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Chapter |

SAM CLARK was crawling on the floor looking for a paper dip when—uwithout a knock, without a
warning—the hotel room door burst open. Sam was frightened until he had to jam both figts hard on the
floor to keep his arms from trembling.

“Petey!” he gulped, identifying the arrivd.

Petey cam in saying, “You know wha—I saw the best-looking blonde babe just now —" He stopped
and stared. “What's the matter, Sam? Did you lay an egg?’

Sam cursed him bitterly and in detail, his deep and rather hard tones knocking together like rocks. He
touched on mogt of the intimate details of Petey's ancestry. Then he cautioudy lifted one arm to seeif it
was dill shaking, and it wasn't. He said, “Why didn't you telephone the room, or knock?’

“Why, you told me not to telephone—it might set off therifle” said Petey.

“Yeeh, that's right,” Sam muttered, and, embarrassed by having been so frightened, went to looking for
the paper dip again.

Sam had a headlong, ahletic look about him, and this ar—aert, active, devilis+—gave him an
appearance of being larger than he was, which was two inches under ax feet and twenty pounds lighter
then the two hundred he seemed. A collegiate way of dressng helped out this sprightliness He was
twenty-five and looked thirty-five or even forty, due to the kind of trestment his face had received as a
result of pushing it into the kind of places where he had pushed it. He looked—and was—the kind of guy
who was living in a century that was too peaceable, a fdlow who should have lived back when there
were more new frontiers to explore, and kingdoms to be won, far damsds in distress, and buccaneers
saling the seas.
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“You told me” said Petey again, “not to telegphone the room on account of it might set off the gun.”
Sam grunted and hunted the paper dip.

Pete was awiry little man of uncertain nationaity—he was Polynesian, he cdlaimed frequently, supposedly
from an idand cdled Oh Hah, in the group north of Tahiti. On the other hand, he sometimes said he was
aLimehouse boy from London, a Sands Street boy from Brooklyn, or assorted other places—he could,
rather remarkably, look and act each of these nationdities. He, like Sam, was an adventurer & heart, and
he adored Sam, took Sam's word as law, and seemed very grateful to Sam for tolerating him. He was
outspoken with Sam, which seemed to bother Sam not at dl.

Petey went over and examined the rifle

“Thisisahdl of a contrgption,” he said. “Y ou think it's gonna work?’
“Sureitll work,” Sam said.

“What if it shoots the wrong guy?’

THE rifle, 2 30-06 U. S. Army issue weapon which they had bought that afternoon at a sporting goods
house, had been lashed in a subgtantid manner on top of the hotd dresser which was in turn wired
securdly to the radiator below the window. Two telephone directories, the dassfied and the Manhattan
directory, had been used for wedging purposes.

Petey sghted down the barrel. There was a restaurant in the building across the street, on the second
floor, and there was one table in a sort of windowed acove which offered a view of the street and made
an excdlent target. The table was quite large. The rifle was sghted directly in the center of it, a an
elaborate centerpiece of flord design.

“You sure thisgunis sghted in?’

“Yegh,” Sam Clark said.

“How you know?’

“Dammit, we just bought the gun new this afternoon.”

“Y ou gonna take the word of the guy sold us the thing?’

“Hep mefind this paper dip!”

“I wouldn't take the word—"

“l drove out in the country and shot it,” Sam said patiently. “It targets in good enough to suit me”
“Whatcha want the paper dip for?’

He got no answer, so he scrambled around on his hands and knees hdping Sam, and presently they
found the paper dip.

Petey then watched with interest as Sam arranged a trigger-tripping gadget that was rather elaborate. A
gring ran from the clapper of the telephone bell—Sam had removed the cover from the ringer—to the
tongue of a trip, home-made, of the sort boys cdl a figure-4 trap and set for rabbits. Ringing of the
telephone would trip the figure-4 gimmick, a book would then fdl off the table, a gring tied to the book
would yank therifle trigger.



“That gonna work?’
“Sureitll work.”

Petey looked at the name of the book that was going to pull the rifle trigger. It was a copy of How To
Win Friends And Influence People. Petey thought this was funny.

“Did you think that up yoursdlf, or was it an accident?” He indicated the book.
Sam said modestly that he had thought it up himsdf. “A touch of the unique” he explained.

“Y eah, atouch that is gonna make him think you're touched,” Petey said. “You know this is a smart guy
you'e foadling with. He is lidble to look at the place where you stood and read your mind. What if
something like that book should tip himit was a shenanygin?’

“What time does this come off?’
“What timeisit now?’

“Sx thirty-eight,” Petey said without looking at his watch. He had, and was proud of, a rather uncanny
fadlity for tdling the exact time at any given moment.

“He eats a& seven,” Sam Clark sad.

Petey scratched his head and wished to know how the hdl Sam had found out that Doc Savage dined at
seven. “| phoned the restaurant,” Sam explained. “1 said | was supposed to join Savage for a business
conference at dinner, and what time did he eat, and did he have a regular time. They said as regular as
clockwork, and it was seven o'clock.”

“Whet if he don't?’

“Wel, what if he don't?” Sam snapped.

“And whet if he doesn't take that table?’

“The guy in the restaurant says he dway's uses thet table, because it's private.”

“Wha if the telephone here rings at the wrong time?’

“Ligen, I'm gonna ask some questions,” Sam said sharply. “Fird, did you buy the ticket?’

“No. | had the guy downgtairs, the porter, buy the ticket for me. It's on the eight o'clock tran to St
Louis”

“Theticket read only St. Louis?’
“Nah. To Butte, Montana. That's where you said, wasnt it?’

“l sad any place in Montana. Buite is as good as anywhere — You sure the porter will remember you
buying the ticket and whét train it was on?’

“He oughta, after the argument we had.”
“What kind of an argument? We don't want this too obvious”

“It wasn't exactly an argument. | just recited him a poem. "There was a young lady from Butte, Who went



on aterible toot—"

“Never mind your poem,” Sam said hadtily. “The thing we want is a clear trall leading to the eight o'clock
train out of Miami, and | hope that'll do it. But you be sure to get on that train or a least go through the
gate. Make some kind of commotion when you get aboard, so the guy at the gate will remember you.
Not too obvious. Something like misplacing your ticket and looking scared and having alittle argument.”

“Sure. | got that dl figured out.”
“But don't get on the train, actudly.”
“Not me”

Sam did some pondering, then announced, “You might do it like this—walk through the gate and down
the ramp with the rest of the passengers, but instead—"

“They got along platform, not aramp. Thisaint New Y ork—"

“Down the platform, dope! But don't get on any of the coaches. Keep going, and wak around the front
of the engine, acting like you were on business, maybe a guy working for the railroad. Anyway, keep out
of the conductor's sight, and let the train get out of town without you.”

“Okay.”
“What timeisit now?’

“Sx forty-seven.”

“Better light out for the raillway station. | don't want you around here when the shot goes off.”

“When Savage gets to the table, I'l be in the restaurant, and I'll use the telephone there to cdl this room,
and discharge therifle” Sam grinned. “Pretty dick, don't you think.”

“Very dippery,” Petey agreed. “I hope our feet don't dide out from under us on this dedl, isdl.”

SAM CLARK had not previoudy seen Doc Savage, but had heard vagudly of Savage on a number of
different occasions and—and this had surprised hm—inwiddy separate parts of the world, so evidently
Savage, who was cdled the bronze man, or the man of bronze, had a rather widespread reputation. Sam
did not believe what he had heard about Doc Savage, because it did not seem quite logicd, particularly
the part about the bronze man's reputation, which was supposed to be righting wrongs which were, for
one reason or another, outsde the ability of the regular law enforcement mediums. This sounded too
much like Galahad suff to Sam, and he could not see where there would be any profit in it, other than
satisfaction, and it was difficult to make a med from satisfaction. He had heard that Doc Savage had
consderable finandd means which Sam figured further disproved the Gaahad theory, which had gone
out of syle dong with tin pants, and going to a blacksmith when you wanted your coat patched. But he
was quite interested in seeing what sort Doc Savage redly was.

He was not disappointed.
He said, “Whoeeee!” softly.

Any doubts about his being able to recognize Savage vanished, for the man was phydcaly as noticegble
as a neon 9gn. He was a man with a remarkable persondity thet did not come entirdy from the deeply
sun-bronzed hue of his skin and the dightly darker bronze of his hair and a somewhat unusud flake gold



coloration of his eyes—not brown, and not ditrine either. They were driking eyes. Savage's Sze was dso
griking, Sam suddenly redized, when he noticed the comparison between the bronze man and the
headwaiter in the restaurant, who was not a midget.

Impressed, darmed, Sam Clark watched Doc Savage being conducted to the table in the windowed
acove, where the bronze man seated himsdf and began ingpecting a menu. Quite a number of thoughts
dashed through Sam's mind, most of them having to do with whether or not he might have made a
midake somewhere. It was not Sam's naiure to become adarmed readily—the fact that sudden
unexpected events could startle him and make him shaky as the devil for a few moments had nothing to
do with a state of protracted darm; he was of ajumpy nature, that was al—but he was concerned now.
Maybe, he thought thisis once | should have looked more closely before | took a bite,

Bosh! What was there to be afraid of ? His plan was nicdly laid. The shot would arouse in Savage a wish
to catch whoever had fired upon him, and the trail that had been laid was a plain one. The rifle bullet, for
ingance, would smash the hote room window through which it passed, which would be due enough as
to the source. Therailway ticket Petey had bought would lead graight to the . Louis train, and even a
dight inquiry would indicate Petey had boarded the train. Petey was supposed to be the only one
occupying the hotd room, so actudly he, Sam, wasin the clear.

Having re-assured himsdlf, he touched his lips with his napkin—he had ordered pompano, had taken a
few hearty bites before Doc Savage had appeared and impaired his gppetite—and arose. The telephone
was convenient; he had made sure of that. He dropped in his nickel, got the operator.

“Adair Hotd,” he asked. He turned his head, made sure that the rifle bulle, if it hit where aimed, would
not strike Doc Savage. “Room 308,” he sad.

Therifle bullet came into the restaurant and made dl the commotion he had hoped for.

Chapter Il

VIOLENTLY, crash-jangle, the vase in which the table centerpiece was arranged sprang to bits and
scattered over the room, or at least over the acove and the area immediaidy adjacent, dong with the
window, dl the glass of which—a pane about four by seven feet—seemed to Solit into a thousand bits
and fdl into the room. The table top—it was modernigtic black glass, something Sam Clark hadn't noted
previoudy—aso burgt into sections when the bullet passed through; afterward the bullet, hitting the floor,
which was of reinforced concrete covered with some sort of tiling, got under the tiling and came across
the room leaving a track, under the tiling, that might have been made by a smdl speedy mole.

Then slence. It was dmogt as brittle as the bresking glass.

Doc Savage had hardly moved. Sam Clark, at this point, made a rather shocking discovery—he redized
that Doc Savage, in seating himsdf at the table, had occupied such a position that a part of the building,
brick saverd inches thick had shidded him from the hotel window across the street. There was not much
timefor this to more than come to Sam's attention.

Arisng, Doc Savage crossed the restaurant, not seeming inany particular hurry. It appeared to Sam that
Savage was heading for the exit, which proved to be awide error of judgment on Sam's part.

Suddenly Sam found himsdlf saized.

He sad, “Here! Dammit! What's the idea?” He did not sound as innocently indignant as he sought to
sound.



“Theidea,” Doc Savage sad, “is purdy your own. Or isit?’
He had a powerful voice with qudities of tone and training and power.
“Leggo me!” Sam said.

Doc Savage did not say anything and did not let go, and Sam, whose idea of a fight was to get it over
with quick, and anything would go, made am ambitious attempt to kick Doc in the ssomach. Doc moved
just enough so that the kick missed. He hooked an am under Sam's leg and jerked, and Sam came
down on the floor, hard. He was fortunate enough to keep his head from cracking the floor more than
enough to daze him momentarily. Doc leaned down and planted a fis on Sam's third vest button, not
gppearing to hit very hard. But the result stopped Sam's breathing, and most of his other functions, for a
few moments.

Sam was dragged toward the door.

The restaurant proprietor, who was aso the head-waiter, bounced nervoudy aongsde, wishing to know,
“Is there anything—anything at dl—"

“No. No, well take it from here” Doc Savage's voice, manner, were friendly. He added, “1 want to tdl
you again that | appreciate your tdling me there had been someone tdephoning and showing curiosity
about exactly whet time | ate here, and what table | used.”

“Glade to do it,” said the restaurant owner. He was pleased.

“Wdl, you did us a great favor, and we appreciate it. If we could make some kind of finencd
remuneration—"

The restaurant man wouldn't hear of that; hel, dont be ridiculous, he sad; after dl, his brother,
Frederick, wouldn't be the successful surgeon he now wasif it hadn't been for the study foundation which
Doc Savage had established o thet fellows like Frederick, who had tdent but not money, could take

specidized study.

Sam Clark revived enough to swear hitterly.

“So this restaurant monkey tipped you off!” he complained.

DOC SAVAGE took Sam Clark across the street to the Adair Hotel.

“So you got them!” said the pleased manager of the hotdl.

“That's one of them,” said the hotdl porter, looking at Sam.

“The other'nisupdgtairs” said the elevator operator.

Sam asked hitterly, “Is there anybody in Miami who doesn't know al about this?’

Petey was waiting, or being detained, in their room. Petey, skinned and bruised in severd places, eyed
Sam gloomily and said, “| thought you had such adick plan!”

Sam, in no mood for conversation, inspected Petey's captors. There were two of these and they looked
nothing dike, seemed to have nothing in common, not even much fondness for each other. He recognized
them, after a moment's thought, as being Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks, two of a group of five
pecidists who were supposed to be associated with Doc Savage in most of his activities.



Monk Mayfar was a squat four-by-fourish sort of an individud with a gatlingly homdy face, a
considerable growth of wiry red hair that was as thick elsawhere on him, namdy his forearms, as it was
on his bullet head. Apparently he had gone to consderable trouble to dress as doppily, and dso as
loudly, as possible. Sam, remembering Monk Mayfair was reputedly one of the world's great indudrid
chemids, was startled.

Ham Brooks looked somewha more the part. He was a wide-mouthed, wide-shoulder, rather
handsome man with the wiry air of a fox-terrier, and the cultured and unconscioudy projected voice of an
orator of the spdlbinder school. His dothing was expensive, immaculate, and a compromise between
Bond Street and Hollywood, impressive without being loud. Brooks, Sam reflected, at least looked like
the noted attorney he was reputed to be.

Petey cleared histhroat.
“They musgta been smarter than somebody figured,” he ventured.
“So was the restaurant guy,” Sam agreed gloomily.

DOC SAVAGE examined the rifle, mentioned that it showed a certain ingenuity, then began going over
the room, finding nothing in the way of baggage except a cheap new suitcase, thoughtfully loaded with
bricks so the bellhop wouldn't think it contained no baggage. In a wastebasket was heavy wrapping
paper, grease-stained, which had obvioudy been around therifle.

“Nothing to identify them,” Doc announced. “Let's see what they have on them.”

Sam objected indignantly to being searched. “Thisisillegd!” he ydled.

“Asillegd as anything,” agreed Ham Brooks, the lawyer. “Stand 4ill, brother, or some more illegdities
will happen to you!”

Petey said hopefully, “Sam, | think you can lick them. Are you gonna stand for this?’

Sam snorted. He was 4ill not bresthing normally as a result of the punch Doc Savage had given himin
the midsection.

Monk and Ham tossed the contents of Sam and Petey's pockets on the bedspread as they unearthed
them, and Doc Savage, Stting on the edge of the bed, went through the suff. Petey's pockets contained
two dozen dot machine dugs and another dozen dugs for illegd usein pay telephones, four dog-track bet
ticket stubs, severa more pari-mutuel bet tickets from Hidesh track, a hdf-eaten candy bar, and a totd
of eighty-saven cents.

From Sam'’s pockets came a pair of brass knucks, arall of nickes that would dso serve wdl in afight, a
receipt for a fine paid in court, ten dollars, a short newspaper item about the fight—the same one,
evidently which had drawn the fine—which said that one Sam Clark, a vagrant, had badly beaten a night
dub bouncer and two sociditesin a fracas over a blonde. There was dso a brand-new hillfold in the
two-dollar price range which contained two hundred dollars, in fives and tens, negtly fastened together

with a paper dip.

Doc Savage fanned through Sam's two hundred.

“All of the pay-off, or part of it?’ he asked Sam.

“You an't gonna take that dough?’ Sam demanded, aarmed.



The greenbacks made a fluttering sound as Doc fanned through them again. “Y ou work cheap.”
“Huh?’

“Not enough.”

Sam sad indignantly, “Two hundred is a lotta dough.”

“You think so?’

“Why not?’

“l think 1 know some individuas who would go a little higher, say around fifty thousand dollars, for
somebody to take a shot a me” Doc said dryly. “They would expect a somewha more skillful job,

though.”
Petey showed interest. “Would you mind giving me the names of them guys?’ he asked.
“Shut up!” Sam snapped.

Monk Mayfar gave his dacks, which seemed in perpetua danger of diding off his hips, a hitch. “So you
guys were hired.”

“Mind-readerd” Petey said.
“Shut up!” Sam ordered Petey.

Doc Savage scraped the baongings together on the bed, and remarked, “No weapons. That speaks a
word in your behdf.” He leaned back, rdaxed and not seeming upsst—damingly cdm, in Sam's
opinion—and examined the two prisoners Speculatively. He selected Petey for his next questions, asking,
“Who hired you two fdlows to put that on me and why?’

Petey registered blankness. “ Sam told me to shut up,” he explained.

THAT, after five minutes, was the sum totd of information that Petey and Sam were willing to divulge.
The quedioning was interrupted—not as permanently as Sam hoped; he was beginning to be quite
damed by Doc Savage—by the ringing of the telephone, and the information from downgtairs, that the
police were there to see what had happened.

“Send the officers up,” Doc directed.

Sam was upset by this. “You aint got nothing on mel” he said hadlily.

“Only enough to get you about twenty years for attempted homicide” Ham Brooks, the attorney,
informed him.

“It was agag!”

“What was?’

“The whale thing!”
“How do you know?’

“That's what the guy told me.”



“Wha glJy?’
Sam considered this. “I guess| can't say. | told the guy | wouldnt,” he muttered.

There were two policemen, a lieutenant named Avery and a patrolman in uniform named, or cdled, Gilly.
Lieutenant Avery had along mule-shaped face which, when he saw Doc Savage, lighted up in a grin as if
he were preparing to bray. “Wdl, for God's sake, it's Mr. Savagel” he said explosvely. “Say, maybe
you don't remember me—Avery, Theodore Avery—but | wasin the FBI police school a couple of years
ago when you lectured on the Kedler polygraph for recording psychogavanic reflexes.”

Doc Savage sad that of course he remembered the lieutenant, and added, “Have you 4ill got the party
fishing boat for a Sde-line?’

“Sure, | ill got the boat. | want to take you out in the Gulf Stream for a day's fishing while you're here,”
sad the lieutenant. “Uh—thisis Patrolman Gilly. Gilly put in a cdl; said there was a shooting.”

“There was,” Doc indicated Sam Clark and Petey. “A gag, they say. Someone pad them two
hundred—the two hundred may have been a down payment only—to fire a shot into the restaurant table
where | was edting. | was then supposed to investigate, find a trall which they'd arranged for me, and
follow the tral to Butte, Montana, | think it was. The dedl stubbed its toe when the owner of the
restaurant across the street, Mr. Domani, became suspicious of a telephone cdler who wished exact
details about when | ate dinner, and what table | used. Mr. Domani natified me, and Monk and Ham
here did some invedtigating—with a pair of binoculars, they discovered a man rigging a rifle behind the
window in this room, and so we took measures to apprehend this par’—he nodded a Sam,
Petey—"and | was careful not to show mysdf within range of the rifle, in case it was an atempt on my
life Apparently it wasn't such an attempt, because Sam Clark, in the restaurant, where | seized him a few
moments later, did not seem surprised when the bullet only went through the table.”

Sam Clark's jaw had loosened, his expresson had become blankly foolish; he swalowed twice, with
difficulty, and blurted, “How, by God, did you figure that dl out?’

Lieutenant Avery said, “Restaurant man tipped you, eh? Sure he wasn't in on it?’
“Mr. Domani!” Doc seemed surprised.

“Oh, Domani—sure, he'sdl right. | know Domani. Nice guy.” The lieutenant scowled a Sam and Petey.
“You want us to fan these guys into the badtille for you?’

“I'd like to look a hit further into it.”
“Yeah, that wouldn't be a bad idea. You want us to hep?’
“If it's not breaking any rules, wed like to tackle it ourselves,” Doc explained.

Lieutenant Avery grinned. “It's bresking rules, dl right, but that's what rules are for. If you need any little
sarvice we can give, holler.”

“Wewill.”

TO Sam Clark's horror, and Petey's confessed disbdief, the two policemen now departed. Petey, after
his eyes had protruded, demanded of Sam, “What's got into them cops? They go off and leave dvilians
to investigate their own shooting scrape! Who ever hearda sucha thing!”

“We got influence” Monk Mayfair told him grimly.



Doc Savage, having accompanied the two policemen to the devator, returned and closed and locked the
door, then went over and looked Sam coldly in the eye.

“Jud before the officers arrived,” Doc said, “you started to tdl a story. You got as far as saying it was dl
agag, and someone had told you it was a gag. Do you want to go on from there?’

“Goon?

“The rest of the sory.”

Sam was impressed, but not sufficiently impressed to talk.
“l got nothin' to say.” He put his jaw ouit.

“Why not?’

“I choose not to discussit,” Sam said.

Monk suggested, “Maybe he chooses to lose his teeth instead.” Monk went over and showed Sam a
block of fis which appeared capable of smashing bricks and looked, from the scars on it as if it might
have been employed for some amilar purpose in the past. “You think your nose is harder then this?’
Monk waggled the fid.

Doc Savage made aredraining gesture. “I think there is a less messy way.” The remark gave him Sam's
darmed attention, and Doc added, “ Sam—if that is your name—have you ever heard of hyoscine?’

Sam batted his eyes. “Which?’

“Itis” Doc explained, “nearly identicad with scopolamine in its effects. It is administered hypodermicaly
in repeated does until a stage of mild ddlirium isinduced, and at a certain stage the victim is afflicted with
a peculiar forgetfulness which seems to cover any dibi he may have figured out for himsdf as security
agang being accused of a crime, and likewise he usudly forgets that he does not want to tdl the truth. In
such a gate, he implicates himsdf reedily if guilty.”

“Hah!” said Sam explosively. Just what he meant by the exclamation, the tone did not say. Modly it was
darmed.

“Unfortunately,” added Doc Savage, “thereis alarge dement of danger connected with the Suff. It is so
dangerous, in fact, that its use in connection with twilight deep for childbirth in hospitals has been
discontinued — Degth indications, in the course of an autopsy are gengrdly the same as those of
agphyxiation, which is equivdent to drowning or choking to death, and is probably not a very pleasant
way to die”

Monk, redizing what Doc Savage was trying to do—induce a state of alarm—pretended some concern
of hisown. “Doc, not that | give a damn about this guy, but | fed | should, as a chemig, point out that the
hyoscine manufactured under these post-war conditionsisn't too religble. If you want to murder this guy,
I'd say go ahead and use it. Otherwise, | think he would be better off if we beat it out of him.”

Having offered this he, Monk, looked as solemn as possible.

Sam Clark fdt he was being kidded, but he wasn't too sure. He fitted two or three expressons on his
face—sneer, scowl, bravado, a second scowl that was thoughtful, a what-the-hell look of
resgnation—which gpparently mirrored the state of his mind. “Okay, but there's one thing you gotta let
medo,” he said.



Doc waited questioningly.

Clark said, “Put that money in an envelope—one of the hotel envelopes will do—and stamp it. Then
write a name and address on it that I'll give you, and drop it in the mailbox.”

“What's the idea?’
“Smple. | didn't ddiver on the job. So the guy gets back his cash.”

Monk, astonished, examined Sam Clark, concluded Sam was being honest and said, “Danged if | don't
think you mean it!”

“Why not?’

THE name Sam Clark wrote on the envelope was Mr. Parker Shelling. The address was 1766 Riviera
Point, Miami Beach. He showed it to them.

“A pd of yours, you see,” he said.

Doc Savage had never heard of a Mr. Parker Shelling, and he glanced questioningly at Monk.
“Not me,” Monk said hedtily.

“Nor me” Ham said.

Sam Clark scowled. “What are you giving me? Don't you know the guy?’

“No,” Doc sad. “Mail that money to him, and then let's tak it over.” Doc had a book of three-cent
gamps in his hillfold, and they guessed the weight of the envelope containing the currency, added an
extra three-cent stamp for luck, and conggned it to the mall chute at the end of the hdl, Clark not looking
too happy when the money disappeared. “Maybe I'm a sucker,” he muttered.

“You won't be the firg of the species,” Doc advised.

They returned to the room. Petey was disgusted and told Clark so. “All that dough, us broke, and you
mal it back to the guy!” Petey complained. “Godamighty, now we can't even hire a lawyer. You're afine
so-and-so. | got a notion to find me another friend.”

Sam Clark took a chair. He was dejected. He indicated the dipping about the fight, asked, “You saw
that? Our last ten bucks goes on that fine. | don't tdl the law it's our last ten, or we would have been run
out of town as vagrants—which is what we are. Were broke, see.” He indicated Petey. “Petey runs on
to this guy, or the guy runs on to Petey, | don't know which. He's a nice-looking guy who seems to be in
the chips. He's plenty good-humored, see. Laughs a lot. And he has a proposition.” He paused and
scowled at Petey. “Tdl 'em how you met the guy, Petey.”

“You're doing the talking,” Petey said.
“Tdl 'em!”
“l don't want no part—"

“Tdl 'em!” Sam said grimly. “Tdl 'em, or I'll take you by the ears, put a foot in your mouth and pull you
on like aboot.” He did not sound asif he was fodling.

THIS guy Sndlling, Petey said, was aracing bloke see, alad with right fancy clobber, ared bonzer. Not



abit mangy, but no mark either. A democratic sort, no end. He's shouted Petey a drink right off.

Petey paused to see how his Audraian didect was getting over, seemed disappointed that they weren't
impressed, and continued, “We drop into a pub for a cupper, and the lad's no larrikin. HE's wacko, acts
like a cobber—"

“Jug aminute” Ham interrupted. “ Does a trandation go with this?”
Petey was injured. “I'm tdling you—"
“Y ou spoke Brooklynese aminute ago,” Ham said. “Go back to it.”

Petey said he was tdling this, damned if he wasn't, and Monk inquired how he liked his teeth, the way
they were, or on the floor. Petey considered this, and decided to give them a trandation.

He had met Parker Sndling at the race track, and Sndling was a fancy dresser, a great guy, not a bit
gingy, and they had had a drink, dthough Shdling certainly wasn't a roughneck adthough he had been
quite friendly, dmost apd.

Petey interpolated &t this point, in Brooklynese English: “I'm not wise right off, but | figure the guy has
heard about me from somebody, and about Sammy, here, too. But | don't catch on to that until later.”

The upshot of the good fellowship was that Parker Shelling had come around to gating that he had a little
job, akind of practical joke of a rather unusud sort which he wished perpetrated, and he had outlined
the matter, explaning that it might be better for two men to handle it.

“So | introduce him to Sammy,” Petey said.

Sam Clark cleared his throat. “Parker Sndling is about Sx feet, not heavy, and, as Petey says a nice
dresser and nice mannered. He plays the races, not heavily, but carefully. He is, | gathered from his talk,
taking an extended vacation after having served in the Merchant Marine during the war, in the course of
which he was on a torpedoed ship and was marooned on an idand for some time — Y ou mean to tdl me
you don't know him?’

“Never heard of him,” Doc Savage said.

“What about Lucky?’

“Lucky who?’

“You don't know her ether!”

“No.”

“Wdl, for cryin' out loud!”

“Somebody has been told some lies” Petey said. “I think it was us”
“What about Lucky? A woman, you say?’

“Uh-huh. Very ddicious, | heard — And you don't know her?’
“No.”

“That's damned strange,” Sam Clark said. “Because this Shdling told us he wanted you decoyed off to



Montana to keep you out of her clutches. That was the words he used—out of her clutches. But |
gathered he figured you were beating histime with her — But you don't know her! I'll be damned!”

Monk showed consderable interest. “If we're going to conduct further investigation,” he suggested, “it
would be my idea to start with this Miss Lucky.”

Chapter Il

THE clerk of the Slver Beech grinned at them and said, “Miss Jones? Ah — Miss Jonesl” He acted and
sounded as if they had rung deigh-bells.

The Silver Beech was on of the better amdl resdentia hotels on Miami Beach, probably not having more
then thirty rooms or suites, and probably none of these renting for |ess than fifteen dollars a day.

“What's so amazing about that?” Ham asked the desk clerk sharply.
“Ah, Miss Jones, yes indeed — Are you from the police, by any chance?’
Doc Savage looked interested. “Why the police?’

Doc had not particularly favored beginning ther further investigation with Lucky—who seemed aso to be
Miss Jones—but he had acceded to the obvious wishes of Monk and Ham to begin with the young lady,
not because he wanted them to start meking fools out of themselves, which was what he expected, but
because the Siver Beech, where Miss Jones lived, according to Sam Clark, was on their route out to
1766 Riviera Point, where Parker Sndlling lived, and it was about five miles nearer than Sndlling's home,

“Why the police?’ Doc repeated.
The clerk studied them. “Y ou don't look like the constabulary, | must say.”
“Come on, out with it.”

The expression that now came to the clerk's face indicated he was going to tel them to go to hdl, ether
in those words, or more politely.

“Dont sy it,” Monk advised him. He had evidently szed up the clerk's character better than Doc had
supposed because he added, “And how would you like for a nice noisy ambulance to pull up in front of
this hogtelry and take you off to a hospital to get an am put back on you?’

The result, probably from Monk's I'd-as-soon-mangle-you-as-not appearance rather than the words,
were satisfactory.

“Miss Lucky,” he explained “had had a bit of difficulty with a betting gentleman. 1 am not fully familiar
with the details, but it seems he was ether unable or would not, pay off a bet he logt to her on a horse
race. Miss Lucky took his Cadillac, driking him, in the process, a rather painful blow with a’—the clerk
indicaled severd extremedy modenigic goldfish bowls which were pat of the lobby's
decorations—“with one of those. The gentleman left issuing threats of arrest.”

“Isshein?
“I can find out.”
“Do that.”

“Whom shdl | announce?”’



“Tdl her,” Doc sad, “thet the delegation is here about Mr. Parker Snelling's practical joke.”

Presently, having spoken into the house phone, the clerk informed them, “Miss Lucky sad—in dightly
more pointed language—to send the bums up.”

On the gairs—the place was a bit too degant for an eevator—Monk grinned apprecidively. “An
impulsve gamblin' beauty with a Cadillac!” He raked his fingers through his hair to make it stand up
draight, and adjusted his necktie.

MISS LUCKY Jones seemed surprised, but not nonplussed, when she saw them.
“What kind of delegation are you, anyway?’ she demanded.

Ham managed to kick Monk's shin as Monk was on the point of wolf-whisiling, thereby turning the
whidleinto a twitter of agony.

Doc Savage had the feding that the others, like himsdf, were getting whet they expected, only more so.
She wasn't a blonde. He thought immediatdy of her har as beng Pompeiian red, probably because
Pompeii was a volcano, and it was no mystery why Monk had tried to whidtle; it was probably fortunate
the whigtle hadn't come off, Doc reflected, because Miss Lucky would probably have made Monk sorry.
She wore as spectacular, and as skimpy a sun ouitfit as he recaled having seen, and fitted it the way the
designer probably had dreamed.

She pointed afinger at Petey, a Sam.

“You two,” she sad in a voice tha was deep and mudcd, “I have seen. Around the tracks” She
indicated Petey a second time. “Y ou're a two-bit gambler.”

Petey disclamed this “To be a gambler, you gotta win sometimes.”

Miss Lucky ingpected dl of them as a group, then demanded, “Can you think of a reason why | should
invite you in?’

They were somewhat confused. Entirdy aside from her appearance, Miss Lucky had qudities of a
firecracker sort which were a menace to any sort of dignity. Ham Brooks endeavored to solve the
gtuation by explaining, “Thisis Doc Savage,” and indicating Doc.

Lucky examined Doc.

“If I needed a doctor, | might be interested,” she stated. Then, with eyes narrowed, she added, “Ligten, if
that welching cheapskate bookie sent you around to pull some kind of razzle-dazzle on me, you can just
scram while you're able to do it under your own power. And tdl him that next time, I'll feed him to those
goldfight”

Ham's mouth remained open, as if he were dartled at finding someone who had not heard of Doc
Savage, but more probably because looking at Miss Lucky made his mouth want to stay open.

Doc cleared his throat sdf-conscioudy. “Are you acquainted with a Mr. Parker Shdling?’
“That guffy goat!”
“You know him, then?’

Miss Lucky made alazy movement with one hand, which immediatdy held a amdl .25-calibre automatic
that was ether solid gold or gold-plated and had, unless appearances were very deceiving, severd



fair-szed diamonds set in the grip. The gun lay flat on her hand for a moment, so they could see what it
was, then her fingers wrapped around it with impressive skill. She dipped the safety off.

“If you've got something to sll, show the merchandise,” she said.

“It seems that Shdling daims you are a menace to me, and he fdt he should save me” Doc explained.
“The method he took was to hire a man to shoot a me, so | could chase the man off to Montana,
thereby removing mysdf from your sphere of influence”

Lucky consdered this “Either you're crazy, or youve got something entertaining.” She stepped back.
“Comeonin”

THE apartment was probably the best one in the hotdl, but it did not surprise them at dl. Sam Clark,
gpparently not accustomed to such flash, was diverted from his own troubles long enough to stare at the
chocolate walls with touches of cream in picture frames and shelves—his eye lingered appreciatively on
one large painting that was unusudly indecent—and the milky carpeting, the heavy functiond modern
furniture in ydlows and grass greens, and a cream and chrome trick bar in a corner.

Lucky indicated the bar. “Would you cdl yoursdves friends? | usudly offer my friends adrink.”
“We should be able to find that out in a hurry,” Doc said.

“Right down to business, en?’

“Do you mind?’

“Not at dl.” Lucky frowned a Monk, who had become quite interested in her long, well-shaped legs and
Monk hedtily averted his gaze.

“It'sawild story,” Doc explained.
“Itid | likewild stories,” Lucky said. “Is there any truth in this one?’

“l haven't figured that out yet,” Doc admitted. He gestured a Sam Clark, explaning, “Most of it came
from him, and part of it is his doing, and how much islies and how much is not is what were here to find
out — | take it that you know a men named Parker Sndlling.”

“l know one who cals himsdf that,” Lucky admitted.
“You think it might be a phony name?’

Lucky perched on a table near where Ham had take a seat, sivung her long legs for a moment, then used
atoe to nudge Ham's knee. “You look like a bartender, handsome-and-well-dressed,” she said. “How
about mixing us adrink.” Ham flushed with rage, and Monk laughed.

“Warnt to answer that?’ Doc asked.
“Y ou're making noises like cops,” Lucky announced. “What's the score? What isthis, anyway?’

“Here's the whole story. Ligen.” He gave her the entire picture, skipping details where they were not
pertinent, putting them in where they were necessary to paint essentid actions and motives, managing to
oet, without much conscious effort, apparently, a story that was complete and sounded, in the tdling,
consderably more concise and logica and clear than the events themsdlves had been. When he finished,
he had managed to leave, poised before them like a huge question mark, the mysery of: why had Parker
Sdling tried an elaborate, unorthodox scheme to save Doc from the wiles of Miss Lucky Jones when



Doc was not persondly acquainted with either Shdlling or Lucky.
“Mix that drink, well-dressed,” Lucky told Ham.

SAM CLARK and Petey sad they would take bourbon and they sounded as if they needed it; Doc
declined, and Ham said he would prefer a glass of sherry. Monk came up with a gdlant, “Just having you
around isintoxicating enough for me” Lucky was pleased, or put enough amiahility on top of her worry
to seem pleased, and asked him, “What's your name and racket, big-and-primitive?’

“Monk Mayfar—Lieutenant Colone Andrew Blodgett Mayfair,” Monk explained. “I'm achemis.”

Lucky gave avigble jump. “Oh, for crying out loud!” She seemed astonished. “I've just figured out who
you felows mugt bel”

She did off the table, went into another room, and Doc moved hadtily until he could see thet it was a
bedroom, and that she was a the dressng table, evidently getting a jar of cosmetic. Presently she
returned and tossed the cosmetic to Doc.

“Right?’ she demanded.

The preparation was one that had been devel oped and marketed by Doc's cousin, Patricia Savage, who
operated an extremdy ritzy beautician's establishment in New York, charging, in Doc's opinion, about
twenty times as much as the products and the service were worth.

“Rignt,” he agreed.

“Somebody,” said Lucky, “has pulled something on you.”

“Y ou know anything about it?’

“It'sdl newsto me”

“Any idess?’

“I wouldn't,” said Lucky indantly, “care to make any guesses | wouldn't lay a bet on.”
“Any ideas you might have would be guesses?’

“Thet'sright.”

“What sort is Parker Sndling?’

Her head indined toward Sam Clark. “Didn't the bouncing ball here give you a description of him?’
Doc nodded. “But the feminine viewpoint on him might be hdpful .”

“The feminine viewpoint is a good way to get into trouble,” Lucky said dryly.

“Ham was sarving as bartender, doing a rather officious job of rattling glasses and ingpecting labels,
measuring and siffing, and otherwise trying to cover up the fact that he didn't know what he was doing.

Doc watched Lucky intently. “1 rather gather that you fed there is some trouble coming up and would so
date?’

“If | could so state without gating, you might have something,” Lucky said. “Ligen, | think | was just
roped into something by a guy | hardly know—Sndling—merdly because | happened to be handy and



ornamentd. | hate to disgppoint you, but | have lived twenty-six rather uneventful years and for fully
twenty of them | have known enough to keep my nose out of the other fdlow's monkey-business.”

Monk reflected that he would bet Miss Lucky Jones years had been eventful, dl right.
Ham, at the bar, grunted loudly. The grunt had a sick sound.
“Doc, will you come herel” Ham said.

THE bottle, which contained, if the labe was tdling the truth, a bonded bourbon of naiondly known
make and, if the advertising in the magazines could be bdieved, of utterly ambrosa qudities that would
create gented good-fellowship between jungle tigers, was more than hdf full. Doc spread a drop of the
contents on a fingertip, tasted, wiped his tongue with a handkerchief.

“Monk,” he said.
Ham said, “I don't know what made me think of trying it, just a genera suspicious nature.”

Monk tasted. He said, “For God's sake!” He added, “If we had some kind of a frog, we could be surein
ahurry.”

Doc siwung on Lucky. “What did you want to drink?’
“Bourbon.” She gazed at them blankly. “What's got into you? What's the Suff about a frog's skin.”

Monk explained to her. “Just adry frog. When afew drops of a solution containing that suff is applied to
it, very marked titanic convulsons will fallow it. It was just something glly that popped in my mind.”
Monk looked, and sounded, horrified.

“You don't sound asif it were so dlly,” Lucky said quickly. “Wha—what are you taking about?’
“Strychnine in the bourbon.”

Lucky paed. “Tha—that suff kills you, don't it?”

“Uaudly, with afar dosage, in fifteen minutes or s0.”

“In my bourbon?’

“yYes”

“Oh, my God!” Lucky said. She seemed horrified, and went quickly to the bar, picked up another
bottle—gin—started to pour, then looked ill more horrified, and dammed the bottle down hadtily.
“Somebody tried to kill me!” she screamed.

Chapter IV

LUCKY JONES found a char and flopped into it. She had los some of her peaches-and-cream
coloring, but she did not seem much less dert, and did not look any less dluring. She got out a cigarette,
a long black one. Monk lighted it for her, and she smoked in rgpid puffs The smoke was fantly

perfumed.
Doc asked, “Who had the last drink out of that bottle?’

She shuddered. “Me”



“When?’

“Jud before dinner. | ate early. About Sx.”

“Noill effects?”

“No — Godamighty! Maybe I'm poisoned!” She bolted upright in the chair. “Do you suppose —?’

Doc Savage sad that it was very unlikdy that as a usud thing one who had taken grychnine could be
considered farly safeif they had survived two hours or so.

“Whoeeee! It was more than two hours ago that | had the drink!”
“Did you lock your door when you went out to dinner?’

“l didn't go out.”

“No?’

“I had dinner served here. | was tired. | had been out to the track and | intended to go to the fights later
tonight—! have alittle bet down on Kid Wilson in the main go.”

“Did the regular waiter serve you?’

“Yes Tony.”

Doc Savage frowned thoughtfully.

Monk asked, “If it was the waiter, wouldn't he have put the uff in the food?’

“Not necessarily, because that certainly would have drawn suspicion to himsdf. Strychnine in the food
would call police atention to those who prepared and served it. The liquor would have been a better bet.
But you'd better talk to this Tony.”

Lucky waved her cigarette impatiently. “Wait a minute—Tony is a nice little guy with two kids. I'd hate to
see him lose his job. | don't think it was Tony — If you ask me, the guy that ddivered the tip sheets
would be a better bet — Say! Wait aminute! | got an ideal”

She went to the telephone, dided a number rapidly—Doc tried to tdl what number it was from the
did-travel, and faled—and presently she said, “Hello—Hutch? — Lucky. Thanks for the tip sheets.
Why, the ones the skinny felow brought about six-thirty — Oh, you didn't? Well, he said you did — Oh,
about fifty, gray hair, red skinny, and with sort of a gented ar about him, as if he might be a
broken-down actor — You don't know him, eh? Well thanks, Hutch — Glad Eyein the third, you think?
Il take a G on the nose. Thanks again.”

She hung up.
“The skinny man was a phony!” she exclaimed.

THE man had been of medium height, drawing histhin gppearance from a near-skeletd emeciation rather
then extraordinary height. He was blue-eyed, had a rather large mouth, a dark gray tropica worsted
suit—mud-colored, Lucy cdled the suit—and black-and-white shoes of obvious qudity, but rather worn.
His voice was ather naturaly deep and timbrous, or he had made it so; she was inclined to believe it was
naurdly so.



“Oh, yes, he cdled 'fird' feers, and 'excuse’ he called askoos. He had some kind of diaect, not much but
alittle What would that be?’

“Possbly Spanish.”
“He didn't look Spanish.”
“Which wouldn't necessarily mean he wasn't.”

“Wel, he's my bet for the strychnine. He said Hutch had sent him over with the tip sheets, and Hutch
didnt. So there you are.”

“You dill have the tip sheets?’

“Sure. | haven't looked at them.”

“Was he wearing gloves?’

“Gloves—say, | remember now, he was!”

Doc sad there probably wouldn't be any of the man's fingerprints on the tip sheets, but they would look
a them anyway and, by trying to trace them from their source, possibly get aline on something.

“Who,” Doc added, “would be in a pogition to know you were in the habit of receiving tip sheets from
Hutch?’

“I haven't.”
“Haven't what?’

“Gotten any tips from him. But it was logicd. | know Hutch—he's a betting commissoner over on
Biscayne Boulevard and a sharp one at that—and he's a nice guy who would pass dong atip.”

“Who knew that you were acquainted with Hutch?’

“For God's sake!” said Miss Lucky. “The amy and navy and the marines as far as | know. All my
friends, | supposed, and that could easily indude somebody who wasn't a pd.”

Doc sad, “Monk, why don't you do alittle checking downgtairs.”

While Monk was gone, Doc went over the room casudly, as to manner, but with pretty sharp atention
to detals that might or might not mean anything. It was difficult in the beginning to accept the
gambling-lady picture Lucky Jones painted hersdf, but he was beginning to believe that it was genuine.
He was farly sure of it after she showed him the contents of the room safe. It was a surprisngly
sarviceable safe, a part of the sarvice of the hotd; it was even conceded behind a picture in the
traditiond way. “Goldilocks, the manager downgtairs, told me they change the combination for each
tenant,” Lucky explained. “1 hope he wasn't woofin'.”

Doc could see why she would hope that. There was a least fifty thousand dollars in many forms of
vaue—cash, war bonds, indudrid bonds, stock certificates, liquor warehouse receipts, were a few he
noticed.

“Would Srdling know Hutch might send you the tip sheets?” Doc demanded suddenly.
“Sure”



“Mind going with usto talk to him?’

Miss Lucky headed for the bedroom and her hat. “Try and keep me away! And if you want to see a
firg-class job of eeting a guy out, watch me work on him.”

MONK came updtairs and reported, “The waiter seems dl right, and the desk clerk and the doorman
both remember the thin guy, who seems to have been around here before, or a least they think tonight
waan't the fird time they saw him.”

“Tonight was thefirg time | ever saw him,” Lucky declared.

Doc had been gtting at the writing desk, penning words on paper with a room pen which he redized, to
his astonishment, was of solid gold.

He said, “How would you two like to do a service for Miss Jones?’
Monk and Ham were amenable to the idea.

“That's awfully sweet of you,” sad Lucky. She had come out of the bedroom, having added a
wrap-around skirt affar to her scandalous play suit, and tossed a white camd-hair topcoat over her
shoulders.

Doc told Monk and Ham, “An attempt was made to murder Miss Jones, and that's bad business. | want
you two to investigate things around her while | go have a tak with Sndling. I'll take Sam Clark, Petey
and Miss Jones with me, since they're dl involved in the Snelling episode.”

He handed Monk the paper he had been writing on.
“Hereisalig of thingsyou might check,” he said.

Monk glanced at the ligt, Ham examined it dso, and Monk said, “What the—" and Ham interrupted,
“How are we going to take fingerprints without a fingerprint kit? Y ou want us to cdl that cop, Lieutenant
Avery, and have his department giveit agoing over?’

“Thet would be the easiest way.”

Lucky said uneadly, “ Cops? Do cops have to be rung in on this?’

“Why not?’ Doc asked her.

“Oh, | guessit's okay. | pay enough taxes to be entitled to some service, | suppose.”

Mention of the police had darmed Sam Clark, and he displayed a sudden eagerness to get going. He
offered Lucky hisarm, and said gdlantly, “Y ou certainly add an ornamenta touch to our little procession,
Miss Jones.”

Thisgot him a scowl from both Monk and Ham, and Monk said loudly, “Y ou better keep an eye on that
chegp crook, Doc!”

Petey became angry and yelled, “I'm the cheap crook, wise-guy! Sam has mordd”
Doc sad, “Let ustake our mordsto Mr. Sndling.”

IT was now quite dark. The ar smdled faintly of semi-tropica flowers and sea-water, and seemed to
have the effect of greasing and smoothing their progress over the boulevards. Doc Savage was driving a



rented car, and, for the firg timein the evening, was rather pleased with the world.

Doc had been in Miami, actudly, for a vacation, and for no other reason; he was quite sure he needed a
rest and he had resented having plans upset by the restaurant incident and the mystery that had followed.
He had, when the thing began, no wish whatever for excitement, which was a rather unusud state of mind
for him; he had been thinking about it, and bothered somewhat, wondering if he might not be losng a zest
for excitement which had keynoted most of his existence. So it was pleasant to decide now that he was
interested in what was happening, what might happen, and in Miss Jones, athough he rather suspected he
would be better off not to get interested in Miss Jones.

The vacation, he suddenly decided, had been a bust, and it was not the first one that had bored him. For
some reason, he seemed condtitutionaly unable to take a vacation and enjoy it the way, he imagined,
other people did. Monk and Ham were not affected; they could drop the serious side of life at any given
indant and start quarrding over afemde or some other object and be perfectly relaxed. But not Doc.

Doc frowned. He supposed the cock-eyed kind of youth he had lived was responsible for some things he
found in himsdf that he didn't particularly like, and which certainly kept him from having a normd life He
had been placed, by his father, in the hands of specidigs for traning from cradle age, and dl his
recollections were of dead-pan, too-serious menta marvels trying to cram what they knew into his head
by one method or another. The result had been to give him remarkable abilities—he appreciated this, but
fdt people over-estimated him mogt of the time—but had aso rendered him psychologicdly ungble to be
just plain susceptible.

He wondered what effect Lucky would have on his psychoss. Something explosive, he'd bet.
Petey grunted impatiently. “ Say, aincha takin' along way about to get out there to Snelling's place?’
“You know whereit is, then?’

“I know where Riviera Point is and | know how far out that number would be” Petey said. “And this
ant the direct — hey! Ligen!” He wheded his head about suddenly, stared and demanded, “What's
going on behind us?’

Doc sad, “Wed better look into this”

He turned the car, by swinging into a Side street then backing out in a quick arc, and drove three blocks
rapidly, then dowed pace to approach two cars, one of them regting across the curbing with its nose
agang a pdm tree. The other car, which had edged the fird one into the tree, was comparatively

undameged.

The racket of the collison—it was this sound which Petey had heard—had aroused the neighborhood,
and, since the hour was as yet not very late a night, a curious crowd was beginning to collect.

“Thereés Monk Mayfar!” Sam Clark gasped.

Monk was tdling the curiosty-mongers “Just a little accident. The chap Sdeswiped us. He's
unconscious. But | don't think he's hurt bad.”

Monk came over to Doc Savage's car, pretended not to know Doc, and said loudly “Midter, we got a
fdlow here who is hurt. Could we persuade you to haul him to the hospita for us?’

“Certanly,” Doc sad.

Monk and Ham Brooks, who had been bending over the victim, now approached carrying a long thin



mean. They put him, not overly gently, in the car.
Lucky became pop-eyed. “The—that's the guy who brought me the tip-sheets!” she exclamed.

Chapter V

HE answered in every detall the description given previoudy by Lucky, and in addition his pockets
yielded up Suff that said his name was Lon Sun Mesang, that he was forty-nine years old and a member
in good standing of the merchant seaman's union. This, if he had his way, seemed to be dl they were
going to get out of him.

“Any doubt but what he is the one who brought you the tip sheets?” Doc asked.
“Hesthe one” Lucky sad positively.
“You admit that?’ Doc asked the man.

He said he would admit nothing because there was nothing to admit and they had made a mistake. He
cdled 'mistake meestheck, and otherwise had a Spanish accent, which was the accent Lucky had
described him as having.

Lucky demanded, “How on earth did you catch him?’

“Monk and Ham did some invedtigating to see whether anyone followed us when we left the hotel, and |
guessthisfdlow did,” Doc explained.

“When did you cook up that idea?’
Monk grinned and asked, “Y ou remember the lig of things to do that Doc handed us?’

He showed her what was written on the paper, which was Stick with me but keep out of sight and see
if we are followed.

Sam Clark looked over her shoulder, read this, and told his partner indignantly, “Petey, they think we're
crooks! They weren't willing to tdl us they thought we might be trailed. They think we're goldanged
crooks.”

“Why not?" Peter was not much worried.

“l don't care what you think | am,” Miss Lucky Jones said. “But I'm sure glad you caught the gift-bearer
here. What are you going to do with him?’

“Get some words out of him,” Ham said.
“What if he doesn't want to give up any?’
Monk nudged the prisoner, Mesana, with his elbow, asked, “What about that, Senor?’

The man grunted loudly. “I am as innocent as the dew that fdls by accident on the poison-ivy flower,” he
declared.

“Can you prove that?” Monk demanded.
The purity of innocence was its own proof, the man said.

Monk thought this was funny. “Brother, you're a character,” he said. “You try to give the lady srychnine,



and you're as innocent as the fdling dew. That is very interesting and it will be particularly interesting to
the judge and jury who hang you.”

Doc Savage gpplied the brakes. His head was out of the window, and he was ingpecting such house
numbers as were illuminated.

“| think thisiswhere Shdling lives” he said. “It's the address, anyway.”

THE car followed a wide cora drive that took them in a lazy curve to the porte-cochere of a cora
mandon. They got out in an orderly thicket of flame vines, padms, hibiscus and bougainvilleass, and Monk
hammered hisfist on a carved door. “Betcha the butler wears striped pants,” he said.

A tdl man, rangy with a weather-beaten look that did not quite go with his slk sport shirt, pongee suiit,
jewded wrig-watch, braceet, two rings, one of them a diamond of at least two carats. He was quite
shocked to see them. There was no doubt about that.

“Helo, Shdlling,” Lucky said.
His mouth fdl open. He said, “1—" and, “Uh—" vagudy and bogged down on that.

“This” announced Lucky, “is the enigmetic Mr. Parker Sndlling, who had you shot at in order to save
you from me.”

Sdling seemed pained.

Doc, intending to startle and upset Shdling if it was possble, thrugt the would-be poisoner, Mesana, in
front of the man and said, “Her€'s afriend of yourd”

Sdling either did not know Mesana or did not take the bait.
He looked draight at Mesana. “I don't know you.”

Mesana didn't say anything.

Doc asked, “Sndling?”

“yes?

“Do you know me?’

A wooden expresson settled on Sndling's face and he said, “I have never met you before — | know
who you are—from descriptions.” He kept his eyes on an imaginary point a foot above Doc's head and
watched it with a fixed intentness.

Doc asked Mesana, “This man hire you to plant the srychnine.”
Mesana said a wooden nothing.

Sdling seemed to become more stunned; hislips parted, forming the first syllable of the word strychnine,
but he did not finish the word, and hislips remained motionless holding the “ strych” shape.

Sam Clark said naisly, with alot of rumble, “Well, he's the bird who hired mel”
Sdling stared at Clark.

“l never saw you beforeinmy life” he said.



Ham Brooks said disgustedly, “Were meking a lot of progress. Nobody knows anything until it's
tramped out of him!”

Doc swung on Monk. “Monk, | think | noticed a drugstore about four blocks south. Will you drive down
there and get the chemicads necessary to make the Richards-Neville dermd drychnine test. The
chemicas necessary for the reagent that will show where anyone has handled strychnine during the past
severd hours are common enough that the drugstore should carry them in stock. Get them, will you? And
better mix them at the drugstore.”

With a draight face, Monk said, “Sure” He |€ft.

Doc remarked casudly, “He won't be gone long.” His tone, manner, were casud; he gave no sgn nor
indication whatever that there was no such dermd test for strychnine so far as anybody knew.

Ham helped the deceit dong. Ham said, “Youve dl heard of the pareffin test, the dermd nitrate test, it's
cdled, where pareffin is gpplied to the hand to collect residues from discharged firearms, then goplying a
reagent to show whether there are nitrate or burned powder stains present. You dl know about that? It's
common police practice. Well, this Richards-Neville test is amilar in results, dthough somewhat different
in execution.”

Mesana began tumning a little green.

DOC SAVAGE remarked that, while Monk was gone, he would examine Shdlings house. The
declaration upset Sndling. He said, “I'm damned if you do—without a search warrant!”

Ham laughed without humor. “Brother, you put us to the trouble of getting a warrant and we can get one,
dl right and well swear out a complaint of attempted homicide!”

“You can't,” Sndling grated, “make that stick.”

“Want to bet?’

“Sam Clark was spedificdly ordered not to fire a you!”

“Thought you didn't know Clark?’

Sdling showed his teeth angrily. “Y ou know what you know, and | know what | know!” he snarled.
“How about putting the two together?’

“Not,” Sndling snapped, “while I'm inmy right mind.”

DOC SAVAGE, in going over the house, reached severad concusions—that the manson was rented,
that Sndling had occupied it no more than two months, that Shdling had paid one month's renta in
advance and paid none since, and that he hadn't been paying the trades people. There were hills, and in
some cases threatening |etters from collection attorneys, from grocers, talor, garage, two liquor stores,
various establishments handing things a man might give a woman—perfume shops, florigts, hat shops and
one bill for afur coat.

Monk returned and made a quick impressve show of trapping Mesana.

“Hrg | spray on this chemicd.” Monk exhibited a dime store atomizer. “Then | spray alittle of this on,
and if there is any grychnine present, there will be purple tints produced.”

He indicated a second atomizer, added, for effect, that, “This test is something like the origind one of



disolving strychnine in sulphuric acid, which causes no change, but, on the addition of a bit of potassum
dichromate, tints varioudy blue, violé, and even red are produced. The test is very effective” He
announced dl thiswith a Sraight face.

Mesana watched—not willingly—as his hands and wrists were sprayed, then sprayed again.

When bluish stains appeared here and there, he became amost the same cyanosed blue color himsdf.
“Therd” said Monk. “You can see the evidence right in front of your eyes.”

Sam Clark was impressed. “Y ou mean to tdl me that the gaining shows he handled strychnine?”

Monk said, “What's so myderious about it? Strychnine is an dkadoid, and can you name me anything
esser than an dkaoid to track down?

Sam, who evidently was not sure whether he knew an adkaoid from a rabbit, made no comment, but
looked enough impressed to help dong the deception. He told Mesana, “Brother, they got you quicker
than they got me. If you can sl out cheap, you better do it.”

Mesand's eyes had grown mois and shiny with terror, and he mumbled, “Sdl out!” and then made a
sucking noise of ar indrawn through his teeth. He said, “Sdl out? What the hdl have | got to sdl out?”

Sam looked surprised; Petey said hedlily, “Look, Mesana, or whatever the name—you got information
to trade, see. These guys don't know from nothing. You make a ded, see—Sam and me, here, and
you—we dl get aclean date, see. We wak out. In return, you give them dl the dope you know.”

“Wedl, for God's sake!” Monk Mayfar exclamed. He came over and clouted Petey on the head. “You
got a nerve, trying to talk him into buying you out of the mess.”

Petey yelled, clutched his bruised head.

Mesana wheded on Doc Savage and said loudly, angrily, “Y ou're being taken for a sucker! The thing for
you to do's stop barking a stumps and find Barnes.”

Doc, without blinking, demanded, “Who is Barnes?’

“Chandler Barnes or Warner & Barnes”

“Whereishe?’

“He oughta be easy to find,” Mesana said, “because he's hunting for you.”
“ERY

Mesana sad, “He's hunt—" and didn't finish it. He said, ingtead, hoarsdly, “This—this—" and looked
fixedly at the cigarette he had been smoking. Then he pitched forward loosely on the floor.

Parker Sndling broke the brittle silence that followed belowing loudly, “He's shot! Someone shot him!”

Chapter VI

SNELLING'S intimation that Mesana was shot produced assorted effects. Sam Clark snorted and said,
“Hédl, there wasn't any shot!”

Sdling lunging forward, reached Mesana. The man's body was squirming in agony, the lips becoming
bluish and tight.



“Look!” Sndlling had driven a hand under Mesana, bringing into view a smal object which he exhibited.
“Look at thid Don't tdl me he wasn't shot!” The object in his pdm somewha resembled hdf a darning
needle, the point of which was coated with a chemical. To the other end of the stedl dart a bit of yarn, a
streamer about an inch and a hdf long, was attached, evidently with glue.

“Where did that come from?” Monk ydled.
“Window, | think!” Shdlling said.

Mesana was unquestionably dying. His hands were clenched, the feet were inverting, the toes drawing
vighly ingde the man's shoes, the abdomen distending and arching with the spasmodic effort.

The cigarette the man had been smoking was smoldering on the rug. Doc lad it on a smoking stand
without removing his gaze from the dying man.

“A dart!” Sndling bawled. “My God, a poison dart!” He lunged to his feet, pounded across the room to
the light switch, and plunged the room into darkness. The resulting blackness was astonishing.

“Get those lights on!” Doc Savage said sharply.

“I'm damned if | do!” Sndling was obstinate. “That dart came from outsde. We're dl targets if—if—’
He swore at someone and began sruggling. The other party in the scuffle proved to be Ham Brooks; in a
moment, the lights came on, but Shdling, enraged, ran to a floor lamp, drew his pocket knife, and
proceeded to saw into the cord, got a hdlish display of dectric fire, and renewed darkness, after he blew
afuse “Maybe you want to stand in here and let somebody potshoot at you with a blowgun! | don t!”
Sdling yelled.

It was intensdy dark in the room. There seemed to be quite alot of moving around.

Doc heard the door open, moved over there hurriedly, and discovered it was Monk. Monk explained,
“I'm going out and look.”

“Take Ham with you, and be careful,” Doc said.

WHEN Monk and Ham had gone out, Doc withdrew into the room, closed the door and asked, “Is
everyone here? Y ou had better cal off. Sndling, what about you?’

Sdling said, “Here over in the corner, on the floor. And I'd advise the rest of you to get out of range of
that window.”

Sam Clark and Petey admitted presence.

Lucky Jones said, “I'm here. Thisis getting a little wild for my buttons. Did somebody redly shoot that
fdlow with a poisoned dart?’

Doc sad, “Well try to find out. Everyone stay where they are.”

Presently he heard Monk and Ham moving around outside. They said they'd found nothing, and wanted
to know about a flashlight. “I'll get them aflashlight,” Sndling explained hedtily. He had two, both of them
five-cdl affars which gave dmost as much light as an automobile headlamp.

While Monk and Ham poked around cautioudy outdoors, Shdling found the fuse-box, and they re-set
the drcuit breaker which served in lieu of a fuser A moment after the lights came on, Miss Lucky
screamed in the other part of the house. “He's dead!” she shrieked.



She meant the man named Mesana. He was now quiterigid and lifdess.

Doc Savage, suddenly grim-faced—inwardly he was a great deal more shocked than he was
showing—began working on the body. He was under the impression that the man could not yet be dead.
There had not, it seemed to him, been time for death to occur. But Mesana was dead, too far gone for
any attempt at revivd.

Monk, cdling from outside the window, said, “Dont find anybody, Doc. But take alook at these!”

He hdd up for digdlay severd sted needles which were daubed with chemicd and equipped with
cemented-on bits of yarn. “More darts. They were lying here on the sidewak and in the grass.”

Ham Brooks was on his knees searching; he said, “Here's one more.” He draightened. “| think that's
about dl of them.”

The spot were they had found the things was in front of, and about ten feet from the window of the room
where Mesana had died.

“Come on indde,” Doc said grimly. He svung on Sndling to demand, “When did you natice the firg
dart?’

Sdling jJumped nervoudy. “Notice—Oh, the dart! Why, when Mesana started collgpang. | thought |
caught aflash of a bit of metd.”

“You seeitinthear?

“I—no, I'm afrad | didn't. | jus—well—the flash of it.”
“Where?’

“Where? | don't believe |—’

“Where did you see it strike him?’

“Hischest. But | didn't see it strike him, actudly. And as a matter of fact, | don't think it penetrated his
in.”

“Then,” Doc said, “the dart didn't kill im?’
Sdling scowled. “How would | know?’
“The way you were shouting right after it happened, you seemed postive about it.”

Sdling shrugged. “I can show you where | found the dart dinging to his dothing—if there is a wound a
that point, it would meen the dart killed him, wouldn't it?’

“We could look,” Doc said.
There was awound there, but Doc did not seem very impressed.

LATER, Doc drew Monk and Ham aside. Lucky, Shelling, Sam Clark and Petey were in another room,
visble through a French door, but unable to overhear. “Keep your voices down,” Doc sad. “I want to
know if you noticed anything when the lights went out?’

“There was alot of gdlivanting around in the dark,” Monk said.



“You do any of it?’

“Some”

“Did Sndling?”

“Probably.”

“Did he go to the dying man?’

Monk said he couldn't tell about that.

“What about Lucky? Did she go to him?" Doc asked.

“Hel—I don't know!” Monk exclaimed. “Why would she do that? Did she? Monk was darmed. “What
are you implying?” Monk sounded asif amorta crime had been committed—a doubt cast at Miss Jones.

“All'l need now,” Doc said hitterly, “is for you to go gdlant on me. Y ou and Ham.”
“Me?

“Thetroubleis, he could have died three times” Doc sounded disgusted.
“Three—what are you taking about?’

Doc sad, “Mesana was smoking a cigarette when he dropped. If youll check the end of the cigarette,
the end that was in his mouth, youll find an dmond odor, and, if you care to taste, which | didnt,
probably an acrid taste. It is possible to get enough cyanide off the end of a cigarette to kill, dthough it is
not a very practica matter. Probably the suff wasin the salt form, dthough | didn't check on that.”

Monk spoke. He sounded horrified, and dso physcdly shocked, asif he had been hit on the head with a
hammer. 'He borrowed that cigarette from Lucky,” Monk said.

“My God, that's right!” Ham Brooks said softly. “1 remember now. He borrowed the cigarette from her a
few minutes before he went down.”

“Dont get too darmed about it,” Doc suggested, dryly. “After dl, naither of you smoke — And that isn't
what killed him. It might have, but it didn't. If it had, it would have taken severd minutes, whereas he died
inless than aminute as it was—probably in a matter of ten seconds or so after the needle was put into his
bran.”

“Needle?

“One of the darts,” Doc explained. “It went into the back of his head—whether forced in, or fired from
some sort of an argun, would be difficult to tell.”

Ham said, “Whoeeee! They wanted that guy dead and they weren't taking any chances on it!”

MISS LUCKY JONES voice reached them, saying, “Why don't you cdl off that conference or
whatever? | think friend Shdling is about to pop with words.”

They went into the other room hastily. Snelling scowled at them uncomfortably.
“Goon,” Lucky urged Sndling. “Get if off your chest.”
Sling squirmed, pulled at hisjaw, rubbed his hands together and otherwise registered uncertainty.



“l guess he's off the next again,” Lucky said disgustedly. “A minute ago, he blurted out that he was going
to soill everything.”

Presently Sndlling went through the motions of aman swdlowing a large, digagteful lump, then turned his
hands pams-up and said, “Murder makes it too much—I didn't plan on murder, and nobody said there
would be such athing involved. So that lets me out, theway | look at it.”

“l wouldn't say murder let anybody out of anything,” Lucky said.
Sdling scowled a her. “It'sdl your fault!”
Lucky's eyes widened increduloudy. “What? What's that? What do you mean?’

“l don't know what you did to Chan Barnes, but it must have been plenty!” Snelling's voice lifted with
excitement. “I must say that you look the part he ascribed to you, too!” Sndling's voice lifted with
excitement. “1 mugt say that you look the part he ascribed to you, too!”

“What part was that?’
“A dren and a harpy without any principles a dl!”

Miss Jones was not impressed. “Wdl, what do you know? Somebody who doesn't even know me
knows dl about me!”

Doc asked, “You're not acquainted with a Chandler Barnes?’

“Not by that name” Lucky sad. She swvung on Sndling and demanded, “What does this character
reference of mine look like?’

Sdling scowled, hesitated, nibbled his lower lip, then described a prosperous-looking fat man of about
fifty, somewhat red-faced and partly bald, a man who had—and looked it—spent his youth and early
manhood on hard physical labor and later struck it rich, or at least become modestly wedlthy, but too late
inlife to get rid of certain crudities of speech and manner. But a fine gentleman. “A very fine gentleman,”
Sndling inssted.

Lucky shook her head. “1 don't know him. Now, what am | supposed to do?’

“Parmit me to finish!” Sndling urged. “The statement | am trying to make is this | have known Mr.
Barnes wdl for a number of years. He is, by profession, a metd sdesman and we have, from time to
time, done adight amount of busness together. Our mutud respect for each other has dways been rather
great, with perhaps more of it on my part than on his, the point being that, two days ago, when he asked
me to do him arather odd favor, | was glad to agree.” Sdling hesitated, eyed them sheepishly, then
continued. “1 confess the oddness of the favor floored me, dthough the explanation did seem logicd
enough since’—He glanced a Lucky—*1 had a dight acquaintance with Miss Jones.”

Sam Clark snorted loudly. “You mean you hired me to pull that decoy-him-to-Montana suff on Doc
Savage because an old guy named Barnes asked you to do so?’

HY$H
Sam soit on the floor. “The cat has got a new tail. When do we twig it?’
Doc asked Sndling, “Y ou willing to take us to Barnes?’

“I'm not eager. | will.”



LIEUTENANT AVERY was embarrassed. “A body, en?’ he said. “Tha was what | was afrad there
would be, a body. | had tha feding downtown, after they took that potshot at you in the restaurant. A
body, | thought, will make this very complicated and embarrassing for Lieutenant Avery.”

Doc Savage explained that he had cdled the lieutenant as a maiter of friendship and cooperation, and
adso in ful confidence that the lieutenant would not, being a stable man, get to feding that the police
should become the excdusve proprietors of the trouble.

“That sounds asif you're asking me to extend my neck a bit farther,” the lieutenant said gloomiily.
“Exactly.”

The lieutenant said he hadn't made up his mind yet. He leaned down to look a Mesana again. “1 think
thisguy isa sailor. He's got the look of a sallor about him. The sdt water and the sun does something to
their hair, and further than that he's wearing a marine union ring. What ese do you know about him?’

Doc gave the complete story—how and why they had visted Miss Lucky Jones because she was
supposed to be the menace which Sam Clark and Petey had been preserving Doc Savage againg. “I
was under the impresson | didn't know Miss Jones, and this proved to be correct,” Doc explained.
“While we were there, we found grychnine in one of Miss Jones whisky bottles, and she fdt that a
fdlow of Mesana's description could have been the one who put the strychnine in the liquor.” Nodding,
the lieutenant listened to the story of the discovery of Mesana trailing Doc's party, Mesana's capture, and
his subsequent desath.

“That'sfine” The lieutenant nodded soberly. “Now, did he plant the strychnine?’
“l would say that he did —and was killed so he couldn't tdl who engaged him to do it.”

“That'sfine too.” The lieutenant didn't look asif he thought anything was fine. “There's God knows how
meany of you in the room”—he paused and counted them with a pointing finger—“or, let's say, seven of
you in here with him, and he dies in the midgt of you, and you don't know who did it.”

“There was some confuson,” Doc said.

“There mug have been. There dill is. Persondly, I'm quite confused. Do you mind if | just cdl a few
more cops, and see what they think?”

DOC SAVAGE did not think much of the idea of more policemen, but he did not fed an argument
would have a pleasant effect on Lieutenant Avery, who was being something more than mildy sarcagtic.
The advent of a murder had warped Lieutenant Avery's admiraion for Doc Savage, and Doc was
wishing they had neglected to cdl the lieutenant about the murder. At this point, Lieutenant Avery herded
them into a room which had one door that he could watch from the telephone.

“That cop,” Monk complained, “islosng his girlish friendship.”

“There's nothing like a nice murder to remove the blush from a cop's friendship,” said Miss Jones. She
consulted a jeweled wristwatch and wondered if there was any law againg a murder suspect usng the
telephone. “1 want to cdl a newspaper,” she told the lieutenant.

“Newspaper reporters are dl | need and I'll have fits” the lieutenant advised. He had used the telephone
himsdf and told someone, evidently homicide, to get out here, “with dl your bells on.”

Lucky explained, “All I want to know is what round the champ won in a Chicago tonight. It should be
over by now.”



Lieutenant Avery adjusted his necktie knot thoughtfully with two fingers, then picked up the phone, gave
anumber and asked, “News? — How'd the fight come out? — What round? Thankd” He hung up and
asked “What round did you have, baby?’

“Sxth.”
The lieutenant whidtled. “It was the sixth. Are you aways that good a guessng?’
Lucky shrugged. “Who said anything about guessng? It's done with science.”

PRESENTLY, the homicide men arrived, disturbing the neighborhood with ther srens, then filling the
house with heavy-footed confusion, most of which was very purposeful and scientific. Doc and his party
were pushed off to one sde where they wouldn't interfere with the measuring and fingerprinting and
photographing. Lieutenant Avery watched a little man blow through a rubber tube he hdd in his mouth
and send iodine vapor hissng out the other end of a glass contraption of double containers, another man
followed this one, pouncing on fingerprints with siver transfer sheets to lift them before they faded. lodine
vapor began to give the air aginging sharpness.

“Lieutenant Avery,” Doc said. “We should like to continue our investigetion.”
“Alone, you mean? Without my kindly eye?’ Avery asked dubioudy.
“With only your blessings”

The lieutenant was doubtful. “I am no longer stud duck in this thing. Il consult the powers and see what
.tI,.W 9}/,”

He hdd a consultation with two men, one of them an Acting Chief of Police named Driscall, the other an
Assdant Didrict Attorney, Walter Bridges, and the conference concluded with a shaking of heads.

Avay reported sadly, “They fed the cops should take charge. It's not my idea, you understand. Mostly
itsthat pup of aD. A., Bridges. You know what he said? He said, 'The duly dected offidds of the ity
should have complete supervison in dl Stuaions congtituted of violence' That's what he said.”

Ham Brooks said, “He read that in alaw book somewhere.”

Assgant Didrict Attorney Bridges was a straight-backed young man who seemed to devote much of his
unoccupied time to practicing holding his jaw just so, lips with just the right portraya of firmness. Mr.
Bridges came over to them, the jaw out and squared. He said, “Lieutenant Avery informs me you with to
conduct your own persona invedtigation. Thet is preposterous! You will confine dl your activities to
cooperation with the policel”

“Therel Seel” said Avery.
“Arewe arrested?’ Doc demanded.
“Not technicdly, but it might be arranged,” said Mr. Bridges.

Doc Savage cdled Ham Brooks over. “Ham is our legd blade,” he advised Bridges. “Ham, will you see
if you can give Mr. Bridges food for thought, preferably the sort that will give him indigestion.”

Ham said he damned well would, and did Bridges know that Doc Savage held certain commissons with
the federd government authorizing him as an investigator, and should they go into the matter of the
relationship of locd and federa government in such cases. Mr. Bridges adjusted his jaw and sad they



goddamned wel would, that he, Bridges, had worked in Washington himsdf and he wasn't even a little
bit scared of Washington.

Doc Savage unobtrusvely maneuvered Lucky and Parker Shdling into the front hdll.
“Get your hat,” he told Sndling.

B

“Get your hat. We're going to have atak with Barnes. Can you find him for us?’
“|—uh—can take you to Barnes boat,” Sndling admitted.

Chapter VIl

DOC SAVAGE escorted Lucky and Sndling out of the house without being halled by any policeman,
and they dlimbed, dl three of them, into the front seat of Doc's car. Doc got the engine going with as little
fuss as possible and, with only the parking lights on, pulled out on to the pam-lined pavement. When they
hed traveled two blocks, he released his breath. “I never expected to wak out on them that eeslly,” he
sad.

“That Bridges,” Lucky predicted, “isgoing to scream like a panther.”

Doc didn't think so. He thought Ham Brooks would probably wrap Mr. Bridges up in legd phrases until
he resembled a package of confused slence. He pulled on the switch, brightening the headlight. “Boat?
You say Barnesison aboat?’

Sdling nodded. “A yacht.”
“Where?’

“In the Miami River, near that place they cdl or used to cdl the Royd PAm dock.” Sndling pondered.
“It's a schooner, two masted. The Virginia Dare. About Sxty feet on the waterline.”

Doc decided that Sndling was familiar with amal boats—it was possible to tdl something like that from a
few words of a man's conversation about boats, more from the tone and the ease of the words
themsdlves than from anything else.

“What's your professon?’ Doc asked Shdling suddenly.
“Me? I'm an engineer, specidizing in metas. A medlurgis.”
“Research?’

“No. Sdes” Sdling didn't seem to anxious to discuss his busness. “My business is supplying metd to
indudrid plants. If an arcraft plant, for instance needed a quantity of beryllium, I might be approached to
find and purchase it on a commission or afla sum basis”

“Whereis your office?’

Sdling hesitated. “To tdl the truth, | haven't re-established one yet. | wasin the Merchant Marine during
the war, and was torpedoed and made a prisoner. As aresullt, it was severd months following the end of
the war before | got back to the states. | have been back, as a matter of fact, about two months, and
havent redly started operations again, other than that | have made some contacts.”



“Was Warner and Barnes such a contact?’

“Yes. | have known them—Barnes, a least, for a number of years. | knew Barnes before he became
associated with Warner. He was a nice old guy who began as a puddier in a sted mill, and worked up. |
don't think he even redly made much money urtil the war came dong, dthough he may have done better
then | thought he did.”

“You don't know why he wanted me saved from Miss Jones, here?’

“He said he was afriend of yours”

“I'm sure | don't know him,” Doc said. He glanced at Lucky. “How about you?’
“I never heard of the old gaffer before,” Lucky said vehemently.

DOC drove past the bayfront park, turned right off Biscayne Boulevard, then swung left agan and
parked on a Sde street not far from the river. Twenty yards or so away there was an dl-night lunch stand
with a battery of dot machines, two clerks and haf a dozen customers, two of them taxi drivers.

Sdling pointed beyond the hamburger stand. “Boat's yonder. Y ou can see the masts”
Doc knocked open the car door. “Let's loaf around afew minuets and look over the place”

“That,” said Lucky, “is an idea. Every time weve gone to a new place poison and violence has been a
little too prevaent.”

They had coffee at the stand, and Lucky and Doc matched for the check, and Doc lost. Lucky had used
aglver quarter for the matching. She chucked the coin into a dot machine, yanked the handle and said,
before any of the fruit, bels or bars stopped moving, “Hold your hat under the thing.” Shdling snorted,
sad, “Nobody ever beats those things They re gaffed so that—" He stopped and held his mouth open
while three bars lined up, the machine gave a distressed cough, and slver quarters cascaded out of the
cup and rolled around over the sdewak. The customers were amazed. A fat man remarked, “For God's
sake, | been feading that thing dl evening!”

A dender man with a dark hard face gazed a Lucky and said, “So you're back agan?’

Lucky frowned. “Where do you get that 'back’ Suff.” She was piling quarters on the counter for the clerk
to change into currency.

“I've seen you around before,” the man said.
“Not me” Lucky said sharply.

The clerk counted the quarters. “Fourteen dollars and fifty cents,” he announced admiringly. “Theat's the
fird timel ever saw anyone nick that machine”

Doc indined his head, indicating they might as wel go aboard the Barnes schooner. He had seen nathing
daming.

“l think that contraption gypped me” Lucky complained. “Who ever heard of only a fourteen-dollar
jackpot from a quarter maching!”

“Are you dways that lucky?’
“Lucky! The gadget gypped me, didnt it? —Say, did you hear that little dark guy try to say | had been



around here? | wonder what was his idea?’
“He was wrong?’

“Certainly he was wrong!”

“Wel, he might have been migtaken.”

“It was afunny kind of mistake to make.”

There were dumps of tropica shrubs about, and Doc turned aside into the shadow of one of these.
“Lucky, you and Mr. Sneling wait here. I'm going to take a closer look at the schooner, and some other
things around here. It shouldn't take long.

IT did not take long. Long enough for Doc Savage to cirdle back to the lunch stand, observe that the
dark hard-looking man was dill loitering there—he was now standing where he could waich the portion
of the schooner Virginia Dare that was visble above dock level—and approach the man and take his
elbow. The man said, “What the hdl!” and seemed to lift off the ground. Doc said, “I don't know who
gave you your orders, but somebody has things balled up.” The man did not say anything, but he walked
when Doc tugged at his elbow. The fdlow was severd shades paer before they were out of the large
gponge of yelow light that surrounded the lunch stand.

“How long will it take you to get this straightened out?” Doc demanded.
“Por que? Como se dice es0?’ the man said in Spanish, then added, “What straightened out?’
“Thet thing you pulled on the gil wasn't so good. Didn't hetdl you about that?’

The man's expression remained woodenly fixed. His, “Hel, are you crazy?’ could have come out of a
sump.

He took his elbow out of Doc's finger grip with atwisting motion. He walked away, taking long steps but
not hurried ones, and throwing darmed glances back over first one shoulder then the other.

Doc moved himsdf—back a few yards to a path—and followed the man. The fdlow was on a path that
tralled the edge of the park, and it was a Smple matter, by running hard and slently, to presently get
ahead of him and beside a bush near the path.

When the man was quite close, Doc used Sam Clark's voice—as near an imitation of it as he could
manage—and said, “Psssst! Y ou know who that was?’

The men stopped. “Huh?’
“That was Doc Savage.”

“Yeah,” the man said. “1 thought you was gonna get him outa the country, Sam?’ The fellow's voice now
hed very little of its previous Spanish accent.

Doc Savage tried Sam Clark's voice again and demanded, “Where did the boss go?’

The man consdered this and reached an unfavorable concluson. He growled, “What're you trying to
pull?” and started into the bush to investigate. Doc came through the shrub to meet him, saying pleasantly,
“Take it easy until you know whai—" At which point the man endeavored to get a knife into his body.
The knife had a blade about eight inches long, and they fought over it vigoroudy, the fight ending when
they had fdlen to the ground and the blade was broken off againg the sdewak. Doc hit the man; he



intended to dtrike the fellow's jaw, but the blow did off and landed on the man's shoulder, and the felow
croaked, “Don't! Oh my God, don't—" Doc landed a second blow to his jaw, and the man went Slent.
Doc listened for a moment, decided they had not made enough rumpus to draw attention, and shouldered
the man and carried him to Lucky and Parker Shelling, who displayed suitable surprise.

“What's the idea of collecting him?’ Lucky demanded.
Doc imitated Sam Clark's voice and said, “Can you guesswho | an?’
“You'e pretty good. Did he?’ Lucky was puzzled.

“Yes, he did. He made two guesses, firg that | was Sam Clark, whom he addressed as a pd, and a
second guess that was more accurate. Right after that, he endeavored to put a knifein me”

“Thet was amistake,” Lucky decided.

THE schooner Virginia Dare looked a little larger than Sndlling had said it would be. Doc recalled that
Sdling had said it was about fifty or Sxty feet; it was actudly nearer eghty on the waterline, which made
it quite a lot of boat. It was not as yachty as he had been led to bdieve, ether, dthough it wasn't a
workboat entirdly—about hdf workboat and hdf yacht, which was rather puzzling. The design was the
one caled Chesapeake Bay bugeye, which meant that she had a fla bottom, a centerboard, a rakish
clipper bow, and the madts danted back at a dashing angle. They were excdlent shod water boats, and
the design had been developed arigindly for the oyster business in the Chesapeake Bay section.

“That'sright pretty,” Lucky said. “It looks like a sailboat should look.”

“They're far sea boats, but they have a tendency to go hog-backed under abuse” Doc put the
unconscious man on the dock and walked the length of the dock, looking for lighted portholes, ligening
for dgns of life “Ahoy the Virginia Dare!” he cdled.

There was no answer.
Lucky demanded, “Are we going to stand on formdity? Or do we go aboard?’

“We go aboard.” Doc put a foot on a saringline, settled enough weight on it to haul the stern of the
bugeye in close to the dock. He swung aboard, went to a hatch, did some hammering, and demanded,
'‘Anybody aboard?’ He did back the hatch cover, explored, found a switch which brought a flood of light
into a cabin. “Ever been aboard the boat?’

he asked Snelling,

“Only in the cabin,” Sndling said. In addition to his long weather-beaten ook, he was beginning to seem
dry-skinned and gaunt, asif the events of the night were dehydrating him. “Only in the cabin — What do
we do with this—this chap you collected?’

Doc said they would bring him below, and they did, hauling the man down the companion steps. There
was, about the large mainmast, a stout circular table, and Doc spread the unconscious man on this for a
search. He was amazed a the number of weapons produced—three revolvers, a flat pisol and two
knives. There was in addition about a hundred dollars in cash, a maritime union membership card made
out to Gus Socico, a package of Mexican cigarettes, and a amdl whetstone, probably for the knives.,

“Gus Socico? Doc glanced a Lucky.

“l don't know him,” she said. “I never saw him before.” She eyed Mr. Socico with didike. “I know the



big bum put on an act that he had seen me around here before. He hadn't.”

Doc found a bdl of Itdian marlin, and used the very tough tarry thread to tie Mr. Socico's ankles and
wrigts.

“Hah!” said Sndling vidlently. “Now well look over the boat.”

He yanked open a door in a bulkhead and walked through. He backed out a moment later, looking
foolish. “A lazaret,” he explained.

Lucky said, “I'll try one.” She opened a door and stepped through it—and was back in the cabin again
congderably quicker than Shdling had made it. He face logt color. Her lips, throat, formed words, but
the words had no sound.

“What did you find?" Doc demanded.

She turned horror-glazed eyes. “The jackpot,” she said, and took two backward steps and sank into a
char. Her hands fastened tightly to the chair arms.

HE had been a prosperous-looking fat men of about fifty, partly bald and possibly with a red face—the
face was congested now—and there was about him an ar, evident even in his present condition, that he
had been a man who had spent mogt of his early life in hard physicd labor, toll that had given his
shoulders and hands and arms a gnarled qudity that they had never logt, and had not even lost now that
he was dead. The rope around his neck and up to a cabin carling, the equivdent of a celing joist, had
evidently been cut from atopsall hdyard, because it was that Sze of line.

“Barnes” Sndlling said.

He said thisloudly and suddenly, with greet feding, after which he wheded and ran and they could hear
him yanking open doors until he found the head, where he madeill sounds.

Doc made quick tests—the eyebdls lacked luster and had a dull appearance because of the evaporation
of their moisture; the pupils differed in 9ze and were not round. These were the best sgns of death. He
examined wrids, lifted the trouser legs to ingpect ankles, and found quite a bit of post-mortem lividity,
caused by settling of the blood by gravity. Rigor mortis, which develops fird in the head area, had not
progressed fully.

More than sx, and probably less than ten hours, he reflected.
He went back into the other room. “Want to see if you know him?’ he asked Lucky.

“No, thanks” She shuddered. “I saw him anyway. | don't know him.” Her eyes rolled, showed some
whites, and she added, “I don't fed good.”

Nether did Sndlling fed good, judging from the sounds. “Sndling said he was Barnes, one of the two
partners,” Doc remarked.

“He could be” Lucky said weekly. “For God's sske—this makes two murders” She showed dam.
“Let's get out of herel”

“Murder? How do you know?’ He eyed Lucky.

She shuddered more vidently than before. “Ligten, | don't know a thing about him except he looked
dead, and don't try any third degree methods on me, or you know what I'll do? I'll faint, that's what —



Aren't you going to cut im down?’

Parker Sndling reappeared. His face was the color of dough and swesating profusdy. He wanted to
know the same thing. “Y ou—you're not letting him hang there?’

“The police” Doc explained, “are going to be very unhgppy about our finding the body, but not as
displeased as they would be if we moved it. The firg rule for winning a homicide detective's favor is
Don't move the body.”

Sdling made anill gesture. “It's Barnes.”

THEY found Sam Clark's photograph in the forward starboard stateroom, which was evidently the
owner's cabin. There were redly three photographs there, the other two being of Barnes and a lady of
about his own age, Barnes and a younger woman. Barnes was aso in the photograph of Sam
Clark—Barnes and Clark in the picture together.

“For crying out loud!” Sndling seemed completely dumfounded. “Clark knew Barnes!” Sndling's voice
was queerly inflected, and his face changed from perspiring palid to perspiring flushed. “Sam Clark was
acquainted with Barnes,” he repeated. “I'll be damned!”

“Wasnt that supposed to be?’ Lucky asked.

“Apparently not,” Doc said.

“You know something? | mean—want to hear a guess?”’

“Go ahead.”

“That Sam Clark,” Lucky said, “had been acting like a dope.”
“True”

“Heixt”

“What,” Doc asked, “makes you think not?’

“The light in the guy's eye, and I'm not trying to be a crysta-gazer. I've seen guys udng the stick a
crooked dice tables, and they got alook like I'm talking about. Sam Clark’s look.”

Doc indicated the picture. “Wdl, at least he has done some lying to us. He said he didn't know Barnes,
and thereis his picture in Barnes private collection.”

“Didnt this Barnes have a partner?’ Lucky demanded.

“Did he?”

“Stop trying to trip me. Isn't that what Shdlling said? What about it, Sndling?’
Parker Sndling said, “1 was certainly under the impression he had a partner, yes”
“What'd he look like?’

Sdling looked uncomfortable. “I—well—don't know. | never saw him.”

Lucky made a skeptica noise. “You didn't see the partner—but you and Barnes were old pas?’



“They—wedll, they were never together when | was around,” Sndling said briefly. “However, | once saw
a photograph of the partner, Warner.”

“Wha was Warner's firs name?’

“John — John Warner.” Parker Sndling suddenly began going through drawers, peering into boxes and
recesses. “Maybe | can find a picture of the fdlow he said was John Warner.”

Doc suggested, “We had better see how many more bodies are aboard, then cdl the police” The
remark caused Lucky to jump violently. Before she could comment, Sndling cdled, “Look herel”
excitedly. He had found a cigar box containing a number of snapshots. “Here's a bunch of pictures —
Y egh, here's John Warner.”

They looked at a photograph of a long-legged, barrel-bodied ederly man with a large mouth and large
eyes, aman who looked like no one they had seen before.

Chapter VIII

THE Virginia Dare had a Diesd engine of somewhat more power than Doc Savage had expected in a
schooner her sze. There were dso two smdler Diesds operating generators of greater KW capacity
than seemed necessary.

“Thisboat,” Parker Sndling remarked, “seems to be alittle more than a yacht.”

That was the understatement of the evening, because forward of the man cabin the schooner was no
yacht a dl below decks. There was an amidships hold, accessble by large deck hatches, which
contained as efficient alooking smdl collection of deep-water diving gear as Doc Savage recdled having
seen. There were four complete diving suits and a smdll diving bell capable of operating at grest depth.
There were numerous compressors, hose lines, oxygen apparatus, cutting torches.

Doc glanced at Sndling. “Barnes and Warner were in the metd supply business, eh?’
Sdling scratched his head. “The diving business, too, it looks asif.”

“Recently, maybe?’

“ERY

“Notice that most of this Suff is new? Very little of it has ever been used.”

“What would that mean?’

“Thet they had just entered, or were about to enter, the diving business,” Doc sad dryly. “Which might
aso mean—’

A sound had come from aft. Somebody had moved.
“Our guedt,” said Lucky, “must have awakened.”

Doc said, “ Stay herel” He whedled and went &ft, toward the sound — If their guest—Gus Slocico, if that
was his name—had made the sound, he was loose, and that didn't seem likely, the way they had tied him.
This noise had been made by someone executing a considerable movement, alittle jump and tow or three
steps, it had appeared to be. Doc intended to dow his pace and be very careful when he was near the



cabin—which was a good idea, but he put it into operation a little too late. Or did not put it in operation
a dl, actudly, before—six or eight feet in front of him—a flashlight beam blazed and impaed him.

Thelight held him, blinded him.
A voice back of it said, “Damn!” explosively.

Doc went down loosdly, arms out-thrown, calliding with the man who had fired and with the floorboards
a about the same time. The man with the gun was knocked off hisfeet, came down aso, and floundered
around, but did not fire again. Instead he got hold of Doc Savage with one hand and held on tightly,
rigidly, waiting.

Someone farther aft called, “Bill!”
“Yeah? The man gripping Doc Savage seemed to be trying to hold his bresth and listen.
“Who was it?’

“ Savage.
“You hit him?’
“I hit him, dl right,” Bill said. “I put two in his heart. He ain't moved since he went down.”

MORE men came from the cabin, four or five of them, apparently, dthough it was difficult to tel about
thet in the darkness. The man who had spoken to Bill had a heavy, urgent voice, and he used it to order,
“Get gaing toward the bow. Get the other two! And don't do any shoating out on deck. Too noisy.”

Bill began, *Y ou want me to—"
“Stay with him. Y ou're sure it's Savage?”’

“Look.” Bill thumbed on his flashlight beam again. Doc Savage was lying face-down on the floor, head
twiged dightly. “That's him, aintt it?’

The other man muttered, “God dmighty!” hoarsdy, deep in his throat. Then he added, “Get a weght,
something heavy, and tieit to hislegs. Get the body over the sde”

“Okay,” Bill said.

Toward the bow, there was a shot. A sngle report, no more, and it had been fired insde the schooner.
There were running sounds, excited voices, but more running sounds than words.

Bill had propped his flashlight on a box so that the beam sprayed across Doc Savage's body.

A rather amdl man in a sand-colored linen suit came running from the bow. He said, “That damned girl
got out on deck!”

“Whet about Sndlling?

“We got him, dl right” The man ran on &ft, through the cabin, and climbed out on deck. He was
breething hard.

Bill found a chunk of balast—a rusty length of sted machine axle. He used a length of line to tie this to
Doc Savage's fedt.



“Somebody gmme a hand!” he ydled.

Two men came below to hep him. “The girl got on shore,” one of them explained. “Man, she moved like
asreak!”

Bill cursed vidlently. “If she getsa cop —’

“Y eah, we thought of that.” They worked franticdly, sazing Doc Savage by arms and legs and dragging
him across the cabin and up the companionway to the deck. Someone said, “The coast is clear?”’

“Wheresthe girl?’

“She got in the park. They're looking for her. Here, I'll give you a hand.”
They lugged Doc Savage's heavy body across the deck to therall.

Bill demanded, “What about the other body? Barnes?’

“Well get rid of it the same way.”

They swung Doc Savage's legs over the rall, and, grunting ingtructions to each other, hed his ams and
lowered him toward the water. They let him go. There was not much splash as he disappeared.

THE water was not cold, but it was moving rapidly, for the tide was going out, and Doc had the feding
he was being turned as he sank. That wasn't good, for it befuddied his sense of direction. Too, when he
hit the bottom—the depth was about fifteen feet—the heavy sted axle a once embedded in the bottom,
and the water leaned him over threw him out flat on the bottom, complicating the business of getting
loose.

They had not searched him, so he dill had his pocket knife. Nor had they tied his hands. He got the knife
out and went to work on the ropes.

Later, when they happened to notice there were no bloodstains, there might be some curiosity about just
whet effects the two bullets had on him. He had, as Bill had said, been shot twice in the heart area. Or
the bullets had headed for the heart area, and been stopped by a very good bulletproof vest he was
wearing.

He had put on the bulletproof vest early that day, as soon as the restaurant proprietor had warned ;him
that suspicious inquiries were being made. He would not, as a matter of fact have ventured to wait in the
restaurant, or go near the place, without the insurance of the dloy mesh undergarment.

Desperately, he sawed at the ankle ropes with the knife. He had anticipated less difficulty getting loose
then he was having. There was not enough air in his lungs, and he had, furthermore a grim suspicion that
one or more ribs might have been cracked by the impact of the bullets againg the vest. The vest was
supposed to give protection agang such an eventudity, but the blows of the two dugs had been
tremendous, he had, for a few seconds, been practicdly knocked out, in much the same condition as a
boxer who had taken a hard blow over the heart. That was one of the reasons he had not continued the
fight. Other reasons were: he might have been shot in the head if he had continued; he was outnumbered;
he wanted information. There were plenty of good reasons for taking this out.

He got free of the weighting stedl after what seemed years. The vest had enough bdlagt to keep him on
the river bottom, and the tide proceeded to tumble him end over end. He let nature take its course for
awhile, not fighting back, concentrating on keeping air in his lungs, waiting to be carried clear of the
schooner.



He had, blackly, dizzly, the awvful feding of being completdly lost underwater. Then it occurred to him
how dmple it was to tdl directions—the river flowed west at this point, the tide was flowing out,
therefore he was being carried west. He faced the current, which was dl right as long as his feet were
dragging the bottom and he could tdl which way the current moved. He stroked for the surface,
svimming diagondly to the right. The idea was to come up close to the concrete bulkhead that confined
theriver here.

Presently he was againg a hard surface coated with barnacles that felt like broken glass, and would cut
flesh as eadily. With great care, he swam up, broke the surface, and saw he had not drifted nearly as far
as he had supposed. He was in the triangle of black shadow between the schooner bow and the river
retaining wal. The heavy chain bobstay of the schooner was close enough to reach. He laid hold of it.

BREATHING—breething slently—was suddenly extremdy difficult. He fought an overpowering urge to
cough and make gagging sounds. Forward somewhere, which would be toward the stern of the
schooner, he heard a splash. There was no other sound for a while, then a voice demanded, “You get
Barnes overboard?’

Bill's voice responded, “Yesh — Wheres the gifl?’
“She scrammed.”

Horror came into Bill's throat. “\What are we gonna do?’
“Cadt off the springlines. Get the motor going.”

“Héll, we gonna take the boat?’

“Sure. We gotta”

“The cops will pick us up!” Bill remonstrated.

“Not if we get outsde before the girl gets them girred up—if she does — Hey, Jake, get the others
aboard.” Jake grunted, and sprang ashore. Other men were loosening the soringlines which held the
schooner to the shore.

Bill demanded, “Whatcha mean—if she does?”’

“Thet girl,” the other told him, “has run into plenty of hel tonight. She's a gd who takes care of hersdf.
There's a good chance she may just say the hdl with it, and take a little trip to Cuba or somewhere for
thingsto cool off.”

That struck Bill aslogicd, and he said so. It didn't hit Doc Savage as logicd. He was examining the bank,
caculating his chances of getting ashore without being discovered. The chances did not seem inviting.

The bobstay chain, running from a point at the end of the bowsprit down to the bow, terminated about
two feet above the waterline. Very carefully, Doc hooked a leg over the chan and, gripping the chain
with his right hand, the stempiece with his left hand, he sat on the bobstay chain. He let both legs dangle
inthe water, so the wetness from his dothing would drain off Slently.

Jake came back from the park. With him were three or four other men—Doc was not exactly sure how
many. He could not see them, and there was confuson on the bank.

Bill, sounding hollow, asif he had his head down the hatch, asked someone, “What the hdl's holding you
up?’ For reply, the Diesdl engine coughed three times, then stopped. It sounded angry.



Doc shifted his postion dightly, and flattened close to the bow, straddling the ssem. Overhead, he could
see the neet criss-crossed pattern of footropes and jib nettings under the long wooden finger of the
bowsprit. He weighed, with considerable concern, his chances of being discovered.

The Diesdl barked some more, hesitated, then resumed activity. It was going to run.
“Cadt off!”

He heard lines land on deck with datting sounds, heard men jump aboard. Lazly, the schooner swung
away from the embankment; it took on a definite feding of life as the prop began turning.

“Get up in the bow,” somebody ordered, “and light the running lights Well douse them after we get past
the breskwater.”

Doc concluded, from the breskwater being mentioned, that they were going outside through the ship
channd. It was the quickest route, dthough it would carry them dong pardld with the causeway for
amaos amile The other channd, southward through Biscayne Bay and around Cape Florida, was longer
and, if one wasin ahurry a night, dangerous for a boat thissze.

There was some tramping around in the bow. “Running lights are burning,” someone reported.
“Okay, get back here to the cockpit,” Bill ordered.

THE schooner was fast under power, and Doc was not surprised. Bugeyes, because of the fla bottoms
and the use of a center-board instead of aked to kill leaway, were usudly fairly fast under power.

Doc shifted alittle, reached up, gripped the basket, and changed his postion so that his feet were out of
the water. On the left now were the lights of the City Yacht Basin piers, musc from a juke box, from an
orchestra on amoonlight cruise party boat. These dipped rapidly past.

Swinging sharply to starboard, the boat lined out down the steamer channd. On the left, automobile
headlights moved rgpidly on the Miami Beach causeway.

Doc reach up, saized the jib basket lines He hauled himsdf up, very carefully, until his eyes were above
the levd of the deck. There seemed to be no onein the bow, and he lifted himsdf a bit more, rolled over
into the basket of lines. He lay there ligening, watching — He decided that someone had opened the
forecastle hatch; he could see the upended shape of the hatch cover.

With infinite care, he crawled over the bow, wriggled past the large iron hump of the hand anchor winch,
and thrust his head down the forecastle hatch. There was no sound. They would be on deck, &t around
the cockpit, and tensdy weatching the shore. The deck-house, the lumpish shapes of furled sals, of two
dinks lashed on deck, concealed him from them.

He eased down into the forecastle. He began exploring with his hands. There seemed to be a bank of
four bunks on each side. The sal lockers were what he wanted. They would be forward here. They
aways were. And presently he found them—not lockers actudly, but open basketwork bins in which the
sls could be stored with the least likelihood of mildewing.

He kept searching until he found the bin which contained the light sails—the fisherman's daysall, the
bdloon jib. These were light sails which they would not be likdy to use outsde tonight, because there
was too much wind blowing. The breeze, while not a gale by any means, was too brisk for the use of the
big, gossamer bdloon jib.



He crawled into the jib bin, worked well into the back and down behind the sall, then pulled the folds of
canvas over him. He was, he bdieved, in the spot least likdly to be disturbed.

Later he could hear them stumbling around on deck, taking the stops off the working sails, preparatory to
hoising them. The schooner began to dimb long swells, groaning a little. They were outside in the open
sea

Chapter IX

THE doorman of the Siiver Beech Hotel, an Irishman named—he daimed Isradl Maclsaac, crossed the
gdewdk to a cab that had just pulled up before the marquee and, when he saw who was in the cab,
hedlily seized the door handle to prevent the door opening. He leaned down and told Lucky Jones, who
wasin the cab, “You got company, Miss”

“Cops?’ Lucky demanded.

“Sure. Two of them, onein the lobby and one in your room.”

Lucky frowned. “I wonder what's the idea?’

“l wouldn't know. They say aguy named Bridges put them on the job.”

Lucky had difficulty thinking who Bridges could be, then remembered that he must be the officous
Assgant Didrict Attorney who had appeared in the case. The driver of the taxi put his head out of the
window and said, “Hello, Ikey — Am | getting into anything, hauling the little lady around?”’

“That's a crazy question,” the doorman told him. “ Since when did my friends get you in trouble?’

He returned his attention to Lucky and explained, “If it wasn't for one cop being in the lobby, we could
fix you up with another room. But the way it is—well—thisis akind of a wide-eyed john in the lobby.”

“Ishe afriend of yours?’ Lucky demanded. “Could you get some information out of him?’

The doorman was doubtful. “Might depend on the information.”

“Y ou remember the gang who was here earlier in the evening? Doc Savage and four other men?’
“Uh-huh.”

“l want,” Lucky explained, “to find the men who were with Doc Savage. Specificaly, | want to find Ham
Brooks and Monk Mayfair, and in a hurry.”

“Think this cop would know?’

“He might. His boss, Bridges, would be sure to know. | don't know how you would get the information
out of him without an excuse.”

The doorman rubbed hisjaw. I'll try to think of something. Y ou want to wait around the corner? The cop
might come gawking around out here.”

“Arethey redly looking for me?’ Lucky demanded.
“Sad they were.” The doorman sauntered off into the hotd.

Thetaxi driver scratched the back of his neck for a while, glanced around dubioudy a Lucky, and sad
flaly, “If it wasn't for Ikey's okay, lady, 1'd throw you out of here on your ear!” He started the engine,



drove around corner and parked. “Who'd you flim-flam, lady?’ he wished to know.
“It'samatter of a couple of people | murdered,” Lucky said dryly.

The driver thought she was kidding and |ooked quite relieved. He opened a tabloid paper, flipped to the
racing section—and emitted an astonished grunt. Amazed, he compared Lucky's face with a photograph
inthe newspaper. “For cripes sake!” he blurted. “It says herer "Lucky Jones wins daily double third time
in season.™

“It'sapoor picture,” Lucky decided, after glancing over his shoulder.
“You mean that's redly you, lady?’

The doorman returned at this point. He looked pleased with himsdlf. “This cop proves to be very gullible
| find that when | tdl him a lie about Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks wishing to reserve rooms here
earlier tonight, and what does he know about thar characters that the hotd ought to know, he informs me
that a Lieutenant Avery and some other cops consider them very high grade magnets for trouble, but that
an Assigant Didrict Attorney Walter Bridges feds they are crooks of dark color. So then | tdl him the
hotd will get hold of Ham Brooks and Monk Mayfar and be very sorry there is no room available, he
saysthey are a Mr. Bridges office in the county building, probably caiching hell.”

“Thank you,” Lucky said. “If you want to make a couple of dallars for yoursdf, drop in a the C-Club
after you get off and play the same numbers on the whed that a white-haired ail man named Grabow will
play. They're going to let im win tonight, and clean him tomorrow night.”

“l don't get off until two. Thet too late?’
“It should be about right.”

THE revolving beacon on top of the county building was a tapering blade like an ice pick sweeping
through thick fog when Lucky's taxi came to a stop at the curb. There was no fog on the street leved as
yet but, where there were no dredtlights, it was very dark. Lucky thought how dark it would be out at
sea. She shuddered. She paid off the taxi driver and said, “You keep away from the C-Club. Or if you
can't do that, give Ikey twenty dollars and see what he can do for you.”

The driver was pleased. “1 was thinking about that,” he said.

Lucky went into the building. The lobby was full of white light and the odor of scrub- water. She found
Assgant Didrict Attorney Walter Bridges on the directory. She had to wait for the elevator.

Going down the tenth floor corridor, she heard a loud angry voice. It was Bridges. He was saying, “I'm
tdling you, either pick them up or get ready to sweat. They're materid witnesses in a murder case, and
they walk out on us, and if you think I'll stand for that, you're crazy.” He was saying this into a telephone.
He looked over the telephone a Lucky, then bellowed, “Wait a minute” into the instrument. At Lucky,
heydled, “Where's the other two? Where's Savage and Sndling?’

Lucky went to Monk and Ham. “We went to Barnes schooner. Sndling knew where it was. Barnes was
henging in a stateroom. He was dead. While we were looking around, some men came aboard. They
shot and killed Doc Savage, and maybe Sndling.”

Assdant Didrict Attorney Bridges said, “Never mind!” into the telephone. He hung up.

Lieutenant Avery asked, “How long ago was this?’



“Haf an hour, about.”
“Hdf an hour!” Bridges ydled. “Where in the hdl have you been in the meantime?’

“Looking for you, you dope” Lucky sad sharply. “And ligen, dont start usng my nerves for a
race-track! I'm not in the mood.”

Lieutenant Avery had his hat. “How quick can you show us where that boat is?’
“Asfad asyou can get there”

Avay indicated Monk, Ham, Sam Clark and Petey. “You guys come on. You'e dl in this, and | want
your company.”

“Stop!” Bridges struck an attitude with jaw and chest. “What idiocy is this? What do you plan to do with
these prisoners?’

“Prisoners, hdl!” the lieutenant said. He spoke hitterly. He flung the door open. * Outside, everybody!”

When they reached the street, Bridges was with them and Spluttering rage. Avery ran to a police
department car, got behind the whed, and while the others were dimbing aboard, thrust his face a
Bridges and ydled, “If anybody told you you were a cop, I'd like to know who the hdl it was? | was
getting dong fine until you showed up and got Doc Savage out of the notion of cooperating with the
policel Now look at the mess things are in. Sit down and shut up!”

Bridges blew out his cheeks, worked his jaw in and out, blurted, “I'll be damned!” His tone intimeated
they would settle this | ater.

The police car made a short, hard run to the riverfront, usng the sren only the firg three blocks.
“Itsgone!” Lucky gasped. “The boat is gone.”
Mr. Bridges sad, “Hah!” explosvey. “The boat probably was never herel”

THEY ligened with satisfaction to what Lucky thought of to say to Mr. Bridges at this point. She used
words from the dictionary, but she made them do things that Webster never expected of them. A
complete slence followed, and Mr. Bridges used it to get out and wak meekly to the hamburger
gand—following one of a number of suggestions Lucky had made to him—and inquire whether a
schooner named the Virginia Dare had laiely been tied in the river nearby. He was informed it had been,
and had cast off aout hdf an hour ago, heading out toward the harbor. Bridges brought the information
back to the car.

“We mugt get the harbor police boat hunting them,” he said.
“Yeah, and the coast guard,” Lieutenant Avery growled.
Sam Clark gave a bitter grunt. It was practicaly the only noise he had made for an hour.

“Harbor police, coast guard, aamy, navy, mained” he sad sourly. “All the king's men won't put
humpty-dumpty together again. Does anybody want to know what | think?”

Mr. Bridges said no one did.

Lucky frowned. “Wait aminute” She eyed Sam Clark narrowly. “I think you might have some interesting
thoughts, Mr —Mr — What is your name supposed to be?’



“Sam Clark.” Sam Clark looked startled.
“All right, Mr. Sam Clark, I'm interested in what you think.”

“Okay,” Sam Clark said. “What | think isthis | think you better let o massa Sam rake the chestnuts out
of thefire”

“Meaning?’
“| can take you to where they re going.”

Monk had been halding his fedings tightly. Now alittle of the control collapsed. He gripped Clark's am
tightly, said, “Brother, if you're pulling something —"

“I'm pulling something, and | know what I'm doing,” Sam Clark said. “Let's get ralling. We haven't much
time. It's across the cause-way to Miami Beach, and fast.”

THE boat was a cabin cruiser about forty-eight feet on the waerline. It made no pretense at beng
anything except a yacht. Comfortable, powerful, it was seaworthy enough for outsde cruisng, and
probably quite fast.

“But that's not the Virginia Dare!” Lucky said suspicioudy.
“Who sad it was?’ Sam Clark gestured. “Come on. Let's get a move on.”

Monk and Ham exchanged glances. Sam Clark had undergone a transformation. Instead of being doppy
and treating everything with a who-the-hell-cares manner, he had turned crigp and aggressve. Even his
gpeech had altered.

“Thet guy Clark,” Monk whispered, “has taken off hislamb's clothing.”
Ham Brooks nodded. “Or the other way around. He's been sucking usin.”

When they were gpproaching the power boat, Monk jabbed Petey in the ribs. “Could be you would turn
out to be a college professor?’

“Coeeeeel” Petey sad. “Don't be amark.”
Monk dropped back and had Ham trandate that for him. “He said don't be a dope,” Ham explained.

Sam Clark seized a soringline, heaved, and drew the cabin cruiser near enough the dock for them to step
aboard. “Deckhouse is unlocked,” he said. “Go right aboard.”

Assgant Didrict Attorney Bridges stared about at the deckhouse interior when the lights were switched
on. He was impressed. “I trus,” he said ominoudy, “thet we are not trespassng?’

“l invited you, didnt 1?7 Sam Clark demanded.
“You meen this craft is yours?’
HYq).”

Lucky whispered to Monk, “I've got a rough idea of what these boats cost, because I've been pricing
them. You can't lay ahand on one like this for less than fifty thousand dollars. They're not playthings for
bums’—she indicated Sam Clark—"*who are so hard up they have to take jobs shooting at people to



decoy them into wild goose chases to Montana.”
Monk nodded. “Friend Clark isn't what he has seemed.”

Lucky said she could contribute another piece of informeation. “On the Barnes schooner, the Virginia
Dare, Doc Savage and | found a photograph of Clark standing with Barnes — Haven't | heard Clark
sy he didn't know Barnes?’

“l heard him say that,” Monk said grimly. “I'm going to consult with him about it.” He swung on Sam
Clark, and hisvoice was loud. “Clark! | thought you didn't know Barnes!”

“Sam Clark scowled. “Sure | knew Barned”
“Then what —7?"

“You can forget most of what I've said in the past,” Sam Clark informed him. “But pay close atention to
what | say from now on.”

“Thisguy,” Monk told Ham, “is meking different noises. What are we going to do about it?’

Lieutenant Avery swore vidlently. “I'll do the doing!” He swung on Clark. “But, you'rein the fold. You're
arrested. If you can tak your way out of it, fine. But—"

“No tak”. Sam Clark lifted his voice. “Okay, boys. Come on out and argue with them!”

There were two doors leading out of the deckhouse into bow and stern of the cabin cruiser. Both these
doors opened smultaneoudy. A man and agun came out of each one. The guns were light machine guns.
The men were large amiable fellows who weren't looking amiable a the momernt.

“I think dl of you,” Sam Clark said, “can reach the caling with your hands. It isn't very high. Those little
rafters that go across are caled carlings. Let's see each of you grab one.”

Assgant Didrict Attorney Bridges jaw went forward. “Isthis a holdup?’
Sam Clark grinned. “Petey, do you see that jav?’

Petey said the jaw was not only visble, but interesting. He used a Cockney diaect. He came over, and
with blinding suddenness, hit the end of Mr. Bridges jaw with hisfig.

Bridges fdl down.

LIEUTENANT AVERY tried to look indignant over what had happened to Assstant Didrict Attorney
Bridges, but did not succeed very well.

“Petey, frisk them,” Sam Clark ordered. “And don't clown around with that Monk and Ham, or theyl
make a mess out of you.”

Petey was careful. He collected what weapons he could find and stuffed them into different parts of ther
clothing. “Bulletproof jackets,” he reported. “Monk and Ham are wearing them under their shirts”

“I'm sorry about this” Sam Clark sounded as if he was more angry and determined than sorry. “But |
couldn't think of any other quick way.” He siwung on one of the men with the light machine guns. “Get the
rest of the boys, cast off, and put out to sea. You got plenty of fud aboard?’

“Plenty of fud.”



“What about grub?’
“Enough for aweek for this crowd, | guess”
“That's plenty.” Clark raised hisvoice. “Dick, Bob, Carlos Let's get going.”

Monk discovered there were other men outside, some of them with rifles, some with pistols. He had no
idea where they had come from. They must have been posted in the neighborhood.

They cast off the lines. A man stepped to the controls, twisted the fud shut-off vaue, threw switches and
poked a starter button. The result was an agtonishing rumbling below decks, a series of explosions from
exhaug stacks, and eventudly about the same deep- throated sound that a four-engine bomber makes.

The boat hiked up its stern, backed away from the pier, went into forward speed before it could bang
into the other bank of the canad and began moving forward.

The fog, Monk saw, was sttling. It was now like a caling a few dozen feet off the surface, dark gray
and werdly like the underbelly of a monster when the beam of the cabin cruiser searchlight touched its
shaggy meass in prowling from one Sde of the cand to another.

Sam Clark, taking rapidly, told his men who were in earshot what had happened. He used few words.
He sad, “They killed Mr. Barnes, the dirty so-and-sos.” He did not say so- and-sos, and glanced guiltily
a Lucky afterward. She shrugged. He added to his men, They took the Virginia Dare and went to sea
after they had killed Doc Savage. He eyed them thinly, added, “They got Shdling aboard, probably took
hmaong.”

The men, Monk redlized, were extremely shocked by news of Barnes desath.

Sam Clark confronted Monk and Ham, included Lieutenant Avery in his scowl, and said, “In this fog,
you can guess what chances we got of finding the schooner. Pretty dim.”

Avey sad, “Pretty damn dim—if you redly want to catch them.”

“Dont let your wrong idess get so big you can't see over them, copper.” Sam Clark jerked his head
toward the bow. The boat was turning into the steamship channd that led to the open sea. “We know
something they don't know we know—we know where they're going. So we're gonna be there when
they get there, if we can.”

“Then what?” Avery demanded.
“Thenit'slikdy to get rough.”

Chapter X

THE Gulif Stream, where it passed between the Bahameas Idands and the Forida coast, was about fifty
mileswide, amile deep and, under the right conditions, could be as nesty a stretch of water as there was
inthe world. The right condition was a northerly wind meeting the stream which in turn flowed north, in
places faster than a man could conveniently walk. The chop that resulted, short, vicious, was enough to
loosen the teeth of the occupants of amdl boats.

Doc Savage, lying in the sail locker on the port side, was far enough forward to be over the overhang.
The reault, every time the Virginia Dare hit a wave, which was a twenty-second intervas, was
something like having a bull crash into the planks beside him. The sea was rough, the wind strong enough
to make vidin noisesin the rigging, and the boat was being driven hard.



It was cold, too. He had not expected it to get cold, but it was. They had closed the forecastle hatch, but
not before a hdf dozen barrdfuls of water had poured insde and soaked the sal locker, the sals and
Doc. He was hungry, his nerves were far from being at rest, and hisribs where the two bullets had struck
the bulletproof vest were hurting. He had made severd examinaions of the ribs, and beieved one of
them was cracked. A cracked rib was not supposed to be avitd injury, but it wasn't pleasant.

It was dark. The schooner pitched and rolled. It dlimbed for along time up long swells and dl the time it
was pounded by the short waves, then it would plunge downward for along time, pounded harder.

They were under sal, and the Diesd was ill running. They were, he was sure, making good time. He
judged roughly that about five hours had passed when the boat changed course. In a moment, the
mansal jibed, svinging from starboard to port with a wrench that nearly took the mast out. He could
hear profanity, could fed the boat changing course again. When the commotion subsided, they were lined
out on adightly different course, and the water had changed—the waves were steeper, more violent, but
there was no longer a long mountainous deep-sea swell. They had crossed the Guif Stream, passed
through the reefs that edged the great Bahama Bank, and were now headed—south, he bedieved, but
possbly dill east, for there might have been a wind shift—across the Banks, an area of hundreds of
square miles of shod water which was hardly more than three or four fathomsin depth anywhere —

He became rigid, stopped breathing. Two men had come into the forecastle from &ft.

“Hdl, whered dl this water come from?’ one of them complained.

A flaghlight beam, jumping about, made the thin salldoth glow cream-white before Doc's eyes.
“Hatch was open awhilg” the other man said.

“Oh — You see anything looks like grub around here?”’

“Nah — Unless it's under some of these sails” The man began to jerk the sals about in the lockers,
punch them with his hands. A moment later, he gave Doc Savage a hard blow in the somach with his fig
and, immediatdy afterward, a second blow on the broken ribs.

DOC was sure he ydled in agony. He could not, he felt, have repressed an outcry. He was dso quite
certain he blacked out for a few moments from the effects of the blow. But when redity—sounds, the
dammy fed of sall-cloth agangt his face—took tangible being again, nothing more had happened. The
schooner must have been pounding into a wave when he was punched, and the puncher must have
mistaken his body for a bundled sal.

“No grub!” the man said disgustedly. “Y ou know, we haven't any too much food aboard.”
“It oughta be enough. What does he expect to do—spend a couple of months diving?’
“Hé's not sure how long it will take to open up the steamer's hold and get at the shipment.”

“If the ship'slyingin water as shdlow as he says, one day might do it. Ten fahoms, he says. So shdlow
she wouldn't be covered if she wasn't on her side. If that's right, five or Sx days should see enough of the
cargo out to load us down.”

“Thisis a damned amdl boat for a sdvage job.”
“| guess that Suff he's after isn't so bulky — And he figures on making more than one trip, didn't he say?’
“Uh-huh.”



“Should be a pretty good job for us before it's over with. The speaker didn't sound asif he was so sure it
was a good job.

“Yeeh, if it paid anything,” the other man said. He didn't sound satisfied either. “What do you think about
whet we were taking about this moring?”

“Boundng him for more dough, you mean?’
“Yeah”
“I'm kindain favor of it, to tdl the truth.”

“The job is worth more now than it was this morning. Thet killing business sort of raised its price as far as
| am concerned — Thing is, though, I'm not sure it would be safe to bounce him for more dough now.
He's aguy that's kinda quick with the dead uff.”

“Afrad of him?’
“Y ou're damned right I'm afraid of him!”

The other man laughed, and it was an unamused sound. “I don't think he'd knock off his two divers, but
you never can tdl about guys like him. | think he's a crackpot.”

“Hes smart as awhip.”
“That's the way you can tdl crackpots sometimes.”
“Well wait until he'sin a better humor, then bring up the money thing. How's that?’

Doc Savage did not hear how it struck the other man, because the two I€ft the forecastle — So there
was a sunken steamer, a cargo to be salvaged, the two men were divers, and the schooner was to be
used for the sdvaging — Doc frowned, irriteted by the intruson of what struck him as a very smple
explanation for things happening. His second thought that it wasn't any too smple, when questions were
asked. Wha was the cargo? How come it was there? How and why were Sam Clark, Petey, Lucky,
Sling, involved? There were at least ten men on the schooner, he suspected, and why were they
involved? Why had Barnes and the man named Mesana been murdered, and who had done it?

There were plenty of questions. He lay back and considered them, and hoped that the wind would not
lay to a point where they would be tempted to put light sails on the schooner, which would include the
baloon jib under which he was lying. He was, he reflected, probably very close to death.

SHORTLY éfter daylight, they passed through an opening in a reef into a lagoon. There was no doubt
about what they were doing, because a man on the mainmast cross-trees conned them in through the foul
water, twice nearly piling them on cora heads, and being cursed as a dunce and a striped ape each time,

Bill—the one who probably ill thought he had killed Doc Savage—did most of the curaing. He ydled,
“You see that mangrove creek?’

And the man on the mast shouted, “Y egh, alittle to starboard and sraight ahead.”
“Okay. Watch out for shoas.”

They evidently had no difficulty working the schooner into the mangrove creek, because presently, after
some jumping around and more shouting, the boat seemed to be tied to the mangroves with lines.



“You guys in the firs waich get busy collecting pdm fronds to cover the deck,” Bill ordered. “Use the
leaves of them little runty palmettos. Cover the sails and deck and everything.”

There was more scuffling around.

“The second watch,” Bill ydled, “will break out the paint brushes and that paint. Paint the hull white.
Never mind afancy job. Do it quick.”

Doc Savage ligened with darm. Evidently they were going to change the color of the vessd for purposes
of disguise. But a paint job wouldn't make a very effective changein a boat of such digtinctive shape as a
bugeye. His concern was presently judtified when Bill, anding in the bow, said, “I don't know what the
hdl well do about this clipper bow. Shortening the bowsprit will help. And well have to change the
mast-stepping o that the masts stand up straight. Have to make the foremast into the mainmast, and cut
the main down until it will pass for ajigger. Thatll turn her into a ketch.”

Somebody said, “Damned if | want to sall back into Miami on her, no matter how much she's changed.”
“Who said anything about Miami? Well try Neuvitas or some other Cuban port.”
“Therés an American consul & Neuvitas, ant there?’

“Well swesat that out later.” Bill sounded angry. “Let's get the pant —” He was dlent a moment, then
rased hisvoice, bellowed, “What's that? Where?’

One of the crew, some distance away, cdled, “Just north of theidand.”
Bill swore. “Everybody outasght!” he ydled.

Doc decided that he then went up the ratline ladder to the manmagt hounds. The mast squeaked dightly
inits step because of Bill's weight.

For ten minutes, there was the most complete and darming kind of a sllence.

WHEN Bill came down the ratlines, he was swearing bitterly. Somebody asked him a question Doc did
not get. “I don't know, damn it!” Bill snarled. “She was a cabin cruiser, and the same type that John
Warner owns. The Warner boat has been laying a a hotel dock in Miami Beach.”

“If it was Warner's boat, why'd they go on? Why didn't they turn in?’
“Would they comeinif they saw us?’

“Hél, they couldnt have seen us. We're hull down behind the mangroves, and those pam trees in the
background would have hidden the masts. Anyway, the sun was in their eyes.”

Bill was not satidfied. “As soon as they're out of Sght, I'm gonna put a dink in the water and run out there
where they were and seeiif it'slikdy they spotted us”

Somebody said, “Through the binoculars, it looked like they were fishing. The outriggers were ouit.
Would they be fishing if it was Warner's boat?’

“If it was Warner's boat, anything could happen,” Bill sad hitterly. “You guysdl keep your guns handy.”

Somebody made the suggestion that they might pursue the cabin cruiser they'd seen and catch it. He was
sworn at. “That cruiser would do thirty knots to our ten,” Bill advised him angrily.



L ater, Bill departed in the dinghy, to which they had attached an outboard motor. It was now getting hot
in the forecastle, and Doc waited uncomfortably. He could hear paint brushes making licking sounds
agang the hull, and hear pam fronds being arranged to cover the deck. He was plagued by grim
thoughts about the likelihood that they would take the sails out of the forecastle to dry them, which would
mean his certain discovery — In which case there would be dmogt no chance of his escaping dive, the
water in these mangrove creeks in the idands usudly being nearly as clear as glass, and the mangroves
offering little protection from bullet.

Bill returned in a better humor. From some distance away, he cdled, “Boss, | don't think they saw the
medts. They're not astdl as the pamsin the background and the sun gives your eyes hdl. A plane might
spot us, but | don't see how they could have”

Doc tried to identify the voice that answered. But it was hard to get anything out of a grunt.

IT was, Doc believed, close to four o'clock in the afternoon when they dumped the deck covering of
pam fronds on the shore, cast off the mooring lines and backed out of the mangrove creek, going
aground once, but getting off immediady. The tide, he surmised, was close to low dack, which was
evidently what they had been waiting for. The wait for dack tide indicated the steamer they were going to
try to reach by diving must liein or near the gap in the reef where, during the incoming and outgoing tide,
there would be strong currents.

They began getting diving equipment on deck. A man came into the forecastle and gave him a gridy five
minutes or so poking about in search of a coil of light line. The fdlow did not, however, bother the light
sl locker, dthough he shouted to someone on deck, “The sals in here are soaking wet. Won't they
mildew if we don't dry 'em?’

“Let 'emrot,” someone said. They were excited about the diving.

It was evident from the ydling that at least two men had been left ashore to Sght bearings and direct the
schooner by arm gestures. In dl, about twenty minutes had elgpsed before the anchor chain poured out
of the locker, located dmost againgt Doc's head, with a frightening roar.

After that, he lay in the difling heet and listened to the diving operation. One man was evidently going
down. Two other men, one in the foremast hounds, the other in the main-mast hounds, were placed, one
with ingructions to watch for sharks, the other to scan the horizon for approaching vessdls.

The compressor engine started. The diver complained that, by God, they would have to rig a diving stage
if they expected him to do this day after day. Presently he was lowered over the side, but was hoisted up
again when the telephone wouldn't work. They repaired that. He went down again.

Doc Savage, badly gnawed by curiogty, his nerves on edge, dragged the sal back cautioudy from his
eyes, and consdered taking a chance on a look outsde. The forecastle hatch was now invitingly open.
He moved his head somewhat and froze. A man had leaned down, thrust his head into the forecastle, and
looked directly a him!

There followed ten or twelve of the longest seconds Doc Savage had ever experienced. Then the man,
dill looking directly a him, bellowed, “It's wetter than a dishpan down here. If anybody expects me to
bunk in here, they're crazy. I'll deep on deck, fird. | think that's what I'll do anyway.” The man withdrew
his head and went away. Due to the intense sunlight outside, the shadow in the forecastle, he had not
seen Doc.

THE diver was down about two hours, and it seemed longer. There was, toward the end, quite a bit of
excited ydling when he cdled for a line to be sent down. Somebody said they were messng up the wet



paint on the hull. He was laughed at for being concerned about the hull paint.
They hauled the diver out. He did not, when they uncapped him, sound tired.

“This int any snap,” he announced loudly. “The tide gives you hdl. | ran across three moray eds in
there, and they're big ones, big enough to bite through a man's diving suit. They're deadly poison.”

Bill snorted, said, “Don't kid me about edds—they're infectious is dl. Place where they hite gets sore as
hdl — How much progress did you make?’

“Progress? The diver sounded a little reluctant. “Well, not bad. But itll be rougher later on — As a
meatter of fact, the hatch is blown off the main hold. The ar pressure must have done that when she went
down.”

“Cripes, you got into the hold?’

“Yegh”

“What about the cargo?’

“Haul away on theling” the diver said. “Let's see what | got.”

There was some brisk heaving, shouted orders, the sounds that went with rasng some kind of a burden,
not too heavy, and haiging it aboard. When the thing came down on deck, it was obvioudy metd.
Someone said, “Let's have a knife and scrape away some of the mess — Will sdt water hurt the Suff?’

“What | want to know,” another demanded, “is whether ther€'s enough to pay off.”

The diver snorted. “The hold is hf full of it. Several hundred tons”

“Oh, for arying out loud! Severd hundred—by God! That's more than a hdf million bucks worth!”
“Even a market prices now,” Bill said. “It was worth more than that when the ship sank.”

This seemed to end the work on the anchor. The anchor, it developed, had stuck, evidently lodged on
the sunken steamer. In the course of the commotion, a man fdl down the forecastle hatch, darming Doc
Savage intensely—he thought the man who had looked into the forecastle earlier had actudly seen him,

and they were soringing a trap.

To the tune of unconcerned swearing—they were in high spirits—they decided to cut the anchor loose,
udng the anchor chain to hold a marker buoy, which they proceeded to fashion out of haf a dozen life
preservers lashed together and wrapped in a sal. This done, they headed back into the lagoon,
maneuvered into the mangrove creek again, and put out mooring lines.

They were, gpparently, going to settle down for the night. Aft, some sort of an argument broke out over
degping accommodations, complicated by the fact that it was cloudy in the south and might rain during
the night. There was not enough bunk space aft; somebody would have to take the forecastle, wet or not.

Doc became darmed.

PRESENTLY, two men dumbled into the forecastle, coming through the bulkhead door from the
amidships hold where the diving equipment was stored. They made loud angry noises back in the hold,
but once in the fore-castle, one of them broke into giggling. “Shut up, dope!” his companion urged.

“Theyll get wisel”



“Wise, hdl! Nobody had spotted it, had they? Here, give me a hand with it.”
“Where will we put it?’

“What's the matter with under the sails?’

“Sdls are wet. We gotta toss them out anyway. Let's get the wet sails out now.”

Doc Savage had bardy time to get set—mentdly; there was not much he could do physcaly—for
trouble when the balloon jib was yanked out of the locker, exposng him.

Chapter Xl

SURPRISE was on his Sde. He was glad of that. He had wondered if it would be. His feet were free
firg, and he used the right one to kick the nearest man, having marvelous luck and hitting the man on the
point of the jaw. The fdlow walked backward agangt the second man, who was fadng the other
direction, doubled over, wedging something in a box under the berths.

The second men said, “Waich where youre—" and saw Doc Savage. His eyes were rounded like
portholes, he made two or three ducking sounds, like a turkey tom getting ready to gobble. Before he
could make any noise that was coherent, or very loud, Doc hit him. The blow, a fine hook to the jaw,
seemed to have absolutely no effect. Doc put aleft in his somach, came up with aright as the man folded
over, and got results.

At this point, the first man hit the floor, making the loudest sound that had been made. Doc caught the
second man and eased him down.

Since he did not have a gun, his hands made a quick search and came up with three, two revolvers and
an automatic. He did not, as a usud thing, carry a gun, nor did he like to employ one. Long ago, he had
formed a conviction that if a man started packing a gun, he would just naurdly put more and more
dependence in the thing, and, caught in a jam without it sometime, be absolutely helpless.

In the meantime, he lisgened for a noise, or lack of it, from &ft that would indicate an darm. There was
none. Life, as nearly as he could tell, was going on as usud.

Two unconscious men, he reflected, are going to be hard to dispose of. Hisimmediate plan was to get off
the boat, which he thought he might be able to do, taking advantage of the darkness. But he couldn't
leave two unconscious men behind—they would revive eventualy. He did not have the necessary amount
of cold blood to fix them so they wouldn't revive.

Theidand—if he got on it—would be asmdl one, he surmised. Probably no more than a cay, a handful
of sand, cord, mangroves and a few pam trees, and obvioudy uninhabited. He had not seen the idand,
but it did not take much guesswork to decide what kind of place it was. The men had shown no
gpprehension at dl about anyone on the idand discovering them, therefore the idand was not inhabited.

He had no liking for being chased about on a amdl cay by ten or a dozen armed men who had dready
killed two, which was what would happen once the two prisoners awakened and gave an darm.

The problem solved itsdf quite nicdy. He leaned down to see what kind of box the men had brought into
the forecastle. He was 0 relieved he dl but fdl on his face. Whiskey! A case of whiskey. Old Jug
Bourbon Whiskey was stenciled on the case.

CARRYING through on the good luck, the bottles were screw-capped instead of corked. He ran a
fingernall around the sedl, unscrewed a cap, adjusted one of the unconscious men's head so that it was in



the best funnd pogtion, and began forcing whiskey down the felow's throat. He spilled very little. His
training as a doctor helped out.

How much whiskey a once would kill a man was a complicated question, induding the factors of
tolerance, or ability of the victim's body to oxidize it, the victim's Sze, the amount of food in his ssomach.
He decided to go heavy, and gave each man something less than a quart. There was a definite possihility
thet afull quart would be fatdl.

He dammed each man on the jaw again to give the liquor time to take effect, then rolled the victims in the
bunks. He collected another gun and two boxes of cartridges.

One at atime, he dropped the cartridges from one box into an empty bottle which he shook as nearly dry
as possible. Then he put the screw cap on the bottle and shoved it in his trouser pocket. It made a very
tight fit, but he did not care to take chances on ammunition getting wet. The effect of immersng shdlsin
water was aways doubtful.

Very caefully, he raised his head through the hatch. It was rather dark, the idand looked about as he had
expected it to look—Ilow, cord and sand, mangroves and lignumvitae and a very few tdl pams on
dightly higher ground nearby. A cloud bank in the east and south was nearer than he had expected, and
lightning occasiondly crawled about high up in the clouds. There was no audible thunder.

Withdrawing his head, he ligened to the sounds &ft. Apparently, they were cooking, part of them
lounging in the cockpit where there were cushions.

He had dready worked out a plan for putting the schooner a a disadvantage, and he concluded to go
ahead with it. He would need line, probably fifty feet of it. There was dways plenty of rope around a
sling vessd, and he located the line locker, port side, ahead of the bunks, and sdlected a length. He
coiled it very carefully, shaking out the kinks, then swung it over his shoulder and head, under one arm.

Going out on deck, he moved casudly, but kept low, the way he had come aboard. He went down into
the water the same way, hanging to the jib basket, then the bobstay, then lowering himsdf an inch a a
time The water was warm, and there was a dight current into the mangrove creek, which meant he
would have to go againg the current in sMimming aft.

He took a deep breath, sank, and svam toward the stern. Presently he bumped into the centerboard,
which was down, but not hard enough, he hoped, to be heard on the schooner. He went on, began to
need airr, findly coming up under the stern overhang. He ligened for a while. So far, it seemed to be
working.

Removing the hank of line, he uncoiled it carefully, letting the current carry the rope away, dringing it out
50 that it would not tangle. Then he sank, found the propdler, and began making repeated turns around
propdler and shaft. The shaft, he discovered, ran through a bearing strut after it left the shaft 1og. He took
fifteen or twenty turns around propeller and strut in the course of three submersions.

There was some line left. He decided to jam the rudder, which would prevent them using sall urtil they
had unfouled it. The rudder was centered, and he dared not try to move it, because that would—if he did
manage to move it—spin the steering whed in the cockpit. He made three loops from the rudder,
wedging the linein between gudgeons and pins, and carried it over to the propeller and lashing the end.

A man underwater with a sharp knife could eventudly remove the impediment, but, once the propeller
hed further fouled itsdf by endeavoring to turn, it would be a brisk half hour job. He hoped.

He swam back underwater to the bow of the schooner. The ticklish job, getting away from the schooner,



was ahead of him. He watched the water, disturbed about phosphorescence. There were figh in the
creek, he knew, and there should be phosphorescence when they moved—if this was one of the nights
when there was a lot of the sea fire. There was more of the Suff some nights than others. He decided
findly that it was safe enough.

He drew in a deep breath, sank, and swam with the current. The guns, the bottle filled with cartridges,
helped keep him down. He veered a little to the right, intent on coming to the surface under the
overhanging mangroves when he ran out of breath.

Thunder was whooping discontentedly in the distance when he crawled out among the mangroves.

HE did not linger around the creek and the schooner, because he wanted a generd idea of the shape of
the idand, and the lightning that was jabbing white-tongues out of the front and base of the oncoming
thundersguall was the best source of light he would have, probably, for severa hours.

The pdm trees, some of them probably close to a hundred feet in height, would give a good vantage
point—if he could dimb them without beng discovered. But he watched the pdm trees, boles
glver-white, sanding out in each distant lightning flash, and decided it was too risky. The padm trunks
were t00 conspicuous.

He moved ingead in a wide circle to the beach. Cora idands usudly had a beach, d- though it wasnt
necessarily of sand, nor smooth. This one in particular was not smooth: it was of honeycomb coral, about
as easy waking, if he had not been wise enough not to remove his shoes, as so much broken glass. He
kept close to the jungle until he had rounded a point and was where lightning flashes would not reved him
to alookout if there was one near the schooner.

The cay was about one hdf a milein length, a couple of hundred yards wide at the broadest part, and
there was shod water on the west side, which was the sde opposite the lagoon. He could not tel much
about the reef formation, but if it ran according to pattern, there would be a pocket of deep water ingde
areef that would not necessarily be exposed even a low tide, but which would be effective protection.

He kept going. He was thinking of the cabin cruiser they d sghted earlier in the day — If the cruiser was
going to approach the idand, the logicd time to do it would be in the wake of the thunderstorm—far
enough back to be out of the line squal that would precede the storm, but dso close enough to take
advantage of the uproar of the storm.

The squal was approaching, he decided, at about twenty miles an hour, which was a good speed, but
one which a capable ocean-going express cruiser could handle.

He kept going until he reached the eastern side of the idand, then, on a smooth stretch of sand, lay down
to wait, to watch the play of lightning, gauge the sorm and try, in particular, to learn whether the cabin
cruiser was running dong on the outskirts of the squdl. He did not seeit.

The ar became hat, 4ill, for afew moments. Then he began to hear the hissng of the squdl line between
the licking of lightning, the crash and rumble of thunder. Quickly, then, the wind came.

HARD cora sand hit his hands and face, feding, when there was darkness, like hard raindrops. There
wasn't much darkness now; the lightning was an dmogst continuous blaze. There was not more than a
minute and a hdf of wind, then the rain came marching in a tortured wal, and hit him solidly, like a living,
angry animdl. It was not a large nor violent rain squdl as tropicd squdls went, but for a few moments it
seemed utterly fierce and violent.

The rain, after three or four minutes of rushing fury, dackened to an even downpour which would, he



surmised, last another fifteen minutes or so. He gave his attention to the sea now —

The dinghy came in rapidly, without lights He heard the motor, and the motor stopped, long before he
saw the amdl boat. But presently he knew from what direction it was coming.

He waited for alightning flash to come, blaze, die. Then he sprinted across the beach, went into the water
as Slently as possible, and, when the surf was considerably less than knee deep, went flat. After that, he
crawled—so that other lightning flashes would not silhouette him—out into neck deep water.

It was more difficult now to keep track of the incoming amdl boat. He spotted it twice more by sound,
then by sght as lightning flickered digtantly. He heard someone curse the lightning softly.

Sam Clark's voice said, “Never mind the lightning. If they see us, it might be just as well.”

There was surf coming in, but it was not high. The waves, even close in and bresking, were not more
than three feet. The squal had been too fast-moving and brief to kick up much of a surf.

Doc, moving without splashing, got directly in front of the dinghy. He did most of his breething in the
wave troughs, let the crests pass over his head by diving through them.

When the boat was quite close, he sank, let it pass overhead, located it with his hands, came up swiftly
behind it and hooked a hand over the stern. He swung arevolver over the stern with his right hand.

“Dont gtart shooting,” he said.
The oars—two men were rowing—stopped.

“Clark,” Doc said. “Better tdl them not to start shooting — Youll want to know what you're getting
into.”

The slence continued. Doc didn't like it. They were, he surmised, armed like commandos.

Petey said, “God bless us a ghost!” For once he did not use Cockney, Audrdian, Brooklyn or any other
didect. He sounded like a Boston gentleman in church.

Clark sad, “Savage — Doc Savage?’
“Were going to turn alight on you.”
“Wait for alightning flagh.”

“Wdl ... okay ... Anybody with you?’
“No.”

Thelightning took its time about coming, and when along spark of it did race across the sreaming rump
of the thunderstorm, it showed five men and the muzzles of five guns intently interested and waiting.

DOC moved hadtily when darkness came. He got to one sde of the dinghy stern and as far from it as he
could get and Hill keep one hand onit.

Sam Clark sad, “I thought you never used agun.”
“l don't like to.” He hoped the location of his voice would not be too definite.

“This could get messy.”



“It could.”

Clark sad findly, “Hold it, boys. It's Savage, dl right.”

“He's supposed to be dead,” Petey said.

“Well, he's not.”

“Yeeh, and it's kinda funny, ain't it? Kinda mysterious. Maybe somebody didn't want hm dead after dl.”
Sam Clark made a vague noise. “Shut up,” he said.

Doc asked, “How are we going to work this out?’

“Y ou mean—who's going to get shot?’

“We can start with thet.”

“| dways hate to think in a hurry,” Sam Clark sounded worried. “Make alot of mistakes that way.”

Doc, sounding as ominous and threatening as he could, said, “Let's begin by putting those guns down.
We're getting nowhere thisway.”

There was aSlence.
“Put 'em down boys,” Sam Clark said.
Petey swore hitterly. “Are we gonna give up?’

“You're probably not giving up anything, Petey. Put them down. | don't know how the hdl he got here
dive—unless that girl lied to us—but he's probably got some interesting words for us”

Doc sad, “That should go both ways.”

In a moment, when the lightning came again, he saw that their hands no longer hed guns. Whether they
hed pocketed them, or put them in the bottom of the boat, he had no idea.

“Where are Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks?” Doc demanded.

“On the cruiser.”

“Vey fa out?

“Hdf amile”

“Two of you row back out there and get them,” Doc said. “The rest of uswill wait on shore.”
Sam Clark took along time—probably a minute, but it seemed longer—to think that over.

“Y ou heard the pronouncement, boys,” he said.

Chapter Xll

THE dinghy swung about after dl but the two oarsmen had unloaded, and headed back out to sea
Because it was dill raining, the smal boat was quickly logt to sght and hearing.

Sam Clark cleared histhroat quietly. “If thisisatrick to get us ashore into the hands of them guys—’



“It's not,” Doc said.

Clark hesitated. “Damned good thing | kinda got acquainted with you,” he said findly. “All right, boys,
wade ashore.”

Doc followed behind them. He knew that they hdf suspected they were waking into an ambush. He
meade no comment, except to say, “Keep down and crawl. And when you reach the beach, don't be too
prominent grolling across it. Nor too dow.”

Each man crossed the beach in sorinting haste. There was no incident, except that Petey ran headlong
into some kind of atropica cactus, and expressed his fedingsin a hoarsely agonized whisper.

Sam Clark cleared his throat. “Miss Jones said you were dead. Shot.”

“Bulletproof vest,” Doc explained. “They heaved me overboard in too much of a hurry afterward. The
one who shot me—they cdl him Bill—was sure two bullets where he had put those had killed me. Which
was logicd.”

“Which shows how logic can foul up a Stuation,” Sam Clark muttered. “Bill ... That must be Bill Lonnie.
He's second boy to the stud duck. He's the right hand that does the work. | hope | get a shot a him, |
sure do. What about Barnes?’

“Barnes was dead when Lucky and | came aboard with Snelling. They hanged him.”

“What did they do with Barnes body?” Sam Clark was suddenly hoarse with emotion. He added, “The
dirty so-and-sos.”

“I think,” Doc said, “thet they dumped Barnes body in the river after mine. There was some talk about it
before they threw mein. I'm not sure that's what happened, but it probably did.”

“Thedirty so-and-sos,” Sam Clark said. He used the words so-and-sos, giving them a meaning, with his
tone and delivery, that was agonized, bitter, completdly mdevolent.

Doc added, “They tied aweight to my feet. | got it loose, swam to the bow, dimbed up the bobstay and
jib basket, got into the forecastle, got under a light sal because | figured there was enough wind they
wouldn't use the light sails. It was a bdloon jib. It proved to be lucky figuring. They didn't bother the
sl

“Brany thinking, not luck,” Sam Clark said. “You've got more damned guts then | have, and I'm not
supposed to be exactly empty.”

Doc sad, “They salled her hard and put in the lagoon about daylight. They were lying up the mangrove
creek when you passed this morning. Did you see them?’

“We saw the topmast. We've got damned good binoculars aboard.”
“They were suspicious, but not too suspicious.”

“That's a damned bad mistake they made” Sam Clark sounded gutturd, tense. Presently he added,
“That, and killing poor old Barnes, the dirty so-and-sos.”

THE rain, dackening suddenly, fdl only in athin migt. To the south and west, the direction from which the
thunderstorm had come, the sea took on a pae siver tint which was evidently from moonlight. The sky,
fallowing the storm, was going to clear.



From the sea in the direction the dinghy had gone, there was slence and darkness.

Doc sad, “I got off the schooner less than an hour ago. Two of them jerked the sal off me, but |
managed to lay them out. They had sneaked a case of bourbon whiskey, into forecastle. | poured nearly
aquart down each one.”

“You used more restraint than | would,” Petey said suddenly. Petey ill had a Bostonian sound.
Doc asked, “What are you, an actor?’

“Me?" Petey sounded surprised. “How'd you know?’

“Hes no actor,” Sam Clark said. “He's my private secretary — I'm not kidding.”

“I don't think you're kidding,” Doc said.

“When did you figure it out?” Sam Clark asked suddenly.

“When that fdlow Mesana was murdered, some of it,” Doc said. “I figured out who killed him, and then |
made a bad mistake—I let it go on cooking to see what would boail to the surface. That was an error.”

Sam Clark grunted. “Maybe it wasn't. Not a mistake, | mean.”
“No?’

“I wasin a little different frame of mind then,” Clark said grimly. “I was pretty greedy right then. | was
greedy up to the point where | found out from Lucky Jones that Barnes had been knocked off — That
girl'sunusud. She's got more nerve than a politician.”

Doc was slent. He watched the sea. Usudly he could keep farly close track of time, but now he was
confused, and could not tel whether the dinghy had had time to go hdf a mile and return. It was
important.

“You got the rest of it doped out?” Sam Clark demanded suddenly.

“Mogt of it, probably — | don't know what kind of cargo the steamer had, for one thing. Metd. But
what kind?’

“Itsmetd, dl right.”
“What kind?’

Sam Clark sghed. “Beryllium. It's no wonder metd, but they worked out away of refining it and dloying
it with duminum, and ugng it in arcraft. It's pretty good, that dloy. On a B19 plane, for ingtance, usng
the dloy saves enough weight to let the ship carry about nine tons extra load.”

Doc sad, “A shipment from South America, eh?’
“You hear them say that?’

“No. But lots of it comes from South America. The Nazis got about two thousand tons out of South
Ameicain 1941, before we got into the war and put a stop to it. They had, incidentaly, worked out
ways of dloying it with other metds to make machine parts—principally springs that never get tired.”

“Hel, you mugt be a metdlurgist!”



“Not especidly.” Doc turned his atention to the sea again. “1 think the dinghy is coming,” he said.
THE dinghy came in cautioudly. It was a presence, only faintly heard, for the lightning had dmost ceased.

“Thet cop and that assgtant didtrict attorney are aboard, and the girl,” Sam Clark said. “1 forgot to tel
you that.”

“They come dong willingly?”
“Not exactly.”

Doc did not press for details. “Wed better drag the dinghy, or carry it, rather, across the beach and hide
it”

They waked across the beach, entered the surf, and crouched there, lest there be another lightning flash
that might disclose their ghosily presence.

“What about Sndling?’ Sam Clark demanded suddenly.
“l don't know.”

“Hel—is't he on the schooner?’

“| didn't see him or hear hisvoice”

“That's queer.”

“I thought s0.”

Clark swore softly. “He's gotta be aboard—if they didn't tie a rock to his feet and drop him overboard
too. | wouldn't put it past them.”

Doc sad nothing.
Out in the surf, someone caled uneeslly, “Isit okay?’
“Comeonin, Monk,” Doc said.

Monk gasped, “It'strue! You're dive, Doc! Ham and I—weve been worried sck—we thought—" He
choked down, too affected by reief to make words fit together.

The dinghy came in, and the occupants dimbed out in knee-deep water. They identified themsdves as
Ham, Police Lieutenant Avery and Assgtant Didrict Attorney Bridges. Lucky was the last one out.

Doc said, “You shouldn't have brought the girl. There is going to be shooting and—"
“If you think | was going to stay on that boat aone, you're crazy!” Lucky declared.
“Alone! Isn't there anyone on the boat?’

Lieutenant Avery said, “Sure, there's one guy on the boat. She's just contrary. She wanted to get her
head shot off.”

They carried the dinghy across the sand and planted it in some brush, then whittled some fronds off
pametto shrubs and covered it.



“DOES everyone understand what is going on here?’ Doc asked.
“Weve got some ideas,” Ham said.
“Sam Clark will give us a brief review,” Doc said. “I think we have time for that.”

Clark hesitated, then said gloomily, “There was a steamer |oaded with beryllium, a metd that's used in
arplanes and dloys. It was bound from South America to Norfolk. It got a torpedo about a hundred
miles from here—this was during the war—and Started to sink. The crew abandoned ship in a hdl of a
hurry, but they left one guy aboard. He was knocked out by the exploson and they didn't happen to
notice him. Wdll, it was a rough night, dark and stormy, and the torpedoed steamer got separated from
the lifeboats. It didn't Snk. The guy who was knocked out wakes up, and he was able to get a little way
on the ship. He was one of the engineers, so he could do that. He saw this little idand, and tried to put in
here, but the steamer didn't makeit. It sank just outside the channd into the lagoon. The guy got ashore.
A few days later, he was picked up. He didnt tdl anybody that he knew where the steamer sank, and
thet it was in shod water. He kept his mouth shut urtil the war was over. Then he approached Barnes
and Warner. His propostion was that they finance him to salvage the beryllium, and he would sl it to
them at a sacrifice — Wadl, Barnes and Warner, I'm sorry to say, got some crooked ideas of their own.”

Doc sad, “Why don't you cdl a spade a spade?’

“ERY

“Youre Warner.”

Sam Clark breathed inward and outward deeply. “Y eah, I'm John Warner. How'd you figure it out?’

Lucky sad, “I figured it out, too. The photographs on the Virginia Dare, a picture of you and Barnes
together, old pas suff. | decided you were Warner right then.”

“I'm Warner,” Clark admitted. “Here's what happened: This guy approached Barnes, my partner. He
hed never seen me, so we—"

In the distance, two shots sounded. They came from the direction of the Virginia Dare, lying in the
mangrove creek. Another shot followed. A pause. A ydl. Three more shots.

Petey blurted, “My God, they didn't wait!”
“Who didn't wait?' Doc demanded.

“Therest of my crew,” Sam Clark gasped. “They werein the other dinghy. They were to circle the idand
and come in on the schooner from the other direction.”

Doc sad, “Come on.”

THEY ran, keeping in a compact group, and fallowing the beach. Doc, from time to time gave
ingructions about where the easy going would lie.

“How many in the other dinghy?’

“Hve” Sam Clark said. “There are deven of us, dl told. One on the cruisar, five here, five in the other
drgl,.'y.”

“Didn't you have aggnd?’



“Yes. A shot. One of the guys on the schooner must have fired on them, and set things off.”
“Look!” Lieutenant Avery barked.

They had rounded a headland, the mangrove creek in which the schooner lay was not more than two
hundred yards digant, and they could see tha the schooner was on fire. Hames, orange-colored,
bundled mogt of the cockpit area, and dark smoke was crawling upward.

“How did that happen?’ Doc demanded.

“l would be surprised as anything if it hadn't happened,” Sam Clark said. “We spent dl day meking up
home-made incendiary bombs. Burn them out, we figured, was the best way to upset them.”

Petey said, “Give us alittle light for shooting, too.”

The shooting commenced again. Thistime it was a light machine gun, and it loosened long bursts. Rifles
joined in.

“Doc said, “If they are usng that machine gun—"
“WEe're the ones with the machine gun,” Sam Clark said.

They drew near the burning schooner. Figures were moving in the firdight, both on the schooner and on
the shore. The guns continued whacking. The sub-machine gun emptied one drum of ammunition, and
started spitting a second. Petey unlimbered a revolver, amed a a man svimming in the mangrove creek,
and fired. The bullet dug up a gout of water in front of the smimmer's face, and the fdlow reversed and
swvam the other direction. Petey amed a him again.

Doc knocked the gun up, and said, “ That's cold blooded murder. Stop it!”

Petey said, “Sure, they treated Mr. Barnes with great courtesy, didn't they!” But he didnt fire again, and
the swvimmer, reaching shalow water, stood with both arms upraised.

Doc, lifting his voice, roared, “Let them surrender! Give them a chance to surrender!”
The result of hiswarning was not good. Two men were promptly shot down on the schooner deck.
“Clark, they know your voice—tdl them to take prisonersl”

Sam Clark or Warner said, “This breaks my heart, but okay.” He raised his own voice and bellowed,
“Doc Savage is with us. He says take prisoners. Better do it, or well get mixed up in a murder trid! If
they want to surrender, let them. Take prisoners.”

The shooting stopped while he was belowing. The fire ill burned naisly; it reached the fud tanks of the
schooner, and there was a hollow exploson, a fountain-like dimbing of flames, burning fragments, sparks
above the schooner.

Someone on the opposite sde of the creek asked loudly, “What prisoners?’
“Blazed” Monk was horrified. “Have they killed them dl?’

NOT dl, it developed. Only four. Three more were badly wounded, two were standing with their hands
up, one was svimming in the creek, and one, it seemed, was ill in ambush in the burning schooner.

Doc Savage said hoarsdly, “The two in the forecastle—" He ran to the mooring line, went out hand over



hand, and reached the forecastle deck. Shouting down the hatch, he said, “ Sndling—Sndling, are you
safe? | was worried.”

Sndling's voice—after the man had time to think—said, “Is that—what are you—"
“l came aboard to save you. Come on! Hurry, man! The boat is going to piecesin a minutel”

Coughing, gasping, Sndling came out of the smokefilled after section of the boat. He sad, “I
don't—they've had me prisoner—what has happened!”

“We caught up with them. Give me a hand. Let's get these two unconscious men ashore.”

Getting the two intoxicated men, dive but quite helpless, out of the forecastle bunks and on deck was a
muscle-wrenching job. Smoke and hest did not make it easier. Doc, on deck, managed to heave them as
far as shdlow water, where Lieutenant Avery and Monk could get hold of them and drag them to sefety.

Doc hauled Srdling out of the forecastle.
1] Corr‘e Or]! ”

Sdling discovered the men on shore. “Who—there's Sam Clark!” His voice was strained, wild. Shdling
plunged into the water, paddied ashore, crawled out on dry land. He sumbled toward Sam Clark,
walled, “Sam! Oh, thank God, Sam, you could come—"

Sam Clark hit him a terrific blow in the face with his fig. Shdling fdl loosdly, and Clark, suddenly over
him, lifted a foot to stamp on Sndling's face. Doc, reaching them, shoved Clark aside.

“Let thelaw doit,” Doc sad.
Sam Clark seemed dazed. “Why the devil did he come at me like that, whining and favning?’

Doc shrugged. “He thought we didn't know he was the salor who was Ieft on the steamer after it was
torpedoed. | suppose | gave him that idea. It seemed the best way of getting him out of the boat without
more shooting make him think we didn't know he was their leader.”

Petey swore. “He didn't know you were John Warner, Sam. Can you beat that?’

THEY herded the surviving prisoners on to the beach and searched them. Monk and Ham tried without
success to build a fire from the soaked jungle wood, gave it up when they discovered some of the
prisoners carried flaghlights which were servicegble.

Lieutenant Avery searched Sndling. “ So this bird was the dark horse?’

“He was the salor Ieft on the torpedoed steamer,” Sam Clark explained. “Like | told you, he got the
seamer thisfar and it sank outside the lagoon, and he was picked up and kept his mouth shut about the
whereabouts of the ship. After the war, he approached us, and we decided to doublecross him.”

“He didn't know you were Warner, of the two partners, Barnes and Warner?’
“Never.”
“How come?’

“He just never saw me. | struck up an acquaintance with him as Sam Clark. Petey hdped me. We gave
him the ideawe were a par of no-goods. The idea was that he might hire us for his salvage gang, and we



would find out where the steamer lay then take it over on aregular salvage ded that would have given us
fifty per cent of the cargo, a better ded than we were getting from him.”

“Hdl!” Lieutenant Avery said. “Tha wasn't a crooked ded on your part!” He sounded disappointed.
“Y ou mean you were going to notify the regular owners and insurance company and collect svage?’

“Yegh”
Doc Savage sad, “Let's have the rest of the background.”

Sam Clark nodded. “Not much to it. Shdling became suspicious of Barnes, and Barnes, for his own
protection, told Sndling he was going to ask you for help if Shelling got funny. So Shdlling cooked up that
crackpot idea of having Petey and me shoot a you, then decoy you off to Montana. That way, Barnes
couldn't apped to you for hdp — | guess Sndling had Mesana try to kill Lucky because she knew
Sdling and might point a bit of suspicion a him, and then, after you caught Mesana, Sndling killed him
therein the hotel room. | don't know how.”

“Cyanide in a cigarette,” Doc said. “Then Sndling pulled fake suff with the darts, which he must have
had ready to use if necessary or he got a chance—he had probably been experimenting with them and
found out they wouldnt redly kill a man effectivdy. Part of the fakery was daming someone was
outside, and had fired the darts.”

“l guess 50,” Clark said gloomily. “Then Sndlling had his men kill Barnes, because they were so stirred up
by then that Barnes had to be killed before he could tak to you. After they had killed you—they
thought—they knew they had better clear out, so they took Barnes boat, and did s0.”

“How,” Doc demanded, “did you know where the idand was?’

“Oh, | had found that out from talking with the divers Shdling had hired. Y ou see, they had made another
trip over here to look over the lay of the ship and decide how much the salvage job would take — That
was S0 they could talk business with Barnes. Barnes demanded exact figures and an esimate from an
experienced diver. It was the diver | pumped.”

Lieutenant Avery was looking around curioudy. “Where the devil,” he demanded, “is our bright young
legd light, Assstant Didtrict Attorney Bridges?’

No oneg, it developed, could recal having seen Mr. Bridges since the fighting started.

Lucky made an offer. “Does anyone want to bet me” she suggested, “that we don't find Mr. Bridges
wel hidden in the top of a pdm tree?’

Avey laughed. “With your gambling luck—no.”
THAT was where they found him.

THE END



