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A red-bearded giant, who packed a basket lunch to eat in the middle of the Bay of Fundy, was the
start. There was the girl who liked to quarrd, the girl who wouldn't talk, and the man who
threatened. They added up to a nightmare of violence and intrigue for Doc Savage—on Parade.

Chapter |

IT ssemsto be afact that one of the things people most enjoy doing is approving—"pointing with pride’
is the phrase—the great accomplishments of the humean race, the race which has discovered radio,
vitamin pills, crooners, war, arplanes, sx-dollar theater seats, gppendix operations, taxes etc. etc. But
once upon atime a scholar, who was dso awitty man, sad: “Man is an emotiond animad who sometimes
stops to think.”

Stopping to think is the professon of scholars and scientists, who get sdaries for it. These gentlemen
are—a surprisng number of them—aquite modest men, sSnce it is mysterious and awe-inspiring to redize,
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as they soon mug, thet it may take them and succeeding thinkers perhaps another hundred thousand
years to invent a mechaniam as marvelous as, for example, a common cheese-edting variety of mouse. To
sy nothing of an emotion, for an emotion is nebulous, being probably a sort of bio-chemica
product—even the garden variety of emotions such as fear, joy, grief, hate, love, reverence.

Fear isa primary emation. A baby, the scientists have proved, is born with only two primitive fears—the
fear of loud noise, and the fear of fdling. It has, at birth, no other indinctive fears. Taken fromiits crib, the
baby will reach impartidly for striped candy, cobra snakes, fire, Uncdle Dan's shiny timepiece, dogs,
canay birds, dynamite and dorangers, which proves that the baby is born with another
emotion—curiogty. His curiogty stays with him and develops as do his other emotions, but unlike the
others, his curiogity usudly getshiminto alot of trouble.

IT was on a hot Wednesday afternoon in August that the pilot of a Boston, Mass., Hdifax, Nova Scotia,
passenger segplane gave a display of what was amogt phenomena eyesght, followed by normd
curiosity.

Not dl Augud afternoonsin the Bay of Fundy are hot ones, but this one was particularly so. And it was
an unnaturdly dill afternoon. The sea below the plane, absolutely cam, resembled a great expanse of

ghining glass, as blue as a policeman's uniform where the water was deep, shading to various other colors
such as mink brown, and dying grass green where the sea bottom came up in reefs and shodls.

The plane was flying quite low, not much higher than five hundred feet, because there was no headwind
and the sea was cam enough to make a forced landing anywhere in case of mechanicd failure.

Sim Stinson, the pilot of the plane, suddenly gouged his co-pilot in the ribs and pointed.
“Whoeeee!” he said.
“What wasit?’ the co-pilot asked.

The plane was making good about a hundred and sixty miles an hour, so that whatever the pilot had seen
was now |eft behind.

The pilot did not answer the co-pilot's question; he was taking the radio microphone off its hook. Into the
microphone he said, “Canada Union-American from Hight Seven. Have sghted man svimming in the
seq, nearest land twenty miles. Asking permission to land and rescue. Sea.cdm. Over.”

DOC SAVAGE, a passenger on the plane, had been endeavoring to put himsdf to deep with
sf-hypnotism. He had heard that this could be done, but he had never been able to do it, and he wasn't
having any success now. He had both eyes closed tightly when the plane lifted one wing, beginning a
banking turn. He stubbornly resisted opening his eyes, dthough he could think of no good reason for the
plane making a sharp turn at thistime,

Presently he did open one eye. The stewardess was sanding beside him. The dgn that said FASTEN
YOUR SAFETY BELT was lighted.

“We are landing,” the stewardess said. “Keep your seat. Nothing iswrong.”



The stewardess passed on to reassure the other occupants, and by the time she returned Doc Savage
hed taken alook out of the window, and he had a question.

“If there's no trouble, why are we landing on the open sea?’ he wished to know.
“The pilot has Sighted a man svimming, and we are landing to rescue him.”

The stewardess lingered, willing to pass out more informetion. She was quite pretty, and she had been
gving Doc Savage more than his share of service, overdoing it enough to embarrass him. He fdt he was
being pursued, suspected the other passengers were grinning dyly about it, and he couldn't think of
anything he could very well do about it. He wished the stewardess hadn't been so damned pretty, then he
wouldn't have been as disturbed.

The stewardess gave him a amile which, dthough he was trying to be as cold as a fish, made his toes
vibrate. “The poor felow mugt have been on a boat which sank,” she said. “The nearest land is about
twenty miles away.”

“That would be along swvim.”

“Wouldnt it, though?’

She gave him another amile, this one about as soothing as an gpplication from a blow-torch.
“l understand you are aflier yoursdf,” she added.

“Not by professon,” he said, wondering if he was going to hold out.

“l know what your professon is”

“You do?

“| read about you in a megazine.”

He damned the magazine mentdly. He resolved to look before he boarded the next plane to make sure it
didn't have a man-edting stewardess.

At this point the co-pilot saved his life by thrugting a head out of the control compartment and shouting
for the stewardess to stand by with alife preserver.

THE pilot made only a fair landing, meking the pilotage error known as “dropping her in” Evidently he
hed been decelved by the glassy surface of the sea, and his error lay in not teking the accepted
precaution of heaving overside some object such as alife preserver to use as a reference point. But they
got on the sea sfely.

The plane taxied toward the svimmer.

The swimmer ploughed through the cobalt-blue water, usng an easy-looking overhand stroke, ignoring
them. Doc Savage was able to watch him, and he wondered what the svimmer was doing with a red
muffler tied under his throat. The fellow was paddling south, which was the direction he had been heading



dl the time, but as the plane drifted close, he stopped and trod water.
The pilot opened a hatch and climbed out.

“Helo, there,” he said.

The svimmer lifted a hand in acknowledgement, but didn't say anything.

Everyone on the plane gaped in amazement. What they had migtaken for a red muffler tied over his head
and knotted under his throat was a profuse and fiery red beard. The fdlow was a sun-browned giant with
an ave-ingiring amount of muscles. He seemed to be dressed for what he was doing, wearing nothing
but svimming trunks, and around his middle was a bet to which seemed to be attached a number of
waterproof pouches.

“WEell throw you aline” the pilot caled.

The svimmer appeared surprised.

“Why?" he asked.

This sumped the pilot for a moment, but he recovered himsdf and explained, “To haul you aboard with.”

Doc Savage was looking with fascingion a the amazing red whiskers which the svimmer possessed,
reflecting that they mugt be a least two feet long.

The svimmer was contemplating the pilot thoughtfully.

“No, thanks” he said.

“Welve got to have something to pull you aboard with,” the pilot said.
“l don't see why,” said the owner of the red whiskers.

“How do you expect to get on the plane, then?” demanded the pilot, who seemed to be becoming
exasperated.

“l don't,” said the svimmer.

The pilot scratched his head, thinking this over.

The fiery-whiskered swimmer grinned pleasantly and began quoting poetry. He said:
“Hope tdls aflattering tde,

"Deugve, vain, and hollow.

“Ah! |et not hope prevall,

"Legt disgppointment follow.”

AN astonished slence fdl over the plane, lasted some moments, urtil the co-pilot broke it by saying
softly, “Well, I'll be damned!”

The pilot said, “Y ou mean you don't want to be rescued?’



“Thet'sright.”

“Why not?”

“Dont need rescuing.”

“The nearest land,” said the pilat sharply, “is twenty miles away.”
“Twenty-two and five-tenths miles,” the svimmer corrected.

The pilat scratched his head some more, then said, 1 don't get this”
“How disgppointment tracks the steps of hope,” the snvimmer remarked.

Thiswas obvioudy another quotation, and Doc Savage dug around in his memory until he recaled that it
was a quote of L. E. Landon. The other one, the poetry, had been from The Universal Songster, by a
Miss Wrother, indicating thet red-whiskers was versed in lesser-known literary works. Doc frowned at
the fdlow, examining him for Sgns of insanity.

The pilat, trying a different method, made his tone conversationa and asked, “Mind tdling me your
name?’

“Not a dl,” said the svimmer. “I'm Disappointed Smith.”
“Where you headed for?’

The possessor of the crimson chin foliage shook his head.
“That's my private busness” he said.

“You'd better come aboard,” the pilot urged.

“No, thanks”

“Areyou afrad of arplanes?’

“Nope.”

“Mind wating around a minute?’ the pilot asked.

“I got plenty of time”

The pilot re-entered the plane, came down the aide and stopped before Doc Savage. “Mr. Savage, | just
remembered that you're a doctor, and so you might be able to tdl me whether or not that guy is nuts. Is
rE?1

Doc Savage looked at Disgppointed Smith once more. “He acts and sounds sane enough. But the catch
isthat what he is doing and saying doesn't fit in with our ideas of wha a man found svimming twenty
miles from land should do and say.”

Thiswasn't condusve enough for the pilat. “1s he batty?’
“It would depend on whether his reasons for being where heis are rationa ones.”

“Can't you tdl whether he's crazy?



“By looking a him for five minutes from a distance of thirty feet, and looking a only his head, at that? I'm
not a magician.”

The pilot took another look through the window.
“My God!” he gasped.

The flame-bearded giant had camly unfastened one of his waterproof pouches from his belt, opened it,
and was consuming a sandwich which he had removed therefrom.

A slence fdl, the pilot appearing to be baffled as to what measures to take next, and no one ese aboard
having anything condructive to offer. The pilot was in charge of the plane, anyway, and it was his
headache.

SUDDENLY the pilot growled, “I'm going to take that guy aboard whether he likesit or not.”
He scrambled outside.
He shouted, “Ligten, you, cut out that foolishness and come aboard.”

As though surprised at the vidlent tone, the svimmer hagtily swallowed the portion of sandwich he was
chewing and eyed the pilot. Presently he delivered another quotation.

“Mean spirits under disgppointment, like smdl beer in a thunderstorm, aways turn sour,” he quoted.

The pilot whedled angrily to the stewardess and said, “ Grace, hand me the line off thet life preserver, and
Il lasso the fool.”

The lassoing was unsuccessful, dthough the red-beard seemed to enjoy it. He would sink each time the
rope looped toward him, to bob up afew feet away uncaptured and grinning.

The pilat turned ugly. He was armed, as are mogt pilots carrying the mails. He whipped out a revolver,
leveled it.

“Now get aboard!” he ordered. “Or do you want to be shot?’

Doc Savage, to his disgppointment, missed what immediatdy followed. The ugliness in the pilot's tone
gartled him, he thought the man sounded as if he actudly might shoot the swimmer, which would be
uncaled for, and Doc was trying to get a look at the pilot to see whether the man was redly going to
commit a murder. So he didn't see what the swimmer did. But he saw the reaults.

There was the sharp dam of a shot. The pilot dodged wildly, pitched ingde the plane, but not before his
naity uniform cap had sailed off his head.

Doc turned his gaze to the swvimmer. The bearded young man—and he had to be young with that
marveloudy muscled body—was camly sacking the revolver which he had used to shoot the pilot's cap
off his head. He drew the sack opening tight with a waterproof zipper arangement, hung it a his belt,
and camly dived.

It was possible to follow his progress through the water. He swam to the plane, and in a moment his fist
pounded angrily on the hull. Then he was shouting:

“Get out of here and leave me done, or I'll start shooting holes through the bottom of this airplane.”



The pilat hurriedly picked himsdf off the cabin floor, scrambled forward into the control compartment,
and in afew moments the plane took the air.

Oncein the air, the plane made a dimbing turn and passed back over the svimmer, who lifted one am
and galy waved them a farewel. He was holding some object in one hand; one of the other passengers
gasped that this was the gun, but Doc Savage rather thought it was a amdl thermos bottle which might
contain hot coffee.

The remainder of the flight as far as Yarmouth, became a sociable junket, contrasting to the dignified
ealier part of the trip from Boston, when amost none of the passengers had spoken to each other. The
ice was now broken; everybody wanted to talk about the herculean red-headed and red-bearded and
short-tempered svimmer.

Doc Savage participated in the discusson; he couldnt very wel avoid it, because his opinion was
frequently being asked. He discovered that everyone aboard knew his identity, the stewardess having
broadcast the information.

What did he think? Did he consder the svimmer demented? If sane, why was the flane-whiskered
fdlow paddling hisway across the ocean? He couldn't be sane, could he?

A fat man in the fish-buying business said dyly, “This inexplicable incident couldn't be connected with
your profession, could it Mr. Savage?’

Doc sad he didn't suppose so, and suddenly he felt that severd other passengers suspected the incident
hed happened because he was aboard the plane.

Discouraged, he took to his seat and avoided more tak. He no longer fdt one of the crowd. He
suspected the passengers regarded him as someone who went around dragging thunder and lightning, like
adog with acan tied to its tall.

He thought about his reason for going to Nova Scotia, and could see nothing about it that promised
excitement.

It was quite Smple. He was going to Yarmouth, Nova Scotia, to buy some boats and make a bit of
change. Boat-buying was not his business, but a man named S Hedges had telephoned him that he,
Hedges, had obtained a number of firs-class, samdl, war surplus seamships, and tha he would re-sdll
them to Doc at a figure which would make him some money. Doc Savage was not acquainted with S
Hedges, so the offer had puzzZled hm until Hedges explained that Doc had once done a considerable
favor for Hedges brother-in-law, Wilbur C. Tidings and that Hedges would like to repay the debt.
Hedges wasn't, he explained, giving away anything; he was merdy giving Doc an opportunity to make
some money. Doc remembered Wilbur C. Tidings, the brother-in-law, recdled the favor he had done
Tidings, and Hedges sounded sincere. So here Doc was.

Nothing mysterious about his coming to Y armouth.

THE arline mugt have thought the story of the red-whiskered swimmer, Disgppointed Smith, would
make favorable publicity, because newspaper reporters were on hand when the plane reached
Yarmouth. The pilot was photographed, the bullet holein his cap was photographed—he had recovered
the cap—and the photographers expressed disgppointment because the stewardess hadn't been more
activdy involved, then photographed her anyway.

Doc Savage, pleased a not beng the focus of publicity, let himsdf be filmed, and answered the
reporters questions, redly something unusud for him to do. He was in a mdlow mood, since he did not



fed himsdf concerned.

No, he wouldn't say definitely that the svimmer was crazy. Yes, the fdlow was redly a muscular giant.
Y es, the man had been carrying his lunch. Indeed it had been an unique experience. Y es, indeed.

It was a fine sunlit afternoon, the reporters were intdligent and polite, and Doc was able to excuse
himsdf after he had answered their routine questions, induding the statement that he was in Yarmouth to
buy boats.

Engaging ataxi, Doc Savage had himsdf driven to the Central House Hotdl.

S Hedges, the man who had the boats to s, had made a five-o'clock gppointment for a medting a the
hostery.

“Clark Savage to see Mr. S Hedges,” Doc told the desk clerk.

The hotel desk clerk was a dender young man with pomaded hair, a weak chin and nervous blue eyes,
and he jumped vigbly. The jump was followed by confusion and nervousness, and the young man busied
himsdf lighting a cigarette. Doc Savage, obsarving these symptoms of uneasiness, was puzzled.

“l beg pardon,” Doc said. “Did you hear my question.”

“Yes, dr,” the weak-looking young man said, and hurriedly struck a match, goplying the flane to his
cigarette. His hand trembled.

Doc Savage, looking at the dicked and pomaded fdlow without much liking, reflected that the young
man's weak 1ooks might mean nathing. Doc, in his time, had met some very tough lads who looked like
zoot-auiters.

“If youll excuse me, I'll cal Mr. Hinch, the manager,” said the clerk nervoudy.

Mr. Hinch, the hotel manager, was quite a contrast. He was a man made of jaw and shoulders, and his
grdl dark eyes were asimmovable asif cast of glass.

“Mr. Hinch, this gentleman is asking about S Hedges,” the clerk said.

Mr. Hinch's jaw moved forward formidably, giving him an angry look, and he spoke in a voice which
sounded asif there was grave in his throat.

“We don't like people giving phony names around our hotd,” he said. “Theré's alaw agang it. And we
don't likeit anyway.”
“Itisnt a very reputable practice,” Doc Savage agreed, recdling a number of times when he himsdf had
used a phony name.

“Hed of got away with it, too,” continued Mr. Hinch. “But it just happened | knew the bloater's right
name. And hisright name wasn't S Hedges.”

Doc Savage frowned thoughtfully, then explained, “I came to Yamouth with the expectation of
purchasng a quantity of boats from a man who identified himsdf by telephone as S Hedges, but whom |
hed not previoudy met. Naturdly | would not want to be victimized in a busness ded, so | would
appreciate any information you can give me.”

“l don't know anything about your business,” said Mr. Hinch.



“Naturdly not, but | am sure | can depend on your frank opinion.”

Doc's private feding was that one might do wel not to put too much trust in anything Mr. Hinch said. Mr.
Hinch impressed him as a sawed-off shark.

“I just know this S Hedges didn't give his red name when he registered here,” Mr. Hinch said.
“What,” inquired Doc Savage, “was hisred name?’
“Disgppointed Smith,” said Mr. Hinch empheticaly.

Chapter Il

FOR a time Doc Savage rested on his heds, where he had been jolted by surprise. His thinking
machinery, because of the shock, faled him for afew moments,

Recovering his speech, he said, “That is quite interesting.”

“Hdy is the way it looked to me” said Mr. Hinch, scowling. “We run a sraight hotel here, no crooks
and no rough stuff. And no phony names, particularly from a character like this Disgppointed Smith.”

Doc Savage wondered if the Disappointed Smith who had tried to pretend to be S Hedges was the
same individud who was doing the trans-ocean svimming.

“What,” Doc inquired, “does this Disgppointed Smith look like? Will you describe him?’

Mr. Hinch could describe him. “Take Tarzan of the Apes and hang two feet of fire-red whiskers on him.
Take an earthquake and put pants on it. Take an encyclopedia and make it talk.”

“All of that?” Doc asked.

“Yes And then some”

“He mug be interesting.”

“Thishotd ian't interested inhim,” said Mr. Hinch emphaticdly.
“Why not?’

“Because we don't want the place torn to pieces a brick a atime!”

“You are speaking figuratively, of course” Doc suggested. “One man could hardly disentegrate your
hotel abrick at atime”

“l wouldn't take any bets that Disappointed Smith couldnt,” said Mr. Hinch grimly.
“You seem to know this Smith quite wdl,” Doc said.

Mr. Hinch shuddered. “I only seen him once before, on Parade Idand, off the Mane coast. Tha was
about a year ago. It was in a joint, and a fight started and Disappointed Smith whipped eeven men
sngle-handed. Somebody said it was only eight, but | counted them and there were deven. That was
right after Smith was reported to have captured a German submarine single-handed, not capturing it to
turn it over to the British navy, but to sted it for himsdf. However, the submarine sank, because he didn't
know how to run the thing. He made it submerge, but he couldn't get it to come up again, o he didn't get



to gtedl it after dll.”
“Would you cdl taking a submarine away from the Nazis an act of seding?’ Doc asked thoughtfully.

“That's a technicdity, and | don't know nothing about technicdities To me it was seding,” sad Mr.
Hinch.

“l see”

“When you take something you don't own, it's seding,” ingsted Mr. Hinch stubbornly.
“What else do you know about Smith?”

“That'sdl. | only seem him that once.”

And quite an impression he made on you, Doc Savage reflected, conceding a amile. He did not believe a
word of the fable he had just heard, but it made interesting ligening.

“Did I,” Doc asked, “understand you to say that Disappointed Smith, dias S Hedges, engaged aroom in
your hotel?’

“That's right.”

“Whet room?’

“Two-fourteen.”

“Did he occupy the room?’

“He did until we asked himto leave.”

“Heis not in the room now?’ Doc asked, reflecting that it would be a miracle indeed if he were.
“No.”

“Isthe room occupied by anyone now?’

“It an't been rented again, no. Disgppointed Smith paid a night's rent in advance, which we offered to
refund, but he was mad and wouldn't take it, so technicdly he dill has the room. We don't want no
trouble, so we haven't rented it to anyone ese”

“When,” Doc asked, “did you gect Disgppointed Smith from the premises?”’

“l wouldn't cdl it gject,” said Mr. Hinch. “We just asked him to leave, and considered ourselves damned
lucky when he didn't put up an objection. It was about noon.”

“He did not object to being thrown out?’

“No.”

“Doyou,” Doc asked, “have any averson to my teking alook at Disappointed Smith's empty room?’
Mr. Hinch scowled.

“You can't look in hisroom,” he said. “We don't want any trouble stirred up around this hotdl.”



DOC SAVAGE looked a Mr. Hinch thoughtfully, and reeffirmed his earlier thought that Mr. Hinch
looked like a shark, and was probably dishonest. A man who afirmed his honesty so frequently mugt
have the subject on his mind, and it was further Doc's experience that crooks liked to discuss their own
honest qudities. The same probably applied to the man's protestations about the good name of the hotdl.
It was probably afirg-rate rat-hole.

“Excuse me amoment,” Doc Savage sad politely.

He moved to the telephone, consulted the directory which was lying beside the insrument, looking up the
number of the local headquarters of congtabulary. He caled the number, asked for the offidd in charge,
and proceeded to identify himsdf as Doc Savage, of New York City, holder of a specid courtesy
commission of Inspector on the New Y ork metropolitan police force, and likewise holder of a courtesy
commission with Scotland Yard. This over with, he got down to the purpose of the call.

He wished, he explained, to know whether the police would exert a little influence on Mr. Hinch, so
Hinch would permit Doc to examine a room in the hogery.

“Put that yegg Hinch on the wire” said the Yarmouth police officd, “and I'll tdl him you can search his
whole thief-roost of a hotd if you want to!”

Doc passed the telephone to Mr. Hinch, who listened with mingled emotions, then hung up.
“Thet cal will cost you adime” said Mr. Hinch bitterly.

“Do | get to look at the room?’

“Whynt you tdl me you was a cop? Y ou wouldn't of had to make that cal.”

“I'm not a cop. I'm merdy aman who has afew cops for friends” Doc corrected him.
“You want us to go to the room with you?' asked Mr. Hinch sourly.

“You needn' trouble”

Mr. Hinch tossed a key on the desk. He didn't seem overjoyed.

The hotd had no elevator, and Doc Savage moved toward the stairs, but two other thoughts occurred to
him, and he retraced hisway to Mr. Hinch, to whom he put the question:

“Does Disappointed Smith usudly travel across the Bay of Fundy by svimming?’
“Huh?’ said Mr. Hinch blankly.
“Never mind,” Doc said. “l am going to use your telephone again.”

The telephone cal he placed was to the office of the Associated Press, a news gathering agency which
hed access to dl the news which the newspapers got.

“Are any plans being made to pick up that red-whiskered snvimmer?’ Doc asked.

“That crazy busness is cregiing quite a commotion,” the A. P. man said. “It's the sort of goofy thing
people like to read about these days, so | imagine ther€ll be quite a bit of copy filed about it, and they
may send up specid correspondents from Boston. Sure, they're going to rescue him. A cabin cruiser is



on its way to the spot, and two private airplanes, and another airplane is on its way from Boston carrying
anewsred photographer.”

“If heis picked up, will he be brought here to Yarmouth? Doc asked.
“That's right.”

Doc Savage thanked him, hung up, passed the scowling Mr. Hinch, noted the pomaded clerk was
nervoudy teking a cigarette out of a package dthough there was a lighted one aready between his lips,
climbed the gairs, found two-fourteen—the room Disgppointed Smith dias S Hedges had purportedly
rented—qot the key out of his pocket, unlocked the door, entered, and was presented with a view of the
business-end of alarge revolver hdd by a quarrelsome-looking but lovely girl.

THE gun and the young woman's hair were about the same shade of caiginous blue, while her eyes were
an eectric shade of blue-green, which was aso, judging from appearances, about the color of her

temper.

Doc Savage managed to refrain from jumping too vidently, noted the firearm, then inspected the girl
hedlily to seeif she was going to shoot.

She shoved out her lower lip a him.
“What do you want here, you big ox?" she asked.
Doc sad, “I'm sorry, | must have gotten into the wrong room.”

The girl had a pleasant Alberta peach complexion and wore tan twill dacks and a blue sweater which
were effectively filled where they should be. But Doc Savage decided he had never seen a more
quarrd some-looking girl, and added the thought that there were some signs that being quarrdlsome was a
hebit with her.

She demanded, “Whose room did you think you were getting into?
“Theroom of aMr. S Hedges”
“You got theright one,” she said, sounding as if she wished he would start something.

The room, Doc discovered, was a mess. There were plenty of sgns of a fight in the place, indications
induding a broken chair, an upset table, wrinkles in the rug, and a few bloodstains, the latter not entirdy

dry.
“Someone have afight?” Doc asked.
“Whered you get the key to this room, handsome?’ the young woman demanded.

“Downdairs. From the manager.”



“Hinch gaveit to you, did he? Are you afriend of old brassy-jaws?’

Doc amiled dightly at the reference to Mr. Hinch as brassy-jaws. It was a good descriptive, he thought.
He denied that he was a friend of Mr. Hinch. “It was not until admonished by the police that he gave me
the key,” he explained.

“Oh, abobby,” the girl said unpleasantly.
“l am not a police officer. My nameis Savage. Clark Savage, of New York,” Doc explained.

“If you expect your being from New Y ork impresses me, jump again,” the young woman said. “What are
you, an actor?”’

“Whatever gives you the impresson I'm an actor?’ Doc asked. He was surprised.
“You look like one. You're abig, handsome lug.”

“On the contrary, mogt of the very best actors are rather homely. That is something youll redize as you
grow older.”

The young woman decided to take offense a this “I'm old enough to know an actor when | see one.
Youve got the manner, like you were waking onto a stage. That's the way you came in here, as if
waking on stage.”

“You astonished me,” Doc explained.

“Wdl, astonish yoursdf right out of here again,” she directed. “I didn't invite you in here, and | don't want
your company.”

He asked curioudy, “Is this your customary manner?’
“What manner?’
“Glaring at people and throwing words at them as if you were usng rocks.”

“If you don't like my manner, you know what you can do. The door is open,” she said.

DOC SAVAGE moved over to the bloodstain, which was on the worn and not too clean earth-colored
rug, and tested the freshness of the sain with his fingertip, a the same time keeping a wary eye on the
young woman and her firearm. But she was dangling the weapon idly. She seemed curious.

“It'snot red ink,” Doc remarked, examining his fingertip.

She didn't say anything.

“I'm not an actor,” Doc said. “As amatter of fact, | received a telephone cdl from aMr. S Hedges, with
whom | was unacquainted, offering to sdl me severa smdl ships a a nice price, and meking an
gopointment to discuss the ded here a the hotd. Coming over from the manland by plane, we
encountered a man svimming in the ocean twenty miles from land, a man who sad his name was
Disappointed Smith. Mr. Hinch just assured me S Hedges and Disappointed Smith were one and the
same individud. Naturdly my curiogty was aroused, which iswhy I'm here”

“Curiogty,” she sad, “iswhat kills cats.”



“Sothey say.”

“Disgppointed Smith and S Hedges are the same fdlow, and both of him are rascals,” she said grimly.
“| gather you don't like him.”

“That's correct gathering.”

“Do you,” Doc asked, “suppose he was contemplating svindling me?’

“He couldn't be contemplating anything else, not and 4ill be Disgppointed Smith,” she said.

“I'm very grateful for that informetion.”

She decided to become angry about this, and demanded, “Why should | care whether or not you get
hooked? Y ou're nothing to me. | don't even trugt you. | never did trust big handsome guys who seem to
know too wel what they're doing.”

Doc Savage found that he was rather pleased with the difference in this young woman and most young
women who usudly didn't say what they were thinking when they talked to him.

“Does Disappointed Smith mean something to you?” he inquired.

“l had a date with the big thatch of whiskers” she said. “I came up here about ten o'clock thismorning to
tdl him it was off, that | would rather date an dligator. He was upsetting the room, turning over that table
and breaking the chair, and making a cut in his finger and letting the blood drip on the rug. He said he
was fixing up a joke, which | think was true.”

“Why do you think he would disarrange the room and put blood on the floor as a joke?’

Angry again, she sad, “Ligten, | know how Smith's mind works! Something like thet fits right in with his
ideaof ajoke.”

“l see”

“I'm glad you do!” she snapped. “And in case you're wondering what I'm doing here, | came up about
five minutes ago to tdl the red-whiskered barrd of snakes | wouldn't date him.”

“Hadn't you dready told him that this morming?’ Doc inquired.
“l was going to tdl him again.”
“Oh, you wished him to understand thoroughly you did not desire his company.”

She gave Doc a look of contempt and rage and said, “I didn't wish him to understand any such thing. |
was going to date him, because there's nobody | enjoy insulting more.”

“Oh!” Doc was genuinely astonished.

“When | insult most men, it's like kicking a sheep. Like insulting you. No joy to it. But when you hang a
nagty remark on Disappointed Smith, he reciprocates. He hands back as much as he gets, frequently
more. Quarrding with him is a pleasure.”

“Would you rather | would insult back at you?’ Doc asked.

“You can try if you want to,” she said shortly. “But you wouldn't be any good at it. You weren't born to



it. You have to be a born insulter.”
“What,” Doc asked, “is your name?’
“l don't see that it's your business. But it's Mix. Mix Waden.”

“Wel, Miss Walden, it has been very interesting megting you,” Doc said heartily. “However, this blood
on the floor isn't quite dry, and it ssems to me that, on an oppressively hot day like this it should be dry
by now if it was spilled there before noon.”

She sniffed loudly.
“Disgppointed Smith's blood would just be contrary enough not to dry,” she said.

Doc amiled. He walked dowly about the room, examining everything carefully, noticing that the evidences
of afight seemed rather genuine to be faked, but observing nothing dse of vaue.

“Shdl we leave?” he asked.

“Il go as far as the lobby with you,” said Miss Mix Waden. “But no farther. | don't trust you, and | don't
like you.”

“You can trust me not to become amorous,” he said dryly.

“If 1 thought you were a wolf, 1'd encourage you, then get a lot of pleasure out of gticking my thumb in
your eye,” she snapped. “But you're a gentleman. Gentlemen are doormats. They don't interest me.”

MR. FLINCH, the manager, and his pomaded clerk seemed to have recovered their composures, Doc
Savage noticed when he and the quarrdsome Miss Waden entered the lobby. He parted from Miss
Walden in the lobby, assuring her, “Medting you has been a fresh experience.”

“Good-bye, doormat!” she said angrily, and departed.

Doc Savage looked after her with pleasure, for he had enjoyed encountering her. He had enjoyed
mesting, if the plane incident could be caled a meeting, Disgppointed Smith. It was not often that he
encountered such screwball characters, and he found it interesting.

There was a flavor of mygery that helped whet his interest, too, and he further suspected that one or
more individuds had been tdling him some whopping lies. He didn't know who.

He caught Mr. Hinch's piggish eye, and the eye hadlily fled elsewhere, whereupon he was tempted to go
over and grasp Mr. Hinch'sthick throat and give an imitation of the fabulous Disappointed Smith, on the
chance that this would frighten some truth out of the hotelkeeper. He wasn't pogtive Mr. Hinch had lied
to him, but he didn't like Mr. Hinch. Mr. Hinch was someone not even a mother could like,

Doc Savage decided that he was hungry, noticed that the Centrd House Hotd had a dining room, but
concluded that there would be less likdihood of ptomaine elsewhere, and Ieft the hogtery. The aunlight
seemed brighter, as bright as diamonds, hurting his eyes, and he noted further that the dtillness of the air
hed increased until it was tangibly unpleasant, the tree leaves being as motionless as if painted on glass,
the air having a hot dry qudity of being charged with heeat from a furnace.

A vigt by such heet, he recalled, was unusud in Nova Scotia in August. Doc recdled the svimmer, and
reflected that he, at least, would be benefitted by the hest wave. Usudly, the Bay of Fundy was not



wam enough to make comfortable svimming, but this weether should warm up the surface water. He
began to look for a thermometer as he walked down the street, presently discovering one in a jewdry
store window. He wasn't surprised that severa persons were standing looking at the thermometer.

He looked himsdif. It was hot. 1t was hot enough to surprise him,

“It's quite a surprise,” remarked one of the observers, “to find the thermometer says it's hotter than you
thought it was.”

“Yes it is” Doc agreed, naticing that the speaker was a lean, capable, well-dressed men with a
fine-grained skin darkened to the color of wanut by the sun.

“A man,” the stranger said, “could avoid this heet.”
Thefdlow had, Doc redized, arather hard, well-oiled voice that was somehow unpleasant.
“If he could find an air-conditioned restaurant, he could,” Doc agreed.

“There's another way.” The man paused meaningfully, then added, “Now would be a good time for a
men to get back to Philadephiaor New Y ork or someplace where they don't have such hot weether.”

“Maybe it will cool off.”
“It won't.”

“I hadn't heard about the heat wave” Doc remarked. “I've been travding and haven't seen the
newspapers or ligened to aradio.”

“Just get here?’
“YS.”
“If you're smart,” the man said, “youll turn right around and go back. Probably be too hot for you here.”

The man then turned and walked off, leaving Doc Savage gazing after him quizzicdly and wondering if
what he had just received was a not very thinly disguised warning, or whether it had merdy sounded like
thet because the man had a hard, oiled voice,

Theman had a notch out of the top part of hisright ear, Doc noted.

Chapter Il

THE broiled lobster and French friesin a restaurant named the Captain's Table were excellent, and Doc
Savage enjoyed them as wdl as the coffee which followed, as black as a pirate's soul and as strong as
the legendary Disappointed Smith. The sum on the check was a little jarring, but he paid it and dropped
one of the coins he received in change into the telephone. He got the Associated Press again.

The A. P. bureau correspondent, rather excited, said, “l was right about that red-whiskered svimmer
tuming out to be a hot story. You know what he did? Refused again to be rescued. The two segplanes
landed near him on the sea, but couldn't persuade him to come aboard. Then the cabin cruiser |
mentioned got there, and they tried to reason with the guy, but he wouldn't be rescued. They tried to



catch him, but couldn't. The guy swimslike asedl. You know what he told them? He said he was on his
way to Bermuda, sMimming! He said further that, after he did some sightseeing in Bermuda, he was going
to svim back to New York and have alook at the night life”

“Disgppointed Smith seems to be quite a kidder,” Doc said.
“Hes crazy as aforty-cent cuckoo clock.”
“What €lse has happened?’

“The newsred plane from Boston got there, circled around and took some pictures, then landed and
took some more. Red-whiskers put on quite a show for them, but gave them hdl because they only had a
camera, and no sound-recording apparatus. He indsted he wanted to make a speech about evolution,
about how man was afish in the beginning, and how he has reverted to ancestral type. The newsred man
thought it was good stuff, and he's gone tearing back to Boston to get a sound recorder put on the plane,
S0 whiskers can make his speech.”

“They haven't rescued him, then?’

“No. He took two shots at the cabin cruiser, and they're leaving him aone.”

“How did you get dl this news?’

“By radio,” the A. P. man said. “Both planes and the cabin cruiser have two-way radios”

“| thank you very much for your informetion,” Doc said. “I had hoped they would bring Disgppointed
Smith to Yarmouth. I'm rather interested in meeting him.”

“He's sure an unusud goof, dl right.”

“Also,” Doc added, “I wonder if you could tdl me where | can charter a seaplane to take me out to meet
the felow.”

“By gosh, are you that interested?’
13 YS”

The news-service man pondered for a while, then explained regretfully, “I don't think there's a segplane
avaladle here in Yarmouth now, because those other two went on to the Mane coast.”

“What about the chances of hiring afast boat?’
“You might do that. In fact, | know a party who has an express cruiser that's sea-going.”
“Good. What is the name?’

“It'sawoman. She just cdled up here and asked if we wanted to charter her boat to take newspapermen
out to the svimmer, but my boss said the A. P. wouldn't cough up money for expenses, so | had to turn
her down. She said, if | heard of anybody who wanted to rent a boat, to tdl them about her. Name's
Miss Jane. Boat isthe Zipper. Laying at the Royd East dock. You know where that is?’

“| know whereitis” Doc sad. “And thanks”

“Y ou wouldn't want to do a sgned story about this for us?’



“Newspaper writing isnt my line. Sorry.”

THE Roya East dock, maintained as part of the service of one of the finest hotels in Nova Scotia, was
not far digant and Doc waked, presently passng through an impressve gateway and dong lovdy
promenades of flowers beyond which he had glimpses of the hotd itsdf. Shortly he came to the dock.

For some reason or other docks are usudly shabby rattle-trap affairs, but this one was surdy and nest.
Four boats were lying dongsde the dock, one a amdl Marconi-rigged racing doop, another a schooner
of the Chesapeake Bay bugeye type, the third a rather impressve houseboat, and the fourth a long,
Saky express cruiser carrying more brasswork than an admird. This last was the Zipper.

The resplendance of the boat was a surprise, for the hooker was unquestionably about thirty-five
thousand dollars worth of lovingly cared-for teak, mahogany, chrome, super charged engines and
Moroccan leather. It was the kind of a boat the capitaists used to be accused of riding around in. It was,
Doc Savage reflected, not the kind of a boat one would expect to find being offered for rent. His next
thought was that he probably couldn't afford to rent it himsdf, particularly since it appeared that some
strange things were happening to his boat dedl.

He went aboard.

There was no one in Sght. But presently he heard sounds of movement below deck, and he cdled down
agleaming companionway, “Ahoy, Miss Jane!”

Hying back at him came a quarrelsome: “Thisis a private boat, in case you didn't know it! What do you
want, supid?’

Doc darted; he fdt his mouth was probably hanging open enough to catch flies That voice was
remarkably familiar, as was the quarrdl some manner.

“Miss Waden?’ he inquired.

“Of course, dummy,” the quarrelsome femde voice said. “If you're scuffing up that deck with your shoes,
you're going to wish you hadn't. What do you want? Can't you answer a question?’

“You get around, don't you?' Doc asked.

This caused a slence below, then the peevish voice said, “What kind of talk is that? What are you, a
nut?’

“| believe you referred to me as a doormat,” Doc said.

“What are you taking about?’ the quarrelsome femade demanded.
She thrust her head out of the companionway.

“Ohl” said Doc Savage in astonishmen.

Thiswasn't the quarrelsome girl he had met at the hotdl.

THE young womean was long and well-curved, in many places better curved than the other one had been,
but whereas the other quarrdsome girl had been a gun-barrel brunette, this one was a wheat-fidd



blonde. A very ripe and attractive whest fidd, too. She rested her elbows on the companion railing,
contemplated Doc Savage much as if he were a stray tomcat, and findly suggested, “Push your eyes
back in your head and say something, Handsome. Or better ill, go away. I'm busy.”

“l wonder,” said Doc Savage, “if you're dso not going to like me?”

She frowned. “Eh? Come again.”

“l am,” Doc explained, “Clark Savage.”

She looked him up and down, then astonished him greetly by saying, “ So you took the bait.”
“l what?’

“Grabbed the bait, also the hook, line and sinker,” she said.

“Did 17’

“Sucker!”

He found himsalf getting confused. “I don't believe I'm fallowing this conversation,” he said uncertainly.
“If I had consumed any bait, | was unaware of it.”

“You're pretty dumb,” she said unkindly. “Didn't you cdl Petey Jones, the Associated Press man, and
didn't he let you know this boat was for rent?’

“Thet,” Doc admitted, “is what happened.”

“Okay, s0 you took the bait. When you heard afast boat was for rent, | knew you'd be dumb enough to
rush right down here to rent it. Here you are, which proves | was right. That was the bait, and you
swalowed it. Is that clear enough, or would you likeit in pictures?’

“Areyou,” Doc inquired, “dso an atig?’

“In my way, you'd be surprised what an artist | am,” she said.

“And what way would that be?’

“Favors”

R

“l do people favors, and usudly get amdl thanks for my trouble.”

“Am | to takeit,” Doc asked curioudy, “that you wish to do me afavor?’

She nodded. “That'sright. But | can see right now you won't have the gumption to appreciate it.”
“On the contrary, I've been told I'm quite an gppreciative person,” Doc assured her.

She eyed him. He decided there was a good ded of seriousness in her gaze. The redizaion hit him
suddenly.

“Thereis” she said, “a passenger arliner due in here from Boston at 9x o'clock. It stays here one hour,
while they refudl and check things, then it goes back to Boston.”



He didn't comment.

“Anyone with hdf hismarbles” she said, “would catch that plane back to Boston.”
“Isthat awaning?’

She nodded grimly. “You bet it is”

THERE was a comfortable chrome and red leather char in the cockpit and Doc Savage sank into this,
feding an abrupt need to rdax and think, for he was more confused than he had expected to be. He was
a0 bothered by the conviction that this quarrelsome girl was quite worried about him, or worried about
something, at least. He decided to ask some questions that would Sraighten out a little of the surface
confusion.

He said, “You answered to the name of Waden.”

“And why not?’ she asked curtly.

“Also to the name of Jane.”

“I'm Jane Wdden. Say, you are light on mentdity, aren't you?’

He pretended not to notice this insult, and remarked, “I recently encountered a young lady who
possessed certain characteristics of voice and dispostion Smilar to yours. She gave her name as Mix
Waden.”

“My kid 9s” said Jane.

“l see” Doc Savage said, noticing a flash of emotion, which he took to be darm, in Jane's eyes. “That
would account for the smilarity between you.”

“Dont,” said Jane, “foal yoursdlf about that Smilarity.”
1] B,]?i
“It's only on the surface. Under the skin, we're nothing dike.”

The digress in Jane's eyes, which she was trying to conced, disturbed Doc Savage aufficently that he
moved his gaze to the shore a few yards distant, where the thick cultivated shrubbery stood completely
moationlessin the dbnormadly bright and Hill air.

“I think you're worried about your Sgter,” he said.
“That'sright,” Jane said bluntly.
“WM!

“Because she's my sder, and because we're nothing dike, if you can get the difference through your
head. Mix likes trouble. | don't. Mix never worries. | do. Mix is dways getting involved in something
violent. | never do.”

“Is Mix involved in something violent now?’

“I'm efraid heis”



“What isit?’
“l don't know.”
Doc Savage frowned a her and asked, “Is that the truth?’

She pounced on this as if she had been seeking something to get angry about, and snapped, “That's
enough out of you, you big bunch of muscled | do you a favor and get caled a liar, which is about the
thanks | expected. But | don't like it, and I've decided | don't like you, and I'm not going to waste my
time on you. Get off this boat. If you've got hdf sense, which | doubt, youll catch that Boston plane. Or
day, if you want to, and get into more trouble than you can handle. Suit yoursdf. Either way, | wash my
hands of you. So go away. Best it!”

“l would prefer,” Doc said, “to discuss métters farther.”

“You would, would you!” she exclamed, her anger flaring. “I'll see about that.” She drew back into the
sumptuous cabin, but reappeared dmost immediaidy grasping a broom, which she flourished, saying,
“Get off this boat, or I'll whae you good!”

“You're not,” Doc said, “doing this very gracefully. | think you are so worried that it is meking your style
crude”

She didn't say anything more. He immediately concluded she was going to swat him with the broom, so
he stood up hedlily, facing the shore with the idea of escape, a move which possibly saved hislife

He discovered a man, a darkly sun-baked smdl-faced man who was a complete stranger, leaning
patidly through a shrub to am carefully with a revolver. Doc flopped down in the cockpit.

The gun's voice was agonishingly loud. Doc, on his Side, saw frightened birds leave the trees. He didn't
exactly diginguish the bullet sound from the gun roar, but he didn't ponder about that. He was convinced
the shot was meant for him. He crawled into the boat cabin. Jane stood frozen, broom upraised, and he
shoved her ahead of him sprawling into the cabin.

“Lie fla on the floor,” he advised. “I think the waterline will then be sufficdently above us to give
protection. These express boats are heavy and st rather deeply in the water.”

He thought, because of the extreme wordless horror she was regigering, that she had not knowingly
decoyed him for a bushwhacking.

Chapter IV

THERE was arich carpet on the cabin floor, findy woven and with a deep pile, but not, as Doc Savage
fervently wished were the case, possessing a nap two feet degp and made of bulletproof sted. He
wondered if he were wrong about the waterline being high enough outside to form a parapet, and got no
pleasure from the thought. There was not much ese on his mind for a moment or so, since being shot a
was an effective thought-suspender. This was not the firg timein his life he had been shot at, but he was
far from accustomed to it; he had heard soldiers say that it was possible to accept being shot a as a
naturd thing, dmogt, if you were exposed to enough of it, but he strongly doubted this. He could hear a
frightened seegull squdling.



“Arent you,” Jane asked, “going to do anything?’

He glanced at her, for a moment thinking she was unconcerned, but he saw she wasn't. She looked as
shocked as he fdlt.

“I'mdoing it now,” he said. “Is there a bilge in this thing big enough to crawl into?’
She shook her head, then examined him with what seemed to be surprise.

“So you're the famous Doc Savage I've been hearing about,” she remarked. “The notable Man of
Bronze, the terror of crooks, righter of wrongs, punisher of evildoers.”

He was irked by her disapproval.

“I'm wary of many things, severd of them being bullets” he informed her.

He didn' like the way she said, “Obvioudy.”

“Was thet fdlow apa of yours?’ he demanded.

“l didnt see him””

“He had asmdl face, brown hair, avery dark sunburn, and shoots left-handed.”
“l don't know him,” she said.

He was posgtive this was naot true.

“Aren't you going to fight back?’ she asked uneesly.

He shook his head. “This boat presents a wonderful target, and the dock is even more conspicuous. A
blind man with a paddle could hit anyone who tried to go from here to shore on the dock. No, thanks.”

He imagined the sniper had dready fled, snce the shot had made a conspicuous amount of noise in the
hotel grounds, but he did not intend to thrust any part of his person outside to test his theory.

He began wondering what would be the best method of extracting the truth, of which he was convinced
she had withheld a considerable amount, from Jane.

He had the same urge held had toward Mr. Hinch, the hoted manager, to grasp her firmly by the throat
and see what violence would fetch out. But he was restrained by an averson to begting a femae,
dthough she might deserveit.

No onein Yamouth, he reflected, seemed to be tdling him whole truths.

EVENTUALLY there were voices on shore which he identified as bdonging to hotd employees, and he
ventured out on deck, whereupon the hotd people, a waiter and a clerk of some sort, approached,
asking, “Did someone fire a shot?’



“It sounded like a shot,” Doc admitted. “1an't there alaw againg discharging fireermsin the town limits?’

The clerk said there was. “But the yacthamen like to take potshots at fish, and there's nathing much you
can do about it,” he added.

“Getting too close to someone with agun,” Doc agreed, “isto invite being shot at.”
“Thefish never seem to learn that,” the clerk said.
He and the other hotd man departed.

Jane eyed Doc Savage suspicioudy and demanded, “Why didn't you tdl them someone took a shot at
you?”

“That,” Doc said, “might have been hard on your nerves”
“You cdl thet chivary?’
“Perhaps.”

“I cdl it athreat,” she said grimly. “If you had told them you were shot at, you're implying, they would
have arrested me as an accomplice. Ian't that what you're saying?’

“Excitement,” Doc said, “is making you forget yoursdf.”

|

“It's making you forget to be quarrelsome.”

)

“What you need,” he said, “isa cup of coffee. That's what we both need, | imagine”

The gtare she gave him, he was pleased to see, was bewildered. He thought he had her confused, and he
liked that. Usualy women confused him, and he appreciated the novety of turning the tables.

Made dmog gay by his satisfaction, he bustled around, finding the gdley, locaing the coffee pot,
pumping water into it, and sarting the gas burner. He remarked, “This is a very home-like boat, it it?
So frequently these extremely fast craft have cramped accommodations.” He began messuring the coffee.

The quarrelsome young woman recovered some of her former manic with an effort and said, “That's no
way to make coffee! What are you trying to do, make paint-remover? One spoonful of coffee to the cup
isright, not five”

“You brew, and I'll serve,” Doc said gdlantly.

The cups he sdected were, fortunately, white, which was aso the gpproximate color of the powder
which he extracted from a phid that was in a amdl case with other glass phids in his pocket. The
powder, after he poured it into the cup he intended giving her, was not very noticeable, and he had the
added good luck to be able to pour her coffee fird, so that she did not notice the powder.

“Thisisterrible coffeg,” she said. “You ruined it before | took over.”
“What you're tagting,” he suggested, “mug be the acid in your own disposition.”

She seemed pleased, and drank it dl while trying to think of something quarrelsome to say to him.



AT the end of hdf an hour Jane was not entirdy adeep, but she was sufficently knocked out from the
effects of the potion he had administered that he no longer had to restrain her physicdly. In the intervd,
however, she redized she had been drugged, managed to scratch his nose, kick both of his shins, and
bite the padm of the hand which he was forced to damp over her mouth to muffle her attempt to yel.
Groggy now, she stared at him with vague rage, and her resstance, what there was, was not very wel
coordinated.

“Young lady,” hetold her, “I have plans for a conversation with you, which unfortunately, time does not
permit right now. There is a character named Disgppointed Smith who requires attention before it gets
too dark to find him. So I'm going to put you on ice urtl | return.”

He doubted if she understood him.

He scouted the ship's lazaret, the one that was a wine cellar, found it wel stocked, and sdlected a dark
rum noted for its odor. He gpplied a couple of spoonfuls of the beverage to the young woman's frock,
then replaced the bottle, satisfied that one whiff would convince anybody she was crocked.

She was heavier than he had expected, a good hundred and thirty pounds. He waked with her up the
dock and toward the swanky hotdl.

The entrance he made into the hotd was amorous-seeming enough to embarrass him, dthough he made it
through a side entrance, and, with an affectation of discretion, sent a bellboy for the desk clerk.

“Theyoung lady,” he explained, “has over-indulged dightly. | would like to obtain a room where she can
deep it off, and | would prefer to do this as discreetly as possible”

The hotd was displeased. He surmised that he was going to be thrown out, and hadtily gave his name,
which was effective to a limited extent. At leest he got the room. However, an assstant manager
accompanied him to the room, and by frowning an unspoken reminder that young ladies were not
permitted gentlemen in their rooms without benefit of a marriage certificate.

Doc made Jane comfortable.
“Thisis very kind of you,” he told the assstant manager, who showed no enthusasm.

Doc Savage |€ft the hotel, went to the Zipper, checked the fud tanks and found them full, cast off the
soringlines, Sarted the engines, got out the Yarmouth harbor chart and headed out to sea. The boat, he
found, was capable of remarkable speed.

Later he locked the whed for a short time and went below to find and examine the owner's certificate,
whereupon he fdt some darm. The boat didn't belong to Jane Walden. It belonged to someone named
Sanley K. Foreman.

Apparently he had stolen a boat. Thiswas piracy, a serious crime.

HE thought he might be able to reach Disgppointed Smith about nightfal, since this was the season when
the days were long, and the utter crysa darity of the superheated sky promised that daylight would
extend its fullest.

Provided, of course, that the phenomend red-whiskered Neptune was 4ill svimming, and had ressted



the blandishments of would-be rescuers and newsred photographers. Doc trusted, and rather believed,
that Disappointed Smith would ill be svimming.

The express cruiser, roaring like a powerful airplane, kept little more than her stern on the sea. The craft
hed been designed, as to hul and power plant, with nothing but unadulterated speed in mind, and the
designers had done a good job, because there was probably not another seaworthy vessel which could
have kept up with her. The boat was as powerful as Smith was reported to be.

Doc Savage gave the subject of Smith some thought. Discounting what he supposed to be lies which he
had been told about Smith's prowess, the red-whiskered young man dill stood out as phydcaly
remarkable. He was much more interesting as a subject for thought in other respects. Doc did not bdieve
Snith was insane. He didn't believe Smith's ancestors in the primeva past had necessarily been fish, and
he didnt think Smith was svimming to Bermuda. That was dl cockeyed. But he didnt fed that
Disappointed Smith's reasons for taking the swim would turn out to be cockeyed.

It would be safe to bet, Doc believed, that it would develop that Smith was paddling in the ocean, and at
just that particular spot in the ocean, for perfectly sound and sane reasons. Doc wasn't exactly sure why
he was convinced of this the feding having congeded as a result of untenable processes in his
subconscious mind, which had not yet come to the surface in his consciousness. That was probably the
way a psychiarist would explan it.

Anyone se would say it was a hunch.

Chapter V

FINDING Disappointed Smith proved to be no more difficult than locating an Income Tax collector on
March Fifteenth. He was the most conspicuous object in that part of the ocean, due to the presence of a
cabin cruiser, a yawl, a saysail rigged schooner, a doop and two Nova Scotia dinghies, dl drding the
spot, together with three arplanes overhead, and another seaplane resting on the water. Atop the latter, a
young man, wearing his cap backwards, was taking pictures with a 35-m.m. hand movie camera. He was
requesting, as Doc Savage arrived on the scene, “Do that one again, Disgppointed! That's good Stuff.”

Disappointed Smith proceeded to dive gracefully, Snk to some depth, turn, streak upward, and—Doc
could hardly bdlieve his eyes—turn a neat somersault while dmost completely out of the water.

“How was that, buddy?’ Disgppointed Smith asked the photographer.
“Great duff, better than Wesmuller,” said the young man with the camera.
“Now I'll give you my imitation of a passionate whae,” said Disgppointed Smith.

“Damn it, I'm getting short of film,” said the newsred man. “If the imitation isn't too long—here!l Here
you! Sheer offl Whatcha think you're doin', gettin' on a subway train?’

Thislast was directed a Doc Savage, who had sent his boat nosing into the scene of action.
“Get outa camerarangel” the young man added, belowing.

Disgppointed Smith, treading water gracefully, gazed a Doc Savage, and Doc had the impresson that
there was a consderable emation behind the red whiskers. He couldn't tdl what it was.

Presently Disappointed Smith delivered himsdf of a quotation. He quoted:



“Cut off evenin the blossoms of my sn,

“Unhousdl'd, disappointed, unanded,

“No reckoning made, but sent to my account,

“With dl my imperfections on my head.”

Doc Savage nodded gpprovingly and remarked, “From Shakespeare.”
“Ah,” said Disgppointed Smith. “A scholar and a gentleman, | see”

The newsred man was jumping about excitedly, thruging his head ingde his plane and demanding of
someone in there, “Cripes, havent you got another blank record for that recorder? Just one more
record? Did you hear what he just said? That's good.”

A weary voice indde the plane replied there were no more blanks, added that the owner was seasick,
and wished to know when in the hdll they were leaving.

Presently the cameraman ceased his legping about, faling to ogling Doc Savage. He had recognized Doc.
He gasped, “Holy Smoke, Doc Savage!” and clamped his camerato hiseye.

Disappointed Smith grinned at Doc Savage. “Y ou come to get my autograph?’ he asked.

DOC SAVAGE dhut off the express cruiser's large engines, which were idling, and leaned on the rall to
ingoect Smith. He remarked, “You seem to be in a more takative frame of mind than when the plane
found you.”

“l remember seaing you on the passenger plane,” said Disgppointed Smith. “Y ou were looking out of the
third window from the front.”

“True”
“You,” said Disgppointed Smith, “were the guy they asked if | were crazy. | could hear them.”
“Also true”

“l ds0 heard your answer,” continued Smith, “which seemed somewhat evasive, neither assuring them |
was sane or insane, hor giving a definite opinion. It was atypica doctor's answer, nothing that could be
pinned on you later.”

“Rigl,]t-n
“I,” sad Disgppointed Smith, “seem to be doing dl the talking.”
“True agan.”

The svimmer expanded his chest and bristled his whiskers. “I fed like talking,” he said. “This afternoon
has mdlowed me, because | like publicity, and I'm getting plenty of it. They're going to put me in the
newsreds. Later, | imaging some movie company will want to make me a star. Clark Gable and Johnny
Weismuller had better weatch out for their laurdls”

“| doubt it,” Doc said.

“Why?' asked Smith indignarty.



“Those whiskers” Doc assured him, “would frighten the patrons out of the theaters.”

“You're crazy. | know what effect these whiskers have on the ladies. They swoon when they see ‘em. Il
make Sinatra ashamed of himsalf.”

Doc Savage made no comment on this, but began removing his shirt and trousers and shoes.

Gazing a him in darm, Disgppointed Smith demanded, “What are you undressing for? What are you
going to do?’

“| thought | would try the svimming, too,” Doc said. “How isthe water?’

“Youd better not. There's sharks,” Smith said hadtily.

“The sharks aren't bothering you.”

“Only because they know me, and they're afraid to mess around with me.”

“Then you can protect me”

“Ligten, I'll feed you to them,” said Disappointed Smith, sounding rather grim, asif he meant this
Doc gave a quotation himsdif.

“The best enjoyment is hdf disgppointment to what we intend or would have in thisworld,” he said.

Disappointed Smith scowled, “Hey, you're seding my suff! | get it! You're a publicity hog yoursdf, and
you're trying to horn in.”

Doc Savage arranged a loop of rope over the Sde of the express cruiser so that he could dimb back
aboard without too much effort; then he poised at the rail and dived into the remarkably clear and not too
cold water. He came to the surface facing, and no more than two feet from, Disappointed Smith.

“Herel” sad Disgppointed Smith. “I don't like thid”

Doc Savage grasped a handful of red whiskers. They were red, and made an excelent hand-grip. He
and Disappointed Smith proceeded to have afight.

DOC SAVAGE had taken the precaution of filling his lungs with ar, which proved fortunate because his
opponent immediaidy adopted submarine tactics, dragging them both beneath the surface. For the firs
minute—and one minute under water is probably one of the longest minutes there is—Disgppointed
Smith did nothing, evidently being full of confidence in his own lagting ability. They rested motionless,
amog, in the glass-clear depths, able to see each other perfectly, and exchanging thoughtful looks. Ten
seconds more passed; twenty and thirty. Disappointed Smith suddenly endeavored to insart a thumb in
Doc's Ieft eye, but was discouraged when Doc gave the remarkable whiskers a hard yanking. The beard
seemed, under water, a brilliant, woodpecker-head red.

As they neared the two-minute mark under the surface, composure began to leave Smith. He made a
snaky movement with hislegs, attempting to clamp a wrestler's scissor hold around Doc's chest with the
idea of squeezing the supply of ar out of the bronze man's chest. Doc, however, managed to grasp one
of Smith'stoes. It was a large toe, an excdlent handhold, and Doc gave it a twising. A large bubble of
ar escaped Smith'slips, probably containing a shout of discomfort.



Mantaining a firm hold on Smith's chin foliage, Doc thrust the hed of his hand under Smith's nose,
shoved with that hand and pulled with the other, this forcing Smith's mouth agape. Presently there was
another bubble, followed by severd more, and Smith began to fight the fight of a drowning man, inflicing
some damage of a minor nature. Apparently he had waited too long to stage the flurry, because his
fighting changed to frantic grasping, and eventudly to the weakness of a suffocated man.

Doc swam to the surface with him, rather concerned about his own need for air.

Because of the darity of the sea, the men in the newsred plane, the occupants of the Nova Scotia
dinghies and three men on the yawl had been able to watch the fracas.

The spectators, innoculated by the excitement that invariably seems contagious around a fight, were
having some little difficulties of their own. The newsred cameraman, dancing in excitement, had
unwittingly stepped on the fabric-covered part of the segplane wing, and both legs had gone through,
causng him to become wedged like a cork in a bottle. The pilot of the plane, quite angry, was dimbing
from the cockpit waving a fire extinguisher which he asserted he intended employing to beat out the
cameraman's brains. The yawl helmsman, seeking to bring his craft closer, unfortunately jibed, knocking
one of his passengers overboard; a moment later he dso ran down one of the Nova Scotia clinks,
cgpszing the samdler craft. Another dinghy occupant caught a crab with his oars, and fdl overboard
himsdlf. Everyone concerned was expressing hisfedings as loudly as possible.

Doc Savage, becoming confused, at firg thought dl the belowing and splashing meant the spectators
were preparing to mob him. Alarmed, he swam feverishly to the Zipper, climbed aboard and, not
over-supplied with strength, dragged Disappointed Smith out of the water. Mantaning the soirit of the
moment, his foot dipped and he fdl back into the sea with Smith. He got Smith aboard on the second

attempt, though.

Holding Disgppointed Smith upside down, Doc drained mogt of the surplus water from the man, then
gpread him on the deck and administered atifica respiration in the conventional way. Almogt & once
Smith began to breathe and cough. Doc relieved him of the belt from which dangled the waterproof
pouches, then gave his attention to the surrounding confusion.

THE owner of the yawl was promisng to pay for the dinghy which he had run down, and take the
occupants home, which seemed satisfactory to those concerned. The man who had caught the crab with
his oars was back in his amdl craft with a foolish expression. The newsred cameraman had prudently
fdlen the rest of the way through the segplane wing into the ocean, and was ligening to the pilot express
himsdf. The pilot, now at the stage where he found it necessary to pause to think of additiona profanity,
seemed less enraged. Hefindly ended by assuring the cameraman he could swim back to Boston and be
damned. Doc Savage doubted that he would carry out the threat, and thought the plane was dill
arworthy.

“This” Doc Savage remarked, “seems to complete the rescue of Disgppointed Smith.”



Smith, Saging a remarkably quick recovery, managed to lift his head enough to observe the confuson.
He seemed particularly disturbed at discovering the cameraman in the water.

“Did you lose thet film you shot of me?’ Smith demanded in darm.
The pilot answered this, explaining, “All he lost was his dignity.”

Doc Savage observed the fire extinguisher which the pilot was holding, whereupon he reached ingde the
Zipper's cabin and secured a amdl extinguisher for himsdf, which he waved under Disappointed Smith's
nose.

“Would you,” Doc asked, “prefer to be peaceful? Or do you want meto try this on your head for fit?’
Smith sneezed out some water.

He quoted: “'Man mugt be disappointed with the lesser things of life before he can comprehend the full
vaue of the greater.”

Doc took this bit from the writings of Bulwer to mean that Smith preferred peace, glanced over the scene
to make doubly certain no one needed help, and started the Zipper's powerful engines.

The express cruiser svung gracefully under the hem, responded to the opened throttles, lifted its shining
bow out of the sea and proceeded to do better than forty knots with ease. Doc set the course for
Y armouth, reflecting that it would be well after dark before they reached the harbor.

He was aware that Disgppointed Smith was sudying himin a puzzled fashion, but he did not take the firg
step into conversation.

“What,” asked Smith suddenly, “did you use for ar?’
“The same thing you used,” Doc said.

Smith shook his head doubtfully. “1 can dive deeper and stay down longer than any man on earth. | know
what happened. | had been cutting capers for that newsred guy, and you caught me when | was out of
breath.”

“The whiskers helped,” Doc said.

Smith frowned, then nodded. “I never thought of it, but that's right. Like Sampson, my beard was my
undoing. When | fight on land, people get tangled in my whiskers and that keeps them close enough for
meto swat 'em. But this was different. Under water, amaen can't swat.”

“Sampson had hair, not whiskers, didn't he?” Doc suggested.

“Ummmmm,” Smith said. “Why'd you go to dl that trouble to rescue me?’
Doc amiled dightly.

“l am garting a collection of queer people,” he said. “You are number two.”
Confused, Smith lapsed into a lengthy slence.

THE night, a night of crygdline moonlight, enveloped the charging boat, and stars like a myriad of
jewded sparks appeared by magic, seemingly, againg the fountain-pen-ink-blue of the sky.
Phosphorescence, the weird phenomena usudly most often present in tropicad seas, was pronounced



here tonight; it stretched a sraight lance of fire in the water behind them.
“Dont you,” Disappointed Smith asked suddenly, “want to know why | was svimming?’

Doc Savage was leaning back comfortably, keeping the course draight by resting a foot idy on the
whed.

He said, “Y ou were on your way to Bermuda?’

Smith snorted. The snort was an inquiry whether Doc bdlieved that.
“No, | don't believeit,” Doc said.

“Ummmmm,” Smith said.

“You're not crazy, either,” Doc added.

Snith grunted as though he would have preferred to be thought mentaly unbaanced. He seemed
worried, the concern having grown congderably since Doc's remark about making a collection.

“Do you,” Doc asked abruptly, “know a ship broker named S Hedges?’
Smith seemed rdieved. “No!” he said indantly.

“Your answer,” said Doc, “indicates you are relieved & the chance to tdl alie”
“I like to keep in practice,” Smith said uneedly.

“S Hedgesislikdy to get you into trouble.”

“That little saint? Pah!”

“Maybe he isnt asant.”

“Bogh!” said Disgppointed Smith. “S Hedges is so pure, soap won't lather on him.”
“Soap,” Doc suggested, “doesntt lather in hard water, ether.”

“S Hedges it hard water. He's milk and honey.”

“Y ou might be deceived.”

“l was once,” said Smith. “But it was back in 1934.”

Doc Savage purpossfully let a silence fdl, and watched Disgppointed Smith's reaction to the thinking he
was doing. The man's red whiskers were quite expressive, and presently they began to bridle asif ther
owner was, in examining the thoughts that moved in his mind, finding more cause for darm.

“What's S Hedges done to me?’ Smith demanded.
“Plenty.”

“For example?’

“He has given you a lit persondity.”

“Whet the hdl!” exdlamed Disappointed Smith.



“Exactly,” Doc said. “Very digressng. And | imagine you will find it more embarrassing as time passes.”
“l don't,” said Smith, “get what you're driving a.”

Doc Savage explained fully, saying, “I had a business gppointment with S Hedges to buy boats, and
ariving a hishotd, | found evidences of violence in his room. | was assured by a Mr. Hinch, and by a
quarrdsome young lady named Mix Waden, that you and Mr. Hedges were one and the same
individud, and that you had disarrayed the room as a practica joke. Naturdly | became obsessed with
curiogty as to whether you and S Hedges were actudly one and the same. You have just straightened
me out on the matter.”

“Hdl!” shouted Disgppointed Smith. “I'm S Hedges! Sure I'm S Hedges!”
“A lie should never be spoken loudly,” Doc suggested.

Disgppointed Smith pulled a his whiskers gloomily. “You tricked me” he complained. Presently he
produced a quotation: “'He who expects much will be often disappointed; yet disappointment seldom
cures us of expectation, or has any other effect than that of producing a mord sentence or peevish
exclamation.”

And that was the last sound out of him until they got to Y armouth.

Chapter VI

THE seegulls were flying at night and cirrus cloud like wisping mare's tails was traveling very high in the
sky, two sgns of gpproaching change in the weather.

Doc eased the Zipper into the hotd dock in Yarmouth harbor, lad it againg the fenders with a brief
surge of the port engine, dropped the springline loops over the dock bollards, and looked up to find
himsdf confronted by an angry policeman.

There were three policemen in fact—a s0 a conservatively-dressed gentleman who looked as if he might
be thar superior, the assstant manager of the hotd, the latter the man who had grudgingly rented Doc the
room for Jane Wa den, and another man, in the we coming committee,

Everyone seemed to blaze flaghlightsin Doc's eyes at once.

“All right, don't start anything,” said one of the policemen in a determined tone. “Keep your hands in
view, and come ashore peaceable.”

Disappointed Smith whistled, suddenly quite cheerful. “Looks like a reception,” he remarked.
Doc Savage frowned and asked, “Do you gentlemen know what you're doing?’

The consarvatively dressed man spoke grimly. “I'm Inspector Carlew of the Yarmouth constabulary. Are
you Doc Savege?’

“I'm Doc Savage,” Doc admitted.
“You are hereby advised that you are under arrest, Mr. Savage,” sad Inspector Carlew.
Amazed, Doc Savage demanded, “On what charges?’



The response came from successive individuds

“lllegdly adminigtering a narcotic drug to a young woman,” advised Inspector Carlew.
“Engaging a hotel room for illegd purposes,” added the hotd assstant manager.
“Suspicion of kidnapping,” said a uniformed policeman.

“An act of piracy,” growled another man.

This gpparently completed the roster of charges for the time being, because a slence fdl, a wating
dillness which Disappointed Smith shortly broke with a pleased chuckle, and an offer: “Could | get my
little two-bits worth of assault and battery in the kettle? He jumped in the ocean with me and tried to
drown me.”

Doc Savage was craning his neck to see who had accused him of piracy, the felow's voice having struck
him as somewhat familiar. The man, it developed, was not a complete stranger.

The man, darkly tanned and well-dressed, was the fdlow who had earlier in the afternoon joined Doc
while he was looking at the thermometer, and dropped a couple of remarks about the weather and about
the suggestion that a smart man would catch the firg plane back to the States.

“Who are you?’ Doc asked.

The man, wrath in his hard, ally voice, said, “I an S. K. Foreman, and it happens to be my boat you
gole”

“Borrowed,” Doc corrected. “Not stole.”
Foreman snorted violently. “1 doubt if you will be able to show a judge the difference.”
Doc turned to the Inspector. “Just what started thislegd excitement.”

“You are aman of consderable reputation and prestige, Mr. Savage,” sad the Inspector grimly. “Buit it
doesn't entitle you to assault hotel employees and remove a young lady vidlently from the premises. Not
in'Yarmouth, it doesn't.”

STARTLED, Doc Savage eyed the policeman, and he had the impresson that hed never seen a more
unfriendly looking bunch of lawmen. The last charge, assaulting hotel employees and kidnapping young
ladies, led him to think automaticdly of Mr. Hinch. But he hadn't lad a hand on Mr. Hinch, only
considered doing s0. Not that he suspected Mr. Hinch wouldn't trump up a chargeif it were profitable.

“Where” Doc asked, “did | commit this lagt crime?’

The response came from the assstant manager of the Royd East, who explained, “A number of
men—we are not definitdy sure how many—entered the Roya East by the service entrance, obtained
the sarvice elevator by force, fird tdling the elevator operator that Doc Savage had sent them, then,
when the operator demurred, struck him severa times, fracturing his jaw. Following this, they took the
sarvice lift to the upper floors, and removed the young lady whom you had registered as Miss Jane
Wadden.”

As the explanaion ended, Doc Savage happened by chance to glance a Disgppointed Smith. He was
dartled a the shock which Smith was regisering. Smith, redizing he was under scrutiny, hurriedly
composed himsdf.



Doc addressed the assstant manager of the hotd. “Removed the young lady, you say? You mean they
kidnapped her?’

“They took her away, dill unconscious,” the hotel man said. “I don't know the exact legd terminology for
the act.”

“And they sad | sent them?’
“Exactly.”
“What,” Doc demanded, “did they look like?’

The Inspector made a gesture with his flashlight, interrupting, “I fall to see that thisis the time or place for
adiscusson. Mr. Savage, you understand that you are under arrest?’

“Did one of the men,” Doc asked, “have a amdl face? Was he darkly sun-burned, and left-handed?’
“One of them answered that description,” admitted Inspector Carlew.

“Thet man took a shot & me,” Doc said.

“When?’

“Jud prior to my bringing Jane Waden to the hotdl.”

The Inspector scowled at Doc Savage.

“Why,” he demanded, “didn't you report being shot at?’

“l didn't have time”

The Inspector, ill frowning, said, “You should have taken time. When a man gets shot &, someone has
attempted a cgpitd crime. And incidentdly, conceding such an attempt from the authorities is dso an

illegd act.”
“I'm tdling you about it now, so how could | be conceding it,” Doc pointed out.

Disappointed Smith cleared histhroat and said loudly, “ Savage is quilty of everything in the book. Throw
himinjal, and you won't make any mistake.”

Everyone looked a Smith, who presented a griking spectacle, clad only in bething trunks and with his
beard tangled and bristling.

Doc Savage indicated Smith and asked, Y ou gentlemen know this fellow, don't you?’
“Ian't he the one who was going to swim across the ocean?’ the Inspector demanded.

Doc nodded. “He dso took shots a various people who attempted, out of the goodness of their hearts,
to rescue hm.”

“Now wait aminute” exclamed Disgppointed Smithin darm. “| didn't am a—"
“A man who performs such acts,” Doc added, “is not a safe person to be alowed abroad in society.”
“Ligen, | didn't shoot at anybody!” Smith gasped. “I only did alittle scaring.”



Inspector Carlew gave a 9gn to one of the constables. “Take him into custody,” he said.
“You can't arrest mel” Smith yelled.

This stlatement proved overly optimigtic, because presently there were handcuffs on hiswrigts.

THE jal, like mogt jails, had not been constructed with the thought of encouraging the occupants to make
areturn vigt. The night was oppressively hot, and whatever indination to deep Doc Savage might have
had was dispeled by the unrest of Disgppointed Smith, who, with two pugnacioudy intoxicated
gentlemen, seemed to be the only other dients The drunks were heaved in after Doc and Smith arrived.
For a few minutes they were very noisy, but Smith put his face to the bars and said, “ Shaddup, or I'll
kick the viscera out of both of you!” Both soaks looked a Smith's hell-colored whiskers, a Sght which
shocked them into slence,

Thejall corridor received a bright bath of light from naked dectric bulbs. Doc Savage watched Smith
thoughtfully while the latter endeavored to lie on a cot and relax, an atempt which faled. Then,
successvely, Smith stared out of the cell window, tried unsuccessfully to tear out the bars with his hands,
gaed a the two cowed inebriates, and findly began pacing his cell, gradudly increasing his speed urtil
he was dmogt trotting. Smith was as uneasy as afleaon agriddie

“Youll get out of breath,” Doc said.
Snith jerked to a stop. “You got meinto thid” he growled.

“Takeit easy and youll last longer,” Doc advised. “Youll wear your legs down to sumps, a that speed.
You'e likdy to have years of it ahead of you, you know.”

Smith was extremdy distressed by this. “I wish I'd never met you,” he said.
“You're going to wish it dill more,” Doc informed him, “unless you tdl the whole truth about this affair.”
Smith snorted. “You're not doing so wdl. You'reinjal, too.” But he didn't get much conviction into it.

The door a the end of the corridor flung open, two constables entered, unlocked the door of Doc
Savage's cdl, and invited him out.

Doc grinned at Disappointed Smith's discouraged look, and said, “You see. I'm dready free”

One of the congtables cheered Smith congderably by tdling Doc, “You're only being taken to the
Inspector's office to answer some questions.”

INSPECTOR CARLEW exhibited a better frame of mind. He indicated a chair, and pushed cigarettes
across the desk, asking, “ Care to smoke?’

“Have you found that gifl?” Doc demanded.

The Inspector shook his head. “As a matter of fact, | was hoping you could hdp us with that.”

Doc Savage leaned back. “I've got a Sory to tdl you,” he said. “ So ligen.”

For the next five minutes, Doc talked carefully, not hestating particularly anywhere, but not hurrying, and



checking each statement with his memory for accuracy as he went dong. When he finished, he had
presented a complete story of events from the time he had received the telephone cal about the boats for
sde.

“That's the whole higtory,” he finished. “Now you know why | can't tdl you where the girl is, or who got
her, or anything dse”

Inspector Carlew lifted his cigarette to hislips, pulled smoke into his lungs, blew the smoke in a foaming
flood across the desk top, after which he fdl to examining his fingernails Doc Savage, astonished,
redlized the Inspector hadn't believed the story.

“What,” Doc demanded, “makes you think I'm aliar?’

Sightly irked, the Inspector said, “I havent said | disbelieved you.”

“That isn't good for Jane Waden,” Doc said.

The Inspector looked up swiftly. “Why?’

“Because” Doc sad, “I think she'sin danger, pretty serious danger.”

“What do you mean by that?’

“I mean that her life may be menaced. Or worse, she may have been murdered aready.”
“How do you know that?’

“l don't know it. | just think it.”

Inspector Carlew placed his cigarette on an ashtray, then used the hand that had held it to levd an
accusng and threstening gesture at Doc Savage. He said angrily, “I demand to know why she's in
danger, and where she ig”

Doc Savage revised an earlier opinion that the Inspector might be a pretty good guy, if dightly
overzedous. He decided the Inspector was a pompous ignoramus.

WHILE Doc Savage and Inspector Carlew were dill eyeing each other, the inspector with arrogant
dishdief and Doc with newly acquired disrespect, a congtable thrugt his red face indde the room and
announced, “Mr. Foreman and the magidrate are here”

“I'l see them now,” said the Inspector. “ Send them in.”

Stanley K. Foreman, owner of the Zipper, gave Doc an unpleasant glance and addressed the Inspector.
“Magigrate Silling has been kind enough to prepare the charges agang this man, together with
afidavits which | will Sgn now.”

Doc Savage frowned. “Charges agang me?’ he demanded.

“Thet'sright.”

“Why dl the rush?’

“I live on Parade Idand,” Foreman snapped. “1 want to get home, away from this heat. | wish to leave



immediatdy, and the Magistrate was kind enough to codperate.”

“You're dearing out of here a once?’ Doc asked.

“I'mleaving. Yes”

“Inkind of a hurry, aren't you? Y ou're not, by any chance, afraid of something that might happen?’

Stanley Foreman's face did a quick change from suave mahogany to enraged bull-red coloring. He said,
“What have | got to be afraid of? Y ou're the one who isin trouble. Y ou're the pirate who took my boat.”

“l can explain that,” Doc said.
“l hope you can—to the judge. And it better be good,” Foreman said grimly.

“But you,” Doc said sharply, “had better have a story, too. Only | doubt if you can dig up a good enough
one”

He was disappointed when this had the effect of sartling Foreman into making a retrest into silence. The
men clamped his lips indignantly, and didn't open them again, causing Doc to decide that the fdlow had
better be considered as one of the dark animdsin the cave of mystery.

There were, Doc decided, some dubious points about Foreman. It was a suspicious coincidence that
Foreman had happened to stand dongside him when he was looking at the thermometer, and remark that
asmart man would be getting back to Boston in a hurry. Also, Foreman seemed atrifle over-vindictive in
filing the piracy charge, dthough it was understandable that a man who owned such a fine boat wouldn't
want strangers borrowing it. But Doc mentaly attached to Foreman atag marked “ suspicious.”

Inspector Carlew was glowering at Doc Savage.
“Y ou've got to stop trumping up false charges againg respectable people!” he snapped.

Doc's temper dipped.
“Dont tdl me what to do, you nincompoop,” he sad irately.

He knew, when it was too late to recdl the words, that he had made a tactical blunder. It was not good
policy, regardless of whether or not the Ingpector was a nincompoop, to cdl him one, snce it
automaticaly insured the Inspector's interest in kegping Doc in jal. This would have been the case
whether the Inspector was a dope, or not. Visons of an extended residence in the Yarmouth jal began
to assail Doc, unpleasantly.

He was dill angry, and he didn' like jals, and these two facts joined together in his mind, garting an
emotiond landdide which broke out in a rash of action. He decided to leave, and since peaceful
departure wasn't practical, to leave violently.

Doc grasped the Inspector's desk and overturned it, upsetting the Inspector, and aso knocking Stanley
K. Foreman to his knees. The astonished constable said, “Here! Here! None of that!” The magidrate,
Mr. Spilling, withdrew two paces and placed his hands on both cheeks, like an darmed schoolgirl.

The congtable attempted to intercept Doc as he made for the door, but was successfully deposited on the
floor by a quick stop and an outthrust foot. Doc noted, with pleasure, that the door had a lock that could
only be locked with a key; and the key was in the keyhole. He changed the key to the other side, and
locked the door as he departed.



The route to the street, down a hdl and through a door, was without obstacle.

He began waking rapidly. With disagreesble speed his rage evaporated, bailing out of his mind and
leaving as a nasty residue the certainty that he had probably made afool out of himsdf. It had been done
neatly and quickly, but it hadn't been the thing to do.

Presently afemde voice spoke near his shoulder.

“I've been waiting around for you to get out,” it said.

Chapter VII

THE effect of having Mix Walden, the number one quarrelsome girl, accost him was somewhat like being
hit by two kinds of lightning, the fird bolt being amazement that anyone could have approached him
unobserved, and the second just norma astonishment. He found some difficulty in recovering his bresth.

“You gave me adart,” he remarked.
“After the way you jumped,” she said, “you'd better look and see if you're dill Sanding in your shoes.”

He saw that it was no marve that she had approached him unobserved, because she hadn't. She had
amply been waiting in a doorway which he had passed, mantled in darkness, and she had leaned out to
accost him.

“l saw them yank you into ther jal,” Mix Walden added. “So | waited around. | don't like you, and |
don't trust you, but | figured they weren't man enough to keep you injal very long.”

“Thank you,” Doc said, “for the vote of confidence.”

“Confidence nothing! With your reputation, | knew they wouldn't lock you up. The worse they would do
was et you go with a reprimand.”

“They didnt exactly let me go,” Doc explained.

“Sure they did. You're out, aren't you?’

“I didn't leave with the proper ceremonies, however. | bdieve they will cdl it bresking jail.”
Mix Waden sounded darmed. “Y ou mean you busted out?’

“yes”

“Did you conk anybody?’

“Unfortunately, | had to do some shoving and upsetting.”

Mix grabbed his am in darm. “Come on! We can't stand around here if you broke jal! Theyll be
looking for you. They'll be—" She stared a his face in fright. “Or will they? You didn't knock anybody
off, did you?’

“Hardly.”

“Comeon,” Mix ordered. “If you shoved that Inspector Carlew, hell be as mad as a hornet. | know that
pompous little fuddyduddy.”



Doc Savage permitted himsdf to be yanked into an dley where the going was very uncomfortable on his
ankles, the paving seeming to be composed entirdy of round stones about the size of footbals. “Do you,”
he asked, “know where you're going?’

“l hope to tdl you,” sad Mix.
“Isit a safe place?’
“You won' find a cop there,” Mix said. “But | can't guarantee you won't have your pocket picked.”

After some fifteen minutes of twigtings and turnings, Doc found himsdf halted, and Mix rapping some sort
of a 9gnd on a door, in which a peephole presently flew open, permitting them a view of a
villainous-looking eye.

“Open up, Clarence,” Mix said.

Clarence started to unbar the door, then became cautious and returned his eye to the peephole to
demand, “Who's that you got with you, Mix?’

“Thisis Joe Blow from Boston. He just punched Inspector Carlew in the nose, and he's on the lam,” Mix
sad.

Clarence opened the door with pleasure. “Make yoursdf a home, Joe,” he said happily. “ Soaked prissy
Carlew one, did you. By gally, that's great.”

“He spit in Carlew's eye, and dso broke two of hisribs” Mix added.
Doc whispered, “Dontt lay it on so thick.”

They were escorted to a corner tablein aroom so dimly lighted that Doc fdt like sriking matches to see
where he was going. The joint, he decided, was some kind of whisper-low, dthough what a speak-easy
was doing in Nova Scotia, he didn't know.

Mix must have read his thoughts, because she explained, “Clarence used to run a speak in New York,
but they chased him out and he has to live here. He gets avful homesick for the old days, and keeps this
place so hell fed more a home”

Doc took this explanation with some sdt. He thought it might be wel to heed her firs warning about
getting his pocket picked.

CLARENCE brought them two glasses and a bottle which Doc fdt, from the odor, must contain varnish
remove.

“Jugt some hot coffee, please,” Doc sad.
“Hdl!"" Clarence said. He was insulted.
“My pa wants coffee for a chaser,” Mix explained.

Clarence pointed at the bottle and said, “That's the chaser. I'm going after the quff that it chases now.”
He strode off.

“If you don't drink, pour it on the floor,” Mix suggested. “Clarence will fed hurt if he thinks you're not



accepting his hospitdlity.”
“It1l probably eat holesin the floor,” Doc said dubioudy.

Mix leaned across the table, lowered her voice, and got down to business. “Ligen, you taked to my
ggter, didn't you?’ she demanded.

Doc admitted that he had. He didn't add thet he had fed her Sster a Mickey.

“The reason | waited around thejail for you,” said Mix, “is because I'm worried about Jane.”
“I'm worried about her, too,” Doc admitted.

“You got her into amess, didn't you?” Mix demanded.

“|—wel—not intentionaly.”

“You,” said Mix, “fed her knockout drops.”

“Did I1”

“Dont kid around with me, brother. | know you did, and so do the cops.”

“How did they find it out?’ Doc asked curioudy.

“The assstant manager of the hotel was suspicious, and he had the hotel physcian go up to Jane's room,
and he saw she had been drugged. There wasn't any liquor on her breath. It was on her dress. And Jane
doesn't drink, anyway.”

Doc Savage decided it would be prudent to say nothing, and he did so.
Mix gave him a grim look.

“You got Janeintoit,” she said. “Now, pdl, it's up to you to get her out!”
“How?

“By finding her, supid!”

Clarence returned at this point with a second bottle, the contents of which accomplished what Doc had
believed was impossble—smdling worse than the firg bottle. Clarence had another glass, hefilled it, and
thers. “Herés to Inspector Carlew, the pussy-face” sad Clarence. “May dl of his children be
ant-eaters.”

They were, Doc saw with horror, going to have to partake of the beverage, or inault Clarence. At this
point, Doc had a flash of wisdom, and, shoving back his chair noisly, made a grand gesture, severd of
them, lifted the glass to his lips, swalowed roundly, and sat it down empty. He patted his lips ddicately
and sad, “It would be a shame to spoil such a gentlemanly potion with a chaser.”

Clarence looked gtartled, but drank his own glass empty, and for a moment it seemed he was going to go
unscathed. Then he said, “Whoeee!” hoarsely, and began to slamp the floor and flap his hands againgt his
middle asif trying to cool off the interior. He said, “Whoeeeee!” again, tried to say more, but the words
seemed to balk at going from his lungs into the route the liquor had traversed. He walked off samping
hard on the floor, looking dazed.



Mix was wiping tears out of her eyes, dthough she had taken only a sip.
“My God, have you got a lead-lined throat?’ she demanded.
Doc gmiled and remarked, “Not a bad beverage, not at dl.”

Pleased with the impresson held made, he decided never to reved that hed exercised a little of what
megidans cal misdirection, and poured the potion on the floor instead of drinking it.

“Brother,” Mix said, “youd better find Jane. And | mean find her before anything ugly happens to her.”
“Udly?’
Mix made a gesture of drawing her finger across her throat. “Like this”

Doc found the implication that Jane might have her throat cut sobering and shocking. “You think she'sin
that kind of danger?”’

“l know sheis” Mix said, nodding violently.
“Jugt why,” Doc asked, “do you know it?’
“Because | know.”

“Come on, tdl the whole story,” Doc directed. “If you want me to help your sster, youve got to
coOperate with me.”

He watched Mix's reaction to his demand with growing amazement. Her emotions were strong ones,
strong enough to leave dearly discernible paths on her face. Mix wanted, he was sure, to talk fully and a
length, and he thought for a moment, when hope widened her eyes, that she was going to do so. But the
hope fled, chased by a harsh animd of fear, and her eyes dropped. Presently she shook her head dowly.
She was afraid to talk.

“Youve got to find it out yoursdf,” she said.
“Afrad?’
She nodded. “You bet.”

Deciding to learn what dynamite would do to her emotions, Doc said, “By being a coward, you're going
to be quilty of killing your sster, if she dies. Asquilty asif you had murdered her yoursdf.”

This created dl the effects he had expected, horror, shock, terror rigng to a violence that made Mix
physcdly ill. But, as it had a moment ago, the fear came and sedled her lips.

“l guess I'm no good,” she sad inadull voice. “I'm &frad to talk.”

That, Doc Savage felt, was the find word. He leaned back, his expectations dying a hard death while he
kept his face composed. He didn't think anything less than a miracle would get the tory out of Mix,
which presented him with a problem: he'd have to try something else.

“You,” he sad quitly, “are a sucker.”
“I love Jane, but I'm afraid,” Mix said, obvioudy fighting back tears.

“Thewhale lat of you are suckers,” Doc continued. “You see, | know about S Hedges.”



She kept her eyes on the table. “1 suppose you got it out of Disgppointed Smith that he wasn't dso S
Hedges.”

Doc shook his head.

“Disgppointed Smith isthe worst sucker of dl,” he said. “Because the poor loud-mouth probably doesn't
know what he is doing.”

He was diding on thin ice in making this statement, because it was voicing an idea dmog too intangible to
be a guess, but he was gratified at the Sartled expresson on Mix's face. She stared at himin darm.

“Say, how much do you know?’ she demanded.
Doc decided this was a place where the truth would be mistaken for alie
“l don't know athing,” he said.

“If you know they only got Disappointed Smith to—" Mix stopped, and for a moment she fought down
terror. “You'relying! You know the whole story!”

Doc gave her an inscrutable ook, hoping this would help convince her he redlly knew his way around in
the jungle of mygery.

Mix's darm grew.

“Do you know what they did to S Hedges?’ she demanded.
“Thet,” Doc said, “isgoing to be taken care of.”

“You know where Hedges id” she gasped.

Doc continued to look enigmétic, adthough he wondered profoundly whether she was referring to S
Hedges in reasonable hedlth, or to his body.

He didn't learn the answer at this point, because Mix Waden suddenly gasped, “I'm afraid of you! | don't
want anything more to do with you!”

She fled.

DOC SAVAGE remained seated only until Mix vanished through the door, then he sprang to hisfeet and
hurried to the bar, where Clarence, the proprietor, was taking repeated sps of ice water and feding
exparimentdly of histhroat, asif to ascertain whether there were any leaks.

“Clarence, isthere a back door to this dump?’ Doc demanded.
“Side door,” Clarence said, in a voice Smilar to two pieces of sandpaper being rubbed together.
“Thanks” Doc said.

“Wait aminute” Clarence croaked. “Got a gift for you, because youre afriend of mine” He withdrew a
flagon from under the bar and extended it. “Here's a bottle of the same you had a drink of. Minute | saw
how you enjoyed it, | said to mysdf: My friend will want to take home a bottle. Compliments of the
house.”



Doc accepted the battle of lion-killer with a little bow.
“Thank you, Clarence,” he said.

He inserted the flagon of brew in his pocket as he Ift the establishment, feding he might find some good
use for it; and in any event the bottle, if grasped firmly by the neck, would make an excdlent
skull-cracker.

Chapter VIII

DOC SAVAGE was adle to pick up Mix Waden's trall and follow her. There was no particular magic
about this, because the streetsin that part of town had gpparently been laid out by some early-day settler
who had, in deciding where each street should be, turned a blind ox loose and followed its meanderings.
Doc took one chance, guessing that Mix would head toward the man part of town, and this she did. By
congderable sorinting and ducking and dodging, he kept her in Sght until she reached the central business
didrict, where it was easier.

Eventudly Mix disappeared into a second-rate flea-trap of a hotel, an even more disreputable looking
hogtery than Mr. Hinch's Central House.

Doc Savage proceeded nearly to make a serious error in starting to walk directly into the place. He saw,
bardly in time, Mix Waden coming out of the lobby with two worried and dishonest-looking men. There
was nathing for Doc to do but step three paces to the left, squat behind two large ash cans, and hope for
the best.

Mix and the two men paused a the stoop for a paaver.

“| don't see how the hdl he found out,” one of the men said.
“Wel, he did,” Mix said grimly.

“| thought we had him sewed up injail,” said the second man.
“Héesnot injal now,” Mix said.

“He didn't tdl Inspector Carlew anything.” The man rubbed his jaw angrily. “If he knows so much, why
didn't he pill it to Carlew?’

“Maybe because he saw Carlew is a nitwit.”
“Um-m-m-m-m.”

“| think you've got something there,” the second man told Mix. “Savage is an old hand at this sort of
thing, and he probably wouldn't bother to ring in a lightweaght like Carlew.”

“l wish to God,” the other man said, “that | was a the South Pole, or some other nice safe place.”

The glimpse Doc Savage had had of the pair had not been satisfactory, disclosing only thet they were
men of medium size, rather overdressed in a hard masculine way. The part about their being disreputable



hed been a soundly-based guess. He didn't dare take a second look at them now, but from their voices
he surmised they were from some mid-western city, possibly Chicago, and not from the upper socid
dratum.

Mix asked, “Wdl, what are you going to do about it?’

“If we could only move S Hedges before Savage gets to him, it would be ahdp.”
The second man said, “That's our only chance, as| seeit”

“Let'sget it donel” thefirg said urgently.

Fortunately they walked to ther new destination, and did not look back too often.

THE house wore its higory on its face. It had been built by a retired sea cgptain about Sxty years ago,
because it was a topheavy old manse of that era; and dso there was a smdl railed porch at the highest
cupola, this being an architecturd horror of that period, known as a captain's bridge, which retired sea
captains invariably incorporated in their homes. There was enough gnarled shrubbery in the yard to
encourage Doc to try to reach awindow, after Mix and her two friends made a dash insgde. He surmised
things were going to move fast. And they did.

Someone in the black shadow at the foot of a bush grabbed hisleft leg.
Doc kicked the someonein the ssomach.
Whoever it was folded double like a jackknife and made goose-like hissng sounds.

Men started coming out of the front door of the house; the two who had been with Mix, two more, and
dl of them looking and acting quite hedthy, which made it a difficult matter to say which one was S
Hedges. Mix followed them, and the group seemed intent on leaving the house, but, upon hearing the
goose-hissing noises of the man Doc had kicked, they hated.

Doc made his voice loud and thregiful.
He said, “The place is surrounded. Hands up, you people!”

A rifle of indecison swept the group on the porch. Then Mix lifted her hands, and the others followed the
example with noticegble reluctance. One man held his hands out from his sdes, apparently unable to
decide to raise them, and began to tremble. He was, Doc fdt sure, the smal-faced man who had taken
the potshot a him from the Royd East hotd grounds.

Doc was pleased.

“All right, men,” he said, gill more loudly. “Keep them covered, and at the firgt fase move, fill them full of
lead!”

This seemed effective. The man Doc had kicked was 4ill hissng loudly, but by spurts now, trying to get
ar back behind hisjolted solar plexus. Doc tried to kick him again, but missed.

“S Hedges!” Doc cdled loudly. “Si, come on out of there!”

He was not completely surprised—he had begun to suspect Hedges was one of the group—when a
dender, studious-ooking young man separated himsdf from the porch clugter.



Doc ordered, “Hedges, come herel”

He had intended to have S Hedges collect any wegpons the others might have, but the fraternd ar
between Hedges and the others discouraged the idea.

S Hedges stepped off the porch and came toward Doc.

The man on the ground a Doc's feet stood up suddenly and took aswing at Doc, landing a grazing blow
on Doc's head. The man was Disgppointed Smith, and he was 4ill groggy, or the punch might have
brained Doc. Asit was his head fdt for amoment asif it housed severd danging schoolbells.

S Hedges stopped, amazed.
Disappointed Smith said, “Kick mein the bely, will you!” and tried to hit Doc again, unsuccessfully.
“Hdl! They ain't copsl” Thisfrom the porch.

Figd fire and noise, dso from the porch. Doc flung himsdf down and rolled, changing his postion. It
sounded to him as though there were twenty or so shots, in about a fourth that many seconds.

Disgppointed Smith went down. He wasn't hit, nor scared, ether. He said, “I'll break ther damned backs
for thig”

The shooting stopped. Feet clattered. Doc lifted his head. The gunners had fled back into the house. Mix
Waden was lying on the porch. S Hedges was standing in the yard with his hands fodlishly upraised.

Doc ran for the house.
“Wait for mel” said Disgppointed Smith. “The stinkers” he added.

Doc dowed his pace, not to acquire Disgppointed as a reinforcement, but because he didn't consider it
discreet to have the red-whiskered giant at his back.

Disappointed reached out and collared S Hedges in passing. “Come on, honesty and righteousness” he
sad, and hauled Hedges dong bodily without seeming to exert himsdf.

They et foot on the porch, and a bullet came through a window, bringing broken glass.

Disappointed Smith threw S Hedges on the floor againg the house and fdl on top of him. Doc was a
litle faster in getting down. “Ouch!” said Disgppointed Smith to Hedges. “What have you got in your
pocket, prissy?’

Hedges didn't say anything.

Mix raised her head, asked, “Whatll | do?’

“Areyou hit?’

“l don't know,” she admitted. “I'm so scared | probably couldn't tell.”

Somebody in the house said, “Get outa the way, Mix, so we can do some shooting.”



Mix promptly rolled off the porch, taking up a position flat on the ground.
Disappointed Smith gave a grunt of pleasure.
“Sweetness and Light has got agun,” he said.
He rdieved S Hedges of the gun, and proceeded to fireit into the house.

THROUGHOUT the neighborhood windows were flying up and disturbed citizens were demanding what
was happening. Two dogs began barking excitedly. Doc Savage hugged the wadll, and gave part of his
atention to watching Disgppointed Smith and counting the bullets which Smith fired from the captured
revolver. Three times, Smith had shot. Now he discharged a fourth shot, and evidently hit, or badly
terrified someone, because there was a cry.

“Come outa there crawling!” Disgppointed Smith shouted. “Or I'll polish off the whole pack of you!”

Exactly the opposite happened. The defenders of the house fled out the back door. Doc Savage sprang
up and raced toward the rear, ariving intime to see the men diving into a garage door. A moment later, a
car burst from the other end of the garage, careened into the street, and fled.

Wham! Smith's captured gun blew the night apart from a point near Doc's ear.
The car proceeded unscathed, logng itsdf from sght and sound.

Indignantly, Disappointed Smith shook S Hedges, whom he had dragged dong. “You jiggled my arm
and made me miss” Smith declared.

The last bullet was now gone from Smith's gun, Doc's count told him, which was a rdief. Doc wheded
and ran around to the front of the house again, searching for Mix Walden.

She was lying on the earth beside the porch.
“They've gone,” Doc said. “You can get up.”
Mix didnt move.

Alamed, Doc sank beside her. He found she was unconscious, whether from a wound or fright, he
couldnt tell. But hisfingers located no traces of blood in the murk. He lifted Mix in hisarms and, carrying
her, rgjoined Disappointed Smith.

“Is she hurt?” Smith demanded, displaying more concern than a casud interest warranted. “Damn them, if
they've shot her—"



“| think she has only fainted,” Doc said. He glanced longingly at the house, and added, “1'd like to search
that place, but | doubt if thereistime”

“Somebody's sure to have cdled the cops,” declared Disgppointed Smith. “They'll get here pronto. And
we better be scarce”

Doc agreed it was a good idea. They got moving, Doc carrying Mix, and Smith yanking Hedges dong
with them. Hedges was uncommunicative. Hedges hadn't, Doc redlized, spoken a word.

“Let'susedleys” Smith sad. “I don't think the cops will start searching dleys until they find out what the
shooting was dl about, and thetll take alitle ime”

“You don't seem anxious to meet the police,” Doc suggested.
“That's right.”

“Did you break jal dso?

“Nah.”

“How did you get out?’

“Bail.”

Doc Savage pondered for a moment, then stated, “The act of securing release on bal requires some
time. It occurs to me you didnt have time for the formdlities, therefore someone mugt have bailed you
out. Who?’

“I wish,” said Smith gloomily, “It'd occur to you to keep your nose out of my business”

Doc made no response, and for some time they walked rapidly, sdecting the darker places. They were
not molested. Presently Smith came forth with one of his quotations:

“'I've latdy had two spiders

“'‘Crawling upon my startled hopes,

“’Now though thy friendly hand has brush'd 'em from me,
“'Yet dill they crawl offendve to my eyes.

“'l would have some kind friend to tread upon ‘em.”

Doc Savage glanced sharply at the tal red-whiskered young man in the darkness. “That,” he sad,
“sounded like a hint.”

“Could be”
“Hinting that you would like some help, perhaps?’ Doc asked.

Smith grimaced. “The word like doesn't exactly fit the case. Let's put it that | would be very happy if you
weren't around, but that I've got a hunch I'm going to need some two-fisted help. And you're what | cdl
two-fisted help. | liked the way you handled the Stuaion back there a the house. You were as cool as
anicde”

Doc was modestly slent. He did not fed any kinship with an icicle, and he suspected that the excitement



hed kept him from having the normd reactions of fright, so there was a good chance that, presently, when
he became cam again, he would exude considerable cold perspiration.

Disgppointed Smith stopped suddenly.
“I'm going to take atrip on aboat,” he said. “If you're interested, you can come aong.”

“Lead on,” Doc sad.

Chapter IX

IT isafact, however trivid, that smdl sailboats which are lived on and loved by ther owners partake of
their owners character, an efficient man's boat becoming efficent looking, a rich man's boat beginning to
look like the rich man—a Rockefeller boat probably wouldn't look like a Morgan boat—and a rousing,
rowdyish and eccentric young man's boat taking on the atmosphere of a demented magpie. Disgppointed
Smith's boat was the lagt type. It was a tough and lusty double-ender, built like a percheron, schooner
rigged, with a one-lung diesd engine. In a bad sea, it would probably be safer than an ocean liner, but as
uncomfortable as life with a jumping-bean.

Smith dampened a finger and held it up to test the wind, then remarked, “North northeast. That won't
hdp us alot, being no stronger than baby breath.” He unscrewed the fud tank cap, stuck his finger in,
and brought it out dark with fud ail, then looked around for somewhere to wipe it.

Doc Savage sad, “I had better make a little speech before we dtart.”
“Let's hear it,” Smith said.

“l don't believe you are leading me off on awild goose chase, but if it should develop I'm wrong and you
are pulling a shenanygin, you and | are going to have some serious trouble.”

“And you do mean serious?’ Smith asked dryly.

“Exactly.”

“I'mnot,” said Smith, “isuing any guarantees againg what the other fdlow will do.”
“All you have to guarantee is good faith—your own.”

Smith grinned. “Okay. | guarantee it unconditionaly.”

“You might,” Doc suggested, “throw in a little conversation about causes and effects, in other words the
case higory of thislittle mystery we're playing around with.”

“It an't much of amydery to me” Smith said, suddenly sounding angry.
“You know dl the facts, then?”

“What | don't know | can guess a.”

“Then you'd better talk.”

Smith absentmindedly wiped his finger on his trousers leg. “I don't know about that,” he said. “I don't
want to make any statements that'll get me into trouble. Il have to think it over.”



Doc nodded. He helped Smith get the covers off the sdils, shove off, and hoigt the jib and mainsail. They
ghosted out into the harbor, heading toward the sea.

Smith, Doc reflected, was a changed man. Smith was no longer the wild zany who had been svimming in
the sea, cutting capers for the newsred's and giving addlepated answers to sensble questions. Something
hed jolted the dithyramb out of him. Fright, Doc didn't believe to be the answer. He rather suspected that
the change in Disgppointed Smith was due to a severe injury to whatever Smith considered his dignity,
and to anxiety over someone, possibly Mix Walden or her sgter, Jane. Whatever it was, it had quieted
Smith down more than a beating would have, and made him grimly determined.

The course Smith sat was south and west, Doc saw.

HEARING anoisein the smdl cabin, where he had placed the unconscious Mix Waden, Doc dropped
down the companionway and was met by a sheepish look from Mix.

“Feding better?” Doc asked.

“l wouldn't say s0,” she confessed. “Where are we? | don't hear any bullets whizzing.”

“We're on the bounding deep.”

“At sedl” She looked startled. “Thisis that red-whiskered grasshopper's boat, it it? Is he aboard?’
“Smith,” Doc admitted, “is our pilot.”

Mix registered some relief. “At least we're in good, if cuckoo, hands”

Doc eyed her hopefully. “Have you got a story to tdl, a nice detailed one composed of explanations?’
She wasn't going to talk, he could see.

Doc Savage turned to S Hedges, who was occupying the other bunk, stretched out on his back, his
hands clasped behind his head.

“So you're Hedges,” Doc sad.

Hedges said nothing. He had the appearance of a divinity student, or at least a young and serious high
school superintendent. A dender man, his coloring was good—there was snap in his brown eyes, his
dark har looked crigp and groomed, his face was smooth shaven—uwith the exception of his skin, which
was rather dry. His dothing was conservative rather than expensve. He was wearing, Doc imagined,
about a thirty-two dollar suit.

“I'm Savage,” Doc explained dryly. “1 suppose you know that aready.”
Hedges did not reply.

Doc sad, “I'm the fdlow you said had once done afavor for your brother-in-law, Wilbur C. Tidings, and
S0 you wished to repay the favor by letting mein on a bargain purchase of surplus government boats.”

Hedges continued his tillness.

“What | want to know,” Doc added, “is whether Wilbur C. Tidings, who is a nice guy, is redly your
brother-in-law, or did you merdly hear | once did Tidings a favor, and twist the fact to your needs?’



Hedges wasn't looking at Doc; instead, he was examining the cabin carlins above his head.
Doc sad, “I imagine there weren't any boats for sde, ether.”

Silence.

Turing to Mix, Doc asked, “is he organicdly sound?’

“If you meen is he deaf or dumb, heian't,” Mix responded.

“Areyou,” Doc asked, “drad to stay here in the cabin with him?’

Mix was astonished. “Me, afrad of that bootlicker? I've swatted mosquitoes that were better men than
heis”

Tuming to go back on deck, Doc reflected that he hadn't yet met anyone with a very high opinion of S
Hedges.

DISAPPOINTED SMITH was squinting a a distant lighthouse. He asked, “Get anything out of the
snow-white lamb?’

“Hedges, you mean?’
“Uh-huh.”
“Heis aout as taketive as a fence post.”

“Hrd time | ever heard of him being that way,” Disappointed Smith said thoughtfully. “Did you search
him?’

“No. | saw you going over im for agun.”

“| didnt rifle his pockets,” Smith said. “I think I'll do that. Here, steer this hooker a while” Doc took the
whed, and Smith went below. Presently there was a commotion in the cabin, a short one. When Smith
came on deck, he was sucking hiswrigt. “Little pipsgueak bit me,” he complained.

Smith tossed an ox-choking roll of greenbacks on the cockpit seat.
“They bribed him,” he added.
Doc looked at the money without comment.

“It's got to be a bribe)” Smith said. “The potlicker wouldn't have that much honest money. Theré's five
thousand in that rall if thereé's adime. It's shut-mouth money, that's what it is”

“Why do you think they bought his slence?’
“He caled you up here, didn't he?’
“Yes. With a gtory about boats for sale. | had an gppointment to meet him at the Central House hotdl.”

Smith scratched in his whiskers thoughtfully, as if putting two and two together. “Probably Hedges
telephoned from the hotdl. If he did, they'd know about it pronto. The hote manager, that Hinch, is their

puppy-dog.”



“| rather distrusted Hinch mysdf,” Doc admitted.

“As soon as Hinch told them about the telephone cdl to you,” said Smith, “they would bust their buttons
getting hold of Hedges to shut him up.”

“There were,” Doc sad, “sgns of violence in the room.”
“The angd must have put up afight. | didn't think he had it in him.”
“Then what happened?’ Doc asked.

“Oh, they took him to that house and got to him with dough. Bought him. Paid him nat to tdl you what he
was going to tdl you in the firg place.”

“Which was?’ Doc inquired.

Disappointed Smith shook his head.

“I've guessed,” he said, “asfar as I'm going to guess.”

Doc examined him suspicioudy. “For guessing, you sounded rather pogtive.”

“That'smy gyle of guessng,” said Smith, then he peered a Doc Savage and added, “I could be wrong
on a point or two, though. Let's seeif | can check my prognogtications.” He thrust his head down the
cabin companion and addressed Mix Walden, asking, “Mix, you heard what | was just saying.”

“l heard you, you big ape,” Mix said, sounding quarrdlsome in a friendly way.
“| get it right?” demanded the bearded young giant.
“You didn't missfar.”

Smith turned to Doc. “You see,” he said. He was pleased with himsdf. He tossed off a quotation. “'Life
often seems like a long shipwreck, of which the débris are friendship, glory and love. The shores of
exigence are srewn with them.™

“The word disgppointment,” Doc remarked, “isnt in that one.”
“l know, but | rather fancy it anyway,” said Disgppointed Smith, grinning.

THE heat that had characterized the day had carried over into the night, kissng the nocturn with a bamy
pleasantness that was as nice as a tropicd night in the Bahamas. They were now far enough from the
harbor that the motor wouldn't be heard, so they started it going, and ther speed was naticeably
increased. They now traveled at about the same speed as a fast-waking ox. The motor seemed to fire
about every fourth revolution, occasiondly pausing entirdy as though to get its breath.

“Thislittle voyage is going to take some time. Probably most of the night,” said Disappointed Smith. “If
you need deep, now isthetimeto get it.”

“We can stand watches, so you can get some deep yoursdf,” Doc suggested.
“I'm too mad to deep,” Smith said.
“I'm rather nettled mysdf,” Doc stated.

Actudly he was dubious about what might happen to him if he went to deep, since he did not see any



reason to trust either Smith, S Hedges or Mix.
“They,” Doc added, “is an indefinite word.”
113 E,]?l

“You speak of the enemy as 'they.' Let's be more specific. Just who is the enemy by name, occupeation
and resdence?’

“Mrs. Smith,” said Smith, “gave hirth to a zany boy, but not one foolish to cdl pots black unless he can
proveit. They put you injail for dander. Sander iswhat you can't prove. Therefore, | am slent.”

Doc did not press the point, Snce he fdt certain that Smith wasn't going to name the culprits, possibly
because doing so would tar Smith himsdlf with guilt. Smith wasn't a fdlow who would be afraid of a little
dander.

“Miss Jane Wdden,” Doc remarked, “contrived to meet me through a ruse, and delivered a warning for
meto go back where | came from before things got unpleasant.”

Disgppointed Smith grunted, apparently startled by the information. “Wait a minute, that doesn't sound
like Jane! Jane is a draight kid. She wouldn't have a part in this”

“Jane,” Doc said, “was worried about Mix getting in trouble, it later devel oped.”

Smith's Sgh was explosive with rdief. “Oh! That's more like Jane. She was trying to get you to go away
before you caught the crooks, fearing Mix would be in the net when you hauled it in.”

“| drugged her and put her in the hotel to keep her on ice for later questioning,” Doc explained. “But the
miscreants you refer to as 'they,’ spirited her away by force.”

“It was your fault they did that,” Smith declared grimly. “They didnt want you questioning her.” He
sounded alarmed and angry with Doc.

Doc made a discovery and put it in words.
He said, “You aren't worried about yoursdlf or about Mix. It's Jane's safety which has you upsat.”
“Nah,” said Smith uncomfortably. “I ain't alad to get upset about any babe.”

Mix Walden thrust her head out of the cabin. “You hig liar!” she exdamed, addressing Smith. “Youve
been in love with Jane for a year, and you know it.”

Disgppointed Smith maintained a dignified slence, and Doc suspected he was blushing the color of a fire
engine. It was hard to tdl in the moonlight about the blush.

“Y ou big bum, why don't you tdl Jane you love her?” Mix demanded. “Instead of going around showing
off with foolishness, like a rooster robin in the springtime?’

Doc could see Smith's blush now. An automobile could amost have used it for atall light.

Chapter X

THE idand, while not large, was tdl. It somewhat resembled the work of one of those Arctic birds which
make their nests out of stones, except thiswas on a larger scae. The rocky speck was about a hdf mile



long and not quite as wide, apparently.

Disappointed Smith shut off the engine two miles a sea, with the result that they fdt rather londy without
its suspense-caus ng whang-huff-huff-huff-huff-whang of a sound.

“Sneak up on the south end,” Smith said in alow voice. “That's the ticket. There's a cove there about big
enough to hold this boat. It's tough to get into and anybody but me would be afrad to try it.”

Doc Savage had been consulting a chart.

“The name of this place” he said, “is Parade Idand. Is that right?’
“Rignt,” Smith agreed.

“It's our detination?’

“Right again. Possibly our waterloo, too.”

Doc glanced at Smith sharply, unplessantly struck by the quantity of darm that was getting into Smith's
voicein spite of a tegth-gritting effort to suppress the emotion. Disgppointed Smith had been anxious to
reach the idand, but now that he was here, he seemed to be experiencing the symptoms of a young man
about to kiss a srange girl for the firgt time; he had approached the thing with enthusasm, but the future
developments had him worried.

Presently Smith said, “ Stand by with a boathook, will you. We may have to fight rocks.”

In the course of the next five minutes Doc Savage became, successvely, thankful there was a cdm seg,
convinced they'd never make it, widhful of being back in New York, certain the cove wasn't big enough
to hold them, convinced it wasn't a cove, but abig hole like a gigantic drill-boring in the rocky diff-sde of
the idand. But they made it.

Disgppointed Smith threw out his chest in pride.

“The rum husdtlers used to pop in here when the Coast Guard got too close” he said. “Fine for our
purpose. Nobody'll see the boat, if they haven't seen it dready. We better wait a while and see if they
have”

“How will we know?’ Doc inquired.
“If they don't shoot & us, they didn't see us”

Mix, looking about dubioudy, said, “That's a pleasant prospect.” She was impressed. “You know, as
much time as I've spent on thisidand, | didn't know about this anchorage.”

Cdling the place an anchorage was, in Doc's opinion, an unwarranted charity, but if Mix was familiar with
the idand and hadn't known about it, the spot had advantages.

“What,” he asked, “do we do now?’
“We become shipwrecked mariners,” said Disappointed Smith.

The suggestion, together with a certain strangeness about the way Smith gave it, surprised Doc; dso he
noted that Mix jumped vighly at the remark—the dawn was now a hot flush on the horizon, furnishing
enough faint flamingo-colored light for them to see each other clearly.



“Shipwrecked?’ Doc asked. “Why shipwrecked?’

The effect of the question convinced him that the double meaning was in the word shipwrecked, so he
jumped on the word to give it a conversationd ride.

“Why,” Doc inquired, “should we specificdly refer to ourselves as shipwrecked mariners?’
“Jud anideq,” sad Smith uneaglly.
“Wouldn't anything but shipwrecked do?’

Smith, noticesbly pae, swvalowed and didn't say anything. Mix Walden, aso looking starkly concerned,
cleared her throat.

She sad, “I want to tdl you two big dopes something right now. It's this | don't know anything for
certain about this angle you're talking about, or | would have gone to the law along time ago.”

Much interested, Doc inquired, “Y ou mean the shipwreck angle?’

“What gets me into trouble ismy liking for excitement,” Mix said. “Now and then I've done some things
that weren't exactly Sunday School, but usudly it was accidentdly. | didn't mean wrong. | just forgot to
think. But a wholesde murder and torture, | drew the line | want no part of it. Furthermore, if | was
aure, I'd be the firgt one to run to the law.”

“What,” Doc demanded, “are you trying to tdl me?’

“Jud that I'm not as black as you may begin thinking | am, once you redly dig into this devil's cake that |
think, but can't prove, has been baked.”

S Hedges spoke suddenly. It was the firs speech he had made. Hedges had a rounded, sweet voice
which was somehow as phony as the sugar coating on a particularly bitter pill.

“I'm innocent dso,” Hedges said.
They stared at him, dl of them surprised.

Hedges added, “After dl, it was | who initiated Doc Savage into the matter, which proves my good and
honest intentions.”

Mix Waden and Disgppointed Smith laughed loudly at the same time. Ther contemptuous mirth
contained no belief whatever.

Hedges went into what proved to be another extended slence.
“Sdl dl we innocents,” Doc Savage suggested in an unfunny tone, “proceed with our pie-making?’

Snith eyed him and said, “I'm glad you're trying to be sarcastic ingead of funny.” Smith indicated the
bulk of theidand around and above them. “Because thisis lidble to be a very unfunny place.”

Doc wondered what could be the nature of the thing that would induce such genuine terror into the
hitherto indomitable Disappointed Smith.

THE dimb upward, which Doc had been anticipating with doubts, proved to be nothing darming,



athough Doc would not have cared to try it in the dark, nor would he want to attempt the descent back
to the boat in the kind of haste which would be desirable if they were pursued. Eventudly they pushed
out through some thorny bushes, crawling on dl fours and taking evasive tactics agang thorns on the
ground.

Doc became aware that the dimb had relieved S Hedges of two commodities, breath and confidence.
The stare Hedges gave them was wild.

He asked, “You won' tdl them | talked?’ and sounded asif he were going to cry.
Mix and Smith surveyed him with contempt.

“I'd love to, you haly little snake,” Disappointed Smith said. “And | would, too, if it weren't for darting
people thinking | knew so much that their future would be hedthier with me dead.”

S Hedges blew out hislipswith relief.

Doc Savage found that he resented the scholarly, smug young man's satisfaction.
“No reason why | shouldn't say you talked,” Doc announced.

Hedges jumped uncomfortably. “Oh, you wouldn't!”

“Why not?”

“It would be lying”

Doc Savage's grunt was full of feding. “Practicaly everyone I've met recently has been lying to me off
and on. It could be contagious.”

After that, Hedges looked upset enough to give him some satisfaction.

Theidand, like mogt idands off this rather hard-hearted section of the Maine coast, had few attractions
for an eye that didnt like its scenery on the harsh and craggy order. There was not much tree growth,
and what there was showed Sgns of a tough battle for surviva. They picked ther way among stones, and
through nettles and brambles, presently coming to a footpath, and shortly afterward being presented with
asudden view of alarge, many-windowed stone building that was quite pleasant looking.

“Our degtination?’ Doc asked.
“If we makeit,” Disgppointed Smith agreed.

The uneasiness in the red-whiskered giant's voice, as definite as the over-drawn note of a too tightly
stretched instrument string, gripped Doc's attention.

“You sound scared,” he remarked.
“l wish to hdl | hadn't come here,” Smith said, and unquestionably meant it.

Continuing down the path, they came at length to aforking of the way, one route leading through a stone
gate which bore a neat Sgn on one of the gate posts:

PARADE RESORT HOTEL

“Resort hotd!” Doc said, surprised. “Is that our destination?’



“Uh-huh,” Smith said nervoudy. “I guess we might as wel walk right into the lion's mouth, and get it over
with.”

“Y ou sound darmed, dthough the place looks peaceful enough,” Doc said.

“They would have it looking peaceful for us” Smith muttered. “And, brother, if you see anything unusud,
you better pretend not to notice it, if you want to stay hedlthy.”

They approached the hotel. Doc was impressed by the sgns of peace. Two young men were playing
tennis on a neat court. An older man was practicing driving golf bals a a net. Two men and a young lady
passed in bathing suits and robes, headed for a gmall bay where there was a beach, and a dock at which
some boats were tied. Doc found himsdf interested in one of the boats, a deek expensve express
Cruiser.

The boat, he fdt sure, was the Zipper, the abusve Mr. Stanley K. Foreman's craft.

The discovery of the Zipper suddenly got an effective exclamation point tacked on to it, when a man
screamed.

DOC happened to be looking at Disgppointed Smith when the man shrieked, and he thought Smith was
going to faint; then he thought he had never seen anyone more faster than Smith moved getting behind a
tree. Mix Waden was hardly less disturbed. She grabbed at her heart.

The howl—it was difficult to determine what emation the cry conveyed—came from the hotd grounds
nearby. Doc whedled toward the sound. He discovered a man running toward him, a roundish fat man in
aflannd suit that was too tight.

“Mr. Savagel” the man screamed. “I want to talk to you!”

Thiswas clear information. And, when three men wearing the livery of the hotd seized the man who had
ydled, Doc lunged forward, ignoring Smith's frantic, “Oh, my God! Don't start the trouble now!”

The three men wrestled the fat man around, addressing some words to him which Doc didn't catch. The
plump screamer, obvioudy because of what had been said to him, underwent a change. He looked a
Doc vacantly when the bronze man arrived.

“You wished,” Doc asked, “to speak to me?’

The plump man stared wordlesdy. Doc was sure there was a brand of supreme horror in his eyes.
“Thisguy's one of the patients,” a hotd attendant said. “He's anut.”

“Release him,” Doc said ominoudly.

The attendants exchanged indecisve glances, then shrugs, and took their hands off the howler.

“Now,” Doc told the fat man. “What did you have on your mind? Don't be afraid. Nothing is going to
happen to you.”

The plump man licked his lips, and mumbled findly, “I'm sorry.”
“Didn't you have anything to say?’” Doc demanded.



“I—! guess not.”
“You acted asif you had.”
“Uh—I—I forget what it was.”

The attendants tried not to look vishly relieved. “I'm sorry about this, Sir,” one of them said. “Thisguy is
improving steadily, but he blows his cork once in awhile, just for afew minutes”

Doc Savage looked & them narrowly.

“You gentlemen,” he said, “had better not try to pull anything.”

“Were sure sorry,” the attendant said rather unpleasantly, “if you don't believe us. But we can't help it.”
Doc demanded, “Are you trying to tdl me this hotd is an insane asylum?’

“Not exactly,” the attendant said. “But we got a few guests who are a little nervous. But the sea air
around here does them good.”

Another atendant grinned. “It's very quieting, the sea air here. People forget ther worries”
“Yeah,” sad the third attendant. “The guests around here get quiet, avful quiet.”

Thefirg flunky nodded. “Almog as quiet asif they were dead,” he said.

The three walked away, taking the plump, terrified man with them.

Doc reflected that the attendants were three very nasty looking customers.

DISAPPOINTED SMITH came rductantly from behind the three where he had taken refuge, and
rgoined Doc Savage. There was now a dew of nervous perspiration on Smith's face where it was not
covered with whiskers.

“Boy!” gasped Smith. “I thought judgment Day was here, and me not prepared!”
“That man,” Doc sad grimly, “had something to tdl me”

Snith shivered. “It's lucky for us he changed hismind and didn't say it.”
“Hedidnt tak,” Doc said, “because they threstened him.”

“Conceivably.”

“Who was he?’

“l don't know. But maybe Mix does.” Smith turned to Mix, who was aso showing the disturbed
symptoms of someone who had just stepped out of the path of a thundering rallway engine. “Do you
know him?’

“He's one of the boatload of shipwreck passengers,” Mix said. “His name is Kedler, Sam Kedler. They
thought he was dumb and o let him run around loose, but evidently he wasn't too dumb to findly catch
on to whét is happening around here.”



“Hush!” gasped Disgppointed Smith. “I've changed my mind. | don't want to know who heis and | don't
want to know anything else that will get me shot.”

Doc Savage became irritated.

“Areyou two,” he demanded, “going to tdl me what's back of this?’
“Not me” said Smith hedtily.

“l don't dare,” sad Mix. “I'm afraid they would daughter Janeif | did.”

Doc scowled a S Hedges, who didn't look as if he was willing to give any information either, and they
continued toward the hotd entrance.

The hotd, in appearance, lived up to the impression it had given from a distance of being a pleasant,
comfortable hogery in arather picturesque locae. Also, at close range, it became evident that the place
was quite luxurious. It was the kind of an establishment millionares travel long distances to find.

Thething that most impressed Doc Savage, however, was more intangible, an air of sniger portent, the
kind of afeding that went with screamsin the night, cocked pistols, poison bottles.

He experienced no surprise when Stanley K. Foreman, owner of the Zipper, approached them across
the lobby. Foreman's expression was unpleasant.

Chapter Xl

STANLEY K. FOREMAN planted himsdf in front of them, and placed his hands, which were doubled
into figts, on his hips. He made a short speech: “Whet the hdl are you doing here, you pirate? | heard you
broke jall. This is a respectable hotdl, and I'm not going to have things smashed up in it. What do you
want here?’

“You own this esablishment?’ Doc asked.
“Of course | owniit!”

Trying not to be too obvious about it, Doc Savage had surveyed the lobby, the concluson he
immediatdy reached being that Foreman was aliar, and fully expected violence in his hotel lobby. There
were nearly a dozen men in the place, and none of them looked a ease. No one had any vishle
armament, but there could be plenty close a hand. Also it wasn't naturd, Doc reflected, for so many
guestsin a resort hotel to be up and about so early in the morning. The stage, Doc felt, was now set for
violence. He didnt like it.

He decided to see whether there was any posshility that the enemy wished to avoid a showdown.

“Mr. Foreman, there has been a misunderstanding,” Doc said pleasantly. “| fed, if you would ligen to my
explanation of how | came to make use of your boat for a short time, we could straighten this out. | do
nat rish being charged with piracy, so | would like very much to tak to you. | think we can reach an
amicable underganding.”

Suspicion charged Foreman's ailed voice as he demanded, “That why you came here?’

“Mr. Smith was kind enough to bring me. It was an accommodation on his part, tha | was adle to
persuade him to fetch me” Doc replied.



S Hedges ddivered asmdl surprise.
He said, “That is correct, Mr. Foreman. And | persuaded them to let me ride with them.”

Foreman scowled at Hedges. “As a secretary, you're damned unreligdble. Where did you disappear to? |
looked dl over town for you before | |ft for theidand last night.”

“l was having an unfortunate experience, Sr,” Hedges said. “I'm awfully sorry | discommoded you.”
With a snort, Foreman whedled back to Doc. “ So you want to explain seding my boat?’
“YS‘H

“Thet won't get you draight with the law,” Foreman snapped. “You're dill charged with drugging that
arl.”

Doc nodded, hiding his pleasure a what he believed was the satisfactory turn events were taking.

“I know,” he agreed. “But | do not think they can prove | administered a drug to Jane Walden. No one
saw me. On the other hand, | was caught red-handed aboard your boat.”

Foreman scowled.
“I'm too busy to talk to you now,” he growled.
“Perhaps” Doc suggested, “if | became a guest at your hotd, you would find time to hear me”

There was awintry look in Foreman's narrow-lidded eyes. “Okay,” he said. “ Stick around.”

THEY were assigned four roomsin arow on the second floor, Doc getting the middle one. But the other
three—Smith, Mix and Hedges—seemed to have acquired a violent averson to being done. They dl
crowded into Doc's room, and Disgppointed Smith eaborately got down on his knees and performed a
sdaam to Doc.

“Allah be praised!” he said. “Without thy wisdom, oh keeper of the wits, our names would have been as

“Cut it out,” Doc suggested. “The atmosphere around this hotel hasn't exactly got mein afunny mood.”

“I'm only hdf kidding,” said Smith. “I think they had baked a quick cake for us down there in the lobby.
But you were dick enough to give Foreman a temporary out, and that, I'm convinced, is dl that kept our
entrails off the floor.”

Doc frowned & him.

“Wart to tak?’

Smith shook his head nervoudly.

Doc, not pressing the point, asked, “How about some breskfast in the dining room?’
“And make it easy for them to poison us?” Smith demanded unessily.

Mix said, “They won't be that subtle, don't worry.”



THE dining room was well-occupied when they arrived, many of the diners having been seated in the
lobby during the conversation with Foreman. Doc Savage ordered ham and eggs, and Mix, Smith and
Hedges nervoudy ordered the same thing. They were, Doc Savage saw, beginning to depend on him to
such an extent that they automaticaly let him prescribe their edting. He didnt like that. It indicated that
whatever was here on the idand—they knew, or suspected, what it was and Doc didn't—was definitdy

terrifying.
“You,” Doc told Smith, “should be ashamed of getting so scared.”

Smith wasn't impressed. “Y ou've seen little dogs dash up to big dogs barking like they were going to eat
up the big dog, then stop dl of a sudden? That's me. Little dog.”

Doc observed that various diners were beginning to finish their breakfasts suddenly and depart. Some of
them had eaten dmogt nothing.

“We” Mix remarked, “seem to spoil appetites.”

Doc Savage pondered. Whatever this was, it wasn't smdl, because most of the occupants of the hote
seemed to be involved. He studied the guests as they hurriedly completed their breakfasts and departed,
or departed without completing them.

Doc was puzzled by a vague impression he'd gotten a various times since ariving at the hotd, this being
afeding that something was familiar. It was the sort of sensation one gets when waking into a place one
visted years ago and forgot. Doc pogtively hadn't been on Parade Idand before. So it wasn't the idand
or the hotel. He'd thought it might be the hotel furnishings, but dismissed that.

Now suddenly he redized whet it was. The guests. Because now he saw a guest he recognized. The
gued, a tdl man with a downcast in one eye and a habitud pixilated amirk like a husband who had just
kissed the maid, was Mr. George Winterwall, one of the most amiable rascds in the naion. George was
a confidence man with the gift of getting your shirt off your back and making you love it. George, Doc
happened to recal, was being sought by the New York police that he might explain how three Wall
Street tycoons had lost congiderably more than ther shirts.

Tha wasit! Some of the guests, if not dl of them, were crooks. Probably some of the others weren't the
gentlemen George was.

Doc was suddenly filled with more darm than he cared for.

“Mix,” he sad.

She jumped nervoudy. “Yes?’

“How do they communicate with the mainland? Telephone? Radio?”’
“Radio,” Mix said. “But they won't let you useit.”

“Whereis the transmitter?’

“Top floor of the hotd,” Mix admitted. “But | wouldnt try it.”
“What room?’

“A penthouse on the roof. Have you gone crazy?’



“You three” Doc sad, “had better go to your rooms and wait there. Plead that you were up dl night and
need deep.”

Mix gave hm a gray-faced, frightened look.
“Dont,” she gasped, “do it!”

Doc put down his napkin and prepared to stand. “We need help here, and the police will be glad to give
it. | think the police will be ddighted at the idea of laying their hands on such fdlows as George
Winterwdl and some others.”

Disgppointed Smith moaned. “1 was afraid you'd start recognizing the crooks.”
Mix looked asif she were going to beill.

“They'll kill Jane if you get them gtirred up!” she wailed.

Doc shook his head. “Not the way I'm going to stir them up,” he said.

DOC SAVAGE €t the three a the table. He believed they were scared enough to do as he had
ingtructed, go to therr rooms. Doc himsdf ascended the stairway, as if going to his own room, passing a
men who was carefully polishing the stair bannisters, and who was probably there to check on his
movements. There was, however, no one in the halway.

He had supposed he would have to try doors until he found one unlocked, but he got a lucky break and
discovered one sanding open. He entered boldly, found the room unoccupied. He jumped to the
telephone.

Waiting for the operator to answer, he worked his brain overtime trying to recdl exactly how Stanley K.
Foreman's voice sounded. He hoped that his ability as a voice mimic, which he had spent considerable
time developing, wouldnt fal him.

Usng Foreman's hard, oiled voice and unpleasant tone, he said to the operator, “Whered they take that
fat so-and-so, Sam Keder?”’

He was pleased with hisimitation of Foreman, particularly when the operator fdl for it.
“Why, to 303, Mr. Foreman,” the operator said. “Is something wrong?’
“No more than was wrong dready,” Doc growled, and hung up.

He went to the door, assured himsdf the hdlway was dill empty, and strode to his room, which was at
the far end of the corridor, and near the sairway that led to the upper floors. A man was adso palishing
woodwork on thisflight of steps. Evidently they had alookout posted between each floor.

Doc Savage decided he wanted to talk to the fat man who'd tried to accost him earlier, the man named
Sam Keder. But room 303 would be on the next floor above, and there was the obstacle of the lookout.

Doc went to the window, and frowned when he was able to count at least three hotd guests loitering
where they could watch the window. So dimbing up the outer wall, which perhaps he could have
managed because the hotel was constructed of such rough stone, was out.

He drew the window shade. He quietly placed a char on its Sde in the middle of the room. The walls



were papered, and he found that he was able to loosen a quantity of paper with his pocket knife. This he
crammed under the chair, then piled on both pillow cases, towes from the bathroom, two sheets, and
distributed the feathers from the pillows over the pile.

Applying a match, he found the result was a merry blaze. The framework of the chair furnished space for
adraft until the fire got going. Doc Savage stood back, and was pleased with the quantity of smoke.

Before long, he had to lieflat on the floor by the door to breathe at dl without discomfort.

He flung open the door, permitting the smoke to rall into the corridor. For perhaps hdf a minute, there
was no sound, then the man polishing woodwork exclaimed, “What the hdll!”

“Hep"” Doc yelled feshly. “Help! Help!”

The lookout's feet appeared afew inches from Doc's face. The rest of the man's body was embedded in
the ralling smoke cloud.

“What's going on here?’ the man demanded excitedly. Then he entered the room. “Where are you?’

Doc arose dlently, tiptoed outsde, and ascended the stairway to the third floor. The third floor hallway
was exactly like the one below, rich and pleasantly decorated. Doc ran down it, found 303, and went on
past it and past other doors.

“Hrel” the man downgtairs was belowing.

Doc reached the far end of the corridor, flattened himsdf against a door—he had hoped to find one open
inthishall aso, but there was no such luck—and waited. Down the corridor a short distance, a door flew
open. It wasn't 303. A man came out, rushed for the stairs. Just as he was passng 303, that door flew
open, and two men came out, one demanding, “What's going on?’

“Hre downgairs” said the runner.
The two from 303 promptly yanked the door shut, locked it, and followed the other man downdtairs.

Doc went to 303, eyed the closed transom, then put his mouth close to the door, cupped his hands
around it and cdled, “Keder! Sam Keder!”

“What isit?’ Keder's frightened voice inquired.
“Open the transom. Quick!”

The transom flopped open. Doc grasped the shdf a the bottom of the transom, chinned himsdf, and
hung there. “Tdk fast, Keder,” he ordered. “Weve only got afew seconds. Give me the highlights of the

sory.”

“Who isthis?’ Kedler demanded.

“Doc Savage. Are you donein there now?’
“I'm done”

“Tdk fast, man! Your story. Let's haveit”

“l was on aamd| steamer that hit a wartime mine near here two weeks ago. A boatload of us passengers
got to thisidand. They won't let us leave, and my friends have been disappearing one a atime Thisis a



terrible place”

“Never mind the kind of aplaceitis” Doc sad urgently. “Why won't they let you leave?’

“It's a hideout for crooks. This fdlow Foreman makes a business of hiding crooks from the law. He
charges plenty, but guarantees results. He posts a bond of fifty thousand dollars which he guarantees to
pay any crook who is caught while under his protection.”

“How did you find that out?’

“I've been eavesdropping,” Keder sad.

“You say some other people who came in the boat with you have disappeared?’
“Mog of them have”

“What happened to them?’

“They got wise to what was going on here—"

“I didn't ask why! | asked what?’

“I think they're prisoners somewhere. Maybe some have been murdered.”
“Prisoners where?’

“l don't know. But somewhere on the idand. | don't—"

“All right, thisisdl the time we have to tak,” Doc interrupted. “Dontt tel anyone | talked to you. Keep
your mouth shut, understand?’

“For God's sake, do something to break thisup!” Keder gasped. “I'll keep my mouth shut.”

DOC SAVAGE dropped back to the floor, ran lightly to the dairway going down, where he
encountered smoke. There was confuson in the second floor halway, men running around, shouting, and
fire extinguishers hissing. Doc Savage descended the dtairs, inhded some of the smoke, began coughing
copioudy, and worked hisway down the hallway.

He grabbed the firdg man he encountered and demanded, “Wheres Foreman? | demand to see
Foreman!”

“Who the—" The man recognized Doc, and finished, “I'll be damned!”
“Wheré€'s Foreman? | demand to see—"

“Keep your shirt on, brother,” the men said. “He's anxious to see you, t00.” The man produced a



revolver which he brandished thregteningly. “Y ou come with me” he ordered.

Sanley K. Foreman was sanding at the foot of the steps which led to the lobby, coughing and wiping his
eyes. He stared in astonishment a Doc Savage, then rage jumped over his features.

“l demand,” Doc Savage ydled, getting the firg word in, “to know why someone set fire to my room.”

“You—what?" Foreman growled. He was suddenly unsure of himsdf, thrown off balance by Doc's
question and the belligerent manner of its ddivery.

Doc began poking Foreman on the chest with a hard forefinger.

He shouted, “I demand protection! For amog twenty-four hours, nothing but unpleasant things have
been happening to me, and I'm tired of it! Thisisyour hotd and your idand, and | demand protection.”

Foreman looked ugly and undecided. He didn't say anything.

“And another thing!” Doc added angrily. “I've got some friends in New York, and | want to cal them
and tdl them they won't need to come hunting for me” He paused for that to sink in, then added,
“Provided you think you can give me some security around herel”

Doc waited, scowling a Foreman. He thought he was putting on a rather neat act, and hoped he'd given
Foreman a good mouthful of confusion to gnaw on. The hinge on which the whole thing svung was the
hope which Foreman, by his actions, had shown he held: that Doc Savage would go away without finding

out anything or doing anything.
“Who do you want this protection from?’ Foreman asked dubioudy.

“Ligen, brother, that dopey-looking secretary of yours telephoned me a pack of lies about boats for
sde” Doc sad angrily. “After that, nothing that happened to me makes sense. Maybe your secretary
tried to swindle me and got cold feet. Maybe hisfriends are trying to scare me off before | do something
about it!”

“You mean S Hedges?’
“That's exactly who | mean,” said Doc grimly.

He mentaly crossed his fingers, for he believed that Foreman was nibbling a the bait suspicioudy,
intending to give it a yank and see whether there was a hook in it. If there was a hook, Foreman
probably considered himsdf too big afish to be boated.

“What,” asked Foreman, “do you expect me to do?’

“l want you to pick out a good tough man who has a gun, and have him go around with me and protect
me” Doc pointed at the thug he had accosted in the hdl, and who was sanding by, mouth open, ill
holding his gun. “This fdlow would be fine” Doc added.

Foreman swalowed his astonishment, but not eeslly. “Sure, | guess | can do that,” he said. “You want
himto stay right with you?’

“Every minutel”

“You can be damned sure hell do exactly that,” Foreman said grimly.



Chapter Xll

STANLEY K. FOREMAN put his handkerchief to his mouth, and ascended the stairs to see how the
firefighting was progressing. Doc Savage stood at the foot of the steps and listened for a momertt.

“It sounds as if they've extinguished the blaze,” he remarked to his new bodyguard.
“Uhthuh,” the main said.

Doc strode to the dining room, looked indde, and observed Disgppointed Smith, Mix Walden and S
Hedges dill seated at their breskfast table. There was a man in the dining room, evidently a guard who
hed warned them to stay where they were.

Doc addressed his bodyguard, who was at his heds. “Your job, Mr—Mr.—"
“I'm Erle Mason,” the thug muttered.

“Okay, Erle. Your job isto protect me”

“Thet'sright.”

“l want you to stand right here and be ready to protect me while | go tak to those people a the table”
Doc said. “Keep your eyes open. If they try to jump me, pitch in and hdp me. Understand?’

“I got it,” Erle said.

Giving the bodyguard no time to think of accompanying him, Doc walked quickly to the table. For the
benefit of the bodyguard, he delivered himsdf of an angry stare. Then he sat down, putting his hands in
his pockets.

“What,” Mix demanded, “has come over you?’
S Hedges asked, “What happened upstairs? They won't let us leave here”

Disappointed Smith closed his eyes and unlimbered a quotation: “'Difficulty is a severe ingtructor, set over
us by the Supreme guardian and legidator, who knows us better too.—He that wrestles with us
grengthens our nerves and sharpens our skill.—Our antagonist is our helper.” He grimaced violently,
added, “A guy named Burke wrote that. He must've had usin mind.”

Doc leaned forward, said, “Shut up and lislen! In amoment | am going to pick up anapkin and ral it in a



bal asif | was nervous. When | lay the napkin down, there will be hdf a dozen amdl glass bdls indde it.
The bals contain aliquid. Don't drop them. They're gas. Each one of you take two, but don't let anyone
see you dividing them up, or let anybody know you have them.”

Smith gulped, “Gad What are—"

“Ligen, don't ask questions! Don't use the glass capsules until | tdl you to. Then throw them on the floor,
and hold your breath. Hold your breath a least a minute, because if you dont, youll fdl over
uNCoNscious.”

“Fdling over unconscious,” Mix said wryly, “might be ardief.”

“It won't rescue your sister,” Doc said levely.

Mix's eyes flew wide with excitement. “Y ou've found Jane?’ she demanded eagerly.
“No. But I'm working on it.”

Mix exclaimed, “We think they must have brought her here to the idand—"

Doc stopped her by lifing a hand. “Why didn't you people tdl me this hotd is a refuge for high-grade
crooks?’

SMITH and Mix and Hedges were dl blank-faced for a moment, then Smith muttered, “So you found
that out.”

“With amdl hep from you,” Doc sad sharply. “Keep your voices down. Foreman's gang isnt sure yet
that I'm wise”

“Now that you are,” Mix said, “they won' let you leave here dive”
“Well see about that. How long have you known about this?”

“| just got suspicious yesterday,” Mix said. “Jane suspected it before | did. That was about a week ago,
but | thought her imagination was working overtime.”

Doc turned to S Hedges. “When did you catch on?’

Hedges pded. “I've suspected it, | mus admit, for some months. |—I was &rad to act. But, when |
learned they intended to kill some of those poor shipwreck victims who landed here unwittingly, | was
horrified into doing something abouit it.”

“Why,” Doc demanded, “did you think of cdling on me for help?’

“Because | knew about you. | redly have a brother-in-law named Wilbur Tidings, whom you once did a
great favor. Yesterday, when | accompanied Mr. Foreman to the mainland to buy supplies, as was my
habit, | dipped off and telephoned you. |—er—I told you the lie about the boats because | wanted to
tak to you before | told my suspicions”

“You mean,” Doc said sourly, “that you wanted to make a ded to clear yoursdf.”
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“They must have suspected you,” Doc said. “And had a man eavesdrop on your talk with me.”
“Yes, | found out later, after they took me from my hotd room violently, thet they had.”

Doc swung on Disgppointed Smith and said, “So the next thing they did was hire you to put on your
idiotic smimming act, thinking that was just the kind of cockeyed thing that would distract my attention
from them?’

Disappointed Smith groaned audibly. “Damn them, that's exactly what they did. But | didn't catch on
Ljrlu'l_”

“Until Foreman bailed you out of jail, and told you to keep your mouth shut?’ Doc suggested.
Smith nodded. “Yes, that's how | got out of jal. And then | knew | was into something that stank bad.”

Doc was kegping a wary eye on Foreman's henchmen to see that neither of them came within earshot.
They were holding the conversation at the table in low voices.

“How did Jane get into it?” Doc asked.

Mix, near tears, sad, “She thought | was involved, and was trying to protect me”
“Do you and Jane work here on the idand?’

“Yes. I'm a hostess and Jane was a bookkeeper.”

“And you never suspected anything for months?’

Mix shook her head dowly. “Foreman isadick devil. And who would ever expect to find athing like this
rat's net?’

“Weve killed enough time” Doc said. He placed the baled ngpkin on the table. “Here's the ngpkin with
the gas grenades indde it. Remember what | said to do. And get this—don't be surprised at anything that

happens to you!”
“Wewon't be,” Smith muttered. “Nothing could surprise us after this”

DOC SAVAGE arose, waked angrily to the door, and told the bodyguard, “Good work. You kept
your eye right on me.”

At that moment, Foreman approached, scowling, and demanded of the bodyguard, “What's he been
doing?’
“Tdking to that crackpot Smith and the other two,” the guard said.

Foreman didn't like that, and Doc headed him off by saying in agrim voice, “Mr. Foreman, do you know
what | think? | think those three—Smith, Miss Waden, Hedges—aren't honest. | think they're hiding
something.”

With some difficulty, Foreman pretended surprise. “You do?’
“Yes, | do!”

“Hrmmmmm,” said Foreman.



“And now,” Doc announced, “I'm ready to make that telephone cdl to my friendsin New York, to tdl
them I'm safe, and they needn't sart a search of this place.”

Alarm turned Foreman's eyes coldly dark. “Thisian't the mainland. Y ou can't telephone—"
“Radio-telephone, | mean.”

“Oh”

“l understand you have a radio-tel ephone dation here”

Foreman licked hislips. “It's busy right now. Wait about ten minutes, and | guessiitll be dl right for you
to make your cdl.”

“Ten minutes, very wel,” Doc agreed. “Mr. Foreman, | mus say you're tuning out to be a very
codperative felow, practicaly the first one I've run into in the lagt twenty-four hours.”

“Il amto be” Foreman said.

AFTER the passing of precisdy ten minutes, one of the hotel employees approached Doc Savage and
Erle, his bodyguard, and stated, “It's okay to use the radio now. It ison the roof. Erle, Foreman says for
you to take him up.”

There did not seem much sense, since the view from everywhere on the idand was equaly marvelous, in
the hotel having a penthouse, but the builder of the place had optimidicaly ingdled one which, probably
being sddom rented, had been turned into a radio shack. This was presided over by a thin cross-eyed
young man who was rather officious. He said, “You make a radiophone cdl about like you make a
regular phone cdl. You jug tdl me the number you want and the city, and I'll tdl you when the
connection isthrough.” He pushed an ordinary telephone toward Doc Savage.

Doc pretended to be rather confused. “You say | just talk into this?” he asked.
“That's right,” the young man said. A flicker of rdief had crossed his face.
“Thank you,” Doc said.

“Who do you want to talk to?’

“Mr. Andrew Blodgett Mayfair, a Centra 0-9000, New Y ork City,” Doc sad.

The radio apparatus was in another room, which the cross-eyed young man now entered. There was a
wait of about five minutes, then the young man put his head out of the door and said, “Okay, there's your
number.”

Doc picked up the tdlephone and said, “Hello, Monk.”
The voice which answered him was femde.

“Monk an't here right now,” the femae voice said.

It was an uncultured femae, a tough-sounding one.
“Who isthis spesking?’ Doc asked.



“Gwen.”
“You are afriend of Monk's?’
Thegirl giggled. “That'sright, Migter.”

That, Doc reflected, is a lie He knew something else, as well. He knew he wasn't connected with the
manland a dl, because he had made enough radio-land line cdls to recognize the difference in
background sounds. The girl, whoever she was, was undoubtedly on Parade Idand. Doc feigned no
knowledge of this.

“When will Monk return?’ he inquired.
“Not right away, Migter. Itll be three or four hours, anyway. Y ou want he should cal you back?’

“No-0-0-0,” Doc said. “It might not be convenient. However, | wonder if you would take a message for
Monk?’

“Sure thing.”

“Have you a pencil handy?. . . You have. Good. Take this down: Monk, the setup is what we figured. It
looks like Foreman and his guests will pay plenty to have our memories lapse. They're worried. They
think I'm here to turn them over to the law. | plan to scare them some more, then drive a hard bargain.
They're dangerous. If you don't hear from me by evening, tip off the F.B.l., and well get credit for
deaning up another gang of crooks. Nobody will believe we tried to get them to pay off . . . Have you
got dl that down, Gwen?’

“I got it,” Gwen said. “I took it down in shorthand.”

“Monk can't read shorthand, baby.”

“I'l trandateit for im.”

“Okay. Don' forget to see that Monk gets that informetion.”
“l won't,” Gwen promised.

“Goodbye,” Doc said.

The radio operator came out of the other room. Evidently held been eavesdropping, because he was
trying to conced pop-eyed amazement. “Thatll be five dollars,” he said.

“Put it on my hill,” Doc ordered. “Come on, Erle” he directed his bodyguard.

DOC went to his room, commanding Erle to take up a postion outside the door and admit no one. The
room smdled srongly of smoke, but the ar was now clear, the window being open. Doc surveyed the
damage, which was considerable, and concluded it would be in the spirit of things if he demanded
another room. He was picking up the telephone when the door flew open, admitting Foreman.

Sanley K. Foreman gave Doc a pleasant scowl.
“You handed usahdl of ascare,” he sad.



“What do you mean?’ Doc asked innocently.

“Get out of your sheep's dothing, Savage,” Foreman said. “I've dways had a suspicion you were a
crook, and now I'm glad to find out | was right.”

Doc shoved out hisjaw, said, “Don't you cdl me a crook!”

Foreman laughed. “ Stop it! I'm wise. That radiophone cal you jus made—who do you think you talked
to?’

Doc feigned astonished rage. “What did you do? If that blasted operator—"
“Gwen,” said Foreman with relish, “isthe girl friend of one of my guests.”
Doc retreated a step. “You mean | didn't tak to the manland?’

Foreman snorted. “What kind of an ass do you take me for? You taked to agirl inthis hotd. That's who
you talked to.”

Doc pretended to ponder, a the same time doing what he hoped was a good job of regigering darm,
then anger, then wrathful aggressveness.

“All right, deceiving me hasn't got you athing!” he declared. “I was going to carry this farther to get you
inamore responsve frame of mind, but that's off. So well tak money.”

Foreman nodded. “How much money?’

“A hundred thousand dollars” Doc said. “And no haggling. Either you pay off in cash, or Monk Mayfair,
my associate, will tip off the F.B.1., and your goose will be cooked.”

“Thet,” said Foreman bluntly, “isa ded.”

“Good.”

“I'l dig up the cash, pay you, and then you get the hdl away from here. Y ou make my guedts nervous.”
Doc hdd up a hand. “Wait aminute, not so fast. There's more to it then that.”

Sudden rage darkened Foreman's face. “'Y ou made your own price, and if you think—"

“The price)” Doc sad sharply, “is okay. But those three chisders with me—Disgppointed Smith, Mix
Waden and S Hedges—have got to be disposed of. They know too much.” He looked meaningly at
Foreman, added, “Too much, by far, to do ether of usany good.”

“l see” Foreman was relieved. “What do you want done with them?’

Doc shrugged. “Why not knock them off, like you did part of that gang who came here in the lifeboat
after the shipwreck?

Foreman, startled, exclamed, “Hey, those people haven't been killed.”

“Wdl, for God's sake, you mus be an amateur!” Doc exploded. “You cant have them tdling what
they've found out!”

Foreman amiled coldly. “They won' tak. I've got them locked up. | can keep them a year, if needed,
andinayear | plan to retire anyway, dosing this place up.”



“That doesn't sound like a smart idea,” Doc said doubtfully. “Where are you keegping them?’
“In the hotdl basement.”

Doc scowled. “I dill dont like it. They might break out of the basement.”

“They won't,” said Foreman, “break out of this basement.”

“You sound darned confident. . . . But | don't know that I'm satisfied.”

“Stop worrying. They're safe.”

Doc rubbed his jaw vigoroudy, as if in thought. He said, “Tdl you what you do. You grab Smith, Mix
and Hedges, and throw them into this basement of yours. Il go dong and see the place. If | think it's
going to hold them, it'sa ded.”

Foreman went to the door and spoke in low tones to Erle, who left hurriedly, presently returning with a
grdl amy of assstants. They proceeded to overpower Disappointed Smith, Mix and S Hedges.

Chapter XllI

DOC SAVAGE stood by and watched the fracas which resulted. Disappointed Smith and Mix Walden
put up afight, but S Hedges burst into tears. Smith, figs flaling, got two men down admost immediady.
Histerror wasn't amulated, as least not until he caught the reassuring drop of an eyelid which Doc gave
him. Three men captured handfuls of Smith's red whiskers, and he began to howl in rage and pain. Mix
peded shins, gouged and hit; findly they got her down by force and rolled her in a blanket, which they
tied.

“Take them to the basement,” Foreman said coldly.

The basement proved to be exactly like any other hote basement, and Doc, looking about, had to fight
down hisdarm. He was afraid his scheme had flopped.

“Wha are you pulling off?" he asked Foreman angrily.

“Keep your shirt on. There was a smdler hotd here before this one was built, and it used to be a
rum-running station back in prohibition days. They dug a liquor cdlar under the place, and that's where
I'm keeping the prisoners. Watch.”

Two men set their shoulders againgt a cod bin and pushed, with the result that the entire bin rolled inward
dowly, then swung, reveding a considerable opening. Beyond were stone-walled passages, darkness
and an unpleasant odor.

They traveled perhaps a hundred feet down a passage, falowing flaghlight beams, and came to an iron
door.

“Open up,” Foreman cdled.

Theiron door was opened by an armed man from the other side, and Doc saw a second door beyond,
this one made of cruddy welded bars.

In a large cave, dmly lighted by dectric bulbs, there were about a dozen prisoners. The captives had
obtained some semblance of privacy by rigging partitions of blankets, and there was furniture of a sort,



wicker Suff that could not very handily be made into weapons.

Foreman took some keys from his pocket and began examining them. He found the key he wanted, and
inserted it in a padlock which secured the iron-barred inner door.

Doc made sure Smith, Mix and Hedges were looking a him.
He said, “Drop the marbles”
Foreman wheded nervoudy. “What did you say?’

Shouting angrily—he hoped this would digtract the guards so they wouldn't observe Smith, Mix and
Hedges closdy—Doc bellowed, “Ligen, | don't have to account for everything | say around herel”

Foreman scowled. “What the hdl!”

Doc drew hislungsful of ar, held it there. He saw that Smith had dropped both his liquidHfilled glass
balls and that they had sguashed on the floor. Smith had been carrying them in his mouth. Mix had hers
conceded in her har; she shook her head violently and they fdl to the floor. Hedges was carrying hisin
his handkerchief, which he had been usng to blot his eyes.

The broken glass globules made aily-looking wet stains on the floor, and these evaporated swiftly, like
liquefied butane gas which had been exposed to the air, except thet the vapor was not vishle.

Foreman levded an angry am at Doc and said, “I may be buying you off, but | don't have to take any of
your back-talk!”

Doc sad nothing, did not bresthe. He was trying to count off the seconds—thousand and twenty,
thousand and twenty-one, thousand and twenty-two. . . .

Two of the little gas grenades would have been suffident, and he began to worry lest sx of them might
over-saturate the ar in the passage, so that the Suff would not, as it normdly did, mix with the ar and,
because of the reaction of the oxygen in the ar upon the chemicd, become impotent in about Sixty
seconds.

“For two hits,” continued Foreman wrathfully, “1'd throw you in here too, and take my chances with your
pd Mayfar and his—’

He became slent, closed his eyes, then opened them, gazing down at the floor as if seeking a soft place;
before he could possbly have found a comfortable spot, he sagged down and stretched out and began a
continud, but feeble, dawing at the floor, asif trying to rise again.

Doc watched him, not liking the way the man kept moving. He should have become 4ill. The reaction of
the gas, usudly violent and instantaneous, was not up to what Doc considered to be par. He frowned at
some of the other men, noticing that mogst of them moved feebly after they fdl. Hed better, he thought
with darm, be more careful when he mixed the next baich of the Suff.

He saw a prisoner on the other side of the bars go down. Legping to the bars, Doc used the breath in his
lungs to shout: “Gasl Hold your breath! It1l be harmlessin aminutel”

He didn't breathe in after he yelled, but held his breath again. He had, he discovered, used dmog dl the
ar in hislungs to shout. He began to suffer intolerably.

“All right,” he said findly. “ Start breaething. And let's finish this thing up right now.”



THE key which Foreman had been about to use on the padlock had become mixed with the others on
the ring. Doc began trying dl the likdy-looking keys in the lock.

“Smith, collect their guns” he ordered. “Let's hope they're carrying enough of them to am a mop-up
squad.”

“Janel” Mix Wdden cried, and seized the bars in afrenzy of rdif.

Doc glanced up, saw Jane Walden. She was pae, but she looked consderably less quarrdsome than
when he had met her on the Zipper. Jane seized Mix's hands through the bars. Doc noticed that she was
looking at Disappointed Smith with substantidly more than admiration.

Thelock jumped open with an angry snap. Doc threw back the barred door, which moved rdluctantly.

“Youve got to fight your way from here on,” he told the prisoners. “Get your guns from this big fdlow
with the whiskers”

There was arush for the door, and Smith bellowed indignantly, “ Stop shoving! There's not enough guns
to go around. There's only seven.” He looked over the group, added, “If you don't know how to shoat,
don't take a gun which somebody else can use to good advantage.” He findly got his squad armed, and
turned to Doc. “All right, what's the procedure?’

Doc sad, “I want two men who are armed, and dl the rest who have no weapons, to bring up the rear as
amop-up squad. Whenever you find a crook that has been shot or disabled, appropriate his weapons.”

A leen young sallor said, “This begins to sound like Tarawa.”
“Givethat revolver to one of the men, Mix,” Doc ordered.
Mix exdamed, “Darned if [—"

“l haven't got time to quarrel with you now,” Doc declared, then went over, took the gun away from her,
and handed it to aman.

“You big bum, | don't like you again!” Mix said.

Doc announced, “We're going up agang tough customers, so don't be afraid to shoot them. But try to
shoot them in the legs, if possible”

“Are we going to just fight our way out?’ Disappointed Smith demanded. “Or are we going to take over
this buzzard's roost?’

“We're going to take it over,” Doc said. “Let's go.”

THEY reached the basement without incident. Smith asked uneedily, “What about Foreman and the rest
of those guys who got the gas? Won't they—"

“Dont worry about them,” Doc said. “That suff will knock them out for more than an hour.”

They mounted the concrete steps to the hotd |obby, gathered in a compact group, and burgt into the
lobby a asgnd. The lobby, to their discomfiture, was uninhabited.



In a moment, however, they grew aware of sounds of merriment from the bar.

“Oh, oh, they're cdébrating our downfdl in the bar,” sad Disgppointed Smith. “Let's go in and help
them.”

Admittance to the bar was gained through two wide swinging doors of pae blue glass, and Doc shoved
open theright one, Smith the left. They entered.

A round-faced man turned to face them with an upraised glass, inviting, “Come on in and join the fun.”
Then his face went dack.

“We will,” Disagppointed Smith assured him. Then Smith picked up a med char and threw it
indiscriminatdly at the group, with remarkable success. He felled two men.

Doc suddenly redized he didn't have a gun. He made for the barkeeper's domain behind the bar, where
there was plenty of ammunition in the form of bottles.

The shipwreck victims piled into the place. One of them camly seated himsdf at a table, took an aming
rest with both ebows on the table, and began shooting people in the legs.

The bartender, an extremey fa man, produced a shotgun from under the bar, turned with it, but upset
awkwardly from the bottle which Doc threw.

A man It the far end of the bar, got a running start, and passed through a large window, seemingly
oblivious of the glass, without bresking his racing stride.

Doc shouted, “Get your hands up! Everybody!” Only one man obeyed the command, and unfortunately
S Hedges was a the moment raisng a char to dub him; migtaking the lifted hands for an offensve
gesture, Hedges drove the chair down on the man's head, changing the contour of his features
consderably.

Another man, badly confused, mistook the reflection of awindow in alarge wal mirror for ared window
and ran full speed into it. He went down with the breaking glass.

There were three shots, closdy spaced, and four others, more scattered. Disgppointed Smith joined Doc
behind the bar, seized bottles, tucked them under his left arm, then leaned over the bar and began
sharpshooting with the missiles

“Those bottles” Doc warned, “will fracture a man's skull.”
Smith's “1 hope s0,” was bloodthirsty.

There was no more shooting.

Hands began going up.

Ancther man escaped via a window.

Disappointed Smith, a bottle poised, searched for a target. “Hdl!” he sad disgugedly. “They're
surrendering.”

Doc discovered Mix Waden, standing just insde the door, pointing successvely at different men on the
floor. She was counting, apparently.

“There's only three unaccounted for,” she announced. “Not counting the pair who got out through the



windows.”

Smith began reloading his revolver.

“No more shoating, unless we have to,” Doc directed.

“What,” asked Smith, “do you plan to use on the remaining three? The evil-eye?’

“Well see what some loud, angry talk will accomplish,” Doc sad.

Chapter XIV

MR. FLINCH, the manager—now ex-manager—of the Central House Hotel in Yamouth, Nova
Scotia, had became rather indignant. He fdlt, he had stated severd times, that he had codperated with the
authorities and so he didn't see why he should be thrown in jail. Didn't they appreciate what he had done
to hdp? Hadn't he sgned a statement that Stanley K. Foreman operated a refuge for criminds, and
hadnt he, Mr. Hinch, stated he would so tedify in court, proving his testimony by evidence that the
crook dients had used his Mr. Hinch's, hotd as a way-dtation enroute to Parade Idand.

They carted him off to the bagtile anyway.
“Poor Mr. Hinch,” said Disappointed Smith with pleasure. “Hisidea of innocence is overdevel oped.”

Captain McCollomb, a United States Coast Guard officid, carefully folded Mr. Hinch's sgned and
witnessed statement. He remarked, “This is going to cost that guy Foreman plenty. It seems that he
posted a bond of fifty thousand dollars which he guaranteed to pay each and every crook who was
caught while under his protection. How many'd we get? Thirteen, wasnt it? What's fifty thousand dollars
times thirteen?’

Doc Savage remarked thet it was a good afternoon's sdary.
“It's 9x hundred and fifty thousand smackeroos,” supplied Disappointed Smith. His voice contained awe.

Smith, Doc Savage reflected, should not be occupying his time becoming awed about Sx hundred and
fifty thousand dollars. Smith, Doc suspected, didn't redly have sx hundred and fifty thousand dollars on
hismind at dl. Smith probably had Jane Waden on his mind, and was too backward to do anything
about it.

Jane Walden was on the other side of the room, with her sster, Mix. Even Doc Savage, who fdlt certain
that reading a woman's mind was the least dependable thing he did, was sure Jane was in love with
Disgppointed Smith. And from Smith's actions during the trouble, Smith was in love with Jane.

“Smith,” Doc said.

“ERY

“You,” Doc sad, “arefull of poetry and quotations.”
“Wdl, 1—"

“Which you have afadlity for usng a the wrong time.”



“Huh?’

“l think,” said Doc, “that | shdl ddiver a quotation mysdf. It is from Shakespeare.” Doc examined the
caling for a moment thoughtfully, then delivered his quotation:

“' never tempted her with word too large,
“'But as a brother to his Sgter, show'd,
“'Badhiful ancerity and comdly love™

Smith's mouth fdl open, then closed, and his ears began to partake of fire engine coloring. He looked a
Jane.

“Jane” Smith said.
Jane amiled a him. “Wdl?’
“Jane,” said. Smith. He swallowed.
“y e
“l—uh—Jane. . "
“You,” Jane said, “areinarut.”
[—
Doc glanced a Mix and said in darm, “His words are getting shorter!”
Mix took Doc's arm. “Come on, smart-aleck, before you stop what you started.”
They went outside.
“Maybe wed better ick around,” Doc suggested, “in case Smith runs entirdy out of words.”

“Hewon't,” Mix said. “Come on. Let's you and | have dinner. Maybe we can find something to quarre
about.”

Doc grinned. He imagined Smith would get dong dl right, even if he did lose his words.

THE END
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