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Chapter |

The bronze man findly found a piece of rope. He had a worse time locaing one than he had expected,
and toward the last he searched with a haste that was near frenzy.

The rope was three-quarter-inch suff about fifteen feet long, and it smeled of the anti-rust off the tools
and the pipe. He found it on the fourth pipe-truck which he searched, dthough he had supposed there
would be rope on every truck. Rope and chain were necessities on the big multi-ton pipe-trucks, one
would think.

He clutched the rope, and he ran for the loaded pipe-truck that had broken an axle that afternoon. He
ran desperately.

Ealy summer darkness lay over Arkansas, warm and amiable, and there was enough breeze to bring a
dight odor, but not an unpleasant one, of the dough to the south.

Theriver was farther east. One couldn't say the river was a sound, but it was diginctly a presence and a
fierce power. It wasn't a fierce-looking river. It was referred to more often as a ribbon of mud. Yet it
was no ribbon, because a ribbon is something soft, something for a lady. This river was something for
gafish that tasted of carrion, mud-cats, water-dogs; it was a repdling river, unlovely to look at and
heart-breaking to ded with. It was a nasty, muddy, sulking presence in the eastern darkness.
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The bronze man with his rope reached the pipe-truck with the snapped axle. He crawled under it. He
knew exactly the spot he wanted, not under the truck itsdf, but under the pipe-trailer, beneeth the mighty
lengths of twenty-four-inch ail pipdine river-casing. This suff wasn't the land casng, which was heavy
enough; it was the specid river casng.

The bronze man made himsdf a ding under the pipe. A hammock, a tight, snug little place to lie
supported by the rope held been in such awild haste to find. When he was done, and hauled up sug in
the ding-hammock, one could look under the truck and not see him.

But if one happened to crawl under the truck, even partly under it, and poke around with a flashlight
beam, he was sure to be seen. And once found, for a moment or two he would be helpless there. It was
agood place to hide, but it wasn't a good place to be caught hiding. Not if one took into consideration
the kind of athing that was happening.

The bronze man lay very dill. He coiled the end of the rope on his somach. He wouldnt, he thought,
care for more than haf an hour of hanging like this. But it shouldn't take that long.

He ligened to the night sounds, the crickets and the frogs and the owls, the rumbling of trucks in the
distance, the heavy iron animd noises of bulldozers, the grinding of tripod-winches. The noises that go
with the laying of a twenty-four-inch petroleum pipeine.

The noises sounded sharp and hearty enough. There was nothing sick-sounding about them, nothing at
dl.

There should have been.

SHORTLY another man came to the pipe-truck, coming idly, sauntering, pretending he was out for a
wak. He was whidling softly so that no one would think he was trying to sneak or prowl. He reached the
pipe-truck and leaned againd the trailer duas and whistled. But he wasn't a good actor, and his whigling
was unnaturdl.

The second man came more quietly. “Joe?’ he said.

“Right.”

“Nice night.”

“Uh-huh,” Joe said.

“Got afleshlight?”

“What you want a flaghlight for?’

“Want to take a look around.”

“l @nt got one. Pack'll have one. Pack carries one dlatime”

Pack came shortly. Another man was with him, a man called Dave. Pack said he had his flashlight. He
sad hedd look around.

“Want to see how bad that axle's broke,” Joe said.

He didn't want to see how bad the axle was broken. He couldn't see anyway, because a truck axle was



ingde a housng, and anyway, if they broke, they broke. There wasn't such a thing as a bad break or a
minor break. They just broke.

Joe put the flaghlight beam into the pipe-truck cab. He put it under the truck, under the pipe, over the
ground, around the whedls, in front of the truck, behind it, and he rammed the rod of light from the flash
down each one of the load of twenty-four-inch river-weight pipes.

“Okay,” he said. “We got the place to ourselves.”

“That'swhy | put out the word for you to meet me here,” Pack said. “Nobody around. Nobody got any
reason to come around. Anyhow, this won't take long.”

“Let's get it over with,” Joe said. “Thisis the night I'd set aside to catch up on my deep.”
“Hdl of alot of deep youll get tonight.”
“What do you mean?’

Pack was chairman of the megting. Pack was sharper, more suave than the others. Possbly he was a
little smarter. But none of them were dumb; they weren't honest, and they weren't stupid.

Pack said, “Go take another look around, Joe. Here's the flaghlight.”
“Dammit, we took alook around,” Joe complained, but he moved off with the flashlight.

Pack said, “You guys keep ligening and wetching thet light of Joe's. You might see or hear something
Joe would miss”

“Say!” said the man cdled Dave. “What you trying to do, scare the hdl out of us?’
Pack said, “1 wouldn't want anybody to overhear this. Neither would you.”

“Why not?”

“Wait until Joe takes another look around.”

Joe had hislook. He came back. He said, “Nobody around. Why so careful?”’

“We got to kill aman,” Pack said. “And weve got to do it quick.”

NO one said anything, not a word. The heat lightning winked redly in the distance, and an owl hooted in
the dough. Far away, somebody began begting a pipe with a dedge, meking a dull bdl-like rhythm. Joe
coughed. He said, “Here, Pack, isyour flashlight.” He wasn't casua. He wasn't even trying to be casud.
He sounded about like any man would sound who had been told he was going to participate in a murder
tonight. Startled, frightened, sick.

Pack said, “1 dont likeit elther. But there's no other way out.”

No one answered him for awhile Then Dave said, “Let me say something right now: I've never killed a
mean. It1l take a damned good reason to make mekill a man. A mighty damned good reason.”

“Youvegot it,” Pack told him.

“| doubt that! By Heaven, | doubt that!” The fear in Dave's voice crawled like a snake.



There was a slence. Probably the others were thinking about the way Dave sounded, wondering if there
would be as much gut-torn terror in their own voicesiif they spoke.

Pack cleared his throat. “You yedlow-bdlied son!” he sad softly. “Logst your ingdes right out on the
ground, haven't you?’

Dave breathed inward and outward deeply, audibly, the way a Sck man bregathes.
“Takeit easy,” he sad. “I'mdl right.”

“You sure as hdl don't sound dl right.”

“I'm scared,” Dave sad.

“How scared?’

“Sipit!” Dave said hoarsdly. “Don't push me. I'm dl right. Just don't push me, isdl!”
Again dlence, until Joe said unessly, “Davewill be dl right. | know Dave.”

Pack told Joe, “You'd better know him. Y ou recommended him.”

“Ligen, take it easy,” Joe pleaded.

Pack lit a cigarette. His hand shook, and he stared a the trembling hand. He grunted unpleasantly. “I'm
jittery mysdf,” he said.

It was adiplomatic statement.
“That'swhat | mean,” Dave said eagerly. “I've got the jitters, isdl. | didn't mean anything.”

Pack shook out the maich. He grinned in the darkness. He had ddiberatdly made his hand shake, for
there was actudly no tremor in him and no touch of uncertainty. He had long suspected Dave was wesk,
and amoment ago he had made certain. Dave's weakness would have to be dedt with, but this was no
time for that. With his little sheking of hand and his fase admisson of fear, Pack had avoided doing
anything about it now.

Pack ddiberately held slence for awhile, letting the other three stew. The crudty in Pack was more than
adtreak; it was the big thing in his nature, and he enjoyed it the way some men enjoy strong drink, others
amed and others awoman. Findly he spoke.

“Jones” he said. “The one they cdl Preach Jones. He's down in the paybook as Alvin Edgar Jones.
Know him, any of you?’

The last question, did they know Jones?, was a master touch, a belt-punch.
“Joned” Joe said hoarsdly. “Y ou mean it's Jones?’
“That's right.”

THEY knew Jones. One or another of them had had Preach Jones in his har a some time, but it was
dartling to discover, out of aclear sky, that they were to murder him. Preach Jones was not an invested
minigter of the gospel, nor even a preacher a dl, so far as any organized reigious group was concerned.



He was merdy a little man, with big soft eyes behind spectacles, who was dways trying to carpenter
other men'slivesinto a godly shape.

Qil pipeine condruction is a hairy-chested job. This present Colbeck Construction Company project
was no exception; tougher, if anything, because modly there were old-timers on the job. The armed
services had the young men. The felows Colbeck Congtruction had hired were of the tough old schoal,
from the days when pipe-joints were put together with threads, and tongued in place with brute swedt,
when the men lived in tent camps and there were fights every night and a killing every week or so. The
nice men, the engineers and the college products, were away fighting Japs and Germans.

Preach Jones was a santly little nuisance with the ability to make you fed ashamed for saying a mouthful
of cusswords. But he was nice. Somehow it inspired you to talk to him. You liked to tak to him; you
found yoursdf tdling him things that were close to your heart. He was a sympathetic listener.

Pack knew what the others were thinking.
“Thereis no other way out of it,” Pack told them grimly. “So don't start thinking up arguments.”
No one spoke.

Pack added, “The story isalong one, and we're not too sure of the details. All we know is that Preach
Jones talked to Carl Boordling one time when Carl was doppy drunk. You know how Carl was-when
he got doppy, he would get to thinking about his past, and it would scare him. Well, Jones happened to
get hold of Carl, and out came the whole story.”

Pack paused for emphess.
“There was enough in what Carl told Jones to hang dl of us and wreck everything,” he added.

The fourth man whose name had not yet been used swore degply and vicioudy. “Carl would do thet!
Damn a man who dops when he's drunk!”

Pack said, “Timeis getting short. Jones is going to go aong the hill road about nine o'clock. We can head
hm off there.”

“We haven't more than a hdf hour,” Joe said. “It's nearly eight-thirty.”

“That'sright,” Pack agreed. “Joe, you and Dave will hide in the brush dongsde the road. Guernsey, you
stop Jones. I'll come up behind Jones and blackjack him. If he ydls, Joe and Dave will close in quick.
The idea is to get him without any noise, and get him out of there without hurting him too much. That's
why I'll do the blackjacking mysdf. Don't any of you other guys hit him over the head or the heart. We
don't want him killed.”

Far away, toward the river, a seamboat whisle sounded mournfully. The dogs on farms for miles
around, asif they had been waiting for such an excuse, began yapping.

Pack finished, “WEell take Jones back in the hills a ways and have a tak with him. Weve got to know
how much he's told.”

There was another dlence. Dave began to make his hard-breathing sounds again, deep and heavy,
panting, as if the fear and nausea were animas in his chest over which he had no control. “Who-who-"
Dave choked on the question, tried again with, “Who is going to-to-"

“Well get to that,” Pack told him. “Killing amanis easy at thetime. It's just the before and after that gets



your nanny.”
“Takeit easy, Dave” Joe sad.
Pack turned away in the darkness. “Let's get going,” he said. He spat.

Chapter Il

THE bronze men dipped the knots in the rope which had hdd him againg the pipe, concealed. He
crawled out on the sde of the pipe-truck where the moonshadows were thick, and for a fev moments
kneaded the places where the rope had cramped him. He crawled back under the truck and got the
rope, so that no one would have his suspicions aroused by finding it there.

He et off for the so-caled hill road. There was no migaking the road. It swept in easy curves up to the
crest of the mountain which overlooked the vastness of the lowlands where the river and the marshes and
the farmlands stretched. Ten minutes should bring him to it.

The man he wanted now was Jones.

He had not learned much, hiding there. Not as much as he had expected to learn. Not enough, sanding
by itsdlf, to repay him for the tedious sherlocking by which he had learned there was to be a medting at
the broken-down pipe-truck tonight.

He tossed the rope on to a parked cat tractor, left it there. It had served its purpose.
Jones. Jones was the man he needed now.

He had not heard of Jones before. As a matter of fact, he had heard very little about anything. The sum
total of what he had known before was hardly more than he had learned by roping himsdf under the
truck and eavesdropping. So he was glad to hear of Jones.

Jones was something tangible. Jones was a door. If the door could be opened it might reved the entire
mysery.

The bronze man began running. He ran lightly, for alarge man, with along muscular spring in his legs and
an easy agility over logs and through the brush. It was not too dark to tdl fairly wel where the thickest
undergrowth lay, and avoid it.

He knew where the ridge road lay. The firg thing he had done, one of the firg things he dways did in a
matter of this kind, was look over the vidnity. The things he noted were the roads, the buildings, the
paths, the short-cuts, and whenever possible he learned by inquiry the locd names and nicknames for
those places.

He had nat, as yet, introduced himsdf to anyone, or stated his purpose to anyone. No one, as far as he
was aware, knew who he was or why he was here. He had told no one. He had been careful not to ask
enough questions to seem suspicious.

He had been quiet and inconspicuous. He had observed. It wasn't an accident that he had watched Pack
quite a lot. Pack was the one name held known when he came.

Pack's ful name was Lowd| Packard. He was a welder. What ese he was wasn't certain yet. His name
hed merdly been given the bronze man as a possible suspect.



Waiching Pack, the bronze man had seen him contact the other four, one a a time, and make the
arrangements for the meeting tonight. With the aid of very good binoculars and a not inconsderable Kill
a lip-reading, the bronze man had learned that they would meet at the truck, and when.

Pack was acting, the bronze man suspected strongly, at the behest of someone else. But he didn't know
who. Nor did he know how Pack had reached the higher-up.

The bronze man came to the ridge road. He reached it near the foot of the hill, a poor place to waylay
anyone. He reasoned that Pack and the others would be in wait further up the road.

The road was graveled. There was dmogt no grader ditch. Weeds grew up out of the gravel beside the
road, rank and uncut. He lay in the weeds, waiting.

It seemed he waited no time at dl before he heard footsteps coming. He dared nat lift his head, because
the weeds werent tdl.

The footsteps came rgpidly. Then they paused. They came rapidly again, and this haste was followed by
another pause. It was an unnaturd way to walk.

The bronze man took a chance and lifted his head. He could see a figure, only the outlines of it. But he
saw enough to know that the person was agitated, and stopping to lisen every few paces.

When the figure came abreast, the bronze man came up slently out of the weeds and seized the person.
He knew he'd made an error, that he had hold of awoman, but it was too late then.

IMMEDIATELY he made a second error, when his impulse to be polite caused him to release the
woman. He didn't quite release her. Jugt intime, he redlized she had a gunin the waistband of her dacks.

She managed to draw the weapon, but he got hold of it. It was a revolver, a hammer modd. He got his
thumb-web between the hammer and the breech so the hammer could not fdl. The hammer had a
firing-gpike on it which dug into his hand.

She sad, “Jones, you foal! I'm Nola Morgan!”

The bronze man paid no attention, and kept working on her hand, not too roughly, until he had the gun.
Jugt as he got it, she peded hisshinwith a kick. She tried to run. He caught her.

Because he thought Jones might come aong the road, and he sill wanted to catch Jones, too, he hauled
the womean off the road into the shadows.

“Takeit easy.” He made his voice gentle, so as not to frighten her more.
She surprised him then.

“Joned” she said. “ Jones, what do you think you are pulling?’

So she thought he was Jones.

“Bedill,” he said. “Ligten for a minute”

He wanted her to be quiet until Jones came dong, then he would grab Jones, and it would straighten itsdf
dl out, he hoped.



“Thisis going to get you nothing but trouble, Jones,” she said.
“Shut up,” he ordered.
She sad, “Dont tdl me what to do!”

He startled her by holding hisfigt, huge and bronze, close to her nose. “Look, how would you like to be
hit with that? he demanded. He wanted Slence urgently.

Unimpressed, she demanded, “What are you pulling?’

He didn't answer. She was spegking in a low voice, and he decided to take a chance on hearing Jones
coming before Jones heard them.

He had no idea who this girl was, any more than he could tdl what she looked like in the darkness. He
decided to fish for information, and dropped in his hook by saying, “lIan't this what you expected to

happen?’
“I'm not too surprised,” she sad indantly.
“That's good.”

“Ligen, | told you | would pay you for the truth about the misericord,” she said. “I will pay you. I'll even
pay you more than | said.”

“Areyou sureit isthe right misericord?’ the bronze man asked.

“It's the one Carl Boordling made in the penitentiary,” she said.

CARL BOORDLING? Who was Carl Boordling? The four men had mentioned him at their conference
a the pipe-truck. Carl Boordling was the man who got doppy in his cups and talked too much to Jones.
Tdling so much that the men fdt they must now kill Jones because he had lisgened and was himsdf going
to tak. The bronze man wished he knew more about Boordling.

“When was that?’ he asked.

“Before he died,” she said.

“Oh, before Boordling died,” he said.

He was going dowly, picking his way, feding.

Suddenly she demanded, “Was Boordling killed because of that misericord?’
“What makes you think that?’

“I don't know. Was he? Oh, | know the doctor at the penitentiary decided Boordling had committed
suicide by drinking sodium sulphocyanate. They said he got it out of the chemica stock they used in the
photographic class. But he could have been murdered, couldn't he?’

“Those penitentiary physicians are usudly good men.”

“But this one didn't know what was going on.”



“Have you any proof?’
“Thet was one of the things you were going to give me, wasn't it?” she demanded.

He was cornered. She expected some kind of a direct answer. His mind raced, and he decided to try to
evade the corner by putting her on the defensive again.

“Weve got to be sureit isthe same misericord,” he said.

“Itid It's the one Boordling gave me, dong with that strange note.”

He said quickly, “What about the note? Let's seeif it checks with what 1 know about it.”
He tried to keep any hint of groping out of his voice.

“Why do you want to know?’ she demanded.

“l have to be sure”

“Wdl, it's the right misericord-"

“The note. What did the note say?”’

“The exact words were, This bloodthirsty looking trinket is not what it seems to be at dl. It has a story
to tdl. Keep it, please, because it is not a gift, and it is important. You do not know me, so you can be
aure thismisericord isn't a gift. It is, incdentaly, an exact copy of the one Napoleon Bonaparte owned.
But that's not why | want you to keep it. Don' tdl anyone about it, please.™

The bronze man said, “That isalong note. Y ou remember it quite well.”

“l should as many times as I've read it.”

“It sounds as if an educated man wrote it.”

“Boordling was educated. He was an engineer for some dectricad company once, wasn't he?’
Up the road, higher on the hill, there was a struggle and alow outcry.

Jones! They had caught Jones up there.

THE bronze man was on his feet indantly. He gripped the young woman's am and spoke to her with
imperative haste.

“I'm not Jones!” he said. “They've caught Jones up there. They were lying in wait for him. They've got
him. They're going to kill him. We've got to stop it. Now don't ask questions, and come with me.”

He didn't redly expect her to comply, but he was pleased when she did.
“All right,” she said.

The bronze man left the road and headed for the sounds he had heard. The road mounted the hill in
sweeping curves, and he was cuitting across, saving time.,

“Who are you?’' the woman whispered.



“Quiet!” he said.

The going was fairly open. There was some buckbrush, afew redoaks, but modly there was thick grass,
sopping wet with dew. Such rock as there was was sandstone, and not very noisy when they stepped on
it.

He heard sounds again. He gripped the girl's shoulder, pulling her to a stop, then down, whispering,
“They're coming thisway.”

They crouched there, and soon the four men-Pack, Dave, Joe, Guernsey-came sumbling past, dragging
afifth limp figure.

“l think he's dead,” Dave said. “Pack, | think you smashed his skull.”

“Oh, put him down. He's just knocked out,” Pack said. “Lay him down. Thisis as good a place as any to
work on him.”

They let Jones drop loosdly on the sod. Then they waited. They were breathing heavily. Pack struck a
meatch and lit a cigarette, then said, “You might as wel smoke if you want to. Itll be aminute”

How frightened they were, and how dependent on Pack, was pitifully shown by the way dl of them
immediatdy lit cigarettes. Pack must have redized this, because he laughed.

Pack was the manager, the dominant force, as he said, “You did pretty good, Dave. | was worried about
the way you were acting earlier.”

“Ilmakeit,” Dave said.

Suddenly there was a rushing, a scuffle, blows, grunts, ayel choked off. All was confusion for a moment.
Then strained slence fdl.

“Damn him!” Joe said. “He woke up and played possum and tried to get away.”

“| told you he wasn't bad hurt,” Pack said. Pack stood over Jones. “Jones, well kill you next time. You
lay il and lisen and answer questions, understand.”

JONES had a good voice. It dill had melody and roundness in spite of the strain and terror in the man.
“Who-who are you?’ he asked. “Say, are you Pack? Y ou sound like Pack.”

“It's Pack,” Pack said.

“Whew! Gee whizZ! | thought a bunch of hijackers had waylad me. Let me up, fdlows”

Pack laughed, briefly and explosivey. “Let him up, he says. Hear that? He thinks were playing. Like hdl
he does.”

Jones was slent for a moment. When he spoke, the little rdief that had come into his voice was gone.
“What're you pulling on me?’ he demanded uneesly.
“It'sa case of you pulling something on us,” Pack said. “Ian't it?’

Jones didn't answer.



Pack said, “Where were you going just now? Up to the Morgan house on the hill, weren't you?’
“Of course,” Jones said. “What's wrong-"

“You're feding pretty sassy,” Pack told him.

“Naturdly, | resent-”

Pack, uang a conversationd tone, said, “ Some guys never learn.”

There was a gasp, a moan, the moan more of mentd than of physicd agony. It was Jones, and &fter he
moaned, he made various whimpering sounds of complete terror.

Pack said quietly, “Next timeI'll put the knifeinyour guts and | don't mean maybe. Now | want sraight
tak out of you and no lip.”

In the darkness where they were crouched, ligening, the gil Nola Morgan put her lips close to the
bronze man's ear and whispered sckly, “They mugt have stabbed him.”

The bronze man said, “ Sh-h-h,” softly. There was nothing they could do about it now. The stupid thing he
had done was to wait until something like this happened. As much as he had dedt with men whose
emotions were made erratic by excitement, he should have known Pack might suddenly wound or kil
Jones.

Pack was saying, “Y ou were going up that hill to talk to Nola Morgan.”
“I-1 made a date with her,” Jones said hoarsdly. “Sheis avery attractive girl, and | am very fond-"

Pack snorted. “You never met her in your life. You've seen her, probably. But never met her. We could
tdl that from the way you talked to her over the telephone.”

“Y ou-telephone-?’ Jones voice had suddenly become as hollow as a voice could become.

Pack said, “We put a tap on your telephone ling, brother. We've had atap on it ever snce we found out
Carl Boordling unburdened himsdf to you when he was tight.”

“Oh!” Jones sounded sick. “You heard metrying to sl the information to Miss Morgan?’

“That's exactly what we heard. We were a little surprised a you, Jonesy. You're supposed to be a
sanctimonious so-and-so, and it kind of upset us to hear you taking money to the Morgan girl the way
you were talking it.”

Jones thought abouit it, evidently, for awhile
“Look, Il drop the whole thing,” he offered.

“Now you're talking our language” Pack told him. “Except for one thing: The story has dready gotten
around.”

“It couldn't!” Jones gasped. “1 havent told anybody.”

Pack grunted. He was pleased. There had been akind of absolute truth in Jones statement, a findity. He
hadn't told anyone. A man as scared as Jones smply could not have gotten that much truth-sound into a
lie



“That's dl, brother,” Pack said. He had the knife.

Chapter Il

THE bronze man ran, then dived for Pack. He hadn't seen Pack's knife yet, could not even see in the
murk what Pack was doing. But he knew enough from the man's tone.

He came down on Pack from the side, hitting the man, driving him down into the grass. He hit Pack on
the sde of the neck, partly on the jaw, and grasped Pack’s knife am and twisted it. He twisted to break
the arm rather than get the knife, fdt the padded snap as the bones, fird the radius and then the ulng,
broke. Pack screamed, as any man would scream, with the full rush of his lungs and his voca cords
meaking nothing but noise.

The bronze man clutched at Jones. Jones was moving. Jones was very scared. They hadn't tied him, and
he wanted to get away from there.

Jones fought madly when he was seized.
“Stop it!” the bronze man said. “I'm helping you.”

Jones kept fighting. He fought now, more than he had before. The bronze man ran with him. Jones tried
to trip him. The bronze man dugged Jones, usng a short punch with his right hand.

The blow hit Jones on the throat, and for the next five minutes, Jones made a continuous series of gagging
noises as he tried to get his paradyzed neck muscles to function.

A gun exploded, making a winking of reddish light and the thunderous amount of noise that a firs shot
from a gun aways seems to make.

The bronze man shouted, “Closein! Get them! Arrest them!”

His voice had remarkable power. It was a trained voice, and he gave it dl the volume he conveniently
could, hoping to frighten the four men.

Theydl might have had some effect. It was hard to tel. Certainly it didn't stop the shooting. There was
more of that, aloud banging of guns and noise of bullets knocking about in the trees.

The bronze man reached the girl, “Run,” he said.
“I know these woods,” she said, in amuch quieter voice than he expected. “Thisway.”

She led the route. She was fagt for a girl, and because she seemed to know exactly where she was
putting her feet with each step, she gave im arun for a quarter of amile

A few bullets followed them. Pack and his men could hear them, of course. But the trees were thick, the
rocks big, and it was dark.

She was leading the route downhill.
“Don't you live on top of the hill?" the bronze man demanded.
“Yes. But that's exactly the way they'll expect usto go,” she said. “They might head us off.”

“They didn't know you were dong,” he said.



She stopped. “They didnt, did they? That makes me fed foolish.”

“Better keep going.”
“Where are we going?’

“I| have atraller about amile from here. That will do.”

THE bronze man had obtained the traler his firs day here. There had been difficulty about getting a
house-trailer, because of the war-time scarcity. But he had inssted on the trailer, because it was the most
inconspicuous way of living on this pipeline condruction job. Most of the workmen lived in house-trailers.
He had inssted, and he had gotten the trailer, but he was startled when it arrived. It was drictly a de luxe
job, something that belonged in a PAm Beach traller park instead of a rough and tough pipeline job. He
had a suspicion that it might be making him noticesble.

Nola Morgan looked around the traller and was impressed enough to say, “It's nice”

So was she, the bronze man thought. He hadn't been expecting anyone like her. She was tadl and smooth
and golden. She had aflashing vitdity, an diveness, and no makeup. She wore dacks and a wais and a
fidd jacket and alarge handkerchief over her hair.

When he redlized he was staring, he stopped it. He put Jones on the bed.

Jones was a round, fat, jolly-looking man. He looked like a cherub, a sdesman in a bakery, a little fat
Santa Claus in a department store. His pockets held a tota of fourteen wooden pencils differing in color,
gze and length, a billfold containing twelve one-dollar hills, a draft card dassfication 1-A (H), a Bible,
severd rdigious tracts, and sdes tax mill-tokens from Missouri and Kansas.

“Not very illumingting,” the bronze men said.
Nola Morgan had watched his searching of Jones. “Do you have alegd right to do that?’ she demanded.

Her sharpness irritated him. “Is that important?’ he said. He knew she did not trust him. It followed that
she would not talk fredy.

Jones was conscious. The last sound he had made had been the gagging and hacking as he tried to
relieve his throat from the paradyzing effects of the blow with which the bronze man had slenced him
during the rescue on the hill. He had not spoken since.

“Jones,” the bronze man said.

Jones stared a him. He stared fixedly, strangdly. He did not spesk.
“Want to tak to us about a misericord?’ the bronze man asked.
Jones cleared histhroat. “I think | know who you are.”

“Could be”

“Yes, gr, thereisnot a bit of doubt in my mind about who you are. I've seen pictures of you. I've heard
of you, too.”

“Wart to talk fredy?’



“No! No, | dont!” Jones closed his eyes for a moment, then shuddered. “The fact that you are here-a
men of your consequence here, investigating, incognito-proves to me that this affair is a great ded more
vad than | imagined. | do not want anything more to do with an affar of such enormity.” He looked
Seadily at the bronze man. “I haven't another word to say.”

“You'rein pretty deep to back out.”
Jones nodded dightly. He shrugged. The gestures meant held made up his mind.

There was tape in the firg-ad kit in the gdley locker. The bronze men tore strips and sealed Jones
mouth, after meking sure there was no impediment in his nasal passages which would keep him from
breething. He tied Jones with the clothedine, hand and foot.

Then he gestured to the girl that she was to go out Sde with him. She was puzzled, but she followed.

The darkness was 4ill, musky. The heat lightning jumped with more livdiness in the distance. The night
hed settled down to a cdm. The noises of the actud condruction near the river were far away and

peaceful.
“Why did you do that-tie him and leave imin there?’ the gil demanded.

“They may fdlow us here. If they do, we had better be outsde.”
“You think they will?" she asked, suddenly unessy.

“Let's make sure”

“What did he mean he recognized you?’

“He was possibly mistaken.”

“Oh, no, he wasn't!” she said sharply. “He recognized you. He said hed seen your picture and heard of
you. Who are you?’

“That doesn't matter,” he said.

“Who are you?' she asked sharply.

HE stood in the murk frowning and wishing he knew more about handling women. They mystified him as
aclass and invarigbly baffled him as individuds.

He had no intention of tdling her who he was. He had taken infinite pains to conced hisidentity.

He had even changed his persona appearance. His hair was different; this dull black was not its normd
color. The muddy brown of his eyes was not normd, ether. The change in eye-tint he had managed with
plagtic contact lenses which fitted directly againgt the eye. These were tinted. He had managed a stoop to
look less tal and a douching walk that was aso a help. His skin was unchanged, because its naturd deep
bronze was too hard to change with dye. There was no skin dye that would stand up dependably under
wegther, wear, srong soaps and the gasoline or tetrachloride which pipdine workers used to get grease
off their hands. It had been hisintention to get ajob in one of the pipe-line crews.

He said, “We have some time to talk now. Suppose you tdl me afew things”



“| asked who you are,” she said sharply. “Arent you going to answer that?’
“No.”
“Dont expect anything out of me, then,” she said.

He said patiently, “If | knew more about you, who you are and what is your connection with the efair, |
might fed free to tdl you a great ded you do not know.”

“I'm not tempted,” she said. But she was intrigued by the idea that he might tdl her much that she did not
know. He could sense her interest. He knew aso that she was trying to hide her interest, and this made
him angry. He was playing games himsdlf-but that didn't keep him from getting impatient.

He demanded, “What were you doing on that road tonight?”

Startled, she answered, “1 wanted to make sure Jones came done to talk to me. | hid &t the foot of the
hill road, where the road turns off the highway, to watch him go past. He went past done. | waited long
enough for him to get well ahead, then headed for the house to meet him. That was when you caught
rre”

“Why was it important he come aone?’

“l was scared,” she said. “And if you think | am going to keep on taking to you without knowing who
you-"

He gripped her shoulder, sad hedlily, imperatively, “Get down! Somebody's herel” He had heard a amdl
sound from the darkness nearby.

“Who isit?" She sounded frightened.
“Wait here” he whispered. “Keep down flat.”

THE bronze man crawled, a few inches a atime, in the direction of whatever it was he had heard. He
came to agmdl ravine. He lay there, waiting, knowing he must be close to whoever had made the noise.
Asfor the sound, he had decided it had been aman who had tried to sneeze and who had dmos difled
it.

He was right. Close at hand, a man sad in a low cautious voice, “God bless it, I'm going to have to
Sneeze agan!”

“Rub your upper lip like the devil,” someone whispered. “That might hep.”
After awnhile, the other said, “1 think it's going to help.”

“It's these dang weeds growing around here, probably. | don't see the sense of waiting here in this ditch,
anyhow. How much longer we gonna do this?’

“Until something happens, | guess.”
“ Suppose nothing does?’

“In that case, the sheriff said to walk in and ask questions of whoever we found.”



“We're going to sound silly as hell, asking questions without knowing whét to ask about.”
“Yousadit”
“Did you hear this telephone cdl the sheriff got?’

“No, he took it himsdf. The sheriff doesn't excite easy, and this got him tirred up, so there mugt be
something to it.”

“Man or woman on the phone?’

“That was afunny part of it. It was ether a woman trying to sound like a man, or a man trying to sound
like a woman, the sheriff said. He wasn't sure which.”

“Queer budness”

“Uhrhuh. This party on the phone said there was going to be a murder around that trailer tonight, and to
watch it. It was queer, dl right.”

They lapsed into slence. In the distance, far away where they were beginning to put the pipdine across
the river, men began beating a pipe with dedges. They beat the pipe with a regular mechanical cadence.

One of the men in the ditch complained, “1 wish they'd get that damned pipeine built through here.
There's been more stinking trouble snce condruction started.”

“It sure gtirred up the Colbecks and the Morgans.”

“When old Erasmus Morgan was murdered, it stirred up a hornet's net, dl right.”
“Y ou think Bill Colbeck killed Erasmus Morgan?’

“| doubt it. He had an dibi.”

“I know. But sometimes | wonder.”

“Ligen, Colbeck isnt enough of a damned fool to kill a Morgan and open tha old feud. Colbeck
Congtruction Company is building this ling, and it's going to go broke if this trouble keeps up.”

“It won't go broke aslong as Art Strain is around to throw more money into the concern.”

The other deputy-the pair were obvioudy sheriff's deputies-chuckled. “That's quite a Sate of affars The
generd manager of a company furnishing money to keep it going.”

“Wl, it's no skin off my nose, and dl | wish is that the danged pipdine was built. | hear the aamy and
navy needs the all thislinewill take to the east coast. | hear it's what held up the invason.”

There came from the trailer a noise that was neither scream nor words, but alittle of each, with a gurgling
overtone of desth. Modlly it was a nasal noise, something a man would make through his nodtrils aone, if
hismouth was sealed. There was a complete, utter findity about the noise, a finished horror, an ending.
The man who made that noise had died and you knew it.

The men from the sheriff's office piled out of the ditch, dl but trampling the bronze man. The pair raced to
the traller, burst ingde with flashlightsin their hands. They cast the flashlight beams around.

“Oh, mather!” One of the deputies said suddenly, and he came to the traller door and was sick a his



somach.

The other deputy said, “It's that little fat guy named Jones. One of the pipdiners” He whistled in wonder.
“My God, they sure cut his throat from here to there.”

Chapter IV

THE bronze man ligened for some sgn from Nola Morgan, but none came. He watched the deputies
throw thelr flaghlight beams around suspicioudy, saw the light hit the exact spot where he had |eft the girl.
She wasn't there. She had gone, ether of her own accord or under force.

One deputy started to dash off into the darkness. The other shouted, “Where you going, Sam?’ Sam said
he was going to catch the blankety-blank that used the knife.

The other deputy said, “Youll get an intestine shot out, too. Come back here, you fool. Let's use the
telephone in here and cal for hdp.”

“Is there atelephonein the traller?’
1] Sjre_”

Sam came back and stood in the traller door. He did not go ingde, but stood in the door. After he had
looked indde, he was sick again. He swore at his nausea.

“That knife on the floor; that's the one, ain't it?’ he asked.
“Sure. It matches the other cutlery.”

The bronze man giffened. The trailer, which was far more ornate than he had wanted, was equipped with
Slverware and cutlery in matching chrome and plagtic. He had used the knives in cooking. His fingerprints
would be on them.

Uneasiness began to crawl through his nerves. The men from the sheriff's office had been drawn here by
an anonymous telephone cdl. They had been promised a murder. The murder had eventuated. Jones was
dead, and the bronze man's knife had been used. There was reason to be scared.

The sheriff's man in the traller was saying over the telephone, “Sure, sure, of course he was killed by
whoever was livingin the traller. The guy who lives here came home a while ago and unlocked the place
and went in. There was somebody with him, probably this Jones who got his throat cut.”

He paused to get a question from the other end of the wire.

“Hes abig guy, if | remember,” he said. “Kind of a deeply tanned skin. Seems to have been around a
lot, but not doing much of anything.”

The bronze man eased away. The neighborhood was no place for him to be caught.

What had happened to Nola Morgan he did not know. He did not think it was anything violent. And his
conviction was that she was not in the neighborhood.

He went to the highway, reasoning that an darm had not yet been broadcast, and began to run. He ran
half a mile without dackening speed, and turned in a a private residence.



He had a car in the garage which he had rented at the private home. He had driven the car not at dl snce
ariving in the vicinity, and he did not believe that anyone would connect the machine with him.

He drove west on the highway, then north about ten miles to a town of about 9x thousand. It was an
old-fashioned town, ariver town. He had looked the place over previoudy. It ill had the old-fashioned
brick pavement on the river bank with the big bollards and great ruging iron rings where the steamboats
once tied up. Now it dept in the night.

The oldest hotel was dill the best. A greet old brick thing with a certain magesty in its dull red turrets and
old-fashioned bric-a-brac.

He entered by a sde door, waited in the shadows until the elevator operator and the night clerk had ther
atention on a pinbal machine, and went upgtairs.

He had a room which he'd gotten hisfirst day in Arkansas. He let himsdlf in, closed the door and went to
the telephone.

He cdled Bill Colbeck and Arthur Strain and told them to come to his room immediately.

BILL COLBECK was a big man with a square, honest-John face. He had big bones and big muscles
and an open-eyed look and a contagious grin and a big infectious donkey laugh. He made you think of
cactus and sagebrush, drilling tools and wildcat ail wels.

He looked at the bronze man and said, “Who the devil are you? | don't know you.”
“Comein and St down,” the bronze man said.

Bill Colbeck came in and sat with a leg cocked over the aam of a chair. He examined the bronze man
curioudy. “You're big enough,” he said. “The more aman looks at you, the bigger you get.”

“You own Colbeck Congtruction Company?’ the bronze man said.
“Thet's the rumor.”
“Isit a stock company? Are there other stockholders?’

“Colbeck Congructionis me” Colbeck sad. “My money and my blood and my tears, more of the last
then anything.”

Arthur Strain arrived. He was as much a man for the luxury of the city as Colbeck was a man for the
hard-bitten open places. His clothes were soft, his gestures were polished, his voice cultured.

“Y ou tlephoned me rather imperatively, | believe” he sad.

“Comein,” said the bronze man.

Bill Colbeck exclamed, “So he got you out of bed too, Art! What goes on?’
“l have no idea.”

Colbeck nodded at the bronze man. “Did you ever see a bigger guy? | mean a bigger guy who didn't
pack any fat?’



Arthur Strain smiled. He was a man whose manners did not permit him to comment on the appearance of
another, unlessin a complimentary tone. And he wasn't a man who would use compliments, except to his
friends or for business reasons.

“Would you like to get dong with whatever is on your mind?’ Strain asked the bronze man. “After dl, it's
two o'clock in the morning, and we have a pipdine to build.”

Colbeck dapped a knee. “Sure, get going. | don't dimb out of bed past midnight for everybody.” He
sounded somewhat angry, asif he was wondering just what had persuaded him to get up anyway.

“Jones was murdered tonight,” the bronze man said.

HE dropped the remark casudly, then watched their faces. He saw no emotions that should not normdly
have been shown, which could mean nothing, of course.

Anyway, he had thair interest.

He sad, “A large, modern pipdine is being constructed from the Mid-continent ail fidds to the Atlantic
Coast. The project istoo enormous for a private concern, so the government is handling it. A number of
different contracting firms recelved contracts to congtruct in tota the various sections of the line The
Arkansas and southern Missouri section was awarded the Colbeck Construction Company, which you
gentlemen represent in the capacity of owner and executive generd manager.”

Bill Colbeck, who owned the company, showed his teeth dightly in something that wasn't quite a grin.
“What's the childish word-picture of the Stuation for?’ he demanded.

“That it dl the picture” the bronze man said. “The rest of it is this The Colbeck Condruction
Company isn't ddivering on its contracts. It isfdling down. It is”

“Damn you, don't tdl me I'm fdling down!” Bill Colbeck said. His face had suddenly darkened with rage.

“-isin the unenviable position of having falled to meet three of its forfat dates on the contract,” the bronze
men continued. “When the contract was let to Colbeck Condruction for its share of the pipdine, it
agreed to complete certain sections by certain dates, or forfeit pendty sums. Three times such pendties
have been paid. As a matter of fact, none of the contracted sections have been finished on time”

Bill Colbeck was livid with wrath. This contract pendty forfeiture was obvioudy a tender subject with
him.

“What the hdl busnessisit of yours?’ he ydled. “If we never get done, it's no skin off your nose!”
“Bill'" admonished Arthur Strain. “Take it easy.”

“Easy, hdl!"” Colbeck shouted. “Who is this damned guy to come in here and cdl us out of bed in the
middle of the night? What kind of fools are we to come down here and listen to his gas?’

“Bill, Billl” Arthur Strain said sharply. “Y ou sound like afool!”

Bill Colbeck whirled on him and bellowed, “Who are you cdling a fool? By God, generd manager or
not, someday I'm going to fire you off the job!”

Arthur Strain's mouth tightened downward at the corners, remained so for a moment. Then he amiled,
and said, “Oh, keep your ghirt on, Bill. If you could see the way you look, youd laugh.”



Colbeck grunted. He did not apologize to Strain with words, but his manner conveyed that he was sorry
for his loudness and his near-threats, and that he didn't redly mean it.

“Who are you?’ Colbeck demanded of the bronze man.

“This pipdineg” the bronze man said, “happens to be very important just now. The amount of fud all,
avidion gasoline, plain gasoline, and other fud this line will carry to the Atlantic Coast is controlling the
progress of the war.”

Strain frowned at the bronze man. “Who are you? If this Suff you are tdling us is sraight, you must be
somebody important.”

“That comes next,” the bronze man admitted.

He went to the window and pulled down the old-fashioned roller shade, pulled it down as far as it would
go. At firg, there seemed to be nothing rolled up in the shade. But he reached up behind the shade, and
caefully pulled off an envelope of thin paper. The envelope had been colored carefully with ordinary
crayon S0 that it was about the tint of the ancient shade-when the shade was pulled down, the envelope
was not on the indde, but the outsde, and it would take a sharp eye to discover it in the moment it
whisked into view over the back sde of the shade.

He handed the envelope to Bill Colbeck, who looked at the sngle sheet of onionskin ingde.

“Il be damned!” Colbeck blurted. He looked at Strain. “Art, we seem to rate important attention.”
“Who ishe?’ Strain demanded.

“Ever hear of Doc Savage?’

For amoment, Arthur Strain's face was very blank. Then he stood up quickly and put out a hand to the
bronze man.

“This makes me fed somewhat foolish, Mr. Savage,” he said. “I'm glad to meet you.”

Bill Colbeck stared at the bronze man. “I suppose the War Department sent you down here?’
“That'sright,” Doc Savage agreed.

“Whet the hell for?’

“To see why you aren't completing your part of the pipeine on time” the bronze men sad briefly. “And
to see that progress improves.”

Colbeck scowled. “Smple as that, en?’

COLBECK was aullen and angry. He had been taking crudely, but he wasn't a crude man. He was just
taking pains to be somewhat insulting.

Doc Savage sad, “ Suppose you tdl me how smpleit is. Let's have your story.”
“Giving me orders now?" Colbeck asked sharply.

The bronze man gestured at the document. “Take another look at that. Next to the last paragraph.”



Colbeck sad, “What the hell do | care what Washington writes on a piece of paper.” But he examined
the document again. Apparently he had missed the indicated paragraph. Rereading it again, and
undergtanding it, he looked sick.

“What's the matter, Bill?" Arthur Strain demanded.

“According to this, this Doc Savage can do just about what he wants to with this job-shut it down
entirdly, if he wishes”

“Naturdly,” Strain said.
“Wha do you mean, naturdly?’

“No man of the cdliber of Mr. Savage isgoing to appear on a job without authority. Bill, I'm afraid you're
not awake to just who Mr. Savage is”

Colbeck said uneadily, “Oh, I've heard of a Doc Savage vaguely, as akind of internationd figure who has
been mixed up in some kind of excitement atime or two.”

Strain laughed. “That sounds a bit like the little boy who looked at the eephant and said, 'Oh look,
momma, a mouse.

Doc Savage asked, “Are you gentlemen willing to give me a summary of the Stuation here?’

Colbeck hesitated. Strain looked a Colbeck and waited, and then said, “Better tdl him everything you
know, Bill. Youll be glad of it later.”

Colbeck mus have dready made up his mind to speak fredy, because he suddenly began disclosing
information. After the firg few words, he spoke in an easier voice.

“To undergtand the background of this trouble,” he said, “forget the war. Forget that this pipeine we're
building is more vitd to the war, and the future of America, right now then fifty baitleships or a few
thousand arplanes. Forget dl that. Think of me as Bill Colbeck, a lad who came from a long line of
Colbecks who have lived in this part of Arkansas snce the days of Arkansas Pog, the fird settlement in
Arkansas, long before the Louisana Purchase. I'm Bill Colbeck, and I'm building a pipdine through
Morgan country.”

“What has a Colbeck building a pipeline through Morgan country got to do with it?” Doc asked.
“That takes allittle explanation,” Colbeck said. “St back and ligen.”

COLBECK had a good ded of family pride, athough he didn't look or tak like a man who would have.
A confident, solid emphasis came into his tone when he spoke of his ancestors and their doings.

The Colbecks had come to Arkansas from England via Virginia, Kentucky and points between. Old
great-great-Grandfather Hoit Colbeck had been assstant to the Territoria Governor when it belonged to
the Missouri Territory, and had formed some of its earlier county organizations. He had dso made an
enemy of the firs Morgan.

“The Morgans came in here from New England in 1815,” Colbeck said sourly. “They were snobs, but
they were capable and they were aristocrats. Old Hoit Colbeck bought a dave from the Morgans and it
turned out the dave had the plague and the Morgans knew it, or Hoit thought they did. Anyway, Andrew



Algar Morgan and Hoit Colbeck had words, and Hoit shot and killed Andrew Algar Morgan. A
Morgan took up the quarrd by shooting a Hoit Colbeck and a Colbeck killed that Morgan. Then
Morgans killed some Colbecks. It got worse and worse, and it got passed down from one generation to
another. Colbeck kids were brought up to hate Morgans, and Morgan kids were brought up to hate
Colbecks.

“In the Civil War, Colbecks fought on the North and Morgans on the South. And in 1868, in that fuss
over whether Isaac Murphy was governor or not, Colbecks and Morgans were pitted againgt each other.
The Colbecks were Republicans and the Morgans were rebels. It went on like that through the so-called
gay ningties, and the World War and the boom and the depression. The Colbecks were New Dedlers
and the Morgans were old-line individudidts, and they hated each other's guts and said so. Now and
then, dl through those years, a Colbeck or a Morgan would get killed by the other sde.”

Colbeck stopped for a moment, saring at Doc Savage.

“Don't get the idea thisis one of those mountaineer feuds,” he said.

Arthur Strain said dryly, “Anyway, the participants do not necessarily live in the mountains”
That angered Colbeck. He shouted, “It's no hillbilly Hatfield-McCoy feud!”

Strain shrugged. “Skip it.”

Colbeck shoved out hisjaw as if he wanted to say more, decided to drop the point, and wheded back
to Doc Savage.

“Teke this pipdine contract. It goes through Morgan country. Through Morgan plantations. Through
counties which have Morgan sheriffs and towns with Morgan mayors. Through Morgan farms and
Morgan hills. Morgans to theright and to the left of you.” He scowled a the bronze man. “And that's not
intended to be funny.”

“Takeit easy, BIll,” Art Strain said.

Bill Colbeck sat on the edge of the bed. He stared soberly at the floor, and for a moment, when his
belligerent attitude was relaxed, he seemed scared and tired. The change was brief, but it was a collapse;
the tough go-getter sank for a moment, leaving a terrified, hepless man. But Colbeck immediady
gripped his emations and jammed them back into hiding.

He said, “The grandest Morgan of them dl was old Eraamus Morgan. He was a great guy. Santa Claus
hed nothing on him. And I'm not kidding.

“Erasmus Morgan was the head Morgan, the president of the company, the shepherd of the flock, the
fird goose in the flight. He was ther book of wisdom, and their example. And again let me say I'm not
kidding, because old Erasmus Morgan was swell. I'm not being sarcastic. Erasmus Morgan was the
leeding ditizen of Arkansas, for my money-for my money, the leeding member of the humean race.”

Arthur Strain said quietly, “Maybe you're laying it on a little thick, Bill. Old Morgan was okay. But he
wasn't Jehovah and the seven angds”

“He was for my money,” Colbeck said grimly.
For amoment, the terror crawled across Colbeck's face again.

“He was murdered,” Colbeck said. “And it looked for a while like it was going to get proved that | did



Chapter V

OUTSIDE inthe street, a car passed. It was the firgt automobile that had gone by since they had been in
the room, and it traveled rapidly.

Bill Colbeck had hisface in his hands. He seemed to have run out of words.

Arthur Strain, spesking gently, began explaining about the desth of Erasmus Morgan. Old Morgan had
gone one night to ameseting of land-owners through whose property the pipdine was being constructed.

The meeting that night had been Erasmus Morgan's idea, and typicd of his benevolence. It had been a
get-together to compare notes, to insure that dl the land-owners were getting an equa and far damage
payment. Pipdines had been known to pay one farmer fifty cents a rod damage and pay his neighbor
twenty dollars arod, and the land the same.

Colbeck Congtruction Company had been discussed and cussed at this meting. It would have been a
any medting of Morgan mgority. There had been no Morgan-Colbeck violence for a few years, but
legends and tak lagt longer than a few years, so there had been some uncomplimentary talk about
Colbecks.

Erasmus Morgan Ieft the meeting in his car. He was very old, but he drove the car himsdlf. He was found
shat, in his charred car. The car had been run off the road, down an embankment, and apparently set
dire. The fire had not consumed much, having died after the gasoline in the fud tank was exhausted.

The bullet had been taken from Erasmus Morgan's body, and compared with the barrel flaws in a gun
found nearby. Thisgun had fired the bullet. The gun belonged to Bill Colbeck.

Some of Bill Colbeck's fingerprints had been found on Erasmus Morgan's car.
Bill Colbeck looked up & this point in Strain's story.
“l didnt doit!” he growled. “It was the mogt beautiful frame you ever saw!”

“Bill was with me a the time the murder had to have been committed,” Arthur Strain said. “He was dso
with the governor of the State, the attorney-general, and some other big-wigs. We were at a dinner, and
there was a poker game afterward. So Bill had an dibi. God hdp himif he hadn't.”

Bill Colbeck had taken to frowning at the floor again. His face was twisted, fierce, and afraid.

“You can imegine what happened to the Colbeck-Morgan feding after that,” he said. “Right then, this
pipdine started having trouble.”

Doc asked, “You blame your delays on this feud?’
“Sure”

“Bill is a Colbeck,” Strain said. “And Colbeck Congtruction Company means Colbeck to dl the
Morgans. They're not unpatriotic, and they're not ignorant. They are just hdl-bent on paying-off
somebody for old Erasmus Morgan's desth.”

“Have you any direct evidence Morgans are causng the delays.”



“Plenty.”
“ Specific examples?’

“By the bushel. They st around in the beer places and the honky-tonks and laugh about it and tdl what
they're going to do to Colbeck Congtruction. We've had Morgans drive cat tractors into the river and
pile trucks againg trees. Weve tried to fire dl the Morgans off the work gangs, but there must be some
left.”

DOC SAVAGE was slent for awhile. When he spoke, it wasin pursuit of an entirely different subject.
“Who was Carl Boordling?' the bronze man demanded.

Bill Colbeck frowned, shook his head. But Arthur Strain showed surprise, then said, “If I'm right, | think
he was a fdlow who was picked up for killing a man in a beer joint brawl out on Taney road. He got a
quick trid and sentence to the penitentiary, and died of some kind of poisoning, self-administered, shortly
after they sent him to the pen.”

“Thet dl you know?’

“l don't even know that. I'm just pulling on my memory of what | read.”

“Then you actudly know of no connection the man had with this affair?’

“No.”

“Wheat about the misericord?’

“The what?’

“Misericord.”

“Whét the hell's a misericord?’

Doc Savage shifted to another question, demanding, “What connection did Smith have with it?’

He was not putting the inquiries so much with the expectation of getting important answers as with the
ideathat, if he touched something important, it would show on the faces of the men. He wasn't learning
much.

Arthur Strain shook his head. But Bill Colbeck jumped up suddenly, saying, “Didnt you say somebody
named Jones was killed?’

“Murdered-"
“What about it?’

There were footsteps in the hallway, hurried ones. They came directly to the door of the room, and a
hand seized the knob and tried the locked door.

“Open up!” a harsh voice said.
“Whoisit?’ Doc asked quietly.



“Tom Scott Morgan. The Sheriff,” the voice said. And a shoulder began hitting the door, making the
pands crack and bulge.

Doc sad, “It might be spectacular to break down the door, but there's not much object to it.” He went
over and unlocked the door.

Four men-a town policeman, a state policeman and two men from the Sheriffs office, was the way Doc
indexed them-came crowding into the room with the bdligerent manner of men who were frightened but
determined not to show it. Nola Morgan followed them, looking grimly determined.

The sheriff, alean man with a capable manner, examined Doc Savage briefly. He indicated Doc.
“Thisthe one?’ he asked Nola Morgan.

“yYes”

“You sure?’

Nola Morgan met Doc Savage's gaze for a moment. She made an obvious business of showing him she
wasn't going to be bulldozed. But in the end she looked away uncomfortably.

“I'm sure heisthe man | met on the hill road,” she said.

“He carried Jones and put imin the traller?’ the sheriff demanded.
“yYes”

“And then he went outdoors with you?’

“He did. He said we should stand out in the darkness and ligen for someone coming, athough there
hadn't been the dightest indication that anyone had followed us”

“Then what happened?’

“He pretended to hear a sound. He l&ft me, saying someone was close and he was going to investigeate.
That was a trick. His plan was to get away from me, sneak around to the back of the trailer, reach in
through the window and stab Jones to death. That iswhat he did.”

The sheiff turned to Doc Savage. He was a whesty looking men with blue eyes and very even, very
solid-looking white teeth. A subgtantia and determined man, horrified at murder, but grimly pleased to be
ableto make alogicd arrest so early.

“You own that traler?’ he asked.
“l have been livinginit,” Doc sad.

“All right. That's enough. The Prosecuting Attorney can ask you questions.” The sheriff indicated himsdlf,
continuing, “You probably don't know me, but I'm T. S. Morgan, county sheriff. You're under arrest.
The charge is suspicion of having murdered a man named Jones.”

THE county jal and the sheriff's living quarters were together in a two-story red brick building on
Fatland Street near the riverfront. The county was not populous, and the run of captured criminds far
from high grade, so thejall was the smdlest and nastiest looking building in the neighborhood, a postion



it maintained by a narrow margin, snce it was located in a section of warehouses.
The business of clapping Doc Savage into the ancient, but efficient calaboose was done with speed.

The sun was just coming up a the time. Sunlight, as a matter of fact, was danting into the windows of a
rat-nest rooming house across the street, and making the dirty panes somewhat less than transparent.

The man cdled Pack had been dtting on a sraight hard chair in front of the window for hours, and his
patience was low. He cursed the blinding sun bitterly. “I wait here dl night, and then the damned sun gets
inmy eyed” was his text.

Guernsey, the man who was not a conversationdist, said, “It was him.”
“You sure it was Savage?”’

“Yep.” Guernsey was at the other window.

“Handcuffed?’

“Yep. State troopers had their guns out, t0o.”

Pack leaned back in the chair, dosing his eyes tightly and holding them shut while he dowly got out a
cigarette and put it between his lips. “That's better,” he said. He opened his eyes and lit the cigarette.
“Come on, Guernsey.”

They Ieft the rooming house by the side door, sauntered two blocks north and one east, and cdlimbed into
acar they had left there. Pack drove.

“l swesat a quart of blood,” Pack growled. “1 don't like these damned el aborate schemes.”
“They're wonderful if they work,” Guernsey said briefly.

“Yeah, like awatch. And what happens to a weatch if one whed fdls out. Just one little cog off a whed
will jim the works.”

“No whedsfdl out.”

Pack glanced a Guernsey. Of dl the men working in this tense and dmost continuoudy nerve-wracking
affar, Guernsey was the one Pack respected the most. Guernsey rardly had much to say when he was in
acrowd, but what he did say was sengble, and Pack had noticed that men would listen to Guernsey and
accept his sense.

Guernsey would talk when aone with another man. Not excessively, but enough to make him a plessant
companion. Guernsey was a coldly caculaing crook under his taciturn exterior, Pack was convinced.

Pack had plans for Guernsey. After this present frightening affarr was concluded, and if they emerged
with therr lives, Pack intended to persuade Guernsey to work with him. They would make a good pair.

Pack chewed the cud of his plans for the future as he drove aong. His idess for the future did not indude
anything on the scale of this present thing. Pack fdt this was to be the biggest thing in his career. He had
no regrets. There was too much gpprehension, agony, shock and devilish plot-counterplot involved here.
Too many chances of dying violently.

“Going to be anice day,” Guernsey volunteered quietly.



“Looks likeit might be,” Pack agreed. A greet guy, this Guernsey, he thought.

THEY met Joe outside a ramshackle cabin on the bluffs north of the river, about two miles from the spot
where Colbeck Congtruction was trying to put the big pipeine across the sullen river. Joe was saking a
rooster with along club.

Joe said, “WEell have chicken for breskfast if | can get that doggone rooster.”
Pack wasn't interested in breakfast. He asked, “How's Dave?’

“Dave? Still adeep, | guess”

“Ishe over hisjitters yet?’

Joe looked uncomfortable. “Oh, Dave will be dl right. Don't worry about it.”

Pack reached out suddenly and grabbed Jo€'s coat front. He yanked Joe close by the fidful of cloth.
“Ligen!” he said harshly. “1 didn't like the way Dave got the shakes lagt night. | don't like the idea of a
men who might go limber on us. Now ligen to thid If Dave goes sour on us, I'm going to hold you
persondly responsiblel”

Joe had seized the other man's hand which was entangled with his coat, but on second thought he had not
tried to free himsdf. He was afraid of Pack when the man was aroused.

“Daveisdl right,” Joe repeated.
Pack released him. “ Remember what | said.”

They went into the shack. It was a hove. They had rented it from a shiftless white men who had the
respect of neither the whites nor the Negroes in the neighborhood, and the place Hill had the same
furniture and the same filth.

Pack shook Dave awake, and Dave sat up on the edge of the cot. Dave was groggy. He kept yavning
and rubbing his face. Pack picked up a bottle hdf filled with samdl white capsules which stood on the
floor beside the coat. It was barbital.

“At leadt, that quff is better than whisky.” Pack tossed the bottle on the cot. “Could you use a drink,
Dave?’

“Not me. Beer ismy speed,” Dave sad.
Pack nodded. “That's good. Stick to beer today.”
He gave them ther orders for the day.

THE duties assgned Dave were typicd for the day. He had a certain section of highway, and the west
end of the town, for histerritory.

The midnight-eight shift was just coming off duty. The pipdine condruction was proceeding in three
shifts, the clock around, because of the urgency of the job. The more dependable midnight-eighters had
gone home to deep as soon as thar duty tour ended. Dave wasn't interested in those. The type of men he



wanted were the ones who floated into the joints for a drink of three point two, or harder suff. The
morning-drinkers. The loud-mouths.

Dave had his routine farly clear in hismind.
Fird, he struck up an acquaintance with five men in a booth.

“They've got the guy who killed old Erasmus Morgan in jal, but | hear they're going to turn him loose,”
he said.

There were Morgan men in the booth. They stared a him. One said, “So they findly hung it on Bill
Colbeck, eh?’

Dave shook his head. “Not Bill Colbeck. Not directly, anyhow. The guy was working for Colbeck. He
did the job for Colbeck. They arrested himin the hotd with Bill Colbeck about three or four o'clock this
morning.”

Without a word, a Morgan man got up and went to the telephone. He taked over the phone a while,
then came back. “They arrested a guy for killing Preach Jones,” he said. “Arrested him in Colbeck's
hotd.”

Dave sad, “Yeah. The guy tried to kill Nola Morgan earlier in the night. She got away from him. He
killed Preach Jones for interfering with his attempt on Nola Morgan's life. Nola Morgan got the sheriff,
and they went to Colbeck's hotd and arrested the guy before he could get money enough from Colbeck
to skip the country.”

Helet that soak in for awhile

“Theyll turn the guy loose” he sad hitterly. “1 don't see why the hell there aint some men with hair on
their chests around here. Something oughta be done about that guy.”

He I¢&ft the booth, sure that the seed was planted.

He worked hard until mid-afternoon tdling the same story in different places. By noon, three men had
told the same story to him, with variations and exaggerations. By three o'clock, he had heard a score of
muttered suggestions that a mob should do something about it.

Dave joined Pack, Joe and Guernsey at thefilthy shack. Joe was alittle tight.
Pack listened to them report.

“That's good,” Pack said. “That's fine. We've got the bdl ralling.”

“Theyl lynch the big bronze guy, whoever heis” Dave said.

“They won't get a chance,” Pack said. “Get some deep. I'll wake you.”

AT nine o'clock, it was very dark. Pack entered the shack quielly and awakened Joe, Dave and
Guernsey. While they dressed, thunder whooped and gobbled in the distance.

Guernsey muttered, “Going to rain agan.”
It had been a very wet spring, which accounted for some of the trouble they were having getting the



pipeline across theriver.
Pack handed them rifles. One apiece. Short saddle guns.

He dso gave each of them a cylindricd metd affair, the nature and functioning of which he explained
caefully with: “These gadgets are dlencers made out of automobile mufflers. Youll find the piece of gas
pipein each onewill dip on the end of therifle barrel. Therifle Sghts have been raised enough to be used
over the slencers”

“They're dumsy asthe dickens,” Joe sad.

“Sure, but they're the best we could do. Youll be shooting from a rest, with plenty of time to get set,
anyway. They'll do the job.”

They dismantled the rifles, and put them, with the remarkable homemade silencers, in suitcases. They
took the suitcase to the pesthole of a room-house across the street from the jall.

Pack went to the window. Below him in the street, there were a number of men and a few women
danding garing at the jail. There were smdl groups, no large crowd as yet, and no loud talk, no shouting.

Therell be no mob attack on thet jal tonight, Pack reflected. They're not shouting, and mobs shout and
mill and work themsdves up into a frenzy.

Guernsey was beside Pack.
“l can see him,” Guernsey said. “ Second cdl from the left.”

Pack stared, but his own eyes were less able than Guernsey's and wouldn't let im be sure. He opened
his suitcase, in which he had put a pair of binoculars, and used those.

“Youreright,” he told Guernsey.

Guernsey looked at their weapons. “I don't give a damn how good these slencers are, they're going to
maeke some noise. We can't shoot.”

Pack knew thiswas true. He gave orders to Dave and Joe.

“Go down inthe street,” he told Dave and Joe. “ Start taking loud. Get together, and not too far from this
window, and start ydling your heads off making speeches to the crowd.”

Dave and Joe livened up condgderably a this news that they were not to take part in the actud
trigger-pulling.

Pack added, “Don't start your speech-making at the same time. One begin, then later the other. Thetll be
more naturd.”

Dave and Joe went out and downgtairs. The next ten minutes was a dragging age in the room. Then they
could hear Joe making his speech, ydling for violence againgt the manin the jall.

A second man started speech-making, and Pack laughed. “That's not Dave,” he said. “ Some other guy
got the fever.”

Guernsey nodded. He was watching the jal windows across the street. He could didinguish the figure of
Doc Savage, or rather the silhouette of the figure, in one of the cdlls.



The bronze man moved in the cdl, and Pack and Guernsey saw that it was indeed he. They could
diginguish his features, the bronze color of his skin, in the lighted cell.

They watched the bronze man move out of dght. Then, a moment later, the dark dlhouette of him
appeared in front of the window.

“Now isas good as any,” Pack said.
Guernsey breathed, “Hold it aminute! My gun isn't set up quite right. | can't see the Sghts”

He fooled with the rifle, squinting, moving the piece. The dimness of the light in the hotedl room-there was
no actud light in the room other than what came in from the dreetlights-made aming at the bronze man
difficult.

“Okay,” Guernsey said.

Then the bronze man moved. His slhouette moved away from in front of the window, vanishing
somewhere to the sde of the cell.

Pack spoke fiercely, patiently.

“Hell be back at the window to see about the noisein the street,” he said. “We can wait.”

Chapter VI

IT was raning in New York City. Colond John Renwick, the engineer, awakened with the glare of
eectric light in his eyes. He was befuddied with deep, and his fird reaction was shame a beng caught
adeep, s0 he said automaticdly, “I was Stting here thinking.”

The man who had turned on the lights laughed. “The way you were snoring, it sounded like bombers
flying through the office.”

Renny Renwick had along face that was perpetudly sober. “Oh, helo, Monk.”

Monk Mayfar closed the office door. He had his pockets duffed with the morming newspapers, dl
editions. He was a very short, very wide, and surprisngly homey mean, but with a pleasant qudity about
hisugliness

“Ham come down yet thismorning?” Monk asked.

1] NO-”

“You work dl night in the office here?’

“Jud about, | guess” Renny admitted.

“I'm glad I'm not an engineer,” Monk told him pityingly. “It must be great, stting up dl night beating your
brains together to find out how many pounds of stedl it will take to build umpteen miles of specid invason
rallroad.”

“Anyhow, | got that one job done,” Renny said with reief.

The office-it was the reception room, actudly-was large and modernigic except for the incongruous
intruson of an enormous and daborately inlad table of somewhat orientd design, and an oversized safe



of avintage forty years back. The room, impressive as it was, was the smdlest of a suite of three rooms
which comprised the entire eghty-sixth floor of the building. The other two rooms were the library and
the laboratory. The place was Doc Savage's New Y ork headquarters.

Monk hauled out a chair on the other sde of the inlad table, pushed aside a stack of Renny's blueprints,
and spread out his morning papers. He began on the comic gtrips.

Renny, looking idly a Monk, had a thought which he frequently had, namdy: Monk did not look as if he
could possbly be one of the world's leading indudtrid chemists, he bore a much greater resemblance to
an amiable ape which someone had shaved and dressed up in baggy clothes. But it was a migtake to
underestimate Monk's brains.

Renny had worked with Monk Mayfair for along time and he had learned that Monk could be depended
upon in any Stuation which needed a man's character and courage.

Renny Renwick, with Monk Mayfair, Ham Brooks, Johnny Littlgohn, and Long Tom Roberts-there
were five of them, dl told-were the Doc Savage group. These five had worked with the bronze man over
along period of time.

| wonder, Renny reflected, how we ever came to get together. There is as much difference among us,
redly, as there isin a group of cats and dogs. We look different, we act different, we think differently,
and no two of us have the bond of the same professon. The one thing we have in common is a thirgt for
excitement. And that's a childish thing for grown men to have in common, when you stop to think about
it.

No, there was another thing in common. Ther bond with Savage. 1t wasn't a hold which the bronze man
hed on them, but it was a tie hard to define. If 1 were to name the principal ingredient in the glue that
holds us together, Renny thought, 1'd say it was respect. Respect for each other's ability, and a not
incongderable respect for Doc Savage, who was as unusud as he was human.

MONK finished his comic gtrips, grunted amiably, and spread the front pages out on the table.
“Any word from Doc?’ he asked.

“No,” Renny said.

“This makes eight days, doesn't it?’

“That'sright.”

“l wonder where Doc went?’

“Holy cow, don't start on that before breakfast!” Renny said. Renny had a deep, bull-throated voice that
boomed. “Let's go edt, or have you?’

“No, | thought we'd wait for Ham and dl go down together,” Monk explained. He leaned back and
grinned ddlightedly at the caling. “I'll tdl you a secret. | fixed old Ham. | cut his water off. | introduced
hm to a beautiful blonde named Mabis, and Mabis has a very jedous Marine for a boy friend. This
Marine of Mabiss is corps boxing champ, and noted for punching guys in the kisser when they fool
around Mabis. | just happened to know the Marine was to make a speech a the International Club
benefit lagt night, and | just happened to buy two tickets to the benefit and give them to Ham, and he
took the bait. He was going to squire Mabis to the benefit. | wonder what happened.”



“Holy cow!” Renny muttered. “Let's go eat.”
“Without Ham?’
“You think | want to listen to you two squabble dl through breakfast?’

“It should be worth hearing,” Monk said glesfully. He pushed the newspapers into the wastebasket, and
got to hisfeet. “All right, let's go. But | wonder what's kesping Ham?’

The @ghty-sixth floor headquarters was equipped with many gadgets, practical and impracticd, because
Doc Savage had a weakness for gadgets. One of the gadgets was a private eevator which traveled a a
rate of speed that would scare the daylights out of dmaost anyone. Renny and Monk rode it down to the

lobby.

“Someday something is going to go wrong with that elevator and itll be the death of dl of us” Renny
grumbled.

Monk grinned. “That's one of Doc's lemons. He invented the specid mechaniam to service skyscrapers,
and they aren't building skyscrapers any more.”

“After the war, they'll be built.”
“Nah, after the war people will livein the country and fly airplanes to work.”

Renny grunted. Using what for money, he was tempted to ask. What about this unbdievable nationd
debt? He was no economist, but of late the subject had been bothering him, just as it must have secretly
been bothering every other American with foresght farther than the end of his nose. But he didn't care
about darting an argument with Monk, who belonged to the
live-today-worry-about-tomorrow-when-it's-here schoal.

Monk stepped through the revolving door to the street. Renny was close behind him.

Wind buffeted them, and thin migting rain wet their faces ingantly. The restaurant was close. They began
running, and two men were suddenly running donggde them. Two strangers.

One dranger took Renny's am, the other took Monk's am, and each dranger exhibited a
newspaper-wrapped package he carried in his free hand.

“Theres agunin this newspaper,” Renny's stranger told him. “Better take my word for it.”

RENNY heard Monk say, “What's that? What'd you say?’
“Don't put your hands up,” Monk's stranger told him. “Just be damned careful to do what | tdl you.”

Renny knew what Monk was sure to do. He did the same thing himsdf. He chopped down fagt, as fast
as he possbly could, with his arm which the stranger was not holding. He chopped a the package, and
hit it, and knocked the package away from him.

The gun in the package exploded, its bullet hit the Sdewak and made a bright metdlic smear, glanced
and made a round hole and along crack in a plate glass window.

Renny gave dl his attention to the packaged gun. He seized it with both hands, fdl upon it, twisted, fought
for it and it done.



Renny was a big man. He was nearly as tdl as Doc Savage, and somewhat heavier than Doc. Renny's
figs were aonormadly large and full of strength.

He got the gun. He clubbed at the stranger. The latter dodged, and, frightened by the violence, began
going away. As he went, he ydled, “Shoot 'im! For God's sake, shoot ‘im!”

Renny veered to hedp Monk. But that wasn't necessary; Monk had his man down and was beating him
over the face and skull with the package.

“Watch out! Gunplay!” Renny gasped. When Monk didn't seem to hear him, or at least paid no attention,
Renny seized the homdy chemigt and yelled, “Waich out!”

Monk straightened, growling, “Where?’ Then he muitered, “Oh, oh!” And he legped, doubled over and
Zig-zaging, for the entrance of the nearest store.

From a car parked at the curbing about forty feet away, a men had stepped with a short old-fashioned
lever-action rifle. He was trying to draw a bead on them. He fired too quickly, and missed.

Renny and Monk piled into the doorway, Monk firs, Renny sumbling over him. Monk dropped the
package containing the gun his stranger had held. He grabbed at the one Renny had. Renny said, “Get
away!” He tore the wrappings off the weapon, disdosng a new-looking revolver.

Monk aways got excited in afight. It amused Renny. Renny said, “Put your head out and see if theyll
shoot.”

Monk, in a dither, actudly started to do it. He caught himsdf. “Why, blast you!” he muttered. Renny
laughed.

There was no humor in Renny's laugh. 1t was just akind of uncaring, desperate feding he got when there
was intense excitement. Ordinarily he was a taciturn and somewhat sour fdlow, but excitement seemed
to make him drunk. Afterward he would look back on the emotiond binge with pleasure.

An automobile engine started. There was considerable excitement in the street, but they heard the engine
going over the uproar. It didnt start the way an ordinary motorist would have started. It roared and tires
squeded. It could be a scared motorigt leaving. Renny took a chance that it wasn't. He put his head ouit.

The two strangers were in the automobile with the rifleman and they were leaving.

RENNY amed deliberately, making a snap decison to shoot at the tires fird, while they were near
enough to make afar target. Later he could try for the men. The gun made fire and noise in his big fig.
The car tire made a loud whidling, then amushy bang asit blew ouit.

The car was turning at the time. It regled, faled to make the corner, heaved across the sdewak, and
broke off afireplug. It stopped above the smashed fire hydrant, and the mounting roaring geyser of water
dowly turned it over.

The three men came out of the machine. They didnt do any shooting. They ran. There was a subway
entrance ahead.

Thetrio popped down the subway kiosk.
“Come on!” Renny yeled. “We may have them trapped.”



He sprinted across the street with Monk, and they could hear the dowly increasing rumble of a subway
train in the tunnd. It was leaving. As they pounded down the steps, they saw the last coaches of the
subway train leaving.

Monk ydled, “How can we stop that train? Aren't there switches or something in the stations? What
about the sgnd system-how can we stop it with that?”

“l don't know,” Renny said.

“Dammit, you're an engineer, you should know!” Monk said wildly. “Where's something | can drop on
the third rall and short-circuit the power.”

He dashed about franticdly, findly seized ametd lid off the pop-cooler in the subway sation newsstand,
and leaped down on to the tracks. He tossed the lid on to the third rall and the whed-rail. The result was
fire, smoke, cracking spark, and stink. Nothing more. The tin sheet hadn't had enough conductivity to
short-circuit the power.

Monk climbed on the platform, disgusted.
“Let'slook a the car,” Renny said. “The police will be here in aminute. Well put out an darm.”

Climbing the gairs to the street, Monk muttered, “If anybody had told me a thing like that would happen
right on aNew York strest, 1'd have called them nuts”

“Did you know any of the three?’
“Never saw them before inmy life”
“They knew us”

“Depends on what you mean knew. Recognized us, of course. But | don't think they had ever met us
before”

“What were they up to?’
“Dont ask me” Monk said. “It's as much a mysery to me as to you.”
“Did you get hurt?’

Monk shook his head. “Skinned up a little, isdl. And | won't be able to deep right for a week or two,
probably.”

Renny shuddered. “I never tried that commando tactic of knocking a gun aside before, and right now it
would take quite a bit to hire me to try it again.”

“Me, too,” Monk agreed uneeslly.

Reaction was sting in. A few moments ago, when it was necessary, they had gone through with what
seemed essentid at the moment, and done so with a certain verve. Now they had time to think. It was
like being shot a-when it happened, you ducked and were startled. Later you got to thinking about the
hole the bullet could have made.

Tha was the bad part. Fear, like the meades, took a little time to develop. They came out on the
sdewak. A crowd was around the upset car and they were dragging a man out of the machine. “Holy
cow!” Renny said, saring unbdievingly.



“Ham!” Monk said. “It's Ham Brooks! They had Ham in that car!”

HAM BROOKS was ther friend, aso a Doc Savage associate. Ham was a lawyer, his ful name with
timmings being Brigadier Genera Theodore Marley Brooks. He didnt like the nickname of Ham, or
professed not to, and so everyone who knew himwedl called him that.

He glared a Monk and said, “Dont stand there and gape a mel Cut me loose!”

Monk got out his pocket knife and sawed through the ropes. He helped Ham to his feet. Ham didnt
Seem to be harmed.

The crowd was growing. Someone recognized Renny, and the word went around about who they were.
Ham said, “Let's get out of here! I've got something important to tdl you.”
Renny said, “Let's duck into the building. I'll cal the police from there.”

They found secluson ingde the office building where Doc had his headquarters. Renny picked up a
telephone.

“Make tha cdl snappy,” Ham advised him. “We haven't any time to waste.”

Renny nodded. He got a police lieutenant he knew, and sketched what had happened, described the
three men who had tried to waylay them, and where they had last been seen. “Pick them up if you can,”
he sad. “They tried to kill us. | don't know why yet. I'll give you more information when | get it.”

Ham was taking before the receiver was on the hook.

“Herés what |1 know,” Ham sad rapidly. “I got a teephone cdl. Man with a dill voice, or a
deep-throated woman's voice. | couldn't tel which. Said Doc Savage was in trouble, needed our help.
Sad Doc might be dead dready. Asked me to get over to North Jersey arport immediatdy for the full

story.

Ham stared at them uneesily. “Y ou can imagine how that hit me. | dressed in a hurry and charged out of
my gpartment house, and those three guys were waiting. They had guns. They got me in the car, and
came down here to waylay you two. They had me in the back, a laprobe thrown over me, tied up so |
couldn't make a sound, and | wouldn't have dared make oneif | could.”

Renny asked, “Think the phone cal was a gag to get you excited and cause you to rush out into ther
waiting hands?’

“l do not.”
“Wi.]y?l

“The way they talked. They hadn't figured on me getting out of the gpartment urtil later in the day, about
thetime | usudly get up.”

“They knew when you usudly get up?’
“Yes. Tha meansthey've had their eye on us for severd days”
“l don't get this” Renny said.



“It's part of some kind of trouble Doc isin.”
Monk said, “Well take the big car. It's fagter.”

THE big car was a sedan, black, overpowered with a souped-up motor. Renny drove. He took Eighth
Avenue north, then Broadway, then George Washington Bridge into New Jersey.

Monk said, “That was the darndest mess there in front of the building for a while” And then he was
slent, thinking about what a mess it had been, and how they could have been shot down. He began to
perspire alittle, and took out a handkerchief sheepishly and wiped his face.

“Scared now, en?’ Ham asked.

Monk was scared, but he put his handkerchief away, and examined Ham thoughtfully, naticing for the
fird time that Ham had a discolored eye.

“You didn' tdl usthey beat you up,” Monk said.
1] E,]?i
“Your eye”

“Oh, | got that last night,” Ham said. Then he scowled & Monk. “Yes, lagt night. And | intended to take
that matter up with you. By any chance, did you know that Mabis had a dightly more than casud
acquaintance with abig lug of a Marine?’

“Me?” Monk didn't succeed in looking innocent. “Did she?’
“Brother, I'll put that down in my book,” Ham promised unpleasantly.

Monk was uncomfortably slent. The gag had seemed funny when he had pulled it on Ham, but now it
seemed pretty juvenile He was ashamed of it, as he was frequently ashamed of his practica jokes
afterward. Too many of them, it often struck him, were of the variety a ten-year-old would perpetrate.
But they dways looked good, if not too adult, at the time. There was dso some added pleasure in the
fact that the more childish the gag, the more it got under Ham's skin.

Nothing more was sad for a while. All three of them were having nerves. What had happened was not
conducive to a placid feding. They had, in plain truth, had the devil scared out of them, and they had no
ideawhat it was dl about.

When they drew near the airport, Renny said uneasily, “Keep your eyes open.”
The arport was peaceful. They parked and remained in the car for awhile, watching.

“I'l inquire at the line shack,” Renny said. “Y ou felows stay in the car and be ready to hdp me out if this
isanother joker.”

Renny walked to the line shack. The only occupant was a thin, disgusted-looking man who was making
pencil marks on a stack of government forms.

“Is there someone around here who wants to see Ham Brooks?” Renny asked.

“Brooks? Brooks?” The man thought for a moment. “Oh.” He dug around in the forms and came up with



an envelope. “You Brooks?’

“He'sin the car outsde.”

“Wel, givethisto him.” The man extended the envelope.
“Whered it come from?’ Renny asked.

“Girl left it.”

“What girl?’

The man eyed Renny intently. “Girl who flew in here about sx o'clock this morning. Private plane, nice
litlejob.” He grinned dightly. “They were both nice little jobs, the gil and the plane. She paid the night
men five dollars to use his car, drove off in it, and came back in about ten minutes in a hurry. She was
acting kind of funny when she came back. Said she wouldn't need the car. Night man offered her the five
bucks back, but she wouldn' take it. She used the telephone.”

“Whom did she cdl?’
“I don't know.”
“How many cdls?’

“ One.n

RENNY picked up the telephone, and got hold of the long-distance operator and said, to avoid an
argument with the operator, “There was a cdl made to a Ham Brooks in New York City a couple of
hours ago. Will you verify the charges, please.”

The operator looked it up, said, “Ninety-eight cents.”

Renny thanked her. He had what he wanted. The cal the girl had made probably had been to Ham.
“What happened to the girfl?’ he asked the thin man.

The thin man was suspicious and doubtful by now. “What's going on? Y ou a cop?’

Renny produced his hillfold and dug out a couple of cards, which he tossed on the table. “Look those
over. I'll be back in aminute”

He went outside, took the envelope to Ham. “Here's what we drew.”
Ham tore open the envelope, unfolded the sSngle sheet of paper insde. They read:

| SAW SOME MEN I'VE SEEN AROUND HOME AND | KNOW THEY WERE WATCHING
HERE AT THE AIRPORT FOR ME. I'M AFRAID TO WAIT. DOC SAVAGE IS AT THE
COLBECK CONSTRUCTION COMPANY PIPELINE JOB WHERE IT CROSSES THE RIVER
IN ARKANSAS. HE IS IN SERIOUS TROUBLE, SOME OF WHICH ISMY FAULT. YOU HAD
BETTER COME HELP HIM.

There was no Sgnature.

“A gl leftit,” Renny, explained. “Let's go ask the fdlow in the line shack more about the girl.”



The thin man was frowning a the two cards Renny had given him. He handed them to Renny. “So you're
acop,” hesad.

Technicdly, the cards identified Renny as a specid state investigator, which was not the same thing as a
policeman. Renny et it go.

“What became of the gifl?’ he asked.

“Well, she acted funny, as | said. She waked around the place two or three times, and then she had me
fill up her tank with gas, and she took off.”

Reny said, “Did it look to you like she started off in the car, saw someone who scared her, then came
back here, saw whoever had scared her was gill around, and decided to get out?

“| figured it was something like that,” the thin man admitted. “I didn't know what to do. | couldn't very
wdl hold the girl. Her arman's identification card was okay. So was her license. She had an indrument

raing.”
“Let's see your sheet.”

The thin man got out his book. Private fliers because of war redtrictions, could operate only from
designated airports, from which they had to Sgnin and out.

Renny examined the Sgnature on the book.
“NolaMorgan,” he said. “I never heard of her.”
“Where did she check out for?” Monk asked.
“Fittsburgh,” Renny said.

“That means she's headed back for Arkansas.”
“Probably.”

Ham Brooks thoughtfully pocketed the note Nola Morgan had left. “If you ask me, wed better do the
same thing.”

Chapter VII

IT was from the ar that the river looked mogt like the kind of ariver it was. From any dtitude above five
thousand feet it resembled a brown snake, sullen, lazy, dissatisfied, fretful, threstening. You got a feding
of foulness about the river.

Theriver had overflowed that spring, and the vegetation and crops on the overflow land had an unhedthy
ydlow cast, whereas the hill country and the uplands were furred with hearty green. It was as if the river
hed contaminated the country through which it flowed, sickened whatever was close to it.

Renny was flying. He was flying sheepishly, because he had made a bobble in his dead-reckoning
navigaion and hit the river fifty miles from his intended destination. He suspected he had bungled the
computer gadget when he set up the triangle of velocities for his flight course. It was a mistake a WTS
sudent wouldn't have made, and Renny was an engineer, and he was ashamed of it.



Anyway, they had hit the river & a power dam, along wdl of concrete which barred the progress of the
brown river snake and fattened it for miles upstream. This wasn't where they were supposed to hit it, but
it was alandmark easy to identify. Renny had turned downstream.

“Theres the town,” Ham said findly. “lan't that the pipdine just beyond it?’

Renny muttered that with his navigating, he wouldn't be too surprised if it was the Burma Road. He eased
the throttles out and danted down toward the pipdine job.

With an engineer's practiced curiogty, Renny examined the pipeline work. He frowned, dived the ship,
and salled dong afew hundred feet above the line. He banked back toward theriver.

The job down there wasn't going well, he knew immediatdy. Firs, it was strung out too much. Laying a
pipeline was aregular operation. Firgt, the survey crew laid out the line, and the aérid photos were taken.
Then the dam agents bought up the right-of-way and cleared titles.

The soil-checker would come through, checking the earth for akdi or other chemicd content injurious to
pipe. Wherever akdi was found, the pipe would be re-routed to avoid these “hot” spots.

The ditching machines next, then the pipe-stringers, the tacker, the welders, the pardite and papering
crew, the backfillers, the fendng crew-dl these last in a compact group, probably spread out over no
more than three or four miles of line

Renny grimaced. Vishility was about twenty miles to the west, and it looked to him as if the pipe wasnt
even in the ditch that far back.

The river crossng made him uncomfortable to look &t it. He hated to see an engineering job bungled.
“There's plenty of trouble down there,” he said.

Ham and Monk were surprised. The congruction job, to ther inexperienced eyes, had looked large,
effident and impressive,

“What's the matter with it?’ Monk demanded.

“The whole job is shot to blazes” Renny explained. “No codrdination. Take right across the river-the
gringer crews aren't a bit ahead of the connection crew. And you can see, dl the way down the line,
whereit isnt dicking.”

He scowled at the ground for awhile, banking the plane back.
“Crews are short-handed, too,” he muttered. “Looks as if something was keeping them from work.”
“If there's trouble, Doc is probably here somewhere,” Ham said.

“Well find out,” Renny said grimly. “Thisis a damned mess! Holy cow! Did you know the fud from this
line has to be reaching the invasion shove-off bases before we can dart the lagt big punch to end this
wa?’

Monk and Ham hadn't known that. They had been doing odd jobs of specidized nature for the War
Department and the genera aff, but this was an enginearing and supply problem, so they hadn't known.
The War Department wasn't noted for broadcasting such information, anyway.



THE arport was a municipd one, suffering from the usud war-time doldrums. There were three
shed-hangars and a seedy individud to take care of the line shack and the gasoline pumps.

“You ant saying?’ the seedy attendant asked.

“Why not?’ Renny demanded, surprised by the man's unexpected curiogty.

“You an't newspapermen, or government agents, or something?’ the man inquired.
Renny growled, “Brother, who appointed you to ask-"

A man came out of the line shack saying, “1 did. Keep your har on sraight, friend.” The man was tal,
wiry, and he carried a shotgun casudly across his arm. He was followed by another man, shorter, less
flexible-looking, also with a shotgun. Both wore hunting clothes.

“Who are you and what's your business here?’ the first man asked bluntly.

Renny didnt like the manner of either man. As men, they were decent looking. But thar attitude certainly
waan't pleasant. Renny said, “I don't see any badges on you two birds. Show us a badge, and we might
tak to you.”

“Maybe we don't need any badges,” the man said. “Who are you three? Some more Colbeck men?’
“What do you mean-Colbeck men?’ Renny demanded.
“I'm asking the questions.”

Renny, in an ugly tone that suddenly got to rumbling, said, “Y ou're the one who's getting his teeth kicked
out in about three seconds.”

“Friend, | wouldn't advise you-"

“Onyour way!” Renny said. “Get going, you bumd”
“Ligten”

Renny said ominoudy, “Bedt it, brother! Right now.”

The two men stared a Renny, who was not a Sght to ingpire peace in their minds. They were in an
uncomfortable spot, with ther biuff called.

One of them said to the other, “No need of getting oursalves skinned up by tackling three of them. Come
on. They're Colbecks, dl right.”

The pair walked off. They had the long hedthy stride of men who had done a lot of foot traveling over
hills and country roads.

Renny whedled on the seedy old airport attendant. “Who were those two?’

“Chegter and Jm Morgan, my second-cousins,” the old man snapped. “They're not afraid to have you
know who they are.”

“What'd they mean-were we Colbecks?’

“Areyou?’



Exasperated, Renny ydled, “1 asked you! Now answer my questions!”

The old man scowled a Renny, then ddiberately spat on the ground. “Nuts to you and the rest of the
Colbecks,” he said. He turned and stalked into the line shack, damming the door.

Renny, angered, seized the door knob with the intention of fallowing the old fdlow. The door was
locked. Renny rattled the knob. “Open up!”

Ingde the line shack, the old man said quietly and purposefully, “You try to bust that door down and 'l
shoot you dead in your tracks, and I'll get away with cdling it salf-defense, too.”

Monk grimaced. “Sounds asif he wanted us to try it.”
“Where do we get ataxi?” Renny asked the old man.

“Wdk,” the old man said.

THEY walked. It was about amile They passed two pipdine trucks piled in the ditch, one of them with
aload of four forty-foot joints of twenty-four-inch river-weight pipe.

Renny, at the second truck, said, “Wait aminute” He went over and probed and poked for a while, then
indicated the pipe-traler coupling. “Parted. Made the truck go into the ditch,” he said. He rubbed a
finger over the greasy friction surfaces of the coupling. “Been wiped off,” he added. “There should be
grease on that.” He got down and fdt and searched carefully on the underside. “Holy cow!”

He showed them hisfingers. He rubbed the fingers together. “Emery dugt,” he said. “You can fed it. The
guff was put on the coupling so it would cut out. Thisis a specid compound used for metd-cutting.”

“Dédiberate?” Monk asked.
“Why not? It was wiped off, wasn't it?’

Monk waved an am at the other damaged truck. “Two trucks knocked out on this short stretch of road.
What's somebody trying to do-butcher this construction job?”

“Let'sfind out,” Renny said. “And while we're doing it, we might get aline on Doc Savage.”

They reached the outskirts of town. Only four cars passed them, and each of these was loaded with
suitcases or the kind of light-housekeeping furniture which pipdine workers carry with them from one
location to another.

They passed through a region of farly nice residences. Then filling-gations began to appear, and the
usud average of rooming-houses.

Renny stopped. “There's aguy loading his suff into his car. Texas license on the car. And he looks like a
pipdiner.” He glanced a Monk and Ham. “I'm going to seeif | can find out whether the workmen are

pulling out, and why.”
“Probably get your nose flattened,” Monk said.

Remny entered the yard. The house was two-storied, weather-boarded, a vintage probably thirty-five
years back. There was afat fortyish man and afa younger man and a woman loading quff into an ederly
sedan.



“Leaving?’ Renny asked.

All three stopped working. They stared a him. The older fat men said, “Get dong, buddy. You haven't
log anything here.”

Renny scowled. “Y ou insult people kind of sudden, don't you?’

The younger man said, “L ook, Morgan or Colbeck or whichever you are, we don't want any part of this
mess. We're getting out.”

“Quitting?’ Renny asked.

“Yeah. And if you mean are we scared, that's right, too.”
“What's the trouble?’ Renny perssted

Both men spat on the ground smultaneoudy.

“Are you kidding!” one said. And they both went back to carrying suitcases, cardboard boxes, and a
baby crib out of the house.

The woman stood garing a Renny for a while, then cried shrewishly, “You git! You leave us done, you
hear!”

Renny went back to Monk and Ham.

“Everybody seemsto beina stew,” he said. “Let's find out whoever is bossng this pipdine job and get
the lowdown.”

THE office had been makeshifted out of a suite of sample rooms on the bacony floor of the old hotel that
was dill the best hotel in town. A cardboard sgn with Colbeck Construction Company lettered on it
with crayon marked the door.

Big Bill Colbeck, with grain showing dl over his honest-John face, stood flatfooted behind his desk and
sad, “Yes, I'm Colbeck. Yes, | own the company, or what was the company. What do you want?’

Renny introduced Monk, Ham and himsdlf. “We're associated with Doc Savage,” he added.

“Damn my soul!” Colbeck said vidently. He strode to a connecting door, shouted, “Art! Oh Art, come
in here. The Philidines are with us again.”

Arthur Strain came in, along man who looked soft without any fat. He wore tweeds and everything that
went with them, down to a knobby briar pipe which gave off the aroma of good Irish-blended tobacco
that was hard to get these days.

“These three guys are friends of Doc Savage,” Colbeck told him.

Strain extended his hand. “Glad to meet you gentlemen. | hope you can hdp us” When he had finished
gheking hands, he asked, “Have you seen Doc Savage yet?”

“We don't know where heis” Renny said. “Do You?’

“Injail.”



“How come?’
“St down,” Strain suggested, “and Il tdl you about it.”

Arthur Strain proved to have a gift for clear expresson. He painted a word picture swiftly, emphasizing
the points that were important. How the condruction of the pipdine had dragged myderioudy until
Colbeck Congtruction had been forced to forfet three of its pendties for faling to have agreed-upon
amounts of pipeline built by agreed-upon dates. The pendty payments had been a severe drain on the
company, snce they wiped out the profit on each section and a good ded more.

It had become more and more apparent, Strain explained, that the old Morgan-Colbeck disagreement
might be behind the trouble. And then Erasmus Morgan, patriarch of the Morgans, had been murdered,
and an atempt made to lay the blame on Bill Colbeck. That had brought the Morgan-Colbeck scrap out
into the open.

This was the mess into which Doc Savage had ventured. Strain explained that he and Colbeck had not
known Doc, nor been aware that the bronze man had been assgned by the federa government to solve
the pipeline trouble. This they had not known until night before last, when Doc had cdled them to his
room here a the hotel.

“While he was taking to us” Strain explained, “the Sheiff appeared and arrested him. Savage was
accused of killing a fdlow named, or caled, Preach Jones. They locked Savage up, after he was
practicaly identified as the killer by agirl named Nola Morgan. She had been with Savage when-"

“Wait aminute” Ham interrupted. “Who was thisgirl?’

“Nola Morgan. She's one of the leading Morgans, a niece, | think, of the old fdlow who was murdered,
Erasmus Morgan.”

She's more then that, Ham thought. She's gpparently the girl who flew back east and got us on the job.
“Do you know the girl?” Strain asked.

“Never met her,” Ham said. “Where is Doc right now?’

“Injal. An attempt was made to kill him last night, but it didn't succeed.”

Renny stared at Strain with a shocked intengty. “ Good Lord, you say that casudly!”

“I'm sorry,” Strain said. “It's hard to bdieve such things happen. | didn't fed casud about it, | assure you,
dthough | had met Mr. Savage just once.”

“What about this attempted killing?’

“Wedl, there was mob activity in the street, and someone took a shot a Mr. Savage through the cdl
window. It missed.”

Bill Colbeck snorted, said, “It didn't miss. It was a damned good shot. It was the best shoating | ever
heard of. And it didn't miss. It went right smack through a dummy Doc Savage had made of himsdf out
of a piece of wallpaper held torn off the wall of his cell. He hdd this silhouette up in front of the window,
and bing! Somebody, put a bullet through. Right between the eyes”

Renny asked, “What about this mob?’
“Wel, what about it?”



“Did somebody gir it up ddliberately so there would be excitement to cover the shooting?’
“Could be,” Bill Colbeck said.
Arthur Strain made a quick, unbdieving gesture. “Bill, you're getting alittle wild again,” he said.

“Wild?" Colbeck whedled on his generd manager. “Look, 1've been around trouble before. | know what
trouble looks like. And we've got plenty of it right here on this congtruction job.”

“Probably not as much as you think.”
Colbeck swore vidently. “Theres aregular avil warl We're the same as out of business!”
“Takeit easy, Bill,” Strain soothed.

“Easy, nothing!” Colbeck yeled. “You sat around in a Tulsa bank too much of your life, Art. You may
be able to recognize a finandd cyclone when you see one. But what you don't know about pipdine
troubles would fill 9x books.”

Colbeck's inner tenson was burding out into the open, like a buzzard chick hatching out of a shdl. He
was scared, and big enough and two-fisted enough to be ashamed of being scared. His excitement was
the more stark for that, snce a frightened strong man is more disturbing than a scared weak man.

“The job is shut down!” Colbeck shouted. “The men who scare easy are leaving. Hdl, | saw a dozen
cars headed out of town with men and their families. It1l be weeks before we can get going-but now well

never get going again.”
“What's the trouble?” Renny demanded.
“Money.”

Arthur Strain made a dight, embarrassed gesture, saying, “Don't worry about that, Bill. Y ou can count on
me to furnish what money you have to have.”

Bill Colbeck scowled. He shook his head. Then he grinned shegpishly a Strain. “Thanks, Art,” he said.

Reny sad, “We didn't come here to pry into your finenda problems. What we want to know is what
happened to Doc Savage, and what happened to this pipeline congruction job.”

“Savageisinjal charged with murder,” said Colbeck. “The pipeine congruction job is blown higher than
akite, nearly.”

“Exactly how bad is the congtruction Stuation?’
Bill Colbeck hesitated, then spoke quietly, with no exaggeration.

“If we could get the line the rest of the way across the river, we would makeit,” he said. “We might even
beat the forfet date.”

“How far isthe line across the river?’
“It's damn near across. Right & the critica point.”
“Well look into that after we talk to Doc,” Renny said.

Colbeck grunted, said, “If | can't get that pipeline across the river, youll play hdl doing it.”



RENNY, Monk and Ham went to the jail. Enroute, Monk said, “ Colbeck isworried.”

“He s a crude fdlow,” Ham said. “You notice thet last crack he made? If he couldnt build a pipdine
across the river, nobody else could.”

Reny said, “1 sort of liked the guy.”
“But he was inaulting!”

“Wl, he's gat things on his mind. He's got reason to be short-tempered, the way it looks to me. | like
men to show the way they're feding. It's these deep foxy guys who hide everything you have to look out
for.”

“Wdl, | liked Strain better than Colbeck,” Ham said. “Strain didn't have the manners of a goat, & least.”
Renny changed the subject saying, “ Thereés the jall.”

They had trouble getting to see Doc Savage. The county was halding the bronze man, which meant the
sheriff had custody.

Sheiff Tom Scott Morgan examined Renny's specid commisson cards, laughed and said, “No thanks.
They don't carry weght here.”

“ Bl,lt'”

“Look,” Sheriff Morgan interrupted. “Y ou're going to tdl me the unpleasant things that will happen to me
if | don't codperate with you. Save your breath.”

The sheriff wasn't being nasty. He was merdy stating his position, and meking it clear that he fet he knew
what he was doing.

“| could promise you some unpleasant things” Renny said.

“No doubt.”

“Y ou could be obstructing justice, you know.”

Sheiff Morgan nodded. “People been tdling you I'm holding thismeninjall because he's a Colbeck?’

“We haven't been in town long enough to hear any tak,” Renny told him. “And Doc Savage isnt a
Colbeck or aMorgan. If you'd cal Doc anybody, you'd cdl him the American people.”

The officer considered that for a moment. It made him angry. He jerked a thumb at his own chest. “I'm
the American people. They dected me. | take this job serioudy. | do what | think is right, and if I'm
wrong, I'l take whatever hdl is dished out. I'll take it, then go home and deep, because my heart is pure.
Butif | do something | don't fed is right, and it turns out bad, | can't deep, because my heart an't pure.
Get it?’

Renny jumped up wrathfully.
“Yourejug alot of words!” he snapped. “You going to let ustak to Doc, or not?’

“I'm not.”



Renny demanded, “Is Nola Morgan related to you?’
“Somewhat.”

“How much?’

“Shesmy dder.”

“All right, Nola Morgan came to New Y ork and got us on the job,” Renny said. “Does that make it any
different with you?’

The Sheriff looked himin the eye. “ Suppose | was to tdl you my sister, Nola Morgan, was right here in
town and a home every minute since Doc Savage was locked up? Would that make it any different with
you?’

Renny's jaw went down. He was slent for awhile.
Ham Brooks said, “ Sheriff, are you tdling us that is the truth?”

“I'mtdling you to get out of here,” Morgan said. “Now. Right now!”

Chapter VIl

RENNY RENWICK, Ham Brooks and Monk Mayfar stalked in slence to a restaurant, where they
found a table. The waitress came, and they had difficulty thinking of anything to order, hdf-redizing the
hestancy was due to their depression.

Monk Mayfair, watching the faces of the others, could see that they were having about the same thoughts
he was having. His own weren't very pleasant. He had seen enough since ariving to know there was
plenty of trouble afoot, and that it was too far dong for gentle methods to stop it. It was too far grown to
nip in the bud, because it was wdl out of the bud.

And Monk was convinced that Doc Savage was in very red danger. A murder charge was never
something to trifle with, no matter how innocent you were. They executed you for murder, with due
process of law, inexorably and frighteningly. The theory was that innocence got its due, but Monk had a
hunch that Doc would not be in jal now if he could prove his innocence.

The waitress brought ther food. They had ordered eggs because they hadn't eaten Snce the night
before-things had happened too fast in New York to think about food-and so what they wanted was in
the nature of breakfast. But the waitress brought no eggs, and apologized, “We usudly get them fresh
from the country, but now we can't.”

“How come?” Monk asked.
“Morgans raise the eggs and they're afraid Colbecks might eat them,” the waitress said wryly.
“Which are you, Morgan or Colbeck?’

“I'm an innocent bystander,” she said. She glanced about uneesly. “There's been rumors they would
dynamite this place because Bill Colbeck esats here. Do you suppose they would do that?’

“It doesn't sound logicdl.”



“Who said anything about logic?’ the waitress retorted.
When she had gone away, Renny muttered, “We had better get organized.”
“So I'm thinking,” Monk said.

Renny examined his big fists thoughtfully. “How does this sound to you? Monk, you and Ham take the
Colbeck and Morgan mess. One of you work on the Colbecks, the other one on the Morgans, and see
what you can dig up.”

Monk said, “That's a good idea. I'll take the Morgan angle”

Renny added, “I'll go have a look at that pipdine river crossing job. As an engineer, that's probably my
best angle. One of our jobs hereisgoing to be to see that the pipdine goes through.”

“That's good, too,” Monk agreed. “Me on the Morgans. Ham on the Colbecks.”

Ham eyed Monk narrowly. “1 think we'd better match to see whether you or | take the Morgan angle”
“That's not necessary,” Monk said innocently.

“You have any particular preference?’ Ham demanded.

“Shucks, no. Makes no difference to me, but I'l take the Morgan angle”

“Because you've heard Nola Morgan isa very pretty girfl?’

Renny stared disgustedly at Monk and Ham.

“Holy cow!” he said. He fished a coin out of his pocket and dapped it down on the table. “Cdl it,” he
told Monk sourly. “I'min no mood for this sort of thing now.”

Monk eyed Renny's hand sheepishly. “Heads,” he muttered.
It was talls.
Ham said, “That'swhat | get for living right. | think I'll start out by investigating Miss Morgan personaly.”

HAM BROOKS liked fine living. He was an enthusast about good food, good clothes, beauty and
comfort and existence in the gented way. When he could, he liked to live that way himsdf, and he
enjoyed seeing others do it. The plantation impressed him.

The white house a the top of the hill road was a congpicuous landmark for miles across the countryside
and up and down the river. Ham, turning his rented car into the long sweep of the driveway, examined
the place with appreciation.

The manson had obvioudy been built before the Civil War days, but it was no seedy rdic of the old
south. The columns had a fresh mgestic sweep, the paint was crisp and white, the lawns manicured, the
shrubbery well-cared for. Behind and to the east were the outbuildings, the sheds, the barns, the cribs,
the stock pens. There were tractors and combines and fine livestock.

Looking at the place, Ham felt an urge to be afarmer. It was the kind of a place that made you fed that
way.

He clattered the brass knocker againg the door, hdf expecting the pand to be smung gar by a



picturesque old darky with white hair and lots of teeth. He was so completely primed to tdl an old darky,
“Cunnd Brooks to see yoah Migtress, suh,” that he was thrown off the track when Nola Morgan hersdf
opened the door.

“Hdlo,” she sad.
Ham made foolish noises.
“Comein,” Nola Morgan said. “I've been expecting one of you.”

“Y ou-uh-know me?’ Ham managed to say. He had gotten a good look &t the gil by now. Monk'll sure
be burned up that he didn't get this part of the job, he thought.

“You are Ham Brooks,” she said.

Ham had mentdly arranged an orderly sequence of questions, but he was confused, and he asked
bluntly, “Was it you who came to New Y ork-you who telephoned me?’

“Of course”
“Why did you leave so quickly?’

“Didn't you get the note | left at the airport? They had men there watching me. | guess they knew |
aways use that airport when | fly to New Y ork. | should have landed at a different one, but | didn't think
of that.”

"Your brother,” Ham said, “damed it wasn't you who natified us”
"Did he?" She walked ahead of Ham. “Will you come this way. | want to show you something.”

Sheled the way up a darway to a large sunny room furnished in wicker and tweedy suff. Near one of
the windows a good surveyor's trandit was set up. Nola Morgan went to the ingrument. “This is the only
thing | could find around the house that would do for a telescope,” she said.

She stooped and peered through the trangt.
“Teke alook,” she said. “You may have to adjust the focus.”

Through the trangt Ham saw a backwater dough, a doping bank, a man lounging on the bank, and two
enormous cane fishing-poles stuck in the mud of the bank.

"Looks innocent, doesn't it,” the girl said.
"Yes”
"Itisnt,” she told him. “Do you know flag code? He's uang those poles to send messages to someone.”
Ham put an eye to the trangt. “He moved the right-hand pole. Bt its not semaphore.”

"He moves the right pole for a dot, the Ieft for a dash, and both of them for the end of a message. He just
reported your ariva.”

THE man on the bank of the dough, Ham decided, could see about hdf of the Morgan estate.

The girl, answering a question that popped into his mind before he could word it, said, “There are two
more. One on the west Sde of the place and ancther one on the north. A rabbit couldn't come or go



without them being aware of it.”

“Who are they?’

“l don't know.”

“Morgans?’

“Certanly not. If they were Morgans, | would know about it.”

“Colbecks?’

“l don't know. But | doubt it.”

“Then who in the devil are they?’

Nola Morgan shook her head. “Sit down,” she said. “I want to talk to you for a minute”

Ham took a chair. He didn't fed like sStting down. It was being more and more impressed on him that
something tense and mysterious was hagppening, and it didn't make him want to gt and talk.

“Ligento me” Nola Morgan said. “Something big, frightening and terrible started happening in this part
of the country several weeks ago. It began gradudly, so gradudly that none of us recognized anything
unusud. And | dill don't know what is at the bottom of it.”

“What about this Colbeck versus Morgan-"

“That's what I'm tdling you,” she interrupted. “This thing that is happening had to happen behind a
smoke-screen. And the smoke-screen that was sdlected was this Colbeck and Morgan legend.”

Ham said, “I just came from town, and what | saw going on wasn't any legend. It was a dvil war getting
ready to pop.”

Nola Morgan said sharply, “Don't tdl memy loca higtory! You're an outsder. You don't know anything
about it. The Colbeck-Morgan feud was a dead duck twenty years ago. There hadn't been even a fig
fight between a Colbeck and a Morgan for ten years. It was jus tak. That's dl. Tdk, like some
southerners dill talk about the Civil War and damn-yankees. There actudly was no Colbeck-Morgan
bad feding three months ago.”

“ BlJt_”

“Somebody girred it up. Somebody-a large and very dick organization of somebodies-dug this old feud
out of its grave and dressed it up in war paint and feathers and rattled its old bones. Morgans began to
hear that Colbecks had sad nesty things about them-but the Colbecks hadn't said any such things.
Colbecks heard dander which Morgans had supposedly said. Morgans hadn't sad it. Lies. Somebody
was spreading lies”

“You seem pretty certain,” Ham said. He was getting confused, wondering just what was what.

Nola Morgan continued, “Then a Morgan was waylaid and beaten up on a dark road, and his assailants
cdled each other Colbeck names. But we checked into it, and they weren't Colbecks. The next week, a
Colbeck was stabbed by a man who said he was Finis Morgan. But Finis Morgan was right here in this
house at the time of the knifing! We knew that for a fact.”

Ham asked, “Who is we?”



Nola Morgan's face got a dightly chaky coloring. “Erasmus Morgan,” she said. “He was my uncle, and
he managed this plantation for me. | don't mean that | employed him. Erasmus Morgan was a very
capable and influentid man and quite wedthy. He liked this place, and preferred to spend much of his
time here. He managed the plantation in order to have an excuse to stay here alot.”

“Erasmus Morgan,” Ham said. “Where is he now?’
“Dead,” she sad grimly.

Ham suddenly wished that he hadn't asked such a blunt question about Erasmus Morgan. The pan in the
gir'svoice, the tragedy behind her eyes and her manner, made him uncomfortable.

“I'm sorry,” he muttered.

NOLA MORGAN sad that Erasmus Morgan had been murdered at night after he had left a medting of
land-holders through whose farmland the pipeline was being constructed, a meeting a which the land
owners had organized to see that they got far damages, a meding that might have been construed as
Morgans againg the Colbeck Congtruction Company. But it hadn't been that. It had been only a megting
such as farmers often held when a pipeline was going through their farms.

“He was shot with Bill Colbeck's gun,” Nola Morgan said. “The bullet came from the gun, and the gun
was traced to Bill Colbeck. But Colbeck didnt do it, any more than Fnis Morgan had stabbed a
Colbeck afew days before.”

She stopped spesking and stared a the floor. Emotion had piled up in her, tightening her throat and
holding back her words. She had thought a greet ded of Erasmus Morgan, and his murder was a thing
about which she could not talk cdmly. Ham, wishing for words, could think of none.

Fndly, without looking up, she continued, “It was three weeks &fter the funera when a man in the state
penitentiary, a man named Carl Boordling, gave me a misericord he had made-”

“A what?’

“Misericord. A beautiful, intricate, and yet horrible thing. And | knew, from the strange way Carl
Boordling gave me the misericord, that it somehow was a clue, or a solution, to the whole &far. And
today, more than ever, I'm sure of it.”

“What makes you sure?’

“The efforts that have been made to get the misericord.”
“You haveit here?’

“No. And I'm not tdling anyone where it is”

“But someone wants the misericord?’

“Cal Boordling died suddenly in the penitentiary. | think he was murdered because he gave the
misericord to me. A woman came to me. She said, very pitifully, that she was Carl Boordling's mother
and she wanted the misericord because it would be a keepsake of her son. | checked on her and found
out she was a woman with a police record from Little Rock. Next, | was offered money for the thing.
Then | was threatened if | didn't giveit up.”



“Who is efter it?’

“l was never able to find out definitdly who it is”
“No suspicions?’

She indicated the man fishing. “He is one of them.”

Ham stood up. He said, “This may seem kind of abrupt, but I'm going to go to work on that fisherman
right now. What do you say to that?’

“That's what |'ve been trying to get up nerve to ask you to do,” Nola Morgan said.

Chapter IX

WHEN Ham Brooks waked out on the dough bank beside the fake fisherman, he did so with a
casuaness and confidence he certainly didn't fed. Ham now wore ragged overdls, a straw hat which was
awreck, and eyebrows consderably darker than normd, thanks to Nola Morgan's eyebrow pencil.

“Okay, you can go home” he told the fisherman.

The fisherman, a short, dark, full-lipped man, was eding a sandwich. He was dtartled. To get time to
examine Ham, he made a business of swalowing hdf the sandwich and swabbing out his cheeks with his

tongue.

“Sayswhich? he demanded.

Ham sat down by the fishpoles. “Go home. I'm taking over.”
“Yeah? Taking over what?’

Ham laughed. He was proud of how natura the laugh sounded. “Oh, I'm not a wolf, Junior,” he said.
“And you should put some bait on those fishhooks”

Ham camly picked up one of the poles, made a series of three movements with it. Then he moved the
other pole, thefirg one, then the other one. The fisherman watched narrowly, trandaing the code which
Ham was sending. It was the two |etters, OK.

The fisherman grinned. “How come | haven't seen you around?’

“Maybe | haven't been around,” Ham said. “But don't let that worry you.”
“What'm | supposed to do?’

“Go tak to the boss” Ham said.

"B

“Thet'sright.”

The fisherman thought deeply for a while. Ham had the growing horrible conviction that he had sad
something to give himsdf away. But the fisherman complained, “Hell, I'm due for some deep.”

Ham shrugged. “All | do istdl you what I'm told to say.”



The other seemed satisfied. He indicated the white Morgan house on the hill. “Girl |eft a while ago. Some
owy with her. They Ieftinacar.”

“You pass the word dong?’

“Sure”

“Then | should have an easy time of it. Be seeing you.”

The man grunted, and walked away, disappearing into the bushes.

HAM waited, exhibiting a patience which he was far from feding. Knowing he was probably being
watched by whoever was receiver for the messages, he was careful not to do anything suspicious. He sat
down and behaved as a fisherman would behave. Who was recaiving the fish-pole-transmitted messages,
he could not tell, dthough his eyes searched the surrounding woods and fields repeatedly.

Then Nola Morgan's voice cdled softly, “He's far enough away.”

Ham hurriedly quit the dough bank. His leaving would darm the message-receiver, possbly. But he
wanted to follow the fisherman.

The fisherman had walked up a smdl hill, following awinding path, and came to adirt road. He had a car
parked there.

The road was not muddy, but it was oft in the ditches from recent heavy rains. The man's car nearly got
stuck, and he swore and backed up and lunged ahead, and findly got going. By that time, Ham and Nola
Morgan had reached their own cars.

Ham was driving the car held rented, and Nola Morgan had borrowed a machine, a coupé. It was Ham's
theory that their quarry would be easier to follow with two cars.

Thar sysem was for firg one to follow the quarry, then turn off into a Sde road before the fisherman's
suspicions were aroused, and the other take up the trall.

They went north on a highway, west on a blacktop road that was nothing extra, and on grave again to
the blufflands which overlooked the river and the long sweep of the building pipdine.

The fisherman pulled his car into afilling station which somehow, without there being anything definite to
judtify the impresson, had the air of a black market layout. As Ham drove pagt, he saw the fisherman
waking toward atourist cabin. Ham didn't pay too much attention, being afraid to turn his head lest he be
recognized. He had pulled his hair down over his eyes, put on a different hat, and made himsdf a trick
moustache out of a folded shoestring, but he didn't have much confidence in the disguise.

Around the next turn, there was a long hill, and he found that Nola Morgan, who was ahead of him, had
pulled off into alane. He stopped beside her car.

She sad, “That's Whitey's back there-alogicd place for him to stop.”
“Logicd?’

“Whitey runs atough joint.”

“Ishe a Colbeck?’



She grimaced. “No. | hope you havent the idea that this country is populated excdusvey by Colbecks
and Morgans?’

“I was beginning to wonder.”

“Wdl, that's along way from being afact,” she said. “Come on. Let's see what we can find out.”

HAM had his own ideas about a woman's place, paticularly when trouble was around. He touched her
am, and said flatly, “You stay here. Get in the brush and keep out of sght. I'll look around.”

She looked a him steedily. “I suppose you can see that I'm scared,” she said. “But I'm not too scared to
hdp.”

“That ign't the point. This sort of thing is man's work.”
“l hope you're not disgusted with me?’
“Quite the contrary, believe me,” Ham assured her.

Heleft her inwhat he believed was sufficient concealment. 1t was a brush thicket, and if their cars were
discovered from the road, she would have a chance to dip into a guly and get away. Or, if shooting
darted at the filling station-tourist camp, she was close enough to the cars to get to one of them and

escape.
“Remember, stay right here,” Ham warned. “And if there is trouble, get hdp. Don't try any heroics”
“I will.” She was noticeably pale.

Ham Ieft her. He went toward the filling Station. Because he was not sure whether there were guards in
the neighborhood, he moved as cautioudy as possible.

Thefilling Sation-tourist camp layout was larger than he had thought. There was a amdl lake behind,
evidently a dough arm of the river, with a dock and floaing boathouses. The place had a sullen, seedy
look, and nothing had been built with any consideration for beauty.

Ham picked the spots where brush grew, where the weeds were talest. He should, he decided, not have
much trouble crawling from one cabin to another until he found the one where his quarry had gone. He
worked forward.

He didn't get far.

Sound, a dirring in the bushes close by, made him tighten out flat on the ground. The next indant there
was a hard, unpleasant object againgt his back.

“Lay 4ill, bud,” a voice advised “Thisthing in your back is a twelve-gauge shotgun.”
Ham lay ill.
The voice cdled, “Okay, Pack. Thishim?’

Ham lifted his head. He saw a compact man come out of the bushes. The look on the man's face put a
coldness dl through Ham, for it was the expresson of a man who had no fedings about life or death, one
way or the other.



There were other men, two of them, armed. But they were just other men at the moment, other men with
normd emotions of fright and nerves and nausea. The nausea and the coldness legped frighteningly
through Ham. He was quiite convinced that they were going to kill him.

Theman Pack stooped and looked at Ham, examined Ham's face. He amiled a little, completdy without
feding.

“That's the one Nola described to us” he said. He draightened. He lifted his voice. “It's okay, Miss
Morgan,” he cdled.

What a child | was in her hands, Ham thought sckly. And then, because his rage was like a scalding
bath, he said what he thought, not considering that there was alady present.

Chapter X

RENNY RENWICK encountered Monk Mayfar in the middle of the afternoon on the pipdine
congruction job. Renny was looking over the river-crossing, and he found Monk working. Monk was
swvamping for awelder.

“What you doing out here?” Renny demanded. “Y ou're supposed to be digging up information.”

“That's what I'm doing,” Monk assured him. “I met a welder named Dave somebody-or-other in town,
and we're getting to be thick friends. This Dave was alittle tight, and he let dip some suff about being on
the ingde. | think he redly is Dave's swamper had quit, and so | talked him into letting me take the
vecant job mysdf.”

“Theidea being to try to pump this Dave?’

“Thet'sit.”

“Have you learned anything yet?”’

“Nothing except that thisthing is serious. What have you found out?’
“Not much we didn't know aready. When are you and Dave off work?’

“About an hour,” Monk said. “You might stick around and sort of follow us. Maybe something will turn
up.”

Renny nodded. He continued on his job of surveying the construction work.

Renny had told Monk that he'd learned nothing they didn't aready know, but this was an understatement.
Hed turned up much that was important, and indeed it might even be as vitd as anything. He didn't have
hisfingers on any villans yet, but he had a hunch he could grab them where the hair was short and make
it hurt.

He walked back dong theline. Colbeck Congtruction had good equipment. Very good. Not flossy duff,
but rea working outfits, and Renny had a hunch that there was no better equipment anywhere-which
mede it doubly mysterious that Colbeck Congtruction was having so much trouble.

He waked around a hig ditching machine, a specid job constructed for this big pipe. Good outfit, and it
hed cost plenty.



He went on, thoughtfully, to the river bank. The pipe was in the ditch up to the river section, and the
papering machines were wrapping it before the winches lifted the pipe so the skids could be removed
and the pipe lowered into the ditch. After that would come the backfiller, and the fenang crews, and the
job would be done.

The pipe was being jointed together on shore for the river crossng. The joints, forty-foot river-weght
ged, would be butted on the bank and the line-up clamps put in place, then tack-welded. After the
gringer beads had been run by the main welder, the pipe would be worked, aninch at a time, farther out
into the river.

It was supported on barges, which were carefully moored and snubbed. On the barges, the hig
barrel-shaped river-clamps were put on the pipe. These weighed amogt a ton a section, two tons per
clamp, and their purpose was to hold the pipe on the river bottom.

It sounds smple, Renny thought, just Sringing a pipe across ariver. But with ariver like this, it's about as
ample, in many respects, as building another Golden Gate bridge.

He could see-anyone could see-that the work was practicdly a a standdtill.

RENNY discovered Bill Colbeck. The owner of Colbeck Condtruction was on the river barges, working
hisway adong the catwalks toward the shore. He paused to go aboard a dredge, but did not remain there
long. He came ashore and approached Renny. The man had the facid expression of a whipped animd.

“How'sit going?’ Renny asked.

“Ferce” Colbeck muttered. He seemed indined to talk now, a change from his attitude &t the hotdl. “I've
got sanding-in trouble now. Thisriver isadevil.”

He meant, of course, that the ditch they had dredged in the river bed for the big pipe was filling with sand
fagter then it was supposed to.

Colbeck glanced at Renny sheepishly. “1 think I'd better apologize for my attitude.”
113 E,]?l

“It didn't quite dawn on me who you were, Renwick,” Colbeck said. “After you l€ft, it bit me, and | dug
up some back copies of engineering journds with your articles in them. It made me fed foolish. You
seem to be about twenty times the engineer I'll ever be.”

Renny grinned dightly and said, “Don't believe dl you read.” He indicated the pipdine river-crossng. “If
you could get the line across this river, you would fed better, eh?”’

“Fed better, my God!” Colbeck said. “It would bring the thing down to my sze. It would save my neck.”
“How long isit going to take you?’

Colbeck's mouth corners sagged. “1 know you're engineer enough to see the truth. | doubt if Colbeck
Congtruction will ever be able to put that pipeine across.”

Renny turned to look back at the river crossing. It was, he reflected, atough job. And it was a job that
would have to be pushed to a quick completion, if the big pipeine was to go into operation.

Renny had been on the telephone to Washington earlier in the afternoon, and he had received a blunt



gatement about just how imperative the pipdine was to the war progress. The beginning of the ling, the
hundreds of miles from here back into the mid-continent ail fields, was dready being filled with ail. The
sections on east were complete, and amogt entirdly water-pressure tested. In brief, the whole line was
ready to go except thisvitd link.

Theugly part of the Stuation was this No one but Colbeck Congtruction could finish this link of the line
within, at best, severa months or a year. The reason for this was the gpecid mechinery necessary.

Bulldng a 24-inch pipdine was something new. A long line of that diameter had never been attempted
before. For this river crossing, Colbeck Condtruction had started a year and a hdf ago designing and
ordering the specid machinery for the river crossing part of the job. The machinery was here. It was dl
right here on the river bank, on the water, on the barges. That machinery had to be used. Without it,
there would be a dday of months or a year until Smilar machinery could be constructed.

Renny scowled at the sullen, nasty looking river with its squirming expanse of muddy water. It was a big
river. It was treacherous, the kind of ariver that would crush the soul of an enginesr.

Renny turned to Colbeck.
“What would you say to my lending a hand?’ he asked.

The emation, relief and hope, that lunged through Colbeck for a moment made the man speechless.
“Y ou-you mean that?’ he asked, a last.

“Qre”

Colbeck put out his hand. “Brother, you've got a job,” he said. Then, because his voice was s0 hoarse
with emotion, he cleared his throat.

THEY rode back to the hotd which was Colbeck Congruction headquarters. Renny asked, “How much
deep did you get lagt night, Colbeck?’

“A couple of hours. Which was more than | got the night before.”
Renny said, “You pileinto bed right away. Get some deep, so youll be worth something.”
Colbeck grinned. “I believe I might. I'll take you in to Art and explain the Stuation.”

Arthur Strain was dtting in the office behind a pile of telephone books. He indicated the telephone
wearily. “I've run up a thousand dallars in telephone tolls” he complained. “We haven't got a chance of
hiring experienced pipeliners to replace our men who are quitting. We're licked. Ordinarily, we could use
green help. But thisriver job demands experienced men.”

Colbeck looked uneesly a Renny Renwick. “What do you say to that?’
“We may whip it,” Renny told him.

Arthur Strain, somewhat startled, asked, “What's this? Y ou two were about to chop each other's heads
off when you firg met.”

“Renwick is going to take over the job of putting that pipe across the river,” Colbeck said.
“What?" Strain gasped, and his mouth remained open.



“That'sright,” Colbeck said.
“Good Lord!” Strain said softly.

“Look, you don't need to be so astonished,” Bill Colbeck told his generd manager. “Renwick is more
engineer than | ever thought Colbeck Congtruction would ever have working for it. I'm damned glad to
get him. Y ou should be, too, considering how much money you've sunk into the concern.”

Arthur Strain whistled shrilly. He fumbled for a cigarette and lit it, dl the while saring from Bill Colbeck
to Renny Renwick. Speaking over and through his amazement, he said, “I'm bowled over. But Bill is
right. Thisis a damned fine bresk.”

“Renwick has some plans” Colbeck said.
Renny asked, “ Skilled manpower your principd difficulty right now?’

“That'sright,” Arthur Strain agreed. “We have logt, for one reason or another, our foundation of skilled
and experienced men. Some of them have been hurt-and Colbeck will tdl you that he's believed some of
the accidents that injured them were rather strange-and some of them have quit us because of this
Colbeck-Morgan feud.”

Renny said, “All right. Firdt, get hold of dl the experienced men you've got left. Jerk them off whatever
jobs they're on now. Get them here on this river job. Every man who has experience.”

Colbeck grunted pleasantly. He reached for a telephone. “ Some of them | can get by telephone. We use
short-wave radio to keep in touch with our other line crews, so we can get others that way.”

“You're supposed to get some deep,” Renny reminded him.
“Il deep fine” Colbeck said, “after | know the men you want are on their way.”

Arthur Strain said, “Renwick-even with dl our men, you won't have enough. | know. | had this same
idea, and | checked our experienced-man ligds”

“Get them here” Renny directed. “Well use what we can get, and short-cut the job.”
“Thet'll mean taking chances, gambling. That river crossing is a devil. Lose an inch, and you've log it dl.”
“That's what well do.”

Arthur Strain shook his head dowly. “Thetll be like walking a tight-rope across Niagara Fals. Either the
rope holds you, or you're a gone goose.”

“That's about it.”
“I'm afraid I'll have to be on record as opposing your ideg,” Arthur Strain said.
“Wart to help us, or want to quit now?’

“Oh, don't gt mewrong,” Strain said. “I'll help with every lick | can hit. After dl, I've got something like
four million dollars of my own money sunk into this job. If we whip that river, | might salvage that.”

“Good.”

“l hope you know what you're doing,” Strain said grimly.



“l know what I'm doing,” Renny told him.

IT was dark, nearly midnight, when Renny left the hoted where Colbeck Congruction had its
headquarters. Bill Colbeck had gone to bed, and so had Arthur Strain.

They had managed to locate a skeleton crew of men with river experience, divers, dredge men, men who
knew pipe and ariver.

Knowing pipe and ariver was the thing. They had to have such men. It was a Specidized knowledge, like
being able to use a bombsght to put a bomb through a factory roof from twenty thousand feet, or being
able to take a barrd of crude ol and get a lump of synthetic rubber out of it. Except that bombardiers
and synthetic rubber chemisgts were alot more plentiful than men who knew how to get twenty-four-inch
pipe across adevil of ariver.

Renny jumped when a, “Ps-s-s-t!” came out of the darkness. It was Monk.
“Thought we were gaoing to get together after work,” Monk said.
“| got too busy,” Renny told him. “Y ou got something?’

“l sure have” Monk beckoned. “Better get out of sght. | don't think anybody suspects me yet, but |
want to avoid taking chances.”

Renny joined Monk in the murk between two buildings. Monk explained quickly, “That welder | was
swamping for, that Dave bird, is mixed up in it, dl right. He's going to some kind of a medting, and he's
going to put in aword for me with his boss.”

“You must have redly put the pressure on him,” Renny said.

“Yeah. The point is, we might trail this Dave to the mesting, and do ourselves some good.”
“Let'sgo,” Renny said grimly.

“I wish we could get hold of Doc.”

“Any word from Doc?’

“l was over to the jal aminute ago. The Sheriff threw me out again. He wouldn't even ligen to me”
Renny said, “That Sheriff throws us out alittle too promptly.”

R

“You know something?’

“What do you mean?’

“l have a hunch thisjall thing isarig. Don't ask me why, because | haven't any proof. But that Sheriff isnt
afool, and he's been acting like one. And when intdligent people begin doing fool things, and Doc isin
the neighborhood, you can generdly bet a fuse has been lighted somewhere.”

“But what could be going on?’
“Dont ask me” Renny muttered. “Let's start shagging around after this Dave individud.”



THE man cdled Dave had aroom in a green bungaow on Wigteria Street. The light in the room went out
ten minutes after midnight, and shortly a figure came out of the house.

“That's Dave,” Monk whispered to Renny. They were Stting under a low pine tree in a yard across
Wideria

Dave went north. Monk and Renny followed, moving through yards, avoiding the sdewaks and
dreetlights. Dave headed for the center of town, the business section, which was largdly in darkness.

A block west of the town square, which was the usud park containing the county courthouse, Dave
turned into a vacant lot used for parking. He dimbed into a large truck with a van body, and backed it
out.

“Holy cow!” Renny rumbled. “Well be lucky if we don't lose him now!”
To their rdief, Dave pulled into afilling station on the next corner. The attendant began filling the gas tank.
“Come on!” Monk said. “1 think we can dimb into the back of that truck without him seeing us.”

Renny thought so, too. They kept close to the fronts of stores, doubled in behind the filling-dation
building, watched ther chance. While the attendant was accepting payment from Dave, they were able to
move slently to the open rear of the truck van, lift themselves up on the taillboard, and indde.

They sat there, inintense darkness, pleased with themsdalves.
The truck got moving. It lurched out into the street, and turned south.

Severd bulky objects in the front of the truck body which Monk and Renny had taken to be freight of
some sort how stirred and became men who had been concealed under a tarpaulin.

Glare from flaghlights aoruptly filled the truck.

Renny's shocked, “Holy cow!” did not get out of his throat. It seemed to sick there. There were, as
nealy as his blinded eyes could discern, saven men besides themsdves in the truck. He wondered,
foalishly, how so many men and guns could have been hidden there without Monk and himsdlf redizing it
intime.

One of the men pulled the van doors shut, after sepping carefully past them, to say, “You with the big
figswell search you firg.”

THE truck drove, as nearly as Renny and Monk could estimate, about seventy miles, most of the
distance on concrete. During the long ride, a least two hours, dl seven of the men spoke a combined
totd of not more than ten words. They hardly took ther eyes off Monk and Renny, kept the flashlights
on, and kept their guns-mostly shotguns-on cock.

Then, for about amile, the truck jounced over rough road, the last quarter-mile steeply downhill. Renny
amdled river just before they stopped.

Some of the men unloaded, and spoke in low voices to other men outside.

“Out,” Renny and Monk were ordered.



They were taken aboard a houseboat, a lubberly vessd conssting of a ponderous barge with a square
unlovdy house structure built upon it.

One of the men hauled open afloor trapdoor.
“Down,” he said.

Renny and Monk climbed down into the hold of the barge. The hilge sink in the place made them both
cough. There was about an inch of dime underfoot, and where the barge was down a the stern,
probably afoot of dirty river water. There were two dectric lanterns which gave quite a bright light.

“Ham!” Monk exploded.

HAM BROOKS was stting in a kitchen chair, with both arms extended out from his sides and held in
this pogition by haf-inch rope tied to hiswrists and to either sde of the barge hull.

Behind Ham, dso on a chair with her wrists Smilarly secured, was agirl.
Monk, looking past Ham at the girl, decided she mug be Nola Morgan.
The man Dave said to someone in the deckhouse above, “Toss two more chars down here”

Monk and Renny were put in the chairs, told, “Hold out your amgl” Dave did the knotting of the ropes
to their wrists, using sailor knots and tying them astightly as he possibly could. Renny, denching his teeth
with pain, saw that the girl's hands, and Ham's, were purple and usdess from the congtriction of the ropes
which held them.

Monk, when he could get hismind off the pain of hiswrids, asked, “Are you Nola Morgan?’
“Yes” she sad.

Ham said, “They caught us this afternoon. | thought for a minute Miss Morgan had led me into a trap,
because right after the men grabbed me, one of them asked another if | was the man the gifl had
described. | took that to mean Miss Morgan had decoyed me into an ambush. | yelled something about
it-and that tipped them off Miss Morgan was near. That was what they were trying to find out. It was a
trick. They caught her.”

Ham's voice was hitter with self-condemnation. He had been responsible for the gifl getting caught. He
was sick about that.

Nola Morgan spoke, evenly enough.
“Therés a chance for us” she said. “They want the misericord.”
“Misericord?’ Renny said.

Nola Morgan said, “If | give the misericord to them, they promise to turn us loose. Mr. Brooks thinks
they won't.”

Ham said, “They won't. You can look at them and know that.”

“Well have to take the chance.”



“ NO_”

Thegirl told Renny and Monk, “I'll have to give them the misericord. If | don't, they will leave us herein
the houseboat when they drift it againgt the dam.”

Renny stared a her unbdievingly. “What are they going to do? Blow open the dam in the river above
where we're putting the pipdine across?’

“That's right. They're going to load the houseboat with dynamite, drift it againgt the dam and set it off.
Theyll knock out the dam watchman so that he can't give an darm or stop it.”

Renny fdt his mouth getting dry from fear. He thought of the surly yellow river, dready near flood, and he
thought of the pipeline machinery on the lowlands at the spot where they were trying to put the line across
theriver.

Blowing the dam might not cause any great flood, and probably it wouldn't drown anyone. But it would
sweep away the barges and wreck the specid machinery for handling the twenty-four-inch pipe. 1t would
catanly do tha. For Sx months, a year maybe, there would be no line across the river. Not until that
specid machinery was replaced.

With that conviction in hismind, he had another thought, a wry one, to wit: It was odd that he should be
worrying about the pipdine, whereas his own life and the lives of the others was equdly at stake. That
way of thinking was a soldier's way of thinking. Because actudly a great ded more in the way of blood
and tears and human vaues depended on the completion of the pipeline than hinged on whether or not
Nola Morgan and Monk and Ham and himsdf continued to live. This pipdine was a vita weapon against
the mongter of war; without it, the monster would certainly flourish, live longer and more horribly.

Renny shivered.

Chapter Xl

THE office had no windows, but it did have a large skylight through which dl the scattered spark-like
garsin the night ky were visble. The office was long, narrow, with a very high calling. Once, it had been
ahdl in the center of the building, which accounted for the absence of windows. It was an ancient worn
place, but regd, too.

Tom Scott Morgan, sheriff of the county, found himsdf stepping softly when he came into the room. He
grinned at himsdlf, thinking that it was funny how another man could impress you until you even waked
lightly in his presence.

The Sheriff put down the tray he was carrying, placing it on the table. “I figured you might use something
to eat,” he said.

Doc Savage had been pacing the room, around and around with a steady, restless, intense stride. He
paused, and sad, “Thank you.” And in the same breath, asked, “Has the man from Little Rock gotten
here yet?’

“Not yet,” the Sheriff said. “The train will be twenty minutes late. | just called.”

The bronze man made a move to resume pacing, just enough of a move to hint that he was on edge and
wild with impatience. Then, with outward cdm that was unruffled, he sat a a table and took one of the
sandwiches.

“Any trace of the truck?’ he asked.



The Sheriff was uncomfortable. “No. The last report weve been able to dig up is that it was heading
north on the river highway. There's a dozen roads it could have turned off.”

“Your men are dill sure that Monk and Renny climbed into the truck?’
“yYes”

“What about Ham and your sister? Any trace of them?’

“No, not asgn,” the Sheriff said.

Sheriff Tom Scott Morgan spoke heavily, and now it became his turn to fed the somach-hollowing rage
of impeatience, of futility. Because he was a careful, taciturn man who never liked to show his fedings, he
deliberately sat on the corner of a desk and dangled a foot. Thiswaiting was agony for him.

He knew it was a waste of time for him to think about the Stuation. He'd dready beaten his brains until
they ached, hdplesdy. His helplessness made more complete histrust in Doc Savage; he was like a man
who couldn't smim hanging on to one who could.

However, he had trusted Doc Savage from the beginning. The firg thing he had done after arresting
Savage was to get in touch with Washington by telephone, and with the Governor of the state. Their
indructions had been to work with Doc Savage, and that was his indination, anyway. He had explained
thisto his sster, Nola, and she had surprised him by agreeing immediately. She had nat, at fird, redized
Savage's ganding.

As Doc Savage had made succeeding moves, the Sheriff had become more puzzled. He had understood
Doc's maotive in sending for hisaidesin New Y ork-but why had the bronze man despatched Nola on that
misson? They had talked over the summoning of Monk, Ham and Renny here in this office-Bill Colbeck
and Arthur Strain had been present at the time-and it had struck the Sheriff that it would be much easier
and more sengble to telephone Monk and the others. But Doc had not agreed. He had inssted on a
persona messenger, and Nolawas alogicd one, because she had a good private plane.

Very caefully, though, Doc Savage had explained to Nola that she might be followed or waylaid and she
mug be careful. There had been only Nola and her brother present when Doc explained this. The bronze
men had, the Sheriff knew, been rdluctant to let Nola do the job. But she had, and she had come back
safdy, and she had been followed as Doc Savage predicted she would be.

The bronze man, the Sheriff redlized, had known amost certainly that the girt would be followed. This
hed surprised the Sheriff, and given him the conviction that Doc knew exactly what he was doing.

Why Monk and Ham and Renny hadn't been told that Doc Savage was redly not under arredt, the
Sheiff didn't know. He suspected it was a case of not having too many cooks. As far as the Sheriff
knew, only he and his sster were aware that Savage was not a prisoner.

Savage's indructions had been to dlow everything to proceed normdly, asit would if he wereinjail.
The exception was the misericord. They had sent for that.

DOC SAVAGE lifted his head abruptly, ligening to a tran-whigle in the distance. He glanced at the
Sheiff, and the officer nodded. “Hell be on that train,” he said.

“The misericord will be brought directly here?” Doc Savage asked.



“ YS,”

The misericord had been in the safety deposit box in the Little Rock bank where the Morgans kept an
account. Nola Morgan had taken it there, as soon as she learned that it was important, and that it was
desired by others who were willing to take violent measures to get it.

Two deputies had gone to the Little Rock bank to get the misericord. They had left yesterday, and the
delay was due to a misundersanding with the bank officids, necesstating considerable tdephoning for
the purpose of identification.

But the misericord should be on that train which had just whistled. Doc Savage wanted to seeit. In afew
minutes, it would bein his hands.

Doc asked the Sheiff, “Any more threats?’

The Sheriff shook his head. Rage made him compress his lips urtil they were astight as the hard lips of a
catfish.

There had been only the one telephone cdl, anonymous. Turn over the misericord, or Nola Morgan
would be killed. This communication had been their first proof that Nola Morgan was in trouble, and ever
gnce the Sheriff had been fighting a Sickness insde.

Footsteps sounded outside. A voice cdled, “Tom?’
“They're here,” Sheriff Tom Scott Morgan said swiftly. He opened the door. “You got it?” he demanded.
The two deputies who had gone to Little Rock came indde. One of them sad, “Sure. Hereitis”

THE misericord was a large one, about sxteen inches long. A true misericord was a thing with a thin
needldike blade, its purpose being to dip between the joints of a suit of armor in order to finish off the
occupant. This one was large for that, dthough the blade was thin enough, and wicked.

Doc Savage turned the misericord in his hands. It was hand-made, and exquisitey so. The workmanship
was careful, paingaking. He held the weapon by the blade and swished the handle up and down, and the
blade was flexible.

“The handle been taken apart?’ he asked.

Sheiff Tom Scott Morgan nodded. “Taken apart. The whole thing X-rayed, and gone over with a
microscope for 9gns of engraving. Nothing to be found.”

Doc pulled the blade thoughtfully across a finger, testing it.

“This was made by Carl Boordling in the State Penitentiary,” he asked. “And it was given to Nola
Morgan with the inference that it was the due to who murdered Erasmus Morgan?’

“That's right.”

The bronze man examined the blade intently, and moved a fingarnail over its edge. He seemed totdly
preoccupied in the cutting edge of the knife, asif it held the truth about the knife.

“What about this Carl Boordling,” the bronze man said suddenly. “Who was he?’



Tom Scott Morgan had much information about Boordling on the tip of his tongue. “The man was
educated, a college product, an engineer, who went to the dogs. He came here from the eadt. | think his
family was killed in an automobile accident when be was driving the car, and this put hm on the
downgrade. He was herein town about two years, and hung out with a tough crowd.

“Severa months ago, Boordling was suspected of a black-market business in gasoline tickets. He would
do anything for money. Later he was arrested-”

“After Erasmus Morgan was killed?’

“Yes. But he was never suspected of any connection with the death of Erasmus Morgan. Boordling was
arrested for black-marketing gasoline, and convicted and got a quick trip to the penitentiary. Somehow
or other he wound up in the gtate pen, not the federa, because the state handled the prosecution.
Anyway, he was in State when he gave my sster that misericord. And a few days later he died,
ogtensbly from poison he had secured from the penitentiary photographic darkroom chemica supply,
and taken ddliberatdy. Suicide. My sister thinks he was murdered.”

Doc said, “Will you bring me this Boordling's record?’
The Sheriff stood up quickly. “Sure” He went away, and was back shortly with the gdley card.

Doc looked over Carl Boordling's record. It was not particulaly vicious, it was just digasteful and
unpleasant. It was the story of the fdl of a man from a respected and skilled postion. The wreck of a
career.

Abruptly Doc Savage picked up a pencil and ringed a part of Carl Boordling's record.

“Employed five years with the King Novelty Company, during which he was credited with four
inventions” The bronze man leaned back; for awhile he looked at the caling fixedly, thoughtfully. “I think
| remember some of the products of the King Novelty Company,” he said.

Suddenly he fished through the papers on his desk. Not finding what he wished, he asked the Sheriff,
“Do you have one of your business cards with you?’

The Sheriff shook his head, then admitted sheepishly, “I got an old campaign card of mine in my hillfold.
That do?’

“Lefsseeit”

Sheriff Morgan was baffled by what the bronze man did with the card. Doc merdly held the edge of the
cad agang the blade of the misericord and-holding misericord and busness card close to his
face-dowly cut into the edge of the card with asngle long stroke.

That was dl. But from the bronze man's facid expression, the Sheriff knew that something important had
happened.

Doc got to hisfet.

He wrapped the knife very carefully in paper, tied it with string, and handed it to Morgan. “Hang on to
this” he said. “It's going to hang aman.”

“Damn me” Morgan said. “1 don't get it.”

Doc sad, “Keep your deputies on cdl here. I'm going out to see a man. If things go right, | will be able to



wind thisthing up quickly by mysdf. If not, I'll need help, and plenty of hep.”
Morgan indicated the knife. “Whatll | do with this?’

“Keep it safe”

“But if something would happen, how would | know-"

“Get the King Novelty Company on the telephone and ask them what Carl Boordling invented for them,”
Doc said. He moved toward the door.

“Wait aminute” Morgan said sharply. “What's the idea of not tdling me what this misericord means?’

“Our bird is a very bold bird, but if it was to get around that we know what the knife means, the bird
wouldn't be bold. The bird would take wings, and might get away. Or isthat childish?’

Morgan scratched his head. “I'll think about it and let you know.”

DOC SAVAGE moved rapidly when he reached the street, heading for the business didrrict. It was very
dark, the hour not far from dawn, and the streets deserted.

He waked rapidly, then dackened his pace. He had been determined on a course when he |€ft the jall,
but now indecison had taken hold of him. He was not sure.

He stopped findly, in the murk of a doorway, and gave more thought to what he should do. His firg
intent had been to act directly, to confront the man he suspected, to charge the man, arrest him. He had
enough proof. Until tonight, he had had suspicion, enough suspicion to make certainty in hismind. He had
known quite surey who had killed old Erasmus Morgan, and who had caused dl the trouble for Colbeck
Congtruction, and he had known why. But the proof he had was circumdantia, a putting of two and two
together to get four. It was not direct proof. And direct proof he had to have. The knife, the misericord,
hed given him that. He had more than an opinion, a guess, now.

But now he was thinking of Monk, Ham, Renny and Nola Morgan, and he wasn't quite sure direct action
was the thing. Standing there in the darkness, his uncertainty increased until he decided to do it
differently.

He resumed waking until he came to an dl-night garage with a lunch stand adjacent. In the lunchroom
there was no one but a degpy counterman.

“Use your phone?’ the bronze man asked.
“Go ahead. It's apay phone,” the counterman said indifferently.

Doc Savage picked up the receiver. But he did not make a cdl; instead, he put the receiver back on the
hook, and went outside.

Waking dowly in the darkness, he began practicing Pack's voice, as nearly as he remembered it. He
went back, with his mind, to the minutes three days ago when he had been hidden in the rope ding under
the pipe-truck and had listened to Pack talk to his men. He concentrated on bringing out of his memory
Pack's tone, hisinflection, dl of Pack's character that was in Pack's speech. He tried Pack's voice agan
and again, udng it to rehearse the smple speech he intended to make over the telephone.

He went back to the lunchroom telephone and called the number he wanted.



“l guess you know who thisis” he said into the telephone mouthpiece. “1 wouldn't cal you like this, but
there's a bad break. We can get the misericord if youll come out here where were holding them.”

That was his speech. That was dl he intended to say. He held his breath, waiting.

Low frightened profanity came over the wire for a moment, then, “I'll be there right away!” The receiver
went down on the other end of the wire.

The bronze man breathed inward deeply, held the breath, let it out with arush of reief. His shirt was wet
with the perspiration that tenson had brought.

Chapter XII

THE highway was a damp ribbon through the predawn fog. It was no longer dark, but the sun was not
vishle because the fog that came from the river, where the cold sullen muddy water was condensing the
moigture in the warmer air, was crossing the highway in dow ralling masses.

Thefog, or possibly dampness coming up through the concrete during the night, had put a wet film over
the highway on which showed to some extent the tracks of the car which Doc Savage was following.

By keeping a close waich on the pavement, he could guess how far the other car was ahead, and
measure his speed accordingly. He was going fast. For thirty miles he had not been under fifty. For a
while he had been able to watch the car without difficulty, because the driver had kept his ydlow fog
lights on, but now thet it was lighter, the fog lights were off, and it was something of a blind-man's buff.

When Doc suddenly discovered the fresh car tracks were no longer on the wet pavement, if was a hiting
shock. He dowed the car, alittle a atime, decreasing the engine speed o that it would sound asif it had
gone on. He pulled over to the side of the road, shut off the motor, got out and went back, running.

The car could not have turned off far back, probably within the last hdf or three-quarters of a mile He
kept to the Sde of the road, on the shoulder, watching and ligening as he went.

Hefound a sde road, gravel. It did not show the tracks nearly as planly, but there were pebbles which
hed been turned over freshly, smdl signs, difficult to locate. The car had turned off on the gravel.

He did not go back for his own machine. This road would not extend far. It led down toward the river,
and there were no bridges here, nowhere for the road to go but to the river bank.

He followed it hdf amile, then heard men running in front of him, coming toward him. He left the grave
road in a hurry, taking cover.

The running men appeared out of the fog, two of them, Dave and another. They were bregthing heavily.

Dave stopped, told the other man loudly, “This is far enough for you. You stay here. If you hear my
ggnd, passit back quick.”

“Youll whigle three timesif cops come, twice if somebody comes and you're not sure whether it's cops,
and onceif it's somebody who is okay?’

“Thet'sit,” Dave said.

Dave ran on up the road. The man he had left got off the road, taking shdlter in bushes, and remained
there.



Sidfied the pair were lookouts only, Doc Savage went on, keeping off the road, moving through the
brush pardld to it as slently as he could.

He came shortly to a house, a ramshackle place that had no panes in the windows and no doors on the
frames. Nearby were two sheds obvioudy used as garages. Beyond was the river, a floating dock, a
houseboat tied to the dock.

In front of one of the garage sheds stood the car which Doc Savage had followed here. Three men
waited beside it, impatiently, glancng often a the houseboat.

Shortly a man came running from the houseboat carrying a man's coat, hat, trousers and necktie. The
garments, Doc saw, were those that had been worn by the man he had trailed.

One of the waiting men started a hurried exchanging of the clothes for his own. He got into the car when
he had finished the job.

He asked anxioudy, “Think | look enough like him to fool anybody who happened to be tralling him into
falowing me away from here?’

“Keep your face down, and youll get by.”
“What if I'm picked up?’

“You don't know anything. Stick to that.”

The man drove away. He was frightened.

The others watched him go, and one muittered, “I wish to hdl that dynamite was here, and this thing was
over with.”

“What | don't g&t,” his companion complained, “is who made that telephone cal, if Pack didnt?’
“Damned if | know.”
“Wdl, it's sure queer.”

“Jud s0 they don't catch tha truckload of dynamite on its way here. That would be a hard thing to
explan.” The man nodded toward the river dam about a mile downstream. “They would sure as blazes
guessit was going to be used on the dam.”

THAT was dl Doc Savage was able to get of their conversation, because the pair moved into amdl
bushes and crouched down there in hiding. Doc had not been able to hear dl ther words, but by
watching tharr lips closdy, he had a generd idea of what they had said.

A truck and dynamite and the dam-these were words that had clattered heavily on his ears. He frowned
a the brown ugly river, visble between the bushes, wishing he didn't have to face the conviction that
these men intended to dynamite the dam and send an increased volume of water down to ruin the
Colbeck Congtruction river pipdine crossng job.

Suddenly Doc wished he had brought aong help. It would be no spectacular flood if they broke the dam,
because it was not a high dam. It was not even likdy that much farmland would be flooded. But the
pipdine-crossng would be wiped out. All the barges, the machinery that was specidly designed for work
with twenty-four-inch pipe, would be torn loose, smashed, logst in theriver.



He decided, abruptly, to get to a telegphone and summon help. There should be houses dong the highway
from which he could telephone.

He was moving away through the undergrowth when he heard a truck in the distance. Then awhidle, and
thewhidle was relayed. A sngle whistle. That, he remembered, was to mean that whoever was coming
was known. And he could tdl that the truck was on the gravel road.

He hdted, waghing possibilities, and in the end decided he dared not take the time to go cdl help.

He went back, this time to the river bank. In the bushes there, he stripped off shoes and coat and shirt
and necktie, concedling these carefully in the weeds. He rolled his trouser legs as high as they would go,
50 they wouldn't bag full of water and impede swimming too much.

The truck arrived. It was not a large one, and the back was open. It contained possibly a dozen metd
kegs of the type used to pack blagting powder.

“Hey, | thought it was supposed to be dynamite,” someone complained.
Thedriver said, “1 was lucky to get this. Itll do the job.”
It would do the job dl right. It would do it as wel as dynamite, probably.

Doc Savage decided that now was as good atime as any to try to reach the houseboat. He couldn't wait
much longer, because the fog was beginning to thin over the river.

He eased quietly into the river. Because this was backwater from a dam, and the river was high and
tormented anyway, enough bushes overhung the water to conced him.

The water was cold; not a dean bite, but a nasty, dammy, lifdess chilling sensation. He sank very deep,
and took histime.

It was not too difficult, if he had no mishagps. The greatest distance he would have to cover without
showing himsdf-which meant snvimming underwater-was not more than fifty feet. There was nathing to
keep im from making that, nothing whatever. But at the end of it, if he put his head out of the water in
the wrong place, he would probably be shot indantly. It was not an easy svim.

He breathed very deeply and rapidly to get an extra charge of oxygen, then took a normd breath, sank
and swam. He dlowed for the dight current, swvam with long strokes on his back under the water, so that
he could tdl if he came too near the surface.

There was plenty of ar in hislungs when he bumped into the houseboat. He worked around to the stern.
The dime seemed to be hdf an inch thick on the timbers.

He raised to the surface and got air into his lungs and nothing unexpected happened.

HE was on the river-ward sde of the boat. By lifting an arm, he could touch the edge of the hull, the rall.
He closed both hands over this, lifted slently on to the deck.

He could not stay there. He could hear voices in the superstructure, one of them the voice of the man he
had followed here. They were excited, uneasy.

Near the bronze man's feet was a crude hatch, a square affar, that might admit him to the innards of the
houseboat hull. He sank beside the hatch, found it had a heavy set of hinges, a hasp, with a bolt thrust



through the hasp. He managed to unscrew the nut on the end of the bolt with hisfingers.

The hatch made a amdl rusty grunting as he opened it. Out of the hole came the smdl of disuse, of river
dime

He went down quickly, pulling the hatch shut behind him to block off the light. He crouched there. There
hed not been much light outside, but this was dark by comparison.

At the far end of the cavernous, low-celinged barge hull, a sngle ectric hand-lantern, hung from the
caling. Its battery was low, the light from it reddish and inadequate.

He distinguished four figures tied to chairssMonk, Ham, Renny and Nola Morgan.

He became tight with anxiety lest they had not recognized him. Then he heard Monk, his voice so grated
by pain that it seemed to come from a sand-filled throat, say, “Quiet! For God's sake, be quiet!” Monk
had recognized him.

The four, Doc saw, were not tied to the chairs, but to ether sde of the hull ingead. Ther ams were
stretched out tightly, and their congested hands were not pleasant to look at.

There were no guards in the hull. Doc went forward quickly. He had his pocket knife out when he
reached Renny, and he diced through the rope.

Renny's arms, when they came loose from the rope, seemed to take on enormous weight, a force that
pulled Renny forward and down, dl but out of the chair. And they wouldn't bend.

Inthe midgt of his trouble with his arms, Renny tried to point upward. He was afraid to speak. He was
trying to Sgnd.

He meant that there was a hatch overhead. Open. It led into the cabin.

Doc nodded that he understood. He went on, cut loose Nola Morgan next, then Ham and Monk. All of
them had the same difficulty with their hands and arms. Their ams had been stretched out by the ropes
s0 long that now they were of no use.

Doc watched them closdy. There would be a few moments now when they could do nothing. When,
moreover, there would be awful dinging agony as drculation resumed in ther tortured hands. He
watched them fighting the pain. He went to each of them slently, doing what he could to restore use of
thar ams.

OVERHEAD, there was stuffling, and a heavy bump as a burden was dammed down on the cabin floor.
Someone cursed the dammer of the burden, ending by asking what he was trying to do, blow them dl to

kingdom come.
The other laughed sourly. “Black powder won't explode from shock.”

“Wdll, take it easy anyway,” the first man snapped. “How many more of those kegs are there?’
“Eleven more. Twelve atogether.”

“Isit enough?’

“If it's set off right, it is”



“Well, how'll we st it off?”

They got into an argument then about how to set off the powder, one school of opinion maintaining that if
it was just exploded in the cabin, or even in the hull, most of the force would be expended upward, and
the dam wouldn't be blown out even if the barge was smack againg the dam at the time.

Doc beckoned a Nola Morgan, Monk and the others. He indicated the stern haich where he had
entered. His plan was to get dl of them outside and into the river. And then, if they were very lucky, they
could swvim underwater as far as the shore.

“Can you svim fifty feet or so under water?” he whispered to Nola Morgan.
She nodded.

They were under the hatch, and Doc had his hands againg the underside of the haich, ready to shove,
when he heard footsteps on the deck. One man.

The man walked to the riverward end of the houseboat. He stopped, standing directly overhead. Doc
stood there tensdy, imagining the man looking around, searching for sgns of trouble.

“What the hdl!” the man overhead said explosvely. He stooped, and Doc heard the bolt rattle against
the hasp. The man had discovered the bolt out of the hasp, was replacing it. They were locked in.

But the man didn't go away. He stood there, and his curiosity must have dimbed, because suddenly he
yanked the bolt out and hauled open the hatch. Then he made a fool mistake, putting his head down the
hole to see if anything was wrong.

Doc got him by the throat.

Chapter Xllli

THE ided result would be to get the man slenced ingantly. Doc tried very hard to do it. He faled. It
seemed to him tha the vicim could not possibly have made more noise. The felow kicked his feet
franticdly, on the deck, beat the deck with his hands. Moreover, he made an assortment of squawks by
queezing ar out past the bronze man's fingers around his throat.

Doc got one hand loose, hit the man an uppercut, as hard as he could manage. That slenced the felow.
But it was too late. They were ydling in the cabin. The man had arevolver. It dropped down into the hull.
Monk got it. His hands were o iff that he had to hold the weapon with both of them.

“Out!” Doc sad. “Fest!”

He went out of the hole himsdlf. Thair position was bad. They were outnumbered. The others were in no
condition for redly effective fighting.

Men were coming down the narrow deck from the deckhouse door, shouting questions.
Ham Brooks, with tardy presence of mind, shouted, “It'sdl right. | tripped.”
The men kept coming.

Doc Savage reached up, got the overhang of the deckhouse roof, and chinned himsdf, hooked his
elbows over the edge, and climbed on top. The roof was tar-papered, and the covering was



sun-cracked.

There were two stovepipes protruding from the roof. Doc kicked them vidently as he went past, hoping
the commoation in the cabin would add to the confusion. One of the stovepipes broke off, bounced ahead
of him, and he scooped it up.

He discovered a man standing on the floating dock, holding a powder drum in his arms, staring foolighly.
Doc threw the stovepipe at the man, and it hit him squarely across the face. The man did not drop the
drum, did not move, did not do anything but stare. He had a revolver stuck into his belt.

Doc decided to try to get the gun. He made a short running jump for the man. The spectacular method
would have been to jump and hit the man with both feet, an impact that would kill or badly injure the
fdlow. It was tempting. But if something went wrong, it could readily mean a broken leg. Doc jumped for
the dock beside the man.

He landed heavily, letting momentum throw him againgt the man. The fdlow staggered, flaled his arms,
the powder drum fdling. Doc tried to grab him, but the man-gun il in his belt-somersaulted off the dock
backward into the river.

The powder drum was ralling dowly. Doc got it before it went off the dock edge, and with it, jumped
back aboard the houseboat.

Two men, just coming out of the door, saw him and retreated. They backed into the cabin. There were
four othersin the cabin at leadt, judging from the sounds.

Doc, cdose againg the deckhouse wall to one side of the door, struck the powder drum againg the edge
of the door. The lid, a pudhin afar smilar to those on mogt tin cans, popped off, letting the black
powder flow out.

Doc heaved loose powder through the cabin door asif he was shoveing wheset. The powder scattered in
the cabin about like black wheat. When he had the drum nearly empty, he heaved that indgde, too.

“If you shoot,” he shouted, “youll explode the powder!”

Thiswasn't exactly true. Unless the gun flame actudly touched the powder grans, it wouldn't catch. And
if it did, it would burn, not explode. But it would burn very briskly.

AT the stern, there was scuffling. Doc hadn't noticed how many had run aft. But now a shot banged out
a the gtern; a man said something sick and horrified before he sumbled backward into view. He sat
down on the deck, holding his upper chest.

Monk cameinto view, holding a gun with both hands, aming at the shot man's head. But Monk changed
hismind-to Doc Savage's unbounded rdlief-and kicked the wounded man's jaw somewhat out of shape,
instead of shooting him again.

Monk shouted a Doc, “Only two came back here! Renny got the other one!”
“Throw me your gun!” Doc said.

On shore, amean gdloped into view and bellowed, “What the hdll's going on there?’
Monk decided to shoot him.



“Throw methat gun!” Doc said again.

Monk got it thistime. He started to toss the wegpon toward Doc, became afraid it would fdl overboard,
and sumbled down the deck afew yards before he tossed it.

Doc caught the weapon.

He put the muzze close to the powder he had spilled and pulled the trigger. The muzze flame fired the
spilled powder.

The amount of fire and smoke was entirdy satisfactory. Doc logt his eyebrows, and as much of his
bronze-colored har as wasn't too damp to singe.

Indde the cabin, there was a whoosh! Smoke. Fire. Screams.

Doc had sumbled back and fdlen in a tting position on the deck, thinking he was burned worse than he
was. Organizing himsdlf, he rolled over and aimed carefully at the man on shore, who was dill belowing
demands about what the hdl was wrong.

Doc shot at the man three times. Three shdls were dl that were It in the gun. Unscathed, his target
galoped off into the brush, ydling violent persona opinions.

Doc stared at the gun. The barrel, he noticed for the firgt time, had a noticeable bend.

Monk shouted, “Don't shoot that gun! | hit a the guy Renny got and missed-struck the deckhouse and
bent the barrel.”

“You picked anicetimeto tdl me” Doc said.

A MAN came out of the cabin door. He came out in a flying legp, smoke sreaming from his clothes,
goparently blinded. He tripped over the deck rall and dammed down flat on the dock in a fdl that was
awful, but probably not fatal.

Ham Brooks-he was up on the cabin top-shouted, “The whole boat's going to blow up!” This was for
the effect, because it wasn't going to do anything of the kind. But it was good propaganda for the men in
the cabin. They began coming out.

Three appeared, one of them temporarily blinded, the other two confused but with good eyesight. Monk
and Ham and Renny jumped down on the float and cotperated in a reception committee. They couldn't
do much more than club with their benumbed arms, but they did that with enthusiasm.

Another man dashed out of the cabin. Nola Morgan said, “I'll try my luck on this one.” She had picked
up the heavy short bolt which had been through the lock hasp of the stern hatch, and she hed it tightly
clenched in her fig for weight and authority.

She hit the man's jaw. He dropped asif killed. Nolalet fdl the bolt, and clamped both pams againgt her
cheeks.

“Oh!” She was horrified. “1 didn't intend to hit him so hard! | killed him!”

She hadn't. The man rolled over, got up, and fdl into the river, came to the surface, clutched the edge of
the dock and hung on, screaming that he couldn't svim and how nice held beif they only wouldn't let him
drown.



Monk looked at the deckhouse. “The big sink himsdf hasn't come out!” he said.

Doc ligened to a man moaning and shrieking in terror indde the cabin. He decided the fdlow was
probably harmless, and went in. The place was full of smoke and the formidable odor and bite of much
burned powder.

With alittle groping, Doc got hold of Arthur Strain and hauled him out.

ABOUT that time, they heard atruck motor start, and heard the truck leave rapidly.
“There goes the rest of them,” Renny said disgustedly.
Doc sad, “I'll seeif there's a phone at the dam.”

The bronze man went ashore, and ran toward the dam. He exhausted his wind before he reached the
dam, and arrived puffing for ar.

He found a fat, amiable, white-haired man serving as dam watchman. The watchman was disgruntled.

“What the devil's going on?" he demanded. “My pd Bill, who was playing checkers with me, lit out a
minute ago like he was &fire”

“Who isyour pd Bill?" Doc asked.
“Felow who lives on that houseboat where the rumpus was.”

“Your pd Bill,” Doc explained, “was probably going to crack you over the head in a few minutes. Then
they were going to floa the houseboat againg the dam with a load of powder aboard, and blow out a
section of the dam.”

The old man said something appropriate, and added, “1 better get my shotgun.”
“Wherée's your telephone?’
“In the shed. Blow out the dam? Who'd want to do that?’

“A man named Arthur Strain,” Doc told him. He went to the telephone.

LATE that afternoon, Sheriff Tom Scott Morgan came into his office grinning. He told Doc Savage,
“Strain is arguing with the Prosecuting Attorney, offering to plead guilty of trying to squeeze Bill Colbeck
out of Colbeck Congruction. All Strain wants in return is not to be charged with murdering Erasmus
Morgan.”

“That would be a good trade,” Doc said.
“Wouldnt it! Fat chance Strain has got.”

Monk and Ham and Nola Morgan had been waiting in the office. Nola asked, “Tom, have you got that
misericord? | want to seeit work.”

“Oh, sure.” The sheriff went to the desk around which they were Stting, opened a drawer and produced
the misericord. “It was right here dl the time. | thought you knew that. No, | guess | forgot to mention it.”



Doc Savage demonstrated with the long-bladed misericord and a diff business card.

“Carl Boordling, the man who made this knife, was evidently a party to the murder of Erasmus Morgan,
or a least he knew that Strain did it,” Doc explained.

He indicated the misericord's blade edge.

“Carl Boordling,” he said, “was once with a novelty manufacturing concern which marketed one of those
dime-store gadgets you probably have dl seen. The gadget conssts of around piece of cardboard with a
metd or plagtic ribbon attached to the center. You hold the cardboard in one hand and draw the ribbon
between the thumbnall and finger of your other hand. There is a sound-track, smdl ridges and
depressions just asin the cut of a phonograph record, on the ribbon. When your thumbnail is drawvn over
it the novelty gadget will say something like, 'Hello, sweetheart,’ or, 'Happy birthday, dear.'

“When Carl Boordling was sent to the penitentiary on another charge, he must have been afraid Arthur
Strain would kill hm because of what he knew. So he made this misericord by hand, and he put a
sound-track on the blade. It mugt have been very paingtaking work, but Boordling was an expert a tha
sort of thing, so he managed very nicdy.”

Doc drew one edge of the knife across the card edge.
It said: “Arthur Strain killed-”
He drew the other edge over the card and got: “Erasmus Morgan.”

“That,” Doc Savage explained, “is why Arthur Strain was S0 anxious to get the misericord. It was
probably the only redl evidence againgt him.”

Renny Renwick and Bill Colbeck arrived shortly afterward. Colbeck was excited. “I hear Strain's trying
to make a ded. Confess he was throwing the hooks into meif they'll not charge him with murder!”

“Not a chance of such aded,” Doc assured him.
“I hope nat!” Colbeck said indignantly. “He's got a nervel”

Renny volunteered, “Doc, we're going to lick that river crossing. We've got enough experienced men. |
think well have the line across the river in another two days. Anyway, were sure to get it across.”

Monk asked Colbeck, “Youll lose your time-forfeit anyway, won't you?’
“l suppose 0,” Colbeck admitted.
“Will it break you?’

“Itll sure give me ahdl of abend.” Bill Colbeck grinned. “I like the way it's turning out, though. My God,
it would have been awful if Art Strain had boosted me out of the company and taken control.”

“Would Strain have managed that?’

“He sure would have. | was dl set to take another loan off him, and | couldnt pay it back if this
river-crossing had flopped-which he was going to see that it did. And I'd have given hm enough more
company stock to give him iron-bound contral. Y eah, held have stolen the ouifit.”

Nola Morgan shuddered. “It doesn't seem possible there could have been murder and such conniving for
control of just one business concern.”



Bill Colbeck snorted. “Ligen, I've got afifteen million dollar outfit. | work dl over the midwest. And you
don't build twenty-four-inch pipeines with peanuts.”

Monk looked admiringly at Bill Colbeck, thinking that Colbeck didn't look or act like a guy with fifteen
million. Monk liked to hear somebody taking about that much money. It restored a guy's faith in himsdif.
Monk's bank-account was currently dightly below zero, so hisfath needed restoring.

He made a mentd note to put the bite on Bill Colbeck for a amdl loan. Hed probably get it.
On the gtrength of the idea he made sheep's eyes a Nola Morgan. He'd ask her for a date, he decided.

It was discouraging to have Doc Savage stand up a this point and say, “Miss Morgan and | are going
out tonight and see what we can do about forgetting this mess.”

Most unsatisfactory.

THE END



