in the way of an unusud interest in a parrot and its nest.”

“Thet,” Doc said, “isthe plan.”

Monk scratched his head. “Doc, you make it look a little as if this thing wasn't on the up-and-up, as
much as it seemsto be.”

“Precautions,” Doc said, “never got anyone into trouble.”

TEN O'CLOCK that night proved to be a dark hour. It was particularly dark on that part of the water
front not far from the foot of K Street.

Doc Savage arrived afoot and stood for some time, slent in the darkness, usng his eyes and ears and
nogtrils. These senses had been remarkably developed by the unusud scientific training to which he had
been submitted for years. They were overdeveloped, in fact, until they were animdlike and this dways
made Doc a little sengtive about showing that he possessed such ahilities. When he was a kid, he had not
thought much about them, except to be proud of them and appreciate ther vaue. But now he was more
meature, and sometimes uncomfortable. Sometimes he fdt alittle like an animdl.

There was nothing daming, and he located the boat, the Four Seasons. The craft certainly was not
fancy. It was a “bugeye’ with the mast knocked out and the cabin structure, and a housdike
Superstructure substituted.

Bugeye's are the traditiond Chesapeake Bay oyster boats. Origindly built by drifting three or five logs
together with Swedish iron that, when it rusted, became solidly a part of the wood, they drew very little
water. Tha was necessary, because the Chesapeake was shod. Ther danting masts and overhanging,
clipper-style bows made them the most rakish-looking boats to be found anywhere. But there was
nothing rakish about this one. It looked deformed.

There was no light. Not a blade of light visble anywhere. The boat was tied to a dock with soringlines,
and there was no gangplank. To get aboard, you jumped.

It was dill. From the city, there came the usud traffic sounds of Washington &t this time of night. A large



plane was moaning purposefully across the sky.
Doc went aboard the boat lightly, got down into the shadows. There was no sound.

He moved &ft. The deck was very narrow, hardly a deck at dl. The exterior of the boat was old, and
needed pant.

He heard nothing and saw nothing.

From a pocket, he took a amdl metd object, somewhat the shape of a watch, but thicker, and not much
larger. Thething had a gemlike knob. Doc adjusted the stem for awhile.

When he had the gadget adjusted satisfactorily, he placed it on top of the cabin, on a skylight.
He went glently to the dock side of the boat.

He put his feet down solidly on the deck, making sound now. He waked boldly to the deckhouse door.
It was closed. He rapped it with his knuckles.

“Magor Lowdl!” he sad. “Thisis Savage.”

A voice, awhisper, addressed him from insde.

“Not so loud,” it said. “But I'm glad you came. Just a moment.”

A key rattled in the deckhouse door. The door opened.

“Come ingde” the whisper invited.

Doc went ingde.

Glare from aflaghlight flooded him. In the back light, sraining his eyes, he recognized the girl, Hannah.
She spoke in a voice that was not at dl humorous.

“I've got two impulses,” she said. “One is to shoot you and the other is to give you a chance to explain
things. If | was you, | wouldn't jump around too much.”

There was no one dsein the cabin.

DOC SAVAGE looked at her. It was the firg time he had seen Hannah. But it was Hannah, dl right, the
way Monk had described her. She had a deep voice for a girl, not a freskish voice, but neverthdless a
deep one. She had spoken in awhisper, of course, to hide the fact that she wasn't a man. It was dmost
impossible to tdl a woman's whisper from a man's whisper under such circumstances.

She was obvioudy a young woman of ability.

She tossed a smdl rope to Doc Savage. She was holding the rope ready, obvioudy having planned what
she was going to do.

“Take hold of the end of the rope with each hand,” she said. “Wrap severd turns around each hand, until
there is about a foot of rope between your hands, then hold your hands above your head.”

Her revolver was large and blue and efficient.



Doc obeyed indructions.
Hannah said, “That's fine. I'm surprised this gag worked, redly | am.”
“You took agreat ded of painswithit,” Doc sad.

She showed no dgns of being flattered. “But with the reputation you've got, you shouldnt have been
sucked in. You are supposed to be something specid.”

Doc let that go without comment.
She sad, “Didn't you even try to find out if the government has an operative named T. Hannah?”’
“The government does not have one. But there is a private detective named T. Hannah.”

“So you did check,” she said. She looked pleased. “And it fooled you. It took you in. What you found
out made you think | was genuine”

Doc sad, “The redly convinang part was that you had been a private detective for four years here in
Washington.”

“| was never a private detective hereinmy life” she said.
“How did you manage it?’

“That T. Hannah is another girl.”

“You are not T. Hannah?’

“My name is Hannah. Not T. Hannah. T. Hannah is my sster. My disapproving sister. Or hdf-sgter,
rather.”

“She helped you?’

Hannah nodded. “Rductantly. When | explained that | was being innocently involved in something.”
“Innocently involved,” Doc said, and made his voice skepticd.

Hannah showed a flash of anger. “I am not lying to you. Y ou're rigging up something on me.”

Doc Savage frowned. “I am?

“You and Mgjor Lowell,” she said grimly.

“l do not know Mgor Lowell,” Doc sad.

She stared a him angrily. “Y ou needn't lieto me. | haven't been watching every move Mgor Lowdl and
the others made for a week for nothing.”

Doc Savage did not answer immediady. His manner was quiet. Findly, he said, “I take it you think | and
Magor Lowdl are the organizers of some kind of a scheme againg you?’

“Thet'sright.”
“Whereis Mgor Lowd|?’



“At home, | suppose.” She frowned at Doc. “If you're wondering how come he isn't here, or thinking he
will show up, give up the idea. He won't be. That wire-recording was a fake.”

“But,” sad Doc, “it was Mgor Lowdl's voice”
“With a good actor and enough money,” she said, “you can got dmost any voice duplicated.”
“In other words—"

“l intercepted the origind message,” she said, “and subgtituted one of my own. The machines for
meagneticdly recording voices on wire are not so scarce now, you know.”

Doc asked, “You used the origind box?’
“Of course. The arigind wire, too.”
“There was not,” Doc asked, “agreen parrot and its nest in the box in the beginning?’

The effect of the parrot on the girl was noticeable. She stared fixedly at the bronze men over her gun.
“Parrot,” she said. “Parrot and nest?’

“Thet isright. What—"

“l suppose,” she snapped, “that you will next try to tdl me you do not know a thing about what is going
on.”

Doc admitted, “That was my generd intention when | got around to it.”
“You taking parrot!” she said angrily. “And you don't know anything! A fineliel”

The little gas grenade which Doc Savage had put on the skylight before he made his presence known
findly got around to exploding.

Chapter IV. MAJOR TROUBLE

THE blast was loud. The grenade was one of anew type, its function being to scatter an anaesthetic gas
suddenly over a consderable area. Such abrupt dispersion required considerable explosive force.

Wood and splinters and a cloud of glass sprayed the boat cabin. Doc had maneuvered both himsdf and
the girl into a spot where they would not be cut, prior to the blagt.

Hannah nether screamed, fainted nor ran. She gave quite a jump of surprise, though. No one could have
helped doing thét.

Doc went forward while the glass was ill flying and the cabin was il red with the grenade flash.
He got hold of Hannah's gun, then had allittle trouble possessing it. The young woman was strong.

She was more than strong, too. First, as they sruggled for the gun, she pushed the little gadget which let
the cylinder flop out. It hinged out. The cartridges rolled across the floor, jarred out of the gun by the

druggle.

Hannah stopped trying to get the gun then. She locked both hands in Doc's hair and gave his head a pulll
and a twig. She knew muscles and nerve co-ordination. He fdt as if he had been beheaded for a



moment.

He reached to free her hands from his hair. She got one of hisfingers, and did things to it. Never in hislife
had he fdt quite as much pan from one spot as she made come from the finger. He got her loose from

the finger.
Hefindly got her againgt awadl and helpless, but he was not especidly proud of himsdf.

“You show judt a little more efficency,” he said grimly, “and I'll have to treat you like a man, and plant
one on your jaw.”

“Try it!” sheinvited iratdly. “Judt try it!”
They stared at each other, each trying to browbest the other.

Then her eyes closed dowly, her knees buckled, arms loosened, and she would have fdlen. Doc hed her
up. To dl appearances, she had gone suddenly to deep.

It was the gas, the anaesthetic gas which had been in the grenade. The skylight glass had kept the guff
from scattering over the cabin as it normaly would have, and it had filled the place a little tardily. Not
very tardily, at that. Not more than thirty seconds after the blagt. It had seemed a longer fight than thirty
seconds.

Doc was holding his breath. Except for that once, when he had spoken to her, he had been holding his
breeth. The gas had to be inhded to be effective, so that if you held your bresth you would escape it.

In not much more than a minute, the suff would mix with the air and neutrdize itsdf. After that, it was
safe, to breathe.

Doc lowered her to the cabin floor and began a search of the boat interior.

HE used aflaghlight and searched rapidly. There was plenty of evidence that the boat had been here for
some time, probably tied up here for the winter. The motor, not a bad motor, was coated with grease,
and there was no garting battery. Standing rigging was greased, and running rigging had been made up in
coils and hung in the fo'c'sle. The shipmate stove was greased.

To the main hatch, where he had not noticed it before, there was a tacked notice:

THISBOAT FOR SALE

ABNEY & GALE, YACHT BROKERS

The boat, then, might belong to anyone. Hannah probably had just taken it over for the night's work.

This type of anaesthetic gas produced an effect that did not last much longer then fifteen minutes. Doc
meade himsdf comfortable, after going through Hannah's purse, and finding nothing thet told him anything.

The young womean revived eventualy. She seemed surprised that Doc was aone.
“Nobody with you?’ she said. “Who threw that bomb?’

“It was atime gas grenade,” Doc explained. “1 amply set the time mechaniam for five minutes, put it on
the kylight, then came insde.”



She pondered that. “Gas,” she said. “I've been out for awhile | suppose that was the gas?’
“Rignt.” Doc indicated the boat with a generd wave of a hand. “You just borrow this?’

She hesitated, then nodded. “That's right.”

“Why did you happen to pick a boat?’

“Why, it was a naturd thought because—" She stopped, hit her lip. “I better not tdl you too much,” she
sad.

Doc asked, “Do you mind going with me to cdl on Maor Lowel?’
“| expected that,” she said.

He thought her face got a little white. He asked her if she was afrad to go and see Mgor Lowdl, and
she did not answer. She made it plain that she was not going to answer any more of his questions.

He took her by the arm. She did not fight him.

He led her out on deck, dosng the door behind him, and pulled on the springlines until the boat was
close to the dock. He jumped ashore kegping hold of the girl'sarm.

Two shadows arose from the blacker shadows of boxes on the dock. Both shadows were very tdl, and
one was quite wide, the other one unbdievably thin.

“Going somewhere?’ asked the bigger shadow in a rumbling voice.
“Takeis easy, Renny,” Doc said.
The thinner shadow said, “I'll be superamagamated.”

The two were Renny Renwick and Johnny Littlgohn, the other two aids who had been ingtructed to meet
Doc in Washington.

“How did you happen to come down here?’ Doc asked.

Renny said, “We got hold of Monk and Ham. They told us you had come down here done to meset
Magor Lowdl. So we barged down just to keep an eye on things”

Doc nodded. “How are Monk and Ham coming in the parrot matter?’

“They've got quite a stir-up,” Renny said. “We heard the radio broadcast coming down in the plane.”
“You flew one of our planes?’

“Yes” Renny cleared histhroat. “What's thisdl about, anyway? Who's the girl?’

“Hannah,” Doc said, “these are two of my associates, Renny Renwick and Johnny Littlgohn.”
Hannah said nothing.

“She's mad at me” Doc explained. “ She could probably explain a great ded if she would, but she has the
ideawe are plotting againgt her.”

Renny gave the girl only a criticd inspection. He was not very susceptible to feminine charms.



“Renny,” Doc said, “thisgirl pretended to be T. Hannah, who is a private detective. She says her name is
Hannah, and that T. Hannah is her haf-sgter. | want you to check on that. And find out what you can
about thisgirl.”

“Get the low-down on her? Right,” Renny said.

He wasted no more words, left, sriding through the darkness. His figts, very big, looked asif he had his
hands shoved in gdlon palls.

DOC SAVAGE had rented a car for the trip down to the boat earlier in the evening. It was a amdl
sedan. Doc drove, the girl beside him, and Johnny rode in the back.

Johnny said not a word during the ride. When he spoke, he liked to use big words, enormous words of
which dmost no one knew the meaning. The words were his bad habit. He used them the way some men
become addicted to tobacco or liquor. He never used his big words on Doc, however, because for some
reason or other it made him fed like a kid showing off, dthough he never had the sensation with anyone
ése So now he was slent.

Doc parked near one of the war department buildings. Althought it was near midnight, the place seemed
infull activity.

“Wetch her,” Doc said. “I'm going to find out where we can locate Mgor Lowel.”
The bronze man entered the lighted building.

Johnny settled back and watched the girl. He watched her for some time, and then he sad,
“Stultiloquence is nugaditatious, conceivably.”

Hannah stared at him.

“Could you do that again?’ she asked.

Johnny did it again, but with smaler words. “Absurdity is childish, conceivably.”
“| dill don't get you.”

“The parrot and its nest.”

“Oh,” Hannah said.

“Thething isdlly,” Johnny said.

Hannah compressed her lips. “If you think it's slly, you're crazy.”
“Then Doc isright. It's important?’

“Youll find out,” Hanneh said.

And she would say no more.

Doc Savage came out of the war department building in about haf an hour. He got behind the whed and
headed the car toward the Georgetown section.

“Magor Lowdl seems to be home,” he explained.



“You tak to him?" Johnny asked.

“No. Persuaded one of the clerks to cdl him and ask him a casud business question, to make sure he
was there.”

Hanneh seemed puzzled. She watched the bronze man, as if sugpecting that the conversation was
intended to mideed her.

The car had a radio. Doc switched it on, and it played softly for a while. Then the announcer came on
and sad, “ This is a paid announcement. Wil anyone knowing the whereabouts of the parrot and
its nest, and the full story concerning the same, make contact with Room 7, the Riverside Building.
Call in person. Do not telephone.”

Hannah stared a Doc Savage again, more puzzled than before.

“Look,” she said unexpectedly. “You want a piece of advice?’

“Of what nature?’

“If you're innocent as you daim you are,” she told Doc, “better drop it. Drop the whole thing.”
“Why?"

“The kind of woods you're getting into,” she said, “is no place to be waking around blind.”
“Care to elaborate on thet?’

She shook her head. “It's your funerd. And don't think there won't be one.”

MAJOR LOWELL seemed to live in a boxlike house that stood in a great ded of shrubbery.
Georgetown, now a part of Washington, was a town long before the city of Washington was even a
dream. In the early days, it offered a much more sedate and satisfactory homesite than Washington, so
that it became the section of aristocracy, of First Families This house was one of the old, fine ones.

“A red precisanimigtic abode,” Johnny remarked.

Hanneh said, “Such worddl” disgustedly.

Doc Savage parked the car, and got out. He reached in for Hannah. She seemed surprised.
“You know,” she said, “you act asif you redly had no idea whet thisisal about.”

Doc made no comment. They followed a curving walk of old brick, awak bordered by a neatly trimmed
hedge of box and many roses.

Doc Savage stopped suddenly and listened. He tested the ar with his nodtrils. Then, swiftly, he pushed
the other two off the path and down into the black night shadow.

“What isit?’ Johnny breathed.
“Odor of chloroform,” Doc said. “Do you get it?’

Johnny sniffed vainly. He did not.



Doc Savage went away Slently. He moved with remarkable silence. Hannah was waiching him go, and
she saw him go into the shadow of atdl, neetly trimmed arbor vitae, then wondered why he was there so
long. Why he had not gone on. She was 4ill wondering that when Doc regjoined them, coming from an
entirdy different direction, with the same ghodly quiet.

“Take alook at this” he whispered.

“This’ was a dog, abig Begian shepherd with an impressive fang equipment. The animd was sprawled,
with a snarl, in unconsciousness. It reeked of chloroform.

“Oh, oh!” Johnny said. “Something goes on here”

Doc told him, “Stay close by. Keep the gifl with you. Somebody might come to see if the dog is ill
unconscious.”

Agan Doc left them dlently.

This time, the bronze man went to the house and hunted for a lighted window. The entrance hdl was
illuminated, but not very brightly. Without getting too close, he saw that the hdl was empty.

The other lighted window was on the second floor, and it was blanked out with Venetian blinds. There
might be lightsin other rooms, behind blackout curtains. It was hard to tell.

One of the smplest and most-used gadgets which Doc Savage carried was a collgpsble metd grapple
on the end of along slk cord, that was knotted and looped at intervas so that it could be climbed. He
used this now, and hung the grapple behind a chimney. He waited a while to learn whether the grapple
hed been heard hitting the roof. Apparently not.

He went up slently, found a second-floor window which was open. He had known it would be open
because from below he had seen the curtains blowing out againg the screen. The screen did not give his
pocketknife much of an argument. He eased ingde.

They were waiting ingde for him, two of them with smdl-caiber revolvers which they had bundled in
cloth—bed sheets it was evident later—to cut down their sound. The guns made a considerable noise
even then, but they did not sound like guns, which probably was the idea. The men doing the shooting did
not take a chance on atarget as smdl as Doc's head, but fired at his body.

The revolvers were smdl enough that the cylinders held seven bullets apiece, indead of the usud Sx.
Two guns, and hence fourteen bullets.

At the firg impact, Doc's aams went over his head as if jerked by invisble strings. He did not fdll
immediatdy. The kick of the little bullets, their impact, was not terrific. But fourteen of them would have
killed anything that walked the earth.

Not until the lagt bullet had hit him did Doc fdl. Then he went down diffly, not bending in any of his
joints. He hit the floor hard. The crash jarred a picture off the wal somewhere near.

After he was on the floor, he convulsed severd times, merdly doubling knees againgt his chest, pumping
motions. The bubbling and gurgling noises which accompanied this were not pleasant.

He relaxed and his face was up and his eyes were lill.

Chapter V. STONY



THERE was no noise but the heavy bregthing of the two men with the guns, and smdl, metdlic dicking
sounds as they madly stuffed cartridges into their guns.

“Turn on the light,” one said.

The other turned on the light. Both of them stared a Doc Savage.

Thar faces turned from ruddy to buff to pae tan to cardboard. They looked at each other.
One said, “1 know thisguy. It's Doc Savage!”

The other opened his mouth and said a Sck something with his lips only. Then he put his chin on his chest
and piled down on the floor. He had fainted.

The other man looked foolish. Then he tried to laugh. The laugh didn't come off. He went to the door and
bellowed, “Hey, down there, come up here and see who we got!”

Men came up the gairs naisly, four of them, and there was movement of menin other parts of the house.
Everybody seemed to be armed. They stared at Doc.

“Doc Savage,” said the man who had done the shooting.

A man said, “Mgor Lowel will know if it's Savage.” He went to the door, and ydled, “Bring that dumb
soldier up here”

Movement could be heard on the fird floor.

There was no sound from outdoors, nothing to show that Johnny and Hannah were doing anything. They
catanly had heard the shots.

A man went to the window and put it down. He stood looking out for afew seconds. “I see some lighted
windows” he said. “People heard those shots, and got up.”

“If they don't hear any more, they'll go back to bed,” a man told him. “Well have to take a chance they
do, anyhow.”

Two or more men were coming up the stairs. From the sounds, they were struggling dong with someone
who was bound hand and foot, but who was 4ill fighting them. The bound man was evidently gagged,
because he made hissngs and buzzingsin his efforts to ydl out for help.

A man pointed at the fdlow on the floor. “What happened to Big Toe?”’

“Big Toe fainted,” said the man who had helped shoot Doc. He tried another laugh, but that one didn't
come off either.

“If that's redly Doc Savage,” someone said, “I don't blame Big Toe for fainting.”

“It must be Savage,” sad the fird. “Big Toe aint the fainting type, by along shot.”

“Mgor Lowdl will know.”

“What makes you think hell tdl us”

The men bringing the bound-and-gagged man up the stairs came insde. They were having some trouble.
One of them cursed the men in the room, and added, “Y ou might have given us some help. What the hell



are you guys, ornaments?’

All of the men, except for Mgor Lowell, had two things in common. They were dl older men, men too
old for the draft. They had a shifty, vicious ar that crooks get after they have been crooks for along time,
not a definite stamp that would indantly identify them, but a qudity that was very noticeable when a
number of the sameilk werein a group.

Hired tdent. It was stamped dl over them.

Magor Lowdl was a different type, afine upstanding men with graying har and the leathery face of a
military man who had seen service in the tropics. He had a jaw that looked as if it was accustomed to
pushing things out of the way.

They took the gag off Lowell's mouth. Mgjor Lowell stared a Doc Savage.
“Doc Savage!l” he sad hoarsdly. “What have you done to him?’

There was a brief and somehow terrible slence in the room.

Then aman said, “If that's Savage, we want to be damned sure heis dead.”

He took out agun and leaned to put it againgt Doc's temple. Reaching up, Doc got hold of the man's am
and the gun and pushed the weapon aside.

SURPRISE hdped alittle. Plenty of help was needed. The little bullets had not done much harm, nothing
more than inflict considerable pain, through the bulletproof dloy mesh undergarment which Doc Savage
aways wore. He had been lying there faking, hoping to hear something of interest. But, Since they were
about to digpatch him with a shot in the head, there was nothing to do but try to get out of it.

Lying here, aremark had popped into his thoughts, one that Monk had once made after a fight in which
he took a shdlacking.

Monk liked to fight. He was good. Usudly he did wel, but this time they had taken him apart. When
Ham and the others hed findly gotten Monk out of the mess, Monk lay on his back and scowled a them
and said, “Judt like rainbows, you guys—never around until the sorm is over!”

Surprise helped, dl right. It helped alot. Doc got the man's gun as eesily asif the fdlow had been handing
it to him.

Surprise held them dl Hiff while Doc got to his feet. Then Doc made a mistake. There were obvioudy
too many men in the room for anyone to fight sngle-handed. So Doc tried to go out of the window. He
tried to back out, so the glass would not cut him as much, smashing the frame, then hanging by his knees
just long enough to give himsdf aflip that would land him on his feet on the ground.

It was not a difficult trick, except thet it was a sted-framed window. He didn't back out. There was no
time to raise the window, dthough he tried. It was stuck. Probably the force with which he had backed
into it had jammed it. He hadn't noticed it was a stedl window.

The men were getting over thelr surprise now.

Light. The light was the devilish thing. Doc threw the gun at the fixture. It gave out blue fire and a shower
of glass, and there was darkness.



He made for the door, hitting the floor very hard with his feet.

In an old house like this, it wasn't the naturd thing to find meta windows. That was what had thrown him
off.

He put hisfeet down hard until he was dmog at the door, then he stopped moving, but sill kept putting
hisfeet down hard. He was pleased with that. It sounded as if he had run on out of the door.

He stepped to one sde, againg the wall, and waited.
“The gaird” amean howled. “Get him!”

There should have been a rush for the door. There wasn't. Nobody was too anxious to lead the chase,
gpparently. Each one of them was waiting for another fdlow to start it.

The man who had given the order, cursed them. He said no more than a dozen words, but the paint
should have curled on the woodwork.

“Get going, or I'll shoot every damned one of you!” he finished.
That put them in motion. It was very dark. They converged on the door in a pack.

Doc Savage reached out, found a neck, and took it. He made no effort to break the neck, athough it
was feasble. It was his policy, and had dways been, never to take a human life if it could possbly be

helped.

Feding of the neck gave the location of the owner's temple. He banged it with his knuckles, hit the man's
jaw aso. He lowered the felow and reached for another.

He hit the next one without taking hold of him. The man fdl againg another, went to the floor.
“Quiit shoving mel” somebody said.

“Shoving? Who's shoving?’ another growled.

Then two of them fdl over the body of the man Doc had knocked out, the last one.

“Héesin here” avoice ydled. “Hdl, he'sin here!”

DOC got away from the door fast. It was a good idea. From al around the door—gunfire!
One shot-flame would nat give you light enough to see much. But muzze flash from so many guns would.

Doc Savage sank down and got hold of the carpet, afirm hold, and pulled. It was an old trick. It was not
even avery good one, because the carpet was tacked down.

But he pulled and pulled hard, and the tacks came out. There were newspapers for padding under the
carpet. The carpet did on these. Men started logng their balance.

After he had yanked the carpet about a yard, Doc ran with it, throwing it up high, getting it over as many
of the men as he could, the way one would throw a blanket over an object.

It was not entirdy successful, but it helped. Furniture clattered around, and something of glass that had
been on a stand table broke noisly, popping.



Doc got on top of the carpet and jumped on men and kicked men for awhile, on hisway to the door.
He reached the stairs and went down them lightly.

The whole house was dark. Obvioudy, the fuse of the light circuit had been blown when he smashed the
light in the room.

The dark indde of the house made the moonlight outside seem quite bright when the front door opened.

Two men had thrown open the front door from the indde. They had heard someone come up on the
porch, had thrown the door open asif in welcome. It was Johnny and Hannah who had come up on the
porch.

The pair who had opened the door pulled a smart piece of business.
“Comeinand help ud” one of them ydled in aloud, friendly, anxious voice.

Johnny was taken in. It was no reflection on Johnny's common sense. Such acting would have fooled
anyone.

Johnny started to come in, and was hit over the head. He fdl like a dropped armload of stove wood.
Doc's “Waetch out!” was too late.
Hannah then put on what Doc Savage considered a remarkable performance.

The second man made a confident swing, intending to club her over the head. His blow missed. It was a
little weird, the way Hannah avoided the swing. She doubled over and came around with one foot out,
and hooked the man's legs from under him.

She ran across the kicking and ydling men as if she was waking an animated log. It must have been
unpleasant for the fdlow, because she wore high hedls.

She got hold of the other man, the one who had fdled Johnny. She gave him a knee. She took his am
and turned her back to him and did a jujitsu throw. The man went over her head, hit the floor, seemed to
bounce a foot.

Hannah kicked each fdlen man in the temple in a way which showed she had made men unconscious
before.

“Where are the rest of them?’ she asked Doc.

She sounded as if she was just getting warmed up.

DOC SAVAGE got her, hauled her out of the hdl through the firs door handy. Cooked food odors,
roast beef, and the dickness of alinoleum floor indicated they were in a kitchen.

Updtairs, the men were howling and samping around and shoating in a generd fashion.
“Come on,” Hannah said to Doc. “What are you walting on?’
Doc kept hishold on her. “Are you bulletproof?” he asked.

She subsided somewhat. “1 guess you're right,” she said.



No one was coming down the gairs yet. Doc made a run, got Johnny's unconscious, gangling length, and
brought the burden into the kitchen. He fdt around and found a broom closet. He stood Johnny up in
that, and shut the door quickly. Johnny was so long that standing was the only position in which the closet
would hold him.

Updtairs, the man with the loudest profanity was getting order out of chaos.
“Quiet! Quiet!” he screamed. “Damn you, ligen to me!”

He got them to ligten.

“The boss says take Mgor Lowdl and get out of herel” he shrieked.

A man interrupted with afit of coughing and dhrieking. His ydling had a liquid qudity that indicated a
bullet in the chest. Apparently he knew who had shot him accidentaly. He pleaded for a gun to get
revenge.

There was a blow, and he was slent.
“Take Lowdl and get out!” yelled the loud voice. “That's orders, boss says. All of you!”
“But Savage is—"

“Of course he's around herel Why the hdl do you think the boss wants us to leave” He swore violently.
“Push Lowdl out the window. Quick!”

There was gamping around. Men grunted and swore as they made the long jump to the ground from the
window.

Someone must have objected to the Strategy, because the loud voice bellowed, “Hel, we only came here
to get Lowdl. He's the guy we want. Take him and get out.”

Doc Savage had found a pottery jar. Sze and shape of the thing told him it was a Mexican piece. He put
it on the end of a mop stick, and put it around the edge of the door. The dark-tan color of the bowl
would make it look enough like his head.

There was aman at the head of the stairs. The fdlow turned loose with some kind of light machine gun.
The pottery jar exploded in pieces.

The man with the machine gun kept shooting, sweeping the bullet stream aong the wadl. Doc jumped
wildy backward, pursued by flying splinters. He got down, changed direction, scooped Hannah up
bodily, headed for the other end of the kitchen with her.

“They are organized now,” he said. “If they get away from us, wewill be very lucky.”
But he found a back door, opened it, and went outside.

DOC was now at the back of the house. There was a steady noise from the front. Not as much profanity
now, and more words that made sense. From the orders, he could tdl generdly what they were doing.
They had Maor Lowel on the ground, and dl the wounded and unconscious men. They were taking
these to a car somewhere near.

Doc had one explosive grenade, without gas, in his pockets. He short-fused it with the adjusting knob,



and gave it an Andy-over heave over the house.

The exploson broke window lights in the house, and shook the neighborhood. It started a neighbor
ydling that there was an ar raid, bombs, Germans and Japs. The man sounded hystericd.

The blast dso accelerated the retreat condderably. Doc had the disgusted suspicion that it accomplished
nothing more.

He had three gas grenades. The anaesthetic gas. These were amid| glasdike globules, and he threw them.
They did not make an exploson when they burst.

He started working hisway around to the front of the house, to do whatever he could do.

There was shrubbery, big and thick and made of thorns. He got into the suff, then backed out agan,
thwarted and scratched. He tried another route.

The men were dill shouting to each other. They were more relieved now. They were more sure of
escape.

He heard one ydled sentence that was interesting.

“Drive graight to the planes!” bellowed the loud voice. “Get Mgor Lowdl aboard, take off, and head
for the idand. Head out to sea, so these damned aircraft ligening posts dong the coast won't spot ud”

Plane—Mgjor Lowdl aboard—head out to sea—idand! There were lots of idands in the world. The
words stuck in Doc's mind.

They were gone when he reached the front of the house. Three carloads of them, making much noise,
plunging down along driveway.

They reached the Street. There were some shots. They kept going.

Suspecting the last shots had been directed at his car, Doc ran to the street. The tires, the two rear ones
on his car, were fla from bullet holes.

He went back to the house. “It's Doc,” he called by way of precaution.
Hannah came out on the porch.

“They got their two men who were here in the door,” she said. “The pair | landed on.” She sounded
disgusted.

Doc Savage went indde the house and located the fuse box. With lightsin the house, he searched. There
was no sgn of the enemy. Not a sngle unconscious man. They had succeeded in removing everyone.

“Damnit!” Hannah said. “You let them dl get avay!”

DOC SAVAGE sad nothing, uncomfortably. It was his private opinion that they had done wel to
aurvive the affair. Hannah seemed to think differently.

He examined Hannah when she was not looking. She had the appearance of beng a very attractive
young woman, brown and hedthy, definitdy not difficult on the eyes. She looked like any other nice,
pretty girl. But she wasn't like any other nice, pretty girl. Thet was obvious.



Doc went downgtairs to the broom closet in the kitchen.

Johnny was saying, “I'll be superamagamated!” over and over in the closet. He sounded confused.
Doc got him out of the closet.

Hannah looked at Johnny with no approval. “You were a great help,” she said.

“You hit me” Johnny accused her. He was dill dazed.

Hannah shrugged. “1 kind of wish | had,” she said. “You're a bunch of fdse storms, if you ask me. Here
I've been hearing for years about the great Doc Savage.”

Johnny winced. He fdl back on hisbig words and said, “A tramontanely amphigourigtic misventure.”

Hannah stared at him, and findly laughed. There was no anger, no didike in her laughter by the time it
ended.

“Maybe youll do better when you get warmed up,” she said.

Most of the houses in the neighborhood were now lighted. The neighbors were shouting to each other,
asking the questions they might be expected to ask after their deep had been shattered by such a bedlam.
One man, in a loud, beligerent voice, was sanding at the gate and shouting, “What's wrong in there?
What happened?’ He did not come closer, and kept repeating hisinquiry. He was taking no chances.

Doc Savage asked, “Johnny, can you help us go over the house? We might do that and get away before
the police come.”

“You afrad of the police?” Hannah demanded.
Doc pretended not to hear the question.

Johnny, however, said indignantly, “We're not afraid of the police. But the police expect you to answer
questions, particularly when there's a war going on. Before we get through the red tape, we might lose
hdlf the night.”

“Thet sounds like sense,” Hannah admitted.

“It sounds,” said Johnny, “asif you're afraid of the police”

Hannah looked at him strangely. And her reply was not happy.

“l don't know whether | am or not,” she said. “I wish | did know.”

They found the leathery man in an upgtairs clothes-closet. Doc found him.

Lesthery was the word. The suff they use to cover saddles—a thick, tough brown hide, with here and
there chak marks that were pae traces of old scars.

Not that he was a repdlent man. He wasn't. He was big, not nearly as large as Doc Savage nor as tdl as
the bony Johnny, but nevertheless large. About Sx feet, and not fat. His age was uncertain, something
beyond forty, but not much more. His hair was very white at the temples, like cotton tufts over his ears a
fird glance.

He wore tight cowboy pants and riding boots. His coat and vest were the same materid as the pants, but



cut in suit gyle. It was an expendve taloring job, a regular drape-suit model, except for the tight riding
pants.

Some crimson had come out of his nogtrils and pooled on the floor. Another gtring of it had left a cut in
hisforehead and crawled, because of the way he waslyingin the closet, back into his hair.

He was breathing heavily, meking harsh sounds.
Doc examined him, rolled back the lids from the eyes, fdt pulse and tested reactions.
“Drugged,” Doc said.

Hannah had been in another room. She came in. She stared at the unconscious man, her mouth widdy
open.
“Now we're getting somewhere.” She pointed at the man. “He's the answer to it.”

“You know him?’ Doc asked.

“Stony Smith,” she said. “Of course, | know the rasca!”

Chapter VI. PIRATES FOR ANCESTORS

THEY |eft the house then, carrying Stony Smith between them. They went out the back way, reached a
dde street. But one of the neighbors saw them, and started following them, not coming close, but cdling
out suspicious questions. Hannah turned, took two steps toward the man who was falowing them, and
fired arevolver into the ground. The gun was one she had picked up somewhere. The curious neighbor
turned and bolted.

“Youll get usdl throwninjail,” Johnny complained. “Hell swear to the police that you shot & him.”
“Thet'll be one of our lesser troubles, if you ask me” Hannah said.

They found, by good luck, a taxicab which was empty. They dimbed ingde, Hannah dlaying the driver's
suspicions about the unconscious Stony Smith by saying, “ Y ou'd think a guy could carry his liquor better
then that.”

Doc gave the address of the smdl hotel which they normdly used for headquarters.

He settled back and looked a Hannah. “Now, |et's have your story,” he said.

“I'm mixed up,” Hannah said. “I was sure you and Mgjor Lowel were pulling a frame-up againg me—"
“Seeif you can't tdl aclear sory,” Doc said. “Begin with you. Who are you?’

She frowned, then shrugged and said, “I guess that's the way to do it. My last name is Hannah. Wiliia
WililaHannah. My dad wanted a boy, and he never got over my being a girl. | live on Geography Cay,
an idand in the Caribbean. Dad lived there. The Hannahs, dl of them, for three hundred years, have lived
on Geography Cay. They're the kings of Geography Cay. The idands around Geography Cay have an
economy that may drike you as strange. We own the idands, and yet we don't own them. The idands
belong to the natives, a kind of community ownership. But we Hannahs are kings over the natives. That
should make us own the idands, but it doesn't, if you get what | mean.”



She shrugged. “Enough for me. Oh, yes—my hdf-aster, T. Hannah. She is dad's daughter by his firg
wife His firg wife left him, ran off. She couldn't stand Geography Cay, and | don't think she could stand
dad. Theidand and my dad are like that. Either you can stand them or you can't.”

The taxicab crossed the Pennsylvania Avenue bridge over Rock Creek, leaving Georgetown and entering
the city of Washington.

“That,” said Hannah, “is enough background of me. But | should say one thing more about the idand.
Geography Cay is located in a handy spot for two things. First, an air base there would enable planes to
take abig part in defending the Panama Cana. Second, planes based there could do alot toward hunting
down submarinesin the current war.”

Thetaxi driver was showing no interest.

Hanneh said, “But there isn't a place on the idand fit for aflying fidd.”

She sad it violently. She stared at them with an expresson of rage.

“Ancther idand, about Sxty miles awvay,” she said, “is the proper place for the flying fidd.”

“You mean,” Doc said, “that the American government is going to put aflying fied in that section.”
She nodded. “Either on my idand, or on Happy Bones.”

“Happy Bones—that isthe other idand?’

“Right.”

“Who owns it?’

“Stony Smith.” She pointed at the unconscious leethery man. “Him!”

THEIR taxicab was tied up now in a traffic jam. Evidently some kind of night shift was going off duty in
one of the big government office buildings. Johnny tapped impatiently on the driver's window and said,
“A stuvalidly somniferous ergophobiais unnecessary.”

The driver did not bat an eye.

“Sure, buddy,” he said. “That's a good gag.”

Doc Savage told Hannah, “ Suppose you make a clearer slatement about thisflying fidd thing,”
She nodded.

“The United States armed forces need an airport in the section, ether on Happy Bones or Geography
Cay. The esablishing of the arport isin the hands of Mgjor Lowell. A survey of both idands has been
made. | was cdled to Washington to talk over the ded for the use of my idand for an airport Ste. | came.
But it was ridiculous”

“What made it ridiculous?’ Doc asked.
“Thereis no place on my idand suiteble for an arport.”
“What about the other idand, Happy Bones?’



“Perfect spot.”

Doc indicated the unconscious man. “And this felow, Stony Smith, owns Happy Bones?’
“That's right.”

Thetraffic jam meted and ther cab got moving again. The hotedl was not far ahead.

Doc Savage sad, “To sum it up, there is a project to put an arport on an idand in the Caribbean. You
were called to Washington to consult with the government agent in charge of the project—Major Lowdl.
Y ou do nat think your idand, Geography Cay, is a suitable spot. Y ou think Happy Bones Idand, owned
by Stony Smith, is a better location.”

“That,” said Hannah, “putsit dl in the same keg.”
“It doesn't,” Doc sad, “give any motives for what happened tonight.”

“Oh, that,” said Hannah. “Well, here is what happened. When | firg talked to Magor Lowel, | got the
idea something was—"

Shefdl slent, glanced at the back of the cab driver's head.
“Tdl you later,” she sad.
The cab driver snorted loudly. “Lady,” he said, “you make mefed like an enemy spy.”

THEY got out a the hotdl, took Stony Smith insde. Hannah paid the cab driver, then grabbed his cap
brim and yanked it down over his eyes, seized his necktie, yanked it very tight and tied it in a hard knot.
“Tak wise, will you,” she said.

Doc saw Johnny grinning faintly. Johnny was amused by Hannah. Doc thought: Wait until she gets hold
of you!

Monk and Ham and Renny had taken a suite on the second floor, rear, avay from the street. “Where,”
Johnny explained, “we figured it wouldn't be too easy to toss a bomb in the window.”

There was no 9gn of Monk, Ham or Renny.

“| thought they were supposed to be here,” Johnny said. “Monk and Ham were advertisng for a parrot
and its nest. And Renny was supposed to be checking up on Hannah, here.”

“Checking up on me, en?’ Hannah said indignantly. “I'll pay you fifty dollars for every word I've told you
tha isalie”

Doc Savage placed Stony Smith on the bed. There was no question but that the man had been drugged.
Doc sad, “Johnny, will you go down and get some suff to revive him.” The bronze man wrote out a
prescription, which Johnny took with him as he departed.

Hannah looked suspicioudy in closets, glanced under the bed, and inspected the windows. She made a
trip around the room looking behind pictures and examining the wals closdly, obvioudy to see if there
was a microphone hidden.

“Herés the rest of it,” she said. “Thisis why | acted as | did tonight. First, when | taked to Mgor



Lowdl, | immediately knew something was wrong.”
“Hetold you there was?’

“He didn't tdl me anything,” Hannah said. “But | know. Ligten, my grand-daddy was a pirate. His father
was a pirate. My dad was a pirate. | suppose I'm one, a heart. For about a dozen generations, we've
handled the natives on Geography Cay. The natives are pirates. With them, something is wrong dl the
time. If not, they make it wrong. Don't tdl me | can't fed when something is wrong.”

Doc Savage let it go. “And s0?7’ he prompted.

“So | got busy keeping my eyes open,” Hannah said. “In fact, | snooped. | found out enocugh to darm
rre”

“Which was?’
“That Mgjor Lowdl was having me followed. Tralled around.”
“What did you do then?’

“Why, | gave him his own medicine. | trailled him around. | saw him make a wire-record, and go to a lot
of trouble meking up a package and sending it off. So | got the package.”

“How did you get it?

“Thet was smple. | got alook at the package, made up a duplicate, and swapped it for the red one after
he gave it to an express messenger. The express messenger was about Sxty years old, and thought he
was a diller with the ladies. It was easy to take imin.”

Doc sad, “I did not get any package.”
“The fake | subgtituted had a different address.”

Johnny came back with the filled prescription. He asked immediadly if there had been any word from
Monk, Ham or Renny, and showed plainly that he was worried thet there had not been anything from
them.

Doc Savage looked at Hannah. “Y our gory isalittle thin,” he said.

“Wdl, it'sthe truth.”

“Thin,” Doc said, “because it omitted the matter of a green parrot and its nest.”
Hannah looked gtartled. “Oh! Now | bet you think I'm aliar. | overlooked that part.”
“Suppose you add that part to the collection,” Doc suggested.

She nodded. “I told you | was fallowing Mgjor Lowd| around?’

“yes”

“Wdl, | was outsde his window &t night. He was taking to someone. | don't know who. | don't know
whether it was a man or woman, even, because the individud was spesking in a very low voice. Mgor
Lowdl was angry. He did some shouting. That was why | heard him.”

She looked at them earnestly. She sounded asif she was tdling the truth.



“Magor Lowdl shouted,” she said, “to this other person. He shouted that he had looked a the green
parrot and its nest. He shouted that it was the most devilish, inhuman, unholy and fiendish thing he'd ever
heard of. He was very angry. Then he ordered this other person out of the house.”

“Didn't you see the other person in the act of leaving?’

“No. | had bad luck. The person used a Side door, and | expected the front door would be used. | was
watching the front door.”

“That isdl you know about the parrot and its nes?’
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DOC SAVAGE gave the prescription, the one Johnny had just had filled, to Stony Smith. The Suff was
largdy a gimulant, athough to some extent it would aid in counteracting the effects of the drug.

They washed Stony Smith's face. He was not serioudy injured.

They dso searched Stony Smith. There was not a thing in any of his pockets except a handkerchief and
an dmaost new hillfold containing four thousand eght hundred and seventy dollarsin old-style, large bills

Johnny remarked about the bills
“Bigones,” he said. “Why, the government stopped printing this Sze quite afew years ago.”
“He's probably a hoarder,” Hannah said. “I wouldn't put anything past him.”

Johnny grinned at her. “Coming from a descendant of pirates, isnt that a case of the pot cdling the kettle
black?’

“There are pirates,” Hannah said, “and pirates.”

Stony Smith emitted a groan, a tremendoudy gusty groan; and then while he was dill groaning, he had
Johnny Littlgohn by the neck, was trying to get off the bed and behind it and choke Johnny at the same
time. Doc Savage got hold of Smith and dammed him down on the bed and held him.

Stony Smith released his grip. He looked at them.

“l am sorry, verily | am,” he said. “I awaken like an animd.”

He glanced around at the room.

“| take it | am among friends,” he said. “Thet is good. It is a welcome change”

They began now to see the datling difference between his appearance and his speech. He was a
lecthery-looking man, one that short words would seem to fit, words of action. Actudly his voice was
deep, his speech pompous, his words and his sentences a little archaic, as if they had come out of
Shakespeare or some other old work.

“l do believe” he said, “that you are the individud known as Doc Savage.”

Doc admitted it, and introduced Johnny. He aso introduced Hannah, and Stony Smith winced, and said,
“l know the maiden, indeed | do.”



“Thet's right, you rat-with-words,” Hannah said. “We know each other, dl right.”
Stony Smith sat up. He looked like a man you would cal Stony. He certainly did not talk like one.

“l hope the maid's strong opinions do not prejudice you gentlemen too much,” he said. “Words a very
black, andly coat can easly make, you know.”

“Tar and feathers,” said Hannah, “would fit you better.”

Stony Smith shrugged. “She likes me not. | skinned her out of her sea-shell market in an honest dedl,
once upon atime. Thethornisdill in her flesh.”

“An honest ded,” said Hannah, “is something you wouldn't know if you met it.”

Sony grinned, which gave his thin, bony face a datlingly devillike took. “A dedl, let us say,” he sad.
“Honesty is aflexible word, | dways say.”

He turned to Doc and Johnny. “1 am Stony Smith. | live on Happy Bones Idand in the Caribbean. Stony
Smith, king of Happy Bones. | sl sea shdls. My matto: 'Smith Sdlls Sea Shells.™

“He dso Hls devilment,” Hannah said.

DOC SAVAGE told Stony Smith, “We are interested in your more recent higtory.”
Smith nodded.

“Tonight, you mean?’ he said. “Vily, it was a sad evening.”

He looked at them grimly.

“A fortnight past, a message came to me asking me to be in Washington at once. The object, to discuss
ugng my idand, Happy Bones, as an airport Ste. Mgor Lowel sent the radiogram to me—"

“You don't have aradio on Happy Bones,” Hannah interjected.

“We do. We are more modern than you think.”

Doc Savage sad, “Let us keep on the subject of thistrip you made to Washington to see Mgor Lowell.”
Stony Smith nodded. “ Assuredly, if the wench will stop interrupting me.”

“Wench!” Hannah said. “Keep advil tongue in that head, you baboon!”

Stony Smith told Doc, “I came to Washington and sought to confer with Magjor Lowdl. | did confer with
him. | assured hmmy idand was a perfect gte for the projected flying field, and that | would donate the
idand—"

“There” interrupted Hannah, “is alie on the face of it. You never donated anything to nothing in your
lifel”

“—donate the idand for a suitable remuneration,” continued Stony Smith. “But imagine my astonishment
when | found that this wench, this Hannah, was attempting to force the government to use her idand,

Geography Cay, and pay her anice profit.”



Hanneh stared & him.
She seemed struck speechless.

“Hannah's idand is worthless for an airport,” said Stony Smith, “because there is no spot level enough for
arunway.”

Hannah stood very ill, getting red and beginning to look like a firecracker preparing to explode.

“Magor Lowdl asked me to come back tonight,” said Stony Smith. “And while | was there, those rascds
came upon the scene. They pummeled me unmercfully, injected some concoction into me and made me
swalow pills This produced in me a state of unconsciousness which seems to have perssted until a few
minutes ago.”

Hannah put both hands on her hips. Her hands were fids.

Stony Smith pointed at her.

“Thishen-hussy,” he said, “is probably at the bottom of whatever rascdlity is afoot.”
Hannah seemed on the verge of giving off sparks.

“Hen-hussy,” she said. “Well, what do you know!”

HANNAH then leaned forward, took hold of one of Stony Smith's arms, the left one, and proceeded to
try to remove the am from the body. She was strong and she knew jujitsu. Stony Smith bawled like a
bull with atwigted tail. “Don't! I'm asick man!” he squaled.

“Youll know what sck is” Hannah said, “when | get done with you.”
Johnny, alarmed, sprang forward and grasped Hannah, saying, “Now, now, lacination is hebetudinous.”

Doc Savage decided to look on. He was glad Johnny had taken the initigtive. In any dedings with
Hannah, where force was involved, he preferred to be a bystander. It was agang his conscientious
scruples to pick up the handiest object and knock a woman senseless, which was the only feasible way
of deding with Hannah.

Stony Smith stopped ydling. Johnny began. Hannah seemed hardly to take hold of Johnny, and he was
on the floor. Hannah immediatdly walked the length of his gaunt kicking frame, high heds and dl.

“Cdl me a crook, will you!” Hannah cried.
She grabbed one of Stony Smith's hands and bent it back agonizingly.

“I'l settle this mysdlf,” Hannah said angrrily. “Because you fdlows don't show any signs of knowing what
itisdl about.”

Johnny was gasping from pain. Stony Smith was howling.

“You,” Hannah told Doc, “are a big, handsome fase darm!”

She picked up achar and threw it at Doc, who dodged successfully.
Hannah then walked out of the room, without bothering to lock the door.



“You try following me,” she said, “and I'll wring me some necks.”

Stony Smith stopped howling, and shouted, “ Stop her! Catch her!”

Doc Savage looked at him and said, “Go right ahead. She should be easy to catch.”
Stony Smith looked thoughtful.

“Verily, brother,” he said. “Not |. Thanks.”

Doc glanced at Johnny. “Chase her, Johnny.”

Johnny snorted. “I'll run from her,” he said. “1 won't chase her.”

Chapter VII. AIR TRAIL

DOC SAVAGE opened the bedroom window. There was a narrow dleyway outsde. He pointed a
flashlight beam down, saw that the dley pavement was smooth, no ruts to turn an ankle, or boxes or
barrels. He went out of the window and dropped.

From the dley mouth, he could see the hotd entrance. He waited there weatching.

He heard Stony Smith, a the window, say, “Veily, the drop should have broken the man's bones.”
He heard Johnny say, “An anthropological Brobdingnagian.”

“Would you ring that bell again,” said Stony Smith.

“l just remarked,” said Johnny, “that Doc is a physica marvd.”

“Vily,” agreed Stony Smith. “But what away of saying it.”

Hannah came out of the hotd then, and Doc heard no more of the conversation above. Hannah walked
with the quick, purposeful strides of a young woman who was angry and doing something about it.

She was obvioudy looking for a cab. Doc was fortunate, and got a cab before she found one. It was a
piece of luck. He directed his machine down the block, loitered, and was handy when Hannah got a taxi.

She drove draight to an airport, where she paid and dismissed the cab driver.

The arport was one which dso accommodated segplanes. Hannah opened a locker in the office, one
which obvioudy she had rented the way you rent lockers in ralway dations. It was even the same
dime-in-a-dot-and-you-get-the-key type found in bus and railway depots.

From the rented locker, Hannah took a pair of coverals, a smdl handbag. She went into the rest room
and came out shortly wearing the coverdls.

She had a conference with the airport officids. They rolled a plane out of a hangar for her.

It was a two-motored segplane, a cabin job which would accommodate more than a dozen passengers.
The plane was neither cheagp nor shoddy, dthough it was not fast by military standards.

While the plane was being put in the water and floated off its whed cradle, Hannah vidted the C. A. A.
wesether station and got wesather reports, and apparently filed a flight plan and went through the other



details necessary before advilian plane could use the air dong the coast.
She went to her plane, got in and took off. She disappeared into the south.

Doc Savage vidted the C. A. A. office and made his identity known. He showed credentids which
would get im information.

“Where is she headed?’ he asked.
“For Geography Cay, in the Caribbean. That is supposed to be her home.”
“| take it she had the authority to have such aflight plan approved.”

“She did. She flew in from Geography Cay severd days ago. Mgor Lowdl, who is doing important
procurement emergency work, arranged approva of her flight. At the same time, he dso arranged an O.
K. on her return flight, effective whenever she wished to leave”

“She came done?’
[13 YS”

“Isthere,” Doc asked, “much chance of her getting off the route she filed in her flight plan without it being
known? In other words, could she say she was going to Geography Cay, and go somewhere =7’

The C. A. A. attendant grinned. “I don't think so. With this defense plane-spotting set-up, they can keep
track of an individua duck flying south, if they want to.”

“Will you get me an hourly report on her progress?” Doc asked.
1] SJre.”

JOHNNY LITTLEJOHN was excited when Doc returned to the hotel suite. He looked as if he wanted
to wave his arms. He had their equipment cases on the bed and packed. He had put Stony Smith to
work packing clothes into suitcases.

“Your bait,” Johnny yelled a Doc, “caught afish.”

“What bait?’

“The parrot and its nest.”

“Jugt what,” Doc asked, “did we catch?’

Johnny waved at the telephone. “| think Renny's dill holding the wire”
Renny was.

Renny said, “Haly cow, Doc! | think weve got something. I'm cdling from an oyster fisherman's shack
on the north bank of the Potomac River about thirty miles out of Washington. Monk and Ham are here.”

He stopped spesking. Apparently, he was ligening.
“Werewaiting,” he said, “for two plane-loads of guys to take off.”



“How did you get on thistrall?” Doc asked.

“The advertiang for a parrot and a nest. Monk and Ham put an address in the advertissment, if you
remember. Well, they watched the place. A couple of suspicious-acting guys showed up. What made
them suspicious was the fact that they had a couple of rifles in a golf bag, and a bomb in a
bowling-bal-carrying bag. Monk and Ham found that out. So they kept track of the pair.

“About an hour ago,” Renny continued, “the pair got a hurry-up vist from a third guy, who was excited.
They dl dimbed in a car, and rushed out of Washington and down the Potomac to this place, where they
hed a pair of segplanes waiting.

“In a little while, some more guys showed up. They had a man with them, tied hand and foot, and
gagged. We think he'sthat Mgor Lowell.

“S0,” Renny concluded, “here we are waiting for them to take off so we can follow them.”
“What are you going to do, outrun the plane?’ Doc asked.

“Oh, Monk and Ham have got the plane that Johnny and | came down from New York in” Renny
explained. “They're logfing around about twelve thousand feet in the air, far enough up that their motors
can't be heard.”

“Dont lose the two planes.”

“We won't,” Renny said. “These fdlows apparently are going to taxi their ships wel out on the river
before they take off. Theriver iswide here”

“How do you know they will do that?’

“These segplanes are equipped with outboard motor brackets. They're ataching outboards to them now,
0 it looks as if they're going to get out of earshot, down where the river is very wide, before they take
Orf_”

Doc Savage did not keep the satisfaction out of his voice.

“Follow them,” he said. “And keep in contact with me by ultra-short wave.”

AS soon as Doc Savage put down the telephone, Stony Smith turned around and waved his ams
indignantly.

“Those are my planed” Smith shouted. “ They're seding them!”

Doc Savage examined the man thoughtfully. “You have not mentioned flying up here in two planes to
conault with Mgjor Lowell.”

“Twas overaght on my part,” said Stony Smith. “I flew but one plane. The other one was in Bdtimore,
being overhauled. It was one | bought recently, a second-hand ship considered too dow for military
service, hence released to me by specid permit.”

The man sounded enraged.
Doc asked, “Why do you think they are eding your planes?’



“Itisthe work of that wench, Hannah!” Stony Smith yelled. “My kingdom agangt a. .. a...a s of
the fingers that it id”

The gtatement about a kingdom was ridiculous enough to make Johnny Littlgohn, who was not esslly
moved by humor, grin dightly.

“Can you prove Hannah is behind this?” Doc asked.

“Why, anybody who knows vixen would know—" He stopped, was slent, chewed a lip, and shrugged.
“l sooth, | cannot prove athing,” he said. “But when one's chickens are coming up missng and there is a
hawk flying around—" He shrugged again.

Johnny asked him curioudy, “What put you down so on the girl?’

“All over the Caribbean,” said Stony Smith, “she is known as the descendent of those pirate Hannahs,
and as testy a Hannah as there has been.”

“Jugt why,” Johnny asked, “do you need two segplanes?”’

Stony Smith blinked at them. “My shdl business, naturdly. It is chesper to transport my shells by air.”
“What kind of shells?’

“Sea shdls | have told you.”

“Sea shdls don't usudly make up arplane cargoes.”

“They are carved shells. Y ou will understand when | show them to you.” Stony Smith eyed them grimly.
“You understand, of course, that | am going with you in pursuit of those planes”

Johnny expected Doc to put his foot down and veto that immediatdy. But the bronze man made no
objections.

“They are my planes,” Stony Smith said. “I am going to help get them back—and get at the bottom of the
mysery.”

“One question we would like to ask you,” Doc said.
“Veily, ask it.”

“What do you know about a green parrot and its nes?’
Stony Smith blinked at them.

“If there be such athing, I know nothing of it,” he said. “But | will say, ifath, that it sounds about as
sngbleasafihinatree”

DOC SAVAGE'S private plane, in which they took off for the pursuit of the two seaplanes, was an
experimenta amphibian design. Doc had developed the craft as part of hiswork in the war effort.

It was Daoc's private feding that designing planes and other fighting gadgets was not the way he should be
in the war. He liked action too wel to be satidfied with that. But his numerous attempts to get in the
shooting war had not been successful. He did not understand the War Department's insstence that he



should confine himsdf to specia jobs—of which this might possibly be one. The War Department, on the
other hand, professed to not understand why Doc thought he was not seeing enough action. They
contended he should be satisfied.

The amphibian plane was designed to be what few combination land-water planes were, a craft that had
the speed to cope with Zero and Messerschmitt fighters. Because of the need for such ships, the design
dready was in production. Doc was usng the craft whenever possible, and udng it as roughly as
possible, in order to iron out bugs and add fine points as they occurred to him.

As soon as he was in the air, he contacted Renny Renwick by radio. They had a short-wave length which
they normdly used.

Doc spoke Mayan, and Renny replied in the same tongue. Mayan was the language they had learned on
one of ther earliest adventures, the language of the ancient Centra American cvilization of Maya, and
they used it when they did not wish to be understood.

(This Mayan adventure was “The Man of Bronze,” the fird of the book-length Doc Savage novds, of
which more than one hundred and twenty have now been published.)

In Mayan, Renny said, “We are in the air now. Those men took off in the two seaplanes. Monk and Ham
landed in their ship and picked me up.”

“You are falowing the two segplanes?’
HY$H
“Where are they heading?

“Straight out to seg, a little to the south,” Renny explained. “That is, they took care to miss the defense
area around Norfolk.”

“Report again in an hour.”

“O.K?”

“Beam the report,” Doc sad.

“Right,” Renny agreed. “Where do you want it shot &7’

Doc conaulted the Atlantic Coast chart. “At Georgetown, South Caroling,” he said.

The busness of beaming radio dgnds in any direction from a plane was ancther one of Doc's
experimenta projects. The directiond transmission of radio sgnds was certainly not new, but effective
directiond transmisson from a plane was something else. The device on which Doc was working, once
he got it Sabilized, would shoot a thin, pencillike beam in one direction only, greatly fadlitating the matter
of war planes converang without the enemy overhearing.

Doc now put his planein top speed. This was around four hundred miles an hour.

He exchanged the Atlantic Coast chart for a large-scde map of the Caribbean, one which induded the
Bahama Idands group north to and induding Great Abaco, which was shaped somewhét like a deformed
Scotty dog, and its detached pup, Little Abaco.

Stony Smith came and looked over Doc's shoulder.



“Why, faith, you're heading for Geography Cay,” he said.

Then he frowned & Doc.

“Or would it be my idand, Happy Bones, you chose for a destination?’ he asked suspicioudy.
“Nether just now.” Doc put afinger on Little Abaco. “Here”

He did not give reasons. But, when they were a little south of Georgetown, South Caroling, and had
picked up Renny's radio report that the planes they were traling were heading south dightly east toward
Little Abaco, Doc set an immediate course for the Abaco group.

THE fadllowing is a note from the West Indies Pilot, the “bible’ of the Bahama Idands group:

There are severd channes between the cays. But asthey are very intricate and foul, no directions can be
given for them; the eye mugt be the guide.

Doc Savage put the plane down carefully, wetching the water, which was so clear that it was deceptive.
He taxied toward a amdl knall of white sand on which there were a few mangroves and lignum vitae, and
one building, along wooden structure.

“| fal to undergand this” said Stony Smith. “Both Geography Cay and Happy Bones Idand are dill
hundreds of milesto the south. Why land here?’

Doc Savage indicated the wooden building on the cay.
“Emergency gasoline store,” he said.
Stony Smith shook his head. “I 4ill fal to—"

“Those two segplanes,” Doc said, “do not carry enough fud to make a non-stop flight from Washington
to either Happy Bones Idand or Geography Cay. But if they could stop here and refud, they could make
it”

“Oh, you mean they may buy gasoline—"

“Not buy gasoling” Doc corrected. “Thisis not an aérid filling station. The gasoline is here for use of the
amy, navy and the Civilian Air Petrol, in case of emergency. There is an observer stationed here with a
radio outfit.”

“If thereisaradio here” said Stony Smith, “those fdlows won't be showing up.”
“They might plan to smash the radio and dispose of the observer.”
Stony Smith thought it over. “Veily, it does not seem logicd.”

Doc made no comment. As a matter of fact, this was the only spot where the two seaplanes could get
gasoline without trouble. If they could land and dispose of the atendant before he used the radio, the
problem would be sSmply solved.

There was dso the fact tha this gasoline dump was well-known. It was no military secret, since it was
just an emergency gasoline supply. There was both aviation gas and boat fud, and dvilian pilots with the
necessary permisson to fly the area were informed of the place, and it was shown on the airmen's charts



obtainable by any accredited flier.
The water was very flat. Doc beached the plane gently.

The atendant came down to meet them. He was a lanky, sunburned man wearing faded khaki shorts and
canvas sheakers. He was not armed.

“Hi,” he said. “1 hope you guys have got some reading materid you can donate. This place gets lonesome
ashdl”

Doc told Johnny, “Take off. Hy west to Grand Bahama Idand, pick a good place and land. Settlement
Point should be a nice spot. Wait for Monk and Ham and Renny to show up in the other plane, then join
them and help them trall the two segplanes south. Or, if something goes wrong, pick me up. | will have a
portable radio.”

Johnny looked startled. But he did' not ask questions.

Chapter VIIIl. HELL ALOFT

THE attendant in charge of the gasoline dump on the little cay looked on as Doc shoved the plane off the
beach. Johnny gunned the craft around, then took it into the air, and the ship went off into the west like a
noisy missile

The atendant did not act suspicious.

But suddenly he stubbed his toe and did a good job of pretending to fdl. He came erect hading a
submachine gun which had been covered with paper and a sorinkling of sand.

“Neighbor, this don't look right to me” he said.

Doc Savage sad, “Inmy hip pocket are some credentids that will show who | am. Do you want to get
them, or ddl 17’

The attendant watched him closdly. “Go ahead,” he said.

The document was officia enough to convince the man. “O. K., Mr. Savage,” he said. “I've got a brother
inthe navy, and he told me about hearing you lecture on aérid fighting tactics. What goes on?’

“A man named Mgor Lowdl, who has an important post in the war effort, has been kidnaped,” Doc
sad. “The kidnapers are in two segplanes heading in this direction. They will be badly in need of fud
about the time they get here. It is possible they will land and get gasoline by force.”

“Force, eh?” The atendant grinned with no humor. “I got some force mysdf. | been itching for some
action.”

“On the contrary,” Doc told him, “the two seaplanes will be permitted to refud.”
“Yeah? Wel, you could have just told me that. | can follow orders.”

“l want to get aboard one of the planes” Doc said.

“Theyll think you're a friend, you mean?’

“No.”



“Then,” sad the attendant, “you must mean you plan to get aboard without them knowing.”
“That isthe idea.”

The other shook his head. “Some ideal” The attendant waved at the cay. “You can stand anywhere on
thisidand and see a grasshopper jump anywhere ese on it, if there was a grasshopper. Makes your job
alittle tough, doesn't it?’

“Possbly not, if you co-operate.”

“Fdix ismy middle name,” the attendant said. “That is an old Hibernian word meeaning co-operate.”

THE two segplanes appeared about three hours later. They came in from the west, having circled out in
that direction to approach the idand without attracting as much suspicion. The Forida coast lay to the
west.

Hying in close formation that gave them the manner of nava ships, they did not circle, but came down in
long glides and landed, the hull's knocking up spray. They nosed into the dight breeze with very little
momentum, and planted the float keels on the beach.

They cut the motors.

Hul hatches were thrown back, and men stood looking at the wooden building which was the only
Sructure on the cay.

“Ahoy the building!” one of the men bellowed. “Is this the gasoline dump?’

The attendant appeared around the corner of the shack. He 4ill wore his khaki shorts and snesgkers,
nothing else.

The breeze, what there was of it, blew from him to the plane, and carried his words.
“That'sright,” he cdled. “Who are you guys?’

“Have you got any avidion gas?’

“Sure”

“All right, we want to refud. Our tanks are empty.”

The attendant did not answer a once.

“Give the password,” he shouted then.

There was slence. “Password, hdl!” said one of the men in the planes. “We haven't got it. Welve got to
have gas—"

“Brother, give the password,” yeled the attendant. “Or don't set foot ashore.”
The man on the plane ydled, “Oh, nutd I'll show you our papers and—"

The atendant made alunge, scooped up his machine gun from where it had been concealed nearby. He
fired a short burst. The bullets hit the water near the planes, knocked up a procession of amdl geysers.



That started a commotion in the planes. They began sticking rifle barrels out of the windows.

The attendant headed for cover. He did not go into the shack, but went across the sand, going so fast
that he seemed to have wings.

He got out of 9ght behind a pile of metd drums.
Therifle muzzlesin the plane windows began Ietting out fire and noise.

Sand jumped up in many places around the pile of fud drums, and bullets hitting the drums made hard,
ironlike spanking noises.

The attendant's light machine gun let out four brief bursts, about sx shots to the burst, but the bullets
seemed to accomplish nothing but knock up more water.

Suddenly fire sheeted over the fud drums. But in @ moment there was more smoke than fire. Infinitdy
more smoke, the very black product of fud ail, burning.

“Damn the luck!” ydled a voice in one of the planes. “The muzze blast from his machine gun set the ail
onfirgl”

THE smoke crawled out of the ail drums as black as a polecat and became in Sze a cow, an dephant, a
house. It rolled and tumbled and stuck close together the way oil smoke seems to gtick.

In the smoke, the attendant's machine gun gobbled indignantly atime or two.

The breeze took the smoke and carried it toward the planes. The smoke kept close to the ground,
Soreading more to the sides than up and down, it seemed. It reached the segplanes and enveloped them.

There was profanity and disorganization around the planes for afew moments. Then aman got the crews
organized.

“Scatter and rush that pile of ail drums,” the organizer shouted.

They did that. They piled out of the two beached segplanes, ydling the way men like to ydl when they
are going into danger in a group.

They shot into the ail drums and the smoke and the sand and the bright Caribbean sky.

The echoes, and there were echoes dthough there seemed to be nothing from which echoes could
bounce, whooped and gobbled. A horde of sea birds, gulls and pelicans with sacklike chins, were in the
ar like leavesin awhirlwind, meking outcries.

“Careful,” roared the spokesman for the group from the two sesplanes.
They held ther guns ready and aert, and rounded the pile of ail drums.
There was nobody there. No attendant.

They thought for awhile that he had in some fashion dodged around and hidden in the smoke. But before
they could invedtigate that possihility, one ydled and pointed, “There he id The motorboat! There he

goes



They should have heard the motorboat. They could hear it now. And they could see the gasoline dump
attendant, standing erect in the boat, steering with his knee, and drawing a bead on them with the little
submeachine gun. He fired, and the bullets made ugly, hard-footed running sounds in the sand around the
men.

The attendant got down out of Sght in the launch. The launch picked up its nose, dug its stern into the
water and drew a stresk of foam across the clear blue water.

There was some shooting, but the men did not stop the launch.
“All right, get the high-test gasin the plane,” the leader said.
By that time, Doc Savage was ssfdy concealed in one of their seaplanes.

THE trick had worked very wdl, aswdl as Doc and the attendant had hoped when they rigged it.

There had been two possible holesin the scheme. Firg, the planes might not beach in the right spot when
they came in; but this chance had been negligible, because actudly there was only one good spot for
beaching the ships close to the gasoline shack. Doc and the attendant had rolled afew cora rocks on the
beach in the edge of the water at other points, to make everywhere dse look even less desirable.

Second, they might have left a man with each of the planes. But they hadn't. There had been too much
excitement.

Doc had been concealed under the sand. Firdt, he had dug a hole in the sand, then the attendant had put
sout brown wrapping paper over him, and sand over that to a depth of a couple of inches, leaving a hole
for bresthing.

It was perfect camouflage and Doc had been close to the edge of the water, near the planes, and in the
path the smoke from the burning fud ail drums was sure to take.

The attendant had only to draw attention, start the shooting, fire the fud ail drums, and escape. Under
cover of the smoke, Doc Smply dimbed into one of the planes.

He had only one piece of bad luck.
Magor Lowdl was not in the plane into which he clambered.

He took alittle time to make sure, and then he jumped out of the ship, but had to dimb back in again, for
the wind shifted and the smoke moved away from the craft, so that it was not safe to make a dash for the
other plane.

In a segplane of this type, one with a deep hull, there was baggage stowage space under the floor
boards, along compartment which was large enough to hold him.

He pulled up one of the flimsy but strong hatches of duminum dloy, found the spot |oaded with food and
boxes that were not labeled, and tried another hatch. There was space under that one.

He inserted himsdf in the cavity and closed the hatch.

The radio which he had brought dong, a more or less standard wakie-talkie, except that it was very
compact, he wedged in beside him. Now was a good time to tak, so he switched it on.



He got Johnny Littlgohn, and said, “I am aboard one of their planes. | will switch on this radio outfit each
twenty minutes and leave it on for thirty seconds, so you can get a radio-compass bearing on the sgnd.
You can fallow usin that fashion.”

“I'll be superamalgamated!”
Johnny said. “ What about Monk and Ham and Renny, in the other plane?”
“Contact them,” Doc said, “by radio. Tdl them whét I've just told you—"

“Won't be necessary, Doc,”
Renny's bull-throated voice interrupted. “ We're receiving you, Doc.”
“Good!”

“ Any idea what it is all about?”
Renny asked.
“Not yet, except that it obvioudy involves either Happy Bones Idand or Geography Cay.”

“Have they got Major Lowell aboard, or have they killed him and tossed his body overboard?”
“Not sure yet,” Doc admitted.

He was sure a moment later, though. He heard men outside, and lay very dill and quiet, switching off the
trangmitter and receiver of histiny radio combination.

In the other seaplane, someone cursed loudly, and there was a commoation.
“What's wrong?’ somebody demanded.
“Magor Lowdl was sawing againg a sharp metd edge,” aman ydled, “and had his hands loose.”

“Rap him on the head and put him to deep for a while” the other said. “Thatll teach him to pull such
quff.”

Evidently they did thet.
Then they refueled the planes and took off.

Evidently they circled with the hope of shooting the attendant in the launch. But Doc had taken care of
that posshility in his plan. Nearby there was a amdler idand with a great deal of mangrove growth, an
impenetrable tangle where the attendant would be safe.

He was obvioudy quite safe, because there was not even any shooting.

Chapter IX. HAPPY BONES

DOC SAVAGE knew that safety, or the feding of safety, can be as soothing as a drug. He had seen it
demonstrated more than once in the case of individuds. It was not done a faling of individuds, but it
could be nationd, as in the case of the United States caught napping a Pearl Harbor. So he should not
have been feding as safe as he was feding after they had been in the air severd hours.

He was taken completdy by surprise. It amounted to that. Such athing did not happen to him often, and
hisfird emation when it did happen was one of shame.



The long monotonous flight had not dulled him or lulled him, because he had the physica samina to cope
with a greet deal more than had happened so far. He should have been dert. There was no excuse. He
should have been expecting something to happen, and particularly he should have been on the dert for
the unexpected. But he was not. He was not even dert.

He was lying on his back in the baggage space under the floor of the plane, and he was wide awake.
Bang awake made it doubly embarrassng for him, dthough it should not have been much different if he
hed been adeep. He had devel oped—or, rather, he had been taught by an old Ubangi hunter in the Dar
H Kuti, upper Bdgian Congo—the fadility of degping and yet being awake,

The Ubangi had lived to be a very old hunter because he had that fadility; the Ubangi was going on ningty
years old; whereas the average life span of men in his tribe and trade was not much more then
twenty-four years. The surprising thing about the faclity of degping in this fashion was that it refreshed
you, after you mastered it, the same as ordinary sound dumber. It was psychology more than a physicd
art, and Doc had dways owned to a snesking suspicion that the old man of the jungle was a little bit of a
psychic doctor himsdlf, or he could not have imparted the art as he had.

The totaly unexpected dways had a strange effect on Doc Savage. He hoped that was because he
planned so carefully, because he tried to foresee everything and overlook nothing, and long practice and
gruding atention to the business of being safe at dl times had made him rather expert & seeing trouble
ahead.

The unexpected aways jarred him, made him wonder if some mental gbility had dipped down a notch,
made him wonder if he was over a peak and becoming less efficient. He preferred to cdl the feding
wonder, but some of it might be plain, unadulterated fear.

If he became a man who was careless without being able to help it, when he was not wanting to be
careless, it would be as bad as an incurable disease. It would be fatd. Quite faid and probably not long
about it. Carelessness would not go together with his strange career, the career of righting wrongs and
punishing evildoers in the far corners of the earth. Or pursuing adventure. The pursuit of adventure was
doubtless a better description of it.

Not as romarntic, of course, the plain desgnation of adventurer. But it might amount to that. There was no
denying that pure love of adventure was at the bottom of much of his career. And surdly it was the thing
that held his five aides to him so inseparably. They were dso hdd together by friendship and mutud
admiration, but those things were not the red glue. Those things were the ingredients of peace and qui€,
whereas the thing that made this organizetion was more dynamic, volétile, explosve, breathless. It was a
liking for adventure that was never fully satisfied.

Anyway, when they opened the hatch, he was taken by surprise.

AND what was more, the two men who had opened the hatch got over ther astonishment before Doc
recovered. They fdl upon him. If he had been less man, they would have had him then. They should have
held him and someone ese would have shot him, or fdl on him with a knife,

Asit was, Doc began trying to get up.

He put one foot under him and shoved to get up. The foot was againg the hull skin of the plane. The skin
Folit, his one foot went through.

The two men who had hold of him were bellowing. Drawn by their outcry, two more men fdl upon them



and tried to hdlp.

The added weight split the hull skin more and Doc went through with both legs, down to his waist. From
his hips down, his body was out in space.

“Bring arifld” afoe shrieked. “A riflel Hurry, damn it!”

They should have devoted themsaves to pushing him through the hole into space. They could have done
that.

Instead, they brought a rifle. It was a good automatic rifle, American. A stout piece. Built to take a
bayonet and stand up under much use.

The roaring rush of wind from the propellers and from the fast passage of the plane through the air
battered Doc's legs about and pulled at them with force.

They shoved the rifle muzze down a him just as he had one hand free. So he got the rifle muzze He
pushed it to one side, and the holder yanked the trigger rgpidly. One bullet went into a man's foot, and
the rest through the plane hull into space.

Doc got the gun and jammed it across the struts. It made a bridge, something to hold to, something to
keep him from being forced out into space.

They fought then for a while in what was redly slence, dthough there were tearing sounds of cloth and
other tearing sounds that were like muscdes rending, and gasping and breething that was like sheets of
sandpaper rubbed together. There were no words, nothing but sraining force. But Doc Savage got the
rifle barrdl fixed across the struts, and dowly he climbed upon it, bearing up againg the weight of the men
above.

They fought to hold him, and when they logt ther grip and he got loose, it was as sudden as a dam
breeking. He was up into the cabin, and free.

They had loaded spare gasoline into the plane cabin in five-gdlon cans, lashing the cansin place, wedging
themin ahighwadl across the rear of the plane cabin.

Doc went to the cans. He hit one with his fid. It was fat and full, and it plit at one seam like a fat man
laughing. The high-test gas sheeted ouit.

Doc tore that can loose and hurled it down the cabin aide. It bounced off seats, turned and skipped and
hopped. Wet gasoline flew up on the wdls and calling. Gas fumesfilled the cabin.

“If you shoot,” Doc shouted, “the flash of your gunswill set the gasoline on fire. Blow us to pieces!”

A LOT depended on them getting the idea of gun flash and the gas fumes. They had to get the idea
quickly. Doc hoped they would, thought it reasonable, because fresh in their minds would be the matter
of the flash of therifle of the attendant at the gas dump, on the idand, lighting the fud ail lesking from the
fud drums.

The truth was that the fud oil back there on the idand had not been ignited by a gun flash. The muzze
flash from a fireerm would not as a rule ignite modern fud oil. A match had started that fire, but they had
not seen the match.



As was the practice of the manufacturer when building this particular type of segplane for dvilian use,
there was a partition, a dividing bulkhead, between the cabin and the smdler compartment where pilot
and copilot-navigator sat.

A man now got an idea.
“Close that door!” he screamed. “Close the door of the control department!”

They did not understand what he meant. Either that, or they did not act soon enough to sit the man who
had the idea. He started plunging forward to close the door himsdif.

Doc burgt another gasoline tin with his figt, got the tin free, and threw it. He made a good throw. The
five-gdlon gastin hit squardly in the control compartment.

A center bracket between the two seats held the throttles, and other controls. The tin impded itsdf on
this, on the throttles. Gasoline splashed the pilot, soaked him from the waist down. He hdf stood up. His
face was horrified, for amoment as distorted as the face of a gargoyle. He knew the high-test gas fumes
would explode.

A two-hundred-pound bomb would not take the plane apart more thoroughly than the gas fumes, if a
spark got to them.

“Don't shoot!” he screeched. “Don't shoot! Don't shoot! Don't shoot!”

All through the violence that followed, he screamed the same two words over and over in a continuous
screeching, seeming never to stop to take a breath.

The gas tin hitting the throttles had jammed one wide open and one shut. For practicd purposes, the
plane now had one wide-open motor and one dead one. It was not a ship which flew wel under such a
condition. It would fly, but it took the babying of a good pilat.

This pilot was not in a state of mind to baby anything.

The plane did a little watzing. Alarmed, the pilot yanked and pounded at the wedged gasoline can. The
plane nosed up, up, up, as he was preoccupied. The ship went into the peak of a power Hdl.

All that was necessary now was for the pilot to push the stick forward to get the nose of the plane down,
et flying speed. But he was excited. He put his feet down hard on the rudders to hold them steady, and
one foot dipped off. The result was that the pressure on the other pedal put on hard right rudder at the
ddling point, or amoment before.

The big plane snap-rolled.

The snap-roll was not a complete one. The ship did not go over and recover. It got its bdly to the sky
and stayed there, as the pilot tramped on the rudder pedd he had lost and steadied the stick.

Then the pilot fdl out of the seat on his head, for the safety belt had not been fastened. He hit hard and
headfirst on what was normaly the roof of the pilot compartment, a roof made of transparent plagtic set
inameta framing. The plagtic split and let him through to his shoulders and he hung there, more scared
then he had ever been beforein hislife

THE big plane was not built for flying upside down. That is, its characteristics were such that it would not



mantain itsaf in flight in that position.
Doc Savage was now crouched on the caling of the plane, which for the moment had become the floor.

What had been the cabin floor was composed mosily of hatches covering the storage space in the hull
below. These were cardesdy fastened, or not fastened a dl. They came open, and the storage space
contents sprayed the cabin, fdl on the tumbled litter of men on the floor.

Out of the storage space had come suitcases, packages, two cases of liquor—paper-wrapped bottles of
liquor. Some of the liquor broke and added its amdl to the gas fumes and its glass fragments to the
generd danger. There was a portable radio, rifles, revolvers, cartridges, a bundle of machetes, dothing,
cameras, binoculars, a portable typewriter and parachutes. At least a dozen parachutes, dl new and dl
neatly wrapped and sacked, dill with the factory labes Bird Parachute Co.

There was no shooting.
There was not even much fighting.

Because now the big plane balked up into the sky and did agtdl, and fdl off into the natura result, which
was atight tailspin, harmless, but confusing.

It was like piling dl the assorted objects that were now loose in the plane into a tin can, and then shaking
the can and turning it around rapidly.

Doc got into the parachute straps, hanging to a cabin seat. It was a good feding to snap the last buckle,
the chest buckle. It was like finding a nightmare was just a nightmare.

Doc looked out of the cabin windows. His primary interest now was what was below.
It wasn't water, and that was a grest rdidf.

The pilat neutrdized his controls and the big plane came out of the spin. The pilot immediaidy |ooked
back over his shoulder, much interested in the mess in the cabin. He looked back dmost too long, so that
the ship wasin a screaming dangerous dive.

He had the sense to get the stick back dowly, wisdy. The plane has not yet been built which cannot be
flown loose from its wingsin such a maneuver.

Doc got a smdl grenade out of his dothing. He held it up menacingly, and made his voice big and
threatening.

“Get the parachutes on!” he shouted. “1 am going to set the plane &firel”

THEY did not for amoment doubt hisintentions. That was good, because he meant what he said.

There was an idand below. He wanted everybody down there. On the ground, he could hunt them down
one a atime.

It was too much to expect the plane to stay up indefinitdy without it occurring to somebody that they
could get rid of the gasoline fumes smply by knocking out the cabin windows, or opening them. Ten or
fifteen seconds with the windows open, and shoating would be safe in the cabin.

They fought for parachutes. There were enough of them to go around, a couple to spare. But they made



afighting mess of digributing them.

Two men were unconscious, and nobody paid attention to them.

Doc sad, “Put parachutes on the unconscious men.”

They did that, watching the grenade in his hand asiif it was a horned devil.

Doc indicated a burlap-covered coil of rope, rather amdl, which had been in the suff stored under the
floor.

“Cut two lengths of rope,” he ordered. “Tie one end to the ripcord rings of their parachutes. Tie the other
ends to a seat bracket in the plane”

They did so.

“Now,” Doc sad, “open the hatch and push them out.”

Out went the two unconscious men.

Into the plane cabin through the open hatch, air came roaring.

“Hell, hel, hdl!” a man bawled, suddenly. “Were dumb! Hel, we're dumb! Smash the windowd The
wind will blow the gas out.”

Doc tossed his grenade into the gasoline. It was a flash-grenade, a rare type which was more or less
experimentd. The idea was that it made light, incredible quantities of light thet did the optical organs no
good. It was something like looking at a weding arc. For a minute after it, if you looked at it squarely,
you were thoroughly blinded.

It took agreat ded of heat to make such alight. The flash ignited the gasoline. With a great sound, a big
laugh that did not quite come off, the rear of the cabin was full of flame. Then the whole cabin filled.

Doc went out into space, feding for the parachute rip-cord ring.

Chapter X. GLOOM ON HAPPY BONES

THE plane was not high when he jumped, not over three thousand feet. So he hauled the rip cord out of
itsdide immediady, and the parachute bloomed without mishap. He had made many ‘chute jumps, and
none of them had ever been a casua matter. The nervous perspiration on his forehead fet cold in the
rushing air.

He looked down and found that the idand below was about two miles long and nowhere more than a
milewide. It looked to be, a one point, dmost amile high, but that was improbable.

But the highest point of the idand, the cone of the volcano which had formed it, was dl of three thousand,
for it was dready levd with his descending parachute. An idand of that Sze, with that height, looked
grange.

It was drange as a stone thumb dticking up out of the wonderfully blue Caribbean Sea, a thumb hary
with green jungle except where the naked stone showed like bare, caloused spots.

Overhead, the burning plane was spilling black smoke and men and parachutes as it boomed through the



y.

The other segplane was buzzing dong above it like a mate-bird that was worried, but hepless over its
companion.

The presence of a third plane surprised Doc, caught his indant interest. Monk, Renny, Ham, or Johnny
and Stony Smith—he thought indantly. But that was wrong. They would have a plane he would
recognize. Thiswas not one of their ships.

This was a two-motored cabin segplane, dvilian, rather crigp and new-looking in the brilliant, tropica
unlight.

It dawned on Doc that he had seen the plane before. But that had been at night, & a Washington airport.
It was Hannah's plane—the ship in which she had flown southward from Washington.

Hannah nosed her big plane down in the sky for speed. She headed close to the blazing plane, arced past
it, came past the parachutes, ill diving, past Doc.

It was Hannah, dl right. He saw her watching him, saw her arm jump up in a quick gesture intended to
show him that she recognized him.

AFTER this Doc had no time for anything but maneuvering the parachute. The menace of fanged stone
and sheer diffs was threstening him.

The theory of parachute manipulation, when put into words, is Smple enough to be a little insulting. You
merdy pull down the shrouds on one side, Failling ar from the other sde, and causng the 'chute to dide
through the sky. Putting the thing in practice can be aggravating, however, and if care is not exercised,
something to stand the hair on end. Particularly when the ‘chutigt is close to the ground.

Doc tried furioudy to reach therim of a sheer diff that dropped suddenly, from a height of three or four
hundred fest, into the sea.

He didnt make it. Trees overhung the diff edge. He smashed through those, missed the diff by a dozen
feet, and fdl rapidly.

He was free of the 'chute harness. He had gotten out of that, hoping to get hold of a solid tree limb
projecting from the diff, if possible. He hung with an arm hooked through the parachute harness.

The 'chute caught on the boughs. It ripped, had ahole tornin it the Sze of atdl man. It fdl faster, nearly a
hundred feet, then blew againg a snag and hung.

The snag projected about a dozen feet from the diff face. It was a gnarled tree, lignum vitag, the tree with
wood so tough thet pulley blocks are made from it that are better than metdl. 1t had grown out from the
cranny in the diff face, died, turned white with age.

Doc looked &t it, at the diff face.
There was no way, absolutely no way of dimbing up or down the diff from the snag.
It was about a hundred-foot drop to the foot of the dliff.



THERE was a breeze of wind, a fresh, brisk sweep of the trade wind that swept this part of the
Caribbean. It puffed and billowed the parachute folds, made them like a blooming, changing white
flower.

Doc looked downward thoughtfully. The sea was againg the foot of the diff. Apparently he could drop,
and land in it, and the water obvioudy was deep. But he knew that any kind of a judgment from height
was deceptive. He might drop and hit hafway down the diff dope and be killed.

Out to sea, there was a smacking sound. The burning plane had hit. The trall of smoke it had left was
from sky to sealike an irregular, dark snake. White spray knocked up by the ship subsided dowly, and
there was one wing gicking up like a shark fin. The wing rolled and disappeared.

Some of the parachuting plane crew were dready down in the sea. Others were close to the water. All
would land in the sea.

The surviving segplane was drding dowly, asif dazed.
Hannah had banked back sharply, was flying past the diff face. She waved a Doc. He waved back.

The heaviest object in Doc's pockets was a smoke grenade, his only one. He compared its weight with
the rip-cord ring and cable, which he il retained. Thering and cable was heavier.

He dropped cable and ring, watched it fdl. It hit a the edge of the diff, hardly in the water.

Cold sweat came out on Doc again. If he had dropped, and it certainly looked safe enough to drop, he
would have hit solid stone a hundred feet down.

He began to swing, like a pendulum, his body in toward the diff, then out. He did it carefully, watching
the parachute to make sure it was not tearing free of the snag. It held. The slk was good.

Fndly hisfeet touched the diff face, and he could give himsdf more momentum. The next time in againgt
the diff, he gave the backswing everything he had. At the far end of the outswing, he let go and hurtled
toward the sea.

All through the hundred-foot drop, he fought to keep his body fdling feet-first. And & the bottom, he
tensed himsdf and protected the back of his head and his nogtrils with his arms.

(A hundred-foot dive is not fabulous. Probably everyone who reads this has seen circus high divers
perform, and there have been high divers who worked regularly from a height of more than a hundred
feet.)

The water seemed dmost solid when he hit it. But nothing broke, or even hurt very bad.

Hannah, bringing her plane in for a landing, was the firg thing he saw when he got to the surface. She
landed expertly, on a sea that was not very rough, and taxied in toward him.

She yanked open a haich, cdled, “Are you hurt? Get aboard.”
Doc swam to her plane, caught a handling cleat, swung up and into the cabin.

“You turn up in unexpected places” Hannah said. “1 wasn't expecting you.” She gestured at the diff.
“Whered you get the practice, inacircus?’

Doc looked upward. The segplane was diving for them.



“Get thisthing inthe air,” he said. “They are going to try to machine gun us”

THE very firg bullet fired by the diving seaplane must have stopped their motor. Anyway, they heard no
lead hit the plane before the motor stopped. It was the port motor.

Hannah was not unduly excited.
“Blesstheir lucky souls” she said.
Bullets were hitting the plane.

“Cross your fingers” Hannah added.

Doc saized her. He picked her up bodily, hauled her out of the pilot seat, back into the cabin. As far
back in the cabin as he could get.

A lot of bullets, three or four hundred, went through the pilot compartment where the girfl had been. The
other motor stopped. Some of the bullets were incendiaries. Thewing fud tank took fire.

The other seaplane, dl flgps set, moaned past very dowly, not more than fifty feet above them.

“Into the water,” Doc said.

The water fet hot. Almogt scading hot. That was probably due to the nervous condition of ther bodies.
Doc kept hold of Hannah until he saw that she was an expert svimmer.

Hannah said, “The south end of the diff seems nearer.”

“That isright,” Doc agreed, and they swam.

The segplane circled back. They did not let it get too close before they dived. For a while, the drumming
of bullets on the water was hard on ther eardrums.

On top agan, they swam hard. A few rifle shots were fired a them from the segplane as it circled
frantically to get at them again. They ignored those, then dived as the craft got close enough for the
machine guns, 45-caliber weapons, to start emptying.

THEY got ashore during the next breather. There was a beach of dark cord sand, big volcanic boulders,
and jungle. They ran and dimbed for awhile

The segplane landed on the sea and began picking up the parachutists.
“Theluck of Happy Bones,” Hannah said, asif the statement should mean something.
Doc asked, “What do you mean?’

“The reputation of the place,” she told him. “A legend that has been the heritage of Happy Bones Idand
for at least two centuries. A legend that says only the evil are lucky here. They say that Happy Bonesis
the devil's own and that he looks after his own while they are here”

“Thisis Happy Bones, then?’



She glanced & Doc Savage. She amiled ruefully. “Look, 1 know what you are thinking. Why don't you
sy it? Why don't you say, whet are you doing here, skunk? Go ahead!”

“You took off from Washington with sparks and brimstone,” Doc said.

“And now I've got repentance. That's right.” She sighed. “Do you ever hit people in the eye for being
fools? If so, | offer an eye. Go ahead and swat me”

“What changed your notions?’” Doc inquired, curioudy.

“Thought,” she said. “Thought is great Suff, if you get around to it in the right places. That's my trouble. |
never indulgein any in the right places.”

The plane had picked up four men and was after the others.
“You decided,” said Doc, “that | was not a crook.”

“l don't know whether you are a crook and | might not care,” Hannah told him. “The point is, | decided
you were not out to hang a shandy on me”

“That is a strange viewpoint.”

“The crook part? Me not caring whether you're a crook? Oh, | didn't mean that literdly.” She shrugged.
“A crook is a compardive state. Depends on how you think. All of my ancestors have been pirates, and
they thought pirates were O. K. O. K., but you had to watch them.”

“I %.11
“No,” she said. “No, you don't. And don't start bothering me. Don't get me to thinking about it.”
“Why not?’

“Because” she sad, “it worries me. It gets me to wondering if I'm normd like other people. | havent had
anorma upbringing, and | know that makes me a funny kind of goat. But | don' like to think I'm crazy,
or something.”

Doc's face was expressonless, to hide a grin. He rather liked the girl, which was a little surprisng,
because usudly he was scared of them for one reason or another.

“All right,” he said. “It was nice of you to land and try to rescue me”

“It was nice of you to haul me out of the pilot's seat before the machine-gun bullets got there” she said.
“Now that we've scratched each other's backs over the mutud life-saving, | will answer the question you
asked awhile ago.”

“What question?’

“Yes, thisis Happy Bones Idand.”

THEY dimbed for a while. The going was steep, very rough. The boulders were enormous, the jungle
remarkably thick.

The lavaformation, Doc noted, was unusud. He was something of a geologist expert. His knowledge of



the fidd probably was not as specidized as that of the gaunt, big-worded Johnny Littlgohn, but it was
fully as broad. The lavawas not dl the conventiond type. Some of it was, even the greater part was. But
there were unusud characterigtics. He was interested.

“Unique formations” he remarked.
“Made for unique people,” Hannah said. “Y ou should see the little caves dl over the place.”
“Unusud?’

“Supposed to be. I've heard about them. The pirate Smiths used them in the old days. Occasondly, a
government would send an expedition to get revenge for ships they had looted. When the worm turned
on them, the Smiths would hide out.”

“But you have not seen much of the idand?’

“This” said Hannah, “is the firg time | have ever been here. But | have flown over the idand. The last
time, they shot at me!”

“With rifles?’

Hannah laughed grimly.

“With arifle” she said, “that fired a bullet about three inches thick.”
“Antiarcraft? What were they doing with antiaircraft guns on the idand?’

“They just had one.” Hannah did not think it was unusud, apparently. “Stony Smith is lidble to have
anything unusud. If he thought he wanted an antiaircraft gun to play with, hed buy one. And to see how it
worked, held probably take pot shots at the firs plane that came past.”

They came to a point from which the water was visble through the jungle. Hannah's plane had burned
amog to the water now, not anking, but burning like a boat. It would go down shortly.

“Thirty-9x thousand dollars” she said. “And secondhand, at that.”
“The plane?’

“Yes. It was dmogt new, though. Millionaire got it, then got mad because the government wouldn't let
himfly around wherever he wanted to. | paid thirty-six thousand. It cost him about seventy.”

They climbed some more.
The segplane had about finished the job of picking up the parachutists.

Hannah looked dl around, listened. “Strange,” she remarked, “that no Smiths have shown up. They are
thicker than fleas on Happy Bones.”

“What Smiths?’ asked Doc.
“The black ones”
Doc showed by his expression that he did not understand.

“The natives of the idand are black. Save descendants. Thar parents were brought from Africa, or
golen from ships on which they were being brought from Africa, long ago. As far as | know, the only



white resdent on the idand is Stony Smith.”
“Y ou think they should be around by now?’

“Of course,” She nodded vehemently. “The black men on these idands are the most curious peoplein the
world. They would have rushed over here to investigate.”

“Isthere avillage?’
She nodded. “On the other Sde of the idand. But they have had time to get to us”
Doc made no comment.

“It's very strange,” Hannah insisted.

THE seaplane now finished its rescue work. The lagt parachutist was hauled aboard. After that, the plane
sat for awhile on the sea. They were probably having a conference insde.

“I'l tll you why | was flying around here when this thing started,” Hannah said. “It was because | am
convinced that Stony Smithis at the bottom of the mystery.”

They watched the segplane start moving. Blading noise of its motors came to ther ears. The craft
gathered speed, began hitting the tops of waves, findly bounced into the air.

“Now they'll come back and try to machine gun us,” Hannah said. “When that fails they'll get the blacks
on our trail.”

But the plane kept going. It bored into the west. It climbed a little, but not much, as if it did not have far
to go and was wadting no time getting there.

It did not come back. It was dill going into the west when sght and sound of it were findly lost.
Doc Savage looked at Hannah.

“What idand,” he asked, “liesto the west?’

She stared a him as if the answer was going to make her ill.

“Geography Cay,” she said.

“Your idand?’

“yYes”

“Doyou,” Doc asked, “have the dightest idea of whet thisisdl about?’

“No.”

“You say,” Doc persisted, “that you did some thinking on the flight down from Washington?’
“yYes”

“Did you happen to think of what the green parrot and its nest could mean?’



She shook her head mutdly. She did not look asif she had words.

Chapter XI. ERROR, NOT SLIGHT

COLONEL JOHN—RENNY—RENWICK was a vey large man, but no one ever noticed his sze
because of three other freaks about his appearance. First, he had a perpetudly long and sad face, a face
invariably wearing the expression of aman who was about to attend the funeral of a good friend. Second
was hisfigts, which would hardly go in gdlon pails. And third, his voice, which was something titanic. It
was a voice that had been known to startle an auditorium filled with engineers who were used to loud
noises. Renny was in best voice as he bellowed into the radio microphone, “What's gone wrong? Why
aren't we hearing any word from Doc?’

Ham put hisfingersin his ears, asked, “Why use the radio? Johnny's planeis only amile awvay.”
Monk dso had hisfingersin his ears.
The two pets, Habeas Corpus and Chemigtry, went under different seats in the plane.

Into the microphone, Renny bellowed, “What— Oh, that was just Ham being what he thinks is smart.
What about Doc? | know you said he was going to hide in one of the segplanes of this gang.”

In the other plane, Johnny Littlgohn was uncomfortable. He told Renny over the radio, “Well,
something maybe went wrong.”

“Thisisahdl of atime for something to go wrong! Holy cow!”

“The reason | called you,”
sad Johnny, “is the gas.”
“You about out, to0?’

“No, but we can't fly around forever on what we've got.”

Over the radio from the other plane, Renny made rumbling noises that meant discontent. “What do you
suggest?”’
“1 have an idea.”

“What isit?” Renny demanded. “And look here, use big words. You only use little words on us fdlows
when you are plenty worried. Little words from you make me unessy.”

The two planes were flying abreast, about amile apart, dtitude thirteen thousand feet. They had gone up
to thirteen thousand as a gag, a gesture that might, they said they hoped, result in some word from Doc.
There had been none. In dl directions the eye could detect nothing but the unnaturd blue water of the
Caribbean, unred with the brightness of tropical sunlight. They were feding slly about the thirteen gag.

Johnny glanced a Stony Smith.
“You think it would be dl right,” he asked, “to drop in a your idand?’

“l sooth, it is pleasant board and bounty | offer you,” Stony Smith said, in his best Shakespearian
manner. “A gented tarrying place, regardless of what that vixen Hannah told you.”



Johnny consulted the fud gauges again.
“Il be superamagamated!” he said. “Weve got to land somewhere.”

The microphone had been dive, and Renny Renwick had overheard the conversation. Renny asked, “ Is
Sony Smith suggesting we go to Happy Bones Idand?”

“That's right,” Johnny said. “He says there is a good house and pleasant food there, and we might as wdl
wait in some degree of comfort until we hear from Doc.”

“Holy com!”
Renny boomed. “What's wrong with that?”
“Wel, nothing that | see. | was just going to put it up to you.”

Renny rumbled a Monk and Ham, and Ham's response that, “ Anything to stop you thundering
around like this!” was audible.

“ 0. K. The two nitwits say that it's all right with them if we land on Happy Bones.”

THEY picked up Happy Bones Idand about an hour later. A few clouds were now in the sky, and the
brilliant sun made the shadows of these dark upon the sea, s0 that it was hard to didinguish the cloud
shadows from an idand in the distance.

Monk looked it over.

“Nice, warty place,” was his opinion. “Great spot to practice legping from crag to crag.”
“Depend on you to spot anything that 1ooks like home” Ham told him.

“Meaning I'm part goat?’

“Who said anything about just 'part'?” Ham asked.

They had a good loud quarrd over that, and ther spirits were improved the way a resounding fuss
adways helped them.

Happy Bones Idand had a harbor which was obvioudy amdl but excellent. There was a reef barrier a
mile offshore on that sde, areef that was dmost haf a mile wide, a forest of cora spires, none of which
showed more than a few inches above the water. Insde this, the sea was cam.

Johnny informed them over the radio, * Sony Smith tells me that the harbor is called Sad Bone.”

Sad Bone Harbor was a cup, amdl and perfect, blue with good deep water. The beach was an inviting
crescent of white sand.

Beyond the beach was the house, or a group of severd houses. They were low and of stone, white, solid
and thick-looking. A little Moorish in style, and obvioudy built there for the centuries. The rooftops were
colored brightly, reds and greens and tans.

“Behald,” said Stony Smith. “A paradise, did | not tdl you?’

“Looksdl right,” Johnny admitted. “Where do you suppose those segplanes went? What do you imagine



happened to Mgor Lowel?’
“They would not come here,” said Stony Smith with certainty.

Johnny landed firg, dthough there was nothing that particularly required attention, nothing dangerous.
The plane made perfect contact with the water, and Johnny then sailed it into the sand beach. Because he
hed been doing the navigating, he had looked over a nauticd dmanac and a tide table, and knew there
was not much tide here, o little danger of stranding the planes high on the beach. He got out, however,
and tossed overside asmdl anchor as a bit of precaution in case the plane should drift.

Monk and Ham and Renny arrived in the other plane. They beached the ship.

“Hey,” Monk caled. “Hey, Johnny. Did you notice, over on the other Sde of the idand, in the air, what
looked like a trace of smoke?’

“Never noticed it,” Johnny admitted.

They waked toward the house, Stony Smith saying proudly, “Come on and see it, friends. Forsooth, you
will find a feast for your eyes. You will likeit.”

The breeze shook the fronds of pdms and gulls traveled lazly through the air, going about whatever
busness gulls have asif it was not very important.

“The smoke,” said Monk, “was kind of thin. I'm not sure it was smoke. It is hard to tdl when you are
flying a plane”

“Maybe it wasn't smoke?’

“Maybe nat,” Monk admitted. “If it was, it came from something that had burned an hour ago, probably.
The smoke cloud had blown out to sea. But, as you say, it maybe wasn't smoke.”

Stony Smith waved at the house. “Fitted for akingly abode, en?’ he said.
“Not bad,” Monk admitted.
Then his eyes popped.

“No,” he said. “No, | was wrong.”

IT was a good job of camouflaging someone had done on four tripod-type machine guns. The tripod
guns were a large variety of weapon which a modern, mechanized force would have rated as obsolete,
but that did not mean they could not kill a man, or a hundred men. The only reason they were obsolete
was because they just put out four or five hundred bullets a minute, and the belt feed was not standard.

The camouflaging had been done expertly with bushes and flowers. These were pushed asde, and there
were the guns.

The men with rifles, of which there were severd, came out of the house and from behind things and two
of them materidized in the tops of pam trees.

There were no words for afew seconds.

“Waetch it, felows” Renny rumbled. “They've got usin the barrdl.”



They stood perfectly ill, lifting arms. There was no dternative. Any offensve move would be suicide.
Stony Smith glared at the machine gunners, his neck and face dowly getting red.

“Who are you cads?’ he ydled suddenly.

One of the gunners laughed. “Cads,” he said. “What's a cad'?’ he asked one of his companions.

“It musgt be one of them new government departments,” another told him.

A new howl came from Stony Smith.

He was daing a a compound, a wire pen, in a thicket of padm trees behind the house. The pen
obvioudy had been a stock pen of some kind, but latdly it had been strengthened and heightened by the
addition of more woven wire. This pen was about a hundred feet long and hdf as wide.

Around the pen, mounted on insulators, there was bare wire that was obvioudy eectrified.
In the pen were saverd amdl sheds, formerly stock sheds.

In the pen dso were black men, women and children. They looked forlorn and unhappy. They stared at
the newcomers, did not say a word.

Stony Smith howled again. He pointed at the pen filled with native prisoners.
“My people!” he screamed. “My nativest My subjects! They've got them prisoners!”

Chapter Xll. THE PARROT'S NEST

DOC SAVAGE and Hannah listened to Stony Smith howl. They could understand his words. And
Hannah turned to Doc with an expression that was dumfounded.

“l don't get it,” she said. “1 thought he was behind it &l.”

Doc Savage sad nothing. He was breathing heavily. As a matter of fact, he was winded, and very
discouraged.

They had been unfortunate. They had falled to reach this spot in time to warn Monk and Ham and Renny
and Johnny againg landing. The men were ashore, in fact, by the time they had come in dght of the
beach.

Hanneh said, “Stony Smith didn't know those men were here.”
Doc made no reply. He studied the surroundings, usng his ears and eyes.

He knew that they had been careless getting here. They had raced madly through the jungle in hopes of
preventing the planes landing. If there were guards in the jungle, they doubtless would have been heard.

They had been heard, too.
“Quigt,” Doc whispered. “1 think we are being surrounded.”

He gtrained his ears. He got a amdl, hardwood peg and jammed it in the ground and listened againg that,
Indian fashion.



“Two parties,” he breathed. “One behind us. The other in front and a little to the right. They have us
located, | believe.”

“How many?’
“Eight or ten, dtogether.”

“We can lick that many,” Hannah said. She sounded as if she would not consder such a feat
extraordinary.

Doc examined the jungle growth overhead. It was quite thick, interlacing. Unusudly thick growth for an
idand, dthough not extraordinary for the mainland. He moved cautioudy to a tree.

“Climb,” he said.

Hannah examined the tree, then frowned a him. She did not think much of the dimbing idea. “They!l
have ustreed,” she said. “That will make it Smple for them.”

“Not too smple,” Doc said. “Climb.”
“I'd better take off my shoes,” she sad.

Her feet were wel-shaped, firm and tanned. And she could dimb slently. Doc went up behind her,
watching for the enemy in the jungle. They were somewhere close, he was sure. But the growth was very
thick, and he had not yet glimpsed them.

“Higher,” he whispered to Hannah, when she stopped dimbing.
She went on, but hated again when they were up about fifty feet.

“Look, I'm no monkey,” she said. “If you want to know the truth, I'm scared. If | have to break my neck,
I'd sooner not doitinafdl.”

Doc ligened for a while. And findly he located one group of the prowlers. They were crawling through
the jungle, five men with cocked rifles.

“Put your arms” Doc told Hannah, “around my neck.”
She examined him with interest.

“Il admit | have given such an idea previous thought,” she said. “But do you think this is the time and
place for it?’

Doc colored uncomfortably.
“Hang on, | mean,” he said. “Cling to my back. I'll show you how.”
“Then,” said Hannah, “this isn't romance?’

“Get on my back,” Doc said impatiently.

THE bronze man got Hannah positioned on his back as he wished. Then, as a matter of precaution, he
used the long, slken line which was attached to the collgpsible dimbing grapple which he dways carried,
and took afew turns around them, so thet the gifl would not fall off.



“Thisis crazy busness” Hannah whispered. “Say, wait a minutel Oh, great grief! You're not going to
swing from tree to—"

Doc took off. He made a long run out into space on a swaying, bending bough, as if it were a
springboard, and went out into space.

Hannah didn't scream. She was too scared. Then the bronze man caught a bough of the next tree, flipped
up and on through dizzy nothingness.

Hannah shrieked then. And immediatdy the jungle was thundering with rifle noise. Bullets cut through the
foliage, amed blindly at the sound. They were probably not as close as they sounded.

Doc landed on a doping tree trunk, ran up with hands and feet, got into the dizzy heights, stepped to
another limb, which bent darmingly, dropped from that to another, ran dong it, was in space again.

Hannah shut her eyes. She did not make any more sound.
Doc traveled through the jungle lanes for a quarter of an hour, judged they were safe, and stopped.

He untied Hannah. She immediatdy wrapped both ams and legs around a tree bough. For a while, she
was without words.

“Why can't a person faint when she wants to?” she gasped findly.

Doc examined bruises which her fingers had made as she dung to him during the aérid voyage.
“The dlk cord was probably excess caution,” he said. “You wouldn't have fdlen off.”

“Dont you ever,” said Hannah grimly, “do a thing like that again without firg tdling me about it.”
“You would have refused,” Doc said.

“You bet | would have,” she agreed heartily. “I wish | could have. | wouldn't have done that for anything.
That was the worst thing that ever happened to me”

Doc was dlent.

Hanneh said, “That was the fird time | was ever so scared that | screamed. I'm sorry about that. But |
couldnt hdp it.”

Doc amiled dightly. She had not been nearly as frightened as he had expected. Once he had done
something smilar with Ham Brooks, who was not supposed to have any nerves, and Ham had fainted.

Hannah sghed. She dimbed down with infinite care until she was on the ground. She stamped the ground
asif to make sure it was red and enjoy its solidness.

“What,” she asked, “do we do now?’

“Try to find the answer to thismystery,” Doc explained, “and go on from there.”

THE afternoon was wel aong now. In an hour or two, it would be dark.

Doc and Hannah had climbed the sharp face of the volcanic cone to a haght of a few hundred feet, not
S0 high as to be out of the jungle protection, but high enough to get a point for generd observation.



Beow them was a consderable fla area, not very wide, not much more than a quarter of a mile a any
point, but aflat land that was long, the full length of the idand on that side.

“There)” said Hannah, “is where the American government was to build its arfied runway.”

The location was good, Doc could see. A few big bulldozers could gtrip the jungle and leve the ground in
a short time, to make the runway. It was long enough for heavy bombers. And the direction was right,
into the prevailing trade winds. Since, the wind aways came from one direction, more than one runway
would not be necessary.

(The prevaence of strong winds from one direction is characteristic of many of the Caribbean idands. On
some idands, of which the idand of Curacao is typicd, the steady, hard winds have pulled trees out of
shape, dl branches growing off in one direction with the wind, instead of in dl direction as in a normad
tree)

While they were sudying the lay of the ground, noise of a plane came out of the distance. It was a
moderately large ship, dvilian.

“The segplane” sad Hannah. “The one which picked up the parachutists and’—she glanced a
Doc—"flew off toward my idand, Geography Cay.”

The plane did not land immediately. It flew aleg off to the south, then to the north, then into the east.
“Reconnaitering,” Doc said.
1] BlJt WW’?!

They learned the reason for the reconnoitering after the segplane came back and landed, taxied up to the
beach, and the crew got ouit.

They watched closdy, saw one prisoner taken from the plane.
“Magor Lowdl,” Hannah said. “At leadt, they dill have him dive”

Magor Lowdl was dragged into the largest of the stone buildings, the same house into which the other
prisoners had been taken. There were armed guards at the door, and other guards patrolling here and
there.

“Notice the military manner of those guards?’ Doc asked.

Hannah frowned at the scene. “You know, they do act like soldiers, at that. But they are in avilian
clothes”

Doc sad, “Watch that man moving from one guard to another. He seems to be a noncommissioned
officer, checking up on the guard. Watch them sdute him.”

Hannah observed one of the patrols dick off a sdute. She gasped.

“That's not an American sdutel” she exclamed. She looked a Doc. Her face got pale. “That was . . .
was an enemy sdutel”

THEY were ready, then, for the submarine.



The craft got a 9gnd fird. A man waked to the beach edge with three fused gticks of dynamite. He
lighted the fuses from a cigar, threw the gticks far out into the water. The dynamite exploded a intervas
of three or four seconds. The impact doubtless was carried out underwater to the submarine.

The sub surfaced afew moments later. She had been waiting for the sgnd.

Hannah exclamed, “The seaplane! 1t scouted the adjacent sea to make sure everything was clear!”
“Itisan enemy submarine, dl right,” Doc said. He studied the submersible with interest. “Cargo,” he said.
Hannah was pointing at the spot where the underseas boat had surfaced.

“Black bottom,” she said. “I remember, out there where it was lying. There is a lot of seaweed over
black sand. There are saverd spots around this idand, and around dl these idands. A submarine lying
there could not be seen regardless of how bright the sun was or how close over the spot a
reconnaissance plane flew.”

Doc 4ill had a tiny gadget which he habitudly carried, a tube with an arrangement of lenses so that it
could be used as telescope, periscope, breathing tube for use under water, and other purposes. He got it
out and examined the submarine.

“Cargo, dl right,” he said.
Hannah stared. “Cargo,” she said. “You mean that's not a combat submarineg?’

“They probably have torpedo tubes and you can see two deck guns” Doc said. “But this ship is large,
and built for underwater travel over great distances a high speed. A few of them have been sunk, and it
isbelieved they have been more than mother ships for smdler combat submarines.”

The submarine moved inshore. It came rapidly, for the water was deep and free. Close to the beach, it
dackened speed. When it grounded, the bow of the submersble was not more than ten feet from the
beach sand.

They began rigging the equivdent of a breeches buoy, a kind of continuous conveyor for cargo.
Hannah was impressed by the efficiency.
“They've done this before,” she said.

SAILORS were scrambling off the submarine. It was evident that everyone was getting a short leave
ashore to dretch hislegs.

Some of the submarine crew bolted for the house, where there was evidently food and liquor. Others
wandered over to the wire pen, examined the native prisoners, and shouted ribald jokes at the colored
women insde.

Meantime, a squad had been formed of the men who adready had been on the idand. These began
escorting prisoners aboard the submarine.

Firg prisoners taken aboard were Monk and Ham. Renny and Johnny were next. Then Major Lowell
and Stony Smith. Two men ran down the beach chasing the two pets, Habeas Corpus and Chemidry.
They did not catch the animds



Now they began removing the natives from the compound and placing them aboard the submarine.
“Why are they taking those people away on the submarine?” Hannah pondered aoud.
“The reason,” Doc said, “should be farly obvious”

She frowned. “Y ou mean, they're going to take them to Europe as war prisoners to get them away from
theidand?’

“Those natives in the compound,” Doc sad, “are the descendants of pirates, you say?’
“Yes” Hannah nodded. “They are about like the people on my idand.”
“Would they,” Doc asked, “stand by and see something done that would help the Axis powers?’

Hannah shook her head indantly. “They would not. They have their own rather strange customs, and
thelr code of conduct is not the code of many people, but they wouldn't do that. In fact, | happen to
know that many of them have tried to get into the English or American navy.”

“Then,” Doc sad, “if the natives here found out the Axis was usng the idand, they would not stand for
it?

Hannah's face was grim.

“So that's why they're prisoners,” she said. “But | don't understand why that submarineisin here. What is
going on? They are not usng the idand as a submarine base. They could not get away with that.
American patrol planesfly over the idand regularly, looking for just that sort of thing.”

“Y ou remember the parrot's nes?’
“Remember it!” she exclaimed. “The thing has me sllly. It doesn't make sense”

“Wewill probably find,” Doc said, “thet it wasn't exactly a parrot and its nest that was so important. But
that the parrot and the nest was responsible for the trouble starting.”

She shook her head. “| do not understand.”
Doc indicated the volcanic cone behind them. “The formation of thisidand is unusud.”
“Lots of these idands are volcanic in origin—’

“Thisone is different. At firg, it appears to have been formed by an upheavd, then by lava which built up
the top of the cone and pilled down the sides in places. That is not in itsdf extraordinary. But the
geologica formation is not usud.”

“Y ou mean, there's a connection?’
“Apparently.”
“If you've made a guess,” she said, “1 wish you'd tdl mewhat it is”

DOC SAVAGE seemed not to hear the request. He watched the beached submarine for a while. The
bow of the craft was resing on the beach, but they could float it again by blowing some of the bdlast
tanks.



Prisoners were dill being marched aboard. It was evident that they intended to put dl the natives on the
vessd. The natives were not going aboard willingly, but so far it had not been necessary to shoot anyone.

Doc turned to Hannah. “Y our wrigt watch running?’

She examined the timepiece, compared it with Doc's watch. “Seems to be dl right. Only about two
minute differencein time”

Doc set the watches to the same time.

“In exactly one hour,” he said, “1 want you to wak down to the beach and join them.”
Hannah stared a him blankly.

Doc sad, “Tdl them you have decided to join them, and that you want fifty thousand dollars”
“I wouldn' join them for fifty million,” Hannah said.

Doc was slent for awhile “Does that mean you will not tel them that?’

“Of course nat,” she said. “I'll tdl them anything you say—if it will help corner them.”

Doc nodded.

“Convince them,” Doc said, “that your information is valuable. Tdl them that it has to do with something |
did.”

Hannah said, “All right. Whet did you do?’

Doc took asmdl grenade out of hisdothing. “Thisis a time bomb,” he said. “Now, | an going to leave
you here. | have ajob to do with the bomb. That submarine is not going to reach Europe.”

Hannah amiled thinly. “That iswhat | am to tdl them?’

“Exectly,” Doc said. “Tdl them judt that. But wait one hour before you do so. But neglect to tdl them that
you waited an hour.”

Hannah breathed inward deeply and uneeslly. “All right,” she said. “But | hope it works.”

“l hope so, too,” Doc sad.

Chapter Xlll. SEA TRAP
HANNAH waited the hour. It was along time. It was an age.

She worked her way down to the beach, and stood behind a thick pam bole thirty feet from an armed
sentry.

“Hdlo, there,” she cdlled. “Take it easy, pd. | want to tak.”
The sentry jumped, lifted hisrifle. “Who iS?” he demanded in poor English.
Hannah made her voice pleasant, said, “A friend.”

The sentry thought that over. He was intrigued by her voice. “Come out,” he ordered. “Come here,



friend.”
Hannah joined him. The sentry was very favorably impressed when he saw how pretty she was.

“ Ach, fraulein!”
he exclamed. “ Sorechen se Deutsch, bitte?”
“l speak only English,” Hannah said.

The sentry looked at her. He was a burly young men with sensud lips and apprecidive eyes. “You
naive, nein?’ he asked.

“You better cdl your boss, my amorous friend,” Hannah said dryly. “He will want to talk to me”
The sentry grinned. “Tak to me, ja? Much better, ja?”

“Look, Romeo, you're playing with fire” Hannah said. “Cal your boss, or youll wish you had.”
“A kissfird, bitte,” said the sentry. He took a step forward.

A uniformed enemy nava officer appeared. The sentry hastily snapped to attention.

Hannah had not told the truth about understanding only English. She was not a fluent linguis. But she
understood the officer asking the sentry what was going on. And the sentry replied that it was just a girl
who was a native on the idand.

The officer promptly knocked the sentry flat.
“Thet'sfine” Hannah said. 1 thought | would have to get around to doing that mysdf.”

The officer didn't think it was funny. He saized her by the am and rushed her off to the house. Around
the house were some of the gang who had been in Washington.

“That's Hannah,” one of them said. “ She's one of them who helped ir up this trouble.”

“The one who was with this Doc Savage?’

“Thet isright.”

Ingtantly, the officer showed Hannah the muzze of a pigtol and a fierce expression. “Where is Savage?’
“That gun doesn't scare me” Hannah said. “Look here, | came down here because | need some money.”
They did not quite understand. “Money?’

“Hfty thousand dallars” Hannah said.

The officer laughed loudly. “Over one hundred thousand marks,” he said. “Ridiculous”

“Dallars, not marks,” Hannah told him. “I wouldn't give you ten cents a bushd for your marks.”
“Anyway,” sad the officer, “it isridiculous”

“ItIl be worth it.”

“What do you mean?’



“Doc Savage did something,” Hanneh said, “and it will be worth fifty thousand to you to know what it
was. But use your own judgment.”

THE thing did not take sdlling. Hannah was surprised how little sHling it took. They immediatdy believed
her, and they were a great ded more worried than she expected them to be.

They were very scared of Doc Savage.

They threatened her for a while. Then they told her, in a tone which they did not succeed in making
convinang, that they didn't give a damn; that they couldn't take her on the submarine, so they'd probably
have to shoot her. Then they went off and left her guarded by four fierce-looking sailors with light
machine guns.

Through the window, Hannah saw that they were now landing cargo on the submarine.
The cargo surprised her.

It consisted of smadl, but stout wooden boxes. The boxes seemed heavy. There were not many of them.
A dozen or two.

When the last box was loaded, the office—Hannah had concluded by now that the man was the
submarine commander—camein and drew a pitol.

“ Auf wiedersien, fraulein,”
he said. “If you wish to pray, you had better do so0.”
Hannah showed him her teeth. “I pray, dl right,” she said. “But not for mysdf.”

“You might,” said the officer, “help yoursdf by giving dl the information you have concerning the doings
of Doc Savege.”

“I might,” Hannah agreed, “for fifty thousand dollarsin American money.”
“Where would we get American money?’

“In gold, then,” Hannah said. “Y ou have stolen plenty of gold, | imagine”
The officer did some threstening. It got him nowhere.

“Take her on board the submaring,” he said in German. “We sall at once!”

Tha shocked Hannah. She tried to keep her fedings off her face. So they were sdling, and taking her
adong. She hadn't expected that.

Doc Savage had not told her the details of his plan. She had racked her brain without thinking of anything
that one man could do to remedy the situation.

The only thing pleasant and sugaining in the Stuation was the remarkable confidence she had acquired in
Doc Savage. In the beginning, she had been skeptica about the bronze man. She had heard of him. He
was alegend in the far corners of the earth. And privatdy, she had considered him too good to be true.
She had expected him to be aflop.

But she had seen him work, and had changed her opinion. She remembered the breathless busness of



traveling through the trees, and shivered.
They took her aboard the submarine.

The sub blew its forward bdlast tanks, lifted its bow free of the sand. It backed off the beach. It lay
about a hundred yards offshore, wating whilefind preparations were made for departure.

ONE of thefind preparations, it became evident, was to get Hannah to talk.
The submarine commander stood in front of Hannah, scowling, for some time.
“Hfty thousand dollars, eh?’ he said in English.

He went out of the compartment, squeezing through the narrow door in the emergency bulkhead. When
he came back, he had a metal box which seemed heavy, and a sailor was falowing him carrying another
box, a wooden one—one of the boxes which they had just loaded aboard.

The commander opened the metd case. There was ydlow metd indde—amadl bars of gold, molded and
stamped with its vaue.

The officer placed severd of thelittle bars on the sted table.

“Thet,” he said impressively, “isfifty thousand dollars”

“So we are going to make a dedl,” Hannah said, sounding pleased.

“l do not know,” the commander admitted. “We might. But you must know whet you are doing.”
“That,” Hannah said, “would be ahdp.”

The commander studied her. “I've been doing some inquiring about you, and | find you had pirates for
ancestors, and a rather unusud background,” he said. “It is possible | will have to ded with you. Firs,
however, | am going to tel you what you are getting into, and what you will have to do.”

He gestured at the sailor with the wooden box, said, “Open the box and show it to the lady,” in his netive
langueage.

The salor pried the cover off the wooden box. He let Hannah view the contents.

Siver, she thought. Then she changed her idea. Not Slver. This metd was different, different in texture
and color and sheen.

She was no metdlurgist. She knew gold when she saw it; that is, she could tdl it from brass if she
scratched it and found it softer. The same way with siver and lead.

She made a random guess. “Tunggten,” she said.

The submarine commander jumped. He was startled. “You knew tha!” he accused her. “Doc Savage
told you! So Savage solved the mydery at once.”

Truthfully, Hannah said, “Brother, | figured it out for mysdf.”

The officer snorted. “Impossble! It is the opinion of geologigs that no tungsten exids in this part of the
world. The geologicd formations are not right for it. It was only through some fresk in the volcanic



upheava which formed Happy Bones Idand, that a smdl ven of amos chemicdly pure tungsten was
brought up and exposed.”

Hannah thought: So that was what Doc meant when he was talking about the geologically unusual
structure of the idand!

Tunggen! It had been nothing but a random guess on her part. She had seen the metd in eectricd
apparatus, and had read a magezine article about how essentid it wasin war use.

The magazine article on tungsten, she remembered, had said that the Axis powers were franticaly short
of it. Tungsten was a thousand times more vauable to the Axis than gold, because there was <0 little, and
they had to haveit.

“So there is tungsten on Happy Bones,” she said. “Go ahead with your story, commander.”

HE surprised her by complying.

“Tunggten was found on Happy Bones recently by accident,” he explained. “The man who found it could
I it to America, to the United States—for the market price. Or he could sl it to us for a thousand
times that price, paid in gold. So he chose to sl it to us”

“The man being Stony Smith,” Hannah said.
“Do not be slly. Stony Smith is a prisoner aboard. Stony Smith's natives are prisoners aboard.”
“Then who was he?’

“Nein, fraulein

. His identity would be better a secret. He contacted us, and this is the third trip to the idand to get
tungsten. We need much more. There is enough on Happy Bones to supply us. It may wdl mean the
winning of the war for us”

Hannah studied him. “There was a little hitch,” she said, “when the United States decided to put a flying
fidd on Happy Bones”

The submarine commander grimaced. “ Ja! Bad, that. And unexpected. We could not come to Happy
Bones and get tunggten if the Americans had an air base there.”

“And 07’

“So we dispatched our man to Washington to see what could be done. He took dong assgtants who
could pass as Americans. That was in case Mgor Lowdl, the American officer who had charge of
locating the flying field, would not listen to reason.”

Hannah draightened. “Ligten to reason—you mean, you tried to bribe Mgjor Lowel?’

1] Ja!
Exactly. Our man took dong a sample plate of the tungsten—*
“Parrot's nest!” Hannah said, making what she redlized was the wildest kind of guess.

13 Ja!
So you knew that, too? It was a rare, green parrot neting in a cage—*



“That was glly wasn't it?’

The officer amiled proudly. “It was very clever. It was my idea, fraulein. The parrot was rare, its eggs
rarer dill, so rare that none exi in scentific inditutions. Such a parrot, in the act of gtting on its eggs,
was a rare, sdertific exhibit. So our man took it to Washington, to the scientists there. And of course
there had to be a cage. And the bottom plate of the cage was made of our tungsten. No one thought of
naticing that the bottom plate was arare metd. Very clever, eh?”

Hannah thought it over.
“Sill dlly,” she said.

THE submarine commander became dightly indignant. “This is not being told to entertain you,” he
snarled. “Now tdl me, what did Doc Savage do?’

“Fifty-thousand dollars” Hannah said.

“Youwill get it. But you will have to go to Germany and remain until we win the war—"
“Thetll be a heck of along time” said Hannah.

“What did Doc Savage do?’

Hannah gave him the information.

“Doc showed me a grenade, a time bomb,” she said. “And he told me that this submarine would never
reach Europe. Then he walked off and left me”

The commander whitened. “How large a bomb?’
“Smdl one”

The man acted as if he had the bomb in his pocket. He did nothing, could do nothing, apparently, but
bounce up and down for awhile

Then he dived out of the compartment bawling, “Quick! Everybody! Get into the hold! Get those boxes
of tungsten, and get them ashore!”

The submarine had a deep draft, and the hold was a Szeable section alittle forward of amidships. Aft,
there was the engines, the motors, the battery room. Then the hold. And forward, in the bow, the
torpedo room. The crew's quarters was under the conning tower.

Theydling of the commander drew everybody within earshot. They came scrambling. They poured into
the hold.

“Grab those boxed” the commander shouted. “Every man take a box ashore, and quick! There is a
bomb in one of them!”

Hannah thought: What makes him think there is a bomb in one of the boxes? But then, it was logicd.
How dse could a bomb get aboard?

The hold filled with excited men.



Hannah stood outside. The excited commander was beside her. Not dl the sub crew wasin the hold, but
the mgority of them were.

Doc Savage came out of the shadows. He came down from the conning tower hatch, slently and fast.
“Here” sad the surprised commander in German. “Who are you?’

Doc hit him, knocked him headlong through the bulkhead door into the hold. Then Doc dammed the hold
door shut, and came down hard on the mechanical dogs which sedled it.

“Get the prisoners loose,” he told Hannah.

Chapter XIV. STICKS AND STONES

THE prisoners were undernesth, and forward of, the conning tower, in the quarters of officers and crew,
and in a storeroom. Doc got to the first door, and got it open. Hannah was close behind him.

“How did you know they were here?’ Hannah asked, meaning the prisoners.
“Have been lying againg the hull in the darkness for an hour, ligening,” Doc said.

Ingde the tiny cubicle was Monk and Renny, the two best of Doc's group in a free-for-al. Ham and
Johnny were good in afight, but Ham did best with his innocent-looking sword cane, and Johnny was S0
long that there was too much room for men to get hold of him.

Their wrigts were handcuffed with stledd manacles, their ankles were tied with ropes. All the prisoners
seemed to be treated in that fashion.

“They didn't have enough handcuffs to go around,” Monk yelled.
Doc cut the leg bindings.
“Thisis a good time to do the best you can,” he said. “Get going.”

They found Maor Lowel in a cabin dl by himsdf. It was the commander's cabin, so evidently having
Magor Lowel occupy his cabin was the commander's idea of a gesture.

“Hdlo. Have you got agun?’ Mgor Lowdl asked quietly.

“Fgts, and whatever ese you can pick up,” Doc said. “Go to it. Part of them are locked in the hold.
Dont let them out.”

Hannah was not at the bronze man's sde. She was down the corridorlike passage, so narrow tha two
could not pass eadly indde it. She had hold of the dogging handle of a door, and was falling to operate it
because she was unfamiliar with that type of mechanism.

Behind the door, which was the door of a hold, voices were ydling angrily. It was the native prisoner
group. Being cramped in the narrow, unfamiliar confines of the submarine compartment, without good air,
with no idea of what actualy was going to be done with them, had made them anything but passive.

Doc got the door open.

The ndtives piled out. The shouting, the shooting—there was shooting in different places in the submarine
now—touched off afighting frenzy.



“Go aft!” Doc shouted. “Into the engine rooms. Get the enemy!”

Either they didn't understand him, or they didn't give a damn, or they wanted to fight the firgt thing that
moved. They made for him.

Hannah spoke loudly in a didect. It was drictly mixed language she screamed at them—African Gullah,
English, French, locd improvisations.

They let Doc done,
They flowed aft. They were atide of black tigers.

“Wow!” Hannah shrieked. “You want to see thid They speak the same language as my ndives. You
should see them fight!”

She sounded full of glee.

She should have had a cutlass to swing.

DOC went forward into the control room. In this type of submarine, there was usudly an arsena room
near there, containing pistols and rifles and light machine guns. The crew of a submarine do not normaly
function as hand-to-hand fighters, so they do not go about ther duties burdened with pigtols and rifles
Such weapons, never used, would be a nuisance. The chances were that not hdf a dozen men aboard the
submarine had guns, and they would be officers.

But they were at the gun lockers when Doc reached the arsend compartment. Two salors were hauling
out rifles and pigtols and ammunition.

As he came into the compartment, Doc imitated the voice of the submarine commander, and spoke
German.

“Quick, get thoseriflesand hdp me!” he said.

They knew their commander's voice. They were excited. The trick fooled them for a moment. Long
enough for Doc to get his hands on them.

Thefird man, Doc disarmed with a yank. He hit the man with hisfigt, but not as successfully as he would
have liked. The man did a kind of loose-legged dance backward.

The second man evidently had a Japanese background of jujitsu. He drew back with an ogtentatious
show of sending a roundhouse fig a Doc's jaw; ingead of doing that, he jumped with both feet and
kicked. It was very modern judo. It had disabled many a man.

Doc twisted to the sde. The man's feet missed his ssomach. As they went past, Doc grabbed both the
legs. He plunged forward with them, twisting the man's body over.

Theoreticaly, when you completed the judo kick, your body naturdly came to the floor, and you landed
on your hands. But the twiging put the man's back toward the floor, and he hit on the back of his head.

The sailor did not move, except to kick hislegs alittle.

Thefird salor, not greetly dazed by Doc's blow, was going up a ladder to asmdl, open deck hatch.



He had head and shoulders outside when Doc got his legs. The bronze men pulled. The sailor, husky,
hed elbows hooked over the hatch rim. Doc, hanging to the man's legs, swung up and put his own feet
agang the caling and pulled. He got no results.

Doc then digointed one of the man's ankle joints. Unjointing the ankle took drength and knowledge,
because it was not like unjointing awrist or elbow.

Doc then let him go.
The salor flopped around out on deck, screeching. Now he was interested in nothing but his ankle.
Doc locked the arsend with the keys which werein the lock.

He scrambled out on deck, ran past the sailor with the ankle, and headed for the bow deck hatch, the
cargo hatch. They could get that open from below. It took a little time, because it was a big hatch that
was best opened by power. But they could get it open, and they were.

Doc kicked fingers loose from the edge of the hatch. He got on top of the hatch, which was thick enough
to keep back bullets from below.

“Bring those hand grenades!” he shouted.
There was no one near him, and no grenades as far as he knew.
“Bring those grenades!” he roared.

A square figure piled out of the conning tower and came gdloping forward. Monk. He was pleased with
thefight.

He got the idea about the grenades.
“Here are some Mills bombs!” he howled.

He had none, but he made it sound as if he had, and as if it would be the joy of his life to pitch a few
down into the hold. “Well blow 'em to shredsin there!” Monk hollered.

The submarine commander, down below, did not waste any more time.
“Issuch amessredly necessary?’ he asked. “Why couldn't we discuss a surrender.”
He did not sound frightened, just weary and defeated.

THERE was just one more shot.
It did not come immediatdly.

Firg, they got the submarine crew together, searched them, and put them in the cargo hold, which was as
good a temporary prison as any. It was necessary to rescue some of the submarine men from the natives,
who were 4ill indignant and bloodthirsty.

Renny Renwick, who was an atillery expert, unlimbered one of the fiveinch deck guns and lobbed a
couple of shells ashore, together with some threeats in his thundering voice.

Soon prisoners came trooping down to the beach, ams in the air. These were the enemy who had been



ashore. They were surrendering.
Then the shot.

The shot was in the submarine, far aft. A sngle report. It was rather loud, for the aft deck hatch was
open.

A man climbed out and sat on the hatch rim.
Doc went to him. It was Mgjor Lowell.
Theman had a pistal. He eyed the wegpon digtagtefully, then shuddered and tossed it overboard.

Magor Lowdl sad, “I have been a soldier fourteen years. Thisisthefirg time | have been so scared, and
thefirg time | have killed a man.”

“He came hunting you?’ Doc asked. “I was afraid of that.”

Magor Lowdl nodded. “He had to. | was the only one who could actudly prove hisquilt, | suppose. | do
not think his natives knew he was sdling the tunggten to the enemy. | think they were locked up in that
prison compound so they would not suspect. And he had the enemy pretend that they had him a
prisoner, in order to fool everyone”

Doc sad nothing.

“l suppose,” sad Mgor Lowdl, “that he had visons of enjoying the wedth he got from sdling the
tunggten, after the war, in America”

Monk Mayfar had approached. Monk said, “So Stony Smith was the head culprit.”

“Stony Smith,” Mgor Lowdl said, “came to me in Washington and tried to bribe me not to locate a
flying fidd here. He had a parrot and a cage, and the bottom of the cage was a plate of tungsten. That
was his sample, to prove he was not kidding, and that he could pay me a great dedl.”

Monk had gotten a flashlight somewhere. He poked the beam down the hatch.

“Nice shot,” Monk said approvingly. “Right between the eyes”

Major Lowel looked & Doc.

“l am afraid | have offended you,” he said. “I understand it is your policy never to take a humen life”

“Accidents will happen,” Monk said. “Y egh, accidents will happen to guys like Stony Smith.”

HANNAH found the handcuff keys. She began taking the manacles off the wrists of Monk and Ham and
the others. They had fought handcuffed.

“You should fight handcuffed dl the time,” Hannah said approvingly. “It gives you quite a style. Just like
frogs”

Monk was pleased. “You're not exactly alamb yoursdf,” he said.

“You should have seen my Grandmother Abigall Hannah,” Hannah told him. “Now, there was a pirate
for you! She was the greatest of the Hannah women.”



Hannah had something on her mind. “Thisthing is dl done, except for the navy picking up the prisoners
and submarine” she said. “Why don't you felows come over to my idand, Geography Cay, for a vist
andares.”

Monk looked at her again. But she was not watching him; her eyes were on Doc Savage.
It looked like somebody had better rescue Doc from this daughter of the pirates.

And I'm the guy,
Monk thought, who would like to do that rescuing.

THE END



