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Chapter |. PIGI|RON
Pl G | RON HELLER had al ways consi dered hinself a hot-shot salesman. He was trying his best now to
prove it.
Pig-iron was trying to sell hinself the idea that there was no such thing as the Indian druns of
death. He didn’t fool hinmself much. And he didn’t fool anyone else in the North Wods at all.
Qutside in the darkening night, the drums sounded vaguely |like the harm ess nuttering of the
summer storm Pig-iron Heller stalked up and down in his residence-office and glared out at the
awesomre ni ght.
Great, brooding thunderheads massed in the sky, blacked out the nmoon and stars. The wi nd dropped
to an omi nous whisper. A grimtenseness covered the North Wods.
Pig-iron spat savagely at a brass cuspidor. Then the old iron hunter whirled, narrowed his ginet
eyes at the big bull of a man who stood in his office. Od Pig-iron, owner of Deep Cut mll and
m nes, had nade and lost fortunes in this north country.
"Get out, damm you! Go on. Get out. You're paid off. Get off ny property."
Pig-iron’'s voice dripped with contenpt that seemed sonehow forced. The big bull of a man who
stood before himshuffled uncertainly on his feet. It took al nbst as much nerve to defy old Pig-iron
Heller as it would have to defy the druns.
The bull of a man’s nanme was Mattson Kovisti, a mne worker and ex-lunberjack. There was a
silence in the office as both he and Pig-iron listened to the mutter of the distant druns—er
thunder, if you believed that was what it really was. Pig-iron squalled suddenly in a voice that
hel d nmore determination than belief.
"There ain't no such thing as the Devil’'s Tomahawks," the old man screaned. "It's just a damed
Injun | egend."
Mat t son Kovi sti shuddered. He knew that runbling noise was not thunder. And he wanted to be a
long way fromthere. A half-breed had translated that runbling sound for him
"CGo away, pal eface,"” the druns beat into the night. "You are not wanted here, paleface. Go, or
the Tomahawks of the Lost Ones—the Devil’'s Tomahawks—aill claimyou."
Sweat dripped from Mattson’s face as he thought of those awful words. Mattson Kovisti had seen
one victimof the Devil’'s Tonahawks. He did not want to see another. Mattson had got his pay. Johnny
Pi netree was waiting outside for Mattson Kovisti. The barrel -chested Finn had Johnny’'s pay al so. The
hal f-breed was afraid of old Pig-iron Heller. So he waited outside.
"Johnny Pinetree has an idea," Kovisti offered. "He thinks Doc Savage ought to know about the
Devil’'s Tonmahawks. He—
Pig-iron Heller just about exploded. He ranted and he cursed. He didn't want any outsider prying
into his affairs. Pig-iron was a dyed-in-the-wool individualist who had al ways fought his own
battles. He was now trying to make a mistaken investnment pay, through a rising price of finished
steel for a war-born comrerce.
Pig-iron’s doctor had told himhe was dying of a heart ailnent. The old war horse didn't believe
the medi co. But he had sent for his daughter, Iris. And he had sent for Marquette Heller, his nephew
by adopti on.
Pig-iron’s eyes narrowed slightly as he thought of Marquette. But he forgot himinmmediately to
berate Kovisti, who was running away.
"l don't give a damm what Doc Sav— Pig-iron began.
Then he stopped. The sound, not unlike thunder, becane suddenly nore distinct. It also assuned a
st eady, pounding tenpo. Mattson Kovisti edged toward the door. H's eyes were wide with terror.



Then cane the snell. It was not the clean scent of ozone that conmes with thunder and |ightning.

It was a dead snell of the grave. It carried the suggestion of freshly-turned earth, of the
shrouds in which the dead are buried. There was sonething intangi bly menaci ng about the odor.

Matt son Kovi sti screamed. He dived toward the door. A d Pig-iron staggered toward a couch that

was partly made up as a bed. The excitenent was bad for the old man’s heart. He sank wearily down on
the couch-bed. 1dly, he picked up a newspaper. Then his eyes riveted queerly on one paragraph.
Carefully, he tore it fromthe paper.

Matt son Kovisti ran. He fled with a terror unashaned.

"Johnny Pinetree!" he yelled. "Johnny! Were are you?"

There was no answer fromthe half-breed. Lightning flashed and showed great stretches of
second-growth spruce and pine. The land was like a dead thing itself. The soul of the |and was gone,
had vani shed with the great |unber conpanies. Broadax and crosscut saw had eaten up the soul of the
North Wyods. Fierce tongues of forest fire had bl ackened the ravi shed body that had held it.

The soul was gone. And now, after peace for a hundred years, the Devil’'s Tomahawks had ret urned.
Matt son Kovisti panted as he ran. He knew the | egends of the Tomahawks, the avenging spirits of
braves who had been tricked into death by the advanci ng white man. Wen the Tomahawks avenged, the
spirits of the braves rested nore easily in the happy hunting ground.

So it had been arranged by the great M chabou, the Manitou and maker of all things. M chabou, who
created the world froma grain of sand brought himby the sturdy nuskrat, had nmade it that way to
protect his red-skinned descendants from i nvaders.

That was the |l egend told years ago in the skin tepees and birch-bark huts of the Qibways, the

Chi ppewas and the Tahquanenons. It was, of course, sonething no sensible person believed. It was

i mpossi bl e that such things could occur.

It was inpossible, for exanple, that a man could die of a hundred brutal slashes froma hundred
tomahawks in half a dozen seconds. It was inpossible that such a thing could befall a man entirely
surrounded by his friends; happen in a soft cranberry bog marsh w thout an unexpl ai ned footprint
approaching the victim

O course that was inpossible. But Mattson Kovisti had seen it happen.

"Johnny Pinetree!" Mattson called frantically, "I've got your pay. Were are you?"

"Here me, Mattson," the half-breed’ s voice called fromthe darkness ahead. "Come."

Just as Kovisti plunged ahead, the tenpo of the drums increased to a staggering crescendo. There
was a vivid flash of lightning. A mbaning in the trees becane a | ong-drawn wail of a war whoop. Then
Kovi sti heard the scream

It was a screamof terror and of death. Kovisti recognized the half-breed s voice. The scream
ended on a horrid gurgle of despair. Mattson Kovisti was drawn as if by a magnet. Lightning flashed
again. He saw Johnny Pinetree—er what was left of him

The hal f-breed was brutally slashed in death. Deep gashes covered his whol e body. Suddenly

Matt son Kovisti screamed in newborn terror. The cadence of the druns had not decreased.

Instead, the druns of death seened beating to a new crescendo of terror. That neant their work

was not yet done! New death must come to the North Wods before the Devil’'s Tomahawks could return
to the happy hunting ground with the spirits of the braves!

A BUBBLING cry burst fromKovisti’s lips. He felt pretty sure those druns were beating now for

him Mttson ran like an animal that knows it has to get away. He was |like the lynx trapped in the

spring freshet; like the deer fleeing the |icking tongues of forest fire.
He pounded down the only road there was in the North Whods. It was a winding, two-rutted path
that eventually reached Sault Ste. Marie, Mchigan, the city of the locks. He ran, crashing, like a

frightened noose. Only one thought beat into his brain. That was to get far, far away fromthe
terror that stal ked the North Wods.

There was froth at the corners of Kovisti's mouth as he ran. Hi s heart pounded so strongly w thin
his chest, his pul ses hammered so powerfully at his tenples, that Kovisti did not at first hear the
other sound in the air. It was a steady, droning roar that gradually becane |ouder than the druns
thensel ves. Finally, Mattson heard it, realized that a nodern airplane was circling for a | anding.
Li ght ning fl ashed again, showed Kovisti a big, high-w nged nonopl ane. The Finn's eyes flickered
oddly. Fear was |eaving those eyes now. A cold, hard determ nation replaced it for the nonent.

He watched the bright landing lights flash on. The plane cane into a tiny landing field,

mai ntai ned for Pig-iron Heller’s planes.

Matt son Kovisti was suddenly smitten by the sort of inpulse that nakes a man fight for a cause in

whi ch he believes. It was the sudden strength that nakes a fellowwilling to sacrifice his own
wel fare to spread truth where that truth is sorely needed.
"If they |leave that plane," Kovisti nuttered, "I'Il get to Doc Savage!"

The Finn's barrel chest filled out. H's head came erect. Mattson had once been a nmechanic at the
Sault Ste. Marie airport. He'd once taken one of the ten-passenger Boeings used on that northern
route for a trial hop. Mattson now determ ned that he would go to the one person who mght really be
able to help stop the Devil's Tomahawks!

Kovisti uttered a cry of hope as he plunged toward the tiny airfield. The thought of Doc Savage
gave hi mnewborn strength. Even in the fastness of the North Wods, the name of the man newspapers



ternmed a physical phenonenon and a nental nmarvel was one to strike hope in the heart of an honest
man; terror to a crook. Mattson Kovisti knew nore of the bronze giant than npst woodsnmen. The huge
Finn had spent nmany long winters in northern |unber canps. In the winter nights the jack in the
bunkhouse can either read or take part in the |ong-w nded argunents that go on endl essly. The Finns
are not a talkative race. They either sleep or read

A bunkhouse in the spring will yield an amazing pile of dog-eared nagazi nes. They are dog-eared
because every page has been read and reread a dozen tinmes or nore. It was not at all strange that
Mat t son Kovi sti knew a | ot about Doc Savage

H s readi ng had informed himthat C ark Savage, Jr., was a man of hercul ean strength and nmenta
prowess that was a constant source of amazenent to scientists. He knew that the man of bronze, as
Doc was often called, had been trained fromchil dhood to engage in one of the strangest careers that
had ever befallen any man

He knew that Doc Savage and his five aids had gone to the four corners of the earth to right the
wrongs that evildoers perpetrated on innocent victins. He had read that the bronze nman never
accepted pay for these things; that he had a strange source of alnost illimtable wealth which he
used solely to benefit nmankind

And, Mattson Kovisti was certain that the thing fromwhich he fled was evil enough to be worth
the bronze man’s time and trouble

THE plane’s notor spluttered jerkily as the pilot brought it down to a bunpy |anding. The |anding
lights flared agai nst high, whitewashed rocks that marked one edge of the landing field. The

whi t ewashed rocks reflected the light, throwing a pale illum nation over the whole field

Three figures got out of the plane. The first one was a rotund, sleek-1ooking man. Mattson
Kovisti didn't recognize him In the dimlight, he | ooked well dressed and prosperous. The second
figure brought a gasp from Mattson Kovisti’s lips. A pert hat scarcely conceal ed the bright

bl ondness of the girl’'s hair. Her figure was trimin a neat business suit. Mattson did not need to
strain his eyes in the dimlight to exam ne her features

The childlike beauty and sharp, mature wit of Iris Heller were not unknown to the workers

enpl oyed by the old iron hunter. Iris was the daughter of old Pig-iron Heller, the daughter he said
he did not want saddled with the responsibility of fighting the sinister force that was ragi ng
through the North Wbods

Matt son Kovisti’s lips spread into a smle. To this girl, he was sure he could pour out the
things he believed, the things he feared. The Finn saw the tall figure of a man in flying clothes
cl amber out behind Iris Heller. The three apparently were the only occupants of the plane

Kovi sti started inmpulsively toward the plane. Then two things happened to halt him Iris spoke
Her voice was bitter, harsh. It was unlike the gay tones he had known when she visited the

wi | derness of Deep Cut M ne

"I"l1l change his mnd," Iris snapped sharply. "He'Il not leave this thing to Mark. M nd ny words
N. Nate, I'Il get the right to take over."

"Now, now, Mss Heller," an oily voice purred fromthe fat man. "Perhaps your dad knows best

Per haps—

Iris Heller stanped a dainty foot

"Perhaps nothing!" she said irritably. "Marquette Heller didn't even answer his sumons. The

I ndi ans have got dad terrorized."

The girl’s blue eyes flashed in the reflected brilliance of the landing |ights

"The Indians aren’'t going to frighten me, N. Nathan Nathani al son," she said grimy. "And nobody
is going to stop ne fromfighting beside ny dad."

Matt son Kovi sti groaned. He was well out into the clearing. At the sound of the nane of N Nathan
Nat hani al son, the big Finn dived for a dark clunp of cranberry bushes. Now he recogni zed the fat
man. N. Nate was Pig-iron Heller’s attorney.

On N Nate's last trip to the North Wods, Kovisti had seen himin unexpl ai ned huddl es with
renegade Indians fromthe copper regions. He had seen furtive novenents of the fat nan as he energed
from sod-and-bark hovels that housed hal f-breeds addicted too nuch to noonshi ne whi skey.

Kovi sti burrowed deep into the conceal nent of the bush. It was then that the second thing
occurred which warned himnot to nmake his presence known.

The beating of the druns rolled down fromthe sky. The notor of the plane was shut off. There was
a second or so of silence. And then there were the drums, the Indian druns of death

Their pul sing beat was now close to the ground. It had no direction. It engulfed the clearing in
whi ch the plane had stopped

Chapter 11. PIGIRON S MESSAGE

IRI'S HELLER heard the druns. She whipped a snall conpact automatic from her handbag, strode
quickly toward the edge of the clearing. It was undoubtedly chance that brought her within half a
dozen yards of the copse in which Mattson Kovisti burrowed for conceal nent

Behi nd her strode the gaunt pilot. Behind the pilot, fat N Nathan Nathani al son puffed |ike an
overwor ked | oconotive

"Sl ow down, Mss Heller," he conplained. "I ain't the antelope | used to be."

Iris Heller slowed down. But N. Nate's plea apparently had little to do with it. The powerfu



flashlight in her left hand flicked on. The girl was as tense as a young Indian on the hunt. The
flashlight swept nmethodically over a copse twenty yards ahead of her. In its reflection her firmjaw
showed grimy. Slowy, she brought up the automatic.

There was a scranbling noi se ahead of them The automatic blasted. But it had a short barrel, not
made for shooting at any distance. Running like a young deer, a reddish figure | eaped fromthe copse
and tore into the thickening stand of scrub pine at the edge of the cranberry bog.

N. Nat han Nat hani al son squalled like a child who had suddenly nmet up with an ogre. The pilot, who
apparently had no part in the proceedings aside frombeing an air chauffeur, gasped al oud.

The figure that tore through the underbrush was a tall, rangy Indian. The red man’s face was
daubed with the war paint of the Qibways tribe. Brave's feathers decorated the sleek black hair.
The fleeing redskin was barefoot, clad only in loincloth. An arrow quiver and a stone tomahawk hung
froma thong over his heavy-nuscl ed shoul ders.

As the redskin di sappeared he screanmed a war whoop of defiance. As if in answer, the druns of

death crashed forth in a new crescendo of wath. Iris Heller and the gaunt pilot stood side by side,
staring into the tangle of underbrush. Then the girl whirled.

The pilot froze in his tracks as if he had suddenly been turned into stone. Back behind them
toward the airfield, there came another awesome, chilling war whoop. It rose to a pitch of frenzy,
then died slowy into the night.

The screamthat followed brought a cry of horror fromlris Heller. It was a scream of agony and
terror. Aman’s voice lifted in a piteous plea for nercy. The voice screaned, then died on a
bubbling, gurgling note of despair. Iris Heller blasted into the darkness with her automatic.

Iris’ voice came again then. It was tense, tight with an unwillingness to believe.

"N. Nate!" the girl cried. "N. Nate! \Were are you?"

There was silence for a nonment. It was broken now only by the receding nmutter of the drunms. It

was as if the things had now acconplished their awful purpose and were drifting off into the
recesses of the other world where the | ong-dead braves of the Gibway tribe dwelt with the nmaster
spirit of M chabou.

There was an odor in the air. Both Iris and the pilot noticed that. It was the earthlike snell of
the grave that had made Kovisti scream before he had heard the plane.

Then the lightning flashed again. N Nathan Nathani al son was nowhere to be seen. He had

apparently vani shed. The drunbeat in the sky rippled in a brief roll. It was |like a hollow, awesone
chuckl e fromthe gods of evil. Iris Heller gasped.

"The Devil's Tomahawks!" she breathed. "Wy, | hadn't really believed in—

An oath fromthe pilot interrupted her. The flash of |ightning had not shown N. Nate by the
cranberry bush where he had halted, panting. But it had showed something else to the pilot. H's

pl ane was his first concern, which was quite natural. It was his livelihood.

The flash revealed an indistinct figure racing toward the plane. The pilot let out a roar of
indignation and tore after the apparent thief. But the runner had too nmuch of a start. The man
plunged into the cabin and the grow of the inertia starter hummed into the air. The notor was still
warm It kicked over with a stuttering bark, that stepped up quickly into a powerful roar.

The prop bit into the night air, dragged the plane into the wind. The pilot was still waving his
arns around in excited anger. He al nbst got hold of the rudder. Hs lunge for it landed himflat on
his face on the ground. Meanwhile the plane took off and bored through the night toward the east.
The pilot scranbled to his feet and nade several remarks he was just as glad the girl didn't
overhear. Her startled screaminterrupted him It also nade himforget about such trivia as thieves
who steal airplanes.

IRIS HELLER trenbled as if a sudden attack of nalaria had overcone her. The pilot, when he cane

up, sent a |low breath of astoni shment whistling through his teeth.

N. Nat han Nat hani al son lay in a pool of blood. He was clearly defined in the light fromthe

girl’s flashlight. Fromhead to foot he was gashed with w cked, ugly wounds. Each wound was shaped
like a small crescent noon. Al the wounds bl ed.

A faint nban came fromthe fat lawer’s |ips. He opened his eyes and | ooked wildly into the
flashlight. Iris nmoved swiftly then. She tore N. Nate's shirt into strips and began bandagi ng the
wounds.

N. Nate was so terror-stricken his voice was little nore than a thin scream of hysteria. The

terror in his voice was not sonmething nice to hear. It had all happened so fast that N. Nate could
tell little about it.

The war whoop, he said, suddenly seenmed to surround him Then rough hands grabbed him Sharp

bl ades hacked at him cut into his flesh. He had | ost consci ousness just as he heard Iris let |oose
with her automatic.

"That must have frightened them away," he noaned. "If it hadn’t been for that, |'d be a goner."
Iris Heller nade little comment as she bound up the ngjority of his wounds. There were nore than
fifty of them The pilot donated his shirt for nore bandages. He shook his head and nuttered about
the inpossibility of the thing.

"It don’t nake sense," he offered. "It ain't possible."

Iris Heller finished the bandagi ng. She stood erect and answered quickly.



"Neither is it possible for a man to get that many wounds in the fraction of a mnute," she
observed. "And there hasn’t been a soul in sight except that one Indian running off in another
direction.”

Swiftly, she flicked on her |ight. She examined every foot of the ground. There were a couple of
fallen trees, three or four cranberry bushes. There wasn't a single footprint, let alone the
footprints of two or three dozen tonahawk-sw nging braves. The pilot cleared his throat.

"What in tophet is it?" he managed.

Iris Heller spoke in a restrained voice.

"The Devil's Tonmahawks," she explained. "If you believe in the legends, it is a supernatural
thing. | heard about it when | was a little girl. Father used to |augh about those stories. But now
he is dying. He sent for ne and—

The next words cane |like an epithet. The girl snapped themthrough her teeth as if they were
tainted, poisoned things.

"For me and for Marquette Heller!" Iris Heller ripped.

The pilot cocked his head questioningly. He had heard the girl tell N. Nate a few m nutes before
that she would not tolerate Marquette Heller's taking over the investigation of the trouble in the
Deep Cut district.

"Who is he?" the pilot pronpted. Iris Heller’'s blue eyes bored into the pilot suspiciously.

"l don’t know why | should tell you," she said flatly. "But it mght do me good to let off steam
Marquette Heller is half §ibway. He was adopted and educated by ny father's brother, Luke Heller.
He has a power over these Indians that is weird. Father is an antifem nist of the old school. Rather
then let ne take over while he is ill, he'd give Mark the run of the place."

Her voice grew bitter.

"Marquette is half Gibway," she observed, "and it is the Qibway |ndians who are causing all

this terror." She pulled out a yellow telegram handed it to the pilot. "Here," she said. "Read
that."

The tel egram was addressed to Iris in Detroit. It was signed by Pig-iron Heller. It read:

CANNCT LOCATE MARK. HURRY. | MJST SEE YOU BEFORE I T IS TOO LATE.

DAD.

Fat N. Nat han Nat hani al son forced hinself into a sitting position. Hs face was pasty-white.

"I think," he gasped weakly, "that with help | could walk. I"'mafraid to stay here."

A new voice nmade N. Nate gasp. Iris and the pilot whirled around.

"The rotund jurisconsult,” a cultured voi ce announced, "displays ineffable intransigence to

suffering.”
Iris swng the flashlight toward the voice. The figure she saw was so thin it mght have been the
little man who wasn't there. Only this one wasn’t exactly little. He was tall, bony and unbelievably

skinny. His suit fit himas if he had gotten it froma pawnshop. A trenmendous, bul ging forehead
gleanmed in the light. But the nmost incongruous thing about himfor a man stalking in the North Wods
was the nonocl e.

O unusually thick lens, it was attached to his ill-fitting coat |apel by a black ribbon. He
blinked casually, not at the girl, who was worth blinking at, but at N. Nathan Nathani al son.
"Wh-what did you say?" the girl blurted.

N. Nate struggled to his feet.

"He said that the fat |awer refuses to let the pain get him" explained N Nate, who knew sone

Il ong words hinself. "Now, who in hell is he?"
Iris Heller peered at the thin wearer of the nonocle. Then she rel axed.
"Ch," she said. "It's Little Johnny. The boys at the mne call himthat because he's so tall."

The skinny man bowed politely.

"Just a netallurgical adjunct to the recovery of hematite," he expl ai ned.

Wi le they were figuring that one out, the man whomthe woodsnmen and miners had dubbed Little

Johnny put his arnms around the fat formof N Nathan Nathanialson. Iris and the aviator gasped at
what happened then. Wth as little effort as if he were heaving a sack of flour, the incredibly thin
man swung the | awyer over his shoul ders. He headed back al ong the road toward Deep Cut M ne, bearing
hi s burden.

"Pedestrian activity would not be conducive to efficient recovery," he explained, trying now to

keep his words short.

He did not need to explain that he had wandered into the North Wods a nonth before and been

hired by Pig-iron Heller because of his renarkabl e know edge of hematite, the principal type of iron
ore found in the northern United States. That nuch was known. Pig-iron was an individualist who paid
of f on what workers could do, not who they were. He hadn’t cared a whit what the skinny

metal lurgi st’s nane m ght have been.

Iris explained that to the aviator and to N. Nate who was getting a free ride on a nount that

didn't seem strong enough to carry half his weight.

But what Iris could not explain because she did not know, was that the gaunt nan was really one

of the five aids of Doc Savage! Wien the nen had dubbed himLittle Johnny, they had cone cl oser than
they realized to his real nane.



Wl liam Harper Littlejohn was a geol ogi st, archaeol ogi st and bi ol ogi st of renown wherever science
was di scussed by its top-flight exponents. Doc Savage had sent Johnny, as he was known to his
friends, into the North Wods to find out what was causing the terror near Pig-iron Heller’'s Deep
Cut M ne

Doc had heard runors of that, as he heard reports of nbst weird evil that went on in the world
Doc had wanted to know what m ght have been discovered in that area that gave new value to Heller’s
m ne; perhaps value that Heller hinself did not know.

Doc had told Johnny he wanted to find out if there was sone unpredicted rich source of ore that
previous investigations had not revealed. He told Johnny he wanted to know if that was the basic
cause of the trouble, or if the Indians were really out of hand, for some reason of their own
Johnny rel axed the nmuscl es of one eye, pernmitted the nonocle to drop to the end of the ribbon

The monocle was in reality a powerful magnifying glass that he used in his profession

"I amquite baffled,” the geologist said half to hinmself. "The cause underlying this unseemy
activity is inconprehensible to nme."

Johnny started to say sonething el se. But he was interrupted by a white-haired man nountai n whose
sheer size brought a gasp fromthe airplane pilot who was bringing up the rear

"lgor!" Iris cried. "Thank goodness you have cone."

As the newconer cane closer to the beamof the flashlight it could be seen that his hair was not
white with age. It was nmerely an incredible blondness that woul d have nade girls of the
platinumhair era green with several kinds of envy.

The man was clad in rough work-shoes and denimoveralls. The only touch that gave any indication
of authority was a necktie he wore in the collar of his blue denimshirt. He bowed stiffly fromthe
wai st

"Your father expected you, mistress," he said. Hs voice was a hollow roar, like wind in the

ni ght. He turned to Johnny.

"l see you have been of assistance," he said stiffly. "You shall be rewarded." The nountain of a
man stepped forward to relieve Johnny of his burden. Johnny staggered slightly, permtted the big
man to take N. Nat han Nathanialson. It would not do to permt the people of this North Wods to
suspect him of such unusual strength. It mght cause questions he did not yet want to answer.
Iris Heller perforned the feat of introducing the man now on lgor’s back to lIgor. It seened sort
of silly.

"This is Igor Lakonnen, our foreman," she said to N. Nate. "I don't believe you ve net him
before, although he’'s been with dad for nore than twenty-five years."
N. Nate grunted. "I’ve been on the legal end, not the mning end," he offered. "I don't get up to

the mne very often.”

I gor Lakonnen started to bow again in introduction. He decided that such a procedure woul d be bad
for N. Nathan who woul d have thus been catapulted to the ground. So he gave it up

"Your father awaits," Igor explained. "In the house-office."

Lakonnen spoke with the stiff precision of a man who has never becone at ease with an adopted

| anguage. He never spoke at all except when it was absolutely necessary. But then, as has been
pointed out, the Finns are really a silent race. Iris spoke then falteringly. It al nost seened that
she was afraid of the answer she m ght get

"l's . . . is he all right?" she asked

Before | gor Lakonnen could reply, a whooping yell sounded from ahead. It seened to cone fromthe
squat house now dimy discernible in the gloomof night. There was a crashing of glass. Then flanes
shot out from one w ndow.

lgor put N. Nate gently down to the ground and began to run. Johnny was already racing toward the
building. Iris and the plane pilot were close behind. Lakonnen stanped into the building, seized a
fire extinguisher froma rack as he did. The flanes were confined to one corner of the room They
yi el ded quickly to the stream of carbon tetrachloride fromthe extingui sher

The roomwas dark. Iris found a light switch and snapped it. A cry of horror gurgled from her
throat. The roomwas a shanbles. Drawers of a big desk were ripped open. Chairs were overturned
Papers were strewn about the floor

In one corner, beside the huge |eather couch that had been nade up as a bed was the body of
Pig-iron Heller. The eyes were open, glazed. The strong lines of the iron-hunter’s face were tw sted
in the pain of death. There was only a red bl ob where the silver hair had been

The scal p was severed fromthe head. Beside the body was a bl oodstai ned tomahawk of some flinty
stone. Pig-iron Heller had been scalped in old frontier fashion

Wth a strangled cry, Iris Heller raced to the still formof her father. One outstretched hand

was cl enched. A w sp of paper showed between the fingers. Her eyes wide with horror, the girl pried
those fingers apart. It seened to be the one thing that the killer perhaps had m ssed

A singl e newspaper clipping cane fromthe dead hand of the mne owner. It was a clipping that

told sonething of the exploits of Cdark Savage, Jr. It related that no nystery had yet been found
that was too terrifying or too baffling for the bronze man to sol ve

Iris Heller stood erect. Her eyes were clear, determ ned

"My father was an individualist," she said sinply. "He believed in solving things in his own way.



If this thing was big enough for himto realize that he needed Doc Savage, it is certainly too big
for us!"

Slowy, Iris Heller wal ked toward a tel ephone. She noved the hook up and down slowy. She becane
inmpatient. Then her face went suddenly white. Her lips parted in fear.

"The phone," she said. "It is dead."

Chapter |11. FORTRESS OF SOLI TUDE

IRI'S HELLER coul d not have known it, but it would have been inpossible for her to contact Doc
Savage in any event. Another caller was finding that out even as Iris put down the di sabl ed phone.
Matt son Kovisti had a pretty fair working know edge of airplane radio as well as sufficient
ability to pilot the four-place cabin job he had appropri at ed.

As soon as he took off, the barrel-chested Finn nade a conplete search of the plane to be certain
that he had no stowaways. That settled to his satisfaction, he headed the ship in the direction of
Detroit and gave his attention to the radio transmitter in the plane. He consulted a | og book that
he found beside the pilot’s seat and found the call letters that were established for persons who
m ght need to contact the bronze man.

It seened a long shot to Kovisti. The plane had a powerful transmitter for a private ship, and he
knew that Doc’s receiver would be a powerful unit. But Kovisti was uneasy. Three tinmes he gave the
call letters.

"Long Tom Roberts speaking," a voice finally came to him "Doc Savage is not available at the
nmonent. Can | be of assistance?"

Mat t son Kovisti’'s voice bubbled over with excitenent. He knew that Mjor Thonmas J. Long Tom
Roberts was one of the greatest electrical engineers in existence. He felt sure that Long Tom
Roberts could help himget to Doc.

In a tense, breathless tone, Mattson Kovisti told Long Tom Roberts several things about the
Devil's Tomahawks and about the terror stalking the Mchigan North Wods.

"l don’t know what it is," he finished. "But if you'll tell me howto get to Doc Savage, it'll
help a lot."

The words that came from Long Tom nade hi m gasp in newborn fear.

"Doc Savage is in his place of contenplation and reflection known as the Fortress of Solitude,"
Long Tominforned him "There is no way at the nonent that | can get in touch with him"

Mat t son Kovi sti’s voice becane frantic.

"Wwhat shall | do?" he queried. "Sonething nust be done about this thing."

"Col onel John Renwi ck is speaking at the Northland Hotel in Detroit tonight," Long Tomtold him
"Doc woul d want you to communicate with him You will be contacted at the Detroit city airport."”
Mat t son Kovisti breathed a sigh of mixed relief and anxiety. Sone further aid could be expected
from Renny Renwick, he felt certain. But the fact that Doc was in his Fortress of Solitude worried
Kovi sti. He had read snatches about that retreat.

When Doc was engaged in research that denanded utnbst concentration, he often flew to the hidden
estate tucked away in the far Northland. Not even his aids knew the | ocation of the Fortress of
Solitude. Only by prearrangement or under certain specified conditions were they to disturb Doc’s
operations there.

That fact worried Mattson Kovisti as he tooled his ship in toward Detroit’s city airport. That
and one other thing that had suddenly occurred to him

Radi o had been a sinple way for himto conmunicate with Doc Savage’'s eighty-sixth floor office in
New York. It had been quick and efficient. But it was al so sonmething el se.

Odinary radio is not a private method of conmunication. Anyone on the proper wave | ength can
listen in. Mattson Kovisti was thinking about that as he flashed on his landing lights and started
the long glide down to the concrete runway of the airport.

KOVI STI cl anbered out of the ship as the airport attendants rushed out. He wasn't sure whet her
the ship had taken off fromthat airport on its trip to Deep Cut Mne. But he took no chances. He
munbl ed an invol ved expl anation about Iris Heller wanting some things in Detroit, but also wanting
the other pilot to stay up there. Kovisti had gotten the other pilot’s nane from papers in the

pl ane.

The airport attendants seemed to take whatever Iris Heller wanted to do for granted. She had
sonething of a reputation as a nmadcap heiress who generally had her way whether it was in the book
of rules or not.

The attendants took over the plane and taxied it to the hangar in which the Hellers kept it.

Kovi sti went warily toward the admi nistration building. A cop passed himand Kovisti flinched. He
drew a sigh of relief that no one was trying to arrest himfor stealing the plane.

It didn't occur to himthat police activity mght have been a very welcone thing. It was quite
natural for Mattson to be concerned about breaking the law. It was also natural for himto grow

i mpati ent when there was no one at the airport to meet him Long Tom had said he’d be contacted

t here.

Matt son | ooked at the clock in the adm nistration building. It was after two in the norning.

"Hel I!'" he exclained. "I bet Renny Renwi ck went out to do the hot spots after his lecture.”
Kovisti fidgeted for three or four nore minutes. Then he hailed a cab.



"If a big nournful -1o00king guy is looking for nme, tell himl’ve gone to his hotel," Kovisti said,
and gave the starter his name. Mattson considered that remark sufficiently cryptic. That is, he did
until the cab was halfway into the center of the city. Then he began to worry. Soneone might try to
foll ow him

So Kovisti did a quite natural thing. He told the driver to go around Grand Circus a couple of
tines. Then he told himto drive to the Statler. There, Kovisti paid off his cab. He went in one set
of swinging doors, crossed the | obby and went out into the other street.

Huggi ng the wal I's of buildings, Kovisti nade his way to M chigan Avenue and finally to the

Northl and Hotel. He noticed vaguely that alternate street lights had been turned out. It was an
ordinary procedure to save nunicipal electricity when bright lights are not needed. But what
happened next was not ordinary. It was so unordinary that life insurance conpanies did a rushing
busi ness for several weeks.

Kovi sti crossed the street toward the side entrance. It was a wide street. Wen the big Finn
reached approximately the center, every light in that section of the city went out. The lights in
the hotel itself were snuffed out |like a giant candle.

Then cane the steady pul sing of the druns. The Indian druns of death swooped down in the night

upon the nodern city! Into the stone and asphalt canyons made by nbdern man cane the | egendary death
supposedly buried years ago with the master spirit of M chabou!

Matt son Kovi sti screamed. He began to run. He could not see what direction he was taking in the

bl ackness. Suddenly he stunbled. It was as if he had been tripped. The big Finn's screamturned to a
scream of nortal pain, of anguish unbelievable. It ended in gurgling subm ssion, and then there was
si |l ence.

Down the street a policeman’s nightstick pounded on the sidewal k. Footsteps slapped down the
street.

"Cancy! Oh, Cancy!" one cop bellowed. "Wiat the devil is it? Wuat’'s that awful snell?"

It was the snell that nost people tal ked about afterward. Newspaper reporters tried to describe

it. Then they gave it up and said it was undescribable. It was a horrid, gravelike stench that nade
one think of shrouds |ong beneath the ground. It was the suggestion of terror that came with it that
coul d not be described. It was sinply there.

Mat t son Kovisti was very dead when lighting service was restored. The alternate street lights

that had been cut out since mdnight came on first. They were on a separate circuit. A police
electrician found that a main fuse had been shorted to darken the rest of the lights.

Al of that was understandable, quite within the conception of nodern nan.

The fifty tomahawk wounds that had spelled death for Mattson Kovisti, however, were sonething

el se entirely.

THE cop who had yelled for O ancy was nopping cold perspiration fromhis forehead as Renny | eaped
froma taxi. Renny had mi ssed Kovisti at the airport by less than a dozen minutes. Had he found him
there, he would have advised a quick take-off and a return to the North Wods.

Renny stood and | ooked at the torn thing that had been Mattson Kovisti. He balled one huge fist

and snote his other palm The fist seemed as big as a quart m |k bucket.

The cop who stood beside Renny patted himgently on one arm The cop thought Kovisti must be sone
close relative. He had never seen such a nournful |ook on any face. He didn't know that Renny’'s
long, puritanical face always |ooked |ike that.

None the | ess, Renny was extrenely perturbed. Death was horrible, and this was worse than nost he
had seen. Also, it posed another problem

"Holy cow " Renny runbled in a voice like a bear in a cavern. "This is terrible."

Renny nodded as the cop suggested quick arrangenents for an undertaker. Slowy, the big-fisted
giant strode into the Northland Hotel. Renny had addressed a convention of marine engineers in that
hotel in the evening. Later, he had inspected some of the intricate power plants of nearby
automobil e factories with his hosts. That was why he had been late in hearing fromLong Tomin New
York. Renny was one of the nobst inportant engineers in the profession. He paused as he turned the
corridor toward his room Idly, he beat his fist against the wall.

Plaster fell to the floor and a great dent appeared in the wall.

"Holy cow " Renny growl ed. "I must be nore upset than | realized."

It was one of Renny’'s few boasts that there wasn’'t an oak door made that he couldn’t split with a
single blow of either of his gigantic fists. Taking care not to swing his fist again, Renny |et
himself into his room |dly, he scooped up his phone and called New York. Long Tom answer ed.

Renny spoke rapidly and in a | oud, boomi ng voice. He had no worries about anyone eavesdroppi ng on
the conversation. The big engineer spoke in Mayan, the ancient, alnost extinct, tongue of Central
Anerica. There were probably not half a dozen white nen in the so-called civilized world aside from
Doc and his aids who understood that tongue.

Mayan was the | anguage of the Republic of Hidalgo, deep in the hills of Central Anerica. Hidalgo
was al so the secret source of the amazing wealth of the bronze man. At a certain tine each week, a
Mayan listened in on a certain wave length. If he heard the agreed-upon signal, a pack train of gold
woul d start imediately for the coast.

Doc had a peculiar right to that gold. It covered a part of his adventurous background of which



he sel dom spoke.

When Renny put down the phone, his long, puritanical face |ooked grimrer than ever. The grimess
now was not of sorrow, but of anticipation of action. In his own way, Renny was begi nning to enjoy
the thought of coming to grips with the thing that was bringing terror and death to northern

M chi gan.

Long Tom had agreed with himthat the incident which had occurred was of sufficient inport to
warrant intruding on Doc Savage's solitude. He agreed that such a possible occurrence was the reason
Doc had equi pped Renny with a neans of communicating with him

Renny had been instructed to remain in Detroit, close to northern Mchigan until the bronze man
returned or until sonething happened that warranted communi cati on.

Renny turned toward a square box that was on the floor. He | eaned over and adjusted several

knobs. The devi ce was an advanced tel evisor, far beyond the scope of any that had been introduced
commercially. Wen control of television wave | engths had been deci ded, when the new devi ce coul d be
of fered without jeopardizing the tine and noney rival experinenters had expended, Doc intended to
rel ease his new televisor inpartially, and not for his own profit.

A crackling sound cane fromthe cabinet. The glass top began to glow, at first faintly, and then
nore strongly. A conpletely new theory permitted it to operate w thout either antenna or coaxi al
cabl e connecti ons.

A face began to materialize on the gl ass-paneled top. The glow of the tel evisor screen was not
greenish or distorted, as in the ordinary nachine. It conveyed natural colors with a clarity that
was renmarkable. It was as nuch without distortion in visual transm ssion as the new
frequency-nodul ation radio is for voice.

Before the face materialized, Renny heard Doc Savage’'s voice. The tones were quiet, well

nmodul ated, but with a conpelling force that was difficult to understand.

"l have been expecting you to communicate with nme," Doc said sinply. "Tell ne what you have

| earned. "

As Renny spoke, he watched the clear image of Doc Savage appear on the glass screen. It was a
face no one could have forgotten. The conpl exi on was of deep bronze. The jaw was strong and firm
Doc’s hair, like a netallic cap, was just a slightly darker shade of bronze than his skin.

But it was the eyes that were the nost arresting. They were |like pools of flake-gold stirred
constantly by tiny wi nds. They possessed a penetrating, alnost hypnotic, quality which was quite
di sturbing to persons whose consci ences were troubl ed.

Renny quickly told Doc what he had seen and what Mattson Kovisti had told Long Tom by pl ane

radi o. That consisted of Kovisti’'s account of the killing of Johnny Pinetree and of the illness of
Pig-iron Heller. Kovisti did not know about his death. He knew about the arrival of Iris Heller and
N. Nat han Nat hani al son, and had told Long Tom of that.

Renny told the bronze man of the strange, terrible death that had overtaken Kovisti and of the
horrible grave-like odor that had filled the air when the Devil’'s Tomahawks descended.

An eerie, weird trilling sound filled Renny’s hotel roomwhen he told about that. It didn't
startle the big engineer. He knew that nusical, tunel ess sound was an unconsci ous reaction of the
bronze man to a problemthat aroused his interest, or to a circunstance that nonmentarily baffled
hi m

"l have been investigating certain reported nmanifestations of the returned power of the dead,"

Doc said. "I had hoped that they might have sone bearing on the Devil’'s Tonmahawks."

Doc was silent for a nmoment. Then he gave swift orders.

"Contact Monk and Ham" he directed. "Also find out fromJohnny his latest information on the
value of Heller's iron ore. | will comunicate with you within two hours."

Chapter |V. DOUBLE DI SASTER

IN all probability, the nost unhappy man on the shores of Lake Superior that fine summer norning
was Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks. To the world at |arge, Theodore Marley Brooks was one
of the nost astute |lawyers that Harvard had unl eashed upon an unsuspecting worl d.

To those who knew himwell, or to persons who could outrun him he was normally known as Ham

Li eut enant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Monk Mayfair, one of the world s |eading industrial chem sts,
referred to himas a fashion-plate shyster and a disgrace to mankind. It was true that the

sl ender - wai sted Ham was one of the world' s best-dressed nmen. Ham heard Monk comi ng behind hi m across
the canpfire clearing. Ham groaned and shut his eyes. He didn't even want to | ook at the beautiful
sunrise across Lake Superior.

Ham was respl endent, as usual, even in his fishing togs. The latest thing in waders incased his
feet and | egs. The waterproof extra-heavy broadcloth breeches were the last thing in style. The
jacket, with smart pockets, was the nobbiest thing his tailor could devise. Bright trout flies were
stuck in the band of his soft felt hat.

A high, piping voice shrilled a fisherman’s song. Ham Brooks shuddered visibly, tossed his
cigarette into the | ake.

"H ya, shyster," the high voice greeted. "You don't |ook so good this norning."

Ham groaned again. "Go ‘way, you missing link," he npaned. "I don’t want to | ook at you. Not
ever."



Monk’ s voice took on a childlike tone. He sounded hurt.

"And after all |’'ve done to become worthy of you?" Mnk protested. "You just ain't grateful."

Ham groaned and opened his eyes. He shut them again quickly. He just couldn't do it. Two weeks of
this had driven himto the point of violence.

Monk strode to the canpfire and stirred the enbers under the coffeepot. Monk lived up to his

ni ckname. Furry hands dangl ed down to his knees. A small nubbin of a head was surnmounted by reddi sh
bristles, as was nost of his entire body. Monk wal ked with a rolling gait that seened to belong in
the treetops. Hamoften said it did.

Ham put one hand before his eyes. Cautiously, he squinted between two fingers. Then he groaned
anew and fled into the woods.

Monk Mayfair on this trip | ooked |ike a huge anthropoid ape who was imtating a Royal Canadian
Mounti e, a dude cowboy and an electric welder. Al at once. It was driving Ham crazy.

Monk’ s jacket was a flamng red. The pants, waterproof and tucked in waterproof boots of a
bright-yell ow hue, were shaggy and brilliant green. Hami s voice yelled at himfromthe woods.

"If you take that danged hat off," he shouted, "I mght come back. There isn't a nosquito alive
that could penetrate that hide of yours."

This was quite probably true. But Monk wore a hat that was a gadget to end all gadgets. It had a
removabl e visor, a screen that tucked into the neck and coul d be nmade waterproof by application of a
patented oil. A cocky orange-colored feather was fastened jauntily to one side.

"G wan, get some wood, you ex-fashion plate," Mnk grunted. "There's nothing wong with ny taste
in clothes."

Monk was grinning broadly. He'd had Hamall to hinmself for two weeks. And the clothes Mnk had
decked hinself with had brought the sartorially excellent Hamto a point of apoplexy. Mnk chuckl ed
softly and went about preparing breakfast.

PRESENTLY the | awyer canme back with an arnful of wood. There was a new gleamin his eyes. He told
himsel f that the time had come to turn the tables on the hairy chenist. Mnk had been having too
good a tine. Ham noticed out of the corner of his eye the figure in resplendent red jacket squatting
at the edge of the | ake. The dapper |awyer grinned. He didn't even fly into a rage when he saw

Habeas Corpus stretched out on Hanmis bl anket roll. Habeas was an odd-I|ooking pig with long | egs and
ears that were probably nmeant to fly with. Habeas was Mnk’s pet, a constant source of annoyance to
the | awyer.

Stealthily, Ham crept upon the porker. A cold bath in the |ake, he opined, would do the pig no
harm And it would nmake Monk nmad enough to fight. The pig snored gently. Ham extended a hand. Then
he swore.

"Just you dare lay a hand on nme, you enpty | awbook!" a shrill voice came fromthe pig. "Just you
dare and 1'Il pin your ears flat against your head!"

Ham | eaped erect. Mnk’s ventriloquismwi th the pig was the | ast straw.

"Dang you!" he screaned. "Here's where you get yours!"

The dapper |awyer flung hinself toward the stooped figure at the shore. He plunged in a flying

bl ock, All-Anerican style, caught the gaudily garbed figure squarely in the buttocks. There was a
tremendous spl ash and a sudden barking of surprise and anger.

The figure that emerged | ooked enough |ike Mnk to have been his twin. But it wasn't Mnk. The
hairy chem st was behind Ham and doubled up with mirth. Tears rolled down Mnk's cheeks. H s voice
was weak from | aughter.

"Dunked your own fool pet!" he panted in glee. "I always said you wasn't very smart."

The figure Monk had dressed in a spare outfit of his gaudy clothes was Chenmistry, a what-is-it

Ham had picked up in a South American jungle years before. He was sone kind of a stunted ape or

gorilla.
Ham strai ghtened slowy. There was nurder in his eye as he noved across the clearing.
"You hairy m stake!" he snapped, "I don’'t know why Doc ever sent me up to this junping-off place

with you. But | do know that |'’mgoing to cut you down to your knees right now. You can wal k on the
stunps. "

Ham reached for a sl ender cane which he was seldomwithout. It was in reality an efficient
swor d- cane.

Monk | aughed gl eefully and started for the woods. He knew he could outrun Ham Then he stopped.
Ham Br ooks dropped his cane. The perpetual quarrel was suddenly forgotten as if it had not existed
at all.

A coughi ng sound cane from a huge birch-bark canoe pulled up on the shore. Then a voice runbl ed.

It was a booming, bearlike voice.

"Renny calling," the voice roared. "Calling Monk and Ham Mnk and Ham |et ne know you are
contacted. "

The two nmen rushed to the canoe. Ham got there first.

"O. K, Renny," he said into a mcrophone. "Mnk and Hamreporting. Wat's up."

"CGo to the shore five miles fromDeep Cut foundry. Wait by a snmall creek there for instructions
from Doc. Meanwhile do not trust any strangers you may encounter."

Renny signed off. Mnk turned excitedly toward Ham



"CGeewhi i kers!" Mnk grunted. "There nust have been sonething to that Devil’'s Tomahawk stuff,
after all."

"l hope the thing gets you," Ham observed sourly. "If it can, |'mall for it."

Monk grabbed his arm "Listen," he said. "Wat’'s that?"

The sound was a hi gh-powered notor running at top speed. Presently they saw the speedboat,
hurling spray and solid water in a great V fromits bow.

THE powerful notor slowed. The roar becane a sputter. The boat dropped down off the step and
idled in close to shore. The | ake dropped off sharply here. There was al nbst no beach.

The figure in the boat struggled with goggles, ripped off a |eather helmet. Bright blond hair
waved in the norning breeze.

"Jehoshaphat!" Mnk blurted. "A pippin!"

Monk dived into the snall tent at the edge of the clearing. Wien he energed he was not wearing
the red jacket or the queer-I|ooking hat. Ham doubted out |oud that he | ooked any better.
"Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks," the girl called. "I'mlris Heller. |I’ve come to get you!"

Monk and Ham exchanged gl ances.

"M ght be O K. ," Mnk whispered. "She sure looks all right."

Monk’ s particul ar weakness was pretty girls. Ham surveyed the girl sourly. He spoke to Monk in
Mayan.

"Renny told us not to trust anyone," he remni nded.

"Word came through Doc Savage," the girl called. "It's about the Devil’'s Tomahawks."

Monk grabbed his blanket roll, hurled it into the big birch-bark canoe.

"HelI!'" he said. "If that thing’s after her, I’"mgoin to stop it."
Ham was nore cautious. He held Monk by one arm
"We' || see you at the steel mll," he told the girl. "W have inportant things to do."

Iris Heller was plainly nettled. She was a girl who was accustoned to havi ng her whins obeyed.

Her pert nose tilted in the air.

"You' Il be sorry," she said cryptically. The speedboat notor burst into |ife again. Spray sheeted
fromthe bow. The boat headed eastward toward the rolling mll that fronted the lake, a mle or nore
from Deep Cut M ne.

Monk was mad.

"Every time | nmeet a good-|ooker," he grunbled, "you have to spoil it."

"A close |l ook at you would spoil it, anyway," Ham observed. "Let’'s get going."

Few words were spoken as they broke canp. Soon everything was stored in the canoe. The two pets
were placed in the center. Habeas nipped Chemistry in the runp and started a lively fight. That

qui eted, Doc’s two aids shoved out into the |ake.

"W’ ||l paddle,” Ham said shortly. "It’s only five mles across."

Monk started to reply, but a droning noise interrupted him At first he thought it was the
speedboat com ng back. Then he saw the plane. They didn't pay nuch attention to it at first.
Suddenly the staccato rattle of a machine gun split the air. Slugs splashed into the water.

Monk reached behind him yanked at a | ever. The canoe shot ahead with a speed that was

unbel i evabl e. The canoe was equi pped with a chem cal rocket propul sion of Mnk's invention. It could
travel at an incredible pace for mles.

The chem st steered a zigzag course, tried to shake the plane. But even with the rocket

propul sion, the canoe was no match for the aircraft. The slugs cane closer, then ripped through the
birch-bark. There was a m nor explosion within the gunwal es of the canoe. Then it sank, disappeared
fromthe surface of the cold | ake. Lake Superior is only a few degrees above freezing even in the
sumrer. There was small chance that a swinmrer could live in those waters. Above the canoe only a few
pi eces of wreckage could be seen drifting.

The plane swung off, dipped one wing as it passed over a point on the nearby shore. Then the
speedboat returned. Blond Iris Heller was not at the wheel this tine. There was only a fat, thuglike
man in the cockpit. The fat man puffed at a big, black cigar. He swng the speedboat back and forth,
apparently | ooking for survivors.

Suddenly there was a detonation that shook the very trees on the shore. The speedboat becane a
solid sheet of flame. It literally disintegrated, blown to splinters by sone terrible force of

expl osi on.

The detonation echoed al ong the rocky shore. Then there was nothing but oil and weckage floating
on the cal msurface of the |ake.

Chapter V. A TRAP FOR DOC

IT was six thirty in the norning when three sharp, high notes enmitted fromthe tel evisor cabinet

in the corner of Renny’s hotel room They were signals calculated to awaken the big engineer if he
shoul d have fallen asl eep.

Renny was not asleep. He was watching the televisor carefully. Renny turned the reception dials

to maxi mum pitch and waited the few seconds that were necessary to warmup the nachi ne. Then he
spoke.

"Renny, Doc," he said. "I have sone information."

Doc’s voice cane in Mayan. His features appeared in the glass screen on the top of the tel evisor.



He wore a flyer’s hel net.
"Speak in Mayan," Doc advised in that |anguage. "Tell me what you have |earned."
"Iris Heller called,"” Renny informed the bronze man. "Long Tomrel ayed her call back from New

York. Her father was nurdered and she took a speedboat to Sault Ste. Marie to make the call. The
m ne phone wires were cut."
Doc’s trilling exclamation of surprise canme through the receiver in eerie tones. Renny

anticipated his thoughts.

"Yeah," he runbled, "cutting a phone wire is hardly the act of an Indian's ghost."

Doc’s tones in guttural Myan interrupted.

"We do not know enough about this thing yet to formany conclusions," the bronze nman war ned.

"Keep your mind open to any inpressions that you may get. What did you tell the girl?"

"Not hi ng," Renny answered. "She said two nmen who | ooked |ike descriptions of Monk and Ham were
fishing up the lake. |I told her Monk and Ham hadn't told me where they were going when they |eft New
York. "

That much was true, though Renny had subsequently | earned sonething of Doc’s plans with those two
aids. Renny told Doc he had contacted the two but that he had not heard from Johnny.

"Take the norning plane to Sault Ste. Marie," Doc instructed. "Get information there on the
persons | nentioned to you before | left New York. Keep your portable short-wave receiver wth you.
And keep in position to contact ne if you can."

Doc signed off. Renny dialed a | ocal nunber and got the president of a big arnored-car concern.
The tel evisor cabinet would be intrusted to themuntil he or Doc returned to pick it up. Wile he
wai ted for the arrival of the guards, he tried to formsonme idea of what they were going to face in
the North Wods.

Renny knew Doc had been interested in the first reports of the return of the Devil’s Tonahawks.
The bronze man was al ways interested in apparent manifestations of spirit control and supernatural
influences. Doc had expl oded the clains of many fakes by his careful scientific investigations.

But Renny al so knew that there were many evi dences of Yogi thought projection for which science
had not provided an adequate expl anation. He knew that there were incidents of control after death
in the voodooi smof the Haitians that had nerely been deni ed, not explained. The Hi ndus and the
Buddhi st Lanas of Ti bet have been known to performfeats that wi se nen have not been able to | augh
away .

Renny knew it was easy to say that it just couldn’t be. He also knew that such a sinple formula
was not an adequate explanation. Two things brought Renny out of his reverie. The first was a
scrat ching noi se behind one wall of his room The second was the arrival of the armed guards to take
custody of the televisor.

The second incident prevented Renny’s investigation of the first. That interference undoubtedly
altered several things that were to happen. Renny could not see that there was a nan in the white
coat and trousers of a doctor in the roomnext to his.

The "doctor" had the projections of a stethoscope in his ears. There was a "patient" on the bed.
But the doctor was not using the stethoscope on the patient.

He held it tight against the wall of Renny’s rooml

THE man in the doctor’s uniformhad a peculiar-looking face. O ose scrutiny showed it to be sone
sort of a plastic mask. Presently he ripped the stethoscope fromhis ears.

"No nore conversation," he grated. "W might as well set things in notion."

The man on the bed nodded, but did not speak. Those had apparently been his instructions. The nman
in the plastic mask picked up the phone. He asked for a nunber in a snall town on the banks of the
St. dair River, fifty mles away. Wien he got it he asked only one question.

"Did you get it? . . . Good."

The doctor wote rapidly on a slip of paper. Then he call ed another nunber in Ecorse, famed
rumrunner hangout of the prohibition days. He asked there the same question. H's grunt of
satisfaction indicated that the answer there was just as good.

Then the man in white whi pped out a map of Canada. He did sone fast figuring, drew a triangle
between three points. Two of themwere the |ocations he had call ed.

H's third call was not to ask questions. It was |ocal.

"Here it is, Dutch," he gritted into the phone. He reeled off a string of figures and directions.
Then he concluded with: "Step on it, now |f you mss, you re through."

The doctor hung up the phone then. Quickly, he stripped off the white disguising clothes. He did
not renove the mask.

"O K., get up," he ordered the man on the bed. "You' re through being a patient. | don’t care who
butts in now Let's go."

The two left the hotel with Iight hand baggage. The recent doctor hailed a cab, told the driver

to take themto the city airport. During the six-and-a-half-mle drive through early norning
traffic, no word was spoken. They got out at the airport and strode into the adm nistration

bui | di ng.

Instinctively, the "doctor" ducked behind a partition when he saw the big man buying tickets for
Sault Ste. Marie. Then he | aughed mirthlessly. He nmust be nore careful not to react |ike that, he



told hinself. After all, Renny hadn’'t seen him

Bl G FI STED Renny was, in fact, watching the man in the nask. The engineer held a nap before his
face. But he was studying the plastic mask in the reflection of a highly polished platinumring that
was designed to act as a tiny mrror.

Renny had not seen the man before. But his sharp eyes detected the fact that the queer features
were a nask. Any fellow travel er who was concealing his identity was of interest to Renny. But there
was al so anot her passenger concerni ng whom he had a consi derabl e specul ati on.

The other man, who had just bought a ticket for the Soo, as Sault Ste. Marie is generally known,

was young and straight of build. He was handsone in a dark sort of way. Hi s eyes were coal - bl ack,

hi s cheekbones high and the nose thin and just slightly hooked. They were Indian features to one who
knew the North Wods.

Renny had seen the man at the neeting he had addressed the night before. Marquette Heller was a
name that was becom ng known anong nini ng engi neers. The young hal f-white, half-Indian descendant of
an §ibway chieftain was beconming a nmetal lurgi st of considerable note for his tender years.

Renny had |iked the nman when they were introduced. Mark Heller had a friendly manner and the
curious interest of a student. Renny had discounted the slight reticence in his nmanner as the nature
of one in whose veins coursed the blood of proud chieftains. The primtive red man’s own counsel had
to guide himin the battle against the wilderness.

Renny t hought of those things as he followed the others to the plane. The plane was full and

there was little choice of seats. It just chanced that Renny was seated across fromthe man with the
pl astic mask. Marquette Heller was di agonally across and ahead of him

The ten-passenger Boeing took the air like a graceful bird. Renny settled hinmself confortably to
forget his problenms while they were in the air. That was until he saw the two big bonmbers w t hout
insignia. The big, two-notor ships cut across the path of the transport. Then they dipped their

wi ngs. Each ship dipped once, as if in salute. Then they headed north, notors w de open and roaring.
RENNY had a sudden sensation of having been slugged violently in the pit of the stonach.

The big-fisted engineer did not know the |ocation of Doc Savage's Fortress of Solitude. He did

know that it was somewhere in the Far North. And he knew that two bonbers had no business being in
the air w thout insignia.

The thing that nost startled Renny was the presence of bonmbs in the racks of both of the big

shi ps.

"Holy cow " Renny runbled in excitenment. "Two unnmarked bonbers headi ng northeast! And they're

| oaded! "

Renny had been absorbed watching the two bonbers. It was several seconds after he had seen that

odd wing salute that he again exam ned the occupants of the plane. The masklike features of the man
across fromhimtold himnothing. Marquette Heller was watching the bonbers. He turned, and Renny
saw his face. Wth the inscrutability of the Indian, Marquette stared out of the other w ndow,
apparently seeing not hing.

Renny’ s gaze returned to the man in the plastic nask. Suddenly, Renny’s heart junped in his

throat. A sheet of paper had slipped, unobserved, fromthe masked man's | ap. Renny could see that it
was a map. A penciled triangle could be seen on the nap.

Doc’ s aid made out the nane beside one corner of that triangle. It was Ecorse. Aline ran from
there up the St. Clair River. The other two sides of the triangle converged in far northern Canada.
There was one word penciled there.

It was Savage. The nasked man had drawn a |ine through the nane!

Renny | eaped to his feet with a roar. He understood the set up now. Wile Doc had been speaking
fromthe Fortress of Solitude, radio triangulations had been taken fromtwo w despread points with
radio direction finders. The exact |ocation of Doc’s transmtting outfit was thus easy to |ocate.
Big Renny growled in realization as he stanped up the aisle. The stewardess rose froma front

seat to check his progress. Renny quickly showed her an identification card. He and other of Doc’s
aids held honorary posts in the Cvil Aéronautics Authority of the Departnent of Conmmerce. The
stewardess’ attitude changed quickly. Wthout a word, she produced a key and opened the rear door of
the pilot’s conpartnent.

Renny charged in and began to yell at the startled pilot. In the same instant, he thrust his
identification card before the flier.

"Go after those two bonbers," Renny ordered. "And give ne your radio. |I'll have an arnmy squadron

on the way in a jiffy."

The pilot swung the Boeing around and headed north. Hi s co-pilot handed Renny a m crophone. In

that instant, a boom ng roar blatted from behind Renny’'s ear. The m crophone shattered and fell
apart.

The masked man stood behind Renny with a big .45 automatic in his hand. A second shot bel | owed

out and the plane’s radio transmtter split. The masked one spoke in a disguised voice, as if he had
marbles in his nouth.

"You wi Il head back on your regular course," he instructed. "You will nake a forced landing in a
field near Flint that | shall point out to you."

The man paused, chuckl ed harshly.



"Doc Savage will be disposed of," he gritted. "That nmuch is essential to our plan."

He gl anced over his shoulder. The nobve had been so sudden that no other passengers had had any
opportunity to interfere. The little man who had been a "patient" in the hotel roomstood at the
rear of the cabin. He nenaced other passengers with a black automatic.

"One nove out of any of you," the man with the plastic nask rasped, "and I'Il plug the pilot."

His eyes glittered fiercely as he | ooked out of the window at the tiny specks that were | oaded
bonbers headi ng for Doc Savage’'s Fortress of Solitude.

Chapter VI. A WORTHLESS GOAL

THE two unmarked bonbers droned into the clear norning air of Canada. They roared over the
lowlying Laurentian Muntains, into the subarctic area of Hudson Bay.

A G man with good nenory woul d have recogni zed both of those pilots. The nmen | ooked not unali ke.
Their faces were hard and brutal. Scars crisscrossed their features.

I'n prohibition days both of them had become well known as aérial bootl eggers. One of them had

| ater becone involved in an air kidnaping that spread across the front pages of the nation’'s
newspapers. This one was the | eader. H s nane was Dutch Scorvitch.

The map between his knees was marked in triangulation exactly as was the map that Renny had seen
in the transport plane. Were Doc’s name was penciled on the map was the location of his radio
transmtter when he tal ked with Renny.

Dutch grunted in satisfaction. He spoke into a | ow power transmitter. It was a transmtter
designed to carry only far enough to keep in contact with the other plane.

"Ht twelve thousand," he rasped. "Get above the clouds. W'|l| be there in thirty mnutes."

Dut ch hung just below cloud | evel so he could keep visual contact with the ground. He frequently
used a pair of extrenely high-powered binoculars. After a few nonents he began to grow excited.
"Boy!" he gloated into the mke. "Qur names will go down in history. If we find the bronze guy

now, we can’t nuff it."

Then he let out a yow, grabbed up the binocul ars again. He studi ed sonmething through them Then
his voi ce dropped to an expectant whisper.

"It's Doc!" he breathed into the m crophone. "There ain’t another ship like it in the world.

Foll ow orders to the letter."

Dut ch knew his airplanes. Doc’s custombuilt superspeed two-notor transport was unlike any ot her
ship in the world. Dutch had | ong hoped he would sonme day be able to finish the bronze man’s career
for him He had closely studied every ship Doc Savage owned. In the air-Kkidnaping case, which Doc
had hel ped unravel, Dutch had nearly gone to the chair.

Dut ch began dropping altitude, still staring through the binoculars. At last he was entirely
satisfied. He grunted into the m ke.

"The bronze guy’'s at the stick," he croaked. "Here | go."

Dut ch headed his plane straight toward Doc’s big transport. The crook squeezed a control |ever

and two wing machine guns cut loose with a stuttering roar. Dutch used tracer bullets. Wite streaks
of snoke shot past the bronze man’s plane. Slugs ripped into the wings. Inmrediately Doc’s ship began
to zigzag. The powerful nmotors burst into full life, whipped the huge ship forward at far greater
speed than the bonmber possessed.

It appeared that the bronze man elected to fight, rather than use his superior speed to get away.
The bi g plane maneuvered into a position to pour machine-gun slugs fromfixed guns into Dutch’'s

pl ane. Dutch barrel-rolled his ship, came back in fromthe side. The scarred crook forced the fight,
dared the full power of Doc Savage’'s guns.

Then Dutch | aughed out loud. It was a hard, sneering |laugh. Doc’s plane was maneuvered into such

a position that the pilot could not possibly see the clouds above and behind the big transport.

And out of those clouds there now dropped, |ike an avenging bullet, the other bonmber that had

been conceal ed. The bonber screamed through the air in a full power dive. Dutch had carried a fight
to keep his eneny fully occupied. He chortled with glee as he saw the careful ly planned naneuver
wor K.

The ot her bonber screaming in the power dive was an attack bonber. Lead poured fromtw n w ng

machi ne guns. Then the pilot released |ight bonbs. Slugs and bonbs tore into the skin of Doc’s heavy
pl ane. The big transport staggered, burst into flanmes and plumeted to the pine forest below It
crashed in a clearing.

Dutch circled, watched carefully to be sure no living figure escaped fromthat pyre. Then the

ex- ki dnaper and runrunner began to drop bonmbs systematically upon the weckage. He flew as | ow as he
dared, insuring the conplete denolition of the bronze man’s ship.

Dut ch was not taking any chances. He desired to report that Doc Savage was, without any vestige

of error, one very dead nenace to the underworld.

"It's done," Dutch finally croaked. "The bronze man ain't goin’ to be no nore trouble to nobody."
Dut ch perforned an outside |oop with his bonber, just to show how good he felt.

BUT it happened that Dutch’s nmental attitude toward his health was based on illusion. If the
scarred crook coul d have seen the inside of a speed plane a dozen or so mles away his

sel f-confidence woul d have vani shed.

The speed plane was nearly all motor. It bored through the air in the general direction of Lake



Huron. The plane had only one occupant. The man was bronze-skinned, bronze-haired and had eyes of
flake-gold that stirred restlessly.

Doc Savage was so perfectly proportioned that he did not seemto be the giant that he was except
when conpared with other objects of known size. Doc lay flat on his back nowin the cabin of his
speed ship. The bronze man went through notions that woul d have brought a casual onl ooker to
entertain doubts concerning his sanity.

Doc was indulging in the two-hour routine of exercise which he never neglected. The exercise

routi ne was probably one of the strangest in the world. No career imaginable, except the bronze
man’'s, would have called for such conpl ex training.

It included a series of nmuscular exertions performed so strenuously that they spread a sheen of
perspiration over his great frame. Then Doc used an electric tuning scale to register a series of
sound waves above and bel ow those audible to a normal ear. Doc coul d hear—and coul d create—sounds
that are normally known only to certain ani mals.

Doc tested a wi de assortment of odors concentrated in tiny test tubes. This kept his ol factory
organs at top notch. He then read pages of Braille printing, the raised dots through which the blind
see the world in which they live. This kept Doc’s sense of touch what it should be.

There were many other angles to the routine. All of the steps were highly scientific.

Doc sat up then and began to speak into a peculiar sort of a dictaphone. The device recorded
magnetically on a highly sensitized steel tape instead of an ordinary wax cylinder. It was a system
of recording Doc sonetines used when danger was sufficiently great. If anything should happen to the
bronze man, there were certain things his aids would need to know to carry on.

"Flew five hundred mles fromFortress of Solitude for second contact with Renny," Doc dictated.
"Contacted by radio-televisor fromtransport plane. Assuned triangul ation woul d be nade, so set
transport on robot control to go into battle maneuvers when penetrated by bullets. Placed dumy
figure at the stick."

Doc paused. Then: "Tel evisor in speed plane showed Dutch Scorvitch at stick of |eading bonber.
Trace Dutch inmediatel y—

An excited voice roared froma radi o | oud-speaker to interrupt Doc Savage. The voice was that of
Renny.

"Long Tom Long Tom at New York," Renny boonmed. "I cannot receive. Using throat m crophone. Long
Tom stand by and be ready to nove instantly.

"Amin Boeing transport naking forced | anding near Flint. Gang | eader has plastic nask. Has been
apparently friendly with Mark Heller. Cannot tell whether it is genuine or not. Amcalling from
washroom to conceal conversation."”

Doc’s eyes whirled strangely as he listened to the report. Renny was tal king on a wave | ength on
whi ch both Doc and Long Tom woul d be tuned in. Renny used what is known as a throat m crophone. Tiny
in size, the thing was conceal ed beneath the collar of his throat. It picked up voice vibrations
through the skin. It is of a type used on some airlines. But Renny had no equipment with himto
recei ve nmessages. Doc had earlier heard Renny comnment on the two bonbers saluting the transport

pl ane.

"The gang | eader got radio word that Doc is dead," Renny boomed. The strain in the big engineer’s
voice was plain. It was as if Renny didn't believe the report, but feared that it mght be true.
"Monk and Ham are al so reported killed in their canoe," Renny added.

Renny told Long Tomthat they were circling an energency airfield preparatory to | anding. He
described the field and gave its |ocation.

Doc Savage | eaped to the transmtter of the speed plane. He made no attenpt to get Long Tom Doc
called the chief of police of Flint, Mchigan. He spoke tersely for a few m nutes. Then he shut off
his transmtter.

If that chief lived up to his reputation as a | awenforcenent officer, the man in the plastic

mask woul d have a rendezvous he did not expect.

DOC shifted his course slightly then. He headed for a spot on the south shore of Lake Superi or,
many mles above Witefish Point. Doc set the course and |l et the nmachine fly under autonatic control
as he studied a typewitten report.

Alow, trilling sound filled the cabin of the plane as Doc read the typewitten words. It was an
eerie mani festation of bafflenent on the part of the bronze nan.

After a nonent, Doc turned on his transmitter again. This tine he got Long Tom He spoke in

Mayan. A bl eat of surprise and gl oomcane fromLong Tom at the sound of Doc’s voice. Doc Savage
cautioned himquickly to | et no one know he was still alive.

"l cannot contact Renny," Doc told Long Tom "And | had been unable to raise Monk and Ham Johnny
may be under suspicion by now, so | want you to take his prelimnary report."

"All right," Long Tomsaid. "Let her go."

"The quality of ore delivered to the blasting furnaces fromDeep Cut Mne," Doc stated through

the m crophone, "is in ny opinion of such inferior grade that even a war boomin steel will not make
m ni ng operations show a profit.

"As Cergue later discovered after pronpbting ore fields in the md-country area of Canada, the
pockets are scattered and the difficulties of mining so great that only an operation |oss can



result.”

Long Tomblurted into the radio, "What is all the trouble about if the ore’s no good? Could
Johnny be wrong?"

"l scarcely think so," Doc’s quiet voice assured him "It appears that there is sonmething nore
sinister than a fight for control of iron-ore production."

Doc gave Long Toma list of instructions. Then the bronze man’'s nouth tightened. He saw bel ow him
the |l ocks that permt shipping to go fromLake Superior to the |lower |akes. He saw the quiet
wel | -kept city of Sault Ste. Marie spread out beside the |ocks

Doc cut a silencer in on his notor and began a long slow glide toward the west. He was at twenty
thousand feet when he started to | ose altitude

The bronze man headed toward the chill shore of Lake Superior; the shore that nade the northern
border of what the Indians had once called the Devil’'s Playground

Chapter VII. THE M SCH EF MAKER

SOVEWHAT east of the city of Marquette and on the shore of Lake Superior, Doc Savage found a
narrow sandspit between two great nounds of sandstone. The wind was wong and the tiny beach a nere
ri bbon, but Doc brought his speed plane down to a fast, snooth | anding

He had cut his nmotor off at ten thousand feet. He had | anded dead-stick to attract as little
attention as possible. There was a soft crunch as the rubber-tired wheels cut into the sand. Then
there was the sudden, startling silence that cones with the abrupt cessation of any nmechani cal
activity.

The silence was broken by a faint grunting that came fromthe dense undergrowth that began at the
edge of the sand. Swanpy brush ran head-high for a quarter of a mle before the forest of scrub pine
and spruce began

Doc heard a scuffle in the underbrush. There was a slapping sound as if a fist had plowed into an
unprotected jaw. A challenge was nuttered in the G ibway tongue, which Doc understood

W thout a sound, the bronze man wove his way into the tangle of swanp grass and underbrush
Scarcely a branch noved, so skillfully did the bronze man select his path

Ahead of Doc Savage, a painted, feathered apparition suddenly |leaped into the air. It was the
nost peculiar-1ooking |Indian Doc had ever seen. The warrior came down with a grunt on sonething that
conpl ained faintly. A voice behind the feathered warrior spoke in tones of considerabl e disgust
"Al'l right, you Neanderthal Hi awatha. Now that you ve got him what’'re you going to do with hin®"
The "Neanderthal H awatha" ignored the question

"I told you | could track down an Indian," Mnk's shrill voice squalled. "Now, if you re any good
at cross-examning, we'll find out sonmething about these Devil's Tomahawks."

Doc noved into the snall clearing. Monk, painted like an G ibway brave, was sitting on a scrawny

I ndi an about half his size. Ham | ooked at Monk wi th conpl ete contenpt

"Just because you | earned some §ibway somewhere, you're trying to show off," Ham sneered. "I bet
this guy doesn’t know anything, anyway."

Monk declined to answer. He haul ed his prisoner toward the bole of a big fir tree that had
sonehow mi ssed the woodsman’s ax. Monk | eaned against the tree. Then he saw Doc Savage

"Jehoshaphat, Doc!" he blurted. "You sure cane in quietly. | didn't hear you at all."

"You never hear anything but yourself," Ham observed unkindly.

"What happened to you two?" Doc inquired. "I received word that you had both been killed."
Monk’s little eyes glittered with triunph

"If this shyster here'll let nme talk about things he doesn’t understand, 1'Il report on that

el ectrol ysis gadget," Mnk said with quick enthusiasm

"I"'mglad it worked," Doc said sinply, and turned to question the scrawny Indian in the G ibway

t ongue

Hairy Monk’s face fell. He and Long Tom had devel oped a thin wire nmesh that went over the
birch-bark canoe like a kind of hood. It was practically invisible, but highly charged with
electricity. The current separated the el enents of water, hydrogen and oxygen, by electrolysis. The
hydrogen was rel eased and the oxygen fed to the occupants of the canoe by special inhalaters. Wen
the pl ane machi ne-gunned the canoe, bullets had not sunk the craft. Mnk had opened a val ve that
sunk it. The canoe—which was actually a highly conplete floating chem cal |aboratory—becane a tiny,
ef ficient submarine

Monk and Ham knew of the expl osion of the speedboat. They had heard the expl osion and had found
some of the weckage when they returned to the surface. Hamtold Doc about it

"Served the girl right," he snapped. "She nust have tipped the plane off to machi ne-gun us. \Wen
her exhaust hit the rel eased hydrogen, the boat blew up."

Monk gl ared at him

"l bet she was just coming out to save us," he shrilled. "You haven’t got any sense about wonen
anyway. "

"Hah!" Ham snapped. Then he stopped. An arrow whi zzed through the air, took Hamin the fleshy

part of one arm A second arrow whi pped through Monk’s trousers, pinned himto the fir tree like a
beetle to a biol ogy specinen card

Then the air was full of arrows. Peculiarly, none of themwere aimed to kill. The three nmen were



all pinned to the wood of the small clunp of trees. The scrawny |ndian Monk had captured craw ed to
his feet and |l eaped into the edge of the forest.

Then there canme the sound of drums. There were several drums, of the signal type. Painted faces
showed dimy in the underbrush. One big aborigine stepped into the little clearing. He was well over
six foot and as straight as an arrow. H's age was difficult to determine. Hi s skin, under the daubs
of war paint, seened clear and young. The haughty arrogance of his eyes bespoke the w sdom of the
ages. The big brave calmy folded his arns and surveyed the three nen.

"l am Keewi s," he said in perfect English. "You are not wanted here. So you will go, at once."

It was a statenment, not a question. Doc answered himin Qibway as perfect as was Keew s’

Engl i sh.

"We cannot go," he said sinply. "W have work to do."

The Indian’s eyes narrowed.

"You will be tried by fire," he threatened.

As if in answer to his threat, a thick cloud of snoke whooned into the clearing. The half-hidden
braves in the underbrush yelled in astonishnent, fled into the woods. Keewis hesitated for an
instant. Then he stal ked off, ignoring both the prisoners and the snoke and flanme surroundi ng them
"A FORTUNATE coi nci dence of explosive efflorescence,” Johnny's cultured tones cane from sonewhere
in the dense white cloud that surrounded them

"Aw, cut it out and speak English," Mnk conpl ained. "You got ne scared enough now. "

"He says he was |lucky to have a snoke bonb with himny little papoose,” Hamtranslated for him
"And what makes you think you understand English, anyway?"

Johnny, it seened, had been instructed by Doc to neet himat the sane spot on the shore as had
been rel ayed to Ham and Monk by Renny. Johnny had a short-wave set hidden in the forest. The

geol ogi st freed the three men and they noved toward the lake into a large clearing fromwhich they
coul d discern novenent in the brush nore easily.

"l have your prelimnary report,"” Doc infornmed Johnny. "Have you | earned any nore?"

Johnny nodded.

"l have exam ned every car of ore taken fromDeep Cut Mne," he inforned the bronze nman. "And |
have explored part of the mine shafts nyself. Al | have found is a grade of hematite that is
comrercially worthl ess. The transportation costs, either of the ore to the coal and |inestone
regions, or of the |limestone and coal to the Superior regions, prevent the profitable mning of
these ores, " Johnny expl ai ned.

Doc nodded. "I have read other netallurgical reports on the ores found in these areas," he said.
"They agree with yours. But what have you | earned of the |ndians?"

Monk and Ham both turned toward Johnny then. There was sonething in the nystery of the Devil’s
Tomahawks that nade themthink it couldn't be true, but wish it was. Both Monk and Ham enjoyed a
bang-up mystery.

"When | first arrived, the aborigines were extrenely friendly," Johnny said. "Since then a

strange atnosphere has conme over the place. The Indians will not work. They for the nost part refuse
to talk to the white nen. They seemafraid."

Doc described the big Indian who had led the attack on them asked Johnny if he knew him

"That’'s Keewi s," Johnny said. "He was a straw boss of sonme kind in the mne. He got into a fight

wi th Lakonnen, the foreman, and quit. It had sonething to do with the Devil’'s Tomahawks. Just what,
| have not been able to learn."

Monk tramped around in a circle, nuttering the name of Keew s.

"Qught to nean sonething to nme," he grunted. "But | can't get ny mind untracked."

"What mind and what track?" Ham asked himnastily.

Johnny told Doc he had two horses hidden in a ravine back in the scrub-pine forest. Doc deci ded
that he and Johnny would go to the mne by |and.

"You two take the canoe | aboratory and go to the steel nmill," he instructed Monk and Ham "H de

t he canoe sone place where you can get it quickly. Then come to the nmine office. | may need you."
Pig-iron Heller had built his rolling mll about two mles fromthe shaft of Deep Cut Mne. The

m ne was back in the hills, but the mll was on the shore.

"Cone on, you nental midget," Ham snapped. "See if you can trail me."

"Uhnn," Monk pondered. "That reminds ne. |'Il feed Habeas."

THE two had left their pets at the canoe hidden in the rushes of a small creek. They had cone to
the spot indicated in Renny’'s nmessage by way of the shore. They decided to cut cross-country on the
way back to save tine.

Monk was still muttering about the nane of Keewis as he foll owed Ham t hrough the brush. Then he
t hought of Iris Heller.
"Dang you," he nuttered. "It's all your fault. W should have gone with her to protect her."

"Aw," Ham protested, "she wasn't up to any good."

Monk grew hi ghly indignant. The nore he thought of it, the surer he was that the girl was neant
to be the only one in his life.

"W m ght have had grandchildren,” he conpl ai ned.

"They’' d probably have had tails and lived in the trees," a feminine voice cut in.



Monk gasped. Iris Heller was securely tied to a small birch tree a dozen feet fromthe path they
were foll ow ng. She seened considerably anmused at Monk’'s disconfiture. She was al so consi derably
mad. O seered to be.

"As you see, | was not in the speedboat when it exploded," she said, somewhat unnecessarily.

Monk gaped at her open-nout hed. Ham seened to be trying to atone for sone of his accusations by
untying her. Mnk swal |l owed a couple of tines.

"Wh- who— he began.

"Caspar Gisholm" she said flatly. "He is, or was, a no-good sal esman of m ning equi pnent."

Ham | ooked at her judiciously. He could not nake up his mnd whether she was a good actress and
lying, or telling the truth. Hamwas notoriously inaccurate in his judgnment of wonen. But Mnk was
wor se.

"Aside fromthat, who is he?" Mnk persisted.

Iris Heller’'s blue eyes sparkled with sudden hatred.

"Aside fromthat, he’'s the man who signaled the plane," she snapped. "He did it with a red flare.
Then he slugged ne as | beached the speedboat, and went out to have a | ook. Apparently he wanted to
be sure you were done for."

Ham rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

"\Wose side was he on?" he said suddenly. He thought that mght take the girl by surprise. She
seened, however, to expect the question.

"The last time | saw him" she said with a deadly flatness of tone, "was six nobnths ago. He was

in conference with Marquette Heller, that hal f-Qibway adopted cousin of mne."

The girl’'s voice was bitter with enotion. Her eyes hardened to glacial points of blue.

"That precious cousin of mne and Paul P. Keewis were both with him"

Monk let out a yow and began to chant:

"Wth his right hand H awat ha

Snote agai n the hol |l ow oak tree,

But in vain for Pau-puk-kee-w s,

Once again in human figure,

Full in sight ran on before him=

"Pau- puk- kee-wi s was the villain of H awatha," Mnk expl oded. "I knew the nane was famliar."

Iris Heller glowered at him

"Yes," she reminded. "This is the land of H awatha. It is the land of the Devil’s Tomahawks. And

it is also the land of a devil named Pau-puk-kee-wis. Paul P. Keewis is reputedly his descendant."
Ham | ooked a bit incredul ous. The girl spoke quickly.

"Do not pass off too lightly the | egends of the Indians," she warned. "Particularly when two
educated nystics |ike Marquette Heller and Paul P. Keewis are leading them Plenty of trouble can
arise."

She paused, then said, in a voice that sent shivers up and down Ham's spine, "The Devil's

Tomahawks will be heard fromagain. Mark my word. Other white men will die when it does."

Chapter VIII. THE WAR DANCE

MONK found the hidden canoe wi thout difficulty. He rel eased Habeas Corpus and Chem stry. They had
been tied inside the protective mesh of the electrolysis device.

Habeas grunted his pleasure at seeing Monk. Then he raced up to Iris. The porker was |like a
friendly dog who wanted his ears scratched. As a matter of fact, that was exactly what he did want.
Cheni stry stal ked in broodi ng al oof ness to Ham s side, where he gl owered at both pig and girl.

"Hah, " Ham whi spered to Monk. "The ape has sone sense. The hog is as brainless as its owner."

Monk snorted, but swallowed his reply. He didn't consider it the kind of |anguage a young | ady
shoul d overhear. They placed Iris in the center of the canoe with the pets. Ham crouched in front,
Monk ki cked over the |ever that supplied the chemi cal rocket propul sion and the canoe shot out into
the |l ake with a whoosh.

The day had worn on into evening by the tine they shoved out into the lake. It was dusk by the
tinme they reached the Heller steel mlls. Geat stacks towered above the open-hearth bl ast furnaces.
Piles of slag were heaped at one end. A great crane runbled back and forth, taking huge bites out of
a rusty-looking ore pile with a clanmshell bucket.

Iris explained how her father, prospecting about the time that Cergue sold the idea of the steel
mlls at the Canadian Soo, got a simlar idea. He had tried to split the distance between the Mesabi
Range of M nnesota and the |inestone and coal of Chio and Pennsyl vani a by devel oping the ore pockets
in the mdway area.

The girl’'s story was interrupted by the sudden racketing of a speedboat. It was too dark to see
the boat. But Mnk had had enough of speedboats, anyway. He whi pped out a weapon resenbling a
slightly oversized automatic pistol. It was fitted with a drum magazi ne and | ooked sonmewhat
intricate. Monk attached a new magazi ne.

It was one of Doc’s superfiring nmachine pistols. The rate of fire was so rapid that the roar was
like the hoarse song of a gigantic bull fiddle.

Monk left the bull-fiddle roar | oose upon the night without waiting for so much as a chall enge.

Two things happened. The engine of the notorboat quit with one dying gasp. And a whitish fog sprang



up around the notorboat. Mnk chuckl ed gl eefully. The slugs were of a new conposition. They were
intended to silence any gasoline nmotor within shooting range and create a whitish snoke screen at
the same tine.

The canoe had been headi ng toward the notorboat at a rapid rate of speed. The chem cal rockets
wer e al nost noi sel ess. Suddenly, the two hulls scraped together. Mnk | eaped aboard the notorboat,
prepared for anything.

Except what he found.

He wrapped his hairy arns around the first figure he encountered. He swung one fist back to slug
wit h.

"Holy cow" the voice runbled at him "You mght at |least offer a calling card."

Monk’ s nout h dropped open and he stood back sheepi shly.

"Renny!" he gasped. "For the |ove of Pete, what—

"If the notorboat’s got a chauffeur, pay himoff and get in with us," Ham suggested. "This canoe
is bigger than it |ooks."

The notorboat had a chauffeur. Monk explained to himthat the effects of the gas bullets would
wear off shortly and the engi ne woul d be as good as new. Renny joined the group in the big

bi rch-bark canoe.

THE bi g-fisted engi neer explained that about fifty cops had pounced on the plane he was riding
when the man in the nask forced it down in the field outside of Flint.

A lot of uninportant gangsters were killed, Renny said, but the nman in the nask got away. He al so
said that Marquette Heller disappeared at the Flint airport but had come on later to Sault Ste.
Marie in a private plane.

Renny came on in the same plane to Sault St. Marie, where he did sonme investigating Doc had
instructed himto do. Renny | ooked questioningly at the girl. Mnk grunted.

"l think she knows all the answers you could find in Salt Ste. Mrie, anyway," Mnk opi ned. "And
in addition to that we're goin’ to keep her in sight until this thing' s cleaned up."

The girl started to object. Then she gl anced at Renny. Apparently she figured he woul d shut her
up if she raised a fuss. So she didn't.

Renny said he had | earned that a nan naned Caspar Gishol mwas sonehow tied up with both N

Nat han Nat hani al son and Marquette Heller. Ham | ooked sourly at the girl.

"I'f this blond nenace is telling the truth,” Ham grow ed, "Caspar Gisholmis the guy who tried
to have us killed this norning. He's dead."

Iris Heller flushed. Mnk decided it was a good idea to make her nad. She was prettier when she
was. But Monk al so thought it was a good idea to have soneone el se the one who got her steaned. She
whirled on Ham

"Cf course I'mtelling you the truth, you enpty-headed cl ot heshorse," she snapped. "Wat have |
got to hide?"

Iris’ head went up in the air, and Monk doubled up in mrth. For once he had so thoroughly
queered Hamw th a girl that the dapper |lawer wasn’'t even in the conpetition. Renny brought Monk up
short. The engineer had sized things up pretty well.

"Perhaps," his deep voice runbled to Iris, "you have already admtted that you were engaged to
marry Marquette Heller? And that you arrived in a private plane with N. Nat han Nat hani al son!"
Monk’ s nouth dropped open so wide his head al nost di sappeared fromthe front view Iris’
indignation left her as if she had been deluged with cold water. She stanmered expl anati ons.

"M Mark and | broke that up," she npaned. "I hate himnow | swear | do."

"How about N. Nat han Nat hani al son?" Ham snapped.

Iris’ eyes flashed. Her chin seened to grow detern ned.

"He was father’'s attorney," she said quickly. "Father was supposed to be dying, and it was
natural for N Nathan to come up with me in the plane.”

"Yeah," Ham observed. "And it was al so natural for G GCordon Gisholm a pal of both your
ex-fiancé and of the |l awer, to have us bunped off!"

IRI'S drew her |ips back over fine white teeth. She seened al nbst about to bite dapper Ham Her
voice was a | ow breath of new found hatred.

"You' re being absurd,"” she snapped. Then to Renny: "Well, what else did you find out?"

Renny’ s voi ce seenmed to cone fromhis shoe tops.

"Those things | told you are commented on in the evening paper at the Soo," Renny runbl ed.
"That’s why | told you. Whatever else |'ve learned will have to wait for Doc. Those were ny
instructions."

Iris Heller was white. Two burning bright spots of anger showed on her ashen cheeks. She fairly
screanmed her accusations then.

"All right, then. 1I'll tell you what you found. If you are any good at all you found that old
Luke Hell er was the man who caused the death of Marquette's grandfather. O d Luke had a | ot of
scores agai nst himanong the Indians. And then he reforned. He tried to repay a | ot of things by
adopting Mark and nmaking himhis heir.

"But Indians don't forget that easily.

"Are those the things you found out?"



Iris was leaning close to big Renny. Her eyes glowed with a strange intensity

Renny scarcely noved a nuscle

"Sonmething |ike that," he answered. "And perhaps sone nore."

Iris seemed somewhat hysterical now. Ham again wondered whet her she was putting on an act. He
couldn’t tell. But if she was, the | awer deci ded she bel onged on Broadway

"Yes," Iris gritted, her breasts heaving with enotion. "You would have al so found out that Pau

P. Keewis and Marquette Heller are nystics who have great power over the Indians throughout this
section of the country."

She whirled then on Renny, beat her small fists against his chest

"Marquette didn’t do it!" she screaned. "I tell you he didn't! He couldn’t have!"

Just what it was that Marquette didn't do, Iris Heller did not explain. She swooned in the bottom
of the canoe. When Monk brought her back to consciousness with snmelling salts, she refused to say
anyt hi ng nore.

"l guess | got excited," she said calmy. "Let's forget about it."

HAM shook his head as they piled out of the canoe. He got Mnk to one side

"Even you can see she's entirely unreliable,"” he said to Monk. "I think she's a pretty
acconpl i shed actress taking us for a perfect sleigh ride."

Monk grunted. He was al nost ready to agree. Her sudden defense of Mark Heller and her refusal to
say what it was he hadn't done, perplexed the hairy chem st

Monk stood by the canoe while the others went up a path leading to the forest in the background
He was not attenpting to conceal anything from Ham and Renny. But he had certain instructions from
Doc. Monk did not know hinsel f why they had been given

First, he stripped the fine wire nmesh that constituted the electrolysis hood fromthe craft. Then
he used a waterproof zipper to open a slot along one entire side of the canoe. A pressed |ever
brought a thin, alnobst-invisible cellophanelike globe around the canoe. The stuff, a chemica
conbi nati on known only to Doc, was a sort of glassite that had unbelievable strength for its weight
and thinness

The gl assite gl obe becane a superstructure over the canoe, both watertight and transparent, with
the strength of so much steel. Mnk sunk the canoe then, and hurried after the others

A grunting sound behind himtold himthat Habeas had waited for him Iris Heller was speaking
when Monk hastened up

"l do not know what really caused the return of the Devil’'s Tonmahawks," she insisted. "But | do
know they are pretty terrible."

As if her nmention of it aroused the evil spirit that conmmanded the tomahawks of the | ost ones
there came a prelimnary runble fromthe sky. There was no |ightning that night. But heavy cl ouds
wer e banked above

The runbl e becane a steady beat. Mnk's nostrils dilated

"Jeepers!" he grunted. "That's an awful snell. Just like an old grave!"

It was pitch-black in the woods. Renny, who was | eading, had not used his flashlight any nore
than necessary. He feared it would attract attention. He flicked it on now A war whoop burst from
Monk’s wi de nouth. It was not a war whoop in Gibway. It was plain Angl o-Saxon, with a slight

Di xi e-rebel touch

"YEEEEEEQUGH!' " Monk yel | ed, and plunged past Renny

There were Indians all over the place. A dozen or nore were reveal ed when Renny flicked on his
light. They | ooked to Monk |ike the same ones who had grabbed themin the norning. Mnk sounded nore
Comanche than Qibway in that fight. Mnk fought best when he fought |oudest. He didn't stint
hinmself in either direction this tine.

But there were nore and still nore Indians. It soon becane evident that the fight was distinctly
a losing one. There was one thing that Monk wanted to be sure of before they tied himup. If these
were real, all-wool-and-a-yard-w de |Indians, the nystery might be on the level. If they weren't, it

was a racket. Monk decided to find out

Monk was sitting on three Indians when the |ast reinforcenents arrived. He whipped out a snal

vial and rubbed on the cheeks of the Indians nearest his head. The Indians yelled |ouder than Mnk
had ever heard an Indian yell

Monk didn't blame himnmuch. But it did prove to his satisfaction that it was a real Indian. If
that chemical wouldn’'t take the pignent out, it bel onged there

THEY bound Monk then, along with the others. Three painted braves carried Mnk. They were not
gentl e about it. Monk squalled in protest. The flat side of a stone tomahawk sl ammed agai nst his
head. When he regai ned his senses, he was standing upright

There were four stakes driven into the ground. Iris, Ham Monk and Renny were tied to the stakes
Monk | ooked qui ckly around and breathed a sigh of relief. Habeas and Chenistry had apparently taken
to the woods. At any rate, they weren't in sight

Monk surveyed the clearing. Four canpfires burned. Painted Indians slunk around those fires
Moccasi ned feet beat silent time to the drunbeat that seened to cone fromthe | owering sky. Mnk
knew that pul sing beat was supposed to acconpany the Devil’'s Tonahawks, was reputed to be the
beating of the druns of death



The hairy chem st surveyed the huge clearing. The trees at the edges of the clearing were |arger
than nost of the stunted evergreens of the Northland. The Indian canp itself consisted of a huddled
group of birch-bark huts. There was one tepee at one end of the clearing.

The braves noved mechanically around the four canpfires. There was a sull enness about their

faces, a tenseness about their novements. Monk was a considerabl e student of Indian customs and
traditions. He felt the bristles at the back of his neck stiffen as the pul sing beat of the Indian
druns increased in tenpo.

Hami s face was inscrutable. The dapper |awyer sensed that things were probably going to happen.

He was apparently steeling hinself against it. Big Renny nerely glowered into the canpfire nearest
him Iris Heller's blue eyes were wi de.

Suddenly a chant broke out among the Indians squatting around the clearing. Mink saw bottles
surreptitiously passed back and forth. Sweat broke out on Mnk's forehead. He knew that fire water
had started many a massacre that could have otherw se been avoided in the early days of the white
man’' s conquest of America’ s wilderness.

Ugly, guttural sounds cane from nmany of the red nen. Then Paul P. Keewis cane into the circle of
the firelight. He shot a | ook of contenpt and hatred toward Iris Heller. Then he surveyed Monk and
Ham Renny he ignored for the nonent.

"You two were warned to | eave the North Wods," he said in English. "Trial by fire was the
alternative given you. You have chosen."

A huge Indian broke fromthe line of dancers shuffling about the nearest fire. The big Indian
spoke in the Gibway tongue. Then he repeated in Chi ppewa and Tahquanenon.

"The White Men at Deep Cut M ne are the ones who nust | eave,” he harangued the |ndians. "W nust
go to them now and denmand that they | eave. They are the ones the druns have tal ked about!"

The big Indian paused, danced a war step of his own. It apparently was a tribal cerenonial dance.
It brought sudden interest fromthe watchers.

"We the descendants of the three tribes nmust throw out the white invaders," the speaker intoned.
"I'f we do not, the vengeance of the Devil’s Tomahawks will fall upon us as well!"

Cries of agreement and fear cane fromthe tribesmen. Monk | ooked closely at all of those painted
faces. He caught words here and there in the Qibway tongue. The hairy chemi st instantly realized
that these aborigines were not simulating fear.

They were scared to death of the Devil's Tomahawks! They feared that the tomahawks of the | ost
ones woul d descend upon themin spectral vengeance.

It sent a queer feeling up and down Monk’s spine. Up to now, the Devil's Tomahawks had been

sonet hi ng he thought he'd be able to cope with. Sonething earthly and strictly tenporal, Mnk had
bel i eved.

Now, he | ooked at those frightened |Indian faces. Mnk didn't know. He also did not know that
events that were noving swiftly down upon hi mwoul d make hi m doubt even less the spirit power of the
Devil’'s Tonahawks.

Gaunt braves rushed to Iris Heller. They untied her brusquely, haul ed her along behind them The
bi g I ndian who had delivered the harangue and Paul P. Keewi s |ed the procession toward Deep Cut
Mne. Only a small guard was left to watch Monk, Ham and Renny.

"Criminy!" Mnk bleated. "This thing is beginning to get ne now Ow, you heathen! Leggo ne!"
Monk’s last remark was inspired by a rough jostling of one el bow A painted §ibway began to
untie him

"You cone," the red man grunted. "You what is call hostage."

Monk gave hima large piece of his mind in the Qibway tongue that nmade the Indian’s nouth drop
open. Apparently it was stronger |anguage than he was accustoned to at his own canpfire. Then he
grinned mrthlessly, gabbled Qibway back at Mnk. He pointed at Ham who was tied nearest Monk.
Monk grinned. "He says that if | act up they' Il put you in the stew pot," he told Ham genially.
"Or maybe part your hair with a tomahawk."

The last remark seenmed to have slipped out. Mnk shuddered involuntarily. He was inmrediately
contrite.

"Aw," he said, "I didn't nean that. |'Il do just what these guys tell ne."

"Don’t worry about me," Ham snapped. "Take care of yourself. They probably think apes are good
fresh nmeat."

Monk was shoved into the underbrush toward the colum stalking toward Deep Cut Mne. In the

di stance, with the sky itself for a sounding board, came the steady, deadly beat of an Indian drum
Chapter | X. THE CGENTLE GHOST

THE conbi nation residence and office of the mne was ablaze with light. A conference seened to be
goi ng on.

Mark Heller sat in the chair behind Pig-iron Heller’'s big desk. H s good-looking, dark face was
lined with some great strain. N Nathan Nathani al son was sitting on the couch. Pig-iron's body had
been renoved, and the floor was freshly scrubbed.

Most of N. Nathan that showed outside of his clothing was swathed in bandages. He didn't seemin
great pain. Apparently the wounds of the Devil’'s Tomahawks had for once been thwarted before they
could cut deep. O perhaps the ghosts were gentle, just for a change.



Monk wondered as he watched the fat attorney through the window fromthe porch. There was

sonmet hi ng el se about the | awyer that bothered him For a man who had just been through a narrow
scrape with an awful death, N. Nate seermed quite pleased with hinmself. He lighted a cigarette with
cal m deliberation, studied the end of it for a nmoment.

Huge, platinumhaired |gor Lakonnen strode back and forth in the big room H s hands, which were
only somewhat smaller than a fielder’'s mtt, clenched and unclenched in agitation. H's hollow roar
of a voice nade the windows rattle. He was engaged in sonme sort of a plea to Marquette Heller when
Paul P. Keewi s quietly opened the door from outside.

"You are part the Indian," Lakonnen said in his stiff foreign-sounding diction. "You know what
they do. Stop them Marquette Heller. Stop themor they kill us all."

Marquette Heller bit his lips. Geat indecision seened to tear himinside. He | ooked at the

floor, seenmed to hesitate to nmeet the big Finnish foreman’s eyes. Wen he spoke, it was in slow,
uncertain denial.

"l do not know what they do, Igor," he said. "I do not know about—

The slam of the door interrupted him Paul P. Keewi s sprang into the room The big Indian who had
harangued the tribe in the canp clearing was at his side. Iris Heller forced her way between them
The instinctive desire to defend Marquette Heller |left her with suddenness when she faced the

hal f-breed in the room Her eyes blazed icily.

"You lie, Marquette Heller," she rapped. "You do know about the Devil’'s Tomahawks. It was you who
first told me about them You said you thought they existed. You know—

Paul P. Keewis lunged toward the girl. Wth one arm he swung her back into the clutching hands of
the braves he had brought with him Keewis' eyes burned darkly. There was both fear and anger in his
face.

"The white daughter will not speak of the Devil’'s Tomahawks!" Keew s thundered. "Do not tenpt the
| ost ones!"

Iris struggled and Keewi s shoved her roughly. That nearly precipitated the end of part of Doc
Savage’' s closely knit organization. Mnk let out a how that coul d have been heard nearly to Sault
Ste. Marie without a tel ephone.

He | eaped upon Keewi s and began slugging with both fists.

"1"11 pluck out your feathers, you ani mated gui nea hen!" Mnk bellowed. "I'Il flatten that big
beak! 1'11—=

Monk tried to do all the things he threatened. Six Indians sat on himand made it difficult. One
of themdrew a flint tomahawk froma thong belt. The big |Indian who had suggested the visit spoke to
them sharply in G ibway.

APPARENTLY, the big Indian’s words di ssuaded the one with the tomahawk. The big Indian swept the
gathering with agate-black eyes that seened to penetrate their thoughts. Then he addressed |gor, N.
Nate and Marquette Heller. COccasionally he nodded toward the girl, feeling that her decision m ght
al so matter.

"You al ready know there is little in this mne of value," he said in perfect English. "Wy tenpt
the Devil’s Tomahawks to protect sonething with so little chance of profit?"

Marquette Hel l er conpressed his lips. He | ooked stubborn. "I won't |eave," he said flatly. "1'11]
stay."

The big Indian grew suave. "Does your white and greedy half tell you there is sonething here

wor t h- whi | e?"

"I"l'l stay," Mark Heller repeated doggedly.

The big Indian shrugged, faded into the background. The others reacted in varying manner. N.

Nat han Nat hani al son nerely puffed his cigarette. He seened vaguely pleased. |gor Lakonnen shrugged.
He | ooked with distaste at Heller.

"What ever the mistress instructs me to do, | shall,"” he said stiffly. "I do not wish to stay. But

| owe her father much. For many years he had been good to ne."

Paul P. Keewis put the finishing touch to the conversation. The big |Indian apparently didn't pay
much attention to it. He wandered around the room stopped at a chart of the mine. Keewis' voice was
lowwith embtion. It sounded as if he were a little bit enraged, but greatly frightened.

"You nust all leave," he said throatily. "The Devil’'s Tomahawks will get you if you stay. They
will also get many of ny tribesmen if we let you stay."

He whirled on Iris Heller. "It is your kind who have brought them back. It is the deeds of old
Luke Heller not yet atoned for!"

The girl shrank back in sudden fear.

"It is true!" she gasped. "Mark! Mark, what shall |—=

But Marquette Heller was not |ooking at her. Nor was he listening. A dawning consciousness seened
to have suddenly cone over the half-Qibway descendant of a chieftain. Marquette was staring with
queer intentness at the big Indian who was exam ning the mne chart on the wall.

Marquette let | oose a yell that sounded |ike a war whoop and |unged. He swept up a water bucket
and hurled the contents at the big Indian. The big Indian suddenly ceased being an Indian at all.
The col or ran.

In fact, the big Indian becane Doc Savage!



I T was perhaps a peculiar thing that the only man in the roomwho didn't get into the fight that
foll owed was N. Nathan Nathani al son. The fat |awyer dropped the cigarette fromfingers that suddenly
shook. An expression of extreme angui sh crossed his face.

The others might not all have been notivated by the sane desires. But they were all in the scrap.
Monk’ s bellowing battle cry welled up like the challenge of a pack of wild cats. The hairy chem st
was knocking I ndians around |ike tenpins.

Paul P. Keewi s and | gor Lakonnen seenmed to be conpeting for Doc. Marquette Heller picked up a
wooden punp handle froma corner and waded in. Stone tonahawks swi shed through the air.

Suddenly Doc barked orders in a tongue that nmade the Indians start. It probably sounded sonehow
strangely famliar to them It was an |ndian tongue—Mayan. It might as well have been Chinese as far
as the §ibways were concerned.

Then the battle took on a weird, unwordly atnosphere. It seened as if tinme had gotten sonehow out
of kilter. A painted brave swung a heavy tomahawk at Doc Savage's head. It struck Doc, but didn't
seemto do any danmmage.

The entire action took on the appearance of a novie filmshot in slow notion. Doc Savage reached
down and pulled three Indians off Moink’s prone form There was nothing slow notion about Mnk’s
squal | i ng. Nor about the manner in which he raced out of the roominto the cold night air.

Doc Savage foll owed him He paused, once, at the door. Over his shoul der he saw N. Nathan

Nat hani al son. The fat lawer’s nouth still hung open. He | ooked like a nman who had seen the ghost of
soneone he had nurdered.

Qutsi de, Monk expelled air fromhis lungs and gul ped fresh breaths fromthe night. Doc tarried a
moment and used a suction cup to renove opaque disks fromhis gol d-fl aked eyes. The di sks, something
like the contact |enses used by opticians, had made hi m appear bl ack-eyed. But they did inpair his
vi si on sonewhat .

"Whooee! " Monk wheezed. "That slow notion gas is sure sonething."

Doc did not reply. He had dropped a tiny globule of a new gas he had invented inside the room
The gas, instantly effective, slowed up all notor processes of those who breathed it. He and Mnk
had held their breath.

"I't will only be effective for a few nonents,"” Doc advised. "W had better get out of sight."

Doc expl ained as they wal ked that he had caused Monk to be taken along, using his guise of the
big Indian as authority.

"How d you get away with it, Doc?" Mnk demanded. "Wy didn't they know you weren't one of their
own gang?"

"They are frightened," Doc explained. "They fear that a new Indian to them may be one of the |ost
ones returned."

Monk shudder ed.

"Jehoshaphat, Doc! There ain’t any truth in that."

Doc did not answer.

"What's it all about, Doc?" Mnk asked. "ls there really anything valuable in the m ne?"

"Not that | have been able to discover," the bronze man said slowy.

Monk shook his head. Then he began to nop perspiration fromhis brow The nuttering of druns,

whi ch had receded into the cloud-bl acked sky, came again to his ears. It was a nenaci ng boom not
unli ke a distant surf.

"Geewhi |l | i kers, Doc! Wat are them danged druns?"

"l do not know," the bronze man said sinply. "But the Indians are afraid of them They are not
putting on an act."

Doc began to nove through the brush. He gave Mnk quick instructions. He told himto watch
everything that went on in the mne office after the effects of the gas wore off.

"Then go back and free Ham and Renny," Doc instructed. "I released you so you could go back and
untie them Their lives are in danger."

Wth those instructions, Doc Savage di sappeared into the bl ackness of the scrub-pine forest. Mnk
crept back to the clearing and toward the resi dence-office of the m ne.

He did not need to take great pains to cover the sound of his approach. The deepening nutter of
the drums did that for him

MONK di scovered as he crouched under one w ndow that he had been with Doc |onger than he
realized. The effects of the slow notion gas had dissipated. The |ndians, hardier due to their
outdoor life, had apparently been the first to recover.

The | ndians were gone. |gor Lakonnen, the girl, Marquette Heller and the fat, pasty |awer were
in the room

N. Nat han Nat hani al son presented a picture that would have given an Indian conplete justification
in the termof paleface. N. Nate's face was a sickly white, sonewhat tinged with green. He kept
muttering two phrases through |ips slack with fear.

"Doc Savage . . . the Devil's Tomahawks."

Iris Heller glared at the | awer. Then she glared at Marquette Heller. She seened both scared and
mad.

"1 knew you couldn’t have done one thing, Mark," she snapped. "You couldn’'t have killed ny



father. You were in Detroit."

Monk scratched his nubbin of a head. At last he had found out what it was the girl thought Mark
Hel  er could not have done. And that know edge got hi mexactly nowhere.

"You couldn’t have done that," the girl continued. "But you could be behind these Devil’s
Tomahawks. | think you are."

N. Nat han Nat hani al son struggl ed off the couch on which he had been sitting.

"Doc Savage . . . the Devil's Tomahawks . . . |'mscared."”

A heavy runble of the drums came into the wi ndow. Surmmer heat lightning flickered in the

di stance. There was a grow fromthe sky. It might have been thunder that time. Another flash of
heat |ightning glared.

Then the lights in the residence-office went out. Iris Heller screamed. Mnk forgot his
instructions. He went through the w ndow.

At first he couldn’t see anything. Then there was a snell of snoke. A red flane flickered in one
corner of the room It was a spot near an open wi ndow. The age-dried pine of the floor began to
bl aze. Red tongues of flane raced along the floor, up the walls.

N. Nat han Nat hani al son was bl ubbering in fear. He headed toward the door. Iris Heller had
fainted. Marquette Heller was trying to help her up. Igor Lakonnen was prone on the floor. He
struggled to a sitting position, began to rub his head. He | ooked around hi mw th apparent |ack of
conpr ehensi on. Mark Heller was unconsci ous on the floor.

"Come on!" Monk squalled. "Get out of here before you' re cooked."

Lakonnen scranbled to his feet, |ooked wildly about him He lunged toward the prone figure of
Iris Heller. Mark Heller sat up and | ooked around.

"Mstress Iris!" Igor nmuttered thickly. "I nust save her."
Fat N. Nathan Nat hani al son uttered a choked cry of terror. He stunbled out of the door and into
the night. Then a sudden crescendo fromthe sky nade Monk whirl. It nmade himthink of Doc’s

instructions to free Ham and Renny.

The girl was safe. lgor was stunbling with her toward the door. But Ham and Renny were in danger.
Doc had told Monk that much. The hairy chem st tore along as if he had been catapulted.

THE ni ght was as bl ack as the bottomof a coal mne. There were no stars to gui de Monk. He

whi pped a snall flashlightlike object fromhis pocket, flicked a switch. No illum nation cane from
the thing. But the tips of branches on sone of the stunted pines glowed faintly.

Monk had bl azed his trail after he had been untied and hauled along with the party bound to order
the white nen out. He had daubed branch tips with a fluorescent chemical. The flashlight, which cast
invisible infrared rays, nmade the fluorescent chem cals gl ow.

Monk went slow y, al nbst soundl essly. Too nuch noise might bring forces upon himthat would end
any hope he had of freeing Ham and Renny. Mnk found hinself sweating freely. He was beginning to
believe things that all his scientific training told himcould not be true.

Once again the beating of the druns seened to spread out over the entire sky. And once nore that
sky seenmed to come right down to earth, seemed to fill the atnmobsphere on all sides with the

t hrobbi ng beat that was |ike an awesone, giant heart.

Monk hastened as much as he dared. He stepped quietly, but swiftly. Then his nostrils dil ated.
Once nore there canme that snmell fromthe grave.

In the next instant Monk began to run. The wailing in the treetops began to increase. It was
enough to cover the sound of running footsteps. It became a frenzied war whoop.

The screamthat followed, Mnk recognized. It was a blubbering, frantic plea for nercy. The voice
was unquestionably that of N Nathan Nathanial son. It ended in gurgling subm ssion.

Monk was racing full tilt. He stubbed his toe and fell flat on his face. He rolled, whipped out
his superfiring machine pistol and let |oose into the night. Wen the bull-fiddle roar died down,
there was only silence. The beating drums receded, died out in a final nutter. There was not hing
then but the gentle sighing of the night breeze in the treetops.

Monk fished out an ordinary flashlight and snapped it on. He discovered that he had fallen over
N. Nat han Nat hani al son.

The hairy chem st made several |ow remarks as he exam ned N. Nathan. The ghosts may have been
sonewhat gentle with N. Nate when they had swooped down upon himbefore. They had not been gentle
this tinme. The tomahawks had cut deep. They had carved all of the life out of N Nathan

Nat hani al son. The fat |awer had died a horrible death.

"Jeepers!" Mnk nmuttered. "1'd begun to think the fat guy was working with the thing."

Monk stood up. He flicked off his Ilight and started off through the night.

"This'Il be interesting to Doc," he told hinself.

In that instant the flat side of a tomahawk sl anmmed agai nst Monk’s skull. As consci ousness
slipped away fromhim the chem st heard scattered words in Qi bway.
"Tie the ugly one to the stake," a guttural voice instructed. "Hs fate will be decided soon."

Then Monk’s mind went entirely blank.

Chapter X. M CHABOU WARNS DCC

| GOR LAKONNEN carried Iris Heller to a small office at the head of the nain mine shaft. The place
was little nore than a shack with a desk, a phone into the mi ne and books for keeping operation



records.

Marquette Heller cane in with them Apparently he had been slugged a hard bl ow on the head. He

seenmed just begi nning to understand what had happened in the house-office. The big buil ding had
burned quickly, was now a nmere snol dering pile of enbers.

Lakonnen got the girl sonme water, forced it down her throat. Iris opened her eyes and began to

nmoan. Fear |eaped into her eyes as nmenory returned.

Lakonnen was the first to speak. "The Tomahawks," he said stiffly. "They conme again. | heard."

Mark Heller turned slowy to ook at him

"Who— he began.

Lakonnen brooded.

"The fat |awer," he said slowmy. "H s voice | heard. | amsurprised."

Iris | ooked at himquickly. Her eyes narrowed.

"y 2"

Lakonnen | ooked unconfortabl e.

"He is enbezzle," lgor said. "I know your father suspect. | think N. Nate behind the Tomahawks

until they kill him"

Mark Hel | er coughed.

"He's right, Iris,"” he stated. "I wanted to watch himbefore | said anything. But your dad wote
me about his suspicions when he sent for me to cone up here."

Iris Heller bit her lip. "No one ever tells ne things like that," she conplained bitterly. "I
suppose now you know who is behind this thing and think |'’mtoo young to know. "

Mark shook his head. "No," he said. "I haven't any idea. | can't think of any reason for the
thing."

Iris eyed himfor a nonent. Then she cane to a sudden deci sion.

"Either it is the Indians," she began. "Either there is some nysterious reason for the return of
the ghosts of long dead Indians . . . either that, or Doc Savage has sonething to do with it!"
Mar k gul ped. He | ooked hopeful .

"Why do you say that?"

"l hate to think he'd be involved in a thing like this," Iris said. "But he's the only white man
alive with enough resources to sinulate the supernatural |ike that."

There was pain in the girl’s voice. It was as if sonmeone she had al ways respected had been
convicted of a terrible crine. Lakonnen | ooked broodingly out of a w ndow.

"It is aterrible thing to think," he observed.

A nmotorcycle roared up the road at that nonent. Conversation halted as the rider |eaped fromthe
bi ke and raced to the shack. He pounded on the door. lgor let himin. The rider handed Lakonnen a
telegram The big Finn ripped it open. The nessage read:

PLEASE TURN ON LANDI NG LI GHTS. AM ARRI VI NG BEFORE M DNI GHT.

LONG TOM ROBERTS.

The motorcycle rider accepted a tip and roared away on his bike. As the sound of his machine died
in the distance, the trio in the mne shaft office heard the beat of a propeller in the air. A plane
was nearing Deep Cut.

THE muscles of Iris Heller's pretty jaw tightened. Sone of the decision that had nade ol d
Pig-iron Heller fanobus in the North Wods seened to have been inherited by his daughter.

Iris strode toward the door. Her shoul ders were straight and her step determ ned.

"Until we find out what this is about," she announced, "we will take Doc Savage’'s gang into
custody. If they are innocent, they will have to prove it."

Mark indicated quick approval. Lakonnen just grunted in indecision. Apparently things were noving
too fast for him He followed Marquette and the girl out, pausing only to pick up a | arge oversized
flashlight.

The backwoods | anding field was several minutes’ walk. Iris and her regular pilot had not asked
for landing |ights because they knew the terrain well and had |anded at the tiny field many tinmes.
The plane’s landing |lights had been sufficient. Iris commented on that while they wal ked toward the
field.

"Doc’ s men are accustoned to | anding under unusual circunstances,” she observed. "But | guess
this North Whods is a pretty tough place to find your way in. Even fromthe air at night."

The landing lights were fastened to trees on all four sides of the airfield. An insulated box at
the base of one tree held the switch. Iris Heller pulled it, and the field was bathed in a pale
brilliance. Lights on the plane itself showed its outline now. Iris Heller gasped.

It was one of the strangest planes she had ever seen. In the dimess it |ooked |like a giant
dragonfly. It was Doc’s autogyro, one of the few true gyros in existence. The thing could | and and
take off al nobst vertically.

The giant bl ades beat slowy in the air as the gyro settled. It rolled only a few feet on the

| andi ng wheel s before it stopped. The man who stepped out brought a gasp fromlris Heller. The
womanly instinct to nother a hel pl ess being rose within her.

The man obvi ously shoul d have been in a hospital. He was slim and of scarcely average height.

Hi s conpl exi on suggested that he had been raised in darkness, or had spent nost of his life in a



si ckbed. Long Tom Roberts al ways inpressed people that way on first introduction. He |ooked like a
wal ki ng exanpl e of successful pernicious anaem a.

It was a natter of record, however, that several husky gents who had fallen into that error of
reasoni ng had been the ones who wound up in the hospital cots. Long Tom could hold his own very
nicely in a scrap.

"Hul l 0," Long Tom said, apparently surprised. "Quite a reception comittee."

He took two steps forward. Then the druns of death canme back. They didn't take the tine of
prelimnary runblings. The pul sing beat burst full-blown into the air. In the same instant the
landing lights went out. The weird, wailing war whoop welled up into the air with terrifying vol une.
Long Toni s scream foll owed the whoop of death. The druns crashed in crescendo.

I gor Lakonnen gasped, whipped up his flashlight. A nmighty hand reached out and slugged him |Igor
fell to the ground. He rolled, funbled around in the dark for his flash. Finally he found it. The
runbl e of drums receded then. Igor flicked on his light. Iris Heller screamed. Then she fought for
conposure. There was terror in her voice. It was strangely mixed with relief and awe.

"It can’'t be Doc Savage," she said in a voice husky with emotion. "H s own nmen—

Long Tomlay in the center of the airfield. H's body was tw sted grotesquely. Scores of red
gashes showed on his features. His clothing was ripped and torn where other bl ades had sl ashed at
his body. Iris gave a little cry and ran to the notionless form

"1’ ve had nursing experience," she gasped. "Maybe—

She | eaned over the newest victimof the North Whods terror. Then she shook her head.

"He is dead," she stated. "There isn't any possible question of that."

| GOR LAKONNEN S face was whiter than his platinumblond hair. H's hands shook as he | ooked at the
nmotionl ess form of Long Tom Roberts. H s huge Adanis appl e bobbed up and down as he gul ped in
terror. lgor’'s eyes were pale circles of honor.

I gor Lakonnen was scared. He was terrified. It was minutes before he could speak. The big Finn
was obviously not putting on an act. He stunbled slightly as he noved toward the autogyro.
"L-1-1-let’s talk this thing over," he nunbl ed.

lgor, Mark and Iris clinmbed into the snug cabin of the gyro. The lights of the instrunent panel,
the nodern equi prent, seermed to sweep themout of the eerie terror that stal ked the woods. Dance
musi ¢ cane faintly through a radio receiver Long Tomhad | eft turned on.

Marquette Heller's black eyes stared unseeingly at the instrument panel. Again, indecision seened
to overcone him Perspiration dripped fromhis chin. Slowmy he shook his head. The determ nation to
stay at the mne that he had displayed earlier seemed to have left him

“I . . . | do not understand it," Mark stammered. "I amafraid that it may really be what it
seens. "

Iris | ooked at him sharply.

"Maybe you’'ve wanted us to think that right along," she snapped.

Lakonnen | ooked vaguely from Mark to the girl. Then he | ooked back at Mark. The half-1ndian kin
of chieftains shuddered visibly. Hs lips tightened grimy.

"There are certain things that | know to be true that nust be considered,” Mark said. H s voice
was | ow, seened to cause him pain when he spoke. He counted on his fingers as he listed points in
hi s reasoning.

"The iron ore of Deep Cut Mne is worthless commercially,” Mark said. "It would benefit no one to
control it.

"l have known for many weeks that nost of ny people really believe the Tomahawks of the Lost Ones
have returned.

"And we nust renmenber that Luke Heller confessed that he was responsible for ny grandfather’s
death. That only becanme known recently. And ny grandfather was a chieftain of the Qibways."

Mark burrowed his head in his hands. Then he | ooked up. Marquette Heller was either a master of
histrionics, or he was a badly scared man.

"I know it sounds nmad," he said mserably. "But | feel that we should |l eave. | amhalf white. The
Tomahawks woul d not spare nme if this is really the | egend cone true."

Iris Heller did not agree. Her eyes flashed with stubbornness.

"As long as Doc Savage is here to help us," she said flatly. "I will not leave. |I'msorry that |
m sj udged him"

Lakonnen nodded in agreenent. He was scared. Definitely. But he seened ready to agree to anything
the girl insisted upon doing.

"If mstress say we shall stay," he said, "I stay with her."

Iris got up. She picked up a blanket that was rolled in one corner of the cabin.

"We cannot |eave himuncovered |ike that," she said, nodding toward the spot where the Tomahawks
had caught up with Long Tom

Iris clinbed out of the gyro. The others foll owed. Lakonnen snapped on his flashlight again.

It was then that they discovered Long Tom s body had di sappeared!

MARK HELLER seened staggered. Hi s black eyes were wi de.

"Let's get back to the office," he snapped. "I'Il send word through the Indians that we want to
see Savage. If he is in the forest, the Indians can find him"



The two nen and the girl ran across the field. They raced up the road toward the tiny m ne-shaft
office. The beat of drums canme again into the air. It was not the steady pul sing of the druns of
death. There was a break in the rhythm a sharpness to the roll.

It was the prineval telegraph of the wilderness, the signal drumof the savage. This was not the
prelude to the descent of the Devil’'s Tomahawks. It was a particul ar nessage.

Mark Heller stopped as if he had run into a stone wall. H's face drained of what color it had.
Slowly, Mark repeated what the beat of the druns pounded into his ears.

"Doc Savage nust die. The bronze giant has been a friend of the red men of other areas. But the
bronze man should not have interfered with the will of the great M chabou.

"It is unfortunate, but M chabou nust snuff out the life of the bronze one. The Devil’s Tomahawks
will not take him He has done good deeds in his life. For that he shall be honored. Hs death wll
not be that of revenge—

The druns stopped. Then the irregul ar beat came again. The nessage was being repeated. Mark

Hel Il er | ooked at Lakonnen and Iris.

"I"'mgoing to find him" Marquette said flatly. "Wait for me at the shaft office."

Wth that, Mark Hell er di sappeared. He snaked into the woods through the tangle of underbrush as
silently as a brave on the hunt.

Chapter XI. A TOMB FOR DOC

SHORTLY before the drunms pounded the warning of Mchabou into the night air, Doc Savage stood not
many feet fromthe mne-shaft office. Doc had watched the sudden exodus of Iris Heller, Marquette
and Lakonnen caused by the tel egram

The bronze man had considered that a fitting tine to carry on part of his investigations. But
another figure flitted through the night. It was a tall, well-built figure. And the man gli ded

t hrough tangl ed underbrush with a silence that conpared with the novenents of the bronze man.

Doc paused, watched through one of the tiny windows. Electric lights burned within the shack. Doc
saw the painted features of Paul P. Keewis. The tall I|ndian searched quickly through a desk of
records. His features were inscrutable as he thunbed through a | edger. He shrugged, |ooked nervously
around him

Then Keewi s noved quietly out of the door. As silently as he had appeared, he vani shed into the
woodl and. Doc nade no effort to follow him Instead, the bronze nan slipped into the shacklike
of fice and did sonme investigating of his own.

Doc’ s exam nation was nore thorough than that of Keewis. The bronze man opened a speci al

equi prent vest he always wore. He took out chemicals. And he found an infrared flashlight simlar to
the one Monk had used.

Doc examined tally books showi ng cars of ore sent over the narrow gauge railroad tracks to the
mll. He examined tinme sheets and | edgers. He daubed chem cals over them subjected themto the
infrared rays. Wen Doc had finished, he knew that there was no secret witing on any of those

m ning records. Apparently they were just what they purported to be, and no nore.

Then Doc found another book. It appeared to have been carel essly tossed onto one corner of the
floor. It was nuch like the others; nmerely showed time worked by night-shift workers. It is no
darker in a deep shaft mine at night than in the daytine. Doc applied chemicals and infrared |ight
to this book, also. It showed no nore than the rest.

Doc put the book back where he had found it. He glided out into the night.

Hi s actions indicated that he was as baffled about the nystery as anyone el se at the m ne. Doc
spoke, hal f al oud.

"Whatever it is," he said, "the stakes are very great."

Then Doc Savage listened. In the distance he heard the drum It was the thunping nessage that
Marquette Heller had transl ated; the warning of Mchabou that Doc Savage nust die. Doc Savage coul d
read the nessage of the drums. He had spent many hours studying the |lore of the Indians of North
Aneri ca.

Doc’s features displayed no enotion whatever as he | oped along through the night, listening to
the drunbeats of warning to him Then he heard human voices. He halted, as notionless as a pine
tree. Lakonnen and the girl were com ng up the road.

"Mstress, | amafraid,"” the big Finn runbled in his hollow roar of a voice. "I fear this thing
is too big for us."

Iris Heller was weeping openly. One of the things Doc Savage regretted was the nmanner in which
wonen too often reacted to him The bronze nan’s life was one so adventure-packed that he had | ong
ago deci ded that wonmen could have no place in it. The dangers were too great.

"D-D-Doc Savage cane to help us," Iris wept. "I could never rest if | ran out while he was in
danger."
Lakonnen bowed. "It shall be as you wish, mstress," he runbled. "I shall stay to guard you."

The two passed on, and Doc strode on through the bush. He was headed toward a nore renote part of
the mne. There were many shafts in Deep Cut Mne. Sone were in active use. Others had been
abandoned. Sorme were nere pits half filled with water. Johnny had given Doc a pretty accurate
description. In addition to that, Doc had exam ned the mine chart in the residence-office that had
burned down. The bronze man’s nmenory was remarkable. Every shaft and tunnel was clearly etched in



his m nd.

Doc was nentally exam ning every section of that mne |ayout when a guttural voice interrupted

hi m

"H m Doc Savage. Get him"

Yelling like Comanches on the warpath, nore than a dozen buckskin-clad figures flung thensel ves
on the bronze man.

DOC SAVAGE twi sted, smashed out with a fist. A jaw cracked, and two other adversaries dodged. The
bronze man’s reputation was well known, even in the North Whods. Doc tw sted, began to run like a
hal f back through a broken field.

Qui ck fingers explored Doc’s equi pment vest, flung out snall globules that shattered on inpact
with tree trunks. Red flane | eaped into the night. Dense snoke whooned above it. A miniature forest
fire imredi ately surrounded the racing bronze giant.

Inarticulate cries of fear and rage welled up fromhis attackers. There was a small brook near by.
One of the nen found a discarded bucket, began to hurl water on the flanes.

Instantly there was a m nor explosion. Doc Savage whirled, retraced his steps. He ran directly
into the nob of fighting Indians. Doc had taken a chance on using the chemical he did. It was one
that created nmuch snmoke and a lurid red flame. Otherwise it was conparatively harmnl ess.

Unless it cane in contact with water. Like calcium carbide and many other chemicals, contact with
wat er nade a really raging, dangerous substance of it.

A high wind had sprung up during the night. Doc knew the property and lives that would be
endangered by the thing he had started. Always unwilling to take the life, even of a crimnal, Doc
returned to protect those who were innocent. A forest fire in the dry sumrer, and with a high w nd,
m ght well devastate miles of woodl and.

The bronze nman dodged his foes as he hurled a counteracting chemcal into the place where the
crooks had poured the water. Doc was successful in extinguishing the raging flanes. But in doing
that, he gave the attackers the opportunity they wanted.

Doc was tackled from behind. Mdern leg irons were quickly clanped upon his legs. Oher

assai l ants | eaped upon his back, slugged himw th very nodern bl ackjacks. Doc was quickly trussed.
The bl ackj acks had failed to knock himout. But he was groggy.

"Dis guy ain't so tough," one of the "Indians" remarked. "Hell, he's just a pushover!"

"Ugh!" one of his conpani ons observed. "G eat Wite Father now just pal eface jackass."

MOST of the "Indians," it quickly devel oped, canme fromthe tougher sections of New York City.

They crowded around the bronze man and entertai ned thenmsel ves with various remarks about his change
in fortunes.

"We done better than Dutch," bragged one "Indian" with a flattened nose and cauliflower ears.

"An’ rubbin’ dis guy out is soitainly goin" to be a pleasure."

"Unnh," another said. "W ought to give himthe tonmahawk rubout."

Br oken-nose sneered at him

"Don’t be a noroon," he said. "How could we blanme it on de bronze guy when it's all over if we
done that?"

The other agreed reluctantly. Wiile he was doing it, the harsh tones of Dutch Scorvitch rasped

t hrough the night.

"Don't talk so dammed nuch," the aviator and ex-kidnaper grow ed. "Thing's ain’t goin' right,
anyway. "

The men stopped tal king. They | ooked nervously at each other. Three of theminmediately sat on
the bronze man. They knew by reputation that things usually went hayw re when Doc Savage was
involved. Dutch Scorvitch read their thoughts. He knew crooks and the yell ow streaks they usually
show i n the pinches.

"It ain’t that," he grunbled. "Somebody nust’ve nade a m stake. The thing' s got one of Doc’s nen.
The guy called Long Tom Now we'll have a hell of a tine blanming it on him"

The nmen seened relieved that there was nothing nore wong than that. Al except Broken-nose, who
suddenly found sonething else to worry him

"HelI!" he exclainmed. "The thing ain't out of hand, is it? It mght get us, if it is."

Dutch Scorvitch didn't answer right away. It seenmed that such a thought had occurred to him But
apparently Dutch’s stake in the proceedi ngs was enough to make hi m bol der than the rest.

"Naw, " he nuttered. "The boss says he can control it."

"Just what is the thing, Dutch?" Broken-nose demanded. "I think we ought to know "

Dutch glared at him "I don't know what in hell it is,” he growed. "And it ain't any of your
dammed busi ness! Now | et’s go. You got your orders."

DOC SAVAGE was trussed up in the fashion that natives carry a tiger shot on the veldt. A long

pol e was run between the handcuffs at his wists and the leg irons at his ankles. Two nmen shoul dered
each end of the pole and the procession noved through the northern night.

It just happened that the "porters" packed their burden in the exact direction Doc had been
traveling in when he was seized. Trees and brush had been cut away in that area. There were great
mounds of black and reddish dirt. It was a place of conplete desolation. Mne shafts showed as bl ack
and ugly holes at irregular intervals. Dutch made a pale pathway of |ight so that none of his nmen



fell into any of them

Finally they cane to one bl ack excavation that seened to be their goal.

"Set himdown," Dutch grunted. "I'mgoin’ to frisk himbefore we toss himin. We can’t take no
chances with dis guy."

The job of searching was very thorough. Dutch stripped off the equipnent vest. He renoved the
bronze man’s shoes. Then he exami ned every seam and pocket in Doc’s clothing.

"Get ne a pail o water, Nosy," he said to the thug with the broken proboscis. "I'Il do this
thing right."

"Why don’t you just bunp hinP" one of the phony Indians demanded. "Then you woul dn’t have to do
all this."

Dutch Scorvitch sneered. His scarred face was twisted with cruelty and hatred. Dutch was known to
have tortured nore than one eneny to a slow and pai nful death. He had spent time and trouble to send
his enem es out of the world the painful way, even when it was nore dangerous for himto do it.
"Dere was a kidnapin’ case | was mixed up in," he rasped. "Dis bronze guy nearly had nme nail ed
for it. An’ no one can fool nme the way he did in Canada w thout payin’ plenty for it."

The killer sneered as Broken-nose handed hima pail of water fromthe brook. Dutch sloshed part
of it over Doc’s clothing. Then he exam ned the results. There was no chem cal reaction worth
noting. So Dutch washed Doc’s hair. He had read sonewhere that Doc had once carried chemicals in his
hair that had enabled himto free hinself.

He renoved all of Doc’s clothing except his shorts. Then he doused those well with water.

"O K. ," Dutch grated. "Toss him He ain't got a thing on himcould do himany good."

The gangsters acted quickly. They literally did "toss him" They tossed the bronze man,
carrying-pole and all, into the black mne shaft. Doc hurtled thirty feet or nore into bl ackness.
The pol e caught with a splintering crash. Doc hung there like a pig ready for roasting at a

bar becue.

"Good, " Dutch grow ed. "Now the works."

There was a runbling explosion fromabove. Dirt and stone lifted into the air; tons of it. Then
it settled with a runbling crash.

The m ne shaft was not vertical. It went into the hillside on a slant, then turned downward. The
mass of earth and stone filled the entrance. Large chunks of it hurtled directly down toward the
bronze man. The rest of it sealed that shaft as conpletely as a major cave-in.

There were great chunks wedged crosswi se. No one man coul d have broken through that mass. Not
even a man who had his hands and feet to work wth.

Dutch stood for a nonent surveying his handiwork. His eyes flickered with evil pleasure. Wth

sl ow del i berati on he spat upon the pile of ore and rock.

"Scatter," he grated finally. "Get back to the spots where you bel ong."

Sorme of the gangsters drifted off into the night. Broken-nose and a few others trudged along with
Dut ch. They headed in the direction of Lake Superior. Before they had gone far, the slow regular
beating of a distant drum pul sed through the air. It was the regular, slowmy increasing tenpo that
had come many tinmes with the Devil’'s Tomahawks.

Br oken- nose shuddered. He | ooked around him huddl ed closer to Dutch Scorvitch.

"I wish | knew what that thing was. It gives nme de creeps,"” he nuttered.

Dutch spat out an oath. His voice was loud. It was as if he tried to reassure hinself by naking
as much noi se as possible.

"It'’s O K, it’s O K. ," he defended. "The thing’s workin’ with us, ain't it?"

Broken-nose didn't seemto be absolutely sure of that. He said, "I don’'t mind throwin a shiv.
1”11 take my chances against an automatic. O even a Tommy-gun. But dis thing—hell, it’'s comn’
nearer!"

The runbling druns had i ndeed reached a new crescendo. Once again they seened everywhere. Dutch
and Broken-nose stopped stock-still. Half a dozen other thugs huddled with them Then the druns
began to recede slowy. Dutch heaved a sigh of relief.

"Aw, we needn’'t have stopped,"” he grunted. "It ain't goin’ to do us any harm"

But Dutch was suddenly glad that they had stopped. If they hadn't, they would have m ssed seeing
the figure that clanbered froma nearby nmine shaft. As it was, they did see the figure. And they
stood notionless, alnost invisible in the gl oom

The other figure clinbed noisily over |oose rocks and pieces of iron ore. The figure seened in a
hurry. Sudden words burst fromhis |ips.

"An ascertai nment of profound appurtenance to solution,” Johnny's well-nodul ated voi ce excl ai ned.
Br oken- nose whi spered quickly to Dutch. "Wat’'s he nean?" the thug hissed.

"l dunno," Dutch gritted. "He nust of found sonething out. Get him"

Br oken-nose and the others | eaped at the order. Conpared with the om nous threat of the druns of
death, any nmere man seened an easy ganble. Even one of Doc Savage's aids. O, as they had just
denonstrated, Doc himnself.

They got Johnny in doubl e-quick order. The tall, bony geol ogi st was not expecting trouble so
close at hand. He was taken quite by surprise. One thug swng the butt of a heavy automatic with all
the strength he had. It crunched agai nst Johnny’s skull with a sound of sickening destruction.



"You don’t need to kill him" Dutch nuttered. "W ought to find out what he knows."

Johnny lay on the ground. Blood trickled from his head.

Chapter Xl |. DEATH FOR ALL

"PICK himup," Dutch ordered. "Take himto the canp. W' Il soon find out what he knows."
Broken-nose and three of the other Brooklyn Indians picked up the unconscious form of the bony
geol ogi st. They packed hi mthrough a thicket and down a narrow path that wound through the woods.
The four were panting fromtheir exertion when they cane to a snmall clearing. A canpfire burned
brightly there. Behind the fire was an anci ent |unber-canp bunkhouse. |t apparently had |ain disused
for years. The crooks had repaired it in places. There were new shingles on the roof. The

wi ndowpanes | ooked new.

Dut ch gave quick orders, and the crooks propped Johnny up in a canvas-backed canp chair.
Broken-nose runmaged in a first-aid kit and pulled out a bottle of ammonia. He shoved this under
Johnny’s nose. At first it didn't have any effect at all.

Dutch came out of the tent with a dictionary. He frowned as he thunbed through it. Cbviously
phi |l ol ogy was not a hobby with him Finally he sighed in relief.

"Yep," Dutch snorted. "That's what he neant. He'd found sonmething out. W gotta know what it

was. "

By that time the snelling salts were beginning to have sone effect. Faint npbans came from
Johnny’s lips. He didn't regain consciousness i medi ately. And when he did, Dutch was not there to
question him

The train of events rather upset the ki dnaper and ex-bootlegger. It upset quite a few persons in
those North Wods. There was a terrific racket as a stocky figure tore into the clearing. Sweat was
pouring fromhis face. Alot of the grease paint he had depended upon to make him |l ook |ike an

I ndian was dripping away with it.

The man’s nouth drooled with terror. He rushed up to Dutch Scorvitch and whispered rapidly into
his ear. Every vestige of color drained fromDutch's face. Beads of perspiration broke out on his
forehead. He hesitated for a noment. Hi s bravado and assurance dropped off his shoul ders |ike sone
pi ece of wearing apparel. Hi s shoul ders sagged.

"Hell," he npaned. "The dammed thing got Slug Merner."

Br oken- nose gul ped.

"The Tomahawks got Sl ug?" he yel ped.

Scorvitch nodded. Wthout a word he went into the bunkhouse and came out with a packsack.

"So long, nugs," he nuttered. "If that thing' s against us, there ain’'t no dough that could keep
me around. "

Br oken-nose | ooked at Dutch for a minute. He seened too stupefied to nove. Then there was a faint
di stant runmble of the drums. Broken-nose began to nove very rapidly. So did every one else in the
canp. The exodus was really alarming. It |ooked Iike the California gold rush days when a new strike
had been reported.

In practically no tine at all, Johnny was the only man in the canp. The big geol ogi st seened
struggling for consciousness. Finally he opened his eyes. They seened bl ank, w thout conprehension.
At that instant Marquette Heller slipped out of a thick clunp of stunted spruce at one side of

the canmp. Marquette | ooked carefully around him H's black eyes glittered strangely in the red |ight
of the fire.

Slowy, he crept toward Johnny. He | eaned over him

"Little Johnny, what did you |earn?" he asked.

The gaunt geol ogi st turned his head slowy toward Mark Heller. Then he shook his head.

"I . . . | don't know wwwho | am" Johnny said slowy. There was no inflection to his words.
There was no feeling whatever in his voice. Marquette Heller stood suddenly back.

"You are Doc Savage's aid," he pronpted. "You have |earned sonething. It is inmportant.”

Johnny shook his head. "I don’t know," he said nmournfully.

The crushing bl ow on Johnny’s head had robbed himof his menory. Whatever he had | earned was

conpl etely sealed until that ammesia left him That could be days, nonths or even years.

Marquette Heller acted swiftly. He put one arm around Johnny, hauled himto his feet.

"W must go," he said. "Other people would like to talk to you."

Johnny made no effort to protest. He noved |ike an automaton. There was no ability to resist any
suggestion Marquette Heller nade to him

Marquette nade only one nore effort to jog Johnny’'s nenory before they got back to the shacklike
of fice of the mine shaft. Marquette was thinking of the threat of M chabou.

Perhaps he was nerely interested in knowi ng what Johnny knew of the whereabouts of the bronze

man.

"Where is Doc Savage?" Mark Heller asked. "Wat has he | earned?"

Johnny | ooked at himblankly. "Doc Savage?" he asked plaintively. "W is Doc Savage?"

Johnny’s features worked queerly. A great nental strain seened to seize the gaunt geol ogi st. But
nothing cane of it. Not even the nane of the man Johnny thought nore of than his own life could
bring a flicker of menory to him

DOC SAVAGE, it happened, was in the npost conpl ete darkness known to nan. Not the noonl ess night;



nor the deepest forest; not even the depths of an ocean knows the utter blackness of a filled-in

m ne shaft.

Col um after columm of newspaper space has been witten about the abyss that is the mne shaft or
tunnel after a cave-in. There is nothing known to man that is worse than the utter futility, the
suf focating bl ackness of a walled-in subterranean passageway.

M ners have gone nad with despair in such conditions. And those miners knew that efforts were

bei ng made from above to rescue them They had their two hands and their feet to use to extricate
thenmsel ves. Often they had picks and, many tinmes, explosives that they knew how to handle. But they
died, mserable creatures, often nere bl oated bodies found floating in the black waters that fill in
the pits of deep shaft m nes.

It is doubtful that Doc Savage thought of those things as the trenendous blast of TNT cascaded
tons of earth, rock and ore into the mouth of the tunnel. Doc was not given to such specul ation. All
his life the bronze man had been trained to think, not of the situation into which he had been
thrown, but of the possible neans to extricate hinmself fromthe situation.

Rocks hurtl ed down, upon and past him Dutch Scorvitch had thought that the casting of the bronze
man into such a pit still trussed like a sacrificial aninmal had been the final touch to the
situation. Dutch did not realize that he probably saved the bronze man’s life by doing that.

Doc hung downward fromthe stout carrying-pole. One huge piece of rock clipped his right hip as

it hurtled past. The bronze man swung away fromthe inmpact. Snall pieces rained upon him The next
bi g chunk, a piece of hematite weighing half a hundred pounds, struck the wooden pole squarely. The
pol e cracked and splintered |ike a wooden target beneath a hi gh- powered denolition bonb.

Doc pl unged downward, released fromthe pole that had held him The bronze man had been consci ous
during the time he had been carried. He knew what mne shaft he had been inprisoned in. Fromhis
menmory of the chart back in that nowdestroyed office, he was certain just how far he would fall.
Doc hunched hinself, turned in the dark air. Then he straightened. He hit the surface of the

bl ack water in that flooded shaft feet first. He submerged many feet. Then the buoyancy of the body
brought himto the surface.

Doc had spent many hours swinmming with hands and feet manacl ed. Just as skillfully as the tadpole
swins before it gets its |legs and becones a frog, and just as effortlessly, Doc Savage circled the
bl ack pool. Finally he found a ledge. It was a tiny one, jutting just enough to hook his chin upon.
He rested there for a nonent, then worked his way around the pit.

As in many mne shafts, he discovered one | edge wi de enough to rest his entire body upon.

Wiggling like sone aquatic aninal, he forced his big body up on it.

Then Doc Savage did a peculiar thing. He sat erect upon his | edge and sneezed. The first sneeze

did not suit him He sneezed again and |ouder. As he did, he kept his hands cupped before him

Doc had expected that he mi ght be seized and thoroughly searched. Hi s enem es had di scovered many
hi ding places he had found for chemcals that would aid him He had even had fal se teeth incasing
his own perfect ones that contained expl osives powerful enough to blast solid walls of masonry that
stood between himand freedom Dutch Scorvitch had not examined the bronze man’s teeth. But even if
he had, he woul d not have found anything of val ue.

Doc’s right nostril held a tiny capsule of trenendous value to himat that nonent. He caught it
skillfully in his cupped hands. Clutching it between a forefinger and a thunb, he broke it, let the
contents drip over the chain links of the handcuffs. In half a dozen nonents, they parted. The stuff
was a highly powerful solvent that worked on any netal.

H s hands free, Doc | eaned down, renoved a false toenail fromone of his toes. It becanme a tiny
steel tool that he used to pick the lock of the leg irons.

Then the bronze nman was free—free fifty feet below the ground with nany tons of ore, rock and
earth sealing the passageway above him

Doc grinned in the darkness. No one could see that grin. But could Dutch Scorvitch or any of his

ot her enem es have seen it, they woul d have renoved thenselves fromthe imediate vicinity with sone
hast e.

Doc had cl osely exami ned the chart of the mne. He knew the | ayout of this passageway to the

m nutest detail. He stood on the | edge, took a breath of the danp subterranean air deep into his
lungs. Then Doc dived deep into the black, forbidding water.

Twenty feet or nore below that surface, Doc’s hands found the horizontal passageway he had
expected. According to the chart of the mine, it led to another shaft a hundred feet away which was
an active mining pit. Doc swamtoward that. Each time his hands came back in a powerful stroke, he
touched the wall. That hel ped himkeep track of the distance he had travel ed. Pieces of |oose rock
came off in his hands.

Fifty feet into the hollow shaft, Doc felt a sudden novenent of the water. The narrow tunnel
suddenly becanme an aqueduct. The water began to rush backward in the direction fromwhich Doc had
conme. The bronze man knew sonet hing of the geol ogical structure that is beneath the bodi es known as
the Great Lakes.

He knew there are underground passages between the | akes thensel ves. They probably were caused by
the trenmendous pressure of the great glacier as it crept back to the Arctic regions where it has
been ever since. The spring-fed | akes are connected by trenendous natural aqueducts far bel ow their



bottom | evel s.

Doc Savage knew when that sudden torrent started that sonme subtle change in Lake Superior had
undoubtedly caused it. And he knew that if he went with it, he was finished.

The bronze man hung onto a tiny rock projection. The flurry of water was fairly brief. Even so,
Doc Savage, who could renmin under water much | onger than the average professional South Sea skin
diver, was bursting for air before it stopped.

As soon as the current |essened, Doc shot ahead, swept up the next vertical shaft. He broke the
surface beside a horizontal section of the adjoining shaft. There were narrow gauge tracks, picks
and the many signs of recent work.

Doc pulled hinself up onto the lip of the horizontal section. He clinbed to his feet and,
stooping to avoid overhead obstructions, clanbered to the lip of the shaft.

As he energed into the starless night, Doc heard a famliar drunbeat. It was not the steady beat
of the drunms of death. It was the same drumin which the North Whods had been warned that Doc Savage
nmust di e.

This time the drumtold a slightly different story. The climax of it was that many in the North
Wods would die. It said that all who were present might fall under the rage of M chaboul!

Chapter X II. JOHNNY | S KI DNAPED

W LLI AM HARPER LI TTLEJOHN pernmitted hinself to be led to the shacklike office of the main

m ne-shaft head without any resistance whatever. It was obvious that Johnny’'s mnd was entirely
bl ank.

Marquette Hel |l er shoved Johnny in ahead of him |Igor Lakonnen and Iris Heller were there.
Lakonnen was paci ng up and down. He stopped now and then to plead with Iris.

"Little mstress,"” he said, "do not endanger yourself. You should flee before this thing takes us
all. For ne, lgor, it does not matter. But | prom sed your father |I would protect you."

Iris Heller was scared. Little twitching nuscles at the corners of her eyes told that. But the
stern jaw of Pig-iron Heller had a gentle fem nine counterpart in hers. The girl was determ ned.

"I will not |eave while Doc Savage is in danger," she repeated.
There was a body on the floor. The nan was notionl ess, w thout pulse or breath. Four dozen ugly
scars were on his body. The face had been painted |like that of an Indian. The chilling body was not

that of an aborigine. Iris did not know who he was. But she knew the Tommhawks had caught up with
himin the darkness of the night.

I gor | ooked at the remains of the victim He shuddered. Real fear gleaned in the Finn's pale
eyes. He licked his lips with a tongue that seened dry and feverish.

"It is horrible," he nuttered. "I cannot stand nmuch nore."

At that instant Johnny stunbled in, followed by Marquette Heller. Johnny wal ked | oosely to a
chair and sat down. H s vacant eyes stared about the room wi t hout recognition.

"Little Johnny!" Iris cried. "Wat has happened to you?"

Johnny stared unconprehendi ngly.

"Hello," he said flatly.

Marquette Heller burst out in a torrent of words. He told of stunbling onto the ancient |unber
canp bunkhouse while Dutch Scorvitch and his nob were trying to revive Johnny and question him
"Dutch said Johnny had ‘| earned sonething about this thing,’" Marquette said, quoting the

ki dnaper. "I don't know what it is. But it mght be plenty inportant."”

I gor Lakonnen’s eyes went wide. He | eaped to Johnny’s side. He | eaned over, |ooked into the

geol ogi st’ s staring eyes.

"What is it, Little Johnny?" he demanded. "Tell us what you know. "

Johnny | ooked at himfor a nonent. He seened to be trying to understand. His face contorted with
the mental struggle that was going on within his brain. He reached out a tentative hand, touched the
sweating face of the huge, white-haired Finn. Then he smiled faintly, as if he thought somnething was
expected of him but could not quite put his finger on it.

"Who are you?" he asked sinply. "What is it that | should know?"

I gor Lakonnen burst out in a hollow roar of bafflement. He turned to Marquette Heller to ask him
further questions. But Marquette had discovered the grisly body upon the floor.

"Who is he?" Marquette demanded. "What happened to hi nP"

Lakonnen shudder ed.

"l thought at first he was an Indian," he said. "But obviously he is not. No |Indian ever had
features such as those."

"What happened to himis obvious. It is the Devil’'s Tonmahawks."

Lakonnen strode to a water bucket kept for fire prevention. He dashed water onto his face. The
big Finn was scared and showed it. His huge frame trenbled violently. He started to say sonething
nore, but was interrupted by a banging on the door. Marquette Heller opened it.

The tall, ranrod-straight formof Paul P. Keewis was outlined in the glare of the unprotected
electric globe in the tiny office. Keewis still wore the war paint of an §ibway brave. H s face was
grimand set, gave little indication of any enotion.

He stepped quickly into the room surveyed its occupants with open aninosity.

AS the light cast its glare nore closely on the features of the brave, it seemed that his tanned,



natural ly-pigmented skin was pale. H s eyes did not flinch or falter, but there was a tensity of
attitude that was inescapable. Keewis' diction was as snpboth and perfect as it always was. A white
man’ s university had given Keewis all the outward attributes of civilization.

But those who knew himrealized that Paul P. Keewis was as close to nature as the otter, the
muskrat —er perhaps the lynx that prowls, a predatory stal ker, through the northern wi | derness.
Keewi s spoke with a flat lack of intonation. There was a threat in every snooth syllable of his
diction. Hs black eyes glittered strangely as he surveyed the people who were listening to him

"l did not believe ny people were involved in the return of the Devil’'s Tomahawks," he said
slowy. "But now | amnot so sure. There is sonething here that | do not understand. And | know ny
people wel I 1"

He glared particularly at Iris Heller and Mark. His thin lips drew back slightly over his stark
white teeth. Marquette drew forward nenacingly. Hi s black eyes flashed with quick enption. The
all-Indian nmystic Keewis, and the half-white Mark glared at each other in a sudden realization of
hat r ed.

"You are behind this, Pau-puk-kee-wis," snarled Mark. "You have been inciting a peaceful people
to do things for which they will die ashaned!"

Keewi s drew hinself up to his full six-foot-four of height. It was alnpst as if he w apped the

bl anket of a chieftain around him

"And what do you do here, son of a white man?" he rasped. "Wat do you do but cause trouble in
the North Whods?"

Marquette Hell er’s shoul ders hunched over slightly. Mark was six inches shorter than Paul P.

Keewi s. He was slighter of build. But there was a fire in his eyes right then that boded to make up
for alnmost any deficiency in stature.

"I cane to find out what it was the thin white man had | earned," Marquette husked in a voice that

was little nmore than a whisper. "I came to keep ny people fromthe nassacre that they will earn if
they persist in the nurder they say cones fromthe skies."
The two nen were all Indian now. Marquette dropped the white man’s instinct for civilization. He,

with Keewi s, became a man of |earning but steeped only in the nysticismof the savages who had been
his forebears; the secrets of the quiet, subtle red nmen of the North who had been honorabl e, but
ruthless in their opposition to unfair force.

A knife flashed in Marquette's hand. Paul P. Keewi s’ hand swept up from a doeskin thong about his
wai st. Keewis held a flint tomahawk.

Probably the drunms prevented nmurder in that tense nonent. It was the drunbeat that Doc Savage had
heard as he enmerged fromthe mine shaft; the drumthat said that many in the North Wods woul d die.
Paul P. Keewis scarcely blinked an eyel ash as he listened to the drum Marquette Hell er pal ed.

And it was Marquette who was the aggressor in the fight, the maker of the accusations. Wen
Marquette faltered, the electric spark that woul d have neant a killing died a-borning. Marquette's
lips parted. As if in a trance he repeated the full warning of the druns.

"M chabou is angry with the people of the woodland," the druns booned out. "M chabou had said

that Doc Savage woul d die. Now M chabou has |earned that interlopers have taken it upon thensel ves
to destroy the bronze man.

"M chabou is displeased. The bronze nman once def ended Western tribes of the red men. He

interfered and prevented our people from being defrauded of their oil |ands. He shoul d not have been
slain in vengeance.

"Now that vengeance nmust go out to all. If the bronze man has been slain, the Tomnahawks of the

Lost Ones, the Devil’'s Tonahawks, will fall in anger upon all who have permtted this. Doc Savage

bel onged to M chabou, the maker of all things—

There was nore. But that was the bulk of it. The drums repeated the name of the bronze man

several times. As Marquette Heller listened, he repeated with |ips that seemed unwilling to give the
message. Two things were probably responsible for what occurred. One was the repetition of the nane
of Doc Savage.

Johnny struggled to his feet. His nouth worked strangely. Sonething seenmed to be telling himthat
he shoul d act, should do sonething. Unseeingly, Johnny wal ked into a chair. He stunbled over it,
fell headlong into the wall.

When he sat up, he rubbed his head. H s eyes canme suddenly into focus.

"An ascertai nment of profound appurtenance to solution," he said. "Golly, | think I’ve got it."

I gor Lakonnen let out a roar of anmazenent. A wide grin spread over his face. Marquette Heller

bri ghtened quickly, forgot his quarrel with Keewis. The bl ow on the head when Johnny plunged into
the wall had restored his nenory.

Iris Heller uttered a cry of relief, rushed toward Johnny.

In that instant the light in the little shack went out. There was a sudden sound of struggle.

Wien the light cane on again, WIliamHarper Littlejohn had di sappeared. He had been ki dnaped
within half a dozen feet of four able-bodi ed persons!

JOHNNY was as nmad as he was capabl e of being. And that was plenty angry. The skinny geol ogi st
vaguely realized that a | ot of things had happened to himthat shoul d not have happened. As in nost
amesi a cases, he did not remenber what had gone on while he had been w thout his menory.



But to be snatched bodily froma lighted roomwhen that menory returned nade Johnny nad. One

split second after the lights went out in that rooma hand of iron seized Johnny. Another rough hand
cl anped over his mouth. As if he had been a small child, the geologist felt hinself swept out of
that roomand out into the night. He was carried on a giant shoulder as easily as if he had been a
bag of grain.

When he was put down, five or six hundred yards away, Johnny’'s tenper was in no way inproved.

"Of all the magniloquent nal apertness— Johnny spluttered. "Wiy—

Johnny suddenly gasped. "Doc!" he blurted. "How in the world did you get here?"

Johnny was so anazed he used small words. Doc nerely said, "It was necessary to get you out of
there. W nust try to save Monk, Ham and Renny."

Doc noved silently through the trees. Johnny followed, suddenly full of things he wanted to say.
"Doc, |’'ve stunbled onto a big discovery," he blurted.

"The woods have ears,” Doc advised. "And discoveries can wait until we free our friends. | have

| earned Monk was recaptured when he went back to rel ease Ham and Renny. W nust travel fast."
Johnny di scovered that he had no breath for conversation while keeping up with the bronze man.

THE stakes to which Monk and Ham were tied were | ess than six feet apart. For nore than an hour,
not one word had passed between the two. It was the first time that had happened in a good many
years.

It was also the first tinme they had been certain that one of their nunber had been slain.
Big-fisted Renny, tied to another big stake, shook his head fromtine to tine. There was nore than a
suspi cion of moisture on his |eathery cheeks.

"Holy cow " the big engineer runbled. "Long Tom dead! It doesn't seem possible."

Monk | ooked particularly unhappy. He told hinself that if he hadn’'t cone back the others woul dn’t
know of Long Tomi s death under the Devil’'s Tomahawks. Mnk was the only one of the three who
understood the G ibway tongue. The Indians who recaptured Monk after the Tomahawks got N. Nat han
Nat hani al son the second tine had brought himback to the canp of the birch-bark huts.

Shortly after he had been returned, an Indian runner tore breathlessly into canp with news that

t he Tomahawks had gotten Long Tom

The canp itself was an eerie, fear-ridden place in the black night. Three canpfires bl azed redly.
Around those fires, gaunt braves shuffled in the cerenmonial war dance of the Qibways. Indians who
had never touched their faces with the paint of war now di spl ayed hi deous nasks instead of their
normal features.

Red- ski nned wor kmen who had never worn anything but the denimoveralls of sumer or the

| unberjack’s Mackinaw in winter, were garbed in the buckskin and feathers of their forebears.
Alow nmutter came fromthe tribesmen as they shuffled around the canpfire. It took fear to drive
every vestige of the white man's civilization fromthese ordinarily peaceful aborigines. Fear shone
starkly fromtheir faces now as they went nethodically through the routine of the war dance. Mnk
cocked his head on one side, listening to the nuttered words of the dancers.

"Johoshaphat!" the hairy chem st exclai med. "These babies sure are scared of their own bad

medi ci ne. They say the thing’ s out of hand and nobody can control it."

"You got nme," Renny told him "And when | left Doc Savage he didn't know. He told ne so."

"Well, if Doc can't figure it out, I"'mnot going to try," Ham observed. "It woul d be better—

A shout anong the Indians interrupted Ham

It seened that the Indians were not only scared. They were al so hungry. The tenpo of the dance
changed.

"That’'s the dance of the feast," Mnk told them "They're goin’ to put on the feed bag."

There was a small commption at one edge of the clearing. Mnk |ooked at it. Then he went berserk.
Monk screaned. He shouted. He said words he had once promi sed his nother he would never use again.
Four Indians came into the clearing. Tied and trussed on a |ong pole, they had Habeas Corpus,

Monk’ s pet pig.

"You guys put that pig down!" Mnk yelled in English.

He followed that with a simlar demand in Qibway. He shouted in Mayan. Then he switched to a

sal tier selection of English.

THE bi ggest of the canpfires was in the center of the clearing. It was also the closest to Mnk
and Ham |t seened that Monk was going to have a front-row seat to the cooki ng of Habeas.

The Indians stirred up the fire. They pounded two vertical pronged stakes into the ground to |ay
the roasting pole across. Then they picked up the pole on which the pig was trussed and noved toward
the fire. Monk junped up and down as far as his bonds would permt him He screaned what sounded
like gibberish to the Indians. Actually, it was Mayan. Then Monk qui et ed.

Habeas rolled slightly. The porker was trying to swing away fromthe scorching flanmes. Suddenly
one | ndian gasped in astoni shnent. He | eaned over closer to the pig. Then he straightened up with a
snap.

"You danged fool!" the pig seemed to be saying. "Don’t you know you ought to scald nme and scrape
of f the bristles before roasting?"

The four Indians holding the pole | ooked at each other with newborn horror. First the Devil’'s
Tomahawks. Now this.



"You're a hell of a bunch of cooks!" Habeas comment ed.

The I ndians held an i medi ate powwow. They didn't know anything about ventriloquism But they

deci ded Monk was crazy. The gibberish that was really Mayan convinced them of that. No Indian wll
nmol est a crazy man. The insane are invested with the spirits of the gods. Any |ndian knows that. But
the powwow was to decide if the animal belonging to a batty person was al so to be protected. They
decided that it wasn’t. But the vote was close. If they hadn’t been pretty hungry they woul d have
i medi at el y abandoned the tal king pig.

Wil e the powwow was going on, Mnk spoke a few | ow words to Ham |nmmediately, the dapper |awyer
began to yell at the top of his voice in Mayan. That surprised the Indians a little. Two nen going
nuts in such a short space of tinme seened a bit unusual.

They thought it was nore unusual a few seconds |ater, when Chemistry burst into canp. The big
nonkey had been hiding outside the clearing. Ham had taught Chemistry to take commands in Mayan as
well as in English. He told Chenmistry to wal k straight toward Habeas Corpus.

Chemistry lunbered across the clearing.

"Put that pig down!" Chemi stry squalled. "Put that pig down before | tear the whole | ot of you
apart!”

The voi ce sounded a whole lot |like Mink's. It still did when the big nonkey repeated his demand
in §ibway.
A tal king pig had been enough to startle the hungry G ibways. But a bi-linguistic ape was far too

much. Wth dark nutterings about the evil spirits and the terror of the Devil’'s Tomahawks, the
braves put Habeas down out of danger fromthe fire.

Cheni stry picked up the pig, fondled himin his arns. "CGo on," the ape commanded in Gibway. "Cet
out. | don't want you around."

The Indians al nost fell over thenselves getting out of the clearing. Mnk | aughed so hard he

al nost strangled on the rope that was tied around his neck.

Ham conmanded Chenmistry to cone over and untie his bonds. The ape had been taught to tie and
untie knots. In fact, both aninmals had been taught a great many tricks that had cone in handy in
tight pinches with their enem es.

While Chemistry was struggling with the ropes that held Ham Doc and Johnny arrived in the canp.
"DOC!" Monk squal |l ed. "This Tomahawk business has got out of hand. | was afraid that it m ght
have got you."

Wil e Monk knew the G ibway tongue and knew their tribal dances, he had never |earned the

| anguage of the signal druns. So he did not know of the two drum nessages concerning the bronze nan.
Doc and Johnny untied Renny and Mnk. Chemi stry conpleted the job of untying Ham

"What's this all about, Doc?" Ham asked. "Wo's behind it?"

"l do not know who the culprit is,” Doc replied. "And | do not know what the Devil’s Tomahawk
really is."

Ham grunted. "1'11 bet that Marquette Heller is behind it," he snapped.

Doc noved over toward Renny.

"What did you learn in Sault Ste. Marie?" the bronze nman asked.

Renny repeated what he had told Monk and Ham about Marquette Heller and Paul P. Keewis. The
information that old Luke Heller had killed Marquette's Indian chieftain grandfather had conme to
light quite recently, Renny stated. Luke's confession was contained in an old letter, witten nany
years before, which had turned up in the estate of an old tinber scout who had died recently.
Both Heller and Keewi s, Renny repeated, were well-versed in Indian |lore, were considered nystics
and had great power over the Indians.

O Lakonnen, Renny had learned little nore than the huge Finn had told hinself. He had come from
Finland in 1922, had noved around the North Whods for about two-and-a-half years. Ever since, he had
wor ked for old Pig-iron Heller.

"He's an unconmmuni cative guy, according to reports,” Renny said. "But so are npbst Finns."

Renny | ooked at tall, skinny Johnny.

"What did you find out about the ore?" the big engineer inquired. "Is it any good?"
"Commercially worthless,"” Johnny said. "But | found sonething el se |ast night."

Johnny’ s eyes sparkl ed.

"There are subterranean passageways from sone of those mine shafts to the lake. | think they're
part of the key to this. It nust be inportant. They slugged nme when they found out | had | earned
about it."

Doc Savage shook his head.

"l don't believe that was what they thought you had | earned," Doc said quietly.

They all turned to | ook at the bronze man. They didn’t question him Long experience had taught
Doc’s aids that if he had any information he was certain of, he would divulge it to themunl ess
there was good reason for himto keep it to hinself.

Doc never voiced his beliefs until he was sure of his ground. He al so knew that possession of
informati on was often dangerous.

"Johnny is partly right," the bronze man said. "If ny reasoning is correct, subterranean
passageways wi || have sonme bearing on this thing. But that is not their major secret."



Doc turned toward the woods.

"Cone," he said. "W nust get Monk’s canoe. Then we will go to the steel mll. Part of our answer
should lie there."

Chapter XIV. M CHABOU RETURNS

MONK | ed the way through the tangl ed underbrush to the shore of Lake Superior. The hairy chem st
rummaged in a hole beneath a stunp. He hauled a snmall conpact electric coil out of the hole.
Pressing a lever on the coil set up an induction field which actuated a switch in Mnk’'s

canoe-| aboratory. That switch turned on an electric punmp which brought the canoe to the surface.
Wth its glasslike hood, the canoe | ooked somewhat simlar to the cockpit part of the fusel age of
a racing pl ane.

"Why' d you want the glassite hood instead of the electrolysis nesh?" Mnk inquired.

"l did not want the hydrogen escaping to the surface," Doc explained. "It m ght prove dangerous."
Monk scratched his head. He couldn't figure out how escapi ng hydrogen coul d be dangerous to them
if they were bel ow the surface. He snorted.

"I"mgettin’ tired of coddling these crooks," he conplained. "If they get in the way of any
escapi ng hydrogen it’'s their own fault. Let ‘emstay out of our way."

Doc Savage did not answer.

"Gve me the keys to the chemical |ockers," he instructed Monk. "Then we had better head for the
mll. Leave the canoe sone place there where it is hidden, but where we can get it quickly."

Doc instructed that Chem stry and Habeas should be left in the woods. Then, while the canoe was
propelled swiftly and silently over the water by its rocket motor, Doc worked with various chenicals
in the laboratory that constituted nost of the inside of the canoe.

Doc was still clad only in the shorts Dutch Scorvitch had | eft himwhen he encountered Johnny. He
found spare clothing in another |ocker of the canoe. Included was a spare inner vest wth many
secret pockets. The bronze nman | oaded this with chem cals and various bits of equipnent.

He finished his operations just about the tine Mnk tool ed the canoe into the concrete dock of
the steel mll. There was one point where two sections of the concrete pier were connected by a
wooden platform Beneath the platformthere was sufficient space to hide the canoe.

Monk |l et the others out, then took the canoe underneath the platform He clanbered up on the
wooden shoring between two piles and | ooked around.

Pig-iron Heller’'s steel m Il |ooked |like a ghost town. The gaunt, dark stacks, the tall,

round-bel | i ed open-hearth furnaces | ooned |ike giant skeletons in the dark.

"THEM | ndi ans sure high-tailed out of here when the Devil’'s Tonmahawks canme around," Mnk
observed.

Monk’ s statenent was quite correct. Pig-iron Heller’s mine and mill workers had al nost all been

I ndi ans or breeds. The druns of death warned the aborigines not to work in mll or mine. And the
Indi ans preferred even a hungry idleness to death by the Tomahawks.

A few Finnish worknen had kept on working. And sone of them had been found nysteriously hacked to
death by the Tommhawks that came with the drumns.

Doc Savage put on a pair of glasses that seened opaque pieces of black glass. He handed a sinilar
pair to each of his aids. Then Doc picked up a piece of apparatus that | ooked something |like a nagic
| antern.

The bronze man and his aids had | ong used this device when they w shed to perform sone

exam nation in a darkness through which only they could see. The special gl asses made objects
visible in the infrared rays of the projector Doc Savage carried. The nmill took on a weird, nonotone
appearance, not unlike the nerging of colors to one who is color-blind.

Doc led the way. He wal ked slowy, throwing the infrared rays to right and left. Wthout the
speci al gl asses, no one could see those rays at all. The use of the projector would attract no
attention fromthe ordinary eye of man.

The bronze man hal ted near one open-hearth furnace that was separated fromthe rest. The other
open hearths had been cl eaned out before the fires had been extinguished. But this one had been
practically dismantl ed. Doc exam ned the interior closely.

The firebrick on the inside had been chi pped and hacked, as if soneone had gone through it with a
m ghty sl edge hammer. Doc made no comment as he clinbed out of the nowcold furnace. He strode from
it in the general direction of the woods. He paused frequently, flashing the infrared projector
about .

Suddenly Doc’s eerie, trilling sound told his aids that he had encountered sonething of

i mportance. Monk raced up, panting and puffing. Wien he saw what Doc was | ooking at, he slowed down
in visible di sappoi ntment.

There was nothing there except a huge iron triangle with the Iongest, equilateral sides about
twenty feet in length. There was a notch at their apex.

Doc swung the beamfromthe triangle to one side. There he stooped to exanm ne the end of a

hal f-inch steel cable which apparently ran into the woods.

"This is the key to their transportation problem" Doc observed. "Not the subterranean passages
fromthe mne."

"What is it, Doc?" Mnk wanted to know.



Doc explained that it was a disnmantled overhead cabl e nonorail system

"Yeah," Monk agreed. "But what’'s the danged thing for?"

Doc was silent for a noment.

"I think," he finally said, "that we will soon be ready for a showdown."

THE bronze man forestalled further questions by asking several of Johnny. The gaunt geol ogi st had
been instructed to make a conplete survey of the physical properties of Pig-iron Heller’'s
corporations. Doc asked hi m about them now.

"One hematite mine, one open-hearth furnace mll, a small foundry in Sault Ste. Marie and a stove
factory on the upper river," Johnny inforned him

Doc asked about shipnents to the foundry in Sault Ste. Marie and to the stove factory on the
upper river. Johnny said that he had checked every shipnent of pig iron to both foundry and stove
factory against the output of these two ventures.

"They tally, Doc," Johnny said.

The bronze man did not conmment on Johnny’s report for a nonment. He nerely stood contenplating the
partly dismantled blast furnace. Then he turned again to Johnny.

"Where do they send their stoves? Wio are the purchasers?"

Johnny reddened. It enbarrassed himdeeply to think that Doc should ask hima question relative
to his investigations that he could not answer. He was so enbarrassed he used one-syl | abl e words.
"CGosh, Doc, | don't know. They get paid in cash. So | didn't carry it any further."

"There was no reason you should have," Doc said. "But | think nowthat it may be of inportance."
Doc turned. "Right now we nust return to the mine. | amsurer than | was that we are nearing a
showdown. "

A harsh voice cut into the night. "You hit it right on the nose, bronze guy. Your showdown is
right behind you with nore than a dozen rifles lookin" at you."

MONK whi rl ed.

"1"1l take ten of ‘em" he squalled. "Rifles or no rifles. We can see thembetter than they can
see us."

Monk was right. It was a strategy they had used before. If they spread out, using their infrared
projector, they had a chance of taking their enemes with the superfirers. Doc Savage vetoed it.
"Put up your hands," he instructed. "The rifles are already trained on us."

Doc switched off the infrared projector and discarded it. Al of themrenoved their goggles.

"We are your prisoners," Doc said. "Direct us."

A triunphant curse cane from behind them There was also a note of awe in it. Dutch Scorvitch

st epped forward.

"You have nore lives than a cat," he gritted at Doc. "How in hell did you get out of that m ne?"
"I swamout," Doc replied quite truthfully.

"Yeah," Dutch said sourly. "An’ | suppose you used those handcuffs and leg irons for paddles."
He wal ked up and prodded a rifle into Doc’'s mdriff.
"Conme on, now," he rasped. "Spill it. Wo dug you out, and how d they find you?"

Doc parried with another question. He had heard Marquette Heller tell how Dutch and the nmob ran
after the thug had told them of the phony Indian who had been hit by the Devil's Tomahawks.

"How di d you happen to cone back?" Doc asked. "I thought you were on your way back to New York."
Dutch got red. "It's none of your business," he growl ed. "But the boss has that thing under
control now. He said so."

Dut ch paused. Then: "An’ ny bronze baby, are we goin’ to feed you to it? Just ask ne. Are we?"
The answer to that one was too obvious to require any conment.

"Let's go," Doc said. "You seemto be in control of the situation."

"Hey, Nosy," Dutch yelled. "You take half the gang and keep the guns on these four guys." He

nmoti oned toward Monk, Ham Johnny and Renny. "I1’'ll take the other half of the gang and keep the drop
on Doc Savage. He ain't goin’ to get away fromne this tinme."

Nosy, who was the broken-nosed thug who slugged Johnny in the skull, grunted in agreenent. Nosy
was quite willing that anyone el se shoul d have Doc Savage in custody. In fact, Nosy had not been
quite sold on the idea of comng back with the gang at all.

"l hope the boss was | eveling when he said he had control of them dammed Tomahawks," the

br oken-nosed thug nuttered. "That's sonething | don't want no part of."

Nosy had a secret suspicion that when the nobsters had exhausted their value to the boss crim nal
he might turn the thing on them anyway. But the doubl e-cross was a chance all crooks took—er gave.
Dutch and six of the armed killers separated Doc from his conpani ons and marched hi mthrough the
woods toward the m ne.

MONK was wal king directly behind Nosy. He had been searched and his superfirer taken away from
him Mnk was nmad. He had wanted to fight it out. For that matter, he still wanted to.

He reached out one foot and tripped Nosy. The thug fell on his face. He scranbled to his feet,
scream ng with rage.

"Go ahead," Ham advi sed. "Mw him down. He's usel ess anyway."

Nosy started to take Hamis advice. He had to turn sidewise to Hamto do it. Hamstruck himlike a
projectile. Nosy went down again. The things he said were not nice to hear.



"Cut it out, you guys!" Renny booned. "Doc’s orders were to go al ong peacefully."

That advice nollified Nosy sonewhat. Apparently he had orders to bring Doc’s aids in alive.

"l don’'t want to bunp you here," the thug snarled. "W're savin' you guys for the tomahawks."
"Listen," Johnny cut in. "The rancorous sound of vengeance."

The entire party stopped. Faintly at first, the dull runble of the druns sounded fromthe sky.
Then the tenpo increased, becane |ouder. Nosy breathed deep with excitement and fear. H s voice
choked.

"The snel|!" he screaned. "The boss has started that dammed thing. W gotta get to the mne."

Nosy drove them through the tangled brush. No other words were spoken. The dead, dank snell of
freshly-turned earth, the snell of the grave, was again in the air. Nosy broke into a run. He and
the other gunmen prodded Doc’s aids ahead. Soon they cane to the clearing by the mne. There was a
light in the shaft office. Lakonnen stepped out. The big Finn | ooked wldly about him

"It's | oose!" he screaned. "I can't control it!"

Suddenly a weird light began to glowin the clearing. It seemed to cone fromno particul ar
direction. It was as if the air itself glowed with an eerie phosphorescence. Then there was an
awesone chanting. |ndians appeared on all sides of the gang.

Dutch Scorvitch, with Doc, was a little ahead. Dutch stopped in his tracks. A npan of fear cane
fromhis lips. The beating of the drums began to press down from above, seenmed to surround the whole
gang of phony I ndi ans.

The redskins who were closing in fromthe woodl and were not phoni es. They were hideously-painted
warriors. Now they began to chant and dance slowy to the beat of the druns. A nedicine man in a
ghastly mask led them He whirled and di pped as he chanted tales of the power of the great M chabou.
The master spirit who nade all things, the power that could equally destroy them

Two other figures burst out of the shaft office. They were Iris and Marquette Heller. The girl’'s
face was pale with terror. Marquette Heller began to repeat the chants of the nedicine nman in

Engl i sh.

The entire tabl eau was one to strike terror to the heart of any man. Suddenly Paul P. Keew s
appeared in the mdst of the chanting warriors.

"The time has conme for vengeance," Keew s intoned. "M chabou has spoken. The Devil’'s Tomahawks

wi |l avenge the red nan!"

A whitish wisp of snoke spiraled froma barren piece of ground near the ashes of what had been
Pig-iron Heller’s residence and office. Wth a whoosh, the wi sp of snoke becane a cloud. It gl owed
with a greeni sh phosphorescence. The beating of the druns seened to enanate fromthat cloud.

Then the cloud took life. Inits center there crouched a figure of awesone hi deousness that nade
even stout-hearted Monk shudder. The mask was one of hate and ferocity. Ggantic lips noved in a
grimace that carried the suggestion of destruction. The body was warped, m sshapen. Skinny arns
weaved about to the tinme of the pul sing drums of death.

The I ndi ans bowed down to the ground. Even Paul P. Keewi s prostrated hinmself before the awesone
figure. A murmur went up around the edge of the clearing.

"M chabou! M chabou, the Manitou! M chabou, the naster spirit of all things!"

The scent of death grew stronger in the clearing.

Chapt er XV. BENEATH THE LAKE

THE creature spoke then. The voice was hollow, unreal in tone. It was a nmenacing thing that

seenmed beyond the reach of man.

"Wite devils have usurped the powers of the Devil’s Tomahawks," the eerie voice intoned.

"M chabou cannot permt such a thing. The white nen have desecrated the Devil’'s Playground. For that
they nmust pay in the terns set by M chabou."

The Indians flattened thensel ves on the ground. They took up a chant of conpliance. Watever

M chabou demanded woul d be done. There was respect and fear in the voices of the red nen. Then

M chabou spoke once nore.

"The Devil's Tomahawks belong to the red men for just vengeance. Now it shall be vengeance

agai nst those who have wongly used it."

Wiile the wispy, wavering figure in the snoke was speaking, |gor Lakonnen backed slowy into the
shaft office. No one paid nmuch attention to him The wavering figure in the snoke turned, pointed a
taloned finger toward Iris Heller. Instantly Paul P. Keewi s seized her, began to bind her hands wth
buckski n thongs. Marquette Heller tried to stop him But other hands seized Mark.

Ham l et out a yell of rage and plunged across the clearing. He might berate the girl hinself, but
Ham woul d not stand by and see her nurdered.

There was a sudden crescendo of the drums, and the queer unworldly light in the clearing di med.
Then there was a scream The light flickered dimy, then gl owed again.

Dapper Hamlay on the ground. His inmmacul ate clothing was torn to shreds. Ugly red welts showed

on his flesh. There was a red pool beside him

Monk Mayfair let out a roar of insane rage. He went as berserk as a mad bull. He rushed at Paul

P. Keewis, felled himwi th a single blow Then he | eaned over the still formof Ham He felt the
pul se, put his hand over the heart. There was neither pulse nor heartbeat. Tears of rage and angui sh
glistened in the hairy chemst’'s eyes. Wth a low grow, he turned and started for the Indians.



Ten or nore of themjunped him Monk squalled for help then. That was sonething he rarely did.

But avengi ng Ham was enough to nake himyell for assistance.

"Doc!" Monk squal led. "Doc! Help ne."

It was then that he noticed that Doc Savage had di sappeared.

THE wavering voice fromthe snoke pillar spoke again.

"It is useless to oppose the will of Mchabou. Al who have tried to trick himrmust suffer.”

An angry snarl came fromthe direction of the mne-shaft office. The huge formof |gor Lakonnen

|l oomed in the doorway. His platinumhair glistened in the phosphorescent light. lIgor held a
submachi ne gun in his hands. H s face was contorted in a frenzy of fear and panic.

"It's not going to get ne!" he screaned. "I can lick M chabou!"

I gor reached behind him pulled a lever. Instantly a detonation crashed into the air that broke
every window in the shack. Men were hurled to the ground by the force of the explosion. Runbling
bl asts came fromdeep in the earth. Geat sections of ground fell in as mne shafts and tunnels were
bl asted into dust from bel ow.

Only the wavering figure in the snoke seenmed unaffected. Lakonnen cursed, pressed the trigger

rel ease of the Tommy-gun. The racketing of the gun was scarcely heard above the runbling of the
expl osions in the mne. The Tommy-gun spat flame and | ead.

The | eaden slugs passed entirely through the wavering figure in the snoke without affecting it in
the | east!

Renny and Johnny gasped. Thugs had been holding themwith rifles in their backs. Now the thugs
tried to flee. But they were preceded by | gor Lakonnen.

Wth a scream of defiance, the towering Finn raced through the night toward the steel mll on the
shore. Sone of the phony Indians tried to stop himw th rifles. Lakonnen's reply was a burst from
the machine gun. The thugs fell, dying, to the ground.

Lakonnen yel | ed once nore and di sappeared into the woods. The big man could run like a deer. Sone
of the genuine Indians tried to catch him But even they were not fast enough.

As Lakonnen di sappeared, Doc’s voice cane fromthe edge of the clearing.

"Monk! Renny! Johnny! Get to the steel mll as fast as you can. W have work to do there right
away. "

It would never occur to any of Doc’s aids to question an order, no natter what it was. Mnk
obeyed reluctantly. He squirned away fromthe Indians, who had been distracted by Lakonnen’s sudden
departure.

Then he discovered that Hamis body was gone! The red pool of blood was still there. To be sure it
was bl ood, Monk dipped a finger in it and snelled it. He shuddered. That was no trick. He knew for
sure now, that Ham had really succunbed to the nysterious death ordai ned by M chabou!

MONK raced after Renny and Johnny. The hairy chemist’s brain was in a whirl. It was true that

they had all had many narrow escapes in the course of their adventures. But, also, they had al ways
pul | ed t hrough.

The three men knew they were up agai nst something bigger than they had encountered before. Doc
was not one to | eave the scene of sonmething |ike what had happened to Ham

The venture was al nost ended for themat the edge of the steel-m |l property. There was a
tremendous expl osi on. Huge chunks of steel, firebrick and iron ore whoormed up into the sky. Renny,
Monk and Johnny were hurled to the ground. Débris rained all about them Three big open-hearth
furnaces split as if they had been made of papier-maché.

They stunbled to their feet and pressed on. A pile of ore ahead of them began to nove. Doc

struggl ed out of it. He had been buried in the expl osion.

"Monk," Doc clipped, "get the canoe. Hold it ready beside the wooden platform"

Doc nade quick inspection of the steel plant. O her explosions followed the first. Plants of
dynamte or TNT had been buried all over the property. Terrific detonations rocked the earth. G eat
cl ouds of black snoke billowed into the air.

Doc Savage was carrying the black-1ight projector. He used it now. He didn't need the special

gl asses. He expl ai ned that he had spread a fluorescent powder on the floor of the mineshaft office.
Lakonnen’s feet, as well as the feet of the girl and Marquette Heller, had becone coated with it.
The footsteps that fluoresced under the infrared rays were huge. They coul d have bel onged to

nei ther Marquette nor the girl. They had to be Lakonnen’s. Mnk snorted in anticipation.

"He couldn’t have gone far," the chem st said.

Doc Savage said nothing. He followed the footsteps to the edge of the dock. A new expl osion

ripped the concrete pier in two great pieces. A second one denolished part of it. The whol e
structure trenbl ed beneath their feet.

Lakonnen’ s footsteps ended at a round hole in the concrete pier. The hole had been covered by a
pile of slag. The slag pile, they found, was on a novable platform Lakonnen apparently had noved it
to get into the hole.

"Ceewhi | i kers, Doc!" Mnk grunted. "Do we go down there after hin®"

Before the bronze man could reply, the question was answered. A blast of dynanmite burst fromthe
hol e. The force knocked Doc and his three aids back. Another explosion sealed the hole effectively.
Wher ever Lakonnen had been going, he had either achieved it or he was entonbed beneath the ground.



"Qui ck, the canoe," Doc rapped

Tardily, Mnk sprang for what was |eft of the wooden platform The canoe-laboratory was still
there. Monk untied it, hauled it into view He slid back the glasslike hood, and the other three

| eaped into the craft

"Cl ose the hood," Doc directed. "Then subrerge."

The glassite hood slid closed. There was a hissing sound as water poured into special tanks fore
and aft. A conpressor beat thunpingly, condensed the water far beyond its normal weight. A
conparatively small amount of water became heavy enough to bring about submnersion

Li ke a tiny, glass-topped submarine, the canoe noved ahead under water. Doc crouched at the
controls in the bow. A |um nescent beam of |ight spread out ahead of the craft like w de feelers of
l'i ght.

The bronze man guided the craft to a spot beside and bel ow the hole into which Lakonnen’s

f oot steps had di sappeared

"Subnerge twenty feet farther," Doc ordered

Again the conpressors thunped. Presently, the |um nescent beam picked up a peculiar object. It
seened to extend downward at a forty-five-degree angle fromthe bottomof the dock. It was like a
gi ant sewer pipe extending into the very bowels of the earth

"This shoul d take us to Lakonnen," Doc said sinply. "And to the solution of the reasons for the
return of the Devil’s Tomahawks."

Chapter XVI. THE BEARDED MEN

THE big pipe followed a water-worn tunnel forty feet or nore in dianmeter. The action of the water
had apparently cut the tunnel through solid rock

Doc Savage expl ained that the trenmendous pressure of a receding glacier had probably caused the
subt erranean passageways that connected the Great Lakes.

"l have reason to believe that this one goes no farther than Heller’'s stove factory," the bronze
man said

"Jeepers, Doc!" Mnk conplained. "What’s this thing all about? First we have a |ot of stuff dug

up out of a dead past. Then we get a lot of nodern stuff."

Doc was silent for a nonent, concentrating on his piloting. Water swirled past themin a gushing
torrent. Doc cut out the rocket nmotor and let the current take the little craft down deep into the
earth. Presently the tunnel leveled off. The current carried the canoe along the | evel. Cccasionally
it woul d scrape the sides slightly. But the rock was so snoboth no damage ensued

"The explosions in the mll and mne bring me to believe a foreign power is involved," Doc

stated

"What could they want?" Mnk demanded. "That iron ore isn't any good."

"I amnot certain," Doc explained. "But we should get our answer in the stove factory, if we get
there."

They got there, or at least to something with great rapidity. The tunnel began an upward cli nb.

It narrowed at that point, and the speed of the current nearly doubl ed. The boat al nbst turned end
for end, despite the bronze man’'s attenpts to steer it

Suddenly the canoe broke the surface of what seened to be a subterranean | ake. There was a smal
dock at one side. Atiny submarine was tied to cleats on the dock. The roof of the place was vaulted
rock. There was nothing in it except the dock and the little sub. Doc steered the canoe to the dock
and slid back the glassite hood

The bronze man spoke in sign | anguage then, instructed his aids to nake no sound. Hammeri ng

noi ses cane through a wide archway | eading to sone room beyond the cavern that contained the |ake
Doc clinbed to the dock and started through the archway. Mnk, Renny and Johnny followed him The
room beyond was apparently sonme sort of a storage place. It was piled high with stoves. There were
smal | two-burner plates, big, old-fashioned coal ranges, canp stoves, pot-bellied base burners. A
wer e painted bl ack, and apparently all were cast iron

Renny noved toward a small canp stove. Idly he hefted it. It didn't budge

"Holy cow " he runbled. "This thing is as heavy as if it was nade of |ead!"

Doc did not have tine to answer that one. Electric lights flashed on in the big storeroom Half a
dozen men crowded into the room

"Ww " Monk yel ped. "Lanp the beavers."

The beards the nen wore woul d have done credit to Sanpson before his | ocks were shorn. None of

the men was above average hei ght

The men wore short snocklike garments. They gabbl ed excitedly anong thensel ves. One of them
pulled a switch on the wall. Then the six snmall nen started for Doc and his aids

Monk | unged at one. But he didn't get anywhere. He could nove, but it was with a trenendous
effort. He | ooked at Doc. The bronze man was pulling objects out of his pocket and dropping them on
the fl oor

"The floor is one trenendous magnet," Doc shouted. "Every piece of attractable netal in your
clothing holds you down. It’'s a perfect defense. Shed your shoes and cl ean out your pockets."

The three aids began doing just that. But it took a little time. The six bearded men wore
noccasi ns without any nails. And obviously they had no netal in their clothing. They noved ahead



with quick precision. They drew knives that were nmade of copper and not attracted by the magnet
Monk got out of his shoes first. He had dropped his superfirer and a big jackknife. Wth a yel

he dived for the nearest of the bearded nmen. The bearded one ducked. But not quite enough. Mnk’'s
hairy fist caught himright on the button. He went down with a groan

Then Monk had the copper knife. Yelling a whooping challenge, he sprang forward. Then he began to
waver. The bearded nen began to draw back rapidly. Suddenly they darted through a narrow door. Monk
turned back toward the others. They had all divested thenselves of their netal bel ongings. But the
attackers had fl own.

"Look!" Monk blurted. "The big archway is gone."

A panel had slid down, closing the archway that led to the chanber of the |ake

Monk passed a hand over his brow.

"I"'mtired," he said. "I dunno what it is."

The gas had scarcely any odor at all. But it got them Even Doc had no antidote for it with him
Soon the bronze man was prone with his aids on the stone floor. Little bearded nen, wearing strange
masks to protect thenselves against the gas, slipped into the storeroom They carried | engths of
stout rope. Soon Doc and his aids were tied securely.

Then, one by one, the four captives were haul ed into another room beyond the storage chanber

DOC and this three aids regai ned consciousness in the main stove foundry. There was a small bl ast
furnace of intricate design. There were nolds for the various parts of stoves that were cast in
single units

There were the six bearded men in snocks and noccasins

And there was |gor Lakonnen

Lakonnen had donned a snock of his own. He, too, now wore the noccasins w thout nails or other
metal fittings. The big m ne superintendent, who had worked for Pig-iron Heller for twenty-five
years or nore, strode back and forth before the tightly-bound prisoners. The little bearded nen
huddl ed in the background. They seened to treat Lakonnen as sonething above themin rank

The bearded nmen gabbled in a tongue Doc’s aids did not understand. Lakonnen answered them Sone
sort of a conference seened to be under way.

"That ain’'t Finnish," Mnk grunted. "I can understand Finland talk, This is sonething else."

I gor Lakonnen’s pale eyes flickered. The expression on his lips was not pleasant to see
Particularly for soneone who was his prisoner

"The bronze busybody can probably tell you what | am" Igor sneered. "He seens to know
everything—that is, alnost everything."

Doc eyed the swaggering giant calmy. The bronze man spoke with deliberation. Doc did not seemto
hesitate. But anyone who knew hi mwoul d have realized that he was taking plenty of tine.

"You were born a Finn, Lakonnen," Doc chall enged

Lakonnen bowed, with a smirk

"Your deductions so far are sound, bronze interloper," he sneered. "Now tell ne the rest. Then
tell me what is going to happen to you."

Doc’ s fl ake-gol d eyes seened tiny whirlpools of life. His features showed neither concern with
his plight nor doubt of his conclusions

"Your records show that you fled Finland in 1922," Doc said flatly. "That was the year of the
Manner hei m purge, the year the Finns and Wi te Russians chased the Bol shevi ks out of the country.
woul d guess that your citizenship and your |anguage since then have been Russian."

Lakonnen | aughed

"That is true," he grated. "And it is also true, as you nust know now, that the bal ance of ny

m ssion is one of destruction. Wat we cannot have no one el se shall gain."

There was a bitter note of hatred in Lakonnen’s |ast remarks. He strutted around the room Hs
actions were those of a man who has been thwarted in one thing he had wanted to do but now had a
situation in hand very much to his liking. Big Renny followed himaround the huge roomw th his
eyes. Lakonnen stopped now and then to survey wought-iron work that was in the foundry.

"Holy cow " Renny barked. "They got everything here except an iron stag for a hitching post."
Renny’s remark brought closer attention from Monk and Johnny. Doc had already minutely surveyed
every object in the room There was a queer selection of iron art work. Sone of it was painted a
conventional black. Sone of it was red-|eaded preparatory to the finished painting and other objects
were not yet finished at all

There were queer pillars of wought iron in the shape of tree trunks. There were cast-iron

boul ders, painted with water nmarks and cracks to | ook |ike any huge stone that mght be found in a
field. Long fallen logs, rotting and with green noss fringing them were disclosed to be works of
wrought iron

The effect of seeing themall together was extrenely queer. Lakonnen surveyed them Then he

| aughed

"Hah!" he sneered. "The Devil's Tomahawks. The bronze man and his other aids shall now know the
Tomahawks of the Lost Ones."

As if in answer to Lakonnen's threat, the distant sound of druns beat into the air. The druns
were faint. But they were insistent. Monk shuddered, thought of Ham He | ooked at Lakonnen



expecting to see a sneer of triunph on the Russian Finn's face.
The drunbeat increased in tenpo. But Lakonnen's satisfaction did not.

"The druns," he croaked. "It is not possible!"

One of the bearded men gabbled at himin Russian. Lakonnen nodded.

"Yes," he said. "They are down-river. | can hear them It is that devil, M chabou."

Lakonnen shuddered, listened intently. The steady tenpo of the druns beat into his ears like a

threat from which he could not escape. |gor Lakonnen proved to be a nan whose nerves had sustai ned
about all they were capable of w thstanding. Sweat dripped fromhis face. H's jaws worked strangely.
And then a string of epithets burst fromhis |lips that needed no understandi ng of any |anguage to
interpret.

"They cone closer," lgor spat. "W will flee. At once."

One of the bearded nmen spoke in English, suggested piling into the tiny sub. The big arched doors
were open now. The cavern of the subterranean | ake could be seen fromthe foundry room |Igor
Lakonnen shook his head.

"No," he decided. "W might be trapped. W will take the speedboat to Sault Ste. Marie. There we
can charter a plane."

lgor led the way. He started out a side door in the foundry room It was on the river side. But

he never reached the door. As the beat of the druns sounding fromthe east increased, that side door
sl ammed open. A wild war whoop welled fromit. Two painted, feathered forns sprang into the foundry
room

One of the new attackers paused, raised a bow and arrow. There was the sharp twang of the

bowstring and an arrow whi zzed past Lakonnen’'s ear. The big Finn screaned in panic. He turned toward
the archway | eading to the cavern of the | ake.

"The sub!" he yelled. "W’ ve got to nake it. It is our only chance."

Lakonnen ran. As he did, he pulled a small bonb fromhis pocket. He hurled the nmssile at Mnk's

| aboratory canoe. There was a flash of |ight and a sharp expl osion. The canoe sank beneath the
surface, wecked beyond repair. Then Lakonnen piled into the tiny sub. The six bearded nen fol | owed
hi m

The two Indians followed with a whoop. They al so were equipped with small, conpact bonbs. They

hurl ed these onto the deck of the sinking submarine. But the sub was made of stronger stuff than the
bonmbs could crack. It sank beneath the surface and its notors could be heard to beat rhythmcally.
DOC SAVAGE yelled to the two Indians. He told himto haul up the sunken canoe, take certain

equi prent fromit and give chase. Then Doc concentrated on his bonds. He instructed his three aids
to do the sane.

Monk struggl ed nethodically with his bonds. A couple of things were bothering the hairy chem st.

He saw the two | ndians grapple for the sunken canoe with silk-thread grapplers that he thought he
had seen before. He saw them get the canoe and take thin, glassite diving helmets fromit. They
donned these and plunged into the water. Just before they did, one of them|ooked at Monk and

wi nked.

"Say," Mnk said suddenly. "How cone the sound of those druns quit when they sunk nmy canoe?"

Doc Savage replied briefly.

"The drunbeat was recorded," he inforned Monk. "A direction soundi ng board threw it downstream

It scared Lakonnen into thinking the Devil's Tomahawks were after him"

Monk struggl ed out of his bonds. He was wobbly on his feet, |eaned agai nst one of the new y-cast

st oves.

"There was sonet hing danged fam |iar about themIndians that were just here," he remarked. "The
one that w nked."

Monk gave it up for the nonent, and idly inspected the stove. He renenbered Renny’s renark about
the extrene weight of the things. He scratched the surface with a thunmbnail. Then he examined it
nore cl osely.

"Say," he said. "These things ain't iron. They' re solid nickel!"

"That is correct,” Doc informed him "These nen wanted nickel. They were shipping it out of the
country secretly. If they couldn’t get it, they wanted to destroy all evidence that it existed. If
they are keeping up to their usual performance, we will find a time bonb some place in this
foundry."

I gor Lakonnen was tal king about that tine bonb even as Doc Savage nentioned the probability of

its existence. lgor was tooling the sub upward in the water-worn passageway. Just before they had
subnerged the underwater craft, |gor had dropped a water gate that shut off the |ower exit of the

passageway.
That act not only stopped the current in the great natural tunnel. It created a backwash that
tenporarily reversed the current. The sub shot ahead with rapidity. Igor chuckl ed.

"Their canoe is ruined," he gloated. "They will investigate the foundry. That is only natural."

He | ooked at his watch.

"In five nore mnutes the blast will occur," he sneered. "Then the evidence and Doc Savage w ||
bot h di sappear."

One of the bearded nmen waggl ed his hirsute appendage.



"I'ss so," he hissed. "Iss a neasure of success. But, shall we escape?"

He did not seemoverly concerned about it. But lgor was made of different stuff. H's personal

wel fare was not far fromhis mnd.

"W will get out at the mll," he decided. "W will then go to the airfield. It is but a short
way. There we will appropriate the Savage autogyro. |, lgor, can operate the nachine."

The bearded one waggl ed the beard again.

"Yess," he husked. "But what of the Savage friends?"

I gor | aughed.

"Doc and three go up with the foundry. Two are already dead."

I gor shuddered when he said that. He had seen the bodies of Long Tom and Ham And evidently he
didn’t understand it.

"That dammed M chabou!" lgor nuttered. "That is the sort of thing we are taught not to believe."
He wi ped perspiration fromhis brow and forced hinmself to think of nore pleasant things. He

| ooked again at his watch.

"That expl osion, now," he said happily. "In two minutes it will all be over. That, |, lgor, like
to think of."

Chapter XVII. AN EX- MOURNER

| GOR was not the only person who was displaying a vital interest in the planted time bonmb. Renny,
Monk and Johnny had started an i nmedi ate search for it when Doc nentioned the probability that it
exi st ed.

Monk was opening and cl osing the doors of stoves piled about the place. He didn't find anything
there, so he started exam ning all of the queer pieces of wought-iron art. These were really nmade
of iron, Mnk deci ded. He kicked sone of them and found that they were hollow. Mnk got so
interested that he al nost forgot about the tinme bonb for which he was hunting.

It was Doc who found the thing. A conpact, electrically wired thing with a precision clock, it

was cleverly hidden under a pile of un-snelted ore in the snall blast furnace. When Doc found it,
the clock was fifty-one seconds ahead of the expl osion.

The bronze man snipped the wiring off and renoved the clock. Then he subrmerged the whole thing in
wat er. Monk heard Johnny exclaimthat Doc had found the thing. The chemist didn't even try to
transl ate the words that Johnny used. He nmerely assumed that the gaunt geol ogi st meant that fromhis
tone of voice.

Monk was busy. He was sure these things had to have sonme purpose. He picked up a cold chisel and
a hammer from a bench. A great tree trunk of wought iron painted to resenble the npss-covered bark
of an oak tree engaged his attention. There was an irregular crack runni ng down one side. Mnk
whanged away at that with the cold chisel. Suddenly, the thing swung open. Mnk | eaped back, his
mouth open as wide as it would go. And that was pretty wi de.

"Crimminy!" he gulped. "The old Iron Lady is back again!"

Johnny and Renny cane runni ng. They knew of nedieval torture systens and they knew of the Iron
Lady. That fearsone object was a torture death neted out to those who npst severely offended the
rut hl ess desires of Spanish inquisitors. Pirates had used it to force victins to tell where their
weal th was hi dden.

The original Iron Lady was a cast-iron torture chanmber built in the formof a stout woman with
flowing skirts. It was hollow and hinged. It opened outward fromthe front. Wen it closed again, it
was presuned to have a victiminside of it. The inside was studded with |ong, cruel spikes that

al most met when the thing was entirely cl osed.

The torture experts of nedieval days closed it slowmy, so that the victimmght linger long in
awful pain. That was in the days of piracy and the Spanish Min.

The treelike duplicate Monk was | ooking at was born of a different day. Instead of spikes, the
sharp internal projections were crescent shaped, each designed to | eave a characteristic shape |ike
the wound of a tomahawk.

And Monk knew then that the machine was designed to give a swift death—a swift one, but one just
as horrible as the Iron Lady had ever admi ni stered.

Monk knew he was | ooking at the Devil’'s Tonmahawks!

The hairy chem st shuddered and thought of Ham He | ooked at Renny and Johnny. None spoke for a
nonent .

"This nmust be it," Mk said finally. "That could kill a guy in one second. Then when it was
closed up again enpty it would look just like a fallen log that had been there all the time. O like
a rock you' d been sitting on. O this here tree."

Doc Savage had come up quietly behind them Mnk turned to himfor support. Doc nodded.

"This is Lakonnen's tomahawk death," he agreed. "Lakonmen forged a letter of confession by old
Luke Heller to murdering Marquette's grandfather. That gave the apparent excuse that the Indians
were on the warpath.”

Monk scratched his head.

"How d he miss the first time on N Nathan Nathani al son?"

"He got himby accident,"” Doc said. "He was after Kovisti. It was dark, and he got N. Nate, who
was in with him Wen the fat |awyer later got so scared Igor feared he would talk, he killed him"



"Holy cow " Renny boomed. "Look at that one. That's the kind that nust have gotten Kovisti."

Renny had forced open a huge Iron Lady that was the exact duplicate of a Detroit sanitation
department box

Monk scratched his head thoughtfully. Another idea canme to him

"Say, Doc, did the Indians get sore and steal sonme of these gadgets to get even? Did they get

Long Tom and—

Doc Savage did not get a chance to reply. Apparently lgor Lakonnen was smarter than he had been
given credit for. Igor had left two time bombs, separated in detonation time by several mnutes. The
second one | et go while Mnk was talking

It nmust have been a thermite conbination bonb. The bl ast shook the building. But it was

acconpani ed by a searing heat that spread rapidly over the entire structure

Doc Savage began to run

"Cet to the weckage of the canoe,” Doc rapped. "Put on glassite helnets and go into the
underground river."

Monk led the scranble to the chanber of the |ake. The hairy chenist had packed the canoe. He knew
where everything ought to be. Wile the canoe was wecked beyond any use itself, the expl osion of
the small bonbs had not dammged the | ockers much. They were made of stout nmetal alloy and were
wat er pr oof thensel ves

Monk took out four thin diving helmets. The things were made of a material much like the

gl assli ke hood of the canoe. They had no hose connections or other breathing apparatus. In each was
a smal | package of odd-1ooking pills. These were Doc Savage' s oxygen tablets. There were enough of
themin each package to keep a diver alive for nore than two hours

Monk silently handed a hel net and a package of pills to Renny and Johnny. Doc picked up one
himsel f. The bronze man had been examining the water of the |ake

"There is still sonme backwash fromclosing the | ower gates," he said. "It should not take us |ong
to reach the | ake."

Doc took a jar of greenish paste fromone of the |ockers in Mnk’s canoe. He sneared the stuff on
his arms and shoul ders. Nothi ng happened then. He handed the jar to the others

"Rub it on as | have," Doc advised. "Wen the stuff comes in contact with water, it will glow and
make enough |ight to see where you are going. Wen you |l eave the water, it will lose its |um nescent
quality.”

Doc put on his helnet and plunged into the lake. H's three aids foll owed. Ahead of themthey

could see the greenish blob of light that was Doc Savage. Monk was the |ast one to | eave the chanber
of the |l ake. Just before he plunged into the icy water, he turned to take one |ast |ook at the stove
foundry. The place was a bl azing mass of flames. The heat scorched the face of the hairy chem st as
he took his |l ast |ook. Then Mnk plunged into the water

He coul d vaguely see the three blobs of |um nescence ahead of himin the water tunnel. Mnk swam
along like some gigantic crab with red bristles on its claws.

It was a well-known fact that Monk Mayfair was a garrul ous individual. He was sel domsilent for

any length of tinme unless he was confronted with an enmergency that took up all of his energies in
ot her things than conversation

This was not such an occasion. This underwater sw nmmng was just so nuch exercise as far as Mnk
was concerned. The glassite helnets were not equi pped with short-wave radi o or any ot her neans of
speech or thought transm ssion. These helmets were nmerely enmergency units for situations such as
this one

In other words, Monk was entirely alone with his thoughts. Sudden turns in the situation that had
confronted them had prevented himfrom aski ng Doc Savage questions that were on his mnd. The
explosions in the mll and in the foundry had halted Doc from maeki ng some expl anati ons that Monk was
sure were needed to clear up the nuddl e of the ness

Then Monk renenbered the two Indians who had so fortunately arrived at the stove foundry. He
remenbered, in particular, the one who had wi nked at himjust before donning a glassite helnmet. That
Indian had worn a pretty supercilious snmle

Monk suddenly yelled in rage and anazenent. His bellowi ng protest confined within the snal

glassite Hel z hel met nearly burst his eardruns.

"Jobbed! |’'ve been jobbed by that danged shyster!" Mnk shouted. "Just wait until | get ny hands

on that imtation Indian!"

Monk’ s beetl e brow winkled up in concentration. He couldn’t understand what had happened. But

now t hat he was sure Ham was the |ndian who had winked at him his first reaction was to get even
with Ham for the angui sh he had been caused

Long ago Monk and Ham had carried on spectacul arly successful experinments in tel epathy. Mnk

didn't know whet her they would work at the distance probably between them now. Nor if being under
wat er woul d have any effect. But it was worth a try.

"You danged fourflushing shyster!" Mnk thought at Ham "The next time | go into nourning for

you, |'Il make doggoned certain you deserve it."

Monk swam on, glowering. Then he bellowed in renewed rage

"Tssssk, such a pity," a thought wave cane back to him "You |l ook so charming in black."



THE four nen finally struck the turn in the tunnel |eading upward at a forty-five-degree angle.
Their own buoyancy took themupward rapidly then. They broke the surface of cold Lake Superior right
besi de the remains of Pig-iron Heller's concrete pier.

The smal|l sub was docked beside it. Stal king up and down on the pier was a slender, red-skinned
figure with the streaks of war paint on his face. It watched Monk closely as the chem st cl anbered
up on the dock and renoved his hel net.

"Hell o, you missing link," Hamsaid dryly. "Do you know what the spirits said about you while |
was in the other world?"

Monk | et out a bellow of rage. He |lunged at Ham

"Fool me, will you, you process server! |'|l—=

Doc Savage's qui et voice stopped the ngl ée.

"We have no time to quarrel. Such deception was necessary. |t was inportant that no one but the
parties involved know of it. Wthout the certainty that Ham and Long Tom had di ed, we could not have
forced Lakonnen’s hand through fear."

Doc turned to Ham "Were is Long TonP" he asked.

"Gone on ahead," Hamtold him "These guys got here and scrammed before we broke the surface. W

t hought they were probably heading for the autogyro, so Long Tomis gone ahead to disable it before
they get there."

"CGood," Doc said. "W nust hurry if we are to take our prisoners alive."

A nuttering thunder of druns interrupted the bronze nan. The druns burst out in an angry roll,
then beat out the tenpo of death.

Monk snorted, |ooked at Ham

"Hell with it," he snapped. "Now | know it is a phony."

Doc Savage stood still, listening. Then he began to nove.

"Not this tinme," he said quietly. "Those druns are beating for death!"

As the bronze man spoke, the staccato roar of a machine gun cut loose in the forest. Doc sprang
after it.

"W may be able to avert a massacre," he said.

"Yeeough!" Mnk yelled, suddenly renenbering. "And Iris Heller’'s in those woods."

He plunged after Doc. The others raced behind him

Chapter XViIl. ALMOST A ROVANCE

THE woods were dark, and it was every man for hinself in the race through the woods. Mnk got
separated fromthe rest before he had gone a hundred yards. Privately, he thought that was a very
good idea. If he got a chance to save the girl, he wanted to do it when Ham was not around. The
dapper | awer had queered Mnk’s chances with nmore than one | uscious eyeful.

Monk didn’t encounter the girl. Not right away, that is. The first person he saw was a short

i ndi vidual who was strolling through the woods as if it had been Central Park in New York. Monk
flicked on a flashlight and | ooked hi m over.

The man was dressed in nondescript clothes. H's face was obviously not a face at all. It was sone
sort of a plastic mask. That was apparent even in the dimlight of the flash. He seenmed to think
sone sort of an explanation was in order.

"I ama botanist," he stated. "I have lost ny way."

He spoke the words as if it were not natural to speak in such a manner. He sounded like a snall
boy reciting McGuffey’' s Reader. Monk renmenbered Renny’s description of the man in the mask who had
escaped fromthe plane at Flint, the man who had held the map showi ng Doc Savage’'s Fortress of

Sol i t ude.

The man in the mask started to wal k on.

"No, you don't," Monk yelled, and lunged at him

The man twi sted, tried to get away. He had about as nmuch chance as a fly trying to get off a
fresh piece of flypaper. So he squalled. He sounded nore natural this tine.

"Leggo nme, Mdnkeyface. Leggo ne, or dis tine |I'll soitanly bunp you!"

Monk ripped off the mask and found the broken nose and cauliflower ears of Nosy under it.

"Unnh!" Monk grunted and swung one hairy fist.

Then he tied up the unconscious Nosy with some rawhi de he had in his pocket and tucked hi m away
under a stunp. Wen they canme back for Nosy, he would be shipped to a place known as the "coll ege"
in upstate New York. It was a place naintained by Doc where delicate operations were perfornmed on
the brains of crimnals captured by Doc and his aids. The operation renoved all nenory of the past
and all tendency toward crinme. The "graduates" becane respectable citizens.

Monk realized he had tarried sonewhat. He raced through the night and finally caught up with Ham
Monk was dying to ask Ham how t he tonahawk death had been sinul ated. The chenmi st had exam ned
Ham s body. And Monk woul d have sworn he knew a dead man when he saw one. But he was too nmad at Ham
to ask any questions about it. He would just have to wait until Doc had time to tell him

Ahead of the two, a series of screanms welled up into the night. Mre staccato shots roared out.
Monk and Ham began to run. They ran right into a nmob of redskins who were quite ready for them They
qui ckly discovered that these were the Indians with the Brooklyn accents.

One of them had a Tommy-gun pressed into Doc Savage's midriff. Renny and Johnny stood nearby. But



as long as that hair trigger held the life of the bronze man in the bal ance, neither of them would
nove.

Dutch Scorvitch was in charge of the gang. His scarred face was twisted in rage. He was beating
with a club the six bearded little men who had been in the stove foundry.

"Where did he go?" Dutch demanded. "Tell nme where that doubl e-crossing rat ran to?"

The little bearded men gabbled in their own tongue. They shuddered and cringed beneath the bl ow

of the clubs. Suddenly there was a yell fromdeep in the woods.

"l got the rat!" a voice shouted.

Then there was the sound of the druns. The awful stench of the grave that came with the Devil’s
Tomahawks. Dutch Scorvitch snarled with ugly satisfaction. He knocked the bearded nmen to the ground,
instructed his henchnmen to tie them

"Six of you come with nme," he rapped. "The rest of you keep an eye on Savage and his gang."

Dutch swung off into the night. As he did, there cane a scream of agony, a bubbling, gurgling cry
of pain and horror.

Monk nudged Ham "That's Lakonnen's voice," he grunted. "And | can't say as |'m nmuch upset."

THE excitenent caused the man hol ding the Tommy-gun at Doc’s mdriff to waver just a little. It
wasn’t nuch. But it was enough. Doc noved one hand out as if he were going to brush a bit of dirt
fromthe killer's face. His fingers barely touched the skin. A very peculiar thing occurred.

Lids closed over the man’s bal eful eyes. H's jaw sagged. The Tomy-gun waved around. H s fingers
were slack on the trigger release. He seened to go to sleep on his feet. He fell over slowy and
crashed to the ground.

That brought action fromthe other phony Indians. It also brought action from Mnk, Ham Renny
and Johnny. The nél ée that followed was really something in the way of free-for-alls. There were
four times as many crooks as there were of Doc and his aids. The crooks all had guns. But in such
close quarters they were afraid to use them except as clubs. They slammed with the butts of heavy
automatics. One man swing a rifle |like a huge club. He just m ssed Mnk's head.

Doc Savage fought a peculiar battle. His fingertips seemed to drift out and merely graze the
cheeks of his adversaries. Each tine he did it, a killer went to sleep. The eerie exhibition drained
the confidence of the rest of the gang. Soon they were all either unconscious on the ground or
securely tied.

Doc plunged through the night in the direction of Igor Lakonnen's scream The big Finn wailed
again as Doc tore through the tangl ed underbrush, followed by his aids. Apparently Dutch Scorvitch
was not in such a hurry to inflict the death of the tonahawks on Igor. Dutch lived up to his
reputati on and showed a preference for slower torture.

There were eight figures watching the death agoni es of Igor Lakonnen. Dutch and his six henchrmen
were accounted for. There was al so another "Indian" stoutly tied to a tree. This Indian had a
mushr oom conpl exi on under hi s hideous war paint. Mnk gasped when he saw the prisoner.

"Long Tom " he blurted.

The pal e I ndi an nodded.

"I tried to stop them" Long Tom Roberts said. "But there were too nany of themfor nme."

The arrival of Doc and his aids was so sudden that Dutch and his six pals were taken by surprise.
Doc plunged at the six phony I|ndians. One of them whipped out an automatic and cut |oose. His aim
was bad, and he m ssed Doc Savage.

But it just happened that the bronze man was between the killer and Dutch Scorvitch at the

moment. He didn't miss Dutch.

Doc nmoved quickly anong the nmen. Monk and Renny were slugging with fists that brought | ethal
results. The bronze nman nerely flicked his hands to the cheeks of the crooks. One by one they went
to sleep. Then Doc turned. Fromhis fingertips he stripped tiny bronze caps. These were thinblelike,
and so cleverly constructed that only cl osest scrutiny would reveal their presence.

The thinbles held tiny hypoderm c needl es containing a drug which induced instant

unconsci ousness. These devices held the secret of Doc’s magic touch.

Doc strode over to the death device that held Igor Lakonnen in its grip.

THI' S one was designed to resenble a huge pine stunmp. Ceverly concealed wires led fromit to the
trees nearby. Doc knew that those wires were connected with a series of |oudspeakers hidden in the
trees which synchroni zed the crescendo of the druns with the war whoop of death.

The victimfurnished the scream of agony. That nuch was entirely genuine.

I gor Lakonnen npaned in pain and agony as Doc spread the death nachi ne open. Dutch had been
torturing the big Finn. Lakonnen was not yet dead. But Doc coul d see that he would not be | ong anong
the living. Lakonnen rolled his eyes and | ooked at Doc. There was a wild light of fanatical triunph
inthem Hs lips were twisted in pain. But he managed a snarling grin. lgor’'s mnd was partly
nunbed with the deliriumof pain.

"Nickel . . . nickel for armanents," he babbled. "No one knew it was there but lgor. If we cannot
have it, no one can."

The huge nman shuddered. Then his body rel axed. Hi s pale eyes glazed. |gor Lakonnen was dead, a
ghastly victimof his own death device.

There was silence for a moment. Monk stood it as long as he could. Then he burst out with



questi ons.

"What's it all about, Doc?" he blurted. "I gotta know. This thing’'s beginning to get ne down."

"l gor discovered rich nickel deposits deep in the mine shafts,"” Doc explained. "He kept those
parts of the mine flooded so that no one el se woul d know about them The nickel ore was transported
only at night and then by way of the overhead nonorail cable. Fromthere it was sent down the big
tube | gor destroyed to the stove foundry. The regular bars of pig iron shipped to the foundry were
either made into death machines or dunped into the |ake."

"Yeah," Monk conplained. "But why all this fuss about nickel ore? Wiy try to destroy evi dence

that it existed?"

"N ckel is needed to toughen steel for armanents," Doc said. "Canada furnishes nost of the

worl d's supply. New Cal edonia nost of the rest of it. W had none that was known of. Lakonnen knew
that his country needed it and could not get it fromthe British Enmpire. Al so, he thought our
country and his mght sometine be enemes. If he could not snuggle it abroad, he did not want us to
know we possessed any of the netal. In a world at war, possession of nickel is vital."

Monk grunted, scratched his head. Then he whirled as a new conmotion sounded behind him Iris
Heller rushed into the little clearing. Her skirts were torn. Her eyes were wide. It was a nonent
bef ore she got her breath.

"The Indians are going to kill Marquette and Keewi s!" she stanmmered. "The real Indians. Not the
fake ones. They say that Keewis has been tanpering with their spirits.”

Doc noved swiftly.

"l feared this mght happen," he said. "But it was a chance we had to take. Cone."

DOC |l ed the way to the big clearing near the mne shaft. Keewis and Marquette Heller were | ashed
to stakes. The Indians were not engaging in any tribal dance now. They stood in a sullen crowd
around the two. The nmutterings were ugly, filled with suspicion.

Doc Savage strode to a big rock at one edge of the clearing, clinbed up upon it. Then he spoke to
the assenbl ed braves. He talked in the Qibway tongue, then translated it into Chi ppewa and
Tahquanmenon so that all would understand. Doc held one hand out before himin the gesture of peace
to the abori gi nes.

"Be at peace," Doc advised them "Your |eaders have done no wong. They have saved your tribesnen
froma disgrace they did not deserve. Keewis told you that was why he beat the drums of M chabou.
Keewi s spoke the truth. Even M chabou woul d have wanted it that way."

A grunbl e of dissent came fromthe |ndians. They were not yet convinced. Then Keewi s spoke from

hi s stake.

"The bronze man is one highly honored by our brethren in the Wst," Keewis intoned. "The bronze
man i s nodest. He does not adnmit that he is privileged to speak for M chabou."

Keewi s | ooked quickly at Doc. The bronze man took the cue These supertitious |Indains had

performed for Keewis up to a point. But now they were afraid of what they had done. Sone
deronstrati on woul d be needed to swing themfromthat idea.

Doc stepped down fromthe rock. He went into a little war dance of his own. Then a puff of snoke
spiraled fromthe ground behind him Doc reached the edge of the clearing. Then he di sappeared.
Instantly, the weird, eerie mask of the figure Keewis had identified as the master spirit, M chabou,
gl eamred ethereally in the snoke. The voice came fromit in Qibway.

"Marquette Hell er knew now of the things that have gone on," the weird figure intoned. "Paul P.
Keewi s worked with the bronze nman to drive the Devil’s Tonmahawks from your |and. Do not scorn

Pau- puk- kee-wi s. Honor him?"

A wail of contrition went up at the nmention of Keewis in the name of the ancient m schief-naker

of H awatha. The Indians fell on their faces. They were indeed inpressed.

They did not know, as Monk and Doc’s other aids had suddenly realized, that M chabou was a noving
picture cast onto the white snoke to reflect it in eerie fashion. They did not know that the voice
of the master spirit was Doc’s thrown by ventril oqui sm

That had fooled not only the Indians. It had driven Lakonnen to give hinmself away.

The snoke vani shed then, and Doc reappeared. The |ndians were busy untying Marquette Heller and
Keewi s. Monk sidled up to Doc. There was one nore thing he had to know.

"How d you fake that death, Doc?" he asked in a whisper.

Doc | ooked at himfor a nonent and smil ed.

"Did you ever see a stage hypnotist draw a needle entirely through the armof a subject w thout

pai n or damage?" Doc inquired. Mnk nodded. Doc explained that welts were raised on the body wi thout
breaki ng the skin. A collodionlike substance was then added.

"That, plus suspended animation of the bodily tissues and functions through hypnosis is the basis
of it," the bronze man told him The gravelike snmell, Doc told him was made by chemcals in all
cases.

Monk breathed a sigh of relief and turned to find Iris Heller. He found her with Ham

"Don't believe a word he tells you," Mnk grunted.

Monk expected a rise out of Hamon that one. But the dapper |awer fooled him

"My esteened associate jests," Ham drawl ed. He put one arm around Mnk’'s shoul der. "Let us

discuss this in a friendly fashion."



Monk was stymi ed. Those weren't the tactics he was accustoned to neeting. The three of them
strolled slowy toward the edge of the clearing. A few feet behind them Mrquette Heller trail ed.
At the edge of the clearing Monk let out a roar of anger. He left Iris and Ham and raced into the
under br ush.

"I"I'l cut his ears off!" Mnk roared. "I'Il draw and quarter the unpl easant beast! 1'Il tear him
apart!"

Ham t ook one | ook, and instantly Iris Heller found herself alone.

A dozen yards in the woods there was a small fire left by some of the Indians. Two figures were
crouched around the fire. One of themwas Chenistry. The big nonkey's tendency toward imitation had
nearly gotten himin trouble before.

This time it was worse than usual. Chem stry had seen the |ndians about to roast Habeas when Ham
had called himinto the other clearing.

Monk bell owed in rage as he tore through the brush. He was afraid he wouldn’t get there in tinmne.
Chenmistry had carefully tied the porker’s feet to a long pole. He was trying to maneuver the pole
now over the fire. The expression on the nonkey's face was neither one of anger or hunger. He had
the attitude of a man whose sol e thought is the advancenent of science.

Monk and Ham reached the fire al nbst sinultaneously. The pig was saved. But the scrap that ensued
bet ween Monk and Ham had ot her repercussions. Iris Heller, standing in amazenent at the edge of the
larger clearing, winkled her nose in disgust. She turned abruptly. Marquette Heller stood half a
dozen feet fromher. In an instant they were in each other’s arms.

Monk saw that. He quit fighting.

"Crimm ny!" he conpl ai ned. "Even when |’ m goin’ good you can queer ne with a dane."

Doc Savage's voice was soft behind him

"They have been in love for years," he told them "Marquette was too proud to ask her to narry
himuntil he had earned the right. That namde her angry."

Monk grunted. "Yeah," he said. "Wonen are like that. I"'moff themfor life."

THE END



