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Chapter |. THE KI DNAPERS
THE car was long, low and built for speed. Its driver was not.
He was about as wide as he was tall—+f he had been standing up—and he took up nobst of the front
seat. The dapper, well-dressed nan seated beside himwas practically jamed agai nst the right-hand
door .
The car canme out of a side street, swung left into Fifth Avenue, and al nost took the fenders off
a car parked near the corner.
Then a broad grin hit the face of the honely-1ooking driver. He was squinting ahead, down the
w de avenue.
"Ww " he said. "Fifth Avenue deserted. Watch this!"
It was true. The nost travel ed thoroughfare in Manhattan was enpty of traffic. The street should
have been crowded at this hour of the norning. It appeared |ike a phenonenon.
The driver stepped hard on the gas. The car shot ahead like a frightened hare, directly down the
center of the street.
The machi ne was an open nodel, and the dapper man seated beside the driver had to hang on to his
pearl-gray hat with one hand while he gripped a slender black cane with the other.
"Dunce!" he snapped. "Are you trying to break our necks?"
The honely fell ow behind the wheel |ooked worried. "Blazes!" he exclainmed. "Maybe you're
forgetting we were supposed to neet Doc."
He took his eyes off the road to glance at his watch. The car careened wildly. "We're ten m nutes
late already."
The man besi de hi m gasped as they mi ssed the curb by inches. Then the fast car strai ghtened out
and continued its dash. The driver grinned. H's nmouth threatened to join his ears.
"I can’t figure it out," he commented. "But it’'s a break."
"There's sonebody that’'s going to figure it for you," put in the passenger who was clinging to
hi s expensive hat.
It was a traffic cop, standing in the roadway directly ahead. He was waving his hand warningly.
The driver slowed the car, but did not stop. He shot past the intersection.
The dapper-1ooki ng passenger yelled, "Hey! That cop wanted you to stop."
"Hell with him" announced the driver. "The |ight was green. Wy should |?"
There was a traffic officer at the next corner, too, and though the light was al so green, he was
waving his armat the honely-faced driver.
But he did not stop. He kept going at a good clip down the street. Ahead, nore lights were green.
At each corner there was a cop, and all tried to flag down the car.
THE man with the cane al nbst choked. He glared at the driver and said icily, "They want you to
stop. There nust be sonething wong. Funny, there’s no traffic at all."
"A break for us," said the squatty built driver. "Yippee! |Imagine having a street all to yourself
in New York!"
Then his honely face | ooked suddenly worried. The passenger |ooked worried, too.
He said, "Now, |ook!"
Ahead, at the intersection of Fifty-ninth Street, were a whole lot of traffic cops. They forned a
bl ockading row directly across the street, fromcurb to curb.
It was necessary for the driver to cone to a conplete stop—er else run down an officer of the
I aw.
One uni formed man—he was wearing gold stripes—stepped forward and | ooked nenacingly at the car



driver.

"What the hell’s the idea?" he demanded. "Can't you read?"

"Read what?" asked the man at the wheel.

"The signs, you dope!" said the officer. He waved an armto indicate placards tied to street
lanmps along Fifth Avenue. The signs all read: "No Parking In This Bl ock Today."

"Wl ?" rapped the cop.

"Well, what?" asked the driver.

He was given a sharp punch in the ribs by his conpanion, who whispered worriedly, "Quiet, you
ape! "

"Get this dammed crate off this street and stay off!" roared the traffic cop. "There's a parade
com ng. That's why Fifth Avenue has been cl eared. Now get going!"

The driver put the car in gear and started to turn right, but the traffic officer ordered him
left. The honely-faced fell ow shrugged and obeyed instructions.

But when they had rolled on he swung on his dapper friend and said, "Now what’'re we gonna do?

W' re supposed to neet Doc in that office building on Fifth."

"Go down Madi son and park near Forty-eighth. W'Ill probably have to walk."

"And be late," said the driver worriedly.

At each side street |eading back toward Fifth there were cops, dozens of them

"Every blasted cop in New York nust be on duty for that parade," said the man at the wheel. "I
wonder what it is?"

The wel | -dressed passenger said, "I remenber now. Only, | thought it was going to be on Broadway.
It’s a parade for sonme guy who just flew around the world. It's practically a holiday for everybody
who works around this section.”

At each side street that was one way toward Fifth Avenue, the driver tried to turn. Imediately a
small arny of traffic cops waved himon. At Forty-eighth he managed to find a place to park.
"Come on," he said.

Both nen piled out of the car.

They were an odd-| ooking pair.

ONE was tall, slender, wasp-waisted. Onlookers along the street turned and regarded his snappily
dressed appearance. He wore the latest in norning attire, that nmust have come fromone of New York’'s
nmost excl usive men’s shops. He carried the neat black cane.

H s conpani on, the car driver, was squat and burly, and had the waddling stride of a gorilla. He
coul d have easily scratched his knees w thout bending forward an inch. Al exposed parts of himwere
covered with rusty-red hair the color of shingle nails that have stood too long in the rain.

The two nmen were arguing as they approached Fifth Avenue. Ahead, people jamred the sidewal ks from
curb to store windows. In fact, sone of the wi ndows of the exclusive shops had been boarded up as a
precaution agai nst the crush of people who were there to watch the parade. The overfl ow had even
backed up into this side street.

Unperturbed, the hairy fellow el bowed his way into the crowd. He dug a hole | arge enough for his
wel | - dressed conpanion to follow through.

But as they neared the curb the jam got worse. The two nmen were pushed around considerably.

"Ham " the honel y-1 ooking one said, turning, "would you be so kind as to get off ny feet?"

The dapper man shrugged. "I'Il try. But it's quite a walk."

This seenmed to start nore argunent.

"Do you always tell such stupid jokes?" demanded the hairy fell ow.

"No, Monk," said the taller man who had been addressed as Ham " | just adapt nyself to the
conpany I'min."

Hairy Monk tried to swing at his conpanion and al nost bow ed a bystander over. Down the avenue,
not far away, there was the sound of bands playing and the tranp of marching feet. Cbviously the
| ong- awai t ed parade was draw ng cl ose.

The bystander nade sone surly remark and Monk gave hima shove. Hamtried to intercede. There was
suddenly a lot of tal king and cussing.

And imredi ately policenmen arrived fromvarious directions and grabbed the hairy fellow by the
arm

"Hey!" one cop yelled. "You'll have to stand back. You can’'t crowd out into the street."

Monk gl ared. "We've got to cross the street,"” he said in a piping, shrill voice. "W gotta neet
sonmebody over there."

One of the cops | ooked astounded.

"You trying to be funny?" he said. "No one crosses the street!"

Monk started to push past the cop who had spoken. And then drew up, staring.

Up and down the curb were lined nore cops, dozens of them alnost elbow to el bow. There wasn't a
chance of getting past.

Monk groaned.

"Bl azes!" he said. "We're late now Doc’s probably waiting."

But on the far side of Fifth Avenue the nman in the brown suit was not waiting. He was proceeding
directly to the twelfth floor of the large office building.



He gave the el evator operator sonewhat of a start as he stepped into the waiting cage.

He was tall, built along the symmetrical lines of a well-proportioned giant. A very capable

gi ant.

Besi des the sonmber brown suit, he had brown hair, brown eyes, and al nost brown features. There
was not hi ng exceptionally conspi cuous about himexcept his size.

He emerged fromthe elevator at the twelfth floor, stepped quietly along the hallway until he
cane to a door marked:

JAMES ADDI SON

G vil Engi neer

The frosted gl ass was narked as sinply as that. And yet James Addi son was probably the biggest
bridge builder in the country—n the world, for that matter. He was a mllionaire.

It was he who had phoned and asked that Doc Savage drop in for a nonent at his office at ten

t oday.

Doc Savage was the man in brown. There was a reason for his sinple disguise.

The parade on Fifth Avenue neant exceptionally |arge crowds. Sonmeone woul d have been sure to
recogni ze Doc Savage. And the Man of Bronze disliked undue publicity. In order to keep the

appoi ntmrent and to remain nmerely an unusual ly | arge-1ooki ng man whom no one woul d recogni ze, he had
worn this outfit.

He opened the door and stepped into a large office outfitted with expensive, confortable
furniture and thick rugs. The place |ooked nore |like a hotel |obby than the entrance to an office.
There was no one at the reception desk.

Doc Savage noved across the large office toward an open doorway to an adjoi ning room He paused
on the threshold. Inside were two or three desks, obviously used by stenographers in this anteroom
that was the outer office of James Addi son, the engineer. The room was deserted.

Just then, through open w ndows, cane the nmartial tones of band nusic. A great shout went up from
the thousands of people watching in the streets bel ow.

A shout al so came from sonewhere out along the corridor that |ed past this office.

Doc Savage returned to the corridor, saw a nunber of clerks and stenographers gathered at the
open wi ndows far up the length of the hall. Peering over their shoulders were also two of the

el evat or operators.

It | ooked as though everybody was watching the parade. Even the el evator boys were sneaking in a
few m nutes. They figured, apparently, that there would be no calls for the next few nonents.

Doc stepped toward the watching group, picked out a m ddl e-aged wonan he renmenbered as being
private secretary to Janes Addi son. She | ooked around as he approached, gave a slight start at sight
of the giant figure behind her.

Drawi ng the woman to one side, Doc said: "You work for Janmes Addison." It was a statenent. Doc
Savage never forgot a face once he had seen it.

The m ddl e-aged worman nodded. She was wel | -dressed, intelligent-Iooking.

"M . Addi son made an appointnent with nme by phone for exactly ten o' clock this norning."

The woman st ared.

"That's inpossible!" she exclai ned.

It was quite likely that Doc Savage had not yet been recognized. He said, "The appoi ntnent was
with dark Savage, Jr."

This time the woman gasped. Her eyes mirrored recognition.

She said quietly, "That's it! | thought there was sonething. You re Doc Savage!"

Doc nodded, waiting.

"But there nust be sonme m stake," the wonman continued swiftly. "M. Addi son has been out of town
for three days. He won’t be back until tonmorrow. | would have known if he had an appoi ntnment, too."
Doc said quietly, "Thank you," and di sappeared down the hall way.

The worman stared after hima nonent; then, attracted by the noise fromthe street, turned back to
t he w ndow.

Doc returned to the office of Janes Addi son. He passed through the reception room the anteroom
and tried the knob of the inner private office. The door was unl ocked. He stepped inside.

It was a soundproofed, nodernistic ally furnished room A nassive desk stood across one corner of
the office, but no one sat at the desk.

Suddenly Doc Savage tensed. There was sonething distinctly odd about there being no appointnent.
Could it be a trick?

The door sl anmmred behind him

Doc whirled. A big man with a gun in his fist stood directly behind him There was whi spering
novenent from across the room

Doc spun back to face the desk.

Two nmen had strai ghtened up frombehind it. They, too, held guns.

Anot her man swiftly appeared fromwhat was a cl oset doorway on one side of the room He was
covering Doc as carefully as the others.

For tense seconds there was strained, heavy silence. Cosing the door behind Doc Savage had shut
out all sound of the noisy parade. A clock ticked quietly somewhere in the room



Then one of the nen standi ng behind the desk spoke.

He snapped: "Perfect! We tined it alnost to the mnute.”

He notioned toward a door across the room It was evident to the bronze man that the door mnust
lead to a side hallway.

"Get going!" the | eader said. "Keep your hands over your head. And renenber, a gunshot woul d
never be heard along with that noise fromthe street."

Doc Savage was neatly trapped.

The four gunmen noved in on himfromdifferent angles, not too close, but at positions where a
shot couldn’t possibly m ss.

He was ordered out into the corridor.

Directly across fromthe doorway, a large el evator door stood open. It was a freight el evator,
shiel ded fromthe regul ar bank of passenger elevators by an angle in the hall. The racket fromthe
par adi ng bands was plain out here now Doc, two gunnmen at his back, two at his sides, noved into the
el evator.

There was a fifth gunman waiting inside. He grinned as the bronze nan stepped in.

The regul ar operator, bound and gagged, was lying on the floor of the large car.

I medi ately, the sliding doors were closed and the fifth gunman worked the controls. The freight
el evator started downward toward the basement.

Sormeone said, "W sure kidnapped sonethi ng when we grabbed this guy!"

Chapter |1. MENACE EXPLAI NED

THE bi g encl osed cage noved slowy. The el evator was | arge enough for the five gunmen to stand
clear of Doc Savage and yet cover himw th their weapons at the sane tine.

"Getting this bronze guy here while the parade was passing was a swell idea," said one nan.

Doc Savage stood with his hands above his head, notionless. He had nade no attenpt at an escape,
whi ch was unusual .

But there was a reason for this.

At the noment, neither Doc Savage nor any of his five aids was involved in a nystery or trouble
of any sort. There had been no threats against the bronze man, especially anything that even hinted
at a ki dnappi ng.

The hei ght of the el evator cage was perhaps eight feet or so. Doc’s hands were still raised over
hi s head.

Had anyone bothered to notice, they would have observed that the bronze man was sl owy,
imperceptibly growing taller. This was acconplished by stretching out every nuscle in his remarkable
body.

It was a trick that anyone can naster, given tine. In his daily course of rigid exercises, Doc
Savage went through exercises that made his nuscles supple. He stretched probably six inches as he
stood there with hands raised straight above his head.

The overhead ceiling light of the car was directly above his hands. H's fingers touched the

gl obe.

And then there was a sharp pop and the descending car was plunged into darkness.

Violent action foll owed.

ONE nonent the five men had been standing there carefully covering Doc Savage. Then two of them
were on the floor of the cage. They let out frightened yel ps.

The other three slamed forward. One gunman cracked into another. They realized—with a start—that
t here was danger of shooting one another.

Wil e they were thinking about that, and under cover of the darkness, Doc grabbed two nen,
knocked the weapons fromtheir fists and cracked their heads together.

They fell down, senseless.

Sonmebody yelled frantically, "Get a light! Gab Doc Savage!"

The i dea was good. Two of the gunnen had flashlights in their pockets. But they never got a
chance to use them

They were knocked out with swift, blurred novenent.

The fifth man, the one who had been standing near the el evator-control device, thought a cannon
bal | had cone out of the darkness. Hi s head bounced back and struck the heavy steel sides of the
el evator cab. He sat down and went to sl eep.

The el evator continued to the basenent and canme to an automatic stop. This had been its
destinati on, anyway.

The bronze man swung open the doors and let in light.

Three nmore masked nmen were lined up there. They held guns. They had Doc Savage covered before he
coul d make a nove.

"l told you there was sonething wong!" said one.

Wil e Doc was kept covered, one of the trio stepped into the notionless car and started draggi ng
the slugged nmen to their feet. He slapped their faces.

As they revived, he snarled, "Dopes! | told you this bronze guy is dynanmte!"

The men |l ocated their guns and came out of the cab and stood glaring at Doc Savage. Their
expressions said that, this time, they wouldn’t be caught napping.



Doc was ordered to lie on the floor. They were in a wi de passageway—a frei ght entrance,
apparently—that led in froman areaway behind the office building. Near a doorway that led out to a
truck parking space a watchman | ay unconsci ous.

It was easy to see what had happened.

The gang had taken over while other building enpl oyees were out on Fifth Avenue, watching the
parade. There was nothing to do at the noment, down here in the freight-receiving entrance, anyway.
The side street had been tenporarily blocked off. Trucks were not permtted to enter until after the
parade was fini shed.

Doc’ s hands were tied securely behind him H s feet, ankles, and | egs were wapped with heavy

rope. He was as hel pl ess as a nummy.

He was lifted and carried through the hallway, thence out to the truck-parking space behind the
tenporarily deserted basenent.

The vehicle parked there was all black, with a closed body that did not contain so nmuch as a

wi ndow.

It was the type of car used by undertakers to pick up dead bodi es.

Doc Savage, still guarded, was |oaded into the rear and the doors shut and | ocked. It was

possible to enter the body of the truck frombehind the driver’'s seat. \Wile one man drove, the
others all piled into the back, enclosed section with Doc Savage.

The truck noved out into the side street.

It stopped a nonent. Someone spoke to the driver. It was a cop.

Words were exchanged.

"Cot a dead man here, officer,"” the driver said quietly. "A guy dropped dead up in the Chal ners

Bui | di ng. "
"You can’t cross Fifth now," said the cop.
"Sure; | know. But if | can go back to Sixth—

"All right. But take it easy. There's a |lot of people in the street here."

"O K., officer.”

The truck noved on again.

THERE was hoarse breathing all around Doc Savage’'s prone figure. The gunnen were crouched near
him in the darkness of the dead wagon. No one tal ked. No one said a single thing that would give
t he vaguest idea why this kidnapping had taken pl ace.

The darkness of the truck interior was an aid to the bronze man. H's novenments were silent.

Besi des, had anyone seen, they would think the slight notion of the bronze nman’s shoul ders was
caused by the bouncing of the truck as it rolled al ong.

Doc Savage was half on his back, half on his side, his hands still tied behind him his w apped

| egs hel pl ess.

He worked his | eft shoul der against the hard flooring of the dead wagon. He managed to get a
certain point of his body against the floor.

The jouncing action of the truck slowmy worked | oose what was in the pocket of the special vest
that Doc Savage wore beneath his coat.

The gunmen had been carel ess in seizing the bronze man. They had overl ooked the special vest.
Wthin its various pockets were nmany tiny gadgets of the bronze man’'s own invention.

Tiny pellets dropped free of a small pocket near the shoul der of the vest. They spilled to the
floor. Imrediately Doc Savage rolled on themand they broke with tiny expl osive sounds.

Instantly blinding, intense white |ight flooded the interior of the truck. The gunmen blinked
with tenporary blindness. They let out yells of warning to the driver.

But Doc Savage noved with flashing speed.

Each intense flare was caused by a tiny, burning spot of nagnesiumthat was on the floor. Doc
rolled, jammed his bound wists into the tiny flanes. The burning stuff ate quickly into the ropes
that tied his hands.

H s corded nuscles applied pressure to the bindings. They snapped. Instantly he was worki ng at
the ropes that held his |l egs and ankl es.

Al this took place in a matter of fleeting seconds. Doc had been prepared for the blinding white
light. H's eyes, at its first onslaught, had been closed against it. Then, his lids half slitted, he
had worked swiftly while the others were still blinded.

He was on his feet, noving, by the tinme the first man knew what it was all about.

The fellow started to let out a yell of warning, his gun raising in his fist.

Doc Savage caught himw th a sizzling fist. The man was hurl ed back against three of his

conpani ons.

The others piled toward Doc. The driver of the truck, startled at the racket, turned and flung
open the doorway that led into the truck interior.

The blinding |ight caught hi munexpectedly. Blinking, he swng his gaze madly back to the

t hor oughf are ahead.

But he could not see.

Before the driver got his vision back, the truck bounced over a curb, careened across a sidewal k
and crashed into a store front. Plate glass shattered and rained over the sidewal k and truck hood.



Peopl e screaned.

A cop’s whistle blasted shrilly.

THUGS inside the truck slamred into the rear doors and burst them open. The nmen spilled |ike
frightened rats out onto the sidewal k.

In a glance, Doc Savage saw that the truck had just been rolling through Times Square, headed
west toward the North River. Hundreds of people were in the congested area.

Taki ng advantage of this fact, the gunmen spread in assorted directions and were fast swall owed
up by the crowds. Doc had scooped up a di scarded weapon. But there was no chance to use it. There
was too much danger of hitting an innocent bystander.

He | eaped down fromthe truck—+n tinme to be bl ocked by three burly policenmen who cane running up
to the spot.

"Hey, where do you think— one of the cops started to yell. There was a gun in his hand.

Doc Savage worked rapidly. Mistening a fingertip on either hand, he applied themto his eyes.
The brown-shaded, small eye caps cane free. H's remarkabl e fl ake-gold eyes were reveal ed.

Next he pulled the brown wig fromhis head. The policenmen saw that his unusual hair was only a
shade darker than his eyes and skin, which was revealed in its true bronze color as he quickly
rubbed his hands across his features.

One officer gasped, "Doc Savage!"

The other stared, as did pedestrians on the sidewal k.

Qui ckly, Doc explained. Two of the cops noved swiftly through the crowmds. The third raced to a
call box and notified headquarters. Soon squad cars woul d be convergi ng upon the smash-up scene.
Doc Savage said, "The driver— and started toward the front of the truck.

But the man had escaped.

And a half-hour later it was evident that all the others had escaped, also. This was a
conparatively sinple matter in the Times Square area. There were subway entrances, novie houses,
hotel |obbies, the sidewal k crowmds—€ozens of places where the nmen could have quickly taken cover.
Doc Savage, during the excitenment, managed to slip away. He stepped into a phone booth and call ed
the license bureau. Identifying hinself, he asked about the license plates, whose nunber he had
not ed.

And he was informed that the plates had been issued for a peddler’s truck in Flatbush. It was
just as the bronze man had figured. The plates had been stolen. There was no way to trace the
vehi cl e.

Later Doc returned to his skyscraper headquarters.

Monk and Ham had returned. The two aids were still squabbling. They sel dom did anything el se.
Monk | ooked suddenly relieved.

"Doc!" he piped in his shrill voice. "W thought sonething m ght have happened to you. W waited
there at that Chal nmers Building for an hour."

Dapper -1 ooki ng Ham pushed past his hairy partner.

"What he neans," Ham explained quietly, "is that we inquired of the el evator operators there in
the building. One renenbered taking a man dressed |like you up to the twelfth floor. But none
recall ed bringing you down. Was there anything w ong?"

Strangely, Doc Savage shook his head.

"There was nothing wong," he said, starting toward a library that adjoined the reception room of

the eighty-sixth floor headquarters. "I nerely left by a rear way."

That was on Monday. The two strange fell ows probably never stopped except to sl eep, because on
Friday norning they were still at it.

That was the nmorning Monk got the tel egram

Chapter 111. THE EARL OF CHESTER

HAM BROOKS—whose full nanme was really Brigadier General Theodore Marl ey Brooks, and who was one
of the country’'s leading | awers, as well as a Doc Savage ai d—was pacing the floor of the library of
the bronze man’s headquarters when hairy Mnk returned froman early-norning wal k.

The dapper |awyer held a yell ow envel ope in his hand.

Monk was hol di ng sonet hi ng el se.

It looked like a pig—a scrawny ani mal that appeared to be all ears, legs and snout. As a matter
of fact, it was a pig, and its name, oddly, was Habeas Corpus. It was Mnk’s cherished pet, and a
source of constant bickering between the two Doc Savage aids.

A leash trailed fromthe pig's collar.

Ham demanded, "Were in the devil have you been—en a cross-country tour? You' ve been gone for
hours. "

Monk grinned, his honely features al nbst obscuring his snall, bright eyes. He Iiked nothing
better than getting his well-dressed partner’'s goat.

"Habeas had a lot of calls to make," the hairy fellow said.

"Well," Hamsaid frigidly, "they ve been trying to get you for the past hour or so."

"Who?"

"l don't know'

Monk frowned. "Well, why in blazes didn't you ask them what they wanted?"



The sl ender |awer’s face flushed.

"Naturally, | asked them what they wanted, you dunce!" he flared. "But they would only speak to
you in person. They would | eave no nessage." He held out the yell ow envel ope. "But this just
arrived. | suspect it might have sonething to do with it."

He handed the envel ope to Mnk.

It was a tel egram

Monk put down the pig and read the nessage carefully. H's brow furrowed. H s deep-set eyes were

t hought ful .

For all his apelike appearance and constant tonfool ery, Mnk was quite an intelligent fellow He
was one of the world' s leading industrial chem sts, a fact that his appearance belied. Mnk always
| ooked as though he slept in his clothes.

The chemist’s full name was Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair—but no one ever called himthat if they
wanted to renmmin consci ous.

Once Monk | ooked up at Ham Then his eyes shifted back to the telegram He read it through again.
Finally he said, "I don't believe it!"

"You don't believe what?" demanded the | awyer.

"What it says here."

"Wl l, what does it say?"

"l magi ne me being an earl," Mnk coment ed.

"A what ?"

"It appears," Mnk finally explained, "that |'ve just inherited five mllion dollars."

Ham st ar ed.

"And," the chemi st added, "a lordship. |'mthe Earl of Sonething-or-other."

Ham stunned, sat down in a chair.

Later, however, Mnk condescended to | et Ham see the tel egram

Ham his eyes sharp for flaws, read it over.

Monk said, "What does it nean, shyster?" The chemist’s expression said that he was distrustful.
Perhaps this was one of his clever partner’s gags.

But Hamis face was deadly serious as he said, "Sone cousin or sonething of yours has died in

Engl and. You are evidently an heir. You are now the Earl of Chester, of Essex and Cornwall. You are
the owner of properties valued at five mllion dollars, and also lord of the Estate of Myfair,

| ocated in Canada."

Ham mentioned a certain locality of the domnion. "It says you are to call at the offices of
Mason, Smith & Mason, located at Wall Street and Broadway, inmediately."

But Monk was still skeptical. He demanded, "Call Long Tom and Renny." He grabbed the tel egram
from his dapper partner and waved it in Hanis face. "I’m gonna danged well find out if this thing is
a fake or not!"

The two nentioned were located in the laboratory. Renny was first to be handed the tel egram

Col onel John Renwi ck was a giant of a fellowwth a gloony, puritanical face and big-fisted hands
the size of quart pails. He was a renowned engi neer and another of the aids of Doc Savage.

He read the wire briefly, stared at Monk and said, with a gasp: "Holy cow"

The words boormed around the room Renny al ways spoke in a voice that resenbled a roar, and the
expression was one he frequently used to show surprise.

Long Tom-Maj or Thonas J. Roberts—was the electrical expert in Doc Savage’'s organi zation. Long Tom
was a skinny fellow with sallow features that woul d have bl ended well with a nushroom He appeared
extrenmely unheal thy, whereas he had never known a sick day in his life. He could fight like a wild
cat at the drop of a hat. He had a tenper.

Bi g Renny passed the telegramto Long Tomand said in his crashing voice, "Take a | ook. Mnk has
becone an earl." Renny let his glance veer to the hairy chem st. "H ya, R ght Honorable Earl of
Chester!"

Monk grow ed, "Nuts!"

LONG TOM read the nessage and | ooked at the others.

"Bet you it’'s a racket," he announced. Long Tomwas a naturally suspicious fellow "lIt's one of
those inheritance gags. Some conpany wites to you saying you have inherited sone dough. Then they
informyou that it will be necessary to put up a few dollars to handle the usual investigative

details. And then—good-by dough. The thing bl ows up. Those outfits are always | ooking for suckers."
Monk grow ed, "Who's a sucker?"

"You are," said Long Tom "if you fall for this inheritance racket."

It was Ham who said quietly, "But the nessage is from Mason, Smith & Mason, probably one of the
oldest law firms in the country. They are not involved in rackets."

"There nust be a joker sonme place," insisted Long Tom

Monk grabbed the tel egram and started toward the | aboratory.

"1 m gonna get Doc," he announced.

Shortly the bronze man returned with the chem st. Doc read the nessage. H s usually bronze
features were renmarkably conposed as he studied the telegram |f he found any flaw in the words, his
expressi on gave no indication of that fact.



Doc finally said, "W mght call Mason, Smth & Mason."

The bronze man hinself nade the call. Doc had had dealings with the well-known |law firm He spoke
to the president of the company and di scussed the wire received by Mnk.
The others waited, hardly able to keep still as Doc Savage murmured an occasi onal "Yes" or "No"

to the man on the other end of the line.

Finally Doc hung up. He | ooked at Monk.

"The inheritance,"” he announced quietly, "is absolutely real. Five thousand dollars has already
been deposited in an account at the law firm s bank. You are to use it to journey to Canada at once.
You are the owner of Mayfair, a vast estate up there."

MONK, however, remained skeptical .

It was Ham who had studied |law at Harvard and who handled all the |legal work for the Doc Savage
organi zati on who finally persuaded the hairy chem st to accompany himto the law firm of Mason,
Smith & Mason.

Ham had a little trouble convincing Mnk that he shouldn’t bring along the pig, Habeas.

The interview was with the nman Doc Savage hi nsel f had spoken to—Jonat han Mason, the president of
the firm Jonathan Mason was a small, alert man with bl ack, snapping eyes.

He spread docunentary papers before Ham He had various conmunications from Canada. Ham checked
everything over carefully.

Jonat han Mason reached into a drawer of his desk, passed a photograph across the desk to Ham
"This," he said, "was forwarded from Engl and. Though the estate is in Canada, M. Myfair’'s

uncl e—€hester Mayfair—died recently in England. This picture, taken of your friend at an early age,
shows the marked resenbl ance.”

As he handed the picture to Ham his sharp eyes flickered. "I would say, fromthe photograph,
that there can be no doubt left in our mnds."

The picture was of a boy at the age of six or seven. It |ooked |ike nothing else but a young
nonkey dressed in velvet knee pants and a sailor blouse. Even at that age the honely face bore a
mar ked resenbl ance to Mnk’ s own.

Ham grinned. "That's him all right. There couldn’t be two people in the world with a face |ike
that."

Monk had peered past his dapper partner’s shoul der. He suddenly swung on Ham excl ai m ng,
"Listen, shyster, that sounded |ike a—

Ham brought his foot down sharply on Mink’s foot and gave hima frigid stare. He indicated the
lawfirm president.

Monk subsi ded.

Final details were arranged. A bank book was turned over to Ham It was for the account in Mnk’s
name, the noney to be used for expense in reaching the Mayfair Estate in Canada.

As Mason expl ained, "You are to go there inmrediately, according to our instructions. There, all
final details will be arranged. M. Mayfair, here, will have the various properties turned over to
him"

Monk was all smiles now. He thanked the |awfirm president, even turned to Ham and started to
shake hands with him Then he drew back his fist and gl owered.

They started to take their departure.

But Mason spoke briefly to Ham "OCh, M. Brooks, there's sonething | . . . er . . . that is—

Ham paused a nonent, waiting.

Qui etly, Jonathan Mason said, "I was thinking— He briefly indicated Monk’s $19. 98 checkered

suit, the loud plaid vest and the bull dog-toed shoes. "The attire is hardly in keeping with . . . er

his lordship' s position. That is—
Ham nodded qui ckly.
"l understand, sir," he said. "That will be taken care of, imediately."
Qutside, Hamled the way toward Fifth Avenue.
Monk frowned, protested, "Hey, wait a minute!l This ain't the way to the bank. Thought we were
gonna pick up that five thousand dol |l ars?"
Ham was noncommi ttal .
"There's sonmething," he said, "of nore inportance that nust be attended to first."
THE first stop was at a shop that had no display w ndow, no clerks who tried to sell you
mer chandi se, and no bl atant advertisenments in the newspapers.
In fact, you usually had an appointnent to be fitted for such a conmon thing as a shirt. But Ham
needed no appoi ntnent. He was probably the shop’s best custoner.
And there was nothing comon about the shirts.
The fitter said, "They shall contain his lordship’s initials in blue satin. | can have a dozen
ready by tonorrow. The price is only thirty-six dollars per shirt."
The hairy chem st | ooked |ike he had swal | owed something green and unri pe.
"Only!"
he bellowed. "CGolly, | can buy two suits for that—
Ham ki cked him The |awyer snmiled politely at the fitter. "Make it two dozen," he ordered.
On the way out, Monk gave a relieved sigh.



"Well, that's that," he nuttered. "I’'mglad | ain't gotta be an earl every day in the week."
Ham | ooked surpri sed.

"Listen, we're hardly started," he said. "You' |l have to have suits, shoes, ties, formal attire."
The chemni st groaned.

"Just to be an earl?" Mnk wanted to know.

"Naturally," said Ham "Conme on. We'll—=

They were passing a shop window. The lawer’s words trailed off as he glanced at a book stall
|l ocated in the entranceway.

He said, "Wait just a mnute."

Monk funed as he waited. Finally his partner came out with a |arge package done up in paper.
"What's that?" Monk prodded.

"1"11 show you later," Ham advi sed.

But as they continued down Fifth Avenue, Hamremarked, "Your manners are abom nable. Something
wi Il have to be done about it."

Monk was suspici ous. He said nothing, but he wondered what Ham was up to now.

Chapter |V. MONK WALKS OUT

THE noi se comi ng out of the dressing room sounded as though sonmeone had tied a tin can to a

bull dog’s tail. A chair was kicked over, there was arguing and a lot of words in the air that aren't
found in dictionaries.

Monk cane sl anmi ng out of the room followed by well-dressed Ham worri ed-I|ooking Long Tom and
huge Renny.

Monk was wearing striped afternoon trousers, a cutaway coat, a pearl-colored vest, and there was
a flower in his buttonhole.

He yanked the flower fromhis coat, threwit on the floor and stanped up and down on it.

"1"1l be dammed if | will!" he shouted. "I'Il wear the nobnkey suit. |'ll wear the shirts. But
1”1l be dang blasted if I'Il wear that flower!"

Ham si ghed wearily. He | ooked worn out. Then he shrugged.

"All right, then," he agreed.

He wal ked around Monk’s burly, squat figure, examining it critically.

"Not bad, not bad," he nurmured. "But if we could only do somethi ng about the face!"

He indicated the chem st’s homely features.

Monk | eaped toward him

"Lookit here, you shyster," he squalled, "just because |I’'man earl don't nmean | can't flatten
down your ears!"

Abruptly, Ham hurried toward the library of Doc Savage' s skyscraper headquarters. Mnk’'s words
seened to rem nd himof something.

Shortly he returned with the paper-w apped package that he had purchased the afternoon before in
the bookstore. He laid it on a table, quickly unwapped it.

Al'l observed that the object was a |arge, heavy volune | abel ed: "Ten Thousand Correct Sayings For
Every Cccasion."

Monk gl anced at the title suspiciously, then glared at Ham

"I ain't a-gonna read it!" he flared.

Ham sl anmed t he vol une down on the table, walked to a chair and sat down. Long Tom and Renny

wat ched him

"All right," the lawer said with finality. "Let's forget the whol e business. Let’'s forget
there’s five mllion dollars at stake." He glanced at Monk. "W were just trying to help you."
Ham jerked to his feet, stalked back to the table and pounded the volune with his fist. "Just
what woul d you say if you were introduced to a |lady up there in Canada, at your estate?"

"You nean," asked Monk worriedly, "there nmight be danes."

Ham wi nced.

"Ladi es,

| said," he snapped. "Do you realize that if her husband had a title, you would have to address
her as ‘her | adyship ? And then you woul d have to add sonething nice, |ike a phrase you would find

here in this book."

Abruptly, without saying a word, but |ooking sonewhat sonber, Monk picked up the | arge vol une and
di sappeared fromthe room

PREPARATI ONS for the trip to the Canadian estate progressed fairly snmoothly. By the follow ng
day, nearly all details had been attended to.

Ham Renny and Long Tom were busy packing trunks when Monk strolled into the room

The hairy chem st was carryi ng Habeas, the pig, beneath one arm and held the book of famliar
sayings in the other. It wasn't this that held everyone’'s gaze, however.

Monk was attired in baggy plus fours and knee-length golf hose. Hi s nuscular, short |egs were
very prom nent. He was wearing a chocol ate col ored sports coat.

Long Tomi s unheal t hy-1 ooki ng features convul sed. He bent over a large trunk in order to conceal
hi s | aughter.



Renny booned, "Holy cow "

The chem st wal ked up to Ham bowed fromthe waist, said in his small piping voice, " | trust

your |adyship will enjoy the serenity of Mayfair Mnor." Mnk gave a sigh as, starry eyed, he gazed
past Ham "Fromthe patio, the break of dawn always makes me think of that oft-repeated line: *Like
a nmaiden’s noist tears, the dewdrops cling to the fragile | eaves of grass.’"

Long Tom straightened up fromthe trunk. He said:

"Ch, ny goodness! Sir, | never thought—

"Well, blast it!" roared Monk suddenly. "That's what it says here in Quotation No. 935 in the
book! "

"Now, really!" big Renny started. "Did we have the next dance?"

Wth a snort of rage, hairy Monk flung the heavy book across the room and stal ked toward the

door. Habeas, the pig, came scanpering out of an adjoining roomand ran after him

At the door, Mnk turned and said, "Hell with all of you!"

Twenty-four hours later, everyone was convinced that Mnk had di sappeared.

ODDLY, Ham was the nmpst worried of all.

At tinmes, these two unusual fellows were hard to figure out. Ordinarily they were ready to cut

each other’s throats. But |et one be threatened fromany outside source—and the other would gladly
lay down his life in an attenpt to protect his pal.

Bi g Renny, the engineer, and Long Tomwere with him There were two other assistants in Doc
Savage's snmall group of world-wi de adventurers, but at the nonent they were away from New York Gity.
Ham said worriedly, "Sonething s happened to Monk!" That seened to be the consensus.

They sought out the bronze man hinmself. Doc, for several days now, had been working by hinself in
his skyscraper |aboratory. Doc Savage appeared to be absorbed in some research work.

This was not unusual. Besides being a renarkabl e physical giant, Doc Savage was a pioneer in the
fields of nedicine and scientific research. Fromearly chil dhood, Doc Savage had been trained al ong
rigid, scientific lines. Both in body and mnd, he was nore fully devel oped than any man living. He
was sonewhat of a mental phenonmenon. When absorbed in a subject, he had been known to go for days
wi t hout sl eep.

Strangely, Doc Savage had not yet made any nention of the unexpl ained ki dnap attenpt upon

hi msel f. But he had shown an interest in the news of Mnk's |egacy.

Doc said quietly, "We might try a ruse in order to get himto cone back."

"Ruse?" Ham asked.

Doc expl ained, "If Mnk thought someone was trying to get his Canadian estate away fromhim he

m ght return.”

In a nonent he was on the phone. He spoke personally with the city editor of a |eadi ng newspaper.
As a matter of fact, Doc Savage had a controlling interest in several papers. The nmessage he gave to
the first was relayed to others.

Wien Doc finally hung up, he announced, "The afternoon newspapers ought to be interesting."

Later, Renny and the others got copies of various papers that Doc Savage had contacted. The news
itenms, w thout variation, were all on the first page. One of themread:

WELL- KNOAN CHEM ST

RECEI VES LEGACY

New Yor k, August— Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, renowned chem st and adventurer, has just been

notified that he has been bequeathed an English earldom along with an estate and properties |ocated
in Canada with a value well over five mllion dollars.

The article went on to tell about Monk Mayfair’'s fortunate inheritance. But farther down in the
colum there was a paragraph that read:

Al ready certain persons have conme forward to protest against M. Mayfair’'s good fortune. As is

the case in inheritances involving such |arge suns, there are always those who try to prove that
they are relatives of the—

The other news itens were practically the sane.

A hal f-hour after the afternoon sheets had hit the newsstands, Mnk canme stormng into the
skyscraper headquarters.

THE first thing he said was, "W better get started for Canada!"

Ham gave a sigh of relief. Al trunks were in readi ness. A plane stood ready at Doc Savage's

hangar on the Hudson River water front.

"You' ve decided to go, then?" Renny asked.

Monk’ s jaw stuck out. "You're dammed right!" he said. "No blasted crook is gonna chisel nme out of
that estate!"

Doc Savage’'s little ruse had worked nicely.

Doc hinsel f acconpani ed themto the hangar-warehouse.

Monk still had Habeas with him H's partner, Ham also had a pet. It was a runt edition of a

chi npanzee and, strangely, the aninal |ooked |ike Mnk. Many believed that the | awer had obtai ned
the chinp—ealled Chem stry—nerely to get Monk’s goat. Neverthel ess, Ham thought a great deal of his
pet, and it was a source of constant trouble between the two Doc Savage ai ds.

At the hangar they found two planes instead of one rolled out onto the river-front |anding stage.



One ship was a fast-1ooking anphibian with a sizable cabin and silver-colored wi ngs. The other
was simlar, only quite a bit larger. It was one of the bronze man's personal planes.

Monk queried: "Aren't you goin’ with us, Doc?"

The bronze man shook his head.

"There is no need for me to acconpany you," he announced. "But if there should be anything of

i mportance, you can contact nme at the Fortress of Solitude."

The ot hers nodded, under st andi ng.

The Fortress of Solitude was a retreat, a strange place |located deep within the Arctic Crcle. It
was a place to which the bronze man went for absolute quiet and concentrati on when he was deep into
sone inmportant problem

Al noted that the bronze nan's ship was well provisioned and contained varied sorts of

equi prent. They watched himtake off.

Long Tom his unheal thy-1ooking features thoughtful, said, "That's funny. Doc hasn’t nentioned
that trip to the Fortress of Solitude. He nmust have made up his mind in a hurry."

That seermed to be the thought of all as, a few noments |ater, they took off for Canada.

AND i f they had known the truth, they woul d have realized that there was sonething strange in the
bronze man’s acti ons.

Doc did not head north. He quickly clinbed for altitude, was soon | ost against the horizon. It
was then that he headed in a long, easy circle back toward Manhattan.

Monk and the others had taken off by the tine Doc Savage’'s plane was in sight of New York again.
In fact, the plane containing Mnk, Long Tom Renny and Hamwas well on its way toward Canada.

But Doc picked up their ship. He was using a radio direction finder |ocated in the cockpit of his
own ship. It was an easy matter to trail the notor sound of the first plane. Doc Savage was perhaps
ten niles behind his aids.

The course foll owed the Hudson River northward toward Al bany. The sun went down in the west, and
the bul ks of small mountains a little distance past West Point cast their shadows upon the snooth
river bel ow

It was about here that the radio direction-finder device in Doc Savage's plane sputtered and went
dead. Then, slowy, the sound faded in again.

It was the drumof a plane notor, the thing Doc Savage had been following in trailing Mnk, Ham
and the others.

But there appeared to be sonmething wong with that notor now It sputtered, picked up again, then
faded conpletely. It was obvious that something was w ong.

Doc had been traveling at ordinary cruising speed. He opened the throttle and allowed the pl ane
to whip speedily ahead. Wthin nonents he had picked up the vague spot in the fading daylight-—a
pl ane far ahead. He closed in on it.

The first plane had swerved away fromthe river route and taken a course inland. Doc Savage soon
saw the reason for this. Because the first plane was losing altitude fast, was shortly circling a
cleared field surrounded by a | onely wooded area. There was what | ooked |like an old farmhouse at one
edge of the field.

If Monk and the others were having engine trouble, they would have naturally picked a | anding
spot on shore, even though their plane was capable of landing on the river. Here, on |and, they
woul d be better able to work on the engines. The bronze nman allowed his ship to conme down in a |ong
glide. He started to circle the field. The first ship had | anded.

It was dark enough now that visibility was poor. The bronze man used his wing landing |lights as
he brought his plane carefully down over the field. He needed plenty of runway on which to | and
because of the border of trees at either end of the field.

He cane down.

A nmorment | ater he had cut the notors, clinbed out of the ship and was running across the field
toward the dark bulk of his aids’ plane.

He had gone perhaps a hundred yards when nen started springing up out of the darkness. They had
been fl attened against the ground, their dark clothing invisible against the descendi ng night.

It was a trap.

Chapter V. THE HOVELY ONE

I'N his dangerous career of righting wongs and puni shing evil doers throughout the world, Doc
Savage had naturally nmade enenmies. Any honest man is the potential eneny of a crook. There had been
nmurder attenpts made on the bronze man's |ife before.

But it soon developed, in the fight at the tenporary plane landing field, that this was no
attenpt to kill Doc Savage.

No shots were fired. No weapons of any sort were used. The half a dozen assorted thugs nerely
closed in on the bronze giant and tried to take himby force.

That was their m stake.

Doc Savage noved with blurred speed. His great fists appeared to be everywhere at once. Jaws
snapped back, arns flailed wildly, and men started falling down in the darkness.

One fellow was |ucky enough to escape. He took out across the field as though a bolt of I|ightning
was prodding his pants. He streaked toward the farnhouse.



H s five conpani ons, npaning, were on the ground.

So Doc Savage | eaped after the one who had escaped. There was sonething about this attack upon
himsel f that was very nysterious. It hinted of the kidnap attenpt made within the past week.

At that time also, no effort had been nade to kill the bronze man. The nen had nerely seened
intent on seizing him as was the case now. The question was: Wy?

Noting his quarry’s intention, Doc cut diagonally across the field, to try to intercept the man
bef ore he reached the apparently deserted farnhouse.

But the darkness was thick now Keeping the man in sight was a probl em He di sappeared beyond a
fringe of trees that bordered the side of the old house.

The bronze man sl owed, noved nore cautiously forward. He suspected that the man m ght be hiding,
wai ting.

He reached a spot a few feet fromthe house. It could be seen that windows in the old structure
were broken out. Shutters sagged agai nst the scabby cl apboards of the house.

Doc’ s quarry had conpl etely di sappear ed.

W thout sound, Doc reached the front porch of the house. The front door was open. Moving up
beside it, standing there in the gloom listening, Doc heard a faint sound within the house. It was
the squeak of a floorboard, obviously from somewhere on the second floor.

For his remarkabl e size, Doc Savage could nove with utter stealth. He slipped inside the house
and maneuvered along the dark hallway. His feet noved with infinite caution. He nade no sound.
Again there cane the slightest of squeaks fromthe second floor.

Doc started up the stairs, keeping close against the wall, his eyes sharp for novenent above or
ahead of him

He gained the second floor, swung back toward the front of the house.

Doc Savage's hearing was as remarkable as the rest of his rigidly trained senses. It was said
that he could hear a watch tick at fifty yards. And now he heard the man’s breathi ng before he had
even reached the front of the nmusty-smelling hallway.

The breathing cane froma roomon the right. A rectangul ar, vague blur showed where a door stood

open.
A waith could not have noved with greater silence. Doc was inside the roomand flattened agai nst
the wall, and there had not been a sound fromhis noving feet.

He | ocated the source of the breathing. It cane froma spot not nore than half a dozen feet away
fromhim froma corner of the room A w ndow was |ocated in the wall on that side of the room and
the tricky night light faintly reveal ed a formcrouched near the floor in the corner.

Doc Savage |eaped with swift, certain speed.

He crashed the form huddl ed there, whipped the figure to its feet, started to let drive a
smashing right fist.

And stopped just as abruptly.

The man in his grasp sputtered wildly, "Hey! Wat the heck! What's the matter?"

Quickly, still holding his quarry with one hand, the bronze man |located a small flashlight in his
pocket and flashed the beamin his captive's face, over his tattered-|ooking form

The one he had grabbed was a tranp, who nust have sneaked into this deserted house for a night’'s
sl eep.

The bl eariness of the dirty-looking fellow s eyes indicated that he had been awakened from sound
sl unber.

Doc rel eased the tranp, who stood there trenbling and w de-eyed, and whi pped back out of the
room

He heard the sound as he reached the stairs.

It was a plane notor, and it was being gunned fast. In the next nonent it increased to a roar.
Doc Savage flung out of the house and | eaped toward the nearby field. But he was too late.

The pl ane—the ship that had | anded here ahead of himwas already in the air. It quickly

di sappear ed agai nst the sonber background of night.

The expl anati on was obvi ous.

Wil e the bronze nman had been in the farnmhouse, his quarry had returned to the field, helped his
dazed partners, and escaped. Once agai n the woul d-be kidnapers had been scared off.

VWhat was the explanation for these snatch threats? Wo was behind then?

Doc intended to find out—by trailing the other plane.

He hurried back to his own ship and was soon in the air. He clinbed swiftly for altitude,
circling. The other plane had a good five mnutes’ start, but by using the radio direction finder
the bronze man should be able to pick up its trail. He reached toward the control panel of the
sensitive device.

And it was then that he saw the direction finder had been put tenporarily out of commission. Its
| oop aerial had been smashed. It could be fixed, perhaps, in an hour.

But in that tine—

Doc knew that trailing the other plane now was hopel ess.

He swung north, his destination, tenporarily, a point beyond the Canadi an border. Cbviously there
had been nothing wong with the plane carrying Monk and the others. A clever ruse had been worked by



t he woul d- be ki dnapers.

They had brought their own ship onto a course between Doc’s plane and the one carrying his aids.
That woul d explain the fading of the nmotor sound in Mnk's plane and the subsequent cutting in of
the second pl ane notor.

The crooks had intercepted Doc’s course, then drawn himoff the trail of his own aids.

Had there been a notive for this? Could Monk, Renny and the others be in trouble?

Doc’ s thoughtful bronze features were grimas he headed toward Canada.

BUT the only trouble Monk was in, later that sane evening, was in having an argunent with Ham
For the past fifteen mnutes they had been circling—Mnk was at the controls of the plane—ever a
richly wooded area that was dotted with small lakes. It was a section of Quebec beyond the
Laurenti an Mount ai ns.

Ham was seat ed beside the chemist, a map spread across his knees. He nade marks on the map with a
pencil as Mnk handl ed the pl ane.

Ham was sayi ng sharply, "That |last town we just passed was the one." He pointed out the cockpit
wi ndow, then indicated the nmap.

"And that's Lake St. Joseph, off to the left. Your estate is this wooded country directly beneath
us." He indicated another |ake on the map. "It |lies between this Lake St. Joseph and that other |ake
five mles off to the right. So how do you expect to |and there?"

Monk was | osing altitude. The moon was up now, and bel ow themthe | and was bathed in white
brightness. For mles in every direction, between the two |akes, there was nothing save dense
woodl| and.

"Ch, I'lIl find a spot to set her down sone place!" Mnk nuttered.
Ski nny Long Tomwas in the doorway |eading in fromthe cabin beyond.
"Don't be a fool!" he snapped. "You'll crack us up."

Monk was down to a thousand feet now as, tense, the others watched. Even big Renny said
worriedly, "Holy cow There isn't a place within two nmiles of that house to land this crate!"

It was true. Al could see the house now, visible in the noonlight.

It was a trenendous structure with gabled roofs. It spread to right and left, alnost directly
beneath them Mongl ow touched the green tiles of the slanting roofs, and they gleaned in the night.
Monk threw the plane over at a sharp angle and took a better | ook.

"ol | ywhoppus! " he piped shrilly. "Look at her, will you!"

Deep in the wooded area, the mansion and stables and various small buildings, |ooked Iike sone
smal | ki ngdom tucked away in the w | derness.

Abruptly Mnk’'s eyes brightened hopefully.

"There's a road," he exclainmed. "W can land there." He came down until he barely was ski nm ng
the treetops.

And Ham gasped, "You hairy mstake—wait! That road is barely wi de enough for an autonobile. You
haven’t a chance!"

Trees grew up close to the roadway bel ow. Monk didn’t have a chance to set the plane down at such
a spot.

But just as a matter of principle, he turned on Ham swing a hairy fist at the | awer’s head.

"I think 11l hit you just for the fun of it!" he announced.

It was big Renny who put a tenporary stop to the argunent.

HE said, "Wait a minute. About two or three miles back, this road below intersected a hi ghway. |
think | saw a garage or sonething back there. Perhaps we could hire a car."

That seened to be a good idea, for entrance to the isolated estate appeared to be only by way of
t he single narrow woods road.

Monk turned back.

In a nonent or so he had | ocated the garage that Renny had nentioned. It was situated at a point
where the estate road came down out of the hills and joined a main highway that cut through the
province.

The road was fairly wide, and beyond it was a half-mle stretch of clear field.

Monk said, "That |and probably belongs to ne, anyway!" and brought the plane down for a fast

| andi ng. He al nost stood the streamniined ship on its nose.

Behind him in the cabin, Habeas the pig and the runt chinpanzee tangled as they were thrown into
a confused heap. The pig nipped the chinp’s ear and a fight started.

Wien the plane had rolled to a stop, Ham gave a relieved sigh and junped toward the cabin exit
door.

At the doorway he paused a nonent and said, "Inagine a half-wit like himcomng into five mllion
dol lars!"
Monk piled out of the cockpit. He was still wearing the baggy plus fours and the golf hose. He

| ooked comi cal .

"I don’t like that remark, shyster!"

"Then come outside and fight!" Ham shouted, |eaping to the ground.

But the one who | ooked as though he was going to do the fighting was the Iong young fellow who

was just in the act of hurdling the fence separating field and highway. He cane running toward them



Apparently he was the garage-gas station owner. He was wearing a pair of faded coveralls that had
been washed too often. They had shrunk considerably. They now only came to a point mdway between
hi s knees and ankl es.

He yelled as he raced up to the Doc Savage men, "Hey! Wat the hell’s the big idea of putting
that crate down here? | got a mnd to—

Ham qui ckly stepped forward. He started talking. Being a | awer, and a good one, Ham soon had the
garage owner convinced that he—the young man—was di stinctly honored by having such a notabl e person
land on his property.

Ham swung around, bowed snartly, indicated hairy Mnk and said, "H s lordship, the Earl of
Chester, of Essex and Cornwal |, new naster of Mayfair." Ham swung back to the man in coveralls.
"Per haps you’' ve heard?"

Evidently the man had. He gave a soft, |ow whistle. Then he stiffened and his heels clicked

t oget her.

"It’s an honor, |’'msure,"” he said.

I f Monk heard, he paid no attention. He barged forward belligerently.

"1’ m gonna bl ast sonebody!" he said grinmy.

THE garage man stared.

Ham put in quickly, "Just a little mannerismof his |ordship, young man. Think nothing of it!"
Wil e Renny and Long Tom got Monk swiftly out of the way, Hamdid the talking.

He expl ai ned about their inability to land the plane at the estate. Possibly they could hire a

| i mousi ne, he suggest ed.

The man in the too-small coveralls nodded.

"Of course," he said obligingly. "I have one in the garage now. W seldomget a call for it,
anyway. Anything to please the earl."

The car was rolled out. It was a vintage nodel of a Ford, with brass trinmngs.

Ham stared fromthe car to the plane. "W had sone |uggage," he started. "In fact, quite a bit
of =

The garage man waved a hand. "1'Il have it all sent up to Mayfair first thing in the nmorning," he
said. "Don’t worry about it."

Ham of fered the man a bill, but he would not think of taking it.

"You can pay when you come back for your plane," he said.

Shortly Monk, Renny, Long Tom and the | awyer were piling into the old car. The garage owner stood
besi de the car, speaking to Ham who was at the wheel. The two pets, nonentarily quiet and curious,
were crowded into the back seat with Renny and skinny Long Tom Mnk sat beside Ham | ooking as

t hough he was going to fight sonmebody.

"You swing left up this side road," the man explained. "It's three, four nmiles to the estate.
There’s no other route. You can’'t go wong."

Ham waved his hand and they started off.

Behind them the tall garage man in the too-tight-fitting coveralls stepped back into the garage.
He nmoved through a doorway that led to an office in the rear. He switched on a light. Inmediately he
started pulling off the work suit.

"This dam grease nonkey’'s suit!" he conpl ai ned.

Men got up out of the chairs fromwhere they had been seated in the darkness. There were at |east
seven or eight, and they had the kind of faces that don’t appear in mmgazi ne ads.

One was a short, powerfully built man with honely features.

He asked, "Did it work?"

The tall nman flung the coveralls toward a bound-and-gagged nman who was |ying hel pless in a corner
of the room There was grease on the captive’'s hands and face.

"I"l'l say it did!'" said the one who had discarded the coveralls. "There's enough gas in that car
to take them Doc Savage guys just about a mle and a half up into the big woods. That oughta be
perfect!"

"Let's get started, then," suggested the honely-faced one.

Qddly, the speaker could have passed for hairy Mnk Mayfair hinself!

Chapter VI. DI SAPPEARANCE

THE tall nan who had said the old flivver would run out of gas a mle and a half up the road

t hrough the big woods had been m staken.

Ham ran out of gas within a mle.

They were clinbing a steady grade and the notor sputtered, gasped, and then died conpletely. No
amount of urging would get it started again.

Monk, grunbling, clinbed out, located a stick and tried the gas tank.

He started swearing.

Everyone clinbed out. The two pets were asl eep.

The chemi st said, "Looks like we walk, dang it!"

But Ham had different ideas. "Walk nothing!" he protested. "This old heap | ooks bad enough, but
it is better than arriving at Mayfair on foot. One of us will have to wal k back for gas."

They matched quarters and Long Tom | ost, and he was the one elected to go back for a can of gas.



Grunbling, the skinny electrical expert stal ked off back down the hill. The idea of wal king back
up the steep grade with a can full of gas was not appealing to him

He had proceeded perhaps a quarter of a mile when the nen | eaped out of the surroundi ng woods and
took hold of him

One nman carried a |ight—and Long Tomrecognized himas the tall fell ow who had posed as the
garage owner. He was apparently the | eader of the four who were with him

The | eader said, "lIt's the skinny little runt! |I’mdamed glad they didn’t send back that giant
of a guy!" He referred to big Renny, the engineer

But he nade a mistake in calling Long Toma skinny little runt. It made the electrical expert
fight all the harder

What the five men had thought woul d be an easy seizure turned out to be a situation like trying
to hang onto a wild cat

Long Tomwhirled into violent action. Men were flung fromhim Dust came up off the road and
formed a cloud that made the flashlight usel ess. Everyone was battling within the dust screen
There were cries of: "Hey, that's ne!"

"Quch!"

"Danmit, hang on to him"

The five attackers | earned that Long Tomwas a tough fellow to hold

H s hard fists noved with furious speed. He was everywhere at once. But sooner or later he had to
go down.

Sonmeone had found a dead |linmb of a fallen tree. It was four feet |ong and several inches thick

It hit Long Tomon the back of the head and he sat down, dazed

Qui ckly he was seized by hands that took firmer grips this tine. Hs arnms were pinioned. He was
backed against a tree, his wists drawn back and around the tree trunk, and he was tied securely.
“"Now we' Il find out a fewthings," the tall leader said grimy

He stood before Long Tom

"Who's that guy in your crowd who | ooks |ike a nonkey?" the | eader wanted to know.

Long Tom sai d not hi ng

"Why's that bl oke going to the Mayfair Estate?"

This time Long Tomblurted, "Because it’'s his, why do you think!"

"The hell it is!"

"The hell it aint!"

One word led to another, and suddenly the |eader’s fist shot out and cracked the skinny

el ectrical expert alongside the jaw. Long Tonmis head snapped sideways. Hi s eyes bleared. It had been
a powerful bl ow.

But his jaw set grimy, and he nerely stared at his captor

The | eader tried another |ine of questioning

"Where' s Doc Savage?"

"Even if | knew, | wouldn't tell you," Long Tom snapped

He was telling the truth. He hardly believed that Doc Savage had been going to the Fortress of
Sol i tude. The bronze man’s whereabouts and what he was up to were conpletely unknown to him

The | eader hit him again.

"Tal k, damm you!" he rapped

But they were soon convinced that Long Tom coul d take as nuch puni shnent as they could hand out
They retired to the roadway and held a consul tation

Wi le they were doing that, hairy Mnk hinsel f came down the road

SOVEONE | eaped back to the tree where Long Tomwas tied and quickly slapped a heavy hand over his

mouth, so that he could not yell. There was hasty whi spering anong the group of hard-1ooking thugs
The Doc Savage aid caught swiftly whispered words that gave hima start
"We found that equipnment case in their plane," one man was saying to the leader. "It contained

these funny little grenades. Let’'s try them They say this other fellowis plenty tough."

"All right," directed the leader. "Hurry!"

Long Tom recogni zed the fistful of narble-size pellets that one nman held. He went rigid

The pellets were small gas bonbs of the bronze man’s own invention. They were filled with a

qui ck-acting anesthetic gas that was very effective. It had the power to knock a person out within
seconds

And Long Tom heard Monk draw ng close now. |t was the chem st, all right

Monk was grunbling and conpl ai ning to sonmeone. "Habeas," the chem st was saying, "this being an
earl is too danged nmuch trouble."

Long Tom was suddenly struggling to get free. But he was held tightly.

Monk and the pig! They were wal ki ng, unknowi ngly, right into trouble

One of the crooks threw the small handful of pellets out into the thick dust of the roadway. They
were so light in weight that they nade no sound

But Habeas, the scrawny pig, nmust have seen sonething. He suddenly veered to one side of the road
and avoi ded the spot where the tiny grenades had | anded

For the nonent, Monk had not noticed the pig's actions. Then, too late, he drew up short and



| ooked at Habeas.

"What the blazes is wong with you?" he denmanded.

By that tine the snall puffs of white vapor had cone up fromthe road and envel oped the chemi st.
He coughed once, and then he started getting down on his hands and knees as though he were | ooking
for something on the road.

He rolled over and went to sleep.

The vaporish gas spread rapidly. Squealing, Habeas took out for the woods. The nen hol di ng Long
Tom and the others hidden nearby, |eaped back into the woods al so.

From his position, Long Tom had not seen Mnk fall. He let out a cry of warning.

"Look out, Mnk! They're using the gas bonmbs—

That' s about as far as the skinny electrical expert got. The gas hit himin the next nonent.

Hi s | ast thought was of hearing soneone say: "This is a dammed sight better than tryin’ to grab
all them Doc Savage guys at once!"

THE car was | ong, powerful-looking, and was full of passengers. It drew up fifty feet behind
where two-fisted Renny and smartly dressed Ham were sitting on the running board of the

anem c- | ooki ng flivver.

What the two aids had been saying about Monk and Long Tom wasn’'t pleasant. They were fum ng at

t he del ay.

Ham j unped up as he recogni zed burly Mnk coming forward in the headlight glare of the other car.
Monk yel |l ed, "Hey, daggonit, cone back here and give nme a hand."

Ham and Renny started forward. They did not see the others seated in the big car, because the two
aids were partially blinded by the lights.

Ham snapped, "What's been keepi ng you? Were's Long Ton®? \Wy—

He paused, taking in Mnk’s appearance.

Monk was no | onger wearing the baggy plus fours and the |loud golf socks. Instead, he was attired
in a suit of English tweed.

Ham snort ed.

"While we sit here waiting," he called out, "you take tine to change your clothes! Wat’'s the

i dea?"

Monk was al | apol ogi es.

"Sorry," he said. "I didn't think it would take l[ong."

The | awyer gul ped. He shot a glance at towering Renny, beside him

This wasn’t |ike hairy Monk. The scrappy chemi st had never apol ogi zed for anything in his
life—especially to his partner Ham

Puzzl ed, Ham started to say, "What the—

Just then Habeas, the pig, cane scranbling out of the woods. He started running toward his

horel y-faced apeli ke master.

Five feet from Monk, however, he canme, to a skidding halt, backed up on his haunches and | et out
a terrified squeal. Then he streaked for the woods again.

Suddenl y Ham grabbed Renny’s arm "Look out!" he yelled in warning. "That’'s not Mnk!"

The man standing in the headlight glare unexpectedly |ooked gri mand nmenacing. A gun appeared in
his fist.

"Damed right it isn't!" he roared, and fired the gun.

BECAUSE of the dangerous experiences to which they were al ways subjected, Doc Savage’s aids
natural ly took certain precautions. One of these was the steel-chai n-nesh vest that each man wore
beneat h hi s cl ot hing.

It was this bullet-proof vest that saved the lawyer’s life now. He was knocked backward as the
slug caught himin the chest. But he regained his bal ance and | eaped beyond the old car, a tenporary
means of conceal nent.

Renny was beside himas the gun blasted again and a slug tore close over their heads.

Wth a wild chattering, Chenmistry, the chinp, came awake and | eaped out of the car, follow ng
Habeas Corpus into the woods.

Men were al so piling out of the big car parked down the woods road, and they joined the man who
| ooked |ike horely Monk.

Sormeone yelled, "All right, let ‘“emhave it!"

More gun sound cut |oose in the silence of the deep woods.

Renny had whi pped sonething from beneath his coat. It |ooked |ike an oversized pistol, and the
weapon cont ai ned what appeared to be a drum nagazi ne.

It was one of the nmachine pistols used by the Doc Savage aids. The weapon fired, as well as real
bul l ets, denplition slugs and also a type of "mercy" slug that nerely brought tenporary

unconsci ousness to its victins.

Renny used one of the denolition slugs. He fired a single blast.

The gunmen, in advancing, had taken to the edge of the woods. But big Renny did not aimthat way.
He took a bead on their car.

The front end of the car went up in the air, the tires blew out with |oud, explosive sound, and
the heavy machine | anded on its side, half denolished.



Imediately a wild yell of terror came fromthe nmen in the woods. The advance stopped. There were
wi | d scranbling sounds as the gunnen, scared, started getting away fromthere.

Just to add to their terror, Renny fired another of the demolition slugs. A small ditch appeared
in the roadway and the racket was enough to be heard two miles away.

By the time the sound had died, so had the crackling footsteps of the nmen pounding through the
deep woods. Silence dropped like a cloak over the wild spot again.

HAM st ared at the powerful engineer.

"That guy, he |ooked |ike Monk— the | awer started.

Renny’ s gl oony features were nore forlorn than ever. "Holy cowm" he runbl ed. "That neans—

"That Monk and Long Tomare in trouble!" the | awer finished.

They clinbed back into the old car. Hamcalled the pets.

The two animals, still scared, came dashing out of the woods and | eaped into the rear seat.
Renny pushed, sending the rattling flivver over rough ground that bordered the edge of the road.
He managed to scrape past the denolished, |arger machine, and then they were batting down grade
al ong the road. The grade was steep enough to permt coasting.

They had proceeded a quarter nile when Habeas set up an excited squealing.

Ham directed, "Hold on a minute. That pig is trying to tell us sonething."

Renny stopped the car. It sounded |ike the machine was going to fall apart.

Habeas junped out of the car, started back up the road. He paused a nonent, | ooking hopefully at
the two aids, as though trying to tell them sonething.

Renny and Ham pil ed out behind the pig. Chemistry, however, refused to budge.

They cane to the spot where the snall gas grenades had expl oded in the dusty roadway. Ham was
using a flashlight, and he recogni zed bits of curved glass that had fornmed the gas pellets.

He held themout in his palm and the big engi neer nodded grimy.

Next, Habeas was running around a tree trunk that stood near by.

Renny stepped over to investigate, found parts of rope that had been cut. The rope had been
around the tree trunk.

He said: "Either Monk or Long Tomwas tied up here!" Ham nodded.

"What do you make of it?" he pronpted.

"What do you nean?" Renny tried to keep his voice low, but it runbled off into the woods.

"I mean," explained Ham "that one who | ooks |ike Mnk. That guy sure felt like killing
sonebody! "

They thought about that for a nonent.

Then Ham sai d, "Perhaps Mnk and Long Tom have | earned the answer. It’'s dammed nysterious."

But finding the two missing aids was still another problem There was not a single clue as to
where they m ght have been taken.

Chapter VII. MJRDER AT MAYFAI R

IT had been three hours since dawn had broken over the Canadian hills. The sun shone down on the
smooth waters of the large inland | ake and seemed to hammer its surface as snmooth as silver.

It al so shone agai nst Monk’s eyes as he lay helpless in the bottom of the canoe—and two hours of
the intense light had brought a red haze to his vision, even though he held his eyelids closed.
The two nen at either end of the canoe had been paddling for hours, it seened like. Mnk tried to
twist around. He said nastily, "I’mgonna sure tw st sonebody’s neck if | ever get out of this
dugout ! "

One of the nen | aughed. He kept on paddling.

Somewher e cl ose beside them were the sounds of other oars dipping into the snboth water. From
wor ds that had been passed back and forth fromtinme to tinme between the two canoes, Mnk knew that
skinny Long Tomwas a captive in the other boat.

VWere were they being taken, and why?—Mnk wonder ed.

Al'l he could remenber was passing out as the gas had envel oped him Then, sometine around dawn,
he had awakened as he was being | oaded, well trussed, into one of the canoes. Just before they had
shoved of f from shore he renenbered seeing a sign posted to a tree near the shore of the |ake. The
sign had read:

MAYFAI R

Private Property

KEEP OFF!

He had set up a how when he had seen that sign. His own | and—and he was a captive! He couldn't
figure it out.

Monk was trying to think of some ruse to get hinself untied when he heard the man in the bow of
the boat let out a startled exclamation.

"Who's that com ng?" the man wanted to know.

Monk, flat on his back in the bottomof the craft, naturally couldn't see a thing.

A second later the man in the stern—he nust have followed his partner’s gaze—spoke worriedly: "I
dunno. But | don't like it. They got a notorboat!"

Suddenly one of the captors in the second canoe let out a yell.

"Head for shore!"



Apparently it was a good idea—but the instructions had come too |ate.

Monk hinsel f heard the steady put-put-put of the approaching boat. It abruptly changed to a roar.
Monk gave a start. The new sound was the roar of a nachine gun! Chattering!

A shadow fell across Mnk. It was the man in the back of the canoe, standing up.

The man let out a terrified yell. "Come on!" he screamed. "Swimfor it!"
He went overboard. The canoe swayed crazily, but kept its balance. Mnk’'s heart stood still in
hi s chest.

He gave a sigh of relief when the boat righted. He thought about Long Tom in the sane

pr edi canment .

There was the sound of wild splashing as the other captors | eaped overboard. The notorboat, from
the noise, seemed to be circling.

Then there was the command: "All right, give it to them"

The machi ne gun chattered again.

Somewhere off to Monk’s left, a man gave an awful scream of agony. A gurgling, choking sound
fol | oned.

There were other cries—the sounds nen neke when they're facing violent death. Mnk w nced.
Finally they stopped. The steady put-put-put of the notorboat faded, was soon a faraway nurnur on
the big | ake.

Silence, dismal and tense, fell over the spot.

MONK cal l ed out: "Long Tom You all right?"

For seconds there was no reply. Mnk felt sick.

And then he heard the answer, faint, as though Long Tom s canoe were sone di stance away.

" Monk! "

The chemi st |let out a roar.

"What happened to those guys?" he call ed.

"They' re dead! Consider yourself |lucky. Guess those others didn't know we were in the bottom of
the boats!"

"CGosham ghty!" Monk breathed thankfully.

Long Tonmi s words cane again.

"Have you noticed it?"

"Noti ced what?" Mnk yel |l ed back.

"We're drifting—too blaned fast to suit me. There's a hell of a current here, for sonme reason!"
Monk thought that over for a nmonent. Suddenly the idea hit him Perhaps they were drifting toward
a damnl

He | et out a whoop. "How we gonna get outa these blasted things?" he called.

"Maybe you can figure it out?" the electrical expert called back. "You d better start praying!'"
Monk felt the drift of the canoe now. Its speed had sharply increased. If they were out in the
center of the |lake, they woul d never have been drifting this fast. There was sonet hi ng—
Though hal f blinded by the red blur of the sun, Monk abruptly gave a start.

"Hey, Long Tom " he yell ed.

He just about caught his partner’s reply.

"Look up there, will ya!" Mnk instructed. "See it?"

He couldn’t hear Long Tomis answer this tinme. But Mnk's pul se | eaped.

The tiny spot high in the sky above swiftly grew larger. It seemed to be dropping |ike a conet.
It took on a col or—silver—and continued its downward pl unge.

It was a pl ane!

Monk started yelling excitedly as he watched the plane cone down and flatten out five hundred

feet above the surface of the lake. It zoomed overhead, its motors a high, shrill whine. It cane
back, lower this tinme.
And then, like a graceful bird, it settled on the surface of the big | ake.

It was the big silver anphibian of Doc Savage.

I'N anot her nonent Monk coul d see the bul k of the sl eek-1ooking plane | ooning nearby. He heard a
wei ght hit the water. Doc was dropping an anchor to keep the ship fromdrifting.

Al nost instantly the bronze man was plunging into the water and swi nmmng with remarkabl e speed
toward Monk’s canoe. Sonething gleaned in the bronze nman’s nouth.

Corded, bronze hands touched the side of the canoe. It tipped somewhat. Then Doc was reaching
inside the boat with the sharp-bladed knife and saying, "The nonent you' re untied, dive out and

swi mtoward the plane."

The sharp knife severed Monk’s bindings. He pulled hinself up and went overboard.

H's legs and arns were stiff frombeing so long in a helpless position. Mnk floundered around
wildly. But the cool water soon brought back circulation and he set out for the plane, sone distance
away now.

He | ooked over his shoul der, and his snmall eyes bul ged.

Not nmore than a quarter of a mle away, directly in the path of the drifting canoes, was the
narrow outlet of the lake. Monk could see water knocking up into the air where it struck the

boul ders at the start of a rapids at the end of the lake. |If the canoes had ever reached that spot,



he and Long Tom woul d have been pounded to deat h!

Hi s gaze swerved. Sone distance to his right, skinny Long Tomwas just piling out of his canoe.
The chem st saw the flash of the bronze giant’s armas he swng clear of the boat. Doc Savage had
rel eased Long Tom

Monk felt the current pull at his arms and his | egs as he plowed toward the anchored plane. If
the canoes had drifted a few hundred yards nearer the start of the rapids, he doubted that they
woul d have been able to sw m back.

Monk was first to reach the anphi bian and pull hinself up on a wing. Doc Savage was next, with
Long Tom fol | ow ng.

The bronze man said: "Were's Ham and Renny?"

Monk expl ained, "We left themin an old car we rented froma garage man in order to get up to the
estate. But we ran out of gas. | was going back for some when—whanl —sonebody used gas grenades!"”
Long Tom put in, "It was that phony garage owner. It was a trick, |oaning us that car, and he
grabbed Monk and me!"

The skinny electrical w zard | ooked even thinner standing on the plane wing in his soaked

cl ot hi ng.

Monk’ s plus fours dragged down around his ankles.

Both aids stared at the giant bronze nan.

"How di d you find us?" Long Tom prodded.

Doc Savage said quietly, "Your plane left near the garage was an indication where you had gone.
But there were two cars up the road | eading into Mayfair. One was snashed. And both were deserted."
" Two

cars!" Mnk exclainmed. "Then they nust ‘a got Ham and Renny, too!" He | ooked nore worried about
sonet hi ng el se, added: "And Habeas!"

"W might try to locate them" suggested Doc.

MONK yanked up the anchor while the bronze man swung into the cockpit of the plane. Shortly they
were in the air, circling the widely wooded area that surrounded the |ake. Once Doc flew back over
the | ake, after Mnk had nmentioned the notorboat with the machi ne gun.

But they saw no trace of any kind of boat on the w de |ake.

Doc said sonewhat grimy, "The sound detector picked up the noise of shots. Otherwi se | mght not
have | ocated you."

"But those four guys who held us captives— Long Tom started.

Doc Savage indicated the | ake beneath them "Dead," he stated quietly. "They were floating toward
the rapids just before | |anded."

Monk’ s honely features were puzzl ed.

"What the blazes, Doc," he started. "I don't get this. First some guys grab me and Long Tom-and

t hen sonebody else kills them Wat’'s the connection?"

Doc Savage's unusual flake-gold eyes were thoughtful. Finally he said, "There is an angle to this
nystery that is not clear."

Monk | ooked at Long Tom He wondered what the bronze man neant.

In the next noment Doc partially explained. He told about the kidnap attenpt on hinself in New
York, of later being lured off his course when he had been foll ow ng Mnk toward Canada.

"Then you weren’t going to the Fortress of Solitude, after all?" Mnk asked.

Doc shook his head. "Not yet."

"But why did they try to kill you?" Long Tom prodded.

The bronze man’s reply surprised both of his aids.

"They didn't!" said Doc. "It was nerely a kidnap attenpt. So far it has no explanation."

"But who— Mdnk started.

"That is also a nystery," said Doc Savage.

"And now," Monk continued, "sone crooks tried to get us out of the way and, in turn, those
crooks—at |east sone of themwere killed."

"That appears to be the case," adm tted Doc.

He fell silent, and shortly they were circling the field where the other plane had been I eft. Doc
cane down for a landing, rolled the plane up close to the first one.

CLI MBI NG out, the bronze man expl ai ned, "The garage has been closed up. Evidently the real owner
has been scared off. It's the only place within mles on this deserted stretch of provincial

hi ghway. "

He indicated the plane that Monk and the others had left in the field the night before.

"You shoul d have taken better precautions before |eaving the plane," he said. "One equi pnent case
and a suitcase are mssing."

Monk blinked. "Blazes!" he cried. "I never thought of that. Maybe we'd better lock it now "

"It has been taken care of," the bronze man said.

He started toward the roadway that Monk and the others had traveled in the car the night before.
The bronze man was now carrying a supersensitive el ectroscope. He | ooked at Long Tom

"Renny was instructed to wear the special inner soles before |eaving New York," Doc said. "Has he
still got on the same shoes?"



The el ectric expert nodded, understanding Doc’s purpose.

For the unnoticeable inner soles were of a netal which, while not radioactive enough to give them
radi o poi soning, were active enough that the supersensitive el ectroscope would register at a
consi derabl e di stance.

Thus the el ectroscope woul d indicate the presence of Renny in the vicinity.

And it did.

A sensitive needle pointed northward, in the very direction of the woods road that |ed toward
Mayfair Estate.

Excited, Long Tom nentioned the tree where he had been held a captive the night before. He |ed

t he way.

At that point, along the big woods road, the needle veered sharply right.

"This way," Doc Savage said. He went on ahead. The vast silence of the forest dropped over them
as they noved quietly beneath the trees.

But all noted that the needl e swung back to a northerly direction and remained there.

It showed that Renny and Ham had been here, and then had returned in the direction of the Mayfair
Estate again. Wre they captives—er were they trailing soneone?

A hal f-hour later they found out.

For they suddenly energed onto a roadway that curved through the vast estate. Following it, they
soon cane to a two-story stone building |ocated at the end of the road. There was a string of garage
doorways located in the front of the structure, at |least a dozen of them

Monk whistled. "Ww " he piped. "lIs that a garage—er a house?"

"Just the garage,"” Long Tom said.

One of the garage doors stood open, and voices cane fromwi thin the building. One was a great
boomi ng voice that carried on the still nmorning air.

"Renny!" Monk cri ed.

They hurried forward—-and soon saw bi g Renny, Ham and another man standi ng around sonet hi ng inside
the |1 ong garage. Ham had just straightened up after picking up something, which he now held in his
fingers. It appeared like a piece of white paper.

Monk frowned. He gl owered at his dapper partner.

"Bl azes!" he muttered. "And | thought you was in trouble! Were did Habeas—

The chemi st stopped, his apelike formgoing rigid. H's gaze followed that of Doc Savage.

The man on the floor had been brutally nmurdered. He had been beaten to death. And he was an

el derly man.

Ham passed the slip of paper to the bronze man and said tensely, "W found this in his hand."

The note read:

THERE |'S ONLY DEATH FOR

THOSE WHO LI VE AT MAYFAI R

Chapter VII1. N CKERSON LOCATES MONK

NO one coul d explain the threatening nessage found in the dead nan’s hand—not even the stranger
with Renny and Monk.

The others learned that the nman was Charlie N ckerson, newy appoi nted manager of vast Mayfair

Est ate.

Charlie N ckerson was a Canadi an, short and solid in stature, good-looking, with dark hair and
eyes and a |lot of jaw.

Doc Savage drew Hamto one side.

"What about Charlie N ckerson?" the bronze nan asked. "Is there any way of checking on hin®"

"l already have," the | awer announced. "Called Mntreal fromthe house when N ckerson wasn't
around. He's O K., Doc. He was sent out here recently by the English representatives of this
estate. They have an office in Mntreal. That’'s where | called.”

Doc nodded.

"And the old nman"—he notioned to where the dead man | ay—=who was he?"

Ni ckerson hinsel f approached themat that nonent. He was able to explain.

"H s name was Sandy," the estate manager said. Nickerson knocked an under slung pipe out on his
shoe, stowed it in the pocket of his coat and | ooked grim H s jaw stuck out another quarter of an
inch. "He was a caretaker on the grounds here for years. H's nurder is about the nost fiendish thing
|"ve ever heard of."

"You have any idea why he was killed?" Doc queri ed.

Ni ckerson’s dark, sharp eyes flashed.

"There could be only one explanation," he said.

"And that?"

"He nust have known sonething that soneone was afraid he m ght reveal."

Doc Savage nmade no conment.

Charlie N ckerson suggested that they go up to the house. It was visible through the trees.

The "house" | ooked like a castle set down in the Canadian wilds. Ggantic was the word for it.
Wher ever you | ooked, it seened that one of the many gabl es was sticking up through the trees. Here
and there, between wi ngs of the mansion, were snmooth, well-kept stretches of green | awn. They passed



a swi mm ng pool and rich gardens.

Monk’ s chest swel | ed.

"And this is all mne!" he said with pride.

Ni ckerson nodded. "That's right, your |ordship."

Doc and Long Tom | earned that Ham had al ready presented the affidavits fromthe New York | aw
firm N ckerson had been expecting Monk—the Earl of Mayfair.

Ham spoke under his breath to Long Tom "That hairy msfit |ooks nore like a tranp than an earl!"
he commented cool ly.

Monk swung around.

"l heard that, shyster!" he nuttered. "See here, have your ancestors ever been traced?"

Ham gri nned.

"Yes," he admtted. "But they were so smart, nobody could catch them "

Monk grow ed in disgust.

HE was a funny sight. H's baggy plus fours had dried now, but they were still hung down around
his ankles. His golf socks had fallen down. He | ooked |like a squat, thick-set golfer who had stood
too long in the rain. Bristly, thick red hair was visible on his knotty | egs.

Renny had been tal king to Doc Savage. He joined the others now, said to Ham "Holy cow Did you
tell them about those crooks who escaped fromus |ast night?"

The | awyer briefly repeated about the incident. He nmentioned how the gunmen had been scared of f

t hrough the woods. Hi s suspicious gaze swng to Mk, who was |istening.

"And that remi nds nme," Ham snapped, "there nust be two of you. If | ever get ny hands on that

ot her honely ape—

Monk drew hinsel f up proudly.

"Listen here, you legal leper," he piped, "don't call me an ape!"

After the argunent had continued for several nonents, Mnk suddenly seened to recall Hanis
earlier remark. H s voice qui eted somewhat and he demanded, "What did you nean, there nust be two of
ne?"

Ham shook his head, puzzled as he studied Mnk’'s honely features.

"He | ooked |ike you, he talked like you," the lawer said nusingly, "and yet he wasn't you! But
where in the universe there could be any poor devil who ever resenbled you is beyond ne! | can't
figure it out."

Doc had been listening, his bronze features a thoughtful mask. Hi s unusual flake-gold eyes caught
sonet hing that everyone el se had m ssed.

It was an expression that came into the eyes of the Canadian, Charlie N ckerson, as Ham nenti oned
the one who had | ooked |ike Monk Mayfair.

They had reached the main entrance to the mansion.

I NSI DE, Monk drew up short, astounded.

They were in a great circular room of high-beaned ceilings, and that contained at |east half a
dozen huge arched doorways that |led to various w ngs of the house.

Ahead of themwas a wide circular staircase that led up to another floor.

The furnishings in the entrance hall were covered. It was obvious that the house had been shut up
for some tine.

Charlie N ckerson said, "Wl cone to Mayfair Manor, your |ordship. You nust excuse the condition
of the house. There has been no tinme to put things in order."

Monk nodded. He was suddenly very condescendi ng.

"My man," he piped, "don't let it worry you. Kings have lived in squalor. This little chateau
will suffice for the tine being." The chenist strode out into the center of the great entrance hall
and stared around.

Ham al nost choked. "Wy did | ever buy that book?" he said beneath his breath.

But Monk had suddenly forgotten that he was an earl. He spoke in a loud voice, head raised toward
the great domed center of the room

"How are you?" Monk said.

The words cane crashing back at himfromthe corners of the vast room

"How are you?"

"I"'mfine!" the chem st said gleefully. He was like a kid with a new toy.

Ham snorted, "Leave hi m al one; he’'s happy."

He followed the others as they were conducted by Charlie N ckerson through the nansion. The

kit chens woul d have done justice to a chain restaurant.

Habeas and Chemistry, the two pets, were seated on chairs before a long table that woul d have
accommodat ed a dozen servants. They were eating.

Ni ckerson indicated several people working in the kitchen. He said, "I was able to get a few
servants hired yesterday. More will arrive today. |n about a week, things will be running snmoothly."
They continued the tour of the house. It took them about an hour.

When they returned to where they had |l eft Mnk, the chem st was m ssing.

It was dapper Ham who found the slip of paper lying on a table. The note read:

THERE IS A CURSE ON



MAYFAI R MANOR.

Ham surprisingly, was the one who pal ed.

"Monk!" he exclai med. "Sonething s happened to him"

Imredi ately a search was started. Every roomin the huge nansi on was covered. An hour |ater the
i mpressi on was general : Sonet hing had happened to Mnk.

The few servants who were already at the estate were called upon to help with the search. Every
corner of the grounds except the vast surrounding w |l derness was covered.

But Monk was not found by nightfall.

DOC SAVAGE hi nsel f was gone nost of the night. Shortly after daybreak he nmet the others in the
mansi on.

Doc announced, "There is a possibility that Monk has been ki dnapped."

"Why?" sonmeone wanted to know.

"The reason, as yet, is not obvious," Doc Savage said. The others had the feeling that the bronze
man was not telling everything he knew. But this was a trait of Doc’s. He never made full

expl anations until he had a nystery conpletely solved—and this one was getting nore invol ved.
Charlie N ckerson, the Canadi an manager of the estate, joined themshortly. He had been out.

He said excitedly, "I have a lead to Hi s Lordship’s whereabouts! |If sone of you could cone with
me—=

Doc Savage ordered, "Ham you and Long Tom go with N ckerson. Renny can stay here at the house."
"A plane woul d be quicker," Charlie N ckerson went on swiftly. "If the information has reached ne

correctly, his lordship is well over a hundred mles west of here!"

Ham and Long Tom st ar ed.

"You' re sure of that?" Ham demanded.

"Positive," Nickerson said. His alert eyes snapped.

Ham | ooked at Doc Savage.

The bronze man nodded. "Use the smaller plane," he said.

Doc made no nention of what he was going to do hinmself, but Ham had an idea that the bronze man
had some plan of his own.

Shortly, N ckerson had a car up fromthe garage. They set out through the big woods for the field
where the planes had been left. They found the planes intact.

Some time later, with Nickerson in the cockpit and giving directions, Hamcircled the area

indi cated by the estate nanager.

It was a particularly lonely stretch of coast line, at a point where the St. Lawence River

wi dened to enter the Gulf of St. Lawrence. Mles of water stretched ahead. It was al nbst as though
they were out over the Atlantic itself.

Ni ckerson indicated a tiny coastal fishing village five thousand feet beneath them "Set a course
directly northeast by east of that village," he said. "Ten mles out in the Gulf of St. Lawence is
the island. Well have to watch sharply or we mght mss it!"

Ham checked the air-speed instrunents closely while skinny Long Tom wat ched the water far bel ow
Finally the electrical wizard let out a yell.

"There it is—dead ahead."

The small island noved up like a green dot in the sea. Hamlost altitude fast, kept droppi ng down
inlong circles until they were skirting treetops of the island in the gulf.

There were tiny inlets along the otherw se rocky shore line of the island. The entire |length of
the thing couldn’'t have been nore than half a dozen miles. Here and there was a short stretch of
sandy beach.

Ham asked, "How did you find out about Mnk?"

Ni cker son expl ai ned qui ckly.

"The garage man—the chap who really owns the place back near Myfair—everheard sonme nmen talking
in a restaurant at our nearest town. They were discussing his |ordship—and also this small fishing
island in the gulf. It was sonething about his |lordship being taken here to an old fishing wharf.
The place has been in disuse for years."

Ham soon pi cked out the wharf and the ol d gray-boarded buil dings. There was no evi dence that
anyone lived on the island now at all.

Soon he had the anphibian set down on the water and was taxiing toward shore. The beach was
sandy, and they were able to clinmb out finally in ankl e-deep water.

They saw one |arge frame buil ding that had been the main fishing plant in years gone past. It was
hal f sagging on its foundati ons. There was al so an ol d boat house.

Long Tom grunbl ed. "Hell! There isn’'t anybody here."

"We'll investigate," suggested Ham

There were doubl e swi nging doors on the big old building, and hasps nade to hol d padl ocks had
long since rusted in the wood. The doors were half open.

Ham worried about his hairy partner, was first to swing inside the building, Long Tom cl ose

behi nd him

And instantly the |awer yelled, "Look out! Trap!"

Men shouted. There was a terrific bedl am



BOTH Ham and Long Tom started to reach for their machi ne pistols.

But sonething fell down over themand their arns got entangled in what felt |like strong cords,
and they ki cked about hel pl essly.

As soon as their eyes grew accustoned to the gloomw thin the wi ndow ess building, they saw how
t hey had been trapped.

Dozens of yards of large fish net had been dropped down over them Sonewhere beyond the outside
of the layers of strong net, nen were batting at Long Tom and Hamwi th clubs. They were trying to
subdue the Doc Savage ai ds!

But Long Tomwas yelling wildly, using assorted kinds of |anguages and still striving to get his
power ful machi ne pistol free.

Ham cursed the luck that had nade himleave his sword cane in the plane. Wth it he could have
sl ashed the netting | oose.

Suddenly a terrific clanor filled the old building. Long Tom s nmachi ne pistol blasted. The racket
was enough to smash eardruns.

There were wild shouts, men scranbling for the doorway.

Ham still entangl ed, nanaged to get out his nmachine pistol also. Its racket added to the din

wi thin the building. Both he and Long Tom were using the "nercy" slugs with which the weapons had
been previously | oaded.

After a while, Long Tom stopped firing. So did Ham

Long Tomnuttered tightly, "Damm!" H s voice echoed hollowy through the old structure. Wsat had
happened becane evident to both the Doc Savage aids.

The thugs had pulled a fadeout. The two aids were |eft alone, enmeshed in the fish nets.
Somewher e beyond the building, a plane notor coughed, sputtered, then settled into a steady
drone. Hamlistened carefully. The notor sound was not the same as their own ship.

He excl ai med, "That boathouse! They had a plane hidden in there!"

The thought didn’t help any. They were still far frombeing free of the clever trap.

When they were, a good fifteen minutes had passed. They raced outside the building. Both stared.
Their own plane had been set adrift. It was already well offshore.

The ot her plane was gone!

And so was Charlie N ckerson. A quick search convinced both men of this fact.

Long Tom for all his unhealthy-I|ooking pal eness, appeared to be ready to tie knots in sonebody.
He flared, "W took it hook, line and sinker!"

Ham nodded grimy.

"And | thought he | ooked honest," the | awyer said gluny.

They both referred to Charlie N ckerson. It was apparent both aids had fallen for a neat trick.
And Monk must have been a captive on the plane that had now conpl etely di sappeared.

Chapter | X. ANNABELLE

THE pl ane was drifting half a mle offshore by the time Ham and Long Tom found the rowboat.

They | ocated the boat drawn up on shore sonme distance away fromthe fish factory. Sun and air had
dried out the boat’s seans, and it |eaked water badly. But at least it floated, and that was
sonet hi ng.

Using an old tin can that he had | ocated ashore, Ham bail ed while Skinny Long Tomrowed. The

el ectrical expert was tough. H's knotty, hard arns were |ike steel. Each pull of those arns
threatened to snap the ol d oars.

Ham was ankl e-deep in water that had filled the bottomof the rowboat. It slowed their progress,
for the craft kept settling lower and lower in the water.

As he bailed, Ham | ooked at Long Tonmis sweat-streaked features and asked, "Do you think Charlie
Ni ckerson was responsible for the death of that old caretaker—Sandy—back at Mnk’'s estate?"

Long Tonis face was thoughtful for a nonent as he continued to pull steadily at the oars.

Finally he said slowy, "I don’t think so."

"Why not?" Ham prodded. "It's obvious that Nickerson led us into a trap here at the island. He's
working with that gang, and |I'Il bet anything they ve got Monk. They were using himfor bait in
order to trap us!"

Long Tonis eyes were puzzled. "You know," he continued, "I think there’'s an angle to this nystery

that we’ve overl ooked. "

"l don't get you," Ham said.

"Well," Long Tom said, "take those guys that grabbed Mk and nme |last night. They weren't
Canadi ans. Two of themtal ked with an accent. | think the others were hired New York thugs."
"So what ?" Ham asked.

"N ckerson didn't look like any crook to me. Canadi ans are square shooters—and that was ny
inmpression of him"

"And yet Nickerson knows sonething," Haminsisted. "There was sonething about his actions, now
that | think of it."

"I"ll admt that," Long Tom agreed. "But look at it this way. Monk and | were grabbed by sone
guys. And then, while we were captives in the canoes, those guys were nurdered by soneone el se.
Why?"



Ham saw what Long Tomwas driving at.

"You nean," he exclainmed, "there’'s two crowds, one working against the other?"

The el ectrical w zard nodded. He peered over his shoulder. Slowy but surely they were gaining on
the drifting plane.

He continued: "There was the kidnap attenpt on Doc in New York before Monk even heard about this
| egacy. What connection has that with Mnk's di sappearance now? Don’t you see? There's two sides to
this thing!"

"Three," the | awyer corrected.

He went on to explain. "There's a fell ow who | ooks |ike Mnk hinmself. W' s he? What’'s he got to
do with it?" Ham paused a nmonent in his steady bailing. "And where’'s he disappeared to?"

Long Tom said, "Maybe Doc has figured out sone of those answers."

They were cl ose to the anphibian now. But the boat was rapidly sinking beneath them The water
had | eaked in faster than Hamcould bail it out with the small tin can.

He said, "I think we'd better swimfor it."

They dived overboard and struck out for the plane. The water was not col d.

Aboard again, Ham frowned at sight of his nussed, soaked clothes. |If there was anything the
dapper | awyer hated, it was a dishevel ed appearance. But at the nmoment there was nothing he could do
about it.

They set out once again for the estate, Long Tomat the controls this tinme, pushing the plane to
its utnost speed limt.

An hour later or so they landed at the field near the garage on the lonely stretch of provincial
hi ghway.

The other plane, the one belonging to Doc Savage hinsel f, was gone.

THE garage owner net them as they clinbed out of their plane. He was of medium height, slender,
with the same stubborn jaw that the two Doc Savage aids had noted in N ckerson, also a Canadi an.
The fellow was carrying an envel ope, and he handed it to Long Tom

"Doc Savage left this for you," he said.

Ham neanwhile, indicated the garage, open for business again.

"You’' ve had no nore trouble fromthose thugs who tied you up the other night?" Ham queri ed.

The garage owner shook his head. "And there isn’t going to be any, if | know anything about it!"
he announced. "There's a Canadi an Mounty working on it. He's trying to trace them The Munty tal ked
to Doc Savage just before he left."

Ham turned to Long Tom "What is Doc’s note about?" he asked.

Long Tom said nothing, but instead passed the | awer the nessage. Ham read:

Keep one of the portable short-wave sets tuned i n—en the usual wave length. Pets are with ne.
"Wonder where Doc’ s gone?" Long Tom asked.

"Only thing we can do is wait," Hamoffered. "We'd better get back to the estate."

But before clinbing into the car that N ckerson had used in bringing themdown fromthe estate,
they renoved one of the equi pment cases fromthe plane. Then they set and | ocked a special alarm
device on the plane before |eaving the field.

I f anyone tanpered with the plane, they could pick up the trouble on the special short-wave sets
whi ch all the Doc Savage aids used in their nobile equipnrent.

The short-wave receivers were tuned to a certain wave length. |If Doc Savage broadcast a nessage,
it would i nmedi ately be picked up.

In the car, Ham and Long Tomreturned to Mayfair Estate.

Big, two-fisted Renny net themthe nonent they entered the nassive entrance hall of the mansion.
Behi nd the giant engineer were four nen wearing the uniforns of the Canadi an Munt ed.

Renny said in his runbling voice, "Trouble!"

He | ooked as sad as an undert aker.

"Troubl e?" Ham denanded.

"We're all pinched!" Renny said.

THE jail was nothing to brag about. There was only one cell, located in a corner of a |arger room
that formed part of a barracks about ten mles from Mayfair Estate.

The sergeant in charge was a big fellow with heavy shoul ders and | arge hands. He stood outside
the cell where Ham Long Tom and Renny were | ocked up, his hands on his hips.

He said coolly, "W don’t get custoners very often up around here, but it |ooks like you guys are
going to stay a while!"

Ham nmoved forward to the heavy bars and said, "And what is the charge?”

"Up here," the husky-1ooking sergeant said, "we call crooks like you fakers. O maybe
sharpshooters. But you don’t get away with it in Canada!"

"Away with what?" Ham denanded.

As a |l awer, he wanted to find out what this was all about. The sergeant, he thought, was being
sonewhat evasive.

"Away with trying to steal Mayfair!" the sergeant snapped. "The man who really owns that place
has ordered the whol e bunch of you arrested."

Ham and the ot hers stared.



Ham cried, "Listen here! W' ve got papers and everything to prove that one of our own associ ates
is the owner of Mayfair. Wy, we even have—=

"Where are they?" their jailer asked.

"There—~ Ham paused, giving a start. He just renenbered. He had turned over all the affidavits to
Monk when they had arrived up here. And now-Mnk was m ssing!

Shrewdl y, Ham said, "You bring on this person who says we stole that estate. Let ne talk to him"
The bi g sergeant gave a bored sigh.

"That’'s just why you guys are going to be here for quite a while," he remarked.

"What do you mean?"

"The owner of Mayfair—the real owner-—has di sappeared. Until we locate him you birds stay put!"
Ham gr oaned.

Natural ly they had not been permitted to bring any belongings into the cell with them Ham was

t hi nki ng of the equi pnent case that was in the car, of the portable short-wave set. They were
supposed to keep in touch with Doc Savage.

They spent the rest of the day and that night trying to think up sone neans of escape. And
finally decided that there was none.

Trying to convince their jailer that they were a part of the Doc Savage organi zati on only brought
one answer .

"You bring Doc Savage here," their guard said, "and we'll talk to him"

"But we don’t know where he is!" Ham conpl ai ned.

"It's just like we figured," the man retorted. "You' re too damm snooth!"

That was as far as Ham coul d get.

But at eight the next norning, when the girl arrived, his hopes soared.

APPROACHI NG their cell, Ham heard the girl say, "One is naned Ham Brooks." Then she nentioned the
names of Renny and Long Tom

"That’s them all right," said the jailer.

Ham i medi ately |iked the sound of the girl’s voice. But when he got a good | ook at the girl
hersel f he |iked that much better.

She was really sonmething to | ook at.

She wasn’'t very big, but what there was of her |ooked trimand dainty in close-fitting knickers
and polished | eather boots. The girl also wore a |ight suede jacket, and her hair—t was dark—was
covered by a bright-colored scarf. She had about the darkest brown eyes Ham had ever seen.

The thought struck him she was either dressed for riding—er flying.

There was sonet hing about her fine features, her determined chin. In the nonent before she
introduced hersel f, Ham suspected who she mi ght be.

"1’ m Annabel | e Ni ckerson,"” the girl announced.

"I figured you were a Nickerson," Hamsaid, smling. "You' re Charlie N ckerson's sister?"

The girl nodded.

Renny and Long Tom had been dozing on a cot within the cell. They cane to their feet, skinny Long
Tom | ooking particularly angry.
"What 1’1l do to that guy N ckerson when | catch up with him" he grated.

Ham sai d sharply, "Wait a mnute, Long Toml The girl has sonething to tell us."

He | ooked at Annabel |l e Ni ckerson.

"What is it?" Hamwanted to know.

Briefly, the girl explained.

She nentioned how she had | earned fromthe servants at Mayfair that they—Ham Long Tom and
Renny—had been arrested. "And there was a note fromny brother," Annabelle N ckerson added. "He left
it with one of the servants."”

"Not e?" Ham asked.

"Yes. In it, Charlie said something about going with some of you to |ook for a person naned Monk.
He also said that if he did not return, | was to get in touch with Doc Savage or sone of you

i medi ately. "

Ham excl ai ned, "But we can’t find Doc Savage oursel ves!"

The girl nodded.

"l understand that," she said. "But | happen to know where he went."

"YQU know?" Ham was astounded at how the girl knew so nmuch about the bronze nman’s novenents.

"Yes," admitted Annabelle Nickerson. "You see, | talked to Doc Savage before he left. He told ne
he didn't want to | eave too nmuch information in that note. He was afraid it m ght not reach you. So
| was to give you the rest of his nmessage."

Ham caught the gl ance that Renny gave him At |east, the Doc Savage aids knew, the girl was
telling the truth in a part of her statenent—the part about the note | eft by Doc Savage. O herwi se,
how coul d she have known about the nessage |left with the garage owner?

Ham asked, "Then where is Doc?"

"He's headed for the arctic!" the girl said, and it gave themall a start. "He has a lead to the
wher eabouts of that one naned Monk."

The three aids thought that over. It was nystifying, to say the |east.



Annabel | e Ni ckerson’s frank brown eyes | ooked abruptly worri ed.

"And ny brother, Charlie," she raced on, "is in trouble, too. I'll go with you. | saw your plane
back there at the field. | can fly, and |’'ve knocked all around the northern parts of Canada. | even
went on a prospecting trip with Charlie once. | know the country."

Ham snmiled wyly, spread his hands in a hopel ess gesture. He liked this girl. He thought she was
telling the truth. And she was gane enough to go with theml

He said, "It looks like we're not going any place. They' re hol ding us here because they think

we' re crooks, too!"

Annabel | e gave Ham Brooks a brief, warmsmle. She nurnmured, "Wait a minute. | spoke to the
lieutenant on the way in. | happen to know about your friend' s claimto Mayfair Estate. | explained

to the lieutenant how you all have been duped."
She noved off toward a doorway that |led to sone sort of office.
Renny said in his crashing voice, "Holy cowm If she can really get us out of this jug!'"

Ski nny Long Tom snorted in disgust. "Ham always falls for a pretty dane!" he said. "lI'd like to
know just what she's up to."
Ham said quietly, "I believe that girl was telling the truth."

When Annabel |l e Nickerson returned with the guard, they all had to adnmit one thing. At |east she

had influence with the officials here.

Because the cell door was unl ocked, swung open, and the guard said, "You guys are sure getting a
break. "

Chapter X. DEATH | SLAND

APPROXI MATELY si x hours later, the plane carrying the girl—-Annabell e N ckerson—and Ham Renny and
Long Tom was hundreds of miles north of Monk’s Quebec estate. The coast of Labrador |ay behind them
now. They had barely touched the nost eastward end of Hudson Strait. The plane was flying at ten

t housand feet over Lower Davis Strait, nearing the Arctic Crcle, and it was doing well over two
hundred m | es an hour.

Renny, at the nonment, was at the controls. The girl was seated beside him She had taken turns
relieving himat the controls. Even the big two-fisted engi neer of Doc Savage’'s organi zation had
been favorably inpressed by the girl’'s know edge of isolated northern Canada.

She reminded him in a way, of the bronze man’s own cousi n—Pat Savage. The courage of the two

girls was simlar.

But back in the cabin of the anphibian, Long Tomwas still arguing with the dapper |awer, Ham
Long Tom was conplaining, "I still don't trust her. You've just fallen for her good |ooks. You

and Monk! Danes are al ways taking you over!"

Ham f r owned.

"This one is different,"’
us."

"She’'s probably got a good notive!" Long Tom snapped. He stabbed a finger at the cabin w ndows.
Bel ow them as far as they could see to right and left, was endl ess water.

Somewher e, approximately two hundred mles to the east, lay the southern part of Geenland; an
al nost equal distance to the right, Baffin Island.

"What woul d Doc be doi ng up here?" the unhealthy-1looking electrical expert denanded.

"That’s what we plan to find out!" Ham snapped.

"Yeah." Long Tom | ooked di sgusted. "But why haven't we heard from Doc? He said in that note that
he woul d keep in touch with us by radio."

At the remark, Ham | ooked worried. It was the one thing that puzzled him+this [ack of word from
the bronze man.

For two hours past now, they had been calling Doc Savage at regular intervals on the plane's
short-wave transmtter.

But as yet there had been no reply.

Ham said, "But | still say the girl is honest. Take that notation which she gave us after we got
started—the directions fromDoc. It gave the exact longitude and latitude of that island near the
Arctic Crcle—+the one we're to look for."

"It could be a fake," Long Tom sai d.
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he insisted. "She got us out of jail, didn't she? She's trying to help

"But it was in Doc’s handwriting," Ham countered. "That proves he net the girl." He sighed
wearily. "You're about the toughest guy to convince | ever saw."
Long Tom shrugged. "Well, | still don't like it," he finished.

Ham didn't admt it, but he, too, was worried somewhat about the directions supposedly given to
Annabel | e Ni ckerson by Doc Savage.

In the first place, Ham wondered, how had Doc | earned about the desolate inland somewhere in
Davis Strait, mles off the coast of Geenland? And why was he going there?

Furthernore, why hadn’t Doc tried to contact then?

It was all quite a nystery.

But a part of that nystery might have been explained to the |l awer if he had known about the
passenger that Doc Savage carried in his own plane.

THE passenger was a captive. He sat in a cockpit seat beside the bronze man, his hands and ankl es



handcuffed. He was tied into the seat. The two pets, Habeas and Chemistry, were in the cockpit also.
Behind them the cabin of the plane showed where there had been a fight. Equi pnent cases and

pi | es of |uggage had been scattered about. And for good reason.

The man seated besi de Doc Savage was well over six feet tall. He had a mean jaw and a | ong,

ridged scar on one cheek which showed that at some time in the past he had been slashed by a knife.
Doc Savage had found the man hiding in the plane at the field near Mink’s estate. There had been

a terrific fight. Wth the fellow finally subdued, Doc had used his peculiar truth serumon the man.
The truth serumwas a product of the bronze man’s chemical genius. It had the magical effect of
renmovi ng the conversational brakes fromthe consciousness of the person to whomit was adm nistered.
It nunbed the patient’s ability to consciously resist.

The captive—who appeared to have the name of Wal do—had unwillingly told about the isolated island
location in Davis Strait, sonewhere off the coast of G eenland.

The man had tried desperately to withhold the information. He had been strong-w |l ed enough to
reveal nothing further—at the time Doc Savage had found himin the plane and given himthe truth
serum

But along with nmention of the strange island, Waldo had | et sonething slip about Monk. Not nuch.

But enough to | et Doc Savage know that Monk nust be a captive on the island well over a thousand

m | es northward.

Doc had used nore of the serum-and the captive had | ost consci ousness.

It was shortly after this that the bronze nan had net Annabell e N ckerson before he hinself set

out to fly to the island near the Arctic Crcle.

For hours now, Doc Savage had been at the controls. It had been just a few nonents ago that

Wal do, the captive, had regai ned consci ousness.

From the vacant stare in his lidded eyes, it was evident that he was still partially under the
effects of the serum

Doc said, "You were telling about the island in Davis Strait. Wiy was Mnk taken there?"

For a noment the captive was astounded to find himself tied in the cockpit seat. H s worried gaze
went to the window, and he stared.

"Where are we?" he demanded. Hi s grating, harsh voice was not pleasant.

Doc consulted his wist watch. "In a few nonents," he pointed out, "we should be over Death
Island. That happens to be the place you nmentioned when you were under the effects of the drug."
"Drug?"

Doc Savage told about the truth serum "You did a little talking," he expl ained.

Wal do, for all his size and belligerent appearance—+ooked scared.

"What did | tell you?" he asked, suspicious.

"That one of ny assistants naned Monk is being held a captive at Death Island,"” Doc said quietly.
There was an effort on the part of Waldo to hold his tongue still, but the effects of the serum
were still upon him

He blurted, "Well, he is!"

"Way was he taken there?" Doc prodded again.

"They’ re gonna make hi m hel p—~ WAl do caught hinself, tried to cover up. It was plain that he was
fighting the last effects of the drug. Perspiration was on his brow.

"I won't talk!" he snapped finally.

No further anpunt of questioning would nake the nan reveal what it was he had been going to say
about the hairy chem st.

Dar kness—+t was close to ten in the evening—was half an hour away when Doc Savage picked out the
i sl and separated by hundreds of mles of water fromthe nainl and.

DEATH | SLAND was a good nane for the spot below. Even fromthe height at which the bronze nman was
flying, he could see that the island was conposed mainly of a tremendous ice sheet. The size of the
i sl and was astoundi ng.

Doc Savage estimated that it nust be close to a hundred mles long and half as wi de. The ice
sheet, in the form of nountainous ridges, extended fromthe center of the island outward.

Doc | ost altitude, dropped toward one shore line of the island. The coastal area itself—t was at
much |ower altitude than the interior—showed stretches of green. Not trees, but scrubby stuff that
grew | i ke brush along the ground.

The air was not cold.

This island, Doc had estimated, would be somewhat simlar to Geenland, |ying a couple of hundred
ml|es eastward. In the sunmer nonths—t was August now-the clinmate here was fairly mld. Even in
Greenl and they raised things like lettuce and turnips during m dsumrer.

There was only one difference here below. There seenmed to be no sign of habitation.

Doc dropped the plane | ower and flew southward al ong the western shore line. He noted fjords that
started as nmere crevices at the sea, then extended inland until they becane towering walls of

i ce-coated rock. The ice was everywhere a few mles inland.

Doc | ooked at his captive.

"Monk is being held a prisoner down there?"

Wal do nodded. "There's only a couple of guys on the place," he adnmitted reluctantly. "And there’'s



some Eskinos. "

"What part of the island?" Doc wanted to know.

"You keep heading south and we'll pick it up in a nonent."

It was fast growi ng dusk. There was little tine left if they were going to find the place Wl do
was tal ki ng about.

But shortly the captive | eaned closer to the window and said, "There it is! That little inlet
just ahead."

Doc | ooked.

The place woul d have been easy to pass up. But flying | ow now, he saw the thatch-roofed huts, the
kayak boats drawn up on a stretch of beach. Figures were soon visible bel ow-ren.

Wal do said: "That's just them dunb Eski nos. They don’t know that aid of yours is a captive up
here. They don't know what it's all about."

The bronze man nade no comment. Under the effect of the truth serum the nman naturally had given
away sone details. But how nmuch had he hel d back?

What | ay ahead was a question.

Doc flew over the desol ate-|ooking spot tw ce, then canme down until he barely cleared the water
of fshore. Dozens of kayaks were in the water now, pushing out to investigate the nystery of the
great flying bird. Dark-skinned Eskinbs were in the boats.

Eski mos were a harnl ess people. Perhaps Doc could enlist themin the search for Mnk. There were
at least twenty-five nen in the boats. They appeared anxi ous to see whoever was in the plane.
Doc brought the plane down on the water, taxied toward the approaching kayaks, then cut his
motors. Dropping an anchor, he stepped out onto the wing. They had arrived just in time, for it was
al nost dark.

The Eskinps were drawing close in the snall boats.

Doc returned to the cockpit and rel eased the captive. He said, "It would be better not to try to
escape. "

Wal do stared at the giant bronze nman, nodded. The expression on his scarred features said that he
understood the capabilities of Doc Savage. They returned to the wi ng.

Doc called a greeting in the Eskinop | anguage.

There was an answering reply.

It was in English, and the speaker rapped: "Hold still right where you are, Savage, or we'll

bl ast you right off that plane!"

| MVEDI ATELY, other voices added to a regul ar bedl am of sound. There were wild shouts of

exci tement.

Soneone yel |l ed, "Doc Savage wal ked right into the trap!"

The kayaks were cl ose now. Wat the bronze man had thought were dark-ski nned Eski nbs were
hard-1ooking thugs with features that had been stained a dark-brown. Guns appeared.

Doc whirled to the big fellow who had been his captive. Sonething about the bronze nman's tense,
giant figure gave the fell ow warning.

He screamed in fear, "Watch him Watch Doc Savage!"

A gun roared. The slug tore close over the bronze man’'s head. Soneone ordered, "No tricks,
Savage!"

But Doc Savage went off the wing of the plane in a fast, snooth dive and cut through the surface
of the water with scarcely a ripple. He went down—down—

The water was cold, ice-cold, but the condition of the bronze giant’s scientifically trained body
made himable to withstand the col d.

He had taken a deep breath as he dived fromthe plane. He was capable of holding his breath for
several nonents.

Wth powerful, swift strokes, Doc Savage swam beneath the surface. The distance he could cover
underwat er woul d be deceptive to those watching fromthe boats above.

Finally he cane up—fifty yards away. He broke the surface without a sound, took one brief ook,
went under again.

The men in the boats had been yelling wildly. On shore, nore men were |ined up, watching, and
torches were being |ighted.

Doc took a course parallel to the rocky shore. He cane up twi ce nore. Because it was now dark,
this probably accounted for his |life being saved. The men could not see him

But they realized one thing. Sooner or |ater the bronze nman had to touch shore. The third tine
Doc cane to the surface he saw the men with flares spreadi ng out, covering the cove.

It was only a matter of nmonents until they would be at the spot that lay directly ahead of Doc
Savage.

He made one nore |last dive, swam furiously until his feet touched bottom Then, silently, he
pushed out of the water and gai ned the rocky shore. The nmen were draw ng cl ose.

But Doc Savage, w th uncanny speed, clinbed up over the rocks. His figure blended with the
darkness of the night. He made a hasty retreat away fromthe shore Iline.

Behind him nen were shouting wildly. Mre flares were being lighted. The search was on.

The question was: Could he find a place to hide, even to survive in this barren | and?



Chapter XI. THE SEARCH

AT m dnight, the bronze man was still being sought on Death Island. There was no noon, and the

ni ght was now bl ack. The searchers used inprovised flares that cast |ong, weird shadows over the
rocky terrain.

At first the chase after Doc Savage had been a wild, disorganized sort of thing. But now the
searchers were using a system

Working froma base near where Doc’s plane had | anded, the nen had been divided into snal

groups. Each group was assigned a certain area to cover. They reported back every hour. There was
al so anot her reason for this

The night was getting cold—ntensely cold, as nights did up here. A huge fire had been built near
the shore, and the various searching parties returned in order that the nen could get warm

The men had found Habeas and Chemistry hiding in the plane cabin. The two pets had been brought
ashore. Big Waldo hinself had expl ai ned about the pets, and everyone had thought it quite a joke
when they were unl oaded from a kayak

But the joke was short lived. The instant the two pets were on shore they nade a break for
freedom

Habeas ni pped the man carrying him was instantly dropped in fright, and the pig went streaking
off into the darkness as he gave forth frightened squeals. He traveled with remarkabl e speed
Chemistry did |ikewi se—after alnpst twisting off his captor’s ear.

Sonmeone swiftly raised a gun and sent a streamof |ead after the two pets. The slugs ricocheted
of f rocks sonme distance in fromthe shore

But in the dark shadows that |ay beyond the reach of the flares it was inpossible to tell whether
the bullets had taken effect or not

Sormeone yel |l ed an order

"You better lay off the shooting," he called out. "The boss wants that bronze guy alive, you
dopes!"

H gh on a rocky cliff a half mle back fromshore, Doc Savage heard the command. Hi s remnarkabl e
hearing caught every word.

Usual |y crooks and villains sought the death of the bronze giant. For he had too often thwarted
their evil purposes. But these men wanted himalive. There nust be some strange reason for this
The flares grew cl oser

Doc Savage retreated farther into the barrens that formed the major part of Death |sland

Sorme tinme during the night the two pets found him

HABEAS was breat hing hoarsely. The pig was not built for clinbing the steep, rocky enbanknments
that rose sharply fromthe sea

Cheni stry had done better—though he was shivering with the chill of the night air.

Doc Savage renoved his coat and wapped it around the chinp. H's own clothes were practically dry
agai n, since he had been noving at renmarkabl e speed, and the heat of his body had dried them
There was so nmuch scrubby stuff grow ng anmong the rocks that he could have built a fire. But this
was too dangerous. Wth the two pets at his side, he kept working his way inland. He dared not even
use a flashlight, and he had one in his clothing—ene of the spring-generated type of his own
devi si ng

The route that Doc Savage had chosen constantly grew steeper. He was continually noving into

hi gher altitude. The scraggly stuff that passed for vegetation slowy thinned out, finally

di sappeared conpletely. The air was col der

Doc Savage recalled the ice sheet he had observed fromthe plane—the great section of glacier
that formed the major part of this barren land. He nust be drawing closer to it at each nonent

But it was the only neans he had of tenporary safety. To return to the coast |ine would nean
bei ng found by the searching parties. Doc Savage was not ready for that-—yet

For he carried little nmeans of self-defense. Departure fromthe plane had been too sudden for

t hat +though he was still wearing his special-equi pment vest, and in the many pockets of the vest
were smal |l gadgets that the bronze man used often

But —aoul d t hey be enough in this desolate | and of ice and waste?

Al so, the route was hazardous. The bronze man had to depend upon his renmarkably trained senses to
guide him He had noted that the particular ridge he was clinbing skirted the beginning of a fjord
The sheer rock walls of the fjord were constantly growi ng higher. Death lay below if Doc Savage took
a wong trail and plunged over the edge

An hour after mdnight the northern |lights appeared and |ighted the bronze man’s way.

The northern |ights—the aurora boreal i s—appeared as a brilliant tapestry of bright reds and
greens and yellows in the northern heavens. Great rays and streamers of light shot intermttently
into the sky. Doc Savage could find his way well now.

But al ways, behind him the flares followed |ike faraway stars. Searchers were still on the
bronze man's trail. Relentlessly the nen foll owed.

Sorme tinme during the night Doc Savage heard the far-off, faint humof a plane notor thousands of
feet overhead. He i medi ately thought of Renny and the others

A part of the small equipnment that Doc carried in his vest was a mdget-sized radio receiver. |t



was small enough to fit in a vest pocket. O special construction, however, it was strong enough to
pi ck up short-wave broadcasts at considerabl e distances.

Doc used the receiver now, pressing it close against his sensitive ears. He |listened sharply.

If Renny and the others were in that noving plane, surely they woul d be sending out a call,
trying to contact Doc Savage.

But only silence cane fromthe tiny radio device. Silence, that is, except for a continual
crackling that disrupted all chance of picking up any sort of clear reception.

It was odd. The device should have picked up sonething, if only faraway radi o signals of ships
far at sea. But instead, there was nothing.

The col d grew nore intense.

SHORTLY after dawn, the second plane flew over Death |sland.

Only this one was flying much |lower than the one that had passed at a high altitude during the
cold night. It barely skinmred the rocky | edges.

Doc Savage energed fromthe cave that was in a rocky cliff high above sea | evel -a cave that was
|l ocated very close to the ice sheet itself. His clothing blended with the drab rock on which he was
standi ng. He stood notionless. He had ordered the two pets—Habeas and the chi mp—back into the
openi ng behind him

He stood there watching the plane.

It passed, continued on a circular, searching course. Shortly another notor droned in the

di stance. Soon the second pl ane was passing not far off.

The bronze man’s fl ake-gol d eyes were sharp and intense. He stared upward.

It was his own anphi bi an.

Seeing the two planes, Doc Savage realized that crooks on Death |sland nmust have a ship of their
own. They were using both planes in the search for hinself—a search, it appeared, that was going to
continue night and day until the bronze giant had been found.

To venture forth in the daylight meant the alnost certain possibility of being seen by the men in
t he pl anes.

Doc Savage, if necessary, could go for days without food. But already the two pets were getting
restl ess. They had been rooting around inside the small hide-out, |ooking for something to eat.
The search for something to eat woul d have to be made at ni ght—and nmuch nearer sea |level. There
sone vegetation grew. It would nmean goi ng back toward those who sought Doc Savage.

The searchers nust have realized this. They kept up the steady hunt with the planes throughout
the day.

And that night, when the darkness cane, they dropped flares!

Bright flares that burned brilliantly for at |east an hour. Wen one started to dim another was
dropped. G eat chunks of barren |land were sharply illum nated.

The search continued all that night. And the foll ow ng day. Three days passed.

On the norning of the fourth day, at the base fromwhich the searching parties were operating,
the bent, agel ess-1oo0king old Eskinmo arrived.

On his broad, strong back was a pack of furs that he nust have trapped somewhere on the island.
Though in the daytime it was fairly warm he wore a fur cap and old fur clothes that added to his
size. For an elderly man, he | ooked rugged and capable. Hi s brown-skinned features were lined with
the effects of bright sunlight and tine.

Speaki ng in Eskimb, he asked to confer with the | eader of the nen.

Few understood him Those who did only knew a few of the Eskinmo words. But one of their nunber
was sent for.

Soneone said, "Talk to him Lou. You can speak his lingo."

Lou had picked up the | anguage. He asked the ol d Eski nb what he wanted.

The ol d man said, "You are |ooking for soneone?"

Lou’s eyes narrowed. He was a little wiry man with sharp, suspicious eyes. He had the kind of
face that woul dn’t be pleasant to nmeet in dark alleyways.

In the old fellow s native tongue, Lou denmanded, "What are you getting at, grandpop?"

The old man’s eyes were w se. He nodded his head know ngly.

He said, "You are seeking the one with skin the color of the sun at dusk—the man who is very big.
I's that not right?"

Lou gave a start. He turned to those with him said excitedly, "I think this old coot has a line
on Doc Savage."

"You know where that nman is?" Lou demanded, speaking in Eskinp again.

The ol d fell ow nodded.

"I know the trail," he said. "I can lead you there." H's eyes | ooked hopeful. "Perhaps you wll
buy some of ny furs?"
Lou | aughed. He said, "W’ Il buy anything you got if you know where we can | ocate that bronze

guy. Cone on! You' d better talk to the boss hinself!"

He led the way toward one of the crudely made thatch huts. They entered the structure.

And passed right on through it.

For at its rear, where it was built up against a steep enbanknent, the old Eskino found hinself



in the natural cavern that forned a huge, vaulted roomwi thin the earth

Chapter XII. CLUE TO DOC SAVAGE

INSIDE the cavern, hard-eyed little Lou turned to the aged Eskinp and asked, "And what do you

think of this, grandpop?”

The ol d man stared

Crooks grouped around himand grinned and shook their heads. One man voi ced the opinion that was
runni ng through many m nds

"Too bad the old guy can't appreciate it, eh?" he said

"It’s sure got himbanboozl ed!" commented anot her

The cavern was |ike sonething out of the inaginings of Jules Verne

First, it appeared to be sone sort of extensive |aboratory. There were retorts and test tubes and
chem cal equi pment everywhere. The whol e place was electrically |lighted, and somewhere in the depths
of the huge cavern a turbine hummed with a steady, shrill whine. Apparently it was the source of
power for the hidden |aboratory

Al sorts of apparatus were stored on shelves along the high walls of the place. There were druns
of chem cals, carboys of acids, electrical equipnent that had not yet even been put in use

But the nost spectacul ar sight was the row of nen in | aboratory aprons who were working at the

many tables. They did not have the kind of faces of those with the Eskinmp trapper. They did not | ook
l'i ke hired hoodlunms at all

Intelligence was stanped on the faces of all those who were working in various parts of the

strange | aboratory. Intelligence—and sonething el se

Despai r!

The worknen’s faces were strained and lined. Gaunt, it was easy to see why. They were captives
here, being forced to work in the weird | aboratory.

Because each man was chai ned, by one foot, to a heavy steel stake that was enbedded in the floor
Per haps the ol d Eskinp understood a part of this. He stared, unspeaking, at the strange sight
Hard-faced thugs with guns in holsters at their hips noved about the huge cavern room Fromtime to
tine a guard spoke to one of the workers, snarled sonething in a harsh voice

A man passed through the room and stopped at various tables and workbenches, and here and there
gathered up papers that |ooked |ike some sort of reports. O perhaps they were new devel opnents of
formulas. There were assortnents of queer-looking letters and figures on the papers that were picked

up
Lou was still grinning at sight of the old man's anazenent. He urged the Eskinp on
"This ain’t nothin', grandpop!" Lou said in the old nman's tongue. "Cone along. We'll find Lucky

Napol eon in one of the other shops."

They continued on through the cavern, cane to another underground room It was simlar to the
first strange | aboratory. They passed on to still another.

The way it was arranged, the caverns were all a series of naturally formed roons that followed a
rocky cliff along the shore |line of the nmountainous island. At sone distance fromthe point where
they had entered by nmeans of the innocent-looking thatch huts, an inlet cut in fromthe sea. The
inlet was really the beginning of one of the many high-walled fjords that sliced the island at
various points

And in this one, where the sheer rock walls rose steeply skyward, an arched entranceway was
formed that led to a sea-level cave. The opening to the natural underground waterway was trenmendous
in size

There was a | arge cabin plane anchored just inside the donmed entranceway!

A wal k was built fromone of the strange |aboratories right down to the water’'s edge. There
appeared to be quite a current, as though water com ng through here originated in some subterranean
river farther back in the series of underground caves. It was fromfarther back in this last cave
that sound of the powerful turbine canme

A man cane striding along a pathway that |ed fromone of the cavern roons.

Lou said quickly, "Well, here we are, grandpop. Here's the boss. Meet Lucky Napol eon!"

THERE was one thing about Lucky Napol eon that suited his name. He was a short, plunmp man with the
stance of a cocky little arny general. But that was about all.

On his hard features was stanped an expression that was sinisterly evil. H's own henchrmen did not
meet his cold, unblinking eyes for nore than a second or two at a tine.

Lucky Napol eon wore the uniformof an arny officer—but it was not the uniformof any particular
country. Rather, it nust have been sonething created at the nman’s own orders. It contained gold
braid, fancy trimmngs that woul d have been sufficient for a dozen ordinary uniforns. Lucky Napol eon
appeared to be a man with a fixation that he was a great power.

In a way, he was.

Lucky Napol eon was about the worst rogue who had ever been run out of Europe. Hi's schenes, from
time to time, had involved mllions. He was somewhat of a devil

Lucky Napol eon | ooked at his men, at snall, hard-1ooking Lou, and at the fur-clad Eskino.

"Wl ?" the crine | eader demanded

There was sonmething in the way he said the single word that brought every man alert. Each man was



expectant—and a little afraid.

Lou quickly expl ai ned about the arrival of the Eskinp, of the clue to Doc Savage’'s whereabouts.
"He knows where that bronze guy is!" Lou said excitedly.

"Then what you waiting for?" Lucky Napol eon snapped. "Cet busy! Go with himand grab Doc Savage!"
"O K., chief," said Lou quickly. "But we just wanted you to know—

He broke off as the racket came from an opening at one end of the cavern room Faces turned, and
everyone listened. It sounded abruptly as though a bear had been turned | oose.

"Dang bl ast your yellow hides!" cane the roaring, excited voice. "l ain't a-gonna do it!"

It was the squalling voice of the chem st, Mnk Mayfair!

Bl ows followed. And then, swiftly—silence.

An evil grin touched the harsh features of Lucky Napol eon. He | ooked at small, wiry Lou and
commented, "Ten gets you five that he follows orders by tomorrow.” And then, as an afterthought, he
added: "See that he gets nothing to eat for another twenty-four hours. |I'Il cool that bozo off!"

Lou notioned to one of his assistants, and the man noved toward the adjoi ning cavern room from

whi ch the noi se had cone.

"Al'l right," Lucky Napol eon rapped. "Get started with this old geezer!"

Lucky Napol eon had been idly flipping a coin in his hand as he gave brief orders. The coin had

| anded once again in his right fist, and now his fingers were closed over it. He held out his closed
fist and | ooked at Lou.

It nust have been a gane they played often, for little Lou's brow furrowed and he | ooked

t hought ful a noment.

Then he said hopefully, "Tails!"

Lucky Napol eon said confidently, "Fifty says its heads."

"O K.," said Lou.

The crine | eader opened his fist. The coin was "heads" up. Lucky Napol eon grinned briefly.

"That’s two hundred and fifty you owe nme," he said, and wal ked off.

"That guy!" conpl ained Lou. "He al ways w ns!"

The search for Doc Savage started within a half-hour.

THE smal| cave high up on the nmountainous | edge showed signs of habitation. There were scraps of
food. Fish that nmust have been caught, sonmehow, down at sea |evel. Remmins of various types of wld
berry bushes. There had al so been a small fire.

But there was no one in the cave.

Lou—he was acconpani ed by a dozen of his hard-faced assistants—+ooked at the aged Eski no.

"Well," he said, "you were right, grandpop. Doc Savage was here. But where is he now?"
The fur-clad, bent old man |l ed the way outside the rocky hide-out. He carefully noved al ong a
narrow | edge that bordered the cliff wall. He pointed ahead.

A section of the narrow | edge—+t was barely a foot wi de—had broken | oose fromthe main rock wall
and crunpl ed. A sheer drop of two thousand feet lay below the spot. At the base of the fjordlike
preci pi ce shimered the snmooth, deep water of the inlet fromthe sea.

Lou and the others stared. "You think," Lou started, "that the bronze guy fell when that |edge
gave way?"

The Eski nb nodded. He pointed to a tiny outcropping of rock a dozen feet bel ow where the narrow
| edge had crunpl ed.

Red fluid was clear on the point bel ow

Lou suddenly understood. The men with himdid al so.

One excl ai ned, "Ww Doc Savage nmust have struck that point of rock as he fell!"

That appeared to be the general idea.

They spent sone tinme searching for the two strange ani mal s—the scrawny pig and the small ape. But
they did not |ocate them It was decided that the aninals nust have plunged two thousand feet to
their death, also.

Later they returned and reported the news to Lucky Napoleon. In their estimation, the old Eskinp
trapper was sonewhat of a hero. If it hadn’'t been for him they would not have known about Doc
Savage.

Lucky Napol eon cursed wildly when he heard the report.

"Now were stuck!" he said grinmy.

Lou pointed out, "But we still got the other one. And if we |ocate those guys in the plane—=
Strangely, Lucky Napol eon’s manner quickly changed. He | ooked sharply at Lou and sone of the

ot hers.

"l’ve got a job for grandpop, here," he said. "We'Il give hima job as a guard over these punks."
He indicated the chai ned nen—the prisoners who were busy with experiments in the weird

| aboratory.

Lou was given the task of explaining to the elderly Eskinp. The old trapper was assigned to guard
duty.

Then Lucky Napol eon called his aids to one side. They disappeared toward an adj oi ni ng cavern
room The Eskinpb was left with one or two of the other guards.

A door had been fashioned for the adjoining small room The nmoment Lucky Napol eon was inside with



the others, he swung on them and sai d:

"Now get this, you chunps. We'll use the one who | ooks |ike that Monk for bait."
Al'l eyes were questi oning.

It was Lou who asked, puzzled, "I don't get it, chief."

"Fool s!" Lucky Napol eon roared. "We’ve got to set a trap for that bronze guy!"
Everyone st ared.

"What the hell!" Lou started. "Doc Savage is dead! W saw where—
Lucky Napol eon’s harsh features were twisted in fury.

"Dead, hell!" he snarled. "The Eskino hinself is Doc Savage!"
Chapter XII1. WTHOUT DI RECTI ON

THROUGHOUT t he remai nder of that day, Doc Savage, his eyes missing no single detail of the cavern
| ayout, made nmental notes of the strange experinments that were taking place on this unusual place
that was Death Island.

For Doc Savage, as Lucky Napol eon had informed his henchnmen, was the aged-appearing Eski no.

The ni ght before, Doc had cone across the deserted trapper’s hut far up the coast line of the
island. He had | ocated the old clothing that some past Eskino had worn. He had thus quickly thought
of the disguise that would enable himto |earn nore about the nmystery of Death Island.

The pets he had left in a safe retreat, far fromthe base canp from which the searching parties
wor ked. A special type of skin dye and the careful use of collodion had changed the bronzed nman’'s
features into that of a weathered-I|ooking old Eskinm. The stoop of his shoulders and tiny glass eye
caps had done the rest.

And now, unnol ested, he noved about as a guard in the weird | aboratories controlled by Lucky
Napol eon. It did not take the bronze man long to realize that the captives held here were all
chem sts and scientists. The experinments upon which they were working reveal ed that.

And the captives were being forced to work. Once a day, he observed, they were fed. If the work
they had done for that particular day was not satisfactory, they went hungry. It was a devilish
scheme that was being used in order to force brilliant mnds to perfect the fornulas of a fiend!
As he was shown about by another of the guards, Doc realized that a part of the experinents dealt
with sone new type of snall airplane bonb. The nanes of the chenmicals and the construction of the
weapon itself told the bronze nan this.

There were other things, and all of them Doc saw, were the deadly devices of war.

Doc Savage had the feeling that he was under suspicion. There had been sonething about Lucky
Napol eon’ s actions that had tipped himoff. But as yet no nove had been nade to capture him But
that, in a way, could be expl ai ned.

Doc recalled the attenpted kidnapping in New York City. These crooks did not want to harm him
They needed him for sonething. Perhaps they were even schem ng now on some nethod of capturing him
maki ng hima prisoner without a fight or bl oodshed.

But the question still renmined: Wiere did they have Mnk?

Doc Savage had not been shown into any workroom where the hairy chemi st mght be a captive. He
recall ed the struggle that had taken place earlier—-when Monk had fought wi th someone—but even though
on his rounds of the | aboratories the bronze man had been taken through that adjoining room the
chem st had not been a captive therein.

There were huge underground storeroons containing hundreds of |arge druns of gasoline and oil.
The dynano plant itself was a clever installation.

Located wel|l up the underground seaway in which a plane was stored, water power froma
subterranean river was utilized. The water power, passing through the large turbine, was used to
generate electricity for lighting and machinery.

The place was a veritable devil’s workshop!

Some time that sane evening, the second plane returned to the cavern hangar. It was the bronze
man’s own!

Doc Savage had to use infinite care not to show that he had recogni zed his own anphi bi an. Posi ng
as the Eski mb who only knew airplanes as sone sort of strange flying birds, he acted scared and
amazed as the second plane was floated into the large cave that |ed off the ocean inlet.

It was later that sanme night that Mnk escaped.

DOC SAVAGE, along with two of the guards—the bronze nan had a strong suspicion that they never

| eft himal one because he was suspected—had gone out to the strip of narrow beach to help with sone
t ask.

It was while they were out there that the shout came fromthe first cavern that |ay beyond the
thatched hut. Al npst imediately a short-legged, fast-noving figure shot out of the hut, whirled
left and took out down the shore.

It was the powerful, apelike formof Mnk Mayfair.

Wth a wild yell, Mnk started going away fromthere as though thirteen devils were after him
Men piled out of the but behind him exiting fromthe cavern | aboratory that |ay behind the
conceal i ng shack. They chased after the escaping chem st, yelling excited orders.

The two guards with Doc Savage tensed. One fell ow grabbed the bronze man by the arm

"Conme on, grandpop!" he ordered. "W'I| have to help."



In his pose as the stoop-shoul dered, elderly Eskinmo, Doc Savage did not give hinself away as he
ran down the shore. He could have easily outdi stanced any of these thugs. But now he ran slowy,
apparently wheezing wth exertion.

He fell somewhat behind the running figures.

And the nonment that they were well ahead of him Doc Savage jerked to a halt, turned around and
started back toward the old hut.

This tinme his powerful |egs took himalong with swift speed. For Doc had noted that all of the
guards, including Lou and Lucky Napol eon, had joined the chase down the shore.

Doc whi pped in through the hut, gained the main underground cavern, |eaped toward a small opening
of f one side of the room Beyond the opening lay a heavy steel door. It was | ocked.

Qui ckly, Doc Savage raised the |latch—+t could only be worked from one side—and noved inside the

pl ace. He had noted this one particular entranceway to the roomseveral tinmes during the day. It was
the one place they had not shown him

Monk Mayfair was chained to the floor of the room A heavy padl ock held fast a steel band that
passed around the chem st’s ankle.

DOC said, "Be ready to run. They'll be back any nonment. The plane is located in a cave opening at
the far end of the outer room"

Monk showed no astoni shment at sight of the bronze nman di sgui sed as the ol d Eski no.

He said quickly, "Doc, you didn't fool that Lucky Napol eon! | heard themtalking about you. They
were gonna |l et that guy who | ooks like ne lead you to sonme place where they want to trap you. It was
a trick!"

"l suspected sonething |ike that," Doc Savage nurmnured.

H's fingers were working swiftly. Doc had a bunch of keys in his hand that he had renoved froma
hi dden pocket of his special-equi pment vest. He had already tried a dozen of the assorted types of
keys.

And then, suddenly, one worked. The padl ock opened and the ankle band dropped from Monk’s hairy

| eg.
He was on his feet in a nonent.
"Careful!" warned the bronze nman.

He | ed the way through the short passage into the | arge cavern | aboratory. Hard, narrow bunks

lined one wall of the cavern. On these rested the captives who had worked during the day. One | eg of
each man was fastened to a short length of chain that was hooked to each bunk.

Eyes stared as Doc and Monk raced through the | ong room

Doc and the chem st reached the passage that joined with the next cavern. They hurried through.
Monentarily, there was no one in the great cave that led out to the sea inlet. Doc’s own plane still
was berthed in the inprovised hangar. It was drawn up close to the narrow pathway that |ed down to
the water.

Monk | eaped aboard, half tunbled into the cockpit and i mmedi ately started checki ng vari ous gauges
as the bronze man whi pped inside behind him

"She's all gassed up!" the chem st piped in his squeaky voi ce.

"CGood," murnured Doc, quietly. For all the tenseness of the nonent, the bronze man was perfectly
calm Each of his swift novenments was certain, deliberate.

Automatic starters were quickly turning over the notors. They caught, sputtered a nonent, then
settled into a tremendous roar. The nose of the anphibian was already pointed toward the exit of the
hi gh- donmed cave.

Doc opened the throttle and they taxied swiftly toward the opening.

And at the sane tinme a gun bl asted out behind them Ohers added to the din as the roar
reverberated through the cavern.

But the crooks were not shooting at Doc and his aid within the plane cockpit. They ained at the

pl ane motors and wings. They were trying to disable the ship so that it could not take off.

However, the special alloy netal of which the wings were constructed wi thstood the barrage. Slugs

ri cocheted, went screaming off the rock walls of the big cave.

The plane shot out into the inlet. Doc pointed its nose seaward and opened the notors w de.

Seconds later they were in the air.

The bronze man sent the plane in a steep clinb. The stretch of dreary-1ooking coast |ine was

qui ckly vague in the darkness. What a perfect hide-out that island was for a man |ike Lucky

Napol eon; none woul d ever suspect that this barren-Iooking | and contained such a fiendish | aboratory
of death.

Doc Savage, at the controls, said quietly, "W Il try to contact Renny and the others. They are
probably still searching for us."

BUT trying to raise Renny, Ham and Long Tom on the short-wave transmtter was sonething el se

again. For half an hour, Doc Savage kept calling the other plane. Even if the ship was not in the
air, there should have been sone answering report.

For Renny and the others certainly would be trying to contact Doc Savage. They had been given
orders to do so.

Doc finally said worriedly, "Sonething is wong."



He expl ai ned briefly about the plane that had passed high over the island when he had taken
refuge in the cave with the two pets.

"It must have been them" said Doc.

Monk agreed, after he had explained that the plane bel onging to Lucky Napol eon had not been out
of its cave hangar that night.

The bronze man’s flake-gol d eyes were thoughtful as he nanipul ated various dials of the radio. He
had switched the set to the receiver now, and he was trying various wave bands.

"Funny, " he nused.

"What’s wong, Doc?" Mnk wanted to know.

"There's no reception at all," announced Doc Savage. "W should at |east be able to pick up

br oadcasting stations back in Canada—Mbntreal or Toronto, for instance."

"An'’ you can't get then?" Monk asked.

Doc shook his head.

Finally he said, "Recently, between Europe and the United States, there have been sun spots that
have been affecting radio transm ssion. Perhaps that explains it."

Monk had been watching the instrunent panel. Abruptly he stiffened, |let out an exclamation.

"Bl azes!" he piped. "Lookit that, will ya!"

But the bronze mans gaze, shifting regularly to the plane conpass as he held to a certain course,
had al ready seen.

The conpass was whirling around madly, spinning first one way, then another. It was conpletely
usel ess!

Monk excl ai med, "Doc, there nmust be sone sorta electrical disturbance. Golly! How re we gonna
know where we’' re goi ng?"

Doc kept watching the whirling conpass, and finally he said grimy, "W aren’t. W'Il have to
turn back."

Luckily, the island was still a snmall dot in the dark night. Doc swung the plane, set a course
for the distant spot of |and once again.

To do anything different woul d have been suicide. For only miles of water surrounded them and
wi thout a conpass they m ght have headed directly into the arctic wi thout knowing it.

Al'l sense of direction was |ost.

Some time during the night they again | anded close to the shore of Death Island.

Chapter XIV. DOC MAKES A PLANT

MONK' S first concern was for his pet, Habeas the pig.

But Doc Savage had been thinking of the two pets before he even set the plane down. Cutting the
nmotors, he had glided down for a |landing a nunber of miles fromthe headquarters of Lucky Napol eon.
He had to take a chance and use the plane’s landing lights, for Doc knew that there mi ght be
reefs close to the shore Iline.

But they | anded safely. The lights were quickly switched off. Doc Savage led the trail inland to
the rocky retreat where he had | eft Habeas and Chem stry.

He expl ai ned, "They should not be hungry." Doc told Monk how he had left the animals sone dried
fish, found in the deserted trapper’s cabin. And there had been scraps of old furs, enough to keep
the animals warm

Not | ong before dawn they | ocated the pets. They were huddl ed inside a small cave-scared, but
saf el

Habeas | eaped into the hairy chemst’s arnms gleefully. Doc Savage took charge of the chinp.

He said, "W haven't much tine."

Monk | ooked at the bronze giant. Doc’s netallic features were grim

"You nean—we’' re gonna go back to that bl asted | aboratory?"

Doc nodded.

"There are too many things that still remain a nystery," he said as they hurried back toward the
seacoast. "And then, there’'s the prisoners to be rescued."

Monk shook his head worriedly. "But, Doc," he protested, "we ain't got a chance. There's
thirty—forty of them crooks working for that guy Lucky Napol eon!"

"But there is one man who might be able to help us," said Doc Savage.

"Don’t get you— Mbnk sai d.

"I was referring," continued the bronze giant, "to the one who | ooks |ike yourself."

The hairy chemst’'s fists knotted. He said sharply, "What |'’mgonna do to that guy! He's posing
as the Earl of Myfair, Doc! What his connection is with Lucky Napol eon, | don’t know, but just
wait’ Il | get ny hands on hi mand—

Doc Savage put in quietly, "Has it occurred to you that the one who | ooks |ike yourself m ght not
be working for Lucky Napol eon?"

Monk st ar ed.

"What — he started.

"It is possible," finished Doc, "that he is playing along with Lucky Napol eon for sone certain
purpose. What that purpose is, is not entirely clear."

Monk was puzzled by the bronze nan’s statenent.



When they got back to the plane, Renny’'s boomnmi ng voice was com ng fromthe | oud-speaker.

DOC i mmedi ately hurried to grasp a m crophone that was part of the short-wave equi pnent.

"Renny?" he asked.

The two-fisted engineer’s voice crashed through the plane.

"Holy cow, Doc!" Renny said excitedly. "W’ ve been trying to get you for hours! W’ ve been trying
to find that damed island, but there nust be sonething wong with our |ongitudinal directions. W
| ocated one place several nights ago, but it was deserted. We—

"What was the |ocation?" Doc asked quickly.

Renny told him It was the exact |ocation of Death Island!

Doc checked with Renny about the figures that had been left for him |earned that they had nade a
m stake in figuring. Quickly he gave their |ocation now.

The bronze man asked: "Ham and Long Tom are with you?"

Renny said they were, added: "And Annabelle Nickerson, that estate manager’s sister."

Briefly, Doc started to tell about Lucky Napol eon. He explained, partially, the situation of the
prisoners being held at Death island, then outlined sketchily a plan that he had in m nd.

Agai n he had Renny repeat the exact location of the isolated island. Then Doc started to say,
"You will proceed directly to the |location near the southern tip of Death Island. At a point about—
Abruptly, Doc paused, said, "Hello? Hello, Renny?"

There was no reply fromthe | oud-speaker.

Doc tried various dials and adjustnments. He worked steadily for ten mnutes. And he picked up
absol ut el y not hi ng.

Monk conment ed, "Them bl asted sun spots again. They're cutting out reception.”

Doc Savage's eyes were thoughtful as he spoke. "I wonder if it is the sun spots,"” he remarked.
"Huh?" Monk excl ai med.

But the bronze man | apsed into silence. He made no further explanation of his comment.
Furthernore, there was a different sort of interference in the next noment. The cabin door

sl anmed open behind them While Mnk and Doc Savage had been busy tal king to Renny and Ham men had
silently boarded the plane.

They were the crooks who worked for Lucky Napol eon, and with them was the nman who | ooked |ike the
hai ry chem st hinsel f!

THE fight that followed was sonmething to tal k about.

Monk, with a how, plunged into the cl ose-packed wall of advancing thugs. In their midst was the
api sh-1ooki ng individual who | ooked |ike himself. He was even dressed the same as the chemist.
The chem st had heard of this person who had been seen at Mayfair Estate. Mnk had i deas that the
fell ow was an inpostor.

And so, squalling, he went after this one first.

Figures piled swiftly on the scrappy chemist’'s back. Mnk threw them off |ike a duck shedding

wat er. Fists cracked. Heads sl apped against the nmetal cabin walls. There was assorted cursing and
shouting and conf usi on.

The pets, terrified, took refuge back in the cockpit.

The bronze man was handling half a dozen assailants all at once. H s hands, his remarkabl e body,
moved with swift, flashing speed. He was everywhere at once.

Men went down and got up again and went down. But nore arrived. They seened to flow into the
crowded plane like a veritable tidal wave.

It was only natural that the terrific battle would have to sooner or later spill outside, where
there was nore room Men tunbled into the hip-deep water in which the plane was anchored. They
spluttered and choked.

Monk, letting out satisfied yells, kept ducking heads and wal | opi ng faces as they popped up
again. He was in rare form for he hadn't had a good scrap in days.

In the darkness there was nuch confusion. Crooks grabbed their own partners by m stake.

Doc Savage grabbed hairy Mnk. A peculiar thing followed.

It was as though the bronze man had nmade sonme unusual outcry. A junbled ness of sound.

But Mnk tensed.

For the bronze man was speaking in ancient Muwyan, a dead | anguage that Doc Savage and all his men
used when they w shed to speak to one another w thout being understood by others.

The assail ants m sunderstood the cry for some outburst that Doc Savage had nmade when sl ugged by
one of the attackers. They did not know that a short, terse message had been conveyed to Monk.
THE fight continued, noving slowy toward the rocky shore. It spread to a strip of beach.

A torch suddenly sprang into life. Its weird red glare illum nated the nass of struggling
figures. Sonmeone let out a startled yell.

"Wait a minute!"

Men stared around.

Doc Savage and hairy Mnk Myfair had di sappeared.

The one who | ooked |i ke Mnk exclained, "Those bloom n’ blighters have escaped!"

Later—the I ength of beach had been carefully searched for a full hour—the attackers decided that
Monk and Doc Savage nust have faded into thin air. They returned to the headquarters of Lucky



Napol eon.

They reported the escape.

Strangely, evil-1ooking Lucky Napoleon did not seemgreatly incensed at the news. He strutted up
and down for a noment before his assistants. He | ooked well satisfied with hinmself. He was wearing a
di fferent uniform

"We've got sonmething that will bring them back," he announced finally.

Smal |, hard-1ooking Lou was one of those in the group.

"What do you nean, chief?" he demanded.

"The rest of the Doc Savage nen—and the girl—-have | anded on Death Island," Lucky Napol eon
announced. "Wl do arranged the trap. They have been captured!"

One person in the circle of listening nen tensed. He had all he could do to control an outburst
of rage.

It was the apelike-appearing fellow who | ooked |ike Mnk hinself. As a matter of fact, it was
Monk!

Doc Savage had manipul ated the substitution. Mink's double was the one who had "escaped" with the
bronze gi ant.

Chapter XV. CAVERN PRI SON

ONE nmai n factor accounted for the capture of Renny, Long Tom Ham and Annabell e N ckerson.

Renny had listened to Doc Savage describe a particular location on Death |Island. The bronze man
had started to instruct the two-fisted engineer to proceed to that point.

Then the radi o reception had suffered some sort of interference.

Doc had not planned to have his aids land i mediately. He had wanted to tell them of the trickery
of Lucky Napol eon and his hired crooks. Doc had been planning a specific noment for those aboard the
pl ane to | and.

But with Doc’s words strangely cut off the air, Renny had m sunderstood.

Thus they had proceeded to the southern end of the island—and thus it was that they saw the man
in the small boat offshore.

The fell ow appeared to be in trouble. As Renny brought the plane down closer to the water it was
skinny Long Tom who excl ai med, "That guy hasn’t any oars. He's waving at us!"

The ot hers wat ched.

Suddenl y Annabel | e Ni ckerson clutched the dapper |awer’'s arm Her great brown eyes were filled
with horror.

"Look!" she cried. "lIt's . . . it’s ny brother! It's Charlie!"

Renny ski nmed over the water. Everyone's gaze was fastened to the man in the small boat. And they
saw that there was no doubt about the girl’s frantic cry.

The man in the boat was Charlie N ckerson.

The Canadi an was still waving at themfrantically. Renny circled, cane back, put the anphibian
down on the "step"” and finally idled the notors. The snmall boat containing Charlie N ckerson was
sone di stance ahead of them

Renny taxied slowy toward the wildly wavi ng nan.

They had to approach cautiously, because they were near shore and a slight mscal cul ati on m ght
pile themup on the rocks.

Ham was in the cabin with the girl and Long Tom It was he who saw the small, fast kayaks putting
out fromshore. He squinted against the nmorning sunlight.

"Eskimos!" the | awyer exclained. "They' re putting out to help your brother. He'll be all right
now. " He squeezed the girl’s firmarm

Annabel | e Ni ckerson gave Ham a grateful smle. The | awer had grown to know her well in the past
few days. He admired her courage. She had probably had | ess sleep than any of them

But yet she | ooked fresh and alive. She |ooked nice in the trimfitting flying clothes that

nmol ded her small figure.

Long Tom said, "Doc didn't say anything about the Eskinos."

That was |ike the skinny electrical w zard, always seeing sonething wong.

Ham said coolly, "Doc didn't have tine to say nuch of anything before his radio went dead!"

"I still don't like it!" Long Tom i nsi sted.

Renny had brought the plane about as close as he dared to the man in the boat now. He cut the
engi nes, cane into the cabin and said, "Cone on."

He | ooked at the girl. "Your brother’s sure kicking up a fuss," the runbling-voiced engineer
added. "We'd better get outside and help him"

Al started clinmbing out on the netal wi ngs of the plane.

Charlie N ckerson was close now, and so were the brown-skinned nmen in the small, fast kayaks.
They practically swarned around Nickerson's craft. And around the plane also as, apparently curious,
they came on to investigate.

Charlie N ckerson was yelling something at Renny and the others, but the excited racket the other
arrivals were neki ng drowned out his voice.

And then abruptly Ham and the ot hers understood. The boats were cl ose enough now that they could
see the men’s faces distinctly. They saw nore than brown-ski nned features. They saw that those



features had been di sgui sed.

For the first time, all realized that Charlie Nickerson's wild armwaving had really been a

war ni ng. The Canadi an had been trying to urge themto stay away!

H s voice finally rose above the msleading din that the nen in the kayaks were making in order
to muffle his wild shouts.

"Look out!" Charlie N ckerson yelled. "lIt's a trap!"

But the warning cane too late.

ASSAI LANTS swarmed up over the nmetal wi ngs of the plane. Three men crashed into big Renny. Ot hers
seized Long Tom Hamand the girl.

Renny’s pail-sized fists punped destruction. He knocked one man cl ear, snmashed hi mback into the
water. The fellow s jaw nust have been broken.

Renny’s puritanical features were nore gloony than ever. He yanked a second thug off his back,
hit himonce, dropped hi moverboard as though he night have been a pesky fly.

But sheer nunbers forced the big engineer to slowmy retreat toward the plane cabin. One assail ant
sl i pped behi nd Renny, ducked into the cabin, appeared a nonment later with a heavy wench in his
uprai sed hand. He swung before the giant engi neer saw his novenent.

The wrench connected with the back of Renny’s skull. He coll apsed.

Ham and Long Tomwere madly clinging to the plane wing as they struggled to fight off a horde of
attackers. The girl was behind them stanping on crooks’ fingers with her feet, or clutching at a
head of hair with strong fingers and pulling an attacker |oose fromthe Doc Savage aids.

But it was a hopel ess defense. Force of nunbers finally swanped Ham Long Tom and the girl. Her
brother, in the boat, had been seized also. It was clear now that he had been set adrift as a trick
to lure on the Doc Savage pl ane.

And the assailants had nore hel p com ng out fromshore. A notorboat was headed toward the plane.
I't carried another half a dozen nen.

Fifteen minutes later the Doc Savage aids, the girl and Charlie N ckerson were dunped, helplessly
tied hand and foot, into the small notorboat. The craft was run back to shore.

On the island, they were carried up the beach, into and through one of the innocent-I| ooking
shacks, several of which lined the shore.

Qui ckly, Charlie Nickerson said to the others, "Don't be appalled by anything you see."

He referred to the strange | aboratories that |ay beyond, through which they were carried. From
one strange cavern roomto the next, the captives were conveyed. Long Tom stared. He recognized
apparatus that was famliar to himas an el ectrical expert second to none.

The entourage cane to one end of a cavern roomthat was lined with work tables |oaded with jars
of chemcals, retorts and test tubes. Men with sunken eyes, with weariness witten into their |ined
faces, worked at the various benches. Each man had a | eg chained to a stake in the floor. They
stared as the new captives were brought in.

The captors stopped before a heavy steel door built just beyond one experinent table. Sone sort
of signal was given as the | eader of the captors knocked on the door.

The | eader was a big fellow with an old razor scar that made a diagonal slash in one cheek. He
was the man known as Wl do.

THE door swung open. More hard-1ooking individuals were inside. They gave satisfied, harsh smles
as the captives were brought into the room

Two men were in that room tal king. One was Lucky Napol eon, the evil-faced | eader of crine.

The short, powerfully built man with himhad a face made to scare old |adies. He was utterly
hormely, and all visible parts of himwere covered with bristly hair the color of rusted nails.
Ham stared, then yelled, "Mnk!"

The honely | ooking fellow nmerely gave the |lawyer a frigid regard. He said coolly, "Well, ny

graci ous! Are these sone nore of those Doc Savage blighters?”

Ham al nost choked. He had been placed on his feet, still hopelessly tied, and crooks held him
erect.

The | awyer yelled, "What's the crazy idea, you hairy misfit? Since when have you been hobnobbi ng
wi th crooks?"

The hairy fellow nmerely continued to stare harshly at Ham and the others. He turned to col d-eyed
Lucky Napol eon, shrugged and commented, "Who is this obnoxious person, Lucky?"

Qddly, the uniformed | eader of crime did not seemto hear the question.

He had stepped forward, his unblinking eyes on dapper Ham

He ordered, "Untie him"

Ham was quickly set free. There were so many nen surrounding himthat an attenpt at escape woul d
have been sui cidal .

Lucky Napol eon kept staring quietly at Ham and asked, "You seemto be pretty damm certai n about
this guy, don’t you?"

Ham was mad enough now that he couldn’t control hinmself. He snorted, "You re dammed right! And I
can prove it! There's an old bullet scar on his shoul der—

Suddenly he stopped. He saw the expression that had conme into Napoleon's cold eyes. A triunphant
I ook, it was.



Lucky Napol eon notioned to several of his aids, ordered, "Check up on that!"

Instantly hands seized the honely-1o0oking fellow. H's shirt was yanked down in one swift
novenent. The scar—t was bi g enough to be seen by all—was plain on his right shoulder. It was easy
to see that it was an old bullet wound.

Lucky Napol eon’s eyes were deadly now.

"So!" he snarl ed.

Monk |l et out a squall of rage as he glared at dapper Ham

"You bl asted chunp!" he roared. "An’ | had this guy conpletely fool ed!"

Hal f a dozen thugs carried the hairy chem st to the floor in the noment he swung on them He,

too, was taken captive.

FOR monents a strained silence had hung over the underground room Sonewhere in the caverns there
was a steady hunming sound |ike the sound a great supply of electrical energy nekes when unl eashed.
But it came froma point beyond this enclosed room Shortly before, the heavy steel door had been
cl osed and | ocked.

No one was in the roomfor the nonent except the captives. They were lying on the floor tied hand
and foot. Renny had not spoken; the others knew he had been knocked out.

Finally the big engineer stirred, groaned, then after a nonent asked:

" Han@"

"What ?" Ham sai d.

"What happened to Long Ton?"

"They took hi msonme place," explained the | awer.

"Holy cowl " Renny booned. "Wy?"

"l don’t know. "

Charlie N ckerson, lying in another part of the darkened room spoke up.

"l have an idea why," he offered.

"Charlie!" Annabelle N ckerson gasped. "Are you all right? You aren't hurt?"

Charlie N ckerson, the Canadi an, gave a brief, tired sigh.

"No, not hurt," he said. "Banged up a little, is all."

"Tell us— the girl started. "What happened, Charlie?"

"You renmenber | had that |ead to Monk?" Charlie Nickerson said.

Ham said, "At first | thought you were working with those devils."

Ni ckerson grunted.

"l don't wonder," he said. "But when they tricked you and Long Tomthere at that old fish
factory, they captured ne. They brought ne here along with Monk. But they’'ve been keeping ne a
prisoner in a separate place. For the time being, apparently, it wasn't nme they needed. They wanted
you Doc Savage nen."

"Why?" the | awyer pronpted.

"l don't know. It’'s sonething big. They' ve already got prisoners here whomthey are forcing to
work. They starve themuntil they have to work—er die! But this Lucky Napol eon is stunped by
sonet hi ng. He thought Mnk could help him Either that, or they used Monk in order to |ure Doc
Savage hinmself here. That might be it."

There was groaning sonewhere in the dark room A figure stirred.

Then there was assorted cursing and abruptly the scrappy chem st piped shrilly:

"Where are they? Were' s them doggone tranps? |’ mgonna bust a few skulls!"

Ham sai d, "Relax, Galento. Your fighting days are all over for a while."

Monk, in that noment, nust have discovered that he was hel pl ess, as were the others. He swore
sone nore, until Ham said sharply, "There's a |ady present, you dope. Shut up!"

THEY all heard Monk’s intake of breath. Then, surprisingly, his words cane in a subdued, al nost
cul tured voi ce.

"l beg your pardon, Annabelle,"” Mnk nurrmured contritely. "I didn't know you were here. |’ve
heard what a charm ng person you are. May | present nyself—the Earl of Mayfair and—
Haminterjected, "Listen to that hairy msfit! Don't listen to him Annabelle! He doesn't even
know you. Besides, he's the shiftless father of thirteen half-witted children."

Monk |l et out a how . The remark—t was erroneous, of course—was one that Mnk usually applied to
the |l awyer hinmself when he wanted to belittle his partner in the presence of an attractive girl.
But for all their predicanent, Annabelle N ckerson gave a soft | augh.

"l think Monk is charming," she said, and Ham groaned.

Oddly, for all his honely, belligerent appearance, Mnk Muyfair had sone down-to-earth quality
about himthat always nade old | adies and pretty young girls attracted to him Mich to dapper Ham s
di sgust. He could never quite understand his hairy partner’s appeal for the |adies.

Monk, suddenly renmenbering how his partner had unwittingly exposed himto Lucky Napol eon, |et out
a roar.

"Listen, shyster!" he exploded. "What was the bright idea of letting Napoleon know | wasn't that
hormel y goofus he thought | was?"

"Well," Ham said nenacingly, "at least you adnit you re a—"

Renny’ s t hunderous voice put a tenporary stop to the argunent.



The engi neer denmanded, "Wat's that other guy doing with Doc? Were are they?"

Monk tenporarily forgot about Ham He expl ai ned about the fight sone distance up the island.

"Doc worked a fast one," the chem st said. "He switched the guy they thought was ne. That gave ne
a chance to get here with Lucky Napoleon and try to arrange a trap so that Doc could take over this

pl ace."
Monk suddenly swore, added: "But now that blasted Ham has jinmm ed the works!"
Renny was still worri ed.

"But that fellowwith Doc is one of Lucky Napoleon's nmen, apparently!" the engi neer exclai ned.
"How s that going to help Doc crash this place?"

No one seened to have an answer for that.

Chapter XVI. HOPELESS VIA L

DOC SAVAGE was saying, "And so that is why you strung along with Lucky Napoleon, to try and learn
just what he was up to?"

The man wi th hi m nodded.

It was the honel y-1ooking man who | ooked |i ke Monk Mayfair, the double who had been switched for
Monk when the bronze gi ant had escaped fromthe plane fight.

Doc and the man were conceal ed not far fromshore, at a point where they could watch the bronze
man’'s plane. Most of Lucky Napol eon’s nen had departed, obviously going back to headquarters, but
three men had been left to guard the plane.

"You see," the bronze man’s conpani on continued, "I met Lucky Napol eon once in Europe. | nyself
have knocked around just about every part of the globe. | |like excitement. | |like to be doing
things. | was all ready, once, to join Lucky Napol eon on some deal —when | |earned he was a crook. |

managed to get out of the nmess."

"And you really are the Earl of Chester?" Doc said.

Doc’ s conpani on nodded.

"l have already given you sone of the facts," he said. "Naturally, | can't prove the rest until

we get back to Canada. But by checking with the London and Montreal offices of ny attorneys, you can
find out for yourself. The way | figure it, this is what happened:

"Lucky Napol eon knew | was returning from South Anerica to take over Mayfair Estate. | had net

hi mnot |ong ago down there in Brazil. At the sane tinme, he nust have been planning this other
thing—this nmysterious thing that he is experinmenting with here at Death Island. But he was stunped.
He needed the sort of aid that wasn't to be found in the underworld."

"You refer to the prisoners he has there at the | aboratories," Doc stated.

"Exactly. Every prisoner is a scientist, chenmist, or engineer of sone sort. They were ki dnapped

and brought here recently. But still, Lucky Napol eon did not have the sort of brains he sought. He's
been carrying on some gigantic experinent, and he needed experts in their fields in order to get the
thing perfected."

"That," put in Doc Savage, "explains the kidnapping of Mnk."

"In a way, it does," adnmtted the earl. "Lucky thought Mk was an electrical genius instead of a
chemi st. He nmade that one error. But that was only secondary. His real reason for ki dnappi ng Monk
was to lure on the rest of your organizati on—+to get you here, too."

Doc’s eyes were thoughtful. Fromtinme to tinme his gaze had noved to the plane, which he could see
fromtheir hiding place, and he watched for any unusual activity that m ght be taking place there.
The bronze man said, "The scheme for getting Monk up into a wilderness part of Canada was cl ever.
After the kidnap attenpt on nyself failed, they figured it would be better to get Monk—and thus draw
in the renai nder of our organization."

"Exactly."

The earl’s honely features were grimas he continued, "Lucky Napol eon had heard about you

fellows. He nust have discovered that Monk was a double for nyself. The inheritance scheme foll owed.
Naturally, it cost thema bit of nbney to put it over—but several thousand is nothing to Lucky

Napol eon when he has mllions at stake."

"You nean," Doc pronpted, "certain people were bribed?"

The earl| nodded.

"Alaw firmin England, for instance. They forwarded all faked papers and cash to a reputable
firmin New York. Naturally, your New York company suspected nothing wong. They nerely acted as
agents for the other organization."

ONE question remained in the bronze man’s m nd.

He asked: "How was it that you yourself were fool ed by Lucky Napol eon?"

The earl smled briefly.

"At first," he admtted, "I wasn't. But |’'d heard about an inposter conmng to Mayfair Estate.
Naturally, | was furious. I'mreally a Canadian, you know, and none of us Canadi ans |ike crooks!"
"1’ve seen exanples of that," Doc said, smling.

"Well," the earl continued, " | hired sone nmen and decided to run out this inpostor nyself. It

was then that | met up with Lucky Napol eon’s nen and di scovered that he was after the sane
fell ownMonk. He pretended he was trying to help nme; imagine!"
"The man i s exceedingly shrewd," Doc Savage adnitted.



"Quite. But when that old caretaker, Sandy, was nurdered, | decided to see this thing through. It
was mysterious enough to intrigue ne. You see, Sandy knew ne. | had nmet himonce on a trip hone.
That was before Mayfair was bequeathed to me. And Charlie N ckerson knew something about that visit.
Charlie suspected something when Monk showed up there with papers stating he was the owner of
Mayfair, also. But Charlie was shrewd enough to string along, as | did, to try and learn what it was
all about."”

Doc kept watching his plane as he listened to his conpanion’s story. He nade a brief comrent from
tine to tine.

"That nmurder at the estate,"” put in Doc, "and those warning notes were nmerely a plant. It would
make Monk's di sappearance appear fantastic. It would tend to confuse everyone as to why he had

di sappeared. "

The earl nodded. "It was a devilish schenme, and all planned by Lucky Napol eon’s warped brain."
Suddenly, from aboard the plane, came a chattering, wild racket.

The bronze man tensed. He raised up slightly higher fromtheir concealing place and got a better
vi ew of beach and water that lay just bel ow them The plane touched the shore now, drawn up to a
saf e point.

The racket continued, and added to it was the shrill squealing of Habeas, the pig, also aboard

t he pl ane.

As Doc and his comnpani on watched they saw three nmen swing out of the plane cabin. Apparently they
had given up the vigil of waiting for Doc Savage’'s return and were now goi ng back to report to Lucky
Napol eon. The nen were dragging the two frightened pets along with them

Habeas, however, had different ideas.

Abruptly one of his captors |eaped back as he gave a yelp of pain. The pig dropped fromhis
clutch, scranbled across the plane wing, junped to the shore. It started al ong the beach.

Habeas had only gone a dozen yards when he swerved abruptly, his long snout close to the ground
as though he were seeki ng gopher hol es.

H s scrawny | egs increased their speed. He headed directly toward the hiding place where Doc
Savage and the other man were conceal ed!

DOC SAVAGE said swiftly, "Habeas has discovered our scent. There is going to be a little
trouble."

The trouble appeared in the formof three husky, grimfaced guards who were chasing the pig. They
wer e headed straight for the spot where the two nmen were hidden.

But, strangely, the earl |ooked delighted with the thought. Hs honely features spread in a grin.
He said briefly: "This is the sort of thing I like. |1've been waiting to clean up on a few of
these blighters!"

He and Doc Savage dived from behind the hiding spot.

The three nen chasing after the pig tried to skid to a fast halt. They clawed for guns. But they
were seconds too |ate.

Doc Savage hit the first one, and the nan kept on traveling another dozen feet—en his face. Doc
gr abbed anot her man.

The earl hinmself was no slouch. He slamred into the third powerful guard, threw himneatly to the
ground, dragged himto his feet again and went to work on the nan’s features with his fast-noving
fists.

Several nmonents later, Doc and his friend had all three nmen stretched out on the ground,

unconsci ous.

"Wsh there were sonme nore!" exclaimed the earl.

"This thing has just started now, " advised Doc. "W’ ve got to rescue the others."

They were draggi ng the captives back toward the plane.

"You figure the rest of your nen have been captured?" asked the earl.

"No doubt of it," said Doc Savage.

He expl ai ned about talking to Renny over the short-wave radio; of how the conversation had been
ended abruptly by sone sort of interference.

"Renny had just been given directions to |land at a point near Lucky Napol eon’s headquarters," Doc
said. "But he was cut off before he could be informed of the exact nmoment he was to land. | also
have an idea that Lucky Napol eon knows all about that conversation Renny and nyself had."

They piled the captives aboard the plane, tied themup firmy.

Habeas, jubilant, had scranbled al ong behind the bronze man. The chinp, Chenmistry, was already
aboard. He was excited, also.

"But just to check up," Doc finished, "we will try once nore to contact Renny’s plane."

They noved forward into the plane cockpit. Doc Savage reached for dials that controlled the
short-wave receiver. He turned a knob.

There was a slight popping sound. Vaporish, gray gas spouted froman aperture in the control

panel .

Doc cried warningly, "Look out. They've set a trap with one of our own anesthetic gas grenades!"
But the warning cane too fate. If Doc had been able to hold his breath in that first nonment, he
m ght have escaped breathing the gas. But he had only the thought for his friend; and now, too |ate,



they both had received whiffs of the stuff.

Both slunped forward in the seats in which they' d been seated.

Chapter XVII. THE DEVIL'S DEVI CE

I'N the darkness of the cavern room Monk said, "Hey, shyster!"

Though Ham hated to answer to the term he asked, "Now what do you want ?"

The two aids, along with the girl and her brother, Charlie N ckerson, and Renny, were stiff
captives in the stone-walled room None of the captors had returned with skinny Long Tom Wat they
were doing with the electrical wi zard was a question.

For hours, it seemed, they had been here in the darkness. Everyone, possibly thinking of the fate
that was in store for him had | apsed into silence.

"lI"ve got ny hands |oose,"” Mnk announced.

| medi atel y Ham and t he ot hers gave excl anati ons.

Annabel | e Ni ckerson cried excitedly, "Mnk! You darling!"

That made the hairy chemi st alnpbst tear his nails off getting the knotted ropes fromhis |egs and
ankl es.

Finally he was on his feet, groping around the roomin a search for the others.

He fell over soneone. Ham grunbl ed an oat h.

"You clunsy oaf!" he snapped. "Hurry up and get ne untied!"

Monk piped in his squeaky voice, which he was keeping as subdued as possible, "Blazes with you,
shyster. You can wait!"

He | ocated the others—the girl first and rel eased them

Bi g Renny had one of the spring-generated flashlights in his clothing. In a nonent he had |ight,
and they were able to see.

Monk stared at the girl. His honely features, though showing the strain of the ordeal he nust
have been through as a prisoner here at the island, spread in a grin that threatened to join his
ears.

"Boy, howdy!" the chemist said. "Ain"t you a vision, though!"

Ham commented acidly, "That's the Earl of Mayfair talking. He sounds like Third Avenue! Cone on,
dunce, get me untied!"

Monk nust have suddenly renenbered that he was an earl—er so he still thought. His face reddened
at sight of his tattered plus fours that still dragged down around his hairy, knotty-I|ooking |egs.
H s fornmer chocol ate-col ored sports coat |ooked |ike something used for storing old rags.

Monk nmade a carel ess gesture toward his clothes, grinned at Annabelle N ckerson and said, "M
graci ous |l ady, you see a prince in pauper’'s clothes. But when we return to Mayfair Estate you shall
see me as a knightly gentleman."

Ham groaned, "Listen to him He sounds like that book! 1'll never buy himanything to read again
inny lifel"

Renny had been helping the girl’s brother, Charlie N ckerson. The square-jawed Canadi an hurried
over to put arms around his attractive sister’s shoul ders.

"Honey, you're sure that you are all right?"

She squeezed his arm "Don't worry about me," she smiled. Her eyes |ooked tired now There was a
little touch of hopel essness in their deep-brown depths.

Monk said, "Don’t you worry, Annabelle. We'll get you out of here. And wait’'ll you see ne again
when I'mall dolled up. Bet that’'ll nake you happy."
Ham put in sourly, "Wll, she'll always have sonmething to laugh at!"

Monk, gl aring, swung on his dapper partner. But Renny put a stop to the inpending argunent.

"WIIl you two half-wits shut up!" he said in a whisper that was terribly loud in the room "I
think | hear someone comng."

THAT sil enced everyone. They stood very still as big Renny whipped to a position near the single
steel door of the room The door was bolted fromthe outside, and thus there had been no chance to
get out of their prison.

But now all heard the sounds of footsteps. Apparently guards were returning to enter the room
Monk was swiftly beside Renny. He nade notions with his powerful hands. The signs said that they
woul d | eap the guards the nonment the door was opened.

They did, with assorted yells, and a tangled, struggling mass of humanity swayed in the doorway
for taut noments, then spilled into the |arger cavern space that was beyond this room

Monk bawl ed out, "Hurry! We can neke a break for it!"

The | arger roominto which everyone escaped was one of the well-equipped, underground

| aborat ori es.

Ham Charlie N ckerson and the girl piled out behind Mnk and Renny. Two guards |ay unconsci ous
just outside the steel doorway. Another man was | eapi ng toward them

Monk’s fist cracked the fellow s jaw and he went down in a tangled heap. Another guard cane

raci ng up.

Renny took the big fellow off his feet with an easy bl ow. Mdonk caught hi magain as he swayed past
the gi ant engineer. Monk was not quite so gentle.

Hi s snmashing drive to the man’s jaw echoed up and down the rock walls of the room The nan



coll apsed with a groan.

More guards appeared up the long I ength of the room Mnk [et out a shout.

"Grab ‘eml" he squall ed.

Monk, Renny, Ham and Charlie N ckerson started a wedge-forned drive down the | aboratory room
Fromthe far end of the roomcane a shout.

"WAit! Stop right there—er Doc Savage dies!"

The Doc Savage aids stared as they drew up sharply. At first glance they had not noted others who
had followed into the cavern room behind the first advance of Lucky Napol eon’s nen.

It was those who were carrying the giant bronze figure and the honely fell ow who was a double for
the hairy chem st. Both captives were unconsci ous.

Evil-faced Lucky Napol eon hinself was wal king at the head of the bronze man’s linply carried
form It was he who called out the order.

"You will all return to the room behind you!"

Monk and the others stared, spellbound. They started backing slowy toward the prison from which
they' d just escaped. They watched Lucky Napol eon closely.

Lucky Napol eon said, "I don't think there will be any trouble with these punks now "

He was hol ding a gun against the tenple of Doc Savage!

THE roomwas a unit that had been built within the series of caverns. Some type of special
insulation covered the walls. The flooring was of a rubber comnposition.

The remai nder of the roomwas practically filled with apparatus that might be found in a radio
broadcasting station. There were transmtters, coils, control panels that stood higher than a tall
man’ s hands coul d reach upward.

Surrounded by a selected half a dozen of Lucky Napol eon’s hardest thugs, Doc Savage and ski nny
Long Tom Roberts studied the wiring, the construction of the conplicated units of the radio system
No words had been spoken by any of the heavily armed gunnmen who closely watched the bronze gi ant
and hi s unheal t hy-1 ooki ng aid.

Even Lucky Napol eon was silent, but his deadly eyes watched every slightest novenment of the two
captives.

Expl anati ons had been nade to the bronze nman. He was inforned that his own aid, Long Tom had
practically perfected the special transmtter which, it appeared, was the one thing that the crinme
| eader was trying to perfect.

Doc Savage’s remarkabl e, corded fingers worked swiftly. It was hard to follow their al nost

magi cal nmovenents as he checked over a nmaze of wiring on one of the control panels.

The armed observers thought they observed every single notion of the bronze man’s netallic hands.
But in that they were m staken.

None saw the one |ightning-quick novenent that Doc Savage nade toward his clothing. Somnething
flipped into his palm The object, no larger than a snall marble, was seen by no one. The bronze man
m ght have been a trained magician, so agile were his fingers.

The tiny marble of a thing di sappeared somewhere in the intricate workings of the radio

appar at us.

Finally Doc turned, said, "It is understandable now why any attenpt at radi o conmuni cati on was

di srupted while we were in the plane."

Lucky Napol eon smled grimy.

"So you' ve figured that out, too?" he demanded.

Doc nodded.

"YQU have here," he said, indicating the room all the conplicated devices, "a clever set-up that
permits you to broadcast—and receive—en a short wave that is different than any known, radio
communi cations that are clear of interference.”

Lucky Napol eon said, "Right. And | suppose you’' ve figured out the rest?"

Doc nodded again. "Let's call the device a scranbler,” he said. "It causes static that kills
every other radio wave on the air. It conpletely disrupts all other forms of radio comunication. In
a way, it has the sane effects as the sun spots that recently caused trouble with all nmajor
broadcasting stations both in the United States and abroad."

Lucky Napol eon rubbed his hands with satisfaction.

"I"ve got to hand it to you, Savage," he admitted. "I figured it would take you days to figure
this thing out. | suppose you’'ve al so discovered the one thing that is wong with ny device?"

Agai n the bronze man nodded.

"The scranbl er equi pment that disrupts all other radi o conmuni cations al so affects your own
broadcasts. You've got to correct that, and then—= The bronze man's eyes flickered.

Doc | ooked at Lucky Napol eon, asked quietly, "Just what do you intend to do with this device when
it's ready?"

Lucky Napol eon drew hinself up like a cocky general who has won a war. His evil features were

al most repul si ve.

"Collect a mllion dollars!" he announced. "The buyer is waiting.
whose country was already at war in Europe.

"Wth this formof radio transm ssion," Lucky Napol eon said, "only the country possessing it

He naned a European dictator



woul d be able to use the air waves. They could comrunicate with their own arm es and navi es—and
di srupt communi cations of every country they were fighting! They would have a world control of that
nost vital thing necessary in war—eommunication. Wile other countries would be cut off the air
conpletely.”

Doc Savage was silent. H s bronze features were an expressionl ess nask.

Lucky Napol eon said sharply, "Well?"

Every guard in the roomwas tense. Guns were held steadily on Doc Savage and Long Tom The skinny
el ectrical expert was watching Doc.

"It can be perfected,"” Doc Savage finally announced. "Everyone who has worked on this device has
overl ooked a very sinple change that nmust be made in the wiring."

Lucky Napol eon’s features showed tri unph.

"All right," he snapped. "Then you will fix it!"

"There is one condition,” said the bronze man quietly. "The change can be made in a matter of
nmoment s, but —

"But what?" snarled the crinme |eader.

"Every prisoner will first be released!" finished Doc

Chapter XVIII. THE DEATH TEST

COLD fury nade a repul sive thing of Lucky Napoleon's features. But in the end he had to agree to
the request. Perhaps he knew the bronze man's reputation too well.

They coul d have starved Doc Savage; they could have tortured him But they woul d never be able to
control his remarkable brain. And this was what the crinme | eader needed—boc Savage’s know edge!
"All right," Lucky Napol eon snapped finally. "Everyone will be released."

"Nowl " said Doc.

Lucky Napol eon shrugged. He turned and barked an order to one of the men guarding the bronze man
and skinny Long Tom

The fellow | eft. Doc suggested that the heavy door |eading out into the |arger cavern chanber be
left open, so that he could see for hinself that all the prisoners were rel eased.

Qui ckly, chains were renpved fromthe captives. They were herded out to the stretch of beach.

Doc said, "Long Tom under guard, of course, will go with your nen to see that our own associ ates
are set free."

Lucky Napol eon gl ared at the giant bronze man—but he knew he was checknmated. He had to agree to
the request in order to get Doc Savage' s co-operation.

Long Tom under cl ose guard, was taken out. From where he stood, Doc Savage coul d see them
proceed to the roomwhere Monk, the girl and the others were being held prisoners. Soon everyone was
bei ng | ed outsi de.

Long Tom was brought back. Doc gave him a questioning | ook.

The el ectrical expert nodded. "They’'ve all been set free," he said. "They're outside on the
beach. "

Lucky Napol eon | ooked at one of his own aids, who had returned with Long Tom "You’'ve covered the
entranceway?" he asked.

The gunman nodded. "W inforned those Doc Savage guys that if any attenpt was nmade to get back in
here, Doc Savage hinsel f dies!"

The crine | eader grinned. He swuing on the bronze nan.

"And now— he started, indicating the control boards.

Doc said, "W’'ll need all the power you can generate. The current will have to be stepped up. Can
you manage that with your dynano pl ant?"
Lucky Napol eon was thoughtful a noment. "I think so."

He jerked a thunb at Long Tom "He knows nore about that dammed juice than our nen. He can handl e
it."

Long Tom was taken out again, with the instructions that he be taken back into the underground
caverns where the powerful dynano equi prent was | ocat ed.

Silently, Lucky Napol eon, Doc Savage and those guarding hi mwaited. Doc had stepped forward, nade
a brief change in certain wres.

Shortly they heard the increased humof electricity passing through the control panel boards. In
fact, the entire underground headquarters of Lucky Napol eon was filled with the vibrant throbbing.
It steadily increased.

Such was the drain on the electrical circuits that even the electric |lights di nmed sonewhat in
the radio control room And then—they went out!

Doc Savage noved with blurred speed. He whi pped toward the open doorway.

In the smashi ng darkness, Lucky Napol eon screaned, "Lock that door. Don't |et Doc Savage out of
this room™"

The heavy steel door slamred. A bolt shot into position.

But in the concealing darkness, Doc Savage was al ready beyond the doorway, into the |arge

| aborat ory room beyond. Perhaps none knew that his remarkabl e speed had taken him already fromthe
first room He was believed to still be a captive in there.

The explosion followed. It came fromthe radio control roomitself. But the concussion of that



blast, its tremendous force, was felt even in the larger, outside room

Equi pnent toppled over. Chenmicals and acids in their special containers were snashed. The guards
who had been also waiting out here let out terrified yelps of terror and started piling out to the
stretch of beach.

And back in the radio control room partially nuffled by the | ocked steel door, screans al so
came. They were the cries of men dying.

Lucky Napol eon had | ocked hinself in that room of sudden deat h!

AS Monk said | ater, "Wen them daggoned guards come tearing out of the |aboratory, there was only
one thing to do. W went tearing after them Those guys were so blasted scared that all we had to do
was pick up the guns that they dropped!"

The thugs who had been outside the radio roomhad all been captured by the Doc Savage aids. The
first load of prisoners were already aboard one of Doc’s planes. They woul d be taken back and pl aced
in the bronze man’s "college,” in upstate New York, a special institution where crooks had delicate
operations performed on their brains by the bronze man hinself. Later—with all know edge of their
questi onabl e pasts w ped out—they would be fitted for useful places in society.

There were no prisoners taken fromthe radio roomitself. Doc Savage only permtted his own aids
to acconpany himin there. Everyone who had been in the roomwas dead.

Doc expl ai ned, "The tiny container of high explosive was placed where it would be set off when
the lights shorted. It was adjacent to the fuse that blew out."

Ski nny Long Tom | ooked at Doc.

"l saw you place that explosive there," he offered. "And when you told Lucky Napol eon that we
needed nore power, | understood what you meant. You wanted enough strain thrown on the |ines that
the lights would be shorted—thus blowi ng the fuse and setting off that gadget."

In the debris that had been the roomthey found Lucky Napol eon.

One of the crinme |eader’s hands was closed in a tight ball around sonething that he had been
clutching in his fist. Doc forced the dead fingers open.

A coin was within that dead hand. One side of the coin was agai nst Lucky Napol eon’s palm The
side that faced up was visible to all.

It was "tails"!

GETTING the prisoners back to Canada and the States neant that relay trips had to be made with
the planes. It neant that Monk and Ham had nore time to see |ovely Annabelle N ckerson.

Each tinme a newtrip was started there was a fight as to who was to have the girl in his

pl ane—or Annabell e, who could fly herself, had offered to help with the job.

It was the norning of the last trip fromDeath Island, and there was a battle between the two
scrappy aids as to who was going to have Annabell e N ckerson for the last tine.

It was the real Earl of Mayfair—Mnk' s doubl e-who settled the argunent.

The earl said, "I have a suggestion. Wiy don’t all of you proceed to Mayfair Estate? Be my guests
there for a few weeks. It's a shane that the place otherw se nust remain vacant."

Charlie Nickerson and Doc Savage were with the earl.

Ni ckerson | ooked at his brown-eyed sister, grinned and commented, "You'd better talk theminto
it, Annabelle, or there’'s liable to be murder committed on this last trip back!"

Monk stared at the earl. "Aren’t you taking over Mayfair Estate yoursel f?" he wanted to know.
The earl shrugged. "Later, perhaps,"” he said. "Frankly, | don't give a hoot about living there.
It’s nore fun knocking about the world. O course, | didn't want anyone el se stealing the place from

me." He smiled at hairy Monk. "That's why | was after you-—at first!"

The speaker | ooked at Doc Savage, added: "Besides, there's sonething |’'ve got to do before | can
return to Mayfair. | guess it’'s all right to tell them Doc."

Everyone | ooked questioningly at the bronze nan.

Doc said, "The earl is also a British secret agent. This island here, because of its |ocation,
woul d nake a perfect base for the dictator who planned to buy Lucky Napol eon’s radi o device. The
island, if taken over, would seriously affect Canada. As a base for a foreign power, it would
threaten the security of both Canada and the United States."

Doc | ooked back at the earl. "And so, the earl has certain reports to nake—+n Engl and."

Later, on the last trip back to Canada, Mk flipped a coin to see who would get the girl. Mnk
drew "heads"—and won. But his dapper partner comented neani ngly, "Lucky Napol eon used to al ways get
heads, too. But there cane a day—

Monk got the inplication, and | ooked worri ed.

Ham drew the task of |oading equipnment. He al so had charge of the two pets. They had been | ocated
hi ding up the shore.

He overheard Mnk braggi ng about a week end they had once spent at a Long Island estate. He was
tal king to Annabelle.

"Was it a fashionable place?" the girl asked.

Monk said, "I’'Il say! They put on riding pants in order to pitch horseshoes!"

THE END



