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Chapter I. THE SECRET OF SLOW JOHN

HE had a round, pleasant face, but he was a scared man. The round, pleasant faces of some men do not
have much character; they just look as if the owners had eaten too much. This round, pleasant face was
different. It was the face of a man who had done good thingsin life, worked hard, enjoyed his neighbors,
been enjoyed by them, in addition to eating well. But now the fright was the uppermost thing.

He stood on his front porch, beside the 9gn that said, Dr. R W. Wilson. The 9gn was his shingle. He
was a doctor of medicine.

He had practiced thirty years here in Logantown.
Hislips moved diffly, for he was spegking to himsdlf.

“It's fantadtic,” he said. “Fantadtic, such a thing happening to a man to whom nothing excting has
happened in thirty years.”

He looked up and down the street. It was a pleasant street. There was nothing darming about it. There
was nothing out of the way about the pleasant afternoon in a smdl town—Logantown, population
6,780— in the State of Georgia. But cold, uneasy swesat stood out on his forehead.

He waked around the yard, acting as if he were ingpecting the shrubbery, the grass, and the flowers.
When he fdt reassured, he went back into the house.

He picked up the telephone.
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“Hdlo, Laura” he sad to the operator.

“l want you to get me a Dr. Clark Savage, Jr., in New York City.”
“Do you have a cold, Dr. Wilson?’

Laura asked. “You sound alittle hoarse.”

“No, no cold. And, Laura, ask the New Y ork telephone operator just for Doc Savage.
| imagine heis better known under that name. *

“Doc Savage?’

“yYes”

Laura said, “That name sounds familiar. Whét is he, a specidis?’
“Yes—agoecidig,” Dr. Wilson said.

His voice, when he said that, was alittle strange.

“Il cal you back,” Laura said.

Dr. Wilson did not move from the telephone.

He stood there, giff and waiting, like a man who had thrown a firecracker and was wating for it to
explode.

An ancient and wrinkled Indian came to the door and looked at him for a moment.

The Indian—he was an American redskin— was very ancient indeed, judging from the lines on his face,
but hiswak was that of a younger man. He looked at least eighty, handled himsdf as if he were no more
then forty.

The Indian did not amile or speak. He just stared. He wore dark trousers and the white coat of a serving
man.

“I will talk to you againin aminute, Sow John,” Dr. Wilson said.
Sow John nodded. He went away.

THE telephone rang and Dr. Wilson said into the ingrument, “Yes. . . Hello, New York. Doc Savage? .
.. | see. When will he be back? . . . | find that rather awkward because this is an important matter.
Where could | get in touch with him? . . . It can't. . . . You are Monk Mayfair? . . . Oh, | see. One of
Doc Savage's assgants. . . . Just a moment, please.”

He stood there, halding the telephone, discouraged, not knowing what to do. In his abstraction he beat
onefig absently againgt the wall.

Sow John, the Indian, appeared agan in the door. He came swiftly, and looked at the doctor's figt
thumping the wall in defeat, and he was relieved. Sow John had a fireplace poker in his hand. He put the
poker behind him and disappeared again.

Dr. Wilson spoke into the telephone.



“Thank you very much,” he said. “But | would rather place this matter in the hands of Doc Savage
persondly, ingead of an assgtant. . . . I'm sorry, and thank you. Will you have Doc Savage telephone me
collect when he can be located? . . . Yes, Dr. R. W. Wilson, Logantown, Georgia. Good-by.”

He gtarted to hang up, then said rapidly, “Helo, hello, are you ill there? . . . | want to impress on you
that thisis a franticaly vitd matter, possibly one of the most important things that has happened to this
generation. | am sure Doc Savage would be vitdly concerned, and that as soon as he knows its nature,
hewill certainly act. . . . Yes, thank you. | know you will try to get hold of him. Good-by.”

Thet time he replaced the receiver, and pulled his shoulders up draight. But the defeat and the fear was
dill on hisface.

He didn't seem exactly sure what he should do.

Fndly he spoke to himsdf again, muttering, “1 hope they can locate him. He is the one man capable of
dedling with such a fantadtic thing.”

The telephone rang then, and he snatched it up eagerly. But it was only Laura, the operator. “The charges
will be four dollars and eghty cents with tax, Dr. Wilson. Il put it on your bill.” Then Laura added, “I
just remembered who this Doc Savage is, Dr. Wilson.”

“Thank you, Laura,” Dr. Wilson said.

Laura asked, “Isnt he the one they cdl the Man of Bronze? The man who is supposed to be such a
fabulous combination of scientific skill, mentd wizardry and physca prowess? And he makes a busness
of heping people out of trouble, when the trouble is fantagtic or weird and beyond the fadlities of the
police? Isn't that Doc Savage?’

“Yes, that isthe man,” Dr. Wilson said.

“l was thinking | had read an article somewhere about him,” Laura said.

“Thank you, Laura, and good-by,” Dr. Wilson said. He hung up.

And again he just stood there, aman who did not know what he wanted to do.

FINALLY Dr. Wilson went into another room, a neat old-fashioned front parlor.

Sow John was there.

“Sow John, “ Dr. Wilson said. “Why didn't you tdl me about thisincredible thing years ago?’
The Indian's face was inscrutable, composed with the expressionlessness of his race.

He did not answer.

Dr. Wilson knew the Indian was uncomfortable.

“Dont fed badly, Sow John,” he said. “I am not reproaching you, or accusing you of doing something
you shouldn't have done. But you have been my servant for how long?’

“Thirty years,” Sow John said.

“Thirty years, along time,” said Dr. Wilson, nodding. “I am only surprised that, in those thirty years, you
did not tdl me thisthing.”



The Indian said, “It was not mineto tdl.”
“WI‘N’?’
The Indian said, “l anaSu.”

“Su” Dr. Wilson frowned, seemed to be digging around in his memory. “You have only said that once
before. Thirty years ago.”

Sow John nodded, but did not eaborate.

“You're an unusud fdlow, Sow John,” Dr. Wilson said. “Unusud even for an American Indian, who are
aremarkable people as a class”

Sow John was slent.
Dr. Wilson went over and put a hand on his shoulder. There was a great ded of affection in the gesture.

“Not many human beings would have inssted on paying a debt of gratitude as you have paid thisone,” he
sad.

Sow John said, “1 do right as | see right.”

“Yes, but it'sdill unusud. 1t was thirty years ago, dmog thirty years ago to this month, that 1 found your
family in the Everglades and was able to do them a service.

But you didn't owe me anything, and | know that you are sure | mean that. And yet you ingsted on being
my servant for thirty years.”

Sow John grunted.

“Life” he corrected. “1 am your servant until one of us shdl die”

Dr. Wilson nodded, as a man who understood dl that. “But why?’ he asked.
“It was ordered.”

Dr. Wilson looked startled. “You were ordered to do that?”

“y e

“By whom?’

“TheSu. “

“Thet,” Dr. Wilson said, “is a strange thing.”

Sow John grinned briefly. A grin was arare thing for him. “I know it sounds strange, and maybe slly,” he
sad. “But it was my family you saved, and they would have died had you not done so, and that would
have been bad, because they were members of the higher dan of the Su. To serve you for my life is amdl
payment. | am happy to do it.”

DR. WILSON sank into a chair. He was amazed, suddenly amazed. Thirty years he had known Sow
John, and he was just now redizing what an amazing person the Indian was.

Truthfully, Dr. Wilson had dways suspected that Sow John was a fakir of a mild sort. Hed figured that



the Indian was an old fdlow who had told a good story, and was ticking to it.

The incident, thirty years ago in the Everglades swamp of Florida, when held saved the lives of Slow
John and his family, had been spectacular, probably. The Everglades in those days were unexplored and
rather terrible. Today they were gill somewhat unexplored, but not as terrible. Planes had flown over the
vast swamp and photographed it, and one highway, the Tamiami Trall, had been put across from Miami
to Tampa, Horida

Thirty years ago, during a hurricane, he had saved the lives of this Seminole family.
He was convinced they were Seminoles. He didn't understand this talk about Su.

The hurricane had been the typica piece of hdl that Caribbean hurricanes can become. There wasn't
much doubt but that if Dr. Wilson hadn't happened dong, in an ungnkable power launch that had a motor
much too large for the Sze of the craft, Sow John and his relatives would have drowned.

Dr. Wilson himsdf had nearly drowned. Held saved therr lives, dl right. And his own, too.

He had thought held just saved the lives of a family of Seminoles—father, mother, two daughters, and
two sons. He'd thought that, in his heart, for thirty years.

Now suddenly, he knew better.

He was slent for a while, remembering how Slow John had come out of the swvamp and overtaken
him—the Seminoles held rescued had disappeared immediatdy after the blow—and said that he was
going to be his, Dr. Wilson's, servant from thistime on. Dr. Wilson had laughed at thét.

| was younger in those days, Dr. Wilson thought now. | passed up alot of things that were important. |
didn't notice things, or if | noticed them, | too often didn't follow them through to their logica conclusion.
In other words, | saw many athing and didnt redize | was seeing it.

He remembered Sow John's family.

Hed thought a the time that they were remarkably intdligent-looking Indians. They were Indians, dl
right. But there were things that were different about them. Their manner, for instance, had not, been
aboriginad and their dothing—they had worn long garments, or what was left of long garments, for the
hurricane by that time had dusted them up a bit.

The girls had worn long garments of a cloth that was unusua and exquisitdly woven. Dr. Wilson thought
about that doth now. He wished held asked for a sample of it. He knew now that held never seen a
piece of doth like that snce.

Now, inview of what he had discovered earlier in the day, he was intensdly interested.
He looked a Sow John thoughtfully.

“Whet are the Su?’ he asked.

“My people,” said Sow John immediately.

“Where are the SU?’

SLOW JOHN did not answer that immediatdly, but Dr. Wilson could tdl that he was not going to ignore
the question. The Indian was thinking it over, choosing words, waghing them, and probably weighing Dr.
Wilson's own belief or disodief in the story.



With hisfirg words, Sow John showed a remarkable understanding of Dr. Wilson's ideas.
“You have dways believed | was just a Seminole, haven't you?” Sow John asked.

He had been in Georgia so long that he had logt his native accent, the accent of his mother tongue, and he
hed a little of the drawling Southerner in his voice.

“Yes, that iswhat | hdf suspected,” Dr. Wilson said.

Sow John thought for awhile longer.

“You are not aimaginaive man,” he said.

Dr. Wilson was not offended. “No, | am not,” he agreed. “1 am hardheaded.”

Sow John said, “You are not a man who, if he heard the cry a passenger pigeon in a bush, would readily
assume there was a passenger pigeon in the bush.”

“Not me” sad Dr. Wilson. “And do you know why? Passenger pigeons have been extinct for many
years. Thelast one died ina zooin 1913.”

“Thet,” said Sow John, “iswhat | mean. *

R

“You would not believe meif | told you the story of the Su.”
“Why not?’

“Let meillugrate,” Sow John said.

“Many years ago, many thousands of years ago, there was a land cdled Atlantis. It was between Africa
and South America, and it was a very dvilized land, more avilized than any part of the world. Probably
more dvilized in many things than is our world today. Now it lies benegth the sea. “

“I've heard that legend of the lost continent of Atlantis” Dr. Wilson admitted.
“Do you believe it?’

“l can'tsay | do. “

“Why?'

“Too improbable.”

Sow John spread his hands. “The gtory of the Su is the tory of Atlantis, probably, and the story of
things beyond Atlantis, the story of things for many a thousand year down to this day.”

It took a moment for that to snk in. And while he was understanding, Dr. Wilson sat there and blinked
his eyes.

Sow John stood up.
“Itistime| went after the milk,” he said.

Dr. Wilson kept a cow, which afriend fed and milked for him, and each evening it was Sow John's duty



to go after a quart of milk.
Sow John Ieft to get the milk.

A MAN came out of hiding while Dr. Wilson was dill stting in the parlor and blinking thoughtfully, in
amazement, in disbelief, in astonished incredulity.

The man who appeared had been concedled in the attic. The house was a onestory dwelling, with a
sharply peaked roof, and there was a considerable attic, with plenty of sanding room. After the frugd
oldfashioned method of congtruction, the attic was not floored, and there was a hatchway in the front hdl
which gave into the ttic.

The man dropped through this haichway.

His gun had pearl handles, but it was a weapon made for grim business.
He waked into the parlor.

“Why, Dr. Light!” said Dr. Wilson. “I didn't hear you knock.”

“I didn't knock.” Dr. Light showed him the gun. “Put up your handg”
“Good Lord! Areyou crazy!”

“Put them up!” said Dr. Light.

Dr. Wilson dowly lifted hisarms. His face began getting pae.

“Good,” Dr. Light said. “Now keep doing as you are told.”

Dr. Light was a round fa man with a pae, pink baby skin and a very light, dmost white mustache. His
hair was not white, but extremely blond, and in his eyes there was a lack of coloration, such an absence
of it that he came near having the pink eyes of an abino, a person whose body is lacking in coloring
pigment. He was not a true abino, though. He was just a very pae and very blond man. His spectacles

with magnifying lenses gave him a goblin aspect.
“Wak with me” he said.
Chapter Il. FLOCK TOGETHER
DR. LIGHT and Dr. Wilson walked dong the streets of Logantown in the gathering dusk. Dr. Light kept
his hand and the gunin his coat pocket.
“You're doing fing” he told Dr. Wilson.
“But just do not get it in your head that | would not shoot you, because | would. *
“You would be hanged!” said Dr. Wilson.
“I might be. But they would have to catch mefirgt. And if they didn't catch me, it would be worth it.”

They went into a shack section on the outskirts of town. It was the section called Honesty Flats, and it
was not caled Honesty FHats because the name fitted.

Dr. Light turned their course into a weed-grown yard which was occupied by a three-room shack which,



gpparently, had never been painted.

A woman in a cheap red dress opened the door, smirked and said, “Why, hdlo, Doc Light.” Then she
saw Dr. Wilson, looked startled, and said, “Hdl, Doc, | didn't know you had highborn company.”

“Kate, where's Suffy?” Dr. Light asked.
The woman eyed Dr. Wilson suspicioudy.
“What you want with him?’

Dr. Light took the hand and the gun out of his pocket and showed the woman thet it was pointed at Dr.
Wilson.

“Oh, jegpg!” the woman said. “I'll get Shuffy!”
She went away in a hurry.
Suffy Gonner was asmdl furtive man with the large eyes and large ears of afox.

He carried himsdf as if he were dways looking around for a hole into which he could dodge in an
emergency. And there had been quite afew such emergenciesin hislife

Suffy was supposed to be a petty crook and rascad around Logantown. He was barely tolerated by the
decent inhabitants, and was dways vidted by the marshd when anybody reported a raid on a chicken
roost.

Actudly, he was not such a petty crook as people thought.
Suffy came in wiping his hands on the flanks of his trousers.
“Hyyah, Doc,” he said.

He looked a the gun with which Dr. Light was menacing Dr. Wilson, but seemed not to notice the
weapon.

“What's cookin'?” he asked.

Dr. Light indicated Dr. Wilson. “Tie him up, Shuffy. And gag him good.”
Suffy gave his pants a hitch.

“Hope there's something init for me” he said.

“Thereis Hfty dollars”

Swiffy grinned. He got a length of dothedine and some adhesve tape of the black sort cdled bicycle
tape locdly. He waked behind Dr. Wilson, grasped him around the neck and nestly tripped him to the
floor.

“Shuffy!” gasped Dr. Wilson. “You don't know what you are getting into!”
“Nope, | don't,” Shuffy agreed.

Dr. Wilson said desperatdly, “Snuffy, don't do this Don't hep this man. Here is a chance to redeem
yoursdf in the community, to do an honorable thing for humanity and for yoursdf.”



“Ho, ho, ho!” said Shuffy. “My momma done told me the same thing lots of times”

He tied and gagged Dr. Wilson.

“Now put iminthe cdlar,” said Dr. Light.

“Been an old rattlesnake hanging around in that cave, “ said Snuffy.

“Well keep our eyes open for him, you and I,” said Dr. Light.

THEY put Dr. Wilson in the cave, and Swuffy said, “My cave rents for a hundred dollars”
“All right,” said Dr. Light. “I'll pay it.”

Suffy whistled. He was impressed.

“That's a hundred and fifty you owe me” he said. “I'll buy a quarter interest in the company for that.”
Dr. Light said, “Y ou're being childish, Snuffy.”

“Yeah? Y ou've got something, en?’

Dr. Light nodded dowly.

“It was the strangest thing,” he said.

“This afternoon, | just mentioned casudly something about a newspaper dipping. It was a the Lions dub
luncheon down & the Loganhouse Hotel. | mentioned to Dr. Wilson about reading this dipping, and |
saw an expression come over Dr. Wilson's face. You know how Doc Wilson is, dways kind of a
composed guy. Doesn't have many strong fedings, apparently. W, the feding | saw on his face was
plenty strong. And then, | remembered that Dr. Wilson once did some research down in the Everglades.”

Suffy nodded, for the fact that Dr. Wilson had once done research in the Everglades was common
knowledge in Logantown.

The town was amd| enough so that most of the inhabitants knew quite a bit about everyone ese.

“Dr. Wilson was in the Everglades trying to find a cure for madaria fever, before he set up practice in
Logantown,” Shuffy said.

“That's what | remembered,” Dr. Light agreed. “So when Dr. Wilson left the luncheon in ahurry, | trailed
aong, but didnt let hm see me. | got into his house, into the attic, and | ligened to him tak to tha
Indian.”

“Sow John?” Shuffy asked.

“That's right.”

“I heard Sow John came from Egypt,” said Shuffy. “1 heard he wasn't an Indian at dl.”
“Hésan Indian, dl right,” said Dr. Light.

“Or a any rate, heésa Su.”

“What's a Su?’



Dr. Light eyed Shuffy dubioudy. “You wouldnt bdieve it, Snuffy. And if you did, it would be a little
beyond your mentd ability to assmilae”

“Go ahead and insult me, doc,” Shuffy said. “I'll just raise my price ten dollars”
“Ten dollard” Dr. Light said, somewhat contemptuoudy. “That's dl right. What's ten dollars?’

Suffy whidtled. “Quite a change come over you, Light. Ten dollars used to be just your right eye, that's
al”

Dr. Light leaned back and eyed the fdlow.

Then he jerked his head, indicating they should leave the vidnity of the cave, where Dr. Wilson might
overhear them.

When they were out of earshot, Dr. Light said, “ Shuffy, I've got a job for you.”
“I'd like to see some cash on the barrel head,” Snuffy said.
Dr. Light tossed a bundle of hills on the table a which they had seated themselves.

Suffy picked up the bills His eyes popped a little when he saw the top one was a fifty. He counted
rapidly.

“Wow, wow!” he sad.

DR. LIGHT leaned forward and gave indructions. “1 want you to get hold of Bill Cox,” he said.
“Hél, the cops are looking for Bill for draft evasion, “ Shuffy said.

“You can find him, can't you?’

Suffy just grinned.

“Bill Cox,” said Dr. Light, “is a sample of the kind of men | want. | want about twenty of them. | don't
want dumb ones, you understand.

| want smart boys.”

“A man has to pay smart boys,” Shuffy reminded him.

“Do you ever get your mind off a dollar?’

“Not very far off,” Shuffy admitted. He touched the rall of bills. “This expense money?’
“Useit however you need to useit to get the men | want together. *

“You want smart ones, eh?’

“Wel, we won't get any Eingeins or Edisons. But fellows like Corny Cornman, who got turned out of
States after sarving his sentence for kidnaping last month. Jake Davis, who killed that girl over a
Skeston City. Frenchy, the knife thrower who used to be with a carnivd. And Bancroft, one of the
brothers who deserted from the army. Y ou see what kind.”

Shuffy nodded. “When you get them guys together, you got yoursdf an avful bunch of gtinkers,” he said.



“That's the kind of abunch | want,” Dr. Light said.

“That's what youll get.”

“l want them quick.”

“Thetll cost more”

“l don't care what it costs.”

uffy leaned forward curioudy. “Dr. Light, mind tdling me how much might be involved in this?’
Light grinned at him. “ Snuffy, your imagination wouldn't hold it,” he said.

“That sounds slly.”

“Itisdlly. The whole thing is what you—a man like you, Snuffy—would cdl Slly.

But thisis more fabulous than Columbus discovering America, if you get what | mean.”
“| don't get it,” Snuffy said.

Dr. Light shrugged. He produced a prescription pad from his pocket, wrote out a prescription, and
handed it to Shuffy. “Pick this up a Greenwitz's drugstore,” he said.

SNUFFY GONNER came back with the filled prescription in about an hour, and Dr. Light administered
it to Dr. Wilson.

They then used Shuffy's car, which was old but powerful, to haul Dr. Wilson to a amdl office-hospitad
which Dr. Light maintained, in connection with the rather flamboyant suite of offices which he had in the
downtown section.

Thenursein charge, a man, looked surprised. This wasn't the class of cases which Dr. Light was in the
habit of handling.

Infact, Dr. Light's cases were more often on the questionable side.
Dr. Light filled a hypo needle with a solution.

“Stick imwith this” he told the nurse, “every haf-hour. *

The nurse blinked. “ Say, that'll make him as goofy as an owl,” he said.
“That's the way | want him, as goofy as an owl,” said Dr. Light.

The nurse looked uneasy. “My forty dollars aweek don't pay for too much,” he said.
Light swore. “Money, money!” he said.

“Therés an extraweek's pay init for you if you inds.”

“How about ajal?’

“I'l go to bat for you. But theréll be nojall for any of us”

“O.K”



“When | bring that Indian, Sow John,” said Dr. Light, “you play dong like it's a naturd case. Just ligen
to me and take your cues.” “

Sure”

Dr. Light then got in his car. He drove to Dr. Wilson's home, where he found Sow John.
Sow John had returned with the milk, found Dr. Wilson missng, and he was worried.
He had finished searching the house, and was walking around outside.

Dr. Light became innocence itsdif.

“Hdlo, Sow John,” he said. “What happened today?’

Sow John was not bad at innocence himsaf. “Wha mean?’ he asked. At times, when he wanted to be
particularly obtuse, he had the habit of pretending not to be able to handle the English language too well.

“| thought something awful might have happened to Dr. Wilson,” said Dr. Light, lying.

“He was found wandering, out of hismind, on the edge of town. | was cdled. Heis a my hospitd now.”
Sow John's jaw fell. He was shocked.

“Where is he now?’

“At my little hospital. He is asking for you.”

“l go see imright now, “ Sow John said excitedly.

“Yes, | think you had better. | think he wants to tdl you to do something.”

“Tdl me to do something?’

“Yes. Hewill explan.”

“Heis dble to tak?

“He is very nervous. You have been around Dr. Wilson long enough to understand how nervous
breakdowns come upon a man. They are often brought on by intense menta strain or shock.”

“l go seehim,” said Sow John.

THE tdlephone rang just as they were about to leave. Sow John turned back, the habit of years asserting
itdf in spite of his anxiety, and picked up the telephone. “Dr. Wilson not here,” he said. “ Sorry.”

Then he ligtened to the ingrument. A puzzled expression came over his face, and he turned to Dr. Light.

“Islong distance,” Sow John said. “Is Doc Savage in New Y ork City, so must be important. What shdl
| do?’

“Doc Savage, did you say?" asked Dr. Light.
“YS.”

Dr. Light had turned pale. Now he became dtogether whiter, and he seemed not to know what to do.



He got hold of himsdf quickly, however.
“Let metak,” he said.
Sow John passed over the ingrument without commen.

The voice in New York said, “Thisis Doc Savage's office in New York City. Will you tdl Dr. Wilson
that we have located Doc Savage, and he will be available by telephone in the moring? I'm sorry, but
that was the best we could do. Doc has been unavailable to anyone for severd days, and we just got this
radiogram that he was coming in by plane. He is now traveling over a section where gtrict radio dlence is
advisable due to the war, so that we cannot contact him. But his plane is quite fast, and he should be here
inthe morning.”

Dr. Light swallowed two or three times and made his voice as cdm as he could manage.
“Very wdl, we will take care of the matter,” he said.

That was the best he could manage.

He replaced the receiver asif it were hot.

And he got out of the house as if the telephone were a dangerous animd which someone had turned
loose.

Chapter Ill. ESCAPE

DR. WILSON lay very limp and pale on the bed in the little makeshift office-hospital.
The mde nurse looked properly concerned.

“Haan't revived, eh?” said Dr. Light.

The nurse shook his head. “No, doctor.”

Dr. Light examined Dr. Wilson, doing it rather eaboratdly, in order to impress Sow John. But he made
no false moves, did not overdo it, because Sow John was no foal.

“How ishe?’ asked dow John.

Dr. Light indicated the conference room, and said, “Let's goin there” And when they were seated in the
other room, he said, “Dr. Wilson has had a complete nervous collapse.

He redlized it was coming on, and he talked to me about it.”

“How long,” asked Sow John, “before he gets better?’

“That will take months” said Dr. Light.

“Months before he isfully recovered. You know how nervous breakdowns are, and thisis a bad one.”
Sow John waited in Slence. He was grief-stricken, overcome with afeding of helplessness.

Dr. Light leaned forward, and said, “Dr. Wilson asked me to do something for him, Sow John. Dr.
Wilson and | have never been particularly close friends, but | have the greatest admiration for him as a
men. It isa privilege to do the favor he requested.”



Sow John seemed hardly to be ligening, or if he heard, not interested.

“l am to go to the Su, and get the thing which Dr. Wilson and you discussed this afternoon,” said Dr.
Light.

Sow John heard that, dl right. He looked up.

“Dr. Wilson talk to you about that?’ he asked.

Light nodded. “I am amazed.”

Sow John said nothing.

Light said, “Dr. Wilson cannot go to the Su, so | will goin his place. | promised him.”
Sow John was not happy. He said, “Not sure that isthing to do.”

Then Dr. Light began to talk. His speech was not in the shape of argument or even persuasion, not
directly, but it served the purpose of both.

He was trying to persuade Slow John to take him to the Su, and he was doing a illful job of it. He
showed no eagerness. He even talked for a time about whom he would have to take over his practice
and the practice of Dr. Wilson while Wilson wasill, to show that he was meking a sacrifice.

In the end, Sow John said, “1 will take you to the land of the Su.”
Dr. Light masked his daion. He'd done a good sling job on the redskin.

LATER that night, Dr. Light started off on a hurried and furtive trip. He got in his car, filled with gasoline,
and took the main highway toward Savannah. He drove hard, eghty and ninety miles an hour, and twice
when policemen stopped him he got off by explain- ing thet he was a doctor, adding the lie that he was
rushing to a Savannah hospitd to perform an emergency operation.

It was no hospita to which he went in Savannah.

The house was big, dignified. A picture place with a dozen upflung white columns on the great porch,
winding drive and magnolias, flowers, dl neatly trimmed and clipped and amogt polished.

The doorman, the butler, was a very black man with white kinky hair.
He did not recognize Dr. Light &t fird.

Then he started dightly.

“Wie geht es Ihnen, Herr Doktor Licht,” he said.

“Is Schlitze here?’ Light asked.

“Ja.”

“l want to talk to him. Important.”

The black man, who looked like a Georgia colored gentleman of the old dave days, but certainly didn't
tak like one, abandoned the foreign tongue.

“Yasuh, boss,” he said.



He went away and came back and nodded to indicate that the audience was granted.

Schlitze was a big heavy man, a man made of beef rather than fat, with a bad head and a black
mustache. He was wel and fairly favorably known as the proprietor of a lumber mill near Savannah, and
hed lumber interests back inland. He had actudly lived in America about twenty years, clamed to have
been born there, which was alie

“Why, Herr Doktor Friedrich Licht!” he said, sounding asif he were not pleased at dl. “How ddightful
to see you.”

“Thisisabusinesstrip,” Light said.
“l hope s0,” said Schlitze. “1 would not want to think it was anything less, the way things are going.”

“Dont get me wrong,” Light said. “I'm not here to ask for a job as agent. | told you before that there
wasn't enough money init for me. That gill goes.”

“Y ou haven't become patriotic, then?’

“Petriotic, hdl,” Light said. “1've got something to sl you. I'll take three million dollars, cash, as a down
payment.”

“Three mil—are you crazy?’ the other exclamed.
“St down,” Light said.

“BUL"

“St down,” Light repeated. “I'll tdl you about it.”

They sat down, and they talked for nearly two hours in whispers which could not have been heard a yard
avay.

“We might make a dedl,” Schlitze said, findly.
By now his face was pae with excitement.

DR. LIGHT returned to Logantown late the folowing afternoon. His step was light, his manner
determined.

“How is Dr. Wilson?' he asked.

The nurse, the same man who had been on duty the night before, said, “He's ill out. Once he sort of
regained consciousness, but | gave him another hypo in a hurry and he's out again. He must be dlergic to
the drug. | notice hisarm is swelling where I've been shooting him.

“Let him be dlergic,” said Light caloudy.

“What about that Indian?’

“Oh, that dumb cluck? He's been around, mooning. He went back to Wilson's house to do his work.”
“Thet Indian,” Light warned, “ian't too dumb. Y ou want to be careful and not underestimate him.”

1] O. K .”



“You are to keep Dr. Wilson here, and keep his skin full of dope, until you hear from me” Light said.
“0O. K. But thet'll take some planning.

Want to tdl me just how you warnt it done?’

They got the detalls straightened out.

Dr. Wilson was to be kept in the little hospital that night, then was to be trandferred to Dr. Light's fishing
camp on a nearby river, and kept there in the future. The camp was isolated, and it was not likdy there
would be vigtors a this time of year. Dr. Wilson's friends were to be told that he was away for a rest
cure and must not be disturbed.

Dr. Light then went to Dr. Wilson's home, where he found Slow John.
Sow John showed sgns of srain and worry over Dr. Wilson's condition, which was to be expected.

“Dr. Wilson is going to recover,” Dr. Light told the Indian. “But it is going to take consderable time,
many weeks. | am having Dr. Wilson transferred to my fishing camp for peace and quiet, and | have
arranged with the best doctorsin the South, physicians far more skilled than mysdf to attend him.”

“Why do you do dl this?” Slow John asked curioudly.

“Because, “ sad Dr. Light, “of the fantastic thing which isinvolved.”
Sow John admitted, “Thet is reasonable.”

“When can we get started?’

“To the SU? You dill want to go there?’

“yes”

“We go fird to the Everglades” Sow John said.

Light did not entirely hide his eagerness, and turned away so that the Indian could not see what was on
hisface.

| T was nearly midnight when Light vi Sted his hospitd-office, and he did not stay long. Just long enough
to ask the mae nurse how the patient was coming.

“Sill doped,” the nurse said. “And that arm isn't looking any better.
“Let him die of blood poisoning, or whatever he gets,” said Light.

This conversation took place beside the bed on which Dr. Wilson lay. After Light had gone, the mde
nurse got a bottle of liquor out of a drawer, went into the outer room where the chairs were more
comfortable, and settled himsdif.

Dr. Wilson's eyes opened now, and he sat up as quigtly as he could in his dazed condition. He worked
with the tourniquet which he had applied to his upper arm, loosing it dightly.

It was the tourniquet which was making Dr. Wilson's arm become congested. He had overdone it a little
they were dangerous unless used cautioudy. But he had managed to keep some of the drug out of his
system, enough of it out so that he was far from as helpless as he was pretending, or was supposed to



be.

The lagt three shots had not bothered him at al, as a matter of fact. He had gotten hold of the drug,
emptied it out and exchanged it for a harmless solution of water which he had stained a little with
tobacco. So that now he wasin far shape.

He looked around for a weagpon, and findly decided on a microscope. It was an expensive microscope,
but the only thing handy that would make a good club.

He got the microscope under the sheet, and lay back again. He groaned two or three times. Then he
cdled out thickly, and haf intdligently.

The nurse came indde.

“Damn, you're a tough old goat,” the nurse said disgustedly. “What does it take to keep you under,
anyway? Brother, I'll give you a shot thistime that'll lay you out.”

Hefilled the hypo needle, bent over Dr. Wilson, and Dr. Wilson hit him with the microscope.

Dr. Wilson was weaker than he had thought himsdf, and the blow was not as effective as he had
intended. But the microscope was heavy. The man was driven backward by the blow. He went back
two or three paces, more by terror and astonishment than by actud force.

There was a window, and he came againgd it, backing away. The window broke.

He toppled back. His dutching hands tried to hold to the sash edges, but the glass cut one hand, and the
other hand got its grip, but could not hold on. He went on back, ydling in horror, and hung for a moment
with just his knees hooked over the slll, then hefdll.

It wasn't over Sx or saven feet to the Sdewak, so dl the commation was hardly warranted.

THE nurse got up and ran. He did this because he had the impression that Dr. Wilson had hit im with a
revolver. The blue sted and shiny brass of the microscope he had misteken for a large revolver, so he
was taking no chances. He ran fagt and straight, dthough his head was anging from the blow.

He came to acigar tore, where he used the telephone, after dripping off his white nurang smock before
he entered the establishment. He caled Shuffy Gonner.

“Doc Wilson's busted loose,” he said, and gave the details.

“I'l try to get hold of Dr. Light,” Snuffy said.

“He's dready |eft for Forida”

“I know.”

“Wdl, how you going to get hold of him?’

“By radio. He left me aradio transmitter- recaeiver outfit that's assmpleas A, B, C.”

The nurse was unessy. “Radio. Aint it agang the law in wartime to have or use a radio without
permisson?’

“If you don't use it much, and keep moving around,” Snuffy said, “it's alittle hard for them to do anything
about it.”



“Dr. Wilson will go to the cops,” said the nurse.
“Oh, no, he wont,” Shuffy said.
“Why not?’

“What he would have to tdl the cops as the reason behind it,” said Shuffy, “would make the cops sure he
hed gone crazy. Dr. Wilson would redlize that.”

“Oh,” said the nurse. “Light told you what was back of it?’
“Yes Some of it
“What isit?" asked the nurse eagerly.
Suffy laughed mockingly into the telephone.
Chapter IV. PATRICIA

DR. WILSON went through exactly the process of reasoning which Shuffy Gonner had predicted.
| can't go to the police, Dr. Wilson thought, because they wouldn't believe this.

As amatter of fact, he was barely able to navigate. He sumbled frequently, had to rest every few yards,
and fdt vi olently ill. He findly found a taxicab. Because of the war and rationing, there were not many
taxicabs left in Logantown. Dr. Wilson knew the driver.

“Andy,” he said, “find Bill Rones for me. Take meto him.”
“Gosh, you look bad,” Andy said. “Can | get you anything?’
“I've had plenty dready,” said Dr. Wilson.

“That's the trouble.

Bill Rones was a tdl, red-haired man who operated a garage during the time he did not devote to his
hobby of tinkering with arplanes. Since the war, Bill had been Ietting the garage take care of itsdf and
was spending dl of histimein his plane. He had just returned, with his plane, the week before from an
assgnment as advilian air patrol pilot searching for enemy submarine dong the coast.

“Bill,” said Dr. Wilson. “1 want you to drop everything and take me to New York.”

“Gogh,” Bill Rones said. “That's going to take some doing. That'll take more paper work than a confetti
basket.”

“Then please get & it, Bill. It's very important.”

“0. K.,” sad Bill Rones. “I've got a radio- equipped plane, and I'll arrange the red tape after I'm in the
ar. | think that can be done.”

Bill Rones ship was a light plane, three-passenger, and they gassed up, rolled out on the runway and
gathered speed. Dr. Wilson leaned back for the firg time breathing essily. The plane l&ft the ground.

Then there were severd violent whackrip noises. Bill Rones yelled in astonishment.



He dodged. The plane pitched darmingly, came down on one whed in a jar that shook ther teeth, then
bounced. Bill got the craft straightened out and kept it in the air.

Dr. Wilson scrambled forward.
“What was that?' he demanded.

Rones turned an incredulous face to the physcian. “Bullets” he said. “Brother, a hatful of bullets just
went through here. *

“Thenurse” gasped Wilson, “mug have got hold of Shuffy Gonner and Light!”
Bill Rones stared at him. “Doc, what the hdll isthis?’

“Dr. Light,” said Wilson, “istrying to kill me”

Bill Rones thought it was agag &t fird.

“Doc, you shouldn't be foaling around another guy's girl a your age.”

“Bill, I'm serious.”

Bill Rones saw he was.

“You want to land?” he asked. “Or do you want to use the radio to put the police on ther trail, and keep
going for New York oursdves?’

“Usetheradio,” said Wilson.

THE radio wouldn't have been necessary, because the men at the airport had heard the shots. There was
a government army training program in operaion at the airport, hence plenty of men were around,
induding an armed guard. The guard dashed off toward the sound of the shots.

Suffy Gonner saw the armed man coming. He cursed.
“Scram,” he said. “Make tracks, boys.”

There were saven men with him, and four of them had modern hunting rifles. It was these guns which had
poured avalley into Bill Rones plane.

They got into brush, ran fadt, reached two parked cars, and I€ft the vi cinity.

“Hang on the outsde of the cars, two of you,” Shuffy ordered. “If you see they're spotting us from a
plane, well have to do something about that.”

But Bill Rones amdl plane flew on toward the northeast and disappeared into the limitless blueness of the
ky.

Swffy and his men got clear. They abandoned thair cars, on the chance that they had been seen, and
loaded into asmdl truck. Eventudly they reached Snuffy's house.

Dr. Light was waiting there.

“We didn't get him,” Snuffy said. “We put a couple of fisfuls of bullets through that plane, and nothing
happened. He just kept flying.”



Light said, “So you bungled your firg job.”

“Sure. You owe usfor two cars, if the cops pick them up. We had to abandon them to play safe. Cost
you about twelve hundred dollars”

Light swore. “Tweve hundred!”

“Sure, we're making you a bargain price on them.”

“Wilson got away?’

“yes”

“Headed for New Y ork?’

“Apparently.”

“Get hold of aplane,” Light said. “We're going to head him off before he gets to Doc Savage.”

Of the other men, who were men hired by Shuffy, only one showed no recognition of the name Doc
Savage. The others were startled and alarmed in varying degrees. Two of them were deeply shocked.

One of the shocked pair, Sepping forward, asked, “You said Doc Savage?’

Light nodded.

“Thet fdlow they cdl the Man of Bronze?’

Light nodded again.

The man took some money out of his pocket. “Thisiswha Shuffy paid mein advance.”
He tossed the money on atable.

“Jud pretend you never heard of me, and I'll do the same for you.”

“You're quitting?’ Light demanded angrily.

“I'm practicaly running right now,” the man said.

“Me, too,” sad the other one who was darmed.

Light said patiently—the patience cost im an effort—to the pair, “Savage isnt in this. Dr. Wilson is just
trying to reach him. We can stop him, and Savage will never know anything abouit this”

“I'm running anyway,” the man said.
“Me, t0o,” the other one said.

Light swore. “Get out of herel” To the others, he said, “We want afast plane to Fittsburgh. From therein
to New York City, we can take an arliner. And see that we get seats on the arliner, priorities or no
priorities.”

Sffy nodded. “All right. We're on our way.”
DR. WILSON and Bill Rones landed at an airport on Long Idand which was used by the arlines as well



as by what avi lian flying was permitted in the restricted area.
Dr. Wilson tried to pay for the flight.

“Dont be sglly,” sad Bill Rones. “Youve done favors for everybody in Logantown a one time or
another. Thisis my chance to pay off one of them.” He examined Dr. Wilson intently. “You need any
hep?1 got agood strong arm, agun and a license to pack same.”

Wilson serioudy considered the offer.

“No, thanks, Bill,” he decided. “I think | can get Doc Savage's assistance, and we can handle it.”
Bill whigtled. “Friend of mine was tdling me about that Savage once.”

“He has quite a reputation.”

“Where it does the most good, too, | hear,” Bill said.

“Wdl, thank you for theflight up here” said Dr. Wilson.

“Don't mention it.” Bill Rones eyed Wilson.

“You dill look pretty rocky. Think you wouldn't care to tdl me what this is dl about, and let me help
you?”

Dr. Wilson shook his head.

“Youd think | was crazy,” he said. “And that would be bad, because sometimes | wonder if | am.”
“Right-0, “ Rones told him. “But if you need a hand, you know whose bdl to ring. *

“Thank you, Bill.”

Dr. Wilson waked to the adminigration building, and through the gate used by arline passengers. He fet
giff, and ill, so weak that his knees seemed to be jointed both ways.

But he kept dert, and for safety, doubled into the waiting room crowd as soon as he was insde.
He doubled over, worked hisway to a staircase, and hurried up in until he could see out over the crowd.

He had a hit of luck. He had taken Shuffy Gonner by surprise. Shuffy was near the center of the big
room.

Suffy saw Dr. Wilson at about the same time. Snuffy 1ooked astonished, nonplused.
He stood there foodlishly for a momert.

Then he wheded and made for the exit, traveling as fast as he could without running.
Wilson groaned. He was in a spot.

They were ahead of him, and probably they knew where he was going.

But then a cunning twist came to his mouth, and he went to a telephone directory, where he got an
address.



He made a dash for a cab, swung insde, and said, “The beauty establishment of Miss Patricia Savage,
on Park Avenue” He gave the Park Avenue number, the one from the phone directory.

MISS PATRICIA Savage sad, “I don't bdieve | know you, Dr. Wilson.”

She was a remarkably pretty young woman with two or three phydcd characteristics which put her
somewhat on the spectacular side. Her bronze hair, for instance, was unusud and only dightly darker
than her tanned skin. And she had remarkable flake gold eyes.

“l came to you,” Dr. Wilson said, “because | was afraid to go to Doc Savage direct.”
“Afrad?’
“| think they would have waylaid me.”

Petricia Savage showed congderable interest, said, “This might be one time | get to something ahead of
Doc.” She sounded very pleased about that. “ Come into my private office” she said.

The private office was the kind of room with the kind of furniture that would impress the wife of a
multimillionaire or the spoiled daughter of one.

“Cdl me Pat,” Patricia Savage said.
“You came to me because | an Doc Savage's cousn?’
“Yes. | knew you were Doc Savage's cousin.”

Pat seated hersdf behind a desk. It was a large and extremey modernigtic desk, and she pulled out a
drawer which contained cigarettes, and offered the cigarettes to Wilson, saying, “Smoke?’

She left the drawer open.
She did not smoke hersdf.

“Now, Dr. Wilson,” she said. “You want to see Doc Savage, but you came to me first because you were
afraid some men would waylay you.”

“That isright,” Wilson said in alow, weak voice.
“Speak up,” Pat requested. “I'm alittle deaf.”
She was not in the least desf.

“Yes,” Wilson said. “1 saw one of them, Shuffy Gonner, a the airport. The others would naturdly be with
him. So | thought of you. They wouldn't be expecting me to come here.”

“Did they follow you, possibly?’
“l do not think so, but it isremotely possible”
“Jus what,” Pat asked, “isyour trouble?’

Dr. Wilson hesitated. “I have dways had a horror of hearing people tdl fantastic, unbelievable stories. |
hate to tdl one mysdf —and have to ing4 thet it is the truth.”

Pat said, “I have been with Doc in quite afew of his adventures. Some of the things that we have been up



agang have been plenty fantadtic. Fantagtic things are Doc's specidty.”
“l know. That iswhy | came.”
“Go ahead with your story.”

Wilson thought about it for awhile. He shook his head. “I'm sorry. | indg on tdling Savage. Can you get
meto him safdy.”

“Yes” Pat looked at him thoughtfully.

“But firgt, I'm going to have some hot food brought up here. And you had better have a massage to put
some lifeinto you. | have a men's department here. I'll turn you over to one of my masseurs.”

“But the delay—"
“Wonit be much, * Pat said.

THE masseur, a muscular man with blond hair, led Dr. Wilson away. Pat returned to her desk and sat
down. She glanced at the desk drawer, which was ill open.

In an anxious voice, Pat said to the drawer, “All right, Monk or Ham or some of you. Did you get that?’
A voice—it came from a loudspeaker concealed under the desk—said, “Doc was here. He got it.”

The voice was a srangdy childish one which might have belonged to a twelve-yearold, except for a
certain squawking qudity that showed the owner was an adullt.

“Where is Doc now?’

“On hisway over.”

“When will he get here?’

“Hfteen minutes, probably. He just left here”

“Good,” Pat said. “I'll tdl the masseur to get Wilson ready in a hurry. Il go down and do that now.”
“You think there's anything much to this?’

“Yes, Monk, | do,” Pat sad. “The man was in very bad shape. He was excited, and scared. And
whatever he had to tdl is so Strange that he was ashamed to tdl it to me”

“Look like a sengble guy?’

“Yes, avery fine-looking old gentleman.”

“Got a good, sensble reputation, too,” Monk said.
Pat was gtartled. “Monk, how do you know that?’

“Oh, a Dr. Wilson was trying to get Doc Savage on the telephone a day or two ago, and | put a checker
on him as a matter of routine. An old fdlow with a good record, | found out. He was supposed to cdl
back when Doc got in, but didn't.”

Pat sad disgugtedly, “So | didn't get to this one firg, after dl?’



“Nope.”
“You're not just making that up? | wouldn't put it past you.”

Monk chuckled. “Doc says he wants you to stay out of this affair, Pat. He says it may be too dangerous
for a woman. Ham was on the long-distance telephone to Logantown, Georgia, and he found out the
plane carrying this Wilson was fired on by persons unknown, who had rifles, as it was leaving.”

“Doc dways says for meto keep out. | intend to pay no atention to that, as usud,” Pat said. “And you
fdlows have been digging up information fast, haven't you?’

“Jud the usud routine when something turns up.”
“I'l tell you whet I'll tdl Doc,” Pet said.
“And that isthis Here is one piece of excitement 1'd like to see anybody make me misd”

She hung up and went downdtairs. The hdls, the dairs, were richly carpeted. The men's divison, more
used now than before the war—by pot-bellied business men who looked at trim soldiers and got a yen to
greamline themsaves—had the crisp, neat look of a hospitd [aboratory.

Pat tapped on the door and cdled, “Jamie” Jamie was the head masseur.

The door opened to let out a man who was not Jamie. This man had fox ears and fox eyes and something
inhis hand covered by atowe. He examined Pat, and said, “Miss Savage?”’

1] YS.”

The man showed Pat that the towel covered aguninhisfis. He said, “Let's not have a fuss. My name is
Gonner. They cdl me Shuffy, anickname | never did care for.

But you can use it.”
Pat said, “ So you followed Wilson here.”
“Uh-huh.” Shuffy stepped back. “Won't you come indde?’

There were hdf a dozen desperatel ooking men in the room, in addition to Jamie, the masseur, who was
piled loose and sensdlessin a corner, and Wilson, who had been knocked unconscious as wll.

THEY did not fool around.

“Get going with the old guy,” Shuffy said. “For some reason, | don't think thisis a good place to hold any
picnics”

He turned to Pat.

“You, too,” he added. “And that doesn't make me happy. But don't worry, well let you loose like you
were a hot potato as soon as we get downdairs.”

“Scared of me, eh?’ Pat said.
“Not of you, sis. Of Doc Savage.”
“Suppose,” sad Pat, “that Dr. Wilson told me what dl this was about?’



“In that case, we'd chop off your pretty little toes right up next to your ears,” Shuffy said. “But | don't
think old Wilson did tdl you.

He's too foxy an old boy to go spreading this around.”
“Why wouldn't he tdl me?’
“It's too important.”

The gang had organized a retreat. Two of them had gotten into the locker of Jamie, the masseur, and
found white smocks which they had put on. In the smocks they looked enough like interns to avoid
suspicion. This pair carried Dr. Wilson.

“Too important,” Pat said, as they went downdtairs. “How important isit?’
“Tsk, tsk,” Snuffy said. “Too many questions.”

In the reception room, the receptionist came forward in darm, but Pat said, “It is nothing, Nancy. We are
taking the gentleman to a hospital.” And the receptionist was fooled.

“That was smart of you,” Shuffy told her. “I was going to dug thet girl.”

The street was quiet, thinly sprinkled with the decreased traffic that was usng New York streets in
wartime. They dimbed into a car.

One of the men said, “I don't like the idea of driving a stolen car in a Strange town.
If we had our own pads, or something like that—"

“Yeah, and if we had amillion dollars apiece,” Shuffy interrupted.

Pat had been watching the street.

“You've got worse then that,” she said.

They ignored her, which caused Pet to smile strangely. Th ey got the car moving. It pulled out into the
traffic lane and loafed dong, the men trying to look innocent.

Pa said, “What you've got | wouldn' trade for amillion.”

Suffy eyed her, said, “Sis, you tak upside down, don't you?’
“The expressions on your faces done,” Pat said, “will be worth it.”
“What isthis, new zoot tak?” Shuffy asked.

The car was moving more rapidly now, but it was plain thet the driver was not going to exceed the speed
limit. They had placed Dr. Wilson on the floor boards, and one of them had a blackjack ready in case he
moved.

“I'mtaking sense,” Pat said.
“Yeah, the kind agremlin would talk,” Shuffy said.

Pat leaned back, said, “I foresee a black future for you eggs”



Near the end of the block, a car, a dark sedan swvung ahead of them dowly, and about the middle of the
next block, when it was thirty yards or so ahead, it seemed to catch fire At least there was a dull
exploson, and agreat ded of smoke that was very black.

The smoke became afa dark mushroom in the street. Two or three seconds and it filled and choked the
Stredt.

Thedriver ran into it. He jammed on the brakes, said, “Damn! | can't see athing!”

“Drive onl” Snuffy barked.

“But | can't see—"

“Drive on!” Shuffy yeled.

Pat made a jump, hit the car door, which came open. Pat went out, landed in the street running.
Behind her, Shuffy said something, vi olently.

Pa ran very fag for not more than twenty feet, and then, while she was 4ill in the smoke, someone
grabbed her, got her by the throat.

Chapter V. PIER END

“AWK!” Pat said to the man holding her throat. “Cut it out. I'm apd!”

“I'l be superamagamated!” said the man who had grabbed her. “Pat!”

“Since when did you become a stranger, Johnny?” Pat asked.

“Ps-s«t!” Johnny said. “1 thought you were one of the gang in the car.”

“Theyll stay inthe car.”

“Good,” Johnny said. “Doc was going to load into the trunk compartment in the confuson.”
“| figured something like that,” Pat said.

“Cross your fingers. The trunk may be locked.”

“In that case, well have to clean house right here in the street.”

Pat and Johnny moved out of the smoke, and stood behind a parked car, waiting.
The smoke had little vdue other than being intensdy black.

Johnny was William Harper Littlgohn, one of a group of five men who adways worked with Doc Savage.
Johnny's specidty was archaeology and geology. The other four were respectively lawyer, chemig,
enginer and eectrica expert.

Johnny was a very tdl man. He was aso thinner than it seemed any man could possibly be and il retain
hedth. Johnny's hedth was about as robust as a Generd Grant tank.



“An ultrafrangible interregnum,” Johnny said.

Pat surmised that he meant that it was a tense moment. Such words formed Johnny's more normd
Speech.

The smoke, which had been released from one of Doc Savage's specid sedans, hung thickly in the street,
but moved with the breeze. The wind carried it dowly back.

Pat heard a car go into gear and leave.

“That'sthem,” she said. “I hope Doc made it.”

When the smoke cleared, they ran into the street. They found a spare tire lying there.
Johnny said, “Better than gold!” and took possession of thetire.

“Doc dumped it out, so he could get in the trunk compartment,” Pat said.

They walked to the car which had made the smoke. A big fdlow with a remarkably sad face and a pair
of fis which would have choked an dligator was stting in the car.

“Hdlo, Renny,” Pat said to him. “Doc's idea was to follow them and find out where they were going,
wasn't it?’

Renny nodded. “You go back to your place of busness” he said. “Youve rung your litle bdl very
nicdy. We thank you.

Good-by.”

“Doc tdl you to say that?’ Pat asked.
“He gave me the ideg, not the words.

His words were plainer.”

Pet got in the car where Renny was Stting.
“l can't hear you at dl,” she said.

DOC SAVAGE was a very large man, dthough he did not look it until one stood close to him. His
proportioning was so symmetrica thet it made his Sze deceptive. But a close range there were certain
ggns, cabled snews on the backs of his hands, and flowing bars of strength in his neck, which indicated
some of the remarkable physicd power which he possessed.

His eyes were poals of flake gold, with a continud live qudity as if they were dways sirred by tiny
winds. His hair was a metdlic bronze a little darker than his sun-bronzed skin. There was no looseness,
no flatnessin his face anywhere, and there was too much drength in it to dlow it to be as handsome as
the findy molded features would otherwise have made it.

He was dressed quietly in shades of brown.

His appearance as a whole was suffidetly disinctive—and he had adways consdered this a
handicap—to make him stand out in any kind of a crowd, to permit anyone to recognize him who had
heard and remembered even a fragmentary description of him.



He looked what he was—the dmost abnorma product of an unusud traning, a the hands of an
assortment of scientists, which he had received garting in childhood, and continuing to early manhood.
Thetraining had been arranged by his father, and it had been aimed soldly at fitting Doc for the profession
which he now followed—the rather strange career of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers who were
outsgde the law, often in the far corners of the earth. Meddling with other people's troubles, it redly
amounted to.

He was very cramped where he rode in the baggage-tire compartment of the car.
SNUFFY GONNER was driving the car.

Suffy had been around Logantown off and on mogt of his life, and no one had ever heard of his having
visted New Y ork. But Shuffy showed a dightly snister familiarity with New York streets.

He drove until they had crossed the Queensborough Bridge into Long Idand City, and were driving dong
under thel. R. T.

subway lines, which in Queens operate on an eevated track, falowing the route out toward Sunnyside
and Jackson Heights.

“You drive, “ hetold one of his men.

“Keep under the elevated.”

He exchanged positions with the other man without stopping.

Then he leaned over and whispered in the driver's ear, “Doc Savage isin the trunk!”

The driver was shocked. He dl but hit an eevated pillar. Shuffy grabbed the whed, dapped the man,
sad, “Keep your head, damn it! I've got an ideal”

Then Shuffy gave the bad news to the othersin the car. He whispered in each case.
The information wasn't cheerful for anybody.
“Theradio,” Shuffy whispered.

The radio outfit was asmdl, portable set in a suitcase, which both transmitted and received. It operated
on voice. Shuffy used it to cdl, “Tony! Tony! Did you manage to get hold of a car?’

From another tranamitter somewhere nearby came a cautious answer: “Yeah.”
Then Tony added awarning thet the car had been stolen. “Hot.”

“0. K.,” Sffy said. He gave them the name and location of the street on which they were driving. “ Get
the heck over here. We want to transfer to your machine—and do it while we are gill moving, so
somebody who isin the trunk of our car won't know what is going on.”

“Who you keeping secrets from?’ Tony asked.
“Doc Savage”
“You mean he'sin the trunk of your car?’

“ YS”



Tony sad grimly, “1 wish | had stayed in Itdy.”

“It's a bad break,” Shuffy admitted, “but don't let it get you worked up too much. The only reason
Savage would have for getting in the trunk is so that he could trail us. But now that we know he'sin there,
he's behind the eght bal.”

“I'l be therein afew minutes” Tony said unhappily.

Suffy switched off the radio, closed the box which held the apparatus, and handed it to one of the men.
“Take it with you when you get into Tony's car,” he said.

The man nodded. He leaned forward and whispered a question to Shuffy, “How did you know Savage
wasin the trunk compartment?”

“l just happened to be looking out of the back window when we were in that smoke,” Shuffy said. “And
| saw him.”

“That was a lucky break.”
“It was amighty lucky break,” Shuffy agreed.

THEY had more luck when they changed cars. The possihility that Doc Savage would hear the sounds
as the men stepped from one machine to another had been bothering dl of them. But a tran came
rumbling dong the elevated overhead, traveling in the same direction they were moving.

Swiffy drove under the train and the train traveled dowly.

One after another, the men Ieft, tepping from one car to the other. They shifted Dr. Wilson by the same
means, usng care not to create a commotion and to do it quickly.

At lagt only Shuffy Gonner was in the car.
He waved the other mechine away.
“Go on ahead and wait for me” he had told the men.

The man cdled Tony grinned at Shuffy, and went through the motions of shaking hands with himsdlf,
complimenting Snuffy on the successful transfer. Suffy returned the handshake, then jerked his thumb
toward the trunk of the car, and pantomimed the gesture of drawing afinger across his own throat. It was
expressive enough.

Thetwo cars now took different directions.

Suffy Gonner drove rapidly, turning back toward the water front near the Queensborough Bridge. He
kept the car ralling steadily, and added a bit of redism—he hoped—»by tdking loudly to himsdf, fird in
his own voice, and then in a voice which he changed by taking into his hat, or which he distorted by
holding his mouth out of shape with a forefinger.

“l sound like three or four guys at that,” he thought approvingly.

He drove to theriver. He knew where he was going—the yard of a large sand and gravel company. The
place had been shut down when he had seenit lagt.

The gate, he saw with relief, was open.



There was no watchman in Sght. Shuffy decided to take a chance, and he drove in, fdlowing a lane that
was narrow and weedgrown, toward the dock where the sand and grave barges had unloaded.

The dock was clear and he went out on it. He left the car in gear, threw open the door, dived out, landed
on hisfeet, but lost his balance and rolled, got erect, pulled a revolver out of a pocket. He was standing
on the edge of the dock where he was splashed by the cloud of water which flew up when the car hit and
sank.

Swiffy waited and watched with the gun ready. He remained there something like five minutes without
seaing anything but bubbles come to the surface.

There was plenty of light. No one could svim under the dock because the dock was a solid concrete
box &far. He kept thinking of that. And findly, satisfied, helit a cigarette.

He waked back toward the gate dowly, trying to fed as relaxed as he fdt he should be. When a man
confronted him unexpectedly, Shuffy gave a violent jump. But the man was old, in overdls, and dangled a
watchman's clock.

“Y ou looking for somebody?’ the old man asked.

“l was looking over the place,” Shuffy said. “Thought | might lease it. But | guess not.”
“Oh,” the watchman said.

Swiffy walked on, leaving the yard by the same gate through which he had entered.

DOC SAVAGE came from behind a shack. The wooden fence around the yard was about ten feet high.
He dimbed the fence, and followed Shuffy Gonner.

Doc was not as neat as he had been.

The baggage compartment of the car had been dusty. His coat, a the shoulder, had along rip. HEd done
that in leaving the compartment of the car secretly soon after the machine had driven into the sand and
gravd yard. The knuckles of one hand, hisleft hand, had been skinned at the same time.

His reason for leaving the car at that point had been logicd. He hadn't a any time let the baggage
compartment lid close fully, but had kept it propped open a crack with atoe in order to have a space
through which he could watch where they were going. Recognizing the sand and gravel yard had not
been difficult; he had known indantly that they wouldn't drive into the place merdly if passng through. So
hed gotten ouit.

The presence of Gonner donein the car had puzzled him for a while. When had the others gotten out of
the machine? Puzzing about it, he had evolved afair idea

They had driven under the elevated o that the uproar of the trains overhead would hide the sounds as dl
but Gonner transferred to another car.

Suffy Gonner walked rapidly. He saw only one cab, but the cab ignored him when he windmilled his
ams. Gonner swore a the departing cab. It had a fare, however, and he did not see another cab.

Gonner took the subway.

Doc got aboard the same train—by going up the dairs on the other sde of the street, remaning
concedled until the train came in, then scampering across the tracks and hanging on to the rear of the last



car of thetrain. At the next station, he transferred to the indgde of the coach.
At the end of the line—Hushing— Shuffy Gonner had better luck with a taxi.
Severd were waiting at a cab stand. Gonner took one. Doc got another.

Gonner went to aflat Long Idand pasturdand surrounded by woods. There were two arplanes, smadl,
fagt ships, on the edge of the pasture, backed in under the trees.

Smdl bushes had been cut and pushed in the ground to screen the ships from view.
Therest of Gonner's men were there.
They had driven the cars into the woods.

When they did not leave a once, Doc surmised they were waiting for nightfal. They were pretending to
be picnickers, for they cooked their sx-o'clock med over a campfire.

In the meantime, Doc Savage got to a farmhouse and used the telephone. Ham Brooks answered the cdl
a headquarters.

“Doc, what happened to you?' Ham demanded.

Doc Savage told him about the car that had gone into the river. “They seem to think | am dead, and now
they are watting around for darkness before they leave in the two planes they have hidden.”

“How the dickens did they get those planesin there without Aircraft Warning spotting them?

“They evidently came in from the ocean at night, probably got very high, shut off their motors and camein
deaddtick. The pasture is quite large. One of them mugt have been familiar with it.”

“Wha are we going to do?’
“IsLong Tom there?’
“yes”

“Put imon.”

Long Tom Roberts was the dectrica expert of thar outfit. He said, “I've been standing here beside Ham
ligening. Doc, can you get a one of thar ships?’

“| plan to try to do thet,” Doc said.
“Oh, then you want me to rush out there with one of my new bumblebees. That the idea?’
“You read my mind,” Doc said.

LONG TOM ROBERTS had lady been spending much time on the gadget he caled a bumblebee. He
was proud of the device, and anxious to give it a test. He thought he had something that was going to
hdp the war effort agreat ded.

The thing was remarkable. It was not a mechanism, unless a solid dug of three different kinds of meta
and plastic—the exact chemica composition of which was a secret —could be called a mechanism. The
substances in the metd, when smashed together, got dong together, aiomicdly, about like cats and dogs.
The result was that some of the atoms flew off into space. This was the way Long Tom had explained the



thing in a amplified way to Johnny Littlgohn, whose knowledge of € ectro-chemistry was somewhat less
than his command of big words.

There was a fog of excited eectrons around the three chemicas while they were mingling. And this
minging would continue for about three days. The dectron cloud was like dust around a dogfight.
Around a lump of the chemicas the Sze of a .50-caliber machine gun bullet, for example, the cloud
would have a diameter of about haf amile— for practica purposes.

A good atomic locator of the radio short-wave type would register the presence of the bal as beng
about hdf amilein diameter.

The ultra-short radio wave “ey€’ used to locate the bdl of atomic “dust” was dmogt a standard plane
locator mechanism.

Military uses of the discovery was obvious.

Shoot a chemicd bullet or two into the enemy plane—a chemicd cartridge could be inserted in the
ammunition belt at regular intervas the same way tracer bullets are inserted —and congtruct the dugs so
that they would stick in the enemy ship. Then trall the enemy with aregular radio “eye”

The idea of separating the three chemicals in the bullet before it was fired was to keep the enemy from
usng an “eye’ of his own to spot planes which had belts loaded with the dugs. This was what had held
up military use of the device. Now Long Tom believed he had it licked. He had conducted the last steps
of the experiment with Doc's aid.

Hdf an hour later, Long Tom met Doc Savage. He was carrying a rifle capable of firing the .50-caliber
cartridges, underloaded for the purpose.

Doc sad, “Did you have some of the others get planesinthe arr?’

Long Tom gestured & the sky. “Monk and Ham are up there in the north. Renny and Johnny and Pat are
in another plane to the south. Renny’s outfit will land and pick us up when they get a radio sgnd from
US”

1] Gm.”

“I hope | can hit that pair of planes when they take off.” Long Tom hefted the .50-caliber rifle dubioudy.
“Thisthing probably will kick like a cannon, even with the reduced powder load.”

He hit them dl right.
Chapter VI. EVERGLADES

THE two planes in which Gonner and his men rode remained together on the flight south. They flew a
course which kept them about two hundred miles from shore. They had two breaks in luck, firg in not
encountering nava patrol planes, second in catching a favorable wind. Ther average speed was around
two hundred.

Long Tom Roberts was dated about the way his gadget was working.

He pointed ahead. “They're out of Sght, anyway thirty miles ahead. But you can spot them as easly with
this apparatus as you could see a Kansas whirlwind with your naked eye.”

Renny Renwick, who was flying their plane, looked around. “Monk is on the radio.



He wants to know where those felows ahead are going to refud.”
Monk and Ham were in a smdler and fagter ship, loafing dong about a hdf mile to the west.
Long Tom snorted. “How would we know? Tdl him to find his own crystd bl and look into it.”

Renny conveyed the information. “If you haven't got a crystd bdl handy, you might use Ham's big blue
eyesingead.”

Renny ligtened to the response this got, and laughed.
Pat amiled. “What did Monk say to that?”

“l don't want my ears to get red, so | won't repeat it, Pat. Monk seems to have learned a new
cussword.”

“He and Ham mug be in the middle of the usud quarrd.”

“From the way he sounded, 1'd say they were about ready to throw each other overboard.”

Long Tom unrolled a chart and looked at it thoughtfully. “Where do you suppose they will refud?’
“You saw the planes at close range. Do you suppose they had extrafud tanks?’

“l didn't see them that close, Renny.

They could have. However, | don't think they did, because there are enough men aboard to load them
close to their maximum limit.”

Renny made an adjustment in the automatic pilot which had been doing most of the work of flying the
plane. “Widl, they might make it to Cuba. “

CUBA was agood guess, as it developed.
Suffy Gonner had never been to Cuba.

He stared down at the Cuban countryside, about seven thousand feet below. “Joe, you sure you know
what you're doing?’

Joe grinned a him. “My redl nameis José. | lived here most of my life. | know what 1'm doing.”

“You better.” Gonner knew Joe only as a recruit who had been wdl recommended, and who had
followed orders this far without question, and even with enthusasm. Joe had one asset—he did not seem
to get scared every time he heard Doc Savage's name mentioned.

It had been awindfdl for Dr. Light and Snuffy Gonner when they discovered Joe, or José, knew of arich
Cuban planter who lived on an isolated sugar plantation, where he had a private flying fidd and a fa
supply of high-test aviation ges.

“This caballero is no friend of mine We will have to take the gas away from him.”
“Well do thet, Joe”

Dr. Light was not with them. Only Gonner and his hired aides were in the two planes. They had
communicated once with Dr. Light by radio, meking a date for a rendezvous near Everglades, a smdl
town in southwestern Florida



The understanding was thet Dr. Light was to meet them there, with the Indian, Sow John. The purpose
of this was to keep Slow John from becoming suspicious.

uffy addressed one of his men.
“How is Wilson coming?’

“He don't look so good. “

Suffy examined Dr. Wilson himsdf.

Wilson sat in the rearmost seet in the plane cabin. They had tied his wridts as a matter of caution,
dthough Wilson was too ill, weak, and dazed from the drugs they had given him to be dangerous.

Suffy put hisleft pdm agang Wilson's face and pushed the man's head back.
“Fed tough, en?’
Wilson gave him a sick glare. “You devil!”

“Wdl, wdl, with horns and spike tal and everything.” Shuffy sat down across the aide where he could
ydl & Wilson. “I'm not a bad guy. I'm just a purpossful guy, isdl.”

“Thisis not funny.”

“You bet it's not, or | hope it's not. Because | figure there is three or four million bucks, plus a place in
higory, inthisfor dl of us” Gonner laughed. “Won't the faces of some of these guys look like hell in the
higory books.” He glanced around &t his ass stants.

Wilson made no comment.
Gonner glanced a him. “That right? They'll 1ook funny in the history books, won't they?’
Wilson was glent.

Gonner grinned widdy at him. “What do you suppose theyll have in the book under the picture of
Steveski, yonder, who has served two stretches for mandaughter?” He pointed a a thick-bodied fellow.

Wilson eyed Gonner hitterly. “ Snhuffy, Dr. Light didn't redly tdl you whet this was about, did he? You're
trying to pump me.”

Gonner cursed him unhappily. “If it wasn't for you tdling Light on me, | would besat the whole story out of
you right now.”

“I think | might tel Light you did that, anyway.” Wilson's tone was |oaded with contempt.
“Might gtart advil war among you. “

“Oh, no, Wilson; you're too honest an old guy to do that.”

THE Cuban who owned the plantation was named Govostez, but he wasn't a home.
Suffy Gonner's men piled out of their plane with rifles and revolvers.

José had some advice. “Get the radio station. It's the only way of getting quick news outside. Get it.”



Gonner had another bright idea. “Ydl alot of 'Hel Hitlers! Make 'em think we're Germans.”
They piled out of the plane, ydled their “Heil Hitlerd” and shot at everyone in Sght.

The Cubans, who had been expected to run for cover, put up afight. There was nearly hdf an hour of
siping before the place was cleared of resstance.

Jose was disgusted. “It was those 'Hell, Hitlers that did it. They fight like cats and dogs when they hear
that.”

Gonner howled with pleasure when he looked into the big hangar. “A segplane!” He waved his arms.
“Look, a segplane!”

It was, technicdly, an amphibian. A seaplane hull with whedls which lowered so that it could operate off
land as well.

Gonner told them what was in his mind.

“That Everglades country is dl swamp. There may not even be a place to land around that town of
Everglades. Boy, do we need a segplane!”

“We going to take thisinstead of our planes?’
“yes”

“Ingtead of both of them?’

“Yes. It's big enough.”

They trandferred their baggage, a very few vdises of clothes, but many bags and packages containing
guns and anmunition, from ther planes to the amphibian. They found the high-test gasoline. There was
plenty. They loaded and took off, went moaning away into the afternoon sun that was hot in the west.

Then a Cuban boy came out of the plane hangar. He had crawled behind an ail drum during the fight and
remained hidden there.

He stood in front of the hangar, watching the other plantation employees come out of the cane fidds and
the jungle.

DOC SAVAGE and his aides circled the Cuban plantation widdy, so that Long Tom could get direction
bearings with his device.

Renny used the radio telephone. He contacted a Cuban government station.

“The plantation is owned by a man named Govostez,” Renny said, rdaying the information he obtained
from the Cuban government radio.

Doc Savage examined a scae map thoughtfully. “There is a chance they are only getting gasoline. Find
out whether Govostez would have high-test avigtion gas available & the plantation.”

Renny spoke Spanish into the radio telephone for awhile. “Yes. Gas there”
“Wewill land.” Doc Savage folded the chart.

At firg only the plane in which Doc Savage rode came down on the plantation flying field. The other



plane remained doft, in case there was an ambush. Doc's craft stopped ralling.

The plane cabin was bulletproofed, so they remained in it, suspicioudy weatching the low plantation
buildings. They saw no sgn of life. The two planes they had been trailing were nearby.

Big-fisted Renny was uneasy. His voice was arumbling like a bear in a cave. “1 wonder what happened?
Holy cow!”

Doc indicated the hangar. “Unless they took a different plane.”

Fndly a Cuban shouted at them from a hiding place. They replied, and exchanged identification. Then
they got the story of what had happened.

Ham Brooks was discouraged. He was dressed in the height of fashion, but it was the last word in
dathing for morning wear in New Y ork City, so he looked alittle out of place.

“Blazed” Ham flourished the sword cane he dways carried. “If they took another plane, we cant tral
that one. It looks asif we might be licked.”

A Cuban youth approached them.

“Muy bien, se—ores,” he said. “| was concedled in the hangar and overheard something of value. They
go, those evil men, to a place caled Everglades.”

“Doc, come herel” Ham caled loudly.
Doc Savage listened to the Cuban.
“The Everglades svamp?’

“No, no, atown, | am sure, se—or . | could tdl from the way they talk. They make the remark that there
might not be a place to land a ground plane around that town of Everglades.”

Ham Brooks thought for a moment.

“Doc, there is a town named Everglades in southwestern Florida, if | remember right.”

Doc Savage questioned the Cuban on another point. “Did they have an dderly gentleman with them?’
“ 3, se—or. One whose hands were tied, if it is he you mean.”

The gasoline supply in thelr planes was not exhausted. But they refilled the tanks anyway.

Monk Mayfar approached Doc. “That ydling those fellows done about Heil, Hitle— you think it meant
anything particular?’

“Hard to say. They might have been trying to give the impresson that they were an enemy rading party.”

Monk made afig out of one of his hands, then eyed it hopefully. “1 would sure like to run into some of
Hitler's boys.”

“So would the rest of us, Monk.”
“Doc, do you think were ever going to get into the shooting end of the army and see actud service?’

The bronze man said a grim nothing.



The matter was one of his sore points.

Since the firg bomb was released a Pearl Harbor, they had been trying to get into active service. All of
them had military training of one type or another, so they'd thought they would be accepted immediatdy.
But they hadn't been—instead, they were informed that their present work was more important.

Thismight be true, but it wasn't very satisfactory.
Doc Savage dimbed into his plane.

“Both these ships are fagter than the amphibian they took. We will et them out, and in the darkness we
may be able to reach Everglades ahead of the other ship. *

Monk was dill hopeful. “I hope theré's some of Hitler's boys.”

THE man who pretended to be a lumberman, Schlitze, arrived in Everglades, FHorida, in a bad humor.
Hisful name was Edward Hungerford Schlitze, Jr.; a least this was the name he had used for the twenty
years he had spent in America. He had been a wedthy executive for so long, a man who sat in a soft
char and gave the orders, that he resented traveling. And this was the firg travding he had done in
Americain wartime, which hadn't helped his humor a bit.

Hefdt like bedting his chest. “I have to stand on the train! No drawing room! No pullman! Not even a
day-coach sest!”

The gentleman who met him in Everglades was crisp and efficent. He sauted Schlitze and said, “Carl
Sde reporting, Sr.”

Schlitze frowned a him. “Redl name?’

“Kal Satz, ar.”

“From?’

“Dresden, sr.”

Schlitze sghed. 1 was born and went to school in Dresden mysdf. It islovely. | plan to go back there”
“Thank you, Sr.”

Schlitze examined Karl Satz thoughtfully, findly nodding approvingly. “You are a good job, Satz. |
understand the espionage school at Hanover produced you?’

“Yes, ar.”
“l suppose you want more details?”
“If you plesse, Sr.”

Schlitze liked the crisp efficency of the espionage agent. “Wdl, Satz, here is the story: This fdlow Dr.
Light'sred name is Doktor Friedrich Licht, born in Germany, and with plenty of relaives there. A year or
two ago | had my agents approach him about acting as a secret agent for Germany, and, when he
refused, we mentioned what would be done to his homefolks in Germany if he didn't. He laughed a us.
Thefdlow didn't give a damn about his rdatives in Germany.

Then, laughingly, he said that if he ever had anything worth sdling, he would drop around.”



Saz was ligening atentively, dertly, nodding whenever the other man paused for breath.

Schlitze continued his story. “A couple of days ago, unexpectedly, Dr. Light appeared & my home in
Savannah. He had an amazing story. It seems that he had accidentally mentioned to a brother physician,
inthe same amdl town where he was practicing, an item that he had noticed in a newspaper. The other
physcian, a Dr. Wilson, became so excited that Light's interest was aroused. So he followed Wilson, and
discovered that Wilson had an old Indian servant, belonging to something—a clan, a tribe, a people, we
don't know what yet—cadled the Su. This servant, caled Slow John, agreed to guide Dr. Wilson into the
Everglades after the thing which was mentioned in the newspaper.

Light immediatdy seized Wilson, and tricked Sow John into agreeing to guide him, Light, to these Su.
Light then came to me and offered to sl the thing. He wanted three million dollars, cash on ddlivery.”

“Three million!” The crigp Satz was astonished.

“In American dollars, that is a fabulous sum!”

Schlitze nodded. “Definitdy too much for a common reprobate quack like Light.”
“Much too much, gr.”

“l am here to change that,” Schlitze said.

SATZ, spesking in measured sentences which sounded as if he had carpentered the words carefully, or
hed previoudy memorized the text of what he had to say, made his report. He had been in Everglades a
day and a hdf, having come there from Miami as soon as he had received coded directions from
headquarters, notifying him that he was to take a group of men and cooperate with Schlitze,

In obedience to the coded orders, he had checked up on Dr. Light. As soon as Light appeared in
Everglades, he had been placed under close observation.

Light was waiting for the gang he had hired. They were en route by plane, and were due to arrive shortly.
Saz was proud of having this information.

Schlitze clapped Satz's shoulder in approval.

“Good work. So Light's men are coming.

We will waylay them when they arrive”

“l have prepared for that, Sr. My men are armed and ready.” Satz looked efficient.

“How many men have you?’

“Ten, gr.”

Schlitze nodded gpprovingly. “Not too many, however. Do you have an idea where the planes will land?’

Saz had a very good idea. “There is only one logica spot. | have suggested that nine of my men be
waiting there. They are there now. The tenth man is keegping tabs on Light.” *

Good. Good work, Satz. We will go grab them as they get out of the planes.”

They got moving. Schlitze, discovering they mugt walk and not liking to travel on foot, complained, “Ian't
there such athing as a car around here?’



“Thereisaboat near. It will be much quicker.”

After they were in the rowboat, Schlitze did not complain. He leaned back and fired up a cigar, rdaxing.
They could hear tarpon jumping in the mangrove creeks through which the boat was passng. “I should
have brought my fishing gear. “ Schlitze Sghed.

Satz sad, “Slow John, the Indian, iswith this Light.”

“Are they dill on good terms?’

“Quite good.”

“Then the Indian mugt be remarkably stupid.”

Schiitze suddenly sat up straight, listening.

He threw away the cigar. “Satz, do you hear a plane?’

“Yes, gr. Itisnot the time for the patrol plane, so it must be our quarry.”
“Hurry!”

“We are dmog there, Sr.”

THERE was a gretch of beach, then beyond that the sea dretching into the distance, dotted with a few
mangrove idands.

The sea here was very shdlow and nearly a part of that remarkable area known as Florida Bay where it
was possible for a man to step overboard from a samdl boat, and wade twenty or thirty milesin amost
any direction without getting in water more than neck-deep.

It was a section used hardly a dl by commercid boats, and now that the war was in progress, used
amaog not at dl by tourigt fishermen.

Everywhere ese mangrove roots grew, a thick and rather hideous tangle of roots extending a couple of
feet out of the water to join the naked grotesque trunks of the mangroves themsdves.

Offshore about a hundred yards, there floated a rowboat from which two men were fishing with long
poles. They were plainly diginguishable in the moonlight.

“Who are they?’ Schlitze pointed at the men.
“Two of ours”

“The others around?’

“They are, gr.”

“Must be well hidden.”

“l hope s0.”

The plane came swooping in, fallowing the coastline. They saw that it was abig seaplane, and that it was
seeking a spot for alanding.

Schlitze twisted his hands together until the joints cracked. “I hope they land here”



“They will. Thisisthe best clear water avallable. And the town is close”

The plane came back, sdtling, its nose into the wind. Its hull drew a long streak of wake across the
water, then the pilot turned inshore. He headed for the rowboat.

From the plane a voice haled the rowboat.

“Ahoy, the iff! Isthis water safe?’

“Safe enough.” The voice from the rowboat was gruff.

“Who are you? Nétives?’

“Sure. Where would you find a tourist down here thistime of year?’
“Is Doc Light around?’

“Who?’

“Light. Doc Light.”

“Never heard of him.”

“O. K.” The man on the plane could be heard tdlling someone ingde the craft that they might aswel go in
and beach, if the sand looked smooth enough. “I guess we're not expected. ©

With a roar from the motors, and a rush of wind from the propellers that flattened the smal waves for
some distance back of the plane, the craft moved toward shore. It approached a wide smooth stretch of
beach sand, nosng in cautioudy, a man standing on the hull and dropping a sounding line rapidly, and
poking at the water with a flashlight beam, searching for cora heads.

The watching Schlitze became uneasy.
“How are you going to take them? Is it now too late?”’
Saz was cam. “Watch this In amoment, waich it.”

The words were not off his lips when there was a loud exploson. The blast occurred amogt under the
plane, its violence heaving the craft bodily into the air and tossing it over so that it came down on one
wing ful weight. Thewing crumpled, folding like a bird wing. A hole had been caved in the plane cabin.

Chapter VII. STRANGE SWAMP
RENNY RENWICK picked himsdf out of atangle of cushions and equipment cases and groped around
in thick, brown smoke.
“Doc, you dl right?” Renny's rumbling voice was anxious. “Peat, what about you?’
Pat was close a hand. “I'm considerably surprised, to put it mildly.”
“Gad” Thiswas Doc, nearer the hole which had been caved in the hull of the plane.
“Get the maskd”

The gas masks were kept close a hand. These were not avilian planes which Doc and his aides used, as



far as equipment was concerned. There were parachutes, gas equipment, bullet-proofing and other
gadgets.

The masks were kept in pockets beside the seats for convenience. They could be donned in a few
seconds.

But nobody except Long Tom Roberts got on his gas mask. The gas was tear gas. It had been part of
the explosive contraption, whatever that was, which had ruined them. It had been blown into the plane by
the blast.

Long Tom put up somewhat of a fight when men came piling out of the mangroves and runt palmetto
growth. But he was soon beaten down, trampled into the sand, and generdly given an enthusadtic
kicking.

Saz cdled loudly to the boat in which the two fishermen sat. “Come here. Tow the plane up on the
beach. You have lines”

They did not get the plane up on the dry sand, but they got it grounded where it did not look too much as
if it was sunk. They propped up the mangled wing, with much curang and straining, until it would look dl
right in the moonlight. Because by now they could hear another planein the distance.

“To your posts, men.” Satz was bustling around.

Schlitze now got around to examining Doc Savage, Pat, Renny, Long Tom and Johnny Littlgohn. The
prisoners had been taken back into the mangroves, forced to St on the damp swamp muck, and each of
them tied by one wrigt to along rope. The tying had been done with an ingenious knot which held them
like the wristband of a handcuff.

To further discourage them from making any bdligerent motions, two men stood by with ready
submeachine guns.

“Wel, wdl, wal!” Schlitze poked Renny and Doc Savage experimentaly with a long crooked mangrove
branch which he had picked up. “Doc Light hired some big devils, didn't he?’

Schlitze went over and prodded Pat with the stick. “And a girl, too. Wdl, wdl! Or are you a friend?’
With this he started to poke Pet playfully again with the stick, and Pat, with a lightning quick motion,
saized the tick, jerked it out of his hand, and whacked him on the head with it. The gick wasn't very
large, but it knocked Schlitze down. “Break her arm for her!” he snarled at one of the machine gunners.

The gunner was cautious. “ She should be gagged fird.”
The other plane was roaring closer, so Schlitze waved his arms angrily. “Let it wait.”

The plane came in low, not over the land, but over the water, then banked, climbed, and the motors
picked up power and violence. The ship arched around and came down, not quite like a dive bomber,
but with purposeful sureness.

“ Achl” Schlitze hit the ground in afla dive. “ Was nun!”

They must have dumped over double figfuls of hand grenades. When they hit the water, and part of them
hit the plane, there was a rippling roar as if a bundle of firecrackers had been lighted and tossed. The
plane logt its shape. There was some screaming.

Schlitze pounded the ground with his figs. What he said was not understandable, but it was nothing



pleasant.

Saz ydled a his men. “ Shoot! Shoot!”

His men, scampering out on the beach, were dark figures. From them, gunflash.

The plane came diving back, roaring and angry in the moonlight. From its windows, dso gunflashes.
Schiitze ran out on the beach. “We are not here to fight a war. Bring the prisoners.

Wewill get out of herel”

AFTER they had waked some distance, they climbed into boats—not the same boats they had used
ealier, but two different ones—and pushed off dong a mangrove creek. The plane had made another
pass or two at the beach, then had flown away. They could bardly hear it in the south.

Schlitze swore repestedly to himsdf.
“That was a very strange thing to happen.
What do you make of it, Satz?’

“l am dumfounded,” Satz said.

They kept paddling furioudy, driving long wakes out behind the boats. The plane was dill hanging
around, but at a great distance.

| am dumfounded, too.” Schlitze sounded sour about the whole thing. “Satz, why did that happen? Why
were we fired upon?’

“ Alles habe ich nicht verstanden,” Satz said gloomily.

“Speak English!” Schlitze was indignant.

“We arein America, where they do not speak German. “

“l am sorry.” Satz was meek. “I do not know why Light's men attacked us.”

“He didn't attack ud He attacked these people—some of the helpers he had hired. *

“| do not understand it.”

“You are sure Light is here waiting for his men to come?’

“Yes. Heis a the Western Touris Home. We heard him by radio, arranging to meet his hired men here.”
Schlitze swore. “Wewill grab Light, force him and the Indian to guide us”

Doc Savage, who had been speechless and inactive to this point, suddenly spoke.

Doc spoke in Mayan, a language which, as far as he and his aides knew, was spoken by no one in the
so-called avilized world other than themselves. He and the others had learned the Mayan tongue on one
of their earliest adventures, awild affair which had taken them into a remote Central American mountain
valey inhabited by strange descendants of ancient Maya. It was from this valey, incdentaly, that Doc



dill received regular shipments of gold. It was the source of his finances.
(See The Man of Bronze)

In Mayan, Doc sad: “This is a gang which is trying to dispose of Light and his men so they can get
whatever Light is after.”

The Mayan tongue was full of gutturals and not unmusicd murmurings which caused it to sound a little
like, if the right bitter tone was given, disgusted muttering.

“Pretend you know what thisis dl about, so that they will not kill you. After being properly reluctant,
agree to guide them.

Y ou will guide them by following my trail, usng amechanicd scanner.”

Doc stopped spesking in Mayan then.

He changed to English, spesking loudly.

“Dont tdl them the secret!” Doc's voice was firm, angry. “Do not guide them to the place!”

Then Doc lunged out of the boat. He had loosened the trick knot which held him to the rope, and hed
dipped hiswrigt out of it in the darkness.

The bronze man went into the water in a long dive which took him toward the most obvious point of
refuge on the bank of the mangrove creek. This was a dump of thick shrubbery not far away, growing
close to the water.

The moment he was under the surface, however, he changed his course. He turned about and, svimming
far down, headed back under the wake of the rowboats. The water in the mangrove creek was very
clear, and they could see him severd feet below the surface, even in the moonlight. But the water in the
wake of the boats was swirling and bubblefilled, so they could not see him below.

He swam with dl the strength and speed he could throw into the effort. The thought in his mind—if he
could get far enough away before they could catch him.

When his lungs began to torture him for air, he turned to the right, into the dark moon shadow of the
mangroves which overhung the creek. He came up among them, got air, and then found a spot where he
could haul himsdlf out of the water.

But when he saw how thickly the mangroves were matted, and what a terrible tangle it would be to
traverse, he did back into the water, and benesth it.

When the creek turned, he came to the surface, and svam hard with a stroke which did not bring his
ams or feet above the surface.

He went back to the beach where the plane had been ruined.
What had happened was no mysery.

Suffy Gonner's men in the plane had blasted the ship smply because they had recognized it as one of
Doc's ships. The plane was diginctive enough, with its bronze coloring and the identification numbers
which were registered in Doc's name. It had been easy enough for Gonner to recognize the ship, if he had
taken any pans in getting together information about Doc, which gpparently he had. He could have
obtained the datain New Y ork, by telephone.



Having destroyed the plane, Shuffy had gone off somewhere else to land and meet Dr. Light.

Once he had joined Light, Gonner and Light and their men would strike into the Everglades in search of
whaever it was they were after. They were doubtless taking Dr. Wilson dong to use his safety as a
threst to make the Indian, Sow John, do the guiding.

Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks, following orders, would have landed down near Key Largo, or
possibly in the cut behind Lower Matecumbe Key, to wait for radio indructions.

That, Doc decided as he approached the beach, would be about the Stuation.

THE beach was occupied now. The explosons had been heard, and the wrecked plane located.
Someone had sent for the town marshd. This much Doc Savage gathered as he moved through the
crowd.

Doc went to his plane. A uniformed man stopped him, and Doc saw that the coast guard dready had
taken over.

The bronze man said, “Turn on your flashlight, and take a look a some creden- tids” The coast
guardaman did s0. The cards and letters of authority from the war department, which Doc aways
carried, were sufficient.

“Thereis another plane around,” Doc said. “A segplane. Stolen from a plantation in Cuba.” The bronze
men described the plane Gonner was using. “Pick up the ship and the occupantsiif you can.”

“Yes, 9r.” The coast guardsman was efficient. “We have a description of the ship and orders to round up
the men aboard. Got the information by telephone about an hour ago.”

“Good.”
“Can we be of any other service?’
“Not immediatdy,” Doc told him. “Any other moves might interfere with aplan | am trying.”

The bronze man then cdlimbed into the mess that had been his plane cabin, searching for equipment boxes.
He found three, the three he desired, and from them removed various gadgets, part of which he stowed
inhis cdothing, and part of which he put in a packsack which wasin one of the cases.

He complimented the coast guardsman before he left. “ Good work!”
“Thank you, Mr. Savage. “
Doc got away without being recognized.

He headed for the town of Everglades, running dong the path. At a beer place on the edge of town, he
entered the washroom and, opening one of the small cases from his pack, he began rigging a disguise.

He had run quite a distance, and his breathing was heavy. He was momentaily tired. But there was no
timeto get back breath, or to clean up his daothing, which was a mess of water and mud.

The suff he used for the disguise was smple. A har dye, which was specid only in that it was so
concocted thet it would ingantly color the har, but not the skin. He made his hair quite black. He
darkened his skin aso. He used soft rubber mouthpieces, prepared long ago for such a purpose, to
change the shape of his jaws and thicken hislips. He employed a harmless injection in an ear lobe which
caused a quick sweling that did a good ded to change the character of his head profile.



He went to the proprietor. “Where is the Western Touris Home?’

THE Western Touris Home was not congpicuous, nor very neat. The shrubbery looked shabby for
Horida shrubbery, even in the moonlight. Doc Savage moved among the palmettos, doubled under a
scrawny tree on which grapefruit was growing not much larger than lemons, and unexpectedly found the
one guard which Satz had posted. Doc had not known there would be a guard, but he had suspected
there would be, and rather expected more than one.

The man, Doc learned with an unpleasant shock, was gtting in the tree under which the bronze man had
crawled.

“Ssssdt!” the guard said, then waited.
Evidently this was some kind of asignd.

There was probably a password. Doc had no idea what it could be. He lay there under the tree, plagued
by the urgent necessity of doing something.

Doc made a voice as much like the voice of Satz as he could manage. And he spoke German. “Ich
vergessen. | have forgotten.

Weas there a password?’

“Ja.” The German words fooled the man in the tree. He asked in English, “What happened? All those
explosons? They sounded like bombs and grenades and shots”

Doc had worked open a smdl metd case in his pocket, and from it he took as many of the amdl glass
bal-like objects within as his fingers could quickly find. He held his breath. He crushed the bals. The
liquid they contained was very cold on hishand as it evaporated with a speed dmost instantaneous.

The quff was a gas, odorless, colorless, an anaesthetic that would affect a man when he breathed it,
render him unconscious within the space of a couple of deep breaths.

It was a harmless kind of unconsciousness. If one did not breathe it, the suff would have no effect at dl.
And, after it had mixed with the ar for about eghty seconds, it became impotent.

Doc caught the watcher so that he did not make much noise fdling out of the tree.
AN old man in a soiled white suit sat on the porch of the house, smoking and ligening.

He looked up a Doc. “H'yah. Wonder what that noise off toward the shore was? Sounded like shooting.
Heck, you reckon they've caught some of them saboteurs landing around here?’

“Wouldnt know.” Doc kept his voice matter-of-fact. “I'm looking for a friend of mine. Doctor from up
north. Fellow with a Seminole Indian dong.”

“Oh, you mean Gibbons. Him and the Indian has got that cabin fartherest back.
Y onder, dong that path.”

“I'l go surprise im.” Doc moved down the path.

The cabin, he saw, had a lighted window.

He went to it dong the path, to a door that was closed by a screen. Through the screen he saw two men,



one of them a Seminole. He pushed open the screen, and went ingde looking excited and breathing
heavily.

“Light?” He went on without waiting for an answer. “Light, somebody waylad us.
Down &t the shore when we landed. An ambush.

Y ou should've heard the shooting. “

The white man was Light, dl right.

Light's extreme blondness, his near dbinolike lack of coloring made his emations of astonishmernt,
followed by fear, less noticegble than they would have been on a darker man.

Light got to his feet. “Who are you?’

“I've had alittle to do with Shuffy Gonner.”

Doc made his manner cautious.

“Gonner hireyou?’

“You Light?”

“yYes”

“Gonner brought me into this. He didn't know there was a going to be this trouble.
These guys jumped us completely unexpected.

They were Germans.”

Light stared a Doc. “Germans?’ Then he fully understood, and jumped noticegbly as surprise hit him.
“The dirty so-and-sos!

Thedirty double-crossng—"

Then he redlized that he was giving himsdf away to Sow John, who stood watching them with unblinking
intentness. Light had the presence of mind to keep waving hisfigs, and he turned to Slow John.

“The dirty double-crossersl” He sounded generdly violent againgt dl Germans.

“They get together with the Japs, and pull that Pearl Harbor thing. They shoot prisoners and darve
people.”

Light turned to Slow John. “Now they try to rob us of this wonderful, amazing thing.”

He had made this last speech for Sow John's benefit.

Sow John blinked, nothing of what he thought showing on his face.

“What for you hire Shuffy Gonner? He no good. “ Then the Indian waited patiently for an answer.
“| figured we needed protection. * Light grimaced. “Y ou think he sold us out to the Germans?’

“Could be.” Sow John was noncommittd.



Light waved at the door. “Go outside, please, Sow John, and ligen for any sgn of the enemy coming.
They mugt not catch us. | will get the details of what has happened from this man here, then we will get
into action.”

Sow John went outsde. He wore tan work trousars and an old flannd shirt and sneakers, and he moved
Slently.

DR. LIGHT made sure that Slow John had gone away from the house, then Light went over to Doc and
took hold of Doc's coat lapd thresteningly.

Light's voice was low and angry and threatening. “Y ou damned fool! You unutterable damned fool! Thet
Indian thinks we are going into the Everglades to find this land of the Su and get the fantadtic secret for
Dr. Wilson. He doesn't know yet that he's being lied to, and that Wilson is drugged and my prisoner.
Y ou damned near gave it away!”

“Gosh!” Doc managed to sound astonished and stupid. “Therés alot about this 1 don't know.”
“Wdl, you dmogt gave it avay.”

“Awful sorry, boss.”

“Keep your blatt shut after this”

“O. K.

“Those Germans that tied into you— Shuffy Gonner didn't bring them into it. Get that straight. |
approached a Nazi agent named Schlitze about sdling him the thing after we got it, and he has
double-crossed me”

“Yeah? So Shuffy didn't double-cross you. | figured he wouldn't.”
Light was getting nervous. “Did the damned Germans get dl of you?’

Doc nodded vehemently. “They got every one of us. Then | escaped. Dived out of their boat, and swam
like the dickens.”

Sow John appeared in the doorway.

He made dmogt no noise. “Man under tree.

Unconscious”

Doc nodded. “Theat's the one | dammed.”

There was aflight of color from Light's pink face. “Who is he?”

“He said something foreign.” Doc pretended ignorance of the German language.
“Something that sounded like, 'Y aw, yaw!™

“German!” Light swore explosvely. He ran outdoors, out into the night, and to where Doc and Sow
John took him to show him the sensaless German. Light looked at the German.

“A Nazi, dl right. They're hot on our trall.”

Sow John stood slent beside them for awnhile. “Better we go into swamp right away.”



These words were the ones Light wanted to hear. But he feigned some doubts.
“Do you think the three of us can handleit by oursdves?’

“The Su are my people.” Sudden pride, the unbounded pride of a man in his race, filled Sow John's
voice “The Su are ajust people. They will do what isright. They have great honor.”

“I meant—can three of usfight off the Germans?’ Light said hedtily.
“No fight needed. We lose them in swamp.”

“They!ll try to falow us. They may search and find us”

“No one has found the Su. “ Slow John was unconcerned.

Light hesitated. This wasn't the way he had planned it. He hadn't intended to go into the swamp without a
gang of tough men who would do what he wanted done.

Doc could surmise what was going through the man's head. The thing Light would like to do was
assemble another gang of helpers—he thought Gonner's crew was out of the running. But to do tha
would take time. And the Germans were close on his heds. Here in the Everglades country, Light was on
drange ground. He did not know who to approach, knew no thugs whom he could approach and hire.
And before he found such men, the Germans might be upon him.

“Let's get our packs,” Light said.

SLOW JOHN had evidently bought the supplies and made up the packs, because the objects they
contained had been sdlected by someone who knew the particular conditions of the Everglades. There
was amog no food. The Everglades swarmed with fish and birds which would supply food. There was a
respectable supply of snake venom antitoxins and drugs for fighting fevers. There were extra pairs of
rubber hip boots, rifles and anmunition—small-cdiber rifles which, with their cartridges, were light and
eedly carried, but effective againg anything in the Everglades except dligators, which could be avoided.
There were very light rubber boats, two of them. And good insect nets, with chemical mixtures intended
to repel insects.

“Come.” Sow John st off into the night.

Doc Savage shouldered his own pack, which was wel worn from previous use.
“You not need that,” Sow John said.

“I'm taking it. I've been in swamps before.”

Light frowned a the pack which Doc carried. “How come you got that? | thought they took you
prisoner, and you escaped by svimming. Y ou surdly didn't svim away with that?’

Doc had expected to be questioned on that point.
“l went back to the wrecked plane and got it,” he said.
Light was satisfied.

They walked through the night for along distance, and during the trip, followed a path which grew more
and more fant. Then Slow John grunted, turned off the trail, drew apart a hegp of branches and
disclosed a good, sturdy skiff equipped with an outboard motor. The skiff was heavy with gasoline in



five-gdlon cans.

Sow John looked a Doc Savage.
“What you eating?’

“Want some?’ Doc countered.

Sow John took some. “Peanuts” he said. He cracked one of the peanuts and ate it. “Should not leave
peanut shellslying around.” Slow John pocketed the shell of the peanut he had cracked.

Doc Savage showed him a pocketful of shells. “Sure. They might find the shells on the trail.” He kicked a
holein the earth and buried the shdlls

“Good.” Sow John sounded pleased.

They got into the boat, aranging themsdlves among the gasoline tins while the Seminole wrapped the
darting rope around the outboard motor flywhed. The motor started at the firg pull, and they surged out
into the mangrove creek.

Doc Savage watched the Indian, nating the familiarity which the Seminole showed with his surroundings,
how he prepared the boat to take turns in the creek before they were discernible in the moonlight. And
they did not go into any water which was shdlow, or any creeks which ended blindly in a few hundred
fedt, as a stranger would have done.

ACCORDING to the information which Doc's men had obtained on Dr. Wilson and his Seminole
servant—the dope they had dug up during the routine check immediatdy following Wilson's first cdl from
Logantown— the Seminole servant had been with Wilson for thirty years or so.

“How long, Sow John, since you have been through this country?’ Doc was thoughtful.
“Two years.” Sow John sounded cam.

“l come back for vigt every two years.” The Seminole headed the boat for what looked like a bank and
trees, but which opened suddenly and was a new direction taken by the creek.

Doc Savage leaned back.

“You.” Light punched Doc. “What is your name?’
“Holden,” Doc Savage sad. “Junior Holden.”

“Wel, junior, how much do you know about this effar?’
“Vay little”

“I'l tell you what you need to know.”

Light's voice was gruff over the sound of the outboard motor. “ Somewhere in the Everglades is a people
cdled the Su, and they dwdl in the Land of the Su. Slow John, here, is one of the Su. He was sarving my
friend, Dr. Wilson, because it seems thet is the way the Su pay debts of gratitude. Sow John isguiding us
to this Land of the Su.”

Light hesitated, probably debating how much to tdl a fdlow whom he considered as nothing more than a
large, dumb associate whom he had hired.



Light continued, after his pause, “The Su have a secret. It is a fabulous secret. It is a thing which the white
mean, with dl his science and knowledge, does not dream exidts.

It is so great tha—well—sdling it for three million dollars would be literdly giving it away.
And three million dollars, mind you, isalot of money.”

Daoc, asjunior Holden, was impressed.

“Gally, yes”

“Thet's what we're going after.”

“But you ain't told me what it i9”

“You know dl you need to know. “

“BUL"

“Either that, or you get off and wak right now.”

Doc went through the motions of sulking, and findly got around to grumbling, “Gonner promised me a
hundred a week.

This looks worse than | thought, so | ought to have a hundred twenty-five.”
“Would a hundred and fifty be better?’
1] Gcﬁ]! ”

“Now shut up and follow orders.” Light leaned back in the boat, rdieved that the matter had been
decided.

Doc Savage ate more peanutsin Silence.
Chapter VIII. SU

MONK MAY FAIR and Ham Brooks, waiting to hear from Doc Savage, had beached ther plane on a
ardl spit of sand on Lower Matecumbe Key, staking the craft out in the shdlow water of the dredged
harbor near the store which stood near the Key West highway bridge to the next idand to the south.
They had brought dong a portable radio, and were fishing to occupy time. Fishing and quarrding.

“I heard a plane off to the north earlier,” Monk said. “Wonder if it was that Shuffy Gonner's gang?’

“What you heard was probably just the murmuring in something empty, like when you hold a seashdl to
your ear. Meaning your head.”

Monk sneered. “You're dipping. That wasn't very funny.”
Ham was untangling a hand fishing line.
“You know, you're an inaulting, low-browed ape.”

“I'm not a bad guy.”



“Youve got more lowbrow traits than anybody | ever saw.” Ham sghed. “Brother, I'm afrad I'll never
meset you in heaven. “

“Yeah? What have you been doing now?’
Ham thought that over. “Tha was an insult.”
“Sure. My head doesn't roar like a seashell, ether.”

Monk carefully adjusted the radio. The outfit was tuned to the short-wave frequency which Doc and his
ades used. Monk clicked on the trangmitter and tried a tentative, “Hello, Doc. You around?’ Then he
ligened atentively for an answer that did not come.

They made no comment about the lack of response. But both were worried. They baited the hand fishing
lines, and began to fish. The fact thet they did not resume ther quarrdl indicated that their concern was
not aamdl matter.

“l wonder,” Monk muttered, “what happened to Doc?’

“Our orders are to St here until we hear from Doc over the radio.” Ham yanked angrily at a nibbling fish
and didn't get it.

SCHLITZE and Satz had gone off to Everglades, their plan being to seize Dr. Light and Slow John.

All the time they had been gone, a man had been sysemaicdly deviling Renny Renwick. For some
reason which was a mygery to Renny, they had decided that he was the one of the prisoners whose spirit
could be mogt easlly broken. They might have gotten this conviction from looking a Renny's long,
unutterably sad face; he didn't know. But he had been Ietting them think they were breaking his courage.
Doc had said to givein to them.

Pat and Long Tom and Johnny were lashed hand and foot, and gagged, near where Renny was being
plagued. Just now, a man was carefully chipping the heads from kitchen matches and wedging them
under Renny's fingernals, saying that he was going to light them. Renny could guess how it would fed,
and he was swesting.

“You're going to tak,” the man told Renny. “Y ou're going to tdl usdl you know.
Youll sng like a canary.”

Renny was careful not to use his normd rumbling voice, which was distinctive enough that it might reved
hisidentity. “'Y ou sound like aguy who got his ideas about being tough by lisening to movies”

The Nazi agent grinned so that his teeth flashed in the moonlight. “As a matter of fact, much of our
training at the espionage school was being shown American films, and reading American newspapers.”

“Trained you thoroughly, en?’

“Vary.”

“For this specid job?’

The Nazi shook his head. “No. Thisis an emergency. We were supplied at the request of Herr Schlitze”

Renny tried fishing for informetion.



“What are you going to do with the thing you're after, once you get it?’
“Do not pretend such ignorance.” The man turned. “Have any of you some more kitchen matches?’
One of his companions had aful box of them.

SNUFFY GONNER was scared. He had landed his plane below Chokoloskee, inland from the Ten
Thousand Idands. He had ordered the pilot to get very high, then cut off his engines glide in and
deadstick down. They did not know the water too well, and they had hit a cord outcrop and damaged
the segplane hull. The plane sank in water about four feet deep.

They had waded ashore, cursing, carrying Dr. Wilson.

Wilson was now conscious. He was stronger, too. Gonner had used dl of his supply of the drug with
which they had been keeping Wilson dazed.

Wilson tried whooping for help.

They cuffed him around for that.

“You be careful,” Gonner warned him.
“You're not indispensable.”

“l was on a trid jury in Logantown once.” Wilson stared a Gonner. “They wanted to convict you,
Gonner, for chicken geding. | didnt think there was enough evidence, and | talked the others out of it
when they wanted to send you to the penitentiary just because they fdt you needed it. I'm sorry | was
far.“

Gonner snorted. “Thistimeit's alittle bigger than chicken sedling, eh, Wilson?”

The old doctor was slent. Misary twisted at his face, the misary that was from his mind rather then his
body. It was sure something bigger than chicken steding, right enough.

The old physician was involved for a while, bitterly, with thoughts about the injustice of luck, good and
bad. The best people had the worst luck, he sometimes thought.

But then he was probably wrong about that, because something about the injudtice of it was dways the
firg thing to pop into your mind when a nice person hit tough going.

Luck at times certainly perched amilingly on a buzzard's shoulders.
“Well join Light,” Gonner said.

They struck out through the night. One of them had found a mule and a spring wagon somewhere. The
wagon stank of fish and it was dow, but the Negro who drove them took a road that no car could have
followed.

The Negro's name was Denzil.
“Denzl,” said Gonner. “Denzil, you ever go in the Everglades svamp any?’

“No, suh!” Denzil was emphétic.

“Why not?’



“Aint nothin' in there | want.”

“Ian't there good fishing?’

“Maybe. *

“And good hunting?’

“Ol' gators, maybe. Who wants to hunt ol' gators?’

Gonner laughed in a caculated way that was intended to goad the man. “I believe you're afrad of the
Indians, Denzil.”

“Sure” Denzil was frank about it.
“Them of Seminoles don't like no foalin' around in that swamp.”

They reached the tourist home where they expected to find Dr. Light, but where, instead, Gonner got the
tip of an ear shot off.

FIRST, they went into the cabin which was supposed to be occupied by Light and Sow John. This
building was empty. They went next to the house of the camp proprietor, who told them that Light had
departed.

“Light and the Seminole and another man, a big man, went off into the swamps with their packs.” The
men was chewing tobacco, and he paused long enough to slence a nearby cricket with an accurate job

of soitting.

“That was three or four hours ago.

About an hour before, their friends showed up looking for them. Y ou more of thar friends?’
“Friends?” Gonner was thoughtful.

“What did they look like?’

“Dont rightly recall.”

“Was one of them big?’

“Kinda.

The chill of fear came to Gonner and some of it wasin hisvoice as he said, “A big bronze man with flake
gold eyes—"

“No, no, abig fat guy.”

“Oh””

Gonner wrestled with hiswits, trying to figure who the vistors could have been. Doc Savage did not have
any assstant who was large and fat.

Saized by a thought, Gonner described Schlitze, the lumberman from Savannah. He did not know
Schlitze well, but he had seen him once. He did afair job of meking aword picture of Schlitze.

The tourigt-place man nodded his head rapidly. “ Y es. That's one of the fdlows, dl right.”



Gonner stood there, the fear dill inhim.

He had heard enough of Schlitze to know that the man was clever, very dever and, like trained Nazi
agents were for the most part, Schlitze was not a man of many scruples.

Gonner could see very dearly that Schlitze was double-dedling with them.,

The Nazis, Gonner thought, think no more of a dollar than they do of ther right ams. Of course they'd
do this. They'd try to cut in ahead of Light and get the thing for themsdves.

Light, concluded Gonner, mugt have gotten wind of the danger, and had headed into the swamp. Which
suggested a matter that was important—had Light been able to leave a message anywhere for Gonner
and hismen? Or was Light trying to cross up Gonner in turn?

At the same moment that this darming thought jumped into Gonner's disturbed mind, a bullet arrived and
chopped off the top of his right ear. The bullet was one of about forty that arrived in the next thirty
seconds.

ASTONISHMENT and a lucky reflex caused Snuffy Gonner to pitch behind a pam tree bole ingantly
after the bullet clipped his ear. This act, which he performed without taking time to think, probably saved
hislife

The darkness was an ad. That, and the fact that Gonner's men were nervoudy expecting Doc Savage's
assgtants, or possibly Doc himsdf, to pop out of the night.

Suffy il believed that Doc Savage was dead. He inggted that the bronze man had been in the trunk
when he drove the car off the pier in New York, and that Doc had not come to the surface. Therefore
Doc had drowned. It was obvious.

But everybody was feding as if they were under a fdling sword, anyway. There was, a the shots, a
scattering worthy of scared qual in a brush patch.

Gonner was howling. The bullet had made quite a commotion when it banged his ear, and he thought he
was shot in the head.

He yeled bloody murder. He cursed and fired at random with his gun.

The proprietor of the tourigt place stood there fodlishly, hardly moving, until he saw Gonner unlimber a
revolver. Then the touristhome owner ydled himsdf—for the police and began running. The safe thing for
him to have done would have been to go back into the house and hide. But he did not do that.

He headed for the road, running, ydling for police.
The shouting for the police caused everyone ese to begin shooting a the man.

Bulles literdly stormed about him. He ran through the angry leaden hornets, however, with charmed
safety. He was shot at Sixty or seventy times, and not a bullet hit him.

By this time, Shuffy Gonner got an order to retreat passed dong to his men. He withdrew aong with
them.

The attackers, left behind, did some random shooting. Then they, too, took shelter, and faded away into
the night.

Gonner had identified the assailants by now. “That was Schlitze. It was agang of Nazis”



He dso had aplan.
“Wewill trall them,” Gonner said. “Get going, guys. Right now, we've got to follow them.”

One of hismen came forward. “Gonner, me and Lee, here, used to have a hang-out up in Dismd Swamp
inVirginia One time we had to spend a whole year there until a kidnaping rap cooled off. We ain't bad
woodsmen.

We ain't no Danid Boones, but we aint bad.”
“That's fine” Shuffy was eated. “Do your suff, you and Lee.”

The pair logt themsdves slently in the darkness. They were not bad woodsmen, it was a once apparent.
Gonner and the others waited. They could hear voices round the tourist place, so they knew the owner
hed returned with the police. They remained very dill, and were not molested. Gonner, thinking of
bloodhounds, was gpprehensive.

The two scouts returned.
“We got Schlitze's men located,” they reported.

Gonner got his men together. “We watch Schlitzé's gang. We don't do anything yet. Just watch ‘em, that's
al”

LONG TOM ROBERTS and Johnny Littlgohn were lying, tied hand and foot, a little apart from the
other prisoners, Pat and Renny. They could hear, unpleasantly, the sounds of blows as the systematic
beating of Renny Renwick continued.

“Il be superamagamated!” Johnny L.ittlgohn was grim. “An ultrainvidious ergophobiaism.”

Long Tom tusded with the big words for aminute. “Y esh. The thing behind it must be pretty big.”
Johnny used smdl words. “That wasn't what | said.”

“Wdl, it's true anyway.”

“It probably is” Long Tom grimaced, thinking of the taste which the gag had l&ft in his mouth, and
wondering just what the gag had been made of. “What do you suppose it could be? What could be back
therein that swvamp?’

“That iskind of puzzing, isnt it?’

“They tak about something they call the Su, which | take to be atribe of Indians. A tribe of Seminoles”
“That,” said Johnny, “puzzles me no end, in particular.”

Long Tom glanced at Johnny sharply.

Johnny was a long shape in the darkness, so thin that he looked as if he were made out of gticks of
wood.

There were few men who knew more archaeology and geology than William Harper Littlgohn, which
automaticaly meant that few men knew more about races of people in the odd corners of the earth. If
Johnny was puzzled at the exigence of a tribe of Seminoles caled the Su, the matter was likdy to be a
vary puzzing one. Because if there was a Su, Johnny should know it.



Some of his doubt in hisvoice, Long Tom said, “You think there might not be any Su?

Johnny shrugged. “When | was a kid, another younggter told me that there wasn't any Santa Claus in red
coat and whiskers, and | told him he was crazy. | was sure he was wrong. Since then, | havent been
quite as sure of things”

“Then it's possible?’

“Anything is possible” Johnny moved his shoulders in the moonlight. “If you want to make a broad
Satement.”

“The Everglades have been surveyed by ar, haven't they?’
“Thoroughly.”

“Then any logt tribes of people would have been discovered.”
“Maybe. *

Long Tom gave the matter some more thought. “The whole thing is farfetched,” he said. “On the other
hand, dl this running around and shooting isn't being done for nothing.”

THE beeting of Renny Renwick continued for some time. Renny was groaning now, and the groans were
becoming more impressive,

Renny was weskening. Long Tom and Johnny and Pet, ligening to the sounds, were impressed by the
job of acting Renny was doing. Not that it was dl acting. There wasn't much doubt but that the beating
was panful.

At last they heard Schlitze say excitedly, “It is about time! It is the wise thing for you to do!”

Renny had agreed to guide them on Dr. Light's trail. “That's fing” Schlitze said. “You should never have
dlowed yoursdf to be hired by that Light in the firg place.”

Renny and the others were very careful not to let Schlitze know that he had been mided about their being
members of Light's crew. No one had mentioned a word about Doc Savage; as far as they could tell,
Schlitze and Satz did not have the dightest idea that Doc Savage was involved. Which made it much
smpler.

There was the chance, of course, that daylight would come around and one of Schlitzé's men would
recognize them. It had been dark so far, and the flaghlights did not furnish very dependable illuminaion.
Schlitze had not recognized Doc before Doc escaped.

It might be that Schlitze did not know Doc by sight, or description. It might be that none of his men knew
Doc either.

“You got to get aman back to where you firg searched us” Renny talked to Schlitze earnedtly. “I need a
ardl gadget that looked like aflaghlight. It wasinmy pocket.”

Saz spoke up, puzzled. *You meen that flashlight that wouldn't work?”
“Thet isthe one.”

“| threw it away.”



“l have to have it.” Renny was emphétic about his need for the device.
Schlitze thought about it uneesily.

“Take hm and get the flashlight, Satz.” So Renny and Satz and two dert men with ready revolvers
worked back through the swamp and eventudly found the flashlight— which wasn't aflashlight at dl.

Renny demondtrated the device. “It's not a flaghlight, or anything that resembles a flaghlight. 1t makes
so-called black light. Not a very strong beam, but one that's strong enough.”

The men, being trained in espionage, knew dl about black light. And they understood that a number of
substances had the property of fluorescence, or glowing, when exposed to the invishble rays.

(The examination of documents by black light, or light outsde the visble spectrum, is a common
procedure in searching for erasures or changes or secret writings. All espionage schools cover the
subject.)

“Now,” sad Renny, “take us to a spot where we can pick up Light'strall.”
Schlitze was puzzled. But he did as Renny asked, and stood by while Renny examined Dr. Light's trail.
“Light got away from the tourist camp before we reached him.” Schlitze was disgusted.

“While we were there looking for Light, some more of his friends showed up, and so we tried some post
shoating. We did not do so wdll. | think they dl got away.”

Renny was fooling with his gadget.

“What road did Light take?’

“We do not know. But there is only one road, and a path leading back through the jungle”
“They go afoot?’

“yes”

“Then wewill try the trail.”

Schlitze had cdled it atral through the jungle, but it was more swamp than jungle.
RENNY hdd the black light projector in his hands, and mentaly crossed hisfingers

If the thing did not work, if he had misunderstood Doc, if any one of a dozen things went wrong that
could go wrong, it would not be good. Renny had no kind ideas about Schlitze, Satz and company. The
only reason he and Johnny, Pat and Long Tom were being kept dive was because they could be useful.
If they made no progress following Light, they would be killed. It was that Smple.

But they had good luck. Renny pointed.
It was about as dark on the swamp path as it could get, the moon having vanished.
In the black void, something was glowing faintly. A small, luminous spot.

“Thereitis” Renny was triumpharnt.



“Thetral will be marked by those”

Saz picked up the object that was glowing. He examined it under the white beam of an ordinary
flashlight.

“A peanut hull!” He was astonished.

Renny chuckled. “Our man was to eat the peanuts now and then, particularly when the trall reached a
spot that might be difficult to follow. The peanuts have been coated with a chemica which causes them to
fluoresce when exposed to black light”

“What about following the trall in daylight? The bright sunlight will prevent us seeing the fluorescence. It
would be like trying to see alightning-bug in the daylight.”

“Wewill have to follow only at night.”

Schlitze grunted unpleasantly. He planted himsdf in front of Renny, and poked Renny's chest with a iff
forefinger. “What kind of a gag isthis? Who left that peanut shell?’

“The peanut shdl? Why, that was left by our pal, Rusty.” Renny hoped he sounded innocent.
“Rugy? Who is Rusty?’

“Heiswith Light.”

“But why is heleaving atrall?’

“Because that was the only way we could figure out of traling Light” Renny did his best to be
convinang.

Schlitze was fooled, because he thought about it for awhile and then he laughed. *Y ou haven't told me dl
the truth, have you?’

“What do you mean, not told you dl the truth?’
Schiitze jabbed Renny with the finger.

“You were planning to double-cross Light yoursdf.”
“Isthere alaw againg that?’ Renny asked.

Schlitze laughed. “Every men for himsdf, eh?”

“Looks that way.” Renny assumed a tone of obvious cunning. “How about you maybe paying us a little
for this help you're getting from us?’

Schlitze laughed again. He said that he might do that, but sounded as if he were lying, and didn't care
much whether Renny redlized that he was lying.

Chapter IX. MOCCASINS DON'T RATTLE

DOC SAVAGE, by noon of the falowing day, had acquired a great ded of respect for the Seminole
Indian—or Su, as he damed he was—named Sow John. Sow John had been around divilization so
long that he should have been phydcaly soft, and should have lost much of his swamp lore. But fatigue
was having no effect whatever on him.



And he obvioudy knew the swamp. Well enough so that he seemed to have a grunting acquaintance with
evey frog and dligator.

They were dill usng the boat with the outboard motor, but the motor was not propdling them. The way
hed become too tangled for the motor. Sow John was propelling the boat from the stern, sometimes
saulling when the water was deep, the rest of the time paling the craft dong.

“Thisis so damned dow!” Light complained.
“Can't we get out and gtrike across country afoot?’

Sow John did not answer that. But he watched the bank, and in a moment swung close to the shore and
poked his oar into a grass tuft. With an angry whizzing, a diamondback rattlesnake dithered away. The
snake was dl of five feet long and as thick as the caf of Sow John's leg.

“Jud alittle one,” Sow John said.
Light swore.
“Water moccasins here, too,” Sow John added. “Moccasins don't rattle. They are very poisonous.”

Lignt broke a long gtick off a lowhanging bush. He fdl to poking with this stick at fish in the water,
meking stabs as if the stick were a spear. He sharpened an end of the gtick.

“Maybe | can get afish for lunch.”

Doc Savage sad nothing. He had spoken as little as possible, and had pretended to doze whenever he
could, so that he would have less chance of being recognized. But he watched Light trying to spike a fish,
waiting for what was sure to happen.

It happened when Light tried for a barracuda.

The water was 4dill Atily brackish, so there were barracuda. And a barracuda wasn't an ordinary fish.
He was a tiger; he wasn't afrad of anything. This barracuda fought back the ingtant the sharp dtick
gouged him. He came out of the water completely, and got Light's forearm.

Light screamed. The idea of a fish biting him horrified and frightened him. He fought at the barracuda,
which was not more than two feet long. He findly got it loose from hisarm.

“Arethey poison?’ His face was white with terror.
Doc Savage glanced at Sow John then.

A little of the Indian's goicism had dipped off his face. Doc saw that Sow John was dyly pleased, that
he had been expecting this to happen, and had not warned Light of the danger. Slow John did not like
Light.

THEY worked deeper into the swamp.

Doc Savage had flown over this section a number of timesin the past, but one got no red idea of the
nature of the swamp from the air.

The greater part of the Everglades was not the popular conception of a swamp. It was no tangled morass
of trees and vines, exotic plants, quicksands and bottomless pools of dimy black mud. 1t was, from the
ar, more like a great grassy pasture with here and there dumps of woodland, a great pasture after a



heavy rain so tha pools of water stood here and there. By far the greater part was a vast expanse of
water grass, nothing else.

The peculiar nature of the Everglades was explained by the geology of the lower peninsula of Florida
There was avast and dmost fla surface of cord, and on this a little soil, and on that, the surface water.
One could dig a few feet anywhere and find solid cora rock. A rise of hdf a dozen feet in the mean leve
of the surface water would have put thousands of square miles under, like a lake.

Not thet it was like crossing a pasture.

The water kept it from being like that—the shalow lakes, the tidd mangrove creeks close to the coadt,
and the grass that was as tough as any grass that grew.

Doc Savage saw that Sow John was fallowing a straight-line course, as nearly as he could. There were
not many spots where the going was direct for more than a few yards. But the route as a whole was
draight.

Doc ate peanuts sparingly, and discarded the hulls with care. First he would place the hulls carefully in a
pocket, and later drop them, one a a time, flipping them whenever possible into the shadows under
bushes, so that Renny with the black light gadget might possibly follow them by daylight.

(The brilliance of objects which fluoresce under black tight, or under eectronic bombardment, should not
be underestimated. The popular conception of fluorescence is the “radium” glow from the hands of darm
clocks or watches, so fant that it can only be seen in darkness. Actudly, the common fluorescent light,
gving an illumination second in degrees Kevin rating only to sunlight, is also a fluorescent effect.)

Most of the time, the bronze man spent puzzing over the nature of the place they were going. What was
the land of the Su?

That there could be any extensve logt people in the Everglades was not likely. The place had been too
thoroughly surveyed by air, and crossed by exploration parties.

But they were obvioudy going somewhere, and Sow John, Doc Savage had redized by now, was not an
ordinary Seminole.

The Seminole had definite characterigtics, and the language in particular was definitdy their own. The
language angle interested the bronze man. He wished he could speak to Sow John in the Semindle
tongue, and watch the man's accent. Doc fdt that he knew enough of the Seminole language to spot
whether Sow John spoke it like a foreigner.

THEY came upon two Seminole families unexpectedly. The Seminoles, husband and wife, children and
dogs, occupied two dugout canoes. They were stting there solidly, gpparently doing nothing. But the
men had old-fashioned lever-action rifles close a hand.

Sow John spoke to them in Seminole.

“These two do not speak nor understand this tongue.”
“Good,” one of the Seminoles said.

“Word of your coming has been passed to the Su.”

“And they say?’



“Thet you are their brother. That you shdl proceed. That you will be heard in council.”
Doc Savage barely hid his astonishment.
Because the Seminole tongue wasn't Sow John's native language. It was so obvioud

Sow John spoke the Seminole language with a heavy accent, as dumsly as an immigrant from France
would speak the English language. Slow John was not a Seminole.

One of the Seminoles lifted an arm.

“You are followed.”

Sow John showed no surprise. “By how many?’

“By two parties. White men. One group of white men follows the first group, which, in turn, follows you.”
“How do they follow me? | have left no trail.” Slow John was puzzled.

“They have a thing, a tube like a flashlight, which they point everywhere. And now and then the tube
causes spots of fire to appear in the water or on the bank.”

Sow John consdered this, planly puzzled.
“l have known something was wrong, that something was amiss” He shrugged.
“But we will take care of that.”

The Seminole spoke again. “The white man, the white doctor whom you serve, is with the second group
of white men.”

Sow John did not quite concedl his excitement.

“Is he wdl? Has he been harmed?’

“Heis not badly harmed. He seemsto beill.”

“See that heisnot harmed,” said Slow John vidlently. “Heis afine man. My lifeishislife”
“Wewill do our best.”

“The Suwill be grateful.”

“When the Su are grateful, that is good.” The Seminole, for appearances sake, camly baited a fishhook
and dropped it in the water.

“I will go on now.” Slow John picked up his sculling oar.

They went on, leaving the two boatloads of innocent-looking Seminoles behind.
Light glanced back curioudy, and asked, “Sow John, what were they doing?’
“Hshing, “ Sow John said. “Jugt fishing”

“They were Seminoles, weren't they?’

“Jugt Seminoles” Sow John agreed.



And Slow John sculled dowly, tirdesdy, sending the boat dong twiding streams that hardly seemed to
move, for dl the water here was dmog sationary water now. Slow John seemed to be thinking. Findly
he looked a Doc Savage.

“You eat many peanuts,” he told Doc.

And Doc knew that Slow John had figured out how they were being followed. The knowledge did not
cheer Doc paticularly.

Sow John, the bronze man knew, was going to do something abot it.

TRAVELING into the swamp became dow and laborious, a twiding and labyrinthine progress. More
and more, they began to fed the nature of the swamp. It was dl around them, the strangeness of it.

The water in the little lakes and waterways was dark now, as dark as strong tea, when one dipped it up
inthe pams of the hands. But in spite of its coloring, it had a remarkable darity, so that fish could be seen
on the bottom. The figh, the bass, the perch and the snappers, loitered near the passing boat, unafrad.
The garfish, some of them two feet long and looking like pieces of round stove-wood lying in the water,
were s0 thick that Light whistled in amazemen.

The character of the swamp dowly changed. There were no more mangroves, for the mangroves grew
only dong the coast.

There were riotous flowers, flaning cannas, and the hyacinths that at times choked the streams through
which they made ther way.

Now they were in a ssemingly endless savannah, a great plain of sawgrass broken by mounds furred
thickly with pamettos and pines, and here and there a dense cypress swamp tha was surrounded by a
guarding growth of thorny bushes.

There were orchids and other arr plants on the dead trees, completely cove ring them in many cases.
Alligators dept on the banks, and when darmed, got into the water with the dacrity of rabbits. Birds
were everywhere.

Countless numbers of birds, herons and egrets sanding in the shalow water, reed birds, woodpeckers,
ground doves, sparrows, kites. And the ever-present buzzards saling black and diff-winged and,
somehow, gruesome.

They stopped for lunch, cooking over an dcohal flame which made no smoke.
Light saw aturtle, a huge turtle that was loitering on a bit of dry land.

Light got to hisfeet. “I could use aturtle steak.” He proceeded to chase the turtle— and the turtle outran
him, raced off and left him as if he were standing dill. Light came back shamefaced. “What was that
thing, a hard-shelled rabbit of some kind?’

Sow John shrugged. “Gopher turtle.
He can dig a hole faster than he can run, too.”

Light said nothing, but Doc knew the swamp was meking the man uneasy. Sow John knew it, too. Sow
John was deliberately sending the boat close to the most impressive tangles of cypress, and loitering past
the biggest dligators, the largest snakes.



It was no ggn that Light lacked nerve, the fact that the swamp was making him fed uncertain. Th e
vastness of the place was unnerving. There was a monotonous sameness about it, coupled with a feding
of horror lurking around the next bend, beyond the next lake, even in the water undernesth and the sky
above. Doc had noticed that the buzzards were fallowing them, and Light had seen it, too.

So it was not asurprise, or at least it was in kegping with the generd air of a poised and nearing menace,
when Slow John unexpectedly overturned the boat.

SLOW JOHN sent the boat over by jumping with dl hisweight on one rail. The craft soun ingantly. Doc
was hurled into the water, and Light as well. Sow John walked the turning boat, like a log-roller, kept
atop it, and jJumped wel clear, as far as he could get from Doc and Light.

Doc Savage, glimpang figures in the dark tea water that hadn't been there, shouldn't be there, was
suddenly as darmed as ever in his life. He thought they were big 'gators, or big man-egting barracuda.
But they weren't. They were human figures.

The assalants had been poised in conceament on the bank. Ther conceament mus have been
remarkably good, because Doc had noticed nothing suspicious, and he had been aert because he was
expecting trouble. He could hear them diving into the water. They began to get hold of him.

He struggled with them. They were strong, but no stronger than other men. He tore loose from them. But
when he got free of one, there were a hdf dozen others.

He tried to squeeze them out by staying underwater longer than they could. He was good at that, and he
hed plenty of ar in his lungs when he went under. He was good, even gruggling, for three or four
minutes.

Without physicd effort to use up oxygen, he could normdly manage severd minutes under water. But
they thwarted him. They began replacing each other, one group going up for air while another hedd him
below the surface.

There was no percentage in that sort of thing. He let them haul him to the top. They had caught him.

They had caught Light, too. They had him spread out on the bank. Light was curdng as a man searched
him.

Doc Savage stared a the captors.

They were not what he expected. They were so different that he made, involuntarily, the strange amdl
trilling sound which was his reaction to a moment of stress, physcd or mentd. The trilling was a gentle
thing, but exatic, so exatic that it was like the sound of awind in a naked forest.

He spent the next five minutes examining his captors.

Sow John came over to him, interested in Doc's coat-pocket contents. Sow John, when he had
examined the few peanut hullsin Doc's pockets, grunted sharply.

“You ae many more peanuts than there are hulls Y ou have been dropping the hulls where they would do
the most good.”

Sow John rubbed his jaw thoughtfully. “ Fluorescence.

The hulls mugt be treated with chemicds, and they fluoresce under black light. The device the Seminole
fishermen mentioned would be the black light projector.”



Doc Savage said nothing.
Sow John poked hmwith atoe. “You are Doc Savage, are you not?’
Doc kept slent.

“l have known it some time. But | will make sure” Sow John gave some orders in a musicd language
which was one Doc Savage had never before heard. Evidently he was asking that Doc be held tightly, for
that was what happened. Sow John examined the bronze man's dyed har closdy, investigated the
swollen ear lobe, and found the mouthpieces which Doc had used to change the shape of his lower face.
Hislast act was to forcibly, but not urgently, remove from Doc's eyes the amdl glass caps of the socdled
invishle spectacle type, which were dightly tinted. Doc had used them to hide the digtinctive flake gold
coloring of his eyes.

“Doc Savageisright!” Slow John was triumphant.
Light looked at Doc. Light was pale and speechless.

Chapter X. THE SECRET WORLD

THE Su were not Caucasians. They were not blond Nordics. But nether were they heavily Agatic in
features, as the American Indian usudly is, nor was there any trace of African blood. Many Seminoles
hed somewhat Negroid characteristics, due to the fact that Negro daves had fled into the Everglades for
hundreds of years, and had even at times tried to set up an independent nation in the svamp.

(Only one example of the Negro effort to establish an independent kingdom in Florida occurred near
Apaachicola, Florida, soon after the War of 1812, when Negro renegades took over a fortress
abandoned by the British. For many days a U.S. amy force under Generd Gaines and Colond Clinch
beseged the fortress in vain, until one day a lucky American cannon bdl hit the fort magazine, the
explosion killing 275 of the defenders. After this, the fort was taken.)

One remarkable point was the light coloring of ther skin. None of them, excepting Sow John, were
tanned as darkly as Doc Savage himsdf. They had a rich golden coloring, but it was not dark. Slow
John, on the other hand, was swarthy, dthough not as dark-skinned as the Seminoles ndtive to the
Everglades. Sow John being darker than the other Su was a puzzing point.

Doc Savage and Light were stripped of ther dothing. The garments which they were given were
somewhat unexpected—two pair of ordinary bathing trunks which Sow John had brought dong in his

pack.
“You had it wel planned.” Doc examined Slow John.
“| tried to.” Sow John amiled.

The Su wore breechcloths of a dark green spotted with various shades of tan and buff and pae gray, and
the cloths were voluminous, much more ample than necessary for mere breechcloths.

When Sow John raised hisvoice and cdled out sharply in the Su tongue, more Su appeared. They had
been concedled in the neighborhood. And Doc saw why the breechcloths were of green color and
spotted in that fashion. It was for camouflage purposes. A Su could wrap himsdf in his voluminous
breechcloth, st or lie on the ground, and blend dmost indistinguishably with his surroundings.

The Su carried no firearms. But they weren't without a weapon.



The nature of their weapon was fully as amazing as anything about them. Slow John spoke in the Su
language, and the Su went back into the swamp, a few at atime, and returned with their hunting birds,
each of which wore aamdl golden bdll.

They carried the birds on their wrists, as fadcons are carried. The birds weren't falcons, but a species of
garmdl hawk. They were not large enough, as birds, to put up a serious fight, so that Doc Savage was for a
time puzzled about just how the hunting birds were used.

The birds were not hooded, the way falcons are hooded when not hunting. Their beaks were trimmed so
that they could not rend or tear serioudy, and in addition, the beaks of the birds had been linked with
ardl chains, gpparently of gold in some cases, Slver in others, so that the birds could not readily grab,
for example, afinger.

The toes of the birds were capped with metd, and it was there, Doc Savage redized, tha the secret of
their effectiveness lay. Because the metd caps were coated with a sicky substance that evidently was a
jpoi son.

The feet of the birds were kept confined in amdl legther boots. Doc saw the toe caps only when a Su
removed a boot to examine the toe capping on his bird.

Doc caught Sow John's eye and nodded at the birds. “Poison?’

“Not exactly,” Sow John shook his head. “But quite effective, none the less. The amdl bels warn when
oneis about.”

THEY moved into the swamp. Doc Savage and Light were not tied or confined in any way, which
somehow was more threatening than cheering. Thetiny bdls on the hawks tinkled.

After about a hundred yards, they took to dugout canoes, and pushed on through the waste of sawgrass
and sdt water. Two hours of this brought them toward a cypress hummock.

These cypress hummocks were the peculiarity of the Everglades. They stood like idands, thickly furred
with cypress growth, rather dark and strange againg the light tan vastness of the sawgrass marshes.

The Su stopped. Sow John wasin charge, and he spoke quietly. Doc, trying to get the tongue, faled to
understand much of it—and then he fdt a surge of surprise. For this language was not Semindle in its
root, or any known south FHorida Indian didect in root.

It was Yucatan basic, as near as he could tdl, but not Mayan. Doc spoke Mayan, even the ancient
language of the Maya that is now supposed to be prehigtoric, and this was not the same root. But there
had been a people, pre-Mayan, in Yucatan, a people about whom geologists and archaeologists had
been able to learn little. Certain traces of the origind root language of these people remained in Y ucatan
and other Centrd and South American countries. Thiswas Smilar.

Doc caught Sow John's eye. “You people are not Seminole stock.”
“We were here many centuries before the Seminoles” Slow John spread his hands.

“Before any Indian, for that matter. Asyou know, the Seminoles are not a race, but a conglomeration of
many Indian tribes, members of which fled into the Everglades in the past. We are a race” Sow John
touched his chest. “We are of one people, five thousand years. We are older than your Chridianity and
your Egyptian pyramids, Mr. Savage.”

Doc Savage looked sharply at the mound. It was amazing, but it could be possible.



It was well known that there were traces of a myderious ancient race in interior Florida

(Little is known of the history of FHorida aborigines, because early Spanish Conquistador reports were
unrdidble. The early Spaniards, Ponce de Leon and the others, were notorious liars sometimes. It is
known thet the Creeks, Alabamas, Yamassees and Athabascan tribes were recent arrivas—and that
long before them there dwelled in FHorida a people with a didinct culture. On the mounds in the
Everglades, far from the sea, quantities of seashells have been found, and pottery and relic s of an ancient
culture different entirety from any known tribe.

There is another puzzing fact—the dumfounding resemblance of the triba dress of the present-day
Saminole to the dress of the ancient Incasin Peru. The Incas are agreed to have had a dvilizationin some
respects excdling that of old Egypt. Mummies from the graves of Peru have been disinterred wearing
costumes which resemble so dosdy the garb of the present-day Seminole that they might have come
from a Seminole village today. Smilaity exigs in the skirts, the beading around the Seminole women's
necks—even the colors and patterns of the woven cloth resemble that of ancient Peru.

And the Seminoles are a very reticent, secretive people. Almogt nothing is known of their past. As a
meatter of fact, they are a people who have never accepted American rule, are technicdly Hill a war with
the United States.

As higory students know, a force of not more than a thousand Seminole repeatedly trounced a tota of
18,000 American soldiers during the heat of the Seminole campaigns.)

Sow John turned away. And they released one of the smdl hawklike birds, which proved to be trained
as amessage carrier. It winged away, heading toward the mound.

And later, twenty minutes or so afterward, a clear bell-like horn note sounded from the hummock.
Sow John gestured. “We may enter now. “

THE mound was a phony. Doc had guessed that. The mound was exactly what a person who did not
know the least thing about mound-excavating would expect to find if they investigated a mound inhabited
by socalled mound builders.

These people weren't mound builders, and they hadn't built the mound. The mound, of cord and naturdly
formed, had been there in the beginning. They had Imply excavated the thing. It had long tunnds and
impressve, if not vast, rooms.

The mound was reached by water. Apparently no man set foot on shore in the neighborhood, or was
permitted to do so. At least there was absolutdly no outward sign of humen life

Not that there wasn't air and ventilation in the labyrinthine passages of the mound.

There was. Light came through large celling apertures which were framed with the jungle growth which
covered the hummock.

The Su men marched Doc forward through various rooms, and they began dimbing a long flight of dairs.
The Su women and girls, numbers of whom appeared to watch, were not hard on the eyes.

Light turned to Doc Savage, and overcame his awe of the bronze man enough to say, “Isnt this the
damnedest thing?’

“The whole existence of the Seminoles,” Doc agreed, “has been somewhat fantagtic.”



“You think dl the Seminoles know about this place?’

“Doubtful.”

“Maybe it's thelr headquarters, their capitol, or something.”

Sow John turned around and answered that. “We are friends with the Seminole.

We were here long before the Seminole came. They are here because we dlowed them to come, and
advisad them how to live to remain as they wanted to remain— masters of their own freedom.”

They were placed in a wide, pleasant room. They waited there for hours, guarded by the Su. The sun
came up, and the light was reflected down through a wide legfy opening in the cailing.

They could hear and occasondly see the swamp birds, the herons, the huge blue herons and the green
ones, the bitterns, the white ibiswith coral-colored legs and beaks, the grebes and the snake birds. They
could hear the Su moving about their dally tasks.

Light tried talking to the Su. They did not answer. He threatened them, cursed them, told them what dire
things the United States government would do to them if they didn't let him go. In the midgt of the direct
threats, one of the Su laughed heartily. After that, Light was pae and slent. He was scared.

Doc Savage was slent and thoughtful.
His pack had not been touched by Slow John.

It lay ina corner of the room, and init was aamdl radio transmitter of the type which put out a 9gnd that
was easy picking for a direction- finder. The outfit, when switched on, would send a Sgnd automatically
a regular intervas. His two aides, Monk and Ham, would have ther receiver tuned to the frequency of
the set.

(Direction-finding by radio is, of course, dmog as old as radio, and use of it has appeared fictiondly in
Doc Savage magazine many times. But the use of fixed-sgnd tranamitters which can be attached to a
vehide, dropped from a plane by parachute, or placed by other means, so that they can be located by a
loop finder, probably appeared fird fictiondly in Doc Savage magazine. And here again, Doc Savage
used a device which has since been devel oped and employed and hailed as something totaly new. In this
case, itisno longer a secret that both the army and navy—American, and unfortunately aso the Japanese
and Germans —are dropping such amdl transmitters in the hills or jungles near an objective which they
wigh to bomb. A sngle plane, a pursuit ship flying in daylight, drops the fixed-signd tranamitter. Then the
bombers come over in the safety of darkness and fog, find the target by direction-locating the radio
sgnd, and unload, usng a method Doc Savage pioneered as far back as 1933.)

If he could switch on the radio and keep it operating, it would be the same as summoning Monk and
Ham.

Doc got to his feet suddenly, made a dive for a Su, and upset the fdlow with a blow. Ingantly, there was
afight.

It was not along fight, but it was vi olent, and shifted rapidly. At no time did Doc seem to have a chance
of doing what he seemed to be trying to do—escape. They kept hm hemmed off from the doorway. The
bronze man, apparently trying to reach the door, worked around the wall.

He kicked the pack. Kicked it in the particular spot he wanted to kick. The impact, he knew, had
switched on thelittle fixedagnd radio tranamitter. That was what he had been trying to accomplish.



He let them overpower him.

Sow John rushed into the room. He was indignant. “Y ou abuse our hospitaity.”

“We did not ask for the hospitdity.”

Doc's voice was sour. He kept struggling, working away from the pack, avoiding suspicion.

He hoped Monk and Ham would have the forethought to get a cross-bearing on the fixed-sgnd
transmitter—hoped they would plot the two bearings on ther chart so that where the X of the lines
crossed, the hummock in the Everglades would be located.

Sow John beckoned. “Bring them dong.”

THEY were led through passages, down steps, and out into another room, and from there to a platform
agang which dark water lapped.

On the platform, four men were making a dugout canoe. They were working lazily, and they seemed in
good humor. One was a Negro, the other three were white, one about forty and the others older. They
wore the same dark green spotted garments as the Su.

But none of the four could walk fredly.

They could get to ther feet, and move about if they used care. But they could not wak eesly, and
catanly they could not run.

Doc was a surgeon, so he saw immediately what had been done to them. Ther hed tendons had been
cut, and care taken that the operations made their legs rather useless.

“This is unfortunate.” Sow John indicated the four. “But | wanted to show you. Do you care to tak to
them?’

Doc did care to tak to them. “Do you speak English?’

“Hdl, yes. Why shouldn't 17" One of the boat builders grinned a him. * So they caught you, too?’
Doc nodded. “Yes, they caught me. *

“That's bad.” The mutilated man sighed.

“Wdl, maybe not too bad. It's hel for a few weeks, then you sort of get used to it. And then it's preity
good. They even let you get married.” He made a ducking sound of gppreciation.

“You should see these Su gds”

“How long have you been here?’

“Log track. About ten years, | figure”
“Y ou gumble on the place by accident?’

The man shook his head. “1 didn't sumble. | found out about the place. Heard there was a big treasure in
here, and me and another guy fought like hdl to get in. We used to run rum in from Cuba, and we had a
couple of machine guns. We figured we could lick dl the Indians in this or any other swvamp.” He
chuckled. “We didn't quite get the job done. *



“They mutilated you,” Doc asked, “so you could not escape?’
“That's the idea.”

Sow John, looking somewhat embarrassed, said, “The fdlow killed five of our best Su men before we
caught him. Don't you think we had reason to execute him? But we didn't.”

“Wheat about his companion?’
“Killed in the fight.”
“And this man has been a prisoner for ten years?’

“That isnothing.” Slow John indicated another white man, the oldest one. “He has been here nearly thirty
yws.”

The dderly white man grinned at them.

“l don't mind. Y ou won' @ther. It's not bad.”

Sow John beckoned. Doc and Light were conducted back through the passages cut in the coral.
Doc asked, “You are going to cut our leg tendons so we cannot escape?’

“Yes” Sow John looked a him thoughtfully. “I suppose we shdl do it immediately. | do not see any
reason for ddaying, do you?’

Doc Savage thought of the radio fixeddgnd tranamitter, and of Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks, and he
could think of plenty of reason for delay.

Chapter XI. BAD ENDS

MONK MAYFAIR and Ham Brooks ran for ther plane. They had been down on the Key West
highway bridge fishing again when the fixed-9gnd note from Doc's transmitter began coming in over ther
radio.

Monk threw his hook and lineinto the water. He grabbed up the portable radio.
“That's Doc's 9gnd for usto comein!”

Ham stopped to cail up his fishing outfit, which was more elaborate than Monk's. Then they ran for the
plane.

Ham worked with the radio direction finder while Monk started the motor and got the plane in the air.
The directiond outfit was sengtive. Ham spread out a chart under the gadget and squared the chart
compass rose up with true north. He ruled in a bearing line.

“Monk, fly west for about ten minutes, and I'll take another reading. That will give us a cross-bearing fix
in case anything should happen to Doc's tranamitter.”

Monk muttered, “Keep your knotheaded suggestion to yourself. | know how to do it.”
Ham scowled. “Y ou want to know something?’

1] Ya.l.”



“Well, perhaps some day you will.”

Monk blinked. “ Sort of gaing in for kindergarten humor, aren't you? Are dl of your jokes that dumb?’
“Why, no,” Ham told him smugly. “I just adapt mysdf to the company.”

Monk, seeing that he had been sucked in, went into details about Ham's ancestry.

He assured Ham that dl his forebears had been pig-eaters, which was a crowning insullt.

Ham didn't like pork or pigsin any form. It was this didike which had earned him the nickname of Ham.

Thar violent quarrdl, which was quite typical, meant that they were back to normd again. The waiting for
something to happen had been flaying their nerves.

“Boy, | hope we see some action.”
Monk rubbed his hands in anticipation.

Ham headed the plane out over the swamp. He looked down a the vastness of the Everglades. “Weéll
soon know wheat goes on.”

THE fa German lumberman from Savannah, Schlitze, had reached the spot where Doc Savage and Light
hed been seized by the Su. Schlitze's party was intact, but not in good spirits. They were bedraggled and
hot, plagued by insects, and filled with respect for the numberless rattlesnakes and moccasns they had
seen.

The prisoners—Renny Renwick, Patricia Savage, Long Tom Roberts and Johnny Littlejohn—were not
in good spirits ether. They had been amiable enough up until a moment ago, when the party had come
upon unmistakable sgns that Doc Savage and Light had met trouble.

The metd boat used by Doc's party was hdf submerged in the water.
Saz and Schlitze got ashore and examined footprints on the bank.

“They were attacked.” Schlitze indicated the tracks in the mud. “Apparently Indians got them. You can
see 9gns of quite afight.”

Satz took Renny's black light projector and prowled up and down the stream and over the vicinity. He
found no more of the chemicaly treated peanut hulls which they had been following.

Saz went back to Renny. “What happened?’

“Holy cow! Your guessis as good asming” Renny was so disturbed that he used his normd voice, and
aso the exdlamation, which was his pet.

Schlitze heard, and he jumped vi dlently.
“What was that you said? 'Holy cow!™

Schlitze came over and stared intently & Renny, then at Johnny and the others. “ Ach, dasist zu arg! ”
He spoke his mother tongue in his astonishment and horror.

Satz was darmed. “What isit?’

Schlitze backed away. He poked a hand a Renny. “These prisoners—we have made one hdl of a



mistake!”

“Mistake?’

“They aren't men hired by Light!”

Schlitzes voice was alittle hysterica now.

“They are assstants of aman cdled Doc Savage!”

Satz blinked dumbly. “The one they cdl the Man of Bronze, you mean?’

“yes”

“But how—"

“l don't know how.” Schlitze whipped out a gun. “They have been decaiving us”
He cocked hisrevolver. “Thething to do is execute them immediady.”

A parade of emations went over Satz's face. He wanted to give some advice. But a little Nazi didn't give
abig Nazi advice fredy, it appeared. Satz took a chance.

“l have an idea, Herr Schlitze” Satz said.
“Idea?’ Schlitze scowled, turning his head, the gun ill cocked.
Satz beckoned. “For your ear only.”

The two men moved apart from the others, and Satz whispered to Schlitze. The whispering went on for
some | time. Satz took a amdl wooden box with a diding cover from a pocket, and showed it to Schlitze.

Schlitze was impressed.
“Ja,” hesad. “That isworth trying, and it is as good as shooting.”

BUT they did not get to try the trick then. Because there was a shot, a sngle shot, the bullet ripping
overhead. And out of the surrounding sawgrass and low bushes came men with rifles. White men. It was

Swffy Gonner and his gang.

“Let's see some arms go up!” Gonner called.
No arms went up. He should have known that he was up againg fighting men.
But Gonner was elated, and hadn't stopped to think, or possibly he had underestimated his enemy.

Schlitze snarled, flopped down in the mud, and his gun banged. Other guns exploded then. The reports
went whanging across the sawgrass marshes and frightened up clouds of birds, and the noises the birds
hed been making were dilled. There was only the noise of the men fighting. But that was ample.

None of the bullets were doing much damage. The sawgrass was too thick, hiding them from each other.
Then the birds came. There were four of them, birds that looked like smdl hawks.
They came in swiftly, unafraid of the gunfire.



Exactly as if they were hunting rabbits, the litile hawks set their wings and dived. Their bells had been
removed.

Thefird man to be hit merdy screamed. But the second one fought the hawk, and he was lucky enough
to knock it down with arifle barrel. He saw the metdlic talon equipment on the bird. What was probably
more fortunate for dl of them, the man had the presence of mind to ingantly redlize what was happening.

“Hey, ligen!” His terrified howl carried over the fi ghting, and quieted it. “These damned birds They've
got poisoned toes!

The Indians must be settin' 'em on ugl”

Then another man cdled out. “I saw two Indians awhile ago. Strange guysin green sarongs.”
Ancther of the hawks appeared. One of the men shot it with a shotgun, making a good wing shot.
“Schlitzel” Gonner's voice was anxious.

“Can you hear me?’

“Wha do you want?’ Schlitze was suspicious.

“It looks like we're in a spot. There may be a lot of these Indians. Maybe we had better get together,
make some kind of a dedl.

FHghting each other, and the Indians, too, we may not get dong so good.”
“Who are you?’

“Nameis Gonner. Light hired me, and these men with me”

“How do you know me?’ Schlitze asked.

“Light told me he had made aded to I to you. So | figure you tried to doublecross him to save some

“You will naturaly suspect me of double- crossing you the firgt chance | get.”
“Naturdly,” Gonner said agreeably.
“We can sdttle that oursdves. It's better than having the Indians settle us”

Schiitze thought that over. It had undesirable angles, but so desirable ones. The Indians had him scared.
Theideaof trained hawks, if that was what they were, with poisonous claws terrified him. He could hear
one of his men who had been struck by a hawk, and the man was moaning in agony, crying out that he

was dying.
Schlitze lifted his voice. “I think we are close to wherever we are going.”

“I think s0, t00.” Gonner sounded confident.

All right,” Schlitze agreed. “We will try some kind of co-operative scheme.”

THE two gangs took alittle time to get together, behaving like strange roosters mesting for the fird time,



When two more hawks appeared, and were shot out of the air by the man with the shotgun, it did a greeat
ded to mdt the two groups together.

Suffy Gonner looked over Renny, Long Tom, Johnny, and Petricia Savage.

“Kind of persagtent, ant you?’

Johnny said, “An ultraunchivadric runageate.”

“l guess| am, at that.” Gonner chuckled.

“Whatever you sad.”

Gonner went over and goaded Dr. Wilson with the toe of his shoe. “ So you're dill with us, too?’
“Shuffy, something tells me you do not have long to live” Dr. Wilson said mdicioudy.

“Will you pardon meif | don't burst into tears at the idea.”

“Wdl, wdl, for an old sawbones from Logantown, you talk pretty rough.” Gonner kicked him.

Then Gonner drew a gun, and turned to Schlitze. “Schlitze, no sense in keeping these guys around.
They're ligble to bust loose when we ain't expecting it, and give us trouble.”

Schlitze nodded vehemently. He was relieved. “Yes. Yes, we thought of that before you attacked.”
Gonner looked & his gun. “What are we waiting on?’

“Anidea” Schlitze turned and called.

“Saz, come here. Show this man your poison.”

Satz came over. He had his amdl wooden box with the diding cover. There were two vids indde, and
the vids contained liquid that looked like molasses.

“What isthe Suff?” Gonner pointed &t the glass vids.

“Poison,” Schlitze said. “Poison. It will kill dowly, taking four or five hours. But it will kill them absolutely
and surdly, and with grest agony.”

“Thet's dow.”

“Yes, dow.”

“What's the sense of it?’

“In their agony, they may talk some truth,” Schlitze said.

Gonner rubbed his jaw dowly. “You might have something there. It might be worth it. They may know
what we want to know.”

“Itisdl right with you if we poison them instead of shooting them?”
“Sure”
Schlitze called to hismen. They came, some of them, and laid hold of Renny, Long Tom, Johnny and Pat.



They fed them killing doses of the poison. They poisoned Dr. Wilson, too.
The men had four shotguns, and they had kept aert with these, watching for hawks.
Now and then they shot a harmless swamp bird by mistake, thinking it was a hawk.

The poison soon took hold of the prisoners, and they writhed in agony.
Chapter XlIl. STAGE FOR DEATH

DOC SAVAGE and Light had been hearing sounds of shooting in the distance.

But they had no idea what the reason was for the shooting. They were under guard in asmdl room which
was gloomy and somewhat damp, and they were being told nothing, for Sow John had disappeared.

But now Sow John came back. The Su scowled at Light. “I would not want to be in your shoes. All of
this can be lad at your door.”

Light tried to look innocent and misunderstood.
“What on earth are you taking about?’

“Youwill regret thet afternoon in Logantown when you learned the secret of the Su.” Sow John eyed the
men malevolently.

“You will not regret it forever, because you probably will not live forever, or even more than a few
hours.”

Light's darm made him speechless.

At Sow John's orders, severd Su took Doc Savage out, leaving Light behind. In along corridor which
goparently led outside, Sow John confronted Doc.

“There has been much misundergtanding.”
Sow John sounded regretful, but not gpologetic. “I was convinced you were an enemy.”
Doc sad nothing.

Sow John said, “The day this began, back there in Logantown, Dr. Wilson tried to get you on the
telephonein New Y ork, and was very agitated when he failed to do so.

He was so concerned that it seemed to me you had let im down, or that you might be making trouble for
him.”

“l 9mply was not in the city when he called.” Doc's voice was qui€t.
The Su nodded. “1 see now it was something like that.”

There were two shotgun shots, far awvay. The close spacing of the reports indicated a double-barreled
gun and an excitedly nervous gunner.

Doc glanced a Slow John. “What isthat?’

“Here iswhat has happened: Two groups of men, one headed by a man named Schlitze and the other by



arasca from Logantown named Gonner, have stopped fighting each other and have joined together in
one hand to fight us. They have as prisoners my benefactor, Dr. Wilson, and three of your aides,
induding a young woman whom | believe to be your cousin, Patricia Savage. These latter have been
poisoned.”

“Poisoned!”

Sow John nodded. “One of the Su, who understands the English language, was concealed very close
and heard and saw the act of poisoning. It isadow poison. It will not kill them for four or five hours, but
itwill do it horribly.”

Doc Savage's voice was changed when he spoke. There was a power in it, a quiet capacity and an
intention to get something done.

“It will be necessary to do something about this” he said.
Sow John eyed him. “I've had a hunch about you.”
“Y&?’

“The hunch says you've been coadting. That you just came dong and acted meek so you could find out
what was at the end of the trail. But from now on, you arein earnest.”

Doc Savage made no comment. But it was close to the truth.

A young Su arrived, bregthless, and spoke rapidly in the native language. Slow John lisened gravely,
then turned to Doc Savage.

“A planeis coming.”

THEY went outside, anding on a cord platform which could be deverly concealed with branches. The
boughs and vines now were swung back, so that the space was open to the sunlight.

At firg Doc Savage heard no plane noise. Then, in the infinite distance, the motor drumming came into
existence, and approached.

The bronze man was puzzled. “How did you know a plane was coming?’

“We have a system of hdliograph sgnding —flashes of sunlight transmitted by mirrors” Sow John gave
agedure that took in most of the horizon. “At times like these, when there is danger, we have the country
covered for many milesindl directions. The sgnding sysemisdmogt as quick as radio on a sunny day,
and most days here are sunny.”

The plane came up fadt, flying high enough so that rifle bullets could not reach it eedly. It was Monk and
Ham, of course.

Sow John gaped at the ship, astonished at the fact that it was heading straight for the hummock.
“How did they find us?’ Then the Su wheded and pointed an accusng arm at Doc.
“Your pack! It mug be aradio inyour pack!”

He shouted a other of the Su. Evidently he had ordered them to bring Doc's packsack, because they
came with it.



Sow John dug into the pack while the plane was cirding warily overhead. He brought out the containers
of dehydrated rations and the serums and emergency equipment.

There was nothing that 1ooked suspicious.

“l looked through the pack once,” Slow John said. “1 must have been fooled. I'll have to open the cans”
He produced a knife.

Doc said, “No need of ruining the food and the radio, too. It isin this container.” He indicated a can
which outwardly resembled a can of tinned beef ration.

Sow John sghed. He looked up at the plane. “The other two of your assstants?”’
“yes”

Sow John frowned a Doc Savage.

“You will 9gnd them, directing them to land.”

Doc Savage looked sharply at the other man's face, nating thet it was grim.

“You are going to seize them?’

“Of course”

“And then?’

“And then you and they will be held here” Sow John looked at the bronze man's feet. “You will be
operated upon, | am sorry to say, and kept here”

“What about my assistants?’

“Unfortunately, they have been poisoned, and will have met death before we can overpower Schlitze and
Gonner and thelr men and rescue them.”

Doc Savage shook his head. “That isimpossible. Suppose we make a dedl.”
“What kind of a ded?’

“Suppose we'—Doc indicated the plane above, and himsdf—"*take Schlitze and the others off your
hands. Suppose we overcome them.”

“Inthat case,” Sow John said, “I imagine we would release you.”

“Y ou would have to do more than that. My aides have been poisoned.”

Sow John jumped. He looked &t the bronze man strangdly.

“So you know what is behind this effar?” Sow John said.

“l have agood idea,” Doc admitted. “Isit as effective as the newspaper item said it was?’
“Even more.”

DOC SAVAGE now waved at the plane again. “Bring me one of the hdiogrgphing mirrors you use for
ggnding. | have to get in touch with Monk and Ham.”



The mirror was Smply a heliogrgphing gadget of a commercid type which had been on the market twenty
or thirty years before, and sometimes used by the army for Sgnding purposes. It had a shutter device for
flashing dots and dashes, and a set of Sghts for aming the beam.

Doc sgnded to the plane above. The ship waggled its wings to show that the Sgnd had been caught.
After that, Doc worked the shutter rapidly.

Sow John crowded around in front of the mirror, wetching the shutter, trying to spell out the message.
Evidently he knew the continental Morse code. “Y ou are not usng English!”

“Code of our own.” Doc kept on sgnding.

As a matter of fact, he was udng a phonetic spdling of the Mayan tongue, and giving extended
indructions.

He finished, and the plane wabbled again, indicating the message received.
“Now,” Doc said. “We are ready to go ahead on our trade.”
Sow John shook his head. “Wait! Wait!

For such athing, it will be necessary to cdl a counal of the Su. No one chief of us could make such a
ded with you.”

“Thereis no time”
13 Bljt_”

Doc Savage wheded swiftly, ran hdf a dozen yards, and took an arching dive into the nearest creek. The
creek was more like a cand, deep, and the water was dark enough to hide him as long as he kept under
the bank shadows. He swam rapidly, came to the surface, and looked back.

Sow John was ydling. The Su were fanning out dong the creek, fighting the marsh growth. They had fish
spears, and now they began hurling these a the bronze man. Slow John howled indignantly at the
spearmen, evidently ordering them not to use the spears. But they were excited.

Doc Savage took severd deep pumping breaths to charge his lungs with oxygen, then dived. He reversed
his direction. And he swam as far as he could with the ar in his lungs, keeping on the bottom of the
creek.

When he came up, it was very dowly, and close to the bank. He got more ar without being discovered,
swvam underwater again, and turned up a Sde creek.

The Sde creek led to awide marsh lake. Monk and Ham landed on the lake, and Doc Savage reached
them. It took about fifteen minutes until he got in the plane.

Doc sad, “Monk, do you have your portable chemicd |aboratory dong?’
1] SJre.”
“Openit up,” Doc sad, “and let's get busy.”

WHILE Doc and Monk worked with the chemicads, Ham sent the plane toward the spot where Schlitze
and Gonner were camped.



Schlitze and Gonner, it was obvious, had decided thet it was too late in the day to try an assault on the
hummock. They had no somach for afight over strange ground in the darkness, which was wise on ther

part.

They had dug in, meking dit trenches and barricades of cora blocks, and were safe enough. The spot
they had selected was awide one, clear of undergrowth. They had st fire to the rank sawgrass, since it
was dry enough to burn. Thefire had died out, dthough there was gill some smoke.

There were afew rapping sounds as bullets hit the plane. Ham banked away.

“They're pretty good shots” he said. He used a pair of binoculars. Then he turned to watch Doc and
Monk. “Y ou are making some gas?’

“Yes” Monk told him. “ Some tear gas.”

Ham looked discouraged. “I hate to give you bad news, but mogst of those guys down there have gas
masks. It looks like they brought dong poison gas themsaves, which they intended to use on the Su.”

Monk and Doc did not seem disappointed.
“We got another scheme, too,” Monk told him. “We're resourceful .”

The concocting of the gas and another chemica mixture, the nature of which puzzled Ham, progressed
rather dowly.

In the west, the sun went lower. It stood about an eighth above meridian, which meant that not more then
two hours of serviceable daylight remained.

Ham pointed. “The Su. A gang of them have left the mound and are heeding for the enemy. But they
won't stand a chance againg those machine guns, and the poison gas”

Monk said, “Keep your shirt on. We're about ready.”
Later, Doc Savage came forward.

“Ham, fly low, as low as you can, over the camp. But not too fast. Give us a smoke bomb firs so we can
check wind direction. Then another trip so we can dump the gas. Then a third trip, about four minutes
later, so we can dump this other suff. Then we will land and try our luck.”

Ham nodded. “I hope this cabin armor will turn anything they heave a us”
“It will. They only haverifles and light machine guns”

“Now?’

“Now.”

HAM sent the plane in low, dragging the sawgrass and the bushes. That was so that Schlitze and Gonner
and their men could not see them until they were close in. They put down the smoke grenade.

“Wind southeast,” Ham said. “But that smoke will start them thinking about gas. And they'll put on their
masks.”

Monk laughed. “Imagine their surprise.”



“You sound crazy to me” Ham said.
“Or at leadt, alittle more nuts than usud.”
Doc directed, “Make the gas run.”

The tear gas was in liquid form, in amdl containers which were fused. They were regulaion tear gas
bombs, as a maiter of fact, which were part of the regular equipment in the plane,

During the moment when the plane whipped over the camp, Doc and Monk were frantically busy kicking
out tear gas. They had no time to watch the results.

“You didn't do bad,” Ham told them. He used the binoculars again. “But like | said, they've got masks.”
“See any 9gn of Renny, Long Tom, Pat and Dr. Wilson?” Monk sounded anxious.

“They're there”

“Alive?’

“| can't tell.”

“Now make another run. “

“Sure”

Ham handled the controls of the plane, and he was puzzled about what they were going to drop this time.
They had let go the gas. And the men below had gas masks, so the gas wouldn't do any good. What
were they going to drop thistime?

Watching Doc and Monk rall the containers over the sde—the things they were dropping looked like
sacks cruddy made of cloth and fitted with fusess—Ham did not know any more than he had known
before.

But when the sacks hit the earth, they burned violently, and there was a great ded of smoke. There was
an incredible amount of smoke, intensdy black. The sacks had hit directly in the middle of the camp. The
smoke covered everything.

“Land,” Doc said.

Ham brought the plane down. The landing job made his har stand on end, but he did it. The creek was
narrow, and the wind was quartering, what wind there was, dthough there was not much. But he got on
the water with the ship, and the landing would have been a complete success. Except, after the ship had
amog stopped, the wind shoved it over into the bank, where it crashed into the bushes and stopped. But
it was not damaged much.

They were not far from the camp occupied by Schlitze and Gonner.

“Out,” Doc said. “Rush them.” The bronze man was putting on a gas mask.
They scrambled out on the bank.

“Wait,” Doc sad. “Here, coat the windows in your masks with this Suff.”

The suff he meant was aliquid, thick and clear, like glycerin. He smeared it on the windows of the amadl



gas masks. It hampered vison somewhat.
“Takethemin ahurry.” Doc ran forward.
“Wewill not have much time”

HAM had thought that they were going to make an assault while the enemy was blinded by the black
cloud from the burning chemicas which they had dropped. He couldn't see where it could be anything
else, but it did not make sense. It was too dangerous, because they would be handicapped the same as
the enemy. Doc did not usudly take such chances.

They came to the smoke, and plunged into it. The suff had thinned now. Thinned, and the wind had
blown some of it away.

Ham, seeing Schlitze himsdf sumbling around in the open, in plan sght, with a rifle, fdt his somach
musdes tighten. They were outnumbered. Only three of them. Agand— with Gonner's gang and
Schlitze's crew—at least Sixteen of the enemy.

But Schlitze was black! He was incredibly black, coated with a substance like thin tar. Ham had
mistaken the blackness at firg for the effect of the smoke, perhaps its shadow, but now he saw he was
mistaken.

That second chemicd Doc and Monk had dropped, the suff that had burned, had deposited a coeting of
tarry black substance over everything which the smoke cloud covered.

Ham had been into the smoke. He looked at his own hands through the gas mask windows. They were
black. The blackness was dl over himsdf.

“Jovel” Ham gasped.
He saw it now. He understood fully. It was so Smple that it astonished him.
Thetarry suff hadn't covered the windows of his gas mask. That was the trick to it.

The guff which Doc had smeared on the windows, the liquid that looked like glycerin, had kept the
smoke from depogiting the blackness on the glass. But the black suff was on the gas mask windows of

the enemy.

Schlitze, Gonner, ther men, were as blind as tree sumps. They couldnt take off ther gas masks,
because the gas was ill present. With the masks on, they couldn't see a thing, because the smoke had
deposited the black film over the mask windows.

Ham walked over to Schlitze. He picked a good soft-looking part of the man's anatomy, and kicked him.
Ham kicked Schlitze the way he would have kicked Schicklegruber. Schlitze upset and howled.

Ham angled around, and knocked him out, usng a chunk of cord to save bruigng hisfid.

He could hear plenty of shouting. Monk and Doc Savage, fallowing the edge of the smoke cloud as it
blew away, waded in and attacked the exposed and blinded enemy.

The shouting, of course, meant that gas masks had been snatched off victims.
This Ham thought, handicaps Monk. Monk likes to whoop and howl when he isfighting.
The enemy began to use their guns. They smply laid down a barrage, shooting in every direction.



Doc Savage went flat in the sawgrass, and for a moment Ham thought he'd been hit. But Doc was getting
down urtil the shooting mania passed.

A voice—it was Gonner's—bdlowed out in horror. He had been wounded. With his mask off, he
screamed for the shooting to stop. And he got it halted.

Doc, Monk and Ham went to work again. The blows which Doc struck were light, carefully calculated,
did no damage to his hands. Monk was smacking jaws with fine abandon, but obvioudy hampered by his
inability, because of the gas mask, to ydl. Ham found a short club.

Seventeen men, Ham discovered, were a lot of men when you began knocking them unconscious, and
had to run some of them down in the sawgrass before you did the job. And it was irritating to discover
that a man you thought you had dispatched was on his feet again.

Fndly it was over.

MONK dashed into the wind, stopped when he thought he was out of the gas, and took off his mask.
Then Monk just yelled. He let go two or three of his best howls. Not words. Just roaring pleasure.
“Now | fed better,” he said.

“You knobhead!” Ham shouted a him.

“Come hdp us move Renny and the otherd!”

Doc Savage was examining Renny, Long Tom, Johnny, Pat and Dr. Wilson.

“Long Tom has a bullet through the leg, one of those random shots they fired. “ Doc lifted his head. “But
dl of them have been poisoned.”

“Are they—"

“In another two or three hours, every one of them will be dead,” Doc sad. “Unless there is a mirade
and—"

Monk raised a shouit. It was excited.

“Here come those SU!” he ydled. “Boy, there's a haful of them!”

Ham groaned. “Maybe we can get Renny and the others to the plane.”
But he doubted that there was time for that. The Su were very close.
“No, “ Doc Savage sad.

“BUL"

“We will tak to the Su,” Doc sad. “Ham, you get in the plane. Take off. Stay in the air until we sgnd
you to land.”

Ham ran to the wide mangrove creek.
Then he redlized that the plane was jammed into the bank, and that he could not get it off unhindered.
“Doc!” Ham yeled the informetion.



The bronze man, with Monk, came running. The Su were close enough now to ydl angrily. Furioudy,
Doc and Monk and Ham sought to free the plane from the bank.

They got it loose, shoved it out into the water.

Ham climbed aboard.

The plane engine started, and Ham taxied away, then took the ship on step and into the air.
He looked back, and circled, wondering what good he could do up there.

Chapter XIll. SWAMP MAGIC

DOC SAVAGE stood before Sow John.

The Su were dl around them, their faces expressionless.
“Tie up the prisoners,” Doc said.

“Schlitze and his men. Gonner. The rest of them.”

Sow John hestated, then trandated the order into the Su language. “You are a prisoner dso, Mr.
Savage”

Doc glanced up at the arding plane.
“We are going to make that dedl,” he said.
Sow John eyed the plane aso. He was uncomfortable. “What can one plane do to hep you?’

Doc ignored that. “Come here” He led the way to Pat and the others. “These are my aides. They have
been poisoned. Will your medicine cure them?’

Sow John pretended a profound ignorance.
“Medicine?’ he said. “1 do not know what you are talking about.”

Doc sad, “The poison was an acid. It destroys by damaging body tissues, by an action smilar to a
common burn. It isdow. | can, and will immediatdly, give an antidote which will stop the action of the
acid. But nothing | can give them will cure, with certainty, the damage adready done. And that is | am
sure, enough to kill them.”

The bronze man looked at Sow John steadily.
“Youwill have to cure them,” he added.
Sow John indicated the plane. “And the plane?’

“Will nat go for help. Will not bring in a bunch of State police who will round up you and your tribe and
try them dl for murder, kidngping, and anything else they can think up.”

“We are not criminds. We are a separate people.”

“How would that sound in a court of law?’



Sow John was thoughtful. “Not very good.”

“Get going. You have notimeto lose”

“And afterward. Y ou will stay here? Y ou will never tdl anyone of this place?’

“Wewill do nothing of the kind,” Doc said. “We will handle this according to our own ideas of judice”
Sow John was very uncomfortable.

“What about those men?’ He indicated Schlitze, Gonner and company.

“They will not bother you again.”

Sow John sighed. “1 will have the poisoned ones taken to the hummock. | think we can save them.”

MONK MAYFAIR, as they started a march back to the hummock, seized Doc Savage's am. “Doc,
what isthis? It's got away from me”

“The Su are going to save Pat, Renny and the others.”
“Y ou mean from that poison?’
“Ya”

“But you said you couldn't do that yoursdf! And if you cant, | don't see how any gang of svamp Indians
could do it.”

“Would you like to hear a story, Monk?’
“Will it explain this?’
HY$H

Doc Savage moved over to wak beside Dr. Wilson, who was being carried by three Su men in a crude
ding which they had arranged.

“Dr. Wilson, are you able to tak?’ Doc asked.

Wilson nodded weekly. “I can, if not too much. The damned acid has burned my throat.” His voice was
hoarse, but understandable.

“We want to clear up the story of what happened, “ Doc told him. “It began when a story appeared in
the newspapers. The story was to the effect that a party of research scientists were going into the depths
of the Evergladesin search of a new and hitherto unknown medicind plant, or group of plants. It seems
thet farly dependable reports of the existence of such a medicine had come to ther ears, and they were
going to investigate.

They bdieved that the substance, according to what they had heard, was even more magicd than the
group of sulfa drugs which has been developed the last few years. That was the generd gid of the story
as published in the newspapers.”

Dr. Wilson said, “Yes. | saw the story at a club dinner in Logantown. “

“Then what occurred?’



“l suddenly remembered that my servant, Sow John, came from the Everglades.

And | remembered that once, years ago when | was ill and very near death, Sow John cured me
miraculoudy with some kind of a drug. When | tried to find out what he had used, he told me it was a
form of histriba witchcraft, and gave me a formula of smple flour and water and sugar which obvioudy
meant nothing. “

“Sow John had used the drug to cure you?’
1] Ya”

“And you confronted him, after you read the newspaper item, and accused him of knowing about such a
drug? And you talked himinto reveding its secret?”’

Wilson nodded painfully. “Unfortunately, Dr. Light overheard. He had followed me, | found out. So Light
hired Gonner to help him.

And they kidnaped me, and tried to trick Slow John into showing Light, not me, where the drug was.”
Wilson fdl to coughing, and Doc said, “That is enough. Save your strength.”

THE drug was ydlow. It was administered in powder form externdly and Smply by mixing with water for
internd use. It was given ordly, by drinking. And the Su, Doc discovered, had crude but perfectly
practica hypodermic needles for giving injections of the Suff.

Pet was given the Suff first. Doc helped with the others, when he was sure how it was done. The matter
of dosage, he discovered, was not criticdl.

Monk whigled softly in wonder. “If this suff works, think what itll mean on a bettlefield.

Sow John sad, “It is more effective than sulfa, any type of sulfadrug.”

“If that's true,” Monk said, “no wonder Schlitze and his Nazis were so anxious to get it.”

After Pat, Johnny, Renny, Long Tom and Wilson were trested, there was nothing to do but wait.

Doc Savage went back to where Schlitze and Gonner and the other prisoners were being held. The gas
hed dispersed completely by now, but some of the prisoners had red eyes, and not dl of them had
regained consciousness. Doc questioned them for a while. He found two—Gonner's thugs both—who
were sck of the whole thing and willing to talk.

Doc gave Monk the rest of the story when he returned to the hummock.

“Light went to Schlitze and offered to sdl the secret to the Nazis when he got it,” Doc explained. “Light
wanted three million.

Schlitze agreed to pay it, but had no intention of doing so. Instead, Schlitze set out to trall Light's gang
into the swamp, and grab the thing for himsdlf, paying nothing.

“In the meantime” Monk said, “I take it Dr. Wilson got away and tried to reach us in New York, but
was followed?’

“That is about it. Wilson went to Pat because he was afraid to come directly to us, and we know what



happened afterward.

They got Wilson, and flew to the Everglades via Cuba. Light was dready here with Sow John. Schlitze
had come down dso with his Nazi agents, and everything was set for the mess that followed. Light got
away and went into the swamp with Slow John, and | managed to deceive him and come dong.

Schlitzes gang trailed us, and Gonner trailed them, then they joined forces, and we whipped them a while
@.77

“Wha happens now?’
“It depends,” Doc said, “on how the Su ligen to reason, and | think they are going to be sensble.

Doc Savage went outside and sgnded Ham, in the plane, with a flashlight. He told Ham to fly to Miami,
refud, and come back in the morning, but not to land until Sgnaed to do so. Ham's Sgnd should be in
Mayan, to avoid trouble.

BY dawn, they knew that Pat, Renny, Long Tom, Johnny and Wilson were going to pull through.
Doc Savage himsdf was amazed.
“Thet drug,” he told Slow John, “is everything you said it is. The world has nothing like it.”

Sow John nodded dowly. “I have taked to Dr. Wilson. He wishes you to take over the drug, and see
that it gets into the right hands.” Sow John grinned. “It seemsiit is for that purpose that he fird tried to
reach you by telephone, there in Logantown. “

“Then you are going to let us go?’
Sow John nodded. “What about Schlitze and Gonner, though?”

“They will not bother you again,” Doc said. “But you will have to hold them prisoner until we can get a
large plane down here and take them away.”

“Wewill do that. But how can you be sure they will not molest us agan?’

“We have taken men like them before,” Doc said. “And they have molested no one afterward.”
Sow John moved away, puzzled, but satisfied.

Monk said, “Doc, we put Schlitze and Gonner and their crew in college, en?

Doc nodded.

The “college’ was a secret among themselves. It had been in existence some time, an inditution which
Doc mantaned in a remote part of upstate New York, where aiminds were taken when captured.
Here, the “student” underwent a delicate brain operation which wiped out dl memory of the past, after
which the patient was taught a trade and trained to hate crimind ways. No “graduate’ of the place had as
yet gone back to hisold ways, and there had been quite a roster of graduates.

They went in to see how the poison victims were feding.
Pet amiled a them weskly. “Whatever that Suff was they gave us, it is wonderful .”

“It was anew drug,” Doc explained.



“They make it from herbs which apparently grow nowhere but on these hummocks around here. The
manufacturing process is rather complicated, but the results are worth it.”

“Is the drug what dl the shooting was about?’

“yYes”

“Wdl, it was worth it,” Pat sad fervently.

“It saved our lives, didn't it?’

“It did.

Pat sghed. “It will save the lives of alot of American soldiers before long, too.”
“It will,” Doc agreed quietly.

DOC went outside, and sgnaed Ham down with an heliogrgphing mirror. Ham landed, much relieved,
and ligtened to the story of what had happened.

Leaning that they would be herein the Everglades not less than a week, at least until Pat and the others
were wdl enough to travel, he was not downcast.

Ham had gotten alook at some of the young women of the Su, and he suddenly didn't mind a vist in the
place. In fact, he welcomed it.

But, half an hour later, Ham was hunting Monk. Ham had a thorn club and awild expression.

“Where's Monk? You know what that ape did?” Ham shook with rage. “He went to these Su girls, to
evary one of them, and told them that old lie about me Told them | had a wife and thirteen
feeble-minded children back home!”

THE END
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THE SPOOK OF GRANDPA EBEN

What was the strange power of Grandpa Eben's Indian-head charm? It could not be seen! It could
not be heard! A weird phenomenon that made sane men fight back at empty air. One man sets a
curse on another. One man laughed. And one man is murdered! They all believed in the power of
the spook.

Doc Savage and his aids go ghost hunting and are accused of robbery and murder when the thing
responsible is an invisble presence.

Don't missthis thrill-packed complete noved in the next exciting issue.

Read the December issue of DOC SAVAGE MAGAZINE
At All Newsstands
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