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Chapter I. MYSTERY OF THE "HARPOON"

T ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) )

THE man had one arm. Hence, to load the revolver, he had to crouch and grip the barrel between his
knees while he thumbed fresh cartridges into the cylinder. The gun had been fully loaded before, but he
was replacing the cartridges, gpparently fearing they had gotten wet. The night air was full of soaking
mist. It was very dark down here by the New Y ork water front. The one-armed man had been skulking,
and doing it most furtively. He had made scarcely a sound. Once, more than five minutes ago, he had
frightened an dley cat out of arubbage can, but that had made only adight noise.

"Devild" the man gritted. "Almost twenty of us, they would kill!" He mumbled some more, unintdligibly,
and finished up, "Damn 'em! They know | won't go to the law for protection!”

His mumbling was amistake. A bare twenty feet away, the second skulker heard him. This man had two
armswell filled with muscle, and his face was chiefly notable for the lack of space between the eyes, and
an oversized jaw. This man gripped atwo-foot length of heavy wire hawser which had been wrapped
with adhesive tape. It was an instrument that could kill aman.

The one with the bludgeon waited. The one-armed man was coming straight toward him.

Uptown, an elevated train clanked south. Out on the harbor, abell buoy clanged. Somewhere far above,
thunder gave a great whoop, but there was no lightning.

The man with the hawser lifted hiswegpon. He took histongue between histeeth, as onewho intendsto
gtrike hard.
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The thunder gobbled and chuckled and went romping off into the infinite distances, while down among
the water front warehouses, it |eft echoes not unlike that of abig metal barrel tumbling end over end.
Large drops of rain began to splash the cobbles. They were very cold.

The man with the bludgeon took histeeth out of histongue to suck in abreath, then set himsdlf again,
reedy for thekilling blow.

Hegot asurprise.

A noise sounded from ahead. There was also a sound asif some one had pushed down on atire vave
and let theair leak out for an ingtant.

The man with the taped hawser sprang forward. He whipped out aflashlight. He thought that his
one-armed quarry had falen. He wanted to take advantage of that fact.

Theflashlight popped awhite cone. The man with the hawser let out aloud grunt. He tried to stop,
dipped on the wet cobbles, went down flat on his back, and the big raindrops wet hisface. He turned
over, got up, and without looking back, ran.

He had left hisflashlight behind. 1t was ill on, pointed so that the beam was on him. Hewore oilskins
and aseaman's sou'wester. He ran madly, with great legps, and did not look back aslong ashewasin
the flashlight's glow, which was for some distance. He had seen an apparition.

THE apparition was huge and black, shiny from therain, and it crouched over the prone figure of the
one-armed man. The latter was not entirely prone; his head and shoulders were off the cobbles, for the
fabulous black figure had him by the neck.

Aningant |ater there was adragging noise, and awater puddle gurgled asif something had been hauled
through it. The nearest warehouse was a score of yards distant. A plank squeaked insde of it.

The big raindropsfell like solid things on the warehouse roof. Thunder let loose another great bumping.
The devated train clanked on downtown.

Inside the warehouse, athin rod of brilliant white light appeared. It undoubtedly came from aflashlight,
but the beam was little thicker than apencil, even a the end. It prowled over the one-armed man's
figure

The fellow was bound now, with lengths of that very stout-tarred cord known to sailors as Italian marline.
Both hiswrists and ankles were secured, and these were lashed together so that he was doubled over in
such amanner asto discouragerolling. A sponge was held tightly in his mouth by awire which could not
be chewed through.

The one-armed man had changed. Changed In agtartling way. He actually had two arms.

Obvioudy one of hisarms had been confined tightly to his sde by along bandaging of canvas. The
canvas had been stripped off. The thin flash beam picked up its snaky length on the floor.

Severd timestheflashlight prowled adong the arm which had been strapped under the coat in such a
manner asto be dmost unnoticesble. It was asif the matter of the arm congtituted some mystery which
needed solving.

Therewas not enough of light from the thin flashlight to show the giant black apparition who was doing
the examining. The light string collapsed. The squesk of afloorboard was the only sound as the big black

figure departed.



It hed not taken long. The damming of the eevated train was fill audible. An extremdy keen ear might
gtill have heard the running of the man with the hawser bludgeon - had there been norain.

The man with the hawser bludgeon had suddenly acquired agreat didike for the wet night. He was
meaking for the only spot of light visible among the piers. Thiswas asingle eectric bulb, encased in awire
shield, which glowed above a gangplank that led, through ahull hatch, into the black innards of aship.

The man crossed the gangplank without dackening speed. He brought up smack againgt the snout of a
short rifle.

"Where'sthefire?' growled a coarse voice back of the gun.
The man with the hawser countered, "Where's Captain Wapp?'
"Y ou see abig bad spook?' grinned the rifleman.

"Where's Captain Wapp?' the other shrieked.

"In hiscabin." Therifleman stepped asde. "What'swrong?"
The hawser carrier ran on without answering.

CAPTAIN WAPP had to pass sdewise through more than one door on his ship. Hewas big. But he
never had to stoop, even for the low bulkhead doors down near the bilge. The shortest man in his crew
wastaller by ahead. His belt was a cotton rope that had once been white. Maybe he could not get a
leather one large enough. The rope belt fastened with a gold snap and ring, set with diamondswhich
could not be classed as smdll.

Hewas cleaning hisfinger nailswith abig clasp knife. When the door exploded open, he twisted the
knifein hishand, holding it so that the hilt pointed at the door. The knife hilt was one of those deedly little
novelty weapons, chambered for a.22-caliber cartridge.

"You banein big hurry,” he said dryly.

The newcomer gtill carried his length of taped hawser.

"Something is screwy!™ he gulped.

Captain Wapp absently uncocked the firing mechanism in the haft of the knife. Thismade afaint click.
"Dot be not s0 good,” he grunted. "Tell us about it very snappylike."

The other held his hawser bludgeon with both hands and spoke with the mad speed of an auctioneer
closngabrisk sdle.

"I'm standing watch on the dock, like you ordered, see," he said. "All of asudden, | get alook at aman
who heaves up between me and adistant light." The man hefted his hawser. "I get ready to pop him, see,
because he's cruisin’ around mighty snaky.”

"Y ou bane do right thing," advised Captain Wapp.

"Only | didn't doit," corrected the other. "I didn't get a chanceto lay aboard this skulker with my little
persuader, here. Something else got him."

Captain Wapp looked interested, " Something?”



"Well, it didn't look human,” grumbled the man with the bit of wire hawser. "1t was big and black. And I'll
be damned if it made any sound at dl. It wasn't none of Braski's crowd."

They were slent. The bell buoy gonged dowly out in the harbor. Thunder cascaded in hollow salvos high
abovein theleaking night sky. It sounded muffled in the cabin.

THAT thunder had amore robust qudity at the gangplank where the watchman with the rifle was
gtationed. The latter was very much aert and somewhat puzzled; from time to time, he looked over his
shoulder, asif expecting some one to come from the direction of Captain Wapp's cabin and tell him what
had gone wrong.

The thunder chased itself away, and dmogt ingtantly a fresh burst crashed, accompanied by aflash of
lightning across the whole southwestern part of the sky. Lightning glow showed the wet dock planking,
the puddles, the big raindrops. It aso illuminated the watchman faintly, so that he could be seen from the
wharf, but he did not redize that.

"Dang that hog, Braski," the watchman muttered. "Dang old Hezemiah Law and his Spook Hole and the
whole dizzy business. We gottakill alot of people, too."

He scowled, hefted hisrifle and sighed loudly.
"But, blast it, amillion bucksisamillion bucks," he added. "And any part of it ain't to be sneezed a."

His own mumbling occupied his attention, and when avoice caled from behind him, "Hey, you - look
hereaminute!" he gave asart. Whedling, he peered into the ship. The voice had been strange, very
fant.

"Whatchawant?' he growled.
Thefaint, strange voice came again.
"Look closdly," it requested.

The watchman sguinted, straining his eyes. He could see no one. He thought that strange. It was strange,
but not so much so that it could not be explained. The man knew little about ventrilogquism, hence did not
dream that the small, weird voice did not come from within the ship, but from outside, on the dock.

Nor was the watchman aware that the author of the deceptive call, agiant form swathed in black, was
gliding slently up the companionway.

Thewatchman'sfirst inkling of danger was aterrible grasp which fell upon his neck. Hetried to cry out.
Hisvoca cordswould not work.

Hetried to fire hisrifle. But, strangely enough, the weapon fell from hisfingers, and was caught by the
dark assailant before it made a noise on the planking.

The watchman tried to get alook at the features of his assailant. He failed there, too. The huge onewas
shrouded completely in some black cloth, probably of silk, which seemed waterproof.

A mysterious listlessness began to come over the watchman. It seemed to come from the terrific pressure
on aparticular portion of his neck.

At firg, that pressure had been painful, but now it was only atingling. The man'swhole body seemed to
go to deep. He could see, could hear, but could not move amuscle. Even his eyes could observe only



what wasimmediately before them, for the watchman now possessed no power to roll hiseyeballs.

Thefantagtic giant in black left the watchman lying in his queer helplessness and moved oninto the
interior of the ship.

The flashlight beam of remarkable thinnesslegped out a intervals, roving. It picked up aring life
preserver which some one must have brought down from deck.

Thelife preserver bore the name of the ship, Harpoon.

IN the master's cabin of the Harpoon, short, broad Captain Wapp absently cocked and uncocked the
pistol'smechanism in hisbig clasp knife.

"Somebody bane prowl around,” he said dowly. "So vot? Some feller dot Braski sent, Aye bet.”
The man with the taped length of hawser fingered hisweapon. He batted it against one oilskinned leg.

"Y ou don't worry enough, captain,” he complained. "There was two of ‘em. Maybe one was a Braski
man, sure. We expected Braski to try to lay aboard us. But who was the other one?"

"Dot feller?' Captain Wapp held the knife with one hand, gave hisrope belt ahitch with the other. "A
cop, maybe."

"No." The hawser whacked oilskin. "There ain't no one-armed cops. And who ever heard of acop
working likethat big black guy did?"

Captain Wapp looked pained.

"Disbusiness, Aye bane afraid she give me aheadache," he complained.

"Listen," grunted the other. "Why can't we pull out of here? Let's head for Spook Hole and finish it up.”
Captain Wapp shook his head. " She bane too risky."

"Y ou mean the woman?"'

Wapp's head shook again. "Woman, she bane easy to get rid of. It's dot monkeyshiner, Oliver Orman
Braski."

The hawser length made two angry pops on the other's ailskins.
"Braski knows enough to make trouble, eh?' he demanded.
"He could ruin the whole works," said Wapp. "He would, too."

"Scuttle him,” the other suggested. "Bat hisbrains out and leave himin an dley. Hell! We gottakill nearly
twenty, anyway!"

Captain Wapp sghed mightily.
"For vun whole week, we havetry to do dot very thing,” he said. "And vot did it get us?"
The man with the hawser scowled unessily.

"Y ou think old Hezemiah Law smellsanything?' he questioned anxioudy.



"Law bane smart feler,” Wapp mumbled. "But Aye not tank he smart enough.”
The other frowned at his hawser length.
"Well, we gotta handle thisright,” he said. "With maybe amillion dollars- "

"More dan dot," interposed Captain Wapp. "From what Aye laid eyes on, dot Spook Hole has enough
of de stuff to pay each feller on my ship not lessthan - "

A gun banged loudly in the corridor outside. A man cursed, then began yelling amad aarm.

CAPTAIN WAPP lunged to the door, wrenched it open. He had the little pistol knife dmost hiddenin
one broad, red-furred hand. The man with the hawser trod his hedls. They did not dive into the corridor,
but put their heads out cautioudy.

One of the crew wasin the corridor, crouched back against a bulkhead, standing rigidly, not moving any
part of hisbody other than his features as he screamed terribly. His arms were bent in agrotesque
fashion.

"The blasted thing went aft," the man moaned, and tried to pick up hisgun, which lay on thefloor at his
feet. Hisstrangdly bent arms refused to function.

Without coming from the shelter of his cabin, Captain Wapp swore at the man.
"Vot you say?' heroared.

"Outside your cabin," groaned the sailor. "It was black. Never had much shape. | thought it was apile of
clothes or something from the laundry. When | came up, it grabbed me.”

He cried out wordlessy from the effort of trying to move hisarms.
Captain Wapp yelled, "Which way?"
"Aft," whined the salor. "I told you that."

Captain Wapp leaped forward, seized the sailor and gave each of the fellow's arms arough, terrific yank.
Pain caused the man to burst into tears. But his arms straightened. They had only been out of joint.

"Get up and help hunt!" snapped Wapp.

They ran &ft, ydling an darm, turning on the excdllent dectric lighting system with which the vessd was
equipped.

They found no one. They located no one who had seen anything suspicious, except the watchman at the
gangplank, who wasin no condition to say anything.

"Vot allsyou?' Wapp asked him.

The watchman said nothing, did nothing, acting in al like aman dive and yet dead. More of amazement
than rage on hisfeatures, Wapp turned upon the man who carried the taped bit of hawser. He asked no
question with words, but the other read his expression.

"I dunno what it was," he disclaimed. " Same thing that grabbed the one-armed man on shore.™
They hadtily rigged big floodlights dong therail - lights which were undoubtedly ready at hand for night



work at sea. The vast quantity of illumination showed the nature of the Harpoon. It was awhaling ship,
one of the modern type, agigantic pot-bellied thing, with arunway aft where the whaes could be hauled
up to the processing plant in the innards of the craft.

Captain Wapp and the others on the Harpoon, having found nothing, stood at the rail, muttered, and
looked very puzzled indeed.

UNKNOWN to those aboard the Harpoon, asinister, fantastic figure stood and watched. The form,
huge and black, stood in the shadows of the pier, beyond the floodlight glare. The strange being had
gotten off the whaing ship before the search was well under way.

Not for long did the personage of darkness linger to observe. He moved away, and the silence of his
going was dmost supernaturd, eerie.

Some moments later, the giant of blackness stopped at the spot where the one-armed man - rather the
man who had pretended to have only one arm - had been | eft, securely bound. The monster of the night
paused there, rigidly, and there came into the darkness around him afantastic sound.

It waslow, that sound, and eerie, anote defying definition by word. It was not awhistle; it did not seem
the product of vocal cords. It had the qualities of atrilling.

Probably most fantastic of al was the way the sound seemed to come from no definite source, but to
comefromthevery arr itsdlf, asif it were the ventriloquia note of some excatic tropicd bird. Certain it
wasthat the note had amusical quality which wasinspiring to an appreciable degree.

Certain dso was the fact that the strange one of the darkness was making the sound. And undoubtedly
the strange trilling denoted surprise over adiscovery which had just been made.

The one-armed man was gone.

The lengths of very stout-tarred marline rope which had bound the one-armed man lay on the warehouse
floor. Some had been untied. Most had been cut.

The giant of darkness produced his flashlight which projected the thin, infinitely white beam. He searched.
Therewas no visble sgn to show whence the one-armed man had gone, or how he had managed to get
free.

After ahbit, the dark titan moved out of the warehouse and down aside street which wasfull of the
thunder's muttering and occasional small drops of rain. It was very dark.

The giant of the night reached a parked car. No glimmer of light showed from the machine, but when he
opened the door, light spilled out. It was asedan, avery well-curtained car. Bathed in theillumination,
the giant began changing his appearance.

He stripped off a dull-black rubber cape and hood combination which served the double purpose of
keeping off the rain and making him amost invisiblein the night. He removed black gloves.

It was an amazing individual who stood reveded, a giant man, aHerculean figure, whose remarkable
body might have been cast from hard bronze.

The sedan was large, yet as the man stood beside it, the car seemed none too ample. The man was not
fat. His body was a huge machine of sinew.

There was more of the unusua about the bronze man than his physique. His eyes, for instance, werelike



pools of flake gold alwaysin motion, and possessed of amagnetic qudity. His hair, abronze hue but little
darker than his skin, straight and fitted like ametd cap.

He got into the sedan.
Two men were dready there. One of them spoke.
"Doc," hesad. "What did you learn?’
Chapter II. THE "HARPOON" PRISONER

DOC SAVAGE, man of miracles and mystery, replied nothing. That was a peculiar habit he had,
puzzling to strangers, but familiar to those who knew the bronze giant.

He was a character of international note, this man of bronze. He had done things which had startled the
world. He had a so done things even more startling, of which the world knew nothing. He was aman with
aprofession probably as unique as any one had ever followed. His profession was trouble. Other
peoplestrouble.

Doc Savage's profession was helping others out of trouble, when in doing so, he was righting wrongs. He
had been trained from childhood - until he was aremarkable combination of mental geniusand physica
gtrength - for his profession. Pursuit of it carried him to the ends of the earth.

Doc Savage was assisted by agroup of five aides almost as unusud as himsdlf. It was two of these who
werein the car with him now.

Saying nothing, the bronze man drew from a pocket atelegram, which he unfolded. It wasalocal
message, marked by the date line as having been sent herein New Y ork City. It read:

SUGGEST WHALING SHIPHARPOON MIGHT INTEREST YOU STOPBETTER BE
CAREFUL

Therewas no sgnature.

One of the other two men leaned forward. He was hardly taler than ahaf grown boy, but he would have
weighed well over two hundred and fifty pounds, and the hairs on hiswristswere like rusty finishing
nals.

He spoke, and hisvoice was very small and amost ridiculoudy like that of achild.

"We checked on that message while you were investigating the boat, Doc,” he said. "A one-armed man
seemsto have sent it."

"No other information, Monk?' Doc queried.
"Nope," said the individua who bore more resemblanceto abull gorillathan to the human tribe.

"Monk" was Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett Mayfair, whose accomplishments as an industria
chemist were known in many parts of theworld.

Thethird occupant of the car leaned forward, resting his sharp chin on the thin black cane which he
carried. He was alean man with the large, mobile mouth of one given much to oratory, and his attire - full
evening garb - was absolutely faultless.

"What did you learn on the Harpoon, Doc?" he questioned.



"I met aone-armed man,” Doc said. "Hereally had two arms, however."
The man with the cane frowned. " fail to understand.”

"Disguise, Ham," Doc told him. "Possibly he was the one who sent that rather puzzling telegram. Possibly

"Ham"" shifted his chin on his cane. He was Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks, conceded by
many to be the most astute lawyer Harvard ever turned out, and he looked the part.

"And what about the Harpoon," he queried.

The bronze man shook his head dowly. " Something queer is underfoot there. It concerns some one
named Braski, aman called old Hezemiah Law, and a place designated as Spook Hole. Thereaso
seemsto be something involved worth some millions of dollars.”

"That'svague," said small-voiced Monk.

"It wasdl very puzzling," Doc agreed. "I hoped to hear more, but asailor came dong the passage whilell
was listening and discovered me. Whereis Johnny?*

"Eh?" Monk blinked.
"Johnny," Doc sad. "Whereishe?'

"Oh." Monk waved an arm vaguely. "He went over to help you look around. Guess he missed you. Hell
be back soon, probably."

Doc Savage got out of the car. His movements were fast without seeming unduly so.
"We had better |ook into that," he said. "Things seem to be tense around that whaling ship.”

THE bronze man opened acompartment in the car. The machine seemed to be fitted with innumerable
such recesses. The device which he brought out had somewhat the appearance of asmall, old-fashioned
magic lantern - one of the type which projected pictures from a postcard to a screen.

The large base obvioudy contained a strong battery. Doc switched it on. Asfar asthe eyeswere
concerned, nothing happened. It did not project light.

Doc turned the lantern affair on the damp ground. Where nothing visible had been before, smdl, glowing
patches appeared. The spots were something over two inches across and glowed like pale phosphorous,
or smears of the Stuff off of radium watch dials.

It was noticeable that where Doc Savage and the other two stepped, they Ieft the round, glowing marks.
Close examination would have shown that the hedls of their shoes were not |eather, but of a porousfibre
impregnated with some chemical compound.

"Johnny started off thisway,” Monk said, and pointed.

They followed the marks|eft by "Johnny's" hedls. None of the trio commented on the phenomena of the
glowing tracks, for it was not strange to them.

The lantern was one projecting ultraviolet, or so-called "black light," and was not so intricate that it could
not have been understood readily by the average electrica experimenter.



The composition of the shoe heelswas more complex, being acompound developed by Monk, the
magter chemist, working with Doc Savage. It was smply ablending of certain of those chemica
substances which fluoresce, or glow, when exposed to ultra-violet light - a property not especially
remarkable, being shared by a substance as common as vasdline.

Johnny's tracks were spaced in amanner which showed he was along-legged man indeed, and they
progressed, after some meandering, to the vicinity of the warehouse where Doc Savage had |eft the
bound form of the man who was pretending to have only one arm.

What had occurred was easily read. Johnny had heard some sound made by the bound man; possibly the
fellow had beaten his heds againgt the floor.

"So Johnny turned him loose," Doc said dryly.
Monk chuckled. "Won't Johnny's face be red. For once, I'll bet he can't think of abig word."

"Johnny" was William Harper Littlgjohn, agentleman who had once held the chair of naturd science
research in auniversity which went in for deep learning rather than athletics. He was another member of
Doc Savage's group of five assstants.

"L et's see where hewent," Ham suggested.

Johnny's glowing prints were thick about the spot where the bound man had been released, but they
findly led off through a side door. Soft mud outside till retained tracks, and these indicated that Johnny
and the man he had freed were together.

The printsled to an aley, and in the dark recesses of the latter, mute evidence reposed. Doc Savage
found it first and pointed it ouit.

Bits of thin, broken glass. Scuff marks on the concrete pavement.

Monk picked up the fragments of glass and inspected them, expression and manner remindful of a
monkey examining afleafound upon its person.

"Johnny's monocle," he said. "Heréswhere he got what good Samaritans usually get. Thefake
one-armed guy crowned him."

"But where is Johnny?' Ham snapped.

That, it developed, was to be amystery. Johnny'sfiery trail ended in thedley.
"Knocked senseless and carried off," Monk hazarded.

Doc Savageissued quick orders.

"Y ou two continue looking for Johnny," he directed. "Be careful.”

Monk, as hurriedly as possible, demanded, "What're you gonna do, Doc?"

Then Monk made a disgppointed grimace. He had not been quite soon enough with his question. Doc
Savage was aready gone, swallowed up, wraithlike, by the darkness. There was no sound to show the
direction he had taken.

MONK sighed, grumbled, "I got anotion to get my pet pig Habeas. He's better'n a bloodhound.”



The dapper Ham put out asharp jaw. "That hog is useless, and you know it."

"Y ou overdressed shyster!" Monk growled indignantly. "I'm gonnacall my laboratory and have my
secretary bring Habeas down.”

They moved off in the darkness, insulting each other in alow, vehement fashion that would haveled a
stranger to think they were on the point of blows.

It was perpetudly thus with Monk and Ham. Nobody could recall one having addressed a civil word to
the other. Y et, conversaly enough, they were as attached to each other as two men could be, each having
risked hislife on several occasionsto save the other.

Habeas Corpus was Monk's pet pig, aporker of grotesque appearance and somewhat astounding
intellect. Habeas was a so the dapper Ham's pet hate.

Although wrangling, the two men were keeping asharp |ook-out for some sign of Johnny. It was Monk
who heard asmall, foreign sound. He yanked Ham to a stop with more force than was necessary.

"Youmissng link!" Ham gritted.

"Sh-h-h!" Monk admonished. "'l think somebody is ahead of ugl"

A new and totaly strange voice spoke up from the darknessto their rear.
"There's somebody behind you," it said. "Turn around and have alook!"

Monk and Ham spun - not around, but to the Sides, diving in opposite directions. They moved with the
perfect codrdination of men who had been in trouble before. Their separation was on the principle that
two fireswere harder to fight than one.

Back of them, aman swore, just as aflashlight came on. The one who cursed had no doubt intended to
illuminete them with the flash.

"Quick!" thefellow barked. "Don't let them get away!"

It was suddenly apparent that numerous men were in the surrounding darkness. Monk bumped some
one. Heswung afurry figt. It landed solidly.

The one who had been hit skidded backward, feet making ditherings on the wet pavement, then fell
down.

Over on the other sde, Ham gave the handle of hisimmaculate black cane atwidt. It separated, and from
the dark shaft came alean sword blade, the tip of which was coated with achemica concoction,
compounded by Doc Savage, which would produce abrupt unconsciousness once it entered awound.

Ham flirted the blade about. He did it gently, his object to wound dightly rather than to wreak grest
damage.

A man came hard against Ham's back. The dapper lawyer tried to get his sword cane around, failed, was
knocked off hisfeet. The attacker fell atop him, missing the chemical-coated blade by luck.

They werein anarrow aleyway, and it was suddenly full of quiet fight sounds - quiet until Monk began to
roar and bellow as he dways did when in combat. But he was not noisy for long. His roars muffled
abruptly, asIf aman had sat on hisface. Soon after, slence came.



"Tiethem," said the man who had spoken firgt.
Monk gulped afaint question past the hand which was over his mouth.
"Y ou birds off the Harpoon?* he asked.

The leader of their captors laughed harshly, said in aglad voice, "We got a break, gang. They must be
two sailors off the Harpoon.”

ROLLS of black adhesive tape were produced and many turns taken about the wrists of Monk and
Ham. They were not gagged.

"Let out ableat, and you'll get muffled in away you wont like," the man advised them.

Monk strained againgt the binding. His physica strength was tremendous. He did not free his hands from
the swathing bundle of tape.

The chief of the captors stepped back, and the flashlight he was holding chanced to illuminate hisown
person.

Hewas alean man with dmost incredibly black hair on hishead, brows, chin and wrists. His eyeswere
round and brilliant. He made Monk think of ablack tomcat.

"Y eah, they're sailors off the Harpoon," he decided again.
"What makes you think that, Braski?' one of his party queried.
Braski changed position. He handled himself like the black cat he resembled.

"Didn't they ask usif we were off the Harpoon?' he demanded. " They hoped we were some of their
pals”

Monk growled, "Y ou guys have made amistake!"

Braski laughed. It was not a nice sound.

"Where's Spook Hole?' he asked.

"That place again?' Monk shrugged. "1 wouldn't know, but you probably wouldn't believe that.”

Braski stepped forward and camly inserted athumb in Monk's | eft eye. It was a crud thing to do, and
Monk writhed and groaned while four men wrestled him down.

"Whereis Spook Hole?' Braski repested.

"Blagt you!" Monk snarled. "I don't know!"

Ham next received the eye treatment.

"I have no ideawhere Spook Holeisor what it id" he gritted in an agonized voice.
"Maybethey don't know," suggested aman.

"Captain Wapp does know," Braski said dryly. "Well go ask him. We've got to get him out of the way,
anyhow. The double-crosser!”



"What about the girl?' the man asked.

"Well get her if we can't nab Captain Wapp," grunted Braski. "I'm dmost sure Wapp is holding her so
we couldn't find her and learn from her where this Spook Holeis."

The other looked dubious, queried, "How'll we get aboard? They'll have guards posted all over that
whding ship.”

Braski laughed again, unpleasantly, and kicked Monk's shins briskly.

"Maybethey got apassword or something,” he said. "Our two pals, here, will know it. They'll get us
through - if they know what's good for 'em.”

Monk growled, "Brother, youre steaming up amessfor yoursdf. We ain't off the Harpoon."
Braski said, "Don't lieto me!™ and poked Monk's eye with athumb.

They moved in the direction of the Harpoon. There seemed to be nearly adozen men in the party, and dl
were armed.

THE floodlamps aong therail of the Harpoon had been turned off, but a single bulb made fitful glow
above the gangway. Two men lounged there. They wore no wegpons visibly, but their manner of keeping
hands close to their raincoat pockets was understood by a close observer.

Braski's party and their prisoners stopped well back in the darkness and conferred.

Monk, finding himself close to Ham, whispered, "Thisis apickle. We're supposed to give apassword, or
get shot. And we don't know any password. Maybe we oughta tell ‘'em we're part of Doc Savage's
crowd.”

"No!" Ham breathed emphaticaly. "They haven't mentioned athing to indicate they know that Doc is
involved. We had best keep still about that. Might make it easier for Doc to work."

"Just the same - " Monk fell silent. He was thinking of various past occasions when a connection with
Doc Savage had been the equa of adeath sentence. Doc was automatically the mortal enemy of al who
were outside of the law.

Braski stuck his black goatee out at them and grated, "What are you two whispering about?'
"Thewesather,” Monk told him. "It looks like somebody is gonna get rained on plenty.”

"Two clever boys, eh?' Braski snarled. "All right, do your stuff. Walk up to those two watchmen and get
usaboard. And if you fail, you'l bethefirg to get shot.”

Monk wailed, "Ligten! | wouldn't try thigl"

"Get moving," Braski directed.

"Our hands aretied,” Monk pointed out.

"Well fix that," Braski said, and proceeded to cut their hands free of the tape. "Now, put on your show."

They were urged toward the Harpoon gangway. Monk wasin the lead, Smply because agun muzzle
happened to gouge more firmly againgt his back. The gangway vibrated under their feet. Thetwo
watchmen became dert and put their handsin their raincoat pockets.



"Makeit good!" Braski hissed into Monk's ear.

Monk pumped out his chest, strode boldly toward the first watchman and said, "Where's Captain Wapp.
We got something important for him."

The watchman, to Monk's astonishment, grinned widely and said, "Y ou're the captain's friend, ain't you?
We been expectin' you and your crowd.”

"Uh-huh,” Monk muttered, then, as gun pressure hardened againgt his back, added hagtily, " Sure! Were
friends of everybody!"

The watchmen stepped back, and one of them called loudly down a passage, "Her€'s the captain's
friends”

"Bring them to the cabin,” caled avoice.

They entered the passage, one watchman leading the way. They progressed some two feet. A door
clanked shut ahead. Another dammed behind. Their guide turned, and he had two guns out.

"Y ou bums thought you were pullin’ something!" he snarled. "We know you, Braski! Drop them gunsand
eevael"

"Isthis gonnabe aparty!" Monk breathed, and legped straight up with considerable violence.

There was a passage light overhead, protected by awire cage. Monk jammed both hands againgt it,
mashing the wire, breaking the glass bulb, cutting hishandsalittle,

It wasthe only light in their section of the corridor. Intense darkness clapped down.

Bedlam erupted. A revolver made swift, ear-splitting noise. A man shrieked in agony. More guns
whooped.

MONK dammed flat, reasoning that fewer bullets would find the floor regions. He groped for Ham's
ankle. A foot kicked him solidly in the face.

He grabbed it, knew by the smallness of the shoe and the spats encasing the ankle that Ham kicked him,
and yanked Ham down, giving the ankle atwist by way of reprisal.

A man fell on them. Monk grabbed histhroat, felt warm wetness flood his hands and let go. The man had
been shot in the neck and was already dead.

Monk barked loud wordsin adidect which would have been intelligible to not more than adozen menin
the so-called civilized world.

It was the tongue of ancient Maya, alanguage Doc Savage and his men had learned on one of their
numerous adventuring jaunts, and which they now used to communicate with each other when not
wishing to be understood by outsiders.

Monk had ssimply advised Ham that he intended seeking the other end of the room.
"Me, too," Ham said in the Mayan tongue.

They scuttled along the wall and met at the other end of the passage. From the amount of shooting and
ydling, it was obvious that large numbers of the Harpoon's crew had rushed to the attack.



"Let'slet 'em fight it out,” Monk suggested in Mayan. "Think they're coming in at adoor over here. Let's
clear out that way."

"One of the few good ideas you ever had,”" Ham agreed in the same diaect.

They had little trouble locating the door. It was still dark, except for the flash of guns, anillumination by
which little could be discerned. A sailor sumbled coming through the door and fell noidly.

Monk reached down, struck at the man's temple, hit the floor by accident the first time, then corrected
hisam and knocked the fellow trembling and senseless.

Monk shoved Ham through ungently, then eased outside himsdlf. They flattened to one side.
"Get der bummers!" avoice was bellowing from down the corridor.

The speaker charged into view an ingtant later - aman so huge that he had to come sidewise through the
bulkhead doors Monk and Ham recognized him from Doc Savage's description. Captain Wapp.

Gloom enwrapped the passage, and Captain Wapp charged past without observing Monk and Ham.
Straight into the fray, the squat giant dammed.

"Git dot Braski!" he bawled. "His neck, we will twist!"

Monk listened to the turmoil they had escaped. Men howled, guns crashed, and strings of profanity
joined the wholein aviolent syncopetion.

"When they thin each other out, I'll go inand lick both crowds," Monk chuckled.

The homely chemist had no idea that he was bragging. He might have been ableto doit. He certainly
thought he could. He got to fedling that way in afight.

But his hope did not materidize. Braski and his men gpparently broke through the other end of the
passage, for the fight sounds receded with arapidity that indicated menin flight.

"Shall wefollow them?' Ham suggested.
"Heck, no," Monk grunted. "Let'slook thisark over."

ALL hands aboard the Harpoon must have been called to the fight, for Monk and Ham were not
molested as they swung down the passage and up a companionway. They had no ideawhere they were
going, having never been in closer contact with awhaing ship of this modern type than picturesin the
Sunday newspapers. Shortly, they found themselves on deck. They looked over therall.

Men were dashing madly down the gangplank. Captain Wapp stood under the gangway light and jumped
up and down, waving his clasp knife which was dso apistol. He bellowed ordersto his men.

"Braski and his crowd must have gotten away," Monk said regretfully.
"His attempt to find where the mysterious Spook Holeisdid not get him far," Ham agreed dryly.
Monk moved aong the deck. "L et's see what luck we can have in that direction.”

The dark-haired Braski had permitted them to retain their flashlights, and they now employed these,
opening doors and poking into the holds.



They found numerous tanks, boilers and other blubber processing machinery. The blubber "trying
works," thiswas, athough they did not know the technica terminology. There was an odor present,
ample and not exactly entrancing.

"Bet they don't live down here," Monk suggested wryly. "L et'stry the upper decks, and forward.”

They worked forward and up, getting away from the blubber vats, but not from the odor. Ham grimaced
mightily and often. He wasfastidious in senses aswell as dress, and the physical aspects of the whaing
ship did not gpped to him.

Ham probed into aroom and found spare harpoons, guns and the explosive cartridges used in the killing
harpoons.

"Nothing here," he decided.
Monk found another door, barred on the outside, but not locked.

"Wouldn't be anyonein here, probably," he grumbled, and unbarred the door and thrust hishead and
flashlight inside.

The next ingtant there was a sound such as ahilliard ball might make if dropped on hard ground. Monk
plopped down on dl fours, shaking his head.

"l have agun,” awoman'svoice said with brittle abruptness from within the room which had been locked.
"I think I will useit.”

Ham poised, on the horns of adilemma. He could not see the speaker.

"Careful," Monk groaned from the floor. " She popped me with something, probably the gun she'stalkin’
about."

"Useyour left hands and be very careful and toss me your guns,” the feminine voice directed.
Monk and Ham hesitated.

"Haven't got any,” Monk advised.

There was another pause. No one moved or said anything.

Still on the floor, Monk growled, "1 don't believe any woman would shoot me." He got to hisfet.
"You put alot of reliancein your charms," Ham told him. Ham still kept hisarms up.

There was another silence.

"Come out of there, lady,” Monk suggested.

Morewaiting.

"l guessthe bluff won't work," said the feminine voice.

The woman came out. She wore a disgusted, defeated and dightly frightened look. She carried no gun,
but shedid carry aflexible bludgeon, an affair which looked asif it were made of sllken hose stuffed with
something hard. With this she had probably felled Monk.

MONK frowned at her. Ordinarily, he would have turned on the amiable grin which made his homely



features surprisingly pleasant to look upon. But his head still ached.

The young woman was not hard to frown at. She was neither unusudly tall nor especidly short, nor was
her figure especidly driking, dthough it lft little to be wished for. But she had hair the tint of dark honey,
and her skin was aimost exactly the same color. Eyes, lips, nose, were exquisite. Taken atogether, she
was sgtriking without being gaudy in any respect.

Monk reached out abruptly and grasped the weapon she carried. She surrendered it contemptuoudly.

Monk examined it. Ingde the slk hose was cloth, and in that, fragments of heavy chinadishes brokenin
small bits - cup, saucer, aplate.

"Y our friends evidently did not think | had anything to make awegpon,” she said dryly. "Do better, next
time"

"Friends?' Monk grinned. "Y ou got uswrong, miss- " He waited. She did not supply aname.
"Who are you?' he asked.
"Y ou should know," she snapped.

"Nix," the homely chemist grinned. "We don't belong on the Harpoon. In fact, if the crew found us, they'd
probably have a scalping party.”

"Oh." Thegirl frowned. Then her expression changed. She seemed to jump at aconclusion. "1 am Nancy
Law."

"Nancy Law." Monk squinted. "So what?"

"Didn't Braski send you aboard to find me?' she countered.

Monk started to shake hishead, but Ham interrupted hurriedly.
"Yourefriendly to Braski, aren't you?' asked the dapper lawyer.

"I'm the friend of anybody who will get me out of here," the girl said vehemently.
"Then |et's get off of thisboat,” Ham smiled.

They worked toward the upper deck and the rail, using much more caution now that the young woman
wasaong.

Ham asked Nancy Law, "Why were they holding you?'

"To keep Braski from getting hold of me, | heard them say,” the girl replied. "But you should know that.
Didn't Braski tdl you?'

"Indirectly, yes" Ham said hedlily.
THEY reached the deck, and under the pretense of looking over the ground, Ham drew Monk aside.

"WEIl let her think were Braski's men,” the barrister whispered. "1 think it'll make it eesier for usto find
out whet thisisall about.”

"I don't think theideaiis so hot," muttered Monk, whose policy wasto disagree with Ham whenever
possible.



Excitement around the Harpoon had died, athough Captain Wapp, agrotesquely broad and squat figure,
il stood in the light near the gangplank. From dl appearances, the dark-haired Braski and his gang had
made a complete escape.

Monk and Ham worked forward with the girl and reached amooring line asthick as Monk'sampleleg.
Monk went down thisto the dock with smian ease. The girl came next, not having much difficulty, and
Ham brought up the rear. It was as smple as that. They were not molested.

"Stands to reason they'll have guards around,” Monk grunted. "Ham, you and me had better take a
look."

They moved off, but in separate direction. Reconnoitering took them not more than three or four minutes.
Monk, for his part, found no one, and decided the way was clear, by a roundabout route, to escape.

He returned to the spot where he had Ieft the girl. Ham was there. Monk peered into the murk.
"Wheres Nancy Law?" he demanded.
"That'swhat I'm wondering,” Ham snapped.
"Huh?' Monk gulped.
"She cleared out,” Ham said. "Gave usthe dip.”
Chapter 1. SPOOK HOLE QUEST

MONK and Ham stood and glared at each other. There was much more thunder overhead now, and
somelightning, so that they could see each other &t fitful intervals.

"It was your bright idea, lettin’ her think we were Braski's men," Monk accused. "Bet that'swhy she
skipped out."

"It was your suggestion, leaving her onel™ Ham snapped angrily. "Y ou havethe sameidessasa
baboon!"

They worked toward the shore end of the pier, going carefully, listening often, hoping to find sometrace
of the young woman. The only sounds, however, were those made by Captain Wapp and his men about
the Harpoon's gangplank. Those noises were sufficient to urge Monk and Ham away from the vicinity.

Ham, lost without his sword cane, suggested, "I think my cane was|eft lying in that aley where we were
grabbed. I'm going after it."

They sought Ham's cane, and found it without greet difficulty. Ham flourished the unique weaponin an
eminently satisfied manner.

"Wonder what became of Doc?" he pondered.

"Maybe he's back at the car,” Monk suggested. "Well go see. If he's not, welll ook around some more
for Johnny, on our own hook."

They approached the sedan warily, lest it be watched, circling it completely twice. Satisfied no onewas
near, they strode up boldly in the intense blackness and opened the door. At that instant, lightning ripped
above. Both digtinctly saw an entirely unwelcome sight.

A hand was projecting from the car and holding agun amost in their faces.



"Whew!" Monk exploded, and snapped to al fours on the moist pavement

There was absolute silence until the next jagged whip of lightning.

"Dubitation is now an evanescent quotiety,” said adry, scholastic voice from within the car.
Monk bounded erect.

"Johnny!" he exploded. "Y ou scared me out of ten years growth.”

Johnny got out of the car. Hewas very tal and thinner than it ssemed any human frame could be and till
retain life. Hisraincoat was ripped down the back, one eye was darkening, and he showed other
evidences of rough handling.

Johnny stowed the gun under an armpit, in aspecidly desgned holster which sat in padding so that its
presence would not have been noticeable on aman of less skeletal build.

The wegpon resembled an oversize automatic, except that it had a drum magazine. It was amachine-gun
pistol, perfected by Doc Savage, and capable of aremarkablerate of fire.

"Consummeate ischiagra, abit of cephaagia, and atouch of torticollis describes my condition,” Johnny
groaned.

"Put it in small words,” Monk requested.

"| fed like hades," Johnny complied.

"What happened to you?' Monk asked.

"My noctambulation - "

"Littleones," Monk grunted. "I dready got aheadache.”

"I found aman tied up in awarehouse," Johnny said, lgpsing into words of fewer syllablesthan he usualy
affected. "1 turned him loose. A bit later, he banged me over the head. | awakened, maost ignominious of
al, in an ash can, and came here, found no one and waited."

"That'sal?' Monk asked.
"All," Johnny agreed.

They stood there in sllence while thunder made whooping echoes a ong the darkened streetsand rain
began to shoot down steadily in small drops.

"I think," Monk said suddenly, "that we're going to have trouble.”

MONK was right. Four men came stepping out of the darkness, and when close, they projected
flashlight beams. They held guns out in the light so that they could be distinguished.

"If you want trouble, we got plenty of it," one advised.

Johnny smply leaned backward and fell into the sedan. The car was bullet-proof. Johnny got his
machine-gun pistol out as he fell. Monk and Ham dived after him. They dammed the doors.

Gun noise made competition for the thunder above as one of the men fired. His bullet struck awindow
glass, but only made a cobweb design of fine cracks and fell to the pavement, flattened. The man swore.



Johnny seized the window crank to raise the glass very high. Thiswould expose smal, shielded loopholes
through which the muzzles of their machine-gun pistols could be shoved. They werein arolling fortress
only dightly lessimpregnable than atank.

"We got 'em!" Monk rapped.

It was not thefirst time he had been wrong. The door on the opposite side of the car whipped open
abruptly. It had alock on theinside, but in the heat of the excitement, they had overlooked throwing this.
Thevisble enemy was on the other side, anyway.

But some one of the gang had raced up, unseen, on the opposite sde. Monk and the others found
themsdlves saring at gun muzzles.

"Y ou got just one chance," aman ripped.

Monk glared. It was suicide to try to bring his machine-gun pistol around. There was only onething to do
and hedid it - put his hands up. Ham and Johnny followed suit.

A man looked them over closdy with aflashlight. He jabbed afinger at Monk and Ham.

"These two are Braski's men and came aboard the Harpoon with him," he said. He scowled a Johnny. "l
never saw this pile of bones before.”

Another man waked around in front of the sedan and turned hislight on the license plates. He bent
amost doubleto stare. Then hejumped erect asif he had been kicked unexpectedly. He all but fell down
getting around to the side of the machine.

"Damnation!" he squawled. "Wereinajam!"

"Y ou gone nuts?' aman snorted.

"Them license plates!” thefirst man rgpped. "Take alook!"

The other went around with a flash and examined the tags. He came back unconcernedly.

"The number isDOC 3," he said. "So what? A low number, sure. But they don't mean anything specia
any more."

"For thelove of mud!" the first man growled. "Mean to say you don't know about them license plates
from reading about the guy in the newspapers?"

IIWI,H glJy?l
"Doc Savage," sad thefirg. "Them's specid platesissued to him.”

It was very quiet. The thunder romped in the sepiaheavens and aflurry of rain came dong with
considerable gusto.

"Let's see Captain Wapp about this," a man suggested.

CAPTAIN Wapp was standing at the Harpoon's gangway, both hands plunged inside the rope that
served him as a belt, when they came up. His expression showed that he had heard the shooting at the
sedan and was anxious to know what had happened.

"Votitis?' hegrowled.



They told him about the license plates. Captain Wapp scowled a Monk, Ham and Johnny, then, without
aword, he went back into theinnards of the whaing ship, probably to his cabin, to return shortly with an
illustrated magazine which featured true detective mysteries. He had the periodica open a agtory titled:

DOC SAVAGE - MAN OF MY STERY
TERROR OF CROOKS

There was a picture on the opposite page, one of the rare shots of Doc Savage and hisfive aides ever to
get publicetion.

Captain Wapp picked Monk, Ham and Johnny out of the group.
"Them, itis" he muttered. "Dot isno mistake."

"They are Doc Savage's men, then?' one fellow mumbled.
"Didn't | just say it?" Wapp retorted.

There was some muttering, as those few who knew little of Doc Savage received information from those
who knew much, or thought they did. There was none of their usua boisterous profanity. They were
sober, like men at afunerd.

"Doc Savage must be working with Braski," aman suggested.

"For aminute, don't you think it," Captain Wapp told the felow. "Dot Savage, hewould get onto a
bummer like dot Braski, in aminute.

"Then what's he doing around here?" the other countered.

Captain Wapp took his pistol knife out of one pocket and stowed it in another.

"Dot man Savageisafter usdl," he growled. "Braski. Us. Everybody. | am betting it.”

A man swore.

"Y ou mean Savageishdping old Hezemiah Law?" he suggested.

Captain Wapp shook hishead. "Hezemiah Law know nothing of vot it iswe aretrying to do to him."
"Thenit'sthegirl!" the man barked. " She rung Doc Savage in somehow!™

Wapp nodded heavily. "Dot must baneit.”

The man with the unique weapon made of alength of hawser came up, curiousto learn what lay behind
the excitement. For thefirst time, he was addressed by anickname.

"Y ou been missin' things, Ropes,” aman said.

"Ropes' frowned, heard the latest devel opments repested, and said, smacking the hawser length into a
pam, "l aint liked alot of thingsthat've hove up tonight. Thisis mighty bad.”

"Take der three of 'em aboard,” Captain Wapp directed. "WEell put der screwsto ‘em and things we will
learn.”

"Acrimonious contumeiousness, | cdl it,” Johnny said.



"Holy smoke!" gulped asalor. "We have the dictionary dong with us.”

THEY were urged toward the gangplank, the gaunt Johnny leading, Ham at his hedls, with Monk bringing
up therear. Thetide was near high, and the gangplank doped steeply. Monk kept his head down ashe
mounted.

In the distance somewhere, a police Siren was mingling a puny wail with the thunder above, evidence that
the shooting around the water front had drawn attention.

"Out of Sght, get inahurry," Captain Wapp directed. "We bane make things look innocent as your Aunt
Olgasteaparty.”

A voice came out of the darkness suddenly. It might have been areply to Wapp, but was not, for it
spokein Mayan, the didect of Doc Savage and his group. It was a strange, ventriloquia voice, and not
onein the party had the least idea from whence it came. The voice spoke one short sentence.

Monk and the other two betrayed by no sign that they had heard or understood. The stopped because
their captors had halted, puzzled.

Unexpectedly, from the wharf, there came afiendish cry, a screech of tremendous proportions. Startled,
every one faced that direction, Staring.

Monk, Ham and Johnny shut their eyestightly, lifted their arms and buried their faces.

The next ingtant, there was a hollow report and an incredible flash of light. It was asif atremendous
photographer's flashlight had gone off, except that the glare was longer in duration and infinitely more
brilliant.

Thelight had other qualities besides an infernd brilliance. It reacted on the eyes, affecting them much as
would an electric welding arc if stared at too long. Momentary blindness seized the Harpoon's crew. One
or two squawked in agony.

Monk and histwo comrades cameto life, uncovering their eyes. The call in Mayan had warned them to
protect the orbs. The second, unearthly screech had been to draw al eyestoward the spot where the
flash was to be set off.

Jamming a shoulder out, Monk lunged, went down the steep gangplank like abowling bal through an
array of pins. Ham, Johnny trailed him. They did not strike blows, but shoved, tripped, ran past their
captors. The blindness would not last many seconds.

They cleared the Harpoon's crew, veered toward the spot from which the flash had come.
"Thisway," said an unexcited but powerful voice.

Lightning Sizzled, and they made out Doc Savage, atower of bronze in the darkness. Doc led them along
the wharf, past stacks of barrels which possibly held whae oil and which they certainly did not stop to
examine.

Not until they were in the sedan and rolling away from the vicinity did they take time for conversation.

"BQOY, welve been goin' around and around,” Monk told Doc. He e aborated, explaining about the girl,
Nancy Law, and described the manner in which she had evaded them after they had freed her.

"There's something mysterious behind this, athing or aplace known as Spook Hole," hefinished. "But all



we found out and dl that happened don't leave uswith any idea of what it's about than when we
darted.”

Ham interposed, in the manner of atrial lavyer summarizing, "We know, or can deduce, that this Captain
Wapp is seeking something in Spook Hole, something belonging to the man they call ‘old Hezemiah
Law.' Braski isafter the samething, but does not know where Spook Holeis, and istrying to secure the
information from Wapp by force. Since Nancy Law bears the same name, sheis probably arelative of
old Hezemiah Law, who apparently is not on the scene, but isin Spook Hole. That explainsthings.”

"Except the one-armed man who wasn't one-armed,” Monk interposed. "And who called Doc on the
job?'

The bronze man himsdf spoke up.
"I haveaplantotry,” hesaid quietly. "A plan which may get usinformation.”
"Yeah?' Monk squinted, interested. " Shoot!"

"For the past hour, more or less, | have been following the man who carries abit of taped wire ropefor a
club," Doc advised. "They caled this man Ropes, | believe. Ropes proved to be an individua with
remarkable angles.”

Monk frowned. "Angles?'
"l will explain when we reach headquarters,” Doc replied. "This Ropesis not exactly dumb.”
Chapter 1V. DOC SETSA TRAP

AT amogt the same moment, Ropeswas receiving ora corroboration of the fact that he was not exactly
dumb. The statement came from bulky Captain Wapp of the Harpoon, and was delivered in the cabin of
the whaing ship magter.

"Y ou bane good man," said Captain Wapp. "Aye do right by you, Ropes.”
"Thanks," Ropes said.

"Vun of mine men, you will take," directed Wapp. "L ook for dis bummer, Doc Savage. Maybe you find
him."

"Sure," Ropes agreed.

Ropes closed the cabin door carefully behind him when he departed. The passage outside was gloomy.
He stopped there and carefully examined the length of wire cable which he carried. He chuckled once,
and not pleasantly, then went on, stowing hiswegpon.

The man Ropes sdlected to accompany him was the individual who bore the designation of third mate on
the Harpoon. Thisworthy was weak-chinned, vacillating, and shy on nerve, amidfit asfar aswhaing
went, except in one respect - he was a navigating wizard.

"l got work to do on board,” he said uneasily when Ropes asked him to venture into the night.
"Captain Wapp's orders,”" Ropes growled.

The third mate, who had been dubbed, not unfittingly, " Sextant,” signed tremuloudy and followed Ropes.
The watchmen at the gangplank passed them. They entered the dark waterfront streets.



There, in anarrow, intensely black street, Ropes camly whipped out his taped hawser length and
stroked his companion over the templewithiit.

Ropes had used his weapon a great dedl. He knew just how hard he could hit and not crack askull.

Picking up the senseless mate, Ropes carried him to the vicinity of a street light, deposited him there,
produced a bottle of whisky with which he had thoughtfully provided himsdlf, and sprinkled hisvictim
with enough of it to give him astrong odor.

"My buddy's soused,” Ropes then told thefirst taxi driver to cruise past.

The unsuspecting hack driver carried them to an addressin the flashy uptown apartment district. Ropes
hauled hisvictim into the halway of aprivate dwelling, an ancient building sandwiched among new and
modern apartment structures. Possibly abell rang after Ropes pressed the button beside the door, but if
0, it was so deep within the house that it could not be heard.

Ropes punched the button carefully, giving asigna which must have been agreed upon previoudly.
The dark-haired Braski himself opened the door.

Not more than an hour ago, Captain Wapp's men had been doing their best to kill this same Braski.
Wapp would no doubt have been surprised to witness the warmth with which Braski now greeted
Wapp's own henchman, Ropes.

"l am delighted,” Braski said. "Comein and well talk."

ROPES laughed. "You're lookin' at Santa Claus himsdlf," he said, and stepped back so that Braski could
see the third mate of the Harpoon.

Braski started, gulped, "Dead?’
"What kind of adope do you think | am?' Ropes grinned.
"Who ishe?' Braski demanded.

"Third mate and the bird who does most of Captain Wapp's navigating,” Ropes explained. "In other
words, he's the lad who should know where Spook Holeis."

An expression of infinite delight overspread Braski's swarthy features.

"It was awise move when | decided to give you athird cut for throwing in with me, Ropes,”" he
chuckled.

Ropes grinned appreciation of the compliment.
"Got any ice water?' he asked.
"Inthe refrigerator,” Braski replied, and nodded toward the kitchen regions.

AsBraski stepped back from the door, it was evident that he could not walk without limping. He gave
dight aid in handling the sensdless third mate.

"Bullet grooved my hip in that scrap in the Harpoon,” he explained. " That wasn't such a bright move,
tryin' to get aboard to grab Captain Wapp."



Ropes said nothing, but ambled off in the direction of the kitchen. The ease with which he found the
culinary region showed that he had been in the house before. He ran faucet water over atray of ice cubes
until they wereloose.

Replacing the empty tray in the refrigerator, he returned to the front room and rubbed ice on the mate
until the latter awakened, moaning. Ropes gave the man no time to consider his Situation.

"Where's Spook Hole?' he demanded.

The third mate, blinking, recognized Braski, then Ropes.
"Double-crosser!" he snarled a Ropes. "I had afedling you were a crook!"
"Aren't we dl?" Ropes chuckled. "Answer my question, you mug."

"| told Captain Wapp you could not be trusted!" yelled the third mate. "But he said he had known you in
the old days and you were just the kind of aman we needed.”

"Where's Spook Hole?' roared Ropes.
"Go bite ablubber spade!” gritted the other.

Ropes glowered, then fell upon the mate, wrestled with him abit and succeeded in tying the fellow's
wrists and ankles with the flexible wire ripped from afloor lamp. Then Ropes drew a bottle from his
coat.

It was the one holding the liquor which he had previoudy sprinkled on the mate's clothing, and a quantity
of theamber fluid ill remained.

Ropes doused whisky on the man's hands. Then he struck amatch and applied it. The acohol inthe
liquor did not igniteimmediatdly. Then it began to burn blue.

THE mate began to shriek. Three times he managed to thresh the flames out, and each time, Ropes
ignited the liquor again.

Braski ran into abedroom and came back with a pillow which he placed over the victim's face, muffling
his agonized cries.

Within five minutes, they had the third mate talking fredly.
"I don't know where Spook Holeis!" he moaned. "So help me, | don't.”

"Inawhaéeseye" Ropes growled. " Captain Wapp has been there with the Harpoon. And you're his
navigator.”

"l wasn't on the Harpoon when she made the visit,” the tortured man insisted desperately. "Captain
Wapp recruited me, just like he did you, Ropes, after he decided to croak old Hezemiah Law and take
over Spook Hole."

"Damn lie" Ropesopined.

"| got discharge papers off another ship, right in my pocket, to prove | wasn't on the Harpoon then,” the
other declared. "L ook at ‘em, Ropes. Y ou know that Captain Wapp took the Harpoon to the place
more than sx months ago.”



Glaring, Ropes found the papers in the man's pockets. He ingpected the date. He swore, hurled the
papersto the floor and jumped upon them.

"Five months ago you left the other ship!" he grated. "Blast it! Y ou weren't with Wapp when he went to
Spook Hole!™

Braski now scowled blackly at Ropes.
"A fineout!" he snapped. "Now what do we do with thisthird mate?’

"We damn sure can't turn him loose," Ropes said darkly. "He'd put Captain Wapp wise to me. We got
our troubles without that, what with this Doc Savage monkeyin' around.”

Braski suddenly looked somewnhat as he might have had abolt of the lightning crashed down upon his
house unexpectedly.

"Doc Savage?' he echoed in asmdl voice.
"I FORGOT totdl you," said Ropes.
Speaking rapidly, he advised Braski of events at the wharf and aboard the Harpoon.

"Sothat'sdl you forgot to tell me!" Braski snarled. "That'sdl! Just nothing at al! | suppose you thought it
didn't amount to anything?'

Ropes scowled, said, ™Y ou don't see me in any icebox just on account of Doc Savage.”

Braski said dryly, "I'm beginning to wonder if you have good sense. That man Savage is compound
poison. His appearance on the scene changes the whole complexion of things.”

"WeI?" Ropes demanded. "Do we give up the whole thing?"

"Giveup - " Braski let hisvoicetrail off. It was some seconds before he resumed. "Therés millions at
Spook Hole, if we can just get it. Millions, | tell you. I've seen the qudlity of the Stuff, and have someidea
of the quantity. | ought to know. I've been marketing it for old Hezemiah Law."

"Which adds up to what? Ropes wanted to know.
"We stay in there and keep plugging,” Braski decided.

"Swell!" Ropes reached down and got the bound third mate by the throat. "Now | get this guy out of our
hair."

The mate must have been under the impression hewasin no great danger, and now it suddenly dawned
upon him that he wasto be killed. At no time had his courage been great. Now he blanched.

"Don't!" he gulped. "Please don't.”

Ropes said, "Bdieveit or not, | croaked aten-ton whale with thisthing once,” and lifted the taped
hawser length.

The mate gargled incoherently.

"Don't!" he choked. "Keep me here. Do anything. Only don't - " He seemed about to swallow hisown
tongue, so great was hishorror. "I'll help you. I'll work for you."



"A lot of help you'd beto us," Ropes snorted.

He hefted the taped hawser once again, bringing it againgt hisleft pam with solid force. Then helifted his
arm for alonger swing and bent over the helpless mate.

There was no concern whatever on hisfeatures and there was not the dightest doubt but that he intended
tokill.

There came a crashing knock from the street door.
"Policel" avoice bawled. "Open up!”
"Damn!" Ropes gritted, and prepared to swing his bludgeon.

Braski caught hisarm, ripping, Y ou fodl! Kill him, and if we got caught, wed hang! Let him lay. Well try
to clear out."

They |eft the prisoner and raced for the rear of the house.

THE frightened third mate of the Harpoon obvioudy had no more desire to encounter the police than had
Braski and Ropes.

He struggled desperately with the wireswhich held him, concentrating on the ankles. He could have freed
himsdf earlier, if dlowed to try, but histwo captors had watched him closaly. Now, it did not take him
long to get loose.

The banging at the door had ceased. It now sounded as if some one were trying the lock with a skeleton
key or apicking device.

The third mate raced toward the house rear. It was the same direction taken by Braski and Ropes, but
the mate felt confident they were far ahead. The rear door was open. He peered out cautioudy. Lightning
showed him an aleyway. Empty. He scuttled ouit.

The man ran on histoes, 0 asto avoid making noise as much as possible. Asit was, hisfeet dopped
water agood deal. When the alley approached a street, he dowed his pace and swung dongina
leisurdy manner which would not attract attention.

Parked cars were gloomy humps aong the darkened thoroughfare, and the street lamp made a pale zone
at the corner, not unlike aball of soiled yellow cotton.

The fleeing man had covered no more than forty feet when adoor opened in one the parked machines.
The car was a sedan. It had curtains of remarkable efficiency, for the interior was lighted and no hint of
that had been evident until the door opened.

The third mate took one look at the individua reveded insde the machine and wrenched to a stop. He
shifted from one foot to another, uncertain asto what he should do.

The mate had recognized the party in the car - agiant man of bronze whaose flake-gold eyes seemed to
hold aremarkable power.

"Get in the sedan,” the bronze man commanded. "Y our lifeisin danger.”
The third mate hesitated, and that was his degth.

Down the street, agun whooped out six times. It was an automatic. No revolver could have been



triggered that rapidly. Echoes were one big salvo.

The third mate of the Harpoon was standing in the light that knifed from the sedan, and he gave two or
three violent legps, then threw back his head asif trying to scream, but instead of words, histhroat shot a
stream of crimson which doshed over the sedan side. He went down after one of hisleaps, diding on his
face.

Doc Savage leaned back into the sedan and from some one of its numerous compartments, brought one
of hismachine-gun pistols.

Herardly carried one of the wegpons on his person, being convinced that carrying afirearm led the
bearer to depend too much upon it, thus being the more helplessif disarmed.

The superfirer sheeted flame and filled the street with a sound remindful of the moan of atitanic bullfiddle.
Doc roved the barrel, hosing the vicinity from which the shots had come, striving to search out the killer
whom he could not see.

The drum magazine ran empty. He clicked anew onein placeingantly. Likethefirst, it was charged, not
with mortd lead, but with so-caled "mercy bullets," dugs which only brought unconsciousness.

There was no return fire, no sgn that the mercy bullets had hit any one.
MONK came racing from the direction of Braski's house.
"I knocked on the door and yelled that | wasacop,” he said rapidly. "What happened?’

"Get under cover,” Doc directed, and when the homely chemist had complied, the bronze man added
explanation. "Y our knocking on the door frightened Braski and Ropes away and saved the third mate's
lifefor awhile. But when the mate came out, some one shot him from down the street. Probably it was
Ropes. He and Braski ran in that direction.”

Doc Savage eased away from the sedan, keeping behind other parked machines, and approached the
spot from whence the killer had fired. He searched thoroughly. No empty automatic cartridges did he
find. The dayer must have kept ahand over the gector as he fired, catching them.

There was no sign of Ham and Johnny when Doc returned to the parked sedan.

"We got atough break," Monk grumbled. "Here you had watched that guy Ropes and found he was
two-timing with Braski, and wetrail him and his prisoner to Braski's house and listen, hopin’ well hear
something. But they were gonnakill the third mate, and we haveto pull that fake cop gag to save his
no-good life. And even that didn't work. And now we've lost Braski and Ropes. And wheres Ham and

Johnny?'
"No sgn of them yet?' Doc queried.

"Naw." Monk shook hisbullet of ahead. "What were they doin’ while | was hammering that door and
howlin' 'I'm acop!"?"

Instead of answering, Doc Savage got into the sedan. The Street had been quiet for afew moments after
the shooting, but suddenly aman had started bellowing for the police. He was some househol der, no
doubt, who had been looking out of hiswindow and had seen the body in alightning flash.

"No use moving the Harpoon's third mate," Monk said, and got into the sedan. "He's stone dead.”



Doc Savage put the sedan in motion, driving without the heedlights, so that no one would seethelicense
plates.

Monk said, "No sign of Ham and Johnny, yet. | don't likethat."
"On the contrary,” Doc told him. "It isavery favorablesign.”
"Yeah?' Monk blinked owlishly. "That sounds asif you had hatched somekind of aplan.”

Lightning, the most tremendous burst of the night, raced blue, twisting fire across the heavens, and the
thunder that followed seemed to be trying to shake down the buildings.

Chapter V. TWO HEADS

OLIVER ORMAN Braski ducked nervoudly at that infernal blast of lightning and thunder. For a
moment, he seemed inclined to get down on the floorboards of the taxicab in which they wereriding.

"l hopeyou ain't losin' your nerve on me," Ropes said in alow, sour voice.

"Your killing that third mate right under the noses of the police is enough to give anybody thejitters,”
Braski retorted nervoudly.

Ropes scowled. "Thistaxi driver might have ears, you know."

Both passengers now looked at the driver. The latter was avery swarthy fellow who wore acap, had a
lump in one cheek, and who smoked a strong-looking cigar. He seemed to be paying no attention to his
fares.

"Wed better take some precautions,” Ropes growled, and ordered their driver to stop.

A few moments later, a second cab went past and Ropes hailed it. The driver of this one wasbundled in
avery yelow raincoat, ingde the neck of which alarge towd was wrapped to absorb such rain water as
tried to run down his neck.

"Well change cabsjust in case that other hackie might remember where he picked us up,” Ropes
whispered. "Wherell we go now?"

"My office" Braski declared.
Ropes |ooked dubious. "But the cops may have that covered.”

"Well haveto take the chance," Braski said desperately. "There are recordsin my safe that must be
destroyed.”

"Stuff concerning old Hezemiah Law and the junk he brings from Spook Hole?* Ropes grinned.
"Not entirdly," Braski Sghed. "Y ou seg, thisis not the first thing | have done which was - off color."

Ropeslaughed. The fact that he had just killed aman seemed to affect him not at al. Thetaxi ran through
arain squal, and the driver drew histowd tighter around his neck.

Oliver Orman Braski's office proved to be in a skyscraper building down in the financid digtrict. The
marble corridors of the structure were peopled only by janitors and scrubwomen at this hour.

Braski and Ropes looked the place over thoroughly before they entered, or even left their cab. They



pretended to have made amistake in the address, and had the driver take them through the neighboring
sretswhile they sought an imaginary building.

Thiswas to make sure no police patrol carswere parked near by. They paid off their driver and entered
Braski's office building by aback door.

The scheming pair prided themsdlves that they had done an excellent job of thwarting pursuit. It might
have shocked more than their pride had they been able to watch their taxi driver. Thelatter droveto a
near-by street, stopped, and used atelephone in an all-night drug store.

Some minutes later, he was joined by the driver of thefirst cab which Braski and Ropes had taken. The
telephone cal had plainly summoned the latter.

The fellow rubbed brown grease paint off his features, spat out atremendouswad of gum, and discarded
his atrocious cigar. He got athin black cane off the cab floorboards. He had metamorphosed into Ham,

the dapper lawyer.

The other driver did various things with his gppearance and became the gaunt, bony Johnny. They
grinned at each other.

"Wegot abresk,” said Ham.

"An irrefutable gpothegm,” agreed big-worded Johnny.
Ham suggested, "Now well cal Doc.”

"Propitious thought,” said Johnny.

BRASKI and Ropes, blissfully unaware of the near-by happenings, proceeded past numerous
scrubwomen polishing brass, and surveyed the corridor outside of Braski's office carefully, after which
they entered, to breathe thanks when they found no one there.

With great haste, Braski began shuffling through persona papers which he drew from alarge safe. From
time to time he separated certain documents from the others and burned them in alarge smoking stand.
When the office became smoky he opened awindow.

Ropes, for his part, stood near the door, which had afrosted glass panel. He inspected the legend
thereon.

OLIVER ORMAN BRASKI
Foreign Sdes Agent

Ropes grinned at Braski. "Y our racket must have gotten plenty of graft, judging from the number of
papersyou are burning.”

"It isnot bad," Braski agreed. He had recovered some of his aplomb.

A moment later, Braski tossed a sheaf of papersto Ropes. The latter squinted at the designation typed
on thefront of thefile.

HEZEMLAH LAW

With great interest, Ropes turned to the first page. He studied the principal entry thereon.



Soldto LaTouls, Et Cie, Paris, $53,000.00

Heturned to the next page, dated only afew dayslater.
Sold to Carlo Bonhomme, Ltd., Antwerp, $71,500.00
"The name of the stuff ain't down here," he pointed ot.

Braski said dryly, "Old Hezemiah Law would have had a pup. Everything was secret. He didn't want any
oneto know what he had."

"Do you blame him?" Ropes chuckled.

"He wasn't afraid some one would take over Spook Hole, so much as he feared the market would go
down if news of what he had got out,” Braski explained.

"How soon are you gonna be through?' Ropes asked. " The cops may show up here any minute.”
"Soon," Braski said.

I'T was perhaps aminute later that the telephone rang. Brash and Ropes both started violently, then
exchanged uneasy glances.

"Don't answer it," Ropes advised.

Braski hestated. "Any one caling methistime of night has something important.” He picked up the
ingrument. "Hdlo. ... Yes, speaking.”

Helistened intently. His mouth became round.

"Yes, yes, of course," he gasped once. "1'd be delighted to help you. No, we will mention no names. |
can guesswho you are from what you say. Now, tell methis. ... Can you furnish any information about
Spook Hole? ... You can! Excdllent! Beright up!”

He cracked the receiver on the hook and dl but jumped up and down in his excitement.
"Who in blazeswas that?' Ropes demanded.

"Nancy Law!" Braski shouted. "She didn't give me her name, but | know it was her."
Ropes scowled. "She didn't giveyou her - *

"Oh, she must have been calling from a public telephone where she didn't want to say too much,”" Braski
retorted. " She was only a stenographer, you know. Probably lived in arooming house and didn't have a
telephone in her room.”

"Funny shed cal you," Ropes said suspicioudy.

"Not at dl," Braski told him. " She knows Captain Wapp and mysdf are enemies, and Wapp is certainly
no friend of hers. She undoubtedly wantsto throw in with me.”

"That'stough,” Ropes grinned.
"lan'tit?" Braski laughed. " She knows the location of Spook Hole.™
They hurried out.



THE address which the young woman had given over the tel ephone proved to be in the chegper east Sde
resdentid digtrict.

Braski and Ropes entered and eyed the names above the array of call buttons.
NANCY LAW

"] told you," chuckled Braski, and rested a thumb on the button.

Threeflights above, ahall door opened.

"Whoisit?' afemininevoice caled down.

"Oliver Orman Braski," said Ropess companion.

"Will you come up, please?' the young woman invited. "First door on your right.”

The two men mounted the stairway eagerly, noting by the pae light that the carpeting wasworn. A pae
red-shaded floor light glowed in the room behind ayoung woman who was holding adoor open. Only
her slhouette met their gaze.

"Comein," sheinvited. "Y ou made enough noise on the stairs.”

She closed the door behind them, then crossed to turn on abrighter light. At the click of the switch,
intense white luminance gushed.

Braski and Ropes started violently, then looked about as chagrined asthey could.
"l would advise you to be very careful,” said the young woman.
She was not Nancy Law. She was holding amachine-gun pistol which looked very businesdike.

Braski and Ropes glanced at the door. The young woman had not only locked it, but taken the key. They
stared at her.

Shewastdl and exquisitely beautiful. But what was more striking, she had awedlth of hair of acertain
remarkable bronze hue. She was entirely too calm for their ease of mind.

A closet door opened. Doc Savage came out. Monk, Ham and Johnny appeared from atiny
kitchenette.

"Good work, Pat," Doc Savage told the young woman.
Braski snarled at the girl. "Y ou framed me! Told me you were Nancy Law!"

"l did not," the young woman addressed as Pat retorted dryly. "1 might have led you to believe that, but
not once did | say outright that | was Nancy Law. Not that it matters.”

Ropes was scowling at Ham and Johnny. He began to look dightly ill.
"Y ou two mugs werethe taxi drivers" he croaked.

"Nice of you to take the first hacks that came aong, wasn't it?' Ham asked dryly. "Baly convenient for
us, | will say."

Doc Savage addressed the young woman. "Y our job isfinished, Pat."



Pet frowned at him. "Now look here! Y ou rang meinto this, and | stay. I'm dying for some excitement.”

"| asked you to help us smply because | cannot imitate awoman's voice with any great success,” Doc
told her. "Y ou promised faithfully to clear out after you did that. I'm holding you to that promise.”

Pat looked chagrined, said, "l just love this" sarcasticaly, and tapped high heels out of the room.

She was Petricia Savage, cousin of Doc Savage, and she operated one of the most sumptuous, efficient
and costly combination beauty parlors and gymnasiums for women in the metropolis, and she had much
of the bronze man'sliking for excitement. She had aided him on more than one occasion.

ROPES muttered uneasily, "Why not let the dame stick around?’

Monk scowled blackly and lumbered over, agiant, gpish figure. "So you've got ahunch what you'rein
for. You think wed go easier if there was awoman around?’

Ropes was not without brute courage. He moved both hands suddenly. One went for his taped length of
hawser. The other stabbed for the automatic with which he had killed the Harpoon's third mate.

Things happened with violent abruptness. Monk struck straight out with hisleft figt, hitting Ropes
between the eyes and blinding him with pain.

The next ingtant, the burly Ropes draped his midriff over Monk'sfurry right fist. Hewas hardly on the
floor before he was relieved of hiswegpons. Monk stepped on his chest and began to jounce up and
down.

"You're- mashing - me!" Ropes gurgled.

Doc Savage advanced warily and relieved Braski of asmall revolver. The black-haired man offered no
resistance, nor did he spesk.

Monk, still standing on Ropess chest, teetered up and down. The victim's ribs gave forth ominous
sounds.

Big-worded Johnny said, "Y ou will induce disseverance of hisvirescible anatomy."

"I'll induce more than that,” Monk growled, then roared at the man under hisfeet, "What isthis Spook
Hole?Y ou know that, even if you don't know whereitis"

Ropes gargled. Monk got off his chest so that he could talk. But Ropes only swore wrathfully.
Monk hopped back on his chest.
"Tdl uswhat's behind al of thid" he ordered savagely.

Doc stood in the background and watched. He knew that Monk was running a bluff, although a
somewhét rigorous one.

Ropes, thekiller, was not entitled to gentle handling, and if he could be terrorized into talking, that would
samplify matters. Furthermore, Monk was enjoying what he was now doing.

And if Ropes could not be frightened into speech, there were other expedients, for instance, a species of
truth serum, similar to that tried often by police, but more refined, which Doc himsdlf had developed, and
which worked sometimes, although on some occasionsit brought forth only adeliriousjumble of
satements, from which it was necessary to pick the truth largely by guesswork.



The room had atelephone. It rang. Doc scooped the instrument up.
Pat's voice, rapid, excited, said, "When | went out, | saw men acting suspicioudy outside. | think - "
"Wait!" Doc stopped her.

Heligtened. Daily, he took ascientific exercise calculated to sharpen his sense of hearing. He caught
sounds outside of the door.

"Youretoo late," hetold Pet. "But thanks."
Thelock dammed out of the door, propelled by abullet fired from the halway.

MONK was surprised into falling off Ropes. The latter tried to get up. Monk swung aterrific haymaker
from a gitting position and knocked Ropes fiffly sensdless.

Oliver Orman Braski jumped into acorner and got down on al fours, where random bullets were least
likely to find him. He was scared, puzzled, but retained hiswits.

The door came open. Men did not comein, but a shotgun muzzle did. It spouted noisily. Two revolvers
followed it.

"I'll be superamagamated,” said the bony Johnny. He casudly drew a machine-gun pistol from under his
armpit and turned it loose on the door. Itsroar rendered earsinsensible to al other sound for the
moment.

Then asmall object came through the door, hopped to the middle of the floor and made a popping noise.
It wastear gas. Doc retreated with the first smart of it in hiseyes.

"Fire escapel" he rapped. "We have no masks."

The window was stuck. Doc knocked the glass out with achair. Simultaneoudy, Ham extinguished the
lights. They clambered out on the fire escape.

In the courtyard below a gun flashed, and lead gnashed dust off the bricks beside them.
"Whoever it is has the back covered,” Monk growled. " Johnny, your noisemaker!"

Johnny wielded his machine-gun pistol. Apparently he hit no one, for he could not see atarget in the
night, but the gunman must have been scared off. He was not in the court when they siwung down the
fire-escape ladder.

Guns began to crash from the rooming house window. A bundle of flaming newspapers were tossed out,
making dangerous light before they were extinguished by thedow rain.

Doc and histhree aides found shelter in aback door entry. The exit from this was locked, stout. It
ressted their effortsto get through for more than aminute - the timeit took Johnny to find explosive
bullets which he substituted for the mercy dugsin hisrapid-firer. These ripped open the door.

Their passage through the house beyond was made exciting and hasty by an irate householder, who
turned loose liberdly with what sounded like an old-fashioned six-shooter.

Reaching the street, they found themselves on the opposite Side of the block from the rooming house.
They ran for the corner, rounded it, and sprinted.



They sighted the rooming house just in time to observe two large cars plunging in the opposite direction.
Doc's sedan wasin an dl-night garage two blocks distant. Their quarry was gone before they reached it.
"A finemess" Monk said disgustedly.

A moment later, Patricia Savage came dong, obvioudy searching for them.

"Arewe having fun," she said cheerfully. "I suppose, by now, you boys know what it'sal about.”
"Wedon't," Monk growled. "We don't even know who pulled that raid.”

"They got away while | wastrying to find acab to follow them," Pet said. "They had men in their waiting
cars, S0 | couldn't hide in the machines, or anything like that. But | recognized them from what you had
told me before.”

"Isit asecret?' Monk asked.
"The raiders were Captain Wapp and hismen," Pat advised.

AT about the time Pat made her statement, the identity of his captors was aso dawning upon Oliver
Orman Braski. He was just recovering from the effects of the tear gas sufficiently to see. He had not been
quite sure before. His captors had spoken little.

Braski looked at the squat, bulky Captain Wapp, then shut his streaming eyes asif he had just glimpsed a
horned devil.

"Greetings, vot," said Captain Wapp sourly. ™Y our neck, Aye should take in mine two hands and
break."

Braski wet hislips, said nothing. His entire face was soaked with the tears which the gas had brought.
Even hisintensely black goatee was a soggy mass, and from time to time dripped salty water.

On the floorboards of the car, Ropes stirred and groaned, just recovering from the knock-out blow
which Monk had administered.

Ropes's groan caused Braski to shiver.
Captain Wapp scowled at Ropes, then at Braski.
"Y ou two bane together," he growled. "Vot for?"

Braski felt digtinctly cold. Captain Wapp was known asaman of short temper, and violent when
aroused. If learning his trusted henchman Ropes was working hand in hand with Braski did not arouse
him, nothing would.

Braski held histongue.

Ropes groaned again. Then, for sometime, he was slent. He seemed till sensdless. But actudly hewas
doing what few men would have had the presence of mind to do - playing 'possum until he found out how
things stood. He succeeded. Then he did some thinking.

Findly, Ropes emitted an unusualy loud groan, put forth an exaggerated effort and managed to Sit up. He
pretended to see only Braski.



"Damnyou!" heydled. "Where are you taking me now?'

Then he glanced around and seemed profoundly surprised when he saw Captain Wapp.
"Gosh!" he exploded, pretending grest relief. " So you rescued me!™

"V ot monkeyshinesisthis?' Captain Wapp grunted.

"Why," said Ropes, "this crook Braski captured me. Yes, g, captain. He captured me and the third
mate. Wetried once to get away, and the third mate was killed in the fight and | was knocked senseless.
| just now woke up."

Braski sank back on the car cushions and mumbled with smulated anger. That wasto cover hisimmense
relief. Mentaly, he complimented himself on enlisting the aid of so clever an associate as Ropes.

"So Braski got you," Captain Wapp grunted, thoroughly deceived. " Spook Hole, he bane try to find,
no?'

"Right," Ropes agreed.

Captain Wapp glared a Braski. "Them other bummersin dot house, who they was?'
"Doc Savage," Braski sad.

Captain Wapp shut his eyes and grimaced asif he had tasted something very hitter.
"Aye not sure dot feller would work with bummerslikeyou,” he said.

"Hewasnt," Braski said promptly. "Doc Savage raided my place and made me prisoner while | was
preparing to question Ropes, here, when he regained consciousness. Y ou showed up in the nick of time
to saveme. | am grateful for that."

"Keep der change," said Captain Wapp.

The carsrolled through the rain and the darkness.

I'T was Ropes's agile mind which spawned the next suggestion of importance.
"Look," Ropessaid. "Spook Holeisrich enough for al of us, ain't it?"
"Braski not sure," said Captain Wapp.

"I know." Ropes passed over that. "With this Doc Savage fiddling around, ain't none of us gonna get
nothing if we don't watch out.”

"That'safact," Braski declared.
He had gotten an inkling of what Ropes was approaching.
Ropes waited some moments before springing his big suggestion.

"Let'sal kindalet bygones be bygones," he said dowly. "Pitch in together. Maybe we can arrange a
different split. But welll need al we've got to get rid of this Savage.”

Captain Wapp did not favor that much. But Ropes was agood talker. He pointed out that Doc Savage
was noted the world over as aNemesisto evildoers, a species of superman who seldom failed. Hewas



deftly throwing ascare. He got Captain Wapp worried. Then he clinched his argument.

"All right,” Captain Wapp agreed findly. "But Aye watch Braski. One funny move he bane make, and
Aye take with mine hands his neck and make with it aloud crack."

"I'm shooting square from now on," Braski promised fervently.

But alittle later, Braski got Ropes aside and queried. "The old arrangement between us till goes, eh?
We get Doc Savage. Then wefind out where Spook Hole is, and we get rid of Captain Wapp?”

"0O. K., by me," Ropes agreed.

"Swdl," said Braski. "I'll give you better than athird of thetake. I'll makeit ahalf."

Ropes, off by himsdf abit later, muttered over that |ast bit of generosity.

"A haf!" hegrowled. "And mewith abrain likemine"

"Vot say?" asked Captain Wapp, who had seen the lip movement.

"l wastryin' to tell myself some way we can dispose of Doc Savage,” Ropes lied.

"Goot," said Wapp. "Aye bane hope you tell to yourself one goot scheme. Then tell her to me.”
Ropes nodded, then continued talking to himsdlf, thistime without moving hislips.

"Half!" he sneered. "And mewith my brains. I'll have the whole works - once we get this Doc Savage. |
wonder where the heck that bronze guy isnow?"

Chapter VI. THE ONE-ARMED ENIGMA

DOC SAVAGE was saying, "We will go to headquarters, get dry clothing, and work out some kind of a
plan.

"And get my pet hog, Habeas," Monk added.

"Ugh!" Ham shuddered, as he aways did when Habeas was mentioned.
"What about calling Long Tom?' Monk asked.

"Commendable advocation,” said big-worded Johnny.

Doc did not reply.

"Long Tom" was Mg or Thomas J. Roberts, eectrica wizard extraordinary, and another of Doc
Savage's aides. Long Tom had not yet appeared for the smple reason that he had been ddlivering, that
night, an informative lecture to a Congressona committee in Washington.

The committee was one interested in the eradication of insectsinjuriousto farm crops, and Long Tom
believed he had perfected adevice, utilizing ultra-short ectro-sonic waves, which would kill insects
without harming other living organiams.

"Long Tom isdue back in New Y ork about thistime," Monk continued.

Doc till did not speak, and Monk, after waiting patiently for some comment, sighed and said, "Well,
Renny isgoing to missthis. HEll hate that.”



"Renny" was Colone John Renwick, famous civil engineer, at present engaged in arailway building
project in aremote Asian province. He was the fifth member of Doc's group.

Doc Savage stopped the sedan, and glanced at Pat. The bronze-haired young woman looked out. Then
she made abdlligerent jaw.

"Going to get rid of me after al?' she snapped.

She had discovered that they werein front of the beauty establishment which she operated. She frowned
at the daborately modernistic front of the place asif it were the last thing she had wanted to see.

There was some argument. There was always argument when any onetried to get Pat away from some
excitement. But her present verbal tilt with Doc Savage terminated as they usudly did. Shelogt, and they
unloaded her.

DOC SAVAGE did not drive directly to his headquarters, but went first to the sumptuous bachelor
quarterswhich Ham maintained in an exclusive club. Ham wanted to select fresh raiment from the
astounding array of suitswhich he maintained. Then they drove to the headquarters structure.

Many persons knew that Doc Savage had some type of establishment on the eighty-sixth floor of what
was certainly the most impressive skyscraper in the metropolis.

Not so many knew, however, that the place held alaboratory which for completeness and modernity
could berivaled by only one other, thislatter aso the property of Doc Savage, but located in some
remote corner of the globe which he called his"Fortress of Solitude,”" the whereabouts of which none but
himsdlf, not even hisfive aides, knew.

To this"Fortress of Solitude," Doc Savage retired at long intervalsfor study and experimentation, and on
such occasions even his aides did not know where he was or how to reach him.

Asfor the New Y ork skyscraper aérie, it so held alibrary of scientific volumes, acollection of tomesas
nearly up-to-date asit could possibly be kept. The outer door bore the smple designation, in small
bronze letters:

Clark Savage, Jr.

The door had no keyhole, knob, or other evidence of alock. It was secured by a device actuated by a
smdll radioactive token. These tokens were carried by Doc and his aides, and by Pat Savage, but by no
onedse.

They had but merely to gpproach the door, and the tokens reacted on adevice Smilar to an ordinary
€l ectroscope, this gpparatus opening the door mechanically.

The door opened, and Doc entered. He stopped and frowned at the occupant of the outer reception
room.

"But wejust got rid of you," he said dryly.
Pat Savage wrinkled an attractive nose a him. "I'min on this, now."
"You arenot,” Doc told her. "We settled that.”

"You'resunk," Pat retorted. "Y ou have no ideawhat thisisal about. Y ou have no cluesto goon. You
don't even know what Spook Holeis. You're sunk.”



"Well start svimming again, directly,” Doc told her.

"I have alife preserver,” Pat said archly.

"Yes?' Doc studied her. "What isit?'

"Am | in on thisexcitement or not?" demanded Pat.

"Y ou wouldn't hold information out on us," Doc queried.

"Wouldn't I!" Pat laughed sarcasticdly. "For ten cents, athin dime, 1'd take my life preserver and jump
into thisand try to clean it up mysdlf. It sounds very interesting, with whaling ships, mysterious one-armed
men who aren't one-armed, Spook Holes and something worth alot of money, and what not.”

Doc did not comment on that. He knew Pet. Possibly she was not bluffing. She was capable of starting
her own campaign. The bronze man let out along breath. In the find andys's, Pat was handy to have
around.

"Yourewith us" he consented. "But I'll remember this coercion.”

"Swell!" Pat opened the library door. "May | present my life preserver.”

Nancy Law came out of thelibrary.

" She showed up a my beauty sdlon," Pat explained. " She was hunting you."

MONK, who had heard the whole exchange, grinned at Pat, and said, "Feminine guile, | callsit.”

Nancy Law, for her part, was staring at Monk and Ham asif they were apparitions. Surprise detracted
no whit from her unusua, blended beauty. More gtriking than ever was the combination of aureate honey
tint of her skinand hair.

"Y ou two were Doc Savage's men!™ she gasped. "Why, back at the whaling ship, | thought you were
working with Braski."

Monk jerked a contemptuous thumb at Ham. "That was alie this shyster thought up. He ain't got any
sense. Providing for hiswife and thirteen children has made him haf-witted.”

"That'salie" Ham sngpped indignantly. "All hesaid was alie”

It was not thefirst time Monk had told an attractive young woman that Ham had the wife and offspring of
unlucky numbers. Monk did that regularly. The fact that it was absolutely untrue, that Ham had never
been married, seemed to concern Monk not at all.

"Y ou mistake of nature!" Ham grated at Monk.
Doc Savage interrupted the beginning of aquarrel that might have continued for hours.

"Just how much do you know about this mystery?' he asked Nancy Law. "First, who is Hezemiah
Law?'

"My only living rdaive," Nancy Law said promptly. "Anuncle."
"Y ou were seeking me for what reason?’ Doc queried.

"I've heard about you," the girl replied. Y ou help people who arein trouble. | seemto bein trouble.”



THE others gathered around, grestly interested in what Nancy Law had to reved. Pat, however,
remained in the background, and the expression on her features was the one commonly associated with
Cheshire cats.

Doc asked Nancy Law, "Whereis Spook Hole?'

"I don't know," said Nancy Law.

"What isit?" Doc queried.

"I don't know," replied Nancy Law.

"What isthis mysterious thing that Braski, Captain Wapp and the others are after?
"l don't know."

"Exacerbative sciolist in cognoscence,” said Johnny.

"Eh?' Nancy Law eyed him. "Come again with that."

"He wants to know what you do know," Doc offered.

"Practicaly nothing,” said Nancy Law. "l am - was - a stenographer. Probably 1've had my pay stopped
by now. A week ago, Captain Wapp came to my rooming house, pointed agun a me, made me stick
my facein atowel soaked with something that put me to deep. | woke up on the whaling ship. I've been
there since”

Doc questioned, "No ideawhy you were seized?'

"Oh, yes." She nodded vehemently. "That was to keep this man named Braski from getting in touch with
rrell

"How long since you have seen your uncle, Hezemiah Law?' Doc queried.
"Months," saidthe girl.

"What was his professon?’

"Ichthyology,” the girl answered.

Monk glanced at Johnny. "Make little words out of that one," he requested.
"The man studied fishes," said Johnny.

"He was an expert on them." Nancy Law shook her head dubioudy. "He must have made some money
out of it, but I don't see how."

Doc demanded, "What makes you think that?"

"The last time Hezemiah came to see me, about seven months ago, he had aforeign car so long it could
barely turn the corners,” explained Nancy Law. "Moreover, he had a chauffeur and aflunky to open
doors, both of them about seven feet tall with Indian faces and admirals uniforms. He gave mefive
thousand dollars. He said the Indians were Patagonians.”

She hesitated, studied Doc Savage, then took a bregth.



"| thought he was crazy," she said. "'l put the money in abank. | am afraid something has happened to
Uncle Hezemiah, or is about to happen. I'll pay you part of that five thousand, or dl of it, to look into
this"

Doc Savage shook his head dightly.

Nancy Law gasped, "Y ou mean youwon't help - "

"Doc never takesmoney for his services," Monk interposed. "That's what he meant.”

Nancy Law looked at the giant bronze man. "Y ou're aqueer guy."

"Y ou haven't sarted to find out the queer things about him," Pat told her dryly.

A sudden, arresting whining sound filled the room.

WHEN the sound first came, Nancy Law started violently. It was nerve wracking, that note.
"What isit?" she demanded.

"Prowler darm,” Monk told her.

Doc Savage went to an gpparently solid section of the paneled wall, did something to what seemed only
awhorl inthewood, and alarge cabinet opened.

This held the high-frequency buzzer which was making the noise, and numerousindicators, not unlike
those used in large residences to show whether the front or back doorbell isringing. Oneindicator was
tripped. It bore alabdl.

Fire Escape Shaft

Doc, dl of hisaides, started for the doorway together.
"Watch the Law girl!" Doctold Pat.

"Aw," Pat said disgustedly, and turned back.

The skyscraper, in common with such structures, did not have an outside fire escape, but obtained the
same effect by employing an enclosed shaft, fireproof, lined with steps.

Doc Savage wasfar in the lead of the others asthey reached the shaft. Once inside, he whipped glances
about and roved the beam of aflashlight. The place was white, immacul ate.

The only thing unusua which hislight picked up was atwisted pair of insulated copper wires. Theseled
from above to some spot below.

Monk lunged up the stairswith ungainly speed. Aningant later he was back. He covered ground with
remarkable facility for such aclumsy-looking fellow.

"Wiresrun to asmal parabolic microphone which some one put on the window sill outside of our
reception room window," he barked.

"Eavesdropper!" Ham clipped.
They lunged down the fire escape Stairway, seeking the spot to which the wiresled.



"The guy, whoever heis, must have come up to look over the wire connections,” Monk roared. "That set
off our burglar darm.”

Thetwisted pair of wires could hardly have been said to be ingtalled - they were merely draped down the
stairway, secured here and there with abit of black dectrician'stape. They led out of the shaft and into
the open door of acloset which held eectric floor scrubbers and other cleaning parapherndia.

There was no onein thelittle cubby-hole.

MONK eyed avery modern amplifier and headset which the eavesdropper had, in hishaste, left in the
place. This apparatus served the same purpose as the old style dictograph, but was more sengitive.

"The bird heard us when the darm went off," Monk said disgustedly. "He blew."

The find had taken only flash parts of seconds. Doc Savage seemed scarcely to interrupt his swift
movement. He continued on and up the stairway.

When this extremely modern skyscraper had been erected, not many years before, Doc Savage had
taken acongderable part inits design. Asamatter of fact, the architectural drawings had been prepared
by his colleague, Renny.

Numerous provisons for Doc Savage's specia needs had been made, including aspecia eevator which
operated at aspeed that the building ingpectors would have considered suicidal.

Doc and his aides entered the lift. So sudden was its drop when the control lever was thrown that they
seemed to stand in thin air and fall for some sixty stories, after which the braking effect pulled two of the
men, Ham and Johnny, to their hands and knees.

The lobby door of the elevator was a pand which, for convenience, and to prevent casua patrons of the
building from trying to use it, presented the aspect of amerewal pandl.

Elevator operators were still on duty at this hour, since there was a night club on one of the upper floors.
They recognized the bronze man and showed some excitement.

"Did any onejust come down in ahurry?' Doc demanded.
"That way," said an operator, and pointed.
The bronze man flashed outside. To the right, he saw hisquarry.

There was no mistake. The man was amost under astreet light, just getting into a parked coupé. He was
lean and had a wegthered face. He wore colored glasses and his raincoat collar was turned up, making
identification of hisfestures amost impossible. But one characterigtic was plain.

The man seemed to have only onearm.

A TAXICAB was cruising across the street, bound in adirection opposite that in which the one-armed
man's roadster was headed. Doc lunged for the hack.

The one-armed man dived into his roadster. The engine was running aready, judging from the abruptness
of the take-off. The car took thefirst corner on two wheels, disappeared.

If the one-armed man's escape motions clicked perfectly, Doc Savage's efforts to commandeer the
taxicab did not. The driver of the hack must have been avery suspicious soul indeed.



He saw Doc racing across the street, Monk, Ham and Johnny charging wildly at his hedls. Possbly
Monk's apish appearance frightened the driver.

Thefdlow knocked his hack out of gear, yanked on the emergency brake, and let the stopping swing of
his hack pitch him through the door. He lit running.

"Hey, you!" Monk roared.

If it was possible, the driver ran faster.

"Blast him!" Monk snorted. "Well, well borrow his hack."

They plunged into the machine confidently. Doc started a hand for the switch, stopped it.
"Driver took thekey," hesaid quietly.

"Wire around the switch!" Monk exploded.

Doc whipped out of the cab. "Take too long. That type of switch locks the transmission aswell.”

They spent two full minutesin avain search for another cab. Then Doc turned back toward the
skyscraper.

"No use," he advised. "That fellow got away."

Back in the reception room, the bronze man asked Nancy Law aquestion.

"Do you know anything about a mysterious one-armed man, who redlly hastwo arms?'
"Eh?' The young woman looked puzzled. "I don't get this"

"He wears one arm strapped to his side, probably for purposes of disguise," Doc explained.
She shook her heed. "I never saw him. | never heard of him."

Monk said, "l guessthe only thing for usto do is start snooping around that Harpoon ship again.”
Chapter VII. THE PATAGONIA CABLE

MONK'S suggestion concerning the whaling ship Harpoon was an obvious one, so obviousthat the
possibility had occurred to Captain Wapp. That worthy was taking measures.

Captain Wapp sat in his cabin, played with hisknife which was aso apistal, and from time to time gave
his rope belt a hitch. He wore an intent expresson.

Successvely, men entered the cabin. Sharp questions were put to them. Frequently, Captain Wapp or
Oliver Orman Braski stepped out to the pier head telephone to make acdl. These calls, in amanner,
were to check the credentids of the men being interviewed.

The men passing through Captain Wapp's cabin had hard faces and hard manners. Some of them were
segfarers. Others did not know a scupper from abinnacle. But they dl had one quaity in common. They
were hard and had no scruples.

Oliver Orman Braski and Captain Wapp had certain connections with the underworld, and they were
recruiting fresh blood to their cause.



To each prospective addition to the gang, Captain Wapp made one statement. "We are going up against
Doc Savage."

Two out of every three of the prospects walked out of the cabin at that news, and left the Harpoon in
great haste.

" Savage bane have big rep'," Captain Wapp said dryly.

"Y ou can't blamethosefdlowsfor playing it safe,” Braski mumbled. "They're only getting fifty dollarsa
day."

Not al of the recruits professed fear of the bronze man. A certain gentleman named smply, so he sad,
Sass, was atypical sample. He was asked hisfull name.

"Sass," he growled. "Y ou want something to call me. Make it Sass. To hdl with therest. | heard you
were payin' fifty aday for guns.

"Who banetell you dot?" asked Captain Wapp.

Sass gave the names and tel ephone numbers of two men on the current list of public enemies, and Braski
went out to check by telephone.

"Y ou bane shoot a man, ever?' Captain Wapp asked.

"Hell of aquestion,” Sass snorted. "I'm here, ain't 1?1 said | wasn't scared of Doc Savage, didn't 1?Doll
get on, or don't |7

Hewas most uninviting to look at, this Sass. He did not have the height of an ordinary man, nor did he
seem to have the muscular development of even aniinvaid.

His skin was ydlowish, and histhin hair was entirely missing from a patch or two on hishead, asif he
wereavictim of the mange. Two incredibly large and yellow gold teeth did not help hisevil grin.

From timeto time, he dipped ahand into a pocket and brought out dark brown flakes of something,
which he popped into his mouth.

CAPTAIN Wapp surveyed the other's puny physique with some doulbt.
"Don't think you could stand the gaff," he said. "We need men."

"Yeah?' Sass moved suddenly, and before Captain Wapp knew what was happening, he was yanked
out of hischair, relieved of hisgun knife, and dammed flat on the cabin floor.

Agony lashed through his frame as Sass tweaked muscles and yanked variousjoints. Captain Wapp was
entirdy helpless.

Then Sass stepped back and asked, “"What do you think now?"
Captain Wapp got dowly to hisfeet, and said, "Dot wasn't so bad.”

Then he drove out afist which caught Sass squarely between the eyes. Sassdl but went head over hedls,
and hit the floor heavily. He lay there, dazed.

"Vot you say how?" Captain Wapp asked sourly.



Oliver Orman Braski camein.

"Thisman checks O. K.," hesaid. "He was aflyweight wrestler until he killed aman in amatch and got
sent to the penitentiary.”

Captain Wapp eyed Sass. "Still want der job?"
"O. K. by me" Sasssaid from thefloor.

He reached into his pocket, drew out some of the brown flakes, and flipped them insde his mouth. His
face convulsed from pain as he started to chew, but he went through with it. He even added afresh
supply of the brown stuff.

Captain Wapp indicated the brown material and asked, "Vot it is?'
"Sassafras bark,” said Sass. "l likeit. That'swhy they call me Sass”

"Git out," directed Captain Wapp. "And one more time you lay ahand on me, and your neck Aye bane
wring."

"Aye, Aye, dr," said Sass, with an exaggerated sdute. He went out Snging:
"I'masailor, by heckety-heck,

I'll swab yer bloomin' deck,

I'll climb yer blasted mast.

But show me, it might be best,

Which isthe blasted mast,

And which isthe bloomin' deck."

"Probably bane goot man,” said Captain Wapp.

They called in the next prospect.

CAPTAIN WAPP and Oliver Orman Braski were not donein their preparations for strife. Monk, in
Doc Savage's skyscraper establishment, was assembling his portable chemica |aboratory, athing unique
initstype, containing ingredients from which the homely chemist could concoct an amazing variety of
Surprises.

In odd moments, Monk was devoting attention to pretty Nancy Law. He had an eye for attractive young
women, did Monk. He had also perfected atechnique. Thisrevolved around his pet pig, Habeas
Corpus.

Like Monk, Habeas was about as homely as he could be. He had legs of amazing length and ears of
fantagtic Sze. In comparison with these parts, the rest of his anatomy was negligible.

Internally, he had aremarkable brain; and Habeas had been trained long and carefully by Monk. He
knew innumerabletricks, including a specid assortment Monk had taught him for getting the attention of
attractive young women.

Habeas would walk up to the young lady, stop, sit down, extend his huge ears and look intrigued.



"Oh, my," hewould say. "'l wish Santa Clauswould |eave something like you in my stocking.”
It would not be Habeas speaking, of course, but it would sound so, for Monk was a skilled ventriloquist.

That usudly broketheice, and put Monk on theinside, invariably to the disgust of Ham, who was
undeniably handsome, aremarkable dresser, and not without amorous leanings.

Monk and Habesas had just put on their act, and were progressing amazingly with Nancy Law. Ham tried
to interrupt.

"Pardon me," he addressed Monk ironicaly. "But could you tell me where Doc went?!

"Away," Monk said airily. "Hence and maybe yon. He didn't tell me which, and that was sometime ago.
Can | beof further service, little Lord Fauntleroy?'

"Y ou hairy baboon!" Ham gritted.

"Shyster!" Monk howled.

"I'll cut you open and stuff that hog in you!" Ham yelled.

"Try it!" Monk bawled. "I'll tie knotsin your windpipe!"

"Oh, goodness!" Nancy Law glanced anxioudy at Pet.

"L et 'em eat each other,” Pat advised. "They've been & it for years."

Doc Savage camein, sad, "At it again, eh?" without either humor or censure, and seated himself a the
largeinlaid table which wasthe principd article of furniturein the reception room.

"Have you accomplished anything?' Ham asked.

Doc shrugged. "Too early to tell." He nodded at Nancy Law. "I have something | want you to do.”
She came over eagerly. "Of course.”

"Have you any way of getting in touch with your uncle, Hezemiah Law?' the bronze man asked.

Nancy Law, after hesitating, nodded. "Wdll, yes. Hetold methat if | ever needed him, | wasto send him
acableto Blanca Garde."

"Where's Blanca Garde?' Monk asked.

"Patagonia,” the girl replied.

Ham told Monk nadtily, "Patagoniais on the south end of South America.”

"l know whereit is" Monk retorted. "I been there. But | never heard of Blanca Garde."

"It isnot much of atown,” Nancy Law interposed. "'l looked it up on the map. It must be the jumping-off
place for nowhere."

THERE was an dl-night cable office adjacent to the skyscraper and they al went down while Nancy
Law filed the cablegram which Doc Savage dictated.

"Just Blanca Gardeis all the address he gave me," Nancy Law explained.



"Probably has arrangementstherefor ddivery,” Doc said. The bronze man seemed thoughtful, asif
something had just occurred to him. It would have taken a close observer to note this. Doc rarely
showed his thoughts, then only to amicroscopic degree.

Thefiled message read:
HEZEMIAH LAW
BLANCA GARDE SA

AM BEING MOLESTED BY MEN NAMED CAPTAIN WAPP AND OLIVER ORMAN BRASKI
STOP SURE THEY ARE PLOTTING AGAINST YOU STOPWHAT ISIT ALL ABOUT AND
CAN YOU HELPME

NANCY
"'Being molested' isamild way of putting it,” Monk said dryly.
"Why didn't you want meto say you were interested?' Nancy Law asked Doc Savage.

"Thereis something mysterious about the whole affair,” Doc told her. "Hezemiah Law might not divulge
information which he thought would get to me. Y ou don't mind, do you?'

Nancy Law hesitated, then said "Not at all.”

They left the cable office. The night was dtill very dark. 1t had stopped raining, but therewasadull fog in
theair.

Possibly the fog accounted for Doc Savage failing to glimpse aman watching them with binoculars from
an office window in the same block. It would amost have taken foreknowledge of the man's position to
see him, anyway. He was very careful about his concea ment.

Doc and his party returned to the eighty-sixth floor establishment. Doc entered the [aboratory. Part of the
unusua equipment there was aradio transmitter of great range and power.

He seated himsdlf before itsinnumerable switches and dids and began caling one of the large South
American relay gations.

"Huh?' Monk gulped. "What'sthe idea?'

"It was better to send the cablegram through the usua channdls,” Doc said. "It saved some argument,
athough | might have gotten it through personaly. Too, | was not sure| could secure information this

way."
"What are you trying to do?' Monk wanted to know.

"Find out if Hezemiah Law isin BlancaGarde," Doc replied. "And if heisnat, it might help to know how
soon our cablegram can be delivered to him.”

THE bronze man then spent fully half an hour in radiotel egraphic and telgphonic communication with the
South American relay gtations. Some of the more distant work was conducted with the headphones, so
that the others did not hear what was being received. All of Doc's aides were expert radiotelegraph
operators.

Doc put down the headphonesfinaly.



"Wdl?' Monk queried eagerly.
"Strange," Doc said.
"What is?'

"The method by which the Blanca Garde cable sation isto ddiver any messagesto Hezemiah Law," said
the bronze man.

"Yeah?' Monk waited, mouth open.

"The messages are smply to be rebroadcast by radio telephone at six o'clock each morning from Blanca
Garde," Doc explained. "In other words, Hezemiah Law isafigure of mystery in Blanca Garde. He
appears there frequently, alwaysin an airplane. No one knows where he comes from, or where he goes
to. The spot may be anywhere within five hundred miles of Blanca Garde. That isthe range of theloca
radiophone transmitter.”

"Anybody down there know anything about Spook Hole?' Monk asked.
"Noone" Doc replied. "Spook Holeis still apuzzle.”

"So Hezemiah Law gets hismessages at Six o'clock.” Monk went to the window and stared out. "It's not
far from that now. Sun is beginning to show."

MONK'S sguat figure bulked large in the window. The man with the binocularsin the office window far
bel ow managed to make it out, although the angle was very steep. He scowled and stowed the
binocularsin apocket.

"Reckon | might aswedll be doing things" he grunted.

The office was dark, empty of furniture, and the door lock had obvioudy been broken open. Not until
the man ventured out on the dim street was hisidentity discernible.

Hewore adisguise of sorts, atan waterproof topcoat, atrick mustache which stuck to hislip with
adhesive, and a soft hat with the brim snapped low.

The disguise would hardly have fooled any one who knew him and gave him asecond glance. It was
Ropes, he of the hawser weapon.

Ropes used more than his average amount of caution as he eased out into the street, sought adrug store
which was open at this unearthly hour, and made acall. He got Captain Wapp on the wire.

"They went into a cable office and the girl sent amessage,”" Ropes explained.
"Y ou bane get copy of it," Wapp directed.
"Sure, | just walk in and the telegraph people will giveit to me," Ropesgrowled. "They will, like helI!"

Captain Wapp thought that over. Then, speaking the singing tones peculiar to his accent, he began
explaining aplan. It involved the aid of the girl friend of one of hismen.

It was agood plan, so much better than anything that Ropes had been able to think up, that Ropes
terminated the conversation with considerable new respect for bulky Captain Wapp.

The upshot of the scheme was that the telephone rang in the cable office sometime later. The clerk



answered it and heard a businesdike feminine voice spesking.

"Thisis Nancy Law, the young woman who just filed a cablegram there," said the voice. "I either forgot
to keep acopy of the message, or | lost it somewhere. Will you please arrange to have a copy made for
rrell

The clerk had no way of knowing thiswas the voice of awoman enlisted for the moment by Captain
Wapp. Cable attendants are ordinarily very careful about showing copies of telegramsfiled with them,
but this seemed entirely aboveboard.

"I will makeacopy,” said theclerk. "Shall | send it up to Doc Savage's office? | noticed you were with
Doc Savage when you filed the message.”

"Makethe copy," requested the feminine voice. "I will send aman down for it, aman with amustache
and wearing ayellow waterproof topcoat.”

A FEW minutes |ater, Ropes walked in and got acopy of Nancy Law's cablegram. He took it to
Captain Wapp. Braski and Wapp held adiscussion.

"Der milk bane spilled!" Captain Wapp groaned.
"No chance of taking old Hezemiah Law by surprise now," Braski wailed.
"It'sahdl of anote" Ropes contributed.

They talked pro and con. Braski and Wapp talked, rather, while Ropes sat back and considered.
Ropes's brain hatched a scheme.

"l got anidea," hesaid.

"Maybe we had better call the men in while we make plans,” Braski suggested. "Things might go
smoother.”

"Not much," Ropes snorted. "We don't know yet just how straight these new guys are gonna shoot.
There's one wise guy been giving everybody alot of lip. He'sthe one that calls himself Sass.”

Captain Wapp fdt of the spots where Sass had taken hold of him. The spots still ached. He growled,
"Yah"

Ropes beckoned them together and began to talk.
"WEell keep an eye on thisDoc Savage,” he commenced.

Chapter VIII. NEWSFROM PATAGONIA

I'T was nearly noon. Doc Savage was missing again. It worried Monk to the point where he was even
neglecting to cultivate pretty Nancy Law. The homely chemist took turns about the skyscraper
laboratory, weaving among stands holding intricate scientific gpparatus.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, trailed Monk around, keeping not more than six inches from Monk's hedls.
Occasionally, Habeas grunted. Habeas knew when Monk was perturbed.

"Thisisthe second time Doc has ducked out without tellin anybody what he was up to,” Monk
complained.



Ham was taking advantage of Monk's neglect of Nancy Law to advance his own cause. He looked up
from this agreeable occupation.

"Maybe Docishunting Long Tom," he suggested.

Monk shook his head doubtfully. A bit earlier, he had telephoned Long Tom's quarters - amiserly room
off agloomy basement |aboratory where Long Tom conducted his experiments; an extremely lowly
environment, considering that Long Tom was probably severd timesamillionairein hisown right.

There had been no answer from the el ectrica wizard who was avaued member of Doc's group.
"I'll try to phone Long Tom again,” Monk said.

But before he had time to do this, Doc Savage appeared. The giant bronze man was immeacul ate and
fresh, showing no traces of the previous night's violent activity.

"Wherés Long Tom?' Monk demanded. "Have you seen him?"
"I have not seen him," Doc replied.
Monk groaned, "I hope nothin's happened to him. What've you been doing?'

Instead of answering that, Doc Savage went into the library, sought an open space among the shelves of
books which he commonly used for the purpose, and opened a case of rather unusual devices. He began
taking hisexercises.

This exercise routine was one the bronze man took each twenty-four hours, without fail. He had been
taking them since childhood, and each day, they ran gpproximately two hours.

The routine was scientific, intense, and accounted for the bronze man's unusua development of muscles
and senses. There were contrivances, highly scientific in nature, calculated to develop ears, eyes,
olfactory organs, even the sense of touch.

Monk watched Doc go into the routine. The homely chemist had seen it many scores of times, and it
invariably made him perspire. Personadly, Monk never took any exercises, depending on the rigorouslife
which heled to keep himin trim, which it did quite effectively.

"What've you been doing, Doc?"' he asked again.

"Learning things," Doc told him.

"Yeah?' Monk looked interested. "What?"

"The Harpoon crowd has us covered,” Doc advised.

"What do you mean?"

"Telephone wirestapped,” Doc replied. "Men watching the entrances and exits of thisbuilding.”

"The vipers" Monk grinned wryly, and scratched his nubbin of ahead. "Good thing | didn't get Long
Tom on thewire and thus tip that Harpoon crowd off to where he was. But | do wish that eectrical
buzzsaw would show up." He paused, frowned. "What are we gonna do about them guys covering us
downgairs?'

"Wewill let them done for two hours or so, until they begin to fed they are undiscovered and quite



clever," Doc sad. "Taking them will then be moresmple.”

The bronze man went on with his exercises. He was now listening intently to a device which was not
making any soundsthat Monk could catch, but which was evidently putting out some which Doc could
hear.

Monk knew the apparatus was one which emanated sound waves above and below the so-called
audible spectrum. By practicing with it for years, Doc Savage had devel oped his ear mechanismto a
remarkable degree.

The telephone rang. Doc Savage whipped to the instrument. The voice which came out of the receiver
was drably businesdike, but utterly mechanica.

"We have acable for Nancy Law," said the voice. "May we speak to her?”
DOC SAVAGE showed no visble excitement as he asked, "Who is caling, please?"

"The South American Cables Corporation,” replied the emotionless voice. It was just such atone and
delivery as might have come from reading thousands of messages over atelephone.

Doc let amoment lgpse, to give the impression that he might be consulting with Nancy Law.
"Miss Law will send aman down for the message,” he said.
"The same man who came for the copy of the one she sent?" the voice asked.

For the briefest of moments, Doc Savage's strange trilling sound, the vague, unconscious note which was
his characteristic reaction to mental stress, saturated the vicinity of the telephone.

"What was that? he asked. "What other man?"’

"Miss Law sent aman after acopy of the cable which shefiled earlier,” the voice explained.
"Describe the man,” Doc requested.

The emotionless voice rattled off afair enough description of the burly Ropes.

"Thank you," Doc Savage said. "And hold the cablegram which you now have for Nancy Law. Do not
read it to any one over the telephone. | shall be down after it."

The bronze man pronged the receiver.

"They were clever enough to get acopy of the message we sent to Hezemiah Law," hetold Nancy Law.
"And an answer seems to have come from Hezemiah Law. | am going down &fter it. Therest of you Stay
here”

Monk promptly looked worried.

"They'll lay for you, Doc," he predicted. "Y ou said they had the wire tapped. They'll have heard you say
you were coming down after the message.”

Doc Savage seemed not to have heard, athough Monk knew very well that he had.

THE bronze man now |eft the eighty-sixth floor headquarters, but by a somewhat unusua route. He went
into the laboratory room and gpproached aglass affair somewhat resembling an enormous goldfish



bowl.

Thisheld anumber of extremely voracious-looking fish, finny specimens, severd of which seemed
composed mostly of teeth. There was a Sgn on the aguarium.

THESE FISH ARE POISONOUS
SPECIES. KEEP AWAY!

A peculiar thing about the bowl wasthat it gppeared to be built up from the composition floor, the floor
forming part of the bottom. Any one hunting a secret exit from the laboratory would not have given the
thing a second glance.

Doc Savage touched avave. Water level in the fish tank sank some six inches. Doc vaulted atop therim
and lifted aglass cover over acircular glass tube more than three feet in diameter which extended up in
the middle, and dueto the carefully designed optical illuson which had entered its construction, was
amost impossible to detect when the tank wasfull.

Doc passed down the tube and into ameta shaft which had aladder. The holein the floor of thefish
globe was concealed by amethod known to most magicians, and involving the clever placing of mirrors.

The shaft gave admission to atiny eevator, hardly accommodating more than one man. Thissank
soundlessly for many stories, stopping findly deep underground. Doc stepped into anarrow tunnel. He
followed this somefifty yards.

Some moments later, an individua in greasy overdls and bent over from the weight of agrimy tool case,
stepped from atool locker in anear-by subway station. In appearance, he differed little from workmen
commonly seen in subways, except that hewas very large physically.

It would have taken a close observer to discover that the workman was Doc Savage.

STILL carrying hisbox of tools, Doc Savage mounted to the street, coming out only ablock from the
gigantic building which housed his headquarters. He stood on a corner, ostensibly waiting for asireet car.
Hisflake-gold eyesroved dertly.

Therain had turned to fine, shotty snow, and it was cold. Rain of the night before was freezing in the
gutters, and the hard snow particles hit the metal tool box which Doc carried, making distinct sounds,
tinny and metdlic.

The bronze man changed his position, asif impatient, and walked to the other end of the block. Thiswas
S0 that he could survey the vicinity more thoroughly.

He saw no sign of men from the Harpoon. He showed no visible concern, but thiswas not what he had
expected.

A few minutes|later, Doc Savage, il the personification of asubway workman of somewhat sullen mien,
waked into the cable office and asked for Nancy Law's message.

"No message for any MissLaw," said the clerk, somewhat sharply.

Dac, thinking the fellow might have some doubts about delivering the message to a person of his present
disreputable appearance, disclosed hisidentity. The attitude of the clerk underwent a profound change.
But he stuck to his previous story.



"No reply to MissLaw'scable,” heinsisted.

"But one of the clerks telephoned me," Doc said.

The attendant went back and questioned those on duty with him, only to return shaking his head.
"No one telephoned you," he said.

Doc Savage | ft the cable office with some haste. He was disgusted, puzzled, dthough it could not be
told from his gppearance. Hislife, entirely perilous, had led him to exercise great caution always, to
suspect everything, to analyze every happening for traces of aplot.

It was not often that he was taken in. But he had been tricked thistime - drawn out of his headquarters
for some motive not yet apparent.

Since none of the Harpoon's crew were to be seen, Doc returned to the eighty-sixth floor of the
skyscraper by the public eevators.

He approached the door which had the opening mechanism actuated by the radioactive disc which the
bronze man carried. But thistime, the door did not open. Hetried it with pressure. Securely fastened!

Whipping around the corridor corner, Doc worked with the concealed fastening of the back door, a
pane which was absolutely unnoticeable to the naked eye for the Smple reason that, Snce it wasrarely
used, it was plastered over and painted as was the surrounding wall.

Plaster particles showered over the floor as the door broke open. Doc dived inside.
Wheat he saw was not pleasant. Broken test tubes and retorts littered the |aboratory on one side.

Beyond, inthelibrary, a great bookcase was upset, and costly scientific volumes trampled and torn on
thefloor, and, scattered over the tomes, afreckling of red droplets that were till wet. The red fluid was
puddled in one spot, asif the victim, whoever he was, had falen here.

The reception room showed the greatest confusion. There was more scarlet there, and the wallswere
pocked where bullets had struck.

Racing eyes over the lead pits, not counting them, but estimating their number, Doc decided someforty
or fifty shots had been fired. That they had not been heard from the street was smply explained. These
rooms were as soundproof as modern science could make them.

Nowherewasthere asign of Pat, Nancy Law, Monk, Ham, or Johnny. Even the pig, Habeas Corpus,
wasmissing.

DOC began going over the place. Near the door, he found an empty cablegram envelope. This probably
explained how the enemy had gotten the door open - one had pretended to be a cable messenger.

Doc Savage summoned the elevators and questioned the operators. None had taken either prisoners or
captors down, it developed. This puzzled Doc for atime, until he actuated the automatic control which
brought his private speed eevator up, and glanced inside. The method of exodus became clear.

The captives had been taken down in the speed lift, existence of which the Harpoon gang had probably
ferreted out with no grest difficulty, Snce the door was prominent in the corridor, athough masked down
inthelobby.

There was anotein the cage - asoiled bit of paper weighted and held to the floor by an ugly gout of



scarlet.
SAVAGE

THISWHOLE THING ISNONE OF YOUR BUSINESS. LAY OFF AND YOUR FRIENDS
WILL BE OK.

There was no signature, nor did one seem necessary. The bronze man took the note into the laboratory
and processed it for finger prints.

He got severad. He did not photograph them, but smply eyed them steadily for atime, impressing themin
histrained memory.

He burned the scrap of paper. An ordinary detective would not have done that, for it was evidence
admissiblein acourt. But Doc Savage never took hisdifficultiesto acourt of law, but rather, wasjudge
and jury - and executor of sentence - dl in himsdlf.

Next the bronze man employed his ultra-violet lantern which caused prints | eft by the shoe heds of his
men to glow, or fluoresce. The device did not function so uncannily in daylight. Indeed, it wasimpossble
to see the glowing prints with the naked eye. Doc had, however, perfected fluoroscopic eyeglasses which
overcamethisdifficulty.

Hetrailed the captivesto the street, but no farther. Evidently they had been loaded into cars.

Doc visited the cable office on the chance that an answer had come from mysterious Hezemiah Law. It
had.

"Why, the cablegram arrived and was cdlled for shortly after you were here," the attendant told him.
"Describe the person who caled for it," Doc requested quietly.

The attendant described Captain Wapp himself.

"Give me acopy of thereply,” Doc requested.

There was some argument over that. It ended when Doc put acall in to the cable company officias, and
he got the copy. It read:

NANCY LAW
NEW YORK

LEAVING FOR NEW YORK BY PLANE STOP BE IN BLANCA GARDE IN MORNING STOP
CABLE NEW DEVELOPMENTS THERE

HEZEMIAH LAW
Doc Savage rarely talked to himself, but he did so now.

"That," he said, "does not help much.”

Chapter | X. DEATH PLANS

IF Doc Savage was not satisfied with the way events were breaking, neither was Captain Wapp of the
Harpoon. The burly skipper paraded the floor and fumbled with his pistol knife in amanner which made



Oliver Orman Braski extremely nervous.
"Ayebanelikeit not abit!" Captain Wapp growled, and gave hisrope belt a hitch.

"Me, neither," said the burly Ropes, agreeing with Captain Wapp partidly to keep on the good side of
the latter.

Captain Wapp did not yet suspect that Ropes and Braski had been co-conspirators against him.

Braski said steadily and firmly, "It isnot only that | am against wholesale murder. It isthe fact that we
have a club to hold over this Doc Savage. He will hesitate to endanger hisfriends, if he has any sense.”

"Dot bronze feller hesitate for nothing," Captain Wapp said with firm conviction.
Braski squirmed. "All right, suppose we kill them and get caught?”
Captain Wapp snorted. " Suppose we get caught anyhow? We bane get amedal, you suppose?"

"Oh, useyour head," Braski sighed wearily. "We've been over this. | |€eft that note in Savage's elevator to
warn him to keep away from us. I'm betting he will lay off. But let him find out that we killed the
prisoners, if wedo kill ‘em, and Savage will turn loose with everything. And that's bad.”

Ropes suddenly agreed with Braski. "That'safact."

Wapp evidently held faith in Ropessjudgmen.

"V ot about dot Nancy Law?" he demanded.

"Bait," Braski grinned.

Captain Wapp yeled suddenly, "Dommit! Don't talk to mewith riddles! Vot you mean?”

"Keep her dive with the others," Braski advised. "WEell use her to pull old Hezemiah Law into our hands
and get rid of him. Then well polish her off. Well polish the other prisoners a the sametime, if that'l
make you fed better. Then well go on and clean out Spook Hole for oursalves.”

"V ot about Hezemiah Law's men at Spook Hole?" Wapp grunted.

Ropes answered that, putting in, "Ain't it been agreed al dong that they'd have to go? We can't have a
lot of loose ends around to give ustrouble.”

"Twenty or thirty dead mans bane not so funny,” Captain Wapp muttered
Braski asked, "Feet cold?"
Captain Wapp scowled and snarled, " Some day, Aye bane break dat neck for you."

The skipper of the Harpoon went to awindow, lifted acorner of the blind and peered out cautioudy. The
street bel ow was beginning to whiten with the hard, cold late spring snow, and was, under the whitening,
atogether squalid and filthy, with dmost no onein sight.

The deserted nature of the neighborhood seemed to reassure the big man, for he pocketed his pistol knife
and waddled around, grinning wryly.

"Not so bad for oursalves, we have done," he chuckled.



He ambled into an adjacent room, waked straight to the bound and gagged frame of Monk, and kicked
the homely chemist resoundingly inthe Sde.

"You pull indem big eard" he growled. "Maybe something you hear, she not so good for you."

IT was entirely against Monk's nature to take any kind of abuse quietly, nor did he do so now. He reared
up, tied as he was, and succeeded in flipping around, with lightning speed, and swiped Captain Wapp's
ankles with his own bound legs. Wapp came down.

Monk rolled atop him, was butting with his nubbin of ahead and delivering such blows as he could with
elbows and knees when Ropes came running in and stopped the mélée by the simple process of
knocking Monk sensdless.

The room was furnished with abed, adresser and what passed for awriting desk. Therewasdso a
carpet, so worn that it was nearly in two pieces.

Along the wall, the other captives were arrayed. The gaunt Johnny had been damaged to some degree,
and seemed to have abullet wound in some portion of his shoulder. Ham was disheveled, bruised. Pat
and Nancy Law, outside of showing evidences of rough handling, were unharmed.

Captain Wapp looked them al over, frowning, then stalked back into the other room.
"Them peoples can hear dl talk vot we make," he boomed.

"What the hell difference doesit make?' Ropes queried. "They're goin’ with us, ain't they?"
Captain Wapp mulled over that in slence.

"What about der airplanes?’ he questioned.

"I have taken care of that," Braski advised. "We will get three very large ships. They will handle our entire
party, including the prisoners”

"Dot costs money," said Captain Wapp doubtfully.

"l am paying for it mysdlf,” Braski offered generoudy. "The pay-off is big enough to warrant spending

Wapp grinned unpleasantly. "How you think maybe she be best to get old Hezemiah Law?'

"Cablehim and sgnthegirl'sname" Braski retorted. "Tdl him the girl will meet himin - what'sthat
town?"'

"Blanca Gardein Patagonia,” supplied Ropes.

"Tdl him Nancy Law will meet him there, and that she's coming by plane.” Braski finished. "That'll hold
him until we get there.”

"Goot," said Wapp. "Where bane paper, pencil .

They searched through their pockets, seeking writing equipment. Their movements were not unduly
anxious or hagty.

In the adjacent room, however, there was one individua whose motions were at that moment anxious
and hasty. It was Monk. He had revived and had been listening to the conversation in the next room,



amost every word of which was understandable.

Assdlently aspossible, and with as much haste, Monk had rolled to the writing desk. He could, by
exercigng tremendous effort, get erect on hisfet.

He managed to paw the desk open. There was writing paper within - and abook of telegraph blanks.
Thismust beasmall hotel which catered to underworld gangs and their machinations.

Working frantically, Monk managed to wrench from his coat collar what might have been mistaken for
one of the coarse hairs sometimes woven there to Strengthen that part of the garment. With this, he made
scraping movements over the blank.

He shut the drawer, lurched backward and managed to deposit himself on the floor without undue noise.

Monk had taken a chance that those in the next room would not have paper. Apparently they had, but
there was some mild argument.

"Put the cable on aregular blank," Braski suggested. "L ooks morefitting."
They camein and got the book of blanks with which Monk had fumbled.

HALF an hour later, the prisoners were seized by anumber of men, who examined bindings and gagsto
make sure they were secure. Then each captive was made unconscious by having atowel soaked with an
anaesthetic held tightly over hisor her nodtrils.

The sensdless forms were then rolled in old rugs stripped off the floors, and carried outside. It chanced
that only three pedestrians were abroad in the chill street, and these, chins buried in coat collars, were not
interested in some shabby, hard-looking men loading old rug rollsinto a dilapidated van. These people
did not ook closely enough to note that the rug bundles seemed extremely heavy.

During the aviation boom, airports mushroomed up with greeat frequency around New Y ork, not afew of
them being located in spots so unhandily located that only the enthusiastic promoters dreamed they would
ever beussful inapractical way. Theresult isthat at present many weed-grown flying fields are eyesores
in the suburbs.

The Sunnydaze Flying Center was such afield, perhaps abit better off than some because one
dilapidated hangar till stood. There were woods dl about and no houses near, hence no curious persons
to remark upon the presence of three gleaming and extremely large tri-motored planes now &t the
airport.

Armed men were hidden in the woods, just on the chance that some one should come prying, but no one
did.

The ancient van arrived, and the rugs were unrolled and the prisoners transferred to one of the planes.

Inconspicuoudy colored, but fast cars brought men to the field. Some were off the Harpoon. Others
were the new recruits hired by Captain Wapp and Braski.

Among the latter was the cocky little thug who chewed sassafras bark. He carried a blanket under one
arm, and the manner in which the blanket kicked and fluttered pointed to alively contents.

"Vot it is?' Captain Wapp demanded, and pointed at the animated blanket.
"What isit to you?' Sass growled, and expectorated brown bark juice. "We're allowed so much



baggage, an't we? Thisthing in the blanket ismy part.”

"Votitis?' Wapp yeled, angered by the evasion.

Sass put out asalow jaw. "My new pet. And don't bawl a melike that!"

"Aye bawl a whoever Ayewant!" Wapp advised him thunderoudy. "Open it up, that package!™

Scowling, Sass undid the blanket. The homely pig, Habeas Corpus, jumped out, and promptly took off
for the nearest timber. But Sass had a stout cord tied to Habesas leg, and the shote brought up forcibly at
the end of that. Sass restored the squealing porker to the blanket.

Captain Wapp looked as if he were going to explode. "Dot ape's pig! Vareyou get?!
"In the street close to that hotel where the prisoners were held for awhile," Sass grunted.
Braski, attracted by the dispute, came up and eyed the pig.

"The pest managed to follow us out of Doc Savage's headquarters,” he said. "Last | saw of thething, it
was following our carslike adog. Wonder it kept up with us."

"Shoot him!" ordered Captain Wapp, indicating the pig.

Sass drove brown juice solidly againgt the freezing ground and put out his sallow jaw again.
"The pig'smy new pet," he advised. "'l keep 'im, seel”

"Aye bane wring your neck for dot back talk!" howled Captain Wapp.

But when the verbal sulphur cooled, Sasswasin one of the planeswith hispig, unharmed. Within the
course of the next hour, Habeas was in imminent danger of being dropped overboard, having bitten, not
only his new master, but three Harpoon sailors aswell.

IT isthe duty of bookkeepersin cable officesto go over messages and list the chargesin their ledgers.
Usudly, each day's businessis handled on the morning following.

One particular clerk, listing cablegrams on the morning following, got a shock as he inspected acertain
message. The origind missve on thisblank read:

HEZEMIAR LAW

ELANCA GARDE SA

COMING SOUTH BY PLANE STOPWILL MEET YOU AT BLANCA GARDE
NANCY

The bookkeeper, of course, did not know the message was the forgery sent by Captain Wapp. But the
clerk did know that an astonishing thing had happened to the face of the blank since he had last seenit.

Letters, thin, stilted, somewhat erratic letters of ablood-red hue had appeared. In spite of their awkward
construction, the message which they conveyed could be read.

GET THISTO DOC SAVAGE
EVERYBODY OFF TO BLANCA GARDE



MONK
The cable clerk consulted his boss. Five minutes later, they were in communication with Doc Savage.

Few persons knew that Doc Savage maintained, in what was ostensibly awarehouse on the Hudson
River water front, amodern hangar housing planes of varioustypes.

Hence, every one was surprised, half an hour later, when aplane of great Sze and remarkable
streamlined construction appeared suddenly upon the river, and with aghostly quiet, zoomed up into the
leaden clouds which were spilling snow. Like a spectre, the plane gppeared, and as mysterioudy, it was
gone.

The motors of the ship were sllenced with grest efficiency.
Chapter X. SASS ERRS

So well were the motors of Doc Savage's big speed plane muffled that they produced no trace of what
pilots sometimes cal air deafness, even after they had been run wide open asfar as Miami, Florida, when
the bronze man landed for afuding stop.

It was reasonabl e to expect the three planes that were his quarry might have taken this route. He made
inquiries.

An atendant at the field advised that the three planes, their cabin windows curtained, had taken fuel
nearly twenty hours previoudy. Description of the man paying for the gasoline - broad and powerful,
wearing arope for abelt. Captain Wapp, beyond a doubt.

But the field attendant contributed something else of no little interest.

"There arace on, or something?' he queried.

"Why?" Doc countered.

"The other guy was dl hot to know how far they were ahead,” replied the airport man.
"There was a plane other than mysdlf and those three large ships?' Doc questioned.

"Sure," said the other. "A single-seater speed job came through about four hours behind thefirst three.
Was he burning it up! A one-armed guy, to boot."

"One-armed man!" Doc Savage's strange trilling sound came for amoment, and puzzled the airport
attendant; then the vague, strange note ebbed away into the nothingness from which it seemed to have
come.

"Sure he had only one arm?' Doc asked.

The other thought, scratching his head. "Well, his coat did kinda bulge where his arm was supposed to be
missing. Say, what kind of agagisthis?"

Doc Savagetook off without relieving the fellow's curiosity.

Built into the instrument pand of the big speed ship was the equivaent of acommon darm clock, and the
bronze man proceeded to employ the awakening effects of thisat two-hour intervals, that he might check
the course.



Therest of thetime, acompetent mechanica piloting device, one of the common commercid variety
which he had refined, took care of the flying.

Doc picked up rain over the gulf, and in Colon, on the Panamanian ishmus, again got word that four
planes were ahead of him - three which were patently Wapp and Braski and their crowd, and the other
plane, ill behind, piloted by the man who was pretending to have only one arm.

There was nothing to show that the prisoners were still with Wapp's expedition, however. There was no
indication that they even lived.

The nights were long, the days uneventful, until finaly the forlorn-looking coast of South America had
reded nearly dl of itslength behind the bronze man's craft.

It had been cold spring in New Y ork; it was sultry fall weather down here. The Andean mountain ranges
were a hazy-blue parade off to the | ft.

Blanca Garde came into sight, with steamers, no doubt |oading nitratesin the harbor, barely discernible.
Doc Savagedid not fly directly in, but circled, using powerful binocularsin an effort to pick up thethree
planeswhich were hisquarry.

The sun was low. Perhaps that accounted in part for what he managed to pick up. There was coarse
grassflooring a natural amphitheater surrounded by boulders and scrub trees, and the grass had been
mashed down by whedls, making long depress ons which the doping rays of the sun filled with shadows.
The width between the marks told Doc what they were - airplane whed prints.

The bronze man circled. Five minutes, it took him to pick up the planes. Two of them in number. They
had been covered with canvas, and green boughs plucked and tossed on top of the tarpaulin shrouds.

Doc landed his own ship gpproximately amile distant and set out for the amphitheater afoot.

ABRUPT night clamped down before he reached the clearing. He did not mind, for it made chances of a
trap more remote. The region was an outlying one. Beyond a single stone hut, the roof thatched, he saw
no habitation.

Brush was thick about the amphitheater. Obsidian rocks towered. In the distance, a steamer whistle
moaned, and a bell tolled in some Blanca Garde chapd!.

When near the clearing, Doc listened for along time. There was no sound. He advanced, reconnoitered a
while, then examined the two planes.

One wasthe smdll-flying bullet in which the one-armed man who was not one-armed had trailed the
Wapp crowd southward. Doc tested the motor for warmth. 1t had the coldness of hours of inactivity.

The other ship was an amphibian, built for landings on earth or sea. It was aforeign job, dow, but of
enormous structura strength and probably of |oad-carrying ability that would furnish asurprise.

The after part of the craft was equipped with abin, thiswith alid and stout locks. It was unfastened. Doc
opened it, and peered within, but found only emptiness and avery pronounced odor.

The bronze man tested the scent again and again. It was the aroma of something old, not a carrion tang,
but very digtinct. It wasasmel not easly forgotten.

Exactly the same odor Doc Savage had found upon the hands and clothing of the mysterious man in New
Y ork - the man who had two good arms, but, who was pretending to possess only one.



Doc began going through the pockets in the forward part of the cabin. They were empty. He got out.

The canvas coverings on which the green boughs lay formed a canopy of sorts, and beneath these lay
boxes. They were wooden, stout, and about them lay greasy wrapping paper and excelsior packing. Doc
scrutinized thelitter. It was not difficult to identify the nature of the former box contents.

Ammunition, riflesand machine guns.

All the boxes bore an address, a name, and the necessary permit stamps and sedls.
HEZEMIAH LAW

BLANCA GARDE, SOUTH AMERICA

Doc Savage stood for atime, summarizing mentdly. The foreign amphibian plane was probably the
property of Hezemiah Law, and those who had flown it here had been joined by the mysterious
"one-armed” man from New Y ork. They had broken out a supply of weapons and |eft their ships.

Going back to his own plane, Doc Savage ran, covering the distance in time that would have surprised an
expert on such matters, and reaching the ship with aremarkable control over his bresthing.

Hetook off at once. Sent the plane directly over Blanca Garde, picked up the airport, and banked
down, leveled.

Wind direction caused him to settle near the west edge of the dusty field, close to the single beacon.
Floodlights on the wing tips were on; he left them blazing as he taxied toward the nearest hangar, ahuge,
corrugated iron structure.

Hewasfifty yards from the hangar when aflurry of hard rain seemed to Strike the plane.

THE sound was loud for rain. It vibrated the big ship. It began in the central cabin, came forward and up,
and when it touched the cockpit windows, the sound was as ariveter going to work upon iron.

Doc Savage whipped down from the cockpit seet, cutting the big motors smultaneoudly. He never did
entirdly trust the bulletproof glass in the plane, unless necessary, athough he had superintended,
persondly, itsmoulding.

The armor dloy of the cabin wals, he knew, would stop anything less than atank rifle. And thishad the
sound of an ordinary machine gun.

He chanced a glance. The rapid-firer waswinking an ugly eye over in shrubs beyond the field edge.

Bullets knocked hungrily aong the wings, and tried for one of the flood lamps, but that was bulletproof
as0. Doc clicked the lights out. That seemed to darm the gunman. He stopped firing.

Doc Savage remained perfectly motionlessin the plane, then eased a cabin door partialy open and
listened. Over where the shots had come from, he could hear abull voice roaring.

The bull voice was Captain Wapp, and he was ready to strangle with his own anger. Choking profane
expletives, heran at the diminutive Sass and launched aterrific kick, which the target nimbly dodged.

"Dummox!" Wapp gritted. "Der plane had bulletproof sded”

It was Sass who had opened up with the machine gun. He retreated warily.



"How was| to know?" he demanded angrily. "We were here to give that bronze guy alead stitching,
weren't we? And things looked s&t."

Captain Wapp worked big fingers and advised, "Aye tank Aye twist your neck!"
"That might not be so easy!" Sass snarled.

Oliver Orman Braski piped in nervoudy. Wed better be getting away from here. It'sdark, and that
bronze man is probably out of his plane by now."

This gpparently struck them all as an excellent idea, and they retreated - three others, besides Wapp,
Braski and the hard little thug, Sass.

They had, it developed, a car parked down near the airport road. Into this, they piled.
An angry squedling greeted them.
"Dot hog!" Wapp howled.

Habeas was fastened by asmall chain to the steering whedl. They lost moments while the driver tried to
trangfer the shote without getting bit. The car pounded into motion.

LITTLE wassad for sometime. Their pace was fast, the road was strange, and none too good aroad at
that. Too, they had not much faith in their car, which was arented machine.

Sass, holding Habeas Corpus by both big ears so that the shote could not bite him, said finally, "What
gticksin my craw is how you birds knew Doc Savage was coming.”

Captain Wapp said, "Shut up!”
Braski sad, "It wassimple.”
"Yeah?" Sassfrowned. "Just how smple?

"Twenty-dollar bills distributed among hangers-on around the airports where we refueled,” Braski
chuckled. "Not only one of them cabled us, but three. That gave us agood idea of when the bronze guy
would show up and what kind of a plane hewould beflying."

Sass swung Habeas by both ears. "Y ou guys don't miss many bets, do you?'
"Weget dong."
"Shut up!" said Captain Wapp.

They were within the confines of Blanca Garde now, with neat-bal conied structures on each Side, an
occasiond plodding donkey, afew copper-tinted natives from the highlands in gaudy blanket ponchos,
and numerous sandaled and straw-hatted locd inhabitants.

Captain Wapp's driver tooled the car dong with great regard for the local speed limits.

They got out in front of aquiet hotdl, entered with the peaceful decorum of American tourists, and went
to their suite of rooms.

Ropeswas waiting there, with the other members of their gang.

Captain Wapp and Braski eyed Ropes.



"Any trace of old Hezemiah Law?" Braski demanded.

Ropes grinned unpleasantly. "It wasacinch!”

A look of unholy anticipation overspread Captain Wapp's features. He hitched at hisrope belt.
"Well, spitit out!" he boomed.

"They're holed up in ahut out in the edge of the mountains,”" Ropes advised. "There's seven of 'em - dll
them big Patagonian natives that old Hezemiah Law keeps around Spook Hole. Tough customers, they'll
be. Only the place is made to order for us."

"What you mean by dot?" Wapp demanded.
"The hut isin acanyon," Ropes explained. "Dynamite will do thetrick."

"We get al our mansin herefor to hear dis." Captain Wapp heaved up and looked around. "Where dat
Sass bane go?'

"Out walking hishog," somebody stated.

CAPTAIN WAPP swore roundly and sent aman out, and the fellow returned shortly, accompanied by
Sass and the pig, Habeas. Sass only sighed when Wapp cursed him. Then they began laying plans.

Ropes described the contour of the canyon. He even drew a crude map of the hut and its surroundings.

"Canyon isblasted narrow al of theway up,” he said. "Tough goin', too. Well have to wak and carry the
dynamite. But it'sa pipe. Plant the stuff with time fuses, clear out, and bingo! Just like that!"

Sassput in, "How about look-outs at the canyon mouth? From what you guys been saying, old Hezemiah
Law wasn't exactly born last night.”

Wapp frowned at Ropes. "How about dot?"

"No guards.” Ropes spread his hands. "They don't suspect athing. We clean 'em out. Then we go on to
Spook Hole and give the worksto the rest. Then - oh, man!" Herolled his eyes.

"Lotsof killing connected with this," Sasssaid dryly.
Wapp growled, "Maybe you don't like?"
Sasssaid, "Oh, hell! and grabbed Habeas by an ear just in time to keep from being bitten.

"What about. Doc Savage?' Braski asked uneasily. "My gag of threatening to croak some of hisfriendsif
he didn't lay off never worked so well. HE's down here.”

Wapp boomed, "We vill croak one. Maybe dot remind him we bane mean business.”
"Swell," said Ropes.
"Hell will pop,” predicted Braski.

Captain Wapp let out hisrope belt abit, mumbled, "Aye bane wonder how Doc Savage learn to here we
have come.”

Nobody seemed able to answer that one.



Ropes spoke up abruptly.

"That reminds me of something queer,” he said. "1 saw aone-armed guy go into that hut in the canyon. I'll
swear I've seen the same one-armed bird poking around the whaling ship in New Y ork atime or two the
last few days."

"Who he bane?" Wapp roared.

"How would | know?" Ropes spread his hands. "He kept his mug covered up so | couldn't get agood
look a him."

"Forget it." Sassstood up. "Let's percolate.”

They hurriedly got their equipment together. Machine guns were wrapped in canvas, and severa donned
new laced boots and |aced breeches, obvioudy purchased that afternoon, together with straight-brimmed
campaign hats. One shouldered a surveyeing transit, dso plainly anew buy. Others wrapped the
dynamite.

Leaving their quarters, they might have been aparty of American engineers. Indeed, thiswas what they
had professed to be upon arriva. Engineers might carry packages around without exciting suspicion. This
was Ropessidea.

An armless beggar with a pitiful basket of flowers was sested besde the hotel door. Under pretense of
fumbling for a coin for the mendicant, Captain Wapp paused to take agood look around. He saw
nothing suspicious, and they went on.

I'T would have been better for the furtherance of his own shady schemesif Captain Wapp had taken
more than a cursory glance at the miserable-looking peddier of flowers.

Thisworthy remained squatted by the hotel door only as long as Captain Wapp and his party werein
sght. Then he arose and scurried down the street in the opposite direction.

The mendicant did not glance back. He seemed to have some important affairsto attend to in a hurry.

It was his misfortune that he did not give closer attention to hisback trail. For he was not the only furtive
watcher near the hotel. There was another, a shapeless shadow of afigure atop a near-by flat roof.

This second watcher hagtily stowed a small periscopic device which had been employed to peer over the
roof edge, and followed the beggar.

The shabby purveyor of flowers dived into thefirst dark doorway, stripped off hisrags, threw them away
with a disgusted grunt, then rubbed hisarms - he had two sound ones - which had been strapped to his
side. He engaged in thought for a moment. Then he strapped one arm back.

When he walked out of the gloomy recess, the mendicant had become the one-armed man of mystery
who was not one-armed. He evidently knew the town well, for he traveled fast.

He did not glance back. So he was unaware that he was being shadowed expertly.

The erstwhile mendicant soon joined severa huge, swarthy fellows who wereloitering before adrinking
place. They al waked aside.

The one-armed man who was not one-armed began spesking in the tongue employed by the big,
half-savage natives of Patagonia.



"Thosewho are our enemies havefdleninto our trap,” hesaid inthelingo. "They havefound the hut in
the canyon, and as we had hoped they would do, they have planned to dynamite the cliffs down upon it
and crush usdl to our desths."

He used the English word for "dynamite,” there gpparently being no suitable equivaent in the Patagonian
tongue, or if there was, he did not know it, and this caused some confusion until the man explained what
dynamitewas, and its probable effects. This licited fierce grunts from the big natives.

"They'realot of blasted murdererd” gritted the one-armed man of mystery. "Thieves, too!"

He trandated that into Patagonian, and added, "Despite the fact that these men would kill us, wewill give
them a chance to surrender.”

The tone of the replying gruntsindicated that this met with no great approva from the listeners.

"They probably won't surrender." The one-armed man laughed sourly. "In fact, | know they won't. Well
have to give them the same dose they plan for us.”

They moved off into the darkness, reached automobiles, entered them, and drove rapidly. Leaving the
machines after a short time, they took an abbreviated route over the rough hills, a course which brought
them to the canyon leading to Hezemiah Law's hut ahead of Wapp's party.

The men paid no attention to their back trail. That made it Smpler for the shadowy figurewhich trailed
them.

THE one-armed man who was not one-armed sdlected spots on the canyon sides which he must have
decided upon previoudy. He unearthed wooden boxes which were concealed near-by, took out
explosives and a battery-detonating apparatus, and went to work.

"Wewon' take achance on fuses," he said grimly. "I'll stretch afine wire, ahair wire, across the canyon,
and when it is broken, arelay will be operated and set off the blagt.”

The Patagonians did not understand that. They had no ideas about el ectric wiring, either. So they were
ordered to stand aside.

It did not take long for the trap to be st.

The man of mystery clambered to arock pinnacle and listened. Some ten minutes later, he heard sounds
down the canyon which indicated men were coming.

"Thisisjust about your finish, Wapp," he grated savagely, and faded into the darkness with his huge,
swarthy companions.

Chapter XI. DEATH IN THE NIGHT

CAPTAIN WAPP wasin agrowling good humor as he led the advance up the canyon. He rumbled and
muttered and swore asif the entire world were wrong, hisway of acting when hefdt it wasdl to the
right.

"Y ou better shut that big trap,” Sasstold him.
"Ayetank Aye pull your head off sometime," Captain Wapp replied with cordid ugliness.

"All right," Sassgrowled. "Let 'em know over in Buenos Airesthat were coming.”



"Thisthing isgoing too smooathly,” Braski mumbled. "I would fee more easy if something would happen.”

He got hiswish. The earth seemed to sink severa inches under their feet, then fly upward, didodging
countlesstons of stone from the canyon sdes. Smultaneoudly, aflash as of ascore of lightning bolts
griking lashed upward in the darkness ahead.

Captain Wapp let out abawl, spun and knocked down Ropes and Braski in his haste to quit the vicinity.
The upset pair were up instantly and in wild flight with the others. Sass grabbed Habeas up by the ear
and followed therest.

They had guessed, by now, what had happened.

"A trap!" Wapp bellowed. "Ropes, you bane get usinto this!"

Ropes made no retort. He was devoting al of hisattention to running.
A man fell down. He emitted a scream of agony.

"Help me!" he shrieked. "My damned ankleis broke, or something!"

Captain Wapp yanked to ahdlt, but instead of aiding the unlucky one, wrenched his novelty pistol knife
from a pocket.

It made asmall report which came back from the canyon wallsin acrisp echo over the noise of sone il
fdling behind them. The falen man made no other sound.

"Run!" boomed Wapp. "No timeto help anybody! Dot Hezemiah Law bane behind this"

They were off again, making agood ded of noise, but not exchanging words. They were aterrified gang
of thugs, interested only in quitting the treecherous vicinity.

The man who had injured hisankle lay perfectly still. Once, he groaned afaint curse. His ankle was not
broken badly, but the pain kept him from walking.

In addition, there was the sickening heaviness of the bullet from Captain Wapp's pistal knife somewhere
ingde hischest, and the awful smart of the hole it had made. The man had retained presence of mind
enough to feign death after the shot.

The pain from his ankle became unbearable, and he changed position dightly. He regretted that, an
instant later, for he suddenly knew that someone was near.

The beam from aflashlight, entirely blinding, smashed into his eyes. The man groveled, visoning himsdlf
being dispatched at the hand of Hezemiah Law's big, dark Patagonians.

"Don't!" he squawled. "Wapp shot me! I'll do anything you say! Only don't finish me!™

The glittering white beam of the flash shifted alittle, permitting the man's frightened eyesto make out the
figure which towered over him. He had seen that giant personage before.

"Doc Savage!" he choked.

THE bronze man said nothing, but searched the injured one, found a heavy automatic and asheath knife,
and tossed them both aside. Then he picked the fellow up, and when the man groaned in agony, relieved
him of pain by pressng on certain nerve centersto induce a numbness.



Doc went down the canyon rapidly, following the fleeing Wapp party. He could till hear them, hence,
certain they had not planted an ambush, he used hisflashlight to illuminate the way. Thus he gained. But
not enough.

Automobile engines moaned aheed; their roaring departed amid a hasty gnashing of gears.

Doc reached the canyon mouth in time to have dust smart his eyes, and to see ared tail-light bob out of
sghtinthe digtance.

"Get your car!" groaned the man on his shoulder. "Follow ‘em!™
He was now anxious to see Wapp meet disaster.

"No chance," Doc told him. "My car ison the other sde of the hills, where | l&ft it when trailing the
one-armed man here"

"Huh?" The wounded fellow was puzzled.

"He set the canyon trap,” Doc explained. "Then he withdrew. | managed to set the explosion off ahead of
you felows"

The other swore hoarsdly.
"Y ou - saved our necks," he growled. "Why? Tdl methat."
"Y ou might be surprised,” Doc told him dryly, and did not go into explanations. "Y ou are willing to talk?’

"Am I!" Theinjured man swore again. Then he added, fear abruptly inhisvoice, "But | ain't gonnabe no
information book, and that's afact. Now don't think I'm holdin' out on you. I'd give my right arm to get
that Captain Wapp. He'sthe blackest devil ingn!™

"Y ou were not in on everything?' Doc prompted.

"I'll say not," the man snapped. "I'm one of the new guysthey took on in the big burg, see. Me and that
bird Sass and some others. We don't know what's back of the gag, see. We only know were gettin' paid
plenty to do aswe're told and keep our mouths shut. But we do know we're after somethin' big, and
somethin' alot different from the ordinary swag. And we know a bunch of people are to be bumped off.
But that'sdl | know. And that'safact.”

"You," Doc told him, "have not touched on the thing that interests me most of dl.”
"What?' The other was puzzled.

"The whereabouts of the prisoners, my friends,” Doc replied.

"I know that, dl right."

"Where arethey?'

"Little dump opposite the Casa El Cabdlero, on that dley they call El Esteban,” the other explained.
"Y ou can't missthe house. It's got one of them trick porches, and it's painted alousy red. But watch out
for guards. Two of Wapp's men there.”

"Excdlent,” Doc Savage said grimly.



The quickest route back was viathe short cut, over the hills, and since the hut where Hezemiah Law was
supposed to have quartered himsalf was not out of the way much, Doc dropped in there, carrying the
wounded man.

Search of the miserly stone place, however, turned up no one, and the bronze man went on to his car,
dtill with theinjured fellow.

ON the outskirts of town, Doc Savage brought the machine to a stop. He scribbled on abit of paper,
and gaveit to his passenger, dong with asmall sheaf of greenbacks.

"Ddiver that in New York," he requested. "The money will pay your fare back. And keep out of sght.”
"Sure," said the other.

After he had been | eft in the night, the man immediately sought the illumination of asireet light and read
the note. It was addressed to a person who seemed to be a physicianin New Y ork, and read smply:

GIVE THISMAN TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS.
DOC SAVAGE.
"Will | ddliver thig" the man chuckled. "Boy, will 11"

Within the hour, the fellow had been party to amurder plot, so he considered that he had gotten off easily
indeed.

"The bronze guy isasucker," he concluded.

Hewasalittle premature in his conclusion. Doc Savage knew from experience that hardened crooks do
reform voluntarily, but their numbers are in minority, so he had perfected amethod of forced reform of
hisown.

There was a catch to that ten thousand dollars. The physician a the addressin New Y ork would take
thisman, by force if necessary, and it probably would be, and send him to astrange ingtitution which the
bronze man maintained in upstate New Y ork.

At this place, trained surgeons would operate on the man's brain, causing acomplete loss of memory of
past events. Then the man would receive acourse of training in the ways of honest citizenry, including a
trade by which he could earn agood livelihood.

Upon discharge from the unique crimind-curing “college,” the patient would have no memory of his padt,
and would have ingtilled into him athorough abhorrence of crooks. In addition, he would receive a bank
account of ten thousand dollarsto facilitate hisnew gtart in life. Thislast was alate addition to the
"course.”

But theinjured man in Blanca Garde had no idea of the strings attached to the ten thousand.

"The bronze guy'sasap,” he chuckled, and vanished toward the steamship pier. He had decided to get a
physician on shipboard to treat hisinjuries.

"I hope Doc doesfind hispas,” he had the grace to mutter.

THE dley of El Esteban was a poverty-stricken thoroughfare named after some minor and dmost
forgotten local hero. Onceit had been, as such streets so often were, an avenue of class distinction, but
that had been years ago, and property goesto ruin fast in the rigorous climate of Blanca Garde.



Thered house with the trick porch, asthe wounded crimina had described it, stood out very distinctly,
being the only structure of that color on the block.

Doc Savage entered it by climbing to adjacent roofs, moving over, then, after listening, dropping down
into the central patio.

Almost a once, he heard feet scuffing in the street outside, and the lock on the barred outer door rattled.
The bronze man glided toward the sound.

Two men camein from the street. They stood with the door open alittle, watching to seeif they had been
followed. Satisfied on that point, they closed the door.

"I'll lock it," said one. ™Y ou go get set to do the job.”

He worked with the lock, which was rusty, and once he cursed the pompous old Chilean who had rented
them the building, with no questions asked, but with aguarantee that everything was in good shape.

The man |eft the door, took severa paces, and it suddenly occurred to him that his companion had been
remarkably slent.

"Hey!" hecdled. "Whered you go?'

The next ingtant, the man emitted an awful cry - tried to, rather, for afrightful constricting pressure had
clamped upon hisneck. Asif he had been stricken with a fantastic maady, numbness ran through his
limbs. He seemed to go to deep all over.

Y et he was conscious, and redlized he was being placed on the floor, and that, when alight came on, he
was beside his companion, who was aso motionless and helpless, yet dive. Thelight dso reveded the
giant bronze man who had overcome them.

Doc Savage tested certain muscular reflexes to be sure the paralysis he had induced by pressure on
spinal nerve centerswould continue for some time. Then he began to search the house. He did not have
to look far.

MONK and Ham were spread-eagled in an adjacent room. There was alook of desth about them.
Thongs of raw, wet llama skin had been used to peg their wrists out to stakes driven into the hard dirt
floor. Drying, the thongs had tightened, shrunk.

The pair were so sSmeared with gore asto be dmost unrecognizable. The cuts were fresh. Crimson il
ran.

Doc cut them loose, worked over them. Both had a spark of life ill. It would have flickered in another
hour, three at the most.

Producing asmall case which held stimulants, Doc managed to get both awake. While strength was
returning to them, he searched the rest of the house, but found no one.

Monk, with an anima slaminain his apish frame, wasthefirs ableto tak.
"Where are the other prisoners?' Doc asked him.

"Wapp took them away,” Monk groaned. "He left me and Ham here. We were to be bumped off to
remind you to keep out of the mess. Wapp best us before he left. Two of his men were to come back
and finishthejob."



"They came," Doc advised.

Monk needed moretime to gather strength, and Doc utilized the interval to drag the two prisonersinto
theroom. Monk glared at them.

"That's the two cookies who were to come back," he growled. "Whew! Every joint I've got feelslikeit
had been pulled apart.”

"Know where the other prisoners were taken?' Doc asked.

"Nope," Monk said.

"What have you learned about the mystery behind this?' Doc queried.

"Not awholelot,” Monk replied. "They're after something that's being grown in this Spook Hole."
"Something being grown?"'

"Sure. | heard 'em say that." Monk groaned. "And this Spook Holeisanidand.”

"Spook Hole anidand,” Doc echoed dowly.

MONK changed his position. He was able to move alittle, if he endured pain. He said, "That'sall |
know."

Doc gtated, "Well see what these two fellows can tell,” and drifted ahand at the pair on the floor.

"That'sno dice, ether,” Monk mumbled. "They're two of the gang of new hands that Wapp and Braski
put onin New Y ork. They haven't been told athing.”

"They may know where the prisoners were taken," Doc suggested.
"They'd better!" Monk gritted fiercely, and began to crawl toward the weirdly paralyzed pair.

Thetwo retained full menta function, and were ableto redize what it might mean if the homely chemist
got his hands on them. Horror filled their eyes, and afew twitchesran over their features.

Doc went to them, relieved one of the pressure paralysiswith akneading of spinal nerve centers.
"Y ou know what we want," he said. "Y ou'd better talk.”

"What do we got out of it if wetalk?" one snarled.

"Your life"" Doc sad. "And therewill be no bargains.”

The man did not think it over for long. He must have heard agreat ded of thisbronze man.

"Wapp took the skinny guy, Johnny, and the two women," he gulped. "They were going to lay for old
Hezemiah Law. Wapp found where Law's plane is hidden, with the plane of that one-armed guy - the
bird nobody knows."

"Wapp will be at the hiding place with the prisoners?' Doc asked.
"Yeah"

Doc looked at Monk. "Y ou know what to do with these two?"



"Yeah," Monk said grimly. "1 know."

Doc bound the two prisoners, and when he left, they were screaming in terror, convinced they wereto
bekilled, for they had no way of knowing they wereto be put under the effects of along-lasting
anaesthetic and shipped to New Y ork, ostensibly asvictims of a strange disease going north for
treatment. In New Y ork, they would be committed to the criminal-curing "college” in upstate New Y ork.

A plane was moaning overhead when Doc went out into the night. The throaty noise of the motor roar
indicated powerful horsepower from asingle engine.

The sound diminished rapidly in the south.

IT required dmaost an hour of wild driving for Doc Savage to reach the vicinity of the remote hill spot
where he had, before landing at the Blanca Garde airport, located the big foreign amphibian and thelittle
gpeed ship in which the one-armed mystery man had come from New Y ork. Doc |&ft his car and walked
thefind haf mile

Walking, he heard planes again. Two of them, thistime, and their sound had that quality which indicated
at least three motors apiece.

Those two planes aso went away rapidly to the south. Doc put on speed, expectant of the worst.

What he found was up to expectations. He saw the flames|ong before he reached the hiding place of the
planes. Gory and wild, the scarl et tongues were a bundle-shaped monster that 1apped with frenzy at the
underside of apal of black and lemon smoke.

It was the big foreign plane burning, together with the canvas cover. The green camouflaging boughs
which had been piled upon it added hest to the inferno. Too, the big plane had alot of wood inits
congtruction; it was the kind which burned well.

Therewasasmall crowd about - blanketed natives, shivering in the chill of the night. They had been
drawn by thefire, obvioudy.

Doc Savage addressed them in Spanish, one of innumerable languages which he had learned to speak
fluently. He put questions.

Shots had been heard from this spot, it developed. Men had done no little shrieking. A plane had taken
off toward the end of thefray.

Doc was particularly inquisitive on the point of the plane.
Afterward, there had been the fire. No one had been able to get close.

Doc Savage found along, green bough, worked as close to the burning plane as he could, and poked
about. There were bodiesinsde - what was | eft of bodies. There was no means of telling whether dark
or light, large or small.

Doc managed to rake one out, and the covering had cooked away enough to show the neat drilling of
bulletsin the skull.

Captain Wapp and his gang had succeeded, to some extent at least. But some of their victims, one man
at least, had escaped southward in the fast little plane.

Wapp's gang had followed south in two of their own large ships. Or had they? The bronze man was only



recalling the plane sounds he had heard in the night sky.

They had. Doc learned that later in the night when he located the smdll flying field where Wapp had kept
his planes. One of them was till there. Doc went over it.

Monk and Ham were with him. They could do little more than hobble about, so occupied with their own
painsthat they even forgot to quarrel with each other.

Doc gave up his examination of the deserted plane, having learned precisely nothing.

"We're sunk now!" Monk groaned. "They've gotten clean away from us. We haven't the vaguest idea
where Spook Holeis."

"WEell wait," Doc sad.

"What for?' Monk countered.

"Something that | hopewill turn up,” Doc said dryly. "Things are not as hopeless as you might think.”
Monk studied the bronze man for some moments.

"Just what have you got up your deeve?" he demanded.

He got no answer, which did not surprise him. Doc kept many of his plans from his own aides, not
because he did not trust them, but because they might fal into the hands of enemies, and there are
methods of getting information from any man, no matter how determined he be not to talk.

DOC SAVAGE spent the remainder of the night and most of the ensuing morning at his portable radio
receiver and transmitter. So far asMonk and Ham could tell, and they watched him closely, the bronze
man neither sent nor received asingle word. But he listened continuoudly.

"I don't think you'll have any luck,” Monk told him. ™Y ou're listening for something from Spook Hole,
an'tyou?'

Doc wasdow replying. "Yes."

"We know old Hezemiah Law got his cablegrams by having ‘em broadcast from here, and he must have
picked 'em up on areceiving s&t," Monk continued by way of argument. "But that don't mean he had a

transmitter. And if he had one, would he summon help? Hes went to alot of trouble to cover up this
secret of hisn.”

Ham, fedling much more chipper, said, "We know this Spook Holeis an idand. Suppose wefly up and
down the coast - "

"One of your typicd dumb ideas," Monk told him. "Thisidand isn't on the map. That must beanameold
Hezemiah Law gaveit. Now, my idea- "

There wastimid knock on the door. Monk opened it. There was a bare-legged native in afantasticaly
bright-hued blanket and a conicd straw hat outside.

He extended awad of paper, said something in Spanish. Monk replied in the same tongue, gave the
native money, and took the paper.

"He sad the noisy bird in the Sky laid thisegg in hisyam patch,” Monk told Doc, indicating the wad of
paper. "He saysit says something in it about being delivered to you. Let's see.”



He spread the paper wad open and read it.

"Well, I'll beajumpin’ - " He shoved the missive a Doc. " Of dl the breaks! Read this” FINDER WILL
BE REWARDED FOR

DELIVERING THISTO DOC SAVAGE. SPOOK HOLE 49-32-15s and 75-12-02w.
(Signed) your ONE-ARMED ACQUAINTANCE.
"L atitude and longitude of Spook Hole!" Ham rapped.

"The one-armed guy with the two good armsthrew it out of his plane after he got away from Wapp's
crowd,” Monk concluded.

A thought seemed to strike Monk. He frowned at Doc Savage.
"Look here - you were expecting abreak!" he grinned. "Wasthisit?"
"Thisisnot the one," Doc Savage said promptly. "But it will do."

Monk till looked puzzled, but he did not question the bronze man further. It would have done no good.
Chapter XI1I. THE TERROR IN THE LAGOON

DOC SAVAGE dected to get his plane on thelongitude pardld of Spook Hole, and fly that line south.
It was Smpler, more certain, for when they crossed the correct latitude, there would be the idand of
mystery, with its broth of enigmaand intrigue and degth. 1t was night, and they flew by the dars.

It got colder rapidly. It was chill even in the big insulated cabin with the dectric heaters going.

"If thisissummer down here," Monk grumbled, "they must have somewinter! | hope that snake Sass
keeps a blanket on Habeas."

"He probably won't,” Ham said cheeringly.

"Habeasisahot country hog,” Monk continued. "When it's cold, he likes histoddy. Do you know how
to mix ahog toddy, Ham?"

"I bought a book the other day that tells how to make pork sausage,”" Ham snapped grimly.

"To make hog toddy, you take - " Monk stopped, eyed Doc Savage fixedly. "Oh, oh! Doc seemsto
haveit spotted!”

The bronze man nodded, pointed, and the others got out binoculars with extremely wideillumination
fields - the type sometimes called night glasses. It did not take them long to pick up Spook Hole.

It was an idand of weird shape, being somewhat of the contour of afat horseshoe, with here and therea
jagged tentacle of stone ramming out into the sea.

Acrossitswidest part, the distance could have been no more than two miles, and the lagoon in the center
was a points over amile across. Monk and Ham remarked on the peculiar aspects of the place.

"Not atree on the blasted place,” Monk grunted.

"Too dark to be sure,” Ham corrected. "But |ook at the height of that rock! Bally poor place to attempt a
landing from aboat.”



Doc Savage sent the big ship lower, and cut in the excellent sllencers. That dong with the throttling of the
motors, might help them not to be noticed. The ship skirted theidand.

There was no beach on the outer shore. Too, anasty swell was running. Breakers climbed and frothed
over therocky coast line, at times spraying considerably over three score feet upward.

The lagoon in the center, however, was only dightly rippled. Most of it lay in darkness, for the
surrounding stone walls were precipitous.

The plane came opposite the lagoon mouith.
"Hey!" Monk exploded. "L ookit!"

There was aman-made barrier across this only opening which the centra lake had to the sea. Part of its
distance out from each shore, the construction was ordinary - adike of piled stone.

It was the centrd portion of the barrier which caught their attention. At first glance, thisresembled a
picket fence, with the pickets closely spaced.

Doc Savage sent the plane very low, that they might examine. When the ship arose after their 1ook, they
wered| thoughtful, Slent.

"Did you notice the Size of those pickets," Ham said at last. "Sted girders, most of them afoot thick.”

"Likeablasted fence!" Monk scratched his bullet of ahead, grimacing as his muscles complained. "Now
why would anybody want afence of that size across the mouth of that lagoon?”

Ham shook his own head. " Strange.”

THE ship lifted and spun over theidand, angling at timesto the right and to the | ft as those aboard
sought aspot which looked level enough for alanding.

"That beginsto look like the roughest blasted place | ever saw," Monk grunted.

Their search carried them back to the mouth of the gigantic cove, or lagoon - or whatever it could be
classed - and they scrutinized the fencelike barrier of enormous stedl bars again.

"Lookit!" Monk yelled. "Thereskind of agate affair, swung on pontoons. That must beto let boatsin
and out."

Doc Savage sent the plane into the lagoon. The sides of the thing shoved up on them, darksome and
forbidding. There was only a patch in the middle where the moonbeams touched. It was smooth water,
however.

"We gonnaland in here?' Monk demanded.

"Haveto," Doctold him. "It's blowing outsde, and that swell isterrific. Evenif we did get the plane down
safdy, we would stand no chance of landing.”

With easy precision, the bronze man settled the big ship lower, at the sametime cranking up the
sreamlined struts which supported the landing whedls. Struts and whedls became flush parts of the hull
itsdlf, leaving a perfect surface for water landing. The design of the huge craft permitted the hull to be
used as a pontoon.

Spray sheeted outward, the plane bounced alittle, and the small waves made rattlings underneath. Then,



S0 suddenly that it was dmost startling, they werein intense darkness. They had run out of the zone of
moonlight.

"Landing flood lamps?' Monk suggested.
"They maketoo good atarget,” Doc told him.

The bronze man cut the motors entirely. Nothing is quite as cranky of management as a segplanein the
water, but the speed ship was equipped with asmple solution for that difficulty.

Doc leaned out and clamped an outboard motor to fittings which hinged outward from the hull. The
outboard, light, easily stowed, did not make much noise, and it pushed the big ship in toward the invisble
beach.

"Wewill anchor ashort distance from the shore until morning,” Doc announced. "That will makeit easer
to discover any attack which may be attempted.”

The outboard muttered gently. The water seemed like ink below. Occasiondly, aripple caught somefaint
gleam of light behind them. All about, the rim of the idand was outlined jaggedly againgt the sky, which
seemed to have acquired an unwholesome stedl-blue hue. Monk voiced hisimpression of the spot.

"Kindalike| figured the mouth of Hades would look," he chuckled.

Ham got asounding line and climbed out, hanging by aleg from the door. He lobbed the lead ahead and
down.

"No bottom at ten fathoms," he called.

The outboard drove the plane on.

"By the mark, ninefathoms," Ham reported, calling the depth after the seafaring fashion.
"Menty of water," Doc remarked.

"And aquarter, nine," Ham cdled.

The plane gave adight lurch.

"Hey!" Monk barked. "We hit bottom."

"In nine fathoms?' Doc said dryly. ™Y ou know better than that.”

Something began to happen to the plane under their feet. It lurched, lifted. A great commotion arosein
the water below.

"Blazed" Monk howled. "A seamongter or something's got us!™

THE homely chemist tore dl of the buttons off the front of his coat getting amachine-gun pistol out of its
underarm holster. The plane gave agreat lurch, and upset him.

Lying flat on the floor, Monk shoved an arm over the door-sill and released a stream of bulletsinto the
water. Theroar of the gun was ear-splitting, even over the commotion in the water.

Ham promptly stamped on Monk'swrist.

"Puddinghead!" the dapper lawyer barked. "Want to stir the thing up morethan it is?"



Monk, enraged by the slamping of hiswrigt, struck fiercely at Ham's shin, and Ham began to hop on one
leg and relieve himself of choice opinions of Monk in parlor Harvard language.

For amoment, it seemed that the ship was going to capsize. Monk afterward declared that half of one
wing did go under. Then, with atremendous gurgling, the ship settled level.

Light gushed out, so white it was eye-hurting. It was Doc Savage at the plane door with astrong
searchlight. He turned the rays downward. Monk and Ham shoved their heads out to look.

What they saw was caculated to complete the standing of their hair on end. The water, green, ominous,
held something of fabulous size, athing that was sinking rapidly into the depths, causing aswirl that
seemed for amoment about to pull the ship under. The eddy turned the big craft around twice.

"Seamonger!” Monk gulped again.
"ldiot," said Ham. "There are no such things."

"Sure, it was only my imagination!" Monk grated. "l got anotion to throw you over and seeif thething is
amanester. Stamp on my wrist, will you! Right where them guys had metied up last night!”

"The outboard has stopped,” Doc Savage said.

It had been stopped some moments - since the fantastic thing had come up under the plane. Leaning out,
Doc Savage fought to free the motor from its brackets. It was jammed, twisted. Finally, he got it loose,
hauled itingde.

The shaft, the tubing in which it turned, was bent into an elbow. And the blades of the propeller werea
gnarled tuft. There was some substance entangled with the propeller. Monk took hold of it gingerly and
wrenched it free. He turned It dowly. The stuff wasraw, dark and tough.

"Hide," Monk said.

"Dont bedlly," Ham jeered, but in an uncertain voice. "That Suff ismorethan aninch thick.”
Doc Savage took the leathery piece, examined it.

"What's your verdict?' Monk questioned.

"The same asyours," Doctold him.

THERE was a somewhat uneasy silence as Doc Savage sarted the plane motors and sent the big craft
toward shore.

"Any objectionsif we spend the night ashore instead of anchored, as we had planned?’ he queried.
Monk said fervently, "Fifty million dollarswouldn't keep me out here dl night.”

Since there had been enough noise to advertise their presence to any one within miles, they turned on the
floodlightsin thewings. These picked up - across an entirely peaceful stretch of water - an inviting hard
sand beach.

Doc cranked the landing wheels down and they rolled the plane up on the beach. It was not extensive
enough for atake-off, so they turned the nose of the plane toward the water, so that if the worst came,
they would have a chance to get into the air from the lagoon surface.



They doused the lights and unloaded.
"Y ou should get some deep,” Doc warned. "Y ou fellows are il pretty well under the weether.”

"I never ft lessdeepy,” Monk announced. "In fact, after what just happened, I'll have nightmaresfor a
month."

Doc considered.
"If you fellows want to guard the plane, | will scout abit,” he suggested.
Monk agreed, "O. K. by me."

DOC SAVAGE moved away from the plane, but did not quit the vicinity immediately. Instead, he
waked in adow circle, depositing on the sand and among the rocks smal, dark balls approximately the
Sze of bird eggs. These he had gotten from the plane before starting.

When he was done, he had distributed a semicircle of the bals around the plane, covering approachesto
it from the land. Satisfied, he moved off into the night.

He kept to the beach. It was as likely aplace as any for his night prowling, and more easly traversed.

It was aforlorn, spooky place. The wind which was stirring the sea outside whooped like distant
banshees among the rocky pinnacles of theidand. The smal lagoon waves made rapid lappings on the
beach.

Once, out in the lagoon, there was aterrific tumult of watery noises, coupled with atremendous snufling
and snorting, asif some aquatic titan were disporting playfully. Doc listened for along time, but the noise
did not come again.

Shortly after that, the bronze man's trained nostrils caught an odor, vague &t firgt, then, as he advanced,
moredigtinct. It wasavery civilized smdl. Gasoline.

He advanced. Changed nature of the wave lappings told him there was something in the water near
shore. He waded out.

Hefound two planes - mangled as he had never seen planes mangled before. Faling into the lagoon had
not done the damage. Rather, they seemed to have been pummeled about. Wings were knocked into the
fuselages. Hulls were caved in, pontoons crushed - not from the top, but from the bottom.

Doc did not use alight, but went over them by hand. Gasoline il leaking from adightly punctured tank,
ran cold on his hands.

The bronze man knew planes. Heidentified the type of these, and by that knew they were the two crafts
flown by Wapp and his gang. Hopeless wrecks, both.

Hefound no bodiesinside.

But farther a ong the beach, there was a dead man. He had been crushed from the waist up, every mgjor
bonein that portion of his anatomy broken. He was one of Wapp's crowd.

Doc Savage turned back toward his plane.

He was |ooking toward the spot where it lay when there was aloud report, somewhat hollow, followed
ingantly by atremendous blaze of white light. Thelight continued its brilliant glare steadily.



Chapter XI11. WAR IN SPOOK HOLE

DOC SAVAGE ran toward the light. The lllumination did not surprise him. It was the work of one of the
small balls he had digtributed so carefully. They werefilled with achemica which ignited and burned
brightly when the thin-shelled container was broken - asit would break if stepped upon by a prowler.

Another of the lightswhitened out. Either Monk and Ham had stepped upon them by mistake, or there
was an attack.

It wasthe latter. Two pistol shots banged out. One of the machine-gun pistols turned loose an unholy
moaning. Doc put on more speed.

Out in the lagoon, there was a great splashing. It went amost unnoticed in the new uproar.

Doc cameto apoint where he could see the plane more distinctly. It was being attacked. Men were
running toward it, firing asthey came. The bulky squatness of Captain Wapp was prominent in the
foreground.

Wapp dived to one side, dammed down behind a small boulder, and proceeded to roll the rock ahead of
him asashield. This perhaps |ooked easy to Wapp, but in execution, it proved to be difficult. He fell
behind the others.

The superfirers were taking their toll. One man went down, then another. The rest wavered. The sudden
bursting of light from the little chemical balls had dready upset their nerves.

Wapp had one quality of aleader. He knew when to retrest.
"Webanelicked!" he howled. "Run, you felers”
Obedience could not have been more prompt. With great leaps, the attackers sailed back into the night.

"Dummers!" roared Wapp. "Take der two dot got hit! Doc Savage's fellers bane shoot a bullet dot only
putsyou to deep.”

This moved the fleeing onesto pause and gather up the pair who had falen. Staggering, swearing, they
plunged away. Captain Wapp got up and followed them.

MONK bounced out of Doc's speed plane, doing some howling on his own account, eager to push an
offengve. The homely chemigt was exhibiting an agility not much lessthan incredible, consdering his
condition the night before.

Captain Wapp, bringing up the tail end of the retreat, paused to empty arevolver at Monk, and the latter
hastily dived back into the plane. He loosened another burst from his machine-gun pistol.

Doc Savage came up, asking Monk and Ham, "Y ou hit?"
"Heck, no!" Monk grunted.
"I'll seewhat | can do to hasten their retrest,” Doc said.

The bronze man ran toward the edge of the beach. Monk and Ham raced after him, the stiffness of their
muscles dowing them up somewhat.

Doc threw over his shoulders, "It's not good for you fellows to exert yourselvestoo - *



Ham said, "I would not missthisfor anything!" and tried to put on more speed.

They could hear their quarry ahead, retreating fast. Twice, Monk tried bursts from the machine-gun
pistol. They seemed to do nothing but bring back stray bullets which sizzled noisily among the rocks.

Wapp's crowd must have been familiar with the terrain, probably having seen it during the day. They
made better speed than Doc'strio - perhaps not better speed than the bronze man could have made
alone, but he did not leave Monk and Ham, who were very dow and tired quickly.

It was fantasticdly difficult going. Time after time, asheer height of stone barred their way. Once, Monk
would have tumbled into a gaping chasm had Ham not gripped his coattails. They did not show lights. It
would have drawn bullets.

Doc cameto adecision.
"Back wego," hesad. "Daylight isthetimefor this. And they may flank us and get to our plane.”

They turned back, moving more dowly, stopping often to listen. Perhaps a hundred yards from their
plane, Doc Savage exploded into abrupt movement.

"Some one at the ship!" he rapped, and plunged into the night.

THE chemica bdl flares had burned themselves out around the plane, leaving a darkness that waslike
solidified ink.

Doc's ears had caught small sounds in the sepia abyss. They were water noises, splashes, the rasp of
something, probably aboat kedl, on sand. There had been another note too - a clinking, as of wrenches
working on metd.

Not wishing to charge into an ambush, the bronze man produced aflashlight, twisted the focusing head so
that it would throw awide beam, and crouched behind a boulder. He thumbed the light on.

There was no one around the plane.

But fifty feet from the shore, there was a strange, flat little boat. It was very shalow of draft, and driven
by an outboard motor. The motor was not running.

A man, standing erect, was poling the craft dong slently in the shalows, leaving the vicinity of the plane.
It was the man of mystery, the fellow who had pretended to be one-armed.

He flopped flat in the boat and gave the starting cord of his outboard ayank. He must have primed the
little motor ahead of time, for it caught ingtantly.

Lying flat in his speeding shdl, the man yelled. Hiswords could be understood distinctly.

"I've got the carburetors off your plane motors!" he shouted. "Y ou can't get away. Theresno food on
thisidand. And I've got the only water protected so you can't get to it.”

"What are you trying to do?' Doc's powerful voice was a crashing to reach the man above the outboard
moan.

"Hit abargain with you," the man bellowed back. "Get Wapp and his crowd out of theway for me, and
I'll give you your motor parts so you can get away from here. Y ou'll have to leave without asking too
many guestions, too!"



The outboard was powerful and the little craft receded swiftly. It was amost out of the flashlight beam
range when Monk and Ham came staggering up.

Doc seized Monk's rapid-firer and drove astream of mercy dugstoward the fleeing boat. But the
occupant dammed down flat, and turned the craft so that the bulk of the motor protected him. He got

avay.

They listened to the moan of the outboard betaking itsalf away. One thing was noticegble. The little boat
clung very closdly to the shore, where the water was shallow. Not once did it venture out in the depths.

"Lookskindalike that guy was|eery of them monsters, or whatever they are, in the lagoon,” Monk
remarked.

DOC SAVAGE made a hasty examination of the plane, and it was as the mysterious one-armed man
had said; he had taken off dl the carburetors. Thishad not been difficult, Snce the carburetors, for ease
in cleaning, werefitted with quick-detachable lugs.

"Any spares aboard?' Monk asked.

"No," Doc told him. "Only those minor parts which commonly get out of order.”
"I think we will put the planein the water and anchor it," Doc said.

Ham began doubtfully, "But those things, whatever they are, in the water - -"

"| believe we will be safe enough where the water isshalow,” Doc told him. "At lesdt, itisachoice
between two evils - the lagoon, or Wapp's gang - and | do not think Wapp's crowd will be eager to
venture into the water."

Doc told of the smashed planes he had found on the beach, and of the crushed human body near by.
"Whew!" Monk breathed, after therecitd. " Some hole, thisg™

He glanced about, small eyes striving to pierce the intense darkness. He listened to the mournful,
sepulchra howl of the wind among the rock spires. It was not an ingpiringly cheerful sound at the best,
and even lessin view of what the night had so far produced.

"The Spook part of the namefits, too,” Monk added.

They shifted the position of the plane, managing to rall it by hand down the hard sand until it floated, then
guiding it, at timesfighting the strong wind gusts, until they were some hundreds of yards from their
previous position. They anchored in water not much more than knee deep.

"Thetideiscomingin,” Doc said. "That meansthere will be more water here soon. If it becomestoo
deep, we will move toward the shore.”

An hour |ater, the moon shifted its position enough to disclose, quite near, acove with high rocky sides.
Insidethis, the plane would be conceded from view, except to an observer across the lagoon.

Monk said, "l still can't deep. What do you say we leave the crate and scout around?’
Doc agreed. He was anxious to find the prisoners, Pat, Nancy Law and Johnny, if they were till dive.

Before leaving the plane, they did anumber of things caculated to entertain any prowler. Smal bombs
containing an anaesthetic gas which produced harmless unconsciousness were hooked up to detonate if



the doors were opened.

Monk, with some difficulty, rigged eectrica shocking deviceswhich would al but render sensdessany
onetouching certain parts of the fuselage.

"Long Tom would be the guy to do this," Monk remarked as he worked. "Wonder what happened to
himin New Y ork? He never did show up from that engagement he had in Washington.”

Doc sad, "L et usget going.”

THE night was cold. Moisture in the sand had frozen, so that the brittle crust crunched under their feet
until they moved in close againg thewall of cliffs, where the sand was more dry.

Thewind made strange sounds. Out in the lagoon, there was an outburst of the elephantine splashing.
"A plugged nickel would buy my share of this place,” Monk stated.

Doc drove a bronze hand against Monk's arm, stopping him. Ham was brought up likewise. The three of
them stood, ears hunting sounds until their drums ached. Monk and Ham caught only the ghostly
orchestration of theidand.

Then the bronze man eased away in the darkness. He was gone fully five minutes, and at no time did he
make a perceptible sound. Then he materiaized beside Monk and Ham.

"What wasit?' Ham breathed.
Doc Savage was dow speaking. When he did voice words, they were abrupt, imperative, excited.
"Thereheid" Doc ripped. "Get him!"

The bronze man made rapid dappings with hisfeet - but did not change position. Monk and Ham
likewise stood rigid. They did not know which way to move.

Silence followed, absolute except for the idand noises.
Monk, very small of voice, queried, "Just what was the idea?"

"Thought | heard some one near," Doc said dryly. "1 could not locate anybody by searching. | tried that
trick, hoping that the skulker would move and betray his position. | guess there was no one. Thewind
must have moved arock.”

They went on dowly.

There was a skulker. Had he been awhite man, Doc would probably have found him. But thisfellow
was haf athing of thewild, versed in ways of the stak, and dy.

He had stood perfectly still snceinadvertently making the smal noise, nor did he stir until Doc Savage
and his two companions had moved on agood distance.

The aboriginal fellow wore no gtitch of clothing, for garments have away of rubbing together and making
small noises. Too, he had done what for him was an unusud thing - he had taken a bath recently, torid
himsdlf of any body odors that might reach a keen nogtril.

The skulker eased away. Hisbig, calloused feet made no noticeable sounds. He seemed imperviousto
the chill, in spite of his nakedness, and did not shiver.



He quickened his pace when he was out of earshot, beginning to run with great strides. A time or two, he
fdll over rocks, but on the whole, he got dong surprisingly well.

His course led him around the edge of the lagoon. Then he turned toward the shore and began to climb.
He seemed, asfar asthe moonlight permitted vision, to be surmounting asheer crag which poked
upward like agigantic thumb.

There was apath of sorts, aseries of exposed steps. They led to atimber which bridged an expanse of
gpace with agtraight drop of fully two hundred feet directly below. Beyond the timber was aladder
which led up to around holein the stone. Therewas a tir a the hole.

A swarthy giant with aknife of immense sizelooked out, then grunted wordlesdy and permitted the
naked one to enter.

THE native without clotheswent directly to astone chamber in which avery modern dectric light burned.
The subterranean chamber was large, and its depth in the stone pinnacle was indicated by the fact that no
sound of the noisy night penetrated, not even the hollow roar of surf on the outer coast of theidand.

The place was not especialy tidy, but it held atremendous array of chemical equipment. It wasnot a
|aboratory, one versed in such matters would have redlized at a glance, but rather an installation designed
for the manufacture of some specid product. Just what that product was, it might have taken even an
experienced chemist sometimeto discover.

The one-armed man of mystery wasworking in the center of the room, plunging an electric stirring device
into an enormous vat under which eectric heating gpparatus functioned.

There was a concoction being mixed in the vat. Three glass tubes ran steady streams of ingredients, and
from time to time the man turned the contents of the jars.

Hewas using both hisarms, and his face wore a grim expression. He might have been a sorcerer
concocting some witch's brew.

Helooked at the big native and said, "Who do you think you are - Adam? Go put on some clothes.”
The Patagonian tied a cloth about himsdf. When he spoke, his English wasfair enough.

"Doc Savage and histwo men have changed the location of their plane,” he said. "They have anchored -

"The fools did not get out in the lagoon?"' the other snapped.

"No, no," the native explained hagtily. "They areinasmal cove, in shadlow water, exploring the vicinity."
"How much have they learned?’

"Vey little," said the aborigine.

"Wait aminute," the white man grunted. "1've got to finish this stuff. Our project cannot stop.”
"Thevatsare low," agreed the other.

"Didn't leave enough before | went to New Y ork," grumbled the man mixing the strange brew. "But thisis
about done. It will be administered as usud. Y ou understand?!

"I understand - mixed with the food before it isthrown into the lagoon,” the swarthy giant agreed.



NEARLY hdf an hour was expended in the completing of the mixing process. Not until thefinal product
was dished out into glassjars did the man who was preparing it seem satisfied.

"That will carry usaweek," he said, stepping back.
"Shall | return to watch the bronze man?' asked the big native.

"No." Thefake one-armed man seemed weary, desperate. "Thisfellow Wapp got ashore with dl of his
men but one, dthough he was fool enough to make the mistake of landing his planesin thelagoon. Heis
dangerous, for his party outnumbers us, and isawel-armed party. Too, | think he brought asmall field
gun and explosive shdls. | believe | saw them dragging it out of the wreck of their planes.”

"Wefight them," said the dark Indian.

"And get licked," grunted the other. "No. We've got to use our heads. I've got aplan. | hateto useit,
because it means one of uswill haveto let oursalves be captured by Wapp."

"I do that," offered the Patagonian.
The white man smiled, and clapped the other on the shoulder.

"With luck, you can persuade them not to kill you,” hesaid. "And | think it will beworth therisk." He
frowned blackly. "Spook Hole, here, isthe product of my lifeswork and study. | worked on thisfor
years. And I've got it, something that will make usal wedthy. And damned if | turnit loose.”

"What you want do?' queried the native.

"Poke around Wapp's camp,” directed the other. "Let yoursalf be caught. Pretend to be scared into
talking when they try to question you. Tell them where Doc Savageis.”

"Then they make another try and maybekill this Savage man,” said the native.

The other shook hishead. "Oh, no. Because, in the meantime, I'll warn Savage. Theidea, you see, isto
keep these two outfits scrapping each other until Savage findly licks Wapp. Thenwe-"

" Suppose Wapp win?"

"Hewon't," the white man said with conviction. "I'm betting on that. And when Savage comes out on top,
welve got the parts of his plane to bargain with him. We can force him to leave without asking too many
questions.”

They talked it over. It wasasmple plan, to play each Sde againgt the other, retaining aclub over the
combatant which they thought would win.

"Wapp will keep you unharmed,” the one-armed man assured the Patagonian. "'Let Wapp think you
know how this place may be taken. And, if you can, aid those prisoners of Wapp's to escape. One of
them ismy niece, Nancy Law. The other two are Doc Savage's friends, one his aide, Johnny, and the
other his cousin, Patricia Savage. No telling when Wapp, thefool, will decideto kill them.”

They went out, and at the exit, found avery puzzled guard.
THE baffled expression which the door guard wore caught the attention of the one-armed man instantly.
"What isit?" he asked in Patagonian diadect.



"Strange cries from below.” The aborigine pointed downward vaguely. "They have the sound of one of
my peoplein distress. They arein my language. | go down. But thereisno one."

"It hasthe mark of atrick,” the white man said dowly. "Buit it could not be Wapp. None of hiscrowd
gpeak the Patagonian language. Y ou, guard, use much carein investigating these soundsif you hear them

agan.”
"l have used care," the look-out said. "1 will continueto do so."

The big Patagonian who had come from the cove where Doc's plane lay, and the white man, the latter
fastening one arm insde his coat so that it would appear he was one-armed, took their dow departure
down the sheer face of the stone spire.

The guard a the entrance watched them go, then listened after the night swallowed them. The spot which
he guarded was one almost entirely inaccessible, except for this one route, and a single man could stand
off an army from that point.

Thereis one gesture which seemsto indicate puzzlement the world over - the smple, absent scratching of
the head with afinger.

The Patagonian |ook-out did this as he peered downward. He was puzzled over those cries he had
heard. Intently, he watched the darkness bel ow.

From time to time, sounds came from the series of rooms carved out of the rock behind him, but he paid
no attention. Some of hisfelow aborigines were quartered there.

Therewas, however, afigure stirring in the stone chambers which was not one of the Patagonians,
athough in physique, the prowler considerably surpassed even the largest of the enormous natives.

DOC SAVAGE wasin the room which held the chemica apparatus, and he was very interested in the
brew which the one-armed man of mystery had so paingtakingly concocted.

The Patagonian who had come from the cove where the plane was hidden, so blithely sure he had
evaded the bronze man, had been markedly less clever than he imagined.

Dac, after pretending to depart with Monk and Ham, had smply circled back and waited until the man
did move. Following thefdlow had been difficult, but certainly not impossibly so.

Entering the stronghold within the stone peak had been more difficult. Solution of that finaly had been the
decoying of thelook-out with faint criesin his own tongue. Doc had entered, unseen, while the man
investigated.

The bronze man went over the chemical array asecond time, now ingpecting the ingredients of the
strange brew. These werein bottles, phias, cartons, and al bore labels. None of them were especially
rare - practicaly all could be purchased from alarge pharmica supply house.

Any one watching the bronze man's features would have, for once, seen expression. Comprehension!
Satisfaction!

For amoment, the strange, low trilling sound, the exatic note peculiar to Doc's moments of mental
excitement, cameinto existence, ranging not unmelodioudy.

It carried, and back in the recesses of the stone labyrinth, a coarse aboriginal voice rumbled out in
puzzlement, causing Doc's sound to come to an abrupt end. He had not realized he was making it, which



was not uncommonly the case.

Always, that sound had adigtinct significance. And just now it meant that the bronze man had completed
linksin his chain of theory which made the whole thing become an array of convincing fact.

He had agood line on the secret of Spook Hole.
Chapter XIV. MAN TRAP

DOC SAVAGE eased out of the chamber, and headed toward the exit. Once, when he heard aman
gtirring somewhere, he whipped into aroom which seemed empty.

It was evidently astudy of some sort, for anumber of bookracks stood well away from thewalls, and
there was achair, ponderous, poorly stuffed, apparently made by aman who was no especialy skilled
carpenter.

On thewadls and in home-made exhibit cases were mounted marine specimens. Doc Savage examined
one by thelight that filtered in from the corridor. It was arare asterozoatype.

It was no assortment which would be kept by the ordinary amateur, but rather was one which showed
Hezemiah Law - and probably he had made the collection - was no ordinary authority on marinelife.

Therewas alarge case along onewall, covered with canvas. Doc lifted the canvas covering. Insde were
jaswhich held acolorlessliquid, possibly apreservative, and dark, tumorish-looking growthsin various
stages of development.

It was such an exhibit as might have been found on the shelves of aphysician specidizing in cancer or
some like growth, except that these exhibits were huge. Some of the growthswere fully aslarge as bushe
baskets.

Since he hoped to create for himsdf the opportunity of examining al of thislater, a hisleisure, Doc
Savage moved out of the study and down the corridor. There was a soft pad of sand underfoot. This
stone pinnacle was of soft formation, not difficult to excavate.

The guard at the entrance came into view. He was il leaning downward, listening, hoping to hear the
gtrange crieswhich had so puzzled him.

Doc satisfied the watchman. The bronze man moved his head back, tensed throat muscles, and there
issued from him aventriloquld imitation of aman caling out in the Patagonian tongue in the infinite
distance.

The guard started violently, decided the call came from below - whenceit did seem to emanate - and
picked up apowerful hand light and began to descend the precarious path. By tossing hislight ahead, he
could illuminate every foot of the path. He knew no one could get up past him.

The man made one mistake. He neglected to look behind him. Had he done so, he might have seen a
giant bronze man, larger by far than himsalf, diding down athin silken cord, one end of which was
secured to a collapsible grapple which had caught in acrevicein the stone.

But the watchman did not look back, and spent the next half hour in avain search for the voice he
thought he had heard calling from below.

Doc Savage made an attempt to pick up thetrail of the mysterious one-armed man and hishig
Patagonian. He had no luck. They had too much of adart.



The bronze man headed for thelittle cove which harbored his plane and Monk and Ham.

THE one-armed man of mystery and his Patagonian had traveled fast since leaving their stronghold. B,
nearing the spot where Wapp and his gang were encamped, they cameto ahalt.

The white man climbed atop ajutting of rock and surveyed Wapp's camp. Evidently, he had spotted it
during the previous day, or some of his Patagonians had watched Wapp's crowd take up aposition
there.

Wapp had used judgment in the selection of acamp ste. Atop asteep hill, there was apile of weathered
stone blocks of tremendous size, probably once apart of agreat boulder which theice of many winters
had split into fragments.

Thisformed excellent shelter, and since the sides of the steep hill were without cover, and rather
well-illuminated by moonlight, it was aretrest very difficult to take by surprise. A fire smouldered among
the boulders and cast weird, bloody flickerings.

The one-armed man climbed down and talked to his Patagonian.

"Y ou will advance and let yoursdlf be caught,” he said. "Tell them, after atime, where Doc Savage can be
found. Itisarisky thing you are doing, my friend, and | shal not forget it. Y our house will forever bea
rich one"

"Itisdl | ak," said the big Patagonian in his native tongue.

The aborigina went forward, skulking in the moon shadows. He seemed to have agood idea of where
Wapp's watchmen were stationed.

He managed his own capturein asmple manner. He smply sumbled, asif he had falen accidentally
while prowling, and fll out in plain sght.

"Hold it!" ripped a voice from above.
The Patagonian smulated terror and lay perfectly still. The man above did not take chances.
"Get up and come herel" he grated. "And no funny business!”

It was the small, tough-looking fellow, Sass, and he had the pig, Habeas, anchored to a near-by
boulder.

The Patagonian advanced, making hisbig limbstremble asif scared haf out of hiswits. He permitted
himsdlf to be taken a prisoner. Very shortly, he was before Wapp.

Wapp used no gentle method of questioning. He kicked and best the big native, dl the while bellowing
demands. He wanted to know how to get into the veritable fortress excavated in the spire of stone.

"There be no way," inssted the Patagonian. He was crying like achild now. His act was very good.

Wapp wanted to know where Hezemiah Law could be found. Was Hezemiah Law dead, among the
daininthe burned plane at Blanca Garde? It seemed that Wapp did not know.

Wapp finally got around to asking questions about Doc Savage.

The big Patagonian could have shown even the wily Ropes, who was standing near by with Braski, fine
pointsin the art of deceit.



Apparently in great fear, the native admitted that he had been scouting for Doc Savage, had found his
camp, and was returning with the information when he had, oh, so unfortunately, been captured.

"Where bane dot Savage feller?' Wapp howled.
The Patagonian described the cove.

Wapp roared orders. A great bustle of activity seized the camp as an expedition prepared to get under
way to wipe out the bronze man - or at least, try it again.

OUT in the darkness, the one-armed man of mystery had watched until he saw that surge of motion as
men got ready to go forth. He had wanted to be certain Wapp would fall into the trap before he went to
warn Doc.

While waiting, the man had freed the arm which he had been keeping fastened under his coat. But now,
before leaving his vantage point, he replaced the arm in its covering. He muttered hisdidike of this.

"l hopeit don't go on forever," he grumbled.

The man clambered down from the rocky prominence, sighed hisrelief when he reached smoother going,
and stepped out swiftly. He would have to move fag, if Doc Savage was to be warned, and tipped of a
method by which he might set atrap for Wapp's crowd.

The one-armed man took no more than half adozen steps. He heard a dight sound, stopped. The next
instant, there was alouder noise, awhistling, at hisback. His brain seemed to fly to pieces. He started
fdling, it appeared, an infinite, black distance.

Hefdl, actudly, only asfar asthe ground.

A man who had struck him down pounced upon him, fearing resistance. But the one-armed fellow was
sensdless.

The attacker chuckled once, gleefully, then picked up his victim and bore him toward Wapp's stronghol d.
He halled the guard at the top, and was told to advance. He did so, carrying his prize.

"I guess| didn't do so bad, en?" he chuckled.
The watchman stared.

"For thelove of ablubber spade!” he gulped. "The one-armed guy who's had everybody guessn'!
Whered you annex him?"

The proud captor conveyed that information to Wapp an instant later.

"I was scoutin' around, like you told me," he advised Wapp. "1 hear two birds moseyin' around. | snegk
up close, but can't crack down on 'em on account of there ain't no chance. But | hear 'em gabbin'.”

"Vot dey done said?' Wapp demanded.

"They had ascheme," replied the other. "That big wild man wasto kid you into jumping Doc Savage.
This other bird wasto tip Savage so held have aparty dl ready for you."

"Der bummerds!" roared Captain Wapp.

LUNGING over, Captain Wapp performed his favorite operation on prisoners. He gave the one-armed



man of mystery aterrific kick in the side - and thus discovered that the prisoner really had two good
arms. They freed the hidden arm, swearing their amazement.

The surly Ropes had been standing back with Braski, watching. Now they both legped in and went to
work on the captive.

The man of mystery wasrelieved of aset of fal se teeth, and a certain amount of grease paint was rubbed
off hisfeatures, leaving avisage which was certainly not that of ayoung man. Vigorous rubbing aso
disclosed that his hair was covered with some greasy darkening substance. Actudly, hewas nearly
white-headed.

Braski and Ropes stood back triumphantly and looked at Captain Wapp.

"Recognize him?' Braski asked.

"I'mtelling aman,” Wapp leered. He leaned close to the prisoner. "V ot was der idea?’
The captive looked incredibly old and beaten.

"Oh, | suspected Braski from thefirt," he said wearily.

"Mel" Braski exploded. "Y ou suspected me?"

"Y ou had been sdlling my product and keeping part of the proceeds,” said the man on thefloor. "I
checked up on you and learned that. | assumed the disguise of a one-armed man and went to New Y ork
to get back at you, somehow. It was then that | learned you and Captain Wapp and Ropes were al
working together, and that you planned to kill me and take everything. Not satisfied with what you could
ded, wereyou?"'

Braski swore.
Wapp looked at him and gibed, "Not bane so smart as you think, eh?"
The man on the floor added another bit of information.

"It wasmewho called in Doc Savage," hesaid. "l sent him an unsgned telegram telling him to investigate
the whaling ship Harpoon. That was after you grabbed my niece, Nancy Law. | wanted Savage to rescue
her. | didn't think he would learn anything. The girl knew nothing.”

Captain Wapp jumped up and down like an enraged anima and bawled profanity which carried fully a
mile, even over thewall of the ghostly wind.

"Y ou bane pay for trouble you cause!" he shrieked.

"Youll never take my headquarters,” the man on thefloor said grimly. "My Patagonianswill fight you to
theend.”

"About dot, wewill see," Wapp told him ominoudy.

The small, pale thug, Sass, had been standing in the background. Now he shoved forward, pointing at the
man who was being questioned.

"Just who isthis?' he demanded.

Wapp swore.



"Tha," hesad, "isHezemiah Law."
Chapter XV. WAPP CLOSESIN

SASS absently nudged the pig, Habeas, with atoe, as he stared at the recumbent form of the man
identified as Hezemiah Law. Then Sass scratched his head.

"But the dame, Nancy Law, cabled down here when thisguy wasin New Y ork, and got an answer," he
sad.

Braski glared at Hezemiah Law. "How about that?"
Sass popped brown sassafras bark between hisjaws and echoed, "Y eah? How about it?"

"l waswatching Doc Savage's office," Hezemiah Law said drearily. "They caught me snooping, but | got
away. Anyway, | knew the girl had sent the cable. So | smply cabled my men hereto answer it asif |
were dill in Patagonia. | had some of my natives waiting in Blanca Garde with a plane, asyou well
know."

"But why al the phenagling?' Braski perasted.
"Yeah," Sassagreed. "Why the fiddle-faddle?’

"To keep every onethinking | wasin Patagonia," Hezemiah Law snapped peevishly. "I didn't want Doc
Savageto know | wasin New Y ork. He would have asked questions about this place, and | wanted its
secret kept. And naturaly, | didn't want you crooksto know.”

"Smile when you say dot!" Captain Wapp boomed with coarse pleasantry, and delivered akick which
must certainly have cracked one of old Hezemiah Law'sribs.

Law writhed some, moaned, but said nothing with words.
Wapp teetered back on his heels and eyed Braski.

Braski said, "Thisis about cleaned up. We got Law. We got his niece. We got Doc Savage's cousin and
one of hismen, and we got Doc Savage himself spotted, and the two men with him ain't in such hot shape
for afight.”

"Dot'samouthful," Wapp agreed. "Me, Aye say get rid of them dot we've got here.”
Braski nodded. "All but Hezemiah Law."
"Why not him?" Wapp wanted to know.

"We must know the ingredients of that stuff Hezemiah Law mixes up for feeding purposes,” Braski
pointed out. "Without it, we can't go ahead and operate this place for oursalves.”

"Dot'safact," Wapp nodded. "We keep Hezemiah alive. We put kibosh on rest, en?”
"O.K.," said Braski.

They finished getting their weapons together, Wapp giving the orders. A close observer might have
noticed that Braski and his crony, Ropes, were trying to get together without being observed. But they
did not succeed.



Wapp separated one man from the expedition and told him to stay behind.
"How much nerve bane you got?" Wapp asked.

The selected thug was a scarred, weazened rodent with the marks of histrade dl over him, and he said,
"l got plenty. All it tekes. Try me."

"When Aye get back, Aye might not find nobody but Hezemiah Law dive, eh?' Captain Wapp said
meaningly.

"l get you," said the man. "The others might have bullet trouble.”
Thuswere the orders for murder given,

CAPTAIN WAPP formed his expedition into atight group, and they set forth down the side of the hill,
moving aertly, and vanished into the darkness.

They did not make much noise, for soon the whoop and moan of the wind was dl that could be heard. A
thin cloud scud had appeared and was racing in detached fragments, like badly scared animals, across
the moon's face, making eerieintervas of murk.

The man |eft behind to do murder handled his gun, then pocketed it and drew out aknife, which he
seemed to have decided to use. He began whetting the knife.

He was testing the edge on a hair plucked from his own head when he heard a sound and stared, to see
the diminutive Sass coming up the hill.

"What'd you come back for?" asked the appointed killer.

Sass swore.

"That fool, Wapp," he growled. "He changed his mind. Sent me back to tell you.”
"Tel what?

"You're not to kill the prisoners,” said Sass. "And brother, you'd better not, because I'm going back and
tell Wapp they're dive, and helll skinyou if you croak 'em. He's decided - "

"Aw, hd|!" growled the other.
Sass betook himsdf away in the noisy night.

The man |eft behind to do the killing had much of the satanic in his make-up. He moved around to where
the prisonerslay - the long, bony Johnny; Pat, looking very bronze-haired and trim; and attractive Nancy
Law, who did not seem unduly frightened.

The man knew the prisoners had heard that they wereto be dain, al but old Hezemiah Law, who lay,
bound and gagged, in a crevice. But the man did not think they had heard Sass come back and
countermand the order. So he thought he would have some of hisbrand of fun.

Hewhetted hisknife visibly for atime, then walked over, tangled fingersin Pat's hair, and lifted her heed,
baring her throat, asif for acut.

"If I was agentleman, | might leave you until thelast, baby,” he said. "But | ain't no gentleman.”



With drynessin her throat, Pat said, "Anybody could seethat.”

The man snarled, grabbed her hair again - and something happened. Something whizzed out of the
surrounding night, went clank! on his head, then bounced off. It was arock the Sze of abaseball. The
man fell fiat on hisface and only thetips of hisfingers moved.

All of the prisonerslay till, sunned with surprise. Pat's lips were parted dightly. They separated more as
aknife came sailing out of the darkness, from the spot where the thrown rock had materialized. It
skittered amost to her.

Pet lost no time looking the gift over. Sherolled, got her fingers on the knife, and cut herself free. She
diced through the ropes which held the others.

Johnny heaved up, gulping, "I'll be superamalgamated,” and ran and searched where the knife and rock
had come from.

"Uncomestable eventuation,” he murmured.

"Wewerent dl born with adictionary in our mouths,” Pet told him.

"Anincredible hgppening,” Johnny said with smadler words. "1 cannot find any one.”
They al looked about. But there was no sign of their mysterious benefactor.

WHILE they weretying up their late captor, who was only sensdless, Pat said, "Weve got to help Doc.
Warn him!" Sheturned on old Hezemiah Law. "Y ou know where Doc is. Show usthe place.”

"I will that!" Hezemiah Law said with alacrity. He got up, groaned. "That Wapp broke one of my ribs
when he kicked me."

They took the pistol they found on the person of the senseless guard. It was the only weapon they had.
They left the hill and stumbled through the darkness, traversing the incredible forest of soneinthe
direction of the lagoon cove.

Johnny came closer to Hezemiah Law.
"Consummate exergesis, arecapitulation, ismandatory,” he said.
Hezemiah Law grunted.

Pat came over. "Maybe he doesn't speak your language, Johnny." She addressed Hezemiah Law. "What
we want to know iswhat isbehind al of this. What is there on Spook Hole that everybody wants?*

"l was afraid you would ask that," Hezemiah Law grumbled.

"Afraid!" Pat wrinkled her nose, "I'll bet you were sure of it. Out with the answer."

"No," said Hezemiah Law.

"What an egg you are!" Pat observed.

Hezemiah Law had enough of pride to think that some kind of an explanation was necessary.

"Thething | have hereisthe product of alifetime of work," he said. "From thetimel wasaboy, |
dreamed of the possibilities of accomplishingit. | worked and studied. All of my career was aimed



toward its eventua accomplishment. Now, | haveit.”
"And you're set on keeping it," Pat said sarcadtically.

"It'snot that, alone," Hezemiah Law told her. "It isthe fact that if the world got word of what | have here,
it would do no good, and it would create infinite harm. For one thing, the price of what | haveto sl
would drop, once the market |earned there was a method of producing great quantities of it."

"So," said Pet.

Hezemiah Law defended, "Y ou know what happened to the price of pearls when science learned how to
grow culture pearls by introducing grains of forelgn substance into oysters?”

"It's not pearls you have here?' Pat questioned.
"Of coursenot,” said Hezemiah Law.
"Pipedown," said Pat. "Wapp might hear us."

They fel slent and used much more caution, for now they were drawing near the lagoon shore and the
cove. They could hear the rustle of the lagoon waves above the rumble of distant-breaking surf on the
outer shores. They descended sharply. Sand was underfoot.

"Hereisthe cove," Hezemiah Law breathed.

They used so much caution that it was boring, and they searched the dreary little cove from end to end.
Johnny, with his extreme talness, even waded acrossthe middle.

They found neither Doc, his men, nor the plane.

I'T was old Hezemiah Law who caused the next excitement. His niece, Nancy Law, rather.
The two of them had gotten apart in the darkness.

"I will not!" Nancy Law cried out suddenly, vehemently. "Either they go too, or | don't!”

Pat swung over, saying, "Pipe down, you two! Want the world to come to an end? What's going on
here?"

"l can't say that | carealot for thisuncle of mine," Nancy Law said angrily.
"l only hoped - " Hezemiah Law did not finish.

"He only hoped he and | could snesk off together and reach hisfort, or whatever he cdlsit,” Nancy Law
snapped. "He wanted to desert the rest of you here.”

Hezemiah Law mumbled, "1 am trying to keep Doc Savage from learning my secret.”

"If I know anything about Doc, he's dready solved your secret,” Pat said grimly.

Hezemiah Law was dlent for some moments, and when he did spesk; it was dowly, apologetically.
"l will takeyou dl with me" he said, asif resgning himsdlf to something he had hoped to avoid.

Anger moved Johnny, for once, to use smal words.



"Very kind of you," he said.

They now set acourse toward Hezemiah Law's stronghold. Johnny, using smal words and his best
persuasive persondity, attempted to pump Hezemiah Law, but learned exactly nothing.

"Itisvery baffling, this secret,” Johnny told Pat. "1 do not believe | ever went through so much trouble
before and learned so little. Frankly, it gives me aheadache.”

"Me, too," Pat agreed.

Asthey drew near the sony prominence in which Hezemiah Law had excavated his stronghold, they
increased their pace. Johnny and Pat kept a close watch on Hezemiah Law, aso, lest he give them the
dip asthey were about to enter the unusud retreat.

"Y ou seem to sugpect me," Hezemiah Law grumbled.
"We are taking no chances,” Johnny told him.

"Neither arewe," said Captain Wapp, and stepped out of the darkness holding a submachine gun tightly
agang hiship.

AWFUL slence hed Johnny's party for along minute. They made no sudden moves, but looked around
thoroughly. It waswell that they did. Captain Wapp's men were al about them, and their ugly grimness
indicated an entire willingness to use the firearms which they held.

Captain Wapp stated, "Mysdf and three of my men will walk up that path with you. Law, you will tell
your damned Peatagoniansto admit us.”

Hezemiah Law grated, "l am very likely to do that.”
Wapp sad, "I will kill you dl right here."

He made that statement neither loudly nor with more than usua vehemence, but therewasin hisvoicea
cold finality, an utter resolution. He clicked off the safety of his machine gun and pointed it & Nancy
Law.

Hewas going to kill. There was not the dightest doubt of it.
"I will do asyou say," Hezemiah Law said inasick voice.

What followed was very smpleinitsgridy sgnificance. Hezemiah Law led the way up the precarious
path, the path which not even an army could have taken, and because he had to, the defeated old man
caled out to his Patagonians, so that they let the Wapp crowd get close.

The latter legped upon the unsuspecting aboriginas, beating them down with guns, firing afew shots.

There was some fighting in the inner rooms. Then it was dl over. Captain Wapp had possesson. Hewas
joyful. He had reason to be. In the excitement of afew minutes ago, he had spoken clearer English than
was hiswont, but now he relapsed into his strange diaect.

"Aye bane happy man," he said. "Aye bane so happy dot Aye want to do good thingsfor other fellers.”
Hetold thisto Hezemiah Law. The latter only stared dully.

"Ayeturnyou dl loose," said Captain Wapp. "Aye know |eetle idand where Aye bane take you and you



can live. Maybe you don't get off. But dot not so bad as dead, eh?”

Hezemiah Law mumbled, "I don't believe you.”

Wapp grinned. "Of course, you bane do one thing to pay me back for mine gift.”

"What isit?" Law asked.

"Tell me vot you put into dot mixture dot you feed to your petsin thelagoon,” said Captain Wapp.
"No!" Law snarled. "l won't!"

"Aye bane see about dot,” said Captain Wapp, and grasping the bound form of Hezemiah Law, he
dragged the man into an adjacent chamber, from whence grisly sounds of beating and torture began to
emerge.

Braski and Ropestook advantage of thisto edge together.

IT wasthefirst opportunity Braski and Ropes had taken to confer in sometime. They had been
cautious.

Ropes leered and said, "We're about ready, en?"

Braski chuckled. "When Wapp gets the ingredients of the feeding mixture, wewill learn what it is. Then
we will take care of Mister Wapp."

"Shoot him?" Ropes queried.
"Together," Braski agreed.
"What about the others?" Ropes asked doubtfully.

"They don't giveadamnwhoischief,” said Braski. "When we point out that they'll get abigger split,
they'll adeinwith us. | know my crooks."

"| think the same way," Ropes agreed. "O. K. When Wapp gets the dope, we won't waste time. Well
cutinto him."

They moved away from the darkened recess where they had held their conference.

Aningant afterward, another figure appeared from farther back in the darkness. It was the lean,
unhealthy-looking Sass. He had heard every word the two plotters had exchanged.

Sasss features wore a devilish expression. He went straight to Captain Wapp, interrupting that worthy in
the act of hammering Hezemiah Law's skull with the butt of arevolver.

"Vot you want?" Captain Wapp snarled.

Sasstold him. Hetold him every word he had overheard, and he even embellished alittle to make it
especidly good.

Captain Wapp dl but had aspasm. He did it silently, though, and when he had camed down alittle, he
sad smply, "Aye bane see!"

Sass wandered off. The entrance to the high retreat was being guarded, of course, but there were small
windows to the rear, observation points giving out upon another part of theidand.



Sass produced a flashlight, made sure he was aone, then blinked asignal from one of the windows.
He got an answering flash of light dmost immediately.

A thin rope came out of Sasss clothing. He lowered this through the opening. Shortly, there was a
pronounced tug, after which a considerable weight bore on the rope as aman climbed.

It was Doc Savage. He had some difficulty wiggling through the aperture.
Beow, Monk and Ham were climbing the rope.

Doc addressed Sass. "Y our part didn't pan out so well. | was expecting you to radio me back at Blanca
Gade"

"Didn't have achance," said Sass. "Boy, that Wapp is careful. | did manage to see that Johnny, Pat and
Nancy Law were not harmed, however. A while ago, | countermanded Wapp's order to kill them, then
managed to conk the guard with arock and throw Pat aknife. They got caught again, however, so that
was wasted effort."

Ham clambered insgde. Monk was below, mounting. He appeared amoment later. It took two of them to
get him through the smal aperture.

Monk bewildered, grasped Sass and stared at him with great intentness.
"For thelove of mud!" hegulped. Thisisour pa - Long Tom!"

Chapter XVI. MELEE

HAM pumped Long Tom's arm up and down vigoroudy, gasping, "Sass and Long Tom the same! Man,
how'd you work it? Why, thisis unbelievable.

"Doc'sidea,”" Long Tom chuckled. "He got wise that Wapp was adding thugsto his crew. We scared a
crook chief into recommending meto Wapp. It wasthat smple. I've been sort of standing by in the gang,
helping when | could.”

"Simple," Monk muttered, and rolled hiseyes. "What aman!”

Long Tom - he did nothing to remove his Sass disguise - told them how things stood.
"Wapp isgoing to tieinto Braski and Ropes," he finished. "That will be our cueto cut loose."
"Good," Doc said. "We will wait. Where are the rest of the prisoners?’

"The Patagonians, Johnny, Pat and Nancy Law arein asideroom,” explained Long Tom, unconscioudy
speaking as Sass would have spoken. "Wapp is questioning old Hezemiah Law."

They could hear Wapp yelling as he quizzed Law. The words were almost mad with rage, and sprinkled
with profanity.

Old Hezemiah Law's refusing whine was growing less and less vehement. Finally, hisvoicesank to a
mumble that was not intelligible beyond the confines of the room.

Shortly after that, Captain Wapp could be heard laughing triumphantly.

Thismight have been asignd, for certain of Wapp's old sailors from the Harpoon gathered in the room



where stood Braski and Ropes. There was nothing peculiar about this, except that the men held their
gunsinther hands.

Wapp came out of the room where he had been questioning Hezemiah Law. He stood in the stone arch,
abulky, evil, gloating figure.

He waved a sheet of paper.
"l gotit," hesaid. "It'sdl written down here, together with directions of how to mix the stuff.”

Braski looked at Ropes. Ropes nodded. They reached for their guns. This was the moment to kill
Captain Wapp.

In that underground labyrinth, things happened. Event followed event with such gridy speed that it was
doubtful if any of the participants were ever quite sure of dl that did occur.

CAPTAIN WAPP had set atrap for Braski and Ropes. The instant they reached for their weaponsto
commit murder on their chief, the sailors of the Harpoon flashed their own gunsinto action.

Braski and Ropes died dmost ingtantly. Captain Wapp probably thought that would settleit. He was
mistaken.

There came through the nearest door agiant Nemesis of bronze, afighting fury of skill and ingenuity. On
his hedl's crowded Monk and Ham, and from another door came Johnny and the giant, dark natives of
Patagonia, ferocious killerswith a cause to avenge. Some of them had died that night.

There was Long Tom, the electrical wizard, also - he who Wapp knew as Sass, the cocky thug. Long
Tom chanced to be standing close to Wapp, and he swung ahaymaker, hoping and indeed mightily
endeavoring, to knock Wapp's head from his shoulders.

He did not succeed entirely, but he jarred Captain Wapp until that worthy dropped his gun and fell flat on
thefloor, only to get up and plunge into the fight with histwo bare hands.

Some one began shooting the lights out, and the chambers hollowed in rock became a bedlam in black.
Men fought for their lives and many died.

The deaths were not to Doc Savage'sliking, for he had a set policy never to take human life, even under
the most rigorous provocation. He had requested the Patagonians to restrain from killing, but they were
natural fighters, and in the heat of conflict, forgot everything.

Within three minutes, Captain Wapp was retreating toward the exit, bawling at the survivors of his party
todolikewise.

CAPTAIN WAPP did reach the exit, did manage to descend the path, but when he reached the bottom,
only four of hismen werewith him, and the big Patagonians were hot after them.

It was partialy daylight now, and the men fought in sort of alurid glow that somehow was hellishly
befitting events.

The Patagonians closed in, and Wapp retreated. It was only a question of moments until he would be
besten down with hisfollowers. And the aboriginals had taken to digpatching those who fell.

"Surrender!" Doc Savage yelled. "We can make the natives et you livel"

Captain Wapp wasin no mind to reason. Too, he had a cunning plan. He had glimpsed asmall boat on



the beach, the same shell which Hezemiah Law had used to relieve Doc's plane motors of their
carburetors earlier in the night.

Wapp led the retreat toward the boat. He and his men reached it. With frantic haste, they shoved off,
clubbing at the big Patagonians.

They got clear.

Captain Wapp bawled in triumph, seized agun from one of his men, and tried to shoot down Doc
Savage. The bronze man, however, reached cover in safety.

Wapp did not get clear. He had forgotten the monstersin the lagoon.

Hewasfar out in thelittle boat when disaster came. Thetiny shell lifted, borne upward by a darksome,
gleaming body of enormous proportions. The boat upset, and asit did so, ahugetail dashed out of the
water, came down, and avast cloud of spray arose.

The boat and the men clinging to it disappeared utterly. The craft happened to be of collapsble metal
construction.

It wasfully aminute |ater that Ham looked at Monk.

"Mongters!" he snorted.

"How were weto know, in the night?' Monk demanded sheepishly.
"Planwhdes" Ham grumbled. "That'swhat they are. Plain whaes."

THE whaes were not exactly plain whales, they learned in the course of the next few days. They were
ordinary whales, but in asense, they weredl ill - ill because Hezemiah Law had been feeding them a
chemica compound which he had spent most of hislifein concocting.

The sick whaes, thanks to Hezemiah Law's feeding, produced that marine treasure known as ambergris.
Ambergrisl Product of fabulous vaue on American and European markets, because of itsusein the
perfume-making business.

Thewhaes had long haunted this cove, Hezemiah Law explained, appearing there at timesin small
schools. He had managed to pen one of these schoolsin the cove, some years before.

Theingredients of his mixture which provoked the growth of ambergris, Hezemiah Law refused to reves
- until Doc Savage, after achemica analysis of the batch Law had mixed, told him what it held.

Hezemiah Law had changed alittle. The horror of the last few days had pretty well broken him in spirit.
He had logt, too, his greed.

Law offered Doc Savage a hdlf interest in the treasure of Spook Hole.

It was againgt the bronze man's policy to accept monetary remuneration. He deliberated. And he made
certain researches, which proved that the production of ambergris by Hezemiah Law's method was no
crud process. After that, Doc broached a proposition. Hezemiah Law accepted.

Proceeds from the sale of ambergriswereto be divided four ways. A fourth to Hezemiah Law, and
another fourth to Nancy Law. The remaining quarters went, one to the Patagonians, and thelast to
certain charities which were agreed upon.



That cleaned up the matter of Spook Hole.

Hezemiah Law produced the missing parts of the bronze man's plane, but Doc Savage and hisaides did
not leave immediately. Hezemiah Law, Doc discovered, possessed probably more knowledge than did
any other living man concerning fish and their food, life and habits.

Doc spent some time on Spook Hole for the deliberate purpose of adding to his own store of knowledge
what he could learn from Hezemiah Law.

Altogether, they had a pleasant vacation after the hectic matter of Captain Wapp.
THEEND 1



