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Chapter |
AT three o'clock he was dead.

But five hours earlier, when he was quite dive and dert, he sauntered from the doorway of the Blar
House. The Blar House was a rather good hotd on Park Avenue in New York City, and he had been
walting” loitering, if one was frank about it—in the lobby of the place. He did not live there. Outdoors it
was chilly and the sdewaks were wet and the air fdt damp, adthough there were no visble raindrops.

He took a cab to the airport. He took a plane to Washington.

Airline passengers are expected to give their names, and he gave one. He gave a name. It was Alexander
Trussmen. It was not his name. As a matter of fact, no one ever did learn his name. The name of
Alexander Trussman fitted him in a way, and in another way it did not. If the name of Alexander
Trussman sounds foreign to you, it fitted him. He was young, tdl, dark-haired, dark- eyed, dark-skinned.

When a dumb-looking lout of a news- boy tried to force a newspaper on him outsde the Blair House, he
refused the super- sdlesmanship rather angrily, sngpping, “Im shi!” This word imshi, meaning to be
gone, or scram, was of a language spoken pretty generdly in the Near East. The term Near East being
applied broadly to that part of the world between the Mediterranean and the Indian Ocean, the Caspian
Sea and the Guif of Aden. Mr. Alexander Trussman, to give him the name he had given himsdlf, looked
sorry that he had used the word.

At noon, three hours before he was dead, he ate the lunch the airline served its passengers.

In Washington, he took ataxi to the Houghton Hotel, but did not register. He loafed in the lobby. He did
not have luggage of any sort. A few minutes past two, he left the Houghton, and was waking on
Pennsylvania Avenue when he began showing Sgns of distress.
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Fird, he perspired fredy. It was cold in Washington, a aty which seems adways to be too hot or too
cold, too dry or too wet. He burgt out into a swest, then a chill, and displayed dl the symptoms of a man
uUffering from an attack of violent illness. He aso showed sgns of being a man who wanted desperately
to go ahead with what he was doing. Being ill mustnt interfere. 1t mustin't. He fought his nausea and
weakness, but it did no good. Findly he knew he could not go on.

He had been falowing a man. He gave that up suddenly. He whedled from the sdewalk, entered a drug
store, got two ten-dollar hills changed into quarters and dimes—this took a long time and his skin was
lead-gray before it was done—and he carried the money toward a telephone booth. But he collapsed
before he reached the booth.

Presently there was a group of curious spectators around the sprawled man. One of the spectators, who
hed conveniently entered the drug store a moment before, pushed forward and took charge.

He was not a doctor, but he said, loudly, “I'm a doctor. Let's see what goes on here.”

Thisman, who was thick and wide and homdy and hairy, did some pulse-feding, tongue-examining and
eyebal-ingpecting. Mogtly it was mumbo-jumbo.

“Mild heart attack,” he announced. “I—lI take him to a hospitd.”

The manager, who was allittle nervous about such things happening in his drug store, asked the name of
the man who had collgpsed.

“How the hell do | know?" asked the “doctor.”

The manager wanted to know the doctor's name.

“Doctor Doesmith,” said the “doctor.”

“Shdl 1,” asked the anxious manager, “make a report of this to the police?’

“Il make dl the reports that are necessary,” said the phony medico. “Chances are there won't be any.
Thisguy has a chronic ticker difficulty, and the probaility is that he will live to be a hundred. Now and
then hewill caveinlikethis isdl.”

The manager was completely fooled, and he let the hairy ape carry Mr. Alexander Trussman outsde and
put im in a sedan which was rather too conveniently waiting.

The “doctor” took his victim to a hotdl. It was a good hotdl, one that didn't have to worry about its
reputation, consequently aman with moxie could get away with suff that would have gotten him thrown
out of alower- grade place. By dint of pouring some whiskey from a bottle on Mr. Alexander Trussman,
the gpish man got him upgtairs to a room, leaving everyone with the conviction that he was just bringing
his drunken pa home.

It was then two-forty.

The hairy ape put his burden on the bed. He punched Mr. Trussman in the bely a few times and said,
“Wake up, you so-andso.” But this did not get results.

The hairy ape's name was Mayfair. Lieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Mayfair, to give him his full title
He was one of the world's outstanding indudtrid chemigts, and had so been recognized for a number of
years. It was generdly agreed that he was too contrary and lazy to work at his professon except when
he was broke or when he had srained his credit with his friends to its utmost. His friends were wise to



him, so his credit didn't stretch far. The thing he preferred to do, and which he did mogt of the time, was
pursue excitement.

It was inevitable that Mr. Mayfar should be caled Monk. And he was. He did not mind.

Monk did some more bely-punching of his vicim and said, “Come on, wake up, chump!” Sill there
were no results.

Going to the telephone, Monk gave a number and asked, “Ham?. . . Wdl, what are you waiting on? . . .
Sure | got him. Like agtting duck. He's here in the hotd room now. Notify Doc, and then come on up. .
.. No, he hasnt talked yet. He thinks he's pretty sick. Okay. Fifteen minutes”

Monk concluded the conversation, turned, and discovered he had been cardess. His vicim, Alexander
Trussman, had did slently off the bed and was dipping out through the door into the hall.

“Herel” Monk ydled. He dived for the door. He had started too late. Mr. Trussman, forcing activity over
his sickness, did through the door and, taking the key aong, got it closed and locked on the outside.

Monk did some roaring. He roared very wel, sounding like he looked, a bull ape. The door was too
gout for mere twisting and wrenching, and he drew back with some idea of caving in a pand with his
shoulder. At that point, he remembered there was another room, a connecting door, and the second
room had a door into the hall.

“Dumb cluck!” said Monk with feding. He meant himsdlf.

He bolted into the adjoining room, knocking over furniture without naticing or caring wha he was
knocking over, and plunged out into the hall.

“Oh, oh!” he said, greetly pleased.

Mr. Trussman had collgpsed in the hdl. He had made about twenty feet, which had taken him amogt to
the door with the little light above it that said EXIT in red, and which would have admitted him to the
darway. “ Crockett!” gasped Trussman. “Tdl Crockett—"

Monk ran to Mr. Trussman, stood over him and blew vigoroudy on his fis. He was tempted to see
whether Mr. Trussman would appreciate the fed of the fis. What stayed him was the conclusion which
he drew—a wrong one, but he didn't know it—tha Mr. Trussman had fainted.

Monk carried the man back in the room and dumped him on the bed. After that Monk didn't turn his
back and do any telephoning. It was an unnecessary precaution, though, because the man was now
dead. It was three o'clock.

HAM was Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks, and he preferred that no one cdl hm Ham,
induding his friends. Everyone called him Ham whenever possible. . . . Ham was a lean, dapper man, an
authority on clothes, and an example dways of what to wear for the occason. He was an eminent
lawyer, often mentioned as one of Harvard's most brilliant dumni, but his attitude toward the practice of
lav was much the same as Monk's toward the practice of chemicd enginering. Ham preferred
excitement. He had better judgment than Monk with money, however, and was usudly broke no more
then once a year. He was dso Monk's friend, in an evil-eyed sort of way.

Ham Brooks came into the hotd room dawdling a cane and told Monk, “God, you look awful.”

“I look like | dways do,” Monk said, surprised.



“That's what | mean,” sad Ham. “Cut it out,” sad Monk. “Therés our friend.” He pointed a the
moationless figure on the bed and added, “Regting quietly.”

Ham examined the man. “He's not very active, ishe? . . . Is there any doubt but that he was following
Doc?

“Not,” said Monk, “abit. He tralled Doc to his hotd, the Blar House, in New Y ork, and then followed
him on the plane to Washington, and was falowing him around Washington when fate caught up with
him.”

“What fate?’ Ham asked.

“Me”

“Go ahead, be funny. Make like a clown, with a dead man lying on your bed.”
“Heisn't dead,” sad Monk smugly. “What's wrong with him then?’

“He ate lunch on the plane,” Monk said. “And | put some guff in his soup and he ae it. | was afraid there
for awnhile that he wouldnt like soup, but he did. He ate every drop.”

“What did you put init?’

“A amdl diabolical concoction of my own which won't hurt him a bit,” said Monk. “It made him as sck
as adog. The effects should be wearing off by now, though.”

Ham frowned. “What was the idea of giving him this mickey of yours?’

“To scare the hdl out of him and soften him up for questions.”

“Have you asked hm any questions yet?’

“He didn't answer them.”

“Oh, then you—ve got nothing out of him,” Ham said, using a tone that cast doubt on Monk's ability.
“Crockett.”

“What?’

“Crockett . . . Tdl Crockett—" said Monk. “That's dl that's come out of him.”

“Wha made hm say that?’

Monk decided not to tdl Ham that, due to a momentary lgpse into supidity on his part, Trussman had
nearly escaped, but had collgpsed in the hdl, and at that time had mumbled the words. Crockett. . . . Tdl
Crockett—

“Danged if | know why he said it,” Monk remarked.
Ham eyed Monk intently. “What's the reason for dl this?’
Monk shook his head. “Search me”

“You don't know?’



“Nope.”
Ham said suspicioudy, “ Y ou're lying”

“A lawyer! Accusing somebody of lying!” Monk sneered. “What do you know about that! The pot cdls
the kettle black.”

HAM BROOKS, puzzled, but not entirdy disbdlieving, athough he knew Monk would rather tel him an
untruth then a fact, said, “Naturdly 1 know you would tdl me exactly why we are here and wha we are
doing and what Doc Savage is doing that caused this felow here to follow him. I'm sure you would tel
me—if it was choked out of you. But for your information, | don't know why | am in Washington. How
did you get here?’

Monk said, “Doc cdls mein New York. He describes this guy. He says he thinks this guy is following
him. He says for me to make sure, then grab the guy. Doc says that if the guy is falowing him, let the
fallowing proceed to Washington before | grab him, and then take him to the Rimes Hotel, which is this
hotd, where a room will be reserved in my name, or two rooms in fact. | am to bring my captive here,
and telephone you a a number Doc gave me, and you will know where to find Doc. That is the
prescription | get. | follow it. Here | am. Now isthat frank and honest, or isnt it?’

Ham thought it was the truth, so he said, “I think you're lying. . . . However, my experience was
something Smilar, except that Doc telephoned me to grab the firg plane to Washington, rent these two
rooms for you, rent one at another hotel for mysdf, wait there, and if you cal me, and say that everything
has gone wdl, | am to tdephone Doc at one of two places. . . .” Ham glanced a Alexander Trussman. “I
wonder if he can hear us?

“Him? Monk grinned a& Trussman. “Maybe we'd better ask.”

Ham went over and punched Trussman. He didn' like the reaction, and looked, somewhat horrified, at
his finger. With great revulson and difficulty, Ham Brooks forced himsdf to make one of the most
positive tests for learning whether life is extinct. He touched one of the man's eyebdls. There was no
sengtivity.

Hoarsdly, Ham said, “Wasit your idea, giving him the drug?’
“Sure” Monk sad. “Why?’

“It1l probably get you electrocuted, or whatever they do to you for murder in the Didrict of Columbia,”
Ham said.

“Huh?’
“Your friend,” Ham explained, “isdightly dead.”

Chapter Ii

CLARK SAVAGE had dways considered it a greast misfortune that he was a big bronzed man who was
as conspicuous in a crowd as—Monk had once put it this way—the fig lesf on a fan dancer. His
noticeable physca sze and muscularity had on more than one occasion nearly been the end of him. In
another profession, it would perhaps have been an asst, but he could wel do without it, and he made a
practice of dressing as quietly as possible, in plain suits, and usng a low voice and an unobtrusive sort of
politeness. Too often, this was mistaken for spectacular modesty, and did no good at al.

Doc was dso hampered by a reputation. He did not like publicity, and discouraged it whenever possible,



with the unfortunate result that he was considered somewhat of a man of mysery. Consequently he was
pointed at, whispered about, discussed at cocktail parties. And there was another end result of being
thought of as a genius—when he was handed a job to do, it was usudly something that everyone ese had
gagged on. He did not mind this. Trouble was his business. Trouble and excitement.

He was not a detective, athough frequently his work was something that a high- grade detective would
have done. He was a trouble-shooter and, regardless of whether it sounded corny or not, his usud object
was to right wrongs and punish evildoers who were outsde the law. This was a rather Galahadian
moativation for what he did, and he usudly denied such high ideds if they were mentioned to him, and
catanly never expressed it that way himsdf. He had been trained for the work by his father, who had
possbly been alittle cracked on the subject of crooks, particularly of the internationd sort. Doc as a
child had been handed over to a successon of specidists and scientigts for training, and his youth had not
been at dl normd. But the results were remarkable, in that they had produced Doc Savage, who was

supposed to be able to do anything.

Waking into Monk Mayfair's room in the Rimes Hotd in Washington, Doc fdt anything but a superman.
His generd impresson was that someone was making an ape out of him.

“Hdlo, Monk—Ham,” he said. Then he saw their facid expressions. “What iswrong?’
“We got alittle complication,” Monk said uneesly.
((YSI?I

“It'sthere on the bed,” said Monk. Ham Brooks explained, “I think what Monk means is that the man is
dead.”

“And did you hear any sound from the corridor during that time? Any sound through the door?’

Monk tried to remember. “I guess maybe anything | heard | would have thought was the guy besting it. .
.. No, | didn't get any noises”

“Any voices?’
“The guy wouldn't be taking to himsdf, would he?’
“No voices?’ Doc asked patiently. “No.” Monk was puzzled.

“And when you went around through the other room into the hdl,” Doc said, “did you see anyone when
you came into the corridor?’

“Thisguy here”

“Anyone =7’

“No.”

“Was the man on the floor?’

“Yes” Monk sad. “I ran to him, and it was then that he said, “Crockett. . . . Tdl Crockett—" That was
dl hesad”

“Was it poken didinctly?’

“Yes. ... Sow, though. Like he was forcing it out, and concentrating on it while he did s0.”



“Did you,” Doc asked, “get the feding that he was tdling you, or trying to tdl you, something about
someone or something named Crockett?”

Monk considered this point. “No. | think he didn't know what he was doing. | think this was just in his
mind—tdling Crockett, whoever, Crockett is—and he concentrated on it and sad the words without
knowing whet it was dl about. . . . Say, when he went into the drug store before | caught him, maybe he
was going to telephone this Crockett.”

Doc asked, “How much change did you say he got?’
“Change?’
“Didn't you say he got two ten-dollar hills changed into quarters and dimesin the drug store?”

“Say, that was a hdl of a lot of change, wasn't it?” Monk said. “I wonder where he was going to
telephone to? The moon? Let's see . . . twenty bucks! Why, you could telephone practicdly anywhere
for that.”

Doc got back to the line his questioning had been following.

He said, “Y ou'e postive you didn't see anyone esein the hdl?’

“Jud thisguy here”

“Where was the Sairway door?’

“What!” Shocked, Doc Savage went to the bed.

Monk blurted, “For God's sake, Doc, is he dead? Tdl us?’

Doc made an examination and stood back.

“Dead,” he said.

Monk retreated behind a chair asif to take refuge from this fact. “But he can't be, Doc. He just can't be.”
“What did you do to hm?" Doc Savage asked.

“I didn't kill him.”

Ham said, “All he did was give him poison in some soup on the airliner.”

Monk was upset. He said, “Cut it out, Ham. Rib me some other time. | tdl you, he couldn't have died
from that Suff | gave him. It would only have made hm sick.”

Doc Savage frowned. “Let's have aful story of what happened,” he said.

MONK did not leave out anything. He related the mogt trivid incidents. One got a strong impression that
Monk fdt that, while he was a noted chemig, it wouldn't do him much good in case he went on trid for
murder. Monk covered everything that had happened, and threw in the part that he had not intended to
tdl Ham, the bit of action when, as Monk was teephoning, Alexander Trussman, to use the name the
men had given the arline people, had dipped out of the room and locked the door. But, Monk explained,
he had found the man collgpsed in the hdl, so it had turned out dl right after dl.

“How long,” asked Doc Savage, “would you say the man was out of your Sght?’



“You mean after he got through the door and locked it?” Monk said.
“Y es, between then and the time you fird saw him lyingin the hall.”

“Only a jiffy,” Monk sad. “Can you be more specific then that?” Monk scratched his fingers
uncomfortably in his brigling reddish hair. “Wél, to tdl the truth, it didn't seem like more than four or five
seconds,” he said. “But it might have been longer, because | was plenty in an uproar. Time kind of fools
you when you're excited.”

“How long, at the longest?”’

“Sixty seconds,” Monk decided. “A minute”

“About ten feet from where he was lying.”

“Was the door open?’

“Closed.”

“And you didn't hear anyone on the gairs going up or down?’

“Nope. | take it you think somebody else was out there in the hdl?’

Doc spoke grimly. He said, “That would help explain how this penknife blade got into his spind cord.”

THE blade from the knife—it had been broken off—was not very long. It did not need to be. Not more
then an inch and a hdf, which was ample, for Alexander Trussman was a thin and bony young man
without much padding of flesh over his spind column.

Monk was relieved. He was s0 rdieved he was shaking. “To kill a men like that, and quick,” he said,
“youd have to know how to do it, wouldn't you? | mean that it isn't an ordinary way to use a knife”

Ham Brooks said, “1 don't see what you've got to be happy about. He's dill dead. And the police are il
going to fed it was odd he died on your hands”

Monk said he wasn't scared of the police. Well, maybe moderately scared. In aweek or two he might be
able to deep nights “But the point is” he added, “that | know now that uff | fed him in the soup didn't
kill him. Somebody was waiting in the hdl, and did it to him when he tore out of here.”

Doc Savage sad, “We had better make some inquiries”

Thar inquiring was complicated by the fact that Doc Savage said they wouldn't natify the police about
the murder yet. The tota result of the questioning of a few bellhops, two deaning women and some
maids was nothing. No one had seen anyone who could be immediatdy identified as the murderer.

“Why not natify the police?” Ham Brooks asked Doc Savage.
“You think it will get usin trouble?’

“I know blamed wel it will, and so do you,” Ham said. “As an attorney giving you advice, which you
didn't ask for, | can assure you they can and probably will lock usdl up.”

Monk was aso perturbed. “Doc, just what's the idea of taking this chance?’
Doc Savage explained when they were back in the hdl upgtairs, but not in the room with the body,



where, he said, it was just possible a microphone might have been planted for eavesdropping.
“Microphonel” Ham gasped. “For crying out loud! What are we mixed up in, anyway?’

He did not know, Doc said. He explained that he had received a telephone cdl from a Mr. Lawrence
Morand, of the State Department. Did they know Mr. Morand?

“I've heard of Morand in the State Department,” Ham Brooks admitted, “in about the same way that you
hear of Paul Revere in connection with the Revolutionary War. He's sort of an expert giver-of-darms,
isnt he?”

“That,” Doc said, “is about as good a description of Morand's podtion in the State Department as | have
ever heard.”

“What did Morand want with you?" Doc shook his head. “I do not know. Morand was very secretive,
over the telephone. He asked me to come to Washington, usng the utmost care to avoid being
conspicuous, and said he had a job for me that he thought was dong my line. | wasn't too hot about the
secrecy, and | had some experiments under way in the laboratory in New York, but when | tried to talk
my way out of this job, Morand got pretty emphatic. So | gather it is something big.”

Ham scratched his head and said, “If Morand isin it, it's Something to do with foreign relations, isn't it?”
“Probably. Morand's department is foreign relations.”

Ham indicated the body on the bed. “He's aforeigner of some sort, judging from his appearance. Do you
suppose he was connected with this cal from Morand?’

“What other guessisthere?’ Doc asked.
“Then you're not going to natify the police about the body until you talk to Morand?” Monk asked.
Doc sad he thought Morand would appreciate doing it that way.

“Morand sounded,” Doc sad, “asif the world had started to fal over and he was halding it up with one
hand and fighting bumbl ebees with the other.”

Chapter Il

THE HONORABLE LAWRENCE MORAND was an erect, white-haired man of much dignity and
about axty years, nearly forty of them spent in the devious jungles of internationd diplomacy. Many men
look disconcertingly unlike the parts they occupy in afairs, a fact that is sometimes a little jarring to
confidence. But Morand was reassuringly the picture of a career diplomat. One knew he could lift a
teacup, flatter a politico's migress, bribe a government functionary, and possbly order a gented
throat-cutting, dl with equa aplomb and ability.

Coming forward behind outstretched hand, Morand said, “How are you, Doc? | haven't seen you since
London in “45. You're looking fine How are the rest of your organization? Monk and Ham dill
conducting thet interminable quarrd ?”’

Doc sad things had been fine up until that telephone cal from Morand, but sncethen . . .

Morand held up a manicured hand. “Do afavor for me, eh? You know the statue of the three monkeys.
Say nothing, hear nothing, see nothing? If you don't mind, | am going to occupy the postion of the three
monkeys with regard to you.”



Doc said, “Itisevil, it it, thet the monkeys do not see, hear nor spesk?”’

“Could be. Anyway, | have not seen you, | have not heard from you and | shdl not speak of you. Is that
confusng?’

“Alittle” Doc sad.

Morand indicated a chair. “St down. I'm a little embarrassed about this. You see, | need your help.
More properly, we needed your help some weeks ago, and didn't have sense enough to redizeit.”

Doc sad, “Thisisn't beginning to sound good.”

“I'm afraid it isnt.”

“No?’

Morand grimaced. “I don't think you're going to be happy, but I don't think you will be surprised ether.”
“What are you getting a?’

“l guess I'm gpologizing,” Morand said. “And trying to say thet | imagine you are accustomed to being
cdled on when things are in such a mess that nobody ese can handleit. In other words, when the potato
gets too hot, they hand it to you.”

Doc Savage sad that he began to get the idea, and he had been afraid it would be something like this.
“The question in your mind,” he said, “is will | take the potato? Right?’

“Will you?’

“Let's see the potato firs.” Morand nodded and said, “I don't expect any blanket promises out of you. . .
. Have you been fdlowing the political Stution in the Near East? Oh hdl, | know you have. The
newspapers have been full of it for that matter. . . . What is your generd impression of it?’

Doc sad, “Everyone mad a everyone ese. The Arabs are mad a the English, the Americans, the
Pdegtine Jews, and they distrust the Russians. The Egyptians are irritated with the English, they think the
Americans have no business monkeying around, and ditto for the Russans. In India, one rdigious sect is
ready to fly at the throat of the other, and both of them are drooling for an English throat. . . . You know
I've been out of touch with the Stuation over there. What are you asking me for?’

Morand grinned with no humor. “Your picture isnt so far from the truth. Let me give you some ingde
guff.” Morand talked, and Doc lisened, and much of what he heard he had dready known, as far as the
generd picture in the eastern Mediterranean area was concerned. He had known, without being exactly
sure of the facts, that most of the dissenson had fairly well settled down to a question of whether or not
there would be an armed uprising.

“The disstidfied factions,” Morand explained, “have rather generdly coagulated, undergone a clotting
process which has placed them, not exactly under one leadership, but ready to follow that leader if he
gives the word. In other words, it has gotten to the point where one man, their rdigious symbol, can
make it war or a peaceful settlement, as he wishes. And if it turns out to be fighting, itll be war, and |
mean ared war. I'm afraid—and don't think I'm being awild- eyed old maid when | say this—as bad as
the one we finished a few months ago.”

DOC SAVAGE made no comment. An internationd criss was usudly dry suff to discuss, unless one
knew the problems posed and the persondities and intricacies involved. It only stopped being dry when



the army of one little country marched into another little country, and some bigger nation or group of large
nations that had some time or other sgned a treaty guaranteeing its sovereignty jumped into it, and
another combine jumped on them. Like Poland and the Reich. It wasn't dry then. It was wet and red with
the blood of millions of men.

Doc dirred uncomfortably. When you taked of nations, it was never as if you taked of men; the
persondities were not there. As an example, the man lying dead back in the hotd was very red. Here a
Mr. Morand of the State Department had given him a picture that could meen the degth of a thousand
men, and it was not the same at dl. A thousand men? That was ridiculous, of course. The number would
be hundreds of thousands and quite possibly millions. But talking it and thinking of it was not as biting as
having seen with his own eyes one man dead.

“These generdities bother you?” Morand asked.
“Only that it's hard to break out in a cold sweat over generdities,” Doc said. “Although I'm beginning to.”

“Uhrhuh,” said Morand. “Herein the State Department we're not supposed to cdl a spade a pade—if
the spades are too big. But anyone who is not a fool knows the world is plit pretty much into two
factions, and some people assume that, by God, if weve got to have a war in twenty years, let's fight it
now and get it over with for good. With that kind of defeatist feding around, dl that is needed is for
someone to get his toes stamped on, and he's going to start swinging. It's a damned sad travesty on the
humen race, but thereit is”

Doc made no comment. He was shocked. The generd tone of this sounded as if he were going to be
handed the job of stopping awar beforeit got started. When it was stated bluntly that way, it was a little
wild for belief.

Morand leaned forward. “Nesur,” he said.
“Nesur?” Doc echoed. “Y es. The name—does it mean anything to you?’

Doc hestated, then nodded. “Yes. Nesur. The leader of aminor religious sect. Sort of a haly man, with a
few thousand followers”

Morand grinned unhappily. “Not minor, Doc. A couple of years ago, this felow Nesur was reported to
have Nazi leanings, and so he was sort of eased into exile. Quite an effort was made to disgrace hm and
blacken his name. To tdl the truth, | had a hand in that mysdf, dthough since I've wondered just how
amat | was. Thefact is, we never had any red proof the fdlow did have Nazi sympathies. | think maybe
we made amistake.”

“Nesur is back?’ Doc asked. “That's right.” Morand nodded. “He's back, and he must be quite a guy,
because weve suddenly come to redize that heisthe key to the whole mess. | don't know how he did it,
but if he says gtart fighting, they'll sart fighting.”

“Will he?’

“Will he what?’

“Say dtart fighting.”

“Unlessyou can talk him out of it,” Morand said, “we're afrad s0.”

Doc jumped. “Now wait aminuted What's this? What are you trying to hand me?’



“Your job,” Morand said, “isto get hold of Nesur and talk him out of violence”
“Whereishe?’

“We don't know.” Morand shrugged wesarily. “Weve looked for him for months, and if we could have
gotten hold of him a few months ago, he could have been quietly spirited out of the picture, one way or
another. But that's out of the question now. If anything violent happens to him, and the blame can
possibly be pointed at us, the fa will be in the fire”

“Why does Nesur want to start trouble?’

“We can't figure that out either.”

“l take it,” Doc said, “that you don't know much about him.”
“We don't. Oh, weve got pictures of him and his early history.”
“This” said Doc gloomily, “is the potato?’

“Thisisit.”

DOC took the job. There was not much e'se he could do. He thumbed through a folder on Nesur which
Morand gave him. It contained Nesur's photograph. A tdl dark, rather grim young men with the usud
aqui-line nose and piercing eyes. Not a diginguished face. But one tha Doc redized he would
remember.

Reading, Doc found the man had been born in a desert village, and had led, in generd, the sort of life that
mogt religious leaders lead, except that there had been no education abroad, ether in England or
America It was possible to understand why the man would didike the English and Americans, because
he had been pushed around by them a few times—but not until he had started the pushing himsdif.

“But | hardly see why he has amoative to start the kind of fracas this one would be,” Doc said.
“We don't get that either,” Morand admitted. “But he hates Americans. He hates them like poison.”
“This a recent hate?

“That's another funny angle His didike for Americans—and it amounts to an attack of
hydrophobia—began only a few months ago. We don't know why.”

“Where can he be found?’

“Somewhere east of Gibrdtar,” Morand said. “And I'm not being funny.” Morand then stood up and
added, “Do you know Sherman McCorland?’

“McCorland? No.”

“One of our men in the Near East. He's here in Washington now. Going back by plane this evening. Il
introduce you, and you can cal on him for anything he is able to furnish you in the way of assistance.”

SHERMAN MCCORLAND turned out to be a lean whip of a man with sartling red hair, a reddish
legthery skin, and in spite of these fundamentad qudities for a rough- looker, a smooth man who had
amaost too much polish.

“Ddighted!” said McCorland. “I've heard of you, Mr. Savage. Most impressively, | must say, t00.”



The flattery was obvious enough to be a little overdone. Doc did not react very favorably. He said, “I
understand you are returning to the Mediterranean today.”

McCorland was adept enough to sense that he had made an unfavorable impression, and to redize why.
He became more casua, admitted he was leaving today, sad that he could be contacted—or there
would be someone who would know where he could be found—in Cairo, Jerusdem and Tehran. He
gave Doc the addresses.

Morand explained, “McCorland has been our man man on Nesur.”
“I'm not proud of my results, ether,” McCorland said.
“You have no ideawhere | can find Nesur?’

McCorland shook his head. “You can pick up asmuch as| know in ligening to bazaar gossp anywhere
inthe Near Eadt. In Libya, Tripoli, Saudi Arabia—Nesur is everywhere. And nowhere. Frankly | haven't
the least idea where his hangout is. But if | get aline that is worth anything, I'll let you know.”

“Do that,” Doc said.

Before McCorland left, he made a statement. His mouth was quite grim when he made it. He said, “I
take it you know, or have been told, that it's probably athird world war we're fooling with.”

DOC weas left with the impression that McCorland was not a fool, and that the man had been worried,
and had had something on his mind that he hadnt mentioned. Doc suggested this to Morand. Morand
laughed. “We brought him into Washington and ate him off up to here. He's just had the damnedest
bawling out any man ever had. Of course he's got something on hismind.”

“That might explain it.”
Morand suddenly snapped his fingers. “Damn!”
“What's the matter?’

“l guess I'm a little embarrassed because we gave McCorland so much hdl,” the State Department
executive explained. “Because | forgot to have McCorland tdl you about a source of information you
might be able to use. Oh, well, | can giveit to you.”

Doc sad that the way it looked to him, information was one thing he was going to need. “Go ahead,” he
sad.

“Its a woman,” Morand explained. “Rather remarkable character, | hear. I've never met her.
Headquartersin Cairo. Sort of a dabbler in internationd intrigue, and pretty good & it, too.”

Doc asked, “How would a woman dabble in internationd intrigue?’

“l don't intend to sound like a spy thriller,” Morand said. “But this baby is, | understand, something out of
the pages of a book. Kind of alady queen of the thieves, or something like that.”

“She might know where this Nesur is?’
“Yes. Crockett would know if anyone did.”

Doc Savage raised possibly ahdf inch off the floor without any visble force being applied to him.



“Who?" he asked. “Crockett. The lady fearful we're taking about,” Morand said. “Yes, she would have
contacts that would know where Nesur is. She seemsto get her finger in everything.” Morand peered a
Doc Savage. “What's the matter with you? Ache somewhere?’

Doc sad, “Have you got a portfolio on this Crockett?’

“Oh, sure. Weve got those on dmost everybody we might use, or, who might try to use us. I'll have it
sent infor you.”

Presently the folder on Crockett, Miss Eunice Lee, was in Doc's hands, and he turned a once to her
photograph to see what this sniser wench looked like. She looked like a school teacher, probably
around the third grade. Pretty, wide-eyed, innocent. You could imagine her as the quietest one in a
crowd. He shuddered and said, “One of those, en?’

Morand grinned and said, “I wouldn't mind mesting that babe. Sometimes | fed the same about an aom
bomb, though.”

Doc read the duff in the folder on Crockett, Miss Eunice Lee. The artling thing was that until about five
years ago she had led the life of a perfectly norma American girl, but then she had gone to Cairo where
she had inherited the estate of an uncle named Ira Crockett. It didn't say what the estate was. But there
was plenty after that, for there were evidences that Miss Crockett had done about everything from
gnugdling Jewish refugees into Paegine—five thousand a one lick—to causng the unexplained
disappearance of various Iranian, Itdian, Turkish and Itdian important persons, induding a boatload of
Nazi big shots together with quite alot of loot they were supposed to have with them.

“How does she get away with this?” Doc asked.
“That's Smple. She's smarter than the guys who try to catch her.”
Doc finished the documentation on Crockett.

“A couple of questions,” he said. “Firgt, who knows that | am taking this job, or was going to have it
offered to me?’

“Me. McCorland,” Morand said. “That's dl.”

“No one 7’

“No.”

“Crockett wouldn't know about it?” Morand laughed. “ She's not that good,” he said.

Doc Savage decided to hold off and give Morand a shock about the man who had died in the hotdl
mentioning Crockett's name. Doc fdt that Morand had given him very little information, probably as a
meaiter of deliberate forethought, feding that the detail the State Department had couldn't be worth much
or it would have gotten them farther than it had.

“To go back to Nesur,” Doc said. “Why is he hiding out?’
Morand grinned sheepishly. “Oh, he's got reason enough.”
“What reason?’

“Wdl, if we could have gotten him located a few months ago, he would probably have gotten chased
back into exile by some little group that opposed him or was jedous of him. Offiadly we wouldn't have



known anything about that, of course.”

“No wonder he didikes you.”

“Oh, | wouldn't say that. Therés alot of that guff goes onin Nesur's circles”

Doc sad thoughtfully, “Y ou fdlows have to pull alot of close-to-the-line suff, don't you?’

“Us?’ sad Morand innocently. “Not on your life. We're the open-faced friends of the whole earth, we
ae’”

“You mean you don't get caught?’

“Wdl,” said Morand, “what do you think?’

“Then your department is pretty good at arranging little matters and not getting caught?’
“l wouldn't say were perfect,” Morand said smugly.

“Could you do alittle favor for me?’

“Sure”

“All right. There's a strange body in our hotel room. A murder victim. Quigtly take it off our hands, will
you?”

“Oh, my God!” Morand yeled. “A body!”

Chapter IV

IN the lobby of the Rimes Hotel, Ham Brooks was waiting. Ham looked alarmed, and when he saw Doc
Savage enter, he hurried forward.

“Doc, weve got another complication upgtairs,” Ham said.

“Another body?” Doc asked. “I wish it was” Ham said. “It's a man named Homer Wickett, who says
he's the hotd manager. He walked in on us and saw the body.”

“Waked in on you?’ Doc exdamed. “Why would he dare—"

“The managers of these flearbag hotels will dare anything,” Ham said. “This Homer Wickett unlocked the
door and came in without warning. He had a master key. Of course he saw the corpse and began raisng
Cain. He said he wasn't surprised. He said we looked like a pack of murderers to him. He said there had
been a report of strange goings-on in the hall—probably the rumpus when the fdlow got killed—and he
hed come up to investigate.”

“How did he recognize thet it was a body so quickly?”
Ham squirmed uncomfortably. “Well, Monk happened to be putting the body in a trunk when he came

in.
“Trunk?’

Ham nodded. “We had to do something with the body, didn't we? Wdl, Monk went out and bought a
trunk, and he was going to put the body init.”



“And then what?’

“Wdl, Monk knows afdlow here in Washington he doesn't like. A fdlow he had some trouble with over
achorus girl. Monk was dl for sending the trunk to thisfellow.”

Doc Savage sad hitterly that it was a very poor time for gags, that the gag would be in bad taste a any
time, and particularly now, when they were involved in a matter which might very wel develop into a
world conflict. He was fully serious about what he thought, and he told Ham so. He made Ham extremely
uncomfortable.

“And on top of handing us a job they can't handle, that fdlow Morand in the State Department refused to
have anything to do with taking the body off our hands,” Doc added.

“You can't blame him much,” Ham said uneeslly. “If that got out, hdf the Senators would fdl out of their
Sedts. . . . But to get back to this trunk notion, that was dl Monk's idea—

“Ligen, I've seen you two cook up a screwbdl notion before,” Doc said. “What about this fdlow you
were going to send the trunk to? Did he cut you out with the chorus girl, too?’

“How did you know—" Ham swallowed, and changed to: “How do you think we had better handle
this?”

“Wdl have to get the hotel man out of the picture for awhile” Doc said.
“I'l enjoy knocking him cold, if that will do.”
“And well send the body to Morand, as long as you've got atrunk for it,” Doc said.

MR. HOMER WICKETT was a short, wide man with amazingly blue eyes and corn-colored hair. He
was not an ahbino, dthough his coloring was close to that of one. He had an Oklahoma whang in his
voice, and knew a remarkable processon of cusswords, which he was usng on Monk. But he fell
uneadly slent when Doc Savage and Ham entered the room. Monk was relieved to see them.

“Thisguy,” Monk said, “has cussed ten minutes solid without repeeting himsdf.” He indicated the body
and added, “It'sawonder he didn't wake up Mr. Trussman, here.”

Doc sad hitterly there was nothing humorous in the Stuation.
“l don't fed humorous,” Monk said gloomily. “I think I'm alittle hystericd.”

“Murdererd” said Homer Wickett, not too firmly. “Murdererst And inmy hotel! Youll not get away with
it”

Doc asked grandly, “Do you know who we are?’

Homer Wickett indicated that he didn't, except that he held the conviction this probably wasn't the first
crimethey had perpetrated. That set him on the subject of what he thought of them, and he resorted to
obscenity agan.

Ham moved around behind the man while he was swearing, and swung a fis suddenly. The fis collided
satisfactorily with Homer Wickett's jaw, and the man fell.

“Hitting him wasn't necessary,” Doc said.

“He sort of worked me up to it with that cussing,” Ham explained. Monk had hisfill of Homer Wickett



as0. “I wish we had another trunk, and we'd leave two bodies on doorsteps,” Monk said.

“Get your fingerprints wiped off anything you may have touched in the room,” Doc ordered.

Ham explained they had dready done this. They had wiped the whole room, practically.

“All right, well get the trunk and the body out of here before that fdlow wakes up,” Doc advised.
Ham blew on his knuckles. “WEell have plenty of time before he wakes up.”

Monk picked up a blackjack which had skidded partidly under the bed. It was quite a servicegble piece
of skull-cracking equipment, made of excellent leather.

“Homer Wickett's” Monk said. “I think I'l take it dong. Do a service to such future guests of this
hostdry as Mr. Wickett may not like”

They edged the trunk out and into a freight elevator. The elevator operator kept an eye on them to see
that they paid ther bill downgtairs before carting the trunk away. They paid the bill. They were careful not
to inquire about the hedth of Mr. Homer Wickett.

HOMER WICKETT revived in time. Not soon. But in the course of events he came to the concluson
thet the greet beast that was growling and biting & his head was redly non-existent, the growling being his
own. At least the growling stopped when he stopped.

Homer Wickett did not waste any time once he was hooked up with consciousness again. He rolled
over, staggered to hisfeet and got out of there, noting only that the body and trunk were gone.

The operator of the devator which took Homer Wickett downgtairs did not treat Wickett as if the man
were a hotd officid. The operator merdly glanced at Wickett, then away, gpparently concluding the man
was another drunk. That was dl right with Wickett.

No one in the lobby gave any indication of knowing Wickett, or of having seen him before. Nobody
spoke to him. Mr. Ginsbruck, who was actudly the manager, gave Homer Wickett a passing frown of
disgpprova. The assstant manager, a Mr. Fred, did the same after he saw Mr. Ginsbruck do so.

Wickett was very glad to get out of the hotel. He hurried two blocks north and one block east and
walked in a more leisurdly fashion, and presently an automobile svung over to the curb and he got in.
The pick-up was neetly arranged. Had anyone been fallowing Wickett, he would undoubtedly have been
gventhedip.

The man driving the car was young and agreeable-looking, but gave the impresson of having no specid
characterigtics at dl. He was about as conspicuous as a sngle grain in a double handful of corn. His
ability to seem a part of the human race probably accounted for his not having been hanged long ago. His
name, to those who wanted to address him, was Clyde.

“l guess they had a car rented,” Clyde sad. “Anyway, they loaded a trunk in a car and were on their
W@/_”

“You didn' try to follow them?’ Homer Wickett asked in an darmed voice.
“I'm not that smple-minded about following orders,” Clyde said.

“Good. I'm glad you let them go.” Clyde glanced a Homer Wickett, who was obvioudy his chief, and
remarked, “They push you around?’



Wickett nodded. “1 haf-way expected the gpish one to do it. HE's got a reputation for solving his
problems with hisfigs. But it was the lawyer, Ham Brooks, who walloped me” Wickett compressed his
lips bitterly, separated them and said, “Which helll wish he hadn't.”

“Think they took the job of finding Nesur?” Clyde asked.

“I think s0.”

“They say 07’

“l don't know. | was unconscious for” say, how long was | in there, anyway?’
“Hdf an hour, 1'd say.”

“Hdf an—" Homer Wickett was amazed. “That fancy-dressng lawyer packs more of a punch than you
would think.”

“They impress you much?’

"B

“You think they're the hot rocks they're reported to be?’
Wickett looked at the driver bitterly. “Let's not kid ourselves.”

Clyde expressed some emation or other by shoating his eyebrows up and bringing them down again, and
sad, “1 think thisis one of the few times in my life I've seen you impressed.” “That could be” sad the
other man sourly.

They drove in slence for a time. Clyde had a destination in mind, but in reaching it he was udng dl the
means he could think of for sheking pursuit. He had not seen anyone following them, however.

Later Clyde asked, “The blackjack?’

“The blackjack? They took it,” Homer Wickett said with satisfaction. “I knew they would. It was afine
item, and | guarantee you that any man would carry it off after he took it away from a possible assalant.”

“You think maybe they suspect you?' Clyde inquired.

“Oh, Chrigt! Of course not. Y ou think they would have gone off and left me there on the floor if they had
hed an inkling of the truth?’

Clyde said he didn' think this would have been the case. He added, “Since they've got the blackjack,
you're in a pogition to kill them any time you want to.”

“Jug about,” admitted Homer Wickett proudly. “Granting of course they carry the blackjack with them,
which | imagine they will.”

Chapter V

A TWA CONSTELLATION, only forty- three minutes off schedule on the New Y ork- London-Cairo
flight, deposited Doc Savage, Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks in Cairo. As a mater of generd
precaution, they waited until the rest of the passengers had debarked down the very tdl portable gairs,
then watched to see whether newspapermen or other suspicious individuas were lying in wait for them.
The matter of ther fares, $428.70 each, had been digturbing Monk, and he demanded, “Do you think the



State Department will pay thet if we turn in an expense account?’

Doc Savage had his face to a porthole. “When Morand receives the body in the trunk, | doubt if he will
okay any expenses, unlessit would be the cost of a rope to hang us with.”

“I told you we should have presented the body to this guy who did me and Ham a dirty trick,” Monk
sad.

The coast seemed to be clear. They Ieft the plane and were cleared by customs without flurry, and
without getting any comment on their names. Thair passports carried only thar initids, and no titles, and
listed their occupations as businessmen, importers, which shaded the truth alittle

In ataxi headed for a hotd, Ham said, “I have the mogt futile feding about this Where do we gart?
What do we do? Just begin asking people where Nesur is?’

Monk sad sarcadtically, “That's a greet idea”
“Have you any shining notions?” Ham demanded.

Monk had one. “ See this Crockett, Miss Eunice Lee. We know she mugt be mixed up in it, because of
what that poor cuss said in Washington before he died.”

Doc Savage admitted he thought this was as sensible an idea as any.
Monk, who had seen her picture, said, “I wish she were allittle more sexy-looking.”

Thar driver, on indructions, took a scenic route into town. All three of them had been in Cairo before, so
the idea of the Sghtseeing was not the scenery, but whether anyone was trailing them. They had not
cabled ahead for hotd resarvations for the same reason.

Ther car moved in the streets that netted the rocky dopes of the Mokattam hills, and passed the citadd,
actudly the southeast angle of the city. Doc glanced at the structure, recdling the spectacular view from
its ramparts, the complex wonderland of mosques, lofty towers, gardens and squares, and, beyond, the
wide river with its freckling of amdl idands.

Ham said, “What about the native quarter for a hotel? Say somewhere on Muski Street or Rue Neuve?’

“A good idea,” Doc said. He leaned forward and, addressing the driver in English, said, “Can you take
usto a pretty good hotd? One in a part of town where we can have some fun.”

The driver turned around to see how Doc meant this. Doc leered meaningly. The driver grinned.
“Aiway!” the driver said. “Yes, very much, la yasidi.”
“What the hdl!” gulped the startled Monk.

The last thing anyone with hdf hiswits did in Cairo was take the recommendation of one of the cut-throat
cab drivers on a hotel. THE hotel was a dump. It opened off a narrow street full of characters who, if
they were hdf as sniser as they looked, were pretty tough.

Doc drew Ham Brooks aside. “You speak a pretty good English didect, don't you?’

Ham nodded. “I can only sumble dong in Arabic, but |1 can sound like any kind of an Englishman you
want.”



“Do it with atouch of Cockney,” Doc said. “Not too much Cockney. Or do you think Monk could get
away with it better?’

“He ant got nothin,” Ham said. He sad it in Cockney, so that it sounded more like, “Uhee yint gawt
nahth'n.”

Doc frowned. “Don't overdo it that much.”

“Okay.”

“Go tak to our cab driver,” Doc said. “Ask himif he knows of a man named Ole Hansdl.”
“Who,” demanded Ham, “is Ole Hansd?’

“A name | jugt thought up,” Doc said. “Oh. . . . What does Ole look like? That robber of a cab driver
might ask that.”

“A Swede who had an Arab mother,” Doc said. “He will be about six feet two, weigh over two hundred
and have a pronounced scar on his left cheek. An old knife scar about three inches long. He speaks
Arabic farly fluently.”

“For crying out loud. Who isthe guy?’

“Ask the driver and seeif he knows” Doc sad.

“Wdl . . . dl right.”

“Then have a fuss with the driver over the fare he's charging.”

“That,” said Ham, “| can see some sense to. That robber istrying to hang it on us”

Doc Savage and Monk were preparing to go to their room when they heard a rumpus in the street. Doc
listened with interest. Ham, using his Cockney didect, which he had toned down so that it sounded quite
genuing, was tdling the driver off.

“Wherel” Monk breathed. “Where did Ham learn to cuss like that?’
“l don't believe the hack driver knows Ole,” Doc sad dryly.

The row ended with the driver in flight, and Ham came stamping ingde. The proprietor of their hotel
began to look worried, probably wondering if his new guests were the suckers he had presumed they
were.

They entered ther room, and Monk scowled a the hotd owner. “What's the market on the rats you've
been raisng in here?’ he demanded.

Before Monk could go further into his ideas about their room, he caught Doc's eye. Doc shook his head.
The hotel owner left them aone. He seemed discouraged.

Doc sad, “After this, Monk, see if you can't sound like an Englishman. You can fake the didect, can't
you?’

“What kind of an Englishman?’
“The kind of a fdlow who would be possbly a gold prospector in the back country hills The laborer



type preferably.”
“A dumb one, eh?’

“Thet shouldn't be any trouble for you,” Ham suggested.
Monk scratched his head. “I don't get it.”

DOC SAVAGE went to the door to see whether the proprietor had loitered outsde to eavesdrop.
Apparently he hadn't.

“There isnt much doubt,” Doc said, “but what this woman, Eunice Lee Crockett, is a sharp operator.
We are not going to walk in on her and get anything out of her. From what | gathered out of reading the
dosser the State Department had on her in Washington, she has pulled just about everything in the book
and gotten away with it. That means sheis as wary as a cat in adog kennd. A forthright approach would
get us nothing.”

Monk and Ham were interested. “But | don't get this English accent suff,” Ham said.

“You two,” Doc explained, “are a couple of discharged English soldiers. You were in the desert and
around Cairo during the war, and you heard about the possibility of gold depositsin the hills over toward
Jeb Garib. That's not too far away, and will do aswel as any for a spot. After you were mustered out of
the English army, you took up prospecting. You had alarge haf-breed Arab-Swede for a partner. When
you found gold, it was this Arab-Swede who found it. His name is Ole Hansel. A large man with a knife
scar on his face. Ole found the gold, and he scrammed out and deserted you. But you two learned Ole
hed found the lode, and you're hunting him to make him divide up, or tdl you where it is, SO you can
stake dams” Monk said, “Hadn't you better describe this Arab-Swede better than that?”

“Youll seehiminaminute” Doc sad. “Wewilll The hdl!”

“In about an hour,” Doc added, “you're going to find him. . . . No, better take longer then that. You had
better make some inquiries”

“Where do we inquire?’

Doc Savage named three places, and gave the addresses. Monk had heard of one of them and he
whigtled. “That's the toughest night spot in town, as | recdl,” he said.

“You can be as tough with this inquiring as you want to,” Doc explained. “The idea is to attract some
atention to yoursdves.”

“l see”

“You're brighter than | amif you get this” Ham told Monk. “And | fredy doubt that you are.”

“What you are going to do,” Doc explained patiently, “is build up thisfdlow Ole Hansdl as a swindler.”
“Yeeh, but who isHansd?’ Doc said, “Let'sfix him up now.”

DOC SAVAGE'S «in dready had a metdlic bronze tan that would pass for thet of a haf-caste. His hair
and eyes, however, were totaly out of character. A dye trestment—when Monk and Ham saw that Doc
had brought dong the dye, it dawned on them this was no spur-of-the-moment ided’ took care of the
hair. Doc's eyes were an unusud light brown, a sort of flake-gold effect, with the gold seemingly aways
inmoation. He used contact lenses, tinted somewhat, to get more of a change in the character of his eyes



then Monk or Ham had expected. The scar was easier, put on with a collodion which contained a
chemicd irritant that would redden the skin in the neighborhood of the scar.

Hndly Doc changed to older and more shabby clothes. “1 won't be wearing these when you find me” he
sad. “I'll pick up locd quff.”

“Where will we find you?’

“It will help out the effect if | sent a messenger to you with the information. Right now, I'm not sure where
| will locate.”

“Thisisdill alittle ahead of me” Ham said. “What do we do when we find you?’

“Well stage afight. I'm afdlow who has swindled and double-crossed you. So act accordingly.”
“How good do you want to make that?’

“Impressive. But let me escape.”

“And then?’

“Usethis place for headquarters. I'll contact you here.”

“What if were thrown in jal?” Monk asked, looking darmed. “I've heard these Cairo jals are a little
discouraging.”

Doc shrugged. “In that case, lodge a complaint againgt me.”
“You meen tdl the swindler story?’
“YS”

Monk nodded unhgppily. He ventured the opinion that if ther rea identities came out, and they were
connected with that felow Alexander Trussman who had been murdered back in Washington, the
crcumdantid evidence—ther hiding in disguise in Cairo” would probably fix them up nicdy with a
couple of chairs, wired for ectricity.

“You had better sound like a genuine Englishman then,” Doc said.

DOC SAVAGE left the hotd by dimbing to the roof, jumping an easy gap to another roof, and dropping
amod fifteen feet to a bacony, then another twelve feet or so to agrimy street filled, a the moment, only
with andls and heat.

He waked rgpidly. Cabs were scarce here, because the inhabitants of the section were ether not
afluent, or took pains not to seem so. However, the shops of the Muski section were within waking
distance.

Doc picked a firg-class shop, one catering to men, and purchased a wardrobe, usng the sort of taste he
imagined an Arab- Swedish gentleman would have. He could see that he was not making a good
impression. The one-hundred piastre notes with which he paid for his somewhat loud suit were carefully
scrutinized by the shop cashier.

Next, Doc found lodgings. The place where he located was not a hotd in the conventiond sense,
dthough it did open off the usud winding narrow Street. But this thoroughfare was spotted at intervals
with elaborate sebil, public fountains, and the pedestrians had more class. The house had been, rather



recently, an Arab home. It was built around the court—this court form of construc- tion was dmost
universd—and it had a greet dedl of stained glass and elaborate woodwork.

The centrd dcove of the suite was an enormous room with a fountain and a star- tlingly fancy lantern
arrangement above it; there were inlaid cabinets around the walls, and the smdl niches called divans with
cushioned seats that had given the name divan to most redining couches in America.

He did not use his own name. He registered as a Mr. Ahmed Himar, the first name that came to his mind.

He had spoken Arabic, usng the Egyptian handling of the language, snce leaving Monk and Ham, and he
continued to use it.

The lukandah where he had checked in was on Arnab Street, and according to the information Morand
of the State Department had given him in Washington, Miss Eunice Lee Crockett lived on Hamanah
Street, which was in the neighborhood. No more than, unless his memory of Caro was frayed, the
equivadent of about four American blocks from where he was.

He was wrong. It was three blocks. . . .

The house of Crockett, Miss Eunice Lee, was not impressve from the outsde. But then few private
homesin the old quarter of Cairo were.

The entrance was a naked, blegk arch of stone large enough to pass a good-sized truck. A burnoosed
native who had dl the earmarks of a beggar sat crosdegged under the arch, and thrust out a hand when
Doc passed.

“Atini, atini,” the man mumbled. “Atini piaster.”

Doc paused. The ndtive repested this plea for a piastre. Doc asked in Arabic, “Is this the home of the
woman named Crockett?’

“Atini, atini—’

Doc, picking up the part he intended to play, asked the beggar how he would like three of hisribs kicked
in, or better ill, how would he like to be fed to a dog? “Answver my question, you breath of a camd,”
Doc added.

The beggar said there was undoubtedly something dead and rotting in the neighborhood, €lse why should
ajackal vigt the place? He said this conversationdly. It was quite an insult, the way he did it.

Doc dusted his hands e aborately and remarked, “A dung hegp.” He went on to a second archway, much
more elaborate, inlad with pearl and gilt, and made a commotion againgt a huge door.

The door did not open a once. He heard the beggar say something. It was Arabic, sounded like, “Hu
jada shatir,” which trandated roughly to the statement that Doc was a clever fdlow. The tone gave it
the effect of, “A wise guy, en?’

Doc wondered if the beggar had a pushbutton sgnd of some sort accessible. He hadn't seen one. More
likdy the fellow was there to flank attack anyone at the door if necessary. Obvioudy the beggar was one
of the household.

Doc knocked on the door again, and kicked it a few times for good measure.
THE door was opened by a very fat, very blonde, very pleasant looking woman of better than forty



years of age who addressed Doc in good American. “Son,” said the woman, “shirts are made to be kept
m-”

Doc was vay nealy gartled into replying in English. He caught himsdf, and spoke Arabic. “I have
business with the woman called Crockett,” he said.

“All right, keep your shirt on, this is the place,” the fa woman said. She looked Doc up and down,
added, “Son, they had something large in mind when they made you, didn't they?’

“Shu hadha?” Doc sad bluntly. He wondered if this was il the equivdent of, “What goes on here?’
His Arabic wasn't as fluent as he had hoped. Thét, or he was getting nervous.

“Oh, for God's sake, don't you speak any English?’ the woman asked.

“l want to see the woman called Crockett,” Doc said, sicking to his Arabic. “You, as anyone can see,
are not her.”

“No English, eh?” The woman sighed. “ That's two strikes on you, son.”

“What?’

“Big and dumb, aren't you?’

“l did not come here to ligen to guinea cackle,” Doc announced.

He dtarted to push past the woman. He fdt that sort of behavior would fit the part he was acting.

Adonishingly, there was agunin the fat blonde woman's hand. It was a samdl flat gun with inlay and peerl
handles and a hole larger than a pencil for the bullets to come out. He was a little confused about where
she had hed it.

“Doyou,” she asked, “want to become a nasty mess on our doorstep?’
She said thisin Arabic.

Doc pretended consderably less awe of the gun than he fdt, and said, “I am here to see Eunice Lee
Crockett. Will you take me to her?’

“I've heard you say that a couple of times dready,” said the woman. “But you left something out.”
“What?'

“The nature of your business.”

“It's private busness.”

“Jugt how many times a day,” she asked, “do you suppose | hear that?’

Doc shrugged. “I'm not interested. Do | see Miss Crockett, or not?’

“Not.”

Doc registered thwarted disgudt. It was not difficult. He had no idea who the woman might be, but he
suspected she was a capable character. She was an American. At one time she had been quite beautiful,
heimagined, and flashy. Relieved of about a hundred pounds now, she would dill be driking.



Doc scowled at the gun and said, “I think I'll come in.”

“You do,” she advised him, “and youll leaveralled upinarug. . . . Son, | don't know what you've heard
of Crockett, but it must have been anfully undependable information, or you wouldn't be sanding there
acting tough. That could get you what we used to cdl back home a pine overcoat.”

Doc was dubious. She didn't ook that tough. But could her looks be depended upon?

“HOW much,” Doc asked findly, “would | have to tdl you about my business?’
The fat woman shrugged. “Enough for me to decide whether it's monkey business”

Tha gave hm an opening for a question that had been puzzing him, and he asked, “What is your
connection with Miss Crockett?’

“That,” said the fa woman, “would be a long story. Call it secretary, advisor, companion, whipping-boy
and ared flag in front of idiots like yoursdf.”

“Miss Crockett is here?’

“Sure. But afat chance you have of seaeing her if you don't pass ingpection with me.”
Doc shrugged. “This business of ming” he said grudgingly, “is about a gold mine”
“Whose gold mine?”

“Mine”

“I'l bet,” said the big woman skepticdly. “I'll just bet.”

“You think I'm athief?” Doc yelled. He looked angry.

“Why not? Why dse would you be here?’ She began laughing, and added, “And why ese would you be
S0 indignant about being cdled athief? . . . What do you want here, anyway?’

“Some help,” Doc said, dropping his anger quickly enough to show her it was feigned.
“What king of hdp?’
“A sort you might find some profit in giving,” Doc said.

“You don't talk your head off, do you, when it comes to facts,” said the fat woman. “Oh, well, come in. .
.. WEll have alittle reception for you, and see what develops.”

Doc Savage waked in, not getting the point about a reception, but rather pleased with himsdf. He
supposed it merdy meant he was to meet Miss Eunice Lee Crockett, lady adventurer or femme snister
or whatever she was.

It did not mean this.

He did not find it out, though, until he had handed the large lady his hat when she held out a hand for it,
and then he had stood there, as confident as a goat looking at the picture on a tomato can label, and
ligened to the woman say, “That's nice. It would be a shame to ruin a good ha.” Promptly he was hit
over the head from behind with something or other.



Chapter VI

DOC SAVAGE did not fdl after he was struck, but he came unhooked from redlity. He stood there and
his arms hung down. He couldn't think of anything particular to do. . . . Unexpected head blows had
adways hdd more terror for him than dmogt anything. There was a kind of black, aysmd, meaningless
shock about a head blow that upset him. The moment of unexplainable surprise afterward was a thing of
terror, like being pushed into a chaam. If you were knocked out, it was not as bad, dthough dill bad
enough, because unconsciousness would come quickly. But it was worse when you were dazed, and
trying to get organized, figure out what had happened and why, and defend yoursdlf.

Thefa lady had not hit him. That was sure. Neither had the beggar. Who, then?

He turned to see. He turned holding his legs 4iff, for the knees fdt as if they would bend either way on
dight provocation. He got partly around, and saw there was not just one. There were three of them, dl
hig men, men nearly as large as he was, with clean shiny skins and the kind of faces that men have the
world over when they only know how to make a point with their muscles. One was smoking a cigarette
lezly.

Thefa woman said, “Your aam must be getting weak, Abraham.” And the man with the sap, a tube of
goatskin with some loose shot in the end, looked pained and swung again. Doc bent his head a little and
the weapon skated over the top of his head, not hurting him much worse than if he had been hit with a
hammer.

Doc ill did not go down. Moreover he could think after a fashion. He wondered if he should cut loose
and do aswdl as he could, which might be better than they expected, providing they didn't know who he
was. Or did they know? If they did, there was no percentage in letting himsdlf be sapped down. If he did,
there was dways the chance some fisherman on the Nile in a few days would paddie over to see what
the seegulls were fighting over, and find whatever was left of him by then.

He solved it by walking in close to Abraham. He hit Abraham in the middie with hisright fist while he was
putting his left arm around Abraham's wais. It was about as far around the waist as around a barrel. He
did not have enough arm for it. He pumped his right into Abraham again, and the barrel convulsed and
Abraham became a weight pulling im down toward the shiny floor. The floor was mother-of-pearl. He
hadn't noticed that before. A floor like that would cost money.

By pushing againg Abraham as he fdl, he got the great bulk to topple. Abraham, troubled by what the
two punches had done to his sscomach, made a series of hacking and whooping noises and was agan
disnterested in usng his sap any more. In faling, he brought up againg the other man, with the result that
they both landed on the floor.

Doc was off baance. In gumbling around trying to remain on his feet, he stepped on Abraham and his
companion as often as possible. And presently he managed to hit the third assailant somewhere, and that
one was on the floor too, his cigarette making a shower of fire,

“WHOEEE!" sad the fa woman. She sounded as if she was cdling hogs. “Whoeee!” Then she added,
“A redl rough boy.” She did not sound much disturbed.

I've probably overdone this, Doc thought.

The beggar came and stood in the door. When he appeared, he was bold and decisve. But then he saw
what was going on, and was undecided.

Doc scowled at the cigarette on the floor, then the fat woman.



“You,” he said, “can jump in the lake” The actud words which he used in Arabic were a little at
variance, having to do with a seatrip by camd, but the inference was the same.

He waked out.

The beggar looked a him, did not do or say anything. This beggar was clean. Genuine Cairo beggars
were never clean.

Doc kept waking. Not very sraight, but he kept waking. When he got hislegs tracking better, he tried a
litle running.

SHERMAN McCORLAND'S red hair looked redder in Cairo. Otherwise he was much the same lean
whip of a man that he had been when Morand had cdled him into the State Department office in
Washington and introduced him to Doc Savage as the manin Cairo to cal on for amdl favors.

“Good God!” sad McCorland. “Are you injured?’

Doc was not injured, but he had bandaged his face rather completdy in order to cover the phony scar,
which was quite a bit of trouble to remove and replace. Doc had taken the contact lenses off his eyes, 0
he looked pretty much like himsdf now.

“Not serioudy,” Doc sad. “I want you to do me a favor.” “How in Heaven's name did you get to Cairo
50 soon?” McCorland demanded. “Y ou must have taken the plane immediaidy after nine”

Doc sad tha might have been. “I want some gold,” he explained.
“Gold?’

“Not much. A couple of ounces. But it should be placer gold—not duff that has been milled out of
ore—and it should be from some part of Egypt if possble.”

“What do you want it for?’

“Can you get it—without anyone knowing anything much about it?’
“Why do you want it?” McCorland repeated.

“A private matter.”

“Hasit something to do with your finding Nesur?’ asked McCorland.

Doc shrugged and said, “Do we have to go into this? Morand gave me the impression you knew what
discretion was.”

McCorland gtiffened. He didnt like that. He said, “Y ou pick a sweet way of asking a favor.”

Angry now, Doc said, “Skip it, then.” He went toward the door and had his hand on the knob when
McCorland said, “How soon will you need this gold?’

Doc stopped. “Right away. Haf an hour.”

McCorland punched a button. A native came in, and McCorland asked for his hat and stick. The ndtive
left. “If you want to wait here,” McCorland told Doc, “I'll see what can be done.”

“Pacer gold,” Doc said. “Dug. Very amdl nuggets. From Egypt, or at least from Africa”



“l heard you,” McCorland said. “I'm sorry if | seem abrupt, discourteous or unduly inquisitive—or a trifle
irked over what might seem to me a trifling request for an absurdity in the face of such an urgent
gtuation.”

Doc Savage examined the other man's face. “What do you mean, urgent?’

McCorland frowned. “Haven't you heard?’ He shook his head and added, “But you probably haven',
because you can have been in Cairo only afew hours. | cabled this information to Morand only a few
moments ago.”

“What information?’

“A report—how trueit is, | can not say, but | am terrified of its authenticity—that Nesur has definitey
decided on hodlilities, and that the word will go out quite soon. Not longer than twenty-four hours.
Sooner if there is evidence of British and American knowledge of the decison.”

“That means” Doc asked grimly, “that our time is shaved down to twenty-four hours?’
“Yes, obvioudy.”
“Get the gold dugt,” Doc said.

WHEN Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks came to cdl on Doc Savage, Doc was rubbing the placer gold
between two chunks of rough sandstone. The nuggets were too large for his purpose, and he was
reducing themin size.

Monk and Ham came in without knocking, and Monk said, “Hello there, Ole Hansdl. Right nice diggings
you got for yoursdf here”

Ham closed the door. “Where's the English accent?’ Doc asked Monk briefly.
“Righto, gov'nor. Y ou want the bloody trouble started right off?”

Doc shook his head. “St down. | didn't expect you this soon. That messenger mus have broken a
record getting to you.”

Nether Monk nor Ham took chairs. They were nervous. Ham said, “We asked hdf a dozen places for
Ole HansA”

Doc nodded. “That's good.” He spread the particles of gold he had just reduced in Sze out on a paper
on the table. Arrayed there dso were two packages of cigarettes, new ones, which he had opened.

Doc proceeded, with infinite care, to insart particles of gold into the cigarettes, not less than hdf a dozen
tiny pieces to each cigarette. For this he was usng a needle-thin rod diding ingde a tiny tube; he would
place afew flakes of gold in the thin tube, insart it in the end of the cigarette, and with the rod ram it out
S0 that it lay in the tobacco.

He had thus prepared one package of cigarettes, and three fourths of the other package. He proceeded
to finish the job, examining the end of each cigarette with a smdl magnifying glass when he finished to
make sure his trickery was not obvious.

Ham leaned over to look at the cigarettes. “How'd you know what brand to use?’

Doc told them about his attempt to see Miss Crockett. “The felows who crawled me were evidently her
goon squad,” he finished. “One of them was smoking this brand of cigarette.”



HE re-sealed both cigarette packages, wrapped them carefully, and put them in his clathing.

He said, “Before we start our fracas, here is some bad news McCorland gave me He says that this holy
man, Nesur, has decided on violence, and the word will go out in about twenty-four hours.”

Monk rubbed his jaw gloomily. “That's going to push us” He shook his head, added, “In Washington,
the idea of some haly man on the other side of the world causing a war didnt seem much more than so
much tak. Waking around through the native quarter here in Cairo, the way weve been doing the last
few hours, you get a different idea.”

“Heard anything?’ Doc demanded. “Nathing to hdp usfind Nesur,” Monk said. “But we did run across
Nesur agitators at work. They're not underground about it a dl. These guys we heard were doing it from
soap boxes. You'd think they were on Union Square.”

“If they're out in the open with it, they must be pretty sure of themsalves,” Doc commented.

He finished his preparations. “Okay for the fuss” he said. “I'm Ole Hansd and | know where there is a
gold mine you should rightfully share. Act accordingly.”

Ther previous conversation had been in low voices. What followed was louder. Presently they had
worked up anoisy quarrd.

Monk produced the showy blackjack he had taken from Homer Crockett, the man Monk ill presumed
was the manager of the hotd in Washington. “This thing should be good window-dressing,” Monk said,
and made a pass a Doc with the blackjack.

They struck afew blows, broke up some furniture, fdl on a bed and smashed that down. Presently, when
the thing looked good enough, Doc took to his heds. Monk and Ham pursued him. They made dl the
commoation they could going through the building.

The owner of the place and hdf a dozen servants had gathered. Doc dived through them, upsetting one,
and gained the street. Once outside, he settled down to running, doubling around corners, heading for the
section of sdewak shops. Presently he had lost Monk and Ham off histrail.

He thought the whole thing had looked genuine enough.

DOC decided to dday his return to his hotd. It was likdy that the management would summon the
police, and Doc wished to avoid complications there. So, for the next hour and a hdf, he browsed
through the more crowded part of the old city, the Muski, and the Copt and Jewish quarters to the north.
He vidted severd of the bazaars and markets in the huge buildings caled khans, ligening to the tak of
the polyglot peoples’ Cairenes, Nubians, Bedouin Arabs, Levantines, Syrians, Armenians, Greeks,
Itdians, French, English.

He was interested in the thing Monk had mentioned. That there was open agitation by Nesur's
organization under way.

There was. He got a sample of it in a Sde street not far from the mosque of B Azhar, which for a long
time had been the chief theologica seminary of Idam. . . . As Monk had remarked, it was a little like
Union Square, where a man could dimb on a soap box and vent his opinions.

The organizer doing the taking here was probably samdl fry. But he was adept, knew his subjects, and
the points he wanted put across.

One falk, one leader, one nation. That was his cry. It was basc and ancient. It had come down through



the centuries, from the mouths of men who were welding people together for a purpose, good or bad. In
union there is freedom, in union there is power. United we stand, divided we fdl. The same cries had
rung out over blood in American history; they were great words there, and heroes had said them. But
men with dark souls had said them in other nations too, and Doc remembered the mottoes that had been
plastered over Nazi Germany before the war: Ein volk, ein Ehrer, ein Reich. One people, one leader,
one nation. Prelude to holocaust. How many had died then? Fifty million? Did anyone know?

This was grim guff. That felow there, that street spider, wasn't just raving dream- quff a the crowd.
There was a confidence about him. Doc could fed it. And he knew the crowd could fed it. There was no
apped to violence, and the Palestine problem, boil-head of the whole thing, was mentioned only by
implication. . . .

Doc returned to his hote dowly. He was worried. Morand, in Washington, had not exaggerated. This
was only Cairo, and Cairo was on the outskirts of the problem. How much hotter it must be in Baghdad,
Td Aviv, Damascus, and for that maiter in Karachi, Delhi and Calcutta.

The hand of Nesur was adready wdl raised. If the hand hed a match to light the fuse, there was no man
to say where it might end.

It was quff that, put in words, did not have awvful urgency. He imagined how some Americans would
regard it in their newspapers. Jaffa, Basra, Beirut? What are they? Towns?

Nesur? Who's that? The hdl with it, let “em fight it out. How did the Dodgers do today? . . . And maybe
one thing would follow another and again ten million of them would be packing guns, or perhaps twenty
thistime.

He scouted his hotd. It was quiet. There seemed to be no police about. He entered, and the manager
came to him a once and said, “We shdl have to ask you to leave”

“Those two felows started the trouble,” Doc argued.

“Youwill leave anyway, please.” Doc shrugged and said, “If that's the way you fed,” and went on to his
elaborate suite.

The fa woman who had been at Eunice Lee Crockett's house arose from a chair.
“Maybe you did have something to offer,” she said. “ Crockett wants to talk to you about it.”

Doc conceded pleasure carefully. It was working.

Chapter VII

MR. HOMER WICKETT, erswhile phony manager of the Rimes Hotel in Washington, D. C., was the
firs passenger off the four-o'clock plane from points west—Paris, London, New Y ork, Washington. He
was tralled dosdy by the men called Clyde and was, as anyone could see, in a hdl of a hurry, and about
the same dtate of temper.

“Where's Nate with the car?’ he demanded.

Nate was a dark-skinned, thick-browed Itdian. The car was a French custom body on an American
chassis, and had cost gpproximatdy fifteen thousand dollars. There was dready another maninthe car, a
roun-dish bald-headed man with a hard-skinned pae face that dways looked as if it had just had a coat
of ol and a polish. He wore spectacles with flashy shdl rimsin which severd samdl gems, imitation ones,
were set. Wickett addressed him as Galsbrucke.



“You get my cable, Galsbrucke?” Homer Wickett demanded.
“| got four of them,” said the bald, spectacled man.
“Four isdl | sent. . . . All right, where isthisfdlow Savage?’

The bald man looked uncomfortable. “He was in the American embassy offices about noon, seeing
McCorland. He evidently wanted two ounces of African gold dust, because McCorland went out and
got some.”

“Gold dugt?’

“yYes”

“Why?'

“l am sorry, | do not know,” said Gasbrucke.

Homer Wickett cursed at some length, indicating there had been, as he put it, too much fumbling around
with this thing, with nobody knowing enough about anything.

Clyde rode in front with Nate, the driver. Clyde was bleak-eyed and expressionless, carefully masking
the fact that he was quiteill. He did not like airplane travel, and he liked it least of dl over oceans for the
veay smple reason that once as a smdl boy while svimming in the surf off Atlantic City, N.J., he had
been attacked by a hammer-head shark and had, he had dways felt, bardly escaped with hislife He was
now in no state to carein the least what happened.

Homer Wickett finished his sivearing and asked, “All right, where is Savage?’
“From McCorland's office, Savage waked through the bazaars and shops.”
“Whereis he?’

Gd sbrucke winced. “My man logt histrall.”

Wickett's face took a dight bluish cast. “Who lost him?’

“Sabi. Hassam Sabi.”

Wickett said, “Clyde” Clyde did not tir and gave no 9gn of hearing.
“Clyde!”

The tone would have cracked a rock. Clyde lifted sck eyes. “Huh?’

“You know Hassam Sabi?” Wickett demanded.

“Yeah. Guy we picked up in Tehran. Why?’ said Clyde weskly.

“l want you to put aknifeinhim,” Wickett said.

“Oh, for God's sake!” gasped Galsbrucke. “The poor devil did his best—"

Wickett spat. “His best wasn't good enough, then,” he said. “Ligten, Galsbrucke, you'd better get it
through your shiny skull that the Stuation is desperate. I'm going to get some action if | have to see
throats cut right and left, yoursincluded.” He leaned forward and bellowed &t the driver, “What are you



waiting on? Get me to my office, and quick.”

THE office was not outwardly elaborate, but the interior was probably as fine as any in Cairo. It was
located in a penthouse structure on top of one of the buildings in the newer section of the city near the
river. If there was a more luxurious office in town, it would go hard on the architect who had designed
this oneif Homer Wickett found it out. He frequently made this statement, for he was aman who liked to
take his emations out of his mouth in bdls of fire. This was dways impressve, because he was not a
four- flusher.

“l want Savage found,” he told Galsbrucke. “You get that? | want him found.”

“We are trying. We had no idea he was in Cairo until he appeared at the embassy to see McCorland.”
Wickett got alittle purple. “Weren't you watching the airport?’

“We—|—"

“Were you?’

“Wdl . ..no.”

“Gadorucke” sad Wickett thoughtfully, “I think your Supidity is going to cause you to have an
unfortunate experience—if you don't find Savage in the next couple of hours!” The lagt was said in a
tone that caused dl the pigeons to leave the roof outside the windows.

The man was pacified somewhat, however, by a couple of drinks and a light dinner that festured the form
of skewered lamb cdled shish kebab. He told Gasbrucke sourly that he hadn't had much luck stopping
Doc Savage in Washington. “He was in town and out before we got our breath,” he explained.
“However, | did plant one of those blackjacks on two of Savage's assstants, or on one of them, anyway.
And that should enable us to take care of one or more of them.”

Gd sbrucke, anxious to change the subject to a more pleasant one, asked, “Would you care to look over
some of the reports that have come in?’

“Might as well,” Wickett said. The reports were from the branch offices and field managers of the various
petroleum interests owned or controlled by Wickett and the men associated with him.

An ail scout in Iran reported that the Central-Oklahoma-United Oil Company No. 7 wel had come in
for two thousand barrels at thirty-seven hundred feet. This was doubtless quite secret information, and
important, because it meant that a new fidd had proved out. It was a matter that involved many millions
of dollars, but not in Mr. Homer Wickett's pocket. He had no all holdingsin Iran.

He did have haldings in Oklahoma, lllinois Cdiforniay Mexico and China He had a refinery in
Oklahoma, onein Indiana, one in Mexico. These were his persond holdings. They were not held jointly
by the combine. They were Mr. Wickett's. But there were other ail leases, producing wdls, drilling
operations, areas under lease and being doodlebugged for ail in various parts of the world, refineries,
pipdines, tanker concerns, and even a not incongderable chain of service dations, dl controlled by the
combine of which Wickett was spark plug.

There were reports from most of these holdings. The regular routine. Wickett looked them over, and they
were pretty good. But not good enough to satisfy him. He was a man who quite probably would never
be stisfied.

Wickett had a few things that were good in him, but much more that was bad. His intensty and his drive,



hiskill and his business sense, could have made him a genuindy grest man. But he had in him the thing
that in another sense Hitler had: he did not know when to stop. An excess, if it was a means to an end,
meant nothing to Wickett. that Mayfar seems to be a very tough customer.”

“You bet he's tough,” Wickett said. He was satisfied. He rubbed his jaw thoughtfully. “The point is, do
we get rid of Brooks and Mayfair immediaely, before the fool midays that blackjack or somebody takes
it away from him? Or do we wait for Savage?’

“You're going to—to—" Galsbrucke swallowed.

“The word, Mr. Galsbrucke, iskill,” said Wickett. “When you are talking about something as direct as
murder, never use an evasive word.”

Bribery, murder, robbery, meant nothing if he could gain by them. He was a man in whose hands power
was a gridy thing.

And he had power.
IT was not yet dark when Galsbrucke came hurrying into Wickett's office. Galsbrucke looked relieved.

“Weve spotted Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks,” he reported. “ There was afight at a hotd in the native
quarter, and the participants, or two of them, were a couple of phony Englishmen, one big and apish, the
other dender. One of my men, Cagle, had sense enough to redize the coincidence, so he investigated and
found Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks.”

“Where are they?’” demanded Wickett. Gasbrucke handed him a dip of paper bearing an address.
Wickett read this, then tore it up, growling, “Listen, don't let anything get in writing about this affair.
Nothing! Y ou understand.”

“Yes gr.”

“Is Doc Savage with them?’

“No.”

“Whereishe?’

Galsbrucke lost some of his dation and confessed, “I don't know yet.”

But Wickett was not as enraged by this as Galsbrucke had expected. Wickett sivung back in his chair.
He contemplated the celing for a while, then remarked, “The chances are that one of them has that
blackjack. The question is, who.”

Ga sbrucke jumped. “The blackjack? Why, the one named Mayfar hasit.”
“How'd you find that out?’
“My man, Cagle, saw it in his hand. It seems Mayfair has a habit of fondling it.”

Wickett laughed. Then he scowled. “You crazy fool, you didn't tdl this Cagle that blackjack had any
paticular Sgnificance, did you?’

“Oh, no”
“Did you tdl anybody?



“No. No indeed.”

“Then how inthe hdll,” yelled Wickett, “did Cagle happen to natice it.” He didn't sound as if he believed
Ga sbrucke.

Ga sbrucke explained nervoudy. “ Cagle mentioned the man Mayfarr taking a blackjack out of his pocket
occasiondly. The subject came up when Cagle was tdling me All this was said in Arabic, which she
spoke fluently but with an American accent. . . . He was so busy weighing and messuring her that he
didn't redlize he was supposed to say something. Findly she said, “Wdl? What have you to I?’

“Oh, that,” Doc said. He began lying. He told her the story he had outlined to Monk and Ham; he was
Ole Hansd, with two partners, and he had found a gold mine. He had found the mine—Doc made a
point of thet, indicating that he and his partners had quarreled, and separated, and so they had no right to
the gold mine, dthough they seemed to think differently.

“l want them taken off my neck if necessary,” he said. “I don't think they're going to bother me much,
because they haven't any legd rights to back them up.”

“Were any papers 9gned? asked Miss Crockett, as cdmly as if she was a school maam asking a
gxth-grader if he knew what a divisor was.

“No.”
“What else do you want?’

“Money from you to develop theming” Doc said. “For that | will give you a generous share, say ten per

Miss Crockett amiled. “Ten per cent?”
“yes”
“For you, you mean?’ she said.

Chapter VIl
MISS EUNICE LEE CROCKETT sad, “Who isit?’
Thefa blonde woman said, “Tiny. . . . Bearing an offering.”
“Comein, Tiny.”

Thefa woman said to Doc Savage, “Would you mind holding your hands up aminute?’ He did, and she
dapped her hands on the obvious places where he might be carrying a weapon, and some places that
were not obvious. Then she pushed the door open and said, “Walk into the web, fdlow.”

Doc Savage went in.

He had not known what to expect of Eunice Lee Crockett. He had seen her picture, of course. And her
record in the State Department dossier. Her picture was that of a swest little thing, but her record was as
acomhbination of Cleopatra and Anne Bonny, the lady pirate.

WEell, she looked like her picture, anyway.

“Won't you st down,” said miss Crockett.



The room was an office, quite formd and quite New Yorkish, but not specidly elaborate. He took the
vigtor's chair at the corner of the desk.

She had not offered to shake hands. But he had not expected her to.

In a pleasant voice, she explained, “It istoo bad your firg vigt was unfortunate, but you see we have odd
vigtors here sometimes. We took the trouble to check on you, and a certain fight that happened at your
hotel indicated your story might have something.”

HE had not supposed she was dumb. Now he concluded she wasn't, and that she was a Shylock
besides. Although, considering that he was holding himsdf forth as nothing less than a double-crosser and
acrook, there was some jugtice to her side. . . . He found himsdf arguing with her asif there was redly a
gold mine, and she was redly going to crimp him out of the lion's share of it.

In the end they compromised on an even slit.
“Now,” she said, “it's up to you to prove you have a gold mine”

He sad that was easy. He would take her out and she could watch her men pan gold out of the pay
sand.

As promptly, she said they would do that. “How far isit from Cairo?’

“Not more than two hundred miles” She was startled. “That close? . . . Can an arplane land near the
oot?”’

He nodded.
“Then we will go there early in the morning,” she said. “Y ou will deep here tonight.”

Saying here was something he hadn't bargained for. He had intended to consult with Monk and Ham
about future plans. But Miss Crockett was aready pushing a button.

A sarvant appeared—one of the big felows with whom he'd had the fight on his first vist—and took him
to aroom. The servant seemed to carry no mdice.

The room was large, pleasant, and, like most of the house interior, more like an American mangion than a
Cairo manse. An indication, he imagined, thet the proprietress often got homesick for the U. S.

The servant |eft the room, dosing the door. . . . There was a dicking sound. Doc whirled, hurried to the
door, and tested it.

He was locked in.

HE dept soundly though. And the next morning, on the way out to a private airport, he got his cigarettes
planted. He merdly borrowed a cigarette from one of the big men, whose name was Ali, and took the
package out of Ali's hand in order to extract the cigarette, and made a switch. Later, while they were
waiting for the plane to be pushed out of a hangar, he pulled much the same switch on the other big man.
The latter's name was Wazzah. It was probably a nickname, because the word was Arabian for goose.

The plane was a little five-place cabin job made in Michigan. In the party were Miss Crockett, the fat
woman, the two big men Ali and Wazzah, and himsdf. That was dl the plane would hold, and he
wondered who was going to fly. Miss Crockett would, it devel oped.

He was handed a chart when they were in the air. He pretended to be upset by the unfamiliaity of an



&rid chart. He was upset dl right, but not by the chart. He was upset because he had to find alikdy gold
minein a country he had never seen, and find it from the air.

An hour and fifty minutes later, he selected what seemed to be alikdy place, and pointed it out. “There”
he sad.

The plane landed. “Bring the gold pans,” said Miss Crockett.

Thiswas desert country, so normaly there wouldn't have been a discernible drop of water within miles
But the rany season was with them, and so there was, if anything, an over-abundance of water in the
snkholes and pools.

He led the way. “There” he said, pointing. Miss Crockett said she didn't see any tracks. Shouldn't there
be tracks if he had been prospecting around the place.

He looked wise and asked, “Would | leave tracks and let them know where | had been prospecting?’

He had a bad minute when he thought Ali and Wazzah were going to begin panning without smoking. But
he got that fixed up by bumming another cigarette off them. The power of suggestion was enough. Both
big men lit up cigarettes, dipped up grave in the gold pans which Miss Crockett had brought dong, and
went to work.

There was disgust when the first panning showed no gold. But the next one showed flecks of pay, and
spirits revived. The third panning was quite rich, and after that, every panning except one, taken a
various points up and down the stream, showed gold.

MISS CROCKETT was pleased, and aso surprised. “That sand,” she said, “is running near a hundred
piastres to the panning. With modern mining methods, the return would be fabulous.”

Doc sad anugly that it would. Then he put the bee on Miss Crockett. He had, Doc explained, a walling
need for money for expenses, and now, seeing that there was a fine gold dam being shared between
them, how about Miss Crockett advancing a trifling amount in cash. Say about twenty thousand piastres.

Miss Crockett said nothing doing. Doc complained loudly. He explained, with gestures, the horrible
things his creditors might do to him unless he got some cash. “Would you buy ten per cent of my share
for cash?’ he asked. Miss Crockett was more interested in that, but said she would have to think it over.

The two big men, Ali and Wazzah, had lifted ther ears.

During the flight back to Cairo, Doc managed to sdl Wazzah a tenth interest in his hdf of the mine for
twenty thousand piastres.

The fat woman did not become aware of this She was riding ahead of them, and was bulky and dlent in
Arab garb, induding veil.

But Ali overheard. He was disappointed. To placate Ali, Doc unloaded another tenth on him for the
same price Wazzah had paid, twenty thousand piastres.

Neither Ali nor Wazzah had the purchase price handy, but ingsted they could get it, and quick.
“You are getting a great bargain,” Doc assured them. “Y ou have robbed me of my eyes, practicdly.”

At the airport, Miss Crockett Ieft them for a while, accompanied by the fat woman. But both returned
shortly, and Crockett said they would now go to her house and prepare the papers of agreement, and the



necessary moves to get control of the gold daim from the government.

Doc agreed. He was not very enthusadtic, Snce he wanted privacy so he could contact Monk and Ham.
It had now been dmogt twenty hours since he had seen them.

But they went to Miss Crockett's house, and Doc saw no prospect of getting avay immediady. The
bickering about details went on and on. The deals with Ali and Wazzah came to Miss Crockett's notice.

“Youre a fool to =l so chegply,” she told Doc. “But it's your funerd. Ali and Wazzah are fathful
servants of mine, and if someone has to skin you, I'm glad they're doing it.”

“When can | leave?’ Doc demanded. “Not for an hour or S0 at least.”

THE scheme seemed to be going dl right. . . . Whether it would end as he had expected it to, Doc wasn't
sure. He was beginning to have some doulbts.

This elaborate piece of connivance was based on human nature—Miss Crockett's humean nature. His fast
idea of what she was like had been taken from the State Department dossier on her. Now he was not as
certain. She was different. Either that, or she was the smoothest article of deceit he had ever seen.

The delay was tough to take, too. Some of his impatience might be coming from that. If this holy man,
Nesur, was going to put out the word for violence within twenty- four hours, the time was getting very
short. The twenty-four-hour report might have been a rumor. It might not. McCorland had seemed
frightened about it.

He studied Miss Crockett as they discussed, argued. Smooth, dl right. According to the information he
hed on her, she had led the ordinary day-to-day life of an Ohio girl until five years ago. Grade school,
high school, teacher's college, then a job teaching in asmal Ohio town; the usud friends, he imagined; the
usud hobbies and the usud socid life And then she had come to Cairo where she had inherited the
edtate of an Unde Ira Crockett. . . . That she should then become a fabulous figure of intrigue, accredited
with fegts that were equaled by few men, was gartling. It would have been gartling in any case. But for
an Ohio school maam. . . .

Three men camein. Arabs. They were big men, as big as Ali and Wazzah.

Doc understood ingantly that Miss Crockett had been waiting for them. He knew it certainly when one
of the trio nodded at him, and asked Miss Crockett in English, “ Does he speak English?’

“I've been wondering,” Miss Crockett said. “But report in English anyway.”
“There was no gold,” the big man said. “What?’

“No gold. We panned up and down that creek bed for some distance, as wdl as panning where you had
panned. There was not asngle flake of gold.”

Miss Crockett smiled without humor. She looked at Doc Savage.
“Sdted,” she said.

She spoke English. Doc pretended not to understand. Miss Crockett, he redized, could handle hersdf in
an emergency. She was no more excited than she had probably been in Ohio when one of her sudents
added sx and 9x and got ten.

Doc inquired what was up. “ Shu hadha?” he asked.



Miss Crockett explained. “You were trying to sdl me a phony gold ming” she said. “You were very
dick. | don't see how you managed it yet—the sdting, | mean. But you did.”

“Ma yumkin!” Doc sad. Impossble. “It's lucky | was cautious enough to send a second crew to
investigate” Miss Crockett said. “Bulad, here, isamining engineer, and he says thereisno gold, so there
isobvioudy no gold. What about it, Mr. Ole Hansd?”’

Doc pretended indignation. He said again it was impossible.
“Isyour name Ole Hansd?” Miss Crockett asked.
Doc shrugged. “I guess nat. . . . Do you want to ligen to an explanation?’

“Not,” sad Miss Crockett, “until | pick up your two friends who helped you pull this” She stood up and
gave orders. She was going after Monk and Ham. “And youll come dong,” she told Doc.

THE ride wasn't particularly pleasant. They went in two cars, and Ali kept a gunin his hand. Around a
corner from the second- rate place where Monk and Ham were saying, Miss Crockett ordered the car
parked. The other car parked behind them, and the three big men approached.

“Bring the two men,” ordered Miss Crockett. “Bring their baggage, too. Pay ther hill, bring ther
baggage, and them. Y ou understand?’

Bulad, the mining man, nodded. “They may not want to come peacefully.”
“Then persuade them.”

Thetrio departed.

Doc stirred. Ali gouged him with the gun snout warningly.

“Look here” Doc sad. “I don't want those two hurt.”

“So they're friends of yours?” Miss Crockett said.

“yYes”

“They won't be hurt—much.” Doc leaned forward. “There is no reason why you should not ligen to an
explandion.” He spoke Arabic. “The gory is ample. We want jobs. We had heard about you, Miss
Crockett, and we surmised you did not employ fools. So we smply did something to prove we were not
fools”

“Jobs?’ She seemed surprised. “You want to work for me?’
13 Ya”
“WI,]y?l

He could not very wel tdl her it was because she knew where Nesur was, and he hoped to get that
information. He shrugged and said, “It would be a privilege”

She frowned awhile over that. Suddenly she asked, “How did you fake the gold?’ “The cigarettes.”

“What cigarettes—oh! Oh, | remember. Ali and Wazzah were smoking.” She glanced a Ali and his
companion. They looked hitterly disgusted with themselves. “Where did you get those cigarettes?”’



“From our pockets,” Ali muttered. Doc explained about the switch. He demonstrated the deight-of-hand
by which he had doneit.

Miss Crockett began laughing. “That was a smooth piece of work,” she said.

She was 4ill laughing when the exploson came damming into the street, around the corner, throwing itsdlf
on them with unbdlievable abruptness, thrusting their dothing againg their bodies, then, a second later
plucking the garments away from their skin, and sucking windows out of buildings, sucking up dugt in the
Sreet.

TIME, for afew seconds, became akind of cavity. The blast had come, gone. Like a big whip that had
popped. Surprise seemed the only thing in ther brains. Incredulous wonder. That, and the blank shock
on their faces, the dust cravling up in the street, and the greater dust coming ralling now in a great cloud
around the corner toward Monk and Ham's hotdl. . . .

Doc sad thickly, “Monk . . .” He was redly out of the car and running into the dust before he planned
any movement a al. He kept going. He ran headlong. In the dust he could amdl the fumes of cordite, the
mellow-sweet dink that spreads after the explosion of an atillery shell. Other feet ran behind him.

The fat woman had remained at home. It was odd this popped into hismind now. But it did. It seemed to
have no bearing on anything, but it was what he thought of.

Just before he reached the corner, an Arab boy appeared. The boy was about eghteen, and he was
waking backward, both hands pressed to his face and blood lesking through his fingers.

Doc gripped the boy's arm. He said, “What happened?’ English. He changed to Arabic. “ Shu hadha?”

Vey dealy through the hands il to his face the boy sad, “Some men came from the hotel. They
carried baggage. There was a pushcart by the curb. It blew up asthey came near.”

The explanation was utterly ludid. “St down,” Doc sad to the boy. “Wait for a doctor.”
The boy said, “Thank you, Sr,” and then fdl forward loosdy on hisface.

Doc Savage went on. The dust was thick in the street and in the dust nothing lived. Some things were
burning, not blazing but smouldering and smoking. Some wood, possbly parts of the pushcart, and cloth
on a body or two.

The blast had been amazing. It had cleaned out a hole, where the pushcart had been, that a man could
gand in knee-deep. Paving stones and sdewak stones had been pushed with great force agang the
buildings, and one building wall had come down, making a pile of stone and brick on which was spread,
like frogting on a cake, white bed-clothing from some room above.

Doc went to the firg body. It was the mining engineer, Bulad. To make sure of identification was not
easy, paticularly if one was squeamish about exposed anatomy. But he decided it was Bulad.

Thewoman cdled Crockett came up besde him. She sad, “It's Bulad.”

She sounded as she should sound. Strained, with illness pushing againg restraint. Horror crowding
agang determination.

She sad, “Your friends killed him.” She sounded dl right with that, too. Her voice had dl the revulson
and condemnation it should have. It was what she logicdly should think.



Doc went forward to another body. He did not wak eesly nor did he eesly look down at the body.
Evidence that a body was there, redly. For here was where the wall had come down, covered the body,
dl but an outflung am from fingertips to midway between elbow and shoulder. If there had been any
dathing on the arm, the exploson had stripped it away completey, and the arm was blackened and did
not have its former shape.

Doc leaned down. He dl but fainted. He could see that a great block of stone had hit so that its edge hed
severed the arm from the body that was deeper in the rubble.

By the arm's fingers lay the flashy pigskin blackjack that Monk Mayfar had taken off Mr. Homer
Wickett, who had said he was a hotd manager in Washington.

Doc picked up the blackjack and dropped it in his pocket. There was no indica- tion on his face that he
knew whet he was doing nor why.

Chapter IX

HOMER WICKETT had once read somewhere that many of history's great men, or notorious ones, had
been victims of spasmophilia, which was a five-dollar psychiatrists’ word meaning a tendency toward
convulsons. It had relieved him not a little to read this. He himsdf had been addicted to tantrums when
he was opposed, and it had worried him. He feared it might indicate insanity. But this thing he had read
hed tagged it with greatness, so he was no longer bothered. He had heard that Hitler had frequently fdlen
to the floor in a tantrum and chewed the carpet, and he understood exactly how the fdlow fdt. It was,
Wickett supposed, an dfliction of empire builders, something that went with a certain type of genius. He
himsdf had constructed a petroleum empire, and he certainly had occasions when he went completely
berserk.

Wickett was treating himsdf to one of his better fits now. He had finished griking and cursang the man
who had brought him the bad news. Now, darmed not so much by fear that he had killed a man as by
fear that he might have needlesdy killed a rather vauable henchman, Wickett had recoiled into a char
and was gtting there in muscle-knotted rigidity.

Theman he had struck down had fdlen in front of the large desk, and Wickett, in kicking him repeatedly
in the head, ssomach and ribs, had propelled the body partly into the knee-hole area of the desk. The
men lay there now. He was bresthing.

Hewas a tdl gray-haired man of about thirty-five who spoke severd languages fluently, and could as a
usud thing be depended upon to accomplish dmost any devilment that was assgned him. He had
worked for Wickett for years. Once before Wickett had struck him, about seven years ago in a New
Y ork hotel when he had unfortunately been the one to tdl Wickett that the U. S. government was shutting
off Wickett's petroleum sdes to the Nazi government.

Homer Wickett began dowly to rock back and forth. His face was pale, hislips compressed.

CLYDE came in. Clyde was wearing the same suit he had worn when he served as chauffeur for Homer
Wickett in Washington. Behind Clyde was the roundish bald- headed Galsbrucke. They were excited.

“We got them!” Gasbrucke said excitedly. “They passed the pushcart! You should have heard the
exploson here. Did you?’

Wickett looked at the men in a wooden pae-faced way and did not speak.

Clyde sad, “We were a couple of blocks away and didn't actudly see it, but that exploson was



something to take your hat off.”

“There isnt the dightest doubt!” said Gasbrucke.
Wickett said nothing.

Clyde frowned. “ Something wrong, chief?’

Wickett jerked a little. His mouth opened dowly and a gutturd trickle of sound came out; in a moment
they redlized he was curang them, the world, and dl things.

Startled, Clyde moved around the desk. He saw the unconscious man lying partly under the desk.
“For God's sake!” Clyde gasped. “It's Lansdowne! What did he—what's going on?’

Gdsbrucke ran around the desk, observed the man dso and said something stunned and appropriate.
Then he ducked wildly as Wickett made a sudden swing at im with hisfig.

The one blow was the only one Wickett released. He began to shake, not loosdly, but tightly like a taut
cord, and he ydled, “Where is Nesur?’

It was Galsbrucke'stime to look stunned. He said, “Lansdowne is staying with Nesur . . .” Blankly, like
anidiot, he stopped. . . . Lansdowne was there on the floor! He said, “Wha—" and did not finish.

Wickett, stabbing a hand at Lansdowne, screamed, “The fool! The idiot! The imbeaile sat there in Gaza
for a week watching an empty hole. Nesur had gone. Gone! And the consummeate boob didn't know it!”

He kicked the body under the desk, and it moved dightly and groaned.
“Whereis Nesur?’ Galsbrucke blurted. “Lansdowne doesn't know!”

“But that—oh, that's awful,” Galsbrucke said, sounding as if he wanted to wring his hands. “The fa's in
the fire. Everything de-pended on keeping Nesur under our thumbs.”

Wickett screamed that he didn't need to be told this.
Clyde put in a question. “Why did this Nesur scram that way?’

Wickett cursed Clyde and asked if he was too dumb to guess. “Nesur was probably getting suspicious of
us” hesad.

Clyde rubbed hisjaw. “Has anybody thought of thet babe, Crockett, in connection with this?” he asked.

QUITE a prolonged slence followed this. Clyde used it to pull Lansdowne out from under the desk and
tow him into the bathroom—there were living quarters as wel as officesin the suite—and splash him with
some water, give him a diff drink of whiskey, and help him wash his face.

Lansdowne improved. They spent some time agreeing on the sort of fatherless so and so Mr. Wickett
was.

“How the hdll,” said Clyde, “could Nesur be missng a week and you not know it?’
Lansdowne's shrug was hitter. “Nesur had been gicking close to the hideout.”
“Afrad of us?’



“| thought he was &fraid of the Americans and the English,” Lansdowne said. “God knows, he should
have been, the amount of spadework weve done on him to make him think the Americans and English
were his poison.”

Clyde sad, “I was afrad we were going to overdo that.”
“| told Wickett that. | told him that very thing,” Lansdowne said. “But would he ligen? Hah!”

“The chief pushes too hard,” Clyde admitted. “Y ou figure maybe Nesur had started to think we weren't
his great friends and maybe the Americans and English weren't the stinkers we had them painted?’

“It could be.”
“That would be ahdl of anote” sad Clyde.

“It would indeed,” admitted Lansdowne sourly. “We have spent two years building this up. . . .
Persuading Nesur to come out of exile, building himsdf up again as a holy man, getting an organization
together. All that was alat of work.”

Clyde nodded and said he had been thinking about that. “Nesur,” Clyde said, “is at the point now where
he can step out and lead an uprisng againg the English. He can cdl it a holy war or cdl it a war of
independence, or cal it anything he wants to for that matter. And he's pretty sure to be able to get the
backing of every disgruntled man in the Near East.”

“That's a fact,” Lansdowne said. “Isnt it dso a fact that, regardless of whether Nesur's campaign to
throw the foreigners out succeeds entirely, the foreign- held ail companies are going to get thrown out on
ther ears?’ Clyde said.

“ YS,”

“Okay. Wickett figured he was going to be the man to get the ail business that was taken away from the
companies that now haveit.”

“Of course.”
“That'sbig stakes,” Clyde remarked. “About as big as you can count them,” Lansdowne agreed.

Clyde was sagely thoughtful. “Like | said aminute ago, it would be a nice set-up for someone to step in
and take over.”

“What do you mean?’
“That dame,” Clyde said. “Crockett?’

“Uhrhuh. She's been known to grab the walnuts after somebody ese shook the tree. . . . You remember
that boatload of Nazi big- wigs who sailed from Greece with their loot when it got too hot a home? Tak
is she got the wanuts there.”

Lansdowne swore thoughtfully. “Wed better tdl Mr. Wickett,” he said.

IT was not avery easy job to tdl Mr. Wickett that Eunice Lee Crockett might have, by a cunning move,
put hersdf in a position to harvest the crop Mr. Wickett had spent two years planting and cultiveting.

Reductantly—he seemed quite sure Wickett would have another fit when he heard this—Lansdowne
confessed that for the past three weeks or so, and up until a week previoudy when it was now presumed



Nesur had disappeared from his hideaway in the dity of Gaza, there had been a man known as Wazzah
around Gaza. And this Wazzah, it was rumored, was a henchman of Miss Eunice Lee Crockett.

Homer Wickett didn't have hisfit. He merdy said he was tempted to kill everybody in the room. CLYDE
frowned after the other ceased spesking and replaced the indrument on its cradle. “Didn't sound to me
asif it was a bad connection,” he said.

Homer Wickett nodded. “Scared.”

“Nate, wasn't it?’

“yYes”

“Nate doesn't scare easy,” Clyde said. “1 wonder what the hell iswrong?’

Nate did not leave them in doubt when he got there. He arrived in a wild-eyed run.

“Pushcat—dynamite—didnt get Savage's men,” Nate sad by jerks. “Guys killed—Crockett's
men—had gone to get this Monk and Ham and came out of the hotd carrying the blackjack.”

“Weve got to get that woman,” Wickett said.
“You think she would know where Nesur is?’

Wickett bitterly requested Lansdowne not to be stupid. “Of course she would know. That babe knows
everything she's not supposed to know. As a matter of fact, the old reprobate of an unde she inherited
her organization from used to finance Nesur. Nesur was sort of the old goat's protdgd. After the English
chased Nesur into hiding a few years ago to keep the Mediterranean section quiet, it was Crockett's
unde who provided aretiring-place for Nesur. . . . Hell, Nesur would consider this dame his friend.”

Clyde sad proudly, “That was my idea, too. Crockett will go ahead and provoke trouble, and get those
al concessons for hersdf.”

Homer Wickett rather astonished them by doubting this

“l don't know about thet,” he said. “But we're going to grab this Crockett woman.”

“If we're wrong, that's going to make Nesur mad,” Clyde said. “They're friendly.”

“Well make him think we were protecting him. We can fix up some sort of hokum héll believe.”
“How about saying she was plotting with this Doc Savage?’

“That might do it,” Homer Wickett admitted.

The discussion got down to practical plans about Miss Crockett. Should they seize her? How? That
might be easer taked than done. Galsbrucke's suggestion that they smply diminate her, possbly usng
the method that had just been employed on Doc Savage's aides, was voted down by Wickett, who
pointed out that the primary object was Nesur. Caich Miss Crockett, and grind out of her the
whereabouts of Nesur, if she knew. That was the program.

The telephone rang, and Clyde answered. He said, “What? What? Oh, yes,” and passed the ingrument
to Homer Wickett, adding, “For you.”

Wickett had trouble understanding what was being said over the phone. He could not get it straight and



sad, “Come on up here. Something must be wrong with the connection.”

Chapter X

DOC SAVAGE, when he found Monk and Ham were safe in the hotd—this did not happen for some
time—was knocked speechless by rdief. He could do nothing but stare at the pair, then abuse them
joyfully, after which he demanded what had happened.

“Three guys showed up out of a clear Sky,” Monk explained. “They caught us by surprise. They said they
were going to take us to this Crockett woman. We said we weren't sure we liked the idea. They sad it
made damned little difference.”

“They were from Crockett, dl right,” Doc said.

Monk nodded. “So we gathered findly. Anyway, to continue the story, they said they were going to
move us out of here lock, stock and barrel. We objected to that, too, and refused to carry our baggage,
which they had to pack, too.

They put dl our duff in the bags. They searched us and put what we had in our pockets in the bags,
too—except that blackjack of mine. One of them decided to take that for himsdf. . . . W, two of them
left, and pretty soon we heard an explosion.”

“Two left carrying your bags?’ Doc asked.

“yYes”

“Then what became of the one who stayed here?’
“Him? He tore out of here when he heard the explosion.”

Doc gave them an outline of what had happened since he had seen them, explain- ing that Miss Crockett
hed bitten on the gold mine trick, then discovered she had been on the point of being hoaxed. “Of course
the whole idea was to convince her we were dick shysters oursdves and good men to have in her
organizetion,” Doc finished. “But | am not sure how that is going to work out. . . . | think maybe weve
been mided—the gifl may not be the rooting-tooting crook we were led to think she was.”

“Where is she?’ Ham demanded. “ She was down on the stregt,” Doc said. “I missed her there, . . . |
don't know whether we had better hunt her up, ather.”

“Why not?’

“It'sjust possible,” Doc said, “that this scheming isn't going to turn out the way we thought it would. Our
plans were based on her being pretty unscrupulous.” Doc rubbed his jaw, conddering the point. “I'll tel
you whet,” he said. “We had better clear out of here, and I'll tak to the State Department man again,
McCorland. See what has developed.”

“Want us to go dong?’ Ham asked. “Better, yes,” Doc sad. “I have a hunch that exploson was amed a
you two fdlows. If it was, this neighborhood isn't hedthy.”

McCORLAND was in his office, and seemed quite surprised to see them. He had not met Monk and
Ham. Doc introduced them, and they shook hands.

“Have you found Nesur?” McCorland demanded.

“Not yet,” Doc sad.



McCorland shook his head uneasly. “Timeis getting awfully short, I'm afraid. All reports indicate that the
time limit Nesur had set to reach a decison has elapsed, the decison has been made and awaits only its
execution.”

Doc nodded. “There doesn't seem to be much uneasiness herein Cairo.”

“Wdl . . . No, no actud fighting yet,” McCorland admitted. “However, something happened about half
an hour ago that gave us a bad shake. There was an explosion over in the native quarter, and at least two
men were killed. There may have been more. One of the dead men has been identified as a fdlow in the
hire of that woman, Crockett. The killing may have been the beginning of generd violence”

“l don't think s0,” Doc said.

“Why not?”

“The blast may have been an attempt to kill Monk and Ham.”

“What! Great God, you mean someone tried to murder them?’

It looked that way, but there was no way of being sure, Doc explained. He did not go into detalls.

An embassy clerk entered, leaned over, and whispered into McCorland's ear. Doc did not get what was
sad, but McCor- land jumped. Then McCorland looked a them. Doc Savage got the impression
McCorland was irked by something that had just happened.

“Thereisafriend of yours here,” McCorland told Doc.
Friend? Doc wondered who. Was that sarcasm? Was it Miss Crockett?

It was Morand. Morand from Washington. Morand negtly barbered and in whites, as dapper as if just
sepping into the Mayflower Hotel in Washington for a cocktail at the end of the day.

“Ligen, why didn't you let me know they were here?” Morand snapped a McCor- land. “1 told you to.”
“l was going to send word,” McCorland said hadtily.
McCorland, Doc redized, was irked by the presence of Morand, his superior officer, in Cairo.

Morand came toward Doc, sniling bitterly. “I don't know whether to shake hands with you or not,” he
sad wryly.

“Something happen to our beautiful friendship?’ Doc asked.
Morand nodded. “ Somebody,” he said, “made me a present in Washington.”

“Is that 30?7’ said Doc innocently. “A body in a trunk. . . . You wouldnt know anything about it, |
suppose? If you do, you'd better not admit it.”

“A body!” Doc sid. “Imeging”

“Uh-huh. Funny thing, too. . . . Fingerprints of the fdlow were on file with my department. Seems he
works for a certain lady | recal mentioning to you, a Miss Crockett.”

Doc suggested that this was quite a coincidence.

“It sure was. It scared the hdll out of me. So | took a plane to Cairo in a hurry. Came over to see if you



needed protection,” Morand said. DOC SAVAGE sad that, in view of the kind of lousy progress he had
been making, what Morand should have brought dong was a couple of first-grade miracles.

“Y ou mean you aren't getting anywhere?’ Morand demanded.
“Not anywhere”

“I'l bet,” said Morand suspicioudy. “What you mean is that you're not going to tel me what you're doing,
isnt thet it? Okay. All | can say is that if that shenanigin you pulled in Washington is a sample, nobody
had better find out what you are doing.”

Doc shook his head gloomily. “No, serioudy—the results so far are awful.”

Morand grinned dubioudy. “Thet s0? | seem to recdl that you've produced results a few times in the
past. . . . Anyway, can | be of any service?’

Doc nodded. “There was an exploson,” he said, “in the native quarter not quite an hour ago. It killed, |
think, at least two men. They were dso employees of our Miss Crockett.”

“That's ahdl of a coincidence, too!” Morand exclamed. “Ligten, what are you doing? Knocking off her
mob by ones and twos?’

“No. . . . | have ahunch that explosion was intended to get Monk and Ham. No proof. Just a hunch.”
“The devil!”

Doc sad, “The way I'm working this, | can't very wel confer with the Cairo police about it. But you can.
So | wish you'd do that, and egg them on dl you can.”

“Oh, you want the explosion-makers caught?’

“Certanly.”

“Any ideawho it is?’

“No. . . . The same ouitfit who killed that fdlow in Washington, probably.”

Morand frowned thoughtfully. “About this exploson,” he said. “Did something blow up? Some object
with whedls on it, | mean? Or with legs? A camd or a car or something?’

“A pushcart,” Doc sad curioudy. “Why?’

Morand swung on McCorland. “Mack, how many cases like that have there been in the lagt couple of
years?’

McCorland shrugged. “There have been so many bombingsthat | don't keep track—"
“You kept track of these,” Morand said sharply. “1 asked you to.”

“Oh, you mean specific ingances where a vicim came near an object and it blew up. . . . There have
been at least hdf a dozen,” McCorland said.

SUDDENLY interested, Doc Savage took over the quedtioning. He demanded, “Were dl of these
exploson murdersin Cairo?’

McCorland shook his head. “No. Two were in Jerusdem, one in Te Aviv, one in Cairo, one in Athens,



and | don't recall where the other one was”

“Haifa” sad Morand. “Yes, Hafa” McCorland agreed. “I remember now.”

Doc demanded, “In each case, the victim or victims came near a movable object, and it exploded?’
“Wel, as nearly as could be ascertained, yes.”

“Who were the victims?’

“Just natives,” McCorland said. Morand frowned and said, “Come on, McCorland, don't be secretive
with Savage. He's here to help us out on something we can't crack.”

McCorland's neck darkened. “Yes, gr.” He turned to Doc and explained, “The victims were, we have
reasons to presume, men interested in, or involved in, the palitical picture in the Mediterranean arega, the
esgtern end.”

“Men who opposed Nesur?” Doc demanded.
“Wdl ..

Morand interrupted sharply. “There's kind of a funny thing about that. Some of them opposed Nesur.
Some of them were in his organization. One of them in particular was a man named Mohammed Nimjah,
who was the sheik of abunch of Iranian inland tribesmen, and supposed to be very close to Nesur.”

“Then the purpose of the murders iant clear?” Doc asked.

“l wouldn't say that. . . . McCorland, tdl him the rumor that went around about that.”
McCorland hesitated. “It was just unproved talk.”

“Tdl him.”

Reductantly, McCorland said, “Well, | think it was totaly unfounded rumor, but there was a whisper that
aman, or group of men, who wanted to be close to Nesur and guide his destiny, were killing off men
who were trying to do the same thing, or were about to turn Nesur againg them.”

“By guiding Nesur's destiny,” said Morand, “Mr. McCorland means making ahdl of a profit out of it.”
“Profit on what?” Doc asked. “Qil, for one thing.”

“That'sridiculous” said McCorland sharply. “The ail concessions are tied up now by American, British
and Russan interests”

“Uh-huh. There could be changes made,” Morand said.

DOC SAVAGE suddenly dropped the question-and-answer session. He swung to McCorland and
asked, “Can you get me acamera? A andl pocket Kodak will do. One with filmin it, though.”

McCorland hestated. “Wdl, | don't know—"

“Get him the camera and film, dammit,” Morand said sharply. “No wonder we haven't made any
progress, if thisis the kind of cooperation you have been giving Savage.”

“He hasn't asked me for cooperation!” McCorland snapped. He Ift the room.



Doc told Morand, “It's a wonder some of your associates don't dit your throat sometime, the way you
tak to them.”

Morand snorted. “Or send me bodies in trunks, eh?’

Monk Mayfar and Ham Brooks had been ligening without taking a part in the discusson, but now
Monk said, “We never left any trunk with a body in your hall.”

Morand eyed Monk hitterly. “Hall? How did you know it was in my hal? All I've sad is that it was on
my doorstep?’

Doc sad hadtily, “Why didn't you tel us about plotters close to Nesur? And ail possibly being behind it?
It s;ems to me there was a remarkable lot you didn't tdl us”

“Didn't want to burden you with detalls” said Morand. “Hel, what we knew wasn't doing us any good.
If dl the details, meaningless and otherwise, that we have on this thing were put in print, it would make a
book longer than Gone with the Wind. | didn't want to give you a headache with dl that Suff.”

Ham Brooks said, “When we work for the State Department, it's dways like this. They want miracles
from nothing.”

Morand grinned. “Weéve gotten them atime or two, haven't we?’

McCorland came back with a camera, a amdl folding Kodak, and asked, “This do?’
“Ang” Doc sad. “Istherefilminit?’

“yes”

Doc put the camera in his coat pocket with the blackjack which he had picked up on the exploson
scene. He said, “Alll right, now | want to see afdlow who develops film.”

“Right now?’ Morand blurted. “Immediatdly.”
“But you havent take any pictures yet.”
“Neverthdess” Doc sad, “1 want thefilmin this camera developed.”

About two blocks from the American diplomatic building, there was a photographer's shop patronized by
tourigts. The photographer spoke English, and it developed that he did his own film processing in the
back. Yes, he could put the film through immediatdly, if it was a matter of importance. Doc assured him it
was.

The man went in the back room, put the film in a tank in darkness, and ran it through developer, hypo
and wash. Doc said, “Let it wash just enough to clear.”

The man did thet, then held the film to the light.
“Whet do you know!” he said. “Nathing on it.”

“Why should there be?’ said Morand. “Wait a minute” Doc Savage said. “You mean there is no image
on the film, but why?’

“It looks asif it was light-struck or something,” the photographer explained.



“How could light get to thet film?" Morand demanded. He wheded on McCor- land. “Did somebody
doctor thet film by exposing it to light so Mr. Savage couldn't take pictures on it?’

“No, no, the film was fine” Doc dropped the film on the darkroom workbench. “The film served its
purpose.”

“What purpose?’ asked Morand. “The purpose of convincing me” Doc said, “that | had better get some
sheet lead and wrap that blackjack init.”

“What?' Morand was confused. “What the hdl isthis?’

Doc was examining the workbench in the darkroom. It was a common practice to cover darkroom work
benches with sheet lead as a protection againg the chemicas Miss Crockett joined them. She came in
dowly and grimly, pretty much asif she were stepping into the corrd with the horse that had just kicked
the end out of the stable. She was allittle pale, but it did not offset her determination.

Monk evidently considered her much more lovely than her photograph, because he made a round mouth
of surprise, and thoughtfully moved over enough to block Ham Brooks™ view.

Miss Crockett spoke two words to Doc Savage. She made them sound asif she had dropped something
nagty on the floor.

“You lied,” she said.

DOC nodded amigbly. He was puzzled at ther reception, but keeping his amazement under wraps. He
was surprised that there should be a reception at al.

He sad, “I didn't do much else but lie to you, as a matter of fact. . . . What do you say we declare a
holiday and gtick to the truth?”

She stared a him glassily and said, “How did Armi get killed?’
“Who?’
“Armi?’

Doc shook his head. “I don't believe | knew anyone by that name. . . . Wait. Do you mean a fdlow who
was usdng the name of Alexander Trussman in Washington?’

She sad, “Armi went to Washington.”

“Let's seeif his description matches,” Doc said, and was no more than fifteen words into a description of
Alexander Trussman, the man Monk had seized in Washington, and who had been murdered, when Miss
Crockett began nodding her head.

She sad, “I have heard his body was found in Washington.”

Doc nodded. “Would it get me anywhereif | told you how that happened?’

“What do you mean?’

“You look and sound asif it would take somewhat less than an earthquake to shake your fathin us”

Bitterly, she said, “I want to know about Armi. He was very devoted to my Uncle, and dways fathful to
me . . . Further than that, he was Nesur's closest friend.”



Doc sad, “Nesur's friend—" blankly. That, he thought, was very bad. It would not be good for Nesur's
opinion of Americans,

used in photography, and this bench was so covered.
“How much,” Doc asked the photographer, “for a sheet of this lead about a foot square?’
They made a dedl.

Morand did not understand it. He was il puzzled when Doc Savage, Monk and Ham left him.

Chapter Xl

THE beggar was Sitting cross-legged in his usud place outsde the door of Eunice Lee Crockett's house.
He contemplated Doc Savage gloomily and said, “Back again, en?’ in excdlent English.

Doc, pretending not to understand the English, told the man not to trouble himsdf about moving. “La
tukallif khatrak,” Doc said.

“Who do you think you're fodling, Mr. Savage?’ the beggar asked.

Doc concluded from the man's tone that this was not a tricky fishing for betraya. The man was sure of
Doc's identity.

“So thefat isinthefire” Doc said. “And blazing merrily,” agreed the beggar.
“Miss Crockett know who | an?’

“l imagine so. She told me”

“Oh”

“She said she mudt be getting very stupid, or she would have redized it earlier.”
“What are our chances of seeing her?’” Doc asked.

“Pretty good. Wak onin.”

Doc frowned. “Will we be gble to wak out agan?’

“l wouldn't be surprised,” said the beggar. “At anything, | mean.”

Doc waked on to the door, which was opened a once by the fa woman. The latter, veled, grim-eyed,
sad nothing.

“Are we going in here?” Monk demanded, aarmed.
“I think it will be safe enough,” Doc said.
“Your confidence,” said the fat woman gloomily, “is an astounding thing.”

Monk confessed that it astonished him, dl right, and they went into the housg, firg into the vaulted hal,
then into rooms that were like the rooms in a nice house owned by somebody with plenty of money in
Cleveland, Ohio. which he understood aready was nothing to pin hopes on.

The fat woman had taken up a postion at the door. In a thicker, hoarser voice, she suddenly said, “Is



Armi dead?’

“I'l tel you about that,” Doc said, and did so. He gave the whole story chronologicaly. Morand of the
State Department had cdled him to Washington and Armi—or Alexander Trussman—had turned up on
Doc'stral. Monk, a Doc's indructions, had seized Trussman, or Armi, and the man had made a break
for liberty and gotten as far as the hdl, locking the door so that Monk could not pursue immediately.
When Monk got into the hdl, Armi was on the floor. Doc explained about the method of murder, a pen
knife blade in the spine. He said, “We have no due except that whoever used tha knife knew spind
anaomy. . . . Now, that's the truth. | don't know whether you believe it, but it happened that way.”

The fat woman had become quite pae and Miss Crockett was aso two or three shades off color.

Doc said, “You have figured out my assgnment by now. | am supposed to find Nesur and persuade him
to take alook at the truth.”

“And the truth is?” Miss Crockett asked.

“A moratorium on shooting,” Doc said. “Violence isnt going to show anyone a profit, ether in humen
rights or money.”

“l wouldnt,” said Miss Crockett diffly, “be so sure about the money.”

“ERY

“l am going to describe aman to you,” Miss Crockett said. “If you know him, or have seen him, tdl me”

She began describing a short wide man who was dmogt an abino, with amazingly blue eyes and
corn-colored hair, aman with an Oklahoma twang, a man who, if they had heard him tak, would use a
lot of profanity. . . .

“Homer Wickett!” Monk ydled. “Who?" demanded Miss Crockett. Monk told her about the hote
manager who had come into the Washington hotd room and seen Alexander Trussman's, or Armi's,

body.

“You were made fools of,” said Miss Crockett bitterly. “That man—his name is redly Homer Wickett,
and he had alot of gdl to useit there in Washington—is head of an utterly unscrupulous oil syndicate.”

DOC SAVAGE dragged a char over and sat on it. His knees fdt a little too flexible. This was not the
fird time in his life he had fdt a fool, but it was certanly one of the occasons. He was completely
discomfited, and for a moment debated trying to cover up, pretending to be more wise than he had been.
He decided againt it.

“I guess we were taken in,” he admitted. “But in that case, this Wickett probably killed Armi, or
Alexander Trussman as we knew him. . . . Would Wickett do that?’

“Wickett would kill his own mother,” the girl said grimly.
Doc used the slence that followed to decide to see how many cards he could get laid on the table.

“Let's go back to Nesur a moment,” he said. “There is a good chance that he misunderstands our State
Department, and they in turn misunderstand him. . . . I'll give you an example of the kind of thinking thet
fdlow Morand and his whipping-boy, McCorland, indulge in. Take you, Miss Crockett. | was assured
that you were a combinaion of Mata Hari, Cleopatra, Blackbeard the Pirate with skirts, and | don't
know what else. | took their words for that. Probably | knew better, but | didnt have any other



information.”
She frowned. “Y ou thought | was a crook?’

“Sure. Why do you think | went to dl that trouble to stick you with a phony gold mine—but you caught
on to what | was doing? Incidentdly, the thing was figured for you to catch on—I banked on you
checking up on Monk and Ham before we did business, which would mean you would have them trailed
back to their hotel, make inquiries, and learn that | had first checked in there with them. When you found
that out, you would be suspicious. You were, weren't you?’

She was a little taken aback. “Yes” He finished. “I had been led to think you were a crook, so you
would admire dick ways and be apt to hire us. And once in your employment, | was going to try to find
out where Nesur was. That, in generd, is the whole picture. But the point is that the State Department
boys were mistaken about you, so Nesur could be mistaken about them.” “What makes you think they
are migaken?’ she asked.

“I know a little about character.” He flushed. “I don't dam to read women. But somehow I've had a
feding of being on solid ground with you. | don't think you are any tea party hostess, and | do believe
you're an adventuress. But | do figure you as being in it for excitement, rather than greed.”

She seemed pleased by that. She said, “That's redly as truthful an appraisa of mysdf as I've heard. . . .
Would you like to know how | came to get into thisthing I'm in?”

He would have preferred the story some other time. But he was too saisfied with the progress he
seemed to be making with her to chance making her angry. . . . Nesur? What about this report that
Nesur had put out the word for violence to begin? Was it true? Could the harm be undone? . . . He was
inching dowly toward the answers, he supposed.

EUNICE LEE CROCKETT was taking, and some of the things she was saying he had heard from
Morand or read in the State Department dossier on her. She had been a schoolteacher in Ohio, and lived
acompletely ordinary and dull life. She had known she had an Unde Ira Crockett in the Mediterranean
area somewhere, but she had not seen Unde Irain years, and recaled him only as a crigp little old man,
full of chuckles and cunning little sayings, who had bounced her on his knee when she was twelve years
old, and, she had thought, alittle too big for knee- bouncing.

Unde Iras death had been a surprise, and the fact that he had willed her an estate a bigger surprise. But
she had come to Cairo to see about the inheritance. She found that Uncle Ira Crockett had rather hoped
that she would carry on his business, if it could be cdled a busness. She said, “Undle Ira was a kind of
adventurer and sharpshooter, | found,” she explained. “And his organizetion was dill intact. | didn't know
what to do. | was awfully shocked at firgt, for | thought Unde Ira had been a crook and nothing else. But
| did have the sense to investigate, and | found that he hadn't done anything redly crooked, and in the
end | decided to carry on for awhile To my surprise, | found | had a knack for scheming and planning,
the kind of a knack Unde Ira had had. Of course, the organization pretty much ran itsdf at first. Armi,
the man you know as Alexander Trussman, was a great help during that period. . . . Anyway, in a few
months, | found we were carrying on as usud.”

Doc decided now was as good atime as any to take a chance on a direct question.
“Mind giving us the picture in this Nesur thing?’ he asked.

“I'm coming to that.”

“Good.”



Miss Crockett glanced a the beggar, the fa woman. The latter was inscrutable behind the vel. The
beggar said, “1 had better go back on watch duty, hadn't 17’

“Beagood ideg,” sad Miss Crockett. The beggar went out.

The fat womean stirred, decided to take a chair. Monk and Ham had dso seated themsdlves. It was il in
the room, except that somewhere the conditioner that was meking the ar cool whirred softly.

NESUR, Miss Crockett said abruptly, had been in some respects a protdgde of her Uncle Bli Crockett.
... Doc nodded to that. He had surmised as much. . . . “Nesur and | became friends, naturdly,” Miss
Crockett continued. “During the war, Nesur was forced into exile by British diplomatic pressure. | do not
think that was a wise move by the British, nor do | think they would have done it had they not been
mided into thinking Nesur had Nazi sympathies. This was never true. Nesur's enemies got the story
going, and the British believed it. . . . But the point I'm making is that Uncle Hi furnished Nesur with a
refuge to which he fled in exile”

“That didn't exactly antagonize Nesur,” Doc suggested.

“Naturdly not. . . . When Nesur decided to make a comeback as a leader, he firg discussed it with me
and with Armi” Alexander Trussman. Frankly, Nesur needed money for his campaign, and wished me to
finance it. | won't bore you with my philosophy, but what | findly did do was this | loaned Nesur money
for his organization and campaign expenses. But | did not take an active part in Nesur's comeback,
except as afriend—until quite recently.”

Doc showed interest with tilted head, upraised eyebrows.
She added, “A series of murders got me interested.” “Murders?’

Miss Crockett nodded. “First, some of Nesur's political enemies were killed. It looked as if Nesur was
getting some unwelcome help.”

“Unwdcome?’
“Of course! Nesur isno murderer!”
“But who-"

“That's what we wondered,” said Miss Crockett. “Then a couple of men in Nesur's organization were
murdered, and we began to see the light. Someone close to Nesur was scheming, and he had killed two
men who had found out about the scheming.”

Doc frowned. “These murders—were they done with explosons?’
1] Ya”

“The victims were killed by an object, usudly awheded vehicle, blowing up when they came near?” Doc
demanded.

“Onceit was a burdened camd.” Doc leaned back. “Morand, of the State Department, is puzzied about
those murders, too.”

Miss Crockett nodded. “Therest isvery smple. . . . We suspected Homer Wickett. We began watching
him. Homer Wickett went to Washington, and Armi followed him. Thet is how Armi, or Alexander
Trussman, happened to be in the United States.”



“I wonder why Armi was fallowing me?’ Doc pondered.

“l can show you a cable that will answer that,” Miss Crockett said. “It says that Armi had learned Homer
Wickett was plotting againgt your life, and so Armi was going to trall you and protect you. . . . Wait, Il
et the cable and show you—"

She had hdf risen. Now she remained that way, neither in the chair nor quite on her feet, for a moment.
She had been arrested by a sound outside, a sound that Doc had presumed came from the street and
was merdy someone passing. Miss Crockett must have decided the sound was meaningless aso,
because she moved from the room.

HAM BROOKS, who was seated nearer the outer door, said, “Doc, that noise she heard, | think it
might be-”

The door burst open and the beggar came in. The beggar came in diffly, with short minang iff-legged
steps, like an old- time Chinese girl with bound feet. His head was bowed and his hands were clasped to
his throat and through his fingers a red flood was coming to spread over his robes. He did not say
anything to them. He merdly took his hands from his throat and sank to the floor, dead.

Monk Mayfar said, “For God's sake! What-"
A man jumped through the door and took Monk by the neck.

The man used one hand, hisleft, for the neck-taking, while the other prepared to wield a bloody knife on
some part of Monk, undoubtedly the firgd part that came handy. Doc Savage discouraged this by
throwing a chair.

The thrown chair hit the man and knocked him unconscious and knocked him away from Monk. The
men fdl partly through the door, which was 4ill open. Hands came into view from the outsde and took
hold of the man and began dragging him away. Ancther hand containing a gun came through the door.
Out of the gun came lead and noise. In amoment another gun joined the first one.

The room became active. Everyonein it seemed to have somewhere to go in a hurry, or something urgent
to do. Ham Brooks helped the stuation, or muddled it, by lifting a chair, taking a swipe at the chanddier
and knocking dl the lights out, plunging the room into darkness.

Doc Savage threw a vase a one of the guns, and scored a bulls-eye on the gun hand. The owner of the
hand must have been hurt badly, because he stepped into plan view, as if going out to see what had
pained his hand so badly. Behind Doc, a pistol cracked. The men in the door fdl dawn. The fat woman
hed scored exactly between his eyes.

IT now became evident that the ruckus here was a diversonary action. Because, from another part of the
house, began coming shouts, screams, fast movement.

“Miss Crockett!” shrieked the fa woman in a remarkably hoarse voice. “Oh, my God' Miss
Crockett—they're after her!”

Doc Savage thought so, too. He was moving. He said, “Monk, Ham, be careful!” And he went toward
what he supposed was the best route to the back of the house. At least the fat woman was heading for
the same door.

He besat the fat woman through, and they went down a hdl, through a room, through another room, and
through alot of rooms and out into a narrow street and back again and through more rooms and findly
into another street. But by now the house was qui€t, the streets were quiet, and the only noise was a man



in the house dying noisly. He was the man the fat woman had shot. He was giving the lie to the accepted
fact that a bullet between the eyesis supposed to kill ingantly.

Ham Brooks put the facts in words. He said, “They got Miss Crockett! They got her, and got clean
away.”

After hdf an hour of chasing through the streets asking questions, this was a proven truth.
Doc asked the fat woman, “Do you think Homer Wickett got her?’

“Yes. He didn't do it persondly, but those were his men.”

“Where would they take Miss Crock ett?’

“l don't know. | have no idea” It was awalil.

“Why did they take her?’

“Because she knows were Nesur is” That dso was awall, more distraught.

Chapter XII

MORAND, of the State Department, assisted his hair to stand on end by running his fingers through it in
awild way.

“If people keep getting killed around you,” he said, “I don't know how long you are going to continue
getting away with it, Doc Savage or no Doc Savage.”

Doc sad impatiently, “Get the Cairo police to pick up Homer Wickett. Or isyour influence that strong?’
“I think it is” Morand said. “But brother, you had better know what you are doing.”

McCorland, who had been a shocked listener, chimed in, “I'll say you had better know.”

“What do you mean?’

“Homer Wickett,” said McCorland, “is an influentid man. He will raise hdl by the bucketful if we have
hm arrested.”

“Let him,” Doc said. “But | doubt if the police will lay their hands on him.”

“Why not?”

“He's probably hiding out. . . . Incidentdly, have either of you any idea where he would be hiding?’
“Of course not,” McCorland said. “I hardly know the fellow. Doubt if | would know himif | saw him. *
“You have,” Doc demanded, “no idea where they might have taken Miss Crockett?’

“l don't see,” said McCorland bitterly, “why you are o upset over what may or may not have happened
to a tramp of awoman.”

Morand looked vegudly alarmed. He seemed to fed that Doc might have fdlen for Miss Crockett, and
that McCorland was irritating Doc.

“McCorland,” said Morand. “You get hold of the Cairo police and have this fdlow Homer Wickett



picked up.”
“l don't think that's a good idea,” said McCorland.

“l don't give a damn what you think!” Morand yelled. “Get on the phone and have the Cairo cops pick
him up. Don't give me a lot of argument. The way you've bdled this whole thing up, 1'd think you'd be
ashamed to show your face”

McCorland went out, and Morand jammed his hands in his pockets and said he was going to give up his
job and take up something easy on the nerves, like lion- taming.

DOC SAVAGE sad, “Therés one thing I've been intending to ask you. . . . You've got a pretty good
check on this Eunice Lee Crockett's organization, haven't you?’

“It's not perfect,” Morand said. “But it rather pleases me”
“What about afa woman cdled Tiny?’

“Wdl, now,” said Morand, “there you make a liar out of me right away. Not much on her. Not even a
name. Been seen with Crockett off and on for a couple of years, and been in the Crockett household
steady for the last few days.”

“Then you don't know anything about her?” Doc demanded.

“If you pin me down,” said Morand, “not a thing.” He scratched his head. “Say, now, somebody has
been tipping off this Homer Wickett about the girl's movements, and it could be this fat woman doing the
ratting. You may have something there.”

Doc sad time would tdl whet they had. He then waited for McCorland to come back and report that the
Cairo police were on the lookout for Homer Wickett.

Doc arose and put on his hat. “I think we've got a line on where Wickett is” Doc said. “But I'm not
going to tdl you about it and have you bdling up my plans”

He walked out.

MONK MAY FAIR, Ham Brooks, the fa woman and the man named Ali were waiting in a touring car
near the U. S. State Department offices. They had the generd appearance of having something definite
on their minds. Doc did not waste time discussing internationd relaions.

He said. “You dl know McCorland by sght?’
They did. “Ham,” Doc said, “you have the embassy telephone wires located?’
“Ya”

“Cut them,” Doc sad. “And the rest of you get on the job watching for McCorland to leave the

They separated rapidly, after aranging a system of sgnds for re-assembling. Doc Savage walked with
Monk Mayfair, and they took up a podtion in a Sde street where they could watch alikely looking door.

Monk did some jaw-rubbing and asked, “Y ou figureit's a safe bet McCorland is ling out?’

“We're not betting too much onit,” Doc said. “I think we're judtified.”



“Jugt what gave McCorland a dark complexion for you?’

Doc shrugged. “Information doesn't leak out of the State Department like water through a seve without
reason. McCorland seems alogicd reason. The moves weve made gpparently have gone right to Homer
Wickett.”

“It could be a clerk or some menid.”
“Maybe—here in Cairo. But what about Washington?’
“Huh?’

“No one but Morand and McCorland in Washington were supposed to know we were being caled in on
the Nesur matter,” Doc said. “Morand told me that. Regardless or not whether Morand's head seems
good only for a hat rack, the man is honest. Honest the way the State Department is honest, anyhow,
which sometimes leaves room to wonder. . . . McCorland isthe logicd leek.”

“Or Morand.”

“That int impossible,” Doc admitted. “If McCorland doesn't mine out, well try—"
McCorland came out of the Sde door they were waiching.

“Nice enough,” Monk said, and went to Sgnd the others.

McCorland sauntered like a man with no cares dong Junub Street to an intersection with an avenue with
avery Englis+ sounding name—Whitechapd Road—and turned right. He looked more as if he were
pretending to be unconcerned than unconcerned, like a man waking a dog. He bought a flower for his

lapd!.

SUDDENLY McCorland got into a car in a parking area, evidently his own car, and after that nothing
went dowly. They could barely keep track of him, athough there were two carloads of them, Doc and
Monk in one machine, Ham and the others in the second.

The pursuit—they were hoping it wasn't exactly that, hoping McCorland hadn't seen them on his
trall—ended when McCor- land's car pulled into a pretentious estate wel on the outskirts of Cairo.

“It's lucky he went sraight here like a shot,” Monk said. “Or we wouldn't have been adle to follow him.”

Thar car was nearly a quarter of a mile behind McCorland's. Doc pulled off a once, and parked. The
other car drew up dongside them, and Ham leaned out and asked, “How do you fdlows know
McCorland didn't just go home? Maybe he lives there”

“If he does,” Doc sad, “the State Department had better look into how he can afford such fancy
diggings”
They conferred about their next step, and decided it would be to get closer and look over the house and
grounds.

The house was more Cdiforniafilm- star than Egyptian in architecture, and so were the grounds. The
building was rambling and tile-roofed with yelow shutters, red door trim, and many flowers. The
grounds, while not a jungle, were thick with shrubs.

Monk was saying it should be a lead- pipe cnch to crawl through the shrubbery and close in on the
house when aman got off abus at an intersection and came walking toward them. He wore a burnoose



and was hurrying.
Ham whispered, “I think I've seen that guy somewhere before.”

Doc had the same feding. He said, “Monk, drop off and get behind him.” Monk turned left and stopped
behind some kind of large bush. Doc and the others waked dowly. The man behind them apparently had
not recognized them.

Suddenly he did recognize them. He whedled without ddlaying about it, and started back the way he had
come. But he had passed Monk. A moment later he and Monk were face to face.

Action flared briefly. The men tried to get something from under his burnoose, and Monk hit him. The
men fell. Monk said, as they came up, “If these guys have to wear shests like a spook, they should have
abetter system for carrying their guns” He stood up with what the man had been reaching for. It was a
A5 automatic.

Thefa woman said, “ Aiwah!” explosvdy. It was thefirg time Doc had heard her speak Arabic. Arabic
was planly her netive tongue.

“Know him?’ Doc asked.
She nodded, the vall fluttering. “1 have seen him around. He is one of Homer Wickett's men, | believe”
“Or an employee of the U. S. State Department,” Ham suggested.

Doc stled that by searching the man and bringing up a amdl package which he opened. There was a
phid indde. He un- corked the phid, then gave his opinion of what it contained. “ Scopolamine” Doc
sad. “Adminigered hypodermicdly, it's what they cdl truth serum. . . . Would a State Department man
be carrying that around?’

“Radi kathir!” gasped the fat woman. Again she used Arabic. The phrase meant generdly that things
weren't good.

“l doubt,” said Doc, “tha Miss Crockett will appreciate any more dday on our paty. . . . They
obvioudy kidnapped her, and that suggested they wanted to question her. The truth serum suggests the
samething.”

Monk leaned over and hit the unconscious man again. He then dragged the fdlow into the bushes, and
used the burnoose to tie im hand and foot and gag him. “That should hold him for the time being,” Monk
sad.

Ali had hardly said a word. Now he said something unintdligible in Arabic. His face had changed urtil
now it looked like a fis. He wheded suddenly, walked toward the house.

“What's the matter with hm?’ Monk blurted.

“Heisgoing into the house,” the fat woman said. “He is very angry.” She looked at them woodenly and
added, “Soam|. ... And |, too, am gaing into the house.”

“Takeit easy,” Doc sad, “and well dl do that together.”

ALl had looked, acted and sounded crazed and desperate, but it developed that his caution had not
been overcome. He did not just wak into the house. He went in through a window. He made no more
noise than a mouse on a cheese. Doc was not over fifty feet behind him.



“This isn't giving us much chance to look over the ground,” Doc said. “But it may be dl right. It's fairly
sureto be naisy. . . . Ham, you and Monk take the other sde.”

Monk moigtened iff lips. “Any specid ingtructions?’
“No. Just go in and do what needs to be done.”

Monk and Ham moved away Slently. The bushes they had disturbed ever so dightly were Hill trembling
when there was a shot in the house.

One shot. Then Ali's voice came loudly, bitterly, attributing to someone the characteristics of a leprous
camd. He sounded sincere. This cdled forth two shots, then a scream that began low and thick and rose
and dlimbed higher and higher until it seemed to go away into the zenith like a rocket, taking with it the life
of the one who screamed.

Doc chose a window. The fat woman chose the same one. She was remarkably slent, like a big cat.
Once through the window, they were in a room furnished with the sort of modernistic furniture one sees
in gpartments on Central Park West or Riverside Drive. They did not tarry there.

They were nearly across the room to another door when a woman dived through the door. She was a
woman they had never seen before, a haf-caste, but beautiful the way a Pekingese Igp dog is beautiful.
Some- thing to be kept, petted, and utterly impracticd for anything else.

She saw them. She made a kind of mewing sound. She was down on the floor. Like that. She had
fainted.

Doc stepped over her and met a man coming headlong toward him. The man had his face twisted,
looking back, and he did not see Doc urtil they were together. They hit hard. Both were about equaly
surprised, but Doc's reflexes were miles ahead of the other, and he had hit the man two blows before the
fdlow got organized at al.

The fa woman, pointing wildly at the man Doc hdld, explained, “Wickett!”

That was hardly necessary. Doc dready knew he was Wickett. He had met Homer Wickett in the
Washington hotel.

Doc had, for a moment, a feding that the fight was dl over. Everything finished. Wickett in hand. Miss
Crockett probably somewhere to be rescued. It was temporary state of mind, however, because
someone stepped up from behind and struck him over the head.

HE had been taken unaware. It was fortunate that the one who hit im used only a fig. But the blow was
well-aimed and well- swung and did not hurt much more than having a piano drop on his head.

Vagudy he had the impresson that he was down on his knees. Homer Wickett was out of hisarms. He
hed just faded away. Impossible, of course, but that was the effect. The blow had himin afog and the
fog was filling with men. They came into the hdl; he could not tdl you how many, but three or four.

He did what he could. The floor fdt soft under him, soft and spongy. He heard someone saying not to
shoat, that a bullet might hit Mr. Wickett. This was said over and over, in Arabic and in English, and it
mug have been effective because there was no shooting.

The fat woman was in it, too. She did very wdl, swing, kick, and kick and swing, and was not like a
womean at dl. Presently her burnoose was torn off; one rip, and she was stripped naked to the wast.
Only then she was no longer a she, but a short, thick, coffee-skinned man, wdl-muscled, who was



fighting in away that showed he had been in a fight before. A ridiculous figure, because the vell was dill
over his, or her, face, and it flapped about wildly.

Suddenly there was no one left to fight in the hdl. There had been only two, instead of what had seemed
like savera, Doc redlized. He mus have been more dazed then he had supposed.

The soft floor—the floor wasn't redly soft. He had been kneding on Homer Wickett, or sanding on
Homer Wickett, during the fight. He leaned down and dugged the man. It probably wasn't necessary.

He stood erect. “Miss Crockett!” he cdled. There was absolutely no sound. But he found her. He found
her not three seconds later, gtting in a char in a large room done in soft creams and tans, with a towe
guffed in her mouth and another towe tied around her neck. Her face was purple. But, when he got the
towd loose from her neck, and the other towd out of her mouth, she began breething deep and hard, as
if she would never again get enough of breathing.

PRESENTLY Monk and Ham entered the house. They came in via the front door, shegpishly, and
Monk said, “The windowsin the back have dl got bars on them. We couldn't get in. We-"

Monk stopped and stared at the fat woman—mean.

“Aguy,” hesad.

Doc sad, “ Search the house. And be careful. We may not have dl of them.”
Monk pointed at the fat woman, or man, and said, “What, who-"

“Search the house”

Ham Brooks said, “Come on, supid,” to Monk. He picked up a gun someone had dropped on the floor.
He pointed it at the floor and pulled the trigger to seeif it was loaded. It was. He and Monk went out of
the room.

There was a scraping and scratching sound in the adjoining room, coming toward the door, and it proved
to be Ali, pulling himsdf dong panfully, dragging his legs.

“Alil” Eunice Lee Crockett screamed. “I'm dl right,” Ali said. “Bullet broke both legs, isdl. I'm dl right.”

The man who had been a fa woman said in precise English, “I think we have reached a satisfactory
settlement, and it is perhaps best that | be going.” “I don't know how the hdl I'm going to explain this to
Washington,” Morand complained. “I'm supposed to be able to pick honest associates. . . . Wickett?
Oh, his office—sure, they found alot of Suff showing heis head of an ail syndicate”

“No evidence he had had murders done?’
“No.”
“Then this exhibition in the svimming pool should be interesting,” Doc said.

The object the police had placed in the pool—there was no water in the pool—was not large. About Sx
by seven by eghteen inches. A box.

Doc sad, “Stand back. The farther back the better. That is one of the bombs Homer Wickett used. One
likeit killed those menin Cairo today.”

There was a generd retirement to cover.



Doc took out the blackjack. He unwrapped the lead sheeting from around it.
“Know what a Geiger counter is?’ he asked Morand.

“Sure” said Morand. “The newspapers were full of them when the atom bomb tests were made. They're
agadget that reacts to the presence of radioactive materid in the neighborhood.”

Doc nodded. He hefted the blackjack. “Say that the loading materid in this blackjack was
radioactive—had been exposed to radium emanations for atime. Say that it had been, and it was brought
near a Geiger counter, which is not necessarily alarge piece of apparatus, there would be a reaction. The
reaction might be caused to close arelay, which would set off an explosve.”

Morand said, “Throw it, and let's see.”” Doc dung the blackjack into the empty pool where the bomb had
been placed, at the same time throwing himsdf flat on the ground, or attempting to do so—he did not
quite get down before the explosion came.

After the universe had come apart and gone together again, Morand said hallowly, “My God! So that's
the way they were killed! Something radioactive was planted on them, and then the bombs were placed
where they would eventudly pass near.”

“Think that will hang Homer Wickett?' Doc asked.

“Wart to bet it wont?’ Morand asked, in a pleased voice.

He took tentative steps toward the door, turned to ask Doc Savage:
“Y ou have no objections to my leaving?’

“If you think it would be better, okay,” Doc said.

“Frankly, | beieveit best,” the man said. “All thiskilling would hardly contribute anything desirable to my
reputation.”

“Probably not,” Doc said.

Sill the man hesitated. “Could I—ah” it may be difficult, I know, but could you neglect to mention my
presence to the police?’

“I could,” Doc said. “I should be most grateful.”
“You had better get going,” Doc said, “and show your gratitude later.”

The man gathered a burnoose off one of the unconscious men on the floor. He wrapped it about himsaf.
He adjusted the veil. He seemed sheepish about doing this, becoming a woman again. He left without

saying anything.

Presently Monk and Ham returned, and Monk said, “There's nobody dse—hey! What the hell! The fa
dame—guy! Where-”

“There was no fat woman, or man,” Doc said.
“What?’

“Let's not get complicated. Keep it smple” Doc said patiently. “There was no fat person with us a any
time”



Chapter XllI

WHEN the night came, it was dill and black, except for a flickering of heet lightning far out in the desert
to the west. A policeman padded about, turning on lights

Ancther policeman, this one a Lieutenant, came in and asked, “The snvimming pool is empty—will it be
dl right to put that thing in there?’

Doc Savage sad, “That should do. Yes, put it in the pool.”

Morand was talking over the telephone. He was saying, “Yes, charge McCorland with murder. . . . |
don't give a damn if he is—the State Department doesn't back up murder. Charge him with that. He was
init with them. He was sdling them information.” He hung up.

Doc asked, “The palice find anything in Homer Wickett's office?” DOC SAVAGE had log his hat
somewhere in the house during the goings-on earlier in the afternoon. The loss had escaped his mind, but
he thought of it now, and began hunting, and presently learned that a policeman had picked up the hat
and tagged it as an exhibit in evidence. The officer retrieved it and gaveit to Doc.

“You leaving? Morand demanded. “Might as wel,” Doc sad. “By the way, doesn't your department
have a way of getting priority on plane reservations? Could you get us three back to New York a an
ealy date?’

“Yes, sure, I—wait! Hold on!” Morand's face blanched. “My God, you're not Ietting me down!”
“What do you mean, letting you down?’

“Thisthing isntt finished!”

“Sureitis”

“Like hdl'” Morand yelled. “You haven't found Nesur! Holy cripes, you haven't accomplished anything
you came over herefor!”

“Oh, that. 'Y ou mean finding Nesur and convinang him we weren't bad eggs?’
“Of course. We—d better talk that over and lay some plans—’
“All taken care of.” Doc put on his hat. “Y ou can stop worrying about it.” He moved toward the door.

“Wait aminute! What do you mean, taken care of ? And stop worrying? Ligten, that Nesur Stuation is so
damned serious that | sweat snowflakes when | think about it. And if you're kidding me—say, are you
ribbing me? Or did you fix it up somehow?’

“Y ou can hang up your worries, Morand.”
“Ligen, tdl me how—"

“Youll figureit out.” Doc opened the door. “You lads are very wise. . . . Incidentdly, | hope you're wise
enough to leave Nesur done from now on. | think he would appreciate that.”

Doc went out, dosing the door.

MISS CROCKETT fdl into step with Doc Savage. She had been patched and renewed where
necessary. She looked bright, relieved, and there was considerable emation in the way she took Doc



Savage's am.
“Is Morand—did you have to tdl hm?’ she asked excitedly.

He shook his head. “Morand, and the police too, know that Homer Wickett brought you here to force
you to tdl where Nesur was. That isdl they need to know.”

“Then you didn't tdl them about the fat woman?’ she demanded.
“No.”
“And they don't know the fat woman was Nesur?’

“No. At least | think not. A fat woman isthe last thing they would expect Nesur to be masquerading as, |
imagine”

She laughed. She trilled her relief. “That's good,” she said. “I think Nesur, more than anything dse,
wouldn't want it known he had pretended to be awoman. Nesur isredly quite aguy.”

“| saw that. He did dl right in the fight,” Doc said.
“Nesur liked you,” she said. “Hell appreciate your kegping hisidentity secret.”
“l hope s0.”

“Oh, he will"” she sad earnestly “He was redly in hiding from Homer Wickett's men, you know. He
came to me, and said he was sure there was something going on, because some of his close associates
hed been murdered. He asked meto help, and | did.”

Doc nodded. He gestured lightly and said, “Do we have to go on and on about politics and death. After
dl, don't we get a breathing spdl?”

She looked up a him. “Why, yes, we should, shouldn't we?’ she said.

They waked dong. He didn't say anything more. It was dark out here. The heat lightning ran warmly
back and forth in the west, and to the right were the lights of Cairo, dl scattered over a great area and
looking like the lights of any other city, which was a deceptive way for them to look.

As deceptive, he thought, as a breathing spell could turn out to be. Whatever that meant—or whatever it
would prove to mean in the uncertain years ahead of the world, so long as men misused power.

THE END



