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"Up from earth's center by the seventh gate,
| rose and on the throne of Saturn sat-

And many a knot unraveled by the road,
But not the master knot of human fate-"

OMAR KHAYYAM
I

THE hours became days, and the days grew into weeks, and the weeks followed one another into adull
and terrible haze of timein which nothing redlly changed. Gilmore had scooped ashdlow pit in the
eroding chalk at the edge of a dliff, roofed it with a crude thatched trapdoor which he could close againgt
the black things of night, and he spent the mgjority of histime there.

For atime, during Indian summer, one day was like another. It was then that Gilmore lost hisshirt. He
took off the shirt and arranged it carefully and, he thought, safely on the sandy beach, while he waded
into the seato sand motionlessin hopes of clubbing an unwary fish for food. A huge and dour gray
seagull, atypicaly thievish knave of aseagull, carried the shirt away. It was a sports shirt, and its gaudy
plastic buttons fascinated the gulll.

It wasasmall thing. Thethin shirt was practicaly worthless as a protective garment. But Gilmore took it
hard.

Heran wildly after the seagull, and the bird flapped out to sea, packing the shirt in its beak with gull-like
greed. Gilmore, unable to swim, ran, screaming, up and down the beach, and when he was exhausted, he
fell on hisface and sobbed.

During the ensuing few days of Indian summer, Gilmoretried to teach himsdf to svim. Hewas
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unsuccessful, probably because he had no real heart Ieft to put into it. It was pointless, anyway. A man
could not swim the Atlantic.

The warm days ended. Winter came. The pools of rainwater in the potholesin the idand stone began to
have thin crusts of ice, and the rocks became bone-colored with coatings of frost.

Gilmore made hardly amove to thwart the certainty of freezing to death. It wastoo much of a certainty
for him to compete againgt. It wasinevitable. His pants now were frayed into shorts, and he stuffed them
with dry seaweed, and tied seaweed about himsalf with other seaweed for binding until he resembled an
ambulatory pile of the smelly stuff. Actudly, it did no good, and it soon became definitely established in
his mind that he would freeze to death. He began to wait for death dmost as one would await afriend.

But rescue got there before degth, although at first it was dull and undramatic.

Gilmore was sitting on a stone, contemplating eternity, when a pleasant voice hailed him. "Hello, there,”
thevoice said. 'Are you the proprietor of this heavenly spot?”

A glaze sttled over Gilmore's sore eyes, and for along time he did not turn around. In fact, he did not
turn until he had conducted quite an odd conversation, in asmall choking voice.

"So you finaly got to me," Gilmore said. Hisvoice had the hopaessness of asoul lost ininterstellar
space.

"Yeah. It took alittle timeto climb the cliff.” The voice contained some pleasant surprise. "'l didn't think
you had seen us. You didn't give any Sgn. We wererather puzzled.”

Gilmore shuddered and said, "'l don't ways seeyou, do 17
"Huh?'

"Us?" Gilmore continued, selecting carefully from the words the pleasant voice had said. "Us? We? s
there more than one of you now?"

"There are eighteen of us" the voice said. " Say, what's the matter with you, fellow?"
"So you went back for more experienced help!" Gilmore went on.

"Eighteen of you!" croaked Gilmore. "Good God! They must have depleted the staff!”
"What saff?"

"The executive personnd in hdl!" said Gilmore bitterly.

"Who areyou kidding?' the amiably friendly voiceinquired.

Now Gilmore swung around, to stare a the stranger, and to lose his composure until he was a shaking,
gibbering man. Gilmore saw, standing before him, atall middle-aged man with afat ruddy faceand a
sheepskin greatcoat and afaint odor of good hair pomade that oddly fitted theicy idand wind. Gilmore
saw beyond the man, on the chopping sea, asailing yacht of about eighty feet waterline, schooner-rigged,
and on the beach adory with shipped oars and a couple of waiting sailorsin thick blue peacoats.

Strangersal. Man, yacht, dory, sailors, dl strangers and inconceivable. Unacceptable, anillusion, a
figment concocted out of ghastly chicanery, awork of Satan asfar as Gilmore could understand.

So Gilmore darted off the rock and fled screaming and whimpering, going asfast as astarvation-ridden



string of bones could travel. Dr. Karl Linningen caught him easily, although the doctor was a portly,
languid individua who secretly believed that exercise was poisonous.

THE schooner yacht, by name the Mary Too, sailed southward and westward over the heaving cold
green sees, eventudly rounding to the south of the Canadian-owned idand of Campobello, and besting
up through the narrowing tidal channel of Lubec, asmal fishing village which isthe most easternmost
settlement in the United States, asfar east in Maine as one can travel on dry land.

Dr. Karl Linningen, who was a psychiatrist by professon, and quite deserving of thetitle eminent, had by
that time spent agoodly interva probing at Gilmore's body, and fishing in Gilmores mind, and Dr. Karl
was a puzzled man.

Thetidein therip that squirts past Lubec's sony chin was running a hdllish stream when the Mary Too
careened in, passed the stone jetty, wallowed about and |abored into smoother water just off the docks
where the sardine boats unl oaded, and dropped anchor.

Dr. Karl immediately prepared to go ashore. Of the severa guests aboard, none were doctors, because
Dr. Karl fdt that aman should get away from the familiar in order to relax. "Y ou turn arace-horseinto a
pasture with other race-horses, and he's going to continue acting like arace-horse," was the way he
phrased it. "When I'm on vacation, | want plow-horsesin my pasture. One of the plow-horseswas Bill
Williams, a sports announcer on the radio, and the others were a broker, a shoe-shop owner, and three
insurance men.

"Y ou seem hdll-bent to get ashore remarked Bill Williams, noting the doctor's preparations.”
"That'sright.”

"Going to be gonelong?"

"Don't know."

"Wheat about our wild boy off theidand?' Bill Williams asked. "Want to prescribe any medicineto give
him in case you're gone awhile?"

"He'sthereason I'min ahurry to get ashore,” Dr. Karl muttered. "Y ou can have him." Dr. Karl grinned
wryly. "But keep him around until | get back, will you?'

"Y ou mean if hewantsto go ashore, tell him he can't?’
"In agentlemanly way."
"And in case the gentlemanly way doesn't work, then what shall we do?"

Dr. Karl examined Bill Williams congderable length, noting there were ill afew signs of the old footbal
framework under thelazy lard, and said, "1 imagine you could manage suitable restraint, Bill."

"What isthelegd leg | sand on whilerestraining?" Bill Williams asked.

After hestating, Dr. Karl said wryly, "I could fix that up, | suppose. Mind you, don't cripple him or
anything."

"Gad, we sound like pirates consorting.”" Williams chuckled. "I get the picture. Y ou think it wouldn't be
any trouble to prove he was nuts and needed restraining. Righto. I'll keep your wild boy herefor you."

Dr. Karl gripped therail preparatory to swinging over into the dinghy, but turned to remark, "Why call



him my wild boy?"
"Huh?lan't he?' Williamsinquired.

A wry smiletouched Dr. Karl'slips. "No more than yours. Not as much. It was your donkeylike work as
asteersman that brought us close enough to the witch's cake of arock that we happened to see the poor
looney." He dropped down into the dinghy, it rocked only alittle under his expertly balanced weight, and
he untied the painter after pulling thelittle craft dong the rail with his strong hands.

"Back in an hour or two, Bill," he said, and took up the oars.

He used the oarsin a powerful feasthering stroke that sent the blades deep, then brought them back clear
and flashing on returns. Dr. Linningen liked the sea, and he was not happy that he saw lessand less of it
asthe years passed, nor was he pleased that this Gilmore had intruded into one of his rare vacation
voyages. And Gilmore had intruded, al right. From the very first, he had been an article Dr. Karl couldn't
ignore. No psychiatrist could have ignored him.

There was too much that was puzzling.

The Customswas in agray wooden building beside the ferry dip, and Dr. Karl stopped thereto check in
and explain about Gilmore, and to answer the resulting questions.

"Ishean American citizen?' the officia wished to know.

"Bornin Kansas, | would say." And when the officia’s eyes widened doubtfully, Dr. Karl added quickly,
‘A matter of accents. | have studied them. Thefdlow hasredly told us amost nothing about himself,
except to cdl him by the name of Gilmore."

"Y ou mean he'stoo crazy to tel you anything about himself, Doc?'

"Crazy? That'stoo conclusive aword. His mental state hasn't permitted confidences or explanations'
"Be O.K. if | went out and talked to this Gilmore?'

"Go ahead, if you wish. It will do no harm, and probably no good.”

"Then | will," the Customs officer said.

Dr. Karl nodded amiably, then changed the subject by asking, "How isthe survey on the Quoddy project
coming?'

"That engineer from New Y ork, Renwick, isstill around here,” the officid explained. "But they aren't
puffing out any information that I've heard.” He eyed the doctor curioudy. ™Y ou read about it in the

newspapers?"

Dr. Karl shook his head, said, "Radio.” Then he went to the window, one facing north toward the area
that had been the scene, some fifteen years before, of the Quoddy project for harnessing the resources of
the terrific Fundy tides. A thin fog velled the area, but he could see the stony idands that had been
intended as an anchor for one of the dams that had never been built because Congress had concluded
Quoddy wasjust so much dream stuff. "1 happen to know this engineer, Renwick, and his associate, Doc
Savage," Dr. Karl said suddenly. "That was the reason | asked."

The Customs man sraightened; interest splashed over him like astinging bath.

"Doc Savage?' the man repeated. "Y ou're afriend of Doc Savage?”



Dr. Karl turned, lowered a shoulder deprecatingly, explaining, "In aprofessond sense, only." He
prepared to leave, but hesitated when be noticed how the official was staring at him. " Something

wrong?'

"I'm sorry," the officer said. He grinned. "This Doc Savage, aman with areputation like that, you sort of
wonder if he'sreal. Kind of a shock when you run across someone who realy knows him.”

"Savageisred enough." Dr. Karl moved to the door. "I sort of wondered if he would be around, visiting
his associate Renwick.”

"That would be something," the officer said. He followed the doctor to the door. "That would be
something! Wdll, doctor, I'll look at this zany you picked off arock and well probably let himin onyour
say-s0. Be ashameto keep aguy out of this country just because he'salittle nuts, consdering some
we've aready got." The man was chuckling over hisjoke as Dr. Karl walked away.

THE rooming house stood on the rocky brow of ahill that formed the backbone of the town of Lubec.
An ancient and large house, it had woodwork of tesk fetched in sailing ships from the Orient, and could
have been bought during the depression for five hundred dollars. The old lady who opened the door
peered blankly and asked, "Who?"

"Savage," said Dr. Karl. "Doc Savage. Clark Savage, J. The Man of Bronze. All one and the same
individud."

"l don't know what you're talking about," said the old lady.
"Who isthe landlady?'
"That'sme."

Dr. Karl looked unsmilingly at the old face that was as crinkled and expressionless as a defl ated toy
balloon, and in amoment he asked, "Is Colonel John Renwick here? Renny Renwick?'

The old lady took her time. "Him? He over on the work."
"Wheat timewill Renwick be back?'
"Maybe about six. Maybe not."

Dr. Karl grinned wryly. "Thank you, madam. Would you tell him Old Doc Linningen cdled. Tdl himaso
that if he wishes adecent cup of coffee, to drop aboard my schooner this evening sometime.”

The old lady stiffened angrily. "What's the matter with my coffee?' she sngpped.

Dr. Karl looked surprised, then said, "Why, it's nectar, I'm sure." He had turned away and was halfway
to the gate when the old woman suddenly ydled, "1 make the best damn coffee in the Sate of Maine!™
and dammed the door.

Grinning, wondering just what the old lady thought the word nectar meant, Dr. Karl walked back toward
the waterfront. All routes from the top of Lubec's hill led downward, and presently Dr. Karl began a
descent. He found himsdlf walking rapidly, jarringly, as one does down ahill. Then he began running. Not
running fast, just taking a series of crow-hops that must have looked rather ridiculous, and redlly were
ridicul ous because he couldn't stop himself. Finally, he had to throw out his hands and grasp apicketina
fence, and stopped himself with ajerk.



He rested there amoment to recover. "Sealegs,” he muttered, putting in words the answer that seemed
to explain his descent of the hill. But in amoment, when he began to descend again, hefdll to running, and
was helpless againg it, and brought himsdlf up only by steering against the sde of abuilding. This
happened once more, and he was perspiring and upset in his mind when he reached the foot of the

Street.

Kroeger, one of the crew, had watched him, and he saw Kroeger conced agrin. Dr. Karl, irritated,
sngpped, "Dammit, man, | didn't have adrop!”

"I'm sureyou didn't, Sir," Kroeger said hastily, then added, "I came ashore in the other dink for supplies.
Shall | giveyou atow back to the vessd, Sr?”

"No, thanks, Kroeger. | learned to row a boat severd years ago,” Dr. Karl said with avehemence which
he saw a once was excessively childish. But he did row back to the schooner in excellent style, and
would have carried off atriumphant return if Gilmore hadn't started screaming and throwing things at

him.

Therewaslittle sense to Gilmore's squaling, lessto the things he threw. He just hurled what he could get
his hands on - an oar, aboathook, a cushion, two life preservers, alead squid used for mackerd trolling,

the brass cover off the compass binnacle. Then Bill Williams, bouncing up from below decks, pinned
poor Gilmore's arms and stopped the fusillade.

By thetime Dr. Karl climbed thoughtfully aboard, Bill Williams had wrestled Gilmore below, and
Kroeger had retrieved the thrown articles, except for the squid and the binnacle cover, which sank. Dr.
Karl heard the unmistakable sound of ablow from the cabin, then Bill Williams regppeared, holding his
right hand with his|eft.

"Y ou shouldn't have struck him," Dr. Karl said.
"That'sright. | darn near knocked down aknuckle. But that binnacle cover cost good money, didn't it?"
"No more than ten dollars, and he obvioudy wasn't responsible.”

"Ten bucksisten bucks, and hethrew it in the drink,” Bill Williamssaid. He shrugged. "O.K., maybe|
shouldn't have hung one on him. Cometo think of it, that was kind of silly of me, wasn't it?"

"Why did you?' Dr. Karl asked.

"Why, because - well, | fancied theideaat thetime. | don't know. I hit him, and now | don't know why."
Bill Williamslooked confused. "Funny thing for meto do. | kind of likethe guy.

"Did Gilmore say anything while you were struggling with him?"

"Nothing very coherent. Cussing - No wait. | think | did catch something about keeping Mr. Wail from
getting aboard.”

"Who?'

"Wall, or Wales, or Whale, something like that. It was confused.” Bill Williams grinned wryly. "I wonder
who Mr. Wail isto our guest Gilmore?"

Dr. Karl did not answer, and Bill Williams, who had not realy looked squarely at Linningen since coming
on deck, did so now. A considerable surprise wrenched at Williams, and he said, "Y ou look pale! Aren't
you feding well? Did that loon hit you with something?'



"Hedidn't hit me with anything he threw,” Dr. Karl replied grimly.
"W, you look asif there was arattlesnake in your pocket.”

Linningen glanced oddly at the man, then away. And they were below in the main cabin, having a bracer,
before Linningen muttered, "1 would buy herattler in preference.”

Hedid not say anything further to remove Williams resulting puzzled stare.

Later Dr. Karl stretched out on his bunk and endeavored to do what he frequently advised his patientsto
do, relax, take it easy, and grin away the worries, He was quite good at that; he frequently said that dl a
redly good psychiatrist needsisthe ability to show a patient how to kick his problemsin the nose, and he
could do this successfully with his patients. He didn't have much luck with himsglf now, however.

When he redlized he was becoming wet with perspiration, he got up and took a shower.

Over the splashing water, he heard Kroeger shouting on deck. Lunging topside with atowel for clothing,
he saw that Bill Williams, who could hardly row aboat in cam water, wastrying to scull with one oar in
the direction of Campobello Idand, which lay haf amile distant acrossthetidal channdl. Thetidewas
now infull rip, and no place for agreenhorn in adinghy.

Shouting angrily, Kroeger wasin pursuit of Williamsin the other dinghy, and he caught Williams, who
gpparently had thrown the other oar away. Kroeger towed Williams and the dinghy back, not without
difficulty, making angry comments to which Williams gave a dazed, stupefied sllence.

"Williams, what in thunderation were you trying to do?' Dr. Karl demanded.

Williams went below without aword of answer. He was pale. Kroeger asked, "What made Mr. Williams
do afool thing like that? He knows he's no hand with aboat. Hed have drowned sure, out in that rip.”

Tense, an edgeriding hisvoice, Dr. Karl asked, "Did you see him start out? How did he act?’

Kroeger had aqueer look. "My God, yes. He just got in the dinghy, like aman deepwaking. He untied
the painter. Then hethrew the oar away. He began to scull. Only he can't scull. He can't even row a boat
decent. | yelled a him. He didn't pay no attention. So | overtook him, and when | did, | asked him what
the hell he thought he was doing, and you know what he said to me? He said, "1 was going after Mr.
Wall." That'swhat he said. Just that. Then he looked more dazed than before, and he hasn't said aword
snce

"What was that name?"

"Wail. A Mr. Wall, hesaid.”

Dr. Karl siwung about and dropped down into the cabin. Williams was pouring himsdlf adrink. A strong
one. He looked up, and his face was strained and his degp-throated radio-announcer's voice was athin
harpish thing ashe said,

"Don't ask me what the devil made me do that. | don't know."
"But you did know it was dangerousto get out in the tide rip with just one oar!”
"I should have," Williams muttered.

"What did you mean when you told Kroeger you were going after aMr. Wail?'



Williams stared at hisglassfor along time, asif hewere afraid of the glass, and asif he were afraid of the
thingsin hismind. "1 didn't say anything like that to Kroeger," he muttered thickly.

Dr. Karl whedled, and now he fdt terror where he had been only puzzled, or perhaps it had been terror
al along, and he had refused to recognize it as such. It was more heroic to be puzzled than afraid; it
awaysis, he thought with horror. He jerked open the door of the cabin where Gilmore was, and saw the
man ingdelying on abunk. "Gilmore!" Dr. Karl yeled.

But Gilmore was not dead. Herolled his head enough so that Dr. Karl saw his blank, wasted face and
the pools of terror and desperation that the man's eyes had been from the time they found him on the
idand.

Closing and locking the door of the cabin, Dr. Karl told Kroeger, "Keep that man in there. I'm going
ashore. Keegp him there until 1 get back. And nobody el se goes ashore. Nobody, understand!™

He went ashore, wrenching thelittle dinghy madly through the water with greet oar strokes.
[

TWO small near-accidents happened to Dr. Karl Linningen during the next ten minutes. He did not at the
time, heredized |ater, pay them the attention they deserved.

Firgt, heamost fell out of the dinghy, which was aridiculous thing to do, because he had been rowing
smdll boats since he began breathing, practicaly. He swore briefly and bitterly about it, feding it wasa
mishap dueto overanxiety.

Stll, if he had teken adiveinto theicy water and ripping tide, he might have had a difficult go. Hewas
not much of aswimmer, and the gulls were screaming and crying the sounds that a drowning man might
have used to appeal for help.

Secondly, hewas nearly run down by acar. That, too, seemed amishap fitting his mood, the steepness
and narrowness of the Lubec street, and the general confusion of things. It wasasmdl car, quite ancient;
after it was padt, Dr. Karl noted that itsrattle was agrest thing like awhirlwind crossing acity dump, and
he wondered how he could have missed such aclatter. The driver of the car? Dr. Karl tried to remember
later. He thought it was around little amiable man with large shining eyes, alittle man who radiated a
lovely temperament, the way a stove dispenses heet. A little guy you just naturdly would like. Anyway,
the old car missed Dr. Karl and so it did not seem too important.

Eventudly, he got where he was going in such ahurry.

THE old lady said, "You!" and blew out her cheeks with sudden rage, causing dl her wrinklesto
disappear from the lower part of her face. "Who told you my coffee was no good?' she demanded.

Dr. Karl Linningen breathed heavily. "I'd like to see Doc Savage. It's very urgent. If | canfind Mr.
Renwick, he could help me locate Savage, I'm sure.”

"My coffee-"
"I complimented your coffee, madam.”
"Youwha?'

"| said it was nectar, probably. Very good, no doubt. | presumed it would be good, madam, without
having sampled it." Dr. Karl was not very patient.



"Now isthat 07" There was no friendlinessin the old woman's eye. "Who you talk about?"
"Doc Savage. Renny Renwick.”
"Not know either one.

Dr. Karl glared at her. "Madam, no doubt you're a character in your own opinion, and another time |
might pretend to be amused. Just now, however, I've got damned important businesswith Doc Savage,
and to find him, I've got to get hold of hisaid, Renwick. When will Renwick be home?"

The old lady shrugged and started to close the door. Dr. Karl hadtily inserted histoein the crack, and
shouted, "l want an answer! Whereis Renwick!"

The woman glowered, asked, "Y ou want to pull back astub?"' pointing at the foot in the door. Then she
tried abruptly to kick Dr. Karl's shin. He was too quick, and shoved the door back while she was
distracted. He entered the room.

The old lady backed away yelling, "Mr. Savage! Doc Savage!"

A rather striking man's voice from the room to the left said, "Easy doesit, Marie. | waslistening.” The
man appeared in the connecting door, and Dr. Karl recognized him immediately as Doc Savage.

Dr. Linningen had exaggerated somewhat when he said he knew Doc Savage. He had met the bronze
man, and that was the extent of it. So he was astonished when Savage looked at him steadily and asked,
"What isit, Dr. Linningen?Y ou seem excited.”

"I was here earlier!" Dr. Karl snapped. "I wastold you weren't about. Not known here, asa
matter-of-fact.”

"Y ou had better come upstairs, doctor."
"Thisisafunny kind of welcome. I'm not surel likeit."

Doc Savage shrugged. 'Y ou came without an invitation, doctor." He lifted ahand, adding, "I am going
updtairs, if you careto follow." He turned and mounted the stairs, and suddenly, when he was halfway
up, heturned to say sharply, "If you do come up, it had better be for something worthwhile. We do not
like pointlessinterruptions.”

Dr. Karl snorted, but this hesitation lasted only amoment, and he followed the bronze man, thinking of
some of the things he knew about Doc Savage, and of other things he had heard. He knew that Savage
was an extremely fine surgeon, rather awizard, for the man had devised some proceduresin brain
surgery that were exceptional, and his measurements of cerebrifuga voltages were outstanding
contributionsto tabular andysis.

The man's physical build, Dr. Karl reflected, was more of aclueto his adventurous nature. Linningen was
not small, but Doc Savage dwarfed him, and there was ametallic efficiency about the man, adynamic
force, aquality of power under close control, that was disturbing. Savage was not aman whose stature
shrank on lengthening acquaintance.

They went into arear second-floor room which had a spread of windows and much neat comfort.
Linningen faced Savage and demanded, "Why be so hard to get to?"

Doc Savage appeared not to hear the question, but went to one of the windows and pulled back the
curtains so that more of the afternoon sunlight could get in. Linningen, scowling because his question had



been ignored, was about to speak when Savage forestalled him with ademand that was likeadapinthe
face. "What has driven you so far into fear, doctor?' Savage asked.

Linningen winced. "What'sthat?"
"Y ou're a scared man, doctor."

"Oh, I am, am 7" Linningen growled, sounding like asmall boy beginning a behind-the-schoolhouse
brawl. "What givesyou that idea? And did you notice that you're being alittle insulting?”

"You fed that you're being insulted?' Doc asked dryly.
"| certainly do."

Doc Savage looked him over thoughtfully. "Y ou're lucky, Linningen, that you weren't kicked out of here.
Y ou forced your way in, you know, by bulldozing an old lady. What do you think of that for bad
manners?'

Linningen had taken achair. He jJumped up. "I'm leaving!" he snapped.
"Sit down," Doc Savage directed, "and get it off your chest.”

"The devil with you!" Linningen shouted. He was hafway to the door when Doc Savagelaid afirm grip
on hisarm, halting him. Therefollowed abrief interva when Linningen debated taking aswing at the big
bronze man, and a so imagined what would probably happen to him. He grimaced.

‘All right, Savage, the rough stuff wins. But | must say that | came up here for your co-operation, not
your persecution.”

"St down, Linningen."

"Oh, dl right. Take your hands off me." Linningen resumed hischair.

"Now, doctor, what's on your mind?' Doc Savage asked bluntly.

"I must say, Linningen retorted, "that this wasn't the way | hoped to start off."

"Let'snot worry about the way it started, Sinceit'sdready started,” Doc Savagetold him. "Let'sbe
bothered about the ending. Go ahead with your troubles.”

Doctor Linningen shrugged, scowled, got out a cigar, and noticed that the tobacco wrapper was broken
and the cigar partly crushed. Without lifting his eyes, he remarked, ™Y ou seemed to know me by sight.”

"Why shouldn't I know you?' Doc Savage countered. "Y ou're a psychiatrist of some reputation. Y ou
have been in audiencesto which | lectured.”

"Yes, | heard you twice, and each time | was one in an audience of about three hundred specidigts,”
Linningen said grudgingly. ™Y ou mean you noticed me?"

"Y ou weren't in the audience ether time by accident, doctor.”
"What do you mean?'

"Judt this. Every man in those lecture audiences was carefully selected, whether or not he knew it. They
were checked over, the quacks weeded out, and invitations given only to those who would be intelligent



enough to understand what they were hearing.”

"That'san egotidtica statement,” Linningen muttered.

"Not at dl. If youwill recal, | had but asmall part in the lecture programs.
"Thehdl you did!" Linningen snorted. "Y ou were the man they cameto hear.”
Doc Savage shrugged. " Suppose you get around to the story.”

Linningen nodded. "I've got aboat. A sailboat, a schooner. | like to spend my free time aboard her,
because I'm anut on sailing. The name of the boat isthe Mary Too. | named her after my wife, who is
dead. For the past three weeks, |'ve been sailing the Mary Too with some acquaintances. We visited the
northern shore of Nova Scotia, and on our way back we found a possessed man who was aone,
garving and freezing, on arocky idand. We picked him up, and somethings| don't understand have
started happening. | want your help.”

"Let'sbuild up that part of the story,” Doc Savage interrupted. "L et's put more partsinit.”

"Theidand where we found the fellow doesn't have anamethat | know of," Linningen explained. "It's
about twenty miles offshore and two hundred milesfrom here. A grim place.”

"Y our schooner is about seventy feet on the waterline, isn't it, doctor?' Doc Savage asked.
"Yes, that'sright. I'm surprised you knew it."

"And you were on a coastwise cruise?"

"Ves"

"Do you customarily do your cruising twenty miles offshore? That's how far away from the mainland you
say theidand was."

Dr. Linningen moved his hand impatiently. "The ship is perfectly seaworthy. I'd rather risk her than an
ocean liner inablow."

" Seaworthiness has no bearing on it. Y achtsmen cruising the coast usually keep closeinshore so that they
can anchor inacam harbor at night. It's more comfortable that way. Isn't that right?”

"Not dways."

"But generdly.”

"Wedll, yes, generdly.”

"And your boat was twenty miles offshore and passed this barren idand. How did that happen?”
"l don't see how that isimportant.”

Doc Savage sad, "Maybeit isn't. But if you're going to tell astory, let's have a complete one. How did
you happen to passthat idand?"

Linningen thought it over for amoment. "'l guessit was because Bill Williams couldn't box acompass. Bill
was steering, and hewas told to hold north by east for a course, and he held northeast.”

"Thisresulted in your passing theidand?'



"l guessit did. You could hardly call it anidand, though. It was more of arock.”
"Were you looking for aman on theidand?"

"Of course not," Linningen snapped. “Who would expect a man on such a place? We were looking the
place over through the binoculars, and saw him."

"Exactly who saw him?'

"I did."

"And it was an accident.”

Dr. Linningen nodded grimly. "It surewas. It was apiece of bad luck, too."
"How do you mean, bad luck?"

"I'll get to that. Thisfellow had evidently been marooned on theidand for three weeks or months. He
was in bad shape. He had dmost no clothes, and had tied seaweed around himsdlf, for warmth. He was
in ghastly shape. Starving and freezing.”

"He must have welcomed rescue," Doc Savage suggested.

"On the contrary. Linningen shook his head. "He resented it. Here is exactly the way the rescue took
place: Thisfellow - he sayshisnameis Gilmore, but that's about al he hastold us concerning himself -
apparently didn't notice our arrival. Two of the crew rowed me ashore, and | approached Gilmore, who
was gtting on arock. | spoke to him. Without turning around, he said, 'So you got to mefindly.' His
voice sounded utterly hopeless. Then he explained hisnot noticing us by saying, "1 don't dways see you,
do 1?" Then he made aremark that indicated he thought we had al come from Tophet.”

"From where?'
"Tophet. Hades. Hell. The place down under.”
"That doesn't sound asif Gilmore wasrationd," Doc Savage sad.

"That'sright. He didn't act rationa either. He jumped up and fled, screaming. We had to chase him to
catch him and take him aboard the schooner. He fought uslike awildcat.”

"He wanted to stay on theidand?'

"That'stheway he acted,” Linningen agreed grimly. "The poor devil would have frozen or sarved within
afew days, so the humane thing seemed to be to remove him againgt hiswishes. We did that. I'm
damned sorry for it now."

"Sorry you saved the man'slife?' Doc Savage asked. "What makes you say that?"

Linningen bit hislips. Thethingsthat have happened since have started me wishing wed never seen the
fdlowat dl."

"Whet things?"
Linningen hesitated. "This stuff isn't going to sound very reasonable. It's uff you haveto seeto believe.”

"For example?'



"Queer things. Incidents hard to explain.”
Doc Savage said impatiently, "Y ou'll have to be more explicit that that, doctor."

Doctor Linningen was tense and uncomfortable on the chair. "It's hard to be specific about the
intangible."
"You'reapsychiarig, doctor. Theintangibleisyour busness. Y ou should ded with it very capably.”

"Yes, | know," Linningen muttered. "If | wasn't apsychiatrist, | wouldn't be scared, probably. If | didn't
have enough training aong such linesto know better, 1'd just think Gilmore was bamy, and let it go at
thet."

Doc Savage showed a sharper flicker of interest. "Y ou don't feel Gilmoreis crazy?'
"He's no more crazy than | am. Not as much so as1'm going to beif thiskegpsup,” Linningen said.
"What do you mean by ‘this?"

Linningen compressed hislips, scowling at his clenched hands. Then he blurted, 'There have been at least
half adozen unwitting attempts at suicide by the people on the Mary Too since that fellow Gilmore came
aboard."

Doc Savage frowned. "Unwitting? Did you mean to use that word?”'
"Yes I'll explainit.”
"You'd better,” Doc Savage said dryly. "Thisisn't adding up to avery lucid or believable account.”

"Let metdl you onething that Bill Williamsdid. It will serve asan example. Y ou know how thetiderips
through the inlet here at Lubec? Well, Bill Williams got in adinghy and threw away one oar and started
sculling, - or trying to scull he can't row adinghy passably, much less scull one - out into the tide. He
would have drowned if one of the sailors hadn't noticed and overtaken himin time."

"Did Williams have an explanation?"

"Not areasonable one. He said it just seemed like athing he wanted to do at the time.”
"Hewould have drowned?'

"The chances are nine hundred and ninety-nine out of athousand that he would have.”

"Did he know that?"'

"He should have."

Doc Savage nodded. 'Thisisinteresting, doctor. Y ou had better give me the other incidents."

"I will,"” Doctor Linningen said, and proceeded to relate afull account of events. He finished with the two
narrow escapes which held had while en-route to the house afew minutes ago. "I don't know whether |
should include those, because they might have been coincidences,” he said.

"WhoisthisMr. Wail, doctor?' Doc Savage asked thoughtfully.

Linningen shrugged. "Y ou've got me. Just aname Gilmore has mouthed, isdl | know."



"And Gilmore has explained nothing?"

"Absolutely nothing.”

"He hasn't said how he got on theidand, or why he wished to remain?’

"He hasn't explained athing.”

Doc Savage asked sharply, "Have you passed over any cumulative impressions, doctor?”
Linningen hesitated. "'l don't believe | understand what you mean by cumulative impression.

"Y our story indicated that someone might have returned to the schooner with you at the conclusion of
your first trip ashore," Doc Savage said.

Linningen winced. "l wasdone. | was absolutely alonein that dinghy when | rowed back."

"What about the crew member who was a so ashore?!

"Kroeger? He came back aone, too."

"Youresure"

"Pogtive”

"And it was a you that Gilmore started throwing things?"

"Hethrew thingsat my dinghy, yes."

"At you, or at the dinghy, or shal we say at some presence in the dinghy of which you were not avare?"

Linningen shuddered. "L et's not be fantastic. | wasaonein the dinghy. | would know if | was aone,
wouldnt 1?7

"But Gilmore threw things at the dinghy? Asif trying to drive someone away?'
"YS."

"And Williams, after he started off into the deadly tide rip with one oar, said that he was going after Mr.
Wal?'

"Yes. Or Kroeger said that'swhat he said.”

"Does Williamsknow aMr. Wail?*

"He says he doesn't. Williams can't explain what he did."

" gea”

"I hopeto God, you do see," Linningen blurted. "I hope you've got some explanation.”

Doc Savage went to the window, opened it an inch, and the curtainsimmediately fattened under alittle
gust of inrushing wind. The air was chilled, freighted with the smoky odor from the herring shedsalong
the waterfront. It wasasmell that hung over Lubec perpetualy, the way crude oil odor pervades refinery
towns.



Turning abruptly, Doc Savage said, "Linningen, you've omitted to explain why you cameto Lubec. Don't
tell meit was aplanned port of call, becauseiit's off the usud route and doesn't have a very good yacht
anchorage.”

Linningen nodded. "That's easy. | camein hope of finding you." The psychiatrist looked up, saw that Doc
Savage was waiting for afurther explanation, and added, "That'sright. | knew Renny Renwick, your
friend and associate, was here. | heard that on the radio. There was a newscast about a congressional
discussion of the subject of going ahead with the dormant Quoddy project, and Renwick, the noted
engineer, being employed to make a survey and recommendations to the committee.”

"Because Renny Renwick was here, you thought | would be?' Doc Savage asked dryly.
"Not necessarily. But through Renwick seemed the best way of getting hold of you."
"And why were you s0 anxiousto find me?' Doc inquired.

Linningen jumped up nervoudy. "Dammit, isn't that obvious by now? | want you to investigate this odd
thing. Y our sddlineis dealing with the unusua, and | thought you would be interested, and the most
capable man | could think of. God knows, it's unusual enough.”

"Y ou want meto talk to Gilmore?'
Linningen nodded eagerly "That'sit. Better Still, take him off my hands.”
"Y ou want to get rid of Gilmore?"

"Y ou're darned tooting | want to get rid of Gilmore. He's giving me the compound willies.” Linningen
took acareful grip on himsalf, and added, "Y ou understand, I'm not passing the buck. Gilmoreisjust
something | don't understand. I'm sure you can fathom him. | can't. I'll bet you will be fascinated by
Gilmore. I'm not. All | want isto seethelast of him." ‘And Mr. Wail?'

"I don't know who or what Mr. Wall is" Linningen said vehemently. "Y ou can have Mr. Wall, too, with
my blessings”

"Y ou seem extremely anxiousto shed your responsibilities, Linningen.”

"Responghilitied" Linningen yelled. "What respongbility have | got toward Gilmore? | saved the man's
life by taking him off an idand where he would have sarved. Isn't that enough?”

"Isit?'

"Why don't you talk to Gilmore and see for yoursaf?' Linningen asked.

"I will."

Linningen'ssigh of relief wasagulp. "When?'

"In about an hour."

Linningen'sfacefdll. "I... was hoping you would go back to the boat with me now.
"No. Inan hour, I'll bethere. Y ou go back to the schooner and wait, doctor.”

Linningen nodded reluctantly. "All right. But you will be sure and come, won't you?"



"Il bethere”
I

AFTER he had closed the front door behind Linningen, Doc Savage whedled, raced back up the sairsto
the pleasant parlor, jerked open a connecting door, and confronted the two men there.

"Did you heer dl that?" he demanded.

"Practicdly al," said one of the two men. He was a short fellow, nearly aswide as he wastdl, with aface
that would frighten his own mother. He was Monk Mayfair - Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett
Mayfair - and he had a worldwide reputation as a chemist, but was better known as an assistant of Doc
Savage. "It impressed me as ascrewball set-up which has a hidden gimmick in it somewhere," Monk
added.

"Never mind the andlysis," Doc Savagetold him. "I want you to check the story. Vigit the waterfront. See
if the things happened that Linningen says happened. Find out if anyone saw Williams start sculling out
into thetiderip."

"Right now?' Monk asked reluctantly.
"Immediatdly. I'm going aboard that schooner in an hour, and | want the information before then.”

"O.K.,"” Monk said, seizing a mackinaw coat of a hideous green-and-yellow check design. "Buit | just
caught Ham Brooks swindling mein acard game, and | was about to dedl with him."

Ham Brooks snapped, "Y our own stupidity and greed isthe only thing that swindled you, you oaf!"
Monk rushed out, growling, "Well takeit up later, you shyster!”
Doc Savage eyed Ham Brooks narrowly. "Have you two started gambling against each other?”

Ham laughed. "Monk? That missing link istoo tight to bet a penny againgt asurething. If he had a penny
to bet, which he hasn't.”

"Y ou two promised to tone down your fussing.”

"Wehave," Ham said virtuoudy "There hasn't been ablow struck in three days. Although, Heaven
knows, he has provoked me."

Doc Savage, who had put up with thisinterminable quarrding far years, sghed weerily.

"Y our job isto get the low-down on Linningen,” he told Ham. "The recent low-down. Does the man need
money? |s he mixed up in anything? Use the telephone and contact people who would know, his banker,
hisfriends, and any other leads you can dig up in haf an hour.”

Ham grinned. "What about his sanity? Do | check on that?*
"Themanissaneenough.”
"Hisgtory didn't sound it,” Ham said.

"A gtory doesn't have to sound reasonable to be true, "Doc reminded him. "We just want to check on
thisone and meke sureitis.”



Forty minutes later, Doc Savage strode into a smoke-house on the north shore of the bay, awindow of
which gave aview of the Mary Too lying a anchor.

"WdI?" he demanded. "Did Linningen's story check?”

"It did asfar as| went," Monk said. "I found two loafers who saw the whole thing. Williams starting out
into the tide rip sculling the dinghy. And Gilmore throwing things at Linningen. It checks.”

Ham Brooks said, "Linningen has thirty-odd thousand dollars in the bank, about his norma bank
account. Heisn't in any trouble asfar as| can learn. None of hisfriends have noticed him acting nutty."

"Then the story seemstrue,’ Doc said.
Ham grimaced. "Not to me. Not abamy yarn like that."

"Y ou two keep an eye on the schooner," Doc directed. "1 don't think anything will happen. But keep a
watch, anyway"

Monk Mayfair had something on his mind, and when Doc was hafway to the door, he got it out. "Doc,
what was the description of the driver of the car that most ran Linningen down?”'

"A little round man who looked so utterly pleasant that Linningen noticed how pleasant he looked, even
when he was about to have an accident,” Doc told him.

"That'shim,” Monk sad.
"Y ou saw the chap?'
"Yeah, | think he gave me the once-over," Monk replied. "For the love of Mike!"

Monk began to look uncomfortably at the floor. "He sort of gave me the run-around. | got kind of a
surprise when | noticed him, because | hadn't seen him around. He was sure a pleasant looking little
codger. Kind of made you think of apint-sized edition of Santa Claus."

"l hope," Doc said, "that his pleasant looks didn't keep you from finding out why he wasinterested in
you."

Monk ducked hishead dightly. "That wasn't what kept me from questioning him."
"What did?'

"Hewent,"” Monk replied. "And | mean went. Firgt, he turned around and strolled into one of these
fisherman's supply stores, and | go in after him, and puff! He wasn't there.”

"Couldn't anyonetell you where he went?'

"No one admitted seeing him," Monk replied, looking oddly at Doc. "That was darn funny, too, because
the clerks were standing around with nothing to do but watch for customers. They certainly saw me quick
enough when | camein.

"Did the incident seem queer to you, Monk?' Doc asked.

Monk made aface. "The guy just walked into the store and ducked out without anyone noticing him,
that'sdl. | don't believein thiswild stuff Linningen was spilling.”



"I'm going aboard the schooner,” Doc said. "Keep an eye on the vessd.”

Doc Savage strode to the ferry dip, sent apowerful hail in the direction of the schooner Mary Too, and a
dinghy came bobbing toward shore rowed by a sullen middle-aged man with aleathery face. The latter
held the dinghy near the dip with one hand and growled, "Jump aboard, if you're Doc Savage.”

"You're Kroeger, aren't you?' Doc asked.

Kroeger stiffened, scowling upward, and demanded, "Did somebody tell you that, or isthis more
goon-dust?’

"Doctor Linningen described you, Kroeger," Doc told him.
"Oh." The man picked up the oars. "Y ou st in the stern. He began to row.
"Everything dl right aboard the vessel?' Doc asked.

Kroeger did not answer immediately. He maintained a sullen silence dl the way to the schooner. Then he
sad bitterly, "Everything'sfine, fine, fine" It had an explosive qudity.

Doc noted that the Mary Too was awell-constructed vessel that was a compromise between the yacht
type of luxury which gppedled to landlubbers and occasiona sailors, and the sturdy deep-seatraditional
construction which went to the heart of ared sdt-water man. "She'saneat ship,” hetold Linningen, when
the latter popped up from below decks.

"Yes, yes, of course" Linningen agreed nervoudy "I.... I'm afraid that poor Gilmoreisgoing to be
difficult."

"Inwhat way?' Doc asked.

"Well, Gilmore won't leave his stateroom,”" Linningen explained. "But come below. Well try again to get
him out.”

Linningen, with the quick movements of aman on the ragged edge of nerves, hurried below and jerked at
the knob of a stateroom door. "Still hasit locked on theinside,” he said with exasperation. "Gilmore,
open that door! Stop thisfoolishness.”

From ind de the stateroom, there came silence.
"lsn't he speaking?' Doc asked.

Linningen shrugged. "Gilmore has maintained a sullen silence mogt of thetime. | can't understand why he's
inahuff, though.”

"Did you tel him | was coming aboard?' Doc asked curioudy.
"Yes, | did."
"How did he react to that?"

Linningen suddenly pounded on the door with hisfist. "Thisis hisreaction, | suppose. Anyway, he went
into his stateroom, and hasn't come out, and won't answer."

Doc asked impatiently, " Aren't there portholes through which you can get alook at him? Are you sure he
isntill?"



"There are portholes, dl right, and askylight, too, but he drew the curtains over them,”" Linningen replied.
"Dammit, I'm going to break the door down."

"That will cost you the price of arepair,” Doc reminded him.

"l don't careif it doesl" Linningen snapped, and threw hisweight againgt the door. Hisfirst attempt was
not successful. In aburst of rage, Linningen leaped back, then plunged at the pand, which burst out
around thelock. Linningen sumbled inside, immediately blurted, "Good God! Who are you?"'

Doc Savage, stepping to the door, saw an amiable-looking plump little man seated casudly on the edge
of abunk. Hewas familiar, but not because Doc Savage had seen him before. He answered the
description of the friendly-faced man who had dmaost run down Linningen in acar, and who had given
Monk the once-over.

Doc pointed at the amiable man. "Isthis Gilmore?' he demanded.
"No!" Linningen said. He seemed completely dumfounded.
"Who ishe?' Doc asked.
The chubby man answered that himself.
"I'mMr. Wal," hesaid.

AV

Fifteen minuteslater, Doc Savage strode angrily on deck and stood there drumming hisfingertips on the
boomcrutch which supported the mainsail and its boom. Doc's bronze face was composed, but hismind
wasn't. Presently he stopped drumming, rubbed his jaw, and waked quickly to the forecastle hatch. The
hatch was open, and peering down it, he saw Kroeger and two other sailors Sitting at atable playing
cribbage.

"Kroeger," Doc said sharply.
Kroeger was smoking apipe, and removed it to say, "Yes, Sr?'
"Did you know Gilmore had left thisboat?' Doc asked.

Blankly, Kroeger said, "Huh? He has?' Kroeger thought it over for amoment, then exclaimed, "Hey, he
couldn't have. Nobody came or went but you, Mr. Savage.”

"Nevertheless, Gilmoreisn't aboard now," Doc told him.

"I don't believeit! Thisboat ain't o large but that we ear everybody who comes aboard or leaves.”
"You didn't see Gilmore leave?'

"l suredidn't.”

"Who brought Mr. Wail aboard?'

Kroeger'sjaw dropped. "Mr. Wail? Who's he? There ain't nobody come aboard but you, Mr. Savage.”
"Y ou're positive, areyou?'

"You'redarntootin', I'm sure. I'd bet my right am onit.”



"Y ou would lose that arm, fellow," Doc told him. "Because Gilmoreisgone, and Mr. Wail is aboard.”
The sallor grinned foolishly. "Gilmore must havetold you his namewasWall. That guy's nutty."

"If Gilmoreisthe guy who just talked to us or rather didn't talk to us," Doc said dryly, "he has shortened
his height about afoot and put on seventy pounds of weight.”

Whedling, Doc went back to the cockpit, and encountered Linningen, who looked excited and relieved.
"Mr. Savage, | think thisWail isready totalk,” Linningen exclaimed.

"It'sabout time," Doc said. He dropped down into the cabin and confronted the chubby Mr. Wail, who
gave him an amiable grin. "Have you decided to give an accounting of yoursaf?' Doc demanded.

Wail's grin widened, giving him an appearance so completely friendly that it was almost unnatural. Wail's
voice was s0ft and had the qualities of arich, sticky syrup.

"It distresses me to see you unhappy,” Walil said. "So | suppose | should relieve your curiosity.”

Doc eyed the man narrowly. "Let's haveit!" He had not been ableto figure Wail, and there were qudities
about the man that bothered him. He didn't like the completely happy and friendly manner the man had.
There was something unnatural about it.

"You don't seemto likeme,” Walil remarked cheerfully.

"Let's not waste time on who likeswho," Doc told him briefly. "The point is, there was supposed to be a
fellow named Gilmorein that stateroom. We broke in, and we didn't find Gilmore. We found you. Now,
let's hear you account for that."

Thefat Mr. Wail chuckled. "It's quite smple. | wasthere. Gilmore wasnt.”

Doc sad grimly, "It'snot that smple, Wail. If anything unpleasant has happened to Gilmore, it will bea
lot lesssmplethan that, | can assure you.

Wail gave ahearty laugh. " Are you threatening me?"
"Draw your own conclusions,” Doc retorted.

Shrugging, Walil said, "Well, | wasin the stateroom and Gilmore wasn't. Asto why | wouldn't open the
door - | notice it seemsto bother you - it was Ssmply because | didn't wish to open the door. Why?
Because | wasirked."

"Irked by what?' Doc demanded.

"By being struck over the head." Wail examined Doc'sface for disbdlief, saw plenty of it, and laughed
heartily. "Redly, I'm not spoofing you. | came aboard and went into that stateroom, and someone sapped
me over the head. | didn't see my assailant, but | could hazard aguess asto who it was?”'

"Areyou intimating Gilmore assaulted you?' Doc asked bluntly.

Wail amirked. "In addlicate way, | might be intimating exactly that. Someone did. And Gilmoreis
missing, you say.

Doc threw an intent look at Wail. The man wore an expensive suit, a clean blue shirt of good cloth, a
rather loud regimenta cravat, and his shoes shone. There were, Doc noted, no signs of salt water having
gplattered his shoes.



"Look here, fellow, you're putting on quite an act,” Doc said coldly. "If Gilmore hit you, come out and
say s0. Then you can go right ahead and say why."

"l didn't see Gilmore hit me.
"Would you know if it was Gilmore, had you seen him?"

"Meaning do | know Gilmore by sight?1 certainly do. And | would have known if he struck me, had |
seen him." Wall smiled.

Doc nodded. "Now you're getting started on astory. Y ou know Gilmore. Now, who is Gilmore? Let's
havethat."

"I'mnot surel like your prying at me," Wail murmured.
"l don't expect you tolikeit," Doc said. "Who isthis Gilmore?

Wail shrugged. Hisgrin hadn't diminished. "Maybe I'll not tdll you athing." At this point the sailor,
Kroeger, who had come to the companionway to listen, struck ameatch to light his pipe. It was not
getting dark outside, and the igniting match made alittle splash of light. Mr. Wail showed an emotion
besdesfriendly gleefor thefirg time. He started violently, paled, and turned his face away from the
companionway.

Doc asked curtly, "How did you get out here, Wail?*

The chubby man shuddered, then regained control. "In asmall boat. How doesonetravel over the
water? Wak on it?" he snapped.

"Where did you get the smdl boat?*
"| rented it, naturaly.”

"No one saw you come aboard,” Daoc told him. "Didn't they? They should have had their eyes open. No
one heard you, either.”

"They might try opening their ears, aswell,” Wail said dyly "I assureyou | came aboard. Asevidence, |
offer mysdlf as being among the present.” Thelittle man smirked once more, added, "I believe | wasn't
going to giveyou information | shall adhereto that course, | think." He went over and sat primly on a
bunk.

Linningen caught Doc's eye, blurting, "1 don't see how he got aboard. | redly don't. It's uncanny. Doc
shoved past Linningen, pushed open the door into aforward cabin, and said, "Y ou're Bill Williams, aren't
you?"' to the bulky young man sprawled on a berth there.

"Yeah, I'mBill," the young man said. Helifted his head, got agood look at Doc, and hastily swung out of
the berth. "Say, you're Doc Savage!" he exclaimed. "I've got a head-ache, and | had dozed off in anap.
Linningen told me you were coming aboard, and I'm sure sorry | wasn't awake to greet you, but | dept
through that.”

"Y ou dept through severd things, Williams," Doc said dryly "Will you comein hereaminute? | want you
to meet afelow.”

A moment later, Williams stared & Mr. Wail blankly, and asked, "Am | supposed to know this chap?”
"Don't you?' Doc asked.



"No." Williams peered & Wail again. "No, | don't know him."

"Better think over that answer, Williams," Doc said. "ThisisMr. Wail, the fellow you said you were going
hunting for when you started off into the tide rip with one oar.”

Thejerk of astonishment that Williams gave seemed genuine. His next reaction was harder to define. He
stepped back, hisface grew strained, and he narrowed his eyes. Then he growled, "I don't remember a
damned thing about gtarting off in adinghy with one oar! Somebody's ribbing me. And I've stopped
thinkingitisfunny!”

Linningen exclaimed, "Bill! Nobody's kidding you!"
"Thehdll they aren't!” Williams snarled, and whedled back into his cabin and dammed the door.

Mr. Wail laughed outright. " Another silent man on your hands," he said. Ignoring Wail, Doc crossed the
cabin, bounded out on deck, and stood facing the sore. He used hisarmsto signal, semaphore fashion,
ingtructionsto Monk and Ham, who should be watching through the dusk. They were watching, because
presently he saw them leave the shack where they were stationed, both a arun. In afew minutes, they
were back, and Monk wigwagged some information with hisarms.

Doc dropped back into the cabin, strode to Wail, and seized the man's arm. "Nobody on shore rented
you asmal boat to row out here, Wail," Doc said emphaticaly. "And no one saw Gilmore row ashore.
Now you're getting the choice of talking to me, or telling it to the palice, either way you want to haveit.
The police will have the same questions I've got - have you been hiding on the boat, and did you chuck
Gilmore overboard to drown when you got the chance?’

Wail was not surprised. At least, hisgrin did not waver. "1 believe you might find afriend of yourswho
can say | was ashore not more than an hour ago,” he said. "Y ou have afriend named Monk Mayfair,
haven't you?"

A flicker of respect crossed Doc's face. "'Y ou're asharp one, Wail." Then he added, "But you're an odd
one, too. And | think you're going to give usalot of wordsin about one minute."

Wail snorted. "In one minute, | shall bejust assilent asfar asinformation is concerned, as| am now |
don't like your way, and I've decided not to say athing - "

His eyeswidened in terror and he jJumped back. "Here! Damn you! Don't do that!" Wail's back dammed
againg abulkhead, stopping hisretreat.

Doc Savage had done nothing more menacing than strike amatch on histhumbnail. The red flame szzled
around thetip of the match. Doc waved the fragment of fire casudly in front of Wail'sface. Wall
screamed interror. He lunged sdewise in an effort to escape. Doc tripped him, and he fdll flat. Doc
immediatdly planted aknee on his ssomach, holding him down, and passed the lighted match in front of
Wail's eyes. Wail screeched, hiswhole body convulsed in an agony of horror, and then suddenly he
relaxed into alimp mound of soft flesh. Wail had fainted.

Linningen gave an astonished exclamation. "An extreme case of pyrophobia” the psychiatrist gjaculated.
"How in thunder did you catch on, Savage? " Doc indicated the companionway, wherethe sailor,
Kroeger, had dropped his pipe in amazement. "Kroeger lit his pipe aminute ago, he said. "I caught it
then.”

"Y ou mean that guy's scared of alittle thing like the flame of amatch?" Kroeger demanded. Heaving
Wail'slimp figure onto abunk, Doc said, "' Get some cold water to dashin hisface. | think Mr. Wail is



going to talk his head off when he wakes up. Kroeger, you be handy with afew matchesif he doesn't."*

* *

Wail moaned, turned over, and presently managed to focus his eyes on Doc Savage, whereupon beads
of perspiration appeared on hisforehead.

"Wereadl ears" Doc told him. When Wail seemed to show signs of thinking it over, Doc told Kroeger,
"Have you got a newspaper that would make a nice blaze?!

Wail emitted achoking sound. "Cut it out!" he croaked. "God, | can't stand being around fire. I'll tell you
al | can. Gilmoreisonly hisfirst name. He'sredly Gilmore Sullivan. Gilmore James Sullivan, infull.” Wall
fdl slent, swalowing.

"Y ou've got afine gart, so go right ahead,” Doc told him.

"Gilmore Sullivan istwenty-nine years old. He sudied geology in Harvard, and has worked at it some
gnee, but not much. Heisunmarried. He has money, which heinherited from hisfather."

Ashe spoke, Wail waslooking at hisfingersasif checking off theitems by the digital system.

"Gilmore hasasger," he continued. "Sheishisonly immediate family Gilmorelived a alodge about a
hundred milesinland from here. The Sster livesthere, too. | can take you there. The Sster'snameis
Leona. Sheisin her early twenties, and pretty She has some money aso. Thefather divided his estate
between the brother and sister.”

When Wail hesitated, Doc said sharply, "That was just background stuff. Go ahead with the part that
counts.”

Wail said, "About four months ago, Gilmore disappeared, and | was hired to find him." Wail stood up,
adding, "That'sdl. Now | think I'll get out of here.”

"Wait aminute," Doc told him. "Y ou're just sarting. What were the circumstances connected with
Gilmore's disappearance?’

Wail was getting the eternal grin back on hisface. "Hejust got to acting nutty, and went away. The Sgter,
Leona, figured he had blown histop. | guess she was touchy about maybe there being insanity in the
family, and didn't want any publicity, because she hired meto hunt for Gilmore, instead of notifying the
authorities”

"Areyou aprofessiona finder of lost people?' Doc asked.

"That'sright. That's exactly what | am.” Wail nodded vehemently severd times. "I'm aprivate
investigator. A deuth.

"Isthet dl?'
"Itsdl."

"Youremaking it alittletoo smple. Y ou've neglected to explain how you found Gilmore was aboard,
and how you got out here to the boat without anyone seeing youl.

Wail grinned. "It'sjust asssmple asI'm making it. | wasin Lubec by accident, and | heard talk ashore
about Gilmore having been found on an idand. | rented a boat and rowed out. If nobody saw me, | can't
help that. They just didn't look, because | surewasn't invisible.”



"Y ou weren't heard boarding the schooner,” Doc reminded him.

"I can't help that either. Nobody was on deck, and | went below to seewho | could find. | didn't see
anyone, and started opening stateroom doors. Thefirst one | opened, | got bopped over the head. When
| woke up, | waslying on thefloor."

Mr. Wail put on hissmirk. "I'm alittle sensitive about being knocked out. | was scared, too, and | locked
the cabin door. | kept it locked because | was afraid, and for no other reason. Now that's all 1've got to
say and it'sthe truth.

"Y ou think Gilmore went ashorein your rented dinghy?"

"Why not?'

"Where do you think Gilmore would go next?' Doc asked.

"Who knows what a crazy man will do? Maybe he took out for home."
"Home?'Y ou mean where hissister lives?'

"That's exactly what | mean."

"Can you take usthere?'

"l canif youwant meto”, Wall told him.
V

AS the automobile rushed around a curve in the road, Doc Savage told Monk Mayfair "Turn on the
gadget. Let's see what Linningen and Williams have to say to each other.”

"Thisradio, you mean?' Monk hauled asmall portable out of the rear seet, turned the switch, and asked,
"Whet frequency arethey on?" "Try eight hundred and sixty megacycles," Doc said.

Monk tuned in the receiver and got a rush of background noise a ong with the kind of sounds that would
come from amicrophone concedled in acar.

"They'rekindaquiet,” Monk said.

The Mainewoods, athick green massal around them in spite of the early winter, rushed past dmost
brushing the car. The second car carrying Linningen and Williams was about haf amile behind them. "Do
you suppose they suspect we have aradio transmitter concealed in their car?' Ham Brooks asked.

"Therésasmdl chance," Doc replied. "But | don't think so.

Wail wasriding with Doc, Monk and Ham. They noted that he was staring at the radio in perplexity
Finaly, his puzzlement got the best of him, and he asked, "What isthat thing?"

Monk and Ham both laughed. Then Monk said, "It'sahigh frequency radio receiver, buddy. The sending
&t ishidden in the car in which Williams and Linningen areriding.”

"| don't understand,” said Wail.

"I don't know how I'd makeit any clearer,” Monk told him. "But if the thing works, we can hear anything
Williamsand Linningen say to each other."



Mr. Wail looked vaguely aarmed. "Indeed?| don't believeit.”

"Aw, don't be asap. It'savery ordinary radio set-up. Y ou should see some of the complicated stuff we
use.

"Y ou mean you can hear them in that other vehicle without being there?' Wail demanded nervoudly.
"That'sright.”

Wail's eyes popped dightly. "And you don't consider such amiracle unusua ?'

"Nope," Monk said. "It's nothing, compared to even such acommonplace thing astelevison.’

Wail examined them in apprehension. "Y ou... uh... haven't been where | have been, by chance?' he
asked uneaslly.

"What," Monk asked, "do you mean by that?'
"l.. . nothing." Wail seemed sorry he had brought up the subject.

Monk flung put alarge hand and gripped Mr. Wail'sloud necktie before the latter could dodge. " Just
what did you mean by that crack, hub?' he demanded.

"Nothing. Nothing at dl," Wail ingsted.
"You ain't pretending you don't know what radio is, are you?' Monk asked.
"I. . 1 shouldn't have said athing," Wail mumbled.

"Becauseif you're pretending that,” Monk said, "I'll bat you oneon theear. I'velisened to dll the
preposterous stuff 1 want to hear.”

Wail only ducked hishead.

"And furthermore,” Monk went on, "if you're talking us off into the Maine woods on awild goose chase,
I'll shake you loose from your festhers. Wed better find poor Gilmore hasasister living back herein the
woods, and that she hired you to locate Gilmore, or you'rein trouble.”

Mr. Wail looked uncomfortable.
"I think he'slying to us," Ham Brooks put in.

"If heis" Monk said, "he probably isn't the only one. Just between you and me, nobody connected with
this crazy affair has said two consecutive words | can believe.”

The road became rough and crooked, and it climbed into rugged hills. In the car behind, Linningen and
Williams hardly spoke, dthough Linningen growled once, "Thisisahell of aroad. | wonder if they know
where they're going?'

"Who cares?' Bill Williams asked bitterly. "Everybody is crazy, anyway. | must say you certainly acted
demented,” Williams added.

Linningen snorted. "Y ou should talk!"

"Let'snot argue about it," Bill Williams muttered. "But we're free of that Gilmore, and | don't seethe
sense of trying to find him again. That guy istrouble.”



"He'strouble, dl right,” agreed Linningen.
"A kind of trouble| don't understand,” said Williams.

"You're sureright about that,” Linningen told him emphatically. "But | don't think we should drop it now. |
think we should satisfy our curiogty”

"Satisfy your curiosty?' Williams asked bitterly. " Or keep straight with Doc Savage?”
"A little of both," Linningen replied.

Doc Savage smiled dightly. Monk Mayfair complained, " That doesn't give us much, except the reason
they tagged aong so readily when you asked them to. | wish they'd talk more. They must be scared.”

Doc locked the brakes, skidded to astop at afork in the road, and asked, "Which road do we take
here, Wail?'

Wail seemed confused. "L et me step out amoment and have alook,” he said.

Ham Brooks burst out impatiently, "Dammit, my man, there are the road signs as clear asthe nose on
your face. Route F or G? Which one?"

"The road Sgns don't mean much to me," Wail mumbled.
"Why not?' Ham barked.

"Theroadsweren't here when | passed thisway last!" Wail retorted, with hisfirst show of temper.
"Things have changed. Y ou've no ideawhat a handicap that iswhen | try to find my way around!"

Ham'sjaw dropped. Wail jJumped out of the car, and Ham looked at Doc and Monk and made atwirling
motion with aforefinger beside his forehead. " Our happy-faced guideisasfull of nutsasasquirrel's
dream,” Ham said. "Doc, how long ago would you say these highways were built?*

"Sometime hack," Doc said. He was thoughtful. "We might ask at the next service sation.”

Wail sprang atop alarge boulder, and peered in the direction of some distant mountain peaks. He
seemed to be making asincere effort to get his bearings. In amoment, he returned, pointed to the
right-hand turn, and said, "That one."

Two milesfarther on, an ederly farmer riding acart cameinto view, and Doc brought the car to a stop.
"Hdlo, there," he cdlled to the farmer. "Have you lived in this neighborhood long?"

"All my life," thefarmer replied.

Doc nodded. "Fine. Y ou're just the man to give us the answer to something we were wondering about.
How long ago was this road, and the one back a couple of milesat the fork built? Could you give usan
ides?"

The farmer asked, ™Y ou mean how long ago were they paved?’
"The roads were here before they were paved?”
"Oh, sure.

"In the same spot?’



"That'sright. The State just graded 'em and put on the blacktopping.”
"When was that?"

"Right closeto thirty yearsago,” said the farmer.

"But the roads were here prior to that time?"

"Oh, sure.

"How much before that, would you say?'

"Well moren ahundred years, | could say fur sure," the farmer replied. 'About half amile down the road,
there's a stone bridge with the date cut in it, 1839. The road was probably here before that.” Doc
thanked the farmer, and put the car in motion. Monk and Ham exchanged puzzled glances, and Monk
gave Wail apokein theribs. "The road wasn't here when you passed last, but it was here more than a
hundred years ago," he said.

Wail winced. "I could havetold you that."

"My God! Y ou're not sticking to that story?' Monk demanded.
"I certainly am!" Wail snapped.

"Youthink I'll swalow that?'

"l wish," said Wal violently, "that you would swalow your own head. Asfor believingme, | am
accustomed to not being believed.”

"| can sure see where you would be,” Monk told him. "Y ou're full of nice believable stories."
Doc Savage whipped the car over ahilltop, pointed and demanded, "Is that the place, Walil ?'
Wail smirked. "It is. Didn't think | would find it, did you? Wdll, | can find anything, give metime."

In amoment the car carrying Linningen and Williams cameto astop alongside. Doc got out and walked
to their car. "Wail saysthe place yonder iswhere Gilmores sister lives," hetold them.

"It lookslike afancy joint,” Williams said. "Mountain lodge, or something.”

"It ssemsimpressive,” Linningen gppended. "Do we all descend at once? The whole army of us?"
Doc looked at the psychiatrist sharply. "Isthere areason why we shouldn't arrive as a party ?"

"It occursto me that such alarge number of us might make the young lady nervous,”" Linningen said.
"Do you have areason for not wanting Gilmore's sster to see you?' Doc inquired.

"Of coursenot!" Linningen replied hurriedly.

"The young lady might be attractive and worth meeting,” Doc suggested dryly.

"l don't know sheisyoung!" Linningen snapped.

"You sad shewas, just now



"Well, it was just athoughtless remark!" Linningen barked. "L ook here, Savage, what do you mean by
thisline of questioning?1 believe | resent it!"

Doc sad, "Let's pay thelady avist and see how near you came to the truth without thinking."

Thetwo cars climbed ahill. Thelodge, an attractive structure made of logs, stood against a backdrop of
low mountains which bore a covering of snow. There wasfrost on the gravel that crunched under the
tiresasthey cameto astop.

"l wonder if Gilmoreishere" Monk murmured.

"We should know before long." Doc strode to the door, glanced at two pairs of skiswhich were
propped against the lodge wall, then knocked. The skiswere well waxed and the snow caught in the
harness |ooked fresh.

The lodge door was opened by an elderly man in a checked wool shirt and corduroy trousers, plainly the
servant.

"Wed like to see Mr. Gilmore Sullivan,” Doc said.

"Gilmore hasn't been here for weeks,” the servant replied promptly.

"In that case, we'd like to see Miss Leona Sullivan, Gilmores sigter,” Doc told him.
"Who shdll | say iscaling?"

"Tel her Clark Savage, Jr., and party”

The servant withdrew, closing the door in Doc's face. Hearing a commotion behind him, Doc whedled.
He saw Monk in the act of making aflying tackle at Mr. Wail, who had started a hasty departure. He
brought Wail down, and said, "Oh, no you don't! Try to skip out, will you?"

"Youll regret thid" Wail declared bitterly.

Now the door was opened by aredheaded girl wearing skiing trousers and awool sweeter. Her friendly
face was dso wearing, Doc thought, an expression that came from making a great effort to repressfear.
"I'm Leona Sullivan,” shesaid.

Doc Savage made theintroductions. "Thisis Dr. Linningen, whose yacht rescued your brother from the
desolate rock where he was marooned. And my two associates, Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks - "

He paused, trying to decide what was causing Miss Sullivan to become pale.

"And these gentlemen,” Doc added, "are Mr. Williams, aguest on the yacht, and Mr. Wail, whom |
believe you are supposed to know"

She didn't speak, and Doc noted that neither Wail nor Williams had faced the young woman. They were
turned in another direction.

"Mr. Wail and Mr. Williams" Doc said deliberately. "Thisis Miss Sullivan.”
Wall and Williamsturned reluctantly.

Miss Sullivan's breeth in her throat made alow sound like paper tearing, and she swayed and would have
fdlen had not Ham, moving with aacrity caught her. She had fainted.



Throwing the door open, Doc gestured for Ham to carry Miss Sullivan'slimp figureinsgde. Monk had
jumped around to a spot where he could head off any contemplated retreat by Bill Williamsand Wail.

Scowling a Wail, Monk said, "'l would say she knew you, dl right.”

Williamsglared at Wail. "1 don't blame her much for her reaction,” hetold Wail. ™Y ou give me the creeps,
too." Wail smiled. "Shewaslooking at you when shefainted." Williams lunged forward, hisfist flew out.
There was a smacking report as the fist landed, not against Wail's cherubic face, but in the palm of Doc
Savage's outflung hand. Doc jerked, and Williams spun into the lodge, sumbled, and landed in achair.
He started to get up, handsfisted, but thought better of it. He shouted, "By God, you can't manhandle me
and get away withit!" Linningen, gazing & Williamsin puzzled darm, said, "Take it easy, Bill. What has
got into you?"

"I don't come up here to be pushed around!" Williams snapped. "Why did you come?' Monk asked
pointedly.

"Damned if | know. Because | didn't have any better sense, | guess,” growled Williams.

The old manservant in the checkered shirt came in, gazed at them with disapprova, and did not seem
reassured by the information that Miss Sullivan had merdly fainted. He ran away shouting for hiswife.
"Mary! Mary, come quick, something's happened to Miss Leona" Hiswife was a bustling plump lady
severd yearshisjunior, and she didn't seem darmed. "Miss Leona hasn't been feding well latdly,” she
sad. "I'll get some brandy.”

Doc asked, "Has Miss Sullivan beeniill ?!

"Just nervous,”" the woman explained. "Just nervous and jumpy. Will you carry her into one of the
bedrooms?I'll take care of her."

When they were aone, Linningen took out a handkerchief and mopped hisforehead. "What do you
make of this, Savage? Somehow, | have afeding there is something intensely wrong here.”

"If you ask me, the girl had areason for fainting,” Monk said. He scowled at Ham Brooks. "Depend on
old Johnny-come-legd to be ready to catch her, though.”

"It was nicework," Ham told him. "Too bad you didn't think of it first."

That being exactly the thought in Monk's mind, he merely scowled.

"| think they dl seem frightened,” Linningen observed. "The two servants aswell.”

"You don't look asif you were at apicnic yoursdlf,” Ham B