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Chapter |
HE stole the young lady's purse when the train was about sxty miles out of Chicago.

He began by going into the day coach and standing in the aide beside the girl's seat. A dozen other
passengers were dready sanding in the crowded coach, so he looked innocent enough.

A man named Brigham Pope was heping him.
Brigham Pope came into the coach.
He saw with displeased astonishment that Brigham Pope was carrying a baby, a amal baby.

He hurried forward. While passing Brigham Pope, he whispered, “Tak to you. Vestibule” He went on
to the place between the cars, out of gght of the passengers, and waited there. Shortly Brigham Pope
joined him.

Brigham Pope was short, blond, rosy-cheeked, athletic. He had a feding about Brigham Pope, a feding
thet if he ever learned the truth about the man, it would turn out that the fellow had once been an actor,
probably a low comic. Brigham Pope wore a checkered sport coat. Two minutes after they'd origindly
met, Brigham Pope had told a dirty joke.

He asked Brigham Pope, “Where did you get the baby?’
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“Beongs to awoman a couple of cars back.”

“You foal!” he sad hitterly. “Y ou complete, utter fool!”

“Now wait aminutel” Brigham Pope was indignant. “1 know what I'm doing.”

“It sure looks likeit! Y ou know whet the rap for kidnapping is? They eectrocute you.”

“Keegp your shirt on, bub. Woman | borrowed him off of is tired. She's been traveling two days. Brat
was squaling his head off. When | offered to carry him around and keep him quiet, she jumped a the
chance.”

He examined the baby briefly. “It's a her, not ahim.”
“The hdl you say!” Brigham Pope grinned. “Wadll, that's okay. Quiet down. It's okay.”

“It's not okay!” he sad violently. “If we get caught at this, they'll throw everything & us. Robbery.
Kidngpping too. | know how these didrict attorneys work it.”

Brigham Pope joggled the baby comfortably. “Tom Ittle said to use a baby. Don't eat on me. Go tdl
Tom Ittle about it.”

He thought about it a moment. He was disstisfied, but he decided it might not be wise to do any more
squawking about it.

“Okay.” He shrugged.

“You look the girl over?” Brigham Pope demanded.

“yYes”

“She the one?’

“yYes”

“Isthe seat facing her empty?’

“No. Therésasalorinit.”

“I'l take care of the sailor,” Brigham Pope said. “What about her purse. Has she got it?’
“She has her purse, yes”

“Whereisit?

“On her lap.”

Brigham Pope was pleased. “ She's left handed. Shelll stick it down beside her, on the left Sde”

“Let's hope s0.” He draightened his coat. “All right, let's sart it dl over again.” He went back into the
coach and took up his stand beside the girl's seat. Her purse, he noted, was ill on her |ap.

BRIGHAM POPE camein and stood in the aide beside the sallor who occupied the seat facing the girl
who had the purse they wanted.



Brigham Pope started a business of shaming the sailor into giving up his set to tired father and infant.
The sallor wasn't very codperative. For this he couldn't be blamed. The girl was nice scenery.

She was a trim, bright girl, not too long and not too short. Hair about the color of good walnut, eyes
about the color of a good livdy lion. She was reading a book.

He was astonished when he saw what she was reading.

The name of the book she was reading was Sudien Uber Hysterie, by Breuer and Freud. He thought:
we had better watch out; the girl has brains. She didn't look like a gifl who would be reading a book of
psychiary on atrain, a book that was, moreover, a firg edition in the origind. Good God, that's heavy
even for me, he thought.

He fdt that the book aone should be enough to discourage the sallor, but it wasn'.

Brigham Pope began pinching the baby to make it squal. The baby cobperated. It squaled bloody
murder.

The sallor stood up.
“You better St here with the baby, dr,” he said.
“Thanks. Say, thanks, salor!”

The girl paid no attention. Brigham Pope took the seat facing the girl, squirmed, setling himsdf; he
removed the blanket from the baby.

So far, so good.

He was geting a srange feding about the girl, a hunch. A vague impresson. A feding of a
double-something about her, a Jekyll-Hyde intimation. It wasn't just her neatness. It wasn't just the book.
He didn't know exactly what it was. One thing he had learned long ago: he couldn't tdl anything about
women.

Brigham Pope leaned back, sighed, closed his eyes. Tired father. He let his hands drop away from the
baby. The baby tottered. It swayed on Brigham Pope's knee. It started to fdll.

Thet did it.

The girl dropped her book, snatched at the baby, caught it. From there on out, you would think she'd
saved the baby's life

“Oh!” ghe cried. “You poor darling!”

“What happened?’ gasped Brigham Pope. He was an actor.

“The baby was fdling!”

“Gos!”

“l caught im just as he went over.”

“Gogh, thanks.”

“You weren't halding him right, you dope! The sweet little thing might have been badly hurt!”



It had worked fine

He had her purse now.

THERE was the fa man across the aide, though. He might have seen what had happened. It was hard to
tdl. The fa. man—he was a big fat man, quite different-looking from most fat men, who look short or
round, or a least chunky—closed his eyes again. If hedd seen, he wasn't going to do anything abot it.

The swap had been smply managed. It was a swap. The girl's purse was long, black. He had another
purse just likeit. They had managed to buy this purse in Chicago before the train Ieft. The girl had Smply
put her purse down, on her left side as Brigham Pope had said she would, and he had taken it and made
asubdtitution. He had put the purse they had bought in its place.

He didn't leave right away.

He wondered if the long, fat man had redly seen. If so, why the hdl was he keeping quiet? Maybe he
was waiting for the conductor to come by. Or the Military Police,

The girl was tdling Brigham Pope the way he was taking care of the baby was a crime. “You weren't
even holding on to him!”

“| dozed off, | guess”

“Youidiot! He could have had a bad fal!” She was a gil who said what she thought. She added, “You
have to watch them every minute, particularly when they're that age!”

“Yeah. Thisn jumps around like a flea, never dill aminute”
“How old is she?’

“Eleven months.”

“Eleven! She looks older, the little dear.”

“She'shig for her age”

Thegirl was looking at the baby the way women look at babies. She chucked its chin. The baby hadn't
bawled, dthough sheld been a little scared. The baby relaxed and amiled. It had a nice amile It was a
cute baby.

He l&ft them.

He waked dong the aide toward the pullmans. He tried not to let it be apparent that he was holding the
girl's purse under his coat.

He went into the men's washroom in the next car. No one dse was there. He opened the girl's purse
quickly, looked init, took out everything that looked to him like what they might be seeking. This uff he
hdd in hisfig, looking around for a place to hide it.

The waste-paper basket was over hdf full of crushed paper towels. He shoved the uff he had taken out
of the purse down in the towels, l€ft it there.

He went back and stood between the cars, waiting, sanding on widespread feet to counteract the



swaying. There was roaring under im and cold wind blew in through the joints between the cars. He
noticed that the glass in the door was streaked with dirty water, and saw with surprise that now it was
raning outside.

Brigham Pope joined him, asked, “You get it?’

Helifted his coat dightly, so that Brigham Pope could see the purse.

“Okay,” Brigham Pope said. “Dont start looking at it. Don't let anybody see you got it.”
“Where's the baby?’

“Thegirl isholding him.”

“How come?’

“l told her | hadda get a drink.”

“Oh”

“I'm going back and ask her to hold him a while longer,” Brigham Pope said. “That way, we can come
back later and get the baby, and switch the purses back again, so shell have hers back.”

“Whose idea was that?’

“Tom Ittl€s”

“Oh”

“You wait. I'll tdl her, be back. Well go see Tom Ittle” Brigham Pope went away.

Thetrain, traveling across the lllinois farmland, began attacking a dight grade. There were three baggage
and mall cars nearest the locomotive, then four pullmans of which this was the last one, then the day
coaches.

On the prairie flaland there had been through the whole train a loose, wild sensation of speed, but this
was gone as the train threw itsdf at the grade. The driving pulse of the locomoative flowed back through
the couplings, carrying through the cars a throbbing strength, a feding of determined life.

He moved alittle, stood where he could see into the day coach. He wanted to see tha nothing had gone
amiss with Brigham Pope.

He was curious about the long fat man, too. He had a feding that the long flabby felow had seen the
purse dedl.

But peace was in the coach. In the day coach there was dready an atmosphere of settled resistance to
the fatigue of traveling. It was tangible on the faces and in the manner of the passengers. Some seat
occupants were degping, or wooing deep by fagning it. Tobacco smoke, bluish and tenuous, appearing
above seats here and there, was taken up and whisked away and dissolved by moving ar from the
conditioning system. Forward, four soldiers were playing twenty-one on a suitcase. The conductor had
been through, punching the tickets, consulting, low-voiced, with a coach porter who followed a his
hedls—the porter scribbling mysterious numerds on little tabs, then shoving the tabs into the dips over
the windows. They had gone on, and merdy by going they had taken with them a nebulous feding of
suspense, a posshility for mild excitement. Now there was nothing left to do but ride. And so they rode
resgnedly, complacently, and the only excitement that was left was in the minds of those with



imaginations agile enough to be titilated by what the future might hold.
He saw Brigham Pope coming toward him dong the aide.
He turned and walked toward the front of the train.

Chapter Il
BRIGHAM POPE overtook him when he was pushing and pulling a doors between the pullmans

Brigham Pope was pleased. “Youre okay, Clark,” Brigham Pope sad. “Nice, the way you got her
purse. | didn't even see you do it mysdf.”

“Think anybody saw it?”
“No.”

He was tempted to mention that he thought the long, fat man had seen, but he decided not to. He didnt
know enough about thisthing yet.

Brigham Pope sad, “I'm going to see that Tom Ittle knows whet afinejob you did, Clark.”
“Thank you.” He put gratitude in his voice.

At Compartment 2, Car 3, they stopped. Or rather, Brigham Pope stopped, and grinned ingratiatingly.
“Look,” he said. “Any good we can do each other, it won't hurt. What | mean, build each other up a
little, see.”

He nodded. “Okay,” he said.

“You build me, | build you,” Brigham Pope said. “A little advertisng hooey never hurts”
“Okay.”

They went in to talk to the incredibly stout man whose name was Tom lttle.

Tom Ittle did not look up. He wore a pin-striped dark blue suit of soft-finished cloth, and he was doing a
crossword puzzle. The crossword puzzle he was doing was not in a newspaper, but in a book of them;
he had the book on his knee; his mouth was making shapes for different words as he stared at the puzzle.

Tom Ittle asked, “What would be a five-letter word for cold, beginning with G?’
“Would it be gdid?’
Tom Ittle wrote in the word. “Could be,” he said.

Ittle had thick lips. He was a man who did not make a bad looking fat man, but who would have made a
hideous, vulture-like thin man. This was because Tom Ittle's features were dl large—big nose, big eyes,
big ears, besides the large mouth with the pink bicycle tire lips. On a skinny man the big features would
have been repulsive; on him they were not bad.

Ittle's body was the shape of afootbal and the Sze of aamdl barrd and his suit had pre-war cuff's on the
trouser legs. His old-fashioned black button shoes were polished like mirrors.



There was something about him that was unnerving. Like looking at the cobra in the zoo reptile house
and naticing they had a glass pand between you and the cobra so it couldn't spit its poison on you and
kill or blind you.

“Gdid,” Tom Ittle said. “That seems correct. You are pretty good, Clark. You are a smart felow.”
“Thank you.”
“Were you smart enough to do what | told you to do?’

He gave Tom lttle the girl's handbag. Then he waited, wondering what Tom Ittle would do when he
looked in the bag and found what they wanted wasn't there.

Or maybe what they wanted would be in the bag. He didn't know. He was not exactly sure what they
were after. He wished he dared ask questions about it, find out what it was, but he was cautious about
doing that because he wasn't sure whether he was supposed to know.

Tom Ittle was a dangerous man, he knew that.

“LET'S see what we got,” Tom Ittle said, and opened the purse. He took things out of the purse and
handed them to Brigham Pope, who passed them on.

The girl's name, according to what her ration books said, was Trudy Stevens, of a West Fifty-fifth Street
address, New York City. Unmarried. She had a cigarette case, so expendve it must be a gift. No
womean would buy such an expendve thing for hersdlf. Engraved on this case was Patrick to Trudy,
Yuletide 1944.

There was a love-letter. A letter from a Captain Patrick O'Sen to Miss Trudy Stevens. Tom lttle read
this, and chuckled as he read.

“| could write a better love letter than this to that babe,” Tom Ittle said.

“You ever see an lrishman who could write alove letter? They do it with talking. At taking, they got the
world beat.”

Ittle looked up. “That'sright, Clark.” He passed over the love letter. “Want to read it, Clark?’

He did want to read it. He thought, after he had read awhile, that an Irishman should be ashamed of such
aletter. It opened with some mush, rambled around to the matter of a new Leica camera the writer had
taken from a German officer, closed with some more mush.

He redlized he was scowling. He thought: Good God, am | jedlous of this guy, this Irishman! He hoped
not. But the letter had made him angry, and that was a bad sgn.

Resolutdly, he concentrated on his main interest, which was deciding whether or not the letter was a code
message. If it was, it was adick job.

He asked, “You got an infra-red lamp?”
Tom Ittle grinned. “You are smart.”

He opened a suitcase. He had the infra-red ouitfit in that, and an X-ray, one of the tiny portable ones,
too.



He took the letter and went over it again, and when he finished it was pretty certain it was not enciphered
with secret ink of any generdly known sort.

“Now,” Tom Ittle said, “I'll go over the rest of the Suff just for luck.”
He didn't find anything.

Ittle put everything back in the purse.

“We didn't do so good,” he said.

THE train was running loosdy again, somewha more dowly. It passed through a hamlet. Switches
clicked past under the whedl's, a crossing whipped past, an automatic Sgnd swinging its am with the red
disc for a hand; two automobiles and a truck were waiting at the crossng. And then the feding of
grength flowed through the train again as it picked up speed.

He was weatching Tom Ittle. He couldn't tdl whether the fat man was suspicious or not. What they
wanted wasn't in the purse, that was sure. They had drawn a blank. He hoped that he hadn't drawn a
blank. He hoped that what they were after was among the uff he had thrust down in the washroom
wastebasket, down among the used paper towels.

He hoped. Tom Ittle wouldn't notice that he was taking care to stand with his back to one of the
compartment wals. So that Brigham Pope was not behind him.

Tom Ittle picked up the crossword puzzle. He gazed & it, wrote in a word, pursed his Brobdignagian
lips He lifted his eyes from the puzzle, sat looking a nothing in afixed sort of away. His eyes were large,
brown, cdf-like.

“Clark,” Tom Ittle said.
“y e

“She knows us”

“Not me, she doesn't.”

“That'swhat | mean,” Tom Ittle said. “She knows me and she knows Brigham Pope here, but she does
not know you.”

“| thought you said she didn't know she was being followed.”

“I'm not making mysdf exactly clear,” Tom lttle explained. “Weve been following her. She may have
noticed us. She wouldn't have noticed you. In other words, you stand the best chance.”

“Begt chance for what?’
“Fick her up.”
[1] B.]?l

“Get acquainted with her, start following her around, make love to her,” Tom litle grinned. “Thet
shouldn't be tough.”



“Itll be tough for me”

Tom Ittle laughed. “Y ou'e kidding.”
“Okay. I'm kidding then.”

“Youll do it?”

“If you say s0.”

“Good.”

He supposed this was dl of it. He had the girl's purse now, and the suff back in it. He put the purse
under his coat, shoved it down ingde his belt, and laid his hand on the door.

“Wait,” Ittle said.

The fat man's face had become cold, ugly, full of ferocity and hate. He was slent, as if turning violence
over and over in hismind.

Fndly Tom Ittle said, “Did you ever hear of a man named Doc Savage?’

He didn't answer immediady. He wet hislips, took his hand off the door, turned and put his back to the
door. He had one thought: How could they kill im here? Now. There were lots of ways they could try it.
But he didn't believe they could make any of the ways work. There was jus the three of them in the
compartment, and space was close. He believed he could keep them from killing him.

He asked: “What about Savage?’

Tom Ittle dapped his hand down on the book of crossword puzzles. It made a report. It sartled them dl,
even startled Tom Ittle.

“So youve heard of him!” Ittle said.
“Isthat so unusud?’
He was pleased with the cold placidity in his voice.

“l guess it ain't unusud.” Tom Ittle made a conscious effort to speak properly, but it did not come
naturdly to him, nor did he do a very good job. “No, | guess it an't unusud.” Ittle eyed him intently.
“Dont it scare you?’

“Should it scare me?’

“What would you say,” asked Tom lttle, “if | told you we think Doc Savage may be dicking his nose into
this?’

“lshe?’

“Wethink s0.” Tom Ittle nodded dowly. He turned the puzzle book in his hands. He asked, “What are
you going to do about it, Clark?’

“Do?’

1] Ya.l.”



“I'm going to be about ten times as careful as aman walking on eggs,” he said.
“You going to quit?’

He pretended to condder this, to give it deep thought. Having done that, he shook his head. “Not right
now,” he said. “I'm not scared.”

Tom Ittle was pleased. “Nether am |, | don't mind tling you.” Ittle grinned a him. “I don't mind telling
you | think you're a sengble man, Clark. A mighty sensble man. In my book, that means alot.”

“I'm no God Almighty,” he said.

Nodding, Tom Ittle said, “Most of us stop being that when we get to be about twenty-five years old.” He
chuckled, added, “I hope you can do dl right with this babe, though.”

“I try.”

“You do that.” Ittle opened the puzzle book. He took a pencil out of a vest pocket where there were a
least ten other pencils. “You do that, and you tdl us what you learn about her.”

1] Ok@/,”
Tom Ittle suddenly laughed. “I1t would be niceif you could interest her in you becoming her protector.”
“That might be an idea.”

Brigham Pope became excited. “ Say, that is an idea! Maybe we could fix alittle attack on her, and Clark
here could rescue her from us. That ought to put himin solid with her.”

Tom Ittle looked up. “What do you think of that idea, Clark?’
“Cormy.”

Ittle wasn't displeased. “It is, at that. But we might dress it up for her.”
“Maybe. The old gags are usudly dependable.”

“Yes that's true”

Tom Ittle began working on the crossword puzzle. He didn't look up. There was an ar of indescribable
evil, quite tangible evil, about im as he sat there.

He left Tom Ittle and Brigham Pope.

He did not immediatdy go back to the day coach. Between two of the pullmans, someone had left open
the upper hdf of an outsde door. He leaned on the door and watched the farmlands dide past. To his
adtonishment, he saw that the train was running through gay sunlight. They were out of the rain.

He fdt—mentdly—asif he had come out in the sunlight himsdlf. Rdlieved.

He wondered if they knew that he was Doc Savage.

Chapter Il



BRIGHAM POPE came past, paused to say, “Let's get the babe's purse back to her.”
“Right.”
He waited a while, went on back into the day coach, took up his stance where he had been before.

Thegirl tickled the baby. “You're a sweet kid.” She sounded happy. “You've got a dirty nose, though.”
She got out her handkerchief and cleaned up the baby's nose.

Brigham Pope hdd out hisarms to take the baby. “I better take him.”
“l enjoy halding him,” the girl said.

“Geg, that's sweet of you,” Brigham Pope said. “But his mother has a seat farther back in another coach.
Shé's probably wondering what happened to him.”

Thegirl surrendered the baby.
“Thanks alot for holding him,” Brigham Pope said.
“It wasn't any trouble. | liked it.”

She had stood up to return the baby, and now her own purse was back in the seat. He had managed the
exchange without trouble.

The baby didn't want to leave. It let out a squal. Brigham Pope, with a meaningless grin on his face,
walked away with the howling kid.

A salor, the same sailor, had his eye on the seat. He moved toward it.

But Doc Savage besat the sallor to the seat. He sank into it. He fdt a little guilty about imposing on a
member of the armed forces. The sallor was a young kid, clean-looking, with three combat stars on his
ribbons.

Thegirl brushed hersdlf, straightened things around, picked up her purse, lad it down on her lap, leaned
back, turned the leaves of her book dowly.

The long, fat man across the aide was looking at nathing in a fixed way. His hand wandered insde his
coat and brought out a cigar and a pencil, and he made a hole in the end of the cigar with the pencil point
ingeed of dipping it. He lit the cigar with a gold lighter that had a lodge insgnia on it. He blew a foam of
bluish smoke down on his lap.

Doc Savage wondered if the long, fat man knew he was Doc Savage. He wondered who the long, fat
men was. The fdlow wasn't the same kind of afat man as Tom lttle, not at dl. He was a placid-seeming
fat man.

The farmlands whisked past the windows. The sun was shining; farmers were harvesting their oats. The
oat fields were like rugs of rich, ydlow fur. Now and then blue smoke would spout from the exhaust
stack of atractor, and loading trucks followed the combines closdy the way suckling pigs follow the sow
when they are hungry. Oats dribbled out of the combines pipes and filled the truck beds. A loaded truck
would give its place to an empty one, and the truck filled with oats would go toward the farms with ther
dairy sheds and bin sheds and silos.

It got him. He wished he was off the train. He wanted to kick through the oat fidds.



He sad doud, “I want to kick through the oat fidds and strip kernds off with my hands and blow the
chaf out of my pams and bite the kernels to see how ripe they are, to fed ther fat richness between my
teeth. | want to dimb those barbed-wire fences and hear the wire grunt in the staples as my weight
comes down on it, and | want to drive a combine, or just lay in the shade of an dm tree.”

Thegirfl was looking at him fixedly from the sides of her eyes. She thought he was a daffy, and he didn't
blame her.

He amiled dightly. “What I'm trying to say,” he said, “isthat | fed in the mood for peace.”
“So do I'” thegirl said, rather pointedly.

“It won't do us any good,” he said. “Because we're in for something unpleasant.”

She didn't know whét to say to that.

He said, “That guy who was just stting here. That guy with the baby.”

“Yes?' She was puzzled.

He sad, “That guy got into your purse. He grabbed alot of Suff out of it.”

Her face became blankly astounded.

He added, “Don't make afuss about it. But look and see.”

SHE sat there, holding her book for afew moments. She had understood whet he said, al right, but she
was turning other things over in her mind. And the way she took time to think it over convinced him that
a lesst Tom Ittle and Brigham Pope had made no mistake. This was the girl, dl right, because she had
more to think about than just the loss of her purse. She was thinking about it.

She asked, “Why didn't you say something about it when he did it?’
He had the answer to that dl ready.

“I thought he might be your husband,” he said, lying. “It just dawned on me he wasn't when he sad
something about the baby's mother. | didn't cdl him a thief, you noticed. That was because | dill don't
know. Ishe? | mean, is he afriend?’

Thegirl didn't answer immediatdy. She opened her purse. He was watching her dosdy and the only sign
of surprise or emotion he could detect was a momentary holding of her breath, and he wasn't sure about
that.

Mentdly, he warned himsdf to be damned careful. Thisgirl was a better actor than he was, better than all
of them, probably.

“Some things are gone,” she said. “He's athief.”
He nodded.

“Would you like to do thismy way?’ he asked.
“What way istha?’ she asked.



The sailor was scowling a him, and this made him fed allittle less guilty about depriving a member of the
armed forces of a seat. He wondered why sailors were that way about girls. It must be the sdt water, or
something. Or hisimagination.

He said: “Peaceiswondeful. Troubleis trouble. Never the twain shdl mest.”
“You sound like anut,” she said.

“Probably. But maybe I'm just on a vacation from sanity, maybe | think a vacation should include more
than a change of scenery, maybe it should incdlude a change for the mind, too.”

She consdered him. “Maybe you're not so crazy after dl.”

“Thank you, lovdly lady,” he said. “Now | will go and speak with that guy, and | fed that he will willingly
return your property once he understands our philosophy of peace. In other words, you get back your
suff, we forget about it. Why mar a pleasant trip?’

“Thet's afunny atitude.”

“I'm not redly afunny man, | assure you. Just temporarily. Just in passing,” he said.
“You are strange!”

“Dont worry about it. It's nothing to you.”

“l guess that's right,” she admitted. “It's nothing to me”

“Okay for me to go get your treasures back?’

“Wdl—if you wish. | mean, it's your idea, your responsbility.”

“Good. Read your book.” He stood up. “It's a very good book, dthough one or two of the theoriesin it
have since been proved as wrong as it iswrong to cdl daylight darkness.”

Heleft her.

He hoped he had interested her in him. He believed she was a girl who would not easily be intrigued by
anything less than the unusud.

THERE was a man smoking a cigar and taking pulls out of a pint bottle of whiskey in the washroom of
the coach where he had suffed the girl's things down in the wastepaper basket. The man didn't show any
dispogtion to leave.

He gave the man a wild-eyed |ook.

Parting day

Dies like the dolphin, whom each pang imbues

The lagt il loveliest, till—t is gone,

And all is gray.

The man looked dtartled. He held his cigar out in front of his lips, giffly, and his eyes got wide. But the



men didn't leave.

He thought of another one:

There were his young barbarians all at play;

There was their Dacian mother: he, their Sire,

Butchered to make a Roman holiday!

That did it. The man stuck his cigar in his mouth, jammed his bottle in his pocket, and departed.

He was dightly disappointed. He had thought of another one, too. Byron could be frightening when you
quoted him without warning.

He was rather enjoying not being Doc Savage for a change.
He dug into the wastebasket. The uff was 4ill there.

The hillfold was feminine and expengive, and the money in it amounted to one hundred and thirteen
dollars even. There were travelers checks for an even thousand dollars, American Express. There were
two shades of lipstick, a smdl bottle of perfume, powder, aspirin, a smdl bottle containing a dozen
nembutal capsules. The amdl package was lag.

He had expected the package to be what he was seeking, whatever that was, but it was a cigarette
lighter. A new one, jeweled, expensive. He re-wrapped it.

He examined everything again, intendvey. He tasted the nembutd in the capsules to make sure it was
nembutal, and he looked &t the bills closdly.

Fndly he put everything in his coat pocket, feding somewhat surprised at himsdf for not being more
discouraged than he was. He hadn't gotten anywhere with what could have been a dangerous piece of
double-crossing, and he didn't fed badly about it.

He decided to distrust this feding of non-disappointment. It was a bad sgn, a symptom of an attitude that
would get him into trouble if he didn't waich ouit.

The trouble was, the girl was too darned good-looking.

HE found that the sailor had taken the seat beside the girl. He wasn't surprised. He was even rdieved
when the sailor gave him an unpleasant 1ook.

He decided to tdl another lie. He had rather enjoyed the other one he had told, about why he hadn't
immediatdy called attention to the imaginary theft. Doc Savage had the reputation of never lying, and he
was enjoying being different.

“Mindif | st by my wife?" he asked.

Thegrl Started.

The sallor started too, and got up and left. He went away to another coach.
He sat beside the girl.



“Gotit,” he said.
He gave her the Suff he had taken out of the wastebasket.
“Thet dl of it?’ he asked.

She looked over the suff and put it in her bag. She said, “We mugt have had a quick courtship and
marriage. | don't seem to recdl it”

“Wedid,” he agreed. “And a quick divorce. As of now. Okay?’
She examined him, puzzled. “Why did you do it?’

“Do what?’

“Get my things back from that man.”

“Biologicd reasons, | suppose. You are avery pretty girl. | wanted to show off. Don't you think that was
vary naturd of me?’

She had to laugh. “For a crackpot, you're certainly full of logic.”
“| should hope so!”

“Did you have any trouble with him?’

“With the guy with the baby, you mean?’

“yYes”

“Not a bit.”

She sad, “I was arad you'd have trouble.”

He thought for a moment, quoted:

The summer day was spoiled with fitful storm;

At night the wind died and the soft wind dropped;
With lulling murmur, and the air was warm,

And all the tumult and the trouble stopped.

She was surprised. “That's from Ceilia Thaxter's The Nestling Swallows,” she said. “I don't think | ever
heard her quoted before.”

He registered discouragement. “I'm disgusted,” he said. “I'm afraid you're a bright girl. Bright girls frighten
m"

“You don't look frightened.”
“That's the two-faced Machiavdli inme”
“I wish you'd talk more sanely,” she sald.

He pondered this. “I've got a perfectly saneidea,” he said. “Want to hear it?’
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“Why don't we hurry thence,” he suggested, “and you buy me the dollar-twenty-five dinner as a reward
for my activities?’

“Now you sound normd,” she said. “I'll do it.”

He nodded. “I'll probably get even more norma and make a pass a you when we go through those nice
secluded places between the cars.”

She told him, “If you do, youll get an abnormd dap.”
He thought he would, too. But he seemed to be getting dong dl right.

Chapter IV

HE was never able to figure out exactly when the girl talked to the conductor and had him wire ahead to
have police meet the train. He suspected it was sometime before they went through Marceline, Missouri,
the last stop before the train reached Kansas City.

Anyway the girl mugt have had along talk with the conductor, because he was somewhat in charge of the
proceedings.

The train crossed the three-span bridge over the Missouri river, rushed through the lowlands, dowed a
litle and went into the long cut. The viaducts carrying Kansas City streets began to flash overhead,
dashing darkness into the coaches. The sreamliner dowed, and they were under the sheds, passng
baggage trucks, train service men, piles of suitcases being unloaded from another train.

“Carry your suitcase?’ he asked politely.
“Il manage,” she said.

He started to carry her bag anyway, but she took it away from him. That should have tipped him off, but
it didn't, because she smiled. He kicked himsdf |ater, mentally, because of the way the amile put fur in his
boots.

They got dong fine as far as the platform. He didn't notice another thing, ether. He didn't notice that she
was keeping right behind the long, fat man who had sat acrossthe aide.

The conductor, three police, were waiting.
Thegirl became efficency itsdf.

She pointed at the long, fat man; she pointed at Doc Savage. The police stepped forward and took
possession of both gentlemen.

She pointed to Doc. “This one stole my purse.”

She pointed & the long, fat man. “This one saw it.”



“You are under arrest,” said the policeman.

The long, fat men jerked his aram away from the officer who had taken hold of it. He said, “Let go mel
I'm not acrimind!”

“Nobody said you were,” the cop sad.

Thegrl said, “Whéat is your name?’ to the long, fat man.

“Laurence” he said. “Laurence Wilson.”

“Mr. Wilson, did you see this man”—she indicated Doc Savage—"take my bag?’

The fat man nodded vehemently. “Y our handbag, your purse. Yes, | saw him take your purse. He put
another oneinits place that looked dmogt likeit.”

“He had hdp, didn't he?’

“If he didn't,” said Lawrence Wilson, “things worked out anfully opportundly. Yes, | would say he had
hdp.”

“Can you describe the man?’
Mr. Wilson could. He described Brigham Pope, and he did a very good job of it.
Thegirl turned to the conductor, said, “That's the man | told you to have arrested. Did you?’

The conductor had. Two uniformed policemen were approaching. They had Brigham Pope with them.
The officer & Pope's left punched Pope in the ribs, pointed a Doc Savage, said, “Whao's your buddy,
here?’

“Never saw himinmy life” Brigham Pope sad.
Doc Savage gave Pope agare. “Am 1,” he demanded, “supposed to be acquainted with this fdlow?’

“l can see everybody is going to talk very fredy,” one of the cops said. He didn't sound disgusted. He
sad to another policeman, “Better frisk them, Mike.”

THE things in Brigham Pope's pockets proved that he was Brigham Pope of Boston, Mass., deder in
aéronautica fabrics.

The things in Doc Savage's pockets proved he was William Clark, Cleveland, office manager for
Gdehart Aviaion Industries, manufacturers of precison instruments. The coincidence about this was that
one of his names redly was Clark. He was Clark Savage, J. And if they telephoned the Gaehart
Company in Cleveland, they would be assured that William Clark, office manager, was indeed a men
who answered Doc's description, and was on a vacation trip to the midwest.

The police didn't believe a word of it.

Mike had Doc Savage's wallet in his hand, opening it.

“Wait,” the girl said. “Before you count the money in there, wait a minute”
They looked at her.



She continued. “That man took approximately twelve hundred dollars out of my purse. Now, | want you
to dl naotice that | haven't seen what is in that man's purse” She indicated Doc Savage. “I'm going to
describe, as nearly as| can, the money | logt.”

Siger, you're very good indeed, Doc reflected.

The gl said, “There were ten one-hundred-dollar hills, one fifty thet | recdl, and the rest was in tens.
There were no twenties. The hundred-dollar bills were farly new and crisp.”

Doc Savage was amazed. There were exactly ten one-hundred-dollar billsin his billfold, plus a fifty and
tens and fives. How had she known it? What the devil!

Mike asked, “Y ou got the serid numbers, Miss?’

“Who ever heard of taking down the serid numbers on your money?’

“You ant got 'em?’

“Did you ever get the serid number off abill someone gave you?’ she countered.
“Heck, no.”

Mike did some counting in Doc's purse. He grunted with satisfaction. “ Just ten one-hundreds in here” he
sad.

“With a bank wrapper around them,” the girl said.
Thelight came to Doc Savage. Bank wrapper! She had seen the ingde of the billfold. And he knew how!

It was quite smple. The reflection in the train window beside Mike. It must be a very good reflection,
and she had seen that there were hundreds, and a package of them, and reasoned that there would be
ten hundreds in the package.

She's very good, Doc thought again.
She's going to make us pay her anice profit for trying to pull something on her.

Tom Ittle drifted past. The fat man had a bellboy laden down with a large shiny antelope suitcase. He
looked prosperous, pleased with the world. He waddled past behind his ssomach, holding a good cigar
between thumb and two firg fingers of his right hand, the little finger of the hand sticking up daintily. He
didn't look at them.

Brigham Pope pointed at Doc Savage.
“Am | accused of being athief, and this fdlow my confederate?’ Brigham Pope demanded.
“How'd you guess it?” Mike said.

“I never saw this fdlow”—Brigham Pope pointed & Doc Savage indignantly—-before in my lifel
Never!”

“Sure, | know.” Mike was skeptica.
The gl asked, “When do | get my money back?’
Mike scratched his head. “We better talk to somebody at headquarters about that.”



“But it's my money!”

Mike was uncomfortable. He thought of something. He eyed the packet of hundreds furtivdy. “Hey,
what bank?’

“Wha do you mean?’ the girl asked.

Doc amiled dightly. Now she's stuck, he thought. She couldn't see what bank, because the bank name,
Chase Nationd of New Y ork, was on the band in amdl |ettering. He happened to remember.

Thegirl took a deep breath.

“Chase Nationd Bank,” she said.

Doc closed his eyes tightly. Now how had she found that out?

He thought she gave him a look of triumph after Mike had verified her guess as correct. He wasn't sure.

“But what am | going to do without money?’ The girl was looking & Mike piteoudy. “I can't have my
vacation. | can't buy the things | wanted to buy, the dress for my mother and the other things”

Dress for her mother! Hah!

Mike gave up. He handed her the packet of hundred-dollar bills, enough more money to make twelve
hundred.

Doc sad, “You are meking a misteke.”

“Shaddap!” Mike sad.

“Youll want me to Sgn a complaint againg these men, won't you?’ the girl asked.
“Sure. Youll probably have to appear as awitness”

“That's perfectly satisfactory,” she agreed. She amiled sweetly a Mike. “Oh!” she added. “Oh, isnt that
glly of me! You know what | did? | forgot and left my smal suitcase on the train.” She turned and
stepped up into the vedtibule of the train. “I'll get it. I'l be back in aminute” she said.

Doc told Mike, “Y ou're a sucker.”
“Yah?" Mike sad. “How yafigure that?’
“She won't be back.”

“Hah, hah, hah!” Mike said.

But she didn't come back.

“We're going to lock you two guys up anyway,” Mike said. He was indignant about the whole thing,
having searched the length of the train without finding the girl.

Doc asked, “Where did she get off the train?’
“Other gde of the sec—" Mike scowled. “Okay, she skipped, but that—"
“She skipped with twelve hundred good dollars of my money, which you handed her.”



“Yesh, but—"

““Tweve hundred dollars,” said Doc, “that will come out of your sdary, if you don't happen to have tha
much in the bank.”

The other two policemen got to laughing about it. They thought it was funny. The more they laughed, the
harder they laughed, and the blacker Mike's rage became. Findly he gave them a cussng, and finished
with the rather plaintive announcement that he would like to know why in the hdl he ever became a
policeman in the firgt place.

Doc became indignant.
“l demand,” he said, “to see someone with authority. Thisisridiculous”

Brigham Pope decided to become indignant, too. He yelled, “Thisis afine note! Getting thrown in jal for
being fleeced by a dick confidence worker.”

“Comeon,” Mike said.
“We want to tadk—"

“You can tak to everybody from the governor on down!” Mike snarled. “But do it & headquarters.”

THEY waked to the dairs which led up into the dtation, dimbed the dairs, tramped through the
mouse-colored marble vastness of Union Station. The conductor Ieft them. He said he had his work to
do. There were Mike and two other policemen with them.

“Strong and Doyle, you weatch them,” Mike said. “I'm gonna get on a telephone. I'm gonna put out a
pickup for thet girl. “

The policemen thought it was funny that Mike was so upset. “She had brown eyes, Mike” one sad.
“The biggest brown eyes.”

“Legs, too, Mike” said the other cop. “Did you notice?’
Mike expressed some pointed doubt as to their legitimacy, and went off looking for a telephone.

Doc Savage caught Brigham Pope's eye. When he had Brigham Pope's atention, he lifted his right hand,
made a fig of it, blew on the fig, waited a moment for Brigham Pope to get the idea. Then he hit the
nearest officer, Strong, adip on the jaw. It was a nice clean knockout. Strong collapsed.

The other officer, Doyle, said, “Hdl!” He stepped forward, seized Doc Savage. Brigham Pope just stood
there, a gape-mouthed look on his face.

Doc wrestled about with Doyle. The marble floor was dick, and ther feet skidded, made whetting
sounds as if a knife was being sharpened on a kitchen sted. Doyle began to shout. “Mike!” he bellowed.
“Help! Come here and hdp me”

Doc managed to trip Doyle, fdl on top of him. He worked an am loose, and hammered at the sde of
Doyl€'s head, findly got Doyle limp.

Legping up, he glanced at Brigham Pope.



“You can stick around if you want to,” he said.

This brought Brigham Pope to life. He began running. Doc ran behind him. They dodged in and out of the
crowd, turned a corner, dackened their pace to a less suspicious trot. Brigham Pope looked back,
asked, “Why don't we just go out in front and get in a cab? We might get away with it.”

“Good as any.”

The cab they got was blue and gray and had a dent in the Ieft front fender. The driver said, “Tenth and
Wanut? Okay.” He picked up a form of some kind and wrote on it, taking histime. Andly he got the
cab moving. There was no shouting, no other Sgn of excitement behind them.

Brigham Pope breathed outward, heavily. “Whoo-ee!” he said. “1 wasn't much help, was I?7" He was
ashamed of his part in the escape. “It kind of took me by surprise” he explained.

“Thegirl kind of took us both by surprise, didn't she?”’
“Boy! Did shel”
“She mugt have known who we were dl dong.”

“She mugt have” Brigham Pope scratched his head, puzzled. “We mug have made a little mistake
somewhere.”

“Tweve hundred dollars worth of mistake.” His voice was not pleased.

Chapter V

THE restaurant, on Grand a little north of Ninth Street, was done in pastel greens and blues. The
head-waitress, whose uniform carried out the same colors in pastels, said, “Would you like a table or a
booth?’

Tom Ittle, gtting in the back, waved at them.
“Well join our friend,” Doc Savage said.

They walked toward Ittle's table. Brigham Pope was pleased with himsdf. 1 figured hed be here)” he
sad.

“How did you figure that?’

“Oh, we got it arranged where we're to meet in different dities if we got separated,” Brigham Pope said.
“In Kansas City, it's this restaurant. In Tulsa, it's Bishop's Waifle House, in Ddlas it's Babbitt's, and in
Denver it's the Blue Parrot.”

“Those are dl darned good restaurants.”
“Tom Ittle likes his food.”
“Ittle likes his vittles, en?’

He thought: That lousy joke should be enough by itsdf to prove condusively that | am not Doc Savage, if
they suspect such a thing. Doc Savage would never make such a joke. Doc Savage practicdly never
mede any kind of a joke, for that matter. He had been too busy most of hislife taking things serioudly.



Tom Ittle greeted them expansvely. He asked them what they thought of the wesather; wasn't it lovey?
He told them the hot biscuit and coffee service should be tried by dl means. There was a waitress
danding near. She went away. “All right, what happened?’ Tom Ittle demanded.

They told him the story, the whole thing.

“How'd she get wise to you, Clark?’ Ittle demanded.
“Search me” he said. “Maybe she's darvoyant.”
Tom Ittle snapped, “It's not funny, dammit!”

He decided that he would show Tom Ittle some rage. He jammed his fig down on the table, hdf stood,
glared a the fat man.

“Blagted right it's not funny!” he told Ittle. “And it was funny as hdl you waking off and leaving usin the
hands of the cops! What kind of a pd isthat?’

Tom Ittle scowled. “1'd have gotten you out.”
1] I kH! ”

Tom Ittle leaned forward. “Ligen, Clark!” Ittle sounded angry, desperate. “ Therés too much at stake to
take any chances. I'd have tried to get you released from jal, but if | didn't manage it, 1I'd have gone off
and |eft you. There's too much involved for me to waste time hanging around getting you two out of
trouble. Now that's the truth, and you can likeit or you can't likeit, and the hdl with what you think!”

He grinned &t Ittle. “That's more like it.” He sat down comfortably.
Ittle was surprised. “Y ou're not mad?’
“Straight talk doesn't make me mad,” he said. “Do you want to know where the gil went?’

Tom Ittle was astonished. Brigham Pope was astonished. They looked so amazed that he hadtily
amended his outright declaration. “Where | think she went,” he corrected.

“Where?’ Ittle demanded. “Whereis she?”’
“The airport.”
Brigham Pope ogled him. “How the hdl do you know that?’

“Something she said,” he explained. “A dip of the tongue she made.” He grinned at them. “Nothing shell
remember saying.”

Tom Ittle leaned forward. “ Can you get on her trall agan?’
“Sure”

“Do that,” Ittle said. He sounded pleased. “We aren't licked yet. No s, the cat isn't skinned yet.”

HE rode to the airport in a cab, leaning back on the cushions, wishing he could fed relaxed, even for
these few minutes. It was not far to the airport. Kansas City had been one of the most foresighted cities
in the nation in respect to putting its airport in an accessible spot. From midtown, it didn't take much



more than five minutes to reach the adminigtration building.

He was glad they hadn't asked him just what the girl had said that had led him to believe that she would
be at the airport. He didn't believe that he could have thought of a good answer.

Asamatter of fact, she hadn't said anything about airports or arplanes.
He'd known the girl was supposed to go from Kansas City to Miami, Forida, by passenger arplane.
Charlotte had told him that. Charlotte d'/Alaza. Over the telephone.

A traffic lignt held up the cab. He glanced about nervoudy, then made himsdf settle back. He thought of
Charlotte dAlaza. A remarkable old woman. An unholy old woman, it was reported. As greedy a human
being as God ever made.

He hadn't seen Charlotte d'Alaza for years—which didn't mean he was an old man. He had been a very
young man, his ideals blooming like tulips, when he fird met Charlotte. He had wondered how such a
woman could happen. How she could have been created. Or rather, how she had created hersdf, for it
was genegdly understood that she was a sdf-made job. She had been born Charlotte Mdcewicz in
Centerville, lowa, it was reported.

Charlotte . . . The memory of her made him shiver. She should have been born a queen. She should have
been born a queen to St on the most despotic throne there ever was. He fdt that it was a darned good
thing she hadn't been born a man, otherwise the world would have had on its hands another Genghis
Khan, Napoleon or Hitler. Charlotte had Ieft Centerville, lowa, quite early in life, he was sure. Probably
done this because Americans, particularly lowans, couldnt be dominated eeslly. Charlotte had gone to
Europe where the populations were accustomed to being dominated.

She had maried, he understood, five times for convenience. And made darned good use of each
convenience. She had three titles, which she fashionably didn't use, probably because the impact of a title
ismuch more when you don't flaunt it. She owned indudtries, wedlth. Wedth, of course, was power with
Charlotte. Always Charlotte had marched forward. She was, he supposed, ill going purpossfully about
the business of getting big, big, big, big.

She had cdled him by radio-telephone from her Bahamaidand.
He il thought it was funny that she had told him to help her. That was like Charlotte.

“There's something they want,” she told him. “One of the men who warnts it is usng the name of Tom
Ittle. It may be hisred name. | don't know how many or who are working with him.”

She had sounded breathless. Static, tropica Static, had crackled softly when she paused to breathe.
“l don't know who will have what they're after,” she added.

Here her voice became loud, strident, commanding.

“l want what they want,” she said. “You get it for me”

He had wanted to laugh here. An order.

“You interest me” he had said.

“Of course it doesl” Charlotte had snapped. “The unusud dways interests you, and this is unusud
enough for anybody.”



“Isit important?”

“Y ou're damned right it isimportant,” Charlotte had said. But she said it in French, which gave it added
emphads and mydery.

Charlotte had become specific. “You go to Chicago. They'll be taking the Sante Fe train Number 23 out
of there at ten-fifteen tomorrow morning. Gives you time to get there.”

She had described Tom Ittle quite well.

“You can just walk up to him and say you've been assigned to help him get it. Tdl him the boss assigned
you. Don't tdl him any more than that. If he wants you to be specific, just dance around with words.”

He had asked, “What e se do | need to know?’

“Nothing. Oh, if the chase isnt ended by the time it gets to Kansas City, it will go on to Miami, FHorida,
but by airplane. Regular passenger liner.”

“That's dl sort of vague” he had said.

“What are you kicking about? You like mysteries?’

“Not dways”

“Youll likethisoneg” she said. “Get to work oniit.”

There was just one reason why he hadn't told her where she could go.

He had been abouit to investigate Charlotte, anyway.

THE cab swung in around the little U-shaped drive and stopped in front of the airport depot building. He
paid the driver and went ingde to the ticket windows.

Hisfirg job was to get a reservation to Miami, and the reservation had to be good on any plane he chose
to take. A funny kind of a reservation.

Theticket clerk thought it was very funny, and permitted himsdf a supercilious laugh at the idea. The very
idesl

“Is Fred Thompson around here?” Doc asked.

The clerk logt his superciliousness quite suddenly. “I'll cal him.”

“You do that.”

Fred Thompson was a lean, walfish man in his forties, a vice president of the arline.

“Hey!” said Fred Thompson. He didn't immediatdy recognize Doc Savage. “Wha the hdl have you
done to yoursdf? Your har, blond instead of bronze. And your skin, paler, and your eyes a different
color.” He became dubious. “By God, | don't know whether you are Doc Savage.”

Doc Savage showed him how the change in his eye coloring had been managed. Contact lenses, tinted.
They made his flake-gold eyes brown, thus dtering one of Doc's most dartling appearance tags.



“I'l be damned!” Thompson said. “I wouldn't have known you. The clerk here gave me your name, but |
dill didn't believe it was you.”

“l want a reservation.”

“Sure. If you want awhole airplane, it'sdl right, too.”

“Jug areservation,” Doc said. “Good on any plane | pick.”
“Hx him up that kind of a reservation,” Thompson told the clerk.
“There's something se” Doc sad.

“Arything”

“Planes bound for Miami.”

-

“l believe oneisleaving soon?’

“That's right.”

“Isit athrough ship?’

“No, the flight is made up here”

Doc was pleased. “Then the plane will be over at the shop,” he said. “I want to go over there and get
aboard it. The idea being to be in the plane and out of Sght before the passengers get aboard.”

“Don't want one of the passengers to see you, maybe?’
“That'sit.”
“I'll take you over to the shop mysdf,” Thompson said.

“No, better send someone dse” Doc suggested. “It might cause too much aitention if the boss turned
up.”

Thompson went away, came back a moment later with a co-pilot. “This is Jennings. Hell show you the
ship”

Doc and Jennings departed together.

Thompson scowled at the clerk. He told the clerk, “All I can say, dope, isit's lucky he's the kind of a guy
heis, or we wouldn't have any more jobs now than a rooster has teeth.”

“How do you mean?’ asked the Startled ticket clerk.

“I mean he owns the damned company, that's dl,” Thompson said. He Ieft laughing over the look on the
clerk's face.

THE ship was a Douglas DC-3. Hight seven, Kansas City, Memphis, Birmingham, Miami. The plane
made the ground trip from the arline hangar over to the depot building, and the attendants ran the



wheded steps out to the ship. Doc could hear the loudspeakers announcing the flight was ready for
departure. He could see the cluster of passengers.

Thegirl was aboard. Miss Trudy Stevens. He wondered if that was her red name, and thought it might
be. But held bet she hadn't made this reservation under that name. He noticed sheld arranged her har
differently, put on a different frock, changed her appearance as much as she could. Doc got out a pencil
and paper, wrote:

ON MIAMI PLANE WITH HER.

TRY ME AT ROSE BOWL MIAMI.

—CLARK

He thought Tom Ittle would appreciate the Rose Bowl touch, for it was one of the better restaurants.

He was forward in the pilot's compartment. There was room for him there. He pressed the button that lit
aggnd light for the stewardess. When she came, he handed her the message.

He told her to telephone it to Tom Ittle a the restaurant on Grand not far from Ninth. Or have someone
telephoneit to Ittle. But get it to him.

“Yes, 9r,” she sad.

He saw someone had told her who he was, or she had recognized him. “Did you recognize me?’ he
asked, worried.

“No, sr. Jennings told me.”

“Jennings should have kept his mouth shut,” he said. “But as long as Jennings didnt, it would be a big
hdpif you did.”

“I will, Sr.”

“Have you told anyone =7’
“No, gr.”

“Good.”

Sheleft, and he went back to watching the passengers come aboard. He could see them, and he didn't
think they could see enough of his face through the plexiglass to recognize him. He had been watching
them file aboard even while he was writing the note and giving it to the stewardess.

There was one passenger he hadn't expected.
Thiswas the long, fat man from the train. The one who had sat across the aide from the girl.

He was the last one aboard before the attendants wheded the steps away and the pilot started the
motors and the plane rolled down the taxi strip, turned its nose to the runway, got the green light from the
faded green-colored control tower, and took off.

Chapter VI



IT would have taken aday or two of hard barreing to drive an automobile from Kansas City to Miami,
Florida, but that didn't keep the plane flight from seeming long. The stewardess, trying to be swest,
brought him one of the dinners they were sarving the passengers, and he spent quite a while worrying
about whether any of the passengers, soedificaly the girl and the long fat man, had noticed that an extra
dinner had gone into the pilot's compartment.

He saw that it was going to be very dark when they reached Miami. He made an arrangement with the
co-pilot. The co-pilot was to get in the adminidration building and get the lights shut off for a few
seconds, long enough for Doc Savage to get out of the planein the resulting darkness.

This plan worked very nicdy. Doc was adle to leave the plane on the heds of the last passenger. He
hot-footed around to the other sde of the adminigration building before the lights came back on. He got
acab.

The long, fat man came out firs. Doc was tempted to follow him. But the girl appeared dso, and he
trailed her instead.

As it developed, it would not have made much difference which one he trailed. The gl went to the
Gables, afine hotd on Miami Beach. So did the long, fat man.

They did not arrive separately. The long, fat man was there firgt, and the gil seemed rather astonished to
see him. Doc thought, for a moment, that she was going to duck out. Instead, she made a hurried sde
trip into one of the hotd lobby shops, didnt come out uniil the fdlow had registered and gone to his
room. Then she came in and got a room.

Doc decided to register himsdf. It would give a good reason for his loitering about the place. He got
314. That was dl right. It was low enough down that he wouldn't have to depend on the elevators. It was
aways disconcerting to step out of an devator and meet someone you didn't want to meet.

The belhop was about forty-five years old. “How would you like to make ten dollars?’ Doc asked him.
“What do you want? Name it, anything short of murder.” The bellhop looked greedy.

“l want the names and room numbers of the two people who registered just before | did. Can you do
that for me?’

“Thet may not be so easy.” The bdlboy was dubious. “This old guy they got on the desk thinks he's
important. He makes us day a the porter's desk when we aint on cal.” He scratched his head for a
while “I'll see what | can do.”

He was back in ten minutes.

“Sandy and Pedro took ‘em to their rooms,” he reported. “They happened to remember their names. Girl
registered as Teresa Swingles, and guy registered as Ben Holland. Girl isin 1412, and guy isin 901.”

Doc gave him the ten. “Don't spend it dl in one place.”
The bellhop grinned. “Any other little jobs, you know who to ask for. I'm Jm.”
“Good enough. Thanks, Jm.”

HE went over and tested the bed by thumping it with hisfist. It was a good bed, and he was tired. He sat



onit, but did not start undressing. He was plagued with the feding that he should be doing something.

He wished he could cdl New York, get some of his assstants down here to help. But they weren't in
New Y ork. He had five assstants, specidistsin various professions, who had worked with him for a long
time

But dl of them were out of the country. Monk Mayfair, the chemidt, was in England, and Ham Brooks,
the lawyer, was in Itdy. The engineer, Renwick, and the dectrica expert, Long Tom Roberts, were in
China, and Littlgohn, the geologist, was in Iran. All of them were doing important work in the wake of
the war.

Hewasinthisadone. Thefirg time that he had tackled anything aone for a long time. The feding he got
out of the thought wasn't pleasant.

He knew, he decided, much too little about what he was doing. This chasng around over the country,
while exciting, was beginning to seem aimless. He wished Charlotte d'Alaza had told him more.

He decided to cdl Charlotte.

The hotel operator sounded deepy. She got Long Digtance for him, and he explained, “1 want to tak to
Charlotte d/Alaza, on King Joe Cay, one of the Bahamaidands. Give the cdl to your overseas operator;
shéll know how to handleit.”

He actudly didn't think he would get hold of Charlotte at this hour of the night. He didn't suppose the
King Joe Cay radio station was monitored dl night, athough he wasn't sure. He'd never been to King Joe
Cay. But, to his surprise, Charlotte was on the wire in about ten minutes.

“Hdlo, Creepy,” she said.

Charlotte sounded husky and he wasn't sure it was redly she.
“Charlotte?” he asked.

“yes”

“Thisisn't Creepy.” He wondered who Creepy was.

“Dammit, of course it's not,” Charlotte said angrily. “What do you want at this hour of the night, you
nitwit?’

“Thisis Doc Savage.”

“Oh,” Charlotte said. “ Quelle surprist When the operator said Miami, | supposed it was Creepy
cdling”

“Who's Creepy?’

Charlotte didn't answer immediatdy. When she did speak, there was a grest change in her voice. It had
become afraid. “Don't you know yet?’ she demanded.

1] NO.”
“Oh, my God!” Charlotte said. She didn't just say it. It came out with a coating of horror.
“Who is Creepy?’



She was slent awhile. “Never mind thet.”

He knew Charlotte. There was no sensein pushing her for an answer, because she wouldn't give one.
He said, “I want some more information.”

“Tdl me what's happened.” She was getting more excited. “I must know what has happened.”

He sad, “I threw in with Tom Ittle and a man named Brigham Pope, and we have been pestering a gif
who has used the name of Trudy Stevens and Teresa Swingles. Sheis a the Gables in Miami Beach. So
am|. So isarather long, fat man who used the name of Ben Holland.”

Screaming, Charlotte said, “They shouldn't both be in the same hotd!”
1] Wm’?i

“Cregpy and—I mean—oh, damn you! Let methink!” She was slent. He decided she wasn't thinking. It
sounded more like she was suffering from terror. He could hear her ragping breething, and it sounded as
if someone was scuffing a foot on a carpet.

Charlotte spoke findly.
“Ligen,” she sad. “Ligten, you're doing dl right. Just keep at it.”
And she hung up on him.

He replaced his own telephone receiver on the hook. He sat there, bemused, for awhile, redizing that he
hed been puzzled by Charlotte's fear.

HE tried to teephone the Rose Bowl, the restaurant where he had told Tom Ittle and Brigham Pope, in
the note held given the stewardess to telephone them in Kansas City, to meet him. But no one answered
a the Rose Bowl number. The place evidently wasn't open at this ungodly hour of the morning.

He frowned at the bed. He wasn't deepy, that was sure. A few minutes ago he hadn't been deepy either,
but he redlized now that he could have dept. He wished he hadn't caled Charlotte. He hadn't learned
much.

His own uneasiness began to crawl up indde him. He was done in this thing. That bothered him. He
hadn't supposed it would. The vagueness of things didn't help, ether.

It was not entirdy vague. He knew, or a least had strong reason to suspect, that the internationd
aéronautica Stuation was behind it. Internationd. Not just one arport, or one arling, or state aviation or
inter-state aviation. Internationd. Big.

Internationa aviation was about to go into a phase which those adle to think for themsdves had been
afrad it would go into.

Seventy years or so ago the same sort of thing had happened in the United States railroads picture. With
the great wedth of the western states there for the tapping, there had been a wild scramble among
raillroads to get rights and concessions, a dog-eat-dog affair.

It was that way with the arlines now—amost. The fabulous posshilities for money-meking in
internationd flying were there for the picking. And avidion companies, corporations, cartels, were



beginning to shoulder each other.

Of course there was a greet ded of inter-governmenta agreement and maneuvering amed a stopping
this sort of thing. Washington was sncereinits efforts. Perhaps every man in Washington wasn't sincere,
but enough of them were. London was sincere, probably by about the same percentage. Paris, Moscow,
Chungking, dl meking a farly honest effort. But they—the companies, corporations, cartels in
aviaion—were trying to crowd each other out of the trough.

Everybody wanted to be big pig. But compstition was one thing; the tactics of man-eating sharks was
another. If one company started man-egting, dl the others would do the same thing in self-defense.

It was, when the Stuation was reduced to ultimate Smplicity, this man-egting that the redlly sincere and
important people in the internationa aviation picture wanted to stop before it got started.

There were quite afew of these white knightsin the aviation scene, and Doc Savage happened to be one
of them. He had been watching things devel op, watching them very closdly, with his teeth on edge.

Some rumors had reached him about America-Pacific-Trangt-Airways. APTA as it was cdled. It was a
big outfit, a mushroom, a kid giant. It had grown so fast that some thinking minds were wondering if its
growth was entirely hedlthy.

APTA was controlled, from the durd rivets in its airplanes to the souls of its employees, by Charlotte
dAlaza

That was why Doc had been about to investigate Charlotte dAlaza
He wondered if she knew it. She might.

He decided to go up and tak to the long, fat man who had registered under the name of Ben Holland. He
was curious about the man.

901. Thefigures werein gold on the mahogany door pand.
Doc Savage hedtated in front of the door, wondering what kind of a gag would get imindde.

The hdl was long, dmly lighted, sparingly but tastefully decorated. A window was open, a breeze
thruding the curtains inward gracefully. With the wind came the sound of the sea, the gentle sneezing of
waves agang the sand beach.

The old tdlegram gag, Doc thought. Knock, tdl him there's atdlegram. If he says shove it under the door,
explan that the ddivery dip has to be sgned.

That wasn't very good, though. To redly work it, one should firg cal the victim's room, explain there was
atelegram. That was the way to do it.

He decided to giveit the extra touch needed.

He went back downgtairs, found the booths in the dcove off the lobby. He hoped the operator wouldn't
ligenin, caled 901.

He heard the dick of a lifted receiver. A pause. That was understandable. If the ringing had awakened
thelong, fat man, it was understandable that he would be dow getting the indrument to his ear. But the
pause stretched out.



Doc sad, “Mr. Ben Holland?’
“Yes” It was awhisper.

“Thisis the desk cdling, Mr. Holland. We have a telegram for you, marked urgent. We are sending it
up.”

The whigper, hoarse, said, “Let it go 'til morming.”
“I'm sorry, Mr. Holland. The boy is dready on hisway up with the message.”
“Okay,” the whisper said. And the receiver went back on the hook.

Doc frowned, hung up himsdf. He was puzzled by the whisper. Was the fdlow trying to disguise his
Voice?

There was along wait for the elevator. At least three minutes. Doc looked for an indicator which would
show what floor the elevator was on, but there seemed to be no such device.

“Nine” he said when the cage findly came.

He went draight to 901, knocked. Waiting for a response, he watched the breeze move the curtain
inward from the window, then suddenly suck it outward. He knocked again, more firmly.

“Tdegram, gr,” he cdled.

The sound of arplanes flying came in through the window. There seemed to be five or sx of them, and
they were offshore amile or so.

“Tdegram, gr,” he repeated.

He frowned at the door for awhile, then whipped out his handkerchief and used it to keep his fingers off
the door knob while he turned it. The door was unlocked. He opened it an inch or two, said, “Your
telegram, Sr.”

Pde lemon light filled the part of the room he could see. The carpet was taupe, the wadls tan and cream,
the furniture modern with leathers and blond woods.

He threw the door the rest of the way open, went in.

The dark green spread on the bed had been turned back, an apple green blanket with deep leaf-green
edging was tangled in abal, and the sheets, o green, but of a very pae shade, were tangled among the
long, fa man's arms and legs. The mattress, green-striped, was depressed into a shdlow valey by the
long, fat man's weight, and the valey had caught and held a considerable quantity of the man's blood.

Doc Savage retreated a pace, punched the door with his elbow to make it close. Then he went to the
bed. His early training in surgery had made him accustomed to death, and the inner parts of the human
body were not unfamiliar to him. But murder was something else again.

It was as doppy ajob of throat-cutting as he could imagine anyone doing.

Chapter VII
THE lemon light came from a reading light attached to the head of the bed. He decided it was



inadequate, returned to the door and flipped the switch, usng his ebow again. The room indantly filled
with blue-white light from a cdiling fixture, and the knife was disclosed.

He went to the knife and examined it without picking it up. It was a steak knife, sted with a serrated
edge. It was marked with the cross-in-a-circle inggnia of the Santa Fe railway.

Hetried to remember whether the girl had had a steak when he took her to dinner on the train. Knives
like this were served with steaks.

Shed had a steak. He was sure.

Wheding, he looked at the telephone. That whisper! A gil whispering over a telephone could very wdl
sound about the same as a man whispering over a telephone.

He went to the windows. They were closed. He opened them, leaned out. Almost directly below was the
entrance canopy of the hotd. To the I€ft, three taxicabs were parked a a stand. But there was no one
walking on the street as far as he could see in any direction.

Moving rgpidly and purpossfully now, he went to the blond dresser. The long, fa man's toiletries were
spread out there, a safety razor, shaving lotion, cologne, a man's perfume labdlled Hunter, a hazel-brown
man's powder, agold key chain with three keys, a wristwatch.

He found hotd stationery in the writing desk drawer, envelopes and two Szes of paper. He took a sheet
of eght and a hdf by deven gationery, wrenched off the cap of the powder container, dumped dl the
powder on the paper, made a package of it. Hefting this, he decided it wasn't heavy enough, dug three
dlver haf-dollars out of his pocket and incdluded them in the packet. He went back to the window.

The taxis were 4ill there. The street was deserted. He left the powder packet on the window sll, went
back and opened the dead man's suitcase.

The suitcase contained a winter suit of blue serge. He looked at the labels. Paul Morrdll, Tailor, Nassau,
New Providence, BWI. He made a mentd note of that, because Charlotte's Idand was only about eght
miles from Nassau.

There seemed to be nothing dse enlightening in the suitcase.

He did not like to disturb the body or the bed dothing, but he thought it advisable. He was glad that he
did pry around, because he found that the man had been wearing something fastened to the ingde of his
left leg, just above the knee. The fagtening had been done with adhesive tape. The marks of the tape
were plain. The object held there, and the tape which had held it, were gone.

He heard a cab start in the street. He had been ligening for that. He went to the window quickly.

Thetaxi was pulling up to the front of the hotel. It halted before the unwaled tunnd made by the awning,
and the hotel doorman opened the cab door.

As so0n as he was sure a woman had gotten into the cab, Doc leaned far out of the window with the
paper packet he had made of the powder.

He took histime throwing the packet. It hit the top of the cab, the paper split, the powder scattered over
the cab top, marking it.

The surprised hotel doorman stepped on to the cab running board to look at the powder. He bent his
head back, looked upward. Doc withdrew quickly. He waited, heard the cab start, go away.



He could not make out the license of the cab. He had been farly sure he wouldnt be able to. The
doorman had found one or more of the slver haf-dollars and was hunting the others.

USING his handkerchief to prevent fingerprints, he lifted the telephone receiver.

“May | speak to the doorman? . . . Yes, the doorman, please?’

The doorman's voice was deep, gruff. “Hello.”

“You jud put alady inacab?’

“Yegh”

“Do you happen to know the name of the driver of the cab?’

“Naw.” The doorman became inquistive. “ Say, you the guy who threw something on toppa that cab?’
“Therésfive dallarsinit for you if you know the name of the cab driver.”

“Ligen!” The doorman was indignant. “We don't dlow guests throwin' guff outa the windows. What's
the idea? You're lidble to hurt somebody.”

“That was mogt unfortunate,” Doc told him. “It won't happen again.”
“It better not.”

Replacing the receiver on the hook, Doc considered the possible destinations of the cab. Miami proper,
he believed. It had taken the firg turn to the south, turning right, and that street led to one of the
causeways to Miami.

The sound of knocking on the door nearly made his hair stand on end.

“What isit?" he caled. He tried to sound deepy.

“Telegram, ar.”

He went to the door quickly, lowered his voice, sad, “ Shove it under the door.”

“It has to be sgned for, gr.”

“Just aminute” he said.

The key was on the indde of the door. Carefully, very carefully, he turned it, locking the door.

He didn't waste time on the window. The building was a new one, and while there was a vague possibility
he might be able to reach another window by that route, he didn't care to chance it in the darkness.

There was a connecting door, though. The room, as was the case in many hotdls, could be made part of
aguite by usng this door. They had used the old hotd gag of increesing a guest's feding of security and
privacy by putting the head of the bed againg the door. Doc did the bed back, and it made little noise.
The door was locked.

It was a wood-paneled door, not particularly solid. He knew immediately he could break out the lock,
but how quietly was another matter. He took a pillow off the bed, put it under his foot, brought the foot



and dl his weight hard againg the door just above the lock. There was a splintering sound, much as
though he had stepped on a cigar box. About that loud, which was pretty loud.

The bed in the adjoining room was aso headed againg the door. He began to push againg the door,
pushing the bed back at the same time.

“Here, herel” an angry femde voice said. “What in hell are you doing now?’

A man's voice, dso from the bed, sad, “It an't me, Myrtle”

DOC SAVAGE thought of various expedients he might use to sllence or deceive the pair. None of the
ideas seemed very good. But he had to try something.

He said, “The police! Sh-h-h-h. Keep quiet. Here, Il show you my credentials.”

He was in the room now. He closed the door, moved around the bed. “I'm going to turn on the light.” He
spoke in alow voice.

The light showed a large determined looking woman and a smdl sheep of a man in bed. The woman
glared and yanked the covers up around her neck. Her hair, done up in curlers, made her look like an
abino Hji Idander, if Hji 1danders weighed as much as two hundred and twenty-five pounds.

“Sh-h-h-h,” Doc said. “This burglar isin the hdl, we think.”

From the way the big woman looked, he knew what she was going to say. She was going to say she
didn't think he was a policeman.

“l don't think you're a policeman,” the big woman said.

“I'm sorry about this” Doc said. He hoped they wouldn't hear him in the hdl. “Here, Il show you my
credentials”

They were knocking on the door of the other room again.

Doc got his hillfold out. It contained nothing that would prove he was a policeman, but he pretended it
did. He took out a card which proved that Clark was entitled to use the fadlities of the YMCA. He
waved this card, and said, “Here, you can see for yoursdf that | am an officer.”

“You're not in uniform,” said the big woman.

“Fain clothes”

“Let me see that card.”

Suddenly there was adull crashing sound in the hdl. They had burst open the door into the other room.
“Sh-h-h,” Doc sad. “I think they're about to catch him!”

He leaped back to the light, and turned it off. He whipped off his coat, vest, necktie, shirt. He dropped
these beside the door. The room was very dark.

It was a good thing, he reflected, that the woman was big and belligerent. A lesser woman might have
screamed when he turned out the light.



He mussed his hair. He grasped his pants a the bdt asif he had just put them on and was afraid they
would fdl off.

He opened the door, stepped out into the hal.
“What's going on here?’ he demanded.

There were four uniformed policemen in the hal, and at least two others in the room with the dead man.
Doc naticed that he had gotten a very lucky break indeed, because he had closed the door behind him,
and gpparently the officer hadn't noticed what room he had appeared from. He repeated, “What's going
on? What the dickinsisthis?’

The policemen looked a Doc, nating his resemblance to a Sartled hotel guest who had just left his bed.
“Get back inyour room,” an officer said. “Thisisn't any of your busness”
“What is your room?’ demanded another officer.

“Nine-forty-three,” Doc said, and was gartled a his good fortune in remembering the room that was
nearest the eevators and, incidentaly, the sairs leading down.

“Go to your room,” the cop directed.
“Okay,” Doc said. “But | don't see any reason for it.”

He waked down the hdl, reached the steps, extended his hand and pantomimed opening a door. He
passed through the imaginary door, hoping the police wouldn't be looking too closdly.

He went down the steps with flying haste. He didn't know how long the large lady would stay in bed, but
it probably wouldn't be long.

The gairs ended at the mezzanine floor, and a wider and quite ornate staircase led on down to the lobby.
The mezzanine was in the form of a balcony surrounded by arailing. As a precaution, Doc looked over
the ralling before going on down. He was glad he did, because there were policemen in the [obby.

The hotel clerk was haranguing a police captain loudly.
“There hasn't been any murder, not in this hotel,” the clerk was saying.

“Well find out,” the captain told him. “And stop acting as if were jugt trying to make trouble for the
hotd. You know better than that.” The Cgptain became indignant. “Youd be better off if you
coOperated.”

“I'm perfectly willing to codperate,” sad the clerk.

“Why don't you act like it, then? Why give me an argument when | ask you what room this William Clark
isregistered in?’

“William Clark, you say?’
“YS.”
“What do you want with him?’

“This telephone tip we got said held murdered the man in 901! snapped the captain. “Now let's have



fewer questions and more action.”

The doorman was ligening. “Hey! That's the guy!” He became excited. “That's the guy threw the suff
onta the cab.”

“Who?’
“Guy named Clark in three-fourteen.”
“Room 3147’ the Captain demanded.

“Yeah. | got the room number from the telephone operator because thisguy caled me, see, to ask about
adame.” The doorman was feding important. “It was thisway, see. The dame comesout . . .”

Doc withdrew. There was a window on the west Sde of the mezzanine, and he opened it quietly, looked
out, decided it was not too much of a drop to the ground. He swung out and dropped.

It didn't jolt him much when he landed. It did sing his feet a little. He lifted firgt one foot then the other
and shook it while he was ligening. He decided no one had seen him.

He waked through a playground for children, carefully outmaneuvering dides and swings and
teeter-totters. Beyond was a hedge of poinsttias, then a Sde street with a border of tal slver-trunked

pams.

On the dtreet, he swung out in a distance-eating walk, a giant of a man with a remarkably muscled chest
and ams. He regretted leaving his coat and shirt and vest behind.

He thought now that he might have worn his shirt too and gotten away with it.

Chapter VIII

HE walked five blocks, and by that time he was quite glad that Miami Beach was a resort town, because
in resorts people walked the streets wearing dmost anything. Going to the beach, they smply wore
trousers over ther smimming trunks if they were men. Sometimes they had atowe around their neck. He
wished he had atowd.

He heard music, and as soon as he had decided it was an orchestra, not a radio, he headed for the
sound. A neon 9gn said Chi-Chi Club, Fifty Beautiful Girls, Fifty. There were some taxicabs parked
there, which was what he had been hoping for.

“Themain causeway to Miami,” he directed.

The cab driver's head was as bald as a boiled egg. “Wha address in Miami, you say?’ His head |ooked
alittle like a boiled egg, too.

“Jud the causaway.”
“Sorry brother, but that's too short ahaul to . . .~

“That's not the end of the haul,” Doc said. “Keep your shirt on.” The cab got going. Doc examined the
driver's keg-shaped neck speculaively. “What Sze shirt do you wear?’

“Huh?’



“What sze shirt.”

The driver gave this some thought. “Whatcha wanna know for?’

“l want to buy your shirt.”

“The hdl you do!” The driver gave it Some more thought. “ Size eighteen. Whatcha wanna buy it for?’

Doc explained patiently, “1 want to buy it because | haven't got any shirt. What about five dollars? That
Uit you?’

The driver began to laugh. Evidently he was visudizing something spicy as the explandtion for his fare
wanting to buy a shirt. “Y ou bought a shirt,” he said.

“Stop at thisend of the causeway and give methe shirt,” Doc directed.

They made the change.

“All right,” Doc said. “Now you wait here. Keep your motor running. Y ou have plenty of gas, | hope?’
“I got gas, yesh.”

“All right, keep your motor running. I'm going to stand on top of the bridge ralling here by this street light.
| may have to stand there quite awhile. But you wait.”

The driver began to have doubts about the sanity of his passenger. He said, “I'll be damned!”
Doc sad, “Youve heard of these crazy sunt parties, haven't you? Y ou have to do a crazy sunt.”
“Oh,” the driver said. “Yeah. Yeah, sure”

“All right. Y ou wait.”

Doc perched on the wide concrete raling of the causeway bridge. Whenever he saw a car coming from
Miami, he watched it intertly. If it was a taxicab, he stood up on the raling, a vantage point from which
he could see whether there was a smear of powder on the top of the cab, as it passed.

After about fifteen minutes of that, he began to wonder if he might not be crazy after al.

IT was not as big a gamble as it seemed. The night clubs, the red hot spots, were mogly on Miami
Beach, and a thistime of the morning—it was a quarter past three—the niteries offered the best pickings
for the cabs. If the driver of the powdered cab had taken the girl to some nearby spot in Miami, there
was about a seventy percent chance that he would turn around and cruise back to the Beach, where
there was a better chance for another fare.

He gave himsdf thirty minutes of this

It took twenty. The cab was empty when it went past.
He ran to his own taxi. “Catch that cab.”

“You mean trall it?’

“| mean catch it.”



There was a brief chase, and a shouting between the cab drivers. The other cab stopped, the driver
demanded, “Whét the hdl isthis? What gives?’

“You picked alady up at the Gables about haf an hour ago. Where did you take her?’

The new driver was a young man with along face. “What'sin it for me?’ he asked. Apparently he had a
mercenary nature too.

“Couple of dollars”

“Not enough.” The boy put his cab in gear.

Doc sad with authority, “ Theré's some trouble init for you if you don't come across, my friend.”
The boy thought this over. “Five)” he said.

Doc gave him afive-dallar bill. “Where did you take her?’

“Miami.”

“Wherein Miami?’

“Thetll cost you another five” the boy said.

Doc reached into the cab, got the boy by the shirt front, jerked his head and shoulders out of the cab,
sad, “Ligen, squirt, if you want to stay in one piece, youll cut that out.” He waved afid in front of the
boy's eyes. “Where did you take her?’

The gze of the fig made the boy's eyes bulge. “Pier Four,” he said hedlily. “You know, Pier Four, where
the yachtstie up.”

“I know,” Doc said. He threw the driver back into his cab.
The other cab driver was more respectful as they got going.
“Say, you were kind of tough on him.”

“Tough? On that chisder? He got off easy.”

“You scared the socks off him.”

“He got off easy. Per four.”

“Pier four, okay. | heard hm tdl you.”

SOME of the nicest hotels in Miami faced wide Biscayne Boulevard, on the other sde of which lay
Bayfront Park, a pleasant place with tal pams and tropica shrubbery. The yacht basn was on the east
edge of Bayfront Park, and beyond it was a dredged channe leading north, to the steamship basin which
was dredged much deeper, and from which the man ship channd led, bearing one hundred fifteen
degrees magnetic, out through the breakwater and to sea.

There was around Sixteen feet of water off the yacht basin, and the piers there were numbered, Pier Five
being the party fishing pier, and Four the yacht pier.



Doc opened the little gate with the No Admittance sgn and moved out on the pier. The dock wasnt
flood-lighted, but there was enough illumination from the street lights over by the hamburger stand. He
avoided a pile of water hose, an overturned dinghy with a freshly coppered bottom.

There was one good-sized schooner, about Sxty feet waterline. There was a smdler schooner, a yawl,
two ketches. The rest were powerboats of assorted sizes. He walked softly, watched for lights, listened
for sounds.

He intended, as a last resort, to investigate each boat individudly. But only as a lagt resort. He wished
he'd asked the cab driver if he had seen the girl go aboard a boat. He had forgotten to do thet.

There was a wooden canopy roof in the center of the pier. He stood under that, in the shadows. There
was enough breeze to move the boats, make the springlines grunt softly, to shake an enggn which
someone had forgotten to take down.

Waiting there, watching, he was suddenly aware of afeding of coolness, dmog asif the temperature had
dropped. The temperature hadn't changed, but the sensation was quite redl.

A large, dark man appeared from the companion of a ketch. He yavned and stretched. He sat for a time
scratching himsdlf, raking his fingers through his hair, otherwise acting like a man who had just awakened.
He lighted a cigarette, threw the match into the water where it fizzed and went out. He contemplated the
little puff of smoke the extinguished match had made, watched it rise, drift away. Then he got up himsdf
and dlimbed on to the dip runway, waked to the dock, came down the dock. He was smoking.

When he was opposite Doc Savage, he took the cigarette off his lips, held it out in front of him, blew
smoke on it. Thiswas quite a gesture. He intended it to take Doc's atention from his other hand, which
went ingde his coat after something or other.

Doc kicked himin the stomach.

THE kick wasn't very sporting, but it was the handiest thing to do. Doc stopped feding ashamed of it
when he got hold of the man, they began to go over and over on the dock, and he found thet the man had
put his hand ingde his coat with the intention of producing an enormous automatic pigtal. It was a very
big pigal. It weighed dmogt as much as an awil.

Thefight ended with Doc astride the man and in possession of the howitzer.

A man put his head out of the cabin of a thirty-thousand-dollar cabin cruiser. “What's goin' on?’ he
demanded. He'd heard the fuss.

Doc began laughing happily. Loudly, too. “I could throw you when we were kids, and | can dill doit,” he
sad.

The man Doc had grabbed aso laughed. Doc was astonished & this.

The man who had put his head out of the cruiser cursed. “Dammit, can't a man deep around here?” he
complained. His head disappeared.

When no other inquisitive heads popped out of boats, Doc hoisted his captive erect. He said, “Whet do |
cdl you?

“Joseph,” the men said.



“All right, Joe, let's go talk to Trudy Stevens, or Teresa Swingles, or Creepy, or somebody.”
“Joseph,” the man said. “Not Joe, please”

“Okay, Joseph.”

They went to the ketch. It was a nice-looking boat, around forty-two feet on the waterling, with a fine
bow, not too much beam, a little tumble-home and a double-ender stern. A centerboarder. A good sea
boat, too, probably. It was done in white and mahogany and brass, but the sail-covers were red.

Joseph cadled, “Let's not start anything.”

This got a period of slence from ingde the ketch. Then a girl's voice said, “Come aboard.” It was the
gir'svoice.

Doc punched Joseph with the gun for effect. Joseph became worried. He said, “Don't cock that gun. It
dipsoff cock sometimes, and shoots.”

Joseph wore sneakers and dark trousers and a swesater. He wore a knife in a sheath on his bet in the
middle of his back. He was a seefaring man, obvioudy.

“Thisisagreat piece of atillery for asallor to pack,” Doc told him. “What do you useit for, an anchor?’
With dignity, Joseph said, “The pieceisafamily heirloom, Sr.”

The ketch had a main cabin aft; forward it was Folit into two state rooms. From the Sze of the engine
compartment, and the faint odor of fud ail, Doc decided it had a Diesdl auxiliary of considerable sze.

Doc looked at the girl. “What do | cdl you? Trudy Stevens? Teresa Swingles? Creepy?’

HE was astonished a the amount of fear she was showing. It was a digending agony in her eyes, and a
paleness around her lips. She had an automatic shotgun, holding it with both hands, forefinger ingde the
trigger guard. “Creepy?’ she said. “How did you know | was cdled that.”

“Charlotte” he said.

He was surprised at the changein her. At the amazement, the sunned wonder, the remark brought over
her face.

She put the gun down.
“Joseph, I've made aterrible mistake” she said.
Joseph seemed confused.

Thegirl was looking at Doc Savage. “Charlotte told you thet, didn't she? You're a friend of Charlotte's?’
She watched him intently. “You are, aren't you?’

“What makes you think that?’
“She wouldn't cal me Creepy to anyone but a friend.”
“Why on earth should she cdl you that any time?’



She thought for a moment. “Y ou remember that book | was reading on the train to Kansas City?’
He nodded. “ Sudien tber Hysterie, by Breuer and Freud. It seemed allittle heavy to me at the time”

“| suppose so. Anyway, you get the idea. | like that sort of thing, and that's why Charlotte got to cdling
me Creepy. She saysits creepy for ayoung girl to like reading such stuff. But she never used the name in
public.”

“She might be right. Y ou were reading afirg edition in the origind, too, if | recdl.”
“Dont you know who | am?’ she asked.

“No.”

“I'm Charlotte's socid secretary.”

He was surprised. It was reasonable that Charlotte would have a socid secretary. But he would have
expected an older woman, a broken-down countess or baroness.

“Jevous crois,” hesaid. “ Je crois bien.”

“Taut mieux!” shereplied.

Hetried Russan. “ Ob vas kharo'-shy vy' gavar.”
“Blahardaryoo.”

He tried a hard one. Roumanian. “ De ce-i vorba?”
“Depinde” she said. “What on earth are you trying to do?’

Feding alittle foolish, he explained, “It just struck methat any socid secretary of Charlotte's would have
to speak a hatful of languages”

“Atest?”’

“Inaway. Yes, it was” He frowned a her. “What made you think a woman whispering over the
telephone would sound like aman?’

He saw by her expression that she had redly been the one who whispered over the telephone.
He added, “ So you killed the long, fat men.”

Chapter IX
SHE waan't shocked at dl.

She sad, “My nameisredly Trudy Stevens.”

She picked up the automatic shotgun, and he gtiffened, but she was only going to move the weapon back
on the sofa berth in the cabin, to make room to St down. She perched where the gun had been. She was
dressed differently now, he saw. Slacks and old sneakers and a man's shirt. Boat things. The sneakers
had rope soles, which were the best on aamdl boat a sea. They wouldn't dip.



“Poor Raedeker,” she said. She spoke softly, sorrowfully.
“His name wasn't Ben Holland?’

“Halland?’

“The name he registered under at the Gables.”

“Oh. No, his name was Hurd VVon Raedeker.”

He started then. He knew who the long, fa man was. One of Charlotte's employees. Perhaps employee
wasn't the word, because Von Raedeker was, or had once been, an important man in his circles. Von
Raedeker had once headed Le Courtage Raedeker, Boulevard Haussman, Paris, and it had been a large
brokerage concern. The man had a busness head on his shoulders. For the lagt three years, Doc's
preiminary investigations of Charlotte had shown, Raedeker had been associated with Charlotte's
interests. He was one of many experts she had assembled about her. There was one thing about
Charlotte: she knew how to collect brains, and make them do her bidding.

He said, “1 think we should dl have gotten together on thet train to Kansas City, instead of playing tricks
on each other.”

“You are working for Charlotte?’
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“Then we should have gotten together.”

The breeze, diffening for a moment, pushed againg the madts and stays of the ketch, made the little craft
hed dightly. The cabin light, hung in gimbas like the lightsin the old-fashioned sailing ships, svung dowly
and its shadows traveled on the cabin walls like uneasy ghosts.

“Let's gart at the beginning,” Doc said.

She said, “Your part of it began in Chicago. | saw you with Tom Ittle and that other man, and | was sure
you didn't know | saw you. When you used that trick to get my purse, you didn't fool me”

“| thought we did a pretty good job with that,” Doc said. He sounded discouraged.

“Oh, it was dl right. You didn't fool me. | decided to get you, dl of you | could, in some trouble in
Kansas City. | couldn't find Tom Ittle, or | would have gotten him in trouble, too.”

“He walked right past us while you were having the police give me the works in Kansas City.”
“Hedid!” She was disgppointed. “I didn't see him.”

Joseph dirred impatiently. Joseph wasn't a negro, or even a mulato, as Doc had firg thought. He was
just an idand white man, burned black by the tropicd suns. He addressed Trudy Stevens. “Lady,” he
sad. “I better go topside and watch.”

“Yes, you better, Joseph.”
Joseph went out.
“Y ou expecting viditors?’ Doc asked.



“You found me, didn't you?’ she replied.

“l don't think anyone esewill find you the way | did,” he told her. He explained about the powder he had
thrown to mark the top of the cab she had taken, and how he had later found the cab by looking for one
with powder on its top. She did not seem impressed; it was discouraging.

She said, “Von Raedeker cdled metonight at the hotel. | went up to talk with him. He was dead when |
got there.”

Not having expected her to explan what had happened at the hotd, bluntly and in a few words like that,
he was startled. He wasn't stisfied, aither.

“Who killed hm?’ he asked.

She shrugged. “Tom Ittle. That other man. Maybe some of their helpers. | wouldn't know.”
“What makes you think Tom Ittle?”

“Why not?”

“How could he get here so quickly?’

“You got here, didn't you?’

“l came on the same plane with you, however.”

That astonished her. She looked so surprised that he explained how he had done it, by riding in the
compartment with the pilot.

“How on earth did you manage that?’ she demanded. “1 wouldn't think the arline would dlow it?’
He started to say they couldn't very well refuse, but didn't. Surprise parted hislips for a moment.

She didn't know he was Doc Savage. He covered his surprise, decided not to enlighten her. It would be
rather embarrassing if he should announce profoundly thet he was the notable Doc Savage, and then
discover she had never heard of him. This had happened to him before.

He said, “Von Raedeker was wearing a money bt.”
She logt color at that. “Yes”

“Someone had opened it

“yYes”

“Did you?’

He thought for a moment she was going to faint. “No,” she said. “It had been opened when | got there,
before | got there, | mean.”

“How long had you been there when | called on the telephone?’
“Not very long.”
“Why did you whisper?’



“Why, | naturdly wouldn't want anyone to know | wasin that room.”
“And you got right out of there after | said there was a tdegram being sent up?’
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He knew she had, too. There had been about time for her to reach her room, get her things together, and
take the taxi.

He said thoughtfully, “Tom Ittle could have gotten here from Kansas City, of course. He could have
chartered a plane, afagt plane, and made it by the time we did, or alittle before.”

“How would he know | was coming to Miami?’
“| passed him the information in Kansas City,” Doc admitted.
“That was a big help,” she sad bitterly.

“It would be a bigger help if you told me what was behind thid” he snapped. Some of his indignation
began to come out. “Isthisdl you're going to tdl me?’

“Until I know more about you, it is” she said.

He snorted. “1 don't see how I'm gaing to be able to hdp you with Tom Ittle and Brigham Pope if you
wont . ..”

Fascinated, he watched her horror.

BRIGHAM POPE. Mention of Brigham Pope's name had gricken her with stark fear. Charlotte, he
remembered, had been affected by the name of Brigham Pope so starkly that he had known it over the
land line-radio hookup.

He took time out to give Brigham Pope some thought. His opinion of Brigham Pope hadn't been high, he
recaled. Hed supposed the man had been an ex-actor, probably once a comic of the cheaper sort, an
emcee in night clubs of the honkytonk level. He scowled. Actor? What in the devil had made him think
that Pope was an actor? He tried to pin the answer down in his mind, and suddenly he began to suspect
that he might have thought that, not because Brigham Pope had been an actor as hed supposed, but
because the man was acting. Maybe held made a wide miss when he judged Brigham Pope.

Trudy Stevens now dtartled him. She got up Hiffly, went to the haich as if she were deep-walking, said,
“mh_”

“Yes maam?’
“Cadt off. We're leaving now.”

“Madam, there's aright spanky offshore breeze,” Joseph said. “Theré€ll be some chop outside, and you
know how seasick you get.”

“Cadt off.”

“Yes, Maam, only . . ."



“The short, blond men | was tdling you about is Brigham Pope,” the girl said.

“Oh, God!” Joseph was impressed. They could hear his feet scampering around on deck, casting off
soringlines, making ready for departure.

Doc Savage went over. He touched Trudy Stevens arm. She jumped like awild thing hersdlf.
He asked, “Who's Brigham Pope?’

“Didnt . . . Didn't Charlotte tel you?’

“No.”

She shook her head weerily. “I don't understand how you can be working for Charlotte and know so
little”

He said, “ She assigned me to the job over the long-distance telephone, and she probably fdt there were
some things the long-distance operators shouldn't hear.”

She was impressed by that, dthough he hadn't intended to impress her.

“Charlotte must have ahigh opinion of you,” she said. “I never heard of her doing athing like that before.
She gengdly gives her people amdl jobs and works them up over a period of years, to make sure they
are efident and she can trust them.”

He didn't answer that.

Instead, he said, “1 wish you hadn't called the police after you Ieft the hotel and told them | killed Von
Raedeker.”

“| cal them!” She was shocked. “Oh, | didn't! | didn't, redly!”

“Someone did. Gave them my description.” He was not sure she wasn't lying.

“Who else knew your description—I mean, who ese do you think of that could have done that.”
“Unlessit was Tom Ittle or Brigham Pope,” he said, “I don't know who could have done it.”

“That'sit!” The terror became a sckness deep in her eyes. “Brigham Pope and Tom Ittle! That's who did
it!”

She scrambled wildly for the companionway steps.

“Weve got to get to Charlotte'sidand,” she said.

SHE went on deck. He followed, feding there was no use questioning her further now, that she was too
upset to answer questions. He had never seen agirl so consumed with gpprehension.

Joseph had cast off dl the springlines. With a boathook, he was shoving the ketch out from the dock
piling. Doc helped him, asked. “Hadn't you better start the motor?’

“No, no!” Joseph's throat had phlegminit. “No one must be able to tdl when we left.”
The fenders and the rub-boards were ill hanging over the side of the hull. Doc picked them aboard,



took them forward to the forecastle. He began taking the stops off the jib. There was, as Joseph had
sad, araher far breeze, and he presumed they would ghost out of the dip under jib done,

Trudy Stevens joined him. “Ever sailed a boat? Her words were right, but her tone wasn't because of
the fright.

“A little” His eyes were on the shore end of the docks. He thought he had seen a man leave Pier Five,
scuttle through the luminance of the street lamps. He asked, “You just see a man running on shore?’

Her intake of breath was alow whidle. “Where?’
“Fer Five” he explained. He pointed out the spot.

“Joseph!” she cdled. She pointed out the spot to Joseph. “Mr. Clark, here, thinks he just saw a man run
from there.”

Joseph cleared his throat. “1 been thinking a guy there was maybe watching the boat,” he said. Joseph
looked a Doc Savage. “Mider, if you don't think you can stand plenty of trouble, you better jump
ashore. I'll run up to the end of the dock so you can.”

“Thanks” Doc told him. “You needn't mind.”

It was a short, northerly leg to the steamship turning basin, then a hard right turn around the flashing buoy
into the steamer channd. The wind filled the jib, billowed it out. The long dring of channd marker lights
gtrung out ahead of them. Now that they were even this short distance out on the water, the wind seemed
stronger. It was no longer a breeze. It was wind.

Joseph handled the whed. He said to the girl, “You steer.” He came forward.
Doc asked, “Going to break out the mains|?’
“Yes, dr,” Joseph said.

The jibsail was bulged out over the bowsprit, pulling them dong like a big white mare. They uncovered
and unstopped the main, and Doc hauled away on the hdyards, pausng to shake the marconi dides
loose when they stuck in the track. There was alot to be said, he thought, for the old-fashioned mast
hoops.

Joseph adjusted the sheet ropes, his eyes on the throat for the tdltae wrinkles that would indicate they
were trimming the main too hard. “The jigger,” he said.

Doc went back to unstop the jigger sall. He stood back of the cockpit, untying the reef knots. The girl,
hendling the whedl, was close to him.

Doc sad, “Want to tdl me something?’

“What?’

“What isdl the shooting about?’

She sad, “Thereis something that belongs to Charlotte. Those men are after it.”
“I knew thet,” he said. “But what isit?’

“I don't know.”



“I'l bet you don't,” he said disbdievingly.
“Quit yoursdlf,” she said.

He shook out the last sall stop. He took the hdyard off the pin rack, began hoiding the jigger. Joseph
was letting him handle this sail himsdlf. Joseph had dready seen that he was asmdl boat salor.

He sad, “Who hasiit?’

“What?'

“The thing the shooting isdl about.”

She didn't answer for aminute. “VVon Baedeker had it, | think.”
“In his money belt?’

“I think s0.”

“Charlotte” he said, “gave me the impresson thet you had it.”
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“That was whet she led me to think.”

She thought about this for awnhile. “I see what Charlotte was trying to do. She was usng you to midead
and confuse the enemy. In other words, when you joined up with them, they were sure that | had it
because you thought | had it.”

“You confuse me”

“I'm confused, too.”

“Too confused to tdl me what itsdl about?’
She sad, “I don't know.”

“Likefun you don't,” he said. But he dropped the subject.

THE Miami to Miami Beach causeway ran adongsde the ship channd. The causeway had been made out
of the materid dredged up to make the ship channd. They boiled dong, making probably seven knots,
which was fagt for a salling craft under working sails only.

They were shot at just before they reached the stone breakwaters. The firg shot went past like a stick
bresking, a sucking brittle sound. Doc cried, “Down!” And the second shot came indantly afterward.
Joseph, who was dready running aft, fel heavily and skidded aft across the top of the deck house. He
tried to stop himsdf diding, and grabbed a the deckhouse skylight, missed, rammed his hand down
through the skylight. The sound of glass was a brittle jangling.

Doc threw the girl away from the whedl.
“Get blow!” he said. “Get below the waterline. Lie on the cabin floor.”
She did as directed, which surprised him.



He worked for a while with the whed, with the sheet ropes. The sheet lines came &ft to the cockpit so
that the boat could be one-manned or single-handed. One man could do everything but raise the sl
without leaving the cockpit, or even taking both his hands off the whed!.

There was a smdl lock on the whed, a gadget by which the whed could be clamped immobile in any
position. He turned that.

He went below.
“Well go aground!” the girl cried.

“The boat's trimmed to hold her course,” he said. “I think well make it clear out through the breakwater
without hitting.”

More bullets from a rifle began hitting the boat. A dip of them. They could hear the whacking report of
the rifle on shore. But far the nastiest sound was the bullets going through the boat.

Joseph's hand hung down through the skylight. Blood dripped from it, fdl on the girl's back as she lay
pressed to the cabin floor.

Ancther dip of rifle bullets entered the boat.

Doc sad, “That fdlow | saw running. He must have gotten to a telephone.”
“It looks that way now.”

“I suppose they'll try to follow usin a speedboat.”

“l imagine s0.”

“Dont worry too much about it,” he sad. “Theres going to be a pretty dusty sea outside. In a
speedboat, they won't want much of it.”

THE ketch began to crawl up on wave crests and snk into hollows. He knew that they were wel out on
the breakwater channdl, and that the rifleman, unless he could run like a mountain goat over the greet
stones of the breakwater, was wel behind. Too, he was worried about crashing into the breakwater.

He put his head outside. They were dmog exactly in the middle of the channdl.

There was a red flashing buoy on the port, abel buoy to starboard. He could hear the cow-like mooing
of the sea buoy. Here was where they had better change course, because the ship channd angled a little
northward here.

He started to go out to the whed, but more rifle bullets came skipping toward them. He hadlily returned
to the cabin floor, lay there counting the shots.

Thegirl screamed in horror.

She had found blood was dripping on her.

Doc went outside. He changed the course, trimmed the sails again, went to Joseph.
“You awake?’ he asked Joseph.



Joseph began curaing him, cursed softly and with considerable feding. “You'd let a man lay here and get
shot to pieces,” Joseph said.

“Where did they hit you?’
“I don't know,” Joseph said. “I think the bullet parayzed me”

“You were hitintheleg,” Doc said. “And if you redly wanted to get down into the cabin, you could have
gotten down there” He got out a pocket knife and began ditting Joseph's trouser leg. Joseph began
curdng him again. “Stop that,” he told Joseph. “Just because you're hurt is no reason to act childish.”

Thegirl came out of the cabin. She hung over therall and was sick.
Doc sad, “That's anormd reaction to fear.”

“I'm not that scared, damn you,” she said. “I'm seasick.” She sounded as if she would chearfully cut his
throat, or anybody's throat for that metter.

They were not shot at again.

The ketch was dimbing young mountains now. It ran up long dopes of water, poised dizzly in foaming
turbulence, pitched over and careened down the other dope. The salls were fat and hard with wind. A
scattered scud of dark clouds moved rapidly overhead, but they seemed to move more swiftly than the
clouds.

Chapter X
“HOLY GEE,” Joseph said. “A man would think you were a doctor.”

Doc Savage made no remarks about the thought. He finished working over Joseph's leg, and he was well
satisfied with it. Most sailboats carry a good medicine kit, because the inhabitants of the craft are dways
fdling over something and barking their shins, or worse.

“You do seem rather killed,” Trudy Stevens sad.
“Hra ad,” Doc said modedtly.

She let him work with the bandages for a while longer, then she asked, “How long will he be lad up,
doctor?’

He dmog fdl for that one, but caught himsdf, let a moment elapse, said. “If you mean me, | wouldnt
know. | don't think the bullet hit the bone.”

He knew darned wel the bullet hadn't hit the bone and he could have told her within a day or two of how
long it would be before Joseph could use hisleg again.

He added, “ Getting over your seasickness?’
“Maybe it was fear after dl,” she sad.

He leaned back, glanced up at the sky. There were no stars visble, because the scud of strato-cumulous
cloud had thickened over the warm guif stream.

The wind hadn't changed, though. It was quartering off the stern, and it was a good, rousng number



seven on the Beaufort scale. Blowing about forty miles an hour.

They had darted the Diesd, and because the wind was s0 near astern, had pulled up mogt of the
centerboard. They weren't worried about leeway.

Doc transferred his attention back to the sea ahead. The seas were running large for the amount of wind,
and he surmised that they had gotten in on the tall end of a larger gade. The Sze of the seas made it
difficult to navigete asmdl boat.

He was worried. Ahead somewhere, and not very far ahead either, should be Great Isaac light. He
hadn't spotted it yet, and he was afraid the cloud scud was down on the water, or the compass was off,
or the wind direction had changed, or the Guif Stream didn't have as much set as he had alowed for, or
had more set. A lot of things could be wrong. If he cut through north of Great Isaac, fine there was
plenty of water. If he got too far south there was a hell's backyard of cord reefs, cora niggerheads that
would cut a hole the length of their hull in atrice.

“Wheré's your West Indies Filot,” he asked.

Joseph said, “Haven't got one”

“What? No Pilot?’

Joseph snorted. “I can get around in these waters without any damned book.”
Trudy Stevens was irritated. “ Joseph, there's no sense you losing your temper.”

“This man here, this Clark here, there's been nothing but bad luck snce you met up with him,” Joseph
sad. “I think he's a Jonah.”

The girl was angry a Joseph. She told Doc, “Joseph can't read or write. That's why he doesn't have a
West Indies Rilot aboard.”

“You didn't have to tdl him that.” Joseph was hurt.

Doc knew he might need Joseph's help later, and need it badly. He didn't want the fdlow angry a him.
He said, “Joseph, what about this Greet |saac?”’

Joseph said, “It's about three quarter of a mile long, not over forty feet high, narrow, bleak as can be,
honeycombed rock. Foul and steep, tough place to land. There's about four and a hdf fathoms of water
between it and Northeast Rock, and about the same between it and the other Brothers. But you best
keep outsde dl of them. Great Isaac's foul hdf amile out southwest.”

“You have a remarkable memory,” Doc said.
“Sure | got a good memory.” Joseph was pacified. “Man with a good memory don't need no book.”

Doc lifted his head suddenly. “Man with a radar plane detector doesn't need good ears,” he said. “Too
bad we didn't have one”

There was a plane coming.

IT was a lightplane. He could tdl by the coffee-mill qudlity of the motor sound. Four cylinders, and not
over seventy-five horsepower, athough guessng the horsepower that close was sretching his luck.



They did not see the plane. It went grinding past about hdf a mile behind them, flew on into the north.
From the effect of the sea on the motor sound, Doc decided the ship was very low.

“They could put out two planes,” Doc said. “They would know we would have gone through at Gun Cay
or Bimini, or here a Great Isaac. All they would have to do is put out two planes and patrol.”

“Where would they get planes?’ the girl asked.

“You can rent them anywhere.”

“Oh.”

“There's Great Isaac light,” said Joseph proudly. “We done a good job of navigating across the Stream.”

Doc thought they had too. It wasn't much over seventy miles across the Guif Stream the way they had
come, but it was probably astricky a piece of amdl boat navigating as there was in the world. You had
the Guif Stream, the velocity of which could never be depended upon, the wind, tide set, drift, dl farly
unpredictable. But pride flowed out of him, and his head lifted. The plane was coming back.

“Douse dl thelights” he said. “Running lights, everything.” Thegirl ran to do this. It took but a moment.
“It's too near daylight. They!l find us” she said.
She was right.

The plane, a little two-place highrwing monoplane with floats, didn't come very close. It circled, about
hdf amile avay. Two complete circles. Then it bored off in the direction of Miami.

Joseph said, “I guess they decided not to fool with us”
Doc and Trudy Stevens didn't share his optimism.

Doc said, “Well hear more of them.”

“Ancther plane, you mean?’ The girl's face was taut.

He shook his head. “Power boat, probably. They can't do much againg us with planes unless they're
amed, and | don't imagine they could rent a plane with a machine gun on short order. No, theyll use a
boat. A fast one”

Joseph snorted. “We go draight across the channel. She be rough as a cob. Speedboat have a hdl of a
time catching us”

Doc didn't share his optimiam. It was true the ketch could live in a sea that would swamp a power boat
twice its waterline length, because of the steedying influence of the salls, and because sailboats are built
for seegoing rather than fair-weather sailing. But he didn't think there was quite that much sea.

THEY did better than he expected. They were nearly across the channd before he picked up a boat
pursing them. The boat was an express cruiser, narrow-beamed and snaky. It dimbed up on top of a
mountainous wave, and it was close enough for the sght to hit imin the scomach.

Doc gave Joseph his enormous pistal. “Can you hit anything with that?’



“l can shoot the eye out of a peican amile awvay,” Joseph said.
“If you fdl overboard, be sure and let go of it,” Doc said. “It would snk you like a submarine.”
Joseph shrugged. “I got abox of shdlsin the chart locker,” he said. “Would you get it, hun?’

Doc got him the shdlls. There were about thirty of the cartridges, and they were green with age. He
suspected they would blow the gun up, wouldn't shoot at dl, or would shoot hard enough to snk a
destroyer. There was no tdling. He resolved to get something solid between himsdf and Joseph when
Joseph started shooting.

He found a amdl rifle for Trudy Stevens. It was a .22 cdibre, and he found only four cartridges. “Pick
out a thin-skinned one when you shoot,” he suggested.

She didn't amile. She was an aguatic green color. She had been seasick again. He thought it was redly
seasickness, not fear.

The speedboat was walowing toward them. It was trying to charge, but it wasn't having much luck in the
short, steep sea. Such a boat had no business outsde on such a day. By rights, the craft should have
foundered before this.

“Aren't you scared?’ Trudy Stevens asked him.
“You bet I'm scared,” he admitted.

Joseph said, “1 got an idea.”

“y e

Joseph pointed up at the mainmadt. “You haul me up there. The baloon jib hdyardll hold me. I'll lash
mysdf to the mest.” Joseph got more excited about the idea. “The reefs begin again right ahead. No
boat, not even a rowboat, can get through them if you don't know the way. | know the way.”

It was a good idea. Doc frowned. *Y ou bump that mast just once with your leg, and youll pass out,” he
sad.

A bullet came Snging across overhead. Somebody on the speedboat had fired, but it was a wide miss.
“You redly want to try it?’

“Yes” Joseph nodded. Already he had a piece of line through the trigger guard of his portable cannon,
was tying it about his neck.

Doc pointed the ketch in toward the white water. He hoped Joseph knew what he was taking about.
There was a forest of cord heads before them. When a wave hit one of these, it would break, and the
gpray shooting into the air was like awhae spouting. There were hundreds of these whaes spouting.

JOSEPH hit the mast with hisleg once being hauled up. He cried out, but kept his consciousness. He had
another ling, and he took turns around himsdf and the mast, hauled tight. “Okay,” he said. He looked out
ahead. “ About three points starboard. Put her starboard!”

More bullets came from the speedboat. Some of these made amdl, ragged holes in the bone-hard,
windHfilled sails.



Doc took the whed, rdieving Trudy Stevens.

He asked, “Want to make a last-minute confesson? Tell me what is behind this?”
“I would if I knew,” she said. She seemed hurt that he didn't believe her.

“How did you get into it?’

“Why, Charlotte sent meto New York. | was to go to her bank vault, gan access to her safety deposit
box with the authorization she gave me, pretend to get something from the box. Then | was to become
very furtive, go to Chicago, then Kansas City, then Miami, and back to Charlotte's idand, King Joe Cay,
on this boat.”

“Wheat do you think was the idea of dl that?’ he demanded.

“I think | was a herring.”

“Red herring,” he corrected.

“All right, red herring across the trall. | think | was tossed in to confuse Tom Ittle and Brigham Pope.”
He asked, “And bait for me, maybe?’

“How do you mean?’

“I wish | knew,” he said. “Charlotte is capable of some cute ones, so no tdling.”

She went below, came back at once. She had the shotgun. “Y oull need a wegpon,” she said.

“Well dl need the hand of God.” He looked up a Joseph, whose face showed his avful agony. “Joseph
mogt of dl.”

A queer combination of wave timing—they in the hollow when the speedboat was on a crest—kept them
from seeing the enemy until he was gartlingly close. There were men on deck, armed.

Doc fired the shotgun. Twice. “Thetll chase them indde, anyway,” he said.
“Hard port!” Joseph bellowed. “Hard port, dammit!”

Doc put the whed over. He didnt see the cord head until a geyser of water shot up dmost dongside
when awave broke onit.

“You take the shotgun,” Doc said.
He was gaing to be busy with the whed!.

THE speedboat came bailing up. It was twice as fast as they were. And dmog as long, too. A man
bawled at them around the windshidd. “Heave to!” he roared. “Heave to, or well ram you!”

He was no one Doc had ever seen or heard. But a gasp from Trudy Stevens advised him she knew the
man.

“Straight as she lied” Joseph screamed. “ Stand by for hard to starboard!”



A man on the speedboat cursed. They could hear him. He leaned out and took a deliberate am at
Joseph. The .22 went ping! and the man fdl over backward fodlishly, ill holding his am in aming

position.
Doc said, “You shoot them in the head like that, you can kill them even with a.22.”

Sound from the girl got his attention. Her face was sickly. She hadn't intended to kill the man. A moment
later she caved down in the cockpit.

“Starboard!” Joseph bellowed.

The ketch heded over, therall went under. There was no time to trim sall for each course change. Water
squirted out of the wet sheet lines as they went under frightful tenson. But they held.

“Hold her!” yeled Joseph. “ Straight as she goes.”

The speedboat was going to ram them. A bone of ugly foam in her teeth, she charged down on them.
Doc roared up a Joseph, “Clear to port?’

“Twenty feet,” Joseph yeled. “Then crowd 'em to starboard.” He pointed.
Doc knew what he was trying to do. Trying to crowd the express cruiser into ramming a cora head.

Doc watched the speedboat charge a them. A sailboat, because she had the pivating effect of her sals,
could outmaneuver the express cruiser on short turns. He could dodge them the firg time. But once only,
probably.

The bow of the express boat was amaost on them when he spun the whed madly. The ketch spun like the
dancer she was. The express boat was so close Doc heard the gtartled curse of the carsman. Up on the
ketch mast, Joseph pointed his old gun downward, and a yard of fire and smoke came out of the muzze
Whét he hit, no one ever knew.

The express cruiser hdmsman saw he couldn't ram. Then they saw the cord ahead off the bow. There
was ydling.

Doc could see the cord head himsdf. And he saw the speedboat was going to crowd againg them, go
between the ketch and the blackhead.

Throwing back his head, Doc shouted, “ Jibe! Joseph, Jbe!”
Joseph nodded. He understood.

Doc came around on the whed. A jibe was a devilish thing to happen in a sea and a wind like this. It
conssted of swinging the boat the few points necessary for the wind to catch the other sde of the sals
and swing them over. The boom weighed two or three hundred pounds. It would lash across the ketch
gern with the speed of light and the force of a thunderbolt.

He let it swing. He jerked the sheet ropes loose from the cleats when the dack came. The jibe would
have torn the cleats out bodily anyway, but it would have dackened the damming force of the boom.

Swinging like a great club, the boom went over, dammed into the deckhouse of the express cruiser. It
smashed through mahogany and glass and brass.

The speedboat steersman did the naturd thing. Sheered off. Tried to escape the flaling horror. He got
away from the boom, dl right. But the cruiser hit the cordl head.



It seemed to hit gently. The only intimation of what had happened was its sudden stop. The next sea lifted
it. Doc saw the cord head, saw the bottom of the express cruiser above it, saw the cruiser drop, and
there was no trouble hearing the impact this time. The coral head went into the innards of the express
cruiser like a shark's teeth into the guts of a dead gull.

Doc looked up. Joseph was dill conscious, dthough the shock of the jibe mugt have been terrific.
“Straight as you go,” Joseph called.

Doc lined the ketch up. The jigger jibed back, and they ran wing-and-wing. The mansal, mangled and
torn, wasn't doing much good. It was swung out againg the maingtays. But they were dill traveling like a
scared pelican.

The cockpit of the ketch, Doc redized, was knee deep in seawater they had shipped. The gil was
doshing around in that, gagging. He caught her, hauled her helf erect, held her. She coughed and sneezed
and spouted water. Her eyes were open.

“You didn't kill him,” Doc said.
“But the way hefdl after | shot . . ."
“Hejudt tripped. After you fainted, he got up and started shooting again,” Doc said.

This was a lie. But the rdief on her face made him glad he had lied. It wasn't pleasant to carry in your
mind the thought that you'd killed a man. He wasn't sure she had, anyway.

He looked back. He saw that they had broken loose a life raft from the cruiser. They were getting
aboard.

Joseph began shouting indignantly. “Damn them, there's a dozen little idands they can reach around herel
Let's go back and finish ‘em off!”

“You're too bloodthirsty,” Doc said. “Anyway, they haven't thrown away ther rifles”

Joseph cdled him a soft-hearted so-and-so. “ Get me down from here” Joseph finished. “ There's a farly
clear channd ahead.”

Doc looked at the girl. “Able to steer?’

She said she was. He went forward, undid the baloon hdyard, lowered Joseph to the deck. Joseph
started dragging himsdf aft. He was not as far gone as Doc had expected.

“How's your leg?’

“It hurts like hell,” Joseph said chearfully. “We sure fixed them fdlers, didn't we?’

Doc agreed they had. Then he went back to the whed, and examined the girl suspicioudy.

“Too bad you didn't see the last of our little party,” he said. “Y ou'd have noticed something unusud.”
“Unusud?’

“They didn't shoot a you, or me. They shot a Joseph.”

“Why was that?” She might have been genuindy puzzled, but he couldn tell.



He sad, “Maybe they wanted us dive because they figured one of us had what they're after. What
everybody seems to be after.”

She looked a him steadily.
“Have you got it?’ she asked.

Chapter Xl

THE ketch ran through the darkness with nervous dancing haste. Joseph, who knew the way, sat on the
deckhouse, his back propped up by a pile of life preservers, and watched ahead. It seemed a mirade
that he could see the way, but there were amdl dgns a stranger wouldn't have noticed, a distant
navigating light or two, a difference in the way the seas ran, the sound of seas bresking on reefs and amdl
idands. Once in awhile he caled for a sounding, and aways he seemed satisfied.

Doc Savage handled the whed thoughtfully for quite awhile. He was thinking.
“Can you take it for aminute?’ he asked the girl. She steered and he went below.

The ketch had a seacock in the hull. Most boats had them, because ahull was a little sweeter when there
was alittle clean seawater in the bilge

He opened the seacock wide, let the water pour into the boat. He Ieft it running.

As an excuse for having been below, he brought on deck a can of Vienna sausage, a package of
hardtack crackers.

“Does this boat dways have alittle water in her bilge?’ he asked.

The girl didn't answer, but Joseph turned his head and said, “Aint many boats bone-dry, you know.
Thisn dways makes allittle water. | pump her out twice a week.”

Doc gave the girl some of the sausages, gave Joseph some of them. Joseph took four, wolfed them dl at
once, ate hardtack crackers with big bites.

“| thought maybe our brush with the express cruiser opened something,” Doc said.

He fdt he had laid the groundwork for the discovery of water in the cabin later. He didn't want the girl to
go below, s0 he began taking rapidly. He told her about the part of the fight she had missed, knowing
that would hold her interest.

In tdling the story, he glorified Joseph's part in the fray so much that Joseph snorted modestly severd
times. But Joseph was pleased. Doc told him, “You redly did a remarkable thing. Not mary men would
have had the guts to stay up on the hounds of that mast with a broken leg. Not many men with two good
legs would even have gone up therein a blow like we were having, to say nothing of being shot a while
they were up there”

After he had talked about twenty minutes, he said he was thirsy, and turned the whed over to the girl
agan.

He went down into the cabin. He exclamed, “Gresat grief.” loudly. He did considerable lunging around
and splashing.



Putting his head out, he said, “We're snking.”

He lighted the lantern in the cabin so they could see the water rushing across the floorboards, doshing up
the bulkheads.

“Thiswasn't over the floorboards when | wasin here aminute ago,” he said. “It's coming in fast.”
Joseph looked down through the skylight. He was impressed.
“You better seeif there an't no bullet holesin the dink,” he said. “It looks like we're gonna need it.”

The dink was a Bimini built affair, large for a dinghy on a vessd this sze. It had a sal and detachable
rudder. Joseph was chearful. “We can get home in this” he said. “Won't be no trouble” He became
optimigtic. “Water here ain't over three fathom. Salvage boat can come out when the wesather moderates
and raise the ketch.” There were no bullet holesin the dink.

Doc sad it was fine, and he thought they could save the ketch later. He didn't pay too much attention to
what he was saying, because Trudy Stevens had lashed the whed and gone below. He wanted to watch
her.

She evidently planned to make a quick trip. Doc could see her through the cabin skylight. He hoped she
wouldn't go into one of the staterooms. She didn't.

She went to the bookcase in the cabin. A bunch of receipted hills for paint, stores, wharfage and other
boat expenses were stuck on a hook. She picked dl these off the hook, sorted afew sheets of paper out
of the middle and stuck the others back on the hook. Those she had taken she folded and put,
woman-like, into the top of her stocking.

She came out on deck.
“The water is getting higher,” she said. “We'd better abandon ship while we can.”
Doc sad, “I'm going to take another look.”

He did more than that. In the cabin, he went forward to where the sea vadve was, immersed himsdf in the
water, and closed the vdve.

Out on deck again, he asked, “The Diesdl got a bilge pump on it?’

It had, Joseph said. He told Doc how to hitch it on to the Diesd. This was done somewhat
old-fashionedly, by dipping a belt onto a turning pulley in the engine box. Doc got the pump going.

He came back, extended his hand to Trudy Stevens.

“Dig,” he sad.

She stared a him. “What do you mean?’

“In the sock,” he explained. “I saw you, 0 let's not have an argument.”

She made a cat-quick grab for the shotgun, but he put a foot on it. She sat there for a while, her hand on
the gun, her eyes on him hatefully.

“Joseph!” she said. “ Shoot him! He's one of them!”



Joseph, perfectly willing to oblige, fet for hisgun. “It's gone!” he screamed. “I mudalog it!” He sounded
horrified over the loss of the gun.

“I'vegot it,” Doc told him. “I picked your pocket.”

Trudy Stevens suddenly tried to snatch the documents out of her stocking and throw them overboard. In
the brief flurry of movement, he got dapped twice, quite hard, but he got the sheets of paper.

“Wewon't Snk,” he explained cheerfully. “1 opened the seacock, then closed it again.”
He was pleased with his cupidity.

He took the shotgun, the .22 rifle, and Joseph's remarkable pistol, and went down into the cabin, after he
had moved Joseph back into the cockpit. He was careful to keep an eye on them as he spread the
documents out on the top of the motor box, which served as a cabin table.

He was surprised at what he found.
But more puzzled than surprised.

In one respect the sheets of paper, five of them, were dl dmilar. They were lisings of different items.
They could have been an inventory, except tha no mercantile or business establishment would
conceivably carry such an oddly differing assortment.

Theitemsinduded stocks and bonds, such names as Bergman Et Cie,, ICS Centrales, Moulin St. Cleg,
ligings of property. The first sheet was Sgned at the bottom: Samuel Fleish.

Helifted awary eye toward the cockpit, frowned.

The second, third, fourth and fifth sheets were much sSmilar, but not duplicates of the firs. They could
have been duplicates except that the items listed were different. After each item, there was a code |etter
combination which he surmised was a price cipher. All were Sgned: Samuel Fleish, and the last three
sheets were thumbprinted.

He frowned a the name. Heish. Heish . . . The only Heash he had heard of important enough to cause
Charlotte to get excited was the head of a Swiss banking cartdl. Or at least there had been a Helsh who
hed headed . . . Had been! That was it. Had been. The fdlow was at present in the hands of the Allied
military authorities. He was one of those awaiting arraignment in the war quilt trids.

Trudy Stevens was watching him intently.
“l don't get it,” he said.
She didn't say anything. Just scowled at him.

He said, “Samud Hesh, of Internationde Suisse Hesh, 23 Rue Pendule, Zurich, Switzerland.” He
tapped the papers. “Isthis the same guy?’

“Y ou ought to know,” she said.
He shook his head dowly. “Y ou overestimate me. I'm just a poor free-lance muddling dong.”

She didn't believe that. What she did believe, he had no idea. But she leaned forward suddenly and in a
bitter voice asked, “Do you know what Charlotte will do to me now?’



“Draw and quarter you, if | know Charlotte,” he guessed.

She shook her head. “She won't say a word, not a word, not a sngle word, and it will be the most
punishing thing that ever happened to me”

He put the papersin his pocket, or started to, and redized he was soaking wet. He got a glass jar out of
the gdley and put them in that and put the jar in his coat pocket.

“It'stoo bad you are afemde,” he told her. “I don't know why, but it keeps me from trying my hand a
beeting the truth out of you.”

“Wha are you going to do?’ she demanded.
“Take you to Charlotte.”
“Youll wish you hadn't,” she said. She seemed surprised.

Chapter Xll

TOM ITTLE stood on the dock like a barrdl with legs and said, “Hello there, folks. I'm glad you made
it”

“Il bet you are,” Doc said. He was astonished.

The sunshine, coming hatly out of the mid-morning sky, danced on the peaceful sea and seemed to cover
it with diamonds. It turned the water many shades of aguamarine ranging from deep cobalt through the
zdfer blues, the baby blues, and where the water was very shod, tinted with yelow.

The aunlight was brightest of dl on King Joe Cay, because the cay was mogly white cord sand and
gtone, with intensaly green palms, pametto and cactus for contrast. The cay, like most of the Bahama
Idands, was quite low, nowhere reaching an dtitude of more than forty or fifty feet.

The higher, wooded section of the idand was to the north, and southward there were large and
picturesque sdt ponds.

Tom lttle teetered happily back and forth, hed to toe. “Yes, gr, I'm ddighted,” he said. The ineviteble
book of crossword puzzles was dicking out of his coat pocket.

“How'd you get here?’ Doc asked.

“Why, your little message reached us in Kansas City, and since the parade was leading this way, we
surmised where it would go, so we came.”

Doc sad, “And got to Miami last night in time to give Von Raedeker a treatment with a knife?’
Tom Ittle smiled. “That remark was a bit crude, wasn't it?”

“Maybeit was,” Doc sad. “Anyway, I'm beginning to fed abit crude.”

“l understand,” said Ittle, “that the Miami police seek aman of your description for murder.”

“That was crude, too,” Doc said. “You should have done a better job of describing me to the police over
the telephone. Then they might have picked me up.”



Tom Ittle wore whites, fine slken cloth. He looked like the Burmese planters liked to look before the
Japs came. He said, “Y ou have everything figured out in your mind, haven't you?’

“How did you get over here?’
“By plane”
“It wouldn't be the lightplane that picked us up during the night?’

“This plane” said Tom Ittle, “brought me over this morning.” His smile was woalfish. “1 don't believe
you're glad to see me”

Doc gave him sincere assurance of his pleasure.

“I'm very glad to see you,” he told Ittle. “It saves me the trouble of hunting you up when I'm ready to
tle the score with you.”

Ittle chuckled. “When the gameis over,” he said, “I'll be very easy to find”
He waked off.

DOC tossed a springline loop around a bollard of the little dock. He was amazed, but he was far from
being as ddighted as he had let Tom Ittle think he was. He didn't like finding Tom Ittle here at al.

He turned, and saw such an astonished expresson on Trudy Stevens face that he was moved to say,
“You dont like me, Ittle doesn't like me, nobody likes me. I'm a pariah.”

She sad, “That was an act, probably.”
“Ligen.”
HYS?’

“You don't want to do me a favor, do you? Wait, the answer is no, | see that. But do yoursdf a favor.
Dont tdl anybody 1've got hold of those sheets of paper.”

“Why should | do such athing?’ she demanded indignantly.

He spoke sincerdly. “Because | think you're the kind of a girl wholl wish she hadn' if she does. | mean,
youll wish it after you find out what a dirty, dinking thing thisis”

“You sound like you had it dl figured out?’
“I think | have.”

“Will you tdl me, then?’ The question sounded sincere. And she was frightened, he could see. Not of
him. Frightened of Tom Ittle, and more than Tom Ittle, too, he believed.

“That would be very smart, wouldn't it?” he said. But he was of hdf amind to tdl her his suspicions.
They were interrupted before anything came of hisimpulse.

Joseph pointed. “Charlottel” he said. Joseph was feding much worse now. The trouble during the night
hadn't been good for his bullet wound.



It was Charlotte. She came like a queen. She couldn't come any other way.

The idand doped up from the dock, neetly beautiful in the hard harridan way that Bahama idands are
beautiful. It doped up to Charlotte's house, which was not a castle as one would have expected. It was a
great house, though, two-storied, made of stone, and the walls were like the wals they used to build into
the old forts for defense againg the pirates, wals 9x and eight feet thick. The shape of the house and the
roof made it look like a Spanish mansion. The roof was of mahogany-colored tile, the walls were white,
and everything ese was black. The other houses, the houses for the servants and the idanders, must be
farther inland.

Charlotte was a witch without broomstick. She was past 9x feet tal and her talness made her look thin,
dthough she wasnt thin. She could have been the old queen of the Amazons, and in mythology she
would have been, and her Amazons would have conquered the earth.

“Daling! Darling Trudy!” Charlotte screamed.

Tha was another thing about her. Charlotte was dways at a boil about everything. She gushed and she
effused and she sounded glly.

She wore a pearl-white dressing robe, and the garment streamed out behind her like Caesar's toga.
Under it she had on aydlow bathing suit.

“Trudy! You angd!” she squedled. She gdloped out on the dock, sounding like a horse gdloping. She
legped on to the ketch like a fourteen-year-old tomboy. “My God, Creepy, you had me worried!”

She embraced Trudy Stevens. She looked over Trudy's head at Doc Savage.
“Hdlo, Princess dAlaza,” he sad gravely.
“Mr. Clark!” Charlotte cried. “You dear boy, you! It's so lovely you could come!”

HE looked a her homeiness and wondered how she had managed to collect four or five husbands.
Maybe it was a dozen, he didnt know. He imagined everyone wondered that when they fird saw
Charlotte.

His second thought was. well, you can see why she lost them. That face and that gushing ran them off. He
supposed that was dso a thought which everyone had. It was wrong. He knew it was wrong. Every one
of Charlotte's hushands had been mad about her, and she had harvested each one as apples are taken
from an orchard tree and sent them away, dthough sometimes later she had taken a second crop from
one or another.

“Joseph!” Charlotte screamed. “ Joseph, you rascal, what've you done to your leg?’
“I got hurt,” Joseph said. “I got shot.”

“Joseph, you rascal, youve needed shooting for years!” Charlotte squedled. She raised her voice
“Tombo! Bill'! Come here and get Joseph.”

Two big, grinning black idanders came down the path. They boarded the ketch, lifted Joseph with infinite
gentleness, bore him away.

Charlotte turned a geyser of words on Doc Savage. She was again ddighted to see him, he looked so



fing, she was s0 enthused, and so on ad nauseum. She called him Mr. Clark.

“The most wonderful house party I'm having,” she said. “Youll loveit, Mr. Clark. It1l thrill you no end.”
He was willing to bet it would, too, if Tom Ittle was a sample of the sharks at the house party.

“I| saw Mr. Ittle here)” he said dyly.

Charlotte gushed about Mr. Ittle. Wasn't he cute? Mr. Ittle and his crossword puzzles.

Then Charlotte dapped him on the back, said, “You can be just as happy as anything here. The Miami
police would never think of looking for a murderer here.”

With thet, she left, an arm around Trudy Stevens. But she did call back, “I'll send Tombo to show you to
your quarters.”

He sat down on the ketch deckhouse, for he was a little sunned. HeEd heard much of Charlotte, and
knew alittle from other contacts, but this was amazing.

Hed bet it would be some house party.

TOMBO, hig and black, shiny and scrubbed, wore two pigtals in low-dung holsters when he came
back. He hadn't had the weapons when he and Bill took Joseph away. He was a Jamaican black. He
spoke the King's English as it should be spoken. He said, “Mistress Charlotte wishes you established in
the Head Throat Cutter's Suite”

Doc was gtartled. “Rather appropriate,” he sad.

Tombo grinned. 1 trust you do not mind our little jokes here. You see, King Joe Cay was once a pirate's
rendezvous, and this house was actudly firgt built by a buccaneer named King Joe. The suites and parts
of the house are named after his lieutenants, and the one you are to occupy was formerly the quarters of
his private n. Bit whimscd, gr, but | hope you don't mind.”

“I'l let you know later,” Doc said.

He decided he had no quarrel with the luxury of his quarters. There was a bedroom that was more like a
living room, high-callinged, as encrusted with dignity as a Spanish don. The bath was modern and tiled in
green, and the rooms were air-conditioned.

He was letting off steam by looking for hidden microphones, secret doors and such dramatic things when
he heard an aéroplane. A multi-motored ship.

He went to the window, watched a segplane circle, do awide procedure approach and set down on the
dappled water ingde the reef. It wasn't just a segplane. It was a trans-ocean arliner.

A launch put out. Three men got out of the big plane and came ashore. The plane departed, heading
southward. PICA AIRWAY S. That had been the arline name on the ship.

He frowned. Pica Airways was a South American concern, and it was one of the outfits suspected of
fomenting trouble in the internetiond aviation Stuation.

There was a negt telephone at the head of the bed. It was mother-of-pearl. He picked it up. A gented
saving man's voice sad, “ Voila, Monsieur?’



He used English, said, “ Connect me with the radio operator.”
“Qui, Monsieur.”

Theradio operator had a young pleasant voice, a dangy way with words. “You're out of luck,” he said.
“The radio isn't working.”

“You mean,” Doc said, “that you have orders not to put through cals?’
“I mean the outfit's on the kibosh. | may get it fixed.”

“If you get it fixed,” Doc sad, “I want to tak to the Charman of the United States Senate Aviation
Committee in Washington, D.C.”

The radioman was slent awhile
“l don't think I'll get it fixed,” he said.
“l was afraid you wouldn't,” Doc said, and hung up.

He was, he suddenly redlized, as nervous as the proverbid cat. This whole thing was unnaturd, and it
was bearing down on his nerves. He went over to the window, stood scowling out, wishing very much
that he had one or more of hisfive assstants, preferably dl of them, on the job.

He had afeding that he wasin a trap, that he was on the idand and isolated, that the enemy thought they
hed him where they wanted him. Who was the enemy? Tom Ittle? Brigham Pope? Charlotte? He had an
ideathat dl of them might be his enemy, and if that were true, he was on the spot.

Uneasiness crawled on his nerves until he decided he couldn't stay in the room. He washed up in the bath
and found, to his surprise that there was a fresh linen suit, his Sze, in the clothes closet. He examined it
dosdy for some kind of trick poison, found none, and grinned at his fantadtic fears.

He shaved, showered, put on the suit and a fresh shirt which didn't fit him as wel as the suit, and went
downgairs. Of thefirg servants he found, he asked, “Where is the radio sation?’ The servant gave hm
directions, as palite as any good servant should be.

The radio gation was in a amdl concrete building under a spider-web of antennae. The operator, a tdl
young man, didn't look quite as pleasant as his voice had been. A cheek scar gave him a sullen, tough
expression.

“Look for yoursdlf.” The operator pointed.

The trangmitter tubes were smashed. The station could receive, but it couldn't tranamit.
Doc asked, “How did that happen?’

“I had an accident,” the operator explained. “I dropped a monkey wrench in the outfit.”
“What were you doing with a monkey wrench around aradio set?” Doc asked.

The operator thought about that for awhile. “Monkeying,” he said.

“Thet's very expressive,” Doc agreed. He looked over the apparatus. He thought he could take some of
the receiver tubes and rig a tranamitting station of about five watts output.



It would take time. Half a day, probably. He didn't think he had that much time.

He turned to leave.

Theradio operator stopped him. “You know what 1'd do if | were you?’ the operator asked.
Doc sad, “I rather doubt if you do, either.”

“Thehdl | don't,” the operator said. “1'd get out of here. | mean | would get out so fast there would just
be a scorched streak where | passed.”

“Any particular reason intdling me that?”
The operator hesitated. He said, “ Y ou're Doc Savage, aren't you?’
“You think so?’

“l know s0,” the operator said. “A guy like you shouldn't get himsdf killed. That's why I'm tdling you.”

WALKING back toward the big house, Doc carried the radioman's words in his mind, and they made
an unpleasant burden. The operator looked like a pretty tough, competent egg, and he had seemed sure
Doc was doomed.

The big old house looked threatening now, too. The view from the back was not like the one from the
sea and the dock. From here you could see that it was whet it was, a former fort. Doc didn't doubt in the
least thet it had been built by a pirate long ago. There had been a time when there were more pirates than
honest ditizensin the idands, at least in the outlying ones.

He waked warily, consdering the things he could do now. He had the sheef of papers with him, folded
and reposing in his coat pocket. He expected an attempt would be made to take them from him, and it
wouldn't be a gentle attempt.

He didn't think he could leave. The radio operator mugt have thought he could, and the operator might be
right. He should know more about it.

Doc scowled. They didn't expect him to leave. They were planning on him toughing it out. He wished he
could double-cross them.

Psssst! He jumped in spite of himsdf. The sound came from a bush.
A voice asked, “Okay if | join you?’ It was Brigham Pope.
“Why not?" Doc asked.

Brigham Pope came into view. He was exhibiting dl the Sgns of extreme terror. He said, “I never dedt in
on thelikes of this. | won't do it, see. | won't go through with it.”

“With what?” Doc watched him intently.

“Murder and the rest of it.” Brigham Pope licked his lips. “Let's me and you clear out of here? What do
you say?’

Doc thought he had the answer to the whole thing now.



“Let's go up to my room and talk about it,” he said.

Chapter XllI

COOL shadows and dillnessfilled the room, made it like the ingde of an elaborate tomb. Someone, one
of the servants, probably, had put flowersin the room, and the odor of these added to the impresson of
a sepulcher. Everything was neat, dustless, and nothing was cheap.

Doc Savage, moving about the room dowly, began counting audibly on the count of three. He sad ™. . .
three, four, five, 9x.” He went slent, and later said, “Nine,” but did not add any more figures audibly.

Brigham Pope was puzzled. “What's the idea?’
“At least adozen,” Doc sad. “But they did avery good job of it at that.”
“What on earth do you mean?’

“They searched my room when | was out. They haven't had over ten minutes to do it, so they did it
nicely. But there are at least a dozen objects which aren't where they were before.”

Brigham Pope didn't look much more worried. But he dready looked about as worried as he could
manage. He wanted to know, “Why did they search the room?’

“On the chance | ditched those inventory ligs here,” Doc said.
“Oh!”
Doc watched him intently. “Y ou know about the ligts, of course?’

Brigham Pope looked as if he would like to run. “1 knew there were some lids, yes” He shuddered.
“That'swhat | wanted to tak to you about.”

Doc waved at a chair. “St down. Go ahead and tak.”

Pope frowned at the chair. “I wouldn't have let Tom Ittle hire mein New York if 1I'd known what this
was going to develop into,” he said. He didn't St down.

“Oh, Ittle just hired you recently?’

“Yeah. Four days ago. | been doing defense work, see, and the plant closed and I've got no job. | used
to know lttle, and he looked me up, says he has this job. He says it's invegigating work.” He paused,
shivered visbly, scowled at the floor.

“You took this job of invedtigetive work,” Doc said. He was looking a the hard, stringy muscle in
Brigham Pope's jaws, in his neck. “Then what?” The sringy muscles gave the man alook of fierce force.

“l didnt likeit,” Pope said.
“You didn't show any sgnsof not liking it.”
“I'm showing them now, aint 1?7’

“Itsalitlelate, in't it?’



Brigham Pope took the chair. “Oh, | don't know.” He sat down with an uncoiling movement, rather than
ardaxing one. “Maybe not.”

“How do you mean?’

“Murder's what | mean.” Brigham Pope leaned forward dramaticdly in the chair. “Tom lttle killed that
long, fat guy, that Von Raedeker, in Miami. As soon as | found that out, | decided to cut loose quick as |
could.”

“It would have been a good time to cut loose right then,” Doc said. “Why didn't you cal the police?’

“l had a damned good reason. | was in the room with Ittle when he cut Raedeker's throat. The cops
would have held me, too.”

“They certainly would have” Doc agreed. “Why did Ittle kill Von Raedeker?’

“He was mad. He threw a scare into Raedeker, and found out Raedeker had given that bunch of papers
tothegl.”

Doc was relieved. “So Raedeker gave them to the gifl?’

BRIGHAM POPE was leaning forward, knotting and unknotting his fingers. “You left us in Kansas City,
you know. Tom Ittle got your message a the restaurant, and we grabbed a fagt charter plane” His
fingers were moving dmost continuoudy. “We got to Miami ahead of your plane, and we were &t the
arport. We traled the girl and Von Raedeker and you to the hotd. That was the firg Tom Ittle knew
Von Raedeker was mixed up init. Ittle says to me, 'Well go up and tak to that chap." And we did, and
firg thing | knew, Ittleis crazy mad and has cut Raedeker's throat.”

Doc was ganding with his hands behind him, fingers latched together. He asked, “Then what did you
do?’

“We got right out of that hotel by the back way. Tom Ittle hired a segplane to bring us over here fird
thing this morning, as soon as it got daylight.”

“Aren't you overlooking something?’

"B

“A telephone cdl to the police”

Brigham Pope's mouth fdl open for a moment. “What cdl to the police?’

Doc's voice did not change noticeably, contained no anger, as he explained, “The cdl to the police that
described me and said I'd cut Raedeker's throat.”

Closing his eyes, Brigham Pope was thoughtful for a while. “Ohl” he said. “Oh, so that's why Tom lttle
made a phone cdl.” He opened his eyes suddenly, made them wide to register horror. “My God, that
was adirty trick, wasnt it!”

“It could have been inconvenient.”

“Did the police get you?’



“Not yet,” Doc said.

“What adirty trick!” Brigham Pope beat the arm of his chair softly with afigt. “Naothing istoo low for that
Ittle! Nothing! It bears out whet | knew.”

Doc eyed Brigham Pope. “Just what did you want to tak about?’
“My God, I've been taking about it!” Brigham Pope exclamed.
“Have you?" Doc shrugged. Y ou've got something €lse on your mind, haven't you?’

Brigham Pope scowled at different things in the room. “Y eah, that's right.” He gave the impresson of a
men fighting a bettle to make up his mind. “Look,” he said. He stood up, stepped closer, dropped his
voice. “Look, let's you and | doublecross Tom lttle. That's the only way we can get out of here dive
Doublecross him.”

“How do you mean?’ Doc made himsdf sound interested. He was interested, too.
“You got them ligs” Brigham Pope said. “With them lists, we got Tom Ittle in the pams of our hands”
“How about Charlotte?’

“We got Charlotte in the pams of our hands, too.”

DOC SAVAGE went over to the door swiftly and jerked it open, but no one was crouched there
ligening. He hadn't thought there would be, but it made a good draméatic gesture. He hoped Brigham
Pope was impressed. He lad it on alittle thicker by looking cautioudy out of the windows aso. Then he
went back to Pope and whispered tensdly, “What are those ligs?’

“Good Lord, don't you know?’ Brigham Pope demanded.

“l have suspicions,” Doc said. “Let's check and see how right | am.”

“Okay, Clark. What do you think they are?’

Doc sad, “You go fird.”

Brigham Pope scowled a him. “Brother, I'm not so sure you're smart enough to tie up with.”

“Oh, they areligings of holdings” Doc said. “ Stocks, bonds, companies. In other words, the holdings of
certain wedlthy individuals who had been judged, shdl we say, racidly unworthy of the privilege of being
s0 wedthy. Or migudged isthe word, isn't it?’

“Look,” Brigham Pope said, “Why don't you come out and say those are lids of property high Nazi
offidds had taken from their Jewish owners.”

“By Samud Heish”
“Huh?’
“Samud Heish was the Nazi go-between for digposing of the loot,” Doc said.

“Oh, yeah.” Brigham Pope licked his lips. “Yeah, this Samud Hesh was the broker the Nazi bigwigs
used to sl these stocks, bonds and business concerns.”



Doc frowned.

“To make a complete picture,” he said. “This loot, these stocks and bonds and companies, as we're
referring to them, were located outsde of Nazi territory, so they couldn't very wdl be operated by the
fdlows who had taken them by force from ther owners. So the thing was to sl them. Find a
go-between, who was Samud Heish, and sl them.”

“Yeah, and hesold them . . ”

Doc held up a hand. “Just a minute. The Allied authorities have caught Samud Heish, and they have the
goods on him. They know what kind of a business he was engaged in.”

“Heshisinjal in France, dl right.”

“Yesindeed. And it would be very embarrassing to the reputation of anyone who, for instance, had made
alarge purchase of properties and goods from Heish—particularly a lig of properties and goods known
to be stolen, and bought al in one lump from Feish, a known fence for Nazi brigands.”

Brigham Pope nodded. “We're getting to the point.”

“Yes, we are,” Doc agreed. “If such a purchaser, for example, were now trying to get from the Allied
governments the privilege of operating ar lines, it would be rather inconvenient. It would look like a
friend of the Nazis, who is automaicaly no friend of the world, was trying to hide a wolf character
behind a sheep exterior.”

“That's a damned good example”
“Meaning Charlotte?’
“Y eah. She bought that Suff from Samue Heish, for about fifty cents on the dollar or less”

“And if this came out, if the ligs got into Allied hands, specificaly in the hands of the U.S. Givil
Aéronautics Authority, goodbye to Charlotte dAlazas dream of establishing hersdf a world aviaion
empire”

“That,” said Brigham Pope, “iswhat the fussisdl about.”

DOC SAVAGE was having trouble concedling his excitement. Some of this he had guessed, some of it
hed known must be true, but none of it had he been able to prove. He was glad to know what the lidings
were for sure. They would be very interesting reading for Civil Aéronautics Authority, and particularly the
Senate committee on aéronautics.

He asked, “Why didn't Charlotte destroy those ligslong ago.”

Brigham Pope grinned. “That's easy. They implicated somebody ese. Somebody Charlotte's afraid of.
S0 she kept them.”

“How would they implicate this somebody ese?’

“He bought part of the quff that's lised. He bought about a third, and Charlotte bought the rest.”
Brigham Pope cleared his throat. “By a strange coincidence, this other person owns airlines, too.”

“Pica Airways?’



“ERY
“This other person owns Pica Airways?’

Brigham Pope hesitated. “Yegh.”

“Who ishe?’

“Tom Ittle” No hegtation thistime.

Doc spread his hands, pams up. “All right, Pope. What do you propose we do?’

Eagerness lit Brigham Pope's eyes. “Easy. We go to Charlotte, or to Tom lttle, or both. And we sl out
to the high bidder. They'll pay plenty, induding your life”

“My life?” Doc pretended to be surprised.
“If you think you've got a chance of leaving here dive, knowing what you do, you're nuts.”
“| takeit,” Doc sad, “that Tom Ittle and Charlotte have thrown ther lot together.”

“Ganged up on you? Yeah, that's right” Brigham Pope nodded vehemently. “They hit a ded this
morning, before you got here. They're gonna get them listings, then knock you off.”

Doc looked Brigham Pope in the eye, and began to laugh. He hoped hislaughing was convincing. It must
have been, because Brigham Pope looked darmed. The darm was ugly on his face, vicious.

“What the hdl you laughing a?’ he demanded.

“You, you chisdler.” Doc pretended to have difficulty stifling his mirth. “Y ou're too late”
“What?" Pope screamed.

“You fod!” Doc said. “Don't you think | know who owns Pica Airways? Y ou do!”

Brigham Pope turned blue-gray with rage.

THAT ladt, the guess that Brigham Pope was Charlotte's red opponent, had been judt that, a guess. He
hed based it on the fear both Charlotte and Trudy Stevens had shown of Pope. They hadn't been
particularly scared of Tom Ittle. But Pope's name had brought genuine terror.

He was sure now. Pope was the one to be afraid of.
He hit hard, setting up histrap.

He sad, “You're sunk, Pope. Didn't you watch that Pica Airways plane when it brought in some of your
men awhile ago?’

“Sure | watched it!” Pope ydled. “What the hdl do you mean?’

“Evidently you didn't see asmdl packet passed to one of the men on the plane, a man who left with the
ship?’

“What?’



“Maybe you did, and it didn't enter your head that Tom Ittle and Charlotte got together and framed up on
you, and that Charlotte got the ligtings from me, and Tom Ittle got them to the man on the plane to take to
safety? Did you think of thet? Tom Ittle can be bought, you know.”

Brigham Pope cursed. There was nothing soft about the curaing.

Doc sad quietly, “You want to talk business, Pope?’

Brigham Pope backed to the door. He showed his front teeth. “The hdl with you!”
He whipped open the door, jumped out into the halway.

Doc thought: The fdlow didn't have a gun. He wasn't carrying a gun, because he was afraid | would grab
him and search him, and finding the gun, wouldn't lisen to that phony proposition of throwing in with him.

And probably a darned lucky thing, too. Pope was in a killing mood now, and if hed had a gun, there
would have been violence.

Doc went to the door. He watched Brigham Pope. The man went down the hdl, waking diffly. At the
end of the hdl was awide stairway, winding down to the ground floor.

Brigham Pope met Tom Ittle coming up the steps.
“What kind of agun have you got?” Pope demanded.
“Why, athirty-eight.” Tom Ittle was surprised.

“Let me seeit”

Unsuspicious, Tom Ittle produced a .38 revolver. His slit was tight, and there was no visble bulge where
the gun had been. He must have had it hidden between hisrolls of fat.

Brigham Pope took the gun.
He asked, “What'd you give the guy to take away on that plane?’

Tom Ittle was surprised. He didn't answer for a moment. “Oh, that,” he said. “Why, | just gave the pilot
his dough.”

Brigham Pope questioned his legitimacy in a deep grinding voice; then he shot Tom Ittle twice in the
somach.

Chapter XIV

THE shot, drum-hallow in the confines of the hdl, nearly caused Doc Savage an upset. He was
completely astonished. He hadn't known the crew of the plane had been handed anything &t dl; he had
created this idea in Brigham Pope's mind out of whole cloth. But Tom Ittle had paid the pilot, and this
accident had checked in with the fantasy. It would not have made much difference anyway, because Doc
had not been expecting any such coincidence. It was just unfortunate for Tom lttle.

Faling, ralling down the steps, Tom Ittle's enormous body made dull sounds like a sack of whest.
Brigham Pope whedled. He was coming back for Doc with the gun.



Doc hdf turned, saw there was no chance of returning to his room before being shot in the back. There
were other doors. He didn't dare try them, because the one he picked might be locked, and there
wouldn't be time for a second choice.

The hal was furnished with tdl dark wood chairs here and there, straight-backed atrocities medievd in
their discomfort.

Doc picked up one of the chairs. It was heavier than he expected; it mus have weighed seventy-five
pounds. He had to run with it, throw it as a discus thrower hurls a discus. Then he barely made it reach
the head of the qtairs, rall over the top, go whirling down the steps.

The chair hit Brigham Pope. But it could hardly have missed.

Doc sorinted toward the fdling noises made by man and chair. He wanted to know whether Brigham
Pope would be serioudy damaged when he reached the bottom. He wished he hadn't been so curious.
Because Pope was in fine fettle when he got to the bottom. He fired. The bullet missed, but it didn't miss
much.

On the floor, Doc crawled rgpidly. He thought Brigham Pope was going to come back up the gairs. Two
bullets hit the calling, ploughed out plaster, which fdl on Doc.

FHve shots. Pope had fired five times, and that type of gun usudly held only five cartridges. But Tom lttle
was at the foot of the steps too, and he probably had extra shelsin his pockets.

A door opened in the hdl, and Charlotte put her head out. “What the hdl is this?’ she demanded. She
sounded like the queen wanting to know what had upset the royd household.

Doc saw no object in going back to his room. There were no wegpons there. He changed his course,
shoved Charlotte back through the door, followed her, jerked the door shut behind them.

Charlotte now wore ydlow shorts and bra, and a ghedtly purple robe. She didn't have the figure for
shorts. She was indignant. “Waell, | never!” she exclamed.

“Maybe neither one of uswill,” Doc sad, “unless you get busy.”
“What do you mean, you idiot?’

Doc sad, “I've got Brigham Pope to thinking you and | and Tom Ittle decided to doublecross him. He's a
litle angry.”

“Oh, my God!”

“How many men have you got who can fight?”
“Hght who?’

“Brigham Pope's ouifit.”

“Oh, my God!” she said the second time. She ran to a window, put her head out, screamed, “Tombo!
Bill! Joseph! Osal Get 'em! Come here quick!”

DOC was ligening at the door for Brigham Pope. He decided Pope wasn't coming up the dairs, and he
was glad of it.



He went to the window. Men were coming to Charlotte's cal. There were other buildings to the north,
wdl away from the great old stone house, and the others were coming from there. Two black men, and
the others white,

“Wetch out!” Charlotte screamed at them. “We're going to fight them! Come on! Sic ‘em, boyd”

Charlotte had reverted to her lowa farm background. She sounded asif the old sow were in the garden,
and she was hdllering at the farm dog to sic 'em.

There was a shot. One shot. One of the black men gave ajump forward, throwing his arms out in front of
him as he did so. He landed flat and bounced a couple of inches and didn't move.

The other servants vanished magicdly into the shrubbery.

“Poor kidd” Charlotte said. She sounded asiif she was about to cry. “They can't fight. They don't know
how.” She pointed wildly. “Tha was Tombo they shot! Poor Tombo!”

Doc grabbed her, said, “Cut out the hystericd”

She stared a him wildly. “Damn you!” she screamed. “If it hadn't been for you, none of this would have
happened!”

Doc sad, “So you knew | was getting ready to investigate your activities in the internationa aviation
picture”

“Yes | did.” She glared a him. “And Brigham Pope was going to you if | didn't make a ded with him, he
sad. And s0 | had to get those lidings down here, and | sent Trudy to get them, not knowing Brigham
Pope would try to take them away from her, until Trudy phoned me he was”

Doc demanded, “Why did you cdl mein?’

She sneered a him. “To give you a good fooling, damn you! | was going to make you think Brigham
Pope was the only rascal. Only it didn't work out.”

He asked, “How many men has Pope here?’

“Three” she said. “Jud the three who got off the plane.”

“You had better get your head out of that window before they take a shot at it!”
“They wouldn't darel” She was indignant.

“Don't be afool.”

She withdrew her head. Evidently the possession of more millions than most people had dollars had not
entirdy robbed her of judgment.

The house wasnt 4ill. There was running, soft swearing. This was downgtairs. Doc glanced around
Charlotte's room hunting for a weapon. There was nothing adequate. The great bedroom, furnished with
regd extravagance, amdled fantly of incense, of tobacco smoke.

“Where's Trudy?’ he demanded.

Charlotte was swearing. Her vocabulary, for a woman, was hair-rasing.



“Whereis Trudy?’ he shouted.

Charlotte pointed at a connecting door. “In there.”

“Does she know what's behind this?’

Charlotte sneered a him. “That idedidtic little dope? Do you think I'm an idiot?’

Doc went to the connecting door. There was a shot downdairs, evidently directed a one of Charlotte's
servants. If they try to come updtairs before | find a gun, Doc thought, I'm sunk. The connecting door
was locked. He pounded on it, called, “Trudy!”

“Yes?' Her voice sounded frightened. “Who isit?’
“Doc Savage,” he said.
“l don't know any Doc Savage,” she sad.

“Clark,” he said. If she didn't know he was Doc Savage, she probably didn't know about the other dirty
detalls. “It's Clark.”

“Oh!” She sounded confused. “I don't know—"

“Open up!”

She unlocked the door.

He demanded, “Have you got a gun?’

“l—my shotgun,” she said. “The same one | had on the ketch.”

He started to say give it to him. Then he changed his mind, explained, “This thing has broken open.
Brigham Pope and his men are fighting. They'll have to kill everyone on the idand. That's the only way
they can keep anyone from knowing what happened.”

She whitened. “I'll get my gun.” She got the shotgun.

He said, “You say here. And don't be afraid to use that gun.”
He went back into the other room.

Charlotte demanded, “What are you going to do, idiot?’
Diggruntled, he said, “You better stay in here, old lady.”

Charlotte said something insiting about beng not so damned old. “Where are you going?’ she
demanded.

“Going to see what | can do,” he said.

A shotgun went blam, blam! It was from the grounds outsde. One of the servants. Downdairs, a man
cursed and the curang turned to screaming.

Doc went out into the hall. He put his head out firgt, ready to jerk it back, but nothing happened. He was
not shot at.



He went down the hdl, past the steps. He looked down the steps cautioudy, saw Tom lttle lying curled
and motionless on the floor, both hands clasped over his ssomach. Whether Ittle was dead or nat, it was
hard to tdl.

There was aroom a the end of the hdl, a front bedroom, smal, with large windows. He looked out of
the windows.

Bdow, directly below, was a terrace with a stone wadl, was-high, surrounding it. One of Brigham
Pope's men, one of those who had come off the plane, crouched there. He had two automatic pistols
with long barrels.

Doc backed away from the window.

FOR a few moments, he studied the different objects in the room. He decided on the smdl mahogany
chest by the foot of the bed. It was not too large. Not too heavy, he decided, lifting it. But heavy enough.

He lifted the chest. He studied the position of the man below, the probable effect of the window on the
trgjectory of the chest. It was atricky job of cdculaing. He could have worried about it for an hour, and
dill not been certain. He threw the chest.

The man below turned when the window broke. Glass, the chest, hit him. The chest hit him on the left
gde of the face, his left shoulder. He went down, shrieking. His shoulder bones were broken. In his
kicking, he knocked one of his guns skittering across the terrace.

Doc debated, for a moment, dropping to the terrace. He decided it was too much of a drop, too much
chance of getting shot from ingde the house.

He went back, entered the hal again.

Brigham Pope was coming up the gairs. On the bdls of his feet, oftly, a step a a time, Pope climbed.
He was holding his revolver out in front of himsdlf, cocked, ready.

Behind Pope, at the foot of the steps, Tom Ittle took his hands away from his punctured stomach. He
hed in one hand asmdl pigtol, atiny thing. One of the little .25-calibre automatics that gentlemen used to
gvether lady friends. HeEd been covering the gun with his hands.

Ittle lifted the gun carefully, amed carefully, and shot Brigham Pope three times in the back, shot him
seven more times while Pope was turning dowly and collgpsing and ralling down the gairs.

A man came legping into the vestibule at the foot of the stairs. He ydled, “Pope! Mister Pope!”

Tom Ittle giggled, shot the man between the eyes. After which lIttle lay down graight on the floor and
began to kick with hisright leg, the kicking haf-ralling his body in the fashion of a hog kicking after it has
been shot in the head preparatory to butchering. He was dying.

Doc went down the steps ragpidly. He began collecting guns, and was waiting beside the window when a
voice on the terrace said, “Drop that gun, miger!” The command was evidently addressed to the man
Doc had hit with the chest.

Doc cdled, “Tombo!”
He thought it was Tombo's voice. Evidently it wasn't, because a voice said, “ThisBill.”



Doc asked, “A while ago, did you shoot one of them from the yard?’
“Yes, gr.”

“That's dl of them, then,” Doc said. He stepped out on the terrace. “Put down your gun,” he told Bill.
“Get the others here. All of you put your guns on the terrace here, and leave them there.”

Bill, huge and black, eyed him suspicioudy. “Who you? What you givin' orders for?’
Trudy Stevens came out on the terrace. “Do as he says, Bill.”

Bill scratched his head. “Whatever you say, Miss Trudy,” he conceded.

“Get the others,” Doc ordered.

Bill went away.

Doc sad, “Trudy, when they come, well get them disarmed, then cover them so they won't make
trouble”

Shewas pae. “Tha should be essy.”
It was.

Charlotte came down the steps when he was callecting the guns. She looked on coldly, without much
vigble emotion. She told the servants, “Gather up these bodies. | won't have them duttering up the
premised”

SHE'S quite an old lady, Doc thought. She's an old devil. It's a good thing for humanity that not many are
born like her.

He sad, “Charlotte”

“WdI?" She eyed him steadily. He could see the uneasiness in the back of her eyes.
“You know what is going to happen to you now?’ he asked.

“I know.”

“The Senate committee on avidion isgoing to work you over, and when they are through with you, you
won't have any more of an internaiona aviation empire than a shark has feathers”

There was no humor in her amile. But it was asamile “I'm glad you cdled me a shark,” she said.
He thought it was good, too. He thought it was very appropriate.

He was aware of Trudy Stevens. He was glad she wasn't a shark. But he was beginning to wish she
didn't read such suff as Studien Uber Hysterie, by Breuer and Freud. It had been his experience that he
had enough trouble with women without their being amateur psychologists.

But then a psychologist might be interegting . . .



THE END

Maybe were wrong, but we think KING JOE CAY is not only one of the best Doc Savage novels
yet—but one of the best adventure novels barring none! That's big talk—Wbut it's a big story. Read it and
seeif you agree.

Next month isfull of surprises: tiny footprints and big barks. Thetiny footprints were in a laboratory, and
the big barks came from a dog who was so scared it wasn't funny. Why was the dog scared? What were
the tiny footprints? Sorry—but youll have to wait a month to find out . . . to find out why a whole town
was suddenly terrified, why rumors kept hdf the population indde their locked houses. . . . It's the next
Doc Savage novd, cdled THE WEE ONES . . . and it's different from KING JOE CAY in theme, but
about equd in suspense!

The Augudt issle.. . . don't missit. We hope to see you then.

So long till next month . . .



