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Chapter |

THE little Jap, the one they got to cdling the Hying Dutchman, was not important looking. He seemed
innocent, if one will admit that any Jap can seem innocent these days.

The point was that he certainly didn't look like an earthquake hurting a place to happen, which in a
figurative sense was what he proved to be.

Hefirg appeared flying a Mitsubishi 96 "Karigane' MK 11 near Dutch Harbor. The 96 is the Mitsubighi
which was copied from the U. S. Army Northrop A-17, the Japs putting in an 800-horsepower radid

engine.

An ex-sheep rancher from Texas shot him down pronto. Dutch Harbor, Alaska, was no place for a Nip
plane to appear. There was a dring of fire and smoke in the sky, a splash in the sea, and a gray patch of
bubbles asif a cotton bal were Snking. They thought the Jap pilot was killed.

A hdf-dozen navy ratingsin a launch rushed to the spot hoping to find souvenirs. Carlta Trotter, the lady
war correspondent, the blonde bomber of the press, climbed into the boat with them.

The launch prowled around for a few minutes in the ail dick from the downed Jap plane. Then Trotter
pointed and ydled, "Oh, look! The Jap pilot!"

Everyone grabbed for agun or aclub. They circled warily, but what Trotter had seen—a Jap if it was a
Jap—had vanished.

"I'tdl you | saw aNip," Carlta Trotter ingsted.
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She was angry, because she wanted very badly to see a Jap, a red, living, uncaught one. Trotter
considered that her career as awar correspondent was a mess, because dl the Japs she had seen so far
hed been either fettered or demised.

"Thereheid Over therel" asalor yelled.

About hdf those in the launch saw the Jap this time. The Nip pilot, with only his head sticking out of the
water, looked like a amdl brown warus, because the fdlow had a pair of mustaches as impressive as the
horns on a buffao.

Like an owl, the Jap batted his eye at the Americans in the boat. Then he quietly sank. And for another
ten minutes the sallors and Trotter hunted vanly for him.

"It couldn’t have been a seal we saw, could it?' Trotter asked.

The waves were running about ax feet high, with enough wind blowing to now and then pick the top off a
wave. When thewind got a wave cres, it would turn it to spray and the blowing spray would look like
pae smoke from a campfire. The sea was S0 rough that spotting a man was a difficult metter.

The sdilors steered the launch around and around. They actudly saw the svimming Jap another half
dozen times, and each time he went out of Sght like a sedl. It became funny. They began shoating at the
warus-mustached head whenever they saw it, not trying to hit the Nip, but rather endeavoring to frighten
himinto surrendering.

They had no luck. The shooting brought a crash boat and a P.T. out to invesigate. The three boats
churned around and around like cats hunting a mouse hole, but the little Jap with the big mustaches was
not seen againin the sea.

"Drowned himsdf," Carlta Trotter said.
That night, a P-38 pilot had his shegpskin-lined flying suit stolen.

CARLTA TROTTER filed a gory on the incident. The incident was pretty tame suff, so she needled it
up al she could. "For two hours this afternoon, our sailors chased a Flying Dutchman,” she wrote.
"He was a little Jap pilot with a pair of mustaches you could hang your hat on, and he committed
hari-kari by water rather than be taken prisoner.”

Sort of dumb journdism, Trotter thought wryly. Later she wondered how many of the plug-headed
readers of the New York Blade would know what she meant by the Hying Dutchman reference.

So Trotter wrote an add to the story, explaining that the Hying Dutchman was the spectre-ship which
haunted the sea, and the Sght of it portended disaster. A phantom ship commanded by a German named
Herr von Falkenberg, condemned to sall the sorming seas forever, without a hdm or a steersman, while
the skipper played dice for his soul with the devil, endlesdy.

She heard about the P-38 pilot loang his sheep-lined suit the next morning, and thought it funny.
Over in Honeymoon House, offidaly Barracks Three, two fellows logt their K rations during the day.
The next morning two soldiers woke up without their blankets.

The cook of Company C got together a fine big platter of fried chicken as a pecid little dinner for the



cooks, something the cooks weren't supposed to do. The platter disappeared, chicken and al.
Honeymoon House was again the victim when a soldier lost a box of chocolates sent him from home.

Now pilfering was sngularly scarce about the place, and news of the vanishings began to get around and
cause comment.

A boy from Missouri awakened during the next night—again Honeymoon House was the victim—and
found himsdf looking at a Jap. A Jap with a pair of mustaches like the horns on a Texas steer. The Ozark
boy figured he was dreaming, and he closed his eyes to go back to deep before it soaked into his
drowsy brain that dreams weren't that redl. He came off his cot with a howl of darm. The next thing he
knew, or didn't know, he was adeep again, but this time from a punch that was like the kick of a
Missouri mule.

The Missourian came out of it in five minutes or so, and made an impressive uproar dashing up and down
the barracks in his shirt tail, shouting about a Jap with handlebar mustaches. A phantom Jap.

From that minute, the big Nip hunt was on. There were more beds looked under than there would have
been a an old maids convention, and there was no very sound deegping the rest of the night.

And in the middle of the turmoil something else happened that was very amusng to everyone except the
shavetall to whom it happened. A second lieutenant logt a quart bottle of Scotch whiskey from under his
pillow.

Carlta Trotter, the war correspondent, filed a story that began, "The Flying Dutchman rides again. A
rooting, tooting whiskey-drinking spook in a fur-lined suit has come to haunt this American base."
Trotter was rather proud of the yarn, and she was grinning when she handed it to the censor.

A srange thing happened to the story. Trotter got it handed back to her. Thumbs down. No can send.

TROTTER complained violently. Trotter’s tongue could handle swear words adequately and with the
dignity of a duchess—this being something agd acquires when she learns her business in the city room of
atabloid newspaper.

The censorship officer looked as if a hot towd had just been lifted from his face when Trotter finished
with him.

"And don't get kittenish with me" Trotter said. "Why didn't that story go out? Give me an explanation or
don’'t give me one, but don’t get kittenish.”

"Nutd" said the censor bitterly. Whilein his cups one night he had made a pass at Trotter, something he
hed been aching to do while sober. Having made the pass, he learned why some of his brother officers
got that funny look on ther faces when Trotter was mentioned. Until a guy had made a pass at Trotter,
he hadn't learned how quick he could be buried x feet under the ice.

"What's wrong with the story?"

"Nothing," the censor said. "A trifle childish, but then | suppose you have to write down to the mentdity
of your readers.”

"Too many of my readers got in the amy and were made censors,” Trotter said. "Come on, come on,
what’' s wrong with my little opus?’



The censor grinned at her. "Isthis meking you mad, Trotter?'

"Not inthe leadt. If | let you wolf-puppies get me mad, | would have had hydrophobia months ago.”
"That' sfine"

"Areyou going to tdl me what’s wrong with my Jap story?”

"No."

"That'swhat | thought.”

"You're not med?"

"No."

"Then we' re dill friends”

"We are not!" Trotter said.

"Get out of here, pd," the censor said, grinning sheepishly. He tossed a couple of sheets of copy paper
toward Trotter, adding, "And you might as well take that dong.”

Trotter picked up the copy and looked at it. Then she shrieked, "My first story about the mustached
Jap! Didn't that one go out ether?’

"No."
"God bless us, why not?
"When you ydl, Trotter, you sound like a little warus barking. Did you know thet?"

Trotter folded her two stories, the first one and the second one, and put them in her bag. She jerked her
parka hood over her blond head.

"Theré s more to this than meets the eye" she said, and |eft.

TROTTER took awalk. She took a walk to reflect about hersdf and the war. The war was going very
nicdy, she understood from the radio. Greset thing, radio. At least it told you that a war was ill going on.

Trotter fdt she wasin ablind dley as far as the war was concerned. She wondered how many journdiss
hed grabbed hats and a War Department clearance and had dashed off to the shooting, and landed in a
hole of monatony and rotted there. Not many, she hoped. It wasn't pleasant. She should know, because
Dutch Harbor was certainly a hole of monotony.

The aggraveing part was that Alaska had seemed such a logicad war theater. The Aleutians—Dutch
Harbor was on one of the Aleutians, practically—was on the shortest route from Segttle to Tokyo, or
vice-versa. Trotter had foreseen action dl over the place. There hadn’'t been any action worth the name.
She was disgusted.

Lady she had begun to suspect she was the victim of a snide dedl from her paper, the New York Blade,
one of the ranker and more successful tabloids. Trotter was trying to make up her mind whether coming
to the Alaskan theater had been her own idea, or whether Pot Johnson, managing editor of the Blade,



hed pulled a smarty on her. Pot was a little guy with a big ego who hired only beauty and brains in
combination when he employed femades. Then they dways had trouble with the slly side of Pot. Pot
Johnson fancied himsdf alover. He was alittle guy who could Sgh like a furnace.

When Pot faled to make a conquest, he didn't give up. He just changed his interest from love to
psychologica sadism. He became an unholy experimenter. In other words, he would set out quietly and
ddiberately to give the death of a thousand cuts to the gd who had spurned him. There was something
devilish about his system. His victims never seemed to redlize what was hgppening to them, Trotter had
noticed. They wound up married to guysthey didn’t like, or something like that, without knowing why.

Trotter was stuck in Dutch Harbor, where nothing was hgppening. Pot Johnson had a suave answer
evay time she demanded another spot, in the South Pecific, Italy, anywhere. Something would pop
eventudly.

I'll pop, Trotter thought bitterly. Here | am, stuck in this God-forsaken hole while my career rots.
Another 9x months of this, heaven forbid, and the newspaper businesswill have forgotten there ever was
an up-and-coming journdist named Carlta Trotter.

She suspected the worst from Pot Johnson. Any girl who'd spit in his eye had better watch out. Trotter
hed done just that, verbdly.

And now they weren't even letting her send little color stories about a downed Jap flier. Could that be
Pot’ s fine hand?

AT this point, a group of soldiers came out of the C. O.’s office with the Jap in question. The escorted
prisoner was obvioudy the little man with the handlebars on hislip.

"They caught him!" Trotter gasped.

She hurried forward. She could speak alittle Japanese, unless her brother’s houseboy in New York had
mided her.

"O hayo!" Trotter said, addressing the prisoner.

Thelittle Jap looked like a baboon. "Arigato!" he said, and grabbed Trotter’s hand and shook it like an
insurance salesman meeting a dient.

"O namaye wa nan’ to moshimasu?" asked Trotter.

"It's John Doe, 9gter,” sad the Japanese in firg-class English.

One of the officers demanded, "What'd you ask him, Trotter?'

"Hisname" Trotter admitted sheepishly.

"It's John Doe, sger,” sad the Japanese. "Anything €se you want to know?'

The American officers dl laughed. Trotter’s eyes snapped, and she said, "A Jap wise-guy.”

They led the Nip off to toss him into the klink. Trotter stared after the fdlow sourly. Trotter hated being
made a fool, which she fdt was what the Jap had done to her.

A funny-looking Jap, she reflected. Funny-looking even for a Jap. The fdlow would have to stand on



tiptoes to look into Trotter's top parka pocket, and Trotter wasn't a tdl girl. It must have been the
thought of her parka pocket that made Trotter abosently fed there.

Her gold fountain pen was gone.

Trotter swore hitterly over loang the pen. The pen was a gift from the Blade, a token of esteem
bestowed by the ribad tabloid for a particularly sdacious job of reporting which Trotter had done on a
paternity case invalving a motion-picture star. She hated to lose the pen. Today was one darned thing
after another.

Another officer, a Captain, came out of the Colond’s office.

"Hello, Fred," Trotter cdled to the Captain. "When did they catch the Hying Dutchman?'
"About ten hours ago.”

Trotter said, "Ten hourd Did they spend dl this time questioning him?"

"l couldn’t say."

"I'll bet they got some sassy answers out of him."

"I couldn’t say."

"Weren't you there?'

"How about snging a number at the camp show tonight, Trotter?"

Trotter wrinkled her nose at him. "Giving me the run-around, aren’'t you? Look, Fred, | buy you drinks
every night, and with the price of Scotch what it is, it would be cheagper to support a gigolo. What is this,
an anti-Trotter campaign around here? Or do you just bite hands that pet you?'

The Captain grinned.

"Takeit easy,” he said. "What about snging the number?'
"Okay. It'll serve you right.”

The Captain laughed and left.

TROTTER was thoughtful. Getting news was her business and she had a sxth sense about news. She
hed never particularly analyzed her dbility to fed a news story when it began to develop around her, and
there probably wasn't anything mysterious about her perceptive kill. It was probably a combination of
many amdl things, things like voice tones, the expressions on faces. Excitement is a difficult emation to
concedl.

Right now, Trotter had a hunch that something was brewing.

| hope I’'m not getting mentd williwaws, she thought. If something isn't developing around here, I've logt
my nose for news. And if I've log my nose, that's bad. Very bad. It would make Pot Johnson too
happy.

She decided to see the C. O., Colond Rieger. She would use the loss of her fountain pen as an excuse.



She wouldn't get any information out of Rieger, she foresaw. The Colond wasn't takative. An oyster
was an orator adongsde big, flat-cheeked Colond Rieger.

Trotter went into the Colone’s office as innocently as a cat entering a room where there was a goldfish
bowl.

The Colonel was behind his desk. He was standing. He had a perplexed expression, and was searching
his pockets with both hands.

"You know, | seem to have lost my gold cigarette lighter," the Colond complained.
"That Jap!" Trotter cried angrily. "He' s a pickpocket!"

Chapter Il
TROTTER was right. She didn’t get any information out of Colonel Rieger.

But she left headquarters feding very sure her hunch was right. Something was stewing. There was
tenson in headquarters, an aimosphere as tight as a fiddle-string about to snap. No one said or did
anything. But Trotter got the feding.

In fact, Trotter grew aarmed. Maybe, she thought, we had logt the war, and the news was beng
smothered. That was foolish, but it gave some idea of the ever-present tension.

"I'll have that Jap searched for your fountain pen and my lighter,” Colond Rieger said vagudly.

There were one hundred and sixty-two Jap war prisoners in the Dutch Harbor holdover. Most of these
were sailors from the Imperid Japanese Navy.

The holdover was a group of Nissen huts surrounded by a high woven-wire fence topped by barbed
wire and a charged wire carrying a discouraging amount of eectricity. The wooden guard towers were
equipped with machine-guns and lights. It was a standard prison camp. The Japs in it now would be
transferred to the States later.

Trotter’' s room was Stuated so that she could look into the prison yard, the area ingde the wire. This was
an accident.

But it was not an accident that Trotter watched the little Jap with the mustaches. She was interested in the
fdlow.

Trotter was astonished a what she discovered. The other Jap prisoners treated the little fdlow with the
mustaches with respect. A great ded of respect.

Trotter paid Colond Rieger acdl.

"I think I’ ve got a trade-last for you, Colond," she said.
B

"Our Hying Dutchmean is a big-shot.”

"What makes you think so?'

"I’'ve been watching the way the other Nips kowtow to him. They fal over each other to lick his boots.



You'd think he was the Mikado himsdf. Maybe heis”

Colond Rieger pushed out his lower lip and examined the calling, not megting Trotter’s rather entrancing
blue eyes. "So you' ve been watching the Hying Dutchman,” he said.

"Yes Did you know he was somebody important in Jap-land?'

Colond Rieger cleared his throat. He took his attention from the calling, and put it on his desk drawer,
from which he removed Trotter’ s missng fountain pen.

"Here" Colond Rieger tossed the pen across the desk. " Somebody found this where you logt it."
"I know where | logt it," Trotter said. She got out a cigarette. "Do you have alight, Colond ?'
Colond Rieger grinned. "If you mean did | get my lighter back too, | did."

"Who is he, Colond?'

"Who iswho?"'

"Thelittle Nip with the mustaches."

Colond Rieger shook his head wryly. "Trotter, the censor tells me he suggested you forget about this
particular Jap. | think it would be a good idea.”

TROTTER left headquarters determined not to forget about the Hying Dutchman. This was partly
training. When you worked for a scandd rag like the Blade, people were dways trying to keep you from
getting stories. The harder they tried, the more certain you could be that the yarn was a dilly.

The other part of Trotter’s interest was curiosity. This was the fird thing that had happened to break the
monotony. Trotter decided to play it for dl it was worth.

She decided not to overlook the chance that it might have a Washington angle.

So that afternoon she filed a story, ayarn that read as innocently as a sabbath lesson, but which actudly
contained a privately coded message to Lee Carl Copedand, political editor of the Blade. Trotter’s code
text advised Lee Carl there was a mysterious Jap big-shot prisoner at Dutch Harbor, and to check
Washington sources on it. She added a postscript not to tel Pot Johnson.

That postscript was Trotter's way of getting sure-fire action. Lee Carl Copeland and Pot Johnson were
mutud gut-haters, dthough otherwise they were cut from the same doth: both were chasers. Both hired
lovdy, brainy femdes on to the Blade daff, then took out after them. Frequently they were in
amultaneous pursuit of the same femde, which probably accounted for the nasty fedings around the
office

Trotter was pleased with hersdlf. If there was a Washington angle, this would shake it out of the bush.
Pretty dick, Trotter thought. Maybe I’'m not going to seed as fast as | thought.

In a happy frame of mind, she spent the next two hours writing a letter home. Her parents lived on a fam
in lowa, where they made barely enough to live on. They were perfectly content. Her father had once
amassed a totd of fourteen million dollars, which he'd logt spectacularly in the nineteen-twenty-nine
crash. The loss hadn't made her father give up. It had jus made him philosophicd. He sad he had
aways wanted to know what it would be like to have fourteen million dollars, and now he knew, and so



he was perfectly happy. He meant it, too. He was a great guy. He was writing a book on psychoses of
hogs.

Trotter’ s brother, Bill, was a discontented inhabitant of an advertisng office which had a reception room
like a Rgah's palace. He was 4F, and not pleased about it. Trotter fet sorry for him. He was a greet
guy, too. His book was about a farmlot bull who wasn't any Ferdinand, and it was practicdly asfunny as
hisfather’s opus on hogs.

We're just a bunch of pixyish farmers at heart, Trotter thought glesfully.

A few minutes later, Colond Rieger sent for her, and proceeded to bat the glee out of her.

COLONEL RIEGER used words that were in the dictionary, dl of them. But he gave the dashing
impression that he was a skinner taking the hide off amule.

An Army bright boy had transcribed Trotter’s code message.

Trotter became meek. She was scared. She had never had a man give her such a peding as Colond
Rieger handed out.

And when Colond Rieger had scared the devil out of her, he proceeded to blow Trotter's career higher
then a kite.

"I am cabling Washington to cance your clearance as a war correspondent,” he finished. "You will be
returned to the States as soon as transportation can be arranged, probably ina day or two."

Trotter sumbled out of there. She didn't cry. She wanted to. She didn't swear, which would have
helped. She didn't kick things around in her room, which would dso have been an aid.

She was sunk. Punctured, deflated, disgraced, a flop. She could see now where she had it coming, and
that made it worse. Covering a war wasn't the same as covering a trunk murder on Park Avenue. She'd
confused the two, and tried to use the same tactics. It hadn’'t been the thing to do. She should have
known better.

She sat there in her room, thinking: Pot Johnson would be happy to see me now, the amorous
polecat.

About an hour of that, and Trotter began to get mad. This was the regular road her ego followed. When
she got a blow, it would knock her flat for an hour or two, then she would get mad and get up on her two
feet and do something abott it.

She went for awak. She liked to wak when she was mad.

And that was how she happened to be on the beach when the Catdina came in with the myserious
sergeant aboard.

THE Catdina was one of the origind PBY -5s which were now relegated to transport duty. This one
arived on itsregular run from Seettle with mall, emergency parts for Supply, and a quota of brass hats.

Trotter was strutinizing the brass hats to see if there was anybody with stars on his shoulders, and she
nearly missed the sergearnt.



Trotter's discovery of the sergeant was a queer experience. The sght of him closed a switch in her head.
But the circuit didn't complete itsdf—she couldn’t identify him. He was familiar. But who was he?

The sergeant was big. Very big. Actudly a giant, but you weren't quite aware of this until you were close
to him. He was a man with enormous physca strength, because there was a symphony of snews in the
backs of his hands and in his neck when he was moving. Something made you look at him repeatedly. He
had something specid. Persona power, probably, because persona power is something thet is very hard
to hide.

Trotter knocked her smdl figt againgt her forehead. Her memory picked the darndest times to collapse.

The big, impressive sergeant moved away from the plane and disappeared into Dutch Harbor. If he is
trying to be inconspicuous, Trotter thought, he is certainly doing a good job of it.

She kept thinking about him. The fdlow haunted her mind. He kept dashing through her thoughts like a
headless ghost. That was exactly what he was, a headless ghogt. Trotter played with that thought, and
came to the concluson that the man's body—his sze, unusud proportioning and great muscular
grength—mugt be what she had recognized. Thet didn't quite make sense, unless the man was disguised,
but nobody went around disguised these days. Or did they?

TROTTER ran into Colond Rieger in the officer’s bar that evening.

A pixyish idea hit her, and she said, "Colond, that is quite a hunk of sergeant you acquired today."
It rang a bell. It was awild shot, but it hit a bull’ s-eye.

Because the way Colond Rieger acted convinced Trotter he was thinking up a quick lie.

"I have no idea who you mean,” the Colond said, putting the lie he’ d thought up into words.

Trotter winked at him derisvely. "Could | interest you in a nice fird-rate correspondence course for
prevaricators? Sent you in a plan envelope, Colond.”

Colond Rieger winced.

"Trotter, you would be alovey gin—if you didn’'t have brains™ he said.
"I shouldn’t have noticed the big sergeant, en”?"

"Exactly."

"But | did."

"Hm-m-m-m."

"And now | want to know about him."

Colond Rieger looked up at the cdling thoughtfully. Trotter knew he absent-mindedly did that when he
was disturbed.

"Forget it, Trotter,” he said quietly. "Forget it, before you get into worse trouble than you'rein."

"How could | get in any worse?" Trotter asked reasonably. ™Y ou're kicking me out of Alaska. My paper



will fireme"

"I hope not,” Colonel Rieger said sincerely. "You have been very ornamenta around here, and dso an
entertaining freak because, as| sad, you have amind."

"That's sweet." Trotter gave the Colond a honey-coated, baby-faced look which usudly made strong
men bulge their muscles and gart thinking of a table for two. "Now be nice and tdl me about the
sergeant.”

"Sorry.”
"You won't."

"That'sthe generd idea”

"Dan you!" Trotter said. "l recognized that sergeant the minute he got off the plane—"

The Colond’s dumfounded ook slenced her. She was about to add that she hadn’t been able to think of
the sergeant’ s name. Before she could do that, Colond Rieger was grinding out a warning.

"Trotter, you forget that Doc Savage is herel" Colond Rieger sad violently.

Trotter was floored. Trotter was astonished.

"Oh!" she said, meking menta grabs for her composure.

"Forget Savage! You hear me" Colond Rieger said grimly.

"My, my, my!" Trotter gasped. "My goodness, you're impressve when you ydl at people.”

Colond Rieger did some dutching a his own composure. He took a deep breath, and wiped the wild
expression off hisface.

"Trotter, you never seem to tak to anyone more than a couple of minutes before you are being bellowed
at. A most unusud thing," he said.

Trotter was without words. Doc Savage. My Lord, | should have recognized him indantly, she was
thinking. Trotter was speechless, something that didn’t happen to her often.

"You forget you saw Savage!” Colonel Rieger repeated fiercdy.
He stalked away.

Chapter Il
CARLTA TROTTER thought: The lightning has struck, no less!

She sumbled outdoors. She took a walk, which was dso what she liked to do when she was excited.
She wandered dong like a deepwalker, because her mind was busy with fandangoes.

She had seen Doc Savage just once before, and that was at a meeting of scientific bigwigsin New Y ork.
Savage had given a tak on something about electronics, none of which Trotter had understood, but she
hed sat there fascinated, recaling some of the things she had heard about this Clark Savage, Jr., or Doc
Savage, or the Man of Bronze, varioudy caled.



The Blade would give its right eye, its keyhole-peeping eye which was its mog vauable asset, for an
eyewitness sory of one of Doc Savage' s adventures, Trotter had thought at the time.

Because Doc Savage was a Name. In the far corners of the earth, he was a Name. A legend. A legend
of danger, excitement and mysery.

So far as Trotter knew, no newspaper had been able to get an authenticated story about the Man of
Bronze. 1t was wel known that Savage dodged publicity. To get any information about him at al backed
by facts was amost impossble.

Trotter knew what Doc Savage's business was supposed to be, but she had her doubts about the truth
of that. Savage was supposed to "make a business of righting wrongs and punishing evildoers in the far
corners of the earth.” The quotes were from another newspaper story on Savage.

Hokum, in Trotter's opinion. The thing had another angle, doubtless, because nothing that sounded as
Boy Scout and idedligtic as that could be true. Working for a scanda-mongering newspaper had made
Trotter suspicious of anything too idedidic.

Other supposed facts about Doc Savage: He was a scientific genius, amuscular marve, a mentd wizard.
Probably esats his spinach too, Trotter thought skeptically.

But news about Doc Savage was something the Blade readers would gobble. Trotter suspected the
Blade' s public was composed entirdly of morons, of lazy ignoramuses who were too lethargic to put any
exctement into their own lives, preferring to get it second-hand by reading the exaggerated, overwritten
blah the Blade printed.

| can't pass this up, Trotter thought. If 1 do, I'll get into it with the army, the navy and the marines,
probably. But I'll do it.

She proceeded to devote hersdf to finding Doc Savage and keeping track of every move he made.

SHE got her money’s worth.

There was not much night-time at this period of the year in Dutch Harbor. But what there was of it was
dark. In the middle of the night, Trotter tralled Doc Savage on a furtive trip which the bronze man made
to the war-prisoner compound.

Savage crept to the prison pen secretly, in the dead of night.

He talked to more than one Japanese war-prisoner. Trotter didn’t know what was said. She couldn’t get
close enough to overhear.

Nobody but hersdlf, Trotter was sure, observed Savage's secret, ominous-looking move.
It had been in Trotter’s mind to approach Doc Savage and try for a persona interview.

After the night visgt, she didn't. She kept at a distance. She made hersdf as unnoticeable as possible,
which was quite a job for a somewhat spectacular blonde girl about five feet three.

All the next day, Trotter kept tabs on Savage. She used a good pair of binoculars and plenty of care. She
didn’'t believe he knew he was being watched.

She got severd smdl rewards for her effort.



The cumulative effect of them was horrifying.

Savage spent a hit of time on the dock to which the PT boats and smdler speedboats were tied. He
showed interest particularly at the time the boats were being refueled. Finding out which boats have full
fud tanks, Trotter thought, and shivered.

Savage sat down near a pile of Seabee’s tools. When he moved on, Trotter was sure a smdl trenching
shovd was missing, stowed under the bronze man's G. |. overcoat.

Savage collected, in the same furtive fashion, a supply of Army emergency rations.

All of thistook saverd hours to transpire, but the effect on Trotter was that of a series of blows delivered
inafew minutes.

She was stupefied, and frightened, and sickened. The plain fact was that her skepticism about Doc
Savage had been pretended. Actudly she had regarded hm as a magnificent, romantic internaiond
figure, a sort of modern Launcd ot in aworld that was badly in need of Launcelots.

But what was happening didn’t look good.

That night, Doc Savage paid another secret vist to the enclosure where the Japanese prisoners were
kept.

Trotter followed him there. But she didn't eavesdrop. She ran for Colond Rieger’s office.

COLONEL RIEGER was stting at his desk with his elbows on the desk top and his face in his hands,
looking like a man who had a headache.

"Helo, Trotter," he said quietly.

Trotter said, "Last night Doc Savage had a sneak talk with the Japanese prisoners. Today be picked out
a boat that was gassed. He snitched a trenching shovel. He sneaked some rations. And right now he's
back having another sneak talk with the Japanese.”

Colond Rieger hdf-lifted out of his chair and half-stood for some thirty seconds, with his face assuming
an increasngly ghaslly expression.

"Oh, Lord!" he said hoarsdly. "Are you sure?!
"l think s0," Trotter said.

"Think! You spring such a thing, then you say you think!" Colonel Rieger straightened, tightening his
hands as if physcdly taking hold of himsdf. "No, no, | don't mean that. | gpologize, Trotter. If you're
right—"

Trotter was scared. This was a bad accusation she was making. If she was wrong, it would be a hideous
error.

"Why don’t we go look?' she said.
"Wewill. Right now."

The Colonel snatched a service revolver out of his desk. Face grim, he strode outside. Trotter followed.



The Colond collected hdf a dozen armed soldiers with quietness and efficiency.

"Colond Rieger," Trotter said. She was getting jittery. "Colond, whet | told you is true. But maybe we
shouldn’t interfere.”

"An American soldier holding secret talks with enemy prisonersis a serious thing."
"You mean to tdl me that Doc Savage is here as a plain soldier?" Trotter demanded.
llYall

"But | understood he had a high Army commission, that he was a Brigadier Generad or something like
that."

"Not now."

"What happened?”

"He was busted.”

"You mean he was demoted from Brigadier Genera to Sergeant”?”’
"Wes"

"Why?

"Come on," Colond Rieger sad grimly. "WE Il tak about it later. It's a dirty story, one | hardly believe,
and | don’'t want to tdl it unlessit’s necessary.”

THE night had the bluish aspect which Aleutian nights have. Mountains across the mile-and-three-quarter
long harbor were the color of a gun barrel, and overhead the clouds stalked the stars and icy-looking
moon like dark hunting foxes. Everywhere was the feding of nerve-edging londiness which haunts the
Aleutians.

Guided by Colond Rieger, Trotter fdt the high wire fence of the prison enclosure.
"You can walt hereif you wish," the Colonel whispered.
"l want to go dong. | started this”" Trotter said.

They crawled through the darkness. Trotter, on dl fours, could smdl the dark muck which was so much
apart of this darkly monotonous land.

If thisturns out to be a wild goose hunt, I'm going to die, Trotter thought. I'll never be able to live with
mysdf, much less live it down.

"Where?' Colone Rieger whispered. "Where was he?'
"Not much farther,” Trotter breathed. "About fifty feet or—"

She fdl dlent. She had heard a sound, a noise as if something metdlic had hit the earth some distance
avay.

Thevidnity came dive like a stepped-on sted trap.



Guards chdlenged, "Who goes there?' Hoodlights blazed, spraying everything with a brilliance that
blinded.

Trotter heard Colond Rieger say, "Don’'t move until we are identified” But she had dready frozen,
thinking of those guards who had orders to be quick-triggered. She was blinded, but afraid to make even
the dight movement of covering her eyes with her hands.

The guards shouted. Colond Rieger did some authoritative shouting back at them. Other guards
approached, to make sure. By the time it was safe, Trotter’'s eyes had accustomed themsdlves to the

light.

She saw Doc Savage. The big man was standing near the high fence. A black doth was across his face,
but she knew it was Savage. And, when he removed the black cloth from his face by request, it was.

"ALL right, Savage, what are you doing here?' Colond Rieger demanded.

"Teking awak." Doc Savage' s voice was quiet. It was the same voice, remarkable with tond qudities,
to which Trotter had once listened in New Y ork.

Rieger asked coldly, "Masked?"'
"You mean the black cloth?'
IIYSII

"l put it to my face when | heard anoise. | was &fraid a sentry would shoot and ask questions later, and |
did not want to be shot in the face, the part of me that would be mogt distinguisheble in the darkness.”

"And you were only taking awak?'

"ol sad”

"A droll to the Japanese prisoner compound.”

"Isthat what thisis?" Doc Savage looked at the prison asif he hadn’t seen it before. "Why, it is isn'tit."

Colond Rieger clamped his lips together. He wasn't pleased. Rieger was a little in awe of Doc Savage,
Trotter saw. He was afraid to get tough.

Trotter, who couldn’t afford to be awed by anyone because she worked for a tabloid newspaper, sad,
"Colond Rieger, didn't you hear something fdl over in that direction." And Trotter pointed.

Rieger was grateful. "Come to think of it, | did. Lieutenant, take alook, will you."

The Lieutenant didn’'t have to hunt long. He came back with a trenching shovel.

Trotter said, "Oh, ho, something a Jap could have used to dig under the fence."

Colond Rieger turned the shove thoughtfully in his hands " Savage, did you throw this avay?'

Doc Savage, in a voice so sharp and vidlent that it startled Trotter, said, "You had better be able to
prove such accusations.”

The violence in the bronze man's voice aroused Colond Rieger.



"Savage, you are under military arrest,” he said.

TROTTER, to her indignation, was shut out of the rest of the night's happenings. Colond Rieger told her
to go home and get her beauty deep, and he sent a Lieutenant dong to see tha she did jud that.
Trotter's protests were ignored. For a little anti-climax, the Lieutenant escort became exhilarated with
Trotter's charms and got ideas. In rdieving him of them, Trotter got rid of the steam she was packing.

The next morning, one of the firg people Trotter met was Doc Savage, waking down the Street as free
astheair.

Savage' s face looked much different this morning. He had obvioudy been disguised, and had removed
whatever had given his skin a pae color, and whatever—tinted glasses of the contact type which fitted on
the eyebals, probably—had given his eyes a nondescript brown shade. Now his skin was deeply
bronzed, and his eyes were like pools of flake gold aways tirred by tiny winds. The eyes were his mogt
unusud characterigtic, Trotter thought.

Trotter had an attack of nervousness when the bronze giant went out of hisway to confront her.
"Good morning,” Savage said.

"What, no jal thismorning?' said Trotter.

"Not quite. But don’'t give up,” Savage told her.

"I won't."

"Thank you. It is good to know who friends are," Savage said. And he went on.

Feding asif she'd had ice-water splashed on her, Trotter burst into Colond Rieger’s office. The Colond
was deaning his pipe. He didn't look asif he had dept. He seemed angry.

"I met Savage outsde," Trotter explained. "In afew well-chosen words, he covered me with frogt.”
Colond Rieger’slips twisted wryly. "l can imegine”

"Hé'sloo"

"Yes" sad Rieger bitterly. "He s loose.™

"What'd he do, tak you out of it?'

The Colond nodded gloomily. "Thet’sright, Trotter. That men is the most remarkable persondity | ever
encountered. | actudly believe the fdlow has hypnotic powers.”

"He has something. | understand he's known in every corner of the earth.”
"Yes, | know."
"How did he explain lagt night?"

"I'd rather not talk about it," Rieger said sourly.



TROTTER perched on a corner of the desk and showed the Colond some leg. Trotter usudly wore
dacks and G. |. gear, but this morning she had particularly put on a little thing from the expensive end of
Hfth Avenue. Bang no longer a war correspondent—this was il officid, she supposed—she could
wear cdwies. The effect, she hoped, would make the Colond dizzy.

"Ladt night you said it was dl a nasty mess" she reminded. "And you said you' d tdl me about it."

"I'm not supposed to." Colond Rieger was contemplating the leg. It got him. "Oh, dl right,”" he said. "And
when | said nagty, | meant nagty.”

"Y@l

"Doc Savage," sad Colond Rieger, "has for some time been as influentid a man as you can find, just
about. His prestige connected to a project was an insurance of success. When he put his name to
anything, it went over. The man is a scientist, and he contributed invauable inventive help to the United
States. He has been a sort of trouble-shooter for things that had had everyone ese buffdoed. The War
Department used him for that through the early part of the war, againg Savage's protests that he wanted
to see some active service. And they were wise. Savage, as | sad, has done amazing work. Just a few
months ago, he helped crack one of those German secret weapon scares, only this time they had
something, and Savage fixed them so they couldn’t useit."

Trotter said, "All right, you're painting the picture of a famous and skilled man. I've got it."
Rieger nodded. "The picture changes.”
"How?'

"It began changing about two months ago. Nasty rumors a firs. Rumors that Doc Savage had turned
pro-Japanese."

"I didn’t hear any such rumors.”
"The public hasn't. But the War Department isrotting and crawling with them.”
Trotter was sickened. "lan't thet alittle ridiculous™

Colond Rieger shrugged. "They broke Savage out of the Brigadier Generdship because of it. He was on
the inactive lig, in a specid way, but he was 4ill a Brigadier Generd. They knocked him down to
Sergeant.”

"For being pro-Japanese?”’
llYall

"That is treason. That is being a traitor,” Trotter sad grimly, "Couldn’t they do more than yank his
commisson?'

"Not to aman like Savage, gpparently.”
"What brought about this change, this pro-Japanese suff, in Savage?'
"Nobody seems to know."

"Why is he up here?"



"I think they shipped him to the deadest part of the war to get rid of him."

"If they were putting himin a graveyard, they sure didn’t miss when they put him here.”
"It's dead, dl right.”

"What," asked Trotter, "did Savage tdl you to explain lagt night?'

"Nothing."

e

"He stuck to his gory that he was taking awalk."

"What about the trenching shovel ?"

"Denied ever having seen it.”

"He was lying, you think?'

Colond Rieger made a gesture of exasperation. "Of course he was lying. But he didn't actudly lie Every
ansver he gave to every question, when you picked it apart, told exactly nothing.”

"That's srange.”

Rieger nodded. "But it’'s the picture as a hole that is tragic, Trotter. Here is one of America's leading
citizens becoming a Jap lover. That's a dinking note, begging your pardon. It's awful. It's the kind of a
thing that will play the deuce any way you look &t it."

Trotter frowned.

"What do you want me to do about writing this up?' she asked.
"Go ahead and writeit up,” Colond Rieger sad bitterly.
"Isthat permisson offica?"

"It soffigd.”

Trotter dipped off the desk, arranging her dress to cover the knee. "l see | wasted my time dressing up in
thissarong,” she said.

"What do you mean?' asked Colond Rieger, puzzled.

"Try two guesses,” Trotter said. "And tdl me about them later.”
She It the office,

Trotter fdt quite sure that she was agirl who had been lied to.

Chapter IV

TROTTER'S father, who was a philosopher in a backhanded way, had a saying that if you wanted to
know why apig likesto rall in the mud, go ask the pig. Trotter decided to take the advice.



Trotter was no fool. What about the Hying Dutchman, the mustached Jap? Why was Savage wandering
around wherever he wanted to go? Sergeants just didn’t do that.

There were some other square pegs that wouldn't fit round holes.

Trotter made up her mind to find Savage and go a round or two with him. It should be interesting. The
men fascinated her.

Her previous gumshoe work had shown her that Savage was saying in a private barracks on a hill above
the Japanese prisoner compound. In a private hut. That was another thing.

Trotter went straight to the hut, knocked on the door, got no answer, listened and heard nothing, tried the
door and found it unlocked, opened the door and went in. She found hersdf confronted with a gun
muzze

The man halding the gun was smdl, lean, dark. Trotter recognized him. He was one of the bulldozer
skinnersin the Seabee battaion. Trotter had supposed he was an Itaian-American.

"Vay dill, please,”" the man said.
He was no ltdian-American.

He took Trotter’s purse and examined the contents, pocketed about four hundred dollars of Trotter’'s
hard-earned money which he found therein, and tossed the purse asde. He gave Trotter’s person a dap
or two and decided she had no weapons.

"Ki wo tsukero!" he said.

"You'reaJap!" Trotter gasped.

"I'm amean cookie," the Jap said. "I'll shoot two holesin you if you get funny.”
He wasn't trying to be humorous. He didn’t sound humorous, either.

Doc Savage was standing near the window. He had arifle, a Garand, in his hands.
"You've had some bad luck," he told Trotter.

She thought so, too. Her mouth was beginning to fed dry, a Sgn of great fright. Trotter knew tenson
when she encountered it. There was tengon in this room. She had bungled into something ominous.

Doc Savage sad, "Moshi wanted to knife you.”
"I'm going to anyway," Moshi said.
"S0 you see, you arein ajam," Savage added.

In a voice as steady as she could make it, which wasn't very steady, Trotter asked, "Are you kidding?
Surdly you're not serious?!

It was earnest enough. Moshi’s face told her that. She didn’t like Moshi’s face. She had seen the same
face, or faces with the same glazed, blood-smple look, on murderersin New Y ork police stations.

Savage said, "Moshi, we will have to take her with us. Out of town, anyway. If we turn her loose now,
she might ruin the whole thing."



"You are the boss," Moshi said.

DOC SAVAGE raised the window in the north end of the room quietly. He sank to a knee in front of it,
brought the rifle to his shoulder, and amed carefully.

Trotter moved quickly to look out of the window. Maoshi skipped around warily and got in front of her.
But Trotter could see past him out of the window.

What she saw was S0 ordinary that it puzzled her. There was the high wire enclosure where the Japanese
war prisoners were kept. The guards were in ther towers. The Japs were taking morming exercise,
marching back and forth lislesdy.

Near the enclosure was a shack, a rough board and tarpaper afair, probably once a tool shanty. Doc
Savage seemed to be aming at the shack. Trotter had bardy time to wonder why. Then the bronze
man'srifle cracked.

The earth seemed to snk a couple of feet, then jump ten. The shack had gone up. The shack, the earth
twenty feet deep under it, dl went in aterrific explosion.

Trotter saw the fence, the guard fence around the Jap prisoners, Flit. She saw the blast rock the
exerasng Japs off their feet. Then the whole scene began to disappear behind smoke.

The smoke was remarkable. The shack, Trotter redized, had contained, in addition to the explosve
Savage srifle bullet had set off, alarge quantity of some chemicd that made smoke.

The smoke rolled and spread and enveloped the prison enclosure.

"Kakeru!" she could hear the Japanese prisoners ydling. "Kakeru! Naru-take hayaku!"
That told her dl she needed to know. This was a planned escape of the Japanese prisoners.
Mashi nudged her with his gun muzzle. "Get going,” he ordered. "And when we run, you run!”

They went outsde. American soldiers were running from dl directions. Anti-aircraft gunners had
swarmed around their pieces, on the chance the exploson had been a bomb from a high+flying plane that
hed somehow evaded the radar. A squad of soldiers dashed past Savage, Moshi and Trotter. Trotter
wanted to scream. She was afraid to. She went on, wishing she'd had the nerve to scream an darm. No
one paid them attention.

Savage led the way. They worked out of town. As soon as they were in the clear, they began to run.
Trotter was sure they would be stopped, but they weren't, and she redized the route of escape had been
selected, and sdlected carefully.

They ran fully amile Trotter’s lungs ached, and her high hed's were agony. She thought they would never
stop running, and the presence of Moshi behind her was a source of increasing terror.

Ther route was pardld to the seashore, but about two hundred yards inland where the rocks were big
and the going awful.

Trotter findly walled, "I'mdl inl | can’t go any farther!"
Doc Savage paused long enough to say, "All right, Moshi, leave her here”



He went on. Moshi looked a Trotter and grinned. Trotter didn't like the grin. But Moshi went on,
fallowing Doc Savage. They disappeared among the weathered boulders.

A few seconds later, a amdl object sailed through the ar and landed near Trotter’s feet. Trotter looked
a it, looked at it fixedly, knowing what it was, but unable to move. She had seen the things before.
American soldiers weren't supposed to have them for souvenirs, but some of them did anyway. The
object was a Japanese hand grenade. The pin was out, so that it would explode.

In five seconds Trotter lived a thousand lives, or maybe it was died a thousand desths. The anvful thing
was that she couldn’'t move. Or it seemed she couldn’t. Actudly, she did move, trying to reach cover,
reach shelter. But dl of her movement was in dow motion, it seemed. She knew she was going to die,
and she didn't want to die. She went flat on her facein the dark muck among the stones.

The Jap grenade didn’t explode. Haf of them didn't, Trotter remembered—five minutes |ater.

She crawled madly, and sank down behind a rock, after which she gave way to loose, shaking relief.
I’ve heard soldiers talk about such moments, she thought. Now | know what they mean.

Then she heard Moshi, the killer, coming back.

THE terror came into Trotter like needles and clamps. But now she was able to move, for she had her
bresth back, and her legs did what her nerves telegraphed them to do. She began cregping away, trying
to escape Moshi.

It was the fird time she had ever engaged in that kind of agame for her life. She was not an adventuress.
She had been in actua physicd danger very few times.

This being hunted for her life, was different than she would have supposed. She supposed it would be
like her nightmares, those nightmares which everyone has, where someone or something is chasing you,
and jugt asit grabs you, or just as you fdl over a diff, you wake up with the damnedest feding. But this
waan't like that. This was cold, impersond, and strangdly detached, as if it redly wasn't hgppening to
her.

Moshi mugn't trall her, she redized. So she began stepping on rocks, bdancing from one rock to
another. But she saw with horror that her feet were too muddy, thet she was leaving footprints.

I’ve got to run, she thought. That'sdl | can do. Run, and maybe Moshi won't see me or hear me. So she
began to run, and immediatdy stepped on a rock which rolled and she went down hard in the mud and
rocks, making quite a clatter.

The pursuer heard her. She heard him coming toward her, and then he was sanding over her, and it
waan't Moshi. This man was short and wide and as homdy as a man could be made, amost.

"Who the devil are you?' he demanded.
He had the squeaky voice of aamdl boy, not unpleasant.

There was one answer Trotter could give and be safe. She gave it, pointing, saying, "Doc Savage went
that way."

The homdy man seemed rdlieved.



"You were with Doc?" he asked.
"Yes" Trotter said. "They brought me dong.”

She didn't know who this man was. There ought to be something familiar about him, but she couldn’t
place it. She didn’'t know whether he was in the plot with Savage.

He said, "I couldn’t hide the plane a the agreed spot. There was a beach patrol hanging around there. |
hed to hideit close to here"

"Hadn't you better overtake him?" Trotter asked.

"No. Might not find him. | left enough sSgn to tdl him whet to do. Hell be back to the plane.”
" didn’t know there was awoman inthis”" the man said.

"Didn’'t you?'

The homdy fdlow grinned a her. "I'll bet, when we get that mud scraped off you, I'm not going to mind,
ather," he said. He was so obvioudy flatering Trotter that she didn’t find it offengve.

"We had a tough time" Trotter said. She wondered how she was going to escape. This fdlow was
working with Doc Savage, it was clear.

"Come on," the man said. "Here, I'll give you a hand.”
Trotter’s darm dimbed wildly. "I'll Stay here," she said.
"Nonsense. Doc will find the plane. Come on. Here, I'll hdp you."

Trotter let him pick her up and carry her. She was afraid to do anything else. He thought she was in Doc
Savage s plot. If she tried to escape, the fdlow would know otherwise. Having just missed degth a few
minutes ago, Trotter had no wish to take a chance on her luck holding out a second time.

They went down through the stony waste, through the dopping mud, to a smdl niche on the beach where
the sea squirmed like the pdt of an ugly green dragon. In the little crack in the barren land, asiif it was a
hig dragonfly tormenting the dragon, sat alarge plane. A very dick bus.

THE plane didn’t look too large at firgt, but Trotter was astonished at the Sze of it when she got ingde. It
was no Mars boat, but it would accommodate a dozen people neatly.

The homdy man waded out in the icy, surging green water, feding his way on the dippery stones, and
handed Trotter into the craft.

He sad, "There is some hot water for tea in the gdley. Use it to dean yoursdf up, if you want to. And
there' s a sheep-lined flying suit in the back cabin that’ll keep you warm until we get in the ar and get the
heaters on.”

He sounded quite cam. He grinned at Trotter, gave her a wink, and went back ashore. He's got plenty
of nerve, Trotter thought. A regular brass monkey—and looks like one, too.



She waited for the homey man to go away, so she could hurry ashore and flee. But he didn’t leave. He
stood on top of arock at the edge of the water, waiting and watching for Doc Savage.

Because she was dirty and cold, Trotter went back to the gdley, which was a cupboard rather than a
cabin, and found the hot water. She wet a towd and scrubbed at hersdlf. There was a porthole through
which she could watch the homdy man, who gave no sign of intending to go far enough away to give her
achance to escape.

The cleaner Trotter got, the better she fet, and her mind seemed to function better. She was peering out
the porthole at the homey man when her memory clicked. Bingo! She knew who he was.

Monk Mayfar! He was one of a group of five specidists who were understood to be associated with
Doc Savage. One of Savage' s hepers.

Trotter made a whigling shape of astonishment with her lips, but no noise. The homdy man had a
reputation as a chemig. His ful name and title was Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Mayfar. Why
he was cdled Monk was obvious. He couldn’t have escaped the nickname.

She saw Monk waving hisarms. He was Sgndling to Doc Savage and Moshi, who had appeared in the
distance.

Too late, now, to escape. Trotter looked around wildly, and found a little cabin in the rear of the plane,
the nearest thing to a hiding-place. She concealed hersdf there, waiting, terror once more crawling

through her body.

SHE could hear the talk outside. No one was trying to keep his voice down.

Monk cdled, "Daoc, | had to hide the plane here. There was a patrol at the other place.”
"That isdl right. We found your warning signs,” Doc said. "Mork, thisisMoshi."
"H’yah, Moshi," Monk said.

"Konnichi wa!" Moshi said.

Monk, sounding astonished, exclamed, "Hey, Doc, thisguy isa Jap! What isthis?'

Trotter, who was ligening, was pleased to notice that Monk didn't sound as if he thought any more of
Moshi than she had.

But the point wasn't discussed any more a the moment, because there was a sound, a kind of multiple
hissng sound of winded men trying to keep enough air in their lungs, and the sound of feet running. The
runners were evidently some distance inshore, out of sght of the beach.

Mashi gpparently could recognize a Jap from the way he sounded when he ran, because Moshi lifted his
voice, shouting "Kochira ye oide! Kochira ye oide!”

A babble of excited Jap voices answered him. Trotter couldn’t make out the words.

"Hdly blazes" Monk Mayfar said. "A whole hetful of Japs." Then Monk swore violently, said, "Where's
my gun! They're enemy soldierd™

"Monk!" Doc sad sharply. "Keep your shirt on. Let them get aboard the plane. We will take off with



them."
Monk, who didn’t seem to know what it was dl about, said, "Wdl, I'll be damned!”

Trotter ligtened to the Japs arrive. They made as much noise as turkeys, most of ther speech too rapid
for Trotter to get.

They loaded into the plane. It didn't take long. The plane was cast off. The motors began howling, and
the ship began to knock againg wave crests. Trotter, frightened in the little cabin, thought the battering
would loosen her teeth. A wave gave them alast bang and tossed them into the air.

Trotter, guing an eye to the little port in the cabin, saw that they were lined out not more than a hundred
feat off the water, and that one of the endless mouse-colored fogs was around them. They weren't likdy
to be caught by American planes.

She was ill looking out when the compartment door opened. It was Monk Mayfair. He looked at her
ruefully.

"I just told Doc about you," he said. "He was consderably surprised.”

"l imaging" Trotter said.

The plane cabin mugt be wonderfully soundproofed. They had hardly to lift their voices.
"Come on back," Monk directed. "He wants to tak to you."

"Wha'll he do to me?'

Monk shook his head. "I don’'t know. | don't get this Stuetion at dl."

Suddenly Trotter saw that Monk was worried. He was disturbed, angry, trying not to show it. Trotter
wondered if the thing that was egting on him was the Japs.

Jugt to see what would happen, she said, "Did you know that Doc Savage blasted the Jap prison
compound in Dutch Harbor and turned these Nips loose?"

Monk hadn’'t known that, she saw. He wet hislips uneasly, said nothing.

Trotter dammed him again with, "Did you know Savage was deprived of his Brigadier Generdship
because of his pro-Japanese ideas?'

Monk vishly winced. He stared at her uneasily for a momertt.

"Don't get me excited,” he said. "Come on."

THE sx Japanese in the cabin dl popped ther eyes a Trotter. They were a seedy, scared looking crew,
Trotter decided. She ignored them, dthough one of them gave a street-corner whidle as she went past.

Doc Savage was in the greenhousg, flying the ship. He was very busy fodling with ingruments, and did
not look around for a moment.

The occupant of the co-pilot’s seat was no less than the Hying Dutchman. He bristled his mustaches
amigdly at Trotter.



"Hélo, John Doe," Trotter said.
The Dutchman was pleased. He grinned. ™Y ou get your fountain-pen back dl right?' he asked.
"That'sright.”

"It was a fine fountain-pen. | hated to lose it. | thought maybe that Colonel Rieger would gted it from
you."

"No, | got it back.”

"You'rein a peck of trouble, did you know that?'

"How bad?" Trotter asked.

"It couldn’t get much worse.™

Monk Mayfair interrupted, saying, "Mind swapping places with me a minute?' to the Hying Dutchman.
The Dutchman looked Monk inthe eye. "I likeit here" he said.

"I want to talk to Doc,” Monk said. Monk couldn’t keep anger and didike out of hisvoice.

The Dutchman shrugged. "Go away, bub. Leave the little number here. WE |l tak to her.”

Monk was obvioudy no diplomat.

He put hisjaw out and said, "Get out of that seat! Y ou hear me”

The Nip started to say something. Whatever it was, it was inaulting. Y ou could see that. But he didn’t get
it out because Monk grabbed him by the two big mustaches. Monk held him the way you would hold a
catfish by its whiskers. The Dutchman, in surprise and pain, made honking noises. About like the sound
from an oboe.

Doc Savage said loudly, "Stop that, Monk!™

Monk, was angrier than Trotter had supposed. He bellowed, "This in't my day to take lip off smart
Japsl”

"Tunhim loosel Sit down!" Doc said.

"Nutd" Monk ydled. "And by God, let's get some things straight! What's going on here? Your orders
were to bring this plane and pick you up secretly at a named time and place, and | did it."

"You did fine Sit down."

"What about this raft of Japs? There wasn't anything said to me about Japs!” Monk was hanging on to
the Hying Dutchman's remarkable mustaches. Monk ydled, "Are these fish-easters escaped war
prisoners? If they are, | want to know it!"

"Yes, they are”
"Did you help them escape?’

"Y$,"



"Where are we going?'

"To Japan.”

Monk batted his eyes. The news knocked the noise out of him. Trotter, watching him, redized that his
rage wasn't just of this moment. It was something that had built up in him over a length of time. It wasn't
judt these Japs. It was alot of things that had happened.

Monk made up his mind.

He said, "Doc, | haven't liked a lot of things that have happened, but | took them. I'm not taking this.
There s not going to be any Japan this trip. We' re going to hand these Japs back to the Americans”

Doc asked, "You want an answer to that argument?”
"You're darned right | do."

He got it. Trotter didn't see the blow. Monk redled againg her, and they went down together on the
plane floor. Doc Savage had used hisfis. Monk did not move, and not urtil the Hying Dutchman got out
of the co-pilot’s seat and hauled and lifted was Trotter able to get from under him.

Chapter V
THERE was now a short and—to Trotter—intensaly horrifying discussion.
Moshi, with the I-want-to-kill look again on his face, came forward.

"I can get plane door open,” Maoshi said. "We throw him out. Atsukamashii!”

"Heis going to make us trouble," Doc Savage said thoughtfully. "But here is something to think about. He
isMonk Mayfair, one of the best indudrid chemigsin the States. He has been working for the Chemicd
Warfare Service in the development of poison gases. If the United States Army has any new gases, he
knows about it. Do you think you ought to kill such afdlow?"

They argued about that for awhile. The verdict turned out to be not to chuck Monk out of the plane just
yet.

Monk, during this discussion, lay loose and unconscious. He was seized by the arms and dragged back
to the rear compartment, where he was tied and rolled on the narrow bunk. Trotter was tossed in with
him, her hands and ankles dso tied. She heard the door close.

She watched Monk, anxious for him to recover consciousness. She was, she decided, going to like the
homdy guy. She had guessed him wrong in the beginning, when she had every reason to think he was in
on the plot.

He opened his eyes, then closed them, after testing the ropes that held him. He was a man who had been
knocked out before. He waited for a clear head.

He said, "Doc hit me, en?"
llYall

"Then what happened? Tdl me exactly.”



She told him about the argument. He was most interested in that. After she had finished, he closed his
gyesfor awhile

"We'rein anicering-tailled mess" he sad findly.
"Veay ring-taled,” she agreed. "What is going on?'

He shook his head hitterly. "Doc apparently has gone haywire. For about the last 9x weeks, he has been
changing. He used to pa around with us guys—the five of us who are what you'd cdl his assstants. But
about 9x weeks ago he began to stop that. And this pro-Japanese tak began to start up. Subtly, at fird.
Appeasement duff. And then it got worse." Monk eyed Trotter ruefully. "You had it right about why he
logt his commisson. Pro-Jap sympathies. | got it raight from a friend in the War Department.”

Trotter said, "Actudly, | don’'t know much about Savage. I've heard of him, of course.”

"It's pretty wild suff you hear,” Monk told her. "But, the funny part is, the red facts are usudly even
wilder."

He talked to her for a while about Doc Savage. Trotter became more interested in what his tone and
manner conveyed of his fedings for Savage. There was a deep attachment, she saw. And admiration.
More admiration, she began to redize, than she had ever seen one man show for another. In spite of
what had happened, Monk Mayfair dill thought Doc Savage was a great individud.

She was liking Monk more and more. She put a high vaue on loydty, and Monk was sanding by
Savage, inhismind at least. It was atough test of loydty.

She learned something of Monk himsdf. The guy was blunt, two-fisted, but he had brains. She thought
she knew what had made him a somewhat cockeyed character. It was hislooks. A fdlow so homdy was
bound to be different. When you were so homdy, you went through life taking a lot of things off people,
wisecracks and such, or just knowing from the way they looked that they thought you were a freak.

"I've heard of you, too, Mayfair," Trotter said.

Monk grinned, pleased. "Jugt so you didn't hear it from a pa of mine named Ham Brooks. He lies to
people about me, and | lie to them about him. We make each other out as black as possble”

"Ham Brooks—isn't he the lawyer of your group?'

Monk nodded. "We act like a couple of haf-wits when we get together. | guess people figure we're
clowns. Can’t blame them. Ham and | have carried on a kind of juvenile non-stop quarrel ever snce we
knew each other." Monk’s face twisted panfully. "I miss the overdressed shyster.”

"Whereishe?' Trotter asked.
"He disappeared about a month ago,” Monk said.

Worry was heavy in his voice.

THEY refuded from a Japanese submarine that lifted, water doshing off its dead-looking gray Sdes,
from the sea. The sea was cdm, as dick as a pot of molten glass, when they landed on it, and no
submarine wasin Sght. They heard various rapping Sgnds on the plane hull. Having picked up these on
the sonic gear, the sub came up.



Monk was dill lashed to the bunk. But Trotter could get her eyes to the porthole. She described the sub
to Monk, and what was going on. The sub had aviation fud in five-gdlon tins.

Monk said sourly, "This seems to be what | figured.”
"What do you mean?' Trotter demanded uneesly.

"It sfallowing a blueprint. There is a plan. That submarine, in order to meet us, had to put out of a Jap
base severd days ago.”

Trotter had been thinking the same thing. She shivered. "What do you think we' re into?"
"Danged if | know,” Monk muttered.

Trotter, putting words to the thing that was most persond to her, asked, "What will they do with me?
Will they keep me dive as a prisoner?'

"Sure, sure” Monk said immediately.

He said it too quickly, and it scared Trotter. She sat there and listened to the gobble of Japanese voices.
They were shouting, "Arigato! Ki wo tsukero!" That meant the refuding was done.

The plane rocked across the glassy sea, pulled itsdf free of the water, and went on. The Jap sub hadtily
dived.

Time dragged. Trotter, normdly takative, found words hard. Monk was knotted up in his own misary,
and dlent. Trotter would not have imagined she could stay frightened for so many hours, and actudly
become progressvely more terrified. She was positive they weren't going to let her stay dive. Whenever
she closed her eyes, she found she was seeing Maoshi’ s butcherous face, and as the hours dragged on she
saw it without closing her eyes.

BELOW there was a harbor, land, a city.
Monk said, "Describeit to me”

"A breakwater, half-moon-shaped, with one opening about the middle. Harbor insde the shape of a fat
piece of pie, about two miles wide. Sticking out into it a dock with railroads. A town beyond." Trotter
was at the porthole.

"Any cands or riversin the town?' Monk demanded.

"Yes, there seem to be two low sections in the town, with about three cands, or creeks, going through
each. It'salagedty.”

"Not achimney and not a church spire. Bigger buildings dong the waterfront to the Ieft of the quay you
described? Commercid shipping on the right?'

"Why, that's it exactly!"
"Y okohama," Monk said.
"You've been here?'



"Sure, before the war, and there hasn't been enough bombing yet to change it around much. Yeah, |
know the place."

"We're landing in the harbor,” Trotter told him. "There' s a battleship and severd destroyers under us”
Monk chuckled wryly. "Too bad we haven't got abomb or so, en?'

On shore, they were jittery. Trotter, by draning her eyes, could see the anti-aircraft crews on the bund
keeping their guns trained on the plane as it came in. And the same was true of the warships. Japanese
salors were in the gun buckets like ugly little dolls, tense and nervous.

The plane doshed, lifted, doshed agan. It turned to the left.

Monk asked, "Heading toward a long Sngle pier with two railroad tracks that sticks out into the harbor
by the big one?’

"Yan

"That’s the customs pier,” Monk said. "The harbor office and the water-police station used to be there. |
supposeit dill is”

The plane taxied in and began to round up to the pier.
Trotter had been looking at the buildings on shore.
"It looks modern,” she said. "Where are the temples and that sort of thing?'

"That," Monk said, "is a very snide trick the Japs pulled on us Americans as a people. They got us to
thinking of Japan as a dlly ndion of pagodas, kimonos, rickshas and flowers. Actudly, it's a little
different.”

"You mean it'sdl like this?'

"Oh, no. It's two-faced. Modern business places. But the houses are like they were a couple of thousand
years ago, modtly.”

The plane was warped in to the dock. There was much bustling about and important shouting.

The cabin door was yanked open by the Hying Dutchman. He scowled at Monk and fdt tenderly of his
mustaches.

"End of the linefor you two," he said.

THE next hour was not something Monk cared to put with his better memories. It was nasty.

There was a crowd on shore. A big crowd. They filled the street from the harbor office to the Yeichiban
tram dation, svarmed thickly in front of the cusom house. Japanese police hed them back, but the
prospect was ominous.

Monk saw nathing of Doc Savage. He had disappeared. And the Hying Dutchman vanished as soon as
he turned Monk and Trotter over to strange Japs.

They had ropes tied around their necks. Each rope was about twenty feet long, and there were two of



them. Monk’s neck was tied in the middle of one, Trotter’sin the middle of the other. Japs got each end
of the ropes.

"Susume!" aguard snarled.
Trotter said, "He means march!"

A guard dapped Trotter, ydling, "Yakamashii!" It was a brutal blow. It knocked the girl off her feet.
The Japs on the rope yelled glesfully and yanked her erect crudly, by jerking.

Monk thought: | won't be able to take much of this. | might as wel blow up now and get it over with.
He was influenced by the fact that Maoshi, of the murderous moods, was in reach.

Monk hit Moshi. Trotter had told hm about Moshi, so he gave it dl he had. It was an uppercut. It
draightened Moshi out, actudly lifted his feet off the ground. And before Moshi was back on the ground,
Monk hit him in the middle. He knew he broke some of Mashi’s ribs. Moshi hit the ground. His mouth
came open and some of his teeth came out with his gagging.

Monk made arun for his rope-holders. He didn’t quite make it. Those in the back yanked him to a stop.
He grabbed the rope and tried to pull them close enough to work on them.

There was an eminently satisfactory amount of howling and cursaing by the Japs. Moshi was't moving. A
Jap Colond charged in and Monk overenthusiagticdly dugged a him so hard that he fdl down when he
missed. Then they were on him.

For minutes they stamped and beat him. Trotter screamed in horror. Monk did his best. He broke at
leest one leg. Fndly they got him to his feet, wild-eyed, reding, but pleased.

He knew the Jap words for snake. "Hebi! Hebi!" He ydled it at them.
"Don't!" Trotter screamed. "They'll kill you!"

Monk was of the opinion they would do that sooner or later, anyway. He knew why they were kegping
hm dive Tha gas-secret tak Doc had given them. Monk didn't relish the idea of having his fingernalls
pulled off and his eyebdls pushed out with thumbs and sand tossed into the sockets behind them and
such things

Maoshi was rolled onto a stretcher by solicitous Japs. Likewise the man with the broken leg.

The march began. They went up Satsuma Cho, where the tram lines ran. Monk, looking at the Japanese
crowd, as thick as weeds in an abandoned fidd, fdt sure he wouldn't live through what was going to

happen to him.

HE got a surprise. The crowd acted fierce enough—with its voice. There was plenty of screaming.
Things were thrown.

Monk’s astonishment developed dowly. Nobody fought the Japanese police very hard to get at the
prisoners. The quff that was thrown a them was soft, objects which wouldn't do damage. He was it
on only twice.

They're arad of us, Monk thought. This demongtration has been ordered, but they’re afraid to ddiver
any rough duff. He got a grim pleasure out of thet.



Monk had taked to Americans who had been in Japanese hands earlier in the war. He knew an
infantryman who had been in the Bataan death march, when Americans were forced to beat other
Americans to death or bury them dive.

They were marched to a building near the dity office, overlooking the Satsuma Park and the Minato
Bashi. It was a dour-looking place.

There was one devator. Trotter was shoved into this. They started to put Monk in aso, but hesitated,
and there was a loud argument.

"What's the fuss about?' Monk asked Trotter.
"They're afraid to get in the elevator with you," Trotter told him.
"That'sfing" Monk said, pleased. "But if they try to haul me up the stairs, watch the excitement.”

A burly Jap made a frontd rush & Monk, who squared off to meet him. Another one came in behind,
dammed Monk over the ear with arifle-stock.

Before the rubber left Monk’s knees, he was updtairs and being dragged down a smely corridor. He
didn't know what they had done with Trotter. He had lost her. They had taken her off somewhere.

Monk was hauled into a room with a bare floor, a big ultraamodernitic desk of bleached mahogany, and
a case containing a recording apparatus made inthe U.SA.

The Jap behind the desk was lean, with lips not much thicker than cardboard, and darkly maevolent
mannerisms. He reminded Monk of avillain in a balet dance sequence. Whenever he amiled, there was
the most remarkable effect of histeeth protruding. He protruded them now, not pleasantly.

"Is this the one who struck Moshi?' he asked. His English was far enough. None of the guards
understood it, so he had to trandate it to Japanese.

"Chigai nai, machiron," he was told.
"Heis eh?' He swung on Monk. "Moshi ismy eder brother.”

Monk measured his chances of breaking some ribs for this one, too. But the guards had prudently taken
turns around the ringsin the floor with the rope ends. Evidently the rings were there for such a purpose.

The paper-lipped Jap's rank markings puzzled Monk for a minute. A Chusa, Monk concluded. A
lieutenant-colonel. That enraged Monk unreasonably, because he was a Lieutenant-Colond himsdf.

"S0 you are the great and famous chemist, Andrew Blodgett Mayfair," the Jap said. "How is Tulsa,
Oklahoma, these days?'

Monk jumped, he was so astonished. He had been born in Tulsa
"Never been there” he said.

The Jap protruded histeeth. "'l imagine you know we are going to make you talk. But probably you don't
think we will yet. Y ou need some timeto think it over."

He ripped out some Japanese too fast for Monk to get, and Monk was hauled out and thrown in a cell.



THE building was a prison. The cdl, a pitch-black dark cubicle about four by sx by sx, sndled very
much as if it had been recently occupied. Monk fdt his way around, found absolutely nothing but a
canvas bucket. No bed, no bed-clothing and no furniture.

He located atiny barred aperture in the door, one that was shaded on the outsde so that it would admit
ar but no light to speak of.

"Whao've | got for company in here?' Monk ydled through the opening.
He got no reply. Y et he was sure the other cells were occupied.

Monk probed around in his aching head for some Chinese. He knew a few phrases of many languages,
dthough able to speak only a few. The only thing he could think of was the query: What isthis for?

"Ching wen! Jeh shirr shun mo yung choo?" he bellowed. "And | hope that means what | think it
does," he added in English.

A perfectly American voice said, "Better pipe down, Joe. They don't dlow taking.”
"Who're you?' Monk demanded.
"Name' s Hynn. Hier. Marines.”

Monk said loudly, "By gadlly, it's good to know I’'m with the human race agan. My name's Monk
Mayfair. How do they treat you birds?'

"Pretty sinking bad,” Hynn said.
"Any more of you in here?
"The place isfull of us"

"In case you're interested, we' re giving them hdl," Monk said. "This war isT't going to last much longer.
They’re beginning to act like guineas with their heads cut off."

Hynn laughed. "That's good. We had it figured that way. They're beginning to get scared of us. They
even put an extra fish-head in our rice now and then.”

Another American voice said, "My name' s Tub Gaylord. Mayfair, you wouldn't be the Mayfar who is a
Doc Savage ad, would you?'

"That’sright," Monk admitted.

"What do you know!" Gaylord sad. "I used to work for Centrd-Allied Chemicd. You did a
production-ingdlation job for them once. Remember?’

Monk did remember. "You aren’t the long, hungry guy with the new theory about machining augtenitic
Steds?'

"The same! By gdlly, it sasmdl world."

The door a the end of the corridor banged open, and a bdligerent Jap stamped ingde. It was Moshi’s
brother, the Lieutenant-Colonedl. He had a pistal in one hand and a dlub in the other.

"Oh, oh, here comes old shut-your-face,” sad Gaylord. "Waich out! He's going to beat it out of



somebody for taking."

Mashi’s brother stopped in front of Monk’s cell. He ripped an order. Four soldiers unlocked the door
and hauled Monk out.

Moshi’s brother swvung his club back and forth. It made swishing noises. "Take him to the playroom,” he
ordered in English. He repeated the order in Japanese.

IT was a short trip to the playroom. Down two corridors, down aflight of stairs. Then to a door.

Mashi’s brother grabbed Monk by the arm. He spoke Japanese to the escort. He was, Monk redized
with astonished anticipation, saying he would take care of Monk from here on, but for the guards to
remain outsde the door.

If he getsin there done with me, Monk thought, I'll fix his box quick. He won't have time to below for
hisflunkeys. Boy, oh boy!

"Get in therel” Moshi’s brother gave Monk a vidlent shove into the room, which was dark. The Jap
Sorang in after Monk.

Monk came around, eager, intent on taking an am or a leg off Mashi’s brother if it could be done with
bare hands.

Thump! Bump! Wham, wham! "Damn you, try to fight mel" snarled Moshi’s brother. "Watakushi no iu
tori ni itase!"

He wasn't beating Monk. He was pounding himsdlf, evidently, and scuffling his feet on the floor.

Monk stood there with his mouth open.

Moshi’s brother hissed, "Ydl, darn you! Help me out with this trick!"

"Ouchl Ow!" Monk howled. "Damn you, you hit me from behind!" He had no idea what was going on.
"Ydl for mercy in Japanese!" whigpered Moshi’s brother.

"l don’t know the words."

"Ydl no butsu! Put some heart init."

"No butsu!" Monk squdled. "Ouch! Oh, nuts, no butsu!"

The phony beeting continued for awhile. Then Moshi’ s brother laughed loudly, triumphantly. " Taihen ni
amoshiro gozaimashita!” he roared.

Which Monk vagudy decided meant that he'd had ajally time of it.
"Keep your shirt on until | turn on the light," the Japanese whispered.

A light switch clicked a moment later. Monk was blinded by the brightness, his eyes fdt as if needles
were a them.

And now he made a misake which would have been ludicrous under other circumstances. He saw
himsdf. That is, he presumed he was looking into amirror, for there was hisimage.



His bloodthirsty thought was: brother, where there's a mirror there's glass, and I'll bust the mirror and
get me a piece of glass and cut somebody’s gizzard out with it if necessary. He took a step forward to
cary out thisimpulse.

But the image stepped sidewise, put up both hands and said, "Take it easy, take it easy!"
"Huh?'

Theimege said, "Sh-h-h!" and walked around Monk atime or two. "The stupid makeup man made some
mistakes," he grumbled. "He dyed my hair too red, and you've got a scar back of your left ear that we
didn’'t know about.”

"You're made up to look like me™ Monk blurted.

"IT'S not dl makeup, God hdp me" the image said. "I look like you." He stared a Monk and
shuddered. "Now | know why the dogs bark a me"

"Blazed" Monk sad. "Blazed"

"Hold dill," said the imeage, "while we get that scar right.” He and the Japanese, Maoshi’s brother, went to
work with some kind of makeup.

"Who the devil are you?' Monk asked the image.

"I'm an English actor named Ferble" the image said. "The British Intdligence hired me to do this. | get
fifty thousand poundsif | come out dive, and my heirs get twice that if | don't.”

Mashi’s brother said, "The price was ten thousand, wasn't it?'

Ferble grimaced. "Minus the customary exaggerdion an actor gpplies to his sdary, this is the correct
figure"

"How did you get here?' Monk demanded.

"I was whisked across Russa by plane, and into China, then dumped into Japan by means of a
parachute. As had been arranged, Japanese picked me up—certain specific Japanese, to be more
exact—and here | am."

"Gregat blazed"

The image said, "Keep taking to me, Mayfair. I've got to acquire a reasonable facamile of your voice,
and quick.”

"What's the generd idea of this?'

"I'm to take your place."

"You mean my place as a prisoner?’

"Yes, unfortunatdy.”

Monk said, "Say, you know anything about chemisiry? That's my racket. It's lidble to trip you."
"I gpent a week memorizing chemica formulae and mumbo-jumbo.”



The image was spesking now with a reasonable imitation of Monk’s rather juvenile tone.
Monk said, "Here's something. | bellow when | get mad. My voice changes.”

"I heard it awhile ago,” the image said. "You sound like a little red bull." He turned to Moshi’s brother.
They had finished with the scar application. "Look dl right?'

"If they put the two of you together, it wouldn't fool anybody,” Moshi’s brother said. "But it'll do.”
Theimage put out his hand to Monk. "Wish me luck.”

"l sure do,” Monk said fervently. "But | hope you never get as surprised and confused as | am right now.
What do | do now?"

"You get the devil out of here by the back window," Maoshi’s brother said.
A round-faced Jap who took himsdf serioudy was waiting on the fire escape outside the window.
"I ssspeak Englissss good,” he said, hissng like alesking tire. Y ou come.”

He led the way down two flights and into a window. They took a back stairs. Down the gairs and into a
narrow areaway. They popped into an expendve Itdian limousine that looked as ratty as some of the big
carsin the United States were beginning to look. The fdlow who sssspeaked Englisss drove.

Chapter VI

THE place was a Japanese home. It looked very seedy from the street, which led Monk to conclude that
it would be rich indde, and it was. The car entered through a reedy looking gate in a dull looking wall,
and parked in an dcove.

Moshi’s brother didn’t get out. "I have another trip to make. Y ou've got friendsingde. Go onin."

Monk got out. Ingantly an old man, an old man who looked as much like an dderly turkey as a man
could possbly look, was besde Monk. The old one had a revolver so hig that it should have
overbaanced him. The gun was cocked, and hisfinger lay like a piece of dark bone across the trigger.

"That is Shichi Men Cho," said Maoshi’s brother. "Don’'t get him excited. | think he has dways wanted to
kill aman. He doesn’'t speak English.”

The car drove away, Moshi’s brother waving arily.

Monk’s spirits were on a toboggan again. He had been feding better. Getting out of that Jap jal hed
brought energy out of him like taking the cork out of a bottle of warm champagne. The mystery had
intrigued him. But now it wasn't looking good.

They went ingde. The old man made a grunting, and Monk’s nape skin crawled. But he was only
supposed to take off his shoes, and put on the dippers provided, Japanese fashion.

There was more to it than that. The old one cackled and gobbled fiercdly. His pants, Monk decided. He
was supposed to take off his pants.

"All right, dl right,” Monk muttered.

A Japanese man, he remembered, might wear his forty-yen business quit at the office, but when he got



home he took it off and put on a kimono. That wasn't as dumb asit seemed. A Jap did his stting around
the house on the floor, crosdegged, and a pair of trousers were never meant for that. A kimono was
much more comfortable.

Monk put on the kimono the old man held out. The old one beckoned with great formdity. Shichi Men
Cho was his name, Monk remembered. Shichi Men Cho was the Japanese word for turkey. Somebody
had a sense of gppropriate names, Monk reflected. Nickname, no doubt.

They moved through the house. All Japanese houses seem rickety, Monk reflected, probably because of
their windowless condruction, usudly with two sdes not even having permanent wals. Just the big
shoshi, the diding outside screens of paper. The wals were either unpainted or black.

They moved over the straw mats, the universd floor covering. They even designed ther rooms to fit a
Oefinite number of the standardized mats, sx-ma and eght-mat rooms being most common. An
eght-mat room was about twelve feet square.

Monk was being taken, he redized, to the principa room in the house.

It was a big room. It was gloomy. A little heat—it was chilly outsde—came from the ro, the hole in the
center for the charcod fire. This was a pretentious room, so there was the raised dias a the end, the
tokonoma, with its family image and heirloomsin place of honor.

Three people were there. Doc Savage, Moshi and the Hying Dutchman.

Doc Savage said, "Sorry about that walop on the jaw, Monk. It happened to be necessary a the time”
Monk looked a Doc. He examined Moshi and the Dutchman. Monk began to grin. The grin fdt good.
"Something isgoing on that | don’t know about,” he said. "Is that right?'

"That isright," Doc agreed. "St down and we will tdl you about it."

MONK'’S grin got bigger. The grin fdt very good. It fdt like sunshine on hisface. He fdt finedl over.
He looked at the Hying Dutchman. "You arein on it, too?"

s

"Isit something that will make you my friend?'

"It should make you happy,” the Dutchman said. "However, friends are made by other values, which
indude qudities cdling forth such sentiments as esteem, respect and affection, a mutud desire for
companionship. | am a philosopher, you see.”

Monk turned to Moshi. "Does this indude you, too?"'
"I hope s0," Moshi sad.

Monk examined Maoshi’s bandages unessly. Moshi was a wreck. His lips were daubed with tape, and
hismiddle looked asif it werein a cast. All the result of Monk’ s attack.

"What had | better do?' Monk asked Moshi. "Apologize for that going-over | gave you?'



Moshi indicated hisface. "If my lips weren't so swollen, | would smile. Y our apology would be nice. But
not necessary, because your attack was a very nice touch. It added a good touch of redity which we
badly needed.”

Monk scratched his head. "I don't get it."

"You were supposed to consder Doc Savage a traitor to the United States,” Moshi explained. "Your
attack showed very plainly that you did."

Monk winced, his mouth flying open to deny he'd thought any such thing. He swalowed the denid. It
would sound like a lie. 1t would be the truth, for Monk sincerdly fdt that deep indde himsdf, where it
counted, he had stood by Doc. But he didn’t want to voice a denid now, for the reason that it aways
sounded phony when you denied the obvious truth.

"You gave me a bad scare," he told Doc.

Moshi was pleased. "If you fooled your own friend,” he told Doc, "you did a superb job of building
yoursdf up as atraitor.”

Doc sad, "The point is—is the deceit planted in the places in the Japanese government where we want
it?"

"It had better be" Moshi said.

The way he said it made Monk uneasy. Moshi sounded worried. And Monk’s experience with Japs of
Mashi’s cdlibre had taught him they didn’t sound alarmed over nothing.

Maoshi wasn't the blood-smple thug Monk had thought him. That had been a masterful piece of acting by
Mashi. Moshi was a cultured Jap.

The Hying Dutchmean offered Monk a cigar.
Monk took it, looked at the smoke, said, "By gally, good Cuban cigarsin Japan. How come?’

"Oh, | lifted afidful of them off Colond Rieger at the same time | got his lighter." The Dutchman laughed
heartily. "They got the lighter away from me, but not the cigars.”

Monk lit up. He was pleased. He was happy. There had not been much demonstration a few minutes ago
when he had met Doc Savage again, but it was not their custom to let their affections have a circus. He
was pleased. Both of them were pleased.

Doc Savage sad, "Wewill hold up the story afew minutes, Monk, until Carlta Trotter is brought here.”
"Where is she?"

"It took a little while to find a reasonable double for her,” Doc explained. "The double for you was
arranged for more than two weeks ago in England, and he was found only after the wildest kind of a
search. Finding doubles for people is not the easest kind of ajob."

The Dutchman smirked and said, "We got a lucky break. We got us a Russan gil who looks like Miss
Trotter. Miss Trotter isan easy girl for another gifl to look like, on account of her blond hair. The Russian
grl has dark hair, which is being bleached. The bleaching is the reason for the dlay.”

Monk was delighted. He guessed at what Trotter would probably think and say when she walked in
here, and the prospect made him chuckle.



NO one dse chuckled. In fact, no one ese seemed the least bit happy. There was a certain amount of
satidfaction on the faces of Savage, Moshi and the Dutchman. Monk, when he had watched them
thoughtfully for a while, got the feding that ther pleasure was in the same class with that of a man who
was waking a tightrope about a hundred feet off the ground—glad he gill hadn’t falen off.

Monk turned the Stuaion over in his mind. The bigness of it impressed him. A double had been found for
him, Monk, in England, and that meant the English government was codperating. There were other
indications of magnitude, the Dutch Harbor thing, the "disgrace’ of Doc Savage in Washington being
some of them.

No one seemed to have anything to say, and Monk sat there in Sllence. He began to get nervy. He didn't
scare easlly. But the more he thought about it, the more he fdt as if he were standing, tiny and helpless,
under the overhang of a gigantic diff down which boulders might come thundering, or which might
collapse any minute in alanddide he couldn’t possibly escape.

"Doc," Monk sad.

"y e

Monk described the feding he was having, then asked, "Judtified?'
"Fully," Doc told him. Doc sounded serious.

Carlta Trotter lived up to expectations when she arrived. When she walked in, Monk hardly knew her.
Her blond hair was black, her mouth had a different shape due to the careful use of lipstick, her brows
were dark arches, and she had a little mole—beauty spot if you wanted to cdl it that—on her left cheek.

The marvelous change, though, was in her eyes. They had used something to tighten the skin of each
temple, 0 that her eyes had a pronounced obliqueness. Her lashes had been curled so that they
converged, instead of diverged, which was typicd of Japanese. A kimono completed the change.

When she began taking, it was Carlta Trotter. She addressed a few well-chosen words generdly. Not
profanity, but the words should have peded varnish.

Moshi looked somewhat uncomfortable.

He said, "I am sorry. The whole thing was difficult. | had to convince you that | was very vicious, that
Doc Savage was associating with the worst kind of Japanese. | thought a the time you would be left
behind to write your story of what happened and send it out to the world. That was what we wanted."

"What you wanted?' Trotter was dumfounded.

Moshi said, "It's too bad you didn't keep the grenade | threw for a souvenir.”
"I you think—"

"It had no explosive insde" Moshi said.

Trotter looked at them wildly. After she had done that she sat down on the floor without saying anything.
Shefdl to gnawing her lower lip and twigting her fingers together.

Monk told her, "I’'m about in the same frame of mind. But | think we're going to hear explanations.”



SOMEWHERE a gong tinkled softly. The old man, the scrawny vulturous one, went away, his dippered
feet making soft snake noises on the mats. Shortly there were voices.

The Hying Dutchman listened, then amiled. "Our friends arrive.”

Doc told Monk and Trotter jointly, "There is to be a mesting here tonight. The story behind this thing is a
bit gartling. Y ou will find it more believable if you learn it as it comes out in the course of the meeting.”

The new arrivals were conducted into the room. Two of them. Monk stared a one of them, and surprise
dowly opened his mouth.

Trotter, startled, leaned over and whispered to Monk, "lsn't that fellow—I’ ve seen that face?"

Monk, wondering if he could possibly be right about the identity of the individud, looked a Doc Savage
questioningly, shgping a name with hislips. Doc was lip-reader enough to get the query. He nodded.

"That'swho itis" Monk whispered to Trotter.
"Haly smoke!" she said.

To the average American who read his newspapers and not much ese, the name of the dderly Japanese
who had entered the room would not mean much. His name was not too often in print, particularly since
the war had been in progress. That didn’'t mean he was a minor figure.

To the Americans who followed the better economic journds, the name would mean something. To
anyone who was familiar with the Japanese economic and educationd setup, this man would mean a
great dedl.

But since the war, he had been dmaost unknown in public print. He was a thinker, an industrid man. War
did not feature such men. And it was no credit to war thet it didn’t.

The old Japanese was presented to Doc Savage. The greeting was formd. Monk, who knew Doc
Savage very well, could see that the bronze man was impressed. He should be, Monk thought. Thet old
Jap is one of the mogt influentid guys in the country. He's one old bird the war dique hasn't dared smesr.
Or at least the war dique hasleft him aone,

The second Japanese seemed to be the son of the firgt one. He had little to say.

There was another wait. The scrawny old serving-man brought in hot rice wine, sake, in a little pitcher
that squeaked when poured. Monk noticed that Doc, Moshi, the Dutchman and the famous old Japanese
did not take sake, but dark tea instead.

Now more Japanese began ariving. Monk knew some of them by reputation.

Trotter took to leening over and whispering to him, asking him their names. Monk had no memory
whatever for names, but he could remember a face asif it was a photograph in afile He was able to give
Trotter most of the information she wanted.

She whispered admiringly, ™Y ou're aregular encyclopedia on Japan. Y ou once live here, or something?'

"Nah, they hired me to put an efficdency system in a chemica plant before the war,” Monk said. He
chuckled sourly at the memory. "I worked here four months, and got their chemicd plant in a worse mess
every day. | could see Pearl Harbor coming up. By that, | mean | knew they were gonna jump us. So |



didn't do ‘em any good. And dang them, they wouldn’'t pay me"
"Then that’s how you got acquainted?’

"Uh-huh. | figured at the time it might pay to learn dl | could about who was who and what was what. So
| did."

The room had filled up. Conversation was low. The faces of the Japanese were ether emotionless, or
hed expressions of politeness on them which might or might not mean something.

Monk whispered, "Hey, Trotter. What do you think about this megting?'
"l can’'t make it out.”

Monk said, "They're a queer people. They're taught that it's vulgar to show their emotions. They're
taught that right from the time they’re kids. American kids are taught not to spit on the floor and not to
edt potatoes with a spoon. But Jap kids are taught not to laugh when they’re happy or cry when they're
hurt."

"Why do you tdl me that now?'

"Remember it. Keep it in mind, and you'll understand these monkey-faces better.”

"o

"For indance," Monk said, "every Jap inthisroom is plenty worried.”

"Worried?'

"I don't know what’s going on,” Monk said. "But every one of them feds he is Stting on dynamite”
There was anew arivd. Ingantly, everyone stood. Then there was a generd kow-towing.

"My Lord!" Monk gasped.

"Whoishe?" Trotter whispered.

Monk was gaping at the rather unimpressive-looking Japanese who had entered with Moshi.

He whispered, "The Emperor has a brother. There have been rumors that he was opposed to the Pecific
war, and has been kept under some kind of restraint, and that only reverence for the imperid house is
believed to keep him out of full custody. In other words, they’d lock him up if he was't the Emperor’'s
brother.”

"You mean?'

"| think that’s the one. Prince Chicibu."

Chapter VII

WHEN the meaning of the whole thing came out, it came fadt. It was, Monk thought, like being shown a
complete picture.

Doc Savage took the floor and said, "I will give my conception of the Stuation. Then you can correct me



or add things | should know."

Doc then outlined the political set-up in Japan. The nation, of course, was ruled by the Emperor. But
actudly the nation was dominated by huge business trudts, the largest being the houses of Misui and
Mitsubishi. A men named Ginjior Fujiwara was the genius of the Mitsui enterprises. Other indudtrid
magnates were Gisuko Ayukawa and Kieda Goto, who had the support of the Kwangtung Army, the
semi-independent army in what had been Manchuria

The business trusts were tied up with the army to rule Japan and dominate the Emperor. It was this clique
which had led Japan into the war.

Monk had known that. Everyone knew it.
But Monk was surprised as Doc continued. Doc wasn't softening any words.

Japan, Doc Savage pointed out, was licked. The war was logt. It wasn't over, but Japan had logt it.
There would be weeks or months of frightful destruction, and it wouldn't be nice with America taking
revenge for Pearl Harbor and Bataan and a few other things like that. It would be terrible. But there
wasn't any way of avoiding it. Japan had to be smashed. America knew that. So Japan was going to be
rolled out flat, following which there was going to be a series of trids and executions of individuas guilty
of arocities.

Monk thought: Tak like thet isliable to get Doc thrown out of here.
None of the Japs in the room looked happy. But none of them tried to put up an argument.

Doc sad, "The worst horror Japan now confronts is the post-war adjusment. When Japan collapses in
defeat, any number of things can happen. The country is certain to lose dl its bloodthirsty military
|leaders—those who aren't killed in the war or executed will have fled for their lives The leaders are the
government, so there will be no government.

"It doesn’t mean much to make the generd statement that the government will collgpse. What it means is
that therewill be no law. Your money worthless. Any riff-raff can wak in and rob and murder you and
therewill be no law to punish him. Might is right. Brute strength and murderous attack taking the place of
right and order.

"People will get hungry, because your government controls everything now and the sysem will go to
pieces when Japan collapses. Hungry people aren't reasonable. A hungry man doesn't stand around and
die. That meansrioting, chaos, anarchy.

"Poor people dways blame their poverty on the rich. They are nearly aways wrong, but the lagt thing a
gupid or alazy menwill admit is that heis stupid and lazy—the two go together. When they haven't, they
blame those who have. The result isn't pleasant. Those who have none do not get any. It just ends up

with everybody having nothing.”
Doc was speaking English. Mogt of the Japanese present seemed to understand English.

"The Allies redize this" Doc said, "and we want a government of the right kind of Japanese, Japanese
who conform to the world's standards of decency, to put in charge. Nearly a year ago, Allied agents
contacted certain Japanese believed to be auitable”

It dawned on Monk that the Japanese in this room were the men the Allies intended to put in charge of
Japan efter the war.



Monk caught Trotter's eye. Trotter looked dazed. She was a newspaperwoman, and news was her
business, and the magnitude of the present affair had stunned her.

"THE Allies do not want to ded with traitors" Doc Savage said. "That is why we got in touch with you
men. We wanted a group of far-aghted Japanese in Japan who are out of sympathy with the militarigs.
We didn't want palitical climbers, men who happened to be out of office and would do anything to get in.
We wanted the kind of Japanese that the rest of the world would like to see in charge of Japan after this
war."

Doc sad that he understood this was the group of Japanese who had organized to take charge of
post-war Japan.

"Severd weeks ago, you appeded for hdp," he said. "You had run into trouble. And the Allied High
Command, in what seemed to me a burst of overconfidence, handed me the job of hdping you."

Monk thought: now it begins to make sense.

"Your trouble" Doc sad, "is with one of your own group. This man has demanded that he be your
leader, and inddled as Emperor of Japan after the war. If his demand is not agreed to, he threatens to
betray dl of you to the present militarisic government.” Doc glanced over the room. "Tha is the generd
gtuation, isit not?'

Monk watched the Emperor’s brother. The man was conferring with the younger man who had arrived
with him. The latter stood up.

He said, "Mr. Savage, before discusson continues, will you darify your reasons for entering Japan as you
have. If I may be blunt, why did you enter Japan under the pretense of beng an American who had
become so pro-Japanese that he had to flee the United States?!

"To save my neck,” Doc said.
"I do not understand.”

"Theideaof being shot as a spy if | was caught did not appeal to me" Doc explained. "This way, | am
supposed to be an American who turned pro-Japanese. That makes me a very vauable fdlow to the
bloodthirsty clique who are running Japan now. They can point to me and say: ‘Look, hereis a prominent
American who is dl for us. Doesn't that prove we are okay? They consider me very vauable because
they plan to use me to persuade America that she iswrong and Japan isright.”

"Will it work?'

"Itissarving its purpose. | have dready talked with the Japanese High Command, and a series of radio
broadcasts to America arranged.”

The Japanese said uncomfortably, "What | meant, will your activities create trouble in America?”

Doc amiled dightly. "Not a chance. America is a democracy and the people think for themsdves. If
anything, the broadcasts will backfire and make the Y ankees even madder at Japan.”

"l see™

"The way it is now," Doc sad, "The Japanese government is bresking its neck to give me every



freedom.” He amiled again. "They are ddlighted to have atraitor of my cdibre.”
"But the broadcasts will be very bad for you in America, will they not?"

"Not when the truth comes out. But the broadcasts will be drowned out by American radio interference
for the first week or so. By that time, my job here may be done.”

That seemed to be dl the questioning.
"What about this fdlow who is making trouble?' Doc asked.

THEY didn’'t know who he was.
They cdled him Ju San, or the Thirteen Man. The words jiu san were Japanese for thirteen.
Monk decided that the Japanese were embarrassed about it, possibly because it was meodramétic.

He redized another thing. Suspicion. This Ju San was one of them, but they didn’'t know which one, and
it was causng a naturd amount of uneasy doubt. Every man suspected his neighbor.

The Ju San man had done dl his communicating with them by written messages. They found the
MESSQES iN SOMe CoNnsPi CUOUS SPot.

Answers weren't necessary. Being one of them, the Ju San man knew their answers.

The sum and substance of it was that they didn’t have the least idea who the Ju San man was.

NOW the medting tapered off. There was just conversation. Doc Savage was asked about conditions in
the United States, and he gave polite answers which told nothing. He asked about conditions in Japan,
and got the same kind of answers.

In about an hour, the vistors had dl gone.

Maoshi and the Hying Dutchman remained. Moshi came over and explained to Monk and Trotter, "I
don't think it was specificdly explained who | am.”

"No, it wasn't. Who are you?' Monk was curious.

"Anintdligence agent.” Moshi grinned. "l was in Cdifornia ten years. | had an orange grove. Very nice,
Cdifornia Then | joined the American army, about two years before Pearl Harbor. | got transferred to a
Seabee battdion later. | am a Japanese spy." His grin got bigger. "My brother is mixed up in this new
thing, whichishow | got init."

Monk nodded. Moshi might be dl right. But he till couldn’t get rid of a creepy feding about the guy.
Monk went over to the Dutchman. "Nobody explained who you were, ether.”

"Me? I’'m the man who was sent to bring Doc Savage into Japan.” The Dutchman shrugged. "I run into a
little hard luck over Dutch Harbor, and that guy from Texas shot me down. That water was cold. Boy,
wasit cold! And | had adevil of atime not getting caught until | had managed to contact Moshi, who got
word to Doc Savage to come to Dutch Harbor.”



Trotter was sartled. "Was Colond Rieger in on this frame-up?'

"Sure”

“I'll be darned!" Trotter said.

Doc Savage explained, "It was an elaborate scheme. The plans were weeks in the meking."

"If you ask me" Monk said, "we ve dill got the mountain to dimb. We ve come to Japan to catch a guy,
and nobody knows who heis"

Trotter had the same idea. "It looks impossible to me”
"Almog dl jobs look tough when you firg tackle them,” Doc said.
"But you've nothing to go on!”

Monk muttered, "To say nothing of being surrounded by the whole Japanese empire. How are we going
to move around? Any Jap can tdl we're Americans. | can't even speak thelingo. | don't see—"

He had more gloomy possibilities to mention, but the Hying Dutchman let out a ydl. The Dutchman's
mustaches were sanding out sraight.

"Look there" he howled. "On the floor." He was so excited he lapsed into Japanese, shouting, "Kore de
wa ikenai! Atsukatnashii!" Then back into English with, "My God, where did it come from?'

Doc sad, "Whet isit?'

It was a bit of paper, about 9x by three inchesin size, folded in the shape kids fold paper into when they
make gliders.

"Mr. Savagel" Trotter gasped. "l saw it come into the room. It was thrown from therel” She pointed a
one of the diding screens which formed a Sde of the room. The screen was gar a crack. "From there.”

Doc sad, "Monk, take the other sde of the house™"

He headed for the screen.

Chapter VIII

THE screen was a shoji, an outside screen covered with white paper as a subgtitute for glass windows.
Doc shoved at it, and it moved inits grooves. Beyond was darkness.

He stopped, ligening. He was on the genka of the house, a sort of porch or vestibule. Straw mats were
on the floor here.

Somewhere ahead, and above, there was a soft noise. It was a soft girring. The bronze man moved
quickly, dlently, but when he stopped again the sound was no longer audible. He was in the outer
darkness, with the stars bright overhead and a few stars sulking among them. The conference had taken
longer than it seemed, and night had come.

He studied the silhouette of the house roof againg the sky, and noted that part of the roof was covered
with the glazed iron-sand tiles so popular for the roofs of old-time Japanese houses in the Nogeyama
section of Y okohama. But part of the roof was thatched with kaya grass.



Monk was outside now. They listened. The only sound was the multitudinous sound that was Y okohama
after darkness, a sound that was not like American cities.

Monk, voidng his opinion of what the city sounded like, said, "Reminds me of a great big corn-crib ful of
gnawing rats.”

Doc got the idea there was a dark shape on the thatched part of the roof that might not belong there.
"Heehlight," he said. "Get aflashlight.”

The Dutchman was standing behind them. He was angry. He had heard Monk’s statement about a
corn-crib and rats.

Veay hitterly, in English, the Dutchman said, "I love Japan. The men who were here tonight love Japan.
That iswhy we are doing what we are doing—for the sake of Japan’s future

Monk said, "I don’'t love Japan. Let’s get that Sraight.”
"Theflashlight!" Doc said sharply.
Monk and the Dutchman went away. They came back with the flaghlight in a minute or so.

Doc took the light, and passed its beam about. There was a formd garden, not extensive, but beautiful.
Beautiful from a Japanese standpoint. There were dozens of places where a prowler could be hiding.

"Careful," Doc warned. He began to search the garden.

Carlta Trotter was beside him. He said, "We may be shot at, you know.” But she did not go back. She
was looking at the garden.

She said, "The Japanese idea of the artigtic horrifies me. These little trees which they sunt and twigt into
tortured shapesin the growing. The grotesque forms they give their art. | think there's something basicaly
ghedly about the people.”

Doc thought it was a gresat time to try to start an argument about Japanese psychology versus Japanese
at forms. These women!

He said, "I an wearing a bulletproof vest. Otherwise | would not be waking around pointing a flashlight
a places where a Jap with agun may be hiding."

That scared her. She said, "Oh!" She ran for the house.
Doc found no one in the garden.

He turned back to the house, and in so doing let his flashlight beam dab briefly over the roof of the house
asif it were an accident.

The skulker, as he had expected, had clambered up on the roof of the house and lay crouched there.
Doc went back to the house asif he had noticed nothing.

HE stood on the porch-like genka, knowing the skulker was above and could hear him. He asked,
"Wha was on the paper?’



Maoshi and the Dutchman looked at each other uncomfortably. Then the Dutchman said, "It was a
suggestion from Ju San, that he found your presence digasteful .

"Le me seeit”
"It iswritten in Japanese.”

"Let me see it Doc examined the paper which the Dutchman surrendered. He read it twice, then said,
"You gave arather mild trandation.”

Monk, saring a the Japanese characters, demanded, "What do they actudly say, Doc?'

"One day to get out of Japan. Or get shot. Or have the truth about us to the Japanese government.
Sgned with the Japanese character for thirteen,” Doc said.

Monk wasn't impressed. "What, no knives, dynamite or rattlesnakes?"
Trotter shivered. "It ign't funny.”

"No, but it talks language | understand,” said Monk. "And it's findly something that happened that made
sense right off. Until now in this thing, there's been too much wdtzing to dow myderious musc to suit
me Get out of Japan or I'll shoot your head off. | like that. You know where you're a when a guy taks
like thet."

Moshi suddenly fdl to coughing. He hdd his side and sumbled to a char and sat on it. He looked
genuindy wesak, exhausted.

Monk, remembering the beating he had given Mashi on the dock, was surprised the man hadn’'t caved in
before.

"Dang it, Moshi, if | had known the score | wouldn't have tied into you this morning,” Monk said.
"Forget it. Part of the game" Moshi sounded sick. "l think I"d better go to bed, though.”

The Dutchman said, "Sure, Moshi. You stay here. I'll get you a pretty nurse"

Thismugt be the Dutchman’s house, Monk decided.

Also, Monk thought, | don't like Moshi. | can't ssomach the guy.

Doc Savage said, "Miss Trotter, Monk and mysdf will leave now. We will get some deep, lay some
plans, and contact you later.”

The Dutchman grimaced. "But about this mysterious note—"

"Oh, he gave us some time."

"I know. But be careful. This Ju San igT't going to wait any day before he starts working on you."
"Wewill keep that inmind."

Asthey were leaving, Moshi told Monk again, "Don't fed sorry because you beat me up. | an glad you
did it, because a generd was looking on and it certainly made him think | was not a friend of yours, if he
hed any doubts."

The cadaverous old serving-man let them out. The excitement over the note had darmed him, and he was



sheking alittle. Doc, brushing againg him casualy, discovered the old fdlow seemed to have his bt full
of guns.

He closed the somewhat shabby looking gate behind them. They were in the blacked-out street.

Almog ingantly, two Japanese strolled up to them. Both wore some sort of indgnia, dthough they were
inavilian garb. Trotter gasped, clutched Doc's am. She was scared.

"O namaye wa nan’ to osshaimasu?" one demanded. He sounded ugly.

DOC SAVAGE sad in Japanese, "Watakushi wa Smith to moshimasu.”
"Komban wa."

"Arigato."

The two Japs went away.

Trotter whispered, "They asked you your name and you said it was Smith, then they said good evening,
and you thanked them. What was it? A password.”

"Password is right," Doc told her. "They're lookouts for the group of Japanese we are working with.
They’'redl over the neighborhood.”

Monk muttered, "Boy, was | worried for aminute! How come, if the neighborhood is watched, that Jap
got in to toss his paper glider a us?'

"That isa question,” Doc said.

"Maybe that old buzzard of a servant tossed the paper?
"The man who did that is hiding on the roof."

"What! Blazed"

"Wait here" Doc said.

The bronze man turned back, going into the shadows. He moved dong the wall, going carefully, feding
hisway. He found a spot where he could reach up, grip thewal and chin himsdf. He did so slently, and
his eyes searched the roof of the Dutchman’s house,

The skulker was ill there. He had moved a little, Stting more erect. Doc waited patiently. He saw the
man's head move. The fdlow was ligening.

After a while, the skulker began to work his way down the roof dope. He went carefully, and findly
stopped, apparently afraid he would be heard. He remained there until planes roared past in the distant
night sky, Japanese army ships headed for somewhere. Then, under cover of the noise, he scuttled down
the roof dope and landed in the courtyard. For a while the ornate garden hed him. Then he appeared
agan. He dimbed over the endosng fence about twenty feet from where Doc was watching.

The skulker was a short, wide man, but with nothing to particulaly diginguish him from the mde
Japanese race as awhole. Doc Savage knew quite a bit about Japanese, but even to him they dl looked
somewhat dike.



Like hogs, he thought. It takes a hog farmer to tdl his hogs apart. He wasn't particularly pleased with
himsdf for mentadly comparing Japanese to swine. Not that he thought much of Japs. But such thinking
showed that he had the same violent hate that al Americans had now.

Or was that good?

The skulker moved dong the street. He went boldly. One of the watchers—they were osengbly ar rad
wardens—stopped him.

The two exchanged a countersgn. The skulker was one of the "wardens.” Tha explained how he had
gotten into the Dutchman’ s house through the cordon of guards.

The two talked. Doc got close enough to hear them, learned they were arguing about the scarcity of
good sake wine, and decided the gabfest wouldn't break up for a minute. Doc went back to Monk and
Trotter.

"THE three of usmay be able to trall thisfdlow,” he told Monk and Trotter.

Monk’ s impulse was for action. "Maybe we should grab him. Maybe he knows who this Ju San manis”
"Probably not. Did you notice the way the glider-note was folded?"

"Folded?'

"It had been carried in a walet after it was written. There was no ink in the creases, 30 it had not been
folded when the writing was put on."

"Someone gave him the note to ddiver?”
"Thet isthe idea.”
Monk grinned. "And so we trall him and hope hell go report to the guy who gave the note to him."

They went quietly. Trotter had been given low-heded sneskers to cut down her height so tha she
wouldn't seem too conspicuoudy tal for a Japanese woman. She’ d complained about what the sneakers
were doing to her arches. Now she was glad they enabled her to go slently.

The skulker was dill gossping with the man he had met. Doc did not get too close. Eventudly, they
heard a 9ren moan in the distance, and gave exclamations of reief.

"All clear ar rad sgnd,” Monk surmised.
The skulker and the other man separated, cdling "O yasumi nasais!" to each other.

Trotter whispered, "Pretty dick, having ar raid wardens to guard the mesting tonight. Nice way of getting
the whole neighborhood full of lookouts without arousing suspicion.”

"Come on," Doc whispered.
Thar man was griding out asif he had a place to go.

Following him was not too difficult. They strung out. Doc went ahead. Monk and Trotter followed farther
back. That gave them an advantage, because if the man should become suspicious of Doc, the bronze



men could appear to give up the trail, and Monk and the girl would take up.

They were in the Nogeyama section of Y okohama, the didtrict favored by wedthy Japanese. It had none
of the rich aspects of a fine American resdentid section, outwardly, dthough it was luxury compared to
the Mina MiyoshiraMachi section.

They passed the shrine at the end of 1se Cho, then went down Nogeyama Hill, to the east of the temple.
And findly past the Nenokami shrine. They could hear an éectric train dattering as it crossed Noge
Street. There was more foot traffic now.

The man they were fallowing turned into a building off 1sezaki Cho, the theater street. It was a crowded
section. The building looked shoddy, like some of the places just off Broadway in New Y ork City.

A sgn sad Hotaga-ya in Japanese characters. Aninn. A dump.

Doc studied the place for awhile. He decided to take a chance, go in.

ACROSS the street was an arcade, an imitation of Coney Idand featuring ten-sen peep-shows.
"Wait over there" Doc told Monk and Trotter. "Walk in and begin patronizing the place.”

He gave them some bronze two-sen and five-sen coins, some ten-, twenty-, and fifty-sen Slver. A
hendful of it. He added some yen notes. Monk and Trotter crossed the Street acting like Y okohama
defense workers out for a spree.

Doc went into the hotd. It was dark. It amdled of fish. All of Japan seemed to smdl of fish. The floor
meats were worn, filthy.

A Jap whose looks fitted very wdl with the place came forward. He was barefooted, with very big and
ugly cdlouses on the outer part of his instep. Most Japs had calouses on their outer ingteps from much
mat-gtting. But the ones on this one were particularly big and ugly.

"Kamban wa," the Jap said. He was a low fdlow, and off his lips even the Japanese words for good
evening sounded filthy.

A dump, Doc thought. And a Japanese dump was redly a dump.

He flashed a twenty-yen paper note, about the pre-war equivaent of an American ten-dollar hill. But
worth alot less now, with ther inflation. But dill alot of money to a Jap.

"The man who just came in—what room is he in?' Doc asked.

He spoke in Japanese, and used the didect of the Nagasaki digtrict, giving it a low-brow tint.

The clerk’ s eyes were on the twenty-yen note. The Japs had more liking for paper money than for siver.
"You keep your mouth shut about who told you," the Jap said.

"Sure”

"Thisway," the Jap said, and made a gesture with his right hand. The gesture was wrong. It wasn't the
right kind.



Doc lunged, but the Jap dready had a gun in his hand when Doc caught the hand. Expecting Judo, Doc
went to work on the fdlow without delay. He wasn't wrong. The man began doing Judo with his free
hend and both feet. In quick succession, he tried severd moves that should have maimed or killed.

They struggled violently, but not very noigly. .

Japs began coming out of rooms. They came dlently, purposefully, most of them with guns, knives,
garroting cords.

It was, Doc saw, a firg-class trap. It was good. It was very good, and it was as queer as thunder in
December. Because the fdlow Doc was fighting, the fdlow with the calloused-looking insteps, managed
in his fighting to get close to Doc’s ear, and to whisper, "Put up a scrap, Doc. But let them take you
before you get hurt." He spoke thisin good, if breathless, English.

With aflavor of Harvard accent.

Chapter IX

DOC continued to jostle around with the room clerk of the flophouse, if that was who he was. He made,
adso, the migake of dightly easing up on the fdlow. He was punched, gouged and twisted for his
kindness.

The other Japs closed in. Those with the guns held back. Apparently the idea was to use a knife or a
garrot, and shoot as alast resort.

The Jap room-clerk had another thing to say to Doc. "Don't jerk my wig off, dammit!"

He didn't have awig. Doc was sure of that. What he probably had was some added har stuck to his
scalp with makeup gum.

Doc got loose from him. The bronze man lunged, dodged a Jap who rushed too cautioudy and reached a
chair. Thishoted was a business place, o it was Europeanized to the extent thet it had chairs. He began
udng the chair to keep away the knives.

Bang experienced in violence, he knew that, next to a loaded six-shooter, the best defensve wegpon
agang a man with a knife is a chair. There is something disconcerting about having the legs of a chair
poked a you and knowing the thing may bop you over the head. A chair makes as good a makeshift
defense as any againg a charge of weight and violence, which is one of the reasons lion-tamers use them.

The skulker appeared, evidently having decided it was safe. He came out of the back room, one which
probably had awindow possible for escape into an dley.

He asserted his authority at once.

"Put those guns and knives away!" he shouted in Japanese. "Get hold of him with your hands, you
cowardd"

He was big for a Japanese, and had a soft ook which made him seem fat dthough he wasn't fat. His face
was rubber-lipped and the eyes were unpleasant. He had the generd manner of a man who habitudly
gave orders.

He had the good judgment not to get near the fight.



Doc made afew vicious swipes with the chair, keeping the Japs back.
It was the flop-house clerk who said, "Come on, somebody! Let’s grab the table and rush him!"

They did that. Doc splintered the chair over the table, accomplishing nothing. The table hemmed himin a
corner. Japs dived under the table and got his legs. Others came in from the sides. Doc, table and Japs
were tangled in améée, and wood broke.

They got the best of him.

THE skulker came over now. "l am Tobi-iro," he said.

Doc sad nothing. The name Tobi-iro meant nothing to him. He suspected it wasn't a very important
name anyway.

"I tricked you," Tobi-iro said. "Do you see that now?'
"You knew | was fallowing you?' Doc demanded.

"More than that." Tobi-iro showed his teeth, pleased witl himsdf. "Did you think | tossed the paper with
the warning on it, then hid on the roof because | was afrad? No. No, | expected to lead whoever
followed me to this place. | did, you see.”

"Oh," Doc sad.
The soft-looking Jap said, "'l did not expect to deceive you so readily, Mr. Savage.”

Doc sad nothing. He wondered uneeslly if he'd been too obvious, too cardess. Trickery and scheming
was part of a Jap’s training, the world was beginning to learn. Being schooled in the devious, they would
be indined to expect others to be more tricky than they perhaps were. Must be more careful, Doc

thought.
He sad, "l expected to tral you to Ju San.”

"Naturdly. Andif | didn’t lead you to Ju San, you planned to seize me and beat what facts you could out
of me?'

"Something like that."

"Where are your friends?'

"What friends?"

"The girl, the newspaperwoman. And your gpish associate, Monk Mayfar."
"l couldn’t say."

Tobi-iro showed his teeth again, meking a very big smile-shape of his mouth, but with no humor. "They
are across the stregt,” he said. "Would you like to watch?"

"Weatch whet?'

"Weatch avery expert job of assassnation,” Tobi-iro sad grimly.



He gestured toward awindow in the front of the room overlooking the street and the arcade across the
street where Trotter and Monk were waiting.

ONE of the thingswhich least interested Monk Mayfair was the design of Japanese money. But he was
scared and worried, and so he was taking about the Jap money. This was to take his mind off thoughts
that were worse,

"You take this twenty-sen piece" he was saying. "The Sze of a good American jitney, just about. Not
that anybody would migtake it for a nickd." He chuckled and indicated the coin. "Look here at the
bottom, it says ‘fifty sen,’ in English. Everything else on it is written in grasshopper tracks, but the amount
isin English.”

Trotter said thoughtfully, "Maybe thet is Sgnificant, the indication of an inner feding that the red vaue of
humenity are not their own.”

"You think 07"
"No. No, I'm just mumbling." Trotter grimaced. "I’m scared diff, ismy trouble.”

"Me, too," Monk told her. "I've got a funny feding about the way Doc waked into that joint across the
dreet.”

"What do you mean?"

"Doc walked in there. He just walked in. That isn't like Doc. He doesn't plunge into things like that."
"I thought it was dumb mysdf," Trotter agreed uneesly.

"I don't know how dumb it was, but | sure got a queer feding about it."

They had been ganding done, but now a Japanese patron of the place wandered over to drop a bronze
five-sen in a dot machine near them.

Monk whispered, "Let’ s try this other dot machine. We can wetch the place across the street.”

Trotter nodded. Business, Trotter noticed, had been picking up in the place the last few minutes Men
were drifting in from the street.

Encouraged, a barker stood up in the back and began to cgole, trying to get patronage for his shoating
gdlery. For targets, adring of Americans, Chinamen and Englishmen marched back and forth againg the
backdrop. Some of the new arivas went back and stood around ligening. One findly picked up a
amdl-cdibre rifle. Then two more followed his example.

The popping of the rifles set Monk’s nerves on edge. In order to watch the other Sde of the Street, he
hed to keep his back to the joint’s shooting-gdlery. The skin on his ngpe got to crawling.

He jiggled the dot-machine around vigoroudy. There was a mirror on the thing, and he danted the
meachine until the mirror gave him a rear-view picture of the shooting gdlery end of the place. He fdt
better.

"You're nervous," Trotter said.

"Darn right. Doc has been in that flophouse too long.”



"What will we do?'
"Keep our eyes and ears open.”

Trotter nodded. She was a cute figure in her kimono and sandals. Now and then a Jap would make a
remark to her, then redize the gpish Sze of Monk, and move on uneeslly.

Trotter said, "We might as wel make a profit out of this™

"Nobody ever made a profit out of adot maching” Monk said. "They weren't made for that. Particularly
thiskind."

"Once when | was a police reporter, someone showed me alittle trick," Trotter said. "You do it with a
hairpin. | have one. Watch. Or rather, drop in afive-sen piece and pull the handle”

Monk put in a coin, yanked the one-armed bandit—then wished he hadn’t. Too late. One bar, two bars,
three bars. The dot-machine gave a mechanicd grunt, and began vomiting bronze coins. He'd hit the
jackpot!

It was then that Monk saw, back by the shooting-galery counter, a Jap taking ddliberate am at them
with arifle The fdlow was going to shoot them in the back of the head.

Coins werefilling his hands, overflowing, scattering over the floor.

He threw the coins, as hard as he could, a the man with the rifle They wouldn't harm the man, but the
arm-gesture helped Monk get around and down behind the dot-machine.

Thelittlerifle went pip! and Monk heard the bullet it past.
It was a repeating rifle. The man pumped in another shell.

Monk suddenly knew, from the way the other Jap patrons were moving, thet they were dl part of an
ambushing party.

MONK reached around, got hold of the handle of the dot-machine, and broke it off. The handle was
cast iron, not too hard to snap off.

He redized he was tdling Trotter, "Get down! Get down! Watch these gookd" Saying it over and over.

He was keeping his head behind the dot-machine. He heard another smdl-calibre bullet hit it, heard parts
broken loose in the one-arm bandit and tinkling.

All of this had taken hardly seconds. Anyway, the coins Monk had thrown were dill ralling around or
meking the rattling sounds that dropped coins make before they become motionless on aflat surface.

Monk popped his head out. He didn’t wait long enough to see anything. He just showed himsdf,
knowing it would draw a bullet, and got his head back before the bullet could be fired, but not before the
gunner could stop his reflexes from firing. Out on the other side of the machine Monk popped, and to his
feet. Sure enough, the gun made its pip! noise and put another bullet past the dot machine.

Monk threw the handle. Monk was quick and muscular nearly to the point of being a fresk. He could
perform, without too much trouble, the often-heard-of and little-seen feat of Sraightening a horseshoe out
with his hands. So when he threw the iron handle as hard as he could, it went straight, and brained the



Jap with therifle as nedly asit could have been done.
Monk let out a howl. It was dmost impossible for him to fight without yeling.

He charged for the back of the room, the shoating gdlery, the counter. He wanted at the rifles They
were little rifles, but with them you could kill bulls and probably, if you hit them in the eye, dephants.

He went over the counter feet first. The proprietor was crouched back there, and he looked up in horror
as Monk came down on him. Then he was crushed down flat. Monk stamped on him a few times, as if
he was a bug.

He was reaching for therifles & the same time. One of the Japs had saized Trotter. Monk shot him. He
didn't trust therifle to put a bullet where he amed it, and he didn’t want to hit Trotter, so he shot the Jap
inthe biggest part, the buttocks. He had to shoot him there three times before the Jap let Trotter go and

began jumping around.
"Come herd" Monk roared at Trotter.

She raced toward him. Monk was shooting other Japs. He was right about the gun. It didn't shoot very
graight. He fired on one Nip with a perfect bead between the eyes and plugged the fdlow's ear.

But the little bullets had the Japs legping for cover. They were diverted long enough that Trotter was able
to reach the counter. She was having trouble with the kimono and the sandals.

"Back door!" Monk said. "Seeif there' s a back door."

The proprietor carried his cartridges in a sack around his waist, an afair like a carpenter’s apron. Monk
tore that off him. The guns were fastened to the counter with chains, the same asin a Broadway gdlery.

Trotter, excited, said, "There's some kind of a hole back here. It may be a door."

"Get through it," Monk said. Then, horrified by a sorm of bullets, he threw himsdf a the opening,
keeping close to the floor. With Trotter, he went through the aperture.

Outside was a dark dley or back street in which the Japs had been too dumb to post a guard.
"Can you run?' Monk asked Trotter.

"You'll do wdl to keep up with me" she said, and meant it Sncerdly.

SHE did well, too. Monk, encumbered with his amload of .22-cdlibre rifles, had to stretch himsdf to
keep pace with her. When Japanese military police appeared ahead, they doubled into an empty

doorway, panting.
"Where' d you learn to run like that?' Monk whispered.
"Bdieveme or not, | learned it three minutes ago, when they started shooting at us"

Monk heard her teeth chatter, then stop as she tightened her jaw muscles. He suspected his own would
rattle together too if he should unclench his jaw. He looked out, warily.

"The M. P. patrol didn't see us" he whispered. "They've heard the shooting, and are heading for the
noise"



"Thereisa stairway back of us”
"Upit. They may put aflashlight beam in here”

The steps led up to asmdl landing, alittle box of the blackest kind of darkness enclosed by three locked
doors. They rested there, ligening.

"What happened to Mr. Savage?' Trotter breathed.
"God knows." Monk didn’t want to think about that.

The M. P. patrol went past in the street. Monk began loading the .22-calibre rifles, the cartridges rubbing
together softly as he dipped into the canvas bag.

He remembered that the little rifles had missed fire a few times when the Japs were shoating at the targets
in the gdlery. 1t was important, but he hadn’t remembered it before. He made a mentd note not to
depend too much on the cartridgesif he had to begin usng the guns.

"The patrol missed ud" Trotter whispered.
"We better get out of here” Monk said.
"I'm afraid.”

"Standing dill isthe worst thing to do when you're afraid,” Monk said, dthough he wasn't sure whether
there was any truth in that.

They crept down the steps, shrinking to a stop with their teeth on edge each time a step creaked.

"Two of theserifles are enough,” Monk muttered. "I don’t know why | grabbed so many. Here, put this
one under your kimono if you can.”

He waited until Trotter whispered that she had stowed the rifle, then he left the other rifles except the
one he carried under his own kimono, and they went out on to the street.

The street wasn't crowded. It wasn't empty, either. They began to walk. The feding that they might be
shot down any minute made Monk’ s legs Hiff, and they started aching.

They passed an automobile. Fifteen years ago the automohbile had been a dignified limousne. It was dill
neet, and the paint had been polished off it in many places. Attached to the radiator was a complicated
dfar of iron drums and a smokestack. Monk, going past, disinguished a sgn on the car that said Basha.

He stopped. "Basha. Isn't that Jap for taxi?"
"It means carriage. But | think that's a cab.”

Monk gripped Trotter's arm. "When we get in, use your best Japanese to tdl him to drive to Yoshida
Street."

THEY opened the cab door, got in, and settled back hurriedly on the lumpy upholstery.
"Yoshida Machi ye hayaku," Trotter ordered.

The driver turned around dowly. He had one eye, and a scarred face, and wore various ribbons. A



discharged soldier, probably. He gobbled something in Japanese.

Trotter looked confused. She leaned over to whisper in Monk’s ear, "He wants to see our priority card.
| didn’t know you had to have a priority to use a Japanese taxi."

Monk, who was in no humor for patience, muttered, "I've got jus the right priority." He hit the cab
driver's out-thrust jaw, coming up with the fist on the blind side. The man collapsed. Monk shoved him
over and scrambled in behind the whedl.

Trotter, watching the street, said, "I don’t think anyone noticed.”
"Damn!" Monk was fiddling with gadgets. "Blagt the luck!"
"Whet's the matter?’

"This danged thing is one of those wood-burners like the Europeans got to fixing up for their cars after
the war started,” Monk explained. "The blasted thing is home-made.”

"Can't you get it Sarted?’
"I don't know. It's as bad as running arailroad engine.”

Suddenly the engine started, the car giving avidlent jump, for it wasin gear. They rattled around a corner
and went northeast dong Sugatami Street. "I don't know how to stop the thing" Monk muttered.

"Anyway, We re going."
"Where are you heading for?" Trotter demanded.
"The Aying Dutchman’'s housg, | guess.”

"But we were followed from there," Trotter warned. "We had to be, or they wouldn't have trapped us so
negtly and quickly.”

"No,” Monk said. "No, | don’'t think s0."
"Then how did they know where to waylay us?'

"The thing was too elaborate to be set up in afew minutes™" Monk told her. "It was dl rigged. Those Japs
were dready dl over the neighborhood when you and | walked into that arcade. I'm darned sure two of
them were dready in the place and playing the machines. The proprietor was dready in on it. All that
took time"

"You mean they planned for Mr. Savage to get on the trall of the man who threw the note and follow him
there?'

"That'swhat | figure™
"You're going to seeif the Dutchman and Maoshi can hdp?”
llYall

Trotter was dlent: She sat looking at the back of Monk’s head with increesng displeasure. Fndly she
sad, with some acid, "I know we're both scared, and | know it's dangerous, but—"

"But you think we oughta go back and try to hep Doc," Monk finished for her. "Let me do the thinking



right now, will you."

"I don't like the idea of deserting him," Trotter snapped. "And don't tel me what to think!"
"Listen—"

"I’'m not so scared that—"

"Ligen to me" Monk ydled. "Doc knew what he was doing when he waked in tha flop-house. He
knew something we didn’'t know."

"Oh, bosh!" Trotter said angrily. "If you're afraid to hep Doc, why not admit it."
"Shut up!" Monk said.

THEY were not on speaking terms when they reached the Dutchman’s house in the Nogeyama section.
They |eft the taxi, the driver dill senseless, near the Daijingu shrine which loomed impressively in the night.
Monk dugged the driver to prolong his coma, and they walked in slence.

Monk had a bad few minutes when two ar rad wardens separated from the shadows and walked
adongsde them. The two stubby Japs didn't say anything, just stared at them and walked dong with them
for awhile. Then, without having said aword, the two Nips stepped back. When Monk looked around,
the shadows had swallowed them. It was an eerie performance.

Trotter, frightened by the Japs, had drawn closer to Monk. Now she put an angry Sx feet between them
and kept it there.

She had plenty of nerve, Monk reflected. Pretty, too. And brains. Any girl who had made the name for
hersdf that Carlta Trotter had in the newspaper business had to have brains.

Monk didn’t especidly admire mentdity in the opposite sex. But he wished they could have alittle respite
from the excitement. He would like to make a nice gentlemanly pass at Trotter and see what happened.

He was reaching for a dring that rang chimes in the Dutchman's house when the gate opened
unexpectedly. There stood the dderly serving-man who so much resembled a buzzard.

"His-ssssomeins-sssde” the old man said, sounding asif he was giving more effort to hissng than to

gpesking.

"We want to see the Dutchman,” Monk said.

"Who, plis-s-s-s?'

Startled, Monk redized he didn’'t know the Dutchman's Japanese name.
"Your boss," Monk said. "The pickpocket.”

That seemed to tickle the old man. He giggled like a schoolgirl, and let them in. He closed the gate, then
led the way through various rooms. The old guy, Monk thought, overlooked that formality of taking our
Street sandds and giving us indoor sandals.

They were taken into a room where they hadn’'t been before. An ornate room, the beams dl studded
with elaborate nail-heads forming designs of dragons, seashdlls, and lobsters. A hot charcod fire burned



inthe square ro in the center of the room.

The Dutchman and Moshi were gtting on the floor mats. The Dutchman’'s elbow was resting on one of
the amdl round cushions which were a part of Japanese house furniture. Both their faces had queer
expressons.

Monk said, "They've got Doc Savage, | think."

The Dutchman grimaced.

"They've got dl of us, to be exact," he said.

"Wha—" Monk began. Then he saw what the Dutchman meant.

The old buzzard of a serving-man had an automatic pigtal in his hand. He said, "Drop your rifle" with
much less hissng then before.

Screens on two sdes of the room did back. One of them squeaked softly as it did, and Monk noticed
the sound; the squesking seemed to cut away through dl his thought, probably because his thinking was
pardyzed by the number of guns pointed a him and the grim Japanese faces glowering a him.

"Drop therifless-s-s" the old man said, back at hishissng again.

Chapter X

DOC SAVAGE wasfindly untied. Or rather, handcuffs were put on hiswrigts and ankles, and the ropes
which had been wrapped around him like bandages on amummy were removed.

He knew where he was. Not the exact house, but it was in the Bluff area, which was the part of
Y okohama favored by foreigners for their homes before the war. It was beyond the Fairmont Hotel, well
past the nursery, inthe hills Not as far out as the Negishi race track and golf course.

The house was unusud. It was a sample of what a good architect could do with the Japanese native matif
when he went modernigtic. The place was ultrasmodernistic enough to be a peacetime exhibit in Radio
City. The decorators, instead of usng chrome and red leather, had taken bamboo and kaya grass and
reeds and raw wood and paper screens for their materiads. The effect was spectacular. It out-swanked a
Manhattan penthouse.

The soft-looking Jap, Tobi-iro, had collapsed when Monk and Trotter had escaped. The effect on
Tobi-iro was interesing to watch. Before the escape, he had been arrogant, confidence on his
rubber-lipped face. That had been afront. Japs were actors. The front had covered nervous tenson, and
after the escape the tension had spurted through his body like a flood.

Tobi-iro had had a firg class quick-action nervous breakdown. He had made a few wild remarks,
gibbered like an idiot about a Minigter of Aviation, then fdl over backward flat on his back.

They had brought him adong, and now they carried him off to another room, talking about doctors.

The flophouse clerk sat down on the floor. He sat somewhat awkwardly, asif he wasn't too accustomed
to it, dthough the calouses on his insteps indicated much such stting. He took a gun out of his kimono.
He was to watch Doc, he said. This was agreegble, for the others were anxious to see how serioudy
Tobi-iro was aling.



Doc and the flophouse clerk were aone.

The flophouse clerk grinned a Doc, and said, spesking English in alow voice, "They were going to make
Tobi-iro Miniger of Aviaion in the new setup. When Monk and whoever the girl is got away, Tobi-iro
saw that plum float out of the window, so he blew histop.”

Doc asked, "Did Monk and Trotter get avay?'
"Trotter the girl?'
llYall

"They got away for the time being. Monk pulled one of hiswingdings and made fools out of the Japs. All
the Japs concerned as very unhappy. | wouldn't be surprised to see some hari-kari. Who isthis Trotter?"

"Newspaperwoman."
"How'd she get init?'

"The plan caled for me making the initid persona contact with the Japanese group a Dutch Harbor,
Alaska" Doc explained. "They dready had a secret agent, Maoshi, on the job in Dutch Harbor. But the
Japanese group didn’t think Maoshi had enough face to dedl with me. They wanted one of their big men to
meet me, so Shand Hata—the fdlow Americans took to cdling the Hying Dutchman—came by plane.
He intended to parachute to the idand without being discovered, but underestimated the American
defenses and he was shot down. He managed to survive, though, and got ashore.”

Theflophouse clerk said, "I hear the Dutchman clowned around alittle before he was taken prisoner.”

"Yes lan't that like a Jap. He lost face by being shot down, so he got it back, at least to his satisfaction,
by pulling boyish pranks around Dutch Harbor—picking pockets of fountain-pens, cigar-lighters and
snitching flying suits from unsuspecting aviators. He caused quite a rumpus. It was sort of funny.”

"That’s the Dutchman's hobby."
"What is?"

"Ficking pockets. Honest it is. Some people take up photography or art or slamp-collecting for a hobby,
but with the Dutchman it is picking pockets. He entertains his guests with it. He's clever, | hear. But
where did the gil come in?’

"Trotter,” Doc said, "isjust a newspaperwoman who got involved and dragged dong.”
"Did Monk have anything to do with the dragging?'

"Asamétter of fact, he did."

"He would!"

"Monk has a very innocent story to explain it."

"He would that, too," said the flophouse clerk hitterly. "No need to ask if she's pretty. Sheis”

DOC SAVAGE looked over the room uneesily. He was disturbed about possible hidden microphones.



He mentioned it to the disreputable-looking flophouse clerk, and was assured there wasn't a chance.

Doc fdl to examining the flophouse clerk admiringly. The fdlow not only looked like a Japanese, but he
looked like one of the low-grade ones. Only when one paid particular atentin to his eyes, his cheeks,
nodrils, was it possible to tdl that he was not a Jap at dl. And then one had to know it beforehand.

"That's an excdlent disguise, Ham," Doc said.

"It should be," Ham Brooks muttered. "I had some of the best menin the world work on me for nearly a
month before | came into Japan. But you know that. However, you had never seen me with the disguise”

"I hardly knew you."
"I've gotten by dl right."
"Any trouble with the language?'

Ham Brooks shook his head. "Not too much. | had been sudying it ever since before Pearl Harbor, in
my spare time. | hadn’t told anybody that, except you, figuring that if | ever needed to use it, on ajob like
this, the fewer people knew | could pass for a Jap the better.”

Doc Savage nodded. He was proud of Ham. Ham was one of his associates, who had done marvelous
work on this job. Ham was actudly Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks, detached service with
the U. S. Army, and in private life one of the eminent products of the Harvard Law Schoadl.

The matter of picking a suitable group of Japanese to take over the government of Japan—to be the
government of Japan—when the war was over had come up several months ago.

The big problem was. Get a group of Japanese of the type which the Allies wanted in charge of what was
left of Jgpan after the war.

Ham Brooks had gone into Japan to do the prdiminary work of finding out what was what. He was
completely undercover. No one in Japan was supposed to know who he was or what he was doing. A
plane had put him overboard in a parachute above Fukashima Province. That was the last Doc had heard
of him until tonight.

Ham had carried in his head a complete picture of the Japanese Stuation. Names, places, organization,
everything. With that to go on, his job had been to get into the thing and find out what he could.

Monk Mayfar had not known that. As far as Monk knew, Ham had disappeared mygterioudy, and it
hed worried Monk a grest dedl.

Doc asked, "Ham, what luck have you had?'

Ham grimaced. "Wonderful luck, to a point. I'm like the guy lost in a blizzard who found kindling,
firewood, and a nice sheltered place to build his fire—then couldn’t find a match.”

"Meaning?

"Let me give you the story,” Ham said,

HE got up and moved over to the diding screen that served as a door, moved it back and looked out.
Then he made around of the other screens, to make sure they were done. He came back and sat down.



"The Allies did afine job of picking the Japanese to put in charge after the war,” he said in alow voice.
"Damned fine. The men are substantia, honest, as near human beings as you can expect a Jap to be these
times They are anti-war, and they aren’t bigoted enough to think Japanese are the master-race and were
intended for the rulers of the rest of the world. And bdieve me, that's what the present government
thinks It redly is As | say, | haven't been able to find anything particularly againg the Japanese in the
selected group.

"There is one exception—this Ju San. One of those fine, upstanding Japs is Ju San, but God knows
which one. I've combed their characters and records like Sherlock Holmes on a hot case, but | can't
turn up anything againgt any of them. So | took another way of finding out. | joined this Ju San’s gang.”

Doc sad, "I gathered you were in the Ju San organization.”

"Thet's right. I've been in more than a month. I'm not very important in it yet, but I'm one of the
up-and-coming boys."

"And you've learned?'
"Exactly who every man in the gang is but one."
"Meaning you do not know who Thirteen is?'

"Ju San. That's right." Ham grinned without humor. "Thet's a corny joke, ig7't it? Thirteen, | mean. |
figured that a guy who would take Thirteen for his name would be a childish so-and-so, easy to dig out of
the manure-pile. But I've dug and I've dug, and dl I've got to show is dirty hands. Believe me, some of
these rats working for Ju San are nadty characters. | keep wondering if I'll get some of it on me,
associating with them."”

"How were they assembled?’

"Smplest way on earth. Jgpan isfull of crooks and grafters, and frequently when a whole gang of them
are dipping into the same trough, they sort of get together for mutud protection. | don’t know whether
that's clear—"

Doc sad, "They do it outsde Japan. Not long ago dozens of shipyard workers in the States were
arrested for beonging to an organization where they paid so much money each day to have their
work-cards fasfied so that they would show more hours worked. It was aring."

"That was a dirty thing," Ham agreed. "The Jap radio gave it a play over here as an example of American
corruption, which it was. Only the Japs made it sound worse, as if the whole American shipbuilding
industry had gone to hell. But that’s the kind of a swindling gang | mean.”

"Ju San isusng such a group?'
"That’sright. He got the dirt on them. He then merdly informed them they had to work for him—or d<se."
"Or ds= what?'

"They'd get turned in to the government for what they had been doing, which would mean heads
chopped off for dl of them. You see, the government is getting pretty desperate about such things
There' s been alat of it. So when they catch somebody, off comes heads.”

"Then they don't dare turn Ju Sanin to the government?”



"Not if they want to keep their necks intact,” Ham said. "But they couldn’t turn him in anyway, because
they don’'t know who heis"

"How does he handle them?'

"Madlly through thet soft-looking Jap you met, Tobi-iro."
"Does Tobi-iro know who he' s working for?"

"No."

"You seem sure”

Ham grinned dightly. "I’ ve heard you say before that only fools are sure. But I'll lay a bet this time. You
see, | got Tobi-iro drunk, got him on the pipe, then fed him truth serum. | pumped and pumped. | found
out things about the skunk that turned my stomach. But he doesn’t know who Ju San is”

Doc sad, "Then you think the Allies selected the right Japanese group?”

"They've picked out as good Japs as you could find. Even the best Japanese need to think a little
differently if they’re going to get dong with the rest of the world.”

"Then dl we have to do is callar this Ju San and dispose of him."
"Thet'sdl," Ham said wryly.

DOC was dlent. It popped into hismind how incongruous this was. Ham, who looked like a guttersnipe
from Tokyo low-town. Doc, looking not much better because of the way he had been manhandled. The
two of them, gtting there sttling the destiny of the Japanese nation, or at least holding it in ther hands. It
amounted to that, Doc thought gravely, even if it did seem far-fetched.

He didn't like the feding of inggnificance the thoughts gave him. Feding inggnificant wasn't good for a
man's confidence, and it took no imagination to know that they were going to need dl the confidence
they could get, atificdd or otherwise. One word described the Stuation. Mess.

He asked, "Leading me into a trap with the note was your idea?'

"Yes" Ham said uncomfortably. "You knew that, didn’t you? The handwriting on the note—if you could
cdl these Jap characters handwriting—was mine. | figured you'd know that. You coached me a lot on

writing Japanese.”
"I recognized the writing."

Ham said, "I couldn’t think of any other way of getting in touch with you." He gestured, partly in defest.
"The best approach to spotting this Ju San might be to work through his gang, the way | figured it. That's
whet | wanted to let you know—and to tdl you | was dl set here. All set, and learning nothing.”

"It turned out Al right.”

Ham was depressed about the outcome, it became evident, because he said, "I didn’'t know about that
trap for Monk and the girl."

Doc sad, "It'll take you along time to get that explained to Monk."



"Yeah, I'll hear about it for years,” Ham ventured. "I sure hope they don’t hurt him—"

Ham's face changed allittle, and without much dteration in tone, he continued, "—because nobody likes
to see hisfriends hurt, and you wouldn't like it a bit."

Doc got the idea.

"You thregtening me?" he asked.

"No. Not unless the truth is a threet,” Ham said.

One of the screens moved back, and a Jap came in. He was a fat, well-fed Jap, prosperous-looking.
Ham stood up and said, "Thisis Mr. Koto. Thisfine homeishis”

Mr. Koto bowed palitdy and told Ham, in Japanese, that Tobi-iro wished to speak with him.

Other Japanese guards were placed in the room with Doc Savage. Ham and the well-fed Mr. Koto went
away together.

When they were out of the room, Koto said, ™Y ou were spesking English with him?'
"That'sright,” Ham said. "Do you speak English?’

"A little" Koto admitted in English, after glanding cautioudy about. "It is not too popular to speak English
in Japan since the war. What did you talk about?'

"Oh, about hisfriend Monk Mayfair and what would happen to Monk if we caught him."
"We have caught him."

Ham went sick. He thought, for a moment, his knees wouldn't support him. He gave every iota of his
concentration to just waking.

"That'sfing" he managed to say, because he knew he should say something.

He wanted to ask if Monk had been taken dive, but he was having the most awful time doing it. His
mouth was as dry as furnace clinkers. The words were like cactus burrsin his throat.

"IsMonk dill dive" he asked—and his voice actudly sounded so normd it horrified him.

"l don't know," Mr. Koto said.

A FAT man trotting proudly through his fine modernistic house, Mr. Koto let Monk into the room where
Tobi-iro lay. Pretending a concern he certainly didn’'t fed, Ham walked to the elaborate degping mat on
which Tobi-iro lay.

"Fed better?' he asked.

"They gave me barbital,” Tobi-iro said. "The doctors say | mugt have a rest." And he cursed the doctors
with alow bitter vehemence,

Ham looked sympathetic. At the same time, he was wondering: Is this soft-looking fdlow Ju San, by any
chance? The idea had occurred to him before.



Tobi-iro wasn't a member of the group of men who were to take over Japan after defeat. But then, Ju
San might not be a member. That was a possibility which no one seemed to consder. If Ju San waan't
one of the group, no wonder it was so hard to find Ju San.

"Our men have taken Monk Mayfar and the newspaperwoman, Carlta Trotter,” Tobi-iro said.
"Alive?"
llYall

Ham closed his eyes, drad the rdief would literdly shine out of his eyes. He didn't trugt his ability to
keep the bounding joy out of hisvoice, so he said nothing.

Tobi-iro said, "Taken prisoner with them were Moshi and Shand Hata, or the Hying Dutchman as the
Americans are cdling him."

Ham was startled. Moshi and the Dutchman were important men in the post-war group. They weren't
the leaders, but they were executives, or the Dutchman was. Moshi was a lesser light. But the Dutchman
was important.

"lg't that drastic?' Ham demanded.
Tobi-iro swore grimly. "We have stopped fooling with them."
"What do you mean?"

"The only thing that stood in the way of Ju San was Doc Savage,”" Tobi-iro explained. "We have Savage.
Therefore, the gloves are off. No more fancy uff. We are going to knock sense in their heads."

"That means Savage will be executed?' Ham asked past a sand-like drynessin his throat.
"Exatly."

"Wait aminute” Ham said sharply. "Doc Savage was sent here by the United States, in the name of the
Allies, to pass judgment on whether the Japanese group is the sort they want in charge of Japan after the
war. Kill him, and the Allies are not going to have his assurance. Without his okay, they won't go through
with the plan. So disposing of Savage will wreck everything.”

Tobi-iro stared a Ham. Ham suddenly had a hideous surging suspicion that he had been discovered, that
hisidentity was known.

Chapter XI

THE place will be under guard, Ham thought wildly. If they’ve found me out, they're ready for me to
make a break. | won't last ten seconds.

He began having one of those horrible times, such as he had had on afew occasionsin the past, when he
thought he was cornered, that he was going to die. It was bad. He bdieved that fear affected him much
worse then it affected other men. It got hold of every nerve with a dawing, sick frenzy, a panic that made
himweskly ill. Always, it was thus.

Tobi-iro said, "You are rather more clever than any of us thought, Shigi.”



Shigi was the Japanese name Ham was using. For once in his life, it was the sweetest name he'd ever
heard. He had expected Koto to cal him Ham Brooks.

"Thank you," he said, and rdief shook his voice alittlein spite of his effort to be cam.
"How did you know Savage was sent here to investigate and okay the Japanese group?' Tobi-iro asked.

"A few minutes ago, Savage told me himsdlf. | think he was anxious to put out the information, thinking it
might save his neck." Ham shrugged. "'l had suspected it before.”

"Sugpected? Why?"

"Savage is aman of extreordinary stature. Many people think he is a crook-catcher, an adventurer. |
know heisagreat ded more than that. He has taken a hand in sheping the course of world events more
than once. Heisaman who paints on a big canvas. The Allies would not send such a man to Japan for
the sole purpose of catching Ju San, because if they only wanted Jui San out of the way, they would say
to the Japanese group something like this If you have the ability to handle post-war Japan, you had
better demondrate it by finding and disposing of Ju San yourselves. Thet is the way Americans and other
Allieswould think. Therefore, Savage came to Japan to investigate and okay the Japanese group.”

Tobi-iro nodded, "As| said, you are smarter than anyone thought.”
"You can't kill Savage."
Tobi-iro showed his teeth unplessantly.

"Not," he admitted, "until we force Savage to inform the Americans and the Allies that he approves of the
Japanese group—induding Ju San."

"How are you going to do that?"
"Savage thinks a great ded of hisfriend, Monk Mayfair."

Ham, with the fear beginning to crawl in him again, thought of the attachment between Doc and his aides.
It was close. It was s0 close that it was hard to describe.

"Probably,” he said, which was one of the great understatements of hislife

"To save Monk Mayfair's life, Savage will inform the Americans tha he approves of the Japanese
group—with Ju San asiits leader. It will be put to him that way."

"What if he refuses?’
"Will he?'

Ham looked to Tobi-iro, wondering again if the man redly knew his identity. What would Doc do in such
an dterndive? It was hard to say. Oh, it was easy to see that he should sacrifice his own life and Monk’s
and refuse. That would be the grand, the heroic way of doing it. But the grand and the heroic was redly
something in theology and in books. What men actudly practiced, even the most courageous men, was
often quite different. For moments Ham fought the frightening impulse to shudder, standing there trying to
think of words.

"I don't know what hewill do," he said findly. "We can try it."
"Savage will okay Ju San," Tobi-iro said confidently. "The Americans do not have the blind, sacrificing



courage of the Japanese.”

They’re not the blind misguided fools that the Japanese are, Ham thought. That's nearer the truth.
"We can see," he muttered.

"Wewill."

"Theideais for Savage to get a message to the Americans okaying Ju San?'

"es"

"Then what happens? When we turn Savage loose, he is not going back to America and tdl the same
gory." Ham grimaced thoughtfully. "Wait a minute—if we turn Savage loose and keep Monk Mayfar as
ahostage—"

"No good," Tobi-iro sad quickly. "At the end of the war, which will be sooner than even the Americans
suspect, | am afraid, the American soldierswill occupy Japan, and the first thing Savage would have them
do is rescue Monk Mayfair. Then they would dispose of Ju San’'s hopes to be Emperor in short order.”

"Yes, that' s the disagreeable probability.”
"Wewill overcomeit.”
"How?'

"Savage will be accidentaly killed as he is returning to the United States. It will be arranged. There will
be no suspicion that Japs killed him. An accident. The Americanswill not be suspicious.”

Oh, won't they, Ham thought. Y ou don’'t know Americans, brother. They’ ve been deding with Japs long
enough that they’ll expect a buzzard to hatch out a hen egg.

Tobi-iro was swearing again. "l am a sck man. The doctors ingst | get complete rest for a while. So you
are taking my place."

"Mée" Ham gasped.
"You will take my place. Y ou will receive the orders from Ju San and see they are executed.”

Glory hdlduiah, Ham thought!

TOBI-IRO gave indructions. Ham was to proceed at once to an inn west of Ooka-machi, in the country.
Monk Mayfair and Carlta Trotter were dready being taken there. So were the Dutchman and Moshi.
Ham was to take persond charge of the transportation of Doc Savage to theinn.

Once everyone was a the inn, Ham was to persondly handle the important matter of forcaing Doc Savage
to capitulate. He was to use his own methods, the inference being that how he got dong would govern his
future with Ju San’s organization. Ju San needed good men, men who could think for themsdves, but
who could aso take orders and knew which sde of ther bread was buttered, Tobi-iro intimated. Which
Ham would bet was true. If Ju San was handicapped by anything, it was a shortage of henchmen with
brains.

"I have never been to thisinn," Ham said.



He was told who would guide him. The man was a nephew of the Japanese who operated the inn, an
old-fashioned country hogelry favored by the wedthy Japanese back in the days when a Jap could
afford to take a vacation.

"Be careful of the Military Police,” Tobi-iro warned. " See that you have passesin order.”

Ham nodded. He knew how to get the passes. He a once despatched a man to the Y okohama Military
Control office a the Kagacho Police Station, Yamashita-cho, for the passes. There was a payoff
involved in the pass-getting, but it was a regular matter.

He was careful about his conduct. Reasoning that a Jap in his postion would be feding his oats, as it
were, over hisincreased authority, and aso that it was dangerous to be too close to Doc Savage, Ham
did not ride in the same car with Doc.

They went southeast past the Negishi-machi race track, turned right and crossed the Y awata Bridge,
then turned sharply right again, so as to avoid the strategic zone where they were sure to have dl kinds of
trouble with the army. As it was, they were stopped seven times. Automobiles and gasoline had never
been plentiful in Japan, and now-a-days one never took a drive without having the military police stop
him.

It became very dark. The ar was sultry, heavy. Thunder thumped and gobbled in the distance, throwing
out sullen cascading uproar, and lightning came in seldom but violent blazes.

The road twisted and turned as can only a road lad out in the beginning for two-wheeled man-pulled
carts and jinrickishas. There were no farmhouses as one finds farmhouses in America—there was just a
town, and then nothing a dl until there was another town.

Theinn was back from the road. It was too dark to tdl anything about the surroundings, because, with a
great wet rumbling and rushing, the rain was coming down. Ham scurried insde.

A tea-colored flunky leaped, ducking angrily, to remove his boots and give him the indoor sandals. He
was led to his room, which was pleasant enough and wam, heated by a kotatsu, one of the
under-the-floor charcod hesters which the Japanese loved so much.

He heard an argument outsde, a woman's voice. It was Carlta Trotter, he knew, and she was
demanding that she be permitted to take a bath.

Ham was very curious to see what Trotter looked like. He went outside, into the hal. She was beautiful.
He was impressed. She could bardly speak Japanese, but she was usng the few words she knew to give
her captors aflaling.

"Let her take abath," Ham ordered in Japanese.
She looked a Ham thoughtfully. She didn’t think much of him.
"I"d hate to meet you in a dark dley,” she said.

He was disgppointed that she did not like him. It hurt im so much that he grinned a himsdlf. Been along
time snce he’ d seen an attractive white woman.

He wondered what she would think of the old-gtyle native Japanese bath. The thing was like a big jug,
and you did the red washing out of the tub with the amdl cloths caled tenuyui, then jumped into the jug,
and out and toweled with a big taoru, loose and absorbent.



He found one of his lieutenants and said, "'l will have dinner with the prisoners.”

They ate in the old Japanese gyle, dl wearing the yukata kimonos provided by the hotd for its guests.
They had miso-shiru , athick bean soup with soy curds, then ebi no tempura, shrimp fried in a batter,
and the inevitable fish hash called yose nabe.

A gtrange thing happened in the middle of the medl.
Monk fainted.

There was some waning. Mogly an odd expresson around Monk’s mouth, dumfounded incredulity,
disodief. They were intense emations, but Monk held them back wel. He hardly changed expresson.
But it was too much for him to keep ingde him, and he passed out. He upset, ailling the kasuteria he
was edling at the time, as he rolled over.

Ham knew that Monk had recognized him.

Theinddent got Ham into a dlly state. He wanted to burst out laughing, to howl with mirth. He was afraid
he couldn’'t hdp it.

So he got up suddenly and told the guards, "Watch them closdly. Let them get some deep.” He waved an
am sharply. "But lock them up now."

He watched the prisoners led away. Doc and Trotter carried Monk. The Dutchman and Moshi followed.
No one had shown any tendency to talk during the medl.

HE intended to deep. He hadn't redized how late it was until he was in his room, and rolled up the
wooden shutter and saw that the eastern sky had afant reddish flush. It was dmost dawn.

He stood looking out of the window, scowling, wondering what the outcome of things would be, when he
discovered there was a lake of considerable sze below the inn—and a plane was going to land on the
lake.

He watched the plane. The rangorm had departed and |eft the sky washed clear. He could tdl that the
ship was a segplane, abig one.

The plane made a landing approach turn over the inn. He identified it as an Aichi 98, a three-engine
twinfloat torpedo-bomber, a copy of the Itdian Cant Z 506B. The ship had a fiveman crew, three
770-horsepower Aichi engines, was probably good for twelve hundred miles non-stop.

With that plane, they could get out of Japan. The thought fascinated him.

Suddenly he shed dl idess of degping. He did out of the window and dropped the short distance to the
ground. He went down a path, and since he had placed the guards about the place, he avoided them
eadly.

The big plane had grounded its floats on the beach when he reached the lake shore. He could hear the
Japanese crew taking.

They had landed, he learned from their tak, to avoid the sorm which was ahead. The storm front was
vary wide, and they didn't want to fly around it; and the place where they were headed, Akita, was
closed in. They expected to be there a couple of hours. They were laughing about the pilot’s bum



landing. It seemed they had a heavy load of fud aboard.
Ham whedled. He made hisway back to the inn.

He told the two guards at the door of the room where the prisoners were, "I am going to tak to them. |
will cdl if | need help.”

The prisoners stared at him. The only light came from candlesin a te-shoku candlestick that was tal and
ornately made of iron. All were there—Doc, Monk, Trotter, the Dutchman and Moshi.

"Doc," Ham whispered. "Doc, ther€' s a big segplane in the lake not a hdf mile awvay. Fueled. You and
the others can get it, | think. It'll take you to China, or even one of the Aleutians we hold. Want to try it?"

"Whéa is the dternaive?"

Ham told him the dternative. How Doc was going to be forced to okay Ju San to save Monk and
Trotter, and how Doc would then lose hislifein an "accident.”

"Then we are not in danger of immediate death?' Doc asked.
"No."
"Do you think it's sengble to cut and run now?' Doc demanded.

Ham had thought about that. "I don't know. I've worked for months trying to find out who Ju San is.
How do we know we ll learn hisidentity if we Stay?"

"It would be different if | dready knew who he is?'
"Good Lord!" Ham gasped. "Do you?'

Movement exploded near Ham. The Dutchman came to his feet. He waan't tied. All the prisoners were
supposed to be tied, but the Dutchmen threw off his ropes without trouble,

The Dutchman hit Ham. The blow was quick, with the force of the Jap's headlong legp behind it, and
Ham went down, crashing on the floor. He didn’t pass out, but things were hazy. He knew the Dutchman
hed plunged to the door and torn it open and was bdlowing in Japanese.

"Ham, cut usloos2!” Doc sad sharply. "The Dutchman is Ju San.”

Chapter Xll
DOC SAVAGE had hiswrists up, the ropes bared. He demanded, "What' s the matter?"

"I haven't got aknifed” Ham said in a horrified voice.
In the hdl, the Dutchman was screaming for more guards. "Watakushi no iu tori ni itase!” he shrieked.

Doc headed for the door. His wrists and ankles were tied, but they weren't bound together. It is
surprisng how much action a man can manage under such conditions when he has to.

Enroute to the door, he detoured to get the big candlestick, the te-shoku. The candles spilled out on the
floor and began setting the floor-mat on fire.



A guard charged into the room. He had a fixed bayonet on his rifle. Doc could not get his hands above
his head because of the way they were tied, but he threw the candlestick underhandedly. The thing hit the
guard and made a mess of his face, and the guard went down, fdling on top of his rifle and bayonet,
which was a bad break because Doc wanted the bayonet.

Ham, 4ill dazed, came staggering over and began trying to untie Doc with his fingers.
"No time" Doc said. "Use the bayonet!"

Ham tried the bayonet, but the bayonet was too dull to cut anything.

Outside in the hdl, the Dutchman stopped shouting.

Throughout the inn, men were running toward the hal and the room.

The Dutchman, triumphant now, shouted, "Savage! Savage, you hear me™

Doc sad he did.

"I tricked you!" the Dutchman said. "I had that plane land in the lake as a decoy. | know dl about you
and | know you never work aone, so | figured you had some of your men planted in my organization. |
figured if you had, the man would try to help you escape in the plane.”

Ham groaned. "I bdled things up!"
"You haven't got a chance of getting out of herel" the Dutchman warned.
Doc sad, "Ham, seeif that guard hasn't got a sword.”

The guard, the one Doc had hit with the candletick, did have a sword. Many Jap soldiers carried
them—the Samural swords that had been in their families for generations. This one wasn't particularly
good, but it was sharp. Ham cut Doc’s bindings.

There had been two guards in the hdl. The mystery of what had happened to the second one was now
cleared up. He had been afraid to enter. They could hear the Dutchman curang them.

Ham was 4ill dizzy from the Dutchman's fis-blow, so Doc took the knife. He got Monk free, then
Trotter and Moshi.

Mashi, in alow grinding voice, was cdling the Dutchman the things that a Japanese hates mogt to be
cdled. But Doc was not too confident of Moshi’s loyalty.

"Keep an eye on Moshi," he told Monk.

Monk said, "That | will." He scooped up the rifle with the dull bayonet, picked a spot on the hdl wal
beyond which he hoped the Dutchman was standing, and put a bullet through it.

The Dutchman swore. But he wasn't hit.
Doc whispered, "Monk, shoot into the hal and drive him past the door.”

Monk did that. He began at the end of the wdl farthest from the door and put a bullet every two feet
down the hdl toward the door.

The Dutchman, trying to flee the bullets, leaped past the door. And Doc got him.



DOC had the heavy iron candlestick again, and he swung that as he jumped. The candlestick came down
on the Dutchman’'s gun hand hard. The Dutchman held on to his gun, but his numbed fingers wouldn't
behave with the weapon, which drove four bullets into the floor, two of them after Doc had hold of him.

Doc dragged the Dutchman into the room.
The Dutchman was screaming. The shrieking was animd-like, entirdly fury, no fright.

Doc sad, "Take hisgun, Ham!" Doc was having trouble with the compactly built Dutchman, for the man
was a master of the most vicious sort of judo.

Ham got the Dutchman's gun. By tha time, Doc Savage had a neck hold on the Dutchmaen, a
thumbs-pressing-nerves-under-the-ear thing that reduced the man to a dazed condition.

Outside in the hdl, there was confusion. But the men were gpproaching. Japs were svarming around the
room.

Doc Savage, crouching in the semi-darkness, considered ways and means. He thought of what the
Dutchman had screamed in the hdl. He didn’'t remember dl of it, but he fdt farly sure that the Dutchman
hadn’t named any names. The ydling had been confined mosily to darm, and to summoning help.

Doc turned the Dutchman around. He hit im hard enough to make him temporarily unconscious, then put
him on the floor.

He picked up a mat and tossed it over the body o that the legs and an arm showed, but so that the face
was covered.

Doc swept up the ropes and gave them a quick fake twist around hiswrigts.
"Seeif you can't make them think we are il tied," he whispered.

The others didn't get the ides, or if they did, thought it was impracticd. But Monk forced them down on
the floor, arranged the ropes, and did some shushing. "Doc’s got some kind of atrick,” he whispered.

Doc had atrick. It was a farfetched thing, one he wouldn’'t have taken under normd conditions. But the
hdl was full of darmed Japs. He could hear them hissng at each other, meking plans to rush the door.
Now and then one would shout a question. They seemed to be confused, and Doc was depending on the
confuson to help histrick.

Doc sad, "Ham."

"y e

"If | get the bdl inthe air, catch it and run with it."
"Right."

Doc lifted his voice, imitating the Dutchman’s dy voice as exactly as he could, moulding his tones as
closdy as possible to the screaming frenzy that had been in the Dutchman’s ydling a few moments ago.

"You meninthe hdl!" he shrieked in Japanese. "Can you hear me?'

They could, someone shouted.



"An attempt has been made to free the prisonerd” Doc screeched. "There is a plane on the lake. The
crew are disgguised as Japanese navy fliers. Capture them. Don't let them get away in the plane. Don't
believe athing they tdl you about being navy fliers”

There was slencein the hdl. Now they were more confused now.
"Who are you?" a Japanese demanded.
"Ju San ishere" Doc said.

NONE of the Japs were obeying the order to dash outdoors and seize the navy fliers. But neither were
they charging the room, which was something accomplished.

Ham grabbed the bal. He shouted at the Japanese, "Get going, you sons of witless mothers! Do as you
are ordered.”

A Jap growled that they weren't satisfied. What was wrong in the room? Were the prisoners dill there?

Ham, as loudly and arrogantly as he could, bellowed, "You foadls, everything is dl right in herel Come in
and see! Come on, quick!"

There was no ingant rush for the door. The approach was cautious, and rifle barrels appeared before
Japs did. Then, when they saw everything seemed to be quiet in the room, dl of them tried to get in at
once.

Ham got in their way, swearing and poking with hisrifle-stock. He let only three of them insde.

"I don't want a lot of confusion in here!” he screamed. "This isT't a peep-show. The prisoners are dill
prisoners, you can see that! Now get going!"

"Whereis Ju San?' a Jap demanded.

"He went out of the window. He doesn’t want to be seen!” Ham ydled. "He went out of the window.
The navy fliers who tried to rescue the prisoners escaped through the window, too. Go get them.
Capture them."

Doc Savage thought: Thisisfabulous. It's working. It's crazy, but it's working.
Ham had an inspiration.

He roared, "Ju San is a very tdl man in a gray busness suit. He has a red necktie. Don't harm such a
menif you see him!"

That did it. The Japs began to scatter from the doorway. They went outside, a part of them. Not dl. But
mog of them.

Ham ydled, "Shoot down those fake navy fliers the minute you see them! They're traitorsl They're not
navy fliers evenif they say they are! Ther uniforms are disguisest Shoot them!”

More Japs left. Only three were left. The three who had entered the room. These did not leave.

Ham looked a Doc Savage hdplesdy. Ham was swesating from fright and tension, the perspiration a
moid filmdl over his face. He had his hands pressed tight to his thighs, the fingers spread wide, to hide



thar trembling.
He was afraid to order the three Japs outdoors. That would be too much.

He ordered them, "Get to the window! Be watchful! Do not show yourselves, or you may get shot.
Watch and ligen!"

The three Japanese began crossing the room. The story had taken them in, and dl their attention was
concentrated on the window. They waked close to the prisoners, looking briefly at them, then at the
window.

When dl three had their eyes on the window, Doc Savage came up. He came swiftly, dlently, and he
was on the toughest-looking of the trio before the felow expected trouble. He got the man from behind,
got aforearm againg the man’s windpipe, shutting off voca sound.

Monk was dmog as fast as Doc. He got a second Jap. And he silenced that one, too.

Ham had to take the third. He was quick, but not quick enough. He pinned the man, but the felow
wrenched madly and freed his mouth. He yeled an darm, and kept ydling.

Trotter jumped around in front of the screaming Jap and jammed his mouth with a handful of the ropes
that had been used to quiet the prisoners. That slenced im somewhat. Trotter then hammered at the
fdlow's jaw with her figts, but she lacked the sirength to knock him out.

"Hit im with his gun!™ Ham gasped. "Don't break your hands.”

She tore the rifle away from the Jap and clubbed him with it, and he became loose. Trotter
enthugadticdly ran to the other Japs and beat them over the head with the gun, one a a time, until she
hed them unconscious.

Doc sad, "Scoop up ther rifles. But do not start shooting until you have to.”

HAM went from one Jap to another, making sure that Trotter had hit them hard enough to keep them
unconscious. He did this by hitting them again. He knew each of them persondly, and he knew they were
the offscourings of Japan, fellows who deserved no pity, so he hit them hard.

"You are overdoing that,” Doc said. "No need to kill them.”
"They'reras," Ham said.

Maoshi got to his feet. He had taken no part in the fight, dthough he had tried. He wasn't able. He was
pae, and looked sick, for the ribs which Monk had broken in the attack on the dock when they first
reached Japan were beginning to bother him a greet dedl.

He looked at them and said, "I'm not worth athing. Y ou can leave me here if you want.”
"You want to stay here?' Monk demanded.
"No, thanks," Moshi said.

"I will carry you," Doc told him. "Come on, everyone. Monk, you take the Dutchman. We had better get
out of theinn."



They worked into the hdl, down that, out of a window on the uphill sde. There was a garden, not a
formd one, but adiminutive jungle of shrubbery with stone pathways.

"Far enough,” Doc said inalow voice. "Wait here, and see what happens.”
They crouched down, and waited.
Shortly, from down near the lake, they heard a Japanese shout, "Tomare! Tare da?"

"Oh, oh" Monk whispered. "That's one of the navy fliers chdlenging somebody. Ligen for the
fireworks™

The fireworks came dmog immediatey, and they were exactly that. Gunfire. Rifle blagts in a ragged
volley, a short bedlam that came popping up like brittle thunder, and its echoes scampered around in the
valey and off nearby hills

Doc sad, "Come on. They jumped the navy fliers™

They began running. There was enough light to see their way. The lake was crinkling silver, placid in the
pae light.

"Waich out!" Doc warned suddenly. "Take cover!”

They got out of Sght none too soon. Because from the direction of the lake came running Japs. They
were dlent and they were grim. Thar eyes were on the hotdl.

The"navy" fliers and the Ju San henchmen had gotten together. They were not genuine navy fliers, then.
They must be navy men, Doc thought, to have gotten the big seaplane that was on the lake. But they
could be in the navy and dill be Ju San henchmen. Anyway, they were together now. There mugt have
been mutud acquaintances in the two groups.

The angry Japs went past. One was curang Shig—Ham's Japanese name—and tdling how and where
he was going to shoot Shigi when he saw him.

When they were gone, Ham whispered, "They’ ve got my number now."
"Comeon," Doc sad. "The plane.”

There were two Jap guards a the plane. They were not on the ship itsdf, but were on the beach, and in
typica Japanese fashion, one was hdping another dimb a tree that had a dick trunk, where the man
could post himsdf as a sniper.

Doc whispered, "Cover them with arifle, Ham, while | rush them. Shoot if you have to."

Ham didn’'t have to shoot. Trotter gasped at the violence of the fight when Doc reached the two Japs,
dthough the fight lasted hardly more than three seconds.

Doc raced on to the plane. It was bardly aground. He heaved at the floats, and the big ship moved back
dowly.

"Gat aboard," he said.

THEY were handing the Dutchman into the plane when he tried to stab Doc. The Dutchman made the try



with the bayonet of the rifle Trotter was carrying. He had regained consciousness and had been dy
enough not to let them know.

The Dutchman snatched Trotter’ srifle Hisidea was to fdl backward, pulling Trotter and the rifle, so as
to drive the bayonet into Doc’s back.

Moshi screeched a warning. Doc twisted clear. The bayonet missed. Moshi shrieked again, this time in
frenzied rage, and fdl wesakly upon the tangle made by Trotter, Doc and the murderous Dutchman.
Moshi got the bayonet. He drove the blade into the Dutchman repestedly, into the Dutchman's throat,
chest, ssomach, making sobbing sounds of fury, bayoneting the Dutchman even after he was dead and
under the water and the water wasfilling with crimson.

Doc, seeing the sck anvful look on Trotter’s face, picked her up and shoved her into the plane.
Then he pinned Moshi’s arms, pulled the rifle away from him.

Moshi, frenzy ill in his voice, began cursang the dead Dutchman, who was Ju San. The Dutchman was a
devil; Japan would have fdlen into his clutches after she was defeated in the war. Moshi wanted to drag
the Dutchman's body out of the lake and cut it to pieces.

Doc threw Maoshi bodily into the plane.

"Take him dong," he ordered. "He will get over this Hell be a big help in keeping in touch with the
Japanese group with which the Allies are going to ded &fter the war.”

Doc stepped back on to the beach.
"Aren't you going?' Monk yelled.

"Head for the Aleutians”" Doc directed. "Use the radio to contact American stations so you won't be
shat down.”

"Aren't you going dong?' Monk shouted.
"No," Doc sad. "There is more planning to be done with our Japanese group. Get going.”

Doc went back across the beach, into the shrubbery. He waited there long enough to see the plane turn
dowly into the wind, gather speed, go on step and lift and moaning off the lake surface.

When the plane had logt itsdf in the blinding eye of the morning sun, he turned and began waking, his
thoughts on the coldly dangerous problem of getting back into Y okohama.

THREE weeks and two days later, a Hiro 97 Japanese flying boat put Doc Savage aboard aU. S. Navy
PT boat outsde Dutch Harbor. Colond Rieger was aboard the PT boat. He was no longer Colond
Rieger. He had stars on his collar.

Rieger shook hands warmly with Doc Savage. "l guess | won't have to treat you like a traitor this time”
Rieger sad. "Glad to see you."

Doc grinned a the stars. Rieger explained sheepishly, "Washington seemed to think | did a good job of
hendling your show when you took off for Japan. They booted me up to a Brigadier Generd. | fed like
the guy who fdl in the creek and came out with his pocket full of fish."

"Monk and Ham 4ill here?"



Rieger nodded. "Safe. Trotter isdill here, too."
"Isshedl right?"

Rieger laughed. "She says she's going to stay in our hair until we send her on another secret misson to
Japan." He sobered. "There' s a delegation walting for you. Brass hats from Washington. There's been so
much rank arriving here the last few days that | fed like a buck private.”

Reiger had not exaggerated about the quantity of rank on hand in Dutch Harbor. Doc Savage met with
them that night.

He told them: "There is no need for a speech. We now have a satisfactory group of Japanese to take
over Japan dfter sheis defeated. They are not traitors, so the Japanese people will follow them. They are
the kind of Japanese we want to put in charge of what is left of Japan after the war. They are Japanese
who think the way we think.

"Inthe lagt three weeks, | was able to give them the entire plan formulated by the Allies for taking over
Japan when collapse comes. They have agreed fully to the plan. They understand it. You gentlemen
know the plan aswdl as |, s0 there isno need of re-hashing it now. It isenough to say thet this post-war
plan of operation will enable usto reduce by &t least a million men the force necessary to occupy Japan.
That means a million American soldiers get to come home a year or two sooner than otherwise. And
therewill be no extended mopping up work in Japan over a period of years which would take perhaps
thousands of American lives In short, we are dl set for the end of the war with Japan.”

DOC met Trotter outside afterward.

She sad, "They threw me out of there. They wouldn't let me ligen.”

"It's hush-hush," Doc said.

"What would happen if | filed a story to my paper about this?' she asked.
"They would lock you up and throw the key away, probably,” Doc assured her.

"Then I"d better write another innocent piece about the weather.” She laughed. "Pot Johnson, my editor,
will cry like a baby when he gets another one of those. | wish | could hear him, the bum!”

"Why not compromise and have dinner with me?'
"You mean that?'
"Of course.”

Trotter burst out laughing. "Let's get Monk and Ham. This dinner is going to cost them exactly a
thousand dollars between them.”

"If Monk and Ham have fifty dollars between them, they’re abnormdly heded," Doc told her. "Ther
normd living scae is just about twice whet they take in."

"Why, darn them, they bet me a thousand to one that | wouldn’t even land a dinner date with you. They
sad your wolf rating was grictly zero."

Doc, feding foalish, wondered just who had landed whom. Possibly he was not the firg man to wonder



about this.

THE END

PIPE-LINE TO TROUBLE

The Hatfield-McCoy feud had nothing on this one—where Doc Savage had to clear up sabotage and
murder in a congtruction gang!

Don't miss SATAN BLACK inthe November
DOC SAVAGE
on sde September 22



