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Chapter |

SHE used a way of waking, ams hdd rigidy down and a little out from her body, shoulder-blades
twisted back, that made it seem she might be impaed on something. Impaed, meaning the way a
butterfly would be on the point of a needle.

Nice-looking. Undeniably nice-looking, not flashily dressed and not chegply ether. A trifle over average
height, generdly sweet honey in coloring, and, as to figure, the very best of everything in the right places.

She walked like that for a few yards, then went a little faster and got up on tiptoes in an unsteady way,
and it seemed a very fortunate thing the lamp-post stood just there, where she needed it.

Mr. Monk Mayfair's interest was, by thistime, wel stirred.

A fine moming for it, too. At this late June season, springtime was very full-bosomed in New York's
Central Park. And thismorning hour of ten o'clock was filled with splintering sunshine and the Snging of
birds. Mr. Mayfar's headache, a trivid afar that had resulted from absentmindedly sniffing the wrong
test tube in the laboratory yesterday, was more irksome to him because it carried no pleasant memories
of anight out on the town, than for any other reason.

He noted the way her fingers were biting at the shiny green metd of the lamp-post.
“Lady,” hesaid. “Lady, may | be of assstance?’

She looked a him. Lovely eyes. Beautiful distressed eyes. His toes tried out the tips of his shoes for
room.
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“I'm afraid—I don't—oh, thank you—" A specid voice, too. The sound of a harp over a lake. Then she
added, “Why, aren't you Roxy?’

“Who? Monk said. “Me? Roxy?’

She looked a him. She seemed to get stronger. “Aren't you Mr. Roxborough?’
“Me?" said Monk. “Wdl, I'm afraid not—"

She got alot stronger indeed. “Y ou're not?’

“Wel, no—"

“Pass on, you baboon,” she said. “Take awak. Scram. Make tracks.”

“But |—"

“Jud charge it up to experience,” she said. The voice was dill nice, but she was putting something in it
thet could be used for varnish-remover. “Get dong, little missng-ink. Beat it.”

“| resent the little part,” Monk said. “I weigh two hundred and thirteen pounds without my fountain pen.
What if | am five foot five? Y ou think it worries me?’

“@ a,vw.”
“You,” Monk said, “made a damned quick recovery.”
“Are you leaving?’

“Not until —hey! Ouch! Awk!” He was wearing his usud ghadly ydlow necktie. She jerked this tight,
flipped a knot into it—he couldn't breathe. He was wearing his favorite hat, the one which looked as if it
had been used frequently to fight bumblebees.

She yanked this down over his eyes. Presently he recovered from everything except indignetion. But by
that time, she was nowhere to be seen.

IN order to ease the drain on his dignity—Centrd Park on a ten o'clock June morning with the sun
shining is invariably a populous place, sO severd spectators were daring, and some of them were
laughing—Mr. Mayfair took himsdf away from there. He walked rapidly, turned left, walked rgpidly a bit
farther, turned off on the turf with a scowl a a KEEP OFF THE GRASS sgn, and dimbed up an easy
dope of rocks. Here there were no gigglers, grinners or laughers. Monk sat down.

“Sr Gdahad,” he said wryly, “you shoulda stood on your horse.”

He noted that by accident he had chosen a cooling-off spot from which he could look out across some
shrubbery and over the path which had been the scene of his recent embarrassment. It did not seem
important a the moment. The path at that point was near an entrance to the park from Centrd Park
West, which was an avenue walled with apartment houses where the rent for two rooms was five
hundred dollars a month and up.

Mr. Mayfar tried laughing. He managed, but not happily. The sound was a litle chipmunkish, he
decided. He swore, and this at least had fervor.



“Of dl the damn thingd” he remarked. And presently he tempered this with, “Not a bad-looking babe,
gther. Spirited, too.”

This about concluded the talking-to-himsdlf stage of his emotiond subsidence, and it was followed by a
thought not related at dl to the swoon-and-quick-recovery damosd. I'm eternally damned glad Doc
Savage and Ham Brooks, and in particular Ham Brooks, didn't see that little happening, he thought
fervently.

He could produce in hismind a clear picture of what Doc Savage's reaction would have been, in view of
arecent warning by Doc that he, Monk, was a pushover for dmost anything in skirts that was blonde and
glittered, and while there might be enjoyable things to be sad about beng a pushover, it could be
overdone. This speech, one of the sort Doc Savage did not make often, had followed an episode in
which such a blonde had nearly been thefinish of dl of them.

Monk clearly recaled what he had said. “1've learned. | am going to be very hard to get,” he had said. “I
understand that your unusua occupation, which is righting wrongs and punishing evildoers who are
outsde the law in the far corners of the earth, in which | am associated with you, becomes dangerous a
times | shdl henceforth treat dl blondes with disdain.”

“Digdan?’ Doc sad.

“Exactly.”

“Never mind attempting the impossble” Doc sad dryly. “And our professon sounds a little corny, the
way you just stated it.”

Monk looked out across the park and shuddered. Then he stared. Disbdieving, he shaded his eyes with
ahand. He was ingpecting the part of the path where he had recently received discomfiture.

“For God's sake,” he muittered. “She's &t it again.”

DOC SAVAGE headquartered on the eighty-sixth floor of a midtown Manhattan skyscraper. He owned
the building, but inhabited only the spacious eghty-gixth floor with an arrangement of |aboratory, library
and reception room, and maintained aso a smdler suite of two rooms on a lower floor, the latter
occupied by a private detective agency which did nothing but screen would-be vistors, weeding out the
cranks and curiosity-lookers. The deuth agency was one of the lesser expenses of fame.

Monk Mayfair entered the reception room which contained comfortable chairs, an odd and wondrous
inlad Orientd table, a huge and ugly safe, and Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley “Ham” Brooks, an
attorney.

“Good morning, stupid,” said Ham Brooks.
“How did you know, you shyster?” Monk asked sourly.
Ham laughed. “That's a nice knot you've got in your necktie.”

“This?” Monk glared and fingered the knot, which held been able to loosen somewhat, but not untie. “A
dame tried to choke me.”

“An improvement over the knots you usudly tie—" Ham paused, looking interested. “What was that? A
dame tried to—"



“Never mind.”

“It looks as if you findly met an intdligent lady, | would say,” said Ham chearfully. “Sought to drangle
you, eh? Quite aworthy project.”

“Nuts to you, Blackstone. Is Doc around here?’
Ham tilted his head toward the laboratory. “How did this happen? This garroting—"

Monk walked into the laboratory. Doc Savage was working with awire recorder, doing voice imitations,
running scales, imitating sounds, then playing the exercises back and ligening to them disapprovingly.
Monk ligened for a few moments. The range, power and flexibility of Doc's voice was ill a source of
agonishment to Monk, athough he had been associated with the giant bronze men for severa years, and
was fully acquainted with the freskish background that had made Doc Savage into the package of
marvels—physicd, mentd, and scientific—that Doc was.

Doc Savage was living proof of the argument that if you begin early enough, and train hard enough, you
can do dmogt anything. Monk knew that Doc Savage had been placed, a cradle age, in the hands of a
succession of scientigts, physica culture fiends, psychologists—even a genuine Yogi or two—and had
received atraining which probably no other human being had ever undergone. The result was more than
just agiant bronzed man with visud dgns of unusud strength, a man with har a little darker bronze than
his skin, and rather hypnotic flake gold eyes—the result was Doc Savage, physcd mavd, mentd
wizard, scientific genius, and withd not quite as freskish as he could have been.

“Doc, | had afunny thing happen to me” Monk said. “1 mean, | don't think it was so funny, so | guessiit
was funny.”

Doc Savage shut off the recorder. “Not another blonde aready?’

“That won't pass as mind-reading, but | resent it anyway,” Monk said. He grinned. “Buit this is an odd
one. A babe is swooning for guysin brown tweed suits up in Centra Park.”

“Let's do that dowly again,” Doc suggested. “A babe is—"

“A beautiful honey-colored young lady. Gorgeous. | tdl you, such a charm bundle | haven't seen in—"
“Swooning?’

“In Central Park. About Seventy-second Street where that path turns south—"

“Andfor...?

“Guys in brown tweed suits. Beat-up grey hats, too. Here's how | know—I watched her. She did it
twice. Each time it was for a good-sized man in a brown tweed suit and a grey hat, and that's how |
figured out why | got the trestment. I'm wearing a brown tweed suit and grey hat.”

Ham Brooks had come in to ligen, and he remarked, “You flatter that burlap bag youre wearing by
cdling it a tweed suit. You say this swooner isa dish?’

“| say you can keep out of this, you disaster-to-the-law-profession,” Monk snapped.

Doc looked pained. “Let's not start that now,” he said. “Monk, wha do you think this gifl is trying to
do?”

Monk shrugged. “Swoon for Roxy, | guess”



“Who?’

“Roxy. Or Roxborough.” Monk frowned, and added, “The way it looked to me, she logt interest in me
when she found out | wasn't named Roxborough.”

Doc looked at Monk thoughtfully. “I take it you wish to investigate this swooning lady further,” he said.
“But what gets me is this What on earth has happened to you to make you come around asking
permisson to get embroiled with a blonde?’

“I've reformed,” Monk explained proudly.

“And he wanted to come in and shave and fix his necktie before resuming operations,” Ham said.
“Yeah. | wanted to spruce up—why, | never said any such thing,” Monk declared indignantly.
Doc asked, “But you would like to investigate further?”

Monk nodded. “But only because of the mysterious and inexplicable behavior of this babe.”

“Oh, then blonde-chasing is farthest from your mind?’ Doc inquired.

“Thevery farthest.”

“Good,” Doc sad. “But you had better take Ham Brooks dong for a chaperon.”

Monk staggered. “That,” he ydled indignantly, “is the dirtiest trick this day will see.”

Chapter Il

THE bamy June day, as such June days will be, had turned into a stinker. Up out of the southwes,
pushing againd the soft warmth, a thunderstorm came whooping and gobbling and gnashing fangs of
lightning. It fdl upon Central Park with a rush of wind, flying leaves, swirling dust that was nagty in the
way that only New York dust can be, and then came a pdting rain.

The swooning lady was fortunate. Rescue in the shape of a taxicab was managed, but Monk Mayfair,
watching from his vantage point on top of the rocky knall, was not as lucky. By the time he reached his
car where it was parked, he was soaked. He climbed in, blew the rain off the end of his nose, switched
on the radio and as soon as it was warm, demanded of the microphone, “All right, fancy-pants, did you
lose her?’

There was no answer.
“Don't be coy, Ham,” Monk said. “Did you or didn't you see her hop into a cab when it began to ran?’

The radio recalver returned a hissng slence for a few seconds, and then a voice, Doc Savage's
pleasantly timbrous tone, saying, “Ham probably finds it awkward to report to you just now, Monk.”

“If helogt her, Il make him awk-ward—"
“Ham is driving the cab in which sheisriding.”
“Oh!l” Monk said, and presently added, “The doublecrosser!” This last was quite bitter.

“Wha do you mean?’



“We matched,” said Monk, “to see who would get to strike up an acquaintance with her when it came
time for that, and Ham lost.” He glared a the microphone.

“Shewill think Ham only a cab driver. You can hardly cdl that an acquaintance.”

“You're taking to aguy who knows Ham Brooks. . . . And by the way, where in the heck are you,
Doc.”

“Riding dong about two blocks behind Ham's cab.”

“Huh? Y ou're uptown here?” Monk was dumbfounded. “What's the idea?’
“Things were dow, and this seemed interegting,” Doc explained.

“Oh, you got alook at the babe too, did you?’

Doc sad dryly, “We're turning east on Hfty-ninth Street, if you care to join the procession.

THE girl told her cab driver to drop her off a the Park Regis Hotd, and Ham Brooks thought she
sounded a little angry. He aso reflected that, if she was an inhabitant of the Park Regis, she was wdl
supplied with green materid. It required plenty of greenersto put up at the Park Regis. The minimum rate
was around twenty a day, Ham understood. Ham, having been too busy for some time associaing
himsdf with the adventures of Doc Savage, and neglecting the lav business as a consequence, was short
enough of funds to be money-conscious.

“The Park Regis, Miss,” he said, swinging the cab to the curb, “is about haf a block down the Street.”
“Thank you. What isthe fare? Wait, you say hdf a block—"

“Meter reads axty-five, Miss,” Ham said, amiling apologeticaly. “Yes, hdf a block. I'm anfully sorry. |
have afla tire. Too bad, raning likeit is”

“All right, | suppose you can't hdp afla tire” she said curtly. She paid him, and added a quarter tip. She
prepared to dight.

“Here, Miss, take thisumbrdla” Ham said.

She heditated. The rain was pdting down. She eyed the umbrdla, a rather ample one with a heavy and
ornate handle. “Y ou're offering me an umbrdla?’

“Sure, why not,” Ham said offhandedly. *“ Some guy Ift it in the hack a couple of hours ago.”
“Arent you supposed to turnin lost property?”

“Yep, and | will, too. Il just come by and pick it up when you're through with it. You live a the Park
Regis? Okay, I'll stop infor it

She nodded. “Wdl, thanks. I'l leave it with the doorman.”

Ham found the answer not entirdy satisfactory; part of this finegling was designed to learn whether she
resded at the hotel, and the reply left imin doubt. Ask her again if she was a guest there? Better not.

“Huh? What's that?” he said.



It was another haf-dollar for his kindness with the umbrdla. He grinned fodlishly and guiltily.

He did natice, though, that she glanced a the tires when she was on the sdewalk. She needn't have
bothered; that was dl taken care of. One tire was flat. This taxicab was part of Doc Savage's working
equipment, and a very specid job. You could punch a button and flaiten a tire any old time—inflate it
amaog as quickly, if that was necessary.

Ham watched the way her legs swung. He whigtled slently. Very nice. He shut off the engine, leaned
back and turned up the volume on their U.H.F. radio frequency.

With interest, Ham listened to the sounds that now came from the radio, these congsting of swishings,
cickings, bangings, crashings, and once a thunderous femde voice saying, “Damn the rain, and damn
severd other thingd” Ham laughed; he liked a lady with spirit. He switched on the windshidd wiper and
through the space that was cleared saw the young lady take a seat a one of the smdl tables under the
avning of the Park Regis nationdly known sidewak café. At that point, Doc Savage and Monk Mayfair
climbed into the cab with him.

“Judes” Mok said, looking a Ham.

Ham turned up the radio volume a bit more. They lisened to the sounds, which were now of different
qudity, less violent, the scuffings and thumpings somewhat different, and presently there was a measured
series of loud bumps, then a voice, dearly a waiter's voice, saying, “You wish to order, Mademoisdle?’
And agirl's voice, the swooner's voice, replying, “Y es, thanks. Bring me a shrimp cocktail, the soup, the
Kansas City steak, the gooey dessert | like, and coffee”

“Nice gppetite,” Ham remarked.
“She's hungry,” Monk muttered. “She's had a hard day swooning.”

“She called for the dessert she likes” Doc Savage remarked. “That means she egts there regularly. Does
selivethere?

“You couldn't prove it by me” Ham admitted. “I didn't put thet one over.”

Monk pointed at the radio. “You got the gan turned up too high on that transmitter in the umbrdla
handle. Don't need that much pickup.”

“How did | know,” Ham retorted, “that she wouldn't stand the umbrdla in a corner or in a dost
somewhere? And the extra pickup will do no harm.”

THEY were two gentle-looking men. Brothers, it could be, except for the difference in their voices, but
even that was a negative qudity, the lack of something that you reasonably expected. The lack of any
difference, redly. They were two peas in a pod. One took the stage, spoke; the other supplanted him,
and there was little to tdll which was one and which was the other.

“Good afternoon,” the voice of one said.

“Good afternoon,” the other said. And then he added, “Miss Morgan.”

“Miss Dannie Morgan,” added the fird.

Miss Dannie Morgan looked at them. She was wel into the Kansas City steak, and she chewed and



swallowed the piece she was currently working on. She did it gracefully, and it was done dong with
some rage, S0 it was doubly graceful.

“Thelittle Sr Echo brothers,” she said unpleasantly. “ St down, boys. Get ready for some bad news.”
They stared at her, ther polite smdl amiles dightly shaken.
She gestured impatiently. “Pull up chairs, Juan, Jolla. | think I'm going to tender my resgnation.”

They gasped in astonishment, together. They whipped out chairs and sat down. They began to talk. Each
one would take a deep breath and expend it dl in a spurt of words; the other would be ready when he
ran down. The gig of it was that they couldn't understand what possessed her—wasn't it congenid
employment, and at good wages too, forty dollars a day, and didn't she enjoy being an actress? After
they had said that three or four times in three or four different ways, Dannie Morgan broke in and told
them what she thought of it. It wasn't much.

In the meantime Ham Brooks, in the taxicab with Doc Savage and Monk Mayfair, burst out laughing.

“You know what they remind me of?” Ham said. “Two brown sedls baancing bdls of butter on ther
noses. Don't ask mewhy.”

“Forty bucks aday,” Monk said. Monk's finandd status was currently smilar to that of Ham, so forty a
day impressed him. “The swooning business is profitable.”

Doc Savage ligened to the radio, picking up from the little trangmitter in the umbrella handle. One of the
polite men—he had not yet diginguished Juan from Jolla—was saying that it was of course only a joke
they were preparing to perpetrate on their friend Mr. Roxborough, but they had gone this far and spent
S0 much money, a hundred and twenty dollars induding today, thet it would be a shame to disgppoint
them now, wouldnt it?

Doc Savage frowned.

“Joke?’ he said, giving his opinion. “At forty dollars a day? Three days, a hundred and twenty dollars? |
doubt it.”

Miss Morgan had the same feding.

“You boys,” she told the pair, “are a couple of suckers, but you seem to be nice boys—polite ones
anyway—and | do fed alittle guilty about letting you down.”

“You mudn't,” Jollasad.
“Mudn't let us down now, thet is” said Juan.

There was more argument in which she said they were wasting their money, and they assured her they
should be the judge of that; it was awonderful joke, very wonderful indeed, that they were trying to play
on Mr. Roxborough.

“All right, dl right,” said Miss Morgan impatiently, surrendering. “But on one condition. I'm getting tired
of swooning for wrong men. Either produce a better description of Roxborough, or | do quit.”

The two men glowed. “Better than a description,” one said, and the other said, “We have a picture.
Fndly we have a picture.”

Doc Savage whipped up, stared in the direction of the sdewak café, not too diginguishable through the



rain. He decided that Miss Morgan was holding the photograph, asmdl affair about three by four inches,
and examining it.

“Get usa shot of that pictureif you can, Ham,” he said quickly. He whipped open the dash compartment.
“Where is the miniature camera that's supposed to be in here? | hope—hereitis”

Ham said, “1 hope thisworks,” took the camera, and got out into the rain. He trotted toward the café.

“WHAT,” demanded Monk Mayfair, “will he use for an excuse? If he says he came back for the
umbrdla, that's not going to be so hot.”

Doc was bothered about that too. “Better she kept the umbrella than we get a copy of the photograph,”
he agreed. “But Ham may work out a quickie.”

Ham did. He approached the table under the canopy. Because of the sound of rain on the canvas, and
her interest in the picture, Miss Morgan did not immediately note his arrival.

“Oh! The nice cab driver!” She looked up, placing the photograph on the table. “You came back for
your umbrela?’ she asked.

“No, not for the umbrdla, Miss” Ham dangled a five-dollar hill before her. “Did you lose this, Miss? |
found it inmy cab.”

Miss Morgan eyed the greenback speculatively, then shook her head.

“Wdl, | found it and thought maybe it was yours” Ham said. He grinned. “You seem to be an honest
customer, Miss. You'd be surprised how few of them | meet . . . | keep afile of unusud or interesting
customers.” Ham whipped out the camera. “Could | have your photograph?’

He had evidently pre-focused the lens by guess, because he log very little time. There was a wink of
white light as the flashbulb went.

“Por Diogl” gasped one polite man.
“By God!” sad the other, asif the exclamation needed trandating.

“Thank you, Miss. Thank you very much,” Ham said, pocketing the camera again. “Thanks for the
picture. And you just keep the umbrella and useit until you are through with it.”

Ham backed away rapidly. The girl cadled something and it was not understandable because she was
moving the umbrdla around the table at the time, the resultant jarring of the microphone drowning her
words. If it was an offer to return the umbrdla to Ham right now, which was probable, Ham pretended
not to understand. He waved. A few moments later, and he was gpproaching the cab.

“Thank heavens” Monk remarked, “for New York being ful of cab drivers who are characters. Any
place d<g, it would look screwy—"

Doc lifted a hand for slence. He was ligening to the radio. The two amiable men were discussng, in
rgpid Spanigh, this precise point: a moment later they reached Monk's conclusion—there were a lot of
uninhibited hack driversin New Y ork. Who could tdl what those guys would do?

Ham dimbed in with them. “If there wasfilmin the camera, and if the usud twenty other things didn't go
wrong, | got a picture.”



“What did the man in the photograph—Roxborough—I ook like?” Doc demanded.

“l didn't have much of a chance for a close look. Just a big rugged intdlligent-looking guy.”
“But you got the photograph in the picture you took?’

“yYes”

“What about the two polite caballeros?”

“Them, too,” Ham said. “They may be alittle out of focus, dthough | had the lens stopped down as much
as| dared to get depth of fidd.”

Doc hdd out a hand for the camera. “I'll develop and enlarge the shot, and see what can be done with it.
Monk, you might try trailing the two men when they leave her.”

Monk nodded, but pointed at the radio speaker. Miss Morgan's nice voice, diveting for peds of
laughter, was tdling about her experiences swooning for men in brown tweed suits and grey hats. “But
the funniest one of dl,” she said presently, “was a short homedly felow who looked like the brother, or the
firs cousin a least, of a baboon. You should have seen hisfacel” Her mirth became uncontrollgble.

“At least,” Monk sad bitterly, “I made an impression.”

DOC SAVAGE put the film through a fine-grain development at headquarters, fixed and dried it, then
clipped it into an enlarger and made a print, blowing it up to the greatest dimensions possible without too
much loss of detall.

Examining the result, he found that as Ham had said, Roxborough seemed to be a burly Anglo-Saxon
type. In the photograph, Roxborough was looking directly at the camera, and wore aamdl but diginctive
one-sided amile Taking into consderation the fada characteristics, Doc decided the man's hair was
rather sandy, the eyes a dark blue, the complexion suntanned. There was one gold tooth shown by the
grdl smile

Making four more copies of the print and drying them, Doc dropped in a the nearest precinct police
dation and indituted a routine gdlery check to see whether any of the four individuds shown had a police
record. Since he frequently worked with the police, too many explanations were not demanded of him.

Enroute back to headquarters, he used the radio to learn what progress Monk and Ham were making.

Ham Brooks said, “The conference broke up without anything more being said that was interesting. I'd
sy it was thisway: Thisgirl is someone the two men hired for the swooning job. An actress, probably.”

“Is she daying at the Park Regis?’
“Yes. Regigtered under the name they cdled her, except that her fird nameis Danidla Danidla Morgan.”

“That hotd,” Doc suggested, “charges Hiff rates. Rather high living for an actress who would be needy
enough to accept employment as queer as this”

Ham probably winced over that. At least there was a pause before he said, “Acting is a little like cab
driving—you don't have to be screwy to do the job, but it helps.”

“Wel, don't enthrone the young lady too firmly until you know a little more about what goes on,” Doc



suggested.

Presently Monk Mayfair reported in. He had trailed the two men to a hote on Seventh Avenue not far
from Times Square.

“Been registered about a week,” Monk said. “Names are Juan Leon Schaefero, and—this will stop
you—Jolla O'Sulliven. The Irish get into the damnedest places.”

“Where did they register as being from?’

“Miami, Horida” Monk said. “1 was coming to that. Both gave the same address. One zero zero seven
Soring Street, Miami.”

“Thereis no such addressin Miami,” Doc sad ingantly.

Not too surprised, Monk said, “I wouldn't argue with your memory for things like that, having seen it
work. | guess they're a couple of crooks as far back as last week when they registered, en?’

THIRTY minutes later, Doc Savage was back on the radio and in contact with Monk again. “I must have
aholeinmy head today,” Doc sad bitterly.

“Yesh? Y ou mean we're overlooking something?’

“The most obvious thing of al—the particular location which has been chosen for the swooning,” Doc
told him,

“In the park, you mean?’

“Yes, but specidly the fact that it is near the point where a path leaves the park. A footpath. That
suggests that Roxborough frequently uses thet path. It follows that he livesin the neighborhood, and since
there are gpartment houses directly across Centrd Park West from that point, we've been overlooking
something.”

“You want,” Monk said, “meto start inquiring at the apartment houses for Roxborough?’
“Exactly.”
“That,” said Monk, “isa good job for Ham. He has a glib tongue.”

“The girl has had a good look a you, so you cant very wdl take over the job of traling her,” Doc
pointed out. “She would recognize you indtantly.”

“l was afraid youd think of that,” Monk said bitterly.

“Drop past here,” Doc said unfedingly, “and pick up one of these pictures of Roxborough.”

Chapter Il
“ROXBOROUGH!" exploded Ham Brooks. “Hey, fdlow, isnt your name Roxborough?’

Now, at five fifteen in the afternoon, the June sky stood out a clear cyanite blue, stripped of clouds, and
the ar had a rain-washed freshness thet it had lacked that morning. There wasin fact little evidence of the



noontime rain other than the clean bite to the air, together with afew pools of rainwater sanding mirrored
in depressions in the blacktop footpaths and park drives. Nursemaids were abroad with their charges in
carriages. Dog-walkers were plentiful, and pigeons and squirrels were getting their usua quota of peanuts
and popcorn.

“Oh!” said Ham Brooks. “What the hdl!”
Doc Savage was pleased. “I look alittle like Roxborough's picture in this getup, do 17’

“Quitealat,” Ham admitted. “For about two seconds, you had me fooled . . . But what's the idea? You
Sherlock Holmes, or somebody?”

Doc amiled unhappily. “Of dl the causes for a man meking a fool of himsdf, impatience is probably one
of the fird. Let's grant that. | was impetient. In short, why not learn what is supposed to happen when
Miss Morgan swoons for Roxborough.”

Ham stared a Doc Savage, then laughed heartily. “This| want to see. When do you make this test, Mr.
Roxborough?’

“Isthe young lady at her stand?’

“yes”

“Has she swooned for anyone recently?’

Ham shook his head. “The photograph of Roxborough seems to have reduced her percentage of error.”

Doc nodded. “I might as wel try it now. Youd better be in the neighborhood, but out of Sght.
Incidentaly, don't show yoursdlf unless the Stuation seems desperate.”

“Fing and | know I'm going to enjoy the bandstand seat,” Ham said cheerfully. “By the way, that's the
new type of contact lensyou are wearing to change the color of your eyes. How do they work? Do they
have the drawback of the old ones, the pigment in the plagtic cutting down vison efficency too much?’

“They're not too much improvement,” Doc confessed. “All right, I'll give you five minutes to get set, then
go around and enter the park. Well see what happens.”

THE thing nearly fdl through at the beginning because Miss Morgan had bought a nickd sack of peanuts
and was meking friends with two perfectly willing squirrels and a score of beady-eyed pigeons. When
ghe glimpsed Doc Savage, she started violently and seemed uncertain about what to do. Doc coOperated
by pretending not to have noticed her, and turned to the path raling, where he paused to make cucking
sounds at another squirrdl. He was aware that Miss Morgan was moving awvay hadtily. He gave her time
to make her pitch.

A few minutes later, when he resumed his groll down the path, he saw that she was prepared. She did it
wdl, too. As a doctor, which was his most specidized traning, he could pick certain flavs in the
performance, but as a whole she gave an excdlent ddlinestion of a young lady about to collapse.

He camein on cue, as she was collgpsing againg the lamp-post.
“My dear young lady,” he said anxioudy. “Are you ill? |s there some way | can be of assstance?’
“I'm afraid 1—I don't—Oh, thank you—" She looked a him, and her eyes widened in a very passable



imitation of recognition. “Why, aren't you Roxy?’
Doc hoped he seemed enough taken by surprise.
“Why, how did you know that?’

“Y ou're Roxborough, aren't you?’

“How did you know? | don't believe I've met you.” He took her am hdpfully. “You seem ill. Is there
something—"

She threw both her arms about him. Not fondly, he redlized. And she screamed. There were no words in
the scream, just sound.

Twenty feet digtant, behind a bush, there was movement. One of the polite men came into view. Juan,
Doc thought. He dill wasn't sure which was which.

“Dannie” screamed Juan. “My dear Sster! My darling sister!”
He howled this while bounding toward Doc and the girl, which somehow kept it from being comica.

“You beast! You damned beast!” This was directed at Doc Savage, at closer range. Juan stared at the
grl. “Danniel Good God, what has he done to you?’ Back went Juan's head, and he began to bawl,
“Policel Help! | want a policeman!”

Doc was puzzled, though the girfl looked puzzled dso, and he demanded, “What's the idea? Who are
you, felow?’

“Y ou've abducted and drugged my sgter!” Juan screamed at him.
“Did 17" Doc said ominoudly.
“l want a policeman!” Juan screeched in a voice that made the pigeons leave in hasty clouds.

Ham Brooks, evidently thinking the whole thing was quite funny, stepped from behind a shrub about
thirty feet distant and called his own idea of humor. “You firg did O-for-Operator, fdlow.”

Ham later tried to explain that the remark was a display of genuine wit, recognizable as such by anyone
who had been in a New York telephone booth and noted the printed indructions on how to get a
policeman: Dial O-for-Operator and say: | want a policeman.

The point, however, was that he was fdled by a blow from behind, ddivered by a blackjack, before he
witnessed any audience reaction to the bit of great wit. Ham pitched forward on hisface.

JOLLA waved the shot-filled lesther persuader with which he had dropped Ham, and ydled, “Juan! Is
wrong—something! This hombre —I recognize heem. Is cab driver—is helper EIl Hombre De Bronce
—to Doc Savage, thees guy belong.”

A little scrambled, English and Spanish and accent mixed together, but he got it out.

It meant something to Juan, too. Ingantly—and right here Doc Savage began to have a low opinion of
the efficiency of the contact lenses, deegply blue in coloration to disguise the spectacular gold flake of his
eyes—Juan had a blackjack of his own in hand. He siwung it with skill and speed. The left Sde of Doc's



head seemed to depart with a crash; he was vagudy aware of the hard dark feding of the path pavement
agang his hands.

“Heis not Roxborough,” Jollas voice sad.

“I know that, you fool,” said Juan. “1 knew it dl dong.”

“Then why did you not stop her—"

“How was | to know he would say he was Roxborough?”

“Who is he? Hit im again,” Jolla said.

“l have hit im once,” said Juan confidently. “Heis as good as dead.”

Doc, on his knees, mentdly damned the new type of contact lenses which had hampered his vison. He
would have to make the best of it; to remove the things, you needed the little rubber vacuum cup device.

Doc reached, got Juan's ankle, jerked—intending to go on and lay his hands on Jolla, a perfectly feasble
campaign that should not have been beyond his daility. It did not, however, work out. He had made a
further error in migudging the cagpabilities of the pair.

The next few seconds—it might have been two seconds or fifteen—came near baing as brisk an interva
as he ever experienced. The two were judo men. The worst kind of judo, and wizards & it. It was his
agonized impression that not one clean blow was struck; there wasn't even anything as decent as merdy
trying to break hisarms.

“Heisgood!” Juan blurted.

“Too good,” agreed Jolla. “Let us leave here”
“Takethegirl?

“Oh, sure”

The conversation was particularly irritating to Doc Savage because it was carried on during the dimax of
as vidous a hand-to-hand encounter as he had ever experienced. Not that they had damaged him grestly.
But it is dmost impossible, as he had known, for one good big judo man to do anything with two good
litle ones. The whack on the sde of the head was no help, ether.

He knew that footsteps had Ieft rgpidly. Miss Morgan in flight.
Then Juan and Jolla took off, in the direction the gifl had gone.

Doc Savage logt no time, but lunged to the right—he had, luckily, kept his sense of direction—and
scrambled over the low stone wall that bordered the path a this point, then flopped into its shelter. That
was a good ideg, too. There were two shots, one bullet chipping stone off the wall, the other ricochetting
and dimbing off into the sky with the sound of a sck vidlin.

Now Doc removed the contact lenses. He threw them, with a rare venting of sheer impotent rage, as far
as he could. Nearly trapped by one of his own gadgets, he thought bitterly. Then he crawled a few fest,
got behind atree, and took a chance on alook around.

The scene of the late fight on the path was impressive. Various bits of clothing, some of it his own, were
strewn about. He was somewhat surprised to see no loose arms or legs.



Nearly two hundred feet distant, Juan and Jolla were just overtaking Miss Morgan. They seized her. She
kicked, bit, screamed. Juan placed his hands on her, did a couple of things with them, her screaming
changed to ghedtly shrieking, and then she was loose and ill. Juan then shouldered her limp figure. For a
gmdlish man, he seemed to do it very eesly. They sauntered away with the girl.

A policeman came into view, running, the usua big policeman with a red face and high-pitched shouting
voice. Juan and Jolla faced the oncoming officer; they seemed to sudy him with ddliberation. Then Jolla
raised a hand; fire and noise came out of the hand, and the officer veered laaly off the path and went
headlong and blindly and ill running into a thicket of brush. He made a considerable thrashing sound in
there and the sound remained exactly where it was.

Juan and Jolla wandered off into the shrubbery with Miss Morgan. From the firg about their movements
there had been, or had seemed to be, a careless ease and no hurry at dl.

Ham Brooks, lying on the grass a short distance from the path, decided to get up. He seemed to make
the decison very carefully, then placed both hands on his head, lifted the head with some difficulty until
his face was off the turf, and with more of the same care, endeavored to rise. The downfdl of the project
came when he thought it necessary to release his head in order to convert the use of his hands to getting
himsdf erect; when he did that, the weight of his head jerked him back to earth.

Doc Savage got up and set out after the two polite—and capable—men and the girl. Passing the thicket
where the policeman had gone, he saw the officer Stting there, service revolver in hand.

“Hey, you!” the officer yelled. “ Stop!”

Doc sad, “Take it easy, Grant,” and then when the officer raised his gun, added, “Grant! Detective
Squad, the Twentieth Precinct. Don't be a fool!” The gun lowered a trifle then, and a moment later Doc
was out of Sght.

Head back, dtretching out, Doc ran, vearing a little to the right, now leaving the path, guessng on the
route the two men would take—it was clear they had cased this part of the park thoroughly and knew
the lay of the ground—and hoping to intercept them, or at least keep track of them. He was successful in
only the last part.

They were, when he saw them again, dimbing over the breast-high wall that bounded the park on the
west. They draped the girl on thewadl like a sack, vaulted over, picked up the girl, and trotted across the
wide thoroughfare, Centrd Park West, gpparently blissfully unaware of screaming brakes, wildly dodging
automobiles and angry howls from drivers. Their destination—a amdl grey sedan parked across the
dreet.

They made it, too. Piled in and the car got moving.

SELF-DISGUST had now built up into quite a lump insde Doc Savage; it was unpleasantly in his face
that there had been too much bad luck in the last few minutes. Tough breaks did not come that many to a
package. Thiswas the kind of thing earned you by stupidity, poor planning and over-eagerness.

He went over the park wal and into the street in a bitter mood, and spotting parked a hdf block to the
north the taxicab that Ham Brooks had used that morning, he made for it, further disrupting the Centra
Park West traffic—at least a dozen car horns were hooting and farther off a policeman's whisle was
twittering—and piled into the cab. The key was not in the lock. More nice bresking of luck. He leaned
down, head under the dash, jerking out ignition wires and tying them together, and while he was doing



that, there was a loud whacking of a nightstick on the window—he looked up and there was an angry
police face there.

“You got amoxie” said the angry voice of officdadom. “You think you sted a cab this easy? You think
that?’

Stevenson, this officer's name was. There were quite a few thousand policemen in New Y ork, and Doc
Savage did not know dl of them by name by any means, phenomendly developed though his memory
was, but he did know this one was Stevenson, Archie Stevenson, and the one in the park with the bullet
somewhere in him had been Grant.

“Hdlo, Stevenson,” Doc said. “Doc Savage, remember?’

“Now that's pretty good, Johnny, but I'l tel one,” Stevenson said. He hit the window a harder rap. “You
think | don't know Doc Savage? Y ou think not?’

Doc sat up and pressed the starter and the engine began turning over. He looked & the policeman; the
latter wrenched angrily at the door, which wouldn't open, then gave the window a blow that should have
shattered it but didn't. Doc said wesarily, “You think | got time to argue, Stevenson? Y ou think that?’

He drove away, and Patrolman Stevenson took a gun out of his pocket and amed carefully a the back
of the cab for awhile, but findly put the weapon away without firing and began to run for a callbox.

THERE was some guesswork in the fird part of the chase southward, but not too much because for
more than a dozen blocks there was no turn-off eastward from the streest—Central Park was on that
sde—and Doc had watched the right-hand streets for haf a dozen blocks, and seen no dgn of the grey
sedan. He was fairly sure the car was dill headed south on Centrd Park West. He got in the center of the
thoroughfare, pushed in the sren button and locked it, and was doing better than Sxty by the end of the
firs block.

Themeninthe grey car heard him. There was no reason why they shouldn't, nor did he particularly care.
It was not, normaly, his practice to pile heediong into something and try to bull through in a hurry, but
then nothing was going right anyway. So, when he caught sght of the grey car, he made up his mind to
overtake it, crowd it, ram it, anything to stop it.

It was easy. A little noisy and rough, but easy. The two polite men could not drive a car the way they
handled themsdlves in a hand-to-hand fight. Consequently, they were dow teking a right turn to get off
the sraightaway of Centra Park West, which speaking in a traffic sense was about as near being wide
open spaces as anything in midtown New York City. Doc Savage, actudly, was not more than a
hundred feet back when they took the corner; his caculation rounding the corner after them was a lot
better, hence hisloss of speed less. The die was cast then. They knew it. Haf-way dong the block, they
cut ther engine, threw on full brakes, and took to the sdewalk. Degtination, the front of a store. They
mugt have seen the thing done in amovie sometime; there was that unnaturaly spectacular ar about it.

The car struck, they had the door open, and while glass was crashing and the street full of noise, they
were out and trying to remove Miss Morgan. They looked up, saw Doc, gave up the girl. Back into the
store they wernt.

Somewhere toward the rear of the store, it occurred to them that they might as wel shoot the girl. But by
that time, Doc had thought of that; he had seized her ankle, was dragging her back out of view. Three
bullets came, two in the car and one that took a bit more glass out of the store front.



Presently Doc got up and ran back through the store—ran as much as was possible while dill keeping
behind objects which he hoped would dissuade a pigtol bullet. Let there be no back door to this place,
he thought. It was one of those novety shops with alot of crockery, antique glassware, plaster statues, a
place that would certainly show the effects of afight. But it had a back door into an dley courtyard.

The dley-court had the typica inhabited tomb smel of such placesin New Y ork; naked brick and grime
and festooned dothedines, too much of dl of it, induding nearly a dozen open windows and at least three
open doorways.

He never did find what door or window the two soft-voiced little men had used. Neither did the police,
later.

Miss Morgan contributed nothing at this point. She was gone when Doc got back to the grey car piled
agang the shop door. Just stood up, brushed hersdf off and walked away, a bystander said.

Chapter IV

“THE police” said Ham Brooks, “seem to fed there was an undue amount of hdl raised for the results
achieved.”

Doc Savage looked at the blank wall of the Twentieth Precinct Police Station. “What results?” he sad
bitterly.

A poalice captain named Scoffield came in. He wore a wryly dissatisfied look—five minutes ago when
hed left hed been mumbling something about jaling them—and he stood in front of Doc Savage for a
moment without speaking. Then he said politely, “I have indructions from the brass to turn you loose, and
to present you with the keys to my precinct. That'sfine” His voice went up severa notes and he added,
“All but the keys! The hdl with that—I don't like avil warsinmy precinct!”

“WEe're not happy about it ether,” Doc said.

Captain Scoffidd held one, then two, then three fingers in front of Doc Savage's face, shouting, “A
policeman shot in the shoulder, the park filled with loose bullets, the front end knocked out of a store! . .
. You know what the brass downtown said? 'Scoffield,’ he said, 'Scoffield, Doc Savage is one of the
mogt effective enemies of crime and aiminds in the world today, and you damn well better give hm
every assstance.’ Okay, that's whet the brass said. Now, you know what I've got persondly to say?’

“Oh, skip it, copper,” Ham said disagreesbly. “You weren't out there in the park being knocked over the
head and shot a.” Ham stood up, put on his hat, winced violently, took off the hat, and said, “Well see

you again, | hope not.”

Asthey were leaving, a police lieutenant named Croll hailed them. Croll was getting out of a department
car. “Hdlo, Savage,” he said. “They sent me up here about some pictures you asked the Department to
check on earlier inthe day.”

Crall produced a print of the photograph Ham had taken a the Park Regis Hotel sdewak café and
indicated the faces of the two gentlemen, which had been ringed with a pencil. “Rough boys,” he said.

“We found that out,” Doc said dryly. “Y ou mean they have police records?’

Crall nodded. “Like reading an encyclopediaon crime” he declared. “ South Americans. Not any specid
republic down there—mogtly Venezuda, Brazil and Argenting, though. They've splattered over into



Spain and Mexico a few times. We have nothing to show where they were born, but they firg showed,
gght years ago, as rival wrestling champions of South America—the rivdry was a phony, and they were
jaled for going into the tank for each other. The South Americans take their wrestling more serioudy than
we do, | guess. They broke jall, killing a guard, and in the next three years at least seven murders were
chaked up to ther credit. With tha practice behind them, they haven't been spotted as often, dthough
they've sure been active”

Crall scowled &t the photograph, sheking his head. “The damnedest aspect is the variety of jobs they're
suspected for. Confidence swindles, narcotics, bank jackings, jewd thefts—more jewd work than
anything else—and about anything you want to namein the way of violence and deviltry.” He moved the
point of the pencil over until it rested on the girl. “Who's the sugar-bun, besides using a name like Danidla
Morgan? Pretty, it she?’

“We have no ides,” Doc admitted. “Any specid reason for asking?’

“Wdl, we dready put a phone cdl through to Buenos Aires” Croll said. “They tdl us theres some
feding down here two Padres Feliz —what the hdl does that mean? In Spanish, | mean. Padres
Feiz?

“Happy fathers, or something like that.”

“Well, that's what they're cdled down there. Happy fathers, eh? . . . Wdl, from Buenos Aires we hear
it's suspected they got a brain. A mastermind. Somebody who does their planning.” He stared & Miss
Morgan's likeness. “Man, she would be quite an ornament across a breskfast table, wouldn't she? You

suppose she's their spark-plug?’

Ham Brooks said, “Of course not!” He seemed to have more on the subject, but glanced at Doc Savage
and flushed.

Doc sad, “We don't know athing about her, redly.”
“Wl, you want to be careful of those lads” Croll said.

MONK MAYFAIR, feet on the inlad desk at Doc Savage's headquarters, looked up from the ghasily
crimson necktie he was admiring. He held the tie aoft for their approval. “Bought it just before the stores
closed. Pretty sharp, en?

“Utilitarian, anyway,” said Ham.
“What's that mean?” Monk asked suspicioudy.
“Wl, if you get your throat cut, it's certain no one would notice any difference”

Monk grinned. “Y ou're usudly funnier than that. Say, | hear there was a rumpus uptown. Maybe it had
something to do with the swooning babe. Think | should investigate?’

Stunned, Ham looked at Monk. “Y ou mean you just vagudy heard about something?’

“Yeah,” Monk admitted. “Something about a cop getting shot, some bird getting knocked cold, a car
crashing into a store. Think it was around the part of the park where—" He peered a Ham Brooks.
“You look kinda—you hurt somewhere?’



Ham was speechless.

Doc sad, “Monk, | thought you were supposed to be working the apartment houses across the street
from the park in search of Roxborough.”

Monk shrugged. “That didn't take long.”
Doc looked incredulous. “Y ou mean you found him?’

“Oh, sure. Third place | asked,” said Monk arily. 1 tried to raise you guys on the radio to let you know,
but you were off enjoying yourseves somewhere. So | came down here to give mysdf a little spit and
polish.” He leered a them. “I might meet Miss Morgan again, you know.”

“You missng-ink!” Ham ydled. “You St down here amirking a a god-awful necktie like that while werre
Qgetting ourselves massacred—"

Monk was not too impressed, dthough interested. “Anybody who massacres you two will know he has
been to aparty. . . . Hey, you mean the rumpus in the park—"

When Ham ran out of words and fdl to hissng and waving his arms, Doc finished the story of their
doings and undoings. “This Suff you see covering usisnt exactly glory,” he finished. “Now, Roxborough?
Who and what?’

“Damn, I'm sorry | missed the entertainment,” Monk said. He grinned a Ham. “Particularly when our
law-book friend here acquired the knot on his head.”

“What about Roxborough?’
“We might as wdl go up and ask him,” Monk said.

THE agpartment door was made of prima vera mahogany, not the bleached imitation suff but the genuine
Honduran mahogany cut at the right season of the year to get the exquisite coloring, and it was at the end
of asixteenth floor hal in an gpartment on Centrd Park West a couple of blocks south of the American
Museum of Naturd Higtory. Solid gold doork-nobs would have gone wel with the rest of the hdll fittings,
without making anything look any richer.

Doc pressed a pearl button set in the edge of the door; there was no sound anywhere, but presently the
door was opened, aso without sound, by a man as tdl as Doc Savage and somewhat thinner, a rangy
men with eyes like the glass corks in the blue perfume bottles that come from France, a jaw made for
bresking things againg, and the most remarkable weather-beaten suntan on his face. The face had the
coloring and texture, or marring, of a cordovan boot that had been worn too hard and too long over too
rocky country. This was Roxborough.

He sad otherwise. “Richardson. Charles Richardson. And | believe youve made a mistake, because |
don't know you,” he said.

“Savage. Doc Savage,” Doc sad. “No, we havent met. But there is no eror, dther. Only a lie
somewhere.”

Roxborough examined them. “Indeed? | have heard of Doc Savage. . . . Do you mind my doubting your
datement, however?’



Doc shook his head. “That makes us even. | doubt one of yours”
((YSI?I
“Yes, Roxborough, | do.”

The man was wearing along dpaca robe, a sheeth of a robe with pockets, and his hand started for one
of the pockets. Started, and made four or five inches of the journey, and Doc Savage had the wrigt and
hed stopped it and was bending it up and back.

“Here we go again,” Ham complained. “And with this headache I've got!”

Roxborough's free hand, afig, started up and around. Doc caught it in his padm with a cap-pistol smack,
and now the two men stood close together, Slently. Two or three times violent sheking effort went
through Roxborough's body, and sweat made a rather magica appearance on his forehead. Then he said,
thickly, “Thereis nothing in the pocket.”

Monk went over and fdt of the robe pocket. “Hesright.” He dapped his hand over the rest of the man.
“None of the usud pistols and daggers on him, apparently.”

Doc released Roxborough. The man stepped back. They followed him insde.

Ham made a quick tour of the gpartment and came back and said, “I don't find anything but a mighty
elegant decorating job.” He looked at Roxborough. “Nice taste you have—in decorations.”

“Thank you.”

Doc asked, “Your name is Roxborough?’

The man hesitated. “I've goneto alot of trouble not to let it be known,” he said bitterly.
“Why?

The man turned and went to a chair and sat down. He arranged the robe over his knees. “You can go to
any part of hades you choose,” he said.

DOC SAVAGE asked Monk Mayfair, “How did you find his gpartment?’

“Why, by showing the doorman that picture” Monk was surprised.

“The doorman know him as Roxborough?’

“No, the doorman only knew him as the tenant of Sixteen J”

“Take alook around the apartment,” Doc said. “ Papers, letters, or anything—"

“Search warrant?’ Roxborough asked angrily.

“The police could get one here pretty quick, | imaging” Doc said. “Does that interest you?’

Roxborough grinned thinly. “I had aways heard you were a man of great culture, a scientist, a menta
wizard, Mr. Savage. The impression | have now istha of a common thug. Does that interest you?”

“Not,” Doc said, “as much as your unwillingness to have the police present.”



Presently Monk, from another room, caled, “By gally, the guy does his bookkeeping a home” There
was a slence mixed with rugling of papers, two whistles from Monk, both impressed, the second more
S0 than the firs. Then Monk said, “Our boy gets around. Mining properties. Canada, gold; Mexico,
slver; Brazil, diamonds; Africa, diamonds.” He rustled some more papers. “Heck, no bank statements. .
.. Well, he seems to be incorporated as Roxborough Associates, a Maryland corporation with offices in
New York.”

Doc Savage was watching Roxborough's face, and he had seen something. “New York company, en?’
Doc said. And now he was sure of it—the man didn't like being connected with New Y ork. “Check on
it,” Doc told Monk.

“Check on—"

Doc glanced at the pattern of black night sprinkled with city lights beyond the window. “There will
probably be no one a the company offices this time of night, but see if you can run down one of the
officers by telephone.”

Roxborough's face had lost color.

“Would you do me the favor of not doing that? he asked thickly.
“Why not?” Doc asked him.

The man winced. “1 would much rather you didnt.”

“Youll have to give a reason, fdlow,” Doc said.

Roxborough was slent.

“Monk, cdl one of the company officds” Doc ordered.

Monk nodded. “Okay. | know a fdlow named Jenkster who is up on the mining business. Maybe he
knows who runs the outfit.” Monk telephoned his friend, discussed some girl cdled Candy with him, then
got the desired information. He dided a number, presently said, “Mr. Kineberg? Thisis Mr. Mayfar of
the Doc Savage organization cdling. | believe you are an officer in a mining concern headed by a Mr.
Roxborough? Can you tdl me—says wha? . . . The devil you say! When did that happen? . . . Three
months ago? Why, yes, | remember a newspaper story about the incident. No trace, eh?. .. Oh, it was?
Wi, | didn't notice anything in the newspapers about that. What about the bodies? . . . Yes, that would
be a disagreeable thing, and it could happen down there in the jungles. Yes, | can understand. . . . Wdll,
Il tll you what, Mr. Kineberg, this news puts a different angle on my proposition, so 1'd better cdl you
back later. Thank you, and goodbye.”

Monk hung up, turned and looked wonderingly at Roxborough. “That was Mr. Kineberg,” Monk sad
dryly.

Roxborough scowled.

“Kineberg,” he said, “is probably a dick crook!”
“You think s0?7" said Monk.

“l do!”

“He didn't sound very dishonest to me” Monk said.



“l don't give a damn how Kineberg sounded,” Roxborough snapped. “You couldnt tdl anyway. The
men is a smoothie”

“You're sure of that?’

“Yes—" Roxborough hesitated, glowering. “That is; | think so. I'm hoping to find out.”
“How?

“By giving the so-and-so a chance to show histrue colors,” said Roxborough bitterly.
“Then what will you do?’

“Do? Do?" Roxborough's head came up; his eyes flashed glassy rage. “I'll have the law on him, that's
what Il do.”

“Oh,” sad Monk.

“What do you mean—oh?’ the other man shouted.
“| thought you might haunt him?’

“Haunt him?’

“Sure. You'e dead, aren't you?’ said Monk.

Chapter V

WITHOUT warning, it started to rain again, and after the raindrops had washed vidently agang the
windowpanes for a few moments, there was a whacking burst of thunder and two greaet winkings of
lightning, then a burst of wind through a partly opened window that made the curtains spring outward and
curl upward dmogt to the valance-boards. Monk went over and closed the window. Then he resumed

his speech.

“This guy"—Monk pointed a Roxborough—"“is either Roxborough, or he isn't Roxborough. But as far
as the officers of the Roxborough mining corporation think, Roxborough is dead. He died on a plane that
crashed in the Colombian jungle three months ago. | don't know whether the rest of you remember that
plane crash, but—"

“The Carib-Caracas-Lima Airways ship?’ Doc Savage asked.

Monk nodded. “That's the one. Went down in the jungle. They found the wreck three weeks later, and it
was amess. It happened in some of the nastiest junglein the world, and the ship was torn wide open. Al
they found was what the jungle animds had Ieft of the bodies.” He glanced meaningfully & Roxborough.
“Y ou—or Roxborough—was listed as a passenger on that plane,” he said.

Roxborough scowled angrily. “I'm not denying it, am 17?7’
Doc Savage took the stage, saying sharply, “Y ou were on the plane when it crashed?’
“Certainly | was on it!” Roxborough snapped.

“You weren't killed?’



The man sneered. “Do | look dead?”’
“Youd better,” Doc said ominoudy, “take amore avil and codperétive attitude.”

“I'l take any damned dtitude | want to,” Roxborough said angrily. “1 was on the plane. It crashed. |
wasn't killed. Those are the facts”

“How many others weren't killed?”

“None.”

“You were the only survivor?’

“l was the only survivor.”

“It mugt have been a bad crash.”

Roxborough nodded. “It was a bad crash.”

“What caused it?’

“It was caused by the plane hitting the ground in the jungle”
“Thet,” said Doc, “doesn't answer my question, and you know it.”

“I'm no aéronaut,” said Roxborough vidently. “How do | know what went wrong? One motor tore itsdlf
out of the plane without any warning at dl, and probably messed up some of the controls doing it. The
plane came down in along dive, and it hit damned hard.”

Doc Savage eyed the men narrowly. “As | recdl, it was a two-engined ship?

“So what? It crashed anyway.”

“And both motors were in the wreckage, as | dso recall, when the searchers located the plane remains”
“l didn't say one enginefdl off. | sad it tore itsdf out of—well, it tore itsdf up, but it didn't fal out.”
“And there were no other survivors?”

“No.”

“You got out?’

“yYes”

“Wasit atough trip?’

“Y ou're damned right it was a tough trip,” said Roxborough roughly. “Y ou've probably seen that jungle.
You know what it must have been like. | can tdl you one thing—if |1 hadn't knocked around in jungles
plenty, I wouldn't have made it. That's how tough it was. There are head-huntersin that jungle”

“You were scared?”’
“l knew what | was up againg.”

“Did you,” Doc Savage asked dryly, “have amnesa or some other loss of memory that caused you to



cometo New York and forget you were Roxborough?’
The man snorted. “My memory,” he said, “has never been impaired for one minute”
“Indeed?’

“l told you why | came to New York incognito,” said Roxborough vidently. “It was to watch my
partners in the mining business. | suspected them of being a bunch of damned crooks, and | wanted to
catch them robbing the company blind after they thought | was dead.”

“And have you caught them?’

“Not yet, but by God | will—" He paused, stared at Doc Savage and the others, and regained control of
himsdf. “You guys” he said, “are getting me excited, so I'll tak too much. . . . Now suppose you do
some taking. Just why are you bothering me?”

“Not,” Doc admitted, “an unreasonable question.”
“Care to answer it?’

“l don't see why not.”

ROXBOROUGH ligtened to Doc Savage's story of what had happened—Monk's experience with the
swvooning girl, the invedtigation they had started meking for no other reason except that they were
curious, and the culmination in violence—and hardly changed expression. The man had a poker face. He
caaudly lit a cigar, and when Doc was sketching the violent latter part of the recital, Roxborough grinned.
Doc finished: “The two professond South American crooks are being hunted by the police, and the girl
Danidla Morgan is dso being sought. But one thing is sure, the palite pair do not have the girl—unless
they've caught her snce” He glanced a Roxborough. “Now, does that jolt anything loose?’

“No, and why should it?” Roxborough countered.

“They were sgtting some kind of a trap in the park for you, whereby they were going to accuse you of
abduction. That's the way it seemed, anyway,” Doc said. 1 thought that might jog your memory.”

Roxborough sneered and waved his cigar. “You just let your fedings of sdlf-importance get away with
you, Savage. In other words, you stuck your schnozzola into something and got it soundly biffed for your
pans. Let tha be alesson—" The cigar stopped in midair, hung poised. The man's mouth closed, then
opened again, and he said, “Maybe—why, this story of yours might be truel”

“Y ou're making a mistakeif you don't think it istrue,” Doc said.

Roxborough sprang to his feet. “For crying out loud!” He hurled the cigar at the fireplace. “That's the
kind of adirty trick my partners would pull!”

“Wha do you mean?’ Doc asked patiently.

Roxborough stamped to the window, whedled and came back, and said, “Don't think I'm letting you bluff
meinto tdling you anything | don't wish to tdl. I'm not a man who can be bluffed. But this just came to
my mind—I'm supposed to have a vigtor from South America, a Sefiorita Lea Blanca Ramero Oristezza,
and this screwy suff may have something to do with that.”

“Inwhat way?’



“Sefiorita Origtezza,” said Roxborough, “cabled me that she would be in New York the day after
tomorrow, and wished to see me”

“About what?’

“I don't know that,” said Roxborough. “But | can guess it's about mining properties. The Sefiorita is a
businessvoman, a go-getter, and she owns commercid diamond minesin Brazl and is interested in the
African diamond picture, dthough to what extent | don't know. | do know she's aggressive, a bdl of fire
in a country where women are supposed to wear vels and gt on baconies and only go out with
chaperons. The Sefiorita Oristezza doesn't comply with convention, but she's a gickler for mords. She
heads a temperance drive down there, is active in demanding political reforms, and | hear she's very
narrow-minded about the little pecadillos of the people she dedls with.”

Monk said, “Sounds sort of suffy to me”

“Youre damned right she's duffy,” sad Roxborough. “And you see what that means? She's a
narrow-minded puritan. Suppose she came up here and found me in jal charged with kidngpping and
drugging a girl? What do you think she would do with her busness—not give it to me, that's sure” He
threw both handsin the ar and swore violently. “That'sit. It's atrick by my ginking partners to get mein
dutch with this woman, who could throw alot of business my way if she wanted to. And damn near ruin
meif she wished, aso.”

“Y ou're supposed to be dead,” Doc said.
“Huh?’
“How,” Doc asked, “did Sefiorita Lea Blanca Ramero Oristezza learn otherwise?’

The question did not bother Roxborough as far as could be noticed. “Oh, that,” he said. “I should have
brought that in. There's one man who knows about my escape from the plane crash. He's aman | trust.
Bill Crater, downin Lima, Peru. Bill is my right hand down there, and not like these gtinkers I've gotten
mixed up with herein New York.”

“The Sefiorita learned of your continued existence from your friend Bill Crater in South America?’
“That's right. Bill phoned me about it.”

“Do your partners herein New York know you are dive?’

“l didn't think s0,” said Roxborough bitterly. “But judging from the signs, they mugt.”

“Providing,” Doc pointed out, “they were responsible for the Suff that began with the swooning girl.”
“Oh, they were”

“You're not sure, though?’

“In my own mind, I'm positive.”

“Could you prove it?

Roxborough shrugged. “Probably not right now.”

“Jugt what,” Doc asked persstently, “have they been doing that leads you to suspect them?



“Different things,” said Roxborough impatiently. “You just forget about me and my partners, Savage. I'll
take care of that. Chuck Roxborough can wash his own linen.”

“Give me an example,” Doc urged.
“An example of what?”’
“Of the different things your partners have done that have aroused your suspicions.”

Roxborough scowled. “Stop pinning me down on intangibles. If | could prove anything, | wouldn't have
come up here after escgping from that crash without tdling anyone | was dive” He pondered, pocketing
his hands, and looking angrily at the floor. “It's little things, mosily. Funny business around the office.
Documents disappearing. Not as much profit showing on the books as should be. Odd and unexplained
trips the partners have been meking to various company properties. Things like that. Nothing | can hang
'em for, but plenty | can suspect 'em for.”

“Nothing you can put your finger on?’
“Thet'sit. Nothing my finger can hit on.”
“But not imagination on your part?’

“No, dr!” Roxborough raised afig. “I'm not a fool! 1've been around businessmen long enough to be
able to sense—" The tdephone started ringing, and he held hisfig doft, looking surprised.

“YOUR telephoneisringing,” Doc said.

“I'm not dedf. . . . It couldn't be anyone phoning me. It must be for you fdlows.”

“We told no one we were coming here,” Doc said. “However, Monk, you answer the phone.”
Roxborough looked startled, yelled, “Wait a minute! 1l ansver—"

But Monk Mayfair had dready scooped up the ingrument, and was saying, “Hdlo? . . . Yes, Mr.
Roxborough's gpartment. This is his sarving-man spesking. . . . Very wdl, | will see if he is in” Monk
covered the mouthpiece, turned to them, and announced, “A lady to see Mr. Roxborough.”

“Lady!” Roxborough exploded.
“She seemed to know Mr. Roxborough lived here,” Monk said.

“I don't see how the hdl that could be!” Roxborough exclamed angrily. “Ask her who she is, and wha
e wants”

Monk grinned. “She explained that. She is Sefiorita Lea Blanca Ramero Origezza, and she had a
bus ness gppointment with you for day after tomorrow. She wishes to advance the time to right now.”

Roxborough gulped. “Holy smoke! Tdl her to come right up.

Monk returned his atention to the telephone, and Roxborough took out a handkerchief, mopped his
face, and remarked to Doc Savage, “You know, | probably owe you fellows a debt of gratitude at thet.
The Sefiorita is a very prim person from what I've heard, and if | had been in jal for abducting and
drugging a girl, my goose would have been cooked. Much as | didike people interfering in my affairs, |



mug say thanks for—"

“The Sefiorita,” Monk announced, turning from the telephone, “says it is preposterous to think she will
vigt a gentleman's gpartment unchaperoned. She will wait for you in the lobby downgtairs.”

“Good God, tdl her I'l be right down!” excdaimed Roxborough.
Monk conveyed the information, then hung up. “It's a ded. Shell wait.”

The handkerchief traveled over Roxborough's rugged, westher-beaten face again. “Would you like to
come down and meet the Sefiorita?’ he asked, suddenly pleasant. He saw the expresson on Doc's face,
laughed, shrugged, and admitted, “Oh, dl right—I did redlize that she must have heard of the great Doc
Savage, and would be favorably impressad by finding himin my company.” Then he shrugged. “ Okay, if
you don't want to meet her, that'sdl right too.”

Monk Mayfar caught Doc's eye. “Persondly, I'd love medting a Sefiorita” the homdy chemis sad
emphaticaly.

“All right,” Doc said.

Roxborough's scowl became a grin. “Fine. With a dame as sraight-laced and puritanicd as the Sefiorita
Origtezza, a character witness never does any harm.” He whipped off his robe, hurried into the bedroom,
and resppeared presently wearing a coat and dicking down his har. There were indications that he had
given himsdf a squirt of perfume. He hurried over to an arrangement of flowers by the window and
selected an appropriate bloom for hislapd.

Monk came close to Doc Savage. “This should be right interesting,” he whispered.
“You think s0?” Doc asked, puzzled.

Monk nodded. “If my memory for voices hasn't taken a vacation,” he said, “the Sefiorita Oristezza is our
pd, the svooning girl.”

Chapter VI

THERE were muddy footprints, the indirect result of the flurry of rain outdoors, on the devator floor, and
a porter was on his knees going after them with a damp cloth. After Roxborough had stepped into the
cage, he scowled a the porter, and said, “Get out of here, fdlow!” in a harsh voice. The startled porter
stepped into the hdl and they left hm behind as the cage descended. Roxborough glanced a Doc
Savage, and added curtly, “1 don't want any dirty porter dopping around in here when we step out to
meet the Sefiorita Oristezza. Cdl it snobbery if you want to.”

Doc Savage said nothing in a disgpproving way, and the cage completed its Slent trip to the lobby. The
doors whispered open, and they stepped out into the impressive lobby.

The fainting-lady-Miss-Sefiorita-Oristezza stood well over in the discreetly lighted portion of the Iobby
where there were pieces of furniture in the extreme modern motif. She did not turn at the sound of the
eevator. She was indifference itsdf.

And very agreesble to look upon. Doc Savage was forced to concede. She had changed her appearance
consderably, and the theme of her persondity was now high Cadtilian; the effect of acres of rich lace,
meantilla and flashing fan was predominant without these articles of gppard actudly being worn.



“Sefiorita Oristezza?’ said Roxborough in what was by far the most polite tone any of them had heard
hmuse to date.

The Sefiorita turned—anguidly, dill indifferently; she was getting a lot of effect into it—and got a good
look a Doc Savage, then changed her mind about the whole thing. The Miss Morgan of the doings in the
park had been avery salf-possessed young lady who would not have screamed even one little scream a
gght of a roomful of mice—the Sefiorita did dmogst as wdl. Jugt alittle yelp. Then she took off for the
door, her high heds making hurried whettings on the floor. She was fast. She was through the door
amog immediately.

“What the devil!” Roxborough roared in astonishment.
“Stay with him and explainit to him,” Doc Savage told Monk and Ham.

The door was arevolving one, because the lobby was air-conditioned, and it had stopped turning by the
time Doc Savage reached it. Stopped rather aboruptly. The reason: She had wedged a high-heded dipper
into it. Doc Savage had allittle trouble with the mechaniam that in theory prevented the door from tuming
backward, but findly shook the dipper free, and got outside. The other dipper was on the sidewalk.
Evidently she fdt she ran best barefooted.

He saw her now. Thelogic of her flight was apparent; she had parked her car, arich cream roadster with
the top down, dmost directly in front of the door. She was dready in it, had started the engine, and was

pushing at the gear-shift lever.

Doc Savage sprang forward. He saw he was not going to get to the car door in time the machine was
moving now. He changed his course, stepped on to the rear bumper, and leaning forward, saized the
back of the boot which enclosed the lowered top. This act, purdy by chance, was dmog without noise,
and she did not look around, and apparently had no idea he was there.

She drove a block, took the firg street to the right, il without turning her head.

“IT isdoubtful,” Doc remarked, “that you could throw me off by turning again.”

She lifted, from surprise, quite visbly on the seat. And she tried an expedient instantly—stamped the
brake, shifted to alower gear, and gave full throttle so that the car legped. Doc kept his grip. She looked
back.

“Pull over to the curb,” he said.

Her response was to seize a amd| pigtol, evidently lying on the seat beside her, and point it & his chest.
“Get off.” she said. “Get off right now!”

He said, “I'm going to dimb up there in the seat with you. And incidentaly, would you mind watching
where you are driving?’

“I'l shoot,” she threatened.
“If you fed that's the thing to do, go ahead,” he said. And he dimbed into the front sesat.

She did not shoot. She did over far to the left, and kept the gun pointed a his midriff, however. And
presently she added, “Y ou have more nerve than good judgment.”



“Not a dl,” Doc sad pleasantly. “I'm smply wearing a bulletproof vest, and youve been very
paingakingly aming a my somach.”

“Darnl” she sad.

He noted that it was a drive-yourself car. Rentd job. The amdl Iabe in the lower right hand corner of the
windshield told him.

“You speak anice Yankee grade of English, Sefiorita,” he said.

She reached the next corner, turned, began looking for an empty curb space, found one, pulled into it
and shut off the engine. “You know, | have just concluded you are Doc Savage after dl,” she said. “You
were the man in the park when dl the trouble started, weren't you? Dressed differently, and with
something that changed the color of your eyes?’

“Ya”
“You are Doc Savage?’
“Thet'sright.”

“I think I'l check it, though,” she said, and he suddenly understood why she had chosen to park. Halfway
down the block there was a police patrolman gpproaching, sauntering idly, and she leaned out and called,
“Officer! Could I trouble you a moment?’

As the policeman approached, she did her pistol under a fold of kirt. “Yes, Miss?’ inquired the officer,
beaming a her prettiness. “Something | can do? He looked across, discovered Doc Savage, and
touched his hat. “Good evening, Mr. Savage.”

Thegirl leaned back. She laughed. “I had a question, but you answered it,” she told the officer. “Thanks
alat. | won't bother you any more.”

The policeman touched his hat and sauntered away. And Doc asked her pleasantly, “What do | cdl you?
Sefiorita Oristezza? Dannie Morgan? Or what?’

SHE said, “I made up the name Dannie, and | like it. Let's use that one. However—" She opened her
purse, fished out a passport and lad it in his hands, then switched on the dash light so he could examine
the document. “If you ingg, it could be Sefiorita Oristezza, you notice,” she said presently.

He nodded. The passport identified her as Sefiorita Lea Blanca Ramero Oristezza, “ Dannie, if you wish,”
hesad. “But it's drictly a Yank name”

“Why not? | think I've spent gpproximately half my life up herein schools.”

He looked at her, suddenly having difficllty resraining a amile, and she noticed the amusement,
demanded, “Well, what is funny?’

“Roxborough,” he said, “characterized you as the puritanical severe Sefiorita Oristezza. Not once but
severd times, he emphasized your primness, straight-laced ideas and tender senghilities”

She hesitated, and then shrugged. “The Sefiorita Oristezza is somewhat of that character, and | am afraid
| let the Dannie person run away with me. A vacation from mysdf, no?" Then she frowned. “But this
Roxborough, he is not judtified in outlining my character to anyone.”



“Not judiified in what way?’
“In no way—the man doesn't know me persondly.”
“He did not give the impression he did.”

“He does not.” The frown was dill in place, and it showed no indication of leaving her forehead. “But the
man knew a great deal about me, did he? That bears out the thought 1've had.”

“What thought was that?” Doc Savage asked.

Her amdl hand made an angry gesture. “Did you know | am in the mining business—and specificaly, in
the diamond mining business?’

Doc Savage nodded. “Roxborough told us that. He says heisin the same business”

“The man Roxborough,” she said, “has been recently investigating my mining interests with the intention of
buying—his own intention only, | might add. | have no wish of sdling, and have said nothing of sdling.”

“What,” Doc asked, “isunusud about that?’

She gestured impatiently. “I am, in business, what you would cal a complete operation. The diamond
busness | am spesking about. | have the mines where the stones are produced, then | have the cutting
firms where they are prepared for market—both commercid stones which are used for cutting surfacesin
mechine tools, and the white and blue-white gems, which are cut for jewery purposes—and | dso have
amarketing organization. You understand me? My business is finding diamonds in the earth, preparing
them for market, and sdling them. That is how | happened to have somewhat more than two million
dollars worth of diamonds on the plane which crashed.”

Doc looked at her sharply.

“You mean,” he said, “that you had two million in stones on the plane which crashed with Roxborough
the only survivor?’

“Exactly.”
“And when the plane wreckage was found later—"
“My diamonds werent,” she said vehemently.

DOC SAVAGE looked at the Sefiorita Oristezza intently, then found he could concentrate better if he
turned and gazed at the unprepossessing buildings dong this part of Columbus Avenue. Now, he
reflected, had come to light a factor that the dtuaion had needed. “A motive, a reason for the
shenanygans” he remarked. “Two million in diamonds could do nicdly. For alot of men, that's enough to
shake the world.”

“You sound,” said Sefiorita Oristezza, glancing a him sharply, “somewhat disappointed?’
“Somewhat,” he admitted.
“l suppose two million dollars of my money is beneath your dignity!” she snapped.

“No, don't get mewrong,” he said quickly. “It's jugt this Normaly, my associates and mysdf steer clear



of involvement in matters concerning theft of money or jewels.”

Her eyes flashed angrily. “Oh, is that s0? And here | had been hearing that you were a sort of Galahad
who made a career of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers whom the law can't handle”

“That's right,” he said briefly. “The police usudly handle theft nicdy.” He looked a her intently and
added, “When the wrong parties have the good judgment to ask the police for help, thet is”

She brigtled. “Meaning | should have run to the police? Isthat it?’
“Why didn't you?’

She pointed afinger at him. “Ligten, you!” She poked him wrathfully with the finger. “What do you know
about the diamond business? Don't tdl me what to do! . . . Oh, Il answer your question—firs, the
diamond shipment on the plane was a secret. For security reasons—to avoid the very thing that seems to
have happened. Theft. | am not sure our police would be certain there was two millions in stones aboard
just because | said there was. Secondly, | had nothing but vague suspicions. The police are not lovers of
vague suspicions, | assure you, in invesigating mysdf.”

“Neverthdess” he said, “you should have natified the police.”
She sniffed. “1 have as much right as you have,” she said, “to hunt crooks!”
He grinned. “What steps have you taken?’

“Thefirg one was finding out that Roxborough redly hadn't perished in the plane wreck,” she said rather
proudly. “I did that by checking closdy on a man named Bill Crater. Bill Crater lives in Lima, Peru, is
honest—even if he is a friend of Roxborough's—and when | went to him and asked him if Roxborough
was dive, he admitted it. . . . Well, | did give hm the idea | knew Roxborough hadn't died in the plane
wreck—I was only guessng there and so | said | wanted to do business with Roxborough about a mine,
and | came to—"

Doc hdd up a hand. “Wait aminute. Why sngle out Roxborough for suspicion? There were eleven other
people on the logt plane, as| recdl.”

“Roxborough,” she said, “was the only one remotely connected with the diamond business. | figured,
snce my diamonds had disappeared, Roxborough was the man to investigate.”

“So you came to New York?’

“Exactly. And found two of the most notorious criminds in South America skulking around his
gpartment—you probably know them by now as Juan Schaefero and Jolla O'Sullivan.”

“Skulking?”

“Yes. Shadowing Roxborough. | did a little shadowing of Roxborough mysdf at first, and that's how |
found out | had company.”

“Then what?’

“| struck up an acquaintance with Juan and Jolla” she said camly. “1 knew they were big-time crooks. |
wanted to know what was going on.”

“That,” Doc suggested, “was a little like dimbing into the tiger cage to look for the wrist-watch, wasn't
it?



Her eyes flashed wrathfully. “Until you bungled it, everything went well. | pretended to be a show-girl out
of work. Not too honest. | was intrigued when they hired me to swoon for Roxborough—I couldn't
figure out why.”

“Do you know why now?" Doc asked curioudy.

“l guessed. It was to get Roxborough in trouble and disgrace himin the eyes of the Sefiorita Oristezza”
“They knew you were coming?’

She nodded. “1 can't guess how. Roxborough obvioudy didn't tdl them—they being his enemies”

“That makes Roxborough appear honest, doesn't it?” Doc inquired. “Juan and Jolla beng his
opponents.”

She waved her arms.
“At this point,” she confessed, “1 am confused. | do not know what goes which way.”
“But you are sure the diamonds are involved?’

“Two million in unset diamonds do not just walk off,” she said pointedly. “Juan and Jolla, on the other
hand, have asssted other jewels to wak away from their owners.”

Doc looked at her thoughtfully. *Y ou have any objections to discussing dl thiswith Roxborough?’
“l should like to do that,” she said.
He nodded. “Then we will.”

THIS was aamdl dapper little man who, like atoy genera in some imaginary amy, was crisp and gaudy
and spectacular in the improbable uniform of dove grey with gold trouser piping and an overdoing of gold
epaulets and chest bric-a-brac. He even looked neat and imeginary lying there on the floor on his back,
just indde the revolving door where Doc Savage came upon him. Doc went down on a knee, partly to
take the amdl man's wrig and partly to get behind the large charr that was nearby, overturned.

“Get back,” Doc said to Dannie. “ Something has happened here”

Other than the overturned chair, and the little man in the doorman's uniform, there was gentle peace in the
lobby of Roxborough's gpartment building. . . . Pulse in the little doorman’s wrist; he was only knocked
out. . . . None of this could have happened many moments ago.

“Monk! . . . Ham!” Doc caled sharply, and the soft peace in the place absorbed the rgpping anxiety in
his voice and gave back nothing. He could hear the girl behind him; she had not gone outside as he had
ordered—at least by “back” he had meant the sdewak outdoors. She had not gone, but probably it was
dl right because there might be as much danger outside as in here. He turned his head very briefly. She
was behind alarge urn which contained some grotesque plant, and out of the anxiety driking at dl sdes
of hismind, he said, “If you can't follow any other ingructions, at least Say therel” He said it angrily.

And now out of the rear, but seeming out of the whole lobby because of the way it tore Slence apart,
came a dngle shot. The tdl urn fdl apart, splitting firg in the middle, the parts fdling inward upon
themsdves with a noise like the knocking of wood blocks, and the girfl stood exposed in the wreckage.
Not standing, exactly—crouched back in the litter, dim-fingered hands played up in front of her face in
terror, waiting for another leisurdly bullet, waiting to die.



In the rear, alaugh. Jolla. Doc had tagged the two men with their proper voices now, yet so identica
were the two in their ways that he could apply no specid characterigtic to one that would not fit the other.
Thelaugh had ahigh wild contemptuous ring to it.

Doc saized the overturned chair now—he had kept low behind it—and scuttled with the chair as a shield,
pushing the chair ahead of him, until he had collided with another chair, and then a third, picking them up
stacked ahead of him. One chair was no red protection againg a bullet, three not much more actudly,
and s0 he skidded the whole thing toward one of the celing pillars. In the meantime, the lobby filled twice
with earsplitting sound. Both times the bullets jammed into the chairs. He looked back. She was dill
there. Her hands were 4ill up in front of her in ghaslly expectation. The Sefiorita Lea Blanca Ramero
Origtezza was conceivably wishing she had followed his suggestion to go outside, he reflected without
stisfaction.

HE began to hear Monk Mayfair somewhere, and had difficulty at firgt teling whether the sound meant
rage, pain or terror. Monk's naturd speaking voice was the amdl squeaky one of a gravel-tonsgiled child,
but the voices of Monk's emations were tremendous and varied—foghorns, caliopes, whidles, French
horns. Monk in atizzy was apt to sound exactly like Monk in terror. But presently he classed the uproar
to mean thwarted rage. It was ather far off or there were many wals between the voice and where Doc
crouched.

In the rear somewhere, Jollds voice said camly, “ Bueno.”
Another speaker asked, “What's the gorilla upset about?’

Jollalaughed. “Heis saddened. | backed the car on to the sdewak manhole by which he intended to exit
from the basement and assall our rear.”

“We had better get out of here”
“I think s0,” Jollasaid. “There is a buzzard of bad luck flying tonight.”

Doc Savage lisened very carefully—they could have made the speech about leaving as bait to draw him
into the open. He strained ears, eyes, for a long time, maybe a minute! They had redly gone. Through a
back door.

He went with headlong speed to the door, but fird into a corridor, naked stone and mortar and one
blesk dectric bulb for illumination, and then to the door. A service entrance. A sted door. Locked. It
was a garing lock, and they had knocked off the knob by which it could be opened from the indde.

He saw what they had done before he reached the door; a hand dived into his dathing while he was
trying the pand, and the same hand came out of his dathing with a phid—a little bottle, thin-waled,
pladtic, in two compartments. He crushed this againg the door at the lock, smashed it hard with the hed
of his hand. It plit and the contents, rather gooey, stuck there like pale tar.

Counting—fifteen seconds was supposed to be the timing when the suff was used like this—he wheded
and got away from the door. The explosive was not paticularly new; only alittle more developed than
the amilar materid that had been used for sabotage and demdlition during the war. The detonating
medium was his own development, a chemicd in the smdler compartment of the plastic container that
would touch it off, taking, in the quantity used here, about fifteen seconds to do the job. . . . He got to
gxteen, seventeen and eighteen—he mugt have hurried it alittle.



The fire was deep green. It came as a sheet that covered the door dmos completdy. Not much of it
seemed to come back through the starkly naked stone service passage; but the rush of ar did, enough of
it to knock Doc off balance, make him wonder about the future condition of his eardrums, dthough he
was usng the old under-shell-fire trick of a wide open mouth and feigned scream to lessen the chances of
damage. Like dl explosons, there was a vacuum effect after this one, and that snapped the door open,
what was left of it.

He went out on to the sdewak.

The car was gaing away. Four or five cars were moving on the street, none of them close. He had, at
fird, no idea which was the one, then dashed out into the street and was shot at from far away, near the
end of the block. That identified the machine—a coach, a late modd, blue. New Jersey license plates,
and he got the number.

A sdewak manhale, inlet for fud all into the apartment house basement, lifted, rocked, fdl and clanged.
Monk wedged up beside thefud ail inlet pipes and thrust his head out.

“How many?’ Doc asked.

“Four, | think,” Monk said. “No, five One would have been in the car. They weren't laying for usin the
lobby. They camein the back way, so | thought if | got into the basement and came out this way, I'd be

behind them—" He went slent, had about ten seconds of paralyzed horror. “Ham! . . . Roxborough . .
7

“l saw no 9gn of ether one,” Doc said.

“Then they took them.”

Doc sad grimly, “Well look and make surel” He wheded and swung into the service hdl, then into the
lobby, where he met the Sefiorita Oristezza. She was walking toward them, one trance-like step after
another, arms held rigidly down and dightly away from her body and with her shoulders twisted back as
if impaled, much as she had been waking when Monk fird saw her out there in Centrd Park this
morning, preparing to swoon for him. Only this time there was not much pretense about it.

“It has temporarily let up,” Doc told her. “ So turn loose and fant if you wish to.”
“I'wish | could!” she said thinly.

Chapter VII

AT FIRST there seemed to be no one in the ornate smdl niche which held the telephone switchboard,
the PBX board. But when Doc leaned over the black counter with its edging of lucite, he frowned, then
asked quietly, “You cdled the police?’

She nodded up a him. “Yes,” she said. “Yes, | have—the police—I think they're dill on the wire—" A
ardl voice that came from somewhere ese, gpparently. She was a leat fifty and a ghastly example of
what peroxide and cosmetics will do when mixed with terror.

Doc stretched out an arm, took the headset and lifted the tranamitter. “ Twentieth Precinct? . . . Who?. . .
Davis Wdl, Davis, thisis Doc Savage. There were five of them, we think, the two South Americans and
three helpers. They abducted a man named Roxborough and my aide, Ham Brooks. Here is a
description of the car.” He gave the generd information about the machine and the license number, added



the direction of departure. He listened to questions. “No one killed, gpparently. Some shooting. The
doorman knocked unconscious.”

He turned then and went to Dannie. “Easy, Dannie” he sad quietly. “Easy, and you last longer.” His
words seemed not to have much effect; she looked at him with eyes too wide and hands tied desperately
together. “Did they follow me here?’ she gasped. “Was it because of me they trapped—"

The telephone operator made a hissing sound. They wheded. She was trying to speak. Doc watched
her, and she said with her lipsonly, “A cdl for you, Mr. Savage—one of those men—"

“Put it on the house phone,” Doc said. “And plug in on another wire to telephone the police to trace the
cdl.” When she only stared at him wordlesdy, he told Dannie, “ She's excited. You make the cdl. Get
Detective Davis, communicaions a the Twentieth Precinct, and tdl hm what you want—this cdl
traced.”

He reached over hmsdf and studied the board a moment, then plugged the cdl into the house phone. He
crossed over to the insrument.

His, “Savage spesking,” got one of the voices he was expecting. Juan's.
“Need | identify mysdf?’ Juan asked.

“It's not necessary,” Doc sad grimly. “And let me tdl you something, fdlow: If my friend Ham Brooks is
harmed, you and the rest of your outfit are going to regret it right into eternity. And don't underestimate
that threat just because you seem to have been rather successful in South America—"

“I'l do the talking—"

“And youll do the paying if Ham is harmed,” Doc snapped. “I make a threat very rarely, about once a
year asarue—’

Juan laughed angrily. “Redlly, Mr. Savage, you're more wordy than | had heard—"
“What about Ham Brooks? Is he—’

Juan swore, an awxious surprised sound. “Time to trace this cdl, eh? That is why you keep
interrupting—Sefior Savage, you molest us further and your friend Ham Brooks will circulate no more.
Y ou understand the word morte? That iswhat | mean. Goodbye.”

WHEN Doc Savage turned, Monk was standing there. He had gone out to their car and returned with an
eectricd apparatus having vague resemblance to a serviceman's test oscilloscope. Pae-faced,
dry-lipped, Monk asked, “Is Ham okay?’

“Theimplication seemed to be that he was” Doc said. “But I'm not too sure.”

“They took hmdongto. ..?

“That's right. The old thing dl over again—they'll kill imif we don't leave them done”
“They will, too,” Monk said thickly.

“And will anyway, if we stand here,” Doc said, and turned back to the switchboard.



Dannie shook her head at him wordlesdy. “I don't think they've traced the cdl yet.” She handed him the
telephone, and he ligtened to the voice of the policeman named Davis shouting angry demands for haste,
then to Davis saying, “Savage? . . . A booth in a drugstore on Broadway—relay me a decription of the
guy. We have a prowl car on the way over there now. Go ahead with the description and give metime to
repedt it into the other microphone.”

Doc Savage began to describe Juan in short takes, the outdanding characteristics firgs—not that the
police didn't dready have a description of the man, but freshening it wouldn't hurt—and once he turned
to ask Monk exactly how Juan had been dressed. A different suit, Monk said. A hard-finished light tan
cloth, adark brown hat. Monk was by the door, tinkering with his contraption.

It continued, the describing, the waiting for the police car to reach the drug store, and Doc waited with
poorly restrained impatience. He was aware that Dannie watched him woodenly, without visble signs of
bresthing.

Monk, scowling at his device, said something angry and discontented. He picked the thing up and went
outdoors withit.

From the telephone: “ Savage?’
1] Y 6’?’

“He got out of the drugstore. Our men are there. We've got hdf a dozen other cars piling into the
neighborhood.”

“I'm going over that way,” Doc said. “If there is anything more, we will ligen on the police radio and
answer on the same frequency.”

He took Dannies arm. “Well find a safe place for you later. Right now, I'd like you to go dong and
answer questions.”

“Of course” she said, nodding. “But what kind of questions?’

“Juan and Jolla. . . . You might have picked up, during your meetings with them, something that would
mp.”

“| don't know what it would be.”

“Neither do I, until we dig for it.”

IN the night, hulking and slent, Monk Mayfar leaned againg the hood of their car, which was the same
meachine, the trick taxicab, and fingered the dids of his piece of dectronic apparatus.

Dannie touched Doc's arm, whigpering, “What is he doing?’

Doc Savage, plagued by anxiety about Ham Brooks wefare and the fate of Roxborough, answvered
amaog curtly. “Weve found it hdpful,” he said, “to provide various methods of keeping track of one
another under trying conditions.” He decided that sounded pedantic, alittle too pat, a stuffed-shirt sort of
an answer. He could not think of anything better, pointed to Monk's apparatus and added, “That is one
of our devices”

Monk looked around. “I've got thisthing fired up dl itll take, and don't get athing except oursdves.”



Dannie stared, not comprehending.

Doc sad, “We can leave our shoes here. That might hep.” He took off his own shoes, Monk did the
same, and Doc carried them back into the apartment building and left them with the astonished telephone
operator. There were police in the lobby now, and a few spectators. Doc answered the fewest possible
number of questions and returned to the car.

“A drugstore on Broadway,” he told Monk, and gave the address. “Juan phoned from there. The police
got on the spot in practicaly nothing flat, but he was gone. Let's get up there”

They climbed into the cab, Monk driving, his gadget on the front seat beside him. Doc and Dannie rode
inthe rear, and presently she said, “What did you mean— | might have picked up something that would
hdp now?’

“l meant judt thet.”

“l can't think of athing,” she said grimly. “Oh, | know where | telephoned them. Maybe that would help.
It was Strickland 9-7070.”

“That's the telephone number of their hotel, and the police know about that.”
“I can't think of anything ese”

“Let'sfish around,” Doc said. “Juan and Jolla are professond criminds, and their success indicates they
have developed aformulafor ther actions. Most criminds do, and one important item in the master-plan
iswhat we cdl an out. A route of escape if things go wrong. Usudly they have more than one. . . . Wdll,
Juan and Jolla have taken flight, and the way they've done it indicates an advance plan. Now what we've
got to do istry to recal something you may have noticed that might give a hint.”

She nodded. “1 see. It wouldn't necessarily have had to seem important at the time, would it?’
“Youve got theidea,” Doc told her. “ Suppose you start talking, and we may come across something.”

Dannie shuddered. “I just can't think of athing that might—wadl, I won't try. I'll just tdl dl the little things
about them | noticed. | did observe them closdly, believe me, because | was going to turn them in to the
police after | found my diamonds. Let's see, they drank ther coffee black. They both liked thick steaks,
and uaudly, in fact dways, they would order the same things to eat. They dressed amilarly, too; not
exactly dike, but if one was wearing tweeds, so would the other. And if one wore brown shoes, 0
would the other—no, wait. Twice | noticed Jolla wearing canvas sneakers when Juan wore regular
shoes. They even kept ther fingemals about the same length, and spotlesdy clean. | remember how
Juan, mesting us late at dinner, eyed Jollas spotless fingernals, then began deaning his own with a knife,
They were soiled, some tarry substance under them that he dug out and raked off on a napkin, amost
destroying my appetite. | don't think they went to shows. Jolla read books in English, though—I saw one
in his coat pocket once, only a part of the title. West Indies something or other. That was dl | could
read—"

Doc hdd up ahand. “Hold it. | think we've got a pattern here”

She shook her head, puzzled. “I don't see where I've shown anything except thet they're so very much
dike—"

“ Sneakers—tar under the fingernalls—a dark blue book with the firg two words of the title West Indies
—the book was dark blue, wasn't it?’



Dannie gasped in surprise. “Good Lord, yesl”

“The West Indies Pilot,” Doc said. “A handbook put out by the government for shipmasters and pilots
in the Caribbean. Sneakers are worn on boats. You find tar around boats, particularly seagoing
salboats.”

Monk grunted explogvely. “A boat! That'sit! They've got a sallboat for their get-away.”

Dannie thought for a moment. “The ocean,” she sad, “is faridtrgzed. | don't see that this helps us so

“It'salot better,” Doc said, “than nothing.”

IN the block before they reached the drugstore, they passed two police cars in motion, and there was a
third at the drugstore. A fourth arrived while they were parking, and out of that one dimbed the
ill-tempered Captain Scoffidd. He saw Doc and advanced growling, “| told you to take your wild-west
show out of my precinct, and | meant—" He saw Dannie, flushed, bent to look ingde, discovered tha
she was very pretty and grudgingly took off his heat. “ Sorry, lady. Does your insurance company know
you're going around in Savage's company? It's a good way to shorten your life expectancy.”

“It hasn't shortened it so far, Captain,” Dannie said amilingly. “In fact, | suspect | am four or five hours
older right now than | would have been except for Doc Savage.”

Captain Scoffield grunted. “They catch these guys who have been running you dl over town?’ he asked
Doc.

“We might go in and find out,” Doc said.

Before they reached the interior of the drugstore, however, a patrolman arived bregthlesdy with the
information: “Two blocks over—they found the car.”

It was a parking lot. A police car was cocked across the one entrance, and two officers, guns in hand,
were carefully searching among the cars parked in the stedl-wire fenced enclosure. A sergeant sduted
Captain Scofeld, explaining, “1 don't think it's going to get us anything. They just changed cars here. They
hed another machine planted for the skip.”

“Get adescription of it on the air!” Captain Scoffidd snapped.

“We an't got much of aone—"

“Get it from the parking lot atendant, then!”

The patrolman turned and shouted, “Come over here, you! Guglimo, or whatever your handle ig”

A dark-faced sguat man brought over an insolent manner and began demanding who the hel the police
thought they were, shoving taxpayers around.

“Shut up!” the patrolman interrupted him. “And tdl the Captain here how come you haven't got the
license number of that car on your records like you're supposed to have.”

The man scowled. “They take da page from da book,” he growled.
Captain Scoflidd swore, shoved his angry red face close to the lot owner's dark one, and belowed



questions. What kind of a car was it, how long had it been there, when did they take it away, and what
was this about no license number? To this he got insolent answers. The car had been there a week, it was
ablack sedan but he didn't recadl what make, the men had come for it about fifteen minutes ago and Ieft
another car, that blue one, inits place, and as for the license number, he had put that down in his book as
usud, but the page was torn out of the book, as they could seeif they would look, and if they could read.
Now, who did these cops think they were, Dick Tracy or somebody?

Captain Scoffidld had an answer. “Take this guy down and book him for investigation, and if he stays
snooty, lock him up as a materid witness”

Mr. Guglimo was shocked.

In the meantime, Doc Savage had gone to the blue sedan in which Ham Brooks and Roxborough had
been hauled away from the gpartment house. In the rear sest, on the floorboards, he had found two
rubber heds—actudly two thick plates of a metd resembling lead, with a covering of rubber to make
them resemble hedls.

Doc showed the finds to Monk.
“Oh, brother!” Monk said excitedly. “Now we can go to town.”

Captain Scofliddd came over angrily. “Picking up evidence and packing it off, are you!” He snatched the
disguised heds out of Monk's hand, stared at them without comprehension, feigned a ful understanding
of the things, and wrapped them in his handkerchief. “Savage” he sad, “I've told you to take your
trouble-making out of my precinct. I'm tdling you again. Best it. Y ou hear me?’

Monk extended a hand. “Could we have those?’

“Certanly not!” Scoffield snapped. “They're evidence. A due”

“A due to wha?” Monk asked innocently.

“You get out of here,” Captain Scoflied said wrathfully. “I'll figure it out.”
“Wart to bet?’

The Captain came over and poked Monk in the chest with a thick finger. “Do you want to bet thet, if |
hear one more remark out of you, | don't take you down and lock you up for investigation yoursdf?’

“Cut it out, Monk,” Doc sad quigtly. “You're getting nowhere, and the Captain is right—weve been
dirring up trouble in his baliwick, and snce weve accomplished practicdly nothing, he has a right to
resent it.”

“Nothing!” Monk blurted indignantly. “Why, hdll, now weve got the lead that will take us—"

“The Captain isnt interested!” Doc said sharply. “Come on. Weve been ordered away from here, you
may have noticed.”

Monk walked to ther car, mumbling under his breath. “The Captain,” he said, “could use a thirty-eight to
blow the wax out of his ears, and not notice any difference afterwards.”

Chapter VIII



BY TEN O'CLOCK, they had finished a circuit of Manhattan Idand, first down the elevated highway on
the Hudson River side, then up the waterfront street on the East River, then the boulevards, and near the
Triborough Bridge. Doc Savage said, “It's picking up alittle. East of us somewhere.”

Monk, driving, asked, “Which sde of the Sound? Long Idand, or the Bronx and Connecticut?’
“Long Idand,” Doc said. “We can cross over a Whitestone if it seems advisable”

Monk turned to the right, taking the long swinging approach of the Triborough Bridge; there was the
vague sensation of rigng, the cab ran slently and hard. The lights of Manhattan spread out behind them,
and ahead they could see the measured flash of the airways beacon at La Guardia Fed.

“You understand how the gadget works?” Monk asked Dannie.
“Not too wel,” she confessed. “Like aradio direction-finder, you mean?’

“It's not the same thing at dl, but the generd idealis Smilar,” Monk explained. “The bait we're hunting is
inthe heds of the shoes Ham Brooks is wearing. A radiant substance—merely a couple of amdl pieces
of the proper metd that have been placed in an aomic pile and energized. Radium would have the same
effect. Give off emanations. In the heds of Ham's shoes, as | said. The Suff is dangerous—the radiations,
that strong, can give a severe burn if exposure is over an gppreciable intervad. For protection, the
energized bits are enclosed in meta shidds—not lead, but a more effective shidding dloy which Doc and
| developed about a year ago. The rubber heds—redly metd with a coating of rubber—were the caps
Ham wore for safety. He'd managed to tear them off. | knew that when | found them in the car they
abandoned. And that was why, earlier, | couldn't pick up anything on the machine—Ham hadn't gotten
the caps off yet.”

Monk drew her atention to the eectronic contrivance, which Doc was now manipulating.

“We're proud of that gadget,” he told Dannie. “Doc worked it out for the amy. They're going to use it
for detecting dangerous radiationsin case of an alomic war. It's the best thing in the way of sengtivity that
anyone has developed so far. The best, because it's more directiond.”

“Then you can find Mr. Brooks with the device?’ Dannie inquired anxioudy.

“We can find his shoes, anyway,” Monk told her.

THEY lay beside the car, in the weeds—haf-hidden so that Monk stepped on one of them and turned
his ankle and gasped in pain. Then he knedled and explored with his hands. There was not much light; no
moon, the sky full of cloud formation, another spring thunderstorm thumping and winking redly in the
southwest.

“Ham's shoed” Monk's voice had afringe of horror. “I was afraid for aminute he might be in them.”

“Keep your voice down,” Doc warned. He was going through the car, searching modly with his
fingertips. He found articles of clothing—everything that Ham Brooks had been wearing, apparently.
“They stripped him,” Doc said. “Taking no chances on uff in hisdaothing.”

Monk said gloomily, “They must have heard about us. . . . You suppose their boat is around here?’

“That,” Doc whispered, “iswhat we're going to try to find out.” He touched Dannie's arm, adding, “Get
back in our car, Dannie. The body is armor-plate, the windows are bullet-resstant glass, so youll be—"



“You expect me to wait in the taxicab?’ she demanded.
“Yes. You should be safe—"

“Hald it!” she exclamed. “It's not that | don't want to be safe, but if you think I'm going to St here in that
cab, just on your assurance they couldn't get a meif they came back—nothing doing.”

“But you will be safe”
“The safest place | can think of,” she said grimly, “isright at your elbow. And that's where I'm staying.”

Doc gripped her arm. “Don't be a fool, Sefiorita Oristezza. The way things have been going, with those
fdlows running over us at will—’

“You,” she sad firmly, “haven't done so bad. You started from nothing—at least with a fool grl
swvooning in the park—and you've got the two most dangerous criminds in South America, and their
gang, on the run.”

“I'm not going to argue. You dtay in the car, Dannie”
“I go with you. And I'll not argue either.”
“Ligen!” Monk exploded. “Off to the left, toward the bay—"

The night possessed a damply sodden qudity that blunted sounds, but they could catch fantly a thin
squesking. Short in duration, it ended in amuffled thump. Doc Savage, whose hearing was sharper, sad,
“Therollers on a gaff squesking.”

“A what?' Dannie breathed.

“A gdf, one of the spars holding asall. It dides up the mast as the sail israised. That sound was someone
hauling up a gaff a short distance, to make sure it was free-running, and Ietting it drop back. In other
words, someone is preparing the sals of a boat for hoiding” He moved away. “Over this direction.”

Monk told Dannie unegsily, “ Y ou'd better say here. Thisislikdy to get rough.”
“Frankly,” she whigpered back, “I wouldn't missit for anything.”

THE hills swelled up to the east, stubby dark hills that mugt be like degping animas out there in the night,
and the road threaded crazily where the hills dropped down into the sea, or more properly Long Idand
Sound. Between road and sdtwater there was comparatively level ground sometimes two hundred yards
wide and sometimes fifty feet. Being not too far from residentiad New Y ork City, it was a popular section
for middle-class yachtamen, the fdlows with the one-to-twelve-thousand-dollar boats. Ther yacht clubs
were scattered dong the shore, and there was occasondly a smal commercid dock and a sruggling
boatyard. Out on the water, there would be a flaking of amdl craft. All of it, of course, now pretty
indiginguishable in the darkness.

The going would not have been bad, except that they were barefooted, which was dl right for slence,
but severd times Doc heard the girl's breething stop painfully as she stepped on stones.

They made out presently the fact that they mugt be near the water. But the night was black, completely
black, and Doc reached out and stopped Monk and Dannie. For Danni€'s benefit, he whispered, “I have
a projector that uses black light. With specid goggles, we can give a far imitation of seeing in the



darkness.”
Irked, she said, “So that's why you haven't been stepping on rocks and bumping into things”
He said, “We haven't used it yet. We will now.”

He had, as a matter of fact, only one projector and one pair of the complex goggles necessary for use of
the thing. The contrivance was not new; he had used it over a period of years in progressvely improved
forms, and this one was even more developed as to compactness and efficiency than the smilar
apparatus which had been used during the war.

Doc donned the goggles, switched on the projector, and made an adjusment of the scanning
device—utilizing the principle of black light fluorescence on a sengtive screen, and not Smple as to
congtruction.

The contrivance, in portable form, had one drawback which Doc and other scientists had not been adle
to overcome—there was no depth perception. There was Smply a flat picture; distance could be judged
if there were enough objects of known relative sze in the scene, and a man could am and fire a rifle
accuratdly in the blackest night, but waking around with them was another metter.

He saw the boat now. A schooner, gaff-rigged, two masts, the hull about seventy feet on the waterline,
undoubtedly with an auxiliary engine that could flog the old hull dong at five or Sx knots. A beamy craft,
quite alot of freeboard, a semi-clipper bow, and the whole thing not yachty nor not datternly enough to
attract much attention. There were boats like her dl up and down the coast. She would even escape
gpecid notice in the Caribbean, being not too different in appearance from the inter-idand trading
schooners seen there.

They had removed the sail-covers. The sail-tops too, the short lines that were used to tie the salls in negt
furls on the spars, and the salls lay loose and ready in the lazy-jacks. Forward, a pair of men were taking
stops off the staysl. Another man came up from below carrying oil-burning running lights, and began
dipping them to the light-boards and safety-lashing them there.

“Take alook,” Doc sad, and transferred the scanning device to Monk.

Monk muttered, a moment later, “That's the outfit. I'm sure the guy tying on the light was a
Roxborough's gpartment house during the excitement.” He shifted the device to Sefiorita Oristezza, and
she gasped with surprise a the darity of the image. “It has an awfully odd color,” she whispered. And
then she asked, “What are we going to do?’

“Not to give a facetious answer,” Doc said. “The best we can.”
“Shouldn't we telephone the police?’ she demanded.

He sad quietly, “I'd like you to go back to the car and do that.” He knew she was looking at his face
through the scanning gadget, and grinned wryly. “If we can ask you to do it without giving you the idea
we're trying to get you out of danger.”

“Arent you?’

“Some,” he admitted. “But somebody should get the police. And quick, too. Those fdlows are going to
sl any minute”

“All right, Il do it,” she agreed. “What do | do? | mean, how do you work the radio—"



“| left it switched on, and set up on the police channd. Merdly pick up the microphone, press the button
youll fed on the sde, and gart taking. They'll come back when you release the button. You can hear
them on the receiver, dthough the volumeis low.”

“All right.”

“Be careful,” he said. “We don't know they're dl on the boat.”

SHE moved away in the darkness, after returning the black-light apparatus to Doc. She took much the
route by which they had come, which was a path, then the waterline highway, and made fairly good time,
breething through her teeth each time her bare feet found sharp stone or stubbed againgt an obstruction.
Her dlk hose were a ruin; they were no protection anyway.

Suddenly she saw a car coming toward her dong the highway. Because she was very scared, the car
seemed an odd thing, a reding scouring blaze of white light pursued by a mechanicd moaning. She
debated briefly waving her arms, trying to stop the machine, then dismissed the notion in a hurry—on the
schooner, they would notice athing like that. She wondered if the Padres Fdliz, the Happy Fathers, had
aguard posted. She shuddered. The name Padres Feliz when gpplied to Juan and Jolla had an ugly
macabre qudlity like the laughter of skeletons. She dipped off the road, wanting to fdl because of the
way the stones hurt her feet. She crouched there and let the car go past with a sound like a long heavy
cough.

Madre Dios, I'm scared, I'm terrified, she thought. The feding, she knew, was quite Smply arrived at.
She was growing more frightened proportionately as she left the neighborhood of Doc Savage. That
surprised her. The man grew in stature with distance, particularly in a devilish stuation like this. Doc was
a giant bronze man, rather handsome—now he seemed the superlaive of both these things. She had
imagined hersdf not greatly impressed with his gadgets—now, contrarily, she saw him as a wizard, a
genie of protection. She grimaced a hersdf; one exaggeration was as annoying as the other. But she
wished she was back there a the schooner with him. Why, | felt safer walking into possible ambush
with him, she reflected, than | feel walking toward safety now, alone. She hurried out on to the road

agan.
Presently, limping, she reached the taxicab and tugged at the door.

It was now tha Jolla came softly from the darkness, softly and unheard. Without speech or other
preiminary, he whipped the side of her head twice with the blackjack, which he handled adeptly.

It was a very quiet unconsciousness. Jolla kneded beside her and took her skull between his fingers the
way one would test afootbal for air pressure, and fdt for crushed bones.

“A hard head,” he remarked, “in every sense of the word.”

DOC SAVAGE told Monk Mayfair, “I don't think it's safe to leave the goose out of the oven any longer.
The Sefiorita Oristezza, if she should happen to get hold of a thick-headed cop, may not work this
ingantly. We can't aford to wait. From dl sgns they're about ready to shove off, and with Ham as
hostage, we don't want to risk arunning fight at sea—"

“Put with fewer words,” Monk said, “you think we'd better light our maich.”

“That'sit.” Doc gave Monk the black light device. “Move in closer, keep your eye on things, and if you



see | need help, step inwith an offering.”

Monk's voice was unessy in the darkness. “You going to work around to their rear?’
“Going to try to.”

“You,” said Monk, “are going to need luck. I'll bow to the east.”

“Do that.”

Monk was dlent for a fev moments, then whispered, “I'll keep my fingers crossed, too. | think there's
more than five of those guys—" He paused, ligening, said softly, “Doc . . . 7" There was no answer. The
bronze man had moved away without sound. Not too surprised, Monk himsdf began to work toward the
schooner.

Doc Savage had taken a course somewhat to the right, and for a reason. The tide at this hour would be
flowing out, and he had no intention of swvimming againg the tide when it was unnecessary. He intended
to use the water, try to board the schooner from the seaward side.

Slence was not too difficult. The spot was being used daytimes by boatmen, so there were no large
weeds, not too many twigs that offered danger of snapping underfoot. His bare feet found these trouble
spots easly. He found, by the sense of touch, two hauled-out dories, a pile of lumber, the greasy track of
a maine rallway—he followed the laiter down to the water edge and, crouching there, studied the
schooner.

He saw something new. They had hung hooded lanterns off bow and stern, dangling a few inches above
the water, and looking more closdly, he saw why. Lyingintherall of sall that was the jib, wel out on the
bowsprit, was a man. A watcher. There would be ancther at the stern, no doubt.

Seding this, redizing they were darmed and on guard, he had a hitterly cold sensation of moves too
recklesdy made. One in particular—he should not have sent the Sefiorita Oristezza back to the car. If
these fellows were on guard so carefully . . .

He eased into the water, cautioudy, a few inches a a time, not wading but crawling out on hands and
knees. The tide flow began to push againgt him. There was five or Sx feet rise and fdl of tide here, so the
movement of water was consderable.

He had taken off no dothing—this for a reason dso. His dothing was his armament, his gadgets. An
example was a pencil which he now used. It was a pencil, dl right, but dso other things, induding, when
he stripped the sections out to full length, a telescoping tube. He was going to use it for breething
underwater, and proceeded to do so. It had other purposes—a mirror would dip in the end
periscope-wise; it was not a bad blowgun. But now he breathed through it only.

He moved, underwater, dowly toward the schooner, Ieting the tide carry him.

MONK saw Jolla bring the Sefiorita Oristezza to the schooner. Jolla walked rgpidly and essly, the girl
across his shoulder. He gave from a distance the whidling cal of some nightbird, and it was then that
Monk turned the black light scanner in that direction. Monk siffened and had threads of frost for nerves.

There was nathing he could do—that is, it wasn't the time for doing. He redlized that only when he had
stood and taken a step forward. Monk sank back behind a pile of scrap lumber, but it was a difficult
thing to do. Particularly for Monk to do. Monk was no exponent of caution, of letting a plan get ripe. He



crouched there, the pdms of his hands getting moist.

Not thirty feet from the schooner, Monk could hear what was said. Juan came on deck. He flashed a
light briefly.

“Where did you collect her?’ Juan asked softly in Spanish.

Jollatold him. “Back on the road. | thought | heard a car. It took time to find it, and then she came.”
“Savege is here?’

“l would say 0.

“Thet isnt good,” Juan muttered, and whedled to one of the crew. “There is scrap iron in the bilge for
balast. Bring a good-sized piece” To another man, he said, “Rope.”

Jollasad dryly, “Have | not heard you say you would never kill awoman, my friend?’

Juen snorted. “I did not think | would like to remember the look in the eyes of a woman when she died.”
He bent over the Sefiorita Oristezza. “This is different. This one is unconscious. Unconscious with her
eyes closed, | an glad to say.” He Straightened, adding, “However, if you will loan me your handkerchief
to cover the upper part of her face, | would appreciate that.”

“Youwill use aknife?’
“Why not? A knifeisthe best death.”

The man with the rope started with lashing the girl's arms, but Juan laughed a him, said, “She will be
dead, you fodl. Tieit around her waist. She has adim was.” When the man staggered up from below
with a dab of balagt iron that had a hale in it through which they could lash the rope, Juan persondly
took over the job of binding.

“If they're around here—Savage and that baboon—they may be seaing this” Jolla said uneedly.

“So what? If we kill them, they will not care then. If we do not, then they will take us. Savage is a men
who dither dies or wins. | have heard that of him. In the latter case, will we care? To be tried for one
more murder. What difference?’

Juan straightened. “The handkerchief,” he said.

Monk Mayfar had not quite stood it this far. He was easng forward a step a a time. What had
happened to Doc? Damn it, they couldn't stand by and let the girl be killed.

Juan spread the handkerchief over Dannie's face. She had not moved except when they jerked her limp
form about. The knife came into Juan's hand. Long of blade. Juan baanced it speculaivey, and
remarked coldly, “Thereisan art to this. The art is not to make it gory. The spine, not the jugular, just a
careful severance of the white cord there, asmple surgica operation—"

Monk ydled then. He dways ydled when he went into a fight, and he howled now. He began it with
words. “Doc! They're killing Danniel” And after that he made sound, just sound, a frenzied roaring that
was more product of the primitive than normalcy, heavy-throated like the anger of the jungle.

The noise did not dull his awareness. So he understood that three or four men were converging on him
from the sides, not men from the schooner, but men who had been lying conceadled in the vidnity, under
innocent-looking piles of trash.



There was no shooting. Monk did not have a gun. One of the assailants was armed with a revolver, but
he did not fire, merdy stood back and waited, ready to use the gun if Monk managed to whip,
sngle-handed, a half-dozen assallants.

Monk very nearly did that. He veered left, his ams opened and took in two assailants together; he fell
with them, deliberately, and they began to shriek. The others piled into the struggle.

Juan, for the firg time a thin whidle of terror going out with his words, said, “They were closer then |
thought!” He jumped ashore and ran and stood by the méée, occasondly launching a kick into the ball
of bodies.

Out of the fight on the ground: curses, gasps, bones bresking, dust and two hats. Then a shoe. These and
hands and feet which were quickly jerked from sght again.

Juan kicked once more. Solidly. He leaned over the méée with a flaghlight.
“Weve got him,” he said angrily. “ Stop fighting each other.”

He seized Monk by one leg and began dragging him toward the schooner.
“That istwo?’ Jolla called.

“Yes two.”

From the stern of the schooner, where he had lain across the ral watching the water intently al during the
fracas ashore, alookout spoke.

“Someone hand me a grenade,” he said, “and | think | can make it three.”

JOLLA lunged to the man's Side. “In the water?” he demanded.

“Yes” The watcher's voice was ghogt-thin with terror. “1 think | saw a face look up a me. It rose from
the water—sank agan—"'

“When?" Juan whedled. “ Savage isin the water! Under the boat! Use the hand-grenades, you fools On
dl sides of the boat, dl a once! Not too close, not close enough to smash the hull—"

“How close would that be?’ someone wailed.
Juan cursed. “Never mind! Get them in the water. Let the boat Snk if—"

Thefird hand grenade let loose underwater. Not an impressive explosion, ssemingly; yet the ship jumped
dightly. The others followed; spouts of water climbed violently, a few times with kernels of flane. Nine
blagtsin dl.

“Keep throwing them in!” Juan screamed.
“That'sdl. There are no more.”

They blazed flaghlights at the water, watching and waiting, and if anyone breathed, it was not audibly. The
water boiled for a while, mud came up in clouds and streaks, patching the surface with blackness. The
tide carried the mud away.



A man whimpered in pain. A puppy-like sound, but loud. They dl jumped. Monk had broken the man's
am. Another sat down sickly, white-faced, and began trying to get his am back into joint a the elbow.
Monk's work aso.

“Diog” Jolla pointed. “Bubbles!”

He saized arifle, the only rifle in the crowd, and aimed at the spot. With a soft cough, another bubble
broke at the surface. There were two more in quick succession. Jolla cocked the rifle deliberately.

Juan muttered, “1 would not be too sure the bubbles mean anything. They could be the reault of the
explosons underwater—"

“A hand!” a man screamed. Simultaneoudy, Jollas rifle smashed. And as the shot echoes came caving
back on them from the nearby hills, Jolla shrieked dmost with a madness. “I missed the hand. But it was
ahand. Savage isout there”

Now dl the lights centered on the spot astern. Juan swore suddenly, seized a life preserver and heaved it
asfar as he could astern. It floated dowly away. “To judge how fast the tide will carry a body—"

Agan he did not finish, because Juan's rifle was jarring, the muzze laying out sheets of flame. An object
hed rolled partidly into view above the surface, a thing that could be nothing but Savage's body. It was
his coat; Juan began dhrieking that it was Savages coat, the same color, the same design, which was a
litle preposterous because the distance was too greet for that. All the time Jolla was firing; he emptied
the clip, and screeched for another, pumped that into the object, which now sank from sght.

Jolla continued to fire, dip after clip, until Juan seized him and shook him repeatedly.

“That isthreg” Juan told him. “There are no more.”

Chapter IX

THE gentleness came back to the one who had used the rifle, and with it a weakness of the legs that
became a complete inghility to stand, so that he folded down and sat, fodlishly staring at the rifle, on the
deck. Alarmed, Juan demanded, “Y ou have been hit? A piece of a grenade perhaps—"

Jolla looked up at the other man. “I am sick with the sweetest sickness | ever had. | think | have been
dying dl night from thinking about this Doc Savage. | think this sickness is life Get beow and see
whether the explosions started the hull lesking.”

Juan laughed. He swung over and dropped down the companionway, glandng forward to make sure
Ham Brooks—lashed to the manmast where it passed down through the cabin—and
Roxborough—trussed up more comfortably on the floor—were there and helpless. They were. Ham
gagged, could say nothing, but Roxborough demanded, “What happened?’

“A bon-voyage party,” Juan told him, laughing again as he went over to peer down into the bilge. The
men who had gotten the scrap iron had lifted asde a section of flooring for the purpose, and not replaced
it. Juan used a flashlight; he tossed a maich on to the water thet is dways to be found in the bilge of a
salboat, and watched it to see whether there was a flow from any direction.

He returned to the hatch, cdled, “She's making practicaly no water. Cast off and get the salls up. Well
use the engine after we're outside.”



Someone pushed the gifl down the hatch, saying, “Catch.”

“Isit necessary?’

Jollas voice, dill faint with the sickness he had caled good, replied, “Of course it is, supid. One body
floating around the harbor is enough.”

Juen caught the Sefiorita Oristezza, carried her over and dumped her on the bunk opposite where
Roxborough lay. He stepped back, looked at the girl's legs, and began to approve of the idea. “No, that
body wouldn't be suiteble in a harbor.”

The schooner heded as the wind caught the one sal that was up, and there was a chorus of mouse
squeekings as the other sails were hoisted, fores! and then mainsl.

On deck, forward near the forecastle hatch, a man fdl heavily.
“What happened?’ Jollaydled.
“Thereis awet dippery place here on the deck,” the man complained.

Jolla laughed. “The grenades splashed water on deck,” he said happily. “And presently we shdl be at
seq, and there will be waves bresking aboard. The westher forecast is for cloudiness and storms. Bad
wesather for any planes which might seek us” He sounded happy abot it.

WHEN Monk Mayfar regained consciousness, his immediate feding about the world was that he
wanted none of it, the Indians could have it. He spent afew seconds trying to identify various portions of
his body—teeth, eyes, ears, square inches of skin, in different places—a sort of mentd rall cdl to see
how much of him was dill left together. The overdl picture was not encouraging, athough he could find
nothing important missng. And now suddenly, it having taken dl thistime to make menta connections, he
reelized that he was tied and in a boat with Ham Brooks, Roxborough and the Sefiorita Oristezza.

Monk stared a them. They dl seemed to need repairing in one spot or another. Monk opened his mouith,
intending to speak loudly and clearly; after trying, he sat there rather foolishly. The voice must have been
hisown, but it seemed rusty and under the floor somewhere.

He was stting againg the mast. He peered at his extended ankles, noting they were roped. He tried his
wrigs behind him, and they were tied dso, on the other Sde of the madt. It was a thick madt, and his
ams were in an agonizing cramp.

Monk tried again. “Wheres Doc?’ he asked.

The others—Ham, Roxborough, Dannie—had been wordless; they remained wordless now, but in a
different way. Monk peered at their speechless faces and began to wish, wish with a ghagly dull
endlessness, that he had not asked that question. Unasked, hisimagination would have had full wild play,
but its worst could not have been like this. He did not say anything more, and they remained there each in
apersondized pool of horror, until Juan and Jolla came down from deck.

Juan and Jolla came together, which was appropriate; they were polite and smiling, and gently
complimenting each other in speech again; in other words, back in form.

“We have a short speech to make,” Juan said.



“Short, but you should ligen,” added Jolla.

There was now hardly a trace of the accent of Espanoal in ther voices. They had changed dothing and
wore seagoing garb, yachtsmen's garb that enhanced ther illuson of sameness, dthough the daothing itsdf
was not identical.

“You understand, | believe, what caused the whole thing,” said Juan.

Jolla watched ther faces. “Diamonds. Raw diamonds from the Sefiorita Oristezza's lease in Southwest
Africa near Luderitz, and from Brazil. The vdue of two million dollars and a bit over in American

“Pesos ddl Estados Unidos,” sad Juan.
“Yes, United States dollars”

Juan nodded. “They were on a plane which crashed and Mr. Roxborough was on the same plane and
escaped. The wreckage of the plane was found and the diamonds were not there.”

“The connection between Roxborough and diamonds seemed obvious to us,” said Jolla
“And unfortunate.”

“Unfortunate, yes. It mided us—’

“We think—"

“Yes, we think—"

Ham Brooks raised his head—there was no gag in his mouth now—and said, “Oh, for God's sake,
what's the idea of the vaudeville act? Or doesit have an idea?

Juen grinned. “The idea, aswdl as any other ideas, will be of very brief interest to you.”
“Brief!” said Jolla

MONK moved impatiently; he dmost ydled from the cramping pain in his arms. The generd idea was
that Juan and Jolla had decided, or were saying they had decided, that Roxborough had not made off
with the diamonds. They had come to New York to take the diamonds from Roxborough, which they
had concluded was a bad move. That was what they were saying. What they meant might be dmost

anything ese.

Monk said panfully, “If you figure Roxborough didn't get the diamonds, where'd the stones go?’
Juan smiled, pointed at himsdf and his associate. “Not we,” he said.

“Then who?’

“The jungle where the plane crashed is quite primitive, but not uninhabited. There are aborigines. Indians.
They go naked and use blowguns, but they are not without some contact with the world—enough
contact, we are afraid, that they might have recognized the diamonds for whet they were.”

That was a long speech and Ham, his head cocked up, scowled a Jolla, waiting for him to attach a



datement of some sort, but Jolla was dlent. Ham sneered. “That's a fine picture of innocence you draw.
It would look better in a comic gtrip.”

Juan shrugged. “It is of very temporary importance what you think.”
“Then why make it?’

Juan nodded at Dannie and then at Roxborough. “The explanation isfor them. They are not going to die,
unlessthey are particular fools”

Ham looked at the men intently. He let his head back carefully on the bunk covering. “That's pretty
good,” he said. “That's hdf of aloaf. Now what's the catch?’

“No catch.”
Ham's lips twisted sourly.

“No, | an sncere” Juan assured him. “What would their death gain us? Oh, they can report to the police
that we are criminas and murderers?” He laughed unpleasantly. “1s that news to the police? | think not.”

“Wha will you do with them?’

“Do? Leave them on an idand someplace, | suppose. When we get south, of course, in the Caribbean.”
Roxborough lifted his head and looked at Dannie. He seemed pleased at the prospect.

Juen produced hisknife. “There is no foolishness this time, as there was on the deck with the girl erlier.”
Monk sneered at the man from the floor, where he crouched beside the madt. “Afraid to let us go, en?’

“Exactly,” Juan agreed. “We have quite an opinion of your ability. Perhaps you are not the remarkable
sort that Doc Savage was, but | don't believe we would deep wel with you free. | suspect that, if it took
years, it would dill be a case of you dying or oursalves. So why take a chance?’

“Y ou've got something,” Monk admitted sourly.
“You take it cadmly.”
“Try cutting me loose,” Monk said, “and well revise tha.”

Juan looked at the homdy chemigt, contemptuoudy in the beginning, then with growing unease that he
sought to throw off with a curt shoulder movement. “My ugly friend, the day of your miradesis past, now
that Savage is dead.”

“You think s0?” Monk, alittle blind with rage, alittle incoherent from the pain in his bound arms, shoved
his head forward and ydled, “How would you like for me to produce a little miracle, friend? How would
you like that? Just watch me and—"

A man fdl through the skylight.

NOTHING could have been more perfectly timed. Monk, like an angry dragon prophesying disaster,
hed reached threstful screaming dimax—and crash! A shower of glass, dlittering in the cabin light. The
men did not fal completdy through the skylight, which was in the center of the cabin roof at this point,



just forward of the mast, and crossed with a dozen brass bars. But the man hit hard, hard enough to bend
the bars and break the glass. Looking up, they could see his utterly blank face and wide motionless eyes
daing down at them. He was one of the crew.

“You foal!” Juan screamed. He had been badly shaken. He legped to the gdley, seized a frying-pan, and
came back and smashed it up againg the skylight bars, gtriking the man ineffectudly in the face, shrieking,
“Fick such atime to fdl into the skylight, will you—"

He stopped. He had the frying pan drawn back for another blow; it hung in his hand, diffly; the hand and
the arm loosened and it seemed that the pan was going to haul him over backward; his eyes grew big and
bug-like as he ogled the face of the man.

“Heisdead!” he said.

This was an error. The man breathed. Blood filled the creases of his lips from the damage done by the
frying-pan, and this became crimson bubbles.

Somewhere on deck there was a sumbling sound—like sumbling, except that no steps and no profanity
followed.

“That sounded like a man sumbling,” Juan said. “Will you look? What the hdll is going on up there?” He
sad thisto one of the crew. There were three crew members badow deck.

The man took the required number of steps up the companionway ladder, three, to permit him to gaze
out on deck.

He said, “Someone did sumble.. . .” For a three-word statement, his voice did alot of tralling off.
“What isit?’ Juan asked hollowly.

The man in the companionway said, “They seem to be degping.” He said it oddly, not with any particular
dishdief, but contrarily as if he believed it very much and didn't understand it. “They are lying there—"
He stopped, blinked. “They are lying—" His face was dulling; puzzZlement, which mugt have been a
terrific emation within him, barely stirred the shape of hisface. He said, “I fed—degpy—" And with this
cassc, helad down on the floor at the foot of the ladder.

Monk, hdd tightly jammed to the mainmag,, fdt a dight jar againgt his back; he heard the chug of a sound
that accompanied it. They dl mus have heard. Monk brought his arms around in front of his face, rolled
over and seized the hand-axe which had diced the ropes and buried hdf an inch in the mastwood. He
loosened the axe, which was sharp, dashed through his ankle bindings, stood up, lunged to Ham
Brooks—Ham had hiswrigts over the bunk edge, ready for the operation—and chopped through Ham's
wrig cords.

“Operations are underway,” Monk said. “Daoc, be careful. There were deven of them aboard, dl told.”

Doc Savage came in from the forecastle. He said, “The deck has been taken care of. Get ready for it to
happen here.”

Juan had been having a ghestly time trying to decide which way his knife should go; now he turned, ogling
Doc Savage, and suddenly threw the knife. He used the underhand ddivery best for short range; the
knife did not turn over inthe air, but traveled point-first and diced through the bronze man's dothing, hit
the bulletproof mesh undergarment Doc was wearing, and bounced vishbly.

Monk struck Juan then. Juan rolled with the blow but went down with wiry deception, trying—and



succeeding—to give Monk the idea he was badly dazed. Monk lunged for him. Doc Savage yelled,
“Look out, Monk, he's ajudo wizard—" But by that time Monk had hold of Juan, and began learning the
fact for hmsdlf. It became a noisy enlightenment.

Short-lived, though. Because presently Monk looked down foolishly at Juan, who seemed to be deeping;
he peered a Juan with a sort of dl-out idiocy of expression, then continued in character and bent from
the waist and laid his hands on the floor, held that position briefly, then stretched out on the floor.

Doc Savage and Ham Brooks waited slently, flat-cheeked, tight-lipped. Ham, to make doubly sure,
clamped a hand over his mouth and closed his nodtrils with thumb and forefinger. Even then, he had
difficulty not breathing, because the coming of the gas had caught him very short of breath.

In not much longer than a minute, Doc Savage and Ham were the only ones conscioudy able to move.

Chapter X
A SINGLE splinter of lightning arose briefly off the southern horizon and stood there quivering.

Dannie, looking forward, disinguished Doc Savage's form.
“Hestying up the last one now, isnt he?” she demanded nervoudly.
Ham Brooks took the occasion to squeeze her hand comfortingly.

“You're dl right. Everything is perfectly dl right,” he assured her. “You understand about the gas, don't
you? It's anaesthetic only, odorless, colorless, and has the unusud qudity of quick oxidation when
exposed to the air, the oxidation rendering it harmless. By that | mean that if one manages to hold their
breath for about a minute or aminute and a hdf, the effects can be escaped. That is what Doc and | did.
It iswhat Monk would have doneif he had been born with any sense”

“Yes, | understand that now.”

“It's absolutdly harmless” said Ham. “Please be assured of that. 1t won't hurt you, because I've been
knocked out by that Suff dozens of times—’

Monk, from the companionway, said unpleasantly, “Y ou think you're a good example?’
“I didn't,” Ham told him, “forget to hold my breath so the gas wouldn't take.”

“You didnt,” Monk told him, “have hold of the character Juan.” Monk explained to the Sefiorita
Origezza, “Ham is right about the anaesthetic gas producing no ill effects afterward—except that
sometimes you do wonder what the dickens happened.” Monk chuckled. “If you want to see something
funny, take a couple of the grenades to a dull party sometime and drop them in somebody's pocket.
They're very thinwaled glass capsules, crush easly, and you should see the uproar when everyone goes
sound adeep for about fifteen minutes, then wakes up and tries to explain it.”

Roxborough, dtting in the cockpit, growled, “That'sdl very cute. I'm impressed. My neck is also saved,
and I'm grateful for that. But when do we head for shore?’

“Well get around to that,” Monk said.

“Wdl, | can use anight's deep,” said Roxborough.



Doc Savage came back from the bow intime to hear the last remark, and agreed, “We dl can. A night's
deep | mean.”

Roxborough sirred impatiently. “How'd you get away from them when they thought they'd shot you
underwater, and how'd you get aboard? | missed out on that.”

“That was just some hard svimming underwater, plus the fact |1 had a tube by which | could get an
occasond breath of ar without surfacing,” Doc explained. “When the fight broke out on shore with
Monk, | tried to come in on it—and surfaced directly under the nose of a lookout. You know what
happened then. The grenades weren't too bad, but they weren't good, either—I swam astern, shoved up
ahand, blew afew bubbles after drawing the ar through the tube, then stripped off my coat and tied it in
aknot and turned it loose underwater. Monk tdls me that when the coat surfaced, they shot it to pieces
and figured they had finished me.”

“While you were doing that,” Roxborough said, “you climbed aboard?’

“That's it. By the bow—the bobstay chan and the bowsprit and then down into the forecastle. Later,
someone dipped and fdl on the wet spot where my dothing had dripped, bothering me for a minute”

“They were a pack of fools” Roxborough said curtly. “Almog as big fools as you fdlows were to let it
et thisfar dong.”

“You think s0?” Monk asked bdligerently.

Doc sad, “Easy does it, Monk.”

“l don't like this guy's manner,” Monk said indignently. “And | never have. If he's such a hot-rock—"
“Cut it out,” Doc said.

“Let him shoot hismouth,” said Roxborough. “I think | can handle him.”

“You're geting cabin fever,” Doc said impatiently. “ Stop fussing. Here, Roxborough, here's a loaded
revolver. Will you go forward and guard the prisoners. Someone should St up there near the forecastle
with them, in case they work ther bonds loose. Here's aflashlight. Y ou can useit occasondly.”

Roxborough hesitated, then growled, “Okay. Maybe if | did something useful it would improve my
temper.”

Monk listened to Roxborough moving forward to the bow area, where the prisoners had been assembled
on the deck, bound hand and foot. It was dark, intensdly dark, and Monk leaned over and laid a hand on
Doc's arm, whispered, “1 found them, Doc. | guess they're diamonds—’

“My diamondd” Dannie gasped.
“Sh-h-h-h,” Monk admonished. “Yeah, | think s0. I'm sure.”
Dannie blurted. “But how—"

Ham whispered, “It was a collaboration job. | noticed that Juan and Jolla both seemed a little too
interested in the bilge—remember when the floorboard was up so the fdlow could get the dab of iron?
Wedl, Jolla closed the floor very carefully, went out of his way to do it, when there were plenty of other
things more urgent. And when one of them, | forget which one it was, looked in the bilge to see how high
the water was—whether the grenades had opened lesks—he sort of reached up under the planks to



ascertain that something was 4ill there”

They were quite Slent for a while. Dannie was evidently thinking—suddenly her bresthing stopped, then
she made along gasping sound of surprise. “But they said they didn't have the diamonds. . . "

“Shush! Quiet!” Doc urged.

“That was some kind of atrick!” she blurted. “If they had the stones, why pretend—they said they were
going to turn Roxborough and me loose—"

“Will you,” said Doc hitterly, “keep it alittle lower.”

She gripped his hand. “Why dl this furtive quiet—"

“You,” Doc told her in alow voice, “were going to be freed—as a witness.”
“Witness of what?’

“Of Roxborough's innocence, where the diamonds were concerned.”

“Then he's not—?’

“We hope to know in aminute”

She dragged in breath heavily. “1 can hardly believe it—after dl, they did hire me to play that trick on
Roxborough—"

“What,” Doc asked, “could have done more to convince you Roxborough was the innocent victim?’
“You could beright . . "

“Well know in a minute” Doc sad again. “Monk is wearing the black light gimmick, waiching
Roxborough, up forward there guarding the prisoners—’

“With a loaded gun!” she breathed. “My God, you weren't fool enough to give him a loaded gun when
you suspected—"

Doc chuckled reassuringly. “Loaded with blanks” he said. “The thing we're farly sure Roxborough will
do—if he's guilty—is untie Jolla and Juan and the others and attempt a break. On the other hand, if he
doesn't—"

“The other hand,” said Monk softly, “won't be needed. Roxborough is cutting Juan |oose now.”

Doc stood up slently, went forward dong the deck, quite soundless in the darkness until he was close
behind Roxborough, and there he thumbed on a flashlight beam and splattered the glare over the two
men.

“Open packages?’ heinquired.

THE END






